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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Shock for the Remove !

b Y hat! b cun't shift those
M Leggnrs for toffec!™
Bob  Cherry  pulled  up,

punting, on the IElquhalil;ﬁ_ed
at Greyiriars, and mopped hus perspiring
braw. With him were half o dozen lead-
ing lighta of the Remove Porm, and they
worn all poing throush the same process
s Jlob.

The juniors were practising shots at
eoad, and it was the custom for two
fellows to puard the citadel against the
attacks of the others: When the defenders
were beaive, another couple took their
laees, and o0 o )

alstrode wund Johony Bull were in
gual at the preseat wement, and hoth
were grinning broadly,

Aund  they F:imd pood reason to grin.
Far holf an hour they had keps the fort
intact, and had mekled all sorts and coun-
ditivns of shots, never allowing them.
celves to by Leaten,  Whetheyr ik travelled
Lixh or low. sawift ar stealthy, the ball
s alwava checkod inis coveer,

Hu]s.l,r{.;d,h', wlip Kept j,.l,’_l}ﬂl for the Ht‘:-
meove, was i geeat  fornt;  and  his
portner,  wellknown  for his  rocklike

gaalitive, had given o great exinbition.

“Phia sort of thing,” grunted Iob
Cherry, *ian't roing on for the duration
of the war. Stew thai one, you beauties !

And Dol sent in a scorching shot.
which curled in under the cross-bar, but
which Bulstrode's nimble fpgers just
mnaged to intereent,

“Good for vou. old man!™ gazped
Johnny DBull. V' Stick it out!”

“That's just what I'm gowg to do,
chuckled Bulstrode,

A enrvions erowd had collected close ot
hand, It was not often that the crack
shots of the Remave failed to get thew
own wav) and rhe spectators were -
terested to sve who wonld be the livst to
crash the ball into the net.

Stacdine apart from the cest. smiling
poninlly wpon the seene, was o neatly-
crestnd vonth of about fiteen, whose face
wia new to Groviriws, In the general
interest. however, he stood tnotieed.

But the strangrer was worth looking at
twiee. e was gl apd well set-up; With
dack erves and brown covly hair. His
enit was of blue serge: and his voiwee,
when e ._‘\'-'E]Hl-;t}*—:,'lﬁ. Lie dicd prewntl}'—was
¢lear o pefined, .

“ Prut gome ginger into it. gentlemen 17

TPeter Todd, whe had just sent in
rather a tamo shot, which Jﬁih!!'l:ﬁ’ Rull

bad headed out, spun round on ihe
=veaker. . )
“Who  the dickens are vou?"” he

giowled, A new kid has no right to
b a0 critical ! Well, it's ensy coough to
be o looker-on it Vienna, Come and do
better vourself 1"

“AWith pleasnre,” smiled the stranger.

ITe e lehitle on to the field. and the
way he trapped ihe ball when Peter Todd
eent it acres: to him proved that be was
every inch a foctballer.

Pauzing for a brief zccond only, to get
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his direction, he drove the sphere hard
anl true for goal.

It came towards Johnny Boll's arca.
and the burly Removite foresaw no great
difficulty in stopping it,  Duk, just hefore
it reached him, the ball changed 1ts
course with o wicked swerve, and crashed
past him eto the net.

“Goal I

Jotimy Bull rublbed his eves.

“ Mumrmme-my - hat!” he  gasped
* Beaten—and by a raw, unfamed new
kid ™

* These flukes will happen, even in the
best-regnlated familiss,” said Peter Taodd,

The boy in the blue serge suit langhed
good-hunouredly.

“Not satisfied yet®'" heo said. * Berter
got in woal yourself, for an experiment,”

“Thanks.” said Peter grimly, © L will!
Come on, Bob ™

Peter Todd and Bob Cherry took up
their positions in frout of the net, and the
bombardment was resumed. The strangey
gor in one wr two hot shots, und lnaity
aent i @ fast rising one. The ball can-
voned into the pet, taking Peter Todd's
capr with it in the rush,

“Shades of Stuve DBloomer!™ gasped

Peter, =T take back what I said about
flukos after that, It was a clinking shor,
T

The unkuown bowed.

“Look heve,” satd Ilarry Wharton,
approgehineg hime I rather like your
stvle, What's vour name?™

* Brown,”

“ Do vou speil it with an *e?%®

“No; just plain Brown—Jack Brown,’

*Well, vouw're hot stuff, anvwary.
You're fond of fvoter. I s'pose?”

Brown’s eyves sparkled,

“Yond of it Oh, rather!™ he ox-
cluimed.

“Fon'll be quite an acquisition, then "
gnid Iiarey.

“Good word, that.
Wavs,

There was something so taking about
Jack Brown that the juniors warmed to
him ot onee.

“We shall ook to you to back up the
Remwove all along the line,” said Baob
Cherry,

*Yoes, rather 1V

Jark DBrown looked :turpr:iseﬂ.

O, bt veally " he began,

“Yau're coming  inte  the Hemove
surely 7 sasd Ilarvy Wharton,  “You're
Ty En'l; and oo old fur the Third"™

Jack Brown smiled, Ile looked at his
best when he amiled.

“T'm oaflraid.”™ he said, “you don't
understaml. Yoo seem to be under the
impression that I'm o coming to Greviriues
aa——az & echolar.™

“ M course !

“Woll. there’s no such hack.”

“Wou're net poing to be o gentleman
of leisure, by any chance ?" grinned Bob
Cherry,

“No." sl Brown, g curions emile
Elﬂ:'-'i”‘:' aboyt s lips. “I'm the new

oot-bay !
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Skinner is Suspicious !

HE =wdden explosion of a bomb-

I shell on Little Side could not have

had 2 much more stavtling ¢flect
than Jark Drown's statement,

The loot-hoy !

The duties of a boot-boy at GGrevinars
wore not all beer and skittles. Ife was a
very downtradiden individual, very much
put upone by the eccok and others i the
domestic regionz, and his duties lasted
frome the vizing up of the saun to the going
down thereof. It wasn't the sorc of life
that the average lad with o good edues-
tion would plump for,

“You—yon must be pulling our legs,
Brown ™ saud Harvey Wharton at length,

“Thnn not! What 1 say is vperfectly
true

" Rt

“I a'pose vour estimate of me will go
tdown with a bump new ! smd Drown
wiztfully,  “ Bteictly speaking, I ought to
zay ' osir” to any of vou.”

“Peaw it b, kid" 7 said Dol Cherry.
“We think no worse of you heennse vou
have to cleanr Loots and knives wnel
things. But it—it tukes a lot of swallow-
g, all the same,  What are your people
about  te put vow at o jeb Hke thas?
Thev ought te be jelly well ashamed of
themeelves, I should think )™

For a moment Brown's exes Llnzed, aud
his hands were 30 tightly elenched that
the kouckles stood out haivd and white,
The juniors could see that he was o youth
of =it

“UGo casy!™ he said. My people aro
the best any fellow ever hud, and I'm
prowed of them !™

*Horry, old chap!” said Bob Cherr;.r,
“1 oughtn’t to have said that, T see’

The boot-boyv's expressinn softened.

“That’s all right,” he said, “But I'd
be zlad if you wouldn't mention my
people again, any of vou.”

The jupiors were silent.  Was it pos-
sible that the boy Brown had 2 past?

Perhaps he had ran awav from home.
Perhaps he was a fugitive of 2omp sort,
or—a more sinister thourht still—perhaps
e had an ulterior molive in coming 1o
Greviviars, It zeemed ineredible that o
fellow with his winning disposition was
a boot-loy becausa he was unable to
follow any other calling.

The refloctions of the Remaovites were
rudely  lnterrupted by  an excited eory
from Skinner, who was stamding a few
vards owoy scanning an evenlug paper

CSkinner hod got the paper for Loder of

the Sixth, who had been specialising in
dead ceorts and sure smips; but quite
apart from the vacivg results, and the
war's slow grind on the Western Frant,
there was other news of & most intorest-
tng nature.

Harey Wharton & Co. erassed over to
Skinner, and glanced at the eolumn which
had eavsed him to exelaim.

“A BTARTLING
DISAPPEARANCE DY
was the headline, and the paper pro-
cecded to state:



Every Monday.

*The Hon. Hastings, who is the

son of the Earl of Mortherncourt,

and heir to the Northerncourt estates, is

missing from his home at Hurstbourne
Priors, Hantas,

“We understand that the éc-u heir
was home for a week from Grandcourt
fichool. Iie had no worries, and was on
the best of terma with the other membeors
of his Form. Wheother hiz sudden dis-
appearance was intentional or accidental
18 quite unknown.

“The Hon. Koy Hastings is [ifteen
vears of age, shim, well-built, and a fine
athlete. He iz of dark complexion, with
curly brown bair and dack eyes, and whon
lnat sean was wearing a hivua geTge suit
ond a tie of the Grandeourt coleurs.
Detectives and other agents are already
et work to elucidate the mystery of his
disappearance.”

The nows was certainly of an interest-
ing bature, though why Skinner should
be a0 excited about it the others couldn’t
see at first. Skinner himsell supplied the
solution.

He pointed dramatically to Jack
Brown,

“Look!" said Skinner. “'If he isn't
the missing heir, I'll eat my has!™

“What?" eoxclaimed the Kemoviles in
8 startled chorus.

“Irark complexion, ecurly brown hair,
dark oyes, blue serge suit!" jerked out
Bkinner. "It doesn’'t need a Sexton
Blake or o Ferrers Locke to put two and
two together. Look here, you [ellow,”
pushing hiz way forward, “are vou the
Hon, Roy Hastings? Out with it!"”

The boot-boy faced Skinner calmly, and
without finching.

“Wy name,” he aaid, “is Jack Brown.
I've said so once before, and I'm not
going to repeat it every five minutes like
a parrab.  And it's not a babit of mine
to trot round telling liea, Whenever 1
choose to give you any informetion z;bput‘.
myself yon can count on it na boing
goenuine. "’

“Good man!" said Harry Wharton,
**1 think that faicly disposes of the Hoy
Hastings theory. You've woke up the
wrong passenger, Skinney !”

“Have I, by Jove!” said Skinner.
“I'm not so sure about it!" '

And his suspicions on the subject of
the boob-boy's identity were confirmed
five minutes later when, diving to pick
up a silk handkérehief which Brown had
dropped, he espied in the corner thereof
the initinls K. H."

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Loyal Pal! |
g DON'T believe it!" said Bolsover

l major emphatically,

“ But—but he fits in to a T with
the description given in the paper,™
protested Skinner. :

* Pah! 8o would dozens of other chapa.
There are at loast a acore of fellows at
Greyfriars who have brown curly hair
and dark eyes. If Brown was really the
heir to those estates in Hampshire, is
it lilely that he'd como to & school asz a
riddy bootboy? Of course not! Ie'd
haj.'{:':ever:,rthmg to lose and nothing to

ain.

b “ Rt the handkerchief,” =zaid Skinner.
“The initials are ‘R, H." You'll find it
dificult to explain that away.”

Bolsover nodded.

“1 admit that's gueer,” he said. *“3till,
boot-boys aren't particular whosa hand-
kerchiofa thoy use, as a rulo. I should
think it was merely a coincidenca.”

Skinner’a face fall,

“P'r'aps you're right, old man,” he
gaid. *'What a pity! I was hoping we
might have made a good haul out of this
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bizney. If Brown was 1'|_:|nl,|.‘1,:|.l'in.%I a double
game, a3 I thought, we could have made
him pay out money hand-over-fist to
keep us from aplitting  But if he 13
Brown, and not Hastings, the litile brat
won't have a penny to bless himsslf with!
My hat! We'll jolly well make him sit
up "

That was juost lilke Skinner. He had
no use for a fellow who was not well
endowed with this world's goods. He
was preparcd to inflict the doubtiul
benofit of his friendship on the Hon, Roy
Hastings, but not on plain Jack Brown.

“T hear the Head's rigged up a room
for the litte sweep,” said Bolsover, " It's
a bed-sitting-room  in  the servants
quartera. Wouldn't be a bad idea to go
and have a vag, and pley cocoanut shies
with the furniture. It's s bit infra dig.
to have any truck with boot-boys, but
this apecimen badly wants putting in his
placa,”™

Skinner nodded. .

“f [ead on, Maoduff I" ™ he eaid. i
The cads of the Remove wers k-

enlarly anxious to make the new boot-
boy sing small, To begin with, Brown
had been congratulated by Harry Whar-
ton & Co. on hia footballing abilities;
and that in itself was sufficient to cause
Skinner snd Bolsover to dislike him.

Then, again, he had deceived Skinner
—6o Skinner held, at least—by the re-
markable likeness he bore to the missing
heir. And, lastly, what right had ha to
behave diﬂ'nr&ﬂtﬂr from ﬂﬁlﬁr boot-boys
—to gound his “h's " instead of drop-
ping them, to dress in decent togs, and
to act liko a gublm achool boy instead of
a guttersnipe? It was momatrous®!

v the time thay reached their destina-
tion Bolsover and Skinner bad worked
themaelves up into guite an wngry state.
They would make this presumpluous
intrudor take a back seat, like the menial
he was, and not start interfering with
the sona of gentlemen, They would
teach him that they were not to be trified
with. In short, they would make the
place too hot to hold him. .

Jack Brown wes discovercd standing
on the top of a pair of steps arranging
piotures on the walls of ha cosy littlo
rootn. It was easy to eec that Brown was
an ardent worshipper at the shrine of
sport, for W, (. Grace was perched in
a prominent position, and . B. Fry and
Ranji were smiling at him from either
side,

Just a3 Skinner and Dolsover enterad,
Brown was cngaged in hoisting a capital
portrait of a man in feotball garb—a fins,
upstanding mwan, with big, bread
ahrulders and a cheery amile,

The picture sermed to alfect Dirown
strongly, for Skinner and TNolsaver,
standing in the doorway, distinoily saw
him gulp something down, after which
he raurered

“"Heaven grant he may come back-—
some day 1"

The rest of the articlea in Brown'a
ropm wers typical of an athletic youth,
Thers ware bwo paira of dumhb.bells, a
fishing-rod, a punching-ball, and a sct of
boxing-gloves,

The most priecless posscesion of all,
howoever, and one which caused the two
watching juniors to feel a trifle uneasg,
was o vyoung Lereier, whose ears were
coalied 1n threatening fashian.

Jack Brown breke nto a  cheery
whistte,  Then, turning suddenly, he
beheld the intrndera,

“Hallo !” he said, with perfect som-
caure. Y Come to tale stock of vy new
igs T

“We came,” aaid Skinnor, “to give
you our opinion ahout ¥ou—straight from
the shoulder!”

“Good! Get it off your chost!"

“We consider you're a beastly upstart,
and a rank outsider! You come here

One Penny. 3

currving favour with Wharton and tha
rest-—-"

‘* Here, steady !™ ejaculated Browa, tha
stepe shaking wunder him. “I'm nof
standing this sort of thihg !

Then he seemed to reflect for a
momént.

“Vou both want a thundering good
licking !"* he said.  “But I haven't the

energy for that just mow. Itf's been a
tiring day.”
“You lick us!" muttered Bolsover.

pk

“Why, you cheeky young cub——

He tock a strida towards the steps
with the intention of bringing bthem
down, Brown and all, i

But the boot-boy had o loyal a-ll%}em
that room in the shape of his dog Rex.
Many a time, when he had been driven
to the wall, ho had found Rex a very
present help in trouble. And on thia
pecagion 1t was only necessary for hum
to say three words:

“Wira 1n, Bex!"

What followed was as gwift as a pan-
tomime transformation scenc, Two
juniors bounded through the doorwa
as if all the demons of the underworl
were after them; and the noxt moment
Rex stalked majestically into the room
bringing with him two large and fraﬂ'cfi
portions of trouser-cloth, which he de-
posited at his master's feet.

“Good boy!™ said Brown pleasantly.
“It locks as though I've got a lonely
battle te fght here, one way and
another: and I shall stand in need of &
friend. You'll stick to me, won't you,
old man " )

For answer, Rex-solomnly reee on his
hind legs, and proceeded to rub his
shagey head agaiust his master's knees.
He could not speal, except after the
manner of his kind. but hia affectionate
little bark seemed to eay:

“Rely on me. I'm with you through
thick and thin!"

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bad Luck for Bunter |
BR{'}WH wiy not elow in shakibg

down to his new life,
The rest of the domestio ataff
st Groyfriars resented his presenco
amotg them. Had he been a typicsl
boot-boy, with a familiar Cockney
manner, he would have fitted in all
right. But he never joined in the usuel
goasip and scandal of the kitchen; and
whan he did say anythine it was not the
kind of thing which pleased the kitchen,

“Too big for 'is boota!' sniffed ono
of the maids, “ We shall ‘ave to give
Yim a gentle 'int that "is sort isn’t wanted
Tarp 1V

Bing Drown could never be caught
tripping.  He worked as no hoot-boy
at Greyfriars had ever worked before,
The baots aud shoes of the Head's house-
hold were polished =0 that one might
have seen one'a fage in them.

He had other duties, too, and he got
throngh themn in a brisl, cheery way,
making light of the drudgery.

And  wherever DBrown went Rox
accompanied him. The boot-boy fed him
at Lhe tea-table at first, a proceeding
which at onee roused the wrath of the
others, who iesisted on rigid war-tims
economy, After that Brown gave the dog
half hiz own allowance,

As for the Greyfriars fellows, they had
cenacd fo take an  active interedt m
Brown for the time being. They had
othor intereata; and the story of the dis-
appearance of the Hon, Roy Hastings
way already  beginning  to  lose ity
glamour.

A fow atill held to tha theory that
Brown was tho missing hair; but ha
did mot invite confidences, and they
found it diffeutt to glean anvthing from
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him. When circumatances broughi him
into contact with the fellows Eiw WS
always polite anil good-natured; but it
was ebvious that ﬁe wished to say &8
iittle about himself as possible,

It was Saturday, and, finding himself
rileagsed from his dutics, Brown. eum-
maned Rex to his side, and set out for
a stroll into the village, gladsto he free
from the chattering fongues with which
he had been smrrcunded all the weel,

ITe had not proceeded very far when
Billy Bunter rolied up to him,

The views of the fat junior on the sub-
ject of Jack Brown were that he was
plavitg o deep game. He eredited the
new bool-boy with having a shady paet,
and aleo—a point which mattered most
in. Bunter's eyes—well-lined pockets,

" Hallo, old man !" he said, with an air
of condeseension, ™ Would you like to
come for a stroll with me#’

Brown surveyed the fat junior with
extreme disfavour,

“No. thanks " he said. “My arme are
pretty shiff already, and I don’t want to
#dd to the agony by rolling a barrel
along the road!™

“Oh, really, vou know Billy
Bunter foll into a trot RBrown's side,
“You noedn’t be so hufty with—with a
fellow of vour own class,

My own class ™ said Brown, fushing
a little, * What d’you mean "’

“Well, T coma of & noble family my-
self I panted Bunter, in a sudden burst
of confidence. 1 know what it's like
to live on <ast estatos, and have jog-
rides in motgrs, and all that! I expect
you mias  all those things, don’t you?
What did vou do to malke the plach too
hot to haold sou? Did you bust the Earl
of Ngrtherneourt's safe open? What-
cver ib wasg, vou have my sympathy., I
—TI eay, doen't walk so beastly fast!”

Brown strode on, unheeding, while
Rex enmnfled a low growl which ought
ta have proved more effective than any
mr-rlmd

i 5!‘

WA NE.
pose, fhmter went on, “you're
«imply rolling in Slthy lucre? And that
reminds me, 1'm oxpecling a—a postal
order for ten bob—my usual postal
order. you know, for my poclct-nmoney.
Somehow or other theve's been a deley
i tha post.”
Brown grinned, but said nothing.
Though roung in wvears, he was old in
axXperience. f Billy Bunter hoped to
extract a loan from him he hmagined
a vain thing.

“It would greatly help matters,”
gasped Bunter, weaned ont with much
ranning, and perspiring in every pore

of his fat fave, “if wvou could ad-
vante-——""

“En? What'a that®™ said Brown zud-
denly, *You want me to advance? All

serens i

He sirede up to the fat junior, selzed
him in a grip of iron, and propelled
Lim towards the nearest ditch.

FFew would have guessed that Jack
Drown was<possessed of such strength.
=him m stature though he wos, eovery
meh of him was whipeord,

“* Here, say!  Hold on—leggo
villed Bunter, “Don’t be a ast,
Mastings! It's bad form for fellows
who move in high seciety to——"

Bplosh

Billy Bunter finiehed his remarks in
ihe ditch. It was a particularly muddy
ditch, and the mmd was of the kind
whose fragrance lingers lovingly.

Dilly  DBunter “‘ﬂﬁﬂwﬂd and splut-
tered, and choked and  gosped,  and
aidressed Drown in terms which were
br no means complimentary.

“You beastly brat of a boot-boy!” he
gurgled, at length. *“You'll hear maore
about this! 'l raise Cain about it when
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T gei back to Grepiriars! ¥ohl Beast!

Outaider 1~ o9
Brown hslened calmly {0 thia wild

outburst; but when DBunter laurched

into & volley of sbuse concerping his

E.:mnts, his lips set tightly together, and
rapped out B word to Hex.

Five minutee later Billy Bunter, look-
ing a total wreek, waz waddling away
in the direction of Groyfriars.

And Billy Buater's fat hands were be-
hind him. Rex seemed {o have a taste
for trousering samples!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Fighting Spirit !

EXN young men=—or, to be more
corrcot, ten vouths, not one of
them being eover the age of
eighteen—stood in a disconsolate

group on the village foothall-ground.

Not far away, improving the shining
hour by ghooting at goal, were a hefiy,
beetfy collection of men, atured in jerseys
the hue of which put Joseph's cele-
brated coat of many colours absolulely
in the shade.

Thiz was the scene which attracted
Brown's attention ns he tramped into
the village. He was 2 keen foothaller
and & rare sportsman, and even a village
match was not beneath his interest, He
vaulted the railings, and strolled up to
the dejected youths of Friardale.

“Footer match thie afternoon—
what!"' he said pleasantly.

The freckledfaced youth who cap-
tained the side, and who, in the intervals
from footer, conducted =& milk-reund,
ground his heel savagely info the turf.

“We've been tricﬁm ** hea said, in
tones of anger. “Those bounders "—he
indicated the giants who were clustered
round the goal-month a short distance
away—"' eal
Crusaders. Matter of fact, they don't
live at Courtfield at all, They've picked
the best and bipgest players from al
the villages round, so o5 to redaee us
to 2 pulp. And when we issued the
challenge in the loral rag we distinctly
said that we were only prepared to meet
teams of our own age and weight.”

“I see."” suid Brown, his eyes gleam-
ing. “They’'ve taken a jolly mean =ad-
vantage. hy, if vou started playing
ogainst those brutes you'd be half a
dozen goals down at the.interval”

YT Enaw,” said the captain. known
to his companions as “*Freckles.” *'We
shouldn’t have an earthly. And Bob
Lee, our star player, hasn't turned up,
a0 we're a man short. I'd a jolly good
mind to vy off 1™

Brown reflected for a moment, stoop-
ing to pat Rex as he did so.

YT don't think I should do that,” he
spid progently. “It would give *em the
impression that you're funky, DBetfor be

wwvhacked te the wide than let "em go
away with that idea in  their bullet
heads.”

“rlaps  vom're right,”  agreed
Frockles slowly.

“Look here,” sand Brown, “You

seem a sensible sort of merchant, so I'd
like 2 word with souw.”

e drew the skipper of the local team
azide, and made a few hricf, convinoin
remarks, with the result that the clouds
rleared from the eaptain’s brow, and he
turned to hiz followers with a grim.

."IT!"ES gent’s goin’ to play for us,™ he
Ak,

“Fat lot of difference that’ll make!™
olizerved a painfully outspolken ywouth.

“You shut up, Billings! 'm not

oin’ ta have any of sour old buck!
Ane up, ﬁw-r_?hn:}:r'.”

And then Freckles approached the cap-
tain of the Courtfield Crusaders, and
tossed for choiece of ends. He won, and

¥ Courtfield Crusaders should

themselves the Courtfield-
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elected to Lick in the direction of the
slight breeza which had sprung up.

. The Crusaders were 2 powerful, bust-
ling side, and when the match began it
reminded the little knot of spactators of
Diavid’s historic encounter with Golizth.

The Crusaders were not very par-
ticular in their methods. of tackling,
and Friardale's casualty list would have
been congsiderable, even in the first few
minutes, had not the referee kept a firm
grip on the game.

The vistting captain, Barker, was in-
dead a tervor. e ought to have lived
in the dayz of the French Revolution.
Belence he had none, and his main idea
seermed to be to play the man rather
than the ball. H he had a chanee of

bringing his boot into contact with lLoth,
g0_much the better.
But the TFrardale fellows, though

undereized, were very plucky, and Brown
worked wonders in the forwavd line.
He was here, there, and everywhere,
and always found time, even in the
thickest of the fray, to Bing out a cheery

word to  his comrades. The latter,
spurred on by his enthusiasm, plaged
a great mame—a game well worth watel-

ing. They kept their burly opponents
!‘E*Sﬂlllt&lf?&l 'IE&;?., and, jugf hE?LI;.l'E the
mterval, Brown swung the leather
across to Freckles for him to srore.

The interval was n lively one.

. 1t was surprising, to say the least of
it, that a team of hulking loute like
a goal to
Ahe bad; but it only showed what o little
enferprize and enthusiazm could do when
rightly directed.

Ag for Jack Brown, lie was flushed
and ‘smiﬁnﬁ‘, and felt the joy of battle
surging throngh his veins, Barker,
playing at full-back for the visiting
team, had been making himself very
objectionable, and Brown's shine had

n micely hacked; bift he heeded not
these things. AR he longed for was the
compdete rout of the CUruseders.

e second half opened at a groelling
pace, and the referce’s whistle blew with
great frequency, the visitors being seem-
mgly ignorant of the offside rule.

ne Crosaders, however, came on
again and again, and the Friardale de-
fenice wag sorely tried, After twenty
minutos’ Bpartan play, with manifold
thrills, the scores were muode level.

he crisis had come now, and Brown
knew it. Most of the men around him
were already in the early stages of ex
haustion. They had been kept on the go
the whole time, and the defence eonld
n:::] be relied upon to hold out to the
21l
Brown realized this, and he realized,
too, that the enly way to win would be
to add te the score as rapidly as possible,
giving the Crusaders insufficient time to
make up the margin,

Brown came very much intoe the
icture after this. He raced through on
s own, successfully swept past tho burly
and bad-termmpered Barker, and Toundel
off his efforts with a sparkling shot,
which had the gozlie fairly whacked.

“"Well played ! panted Freckles, wha
ad been rushing up behind. * Jingo,
I'm jolly glad T dide’t cry off ™

Brown smiled.

“There's more to come,” ho said. “I
feel in topping form this afterneon,™

“You'll sing another tune presently,
vou coneeited young cub ! growled a
volce 1 his ear

Brown turned, and survered Darker
grimmnly.

“Tf 3t's a serap you're wanting,” he
satd, “I shall be happy to oblige. The
only eondition I make is that yeu leave
it 0l after the mateh.™

Barker scowled, and from the wav he
walked back to his place 1t wos obvious

that there were breakers ahead.
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Friardale continued the pressure, and
Brown still ruled the play. For science
and daring he put every other player on
the field com Fattﬁ in the shade, IHoeo
naver once showed the white feather
though he might well have been exeused
for doing so, for the CUrusaders were a
pouitively brutal side.

True, they did not commit many open
fouls; but thero are many things worse
than open fouls in football There is the
aly ﬂ.nﬁlﬂvtﬂ-ﬂ ing, performed whon the
reforee i3 looking elsewhere, the sudden
jerk of the elbow in a shoulder-chavge,
and so on, The Crusaders were past
masters at thiz gort of thing; and several
of the Friardale players were already
imping painfully.

But the fact t:i:mt they were a gonl to
the good heartened them; and Brown's
foarless display brought all that was best
in them to the aurface,

The Crusaders strove hard to equalise.
Time was fying fast now, and a defeat
at the hands of this youthful team would
be vory galling.

Jack Brown, on the other hand, was
:'g'naﬂy detarmined to drive home the

vantage slready pained. He pounced
upon the ball a3 Frockles sent it across,
and dashed off down the field

Barker stood waiting for him, legs
apart. There was an oxpression on
Barker's face which was not nice to see.

Brown cleverly guided the ball past
hia opponent, and waa in the act of
following it up when a hsavy boot
thudded aga.jmf his ankle, and, with a
gsmpr_nf ?mn, ha realed and fall,

L1 iﬂu] L]

An indignant chorus went up from the
Friardala team.

The incident had taken place within
the penalty ares, and the roferoe awarded
the kick without hesitation. Frecklds
took it, and scored.

Shortly alterwards the whistle rang
out, with the home team winners by
three gonls ta one,

But the Friardale fellowa were not
thinking of their victory just then., With
one accord they made a rush for Barker.

“Leave him slono!” said Brown,
atrugfimg to his feet. “ He's a cowardly
cad, I know; but he's not worth gouching
—not even with a bargo-pola!™

Reluctantly the would-be avengers
withdrew.

Brown hobbled away to the side of the
field. He looked very pale and shaken.

A friendly little yelp at his feet caused
hitn to smile, despite his pein.

“Hallo, Reox!" he murmured.
“They've made s pretty hopeless erock
of me this time, I'm afraid. Still, we
faarly floored the giants, didn’t we?"

“¥ou did!” exclaimed an admiring
voice. “You put up a topping show,
Brown!”

“And g0 say sll of us!”

Brown turned, with a look of dazed
wonder on his face, and epcountered the
friendly glances the Famoua Five,
Then his knees seemed o give way under
En_m_ and he fell to the grass in a dead
aint.

— e =

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.,
For Light Duty Only !
7 EELING chirpier now, kid?!™

F Jack Brown opened his eves,

and saw the rugged counten-
. ance of Bob Cherry beaming
ovar bim.

“T—I'm quite all right,” he said. “It's
very good of you fellows to bother about
me! I can get back to Greyfriars all
sorena ™

But he winced even as he apoke, and
hia cheeks ware drawn with pain.

“You'll- have to go into dock for
repairs,” said Harey Wharton, “ That
brute has made a mess of your ankle.
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Brown on the-casualty Iist!

(See Chapter B.) |

Ve bound it up as best we could, and
I'm afraid you'll have to travel back to
the school onv 2 hurdle.”

“Is Rex all right?”

“The ! Yes, rather! We had to
hold him by force, or he'd have

mak'E shavings of that follow who fouled | of h

o,

g Brown patted the loyal Rex, and then
alipwed himself to be carried AWay on
tho hurdle.

It was a queer procession which made
its way to Greyfriars, and the aight of
the boot-boy, who had o nobly cham-
pioned the cause of Friardals, gave tha
juniors food for thought. Whether he
was Brown or Hastings, boot-boy or earl's
son, this fellow was certainly one of the
very hast.

They had held aloof from him of late—
social etiquotte had seemecd to demand
it—but they knew that, after this, social
etiquette would go to the four winds of
haaven.

The ancbs would sneer, and the up-
starts would point the fingoer of scorn at
thom, but they were resdlved to lot
nothing interfers with their [riendship
with Brown in the future,

The boot-boy was !;-m:il!y hurt, and the
dactor, when he arrived from the village,
sentenced him to a week in bed, ab the

end of which time the ankle would be
sound agsin. ]

Brown wee vory miserable at first. Hoe
hated being idle, and the prospect of a
weok's lonsliness—except for the prosence
of the faithful Rex—was painful,

Huti he was not prepared for what was

O,

During those long daya of inaction the
Famous Five treated bim as s brother.
They cut footer in order to pay visits to
the little sitting-room; they came loaded
up with books of adventure, and with as
much tuck as was consistegt with war-
time regulations: and Brown had wvery
few dull moments after all.

The tonguss of Skinner & Co. wagged,
of course. It was infra dig. to pay visits
to low-down boot-boys. said the cads of
the Eemove: and when this had no
sffoct they spread the story about the
achool. that Brown was, bovond doubt,
the missing heir, and that

e

Harry Whar-*

ton & C'o. wers hanging round him with
o view to lining their pockets later on.

But the Famous Five were prouf
againgt such insults, and their friendihi
with Brown wexed rather than wane
in congequence. They gave him the time
i3 life during his enforced captivity.
Presently Brown was able to hobble
sbout the room with the aid of a stick;
and whilst he was thus engaged one
evaring DBilly Bunter drifted in.

The fat junior had not forgotten his
ducking in the ditch, neither hod he
forgotten that Rex had a great parbiatity
for trouser-cloth. He ecyed the
wariIlyJ and crept into the room on the
instalment aystem, so to spealk.

*“ Hallo, skeleton!™ said Brown cheer-
fully. “Clome for a little chat—what?
Well, make vourself at home. Theére's
some ginger-pop in the cupboard, and
some chocolates that Tord Maulerorer
brought me. Jolly decent fellow, Lord
Mauleverar.” :

Billy Bunter gave a grunt, but he did
not decline the boot-boy's hoapitality. In
fact, he was half-way through the box of
chocolates before he spoke.

“Look here,” he satd at length, “you
might take ‘me into your confidence,
Hastings, old chap!"

“My name's pot Hastings—-—ﬂr at.
Leonards, either. It's Brown.”
“0Oh, come off!" said Bunter.

* You've kopt that game up long enongh.
Why not open your heart to me? I
sha'n't split. Loyalty to chaps I like is
one of the strongest points of my
character, ™

Brown raised hia cyobrows. :

“1 shouldn’t have credited you with
having a character,” he said, “unless it
was & ropten bad one ™

Bunter ignored tho thrust.

“The other day,” he said, I asked
you to cash a postal-order for me in
advance.™
- *“You did !" grinned Brown.

“Well, you were in rather a huff at the
time. 8 it any use my asking you
agamn T .

; ;Hat the alightest 1" said Brown cheer-
ully.

**Then I rockon you're a mean beast [

Taeg Macwer LreRarr.—No. 509



6

rumbled Bunier, feverishly Erumminf a
ﬁ&ndiu] of chocolates into his mouth, lest
Brown should think £t to deprive him of
them. *¥ou look at me as if I'm trying
to sponge on you, and all the time you're
ﬁp{:nging on Wharton & Co, as fast as yon
can gol” .

It was a malicious remark, and many
fellows, recognising the sourca ‘rom
whenea it came, would have ignored it.
But it stabbed Brown like a knife,

fSponging on Wharton & Co. 7

es: that was exactly what he wgs
doing ! He bad eaten their tuck, bor-
rowed their books, stolen from them the
time they might have devoted {0 healthy
aport.

Brown was ioo thunderstruck by the
light that broke in upon him to kick
Bunter out of the rvom. @ He simply
stood and stared straight in front of him,
full of remorsac.

He had sneered at Bunter for atbempt-
ing to cadge the amouunt of & postal-
order ; vet he himself had been gmlty of
‘a similar offence, on a larger scale. At
loast, thaut was how it logked to him.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo !* boomed a cheery
volce, And Bob Cherry, wiTh the rest of
the Famous Five at his heels, came info
the room. .

Billy Dunter lost no time in making
himeclf scarce. He knew that Herry
Whartor: & Co. would not see eve to eve
with him on the gquestion of Brown's
slleged cadging.

3ok was carrying a couple of bound
volumes of “The Great War,” and
balanced thereon was a tray containing

bread-and-butter, tea, and & goodly pile
of eardines. He was proceeding to ex-
plain that it was Brown's benefit, when

he suddenly stopped short, noting the
sipression on titm boot-boy's face,

*Is anvthing the matter, old man?" he
asked., “ Ankle not given way again,
surely §"

Brown did not. reply.
=peak, but words failed him. .

“ Has that fat cad been saying nnythmf
to upset you?" growled Johnny Bull,
vienchin ‘{uis big fists. *If he has, Tl
jolly well slaughtor him !V

b Cherry laid the volames on the
couch, and the tray on the table.

“Pile in!" he satd, I expect you're
focling peckish. I always get the blues
myself when U'm hungry.”

Brown waved the good things away
from him.

“Den't!” he said,  * This has gone far
rnough! I—F—— ¥ouw're all very kind
Lir ine, but it’s time I drew the line !V

The Famous Five regarded the speaker
‘0 amazement,

“What on earth are wyou burbling
shout 79 demanded Mugant.

“1#'s mimply this,” seid Brown. He
had pulled himeelf together once more,
and spoke with calm deliberation. “1've
been sponging on you fellows right and
left. I've got no real claim to your
friendship, and, even if T had, it wouldn't
justify me in living on the fat of the land
at your expense hike this. I couldn’t sec
1t before, was & thoughtless ass. Put
my eyes have been openced at last, and
it's only right that I should speak ent. 1
know yvou won't nnsunderstand me.  And
—and please don't think me ungrateful
for all thia kindncszs. ™

“PRBut I don't sege——"
Whartan, in dismay.

“And I don't, either!™ said Tich
Cherry. *“Brown, you silly old dufier,
what's come over you! You zeem to
have the idea that we've heen maoking
martyre of ourselves to please you.
Mothing of the sort. It's been a sheer
ﬂgﬁsurn to us to help you kill time a bit.

't be a chump!”
“Look here,” said Brown firmly, * you
Trae MaoNer Lipranry.-~No. 509,

He tricd to

ezan Harvy

musin't come to see me any more,  Don't
argue the point; you'll only make it
harder for me if you do. Ilo vou know,
you fellows are beginning to get into bad
odour through coming here?

“Who says sol" demanded Frank
Hu%em fiercely.

“I won't mention names. But a fellow
%a.vﬁ me 3 Jook in to.day, just before
Qﬁgl?l: came in, and he told me that Mr.

sirongly disspproved of youor

taking all this interest m me. Mr.

guatﬂ isn’t & enob, but I rather think he

raws the line at his scholars chumming
up with boot-hoys,™

“Tell ma the name of the cad who told

ou that,” exclaimed Harry Wharton
ntli; “and T'll make him eat his
words [

Erown smiled—for the frst time during
the interview,

“T'1 tell your his name,” he said, “pro-
vided you Tire me your word of honour
you won't lay hands on him. 1 wish to
gettla with him myself afterwards. He
gfske slightingly of my people, and that's

WAFS & W point with me., One or
other of na will get a thundering good
Jicking when I'm well !

- was it7"” sadd Wharton. “ We
won't take any action—honour bright "

“ It was Bolsover,”

“] guessed g3 moch. D'you think
vou'll be able to tackle him all right,
t.hnugh?” added Harry dubiocusly,

“I've enterfained fellows of his weight
before,” said Brown, smiling grimly at
past récollections, and I shall give him
# good run for his money. Meanwhile,
you fellows had better keep off the grass.

eay 1t in your interests as well as my
GWIL, Mr, Quelch makes & complaing to
the Head about your being thick with
me, and sll that, it might mean trouble
for all of us.”

He moved towards the table.

“T'll have this tea, because 1 see you'd
be hurt if I didn’t. But'it's the last time
| fhﬁ-}i let you play the Good Samaritan
role.

The juniors saw that Brawn's mind wae
made up, and they did not stay to reason
with him, But before they lett him th
each shook hands with him in turn—shoo
hands with the g‘ri%} of true comradeship,
and bade him be of good cheer,

Had the Famous Five looked back five
minutes later, they would have seen Jack
Brown patting Hex, and would have
noticed that hiz eyes were misty.

Wot often had any seen those eyes
dimmed with tears, and even now Brown
brushed them hastily away, as if ashamed
of his own weakness,

The laoyal friendship of the Famous
Five had touehed his heart.

IF only he had iheir chancezs—chanees
shared by a cad like Skinner, a bullying
lout like Bolsover, a greedy fellow like
Bunter !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Brown's Mysterious Echavieur !
“h E'S an awfully deep bounder!”
zaid Stott.
“About ws deep as they

make ‘em!™ aszented Sidney
Jarmes Bnoop.

“I'm beginming  to  think,” said
Bolsover, *that there’s something in
what Skioner says ofter  all==about

Brown being the heir to the Northern-
court estaes’
The black ﬂhf‘-ﬂl;.

been dizcussing t

of the Remove had
e boot-boy at great

length,

ﬁqmwn was quita fit again, but he had
not yet carried out his threat in regard
to Baolsover., Instead, he had setiled
down ta work with all his old enthusiasm
for two ar three days, and had then asked
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the Head if he might 7o homo for a
week-end.

Dr. Locke hod egreed, and Skinner and
Bolsover, whose curiosity eoncerning ihe
boy who called himself Brown bad not
ubzted one jof, had shadowed him to the
railway-station. They had geen him fake
8 ticket to Winchester, and he was
wenring the neat bluo serge suit in which
he had first come to Greyiriars,

The suspicions of Ekinner and Bolzover
had been increased tenfold,

"Winchester!"” said Skinner, * That's
not a far 'ery from Hursthourne Priors,
whera hig pater’s estates ave, I won-
der—""

Balsover wondered, too:; and the cads
of the Remove had been half inclined to
follow Brown to his-destination.

But to absent themselvea from the
school on what might preve to be a wild-
googe chase would be too risky. Their
suspicions might turn out to be incorrect
after all,

**If he is the Hon. Roy Hastings, " said
Stoth, “he's not going to leave this place
before he's forked out some of the good
red gpold which his ancestors—pirates and
ﬁl‘!t.-t- 1roats, 1 dara say—handed down to

im

Skinner, who appeared to have bLioen
thhlking deeply, suddenly came out with
a startling auggestion.

“It would be a ripping wheeze,” lhe
said, “to tackle the bounder in his den
when he gets back, Tell him that we
know for a fect that his name isn't
Brown, and that he’s here for some un-
derhand purpose Threaten to exposn
him to the Head, and then he'll stump
up quick enough!”

“That would Te blackmail,”
Bolsavar bluntly.

_ “That’s an ugly word. Can't you call
it something niceri”

“Oh, hang what vou eall it! I'm game.
Ain’t that good encugh®”

“But supposing,” eaid Bnoop, ‘! the
fellow refuses to cough up, even aiter
we've threatened himi"

“Weo must carry out our threat, that'a
all. We'll tell the Head that he's up to
some deep game or other, and then he'll
be szent packing., But before woe go as
far as that we'll wreck lus giddy room.
That ought to bring him to his senscs.™

Brown wos due to return to the school
on Monday evening., In the afterncan
Skinner was sent to zet & paper for
Loder, and his eye chanced to fall upon
a brief paragraph, which sent a thrill of
excitement through him.

said

“The Hon. Rey IMastings, who has
been missing from hiz home for some
time pest,” spid the paper, ""has hboen
sgen this week-end i Winchester, De-
tective: are still pursuing shelr onesé
with vnceasing vigilance,”

Seen in Winchester !

Skinner wanted nolbing fwviher than
that. There wasn’t o shadow of doubt
now, in his mind, that the Hon., Rey
Hastings and Jack Brown were one and
the same fellow.

The cad of the Remove conimunicated
the information Lo DBolsover, Stoit, and
Snoop, and they praceeded to Brown's
sitting-room after tea to await his
return,

“Pon't forget,” said Skinner. “We
must get on to him like the very dickens
if we want to gain mt'ythlng by this
affair. T don't believe In doing things
by halves. We must bring hun absclutely
to his knees.”

“But if he’s the eon of o bloated aristo-
vrat, 1tke the Earl of Northerncourt, what
on earth is he playing this comic game
for?"” nslted Bolsover daz .'

“1 give it up The only fellow whe
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can answer that question to our satisfac-
tion is Brown—I mean Hastings—him.
aelf! Shush! T fancy he's coming!”

Theio was a sudden patter in the
pasange without, and Rex entered.  Be-
hind hiny, ecarrying a handbag, came
Tirown,

He was looking very pale and very
tired. The mud of Hampshire was on his
booty, and there were rings round his
eves which told of sleepless nighta : Some
fellows would have drawn the line ak
tormenting hita just then, but not so0
Skinner and his cronies. )

“ Good-cvening ! said Browa weanly,
dropping inte a chair. * What can I do
for voul"

Bkinner eyed the hoot-hoy calmly.

“Tl trcruiulﬂ vou to tell us,” he said,
“exaetly who you are, and what your
little game 18"

“1 don't understand you.”

“Thon it's about time you did! You
needn’t keep up that shallow pretence
any longer. We know too much about
vou already to be taken in!"

“You know nothing about me which
I'm afraid to have told!™ aaid Brown,
his eyes flashing.

“¥ou are the Hon, Roy Hastings!”

“Rats! 1'm Brown!"

“Io you mean to stick to that silly
tale?”

“1 mean to stand by what I say, for

the stmple resson that it's troe!™

HWery well!" aald Skinner " Our
course is ¢lear. The Head will be mter-
eated to hear that you are masquerading
undor another name. We'll go along and
tell hiny presently.” :

Brown did not seern at all Irightened.
He merely indicated the door, ;

“I wish you'd sheer off,” he sard, "1
want to get to bed.” )

“] dare say you do, my pippin,” said
Bolsover.  “You seem to think we're
joking, but we'll jolly seon show you that
wa're in soher earnest. Fire away, you
follows !

A guaint old clock was ticking away
mervily on the mantelpiece.  Bolsover
ratsed it in both hands above his head,
and sent it crashing to the foor. Tho
plass was shivered into a thousand
atoms.

“You cad * (h,
you cad!”

Then he dashed fercely at Bolsover.

But Skinner and Snoop sprang behind
him, prasped him by the collar, and bore
Lim down, Meanwhils, Stotf contrived
to hustle Rex into the cupbeoard, and
slammed the door. Drown was entirely
at the morey of his assailants.

The work of destruction proceeded
apace. The Prussian Crown Prinee ¢onld
not have held a candle to Bolsover, who
continued to hutl down pictures and
grnaments, and trample them underfoot.

Ticown, with the umited weight of
Skinner, Snoop, and Stott sprawling on
him, wa3s unable to move, but when
Bolsover reached down the portrait ovor
the mantelpiece—that of a fAna-looking
athlets in football parb—the boot-boy
nearly choked.

“You dure!
atbely.

Bolsover did dare. The picture shared
the same falo as the others. Then, hav.
ing cmpticd the contents of the coal-
senttle about the room and smashed the
bookeaze with the poker, Bolsover turned
to hia companions.

“We'll go along and ses the Head
now,” he said.

“Ome minute!™

Brown's voice rang out mmperiously.

“ Wikl you let thak stand over till the
morning

* Mot likely 1™ said Bolsaver. ** ¥You'd
bolt in the night if we did!™

B1F
=

exclatmed DBrown,

" he exclaimed passion-

A
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“1 sha'n't budge from this room—, uble.

hontour bright ™
“But why— ) _
“The reason 1 ask,” suid Brown, '1s
that I want to fight you frsb. I can’t
manage it to-night. I've had a very try-
ing_week-end, But in the morning I
shall ba fit to take you on!
Bolsover roared with laughter.
“You—fight me " he putiawed.
“ Certainly [

¥

“You won't stand an carthly,” said [gr

Skinner.  Bolsover will knock you mto
the middle of next week!"”

“I'll chance that.™

“Right-ho!” said Bolsover. “That's a
bargain, We'll postpone our visit to the
Head, and I'll mest you behind the chapel
after brekker to-morrow morning.”

“With gloves?" aslked DBrown.

“Yea. 1 should bo had vp for man-
staughter if we went into it with bare
fists, That's a deal, then? Come along,
vou fellows "

Skinner & Co. troopad out of the room,
and left Brown to himself. He extricated
Rex from the cupboard, cast a despairin
pglance at the wreckago arcund lum, an
thon threw himself on to his bed, so
utterly wearied out that, despite his
troubles, he was soon asleep.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
 Behind the Chapel !

OR once in a way the clang of
F tho rising-bell at CGireyiriars wos a
welcome sound. .

Bolsover had freely advertised
the fortheoming fight; and when break-
fust was over, all roads led to the familiar
spob hehind the chapel, whove Greyiriars
boys had [ought for generations,

Brown was already there. His coat
was off, and the faithful Rex was guard.
mg 1t g _

Opinions were divided as to the preb-
able result of the fight. The fellows who
kncw littlo of Brown, and a great deal of
Bolsover, considered the affair a dead
cart for the latter. Put Harry Wharton
& Co., who had witnessed somo of Brown's
remarkable exhibitiona of strenfth and
endurance, kuow that he would fight
gamely to the finish, and had a shrewd
idea that he would sucoecd 1n wearing
down the sledge-hammer attack of the
bully of the Remova,

The interval between breakfast and
moraing school was not a long one, and
it was desirable to ﬁet to business right
DWEY. Harey Wharton set the ball
rolling by stepping forward to act as

referee, and simultaneonaly Bob Cherry
offered to be Brown's second.  Bolsover |
placed himself under the care of Skinner, |
who urged him to “knock tho beastly |
little upstart into kingdom come.”

Harry Wharton turned to the erowd,

“There's ne necd to go mto details of
tho why and wherefore of this scrap,”
saitl Harry, 11 rmging tones, “It's a

araonal  matter  between Brown  and
%ﬂ!ﬁﬂ‘i‘ﬂ'r, and they prefor to settle it i
the good eold-fashioned style. Are you
ready, you twol”

Brown nodded; and Bolsover gave a
grin, which secmed to say that m Jdide't
matber if he wera read{] or not, as he
could lick his opponent blind{old,

“ Tune 1™ ~

The crowd surged forward cxeitedly.
Their cxpectations were high.

Brown secmed to ba the represcnbative
of Right—Bolaover of Might,

“(Go it, ve cripplea!” sang out Peter
Todd.

Brown opened quietly: but it did not
need the oyoe of an expert to see that he
was “all there.” Ho was petting his
opponent’'s measure; and Bolsover, as
bﬁ:.w after blow on hia part failed fo get

homs, began to feel distinctly uncomfort-

One Penny. T

Was it possible that he had walked
into.a hornet's neat 7"

Heo gritted his tecth savagely. The
D t of having his colours lowrred
tmfura the Form was hike gall to hum.

Honoura were easy ot the end of the
first round; bul Skinner was decudedly

uneasy.

“ He's ]npmﬁ; with you, old man,” he
sald emphatically. = .

“Jg hay by Jove!™ suad Bolaover

imly, “He'll zoon get ticed of it of
that's the casc. Ho's Leen lucky, that's
all, and ha's as shippesy 23 3 confounded
ool! Take that spoige wway, Skinney,
you idiot ! He hasn't marked me yet!”

T loming events,”’ murmnred Peter
Teodd, who was standing itear, “ cast their
shadows before.”

“Tiune !" rapped out Wharton,

The second round wae fiereely com-
tested. Brown dropped his defeneive
tactics, and hit out. lle had a knack of
getting every cunce of strongth into his
blowa. It was not the force of the arm
alone that ve power to his punch.
Every muacls m”I]‘ fibré¢ of his body
apamed to play ita part.

Bui Brown was not yeb dehoitely on
top. Bolsover fought furicamly, and a
fow of his smashing straight fefta found
their mark. Thay would have foored a
pood many fellowa there and then; but
Brown was no weakling. Ie szeemed
ablo to stand nnhimited punishment.

Both the combatants were breathing
hard when they returned to the kneea of
their seconds. It had bLeen o gruelling
game of F?P—&Hd-takt* in that sheond
round, and 1t was obvious that, carried
out at such o pare, the hght could not
lagt a great deal longor,

Brown's namc was in averybody's

mouth. liven Ilarry Wharton & Co. had
not expected to see him pus up such a
apiribed firht as this. His pluck seomed

to be without limeit

“Keep the home-fires burning ! said
Bob Cherry., *“Give hun gip, Browney,
old man !"

The Third round was as hard fought as
the second, und Bolsover was very much
the worse for wear when ib was over.
Ono of his cyes was ‘closed, and he was
breathing more heavily than before. Thoe
fickle Bkinner had alecady begun to loso
fnith in his champion.

The fourth round was what Peter Todd
described as the "star turm.”  Brown
rained the mastery over his man, and
trounced him all the time, knocking him
all over the ring.

The crowd roared their applause.

“"FYou've got him thas time ™ chuckied
Bob Cherry, as he seb a miniature gale
blowing with his towel. “ Ha's beaton
all ends up. All that's now required is
the finigshing-touch,”

Bolsover staggered rather than walked
u‘? for the mext round. In a damced sort
of way he realised thut ho had met his
YWaterlon, Al bope of defoating his
slimn, unrufiled. unassuming opponent had
faded from las breast.

But theee was pluck in Bolsover, Many
fellows, knowing that cortain  dafoat
stared them m the face, would have
thrown up the spango ecarlicr; bub not
so the burly Removite,  With all his
fanits, Holsover posseased those bulldog
characterislics which have taught the
Hun many a bitter lesson in Flanders.
Ho meant to geo tie thing through ; and,
had he but known it, Brown himself waa
admiring his courags at that moment.

Bolsover made a last desperate effort
to retrievo his position, but all his clumsy
blows were swept aside like chaff. And
then, in the middle of the round, his
defence fell to pieces altogether, and he
was entirely at Brown’s mercy.

He dropped hia guard, and Brown, with
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that relentless lightning punch of his,
pould have knocked him senscless,

But in boxing, as in other sports,
chivalry plays a large part, and Brown,
matead of maling the fullest use of his
opportunities, contented himself with a
ghorp uppereut, which, withont great
force or any viciousncss behind it, proved
nuite effective.

Harry Wharton counted Belsorer out
amid an impressive and profeund silence.
Then, when the eount wis aver, htha
erowd burst into a ringing cheer—a cheer
of wonder and enthusiasm~—a cheer which
fell like music upon Brown’s ears,

Even Rex shared in the general ap-
plauze, He barked with tremendous
Eigu&:r, and leapt to lick his masier’s

and.

Bolsover rose slowly to his fect, and,
advancing towards Brown, held out his
hand.

“T don™ know if you'd care to shake,”
ke said, “after the beastly way I've
created you—wrecking your room, and
all that.” But I promize you'll find me
on your side after this. You're a real
sportsman, if ever there was one! You
could have hamumered me to a pulp, but
you chose net to take advaoiage. 1
can't undo what I've done, but I can at
least keep off the grass in future. Will
vou sheke 1"

“0Of course!” said Brown, hghting to
keep back the lump which vese i{o his
throat. *“1 scarcely expected this,
Bolzover, You're a brick "

Apd the hands of the vieter and van-
quished met in the grip of friendship.

“Oh, m hat ! gasped hinner,
“arry me home to die, romebody ! This
iz too painful for words!™ ]

*“Remind you of the last act in some
rotten love play 1" sneered Stott.

“ Absolutely 1™ agreed Bnoop.

But no one took any nobtice of Skinner
and Snoop and Stott, They were left to
theip own devices, but, despite the loss
nf. Baolsover, their feeling towards the
boy who called himself Brown was
darker and more vindictive than aver.

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
When a Boy's Down !

MID the excitement of the early

A morning hour, Jack Brown had

lost sight of the dark clouds that

had marred the sky of his exist-

rnce, Hig' one end and aim had been to

defeat Dolsover, and now that his task

was accomplished, and the applause had

died awav, Brown found himse'f face to

{!}m once more with the stern realities of
1ié,

He returned thoughtlully to his room.
Dn rising that morning he had made a
pathetic attemipt to tidy it up and to
create order out of chaos,

But Dolssver had done hiz work too
well. Everything had been ruthlessly
scrapped.

The room, which had once been so
checry and comfortable—a den to delight
in—now presented a very dismal appoar-
anve, Drown could have wept as his eye
dwelt on that scene of destruction.

Rex, whe had been trying conclusions
with a gigantic bone, trotted over to his
master's side. iz whole hearing was one
of profound syvmpathy.

“"Good old Rex ! said Brown, his [ace
lighting up a little, “They sha'n't touch

oun ! he added fiercely. “If they do,
i shall lose my wool absolutely, and
Bolsover’s licking this morning will be a
picnic compared with what they’ll go
through ' _

Brown sat down rather wearily on the
couch. For the first time since his ar-
rival at Greylriarg he [felt disinclined for
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wark. Cares had crowded in upon him
just lately: he was passing through
froubled waters, and was called upon to

L endare much,

The Winchester week cnd had not been
& gay time, Far from it! For three days
and three nights Brown had sat by the
bedside of his mother, whom weorry and
illness had brought very low.

Brown loved his mother dearly, and it
had cut him to the heart fo sec her so

"helpless,

He was thanking of her now as ho sat
there, and =0 absorbed in thought was

-he that he did, not Hear a beavy tread

cutside, followed hy the window being
thrast open.

‘:JLEHEF for you, sonny!” came the
voice of Blogg, the ancient postman.

Brown came suddenly to himself.

He reached out eagery for the leiier,
and ri{:-[;[ed aopen the envelope.

A look of consternation came over his
[ace 28 he read the straggling lines.

His mother was worse.

Do not worry, dear Jack, on m
aceount,” she wrote. * My pain 13 mental,
rather than physical, If only I had news
of your poor [father, instpad of being
kept in this a,gﬂnly of suspense, I am cer-
tain I should rally. As 1t is, I fecl that
I am sinking from day to day., My
vitality and fortitude are at a low ehb.
But, pleaze God, we may hear something

k-

soon, I have not abandoned hope, even
though twelva long and dreary menths
have dragged by since——" .

Brown conld read no further. A soh
came intlo s throat which he counld not
repress. That brave, smiling woman, his
mother, hod broken down at last! She
had nover uwnburdened her anguish of

irit in this way before. Even when
thinga were at their worst, she had
always shown her son o smiling counten-
ance. THer pluck had been magnificent,
stamping her 03 o herecine among
womesn, And now—the bacriers of en-
durance were breaking down., There was
deapair  in her  letter—despair  and
tragedy !

* 0, mother ™ murmured Brown, over
and over again. “ Would to Heaven 1
could help you!”

He clenched and enclenched his hands
in hisz smotion,

“It's o hard life, this,” he went on.
““A year ago I regarded the world as n
sort of recreation-ground. I see things
differently now, hy Jove! A battlefield
11 nearer the mark!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! came the cheery
tones of Bob Cherry. “Who talks of
battleftelds? Are you lhaving a sort of
thanksgiving for your victory aver
Bolzover, Brown? Why—great Scott!
What's the matter?”

The Famous Five, who had bean in the
act of entering the rcom, stopped short
on tho threghold., They were looking in
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which they knew to have been wrecked,
but at Brown's white fnce and tear-
stained oyes,

My dear old fellow!"  exclaimed
Harry Wharton, at length. **This is the
last thing we should have expected, to
see you looking down in the cﬁ:mps like
this "

Brown conguered himself on the in-
stant. A moment later he was smiling.

“You took me by surprise,” he raid.
“I often mope litke this when I'm aloned
It’s idiotie of me, I know, but—" g

The captain of the Remove laid his
hand on the speaker's shoulder.

* Look here, Brown,” he said, ' you'ra
in trouble of some sort—pretty badly,
too, I shonld say. You're not the sort of
chuﬁ to erack up at nothing. We dos't
wizsh to bhe inguisitive, and we'll clear
out at once if you prefer it. But it's not
good for a fellow to nurse his troubles
abono hike this!”

“Hear, hear!™ sid Johnny DBull
Y Wouldn't it be wiser to tell your uncles
all abhout it, old man?”

Brown pointed te his mother's letier,
which had fallen from his hand on to ihe
foor,

“Tead that"™ he said.

“We'd prefer that you told us your-
gelf,” said Nugent., * Better than prying
into your private correspondence,”

“YVory well,” said Brown. “The reason
I was blubbing just now was beeanse of
my mater. She's been ill aver the week-
cnd—very il indecd—and I can do
nothing ko help her™

“Hard cheese!™ murmured Johony
Bull sympathetically.

“Tt'a gevere mental stroin,” Drown
went an, ' Bhe's worried herself to death
about the pater”™ o

The juniors looked up inguiringly,
This was the first time Brown had velan-
teered any information on the subject of
his father.
~ “Before the war,” said Brown, “'my
pater was 2 master and football coach at
a public schovl. He uscd to plag {or the
Corinthians. "

“Brown of the Corinthiang!™ ox-
caimed Wharten., “I've heard all about
him, He was one of the finest wingers
in the country 1”

“And a yvear ago,"” eald DBrown--“a
year ago tosday, as a matter of fact—Iio
was taken prisoner by the Huns. [le'd
joined the Hompshires, and had only

egen in Frapee a fortnight when i hap-
pened. We heard from him cocasionaliy,
and he was being treated protty decently
at the Hum camp. Dut after o few
months the letters dropped off, and wo
hegan to think that he—that ho——"

Brown could not fimish.
“Wo underetand,” =aid  Wharton
guictly. "It's rotten! But I shouldn’t

A
wawe happened,

give up hope yet, if T were you.
hundred things might
He may have escaped !”

“Ma such lack ' said Brown, with a
faint emile.

There wae a long pause.

“Js there other trouble begides that 7
aslked Mugent, al length,

“Yos, Money affairs got into a had
way. It became necessary for me to put
my shoulder to the wheel and carn o
little to keep things going. I found
myself right up against it, I discovored,
with a mightﬂr ghock, that there was
practically nothing I could put my hand
to. Clerking, enginecring, and all that
sort of thing were no good for me--I'd
cared too much for games, and iet the
worlt slide. 8o I had te content mysclf
with becoming a hoot-bor. Tt wes a
sacrifice of pride, I can tell wou, but it
waa the Dﬂﬁ* wawr, I rcouldn't let my
mater starve. Bot it's the uncoertaingy
about the pater that's the real trouble.

blank amazement, not at the room, | Oh, I hate war—I loathe it from my
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eoul ! There are some whe like it
They're living like fghting-cocks, and
have - never known euch prospenty.
They've pot no longing for what they
call the outbhreak of peace. It's the 1%;1'31"
famiiies like our own, who are nt;rug? ing
tooth-and-nail for existence, who feel the
dranght. I reckon—~"

There was a sudden rush of fect with-
out, and Peter Todd dashed into the
room with a morning paper.

“Congrats ! he su?d to Brown. " Your
identity's proved now beyond all gques-
tion e missing heir has beon found !’

"Good ! said Brown.

The juniors scanned the paragraph
which Peter Todd pointed ont. It was
very beief, as if the man who wrote it
frit reproachful that such a startling dis-
appearance, which had in it all the
makings of 2 fine romance, should have
ended in smoke:

“The Hon Roy Hastings, whoee aud-
den  dienppearance caused eo  much
anxiety, has been found. ¥t appears that
he paid a visit to his uncle, Major Cobb-
Webb, at Winchester, without hia
parents’ knowledge . Happiness is once
more restored to the house of Northern-
court.”

“"The scream of it all is,” sald Deter
Todd, *that Skinner and Bnoop and
Stott have just gone marching in to the
Head to tell him that you're the Hon.
Rov Haatings, and that you're here with
unltorior motives.*

“What 1" gasped Brown, .

"It's o fact! They'll get it 1n the
neck, and ecrve 'em jolly well right!
They've led you a dog's life during the
last day or twe, and a thundering gouod
Heking 1 just the thing they want!®

* Yea, rather I exclaimed the Famoue
Five, in chorus.

“They won't persecute you any mors
after this ! said Harry Wharton emphati-
cally. **Oh, hang! There goea the bell
for morning school! See Fou later,
Brown, ol man! Keep a atiff upper lip,
and hope for the best !

AN acrens ™ eald Drown,
emile, .

But it was a beief smile, for it faded
from hie face when Harry Wharton &
(lo. had gone, and he plunged once more
into gloomy thought.

Life had hittle to offer juat then, and
it scemed as if he was destined to fght
on in an atmoaphere of elond and storm,
with never p ghimmer of sunahine,

“Keop a etiff upper lip!” Wharton
had said. i

That was all very well in theary, but
sxtremely  difficult  in actice; and

with a

Prawn felt that he would heve need of |

all his courage, tenacity, and endurance
to face the troubles which eurszed about
his head like waves.
- Verily, there were black times in etore
for him, unless a miracle happened at
the eleventh hour !

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Mirasle Happens !

oY ‘LI make it ns hiot for the beast
as possible!™ eaid  Skinne-~
“Leave the jaw to moe™
Snoop and Btott vo-lded, and
followed their leader along tha passage
towards the Head’s study.

Skinner had tried to pereuade Ralsover
to take parl in the cowardly conepiracy
apainst Jack Brown, Buat Bolsover re-
wained firm as a vock., He had promised
Brown thet he would be on his eide in
future. And he wae as good as his word,

Skimner rapped on the dJdoor of the
Hend's study, and the deep veoice of Dir
Locke bode him  enter.

“"Berew up vour conrage!"

: : higaed
Skinner to his companions.

Y And back

s
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me wup if I happen to make any
bloomaers !

“Rely on us [" said Btott,

The flea.d seemed gurprised to ace the

three juniors, He waa not accustomed
to carly-morning calls.

“Well, Skinner,” he eaid, rather im-
patiently, “do you wish to speak to me
on an imporiant matter? If not, you had
hetter defer this interview until
morning lessons.”

Skinner didn’t like this reception. But

he had stecled himself o go through
with thes business, and, clearing his
throat, e began,

“Dﬁ's about Brown, airl”

“Browni"

“¥Yee—the mnew bootboy, s=ir. OF

course, ‘his name isn't Brown, really,
would interest you to know, sir, that-—
that—="
“"fio on!"
“That Drown

ie omly an  aseumed

t name,  #ir,” said Slanner desperately.
HThis fellow is ?]ﬁs-in% a low pame of
e intends rifling

gome gort. T believe
your safe—""

alter

It
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he imagined to be the crowning slabe-
ment of hia eensational story. :

“His name, ewr,” he sed, "1 Ilact-
inge—ihe Hon. Roy Hastings "

“You are assured that this is a fuct "

“Dh, absclutely, sic!™

“Then I am afraid J muast disillusion
you.”

The Head picked up the copy of the
“Times ™ which lay on his desk.
indicated a paragraph—the peragraph
which Peter Todd had faken to Brown's
roem a short time before.

The cads of the Remove stared help-
legsly at the printed words.

Roy Hastings—the real Roy Hastings—
had returned to the bosom of his family !
Then Brown was not an impostor, after
all |

“0Oh, my aunt!” murmured- Skinner,

I1is knees were knocking together with
fear. He had said too much; and now
he must pay ths penaley,

“1 can only regard your absord stovy
as & deliboerate attempt to ijnre Brown's
character,” said the Head sternly. I
shall not probe this alffair too Jecpiy.

[ From a German prison! (See Chapter 11.) |

“Or encaking some waluable manu-
scripts [ suggested Btott.

"He may be a spy ™ threw in Snoop,

The Head grew alarmed. He looked
hard at the three juniors,

“Tf I find that you have concocted this
story for a joke, and that it has no
foundation of truth, thinge wiil go hard
with vou [ he asad.

“It's quite troc, sie, T essare you ! de-
clared Bkinner. " We had our suspieions
from the satart, but wo meant to maloe

erfcetly snre before we lowd the focts
wfcre yvou ™

“You say this bop's name is
Brown " demanded the ITead.

“ 1t cervtainky 18n't, sir."

“Thon who is he?”

“He's an carl’s gon, sir,” gaid Skinner,
“Wicked out of the family, by the lock of
thingsa. Ha's thoroughly dishonest, 1
should say.”

The Head looked rather grim.

“You have not yet told me thie boy's
namee,” he =pad.

Skimer paused before delivering what

Tt

There ia no veed. T have a very shirendd
idea, SBkinner, that you and yowr
wretched wmecomplices have heer cone

stantly persecuting Brown, rnd yon have
come here with the sole object of Jofng
him an injury. You hoped that T sheald
credil your cork-and-bull story, and make
things unplesant for Brown. On ihe con-
trary *" o Head reachod for his cane
“the unpleasantness will be for vou,
Stand forward, Skinper !

With a groan, the cad of the Remove
oheyed,

“1lold ont your hawnd!™

“*Please, air, 1—1 zhould like ta poiot
ont——""

“*Nothing you =av pow will lessen the
severity of vour peamizshment,” said the
Head, “"You have behaved in oa nwost
despicable mammer thronghout, '

Bkinner gingerly exiended his hand.

Hwish, swish, swisl!

* Oweow-oyw 17

“ Now the other !" panted the Head,

Skinner had to go through the mill
Ho bad been licked befove, mreny a time
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but this was no common or
His handa seemed to be
tive  the [Head had

#nd oft; b
rarden licking.
m  fira by tho
fintahed,

“ Now, Stotbl™

The young rascal addressed came [or-
ward in fear and trembling.  Nothing
would have suited him better than if the
floor had suddenly opened snd swaliowed
him up.

But the floor remained firm, and so did

and war-weary, and his left arm hung
Etmg’[;f at his side.

The Removites glanced at him with
nothing more than idle curiosity; but
Jack Brown was like one transfixed.

_ For f[ull ten seconds he stood thus, as
if in a trance. Then, with an uncon-
trollable cry of delight, he darted for-

ward.

“ Father ™

Bk i m—

the Head, Stott went through the same
ordeal es Skinner, and yelled more
loudly. It seemed to certain juniors who
were hovering in the Close that pig-kill-
ing was in progress.

Az for Bwdney Jamea Bnoop, he fer-
vently hoped that the Head's arm would
grow weary by the bHma he hed dealk
with Stott; but, on the contrary, the
Head had got ﬂxirli set, and the quality
of mercy was lacking guite as much
r.i-.trmg} Snecop's caning as in the case of
the other two.

“There !" panted the ITead. * T trust
that will be a lesson to you, and a warn-
ing mever again to slander & boy who,
despite his lowly position, is worth the
whole of you lumped together! Come
back, S8kinner! How dare you leave m
study until I have finished speaking?
shall expect you to apologise to Brown,
in my presence.”

The Head rang hia bell, and szoent for
Brown.

“ Ah, come in, Brown!” he said, a few
rmoments later., " These boys have so far
forgotten themsel ras as to trump up an
absurd charge against you. They msinu-
ated that you had come to Greyfriara
with dishonourable motives, and I am
happy to state that I do not believe their
atory. DMNow, Skinner, you will apologise,
in the name of all thres, for your shame-
ful conduct.”™

Skinner loathed the idea of eating
lhumble pie thus; but he had no desire
te renew his  acquaintance with the
Head's cane. He turned to Brown.

“Wa're sorry,” he said briefiy.

Brown nodded.

“1 bear ne malice,” he replied.

“That will do,"" said the Head.
you may go.”

Out in the passage, Skinner spun round
upon the boot-boy, more in amazement
than in anger.

“ Now

{

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Good-bye fo Greylriars!
ACK BROWN had never coverad
8 hundred yards so quickly in his
lifo as he did then. He fairly
Hashed over the intervening space,
and Rex, who had aprung suddenly from
nowhece, barked joyously in his wake.
*Oh, dad!” exclaimed Brown jubi-
lantly. “ls it really you?! I—I can't
believe 1oy own eyes ™
“It's me, right enough,” said the
worrior, with & smile. * Back from the
Jaws of death, my boy."
“ But how——'
“It's a long story, Jack. Words could
not sufliciently picture the hardships and
horrors I've been through over there.

Twelve monthe in a German camp! The
fiest few were smooth encugh, but the
rest—— Well, there are some things a

man gimply daren't fallk about.’™

*And you escaped?”

“I did. Tt was my third attempt, and
Providence saw me through.”

“Come along to my room,” said Jack,

TO THE BOYS AT THE
FRONT!

If you are unable to obtain this publica-
tion regularly, pleacze (ell any news-
pendor o get (E from
Nlessageriea HACHETTE et Cie,,
111, Rue Reamur,

PARIS.

“"Wa can jaw without fear of interrup-
tion there™ _
Father and son passed into the build-

g, “You

EF
]
-

“1 say exclaimod Brown.
look fesrfully fagged out. Would you

#8380 you're not Hastings. after ail 1" he
rxclaimed, * You really are pluin Brown. !
Bleased if thia doesn’t prance off with the '
whole giddy biscuit factory! 1 made |
sure we wera on a good thing, and when
I saw in the paper that the real heir had |
been found, you conld have knocked me
down with a feather!"

“You should have taken my word &t
the skart,” said Brown., *“ It would have
suved you something.”

“What beats me ™ anid Skinner, "is
this. You remember the firse day you
were here, when
nativeg on the footer
happened to drop a
picked it up.
‘R H'"

Erown laughed.

“1 remember,” he said. "It was one
sent me by mistake from a laundey.”

“Woll, I'm jiggered! And I would
have swaorn it belonged to Roy Hastings !
Tf only—="

“Come on!" growled Seott. “ Wa
shall ba late for lessons as it is, and
Quelchy will be Aying at our throats.”

“Who on earth's that?" exclaimed
Bnoop su

A man could ha seen coming in at the
school gatos—a man in & tattered khaka

raund ?

andlerchief, and I

ha initiala on it were

you aatonished the | wark all the mornin’——" she
Well, you !

like some grub?'

“The mere mention of the word malies
me feel like a cannibal. I've been
living on soratch meals for the past year,

| and, as vou will see, it hasn't improved

my appearance. I could have got
something to ecat at Folkeetone, but I
should have missed my train, and I was
tlead keen on sesing you, Jack.!

Brown made his father comfeortable on
the couch tn hiz sitting-room, and then
sped off to the kitchen.

The cook regarded him sternly.

“Which you ‘aven't done a stroke of
began.

“And I don't intend to!"™ said Brown
cheerfully. “Look here, cook. My
pater’s home from France—or from Ger-
many, rather! Ile’s had as ghastly a
time as you Can 1magine, and it's mar-
vellous how he's come through alive.
He'a here now—hungry as a hunter.
Will you bustle around and get him
some grub?!”

Thia was an appeal which went right
i to cool's heart. Thero were few things
| she would not have done for a British
Tommy.

“All right,” she said. “I'll do some
rashers and tomatoes, and send them
along by one of the maids."

“That's the styla!” said Drown.

He returned to hia father’s side, re-

uniform. He locked extremely muddy
Tor Magwer Liprany.—No. 509,

garding him with affection and concern.
“Your arm. dad!™ he burst out sud-

-—
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denly, noting heow limp the limbh waa
hanging. “ Havoe yon been hit?"

The soldier shonk his head.

“It's paralysed,” he said simply. 1
get my final dischargo {rom the Service
now. Deon't look so scared, Jack! It's
a good thing, really. I shall be able to
ges inte haerness agnin, and set things
straight at home, I've had my £l of
soldiertng. It's a great life for those
who have no ties, but ['in too much of a
home-bird te want to be away long.
And that reminds me. How thonght-
less of me not to have ashked Dbefore!
How iz your mother?™

“She was pretiy low when 1 was homa
last week-end,” said Jack., " Does she
know thet you're safe in Bngland?

“Yas; I wired hier from Folkesbone, "

“Bplendid! The news will do her
more geod than all the doclors amd tonics
in the world!"

“I'm giad of that, Jack.
why, bless my soul!™

A maid entered at that moment bhear-
ing & tray., an which® were rashers of
bacon and Somatocz, beend-and-butter
and caka, -and a steaming pot of coffee.

“Bleae my soul!" “said Brown's [ather
again. Me had lived [or many months
on the shortest of rations, and the sight
of a good feed seemed to fairly take
his breath away.

“Pile in!" swid Drown. * And don’t
tallk yet! I want to see you enjoy your-
salf.”

And Brown of the Corinthisna, back

And now—

from semi-starvation, certainly did enjoy

hiimself., Every mouthful was a luxury.

When the meal was over, he turned
to his son. .

TWa'll ba petting home now, I think,
Jack,” he said. * Your days as a blacker
of boots are over., It's bheen a rough
time for you, I guess.” _

“0Oh, 1 don't knew.” said Brown.
“I've had some fun, Plaved footer for
tho village, knocked out one of the best
boxere in the Remove, and was suspected
for some time of being an carl’s son in
disguise! Not a bad record—what?"

“It's not been all sunshine, I'm sure,”’
returned hia father. ““I3ut, of courss,

ou'd ba sure to hide the seamy side.

‘hat was alwarys vour way.”

When Harry Wharkton & Co. trooped
out from morning lessons they wera in
time to catech Jack DBrown and his father
departing for the railway-station.

“My mnings is oup,”  said  Brewn,
with a amile, “This 3 my dad, yon
fallows-—broke in thn wnars, but merry
and bright for all that. He excaped from
a prisoners’ camp 1n Germany.’

“ Hurrah 1™ .

There was no mistaking the way in
which the juniors viewed the situation,
Cheer upon cheer rany out on the morn-
ing air, and the loudest voice of all was
Bolzover'a!

“This'll put things right at home,
won't it, Brown?" said Bob Cherry, "1
hope you'll live happy cver after, old

chap!"
“1 hope =0, smiled Brown. " Good-
bye, you fellows—and good luck! T

sha'n't forget vour kindness to me in a
harry 1"

The juniors wakchad father and son
pasa throwgh the old pateway and dis-
appear down the road; and the Famous
Five, in particular, felt very sorry to lose
Brown, Despite his humble position, he
had been like one of themselves, and he
had come throungh a very trying ovdeal
with Oying colours! _

They would not soon forget the Genlle-
man Ranker!

(Don’t miss “AN OLD BOY AT
GCREYFRIARS " — next Monday's
grand siory of Harry Wharton 4
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)
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(1 UZZ outl™
Clive and Cardew and Levison all

aald  thot tozether a3 Bagey
Trimble came into Study No. 9.

A3 & matter of fact, fellows generally say
that when Trimble puts hia fat face into a
atudy, or else they buzz asmething at him
ag & hint to clear,

Naturally, Levison & Co. supposed that
Trimble had come to borrow a hob or two,
or to propose some dodge for getting out of
the food regulations, Trimble i3 that sort,

But Trimble didn't buzz ont. He rolled
in, and closed the door after him.

"I'va epme here to apeak to you, Levison,™
ha said.  *“You others may as well clear off —
it's rather private.”

“Cheaky nas! aald Cardew.

“Fathead !” remarked Clive.

“Never mind these fellows,” said Levison,
grinning. “You can ask me before them fo
lend you a half-crown, aml 1 can gpefunse
before them."”

“"Tein't that!” said DBagegy loftily. "Do
you think I've come hereé to borrow money?”

“Of course.”

"Well, I haven't!” reared Trimble. "I can
et all the money [ want I:?' dropping a line
go my pater at Trimble Hall”

“Then you might trouble Trimble Hall a
Little more, and us a little less,” said Clive.

“The fact is, I've had a big tip [rom my
uncle,” sald Baggy.

" Bow-wow "

“Two nuid!™ aald Trimble.

" Ratsl"

“And here they are!" roared Trimble in-
dignantly. And he flourishedstwo pound notes
under the ooses of Btudy No. B,

“By gud!™ said Cardew. “It's true! And
you've eome here at once to settla up pour
little debts, Trimble? That's very straight-
forward of yFou.™

“Ahom! I—I haven't exactly come for
that,” said Trimble, taken aback. “I—I'm
going to eettle, of course—in a—a day or
two! The fact is, 1 expect to have plenty ol
money soon. That's what I want to apeak
to Levisen about, it you fellowa will clear
l}ﬂ" =

"Yonu're not going to get plenty of money
ont of me, if that's what you mean,” grinned
Levison.

“'Tain't that! I want a little talk with
you—in private,” said Trimble myateriousty.

“Jtay where you are, you fellowr. You can
gat on, or get out, Trimble. I give you two
minutes,” seld Levisen, Iaying down his pen.
Btudy No. 0 were at prep, and Trimble cught
to have been.

B#:q 'IIrImI:rIe. h““ﬂm%ﬁ[ L i
"Well, I suppose you OWE W e
dark,” he said, at last., “I dom't wan% it
jawed about, for the Howsemaster to hear.
The fact i3, Levison, I want you to give me

an introdaction.”

“ A which?"

“An imtroduction—to a certain place.”

“"Eh? Where?"

“The Green Man,” said Trimble, lowering
his voide.

The three juniors atared blankly at Dagry
Trimble. 2
“The—the Green Man?' said Levison,

almost [aintly, at last.

Trimble nodded and grinned.

“That's it! Of course, I know you're pally
with thosa sporting chaps at the (Green Man.
You spoof the chaps that you've rclformed,
and all that, but 1 kopow better, you aee,
You can't take me in, like you do Tom Merry
ad the rest,” said Baggy, wagging his head
very aagacipusly at Levison.

“You silly fat duffer!” shouted Levison:
while Clive and Cardew chorfled.

“Oh, coms off it!" said Baggy.
you know I'm a keen fellow—-"

“My hat!™

“Sharp &5 & razor, and gol all my wils
about me, and all that,” continued Daggy.
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“Naw,

NIGHT

By DICK JULIAN.

“Ha, bz, ha'!"

“Look here, u know, there's mothing fo
cackle at,” said Trimble. “You konow 'm
about the keenest blade at Bt Jim's, if you
coma to that, Well, I'm going to use m
brains, and make some tin, now that I've go
¢a:4t-ai. I'm a regular corker at nap and
banker, and, in fact, T'm eul out for & regular
aport — daring and coolness and nerve and
—and all that, yon know. That's me!"”

“Db, gad!" said Cardew.

“I'm geing out of bounds to-night,” eaid
Trimble, with a very dogeish air. “3ame ae
you do, Levison—or used to—Ilike Cutta of
the Fiith, yvou know, Well, I want you to
come with me. Mind, I'm going, anyway. I
dare say they'll be pleased to see a aportio
feltow, even il [ have to introduce myself.
But 1'd rather you came with me. And I
expect to make a good thing of it. Sesf”

Levison gasped.

Trimble of the Fourth sometimes smoked
cigareties with Eacke and Crooke, and fellows
of their sort, and was a dingy young rascal
in his way. But thiz waz the first time he
had proposed te break bounds at night to
go pub-haunting. Now that he had a eouple
of pounds all at once, Trimble was ambitious
to start as a regular aport—as ha called it
And he seamed to think it quite likely that
he would win money in o game of cards with
the sharpers at the Green Man. He had
confidenes in his own cleverness,

Cardew and Clive aimply stared at Trimble,
undecided whether to lauph, or to bundle
him neck and crop out of the study.

Lavison looked thoughtlful.

“You're going, anyway?" he asked,

“Youwil get Hosged it found out

"You'll get fogge you're found out.”

Trimhle aniﬂutf

“I sha'n't get found out!
keen for that.
Levison."

':I:IIt-‘dMIb de that kind of thing, you [at
idipt 1™

Trimble winked.

& aoy green in mxy eyve?' he inguired.
“That yamn's geod enough for Tom Merry or
D'Arey, you know. It won't waash with me.™

Levison's eyez gleamed for a moment. But
he went on calmly:

"You want me to help you out of bounds
ta-night ™

“That's it."

I'm too jolly
You oever get found out,

_“aAnd tske you fo the Green Man. and
introduce you to the low Dblackgusrds
thera?"

“The sporting chapa—ycs.”

“And " if I dom’t help you you'll go
alone ¥

“You bet!"

“You specially want to leave your two
pounds at the dreen Man to-night?”

“Rata! I'm a regular corker at any card
ame," said Trimble. “I haven't the slightest

oubt that I shall skin them—skin “em
clean !

“Well, it's a pity to stop a regular corker

when he wants to go en the randan,” sald
Levison thoughtfully. - What time de you
want to go?

“3ay ten o'clock—all aafe hy then®

“I°1l stay awake,” said Levison. "Now

et me got on with my prep.”
U Right-ho!" said Trimble. And be left the

study looking very satisfied.

Levison's atudy-mates stared st him.

“You're not going to help that fat idiot

té{ii go out blagging, Levizon?” exclaimed
Ye.

“Isn't it a pity fo disappoint him?” asked
Levison., “If wanta a nlght out, let him

have & night out.”

kui' Fou AZg——"'
“Look here, what's the game? asked
Cardew. "“¥ou're not going to help him to

go blageing at the Green Man?™

“Well, [ don’'t supposs he'll get so far as
the Green Man,” grinned Levison, “My idea
ia L0 make him learn that the roads aren't
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QUT?

aale for a kid at night, and he may chnck
up blagging after lights-out. Bupnoss B
21} Il;ls1 T‘i‘ footpads set on hime==<"

(L] a L1}

“1 fancy after that Bappy will be lad (o

keep in the dormitory after lights-out—
what ¥
“¥es. DBut—"

"Wall, that's going to happen, if you two
fellows will lend me a hard,” snid Levizon.
“It's & good deed, you know—saving a howl-
iu.g idlot from going on the downward path.”

Ha, ha, ha!"

Atudy No. 9 chortled in chorus over the
good deed. Mefore bed-time Levison went
along to Tom Merry's study to borrow some
of the props of the Junior Dramatic Society.
That evening Baggy Trimble was brimming
with glee, and he told about n dozen fellows
in confdence what he was going to do after
lights-out. Levison told them in confidence
what ho was going to do, too, =0 quite a
numher of fellows were looking forward to
Trimble's night out with great aniisipations.

II,
ARE up!®
Baggy Trimble had intended
to be wide awake at ten o'clock,

As a matter of fact, he fell
asleep about a minute after Kildara had seen
lights out at half-past pine, and at ten he
was snoting., But a shake woke him up, and
he blinked round in the darkness

“Groogh! Wharrer marrery What's that t*
e mumhled.

"Ten o'clock!™ said Levison's voice in Lhe
dark.

“0Oh, all right ™
. Trimble twrned out and dressed.  Lovison
was dressed already, It was very dark in the
dormitory. Levison led the way, and they
tlptoed out and alomg the passoge to the
lewer box-room.,

_Levison opened the window, and zo Trimble
did not notice that it was already unfastened.

“ Come on; Baggy !

“I'm coming!” gasped Rapggy.

It wasn't easy for Baggy to climb out of
& window; he had 30 much weight to carry.

But he did get out, and dropped nou ihe
leads, and Levison very kindly heﬁmd uim lo
the ground.

They acuttlad away in the dark.

Baggy Trimble was feeling quite important,
and full of beans. He felt that he was Hke
Racke and Cults of the Fifth—a reguinr goey
sport., He was looking lorward to thab liktle
game At bhe CGreen Man with tremendous
excltement.

“Bunk me up, Levison!" be whispered, as
they reached the wall. *I'M go first, or I
can't get un!®

Lavison chuckled,

He bunked Baggy Teimble wp, and Baggy
gnuped, oamnd sprawled over the wall. He
relled over, and held on, and thea dropped
Into the road and sat down

“0w!* ha gasped.

AL gerene ™ asked Levison, looking down
from the wall.

N Orbr-pw 10

“ Broken “"ﬂhiﬂf P oebortled Levison.

“Nunno!® gas Bagzy. “T'm all right!»

He scrambled wp, panting for bLreath,
Levison was still looking down from the wall

“ome on!"™ said Bagxy.

*What's that dark shadow on the road
behind you?™ asked Levison. *[3 somebody
there?n

“0h, crumbs!®

BaugI:IhTrimhI& spun round likz a humming-
top. ere were treea on the other side of
the road, and it was very dark under them.

aggy Trimble wasn't a hero. He blinked
into the deep shadows with his heart thum
ing, and his heart nearly went down Into his
ootz a3 two moving shadows appeared ubder
the trees.

“h, dear!™ gasped Baggr.

Two dark forms came out into the road,

{ 11



Every Monday.

They were wearing long bilmck clogks, and
bad macks on fheir faces.

‘E'!:l:rur money or your life!® pald a deep
Toboe,

“ Htand and deliver !

Hagey Trimile collapsed against the schosl

gll, F}{ﬁa ful knees knocking togetber, He

adn't expected anything like this, At that
moment he would bave given hiz food allow-
gnce for a vear bo be safe back in the Fourth
Form dormitory in the School Housa,

“0w'!” he gasped.  “0h, dear! T aay,
Levisor—— Yow-ouw ¥

"Hands up ! thundersd one of the masked
men.  “"Ere, Jhn, kiock ‘im on the "ead with
your iife-preserver!®

Tritable made a jump away from the wall
85 they rirshed on Rim.

He couldn't elimb the wall and pet back to
the szehool. He had to ron, and he bolted
up Lthe road,

. Htﬁhihd rim  sounded a =teady patter of
&aL,

The macked men were pursiing him !

Trimble pul on speed. He was :o0 seared
that he harndly knew what he was doing. He
tumbled imto the ditch once, and dragged
himgelf out agnin, sauelching with mud, He
shed mud on all sldes as he volled an, rep-
ning his hardest,

But the [oot=teps were gaining on hion.

m'-‘ fhoot ! be heard a deep voice say behind

.

Bapzy Trimhle gasped, and collapsed on Lthe
read, He badn't another yard left in hiz fat
legs il he was going to he sbhob the next
1oment.

He luy there jn (he dust, snorting like a
grampus, and the twoe masked footpads ran
an past him, apparently not seeing him in
the dark,
"Their footsteps died away up Lhe road.

faggy Trimble aat up, gasping lke old
hellowa, He conld senrcely believe in his good
Ik at Orst. Bot the reflians were g, and
the way was clear back to the schogl,

Raggy was not thinking of the Green Man
wow, He bad no desire to walk a mile in the
dark for a little game with the sporting
pints, He waz only thinking of getling sale
within the walls of 3t, Jim's hefore thoze two
murderous ruffiane, could get bold of him,

He shaok in every limbh as he dragged him-
gell up, Omly fear of the footpads enabled
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Eim 0 put ene fat leg before the other, e
sped and panted and gurgled all the way
't to the sehool. Ang suddendy, just as he
hpd nmrg renched the wall, be heard a
gound of footsteps om the Ionely road.

“ (3h, erikey !¥ gasped Baggy.

He put oo a despeérate spurh, ahd got to
Ehe wall.

He hoped that T.evison would still be there,
Without help he couldn’ climb the wall from
gutside, And the footzteps were drawing
nearer, He stopped to see I Levison Wias
thers, intending to tun on if he wasn't. But
Levizon was Lhere!

“That you, Baggy?® came a whizper from
above,

“Groogh! Yes! Help me in!®

“ Any lurry 72 :

“They're nfter me!” shrieked Trimble.
“ Help me in®™

Levison didn'l seém to he in a hurty, how-
BYET.

“ Whe are after you?” he asked calmly.

“Yow-ow ' IHelp me in! They're going to
rob amd murder me! Yow-pw-ow (¥

“yan'll wabke the sehool at that rale,
Baggy.” )
“Yow-ow! Help me im, or I'll go and ring

up the gate!” spluttered Trimble,

“Eive us your paw!t®

Bapgy reacked wp, and Levison helped him
Irom above, Bagay wasn't a light-weight,
and Levizon had all hiz work ous out W arag
himn up the wall. Luekily, Trimble got a grip
on the top, aml dragged him=elf up. He lay
across the wull on hiz woisteont, gasping for
hreath.

He couldn’t stir another inch—till be heard
 deep volee on the roads

“ fere he is! Heize his ankles and draz him
down! I've gob my knile ready '™

When e heard that Baggy Trimble moved
a3 if he hud suddenly been electrifled, He
fairly rolled over the wall, and found him-

self sitting on the grase-plot inside,
He [elt safe there, and he-lay and pumped
in hreath for & good five minutes. vizon

waited for him, Threilling as it all was, Levi-
son did not seem Lo he alarmed or excited.

# Come on, Trimble!” he seid ut last. =1
dare say they've cleared off, and We can Set
ulnﬂ_ig io the Green Man.”® o

u Vou—you—yoa dangerous idiot!™ splut-
tered Trimble. © Do you think I'm going out

i3

One Penny.

apain to-night, you silly chump? T'm going
atraight back to the dormatery, you Taving
manbye

“ Bot whet abont the little gamat®

= Yah1? :

Tiat was all Trimile's answer as be puffed
his wny to the RBchool House,

Levison foliowed him. It seemed an age To
Rugpy Trimble before he gotb inte the Fourth
Form dormitory again, and he could have
wept. with reliel when he plumped into his

ke,

« Hallo! What's all {hat? came Blake's
voice from hiz hed., “ Anybody upi®

“0ply Trimhle ! gaid Levison, *He's hoon
out on the tiles, bul he decided Lo come home
before the milk in the morning.™ -

“i've heen nearly  murdersd '™ gasped
Trimble, *There were iwo awiul footpads
on the romil—2

“Ha, ha, ha I®

G There’s nothing to cackle at! T've hecn
nearly murdered! Luckily, I knocked them
down hefore they eould use their knives—-"

¢t Enocked them down!™ ejacutated Car-
dew’s voice, -

Cardew and Clive had just come into the
dormitory very gqumietly, hut Trimble naturally
conldn't ree them in the dark. He hadn't the
least suspicion that Levison’s pal: had been
n:mF aof doora at all.

“ Enocked them down, Trimble?™
claimed Clive. ;

“Fes, rather!” Baggy was recovering him-
self mow. “1I faced them—you Enow what
plucky chap I am—"

“Ha, hal®

* Ha, ha, hatr

4] gave one my left, and the other my
right 1" said Trimhle. *=They fell Jike—like
felled oxen. Then I came in again—quite
calmly.”

“ Ha, la, hat™ ) i

u Anel 1T don't see snything to cackie at®
said Trimble crossly,

But the olher fellows 'did; and che whole
dormitory was in a cackle from end to end.

And Baggy Trimble never could understand
afterwards how it was that whenever he toli
the story of his thrilling night out bis hearers

only eavkled. Bot it is likely to be Trimble's
last night oul, as well as his frst, I think,

THE EXD,

EX-

KEEPING IT DARK!

1) UT, above ull, we mustn’t let Booter
hnow ™
We = the  Famous Five — were

athered torether in Study Noo 1,
engaeed In earnest discowssion; when Harry
Wharkan wttered that admonisbhbment.

1t was Wednesdrny afternoon, a  half-
lioliday, hut the drizzling weather kept us
indonra.

The subject of our conversation was Chirm-
pum's Cireus—not Bonler, The former had
recently pitehed itself on Courtfield Conmon,
Az was it onnual custoim.

The villagers wouldn't have debarred them-
selves of it least one pight at the show for
'L'.'::Erlrls. and we ourselves were awlolly keen on
polng. -

Put the Head's views and ours Jid not
tally in that respect. Dr. Locke was no loyal
artvocate of eirounscs, and had put Chum-
eim’s jolly little show—perhaps “ecirens " is
# misnomer, ag horses had ceased fo perform
—strietly out of houndas.

NeverLheless, we meant to pa, even though
wr should be ecompelled to break bounds In
arder to do 20, To-night was the Tast night
-—il. was now or never!

“Heep it dark from Dunder, whabever you
0. hoe sald anxlously. “Youn remember the
Iast  time the eireuz came? He was so
Fascinated with the star turn—ihe gorping
one, ¥ou know—that fat younyg uss ran
away from school and joined the ¢ircusz. But
for old Tront we might never have had him
hgek—nobt that that would have been any
great loss! Buft it would pever 4o for that
tn neenr agoin, and perhapa get the young
idint sacked, would it¥"

We arreed thet it wouldn't.

“1f he knows we are going he's hound to
Tollow uwa,” 3aid Bob Cherry magely. “Aa you
&7y, the thing iz to keep him in the dark.
We don't want our prize porker to desert us
and hecome a professional grub-eateor in o a
¢lreua™

By FRANK NUGENT.

The eircuz was a great sueeccsa this year
The wonderful grugumter, hilled as the
“Human Boa-constrictor,” was golng great
guns, we had heard. He conld eat chops and
tarts and joints of meat ab such & rate and
in such quantities that the stupefled sopdience
conld only gasp open-moonthed oand wonder
whether they were watching a man or a
mammoth. His nightly performance was a
reat attraction, and the cause of a mighty
nerease in the takings of Chumgum’s Cirens.

YWe bad no doubt—indeed, we knew Irom
experience—that Bunter would fairly fall over
himzeIlf for the chanee of Rlling a post ke
thinl:-'and filling himself as part of the
work !

“There's Bunter, yonder!"” T said, pointing
out of the window at the ohese Owl of the
Rermwove as he eame rolling across the Cloge.

“Great Seott! He's passed Mra. Mimble'a
without poing int™ exclalmed Bob. “Who
says the aze of miraciea fa postt”

“I gucasfully sup that he has given the
esteemed dame wpfally 20 far aa the cashing
of ludicrous and imaginary postal-orders in
advaner 5 concerned,” grinned the nubob.

“But one would think he'd bave looked in
jnst to eatisfy his bheastly inguisitivensss,”
prunted Bob, “He needs curing of that com-
laint, and, by Jove, I've got the very wheeze
or deing it! “Listen to this, you chaps! U
it doesn’t act as a fArst-rate cariosity-curer,
I'lI eat my hat! Wo'll epring b on him cvery
time he pokes his nose inte our  affairs.
Listen 1" . .

The next lew minubles ware occtipied In
hurried whispering, which ended in  all
seampering out of the study excopt Bob and
me.

“Here he i3! I can hear hiz fairy foot-
steny caming alonx the passape,” whispered
Bob., Then, in a Jlouder voice, he said: " We
mustn’t let Bunier know anything sboub this,
Franky!"”

The footsleps stopped. Bunter hod heard!

A moment Tater a pair of large spectaeles
peercd round the door. e

“1 say, you fellows, ia jt n feed?” said
Bunter, entering the study. “Where is it?

“Hah! Tis no feed, Bunter!” said Hoh
Cherry, in deep, sepulchral tones. ~'Tis a
dark and d-eagfy secret which will rewmain
locked in our bosoms for the rest of owr
lives ™

1 say, out with it!" urged Bunter, all
alive with curiosity. *You can rely on me
to keep mum.”

With an air of «laborate ¢ireumspestion
Boh went to the door, looked out, closed b
carefully, and then tiptoed to the window (o
gee that it was shut properly.  Then he
approached Tunter, =nd, in low  lones,
bisged:

“Mr. Quelch and Mr. Prout went to the
cireus last night—m->"

#E‘h?!b

“And Mr. Queleh tried to goet Mr, Proul in
il hall price i

" What?* .

“But the doorkecper wasn't haviog any,
However, he agreed 1o let them in af twa for
Byrpence.”

“Logk here—" hegan Bunter.

“and when they gob inside,” went on Bob
impertorbably, “they heard one man say 1o
another, © Irer kpow, pard, Mr. Quelch and
Mr. Prout went to the eirces fast night—-"""

“What the dickens~—"

“¢ Amil AMr. Quelch tricd te geb Mr. Pront
it at half price? But the doorkeeper wasn't
having any. Howewer, he aprecd—— """

Bunter glared at him wrathiully. .

“Look here. Boh Cherry, if this is vour idea
of a joke—"

1 aay, he agreed to let them in ab two
for fivepence. And when they got inside they
beard one man say to apolher-——"

"Sbhut up!” ronred Bunder.

“Not at sl sxid Uob eheerfally. e
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raid, * D';ar know, pard, ¥r. Queleh and Mr.
Prout——"" ’

*What's that sceret you were going to
eonfide in me?" shricked Bunter. .

"Phiz is it, of course. You're t00 im-

patient—you won't let me finish. He aaid,
‘ D'yer know, pard, Mr. Quelch and Mr. Prout
wenl to the circus last nighte—""
. Bunter gave n snort of disgust, and
stamped out of the at'nlf.lir. slammoing the deor
behind him  very rudely, and léaving us
almost in hysterics.

In the passage he came across Johany Bull.
The latter was searching all the little nooka
and ogannies and creviecs of the passage in 4
rmost mystorious mnaoper. Bunter approached
bim inguisitively,

*1 eny, Bul ’

“aAh, you're the chap I'm Llooking for!™
sald Jobnny Impressively.

“Well, you didn't expect to flnd me in a
muyuse-hole, did you?” grunted Bunter, hia
voice qgueerly mnodolated between huffiness
and eagermess. “ What's the game?" :

* Bunter, you are the only fellow in the
whole of England to whom I would un-
burden my tortared soml!” Johnoy's voice
gank to n hoarse whisper, but we could hear
it plainly. “I heve a skeleton in the ecup-
hoard!  You are the only oné I can trust
with it."” . ) )

“Yes, yes!” said Bunter quickly, his round
eyes glimmering. . i

“I know something--something terrible!™
Johnny shuddered, “It fa this. Mr. Quelch
and I'I';Ir. Prout went to the circus last night

Bunter splnttered, and seemed on the verge
of apoplexy. We had our study door o little
ajar, and saw and heard all that took place.

Johony went on:

“and Mr. Quelch tried (o get Mr. E'rl:n.}l:
in at halt price. But the doorkeeper wasn't
having any.”

“0Oh, raally, Bul s )

"Howaver, he agreed to let them in at two
for fivepence; mark that—two for fivepence!
It iz of the utmest importance that you
ghould take heed of that fact, for when they
got inside they beard one man say toew—"

But Bunter was fleeing down the passage
fa fast as his fat little legs eould earry him.
At ‘t.#{: end of the passage he almost ran into
Squifl.

dquif wez looking deeply trombled, and
wags plapcing about him  nervouwsly. He
appaared somewhat relleved at the sight of
Bunter. .

“Dunter, have you beard what has hop-
pencd?*  He wrong his hands, and & despair-
ing groan escaped his lips. “Oh, Bunter,
bave you heard what bappened last night?”

“"Well, what happened?" grunted Bunpter.
His curivsity had lost some of it edge now.

“Mr. Quelch and Mr. Prout went to the
cirene—" :

“You blithering idiot!” roarsd Dunter.

“And Mr. Queleh tried to get Mr. Frout
in at half price. Bubt the deorkeeper waan't
having any. However—"

Bunter gave Squifl a glare like that of A
basilisk., DBut the humorist was thoroughly
wound up.

“However, he a%rmd to let them in at two
for fivepence. When they were Inside they
heard—"

"You chuckle-headed dammmy!”

“They heard one man say to another———.

“Br-r-r!”

Buonter pushed hia tormentor  toughly
nside, and passed on in an indiznant mood.

“Bunter ! ealled Bquif affer him, "1
haven't told you vet what one mon 2ofd—-"

But Billy Bunter was gone,

Several more times DBunter was stopped
and ipformed, in strict confidence, Bhat Mr.
Queleh and Mr. Prout had visited the circus
together the previous evening, etc.. until at
last the poor Owl didn't know whether he
waz rolling upon hie hoad or hiz heela,

We gathered together a little luter in Study
Mo. 1, grinning over Bunter'a discomfiturs
like & lot of Cheshire cats,

“Now, what do you think of my great
caricalty -carar 7" demanded Boly trinmphmntly.
“Ian't it a suecess—whatt"”

W abl voted it a tremendous suceess,

“ A little more of this, and Bunter will drop
hia old habit of tying bootlaces outszide
F_lenph's study doorzs—I don's think '™ Iaughed

aTEY.

“Let'z nip =long to the Common-room until
tea-time."” suggested Johnmy. “There may
be something geoing on there.”

By now practicelly the whole Form was

= —

o —

aware of the little joke against Bunter, who
was, a8 naual, meandering about the Common-
room, talking about titled relatioms and
expected postal-orders. )

We had scarcely been in five minutes when
in walked Skinner, grinning all owver bie un-
healthy face. It was easy to sce that he had
caught on fo the curiosity-curer, but ¥ou
could always count on 2kinner for mixing
spite¢ with hizs humour.

“I say, I've something to tell you, Bunier,”
he grinned, beckoning to the Owl.

“Well? growled Bunfer.

“Mr. Quelch and— Ha, ba, ha!”

Just then a figure in cap and gown payscd
in the doorwey on heariesz his name meon-
thoned. It was Mr. Quelch.

“Mr. Quelch and BMr. Prout went to the
circus last night——""

. The Form-mazter Tooked astonished. We
all ﬁrinnedm-ﬂun‘hﬁr included. Bkinner evi-
dently attributed this to the success of hia
plagiarised joke, and went on gleefully:

“And Mr. Quelch tried to get Mr. Prout in
at half prige. But the doorkeeper wasn't
having any—"

Mr. Quelch™s face was a study. 1t leoked
like the sky befors a thundevstorm.

"However, he agrecd to let them in ab two
for fvepence,” wenb on Skinner, vnjoying the
'n]-r.uﬂhugclr. “When they were inside they

aard—"

"Boy!™ mmbled Mr. Quelch.

The storm had burst at !ast, and Skinner
spun round &s if he had been ahof.

“How dare you make such gross misstate-
ments, Skinner?” thundered Mr. Quelch.
“How dsre you deelare that I visited the
cireus last night In the company of Mr.
Prout! How dare you nssert that I—good-
nesd gracious —attempted to gain Mr. Prout
admitbance at hall the stipulated price!”

Sli.'in?u t}}mm quite greemn.

“And s we entered ab two for fivepence,
indeed |" gaid Mr. Quelch, “From whenes
did you obtaln thizs absurd information,
Bkinner "

"It—it was only a—a little joke, sir, on
l[_lluut-ar!" mittered Skioner, licking hia dry
ips.

“Indead! Then I will procesd to play a
little joke upon you,” sald BIr. Quelch grimly.
“Follow ma to my stody "

And, from the yells which emanated from
the precinets of Mr. Quelch’s study during
the mext five minutes we conjectured that
._'E'p]-:gnm:r was not enjoying Mr  Queleb's little
jokoa,

II.

HERE was «quite a lithle parly
fassombled in Study No. 1 for tea
that day. There wers  Hacry
Wharton, Johnny Bull, Hurree

Singh, Boh Cherry, and myself—otherwise, the
Famous Five. Squiff was nlso there, as were
the océupants of Study Mo, T=TPeter Todd,
hisg Counsin Alonzo, Dutton, and Bunter, Poor
Peter had been taken with somelhing in the
nature of a mental collapse during the writing
of onme of hia recent Herlock Bholmes adven-
tures, s0 we invited him to tea in the hope
of cheering him up a little.

Ho one outslde the Famous Five, however,
waa aware of our unlawfally projected visit
to the circus alter lights-out that night.

Duarin tea Bunter waz looking  very
thoughtful. His brow was puckered up. and
he gazed mopdlly into vacancy.

We looked aft him & little uneasily more
than onge. The usually obtuse Bunter bad
an uneanny way of putting two and two
together when h: liked. IF the Owl got wind
%Eraur escapade for the night all would be

"Wire in, Punly!™ urged Bob  Cherry.
*You're eating nothing.”

“I don't want anything to eat,”
Bunter,

Mine knivea and nineg forks clatiered down
with one accord upon their respective plates,
and nite pales of starfled eyes were riveted

anything

upon the Owl.

“You don't want to eat? we
repeated, in faint tonos.

“I'm thinkirg,” said Bunter, with a blink
round at us. ”

nnh irr

“There's nothing to *0h!" about” said
Bunter peeviehly. “I want to know what it

is you're keeping dark from me. T heard
Cherry say thia alternoon, * Don't let Bunter

aafd
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know anything, Franky!" or something to that
efHect. What is it?"

*“Why, I thought you'd heard, Bunty 7 said
Bob Cherey, in surprise. “1'm suré we meant
to tell him, chaps, didn"t wa? It"s like this:
Mr. Quelch and Mr. Prout went to the circus
laet nlght—=""

.‘ltﬂtlﬂ !.'F .

#»and Mr Quelch tried to get Mr. Proub
in at half price.”

*fir-r-rori” growled Dunfer.

“You've heard it, then?” asked Hob.

“Go and eat coke! But I kpow it'a some-
thing aboul the eircus,” said Bunter sug-
plefously. “You wouldn't zeep harping on
it if it wasn't. Took here, you chaps, are

—
The Famous Five, mys=lf included, gazed
at him anxiously. But be stopped, and
ia!i.sed once more into thoughtful silence.
hat night, after Wingate had packed 4B
off to bed, we waited for about a quarter of
an hour, 50 that the other fellows might doze
off. Then we rose, and dreased quickly.

“I"ut your heat foot foremost!™ anid Harry,
when he had eiambered through the box-room
window and alighted on the grotnd beneath.
*We pught to just get Lthere 1m fime to sée
the second hall of the show.”

Trotting and walking alternately, we
arrived at the circuy, and reached our seats.
Row after row of good-naturcd ruatic facca
were  turned towards the ring in  eager
expectancy of another couple of hours'
oy ment.

The first torm  after the inkerval was
Excalibur, the phenomenal sword-awallower.
It waa a sight to see all those country faces
gazing breathlessly at this marvel, and look-
ing wonderingly at each other as sword alter
sword disappeared.

We enjoyed the apectacle a3 much as any-
body, hut beeame & little bored as the
twentieth sword disappeared—or, rather, as
the same sword dizappeared for the twentieth
time-—down his sleeve inatead of his throat.

Then came Daring Danicl, the lion-tamer,
who showed remarkable bravery by dashing
inte the denm of o fat, over-Fed lion, which
had no possible motive for wanting to eat
anybody, and then dashing out again. He
did this & fair number of times, and the
wondering audience sagely remarked that he
would meet his death one of theze days.

After .a bit came the star turn—the last
on the programme. It was Ham-Jam, the
Human Boa-constrictor.

*If Bunter could but see ihis!™ grinned
Bob. " Wonldn't it give him an appetite!™

A large, iron-barred cage was wheeled into
the ring. Inside the cage was a table piled
up with viands, and seated beside the table
WL G

“Bunter!” yelled Wharton.

"CGreab pip! It ial”

It was Bunter, sure enougli! He was bare
to fthe waist, and painted blacker than a
chimney-sweep. A thick rine of white was
daubed round his mouth, and madec it look
twice the size. But the being was plainly
B%riht::r. i

oregver, he was wearing his claclea!
Without these he would h;:.gvc hee?:pﬁlel];ﬁ:a:
The people in the auditorium evidently
assurned that these adornments were pur-
Josely added to plve the gonrmand a comic
effect. DBut we. of course, Lknew hetfer.

He was greeted with rounds of applauses,
and we starcd at him, hardly believing our
OWR CVEE,

“The deep young ' bownder!™ murmurcd
Marry, at lenpth.  “He's been taking us in.
And to think that we were keeplng our visit
here so dreadfully dark just because of him!
The young spoofer ™

“80 this cxpluina why he passed Mrs
Mimble's shop to-day!™ said Johuny Dull

grimly, “This ¢xplaing why he went cas
with the tea! Just to keep up an unpeuuf:
eh? We'll show Lim!”

“But suppose he holts with this show ™
muttered Bob Cherry. It leaves Corrtfield
to-morrow. What——

“We'll settle that."” said Harry deter
minzdly. “I'll  #2¢ Chumgum after the
clrcns.”

Meanwhile, to the enjoyment and amaze.
ment o (he audiepes, the Human BHoa-
constrictor was i?amg it! He Anished ths
heap of dainties in rocord time. and sat with
folded arms walting fur more.

“Good old Bunteri¥ chuckled Hoh.

It must have heen an expensive perlorm.
ance for Chumgum, for more edibles came,
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it went an quickly as they had come. War-
thue prices, (ool ) .
Apain  wmore  eame, alud again everythoy
disapprared,  The amdiense cheercd  andd
chapped winl stomped thedr fecd in g trahipor
o wlee, In our ecakes the oxhibition Taeked
yporeity, as we lmd feen it done over and
over again, ot we elapped baed and Tanghed
with the rest. We huad the satisfaction of
knowing, however, that Chumgum was pay-

i for the grob-—it was pot our treat this

Ltine !

At length  the  show was over, and we
trooped out. Woe made straight foe Chuoom-
pnun's fent. .

“It's Bunter we want, dMre. Chumguem,” said
Harey bluntly, when in the presence of the
Preat man.

“Well, hes taking 2 bath now,™ ssid Mr.
Chumzum, not overioyed 0 see uz, “You
can't see him for at least an dour yet., 1
part with him for good to-night.”

“Tr sou?” said Hurry suspicionsaly.

“T'H he sorry to lose him,"” said Mro Chume
pur. " He brings ws in plenty of the ready,
thempeh his gliow ddoes eost oo little,”

*Laok here, Mr. Chumeum,” suid Harry.
“1F yen'll give uz your word of hondour thot
Bunter lewves your show for goml aned all
to-nivht., amsd if vou'll gell ns wlere sou are
pitehing your tents bo-Morrew —oxellse mel—
we'lll po, We ean™ wait here an hour for
Runter. You kpow, 3 year ago Buoter Lolled
with o eireus i

Oformernon Do bueeed,

"My dear Risd, T willingly promize you that
Master Bunter leaves ws for good to-picht,”

CAUGEHT

= [PPE the conjurer. waz showinge Hob
I‘ Clierry sopne sloight-of-Band trici= in

the jutnior Lo -Eoonn wiwn
Bkinner carte .

Shkinner wasn't locking arrecnble.

His e was very perlo asving 1o Bab Cherry
bavine poachiod 1t an Lear before
had been pulling s fag’z car; o Pob had
putehied hiz pos to make wmatter even,

skimner interraptod Kivps' demonstealion.

e praneed up ta Beb Cherry, with lis
hony flsts waviey fo the sie, amd o vory wiLr
ke expression on his face.

“Take that!™ he suid.

Aand he faody hurled himself on Bele and
Paly was gnosurprissd that e woent over, with
sKintive elinging to him like o cat.

“Aly hat!T ehewlated Bol.

Eralit Fake thot " howl-d Skinner.

~Hallo! MHere's Skinner on the war-path
roarel  Bolover major,  CGo i, skuney !
Liivee Y Jipel™ ; .
ety Clierry reeovercd hitnzelf inoa moment
fF 1w,

[t pobed over on the floor with Skinoer,
i Ll Elprest Skigiver off, prl jumpaedd wgs,
leavine SEinnmer =snrawling.

cyan =iy as< " shonted Bol, pushing back
Yiz enfs. v New cone on, and I dust up
(he Aene with you!™

WY Y erpapad SKINDEr.

“taet e, Yo sy ass

calinner s ol enoueh,” said RKippe, with o
Bk, .

Kippes hawd besr watehing the sepamble with
a poilwer enrinds exuression o bls foce, sl
e weneqpies] wiery moeln Thekled.

“kEnhy Limt he hisn't
Iirehy,

it M ponred Shinser.

CATE you gaing 1o empe 0t roared Bal

sipwe ! Nt TeaT'pe Tt 27 omagpeel Skiuner,
1 E._J"'w_- i:ﬁl'h:":-;l_:ll Mm% I‘II"I'!I}"l.'i'I'I':'! 1-“ :.'ii.']\'
viser b lier thee, Dok Clierey
T Liek your merry wsaesdometber Y rrantod
Pede Cherry. " FPH b wou off tfds thee, bt
it ven juanp on e ke o Lien aZuin P gcalp
oyt

siinner eFrwled away. and eckilapsed on the

aofa, aidl the fellows in thae Cotnandste-Fosn
stedy howlol Kipns dlusted dewn Deb's
it for hip.
C O They lowed the imprcssion that Shinner Jied
Cpevedl up his emipace to the sticking-pnint,
ol pestied al Bolr 1o taekle hiim: aned e
Lis eourage hodd peterod out, and he didot
vant fe o0 o,

Aponp, who was loaNing onoamd orinnEng,
Haktod] & cimarette. pmed attontion was al once
transferred from Skinger to 5no00D.

Fellows like Skinner and Snoop soemcetimes
smoted cigarsttes on the sly, but they had
never ventured to do so in the Common-

B L]

slartadl 27 wxchotmcd

Ehinner |.
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T o=add,  Aned a2 vow doubl omy word, T will
el won that we po fo Faithury fo-morrow,
farpinif -l 2

Acvopiitege b kint, wie Tefé hioee and e
cip wanw o sehool,  Woeo sdon vndleessed, aml
eligepuial Buter bgd,  Bupter's bed, of conrse,
I BRI LS

=1 pee Fatty almab this to-morsow,” said
Harry darkliy.

The nex: marnine wie man Bunter down onts
gile Mrs. 2lieble’s tuclizbop. which he was
op bk poant of eotering.

- Now, Bucter, abong Lisg pighe ¥ said Bob
rrrimly.

Bunter Llinked at ws nervonsly. 06 was
paten® thot Mro Chumwgame fisd informéd him
of our confal Che preceding picbt,

"t with it ! =aid Bols sharjply. ¥
fut spoofer, who was L went to the circus
last nighty”

Bunter crinmed feobly.

“AIr. Onicdeh and Mreo Prout went too the
cirous bast pichi——"

“Whet " we ronred,

wAned Ae Quebeh tricd to get Mre, Prout in
at half price 2

“This ioke's gone on lopg cyonzh,™ growled
Bof. " Bumyp i ik Be explains ™

Althowsh Mol woas the prowd ariginator of
thatl extpnordinary joke, he did nob secn to
pprecinte it now.  Neither did oo, for Lhe
maiter of that. Weo scizcd Buonter, and he
degeended To corth witli o mizhty lamg

“Yoaroah ! I'HN explein, vou DLeasts)”

* Lawek abiaarpe abwnrt it )" sadid [iab.

“I1t% this  way. wono idhiets)”  eunbed
Branter, atterppbine  to strasighfen  his
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ezt ve-Flesl atdiee. = Yoo Eoow whal o sieeess
I ows s Wi grhecating =pvaee in e show
that ciiriee Bst sear?  Welil 1% muede snch oan
Prpgeression oo C3oomessene wlon b bpord of
it thnt De weots and asked aie To fake Lhe
ravires pard Tor just this ooe woeek In Court-
fichal, b plaee of the orkzinal, whbeo is oa o,
1 heve performed eoery night this woeek—"

“Rlave vou, by s

=Rt don’t et the fellows ged wined of
ik saded Bunder la=tily, " Yom Tead Better
pot, For your own doml, von kpow, for yoo
leave Leralien benmnels s well as L IF the
Heael wol Lo know we showhl all be fogged
for s cerl, el maybe saeked.-—-"

CAud Chummgusn world get i pretly hot,
ton,” waid Harry, frowniow. "He hwl no
rivht o engzoame you  without the Jlead's
R o [TEE T T F

SR won ste, T otebd birm the Head Biad
givien ne lepve toooappear for e one wecek
andy,” =ald LBunter unerpnforiefdy. "He isn't
1o Lleree in afty way. t, book Dere, yon

el s, anid Pl Ovwl, Derdshitenims up, * He
has wiven me & fiver in payment for oy
zervices, Just eall in ot Stwly Moo T after

[erazons, #apel have o iolly 2ol tes oat oiny
X e LT

And Buynter relled into Mes, dHmble's tuck-
shirss 19 ke his buge porebiscs

Bitly Bunter stoord higher in cur eslimation
foor the me=t of that dav, aml at tex we all
enpuratulatod i, wob only o s perform.
g ax Ll Homon Bos-eonestriebor of Chiueoe

BY THE CONJURER!

By DGNALD OGILVY.

toatn hiefore, atd Wbl the fellows stared ot
Aielney s BN,
= Hallo, Rl Eaolio!
dematiaded Holy Cluseey,
“Chrly lewwires o sieole,” zaid
leaaly,
m R =iy ass)
“Hpap ir!" erewled Ilarer Wharton, the
caplat of the Hemve. " You can play the
Froand f yomr oy ~toeiy, Spongs, pot beere
Snfeep urinpedd elefnetty, and went on ow-
g aut pindls of smake.

Wohaet are you yp fol”
U

hipps steaaled over fo the sofa amd  sal
i luesitle Blinner, Bhittier scowled ay
hign, Mo didn™t like Kipps. Del Kipps was

very altahle,

“ Mow's venr funny-lope ™ he agked,

e, rat=" osuid 2kinoer.

“Ehall I dost vour ipcket?” askod Kipps.
And, withanit  waiiting  for SKioner &0 sa¥

ves, b wiapped et Lis handkerchicf, and
bevan to duast Skinner's jocket,
Shkinner jrrked Wimzeld away,
Lt me alone, confound youl'™ he snapped.
S, all righd i
The obijzine Elpps let him alone. 2lean-

while, Harry Wharten was Jdisplaying a st
of Konuckles under Sidpey James dnoop’s
fEe,

“Pat that smoke awpey, you =iy azs!™ he
gaiil.

“Raks osnid Rpoop.

Epenp wia cmieking like o reonlar Furnogds,
ilis atsivet seenosd to e fnpreoclece as mnach
ke s posaible i the shoriest space of
fiere. Tha saahe wae  fRaatizes oot Lh
Crommamn-ronmr, naed 08 wade soene of the
folliiss eanah,

el beetier ebmel LY gadd Nusent
A Emerate wili B sleme ceom Lo moarel s
off te 13 flees san, andd JF Bee srseclls Sieoke—"

"I'5||.=. ity

SNl B opwry ™ oeaid Whmrbon.

Pbrrs W Lo ek Bpcap Ly b baek of
Beja roadlar sl spere:k lifne It woen't anueh
B Top Svanp boooresizt, He wrizeled, wd
fheat wwas ok, onnd e omave om fearfal oyell ons
Eh- pipnrette slid inte bis meecth,

“Neweow D Yeeonl e buret: Yoop!®

ol I LI T 1 S

Thes s pp Tl Bivmese I avone s, oried armiiioe]l ol
Wolaonrteni, sl BoepzpeMess]  wotat maf 1 haee eanaoeurm-
rofan, Yaking The Tarand of Lis cizaretie
with hirn,

SANEIL if fhot st take the fake!™ ox-
elaimid Bob Chopry, R here when
a preteet anay &lep 0 any minne "

Pl eakoefuwlness s ferrifie ' remarked
ITwiree Jamzet Ram Sipgh, " Detter wave &
paper aboutfully, or the smellfulness will
make the ezteemed Winoate suspestiul”

*Logd wheeze I said Bolb. IE woukd meoan

gim’s Cirens, but alsn on his  marvellows
spcress in hieping 18 Dark!
a livking for Suenp-not that he  docsn’™t

sy ot, the stby gl

Prats (Zperry oot hiid of sne old eWepeaper,
and Begar wavipg i aboat to elear o 1l
s Il was =110 adodng it when Wingate
G ther Sinthe carne jnibe the Copmrmes-room,

S Beclet i Yo minidl WY Ingnastes = illnt Is
et oa new aorL of wvineostics, Cherry ™

SNeened exmetby,  Wikgale,”  stanunercd
I54xia,

W i:.".,'_":=|.'.1: STTHEETR

osmebiet] v Ny s iere Diera ™ Jre s,

There wae  dewed  <ilipee, Wingade Bl
ilefeetord the el of tode-ern at e, ol
Br wns aueturslly wrathy, [t was Fuold

croteely For silky sosses to smeoke i fhe Ferss
roots, o Lelind  the woded-shed ; bt Lo
SRR r..]q_-:-..lr t1n Lhe Conoarecg-rodstn wad 1h.:
lieenit.

“Whe's heen
Winzate.

Ry answier,

Winoute knitted his brows,

Bnenp lud alisoppeansd; oamld
incligwed ta fell Wimgrate tlat
thers smoking oo gbeareite,

“Come, now,” siid Wipgate,  “Who was
ik? 'my podne 4o Lake the fellow, whoover he
waus, Ty Mr.o Queieh.  Owo wp ™

Silerprie.

“1r the fellewy edoesn't ewn oup I eall in
Alr. Omebeb?” siappecel Wit

Aol owy peleddy oo wp, Wineeade st g
rat of thee Coromone-tonm, aftor telling all the
fellows to reiuin where they were,

I e contple of minutes b reburped will
thiee Bemoscomuaster,

e, Oucleli wae Tooking very sFernd sned e
Tiasd Mbouobitfally Lrsmizid o eans: with hie.
14 :5.:|l_i:|:"ii|;|L-e;|:i dbhat it wnsid B ‘.‘.‘:tt:'l;.l:-l!.

P srdfbeel ot the =eend of Soedp's cigaretbs,
srped] Llee Tellows wesbolereed wlhind was o Lo
bgpepeccn, 10 was avsinzt all the Crovlitinns of
Pheer sodd D anylowdy 1 2ive Bnoop gwey,

sinoking  here? demgonded

ficatwnly Felt
Focr  beael  bcion

wiarksn a7 e Wk Al Fracage, THet lerpre
Eheree, eeanbelp'n dswvrn g
wsOnenane b lpeery 2renkiinge beve sl

Mr, OQuelel, in his derpe vadee. 0 niy
eulurit ane Ojportupily Lo Fpen’ np”

o Teply,

“Yery woll, T insist wpes Sneewine v ba hiag
birokep the rules of the seliool in this flarrang
(BT L

P v plense, sir—-" hoevsa SEinker.

Mr. thpcleb's eyes turped on i Tike o paif
ol arppalel s,

“Was it yonu, Skinper?”

“xunng,  sir!” stemmored
hiastily,

“Wiint have wvou to zay, then?”

“If—§f the fellows turn ont their pockets,

{Coutinued on pege 18.)

Eles

Bhinncr, wery
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CAUGHT BY THE
H CONJURER!

{ (Continued from page 156.) _
S V0 i e g g A et S P

sir, you—you'll ses whether the chap is here,
sir," said 8kinner,

Mr. Quelch nodded. .

Some of the fellows grinned. As 8 had
gone, and taken his cigarettea with him, there
was no danger in the [ellows turping out
theie pockets. A4 least, that was what the
fellows thoupgbt; and they considered it wab
rather keen of Ekinner to suggest it, 30 as
to glear all the fellows in the room.

“Quite so!” sald Mr. Quelch. "I was about
to order i, Skinner. Every boy present will
Immediately tarn out his pockets, and any-
ane who ia found in q-uaaﬁ'saiun of tobacco of

anioking materials—

Mr. Queich didn‘t finish; he left the rest
to our imagination.

The fellows turned ouf their pockeéts cheer-
fully enough. ;

-Skinner watehed Bob Cherry like a hawk as
Bob turned bis pockets out.  His jaw
dropped.

He seemed searcely able to. -believe his
eyes when Bob tuermed ont nothing but a
pocket-knife, a stump of pencil, a ball of
string, & oit of toffce, and a chunk of
cobbler's wax with a farthing sticking to it

Certainly Bob had nothing in the way of
eigarettes or tobacco about him, as 3kinner,
by his look, seemed to cxpeect.

“¥bu have mot turned out your pockels,
Bkinner," said Mr. Queclch.

Skinner started.

He began turning out his own pockets.

Suddenly he stopped. his face getting an
extraordinary expression. His hand remained
In kla jocket-pocket as il stuck Lhere.

“Well, Skinner¥"  Mr. Queleh's voice ywas
grim pow. “Take your hand out of your
pocket ™

Skinmer’s hand came out—cmpty. Buf Mr,
Oueleh was not quite so easily deceived as all
that.

“There i3 something in your pocket!™ hea
snapped.

“Neneno, gir!”

"Come here, Rkinner!™

i I_"'"I_‘

*Come here at once !’

All eyes were on Skinner ns he reluctantly
approached the Form-master.

t really looked as it Skinnér had smokes
about him; and, in that case, ib’ was cer-
fainly extraordinary that he had sugpgested
the search. :

Mr. Gueleh thrust & hand into his jacket-
pocket and drew out a packet.

There waa a buzz from the Remove
[ellows,

It was a packet of cigarettes!

“2kinner ! thundered Mr. Queleh.

Pl—]—"" Bkirner's voice Jied away.

“8¢ it wes you, Bkinner!” thundered the
Remove-master. | " And you hoped fo deceive
me, doubiless, by preposing - the =earch of
pockets yourself, guessing that I lntended to
order it.- You are a cunming boy. Skinner,
Hold out your hand!”

“Teel wasn't—I didn't—"

Hwish, swish, awish, awish!

“Yaroooh' Yoop! Yah!
Skinner. _

“Sitenee, Skinnmer! I shall conflscate these

cigarettes, and if any are found in your
posgeasion again, you will be reporled fo the
Head ! aald Mr. Quelch sternly.
- He marched off with the fags, leaving
Bkinner wriggling and rubbing his  hands,
Wingate shepherded the Remove off to their
dormitory, Skinner groaning all the way.

Snoop was there, and he looked abt Bob
Cherry and grinned as the Remove crowded
fn. But he left off grinning, and stared, as
he saw Skinner rubbing his haodas and groan-
ing dismally.

Wingate left the Remove fo turn in, and
Skinner, instead of undressing, eat on hiz bed
;nd,muee:ed his hands and yelped. He was

urt. :

. Better be more carelul with your smokes
next  time, Skinnney," said  Veéernon-Bmith,
fatghing. “What did you propose tu.rniug—
ont pocketa for, vou asa? Quelehy mightn't
hm-ﬂ tl;.-:-unht of jt.”

wl “.‘Jl

“Did you forget you had the smoles about
you. Bkinner?" chortied Billy Bunter.

“Gw! Tt's & rotten trick ! gasped Skinner,
*Somebody put those fags in my pocket.
badn't any on me!”

*Oh, draw it mild!™ said Wharton.

OR! rooced

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“T tell you ib's true! They were planted
oo me ! howled Bkioner.

"Eﬂta !i..

"Giontlemen,” sadld Kipps, “allow me fo
remuﬂg that Skinner's statement is perfectly
correat.”

The whole Remowve sgtarcd at Kipps, the
" What do

' conjurer.

“"What?" exclaimed Wharion.
you know about i£97

“That packét of Iaﬁls was planted on
Skinner,” said Eipps coolly.

“How do you know?"

" Because I planted them.™

“Wha-a-at " Joand

“One of my merry conjuring tricks, you
know," said Kipps exlmly. .

“Dash it all, that was a rotfem trick,
Kipps!" exclaimed Bob Cherry warmly., “A
n‘ic*n all very well;: but you've gob 3kinner
ieked-—"

“Inatead of you'!" said Kipps.

"1t What do you mean?”

“I mean that that packet of smokes Wwas
jolly nearly found on yon,” asaid Hipps, a3
he kicked off his boots.

“You silly ass! How could they be Tound
on me?"” roared Bob Cherry. Do you think
I ever have anokes about me?”

*You did this evening.”

" Why, you—you—"

“Allow me to explain,” said Kipps. "Didn'd
it aurprise you rather when Skinner romsheod
at ﬂ?" and bowled yom over?"

"? hat's that got to do with the matter,
azzt"

“Lots!™ gald EKipps cheerfully. “You sce,
being o merry conjurer, L've got an eye for
aleizht-of-hand tricks. - S3kinner shoved that
racket of cigarcttea imto your jocket-pocket
when ke rofled you over.”™

“Into my pockett®” goasped Bob,

T EIHI:‘:-I:" [n

"They were found in Bkinner's pocket, fat-
hegad i

“Quite so.  You may remember that I
dusted your jacket, and then dusted dear old
Ekinner's jacket,” grinned Kipps, “During the
first operation I picked your pocket of the

‘gigarcttes ; during the second, 1 alipped them

inta their owner's pocket—Skinner's, Yom
gee, when I saw dear S8ncopey lightine up a

cigarette o the Common-room, just before a-

prefect was due there, T kpew he did it for
some veasom; and the reason was  that
Bkinner had planted a packet of faga In your
pocket.™

Aghtt

“Wingafe came in and smelt the smoke, as
plaoned by Skinbner and Snoop!" yvawned
Kipps.  “Quelehy and the torning-out of
pecketz followed! T thiok Ekinner must have
been a liftle surprised when the cigarettea
eame to lHght in his own pocket instead of
yours, Were wou, Bkinner?”

Skinner didn't answer. His faee was like
a demon’s in A pantomime.  Sidney James
Bnoop had turned guite pale. :

@30, vou zeg, you'd have got a bad name
and & good licking if I -hadn't plaved Lbhat
rotten trick " smiled Kipps. Yoo said it
was o rotten trick, didn't you?”"

Bob Cherry didn’t answer. "He took the

Now from hia bed and atarted for Snoop.

noop dodred round: his bed.

It was l.'mlg a joke!™ he yelled. "3Kinner
asked me to elg hii———  Yarooh! ¥ah!
Yawp! Yoop! Uroogh! doh! Abh!  Oh!
Whoop ™

Bob Cherry was swiping with the pillow,
aud the rést of Smoops remarks, though foud
and empheatic, were inarticulate.

Boir lcft him abrewn along the Aocor. gasp-
ing. and started for Skinner. The Eemove
fellows gathered mound to look on, grin-
ning. 3kinner didn™t try any denials.  He
waa clean bowled oub by the Greylriars
conjarer, and it was no use. He grabhed up
a boot to defend himself. The boot was
knocked out of his paw at onee, and then
Bob Cherry got to work with the pillow.

Swipe, awipe, swipe! ]

CHelp ™ velled Bkinner. “Yoop! Yah!®

Skinner fled along Lthe dormitory, with Boh
after him, still swiping with the pilow. He
jumped over the beds, and dodged round
them, yelling all the time, with Beb close
behinad. swiping. and all the feltows roaring
with laugher. He collapsed at last on the
floor, and then the pillow e¢ame down hot
and heavy., and Bkinner wriggled and roared
and shrieked, $ill Bobh Cherry's arms were
tired.

Skinoer did not get to sleep very early that
right. He lay groaning for s long time, till
Bolzover major threw & boot and shut -him
up. It wae likely to be a4 long time beldre
SBkinner forgot how he had been Caupght by
the Conjurer.
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THE HUN IMAGINATION.

By Moniy Lowlher,

There's a befty little village— -
Hdome eight million souls or 00—
Quite a zplendid place for pillage,
Baid old Blucher, long ago!
And the Huns bring hate, and bombe to drop
On all that there they see,
Plus their Hun imagination,
Which iz worst of all the thres!

It destroys 3t. Paul's Cathedral—
Blown up every blessed raid.—
Picks big holes in Picoadilly,
Strafez the Burlington Arcade,
Makes the City one great smoking waste-
That we fatl to see it's strange !-—
IPrem the chelisk at Ludgate
To the vane of the Exchange.

Such a hash it makes of Whitehall'—
Moura for Cuthbert gone before'—
And the anti-aireraft guns it stills,
For the gunnere are no more!
It blows up Windsor Castle—
Juat to give our King a bumpi— =
And, through bomhs apon the famcus Torm,
Every beast has got the hump!

Ttk Ehe turnip-hieaded Englishman,
Who knows not truth [rom les,

Somehow doesn't trust the German
Somehow will believe his eyes!

His insular '[;‘iﬂnhﬂaﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂﬁﬁ
Explains the way that he

Casts doubt on what Hun Kuolbur says,
Which surely true must be!

Before one little fask the Hun

. Imagination guails. 2

However hard he trieg, he guite
Invariably Inils

Tn the simple task of smashing
Whak really bears the brunt—

The Franco-Fritish battle-line
Along the fierman front!
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LOOK OUT FOR
NEXT WEEK’'S “ GEM "

I
An EXTRA-SPECIAL CHRISTMAS
NUMBER. . . Price Twopence.

It contains :
“THE SHADOW OF THE

PAST!™

A Splendid Double-lengih Story
of the Chums of St. Jim's.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD

“THE GEM *, “/WHO’S WHO.”

A Compendium of Informatlon about all
the Characters Io these Greal Storles,

And a Long and Exciting Instalment of a
that most popular Serial Story.

‘THE TWINS FROM TASMANIA.' !

;:mmt‘uimmm-mlmﬂ‘-i

NOTICES.

FOOTBALL.

Matehes Wanied By :

MIDDLETON AMATEURS—IZ-15—5 mile radiuz.—
J. Britton, 150, Mortan Street, Middieton,
near Manchester. .

- EASTERN AVONDALE—S mile radivz,—A, Par.
sons, -8, Chedington Koad, Edmonton, N 18,

DarsToN JUNIORS—I12:—3% mile radius.—E,
Hobbs, 271, Noavarine Mansions, E, 8,

HaupsreaDd WEST-—13-=d wmile radius (away
makehes preferred)—F, Pretby, 20, Sumaira
Road, West Hampstead, N.W, 6. ]

PATHE SMITH SCR00L—13-14—3 mile radiug.—
V. Honey, I, North Holmes Road, Canter-
bury.
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Are You Heading

“ FRANK RICHARDS'
SCHOOLDAYS"

m
“THE BOYS' FRIEND™?

You Ought To !
10-11-17



