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" THE BROTHERHOOD
WHITE HEATHER!"

Keat week's Macxer will confain o
turilier lonz instalment of this trenchant
story of Ferrers Locke jn  the disturbed
MHorth. The tale gets more and more thrilling
with each chupter. I should like to mention
here that it the work of a certain Toys
terlous “X." Who i this "X "7 Wel], that
i3 a questlon which I am not permitted to
apswer. There are semo fuets which caonpol
be divulged, as to reveal the truth might
endabger the safety of people whose nlenlaty
must, for obvious resgens, remain congeated.
But the wauthorship of this positively amaz
g record of the inmer history of distressed
Rusaia i a good enpugh paarantea of the
relinbility of the story. Senssbiom follows
sensation, but to thoie who koow what has
heen happening in distracted Muoscovy there
will he nothing remo*ely sugpgesiive of the
tapassinie, F orepard this wondecful and ina-
%ﬂsshc romance as a big seoop  for  the

AGKET. Don't mizz o line of it.

“FiIBH'S FRIENDLY BQCIETY "
By Frank Richards.

This story arranged for pext Monday shows
Greyfriars at its best, There Is plenty of
amusement, of conrse, siboe Fou cannot got
away from the funoy side when Fisher Tarle-

ton Fish is at the helm. Maybe it I8 o bit
of &n exagreration to speak of the clever

Amerfesn fellow being ot command, but, any-
how. hie has a leading .part. This remarkable
Friemflly Bociety of his 18 somethiug quite
origlnal in its way. I+ maokes you wander
sometimes whether ik is really as friendly as
its nage suppests. Bub the vam s fHip-tap.
It has the real old ring of good humonr,
with, ton, & dash of the. serious foterest at
whivh Frapk Richuards is always infallibbe.

A LAWN TENNIS SUPPLEMENT.

Correspondents beve been writing to me
of late to inquire whether the chums of
Greviriarz patronise tenpis. The aopswer 1%
in the affirmative. Tt was partly on account
of thiz donbt--though it beats me why there
should have heen any doubt on the mnotler—
that we decided on a special Lawn Tepnis issoe
af the * Greyfriaras Herald.” The result, need-
less to say, ia guite wp to the " Herald ™
standard.

“WHEN GREEK MEETE QGREEK!"”
You will dnd o vividly intercstiog carry-
on story of Galloping Bick pext Monday,
full of the daring spirit of the road e2 it was
in the old days which lie hack over the
shoulder, MHishwaymen yarns have nil their
oll grip—that is when they are written with
the andacity and the epicit which charac-
terize this.brilliant serieg. The prime movers
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in mext week's tale are mel with In cirenm-
stances of great intepzity., {(ralloping  Dhick
has Lhe cut of a herg. We can salely leave
out of eounk for the moment afl the Loend
things that have heen said about hiphway-
men, simply Decause they are highwayimnen.
There are zome situations in which o knight
of the road 5 able to show Dis real mettle
for the vummon weal.

—

JUST REMEMBER THIS POINT!

The MAGKET has a crowd of features
coming on for the Inte autumi. Somchow
or awother Hie gets husicr than ever af thia
time af the year. The seasom §s & general
rally. With the footer season in full ewing,
amd all the emergétic people polling up their
socks rendy for frosh endeavour during the
winter, there i3 plenty deoing. It i3 a hit
amising to lear the winter ¢ried down, 1
am inelined to think that for sport and
everything olze the spell now oo to March
takes o lot of beating.

"THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL!"M

This splendid aad indispeuszable volume i3
on sale cverywhere, and for the meaderate
pitm of- gix shillings you have o feast of
delight which will bring pood haurs  for
manths to come.  The book iz more than eéver
this year m special draw for readers of the
Companion Mapers, while it caste ita
pleasure net wide enonch €0 cateh the atten-
tion of everyone hesides. No newcomer who
vicks up the " Anpual™ will fail later {o
ecomie an ardsnt reader of the MagSET.

You will fiml in  thia  wonder-book =
splendid new story of Harry Wharton & Co.,
and Dick Penfold contributes reveral ex-
tremely clever baliads, and  prohably  fhe
most anigiing pages are thoze accwpied by
“Eilly Bunter's Yearly!™ Get wour <opy
before they are all sold.

your €ditor.
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The Boys’ Friend Library.
E8l.—i TEIF YO0 MARS.

ﬁﬂiﬂlﬂbinm of Myaiery nnd Thrille en tha
Planet. By Fenton Aei,

— B *
Li1:= Eﬁaﬁiﬂffﬂﬂ'ﬁ X INTER

Oma of & B Hardy's Greabest Foolse Fietlon
Trivmphe.

#83.- THE POLETANE' GQUEBT
Beal Winwmer of Whirlwind Adyventurs {8 Lhe
%ﬂr Fast. Dy Maorice Everard.
584.—THE EIDRAFPPERS. .

The Farther Exciting and riing Er.%[-u-]tn of
E‘!tld- *'Ehm Mazrcs &t ygarth Bchoal. By Jack
SRTLR.

The Sexton Blake Library.

299.—THE CROOK'S DOUBLE,

A Btory of Thrilllng Soulh Amerlean Advénture,
introductng Sexton Blaks, Tinker, and the Hon,
John Lawless,

300 —THE ?lﬂ OF THE FIVE DUNMNY
BOOE

& Wonderful Story of Myetery and Delectien
'}'?.:lnrk, tatrgdacing Oranife Grant and Mdile.
ulio,

301.—THE DOCTOR'SE SECRET.

A Talo of Sexfon Blake and Tinker (n 3 Sensae
ticmal Caxe of My=tery and Adventurs. By tho
Author of ~ The Case of the Wizard ' Jockey,”

ete, i,
302.--THE CASE OF THE ADOPTED
DATOHTER.

A Tiamaner of Amazing Intrigus and Thrillise
Adventurs 1B London and Cormwall, By tho
Aunthor of © The Myslery of ihe Dewer JRoad.”
eI, eff.
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Montague Snoeks would have if inown amongst the junlors that lic is the hedr o o vast property, and that his life is in
iillism Wildey, howerver, thinka that the newe boy 65 romoncing, and defermines

danger from a*' wicked uncle.'’
fe put kis suspicions o the test.
much og it annoyed hirm.

AR

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Alarming !

L UBLCHY'S coming i
"Oh, preat Seott!”

Billy Bunter put o prioning

face into Study No. 1 in the

Itewove, and made the anpouncement,
And there was alanm in Study No, 1,
There was cause for alarm.

Wibley of the Remove was giving one
of his celebrated * impersopations ™ in
Study No. 1. Wibley., the zchoolboy
actor, leading light of the Hemove
Dramatic Socieby, was, as all Greyfriars
knew, great at impersonations. He
could impersonate anybody, from the
Head of Greyfriars to Gosling, the
porier. Hir skill in make-up was mar-
vellous, lhs corunand over his features
still more wonderful, Indeed many Re-
wovites declarcd that Wib's features
were mpde of indiarubber. Mr. Quelch
hitnsolf had smiled genially at the sight
of Wib impersonating Tomple of the
I'ourth, and saying * Yaas " and " Abso-
lutely, don't you know ! in Temple's
wollknown aceent, But——

O this occasion Wib was giving &
telling  representation of AMr. Quelch
liimself.

Therse were oighl or nine Hemove
fellows in Study e, 1 watehimg Wibley.

e was doing it well. There was no
deubt ebout thal. He looked Mr
uelelr to (e very life, though normally
there was no  reaemblance  whatever
between Wibley and his Form master.

Mre, Qualeh was n somewlal =evere
rentloman, with a severe cast of coun-
tenance and a gimbel eye. It had never
cecurred lo Me. Quelelr that there was
anything of a ecomic nature n  his
wanner or aspeet.  Soch a suggestion
would bave savprised him,

But Wib's tmpersonation undoubtadly
struck the Xemove fellows as funny, and
there were lood chortles in Study Mo, 1.

Those chortles died away suddenly as

silly Bunter put in a grinming, fat face,”

and announeed that Quelehy was coming.

Harey Wharton and Frank Nugent.
the owners of the stody, exclanged a
slattled look of dismar. M. Quelch was

—
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abont the last visilor they would have
desived to look in just then.

Their guests looked equally dismayed.
And Wibley, who was going strong when
the alarming snnouncement was made,
stopped soddenly, as if frozen to the
floor. There was no doubt that the im-
parsonation was & wonderful success and
cxtremely funny. But it was absolutely
gortain thut Mr. Queleh would not loo
at 1t in that Light. Nothing could be
more cerisin than that r. Quelch
would regard Wib's little game ae the
outside ﬂﬁxﬂ tn **cheek,’ and would be
corresponudingly wrathy.

“ There'll be a row ! chuckled Bunfer,
“I say, vou fellows, you're for it, you
know "

“Sure, he's coming here?” cxclaimed
Wharton.

" Yes, Thera's & new fellow, and
Quelchy i3 bringing him and hiz pater
here,” grinned Bunter. "I heard him
sAY "

“Mavn't be coming (o
speciallv.” breallicd Wibley.
door shut ™

this alndy
“ Keep the

“Buat Lhe 13! grinned Bunier. b &
heard him mention Wharton's  study
specially to Mr. Snocoks,™

“Eh? Whe's Mr. Encoks®™

“The now kid's pater.”

“Tlow Snooks!” growled Wharton.
“What the thump does a blessed Snooks
want o blow in this afternoon for? Wik,
old man

“And 've borrewed his old pown
groancd Wiblex.,  “ Quelchy will know
thiz pown first shot.”

“Poarhaps there's time to scool,” said
Harry ‘ﬁ'}mrmn haopetully.

He st njpped to the door of Study No.
1, and locked out into the HRemove
passngc.

Study Mo, 1 was near the head of the
Remove staivease, and Wharton had a
view of the lower landing, with its big
window looking out on the Greyiriars
guadvangle.

Three figures wore visible, standing at
that window,

Alr. Quelch, sovere and angular, wear-
ing a mochanical sinile for the benelit of
the wvisitor; a portly, pursy gentleman,
in a frock-coat, evidentiy the rew boy's

A surprise packetl arwcaits Montague Snocks, the nidure of wwhich weill amusce you ax

hihlimrmlhl“ﬁﬂ-l L

A rollicking, long com~
plete story of Harry
Wharton & Co. of
Greylriars, introducing
Montague Snooks.

|
-y

FRANK RICHARDS. |
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“mutcr 7; and a boy in Elons, cqually
evigently the new boy himself,
Wharton could guess that the new boy
wos cniering the Remove, the Lower
Fourth Form of Greyfriars, and thot
Mr. Quelch wus showing him and his
pater the Remove quearters,
Mv,

Fortunately, very fortunately,
Bnooks had stopped to look from the
window, which gave & view of the green
old quad, and of the playing-ficlds in
the distance.

Afr. Quelch was pointing ont several
objects of intercat, and Wharton could
only hope that Mr, Snocks would con-
tinue ia be interested in Greylriars ms
viewed from the landing window,

Wharton turned.back quictly into the
study.

“ You fellows clear!" ho said hastils.
“We've got a minute or two——"

“7 cdn't clear in this rig! howled
Wiblay.

“You'll have to hide.”

“"Oh dear!"

Vernon-Bmith and Redwing, Todd and
Tiob Cherry and Hurree S8ingh, Johnny
Bull and Mark Linley and ore or two
other fellows scuttled out of the study.
But il was impossible for Wibley to go.
The doorway was in full view from the
landing, and M. Quelch's eycs were re.
markably keen. rhat he would have
thought had he seen hiz double sentthing
out of Btudy Ne. 1. the juniors could
not imagine. They did not mean to put
it to {he test,

“Where am |
Wibley.

Wharton stared round the sludy.

“The cupboard’'s too full,” he mul-
tered. “ (et behind the door.™

* Buppose he shnds the door when hLe
trofs o

“{Oh, my hat "

YUnder  the

uickly.

“I shall he scen.”

“TFathend! You've got lo chance i

“Oh dear!™

Blr. Queleh’s deep voice was: heurd.
Fvidently he was ascending the Remove
slaircase with iy companions,

Tug Macxer Lisgany,—No. 814,

io hide®" breoatlied

fable I eandl Nugent

Copyright in the United States of America.



4 BETTER THAN EVER:

“And this, Mr. Spooks, is the Bomove
pPassago 1"

“ Bock up, Wik ™ breathed Wharton,

William Wibley made a despairing
dive under the study table. Luckily, the
table.cloth was still on if, left from fea,
and it partly concealed the epace undey-
neath. Wharton and Nugent hurriedly
jamimed chaivs round the table as a
farther sereen. There was an infuriated
goep from under {he table. )

“Mind my nose, you silly owls[”

“Bhurrop [*

“ Ymtﬂjammed that chair on my nose,
Fou——

wk Ql:l.icl. |_H

There were fooisteps at the door now,
Te was time for Wibley to be guict, n
spite of the lln&vnidah?n damage to his
nase.  Ha cronched ander the fable and
palpifated,

Wharton and Nugent sat down and
enatolied l.li) books, striving 1o assume an
alv of careless unconeern, difficult in the
¢l e mat aneod,

There wis o tap atb the door.

Mr. Quelch stepped in.

Wharten and Nugent rose respectiully
to their fect, keeping as close to the table
as possible.

“Ah, I am glad {o fnd you in your
quartera, my hoye ! said My, Queleh,
with o gracious nod.

All the gladoess was on Mr. Quelch's
side. But the chums of the Remove
looked as pleased as they could,

“Pray step i, Mr. Snooks! This will
ha your eon’s study at Greyiriars, and
these boys will be hiz etudyanates.”

e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape!

ARRY WIHARTON and Frank
:[I MNugent assumed heir politest
smiles as they were presented to

ihe portly gentlemun.

Aly, Boooks was kind and gracious.

His look was that of o presperons
golicitor. 1o wore a massive gold chain
with seala, upon a well-filled waisteoat
and he had an appraising oye.  If the
Juniors lookod o Etﬂe embarrassed, Mr.
Suooks did nobt notice it specially. It
was natural that mere junior schoolboys
should be a little embarrassed in speak-
ing toso portlyand important a gentleman
az AMr, Snooks, Covtainly he was not
fikely to guess that their embarrassinent
wag caused by the fact that a schoolboy,
disguised aa a Form master, was hidden
palpitating under the study table.

“Come in, Montague!” said M
Snooks,

‘The new fellow came in.

Whartou and Nugent were too worried
to notice him much; but they noted that
e was & rather good-looking fellow,
about their own age, with a somewhat
thoughtful cast of countenance, and a
dreamny eve.

*"Thig will be your study, Montague ™

“Yes, dad.” )

" And these boys will he your study-
1iketog.

* Yea, dad.”

*"Wharton, head Doy of the Remove,

and Nugent,” said Mr, Quelch. “Whar,

ipn, this is Montague Wilfeed Snooks, a
new bov in yonr Form. T hope you will
bo good friends in this study.”

“Oh, wes, sivl” said Wharlon., “Quife
By, gip!"

“Clertainly, sir!” =aid Nugent.

Such a name as Montagun Wilived
“nooks would probably have had an en-
livening effect om the juniors at auy

other time. But they hardly noticed it
now, with such a worry on their minds.

They hoped from the botiom of thetr
rearts that the undesived visitors, having
seen the study, would go.

But Mr. Snooks di
burry o go.

Ile seemed a little spent by his journey
up the stairs: amd Wharton felt bound
to offer him o chair,

He placed the chair with its back to
the t.uElc. angd My, Snooks thanked liin
with 2 kind smile and sat down.

AMr. Queleh, wha probably was quite
keon to have done with his visitor and
get back to his own avoecations, still wore
a mechanical smile.  Parenls were a
neecssary evil in g schoolmaster’s career—
things that had te be put up with, like
bhailstorms and rain, The schoolmaster’s
vigw of parents, indeed, was not unlike
the schoolbuy’s view of schoolmasters—

nob teent in A

pnpleasant  things that couwldn’t  be
heiped, and had to be stood.
"Quile a charming little  room—

epuite ! satd Mr. Snooks. T ihink you
will be happe here, Montague,”

“Yoea, da}j,"

“This is where vou will—er—pursue
yaur studies, and so0 on,’” said Mr
Snocks rather hazily, P-:rlmlw he was
frying to rvecall his own schootdays, and
the eccopations of that dim aod distant
poeriod. “"Here yon will—pr—cultivate
the Muyses, Manlague.”

“Yeg, dad!™ Aeonlague's vecabulary
secined ratlier limited.

“I shall expect to receive a faveurable
report of you at the end of the term,
Montague. Work hard and play hard.
Alens sana In corpore sanc—whal?  You
seer. T have not quite  forgotten my
clazsics, Mr. Quelch,”

Mr. Queleh’™ face was expressionless:
but Wharton and Nugent dared not look
nt him, as Mr. Snooks trotied ont that
ancient tag—apparently all he reomem-
bered of the “classics,” There was a
faint sound in the room—it wes like a
suppressed chockle—supprossed  just in
time, Alr, Quelch started, and glanced
raund.

“You have ne anvuals In this study,
Wharton 7

Y Animals, sir? slammered the caplain
of the Remove,

“¥ea—a dog, or a eal—"

“Clertainly not, sir!’”’

“I certainly beard a sound. I is very
odd. Ars vou sure fhat there is no
anitmal under the table?™

“Quite  sure,  siv!? osad Wharton.
Williairn Wibley, of il Remove, could
scarcely bo deeeribed as an animal.

“I think the Head will bo cxpeeling
" gaid My, Quelch, aftor a pause,

Mr. Snocoks look the hink and rose.

“Come, Moniague!”

“Yeg, dad!”

My, Queleh rustled oui of the sindy
with his visifors, wueh to the relicf of
the Hemovites.

“Thank goodness!” broathed Wharton.
“You fathead, TWib, you nearly gave
yourself away !

“Are they gonel?™

“Yes, de low for a bit, though—
they're slow.™

“T thooglht
churp, when
Nuogent.

“\Well, how could a chap lielp if, when
that old asz lrotted out hiz giddy ret?”
satgd Wibley., I say, aren't they clear
yet? I'm nearly tied indo a sailor's knot
undey this dashed table!™

“Quict for a bit.”

Wharlon stepped to Lhe door o scoul

To his dismay, he found that Mr
Suooks had stopped on the Wemaove slair-

uclchy had spotied the
w s=niffed 7" mnrmured

“ THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL.”

NOW ON SALE]

caze, and was examining, with interest,
inilials carved in the oak balusirade by
some bygone Greviviars fellow—whe had
probably been Yicked fwenly years aguo
for Lis exploit.

AMr. Quelch, leaving him at it waa
steppng back towards Sludy Noo 1. and
e alinest botled into Wharton at the
daor,

Wharten backed inla the studvy. and
Alr., Queleh followed him in. At the
sae moment a voiee procecded from
under the table.

“T say, surely old Quelihy i3 clear olf
by this time, isn't het”

Mr, Quelch jum?ed.

Wharton and Nugent Jidn't.
wern  roofted to  the Aoor wiih

horror.
ejaculated A,

I1'|] l."lJ"
uwtter

Y Bleas
Quelch,

0, erumbs !’ came [rom under e
table, as Williar Wibley recognised the
well-known tones.

“Wharton! What docs 1hiz mean ™

] —I—I—" Liabbled Wharton.

"Homeonoe is concealed under the
table. You told me that there was no
one there, Wharton,” :

“ T==1 znid there waen't an animal, sir,
Theve isn't

“A mere  quibble!  snapped 3.
Quelch. “I was quite certam that |
heard a sound under the {able, but I did
not wish to call you {o account in the
presence of a  wvisiter. I, therelore,
stepped back to ascertain—"

“"There—there isn't any animal i the
study, sir,” said Nugent fecbly. *“We—
we know we're not allowed——"

“LEnough! Come out from under ihe
table immediatelr, whoever i3 there!"
snapped  Mreo Queleh.  “Whoe i3 it

Wharton i

“ Wibley, siv " stultered Wharton.

" And u’i]y 132 Wibley hiding under ilio
Lable 77

“He—Do didn't waut {o—lo—ilo—you
see, the—the visilors,” stammered Whar-
ton. “The — the — you — I — he—2"
Wharton was getling a itle incoberent.

" Why should not Wibley desive to be

my  soull”

soen ¥

o Because--—  Qh, dear!”

‘Wibley " rapped out the Remove
fiegstor,

“ Oy, dear?! Yes, sin

"I cannot undersiond ihis,  Wlhat

prauk is bLeing played i this sludy?
What does it mean? T insist upon kuow -
|1_'|g.§, Come out nlo view hwmediately,
sir !

“The—the fact is, sir,” stummered
Wharton, “we--wo were doing solne—
some  private  thealvicals, sir, gnd==aml
Wibley is rather—rather got up, »ip—>"

“That is vo regson why be should hide
himsell, T order you to cone out of
that—that place of conccalinent instantly,
Wibley 1"

* Certainly, st !

Wharton and Nugent stood recied fo
ihe floor as Wibley crawled out.  The
next moment they alwost jumped clear
of the study carpet.

Wihtey Tad gone wunder the table
locking like & ftwin brother of Ay,
Lueleh, in g borrowed gpown and a made-

]

i face, He emerged without the gown,
and hia face was nothing like By,
Quelch’'s mow., It was a little Jike

Othello’s, perhaps—it was black all over,
fronn forehead to chin, amnd ear to ear.

Mr. Queleh started violently.

“Bless my soali  Is—is that von,
Wibley 2"

“Yes, sir,” said Wik meekly, ' I-I
thought ¥—I might siarile you, sir”

“ Absurd 1" snapped Mr, Quelch,

e looked very havd at Wibley, and

Look out for Fisher T. Fish's latest money-making stunt 1
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ithen turned and whisked out of lhe
study, To the velief of the juniors he
wont downstamrs with Mr. HBnooks and
Mastor Moniarae Wilired Boooks, and
disappeared.  Wharton clostdd the door
of Study Mo, 1.

"How——" he ejaculated,

" How-—— " opazped Nugent.

Wibley grinned--a black grin.

“Lucky T had the lammidack under
the table with me,” he said. *' I thought
I was & goner, till I thought of i8."

“Efa, ba, ha!”

"My hat, what a pguldy
escans ! breathed Wharkon.

A miss iz 2z pood as a3 mile, " grinnod
Wibley. “You fellows can got that

own back to Quelchy’s room somehow.

shall thirk twice before I give 1m-

personakion: of Cuelchy again.  It's (oo
dashed cxciting.™
And Wiblew jeft Btndy Noo 1. It was

et till then that Wharton and Nugent
had leisure Lo realizo what were the con-
reqrences of  the arrival of DMaster
Snooks.

“I—I say, wo'te going to have that
paw toad in this study ! said Nugent in
dismay, “That's rotien of Quelchy ! We
don't want a new kid planted on us
h'ﬂ‘rﬂ'- v

“Ha lpoks o harmless sort of azs”
retaarked Wharton,

#They might have put him in another
stedy. We've had this to ourselves all
the term.”

“Tt's rolien!” agreed Wharkon,

“ Boasily '™

"Heaner Inm ! sadd Wharton.

“Blow him ! said Nugent.

“Talking about mee " azked a clicer-
ful wvoice at the door: and Montague
Wilfrod Snooks of the Kemaove strolled
into the sbady.

[ S

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Snooks of the Remove !

ONTAGUE WILFRED
SNOOERS evol the r:'|l‘.|'|m'rsi of
Study No. 1, and they eoved
] himt. They coloured a little,
raalising that their remarks had not been
of ‘the polilest kind., Nevertheless, it
was a fact that thoy did not wank new
boys “shoved " into their study. Fellows
!*Blydi}m didd.  Sttll, the new fellow was
oot responsitde for the shoving, and it
yt;uuld have been hard to blame him for
i

"“Bo wyou'ro Snooks?" said Harry
Wharton, by way of =aying szomething,

“*Porhaps, '

“Eh?"

[1] P-El'h-ﬂ-p& E'.'!‘

" What the merry thump do vou mean
by poerhap«?" asked the captam of
Remiove in amazement.  “1 suppose you
kpow your own name, don’t you?”

“Teying to pull our leg?™" asked
MNuagent,

Bnooks shook Lis head.

“I'll explain ancther time,” ha sald, |

“The fact 1s-—-"" He pauvsed nad looked
at the two juniors, who eved him
curiously. ““Clan I trust you?®"

“Trust us?" repeated Wharton.

“¥Yes. Can you keep n secret—a dead
secret?”  The new boy lowered his voics
cautiously, “Can you be silent as the
grave " y

:;Tr'[ only hat!” ojuculated Nugent,

What ara you driving at*" demanded
Wharton , grufly,  YIf this s a
B

*Nothing of the kind! Tf T wers sura
I conld trust you, I would feil you the
mr%-:-f my lifa ™

HThe—the—the secret of your life!”

L Snooks, and  you'll
DArrow

babbied Wharton. 1le wondered whether
thiz quiet, dreamy-locking fellow was
quite right in his head.

“But no, not vet—not vet!™ said the
new junior. * Anather tme, when I
Lnow you belter.”

“Took here, Snooks——"

“DNon't call me Snooks, pleaze,
me Menkbagne.”

“We doa't cull new fellows by their
Christian names,” said Iarev. " You're
Le called Eﬂgﬂ!{.s,

Lall

snoolks.”

“Don't you like vour name?®™ asked
Nugent, with a prin.

Master Snooks eoloured.

“I'd rather you called me Montague,
or Monty. I von wore named Snooks

he  wounld von  Jike to be called
Snooks 1™
“What rot!” said Nugent, * Snonoks

iz o pood ald name—a gpomd old Sazon
pname, tor. YWhat's the matter with
Snocke?  Snocks, old man, you're a
silly ass.”

“Have vou had wour tea?” azked
Wharton.

H%es, thanks! If I'm going to be In
this study I shall want somewhere to
put my books,” said Montague Wilfred.
“TI've got & good many. I hepe I'm not
putting you fellows out in any way by
poming hore, ™

“Well, it can't bo helped, anvhow,"™
aaid Wharton., “You're weleome, so far
pa that poes. You can have a shelf of
tEIEEE’ bookease. @'l clear these books
ott."’

“That’s a prety rocky old bookcase,™

il

said tiwe new junior, losking at it “*They
don’t de vou well in booleazes hepe ™
“Jellows furpish their own studies”
said Harry. “We clubbed together 1o
get that bookease, and bought it for wen

bob from old Lazarus in Courtfield. Yeu
can buy a new one if you like”
HDone!” said Montapae, at  once.

“ At least, T'l]l gend for & new one. That
12, if you fellows won't think it swank.”

“ Mot ab all ™

“Let's see, a rather nice walnul book-
case  with glass doors, whabt?"  said
Montague. *“*I'll ask my uncle to send
me one.’’

“Creak Scott ! yelled Nugent. * Have
vou an uncle who will send you o walnug
bonkease f van psk him t"

“YWhy not?"

“Woll, T've rot a conplarof aunts T°1
swap for him, if you like."”

I zav, you [ellows "—Rilly DBuanter
blinked into the study—" 'm looking fov
that new chap! ©Oh, hore vou are,
Anocks! Like me to help you put away
your thingst"

“Tharnk you!"

“(Glad to oblige,” said Bunter affably.
“T'm always decent to new kids, Do
anyvthing for you”

' Ware Bonter ! gaid Nugent, laugh-
ing. ' DBunter generally asks 2 new
fellow to cash s postal order for him,
The postal order never turns up.”

“(h, really, Nugent——""

“"You fellows lend mo a shect of
paper?” asked Montague, “I'll drop
my uncle a line at once and g‘t-b the
bookease down as soon as possible,™

Wharton looked at him.
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At mr. Queich’s request Wibley crawled out from underneath the

table, Wharton and Nugent jumped. Wibley had gone inio that

haven of reluge looking like a twin brother of the master of the Remove.
He now appeared as an ordinary Removite, (See Chapter 2.)

The transatlantic junior ** surprises the natives ' next week !
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" MNo gammon,” he gaud,

“What do you- miesn?’'

TWoll, swank,”™ éaid Whartan, *'1've
never heavd of o fellow writing home for
a new walnut bookease to be sent to him
on his first day at school. Draw it mild,
you know."”

*1s your giddy unele.a millionaire T
azked Nugent, laughing.

“*“Wo; only a baronet!”’

UOh, good! T mean T dare say T know
him!” exclaimed Bunter eagerly.
“"What's his name, Bnooks?”

Y 8ir Fulke Pultcaey."”

“What a stunning name!™  sad
Banter, with quite an affectionate biink
at the new junior through his lig
glasses.

Wharton awd Nugent cxchanged a
glance,

This new junior puzzled tem,

Iis father they would heve taken for
a prosperous logal geotleman; a per-
foctly respectable and no’ doubt admir-
abla middle-class man. ot they would
not have judged him, on his looks, to be
anything mora than that. Suoecks fue
solicitor - and  Sir Fulke. Pulteney, the
baronet, didd not geem to accord some-
how. DBut it seemied incredible 1hat this
follow, Montague Wilfred Snooks, should
e indulging in empty =wank with &
cvouple fellows he hardly koow.

“Lend me an onvelope?™
Enooks,

“Certainly. Ilere you are.™

Montague sat down at the table and
addréssed the cnvelope,  The juniors

watched himi, ‘The wddress was: 3ir
Fnlke - DPulteney, DBart.,, Edgcumbe
Towers, Willshire,

Billy Bunter fairly devourcd that
wddress with lus eyes. SBnooks stanped
ihe envelope and laid it aside.

Then, with Wharton's nétepaper, he
scribbled a letler in full view of the
juniore. It van:

“Desr Unela Fulke,~I'm at =chool
now. I want a new hoockease for my
gtudy. I'd like a walnut one, ebout eix
feet, with glass doors. I know you won't
mind.~Your zffectionate nephew,

“MonTAgUe, "

Montaguo folded that Ietter and placed
H,_in tho covelope, and fastened down the

ap. ;

“Hold on,” saxd Harry. “There's uo
address on that notepaper, you know.
I¢'s not school paper.™

“That's all right. He kpows 1'm at
Greylriars,” eaid Montague., " MNow, if
you fellows will tell e where the letter-
box ig—*" ]

“T'll post it Lor you, old chap,” said
Bunter edgerly.

“ Will you really i"

**Yes, rather,”

“"Thanks very much ™

Montague tossed the lelter 1o Hunler,
who caught 1t in his fat haud, snd reiled
ont of the study with it.

“Well, my hat!" said Wharton.

Moutague looked at him with'a sinale.
*Own upl” saic, “‘Unul b wroto

that letter, you thoucht that wmy uuncle
the baronet was swank."

Wharton coloured.

“Well, I—I—— This 1z a bit vnusaal,
on know. D've got a jolly decent undle;
ut I shouldir't have the neck lo send

him an order like that.”™ )

“Oh, 8ir Fulke will do anythiug for
me,” snid Montaguoe earelessly. D'
his favourite nephew. I'l wse this shelf,
if you don’t wind, till the pew bookense
canies ™

Tug MaicueT LinpRary.—Mo. Bis,

asked |

“We'll lend you 8 Lland to get
straight,”” saud Harry,
“L;'M{i .F’

The three juniors sel Lo wark quite
amicably,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !
OB CHERRY locked into Study
Ne, 1 after lml?;l that evening,
with .o grin on his cheery face.
Wharton and Nugent hod< just
finished ; their new study-mate was oot
in the room.

“1{allo, hallo, halla! Where's jolly
old Monfague " asked Bob.

- Bnmnw?mm along the passage,” said
Wharton.

ay.”

“'What do sou think of him¥"

Wharton and Nugent exchanged a
glance, and laughed.

“ Blessed if I hnow,” said Harry, *' He
gecms harmless enougih, o

“MNot a bad fellow,”
el };ut_??

Boly Cherry chuckled.

“ Ewnctly my view,” he saul, * Not by
any means a bad chap, but——" _ He
chuckled again.. “These books his¥"

“Yez; we'vo given him that sheli (il
his new bookeaze comes.’

Bob glanced at the row of books be-
longing to the mew jumior. The whole
length of the shelf was stacked with
thewm, and thera were othevs piled on top.
Montague seemed wealthy in books.

Boly gave a whigtle, )

* M;rghat! We've pob o giddy scholar
among us at last,"” he eaid. * Look here.
f P. Ovidii Nasonis Metamarphoseon "=
wa don’t do Ovid io the Romove. That's
for the mighty intelleets of the Fifth and
Hixth. Does young Snooks wallow m
Ovid for the plessure ef the thing?
Blessed swot !

“ Looks like it,™ said Harry. “There's
some jolly steep titles on some of those
books, There's an Aeschylus, and a
Sophocles. "

" Great pip ™ 2

All the volumes wero neatly fastened in
paper eovers, apparently to protect the
bindings—unusual forethought on the
part of a8 Lower Fourth boy. The titles
were written in pen and iok on the out.
side of Lthe paper covers, and some of the
titles were certainly imposing. )

Bob-—unsuspiciouz but curous—jerled
the Ovidian volwne from the shelf,
opencd it, and leoked into it. Then he
gave a yell.

“Hallo, hailo, halla! Ay hat!”

“What's up?” asked Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha! Deep!” roared Bob.
“This jen’l Ovid—jolly old Ovid on the
gover, and n piddy novel inside.™

“What "'

Wharton and Nugent ran across to tho
bookease, Lhey stared at the voluwine in
Bob's hand. )

There was no denbt about it. They
had helped Montague pack hiz books on
the shelf without thinking of locking into
them. Now they discovercd that the out-
sides of those volunes were deceptive.

“ P, Ovidii Nasonis Metaoorphoseon ™
was neatly written on the ourside paper
caver. But inside was a novel, of which
{he title was *The Lost 1leir of 1ligh-
clere Hall.”

“Ha, ha, hai roaved Bob., *1 sup-
pose hie knows ibat the ﬁathl:f lreaks are
down on o chap nuving shilling shockers,
50 he's got them all up as schoal books.™

“IWhat a dodze !V excluimed Nugent.

“Let's Jock wt the others!” prinned
Balb.

“He hasu't any prep, first

L e

zgaid Wupent.

A dozen voluines were faken from ne
shetf and peered inlo.

Apaert from the béoks neessury for his
worke i the Lower Fourth, Montaguc
Wilfred was not provided with sehool
iroaks, 1 spite of that nopesing array on
the shelf.,  For every volume that was
axmmined appedred to be a novel of the
mest thritling kired—sme of them quite
blood.curdhing=—all of them extremely
rowantic,

“The Mizing Heir.” * The Mysteripus
Millionaire,” " The (Gepileman Jockey,”
“Horne in the Purple,” " Blood Royal
“The Dark, Dead Secrct.” That weas a
selection of the titles.

‘The Removites chortled over them.

Montaguo Willred's tasie in lilcrature
was decidedly romantio and lurid.

“lg  ithe jokefulness terrifie, ny
ealeemed chums ¥ asked a sofe voice, as
Hurres Jamset Bam Singh came info the
study with Johnny Bull.

“What's on 7" asked Johnng. Dull.

" Lock 1" grinned Bob.

“Oh, my hat! Quelchy would make
him chuck all thot muck in the fire of he
spatted 1t sabd Johnny Bull

“The chuckfulness would be the proper
caper,” remarked llurree Jamset HRam
Singh.

“That's why they're got up like this.”
gaid Harry Yharlon !Em% ing. “If
Quelehy notived this little lot he must
have tﬂﬁught Monlague a jolly learncd
man for the Lower Fourth.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I =ay, this'ia queer!” said Jolmny
Bull, glancing at the title-page of one of
the novels.

A name was writlen there, evidenily
by the owner. But the name was only
partly familiar to the Removites, It was
ir‘ Montapue Wilfred- de BSavmarez St

wogper.

“That sounds & bit more classy thau
Hncoks, doesn’t i6¥"  remarked PBob
Cherry, “ But what the dooce does tho
asy mean by it?  It's his fist, Here's hia
nayne in another book, and it's the samo
hand==Monlague W. Snooks—in this
volume,

Wharton looked perplexed,

“It's odd,™ he said, "The chap can't
have two names. s nome must ho
Srooks, ws his father's neomc’s Spooks”

*Then what the thump has he written
St. Leger here for?™

“(oodness nows 17

“Can’t have u=scd apother name wlion
he was abroad " suggested Johuuy Bull,

** Has he been abroad "

“"Yosr we've Jusit been o, Rossell's
stiedy, hearing th'm, Ha was tellhing
Ruszsell and Ogilvy about lus early life in

Ttaly.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Here he comes 1"

The Famous: Five looked rvound as
Montague Wilfred SBnooks came ano
Study No. 1. He looked at them, and at
ihe books in their hunds, and started o
bttt e,

“You dun't mmd us lookmg at your
jolly  old classics—what ¥ asked Dob
Cheryvy, with a grin.

“{My, no, not at alll They're miy
favouride books " sawd Montague care-
lessty I thousht I might as well pad
the covers on thot, though, becauwse--
bioi-a nsp———

“Yeou'd betler keep
them, too!” grinucd Bob.
of trash, old man.”

“The trazhiutness s ferrifie.™

“Whut the thwpp have you got tuwo
different names written in your hooks
for, Snooks 7" asked Johuny Bull, i lhs
direct way. *Is your name Snooks, or
&t Leger?®

il  vovers  on
“AwTul lat
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Montague gave a start,
“at Leger " he repeated.

“That's what's written here—aftes
wvour Christian names. Is it some sert of
a joke?"

Montague did not veply for a moment,
Iie stepped to the door, and glanced into
the passagoe, und then, closing the dogr,
camo  back towards the group of
gelomished juniors.

I never meant vou to know,” he
witispered.

“Eh! To know what!?"”

YThe knowfulness is not great, my
esteemed Snooks!”

 Now, vou st know,” said the new
boy. *Itisa secret - a deep, dark secret.
Wil you swoar—-

“No fear!” said Dob. “We don't
awear in the Remove! They awear a bit
over at Highchiffe, [ beliove.”

“I mean, swear Lo kecp the secret—-
give me your word!” said the new
junior, earnestly.

“What scoret ¥

“The secret of my bicth.”

e —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Perplexing Probiem !

n

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
fairly blinked &t the new
juniot.

Montague Wilired Snooks

made that extraerdinarv remark with a
manner of deep and sorious earnestness,
He looked so terribly in carncst, ithat
it was impossible to suppose that he was
trying to pull ths leg of the Famous
Five, At the same fime, 1t was scarcely
possible fo suppose anything else.

In novels, of course, it 15 not at all
unconimon for a fellow to ho handi-
capped by his bicth boing “wrapped in
mystery *—the seeret being fnally re-
vealed by an opportune discovery of
cortain mysterious documents.  Bot in
veal life it 1s very rare jndeed for a
fellow to have to rub along with mys-
terions docurnents ipnsicad of a birth-
corfificate.  Certainly the Goreyiriars
follows had never heard of a fellow in
s queer scrapo like that—though they
had read of such things lots of tunes.

The famous Five were so astonished
that for some momentz they couwld only
blink at Montague.

“*The—the-—the
Wharton at lasi.

“Tha secret of my birlth.”

“Is there any sccrek about your
birth ¥ demanded Bob Choerry,

il YEE."

“Great Soeoft ™

“"Can 16! said Johnoy Buall, whe waa
n proet ical youth, *Look here, Snooks

what i ejaculated

My name is nobt Snooks.™

“Not Bnooks?" yelled Bob.
1t if, then?”

Et. Leger"

“Oh, my hat! Then what do you
mesn by coming here as Snooks, if
you're pot a gemuioe Snooks bied 7

“1 had no choice. My Lfe would have
bern in poril

“Wha-a-of *"

“"Weoere oy real nume konown, my life
would not be worth fwenty four hours'
purchase ™ soid Montague, with decp
carnostness.  “That 12 why my carly
vears were spent in s foreign elime.™

“A forcipn which '™ asked Bull.

“A forcign clime.”

“ Do you mwean a forcign country?'”

“Yes, yes"”

“Well, say a foreign conntry, then!™
grunted Johnny,  “Spedk English, not
povel-langunpe 1

“What

A L
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AN

,{f i

*You get them out of books.'
* Cheek, T call it!* contioued

* Think I belleve all your yarns about the brigands ?** said Bunier.

Montague {ock the fat Junior by the ear and shook him. (See Chap. 6.)

» e Dh I e
Buntsr,

exelaimed Montague.
* Why, I—yarooooh!™

scalp,

“ Al
Snooksy”

“ Ay wicked uncle”

“&ir Fulke, who's sending vou the
hookease P’ asked Nupgent.

Montaguo started,

who's  affer your
psked Bob Cherry.

“Mo, ool Another uncle! ITlcap me!
The man you saw come to the school
with me—-1"

“Your pater

“I eall him father,” sail Montague
gloomily. “He iz a faithful solicitor,
who served my father well. Te save miy
life he Lins adopted me oz his son.  Only
my unele Sir Falke is in the secret.
Until T am of age, I dare not let it be
known that T am the rightiul heir of St.
Leger ™

“EHoly amoke t™

“Keep the seeref, which you have sur-
prized ! sanl DMontagpue impressively.
ALy life mway depend on at.”
fitamnon ! saud Jehnny Ball

“YWha-a-at?"

“Goammon and pifflle! Do you think
vou can get chaps to swallow bunkum
like thott” demanded Johnny DBuall
ageornionlly.

“I sav, draw it mild, Johony ! mur-
mured Nogent.  ® Thore ~ithere may bo
something i it, for ald we know!™

““Ilot!"

in lJmt:
Wharion,
NOU T POIRANCIE,
treat it as a jokel"

Montague raised his hand hanghiily,

“I have told you my secrel,” he said,
“You forced 1p fromy me, by looking ot

-_,1:
1

FIF

here, Snooks!" =sanl Ilavey
Hivve it o us straieht! X0
own up, and we'll

—finds its members anything but * friendly ’* |

my true name writlen in that book—
written 1 & thougiitless moment, DBe-
tray me if you choose—it nay cost moe
my life! I do not care; a Si. Legor
kuows not the meaning of the word
fear! I will say me morel”

With that Montague walked out of
the study, and closed the door alter
him with & bang.

“My only hat!" said Bob Cherry, in
wonder.

“Is he off his rocker ?” said 1arry,

“Or 13 there something in it:" gaid
Mugent.

Snort! from Jolhnny Ball

“Of course, there's nothing in i, as!
He's been reading these silly novels till
he's gobt them on the brain!™

“Bleased if 18 doesn't ook hike it!"
saidl Wharton, * Brll, it's jolly gquecr to
start a silly varo like that on strangers.
He hasn't known ws a few hours'

“Qhe oueerfuiness 1s terrifie !

“Wicked uncle!”  snorted  Johnmy
Dull, “Whe's over heard of a wickedd
unele entaide a zilly novel? My unele
i5 & Jolly old sporti”

“8o's mine!” said Wharten, lawgle
ing.  * DBut——"

“ As for his other unele, the Laronet,
it’s all bunkam'" snul Johupy DBull
“His father's a solivitor, aod solisitor’s
sons don't generally have bLaroncls for
uneles,™

“ Mo that seonis to be genuine,” said
Wharton,  “11e's wreitlen Lo his wuncie,
| the baronet, [rom this study alzeady,™
L “And let you gec the letter ™™ grunted
[Jnhhn].', Y Al then ol i Bie i}ﬂt'!ii'l‘

What happens ?
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to chuck bibm into ihe fire when you
wera not looking 17

“(Out iV said Nugent. ""The letter was

:fod, Bunter took it snd posted 1r
or him."

“0Oh! said Johnny Bull, maiher taken
aback. “Sure of that?"

“Quite sure; and it was addrossed to
Sir Fulke Pulteney, Edgcumbe Towers,
Wiltshire ™

Johnny Buall whistled,

“Well, that must be genuine, T sup-
pose,” he admitted. * But the rest is
zfl bunkum! You've pot a potty rabbit
in this stedy '™

The Famous Five left the study, and
went down to the Comman-room, all but
Johnny Bull feelimp perplexed. Johuny
was quite certaimn that his opinion was
the correct ome; but, then, Johnony
always was certain, and he was not
always right. The other fellows simply
thid not know what o make of if. That
the Greviriars Remove should contain
a2 feHow who was heir to 2 great ostate,
vhose hirth was a secret, and who passed
wivler an assminegd name because he
fenredl for hiz hfe at the hands of a
wicked uncle, was really too “steep.”
A yobe—— '

Montague did neb appear n  ihe
Clonnnon-room.  Later in the evening
Tlarry Wharton, meoved by an impulse
of kindness, and remembering the cxisi-
onee of the new boy, looked m the Re-
waave siuwdy for him.

He found Montegue in Study No. 1—
alone. Te was seated af the table,
writing a letior. He glanced up at the
sipht of Wharton, and smaled fantly.

*Coming down to the Comshon.room,
Snools?™ wsked Wharton cheerily.

“T'm wriing to my wnele”

iF{}h .t”

“ Yan do not believe the strange fale
I told you?' zaid Montagne wistiully.

Wharton coloured.

“Hem! TIe—= Hem!** .
“I do not blame you, Only keep it a
sorpet, ™

“Oh, we'll do that!™ said Harry.

“Look at thiz letter.”

“ Buat why-—"

“I should like you to believe me”
sawt Montague, in the rama wistiu! way.
“Thiz may help you to believe, dark and

miysterions as the affair iz, Read the
letter™ ‘
YWharton looked at it. It ran:

“ Dear Uncle FuEI-:e,—-—M{. unhappy
fate has already pursued me here. In a
rarcless moment [ had written my truoe
name in one of my books. have
vestroyed it now; but it was seen by a
Loy i my Form, who showed it to
nthers. 1 have bound them to secrecy,
anc 1 believe that they will keep their
word, Do not fear for me. Whatever
may betide I shall meet it with the
eoiirage of my race. Aanrague,”

Wharton read that amazing letier,
which, if gennine, was a proof of the
frath of the new boy's astounding tale,

“There is the ¢nvelope,” said Mon-
tague, with dignity.

Wharten picked up the envelope. Tt
way addressed to Sir Fulke Pulteney,
Falgeninbe Towers, Wiltshire.

“Will you put the letter in the enve-
Inpa, eeal it, and post 67" ashed Mon-
tagne, with the same guiet dignify.

“I=1 will £ you like,” etarmmered
Wirarton,

L4 FIL‘E.’E."!,".' l']l'.'] Eu

And Wharten did.

He dropped the letler into the schaol
litter-box, whenee, of courso, 1t was im-
passible for Montague to reclaim it, if

your travels, jounis, and capers—

he had wanted to do o, Fle relurned to
the School House with his mind almost
121 & whirl.

Was the strange lale truc? Had a
chapter of a novel, as it were, suddizn!(y
happened in the Greyirlars Remove? If
not, what would Sir Fulke Pulicney
think when he received that amazing
letter?

It was a problem to Wharlon, but he
wondered—and his chums wondered
when he told thom—whether there was,
after all, “something in it.” Even
Johnny Hull's convietion seemed a Hittle
shakem. At all events, the chums of
the Remove agreed upon one iling—to
keep the secret.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Chummy Bunfer !

ONTAGUE WILFRED
M SNOOKS took his place in the
Greyfriars Remove on the fol-

I-['.ll'l.']l'lg’ day.

A good many of the Removites were

qinte wterested i him.
_ The Famoys Five could not help being
interested, from their knowledge of his
“secret,” Russell and Ogilvy were in-
teresied, from what he had told them
the previous evening of an adventurons
life sabroad. Tilly Bunter was interestod,
having expectations from a now fellow
whoga uncle was a wealthy baronet.
Bunter  locked forward to gelting  at
lrast one postal-order cashed by Mon-
tague. William Wibley was p hilile n-
tercated, from the factk that fhe new
boy's arrival had nearly landed him into
a royal row with his Form masler.

To mozt of the Remove. hawever,
Montague was zimply a new fellow, of
no parficolar note. J:E-,-iri{,-ntif that was
haw Mr. Quelch regarded hin, having
nat the faintest suspicion that Montagae
Snooks had any myslerions history or
dark secrets,

In Form Monfague was quite ordinary
in hig ways., He seemed to have for-
pottenn the dramalic scenc in Study
Mo, 1,

He waa quite good at hia work, new as
he was, and received several words of
corimendation from Mr. Quelch.

After morning classea Montagne left
the Remoave-room with his Farm-fellows,
lking quite cheerfol and at lLis case.
Rilly Bunter faztened an him at once.

Tike me fo show wyoun round Lhe
schoal, old [ellow " asked Bunicr affec-
tionately.

Maontagoue glanced roand. Harry
Wharten & Co. wern heading iowards
the foder-ground for a Idtle practice
belore dinncer, and nobody else seemed
particularly keen on Mm;taiue's sociely,
3o he allowed Dunier to lake possession
of him,

The Owl of the Remove piloted him
acroes the guadrangle to the school shop.
“Showing Moutague round " seemed to
be showing him to the tuckshop. That
was, indeed, the only part of the =chool
in which Wilham George Dunler was
deeply intereasted,

“Mrs. Mimble's got some new tarts
in to-day, Snooks,” said Billy Banter
confidentially.

“Haz shet said Montapue, withont
mtich enthusiasin,

“Thev're prime,™ said Burior, "This
way, old chap. It's miy treat, you kiow.

* (3h, all righe !

Lilly Bunter piloted Monlague inta
the tuckshop, where there were alrendy
a dozen fellows. Soeme of them 110§
to Montague,

tdedd 2
] Banler.

“Runter's got the new kid in tow ™
¢huekled Bkinner. "1 say, Snooks, have
you cashed o postalorder for Tunter
yet I

“"Ebh, no!®' spid Montagzue, with a
slare.

“Bhut wp, Skinner!” roaved Dunter
ferociously.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Let him find oub for himeelf?”
chuckled Bolsover major. * Every new
chap cashes & posial-order for Dunter—
Gﬂ(‘i‘:.”

“"Ha, bha, ha!"

“Pon't. mind thase chaps, Snooks™
sard Bunter. Y Whal's yours? {linger-
pop and doughnuts—what? My Lreat.”

“"Yau're very good,” sad Montague,
elightly surprised by this hospitality
from Danter. Buenter really did not look
like & fellow likely Lo expend his sub-
stance recklessly uwpon casual acqupint-
ances.

“Not at all™ said Bunler,
Mys, Mimble By the way, Bnooks "
—Burntter lowered s voiee to a confi-
dential whisper—* I've been disappointed
about a postal-order, old chap. lostead
of coming this morning, 'z held over
till this afternoon. You know thesa
country post-offices, 1 suppose it's all
the same te you if you hand me the five
Lob and take the postal-order when it
-:t:u_:m]es?;

=1 suppose s0*
doubtfully. o i

Bunter bheamed on lhim.

:"fuw IJI::IJ.-'H YW et HI.II'I‘.{‘.I"'.‘]' E'H..TI'H,". Hﬂ-
liked to attach himself to a fellow wheo
had never heard of his celebrated postal-
ovider,

“Thanks, old chap!” he eaid. “ Five
Lbob—thanks! Heare, T say, Mre, Mimble!
Ginger-pop, doughnuts——2

Bally Bunler was soon enjoying him-
self. After hizs feed he strolled out of
the tuckshop with Mantague Wilfred.

" Come and have & |ﬂ;§ at the [ooter,
old fellow,”™ he said. * Bome of the chaps
are at practice. 1 say, do you ever go
for the holidays to Edgeumbe Towers?”

Montague brightened up, as if his com-
panion had touched on & pleasing topic.

“Certainly " he answered. “It's a

fine place.™
like?™ asked Bunter

"1 say,

said  Montague

“What's it
curiousky.

Montague had a dreamy look.

“An ancient eastellated moansion,” he
zaid. "“The park stretches before the
windows almost ss far as the eye can
reach. The old oak hell contminz the
picturea of dead and gone Pnllaenega
from the reign of King John, As a kad
I used to hide mysell in the old suits of
armmour.™

“As a kid?" said Bunter.

Nr YE"H.”

“Was thai hefore you went to Ttaly?™

“To—to Italy " said Montaguo, with
a stavt,

“Yes: T heard yon tolling Russell last
night about being in Ttaly, and how you
ware captured by brigands, and escaped
by tying the sheets together, and get-
ting down from the reined tower, Must
have heen awiully exciting,” said Bunter,

HY—it was"” eald Meontaguc. That
—that was after my childhood ot
Edgeumbe Towers.™

“Clould vou take a pal there next holi-
days®"” asked Bunfer.

“Hir Fulke would be delighted.”

“Oh, good! T'H come,” said Bunier.
* Aud then you can come amnd slay af
Bunter Conrt.”

“Where?' cjaculaied Montagne.

“My pater'as place, yon know," said

One long big laugh—next Monday’s Greyfriars story |
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Montague walked on in silence for
rome minutes. He did not mention
Edgenmbe Towers again,  Perhaps the
mention of Bunter Court had made him
tired of the subject of great country
DA NELONS.

“When you first saw me, Bunter—-
said Montapgue, alter & pause,

“Yes, old chapt”

“#%Were yvou surprised to hear that I
was called Snockst”

“ Not a bit,?

Montague coughed.

“We can’t all be aristocrats, vou
know,” said Bunter consolingly. * Now,
the Bunters are a very old family, con-
nected with practically all the peeraga.
I dare say vou've heard of Bir Bunter de

swillowed 7 I heard him chortling
wliﬁl Ogilvy afterwards, fit to kill him
seltr,”’

“Oh ! exclaimed Montapue.

“Cheek, I ecall it!” said Bunter
“Why, I-—— Yurocoogooh !

Montagee took  the fat junior by the

ears and shook him.  Shakioz by the

eara 132 a painful  operation.  Billy

Banter's yvells rang far and wide.
Yow-ow.ow! FYecop! Legpe!l T

hack your shins! Oh, yowp! Whoop!™

Bump !

Lilly Bunter sat down in the grass with
a crash; and Montague Wilired Snooks
walked away, with a thoughtivl and
gloomy brow,

After dinner Russell and Ogilvy and
five or rix other fellows came wup Lo

that it was nellther Wharten nor Nugent
that sighed. It could only be their now
study-mate—Montague Snooks, who had
now been more than a week at Groy-
friars, and was an object of considerable
curiosity in his Form,

Peter Todd looked in, with a grin. Ila
had his own opinion of the cuarious new
hay: but the sigh surprised him a little,
Toddy’s opinion was that Master Snoaks
was an imaginative youth, who lived in a
world of faney ali of his own; but Teddy
did not see what there was to sigh abour,

Montague was in the study alone, and
he was too deeply absorbed to see Peror
Todd grinming in at the door. He was
Et'ﬂ!mlgin the armechoir, with a book on
hiz knees thatshe had been reading.
Mow hiz eyes were fizxed dreamily on tha

Bunter, who came over with the | Montague iv the quad, with smiling | window and the patch of blue sky there,
Conquerar.™ faces, and hiz thonghts seemed far away.
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" Wha-a-at " ; ;
“Ho founded the family,” said
Bunter, “The name’s constantly men-

tioned in history from the tima of the
Conquest. Noblemen, powerful barons,
statesmen, prime ministers, and all that,
you know.™

“You young ass!”

HWhat?" ejaculzted Bunter.

“What's the good of giving me that
pifflo " demanded Montague, 1z disgust.

Billy Bunter glared at hiz companion.
Truth is great, and must prevail ; but it
iz not Blwava palatable. Bunter's ro-
marks undoubtedly were “piffle,® but be
did not like being told so.

“Why, you cheeky rotter!”  =aid
Bunter warmly., * What aboul your own
rarna, I'd like to know 1"

(1} Eh ?1’

“Think I believe that gammon ashout
the brigands ¥ demanded Bunter. *You
got it owt of a book. Think Russell

Wharton dragged the table aside and gave the combalanis room.
Temple and Montague fought furiously, trampling to and fro.
the row about?** inguired Johnoy Bull. ** An argument abouti the
jolly old baronetage,” grinned Nugent.

(See Chapter 0.}

** What's

e o

“Tell these chaps that story about the
brigands,” said Russell.

“h, do "™ gaid all the juniors together.

But Moutogue didn't !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Peter Puts it Plain !

EEREI wa3d a deep sigh in Study
I o. L.
FPeter Todd heard it, and gave
a little start,

Deep sighs were uncommon enough in
the Remaove passage at Greyfriars. If &
follow was bothered, he might =ay
“ Bother ! or he might say “ Blow " ar
even “"Dazh ib!' But he never thought
of sizhing. LIor a fellow in the Lower
['gurth to be heard to sizh was rather a
record.

Toddy was coming along to the study
to speak to Wharton on the important
snbiect of football, He was quite sure

IFrom the doorway Toddy could see {he
volume on Montague's knees, On tho
paper cover that enclosed the binding
was written the tiile * De Bello Gallico.™
But Toddy had heard all  about
Montague's books, and he was assured
that the volume inside the cover dealt
with romething much more romantic and
alry than the Gallic War,

There was a thoughiful, wistful ox.
pression on Montugue's face; and 5s
Peter watched him, he =ighed again
—decply. Peter chimed in with a decp
groan.

Montarue jumped.

1] “‘ha l,____ b

Feter groaned again, deeply.

The new junior starcd round at him,

“What's the matter with you'" he
asked.
“Nothing ' answered Peter clioer-

fully.
“What are you groaning for, then®”

Don’t miss the next instalment of our grand detective and adventure serial !

Tk MacseT LiBrRARY.—No. £14,



10

*To keep you company.”

“Wha-g-at " y

“*You know what Byron said. Bmithy
recited it in the literature class the other
day,” eaid Peter Todd blandly. “EHa
satd +* Why should 1 for olhora groan,
when none will sigh for me?” That was
reasonalle enough—Ilcllow doecan't gve
somithing for nothing. Buat if a fellow
does sigh for you, it's only fair play to

roan for him—what? So, as you sighoed,

groangd, Catch on?"

Montarue blinked at the humordus
Peter., He was not, apparently, in &
humorous mood,  DBut Peter was.

YiGo " continued Toddy encourag-
“1'l kecp it up ps long as you

“"You silly ass!™ roared Montague.

Poter chuckled.

“That™s better,” he  said. " That
sounifs better than sighing, and more
suitable in the Lower Fourth.”

“Vou-—-vyou chump!*

“Hear, %&ur!“ said Poter,
in to .:.g;»eak to Wharton——"

“He's out ! Go and look for him 1™

‘" Not at wll,” said Toddy, taking & ecat
on the corner of the study table, " Now
I'ms here, I'll give you a few minutes of
my valuable time. I'm rather intercsted
in you, Snooks.”

Montague looked at him rather un-
certainty.

“You're a hit of o queer cuss, you
know," observed Poter.

“1 Believe I'm ruther out of the usnal
run of Lower boys,’ said Montague, a
little Toftily.

“¥ou are—no mistake about that. O,
rather, vou faney yon are, which comes
to the same thing. What's that book
vou're reading ?*

Montague held it np, and showed “De
Bello Gallico,” written on the cover.

Peter grinned,

“*But what's inside '

Montague grinned faintly, ioo.

“0Oh, o book ! he said caretessly.

“f The Missing Heir.” 7 asked Peter,
“ar *The Lot Baronet,” or ' The
Mymery of the Moat,’” or——"

O, ratsi™

Peter made o jerk at the hoek, and
read the title, It was “The Sirange
Hecret of Bertram Cholmondeley.™

“Give ma my book, ‘you ass ! snapped
Montogue.

But Peter, grinning, glanced into the
hook. It needed only a glance or two to
apprise him that Bertram Cholmondely,
though he had started life as a foundling
under the namae of Jones, had turped
out, in & later chapter, to be the son and
heir of a particularly highly-connected
margquis; after which ertram had
wedded the Lady Annabel, and dwelt in
aristoeratic splendour at Cholmondeley
Towaors.
¢ " Give me thet book, yon checky asa!"
exclaimed Montague, and Peter tossed it
Lack to him.

“Now I'm going to give you a tip,
" gaid Peter, wagging a fore

“1 looked

Snooks !
finger at Montagne.

“Keep it :

“You're a young ass,” eaid Peler, un-
heeding, ‘1 den’t think you're a bad
chop, But you're a particular ass, The
very completest thing in the asinine line]
i fact.  You read foo many novels”

“Mind your own business !™ suggestod
Aleniague,

“You let thom get into your heoad,”
rontinued Peter. ' Now, Jots of fellows
have a jolly active imagination. It's »
oo thing, within limita.  1t's amusing
to faney onesell a giddy cmperor, or a
prime minister, ond wonder what one

wonid doon those crcumestarces Bt a
fedlow  with hoss-sense always keeps an
oye gn the Jine between nnaginafion and
reatity. When he forgets to do that,
he's liable 1o develop into a first-class
a=g, ated very hikely a terrife hiar |

Montague winged,

"Theve's Banter, for mstance—"

“Bunter I epculated Montagua,

B E.—;._.? j.nlill'_.' old Bunter. From think-
ing how ripping it would be to have a
tervilic big pace in (he country, with
}ul‘.j‘_ ol I_JLI[F!-_"!‘.‘-T._I and footmon, and ox-
ponsive inotor-cars, and all that, Bunter
pets on to fancying that he's pot it—
gea ! Hence Bunter Court,™

Monlague made a gesture of disgust,
Evidontly he was not flattered at being
compared with William George Bunter,

*You've just been reading about jolly
old Jones tumming out to be a merry
marquis,” weat on Peter. “Things like
that Luppen in novels.  DBut in real life,
old fellow, the Snookses stay Snookses all
thair THe. MNo gnmi Eig]‘llﬂ_[{ abhoul it
you can't sigh vour way into the peerage.
Chnly eolidd cash, and a thumping lot of it,
will tuke you there. Now, my tip 1= this
—chuck all this frash into the bzre, and
pull yourself up, before yon develop into
o sl gtr&h:ﬂ.g ]lli\.!,'.' Bunter, Cateh on?™

Do wou think I'm anything like
Bunter ™ howled Montague.

Perer chortled,

“You don't think you are, hub yon
are!” he answered. “Take a friend's
,tHiP:— oll chap, and come down to facts

ou've spun a let of yarns sinca you've
been here,  You're gprowing [nnny 1

“ Fapny 1 breathed Montagne.

“That's the word—funny! You let
vour romaniic stuff take too much hold
of vou,” explamed IPeter. *Cut it out!
HBeel”

Montague stood lﬁnking
| I1ia face was crimson. 1
table.

“Chew on it, old bean,” he said; and
ho sauntered out of the study, leaving
Montague silent and troubled,
}_Man*nguc kicked the door shut after
rinn.

Then he moved restlessly abont the
etudy, Pcter's plain, practical talk had
had an cffect on hum. It was meant
good-naturedly, too. Montapue could
sea that, But it was not whet Montague
wantad,

Mautagne was an imaginalive fellow,
and he had allowed his fancy to run wild.
Commeonplace existence did not satisfy
him; he wreatly preferred the highly-
colouredl world of ks fervid faney.
Mature had madae him a solcitor’s son, in
an ordinary suburban home, and given
him the name of Snoocks. Montapuc's
romantic soul aoared far beyond such sur-
roundings, Tle was n Crusading knight,
clad in armour, cutling down Saracens;
or he was Bertram de Cholmondeley,
straggling to retain his vightful title and
cstate; or he was a pallant sea-capiain,
tha last to leave the burning wrech—
largely according to the latest nove]l he
had read; and in the midst of these
dazeling visions it really was a liitle hard
to remember that actually he was
Snooke, the. son of Mr. Snooks, 1he
2urbiton solicitor,

“Oh, rotten!” mutlered Montague,
o stopped before the study glass awd
starcd at his reflection in it. ¥ Snooks!
Oh, gal ;

Montegue's lip ewrled  sardonically.
Montague's had lately been  readin
Byron, and, almost unconscigusly, he hia
begun to caitivate a savdonic eurl of the
lip, in the siyle of the (iaour and the
Corsair,

at Potor Todd,
oter slid off the

w

Thousands ere clamouring for “ THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL ""—

ITa roamed round the study again rest-
lossly.

Then he picked up the volume, which
had " De Bello Gallico ™ on the outside,
and “"The Strange SBecret of lleriram
Cholmondeley * inside,

He sat down o read again, and forgot
Feler Todd and Gureviriars and Surbiton
solicitora. Omnee tnore he was in his ole-
ment, far away from the commonplace.
Once more he was the missing heir fight-
ing for his rights against a wicked uncle,
and that wicked avuncular relative's
myrmidons. Then the book dropped on
his knees, and he leanod back and gazed
at the window dreamily,

Peter Todd had given him good advice.
Peter Todd had meant well, but he had
done Montegue no good at all,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Temple Knows !

i“§ "w ?’HERE'E ihe bookease ¥
L i'lh ?"‘
“The bookcase 17 said
MNugent, with a grin,
It was the following week, and the
three juniors were in Study No. 1, get-

ting ready for prep.

Montagne looked at Nugent in sur-
prise. FProbably he had forgotten the
incident of his f]rat day ot Greyinars by
that time.

In Montague's fanciful mind vision
succeaded vision at a great rate. - Fossi-
bly, by thiz time, he was the rightiul
Duke of Dunderland, or the last of the
Stuarts, and had forgotten that ha waa
the favourite nophew of Sir Fulke Pul-
tency, Baronet.

Nugent grinned and Wharton laughed.
Nothing more had been said in Study
Mo, 1 of the dread secret that Montague
had confided to the Famous Five, and
nothing more had been said of the new
bookease, The sceret of the birth of St
Leger-Snooks did not matter, but the
bookease did.

“When is it coming?"” asked Nugent.

“Coming ! stammered Montague,

“Yes, You haven't forgotten,
surely 1" ;

“(Give it a rest, Frank,” said Harry
Wharton, taking compassion on Mon-
tague’s evideni confusion.

‘Well, it’s nearly a fortnight now,”
said Frank Nugent, * High time that
the jolly old baronet weighed in with
that walnut bookeaze, if he means fo
weigh in at all” ; )

“I—I'1l write and remind him,* stam-
mered Montague.

“0Oh, do!" said Nugent.

And’ the subject was dropped as the
three jumiors seltled down to prep.
After prep Montague started writing o
letter. \ﬁarh‘m and Nugent exchanged
a glarfras o5 he laid on the table an
envelope addressed to Siv Fulke Dule
teney, at Rdgeumbe Towors, Wiltshire,

“One of you fellows might drop thaot
into the leiter-box, if you're going
down,” said Montogue, with diguity,

Wharton hesitated. .

His manners wera perhaps a lidlle more
polished than Peter Todd’s, and he dul
not care to speak so plainly to Montague,
But his opinion of the new Loy, by this
time, was very like Peler's

Yei he was puzeled. .

The letters to  the Willshive haronet
had been posied: be knew that beyond
a doubt. ﬁ fact, Moniague had taken
care that he ehoold know it beyond a
denbt.,  Tnless  the matter  was 0%
Montague staied, what ellfect would bo
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peodiesd on Sie Tulke by auch communi-
cattons—if, indecd, Bir E'"ulke had nny
existence outside Montague's 1magina-
tion?l Bat if there was no such baroset,.
and no such address, the letters should
linve boon roturned to the school through
the Dead Lefter Office. And cerlainly
they had not heen returned.

Wharton was perplexed, bat it was his
war to give a iellow the benelit of the
donbt, Ile hated to think of any fellow
a5 a reckless liar and braggart.

ST paost it bhe said at last,

And he left the study with Nugent,
the letter n his hand.,  The letior whs
duly dropped in the schonl box,

“It's jolly gueer!” Nugent remarked,
az they wnifén back to the 8chool ITouse,
“Plessed if T wnderstand the [ellow,
Harry! Iz thero really such a person at
all az Sir Fulke Pultency I

“Blessed if I know!"™ said Wharton,
“If there isn't, the letters ought to be
reeurned here,”

“That's so, DBut—*

“Oh, my hat'" cjaculated Whaeton
suddenly.

“Woll #

“The address!™  evelaimed Ilarcy.

FThe lettors ean't ba returned from the
Twad Tetter Office unless there's an
address inside, and you know Snoocks put
no address on them."

Nugent burst into o langh,

a, ha, ha! What a dodge! Oi
contay they conldn't!  ‘Those bhlessed
bolters are stacked up in the Dead Felter
Uffice all the time, then!”
l‘“‘tl'mﬂm did not laugh: be comprossed
115 HIPE,

. ‘i!-;ﬂ silly 251" he emd,  “ The spooi-
ing chump! Making foola of ua all the
titne ! Thot's why he gets us Lo post the
lelters—to show us the address. Why,
e miust be wrong in the head to play
rilly tricks liko this!™

*H jolly well speak Lo him about it 1™
evelaiined Nugent wrathfully,

The two juniors wenl up
agnin, and on the landing they moet Cectl
Reginald Temple of the Fourth Form.

“Lookin' for you chaps," said Temple.

“YWhat's ont”

“T'vo got somethin' lo fell you,” said
Tomple.  *You've got a sort of poliy
wroat in your study named Snooks

“What about Limi " asked Whartan.

“Lots! I think yon onght to warn
i Lo ﬂtﬂ‘r makin® a giddy ass of him-
e with his wnele the baronet,”™ saild
Temple, “Now, vou fellows know that
my father's 1 baronet, though 1 don'i
swank about it—"

“Lron't yout" ¢jaculalend Nuagent,

“No!" roared Cecil Beginald,

“Right-ho! My mistake, Gel on”

Temple frowned. Temple was a lofly
vouth, and he was a highly connected
vautl, and evidently e had heard of
Montague's claims fo dstinclion, ‘snd had
veen  offended  thereby, It was, In
Temple's apinion, cheek on the part of a
mere Spocks to make ool that he was in
any way on a par with a fellow like
'erple. Ulecll Regivald was, in point of
Gact, o hittle bit of a snob, though be was
nuife wneonseians of the fact, He was
auite annos-d by SBnooks’ “neck M oin
balting inte the haronelage.

“T's ol gammon!™ said  Temple.
“The felli w's n rank outzider, anc
ha<n'f any connections at all, in my
cpinion,  Anvhow, hie's not got an onela
a haronel.™

“Hewr do von know?™

“Preogol the * Peerage aal Baronet-
ween ' dne my sty answered Pample
lofvile, ® Ay anut gave i o me for A
mirtnday present. '

My only hat I said Wharlan,

{he slairs

H]
H
i

il
!

|

1]

* How dare you, sir,” thundered Sir Fulke Pultonsy, ** wrile me such

ridicutous letters snd sign yoursell my nephew ? Do

you dare to

assert that [ am related to you? "' * Nunno, sir,” faltered Snooks,

miserably.

(See Chapter 11.)

“Tactful old lady, your aunt!”
grinned Nugent. **Just the kind of
birthday present you like—what ¥V

“Well, 1've got it," said Temple,
Hand Uve lonked ont the name T'nlteney
in tho list of baronets. There's no suclh
name aa Bir Fulke Pulleney, of Edg-
cumbe Towers, Wilishire.™

“Phow!"

“And Um jolly well goin® to tell that
cheekey  onfsider  so!™ o eald  Templs.
“It's too thick ! Know whero he 157"

“We left him in the shaudsy." said
Nugent, laughing., “Come on!t"”

Ceeil Reginald Temple accompanicd
ihie ilwo juniors to Stady Moo L
Montague Willred Ruonks was {here.

He was deep in one of Lis favourite
novels, but he looked np as the juniors
camae in.

Y3pocfer '™ was Temple's groeding.

AMantague stared ot him.

“What's biting yon ?" he asked.

“You're a spoofor!™ eaid Temple
telilinrately, “T'vn bowled yon out,
There's no such baronet in the [ist as
S Falke Palteney 1™

“Oh! ejaculated Montapne,

A fair eateh!™ langhed Nugent.
“Owin oup, Bnooks, and don't play the
goak any more !

For g moment Meontagne's face wasz

utterly dismayed.  Obvignzly, he had
never  eanbemploted Lz protencions
heing put to thiz very cimplo  test,

’I'i"mplﬂ i\_'n.'F:i him with Infl'j.' confompt,
Y=o oeut b out, o qee ™ enid Temple
“1 don't know who yon are, or whern

you eame from; Il vou're a piddy

nobody, and brag don't suit you. Cub
it out!"™

Montague drew a deep, deep breath,
Wharton and Nugent were locking as
him, wondering how ho would take this.
‘Uhey werg surpriaed at the way he took
il. He made a stride towards Templo
and struck hun across the face with his
ppen hand,

Smack!

Temmple.  faken quite by sarprise,
stageered back, awd sat down on tho
study carpet with a hbump and 8 yello

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

The Fight in Siady No. 1!
ONTAGUE WILFRED
M SNOOKS stood looking down
o Temple, with flazhing eves,
Templo sat and Winked up at

him in astonishment,

“ By gald!" ejaculsted Temple at lnst,

“Youve insulted me!" said Mon-
tngue,
“Oh, deaw it nald ! osai) Wharion.

“If e name's not in the official li-t of
the baronctage, Snogks-—"

Y Perhaps there's a geeret aliout the
gitldy baronot’a bicth, ion!™ suggosted
Nugent humoronsly, " ls ha known—
temporarily=as Snooks, old bean?"

“ Prolably Temple has an old edition
of the ® Haronetage.' " sand Montagus
ealdly. *“Hir Fulke hnaz only lately come
into las tile "

Dk

You must not miss ¢ When Greek Meets Greek ! "' —our next highwayman story !
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Templa scrambled to his fect. e
jerked off his well-fitting jacket, threw
it on a chair, and pnabed back his euffs.

“ Come on, you spooiin’ ead ! he said.
“You took me unawares. Let's sce i f
you can do that againl™

“I'moready for you!™ zaid Montague
disdainfully.

Temple rushed at him,

“Tlere, hold on!™ exclaimed Nugent.

But they did not heed him. Temple,
burning with wrath and indignation,
was attacking hotly; and Montague was
fighting with plenty of courage. He
might bo a speofer, but he was no funk.
Templa was older and bigger,
Montaguo stood up to hum very gamely.

“Ealln, ?nallu, halle! “Prouble in the
happy family circle®” Bob  Cherry
losked in at the doorway. )

“1 szay, you fellows, they'ro lighting
in No. 11" howled Billy Bunier along
the Remove passage.

And thers was a rush to the spot,

Half a doren fellows erowded into the
study. A dezen more cramuned round
the doorway. All weire keen o see
Montaguo on tho warpath.

Montague had attracted a good deal
of attention in the Remove already;
but he had not shown up yet as a fight-

g-man, Now he was showing up un-
expectedly well

Wharton dragerd  ihe  study  table
asido to give iho combatanis roont

They fought furiously, trampling to and
fro.
“What's the
Johnuy DBull, .
“An argument sbout the jolly old
baronetage ¥ grinned Nugend,

row about?™  asked

“0h, my hat!”
“Go i, Sooeks!™ yelled  Vernon-
Bunith.

The sympathy of the Remove was
with their Form-fellow. Bot thera was
strict fair play for Temwple of the
Fourth.

The juniors kept back to give them
plenty of room, Peter Todd suggested
gloves, but the combatants were too ex-
cited to heed him.

There were no rounds and no gloves.
Tt was hammer-and-tongs [rom start to
fintsh. y .

Temple was not getting the best of it.

Temple rather fancied himself as a
hoxer; and Montague Wilired Enooks
did net, apparently, know very much

ghout that manly art.  Buet Snooks was [

going very strong.

In the oxcitement of the combat
Snooks was, in fact, no longer Snoocks;
his active imagination was at work
apain, He was not Snooks of the Lower
Fourth, fighting Temple of the Upper
Tourth; he was Bertram Cholmondeley.
fighting for his title and estates—and
he pitched into the hapless Temple as
if Temple had beon one of the wicked
myrmidons of Bertram’s wicked unele.
Snooks of the Remove might have
backed awax from punishment—but the
rightful Dleir of 8t Leger, never!
Snooks was going to show these fellows
that the Lighting blood of Bt Leger—
Cholmondeley-—ran  in  hia  vemns.

or
Heedless  of  hard  punishment, he
pressed  the attack on Temple, and

hammered him right and left.

“Py gad, Templc's geiting it hot!”
grinned Skinper. **Snooks iz positively
dangerons '

H 3 an down " sang out Wibley.

Temple went 1o the carpet with a
crasln

“Wow " gasped Temple,

H 8nooks wins 1™ -:'Emrt.ll:-.d Bob Cherry.

“The SBnooksfulness is  terrifict™
grinned Hurree Jamseet Ram Singh.

Lant «

Temple stagpered n

“flome on, you cad!” he gasped,

“Haven't you had enough?” rn.:’-h‘ﬁ-{l
Montague scornfully, “I'mm willing to
accept your apology, Temple,™

“Cateh me apologisia’ for showm' up
a prefendin’® cad I snapped Temple,
“ Comne on, you rotier] Ch, gad!”

Bnooks camnae on with a terrific vush,
Temple was knocked rvight and left, and
he went down again with a crash,

“How's that?” reared DBob Cherry.

“Out ] chuckled Ogilvy. .

Temple sat up dizzly. He dJdid not
gek up this time; he only =at, Hes was
aware that ho had had enough,

“Carry him home!"” grinned Bol-
ROVAD Iajar.

“{Food old Bnooks!"”

Harry Wharton gave the hapless
Temwple a hand,  Cewil  FReginald
staggorcd breathlessly to his feet. :

P done '™ ho gasped.  * The cad’s
too mnch for me. I own that,  All the
sapme, he's a spoolin’ hiar, and bis uncle
1’k a baronet 1™ : :

And with that Clecil Reginald Temple
totterad from the study, feeling a littla
sorry, porhaps, that he bad eomao up to
tho Remove passage to vindicate the
noble order of the bavonetage against
the pretentious claims of Snooks.

Montague mopped his nose, which
was streaming red, with his handker-
chief. e blinked at the juniors from
hali-closed cyes,

Most of the Remove

Fitning. They wero

movite “whop® a Iou
fellow—especially the lofty Temple.
thara were few who doubted that
Tomple had stated the facts.  QMon-
tague's airy pretencea weve set down
at their true valud by thizs tune in the
Lower Fourth,

“Vou'd bettor go and bathe your eyes,
Snocks,” eaid Wharton.

“1 licked him,” said Montague. “I'll
lick anybody who doubts my word.”

“ Phew ! :

“That's a big order,” grinned Peter
Todd. “Are you going through the
Remove and tha Fourth, from cond to
end, licking all the leti”

" Ha, ba, ha!t

‘Come on!" exclaimed Moutague,
making for the humorous Peter. ]

“Dear man, vou'd fall down dead if
I hit you,” zaid Toeddy, “I'm net made
of putty hike Temple, Kecp that
an?'(:mua nobleman off, you fellows!

i Iﬂ's hﬂ-, 1

fellows were
lad to see &
ourth Form
Dut

ha!

There was a roar of laughtor from
the crowd of Removites. VWharton and
Mugent took hold of Montaygue, and
walked him away to a hathuoom, to
batho hia damaged face, which needed 1t
badly.

Andes for somo days afterwards both
Temple of the Fourth, and Snooks of the
BRemove, had cause to remember fhat
terrific encounder in Study No, 1—both
of them being considerably damaged.

Er———ra

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Wibley's Wheeze I

P CVE got it
ibley of the Remove made
that announcement, in  Sindy

Neo. 1, about a week after the

fight in that celebrated apartment.
Yharton and Nugent were at tea when
Wibley came in; but Montague was
absent. He was at tea In another stady
—Mo, 4. Vernon-Smith had asked him,
for the pleasura of hearning him talk.
It entertained the sardonic Dounder to
“draw ' Montagpue, and listen to  his

Worth 6s. of anybody’s money—“ THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL " !

fancitiud  narvalives, growing wore and
mere favcilul with enconragenent,

The Bounder had wagered fwo lo one,
in deughouls, that by a htle judicious
eneotyagement, Monlague could  be
made to clatm kinship with the bload-
roval. Bo now he was leading him on, in
Study No. 4, ta the secret entertain-
ment of several other guests, whe fomnd
it hard Lo keep grave faces whils Smithy
drew on Montague frem one  absund
exprgpgeration ia anolher.

Wharion and Nugent wore not sorey to
lose Montague's company. They did not
dislize their new study-mate, ad lhey
found same good qualitios in him,  Ha
was good-natured, obliging. and he liad
pluck. But they were quite fived in
their belief, by this time, that he was
tan arrant humbug, and would fullow ihe
latest lTancy that came into s flighty
head, with a ruthless disregard for the
facts. 'That kind of thing got on tho
nerves of a serious fellow Like Wharton ;
and Nugent, who was mord tolerdnt,
found that e was scon “fed " with it.

Wharton poinded to & choir, and
F-’Illiﬂm Wibley sat down and joinad in
Lt

Y Wo more gilddy impersonafions,™ sl
Wharton. T helieve Quelchy ::m?llml
a rat that time,”

“Just what [ was thinking of—"

“Then eut it out "

“Oh, 1I'm done with Quelchy ! said
Wibley, with a pgrin. ‘oo jolly
dangerous, DBut it’s nut very rvisky im-
personating & chap who don't exist.”

(1] Il;h I"f

ic “rllﬂ..t-?“

"What price me as a baronet? asked
Wibloy.

“A—a baronet! What baronet 1
“Eie Fulke Pnll,m%v."
Nugent  slared ot

Wharlen  and
Wiliam Wibley.  They did not eateh
G,

“I don't quite follow,” said the cap-
tain of the Hemove.,  “Thore 1sn't such a
person as Sir Fotke Pulteney, Tt was
anly Snoovks' silly gag 1™

“T fancy all the Lower 8chool knows
thal,” said Wibleg. “But that makes it
all the casier. Anybody can make up
as an tmaginary character.  Flripstance,
if a johuny calling himsell 2Bir Folka
Pulteney  dropped o at Greylrieres,
Snooks  wonldn't  know  he  wasu't
genuine, would he¥*

"1 auppose not.”

“Well, that’a it gaid Willdoy, whosa
ayes wern  shining  with  enthusiaam.
“That's my wheeze! T coan play the
part on my héad! Tve got the things,
too—ncarly all T shall wanl, Of course,
I'm not =i :n}ﬁy thinking of showing off
what T can do in il make-up line

“Oh, not at all ¥ soled Wharton,

“T'm soaply thinking of doing that
erass wliot, Snocks. a good turn,” ox-
Aained Wibley, “1e'a not o bad vlap,

believe, in his way."

“In hiz way,” assented Wharlon,

“He's vead a lot of =illy novely, amd
got them on the bramn,™ said Wilsdey,
“He heops on talking out of his hat, anld
he can't chuck it somohow, ovon when
he can zen ithat follows Jdon't helieve n
word of it. Making o general ass of
himsell, you know. Some fellows think
he can’'t be quite right in the opper
crust, you know, letting his silly faney
rap zway with him like that. Anyhow,

he's making  lumself  ridienlous. Tt
would do him good to bring him np
sharp.”’

“Very ]ikﬂt;.l', RBut—"

AV, you've eeen me miake up., T

don't want 1o brag, bt L faney (heve
(TContinded on page 17}

Watoh the Chat for treats to come !
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Wil Ris Leari full of bitterness against Siv Mostyn Frayme, gamester and rogne, wha, in one siroke, has robbed him
of a brother and the house ond lands wwhich kad been the properiy of the Langleys for generations past, Mel:
Langley tuwrns Mgkicaymen. With g price an his head he roams the counfryside, seeking kis livelikood behind o

yash ond a broce of pisfols,

Ciay

This Week:
THE FIRST CHAPTER.
At the Sign of the Three Tuns !

[ 11 ANDLORD,"” said the apothe-
cary, a3 Host Brickell returned
to the tap-room, "“a word in
Your ear.” g

“Siep wnta the parlour, doclor,” said

Brickell.  “*'Tis quicter there, Now,

then, we are by ourselves."

“Do you koow who that was—the
young horeenian to whom you took the
jack of ale®"

“Do I nott” replied the landlord, with
a grin. *“It's Galloping Dick, the lngh-
wayman, of course. He's made the
Milton district too hot to hold him for
g bit, 50 he's come over here.”

“Hu ! said the apﬂthccnrih “So you
do kriow him? And do you knaw there’s
a reward of five hundred guineas for
him7

""¥es, I know that, too.”

“Have you seen him often?”

“Bure enough. He has come back for
& jack of my home-brewed at four o'olock
every - day for a week., And so hs will
while he stays in the district, There's
no ale hiké mine, an® he don’t care for
man or devil, don't Galloping Dick
Langley, He'd ride into the Lord Chief
Justice's house and enll for o flagon of
wine, for fwo pina!™

“0ddz bodkine, man, do you mean fo
ga¥ ho eomos here regularly, and you
have made no attempt to eatch him,
knowing who he is?  Are you so rich
fhat Gve hundred guineass are not waorth
tha earning?"

The latdlord pulled a wry fnce.

¥Yeu don’t know Galloping Dick,
doctar. There's queer tales ahout o
fthose who have tried to ecatch him.
INever -a one yet but came to grief, I
believe he's Old Wick himself 1"

“The rascal stepped me in the wood
an hour ago,” said the apothecary, “and
lifted & fat puivse from mo.”

“Faith,” thought the landlord, ““he's

360 PAGES!
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the first man that's ever got a farthing
ont o you, then!™

But he did not say it alound; and,
knowing Dick’s ways, he did not believe
the young highwayman had rohbed the
apothecary, even if he had met him.

“Twenty good guineas!” said the man.
“Put that's nothing, I shall be four
hundred and eighty ta tho good before
I'ro done with him, Nay, not so much
az that, for I must have help, and the
helpers will want their share, I suppose.
I can't do it alone. Landlord, you shall
join me in this wenture 1"

T Not I, sir!” said Brickell, with a

scared face. I don't fancy it 1"

“Tut, man! Burely you're nob one of
those fools who let themselves lack five
hundred quineas just beeause thie high-
wayman has befriended them."

The landlord’s small, red ayes winked
cunningly.

“Not 11 he seid. “'Tia true Gallop-
mg Dick's done me a good turn or two,
but I'd -earn the reward i I saw my
way, Only it ean’t he, dene, dector, &0
ho mora about it. Tt would end in our
being poorer than before, an' bem® left
in poodness knows what plight, an' no
five hundred guineas, aflter alll"

“I can do it," said the a_[rmthev:nr}r.
“Aud I will, if you'll join me.

“Sharper men than us bave failed,”
said Brickell “No offence to wvou,
doctor! They wished they'd left him
alona 1™

“Reoanse they tried force,” said the
apothecary. * And he’s too brisk a rogue
to be caught by gun or pistol. That's
hiz trade. Dol this iz mine "—he tapped
the black wallet he carried—*"and I can
beat him at it.”

The landlord stared as the apothecary,
after a glance at the window and the
door, drew forth a small Llue bottle.

“Deo vou see this? he said. * Put but
3 thimbleful of it in that jack of alo he
comes here for to-morraw afternoon, and
half an hour afterwards he'll be past
doing harm to you or me.”

“ THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL"—NOW ON SALE!

HORSEMAN!

“What, dead? ejacolated the land-

lord.

*“ Mo, man, hooussed! He'll roll off
his horse, and for at least an hour he'll
sleep like the dead, and nothing will
wake him 1"

“AvI™ gaid the landlord, leaning fors
ward eagerly. “Teea! And how gre we
te get hold of him?”

“We must follow him at a distance
when he ¥ides away,” said the apothe-
cary, hiz greedy eyes gleaoting; “and
when the drug haz peted we must take
him and bind him securely. In caso he
i3 not overcome entirely—for he 13 &
strong youngster—we will have one or
twa brisk fellows to help. Tt is not
necogsary, bot we shall bo on the safe
side, ™

T do at,” sanld the Jandlond, with an
impracation.,

“I will join sou here to-morrew before
four,"” esid the apothecars, “and by five
g'clﬁck Galloping Dick will be in our

ands, "’

e —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Drugged Tankard !

v IXTY.-THREE, sixty-four, sixty-
five!" counted Dick, dropping
the guineas back one by one into
the large lemthern purse that ho

had taken from a portly jute merchant
on the road over the down the night
bofore. “*A goodly pursec. Thirty
shall go to tho cottagers at Braycomba
village, for the small-pox has smitten the
rlaco sorely, and there are widows and
childron thers without bread-earmers to
feed them,"

He slipped the purse into the pouch on
the left ‘{’;ap of ﬁia saddle an:‘! barrred
Kitty down the road.

“1t would hurt the merchant Johnson
more than the loss of his guineas to know
they had gone to the poor!” chuckled
Dick. "It i5 his boast that he has never
vet given to charity, for he holds that
the poor are a curse, and Lhat the

360 PAGES |
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emallpox is to be thanked for earrying
them off."

Dick's face dorkened for 3 moment.

“I will quit this neighbourhood,” he
gaid, I am home-sick for. Milton again,
and the heather of Blackwold Heath, The
men here are knaves, I would not trust
& man of them—not even those I have
helped with meoney., Lucky for me, I
need trust ne one, save Kitty, and my
good sword and piskols, owd die
sconcr than szee nie wronged, wouldn't
you, old lady? And I'd be hanged b
the feot zooner than any harm shoul
rome to you. Come, I'll go to Host
Brickell's for a lazt jack of his home-
brewed, and lo-morrow we'll go back
to our own district.™

He . trotted smarily down ihe hilk,
furned at the cross-roade, end palled up
at the door of the Thires Tuns.

“"LCome, mine host ' he eried, ““Hring
my jack of home-Lrowed, and guickly.
It iz for the last time.”

The landlord was a little longer than
useal in bringing out the tankard, but
at last he came, smirking and bowing.

““What, going to leave us, sir?” he
said. * That is dﬁ:::rrs news.'’

“Ay, I've had enough of your district,
end 1 dishke the bréed of the men that
liva in it "

“Why, sir,” zaid ihe landiord, with a
sigh, “they are . knavish erew, no
tlonbt, I would there wero more men
a3 honest as myself hereabouts. Dut if
you are leaving wus, sir, will you not
enter and take your edse for on hour
before yon johrmey onf” i .

il “_i

“Nay,"” smd Dick shortly.
not."

“ How, sir,” said Brickell-in & su1prized
and burk veice; “do you not trust me?™

Dick looked at the man’s small, vedd,
avaricicus eyes and slack mouth, and
smiled grimly.

“Joe Brickell,” le said, "I would not
trust you the length of three barleyeorns,
Give mo the tankard.”

He drained it to the bottom, uncon-
seious of a lean, dark face that was watch-

one of the inn windows. Then he tossed
a guinea i1 the pot and handed it back

to Brickell,

~ “Good-bye, landlord!” he ssaid.
"Yﬂ?r ale is the only honest thing about
yout

Heo touched Kitty with his heel, and
with a grim nod to Brickell, trotted
away down the read. Soon he slowed
down to g walk, for the sun was still
ot overhead, and thers was no need for
haste. To escaps the oppressive heat,
Dick, turned aside from the road when
he reached Bareombe Woods, and rode
at a foot pace through the leafy glades.

strange, overpowering  sense of
drowsiness erept over him, and seemed
to obscure his sight. He fought against
if. but it grew rapidly,

“Whut makes me so sleepy?” he
muttered, “I1 restad well Jast night
(ddd’s fish! T feel as if T hed not zlept
for a week,"”

He nodded as he rode, and made a
desperate qffort to rouse himself, It was
in vain—the dru ale was doing its
work too well. At last his head sank on
his breast, his lnbs became limp and

werless, and he rolled helpleisly ont
of the saddle, and lay unconseious on the
greentward benoath the trees,

Kitty stood over her master with
wondering eyes, and sniffed at him in
pitg- and distress. She whinnied softly,
and after frying to rouse him for some
time, suddenly trotted away through the
serub,

The mare had hardly departed when
Joe Brickell and the black-coated apothe-
cary, with two ill-looking rascals behind
them, burst into the glade, and fung
themselvea on the senseless igure of the
young highwayman.

“AL last!” eried the apothecary, T
fonred he had ocutridden us ° Bind him
fast, men! . Thers is no saying when ha
will overcome the drug, for he iz a

.-?;fgf '

ipg him through the dimmond panis of T

* Look out ! ** screamed Joe Brickell

ll. **The mare ! ' Black Kitty glared for

one moment at her master’s eaplors, bared her teeth and then rushed forward,

. Brickell tried to elub the animal beiween the eyes, but she turned

on him and sirack out with her fore hoofs, sending him erashing fo the ground.
{See Chapter 2.}

e

i !

What do you think of these Highwayman yarns, chums ?

strong young rogue, and in the pink of
]maltﬁ. :’FIIE %'“_"gﬁm;] adorn the g;':lnl!mv.v,-
and then there will be a prefty dish of
guineas to divide.”

“What shall we do with him?™* szid
Brickell, . * Bind Lim and carry him into
Clewbngy "

“Nay, 'tis too long a jobh. He may
have friends whe would try to reseno
him on the way if we try to carry him
along the roads, Bind him to yonder
tree, amd let one of you go th Clew-
bury for a sheriff's officer and half &
doson  eonitables, then we shall be
socure, Take care! He 13 eonung to
already 1

Dick awole, with throbling temples
and dazad eyes, to find himgelf in the

vipg of his captors. The effvetz of the
ﬁrug wars rapidly passing from his
brain, Lt he was still weak, and conld
make little resistance, "They bound him
i3 the treetrunk, pulling the ropes
erielly tight,

“There, you dog!" zanl the apothe-
cary, striking himr heavily across the
faco., " That is for stopping me on the
bread highway and——"

- Y Look out!” screamed Joo Brickell.
“The mare !

Black Kiity, reappearing suddenly on
tho edgo of the glade, glured: for one
inctant at hey master’s captors. Her in-
telligent eyes scemodl to take in the
situation et a glance, Then, seeing the
apothecary sirike Dick, she rushed
farwnrd with a squeal of rage.

One of the two followars wore howled
over like a shot rabbit by the mare's
ruzh, and landed in a thorh-bush.
Brickell, brandishing a heavy staff, tried
to clab the mare between the eyes; but
she turned on him lke a demcon, and
striking. ont with tevrible foree with her
fore hoofs canght him fnll in-the elwest,
He wont down like a log, ond lay
motionless,

Seeing the apothecary seutiling aff as
fast as he could, Kitty belled after him,
caught the slack of his breeches with her
teeth, and swang him off his feet, He
uttered a tervified shriek, and the angry
mare shook him like a rvab, Ll Daek’s
rippling whistle canght her car, :

“Bring him here, Kit!" eried Dick.
who ~was now wide awake again, and
strupgling in bis bonds-agpainst the tree-
trunk, *Grandly done, old giet!”

The beautifnl mare galloped baclk o
the tree, still holding the apothecary,
gave him a final shake, dropped him
ab Dhck's feet, and stood over him with
baved teeth, .

N aw, yoru eowardly poizoner.” erial
Dick, “get up and et me loose, or the
mare shall pound the breath ant of youy
!J"]"Ijr I!l‘.'

“ I will—I will {" shreked the wreteh.
a1l her off, and I will do apything 1"
“ Lot him get up, Kitty 1" said Dick.
The mare drew back a poce. wateh-
ing the apothecary narrewly with flat-
tenedd ears as hé vose shakily. Wih
trembling fingors he cgﬂnmi g swiall pen-
knife and cut Dick’s honds.  The yonng
highwayinan stepped away from  the

trea, free!

With a grim face he turned o the
apothecary.,  The wretclied creative
collapsed “on the grass, and lay there
with ashen cheaks, f.mmiuimg ke o leaf,

Yo have had vour lessem, I think,™
said Ik, torning contemplucualy awny.
“Now get back to your bottles, and if
you don't make a better usa of them
than voi did to-day, it will bo long
bhefore yon earn five hundred goineas,

Clomne, Kitt"

A full-of-thrills story—our next yarn featuring Galoping Dick !
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And patting the mare on the neck,
Divk  sprang inta  the saddle  and
cantered away Uhrough the woods.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Whita Rider !

T was an hour later, and Galloping
Diick waa holding wp a portly mer-
chant. :

“Come, sir! You are not the
man to prefer a bullet to parting with
vour noney 1"

The man, who, with a glum vieags,
was facing Galloping Dick's pistel, mut-
tered somwthing under his breath, and
reached for his purse,

“l care not for a bullet!” he
grumbled. “If I' am to be held up on
tha highway by every Tnight-rider, T
would as” soon lose my bload as my
E'ﬂ'!ij-"

o I have heard,” said Dick. ““And
MNCe  Fou have never been known to
give atther away, I have & mind to ease
you of both. Eeod, I could olip off
that large ecar of yours with a pistol-
hall from here, without touching thae
shull, T dare wager, Hold sieady, siv
amd vou will take no other hurg!™

“Nay, nay!” bawled tha mearchant,
i a terribla fright, thinking Dick was
i earnest. Do not five, sir, | beg
you. I am getling my purse out with
ull speed, but I am plaguily fat, ond it
i3 no easy matter,”

“Be pleased to hurry, then,” said
Diek, l:::&hing hugely at the man's
Fright, watching  him  struggle to
Liaul his purse from the pockot of. his
tight breeches. “Man alive, do not
pull such & face over 6! Yoo have
never given to the poor in vour life.. so
let it esse you to know that the half of
somr fat purse will ho given to those
who need it !

“The poor!” snarled the mervchant,
az he hamled the purse to Dick, with
# wry face, A corse on the poor!
Ah, what's that "

A ery rang throwgh the stillness pf
the might, a seream so awiul and so full
of horror that the merchant turned as
white as ashes, and cven TDhick  was
stariled, TH was like the wall of a man
dying in morial terror,

Dick and the merchant sat motion-
lozz on their horsea during the pauee
of dead silence that followed the ery,
anmd the young highwayman felt Hitty,
his  splendid  black mare, trembling
hightly wnder him.  Then came  the
uitick dromming of a horse’s hoofs on
thir road,

Something swept. bhehind Dick amd the
man .at a ferious gallop, and was away
ol the corner before either could sce
what it was. IDick wheeled round
shaerply. The seame instant the fat mor-
chant clapped spurs to his hack with a
berrdiod seromm,

A4 #

he
I am

Fhe  SBkeleton Horseman I
shvpekexd. " The White Rider!
a lead man !

He was away in a whirl of clattering
hoofs, ridiug as if a fiend was in pursuit,

pud galloped furiously off down  the
vowd,  leaving  Thek  astooished and
ORIV ITES

“What on earih frightened our fat
Froend 503" he saud to Kitly, putiing
the mare to the trot. * Why, you're
swoating awd trembling as  though =
thunderstorm were over us, old lady!

The greatest ever! 15

' DAMPING HIS ARDOUR! I

** Ha, you villain,”” cried Dick, * So

I have found you out! 1 saw you

t some vile drug in this water.

@ that I " He dashed the bucket

of water inlo the man's face. (Jee
Chapter 4.)

That was a terrvible ery I heard. Tet's
sea if we can find out what it was™

Ho rode along the bridle-path that fed
through the pine-copses on  the high
and bleak Black Downs, scarching
where he thought the ery had: come
from. Ile fournl mothing. But it was
within half an hour of the dawn, and
when the swmmer sun- began to vise,
Dick saw n prone form lying in the
bracken by the roadside, and jumped
hastily down from his horse.

Strong  as  his nerves wore,  Dick
uttered an exclamation of horror, The
man he had found—a respectably-

dressed {rader by appearance—was dead,
but no wound or sign of injury could
bo seon. ] )

On his face, as i stamped thore rlurm.;i
his last moments, was a look of awiu
and unecarthly terror.

“It was he who gave that ery,” mut-
tered Dick. *“Poor fellow, what can
have killed him? I gee no wound., In
any casc, he shall not lie there, 1 will
ride to Sam Nethercoats, and have him
taken to a house till something is known
of his fate”

Outlaw oz he was, Dick always had a

soflt place in his heart for the btroubdes
of others, and he did not chooso that the
body sheuld lie unheeded. No deubt
there wera thosa whe watched for the
dead man, Dick rode to a little hamlat
where lived several shepherds and
countrymen he hdd lately befriended,
roused them out, and led them te the
body.

“Av."” said one of them, as soon as he
aaw tiﬁ dead man's face, “he's seen the
White Rider, poor fellow, that's what
he've done !

“That's it,” =said the others gravely.
“Thaore's many thuat journeys over Black
Down at dark o' the moon, and ever,
now and agin one pays for it
wouldn't, not for ten thousand guiness !

“What do von mean?’ said Dick.
“What iz the White Rider ¥

“I pray vou maoy never meet him,
meester,” said the first spesker, “for
you he a good friend to we. 'This down
13 an acenrsed place ! The White Rider
is no rider from this world. 'Tia a
white skeleton that rides & black horse,
an’ of them that sees it few lives to tell

the tale, The down is haunted, 1 tells
ou.”

“Pish!"  said Dick. " Nonsense,
man

LR

*“It's the living truth, sir,” said the
man soberly,

“Who ‘iz this poor fellow?" asked
Dich,

'z Meester Jonathan Gibbs, o well-
to-do linen-draper of Walford,” replied
one. *Ah, his gowd watch is gone !

“Tuarn out hs pockels eaid Dick,
Ao thers 13 no purse, aither !

“‘Bome rogue ha' found him an’
robhed him,” szaid the men. “We'll
take him home, Master Dick, an' let his
iriends konow what's happened. IHeaven
sava the man that meels the White
Rider I

Is your pal reading this fine series of complete stories ?
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
At Close Quarters |

6 OW, what does this mean?®"
gatd Dick to himself when
the men had taken the victim
awany. 2

He rode down io the turnpike-way,
below the downs, pﬂndeﬂﬂg deepl{;

“What can have scared the linen-
draper to death, and why was my fat
merchant so terrified?! Ecod, does the
whole neighbourhood believe thiz old
woman's tale about a skeleton horse-
man? Likely enough, some stray horse-
man came by, and the poor linen-draper
frightened himself to death over ik
They have shocking nerves, these fat
1:itq.1;!£j dwellers!”

itty sucddenly shook her ears.

“And you were scared, too, old lady,
i didn't see what came past Lehlnd me
when the merchant bolted, Can it have
been anything? Dy the way, how came
the linan-dtaimr'a pockets to be ran-
sacked? I will swear no man found him
before I did. Piok me, if 1 don't keep
watch on Black Down to-night, and see
if the Bkeleton Horseman will ride out
and cross weapons with me.”

With this resolve in his mind, Dick
took & fmd rest dur;g% the day in the
heart of the greenwoods, sallying out at
dusk to dine at an inn. The thought
af the apectre did not affect his appetite,
and he made & sumptuous meal.

“Now, Kitty,"” he szaid, as he trotted
off to Black Down, jost as the half-moon
was beginning to rise above the irees,
“wa will ‘try conclusions with this
spectre, to meet whom is death! I
suspect it will turn out a merry edven-
ture, after ali.'

Hea reached the high, bare heath, with
1ts I:-Iim‘:l: of dark pines and undEr%mwt.h
on the prest, through which the bridle-
road to Walford ran, and was soon at
the spot where he had stopped the
merchant.

The bridle-path was barely a mile
long, on the hogged back of the down,
winding in and out smong the pines.
Eeoeping & sharp look-out, flic‘k rode ot
a slow pace up and down the road for
an hour or more.

othing was to be seen or heard zave
the flit of the nightjar's wings and the
hooting of the owls., No waﬁgrer oame
along, and hour [ollbwed hour as the
night crept on,

"Odd's bload ! muttered Diek, *It
seams to me I am wasting btime on a
fool's errand ! It would be more profit-
able fo patrol a highway where rich
wayfarers aré to be stopped, or else push
on upon iny journey to Milton.”

. e pulled up suddenly and stood star-
ing Emn% the path,

‘The Bkeleton Rider ! he muttered.
Then it was no lie after alll e is
out upon his nightly ride I

It was & grisly sight that met his gaze.
Down the path loomed the horrible
spectre the cottagers had described. A
coal black horse was stepping noiselessly
along, and on its back, croct as a dari,
sat a tall, white skeleton, the bridle-
reins held in its jointed fingers,

e hollow eye-zockets and grinning
teeth, lit by the ]i le moonlight, seemed
to glnm at Dick, and he felt Kitty
gently guivering between his  knees,
while her ears were cocked forward
and her nostril: gaping wide. Even
Dick was startled for o moment, bat he
felt no fear of the unearthiy thing, and
he whipped his two pistols from their
holsters,

“Come on, Sir Hobgaoblin I he cried,
wrging Kitty forward, " Be you man or

devil I know not, but a bullet will soon
prove you

Dick heard the whistle of » riding-
whlg, and the coal black horse, throwing
up i1tz head, galloped straight at him,
apurred onward by its grisly rider. Like
o whirlwind the spectre rode down upen
Dick, its aﬁes glowing with pale light
and its Heshless jaws rattling.

Dick waited till it was within ten
yards, and then raizsing his pistols, Gred
all four barrels straight into the spectre’s
baoﬁ It seemed to wave its white arms
mockingly in answer, and EKitty leaped
aside and reared up in terror as it swept
past, wilth no sign of hurt, and vanished
round the bend.

“Heaven and carth " said Dick, and
he wheeled and galloped in pursuit.
“Was it in truth a phantom, after all?
I touvk it for some knave playing a trick
on me,” muttered Dick; * but the pistol-
hpl!lsﬂpaaaed through it as though it were
air !

For another hour he rode through the
woods, but the spectre did not show
itself again, and Dick rode away,
wondering greatly.

THE FIFTH CHAPFTER.
Lald Low !

Ll ERE'S a fine morning, my
gm& man! Can you let me
ave 8 pail of water for my

. mare I

Dick, somewhat wearied after his lon
mght on Black Dewn, and disuGurag'eﬁ
at having failed to solve the mystery of
the White Rider, pulled up an lour
efter sunrise outside & comfortable-look-
ing cottage. In the yard of the cottage
a man was carcfully grooming and
tending o horse.

Dick wondered for a moment, as he
stopped, how the men came foc own
such & good-locking Least, for it was a
belter animal than most cottamers
owned—a black gelding, with. a white
blaze on ifs forehead, and white feet.

The man looked up as Dick spoke, a
surly-looking, lean-limbed rascal, with
ernnming eyes, He peered sharply at
E[hn-k, and an ugly look grew over his
i i L

The man was evidently about to
refose, when he cheecked himszelf,

i “Ay.” he pgrunted, turning away,
you shall have the water "

He went round to the back of his
house. Dick, whom the man's manner
had made suspicious, waited a moment,
and then rode on a few wvards, till he
could sea round the cottage. The surly
man _had drawn a pail of water, and
Dick saw him empty the contents of a
paper infe it,  Then the pail was
brought round.

“Give it me!” said Dick, jumping
down. “No one waters Kitty but my-
solf. But, odd's fish, man, that horse
of yours iz az parched a3 s pea! He
shall have some first!"?

“MNay!" cried the man, springing for-
ward, a3 Dick pretended to he about to
give the black horse & drink. ““Thal
he shall not !

“Ha, you villain!" eried Dick., * 5o
I have found vot out! T zaw you nut
some vile drug into this water! Take
that, and that. and that !”

He dazhed the bucket into the man’s
face. and laid his riding-whip across the
man's shoulders till the knave Hed in-
dosra, howling.

Dick stepped across to ithe black horse
with the white star, examined him.
patted his neck, and then mounted
Bttty and rode on.

“ Odds bload ™ he said. 1 helieve
I've learned what I needed. T saw what

the rogue wos about before T canie upi
now I'm sure of it! Anyway, I'l put
it to the proof to-might, Kitty, and the
spectre sha'n't beatb us if I can help it 1™

He rested well that da{, after tending
Kitty and breaking his fast; and when
night fell, pfter o plenteous repozt, the
rizing moon saw Dlick once more among
the pine-trees of Block Down.

But he did not ride up and Jdown the
paths, Instead, he dismounted, ond led
E{Etti{: into the thickest part of the
brushwond, from which he had a close
view of the road.

At last, looming round the bend of
the road, came once more the grim
spectre—the Skeloton  Horseman—on
hiz nightly ride. The reins were held
in ene oaw-like Dand, and the ?Q.lﬂ

wiutse

moonlight shone  between  his
tihs.
“Ha, my friend,” mnuttered Dick,

“you are proof against piztol-bullets,
}:ut ”I;-think I've hit on your sceret at
azg!

Precently the sound of a horse's hoofs,
frotting swartly, broke the silence. The
White Rider drew noiselessly asido
among the pines.

Round the corner came a traveller—
a rheery, porily farmer on &8 hay nag--
ovidonily returning from a long journey
to a distant mmarket, Just az ne
approached its hiding-place. there was
the whistle of & riding-whip, and the
Mﬂfk horse and its grisly rider Ieaped
ol

A wild, hearse ery of terror broke
from the farmer's lips. Hies nag, fright-
ened out of its wits, bounded intc’ the
air, throwing him heavily, 5o that he
Iay senseless, amd then bolied. Out
from the pines darted the dark shadow
Dick had seen before, and stooped over
the prostrate form, while the White
Rider sat motionless on itz horse.

Oui from the thicket bounded Thek.
In 2 moment he was alongzide the
spectre, seized the prim, black horse by
the bridle, and dealt the figure that was
bending over the fallen farmer o cnff
that sent it reeling.

“530 'tis you, my friend ! said Dick:
“T thought 1 had hit on #!"

The dark form recovered itself and
gprang forward. It was the surly-
faced man who had refused Dick water
it the morning, and he whipped out a
knife and sprang ab the young highway-
man., He was met wilh o blow from
the buft of a horze-pistol that laid him
helpless on the turf.

wk turned from lLim to the pros-
trate farmer, whose pockers hml been
rifled by the knave. He was just

coming to his scn=es, and zal up in &
damaged fashion, pazsing hiz hand over
his eves, ] ]

“ Steady, Master Farmer,” sald Dick,
as he saw the man glanee at the specire
again, and shrink, “IHHave no fear!
The ghost i1z laid 17

“Zounds 1" sald the farmer in amaza-
reent.  * What docz it all mean, sic?”

Dick reached up, and, with a powerful
wrench, tore the grim skeleton from its
place. It was wired fopether, and
firmly held up by an iron rod that fitted
inba the zaddle,

“Te means,” sand  Dick, “that this
knave on the grass has turned to profit
the legend of the Skeleton Horseman of
Black Down, and has made this bogey
to frighton fravellera out of their wits,
an that he may rob them in  =zafebr.
The rascal skolks in the wood. and the
horse is trained to obey his signals, and
ride at travellers with the skelelon on
itz back."

(Continned ¢n page 20, eel. 3)
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MONTAGUE THE MYSTERIOUS!

{Continged from page 12.)
)

L E st S e - ST T

are precions few actors on tne Tondon
stage who conld Leat me in that Hne—if
any."

Wharton and Nugent grinned, There
was no donhbt that Willinm Wibley was
a retaerkably clever actor; and still less
daubt that :i'm had o rvemarkably high
opinien of his own abilities,

“1I'm going to get a few more things,™
went an Wibley, “and then you'll see
the jully old baronet drop in at Grey
friars, Now, Snooks hisks there isn't
sk o barcnet as Bir Fuolbe _'l"u'[mim;,',
T !H"Z “’“Hi(]]'l.t- hl]"l'"l 'II."i-'['L! tilf" THWRE 1N
his silly swanking. What will he fesl
like when Sir Fulke turns up, as large
wa life, and guite real i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Asking what the doore he meaus by
writing  those  letters to ldm %' sakl
Wibley, " All the Hemave knows aliont
the letters; Bunter posted one of them,
vou know, and Specks lias told fellows,
too, 1o kecpa on telling fellows things
as tead soerets, Nlaszeed [ think
ih‘l"l'i":‘{ H lf_'llﬂ.]] _iﬂ t}_ll"' Rt'll!f?\'i'} 'I.'l'!‘lﬂ E"II"|1'
heoping at least one decp, dead seevcl for
Snaokzs, Has he lold you the seoret of
lies burth yet?"”

Whartan jumped.

“Has he {old you? ke exclaimed.

“Certainly ! Tt seeina that he was
foumt in a bhasket &t the door of .Mr
Snooks, the solicitor, years ago. with a
tefter mnd & bundle of banknofes, aoud
no end of that stoff,” said Wibley,
“Now, o Fellow who spins yarns Hka that
anght to he stopped somehow.,”

“That isn't the yaer as we heard 117
prinned MNugent, " IHd he t2ll you any-
thing about a wicked vwnelg?”

“Naoz it was a Corsican vendetta,”

“Oh, my hat!™

“And Bkimmer says he's bad a yan
from Baooks,” eontinned Wikley, ** Ho's
the last genuine representative. accord
ing to  that yarn, of the Stuart
family—""

“Lireat pipt”

“Arcd ho's sart of hudden vmder the
name of Buocks, so that the partisans—
that’s Bnooks’ word—the partisans of the
Stuarts can't sheve him forward to elain
tha throne——""

“Ila, ha, ha!”

The chums of the Remeve shricked,

WNow, an Llied Like ihat ought 1o be
rescued  from s own fatheadedness, ™
aglel Wibley, T know the way, amd vou
fellons are going {0 help. Beo? What
will he feel like when a respectable old
gent, answering fe the name of Sir
Fulke P'olicney, drops b o see him, amd
axles T o oexplain i

“"Thew ! T zhould think he would foel
like =inking through the fHoor,”™ said
Earry.

“Oh bolting:
chuckled Nugent.

“Like the idea® asked Wildoy,

“Toppmg—if you canw work i0F”

ST Wibley soiffed disdainfully, I
vould work it on my head ! 10 make up
this evening for praciice, inomy stode,
sl you fellows can come and el
Mind, not a whisper to Snoohs.”

txNot g piddy whisper ™

A Wibley of the lemove departed,

up the  chimnpey

gren.ll:.r taken with hiz wonderful \'.'llttﬂ?.u,
which was=—he hoped—{o cure Moniaguo
Wilfrad SHnooks of his  extracrdinary
foible,  Anvhow, it would display to all
the Remove what a wonderful actor
Williare Wibkley was: and that, perhaps,
appealed to Wik more than other con-
siclerations,

Montagna Wilfred Snooks camie in to
prep, sfter tea, with a far-avay look in
his eyes. Ho had had the time of his
Bifc in Bmithy's study--having drawn thae
long bow te an amezing length—Smithy
& Co. having politely refrained from
langhing till ke was gone.

Wharton and Nugent strélled along to
Study No. 4, where they were greetod
by the sounds of merriinent.  ¥our ar
five Juniors were in Study Ne. 4, omd
they seemed alinost m convulsions,

|
il
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The Brotherhood of the White Heather '*—just starting! 17

it out, and making up-his whoppers as
he poes along! ‘Tho best of it is. that

he's spins different varns fo  different

fellows—according 1o the latest novel

he'a read. 1 soppose—and they can't all

ba truc !
“Jia, ha, ha!™

That evening Wibley’s study door was
locked, and many chuekles procesded
from hbehind the locked cdoor.  Wibley
was rchearsing his part of the jrascible
baronet—with greatb succosa,

A dozen Remova fellows were let info
tho seevet:; but not a hint of it resched
Montague Wilired Bnooks. That happy
vouth gave no thought to Wibley, and--
dreamer as ho was—ho never dreamed
of the surprizo that Wib had in store
for hin.

Fll
ABERIET

h

different volce.

“It may Interest you fo know, Snooks, that there Is no such
as 5ir Fulke Pulteney of Edgcumbe Towers,'’ zaid the * baronet
And to Snocks’ amarement the baronet proceeded to
takee off his make-up, revealing the face of Wibley.

fi

(Nee Chapter |2.)
s e AT

“Smithy's won!" choriled Russell.
Y He's bagged the douglorata) s
come: oub that Snooka v a rovel bird !V

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“RBlood royal, bhut concealed wmlor
the name of Snocks for high political
reasons 1 yelled  Ogilvy, "Iiu, ha,
Lygy 1™

IMarry Wharlon laughed.

" Its rather retten to pull the dulfer's
log like that, Smithy,” zaid Tomw Red-
witye, though he was smiling.

“He pulled it bimnzelf,” said  the
Bonwder, * 1 only j}ut. in a fow leading
LELIL”-'-‘.i!l:IIEH. Poor old Snooks!™

“1Ia, ha, ha!"
“Tt's as good as & play ! said Ogilvy.
“Why, vou can oo the fellow thinking

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER,
The Baronet !

o ASTER SNOOKS!™
Trotter, the page, put his
shock head into Btudy No. 1
on Wednesday afternoon, at
teatine.  VWharlon and Nogent were at
fea  there  with their  study-inate,
Montagwe Willred SBnooks.

“1lallo, Liel! What is it*" asked the
captain ol the Hemove. “Is Bnooks
wanted? What have you Leen up 1o,
Snooks '’

Montepue glanced round at the page.

LR

“Lentleman to sce Master Snocks!
said ‘Tvolter.

“To o me?” gaid Montaguo. “Is
it my father?™

The hest-known characters in the world—Harry Wharton & Co. |
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“ No, siv! A visitor, sir.” said Trotter.

Ho gave his name as Pulteney, sir.

Montague storwod

“ As—as what, s

“ Pulteney, sir—Sir Fulke Tulteney,
asitl Trotter, “He scoms to ba in a
wax, sir. Shall I ask him to step up?

Montague stood rooted to the floor of
the study.

Qi Fulke Tultener!” ho ropeated
faintly.
it E!L’E-:ir. LF] .
“ [et's see, that's your uncle, 1sn't if,

Snooks ?" asked MNugent innocently.
Montague made no reply. .
“ Let him come up, by all means,” said

Wharton. “Have you shown lum into

the vizitors' room, Trotter?”
“WNo, sir; he's in the passage.” )
“Don't keep a baronet waitng,” said
Nogent. “Show him in at once.”
4 Cert'nly. sir!” ;
Trotter disappeared. Montague Wil-
fred Snoocks did not move; he séemed in-
capable of motion. Wharton <lapped
him on the shoulder.

“YTour uncle’s a good cld chap, to
give you a in at scheol,” he
satd. ““(ilad to sed him—what?"”

tague only gasped.

“J dare say he'll explain why the
bookdase  hasn't eome,” remar
Nugent. T suppose he hasn't brought
it with him."

“ Hardly,” aaid Wharton gravely,

“3hall we clear, whilo you're talking
to your uncle, Soooks?” ssked Nugent.

Montague seemed to wake up, o it
ware, Dhsmay mnd terror were in his
flmd},' He gave & hunted look round the
study.

“J—T can't sea him!" he panteﬂ._

“Can't see your uncle?!” exclaimed
W Mfor s ed

ontague groaned.

H¥ou—you see——'' he stammered.

“I don't quite see,” )

The hapless prevaricator tried fo pull
himself together.- Already footsteps
could be heard in the Remove passage.

“Hide me!" breathed Montague.
‘ Hide me somewhere, for mercy's sake!
I never kriow there was such a~——-—"

[1] Wh-lt?“

#L—I mean— T mean

“Well, what do you mean?” ]

“Tor goodness' sake, help me to hide
somewhera!” panted BSnooks. 11
pnp't explain; but my life depends on
It‘ll

“What " yolled Wharton and Nugent
together.

It was Lhe ruling passion still! Byen
in that extremity, Montague counld not
tell n plain iale.

Y1 ean't explain—at's wranped
miystery 17" he breathed.
sep my—my uncle now!
Oh dear!”

“But if von don't ses him, won't he
go lo the Head 7V asked Nugent.

Y"The Head!™ Memtaena almost
collapred. *f The—tha Ilead?"

Evidently thoe hapless pretender had
not thought of that, zo far. He sank
into & chair, helpless,

The stndy door opened.

YThis room, sir!™ satl Trotler,

“Thank you, my boy!"” said a deep
voice—a voice that made Wharton and
Nugent start a little. Tt did not in the
least resemmble tho teones of Willinm
Wibley of the Remove,

The visitor entered the study,  Trotter
departed, grinming.  There wes a half.
crown in Trotter's pocket, which ha had
earned for showing that “ visifor " to
Study No. 1. The *visibor " had not
corne from & greater distance than

i

m
“PBut I can't
I—I dare not!

Btudy No. 6 in the Remove; but ihe
half-erown had been expended by the
japers in enlisting Trotter's asustance,
by way of giving the thing a finishing
touch,

Montague's -eyes slimost started from
his head as ho looked at the visitor m
Stundy Mo, 1

He =aw a short, stont fanﬂﬂ'man. who
looked about ffty, with a red com-
plexion, white moustache and whiskers,
and white bair snrrounding & bald patch.
The gentleman wore & well-filled frock-
coat, and looked veev portly, though
eartainly not of great stature, A gold.
rimmed monocle was jammed into his
right eye, and his brow was wrinlkled
over it. Fle had a silk hat in his hand,
and 8 gold-headed eane under his arm.

e turned hLis eyeglass upon the three
juniors with. a glare.

“Which of you is named Montague
Anooks ?” he demanded. )

Montagne's tongue clove fo his jaws,
It was Wharton who answered.

“This is the chap, =ir.”

The eyeplass fixed on the unhappy
Montague. ;

“VYou, sir!” rumbled the wisitor.

“Oh dear!” said Montague faintly.

“Vou know who I am, I presume?”’
thHl%&ﬁ{Ed l!}é old gentleman.

“Yeou have written letters to me—
absurd letters! I have comea here fo
numBLajn to your headmaster!"

orumbs i
“"How dare you, air1”  rumbled Sir
Fulke Pultenay. “How dare you, sir,
writs moe ridienlous letters, and sign
yourself my naphewi™

Montague gazped helplessly,

There was a chuckle aodible in the
Remove poazsage ontside.  Montapue
realizsed that the news of the baronet's
arrival had spread. Remove fellows
were gathering to catch s ghmpse of
Snooka’ “uncle.” Billy Bunter was
heard to saueak: i

“7 say, you fellows, it's old Pulteney!
There really is a baronet, after all!
Temple got it wrong.” .

At that moment’ Montague wished
from the botiom of his heart that Temnple
had got it right! He would have given
a yoar's pocket-moner for Temple to
have been right! Gladly would he have
crasedl from the honourable list of the
haronetage  the name of Sir Fulke
Fulteney.

* Snooks'
the vaoicn of Peter Todd,
o chuckle,

Sir Fulke Pulteney turned Lo the door,
and threw it wide open. A crowd of
grinninge juniors met his view,

“Snooks’ uncle, did wou sayi”
rumbled the baronet. *' So that wretched
boy has told yon that T am his relative,
has he? You shall all hear the trath
before I got to the headmaster!”

“0h, my hat!" said Vernon-Smith.
ANt you really Snooks' uncle, gl

Wlertainly nof!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Roy ! thundered the baronet, fixing
hiz monoele upon Montegue again, “ Do
yvou dare to asierk, in my presence, that
I am related tn vou ¥

Montague gasped for breath, He
atared at the irazeible old gentlemar, as
' Sir Tolke mesnerised Birm.

pncle’a come! called oud
And there was
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“ Answor el thusdered Sie Tulke
rapping the floor with his cane,

“Mo " gasped Montague.

“You mdmit vour imposture?™

0wl YWes!" proancd Monkagae.

“Hulr!  And uow explain, wretchad
boyv, what svoo meeand by writing me
vidiculows lotiers?”  demanded  the
baronet.

Monfagrue's foce was scaviei. e dared
not meet 1he sva of oves at the crowded
doorwarv.

u]'___i‘__'[___.r-

“Ng vou deny writing e lelleds
scdressed tn Sic Fulke Puliceey, ot
Fdgeumbe Towers. Wiltshire ¥

“Wunno ' panted Montague. .

you dare to claim any acgieant
ance with me?

“ Nunno '™ N

“Then what Jdo you meant

Sir Fulke Pulteney, like DBrulus,
pansed for a reply. Bt the hapless
Montague could not reply. He rondd
only stand, rooted to the floor, crunson
with confusion, staring blankly ar il
haronet, tongue-tied, and wishing from
the hottean of his heart that the floor
vould open and swallow him cp.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Snooks Owns Up!

HERE was 2 ripple of langhior in
the Removo pasanga, Sir Fulke

FPulieney rapped his ¢anc on the

floor of the study emphatically,
as he waited for Montague Wilfred
Sngoks to answer. But no answer came,
The hapless pretender, the vietim of his
own too fervid imagination, had no reply
to maka. He was almost overwhelme:l
Ly the discovery fthat there really wos
such & person as Sir Fulke Pultenes,
Baronet, of Edgeumbs Towers, Will-
shire, How was E:i to have known that¥
He had manufactured that gentleman
ont of his own inner consciousncss, amd
by some dreadinl stroke of illluck be
had hit wpon the name of a living
baronei—ihat, apparently, was hew if
waa, - It really was too utterly reticn.
Porhaps, he dimly realised, he had read
the name somewhere and forgotten thar
he had read it—perhaps in some news-
paper. That would account for Lz nuw-
fortunate sclection of this old genth.
tan’s name as a peg to weave his way-
ward fancies upon.

Dut then the address. Bo far az ha
knew, ho had never heard of a place
oalled FWdgeumbe Towers, in Wilislire,
Tndeed, he had selected Wiltshive hecans.
it wa3s a good distence from Greyfriases,
that was all. Tb really was an amazin.
coingidence.

Crertainly it wonld Lave been dizlinctiy
arnzing, i it had been a coincidence
Out of his imagination he had created
Sir IMalke Talteney, of  Fidxemnle-
Towers, Wilishire! And  now,
anpeated, there arctually exizted a Bir
Fulke Pulieney, of Edgenmbe Towers,
Wiltshire! Thoe coincidence was simply
astounding and uvtterly dismaying, arnd
as  yeb the hapless spoofer bad ne
suapicion that it was anvthing but «
cotnridener. . What could o perfes
stranger have thonght on receiving soch
letters as Montapie had written |

That thonglt was overwheimiog.

Mentague  wonld have given  the
wonlth of Goleonda fo be whivled away
suddenly  frem  the prim eyes of the
Larenct and the mocking, grinning Lol
nf the Removites

But there was na

r=eape For Teios,

There he was, cornered m Stady Noo 1,

If you want a thrilling week-end—
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face to face with the Wiltshire harenet,
with the Remove fellows crammed in
ihe passage looking on with great en-
joyment. I only he bad curbed his
glowing imagination and never allowed
i to lead him from the straight path of
truth ! But it was too late to think of
that now,

The silence in the study, broken by the
vipple of merriment from the passage,
grew positively painful

Sir Fulke's voice rumbled out at last
as he pave the floor another resounding
rap with his cane.

"Will you answer me, boy? I de-
mand an explanation of the leiters
written by you, letiers which apparently
have been copied out of some silly sen-
sational movel (™

““Ha, ha, ha!" came from the passage.

“Why den't von answer your uncle,
Snooksey 7 yelled the DBounder,

Montague Wilfred Snooks. That un-
i‘-aﬁpy vouth dodged round the study
atle,

“ Boy, come with me ! thundered the

baronet,

“I—I—mercy !” babbled Montagne,
terrified almost out of his wits at the
bare thought of facing Iir. Locke aund
owning up, under the Head's stern oves,
to his fatugus folly. “"Qh, sie, Y-—=I-—]

beg your pardon! I—I—I1'll never do it

again 1"
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Fxplam yooarself ! thundered Sir

Fulke, with his eyoplass fixed on the
wretched Montague like the ghttering
eve of the Ancient Maviner., * What did
youl mean by it?"

“# J==1 didn't mean anything,” groaned
Montague., *“I—I1 nover thoeught there

was such i1 persen aa Sir Fulke Pulteney
in exizstonce.”

Ml
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Y Nunno 7

"Then why Jdid vou do this ™ suonied
the haronet.

L Sl S

“Wore you romancing and nsing a
childish trick in order to make your
schoolfellows believe that you were
speaking the truth 7"

“Y¥er ! gasped Montapgue,

Theve was no help for it, the con-
fession had to be made. To judge by
the sonmds that fallowed in the Remove
passage the [ellows thera wers in danger
of hysterics,

“You admit this?"” spapped  the
haronct.
“Yee, sir ) moaned Montague, 1—

I own up! Let me off, sir! I—1've got
into rows encugh at home for the samo
thing. I--I meant to chuck it when
LI came to school—1 did really! I1-—I

EYy

o

“1 say, you fellows, he hasn't an
uncle at all!” chirruped Billy Bunter.
“J knew he was spoofing ! I told you sa

HH; alnng::'
'Boy. thundered the  baronet,
Wanswor ™

e Jom T  gtuttered  AMontague
hopelessly,

'?Ennm with ma!”

“Wha-g-at? Where?”

“To your headmaster,™

0L dear!™

“Make way there!”  znorted  the
bhavonct. I will take this boy to Dhr.
Locke, and demand an explanabion n
the headmastor’'s prosenca ™

“Tear, hear!” welled Vernon-Smith.

FT) 'G'ﬂ it t”

HUhRallow in your wvnele’s  footsiops,
Bnaeksey

“1la, ha, hal®

SBir Fulke made o sbrde  towards?

Wibley staggered back agalnst the fable. His rols of the barenel had
ended disastrously, but ihe jumiors reckoned it the cream of the joke.
“Ow—wow ! greaned Wibley.
howled Snooks,

* Heep him oft 1
“1°tl smash him !**

{Nee Chapter 13.)

* Lel me go,**

&

“Ha, ha, ha !"”* came in a veli from the
passage. 'This confession took the Re-
movites by stonn,

“You did not think &
Fulke.

“I swear I didn't! I never heard of
vou, never heard of Edgpeambe Towere.
never knew there was such a place!”
E‘,’Eﬁ]’:t‘{ll Montague, “E Y made 1t

exclaimed Bir

up—"

“Made 1t np?”

“Yes, TI—I suppose I must have read
it somewhere, and—and forzot. 1--1
thonght T made it up. I swear T dud ™
babbled Montagie. I hadwn't  the
faintest idea L

Do you mean to tell mo that you
wrote letters to a man you did not be-
licve existed, at an address that did not
oxist ¥

“Oh dear! Yes!™

UWhy P Are vou inzane BV

Jon't know how T slipped into it apain-—
st imagination, sirl”

“Ha, ha, ha!"
~ “¥You had betier [earn to keep yoor
inagination nnder beiter control, my
haw 1" snapped the baronet.

“I—I will!? gasped Montapgue.

“Do you think this lesson will enre
you of wour folly?" demanded Sir
11'13:}:& 3

Montague gasped.

“Oh de&r!g'&:'gi, sip !
snin another varn aa
O dear 1™

“Wou are sare of that?” snapped Sir
Fulks,

“Ow! Yest?

“TE you promise me that I may lef
you off without takivg vou before your
headmaster 1™

“¥ promize !” panted Montagne.

2 gazped Wharton,

T—I--T"l! never
long a5 1 live!

Tt him o, sir.

—what's the matter with the * Boys' Friend* 7
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wiping his eyes. After. this, even
Hnooks won't have the nocl to spin any
tall stovies at Greyfriars.” .

“] should jolly well think nob?
gasped Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“T shall ex
E,I'I:I-IMiEE', Enni:- 2

witeney sternly.

“Ohn ! iy ywnrd; sir 1" proaned
Montague, “I—I wish J—TI hadn't done
it! 1 asesurs you, sir—="

“Very good,” said the varomet, in
quite o different voice. “ It may interest
vou to know, Snooks, that your belief
that there was ne such person as Sir
Fulke Pulteney, of Edfﬂumha Towers,
Wiltshire, was well founded.”

“Wha-a-at 1"

Montague staved at the baronet almost
dumbfounded. The change of voice sur-
prized him—the baronet’'s new voice
sounded familiar. To Montague's further
amazement, the baronet proceeded to
talce aff his everlass, his white monstache,
his white whigkers, and his white hair
with the bald spot. Montague YWilfred
3nooks fairly staggered. ven yet he
could not 1 Wibley of the
Remove, so was the makeup on
that bright youth’s countenance; but he
could zeo that it was & boyish face now.

“ What — what — what==" babbled
Montague.

“Ha, ha, ha 1" roared Wiblay.

“Hg, ha, ha!" yelled the juniors.
“Good old Wib "

“I won't take wou to the Fead,
Snooks!" said the Remove baronet.
*I1e might want to imr:rwh what a Lower
Fourth chap is doing in this rig."

"FHE. ha, ha "

*Wibley " shricked Montague, under-
standing at last,

“Jir William Wibley, of Study No. 6,
temporary baronet ! grinned the school.

y actor.

*'Ha, ha, hal”

Montague gasped. Then, with a yell
of fury, he rushed upon Wilbam Wibley,
and smote him hip and thigh.

ot vou fo keep that
(" said  Sir Fulke

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Good-bye to Montague !

& A, ha, hal¥
The Removite: vellad almost
hysterically, William Wibley

velled in  quite  another

mat.ner.
The infuriated Mnntagua had him
round the neck, and Wib's head-waa in

chancery; and Montague was pnnching
away mns if he mistook Wib's face for a
punch-ball.

“Take that—and that—and that!"
casped Montague.

“Yaroooh! Help!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“And that—and that—-"

" Rescue ! shricked Wibley, strugghog
frantically. *Yooop! Diraggimoff !
Oh, my eye! Ow! My nose! Wooocop !

“And that—and—"

“Hpg, ha, ha "

Harry Wharton rushed Lo the rescue,
although he was laughing tog much o
be of much use.

** Snooks, chuck it—m-~>"

“Yaroooh !

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Bnooks, you asgs——"y"

“Hescue! Oh, my nose! Whooop !V

Wharton seized Montague at last, and
dragged him oaway by man  force
William Wibley stagpered agninat the
study wall—his frock coat split, his collar

Now look forward to * Fish’s Friendly Society !’
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and tiz torn out, and his face erimsan—
hizs mnose streaming a still brighter
crim&nn. ! ped Wibl

“Ow, ow, wow I gac “ibley,

“Ha, ba, ha!" 7

This waz an unexpocted ending to
Wib's little jape; but to the Hemove
fellows it semed like the cream of the
joke, and they roared. The joke was lost
on Wibley himself.

“ Lot me go!"” velled Montague, “I'll
smash him—I'l]——"

“No, vou won't!” gasped Wharton,
“8it down, vou nss! Take hold of nis
other ear, Frank I

“Ha, ha, ha!"” -

Maontague Wilfred Snooks fvas plumped
into the study armehair, and held there.
Wibley, in the wreck of his frock coat,
staggercd from the stady, breathing
venreance upon the youth who had made
such an ungrateful relurn for hia kind-
ness. For some days afterwards Wibley,
who was so good at impersonations, was,
a5 the Bounder put it, impersonating a
fellow with a black eye and & swolien
nose, and doing it to the life !

Montague Wilfred Snooka did not show
up in the Common-room that evening

Heo staved in the study, in an over-
whelmed state,

The littls jape had been intended to do
him & good turn, snd it was probable
that it had done him good. But for the
present, the hapless I&’ﬂmrnguru WaE over-
whelmed, and dared not meet the oyes of
his Form fellows. When the Remove
went  to” “their dormitory, Montague
wilfred Snocks crept in  silently with
burning clecks and slipped hurriedly
into bed without locking round, and
affected to sleep and to be unconscious of
the merry chuckles snd many remarks
of the Romovitea.

A few days later the Remove heard
that Monotague was leaving. It caome
out that he had written to hia father to be

taken away—so urgently that the
Surbiton soliciter  comsented—possibly
guessing something of the reason.
Meontague would have sneouked away

quietly by himself when the time came;
but his study-mates found him on his way
i‘.l:_r tlm{fsr.atmn, and went with him to see
vim off.

“Thanks for coming, you r:lmqi,” sn1d
Montague, zhaking bands with Wharton
and Nugent from the carriape window.
““I—I—I suppose you think that I'm a
eonsiderable zize in asses "

“ Well—hem ! murmured Wharton.

“Hem ! said Nugent.

Montague grinned [aintly.

“I"ve chucked all thoese dashed novels
intg the dustbin,” he said. "' I—I never
meant to tell lies—really I did4't! They
—they didn't seem like lies somehow,
Imagination, you know-—I assure you it
all geeins real to me when I'm spinning
the yarns. But I'm going to chuck t—
I'll tre, at least. Good-bye !

“Good-bye, old chap, nnd good Tuck !"™

And the train rolled away with
Montague Wilfred Snooks—no longer
Snooks of the Remove, and no longer—
Wharton haped, at least—XMontague the
Mystorions |

THE ElD,

{There is anotlier magnificent long
cawaplete giory of Harry Wharfon &
Ca. nept Monday, enfitled ° FISH'S
FRIENDLY BOCIETY " a mirth-
provoking yparn kol will hold your
interest from first to lnst. Don't be

Look out for next Monday's rollicking Greyfriars story!

0O R T R e s

THE PHANTCM HORSEMAN ! £

(Continued from page 16.)

ST RO R IIII]"_:.

Dhick teck a wet handkerchiel from
hiz pocket and rubbed the black horse's
Enrﬂﬁead. A white biaze appeared, and
the ‘kerchief was spiled with a hilack
stain,

“Why,"” said the farmer, *“’lis Ben
Shinlkett, of the cottape below the hill,
and his white-starred horse.”

“The same,” said Dick,. “1 came
upon him this morning, washing the
stain away by which he disguises i, aml
it roused my suspicions, for I thought
I recognised the horse’s build, Hea triwd
to poison my mare, for he knew T was
on his trail, I shot at the sham spectro
hut a few hours before; but, of churse,
did it no hurt. And now, sir, I am
going to give the kpave into your

charge.’

“With right good will!"™ said the
farmer, rising up. “Buch a scurvy
knave will be heiter suited at Botany
Bay than in England!”

Dick stopped, and jerked the tremb-
ling rascal to his feet. .

“Now, vou knave,” he said, slinging
the man across the black horss, aned
hinding him along its back, "you shall
go to your rockoning!”

He pitched the skelefon on top of the
man, - and bound it on him with the
good hemp rope he had brought, pass-
ing the ocords under the horse's belly.

‘Now, Master Fu.rn'iar,i“ he dsai{'l,
“wour nag 15 grazing a hitle wiy down
thj;, rmd.g ij'-DH E-i'ﬂ take thig black
horse and its burden io the Assize
Courts—rogue, skelefon, and all-T'll
warrant the White Rider will nevar
srain  leava & robbed corpse upon:
Black Down!"

THE END.

(Look out for next Monday’s fine
highwayman slory. enfitled * WIHEN
GREERK MEETS GREEHK!' and be
for somnething extra good,
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READERS’
NOTICES!
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Jack Bruce, 79, Caxton BSireet,
Quigney, Bast London, South Africa,
wishes to correspond with readers any-
where. ;

W. Drysdale, 17, Bailway Cottages,
Sydenham, Port Elizaboth, South
Africa, wishes to mrreairond with Dick
Walters, 31, DBronsart Road, Fulham,
London, 8.W. 6.

Miss  Alicla Montonen, 35, DBrabant
Road, Woodstock, Cape Colony, South
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Africa, wishes to correspond with readers
anywhore : ages 1720,
Miss WViolot M. Jepson, Vauxhell

Dunedin, Otage, Neow Zealand, wishes to
correspond with readers in Span, France,
Ttaly, India, and Africa; especially
interested in photography; ages 17—20.

A. 5. Douples, 681, Argyle Street,
Anderston, Glasgow, wishes Lo corre-
spond with a French reader.

W. E. Harland, hon. sec,, Wesco C.C.,
11, Lancefield Street, Queen's Park,
Paddington, W. 10, would be glad to

dissppointed order your copy of they hear from any readers willing to join a

MAGNET enrly.)

] eyeling olub: ages 15—2L.
It's next |
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Week ending September 16th, 1821,
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BOB CHERRY:

The meanest action T cver heard of was
that of Skinver of the Remove. When
we go away for the vacation, it is usual
EP_F:I'I.'-D Gosling, the porter,”a gencrous
“Lp," for sorvices rendered during the
term.  Skmoer iz reported to  have
handed Gossy a threepenny-piece, and to
have said, “Toke a penny oub of that,
Quslgr:g, I'l} wait here for the change 1™
Gosling's reply has never been dizclosed,
but T'll wager it would shock oven the
hardened printer !

MARK LINLEY:

I won't vouch for the truth of the
follow'nz story, but if it is really true
it ought to go down to history as the
most glaring example of meanness and
mgratitude on record,

A big fire broke aut in one of the
back streets of Courtficld. One house was
enveloped in smoke and fame, but all
the ocoupants escaped into the street,
with the exception of the small son of
the house, a kid of nine. A Groyliriars
Ef‘ﬂ:ﬂt (he has asked me not to divulge
1a iclentity) was prssing at the time. He
obtained a2 ladder and reaved it to the
top bed-room, whern the small bovy was
imprisoned, the staircase being ablaze.

e e N TN TP o N o,
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GENEROUS DEE"“S
OF THE WEEK,

By BOB CHERRY.

£F 1 11 10 e b e B

The following have received remit-
ionees=-handsome and  otherwize—from
iheir peaple:

H. Wharton {uncle) one pound.

R. Cherry (pater) one pound,

Lord  Mauleverer  (guardian)
poariils,

Horace Coker (Aunt Judy) five pounds.

Bo'sover major (patere) ten bab,

Billy Bunter {a titled relation) founr-
poenee in stampa,

ton
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fiencrows decds ond mean
decds arve done each day.
Here are sone anecdoles of
mean people which will fake i
same beating | t

PR S b e b e 3

With  great difficulty the Greyfriars
senlor suceeeded i rescuing the voung-
ster atul bringing hin down to saflefy.
He handed the kid over fo his maother
with  the remark, “Here's vour how,
ma'ant. I managed to rescue him from
that awful Turnace.” “ Yes, T knaw all
ahout that,” velorted the mother, * but
what abont iz cigarette-card album?
It’s up in that top bed.room, an' it'll be
burnt {o bits! Why on carth didn't yvou
fet b o™

The astonished prefect nearly collapsed
on the pavement. And no wonder !

BILLY BUNTER:

The meenest man I know s & ocriain
lincle of mine, who sent me half a pound
of cherries for a berthday prezzant, and
told me o divide them ekwally amongst
all the fellows in the Grevfriars Bemove”
It's m wonder he didn’t tell me ta send
h'm back the cherry-stonns after T ladl
finished with thom!

SAMMY BUNTER:

_This tail of meanness farely takes the
biskit. A certain fellow invited me 1o
g feed at the Elwsian Caffy. in Counrt-
ficld. When we got there and seeted
ourselves at the best table, ho said to the
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HOAKINS of the Bhell has Leen pre-
gontod with a cornet. But do net he
alarmed and imagine we are goiog to
have more unmusical sirains. It happens
to be an iecc.cream cornet )

w E -
BILLY HEHTER"E unele--the one
wha hg.pnnn.-; te bLe a  muli-mnaba-

millionnive—has sent him & postal-onler.
Bert, of course, # hasn't got here yet.
Like all Bunter's postal-orders, it las
gone astray in the post!

#* @ ™

SAMMY DBUNTEHR ha: been  pre-
sented with a fountain-pen. Like lumself,
it is a “self-hller "1
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DICKEY NUGENT'S zunt sent Lo a
rnn!iip;u:'nm'll of white o, Liufovtn-
u.l.t_ri:,r, the kitclhien eat was presehk whiet

waifer: Do you make any charge for
fhi sorce?™  **Neo, sir!" was the reply.
Then he szaid: “Do sou make any
charge for a roll of bread and a glass of
water?"”  Again the reply was in ihe
neggative. * Very well,” said my mican
hagst, " We'll have bread and water and
Yorkshire rellish far twaol? Neeadless ta
=4y, we idn't get it l

TOM RROWN :

The “hero ™ of the meanest mehlent
I have ever come across is a Remove
fellow., I won't reveal his name, becouse
I don't want to put him in the pillory
over it, though he certainly deserves 1o
he shown up. The fellow in question
borrowed my bicyele one half-holiday,
Through sheer carelessness on his parr,
It had & nasty smash-up, and my bike
was bent, battered, bashed, and busted,
angd no longer 6t for active service. The
fellow who was responsible for the
damage came to me and said, “ Awfully
sarry, Browne, but I've busted your
bike fo hita, I'm afraid it's heyomd
repair, and you'll have io huy & new
machine. IHere's fourpence towards it'"
And he selemnly dropped four coppers
on to my stndy table. You could have
knocked me down with a feather|

DICEY NUGENT!:

The mecnest man § have had the miss-
fortune to meet s old Twigg, my Form
master. He went out qﬁng the otheoy
day, and asked me to hia caddy. i
rave up a cricket match to oblige him.
All the afterncon i irotted round the

linx, in the t.-.!L‘-|=.-1I;+er1.1.1gI heat, carrying
Twigg's goff-clubs, e thanked me
preffusely when it was all over. “In

veturn for your services, Nugent,"” he
said, 1 feel i ought to make you & han-
soane prezzant.”  And what do vou think
the mean old mugwnmp gava me? A
goffhall that was split nearly in half. 1

coild have wept !

I N Y N W T W W W W T e "

they airived, and now looks appreciably
umper |
» * -

GEORGE TURDR'S uncle sent lum an
ald-fashioned and hideous-looking kite.
Fouey sending one  “silly  kite ™ lo
atother |

» . .

HSOME fellowe would appreciate the
gilt of & carving-knife, but Jobnny Bull
doesn’t, In fact, he seems quite " eus
up ™ about it

* * #

BOLSOVER MINOR has received a
box of tin soldiers from a doting annt.
He tells me he would rather have hed
the *ftin ™ without the soldiersl

¢ Goker Plays Tennis ! "—by George Blundell—next Monday's ** Special ”’ |
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ELWYN of the Bhell was leaving
Gregiriars.
.1 den't supposc you bave cver

heard of Selwyn. He 1 a quiet,
reserved sort of fellow, and s keeps
himself to himself. In fact, his study
has always been known as the “ Hermis-
age.'”

EEE!W?R. was leaving. His people,
theough no fault-of their own, had been
suddenly plunged into poverty. 'T'hey
could no lenger afford to pay Selwyn's
term fees, Ho he had to gl

Selwyn was sixteen, and an uncle had
obtainad a job of sorts for Lim in a Ciby
offica.” But the fellow hadon't a peony
to bless himself with, and he would
require & new suit of clothes and soveral
oither things to give hint & start in life.
He conldn’t very well turn up al a City
office in Etons.

On the evening before he feft Seluyn
pondered over these things. He sat 1n hia
armchair in the Hermitage, and gazed
gloomily about him. He would have to
raize some meney somehow. But how?

There was only one way., He must
put up his belongings for sale hy public
auction. He had nn furniture to speak
of—al least, no' furniture that was of any
value.  Study furniture at Greviriars
mels g good deal of Lashing abont, and
Selwyn's was no execeplion. His fow
items  of furniture were practically
worthloss,

He had a crickei-bat which had been
a trusty friend to him. He had a con-
certina, which had been a better friend

BY
MARK LINLEY.
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atill, eheering his lonely moments, which
had been many. He had a collection of
books which he prized very highly: bur
nobody was likely to want to buy them.
(ome to that, Selwyn weasn't anxious o
eall themr. He loved his booke and his
bat and hia coneerting, and the parting
would prove a pang. But they would
have to go. It was his only means of
raising the wind.

So Selwyn announced that there would
be an auction sale of his belongings that
evening in the Shell Commen-room. He
asked Hobson te conduct the auction.
but Hebson was plaving in a chess
fournament, and couldn't.  So Selwyn
asked Harey Wharton, and Wharton
ggroed like a shot. ;

“T'1 act as auctioneer with pleasure,”
said the eaptain of the Remove. * And
I'll msk all my pals to come along and
bid.”

“Thanks awfully I said SBelwyn. 1
sha'n't be there myself. I—I don't think
I could bear it. But [ can trust you to
carry the thing through fairly.”

Wharton ¢ould see how the land lay.
He saw that Selwyn hated to part with
his treasures, but had to out of sheer
necossity,  Wharton told his chume of
Selwyn's plight, and between them they
plotted a httle plot. .

Had you sttended the auction esle
that evening, you would have been
amnazed with preat amazemont.

Articles were fotching fabulous prices.
TLat Ma. 1, for instance, was & tin kettle,
which bhad & tendency to leak, It was

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

worth about fourpence, but it fetched
five bob.

Lot No. 2 was an inkstand, just a
common or garden glass inkstand, Lord
Mauleverer .gave a pound for it. Those
who didn't know Mauly's molives voled
him potty.

The cricket-bat was knocked down to
Vernou-Bmith for thirty shillings.

The coneertina caused quite s [renzy
of high bidding, end Lord Manleverer
bought it at & figure which would make
you gasp.  And the books, nstesd of
being sold at & fow pence a bundle, a2 is
generally the case at snction  sales,
averaged two sinilings per volume,

It really seemed az if the Groyfriars
Remove had pone mad. Buot there was
a method in their madness. They were
out to do Belwyn a good turn, and to
give him & useful send-off.

After the sale Harry Wharion ran
Selwyn to earth in the Close and handed
over the eum of fifteen pounds.

Selwyn nearly fell down,

“Enrely my stoff dido't fetch as much
as this?” he gasped.

Wharton nodded.

“It waz & very successful sale,” he
said, “The fellows happened to be in
Funds, and they were pencrons bidders.”

“Bo it seems,” said Selwyn. And he
pocleted the fiftcon pounds hike a fellow
in a dream.

There wae & further surprizse  for
Selwyr when he took his departure next
TOrning.

When he reached the stalion and took
hin luggage off the cab, he found an
extra portmantean there.  And, on look-
ing into it, what should he discover bul
hiz cricket-bat. his concertina, and his
Beloved books! A card lay on the top
of them, with the simple mseription:

“WITH THE DEST WISHES OF THE
GEREYFRIARS REMOVIE"

Here was generosity indeed, generosity
which Bernard Sclwyn would not forget
through all the years to come.

Belwyn's eyes wore slrangely misly as
he stepped inta the train.
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Rhymes of the Times!
By Dick Penfold, §

n Ea am s s oy o LS o e nm g e X R e ko H‘

When Prouly went golfing, why, gec!
He was hungry as hungry could be.
The reason is elear,
For it would appear
The worlhy old gent * missed his tee.”

A master named Algernon Capper
Was typing on Quelchy's old “ tapper.™
e was hard at his work
When a spring, wilth a jerk,
Ehot upwards and damaged his napper!

0Old Gesling can’t manage a bicyele,

So we'll soon have to got him & tricyele,
1f be rides it with vigonr
His palsied old figure

Mo longer will frecze like an ivicle!

A fellaw named Oliver Kipps

Has & passion for sea-fishing trina,
1 onee saw some pippers
AL work curing kippors,

Buail no cne will ever cure Kipps,

When Dunter went swimming at sea,
A porpoiser said, * What ean it be?
1 swear it's my brother,
It can be no other,
Ticcause it's the image of me!”

:‘I“H' debepd e b b A e ek };‘

EDITORIAL. |

By Harry Wharton. %

g bbb b b e 3

GEEERD&[’I‘Y means  something

L i b

more than tossing & tanner 1o a
hungry tramp by the wayside. 1t
goes deeper than that, There'is
wenerosity of heart, as well as of pocket.
My own idea of & gencrous fellow is:
E?nc who makes allowances for the
{aulls and [ailings of others.
One who gives unstinted pratse where
praise 15 duoe. ]
One who nssists lame dogs over stiles,
cither with moral ar financial help.
(enerosity is & grend thing.  hlean-
ness cannot five with it. The two sland
in sharp contradiction. In this iseue of
the “Groyfriara Herald " you will read
of generous people and of mean people.
antd vou can “pay vour moncy and take
vour choive,” as the saying goes.

B R SR e TR e e

§ MY UNCLES! 1

: By Billy Bunter. 3

I b b b A e e o

My TTuele Jack's & generous souwl,
He sent e half-a-crown;

With creditors 111 seitle up,
Aund then I'll geltle down'!

My Uncle Horace is a sport,
He sent meo sovep-andsiv:
I'll buy a puppy dog with thai,
And teach it lets of tricks,

Tt Unclo Bertie is a beast,
e sent hizs loving wishes:

it those won't help a chep to huay
Delicions, dainty dishes.

And Unele Joo's another beast,
He gent me sonund adviee;

Lut all the counsel in the world
Won't buy a sitawherry ioe!

I oiten dream a rosy dlri:'mr!l,
Perbiaps it is a silly 'un, .
That TTacle Trospera will send

A eheque for half o mithon!

¢ Tennis Terms Explained,”” by Tom Brown—next week [
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Flitting like an evil shodow belind the scenes of Revolullionary Russin, there {5 a powerful and sindstey nfluence casting
its tenlacles wpon harmiess Britishers, woho are, by force of circumstancos, obliged fo make Moscow thelr tempovary

home:
at ks own game,

RED MASK.

Strange Happenings ]

¥ the comfgrtably (furnished sittiop-
roomn of his master's clhambers Jack
Drake was seated by the window,
gazing morgsely into the street. It
was a dull day in SBeptember, and it seemed
as though the depressing atmosphere outside
had communieated itself to the sturdy,
broad-shou ldered youngster, .

But vet Drake’s glumness had nothing at
21l to do with the weathier. The truth of
the matter woas bo had beer deserted com-
pletely by his master, Ferrers Locke. The
preat slentli bad Jeft London a long three
months ago, and, so far as Juck Drake
knew, e had gome to Parla for a comsulta-
tiem with & Freoch detective of his
avquaintaoee.

Jack frad received one zolitary cablégram
from the Freuch capital, motifying him that
Locke had arrived there, From that moment
be had received oeither wire npor messags
from his beloved chiel.

It was oot by ai:ﬁ means tha fret tima
that his govermor had gone off on some
seeret  misgion, bet iF bad vever lasted 50
long aa ihizg, and Jack, who bore a desp
devotlon for the cool, level-hrained detec-
five, was wortying his hesd over and over
:~¢afn. to' ity apd selve the problem,

“What’s bappened to him?  What ean
Have happencd to him?* he asked himself
now, 48 be glanced out iulo the street.

Onee or fwice certarn misgivings had risen
i his heart. Ferrers Locke wos & man who
tliowatt notliog of danger, and # was just
poksible that e may have heen “got oat "
Ly somme of lis many eoenties, But that
inought Jack Drake banished swiftly from
hiv mind, for i was too terrible even to
thanek aboud.

Presently 4 curipus Dgure eame rouond the

cornet opposite, aopd, shuffling to the edge

f the pavement, glanced up ot the bouwsc.
It was the fgure of a man—obviously »
tarcigner, and well -on in Fears.  He was
wearing 8  bottle-grecn coat, with frayed
siggves and a shabby fur collar, while a
black felt hat of w very ancient pattern
wiad pulled down over his lanky locks, and
be poered gut broeath it Io a short-sighted,

of the

Related by “X.”

furtive wny. Then Drake taw him suddenly
hurry across tbhe street, apd next moment
the outer door-beil sounded.

Mysterious visitors were by 0o meéans un-
eommeon at that well-known address, and
Jack, burrying down the staire, opened the
door to the cniler.

"Does Mr. Ferrers Locke Jive fere?”

The men spoke fairly pood English, but
there was rather a harsh note in it

“Yes. Thin I8 Mr. Locke's plage,” Jack
Drake returmed.

The stranger thirust a warro® hand in the
pocket of his doatd and withdrew an envelope,
which he placed in Jack Drake's hand.

“That's Tor youo,” hie said.

The next moment he had turned away from
the porel. Juck took a Jrace after him.

“ But here—I say! Wait & minute ™

The shadowy figure only iscreazed its pace,
and next moment it had vanished round the
corner agaln,

" Now, what the dickens does that mesn?”
Jack mnsked himself.

He had walked baek to the doorway, and
gloneed af the envelope. There waz no

addresa on jt. and it Jooked as though it

had been well thumbed.  Eaising the- en-
velope to hiz nose, Jack discovered that It
had 2 strong aroma of stale tobacco; evis
deatly the messenger—whoever he was—had
bad it in bis possession for some little time.

Returning to the sitting-room, Jack eyed
the envelope again, curiously, He was stand-
ing mear the window, when suddeply  his
keen eyes were abiracted to a feéw faint
hluc liwes on the grimed surface.

"By James! I-—1 wonder!”

Swinging round, the young dJdetective
crossed to the pas-stove, and, koeeling by
it, e held the envelope to the blaze for
a mpoment. When he turoed it roond again
o gquiet smile of egatlzfoction crossed his lips,
for the hea. from the gas bad brought to
lirht Lha waords thoat had heen written on the
envelopes

U8 i for you, Jack,
busy.—~FERRERS LOCKE.”

“The governor! Thank goodness!”

In nervous haste Jack Drake tore open the
covelopo, and withdrew the :ziogle  sheet
which it coptained. He noliced, that the

Bead it, and geb
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Fervers Locke underiakes fhe causc of his fellow-coundrpmen, and scly.out fo heal the Hidden Terror
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FERRERS LOCKE,

paper was of a rather peculiar {exture, It
was emooth—almost silky—and had evidently
been torm from a larger strip.

The message was written jo Ferrers Locke's
ciear, bald writing. It was in code—a coda
that Jack end his master had often vsed—
and it did not take the youpgster long fo
decipber it It rao: . )

“Three hours after you have reccived this
message, I want you to go to No. 3ba,
Albery Btreet, Bouthwark.” A [riend ‘will
meet you there, apd you must place yourself
euntirely in Lis bandz, F'm on the bigfest
job that I've ever tackled, and 1 waot you
to be fo it with me. Whatever you Jdo, don't

say a word fo anyone, 1 hope fo meet you
soon.—FERRERS LOCKEL.

Jack Drake heaved a slglr-whben he had
deciphered the message, agd his RJEE'E'TW'-
cyes danced with delight. His master had
given him three hours, but Jnck Drake did
pot require o third of that time.

It wae evident that he would have o go
somewhere, aod, hurrviog from the slttiog-
room, he dived into hiz bed-room, and began
a hasty packing. He knew the virtues of
travelling light, and t was merely a change
of undergarments ood a few edd articles
that the vounsster stowed away in his valize,

*“Thank goodness 1I'm on the move at last,”
he told himself, Y1 don't care how long
I'm away zo long as I'm with the povernor.”

It took him some time before he located
45a, Albery Street, in Southwark. It proved
to ba a shabby, three-storied-building, stand-
jug im o Hine of tall warebouses, near the
riverside. Ho far me Jack could see, mast
of the warehouses were occapied by hiide
machants and tallow manufaeturers.

It was still parly iz the afterncen, and
the warrow strect was filled with laden
lorrices and wagons as Jack halted at the
door of No. 851, It did not secm & very
prepogscasing  house.  The diogy windowa
wore covered with shabby cortajos, and the
door looked as though it could have done
with & eost of paint.

Jack koucked, and, aiter walting for a
moment. o thin, lanky girl appeared. 8he
looked at Jack critically, opened the door
wide, and beskoned to him,

“You're early,” she said. ““Come in.”

Ron’t migs a line of our grand detective and adventure serial 1
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"You know me, then? naked Drike

The pale face of Lhe girl wideaed ioko &
prnilo.

“No, I don't koow you, but T was bold poun
wete fomibng.”

She closed the door beldnd e, aad Jack.

wis wshered into a dingy little aiiiinz-roam,
He was stapding in the contre o the romn,
examining it, when he beard a foobiall be.
hiond bim. A ball, dark-baired man, i guiek
blue serge, entered the room, aml crossed
to where he was stbanding. There wis hothiog
particulerly conspicitous nbont the stranger,
with the sollbary exeeption that fa the lapel
of his coat he was wearing o cmeall gprig
of white heather. His foee was  ratber
swarthy, but it was well- mouclded, and his
datk eyes were very keen amd alerl a5 they
studled Jack for n moment.

" nit are to e my travelling eompanion,
ehi” the man beuan.

“1 auppose &0, said Jock., 1 «don't Lnnw
apythiog sboub the affnir, ydn kopow,™

" Let me introdwes myself,” the afher 2aid.
“My name is Boria Sarov. 1 muet  your
governor five or six woeks ago. Knowing that
I was coming to Bogland, he asked me 1o
arrange lo meet you.”

“Where |2 my goveroor?' Jack Drake
asked.

Borls Sarov shook his head.

“Thatl iz mors than anyone +an shy af the
moment,” he refuroed. “Your master i3 8
very wonderful man, JFack, "and what he
is doing now places him in conatand peril,
I cannot say more at the moment, but you
will meet him soon enough.™

He crossed to a chalr and seated himself,
beckonlag to Jack to do the same.

“You apd [ will ledre here to-michf, Jack,™
he said. “¥eou will be my—my nephew.
Your name will be
will kpow very litkle Euglish, Po youn under-
stapdi”’

“Blowed if T do!™ sald Jack. “But I'm
willing to do anything you eay.”

A bell gounded somewhere in the interior,
and Boris Sarov's oeat fipure Lbecamo sud-
denly alert. The easy look vanished from
bis face, ahd a grim, fighting lizht took ita

- L

" Keep quiet !

Ho raised & worning haod to Jark 2% he
tiptoed to the deor. A murmur of voices
came to the boy's eara. Then, sn the door,
d:amla a quick double-knock, follaved by &
eingle one.

Borle Sarov reached forward to open the
door,. aod a burly, black-hearded man, in
sbabby workman's garb, came inte the rosm,
removing his onp. He apoke to Boriz in on
strong, gubbtural languapge that Tuck could not
vaddrstand, but 85 the younes-fvr stwdicd the
neweorner, he noticed that he. too, was
weating, pioped .umiler the peak of hiz cap,
& aprig of white heather,

e cooversabion did wped Iast lonz, nnd
the rouph-looking man  Jdeparted. Boris
turned to Jack agdio,

It scems to me that we may love o Dittle
troubhle in getfing away from Lowdon,”" he
said.  “I've just beem warned what may
tiappen. Under the circumstnnees, T think
It will be bebter for you to travel alone
ta Dover, where [ wil In yom, Mow, if
you will gome with me, T will glve you all
the details.”

He led the way upstales info a small
bed-room, where' Jack Drake gaw new gEar-
ments set out on the bed.

"These are yours,” anld Eoris, Y Iaonko
gave me your measurements, anl T think you
will find they will it yon.”

It was a2 complete change of cinthes that
fay on the Lusd—gweit, shirk, woderzarments,
socks, shoes, and hat.

“Ar zoon 03 you have dreessed I'0 pive you
the raiiway-ticket apd passport.” Boriz wenb
on, a8 he turned to leave the room.

When the door closed hehind him Jarek
Drake hesitated, but only for & bricf moment,
Ha felt inwardly thet he was on the ave of
some- Amazing adventure, and, crosaing to
the bed, he beran to change.

As Dhe donned the coat of the ruit he
g!anﬂd st the jomer pockel. The clothes

%4 been made by a Parlzsian tailor, apd in
the name-spaca was written " Alexiz Sarow.”™
The shirt had also the same oame printad
on the <ollar, and there wers the lnitiade
“A, 8" oo the handkerchiefs and the under
garmoents, also on the npeat, dark felt hab
It wis only & small pelet, hoet it impre
Jack profoundly. Boris Snrov was evidenbly

FOR DISCERNING BOYS—the MAGNET |
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Alexis Sarov, and you .

Ling-room - helow,

howaut who forgot no detail, If anvons wore
o szaseh Juck Drake wpow, thase Jnarked
clothws wonld serve to establish his new
Edentily,

“Halle! A eprig of white heather, ol%"

Iu the lape! of the cont he had danned
was asobher litEle sprig of the hardy blopm.

Jack slanced b himzell m & eracked
mirtor, and tiwen erpssed to the door aned
cprelid tb. Az he did so Doris Saroy appearad
trom the door of 3 room oppozite. e wis
carrying a eather walict and 2 zsmall hamd-
bag. Ho gave the latter to Jack, and,
opening the wallet, showed him the contents,

There was a single ticket to Paris, one or
two bagpnge vouchera, and alse an official-
loaking document, printed In heavy, black
charpeters.

“¥ou see, Jaek? Yon're a Russian pow,
for the Llime being,” Boriz cxplained. A
fellow-countryman of my own, and this is the
Buszsinn pmssport which bazs been vighid By
yeur conanl here, I don't aopposc you'll be
arked many questions, buk, @ any ease, all
you mesd suy (8 thab yom are going back to
Four own &ounkry, Yima had hetter 5|;v.1l{
broken Enghsh, and keep that up carefully.”

Hariz planced ab his wrist-waleh.

“¥ou will cakeh the late nizht train from
Charing Crosz,” he went op. “I shall he on
the same trm'n. but you may not rogogmise
me. In any ease, whatever happens, you
must not ipterfere;. Then you go aboard the
coss-Choaneel  steamer, where I will join
you,"

He put hids fiand on Jack Drake's shoulder.

“Yomr mnster, Locke. aay: that zou are
& vory telipble aod level-beaded youngster™
Eoriz wdded. "If that iz the enze, then you
nre goiug to be of great assistance 1o us
iied Lo pur cguse.  Some day you will And out
what it a1l means, but until then you must
ek wmif. "

They went down the sbairs, and, a litile
kater, when the Ianky girl appearcd, Boris
inyited Juck to have some food in the sit.
] And so the dny slipped
past, uutil, an hour before the train was due
tv deprt, & taxi halted ab the dingy house,
and Juack entered it.

It wae oot by any means the Brst time
thit Fack Drake had travelled abroad, and
ke found. it ersy cnough to go throush the
variouz preliminaries.  He found a4 seat in
the rorner of o third-class compartment, and;
lepning Lack. he watehed the platform, with
ita throngs of passengers and {riends.

He was on the Iook-ont for Boris, hut as the
time for the deparbure of the express drew
near, And there was no sfhon of the men, Jock
heman to fret, Snddenly bo saw o tall, lean
figure in & well-ent blue serpe-snit, -striding
down the platform. ¥le wna careving o light
traselling-coat over hiz nrm, fnd wos pacing
quictiy up the platiorm with a porter, whe
was carrying hiz  valise. He had almost
renahicd Jock's compartment when an amoazing
iocident happened.

A proop of four or Ave men were stending
near the traio, and they  soddenly  fhung
themacives gn he neweomer, Jack saw oue
rascally-dooking rufan slip hiz hawd into, his
prociet, and draw oub a short, ugly sandbag.
Belfore Jack couid even raise 4 cry, £he eand-
bag exme down full on the tail man's temple,
and be went aprawling on to his face on ‘the
plabform.

Next moment the valise was spatehed from
the prostrate man’s band, aoud the ganp of
ruffians bolted headlong throngh the throneed
plalform, leaving itz sepzelezs victim behind.

A porter raieed a shout, but the fncident
Bad Bappened ‘2o swiftly that no attempd was
raxde to Block the barrier. Jack Deake leaped
to liis fegt, nad made as thowgh to jnmp from
the carriage, when o sudden, quoic
came to b,  Boriz Sarov hind told him that
under oo cireumstances was he bto interfore,
o matier what ook place,

Jack sank hack io his seat just ap a couple
of porters lifted the dared man and began
b carry him away. In the lape! of his cont
wius 0 little eprig of white heather. It was
the fourth time that Jack had noficed that
fquict finwer, and he réalised that there was
aome significance beliund it.

All the way down to Dover Jack worrled
his brain again and again over the insident
on the platform. After the usual Cuztomsz
eéxamination he went aboard the waiting
parket, and took & seat in a sheltered corner,
Az the lights of the harhour tlowly vanished,
somecoe deopped into the chair by Jack's
aide, and & hand fell on his shoulder.

“Youre level-headed all right,” a2 gulet

MEmMOry

Let’s have your opinion of this New Serlal right away, chums!

wolee remarked, I thonght vour were polog
10 give yoursel? away when thab atfuir hap-
penwed at the station.”

Jack Teoked romied, and  found  himsed
aazime into the dack faee of Borizs Sncov.

“By Jove! exciaimed Jack, doa't
snderstand, I thoaeehit they™d oot You,”

Loris smbed grimly,

“Phey meoant toom he saibl. U"TRal f owas
meceszafry Theb thoy should fail, ok so
anonther man tonk my place,”

Jaek whisbled,

“You mean to 51y that that chap Knew
wlink was zeing bo happes to im, and yet
walked right ioto 67"

There was & momeni’s silence before Dorda
Septiod,

“We are all brothers—hrothers of the
White Heather” he sajd. “ And you, too,
wear the same emblem. You will flod out
what it means sonn enough. We have to
sarriflee ourselves, if pecessary,”

His eyes lighted up nz ke Jooked al Juck.

" Your master i3 now one of s he sall.
“He joired just three months ago. When he
cnme we were in deapafe, for b Scemed as
though our cause was lost : but Ferrers Taocke
P witered everything, He i3 R man of men,
that povernor of yours. To-day, at this very
mament, he i3 fighting the greatest hattle of
i+ career.”

The volee grew deep and grim.

*He is-fiphting Hed Mask—Red Mask, the
terror that broods like an evil spirit over my
urhappy town."”

Boris Barov citecked himself,
realizing I was saying too mueh.

" Yon musk have paticoee,” he said. " Wall
until von mect yvour master”

Hed Mask!

The very nome had a slnister, cruel ring
wlwut k. Who was he? What did it afl
mean? What was this hrotherheod of the
White Heather, oand, above all, how had
Ferrera Locke come to get mixed up with §t.

“I'M be jolly piad when T meet my
goverogr,” Jack Drake told himsclf. "for
"ot getting well out of my depth oow.”

as  though

Miss Cartwright's Friends'!

ERREKS LOCKE turned ovk of ‘the
cafe and walked guietly nlong the
hroad pavement of the Kuziyelaky,

. that great fashionable thoroughfare
which i3 the Bond Btrect of Moscow.

TE was latz in the afternoon, and the hroad,
well-kept strect was crowded with pedes.
trings. To a casual eyve it might have seemed
that Mozeow waa, as usual, the bustling, huby
eity, where trade and pleasuee po hand-in-
hand.  The splendid shep-fronta, the glass:
rogfed galleries with their marble pavements
and mir of arlstocratic prosperity, were atbrar-
tive emnugh, and it was only & clozer serutiny
of the shops that served to reveal the real
position.

The displays were seanty, and two or three
prezented curtained spaces--n grim proof of
the dack of husiness fhere. Distress, want.
amt oppression had set a heavy hand on the
heantiful city on the banks of the Moskva—-
thot meandering stream. spanoed by ionu-
merable stone bridges, that wanders out ipto
the broad, preen pigios heyond the town, to
e lost in the blue haze of the distance.

As Ferrers Tocke paced guietly along, with
a ¢igar between Lis lips, his calm, expréssion-
lega fuee gave no indication of the thouwshits
that weré crowding in his miod,

Oufside sn hotel o dapper man, in the
uniform of a minot CGoveroment offlaial,
omithed to Locke, The deteetive holted, and
smiled,

'_'d!q. pleasant evening, commandant,” Locke
said,

The little man howed.

“Plessaut encugh for thoze who have 1dle
moments to spare™

Locke ahrugged his shoulders.

“We do not all posacss the great capacitr
for work that you do, ecommandant,” he rald.
“For me, an howr in the sun aud a eigar
s good enough,”

*Ah! You rich Englishmen—you are the
lueky ones.  And you still prefer our poor
Mostgw to Paris and Brugsals—eh?”

“Why not?” asked Locke easily. "I have
maide many Iriemwis in your town.”

e gave the little official s eigar, and,
nodditg, strolled on atb an easy pace,

The man looked after him with o puzzled
frown oo hizs face,

Moscow was a city of apiea, and wmsua’

Nothing to beat it !
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FYETY FLam > bitsine:s was kpoap Lo the rolers
of it. ¥ob the authorities had to admit that
they wore purzled to place €liis quiet, cool
Englizhizan who had appexred s¢ suddendy in
their muidst, e had taken tooms in one of
the hmge residentinl ehamlers that looked
eh over the bu-y @ Bond Street of Moscow,”
and  apparcntly Bz object for being o
Mogeow was fhe purchasine of curios.

It was Known that now aml again Locke
visiled cne o EBwo cuwrio zhops, and there
were also oeca-ion: when would-be deajera
vallod on hine, while it was known that he
had made many fricnds among the little
Briti=h  eolony, whose sealtered membeta
were forsod o retaadn i Moscew, either {or
hnsiness reasons orf LGk of Tmmda to leaye,

The Huszian wind is a curious owne, and
thongl: Ferrers Locke oave the officiala o
ttle eause to be sw=picigns, they had hept
watch oo him day and night. A znall
haltalion of spics had caeh Laken their turn,
hut =1 had made the same report, Tle was
mercly an Englisioman  with moncy, idling
AWy his time in that city where 50 many
had tie 1o spare.

There was o quiet smile on Terrers Locke's
face as e vontinued down tie street. Onee,
Shcn pazsing a group of men founging owk-
wide a cafe, he raized his hand fo his hutton.
hole, amd fuagered the tiny bunch of white
flowera there. Oung of tlie men in the cirele
made 3 similar pesture, o he, too, had o
sprig of whife heatiier in his coat.

Locke reached the end of the street and
furned down a parrow thorpughfare, crossing
A quict zquare, and ¢mtering an afched doar-
way Chat gave aecess b a Aaggod courl-
yard. There was a divgy, unkempt look
abgut the epurt, and grass had grown be-
tween the sfones, At the end of the court
was a sl chureh with a kigh belfry.

The great, steelstudded doorway of the
elhinreh had been smasied, but fragments atill
hung to the huge irpo hinges—grim relies of
Moscow's stormy past, Reaching the arched
doorway, Ferrere Locke halted fo  lizht
anctiier izar, Then lLie slipped quietly onder
ibe shadowy arch, and entered the chureh.

Torn hanginge, aud a gréat heap of broken
marble to uark where the altar had onee
heen, were revealed by the dim Jight which
rame throngh the windowa,

The famous defective halted for & moment,
isteming, with his head turned towards the
great deorway, Of late he bad missed that
syeeasdive babtalion of spies, and he lind
heen 1nformed that the authorities no longer
tronbled over Lim. e had lived down that
Brat suspcion, ang was on the eve of opelng
His grim campaigm,

Satishiedl that he lLad not been follewed,
Perrers Locke walked down to the other side
of the chorelr, amd, passing Lehind the steep,
hroken masonry, gained a =mall arehed door-
way, which gave access fo a circular stair-

cage  of stoge, up wlhieh the detective
elimbeil.
Me found himsell at Iast ot the top of the

fower, amd as e paced oul ilo the Hght two
fignres that bad been Joubging by the low
parapet arvse and came Lowards bhim,  One
of them was s prey-bearded patriot, with
faded, hluc eyes, and hollow, sunken checks,
The olher wius a middle-aged man, with the
brisk, alert air of a merchaat. )

"W osaw yoir enber the court, Locke,” anid
Lhe latter, a3 he shook bamds. " We received
yonur message  this morning, and  Father
Fetro amd 1 have been waiting for you since
Toneh."”

“1 have Lo be carcful, Mr. Malthy,” Ferrers
Locke expiained, "I know that Um not now
bemg spied wpon, but that ouly applies le
the Government officials."

He torped Lo the old pricst.

“What is your news, Father?” he asked.

The robed pricat wrung his handa,

“My news is of thé worst, my son” he
returned. ™Y wont Lo the Rremiin tr.r-d';l:r to
fry and sce the gnfortunato woman whnse
welfare we of the Brotherhood have af
heart, bBud they wonld not et mo vizit her.
T Qeear she w43 tried laszt night at the
Eretdin,  Phey call it oa trial, bub it iz a
fudgment without iusi.i::f. “he has boen oot
demned, aid T wm afraid thera is no cscape
for her. Tomaorrow she will go to bhe
fortress, and that means the end.”

Mr., Mualthy swung round to Perrers Locke
flereely,

“It': an auolrage, Locke=an outrage!™ he
exclabmed. “Mlas Carbwright haz  done
robiung --wofhinge at alll Her only crimie was

Loodngur the enmity of that brole, Red Mask,
Hhe was foolish enough to teil about the raid
that he carried out on ber employer's hiouse
twelve mogths ago, when be foreed poor old
Frince Ivam to hand over the last of his
family jewels. I tell you, Locke, thete inei-
dents are heginning to Leconte & nightmare
to ws, Bisz Carbwright is the tenth member
of our little British colooy whe hasz Leen got
af., Sie will vanish—just as the others did,
Ited Mask pever fails !

"t Never' iz a T-E‘l‘hfﬂﬂliﬁh word to usze,
Mre. Maltby,”" Ferrers Lecke roturoed guietly.
“1 am gomng to prove to you that Red Mask
can futl”

e turned to the priest.

“You are quite right, Faiber Peiro™ he
gakdl., " ¥Your vizit to the Kremlin was use-
lpes,  Misa Cartwrizht was taken to the
Tortreza Jast night., Ehe left in a clozed
carringe shortly after eleven o'clock. The
man who drove the velicle was one of us,
ITe told me this morning that Red Mask him-
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officinis of the town. ¥ictims marked down
by Red Mask would be lhauled in front of
the tribupal oo some trumoped-up charge.
Then, being sentenced, they would be handed
aver fo the comumandant of the Bulirks
Fortress. It was there that Red Mask held
a peculiar sway.

Backed up by some unknown, high
authorily, he was the real ruler, catrying
on his evil deed: upchecked amd ungues-
tioned. MHis very name had become a terror,
even o some of his own countrymen; yet I&
was the forelgn element in the town thes
had suffered the moat.

“ Listen to me, Mr. Malthy,"” Ferrers Locke
went on. ] <ame to Moscow a casual
stranger, and I heard what wa: happeniag.
Thiz may, Red Mask, must be exposed and
ecriushed, and 1 offered to organice agalost
litm. The Brotberhood of the White Heather
—Lthe gymbol of good lwck—waaz started by
me, and, 23 ¥ou koow, It bas grown tre-
mendously. ¥You yoursel! and Father Petro

The lithe figure of Ferrers Locke lunged forward, his hard-knuekled fist driving

home with a dull thud, Red Mask fell like a log.

panted the delective. **Quick ! Come ! You haven't a moment to spare | ™
(See Page 20.)

** All right, Miss Cartwright,”

self el that nofortunate weman when ghe
cnterid the prisou.”

“Dhy yon mean that Red Mask is bagk In
the fortress again?* Mr. Malthy broke out.
"W beand that he was away from Dutirka.”

“jie has nover bheen away from Nutickn,”
Ferrvers bocke rephied stewly. "Two days
apo, you, Mr. Mallby, dined at Falkin®=. Red
Musi was seated at the table next to you!l”

Mr., Maltby leaned forward and caught
Loche by Lhe srm.

“Ipa vou really mean that¥d" he askod.
“Are you sure? No one has ever secn Red
Mask  without iz dizgwise.  Ilave you
actually discovered his hiding-placed™

For the last two year: the loreigo clement
in Moscow had Iiwi under a reign of ferror,
A mysterious porsonality, hidden under the
gpane of Ied Mask, had tyraonised over the
town, and there had been mwany victimis of
Nis eruelly. :

The Government asthorities pretended to
know nothing about the man’s crimes, and
it waa useless to apply for redress to the

are Dboth members, and thera are many
ofbiera,™

*We bave followed your lead, Mr. Locke”
the middiv.aped man returded. " Even so we
feel it is all wasted time. What can our
organization do against Red Mask? The caso
of Miss {‘art.‘ﬂ-'rigl‘ﬁt proves how hf‘l{lltﬂl W
are. He wanied revenge, &nd walted his
time. She will be another victhm, Within a
week or two we shall have the yrual bulletin
announcing her death, Last time, when poor
Thomas Gibbz was caught, they gave It out
az malaria. Xo one saw him buried, and oo

one know what really happeped to bim."

11z sombra face fell, and he Jooked acrofs
ab Ehe fauwous «detective with troubled eyes.

"You Are guing to meaiere swords with
Red Mask, Mr. Locke,” he safd; “but 1 am
afraid that he haz everylhing in his favour.”

The keen, cool-lecking man In [root of hing
shrugged his sboulders.

“To-night will prove whelher you ara cor-
rect or not, Mr. Maltby,” said Ferrers Locke,
« And now I've a favour ta ask of you. May
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1 borrow one of your vans for a da,r or 80"
Mr. Malthy was ?ni:rai mupater of a small
tanpery -on the outskirts of the town. It was
an-Englizh comp: oy that had been taken over
by the local povernment, and Mr., Maltby was
still allowed to remnin at his post simply
becayse of his expert knowledge.

“You can have hulf a dozen if you like”
replied Mr. Mealtby. “ We use only one a
day when we're slack.”

“Then ff 1 extl for it this evening It will
be réady for mei™

Y11 bave gue-ready in Ehe shed beside the
railway,” Mr, Malthy ceturned.

By the wry, see that there Is a good
supply of petrol—sufficient to cover & drive
of two or three hungdred miles—-acrpsz the
frontier.”

Father Petro looked up sharplr at the de-
tective's clean-cut, tanned face,

“You really think that you can do some-
thing to help that wretehed girl?”

“I think I can do something to make Red
Musk very, very angry,” aald Locke grimly.

The * Get-Away !

TIRED youngster, in a dust-staloed
traveiling.cont, cmerged [rom the
train at Mozcow HStation, and fol-
lowed 2 I, biack-haleed man
through the exit inte the dingy sireet.

Bomeone lumbersd against the ¥Youngster,
ami a hoarse, voice whispered {n his car:

“I am from Ferrers Locke; you have to
follow me pow. DBoris Harov s not to
koow,"”

A3z he spoke the man thrust s grimy
band forwurd, and Jack Drake saw on one
finger o signet-ring—a ring which he re-
cpgnised at once a3z belonging to hiz chief.

“®eep behind me, but do not speak.”

Tha man shublled off, wmk, after =
moment’s heslfation, Drake followed him,
dodging  swiftly. through the other pas-
sengers before Borla SBarov wasg aware of his
BUIng.

Hiz guide led him down n marrow
thoroughfare, along which ran 2 high wall
that. guarded a tall factory. Fioally, the
turh Inte & muddy Inow, where a8 small
#overed motor-van waz: aianding.

The gulde walked right om, past the van,
and Jack Drake quickened his pace to over-
ke the fellow. As he drew level with the
win & fnmiliar veice sounded from it:

*Good, sonny! Come along! Get up here
and take charge of the van, You'll fiod &
driver's coat under the seat.”

It was the volece of Ferrers Locke which
came from the canvaa-covered interior.

Jack, swinging round, reached vndér the
geat, and drew odt a long, Hnen coat, which
he donned. Then stepping In front of the
van he started up the engine, and climbed
in behiod the steering-wheel.

Tho canvas parted for a moment, and the
youngater eaw hiz master's face in the gap.

“Dirive on to the pod of the lane, and
then furn to the right till you get to the
end of the street.. Uo straight through the
town, and I'll teli you when to turn over
the bridge. Don't oTget you've to keep
to the right.”

“But I pay, guv'nor, what are we on?”
exclaimed Jaek Drake, th bewllderment,

Ferrers Locke lavghed at the troubled
tohe.

“I can't explain joat now, my lad,” he
said. “but [ can tell you thiz much—you
and I are going fo face the biggest job
we've ever hmdf  To-might we make a be.
ginoing. We are golng to try and reseue
ap Engllshwoman, Misa Ina Cartwright,
from the handa of a friend who i3 known
and feared in Meoscow as *Ded Mask.”
¥Yau'll have cause to Temember thut name,
eanny, before we are fnishedl™

The canvas flap moved slightly,
Locke spoke azain, *

“This is only the first move,” he added;
“but I want te succeed. You'll need to
Eﬁ? your witz abtout you, Jack. Now drive

If spoke volumes for the boy's great adapta-
Lility that he fell loto the schome of tllH‘lg&
at once. The van was of American make,
and prefently Jack was driving it through
ong of the wide main strects, Hoally
emerging Into a wide thoroughfare which
led to the riverside.

then

A whisper sent hlm aeross one wide
bridge, and directed bim to = road tThat
headed out fo the distant steppea. Presently
in front of him Jack saw the gloomy oul-
line of a great, dark rod fortreze [oom

up.

Ho swump into a side ropd that Ied to the
Tortress, drove onm past the shut gates, nmal
fimally, at another guict word of command,
halted near tha huge wall

“"Wait hers until I return. I anyone
speaks bo you, remember you're deafl and
dumg." came Forrers Locke's whispered com-
mand,

Jack Prake lenned over his shoulder as he
henrd the back of the wagon creak., he
cutight aight of a bent, Tagged ashape stag-
gering away from the van with a huge
basket on its shoulder. Tha lgure halted
at & smpll dogrway in the wall, and koocked
twice,

‘Therd capre the serape of bolfs, apd the
deor was Hung open, and the burdened

shinpe  vanizhad,

“1 suppoac fE was the guvtnor™ Jdack
Drrake thought, “ By Jimisy, I'd pever have
FecoHguised him ™

The soldier who bad opened the side-door
followed the bent Deure up the narrow peis-
sage until they emerped into o zmall court-
yard, where the bazret was deposited with
o thud,

"1 oam en old man, aod will exeey this no
further!” a quernlons, cracked woice broke
out, In B gutturst tomgue. “Come ¥you,
¥ou greRb atrong tovarisehl (Comirads), heip
an ¢ld man"

The - eoldier drew baek, and Inughed.

“1 am #ot here to help ¢arry your rub-
bish,” lie said. =1 suppore it is for the
commatdant

"Wha else would it be for?™ the guernlous
volee rapped out.

“Who, indeed?’ returned the soldier.
"But I can tell you the commandant iz not
hwre, =0 You had belter perch on  that
gﬁnlﬁet of yours, and wait uvntil he comes
M .l!

And with that he turncd apd walked off,
vaniabing into the 1little garden that
bloomed onm the feft. For a long moment
the bent shape besido the baskeb stood
still, listening intently.

At the back of the court was a solitary
building, two storles high. There was B
fight of steps on the left leading to an
arched doorwoy, through which c¢culd be
s2en the main building of the fortress.

A Tight was glimmering in & narrow window
on the second foor, and the man beside the
basket suddenly stratghtened wup, and.
throwing back his head, gave s low sizpal
—the muoffted hoot of an owl,

A moment later & shadow darkened the
Iight at the window, and a kllm woman's
shape stood outlined. Ferrers locke—for
he It was in the guise of a ragged peasaot
—with the aid of the stout basket, reached
for.a small draln-plpe, aod clamberad up
the side of bthe wall. He gained a ledge
which tan benenth the second-floor window,
and a3 he began to work hiz way along It
the slender figure suddenly vanpished,

Renching the window-alll, Ferrera Locke
ralzed his hend slowiy, aopd peered into the
lighted interior,

He saw & pale-faced gir! standing fn the
econtre of the chamber, nnd, facing her, In
the open dodrway opposite was a4 huge figore
in & cloge-fitting biack uniform. The man
was & giant in girth apd limbs, sod there
was & hint of brute strength aboud his atel-
tude; but it-was not the gorilla-like body
that held the detectlve™s eye. The [ace
was practically covered with o red silk
mask, and ooly the lower part of the chin

was revealed, while his bristling hueir sur-

mounted the red mask stiiy. The man of
mystery whe ooly revealed himself once to
his wictims wuas there in the Hesh,

Locke saw the burly body move out [rom
the doofway, and a o<oold, rasping voice
sounded. he walls were too thick for the
detective to hear whab was beipg said, but
he saw the girl shiver and back away agalnst
the wall, holding her hands to her face,

bl Blazk raised his hand, and mude
another flerce gesture, Hnally breaking into
a8 harak, strident laugh, He turned &s
though to go, and the terrifled glri took o
pace forward, and tell on her kopees, with
putstretehed !hunrlu- townnls him. She was
pleading for mwercy, although the words she
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vged coubd not be distiogulabied.
that brute laugh sounded.

A grim expression ¢rossed Ierrets Locke'a
Tage, and, slipping below the sill again, he
climbed back walong the ledge, finally gainb-
log aoother window., 1t wus wnjar, asnd,
ewinging it opeu, he 81kl over the zill, aod
found bimzelf in o narrow passkge.

There wos a glint of light abead, shining
through the hall-opened door of the Jighted
chamber, With guick, fot-llke steps Locke
reached the deoorway, and halted there n
the ll{t'ﬂr.uﬁsa. And now the harsh, strident
voleo reached Iiim :

“You will not die quickly, but little by
litble=Blowly, and you will uct b alone!
Tiherg are others that have gone aliead of
you—moat of them of your own race!”

“Hut T have done nothiayg wrong
nothing ™ the girl's vodce wailed. " Aad the
commitiee said that § sbould ooly be sent
to the fortrcas for a [ow weeksi™

“What do I efare for the comaittec? 1
am Ked Bask, sud nojaw Lo mosell, You'l
o Wwhere tho others have gonfie, to :oanp-
ghing tmuch worse than depth-—mush worse
than deatht”

A heavy fooffoll sounded, smd the doer
opened slowly. Ferrers Locke saw  that
gigantic figure turn  swiftly, snid.  rising
silentty, the detective clemehied his lials and
walted,

The man 11 the red mask gained the dnor
way, and looked back over his shouider at
the alim, terrificd girl.

H¥on will pay for wvour lovally  wikh
deatli ' the strident wolee said, “You will
vanish—jost as the others vanished."”

He took another pace into the passage.
and his head ecame round, UVnder the red
ma3sk the huge jowl stuck out, forming a per-
fect urﬁ., and the lithe, athletio figure of
Ferrers Locke lunged forward, and his hard.
knuckled fist went home with & dull thud.

Red Mask fell like a log, thudding across
the threshold, while the room shook to the
impact of his massive frame. The quick,
frighkened cry that broke from Ina €art-
wright was stlfed as she saw the ragged
shape appesr in the doorway,

*All right, Miss Cartwright! Quick!
Comoe! You haven't & moment £0o zpare!"

It was the quiet, matter-of-fact tones and
the Engllsh volce that stilled the girt's lear.
&he caught at Ferrers Locke's hand, and,
with & swilf shudder, she stepped over the
prostrate body of the man in the doorwar.

Sls thers & stairway?™ asked Ferrers
Locke.

“¥ea, to the left™

It was the slender giel who led the war
now down a circolar staircase, anpd across a
narrow paved E-'n:iﬁage. halting at a heavily-
barred door. Locke BH]!I]}EE ack the bolk
and opened the doer. In front of him was
a narrow court, and to the left of the passage
stood the huge wicker hasket,

“Quick=—gome ™

e caught the girl’s trembling haod, oand
they raced together :cross the space. Then,
with deft fingers, Ferrers Locke undid the
catches of the hasket, and lifted it revealing
the smply iuterior.

“Thera 13 no other way, Miss Cartwright,”
he said. " You must gek in here. You won't
be there lor long. Come!"

He Jirted the slender Ogure, amd lowered
her gently into the huge receptacie, closing
the lid and replaciag the straps. Then, with
an effortless heave, that indicated the im-
mense sfrength of that tafl figure, Locke
raised the baskeb, and, balancing it on his
shoulder, paced down the narrow paszsage
towards the shde gate.

From the lighted guard-room a couple of
figures eame, amnd a bunch of keys dangled
in the doorkecper's band as be Jounged
forward.

"1 shall waibt oo longer for the com-
mandant,” Ferrera Locke  soapped, in &
eracked voice, "Open the gate for e,
booby, and let me go.”

A gust of laughter sounded in the donrway,
and the sturdy eustodian thrust the key in
the lock and turned it. The bent shape,
bearing Lhe bazket, staggered out and ¢ros-od
to the back of the van.  The haskel woae
zlipped under the canvas flap. Then, o: Ehe
hent figure straightened up, there came a 3l

Apraln

den ¢ry. From the narrow courtyard & voice
—harzh with rage—broke oot in o clismorous
command,
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* Quick, Jack ! ** panted Locke.

“Off you ga!"

the rocking vehicle, (See Lhis page.)

“Ho! The guard! Stop them [’ The seniry standing in the doorway took his rifle from the side of the wall and
made a rush towards the van. Evenashe did so Ferrers Locke made his leap and grabbed the fellow by the arm and throat,
The van started down the road, a volley of bullets spattering over

*Hot
bhiem !

The¢ guard! them! Stop

Stop

The sentry standing In the doorwsy took
his rifle from the side of the wall, anvd made
& rush towards the van.

Do you hear? he ecalled.
Mask!
P o

He levelled hiz weapon threateningly, and
as he did s0 Ferrers Locke made his leap.
A cnatlike dive saw him lopge wunder the
menacing Layewet. Then, next moment, his
haimizs were on fhe zeatry's throat in . gzrip
aof steel.

Apain bhe engry bellow rose from hebind
the tall wall of the fortresz. Then Jack
Drake, leaning out from héhind the steering
wheel, heard the gqizict voiee of his masier.

“Quick, Jack! Of you go! Make for the
tross-rads—someong will meet you there!™

The [ocked shapes swaved out froms the van,
and Jack cauwght o momentary glimpse of his
mazter az they crazhed against the wall. The
pext raoment the youngstor started the van
nlf down the road, gathering speed with every
fturn of the wiwels,

“Tt ia Red
Stund where you are, little father,

A straggling volley erashed out from Ehe
wall on the left, and Juck heard the bullets
iz and snarl over the rocking velicle, but
tlee vanm swung round the bend, and went
drumming on down the narrow roadway, ifs
hewd-lamps cutting a clear way through the
dusk.

The elatter of arms, the anpgry shout of
barsh volee:, amd the patter of feet in the
nariow passnge heyood the doorway warned
Ferrers Locke that he had oot 2 mement to
ST, He reeled against the wall, jam-
ming bis rival pgninst the rengh stone, and
pow, a5 the armed man  made  auother
tesperate effort to free Dhimsclt from that
choking  prip, Ferrera Tecke relense] one
homd, god drove it Doll imto the onshaven
elin--a smnshinge punch that sent £l man's
Tt Iesck with n jerk.

Wext moment the vnwicldy fizure collapsed,
amdt the detective pripped at the rife that
fell from the limp fogers. A swdden sonnd
from. hehind him mide Locke leap round.
A gtocky shape il oharged ot of the
gatewny, and vow, with bayonet levelled, the

fipure came leapiug at him. A quick swing
of the stenth's mfle saw $hie Lroadd, steel
hayotct thrust upwsrds. Thea fhe man
tumbled to one =ide, amnd Ferrers  Locko
heought the butt of his weapon pomnl, thud-
dipge it apaigst the armed sentioel’s head.

He epruwled acroszs the roadway, the rifle
clatiering from hic hand, and Locke turued
and  alarbed slomr the high  woll of  the
fortress, sprinting like a deer. ' He heard
the crash of the volley from the wall abhove,
and saw the van vaoish, Then, dropplug his
rifle, the detective wheeled across the road,
trok a low mad wall at a boupd, aud wend
on across the rough, wabilled Gelds bBeyvond,

He bad reached a Darrow lane, rupniong
heatween the high earth walli, when g sidden
finger of lpht Teaped out in the darkwess
meliind him. It was Ehe hoge scarelilight from
the fortress, and it bepan to rou hither
and thither across the open cxpunse, seeking
Tm. Would it Aiud him?

{Now look ouf for the neod thrilling
inafalment of this wonderful serinl,
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