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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Tribulations of Bunier!

H W M
O “Halle, halla, hallo!™
[3] 'l-.'ﬂfﬂ‘..' Llf

" What's the trouble 7"

'FYG‘? 1"‘!

Billy Bunter's remarks were expres-
RIVE, t not vory intelligible. DBut it
geemted clear that he was damaged.

Harry Wharton & Co., sauntering
along from Greyfriars in the sunny
sutumn afternoon, camo on Bunter sud-
denly. The fat junior was sitting in the
grass by the edge of Friardale Wood—
or, rather, he was ‘sc?uarmmg there, For
rome reason—possibly connected with a
boot—he was unable to sit comfortably.

He wes mumbling dolorously; and his
mumbles ehangec? into _ deep and
anguished groans as the Famous Five
appeared in the offing, DBunter was in
need of sympathy.

Harry Wharlon & Co. halted, and
stood surveying the Owl of the Remove
with grinning faces, 2

Bunter had evidenily been looking for
trouble, and finding it. Often and often
Billy Bunter hunted for trouble; but he
never seamod satisfied when he found it

He blinked at the chums of the Remove
through his big spectacles, and groaned
again,

“I gay, you fellowsg—ow !"

“Woll, what's happened?” asked Bob
Cherry. 'Some o}j the Highcliffe cads
been ragging you, Bunter?”

“Owl Not" .

"Bun up against Loder of the Sixth
end his ashplant 7" asked Frank Nugent
sympathetically.
“Blow Loder! Nol!®

rEooffed too many Larn-taris at Uncla
Clegg's " inrlluired Johnny Dull,

“iw! No! I've been assnulted and
battered!” groaned DBunter. “Yow!
Ow! I'm fearfully hurt! Wow "

“The hurifulness scems to be great”
remarked Hurree Jamset Bam Einﬁh.
At lenst, the groanfulness is terrifie.”

“Well, whoe did it?" asked Harry
Wharton, " And why?"”

“#Tell ns his name and we'll strew the
hungey churchrard with his bones,” said
Bob Cherry humorously,

by trour po

i i y

“T'va beendkicked—="

“ Wot for the first time,"” remarked Bob
Cherry, “and not for the last, I dave
53y,

“Deast! I've been set on by B gang
of gipsies,"” said Bunter, with a deep
ﬁ:mn “Y—1 fought like o lion. DBut
they were too many for me!™

“How many?"’

“Bix or seven.

have handlod—"

Five or six I could

“Ha, ha, ha!"
“I'm fearfully injured! I've becn
gzsanlted and battered and kicked!

Some fellowa would stand by .another
Groyiriars chap who had been attacked
by & gang of gipsies !” exuclaimed Bunter
indignanlﬁ :

“Well, so we will," said Harry Whar+
ton. “That is, if there's any truth in it,
You zee——"

1] E"'ﬂ" !u

“You're such a giddy Ananias," said
Bob. “Your gang of gipsies may turn
ot to be the smallest boy in the
village.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“ Anvhody scen any gipsies in lhis
giddy locality " asked Johnny Bull,
“Well, there's gipsies about,” said

Bob., “Squiff mentioned that he'd seen
a camp of gipsies, with caravang and
things, on Courtfield Common. “But I
don't sea why they should worry
Bunter.”

“T'vo been assaulted——"

IlBut_*_I.

“ And battered—"

:IE,{“‘ “.'h - nr

“ And kicked——" o

“Well, where are the giddy eriminals?”
asked Bob, “Gipsies are not geing io
be allowed to kick Greyfriars chaps—
aven you, Bunter! Put us on their trail
and weo'll pive them their kicking back,
with interest.”

“He's in the wood—""

”Hn"_"ﬁ'.hﬂ?“

“"The gipsy ! snapped Dunter.
“He!™ ejaculated Wharton,
‘he * apply to the whole ganz ?”

There was a chortle among the Famous
Five. Bunter had used the singular

" Does

¢ number inadvertently ; but it was evident
{ that the plural number did not apply.

Remember, tohere therd are voses

pular guthor, will bring homne the haordships of an oul-

-

r - '
A ¢ e A .
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{The “gong" consisted of only one

gipsy.
L v ‘fi’cren't there six or seven of him "

asked Nugent with a chuckle.

“If thore was only ons, why couldn't
you handle him ?" demanded Bob Cherry
indignantly.

“ A hulking ruflian—"

“Well, a gipsy might be too big for
Bunter to handle, even if he had any

uck,” said Wharton, "I saw a jolly

efty-looking gipsy on the Courtfield
road yesterday; and if it was that chap
he would be too big an order for any of
us, I think, What was he like, Bunter?”

“ A hulking, musculay ruffian—"

“"And he walloped you?" said Bohb.
“What for?"

“Cheek!™ zaid Punler, "Jost rotten
ruflianism, you know! A frightful hooli-
gan! He's in tha wood now."

Al the six or soven of him{" asked
Johnny Bull.

“ Beast 1"

TWell, we'll look for him, and give
him his kicking for himself,” said Dob.
“What'a he liket How old?"

“ About fifteen, I suppose,”

“"Fifteen!” roaved Bob. * A hulking
ruffian—at fifteen!”

" “Well, he was jolly hefly,” said
Bunter, **I couldn’t handle him, and
you fel!?wa know what a fighting-man I

AfT—

“Ha, ha, ha!" 1

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle at,
I've been kicked!” howled Dunter,
‘“Some fellows would stand up for their
own school, It's a pretty disgrace for a
CGreyfriors chap to be kicked by & com-
mon, low gipay!” .

“Hp it is,"” said Dob, * ¥ou oughtn’t
to have let him kick you; but we're nol
going to have him bragging in his camp
thot he's kickod a Greyiriars fellow.
Let's look for him, you chaps.”

“Ie's in the wood,” =said DBunfer
engerly. ' He hasn't been long gone.
That's the way he went. Eet on him all
at once—""

“What 1"

“Collar him, rou know, the lot of you,
and he won't have a chance—"'

“You fat rotter!” roared Bob, “Do
vou think we're a_gang of hoolipuns!

Tie Macwer LiBrant,—No. 819

Copyright in the United States of America.



§ YOU are, of course, taking advantage of our Wonderful offer—

(3o and eat coke! Come on,
follows 1"

III HIF b

“Rats 1"

And Harry Wharton & Co. plunged
Into the shades of Friardale Wood, to
look for the offending gipsy, and Billy
Bunter was Jelt alone to groan over his
iﬂjuriﬁﬂl
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Fight in the Wood !

&% HAT'S the chap!™
*1 fancy 30l
“We'lll ask him ™
MNugent.

Tt was not more than a hundred vards
from the spot whera they had left Billy
Bunter, that the chums of the Remove
came on their quarry, A gipey lad was
standing in the old wood, leaning back
agninst tho trunk of a big beech tree, his
hands in the pockets of his ragged jacket.

He seemed to be buried in thought;
he did not observe the approach of the
Grevyfriars juniors, as they came through
the trees, .

Ha wasz a rather handsome lad, with a
dark, sunburnt face and well-cut features.
His clothes were deplorable. Ha wore a
man's coat cut down into a sort of jacket,
and a man's trousers cut shovt mto a
Eeculim* resemblance of a pair of knicker-

ockers. HRelow the knee his brown legs
were bare, but the fect were partly
coverad by & pair of ancient shoes, almost
dropping to pieces, Tle wore no collar or
hat: thick brown hair, almost black,
ecurled in o tangled mass on hiz head.
And it wos uwnmistakable ibhat he was
geriously in meed of washing, ;

Hea did not leok up. The expression
on Hiz brown, handsome face wns pensive
and gloomy, and he seemed too deep in
reflaction to observe his surroundings. It
was not till the Bemovites were quite
closa at hand that he made a sudden
movement, as he becamea aware of their
presence, and a pair of flashing dark eyes
were raised to Jook at them, .

Harry Wharton & Co. halted in front
of the gipsy boy. They reparded him
yuite good-humouredly.

The gipsy's face was somewhat suilen
a3 he stared at them. The contrast be-
tween their well-eut clothes and his own
ragged attire may have struck him
pamiully.

Bob Cherry raized his cap with exag-
geraled politeness,

Y Good-afternoon ! he said.

Tho gipsy did not reply.

“ Lookmg for you,” went on Bob.

The gipsy stared at lum grimly, but
did not speak, 'The sullen and hostile
ﬂ':f.g['-ﬂ'iﬂfﬂll intensified on his face, which
did not look o handiome with that look

on 1f,

“But we wani to make sure that you're
tho right merchant,” Bob procecded to
explain, *'Did yvou kick a Greyiviars chap
8 short time ago®”

The gipsy spoke at lazt.

“1 kicked a fat fool "' he answered.

.. “That's Bumter,” said Bob. “The
description would ind him anywhere.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bo you kicked Dunter,” said Daob,
eyeing tha pipsy.  “Well, we have io
kick Bunter somietimes. He's a chap
who ecan do with a lot of kicking, Why
did yon kick hun ™

“TIrind out ™

i “rh&tl E"!j

" Leave ma alone 1™

" Lock here—="

¥ Oh, got out 1"

grinned

Bobh Cherry's good-luunoured  smile
vanished, and o gleam came into his blue
Ly e

}Enuwing Bunter as he dirh, Dob would

have preferred to hear the gipsy's version
of the incident before going on the war-
path. But the rude and hostile replies,
and the savage and scornful stare thab
sccompanied them, eut off Bob's desire
for inguiry. Vrath gathered on his
brow,

“Is that how youn answer a civil gues-
tion i he demanded.

* Let me alone, hang you I

“Fm not tonching vou at present!”
said Bob grimly. “1I fancy I zhall soon
ba touching you, though—hard! I want
to know——-"

“0Oh, shut up 1™

“That’s enough!™” z0id Bob Cherry,
gquita angr'y now, as woas not to be
wondered at. He peeled off his Eton
jacket, and threw it to Nugent to hold.
“ Are you ready 1"

The gipsy's lips curled.

“I'm not afreid of you—the whole lot
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of you!” he said savagely. “Come on,
if you like !” )

“That's not our style,” said Harry
Wharton. “ Man to man is fair play,
and you ean choose your man.” )

“Ha's chosen me,” said Bob, putting
up his hands. ' Will you step away from
that tree, and come o, you ill-mannerad
rotier ™

“I'N come on fast enough!” snapped
the gipsy, and, with a sadden Epﬂﬂ% a

od deal like a tiger, he was on Bob
Chervy. ,

Bob was a fighiing-man of renown 1n
the Lower School at Greyfriars, and it
was but seldom that he was taken off his
Euartl. “But certainly he was taken off

is guard by that sudden fierce attack,
Almost before he knew what was coming,
ihe gipsy's brown hsts were dashing In
hiz surprised face, and Bob Cherry went
into the prass with o heavy crash.

w1 gasped Dob, as he rolled over.

“Foul play " exclammed Jolnny Buail
indignantly,

“He told me to come on!" said tho
gipsy sallenly,

Bob Chervy sat up rather dazedly.

‘had told on him,

“It's all righe!™ he gasped. ™I told
him I was readv. You're jolly guick
with your paws, young fellow-mme-lad,
But we're not finished yet.”

The Greyfriars junior scrambled up,
the gipsy standing back snd watching
him sullenly.

“Come on ! said Bob.

The gipsy came on willingly enough.
But his spriug, which was as rapid as
before, did not take Bob by surprise this
time. His hands wera knocked up, and
Bob’s knuckles came home on his nose.
It was the gipsy who went down now,
and he went down bard.

“ Well hit 1" grinned INugent,

“Look out I

The gipsy was up again like a cat, and
springinﬁl at hia enemy. '

Bob Cherry was ready for him.

The fight was hammer and tongs now,
and Dob, hefty fighting-man as he was,

| found his hands full.

was rather smaller, much
less weighty, and not o strong as the
Grevfriars junior. But he was litheness
itself, and he had plenty of vigour. And
certainly he had plenty of pluck. His
nose was streaming red, and one of his
eves was closing, and a cvimson streéany
oozed from a corner of his mouth, But
he came on with uwndiminished pluck, his
teeth set. _

Bob Cherry's ruddy face showed signs
of punishment, and he was breathing
hard. But there was no doubt that he
was getting tho better of the combat,

The gipsy reeled back from a lwm'i
drive, and staggered against a tree,
stePpe.d back, and dropped his hands,

“That's enough,” he said,

The gipsy panted.

* You've not beaten me!”

“I don't want to,” =aid Bob good-

To gipey

naturedly. *“But I'm bigger than you
are, old to ¥
“You're not " ]
“Well, just a trifle, anyhow,” said

heavier,
50

Bob, with a grin. “And P'm
I'm over your weight, young 'un, and
lot's call it off.”

“¥You couldn't beat mae!”

“Oh, couldn’t 11" said Bob nattled.

1] NE“EI .!-}

“Call it off,” =zaid Harry Wharton

hastily, * You've as good as got him
beat, Bob. Never mind what he says.
Chueck 1£1"

“I'm going to,” said Bob.

The gipsy’s eyes blazed, .

“You'ro not going to!" he exclaimed.
“"You started this, and you're going on to
the fOnish, you snob!™

Heo came at Dob again, though less
actively than before,  Iis punishment
Bob backed away a
step, biz checks erimson,

“I don't see why you should call me a
snob,” he said guietly., * Keep off, kid.
I teil you you've had enough, and I don't
want to hurt ;.mu.“

“Take that ! :

“Well, if vou will have 1t 44
Bob resignedly.

Bob Cherry had no choice about if, for
the gipsy, with flaming eyes, was at hin
like a wiid-eat. The fight wont on
furicusly.

Dut the slim, though siurdy, %isls.y Was
over-matched.” There was no fellow in
the Greyfriars Remove, excvepting per-
haps Wharton, whe could stand up to
a slogging attack from Bob Cherry ; oven
Iiolsover major had long ago given it up
as hopeless, IBut there woere several in
the Remove who could have made rings
routid the gipsy, plucky as he was. The
codd of the fight was o foregpone l?[l-l'.!.f'].ll.-
sion, though the gipsy refused to sce it.

sand

Another splendid story of Harry Wharton & Co. next week—
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But he had to see it. when he went
down with o crash into the grass and
found himself unable to rise.

He lay and panted, his eyes glittering

at Bob.
“That's enongh!™  said  Wharton
anxiously. ;
“I'm mnot beaten!™ =aid the gipsy
hoarsely.

"I don't want to say you are,” said
Bob Cherry, * You're a plucky kid, and
I'm sorry we had any trouble,  Dut you
can't po  avound kicking Greyiriars
fellows, vou know.™

“I will do as I choose.” )

“Then vou'll find wourself up against
more trouble, I faney,” caid Bob, as he

put hizs jacket on with Nugent's assist- ]

ance, “Let’s get off, you fellows”

Wharton lingered for a8 momcent as s
comrades mwoved off through the wood.
He looked down on the gipsy, who gave
him & black and bitter glance n
TesDonse,

“Apnvthing T ean do for you, kid?
asked Harry. “You went on too long,
you know, and you're done in"

=

[

~ 14
:." "u— ! "
1] %
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Bob had bathed his face in Friardale,
anid done all he could te remove the
traces of the fray; but there were still a
good many traces to be seen.

“Ticked that gipsy cad?”
Bunter cagerly.

“Yes,” grunted Bob.

“Oh, good! I hope you gave hima
jolly good hiding 1" said Bunter, “Did
you kick him?®"

“No ! roared Dob.

“Well, you must be an ass!™-said
Bunter. *If you licked him, I suppose
you could have kicked him easily enough
—he couldn't have helped himself.™

“You fat rotter!”

“0Oh, really, Cherry—=-""

Bob Cherry brushed reughly past the
Owl of the Romove, and the five chums
went up the staircase. Bunter snorted
and fﬁ]{;wcﬂ them. Harry Wharton &
(Co. were ready for tea, after their
ramble; and tlfe five were "“teaing ' to-
gether in Study No. 1 that affernoon.

Billy Dunter's big spectacles gleamed
irl'; at the doorway of Study No. 1 after
them.

ashkod

Groan !

“¥ou fat duffer——"

“T'm injured ! groaned DPunter. "I
—I'm auite kndeked ont by that gang
of gipsies—="" .

“That gang of ane gipsy?”  asked
Nugent.

“*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Poast! When a fellow's foarfully
injurcd, after puttin% up a terrific fght
for the honour of the school, the least
vou can do is to stand him zome tea, 1
think."”

“ Bow-wow 1

But William George DBunber was still
in the srmchair—teo injured to move,
perhaps—when  tea was ready.  And
when it was ready, he insinuated himself
into a seat at the table. A heariy wel.
come was npt essential to Bunter's on-
joyment of & meal. A heariy meal
waz all that be troubled about.

“T like poached egps,” he romarked
as he helped himself.  *“ Vou've only

cooked seven, Nugent. What are you
fellows going to have?™
The Famous Five looked at Dunter pa

[+ Will you step away from that tree and come om, you ill-mannered rotter ¥ roared Bob Cherry. ™ I'll come on fast

snough,’” snapped

the gipsy. Almost before Bob Cherry
"his surprised face, and the Greylriars junior went into the grass with a heavy crash.

knew what was coming the gipsy's brown flsts were dashing In

(Sce Chapter 2.)

“Mind your own business.”

Wharton fiushed.

“There's a stream in the wood,
gnder, where vou con bathe your face,
if you want to,” he said. " Ii you want
any holp——"

“1 don't 1"

“Vary well"

The captein of the Remove turned
sway and followed his choums, the dark,

Bashing eyes of the gipsy following him
with a glance that was & .good deal liko
that of a wild-cat.
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Surprise !
6T SAY. you fellows—"
I Billy Bunter greeted  the
Famous Five, as they came into

the School House at Greyiriars,

He blinked at them inquiringly, and

rinned as he noted the signs of damage
i Bob Cherry's face.

—entitled

“1 sav, vou fellows-—— ;

“Oh, roll off, Bunter!” sau
Wharton impatiently,

“Peter Todd's gone out,™  said
Bunter. “ He's actually gone out and
left nothing in the study for tea., And
my postal-order hazn't come, after all,
I mentioned to you fellows that 1 was
expecting & postal-order, didn't 17"

- *I think you did—about a million
times "'

“Well, it hasn't come,” said Dunter,
bliinking at the chums of the Homove.
“What's o fellow to do?”

“Top i Hall?" supsosted Nugent.

“T'yve had tea 1n I‘E’l L, sald Dumder
dizcantenbedly. ¥ That doesn’t make any
difference to me. I'm hungry. Are you
fellows going fo ask me to tea?”

“o and eat coke [

Billy Bonter gave o sudden deop
proan, and stageoered into the study, cel
lapsing inlo the armchair.

“Well, what's that game "' Jdemanded
Wharton.

“ The Gipsy Schoolboy [’

Harry

he shifted seven poached cggs fo  his
plate in a heap.

“We're going to have pooached cggs '™
said Johnny Bull, in a decp voice,

“The poached eggfulness is tercrifie [

“(iopd ! gaid Bunter. *Get on wirth
them, Nugent, amd, while {nu'm about
it, ¥you may as well do a few more for
me,""

Frank Nugent, by wany of reply,
annexed Dunter's plate, and shot the
poarhed cggs back into the dish.

Bunter watched that proceeding in
indipnant surprise.

“0Oh, really, Franky— ;

Frank helped Bunter tp one egg. The
Owl of the Bemove cyod it movosely,

“Is that a joke?"” he asked.

“MNo—it's an egg.”

“Omne cge'’s no pood to me !”

“Zure?" asked Frank.

“Yes, quite sure!” spapped Buuter,

“Very good!" :

Nugent shot the egg from Dunter's
plate to Bob Cherry's.

Don’t miss it 1
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HT T sag——" Thowled Bunter. ;
“You said it wasn't any good, old fat
iop!"’ grinned Bc:-i:r Cherry, "“Now, 1

lind it quite 1

“Ha, ha, hal”

Biily Bunter sat speechless for a
moment. The poached eggs were dis-

A iring ab & great rate; and evidently
that item of the menu was " off,” so far
as William George was concerned,

JCall this hospitelity?” he asked,
with withering scorn.  “If that's the
way yvou bebave when you ask s fellow
to tea—"'

“Not at all,” said Wharton, laughing,
“Only when a fellow asks himself to tea
Eu? wants to scoff the whole giddy out-

t iy

“What any I going to have?” roared
Runter,

“A boot, if you don't shut wp!™

Billy Bunter decided to shut up. Be.
sides, he was losing time. There were
ample supplies of bread, butter, and
jam: and Willinmn Georvge rmed’ed to
fill an aching void with those comes-
tibles. But he was not looking pleased.

“ Pretiy rotten spread!’™ he remarked,
apparently by way of grace afterwards.
';Iddq_ fellows better than this in my
study.”

“You do everybody as thoroughly as
you can,” vemarked Bob Cherry—with
a qeﬁerint meaning for the verb *“to

*Yah! T say, you're going to have
a blue eye!™ said Bunter, gr%.nnin.g Bt
Bob’s damaged countensnce. *‘Did you
veally lick the gipsy, or did he lick you?
I've my doubts,”

“You won't have any doubts about
my licking you, i you don’t shut up!*
growlhed Bnﬁ{.

“He, he, he! Your nose is a bit
comie,” said Bunter., “Seems to have
rather a list to port~—what? He, he,
he! That gipsy ruffian is frett:.r hefty
No wonder you couldn’t lick him, when
1 conldi't! Of course, I should have
licked him if I'd put my beef into it.”

That remark geemed to restore Bob's
good humour. He chuckled.

“You can cackle!” snorted Bunter,
"1 wish now I'd taken the trouble to
thrash him. These low rotters want
teaching their place. Cheeky cad, you
know, refusing to clear off when I
ordered him. — Blessed if I know what
the lower classes are coming to!”

“What ¢ ejaculated Bob,

Harry Wharton gave the Owl of the
BRemove a steady look.

“How did vou land into trouble with

the gipsy, Bunter?” he demanded.
“You told na that he attacked you and
kicked soun.®

“8o he did.”

“ Well, ho looked o vough sort of chap,
in_sonie ways, but be didn't look like a
fellow to pitch into o helpless fat fool
for wothing* said the captain of the
Hemove, “What's that aﬂuut ordering
im to clear off Y What do you mean®’

“I mean what I say!” grunted
Bunter. *“The cheeky cad was sitting in
ithe grass, when I ‘wanted to sit down
and rest. So I ordered him off, of
course,””

“You oulered him off ¥ gasped Bob
Cherry,

“Of course T did! Think I'm going to
have a low rotter squatting about near
e I demanded Bunter, " He ought to
have gone at once when I told him, I
ﬂ!félﬂ'::t-ﬂd him to, And the cheeky brute
didn't even move or look at me, so 1
E:x:e him a shove. And then—would you

lieve it—he st on me,”

“Why, you—you—-"

HCollared me!" sald PBunter

dignantly, “Taook me by the neck, you
_know, and slewed me reund and ]‘;i.: d
me—hard 1

“Berve you je:-Il{' well right I roared
Bobh Cherry. “You fat villain, you
cheeked him, like & ced as you are, and
told us lies and made me go for him for
nothing——" Bob Cherry j“m.jmd up in
great wrath and excitement, ond whipped
round the table towards Bunter,

Bunter whipped round in the opposite | Bob

direction pmmpt];r enough,

“Here, I say!"” he roared. **Wharrer
marrer ? Wharrer you getting sour rag
out fﬂri’ﬁm nEEI”

Bunter dodged again,

“Bticking up for a dashed gipsy1” he
gaspad. “ 1 suppose I can order a low cad
about if I.like, can’t I? And shove him
if he won't obey orders! What’s the
world, coming to, I'd like to know?
Yarooopoh 1™

Eob's gracp closed on Bunter's collar.

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“Whonoooop I

Billy Bunter tors himsell away, and
fled from Study No. 1 at o frantic speed.
He did not even gasp till lie was zafe in
Study Ne. 7, with the key turned in the
lock, Then he collapsed into a chair,
and gasped and gasped as if he would
never [inish gasping,

] By i

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry is Sorry!

OB CHERRY stood in Study No, 1

with a contracted brow, e was

reatly inclined to follow William

zearge Bunter along the Remove

passage and administer to the fat junior
the licking of his life.

“The fat rotter [" he hreathed,

“Tha rotterfulness is terrific,” re-
marked Huriee Jamset HEam Singh. "It
i to be terrifically regretted that we
went on the warpath after tho esteemed
and ludicrous 5{5:5‘?' "

Bob breathed hard. _

“I wondered why the gipsy called me
a snob,” he said. ‘1 suppose he set us
all down as being zwanky cads like
Bunter, because we were dressed the
same and belonged to the same school.
The poor beggar must have thought that
wo chivvied Eim hecanse he's poor and
ragged and down on his luck.”

harton looked very uncomfortable.

“It's rotten,” he zaid. “We—we
thought that he had been pitching into
Bunter, of course. And Bunter can't
stand up for himself, s0 we were bound

“T know that, if he had pitched into
Bunter. Tut the fat cad's owned up that
he was swanking and trying to bully the
poor beggar ¥
B“liJust ike Bunter,” grunted Johnny

u -

“And I—I licked him!™ sid Bob
savagely, * Licked the poor beggar for
nothing—for doing just what any fellow
i.::nua!d ave done if Bunter had checked

1 v P

Bob Cherry drove his hands desp into
his pockets, hiz brow gloomy and
worried. Every blow he had struck at
the sullen face of the gipsy seemed to
recoll upon himself now, No wonder the
unfortunate lad bhad been sullen and
hostile, when he was suddenly tackled in
the woot hy a crowd of well-dressed
schoolboys—the schoolfellows of the one
who ‘had tried to bull him‘.\ Doubtless
he had set down all the™ Greyfriars

A fellows as birds of a feather—judging

| House together

in-y Harry Wharton & Co. by his experlence

of Bunter,

That was a very uncomfortable rte-
fection for all the Famous Five, They
hoad their faults, but snobbishness cer-
tainly wes not to be numbered in the list,

“1t's rotten,” said Wharton again.
“If we come across the chap we'll try to
set it right somehow, We—we owe him
an apology for Bunter and ourselves,”

“We've got to come across him,” said

“Well, the gipsies aie camped near
Courtfiel " said Harry., "1 dare say
the kid will be in the neighbourhood for
some time.”

P a%might break camp any time,”
gaid Bob. *I've got to ses that chap
agsain and explain to him. I'm gomng to
tell him I'm sorry I rowed with him.
I'm bound to.”

He moved to the deor.

“It's close on lock-up,” said Nugent.

“I'll chance that. I dare say the chap
is5 still hanging about the wood some-
where,” gaid Bob, *“If not, I'm going to
the gipsy camp to ask for him. ?n&ver
felt sor jolly ashamed of myself in my
O

“Well, I'm going.”

“We'll come, too, then,” said Harry.
“If you're going to be lined for cutting
call-over, we'll all be lined |”

“Sink or swim together,” said Nugent.

me on !”

And the Famous Five left the Hchool
Bob Cherry's face satill
very glum, There were a good many
Greyiriars fellows coming in at the gates.
The Famous Five wera the only ones
who were outward bound. Feter Todd

called to them.
“You fellows will be late.”
“The latefulness will probably he

terrific, my esteamed Toddy,” answerad
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, and the
chums of the Remove walked on, leavidg
Peter starin%'. 1

They went down the lane to Friardals
Wood at a trot, Bkinner passed them,
coming towards the school at a run,

“¥ou fellows had better turn back,”
called out Skinner.

“ What's up?” o

"I've just gagsed g.gipsy ruffian in the
lane,” said Bkimner. " Looked to me
like a footpad I™

“A kid about fifteen?” asked Bob
eagerly,

“Rata! A hulking lout about forty or
fty, with s big stick under his arm, and
a scowl like 2 Hun on his face,” said
Skinner. * Looked to me as if he was
waiting for dusk, to rob somebodry.
know P'm giving him a wide berth.”

And E&c}innﬂ; "tﬁ“‘*d. on, $

* Another o & gipsy party, sup-
pose,” said Whnrtnn.ﬂ “{‘?’Pﬂ, we're not
afraid of him, if Skinner is."

The chumz of the Remove procseded
on their way. Near the entrance to the
footpath through the wood they came on
the gipsy Bkinner had deseribed, and
whom Wharton recogntsed ns tha man
he had seen on the Courtlicld road the
day before. He was a muscalar, sullen-
looking fellow of poweriul build, dressed
in dirty and shabby velveteens, with a
dirty cap jammed on the back of an aily,
curly head of black hair. Iie gave the
jumors a suspicious, hostile look, |

They only glanced at him in passing,
but he followed and called to them,

“Stop a minute, young gentlemen.”

The juniors stopped, guite on their
guard, wonderin whether the man was
a footpad, as Skinner supposed. But his
manner was awkwardly civil as he came
up to them,

Mick, the gipsy, has rendered 8ir Hilton Popper a great service——
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“T'm looking for 2 boy,” he sald
“P'r'aps you young gents have seen him
ghout this afternoon?”

“A gipsy boy!" asked Harry.

“¥oz, one of my camp. I know he
came in this ::iire-nti{m," +.a:ﬁd ths man,
his eyes gleaming under bis sullen brows.
“Name of Mick.”

The Greyiriars fellows exchan ﬁd Tl!ick
glances, It was easy to guess that Mick
was the gipsy lad whom they had en-
countered a couple of hours ago in Friar-
dale Wood. They could guess alsg, now,
why he had been- loitering so far from
the gipsy camp. He had been avoiding
this muscular brule and his stick,

“You've seen him, p'v'aps ?" asked the
man, watching the faces of the school.
boya keenly and suspicionsly.

U1t we have, we should want to know
why you want him before we told you
snything,” sald Bob Cherry bluntly.
“¥Who are youl” .

*“My name's Barenpro, if it's any con-
cern of vours,” said the man sullenly.
" And the bov—he belongs to me.”

*“Are you his father "

“That's my business.”

“And it's our business whether we tell
vou anything or not!" retorted Bob
Cherry.

“Then you've zeen him?"”

“That’'s our business!”
Johnny Bull.

The pipsy scowled at them blackly.
His stick alid from vnder his arm into his
hand, and his look grew threatening.
Harry Wharton & Co. eved him coolly,
The %ve- of them were a good deal more
than a match for Barengro, even with his
cudgel.

“Looking for frouble®” asked Dob
Cherry mgrecably. “If wou are, we can
give vou all you want, and a little over.”

“With pleasure ! added Johnny Bull
politely.

Darengro scowled, and slouched away
without replying.  Harry Wharton & Co,
tuthed into the footpath in the wood
without heeding him further.

“That kid must have s pretty hard
time if he lives with that hulking brute,”
said Nungent in s low voice. **It's prekty
i:juin that the fellow means to whop
im,"

“T,00ks like it,” growled Bob, “We're
not going to help hiin, anyhow.”

“ Mo fear.”

The juniors followed the footpath, and
came fo the spot where the gipsy boy
had bLeen encountersd. There was no
sign of him there now, though they could
sae the traces where he had lain in the
grass after the hard fight.

“I dare say he's somewhere about,”
said Bob. “It's pretty plain that he's
dodging that brute with the cudgel.
Lot's look a bit through the wood, at any
rate.”

“Right-ho ! said Harry.

And the jumiors pursued their way
through the leafly wood ss the dusk
deepened.  Four of the juniors were
thinking of call-over. now due in Hall
at Grayfriars; but Bob Cherry was deter-
mined to find the gipsy boy if he could,
and Iis chums did not think of leaving
him. The moeting with the brutal
Rarengro had deepencd Dob's remorse
for the conflict with the gipsy boy. It
was clear that the uwnhapny lad had
enough to bear without a fight thrown
in, an¢dd Bob was very anxious to “eet it
right” somehow with him, Tt was
proballe that the gipsy boy, if he was
eluding Barengro, was still somewhere in
the wood ; but the deepening dusk made
even Bob realisa that it was not much

uze to geck him longer.
“ Help I

grinned

Through the silence of the dusky wooil
that cry came suddenly, ringing and
echoing among the lrees,

“Help!"

B"hWhat—whut the thump——" began

b,

* Bomebody up against it,™ said Harry
Wharton. * This way "

And the captain of the Eemove dashed
away in the direction of the ery, with
his ¢hums at his heels, forgetting, for
the moment, all about the gipsy boy

they were seeking,

el s

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In Direst Peril!l

ICK, the gipsy, raised lis head—
o good denl like a weodland
animal at a sound of alarm,
The gipsy boy was lving in
the grass, on the margin of the stream
that flowed through the wood to join the
Sark at a distance.

He had bathed his bruized face in the
cold water and found scwe relief; but
his nose was swollen, his lip cut, and
one of lis eyes persisted in blinking. And
sturdy as he was, he was fecling a dull,
heavy achie, alter the exertion of the fight
with Beb Cherry, in which he had gone
on past his strength., There were
troubles on the mind wof the gipsy hoy—
and the troubles of the body were ndded

now; and his face expressad the Joopeat
gloom and despondency as he lay ‘n the
grass in the gathering darkness, with the
strenn vippling by within a foot of him,

There was a footstep in the wood, on
a footpath at a litile diztance. The foot-
path ran down toe the stream, which was
crossed by a single plank bridge. A tall,
stout tnan in shooting clothes, comin
along the footpath from the divection o
the village, had reached the plank bridge.
It was his heavy foolstep that had
startled the pipsy bov,

The dusk was growing thick, but Mick,
as he raised his head from the grass.
could make out the tall man's lgure, and
sufficient of his rather hard face to
recognise at,

1o had seen the man before—it was Sie
Hiltor Popper, a local landowner, and a
governor  of Grevfriars School. Sir
1ilton was not o popular an in the
districi—he waz ton hard a man for that,
And he was thoroughly hated by the
petiy  evil-doers of the countryvside—
wachiers and vapgranizs ond  tramps.
Mick, unseen in the shadowy grazs. gave
him & black look, Sir Hilion Popper had
a decp-rooled «ishike of gipsicz and all
vagrants, and he had aleeady made one
attempt fo turn Darengro's party off
Courifield Comunon, where they lhind
cainped.  DBetweon DBarengro and Mick
thore was no love lost, but he resented
the persecution, and his vegrant, wun-
happy life had rendered the lad only too

Sir Hilton Popper’s left fooi slid off into the water, and the next
moment the baronet, hardly knowing what was happening, wes up

to his meck In the stream.

““Help ™

he shouted hoarsely.

{&re Chapler 5.)

. o

~-Will the baronet stand by the gipsy outcast 7
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prene to bitter feelings towards the
powerlul and prosperous.

Sir Hilten paused at the plank, and
gave a anort that reached the ears of the
sipey boy along the stream.

In summer-time the woodland stream
vas shallow and slow: but the autumn
rains had swollen it, and now 1t foamed
along well up to the top of the banks,
and the water washed over the plank
hridﬁﬂ, The old plank was well sunk in the
earth on either side, and there was a
good inch of water over it. Sir IHilton,
who was taking a_short cui through the
wood, snorted with annoyance at the
sight of it. 8ir Hilton was an autorcratic
gentleman, accustomed to having the
ways of hife mede easy for him. At
Popper Court fifteen servants appeared
to have no object in life but to make

things comfortable for Sir Hilton;
1hr:m£h what they said of him to ane
another below atairs would heve made

the old baronet jump, could he have
known i, Bir Hilton did not want to
wet his boots—atill less did he want to
tnrn back and take the other longer
path, 8o he halted on the bank and
snoried—a snort of contempt and disgust
addressed to a universe which did not
move entirely to his liking.

But & snort, though a relief to the
feelings, was not of any further use.
Sir Hilton either had io splash along the
wet plank or turn back: and he did not
think of turning back. Having snorted
at an imperfect universe, he strode out
on the plank bridge, with the lofty stride
which conveyed to any observer what an
exceedingly mmportant person Sir Hilton
Popper was.

But Sir Hilton, in point of fact, would
have done better to turn back, or elze to

eross the plank ecorefully picking his
steps. The plank weas wet and slippery,
and lopaesn the Howing water—not

at all the plage for a lofty stride.
8ir Hilton realized that when his foot
ah]p_']pad,
13 left foot slid off into the water,
and, with a gasp, the old baronet made a
ump like a kangaroo, attempting to save
imgelf. The result was that hiz other
foot slipped alse, and Sir Hilton came
down mnd #at on the plank,

The plank, slready loose, did not
sustain the shock,

It slipped into the water, and the next
moment Sir Hilton Popper, hardly know-
ing what was happening, was up to his
neck in the stream.

ITa let out o stavtled howl, and throw
'p his hands,  SBwimming was not one of
hig accpmplishments, and the water, fed
by recent rain in the downs, was rushing
fost. Struggling blindly, the baronet was
swept down the stream, towards the spot
whera it poured, rushing into the wider
m’ﬂ%nir of ﬁ‘he Sark.

Mick, the gipsy, jumped up.

IIe had fgﬁnne&—a slljjur F:.'i!'l—-'lt the
downfall of the haughty old gentleman.
But the grin vanished at onee as he
nnderstood that the old gentleman was
i danger, and that the danper was vory
real and pressing.

Light a8 & deer, Mick ran along the
stream after the struggling man horne
glong in the walers.

Had 8ir Hilton swept out into the
main_stream nothing could have saved
his life. But a brokem branch trailed
in the water near the stream’s }unn’tm‘c
with t;hﬂ Bark, and the baronet's wildly
clutching hands caught it and fastened on
it desperately. .

e hung there, the stream tesving al
him, clutching with both hands, pantin
for breath, dreenched with water, an

feeling the broken branch giving under
the strain,
“ Help 1" ‘

The baronet shouted hoarzely,

(1) HEIP !H‘

His voilco tang through the dusky
wood, awahkening a thousand echoes. As
he shouted Mick ran down the hank,

He stood for 8 moment staring out at
the barpnet. 8ir Hilton wasz =six yards
from him, far beyond possibla resch.
But the trea was on Miek’s zide of the

land stream.

“Heold on, sir 1" he shouted.

The gipsy boy clambered into the free
like lightnimg. He crawled out on the
branch over the water.

Tt was the broken end of the branch that
bratled over the weier and to which Sir
Hilton Popper was clinging to =ave his
life. The upturned face of the haronet,
white under its ruddy tan, staved up at
the dark face of the gipsy hoy lpoking
down, Mick locked down at him and at
the branch—it was cracking already, and
evidently on the point of being forn away
by the weight of the elinging man,

The gipsy boy swung himself from the
branch, holding on with hiz hands, and
his feet were within the baronei’s reach,

“Cateh hold 1 he shouted.

¥or the moment Sir Hilton did not
understand ; he was too dazed and be-
wildered by his zudden terrible danpger
for his mind to work quickly. Dut as the
broken end of the branch parted he com-
prehended, and he canght at the gipsy
boy's ankles just in time. He grasped
them and held on as the broken fragment
of branch drnpmdl into the siream and
was whirled away like a straw.

Mick held on grimly to the branch
above him,

He had been only 1n time—only just in
time—to save the baronmet from being
swept away into tha river, But S]H'h:‘:
danger had only been postponed.

Bir Hilton held to his apkles desper-
ately, and Mick clung to the branch.
But without help there was no chance
for either,

" Hold to me and climb ! shouted the
gipsy.

Sir Hilten panied belplessly. The gipsy
himself, in the baronet's place, could
have swarmed up, but such a task waa
utterly bayond the baronet’s powers.

He could only hanp on to the devoted

gipsy, hang on desperately, while the
water tore and sucked af him

Mick set his teeth hard.

The bavonet could do neothing but
clutch hold of him with the desperate
tonacity of a ﬂy‘awnini{;uan, and there
was no possibility of Mick puiling him
up. He had saved the life of the baronet
for the moment, but only to throw his
own away if help did not come. For with
Sir Hilton's weight on lam he ccald not
hold on to l:fkﬂ branch indefinitely.
Already hiz muscles were aching under
the strain.

“Help!” panted Sir Hilton,

Dut the wood was lonely in the dusk;
help was liitle hikely to come. The foot-
peths wore little used after sunset.

But help, unlikely as it seemed, was
at hand. Through the rthickets five
breathless juniors came dashing.

o Hﬂ![‘-l 1!'1

"YWe're comung shouted Havry
Wharton; *“what——  {th, mwr hat!”
The captain of the Remove halied as
he saw the startling scene.  “"Huck up,
vou chaps; buck up!”’

And Harry Wharton plungeda hradlong
into the ru.ﬁ:ing water, and in moment
the baronet was in his grosp.

f
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THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.,
A Fight for Lifel

ARRY WHARTON was one of
H the best swimmers in the Lower
Schaol at Greyfriars; and it was
well for him now—he needed all
hig strength and ell his skill. A few
vigorous strokes carried bhim to the
baronet, and he grazped Sir Hilton. He
caught one fleeting glimpse of the
E*F“F’H face above—set and strained—and
e knew that Mick was at the end of his
tether. The strain on him was too great,
and his hands were slipping from their
held on the swaying branch.

“Hold to me, siri” panted Harry,

. 'The baronet, half-stunned by the rush-
ing water, did not seem to hear. |

‘Hold to me, and let go the gipsy 1™
shouted Harrft.

One of Mick’s numbed hands slipped—
he held by one hand only, and thera was
despair in his dark face now, The weight
of the bulky baronet was dragging him
down to death.

HTh;m Sir Hilllc:n seemed to understond,

a let go the gi and prasped at
Wharton, and the:g Té:m wh:igrlggp down
the rapid current together,

The gipsy remained hanging to the
branch by one hand over the rushing
backwater.

MNugent and Johnny Bull and Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh rushed along the
bank, koeping pace with Wharton. Boh
Cherry did not follow them. His eyes
wore fixed on the gipsy hanging help-
lossly [rom: the swaying branch.

Sir Hilton Popper was by this bime 1n
a state of helpless bewilderment, and had
not a strugele left in him. That was all
the better for Wharton, Jor he had hia
hands full without bBlind struggles to
deal with. Holding on to Wharton with
& blind, fenacious cluich, the baronet
left the jumior hiz handzs free, and
Wharton lought with the stremn, secking
to swerve 5ﬁureward before the back-
water swept him out into the broad
bosom of the Sark.

“This way, Harry!” .

Nugent was up to his arm-pits in water
with outstretched hand.

With a desperate effort Wharton
struggled within reach of his chum, and
Frank caught hold.

The dreg of the woeter would have
whirled him away with his chum, how-
over, had not more he]fr been at hand.
But Juhnn{ Bull had hold of Nugent
now, and Hwmree Singh had hold of
Johnay Bull, With a combined effort
Wharton and the baronet were dragged
ashore and landed in muddy rushes,

Sir Hilton sank on the ground, splut-
tering feebly,

He had swallowed a good deal of water,
and his brain was in a whirl of bewilder-
ment,

Wharton panted for breath.

“That was & tussle,” he gasped.
my hat! Where's Bob?” .

“(Oh, ow, groogh!” came from Rir
Hilton. * Oh, gad, cocococh!”

He sat np dizzily, ; o

“1 think Bob's helping the gipsy,™
pasped Nupgent.

“Oh! Let's get back.”

The juniers ran uwp the bank of the
backwater again to the tree where the
gipsy boy was clinging. Bol) Cherry was
in the tree, and he had erawled out along
ihe hranch to where Mick was hanging.

Aick had made a desperate offort to
get on the lwranch, but his strength wos
spent, and he failed, Te suceeeded in
getting a grip with both hands, and that
was afl. Vhere he hung, without the

M,
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strength to pull himself up, the racin
water below his swaying feet, Bao
Cherrv, lving on the branch over hium,
looked down, _

“Hold on, kid!"” said Bob huskily.

Ho reached down, his est on the
branch, and pgrasped the gipsy by the
collar of his ragged jacket.

The relief came In time to save the
gipsy; it took the strain off his aching
arma. He looked up, snd his dark eyes
met Bob’s. He recognised the En::lm-nrlhna
with whoni he had fought in the woo
that afterncon, : .

“I've got you," gaid Bob. "I can’t
pull you up without help; but T've gob
yvou, kid, and I'm mnok qu,tm'g you go
unleszs my arm goes with you.

Thﬁ: gipsy smiled faintly, He could not
speal, .

Bob Cherry made an effort to pull him
up, but he could get only one hand to
the work, and the gipsy was too ex-
hausted to help himself.  Thers wos
nothing for it but to hold on Ul help
vame—and the other juniora wers busy
with Sir Hilion then,

It wasz only a matter of minutes, buot
it seemed ages to Bob before he heard
running footsteps below and the voices
of his comradas.

““Hold on, Bob; we're here—""

“Buck up!" called back Bob. *My
blessed arm feels as if it's bheing jorked
out.”

Almost the whole weight of the gipsy
was on Bob's arm now, nnd the strain
was terrible,

Wharton wondered for a moment why
the gipsy did not drop into the backwater
and swim for it. It oecurred to him at
onece, however, that Mick could not sawim.

The captain of the Remove clambered
hurriedly into the tree.

Ho crawled out on the thick branch,
and there waos an ominous crack.

“Look out!” yelled Johnny Dull.

Jobhnny, who was following Wharton,
backed just in time, The long branch
cratked  under tha weight on it, and
broke close to the trank,

A masz of [oliage diEp&ﬂ into the
water, and the three boys—Wharton,
Bob, and the gipsy—plunged in,

There was & sharp exclamation from
Sir Hilton Popper, who had tottered
along the bank after the juniors.

“Oh, gad! They will be drowned !”
But Wharton and Bob Dharrigl b
liad hold of the gipsy now, and hold of
the branch. The Iatter, sagging into the
weter, was not detached from the trunk,
and it helped the juniors to seramble
ashore with the gipsy. Johuny Bull and
Nugent and Hurrea Singh grasped them,
and they were dragged out of the water.

“Oh, gad!” breathed Sir Hilton
Popper, staggering against the trunk of
tlilp ig tree, “Oh, gad! la—is the boy
alive?

Mick had sunk into the grass, and his
face wps white and drawn. His eyes
_ hiad clozed ; but'they opened again, dark
and Aashing. ;

T all right,” he muttered thickly.
“All right. You needn't trouble about
m TR

Sir IMilton pulled himself together.
He stonod um? looked down at the
exhausted gipsy, 8 strange expression
on his usually hard face. Harry
Wharton & Co. wrung the water out of
their clothes, while the gipsy lay in the
wet grass. The woods round themn were
dark now;: the last glimmer of the sun-
set was reflected on the siream, rippling
by under the trees. The gipsy was

anting painfully, but gradually his
repthing grew quiet and regular as he
began to recover from the fearful strain
e had gone through. He sat up and

—next Monday !

Sir Hilton held fo the
ihe branch of the tres,

wers doomed to be drowned!

swayed back helplessly.  Baeb Cherry
WAE Imeelinf by hiz zide in o moment,
supporting him.

m}.'nh-:-. %h easv, old bean,” said Bob,
“Don’t Lty Lo get up yet,”

“Iin abl right.”

#WNor vet, Rest a bit, lkid.” :

Biy Hilton peered down at the gipsy
in the gathering shadows. Ife frowned
.-a.li%'htly-'. y

“ think vou have zaved my life, my
boy,” the baronet said, alter a long
pranse.

Mick did nof answer.

“You are one of the gipsies who are
camped near Courifield !

“Yes.” §

“What iz your name *”

“Mick."”

“Your olher name?”

“T've no obther.” :

“Oh!" The baronet pauvsed ngamn,
nonplusaed, “¥ou are a plucky lad—a
vory plucky lad. You ecannot swim, I
suppose ¥

*No"

"'Thi;p il vou bad fallen in, holding

me—-
1 didn’t.”

had-—" B8ir Hilton

Watch out for it,

“But if wyou

Seen the Prize list ? 9

s ankles desperaiely, and Mick clung to
E}‘Fﬁﬁid to me and climb ! ** he shouled, But
ihe bavomet wss incapabls of such a feat, Unless help arrived both

(¥ee Chupter B.)

broke off. “I shall not forget this, m
hc-z:y Pﬁﬂlﬂ.pﬁ vou know who I am-——"
es

“Very well. It is in my power te
recompense  youw,” said the baronet,
“Come toa ma at Popper Court to-
morrow, my boy., I must go now—I amn
drenched. [ want lo see you again and
speak to yvou. You will not forget to
come t"” .

The gipsy did not answer, but HSir
ITilton did not wait for an answer. His
word was law,

Fle turned to the Greyiriars juniors.

I mm very much obliged to you,” he
said. “I shall certainly mention your
conduct to your headmaster,”

With that remark—a very gracious
one for the stiff old gen ir
Hilton Popper turned away. Foa was
drenched and dripping, and his testh
were beginning to chatter, Sie Hilton
was not of an age to take =
ducking so easily as the Remove fellows,
and he was in a hurry to get home and
change. He was now, fortunstely, on
the right side of the atream, and hes
strode away by Lhe shadowy footpath and
disappeared into the wood.

boys !
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Barengro Asks For It I

1 EEL hetter, kid#"’
F Bob Cherry spoke very softly.
“Yes,"” satd Mick nhru}'étiﬁ'.
Ha rose to his feet, Bob help-
ing hini. He drew away from the Grey-
friars juniors, the moody, sullen lock
cattling on his face again. .

“Hold on a minute,” said Bob quietly.
“Wea came here to lock for you, kid”

“Dhid you want to fight me again®”’
acked the gipsw.

Bob fushed,

“No. We've found out why you
kicked Bunter, and I wish you'd kicked
him & little more.”

-'rﬂ'h Ip:

“Tf we'd understood we'd never have
gone for you,” said Bob, “U'm sorry I
fouched you. I ecamoe out here to find
you and tell you so. I'm sorry.’”

“Oh ™ said the gipsy again, and he
stared curiously at Dob.

“You mustn’t judge us by that fat
iluffer,” said Wharton, ““We know now
that ﬁe cheeked you, and you kicked
him %s he deserved. We're not all like
that at Greyiriars.”

“1 thought you were."”

“Well, we're not,” said Harry good-
humouredly. “Some of us are guite
decent, We all apologise,” _

““The apologise 13 terrific!” =aid
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh; a remark
that brought another stare from the
gipsy boy. Hurree Singh's variet of
the %nghs‘h langudge was & new thing
to him.

“Is there anything we can do for you,
kid 7" asked Baob,

wi EG‘H‘ :

“Wa met & roughlooking fellow in

the lane. His name's Barengro. He
was looking for a kid, ¥You, I sup-
pose 7'’

“Yes," . .

“You belong to his party "

“Yes"

“Vou don't want to meet him "

H'Hﬂl”

“But wyou'ra going back
camp " asked Harry.

“1 don't know.”

There was a rustle in the thickets, and
ihe man in shabby velveteens came on

to your

the spot. He grinned sourly at the sight
of the gipsy boy with the Greyfriars
juniors.

“8o 1've found you, Mick 1" he said.

The gipsy boy drew back a little,
panting, his eyes gleaming. He cast
glances to right and left in the slm.dnwg
wood, evidently thinking of fight. Wit
& Epring, Earenim seized him, and with
his right hend he swung his stick into
the air. ]

“8So you were running away, _M::ﬂ: i
he said between his teath. ““"Tain't the
first time—and you know what you got
Inst time.”

“TLet me go, Barengrol”
Aick.

Barengro laughed savagely.

“When I've thrashed you within an
inch of your life, not beforve,” he said.
*I'll teach you to clear out of camﬁ, you
young cub. You'll hardly be able to
vrawl home when I've done with you.”

““Stop that!"” said Bob Cherry.

Barengro stared at him.

“Don’t you interfera here!” he said.
“This boy belongs to me! You mind
your own buzinees 1"

“You sha'n’t touch him " said Bob.

Barengro grinned, and brought down
the stick with a heavy blow across the
gipsy boy's shoulders. There was a
tharp ery from Mick,

muttered

The ruffian had no time for another
blow,

Five juniors leaped on him at once,
and he was dragged to the ground,
struggling savagely.

Mick tore himself loose, _

“Cut, while we hold him !” called out
Johany Bull

Mick did not need telling twlee
While the ruffian struggled in the grasp
of tha Famous Five, the gipsy boy dis-
appeared mto the deep shadows of the
wood.

“Let me pgo!”
“Let me go!
_I:Il'i_!l!

Nugent tore away his stick and tossed
it out into the middle of the stream.
Bob “Cherry planted his knee on the
gipsy's cliest,

arengro struggled furiously, but he
struggled 1n vain.

The Famons Five were a good deal
more than a match for him, and the
rufian, museular az he was, had no
chance.

“Will you let me go?” he panted,
choking with rage.

“Not  till that kid's
answered Wharton.

“]—I—I'1l—="

“You'll stay where you are, you
brute,” seid Bob Cherry coolly, “and if
vou swear again I’ll bang your head "

A torrent of abuse answered him, and
Bob Cherry was as good as his word.
He grasped the thick tangled hair of
the ruffian and thumped his head on the
ground, Barenﬁru’s cursing changed to
a yvell of anguish,

“Ia that enough " asked DBob.

“0h! Owl] Oh! Ow! Oh! roared
Barengro.

“1f wou want any more, say so '™

Barengro did not want any more, that
waa clear. He ceased to curse, and lay
panting in the grasp of the juniprs, eye-
ing them with black eyes that gleamed
like a wild anrmeals. i

The last rustle in the woud had died
away—the gipsy boy was gone. But the
chums of the Remove still held the
rufian—they were only too well awara of
what would happen to Mick if the rascal
succecded In mnninf him down,

For ten minutes longer Barengro, the
gipsy, was a prisoner, quivering with
rage, in the grasp of the juniors.

‘hent they let him ,5-::. .

Barengro staggered to his feet as he
was released. He seemed inclined to rush
at the juniors, but he restrained himesolf,
They were quite ready to, deal with him,

“T'Il not forget this!" he muttered.

“Retter not,” said Wharton, * It will
be a lesson to you.” :

“Let me get & chance of meeting you
on a dark night——" hissed the gipsy.

““Oh, clear off I" said Bob contempiu-
ously. *“If you're not gone in two ticks
we'll duck you!”

“PDuck him, anyhow,” said Johnny
Bull. .

Barengro tock the hint, and disap-
peared into the wood. His zavage voice
conld be heard ecursing for several
minutes, g .

“I hope he won't find that kid,” said
Wharton, s

“The brate ought to be in prison!”’
prowled Bob Cherry, " It's a rotten hard
life for Mick! And he's no end of a
plucky kid—he was risking his life for
old Popper, and he would have becn done
for if we hadn't come along. Jolly lucky
we came out to look for him.”

“¥eg, rather !

“The luckfulness 15 terrific,” remarked
Hurrea Singh, * But it will be a boot on
the other leg when we get back to the

roared Barengro.
I'lIlI—I'l smash you! I'll

got clear,”

An opportunity like this may never come your way again, Grasp it now!

esteemed  school. The
Quelchy will ba infuriated.”

“Let's get back,” =aid Harry.

And the chums of the Remove staried
for Greyfriars—with rather uneasy mis-
gl::ﬂ.‘mgs as to what would happen when
they arrived there,

honouralle

B p—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Surprising Reception !

1 RETTY goingz hon!"

P Gosling, the porter, made that
remark as he let in the Re-
movites—about two hours late

for call-over., Gosling eyed them grimly.

“Wob I says 13 this "ere—" ha went
on,
"Gﬂﬁ“ﬂg{, old man, dry up!” =sid Bob
Cherry. “"We're going to get it Irom
Mr. Eueich. Save your eloguence, old
bean.™

“Yeou ain't going to get it from Mr,
Quelch,” said the porter. “¥You're
a-going to get it from the *Ead!"

‘Bow-wow 1" said Nugent. “The
Head won't bother about our cutling call-
over, Gossy. That's a job for our Form
master.”

“That's all you know,” said Gosling,
“The 'Ead’s sent me o special meassago
ashout vou voung rips. You're to go to
him, and not to vour Form master.”

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Johnny Bull,
“Ouelchy must have reported us te Dr.
Locke., I—I suppose we're rather late,”

“Two howers late!" said Gosling.
“Pretty goings hon! Never seed suc
young rips stnce I was a porter atb this
‘are school, and wot I saye 18 jest'this
Tere—""

“Look here, iz that straight?”’ de-
manded Wharton, *“Have we got to go
to the Head?

“Yes, you 'ave,” smid Gosling. " Not
ten minutes ago I pet a message from the
‘Ead personal. * Send them young raskils
to me when they comes in,’ was what the
"Ead said. *I'll teach "em,” he says,"

The juniots chuckled.

“¥es, I can just hear the Head usin
that language—I dom’t think!" grinne
Bob Cherry.

“P'r'aps he didn’t use them exaet
words,” admitted Gosling.

“The ;;Ierhapsfu]nesa 18 terrifie.”

“But he's 1n a wax,” said Gosling.
“My belief iz that he is going to make
an example of you—not afore you need
it, neither, Why, you're all wet!”

“That isn't our fault,” explainad Bab,
“It's owing to the action of naiural
lawe,”

i wﬂt -?u-

“You see, wo've besn in the water.
Water's wet., ¥ou must have learned
that st school, Gossy, when you were
young—hundreds of years ago.”

“You—yeu—"" gasped Gosling.

Tt isn't our fault that weler's wet,
and that it passed some of its wotness
on to us,’ continued Bob, “It's owing
to the jolly old lawg of Nature., We
didn't make Nature, Gosling.”

“¥ou're n funny young rip, you arec,
Master Cherry,” said Gosling. “I 'ope
o'l feal just as funny when the 'End
andlezs his birch. 1 ‘ope s0, I'm surve!™

And Gosling snorted and retived to hia
lodge, and the Famous Five, not in the
hest of spirits, crogssed over to the Bchool
House. Most of the fellows were in the
studies, at prep, when they came in; but
Billy Bunter was there—Bunter was
never kecn on prep, and alwava nonrished
n hope of not catching Mr. Quelch's eye
in the Form-room,

On your travels, jaunts, and capors—
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The Owl of the Remove grinned at the
Famous Five.

“You're for it!"” he announced.

“Oh, go and eat cokel” growled
Johnoy Bull, :

“You're wel, teo,” said Dunter
" Reen taking a bath with your clobber
on?! He, 'Im_ﬁ\e ! I say, rou feliows, you
logk a pretty di]as;i&ated erow 1"

The juniors exchanged glances, They
were all wet, amd grubby, and muddy:
ceriainly not in a state to présent them.
selves in o august an apariment ps the
Head's study. ;

“Perhaps we'd beller cut in and
change before we go to the Ilead,” mur-
mured Wharton. ‘

“The changefulness i3 indeed the
proper caper,” said Inky.

Wingate of the Sixth came along.

*Oh, you're back, are you?"’ asked the
captain of Greyfriars, eyeing them.,

“The backfulness is terrific, my es-
teemed Wingate.™

Wingate grinned.

“You're to go to the Head at once.™

“Hadn't we belier eut off and change
Grst?"' asked Harry.

“ Head's orders,” said Wingate., "Cut

for it, and the

along 1"
There was no helﬁ
Famous Five, in a rather dispirited state,
started for Dir. Locke's study. Coker of
the Fifth was in the passage, and he
grinned at the draggled juniors.
“What's Greyiriars coming {o?” he

asked Potter and Greene. *“Look at
that pang of tramps!”

"a m-ﬁiﬂ " zaid Potter,

“Well, what can you expeet of theae

fags1" said Gireene n a philosophic sort
of way, “They never wash if they can

help 16"

Bury Whatton & Co. rosisted the
temptation to charge the Fifth-Formers,
and went on their way, Wharton tapped
at the door of the Head's study.

"Come 1n1"

Five drapggled juniors drifted into the
study. hey found Mr. Quelch, the
masier of the Remove. in the room with
Dr. Locke, Both masters looked very
enriously at the five.

The juniors waited for their sentence.
They might possibly have staved off the
wrgth of the “licaks " by stating that
they had got into their present state by
helpmg to save a man's life. Dub it did
not oceur o them to make capital out of
that ctreumstance.  Desides, it was not
really an excuse, for they cerlainly had
gone out of gates knowing quite u-afl that
they would not return before lock-up.
They had broken the rules with their eyes
open, and they were prepared to inke the
CODSeC|IUATNCEs,

YDear me! said the Head., *You are
wet—vyour clothes aro wet—dear me!"

“That was to be expecled, in the eir-
cumstances, sir,” romarked Mr. Quelch
with & smile,

The juniors siared, wondering what on
earth Mr. Quelch could know asbout the
circumstances,

“¥You must go and change at onee, my
boys,”  said  the Head benevolently.
“Lul I must say s word or two frst.”

The juniers  Dblinked, wondering
whether they were drvenming. This was
not &t all the reception they had been
expecling.

“You are latc—very late,” said the
Head, peering at them over his plasses.
“You hoave left yourselves very little
time for preparation, Doubtless you will
excuse themn, Mr. Quelch &

*Uertaindy, sir”

“I am very pleased with you, my
bovs,” said the llead. “You ars

credit to the school. and I am sure that
your Form masker shares my apimnon,

“Quite ! said Mr. Quelch.

“I'm deeaming this " murmured Bob
Cherry blankly.

Really, it seemed like a dream. Two
hours late for call-over, and having cul
prep, and having twned up n a draggled
and dilapidated state, the delinquents had
certainly not expected to be told Shntj
they were # credit to Gueyiriars, They
had expected the birch—or, at least, the
cane—with a lengihy lecture thrown ino.

* Mow vou may go, my boys,” said the
Head kindly. ‘

“We—we're sorey we're so late, sin”
skammered Wharton,

“ Quite so, Wharton, I hope you are
feeling no ill-effects 7™

“ Nunno, s’

“ Dut you must change out of your wet
clothes at once, or you may catch a cold.
Good-night, my boys I

" Good-night, sir 1" pasped the Famous

Ve

They left the study in o dazed state.
It was necessary to change their wet
clothing as sbon as possible; but they
pauzed in the corridor to blink at one
another.

“This beats it!" said Johnony Bull,

“The beatfulness is great !” ]

“If the Head's so jolly pleased with us
for cuHing lock-up, we'll please hin
again in the smne way,” remarked Bob
Cherry,

The jumorz chuckled, x

The Heads door epened again, and

Mr. Quelch came out. The chuckle died
away instantly.

“(Come, come!  You must hurry to
the dormitory md change ! amd Mr,
Guelch kindly.

“Oh, ves, sir! Certainly!"

“¥You need not trouble sbout your pre
paration thiz evening. You ave probably
tived.”

“0Oh, ves, sirt™

“I was very groatly velieved to hear
that you were safe.” said Mr. Quelch.

“0h, were you, sir?”

“Yes, indeed! The back-woter in
Friardole Wood is very dangerons at this
time of the year,” saidd Mr. Queleh.

“Oh! You—yon know about it, then,
sic ¥ stuftered Wharton.

Mr. Queleh zaised his eyebrows,

“Moturally. Dear me, the Head did
not mention that Sir Hilton Popper had
telephoned  himn——"

“Oh ! exclaimed Wharton. )

“Sir Hilton acquainted the Head wiil
your very meritorions conduct,”  said
Mr. Queleh.

“Oh, I=1 so0el”

It waos light at last, Mr. Quelch passed
on, with a kind glance, and the juniors
smiled at one cnother.

“®ao that's i, said Bolb, *0ld Popper
battted in on the telephone, and told the
Head we hooked him out of the water.
Jolly thoughtful of him, I dare say he
kuew we should be licked for staying
oput of gates so late.  Old Pﬁp&wr'a got
s pood point:, though he hides them
pretiy sucecssfully a2 a rule”

The long branch sagged beneath ihe unaccustomed welght, Crack !

** Look out !’' yelled Johnny Bull, The branch broke close 1o the

trunk : 5 mass of foliage dipped into the water, and the three boys—-
Wharton, Cherry, and the glpsy—plunged in. (See Chapter §.)
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And the Tamous Five proceeded to
the Remove Dormitory te change, in
quite a cheery and satisfied frame of
g,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Gipsy Outeast!
L WONDER—

Baob Cherry made that remark
after dinner the following day,
as the chums of the Remove

walked into the quadrangle. DBob's
rugged brow had a thoughtful frown on
it.

“You wonder——" said Harry,

* About that gipsy kid.™ ;

“1 was thinking about him, too,” said
ihe eaptain of the Remove, with a nod,

“1 wonder what's happened to him,"
said Dob. “ From what Ff:ﬂﬂ make out,
he's cleared off from the gipsies, and
doesi’t mean to go back.”

It looked like at.™

“He will be on his uppers, 1 suppose,”™
E“ll] B‘th

“ I suppose :o0."

*1t’s hard cheese.™
“ Jolly hard I" agreced Wharton, *'Dut
I don't ses what we can do, Bob.,  Ile

seemed a rather prond and touchy sort
of chap, and wo can't give him money.”

“I wasn't tlunking of that, 1 don't
think he'd take it from us,” said Dob.
‘Mot that there's much going, either, so
far ns I'm converned. But old Popper
pught to do zomething for him.”

“io'z told him to =ce him at the
Court.”

“The kid won't go® sakl Dob, *1I
could -see that in his face. I faney he's
not the kind to ask favours ™

“Well, he ought to go!" said Harry
gravely, “IHe certainly saved Bir
ililton’s life, and i the old gentleman
was willing {o do something for him, he
ought to acceplt. Though T l‘m!‘d]}" }mpw
what Sir Hilton ecould do, except give
ltim a ten-pound noie.”

“1'd like to see the kid again,” said
Bob. “He's down on his luck, and we
wight ba able to help him somehow—
might advise him fo go and see old
Yopper. 4 job about Popper Court

would bo better than framping the
vouniry and stacving, and S Hilton
could protect um from  that brate
Barengro, at any rate.”

“We are not likely to see him again,”

sald Mupgont.

“1 suppose not.'

Dob Cherry was very thoughtful when
ithe Remove went into the Form-room to
vlaszes that afternoon. Thae pluck the
gipsy boy had digplayed appealed to Dob,
and it was still upon his tender conscience
that he had punched the gipsy without
cause. lle had found a little solace that
day in kicking Dilly Bunter a few times—
s proceeding that contained no solace
whatever for Bunter. DBut Bob would
have been glad to find gome way of help-
mg the gipsy lad, who was so obviously
down on his Iuck. Incdeed, it was pro-
bable that he was in actual want of [ood
now that he had turnmed hiz back on
Barengro's catnp. That was a troubling
ihought to Bob, though it was hard to
see what he could de for the young
iitoast,

After lessons, the chums of the Remove
strolied out of gates, and went by the
Courthield road. At a distance from the
road, on the open commen, the gipsy
encpinpment could bo seen. Smoke rosc
frome a fire, over which an iron pot was
slung on three sticks in the traditional
gipsy manner, and two or threa old
cranes were squakted reend the fire. and
half a dozen brown-faced children played

about the caravans. There were four or
five men in the party, hangdog-looking
fellows, but the junicrs did not see
Barengro among themn — Neither was
thero any sign of Mick.

The juniors walked on, and lost sight
of the gipsy camp, In the lane by Oak
Tree Farm, near Courtfield, they came
on Skinner of the Remove wheeling his
bicycle. Bkinner was grinning.

“Bee that?” he asked, pointing to a
thin column of snicke that rose from the
st of o plantation at a little distance,

“What about it?" asked Wharton.

“There’'s a pgiddy gipsy encamped
there, ™

“FPhew! Farmer DBunce won't be
pleased, if he spots him,” said Nugent.

"He's going to spot him,” said
Bkinner victuously.  “T'm  jolly well
going to the farm now to tell him !

“Might as well mind youwr own busi-
ness,”  supgested  Dob  Cherry. It
occurred to Bob that possibly the camp-
ing gipsy was Mick,

“It's everybody's business fo kee
these rotten vagrants from picking and
stealing,” said Skinner, still virtuous.
Skinner was a virtuous youlh in his way:
he never failed to do what he thought
right, if the effect was {o make somc-
body uncomifortable,

_ "Hﬁwl do you know he's been steal-
ing '™ zaid Bob grufly,

“Gipsies steal,” zpid Skinner,

“Some do, and somo don’t, like other
people.™
U Well, this  one  dees,”  grinned
Skinner, “I'll bet you he never bought
the chicken he's cooking over his fire '™

And Bkinner wheeled on his bike by
the rutty path o the distant farmhouse,
full of virtnous intentions, -

Bob Cherry knitted his brows,

“Let’s go and see,” he said, “If it's
Mick, we can give him the tip to clear
off, at least.™

“He ought to let the farmer's
chickens alone,” said Harry, as the
jumiors struck inlo  the [mt.;. te  the

plantation,

STOE conrse he ought!  But with the
kind of training he must have get wiih
2 bruie like Barengro, T dare say the kid
doesn’t know any better.”

“ Likely enough,” azsented the captain
of the Remove, *Anyhow, if it's Mick
wi'll rive him a tip to clear in time.”

The juniors quickened their pace and
entered the thick J}lantatian. In a httle
clearing a fire had been built, and over
redd glowing embers Mick, the gipsy out-
cast, was broiling a chicker, Round

about lay the feathers stripped from ihe
fowl.
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The gipsy started at the sound of
footsteps and sprang up, his  eyes
flashing. But his expression altered at
the sight of the Greyfriars fellows, whom
he recognised at once, His dark face
became jmpassive and indifferent again,
and he returned to hiz cooking.

The Fameus Five halted the fire
and stood watching him, Mick took no
notice of their presence. IHe did not now
regard them: as enemies, but it had not
oceurred to him to look on them as
friends, He was as indiffcrent to them
ns to the trees around him.

His cooking was nearly finiched. He
finished it, and began to eat, with the aid
of a clasp-knife, His eyes were fixed on
his meal, and he did not even glanco at
the juniors, who felt rather awkward.
Bob Cherry broke the silence at last,

“Well, here we are again, Mick I

“Yes."

* Fecl any the worse for your ducking
yesterd oy 5

(1] Nn- !l‘

" ]-I"?d Barengre catch you #7

BT rlr!F

“T'm glad of that.”

The gipsy raised his dark eyes at last,

“Thank you for keeping him off,” he
sait. T should have becn beaten like
a dog if he had caught me,”

“He beats you?™ zaad Nugent.

“Ilo has beaten me all my bLfe,” zaid
Mick calmly snd stelidly, *“*Hardly a
day without a blow, that T can remember.
And when he has been drinking he is
worse.’

“*The brnte.”

“ He's not your father,” said Dob.

Y MNo.*

Iz he any relation #”

1 don't know, I think—I hope not.”

M ¥ow've always lived with him and
his tribe ?*

(T3 YEEIEIJ‘

“You've left thetn now "

L] TEEIFJ

The gipsy gave the juniors a curious,
somewhat  defiant ook, DBob Cherry

colonred,

“We're not asking questions cut of
cutiosity,” he said. * Don’t think we'rs
hutting inle your business, kid, We'd
like fo help you somehow, if we could.”

“1 don’t wani any help.”

“Have you been to see Sir Hilion
Dopper ¥

(1] Nﬂ. 33

1 L . 4

= EE::HH. gomng

*1le meana well by vou,” said Harry.

“I ask no help from the house-
dwellers,” said the gipsv. “T am not a
begear, though Darengro bas tried to
make mo one—and a thel, too.”

- “The rotten brute ! exclaimed Dob
indignantly. “But, I say, kid, you're on
privale land here, and the farmer, Mr,
Bunee, would kick up an awful shindy
if he found you camping in hiz planta-
tion,”

“%What harm am I doing 7" said the
gipsy sullenly.

" Well, none, if you come to that; but
it's a bit risky to light a fire in a planta-
tion, And-—that fow|——m"

1 eaugrht it

“Prear old nan, fowls are private
property,”  =ald  DBob, with a f[aint
prin, " You musin't cateh other people's
fowls, vou know.”

“1 know.™

¥ But you're doing il,"” said Bob.

Mick shruggnoed his shoulders,

“T am an outeast,” he sawl, *71 havn
left my own. people now. 1 must live.
In some countrivs I conld live Ly

hunting."”

! Now on sale |
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The ruffian had no time for another blow.

Barengro brought down the stick with a heavy blow across the gipsy boy's shoulders. There was a sharp ery from Mick,
Five juniors leaped on him at once, and he was dragged to the ground, sirugeling

savarely, (See Chapier 7.)

-

ot in this country,” said Bob, with
o stare,

“That 15 not my fault,”

Oh," said DBob, quite nonplussed,
“ Apparently the gipsy had a code of
othics that was all his own, Yet it was
cartain that he was honest in the main,
if ho had resisted Earenigm’s bBrutality
rather than become a thief. Evidently
he did not regard the confliscation of the
chicken as stealing. The unfortunate lad
falt himzelf in the position of Ishmael—
hiz hand against every man, and every
man's hand against him,

A fellow's seen you here, and gone to
tell the farmer,” said DBob. *You'd
better get & move on, hadn't you "

“When I heve finished eating.”

.IBut"'.'-—_’*

1 am not afraid of the farmer.,” The
gipsy's dark eves gleamed. ' If he beats
pie I will {ire one of his ricks to-night.”

“Gi"eﬂ-t- P:IF' B

“My dear chap, you—" exclaimed
Wharton.

The gipsy continued his meal com-
posedly, without looking up again, the
juniors wntching:r him in somet 1inﬁ; like
consternation. They had taken a liking
to the outcast; bui it was clear that,
with all his good gualities, there was a
great deal of the savage in him. He was
a young barbarian, misplaced in a
civilized country. There was zilence—iill
it was broken by heavy tramping foot.
stepz, and g burly man in gaiters, with
a cart-whip in his hand, came through
the young trees,

“8o T've caught wou!” roared Mr,
Bunce.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Only Way !

ICKK sprang o his feet.
M The bones of the chicken lay
on the ground with the feathears
—plain traces of hiz gnilt. The
camp-fice was smouldering out. Across
the dying embers Mick stared savagely
and sullenly at the angry farmer,
f0ne of my fowls!™ exclaimed AMr

Bunce. “About the tenth I've missed
since  that rascally pang eamped on
Courtfield Common. 8¢ I've canght you,
you young thief 1™

Mick's dark cheeks Rushed a dull red.

“1 am not & thief " he muitered.

“Vou've stolen a chicken ! roared the
farmer., “You've lighted a fire in my
plantation—night have =zet the whole
plantation on fre if there hadn'i been
rain lately !™

“I Lkoew the plantation would not
cateh.” i

“A ot vou cared, T'll be Dbound!”
hooted Mr.- Bunce. "I'll give you a
lesson about trezpassing and stealing, you
young beggar! And Mr, Dunce tramped
at the gipsy wilth the heavy cart-whip
ratzed in the air.

“Hold on, Mr. Bunce!" exclaimed
Harry Wharton hurriedly. *1t's’ all
right if the chicken’s paid for, I sup-
pose, 3
“Da vou think that voung scoundrel
meant to pay for #?" demanded bMr.
Bunce, with angry derision,

“I don't suppose he has the money.
But I have,” said the captain of the
Remove. “'Let me payv the damage, and
call it sguare,”

Mr. Bunce suorted.

“*1 don't want your money. Keep it
in your trousers pocket, and walk off my
land, too! 1'm going to ihrosh this
young thief nz a warning to him

Swish !

The heavy whip came down, but 1t did
not come down on Mick, A guick spring
hackward saved the gipsy boy from the
blow.

“Ilook it 1" cxclaimed Bob Cherey.

The gipsy darted away. Mr. Bunee,
brandishing the whin, started in lumber-
Eng parsuit, )

*I don’t think he'll ecatch him,"”

vinned Boly Cherey, as the juniers fol-
owed on.

But Mick's Ik was our. He hroke
from thae plantaiion at a run and strealked
aeross o fiold {owards the Coortfield
road, Dut thove was a farmer’s man at
work in the fichl. and Mr. Bunce shouted
to him.

“Btop that gipsy, Bill!”

Mick halted, panting, as Bill ¢losed in
on him in advance,

Y Collar the young thief !

“Oh, my hat!" muttered Bob Clerry
in dismay, *I'l jollv well punch that
cad Skinner for this!”

Mick darted away in another direction
but he had lost too much pground, and
he had no chance now, A wire [ence
stopped him, and a: he ran along tho
fence thoe favmer and his ian clozed inon
him, and he was caught.

He struggled like o wild-cat in the

grasp of the two,

“Hald him!""  gazped My, DBunce.
“Bring him along. 'l lock bim up in
a barn and send for the constable,”

“"Hegler wild-cat, min's e smd D4l
getting a businesslike prip on the back
of the pipsy’s meck., “I'vo got hLim,
zur.”’

“ Bring hin along.”

The gipsy, st struggling Lreathlossly,
was propelled away towaeds the farm
buildings.

“ Ay, Bunce Y—Harry Wharlen ran up
te the fariier with au anstous face —
“Crve the kid a chance—

"You mind your own business, Master
Wharton,” saul the farmer grufily,

“That kid doesn't belong to the gipsy
gang now,” said Harey., “Hg's cleared
off frean them, and he's been badly
troatod=—-"

YT dessaw, 1f ha =teals their thingz as
well as mine, " sawl My, Dunce ironically.
“I know I'tn going to have him locked
up. L ain't having all wmy fowls taken
by a set of gipsies, I can tell yon, and
now ['ve mugllm one of thom I'm poane
to make an example of him. Noff sa0d™

“But—I say——"

“Fou've said enouph, Aaster Whar-
ton. You walk off my land, and don't
conte en ik oagain Hill I oask wou,™
snapped Mr. Dunee.

And ilie farmer and hiz man propelled
Mick onward., There was nothing that
the juntor: could do, and they had to
admit that 3lr. Bunce waz in the vight.
A farmer whose chickens woere purloined

(Continued on page 16.)

Don’t ferget—Frank Richards writes only for the MAGNET and the * Popular ’ |

Tue Macxet Tannany.— o, 819,



16

MICK THE OUTCAST! ||

(Continued from page 13.)

-

by vagranis had a right to feel, like the
prophet of old, that he did well to be
aNgry.

The juniors could not interfere, They
hatd handled Barengro promptly enough,
and were ready to do so again; but they
could not handle n farmer who had
:‘:311%]1!. a gipsy stenling his chickens,

They followed the prisoner
captors with dismal faces.

Mick, finding that he could not escape
from the muscular grasp laid on himn,
was submitfing to his fate; the look of
sullen indifference waz already setiling
on his dark face again, Mr. Bunce led
him {o a barn and pitched him in
headlong.

“Now you stay thers f1ll Mr, Tozer
comes,’" he said savapely, and he drew
the door shut and locked it, and put the
key in his pocket,

Then he turned to his man,

“Get vour bike, Bill, and get across
to Friardale, and ask Mr. Tozer to como
and take a thief in charge,”

“*Yes, zur,”

Bill went for his machine, Mr. Bunce,
with a last angry glare at the Greyfriars
juniors, stalked inte the farmhouse and
slammed the deor shut after him.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked back o
tha Courifield road in a dismal frame of
mind. They found Skinner thers, stand.
ing by his bicycla and grinning. Harold
Skinner had watched the whole scene
from a distance,

“They've got him,” he said. “I dare

gay he will get three months for this, Or,
1f the besk thinks he's too young for
chokey, Le'll got sent to & reformatory.
FProper place for him, what?

“You sneaking rotter!” roared Bob
Cherry. “ Why couldn’t you mind your
own business?’

Skinner loocked as virtuous as he could.

“If vou're sticking up for & vagrant
chicken-stealer—" %m seid,

“Oh, go and eat coke !

Bob Cherry pave Skinner a shove in
passing, and Skioner sat down, and his
bieycle, being left without sny visible
means of support, clanked over on
Skinner's legs with a crash, There was
a fendish yell from Skinner.

*Yoooooop IV

Harry Wharton & Co. walked on with-
out heeding Bkinner further, A fow
minutes later Bill, the farmer's man
paszed them, pedalling away towards
Friardale. He was going for P.-¢, Tozer,
and he gave the worried juniors a grin
in passing, Bill had no sympathy to
waste on robbers of hen-roosts, Newther
had Harry Wharton & Co., as & rule;
but they felt that the cnse of Mick was
an exception. ]

Bob Cherry halted in the road, with a
gloomy brow,

“What's going to be done?” he asked.

"Blessed if I see anything that can bhe
done,” said Johnny Bull slowly, “We
can't raid Mr. Bunce's barn.”

“That kid's not going to be run in,”
growled Bob, : :

“ Aftor all, he did steal the chicken,”™
eaid Johnny Bull, “I dare say if we
were farmers, and lost our chickens of
a mnight, we should feel rather waxy
abont it.” i

“The waxfulness would be terrific.”

“7 don't say the kid didn’t do wrong,"
gaid Bob. “I know he did, as well as

Get down to business, chums,

and hisz

your do. He's no right to trespass, or to
bag DBunce's. fowls, But there's a lot of
excuses for him. It's a wonder he 1sn'i
worse, brought up by a dishonest brute
like that man Barengre.”

*That's so0,” said Harry Wharton,
“We'd do anything we could, Bob. But
what can we do 1"

“If I wmay make a sugpestive reo-
mark—" murmured HHurree Jamset
Bam Singh.

“If you mean a suggestion, fathead,
go ahead.”

*The estecmed Popper—"

“What about Popper, bother him#

“The 'J-'urth?r and admired Popper
would, perhapstully, put in an csteemed
word for the unfortunate and ridiculous
gipsy,” sugpested Hurree Jamset Ham |
Blngh, "lle 13 a magistrate, and sits
benchfully to try local cffenders. IHe
might let him off, or dismisz him cantion-
fully as a first offender.”

Bob Cherry uttered an exclamation,
His face cleared, and in his delight he
gave Hurree Bingh o powerful smack on
the shoulder, which elicited & terrilic
howl from the Nabob of Bhanipur,

"Zood old Inky—"

“ Yarcooh ™

“Just the wheeze!"™ oxclaimed DBob.
“I'll buzz off to Popper’ Court, Mick
saved the old fellow's life, there's neo
doubt about that—and Farmer Bunce is
a tenant of Sir Hilton's, A word from
the jolly old baronet would be enough.”
_ “That's good!” said Harry, brighten-
ing. * But—but it's & jolly long way to
Popper Court from here—and Bunee's
man is on & bike, He'll be back with
the conatable before——=" )

"That's all right! I'm gong on &
I!_]Eké.”

“¥You've not got

“Thera's Skinner’s.
Oh, my

your bike here.”
8

“ Skinner's! hat ! But
Skinner——-"

“ Bkinner won't lend you his bike,”
said Nugent.

Bob Cherry grinned.

#1 think he will, I'll try.”

Bob Cherry ran back fowards Skinner.
That virtuous youth, who had suffered for
his virtue as virtoous people so often
have to do in a wicked world, was on
his feet now, and preparing to mount his
machine, He gave Bob Cherry a Hun-
nish glare.

“ Bkinner, old wan— :

Y (Get out of the way, confound youl

“'Will you lend me -your bike?"

Skinner stared. ]
“Lend you my bike!” he gasped.
“Tend you my jigger, and walk two

miles to the school?”

“# Just that!” _

“No, I won't!” howled Skinner,
“Like your cheek o ask, I think, you
ruffian.” Get out of the way.”

“ Vou won't lend me the jigger?’

“MNol” roared Skinner. :

“Sorry,” said Bob, and, taking
Skinner Ey the neck, he sat him down
in -the road.

&kinner landed there with a bump that
took away most of his breath. He could
only gasp and splutter as Bob Cherry
threw = leg over the machine and
mounted. 5

“ (irocoph ' gasped SBkinner. * Mum-
mMum-my ikn—ﬁnum-my b-b-bike! Oh,
crumbs!  I—=T'l—mum-mum-my bike!
Gimme my bike, you hooligan.”

But Bob Cherry was already riding

-away like the wind, and he did not even yesterday,
hear Skinner. |
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Bearding the Lion !
4k BOY, 8ir Hilton—"' _
“Bhow him in, Packer.™
“Yes, Bir Hilton,” _

; The butler at Popper Conrb
retired, and Sir Hilten sat up in his chair
in the library and grunted. IHarry
Wharton & Co. and the gipsy eutcask
were feeling no ill-effects from  itheir
adventure of the previous dav. Dut it
was a different matter with the master
of Popper Cowrt. Sir Hilton felt
twinges of rheumatism, and twinges of
rheumatism always had an exaspérating
effect on Sir Hilton's temiper.

Hiz temper had béen very sharp that
day. Two of his gamekeepers had almost
determined to go, a parlourmaid had
been reduced to tears, and Sir Hilton's
“man,” Jenkins, had confided to Mr.
Packer that he didn't know how
much longer he could stand the old
blighter, He would not have had to
stand Bir Hiltor much longer had the
testy old gentleman heard Jenkins allude
to him in that disrespectiul way. Dut
Air Hilton had no knowledge of the con-
versation among the gentlemen below
stairs, If he thought about the servants'
hall at ali, he probably thought that he
weg an object uf awe and admiration
there.. Which was certainly not the case.

Hir Hilton was additionally annoyed
by the faect that Mick, the gipsy, had
noet come. He had told the boy to come,
ke distinetly remembered telling him to
come. And he had not come,

DFf eourse, the boy might have had a
serious accident, Only o zerious accident
—such as the breaking of a leg—could
excuse Mick, or anyhody, for not coming
when Sir Hilton Popper commanded him
to do so. And really, even with a broken
leg, the boy ought to have manaped to
hop along somchow, for was not 8ir
Hilion Popper expecting to see him?

But he had come at last. Sir Hilton
supposed that the hoy who wished to see
him was Mick, Cerlainly he was not
expoecting a visit from any other boy.
Boya were not encouraged at Popper
Court. They wero not hiked there. Siv
ITilton had long ago forgotten that he
had ever been a2 boy lumself, and hi:z
regard for the rising generation was not
friandly. ;

But it was not the expected Mick—it
was the unexpected Bob Cherry who was
shown into the dusky old library of
Popper Court by the obzequious Packer.

Sir Hilton stared at him.

Bob was very red and rather breatlh.-
less, . e had given Skinner's bicyele
some hard work on the way to the Court,
Probably Bkinner's jigger had nover
been ridden at such a speed before, since
it had come into Skinner’s .}mﬂecsamn,

Thunder gathered on Sir Hilton's brow
at the sight of the junior; but at a
second glance ho recognised one of the
fellows who had heen in Friardale Wood
the previous evening, and his Lrow
clagred, Buot he snorted. Ie supposed

at once that the junior had come to ask

some favour, on the strength of the

previcus day's happenings,
“Waoll 27 he grunted. i
“ Exeuse me, Sir Hilbon——"

Bob,

"¢ What do you want??

“T've something o tell you—" »
“Something to ask, wou mean,
grunted Sir Hilten., “Well, what 122877

# Nething for myself,” said Dob rather
warmly. “It's about the boy—the gipsy
kid—who fished you out of the backwater

sir.”’
zaid Sir Ililton, rather taken

gasped

kd Gh’ L3

More Galloping Dick stories to follow {
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—and

aback, " I—=T misunderstood. Well, what
about the boy ¥ i )

“He's in trouble, sir,” said Bob.

Grunt from Sir Hilton,

““Why has he not come here?"” he de-
mam]r.-d:,’ “1 told him to coue here. He
cannot have misundorstood,”

Bob Cherry realised that it would not
do to mention that Mick had no intention
of confing to Popper Court.  That was
not the way to placate Sic Hilton.

“Heo can't go anywhere at present,
gir,” said Dob diplomatically.  “ He's
locked up in o barn.”

“ Locked up in a barn ! ejaculated Sir
Hilton, staring at Beob, “What do you
mean

“He got into trouble with Farmer

Bunee, =ir,” =aid Bob. Y le=—he=—he
ad a chicken—""
“"He what?"
“Bagged—I mean boned—ihat s,

pinched—" stammered Dob. guite put
out by the steady glare of Sir ITilton's
sharp eyes. ]

“He stole o chicken?” boomed Sir
Hilton.

HT—T don't thinl he meant to steal if,
eir,” faltered Bob., * He—he was hungry,
and just caught it and cooked it." a

:‘ "{I;iilerr‘!awless voung scoundrel !

“The young rascal [

“Hem I

8o he 1s going to be locked up ™

Y nless—unless you nlerfers, s l”
ratped Dol

“T7 thundered Sie ITilton,

“Yes, you, sir. Mr. Dunce is yonr
tenant, and—and Mick saved your life,
wir, didn't he ?=—and-—and Mr. Duncc
might listen to you o 3

“Might listen to me!™ snorted Sir
Hilton. **Mr. Bunce would scarcely fail
to accede to any wish expressed by me,
I hope.™

“Weeg-cz, =i, onile =0, =said Bol.
*He's sent for the hobby——"

HTha what ™

“"The peeler—"1"

“Have you nobt learned to speak
English at Greylriars?™

“Oh! Ah—yes! I—I mean the
COpper 1

“What "

¥ The policeman,” gazped Dob. * 3Mick
5 going to e run in—I—I mean nabbed
~that is, taken inte custody, on the
charge of steahing the chicken, z2iv. H
you put in a woril for him——"

Sir Hilton snorvied, and Bob was silent.
He had done hiz best, but he wondered
what the avtoeratic old gentloman wonld
do.  8Sir Hilten's prim sternness with
EJ!:EIEI'I.!_‘.‘I'H. ﬂ.]l.f:t \'ﬂgrﬂr]'ﬁ Wilh 'l"u'f‘” 1-:H-l.‘r'|.'l.'T:I;
when he was on the Bench such evil-
doers had no merey fo expeet froam him.
But Mick had saved his life: and the life
of Sir Iilten Popper, baronet, was of
immense value, in the opinion of Sir
Hilton Popper, beronet. 8¢ Bob hopad
[ar the best.

The old baranet rose from his chair,
and ook o turn np and downn the library.
Mob, conscious that with every passing
minnte -0, Vozer was drawing neaver
io his vietim, watched him anxiously.
But ho did net veniure to spealk,

A twinge in his ancient joitnts made
the barenet retnrn to his chan.  1le sat
down and grinied.

“The boy i3 not charged yet?” he
ashed at Inst.

“ Not yet, sin”

“The matter iz, aficr all, a trifle.?

“We've offercd ta pay for the chicken,
air,? eaid Dol " But Mr. Bunce was
ratly——-"

Sir Hilton waved that azide.

the competition is simplicity itself!

“Y1g Oak Tree Farm on the telephone ¥
he asked.

“Oh, ves, sir!" said Dob eagerly.
"“"Mrs. Kebhle telephones there somae-
times about the cggs and milk, from
Greviviars,”

“Make the receiver and ring up Mr.
Bunce.”

F¥es, sir!” said DBeb in delight.

Bob Cherry fairly juimmped to the {ele-
phone. In a m%ple of minutes he was
through to Qak Tree Farm,

Y Through, =ir!™ szaid Pob cheerily,
“Me., Bunce 1s speaking, sir,"

“Huh 1" .

Sir Hilton roze, and with a due regard
to his stiff joints, navigated his way to
the telephone, and took the receiver from

Bal's hand.
N 4 Bupm'!"
“Yes, Sir Hilton! came a very

respectful reply.  Farmers who leased
their [and from Sir Hilton Popper were

17

"Very good. Tell the constable that
no charge will be made against the boy
on this occasion,™

“Wha-a-a-t 1"

“Do I not speak planly ¥ hooted Sir
Hilton,

“0h, yes; coerfaialy I

“Very good ™

8ir Hilton hung up the receiver, There
was no doubt that his autocratic com-
mands would be oheyed. Farmer Bunce
was anxious abont a renewal of his
lease—moréover, Sir-Hilton was a magis-
trate. The old gentleman picked his wa
back to his armehair nnd set down. Bo
Cherry gave him a cheery grin,

“It will be all right, 5107 he asked.

“Certainly ! Good-afternean!”

Bob Cherry retired. He rade away

from Popper Court on Skinner's bieyele
in & cheery mood. 3ir Hilton Popper,
crusty old autocrat as he was, had

played up hke o little man, as Bob would

the back of ithe gipsy’s neck.

* Regler wild-cat, ain't he ? " said BIl, getling a business-like grip on
*! Bring him along ! *’ roared the farmer,
Mick, struggling liercely, was propelled away towards the farm buildings.
The Famous Five followed in the rear,

(Yee Chapter 10.)

aeenstotod  to treating him with the
deepezl respiei—ougn J.I.I'l.I,l at least,

“Vau have a—eor=-a gipsy boy locked
up in a ban™ . .

“Yos, Sir [lilton. Stealing chickens
from * )

WY think T had Letter deal with the lad.
Rond hun to me ™

ki {'}I.l !.:I..

“Did vou hear " i

“I—I've sent for a censtable, sir.™

“Veu can send the constable back
apain, I suppose,” said Sir Thilton testily.

“(h! Ah! Yes, S8ir Hilton”

"Qond the boy over at once noa
trap !

4 ﬂ!l l!!

“What Jdid you say ™

“Hem 1™

“Cannot  vou speak plainly,  3Mre
Buanes 1
“Oht Al 1Tem! Yes! T=1 will

send the boy over at once, Sie Hilton, for
you o deal with,”

have expressed it—and Mick, the gipsy,
was gaved. And that was more than
enongh to make Dol Cherry whistle gloo.
fully, out of tune, as be podalled away Lo
Greyiriars.

— e f—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Mick's Request!

i OUR mnme is—er—what "
“ Mick.
“{h, ves, I remember!

have no aother name

" Ne, ar,

Aicl, the mipsy owteast, was standing
bhefore Siv Hilton Popper in the wold
libravy at the {‘nurt. armer Dunee's
irap had landed B ot the baronet's
mansion, and Packer—concealing hus sur.
prise and disgust ot such & visitor under
W] ﬂﬁ}]ﬂl"t 'I:I'r i'ﬁ!'tlft'q-'liﬂl'lﬂt [‘Hlﬂ'l—l.-']l_T ﬁ.hn'ﬁ-ll.
the wail inte the baronel’s presence,

You
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Mick was quiet and stolid, as he slood
before the landowner, but his dark eyes
roved about him. He knew what Sir
Hilton had saved him from, and perhaps
he was grateful; but he was restless and
ill at case in the stately mansion, and
longing to escape. :
Sir Hilton, jamming his eyeglass into
his eve, surveyed the waif, not whpl:li
with favour. Sir Hilton was not unmin
ful of obligations, and he knew that he
owed his Jife to the waif, and he knew
t0o, that Mick had very nearly perished
in saving him. But Mick bolonged to a
class of persons for whom the baronet had
a strong disteste, zo his feelings were

yery mixed. L
“Wellt Hem!” aaid Sir Hilton. It
poemns  that you have been stealing

chickens, boy."
“T ook & fowl," said Mick sullenly.
"“You have—er—left your friends—the
bther gipsiesi™
“Yes.”
“¥onu do not intend

them " .
“Never ™ gaid Blick, between his
teeth. “I ain’t going to be trained to be
& thief, and beat if I won't steal.”

Sir Hilton started. _

“My dear boy!" he exclaimed with
unwonted feeling, “That is very right—
very right indeed! Y¥You have done me
a great service. I wish to be of service
te you in refurn,”

“I amn’t asking nothing,"” said Mick.

The baronet-coughed.

“"That is & very proper spirit,” he seid,
#But it is not my wish to remain under
an obligation.’

Mick was silent. '

Y Now, tell me what I can do for you,"”
said the baronet. “I do not minimise my
pbligation to you—I ows you my life.
Anything that is in my power ;. will
willingly do."” _

Mick started a little, and looked st the
baronet earnestly.

“You—you mean that, sic?” he asked,

Bir Hilton raised his eyebrows
haughtily.

100 “JAMES"” COMET CYCLES

—

.t“' return to

“I am not likely to say anythin
I do not mean, boy,” he answered,

“¥es, sir—excuse me, sir?”’ said Bick
humbly. “You're 8 gentloman, sir—a
great gentleman in these parts, I know;
and I know that I ain't fit to stand in
your presence, sie.'

Sir IHilton unbent very comsiderably,
His glance at the gipsy boy was quite
kind and benevolent.

“Tell me what I can do for you, Mick,”
he said graciously.

“ Well, sir——"

“Bneak freely.”
“There's a cove I met—a cove I like,”
sald Mick. “I 'eard the other roves call
him Bob Cherry.”

“"A Greyfriars boy," said 8ir Hilton.
;‘ 1;{;;} came here to speak up for you, my
T8

“Did he, sir?! It was like him—he's
got a good heart,” said Mick. < IHe's at
achool, sir—""

“¥Yes, at Greyiriars.™ i

“ Well, sir, if—if—" Mick hesitated.

“Ep&uﬁ: quite frankly, boy. I repeat
that anything that is in my power, you
have only to ask.”

“If T could go to school, sir—"

Eumﬂ weak POPULAR
WIRELESB containg &
apecial feature entitled © The

unior Constructor.”” These
articles will give you clear
information on wireless

theery and instructions for

making your own«at. Buy
a copy of thia groat paper
TO-DAY—it makes radio
abzolutely essy to undor.
stand.  He sure you ask for

*To school?! repeated the baronet, in
surprise. " You are—shem—rather too
old for a county council school, 1 be-
liaEE”h Ch ! hool .

* Bo g school, zir,

“h gad ﬁ!"-‘ﬁ' d

Sir Hilton fairly jumped, as he realised
that the outcast gipsy was asking to be
sent to Greyfriars, Ilis eyeglass dropped
from his eye, and he stared at the gipsy
in dismay and perplexity.

Mick read his expression, and his face
coloured crimson,

HIt's too much to ask, sir,” he stam-
mered. *I-I don't want anything, sir—
what I did for you I'd have n::-nemf:u' any
covey—I don't want anything, sir, only
a8 you offcred—it’s all rﬁ-ht, sir, I ain't

agsking that, nor nothing else, sic.”
And Mick slmost ran for the door,
“Rtop "

Mick stopped.
** You surprized me, my boy," said the

baronct. “ What you ask is & more diffi-
cult matter than you ecan possibl
imagine. You are—er—searcely fHtted,
n mnng ways, to take a place among the
boys of Greyiriars School. But 1 am &
man of my word.™

**Oh, sir, I ain't asking nothing 1" said

READY FOR THE ROAD.
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Mick, in distress. “I enly want you to
let me go, sir, and I can look arter mv-
self.”

A proper spirit,” said Sir Hilton

kindly. " A very proper spirit, But I
am &8 man of my word, and you
saved my life. There are difficulties in
the way, my boy—many difficulties. But
it shall not be my fault if they are not
overcome,”
. “I=1 didn’t understand, sir. 1'm an
wgnorant gipsy,” said Mick, with a touch
of bitterness. “I thought—but if you'll
let ma go, sir, I'll not trouble you aoy
more—you've been kind enough to me
already. I ain’t asking any more, sir."”

Sir Itlilhm smiiled.

*I shall not let you go,” he said. *I
am & governor of Greyfriars, and I shall
discuss the matler with Dr. Locke, thae
headmaster. For the present, Mick, you
remain in this house."

“I ain't fit, sir—=>"

“* Nonsense I”

And Mick—much &0 the surprize and

horror of the rtly and respectabl
Packer—stayed ! noTy pectanie

Bkinner was in a slate of fury when
Bob Cherry arrived at Greyiriars with
the bike. He treated Bob to untiring
eloquence for ten minutes—and would
have gone on longer, ligd not Bob held
Skinner's head under a tap—which
checked the flow of his eloguenece, * "Then
Skinner dropped the subject, and Bob
Cherry dropped Skinner, :

M1 wonder if we shall see that mipey
kid again?" Bob Cherry remarked, at
mpger in Elul_ud;,r No. 1.

“I wonder I said Wharton,

The chums of 2he Remove litile
droamed how seon they were Lo see Mick,
the gipsy, and under what SUrprising cir-
cumstances, Little as they dreamed it,
Greyfriars School was soon o see Mick—
and the gipsy outcast was to be Lrans-
formed into the gipsy schoo'box,

THE EXD.

{(Dran’t miss ** The Gipey Schonlboyt
—next Monday's vipping Greyfriars
story.)
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With his heart full of billernesa agelnat Siv Moslyn Fragme, gamester and vogue, whe, i oie stroke, s yobbed him
of u brother and the house and londs which had been the properiy of the Langleys for generations past, Pick Langley
furns highwayman. Wilh a price on his head e vroams the countryside, seehing his lLivelihood Gehind a mash

and a race of pistols.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Mayor of Ugford !

ACE, Eitty! BPBack into the green-
wood ! {dd’zs bleod, what have we
here? A hogshesd clad in scarlet,
and mounted on & horse?”

Diek turned his black mare swiftly aside

it

gmong the hazel-bushes that bordered the
Tgfa I:igllwuir, and watehed the travellers
that were coming fowards him. There were

but twa, and the Arst of them, mounted on
a stont Flemish gelding, was certainly the
fattest man Dick had ever set eyes om,
Behind him rode a thiomer man, plainly
& servant, at whose zaddle-bow hung & pair
of fat, trussed fowls and 4 bag from which
the neck of a flagon showed spggestively.
Juat before the two travellera came abreast
of Dick’s hidiog-place the sgerving-man's
borse stumblad, and the fat man turned
upon his servant and cursed him roundly.
“Have a care with thoee capons, delt}™
he crled {n & wheezy voice. * Hold up that

atumhlfng ateed wyou are ridiog, and feel
his head! If aught happens to those fowls
or the wine—— Gramercy, what have we
bere ™

He stopped with 2 gasp, and his face
turned a still flabbier hue as he Jooked down
Galloping Dick's pistol, and saw the black
mare barring his path.

“1 percelve a purse of pold at your belt,
gy, gald Dlek, holding the pistol steady,
“and with all possible courtesy I suggest
that you present it to me withont delay!™

The man looked mighty frightened, but
e¢van motre indignant. He drew himself up
haughtily.

Hdd's blood, fellow, do you dare to stop
the Mayor of Uglord? Who are you i**

oAy, or twenty mayors, with their alder-
men behind them ! sald Diek impatlently.
“7 am Galloping Dick, of Milton!"

On that the mayor made no more ado,
bt turped a shade paler still, and pulled
out his purse with all speed and handed it
shakily  to Dick, who took it, and rode
towards the serving-man.

#“Fear not, fellow. I do not reb ihose
whose purses are Hght" said Dick., * But
what do I see therse? A fine pair of fnt
sapone, egad, belonging to your wmaster, and
o finsk n!g the right Gascony in yonder rush
bagt These are mighty welcome, by my
talth; for it is past my hour for dining, and
the inns hercabout are very poor.’”

“X¥ay, sir! Have mercy!"™ chricked the
mayor, wheeling his horse round and clasp-
lag his hands in supplication. © Take the
guinens, but leave me the capons! They
were Tatted by my friepd, Master Staynes,
of Chiltord, and there is pot such amother
pelr on the countryside!™

“Why, pink me, the man makes more fuss
than if they were his children!™ exclaimed

a

1

‘hia

Dick, entting the string by which one of
the towls hung and taking it

““For weeks I have watched them growing
plump!* shricked the mayor pltecusly.
* Ah, rob me pobt' of them, gentle sir] And
the, Gascony i6 of & vintage 1 love well
Take my purge, but leave the capons and
the wine!?

“1 am no back-door robber, and do mot
thieve food and drink,” maid Dick. 8o
here i3 a guinea for the capon, and another
for the Gascony! Put them in your pouch,
fellow, And now begooe!™

And, tossing tha pold pleces to the
gerving-man, Dick gave the mayor's horse &
cub and sent the fat mnn,

th hia whi]i»
gtill lamenting, ga l'npinnr off towards Uglord,
aod bumpiog heavily in his saddle.

i Egpad,” said Dick, as he rode. laughing,
into the woods, bearieg hic epoils with him,
#if yomder mayor attends as well to his
eivie duties ns he does to his food he muost
be & moadel! It brought the very tears to
eves to part with the eapon, though
I've lett him one!"

Dick choze a shady, pleasant nook in the
forest, where €he golden sunlight Bltersd
MHmly throwgh the screen of leaves, and It
himzcll a fire.

He made such & meal as seldom repched

him, for he troubled little about food, and
the fare of ihe inps contented him. But
the capon had been fottened oo chestnut-
meal, amd the wine was beyond pratse,

“Falth,» said Dick, as, after o pleasant
rest, he mounted Kitty again and rode om,
1 ¢an nlmost understand the fellow's griet
at losiog that bird and the flagon!”?

Ha rode along till he came among the
geatfered oottages om  the ouwtskirts of
Tglord, and he felt o strong touch of pity
far their fohabitewts. The coltages were
clean and wellkept, but sadly poor, and
the people——even to thelr children—were
thinly clothed and looked half-starved.

However, he rode to one of the houses
where there was a pony-stable, and Its

‘owner—n . gaunt but honest-eved cottager—

gladly provided corn for the mare, and gave
Dick a place to groom her io.

“\Well, gnod man, and how is the world
with you?** sakd Dick.
 Badly, sic=badly!
must not complaini™
“Why, you look

But, there, the poor

little prospefous here-
abouts, sure enough! But the lown yonder
has @ wealthier air. What is that fire
building with the gilded apirei™

“ The town-hall, sir. An’, 1" falth, that's

where uall the mopey is! Wo see little
of jLf*
i AN!'  Sn thats where the faf mayor

holds conrt?? chuckled Dick. “He bad an

This Weelz :

CHAMPION
OF THE
OPPRESSED !

afr of wealth, too. Surely, with such i
governor, the barough capoot be poorl”

“ Indeed, sir, the mayor is an excellent
msn of busimess—has o bevy of aldermen
with him as rich and as Int as he. They
manage the affairs of the parish, ond the
tax and tithe that falla on us is sadly heavy.
But the mayor and his friends care for
paught in the world but good livin' and gor-
mandisin"=rich food and Ane wines. ey
hold three hanguetz & week, aod that Is
where all the money .goes. In business they
help each obher, belng In power; and by
degreps have waxed so rich in office that
they bave bought up most of the town aod
housen. The mayor, indeed, is my landlord,
and a sore one X find Bim!»

“ But, gadzooks,” said Dlck, “do they not
epend the tax in improving the town? To
he sore, the cobblestones are all broken
and the streets are foul emoughi™

# Not one peony, eir. A heavy tax was
puat on ns three months agn to repair the
wells, which nre ;;ivingf bad water. But the
money was spent In feasts, and the wells
are udtouched, The bad water has killed
two of my children, and you may see that
the others of the town are 43 sickly as may
he.* As to living, we are so ground down b
rent and tax that we conoot buy suficien
togd 1"

i 0dd's blood ! mottered DMek, his brow
growing dark. “° And eo the raseals rob the
poor, and think of nothing but their own
belliest! Might have guessed b, by the look
of the mayor! Tell me, good man, when
are these banguets glven ;

n

S Why, sir, there {8 one
wm% the mayor and aldermen entertain ln
a gfeat wmarquee on the greem: for there
are guests, and the town-hall will not hold
them all, I hear ‘twill be the most
sumptizous feast the mayor has ever given.

i Hat? gald Dick. “Bat 3oon and the
other cottagers will do well to-morrow, bhen.
After such a feast there will be abundance
left, which, of course, i3 glven to the poor,
a3 in other parizhes!™

“xot a erumb, sir! The onayor and his
men give it to thelr dogs. ' A cursc on the
poor!' says he. *Give them nothing; 1t
does them good to fast!"™™

“ Do you tell mé so?™ sald Diek, frowning.
# Then, mark me well, good man! Do ymm
come to the tent to-morrow Just as the
bangquet s served, and bricg with you a
seore of the hungriest of your friends—-thnse
who most need n good meal—and awalt my
grder !

“ Ay, eir,”* said the man, 'eay no mn’rre!
Galloping Dick is the friend of poor meun !

Ves,” said Dick, * provided they he
honest. Sce that you ang your men are nod
fate when the hour comes

to-morrow,

The author at the top of the tree—Frank Richards 1
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THE BECOND CHAPTER.
The Uninviied Quesis!

r HE marquee on the green waz eer-
tainly gorgeous beyond description,
its Ioner walls were richly draped,
and hung all about with the arms

ol the borough of Uglord. A long tahble,

luid with spow-white oapery and &qdeammlz :

siiver and crystal, ran down the middle, and
-+ small erowd of liverled serving-men waited
roudd the walla with their noses in the air.

Dutside, starved-looking children were
srandiog at o respectful distance, solffiog
wambly the rich fumes that rose from the
cooking-tent apnexed, and wetching with
vistful eyss the preparations for the fesst.
vow and agaln, If they vestured ncarer, a
disdainful footman drove them back with
cie coach-whip.

A trumpet blated actoss the green, aod

‘ce procession of hoste and guests advanced, |

i mayor at their head. Clad in the full
mrpeousnesa of thelr robes of office, shining
v crimson and ermine, they paced pompously
rvards  the marquee, preceded by the
rumpeter.

1t was a wonderful sight. A dozen fatter
men could oot have besn found in Britaio,
s one of twe of fhem ram the mayor
himsell very close. They enbered the Eent,
aml were ushered to their places hy a stout
and richly-dressed llttle master of the cere.
monies, whoe took his owno seat on a chair
ypei the small dals at the head of the
Inble, to aet as tonst-master.

Y Let the banguwet be served!™ eaid the
mayor pompously.

A gorgeoes feast was spread—boars” heads,
venison, barons of beel, Eucking-pifs, game,
parkties in profusion—and the rupken little
eves of the bapqueters gleamed with
ecatasy. Just as they were about to fall
to. A servant spoke to the mayor, who had
cnlled aogrily te know the reason of a
Leseeching wvoice outside the tent.

“It 18 Bimen Bmith, your worship, a
tenant of yours, who begs the favour of a
broken Ioaf of brend, becanze hiz fomily
are starviog, aod, hia rent being due
vesterday, you turned him out this moerning
—¥Vary properly, your worship. I told him
te go away, because——-"

“How dare he!™ g¢rled the mayor
angrily. *EBend the EKnave fo the poor-
house if he wants food! Tell the master
to puf him to a day's stopebreakiog hefors
he his skilly, though; and, hark ye,
iell him pob to make it too Ehick! 'Tis u
mistake to overfeed these rogues! Haw,
haw! Qazooks! What Is this?”

The mayer gave a terriled gasp, which

was echoed by all his puests, for the tent.
poles were flung open, and in rode Galloping
Dick, sitting his mare like a centaur.

" LGood-eveniog, pentlemen!' he said, 1
have bidden mysell to thiz Teast, but belfore
hepinning we wilil make a Tew alterations.
Who may this be? The master of cere-
mouies! Egad, 1'Il 81 that place myself!”

And, jumpiog down from Kitfiy's hack, he
strode fo the dais, bopdled the fat foast.
master from it negk and crop, and took the
chair himsell.

“#What means thizs owtrage?™ heliowesd
the mayoer. And then hiz tones changed.
“ Preserve us!  "Tia the highwayman that
stopped me on the Uglord road! We are
undone ™

Dick gat serenely in his chair, and Inid a
horse-pistol across hiz knees.

““I am hereby rppoloted toast-master!™
he said. “*Let Bo man hesitate to ohey my
rullngs, unless he desires a saued of leaden.
buliet- with bis meal! Iet every guoest
rlagitt

The fat aldermen, lod by their mayor, lelt
their seats with esn alacrity surprising io

such fat men, sach keeping a pervous eye

pu Dick's pistol.

“Take ¥our piaces behind the chalra!?

It was done. The aldermen stood at the
back of thelr zeats, znd shook in their
ghood. Dick called alpod, and in walked
the cobttager he had spoken to the day
before, with tweaty hungry-looking comrades
behind him.

Welcome fo the feaskt, pood frenple!"
cried, DMek., " His worship the Mayor of
Uglord makes you welcome, and will attend
to your needs! Seat yourselves at  the
festive board!"

The men sat down, grinning at each other
and wondering.

“*Now, my lads, fall to apd eat asyihing
and everything yon famey! There is good
food before you! Master Mayor and alder-
men, take wp the plalbers, snd waill wpon
tn¥ puests—ihe guests of Golloping DHek--
swiltlyl®

“ Wh-what " stammerad the mayor.

“ Attend to the bhaogueters, aod act as
their serving-men!™ eried Dick. “ Do you
tderstamd me?™

He lifted his plstol, and the gorgcously-
clad officials, trembliog with fright and
indignation, hastened to obey. The villagers,
their frat astonishment over, fell to work
upen the choice viands like men who had
not dived for & week, and the fat mayor
and aldermen waddled wheezingly round,
walting on them hand and foot, oot daripg
to resist, hut with huge disgust on their

ftabby faces.

"TUp with you, lads!™
sail Dick, when the
fellows had eafen and
resbied. “There  re-
meing a wagonload of
viands yet! Take them
away to your homes!”

The  villagers de-
parted, giving  three
hearty cheers for Ddclk,
and taking the remaing
of the feast in preat
delight for their fami-
Tiez. The mayorand his
men sank down by the
walls  of the tent,
gasping and exhausted.

“As for you,"” s=said
Dick, turning to them,
“away to your homes,
and think over what
you heve eeen aDd
dome ! Sce that you
gorae less, and nttend
better to your dubies;
for if I hear that ever
azain  you prind the
poor  and puzzle the
taxes, by the rood I'N
refurn sod teach you a
new legson! Mend your
lives, or you ghall never
eat a fat capon again?
I can imagine mo fate
mere  terrible! O
with youw!"

Aud Diek, swinginz

The youth wrenchod his horse round so furiously that he

brought I down.

(§ee Chapler 3.)

himself astride Black
Kitty, rode out of the
fent and cantered away
across the downs.

Always moving with the times—the MAGNET!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Bmooih-Cheaked Youth !

i DD'S fish! What's the matter with
the [eliow? He looks as though he
werg used to the horse, and yeb
he's all &t sizes sod sevens!”

Dick, posted at the cross-roads, and patting
Dlack Eitty's peck, looked with some amaze.
ment at the young horzeman whe came
trotting down the road on a handsome chest-
nut mare. A vastly well-dressed youth he
was, and his clothes wete of the richest. Ho
reemed to ride passubly, and yet it plainly
irked him, lor he twisted hiz face into
strange grimaces, and, of all marvels, he
wors his sword on the wiong side!

"Faith,” thought Dick, “who- can have
aent Ehis unfledged chicken abromd with a
cockerel to guard i On my life, I never
before saw & youth with such pink cheeks
and small features, And look to the sword
of him! I had best relieve him of his porse,
test it fall to the hands of the ungodiy.”

And so saying, Galloping Dick drew Black
Kitty across the path of the :tranﬁer, and
drew & prodigious lomg horse-pistol from its
holster,

“By your good leave, sir, & word with
you!™ he sald,

The youth oo the chestuut mare gave a
frightencd sgquesk, and reined her in with
trembiing hands.

“Forgive me, I did not mean fo alarm
you,” sald Dick, laughing; " but I should tell
you that you are wearing your sword on the
wrong side, and in return for that inforina-
tion § must requeat the gift of your purse.”

Tp Dick's amazement, tha youth covered
hiz face with two slim, white lhands, and
burst into tears.

“(dd's  bodikins!™  exclaimed Dick;
then the truth dawned uponm him.

The comely stranger was no youth, bot a
tady. It was plain epough, though what she
was deing in man’s attire, and with & sword
bt the wrong side, was beyond him. Digk,
twitching Black Xitly swiltly out of the
way, doffed his riding-hat, and bowed low,

“I beg a thousand pardons!” he said
gravely. ™ Your way is clear before you, and
if you are in any such ¢ase as a swilft rider.
and & sword may help you, I beg you to
eommand mo!" '

“Alack-a.day, sir!® sobbed the maid,
patting a laced handkerchie! to her eyes, *1
fear no belp can mend my folly, for I

and

W "
Ghe was Inferrupted by the clatter of
hoofs, and round the corner galloped a

young horsefnan on & roan gelding. as richl
dressed as the maid, but covered in dust,
and evidently in g great horey,

* Quick, Elaine,” he cried to the girl, “they
are after us! What, in tears? Haz this
fellow molested you? A highwayman, as ¥
live! Defend yourself, you scoundrel, and I
will teach you maoners!”

Apd the hot-headed gallant, furious with
anger, whipped out hiz sword, and rode at
mTE;E like a wg:{rlﬁimd. — " "

16 young highwayman, Iaughing, turned.
Kitty aside, and hiz assailant dashed by.
The yonth wrenched his horse round so
furiously that he brought it down, and horse
sid man rolled over in the dust. Drick
jumped down from Bleck Eitty, aod in &
moment fhe vouth was up again, and rushed
at Dick, rapier in Irand.

“0n guard, rascal!” he eried. I will feach
you to bully gentlewomen on thé highway!”

U Jack—Jack!™ cried the girl, slipping down
from her steed.- * Indeed, he has done me no
harm; he was most courteous! Oh, pray,
sir,” she panted, turniog to Dick—"pray do
not kill him!™ '

“aever Tear!” lavghed Dick.

But, secing that words were useless o
check the hot-beaded vonogater, he drew and
stood to him.

The youth made a wild onslaught, devoid
of akifl, and the ateel ¢lashed furiouzly. Dick
parried every thrust with the greatest ease,
amiling at his adversary, and the youth, ex-
hauzted i.'r{] Bis own fary, reddened with
shame az he saw bow the young highway-
man played with him, and how completely he
was at Dick's merey.

Then, with a twist of his wrist. Dick sent
the youth's sword Aying inlo the air, and left
him weaponless.

The dizarmed youth stood with while, set
face, expecting to be rum through. The girl

I gasped, but, seeing that Dick had no mind
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to plok bim, she darted forward, picked up
the fallen rapier, and held it tight.

'l.:;!'nu sha'n't fight him again, Jack!" she
8814,

The youth, red with shame, looked lower-
inFI:.' ab Dbick.

Come, sin,” said the voung highwayman,
lomering hiz point, il you have had enough
sword-play, let us hear what all this bother
is about.”

The voung man glanced at Dick, and then
at the girl,

I will,” he zaid, “sined Tou have won the
vight to know. This i3 Mistress Elaine Melton.
niees and ward of Lord Hawley, and I am
fack Vandely:z, at your service, and the pith

af the story 13 that we're eloping
hecanse—-" ]
1“}BEﬂﬂ.ﬂ5E wa love each other,” said the
EJI’ .

* Ay,” sald the youth, stepping beside her;
“and we shall ride to lretna, where the good
blackemith will make us ope.” :

T zes,” said Diek, "retna will bo a
short ride, with Mistress Elaine to win at
the end of Jt"—he bowed to the girl—
“ glthough it iz two hundred miles, And Lord
Hawley, I take it, dees not approvel”

«1 . azked his econsent,” sald tha youth,
“and he sald he would 2ee pa——"

~ Hush, Jack!" broke in the girl, )
“¥ou zea, sir,” said the youth, turning in
a harassed way to Diek, "I am Lord

Mawley's ward, too, and therc is no good
reason why we shouldn't marry, for my for-
tune, though smaller than Elaipe’s, ia zuff.
eient, But he swears she will wed Sir
Grafton Simes, who iz enormously wealthy,
and llawley wishes to join the two estates.
sir Grafton iz fAinng at her night and day!”

&4 wheezy old man, with a red nose. who
has had three wives already!” cried Elaine,
with a stamp of her foot, “1 won't marry
anyone but Jack1”

“The dence of It §s, sir,” said Vandelys,
“phat our uncle has complete powera in his
wardship, and can deprive us both of our
fartunes, amd let them go to other relatives,
il wa do not marry according to hia ehoice,
ind he will do it.™ {

“Sa you are going to Oretna with nothing
apieca ™ said Dick.

“yave our love,” =aid the pair deflantly.

“Very pretty, but it will not pay the
gstler’s hilt," sald Dick. “RBezidez which, sir,
rour horse iz <rippled by the fall, aud will
not carry yon another mile”

The couple looked despairiogly at the roam,
and the girl began to ory again, :

“We must find a hetter way out of it
than that,” said Dick, “Who Iz this Sir
Grafion, and where does he live?”

“At Barrow House,” replied Vandelys:
“and this very day he goes to arrange with
my uncle the date of the wedding, after
riding to the hank at Barton with his half-
vear's rents, which the old mizer always
eollects ami pays in himselr!” )

aidd's fAsh'™ exclaimed Dick, “Why, this
iz the high-road to Barton!™

#4y, and 1 hear the hooif-beats of that
wind-galled mare of hiz even now, unless my
ear: deceive me,” sald the youlh Dastily.
“rame, BElaine, we must pash onl”

“Nay, stop!™ =ald Idck, springing on
Ritly'a back. “ Withdraw into the coppice
by the wayside here, and leave the m:tier
to me. By the rood, we're in luck, and i
van've gob a stout heart in yon, Jack
Vandelys, I'lIl bring you through wifth colowrs:
fiylng. In with you!”

Just as the couple, bewililered but obedient.
lcd their horses into the coppice, a loras-
man on a big, raw-bonsd grey came trotiing
round the corner, amd found himzell face to
face with & Dighwayvman witl o coeked pistoi.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
All'a Well !

" "TEATILY thornght Dick, as he noted
the atranger's  flabhy cheekz  aid
AVATICions, loadsliol eyes, "A
prétiy  brisdegroom  for the «dainty

Flaine! =he shall have Jack Vandelys, if T

wave to run the rascal thromgh!”

“What de youw  want?? squeaked  Sir
Giralton, for it was he. " llow dare you -top
me! A highwayman. sre ¥on?  Nay, sir,
pray let e go! T have nothing! 1w
ponT=-1 =wear I am poari”

TAY, momiEeT dE alwayt poari™ coadd Ihek

winner of £100! n

man's slerm X
caught lis, snd, more-
over, It was =eldom,
a fee came to ihe
Vicar of Barton. Belug
i uwan eof peace, he
fhonght it well o
oblize theze turbmicab
folk, ayd peb rid of
then,

“Be it 50" he said.
"It iz irregular, but
I ean tie yon as tipht
iw my pariour as in
& the church, whieh i3
R shut. 2o come In, &nd
8 Iob wa get ft over, for
BE I chull Tne well pleased
to fee the backa of
you "

In they went, bub
A fon s they rame
to clese  quarters i
the parlour, the jure
gon Jooked ot Lhe
bride and started.

“"Meorey ou uelt he
ecxclaimed. “'Ti3 Mis.
tress Elaine Melton!
This will mever dol
Gigod falk, I pray you
he pgome swiftly, for
nothing wilt Indvee me
to  wed  you. The
Earl of Hawley ia my
patron of living, and

The tent-poles were fiung open and in rode Galloplng Dick.

(Neg Liapter L)

[ dare not dream of
offendiog him by such
an act. 1 Enow toa

grimly. ©De pot forewear yourself, Sir
Crafton Simes. I judge you not by Your
clothes ¢r yvour horse, but by the half-year's
rent vou have in your saddlebagsz. [t with
them, sirrah, for they are mot destined for
Larton Bank thiz day!”

The harovet gave a shriek, and hia eyes
rolted wickedly a% he clutched hiz money-
hags., But e had no spirit to fight, and in
a fow minutes Dick had possessed himself
of the zteel-ciazped pouches and their key,
abd sept the skinfint on hiz way lamenting.

& pood hauol, 1 faith!" laugled Dick.
callipg the youth and the girl out egain.
"Two thouzand geineas, if there'zs one, and
plaguey heavy. Now, Jack Vandelps, where's
the nearezt parsoni”

*There's Parzon Snell, the Vigar of
Barton, &t the manse clese by,” asid Jack,
staring. " What of him®

"Then come quickly,” zaid Diek, “for Lord
Hawley will soon be hot-foot uwpon your trail,
Gel Mistress Eluine on her horse, and call on
your roan for an effort. You may spate him
when all’s done.”

The masterful yvoong knight of the toad
took the bewildered eouple in hand, Hatening
to no protests, and soon they wero knocking
it the door m‘J Farzon Snell.

The vicar came to the door, a thin and
meagre-lookimg  elerie, with a long, pgrave
face, vastly scandalised to find his oaken
door rapped on by a sword hilt; but he did
not know Dick, though the knight of the road
had nnmasked, not to scars the parson too
hardly.

“ Good-day to you, reverend sir!™ said Dhick.
“Tlere is o pair of young gentlefolk who need
vour goad oflicez, s pray you take the Beok
and marry them as soon as you may!”

»Impozsible. sir? aald the scandalized
viear. * The thing cannot be done.  Wha
srry fezt iz this to bring a mabl to wed in
man's clothes?"

o would have you ohserve, =ir,” said Dick,
“ihat 1 am chief proom-man in thiz matter,
awd will permit no comments on the lady’s
dresa, or vour cloth may not save you from
my Maplensure,  Come, slr, "tiz a gomd deed
to make man and wife of those who desire
it, und thongh the notice iz <hort, the fee i=
the better for it, &0 proceed withont more
worila,”

The parzon wineed as the young high®ay-

NSWERS
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well how  his  wishes
l III

“ T must he done ™ said Dick fitmly.

“y my honour, T wonld wot do it for a
thousand guineaz!™ 2aid the parson hmericdly.
“ P'rav, sir, begone!”
b_“;;\'uuld you do it for two thonsand? sall

ek,

And he emptied Sir Grafton Sines" money-
bhag: on the talde. The parzon stared, opet-
monthied.

" Clomle, man, read the servies, and take the
fee!” said Dick, " A churchman should do lus
duty witheut fear of worldly disfavour; but

do not ask you to offend Lord Mawley fur
nothing. The guineas are your:z when the
detd is done.”

“A wedding gitt fram  Sie Graflon, ©
faith!” laughed Jack Vandelys merrily,

The vicar took hiz Dook without anciher
word, aml twenty minutes later Jack amwl
Elaine left tha house with their hearts’
-llesalre accomplizhed, and Dick rode by their
Shde.

“tTig michiy wellt™ chuckled Dick., *But
voit have leet vour fortupes, my furtfe
doves ™

“We care nothing for that,” asid the fwo,
joloing bands.

" But de.” returped Dick. “1 have
pledged my honsur to bring You through the
matier with fying colours, and believe me,
[ have taken so many pursre 1 know the
value of them. We will go 1o Hawley Conrt,
and T will bring my lord to my way of think.
img. whether with lead or steel, the ol
curmudgeon?” :

“Feod ! said Jack, staring down the road.
and dizmounting from hia horse, which eom’d
o Janger carry him. " He iz sbout to sive
vou the trowble. for yonder he comes!”

A linysernan came galloping foriously vy
ithe road. his steed fleeked with foamy. el
ad he drew mear Dick saw that he was an
elillerly  mian, of lhandsonme Int  choleric
features, which were eontorted with e,

e galloped np, threw himesclf fron s
Norse, and, drawing his sword, mushed npon
Jark Vandelys,

“Hasenl? T have eaught you in thinel” be
eried. " Your Blood :hall pay Tor this piece
of insolenee I

The young man wlhipped ont his rapiet atl
defemded Wmeelf, bt he would have e
run Lthrongh instantiy had net Diek knochod
thie swenls up with is ewi.

'Fo me. Lord Tlawley!” e ericd. " He de
Wt x ziripling, and 1 take Dis quarrel on
wyaelil”

AW The enraed Mglwayman wiia robhedd
wir Grafvm!” ericld Hlawiey, [urming viclonsly
on Dick., “The young loolt Bave taken )on
for their champion, have thes? You bk
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Take your cue—and start right away with the first set of pictures, boys !'—

THE BROTRERMOOD OF THE

Tﬂj S 1 Jl

A powerful detective

FERRERS LOCKE at work in
on an unprecedented scene o
the wonder-detective

which

¢ Awalting Shipmens I"

8 FTER what happened to-
night,” confinued the detec-
tive 1n a quiet tone, "I think

. I have drawvn Red Mask from

Moseow, and that will mean the tempo-

rary onth of hia tyranny there, But I

still have to discovor what has happened

to the other wictims of his ﬂ.as.tﬂ.r&lfi'
sway; you know a3 well as

do that many Britishers—and others

—have vaniched from Moscow during

these last two years, Most of them are

supposed to be dead; but we know that
that is not true, Both you and Prince

Ivan are supposed io in DButirka

Fortress; the world would never have

heard that you were gent off like this.

%&diMask;a secret lies at the andd of

tne long, long journey, Ithy, and I

want to find out what 31"# f:lﬁ

“But  to go alone—vyou and this
youngsigr—"

Agnin the engine’s whistle sounded,
and Locke antbd'tawarda the door.

“(zet rendy mow,” -he said. **As goon
a3 the train stops you must get away.,”

The speed slackened, and at last the

train came to a halt, Locks reached
for the door and swung it open, then
held out his hand.
" Good-bye, Maltby!” he said. *“You
shall hear from tne very socon. And I
think 1 shall have a very interesting
tole to tell you.”

Maltby slipped through the open door-
way, and the prince followed him,
vanishing inte the <arkness, Ferrers
Locke clgsed the door again, and
dm;i:‘p-ed into his place beside Jack
]Ia]md ¢, drawing the heavy hood over his
B

“"Keep your wits about wyou mnow,
Jack,”. he warned.  “There's just a
-chance of Dimiiri waking, though he
may not do so. Boris is not going to
weit very long here”

Jack had had the manacles adjusted
over his wrist, and he leaned against
his master now, with the hood well

i
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dgown over his head, Tn Luild he was
very much the same as Prince Ivan,
and the shapeless robe made debection
nearly impossible.
A long silence fell. Then, with & jerk
and a rattle, the train started again.

THE QURTAIN RINGS UP ON

FPERRERS LOCKE, England's prewmier detec-
Live, tohe has journeyed to Moscow and
Jounded a secret goctety known as the
Erotherhood of the White Heather. Ite
governing object 45 to stamp oui the
tyrannical power of Red Mask, alias

ount Heinrich, who holds some mys-
tertous sway over the destinfer of i
trepaed Moscow.

JACK DRAEKE, the deteclive’s young and
able assistant.

FPRINCE IVAN and ME. MALTEBY, members
of the Hrotherhood, whe have fallen fnto
the clutches of Red Mask.

BORIS SAROV, a prominent member of the
Erotherhood.

Two vickine of the cruelly of Red Mask
hare already been rescued, thanks o the
untiring efforts of the greal delectice.

Locke's next lask {2 to rescue Prince Ivan
and AMr. Malthy, who are abowpt fo be
tecretly deported from Moscow, The train
bearing them to their unknown destinaiion,
howerver, contains three stoyt  allies din
Ferrers Locke, Horig Sarov, and young Jack
Drake. By means of a cylinder confaining
@ potent " slegping-draught * Locke renders
the aeq!rfea guarding the twa prisoners
URCORECIONS,

Despite the enlrealier of Prince Ivan and
Mr. Maltby, Locke insiste that he and Drake
thould take the places of the prisoners. The
exchange of clothes i3 made, the volumindus
robez ond hood: of ike prince and Alr,
Maltby making the identity of Locke and
Drake well-njgh impoassible of discovery, and
the detective urges the prizoners fo alight
frore the train twhen Borls, whe {8 driving
the engine, siows doisn,

“ But what iz going lo happen fo gou?"
Iﬂ-@uir*aa My, Mallby., " We carnnol leave pou
fiere.’

¥ Remember,"”" tays the delective, " that T
have sworn cither to restue or avenge my
eotunbrymen. I am going Lo seek out Red
Mask's stronghold i

{(Now vead on.)

adventure
Russia. The curtain rings up
tyranny and political intrigue
has sworn to abolish.

e
I-r

story, featuring

As it lumbered past the high water-tank
Jack fancied that’ he heard another
sound—the quick starting-up rear of a
moltor-car engine.

“Look out, Jack!™

Ferrers Locke's warning whisper cams
;'ﬂ- {t]im youngster, and he turned his
wead.

The hunched-up figure of the armed
man in the far corner was just com.
mencing to stir,  He reised his heagd,.
yawned,. then hall starfed to s feet,
Erlppmgl‘a at the rifle hy his side. His
heavy, blank face stared ncross at the
two motionless prisoners for a moment,
Then dawning intelligence came into his
cves, and he dropped inte hiz seat again
with a grunt,

“I believe I mwust have been half-
asleep,” they heard him mutter as he
picked up his pipe from the seat. " This
confounded carriage s stuffy enough lo
zend anyone off [

ITe lighted hiz pipe and puffed for a
few moments, glancing across at the
prisoners. Then he reached out and
tapped Ierrers Locke on the chest.

“Wake up, you Englishman!” the
wian barked.

Toocke prefended to  start, aond
sfreichod himself, the chains clanking
on hiz wrist. A hoarse guffaw came
from the armed man, and at the loud.
raticous sound the other zlecper stirred.
swiuginf into a sitting iton, and
raising his arms above his head.

“It's time you wakened,” the other
man remarked. " You sloep like a dead
mﬂﬂ.h

They began to talk then, and one of
them fetched out a black f:rnttl-:-, w hiiel:
he handed to his companion.

"No reason why we shouldn't be com-
fortable,” the man said. “It's a con-

1er

founded job, guarding these dogs!
He leered across ot the taller figure.

“You will not always travel thus, you
Englizh dog ! he said. * Wait bill they
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hanf you oul hnd put you in the cage—
the tall, cold o, with iron bars—wait
till they send you on the read—the long,
rough road, with the whip to sting yon
if ﬂtyu lag behind 1" .

is guffaw was echoed by his com-
panion, and the bottle was passed again.

“You're a stifi-necked race, but your
time 16 mmjng'b! ? the hoarse voica went
on, * They'il bend youn—break you just
a3 they have done the others that went
hefore you! Do you hear me? They'll
bend youl" .

There was no reply from the motionless
figures osite, end, with an angry
oath, the ruffian lunged out, driving the
butt of his rifle into Ferrers Locke’s ribs
—a.cxuel, vietous blow that mada Jack
Drake start forward; but s strong hand
fell on his wrist beneath the robe, hold-
ing him motionless,

‘0Oh, let them alome!” the other
sentinel broke out. “*There'll be enough
of that for both of them later. ILet us
get to Nijni-novgored and rid ourselves
of these pests—we shall be free to enjoy
ourselves then,”

They settled into a corner together,
and the long journey comtinued. The
engine was moving at top spoed now,
and Locke, under that disguising hood,
smiled grimly to himself as he pictured
Boris at his double task of keeping the
fires going, and driving the powerful
fNnEIne,

t was a big risk that Ferrers Locke
was taking now. He had deliberately
revealed his identity to Red Mask, know-
ing that by cdoing g0 he would force that
vnffian to concenirate on finding him.
That dive into the river had been fol-
lowed by a long swim, and a rapid flight
through the dark streets of Moscow to
where Boris had been waiting for him.

Red Mask would be searching Moscow
now, from house to house, and the fol-
lewing morning, when the news came to
him that Locke had vanished, thera was
ittle doubt but what Red Mask would
set off himself to sock the man who had
tricked him so cleverly.

By drawing Count Heinrich out of
Moscow, Ferrers Locke was saving the
little, dwindling colony of Britichers
from fresh tyranny at the hands of the
blackmailing rogua,

The letter which Ferrers Locke hed
snatehed from Red Mask's hand had con-
sisted of & list of names—some twenty-
tive or thirty in all. TUnder the list there
had been & single line of writing—a
familiar trade term that had a double
meaning.  The line ran, " Awahng
shipment,” and it was signed by some-
one mamed Snazine. There was no
address on the sheet, but it was headed
“ Nijni-novgorad, ™

Ferrers Locke knew that that was the
destingtion for which the little train waa
heading now. Those twenty-five names
contained many British ones, and there
ware some women among them., They
were zll of them Red Mask's victims—
spirited away by that hardened ruffian
before they could make =ign or protest.

The two half-drunken soldiers kept up
a low-murmured conversation in  their
vorner. Jack Drake had dropped into a
half-doze, leaning against his master's
side, Ferrere Locke, keoping on  the
alers behind the heavy hood, watched
the dark countryside race past under the
brilliant stars,

The line to tho Velga runs through
Aat, monotonous steppe-land—uninterest-
ing and barren, Now and again they
would thunder through some small,
isolated station, and signals would elank
and lights flash. In the carly dawn the
train halted at ome big wayside station,

—in next week’s issue of the MA

and some food was bundled into the car-
riage by a regged-bearded railway
official. ]

Ferrers Locke caught a glimpse of
Dimitri, stretching hiz long legs on the
platform; but they did not stop more
than a few moments, and the long two
hundred and seventy-five miles’ journey
waa continuec,

It was aimost dusk before the traim,
winding down a long embankment, gave
-Locke the first sight of thet wenderful
inland city, built where the Volgs and
Oka ‘join. He saw the towering Krem-
lin—no Russian city worthy of the name
is without its fortress-prison. Beyond
wera the ith houses on the edge of the
river, with their terraces, gardens, and
lawns, and tha broad bosem of the river
was choked with craft of every imagin-
able description.

A warning shriek from the engine
heralded the turning of the train into a
ringle line. It glided smoothly on, pass-
ing through a cluster of galvanised.
roofed sheds, coming fo a halt at last
near a range of cattle-pens. In the hali-
light Ferrers Locke could see the lights
of the city beyond, but here all was dark-
ness and gloom,

Red Mask's passengers woere not sent
on to the great main station—it was
:.g'plml of thoe ruffian's mind that he

a

uld select those cattlepens as -the
-arrtval platform.
A footfall sounded outside, and

Dimitri's harsh voice barked out a com-

mand. The door of the carriage was

opened, and Jack Drake and Ferrere
ke rose stiffly to their feet.

They were hustled out by the armed
men, and, with Dimitri walking in front
of them, walked down through tha lines
of long Sens, trudging through heavy
mud. neo Jack—only  half-awake—
stumbled, and the man -behind him
jabbed the point of hiz bayonet in the
youngster's arm, muttering an impreca-
tion oz he did so,

“Xeop vour foet, you fool 1" the brute
snarled. “‘Prinees must walk now, the
same as others!”

I
.r"-r

With a savage

himself at Ferrers Locke, whilst the
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The Fight In the Cell!

ERRERS LOCKE felt the young-
ster by hig side quiver, but ne
sound came from Jack’'s lips,
though he had to clench lis teeth

to repress the ery of pain,

“ Hurt you, Jack ?"

Ferrars Locke managed to breathe &
low whisper to the voungster ot his side,

“]Ncbt very much, guvnor,” Jack
replied. "' But I'd like to get my own
back on that hulking brute !*

*8Bo you will, my lad-—sconer than hd
oxpects ™

They had been led through a broken-
down patewsay into a muddy lane, and
wera pacing down towards the dark
river. The shadow of & man appeared
for 2 moment round the edge of one of
the sheds. It darted across the road and
vanished over the low wall.

Dimitri called out a challenge, but re-
ceived no reply, and Ferrers Locke
smiled quietly to himself. He had recog-
msed the lithe, tall stape of Boris, and
knoew what that swift movement meant,

high wall, with an arched gatewsy,
loomed ahead, and Dimitri halted oand
knocked at the gate. There wes a lon
pause before a volce spoke, and Dimitr:
answered. Then & creak of rusted bolts
sounded, and the gate was thrown open.
The two dark-robed figures were
marched across the dingy courtyard into
& stuffy, stone-built building in the centra
of the yard. A hight was brought, and
onoe of the escorta followed them into
the gloomy interior. Arranged along
the wall were one or two cots, and a
table and bench stood in the cenire.
There was & jug of water and a loaf of
black bresd, and some hard cheese.

" Mot exactly princely cuarters, Prinde
Iven,” camé tho cold voice of Dimitri at
the door. * But they ars helter than
your will have presently., Make the most
of them while you have the chance ™

Dimitri withdrew from thea dmrw:lf,
and Locke heard him talking to the
sentries for & moment. Then the door
was closed and locked by one of the

i

GNET! You might bo a prize-winner }
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sentries, and they heard him commence
{0 pace to and fro in front of their prison,

Laocke crossed to the bench and seated
himself with Jack ai his side.

“Not very appetising [are, younp
*un,” he said, reaching for the loal
“ But we might as well make the best of
it. We've got to wait now until Bors
gets info tonch with the White ITeather
Brotherhood here.”

“Are there some
guv'nori” .

*(Oh, yes, a few! Boris knows where
to find them., We must wait until he
turns up again,” )

Ferrers Locke had taken a quick
glance round the chamber. There was
only one small window, high up on the
left. He lifted the folds of the hood
from his grimed face, and nodded to his
young companion, ;

“We've given BMalthy and rince Ivan
8 good twenty-four hours,” he sud.
“ By this time they ocught to be safe.
We're going to end our Litle mﬂmgmmdﬂ
now, Jack. Dimitri has got to bo told
what has happened.” .

“You're going fo let him
guv'nor? But why¥"

Ferrers Locke broke the loaf, handing
half across to Jack,

“Beranze I want fo draw Hed Mask
away from Doscow,” the dotective re-
turned. * 1 want him to follow mne.
And when he finds oub who 1t 15 has
tricked him again, I know he'll come.”

Ferrers Locke slipped lLiz manacled
hand under his robe, and drew out 2
small automatic, which he handed across
to Jack.

“They did not think it necessary to
examine wus again,”” he remarked.
“You'd better tuke this, young 'un.
I've got another.”

Presently he produced o bunch of keys,
and the handeuffs were removed from
their wrists, :

“Boris 15 gomng to give us a signal
when all 12 ready,” Locke pointed out,
“But we may have to wait somo time
IE.[.‘H'

A long hour dragged past, and Jack
was hali-dozing over the table when he
found himself suddenly oo the alert. Ile
had heard s quick whistle from some.
where bevond the courtvard. It was re-

ted twice, and Ferrers Locke arose to
1is feet with a startled exclamation.

“By Jove! That means treuble!"” he
whispered to Jack. “Boris is signalling

[RE

to us that something has gone wrong !

A sudden fracas broke out in the court-
ard, and Iﬂ'lﬁjl' heard an angry shout.
t was Dimitri's harsh voice,

“Quick ! That light! Put it out "
_Jack reached for the candle amd ex.
tinguished it. Then Ferrers Locke
caught him by the arm, and they crossed
to the deor. -Someone thudded against
the solid barrier, and Dimitri's angry
tones sounded again,

“Open the door, you fool! I tell you
wo've been tricked—deceived ! If those
two have gone we shall pay for it. They
are not that Dritisher, Malthy, and
Princo Tvan. I have had a message from
gtlal.t ﬁl}mf. Open the door. Quick!

oK 1"

Ferrers Locke's hand foll on Jack'd
shoulder.

., . Bteady, young 'un!” he breathed,

As soon ma they come in, jump for the
door and close it, I've got my automatic
here, and, I'll cover them, ~Look out!
Here they come !

-Thg}‘dmi swung inwards, and two
stumbling sha came barging i
dark t:I*:uafl;rI:ms:r:.lmEI B A0k £

“A light, you fool! Get a light!”

metnbers  here,

know,

Don’t forgét: Monday
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Dimitri halted hali-way across the
room, and the armed sentry blundered
thio  him. Next moment the door

erazhed into plare, and a beam of white

light shot across the darkness, landing
on Dimitri and the bearded sentry. 1n
the ecentre of the beam was a hand hold-
ing o revolver. The shining muzzle was
as steady as a rock. From the darkness
behind the torch came a quiet, warning
voice, )

“Don't move,
dead man !

Dirnitri stopped dead against the table,
and the thick fizure of the other soldier
turned, blinking into the powerful light,
Ile was still holding his rific, across his
chest.

" Drop that! Quick! Drop it!™

The revolver moved an inch, and there
was a clatter as the rifle fell on the hard
floor.

“Take that away, Jack,” zaid Ferrers
Locke, “It'll be gnfnr in your hands.™

Thrilling with sheer joy, the youngster
slipped from the door, and picked up the
heavy rifle. Ile went back to his master
and levelled the shining steel into the
shaft of light,

Ferrgrs Locke walked quictly back to
the table, and lighted the candle again,
and 1tz feebla yellow gleam revealed the
whole scene.  Dimitri, with his black
eyes bulging from his head, staved for a
moment &t the clean-cur, primed face
looming above the grey robe.

" Who—who are you?” he broke out.

" My name will convey nothing to you,
Dimitri, but it may to your master. You
ean tell him it was errers Locke who
took the place of Malthy. "

The face of the Russian went livid.

“¥ou! The Englishman my master
wantsht-:- finel ?”h

“Then you have spoken with him—
eh? That makes it all the more interest.
ing. I am afraid he must have been
very angry over the telephone ¥

The cool, dry tones of Ferrers Locke’s
voiee seemned to send o sudden, mad fury
into the listener.  With a savage ory,
Dimitri flung himself bodily at Locke,
gripping his wrists and Lwisting the re.
volver upward,

The swiftnéss of the attack took Tocke

Dimitri, or you're a

completely by surprize, and he staggered | Lo

back, while Dinutri clung to him in a
herce lock. As they volled on the floor
together they thudded against the table,
an<d the candle fell over and went out.
Jack Drake, quick as a fash, swung
the rifle round, and aimed a blow with
the butt. He was only just in the nick
of time, for already the thick-set sentey
had leaped for it.” Jack felt the butt
crash hard on the man's tough head.
Lhen, next noment, the rifle was
knocked out of his grasp, and two claw-
ing hands gripped at him, and he went
tiown on his back, with the heavy sentry
on top of him, )

D

The Secret Wireless Station !

OR o moment Jack Drake lay help-
less under the weight of hizs heavy
rival, for the fall had knocked
the. wind out of the voungster.

Then, a5 Jack made a wild swing, punch-
ing up in the darkness, his fist came in
contact with the bearded face above him.
[t was not a very powerful punch—more
of & push than anything else—but, to
Jack’s amazement, he felt his adversary
rell aside. Then, like o flash, the &ruih
tawned on the youngster That SWIngE-
iig blow with the butt of the rifle had
stnnned the fellow, and his attack had
been & mere blind rush before his
strength gave way,

OPEN TO YOU AND YOUR FRIENDS—OUR GRAND “FOOTER " COMPETITION!

Jack wriggled out from beneath the
burly shane, and, gasping for breath,
arose unsteadily to s feet. He heard o
pcufthng sound from the other sicde of the
cell, then o low, choking gasp.

“Where are you, guvinor?  Where
are you " Jack ealled,
Al right, Jack.

nre, "

The calm, azsured voice of Ferrers
Locke brought a surge of relief to the
youngster, and he come to o halt, peer.
ing through the darvkness. Again the
half-choking sound reached him, and a
heavy body thudded against the wall. A
moment later the “ﬁ'" from Locke's
eleetric Jamp Rashed through the gloom.

“Quick, Jack! Get to ﬁm door 1"

Jack strode acress to the heavy daor
and stood there. He saw the huddled
figure of Dimitri lying on its side against
the wall, and noticed that the ruffian's
wrists were fixed to ifhe long, slender

chain.
Lowke

Stand where you

Crossing o the eentry,
stooped, and, with an efortless SN,
razed the fellow in his anns, and carried
him across to the beneli agamst the wall,
Then, Lifting one of the volminous grey
robes, he wrapped it round the. inert
igure, pulling the hood well down over
the man's face. It was Dimitri's turn
next, and he, foo, was swathed in the
grev garb and laid near the sentvy.

Locke produced a couple of lengthe of
cloth, and adjusted them over his

Prisoners’ lips. Then the hoods were re.

adjustsr;l,iand there was a grim smile
on Locke's face as he attached the other
end of the chain to the sentry. Finally
he bound them by their ankles, nnd
tied thewy to the legs of the henches,
He passed one end og the chain through
& couple of rings set in the wall, and
now he stepped back fo view his handi.
work.

Jack chuckled, In the grev robes the
two figures, lounging against the wall,
would eas:[):;l be accepted as fhose of
Lc:rflﬁz and his young assislant.

"MNow, _voungs o'y o
Ll :55' ter, you've got to be

Locke had reached the door, : 2
extingunished the E}Eillrit-lﬂﬂil::, mr‘]i'h{l::
waited for o moment, listening. Then

cke opened the door and, fnﬁm‘-‘ml by
Jack, stepped out into.the narrow

ck, : space,
Keep beside the wall, Jack,” Lacke
whispered, “and wait until I signal to

J.ﬂ'u.- ¥r

Jack stood gside, prossin 1

; . sing  himself
against the dark wall, and his master,
closing the door, turned ands walked
quietly towards the gateway in the wall,
A towering figure, with a rifle slung over
his shoulder, was pacing up and dewn thoe
narrow gatewny, and as Ferrers Locke
drew near to him he came to a halt and
turned,

Locke's cool nerve held Jack spell-
bound then. He walked quietly im-.'gr-;lu
the man, completely at his case., The
ligure at the gate leaned forward te peer
through the darkness at the oncomer.
Locke waited until he was within three
races of the man before he made his
effort. His leap was followed by a
beautifully-timed punch—a straight-arm
left, that went home on the sentry’s jaw,
dead on the point., Tt was o blow that
would have fellad an ox. As the man
resled Locke caught at him, checking
his fall.

“ Now, voungster! Come on!”

Jack darted to the gateway, and
Ferrers Locke allowed the sentry to #lif.
helplessly to the ground., As the young-
ster cleaved the gateway Locke followed
him, furning te the right, and together

is MAGNET Day—the best day of the week !
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they Jdaried along the line of sheds and
descended o range of wooden steps,
reaching & narrow embankment that ran
along the river.

A tall higure came out irom the dark-
ness, and a low voice hailed them,

“Ts that you, Mvr. Leocke?

It was the voice of Boris, and Locke
rephied.

Beris slipped his weapon back inte his
pocket and, hurrying to Locke, canght
lim by the arm.

“Dimitri came along here a few
minutes ago,” Boris said, I heard him
talking te his companion. He knew that
a trick had been plaved on him, and he
kpnew that Maltby and Prince Ivan got
away. I was alraid of what was gomng
to happen to you. You have had o
miraculous escape.”

“Yes, it was a rather close thing,”
Locke adrmtted. " 'We'd belter pot away
from here as soon as we can,”

As he made the sugpestion a muffled
shot yang out in the darkness behind,
follewed by another and yet another.
They were to discover afterwards that
Dimitri, returning to consciousness, had
managed to slip ono hand free and draw
hie revolver, and he bhlazed away in the
darkness ta attract the attention of his
subordinates.

“‘Right, This way.”

Bovis led the way down the narrow
embankment, and reached another flight
of steps, that led down to the river. |
Here a flat-bottomed boat was tied, and
the three climbed into it. 'T!'mn |Hﬂns,
casting off, took up his position in the
stern and punted off downstream.

They were only just in the nick of
tinte, for, as the craft reached mid-
stream, lights appeared on the bank of
the river, and Jack Drake saw the armed

figures of the searchers as they moved
to and fro. Blowly the beoat surged on-
wards, swinging round 2z bend intoa 8
wider stretch, Ahead Jack saw the tall
arms of cranes standing out n the dark-
ness, whils from foremasts and forestays
the riding-lights glimmered from a line
of trading vessels,

And beyond lay the town of Nijnl-
novgorod, the ]i%1 ted bridge that links
the old town with the new, shimmenng
on the left. The punt stole onwards, and
finally swung inwards, rasping againet a
BtoTe fQUAY.

Boris signalled to his companions to
land, made fast the boat, and stowed the
pole. Then jumping after them, he led
the way through a labyrinth of narrow
guasages and alleys, finally coming to a

alt in a small couriyard, with a stone-
built house in front of them:.

Boris whistled softly, and received an
anawering signal. Then & heevy holt
rattled, and a door opened.

“Who waits?' & voice ashed.

“ Brothors of the White Heather,”
Boriz returned.

“ Enter, brothers,"

Jack found himself pecing down a
narrow hall., Then Boria drew aside a
curtain on the right, and a blaze of light
appeared.  lerrers Locke and Jack
strode into the lighted chamber, blinking
for a moment under the powerful rays.
It was a curious apartment. Ranged-
along the far side of the wall were a
number of polished dises, & dynamo, and
a retort of some kind, There were tost-
tnhes, and & small evueible in another
corrier, while on the table in the centre
was & powerful wireless sct.

Seated at the table was a little wizened
man in a shabby alpaca coat. He had
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evidently been listening-in, for the head-
meces were in his hand as he looked at
the newcomers.

“Thesa are vour friends, then, Boris®"

“Yea, Excellency., This s Mr,
Fervers Locke, and his assistant, Jack
Dirake.™

Toris turned fo Locke.

“His Excellency Prince
Romanoff.”

Ferrers Locke found himself bowing to
the last reprezentative of the unfortunate
royal family. The prince gave Locke a
warm lhand-shake,

“T've heard of you, Mr. Locke,” he
said. *"And, as you see, I have joined
the brotherhood that you erganised.”’

In the lapel of his shabby coat wae a
sprig - of white heather, and his keen,
studious faco lighted into a wistinl smile.

"You have done great work for my
unfortunate eountry,” the prince went
on. '*And you are a marked men.”

Boris leaned forward,

It was his Excelloncy who picked up
the wireless message concerning you,
Locke,” he explained, * It only came
through an hour ago from Mozcow, I'm
afrai thﬂ:iy found out about our littla
railwey adventure; the men we bribed
gave usg away.”

His handsome face darkened.

“One cannot trust thase sort of people:
it would hava been ‘hetter had wou
allowed me to carry out my suggestion:
that engine-driver and his fireman would
not have been able to betray us.™

“What does it matter now, Boris?
They have done us little harm, and we
are here, where the game really starts.”

*“Thera have been many wireless mes
sages,” the prince said. * Homeone in
Moscow, who seems to be & great tyrant,
haos been flashing mossage affer meszage.

Michel

GALLOPING DICK!

(Continued fram poge 21.)

e .

yourself a sportsman! By the rood, i I don't
plak ¥ou in two minutes the brats shall wed
with my blessing! Come on!" . :
=1 ehall hold you to your word!™ eaid Ddick
coolly.
: .\i:_:d the two raplers ground viclously fo-
cther,
Ei..crrd Hawley, fine swordsman as he was,
anon found he had met his mateh. He was
pre&s.ed.' back foot by foot, contesting every
inch. :

He fought valiantly, but the strength and
determination of the young highwayman soon
hrought himn to weariness, and at last he
found Lis sword twitched I[rom his grasp by
4 turn of IMek’s rapier, and sent spioning

aver the hedge. Ile sftood at his rivad's
merey, but Dick Jowered his point and
saluted.

“Bgad, you can fight!” panted the earl.
“Wio are youE”

“galloping Dieck [z what they call me on
flie road,” said the vietor; "“hut now, Lord
Hawley, here 1z an inkhorn aml paper which
I bronght from the vicarage and T will ask
vou to Tulfil your word, and give your congent
i writing to the marriage of my [riends
Tiete.™

“Fpead,” =aid Lord Hawley, "so you'ro
younz Dick Langley of Langleys, are youf
Av, give me Lhe paper!™

Dick took ihe documont when it was sigoed
aped witnezzed, amd landed it Lo Elaine.

*Rrxccllently dooel™ he said, "And now,
Lord Mawlev, as their fortunes are scenred
ter them. et me present vou Lo AMr, and Mrs,
Jack Vandelys

“Mareied " gasped the earl, staring.

*Twenty mimates apo!™ replicd Dick, whh
a prin.

*Faad ™ =aid bLis lovdship.
g hporee gl dine ™

IHE 5D,

LThere ix another magnifleent ilory of the

“Then let's all

Beoad Hioloeay coming shartly, chwms, Look
vt for it N
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Borls drew aside the curtaln and a blaze ﬂg; 1|
ning-In, for the headpleces were In his hands,

Drake sirode into the lighied chamber.
man. He had evidently been liste

t appeared. Ferters Locke and
at the table was a Hitle wizened

* His Excellency Prince Michel Romanoft ! ** sald Borls vespectlully. (See page 25.)

Your descripiion and that of your friend
Boris, hera, has gonoe to evary town and
village. They will sdek you out, Mr.
Locke, and their orders are to kill,”
EHo seanted himself again, and now
Locke noticed thet the man was a
cripple. His lower limbs were shrunken
and twisted.

“I took many of the messages,” he
went on. ‘*They are here."

He hunded s bundle of slips to the
doipetive, but Locke did not do more
than glance at them.

“You ecarry your life in your hands”
the prinee continued, " Yet it does not
seam to trouble you a great deal.”

“ There arc others whom I have to
trouble ovor, your Excellency, and their
need: are more urgent than mine.
have to ind & man called Snazine; he 13
somewhers here in  Nijni-novgorod.
Does your Excellency happenr to know
anyone of that name?”

The man seated in front of the little
table thought for a moment, then shook
hiz head,

“It 15 & peasant's name,"” he said,
“"and not at all commeon in this part,
nlthough there are many of that name in
Biberia. ™
“T must find him,” Locke repeated,
He is somewhere here in Nijni-
novgorod, and he holds the key to tha
secret that I wish to solve”

He turned to Boris,

“ To-morrew you and I, Boris, must
in search of him: thers 1z no time
lose; he iz hers in Nijni-novgorod, and
he must have some connection *witL the
shipping, so if we make inquiries along
the wharves we are bound to get some
news of him.,"

The prince touched a hell, and a

1

£ 11

servant appeared, Jack, Ferrers Locke, {

and Boris were led into a comfortably-
furnished room, where a meal was pre-
pared for them, and they were ::Eter-
wards shown to their bed-rooms,

“Prince Michel says we are free to
do whatever we like,” Boris said. * But
we are not to trouble him. He spends
hiz life almost at that wireless instals
lation, It is o seerct one, and ugbody
knows of its existence except a few
friends : but through it he has beon able
to help tha brotherhood & great deal; it
is the only woy that he con serve.”

—

Red Mask's Vietims !

N the following aflernoon Ferrers
Locke and Boris turned into a
ding¥ thoroughfare that led to
the bridge which linked the old

town with the new, Boriz was wearing a
anit of rough serge and a peaked cap.
while Locke was dressed in rough
dungarees, They looked like two scafar.
ing men, and.there were many such
wearing similar dress in that quarler of
tho town.

Presently they turned on to a long
wharf, and halted beside a shed, On one
end of the shed was painted the pro-

rictor'e name, and Boris touched Ferrets
]l’:,oul:a quietly on ihe arm.
“Nhis is Bnazine's place,” he said.
The notice was in Russjan, and stated
that Alexis Snazine was a dealer in hide,
and the strong aroma of tanned leather

came quite plaioly to them as they
studied the solid structurc.
Aoored to the wharf was n =mall

motor-launch, and presently & man
emerged from the shed, and crossed to
the edge of the wharf, He wa: carrying

Grénd new Football Serial coming shortly. Look out for it, chums!

a heavy wicker basket, which he lowered
into the launch,

Borig strolled forward and spoke to the
L b

“Is there any work to be had, my
friend$"” he asked, “Wo two have just
been discharged from our boat, and it is
hard to-find work hers in Nijni "

""There 1s noe work to be had here,” the
man replied in a surly tone,

“We are ready to do any sort of work,
a3 long as we earn a few roubles,” Boris
wenk on.

“You but waste vour
friends,” the other returned.

“Could we speak to your master?”
Boriz persisted,

“MNo. He is not hers just now, and [
do not know when he will return,’

The man had tprned, and was peeing
back towards the shed, and Boris, play-
ing his part well enough, followed him
to the door of the great structure. He
was nble to see into the interior, and ha
noticed there were only a few bales of
hides stowed in the place.

Along one side of the shed there was
arranged a number of rough litters, and
there was a table and a number of forms
down the centre of it. On the left was an
oil-stove, and a small cupboard,

“Where 15 Mr. Alexis Snazine " Boris
asked,

“That is more than I can tell vou, and
I would advise you not to wait here for
him," the man broke cut. “He doss not
like to see strangers here; if you take my
advice you will go."

Boris drew back, and presently the
man reappeared again, carrying another
basket. He halted to close the door of
the shed, and, crossing to the wharf,
lowered his burden into the motor-launch,
Then, climbing down after it, he startad
the engine, and the launch slid off into
mid-stream.

Boris went back to whera Locke was
seated behind a pils of sleepera, and gave
him a brief account of the conversation.

“I think wa've located the right place,
Locke,” Doris added. *“That ehed 1«
merely a blind: it is obvicus that quile
recently it has been wsed as & livihg-
room for & number of people.”

The shed and wharf were in o rather
izplated position—well away from the
general lines of docks. The launch was
chugging steadily onwards, and Locke
znd Borig watched it until it reached the
sicle of a broad, flat-bottomed barge.

The barge hod a heavy super-structura
on it—not unltke s houseboat, but no
windows were visible, It zeomed ns
though it was built of solid boearding.
The launch was {ethered fo the barge,
and the man elambered aboard, lifting
the wicker basket and the other re.
ceptacle,

“That's a queer sort of crafr, Barig,"
Ferrers Locke said. **YWhat 15 it used
for—do you know 7"

The tall Russian had been staring
sleadily at the barge, and he turned to
Ferrers Locke now with a curious frown
on his face,

““I haven't scen one of thoze for a long
time, Locke,” he said. " But I koow
what they were used for once upon a
time. In the old days they used to ship
the Siberian prizoners in barges of that
sort, and send them on dowa the river
io Porm. I suppose the barge is being
used as a stores now.”

time, my

Locke suddenly leaned forward, and
“There must be something
valuable on  that barge,” he

touched Doris on the arm.
vq?
said.
“Took! There's an armed man.”
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In the narrow space of the stern another figure had stepped
from the interior of the barge, wearing a cariridge-belt snd
carrying a rifle,
snd the other man followed him, dragging the wicker basket
through the narrow doorway. ;

Locke glanced at Loris for a moment, Lis keen eyes grim.

“Our friend Bnagine must. tiunk an awiul lot of his hides
when he puts on armed man to guard them,” he said.

Ile atose to his feet and drew nearer his companion.

“1I want to inspect that shed,” he went on,  “And I think
this 13 E_Jﬂ‘ﬂﬁd opportunity ; let us get inside before that fellow
rotirns,

They moved down tho wharf, and Locke, slipping to the
back of the shed, found a naorrow window which wos coverad
by a steip of sacking. It was Fastened on the inside, and
Locke, tnking a nerrow steel tool from his pocket, manipu-
jated the cateh, and the window swung inwards. In another
moment he and Borvis were inside the shed, and the window
was re-secured.

Locke began a swift examination of the place, and Doris
wegtehed hime,  There were fragments of food on the lon
table, and other indications that the shed had been occuprec
vecent]y.

“From what I can see of it there’s been about a dozen
wople here, Boris,” Locke said at Imst. " And il's nob very
ong ago that they were hera”

“Why shenld anyone live in a hole like this?" Boris asked,

“1 don't think they lived hiere from choice, ¥y dear chap,”
the “detective returned. " They were lherded here—like so
wany animals. Look—this provea it 17

Locka had halted between two of the narrow pallet beds,
and Boris cante over to wheve he was standing. Tixed in the
wall between the bads was a stoul iron ring. Locke indicated
i, and Bovis saw the roughened edges where a chain had
rasped the harvd surface. Detween each bed was a similay
ving, and they all bore evidence of recent use.

“The oeeupanis of these beds were in jrons,” =aid Locke.
“They were linked topether by chains that passed throwgh
those rings.™

“Then you think tha b

Locke’s elean-cat face was tense aned zob,

“I mean that Snazine was quile right when he sent that
messagn to Iled Mask,” be returned quietdly. *'The uwu-
fortunate wretches were awaring shipment; and it was here
that they were being keph.”

He was standing besude the table, and suddenly his quick
eyea were attracted by a few seratehies on the walll  lle
leaned forward, studying them for a moment. Then he
beckoned to Boria.

“Laoock! Youll need no further proof now,” IFervera Locka
saadl,

Oy the board samenns wilh o sharp, pointed miplement haed
srrpwled o few words, ¥t was gll Borizs could o to make
them out, but the message van;

“There are fificen of uz left—Ileaven help us!
“JAMES KERBHAW.'

“Kershaw ? Kershaw ? That was one of the names on the
hist 10 the letter vou collared ! Boris woke our, looking at
Locke with his dark eyes uglow,

*Quite right, Boris,” Ferrers Tocke zaid. * Janies Kershaw
is o Dritisher, who was employed in a bank in Moscow, e
wos one of the men who dizappearved Ove or <iv months ago,
He was arvestell, and it was piven oud e was shot trying
te cscape from the Krendin, In other words, Dozis, he = one
of Red Mask's viclims, ™
~ Boris looked round the foul, evil-smelling shed.

“Fifteen of thew,” he repeated. " lerded here like sno
many cattle. DBy James, Locke, I pity them !™

The i by s side smiled grimly.

*They are nesding our help as well az ouy pity, Taviz,” he
vohrned. ¥ And they are going to get it, tos, That poor
feliow litile knew what he was dommg when he left that
message belind ; we koow naw we are on the vight track.”

The door of the shed waz immediately opposite 1hem, and
a3 Loekie turned away a somul came (o iz carz, bonging i
ta i halt, It wos the beat of a nolor-ear on rige, aml came
nearer and nearer, hvally stopping elose 10 the zhed, and a
vy I'J'r 'I.'ﬂ‘i-!:"r".'ﬁ !'\-ﬂ'l”]lih:'ii.

“They are coming heve,
hareyinge foolfals. :

Ta the lefe wore hales of hides, and Tocke and Boreiz made
a =l for them.  Doriz slipped over the top of a bale, and
Lowckhe fiblowed hine They Aattened themsaelves out on the
svong-snelling pilez, and had only just zetiled into position
when the serape of 2 kew sounded, and the door was rhrust
ape,

A towering fipare appeared on the theeshald, and Doris'
lingers Lightened on Locke's wrist,

Bedd Mask!?
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Boriz ealled as he heavd the

(Newe Taake mut for peat Mondog's vippaing fustalment, hays ') o

He vamzhed nlmost as soon as he appoared,
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THESE WONDERFUL

First Prize,

$100

20 GRAMOPHONES. 40 FOOTBALL

30 Pairs of BOXING GLOVES. 100 Pairs of ROLLER SKATES.

RULES AND CONDITIONS

which must be strictly adhered to.

1.—The First Prize of £100 in cash will be awarded
to the competitor who sends in the correct, or nearest
correct, solution of all eight sets of the pictures
according to the Editor’s official solution.

2.—The Second Prize of £50, and the others in the

splendid wvariety of prizes will be awarded in order
of merit.

3.—All the prizes will be awarded. If two or more
competitors tie, however, the prize or prizes, or their
value, will be divided, and the Editor reserves full
rights in this respect.

4.—~No solutions may be sent in until all the sets
of the pictures and the necessary coupon have been
published. Full directions will then be given.

5.—The
written IIN

be

names under the pictures must

INK.

6.—Employees of the proprietors of
this journal are not eligible to compete.

7.—Entry to this competition is on
the full understanding that the Editor’s
decision is final and legally binding
throughout.

-
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COMET BICYCLES

NOTHING DIFFICULT HERE, BOYS! ¥

{Complete with
Lamp, Bell.ete.).

BILLIARDS TABLES. 100 FISHING RODS.

100 MATCH FOOTBALLS. 20 MODEL STEAM LOCOMOTIVES

{With
Ealls).

ALL YOU HAVE TO DO

15 to write IN INK in the allotted space under each
of the puzzle-pictures the name of the Footballer
which you think the picture represents. Thus
No. 1 here. the picture clearly means BALL. In
the same way you have to discover the names
indicated by the -other five pictures.

In all there will be EIGHT SETS OF PICTURES,
so keep your solutions until the other sets appear.

DO NOT SEND YOUR ENTRIES YET.

To help vou still further there is a list containing

the names of prominent footballers to choose from on
age 2

column 3. The correct names represented ﬂ
the puzzle-pictures are aif contained in this list. It 1s
only a matter of fitting the right name to each picture.

Readers of *“ The Champion,” ‘' Beys’ Realm,”
“Unpion Jack,” ‘" Boys’ Friend,” “'Pluck,” *' Boys’
Cinema,” ** Young Britain,” “ Gem,” ** The Popular,”
““The Rocket,” and 2,

“Nelson Lee Library”
are also taking part 1n
the Contest, so that
additional  attempts
mayv be made with
the pictures from
hese allied journals.
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