


THE QREATEST

EVER!
UB magoificent Football Competition

has sturted with a bang, It

require’ any music as a send-off. It

fa just ome of those superb offers
which call for no extra special celebhration.
The whole thing speake for itself., Here
You have an opportenity which is something
more than golden. There is a grand chance
of becoming the lucky owner of a splendidliy-
equipped Motor Bike, of a tip-top James
eycle, or any other useful and attractive
prize figuring In the marvellous liat.

GET GQOmNal

That i3 all there is to it.  3kill and power
of keen obzervation are called for, alio a
knowledge of the game. Dut these are not
vacommon things, You will find the pletures
more and more inferesting. Get your solu-
tions ready, and hkeep them by you until the
time comes due to eend in your entries.
This is the chance of the season, and there
ia not the least oecasion for apybody to turn
fainthearted and say that there s no
poasibitity of his pulling oif anything. The
chiances are inoumeralde, so just wire in and
do your best. PFellows whe do that bring off
more than they realise at the moment. 1
refer all my ¢hums to the detailz, wiven on
anather page of this week's stunning issue
of the Miaser. There i3 something down
on the fabulous list of prizes which will suit
every oug of you.

A GAIPPING FOOTBALL SERIAL!

Next on my st comes another bit of

d pews. Véry shortly the MAGNRT special
cobball eerinl will' start, It is something
gquite out of the ordinary—a real thriller.
with the famous sbeuth, Perrers Locke, play-
fng an important role. Look out for this
story. Tt i3 a treat. We have met the
celebrated detecltive in many parts, but he
i3 a sporteman frsg, last, and all the time,
and the new serinl will add much fo his
reputation. This coming sfory will get you.

did not

“MICK THE UNTAM. ABLE!™
By Frank Richards,

Mick, the gipsy lad, is, c¢reatiog a furore.
Next week's splrited yarm deals with some
of his actigns which are just a trifle beyond
the mark for Qreyfriars. Not that the old
school has been npoted for stodgy tranguility.
Ever sipee (reyfriara loomed up on  the
horizon life has hummed there.

Mick makesz things bum meore than ever!

He is o tough propositiom, and his earlier
training rebelza against the rules and reguwla.
tlons of a public school, The ructiona and
rlota the arrival of thiz Young nomad from
the Remany camps has created provides
Greylriara with plenty {0 think abowt.
Coket's red face comes into the picture, zo to
apeak, next Monday, and we see him plung-
ing his mighty inteileet into a horrible
hlcomer. He comes a cropper this fime with
n vengeance, indircetly through the latest
plece of mischiel of the gipsy schonlboy,
Dear old Coker has ever blundered alang his
lone furrow of obstinacy and epolism, aml
tronble nlways sbares him in the face. Dut
he comes: up smiling, likewise does Mick the
Tntameable. Look out for this yaro, chums
=it ia & real tip-topper.

"TQALLOPING DICK!™

Another quick-firer in this series next
week! The gallant hero of the road figures
in an astounding episode which surpasses

-

aoything yct. This free lance of the high-
wa¥ has made bis pame with MagNeET
readers as a brave champion of the oppressad.
Next Monday's warn rings up the curtain on
& partlculariy dashing bit of history. The
fine record of mlmﬂiuﬁﬁa Dick proves ipeon-

testably once aguin t there "are hesps
of lersons to e learned atoidst the Lim
of the bygone.

“THE BROTHERHOOD OF THE
' WHITE HEATHERI"

This great secrial is represented by a
speclally fascinating mstalment next week.
Fed Mask is up against it. He knows a bit
more thag i2 good for his peace of mind.
The fact fhat the President of the Brother-
hood is noue other than the powerful
Englizhmdan of many disguizes, Ferrers Locke
himaelf, has brought sleepless nights to
%nuut. Hefnrich, who has met hiz match.

e alwaya had his donbts, but these did not
taka shape, In the new [nstalment Locke ia
BECT wﬂrﬁmn hand-in-glove with fifteen unfor-
tunate victims of ¢ tyraony of Count
Ileinrich. Ferrera Locke has swornm to
rescue them, and once he has set himsel! a
task the great detective never draws back.

WHEN WINTER COMES!I

That topping book, the “ Holiday Annual,”
i weleome at all searons, but now that
winter is a-coming on, the cheery volume is
more than ever fust the thing that's wanted.
I hope oll Maigxer chuma will zecure copies
f:i'lthir; admirable companion. It is now on
tale,

OUR ALLIED PAPERS!

Keep an eye on the ' Boys' Friend.”

" Fed-up with Foothall,” hy John W
Wheway, is nob a thing fo miss, nor are
Michael Poole's. stories of Jolly Roger.

The "Oem " contains another sparkling
arm of 8t Jim’s, and o footer serial by
ack Crichtan,

~ The "Popular™ has a winning lead with
ita four complete sehool tales, and o budget
of other attractions.

A QREYFRIARS MODEL,

My clium, F. Cook, of Hurhorne, Birming-
ham, tellz me he has made a model of
Gireyfriara fehool which covers: a4 full-size
table. Everybody says it i3 a splendid piece
of work, atd, from his deseription, I am of
the game opinion, but shall be in & better
position fo0 judge when T receive the phiobo-
graph thiz eorrespondent sayz: he will zend.
Maodelz of a school like Greyfriars eall for
oo end of cleverness apd ingenwity.

Tue EDITOR.

e P ST,
The following list contains the
actual names of the footbhallers
represented in the pictures in our
rand ‘' Footballers' Names™
ontest, Turn to pages I4and 15,

Ashurst, Andergon, Armstrong, Aitken,
Adama, Amos, Alderson, Allen, Armitage,
Archibald, Aslimors,

Brett, Broadhead, Tlvth, Borehnm, Rlack-
bhurn, Tradford, Bassoett, Brittan, Blair,
Ball, DBarkaz, Birrell, DBradley, Barpes,
Bulling, Burton, Dranston, Buchan, Blake,
Bowaer, Lishop, Barras, Braithwaite,
Bullock, Dliss, Bateman, Dest, Dagpee,
Harzon, Broadlmrst. Broad, Bolam, Rrels-
ford, Bilenkinzopp, Decdle, Direh, MNellamy,
Bainbridge, Bowen, Burmbam, DBoyle. Black-
well, Bennie, Ballantyne, Buchanan, Bamber,

When you've the time, drop me «a line!

‘Byers, Banoks, Brooks, Blood, Baker, Bird,
Bromilow.

Coekle, Croshie, Cross, Clennell, Camerom,
Chedgzoy, Cock, Chadwick, Clough, Curry,

Cookson, QCope, Cook, Crilly Chaplia,
Colller, Crockford, Campbe If, Crowi,
Chance, Chipperfield, Crompton, Charlton,

Conner, Cralg, Emﬂ:m Cherretl, Crossley,
Carter, Clarke, Cotton, l!,:nuni tam, Coirps,
Clunas, Coowpolly, Caesidy, Carr.

Chapmas, Chamberz, Clay, Cresswell.

Duan, Dickeon, Dorrell, Dawsom, Davies,
Donaldson, Dinsdale, Dimmock, Duckett,
Dupcan, Dominy, Davison, Duackworth,
Dockray, Danskin, Dreyer, Denogn, Deonyer,
Duffua, Dunlop, Dixon, Doyle, Doran, Daleo,

Emerson, PEwvans, Elerington, England,
Ellis, Edelston, Bdgley, Eggo, Etliott, Edge,
Edwards, Emmett, Ewart.

French, ¥Fergueon, Ford, Forshaw, Fletcher,
Flond, Flint, Feebury, Fleming, Fleet-
wood, Flyen, Fox, Foxall, Fort, Forhes,
Fowler, Fazackerley, Findiay, Featherstone,
Poraytbe, Frame, Fyle, Finney, Forster,
Fitton, Fairclough, Fern.

Grimahaw, Gill, Gilehrist, Gooph, Gillesple,
Qrimadall, Gittin:, Gibsen, Graham, Gold-
tharpe, Gropdy, Gallogléy, Gibbon, Gomm,
G ry, George, Getwood, Groves, Grelg,
Qar . Gallagher, Glancy, Greenshields,
Goarlay, Goodehild.

Howarth, Haworth, Hamplon, Harrow,
Harland opkin, Hudspeth, Harriz, Hamill,
Hill, H'nrﬂy, Hamilton, ﬁlwea, Handley,
Hufton, Hine, Hupghes, Heap, Higgizhotham,
Hoddinott, Hebden, Hilditeh, Howson,
lfunter, Hayes, Hutchinz, Hannoaford,
Harrold, Wowie, Henshall, Hodges, Halstead,
Hupall, Hog#, Hebderson, Harper, Hulton,
Hillteouze, Hair, Hart, Haines, Hole,

Irvine, Ialip, Iremonger, Trwin.

Jemninas, Joek, Jackson, Johnson.
Eirton, Rkelly, Enceshaw, EKeenor,
Enowles, Rane, Knnntruide, Kidd,
patrick, Kean.

Linfoot, Longwerth, Low, Lindsay, Little,
Lotsdale, Lockhead, Longmulr, Lea, Lieves-
ley, Lane, Lockett, Legme. Lofthouse, Lenny,
Lyoer, Lawson, Lambie, Lacey.

Meas, Maort, Mosacr Meehan, Maitland
Mitchell, Murphy, M:;Fg'nn, Miltﬁn‘ Hﬂmr:
Mﬂ!‘ﬁhulf. Muogeo, Moore, Markin, RWlills,
Mason, Mew, DJMatthews, Moule, Myers,
Marsden, Middleton, Maidment, Mehaffy,
Mee, Moody, Musgrove, Maleolm, Morton,

Cowan,

Eay,
Kil-

Manderson, Meiklejohn, Muirhead, Mofiaf, .
Muich, Meredith, Marriott, Mackie, Menlove,
Mitton, Marks, Marsh, M'Intyre, M'Neil,
M'Kinlay, M'Nabih, M'Totozsh, M ‘Tonald,
M'Call, M'Grory, M'Cluggage, M'Lean,
M*Candless, AM'Coll, M'Lacklan, M‘Stey,
M*Alpine, M'Kenna, M'Inally, M'Nair,
M*Minn, MoBain, MceCracken.

Nuttall, Neesam, Nvcil, Needham, Xash,

Nighet, Nelsan.

Oshorne, Ormston, Orr, 0O'Fare.

Pym, Pringle, Price, Parker, Poole, Pater-
507, Fearson, Penn, Plum, Pare, DProston,
Probert, Pagnam, Peel, Pottz, TPalmer,
Prouse, Puddefoot, FPender, Pape, FPracock,
Pantling, . Partridge, Peera,

Quantrill, Quinn,

Robson, Rolla, RHaitt, Riclardzon, Rawlingg,
Ruffell, Robble, Rivg, Radford, Ridloy,
Reay, FEamsay, FEobb, Ritchic, Raunskin,
feed, Tooke, Hoe,

Bpiers, Smart, Stephenzon, Sedden, Sewell,
Emelt, Bmith, Scott, Slade, Spencer, Sey-
mour, Spaven, Sampy, Seed, Btoter, Stape,
Shea, Steele, S8imms, Smalles, 8yimes, Sturzess,
Sayleg, Spottiswood, Seatfergoml, Sinclair,
stuart, Sayer, E-ut-::iiﬁe. Ralt, Sumnerficld,
Shaw, Sillite, Spedden, Sommerville, Shone,
Strects, Sampey, Stannard, Skinver, Samo.

Townrow, Turnbull, Tremelling, Thain,
Troup, Tunstall, Tresadern, Tenmer, Thoma,

Torranee, Tompking  Titmusa, Tempest,
Timmins, Thorpe, Templeton, Townsley,
Toner.
Trwin.

Voysey, Vizgard, Vallie, Vaisey, Virfrass.
Womnck, Walsh, Weaver, Wilding, Whitton,
Wadsworth, Waoosnam, Worndhouze, Walters,
Walden, Watean, Wainsenat, Woodl, Williama,
Winship, Waoliv, Whitchonse, Wihnlley,
YWhipp, Wolstenholme, Wiaterall, YWarrall,
Williamsen, Westan, Wirebesworth, Ward,
Wehster, Whitelrst, Waliell, Wrizht,
Wilson, Wren, Widdowion, Wylie, W hite,
Weteh, Walker.

York.

The opportunity of a lifetime for MAGNET readers ! Turn to pages 14 and 15 |
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In his endeavour fo give Mick a proper starl in life, Siv Hilton Popper Hitle reckona with that wild and laicless spirié
tehich is deep-reooted in the lad teho hos saled his FHfe. Mick i3 clad in Etons ; he {8 o inember of u highly
respectable public schiool ; but af heart he is stll Mick the Gipsy.

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
The Guiltly Conscience!

Y TS old Popper!™
In that rather disrespeetful
mannet DBob Cherry alluded to
Sir Hilton Popper, Baronet, of
Popper Court, Kent, and Cadogan
Place, London: _

Bob Chevry was sosted In tho window
seat of Study No. 1 in the Remove,
pxeling an apple. It was a nmice ripe
apple, but' Bob was not giving it his
whole pitenticn. e hndg an e€ye on
the quadrangle, part of which could be
seen from the window of Study No. 1
and eo it came about that he observed
the tall, stout figure of Sir Ililton
Popper, Baronet, striding along from
the school gates.

Fellows in the guad “n:-nippﬂl M Sir
Hiten &3 he paossed. He was a
governor of Greyiriars, and the school

vernors had (o bue capped. Bob
ﬁ:arrf. being out of the rahge of Bir

Hilton's observation, was uander no
nocessity of capping him; instesd, he
alluded 1o him cheerfully as “wold
Popper.”

“0ld Popper!" repeated ITarry Whar-
ton, Inn}i:ling up from Euclid at the
study tablo,

“Old - Popper!” said Frank Nugent,
whe, like l;ﬁh, was  Lusy peeling an
npp!ﬂm | \'ﬁmdur what e wanta?

“0Oh crumbas!™
BThat oinculation

untel.

Bunter was in Study Mo, 1—eating an
apple. Thero seemed to be plenty of
apples about in the Remove ithat after-
noon. Twoe of Bunter's pockets wero
hulging, concenling apples, and he was
burying his active jaws in n parcticulavly
large, fine, and rips specimen. Hut ho
withdrew if;a jaws from the apple, aml
hlinka-l]d ir:_;_m dis_n]n:ty, as Dol Cherry an-
nounced the visitor.

“Old Fni:pﬂr " exclaimed Dunter,

¥

some  from  Bally

“Tha jolly old boy himself,” said Bob.
i [a's come to wnn']; the Head abont
gomething, I say, T could catch him

on the napper with this apple from the
window 1" 3
“Waste of an apple!” snid Nugent,

“You asz! exclaimed Wharton, in |

L P

.'-ra-"*“'..r

alaim,
governar of
“All right, T won't ™ said Bob.

“1f yeu plug on apple ot &
the aefm? 5y RRE
4!11!'3
a temptation, but I won't, After all,
old Popper's got his good points. Didn't
he stand by that gipsy kid, Mick, when
the farmer was going to make o jolly |
old example of him?

“Wall, the kid saved his life,” =said
Wharton. “Tyven old Popper was
bound to play up after that,”

“Oh lor"!” groaned Bunter.

The rich, ripe n%}]u spomed to have
lost  its. Aavour. unter had loft off
eating. It was a remarkable <ircum-
stance for Dilly Bunter to leave off
anting while anything was lelt to cat.
It concontrated the attention of Harry
Wharton & Co. upon the Quwl of the
Bemove,

“What's the trouble?” asked Baob.

“0Oh dear ™.

“Got a little pain®' asked Dob sym-
patheticallyv. *“ I think that's abont the
elevenin apple vou've bolied—"

“QOnly the szeventh,” =aid Buntor.
“"Pain't that!”

“Runter can stand saven apples”
said Ilarry Wharton, lavghing. A
mere bagatelle to Bunter?

“Oh jJemigy !

HGive 1t o name, kid"” said Pab
Chetry encouragingly. " Like me to
pat you on the back?®

“Ow? Nol”

“Gure o thump wouldn't do  you
gl #

“No. vou azs!” howled Bunter. *1

say, are you sure that is old Popper
down helow

“Of course! I'd know his jolly o'd
fignrehead anyvwhere.”

“YWhp-a-nt do you think he's come
for?" .

“Complain  about  somebody.”  said
Bob cheerily. “What docs he ever
rome for? Sotnebody’s been fishing in
hijz preserves on the river, or picnicking
on his old islond, or coming between
the wind and his nobility in one way
or another.”

“Dh dear!™

“My hat! Are you
party ?” demanded Dob,

Bunter gave a EIoan.

“ How <id the beast know?™" he asked.

the pguilty

A r"'lb-

L

el _ﬂ .
i

A stirring story of
Harry Wharton & Co.
of Greyfrars. Told by

FRANK RICHARDS.

“Know whal? What have you been
up to, you fat bounder®

“Nothing! I—I suppose the [Headl
will take my word, won't he? asked
Bunter anxiously, *“The aciunl fact is
that Ilm-cu't been out of gates to-day,
FIRELY il

“Why, vou fat Anpanias, we met you
coming in, when wvou brought in those
ripping opplest™ said Dob.

“What [ mean is, I haven't been
anywhere near old Poppetr's land,” saud

!

Bunter, “Ag for getting into  his
orchard, T nevor thought of such o
thing "

“0Oh  holy smoke!” gazped Bob
Cherry, “Is that where you got thees

opples {ron?™
“(ertainly
isn't 1M
“I wonderstd whers the fat boundor
huel bagged them,”.said Elavey W harron,
“Ohb; reallty, Wharton—"

not! I've just soid it

“8o yow've been  robbin alid
Popper's  orchards!”  excluimed Bob
Cherry.

“Not at allt I told you I'd had a
postal-order to-day, and that I bought
those apples in Courtlield,” eaid Bunter
indignantly.

“Yes, and from that we ought fo
mve known that you'd pinched them. ™
snid Rob, in disgust. ** What the thump
do von mean by pin{-hinpi' old Popper's
apples and bringing your loot to ust”

“1f that's what you coll gratitude,
Bob Cherry, after a fellow's given you
a jolly appie for nothing——"

“Cuteh ' eatd Bob.

1le whizzed the spple he had beon
peeling at Willlam  George Bunter,
Bunter enuglit it with his fat c¢hin oud
gave o roar,

Hw 1" .
“ateh U grinned Nugont,
Whiz!

Bunter eaught Nugent's apple with
liiz ear, and there wnas nnniht;r roac.

“Yavoooh! Deast!”

u iynter must have been scen in tha
orchard, for old Popper to come along
&0 promptiy,” romarked Harry
Wharton. "

W There was no one about!" gasped
Punter,  “Desides, T wasn't there! Old

Tue Maicxer Linrarr.—No. C20.
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% Prizes to suilt every faste! Seen pages 14 and 15!

Popper iz malking n mistake, Very
likely it was that gipsy who robbed
his orchard.”

“Why, wvou fat villain, hers are tha
apples!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Well, I gave you one, and I gave
Nugent one,”’ szaid Bunier dJezperately.
“You'ra in it, too! I think you ought
to own up.”

“Own up!™ gaszped Bob.

“¥es. Go to the Head before old
Popper speaks to him, and own up in
a straightforward, manlr way,” said
Bunter,

“But we didn't pinch the applest
shrieked MNugent. “We mnever knew
you had mnched them, you [at villain,
tll thiz minute !

“I didn't pinch  them!  gasped
Bunter. “DPo you think the Head will
bhelieve old Popper, if T give him my
word that T never did?  I—I might
mention that I saw that gipsy chap
pinching thenr—what "

* Why, Fou—you——="

sjaculated
“Of conree, T might have heen seem,”™
groancd Bunter, “I'm rather shorl-
sighted, vou know, Somebody may
Eave been watching me, and 1 never
spotted him. I say, vou fellows, what
ought o fellow to dot”

" Take a licking,” =aid Bob., *“ Youw'll
have to take it, anyhow, when old
Popper has pitched his {ale of woe to
the Head."” .

“And serve -you jolly well right!”
said Wharton. “Why can't you keep
your podgy paws from picking and
stealing 1’

“Well, the apples loocked =zo jolly nice,
and thers were lots of them,"” mumbled
Bunter; "“and somebody had left a
ladder there. I omly took about twenty.
I wonldn't be greedy. Besides, 1
couldn’t carry sny more,”

“Ha, ha, ha't” .

“ Blessod if 1 sec auything to eackle
at! 'Ton to one the Head will take old

Popper's word againzt mine!" groaned

Bunter. " I've often found the Head
suspiciouns. I don't think that sort of
thing is right in a headmaster, It's low
to be susprcious. He's doubted my word
more than oneal™

- Vernou-8mith of the Remove locked
into the study. .

“Old Popper’s just blown in he
remarked. "1 wonder whe's booked for
ihe carpet now? It always means a row
when he blows in "

" I—I say, Smithy——"

*"Hallo, porpoise!” -

“Like some applea? asked Bunter.
“I—I've got a lot. I—1'd like to give
them all to you, Smithy '™
~ "Wha-a-at? ¢jaculated the Dounder
it amazement,

|I!‘

“Stolen goods!” explained DBob
Eherrl:f} “Bunter wants to hide the
g’ a, ha, ha!”

“Like the lot. Bmithy?" asked

Bumter eagerly,
off old Popper's orchard, and I don't
helieve Popper's come here to complain,
I'm not trying to land it on you, eoid
chap I**

" Ha, ba, ha!” roarod the Bounder,

“0h, really, Banthy-——"

Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh leoked in,

“ Anybody here been poaching on old
Popper’s land?” asked Johnuy Bull
“If so, if you have tears, prepare to
ehed them now!"” i

“The esteemed and ludicrous Popper
haa we mio the excellent Head's
ﬁt;ul.‘]g ' sald Hurree Singh. *“ Thepe is
troublefulness ahead for somebody.

"I never hagged them' |

NCERNIN
YOU!
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“Ow!" groaned Bunter.
Inky, like a lot of apples——*

“I—1 say,

**Ha, ha, ha!"

1 say, you fellows, what's & fellow to
do?" exelaimed Bunter, in desperation.
“It will be six at least, if old Popper
makes the Head think that I bagged his
apples! Mean old beute, you know, to
grudge a fellow a lew apples! And I'm
fﬁlﬁpﬂm&"m swear that I never touched

em—'

“ Better not have your pocketa full of

thetn  while youw're swearing that,
Bunter!” t::lmc:l?ied the Bounder.

“'Ha, ha, ha!"

“0Oh dear!” Billy Bunier hastily

thrned out his-pockets. “I say, Harry,

old chap, what would you in my
place 1%
“I shouldn™ be in your place”

answered the captsin of the Remove.
“1 Jon’t bag other people’s property!”

* Dgat! ‘hat would you advise a
fellow to doi" howled Bunter. “It's no
good telling old Popper that T saw that
g:pa}r chap robbing his'orchard if some-

ody saw me doing it, is it?"

*You fat vitfai:ﬁ"

“look herg—-"

* Better cut off and own up before old
.};ﬂﬂper pitches his tale” said Johnoy

ull.

“If yon like to own up, Johnny, old
chap—"

IV roared Johonny Bull. " How can
I own up when I had nothing to de with
it. you fat frog?"”

“You might streleh a peint to oblige
a pal!” urged Bunter.

“I'll stretch your ear nstead!™

“Yaroooh!"”

Billy Bunter rolled out of Study No. 1,
Thera was no help for him. there—
nobody, evidently, was inclined to own
up to what he hadn’t done, cven in order
to oblige such & pal as Bunter. Billy
Bunter rolled away to the Head's study,
undecided whether to own up or to pive
his valuable word that he wasn't guilty.
In any case, he felt that it would he
wiser to present himself there before he
was sent for; but it was with deep mis.

S | study.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A L'ttle Too Previous!

L RAY be seated, Sir Hilton !”
Dr. Locke spoke conrteoualy,
No one would have guessed
from his manner that Sir
Hilton Popper was the very last gentle-
man he would have wished to =ee n his

The autoerat of Popper Court was not
really a pleasant gentleman to deal with.

As a governor of Gregfriars ho airei
opinions on the Board with which the
Jead was seldom in agreement. As a
land-owner in the vicinity of Greyfrisrs
ho frequently had domplaints to make of
um_‘u}i}- fallows bl}]ﬂ“ﬁﬂlg to the school,
who fished where Bir Hilton forbade fish-
ing, or used old footpaths which Biv
Hilton had closed up on his own lofty
responsibility,

When Sir Hilton was announced the
Head sighed deeply, and it needed all
hizs urbanity to ecarry him ocourteounsly
through the interview. He had no
doubt whatever that he was to hear
another complaint — some Remore
follows bad picnicked on the island in
the Sark, or a reckless Fourth-Former
had walked through P-::-]i!_Per Tark, or
something of the kind. Tloncealing his
feelings, the Head of Grayfriars pre
pared to listen as patiently as posuble
to the old, old tale.

But Sir Hilton did not plunge into
emphatic explanation with his wvsual
gruff impetuosity. He sat and etered
at the Head with his eveglass jammed
in a wrinkled oye, and coughed. Then
he coughed again, more loudly than
before. It really seomed as if the
hﬂri.ﬂneit did no: know how to begin.

ap

'The knock came at the siudy door
bafora Sir Hilton could get going, a3
it were,

The door opened.

A fat face and a pair of spectacles

limmered into the lﬁﬂ.d’s study, Dr,

ke bestowed a frown on the Owl of
the Hemove.

“Punter! Go away at once!”

“Oh, reslly, sir—"

“You are aware that T am enga at*
the present moment!” exclaimed the
Hanrf “You should net interrupt me,

Bunter !*

“0Oh, no, sir! But—"

S Wall, leave my study, you stupid
bﬂF g

Y But old Pop—I—I mean, Sir Hilton,
sir " gurgled Bunter. **I—I know what
he's come about, sir”

“YWhat !

“J—1 think T ocught to assura Siv
Hilton, sir, that I had nothing whatever
to do with it!" gasped Bunter.

Bunter had arrived at the etudy door
undecided whether to own up or nof.
Ono glimpse of the old baronet's hard,
grim face decided him—not to own wp!

Sir Hilton turned his eyeglass on
Bunter. He was not pleased by the m-
terruption, and ha did not like Punter’s
looks. He gave the fat junior a stare
that made him wriggle with apprehen-
5100.

“What—what " snapped Sic Hilion,
“I1t wasn't me, sir!” gasped DBunter,
“What!”

“ I never touched them, sir.”

“Ts the boy insane?" asked Sir Hilton
Popper, addressing space.

Lir. Locke amilag faintly.

“I presumo that Bunter is aware of
being the cause of the complaint you are
about to make, Sir Hilton!” he said

givingz that the Owxl of tho Remove] * He has doubtless aome hiere to confes

tapped at the Head's door.

1 his delinquency, whatever it 17

““ Mick the Untamable ! ’—next Monday's long complete yarn—
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The greatest offer ever made in the history of Competitions !

“Complaint, sir!"-hootad Biv Hilion,
“Upon my zoul, I fail te understand
w
called to make a complaint.”

“0h ! ejaculated tho Head.
supposad——-—>"

“Oh!" gasped Bunter.

“T have called, sir,” boomed Bir
Hilton, “to speak to you, and discuss
with you certain plans I have formed
with Tegard to a gipsy boy now af
Popper Court !

.“lg?e_ss my soul!” said the Head.

Billy Bunter could have kicked him-
self hard. Even upon his fat and ohtuse
brain it dawned that Sir Hilton
Popper's visit was not, after &ll, in con
nection with his fat self. or with the raid
on the orchard—of whieh probably Her
Hilton knew nothing, Bunter backed to
the doorway, longing to escape before
any guestions were asked. But it was
easier bo enter the lions' den than to
back cut of it.

dir Hilton's gleaming eyeglass fined on
Bunter, and he made an arresting
gesture with his hand.

“Btop!” he sna Ped.

“0h, sir, I—1l'm
Head "' gasped Bunter.

“What have you dona?”

" Mothing, sir.”

“Vou have been trespassing on my
land, I presume, and you supposad that
I had called to lay ’tﬁm matter before
your headmaster 1" thundeved, Sir Hilton.

“ Mot at all, sir! I haven't been near
the orchard on the Home Farm, sir.
—I didn't know wyou had an orchard,
Elz}wmt?r:

“ Asg for taking any apples, sir, 1 hope
you den't think me capable of such a
thing I'" gasped Bunter. “I—I never eat
apples, sir. My—iny doctor has ordered
ma never to touch them !

“¥ou have been stealing apples in my
archard !

“0Oh, no, sir! T—DIve just szaid I
haven't!" groaned DBumter., ‘It was
raost likely that gipsy kid.”

“What?'

"That gipsy kid, Mick, sir, that Dol
Cherry got friendly with., I wonldn't
speakk to him, of course, My kind

) B

interrupting  the

it should be supposed that I have |’

-aasters woukdn't Jike me to speak to a
low fellow like that.”

“Upon my soul!” said Sir Hilten.
“Pretty behaviour, I must say! I,
Locke, this boy—this young scoundrel—
confesses that he has been stealing apples
from: the orchard at Popper Court.”

“*Not at all, sir—"

“Bunter ! said the Head sternly.

“I asdure you, sir. that I haven’t!”
howled Bunter. ** I've never been near
the orchard, and I haven't left the apples
in the study, siv, and I don’t know any-
thing about it, and I asked that beast
Cherry fo own Tp, and he wouldn't,
and &

Y RBilence

“I1 trust, sir,” satd Sir Hilton, in a
rumblag vowe—-*"1 trust that this boy

will be adequately punished for his
raacality "
“Most certainly ! sawd the Head.

“Bunter, I shall give you a note to take
te vour Form master, whe will cane
you.”

“ O 17

I'r. Locke dipped pen. in ink and
seribbled a brief note. He placed 1t in
an envelope, and handed it to Dunter.

“Take that to Mr, Quelch, Bunter ™
“Aumemum-Mr. Queleh 13 gone ont,
®ir,"

“Then band it to him immedinlely he
vetums ! snapped 1the Head, ' Leave
my study, BDunter.”

“Oh dear!™

Billy: Bunter volled ouwt of the study
1n cdismay, the note in hiz fat fingors.. 1t
tg sail that a ﬁuihy conscience neadz no
accuzer; and Bunfer's guilr:,r CONICLONCE
bad given am away, with = vengeance,
Outzide the Ilead's study, with the door
clesed, Billy Bunter shook a fat fist at
the haronct—the solid onk screoning that
proceeding from Sir Hilton’s eyes.

“Well, what's that game, Bunter?”

Wingate of the Sixth, coming along
the corridor, stopped to stare at Bunter.
The fat junior swung round.

“Oht Ah! I-—I-I &

“What are you up to?” demanded the
vantain of Greyiriaes, ]

“ N-n-nobthing! I—I wasn’t shaling
| my fist. I—I was brushing a fly off—off

| my nose ! gazped Bunter.

“You were—whai ™

“1—T mmean—"" stuttercd Bunter, rc-
membering that the last fly of suwmmer
was faded and-gone., “I1—I mean to
SE._F“'-—""

“Any whopper that comes into xour
sitlly head—what?” asked the prefect
genially,

“Oh dear! I moeap=—a-"'

“Come along,” zaid Wingate, taking
the fat junior by one ear.

“Ow! Wow ™

Bunter was led away by hiz fat ear
teo the end of the ecorridor. ‘Theore,
Wingate gently applied his boot to
Bunter’s tight trousers, and the Owl of
the Remove doparfed with a howl, in a
great hurry., The great man of the
Bixth  walked away lagaghing; Billy
Bunter rolled away dismally, only con-
soled by the prospect of retrioving the
apples and devonring them. And when
he arrived in the Remove passage he
found a crowd of merry Removites just
finishing the apples!

e

THE THIRD CHAFPTER.

A Chance for Mick !

IR HILTON POPPER grunted, and:
jonumed hizs eyeglaas a little more
sacurely inte his wrinkled old aye,
and stared at the Head. The

Hend, aftor a surreptitious glance at the
clock, devoted hiz bost attemiion lo the
baronet.

“Tt is raihor n pecuitar matter, sic!”
said Sir Hilton, at last, * A—a curious
combination of circuinstances.”

*Indepd 1™

“Iossibly you are aware that a tribe,
or goang, of gipsies have been encamped
far some thine on Courtfield Common.”

“I believe 1 have observed their
camp,” said the Head, astonished, He
could not sec what the gipsy camp on
Courtfield Conxion bad to do with him
ar with Sir Hilion Popper.

“A raseally gang, sie,'' - sowd  Sie
Hilton, ““Their leadeor is a brutal ruffian
called Bavengre. who haa reluscd to obey
Ly -cmr!t'rr‘ to quit the place at once,”

L
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“ Mick's left his clobber,”” saild Skinner,

* What price chucking it into the water !’

““ He, he, he ! ' chuckled Snoop.

The two young rascals picked up the bundle of clothes and pitehed it into the middle of the siream. (See Chapler b.)

—dealing with the further adventures of Harry Wharton & Go. |
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“However, it iz of the boy Mick that
I wish to speak.”

“The—who ™

" & gipsy boy, called Mick—he seems
to have no other name. He belongs, ov
belonged, to that gang of gipsics.”

" Yes,” sald the astonished Head,

“This gipsy boy seems to have met
zome boys belonging to thia school—
Wharton, and Cherry, and some others,
and to some extent to have made friends
with them,” said the baronet.

“ Bless my soul ! said the Head. “The

matter shall certainly be looked into at }

once. 1 am obliged to yon for bringing
it to my notice, Sir Hilton.”

D, ke was &so acenstomed to
“grousing ”' from Sir Hilton, whenever
he came into contmct with that gentle-
man, that he conld not quite get it out
of his head that the baronet was intend-
g to lay a complaint of some kind,

Sir iltomn, rather taken aback,
coughed.

“ 1T do not make myself quite clear,”
e said.  “I am not reporting the boys
ta you, Dr. Locke. I do not disapprave
of their having shown kindness to this
aittenat”’

£1] ﬂh!'!

“The lact 15, this gigsy boy saved my
ti‘ﬂ'—'—."

1: Bless mj sgul I’

I should have been drowned, sir. in
the Sark, had not that lad, with really
l.umﬁi_ml conrage, risked his life to help
me.

" Dear me ! said the Head, no longer
even trying to guess what the baronet
was driving at.

M Wharton and his  [riends helped
hin,” said 8ir Hilton, ““But for their
aid. the boy would have been drowned
with me.”

“You—you don't say so ¥

I do say ap, =ir” said Sir Hilton.
" Naturally, having saved my life, this
hoy—this Miflﬂ—hﬂﬂ & claim on my
gratitudo,”

. Undoubtedly,"”  nssented the Head,
his eye straying to the clock again. Dr.

wke's time was of valne, though Sir
Hilton did not seem aware of it. If
Mick the '?pa]r had saved Sir Hilion's
life, doubtless he had a claim: on the
barenet's gratitude.” But why Sir Hilton
should call at Gregfrisrs to tell Dr,
. &aﬂa: 8 deep mgs%ery. o |
. Ihe baoy 1s now at Popper Court,’
said Sir Haﬂun s

“Yeo.onl"

“I requested him to state what T could
do for him. Somewhat to my surprise,
ha"a: ressed a desive to-go to school.”

That was very meritorious,” said the
Hend, slightly interested at last. As a
ml‘l;:mir{mtar, he approved.

“Quite t0. But the boy asked to be
uﬁtﬂt}?‘;}‘:ﬂoh Cherry’s schoal,”™ -

“Cherry f;fhmn?m to have made an im-
pression on the boy. Of course, this—
this Mick does not know or realise the
extravaganco .of his vequest, He does
not even understand the difference
between a public school and any other
sehool, ¢ thinks that Greyfriars is
eiiply a place where boys are sent to
be educated.”

“"That is one, at least, of the abjects of
Greyfriars 1™ murmured the Head, with
a touch of sarcasm.

_*The boy can read and write,” said

the baronet, “hut his ignorance is

abysmal. He has never heard of the

dead languages, and does not know the

difference between Latin and Greek,”

H“%Iﬂﬂs my soul!” said the stariled
£281l,

“He seems to have lived like a savage.

He hardly seems to realise: that it is
wrong to snare birds and rabbits.”

Yz 1t possible ¥

“But he has his good points, sir. I
have learned from him that he has been
rruelly beaten because he has refused tg
Lacome a thief, as that ruffian Barengro
desived,”

“ Poor lad " said the Head.

“"He 'knows, vou see, the difference
between right and wrong in major
matters, I have found him extremely
truthiul, too."

“Thatis a gcn:u:! L.fmhai:, ? gaid the Head.

““Now, sir,” said Sir Hilton, *'I desire
to hear your opinion. The boy's desire
to be educated is*meritorious. He has
good qualities, and he seemsz to have
madsa fricnds with some bovs here, who,

1]1::11%?, gomewhat unruly young rascals,
sre the kind of bors whose friendship
will benefit & lad in his position, I have

decided fo send him to Greyfriars.”

“8ir Hilten !” o

“Y am quite aware of the objections to
such a course, sir, It is fairly wall known
that I am not prone to pamper the lower
classes, or to approve of any low person
who attempts to rise out of his proper
station,” said 8Bir IHilton, with a snort.
“I ‘entirely disapprove of practically

RESULT OF OUR GRAND
CRICKET COMPETITION!

£300 in Cash Prizes!

IS YOUR NAME HERE?

In this competition twenty-one competitors
correctly forecasted the order W which the
seventeen County Cricket Cluha finished up
at the end of the season.  The Firat Prize
of £100 has therelore been divided among:

Rosa Aeworth, 8, Criefl. Rood, Wandsworth;
G, Bees, &0, Old Street Clevedon, Somerset;
Leclle §. Brown, 16, Futham Street, Beeston,
Leeds; Arthur J. Collisonm, 70, Ht. Olave's
Road, East Ham, E. ¢; B. Cook, 17, Ureen-
hill Avenue, Allerton, Liverpool; L. F.
Dalby, 7, Spring Road, Ipswlch; H. Edwards,
Westminster Bank, Fishponds, Bristal; W.
Fincher, 16, Blshop Street, Wolverhampton;
“William Hibbert, 8, Hardwick Street, Huns!
Carr, Leeds: Arthur F. Jonesa, 60, Bevera-
brook Road, Toefrell Park, M. 19 Jack Kirk,
%, Weetwood Terrace, Far Headingley, Leeds;
wm. Miloes, 30, Dolly Lape, Newtown, Leeds;
1. Cakley, 215, Warwick Road, Sparkhill, Rir-
mingham: & 8. Perkes, 37, ack Streed,
Dudley ; F. G. Plckwick, 9, Ciealy Road, Peck-
ham, S.E. 15: Arthur E. Tomlinson, The
Common, West Hzllarn, near Derhy; Charles
Walter, 10, Curzon Road, Maidstone, Hent:
‘Robert Ward, Old Post Office, Poptrhydyrum,
near Newport, Mon.: Miss D. Welch, 103,
Chesterfield Road, Bristel; A. N. Wells, 95,
College Avenue, Gillingham. Kent; F. Whit-
tington, The Cambria, Cambria Road, Lough-
bora’ Junction, 8.E. 5

8o many competitors gqualified for the third
and fonrth prades of prizes that division
amongst them of the amounta offered was
impracticable. The Second Prize of £50, the
Third Prize of £30, and the one hundred and
twenty - prizes of €1 each have therefore
heen sdded topether and divided among one
humdred aud sixty-seven competitors whose
lists contained each two errora. The pames
and. addresaes of these prizewinners can he
geen at the Maiovkr Offces.

Correct Order of Finishing :

1, Yorkzhire. 10. Derhyshire.

g Wottinghamsliare. 11, Gloueestershira,

3. Laneashire. 12, Warwickshire.

4. Burrey. 13, Fasex.

8. Kent. 14. Lelceatershire.

8. Rosrex. 15. Wareestershire,

7. Hamp=hire, 16, Glamorgan.

& Middlezex, 17. Northamptonshire.
9. Sonjersek.

1

-

Can you solve the pictures on pages 14 and 15 ?—

everything that har happened in . this
rountry dsl.’:lr.'gng the last g:’?t:i" vears,”
“Oh!” said the Head,
"“Yes, sir,” said the baronet. ‘' Never-
theless, 1 have decided to do what can
‘be done ilcr this boy, and 1 desire Lo hear
your views "

“ Heally, Bir Hilton,” =aid the Head
somewhat fartly. " You. tell me that
this bey i3 & savage, that he haz been
brought up smong thieves and vaga-
bonds, and you ask me to admit him to
this school to aszociate with the boys
here, It is the very last request I' shauld
have expocted to bear from vou.”

*No doubt,” assented the baronet.

“ I fear that it is impossible.”

Sir Hilton's 3quare jaw grew squarer,
He was an extremely obstinate old
glmtleman. In beiriending ‘the gigsy

¥ he had departed from all his vusnal
manners and customs. DProbably he
would have had the most emphatic con-
demnation for anyone elsa who had
proposed to send a gipsy vagrapt to the
school of which he was a governor. But
the gipsy's pluch and devotion had
touched a chord somewhere in Bir
Hilton's heart, and he had taken a liking
to the boy. Having thrown his own
principles overboard, as it were, the
autocratic old gentleman expected tha
Head of Greyfriars to follow his example,
Opposition only made him more deter-
mined,

“I cannobt see how it can be done”
said the Ifead. "The parenis of the
other boys would have a natural right to
object.”

runt ! from Sir Hilton,

“'The bay is no fit associate—-"

“"He con be made so, sit,” soaid Sir
Hiltom.

“He is not, obviouwsly, capabla of pass.
the simplest entrance examination.”
‘That iz true”™
“How old iz he ¥
“Between fourteen and fifteen,”
“And he lacks the necessary know-
ledge to ba placed in the Becond Form
ith boys of twelve,™ said the Head.
“ No doubt.”
“You will see, Sir Hilton—"
“1 see that the matter is difficult, &r,”
said the baronat. “ Dlonbtlezs he ecan
acquire knowledge. That is not the most
important point. I have long ago for-
gotten all the Latin and Greek I learned
at Greyiriars—and I have never yet met
a public school man whe could construe
Livy a few years after he had left school,
unless he had become a schoolmaster or
a parson. I want this boy to have a
chanee in life, and I care hittle whether
he acquires useless knowledge.™

Dr. Locke knitted his brows.  Bir
Hilton's ruthless condemnation of ihe
Greyiriars curriculium did not gratify
him,

“DBut T do not ask ﬁou to admit the
boy as an ordinary schelar,” went on the
bavonet, *'The lowest Form at Gurey-
friars would ba far beyond him, It is
necessary for him to mix with boys of his
own age, of course. I suggest that he
should be placed in the Hemove—-"

LR} B“tl_“__.:l?

“Withont sharing in the Form work,”
cxplained Sir Hilton. "Tho Remove
master ey set him such tasks as he
thinks fit. Fle should not, of course, be
teit idle. Ile will, apart from mere know-
lodge, fearn all that is essential—to play
ericket, to play the game, to clean his
teeth, and to waszh himself all over in
the morning-—--—"

“Tiless my =oul i ]

“ Naturally, considering his early traiv-
ing, it will’ be necessary to keep him
under observation,’” said Bir  Hilton,

i

RL]

The advent of Mick, the gipsy, in the ranks of the Remove—

Teeg Magwer LieRARY.—No. 820,




—there's some Wonderful Prizes fo be picked up if you can!

“Bal T believe the boy is quite honest
and straight.”

“1 trust so. But—"

“ARler s few weeks, if vou consider
the experiment a failure you can send
lim away.”

’ ';‘That is true,” said the Head thought.
ully.

At all events, let me send the hoy
hare, and judge for yourself," said the
baronet. _

“I shall have to leave the decision to
Mr. Quolch, ag master of the Remove,”
said Dr. Locke at last. " Cortainly I am
desirous of doing anything that can be
done for such a boy, if he is worthy as
vou believe. 1 wi]? consult Mr. Queleh
on the matler, and vou may send the hov
to hira for inspection:”

Sir. Hilton rose,

“Thank you, sir. T trust Myr. Quelch
will be able to weet my views.”

“1 trust so,” said rhe Ilead rather
dryly.

And Sir Hilten Popper took Ins leave.

[ P

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
By Order!

ETER TODD looked into Siundy
No. 1 in the Remove. and found
the Famous Five there,
There was a grin on Peter’s ex-
pressive face.

T Pwl up your socks, you fellows ! he
said. ' You're wanted!”

“How's that?"

“Not jolly old. Loder®” asked DBob
Cherry. ““Ile can't possibly have found
the treacle in his slippers yet.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“No; jolly old Popper !” said Peler,

“Ch, Popper doesn't want us,” said
Bob cheerily, “He didn't even want
Bunter, if Bunty had only known it, as it
turns out. Besides, Popper's gone, 1
saw him from the window.”

“"And now you'ra to go," grinned
Peter.

“What the dickens—" began Yhar-
tomn.

“The Popper-bird spoke to me az he
went out,” explained Toddy., “Told me
to tell yon you were wanted. You're 1o
go over to Popper Court at once.”

“What !" roared the Famouns
together.

“¥We j‘}l(]iy well won't 1" exclaimed Bob
Cherry indignantly. “Does old Popper
think he can come here and give orders
to the Remove #"

“The thinkfuless i1z msinine”  re-
marked Hurree Jamset Singh. * There
will bie no gifulness.”™

“No jolly fear!” szaid Johnny Bull
emphatically.

Five indignant jumiors glared at the
ﬁrmmng Toddy, Well the heroes of the

emove koew Sir Hilton Popper's aulg-
etatic manners and customs,  But this
was the limit, Tven a governer of the
5:1:-1]1:@! couldn’t be allowed to butt in Like
this.

“And what the thump can he want us
for!” zaid ITarry Wharton.

“Can’t be vour charm.” said Peter.
“Ilfﬂﬂmt wag 1t, he would have asked
e,

“Fathead "

“Oh, give it a name '™ said Nugent.
“1 suppose the old scout gave a rensen
for wenting ns-ta buzz over.”

" Asking ws to tea, perhaps,” sugpested
Boly, as an afterthought.

“ITe dirln't mention tea.™ said Toddy.
“FHe mentioned that gipsy kid, Nick,
ot ek, or Mick-———"

“Mick I” said Bab Cherry. “1 halieva

Five

A CASE OF MISTAKEN
IDENTITY !

shoulder.

and ran,

the kid i< staying at Popper Court now,
What about Mick "

“You're to fetch him here.”

“Fetch him here " exclaimed Bob,

“Bb the Popper-bird said. He's to be
:a:'!-:ﬂq’ to Mr. Quelch, and you're to ke
i,

“What on earth for?"

“Popper didn't mention that, Simply
told me to tell you,” grinned Peter. *He
thought he could fag a Remove chap., 1
nearly told him te go and chop chips.
But i thought I'd give the old boy f:?s
head. Governors have to be humoured.™

“Well, he night have asked wa
civilly,™ said Wharton.

“Docs he over do anything eivilly?”
ansked Nugent, laughing., “He thinks
that the starement of his giddy wishes
15 enough fur anybody.”

“Thar's a Little nustake of his,”

“The mistakefulness 1:—"

“Terrific!”  chuckledl DBob  Cherry.
“MNot ro say horrvilie, All the same, as
it's Mk, 1 think we might go. Naot
becavse that egregious Q]ﬁ duffer hae
told ne to, but becsuse Mick isn't & bad

‘clhiap, aund we may be some use to the

ki, Tf be's coming here to sce Quelehy
we can make it a bLit easier for him,
perhape,”

“That's =0," s=aid Harry Wharton
thoughtfully. “Some of the fellows
might rag him, Skinner and that ect.
for instance. Or some of the Tourth—
Angel or Kenney. We'll look after him. ™

* Hear, hear!™ .

“But what the thump ia he going to
sor Quelchy  for®™  said Johnny ﬁull,
“Can'l be going to give Quelchy any
tip= about poaching chickens.”

“Ha, ha. ba!”

“You're going ™" asked DPotor,

“We ave.”

" What about the giddy dignity of the

Bob Cherry, in Mick's rags and tatters, suddenly felt a heavy hand on his
* Caught ! * grinned Barengro.
Instend of tackiing bis formldable assailant he slipped out of the eont
(¥ee Chapter 7.)

Bob was quiek to act

— <

Bemove?” inguired Peter.
you ta b your ears up,”

“Well, we've met this gipsy kid—
Mick—and we rather like him," said
Rob. *“We're going on Mick's account,
not on Popper's.  Buck op with your
tea, vyou chaps!”

The Famous TFive {inished their fea
and left the Bchool House. They were
ratler izzled by that summons o
Poppor Clourt, and still more puzzled by
the coming interview between the gipsy
boy and their Form master, Mr. Quelch.
But they were guite pleased to see the
gipsy again.  The ounteast had exeited
their interest and evmpathy,

They wheesled out their bicyeles, and
pedalled over to DPopper Court. Thoey
reached that stately mansion, and the
machines were left with the lodgekeeper,
and the five junioras walked up to the
house.

Packer, the buatler, let them in.

Evidently he was ¢xpecting them, He
showed them at onee inta the library,
whese they found Bir Hilton Popper.

Sir Hilton did not shake hands with
his visitors, e gave them rather &
gracions nod, however,

“Ah, ves!  Wharton, Cherry.. Quito
to. 1 told a boy Lo ecnd you here,” hao
snid.

“Pleaze, weo've Dol
Cherry meckly,

HSir Hilton gave him a sharp glance,

“The mmn%n’lnr-ﬂs 15 tervilie, honoword
salib ™ said Hurree Jamset Ram Singls.
“We are at yvour osteemed orders,  Tho
heoarfuiness iz the obeyfuiness,™

“0Oh gad!” said Sir Hilton. “ What —
what "

“Our honourable e¢ars are open to
liaten to the sugnst commands,*™ asild
the naboh.

“Oh, quite so!

"1 expectad

comsa ™" said

You mav remain,

—has created something of a sensation | Result—see next week !

Tk Macxser Lisrary.—nNo0. 820,



8 30 MOTOR-BIKES FOR READERS.
Packer. Now, my boys, T desire you to |WAITING TO BE WON!

100 MACNIFICENT ‘‘ JAMES"
COMET CYCLES

{ready for the road).

(ireviriars, You will take him in to Mr.
Quelch. Mr. Queleh is to examine him,
with & view to his being admitied at
{zreyiriars School.”

“Oh!" ejaculated the five.

That statement took them utterly by

BuTrprise. ) .
*Probably you are surprised,” said
Sir Hilton. “I have, however, decided

vpon this. 1 undevstand that you boys
have mét this—thia Mick, and made
friends with him.”

“In a way, sir,” assented Wharton.
“We rather like tha chap.” i

“Very pood. I trust you will stsnd
his friends if he should be admitted a3
a Greyfriavs boy.”" «

*0Oh, ves, certainlyt”

“If wou can give him any advice or
assistance with regard to his interview
with your Form master T am-sure you
will do eo. In fact, it is my wish that
vou should do s0.”

“'ﬂ'hj"-

“ Packer I

“Yes, Hir Hilton"

“ 8end the boy Mick here at once.™

Yoz Sir Hilbon. "

The butler retired.  Sir Hilton sat stiff
and pompous, in lofty and {Ireezing
silence, He had forgotten, appavently,
to ask the juniors to sit down, and they
stood at ettention, as it were, while they
awaited the arrival of Mick.

But Mick did not mppear. Packer
came back alone.

“Where i1a. the boy!” demanded Sir
Hilton, fixing a portentous frown wpon
the butler,

“"He has left the house, Sir Hilton.”

“Tpon my soul! Where is he™

"1 think he mwst be n the grounds
romewhere, Sir Hilten., He scems to
dislike remaining indoors.”™

“Pah! The bpy is wanted at once!™
emapped Sir Hilton, “If ho is wandering
abont the grounds—— Reall H

“We could lock fer him, sir,” sug-
gested Wharton, anxious to pour oil on
the tronbled waters,

“¥eoa, yeu; quite 0. Go and look for
lhim at once '™ eaid the baronet.
him away with you to Greyiriars.. Mr.
Quelch will be expeocting hini. You need
not return here unless you fail to find
him.”

In that graceful way, and with a wave
of the hand, Bir Hilton dismissed his
visitors. The juniors exchanged glances
as the butler showed them owt.  Afer
that cavalier dismissal they had no in-
tention of returning, whether they found
Mick or not: 8ir Hilton was labouring
under a delusion in supposing that he
rould give autocratic orders to the in-
dependent young genilemen of the Grey-
friars Hemaove.

Packer’s face wore its professional
siolidity as he showed the juniors out.
Hut in the great doorway he unbent.

“ Excuse me, young gentlemen,” he
sail. T think yon ma{ find the gipsy
hly the siream in the perk. He's fond of
that apot.’’

“Thank you!" said Wharton.

“And "—the batler lowered his voice

“1 wouldn't mention it before Sir
Hilton, but when he goes into the park
he generally changes into his old clothes.
Sir Hilton ordered new clothes for him,
but the boy does not scem to like them.
S0 you will most likely find him looking
like & ragged rohin.”

“0h, my hat!" said Harrr, in dismay.
“But we've got to take him to Grey-
friars.”

“ Take-
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. He puts them on again to come
back to the house.™

“Oh, I sec! Thanks!"

And Harry YWharton & Co. quitled
Popper Court, and walked into the
spacious park to'look for Mick the gipsy.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,

Bob’s Way !
KINNER of the Renmve chnuckled
softly.
“That's the gipsy =carccrow,
Snoopey,” he said.

1 Sncop of the Remove
were improving the shining howr by
trespassing in Popper Park. They were
taking a short cut scross the perk from
the river, keeping & wary eve open for
Sir Hilton's Eneperﬁ, as they followed
the bank of the stream which ran
through the park, and empiied farther
on into the viver. On the bank of the
stream. they sighted Mick the gipsy.
Under a bush lay the suit of clothes
with which the baronet had provided hus
protege. Mick wes dressed im the torn
and tattered rags he had worn as a
member of Barengro's wandering gang
of vagrants. It was with the keenest
relief that the gipsy discarded his new
clothes and his stiff collar and tie to get
back to his tatters. It could not be said

Skinner and

L that Mick had enjoyed the few days he

had spent at Popper Court.

He was safe there [rom his old tyrant
Barengro. He had ample to eat and
drink, and he was free from the old un-
certainty as to where his next meal was
coming from. But the loss of his free
dom irked him sorely.

He had been too long aecustomed to
the roving, irresponmble life of a
vagrant to take kindly to the ways of
the house-dwellers,

Sir Hilton, who never undersined bova,
angd least QIE all a boy like poor Mick,
would have been very angry i he had
known of the little wail's ways. Buotf he
did not know. Many of the servants at
the Court had observed Mick i his hones
of frecdom, hnt they did not mention the
circumstances to Sir Hilton.

Mick had & good deal of respect for
his protector, mingled with awe amd
dread. But that alone would not have
held him to Popper Courf. Peare and
FIEM;,- reigned there, but he was already
onging for the old roving hife. It was
the dazzling possthility of going {o Hob
Cherry's school that held lim.

The gipsy was feeling quifte comfort-

able at the present moment. Clad in his
tatters, he was fishing in the stream with

“He will have his other clothes with | a string tied to a whittled branch. He
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TEeg Maigxer Lirany.—No. B20,

L Seen anything of him i asked

Something really worth Rtving!

had dismissed the thought ef the greak
house and the sitent-footed servants aml
the pompous old baronet from his mind,

and for the hour he was Mick, the
vagrant, again.

“Filthy lookin® ead!” commented
Snoop.  *“8o that's the blighter {hat

Study No. I has heen takin uE A
“That's the blighter,” said Skinner.
“He's trespassing heore,”

“Oh, no! It seems that he makes out
that he did something for that old fool
Popper, and the old donkey has given
him a home," sneered Skinner. “He's
staying at the Court.”

“Great pip! In those trouserst”

“Can't you see he's taken his decent
clothes off 7 A low rotter like that 1s
only happy in rags.”

noop grinned.

“What would old Popper think if he

could see him now I wonder?”

“Might kick him out,” said Ekinner,
“Good thing, too. I don't believe m
taking up these vagrants and pampering
them, He ought to be in the work-
house, not a country mansion.™

*“ Hear, hear!” said Snoop.

They were speaking in low voices, but
the gipsy's aring was keen. He
glanced round, and at sight of tha two
well-dressed sc nulliﬂ-s rose to his feet.
His face brighten for a moment,
perhaps with the thought that he was
secing Bobk Cherry again. But at &

lance at the faces of Skinner and Snoop

iz look became indifferent again, and
he turned away his head,

“Hallo, ragged Dick!” called out
Skinner.

“What price those tatters?™ chortled
Anroap.

The gipsy Aushed and walked away up
the gtrearm. He did not answer the
tannts of the two cads of the Remove.
Akinner and Snocop watched him dis-

apﬁ” into the trees.

ere was scorn in the way the gipsy

had turned his beck, and Skinner bit
his lip.

“Checky cad!” lie zaid. "Let's go

after him and kick him ¥ 5

“IMe looke rather hefty,” hesitated
Snoop, “and we don't want Lo make o
shindy here. We're trespassing, you
know."

“He's left his elobber,” whispered
Skinner. * What price chucking it into
the water. He'll have to go back to
the house in those rags.”

“He, he, he!™

The two voung rascals scudded alon
the bank to the spot where Mick had left
his forgotten clothes. Shkinner seized
them i 2 bundle and pitched them mto
the middle of the stream.

“Rooty and all,” said Skinner, chuck-
ling ; and the boots followed the clothes

Then Skinner and Snoop walked on
their way, feeling eminently Ealllb'-ﬁﬂ'ti
with themselves. Five minutes later a
familiar voiee hailed them.

“ Hallo, halle, halle !™ :

“My hat! ‘Thosa rotlers,’ said

Skinner, halting as Iarry Wharton &

Co. came speeding up.
“¥ou kids trespassing 7" ﬂﬁt-i.l‘.ﬂ Harrs.
“What are you doing?”  sucered
Skinner.

“We're lonking for Mick, the

1pEYF-
fiarey
'i\%‘:ﬂ]‘tml. _—

Skinner grinned.

“He's inEﬂ:l:'. wood yonder. He looks
rather a dandy ! Come on, Bnoop, let's
got out of this!” ;

Skinner and Snoop went on their way
rather hurriedly, and escaped from the
park. Thes did not want to be called to
account for the loss of Mick's new
clothes,
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Bab  Cherry
suspicioualy. _
“Those twe outsiders have beco up fo
something,” he growled. "I they've

stared after them

been plaving tricks on Mick I'll jolly
wall kick them when we get back to
Greyfriars.”

“Let's look in the wood,” said
Nugent. *“8kinner said the kid's there.”

& juniors enterad the trees. Bob

Cherry shouted:

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Mick, Mick!"”

The

There came an answering call,
thickets rustled, and Mick, the %;ps_ﬂ
tattered and torn, stood before the Grey-
friarz Juniors,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
exclaimed Bob cheerily.
hunting for you, Mick."”

The g!?s smiled. )

Tm g aﬁ to see you,” he said, “You
—rou wanted to sep met”

‘We're to toke you to Greyfriars to
see our Form master.”

Mick started. .

“There's an ides of making you into
a Greyiriars chap, it seems,” said Harry
Wharton, looking curiously at the gipsy.

“Yos," said Mick,

“Like the idea?" asked Hob.

“YEE.H‘

“It will ba & bit of a change for you,”
said Johnny Bull,

Mick's dusky face Hushed.

“I—I want to come, if I meay,” he
stammered, “but if you do net want
T ]

Here you are!”
“iWea've heen

""Why shouldn't we want you?" said
b cheerily, “I'm jolly glad you've
got a ohance.”

“The gladfulness 1is terrifle, my
estoemad Mick. "

“But you'll have fp change ur
clobber to vigit Mr. Quelch,” said Harry

Wharton, with a smile,
your other elothes ?"

“1 left them by the stream.”

“ Buck up then™

Mick ded the way
where his clothes had been left.
handkerchief, overlooked by Skinner, lay
in the grass. OFf the rest of the gipsy’s
clothes there was no sign.

The gi;‘iﬁy sob his “I'r.ﬁ, )

*Bomeone haz: taken fthem or hidden
them,” he zaid. “Those two fellows—
they've taken thom."

“ Bkinner and Snoop,” growled Dob.
“I knew they were up to somothing.
F&Iglﬁps they've only hidden them. Let's
QoK.

The juniors searched in the thickets
b}::' the stream. But they did not find
the missing clothes. And the sight of a
boot stranded in the rushes further down
the stream was a pretty clear indication
of the way the clothes had gone.

Boh Cherry gritted his toeth.

“The cads!” he =saul.  “They've
chucked the clobbor into the water, The
clothes dre in the Bark by this time.
What on earth's going to be done:
Have you any more up at the house,
Mick ¥’

Mick shoole his head. .

“I—-I couldn't go up to.the houwse like
this, anyhow,” he said uneasily, “8ir
Hilton would be angry.”

I*-.'uﬁfrm.
o !!‘!

“Where are

A

T faney he would,” said
“You are a young ass, and no mista

Mick was silent.

“What the thump's poing to be
done?” asked Bob Chorry, in dismay.
My, Quelch 1z expecting Mick ; he can’t
Le kept waiting.™

“Wo shall have to take him as he is,”
eald Harry Wharton at last.  “Ib can’t
be helped.’”

“I'm ready,” said Mick quietly.

It was a dismaying state of affairs,
Eut there was evidently nothing olse to
ba done, ¥et the idea of taking Mick, in

back to the spot |

rags and tatters, across the quad at Grey-
friars, was unnerving.” Every eye in the
school would boe fixed on hin, and what
was likely to be the impression on Mr.
Quelech? True, the gipsy could explain,
but bGrst impressions counted for a great
deal. And the explanation that he had
chosen to discard decent clothes and
change into his rags and tatters, was not
likely to make a favourable impression
upon & Form master. And Mick's fubure
fate was in Mr. Quelch's hands.
“We—we can't do #t,” muttered Bob.
“ Only thero's nothing else to be done,”
said Wharton, “If Mr., Quelch is kept
waiting, and doesn’t see Mick at all——"

Bob Cherry  uttered s  sudden
exclamation.

“T've gobt 1L

Y What?!

“The wheezo, old infant—the giddy
wheeze ! exclaimed Dob triumphantly.
“I'm rather higger thao Mick—but a
close fit deoesn't matter. et into the
trese, kid, and strip off those rags.
You're going {o Ureyfriars in my
clothes 1"

Mick's eyes opened wide,

“Oh, my hat ! exclaimed Wharton.

“You conldn't wear these rags, sir!"
exclairned Mick, orimsoning.

“Rot! Bhake them off "

“ But——but—""

“I shall have to wear something, fai-{

head,” said Bob. *“We're not living in
tha jolly old South Sea Islands. DBuck
up and change!"

“ But—"" stammered Mick,

“ Buck vp, you ass, or I'll punch your
hﬁ-ﬂdp’

Bob Cherry dragged the gipsy into
the thicket. Five minutes later Mick,
the gipsy. emergéd, locking extremely
rnatly and well-dressed in an Eton suit
and collar. Tob Chetry, in rags and
tatters, grinned out of the foliage at
his chums,

“Hike off, you fellows! T'm mnot
going to disgrace you with my clothes.
I'll wait for dusk and follow on."

“{Oh, Bobh, you ass—""

“ Hike off, I tell you "

. ByeIng

“Well, T suppoze it's the only way,”
said Wharton. * Come omn, Mick!"

Four of tha Co. returned to tha L
for their bieycles, Mick, in Bob Cherry's
clotlies, mounted Boli Cherry's machine.
He pedalled away with the chuma of
the Bemove to Greyfriars, And in the
thicket in Popper Park Bob Cherry, in
rags and tatters, lurked, waiting for the
shades of evening to fall and cover his
retreat.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Gipsy at Groylriars |
[ EW kid?®"

Coker of the Fifth asked
that question as Harry Whar-
ton Co. came inte the

Hchool House at Greyfriars with Mick,
the gipsy. ]
juniors amiled,

In Bob Cherry's olothes, though they
were rather baggy for him, Mick locked
remarkably unhike 1he putcast of
Barengro's - gips:.ranam& He 1soked,
indeed, like any other Greylfriars junior,
excephing for the dark sonburn in bis
handsomoe face.  Coker of the Fifth,

him, had no suspicion that he
was anything but what he looked.

“Something of the sorl, Coker,”
answered the captain of the Remove,

Coker frowned.

“There's too many of you cheshky
fagr around now!"™ he said. * This kid
lﬂﬂ.’? chesky. What's your name, young
Tun f ]

“ Mick, "’

“Mick what

“Mick nothing."

“Mick Nothing!" said Coker, per-
plexed, " Well, that's a dashed queer
name! Never heard of a kid named
Nothing before. Are you trying to pall
i‘nrr!;ag? I don't allow fags to pull my
og !

E‘[}aar old man, vou were born to
have wvour leg pulled!” zaid Johnny
Bull. * Run away and play, Coker!”

The ('o. led Mick onward. They led

him away to get g wash before he woa

the Famous Five. ** Hullo !

Sixth,

Yolling and struggling furlously, Barengro was bumped on the flags by

What the thump Is going on here? ™
demanded Wingate, suddenly arriving on the scene with Gwyone of the
{See Chapter B.)
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resenled.to Adr. Queleh, and they gave

im a brush-down and lent him o comb
for his rather untiedy hair. Then, AMick.
hiping ‘aa presentable as ho-could possibl
he rmade, they led him to Mr. Quelch's
study. ., On the way thither they en-
countered Skinner of the emove.
Hareld Skinner stared blanlly at Mick.

“The gipsy !" he ejsculated.

“Buzz off, Skinner!”

“ What have vou brouzht  that
vagrant to CGreviviars 1or®” demanded
Skinner. . * Where did you steal those
vlothes? . Yaroooooh !™

Skinner sat down suddenly, with the
assistance of a hefty shove fram Johnny
Bull, - Harry Wharton & Co. walked on
with Mick, and left him yelling. ]

Fharton tapped at Mr, Quelch's door,

it I:Qﬂi'ﬁln 17

The juniors marched Mick into the

:-I.n‘gy.

Mr. Yueleh rose from his iable and
fixed his eyes on Mick. A talk with ]
the Head had prepared him for  his
visitor.  That talk had nobt, very
favourdbly impressed  the Remove
master. And certainly if Nuick, the
gipay, had turned up for the interview
in_his vagrant rags, it 13 probable that
Bbr. Quelch would have daclined, in any
cireumstances, to take so extremely
r]ll'm{sr a.character into hia Form. The
¥ead had lelt it to Mr. Quelch to decide,
anid the decision could seateely have been
in the gipsy's favour.

But Mr. Quelch's browse rose in sur-
Erise- a¢ he looked at the boy. He saw

efore him a clean, tidy, well-dressed
lad who locked little different from any
of the Removites. -

“Pear me!” said Mr. Quelch. “Is
this—is this the pipsy boy?”

“Yes, . mir,” said Harry Wharton.
“It's Mick, sir.”

“1=1 was expecting someons a—a
litile different,” =atd the Remove master.
“I—I— ¥You boys may go.”

The chums of the Hemove left the
study. They could sce that Mr. Quelch
had been favourably impressed by Mick,
and they were relisved.

The Co. would have given a good
deal to witnesz the interview . betwoen
the gipsy and the Form: master: they
t-u:milc? not help wondering how it would
turn. out. Mr. Quelch had " had to
examine many new. boys in his {ime, but

most assuredly he had never had to deal

with a boy like Mick before. Even Billy
Bunter was a monument of knowledge
compared with Mick, so far as school
subjects went.

Mick not only did not know a word of
Latin, but was scarcely aware that such
a language had ever exisled; his hnbw-
ledge even of English was limited, and
hiz arithmetic was certain to prove of an
extremely elementary nature. Ile. was
no fool, as the chums of the Remove had
already observed; but no  opportunity
had come his way; he was as Baretgro's
training, o, rather, want of traimmng,
had made him.

Cbviously he was unsunitable to take
hiz place M any Form at Grozfriars—

Loven the lowest—on the same footing

with the other boys.

What Mr. ?llﬂlﬂh would think of him,
what he would decide to do with him,
were intercating problems {o the Co.
And other fellows were interested, too,
though not in so kindly a way,

S8kinner looked for the chums of the
Remove as they came away from Mr.
Quelch's quarters. 2kinner was angry
and suspicious.

“Hallo! Want to sit down again®”
asked Johnny Bull.

Skinner backed off warily.

“T want to know what you've brought
that gipsy. to the school for ! he snapped.

“Find out'™ grunted Johnny  Bull,

Johnny had ne politenesz to waste on
the cad of the Hemove,

“ Whaose clothes was he in?” demanded
Skinner. “They wera  Greyiriars
clobber.”’

¥ No bizney of yours.” s

“Cherry's not with vou."” said Skin-
ner. “My hat! Has he been ass
enough to lend that outsider his clothes
to come here in?”

“You wouldn't be ass enough to help
a lame dog over a stile, would yau,
Skinner?” asked Nugeni, with sarcasm,

“ Somchody chucked the gipsy’s clothes
ints the water,”” said Wharton, with a
grim look at Skinner,

“Doar me! Did they?”

“1 believe it was vou did it
were there,™ :

“ Dear man, you're welcome to believe

You

-anvthing you hke!” said Skinner agree-

ably. “It's a free country.. DBut.what's
the idea of bringing that frowsy out-
sider here in Bob Cherry's clothea?
What does Quelchy want to see him for?”

GRAND AUTUMN PROGRAMME
of Stories for Boyvs Out Thi?_ Month!

THE
BOYS®
FRIEND
LIBRARY

&8s, —THE RA

A Girippin
E?ERARI{

| bse3.—THER NAMBLESS FORWARD
A Masterly Yarmn ol |
By JAMES ELGERTON WING.

YTGARTH CARAVANNERE.
A Rellicking Btory of Lhe Four Macs at Havgarth Schael.
By JACK h-:_'tP.TEE.

687.—OMAR THE MAGHIFICENT!

BEE.—THEE DEVIL-TREE OF
A Breathicsa Tale of Amazin
of Britieh Guiana.

fitirring P.l.'.ll:l‘t.l.lﬂli Adventure,

Stars of Adveniure Abroad, By MAUERICE

EL DORADO.
Hap].:-enm‘fz io the Wilds
By FRAN ATTNREY.

THE 904 —SOLVED
SEXTON it
BLAKE

LIBRARY

303.~--THE LOET EXPEDITIOM.
A Fasobnatin
Ouiana fnkr

Thrilling Story of
By The Aulhor af “Ths GPeat

05 —THPE MANEION OF SHADOWE.
2 “TA Most Abaorbing Bomaoee «f Delective Advenlure n
Eongland and Mexico.

206 —THE BHRIELD
A Tale of Sexion i
By the Author of * The Arctic Trall," ete., ete.

Tala of Mrystery and Adrenture in British
uﬂiﬂﬂ GRAHITEFGEAHT and MLLE JTLIR
IM THIRTY-5IZ HOURS.

Ampzing M}I:Hrﬁa-ﬁfad Hnj'iﬁﬁ'i;lfﬂ

OF THHE LAW.
Blakse and Tinker in London and Paris.

Now on Sale.

—

Price Fourpence Each!

Breaking all records—Our Grand * Footer ' Competition!

*PBelter ask Quelchr.”

Skinner set his thin lips.

“It looks to me es if there's some
scheme for planting him at Greviriars,”
he said,

“Go hon!”

Y30 that's it1" sneered Skinner. " My
hat! If they have the neck tg put that
ruffian tn the Bower School hera we'll
meke him jolly glad (o clear off again!
What's Greyfriars coming to, I wonder!?
You fellows don’t zeem to cafe much
about the school being disgraced!”

“Oh, we do!” said Harry, ' We think
you ought to be kicked out, Skinner,
You're & disgrace to the school, you
know,"

Skinner sniffed snd stalked away. He
was in a state of great disgust and in-
dignation: - It was clear that 1f Mick, the
gipsy, found a footing at Greyfriars he
wm_r]:lk find an enemy i Harold Skinner,
And Skinmer was not the only one who
was indignant. IHarry Wharton & Co.
went up to the study, and a few mmutes
later Billy Bunter blinked im.  Bunter
was not in a d temper. He had
delivered the Head's note to Mr. Quelch
shortly béfore the arrival of Mick; and
the purloining of Sir Hilton’s apples had
been ‘paid for—and Bunter's fat palms
were still bingling.

“1 2oy, you fellows™
thrilled with indignation.
Skinner i

“Duzz off 1"

“1 hear from Skinner——"
Bunter.

“Well, we don't wanbk to hear from
Skinner, too. Go and tell some other
study ' suggested Nugent.

“Y hear from Skinner that that low
gipsy rotter iz going to be shoved into
this school ¥

“Take a run, Bunter!"

“The first time I saw that low beast
he cheeked me—kicked me, in fact”
said DBunter. .

“T dare say he'll kick you again.”

“You silly asa! T can tell you, if that
brute is stuck into this school, 1 sha'n't.
stand it.”

“What will you do?” asked Nugent.

Tunter's voice
“1 hear from

roared

Hiaek the IMead ™

‘““Ha, ha, ha "

“Qr give Mr. Quelch the push?”

“J shall write to my father to take me
away !” anoounced Bunter.

*You mean that 7"

“Certainly. Mind, if that gipsy cad
comes to Cireyiriars I shall leave! I
mean it 1" )

“Then let’'s all hope that he will
come ! said Wharton, *Why, it will
ba a boon and a blessing to all the
Remove! Stick to that, Bunter I

#atick to it, old fat bean!™ grinned
Nugent.

“Tet the stickfulness be tetrifie, my
esteemed podgy Bunter!” chuckled the
Mabob of Bhanipur.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥al !" roared Bunter. )

And with that elegant and intellectual
rejoinder, the Owi of the Remove rollad
away, to air his indignation up and down

1 the Bemove passage.

“Theve'll be smge trouble for the }fim?
here if he comes, I'm afvaid,” Harry
Wharton remarked thoughtlully,

“We'll stand by him, if he's decent,”
said Johnny Bull,

“1 think he's decent.”” .

“Then we'll stand by him,  Skinner
and his set can go and eat coke !

“Ile's not likely to be put in the
Remove.” said Nugent. * Ile conldn’t
touch the Form work, it stand: to
reason.’’ )

“yrall 1 don’t suppoze he could touch
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4 Mick remains hers,” sald the Head.
' the gipsy, savagely.
the consequences. Yonq may gol”

** | shall not hand him over o you er—Barengro
“ The Iaw is at your disposal,”’ replied Dr. Loake, coldly.

¥ B3

! “1'll have the law on you,"
* Invoke [i—I shall not foar to abide

*Burn you | oried Barengro, flercely. *‘L'll not go without that boy 1™

(§ee Chapter B.)

tha Form work in the Second, if you
come to that,” said Harry. " It's s queer
business. But 1 wish the kid lueck.”

*Bamep here.” .

“The samefulness is terrifie.”

Aubrey Angel of the Fourth Form
looked into the study. ‘There was &8
sneer on the face of the elegant dandy
of the Fourth, :

“# What's this talk I hear about & g:pa{
comin’ to the school?!"™ he asked. **
hear that fellows have been makin’
friends with some gipsy cad, and—"

“Then your I:euriuf; 18 at fault," said
Wharton -politely. “We never make
friends with cads. You, for instance, we
always keep at arm's length.”

Angel scowled.

“J don't see how you could get the
ITead to let such a brute into the school, ™
he said. ‘' But Skinner shys—""

“Bather Skinner! And bother you!"
said Nugent.

“yWell, if he comes we'll send him to
Coventry,” said Angel. *No decent
fellow will speak to ﬁm.”

“You won't, anyway,'"” said Wharton
coolly. * We shall feal bound to see that
the new kid doesn't make undesirable and
disreputable acquaintapeces.™

“Ha, ha, hai”

Aubrey Angel departed and slammed
the door,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Hot Chase!

ARENGRO, the gipsy, drew a deep
Lireath, and 15 black eyes
glittercd, In the nutumn dusk the
swarthy ruffian Jurked the

river, whera it was bordered by the wall
of Popper Park. For several days, and
nigl:is, the ruffian had hoked about Sir
Ililton Popper's residence. in the hope of
vabehing sight of Mick. It had not taken
{ho Ejpx}' long to learn Mick's where-
abonts: but getting at the runaway was
o different malter.

Mick did net leave the grounds of
Popper Court until the time came for

Harry Wharton & Co. to fetch him to
the scheool: and Darengro dared not
venture within tlro park walls to seak for
him. But now it seemed at last luck was
in the ruffian’s way. Sooner or later, he
badpad, the gipay boy would venture out-
side the walls; and it seemed now that
his hope was to Le realised.

There was a soungd within the anrlt
wall of someone climbing a tree. Then
in the deep dusk a elimbing Ggure came
into dim vigw,

Barengro crouched among the rushes
by the riverdank, and watched, with a
trinmphant glitter in his Llack eyes.

He was not close enough at hand to
make out the Lioy's features in the dusk,
But he would have knoown Mick’s
tattered clothes anywhere—the man's
cont cut clumsily into a jacket, the old
check trousers cit short inte a kind of
knickerbockers, It wus probable that in
the wide county of Kent there was neo
one else dressed guite like that.

Of what had happened an hour enarlier
by the stream in the park Darvengro, of
courte, had no knowledge., That Mick
was pone, in ioh Cherry's clothes, and
war now at Cirevfriars, he natorally did
not dremin, That a publie schoolboy had
changed inta Mick's rags was not likely
to occur to hine,

Not for an instant did he doubt that
the boy elad in those wepd gornments was
AMick.

ITe lay law and made na sound,

The tatieecd youtlt in the tree looked
up and down the path by the river
cantionaly,

Barengro grinned.

1T wondered why Mick was leaving his
new home in thiz surreptibious manner.
Dovibtiess he was irked iy the restrictions
of Popper Court: perhaps even he had
committed a theft and was stealing away
with his plonder Dhidden in his rags,
Rarengro, judging the boy by himself,
thought that quite probable. DBut what-
ever the renson, here was the bov, abond
to drop almost into the reifian’s hands.

Roli Cherry locked up and down the
path, and then ¢lambered over the wall

He had willingly changed clothes with
Mick, to do the gipsy boy & good turn;
but, naturally, he did not want to be seen
in that extraordinary attire, So he had
waited for dusk, and decided to return to
Greyfriats by the towing-path, which woas
generally deserted at n tfall. 1—!& had
no suspicion of th. gipsy crouching in
the rushes and wal hing him.

“ Al clear!” muimured Bob,

He dropped from :he wall, and started
at a trot down the river towards the
Groyviriers boathouse, ,

With a spring like a {-:giar, Barengro
came out of his cover and leaped on the
schoolboy.

His grasp was on the shoulder of the

old coab.
“Caught " he grinned.
Bob éi'ﬂ‘l‘f}“ guve o startled gosp. It
waz too dark for him to seo Barengro's
free clearly, but he knew that it was the
gipay tyrant whose brutality had driven
Mick into flight. He had encountered
the ruffian before—when the Famous Five
had collared Barengro and prevented hin
from recapturing the runaway. It did
not oceur to Deb for the moment that
Barengre tnistook him for Mick. e
supposed that the ruffian’s object was
VeNEeance.

Tlob was guick to act.

Qiurdy us he was, he was nothing like
o watch for the muscular ruffian, and
Yarvengro’s cudgel was already rising for
a blow.

Instend of tackling his  formidakle
nssailunt, Bob Cherry slipped out of the
coat RBarengra had grasped—easily
enough. ns it was & good wany sizes foo
large for him.

The stick whistled down, hut a guick
jutnn saved Dob from the blow, and be
broke into a run slong the towpath.

Barengro was left with the ancient coat
in his hand, for the moment taken guile
aback.

Bob Cherry ran hard,

A dungerous ruffian, armed with a
endgel, in a dark and lonely plave, waa
a person to be avoided.

~—Youw'll find the result of our grand Cricket Compstition thers |
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“Stop!" roared Bavengro furiously.
“Burn you! Stop!”

He threw aside the old coat and dashed
in pursuit of the jumior.

Bob heard the heavy footsteps tramp-
ling behind him, ard put on speed.

He kncw what to expect i the rufian
ran himn down on the lonely tm'i'sng-path.
But Bob was a good sprinter, and quite
able to hold his own in & stérn chasze.

The tow-path fairly flew under his feet.

Behind him came the gipsy, runming
hard and panting. Not a person was
passad on -+
for the school. All the way the heav¥
footsteps rang béhind in pursuit.

The Greyfriars boathouse, looming -up
hy tho river in the dark, was a glad
sight to Bob Cheriy’s eyes. He dodged
round it and ran for*the school,

Darengro panted after him.

He had gained zearcely a yard in the
hot chaze, and his fury had infensified at
every step. He did not suspect for a
moment that it was not Mick whom he
was chasing.

Bob Cherry paused near the school
and looked back

He could net sce his pursuer, but he
heard. the heavy footsteps and  the
laboured; panting breathing.

*By gum, he'z & sticker!” murmured
Bob breathlessly. “I wonder if he'll
have the neck to fellow me right on to
Groviviors ™™

Tirae junior ren on.

“Stop [ panted Barengro. " Mick,
you yuunﬁ cuby, T'll kill you [for this!
Stop, I toll you 1

Bob Cherry gave a breathless chuckle.
For the frst time he realised that Mick's
regs and tatters had hidden his identity,
and that his pursuer fancied that he was
chasing the runaway gipsy boy. But he
dil not stop.

“The silly ass!” murmured Dob, and
he ran on.

In hiz present nitive Bob had no ie-
tention of presenting himself at the
school gates. His intention was to climb
the wall into the Cloisters, and thence
gain the back of the Sehool Honse un-
geen. He knew that one of hiz chums
would have unfastensd the box-room
window for him. -

The wall was not easy to negotiate—-
impossible for a stranger. Dut the Grey-
friars junior knew a spot where a cavity
gave a foothold, and a projecting stone
a hold for the hands. More than once,
as a matter of fact, Bob Cherry and his
vhuma had used that way of ingress. To
Barengro’s  astonishment, he suddenly
zaw the fugitive rise, -as if by magic,

up & stone wall and clember over the |,

top. :

Barengro halted at the wall, panting.

The tattered youth had dropped within,
be knew. that. It amazed him that Mick
should have taken' refuge within the
walls of the school. But he remembered
that the outeast scemed to have made
friends, somehow, with szome of the
Groyfriars boys. Still, it was surprising
that the fugitive should have chozon such
o rofuge.

Barengro stond, 501N}
rinutes ot o loss,

“PBurn him ! ho muttered. " He's
biding inside the wall, waiting for a
vhance to doslge out. Durn hin! I'm
poing alter him 17

And the gipsy, with some difficulty.
vlambered over the wall and drfepped
inside,

Y Mick ! he called.

The Cloisters echoed his savage voice,
Eob Cherry heard*it, and grinned. The

panting, for

o ‘tow-path, as Dob sprinted-

pipey called again, and then began to
seprch in the shodowy Cloisters, as Bopb
vanizhed in the darkness towards the
Scheool House.

—————

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Looking Alter Barengro !

i HAT you, Bob?"”
Harry Wharton asked the
question at the dim window of

the lpwer - box-reom, Thero
was a cluclkle from a shadowy figure on
-the leads cutside.

“.Little. me;” -angwered BHob.

“Hep-in 1™ .

Bob Cherry. clambered ~into. the -box-
room, and Wharton closed the window,

“"TI've got some of your clothes here,
Bob. You can change in the dark.”

I Y'ﬂ'u bot. ™

“ Hera they are !

Baoh Cherry gladly enough dizcarded
the tattered rannent and the broken old
boots, He changed ropidly.

“"Heow's Mick geiting on?" ha asked,

“Wea left him with Quelchy,” answered
tha captain of the Remove. 7 Now

GQuelchy's taken him 1o the Head, and
they're confebbing in Dr. Locke's study
—=or were—when I went down a quarter
of an hour ago.”

“Theon you don't know how it's turned
out yet?" y

“Not yet. I wish the kid laek”

“WWhat-ho!" said Dob. * " Where's the
collar_ and tie?. Oh, here they are! I
say, I've dropped ‘on that giddy brute
Barengro. He took me for Mick, in
those rags, and chaséd me home.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“But that i=n't all,” said Eob.
gtill thinks I'm Mick
the wall alter me. b
round the Cloisters."” .
hat! Inside Greyimars?"

[N ?ﬁg.ll‘

“The cheeky rotter I ;

“ My idon is to give him a lesson,” said
Bob. “Neo hurry for me to show up.
I suppose I was missed at call-over?”

“That's all right! Wingate took the
roll, and I told him you woere delained
at Popper Court.”

“Good! Call the other fellows, and
let's go out and talk to Barengro.”

“Good egg ! sanid Wharton, with a
laugh.

In three minutes MNugent and Johnny
Bull and Hurree Ram Singh were in tho
bhox-room. They were quite keen on the
interview with Barengro the gipsy.

Fob hed [fnished changing by that
time. Mick’s rags were put oul of sight
in an empty box.

One after another the Famous Five
dropped from the box-room window
upon the leads, and thenee to the ground,

Dok Cherry led the way to  the
Claisters.

That part of Gr&:r'friars was deserted
after dark; indecd, it was out of haunds
after lock-up. In the distance, figures
could be seen moving by the lighted
facade of the School House, but the
Clotsters were dark and silent,

A muttering, =avage voice greeted the
five juniors as they entered the old
Cloisters.

“TBurn him! YWhere is he?! He can't
have gone wp to the school—he'd never

g4 HE
and he's got aver
left him reoting

Jpairs of 2
1 down with a erazh on the stone fiags.

NSWE

dare! Burn him!"
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“That's jolly old Barengro!” grinned
Bob. * This way ! )

The Famous Five trod softly in the
direction of the muttering voice.

Barengra the gipsy stood staring about
hima in the gloom, at a loss and in a
savage temper. He was loth to go with-
out the runaway. But a search in the
dark through the dim old Cloisters was
an extensive task,

Suddenly there came a rtush of feet,
and Barengro swung round, gripping his
stick,

*Mick! You-— Oh!"”

He had no time to use the stick, Five
hands grasped him, and he. came

The yoll-that Barongeo. gavo rang far
and wide. It echoed through the old

Cloisters  with a sound almest like
thunder.

“(Zot him !" gasped Bob.

* Bump him 1™

"“Ha, ?la. ha "

Barengro struggled furiously. Johnny
Bull staggercd from a savage blow, but
Barengro bhad no time for another. His
swarthy wrists were seized and held in
an iron grasp.

“Take 1t quietly,” grinned Bob
Cherry. “ We've got you, old bird, and
now you're going through it!"

“The throuvghiulness will be terrifie,
my esteerned and disgusting Darengro.™

" Burn-you!  l-—--="

“ Bumn the bruie!™

Barcngro bumped on the flags, and
velled furionsly, and struggled again,
There was o sound of footsteps.

“What the thump is e,;r-:‘ning on here I

It was the voice of Wingate of the

Sixth, He came rtunning into the
Clotsters  with  another Bixth-Former,
Gwynne, They almost stumbled over

the struggling gipsy and the juniors

“"nr"'»"I'I-:an—wh:ul:l'---—.';Ir

“It's all zight, Wingate ! gasped Fob
Cherry. * Only a jolly old trespasser, and
we're dealing with him.”

Wingate siruck a match.

“Who's this man? he snapped.

“A gipsy; his name’s Barengro.”

“Wﬁql 15 he doing here?"

“Looking for trouble,” said Dob,

“And finding 1t,” added Nugent.

“Let him alone.” Wingate fock a
stropg grasp on  Barengroe's shoulder.
"“Take ﬁiﬁ other fin, Gwynne. He locks
a regular ruffian. Now, my man, what
are you doing heref” ;

Barengro spat out an oaih. _

“I'm Ilooking for my boy Mick,
what's run away!” he snarled. “These
young cubs are hiding him here some-

wheve.” ) N
“Your boy Mick!” =aid Wingate
blankly. “Is that the boy who 1s with

the Hend now, Wharton?
“Ye-aoes”

“He's run away from my camp,”
snarled DBarengra. “He's a  young
thief !

“That's a le!™ said Boby Cherry
romptly. “He ran away because you
{‘]Eﬂt him for not being a thicf, you

scoundrel 1

“The Head can settle this,” said Win-
gafe. “I'll take you to the headmaster,
my man, and you cun pilch him  your
&I'TY.

“Tet go my arms '™ snarled the gi{;isy,
“You're safer hekl” answered Win
gate conlly. **This way.” _
And Darengro, cursing, was led away
towards the Scheool ITouse between the
twe  stalwart  Sixth-Formers. Harry
Wharton & ('o.. rather breathless after

the struggle, followed more slowly,
“Rotten luck ! murmured Pob. * Why
don’t prefects understand when thoy're

Another Galloping Dick story next week, boys |
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not wanlted Lo chip in? The Sixth are
dlways butting in, in the wrong place.”

1t may do the kid some harm, if the
Head amd Quelchy szee that beastly
ruffian I said Nugent.

“I—I'm afraid so,” muttered Bob.
“It's rotten!” .

And the Famous Five were feehng a
good many misgivings, as they followed
on to the School House, where half Grey-
friaue stared in amazement at Barengro
a5 he was led in between the two Sixth-
Formers,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mick’s Luek !

ICK slood before the Head.

He stood silent, waiting.
He knew that his fate was in
the balance.
Mr. Quelch’s study had been long. What
impression it had made on the Remove
master Mick did not know. Now Mr,
Quelch had brought him to the Head,
and the Head had talked with him. ke
had asked the waif many questions, each
of which Mick had answered guietly ancd
truthfully, The boy's looks had idh-
pressed the Hend favourably. Dressed
like a OCreyfriars junior, fortunately,
Mick hore hardly any resembaned to his

old wild self.

‘But it was a difficult problem. The

%jpa:,rfmui& not taie an ordinary fp'lnca et | ¥
1!'-5:.'

riars, that was certain. “lo take
him in on the lines supgested by Sir
Hilton Popper would be a strange ex-
imont, It was no wonder that the
ad hesitated, and that, while anxious
to do something for the benefit of the
little waif, he felt that he couldl not admit
him as & Grexiriars boy. .
Thera waoe a long silence, and it
scemed to Mick that he could read, inm
the Head's kind old face, a reluctant
decision agninst him. _
Hea st hie lips a little, and waited.
After all, he fel: that it had been too
pod to be true. From his earliest years
Ea had been the sport of a hard fortune.
He had never had even & father to carc

for kim, Blows: and curees had heen his-

daily Jot, His life had beer that of a
roaming savoge. And to change that
life for the sheltered life of plenty within
the walls of Greyfriems—it was too much
for the outeast to expect,

He waited. :

In the uncomfortable silence, while the
Head was preparing to deliver judgment,
there came n knock at the door. o

Dr. Locke made a slight gesture of 1rvi-
tation. His train of ﬁmught was inter

rupted.

EII:'. Quelch stepped to the deor. IHe
started at the sight of Wingate and
Gwynne, with the ruffianly-looking gipsy
between them.

“What—what——"'
Remove mastet.

“Thiz man claims to be here looking
for the bey now with the Head, sir’
saicd Wingate, I thought Dr, Locke
had better see hum, "

FBless oy soul!” said  the stariled
Torm master. “Luite so. But—but
who 15 the man!™

“My pame’s Barengro,” said the gipsy
sullenly. “I'm arter that boy Mick, the
voung voscal ! Ie’s run away from my

¢TI,

Mr., Queicl stared,

YHa belongz ta my fribe, he does”
gaid Bavengro., **An imp of mischic he
jg=n regular himb of Satan, ziv, e
dodeed into this here school to pet away
from e, aned T want Jam™

“UCome infte fhis  room,”
Rerove master coldly.

exclaumed the

saidd  the

Was 10 | gipsy,
The interview In

Barengro cntered the Iead’s study in
the grasp of Wingate and Gwynne, ~ Mr,
Quelch made the two prefects o sign to
releaze the man, but to remain at hand.

Dr. Locke had heard all that was said
putside his door. He fixed his eves upon
Barengro.

Mick backed away a few .

A hunted, desperate lock came inio
the wail’s face. He glanced round him,
as if seeking a way of cscape. His looks
did not escape the Head and the Form
master, and they exchaneed a quick
glance, .

““ Fear nothing while vou are here, my
boy,"” said Mr. Quelch kindly,

Mick-did not answer, His eyee, gieam-
ing like those of & cornered anunal, werg
fixedd on Barengro.

“So I've fonnd yon, Mick.” said the
“Fon've got pew clothes on=—
birds,

ACLE,

eh? Fine feathers mako [lLine

SKINNER RECEIVES A
SHOCK !

“A velative?™

Berengro hesitated a moment.

“He 13 nd relative of mine, ‘sir,” said
Mick. **He hes told me so0 eften cuougl,
when he has taunted me with being &
heggar and an outcast.”™

“He was left on my hands, sir,” said
Barengro. at last. *I've kept ham and
fed him all his days.”

“Heaten me and sfarved
mean,” said the waf bitterly.

You know his name, L presume, if
vou have had him 1 charge all Ins lifel"”
snid the Head.

“He ain't got any name” said
Barengro derisively. *'A beggar's brat
left in the fields, that's what he i

“And you, then, took him in chavyee
from motives of humanity, az he has no
claim of relationship upon you?” said the
Head, regarding the ruffian intently over

hig glasses,
“ Test  that. eir."

“Ahere!  Why de you
wish him to return fo you?"

Barengro seemed takew
aback for the moment Ly
that question. - It wag, in-
deed, & little difficult to =ea
why he should be sp anxicus
to yecapture the ranaway.

“I'm bound to sea that he
eomies to no harm, sir,” he
saith ab last, “IT've got a
conscience, I have,  He's
wseful  about the coravan,
too, whan he ain't oo lazy.”

F

me,  you

There was @ AURE.
Barengre gave the waif an
evil look.

“I tuke it that you'ro
handing him over to me.

sir*" he =aid at length,
De. Locke compressed his

hipa.

He  had been doubtful—
very doubtful—whether  he
contldd  properly  accede  to

Skinner grasped the gipsy and whirled him to the door,
in & tenacious grip, was whirled off the fioor,
“ Plteh into him, Skinner.

shove you about,’”” grinned Bolsover major.

he was flung sprawling.

The next momont Skinner,
Before he knew what was happening

Don't let a dashed gipsy
{§ee Chapter 10.)

You'll he turning up your neose at the
comp and the corovans next.’

“1'I never come back to your mmE,
Parengro!™ saild Mick berween his teeth.

“RBavengro—i | that is Tour name,” sawl
Dr. Locke =" whut claim have you to this
boy., whom 1 understand to be under Sir
Hilton Popper's protection ™

Barengro fumbled with Iis hai. Tt
was his cue to Iw as civil as he could
here, though cirility came hard to his
dodged, brutal natore.

“T've Lbranght that bov up, 2in,” he
said. “Ho's been with me ail his days
He's turned on me, ungrareful young
pesead, I've lued to thrash him {or dis-
honesty, sir, o1l he's ron away,”™

*Liar ' said Mick.

HHush ! cmd My, Quelch,

“Them's the names he cwiis hizs olders,
sir,” said Barengro. A thoreugh bad
1ok, that Loy Mick 1™ )

“You are not iz father?®
Head,

“No, I ain’t.™

saad  (he

Sir  Hilton's request, and open the
doors of Greyfriars te the gipsy outcast.
The sight of Barenga had decided hing--
not against the waif, but in kis favour,
The beetling brows, the evil, gleaming
eves, the hangdog, criminal look of the
ruffian, all helped to decide him. He
felt that only absolute recessity, the
ahgenco of any other resouree, eoulid
justify him in allowing that brotal rul-
fian fo get lis clutches on the runaway
agan.

Greyfriars was a snie vefuge for the
boy—1it would save him from DBurengro.
The Head felt that he was bound to give
tha unhappy boy a chance.

“No ! he said, very clearly and dis-
tinctly, I shall not hond over the bog
to you !

“What

“He remains here. On vour own
showing, wou bave no legal elaim upon
L.  You state that vou have beaten

{(Continucd on page 16.)
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THE GIPSY SCHOOLBOY!
{Continned Ffrom page 13.)

.

him for dishonesty., The boy states that
vou have beaten him to turn him into &
thief and Eilferer‘ 1 believe the bhoy's
statement.
Barengro's evil face flushed with rage.
“He's my boy,” he said thickly.
“You keep him away from me, old
gentleman, and I'll have the law on
vou!”
The Head smiled contemptuously.
“The law s at your disposel,” he
said., “Invoke the law, and I shall not
fear to abide by the consequences. For

the present the boy remaios here. Yon
may go." ; ;

“I'm not ng without that boy
Mick ! roared BEarengro.

H1eave this study !

“Burn you! Not without him!"

The rufian made a stride at the boy
and grasped him,

“Wingate! Gwyone!” called out Mr,
Guelch.

In a twinkling the two big
were in the study, and the ruffian was
struggling In their gresp. He +as
whirled . out of the room with a speed
that made him breathless,

“Will you see him off the premises,
please " said the Remove master.

“Certainly, sir. This way, my man "'

“I'll out wyou!" wyelled Barengro,
airugg'ling furrously.

The two prefects propelled him down
the pnssage. Stalwart as they werp,
they had their hands full with the on-
roged roffian. Five juniors” who were
waiting at the corner of the corridor
ritched to lend their aid.

“Collar him """ prasped Bob Chaorry,

“Serag the brate!”

Barengro went whirling out of the
School House into the quad. He did
not remain there long. Struggling and
howling and eursing, he was hustled
down to the gates, and CGosling came
et with a startled face to open them.
Barengro landed in & heap in the road
outside,

He serambled up, shazing his fist, and
velling imprecations.

“Better clear!"” said Wingate.

A curze answered,

The captain of Greyviviars stepped out-
side the - gates, He advanced on the
?'Ipsy t'tl'ith his hands up, and his rugged
ace grim.

‘“Are you lgning?"

“INo'!" yelled Barengro, and he leaped
at the Greyiriars captain,

Crash !

What seemed to the gipsy like a lump
of iron crashed between his eyes. He
went down like a log.

“(zoing now " asked Wingate plea-
santly.

Barengro crawled away. That ter-
rific drive had been encugh for him;
he did not want another. The gates
alammed ; Gosling turned the key., And
in the darkness the gipsy hmped awey,
with ecurses on his lips.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner woes Not Approve !

1 NOTHER bed here—"
“It's & new kid !"
“Neot that gipsy "
“Phaw 1"

There was a buzz in the Remove
dormitory, Skinner & Co. were amazed

efects

and indignant; Billy Bunter boiled with
indignation. Al the fellows were
curious.

“Does the Head think 1hat we'll sland
it " exclaimed Skinuer.

HThe echeek of it!" said SBnoop.

*1 guess it's rather thick I"' remarked
Ficher T. Fisle.

“Angal of the Fourth sars he's gomg
te complain to his people, if  that
vagrant comes here," observed Stott.

“1 say, ‘you fellows, isn't it rotten?”
exclaimed Billy Bunter. * Pretty dis-

race for the school. The fellow will

e punching our watches while we're
ssloep. "

“Here
Skinner.

The “rotters " alluded to wera the
Famous Five. Harry Wharton & Co.
came into the dermitory, and they
brought Mick with them.

Mr. Quelch had had a serious talk
with Wharton en the subject. Ha had
asked him, as head boy of the Remove,
to do what he could for the newecomer.
Wharton had been only too willing to
comply.

That Mick was a rather “quecr
fish ¥ thoe chums of the Remove knew
well enough. How he would get on at
Greyfriars was & problem. But they
were quite prepared to stand by him and
help  him  through—and the Famous
Five were acknowledped Toaders of the
Form. Their friendship meant a very
great deal for the waif, )

“Heallo, .halle, halls,

come these rotters!™  said

here we  are

-again!” =aid Bob Cherry cheerfully as

he eame in. “That's your bed, Mick."
" 8o that rat's stayring here!” howled
Skimmner,
“This new chap is."
“New chap !’ scoffed Skinner.

*Pretty new chap for Greyfriars! Has
he ever washed 2™

“ Evar
hooted Bunter,

“Well, you're not so jolly keen on a
bath, Buniy,” saul Bolx “We had to

give you one ourselves once, and you

ound a shirt vou'd lost,*”

“Ha, la, ha '

“T .didn't I"* yetled Buner.

“The Head must be potty!™ said
Snoop. ;

“HBetter tell him s0," said Harey
Wharton, laughing. * Never mind thut
chap, Mick. You'll find bad manners
everywhere, vou know.™

Mick nodded.

e was not surpriaed at this reception
from a section of the Remove—he wounld
not have becu surprised if the condem-
nation had been more genernl.  But
only a few of the fellows looked
hostile; and Mick was keen cnough to
see that they were not fellows who were
respected in the Form.

He was poi surprized: and he did not
look resentfiul, - After the blows and
curses af Darengro, Skinner's telk did
not rurt lim very mauch.

“The Form.ought to combine against
this,” seid Skinner. *“The rufian will
be sent to C'oventry, of course. You're
haﬂciu% us up in this, Smithy 1"

The Bounder gave him a look.

“DBacking you up?” he repeated. 7]
don't think."

“Are you backing up that gipsy

thief 7"
Nernon-mmith shregged his shoulderg,
“T'm minding mv own business,” he
remarked. I advise you to de the
same, Skinner.”
“What do vou think, Mauly?" asked
Snoop.
Lord Mauleverer smiled.

had a bath in his Iife?”

On your travels, fjaunts, and capers—

““Too much trouble to think, dear boy.
What's the matter with the kid? Glad
to see vou. Dick. Is your name Duck ™

“Mick,"” said the gipay, i

“Then I'm glad to see you, Blick. I
hone vou'll get on jolly well at Grey-
friavs.”

Tiob Cherry chuckled,

“Good old Maunly ! Skinner, old bean,
yvou'd better chuck it. Mick ia poing to
have & chance here.” .

“Well, I sha'n't speak to him!™
sniffed Skinner. . .

“Wour luck’s in, Mick,” said Tom
Brown. And there was a Jaugh,

“That's all very well!” boomed Bol-
sover major, “DBut I must say 1 agres
with Skinner. Greyfriars isn't & homa
for roughs.” .

“Then what the thump are you dmng
here ?" asked Squiff,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Kick him
Skinner,” said Snoop. s

“#There'll be a prefect up hére n =
minute,” =aid HEEEII':?EH-E."

“No prefect in sight,

of the dorm,

said Snoop,

looking out of the dmn;a:ir. “ Kick him
out, Skinner, old man'

if I don't!" said Bkinner.
He advanced on the new boy. Mick's
quietness and pacific manner rather de-
ceived Skinner, That afterncon, 1n
Popper Park, the gipsy bad -avoided
trnﬁgfe—nuw he seemed to want to avoid
it again. That was enough for Skinner,
He saw & chance of reaping a little cheap
glory in the fighting line, and it was but
geldom that Skinner apnexed any glory ia
line. ]
thﬁb[.eb me alone, will you?" =aid Mick.
Skinner grinned. ” )
“You're not wanted here,” he said.
“You're going out of this dormitory on
your neck !" ) B
“Look here, Skinner—
“harton angrily.
1I.ﬁr‘”lr;lh, let imTrip!”. said Bob Cherry,
with"a grin. b remembered hiz own
encounter with the gipsy, and how
stoutly Mick had stood up to him. He
konew that there was a- surprise mn store
for Skinner.
“Out you go!" said 3kinner,

He grasped the gipsy, and whitled him
ta tho door. The next moment Skinner,
in a tenacious grip, was whirled off the
floor. Before he knew what was hap-
pening he was flung Epl'uwhng:

“Oh, my hat !” ejaculated Snoop, star-
inc at the scene.

skimner sal up.

“Oh! Ak! Ow! Whace!”

“Pitch into him, Skinner!" bawled
Tolsover major.  “Don’t let a dashed
gipey chuck you about !

Skinner picked himself up dazedly. e
did not approach Mick again. He hadl
not the shightest desire to © pitch ™ into
the gipsy schoolboy.  Ile realised that
Mick was too mnch for him, and he did
ot want to put the matter to a further
test,

He was glad that just then there was
a warning of “ Prefeet [ Wingate of
the Sixth was coming along the passam-

“MNow then, turn i, kids ! swd Wi
gate, looking in at the door.

And Skinner walked away to his Lod,

The Remove tnrned in, and when Win-
gate came back to turn the Llights out, oil
was peaceful,  Afrer the prefeet wad
Es:me, however, Billy Bunter sm up m

eil.

“I say, vou [eliows—"

Ehut up, Dunter IV

“We're going to rag thar pes cud™
sard Dunier.  “ Who's going to lend a

“ Rlessed

began

1 hand, yvou fellows?”

Something to look forward to—our new foothall and detective serial—
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—Take the Gay Companion Papers!

“Shut up " reared Bob. Cherry,

“Yah!  You, Skinner! _ say,
Blinner, are you  psleep? HSnoop |
Fishy ! T say, Bolsover—"

“Oh, shut up!” said Bolsover major.
“Get out and rag him yourseli 1Y

“(th, really, Bolsover—"" :

“Yes; -let's sce Dunter rag him,”
chuckled Peter Todd., “ Go it, Bunter!
'l light & candle for you:”

“1 wouldu't sl my
[ollow.™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But I think—"

“No you don't; you ouly jaw,” said
Peter. *"Chuck it before I vome over to
vou with a bolster.™

“¥ah!"

And Dunter chueked i,

hands on the

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mick of the Remove !

HE gipey schoolboy ook hiz place
it the Beminve Form-reom  (he
followiiig day.

Skinner & Co. ireated him io
sneering looks, but they did rot veuture
upon  more wetive measvies.  Hare
Wharten & Co. were guite ready to siop
any ragging, and for singleinnded conu
batz with a hefty adversary Skinper &
{e. had no taste.

Skinner rejotced i rhe Lot char Maek
hoadd been * planted ™ 10 Baadly N b, wal
Wharton ard Nugent, Mo was a rather
curions study-mate for 1hewr there was
2 doubt about that.

“ T wonler how they il like baving 1heir
slumitny  pul shoved n their stady U
arinned Skinnew

But Wharton and Nugent dul ot seewn
to mind.

As he satl 1n the Forv-room that morn
ing, Mick looked about hin: with farnest,
inquiring eyes, tha: often wandered 1o
the high windeus, whore the Blue sk,
vould be-seen.

e was taking oo pact i the Foes
work. : : 2

Mr. Quelch, having made wp his ming
to it, gave the gip<y his kind ailenitan
vanseietlionsiy, [{E'- wis.s=el a lask that
was up to hiz capaeity. bur not beyond it.
At that task he worked while the other
fellows went ¢n in the v=ual way. 'I'he
chief thing was for Mick te learn the
wmanpers  pid  enzstoms of s new  sur-
r-r_:l_L;m,Iitll;.-'., sl that was !.H'.‘iﬂ[.; effactod.
e was todive with the Remove and mix
with them at work and at play; and as
[or his stuclies, that was a malter that
pecpnieed Hime to adjost.

There were fov fellaws who were hos.
jiie to him,  Certainly not more than
three or four.  Others wore curions, and
a1l more Indifferent. The Falueies Five
vwere fnendly—Bob Cherry especially zo.
Bob had befriemded the gipsy hefore--
afier fighting with hine—ond =0 he felt
that Mick wns, o some extent, under his
protection. lle was prepared to de
vrerything he could.

Sir Uilton Popper had provided for the
cipsy  sehoolboy  gencrously  enough,
That day iz box arvived from Covrifield,
amel Muwk was as wetl h1l]l'l]ii’:| s ot
fellovs 1 the Remove, hn no longer
necthd a borrowed =it of Boly Cherry’s,

Vidoubiediy  his  frsr davs in the
Bemove were o strange oxperionce for
Mick.

e was very snbduadl,

(H the fieree, wild epirit (e juniors hod

poticed i bt when fest they hoad made
bis acquaimance, he showed hardly al
BT,

—introducing the world-famous sleuth, Ferrers Locke |

Wharton wondered g little whether he
was, at heart, really E'iiml that Sir Hilton
Popper had succeeded in placing bim at
Greyfriars., The change from his old
vropming . life of wild freedom was 1m-
menze, and thowgh the change was for

the better, all the gipsy's mstincts were

against it ]

Fov the present he was quiet, datiful,
subdued, evidently striving to aceonuno-
date himself to his new and strange sur-
reundings. It romained to be scen
whether ho would succeed, o1 whether he
would break oat wnader the unaceunstomed
restraints.

The gipsy schoolloy: had been some
days at Greyfriars when Bob Cherry re.

-membered the existence .of the rags that

had been put out of sight in the empty
box in the lower box-room. It sccurred
o Bob that the sooner they were dis
posed of, the better; and he proceeded
to the hox-room to make them imto a
bendle 1o be consigned to the dustman.

The box where thoy had reposed was
ciply,

T AR

Ekinner helped ihe dandy of the Fourth fo his Teet,
panted Angel in a choking veice. He
mick, **I'll make you sorry for this—1'll get you kicked out of
Groyiriars—you gipsy thief I "

17

“It won't do, Mick, old man” saud
Harry Wharvton gravely. *Mr. Queleh
would be in no end of o wax if he found
you playing the giddy gipsy at Grey-
frinps, Yoa don't want to make him
waxy."

“MN-no,” said Mick.

“¥ou haven't dressed in those rags
since you've beenshere, kid, have you 7™
exclaimed Nugent, in amazement.

Mick’s eolour deepened,

Y Only ouge,” he faltered.

“We never saw yoi—""
“It was at night.”
TAEL  night!”  exclaimed  Wharfon,

“ But at night you're asleép in the dorm
—ar uu?;ht fo be. You've been breaking
bounds I

The gipsy schoolboy’s lip quivered,

“Only once,” he pleaded. “Tt—it
calmea  over me—so strong I couldn't
resist i, F'm 2o used 40 the oven air.”

“And you dressed in those tatters and
went out of bounds " exelaimed {he
captain of the Remove.

SR 4

“1'm finished,**
pointed a shaking Anger at

\yee Chapler 12,)

Baly stared mito it

ol winstled.

- i ol
The tatters were “Yez, 1-1 went to have . look at
pono—ihe ancient trousers, the rgged § the camp on Covrtfield Common. The
shirt, the broken boots—all had vanished, | gipay camp = still there,”
: Y My only hatt
e made bis way fo Study No, 1 in the “Dash o all, s won't do!” sl

Rewiove, where 1‘%"\"Imrtu:-l].l and MNuogent
had started prep, mul the gipsy schoolboy
sat by tho five reading a history-look.

*Hallo, hallo. halle ¥’ grected Bob,
“Mick, you bounder what have you been
upr o ¥

'The gipsy started.

“You mustn't play games liere as aon
cdid at Topper Court, xon know. " ad-
menished Bob,  “Where's yorr  old
elabler * "

Mick erimzoned,

* You bagged it ont of the osx-room 77
asked Bob, gprinning,

“I=I knew where von'd
staamered Mick, *t [=-l=——

“You've bageod ot ™

" Yoepe"

“Avhat for?”

Mk was silent.

pal b

Bob seriously. ' Fellows are flogged, o
sacked for going out of school lLounds
ab nmiglit, Mick™

“1--F know."

YAl tliere are fellows here whe
would say Fou went oul poaching,” sal
Bobi, "It's not good enough, Mick.
Where's that clobber #"

(1] I__ 1_”

“We're going 1o put you ont of the
way of giddy tempdtation,” said Haob.
= MNow, wﬁm'u is it? You've got to hand
il over!”

There was evidently a stroggle in the
gipsy's broeast, But he rosn at last,
withont a word, and followed Bob from
the stidy., ‘The tatters were hidden in
s disused attie at the top of the 8chonl
Iouse, and Bebh Cherry proaptly

The goods |
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annexed {lierus, e rolled them into a
bundle, and very soon afterwards they
were ;'Ie::p in a dusthin. ‘That par-
ticular association with his old life was
one, now, for-the gipsy sphmlhajir‘;_ but
i3 dark face was darker when he re-
turned to Study Neo. 1,

He knew that Bob had acted for his
good, and out of remd friendship; but
that sewvering of a tie with the past
affected himy in a way the Greviriars
juniogz were scarcely likely to uwnder.
stand, y

And the (Mo, realised that the quiet
gipsy, lhe most silent feliow in the
Remove, had changed only oulwardly—
at heart he was the roving waif he had
always been—and they wondered
rhet wr even the outward change would
ask.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Like and Unlike !
L IKE as two peas ! said Skinner.
““What rot!"
“It's s0!" said Bnoop.

_ Aubroy Angel of the Fourth
affected to yawn, 'but he gave the two
Remove fellows an evil look.,
“(f course, vou're older,
Skinner. "I should

said

dossn’t even know his own age any more
than he knows his name. But excepting
for that yvou might be twina.” ]

Angel of the Fourth turned on his
heel and walked away.  Skinner end
B exchanged a grin. They were
not the only fellows who had. remarked
‘on the likeness between Aub
and the tglip!r schoolboy—a likeness that
caught the eye at once, and that was
known to Angel and was gall and worm.
wood. to him. . et

It -delighted the amiable Skinner to
“rub” it in. He was a friend of
Angel's, but Skinner's ideas of friend-
ship were all his own, And it spurred
on the Fourth-Former against the

ripsy, which_was all to the good from
kinner's point of view. ngel had
great connectigns, Amon t a

overnor of ‘the school, mnd he fully.

3 ,r::;ed Skinner's snobbizh scoin for the
waif.
aof his own gmecord 1o .take active
mensures; he affectéd a lofty non.
chalant disdain, _

But' the gipsy's likeness to him was a
hitter pill to swallow—it turned Angel's
suobbish conternpt into hatred.  Billy
Bunter had even asked Angel whether
lie had an¥ gipsy relstions—a guestion
that earned the Owl of the Remove a
lbt;itf kick from Aubrey' s well-fitling

k.

Angel brooded moodily on it as he
walked away. It wns s strange and
unaccountable thing — strange and
puzeling, Why should this unknown
vagrant of the highways and byways
resemble him ?

Angel of the Fourth felt it as a
personal insult,

It was not merely & passing
resemblance, 1t was o striking likeness,
On Mick’s first day at Greyiriars some
of the fellows had noticed it, In his
rogs and tatters, with his hair {angled
and face unwashed, it had ng@, beon very
noticeable; but clean and neat, in
Etons, looking his best, he was amaz
m!;_lj' like tho dandy of the Fourth,

*Dear old Aubrey doesn’t like it,”
grinned Skinner. “Well, a chap can't
swank so much as Angel without being
taken down a peg when a fellow geta o
chance. I'm not going to let him
the giddy gipsy.”

BaY you were al
year older than the gipsy. The rotter’

He wias not, however, disposed |

orget .

“Fle, he, he!” chuckled BSnoop.
“After all, the fellow doesn’t know his
name, He may be zsome sort of a poor
relation of Angel's.”

“¥We'll let Aubrey think we think so,
-anyhow,"

“He, he, he!”

Angel strode away in an apgry, ahd
savage mood, At the corner of the path
he collided with a junior coming towards
the Bchool Hounse.

“¥ou clinnsy ass!"" he snarled, * Look
where you're goin' ["

“Your fault!" said Mick.

“{h, 1ts vou !

Mick would have passed on, but Angel
stopped him, The gimd:-: of the Fourth
looked hard into the sunburnt face.

“The fellows say you're like mie to look
at " he said.

“I've heard them."

“It's all rot, of course.” -

“T'm not flattered, anyway !™ said the
gipsy coolly.

f'l.urgtl clenched his hands. .

“You outside cad! he said befween
his teoth, ““You ought not to be here
at all. You're not it to be here; and you
koow 1t. The Mead must have been
mad to let you into the school, Tt's a
disgrace.”

Mick astood quiet, but his dark .eyes
gleamed:

*Is that all?" he asked,

“I'm going to write to my people
about it,’ n‘:ﬁ Angel savagely. %nu'm
mekin' a mistake if you think you're a
fixture here. My people hove influence
with the governors, ¥y can't you go
back to the thieving gang you belong to,
you outsider "

“ That's enough !" said Mick, breathing
hard.

ﬁ?cl sneered.

“You're goin' to get more than that,
vou gipsy thief [

‘Smack!

“Oh¥' roared Angel.

He recled back from the slap of the
gisy's brown hand, thot left a red mark
scross his handsome face. The next

tiﬂmIlfHHI|HH|iIlllllll-'ll'llﬂﬂﬂl DRI TR
Broadcast the News, Chiums!

10

Magnificent Two-Yalve

I EL O LT T EEL
TN R R mm

WON

in our Grand

“FOOTBALLERS' NAMES"
CONTEST,

MUST B

P VT CERT TR E

GHUHTEE I TR TR R

) E GET BUSY TO-.-DAY.

YR R R R R

Another Magnificent story of Harry Wharion & Co. next Monday!

‘moment he was springing at Mick like &

tiger, hitting out,

“Halla, hallo, hallo! A secrap!™

‘roared Bob Cherry; and there was &

rush from all sides,

“Eo it, Angel ! shouted Skinner.

“Play up, Mick !

Angel, with rage and hatred ronning
riot in his breast, attackod the gipsy with
savage energy. Mick stood up to him,
43 orice before he bad stood up to Bob
Cherry; but he was facing a much less
formidable gdversary now.

There was a stream of red from his
nose where Angel had struck, but he was
hitting hard in return now. Angel of the
Fourth, who had connted on a victory as
certain, was driven back, and he realised,
with renewed furrx, that he had et more
than his match,

The bare thoughi of defeat at the
hands of the gipsy vagabond sporred on
Angel to unaccustonied fighting energy.
It was the first time Grey?rinra had sesn
Aubrey Angel put up a good fight.

But the gipsy schoolboy more than
held his own.

Crash !

Aubrey Angel went Jdown at last—
knocked fairly out, Mick, the gipsy,
stood panting, looking down -at him,

“Ia that enough?” he panted.

“Looks like it!" grinned Bob Cherry.
“Dear old Aubrey—always biting off
more than he can chew."

Bkinner helped the dandy of the
Fourth to his feet,

“izet on with it. old bean,” he mur-
mured encouragingly.

Angel ?ﬂm him an evil logk.

“I'm finished,” he said, pointing a
shaking hand at the gipsy achoblboy.
“I'll make you sorry for tﬁia! I'l get

you kicked out of Greyfriars—vou gipsy
thief! T'll get you turned out n? the
school, and turned back to the thieving
gang you belong to, I'|[——0"

“That will de,"” said Harry Wharton,
“ Another word of that, Angel, and we'll
duck you in the fountain.'

Angel of the Fourth tnrned away
without andther werd, Bick gave a
shrug of the shoulders, and walked away
with htactifjeml& :

Bob arvy dooked thovghtfully at
Mick as they entered Study No. 1.

Mick's face was slill flushed, and his
eyes were glimmering.

L You'll have to mind your giddy
p's and q's now, Mick,"” said Boh
slowly,  *Aubrey Angel isn't a fellow

who fights in the open, you know, Ha
izn't particular, like other foliows, Hic
when you can, and how vou can, That's
his motto, in a case like this,"

Mick shrugeed his shoulders,

1 don't suppose he means anything -
he was wild, and will forget all shont it
in a few hours,” he said carelessly,

Bob Chorry shook his liead, and the
athers looked doubtful,

Mick had made an enemy ot Groviviava
—an encmy far more treacherous than
Skinner & (oo  And Aubrey Angel's
enmity was to Lave strange and unex-
peeted results for the gipsy schoulboy,

TiIE END.

{ Theve will e another splendild story
af CGregfriara next Monday in the
MAGNET LIBRARY. More will De
heard of Mick the Gipry oand _lubrey
Angel, “oaek the Unfamabie! ™ is
o gtovy full of thrilla and advcntnre,
and will odd even rnove lustre fo the
Jarme of Frank Richards., Order your
copy note, Loys, or gon may ba
divappointed. )

The 5th of November is drawing near, and Harry Wharton & Go.—

Tue Mac¥eT LiprarY.—No. 820,



Supplement No. 147.

waeek ending October 27th, 1923,

Ay

—

.Iiﬁ ||I.

All the

My Bggest
~— =

Fize

and the Losers

tell of their tribulations.

BOD CHERRY :

I've never won a really big prize in a
vompetition. ' not o brainy fellow,
ke Mark Linley or Dick Penfald. All
the same, I've netted quite a lot of five-
bobs and half-crowns since [ started
going in for competitions. I'm hoping-
to got a really .big brain-wave one of
these days, which will result in my win-
nwing a fortune. Mow ripping it woul
be to pick wp a paper and turn to the
competition rezult, and read:

"The First Prize of One Thousand
Pounds has been awarded to:
ROBERT . CHERRY
Gireyfriarg Scheol,
Frigrdale, Kent,”

At such g bligsful moment T should be
prepared to hug my worst enemy !

MARK LINLEY :

I once won fifty pounds in a football
forecast competition. [t was a red-letter
day for me when the cheque came, for 1
was in low water at the time. There are
people who scoff and sncer at competi-
tions, and call them * beastly swindles,™
but I can assure ihe doubting 'Thomases
that competitions are conducted on per-
fectly straightforward lines nowadays.
Any journal which resorted to trickery
or unfairness would be acting against 1ts
own intergsts. I'ersomally, I take a keen
delight in going in for compelitions, and
I hope to land ancther big prize in the
near future,

IMORACE COKER:

Kompetitions would be quite all right
if anly they had mtelligent judees, who
eould tell a good effort from a feeble
one. 1 have often gone in for Limericks
and semt in the zmartest *‘last lines ™
you could ever wish to see; but I've
never won o penny peace ! Last month
the following Limerick appeared in a
weekly paper?

“There was a youpg map of Madrid,

Whose motor-bike smrfﬂd to skid.

He had a bad spill
When descending a hill,

My last line was: “1 den't Enow what
on eerth made him, do it, but he did 1™
I think that was a perfect gem of an
effort—don’t you? 1 fully eggspected to
got the First Prize wwith it but, alas, 1

4| got nicks!

DICK PENFOLD:

The biggest prize -1 ever won  was
twenty golden quid. I don't know how
the deed was done, for I was but a kid.
And when the cheque arrived one day, 1
clapped my hands with glea; T shouted
“Hip, hip, hip, hooray!” I felt so
bueked, you see! so  competitions
I':mwr 1 find, & pastime keen and

ealthy; they broaden intellect and
mind, and make a fellow” wealthy., 1
hope to 'win a further prize, for I'm a
bhrainy chappie; and by the sparkle in
my eyes, you'll tell I'm wildly happy !

WILLIAM GOSLING :

Which I must sey as 'ow 1 do hold
with these here competitions. [ once
went in for a competition where yon had
to guess how many peas there was in a
glass jar, and—would you believe it?—
my hestimate was the correct one. It
takes 1 brainy cove to win in these com-
petitions, said the chap wot ‘anded me
the prize, but I don't perfess to be
brainy. If I was, I'd be the Prime
Minister by mow, instead of a humble
porter!

MR. QUELCH :

I am a great heliever in corhpetitions.
although, personally, 1 have never been
fortunate ecnough to win a really big

rize. This new “Foothallera'
Names ** Competition in the MAGNET
should attract my pupils. The prize list
ta something of a record, and I hope
someone in the Remove will be shkilful
cnough to cateh the judge's eye.

e e s e

EDITORIAL.
By Harry Wharton,

CGMPE‘TETIGHE have ever been a

e

mource of enjoyment and fascina-
tion to the majority of the Grey-
frinrs fellows.

T can vividly remember the time when
the whele. school, fram Wingato of the
Rixth. down to the asmallest fag, 'wad
caught in the grip.of the courpetition
craze. In fact, Mr. Frank Richards wrote
a story at the time entitled " The Com-
petition Craze at Groyfriers!” )

The craze has now returned ! There 13
evidence of it everywhere, ¥You have

‘1 only to peep into any junior study at

Greyfriars, and you will ~fnd the
accupants  busily  engaged in  selving
footer picturc-puzzles, writing last lines
to limericks, and so forth. .

Even the high-and-mighty prefects hava
been “bitten" by the craze;: and
know for a fact that some of our masters
take a keen interest in competitions. Did
not Mr. Prout win hal-a-crown the other
day for & limerick last line? And did
not Mr. Larry Lascelles win s good
round sum for a correct football forecast
The answers are in the affirmative,
Competitions have & charm of their own,
They make many an hour pass pleasantly,
even if one never has the good fortune
to Jand a big prizo. 1

This special nnmber of ours deals with
the light and bright side of competitions.
All sorts of people air their views on this
fascinating topie, and much mermment
will be enused by the bright and breezy
ramblings of our condributors,

Tho ypanion Papers bave always
been well to the fore in promoting com-
petitions.  There have heen  picture-
puzzles, limerick contests, and cricket and
foothall eontests; and the ontries have
been enorimous, .

This lailest * footer ¥ competition in the
MaguEr is the biggest I've ever struck
in my humhle caresr Its prize list is
simmply colossal,

The greatest lesson competitions teach
us ia perseverance, - The faint-hearted
fellow, having made a few attempts and
failed, gives up. The *esticker " carries
on doggedly until he has the glorious
satisfaction of seeing his name in print at
the top of the prize-list. _ .

As in the great game of lite, so in
competitions—“ tho race is to the swift,”
When you enter a compelition put your
whole heart and soul into it; and don't
despair if you fall at the first hurdle.
Keep pegging away, and sooner or later
you are bound to reach the goal of
trinmph.

Go i d win!
O M AR N ARRY WHARTON.

—are specially preparing a Guy Fawkes Supplement ! Look out for it 1

Supplement i.]
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O0OTBALL  competitions are a
F snare and & delusion.  Billy
Bunter thinks so, anyway. For-

tunately for the promoters of
foothall competitions, the majority of
people are not of Bunter's way of & ink-

mﬁ ) .
hen the “Weekly Wonder™ came
out . with its startling offar of a
magnificent touring car as first prize in
o simple foothall contest, Billy Bunter
grew wildly excited. '

1 say, you fellows, I'm going to have
& shot at this!" he exclaimed, rollin

into the jJunior Cemmon-room, &%
flourishing & copy of the *“ Weekly
Wonder,”

“ Meaning the footer competition?”
said Harry Wharton.

* Yes, "

“ But you don't knmow anything about
the form of the teams—"'

“He's therefore bound fo win the
prize!”  gaid Vernon-Smith, with a
uﬂinnic grin.

A ha!”

“Look here,” said Bunter, "ﬂlem:ﬂ
only ten nmtcima to be forecasted. It's
a5 easy as falling off a form. I can tell
the results at & glance. Hasthampton
will lick Granchester United; Puddleton
Rovers will wallop the Pink Crusaders;
and Duffield Wednesday will draw with
Pumpington  Argyle. T'im absolutely
certain %’ shall win this tourlng car—so
certain, in fact, that I'm going to write
ta the editor, giving him snstructions
how to send the car to Greyiriars.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“You fellows con cackle,” growled
Bunter, “but [ mean business! I shali
mend in half a dozen coupons, so as to
make sbsolutely sure of winning."”

“Why, vou burkbling duffer!”™ ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. “To make abso-
lutely certain, you'd havo' to send in
thousanda! As a matter of fact, experts
have worked it out, and they {ind that in
a ten-match contest you can vary your
attempts in 50,149 different  ways.
You'ra not guin% to buy fifty thousand
copies of the * Weekly Wonder,” I sup-
pose ¥ added Bob sarcastically.

“Of course not!” said Bonter, “1
can easily pull off the prize with half a
dozen attempts.”

Billy Bunter then went in search of
copies of the “ Weekly Wonder.” He
had one already, and he wanted five

more. These he succeeded in cadging,

after a great deal of trouble.

MNow came the task of cutting out the
conpons, fllin
of them, and despateching them.

Bunter tackled the task cheerfully
enough, and he managed to borrow &

tage-stamp from Poter Todd.

CGreatly eistad with his chances of
winning the frst prize of a motor-car,

them in, taking copies,

-

F
W

NEWLAND.

Billy Bunter generously invited his
Form-fcllows to “ & spin in the country "
—when the car arrived. He backed up
this generous offer with a request for a
small loan on the sir of sundry
postal-ordera that had been delayed in the
post,

A3, however, the Removites failed to
share in Billy ‘Bunter’s conviction that
he would win the fHrst prize “off his
head,”, and, moreover, had heard the
story of the delayed postal-order until
they were heartily sick of if, the “spin
in the country’™ was wungraciously

‘refused,

Still confident of auccess
Billy Bunier ambled up to the
dormitory that ni
faet in the arms of Morpheus.

£ L L] 4

“Well I'm blessed !

“Good old Bunter!"

“I say, Bunter, old fellow——"

A wswarm of excited Removites sur-
rounded Billy Bunter in the guad two
days later. A delivery wvan was just

COMPETITIONS!

By Dick Penfold.

I know a hobby, good and grand
Pursued by folk in all positions

The finest pastime in the land—
"T'is competitions !

howover,
Remove

All sorts of folk, in every clime,
Peruvians, Persians, and Parisians,
Love to devote their lelsure time
To competitions !

Some fellows pass their time away
DBy setting forth on various missions;
But I am busy, J:u'%rht and day,
On competitions !

Bome sit up reading half the night
Big bulky tomes, or rare adifions;

‘But as for me, I take delight

In competitions !

Some sit around the fire and chat
Of spooks and gruesoine apparitions;
I know a game worth two of that—
'Tis competitions !

Some like to work out fensing sums,
Long tots, sublractions, and additions:
But I prefer to stick, my chums,
T'o competitions !

When working puzzles out in class
I'm oft awarded impositions,

Mo matier ! Nothing can surpass
Our competitions !

t and was scon held-

}

Owl,

like & fat pig!

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

departing throuzh the pates of Grey-
friara,

It had delivered the goods, as Skinner
humorously put it.

A magnificent touring.car—the first
prize in the Football Competition pro-
moted by the proprietors of the “ Woekly
Wonder " —was standing in the quad, &
group of amazed juniors regarding 1t and
itz lucky owner in wonder.

The Competition FEditer of the
“Weekly Wonder” was graciously
shaking lhands with Bily Bunter, and
congratulating him on- his success,

Bunfer. had won the Arst prize!

Everyone marvelled at lhis success—
evervone with the exception of William
George Bunter himself. 'The result of
the Football Competition had been a
foregone conclusion to him,

“I say, Bunter, old chap,” said Harry
Wharton, “how on easrth did you do
it?hl

“(Oh, there was nothuing in it to a
fellow of my capabilities {” replied the
with his usual modesty. * But
don't try to be pally, Wharton, you
beast! You refused to cash a postal
order for me the ofher day, Don't think
that you're going to sponge on me now
that I've got a car.”

“ Ahem " courhed Wharton. * But 1
say, Dilly, old chap, it must have been a
matter of misunderstanding between ua.
(M course, I'd be only foo delighted to
cash a postal-ordar for you."

“Same here!" said Bob Cherry.

“Count on me!” chimed in Nugent.

Billy Bunter's eyes gleamed.

“Well, if you put it like that, wyou
feliows, I'll overleok your meanness,"
he seid graciously. *'If you care lo let
me have a quid in advapce, Wharton—
I'm expecting a postal-order for that
amount by the next post—I'll—
Yarooh! Yowp!”

[ ] - - -

Billy Bunter sat up in bed.

“Yow-ow ! Grouugh!™ he moaned.

“There's another iﬁmr here, old fat
tulip 1" roared Bob Chersy. “How the
deuce can a fellow sleep with the awiul
din you've been making? You pnore
Two hours I've been
Iying awake listening to your awful
row ! Shut up!”

Billy Bunter blinked in the darkness of
the dormitory, and rubbed his head
where Bob 'Ermrr}r’s slipper had larsded.
That same slipper had brought him back
to earth, 5o to speak, with a bump.

There was no handsome car in sight,
and no crowd of Removites ready to
advance him a small amount in leu of
an expecied postal-order.

But there was a decided bump on
Bunier's head !

“Oh, lor' " groaned the fat jumior.
“I've been dreaming. I haven't won
the boastly car after all! T say, Cherry,

old chap——"'

Grunt!

“Bab, old man—"

“Shut up!"™ roared Cherry. " For
goodness' sake go to sleep!  Another

word and I'll scalp you!™

And Billy Bunter disconsolately torned
on his side and was fast asleep again in
two minutes,

With the next morning's post came the
newspapers containing the resulta of the
footer matches, But needless to say,
however, Billy Bunter's forecasfs were
wide of the mark ! ]

Poor old Bunter! Hia castles in the
air had come nraahinpé down to carth
with & wvengeance, and he went about
with a face like a fiddle for days after-
wards,

Music hath charms ! 20 magnificent gramophones must be won !

Tur Maicyrr Tirrary.—No, 820,
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THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

COMPETITION CHAT!

By

Bob Cherry.

OMPETITIONS are all the rage at
Greyfriars just now. Dozens of
fellows are making out [ootball
forecasts, solving picture-puzzles,

inventing clever phrases, and writing last
lines to limericks. It's the hiigeat Com-
petition “ boom ™ we've ever had. And
all becanse Russell of the Remove
happened to win a “fiver™ in a word-
making competition !

The news of Dick Russell's success
spread ﬁlw the school like wildfire.
And ereF' y began to sit up and take
notice. Fellows wete saying, ™ mg,_].'ve
got a better brain than Russell, and if he
can pick up a fiver in a competition,
there's no resson why I shouldn’t win &
thousand gquids!* ‘The result waa that
evarybody started going in for “ comps,”
pnd everybody is hoping for fat cheques
and rich rewards. But alas! Buccess in
competitions is often a long time coming.
It's a game that requires patience and
perseverance, and only the * stickers™
will reap any reward for their labours,

T'm not exactly a genius at the sﬂ.m&
myseif, but I'm very interested in
picture-puzzies, and I'm irying to solve
a set now., There are twelve pictures,
ropresenting the names of racehorses.
The worss of it is, I've found shout a
doren possible solutions 1o one single
picture ! It shows a fellow strollin
through a field, und there iz a chure
spira 1n the distance. Whether this is
“Sundav Rambler,® * Strolling Saint,”
“Meandering,” or “Roamer,” I will
leava you to judge! All I kpow is that
an hour's hard swotting at the pictures
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has given me & splitting headache ! Still,
it I win a prize it will be worth. all the
swotiing and the headache thrown in.

“"Who iz the cleverost competitor in
the Remove?!"” I am anticipating this
question from my !'E'.'Edﬂ]"ﬂ, and will do
my best to answer it. I should sav that
Mark Linley has the honour. e has
already netted several big money prizes
in competitions, and he hoges to win
many more. Other "“big guns” in the
competition world are Dhick Penfold,
JFrank Nugent, and Monty Newland.
Lord Mauleverer would win & few prizes,
but for his incurable laziness.

I think competitions are splendid fun,
and ought to be encouraged. Why
doesn't Mr. Quelch cut out tha Latin
lezson, and devote the timae to com-
petitions? Morning lessons would pass
very pleasantly then,

AVING won a prize of five
guineas in ® recent Eimerick

competition, I  have  been
selected by the edilor as a suit-
able person to give advieo in the
writing of “‘last lines."

Now, suppose you were asked to com-
plete the following verse:

“There was a young fellow
Rake,
Whose molar once started 1o ache.
To tho dentist he flew,
And he said, looking blue

nanted
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with the first iwoe. 'That's the most im-
portant thing to consider in completing a
Limerick,

RBilly Bunter would finish the abovao
verse after this fashion:

*“This beas is giving me socks,
and no mistake !’

Such a hine would be about a8 yard
teo long. A more surtable lgst line
would bo:

“Pull it quickly, for charity's sake !

I don't cleim that this iz a clever line,
but it seans correctly with the first twe,
and therafore fulfils the requirements of
a Limerick.

Another point 15—don’t try to be too
clever, A simpla but forceful line s
what is wanted. Of conrse, you must
muke 1t chyme, =as ‘mall‘ as motrically
scan, with the first two lines. Your last
line to the verse quoted above must
rhyme with " Rake,"” end not “'flow ™
and “'bige.”

Neat handwriting is necessary when

ﬁending; m any competition coupons
The judges cannot be expest to
deci

[fhﬁr writing which locks like the
work of a many-logged spider! Neither
are they inferprelers or thonght-readers.
If thoy cannot make head or tail of your
wriling, vou inust cxpect to be among
the “also rans ™ in the competition,

Don't. forget, alwp, to H1 in your
natne and address. " Bill Smnith, Bir-
mingham,” i not saftictent. It i= just
possible there may be more than ono
Bill 8mith in Birmingham.

Switehing on to a totally different vet
just as interesting a competition, 1 hopo
vou will all enter for the gigantic ™ Food-
ballers’ Namea " contest n the Magxer
Farrary., You cannot all win the first
prize, of course, but you csn mahe up
vour mimnds to have a jolly good :hot
al. the hundrads of other megnificent
awards. To the virtors the spoils; and
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Ferrers Loche has discovered the real name of Red Mask—

THE BROTHERMHOQOD OF THE

\
i
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The day is gradually but surely dawning
his atrocities. The sword of retribution,
England’'s wonder-detective, is raised
work to be accomplished ere Moscow's

This flne instalment shows
their wits against
The Five-Days' Joukney !

A HY  broad-shouldered, cloaked

l figure of Red Mask strode into

the shed. A tight-fitting fur

cap was pulled down over his
head, and below it gleamed the great
ved mask, covefing him to the chin,
Behind him catne two men, one of whom
wore European clothes, .and the other a
ghort” reefer jacket and loose trousers
slipped into heavy top-boots,

“ Whete is your man? Why is he not
here, Snazine?"’ )

That groff, commmanding voice scemed
to fill the shed, and the man in Evropean
attire strode’ to the doorway, pointing
across the rrver.

“ He has gone across to—to the cage, |,

returnod. “ He

Excellency,” . Bnazine
I see the

will be back in a moment.
launch.”

Red Mask stepped fo Snazine's side
and followed his directing finger. Then
he turned again, and, going to the table,
flung himself on to .

“Now, Captain Galz," the deep voice
said, as Red Mask turned to the man in
the recfer coat, *“listen to my instruc-
tions! You're quite eeady, I suppose?™

“Vee, Excellency. I've been waiting

with steam up for three days,” the]

rapiain returned.

“Then you need delay no longer,” said
Red MEE{. “To-nright you will leave
vour mooring and come down here. ¥You
will pick up the guards, and will set off
at once. You know vour destination,
and whiat you have to do™

Captain (valz, s tall, tanned man, with
& bushy, black beard, smiled.

“It- will not be the first time that 1
have towed a cage to Perm, Exeelleney,™
he said. “But 1 may be stopped or
questioned."

Red Mask rapped out an imprecation.

“Mo one will dare to etop or quoestion
sou, Captain Galz! Here is your
authority.”

From his capacious pocket Red Mask
drew out a number of folded sheets of
paper and held them to the eailor.

CWHITE
% HEATHER §
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aloft.

the

“ You must arrange to reach Perm by
dawn," Red Mask went on.  “ ¥You will
halt at the Government wharf.  Thoere
will be men there waiting to relieve you
of your charges, ou mmoust see to 1t
that you are not delayed. You under-
astand ™

The captain took the sheets of paper,
glanced t%mugh them, and stowed them
away in his coat. He gave Bed Mask-a
stiff saluto.

“1 -understand, Excellency.”

He drew. aside then, and Red Mask,
crossing to Snazine, spoke to him for a

few moments. Then the steady "t‘hlt%;.

chug " of the returning motor-laune
sounded, and a few moments later s
pilot appeared. »
.“His Excellency desires to visit the
barge," Snazine said to the man. " We
will go on board now.”

Captain zalz leaned forward. )

“PThore iz no need for me to go with
vou, Excelleney,” he said. I want to
get baek to my boat, so that everything
may be ready for the start to-night.”

“Yery well, you may go.”

Hed Mask strode ont of the door of the
shed, and Snazine and the others followed
him. Then the two listeners heard the
door lock. Then, with'a swift movement,
Ferrers Locke emerged from his hiding-
place, followed by Boris.

“The window—qguick!"'
Locke,

In less time than it tokes to tell the
window was opened, and the two had
slipped wthrough it. Locke and Dons,
hurrying. scrozss the narrow courtyard.
halted m the muddy lane, and looked
back at the river. They saw the sguat
shape of the launch appear as it headed
swiftly for the opposite shore.

To the left of the shed they could see
the closed ear standing, and presently
the tall fizure of Captain Galz came
round the end of the car and began to
pace acrogs the courtyard.

“ Listen, Boriz!" said Ferrers Locke,
in s whisper. “This is where you and
Lwill have to separate for a moment. I'm
going to keep in touch with the captain.

satd Ferrevs

when Red Mask will have to account for
in the shape of FERRERS LOCKE,
But there is 2 lot of dangerous
evil influence is brought to his knees,
mettle of the men who have pitted
Red Mask.

I want to find out where he is going, for
I'm going to make use of hun. Yo
watech until Red Meask returns, and toy
to find out where he is staiing. We shall
meot again at Prince Michel's this after.
noon. Be prepared for a swift move,
beeayse 1 think we shall ali leave Nijm-
MNovgorod to-night.”

Captain Galz swung past the two
figures lounging against the wall of the
lane, giving them only a easual glance.
The wharves and docks of DNijm-
Novgorod were haunted by out-of-work
sailore at that time, and there was
nothing in these iwo to excite suspicion,

When the captain swung out of the
lane Ferrers Locke took up his task, and
Boris watched the tall figure until it bad
vamshed., 'Then he turncd, and paced
casually back across the courtyard.
sauntering on to the wharf. With hands
thrust in his pockets he slouched on,
until he halted by the car.

“ Zood-day, brather!”

Roris nodded to the man at the wheel,
and receiwed a nod in reply. Then, ina
cosual way, the driver lifted his hand to
the lapel of his coat and turned it. Boriz
had diffiealty in repressing a whoop of
joy ms he saw, under the lapel, a hittle
sprig of white heather. ‘ ;

Instantly DRoris slipped a hand into hie
pocket and drew ont his badge, revealing
it in the hollow of his palm.

“T thought &s much, brother” fhe
driver said. “Well, what 15 it you want
with me?"

“Where have vou  come from, and
what are your ovders®” Boris demanded.

“1 am employed by the governor of
the Kremlin, the driver saud.  “Thi
morning 1 was ordered to go to the
station and pick wp Snazine and a friend
of his. T do not know who the fricwd
was, He came secretly into the car with
A hood over his face. Snazine and the
ather man [ollowed him. We drove firs
to Snazine's bowse, and then came ou
here. "

“Put how doss ik come, brother, that
you work for onr enemy?’ Boris ashe..

The driver grinned.

A man in a thousand—Ferrers Locke |—

Tue Maicuer LiBranr.—No. B20.



—Can you discover the names of the Footballers on pages 14 and 15 P

“T was once Prince Michel's
chauffeur,” he gaid, * It wes the prince
who bade me take his sorvice: We al
serve who wear the white heather. And
what matters if I drive our enemies or
not if it is for the good of the cause?”

“Very well, Now, hsten 1o me,
brother!” said Boris. “ You must come
to Prince Michel's hovse and let me
know where you take those men to. See
to it that you do not fail, for much
Jepends upon 1t .

The driver touched his cap.

“1 will not fail you,” he said. “¥You
may trust me.' :

It was with a lighter heart that Bors
headed for the lonely house in the quiet
square where the prince lived. He found
Jack Drake waiting for him impatiently
and the youngstey-poured out a flood o
yrestions,

Boris held up his hand. ]

“All in good time, Jack;”" he said.
“You've only to wait until to-night and
your turn will come., ‘Thera are big
things ahead for us, and we leave the
town this evening, unlesa I'm very much
mistaken.”

The long hours of the afterncon
dragged past, ahd somewhers about dusk
one of the prioee’s servents came to
Boris, followed by the chauffeur, who
made hiz rveport swiftlv. He had taken
Red Mask back to the Kremlin and
heard Red Mask give his orders to a
subordinate there. Six men, under an
officer, had been sent off to Snazing's
wharf, and they had been ordered to take
with -them auﬂ{cient food and provisions
for the five-days' journey.

“Y have been ordered to return to the
Kremlin at. eight o'clock to-night,” the
man reported. “ And I've been told to
look up the road to Ferm. 1t seems that
1 have a long journey in front of me.”

Boris' listened in  silence, and ' now,
when the man had finished speaking, he
leaned forward.

*Give me the address where your car
is gparaged, It may be thst we shall
need another service from you, brother,
before you start to-night.”

The information was duly given. Then
ihe man hurried away, and Boris turned
1o Jack. :

“Things are moving,” he said, “Red
Maszk is evidently gomg to Perm, and
ha must have some strong reason for
ihat. T wish your master would retnrn,
T'm 'hjeginning to get a bit anxious about
him.*

It was an hour later before Locke re
turnedd to the house, and Prince Michel
vame in with him to .the room where
Boris and Jack weve warting.

T have asked his Highness to be here
end give us his advice,” Ferrers Locke
commenced.  * Now listen!” _

He poave them a swift report of his
movements. He had followed Captain
{fulz to the Government wharf, and had
wpen hith go on board & powerful tug—
the Liberty. A lorry, laden with goods,
had arrived on the wharf, and Ferrers
Lovke, taking the oppertunity of helping
10 unload the goods, carried them aboard
ihe tng.  He had been present when
viaptain Galz called his men aft and told
them of the arrangoments.

“Que or two of the men gruubled,™
said Forrers Locke, *“for they had not
cxpected to leave so seon, T pot in touch
with two of them—a fireman 'and a deck-
hand—atid I've arranged that we should
take their places™

He nodded across to Jack.

e fireman’s job is for rou, young
an,” he eaid. ** You'll be all right down
there, for there'll be no need for you to

—No one realises that more than the ainiﬁtar

talk. T zhall take the place of the deck-
hand, and we haven't much, time to lose,
The tug ﬂizll leave its mooring about ten
‘o’clock, and we'll have to “be abodrd
before then.™

Prince Michel leaned forward.

“Wou are taking a grave risk, Mr.

Locks, for once you leave Nijni-Novgo-
roel the Protherhood will not be able to
help you.”

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“Wa will have to risk that, your High-.

ness,” be said. “There iz no other way.”

It was Boris' turn then to fim Lacke
details of what had taken place in his
absence; and when he came to an end
he made his quiet suggestion.

“1 shall arrange with the chauffeur
to let me a-:cﬂmpun% him,” he -said.
“It is o far cry to Perm, and it will
be easy enough for the chauflfeur to
explain to Red Mask that he cannot
do the long. journey msingle-handed. In
2 driver's eoat 1 don't suppose Hed
Mask will recognise me. Anvhow, I'll
take the chance.”

; He smiled grimly as he roge ifo his
eet,

“So I will maet you at Perm, Locke,”
the tall Russian esid, 8z ha held out
his hand. *Let us hope that we shall
have something interesting to tell each
ather.” L -

They exchanged grips. Then Boris
shook bhands with fa.nk Dirake, and a
few moments later they left the guiet
house. Prince Michel drew Locke aside
and placed a hand on his arm,

“You are facing grave danger, my
son,” he said. *“But I know why you
do it. 1 st here in my little study,
listening—listening ; and 1 have learned
that to-night a number of prisoners
will go another stage on & dread
jonrnev. You know what that barge
holds ¥

Locke nodded. ]

“Yes, I know, your Highness," he
veturned, "It is for that reason T am
going. By hook or by crook I mean
to save them,”
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.The prince was silent for & moment.
Then he shook his head.
*1 wish you luck; but I fear—i fear,”

he ‘soid at last.  * Yeu're aloné amd
friendless, and your enemy s all-
powerful.”

Then his eyes rested for & moment
on the clean-eut, strong face, and
nodded,

“¥es, vou have courage, and
clever; perhapa a nuracle may
Mr. Locke, The brotherhood
and listen for your tidings.”

Eﬂu ATR
4R

will wait

The Brotherhood Keeps Its Word!
AM fed up with this, guv'nor.

(1}
I How long is it going to last,
¢'you think!™ :
A smoke-grimed, dishevelled

voungster, lying squat under the shelter
of a small boat that hung over the
stern of the powerful tug, whispered this
qur?ﬁti_?n to a man lounging against the
taltral,

It wae night, and ahead of them
loomed the wide, deep river runming
through the Steppe land.

For four long daya that powerful tug
had besn cutting 1f3 way steadily 1?
the river, towing the squat barge. It
had passed wvillages, very few and far
batween, and cccasionally s %‘:'er-!tunud

Now and agaim a handful of
spoctators would gather on the mm:]d]r
hanks of the river to watch the pasing
of the tugbeat; but, with 'g'ha solitary
excoption of innumerable timber rafts
drifting lazily downstream, they met no
osther vesselsy nor was the tugboat
helted or challenged at any ‘of the
towns, Tt asimply plodded onwards at
full speed; the great columns of smoke
pouring from its tall funnel, ;

Jack Draka, toiling in the engine.
room, had found his task a laborions
one, Ferrers Locke and his young
assistant had had no difficulty in gettin
on board the tug, for Locke's story o
taking the place of the other two men
had gean received without question by
the surly captain. It did not matter

A magged line of figures, echained

together Hke wild animals, greeted

the eyes of Loeke and Jack Drake.
{See page 24.)
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to Cuptain Galz who composed his erew,
4o long as they wore there and obeyed
his commands.

Jack's smattering of Russian wos all
that was required by “him, for it was
evident that the entire crew were sus-
E:!-;*Imw of sach other, each wan tackling

i3 _job in silence. There was an air
of furtive suspicion abont them all that
did not escape the quiet notice of Locke.

Attached to the tugboat by a strong
stoel coble was the covered-in barge.
Thero was a goad twonky yards' gap
between the barge and the tugboat,
and never once during the Iong journey
haxt* that gap been shortened, nor did
any communication tuke place between
the handful of men on the barge and
those on the tughoat.

far as Locke could soo thers were
alwavs two scniries on the bar e
on the bow, and one in the hrnoﬁ stern,
Theay changed regularly, and it was only
when passing the villapes that they
vanizhed from sight, disappearing into
the. boarded-np interiar.

Jack’s ElﬁE‘Fsﬂg-qu&H{'TE were aft, in
an  evil-smelling, unventilated lazaret,
and- it was. only at night-time that he
and hia governor could exchange a fow
words,

Ferrers Locke was on duty now. IHe
had been posted on the stern to kedp
hia eye on the steel cable, and report
if any signal came from the barge.

In & narrow, lighted cabin behind the
wheel  Captain Galz had taken up his
quarters, and, togelher with his first-
mate—an evil-looking man—had spent
the greater part’ of his "time lounging
in the tiny shelter,

Now unt again he would come reeling
out on fo the deck, and his half-druniken
voice would bark out a torrent of
orders, sending his handiul of erew
hugrying here and thers,

“It's the absolute limit, puv'nor!
I've never been on such a ship in my
life! Where are we going to? And
i‘tﬁj'-'ﬁ;].ung gre we going to Eanp; on like

T

Locke glanced along the brond. deek
of the tug. Thers was a solitary fipara
in_the bow, and he could see the broad
back of the man at the whesl, but
bévond these the deck was desorted.

“You're going. to have something to

do. in a moment now, Jack,”, Ferrers
“I have waited until to:

Locko said,
riight, for thera was no use maoking a
move before, To-marrow morning we
sre due at Perm, and belween then and

now, old chap, you and I have got to.

get on the barge back there,™

Jack s=at up sharply, staring at his
governor.

“Going on board tho barge,

“¥Yes, T've got tn communicate with
our friend.  Mnch has to happen be-
tween now and Perm, young ‘un.’™ .

He crossed to the part side of the
stern, and Jack followed him. Atrathed
to one of the stanchions waz a stonr
rope, and Locke indicated s little skiff
that wans rocking and swaving at the
ﬁti‘}'gf-ﬁend of thi; line,
~ "Ilhere are about sixty vards of rope
in the bow of that ﬂkiﬁ,:;r' heo prluineﬂ.
“When we get into it wo can easily
ay out until we comm abreast of the
barge. . We shall have to make a start
in another hour or so: it will ba pitch-
dark, and I koow ihat the men on the
harEa have n meal then, It's a risk,
Joek, but we'll have to take it. We
are going to flont down to the barge
end get aboard, old chap.™

Ha returned to his tﬁlt;.r. and Jack
settled . down once again, and a long
hour dragged slowly past. Jack caught

guv'nor?"”

a ‘movement from amidships, and a man-

appeared, carrying a tray. IHe entered
the lighted eabin, to returnm and dis-
appear a moment or two later.

“All rvight, Jack!” Ferrers Locke
whispered.  “No chance of Captain
(ralz, .disturbing ws now, Come along,
ey Jad.”

Jack cre out of -his llidin%-piaca
and followed his master. Locke climbed

ovaer the rails and drew tha skiff for-
ward:, The ifughbeoat rode low in the
water, and thera was only a drop of
fve ar six feet, which Tocke nepgotiated.

He landed .in the skiff lightly, then
Drake followed him; and, stepping over
to the pile of rope, Locke began to let
it out coil-by coil, The skiff danced and
tugged at the end of the line, until it
dropped back vard by vard, and Jack
saw the sleel cable swaving overhead.
gllii‘tl:'i' and earefully Ferrers Tocke
carried out his task.

Finally the litthe skiff swung inward
and thudded softly sghinst the =quat
bow of the barge. Leaning out, Jack
?rlpped o projection and clung to it
or & rmoment.
another length of rope and fasrened the
skiff to- the great, Ilvambering barge;
then climbed on ‘to this: narrow strip of
deck, to vanish for o moment, while
Jack waited, with hizs pulses drumming.

“All right, Jack! Come along!”

Jock climbed out of the skiff, and
made his way through the darkness fo
where Locke was wating for him 1in
the narrow space in the bow, The
superstrocture rose like a sohid wall
behind him ; and, veaching for the edge
of the roof, Locke drew himself on to
it. Jack waa after him in & moment,
and on their hands and knees they
crapt forward.

Half-way down they found a square
skylight covered with a sheet of tar-
paulin., Locke removed the [astenings
from- ona corner of it, and Jack zaw
& fnint glow of light appear. He

THE CURTAIN RINGS UP ON

FERRERS LOCKE, England's prener detec-
tive, who hax jofirneyed to Morcow amd
founded a sccret society Enown ar the

Drotherhood of the White ‘Heather. [is
governing. obfect t to stamp out the
tyrannical power of Red Mask, olinsz
Count Heinrich, who holds some  niya-
terious sway orvgr the destinies of dis-
tresaed Moscow,

JACK DRAKE, the deteefive™s young and
ahle aszzistant,

BORIS SARGY, a prontacnt member of the
Brotherhood, whe iy Locke's right-hand
man.

Already the great defectice hae been in-
stramental in retcuing three of Red Mosk's
victims, By a atralegiy {mperronation, the
sleuth nnd Boris, in company with Jack
Drake, arrive in Nijni-Nozgered. Coming to
@ shed on the wharf, Locke is surprized 1o
fed @ message acraweled on the wall ia
English, Il reads; " There are fifleen of ‘up
feft. Hearen Felp us!—JAMES Krnzmaw."'

Suddenly a patter of footsleps announee
tlee approach of a vty af men. The three
membera of the Brotherhood " immediately
take ehelter behind some bales of hides, A
tawrering flgure appears on the threshold of
the shed. I fs Red Mask!

(Now read on.)

Forrers Liocks enught af-

What about your copy of ‘* The Holiday Annual,” chums ?—

thrust his head and shoulders under the
tarpaulin, wrigrling close to his master,
n;‘utl peerad down through the ‘grimed
glnss,

The sight that mel his eyes brought a
fraint gasp of horror to the voungsters
1z,

He was looking into a cage. On
either side ran a long grille of steel
bars, which the ontside panellings of
woodwork had hidden from view, Down
the contre of the eaze thege wos a wide
plank-bed, and. chained to it, side by
gida, like so manv wild bensts, were a
double: line of 1agged, gaunt [gures
An oildamp swinging from  the roof
shed a sickly wellow glow over the
ECene.

Jack staved with hovror-filled eyes;
then. o touch on his arm poused him,

“We are looking at - Red DMask's
vietims, woung - 'wn,” Ferrers Locke
whispered, * These nre the unfortunate
wretches whom we have got to save—
and we've got to do it before-wo reach
FPerm."

The rasp of a bolt sounded. and, wirh
a quick movement Locke and his nssist-
ant. drew out from under the farpaulin,
From ihe stern’of the barge an armed
Agnre appeared and came pacing down
the narrow deck.

With a word to Jack, Ferrers Locke
began to worm lis way to the edge of
tha roof of the cage. Jack saw the
top of the sentry's furred cap as the
man made his’ way onward. He drew
opposite  where Locke was  crouched.
Then, with a noiseless leap, the detee
tive dropped over the edge of the foof
full on the back of the sentry.

The twe fizures vanished.

Ferrers Locke was taking no chances.

‘That sudden, noiseless atinck on the
armed sentry was the beginning of a

desperate adventure, and a mistake
then would have meant the end of bis
schemes,

The detective caught at the thick
throat,” chaking back the cry that rose to
the sentry's lips.

They fell together on the narrow strip
of deck, Locke uppermost. The sentry
was handicapped by his thick coat, and
the unexpectedness of the attack had
given Tocke an  advantage which he
made the mosk of.

In silence they wrestled, the armed
man irying to break away from thosre
strong, ' remorszeless  fingers. Once a
ficrce effort saw them roll over to the
edze of the barge, and Logke found him-
self peering down on the black waters pa
they gurgled past. He twisted his man
away again, pinning him agmnst the thick
woodwork ili?uu concealed the iron bars
of the great cage.  The round fur cap
fell from the sentry's head, revealing the
shock of thick hair.

Apain the silent wrestle began.  Locke
could feel the poweriul body of  his
antagonist straning and twisting beneath
him. The man was trying to reach for
some concealed weapon now.

Putting all his strength into the effert.
Locke rpised the “sentry’z head and
shoulders, then denve him down against
the outjuiting ledge of the paneliing,
a swift, fievee effort that saw the hwge
figure cromple suddenly under Locke's
stecl-like grip.

Lying flai on the ronf, Jeck held his
breath, listening intently. Thea, s the
monenta  passed, and theve was no
soutd, he  drew  himself forward and
gained the edge of the roof and peered
down into the dark spuce hielow,

_He was just in tivue fo aeo a tall figure
rize silently to its feet, while a huddled

The Brotherhood are in for some exociting adventures before the curtain—
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shape lay sprawling on the deck beneath |

if,

“All right, Jack! Come along!”

The youngster slid over the edge of
the roof and dropped into the narrow
«pace below. Locke lifted the uncon-
scious sentry by the shoulders, and Jack
grabbed at the feet. Together they
carted the man round to the narrow gap
in the bows. The detective stooped over
the fellow, tying him up hand and foot:
ihen he thrust a gag hetween the -thick
lips, and rolléd kim into a coil of vope,
leaving him there.

A jangle of keys sounded, and Locke
sl ool again.

"Go back and get his rifle, young'un,”
“*."‘i‘&i'rl', to his assistant; * and come herc,
vk,

Jack slid off, found
returned. Locke was bending over the
heavily-barred door of the cage. ind Jack
heard the rasp as the key was turned.

“You mnst wait here, and keep o
sharp lock-out, my lad.” the detective
vhispered. " Yon've gob te warn me if
anvone comes for'aed.”

The door e=lid epen, revealing a faint
hight; then Leocke steppoil guictiy
fhrough i, closing the barrier hehind
him again:

He was inside the cage with its
manacled, wearied prisoners.  MMost of
them were atsﬁ}rawi the hard, wooden

latform ; huddled np in a coruer was one
igure, which turned its head and stared

hard at the newcomer,

“Don't make a sound, genilemen,™
Ferrers Locke said, speaking in -clear
English. “¥You were told that the
Brotherhood of White Heather would
rescue you ; and I am here as their repre-
sentative.”

The quiet voice carried to every corner.

of the roomy cage. and shape after shape
started up, to blink and peer at the grimy
fpure in the blue overall,

“The—the White Brotherlicod 1’

Bomeone’s voive rose thin and clear.
Locke raised his hand.

" You must be silent,” he warned. *If
vour guards hear, your chance of escape
has gone."

A Game of Bluff !

HE huddled figures settled them-

I selves along the edge of the

wooden platform, tarning their

gaunt faces towards the man at
the top of the cage. Al of them wore
the same stamp—the pallor of hunger.
the subdued fear of wen who have lost
their courage. It was almost more than
locke could beay to ook at themy, and
hé felt a grear anger riso in his heart.

Penoed like animals—countrymen of
his own !

Ho moved down ihe long cabin, and
the stlent prisongrs leancd forward to
waleh him. The tall, ragged individual
'n the eorner at the end of the line arose
te hig feet, and Locke neted the clear,
sieel-blue eyves and grim-set jaw.

“You are Capiain  Barlowe, 1
L:heve 5°°

“Yer; that's my name.”

“Then I'm going to rely on yon to
help me, DBavlowe,” the detective went
1. " Have you any idea how many men
there arve guarding the barge ¥

"Heven altogether—six mien and an
ofticer. 'Lhiey are quartereqd afe.”

Ferrer: Lacke drew the bunch of keys
forward, aml, atrer searching for a
piapent, he discoversd the one that wn-
locked the heavy manacles sround the
captain s wrists.  He unloosened tliem,
gnd the tall ex-officer, stepping out of his

the. rifle, and

and drove them against the panelling.

Putiing all his strength Into the effort, Loeke raised the sentry's head and shoulders

Lying 8at on the rool, Drake peered

over and watched the sllent struggle, (See page 24,)

shackles, braced his long body and drew
a breath of deep satisfaction.

“Free! Free! By heavens! he mut-
tered to himself.

A movement ran through the long line
of prisoners. Manacled hands were
stretched out towards Locke, and he
ratsed his head for a moment,

“Liston, gentlemen,” he said. T am
here with a veungster. We travelled
with you all the way from Nijmi-
Novgorod, waiting for this opperitunity.
Now you will have to help.  We must
meet cunning with cunning, and this is
my plan. I want six of you 10 take part
i the scheme, and T wilt leaxe it to
Captain Barlowe whom to chooze.  Our
first need is to overcome those ruffians
who are guarding the barge, and the
six who arve chosen will have to take their
places. ™

He turned to the captain by Lis side.

I want you 1o pick out anong your
friends, those who will be able to take
the part of ithe men we are going to
tackle,” he explained; “for it's a big
game of bluff we've gof to play.”

A mirmur broke out.  Those unfor-
tunate wretches had suffered {urnent,
and the low veieds clamoured eagerly to
be released fronm their chaing, n a
quist voice Ferrers Locke revealed his
seheme, talking rapidly, and gradiually
their murmurs died away, and ope wan
o the line rose to his feet.

“ Woe must trust this man, my friends.”
he said. “He has come here—appearcd
like a very deliverer—let us do as he bids
ug, Surely we can suffer for a fow hours
longer if liberty, for us all, awnitz ne at
the end.”

He seated himself sgain, clasping his
manacled hands over his chest,

“I, for one, am content to waii,” he
addeled.,

Locke signalled to Captain Barlowe,

and, moving down the line, they com-
menced to make their choice, an
after man Locke spoke to, until at last
five had been aelected, and, moving
guieily to the door, the detactive opened
it. Jack Drake, on sentry outside,
saw figure after figure emerge, followed
by his master.

Then the door was closed again, snd
Locke signalled to his sssistapt, reaching
for the rile which he toock from the
voungster's hand,

“You will come with me, Captain
Barlowe,” he said. “And you, Jack,
must keep behind. Three will taks fo
one side of the deck, and the remainder
on the other. You must wait until you
get a signal from me, then move, and
move awiftly."”

He turned, and, slipping round the end
of the cage, began to move down the
narrow strip of deck with the captain at
his heels. DBehind them came Jack
Dirake, He realised what was going to
happen, and his heart was in hiz mouth
a: they erept stealthily aft,

Ferrere- Locke reached the ond of the
tall cape and peered across the stern.
Io saw the lighted companion-way. that
led down to the quarters occupied by the

guard.  An sarmed man was leaning
agaimst the compaoion-way, locking
down-stream.

With a warnming signal, Locke moved
out from his hiding-place. Jack, reach-
ing the side of the captain, peered at the
dirn fgure of his master. He saw Locke
reach within a yard of the sontry, then
a swift movement saw the rifle in the
detective’s hand rammed against the
broud hatk A quiet whisper in Russian
sounded.

“ A move, and you're a dead man !

The burly figure started, then went
limp again. The sentry, not being able
to turn his head, clutched gt the side of

—falls on the tyrannical power of Red Mask | Look out for thrills !
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the companion-way to stendy himself:
With an quick run, Captain Barlowe left
Jack Drake's side, and the next moment
had snetched the second rifle away from
the nervous grasp of its owner.

The gentry swung round, and, as he
did so, the capfain caught at him with
hiz disengaged hand, his powerful fingers
closing round the thick throat. A
mdgment later the man was sprawling on
hiz back on the deck, and eager hands
tightened on him.

ack Drake, running forward, helped
in a swift trussing-up, and had the satis-
faction of thrusting a ragged strip of his
F-:-nllen jersey between the man's. thic
ijis.

“ Are vou ready, captain?”’
“Yes

Locke had risen to his feet, and was
standing  at * the “top of the short
compamnon-way, the rifle and bavonet
%lintinp; in his hand. Theo . ex-officer

ropped into his place behind him ; then,
as though at a given signal, the two man
swung down the companion-way in one
swift dive.

Drake heard a gesp of amazement as
he pelted aftér tham, and found himaelf
in a low-panelled cabin, with two lights
shining from the reof. At a squnre
table four boarded men were seated,
while on the table lay a number of dice,
Across the top of the table was a bayonet
and rifle, under Ferrers Locke's strong
wrisk. It was slraight at the chest of
the younger man who had fallen back in
his chair, his hands above his head.

“Make a move, and you're s dead
man!" Ferrers Locke warned.

The other men at the tpble were sit-
ting rigid in the sane pose as their
superior, and for a long moment the
tableau iwlgr.i. Thon the detective gave a
quiet call.” There was & rush of fect,
and dewn the companion-way came the
released cgmﬂnam ko sweep past the
two armed figurea and fling themselves
on the discomfited guard.

Captain Barlowe dropped his rifle, and,
turning to Locke, held out his hand.

“The miracle has happened,” he said,
“We havie captured the barge, Let ine
release the Test of my friends.”

Locke's clean-cut face widened into a
quiet smile for 8 moment, thén he shook
his head. ;

“We dare not do that wet, captain,®
he said. * You are still' a long way from
[readom. Even if I were to release your
friends now, and we managed to get
ashore, what chance would you have of
getting away from here? o are in
the heart of Russia, with enernies on
every =ide of you. Where could you go?
Where could you hide? DBefore a day
was over Red Mask aud his associntes
would have tracked you down one by
Giie.

He leaned forward and laid his hand
on Barlowe’s arm.

“I've sworn to deliver all of you out
of the hawd: of that mevciless brute,”
he went on. “Dut if I'm to do so, you
must obey my orders. There is a way
te freedom, Eut we must first reach
Perm."

He climbed the companion-way on 12
the deck again, followed by the ex-officer
and Drake. They paced sido by side up
to the bow, and stood there listening
for. & moment, but dll wos quief save for
the heavy rhythmic beat of the tug-beat
shead.

“{aptain Galz has been told to fow
this barge to the rallway wharf at
Perrm,” said Verrers Locke., " Ie has to
reach it before dawn to.morrow, so that

h> may hand his prisonors over. Ile

will see his prigoners land under o guard,
gid then make his report to his master.
He will not know that you and your
friends sre the escorts. Ses to it ‘that
your Friafmaru are grouped among the
rest of your friends, and warn them that
if they make an atternpt to reveal the
trick you will kill them. The ecaptain of
the tug-boat does not kinow the guard
or itz officer, and I am trusting to you
to play your part.” .

He crossed to the bow, signalled to
Jack Drake, and reached for the rope
that held the skiff in place,

“You've a big job on, Captain Bar-
lowe,” he added, "“Just a quiet pome
of bluff that will scon be over. Durill
your friends in the part they've got teo
play, and walch these prizoners. You'll
':-:_iﬁ through, and 1 shall be there to sce
it.

He dropped into the skiff, and Jack
followed him, leaving the tall figure of
the ex-officer standing in tha bow. " Jack
reached for the long tow-rope and began
ta draw it .in, hand over hond. The

skiff glided forward with sach pull, and
-at long. last it reached the stern’ of the
tug-boot end was made fast.

Here you are, Noya! The finest
aduventure book on the markel —
one big thrill from beginning to
erul. IE's newe this year, so you want
to wnale sure of your eopy NOW,
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_Ferrers Locke helped his young as-
sistant over the stern and climbed after
hiin, and for & moment they stood there,

fte&rin at the dark. squat shape of ‘the
}ar%a ehind.
“Dwv James, guv'nor, it's a brainy

notion. But I wonder if those fellows
can carry it through?" Jack Drake said
at last.

To the youngster there was a prim
comedy i the position of affairs now.
That great, black prison barge, rolling
nlong in the wake of the tug, would hide
its secret well enough.

Kven as they watched they saw the
tail fgure, with a rifle slung over its
shoulder, appear for a moment as it
paced across the bows. Captain Barlowe
was setting his new guard to work, and
Jack Dirake chuckled softly to himself.

“My hat! But I wouldn't like to be
any of those sentries now ! he muttered.
“Chained up in a3 den of wolvea would
be a picnic compared to what they'll go
through, T'll bet.”

A warning sound from Ferrers Locke
made the youngster dive under a boat,
and 8 moment later another decl-hand
appeared with a muttered salute.

The best of the batch—the MAGNET !—

* Mo trouble over there, brother, I sup-
pose ¥’ the man demanded.

Locke shrugged his shouldera.

“MNo trouble, brother,” he returned,
as he paced quietly away.

Jack, wriggling out of his hiding-
place, followed his master, and a grin
crossed his face as "he looked back and
saw the new watchman toke up his stand
in the stern.

“I don't know how it's going to end,”
the lad muttered to himeell, *but by
James, it's a dandy scheme, ond it de.
serves to win through.”

An hour before nightfall a mud
splashed, closed car swung down the
long, rutted road that ran beside the
river, and came in sight of the huddied
city of Perm, that lonely terminus of
the Ural railway.

The principal part of the cify stood
on & steep cliff overlooking the river.
The streets were broad and well laid
out, and the houses aubstantial strue
tures of brick and stone, But as the car
moved through the main thorbughfare
8 tall man seated beside the driver
turned his wearied eyes to right and left,
noting thet the atreets were almost de-
sarted, and many of the shaps were
shutteroed and barred.

The car drove on past a long line of
quays, then, awinginﬁ sharply to the
right, it ran under a high, arched-gate-
way end came to n haﬁ, Boris, for it
was he, alipped from his seat beside the
_driver and, descending, opened the door.
The broad-shounldered figure of Count
Heinrich atepped out and crossed to the
gate. Boris reached to the interior of
the vehicle and lifted out*a couple of
heavy valises, following the giant Ggure.
A servant in white opened the door, and
Boris saw him bow to Red Mask,

“My master is waiting for you," he
reported,

Red Mask turned to Bbris,

“ Leave those valises. 1 will not nesd
you again to-night. You will return
here again at ten o'clock to-merrow
morning.”’

Beoris handed over his burden, salpted,
and walked back to the second chauf.
feur.

“He does not require us agein, my
friend,” Doris dpawled. “ But that doos
not follow that we may not require him.
Quick! Find some place where we can
leave this car, and let it be as near heru
az possible.™

They found a convenient shed beside
an inn mear by. The car was duly
garaged, and Boris- booked a room for
himself at the inn. Count Heinrich
little knew that the men who had driven
him all the woy from Nijni-Novgored
were brothers of the White Heather.

They were served with & meal by the
host of the inn. then the chaulfeur began
to question Boris,

“5o far I have moved in the derk™
he snid, *What's brought vou hers to

Perm?”

“Nothing that I need trouble wou
about, my friend,” Boris relurned
quietly. “You have done me a wgonl
sarvice, and that s sufficient. My work
from now cnwards is dengerous, and |
would not have you share it."

There was o look of relief on the other
man's face, and he leaned back in his
chair, He had kept faith with hiz vow
to the Brotherhood, but ha knew the

power of the man whom DBoris was
tracking. : :
“I have not vour steellike courage”

he said at last I cdo but drive a car.

It iz sufficient for me."
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—Born 1908 and Still Going Strong!

When the meal wag aver Borizs slipped up 1o his room and
unpacked the small valize that he had brought with him,
1t was n splendrd wniform that he dressed himself in. The
Russtan Avmy was of & semewlhat nondeseript  type, and
Boris, in a closefithing blue tunic, loose irousers, and the
peaked har, knew that he could pass himself off 25 2 member
of the Russinn stalf.

The papers that he had slipped into the pocket of the coat
ilewtifiedd him as Captain Roustam Salz. of the Railway Corps.

He kunew that the hovze the eount had entered was occu-
piei by the Government ofiiciol in charge of the railway,
He alio kuow that the tug-boat and barge were due fo arvive
at the Government wharf close to the ratlway station,

What had happencd durine that long vovage? Ilow could
he et in toneh with Ferrers Laocke ngaan ¥

Horis emerged into the quict streets of Perm, and headed
for a cortain address that he had been given. It was an ola
store situated pear to a line of trees, and the propretor,
obvismsly 1 Greek. gave Boris the sign of the Brotherhood.
 Doris began to question the man, but he gained very little
information,

1 have kept wateh on the vailway, as desired, brother,”
he explained. Al T ecan tell vou is that this afterncon a
long, closed coach has been run into the siding beside the
Government wharl, and 1 have heard that one of the most
powerful engines had been token off the general service, and
i5 watting in readiness foar some important mission. Buot
they have posted ruards all round the railway siding to-daxy,
and no man may emerge ov eoter without o special permit.”

“Then there is no way of petting into the Government
wharf without coming in rontact with the sentries?”

The Greek looked at hizs companion for a moment with-
out speaking.

“There is a way,” he zaid at [ast, “bot it's visky, There
was a tinie when 1 found it vseful™ :

“Then vour way will be my way,” said Doris, * risky or
atherwise. "

{ There is anolher long instalment of Lhis grand sioryg |

weat arecl:, Dapgs. Malie ceriain of gonr copy of the
MAGNET by ovdering il in advance.) s
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LEARN
HOW TO MAKE

all kinds of

Furniture & Fitments

at home.

If you can vse a hammer and 3 saw Fou can &00n learn how to
make all kinds of houwschold furniture, Carpentry work comes
natural to everyone. Witk the help and guidsnce of

e Practical Woodworker

o1 will ke able at the first attempt to turn ocvt pound, well-
nished work, and after a litile practice, when you * get your
hand in on it," you wil find yourself able to make articles of
furniture that would be a credit to any crafteman.
Uver 50 experts were engaged to compile and write Lhis book,
with the resnlt that itis the fineat and most workmanlike instructor
¥ou could have. There is no other book like it in existence.
It is a complete working Fuida to ﬂarpent.rg Cabinet-making,
Upholstery. To have the  PRACTICAL W ODWORKER ™ at
hand ias like having}an expert at your elbow telling you and show-
ing you how to every little detail from the beginning right
through to the very end. Another most important point is that
ihe g.sgtlmtea you rgake rrm?htlm instructions in the book will ke
a credit to yon, because they will have all the appearances of
keing produced by a firstclass crafteman.

A few of the

Articles YOU can make

at home in the evenings.

A Trellised Arbour—a GardenCarden Seats, Pergolas, Carden
Arch, Chairs, Tables—Plain Side| Bungalow, Provhsion and Meat
Takle, Kitchen Table, BimplsjSafee, Vases, VYentilators,
Table, Typewritar Tabla, OfEcelWhealbarrows, Window-Frames,
Tahkl Writing Table, Simple|Domestic Woodwara, &t nnd
Occasional Tahle, Chets andlLadders, Staircases, Flower.
Draughts Tahkle, Octagonal|Stands, Stoal and Book-Trough
Fancy Tahle, Squara Fancy|Comhined, Tea Caddy, Carden
Table, efc., elc. — Cupbeards Fanopies, Toys, Umbrelia Stands,
and Wardrobes, Bed-rests, Bed-|Upholetered Seats, Walking
sleads, Beehives and Fittings, |Sticks, Hat Racks, Rustic Sarden
Tents, Bolts, Bookcases, Boot|Furmiture, Tubs and Churne
and Shoe Racke, Cabinets, Smok-{Suntmer Houses, Dressers

- an
ing Cabingts, Chalr 3wings for|Sideboards, Coalbox Dog
the Garden, Chesterfield Sefteas,|Sheds and Outdoor u?mtinu":

Figeon Cotes, Rabhit Hutches,[Carden Baskets, Small Portable
Poultry Houseés, Chest ofiCycle Shed, Sanatorium, Tool
Drawars, Drossing Table, Green-i8hed or Carden Shelter, Motor-
houses, Garden Frames, Clock|Cycie and Side-Car Bhed, Cerden
Cases, OCramophona Cabinets, [Room, Tahle Drawers, Clothes
Furniture for the Hall, Incuba./Airer, Bahy's Play-Pan, Boot.
fors, Picture and Photograph|{Cleaning Box, Dustiess Clader-
Frames, Kennels, Mirror Frames, |§ifter, Mantel Fitmant, Card
Office Cupboard and all Office{Tanle, Cots, Work Bemches,
Furniture, Desks, Rustic Arches,|Linen Chests, ste.

Over 6,000 WORKING ILLUSTRATIONS
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THESE WONDERFUL PRIZES MUST BE WON! NOTHING DIFFICULT HERE, BOYS! =&

GRAND NEW COMPETITION!
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$100 MOTOR-CYCLES fiezlend tucgnes a_ﬁf Sets COMET BICYCLES (omriete wien &me

20 GRAMOPHONES. 40 FOOTBALL OUTFITS &octs Siokines o sodrs oir 6 “RILEY” BILLIARDS TABLES. 100 FISHING RODS.

50 Pairs of BOXING GLOVES. 100 Pairs of ROLLER SKATES. "*"™™ 100 MATCH FOOTBALLS. 20 MODEL STEAM EOCOMOTIVES (it

RULES AND CONDITIONS - ALL YOU HAVE TO DO

E
o

o : " i i _ . g is to write IN INK in the allotted space under each
which must be strictly adhered to. N ! of Eﬂ ﬁ:ﬂmﬁm.ﬁ_nﬁﬂﬁm the name of the Footballer which
. . . . . : you think the picture represents, Thus with No. 1, in the
1.—The —u_m.ﬁ Prize of mH_E._ in cashwill be awarded | _ P = @m first set of pictures shown again below, the picture clearly
to the competitor who sends in the correct, or nearest / - — 2\ means w},—um&. In the same way you have to discover
correct, solution of all eight sets of the pictures £ + T the names indicated by the other pictures.
according to the Editor’s official solution. £ 3 7 : _ _ w Hm all there Mﬂ_m be m”mﬂﬁ. SETS OF PICTURES,
. . , W S0 keep your solutions until the other sefs appear.
2—Th . . e @ ) | . :
he mw.nmum H:._.Hm of £50, and the n.__n#mmm in th e i DO NOT SEND YOUR ENTRIES YET.
splendtd variety of prizes will be awarded in order ; 3 : : : e
of merit, = —— To help you still further there is a list containing
| == the names of prominent footballers to choose from on
3.—All the prizes will be awarded. If two or more page 2, columns 2 and 3.
competitors tie, however, the prize or prizes. or their S Sk e T e s S at mut ot iaburse
value, will be divided, and the Editor reserves full et M Sl i e _ s i) o po——-
" ' " 1l der . Fhe 8
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i : : % 3 j “Boys' licalm,” Eil
4,—No colutions may be sent in until all the sets | el 1 2 cwﬁa ._H,“Fﬁ.__
of the pictures and the necessary coupon have been AT = S G
ﬂﬂ—.__.—mm—#_mn_.. Full directions will then be Mm_..._w_mﬂ.. “ r___,_g._ __: ﬁ _ .__.. t_ :ﬁ”mnmaw.: “Young
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DON'T LET SUCH-AN OPPORTUNITY SLIP BY. NOW LOOK OUT THE THIRD SET OF PICTURES WHICH APPEARS NEXT WEEK!
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