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The varying forfunes of Mick , the gipsy, approach a elimax when Aubrey Angel, driven by the overwhebing hale that
conswres him, betrags Mick into the hands of Buarengro the scoundrelly lcader of the gipsy gang.
stccess of his dasfardly scheme Angel beging to feel remorse,
secrct in regard to Miclke, the gipsy.

IWhat is it &

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Let Down !

1 OU fellers won't mind——"
Mick stopped.
There was & slight Aush in
the dark cheeks of the gipsy
sthoolboy, and he locked doubtfully at
Wharton and Nugent—his study-mates
in No. 1 in the Remove.

It was teatime, and Harry Wharton
and Frank Nugent, fresh in from foothall
practice were ready for tea—more than
ready, They were rather surprised to
find preparations for tea in the study
well advanced-—with a somewhat upuzoal
stack of supplies on the table.

The fire burned brightly, the kettle
was singing on 1f, and there was B
mountain of toast keeping warm in the
fender. There were cakes and scones
and tarts on the table, as well as ham
and eoggs ond sardines and a beautiful
pat of bubter,

Wharton and Nugent eyed the tea-
table with appreciative eyes. Fool-
bell, in & cold wind from the sea, had
girﬁn them a remarkshly good appetito
Bach,

They amiled cheerily at Mick, az he

asked  them  whether they  would
(1] m‘kn’dllﬁ“
“Mind ' repeated MNugent.  “ Mind
you stending a spread? Not much!”
Mok the tiniest little bit in  the

world 1" said Horrm Wharton, with a
faugh. “Carry on, by all means.'

}%i:-!-:’a Aush deepencd.

*You see—" he began,

“1 see.” assented Wharton,
the tea, Nugent, old cnap.”

“"What-ho !

“I—I've asked & chap to lep—-"

“All sercne,' sald Wharton, laughing
agrin.  “Then these fernfic prepara-
tions are not for us, bot for some person
or persons unknown.™

“0Of course, yow, too,” =ail Mick.
“But I've asked another chap—=you fel-

lors don't mind ¥ .
wee ramd?” zaid  the

“Why  should
eaptain of the Remove, " You can ask

anvbody yvou like to tea in your owp

“Make

| study.
I him."”

If we don't like him we'll lump

“Ask the Head if you like.” said
Nugent, pouring the boiling water on
the tea, *Or Mr. Quelch; or any old
thing ™

“Is it Bob Cherrr " asked Havry.

*N-n-no:"'

“ Johnny Bull®*

* Nunno.*

“Inky?" asked Wharton.
Iﬂk i N

“It amin't!"

“Well, never mind who lie is—he can
come and welcome,” said Harrey, * Bt

“If

AR

he'd better buck up; we're poing ta
begin.™

“It's a Fourth Form chap,” said
Mick.

“Well, we don't often hawe chaps in
pther Forns to tea,” saunl the captain
of the Remove, “5Btill you can ask the
Fourth if you like, and the Fifth, too.
Even the jolly old Sixih. What are you
blushing sbout, vou young mss?'’

Mick, the gipsy. looked discomfited.

“It's o chap you ain't very friendly
with,” he said.

“Well, we're not chummy with any
of the Fourth., But we can be civil,
oven if it's a great panjondrum  like
Temple.™

**Tain't Temple.”

“Well, give him a name,” saul Frank
Mugent, looking ronnd curiously at the

hestating  gipsy. *“Who the merry
dickens iz it ?"

“ Aubroy Angel.”

“Oh

Wharton and MNuzent  ejsculated

“Oh ! simaltaneously.

Mick looked at therr anxiously,

“You don't mimd " he esked, 7
know vou don't like Angel of the Fourth
—-but—but I like him.™

“What the thamp do vou see in like
in Angel of the Fourth?” demanded
Nugont,

H1--1 don't know ' T hike him,” snid
Aick. I liked him fust Lime I see
him, when [ came to Greyfriars, ™

With the

Subsequent devclopinents reveal an asfonishing

T

: A long complete story of

- Harry Wharton & Co. of
Greviriars,with Mick, the
Gipsy Schoolpoy, as the

" central Tigure. Told by

 FRANK RICHARDS

“ And showed it by licking him '™ said
Nugent, with a lavpgh.

“l=1 never wanled to fight Angel
He miade me, and Skinner egged him
on,” satd the gipsy schoslboy. -“Bur
that's all over. Wo've made fricnds. ™

“Hem ! mmrmured Wharton.

“1 know you blokes thought him »
snob  because he was down on me”
said Mick. *‘ Dut—but, after all, what
was I?  Only a8 gipsy vagrant, and
Angel's a splewdid chap—in his way.”

“Iz he*" satd Nugent dryly.

“Yes, he is!” sard Mick, with some
sparit. "I think =0, even if you don'i.
Tho fellers say he smokes and playas
cards in his study——"

‘““He does.”

“Well, he ain't an ordinary bloke,
and I ain't setting up in judgment on
him,"” said Mick. “He's made friends
with me. It was all beeause of hiz father
coming the other day—8ir Philip
Angol—--"

“Ho came bocouse Angel of thne
Fourth wrote to him,” said Nugenl.
“aml ashed him to use his infAuence a=
a governor of the school to get you
turned out of Greyfriara™

Mick wineed,

“T know,” he said, in a low voice.
“But -but yon know how it happonpd
—DBarengro, the gipsy. atafled on old Sie
Philip in Redelyifo Wood, and T helped
Angel’s father, and—and—and then he-
asked Angel to be frionds with me, and
we shook Dhand: on " '

“A Tot Angel carea for that ! gronted
Nugent. :

Harry Wharton was silent.

Fle was quitn aware that there wag a
shork in store for the gipsy schoolboy.
Sir Philip Angel was 8 stern and roso-
Inte ald gentloman, and his saon had nol
venfuresl to dispute his  wisher.  Dut
Sir Philip was gone, and Angel of fhe
Fourth was free to do as he liked. And
it was pretty cortain that he wonld not
like to bo friends with the gipsy.  Fle
detosted  Mick personally—he  looked!
down on him as a gipay outcast—nhove
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Copyright in the United States of America.



4 Prizes to suif veryone! Enier our Grand Footer Contest to-day !

all, he resenied bilterly the strange cir-
rnmstance that Mick strongly resembled
him in looks, _

On that subject ihe supercilious Angel
liad been chipped uwnmercifully. Fellows
who had wineed- under his  dizdain had
taken delight in asking him whether he
had gipsy relations. Angel's leree re-
santment bad -made his likeness 1o the
ripsy o favourite topic among fellows
wﬁ]; did not like the cad of the Fourth—
and their name was legion.

Mick’s face quivered, and Frank
Nugent was sorry the next moment that
he had szpoken.

"Aﬂge?om}uldn’t shake hands with
me, in his father’'s prezence, unless he
meant to be friends really,”™ said Mick
iy a trembling voiee.

“Waell, loi's hope it'z all right,” =atd
Nugent. “After all, we don't know
much abont Augel- he may  have his
good poings”

“7 know he has," said Mick, his face
brightening a litile.  “If vou fellers
knew him Lelter, you'd think so.”

“Well, we shall! know him better, if
he conles to tea, kid,” said Harry Whar-
ton ‘seothingly, “We'll treat him ke
an  honourcd puest and s Jong-lost
brother.”

“ After zil, I suppose he means io be
fviendly, as he's accepied your invila-

tion to tea,” said Nugent. 'Ile zadd
he would come?™
Nat exactly,” eald Mick. " You

see, T.-T didn't rare to go to lis study
without bein® asked. 1 sent him a note
askin® Rim to tea. 1 got your minor to
take it, Nugent.”

“Oh! Then you're not
coming 1"

“1 'ope he is,"” said Mick. “T-T
think he will, because we're friemds now,
you see”

There was a [nm:a'.tn{: in the Remove
passage, and a shrill whistle,  The
cheeky fuce of Nugent minor, of the
Hocond Form, looked into Study No. 1.
e nodded and grinned to his major,
and tossed a folded note to the gipsy
srhoolboy,

"That’'s fram Angel!™ he said, and
walked away whistling.

Mick caught the note.

“That's to say he's coming!” he =aid
confidently.

Wharton and Nugent were silont.
They did not think so; bul there was no
peed to state what they thought.

Alick opened the note.

His handsome foce was bright as he
planced at it. Bui the brightness died
ont suddenly.

His fare changed, and his lip trembled.
The note fluttered from his hand, and
iell on the tea-table smong the cakes.
Mivk was a hardy youth—he had endured
inng years of ill-usage ut ihe hands of
Horengro, the gipsy, his old tyrant; and
lie stood lickings from masters and pre-
teets al Greviriars with a stoicism that
made the emove fellows wonder. Hul
now his lip guivered, amd hiz fealures
worked, aud, 1o iheir cons-lernation,
Wharten and Nogent zaw a lear raoll
down bis dusky choeek,

“Mick " exelaimed Ierry.
MMivk made an ellort Lo eonlrol himsell.

aure  he's

" He ain't coming ! Mo said nusteadily. |

“You can read the nole if you like,
You Tellers have your {ea—I1 don't want

any."” He moved almost Dlindly 1o the
tlnor,
“Eul—"" excdaimed Nugonl.

Bot the givsy sohoalboy was gone,

] B slsde,
lin 1he sight of the preat preparations
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
To Avenge Bunter !

ARRY WHARTON picked up the
H note from the table, His brows
were  kmtded, and his  eyes
gleamed under them. Ife did
not meed telling that Angel's reply
vcontained some bitter gibe in returp for
the confident faith of the sipsy scheolboy.
‘The szceme in ihe visitors'-room, when
Sir Philip Angel had made Aubrey give
the gipsy the hand of friendship, must
have been gall and wormwood o the
snob of the Fourth, e had not lost
this  opportunity of taking & inean
revenge,
The chums of the Remove read the
nota together. Ii{ was guife in the style
tirey hud expected of Aubrey Angel;

“Thanks!
“T don't accepl invitations from gipsy
vagabonds, A, Ancel”

“The rollen cad!” zaid Nuogeni.

Wharion set his lipe. :

YAM ecourse, the rotier never meank o
be Iriends with Mick™ he said. “F
=uppose he dared not oppose his father's
wish==Dbut he meant to let Mick down
s soon &3 he could, and 23 havd as he
coull, The worm 17

*oor ol Mielo 1™

"He's o young ass!7 said Wharlon.
Y Blegsed if I ocan see why he should
like Angel! The rvorter’s been down on
him ever since he came, and tried to
el his father to shift lnm ovt of tha
selpos] Why the deace dees he want
io hie fricmis with {he cad?™

“Goodness knows ™ caid Frank., * Por-
haps becanze he's so like hiin in looka.
Lots of the {ellows ehip Anprel about
Ak being a velation of his, o makes
Avwrel wilid, sl mwakes him hate Mick
s {lian over, | $ 5T SUPpPOse the
voung ass can't think aoylhing of the
Bk ™

“Flarvdly.” _

Whartan gluneed ab e well-spread
There was something pathetic

Mick had made for the snobli=h fellow
who had lwrned down his invitation as
insultingty as he could.

“Well,” said Harry, alter a pause,
" Angel has & right to deculs for humself
whorn he will be friends with, and a
right not to be friendly with a fellow
simply because that fellow saved his
father from & gipsy footpad. But he
hasn't any right to insult & chap aftec
shalking hands with him and pretending
tn make friends. He vonld have led him
down lightly, aud with tact, i he'd
likel.™

“Calch Angel liﬂ:llg that '*

“He's going 1o pay for nol deing ii,”
sald Wharton. *'Mick's & pal of ours. in
a way, and he's & zensitive little Lb-eggar.
fairly at the moerey of B sneering cad
like Angel, 1'tn going o call on Angel
of the Fourth after Lea!™

Nugent laughed.

UGood: I'Il comie! Bul we're landed
with a splendiferous spread—we'd betier
get in some guests of our own, &5 his
high mightiness Aubrey isn't coming, and

ick's gone olf to mope.™

And Frenk Nugent left the =tody,
and returned in & few minnles with Bob
Cherry. Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jameel
Rem Singh. The thren had just come in
from football, and they were hungry,
and preparcd to do full justice to Mick's
spread.

“This is something like!” remarked
Bob Cherry. ™ But wherefore this thus-

nesz?  Have you [fellows come into a
forlune™™
“The forlunefulness seema 1o be

tervific,” remarked Huorree Jamset Ram
Singh, “and this gorgeous spread 13 &
stit& in time which will rave tho craeked
pitcher from going longest to the well,
as the English proverb saye.”

“1t's Mick's spread,” said Harry.

“Then where's Mick?" asked Johnuy
Bull. “Does he stand spreads and leave
his puesls to get on with il en their
awn 't

Wharlon fezsed the nole seross the
table.

“You fellows can see that. " e said
“Mick told us lo read it.  You won'l
mention it outside this study, of course,™

Biab Cherry's brow darkened when he
read Anpel’s note.

“The cad ! he growled.

“T'he rotter !'" said Johnny Bull.

“Tha terrific oulsider!  said  the
MNaboly of Bhanipur.  After tea ] ]
going Lo punch his ridienlous head.

“FPhat's my Jjob!”" =aid lIlarey
Wharton, “LD've put m the hrsd claim,
But tea first=—1"1n famished !

“Bame here!”

Tha IFamows Five =zl dovn (o {ea.
Five hungry foolballers sooun  made o
cloaranee of the good things that had
been intended to gladden the eyes of
Avbrey Angel of the IMourth.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Halle, Irallo, hallo? Tlaw did Baunier
know thers was & spremsdl on oan this
study ?''

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Buader rolled .

“1 sax, vou [ellows, 1 haven't come
lo {ea——"

“You never have,”  zand 'f"-:upl?nl.
“You only stay on after drepping o by
sheer chanee ! Why ™"

“Oh, really, Nugent -

“Raoll oway, barrel 277

“1 say, 1've boeen
Bunter.

“ Mot for the frst Gme, by some hone
dreds, or thou=gnd=" 2and DBab Cheoey,
“1 venromler Mick kwcked wveer 1l liise

Lichod-——2" il
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day we niet him. I hope he's kicked you

again.”

“ Beaszt 1™
"Who's gumg to roll that barrel out '
asked ""'Eu;}rel t.  “"XYou're nearcat the
door, Bob. ]

“T'm your man!" said Bob, getting
up,

“I say, you fellows, hold on! T've
beon kiciced!™ howled Bunter. ‘That
cad Angel of the Fourth! I say, you
might stand up for a fellow in your
own Form!"

“I'm standing up for you,” said Bob—
“standing ll{'} to kick you out, Bunty!

Are you ready "
t m]-:e-:l me out of his 3tuﬂ:,', vou
know,' ‘said Bunter. 1 wasn't doing

anything—just plancing into his study

cuphoard, when he cama in. never
touched un:.rth'ml;. I hedn’t fime—I
mean——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bloaged if I sea anything to cackle.
gt You fellows oughtn't to let o cad

like Angel kick a Remove chap!™

“There's one Remove chap that can
do with a lot of kicking,” snid Bob
Cherry.
Bunter, of Bunter
Here poest™

Court,

~Bob Cherry twirled Bunter round, and

drew back a large size in boots—but
Williarn Ceorge Bunter did .not wait for
the kick. Ile holted ont of Study No. 1
like an arrow from a bow. Bob Cherry
ﬁrmned, and slammed the door after

1.,

“Beast ! came in a howl through the
koyhole. Then -William (George Bunter
departed for fresh fields and pastures
naw.

Bob chuckled, and sat down to finish
his tea. Over the remnant of the spread
the Famouns -Five disenssed whet was to
follow, It was agreed on all hands that
Aubrey Angel of the Fourth was to be
licked; and the Co. reluctanily consented
to leave the task in the hands of Harry
Wharton, Every member of Lhe famous
Co. would have been pleased to under-
take the task of punching Aubrey Angel.

40nly,"” =aid Wharton thoughtfully,

il

) i
CN R T Y
2 '

“Hia name's William Creorpe
Nowhere.

best of the baich-—the MAGNET!

“what am I going to punch him for?
Must wive a reason,”

“For letting Mick down like a heastly
cad, of course,” said Bol.

“Yes, but Mick's a sensitive little
heast ; he won't like that. * A rose by any
other name would smell as sweet” as
Shakespearc remarks.  Angel ought to
be punched for- treatmg Mick rottenly;
but I think I'd ‘better punch him for
soue other reasom, It doesn't matier
what the reason 1= zo long as he's
punched.™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“He slacks at footer,” said Johnny

Bull. " Punch him for that.'

“Well, that’s a good = reason, if we
can’t find & better one,’ assented  the
mpt{ml of the Remove, “I suppose I

can't tell him I'm punching him because
I don't like the way he does his hair”
““Ha, ha, ha!”

“What about Bunter?” suggested.
Mupont.
“ Bunter "

" Yes—he seems to have kicked Bunter,
Bunter's a fellow in cur ferm, though
he doesn’t do us an+ credit.  Avenge
Bunter."

% Good '™

There was a roar of langhler in Study
No. 1 Clertainly, in ordinary ciccum-
stances, none of the Famous Five would
have dreamed of punchifig a fellow for
kicking Billy Bunter out of his study.

But it was a ready-made reason for
punching Angel, without dragging:
Mick's name nto the maiter. With a

delicaey of perception rather rare in the
Lower Fourth, Wharton roealised that
Mick would he deeply hurt if Angel's
insult to him waz taken up as an
ostensible cause of quarrel, and made in
consequence the talk of the Remaove,

The Famous Five left Study No. 1 ina
body, after tea, and looked into"No. T,
Bunter's study.

“Your prize pig here, Toddy ™" asked
Wharton,

Petor Todd locked up and grinned,

“Here he 15! Take him away !
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“Twok here, Toddy, vou rofter -—-
bawled Dunter,

“Come on, Bunter,

“Yah?

“Wo want you'

L]

said Tom Chevry.

expiained Wharton.

“1z it a fr—:e-r__!?” nskedt Bunter, Ins
mannor changing Tlite suddenly.
“Thanks awfully, old echaps —"

“It sn't a feed ™

“(h, gn and eat coke, 1ue lot of vou,”
saitd Bunter, with ancther sudden dhange
of manner.

“You told us Angel of the Fonrth had
kicked vou,” said Harry.

“8o ha did, the beast! Call vourself
capiain of the Formn, und lut a Fourth
Form cad kick a Remove fellow!™
sneered Bunter,  * Presiows Form cap-
tain—I den't think.”

E‘:I'm gomng to lick Apecl™

 Dan't vouu want bo sen the show?!

Bunter jumped ount of the armchair
with great nctivity,

“Pm coming, old fellow !

“Come on, then," sail Tob Cherry,
with a chuckle. “Come and tell Anged
of: the Fourth what vou think of him,
and then see Wharton lick the cad.”

Billy Bunter grinned. with joy at the
prospeck,  His little round eyes | fairly
gleamed with satisfaction Lehind his big
*1[:131:1:&&1&3

“1 say, yvou fellowa, it's awfully deceni
of you to stand up for a pal Like this”
he said.

“YWe wry Lo be decent, you know,"
said Bob solemnly.

“I shall stamd you a feed for this,”

gsatd Bunter, “as seon as my postal
order comes——"'

“Ha, ha, ha !

“What are you cackhing at?”

demanded Bunter, 1 mean it!  In
fact, il you give Angel & really good
hiding, '\"E‘-tlmrmn. I't huve you down fo
Bunter ('ourt for the holidavs™

“Oh, my hatt  After that, I shall put
up a fight like Dempsey ! said the cap-
tain of the Remove. ** Lead on, Bunter!
You're boss of this show, you know.”

“Follow me!" snid Banter loftily,

And the Owl of the Remove led tha
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“ You kicked me, Angel,'* said Bunter, with disdainful scorp.
“I'd have licked you,” confinued Bunter, ** only—--" 0 1 said
of mine is taking up the matter for me,”" said Bunter, with dignity.

“*You couldn’t ! ** said Bob Cherry.

* And I'll kick you again, you Ghﬂﬂ]{]l' barrel,'” shouted Angel.

““Geton ™ **A [riend

{&ee Chapter 3.)

- F e e

—of Harry Wharton & Go., the famous characters of Greyfriars !

Tuk Magser Linrary.—No, 823,



L

way, struiting ahead of the Famous Five
with an air of great importence. And

the chuma of the Remove followed. him
with grinning faces.

P

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Angel Takes His Medicines !
M ICK, the gipsy, came aquickly out

of the windew recess as the
Hemovites were crossing the

landing, heading for the
Fourth Form ]gam . Iz face was a
little pale, ut there were no othed

signs of emotion about it, Mick had felt
ithe insult imm‘ﬁuhrﬁ' Angel dﬁ%}]lj; it
Liad wounded him to the quick. But the
kipsy schoolboy, sensitive as he was, was
uet the fellow to wear his leart upon
his gleeve for daws to }113::1-: af.

“Heve, hold on——"" he exclaimed,

“Halt!" said Bob Cherry.

“The haltfulness is terrific.”

Mick looked anxicusly ab the juniors.

e could sce that it was a war-party,
going to look for trouble in the Fourth:
and he thonght that he coold goess the
IOAEOIL.

“¥You fellers going to sce Angel? he
asked.

“Just that!" agreed Bali

“Took 'ere, you don't want to make
any row on my account, Wharton,” said
the gipsy schoolboy, flushing. " 1i's my
business, sin't it g

“Quite gal” apreed the captain of the
Hemove. * Ave you thinking of hammer-
g Angel, Mick?:?

EL] H’u‘, .'!' ﬂ-iﬂlt !:I':I )

“Tt would do lum good,” supgested
Johnny Bull

* Oh, rot!™

o Well, get on ! said Rob.

" ere, vou ain't going lo rag
Angel on my account—"*

“Your saccount, yon checky msz!"
Billy Bunter interposed. * What's it gob
to do with you? My friends are going
with me to Angel's study Lo back me
up.

“Foul” ejaculated 3lick.

“Oh, come on, you {ellows,” said
Bunter. *“Don’t waste {ime on that
gipey. It's no budsiness of Lis”

“You s=ee, Mick,” Bob Cherry ex-
plained solemnly, *“Angel has kicked
Bunter——=""

*Rerve him right!"” said Mick.

“Why, you cheeky rotter——" roared
Eunter, '

“But the Fourth ecan't kick the
Remaove,” said Johnny Bull, with a gein,
“"We've gomg to point that out to
Angel.”

* Emphaticaily ! zaid Bob.

Miek Hffm] the pariy dubicusly.

_:!{]hl it's about Bunter—" le
suid.

‘L'*Whu the thump did you think it was
sbhout?” demended the Owl of the

Remove scornfully. “You're cheeky!
fict ont of the way! I say, you fellows,
come on, for goodoess’ sake!™

Alick stepped back, still a litile dubiouns,
perhaps. But he understood that, whal-
ever might be the Co's metive in mirtinﬁ
Angel’s study, nothing was to be sai
shout hin or Angel's lettor to him,

'The wav-party marched on, and a
number of the Remove gathered round
them, curvions fo know what was oo
Billy Bunter was only too willing to let
ihem know,

“My friends are h&rkiug me upoin o
vow with the TFourth ! he announced
lofiily,

“Ha, ha, hat"”

“Runter's  Jeader,”  expleined Bob

Cherry, * We're his humble Tollowers—
following 1n dur fdather's {footstops, yeu
konow,"

“What rot " remarked Vernon-Smith,

“What does it matter f Angel, or any-
body, kicks Bonter?” inguired Squifl.’

“On this ooccasion it matters a lot,”
sgict Harry Wharton; “Angel, in kick.
ing~ Bunter, has kicked the Remove.
Can the Remove ba kicked wilh giddy
unpunmty ¥

" Never!” said Johnny Bull,

" Perish the thought!” said Nuogent.
“"Tead on, Bunter.”

“Follow me!™

Bunter led on., Quile a liltle army of

Removites followed on, keen to see the
entertainment, In the Fowrth Form
passage’ they came on Uemple and Fry
of the Fourth.

“Hallo, iz thizs a reid?” demanded
Cecil Reginald Temple,

“Pax!" goid Harvey Wlarton at onece.
“No peed to gather the clans, Temple—
it's not a Form raid. We're calling on
Angel. You can come in and see fair
play, if vou like.”

“ What's he done 3™

“Kicked Bunter.”

“ What the thump does that matter?”

“ Bunter thinks it does. Got on !

The war-party arrived at Angel’s door.
Hob Cherry opened the door, sending it
flying wide oper with a bang.

" ﬁ:allﬂ, halle, halle !'" he voared.

There was a startled exclamation in the
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study, Aubrey Angel, of the Fourih,
had finished tea, and was lesnin :
in his luxurions armchair,, amufih{g a
cigaretté—one of his little ways. HKenpey
wasg smoking another cigarette, and the
two-black shecp were falking ' gee-gees”
They jumped as the war-party atrived
and the door banged open. Angel sprang
to_hii feof, with & sav look;

“ What the thamp ﬁf you fogs waut
here " he shouted sngrily.

“¥ou, dear boy.”

“Get sut I

“(et in 1" said Wharton,

And the Hemovites got in.

“Look here, yvou cads,” zaid Angel
between his {opth,, *“If you've come
here for a rag Erﬂ: jelly well yell for &
prefect.™

“Ehut up ! s;md Billy Bunter,

“What! Vou cheeky fol frog—"

“Ehut up 1™

“Goit, Bunter ! chorused the Famous

Five. And fhere was o chortle from the
crowd of Bemovites and Fourth-Formers

crammed oulside Angel's doorway.

Billy Bunler put his plomp arms
akimbo, and stared at Aubrey. Angel
through Iis big spectacles with disdaintul
scorn. Bunter was guite cnjoying himself.
Mever had he felt so important. 11s was
Lbacked up by his Form—the leaders of
the Form were backing hin uvp—and
Bunter felt that hiz real consequence in
the Remove was being vecognised at last.
It was like the king coming into his owa
again,

“Vou shut up, Angcl!"” rcontinoed
Billy Bunter victoriously. ' You just
listen to me. You kicked me in this
study——"

“T'll kick vou ont of the study, if vou
don't roll out, you cheecky barrel!®

shouted Anﬁei.

“You kicked me," zaid Dunter calmly.
“I’dl have licked you, only—eonly-—hom !
_ﬂ“ 11

“ Only you couldn't I said Bob Cherry.
“Get on 1"

“Oh, really, Cherry 1

“Go it, Bunter!”

“A friend of mine 15 taking up the
matter for me,” seid Bunter with
dignity. * After consulting with my
friends I've decided to leave the affair
in the hands of the captain of my Form.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“Now, then, Wharton 1" =aid Bunter,

Harry Wharton stepped forward.

. “Ready, Angeli” ho asked, pushing
back his cuffs.

: Ai:uhre-y Angel gave Lim a venomots
OO,

“T'm not lghting yon on that gipsy's
account,” he said, *“*If he wants troupls
he ean come here himzelf,

“What jpipsy?’* asked TWharton
innoccently.

“That vagabond Mickd™

“What's Mick got to do with %"
asked Temple of the Fourth.

“Naothing 1" said Bunter promptly.
“ Wharton's chipping in as caplain of my
Form, becauze Angﬁ kicked me. Angel's
afraid to stand up te him.™

“Funk ! roared Squiff from {he door-

a\Fl

“T1t's about that gipsy, Mick!" hissed
Angel. “Do you think I don't know?
Lo you think—" _

“{ know what we think,” =aid Templo
conternptucusly. “We think you're o
rotten funk, Angel, if you don’t put up
vour hands.™

HFunk ! roared a dozen vaoieea, |

e kicked me!"™ shoofed Tunter,
“Took me unawares, you know, when 1
was looking nte the cupbosrd —"
~ “Ha, ha, hat”

'E “1f Anpel can kick a Remave chap, he

v

Can you picture Billy Bunter in a glider 2—
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can put up his hands {o a Remove chap!™ | out to avenge the insult, Dut Ilarry

said Tom DBrown. *Screw
courage, Angel, old man!”

"1 tell you-—-"" yelled - Angel.

“I'm waiting-!"" said the captain of.the
Romove politely.

“Go it, Angel!" said Frv,

"I won't! %

“Tap him on the bako, Wharton ™
called out Bunter. “Even Angel will
fight if you punch hiz nose." *

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Iwon't!” hissed Angel. “J—="

“Well,”" said Wharton, with sn air of
consideration, * if a chap won't fight, it's
not the pame to make him. Tut ho
kicked Bunter ! He must let Dunter kick
him pe

“Hear, hear !

“Turn round, Angel!”

“What " panted Aubroy,

“Bunter's going to kwck wou,” ex-
plained Wharton, * Sance for the gooss
15 souee for the gander ™

" You—you retter! 1 won't! I-——"

“That ia only fair, my esteemed funky
Angel,” seid liurre& Singh.  “Tho kick-
fulhess is now a boot on the other leg.
And wheever 12 saney to the goose mipst
bo sency to the gander, az the Knglizh
proverb says."

“IHa, ha, ha!”

_ "It’s that, or a zerap " said Wharton
impatiently. * You can tuke your choice,
Angel—and lnck up about it.™

Angel fairly quivered with rage. Ile
was guite certain in his own mind that it
wus hig lekter to Mk that had l'nl'-;}-.l.ght
tho Famous IFive to hiz study, He had
folt quite safe about that, for he was
aesured that the gipsy schoolboy would
not want to make the unpleasant incident
the talk of the Lower Schasl by sething

ip  wour

S

Papers?{

i

““Look here, Angel,”” sald Wharton,
““Ars you going to take the kicking ? "
“No!” yelled Angel. ** Perhaps that

will hel
he mngmi suddenly for Angel's nose and

you ! " suggested Wharton, and

tweaked it. (See Chapter 3.)

Wharton had proved equal to the
occasion. Mick was not te be mentioned,
and the Removites were there to avengo
Bunter.

“Well 2" sand Ifavey.

“Lock here, you rotfer—"

“Are you going to take the Lkicking 7"

“HNe ! yelled Angel)

::Fh?‘l put up your hands,”

“ Perhaps that will help vou!™ sug.
gested the captain of the Remove, and he
reached swddenly for Angel’s nose, -and
tweaked it.

There was a well of langhter, and a
howl from Aubrey.

The tweak did help him. Fven Angel
could not stand that., He clenched iis
fist2 and sprang at the captain of the
Hemove litke a rigor,

Then the fight bogan.

The other follows {"I‘{':I-".'l.'d!'tf hark to
give the combatants roomm. For several
minuies the Removite ond the Fourth-
Former were *going 1t hammor and
tongs.

Angel, red with rage, nttacked hotly,
savagely, and several of his furious Dlows
came home and made Wharton blink a
little,

But he received some
punishment in return,

The juniors looked on with interest,
Angel could bo superemlious and  dis-
dainiul,
of wounding o fellow’s fechngs 1r cun-
ning wayvs that it was difficult to resent.
Bat he bad never shown up s a fighting
M.

Now, however, he was putting up an

VEry  LOoVero

Ile was a past-master in the art

n YA

minutes it locked as if the two were well
matehed.

But a drive on the noso sent Angel
sfagg{.ﬁ:-riug across the study, and then lis
brief courage peterod out a little. He
came up to the hght again slowly and
reluctantly.

After that the captam of the Remove
knocked him right and left, -till at last
Angel sprawled on his expensive campet
and refused to rise

“I—I'm done!"” he gaspidd,

“The donefulness s not terrific, my
cxteemed funky Angel. Get up and get
onfually.™

“Funk !" snorted Fry.

“I'm done, I tell you !” snarled Angel.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders,

“Well, if you say you'rea done T
suppoge you're done,” he said. " You
ought to borrow a little pluck from some-
where, Angel, bofore you start out to
make yourself so dashed unpleasant.”

M make that gipsy sorry for this 1™
hirsed Angel, glaring up at the captain
of the Remove,

“ITe hasn't had enough'” exclaimed
Bunter. “I say, you fellows, I'll jolly
well Kick him now I

“"You jolly well won't!" said Bub
{herry, tuking the Owl of the Remove by
the collar. * Kim on!"

" Legro, you beast ! roared Bunter.

“This way!"”

Bob propelled the fat junior out of
the study. ‘T'he juniors followed, laugh-
tng, and Angel was left te  hanself.
Kenney closed the door ; and then Aubrey
Angel found that he was able to rise.
Ho sat down in the armchair sl
imopped hig streaming nose with a hand.

L kerchiof, Kenney watched him with w

unexpoctodly good fight, and for some [ lurking grin.

—Yes ? Then look forward to next week’s ripping yarn ! It's a scream |
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1 make hiun sorry for it muttered
Angel.

“Who — Wharton
Llandly, o

" No, you idiot "

“Bunter ™ smiled Kenney,

“That gipsy brute—"

" What on carth's the gipsy gol te do
with it 7

“He's at the bottom of 1. It was only
rponf gbout Bunter.  What do they care
if a follow kicks Bunter? 1t's that gipsy
cad ! Angol gritted Lis teeth “I'H
make him sarry for 1t. I'll pet bim out
of this school before long.™

"You've tried ihat already.” raid
Kenney. * You brought your fether indo
it, and it's turned out that he's backing
up the gipsy.'”

“There's another way ! snarled Angel.

“What's that?”

 Find out!” said Angel sourly.

Tha ecad of the Fourth had no inten-
lion of confiding his scoret schemoes even
to his toady. i’m‘ it wax of DBarengro,
the gipsy, that he was thinking, and of
his acheme to help the ruflian to vecap-
ture Mick, the runaway. Upon that,
Angel of the Fowrth was fully resolved
now; but he was well aware that, if the
plot should be a success, his own part
i it required to be kept a dead secret,
if he did not want the gates of Grey-
friars 1o close hehind him for ever.

asked Kenney

N S —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Barengro's Chance !

ARENGRD, the gipsy, knocked ont
his pipe and rehilled it, lighting it
irom an ember of the dying fire.
It wae night—rcloso upon midnight

-——and the gipsy camp on Courtheld
Common was sleeping. RBarengro still
sat on a log by the lire, smoking, “I'he
gleams of hrehght played on the gipsy's
dark, savage face as he sat there. His
cipression was dogged and savape. He
wag thinking of Mick, the runaway fromn
ithe camp—-now out of his power for ever,
&3 1t seemed,

:WI? Barengro was so fiercely deter-
mingd to recapture ithe wvoy was o
N to iz gipsy associatea, and to
A m'li;I:.l imsal;‘. ]i:mn:. Iiiiq-l:’a earliest
rocollection, his Ife i ihe gipsy gang
uad been onc of hardship and ill-usage.
He had received rough kindnesses froin
uther members of the gang, even zome-
times from the drunken ruffan Melchior;
Dt from Barengro, nothing but bLlows
and curses, Yeb, now that Mick had
escaped him, Barengro romained camped
at Courtheld, grimly determined not to
mova on till the runaway was recap-
tured, The rest of the gang grumbled
at tho long stay. MBepging awd pilfering
amd reost roblung and poaching had put
them on the worst of terniz with all the
local inhabitants, and 8ir Hilton Poppee
and other local ragnates were striving
lo induce tho police to turn them off 1he
common.  But Bnrm?m was leader of
the gang, and they siill remained.

And now he had almost given up
!u:'.-;}l.'f of recapturing the runawar. In
his first weeks st Greylriars, Mick had
been wild and wntarmed. Many a dark
wight he had stolen out of the Remove
cormitory, aml reamed in the woods—
many a day he had failed fo retwn (o
the school for lock-up; and Bavengro,
watclung  for his chaneo, had  several
tmes almost snceecded in getiigr hands
vpon him,  But of late the gipsy seemed
14 itm‘!’:_.&&i“ﬂd down in the sehool : night
slter night Barengeo had lurked by the
:l-ul"ﬂ af Greyfriare, wailing amd walch
g, wmd o only disappointment  had

followed, And within the walls of the
gchool Mick was safe.

Earengro's gloomy reflections, az he
smoked by the dying fire, were inter-
rupted by the sound of a footstep

Ha turned his head quickly.

A schoolboy, mufiled in a coat, with his
cap drawn down over hiz forchead, came
out of the shadows, and approached the
camp-fire with hesitating steps.

Ho zaw Darengro, and came on more
quickly.

The gipsy leaped to Tus feet.

“Mick!"”

For a moment he thought that it was
Mick who stood before himy, and he
slared in armaremont.

He realised his ervor the nexi moment.

It was not Mick. 1+ was the Grey-
friars junior who so closely iesembled
the waif—so closely, that once Barvengra
had seized npon hitn, believing thar he
was Mick,
' Wou—Master Angel ! said Barengro.
*¥es”

Angel looked round him flearfully in
the shadows, Iie had takea o great risk
in stealing out of the school and visiting
the gipsy caunp.  Onl
conld have spurred
rigk,

“All safe here™ said Davengro. with
g grin. “The camp’s asleep. You've gob
something to tell e, Masier Anmel”

[ 1 EEE-. LE ]

“ About Mickt”

' -&FEE,"

1] qu !TT
The gipsy eved Angel coriously.

“"You remember, when 1 saw  you
last "—Auhlrsg Angel spoke in a low
voice hurriedly—"you told me you
wanted Mick You wanled a chance io
get hold of bim."

“T'va waited here for weeke, Tov
that,” said Barengro. *We hreak camp
the minute I'vo got my bands on Mick.”

I told you I could help you.™

“1 remember.”

“He's stopped breaking bounds al
might,” said Angel “I—I've been watch-
ing hin., I thought I'd be able 1o give
you the tip when he went ont of bounds
at night.  Dut he's stopped it; Le was
nearly sacked for it, and he's chucked it
And—and he's more i faveur than ever,
owing to somcthing that ]1:1!:311:11(&1.1 in
Redelyffe Wood last week—"

Barengro started.

* What was that?”

I “It” doesn’t matter what 4 was—

“Tell me,” said Barengro.

Angel made an impatient gestare. Tle
wag anxious to be gone. But I feared
the dark, zcowling gipsy, aud e did not
venture to deny him,

“My father came down io the selanl.
I'd asked him to come, to got the gipsy
turned ont—-—""

“Bir Philip Anpgel ¥

L1 Yﬁ, }’l",ﬁ}’ =

“Colonel  Angel's  leother?”  said

arengro, a strange Light 1o lus oyes,
“You're a nephew of Colonel Angel”

“You don’t know anything ol oy
uncle, I suppose,” said Angel,  “He vwas
killed in the wiwr. I hardly semoinbor
himn—"

“I vemermber Luey,™ said Darengen,
between his iceth, I vememnber D,
and I fancy be remwarboered e, 1ild L
died. Ho wmd hiz son-—-"

“My unele never had o :on,” waid
Angel. "I lold you 1haf, when v
zpoke of huo before,”

Barengro made an impsticnt eoeforg,

HMTell me what happenced in Redeivive
Wnnd ¥° )

My fathor wnz afacked R TR

L
&

im on {0 take the

his hatrod of Mick |

gipsy ruffian, and Mick helped him ont.
Ho cnstead of tarnmg him out of Lhe
school, my father is backing bhim wup
naw,

“8o  that
Barengro.

Angel stacfed viclenily.

*Was—was it you-—"

Barengro launghed harshly.

“Never mind that,” he said,  “Get
on 1"

Angel panted.  He realized that he
wes standing in the presence of the gipsy
footpad who had attacked his father, ani
it made bim recoil. It was from the
ferocity of this ruffian. Barengro, that
Mick had vescued Sir Thilip Angel. For
a moment, Angel repented that he had

come to the gipsy camp, and he made o
movement to po,

“T never knew him," said Barengro.
“ He has changed in all these years. Noi
that I'ever saw hio mueh: but I remem-
bor he was like his brother in those
days. It was Denys Angel, the colonel,
who—"" Bareugro ttopped, and gritted
hiz yellaw teeth. * Never nrind that.

He paid for what he did.”

“¥on knew my uncle—you were his
enemy ™ asked Angel, with a scared look.
“What does it maller? Yon're goin
to help me o gev hold of Mick,"” niﬁ
Barengro, with rude abrugpiness. *'Get

on with it!”

Avgel bresthed hard,

This ruflian had attacked hiz father:
but, after all, he was the only one who
could serve the fuyn of the cad of the
Fourth, Angol's repentance was brief.

“Yes: he's got ta go!™

“"You hate hin®" said the pipsy.

“T despise him ! =aid Angel. * And
—and he's sa like me—so the fellows say
—I'm stek of ! T've got enemies in the
school—they chip me about it, making
out that he's a relation of mine—that
gipsy vagabond ™

Barengro burst inte a harsh laugh.

“1do they say that?” he asked.

“It's only fooling, of course, just to
make mie sit up,” said Angel, between
his teeth, “I'm fed up with it! I want
the Lirute out of the school. Are you
veaddy to collar him*™

“Give mie the chance; that's all 1™

** And you'll elear off as soon as you've
got hin I

“The same hour,™

“Then listen to me. I can manage ii
casily. For some reason, I den't know
why, the cad wants to make friends with
e, 1 ecan pull s leg and get him eafo
out of gates for a walk—you under
shand ™

Darenpra’s eyes gloamed,
YT undersiand.

_ “Then it's only & question of avrang-
ing when and where,” muitered Angel
burriedly,

“Ooad !

For ten minutes more they talked in
fowr tones, Then Anbrey Angel disap
prared  into the shadows again; and
Barenigro returned to hia pipe by ihe
dhying dire, with o savage grin on his dark
fuce, Tiwonzh the cloomy night Anlrey
Aogel tramped back lo LGrevfrinre, inoa
satisfied] mood,  1ie had taken a des.
preate stop, aml hie knew that there was
itk i what ho had done,  Boid he <did
not revwend. Only o oday ar wo more,
and the ghey schaolboy weonld be gone,
for ever, hack to the ald hife, back 1o
honper ared blows and  beutalily, aodd
Angel of the TFourth felt that it wos
worth 1he risk.

was wour father!” said

Read about the would-be ¢ birdmen’’ of Greyfriars—next Monday !
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Angel’s Way !
(1] IGK !I':I
M The gipsy  schoolboy
started.
: It was Wednosday, and
morning classes were over at Greyfriars,

The afternoon was a half-heoliday; and
as there was no match on that day, Harry
Wharton & Co. had arranged to give the
glpﬁ{l_ﬂehﬂﬂhu some coaching, initiat-
mﬁ_ im into the mysteries of Soccer.

Mick was going out into the quad after
dinoner, when Angel of ths Fourth ad.
dressed him.

Ho- spoke guite genjally aond
familiarly, and gave the astonished gipsy
a pleasant nod.

Mick simply stared ab him,
too surprised to speak.

“Busy this afternoon?™ asked Angel.

“"Eh! What? No!" stammered Mick.

“T'd hke to spesk to you———"

L L] Tﬂ m&?”

“Let’s stroll round the Cloisters a fow
minutes,” said Angel agreeably. L |
want 1o tell you I'm sorry."

“Horry ! repeated Mick,

“Will you come?"

Mick hesilated s moment.

He had becn hitterly hurt: and afier
that insulting note from Angel of the
Fourth he had given up entirely any
idea of ever being friendl 1‘-‘it{| the
fellow. Angel's friendly advances now
amazed him, and he folt a nalural im-
pulse to refuse to be drawn. Bot that
was only for a moment. The next, he
nodded and smiled.

“T'll come.”

The two jumors walked away {ogether,
and strolled into the cloisters, a quiet
and rather socluded spot.

Aa 5 matler of fact, Angel of the
Fourth did not want to bo seen with the
gipsy, s0 far as that conld be avoided.

There was nothing but rancour in his
secret heart towards the gipsy schoolboy ;
indeed, only the bitterest rancour could
hava driven oven Aubrey Angel {o the
treachery he now contemplated.

He was

And he still reparded Mick, as he had
always regarded him—with the disdain
of a supercilions gnob,

Ho was glad to get into the cloisters,
oui of sight of the crowd of fellows in
the quadrangle. But several fellows
noticed them strolling away fogether,
and wondered,

“The giddy lion and the lamb over
again,” said Peter Todd., “I thought
they were at loggerheads."

*So they are,” said Bkinner.. * .ﬂnﬁcl
pulling his silly leg for some reason.

And Deter concluded that that was the
case. Angel was just the kind of fellow
to tako another fellow up, in order to
drop him in & marked way afterwards,

. Mick was a simple fellow in his way,

*

B

but he was no fool; and perhaps some |

suapicion of the kin¢d was in his thoughts,

]| He was rather recerved towards Angel.

_ But his desire to be friendly with this
junior, whom he o sirongly rosembled,
was keon: so keen that it surprised him-
self a litile,. He was glad to give the
dandy of the Fourth every chance.
Angel could be very agroeable when he
liked; and he liked now. His- manner

| was very frank,

“I treated you rottenly the other day,”
he said.

*You did " answered Mick.

“I'm sorry! Fellow can’t say more
than that, can he ™

#1—1 ='pose not."

“The fact is," said Angel, “I was &
bit wild at my paler making moe make
friends with wyou. I felt that I was
being bullied m a way. Fellow chooses
his own friends, dossn't he 7

“OF course,” assented Mick,

“Dut after T'd sent you that nole,”
coptinued Angel, "1 thoughs the matter
over. 1'% have reealled it if I could
have."

Mick's facve brightened.

“I'm gled {o "car you soy that, Master
Angel,"” he said earncstly, “I don't
mind owning that it 'uct me hard,™

Angel eshoddered  inwardly at  the
dropped aspirates. But he continued to
smile.

L
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“You gee,” wenl on Angel, “I remom-
bered how you'd helped my father when
a footpad went for him. That makes a
difference.”

“¥es," said Mick,

“The pater wanted us to be friends,

ell, why shouldn't we be?”

blick beamed.

“I don’t see any reason why not,” he
answered simply. ' Course, I ain't your
cqual, Master Angel. I don't pretend
to be. EBEut I did admire you ever since
I first saw you, and I"d have heen very
glad if you'd have spoken a kind word
to me. I dunno -guils why, ‘cause I
ain’t a foller to be friendly very rasy with
anybody, I a'peso it's because you're so
like me in looks, "

Iiven Angel's hard heart had felt a
twinge for & moment. But it hardencd
again as the gipsy madn that last remark,

*“The fellers say, in their jokes, that
we re related,” aaid Mick., “They say so
to get at you, because you don't like if,
which i3 guite natural. But I've nover
had any relations, and I don't even know
my own name, and so, although I knowed
there was nothing in it, of course, it
ave me & sorf of pleasant fecling to hn
iko momecbody near enough {6 be his
relation. IMr'aps you wouldn't under-
stand that, you always having had people,
and so gn,"

_Angel did net understand it; there was
little that was sensilive or imaginative
in his hard nature. Iut he contrived o

srnile. )
“I seel” he saud,
“And now, i you really mean it—""

anid Mick hesitatimgly.

HI mean it," said Angel, ol's Lo
friends, It will please my father, and
he's a good sort. What are you doing
thiz afternoon

“I was going to play foollmll with
the Remove blokes™

“Come out of pates with me ipstead.
You're not keen on fooler.”

“Well. I've hardly played the gamo
vot," anid Mick. 1 want to pick it up.

(T4

ut, of course, I'l rather go out with
you, Masler Angel.”

(dce Chapler 4.)

A schoolboy, muffled in a coat, with his cap drawn down over his forehead, eame out of the shadows, and approached the

camp-fire with hesitaling steps, Barengro, the gipsy, [leaped o his feet. * Mick!" he exclalmed in astonishment,

Coker, the joker, is well to the fore I As an aeronaut he wants some beating !
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“Then it's a go,” said.the dandy of
the Fourth. " I'll meet you at the gates
at three”

“I'll bp there.”

" one ! said: Angel.

And he peddéd and walked away.
Mick Jooked aftér him with 5 bright
f'aca'; but Angol's brow was clouded “as
he went. )

Somewhat to his own surprise, he dis-
covered that he had, somewhere, a4 rag
of conscience. He was uncomioriable at
the part he was playing,
shrink from trickery;

but his present
conductk was of a

ind that even wun-
scrupulous fellows, like Kenney and
Skinner, would havo regarded with
horror and scorn. Angel felt o sense of
discomfort, but he did not change his
determination. '

* After all, he ought nut tv be here I
ha mutjcered’. _ The wretched trickster
was irying lo justify himself. “He's a
pushing cad to shove into a school lLike
this. He ought to go. He'll be all right
among his own people.  Tf he doesn’s like
it he can lump it. Greyfriars isn’t a
home for runaway gipsy vagabonds.
Anyhow, I'mi going on with it.”

That determination was  fixed in
Angel’s mind, He felt dizcomlited; he
shrank from viewing hia conduet in its
true light., But he was going on with ik
Mick had to go!

e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Traitor !
1 LETTER for you, Aubrey!"

Kenney tossed it on
study table,

~_ Angel threw away the stump
of his m%nretm, and glanced at his hend-
some gold watch. It was nearly three,
and E_m::hablj Mick waz already waiting
for him gt the school gates, But it
would do no harm to keep the presump-
tious vagabond waiting a littﬁ while,
Angel considered, He picked up the
letter.

It waa nddressed in hiz father’s hand.
Kenney eyed him as he slit open the
anvelope with a little pearl-handled pen-
knife. It was not uncommen for hand-
eome remittances to orrive for Angel;

the

He did not

his ‘people were very wealthy. On such
ocegsions his study-mate and tofdy some-
times ratzed o little loan from him; date
of repayment very uncertmin. Angel
had to pay for being toadicd to.

The dandy of the Fourth drew out the

letter, and glanced over it. Iis brows
knitted,

“Not a'fiver !™ asked Kennoy.

Ll N.} EI‘I‘

“A jolly old sermon?” asked Kenney,
reading Angel's frown. *" Has the old
scout had a bad report of you? T sup-
pose he’s-not likely to have had a good
one ¢’

“He's coming down to the school to
day,” prunted Angel, regarding the
[ letter with & pureled frown. .

“My sunt! e was herve last week!
Is he going to live here?"

Angel gave his study-mate a steely
look., Kenney's manner was far from
showing a proper respect for Sir Philip
Angel.

“Mind your own bizney !” said Angel
shortly,

Kenney shrugged his shouiders, and
strolled out of 'tﬁ'& study. If there was
no cash in the letter, his interest m 1t
ceased.

Aubrey Angel sat staring ab the letter.
It puzzled himv and angered him. The
service Mick had rendered Bir Philip
was little encugh, in Angel’s eyes, and
he considered that the baronet at-tacilml’ &
very uhdue importance to it. ke had
been intensely exasperated by hiz father's
kindness to the waif of Greyiriars. Buf
ho had not supposed that Sir Philip had

iven the wmfpc: further thought after
eaving the school a8 week ago.
letter undecetved him. It ran:

his

“Dear Aubrey,—I shall ba at Grey-
iriars thiz afternoon; you may expect to
see me about four. I have something
very important to tell you, which con-
cerns the gipsy boy Mick., Since seeing
bim, 1 have reflected incessantly upon
his strange resemblance to the Angel
family. You must bhave noticed how
very like he is to you, and he iz siill
more hke what your brother Claude was
at his age. What I have to tell vou will
surprise  you very much, and think
will pleass you, Seo that the boy Mick

is present, It 15 essential for me to sec
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him and quesiion him. T hope you ara
now . good friends with him. This i1z of
more importance than you can at pre-
sent possibly suppose.

“ YOUR AFFECTIONATE FATHER.”
The dandy of the Fourth threw the

letter on the table. )

“ Now, what can that ibly mean?”
he mutiered, setting his m “What 'on
earth has vome over the pater? I could
sen that he, was taken with the cheeky
cad. But this! TLooks as if he's got
gome silly scheme in his mind for backin
up the rotten ountsider somehow—poyin
s fees at the school, perhaps, now that
old Popper seems to have turned his
im,"”

Angel gritted his teeth,

“And T"m te chum with him—chum
with that ﬁ_lth?r outsider! 1 can see
mysell doin’ it1"”

He looked at the letter again,

“Four o'clock ! Essential- for Mick to
be present, iz it?" He sneered bitterly,
“Well, Mick won't be present, thai's a
cert. I'l take jolly geod care of that!”

There was deep anger in  Aubrey

‘Angel's breast as he quitted his study,

and went down the stairs.

The cad of the Fourth was not all bad.
He respected his father, whom he feared
a good deal, and he was certainly not
without natural saffections. In ordinary
cireumsiances Angel would have gone 8
long way to meet his father’s wishes,
aven at considerable trouble to himself,

But on this special subject he was
adamant. The ma thought of 8ir
Philip Angel “taking up " the gipsy in-
furiated him. The fellow had the im-
pudence to resemble him—to look like a
moember of the Angel family—a family
of which every member had a lofty
%ininra of himself and his connections,

at resemblance was,; in Aubrey's eyes,
the head and fount of the gipsy's offend-
mng. And instead of anpering his father
in the same way, it seemed to draw the
old gentleman . towards the waif. What
was Hir Philip thinlang of ¥ Seeing the
gipsy thmugﬁ Greyfriars, and perhaps
thiough the TUniversity afterwards?
Adopling him! Even that wes possible,
yedging by the letter,

Whaiever remorse Angel had felt for
Lis treachery towards Mick was gquite
gone Row. @ was thankful that he had
zeen Barengra, and made arrangoments
with (he ruffian. It had come only in
time! A few honrs more, and it might
have heen too iate. At four a'cloek this
very afterncon S Philip Angel would be
at Greyfrars, and what might follow
Angel could not guess. But at least the
gipsy should not there, DBy the time
sSir Philip arrived Mick should be a
pPri=oncr in a gipsy caravan, in the hands
of iz old enemy, rolling away on the
rodlz—-10 vanish for ever from the .eyes
of all who had known him at the school,

Apngel arrvived at the s=chool gates,
Mick was standing there, with a some-
what clouded brow. It was ten minuies
past three, and from his provious experi-
enee of Angel, Mick could not help sus-
pecting  that the Fourth-Former hbad
madde the appointment intending to let
himi down, 1t was a saddentng thought
io the gipsy, and his dark face brightencd
up wonderfully as he saw Angel coming,

For onee, at least, he had done Angel
injustice ; the dandy of the Fourth was
keapinie the appeintment,

Mick was greatly relieved. He had
arvcady lold lgarrj.r Wharton & Co. not
to expect him o on the football-ground, as
ne was going for a walk with Aubrey
Avgel. The chums of the Remove had

Special New Boy Supplement—next on the hist !
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said nothing, Tt Mick wag keen enough
E mf lih{:ir tht:ru_ghtf. ]Il'!ef bﬁlmvifeg

& WS Sim illing s le
tbaie:t Eﬁﬁ down ng:!:ig. “ Mick wished

that they had been present now, to see
Aubroy joining him at tho gules, with a
{rien smile on his face,

“Am T lato?" asked RHEHL

“A few minufes. It don’t matter,”
said Mick.

“Let's get oul.”

“Right-ho I"

The two Ig'unim‘a walked out of gates
together, Billy Bunter, who was adorn-
ing the ancient gateway with his podgy
person, blinked after them in great sur-
prise. He could scarcely believe the
evidence of his big spectacles when they
showed him Angel and Mick sauntering
down the road on apparently chummy
termas.

Angel took the direction of Courtfield.
Mick would have preferred the opposite
way, as he did not desire to ‘E{l anywhers
near the gipey camp; but Angel's wish
was law to the gipsy schoolboy. He
walked on with the handsome Fourth-
Former in a very cheerful mood.

M Let's cut through the wood here, and
get out on fhe common farther on,"
suggested Angel,

" Right you arc!"”

Again Mick had a desire to choose
another direction. Where the wood
bordered the common the fooipath
svould take the jumiors within & quarter
of & mile of Barengro's camp. But
Angel walked on, and Mick went with
bim, not caring to gainsay his superb
friend.

Angel made a remark occasionally,
forcing bimsclf to speak. But for the
most part the '-'-'!:Hfgd in silence, and
Mick's cheery look slowly faded away.

It seernod to him that the dandy of
the Fourth had something on his mind,
a1 was indeed the case.

Angel's hoart was beating with un-
leasant l‘aﬁldltg a8 they moved along
the fooipath. On the footpath farther
on ngro  and Melchior were in
ambush—mwaiting. Something  like
herror at his own treachory was seizing
on Angel's mind, Even st that moment
ho might have repented and turned
h_l.a.":'!-l:. But the thought of 'Sir Philip’s
visit to the schuol that afternoon sus-
inipad him.. Mick must be pone before

the bavonet came, and this was the last |

chanee,

By a gnarled old ooak-tree Angel
halted. ' e
MMy hat! T believe T've dropped my
oigarette-case !" he said, fceling in lia

pockets.

“Lot's go back and look for it.”

#Nao, I'll go back s bit. You wait for
me here," =aid nl.

“(Oh, I'll come with you ! said Mick.

“Rot! Hang on hera a few minutes.

Angel's tone was rather gharp. Mick
erid no more, but throw himself into the
grazs at the [oot of the oak to wait.

Aubrey Angel walked back along the

path. In a few scconds the winding
nf the footpath hid him from the
Eipsy's sight.

He halted.

He was not sceking a losl cigarette-
case.’ e szlood in the footpalh under
the trecs with a white, strained face,
lizteming.

The deep silence of the wood
ronnd him=—silence, deep and shill. Tt
wag oppressive, almost tervifying, to
Angel. Had the gipsica failed to keep
the appointment; kad the ambuzh never
been laid? Awvgel almost hoped that it

woR
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THE HAND OF
JUDAS !

was & rush of feef and he was In the
eonld defend himself,

enemy.

Mick heard a rustle in the underwoods—that was all the warning he had. Thers

grasp
“Help ! ' shouled the schoolboy.
distanes, heard the ¢ry and the blood rushed to his heart. He had beirayed his
(See Chapter T.)

and Melchior before he

of Bare
kool from the

was so; that chance had saved him from
erime. .
Then suddenly, through the silent
wood, there ra a cry from the spot
where he had lelt Mick.
Angel started, and the blood rushed
to his heart.

tense face, Lrembling.

A cry—a cry for bhelp! It was Mick's

voice,

Too late now the repentance of the
traitor, iIf he repented of his treachery!
The gipsy echoolboy, tho hapless waif of
Gray?rmrﬁ, was in the hands of his old
cnemy |

e w—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Judas !

UDDENLY, resistlessly, the attack
had comwe. Mick, a8 ho was
ecated in the grass under ihe
spreading oak, heard a rustle in

the lmgﬂmﬂdﬂ. That was all the warn-
ing ho had. There was a rush of feet,
and he was in the grasp of two pairs of
brawny hands. ]

He made & spring, like a snared wild
animal, but he was securely  held.
Barengro's grasp was on him like a vice,
and Melchior gripped his wrisls to keep
him from striking. Mick's slavtled cyes
gleamed at ome amd then the other.

‘At last ! said Barengro, between his
if'n?:“;' tecth, *I'vo found you at last,

(1

MGet him away!" eaid the other
Tipsy.

Mick stroggled, Lot hie knew that it
was ustless. Then, aware that Auwbrey
Angel was doubtless shill within sound
of his voice, he shouled.

“Help !

He did nor want Angel to face the
brutality of Lhe gipsics in an aftempl to
FOsCLe fu'm Indeed, in Ins heart he
knew that Angel had not Llie courage 1o
to do it. Bul if his comnrade know he

He stood with white, |

was in the hande of his enemy, it would
mean rescue later on. Angel could tell
them at Greyiriars.

Ho he shouled.

He had time for only one shout. Tho
next moment . Barengro's hard, rough
hand was jammed unghiu mouth.

“ Bilence, you cub!” hissed the gipsy.

Mick panted, almost choking.

“Keep him quist!"  mutiered
Melchior. “There mnﬁl}a others in the
wood., Besides——"' a stopped.

Barengro nodded,

He jerked off a dirt
bound it over the Eip’ﬁ: schoolboy's
mouth. HHe bound it with cruel tight-
ness, and Mick could not utler a sound.

The gipsy schoolboy's eyes gleamedl
round him, scarching for a aiign of
Angol. Tf only the Fourth-Formner
know what had imppenad all would bo
well. Therewould be & search and reseuc.
It was only necessary for them to know
at Gireyiriars to make. sure of that. And
surely Angel had heard his ery. Ho
could not have heen out of hearing.

Barengro understood the gipsy school-
boy's look, and he grinned,

“You young fool!” he mutlered, * Dn
you think he will help you? He lrought
you here for this,”

Aick gazed at the gipsy.

For a woment he did not take in tha
meaning of the words, #a far had ho
been from suspecting Angel's treachery,

Then, az he understood, a chill aa of
death came upon him, It was like an
icy hand touching his heart.

Aogel had betrayed him!

That unexpecte or of friendship
that had o amarzed him, the ambuash
ready in the wood, Angel's excuse fur
leaving him alone—he ecould misunder-
stand no longer.

It was not as a friend, Lut as n=n
eneiny, a4 a bilter and implacable encmy,
that Aubrey Angel had walked with him
from {he school that alternoon.

Ag if to prove the words of the ruffian,

peckeloth and
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12 Are your friends

at that moment Alick canght sight of a
face peering from a bush, a white,
gtramned, scared lace, with scarclung,
ANIICNE CYES,

It was Aubwey Angel's face.

The traitor had eropt back towards the
spot, driven by au irresistible desire to
inow what had happened, to eee with
his cwn oyes the fete of the boy he had
botrayed.

He saw him, gagped, silent, helpless,
in the hands of the gipsies. And for a
second his eyes met Mick's

For a brief sccond, which seemed like
g1t age, they looked at one another, and
Angel shivered. The scorn, the reproach
in the gipsy schoolboy's eyes stung him
hke a lazh.

He turned hurriedly away.  Aick
conld hear him tramping away from the
spot, rastling in the underwoods,

Barcngro chuckled softly.

“You young fool! Do you under-
stand now !

Mick counld not answer, and he did not
wish to answer. He made no further
attempt to struggle or resist, Tt was as
if the discovery of Angel’s treachery
had dazed him. He lay helpless in the
grasp of the gipsics as they bore him
away.

By dusky woodland paths they earried
liim, watcging‘ and listening like beass
of prey as they went, On the edge of
the wood, where it bordered the open
furzy  common, they stopped, and
Barengre scaoned the common keerly,
But on ihe wide ekpanse there wns no
one In sighd, save where the gipsy en-
campinent lay. with the halted caravans
and the smouldering camp-fire.

" All sale ! muttered Barengro. “But
talke care !"

Mick was eet on lis feet,
“YVou'll walk now™ whispered
Barengre. “Do you understand? You'll

walk between s, and if you play any
tricks T'll twist your arm like that.”

Ho pave the boy's arm a cruel twist
that made Mick winee with pain,

“Understand ' grinned Barengra,

Mick did not look at him, He walked
guietly betwesn the two rofians, and
they headed for the gipsy camp.

He noticed, as they advanced, that
the canp was broken up. The caravans
woie packed ready for o journey, even
ithe borses being harnessed ready. Tt
was _obrious thar Barenpro had counted
on the caplure of Miek as a cerfuinty,
and prepaved everything for instant
Might.

Three or four pipsies gathered round
ile hoy as he wae bronght inte the
cainp.

The neen lanehed, sonme of the wamen
laoked vompassionate. and the {attered
eaihdeen called to Mick, He bad been
a favourtte with the litile fabticred
vagamufling in hizs days in the gipsy
rang, Barcngro drove them back with
0 CIESs,

Mick was tassed into a caravan, and
Barengro [ollowed ham o,

With = strong  ropo [T
gy schoolboy  hand awd  foor,  and
thew secured the pag in his wmeunth
agant, Mo grinoed down nudevelently
at the helpliss bov.

bownd  the

" Baclk agnin, Mick ™ he saunl, “Thuk
agant in the - old gang, Mwk! You
wan't pet away agamn in oa  hurry!

Fhink you will?”
e chuekled,

“No more fine schooling for you,
Mick--na more holmobhbing  with  the
rnclls, Mo mare fine olathes; rags and

Mick, and the cudecl

tatters for vou,
You won't give me the

and the whip!
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Do you think your fine
reviriars will  search for
you? Burn you! They'll think you've
ran away—hke you did from me?  I've
heard of your tricks—going off from
sthool withont leave, and all thau!
They won't worry about you, Mick—
don't you think 11! And if they do,
they won't find you} Only young
Angel knows which way you're going,
Mick. And do you think he will tell
them? §la, ha!®

A spasin of pain crossed the gipsy
schoolboy's face, Darengro's brutality
he could confront withont n tremer.
}”."' the brute bad found a way to hurt
Wik,

“Yon took fo Angel, did you, Mick?
grinned the mmithan, “He never took
to -yvou! DBut yvou—did you ever wonder,
Mick, why you was so like him? You
did? You never knew your name. Did
vou ever think that it was the same
as his? Hoarn me, if 1I'd known there
was one of that lob in this distriet 1'd
never have hrought the gang into Kent
at allt But I'm wlad of it now. I'm
FIud you've mek hun, Mok, now that
iw's seld vou inte my hands again!
Sold. his zand kin lLike a
II{’I{ I."

Mick guiverad,

The gipsy, bending over hin, nodded,
with & savage grin,

“¥es, Do you inulerstand now, you
cub? Your own bhlood and kin! You're
na  gipsy, Mick—as you've often sus-
pected, 1 know., Your father’s name
Clan you guess it now? VYou've
found one of your own blood, Mick;
and he's betrayved you into my hands!
Your father was my coemy, Mick; and

own blood

——i

what T awed him, and could never pay,
I'm paying to you! And I'm not done
with wou yet!” The ruffian’s hlack

eves blazed at the boy. " Back to the
withont a chanes Lo

ald I-rff.", ':'r'Ih!‘f.
¢cut  and  vun  apin—that's  for yon!
Wait till T have tine to handle you!”

He struck the boy favagely and
jumpad out of the caravan. The deoor
was clozed and locked on the prisoner.

Barengro's voice was heard shoubing
orders,  The caravan moved,  There
was a jingling of harness, a trampling
of hoof:, a buzzing of voices, and
cracking of whips. The gipsy gang
waz taking the romd again—moving at
an unnsual pare,

In the rpocking caravan Mick lay,
hound, gagged—p [_Emg{-r;! into the
blackest misery. very step of the

horsoz.. every roll of the caravan, bore
hinm  farther and farther from Grey-

frinrs—Farther and lorther from  the

faint hope of rescue. But he was not
thinking of that. [le was thinking of
the revelation Darengro had made—the
secret of the rafhan’s bate was a secret
no longer,

Hiz own blood apnd kin—Angel of the
Fourth! Angel, who had betrayed hin
h—-,:inge'f, who, like Judas, had betrayed
i !

¥or long, leng vyears, ijoung as he
was, Mick had hoped and longed to
find somewhere in the wide warld some-
one who was of his own blood and
name, someope who would not he a
stranger in a world of strangers. Ho
had found him—and by his own blood
o had been betrayed.  And in that
black hour tlmdgips;f schoolboy lost all
nopo and coased to care what becamao

of him—death itsed would not have
heen unwelcome,
THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
Unsuspected !
i HERE'S Mick?
Ange! of the Fourih
started  violontly as  Whay.
ton  asked  that  guestion,

The captain of the Remove fuet the
Fourth-Former at the school gates as
Angel was coming 1n.

It was a natacnl qll{-ﬁtimgr 1t;L:H;r iuw
Angel it seemed for a maoment like an
accusation.

Harry Whartor, was a little eoncerned
about Mick that afterncon. Ile had
Leen surprized when Mick {old hin
that he would not be playing [oothall,
after all, as he was going out with
Angel,

Wharton had no doubt whatever thet
Angel was playing some crooked game:
he did not helieve for o mement that
the snoh of the Fourth really had made
friecnds with the [fip&:,l schoolboy., Mick
had believed a lying tongue, becanse
he zo0 mneh dosired to be friendly with

Angel; the wish was father to the
thought with the gipsy schoolbay, But
Harry Wharton helieved that  Angel

was playing a trick of some kind, with
tha intention of letting the gipsy down
in some way—it was, in fact, the only
thing he could believe, knowing Angel
as he did—though not for a moment
did he dream of suspecting ihe real
extent of Angel’s {reachery.

Apgel had been thrashed for *lack-
ing Bunier,” but he was well aware of
the real reason for the thrashing, And
as he could not venture to tackle
Wharlon, he was “taking it out ™ of the
gipsy i some underhand way. That
was Wharton's belief.

So the captain of the Remove had
left the other fellows at foothall prac-
tice, convinced that the *Ffriendship”
hetwean  Angel and the gipsy  would
not last long, and cxpecling to find
Mick deserted by his new friend, and
wounded to the quick by some saper-
eilionz snub.  As a cure [or that Whar-
ton wus poing to nmrch him down lo
the foothall-ground and make him play
—which was quite a good wlea,

Biut he did nat find the pipsy schonl.
bov: and when he looked out of the
sehool gates he gpghted Angel coming
down  the road alone. So he askeld
hirn where Mick was, and e was sur-
priscd at the effect of the question on
Aubrey Angel,

Angel started, and stared at him,
ated thon mmade 3 movemnent 1o pass on
aquickly without answering. 1t seenned
to the wretched plotter whiat Wharton
was  accirzing him—thal  the Removo
fellow  knew, or guessed, what Do
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happenad, and was calling him to
wecount.  Between remorze and fear
Anpel was far from being in his usual
cool and disdainful frame of mind,

Wharton, astonished, stepped mto the
way, and stopped him, Angel eyed
him with a kind of scared ficreceness.

“JToot me pass, hang wou!" he
muttered.

Y1 asked you where Mick was™

“Find out!™

“That's what I want to da,” said
Harry. *I hear that he went out with
von, Angel. Why the thump can't you
tell mo where he i7"

Angel pulled himself together. He
realized that Wharton had no suapicion
—that he eould bave no suspicion—and
he realised, too, that he would have to
ba careful not to awakem =uspicion.
With an effort he assumea a careless

tone,

“1 dou't know whare he is,” he
answered, " Wea perted near tha river.
Ho wanted to go through old Popper’s
woodz, and we'ra not milowed there.
I believe he's pone poaching.”

Wharton whistled. -

“Just like the young asz!”’ he said
“Then you naven't had a row?”’

“Why shonld we?” muttered Angel

“"Why shouldn't yon?" retorted Whar-
fon, “No beating about the
bush, Angel. E.fcm hate that poor kid,
snd you took him up this afterncon
to play some mean trick on him, You
know why I licked you the other day,
pad vou wanted to take 1t out of
Mick.™

“Nothin' of the kind!" sald Angel
more composedly. "My father wanted
ma to maks friends with him—"

“ A fot you cared for that{” :

“Well, I didn't care much”™ said
Angel, with an air of frankness, “DBut
1 had a letter from the pater, and he
seermed keen om it, so I thought I'd
make an offort. . It hasn't ensweved, as
it happens; but I thought I'd try it on,
to pleass the pater."

YOh!"  said  ITarry,
aback. .

“We don’t pull together,” said
Angel, “I don't like the chap and it's
no good trying. Amnd, anyhow, I sup-
pose I'm not cxpected Lo go poaching
old Popper's rabbits with him, even if
We parted on good

“Then he's

5
.

rather taken

we're friends.
berms.

“Oht zaid Harry aguin.
spomewhers in old Popper’s woods now

# Yes—unless a keeper has found him
and turned him out.”

And Angel walked on towards the
Hehool House,

Wharton was salisfed; the explanation
seemed frank enough. Cerlainly of late
Mick seemed to have given up hiz wild
ways; but it was not surprising if the
rall of the wild had once more proved
too strong for the untamed gipsy. It
was, in fact, jost like Mick 1o take Lo
the woods again for (he afternoon; and
eertainly the dandy of the Fourth could
rot have been expectod to join in a
poaching raid. \%cmrt:}n felt that for
once he had, perhaps, done Angel an
injustice ; it was possible that the fellow
had been plaring ctraight., for once,
under the influence of his father.

The captain of lhe Remove relurned
lo the football-ground., If Mick was
rogming the wool:, i1 was useless fo
feck for him-—and there was no necessity
lo do ao.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Thdn'b you find
Mick*™ asked Bob Cherry, a: Harry re-
joimed the faolballers, i
Wharlon cxplained, and Bob gave a
chuckle,

“ Jusi ke old Mick 1" ha =aid. “Let's

.hﬂpe“he’il turn up for calling-over any-

W,

“1 say, vou fellowa!” Billy Bunter
rolled up. “I say, Bob—Harry, old

-::hnﬁ,, listen to & fellow ! Coker's kicked
me !

“ Coker has?" azked Tob.

“Coker of the Fifth, you know.
Kicked me—hard !" said Bunter, blinking
at the chums of the Remove. * You
fellows ought to take it up, you know.
Can't lot & Wifth Form rotter Lkick a
Remove chapt”

“Ha, ha, ha 1" roared Bob Cherry.

“Blessed if T see anythin% to cackle
at! I've been kicked ! howled Bunter.
* ¥ou licked Angel of the Fourth for
kicking me, Wharton—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now, my iden is lhat you fellows
should back me up, same as before”
said Bunter. “ UCoker’s coming down to
the footer now. All of you get together
enid collar him—"

The Removites chortled.
Billy Bunter was tnki}lﬁ- the case of
’.ﬁ-nﬁﬂi 83 a precedent. n hiz opihion,
tt had becomé the regular business of
the Famous' Five to avenge all the
kickings he might receive in his eareer
as a sludy-raider.

_ “Thera be is!™ wenl on Bunier, jerk-
ing hia thumb towards Cokor of the
Fifth, who had appeared in 1he offing
with Potter and Greene. o for him,
vou féllows!”

“Cloker " roared Bob Chervy.

The ﬁreat Horace starsl round.

‘* Hallo, you fag "

“Did you kick Bunier®

“Wes,” answered (loker,

“ Hard¥' asked Bob.

“Yes—jolly hard!"”

“Cood! Kick him bavd again, will

ouf

“¥a, ha, hat”

And the mervy Removiles returned to
their game, leaving Cokey staring, aud
Billy Bunier glaring with a glare that
almosl cracked his spectacles.

Fvidently

13

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Angel’s Punishment !

IJBREY ANGEL threw himself
A into & chair in hi. studr, and
lighted a cigarette with fingers

that fremblid slightly.

Ha had done it!

Whether he was plad that bLe had
done it, he hardly knew. Bul il was
done now, past recall.

Mick was & prisoner in a gipsy caravan,
rolling away on the Canterbury
road, vanishing for ever from the scenes
ithat had known him. Al was safe—all
was guite sale! IHe would nol even be
searched far. A search, if it was made.
wounld fail {o lind him—Barengro would
take care of that. It would teke Ume
flI}r searchers to learn in which direction
the gipsy gang hald pone—only Angel
kpnew. Even if ihey suspected thal
Barangro had recapluved lim—and days
might elapse Lbefore such a suspicion waes
mooted, 1f it was mooted at all.  For
poor Mick’s wild ways were against him.
Even when he failed to torn vp for roll-
call that evening, it vwWould only be sup-
posead that he was alaving out of pates-
in disregard of autbority, as he had dann
many times before,

Exen when he remained away all night
the Head would enly suppose thal he
had wandered far; and his subsequent
abrence—would not that Took a3 i,
having once more defied all authorily,
he did not dare to return {0 the school,
bt had gone his own wild way? For
the ?‘ipﬁy had come very near to being
sxpelled mora than once for indulging
hiz obd wandering habits, and certainiv
if he had stayed out all night he woutbd
not have been allowed to remain al
Lreylriars. No one would be surprised;
mosl. of the fellows would say that i
was Just what they had expected, in the
leng run.

And Angel had already putl a possibls
search on the wrong track. [e liad

told Wharton that AMick had gone inia
Bir Hilton Popper's woods—a direction
(Continued on page 16.)

“ Wharton, "panted Angel, ** the gipsies have capiured Mick. Will you coms

and help ?** “ Like & shot ! ™ replled the captain of the Remove. The Famous

Five grabbed anything that would serve as weapons and crowded into Sir Philip
Angel’s car.  {Sce Chapter 10.)
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THE GIPSY MILLIONAIRE !

{Continoed from paga 13.)

opposite from that of the gipsy camp.
That story he would have to repeat,
which was casly done.

Mick waz gone—and Barengro would
iske care that he did not return. If,
indesd, in laler days he escaped, and
tramped baek to Gregfriars—wonld his
story ba believed? The Head had been
very patient--remarksbly patient—with

the uniamed waif; but there was a

hmit,. He would never be adoutted to
Gireyiriars again.

Bul he wonuld nol cscape!
escaped Darengro once; but he would
not be given another chance. The bilter
hatred of Barengro for the hapless waifl
was a guaranteo of that, Why the man
hated him Angel did not know, and
conld not guess, but the fact was certain.

All was safe; hiz revenge upon the
mipay schoolboy bhad  been
But zomehow the taste of his triumph
was bitter in bia mouth,

No human being is wholly bad, and
Aubrey Angel was net so unfeeling as
he had believed himself to be. He had
triumphed over his enemy; but with
trivmph came remorse.

Try as he would, he could not- help
remembering  that last horrifed, re-
Erl:m::hfui look in Mick's syes when he

ad understood that he whs betrayed by
the fellow who had effected to ﬁ his
friend, That leok haunted Angel.

And what was happening to him now?
A bound prisoner in the gipsy caravan,
abandoned Lo the brutality of the rufhan
whao hated him. Curses and blows and

hllﬂg&f—ﬂlﬂ.t.- waz Alick's ill]hnp ot
now. Angel tried {o drive the thought
of it frowm his mimd.

Ho rose fromn the chair, and moved

restlassly about the study.

Did he wish lus Judas Jdeed ondone?
Hao hardly knew; but he knew that he
wished to forget,

The sound of a molor-car.on lhe drive

mished remorse from his theughts.
Hiz father had come.

Angel's face hardened.

Sir Philip had come to befriend the

gipsy—with some scheme in his mind for
the waif's benefit. At that thought
remorse was banished., Ange! was glad
that the wail was gone.
, He threw the stwmp of his cigarette
inte the fire, and waved a new er Lo
clear off the smoke. Sir Philip was
coming specially to see him, and he
woldd come up to the study. Angel was
very careful not to let his father know
of the petty vices in which he indulged;
ho knew the old baronet’'s grim opinion
on _the wbjllaﬂt of card-playing and
cigareltes and sporting papera.

There was a heavy step in the passage,
and Angel opened the door wide. He
lgreeted hiz father with a smile on his
ace, _

Bir Philip Angel’'zs somewhat grim
face softened as he shook hands with his
3011

“I was expecting wvou, father,™ said
Angel, as he pulled out the moest com-
fortable armchair for the baronet.

Sir Philip sat down.

“Isn't Mick hera®"

“Ha's ont of gates.”

Sir Philip's brow clonded.

“T asked wyon to have lum lhere
especially, Aubrey.”

“I did my best, father.”

i Should New Boys Be Pampered 7 "
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He had .

complete..

“¥You are on friendly lerms with im
now, I hope 1
2 ﬁﬂl, quite!” said Angol casly.
“Wea've been for a walk together this
sfternpon. DBut he was determined to
into the woods, and [ had $o come back,
85 1 was expecling you."

“I must see him,” said Sir Philip.
“But atill, I wish to have a few words
with you, Aubrey, before mentioning the
matier to him. I have made, I think,
a most amazing discovery,”

*Indeed, father?"'

“¥You must prepare woursell for a
surprise, Aubrey," '

“¥Yes," aaid Angel in wonder., * Won't
you let me get you some tea, father?
i've been making some preparafions——"

Sir Philip waved that aside.

“Tater. Sit down, Aubrey, and listen
io me carefully! You remember wour
uncle Denys " _

“Ie waz killed in the War,™ said
Angel.
 "¥es. Tt was not granted to him fo
live, to learn what T think I have now
learned,"” said Sir Philip.  “But you
remember Colonel Angel 1™

“th, ves! His money came to us”
said Angel.

Sir Philip gave his gon g rather sharp
lock. He was not himself thinking, just
then, of his dead brether's money.

“ Now you mention if, that i3 a point
that must be referred to,” he said. My
denr brother was a milhonaire, and he
kad no children—he was never marriod.
I was blessed with three sons—vour elder
brother, Clande, yourself, Aubrey, and
your young brother. Maurice. Tt was the
colonel’s wislh to ad iny youngest son
and make him his heir. T counld not
consent o that, but T did evervthing 1
couldd to meet. Denys” wishes, Vou will
scarcely remember little Maurics.™

“I remember there was a kid,” said
Aubrey, his wonder deepening. 1
undarstood be was' dead.”

“It waz uscless to distress vou Thy
telling you what his fate was”" said the
barenet. “ But he is not dead.”

Angel sat silent.

“¥ have not spoken on thizsubject for
many years,” went on Sir Philip. " Dut
I have a strong motive now. I could not
Eaart with my youngekt son, bul although

could not conzent to hiz formal adoption
by my brother, I allowad him in pass
most of hie time with the colenel when
my brother was in, England. Denys
treated hun i every wary as if Maurice
were hig son, and his will was made,
leaving hiz preat fortune to Mauorice.”

“Yes, I think I koew something about
that,” said Angel “But, failing
Maurice, it came to s

“¥es, ves. But now—listen! There
wag a gipsy whe fell foul of v brother—
a ruffian whose name I do not know,
Mo was a poaching vagabond, and he
catme  before fhe coloucl, who was n
magistrate, amd wha sent him fo prison.
After his release he waylaid Donys onc
tjtg}ht and attacked him savagely. Dut as
it happened Denys was the stronger of
the two, and instead of being left beaten
on the road. as the gipay intended, he
turned the tables on the ruffiap apd gave
hirm a terrible thrashing with his riding-
whip, The wretch tried to uze a knife,
and Denys had no mercy on him. The
man was in hospiind afterwards.”

“Yiow," saud Angel.

[ he Tived,
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A few weeks later, when liltla
Maurice was at the colonel's place, e was
stolen away.”

Angel started. :

"It was casily guessed who had taken
him. Tndeed, sfter a fow days an ill-spein
letter was received, telling the colonel
that, in revenge for the beating, tho
gipsy had taken away his son.”

T T had it s b

The mpsy had supposed that the boy
was the colonel's son, and did not know
that Maurice was only his nephew.™

Angel started violently.

Back into his mind came the strange
words of Barengro, the gipsy.

Barengro had spoken of Colonel Angel
—zspaken of him as on ecnemy! And he
had believed that the colonel had & son !

Angel’s heart beat guickly.

“He was never found®” he panted.

"No. No stono was leflf unturned :
money was zpent like water, everything
possible was done, But the gipsy had
vanished, and the child had -.-n:mahe»é' with
him,” szaid BSir Philip, with a sombro
look. * From that day to this no wond
has been lheavd of Maurice Angel.”

“ But—but——" stammered Angel,

“1 think you begin to guess,” said the
baronet gentlv. “When I saw this boy
Mick I was strock by his astonishing
rezgemblance to you. I have thought in-
cessantly over it—a thought fo iseif
into my mind, =0 strange and startling,
that I hesiteted to give it credence,
There 15 little evidence, and yet I feol
that T have maie a discovery. 'The boy
ia of the age that Maurice would be of
e 15 ke enough to you to e
vour brather. e has lived among the
gipsies: and [ have heoard from Dr. Lorke
that he was held in thraldom by s ruffian
who has imcessantly ill-used "him. And
this ruffian, & man named Barengro, has
contioually sought to recasiura him, for
no motive that can be discovered—no
motive but hatred and the desire to bave
the unhappy boy in his power.”

“Father " breathed Angel,

HIn a word,”™ said Sir Philip, *I hava
been driven to suspect that this man
Barengro w the gipsy who was may
brother's enemg, amd who stole my som,
helieving hiin to be the colonel's son.
And it follows that the boy known as
Mick is my lost Maurice—and yone
brother !

“ My brother ! said Angel [ainils.

Ilis face was whitc as chalk.

His brother !

Hea knew it—he knew mow what Sie
Philip only suapected, and desired 1o
believe. Barengro's words supplied ail
the evidence he needed,

His brother !

It waa his brother, his own Resh avd
blood, that he had betraved inlo the
hands of the gipsy.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

To Save Mick!
(13 !

—r

UBREY ™

Sir Philin Angel  started
forward, alarmped by the look
on  his fon's face,  Angel

stapgered to his feet,

YAy bov! What-—-—"

“Oh, father ™

“Sready., iy hov ! Bir Philie
dropped  hiz hand  on ihe  jonior's

shoulder. “1 expected this (o e a
surprize tn you—perhaps something of 4
shock—lut, my doar bLioy-——-"

My brother ! wlispered Angrl

“T hope so—believe so--buat- -

“1 kpnow it !

Prominent Greyfriars characters—
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“You know it 7" exclaimed the baronet
m amazemoent. " What can you know
of the matter, Aubrey 77

“I know what Barengra sand”
snswered Angel, with a ghastly look. "1
did not understand at the time. My
wiele was his enemy, he has said so. And
he spake, believing that my uncle had a
gon. 1 did not understand then——""
"Aubrey ! Ile saul this to you
"Nes, ves! And now [ know why he
hiates Mick! Oh, Heaven forgive me!”
rroaned the wretched junior.

“[o you mean to say that you have
spoken with this ruffian Barengro——"

“"He caught me once, thinking I was
Mick—"

“T never heard of fhis. ™

“I—I kept it dark. Tt was after lock-
pp. I was hreaking honnds. And then
—and then he found T Lated Mick—-"

“ What 7"

“Ohy I was a beast-a beast ! pantod
Angel. * He liked me. Ile tried hard 1o
be friends. I now lknow why., He felt
what I never dreamed of [eeling. He
would have forgiven me anything for a
kind word—"

“The eall of the bLlood,” said Siv
Philip.  * And you—""

Augel groaned.

“I hated him ! I—I—— O, father !
The unbappy junier buvst into a wild

"

solr, “I—I Gid it. I hated him! T was
i beast I Tint it’s not ton late—it can't be
too late "

Sir Philip Angel's grasp tightemsd on
his son’s shoulder. 11is face grew prim
antl stern,

“Aubrey! What have von done 7%

“1've given him up to the gipsies!™

Tt was iuposzible to keep it secret now.
Angel did not even think of that, For
Mivk—liz brother—had te be saved From
the savage malice of Barengro, and he
vould enly be saved by making the 1ruth
known,

" You-—=" stammered Sir Philip,

“T hated Bl ™ groancd Angel, "0k,
father, if I'd known—if I'd  only
dream ed ——"

“"Yau hated him!? 1\‘513

“Beranze 1T was a heastl—a snoli—a ead,
I suppose,” said Angel recklessly, Al
the more -hecanss he wanied io be
friends—I thoenght it was cheek—a gipsy
vagrant. Oh, fathey ™

The barenet’s look at his son was like
."‘-jt':EE. Dut the words that roso to his
Hps were never nlicied, 1 was no time
for reproaches, for Litter condembnation
- -nor were reproaches needed,  Aubrey
Avgel was suffering more from his tor-
turimg  ronsciecinoe than the  hitterest
words of his Lnther could have inflicted.

And there was na tune to lose;  Sir
Philip realised 1lust.

“Heaven forgive vou, Aubrey!” was
what he said. Tt s vonr hrother that
san have betraved,”

Ancel groaned miiseralily,

“We van save hine” he said, choking,
"_I|:- eant't be taa laic! Barengro has Hﬁl
hira=this alterpoon- Cowrificld commen
- they'va taken the Canderbury
Road —" i

Yo are =uret™

*Yeu, yea—I knew the plans, T—T had
a hand in 12 all—oh, fatner! For the
fove of Heaven, don’t lose a moment-—
fet us save him '™ almost  screamed
Angel, Ho elutehod his [nihier's arn,
wind dragped him tovwards the door of
iho stuey. ""'I'Em BV YO PAP—-COMme —
come- not o sngle instant--that broie
will he leating him--porhaps killing
hitn-—+=  Faiher'"

“Calm vourself, Auhrey! Come!™

A few mnments more, and the baronet
was  rapping ot oan order Lo the
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chauffeur. Waltera started up the car
at once. Sir Philip Angel stopped into it
~~ha had to help Angel into it; the
conscience-stricken junior was totiering,
But it was Angel who thought of what
had escaped the baronet.

“YWo shall want help—there’s o
of them,” .ha panted. “Get some o
fellows to come—"

He leaned from the ear.

Harry Wharton & Co, had come inw
from the feothall ground to tea, and they
had just emerged from ithe changing-
room. Angel shouted to them:

“Wharton! Cherry-—Here—-"

“What—-"

“Hallo, hallo, halla!™

“Wharten " Aubrey Angel's voice
cracked with oxciterncnt, The raptain
of the Remove, startled and alarmed,
ran down to the car.

“What 13 it 1

“Mick—the gipsies have got
Will you come and help? Get the other

ang
the

him L

|
e

h‘q;\lB:‘?l '
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Sir Philip, m that brief interval. had
spoken hurriedly to the chauffenr. Bome-
where on the Canterbury Roud, beyone
Courtfield, there was &8 gipsy zang in
motion —caravans that could easily he
sighted at a distance. They were to be
run down in the shertest possible space
of Lime, Walters, wha had derven care
under raining shells on the mud eof
Flanders, was the man for the job. Tha
big car swept down the drive at o rale
that made the Greviriars fellows slare,
and ceused the Head o ejacalate, as he
glanced from his study window, Qut on
the road, Walters fairly let her 110

The antumn days were Jdrawing in.
there was little of daviight left, DBut in
the falling dusk the car Hew.

Hﬂ'r:':,r “’hartqn & Lo, crovwdedd o the
car, breathless with excitement, wondered
greatly,  AMick had boen recnpiured by
Barengro—they understood that.  Sir
Philip Angel waa going 1o sive bim—
that was comprehensible, foo.  But
ﬁnglfl of the Fourth—what Jdid he cere
—what did it matter to him?¥

The chums of the Remove could only
wonder,

N
'

schoolboy. * Mick ! ** he panted,
been a beast,
right, Master Angel,”” whispered Mick,

your brother,’” breathed the Fourth Former, hoarsely,

Angel plunged headlong into the earavan and slashed at the bonds of the bound
**Thank Heaven I've found you.
I'm sorry—I did #t—I hated you---I-—"" he fallered.

Oh, I've
“It's all
** Don't call me ‘Master Angel’—I—I['m
(dce Chapter 11.)

fellows—and some golf clubs or zome-
thing  for heaven'a sake—--"

Wharton was not generally taken by
surprise, but now he sfared blankly at

Angel,

“Whal—-" he siuitered.

“Lulm yourself,  Aubrey!” Bir
Philip's quiet vaice broke in. “ Whar-

ton, iy boy, if you care to help, 1 shall
b gratefol - hut there 32 not an insiant
o lose.  Alick has been 1aken by
Barengro, amd I am going to save him,”

“We'll help like a shot " exclabned
Harry, *' Hall a moment ™

He ran back to his choms,

A word o twa wore sufficient,  The
Famous Ive neoded pno omore than to
know that Mick was in dangee,  They
grabbed np anything that wonld serve as
a weapon—sticks, a golf-club, a poker
from the changming-room grate.  'They
piledd into the car, cramming in anyhow,

:I"?-:-:-I'L*Mg.' more than a minute had been
ast.

Yet, that it maltered was  clear
enough--~Angel trembled with  excite
ment, his gaee swept feverishly from
thoe windows in search of the gipsy cara-
VANS,

Courtlicld was passed; (he car rushed
on towards Canterbary, eating up {he
tniles, Angel watched (e road with
fevered eagerness: Sir hulip =at Like a
stidue, his hands elenched an the top of
his heavy walking-cane.  His slorn fuce
showod hittle of his emetions vet he was
fecling eeply- the discovery of hia loct
son - now in dJesdly danger- and the Lase.
ness of hie ather son, whose treachery
had consignsad  his oewls feannd brather
to danger and captivity. But the aoguich
i Angel’s foco showed how the punish-
ment of his sin had come home (o han,

There was a cry from Angel of the
Trourth.,

“There—thera they ore !

The caravans were in »ighi, jogg'ng

—air their views on this question next week !
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alotp the road ahead in the gathering

%yu!{, Angel turned to the Famous
ive.
“Bacrk ws up, you fellows—Mick's

thete—a prisoner! We've pot 1o save
him—I've got to, if they kill me——"

“¥ou!” zaid Bob Cherry.

“1 beirayed” him to Barengro,” said
An?q;']. with whife hips. :

- '!hltl?rl'

# And he's my brother—"

““GGoodl heaveng!™

The car rushed- on.

St

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
At Last!

ARENGRO, the gipsy, sat in the
caravan, a8 it jolted and rumhbled
A on the road, He looked down at

the bound, gagged gipsy school-
boy, lying on the floor of the van, and
rinned, az ho smoked his pipe.

t was the hour of Barcngro's triamph !
He was enjoying it to the full. For a
long hour he had sat there, as the cara-
van jolfed on, h{:upmﬁ Litter words upon
the silent, tormented boy st his feet—
bitter words vaned wih blows and
curses.  He seemed. like somo hideous
beast of v, as ha sat with bis black
eyes fixed on his hapless vietim.
leinkd E“dtﬁ hI;lﬂ tﬂhimTha :r:ﬁ
unged too deeply into miser

deiphic to hesd. With Angel's treashery
it seemed to Mick that all the bright-
ness of life had gone—Angel, to whom
tha call of blmd% drawn hi

krew now-—his eousin, as it seemed from
Barengro's disjointed talk—his brother,
if only he had i]:rmﬂm: hut even Barengro
did not know that, The gipsy's rough
volco droned i his ears—the grioniog,
motking, evil face loomed belfore him,
the thickening dusk in the dirly cars-
van.” Was it &ll some evil dream? At
moments it seemed so, to the gipsy
schoolboy.

The hooting of a motor-horn, the rush-
ing of a fast car, drew no attention from
him, or from Barengro—many cars had
passed them on the road. Dut this car
did not pass.

“There was & grinding of brakes—a
shouting of veices, One stern, clear voice
rang over the others,

‘“*Hait, there!™

And then a shrill voize. shricking:

“Stop, you hounds! Stop! Where's
Bareogro” Where's Mick? You brutes,
vou rotters, stop!”

It was the wvoice of Angel of the
Fourth. .

Barengro started at that, and rose
with & curse. What was Angel doing
there—what did Judas want, now that his
work was done? Tho caravans lumberad
to a halt. The gipsies had no choice
about that, for the big car had. shot
ahead and turncd in the road, barring it
30 that the gipsy caravans could not
proceed. '

' Bureulgm jorked open the door at the
back of the caravan and stepped ocuf.
Angel of the Fourth yelled at him.

“There he is! ¥ou hound!
brute! Where's my brother ¥

He Icaped up on the back step of the
cacavan, clubching furiously at the
rufban.

Barengre would have hwled him back
savagely; but threa or four Greyfriars
juniors leaped at him, and dragged him
~down. Barengre went sprawling in the
E}ﬂ- in the grasp of Harry Wharten &

i
There were loud exclamalions from
Melchior and the other gipsics, and they

You

Your Editor is your best friend !
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pathered round in a threatening crowd.
Angel did not even look at them. e
lunged headlong into the caravan as
arengro fell, and stumbled over Mick

“ 3k '™ he panted.

The bound schoolbay looked at him—
quietly, but in wonder. Angel fell on his
koces by his zide.

“I'vea found you!™

[Ale grasped at the boy's bonds, but
they defied his fingers. He cluiched out
a penknifo to ¢ut them throuph, Round
the caravan  there were loud, angry
voiees, the sounds of a struggle. He did
not heed, "He gashed-through the cords,
and dragged away the gag. Mick sat
up dazedly.

Angel was thore to save him—Angel
who had betrayed him. It must be a
drearn, but the gipsy schoolboy's face was
bright. Had he been mistaken—had he
misjudged the Fourth-Former? But he
soon learned how matters stood, from
Angel's incoherent woirds:

“wick, I'm sorry! I did it—T did 1t!
I hated you! I never knew-—gh, I was a
beast—a® beast 1

“Y's sll mght, Master Angel " whis-
pered Mick, He quivercd with the pain
of his cramped limbs, but ho =milcd.
“It's all right, Master Angel”

“Don't call me ‘ Master Angel’ I'm
vour brother!”

**You—my brother "

Mick panted.

“Yes, yes, yes! I've only just found it.

ok | My father found it oub—your
fsther, Mick [ If T'd known—if I'd only
esaed—" _Angel's voice choked.
“My brother!” gaid Mick softly, and
his dark eyes daneced. “Oh, if it was
anly trug—-="'"

“It's true ! Angel breathed. *You'ro
my brother Maurice, that I hardly re-
member as a little nipper. That brute
stole yon from my uncle’s house—your
uncle, Mick, who was killed in Flanders,

and left you a millionaire t”

“ Me—a millionaire!”

“Yes, you, kid=you! And I'm your
brother! Oh, I've been a rolter to you,
old chap—a rank rotter! I1int I'll make
up for t—TI'll make up for it somchow 1"
sobbed Angel.

“Ti's all rigght,” said AMick, with shin-
mg oyes. Tt wasn't anything, sir—it's
all right! T don't mind anything now."

“Let's get out of this,”™ =zaid Angel,

BUY PART 1 TO-DAY

To be completed in abeut
oh Fortnightly Parts

The finest author of school storles in the world—Frank Richards!

Ho helped his  brother frem  tha
CATAVATL

Barengro had torn himsell loose [romn
the Famous Five, and was standing, with

scowling brow and gleaming eyes, in a
circle of his enemics, like & wild beast
at bay. Bir Philip Angel, in cool, com-

manding toaes, had 1old the other gipsics
how matters stood, and they had drawn
back, no longer threatoning. They wore
l'augi'l fellows, bLut they ﬁ&d no desire
to back up a kidnapper in his wickedness.
Melelilor, the ruffian's confederaté, had
already dispppearcd; the rest hung baclk,
and Barengro rcalised that he had no
help to expect from them. Not that they
could have turned the tables on the
Famous Five, and the baronet and his
chauffeur, and Angel of the Fourth, to
stand by the rescued Mick.

Barengro's eves fixed on Mick, as Lo
descended from the van with Angels
he-l?. He panted,

“My son—my boy!” said 8ir Philip.
“Baved from that scoundrel at last—and
the prison is ready for him! Men, stand
back, I have no guarrel with you, but
that ruffian Barengro is my prisoner, to
be handed' over to tho police!”

“Your son!" breathed Barengro.

“Yes. you scoundrel !’

“¥You lie!™ said tha gipsy between his
teeth, “Hg was Colonel Angel's som;
and that was why I igok him—that was
why I've beaten him like a dog all his
deys—and that's why you shall nover
take him, if T have to swing for iti"

£E I}Gﬂk ﬂllt—"'*"

With the spring like a tiper, Barengro
war upon Mick, tearing himself away
from grasping hands that songht io hold
him back.  Something fashed in his
dusky hand.

It was at that moment that Aubrey
Angel atoned for all his wickedness. ({}1
the savage blow swept down at Mick,
Angel of the Fourth flung himself before
hizs brother, catching at the descending
arm, and barring the murderons blow,
The next instant half & Jdeozen hands wern
upon Barengre, and he was torn back:
warda, DBut Angel of the Fourth reelel
againgt the caravan, with the blood run.
ning down his sleove.

A terriblea ory rang on tho air, a4
Barengro went down, strugghng. His
arm was twisled vnder -him as he fell,
and his savage hand still held the koife.
And the keey blade, as he fell on it, was
buried in his side almost to the hilk,

Mick bad conght Angel—Sir Philip
held him the next moment, The junior’s
face was white.

* Anbrey ! panted the baronet.

“My brother!” whispered Mick, ilie
tearz streaming down his chocka.

Angel fainted.

He was laid in the frm by the road-
side, with a set, rigid face. Bir Philip
bared hiz shoulder, where the knifo hal
struck ; and he cried nlond with relief ax
he saw that the blade had only gashedl
along the junioe’s arm. The blow, in-
tended for #™ick, had slmost missed
Angel as he interposed—it was & severn
eut, but there was no danger,

“Thank Heaven ! breathed Sir Philip.

But Barcngro was in & worse stato, IHa
wes inscnaible already, and it waa® elear
that he could not be moved. A life of
lawless crime and cruelty was nearing il4
end, : ; : ;

It was a nine days' wonder at Grey-
friars !

The school fuirly burzed with the pews,

Mick, the gipsy schoolboy, was Mauriio
Angel=—brother to Anpgel of the Fourth- -
and & millionaire! Barcogro, thoe

(Crontinued on page 26, col. &)

Write to him !
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H. VERNON-3MITH :

. The best shot I ever fired was tn the
Public Schools’ Bhooting Towrnament
last year, Greyiriars needed four points
to tie with St. Jim's and five to win,
Oply one shot remained to be fired, and
the responsibility rested on my shoulders.
There wans a breathless hueh &3 T care-
fully sighted my rifle, and then a mighty
roar went up ‘h‘-'{l&ll the bullet pierced the
very centre of the bullseye. That fateful

gave us the necessary five points,
and we beat St. Jim’s on the post.  As
for my worst shot—weli, that's g subject I
should prefor not to talk abont.

BILLY BUNTER:

The best shot T ever shotted—this
duzzent eound good grammer, but it
will have to pass—was when Peter Todd
stuck a pin on the top of the Head's
garden gate. I fired at it from a distance
of & hundred yards, and my aun was so
deadly that I took the head of the pin
clean off! If you ddn’t like to beleeve
this you can do the other thing, As far
as my worst shot is koneerned, I can
troothfully ‘say that I've never fired a
bad shot in my life!

DICK PENFOLD:

The finest shot I ever fired—a shot
both clever and inspired—was at a bunny
in full flight. I'd scarcely time to take
my sight. 1 swiftly pressed the trigger
—zip! 'T'he poor old bunny seemed to
slip. Then it rolled over on its back,
and I went hurrying on the track. 1
found I'd shot it through the brain.
Now we'll have rabbit-pie again]

ALONZO TODD:

I am not a lover of rifleshooting,
with which I associate battle and blood-
shed. 1 think it is a scandal that echool-
boys should be permitted to use rifles.
Only the other day I heard Wharton
say something about baving “a shot in
his locker. 1 shall protest to Mr.
Quslch that it is a most perilona thing
to keep ammunition in the dormitory !

NICKY NUGENMT:

the best shot 1 ever hred was writh a
pesshooter in the form-reom. i hit

Sepplement &)

L

samimny bunter on the tip of the noee at
a distance of 12 paces., the worst shot 1
ever fired was when i tock aim at the
same victim, and mast him kompletely,
and hit mister twigg on the chin. he geot
inlo an awful stew, and i was in the
soop !

MRE. PROUT:

I once ehot a raging lion at a range of
five thousand yards. This may scem in-
eredible, but* I carefully menzured the
distance with a foot rule, You will all
agree that my eyesight must have been
excellent, and that my Winchester
repeater—which has accomipanied me in
all my adventures—must be a wonderful
rifle. I think that was my best shot;
but I can tel! vou of several dozen more.
(Mercy [ Bhow a little consideration
for the limitations of our space, sir.—

Ep.)

WILLIAM GOSLING:

Which T once shot a partridge on the
wing, Leastways, I thought it was a
partridge bl I went up to inspect 16, and
then T found it was a cock-sparrer]
also shot & hare once, but on closer in-
spection it turned out to be a field-
mouse! I never has no luck with my
shooting. My worst shot was when I
ehot a dusthin full of rubbish over the
Head's garden wall, and the Head
happened to be on the other side. Which
he says to me, says he, “ William Gos-
ling, you are a lunatic at large! Take
a month's notice? That happened a
pood many vears ago, but I'm sli]l bre.
Dut the Head fair had the tantrums at
the time, and no wonder, secing zs how
he was covered from head to foot with
cinders amd waste paper.

DON’T FORGET
YOUR COPY OF

The Holiday Annual

| 360 NOW ON Price

Pages saLe! 6/- |

an the “magpie.”

EDITORIAL!

By Harry Wharton.

iy =

IFLE-8HOOTING i3 not nearly so
R pular as footer at Greyfriars.
t hasn’t the thrill and the
glamour of the great winter
game. At the same time, we like to try
our skill with the rifle ﬂucasyannll.)lr; Ly
taking * pot-shots ” at the litile black
bubseye in the centre of the target,
Greyiriars has & miniature rifle-rangs
(25 yards), but for long-distance shooting
we have to visit the open-air rvange at
Courtfield. ; _
Riflc-chooting is not compulsory. Lots
of fellows at Greyfrinrs have never fired
a single shot! Mr, Prout considers that
ever %xtdy should be taught how to
handle o rifte. I fancy he scents another
war on the horizen, Anyway, he i3
always agitating for more rifle-shosting
and Joss football. His view may be right,
and it may be wrong. I'm not going lo
ATEUA wil,i'; a Form-master, T've found
by bitter experienco that it docsn’t pay !
When you have read this Special
Shooting %'Iumher_ I think you will all
agree that it's “well on the target ™!

RIFLE-RANGE REFLECTIONS !

By Bob Cherry.

BILLY DBUNTER shows a strong
liking for *“bullseyes ”—ol the edible
varioty !

L] " *

WHY is Bunter such an erratic marks-
man on tho range? DBecause of his faulty
sight, of course!

* * .

MR, PROUT iz snxious to make rifle-

rshooting o compulsory subject. Dut we

get Jessons in “ trigger-nometry™ already !
¥ E ] ]

WIHEN shooting tha other day, Tom
Brown remarked that he put two shots
Alonze Todd over-
heard the remark, and 13 going to report
Browney 1o the Society for the Preven-
tion of Crudlty to Birds!

L ¥ .

WHAT i3 the difference befween
Georges Carpentier and & careless rifle.
man. One shot out his leit, and the
other left out his shot !

- M »
TWENTY-TWO follows were fined the

other day for playing footer without a
“pame " licence |

Laugh and grow fat—read our supplements i

Tre Maewegr Lisrary.—No, 825



shoots, just as Wigan is a plaice
_ ey all wear wigs, and
Mumbles 13 & plaice wheroe every-

body speaks with his mouth full.
I don't think Bisley 13 & very appro-
priate name for a plaice where they hold

'BIELEY is a plaice where everybody

where

shooting tornyments. Why don't they
hold them ot Shooter's FHill, which is one
of the subbubs of London?

However, I am wandering from the
point, as Mr. Quelch said when he saw
an inverted tintack on his steol in the
Form-roomn, I have sct out to tell you
about sy shooting eggsperienses. .

You wouldn't think that a shori-sited
fellow would be any good on the rille-
range, would you? But W. G. B, is an
epgseption to the rule. I cheerfully con-
fess that I can never see the target, but
T've pot n sort of sixth sense that tells

Our Plump Por-
Pn!ln Scores &
‘Bullssye " with
this AmpzEing
Axticle,

me where it i3. I just shut my eyes, and
press the trigger, and—bang!  You'll
find, on investigation, that the bullseye
has been taken clean out of the centre

of the target!

How i3 1t done? Don't ask me!
Jellus beests like Wharton and Bob
Cherry say it's a flook: but when a
tellow scores a duzzen bullseves in suxxes-
sion, like I do, they can’t all bo Books.

I went up to Biskey last year, and car-
ried everything before me. I won the
King's Prize, and the Queen's Frize, and
the Publick Schools Prize, and the Ash.
burton Sheeld, and every other trophy
that was being offered.

To ba quite Frank, as Nugent would
say, [ didn't hit the bullseye every time,
One of my shots went a wee bit wide,
ancd hit o plump sergeant-major in the
calf. You should have scen him hop,

| rifle-ranges !

shootin
use ab shooting rahbits !

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

and heard him holler! T felt awfully
sorry.for him ; but these littlo things will
happen, even on the best reggulated
After that paneful insident
that sergeant-major wouldn't come within
a mile of me while I was firing !

I learnt my shooting at a v&r{ early
age. When I was five years old 1 was a
deadly shot with a water-pistle, The

kids used fo scatter in all direckshuns
when they saw ma mritingﬁ At the age
of seven I was the pea-shooting cham-
pion of the DBrittish Isies; and a few
years later I carried off the catapult

championship.

It was not uniil I came to Greyfriars

that I firzt handled & real rifle. 1 did
grate executicn on that occasion,
a bullet through Mr. Prout's tril
and anothér through the roof of the rifle-

utting
E]‘" hat,.

range. I also punectured the Head's
own in two plaices. e said I wos a
gangurﬂua young loonatick, and ought

not to be aloud to usc firearms; but that
was o long time ago, and the Head has
changed his opinion since.

Mr. Prout reckons he's a skilled shot,
but he can't hold a candle to me. He
can't shoot anything wunless it's right
under his noze, so it'a about time he shot
his bolt! He might bo all right at
the Hapids, but be's no carthly
{(Kather a neat
jouk, that, He, ho, hal)

I'm afraid I shall soon have to give u

shooting, The strain of it is too much

for me, I naver eat a menl without

potting vielent **zhooting ' pains after-

wards, However, I can look back with
pride to my wonderful achesrements on
the rifle-range, and the name of W, G,

Bunter will live for ever in the Greyfriars

annual: as being the crack shot of his

jennyration !
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| HUMOURS OF THE RIFLE
RANGE !

i
| By Tom Brown. ‘

- ==

"ﬁ I‘HEH wa were practining on the
cange last week the rumour
went tound that Billy Bunter

had obtained & “highest pes-
gible.” That is to say, five bullseyes in
succession. And, eure enough, when we
came to examine the fat junior's target,
we found that it was so. We wore

simply =taggered, for Bunfer iz n

notoriously bad shot. But it transpired

later that Vernon-Smith, who had becn
firing beside Bunter, had aimed at Billy’s
farget instead of his own, and had lut
the bullseye every time. We appreciate

Bmithy's litile joke, but where on earth

did Billy Bunter's shots go to? Echo

answers, ' YWhera?"

¥ *

E ]

An old boy was telling us the other
day of a CGreyfriars fellow who was
caught breaking bounds, and sacked on
the spot. Surely a case of “rapid
firing.”

*

w® #

Coker of the Fifth, who pndes him-
self on Deing a skilled shot, offered to
show ““the cheeky Remove fags” how
it was done. He fired five successive
shots, and not one of them hit the
target. A couple went fhrough the
roof of the rifle-range, and poodness
knows what happened to the other
three! It was a case of:

“T shot a bullet in the air,

It fell to earth I know not where !
# » -

Dicky Nugent has just made a merry
jost, He says that fags should never
uze heavy rifles, because they've gaot
gueh “amall arme "™

# &

You wouldn't think g rifle waz able
to pluy fooler, would you? Yet some of
(hem *kick ' like anything !

*

frese

SNAP-SHOTS!

Released by Frank Nugent.

CERTAIN  rifle - shooting  en-

A thusiast wishes ko know how to

clean a barrel, Well, 1 saw

Billy Bunter ducked in the

fountain the other day, and that was the

ozt effcetive  way of cleaning a
“Darrel " that I've ever seem.

& & »

Mr. Prout will give an exhibition of
rapid firing at the rifle-range on
Weodnesday afterncon. Those who are
rash enough to be present will be in
p;ra;c danger of stopping a lump of
load,

» & "

1 understand that Hedley Seotf, the
author “ A Marked DBlan!"—lhe
Masser's grand football and detective
serial—has scored a * bullseye,” Having
vead the first instalment myself, I would
go one belter. He's scored a “possible.”
Magnetites, this wonderful new serial
is poing to make a great sensation. Be

advised. Slart right now with the open-
ing chapters.

= == ——
|ODE TO MY WINCHESTER [
REPEATER ! |

By Mr. Paul Prout. |

Could thers be a firearm sweeter
Than my Winchestor repeater?
Though it only cost a trifle,

"z a tricd and trusty rifle.

|
I
j

2z na=
L —r

Oft, by Afric's sunny fountains,
Also in the Rocky Mountains,

It has been my life-preserver,
And 1 sing its praiso with [ervour !

0Oft, beside the River MNiger,

It has slain the fearsomo tiger,

And has punctured many a * grizaly,”
Also done great deeds at Disley !

With the butt against my shouldes
T have crouched behind & boulder,
Shooting savages in plenty—

{I've retained the scalps of twenty )

Pliessants, partridges, and pullets
Have received my deadly bullets,
Stoats and badgers, rats and weusels,
Hove expived-—no, not with meazies |

I have slain them with my rifie;
Shouts of glee I cannot stifle !
People say my aim's crratic,
But "tis deadly—that’s emphalic!

Could there be a fircarin sweeler
Than my Winchester repeater
Find its equal if you can, siv:

“ Nay, impossible I you answer!

Billiards in the home ! See pages 14 and 15—
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Perrers Loohe, the wwonder delectve of the age, has solved mang en
he {8 drawon by a sirange lmiﬂh

s e

The Idol of the Crowd !

“gYHOOT, man, shoot ! _

The supporters of the Middle-
ham Rangers bellowed out their
encouragements &% one [man,

completely obliterating the less en-
thusiastic shouts of the Manton City
faction.

"Shoot ! .

The centre-forward of the Rangers
steadied himself preparatory to testin
the goalie. A huge [ull-back lumbere
towards him with fierce determination
written in every line of his rugged face.
For a moment the supporters of the
Rangers appeared anxious. But there
was no cause for alarm. With consum-
wate ease Jim Blakeney—the eighteen-
yearz-old centre-forward of the home
eleven—avoided the vicious charge of
the back, controlling the ball as though
it were Fa.rt of hin, and then—

Thud ! ;
Away over the heads of the defending
players sped the leathern sphere,

anxious eyes wabtchiog it from all sides
of the gigantic enclosure,

The goalkeeper of the Eiti; danced up
and down in his citadel obviously
Euulad. There waa a peculiar twisting

ight to the oncoming ball that discon-
carted him, In his anxiety to follow ita
Fyqﬁ]rem his evea nearly started out of
8 head.

An expectant hush fell upon the
thousands of enthusiasts ranging the
touchlines. The forwards of the
Rongers advanced in a formidable line,
the half-backs of the City retreating
step by step to assist the backs.

With & prodigious leap the "keeper.of
the visiting eleven sprang in the air.
Ilis cager fiogers grasped the bell
almost lovingly.

Then the tension was broken.

"Well saved, sir!”

ere was no mistaking the sincerity
of the ery. The strained faces of the
Manton City supporters broke into
smiles; the rival faction shrugged their

shoulders and settled down to wateh the
next phase of the game.

Meanwhile the ball had sziled into
the Rangers’ territory, and a regular
ding-dong struggle ensued for possession,

The first half of the game had seen the
visiting eleven “one up.” True, it had
been a lucky goal, but the Rangers had
faited 1o equalice. With the epening of
the second half, however, tr;n:y d
started off with a determined and

#;ﬁfs:;,f;;jﬂ'f, .
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g mysievy, but the present case dntoachieh
of clrcurnstonces fofr to outshine then: all. e

FOOTBALL

E
.;-i'*"'

[ combined attack, and the visiting eleven
hadlhem hard put to it to defend their
goal. .

| Edt.ill the Manten City eleven held the
ead.

Young Jim Blakeney was thié life and

soul .of the home eleven. With untirving
energy he seized every opportunity that
came his ~way. Hia speed was a
remarkable feature of the game and a
source of anxiety to the City defence.
Twice in the second half had he rum
through on his own, weaving pattcrns
round the half-backs in a manner that
made them appear foclish, Twice had
the City goalkeeper fisted out shots that
would have caught a less active player
Napping,

And mow, realising the danger {hat
was likely to sccrue from this slim
Joung player, the skipper of the Manton
G&t{ teamy had detailed two of his men
to hang as close on the heels of Jim
Blakeney as possible

“Came on, Rangers!”

(Glanciog anxiously at their watches,
the followers of the home club urged
iheir representatives to further efforts.
There were only fifteen minutes remain-
ing to play.

From the midst of a struggling heap
of players the centre-half of the Rangers
was seen to emerge, the ball running
smoothly at his feet. A quick glance
over the field and Harold Digby had
passed to the outside-right.

" Away with it, Micky!”

The popular winger trapped the
leather in Eia stride and sped away like
8 hare, The red and white striped
figure of the City’s right-helf came at
him like a bull at a gate. But Micky
Desmond felt ne alarm. He was a past-
master at evading heavy rushes, Ha
stopped dead for a fraction of a second,
and the half-back hurtled past to brin
up against the ropes—a feat which
evoked a roar of laughter and derision
from the spectators.

But the City crowd scon changed their
langhter into exelamations of anxiecty.
Micky had continued on his Right, the
hall fuhl::ing steadily at his feet. The
whole forward line of the TRangers
advanced as one man,

“Pass, Micky!"”

The outside-right needed no instruoe
tions on that secore. Ilis quick eye took
tn the significant fact that twe City

players were speeding towards him—a
move that weakened considerably the

A SENSATIONAL
STORY OF LEAGUE

WITH

A POWERFUL DE~
TECTIVE THEME,

defenders in the goal mouth, He
passed,

In a flash Jim Blakeney fastened on
the ball. His right foot came into play,
and before players aud spectators fully
realized the fact the leather was
speeding goalwards at a terrific pace.

The goalkeeper made a frantic dive to
save his citadel, but he was a fraction
of a second too late. A thrumming
behind him Lculcl him thaf;t }tlha ball was
running up the rigging of the net.

“Goal E’;ﬂI

The Rangers had equalized.

The roar of applause that welled up
from the spectators could ba heard for
miles around. It echoed over the

round long after the elevens had taken

eir places for tha re-ctart.

Jim Blakeney threw a grateful glance
at Micky Desmond. Der}ptta the fact
that the gaung}l centre-forward  had
netted the ball, he unhesitatingly gave
the credit to the outside-right.

Up in the grand stand Mornington
Hardacrae, the mmaﬁing-diremr of tha
Rangers, rubbed his hands with evident
satisfaction. He turned to a divector of

the visiting team.

“Well, Chesney, what do you think of
m;(%lm e?" he. asked,
ransfer hirm 1o us, Hardacre,"
replied the other, “and I'll write you a
cheque for fifteen hundred pounds this
minute,”

I wouldn't take a couple of thonsand
for him,” said Hardacre. *“He's the
find of the season—only eighteen, too

“How did you get hold of him?"

“That's ithe remarkable part zbout
it,” loughed Hardacre. “1 didn't. He
got hold of me. Came and witnessed a
trial mateh, you know. Ben Simmeonds,
our ¢entre, got crocked half-way through
the game, and Blakeney asked me if I'd
give hun & trial. Why I consented I
couldn’t for the life of me imagine; but
I did, and e

“You've blessed the day ever sinens,”
grioned Chesney., *“He's a wonder,
there's no misteke ! Loock—look at lum
now 1"

The two divectors turned their atton-
tion to the game. The whole forward
line of the Rangers was sweeping down
the field in a concentrated attack, the
ball passing from wing to ceutre and
again from centre to wing, With gquich,
decisive judgment Jim Blakeney nursed
his forwards towards the goal

Craning their necks, the =peciators
endeavoured fo follow every mevement

—the greatest offer ever made to MAGNET readers |
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of the game, The half back line of the

City eleven was safely negoliated, and.

gi:ﬁn Blakeney was in possession of the
nﬂa. burly bark who had made such a

Foar Ehﬂwm‘f‘ against the slim oerntre-
orward earlier

jer in the ma again
lumberéd forward. His colleague, with
an expressive grimace, moved up, too.
Ancther look was exchenged betwesn
them, and then, simultaneously, they
charged.

“Look oubt, Jim!"

A score of voices yelled out the warn-
ing a3 the manceuvre of the two backs

came apparenk.

Crash [

The two bocks of the City eleven came
together with a thud, but their intended
victim., had evaded their “préssimg”
attentions with an esse that brought a
"roar of laughter from the thousandy
behind the touchlines. The two backs,
meanwhile, shot off at difierent angles
and collapsed on the. grass.

' The nld and rather deéspicable trick of
“gapdwiching * had failed dismally.

In the general excitement of the
momerit, for the Rangers’ >rward line
was still continuing goalwards, the fate
of the two burly City defenders was
swiftly passed over and forgotien.

“Walk it in, Jim!"
grizzled, old veteran of the king of
winter games. “It's yours for the
asking 1"

And so it seemed,

_ The goalkeeper of the City eleven was
decidedly nervous at the farmidable line
of opposition in front of him. He deter-
rained to rush out. ;

That was just: what Jim Blakeney had

anficipated. Acting as the decoy in this

concerted movement, the slim. young}.

centre drew the goalkeeper in his direc-

tion.
With a_ headlong dive -the City

eustodian fAung himself at the feet of

vellod one

Jim Blakeney. A moment previous,
‘however, .the ball had left Jim's foot on
itz way to Teny Williams, the inside-
right.

~With a playful smile on hislips, Ton
ambled . forward- and- dribbled. the ba
into il net. His action was the signal
for another frenzied outburst from the
Rangers' faction,

“A reg'ler cake-walk!™ roared one
evnthusiast. *“You could ’ave 'ad it
verself, Jim."

No one amongst the huge assembly
dm:tl:;ﬁ that fact. It had n a fine,
unseifish prece of sportsmanship on the
part of JF:m Blakesiey.

And .the crowd

in showing their

approval of Tony Williams' offord ware

not forgetiul
forward.

** Good obd Tony 1™

“Played, Jim! Your goal !"

. Jim" Blakeney's bandsome face broke
e o good-natured. smile as he shook
hands with Tony Williams on his way
back to the centre-line.

“ Nicely dona!" he said.- " We want
another one’ yet to let 'em know we
imean it!"

Pheop ! i f 7

The ball was in mwotion again.

of the wyoung centre-

The

 City eleven were out to_equalise or die

in the ptti}mbfi., judging by the gencral
exXpregsion determinationr  written in
avery face,

But the Middleham Rangers were
taking no chapces now. With only five
minutes to play before the final whistle
shrilled out, and with a single goal lead,
they could not afiord to slatken their
efforts,

And no one amongst that football-
loving crowd was more mindful of the
fact that Jim Blakeney's untiring,
forceful exhibition had so far staved off
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defeat than Mornington Hardsore—ithe

DRAWING THE DEFENCE!

With a headlong dive the €ity eustodian flung himself at the fest of Jim Blakeney.

A second before; however, the ball had left Blakeney's foot on its way to Williams,

the Inside-right. To the accompaniment of 3 roar of applause Williams dribbled
the ball Into the net. {See thiz page.)

Scoring goals—Hedley Scott, author of our splendid Fooler serial!

managing-director of the Middleham
Rangers. . .
Jim Blakeney was, indeed, tho find of
2 8pas0n |

“ Tiger ** Sleek at Work !

[ ELL, my lad, what. do you
thisk of the game?"

Ferrers Locke, the world-

famous detective of Baker

Streel, newly returned from his amazing

adventurea in Russia, addressed the

remark to 8 vouthful Ggure at lus sade.

“Tophole!"

Jack Drake, the detcotive's young and

able assistant, replied with & wearmth

thére was no denying. From the very

oomenencement of the matoh the Iad had

scarcely taken his eyes off the pitch.

Thosa tmmfgr-t.wu untiring players
ﬁm&d to hold & peculiar fascination for
im.

- Yarrars Locke smiled.

“It's nearing the ond now, my lad!
Only three minutes to time!”

HBo it ds, guvnor. But I bat you that
fallow Jim Dlakenoy breaks thmg:ah
again, There's no one on the d
capable of stopping him."

A perplexed frown crossed the finely
chiselled face of Ferrers Locke at the
mention of Jun Blakeney. Unknown to
Jack Drake, the great dotective's
presence at the Middleham R!ﬁ“{fﬁ&ﬂ'
ground was g matter of business and not
pleasure, as Drake had fondly imagined.
_ DBy .the wooden barrier in the next
stand to him was a tall, burly figure
with & forbidding cast of countenanoce,
Iivar and anon Locke's eyes would turn
in this fellow's direotion, and thence to
Jim Blakeney in the black-and-gold
colours of the Middleham Rangers,

It seemed hardly credible that there
could be any connection betwesn the
handsome young foothallor and this
rough-looking fellow in the neighbouring
stand. And yet such was the case, if
Liocke's information ocould be rolied
upon,’ :

L Bomething a it deep hera!"™ mur-
mured the great detective, ehaking his
head in a, perplexed fashion., *That
fellow Blakeney seems hardly the kind
of to associate with -this brute in
-tHha next stand they eall - Tiger ™ Sleck,

wen 1"

Without a word to Jack Drake, who
wae still intent upon the closing sta
of- the ‘game before him, Ferrers Lng
moved 4o the litHle wooden barrier
separating the two stands. With a
fonchalant air he drew level with Tiger
Slesk, and, with a jerk of the head in
the direction of the piich, addressed

this now

him,
- Y“"Whao's Jitn
Blakeney " he inquired.

“Lor bless yer, guv'nor, ain't you
ever seed Jun before?"

“Can't say I have," remarked the
detective easily. “"He's a useflul sort of
player, though "

“1 should think he iz uselnl!”
puffawad the burly follow, with oro
emphasis on the last word than seemed
necessary to Locke, .

The detective again turned his atton-
tion to the game, the last eighty secands
of which was being played out with a
tenacity that kopt the spectators in a
state of feverish excitement.

Tiger Sleek glancod critically at the
detoctive, noting his well-out clothes and

eneral prosperous appearance.  Finally
gis eves rested on a platinum chain that
spaced the sleuth's waisteoat.  I’latinum
ehaine  usually  pocompanied obid
watehes, the Tiger reflocted, And he

player

“ Tiger "’ Sleek and ** Tiger?” Ferrers Locke are well matched—

Tae MacxeEr Lisgary.—No, 823,



Keep your eyes on Ferrers Locke. This lafest case of hisisa Thriller !

was by way of being o collector of gold
wniches, 30 he kvnew something about
theimn.

Locke, from: the cormer of his eye,
noted the look of greed that croseed his
neighbour's face, and 'd{ehhﬂatelj'ﬁ?u]hd
st his watch, apparently to study the
time,

Tt was a gold watch,

Bleek saw that, although ho turned
nwey his head quickly enough, .

The detective replaced the watch in

hiz o, and pave his attention to
the game, Suddenly a hand reached
wat, It belonged fo Tiger Bleek,

With an case born of long praotice tha
watch was speadily transferred to his
uwn pocket.

Ferrers Locke chuckled softly to him-
sell.. He was well aware of the loss
ha had sostained—it had suited his
plana perfectly. Before he eonld make
any further remark fo tho burly ligure
ashongside him, however, o terrific roav
welled up from all sides of the eon-
tlﬂs‘l‘{m‘ hrough on |

‘He's going through on hiz own '™

" Stap ??:u'!”

“ o it Jjuamc‘f bay 1"

'The black-an -Eﬂig figure of the
Middleham centre was seen to be flash.
ing down the field in 8 burst of speed
that was astomshing,

“Go it, Jim![Y roared Sleck in his
stentoman tones.

And Jima was going
vengeance.

The hali-backs raced to intercept his
possage, Bnd were left wards bhehind,
One of the ks swerved forward on
s'anghter bent, and received a shoulder
charge that sent him stagpering. Then
the remaining back tock the trail, aas it
wersa, ] ] . ]

But with a bewildering series’ of feints
Jim safely pasted him, and, with a
seorching  ground  shot, netled the
irather practically on the stroke of tume.

The rousing cheer that went up coms
pletely drowned the “pheep!” of the
referea’s whistle, intimating that the
ralne was over.  yYoung Jon recetved
the hearty thumps on the back thet
showered on him from his delighted
team-fellows with protestine amiles,

“Go easy, you chaps!” he sxclaimed
ob length. * You'll break my blessed
bagk 1™

Up in the stands Tiger Sleck had
Lellowed out his applause and then
rotired, Thus, when Locke turned his
hegd, he saw the burly fipure of the
wan who had “snaffled ” hiz watch
|L111:T:t_mg his way through the crowd at
fhe exit,

“Must keep sight of himi!"” grunted
Toeke, " Besdes, I waub iy watoh !™

Beckoning to Jack Drake, Locke
lurried towards the exit of his own
stared. Onee cutside he walked swiftly
i the extt of the cheaper stand. Even
ni he arrived the burly figure of Sleck
lumbered out and mingled with the
crowd departing bomewards.

it—with =&

“Quick, Jack!” ecommanded the
ilekective.,. @ “Seoa  that  hefty  fellow
direotly in fromt? Well, we've to

[dlow him; he’s got my watch!’

“What! But——"

“No time for cxplanationzs now, my
tad.  Keep him in sight, you under-
stand ¥

“Right-ho, guv'nar!™

Jank Dreake, sorely puzeled, stepped
out briekly with his chief. The long,
narrow lano to the fooiball ground was
iraveresd without the detochive and his
ssistant losing sight o their quarry.
CAt the end of the laue it was a differ-
el matier, A steady stveam of traflie

SWALLOWIKG THE BAIT.! .

()
'!'-'.Ehl
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rogue’s

before him, chuckled grimly.

Suddenly s hand reached out, It-belonged to ** Tiger " Sleek. With an case
born of long practice Ferrers Locke’s gold wateh was speedily transferred to the

cket, The detective, 10 all intents and purposes watching the game
Heo was well aware of the loss he had sus
See this page.)

odd,

threaded i3 way along the main road
running at right-angles with the lane,
and *‘traikng ¥ anyene under those
conditions was difficult in the extreme.

“Put s spurt on, Jackl” )

ﬁmﬁa and Drake redoubled their poco
&
they were trailing. Something pronpted
E'Ieik to look ﬂ'vgar his shﬂu]%ier at that
moment. He saw the grim face of his
late victim, and commenced o run.

“ After haim 1 rapped Locke, breakiog
into a ruan.

A waiting taxicab was drawn up to
the pavement, and Bleek, seeing there
was no other way of eswape, jerked out
his destination to the dviver, gud
clambered mm=ide. :

“Stop!"” yelled the dotective,

A few pedestriane tnrned to stave at
Locke and his assistant as they reached
the kerb just as the taxi drove off.
The detective ground his testh in annoy-
ance,

“TFool that T was!” he nmitered to
himself. * We've lost lam!”

“Here's another cab, guvnor!” ox-
claimed Drake.

Hailing the toxi, Locke and Drake
serambled in,  Throungir the speaking-
tbe tho detective issued his instructions
taor the driver.

“ Follow that taxi in front of you"
he said, in gquick, jerky tones, “ Double
your fare if you heep it in sight.”

The driver touched his cap and lot 1
his ¢lutch with a jerk. ‘The taxi leaped
forward,

“ Mow you've pot a moment.” grinned
Jack Drake, _
what all this means. unny kind of end-
ing to a football-matoh 1™

“ Business brought me to the Middle-
ham ground this afterncon, my Jad,™
epitd Lacke, in reply, “not just a mere

gradually drew leval with the man’

Yperhaps you'll tell me-

indulgence in watching & game of footer,
splendid as it was!"

[ ﬂhill ;

“Lady Branston came to mao this
morning with the story that she had
lost a pearl necklace, and requested me
to devota my time bo its recovery, I am
ﬂ:ﬁi&lm trgcki . I know now who has the
[ A48 T D13 pﬂmmn—.

"“ Do you, by Jove 1" exclaimed Drakeo
sdmiringly. “ Who's the giddy culpriti”

“The same fellow who snatehed miy

watoh I" grunted the sleuth. “I wanted
to arrest 1i'iaim_ on a charge of robbery so
that hia pockets could searched, T
{ im with my watch—and ho
took 1"
“Smart chap!" sald Drake.
“Very smark!”  returned TLocko
grimly. “From infommation received,

the man I am after iz kmown in the
underworld as Tiger Bleek, He's sup-
pﬂze::i to he a relative of Jim Blakeney,
A 1 d——

“What, the centreforward of
Middleham Rangers!" gasped
ineredulously.

“Exactly !

“Well, I'm blowed ™

HHe's-— Hallo! We've held up!”
exclaimad Locke, “ Confouml it! We
shall lose our man!"

The white-gloved hand of 2 constable
arrestecd the iraffic at the cross-road-
just as Locke's taxi®drew level. The
driver turned in his seat and shrugged
his shoulders, .

“Couldn’t help i, siv " ho apologised,
“The cab I was following was the las!
to pass through. It turned down ona «i
the stroots on the left—lost sight of it
after that.” ,

Crowing impatient with every pass-
ing setond, Tocke waited for the police.
man to lower his hand, An interval of

the
Jack

—in the fascinating story told by Hedley Scott ! Who wins ?
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threa minutes elapsed, what time the
cab codhtaining the .Tiger, the sleuth
reflected, might be uni?w!mm amongst
that crowded portion of tho town.

“Hallo, we're off again!® said Dirake
hopefuly

“ ot much uze now, my lad, confound
it 1" returned Locke. “ We've lost our
man and my gold watch inte the bar-
gain, We'll gime the Tiger the first
hand in the game, BStop our driver.
It's useless running through theso back
streets. We'll have o square meal, and
then adjourn to the garage. The car
will be ready to take us back to town.
I rather fanoy that in the recovery of
Lady HBranston's necklace we shall
plunge ourselves into an absolute net-
work of erime. A look at the records in
my study up at Baker Strect will an-
doubtedly furnish me with something
material to work upon.™

“But, sir-—" ' :

“The face of Tiger Sleak is familiar
to ma,’ continned detective, unhead-
ing the interruption: “That he is no
common or gardan pickpocket I feel
positively certain ™ :

“Hut what did vou mean, by saying
that Jim Blakeney's a relative of his,
guv nor "

“Ah!" peplied Locke gravely., 1
oan't explain at the moment; you must

wait, Jaglk!"”
‘G
fortunes of the Middleham
Rangera called uapon  his
azspeintes as the Wred but jubilant home
alevon came off IJh_n- round.
“ Ay, lade; three of the best!™
The cheers were given with o right
mood will. Jim Blakeney's faco crim-

A Definlte Answer !

IVE him a cheer, hoys!"
An ardent follower of the

aoned in embarrassment as his bame was §

hurled heavenward in a long-continued
Lellow of appreciation, At that moment
la was very happy.

The majority of the plavera fully
realised that their vickory over the
Manton City ¢lub was due in no small
measure to the energatic and fine display
of thair own centreforward. i

Lonald SBwiveller, nephew of Morning-
ton Hardacre, and inside-left in the
Rangers' eleven scawled, howover, as the
ceowd cheercd the fellow he had alrcady
grown to hate, In the penersl excite-
ment of the momend nona seemed to
notice tho vengeful glare in the eyes of
Hardacre’s nephew,

Thoe homo sleven passed into the dress-
ing-room, During tha process of a bath
and a ronb-down gim Blakeney listened
to the effusive remarks of Jelf Dunstan,
ithe trainer. The vetoran was rogardod
by most a3 a very reticent old man, but
on this occasion e unbent considerably.

“Jolly good performance, Jim!"” he

grunted, “If you po on like that we
ashalliham all tle leading clubs after
you !l

“Pon't be an ass, Jeff 1™ smiled
Blakensy, ™I did no more than any of
the others would have done had they
besp in my place.”

“Don't know sbout that, sonny!"
prowled Jeff. "I knows one or two the
toamn could well dispense with. How-
siunever, it's a groeat lad you are—and
Jaoff Dunstan’s proud of you!™

Befora Jim could mahe n{?r suitablo
reply the fall fipure of Morningten
Hardacre appegred ian the dressing-
room. . With & word of congratulation to

fhe ﬂa rers, he passed into the adjoin-3
g bath-room,
“ Hallo, Jimmy, my boy!" ha gmﬂﬁd!

enthusiastically, ** A very fne perform-
ance” indeed, - You were splendid-so
3!}11&“(“:& in fack, that the director of the
City took a violent fancy to you. He
offercd me on the zpot o chequa of
fifteen bhundred pounds  for  your
transfer,”

“Buat he ain't going to hava him,”

growled JeH Dunstan, *&5 he, Jim?"

Jim Blakeney laughed.

“MNot hkely ! he made answer. ‘I'm
quite content with the Ranpers. thanks
very touoh !

_ ““That’s the spinit, my lad!"” beamed
Marnington Harvdacre. “With you in
the front line, the Rangeras will pull
inte 4 bolter place than tom of the
League this seasen.”

“You're vory good, sir!"

Y And there's no bunkum in what I'ms
saying,” continued Hardacre, heartily.
"% don’'t want to turn vour head, but I
rechon you'ge the find of the seqson™

“Hame here!™ chimed in Dunstan.

“When you've changed, Jim " saud

‘Hardacre, *I'd like you io acoompany

A WELL-EARNED COMPLIMENT !

i ']I[
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2= over again.

Mornington Hardacre gripped the hand

of Jim Blakeney and wrung it warmly.

“ A very fine performance indeed, my

boy,”’ he exclaimed, enthusiastically.

“You were splendid ! (See this
page.)

me to the Myirtles for a bit of dinoer
;_mc} & anrrke—that 15, of course, if you're
ree,

A startled look for the moment settled
on Jim's handsome face, but he tnrned
it aside, as it were, with a wry =mile.

‘I'm sorry to refuse you, sir,” he
said: “but I'm afraid T can't accept
your invitation--nokb to-night, at any
rate.  I—I've an appointment,
know,"

“h, well, of course, I don't expec
qot tor break your word., Come along
e some other thine, will you?"

“Only too delighted!"™ replied Jim,
although the startled look cnce again
crept into his face,

Morningten IHardacre passed out of
the dressing-room, the eyes of Ronald
Bwivaller followiog his every movemaent.

“That oub Blakeoney is w'::-rmmig his
way into the good graces of the ofd man

too fast for my liking!" was Swiveller's

you

Something worth having : £100. The first in the magnificent list of prizes—

mental chservation as he pulled on lia
ecoat, 1 shall have to watch my steps”

Jeoff Danpstan turned to Jim.

“d man Hardacre haz taken a fancy
te vou, senny,” he =said, "I'm glad!
Heo's the whitest man I know—and cue
of the cleverest.”

That Alorningion MHardacre was a
white man wa3a koown throughout the
town of Middlobam. That he was clever
in the sense that Dunstan meant was
known only to a few. Desidea being an
all-round sportsman, and one of the
wealthiest merchants in the town, Mern-
Hington Hardacra was by way of being
ni nyentor,

“ Ho's heen o raod [riend to me”
said Jim slowly, in a tons that made

the ald trammer look at him hard, *1
eoildn’ b —"*
S Well,” exclaimed Duonstan, “wou

eouldn’t what?"”

“ Oh, nothing "

Jim bit his lip ia his confusion, and
avoided. the inguiring eyes of Dunstan,
Without another word upon the subject
of Morningten Hardacrs, the econtre.
forward of the Rengers pulled on his
overcoat. A oheery Y Goodnight!” o
the trainer, and Jim had passed out 1o
the dressing-room,

Away from the glare of the hght the
young man strode ont hriskly, his hand-
some featnres no longer open and un-
troubled, A perplexed expression,
which spoka of indecision to a marked
degren, sottled on his face.

“I can’'t do it!” he repeated over and
“Hardacre's taken mo af
my face valne—he truosts me. 1 can't
der it! I—— Oh, confound the Tiger

A and his gang. They can do their worst !

I won't do itt"”

Doriving comfort from his heated out-
burst, Jim Blakeney sqisred  his
shoulders and stepped out briskly along
the towing-path of the River Twee. The
silver ‘water of the river seemed to rivet
his attention, The dusk had deepened
into twilight, and the soft rays of a
crescent meon played gently with the
lapping water as it sloewly wound its
way to the Thames,

Suddenly the hoot of an owl rang ont
upon the still evening air—s cry that
waz immediately echoed from all peinte
of the compass,

Jim Blalkeney staried.

He knew that signal. And the saend
of it usun’l.!;,' meant tronble ahead for
sameonn,  Undeeided whether to move
on or releeat, Jim suddenly found him-
self surrounded by six men. He knew
thein at a glance, and knew iheir
ission,

“Don't be alarmed, Jim,” clhuckled
the spokesman «<f the party. “Wa
ain’t goin' to "urt yer—leastways, not if
vou're reasonable.  Aro we mates?"

The “mates ' joined in with a coarso
outburst of launghter, strengthened by a
fow adjectives, They woro a tongh-
looking erew—the smallest  member
being a head taller than Jim Blakeney,

There was silence for a moment,

“Woll, what do yvon want with me?”
at Jast demanded Jim,

““hat's it, Jim; always ready to talk
business—just like your uncle!’

Y Haw, haw, haw!"

Two or three of the party found sone-
thing amusing in tha remark.

“Keop my uncle’s name out of 1t!”
snapped Jim hotly. *I'm finished with
him! Finished with you, d'yon hear®

“Yas, I hoartsll right!” growled the
spokosman  of the party.  “Bat in

course, you don’t mean it, Jim1”

Don't forget your copy of the “ HOLIDAY ANNUAL »”—now on sale |
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“I wean every word of it!" retoried Blakenoy., “You'll
never make o crook of me!”

“The bantam crows,” grunted the leader, looking round
upon his evil associates with a leer. I allus reckoned the
chief waz wrong in eddicating this ‘ere nipper o be a
gentlenian. Bee! He's jibling already!”’

“Knock some sense into him, Stubbins!™

Stubbins turned to Jun again,

“Now, look here, young feller. ¥You know what we've
eorie for. You ain't activg in with the chief's ordors. Three
weaks now you've been with Hardacre's crowd, and you've
done nothing. The chief sent us down here 1o meet yor--to
demand an explanaiion.  If that amn't fortheomuing—1 think
I'!Eﬂt:;* the word 'e said--we're to give you the hiding of yer
e,

“Get on with _it, then!™ retorted Jim fearlessly, “T've
fold you once-I'm fArizhed. You're getting nothing out
of Hardacre throuygh me!”

The bantering manner of Stubbing changed with startlhing
suddenness. With a muttered imprecation, he luuged for-
ward amd aimed & heavy blow at the boy's face.  Had it
landed, Jim wndoubtedly would have been felled like an
ox. Inetead, he side-steppod neatly, and the ruffian, meeting
with no resistance, swung round awnd almest toppled into
the siream.

“Hot about ‘in, mafes!” he roared; as he repained his
balance. “I've 'ad 1t in for this kid for some months.
We're acting on the chicPs orders this time. Pey him our
what you owe hmn."

“ Ay, Btubbins, we'll learn ‘im!"

The vrowd of toughs surped forward with evil intent, and,
Jim, realising thatﬁm way it for the fight of hiz life, for
tht odds were six 1o one, threw up his bands. A well-aimed
right caught Stubbin: full on the ¢hin and =ent him stagger-
ing !:m.t!ku.-anis, to Lring up sharp in the face of ona of his
Cronies,

A lefi awing followed, and another of (he toughs fell back
wttering a string of imprecations, and nursing o damaged
Thse.

But the fght could nol continue in the face of such odds.
Already Jim's face bore ample murks of the fray; his left
bvir was darkening, where & gnarled fist had crashed home,
bis jaw was bruised, his knuckles cut amd bleeding.

“¥You curs!” he hissed. striking out with a force that
surprisecd his asesulants, * You despicabls curs!™

“Down him, boys!!

“Let me get at him ! voared the man who had previounsly
ravessed his nose, laking good care, however, to heep in the
buckground of those whirling fists. YTl tan hap!™

*All together, boys!™

The six loughs advancsd in & body, and Jim knew that his
mganent had come. With blecding konckles he swept agide
three of the brawny lists that fashed out at lomy, and
recompensed theie owners with telling biows that were to be
reserubered for many a day to come,  And then—-—

Smack !

A vicious blow teok him on the chin, deadening his senses
nietil e eould searcely distimgoish the forms of his saseailants,
The face of Stubbing wemed to predominade m that huge
hlier, however, and Jim sirack at it with all Lis rommaining
strength, Faiutly he heard a howl of pain as the fist went
hette, snd then all became a Blank.

Totteriog woder thal concontrated stream of blows, 1he
voung feotballer zank io the ground and lay still,

Bill Stubbing breatbed hard, wed wiped away a siream of
erimson from his mouth.

“Regular wild-cat ! hie growicd. " Didn't know he had it
m Cim M

The six, panting lieavily, reparded one another in silence
theroafier, Kach was waiting for the other to make a sug-
pention.  Dlubbins shifted uneasdy, and jabbed the prone
ligare of Jim Blakeney with lhis fook,

* What shafl we do with ™ Le pruoted at leagtl.

Anather uncomfortable silence,

" Wihat, Tas ‘e krocked vou all dueb " exclaimed Stubbins,
with & leer, [ know what we'll do with 't e river!
I kuows too mrach Lo our comfort. What & von sav ™

".ﬂt}'; the river, CUhoek "t in with 1he !L:‘LP:;_, £511 B
g:'-_',,whql 1h 1:|g!|'4,~:it wenibwer of the Eabgr,

“Ay; the river !

A general naddg of Deands shewed thal e magorily was
i faverir of sneh a pooaveling,  Stoapiog. i Stulblbn: and
the ugly fellow caupght hold of Jin Blakeney and swung him
aloft,

Soiash |

The wneonseiouzs figoare ot the young foothaller Tiartled
riverwards, aud the waters parted to reccive hin

Pecring over the bank, =iy facez showid pale and broatal i
the saft rays of tw soon,  Bix conscences were grapphing
with'the murder of Jim Blakeney,
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work this

TEN TON CRANE?

TET look at it! A slight pnll of a lever and away into the alr
swings 10 tons, rs though [t wers 10 pounds. See how the crane
drops its huge load exactly where the driver wishes, Iin'tit Sne?
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Out of the Night !
n IAME we were starting, Jack ™
Ferrers Locke  carofully
fappod out the ashes from his
pipe, amd replaced it in his
pocket. Jack Drake looked up from his
perusal of the evening paper.

“Right-he, puv'nor! li“ll order the
car!”

The detective and his nssistant hod par.
taken of a hearty meal at the Middle-
ham Central Hotel after their execiting
chase of the taxicab containing the Tiger,
and Locke had retired to the loungs for
& smole.

The. afternoon, despite the loss of a
gold watch, had been an interesting one
to the groal detective. It had opened up
vast possibilities towards solving an
amazing serics of erimes which had taken
ILondon by storm of late.

Kven as Locke pesred into the
weleome, comforting light of the fire he
sepmed to visuslise the ugly, brutal face

the Tiger.

“Ready, guv'ner?™

Jack rake's remark
detective from his reverie. e rose to
his feok, and, saccompanied by the
voungster, walked over to the hotel
garage. The big six-cylinder Howk—a
giff of appreciation from a former client
to whom Locke had rendered a greai
service—at once took the eye of all who
beheld it. Ite long, stream-lined body,
ita  finely-polished” metalwork, the
rhythmiecal purr of the great enginc as
the sleuth set it in motion, all spoke of
worknianship of the highest skill,

“Running smoothly 1" muttered the
detective laconically. * Jump in, my lad!™

The cliich was thrust in, and the big
car moved almost silently out of &he
garage to the accompaniment of a glance
of admiration from the garage-keeper.

‘U We'll take the longp road™ said
locke;, as he settled himself at the
wheel. " We can open her out there!"

Jack Drake nodded. He liked nothing
20 mich as a swift Aight through the
keen night air in a car of the Hawk's
capabilities.

i 'Gm:r-:l wden, sic!” he said. " Let her
rip P
~ The detective swung the great car
into the country roasd that branched to
the left of the town, and accelorated the
engine. It responded instantly. At a
speed well on forty miles an hour the
Hawk leaped forward, gradually leaving
the twinkling lights of Middleham
behind.

“8ee that butlding sithonetted against
the sky?" said Locke suddenly, extending
hig arm by way of indication. “That's
the Middleham Football Club's grand-
gtand, ™

“Talking of Middleham, guv'nor,”
said Drake slowly, * I still want to know
what you meant by saying that that chap
Elakeney of the Rangers is a relative of
the chap who pinched vour watch.”

“Your persistency does you crodit, my
lad,” returned Locke, * All the same,
[ cannot answer you nt this juncture.
I can see, however, that vou have fol.
lowed the masses—ready to hero-worship
voung Jim Blakeney I

“Well, he'a a jolly fine footballor!™
ratorted Drake, with some warmth,
“Only a kid of cighteen yoars, too!”

“That's z0!" muttered Locke, half to

argused  the

himesell, “Only eighteen years! A
pity! Huym!"
He lapsed into silence, and Jack,

knowing the whimsical moods of his
beloved chief, refrained from continuing
the conversation.

[ —

The bhig car was nearing the river now,
and ithe lad Ffelt his attention drawn in
that direction. Idly he watched the
lapping water curve in and out amongst
the surrounding countryside. Soaddenly
he sat boli upright in his seat, and
listened intently.

“Ihd you hear thai, guvnort”
demanded breathlessly.

he

detective, rather sleapily.

A ghout—a shout for help.
There it is sgain!”

Ferrers  Liocke  slowed  dawn  the
high-powered car, and finally brought it
to a standstall.

“Help! Helpt™

There was no misiaking (he ery this
time., It procecded from the river

“Bomeone in  difficnities . rapped
Tocke, jJumping from lis  seat.
“Quickly, Jack! This way!”

But there wazs no need to urge Jack
Drake. Ile was close on the heels af

Listen!

THE CRY FROM THE RIVER !

With a dive thet many & prolessional

swimmer would have envled, Ferrers

Locke entered the waters of the Twes,

and struck out with forceful sirokes

in the direction of the ery Ilor help.
(See thiz page.)

the detective as Locke sped towards the
river-bank.

“Help! Oh, help!”

Peering throngh the gloom, Locke
halted at the edge of the river to senso
the exact direction of the sound, mean-
timo pecling off his jacket.

- “{atch hold, my lad!" he said, toss.
ing the garment to Jock Drake, who
panted at his side. " U'm going in!”

swimmer ‘would have envied, Locke
entered the waters of the Twee, and
struck out with forceful sirokes in the
direction of the cry for help.

“Hold on!” he yelled encouragmpgly.

From the darknes: something like a
great sigh of relief went up.  Locke,
with another reassuring cry, swam on
strongly. A tree loomed up in front of
him, its branches overhanging the river.
Clinging to the end of one of the
branches was a youthiul figure.

Another couple of powerful strokes
-and the detective had reached

hanging figure.

“Hear what, my ad?* drawled thed

With a dive that many a professional’

The best-known schoolbuys in the worid--Harry Wharion & Co., of Greyfriars!

his strong grasp, and commenced to
swimm back—at s slower pace, for ile
person he had vescued wasz like a2 dend
welght in his arms—towards the bank
where stood Jack Drake, an electric
torch in his hand, ready to direct his
chief,

Five minubes lafod bath Locke and the
person he had rezewed were safe on (he
baok, to ihe unbiunded delight of Jack
Drake,

Giently Feorers Locke placed the e
conseions figure he bad vespved on a
level picee of geaz2. and knelt down
besude it

Jack Drake. swinging the gleaming
farch emrvthwaids, darted back with a
ery of amazenend on his lipe, for the
light revealed the battered but still
recognisable foee of Jun Blakenoy—the
popular centre-farwavd of the Middle.
bBart Rangers!

(Ve that e e Been intfrodueed
to Jim Blalovey wou are corives, wo
dowbf, to picrer the mysfery that zure
rounda fiz appearauce in the Rangers

eleven., XNext weells For fneladment qr il
calighten o, Oder gowr Maower
tard i)

] {Cuntinaed  from preire 18.)
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napper, slain by his own savage hand,
lay in the hespital al Courtfisld—Iy
repent before his oves olosed for ever,

Aubrey Angel of the Fourth was in the
school sanatorium—to remain there for
some woeks, And the school heard with
workder that he had received his injury
in defending Mick from harm, in taking
wpon himself the blow aimed at his new
found bLrother.

“Even Angel’s got his good poinis,™
aaldd Bob Cherry, in Study No. 1.
“ Dlassed if I thought he had it in him I

“Blessed if I did!” said Wharton.
“But he had! But fancy old Mick turp-
out & giddy millionaire 1"

“Rolling in 11" said Nugent,

“And faney his turning out an Angel.
my esteemed chums!” said Hurree Jam-
seb Ham 8ingh. *Like the worthy
johnny in the story, Greyiriars hos bee
entertaining an angel unawargs!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Mick—all the fellowa still ealled him
Mick—remained at the scheal till Angel
came out of “sanny.” Then he went
home with his father. The pipsv school-
boy—now Maurice Angel, wilhonaire—
was to reiurn io Groeyirinra later; for
tha present his father wanted him, amd
he was glad to be with his father,

“T'm to have a tutor, and all that,
and be gof in order io take my plaer
here like the other fellows, yon {:naw,”
Mick told the Famous Five. “8o you'll
see me again, old chaps, I'm coming
back—my brother Aubrey is keen on my
coming back! I say, ain't it (ju]l}- 5l

And Harry Wharton & Co. agreed
that 1t was jolly—exiremely jolly; as
indeed it was, And they gave the gipsy
schoolboy &8 great send-off when he lelr
with Sir Philip, and lookead forward, after
that, to the time when they should greot,
az a member of the Greyiriars Remove,
the Gipsy millionaire!

THE EWD,

{2 here ig anather vipping story by yaur
frerourite author next Mouday, entitled
“ The Greyfriors Gliding Comprtition ™
it yoern thed il aded unother Fauarel 1o

_the | the triumph of FRANKE RICHARDS.
Ho took hold of it inj Be sure you read 1, boys)
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Now look out for the next instalment of ** A Marked Man ’'—it’s great ! 27

THE “ HOLIDAY ANNUAL!”™

Roll up and get your copies of the new “ IHoliday Annual.”
This is another way of making hay while the sun shines, As
@ matter of [act, there is enough sunchine in the * Holiday
Annnal ™ 1o tnrn the greyest winter day into a thing of
sparkling vadiance. Bul tiue is on the wing. BSo are the
rennining copics of the magnificent book.

OUR COMPANION PAPERS!

Az nsual, there are superb programmez in our allied
veeklies, the *“Boys’ Friend,” the * Popular,” and the
“Gem.”  Rumour bas it that a grand new highwayman

r-:'rinl,i featuring Claude Duval, will shortly blassom forth in
!-'I-'.\_l. L 'ﬁﬂlj.’]‘

A LIST OF GREYFRIARS STORIES !

G. Halo writes Irom Seaforth: “ Do you fhionk you could
manaze to publish in the MagxET a list of all the Greyfriars
stories since Number 17 You could publish as many each
week az spoes will allow.”  "The wdea is n taking one, but it
vai-es some wholesale abjections, Teo begin with the lisf of
virhs 15 enod mons. 1 doubt  my correspomndent quite realises
the extent of the catalogue. —Ed,

SPARE TIME

Yon can make heaps of lovely things
with a Hobbics Fretwork Outfit. A
simple free design is given every week,
and each Outfit contains enough tools for
‘you to start. A lovely hobby, and one
which takes very little pocket money!

Get this No. 33

Qutfit and start

now. Price 9/6
Post Free 10,3

Sggaia3) 8l Otkers from i~ to 576
e 2 et Write for list and Specimen

“ Hobhies " to Dept. 34b,

HOBBIES, Ltd.,
DEREHAM=——NORFOLK

Loedosn—G8, New Ouford &1, V.0
« 147, Mshageaele, EC., T3, Wl
worlh Nd., J.E.: Olasporr-3206.
Argple Si.p Mauchevier=—104, Fileoa:
diltn: Bermrgphane—00, High 5.2
hepde==15, [ T Arcade?
maplid h-r:l_ﬂ;lh.-::-—- 1, Mridpr SE,; anid
Lraphben=6G8, Londen Nd.
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SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON) Led. (Dept. 1
£4, Quesn's Road, Erighton, Sussex.

70 DIFFERENT STAMPS FREE!! USER,AND

Tieclinieare miap vy Jeetisle £fdbints, smel ds Gewialar, CUescimnenere,
gkl 1A, bl Yoedewrn; af=a aba, Haab eilend, Cobiomlnn,
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Renovate Your Hair!

“HARLENE HAIR-DRILL "™ Makes Dull
and Faded Hair Healthy and Beautiful.

TEST IT TO-DAY—FREE.

“ HARLEHE HAIR-DRILL " literally renovatea your Hair,
making it Long, Thick, Lustrous and Beautifully Wavy,

Just two minutes each day, devoted to thiz wonderind yeethod
of Hair Culturs, is amply sufficient to completely trancform
vowr Hair {rom a source of worry into a masa of living, pulsating
Beauty. Do as millione of othera have done and test ** Harlene
Hair-Drill ™ FREE.

'There are 1,000,000 Hair Health and Beauty Outfita to be
distritnited to the first 1,000,000 applicanta, and you ere advised
to post the coupon below for your Qift NOW—T0-DAY—
and so avold disappointment. |

Each of these genmerous Gift Trial Outfitas will contain the
following, eufficient The frst step in ** Hair-Drill
for 7 Days' Wrial : is a d'tif;gllkh‘ui Seaip-cleansing

'q i “Cremez" Shampoo, af ter which
1.—A BOTTLE OF g'yfr.*"ﬁa you appily the wonderful Tonic
‘ o .
F ‘

** HARLENE,"" the - Elixir ** Harlene"
true Jiquid{iood T
for the Hair,
which stimu.
lates it to new
growth. It ia
Tonic, Food
and Pressing
In one.

2—A PAC-
KET OF
“CREMEX ™
SHAMPOQO.
This 14 on an-
tiﬂtpt-i:_: [iri-
fier, which j-
thoroughly
cleanscs Lho
Hair and
scalp of all
scuri, ete., and
prepares  ihe

Y .;'-; f+ .- papthE
hair for  the ’:f";?gé A L -
“ Wair - Drili o Eﬁé
trontment. F - EE e

3.—A BOTTLE OF ' UZON " BRILLIANTINE, which gives
o final touch of beauty to the hair, and iz m:i.:m;iauii}r beguediein]
to those whose sealp is inclined to be ** dey.”

4&—A COPY OF THE NEW EDITION OF THE ‘* HAIR-
DRILL " MANUAL, giving complete Instructions for this two.
muputes-a-doy hatr-growing cxercise,

Thousands who were formerly worried about the poor condi-
tion of their hair have been amazed and delighted at the wonder-
working powers of " Harleoe Hair-Drill,"

You will be the saune i you write T(O-DAY and accept by
refurn o {ree " MHlaylene Haje-Dipill ™ Outfit.

1i yggur hair is Grey, Faded, or losing its colour, you should
try " Astol V' at onee, Jree of clinrge, by enclosing an extre 2d.
stamp for the pestage and packing of the ** Harleno Haie-Firill
wreel-—i.e., kil stanps in nll—when, in addition to the ** Hair-
Inlh a tried bottle of * Astol ™ will nlee be welacded,

After a Free Trial, yon will he ablo to obtain further rupplica
of "' Harlend ™ at 114, 2/9, and 4/9 per boltle ; ** Uzon ™ DBril.
linatine at 1/1% mul 2/9 per bottle; ™ ¥ Cremex ™ Shampoo
Paowidera nt 176 per box of s2even shampoos (singlo packets S,
rach) ; and *f Astol ' for Grey Hair ot 3/- md 5. per bottle,
trom Chemists and 3toves sll over the world,

“ HARLENE " FREE GIFT FORM

Detach and post to EDWARBS' HARLENE, Ltd.,
20, 22; 24, & 26, Lamb's Conduit Strest, London, W.E. 1,
Bear Sirs, --Please seml me your Free ** Harkenes " Fours
Fold Flair-Growing ottt as dlescribied above, 1 coclose 4d,
i staanps for postage and packing of pereck.
MAGKET, 1T/11/723.
HOTE T READER.

Wrile your full nams and address clearly on a plain place
I of paper, pin this coupon to it, and past as directad above.
il Mark epvelopes *f Sample Dept."” ;
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GRAN D NEW SEASON S'

FULLY ILLUSTRATED

g;- CATALOGUE!
FREE AND POST FREE TO ALL-we

BIGGEST BARGAINS from 6d. to £4
A\ WATCHES, CLOCKS, JEWELLERY, FANCY & LEATHER
Al Gﬂﬂls PLATE, CUTLERY, MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS,
BLMIKETS, 'FURS, HELB GLASSES, NOVELTIES,

ITOYS & XMAS CARDS
\NJ| ETC., ETC, ETC,, ETC, ETC, ETC, ETC, ETC,
i1 SEND A POSTCARD OR LETTER TO-DAY TO—

PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUSE, > HASTINGS

(Established 1889,)¢ Er{Est&blmh&d 34 vears.)
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| First Prize,

| £100

30 Pairs of BOXING GLOVES.

RULES AND CONDITIONS

which must be strictly adhered to.

1.—The First Prize of £100 in cash will be awarded
to the competitor who sends in the correct, or nearest

cerrect, solution of all eight sets of the pictures
according to the Editor’s official solution.

2.—The Second Prize of £50, and the others in the
splendid variety of prizes will be awarded in order
of merit,

3.—All the prizes will be awarded. If two or more
competitors tie, however, the prize or prizes, or their

value, will be divided, and the Editor reserves ful
rights in this respect.

4.—No solutions may be sent in until all the sets
of the pictures and the necessary coupon have been
published. Full directions wiil then be given.

3.—The names under the pictures
written IN INK.

6.—Employees of the proprietors of
this journal are not eligible to compete.

must be

7/.~—Entry to this competition 1= on
the full understanding that the Editor’s
decision is final and legally bmding
throughout.

| 30 MAGNIFICENT "JAMES’
| MOTOR-CYCLES

20 GRAMOPHONES. 40 FOOTBALL OUTFIT

{(Complete with Lamp
Horn, and Licence.
holder.)

(Boots, Stockings,
Shorts, and Shirt).

100 Pairs of ROLLER SKATES,
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T | ___i_
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250 noow o 0w 6 “RILEY” BILLIARDS TABLES. 100 FISHING RODS.

Consofaies Prizes.

100 MATCH FOOTBALLS. 20 MODEL STEAM LOCOMOTIVES

TERERN NFMORE SEHITS "TO COMNME!

(YR ﬂ “_/

\ Lhil‘:hmm!-l-4._um u: .

=l

R .

A g T _
LREANRT i E

% - ___w . w. _ "
n.rmm._u . . ._.,.._.x_mw.‘n

% U | G

i

B T

i

il

WL

{itl

i

T

[RLTTRTEA LR

fi

il

T

) .

.

100 SPLENDID "JAMES |[Second Prize,
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—GO IN AND WIN! *»
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(Complete with
Lamp, Bell, etc.)

550

(With
Rails).

ALL YOU HAVE TO DO

1s ‘to write IIN EINK in the allotted space under each
of the puzzle-pictures the name of the Footballer
which you think the picturs represents. Surely a
simple enough task—only six names to discover
each week!

In all there will be EIGHT SETS OF PICTURES,
s0 keep vour solutions until the other sets appear.

DO NOT SEND YOUR ENTRIES YET.

To help vou still further we have published in the four preceding
issues of the MAGNET a list of footballers’ names, which containsg
the actual names of all the footballers represented by the pictures
in this competition,

New readers desirous of entering this contest will also find in
LLAST WEEK’S issue of the MAGNET the FIRST FOUR SETS
of the puzzle-pictures,

" Back numbers of the MAGNET can be obtained on application to
the * Back Numbers Dept.,"”” Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
E.C.4. For each single number required twopence in stamps should
be forwarded, elso one penny stamp to cover postage, The postal rate
for additional copies is an extra halfpenny per copy.

Readers of "The Champlon,”
“ Buoyas' Realm," " Union Jack,”
"Boys' Frieod," “Pluck,” “Boys"
Cipema,™ “Young firitain,™
“Oem"™ " The Popular,™ **The
Mocket,” and “Nelson Lee A4
Library * are also taking part _\
in ihe Conteat, 50 that additional
attempts may be made with the
pictures  froomm  fhesz allied
journals,

YOU'VE SOLVED THIS SET? GOOD! NOW LOOR:0UT FOR SET NO. 6—APPEARS NEXT WEEK!

THe Macyer LIBRARY,—No. 823,

T#e MaGreT LisrAry.—No. 8523,



