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Best Christmas Reading!

POPULAR 4d. VOLUMES.
NOW ON SALE EVERYWHERE!

Here's a varn that
will delight all
readers of the
MACGNET, for it
features Harry
Wharton & Co. and
Billy Bunter of
Greyiniars. Full of
laughs and exating
situations, this
story shows

FRANK RICHARDS

at the top of his
: form.
Ask for THE

SCHOOLBOYS' OWN
LIBRARY, Nqs_. 4_1 and 42.

“Uncle James™ is

the-name they give
to Jimmy Silver of
Rookwood, because
he's got his head
screwed on right.
You'll hke the way
Uncle James in-
terests himself 1 |
the “Boy from |
Nowhere.” It's a |j
school mystery L
stery of Al quality.
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YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TO HEAR FROM HIS CHUMS!

=

THE NEW YEAR .

LTHOUGI this jssue of the Mwower is bLefore you
during the last few days of Deocember, owing o the
Christmas holidays, it bears, as you will zee, the
“week-ond V' date of January Ist, 1887—Naw Year's

Day. Therefore 1 take this epporiunity of wishing vou all
a Happy New Year., May health aml prosperity Be yours
The straing of *"Auld Lang Byne” are vunning through
my head as I write this Chat, and they make me wish that
I could “join hends” with my thousands of readers all
aver the world on that grand oecesion when we sec the
(Nd Year oul and the New Year . Butb thdt, of course, 1€
impossible. T shall be with vou all in spivit, nevertheless,
end my veice will be as sincere and as lowd as sy when wa
rome to those stirring words:

“And here's a hand, my trusty fier,
And gie's a hand o' thine,
And we'll tak & right’guid willie-waught
For auld lang syne!

This New Yedr 15 eagerly looked forward fo by mosl
people. We. are in ithe habit of thinking that we can
improve upon the results of the passing year, for they are
small and insignificant compared with the amhbitions of the
days that lie in front of us. When we look hack we do so
resignedly, What has gone iz gona, The future holds—
well, it holds all that we cherish most dearly. May all
those things we most desive comoe true—at Jeast, those things
that are good for ws. And now, talking of ambitions, let
me add that mine is to see the good old Magxer putting on
weight, so fo speak, as no other bovs paper can or dooes,
Already we are at the top of the tiee. But the top, where
amhbition 15 c:mmet'md, knows no -limit, Let us go on, you
and wme, striving to corol new peaders to the MACRET banter.
From my end 1 will do my utmost to serve you. In return,
I would like vou to recommend what pleases you so much
io a non-reader pal., In effect, this was iy plea at the
beginning of 1926, and I am happy to say if Jell an keen,
enthusiasiic ears. The Magyer ha:s made rapid strides
duriing 1926 —wanderful strides—thanks, in no small measure,
io 1he loval support of its myriad readers. And we're going
to keep up the pace. No :zlackening off at this end, no less
enthusiasm at your end. And between us we'll hit the
skigz.  Ave you on?® (M cvour:ie you sre!

Nexi Monday®s Programme :

“THE BRUISER OF THE REMOVE!"?
By Frank Richards.

The Game Rid deen’t find life at Grexfriars quite so
appy @< he anticipated.  In many respects [Hugping' Ring.
where thiz youthful exponent of the noble art of szelf
defence epent his earher bovhood, was mmech beiter. Dot
the Game Kid doesn’t toke the count until be's hnocked
slean aut, and that painful -tage s o long way off vet.
YVou'li like ihiz powerinl yarn, choms, It's a good sanple
of the splendid treats in storve for the MNew Year,

—— e e
w

«THE MYSTERY OF FLYING V RANCH !”

And ke next instalment of 1hi= popalar Wild
Detective Adventure serial i: betier than ever,
vou'll find in il galore., Dordi miss ol

Waosg
Thrills

“ A BIFT IN THE 1007 ™
By Dicky Naogent.
"I'his Bas nothing io do with a burglary az some of you

might think i fivet glance, JUs anather wipping “nen.
censical © yarn from the pen of 3oung Dicky Nagent, You'll

enjoy ot ne end. Chin, <hin, chiams ! i
YOUR EDITOR,



FROM BRUISER T0 PURLIC SCHOOLBOY !

ving for his doify bread, has longed for o chance fo * learn things ** at o decent achool.
wwoy ot last in astonishing circumstances !

For gears the Game Hid, a plucky little chap who fighis in the boxiug

And that chence comea liis

A Magnificent New Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co., the Cheery Chums ot

Greyfriars, introducing something new in the way of New Boys.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Stole Away !

6 N OFTLY 1 murmured Bob Cherey.
There was a subdued chuckle,
In the grey winter morning,
. Harry Wharton & Co., of the

Greviriars Remove, were up and doing
at an ecarly hour.

Judging by their cautions manner and
their stealthy tread, they might have
heen engaged upon & burglary in Holly
House, the residence of Horace Coker's
uncle.

But it was not 50 bad as that.

Harry Whavton & Co. had spent
Christmas with Coker, and their stay
with the great Horace had now come to
an end. They were catching an carly
train 'on this grey, misty morning, It
was quite important that they should
cateh  that train; and still more im-
portant that Billy Bunter should nob
cabeh it.

Billy Bunter was still fast asleep in
his room; the Famous Five could hear
Ivis stentorlan snore as they passed his
door on tiptoc.

Bunter was not likely to turn owl
early., He was very unlikely to turn out
before ten o'clock at least, if he was
Eeft wndisturbed. Only one thing could
have made him torn out of bed betimes;
and that was the knowledge that the
other guests at Holly Housze wore de-
parting, That knowledgze the Famous
Five had carefully kept from William
George Bunter,

Bunter was—in hiz own estimation, at
least—a popular fellow; a fascinating
chap whose company was yvearned for by
all sorts and conditions of people. Dut
the Famous Five, at least, secmed to
have had enough of Bunter's [ascinating
society. Bunter had announced his in-
tentlon of “going on ™ with the chums
of the Remove when they left Holly
Honee,  T0 was useless do argue that

point with Bunter; Bunter meant busi-
ness. S0 the Greyfriars fellows had hit
upon the simple device of taking their
departure while W, (. Bunter was still
safely wrapped in slumber,

“{Oh, listen to the band!” murmured
Bob Cherry, as Billy Bunter's deep and
powerful snove came booming from lig
rO0I1T.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

ig ':l‘!u iﬂt :l:

“T'he soft-fulness is the proper caper,”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

HSnope ! .

The chuckle outside his room had not
disturbed Bunter. Nothing but a
thunderclap was likely to disturb him—
and only an unosueally hefty thunderclap
was likely to do i,

But the chums of the Remove
not taking risks. They terod by on Eip-
tos, and Buoled's deep soore  faded
away behind them. Stll with solt and
silent tread, the juniors went down the
staircase,

Coker of ihe Fiftlh was waiting for
them in the hall.  Coker gave the
juniors a genial nod.

Y Ready ™ he asked.

T uite,”

Y The quitefulness is
estecmed Coler.™

“Right-ho ! satd Coker of The Tilth,
“Clome on, then., Your bags have been
put on,™ ;

And the Famous Five followed Coler
from the Louse,

A car stood on the deive. with the
bags piled on. Harry Wharton & Co,
glanced up at the windows of Holly
House, DBunter's blind was still drawn;
the Owl of the Remove hed not
awakened.,  He was still safe in the
avis of Morpheus, while the five juniors,
like the desert Arabs, stole silently
AWay |

The juniors grinned a3 Lhev took their
places in the car,

All had gone according to plan!

Wwere

tervific. my

By FRANK RICHARDS,

Harry Wharion & Co. were going on
to Wharton Lodge foy the New Year.
and William CGeorge Bunter would have
béen superfuous there. He had been
superfluous at Holly House, for that
matter, Bunter genervally was super
flwous.

To stand Bunter during the term at
Greyiriars was, as Johnny Bull re
marked. chough for any fellow. To
siand him also during the vacation was
asking aliogether too much.

The Famous Five had said good-bye
io Uncle Henry and Aunt Judith over
night; they had breakissted in their
room at an early hour, and now they
were going. Bunter, all unsuspecting.
snored ou 1 balmy slumber.

The esr ran down the drive, @il
turned  into  the road for Waddon.
IFrauk Nugent looked at his wateh,

“Lots of time for the train” ba
remarked.

“ Bunter still asleep®” asked Coker.

“Like a top!”

Colker grinned.

“Mo need to tell him
Fong, Or—oL"
Harry Wharton.

Mot & word,” arrecd Coker.

Coker of the Fifth was in a very
genial mood that morning.  Possible
that was becanze e was speeding ihe
parting guests,

Owing to a curious econjuncluce of
circumstances, Coker of the Fifth had
asked the Lower Fourth fellows home
for Christmias.  He had done his vers
best to be genial and hospitablo, avd
not to be, 20 to speak, too ' Fifth-
Formoy.”  DBut Coker could not help
being conscious of the lact that iF was
not 1n keeping with his great unpoon-
ance as & Fifth Yorm man of Greviviags
te have fag wuests in the vacatioln.
hspecizlly he had realized this sinen
Patter and Greene, his pals in the Gros.
friars  Fifth, had sarvived at Holiy

Tue Micxegr Liprary.—No. 985,

) where we're
anviking !  remarked
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Houvse, Potter and Creene had raised
their evebrows very significantly at the
sight of a mob of fags, as they described
the heroes of the Remove. Insensibly,
Coker had grown more wnd more
“VWifth-Formy ;3  Lis maenners and
eustoms lad approximated more and
more to his manners and customs aif
{areyiriars.
At school, Coker had a

with fags, and prided himsclf on the
fact. A short way with guests was, of
course, not at all the thing, and Coker
had done his best to avoid it But
though the spirit was wiiling, the flesh
was weak. Signs of straiped velations
liaed appeared on the horizon; end on
both sides the day of departure was not

short way

unweleome,  Harry Wharton & Co.
would have been distinetly sorvy to
bump their hkost on the floor of his

uncle’s house; ‘it was, o5 Bob Cherry
observed, a thing that was not done 1n
the best circles. But it might have
come to that.

9o the news that Colonel Wharion
had returned to Wharton Lodge, and
was anxious for his nephew and his
friends to come there for the New Year,
was good news, Horace Coker was now
in & mood of determined genielity, keop-
i rp a resolute hospitality to the very
finizh,

The Famous Five also had their best
A ers o,

Maving succeeded in  keeping  the
peace for so long, they wanted 1o part
with Coker on friendly terms, Coker
was, after all, & good sort. No doubt
he had the manners of o bear, the voice
of a bull, and the intelloct of an ass.
Tut he was all right in his way. His
way, perhaps, required geiting used to;
Coker was, so io speak, an acquired
taste.

The juniors turncd out of the car at
the =tation, and Coker, an atteniive
host lo the last, accompanied them to
the platform, and saw them into their
carviage, lle stood at the door of the
carriage, shook hands all round, and
wished them good-bye. There was
rather a thoughtful shade on Colker's
yugred brow.

“We've had a ripping good time,
Coker,” said Harry Wharton politely.
““ Many thanks, old bean!™

“Oh, not at all " said Coker.

“The poodfulness of the time has beon
terrific., my estcemed and ludierous
(‘oker,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Hear, hear !” said Bob Cherry.

“Hee you agoein at Greyfriars,” said
Nugent amicebly,

Coker's  brow
thouglhitiul,

“The fact iz, T was just thinking
about that,” he said,

“Yes, old scout?” zaid YWharton,

“You've been my guests here,” said
{loker. “I've tried to treat wvou
decently—"

“Oh, quite !

“1 haven't rubbed it in that T'm a
Fifth Formm man and you're only n
gang of scrubby fags, have I?" said
Coker,

“Kh "

“Oh "

Wi Hem !:Il

*My esteemed fathead Coker—"'

“We're parting now,” said Coker of
the Fifth. “ We sha'n't meet again till
the new term at Greyfriars. Of
courze, vou kids will have a little
taot.”

prew  still  more

“Wha-a-at 1"
“I's  different at Greyfriars, of
course,” explatned Coker peauently, “I

don't want a mob of fags coming up
Tee MaGNET LiemraRy.—No. 9B5.
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to me in the quad and eclaiming
acouatntance and all that, See 2

-I'IDE" [II
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“You can gea that it wouldn't do,”
said Coker genially. “ ¥You don’t mind
my mentioning it? It's all right here,
but at Greyfriars a fellow has to con-
sider his position, vou know.™

The Famous Five gazed at Coker of
ithe Fifth,

“No need fo tell a lot of other fags
that you've been with me for Christmas,
if you come to that,” coniinued Hovace
Coker. “0Of course, I was glad to have
you and o on, but it's rather against
a Fifth Form man. You'll understand
L}_lst-:} Wharton; youre an intelligent

144,

“Thanks ! said Wharion.

" No offence, you know; but jusi bear
in mind what I've snid,” added the
genial Horace,

“Certainly ! assenied the captain of
the Remove, “But one good tin
deserves another, Coker”

“ Eh—how do’ you mean "

A MAGNIFICENT BICYCLE

costing

£7 12s.6d,

OFFERED

EVERY WEEK

FOR A FUNNY
JOKE !

If vou know a
good joke, get a
copy of this week's

“GEM " Library

for full particulars
of this amazing
offer.

-:! I Ask for
The“GEM" Library!

ON SALE WEBNESDAY,
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“When the termn beging ar Greviriars,
don't you come butting into the Remove
passage claiming ccquainiance with us,
you know,”

i EII ?!]‘

“No neod to mention to a lot of the

Fifth that we've been with you for
Christas,” went on Wharton, with

gréat grovity. “ We were glad to stay
with you, and s=a on, but it's rather
against a Remove man, You'll under-
stand that, Cokor—as an intelligent
kid !

“Ha, ha, ba ! roaved the Co., preatly
taken by the expression on Horace
Coker’s face.

“Why, vou-vou—yon—-" pasped
Coker.

“No offence, vou know.” sawd Whare-
ton cheerily. “DBut just bear o mdnd
what I've said ™

“Ha, ha, hat"

There was a whisile from hin engine;
the train was about to siart. Doors
wero slamming along the carripees

“ ¥ou—you—you cheeky young scoun-
drel ! roaréd Coker, guile forgerting
his debermination to plav the conricous
host np to the very last mament, '

~ And he reached into the carriage
iowards Viharten's ear to give it a pull
before parting—a thing that most cer-
tainly was not done in the best circles,

But he did not reach Wharton’s ear.
Hiz hand was' knocked aside, and
Wharton reached out in his turn,

Crash !

“ Whooop '

‘Horace Coker's hat was fattened on
lis head by a terrific thump. There
was & yell from Coker and a roar of
laughter from the ecarriage.

A porter pushed Coker back., The
train was moving,

“Ia, ha, ha”

The windows of the carriage were
crowded with grinning, youthful faces
as the train rolled out of the station.
Harry Wharton & Co. waved their
hands to Horace Coker on the platform.
and as the train rushed on, their last
glimpse of Horace showed him strug-
gling frantieally to extract his head
from his squashed hat.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

* Goopd-bye, Coker !”

JAnd the great Horace vanished from
sight, still strugpling with hiz hat.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Left in the Lurch !

i SAY, vou fellows!™
Biliy Bunter had come down.

It was eleven. o'clock, and
William George Dunter, having

put ih about twelve og thirteen hours'
sleep, was fecling rested and refreshed

—and very hungry. He was more thau
ready for breakfiast.
But he found the breakfast-room

empty as he rolled in; there was no
reprly to his preeting.

Hﬂntﬁr rnEted. ; ;

“Beasts! Gone out, T suppose '™

Bunter rang the bell, apd. James
hrought in his breakfast. Having dis-
posed of an ample meal, Bunter rolled
out in search of the Famous Five.

He did not find them.

The place seemed quite deserted. Nat
a member of the Famous Five was to
be seen, Miss Judith Coker was in Mr.
Henry Coker's study, reading to the
invalid old gentleman—not that Bunter
was anxious for the society of Aunt
Judy. Coker and Potter and Greene
had gone out for the movning. Billy
Bunter lclt very neglected and ill-used
and indignant. Possibly he expected
fellows to hang about till he rose at
eleven o'clock in case he might happen
to want them when he turned out.
Bunter often expected things that were
not likely té happen.

It did not yot dawn upon his fat mind
that the chums of the Bemove were gone
for good.

He had told Harry Wharton quile
distinetly that he was “going on ™ with
the party when they left Holly House.

That settled it—at least, Bunter cou-
sidered that that settled it,

Bunter was getiing a litile “fed
with Holly House, and Coker, and Aunt
Judy, and Potter and Greene. Holly
House had one attraction for Bunter—
the supply of good things in the comes-
tible line was absolutely unlimited. But
he kad very serious complainis to make
of Horace Coker's manners—which
really were not gll that could be
desived so far as Bunter was concerned.
Punter had suceseded in “ wedging "
into the party at Holly House; he had
wonderful skill in wedging 1n anywhere,
Coker had let him run on, as it were;
but he had not wasted very much polite-
ness oft him. Bunfer considered—and
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ood reasen—that Coker had not
treated him as a distingoished and
honoured guest. There was no doubt
thet Coker hadn't !

Billy Dunter came in for lunch, ex.
pecting to find the Famous Five there.
But Harry Wharton & Co. were con-
spicuous by.their absence. Aunt Judy
waz lunching with Uncle Henry in his
study, and only Coker and Potter and
Greone wera at the table.

Coker guve Bunter a short nod;
Potter and Greene eved him with uncon-
cealod disdain. :

To one another, in private, Potter and
(irecne had confided their indignation
at Coker's “neck ™ in asking them to
Holly House to meet o mob of Lower
Fourth fags. And of all the Lower
Fourth, William George Bunter was the
one they regarded with the most pro-
found contempt.

“J zayw, yvou fellows,” said Bunier, as
ke Bat down, addressing the Fifth-
Formers just as if they were commeon
mortals, * where ard those chaps®”

Potler and Greene disdained to take
any heed of the faet that DBunter had
spoken,

“Aren't thev coming in to lunchi"
asked Bunter.

“Wao!" said Coker curtly.

“That's all very weth” said Donter
peevishly. “But [ want to see them-—
o make earrangements, you know,
We're poing on to-day.”

Coker grinned.

“By the way, what brain are we catch-
ir‘:g Coker 2" asked Potier.

he three Fifth-Formers were also
lesving Holly House that day, going on
te Horace's father's place for the New
Year.

“Four-thiriy,"” said Cokor.
“Yon fellows leaving 7"
Bunter, Tblinking across the

through his big spectacles,

Again Potter and Greene passed hy
the Owl's remark as the idle wind
they regarded not.

Coker could make them sit down to
lumch with a Remove fag, if he liked,
but he couldn't make them talk to his
fag guest! Not if Potter and Greene
knew 1t !

_ Coker fully shared his friends’ feel.
ngs, as a matter of fact: but he was,
aftar all, Bunter's host. S0 he spoke.

with

asked
table

“We're going on  to _my father's
?hc:p,’ he said. “I  always spend
‘hristrmas with my Aunt Judy, and the

New Year at home. What train are
vou catching, DBuuter?

“Bamce &s Wharton”

LE} ﬂh !I‘l

“My acrrangements are made,” said
Bunter loftily. “T'm sorry I.sha'n't be
able to come with you, Coker.”

iFE‘il?h

“Borry; buot tt can't be done!™ said
Bunter.

As Coker had not azsked Buonter to
go on with him fto DMr. Coker's place,
and as he had not the slightest inten-
tion of allowing the Owl of the Bemove
to do so, this was rather cool. Horace
began fo glare, and Potter and Greene
rrinnead.

“Quite  impossible,” said  Bunler
calmly., “ After all, I've given you a
week, Coker.”

“Why, ryou—you—" stammercd

Coker,

“I have & lot of enpagoments in vac,
vou know.” sald Dunter. “I've really
given you more timo than T should
have done, Coker. To a certain extent,
I bave to rvation fellows, as it were”

“Oh, gad!” cjaculated Coker,

“Ho U'm sorcy and all that, but it
pan't be done. '

“You fat idiot!” roared Coker,

amumn

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

b |

Crash |
terrific thump.

“ You—you—you cheeky young scoundrel!' roared Coker, and he reached out
to- pull Harry Wharton’s ear. Buf his hand did not reach Wharton’s ear ; it
was knocked aside, and the captain of the Remove reached out in his furn.
“* Whoooop ! ** Horace Coker’s hat was flattened on his head by a
“* #a, ha, ha ! " roared the Famous Five.

(See Chapler 1.)

“0h, really, Coker—"

“You cheeky, fal dummy-———" .

“I'm sorev, but it’s no good losing
vour temnper, Coler,” said the Owl of
the Bemove firmly. “I've given yon
all the time I can spare; and I simply
can't give yvou any more. As a matter
of fact, I shall have to think very seri-
ously about passing another vac with
vou,  Your manners are not guite what
I'm sccustomed to at DBunter Court”

“You - vou — vou——"  stultered
Coker.

Bunter waved a fab hand.

“Bavy no more, old fellow. I'm

sorry, as I said: bubt it can't be done.
I'm going on with Wharton, and it's a
setiled thing.”

“Yon fat bounder!” growled Coker.
“Wharion's gone.™

TR

"“They left this morning—"

“Lait !

“Y¥es5: and T want to see the last of
vou. hefore T go, so vou'd betier fix up
a trpin, vou ecrass asa!®

Bunter  derapped  kiz fork
dismay,

“AMean (o sav that those beasts have
gone and left me behind ¥ he gasped.

“Jdust that '™

“Whera have they ponet®”

“They asked me not to tell vou.™

“PRut U've arranged to go wille them ™
roared Dunter.

“They don't seem to have arranged
it sard Coker sarcastically.  “They
soein ta be fed up with vou,”

ar HEE}'L !'-:l

“Shut up!™ raid Coker.

Harace Coker’s manners—never very
reliable—wore failing him at long last.

Billy Bunier blinked at his host in
dismay, and blinked at  ithe f;l‘llmitlg
faces of Potter amd Greene.  Then he
vosumed his luneh, It was his last da
at Holly Flouse; and it began to loo
donbtinl whether e would “go on ™
with Havry  Wharton & Co., as
arravgetb--by Bonter,. But the lunch

in hLis

was good and ample, and well deserving
of attention. 13illy Bunter gave ik his
best attention Lll Coker & Co. rose
from the table.

“T say, Coler, have those beasts
veally gone and left me in the luveh ¥
he demande:d.

“1;{#&, ass,

“Of course, 1 don't think much of
those chaps,” said Bupter, “I was
rather doubtful about going on with
them, really. Have they gone to Whar-
ton Lodge™

“Find oul!"”

“In the cireumstances, I shall rvefuse
to stay with \Wharton,” said Dunter.
“] dare say they rhean it only as a
joke: but I den't approve of such
wokes, Not itn pood taste, you know,

ou ecan rely on me, Coker.”

“What 1"

“Did yvou say the fourthirly?” said
Bunter, “1'll ba ready.”

Coker's rugged face assmped a gquite
extraordinary expression, He glared at
Bunter as if at a loss for words.

“ After all, T darve say it will bo all
right at your pater's place, Coker. If
it's not exactly what I'm ascustomed to,
I can stand @b

“You-—vou—you can stand it

“Ceortainly, T ecan rough it o bit.”

“ Rer-rough it

“Yes, old ehap. Tl come.”

“Will you?" gasped Coker. "I—I
think not. Not quite”

“1 mesn it, old chap™

Coker breathed hard.

“There's a train fromy Waddon at
half-past three. Bunler,” he said, “1'1l

order the car to meot that train. Ba

ready for the car.”

“Dut you're nol going at lall-past
three, old fcllow.”
“You are!™
“Oh, really, Coker!”
“If you're not ready to step into the
car, Dunter, I shall take vou by the
Tuae Macxer Lisrary.—No. 985,
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neck and chuck you in!™ said Coker
delibecately.

i1 say—"

“That's & tip!” eaid Coker
on, you fellows!”

And Coker strode to the door, Iol-
lowed by the grinning Potter and
Cireene,

Billy Bunter breathed hard. [He
had asked {or it; and now he had got
it, ,

Coker’s manners had  failed him,
which really was not surprising with
such & guest as William George Bunter.
There was no doubt that Horace Coker
meant exactly what he said,

“1 shall ecertainly decline lo  stay
here any longer, Coker,” said the Owl
of the Remove. “I also decline to come
to your pater’s place. I see now that
I made a mistake in faking you up ab
gll in the vee. You've ungrateful.”

Coker turned back; and the look on
his face was so alarming that Billy
Nunier dedged round the dining-table,
Tiut the grest man of the TIhith
restrained his feelings, and strode out of
the room with Potter and Greene,

“Peast1” gasped Bunter,

At half-past three precisely Billy
Bunter stepped into 2 train at Waddon
Station, Chyristmas wilh Coker was
over: and the New Year with Harry
Wharton & Co. was extremely problem-
atie. Billy Bunter felt & much-injured
i;:_mth as the train rolled away with
im.

“Como

F—r—————

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Pleasant Prospects !

HTHE Head
“ Oy 17
“Idem

Colonel Wharlon smiled.

“No doubt you will be glad to szce
your headmaster,” he remarked.

A judge of facps might have guessed,
from the expressions of the Famous
Five, that there was some considerable
doubt on the subject.

Harry Wharten & Co, were at the
Lodge now, glad te find themselves
there. They were done with Coker of
the TFifth, and hoped that they were
done with William CGeorge Bunter
They looked forward to some cheeriul
hplidays togethe¥, before Bob Cherry,
Nugent, and Johnny Ball disperscd
to their own homes. Hurree Jamset
Ram_ Singh, who, of course, had ne
relatives 1 England, was staying on
with Wharton till the new term started
at school.

It had been quite a fine day, for the
time of year, when the chums of the
Remove arrived at Wharton Lodpe.
Put darkness had set in early with a
heavy fall of snow, and a keen wind
whistled .and sang round the old roofs
and chimmeys. There was the promise
nf a rough and stormy night. But in
the old house all was bright and cheer-
ful, and the chums of the Remove were
in the best of spirits till Colonel Whar-
ton gave them the rather startling in-
formation that Dr, Locke, the head-
master of Greyiriars, was expected at
the lodge to dinner that evening.

“The Head!” said Bob Cherry. “Oh,
my hat! We shall have to pull up our
gocks, and mind our p's and g's.”

“The mindfulness will have to be
lerrific I remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh,

“Dr, Locke is staving in ihe neigh-
bourhood, and naturally he has called,”
gaid tho colonel, smiling, “I am sure
you will he pleazed to zee him this
evoning, ™
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Perhaps the colonel was nrot quite
EuTe.

‘The juniors looked as cheerful as they
ecould., They had, of course, an immense
respect for the Head of Greylriars. Buf
Dr. Locke was rather a tervifying per-
sonage to the Lower Fourth fellows, and
they had a natoral preference for
respecting him at a safe distanee.

Colonal Wharton left them, and (he
Famous Five locked al one another
rather uncertainly.

“What a go ! murmured Bob Cherry.

“The go-fulnesz iz tervific!” said
Hurree Singh dismally. “But we must
ba ludicrousty civil a.ngl respectful to the
csteemed and ridicpious Ilead,  After
all, he will be a guest, and he will per-
hapsfully leave the head-masterfulness
in the E&ci:grmmd-”

“He can't tell us to bend over here,
anyhow,” remarked Frank Nugent.

“Ha, ha, hal!” A

“Ouk of the frying-pan into the live 17
said Harry, with & grimace. “We've
got away from DBunter, and [anded on
the Head. Btill, of the {wo, I think I
prefer the beak.”

“Dr. Locke would be
grinned Dob, i

“After all, it's only for once.” said
Johnny “Bull philosophicallyv.  “Even
headimasters don't bite.”

“And the weatheriulness is tervific!”
said ITurree Jamset Ram Singh hope-
fully. *The esteemed and absurd Head
may decide not to venlure ouwi in ihis
terrifie snowfulness.”

“There's & chance!” apreed Bob, and
there waz a generval breightening of
froes,

Meeting their headmaster at dinner
was undoubledly & tromendous honour
for Lower Fourth fellows. FEqually un-
doubtedly, the herces of the Lower
Faourth could have dispensed with thatl
honour with great fortitude, It was
prabable, as Deb Cherry S asted, that
Dr. Locke might drop the “beal,” and
behave just hike a human being. But
the junmtors could not help leeling that
headmasters were safer at army's-lengih,

1
Harry Wharton looked from the win-
dow. ‘The snow was coming down
steadily, and great flakes were tfossed
arainst the pancs by the winter wind.

“uite likely the Head will ehuek ib,"
he said. * Blessed if I see how & car
will get along the roads in this spnow.
T;'Ii'k’t’ﬂ}r enough he willi phone and put i
Okl

“Tet's hope for the best!™ zaid
Nugent.

And the chums eof the Remove hopod
for the best. and when the telephone-
bell was heard to ring a little later,
they really thought that their hopes
wera to bo realised.

“Ten to one it’s the beak, fo say
be ecan't et over!” said Bob Clorry
cheaerily.

But a few momenis later [Tarry Whar-
ton was informed that the call was for
frim. The hopes of the Famous Five
zank to zero agnin. Obviously, it was
not the Head who waz telephoning, as
the call was for ke captain of tho
Nemave,

Wharton went 1o the telephore. Hao
had a suspicton that he was aboul io
lenr a familiar voice, and bis suspicion
was well fonnded,

*That vou, Harry, old chap?”

" Danter

There was
telephone.

“ Little me, old pal.™

“%ou fat boundey [™

“ Awlully obliged to you, old chap, for
letting me have my sleep oui thiz morn-
ing,” said DBunte¥ ealmly. It was
really considerate of you,”

Aatiored Y

a fat chuckle on  the

“Oh, my hat!”

“1 shouldn't kave cared to start early,
of coures,” said Bunter.

Wharton glared at the telephone.
Evidently Bunter had guessed the des-
tination of the Famous Five, but he had
rung up in crder to make sure before
COMLNE QU mdge. He had made
sura now!

“Coker was very f}t‘&ﬁsing, trving to
make me go on with him to his pater’s,”™
went on Bunter. “But I felt that I
couldn't let you down, Harry, old chap,
when vou were expecting me.”

“"I'm  not expecting you!” said
Wharton grimly,

“1 get to Wharton Magnus Staiion
about six,” went on Bunter, unheeding.
“You'll send the car for me?”

“ No 1™

“Tha weather looks horrid. But if
vou can't send the ear, I'll manage to
get along comehow.,”

“Look here, Bunfer——"

“My mistake,” said the Owl of the
NMemove calmly. “I'm gccustomed io
the decencies of life at Bunter Court.
yvou know, and I forgot that most Likely
vour people can't afford a car.”

“Eh

“That's all right.
old chap.”

" Aa-apologise ' gasped Wharton.

“Nothing to be ashamed of 1 honesi
poverty,” said Bunter. “I'm not &
snob, I hope. Of course, you can't send
a car to the station if your people can't
afford to keep one. He, he, he! I ghall
TR n A a——""

¥ OU— YOl Y OU——"
Wharton,

“Right-ho, old [ellow !
aff mow. See vou later.” .

“Look here, Bunter—" the coplain
of the Remove roaved into the trans
mitior.

But there was no reply. Billy Bunter
had rung off, and Wharton put np the
receiver with  feclings that cauld not
have been expressed in words,

Don't apologise,

stuttered

I must ring

————

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In Sirange Company !
WEATHER,

1 LINEKIN'
BYE, o
z "You're right, Kid|"?

“rOrrid 1
" Beastly Y ] o
Billy Bunter blinked through his Lig
spectacles at his fellow-passengers, with
a lofty and dizdainful blink,
Bunter was travelling third-class,

Bunter was accuztomed to traveliing
first-class, when he could " touch
somebody else for his railway-fare. On
the presenl ceeasion, no one had been
available for touching. So Bunfor was
travelling. third, snd in the third-class
carriage he had two fellow-travellers,
whom he disdainfully regarded as the
“limit.”

One of them was a stout gentleman
with a red face and a pug nose, with
only one eye, and several [ront teoth
missing. Ile was a good-humoured-look-
ing gentleman, jovial, in fact, Dint
there was no doubt that he was a rather
rough customer. e was smoking a
powerful eigar which had certainly
pover had the mest distant aequalntanace
with Havana, and it &lled the carviage
with a rank smoke that made Bunter
cough occasionally.

The other passenger was a lad wof
about Bunter's own age; bnt as il
ferent from the Owl of ithe Eemove
every other respeet as chalk  from
chesse, Ha was addressed as the Kid.

Ho had a bullet head anwd o round

1his
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face, remarkably sharp and watchfiul
eves, & squearve chin, and a rugged ex-
pression of good temper. His physical
development was remarkable in a bov of
his years, and he looked in the pink of
condition. He was, in Bunter's opinion,
a low fellow: but he was certainly &
fellow who could have picked up the
Owl of the Remove, heavy as he was,
and tossed him anywhere.

These two passengers had been talk-
g a great deal, and Bunter had heard
from their talk that the stout gentleman
was a hoxing trainer, and hed once
been a boxer himself, and that his youth-
ful companion was & boy pugilist. Ap-
parently the Kid was in traimng sonie-
where near the village of YWharton
Magnus, for the two were travelling to
the same station as Dunter, The stout
gentleman appearcd to rejoice n the
name of Bobby Huggins.

The two boxers talked to one another
cheerily, taking no heed of Bunter, and
apparently unconscious of the fact thak
the great William George regarded
them as low persons, who ought really
never to have ventured lo cnter the
same railway-carriage as his noble self.
They were warmly wrapped in ugs,
whieh scomed fo Bunter another example
of low cheek. Bunter had no rug. 3o
far from understanding that it was like
his cheek to come hetween the wind and
Bunter's nobility, the Kid turned ta the
fat Greyfriars junior with a cheery
remark. ]

“Find it eold, sir?"

“¥es," said Bunter distautly.

“(3ive vou & corner of my rug if yon
like.”" said the Kidl

“Thank you, mno!”
tofiily.

'I‘I.'auir id's keen, gquick eyes rested on
him for a moment, and then he shrugred
his shoulders.

“ Please yourself,” he answered, and
he turned back to his companion.

It had been guite a good-satured

eaid Tunter

offer, and Bunter rather regretted that

e had not accepted it. Un oubtedly it
wos very cold in the roilway-carmage,
with the snow fulling thickly past tbe
windows. But there was = snobbish
satisfaction to Bunter in snubbing a
fellow to whom be deemed himself
siperion.

*“Tain’'t fur to Wharton Magnus now,
Kid.” the elderly boxer remarked,
Wowing out & cloud of pungent smoke.

Buuter coughed agaiu.

“Look here!” he exelaimed.

Mr. Huggins looked there.

“What's biting vou?” he inguired.

“Thiz 1sn't & smoking carriage!" said
Tunter loftily.

“Ain't 153" said Mr. Huggins,

“No, it isn't.”

"Blessed if I'd noticed it," seid Mr.
Huggins, *“Like me to chuck away my
cigar—what?"

*Certainly 1" snapped Bunter.

“You can like!” said Mr. Huggins.

And he smoked on complacently.
Bunter's manner had not pleased the
boxing gentleman, He wus obviously
guite unaware of the respoct that waz
due to Willlam George Bunter of the
Groviriare Remove.

Bunter blinked at him angrily. My,
Huggins' manner was contemptuous, a
manner that was quita out of place 1n a
low person whoe happened ta be Bun-
ter’s travelling companion, owing to the
unfortunate circumstance that Dunter
had been unable to “touch ™ anybody
for a first-class fare.

“Look here, I shall complain at the
stntion !"" said Bunter.

“Oh. cheese it, lad!” said Mr.
Huggins.

“I shall certainly complain—7="

——— —

L — e —

The Kid turned to Bunter.

“1 don't know who you are, young
feller-me-lad,”™ e szid; “but you ialk
too much. Shut up!” .

“Why, you cheeky cad——"" exclaimed
Bunior.

“Ehi"

“How dare vou!” exclaimed DBunter,
in great wrath., “Youn chieeky young
hoohgan——"'

The Kid rose from his seat, and
rcached over to Bunter. LBilly DBunter
shrank baclk az far as he could.

“You—you dare to lay a finger on
me——"" he stutterod.

The Kid chuckled.

“More'n a finger, voung foller-me-
lacd,” he said. “A ‘ole paw—what!
You're too checky. fatty, If wyou
knowed vou was talking to the Game
Kid, I dessay you'd Lnown better.
Why, T've knocked a man’s front tecth
through the back of his neck for loss'n
that, ain't I, Bobby Iuggins "

a1l

and indignation. But he carefully paid
no attention to his pugilistic travelling
compatnions after that.

They, for their parl, toock no further
hecd of the [at 1inumu'»::-r, but chatted on
cheerily about their own business, in
which they scemed deeply interested.

Bunter was glad when the train
stopped at Wharton Magnus, He rolled
out of the carriege, aud rolled away
down the platform; but as he left the
station he heard the cheery voices of the
Kid and Bobby Huggins belind him.
They also had got out at Wharton
Magnus, and they left the Litbde village
station on the heels of the Owl of the
Remove.

Outside, the svow was powdering the
villuge street, and a keen wind whistled
through the leafless branches. Bunter
shivered and pulled his coat about him,
and blinked round for a vehicle. There
was no sign of a car from Wharten
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The Game Kid grasped DBunter by his
collar, end jerked him out of his seat.
Bunter was a heavy-weight-—indeed, bis
weight wasz justly doseri by Hurree
Jamset Ham Singh as terrifie. The
strength displayed by the Kid was re-
markable, for Bunter was swept off his
seat by & single swing of the boy-
boxer's arm,

Thud!

Billy Bunter sat down on the floor of
the carriage, with a concussion that
made him splutter.

The Kid grinned down at him.

“'Ave another?" he asked,

5 {}w!n

The Gamne Kid chuckled and sat down
apain., Bunter staggercd to his feet.

e was as disdainful as ever; but he
was careful not to display his disdain
any more. A fellow who could swing
Buunter about like a sack of coke was not
a fellow to bo troated disrespectfully.

Bunter sabt down again in his corner,
gasping for breath and pink with wrath

there are
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Mr. Huggins chuckled,
“Hands off 1" gasp::d Bunter.

et e e e e e e e o e e e ot o T e e B

Lodge, and no sign of any vehicle wait-
mg for hire at the station. Indeed, the
snow was 50 thick on the country road
that it was doubtful whether a car could
have got slong to the lodge, if one had
been available,

From the remarks of Mr. Huggins and
the Kid, the dismayed Owl learned thac
they also had expected to find a cab
at the station.

“What's the odds, old "unt" said the
Game Kid cireerily,  * What's the matter
with ‘oofing it %"

“Orlright for you, Kid,” answered
Mr. Huggins;: “1 ain’t a whale on
coling 1t. Duf there don't seem no
chioice.  Let's drop in at the pub
yonder first. I want warming.”

“Not me,"” said the Kid.

"ourse not you,” said Mre, Higgins,
“Let me catch you mopping 16 up, that's
all, you young hass! Pretty sort of a
show you would put up in the riog, if
vou was to mop it up!”

The EKid chuckled.

“IF it won't do me any good, ik won't
wdo yvou any good, old 'un.”

Tue Macxer LiBrary.—No. 985
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“Don't you set up to feach your
elders, Kid,"” said Mr. Huggins. *You
wiit for me in the porch while T push
one back."

The two bozers crossed the snowy
village strect to the Wharton Arms,
where the Kid waited in the porch,
whistling shrilly, while Mr. Huggins
went in to “push one back,” as le

elegantly expressed it.
Billy Bunter was taking no heed of
them. It was clear to Bunter that if

he was to reach Wharton Lodge at all
he had to walk it. And he started. He
knew the way well enough, and t_i'a.mi:eqi
on through snow and wind, and left
the village behind him.

It was & lonely road, all the more
Jouely in the bitter winter wcather.
For half a mile Bunter did not pass a
soul on the way. But hall-way to the
Lodge three fgures loomed up in the
n-'hmglwﬁ, and Bunier's (ot _hc«art.Tﬁa-
pitated as he blinked st them,
were burly, roughly-clad tramps—Iloat-
mg under & bree by the wayside,
smoking foul pipes and talking im mat-
tering voloes.

All three of them moved out into the
open road as Bonter came trampin
by: and the Owl of the Hemove, wit
a sudden alarm, broke into a run and
went panting on as fast a3 hia fat little
legs could ecarry him. A voice shouted
behind him, and he heard tramping
footsteps, and Billy Bunter fairly flew.

", lor' 1" he panted, as he ran.

Bunter was not & good sprinter; but
the speed he put on now waz really
croditable. One lock at those threes
huikingmmﬂims had been enough—ne
knew that they were footpads, and that
they were loafing’ about the lonely
country road for purposes of robbery.

Bunter had not many valuables abont
him, but he did not want to be roughly
handled, and he did not want to lose
even his rolled-gold wateh. He put on
& speed that would have made the Re-
movites of Greyiriars stare, had they
seen  him; hiz fat little Jegs fairly
twinkled az he flew,

For a few moments he heard voices
snd footsteps, and then there was
silence, save for his own slertorous,
panting broath.

“Oh, dear! gasped Bunter.

He slacked down at last, gasping for
breath, and blinked back salong the
shadowy, snowy road. There was no
Sl of pursuit now.

‘Beasts 1 gas Bunter,

And ha tramped on through the falling
snowflakes, towards Wharton Lodge,
ntdu. more moderate pace, still panting
ar
ihe lights of the Lodge

loamed
through the winter gloom. :

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Fight Against Odds !

Fi LESS my =zoul!
B Had any Groviviars fellow

been on the lonely road in the
falling snow, he would have
recognised, sl once, the voice of Dr.
Locke, the headmaster of UGreyiriare
School.
“Blese my soul 1" repeated tha Head.
The old gentleman s’rnpfmd.
e was wrapped warmly from head
to Foot, and his umbrella was eoated
with snow, Dr. Locke was on hiz way
to Wharton Lodge, and ne was watk-
e t6: walkin eing thre only praciie-
able means of locomotion in the present
state of the ecountry raads, Dr. Locke
was & hale and  well-preserved  old
THe MAGKET LIBRARY.—No. 985.

asping. And lLe was glad when

gentleman, and a walk through the
snow did not deter him. He was pre-
pared to face the weather; bub ceér-
tainly he was not prepared for what
Was NAappemng now.

Three burly, bulky Hgures lined up
on the road before him, emerging from
the shadow of = wayside tree a3 the
schoolmaster came along. And Dr.
Locvke stopped, with & surprised ejacula-
tion.

A guarier of an hour before, Billy
Banter had passed that way, and he
had promptly taken to his heels at the
sight of the loafing tramps. But Dr.
Locke had reached a time of life when
taking to his heels was out of the
question for him; apart from such a
procecding being too undignified for
the old gentleman to think of it,

He stopped, and stared at the three
ruffiens from wunder  his  snowy
umbreila, with a stern stare.

He did not need telling that the
rascals were loafing on that lonely road,
on  tha look-out for lonely passen-
gers. Their rough, stubbly, evil faces,
and their actions, told their character
at once. But the headmaster of Grey:
friars was a gentleman of courage, an
hoe was not scared by their evil lonks.
His old heart beat o lhittle faster, but
he faced them with & calm and stern
countenance.

“0ld on !
voice,

"“"What do you want? rapped out
Dy, Locke.

There was a husky chuckle.

“Jest all that you've got shout you,
old gent,” answered the footpad.
“That’'s wll! Only jest that!"

“Jest that, old bloke!™ zaid another
husky, beery voice.

“Stand aside, you rascals!”

“Eh??

I Wﬂt!u .

“Stand aside, and let me pass, at
once " exclaimed the schoolmaster.

“My eye! He's an old game-cock, and
no blinkin’ error. Give him one on the
mug, Mike!”

A rough hand dropped on the school-
master’s shoulder. T'o the surprise of
“Mike,"” the hand was knocked asi
at onco, And then, as the three
ruffians closed in on him, Dr. Locke
closed his umbrella, clubbed it, and
swepk it round. Mike caught it across
his stubbly face, and went over in the
snow, with a8 roar of rage. The
schoolmaster struck again; but the next
moment the footpads had grasped him,
and he was hurled to the pronnd.

“Oh!" gasped the Head, as he went
down.

He was strugpling vainly, the next
moment, in the savape grasp of three

airs of hands. A brutal blow from a
wavy fist almost stunned him; bat he
way still resisting feebly asz thievizh
hands ran throngh his pockets.

“Help, help ! he shouled.

“Bhut up, you ole fool you!" hiseod
AMike savagely.

“Help ! panted Dr. Locke.

There was a sound of running feet
in the snow.

The footpads glared round, in alarm,
Feom the direction of the Jdistant
villagfe. a bovish figure esme running.

“Chly a kid!” panted Mike. YIt's
all right ™

il Hﬂ'ip e

The neweomer came paniing up.

"What's this game?’ he oxclaimed,
stopping as he veached the spot where
the schoolmaster was  still stregpling
feebly in the rough grasp of the foot-
pacs,

Mike placed up at him. _
“Mmd yvour own busines:, and gel

said &  hoarse, husky

astde.

out of it,” he snarled,
vou 'geb hurt.” _

“Let that old gent alone!”

r'-“_m_‘l:l?

“ Let him alone, I tell you”

Mike spat out an oath.

“¥ou wait a tick till I get 'old of
you,” he hised, and leaving theo
schoolmaster to  his companions, the
footpad sprang up and jumped at ilhe
newcomer,

What happened next was astonishing
to the footpad. Exactly how it hap:
pened he hardly knew, But he knew
that he was Iying on his_ back in the
snow with a feeling in his nose ag if
it had been driven through the back
of hia head,

There waz a chuckle from the new-
COmer.

“Now let that ole gent slone!™ he
said.

And the Game Kid came on, with
his fists clenched, and his vyes gleam-
mg over them.

‘he Game Kid was alonme. He had

orch of the village 1umn,

waited in the
while Bobb ngging was ‘‘pushing
one back.” But after pushing ono back,
the *“old 'un™ had pushed back an-
other, and then enother; by which
time the old 'un was in a state of
hilarity, and nowise disposed to leavo
the bar of the Wharton Arms. And
the Kid, after calling him two or three
times, bad left him to it, and started
off by himself. He was quite accus-
tomed fo these hilarious proceedings
on the part of the elderly boxer, and
he knew that Mr. Huggins would not
leave the bar-room antil he was turned
out,

The Kid was tramping along the
road cheerily, when Dr, Locke’s call
for help reached hiz ears. And he
hiad come on at once to the old gentle-
man's hi:i_f: with painful results to
Mike, Mike sprawled in the spow,
hugging his ngse with groans of
anguish, while the Game Kid pro-
coeded to deal with the other two.

They jumped up fo face him, and
came at him together, with savage
faces and lashing hsts, They were not
aweare vet that they had to deal with
2 youthful prizefighter; though that
fact wag soon to dawn upon them,

“Come on, mateys[” grinned
Kid,

There were three of the footpads.
and every one of them was head and
shonlders teller than the Kid. Bui
anything like {fear scemed to lLave
been left out of the game one’s com-

“Get oul alore

L

position.

He met the rufians with left amld
right; receiving, withoul heeding,
a crashing blow in the face, Twer

reeling fguves went sprawling in thy
SNOW, wiﬁi oalhs,

The Kid dashed o spurt of blood [rom
his nose, snd bent over Dr. Locke.

Al right now, old gent. T'll Jook
after you' he said; and he gave the
schoolmasier a helping hand up.

“Rless my soull” spid Dr.
faintly.

He stood

Loeke

unsteadil his feel,
breathing  spasmodieal]ly., Tle  Kid
pushed him  back towards the park
wall which bounded the road on anc
side, standing betweon bim and  the
faotpads, watching the latter with oyes
as keen as & hawk's. Quite well the
Kid knew that the trouble was nol
aver; that it was, in faet, only jusl
beginning.. )

The three footpads had picked Lhom-
selves up, and gathered in a hunch,
glaring at the young boxer, All three
of them ware hurt, and all  {hree
savagely enraged. The atiack held off
[or & moment, bub it was eovidenlly

Oy
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* Hands off | ** gasped Billy Bunter.

him out of his seat with a single swing of his arm. Thud !

otsslon that made him spluiter.

‘“‘ *Ave another ? ** asked the Game Kid.

¢ J—I—yarooooaoh ! ?* The Game Kld grasped the [at junior by his collar and jerked
Billy Bunter sat down on the floor of the carrlage, with a con-
“Ow 1* gasped Bunier, (See Chapter 4.)

coming, The boy's prowess had
astounded the ruffians; but he was enly
& boy against three men, and they had
me donbt st all of overwhelming him
with 8 rush

“You keep back, sir,” =aid the Kid

quietly. *“You ain't any wuse in this
‘ere, sir—youn stand out. 1 can handle
them."”

“My boy—my brave lad!” pasped the
Head of Gr&yfriars. “1 cannot allow
you—f-—J—="

“Leave it to me, &ir,” grinned the
Iid.

The Head had no choice about that.
o leaned on the park wall, breathless
angl exhansted, utterly at the merey of
the footpads, but for the boyish figure
between.

The ruffians were coming on now.
They came on in a savage rush together,
and what followed seamecd like some un-
canny nightmare to the schoolmaster.,

The Kid, game as he was, had a large
proposition to tackle, and he tackled it
gamely. His coolness, his steadiness,
his agility were amazing, and still
moro . amazing . was  the muscular
strength he displayed. The trio of foot-
pads had expected to rush him down at
onee, to got their savage grasp on him,
fo smash him down.into the road, and
to hammer and stamp on him when they
had got him there. But it did not work
out like that. They closed round him,
grasping and hitting, oand the Kid
soemed like a wild-eat in the midst of
the three.

It was only for a few seconds that he
hind three to tackle: then a  terrible
upper-cut crashed on Mike's stubbly
chin and almost lifted him from his feet,
and ho went backwards with a erash.

He lay groaning in

knocked ouk, _
But the other bwo had [astened on the

Gamne Kid, and blows rained on him.
He did not heed them.

Probably, in his boxing bouts m

the road, fairly

Bobby Hugging' Ring he had received

more  severe  punishment, and  had
lcarned to disregard it.

His left came out like & steam-
hammer, and another footpad joined
Mike in the snow, half-stunned by &
crash bebweon the eyes. )

Then the Kid gave all his attention 1o
the third man.

The footpad was driven back, right
and left crashing on him—driven right
across the road under raining blows, tll
a fina! punch landed him on his back
in a snowdrift,

The Game Eid torned from him, in
time to see two terrified raseals seramhle
to their feet and dart away, panting, up
the road., Evidently they had had
enongh,

The Kid grinoed, and eame back to
Ir, Locke. The man m the snowdrilt
dragged himself out, plunged through a
Heﬁiga, and went fleeing seross & dark

eld.

It secmod like the shifting seencs of a
theatre te Dv. Locke's amazed oyes. A
few moments beféwe his youthful pro-
tector had been struggling against heavy
odds. Now he siood alone, ond the
footpads had vanished into the darkness.

“Bless my soul!” said the Ifcad
faintly.

“All 0K, now, sir!” said the Kid
choorily.

He dabbed his streaming nose, and
ruobbed his left eve, which was rapidly
darkening. The Kid had come off by

no means =catheless in the struggle,
though he hed proved the victor,

“My boy, you arc hurt!” ;

“That’'s nothin', sir,” said the Kid.
“I'm used to it, sic. By gum, though,
T'm going to 'ave a coloured peeper, and
I wonder what Bobb Hnﬁ;gma will say
to that! Can't be ’e{p«ed,

“I—I=1 can scarcely believe what
my cyes have seen,” gasped Dr. Locke.
“Have those—those ruffians really
gone

“They've mizzled, siv. They've had
enough,” chuckled the Kid, "I reckon
they'd have mizzled without asking for
trouble if they'd knowed it was the
Game Kid of Huggins' Ring they was
tackling. Bless your "art, sir, this ain't
nothing to me! Like me to see you
‘ome, sir, n caso they turn up again
after I'm gone 1

Dr. Locke gasped. ]

“If—if you would kindly walk with
me as far as the gates of Wharton
Lodge, my lad—"

“ Buttmgly, sir.”

The Kid picked up Dr. Locke’s hat
and nmbrella and handed them to him.
Still in a state of great amazement, Dr.
Locks started an his way, the Kid walk.
ing cheerily by his side, apparently little
troubled by his swollen nose and blacken-
INg €ye.

Thoe Iead hed recovered a little by
the. time the gates of Wharton Lodge
were reached. He stopped, and iur_nvr.-f.l
his bencvolent gaze on the cheery Kid.

“You have saved me from rolbbery
and illusage, my boy,” he said, with
emotion in his volce.

“That's all vight, siz,” said the Kid.
Y Bafe now—what ¥
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“1 pan scarcely understand how a lad
of vour age could deal 1n such a manner
wich o gang of rufhang—" 2

“Tt's in my line, you sce, sir,” said the
hid. “Y'm o boxer. They call me the
Game Kid on the posters.”

“‘ A-—a—a prizchghter!”
the Head. i )

“ Not exactly, sir,” said the Kid good-
humouredly, ' * Boxing with the gloves
on, sir. We travel round giving boxing
shiows=1me an' the old "un.”

*“The—the old one®"

“Bobby Huggins, sir; he's the old
"un,” said the Kid., “I s'poso & gent
like you ain't hardly heatd of such
things. You ain’t never took a ticket
for a show in Hugging' Ring, sir.”

And the Kid n:l'[fmcklei

“Bless my soul!” said the Head.
“What 15 vour name, my boy ¥

“ Dicky Dury, sir; but I ain't never
called anything but the Game Kid.”

exclainred

e i EEEmL

“Aly  word!” he murmured. *I
wonder who the old codger isY Beemns
g real gent, too! My word ™

And the Kid walked away, with his
hands in lis pockets, his shrill, cheery
whistle echoing in the shadows and the
{alling snow &% he went.

el i e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Arrives!

] BAY, vou fellows!”
“ Bunter ! ;
“My only hat!” said Bob
Cherry, as he stared at the Owl
of the Remove in the hall of the Lodge,
“ Bonter! If this doesn't take the wholo
giddy cake!”
“0f all the neck! murmured Frank
NWngont. .
““I'he meckfulness is terrifie, and the
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“You have done me & very greal ser-
vice, my boy, and I must show you that
I am grateful,” said the Head of Grey-
friars. g 3

“"Pain't nothing, sir.”

“[—] am wvery much shaken now,”
said Dr. Locke. “I must sce you
again, my boy. Are you staying in this
neighbourhood .

“Me and the old "un arc staying ab
Godder’s Place, 'arf a mile from the
village,” said the Kid. “But don’t you
worry, sir. 1 ain't done nothing.”
"“%Yon have acted very bravely and
very gencrously,” said the Head, in a
'rnm'mf voice, "I shall certainly see you
again. I shall find some means of testi-
fying my gratitude. For the present,
good-bye, and I thank wyou Irom my
Licart, my brave lad.”

And the schoolmaster shook hands
with the Game Kid and went slowly up
the drive to Wharton Lodge.

The Game Kid stood for a moment or
two, blinking after him, and then he
whistled.
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kickfulness is the proper caper,” re-
marked Hurrea Singh.

“0Oh, really, yon fellows——"

“Say the word, Wharton,” said
Johnny Bull. “I'm ready to kick him
out for you!"

Johnny Bull certainly locked ready.
But Harry Wharton Jdid noi say the
word., A servant was taking Bunter's
snowy coat and wet hat. The Owl of
the Remove had arrived, and he looked
as if ho had come to stay. Colongl
Wharton came up, and glaneed rather
curicusly at the fat junior.

“A friend of yours, Harry ¥

‘A Greyfriars chap, wnele,” sand the
captain of the Remove. “You may
remember Bunter?™

“Yes, I remeniber,” said the colonel,
eveing the Dwl of the Remove,

It did not appear that he rememberad
Bunter with favour,

“(ilad to sce you, siv,” sald Dunter
cheerfully, *“1I should bave got here
with tha others, but I rather over-slept
myscelf this morning, and Coker pressed
me hard to stay fo lunch. I felt that

Tat hands at it with a

I couldn’t refuse, as old Coker has been
quite decent, according to his lights,
Still, I must say I was getting rather
fed-up with Coker. Not my style, really.
I hopo I zee you well, sir??”

“Thank yoo, T am quite well!"
the colonel, rather grimly.

“ Haven't seen you, sir, since we had
that trip to India,”’ said Bunter. * Somo
fellows wouldn’t have given up & suin-
mer vacation, as I did, to go to such o
benighted country to take care of Inky,
air., . But that's mie zll over—always
ready to give up anything for a pal
Inky hasn't forgotten how I saved lis
life’ over and aver again. Have you,
Inky #" _

E}{‘ﬂy csteemed, fatheaded DBunter——™"

“I've had o rotten walk from the
station,” said Dunter. ™ Rotten journey
altogether, in fact. Gang of low prize-
fighters in the train—awful lot! And ]
nearly ran into a lot of tremps coming
here. Luckily they saw that I could take
care of myseli, and were afraid to touch
me., Amd here I am—not late for dinnesw,
I hope "

“‘1s Bunter staying with you, Horry?"
asked Colonel Whavton.

The captain of the Remove made a
grimane,

“He says s0,” he answered.

“Oh, really, Wharton—="'

The colonel smiled faintly.

“Well, he piust stay the night, at all
ovents,” he said, “"He can sua:mnly
travel farther in this_weather. Take
him to vour room now, Harry, and I will
speak to your aunt, and a room shall be
prepared for him. No doubt you will
make farther arrangement: in the morn-
i

And the colonel walked away.

Bunter blinked after him.

“1 suppose the old codger’s glad to
gea me—what " he asked.

A doubt seemed to have occurred to
Bunter's fat mind.

" “The what?” demanded Wharton.

“Hem! I mean the old gentloman,”
snid Bunter hastily.

“¥YVou'd better say what vou mean,
then,” said the Captain of the Remove
dryly, “otherwise you may be kicked,”

“QOh, really, yon know-—"

“Why should you swppose that any-
body was glad to see you, Bunter?” in-
quired Frank Nugent,

“0h, really, Wugent—->" :

“Come up to my room, Bunter,” sawl
Wharton abruptly. And the Owl of tha
Remove followed him up the steircase,

William George Bunter was not thin-
gkinned.  Ower-sensitiveness was not
numwbered among his many wesknesses.
But even Bunter was eonscious of a chill
in- the atmosphere, and realised that he
was not precisely ‘' persona grate’ at
Wharton Lodge. He was naturally a
little indignant, but he generously de-
cided to overlook the coolness of his
reception. After all, it was rather better
than his reception at Coker’s place, At
Holly Houze he had been kicked out
twice before Horace Coker had finelly
suffered him to hang on. Here, at least,
he was not kicked ; and that was so much
to the good. .

There was a log fire smoulderin
Wharton's room, and Bunter warme

sail

in
lis
runt of satisfac-
tion. He biinked round cheerily at the
grimn face of the captain of the Remove.

“Jolly eold weather—what?"'

“Ves,”" zaid Havry. x

** Let them put a fire in my room, will
vou? And a couple of hot-water botiles
in my bed”

“ Anything else 7V _

“Nat for the moment: T'lHl mention it
if I think of anything else.”

“0h, do!” said Wharton.
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“ Exeuse my speaking of it, you know,
EBut you're a bit careless with your
guests, old chap,"” explained Dunter,
“ Not quite my style at Bunter Court,
von know. T say, I suppose you can lend
mo some things? I dide't bring a bag
with me to Coker's plice, so, of course,
I haven't brought a bag bere. All right
—what?"

“What have you dona with the things
va lent you at Holly House?" asked
Wharton.

“Left 'em there,” =aid Bunter
cheerily. "1 dare say Coker will send
em on if you ask him. 1 suppose you
didn't expect me to travel with shirts and
priamas stuffed in my pockets, did you?”

“I didn't expect you here at all.”

“Well, I telephoned,” said Bunter.
“Couldn't do more than that, could L%
Aovhiow, wyou'd better lend me a few
ihings. TI'll telephome to-morrow  to
Hunter Court for somo things. Too late
to-night. What time do you dine here ¥"

:1-25&“:“‘"

“Tho we dine with the old codger—I1
mean with the colonel ¥

“Yes."

* Anybody coming?"

“Dr. Locke.”

Billy Dunter jumped.

“Dio you mean the Beak?"”

“Yes "

“My only hat! What the thump is a
blinking schoolmaster coming for? Dash
it.all, Wharton, I think your uncle, might

have been a bit more considerate!” ox--

claimed DBunter warmiy. “We have
enough of Dr. Locke in the term without
having him fi"ammﬂd at us in the hols.

Look here, 1 jolly well don’t want to
meet the Beak on vacation, 1 can teli
you i

L SIITD?" Mkﬁd Hﬁl‘l.'j"- <

% Quite 1" said Bunter, with emphasis.
1 “Well, you know the way to the
tloar.

“Hem! Of course, old chap, 1 don’t
mind. meeting the Beak, if you come to
that. In fact, I shall be guite civil to
him,'” said Bunter. “Bif of & wet

blanket, and all that, but, dash it all, I,

can stand it, . Don't mind me!”

“T don't!™ =zaid Wharton.

“Hem! I'm a bit wet and muddy. I
suppose you cap lend me a change of
clobber. And & shirt; and a collar!
And a few other things, But don't
bother. I'll go through your things
and help myself. 1 never was e chap
to give trouble!"

Wharton with feelings too deep for
words, left the Owl of the HRemove to
his own devices. It seemed scarecely pos-
sible to take the fat junior by the scruff
of the neck and drop him outside into
the snow. And no gentler method seemed
pdeguate,

The captain of the Remove went down
and found- that another puest had
arrived.  This time it was Dr. Locke,
Colonel Wharten was greeting him when
Harry came down the staircase,

The Head of Greviriars was looking
a little pale and shakon. ‘He was ex-
plaining to the colonel what biad hap-
pened to him on the road, and the
colonel’s brow darkened with wrath as he
listened.” The Remove juniors looked on
at & respectful distance, amazed to see
so sedate a8 gentleman as Dre. Locke
grrive smothéred with snow and mud,
as if he had been rolling in it—as indeed
he had! WWhen the old gentleman had
been taken upstairzs to set himself to
rights Colonel Wharton weut to the tele-
phone to ring up the police-station and
set justice on the track of Mike & Co.

“Fancy the Head in a scrap!” mur-
mured Bob Cherry, quite awed. “I
shouldn’t have thought that even a foot-

pad would have had the cheek to handle
the Beak !V

“The cheekfulness wasz terrific!™” re-
miarked Hurree Singh.

““He sayvs a kid came to his help and
drove the rotters off |" said Johnny Bull,
“1'd like to see & kid that could handle
three tramps! Some kid P’

* Plucky chap, and no mistake!™ said
Harry.

“Yes, rother!™

“Jolly hefty, too,” said Beb., “I
can punch a little myself, but I shouldn’t
care to have to handle three tramps at

once, I'd Tike fo make the acquaintance
of that giddy lad.”

Little as. Bob Cherry supposed it at
the moment, he was destined th make
the acquaintance of the Hesd's rescuer,
and in eivcumstances of which he cer-
t§m|}' never would have dreamed. Thae
Famous Five were fated, in the near

future, to see a great dea! of the Game
Kid.

sat Eransfixed wilth apprehension 111 16
was removed. Dr, Locke, however,
naturally gave most of his attention to
Colonel and Miss Wharton, and bestowed
only a few encouraging words on the
heroes of the Lower Fourth

The ordeal onded with no bones
broken, as Johuny Bull expressed it, and
after it was over the juniors felt rather
bucked at hav gona through it zo
well, TIndeed, 1t was something to
relate, in the Remove passage noxt term,
that the?; had dined with the Head, and
that Johnny, with unparalleled nerve,
had actually asked him to pass the salt!

Honour and distinetion as it was,
however, the juniors were glad when it
was over and they got -H.W%.I;'. The
Famous Five gathered in Wharlon's
den, and Billy Bunter gathered there
with them.

“1 say, yvou fellows, it's a bit thick,

isn't it?" asked Bunter. I suppose
Locke isn't staying hore, i3 e,
Wharton "
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Too Much Bunier [

DR. LOCEE was himself again by

the time the dinner was an-

nounced, Harry Wharton & Co.

had looked forward with con-
siderable awe to dining with the Head.
But they found that it was not so nerve-
racking an ordeal as might. have been
feared. As DBob Cherry had hoped, Dr.
Locke dropped the * Beak " completely
and p]a}'eci) up just like a luman being.
Indeed, few would have taken the kind
and genial old gentleman for a school-
master at all. Bob whispercd te Whar-
ton that he did not look, just then, as
if he were capable of ordering a fellow
to “bend over 7 in & veice of thunder,
and Wharton agreed that he didn't.
Billy Bunier, certainly, eyed the Head
very uncasily through his big spectacles,
He really secmed fmuntud v & dread

“Do you mean Dr. Locke}” asked
Harry.

“Of course I do, fathead!” grunted
Dunter, “Look here, Wharton, if the
Beak is hanging on, I shall have to think
very scriously about staying myself. 1
can’t stand too much of it, you know.
It's not to be expected !

“Will the stailulneaa of the esteomed
Beak leed to the departfulness of the
ludicrous Bunter
Jamset Ram Singh,
“That's it!" assoented DBunler
“There's a limit, vou know; and I bar
schoolmasters in vacation.”

“Then the hopefulness is great that
the esteemed Beak will stay,”

‘“Hear, hear!" grinned Bob Cherry.

* Beast!” .

“ Dry up, Bunter, old fat beau!™ said
Nugent. “You're much more enter-
taining, you know, when you don'd

asked Hurreao

that the Beak might commmand him to, falk”

bend over, even in the dining-room of
Wharton Lodge, and if Dr. Locke's
genial eye turned upon him the fat Owl

“The muchfulness 1s terrifie.”
Bunter grunted. )
Tue Magyer Liprapy.—MNo. 505
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“Any smokes here, Wharton?" he
axked.

““ No, fathead!™

“What rot! We're an vac now,”
said Bunter, *“I gencrally rather go it
anholiday."

HASEPI )

“I like & cigarctte after dinner,” said
Bunter, blinking at the Famous Five.
“I'm rather goey on & holiday, I sup-
pose you're not funky because oid Locka
15 downstairai’"

i C‘-hump E”

“If that's what you call good manners,
Wharton, T must say I don't agrée wilh

ou. 1 don't talk to guests like that at

unter Court.”

“(Qh, ring off, Bunter!”

“You could bag zome of your uncle’s
eigars, if you haven't any cigarettea,”
suggested Bunter. “There's such a
thing as hospitality to & guest, though
you. don't seem aware of it, Wharton.
And I could do with a whisky-and-

L

“Ha, ha; ha!" roared Dob Cherry.

“Look here, vou cackligg ass—"

i Hub ]‘.I.-H.' hﬂ.l“ .

The idea of William George Bunter
with a cigar and a whisky-and-soda
spomed to take the juniors storm.
They roared. . Billy Bunter blinked at
them, his very spectacles gleaming with
indignation.

“Oh, eackle! he =mid. “You're &

set of spooneys, that's what you nrec!
No. good asking any of you fellows to
be &2 man like mal”

“Nao gpood at alll” chuckled Nugent,
“My hat! I hope T shall nevér be a
man like you, Bunty!”

“1 jolly well wish I'd gons hame with
Coker now,” grumbled Bunter diseon-
tentedly.

“Tha wishfulness
selves is also great!™

“Yah!"

Billy Bunter was silent for a few
niinites.

“I =ay,- you

of our estecmed

fellows, I'va pot =
wheeze !” he zaid, blinking at the
Famous Five. * YVou fellows know. what
a splendid ventrilogquist 1 am 2

“No need for you to tell us all about
it,” said Johnny Bull. *Give your chin
a rest, old fat mani”

“I've got a wheeze !" roared Bunter.
“You chaps remember how I started
a row once at Greylriars between old
Prout and Mr. Quelch—imitating old
Prout’s voice. yvou know, and making
AMre, Queleh think Prouty was ragging
him. Easy thing, you know, to a won-
derful ventriloquist like me. Well, look
here, Wharton, that's the way to get
shut of the Beak

U What?” ejaculated Wharton. _

“I could play the same trick again,
you know,” said Bunter, evidently much
taken with this brilliant idea. “T'll
imitate your uncle's voice—see? Make
the colonel say something. to get the
Beak's rag out. Easy as falling off &
form. Then the Beak will get his back
up, and he won't show up here again
in the wac,, What do you think of
that?"

Wharton did not say what he thought
of that wheeze. He stared blankly at
the Owl of the Remove,

Bunter grinned ecomplacently,

“Bome scheme—what ! he asked.

“You fat villain!" roared the caplain
of the Remove.

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“You—you — you—-" Wharton

saped. " Let meo catch you at it, thal's
all! I'l burst you!™

“1f that's what you call gratitude,
Wharton—"

“Shut wp!*

Toeg Macxer LIBRARY —No. 585.

“Look here—"

“5hut up ! roared Wharton. The
captain of the Remove had made up his
mind to besr with Bunter as politely
as possible.  But politeness really did not
geem possible in dealing with William
George Bunter,

Tha fat junior gronted, and shut up.
For. reasons . quite inexplicable to
Bunter, ' his schema for getting rid of
the “Beak » did not commend itsell to
the chums of the Remoye. _

‘Harry Wharton & Co. chatied round
the crackling log-fire, almost-forgetting
the fat jumor curled up in the arm-
chair. ﬁunf.ar was undoubtedly much
better company when he was silent, But
his little round eyes were gleaming be-
hind - his. speatacles. Bunter was indig-
nant; and the Greyiriars ventriloguist
had his own ways of makfn[i( fellows
it uiuv" when they offended him.
Harry Wharton %-lanced from the win-
dow at-a world of white, with the stars
glittering .in & steely sky.

“The” snow’s stopped,” he remarked.
“Looks like freezing.
somé sketing to-morrow,”

“{Good!"” zaid Bob Cherry.

“'There's the car coming round_for the
Head, I suppose,’ said Harrvy, glancing
down from the window. *It won't be
easy driving with the roads in this
state.”

“(Oh, blow the Heed!™

“Ehi

“1 must gay that your uncle was
rather un jass to szk the Beak here.”

“What!

Wherton stared at' Bob Cherry, who
was putting & new log on tha fire. The
other fellows stared at him, too. Billy
Bunter, in his armchair, grinned, snd
winked at the glowing logs.

“What did you sey, Cherry ! nsked
Wharton, very quietly.

Bob glanced ronnd from {he fire.

“Eh? Nothing!"

“What do you mean?” exclaimed
Wharton angrily. *“*You're & guest
here, op—"

“Or what?" exclaimed Bob.
the thump are you driving ati”

“You might apeak respectfully of my
unecle, I think," said the captain of the
Remove, his eyds glinting. “1 think
you ought to be jolly well ashamed of
yourself1"

Bob's face flushed.

“My hat! Do you think veou can falk
foc mo as il were & fellow lLike
Bunter?” he exclaimed. *Confound
your impudence !"

“Order ™ marmured Mugent.

“Look here—" began Wharlon
Bl VA

ly.
“ p‘,}: rot!” broke in Bob, egually

“ What

gngry. ° By Jove, if you think vou can
talk to me like that, Wharton, vou're
making a mistake, Xeep it for
Bunter.™

“Dash it all, Bob, you ouglhin't to
have spoken of Wharton's wmele like
that ' zaid Johnny Bull,

" Like what?" roared Bob,

“Like you did.”

“T never spoke of him at all that I
know of.” A

“0Oh, draw it mild!”’

*Look here, Bull, you foolling
a8s ¥

“We all heard you, Bob,” szaid
Nugent.

“And T jolly well think—" began
Wharton hotly.

“0h, cheese it!" interrupied Bob

Cherry, hizs face crimson. “I'm not =
fellow like Bunter, to hang on in a place
where I'm not wanted. T'll clear by
the first train in the morning!™

And Dob tramped eway towards the

door.

We shall get n,p

"“Held on, my esteemed Bob,” said
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh, *and you,
my excellent and fat-headéd. Wharton,
don’t play the esteomed ox. It was the
dl?igﬁ:.tﬁ’g end ludicrous Bunter."

“What 2"

The Nabob of Bhanipur grasped Billy
Bunter by the collar and jerked him out
of hiz chair. . There was a roar from
Bunter as he landed on the floor.

“Yaroooh! It wase't mel Ow-wowl!"

Bob Cherry turned back.

"%u_nter:“ he ?ﬁ&ﬁnai

“Bunter |" gasps arry Wharton.

The face of tha captain of the Remove
was & study for 8 moment. The voice
he had heard was so exactly like Bob
Cherry’s that he had had no doubis; he
had forgotten the Greyifriars ventrilo-
quist.

“Bunter, vou fat villain—"

“¥Yaroogh!"

“Bob, old chap, sorry!" gasped Whar-
ton. “I-=1 thought—" _ _
“You shouldn't have thought,” said
ahortly. .

“I—1 know. Bui—"

“Yowi Ow-ow! Leggo, Inky, you
beast!"™ yelled Buniér, &5 the Nabab of
Bhenipur proceeded to tap his head on
the floor, with an iron grip on his collar.
“"Yow-ow-ow! Leggo! Whoop!®

“It ways that fat villain with his rotten
ventriloguism, of course!™ said Harry.
“ Bob, old chap——"

“Oh, all zerene,” said Bob. *Bump
the fat rotter!”
“Tha bumpfulness iz the proper

caper,” assented Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“I—1 say, you fellows, T didn’t——

Yarcooh! T pever did! ~ Whoop! It
was only a j-i-joke!” spluitered Bunter.
“Can't you fellows take & joke?
Yaroooh !

Bump! Bump! Bump!

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow-0wwwwoooop !™

Bump! Bump!

“Yarooooh! If this is what you call
hospitality, Wharton——  Yarcocooch!
Leggo! I sha'™n't stay here with you
after this, T can tell you! Whooop !

Bump!

Billy Bunter tore himself away ot last,
and fled.

L} u L] ® * ]

The next merning Billy Bunier walked
to the station, with the Famous Five as
an cscoft. Bunter didn't want to wall
there, but five juniors were determined
that he should, and he did. He hesi-
tated abont taking his train, but Bob
Cherry's heavy boot cut short his lesi-
tation, and he plunged into the carriage
with & howl  Wharton slammed the
doar on him.,

A fat face and a pair of hig spectacles
glared from the cerriage-window as the
train began to move, and a fat fiat was
shaken at five grinning faces on the
platform.

“Beasts!"” roared Buntoer.

And that was Billy Bunter's pariing
benediction as the train rvolled awey
with him.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

New Prospecis for the Kid!
L4 Y eye! It's the old Covey!"
The Game Kid made that
remark. :
The rather stately old
gentloman who was progressing up the
fiold-path towards * Codder’s Place "
had prabably never heen refarred to as
an “old covey ' befora. Indeed, it was

doubtful whether the Head of Grey
{riars, who knew many languages, was
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“ Stand aside, and let me pass | ** exclalmed Dr. Locke. ** My eye ! * sald one of the roughs. ** He’s an old game-coek, and

no blinkin® error !

Give him one on the mug, Mike ! **

A rough hand was dropped -on the schoolmaster’s shoulder, but fo

the surprise of Mike it was knoeked aside at once. And then, as the three ruffians closed in on him, Dr. Locke clubbed his
umbrella and swept if round. Mike canght it across his stubbly face, and went over in the snow with a roar. (See Chapler B.)

scquainted with the word “covey " at
all. But the Game Kid spoke a varicty
of English that differed very consider-
;l::l':; from the English as spoken at Grey-
FlAYS.

It was o [rosty morning, wiih & gleam
of sun on the snowy fields and hedges.
The Kid's face, as he loafed in a low
porch and looked out over & white land-
scape, was rather thoughtful. He had
not been thinking about the Head: he
had alinost forgotten the encounter with
that old gentleman; indeed, would pro-
hably have forgotten it but for the
imgtanhﬁ‘da.rk shade about his eye, and
the swelling on hizs nose, reminders of
the fight with the foctpads.

The Kid was thinking of Bobby Hug-
ginsg, Mr. Huggins and the Kid wero
staying at Codder's Place until it was
time for the Kid to appear in Hugging
Bing at an early date in the New Year.
Bot Mr. Huggins was now absent from
Codder’s Place, Mr. Hugginz having
come up against trouble, Bobby Hug-
ging was, as & matter of fact, not seldom
in trouble. The old pugilist made &
good thing ocut of the “Ring,” and a
great part of his takings went in support
of the drink fraffic. The “old "un™™ was
past his fghting days, bubt when he had
put an enemy in his mouth to steal
away his brains, he often developed a
warlike humour. Knocking off a police-
man's helmet seemed to the old *un, at
such times, & light and necessary re-
laxation. It was natural that the wearer
of the helmet should not look. upon the
incident in the same I'tﬁ;ht ‘And at the
present  time My obby Huggins,

having celebrated the New Year not
wisely but too well, had retired from
the public view for seven days.

So the (Game Kid found himself de-
serted at Codder's Place, very concorned
for the old 'un, but very much aunoyed
with him, too, and greatly inclired to
%Ivﬂ Mr. Hu%'gins his left, when Mr.
{uggins should emerge from what he
ealled the stone jugp.

The Game Kid was thinking about the
little matter, when he sighted the head-
master of Greyiriars coming across the
field to Codder's Place.

Mr. Codder, a geotleman with a
broken nose, who had once been in the
ring himself, joined the Kid in the
porch and stared at the approaching
schoolmaster.

“Friend o' yourn, Kid "' he asked in
asg_:mishnmnt “Looks & regler old
tﬂ _JJ

The Kid grinned. .

“It's the old covey I told you about,”™
he satd. “1 knocked out zome tramps
t'other night who was going through his
rAES,

“0h, that covey!” said Mr. Codder.
“Locks a nice old gent. May mean a
fipun note, Kid."

The Kid made & primace.

“I don't want the old covey’s fipun
notes,” he answered, ’

“ A fipun note 1z & fipun note," said
Mr, Codder sagely. “VYou take wot's
goin', Kid, and don’t be & young hass.”

And Mr., Codder disappeared nto lus
tumbledown cottage, leaving the Kid to
greet the headmaster of Greviriars.

# Morning, sir!"” said the Kid, raizing

his cap as the old gentleman came up
to the porch. 3

“Good-morning, my lad said Dr,
Locke, with an amiable smile. *“I am
glad that I have found you at home.™

";}Vl" you come in and st down,
sir ?"’

“Thaok you very much. I am a little
tired. had some little-difficulty
finding Codder’s Place.”

The Kid showed the old gontleman
into a dingy sitling-room, and selected
the best chair for him. He stood wait-
ing to hear what Dr. Locke had to say.
wondering what it might be, No doubt
the old gentleman felt grateful for the
assistance the XKid had rendered him,
and desired to say zo; but if it came to
a matter of reward, the Kid was nol, as
he would have put it, taking any. The
Kid was assuredly not rolling in money,
but he had a certain rugged independ-
ence of spirit, and he did not want to be
paid for a service he had rendered to
an old pentleman in difficultics.

“Can I get you something, sir?”
asked the Kid hospitably. “P'r'aps a
whisky-and-soda, sir—"

“Bless my soul!”™ said the Head.
“Thank you, no. I should like to talk
with you a little, Dury, if you arc not
occupied just now.”

_ " Not at all, sir,” said the Kid, seat.
ing himself on a corner cof the table.
“ Nothing doing at present. T'm _!.E.-Et-
hanging on "ere, waiting for the old 'un
to come out of gquod. Fire away, sir!”

(Continued on page 17.)
Tae Maguer Lisnamxy,—No. 585,
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THE FORM MASTER'S
SECRET!

(Continved from previous puge.)

own aside, he

faltor. Drawing his ;
angry billers.

took a flying leap into &

Hplash !

“Yeroooo!™ yelled Mr. Lickham, as
the icy water envelloped him like a
Earmacnt,

Suddenly there was a patier of rup-
ning feet, and Burleigh and Tallboy of
tho Bixth came on the seen.

“Quick!” ponted Burleigh, “0lId
Lickham's tumbled in'the fountane!”

The seniors pelted up. They grabbed
at the flowndering Form master, and
hauled him out of his watery grave.
Keen though ho was on suetside, Mr.,
Lickham was not eggsactly sorry.

“Thenk you, my boys!” he panted,
shaking himaelf like a drenched ratt.
“1 was taking a walk in the quadrengie
whon I suddenly tripped up In the
darkness, and found myself struggling
in six inches of water. But for your
prompiness and presonts of mind I
should undoutedly have been food for
fishes "

Burleigh and Tallboy assisted the
Form mastor to his study, and fetched
him & change of toggs. iittle did they
dream that Mr. Lickham's *tumble ™
intp the fountane had been anyihing
but accidontal.

His plans having misearried, Mr,
Lickham was obliged to think of another
way of shuffling off this mortle coil. If
he were found in the fountane a second
time it would look jolly suspicious.

Having donned 2 change of .toggs,

lus & heavy overcoat and & fashionable
zerr&!-, Mr. Lickham quitted the school
prosinks just as the clock was striking
nine. He hurried out of gates and mado
his way to the railway-lime. In ten
minnita' time the night-male would ha
thundering on its way to London. And
Mr. Lirkham was ressolved that it
should thunder over his lifcless body !

Prozzantly he came to o lopely part
of the line and laid down on the sleepers.
He was just in time. No soonor had
ne laid down than the night-male, with
a shreeking of wissles and a dazzling
gleam of lights, come roaring round the
[ 1 1

When the hot breth of the enjin bore
down wupen him Mr. Lickham was

tempted to jump to bis feet ‘and leap for

safety. DBut it was too late. The night-
male thundered over his prostrate form
and roared away into the night.

Mr. Lickham sat up and stared after
it.

“ Dash it!"” he growled. **The blessed
trane passed clean over me without
hurting & hare of my hoad! It was tha
way | was lying, I suppose. 1 ought to
have lane ernsgwize, not longthwise!”

It seemed as if sll My, Lickham's at-
tempts at suetside were to be frustrated
by a crool Fate, He picked himself up,
and desided to go beck to St. Sam’s
and poyson himself.

He' was aware that Herr Guggen-
heimer bad some German sossidges in
his study cubberd. The sossidges were
harinless enuff, so far as Herr Guggen-
heimer was concerned,  but Mr. Lick-
bam had heavd that one man's meat was
another man's poyson, and thereforo if
he ate onoe of the sossidges it was sure
to prove fatal,

On returning to the school, My, Lick-
ham found that the German master was
mn the musick-reom, pracktissing on his
new mouth-organ; so it was a simple
matter te slip into Herr Guggenheimer's
study amd perloin the sossidge. Having
dong so, Mr. Lickham took it slong to
his own study and fried it.

“My deth-ration!” he mutiered; sz he
watched the sossidge sizzling and sput-
tering in the frying-pan.

When it was done to a turn Mv. Lick-
ham divested the sossidge of its jackett,
and started to eab it. ﬂﬁ waus serprised
to find that it tasted guite plezzant. He
could not have chosen a more jolly
death than this.

But Fato was still busy frustrating Mr.
Lickham's desines. He fGnnished the
gossidge, and lay back in his chair wait-
g for the end. But the end never
CAne.

Beyond a few pangs of India-gestion,
tha Form master felt no sort "of dizscom-
fort. Certainly be was not poysoned.

“Thesa proverbs are all wrong,™ he
growled . getting to his fect st lask.
“ODne wan's meat 13 not another man's
poyson, or I shonld bo cold mutton by
now. X must find some other way of
committing suetside. ™

The iden of throwing himszelf from the
top of the school towsr cccurked to My,
Lickham, but he rejected it. Instead
of throwing himsclf on to the flsgpgstones

of the quad, a hundred feet below, he
desided. to throw himsell on to the
Head's merey, -and make & clean brest
of his trubbles. What was the use of
fryiig *o commit suetside when Fate
was balking him at every turn?

Straigit to the Head’s study wont M,
Lickham, agd into the ¢ars of Dr, Birch-
emall lie poured lis trajjick tail. Then,
having got the confession oft bis chest,
he waited for the Head to doose the
viles of his wrath.

But the Head did nothing of the sort.
He surveyed Mr. Lickham more in sorro
than in anger.

“My dear Lickham,” he eried, “we
are Loth in the same boat! I, too,.am
in the elutches of this skonndrel Moses !

“My hat!™

"“As you know, Lickham, I am a
member of the Croakers’ Club, in
Muggletma. a very select and excloosive
¢lub.  The subscriplion is a bob a year,
and my next sub fell due last weck.
Baing hard up, I had no recorse but to
borre the munny from Moszes. He has
beoh dunning me éver sinee, and thrat-
temug to report me to the guvverners
As I 'say, we até both in the same boat.”

Mr. Lickham's face britenod.

*Burely the two of us, sir, will prove
more than s match for a raskally munny-
lender? I have arranged to meet this
man Moses to-morre at midday, in the
Pryery Ruins.”

“The dickens you have!" said the
Head. "Then let us meet him together,
and give the villain such & lesson as ki
will remember to his dying dav, You
bring & cane, Lickham, and I will bring
my most formidable birch-rod.  Arve
you game?"

“Rather ! said Mr., Lickham hartily.

Eggsacily what transpired in the
Fryery Ruins next day nobody ever
knew. But the Head and Mr: Lickham
Wors Seen Ccoming &wWay arm-in‘arm,
grmnlildg all over their diles. And as Mr,
Tkey Moses paid no further vizzits to
St. Bam's, Jack Jolly & Co. conclooded
that it was all serene, snd that thore
was no more need to bother their heads
about the Form master’s Secrct,

THE EXD.
(Dicky Nugent has aritien another
seregmingly funny St Sam's story . for,
noet week's MAGNET, enfitled s © 4 .i"ii‘r::i‘

In The Loat!"  Be sure you read of
clums.)
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ham centre-half, who used to play

for Coardiff, was signed on by that

club by wireless? He was return-
ing from & vayage abroad, and was out
at sen, when Cardiff goi into touch with
him by wireless,

William Crilley, of Bristal Rovers, is
& pigcon-fancier, and has won many
prizes with his birds, The same remark
applics to Bevt Snuth, of Tottenham
Hotspur,

—

The Fulham football ground is right
o the banks of tho River Thames, and
from one of the mounds an excollont
view of the Boat Race can be.zoen.
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for the Footer Fan! @ (5
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When an England team visited Canada
last summer the players wore numbers
on theiv backs, so that the spectators
could recognize them. Is it unnecessary
for plasers in matches in this counkry
to be rccopnised ?

The seerctary of the Football League
receives aboul sixteen thousand letters
every year, 50 no wonder it was foungl
no¢essury te move to more commodious
offices a short time ago.

“Patsy "' Hendren, the Brentford
footballer and Middlesex ericketor, was
recently the announcer for = whola
evening: at 210, and he asrranged the
programme.

~ Chelsea have the Lghtest wing paie
in modern football. Thain and Crow.
ford together ouly welgh  seventosn
stone, or five stone less than “ Billy™
Foulke used to weigh when he kept goal
for Sheffield Tnired.

In the first four games of the presenk
season Middlesbrough got one point and
scored one goal, Then Camsell was put
in the side at centre-forward., Nine gut
of the next ten matche: were won, and
the- side scored 35 goale.

Recently a manager of an English
club went on a “secret ” mission to
watch a Beottish footballer. When he got
there he found six other managers who
wore all there to wateh the same plaver.
Lividontly & “secret " shaved Lir a lot of
peaple,

Charles Bochan thinks football wauld
be beiter if a ball was not considered
out of play until it touched the grownd,
whether it is over the line or not. Dut
would a plaver be justified in jumping
over the rail: and kicking a high ball
back into play before it dvopped?
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“Quod ' repeated the Head of Groy-
friars.
i Ghulmjic sir. T

“ (.g.cholcey 1

“Fhe stone jug, siv,” the Ilid further
explained.

Dr. Locke blinked at him,

“I am afreid I do not quite under-
stand,” he said. “Do you mean that
Mr. Huggins is detained somewhere?”

* Yoo, sir,” said the Kid, with.a grin,
“"He's detained all right, the old hass.
And he's going to be detained past the
date of the m:rn.}i,l and the Ring won't
apen as dated. e's always asking for
it, the old 'un is. Oh, he's a fair terror
vehen he geta going, the old 'un! Ain’t
I told him a ‘undred times to let peelera
alone I .

“Peelers?” said the Head faintly.

“It"s his way, you know,” aaid the
Kid, "“When he's pushed back about
four he can’t resist a plecceman’s
helmet. Always looking for trouble, the
old 'un. I keep on telling him it's bad
for business.”

" Bless my soul!” said the Iead of
Greyfriars. * Do—do—do you mean that
AMr. Hugging is—is—iz in trouble with
the authorities?

“Beven daye, sir,”’ said the Kid
cheerily. * And cheap at that: last time
it was & month.”

HGhI:r

“Course, & gentleman like you would
'ardly 'ave ‘eard of such things,'" said
the E{id apologetically. Bkusa me
talking about it, sir. I ain’t wsed o
such company as yourn, sir. You was
paing to say something, sie?”

“My dear box,” said Dr. Locke, " the
ather night vou defended me from =a
gang of ruflians with a bravery that I
can never forget. It is my desire to
testify my gratitude in some practical
manner. ou saved me from heavy
loss, for those ruffians would have robbed
me; and, still more, )I'_:}n saved me from
brutality, which might have had 1."&!‘1{
serious results for me at my age.
must repay yon somehow,”

“Oh, call it off, sir!™ =zaid the Kid.
“That's nothing. don't want any-
thing, sir.”

“I understand from what you told
ma that ni_Eht that you carn your bread
by boxing, said-DPr. l.ocke,

“That’s my game, sir.”

Y Are you content with such a life, my
hoy®"

“There ain't any choice ahaut it, sir,™
said the Kid. "“I'tn generally pretty
well satisfied with what’s going. I never
was one to grouse. The old ‘un's going
to make & champion of me some day—
if he don't get D.T s, or get landed for
good in the stone jug.” And the Kid
chuckled.

“But have you cver thought of a
different way of life—something with a
prospect  for the future™ asked the
Head.

“Lots of times ! said the Kid. * But,
bless wyou, sir, I'm luckv! There's uﬁﬁ
and downs; but I get as many of the
ups as the downs. 'The old "un i3 =
‘oly terror in some ways; but he's a

ood sort, and he means well by a bloke,
g}our&n, he's left me in the lurch this
time—and he's done it before when he's
pushed too many back. I've told him
more'n once that next time he was
lagged T'd mizzle and ‘leave him to it
But, arter all, what's a cove to do?"” ~
““¥ou have been to school? asked Dr,
Locke.

“0h, yes, zir! Wot g0 much as other
coves, p'raps; hut I've lesrned: ae much
as a boxer wants to know.” .

“And you have no ambition outside
your present profession?” asked the
Head.

The EKid grinned.

“Lots, sir! But what's the good?”

“I may be able to help you to reslise
any worthy amhition, my boy,” said BPr,
Liocke. “Fhat is my very earnest de-
sire. It is far from mg wish to say one
word against & man who has apparently
been & good friend to you; but it is very

ainful to me to see a lad of your age.

in association with a man who drinks,
snd who spends pert of his time in
prizson. It is indeed & very terrible
state of affaira!”

“I s'pose you'd think so, sir—a gent
]ilg- you,” said tho Kid rather wistfully.
YBut don't you worrit, sir; I'm all
right. I ain’t going the way Bobby
Hugpins has gone; a bloke in my line
has to keep himself fit, and boozing and
grmoking would jolly soon push me out
of the rinig, Whet's the good of me
thinking of things that I can't have? I
gemember once——"

The Kid broke off.

“Yes?” zaid the Heed gently.

“Weo was stopping at a place called
Latcham, and there’s a big school near,
and some of the young gents came over
to see the hoxing,” said the Kid, "I
did think then how gueer 1t was, them
young gents at school, and many of them
older than me—and me scrapping my
way along! I took a walk round one
day to-look at the school=—Raookwood it
was called—"

“1 know the place,” satd the Head,
with a very curious look at the youthful
boxer.

“And T thought to myself, wouldn't 1
like to change places with one of these
young fellows!" said the Kid. “(Good
¢lothes and good prog and nothin' to do
but lessons! My eye! Friends and re-
lations to look arter them, and most
likely a fat, easy job waiting for ’em
when they're older! Things don't seem
fixed quite fair and square in this 'ere
world, do they, sir?  But, arter all,
what's the good of grousing?”

The Head was silent, still reparding
kim curiously. :

“And I dessay I'd be ont of place in
the big school,” grinned the Kid; “and
I'm at ‘ome in Hugging' Ring—when
the old *un iz out of quod, Who cares?”

“You thought, then, that if you had
an opportunity you would like to go to
school—a big school=-and improve your
cducation, and it yourself to fake an
honourable place in the worldi™ said
Dr. Locke.

The Kid nodded.

“You still think s0%? asked the head-
master,

“‘Course I do,” said the Kid. " But
what's the good? 'Sides, T sheuld be
like a duck outer water; and I dessay
I'm better off where 1 um.”

NSWERs

“Perhaps it could be arranged,” said
the Head.

‘lEhTJJ

“It may be in my power—"

The Eid held vp & knuckly hand.

i E'a}'El 1t off, sir!" he mi:f decidedly,
“1 ain't a beggar; ond I ain't asking
for nothing! Nobedy's going to pay fou
me while I cen carn iy own keep.”

Dr. Locke smiled.

“That is a very proper spirit, Dury,"

eaid. ** Nevuertheless, it ma in
my power to realise your ambition. It
ias possible, as you say, that you might

not care for the life when you had onece
experienced it. Nothing in this world,
I fear; is quite like what it seems when
seen from the ocutside, The school
might not be suitable for you—and ydu
might not prove saitable for ‘the school.

Yet——"" He paused. “You are not
awgre, Dury, that I am & school-
master ¥

The Kid stared.

“You, sir?

“I am hondmaster of a public school.”

“Oh, my cyo!” said the Kid, in
amazement. *MNot the school 1 was
spéaking of, surely, sic?”

“No; I am headmaster of Greyfriars
Schaal, in Kent,"

The Kid's face was a blank, Evi-
dently he had never heard of Greyiriars
Bchool.

“Wou have not heard of Greyiriars?'

Mo, sir.”

“Then you can never have met any-
one belonging to the school?”

“Na, =ir,"” said the Kid again. Cer-
tainly the Kid had no iden that the fuf
fellow who he had sat down in o rvail-
way carriage some davs before was o
Greyiriars fellow.

“Perhaps that is all the belter, if this
plan that has cecurred to me should be
ca]:iriud out,” said the Head thought-
fully.

“But, sir——" stammored the Kid.

“It would be in the nature of an ex-
perimént,”’ said Dr. Locke. I am, as T
have said, Dury, headmnaster of éref-—
friars School--a public school, very
tnuch like the big school you saw in
Hampshire. It is in my power to place
you in the school, and give you an op-
portunity of realising your ambition. I
should be glad to do more than that, n
repeymoent of the great service you
rendered me, If yon consent, you shall
come to Greylriars before the term
opens, and you shall be prepared, =o
far as possible, to take your place in a
Form with boys of your own age. For
the future vour will be under my pro-
teetion. I shall see that you have avery
chance to take o respectable place in
the world.” 1

The Kid gazed at him.

“You—you ain't juking,
stammered.

“My dear Loy, I should not balli]rrely
to jest npon such e matter,” s2aid the
Head kindly.

" But—buf——"

Dr. Locke rose,

“You must bo given time to reflect,”
he said. "1 will see you again to-
morrow, Dury, and you will tell me
your decision. But remove from your
mind any thought that you will be under
an obligation, or "“"‘3[.""“§ anything to
which you are not entitled, I shall seo
you again to-morrgw, and I trust that
vou will have decided to take advantage
of this opportunity.”

“Oh, lox'!" .

That was all the Game Kid could say.

A few minutes later he was standing
in the porch again, watching the stately
figure of tho Head as he deparied,

Tae Maexer Lisrary.—No. 985,
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“(Oh, lor' ! said the Game Kid sgain.
“0Oh, lor’! This beats 1£!"

Dir. Locke's face was very ‘thoughtful
as e walked away from Codder's Place.
Kind and benevolent as he was, the old
gentleman was & keen judge of
character, and he was satisfied with
what he had observed of the Game Kid,
A rough digmond=-very rough, perhaip_s,
but a genuine diamond. That was his
opinion of the Game Kid; and it was o
well-founded opinion. Certainly, if the
Loy boxer came to Greylriars, he would
be, at first, a good deal like a fish out
of water: but he would shake down
into his place,  He was obviously quick
and intelligent; be would scon be able
to take his place in a junior Form
with fellows of his own age.

At all events, he would spend the
remaindor of the school vacation at
Greyiriars, under the Head's eye, be-
fore” the school reassembled for the
new term, and Dr. Locke would be abie
to judpge further. The thing was, as
the headmasler had said, in the nature
of an experiment; but Dr. Locke saw
no reason why the experiment should
not turn out to be -successful.

And the next day, when the Head
saw the ‘Kid again, and received his
answer-in the. affirmative, the mabter
wag sebtled. Flugping' Ring—when the
old 'un came out of the slone jup—was
to know the Game Kid no more.

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
The First Day of Term !

ik ERE we are, here we are, here
_ we arg again 1™
Bob Cherry's voice was

raised in song,

Bob's voice was not, perhaps, particu.
larly tuneful: but it was powerful, and
there eculd have been few persons in
or about Courtfield Junection who did
not hear it,

It wasz the first day of the new term
at Greyiriars; and Greyirizrs fellows
were gathering from morth, south, east,
and west,

The express at Courtfield had landed
a large cargo, and fellows were crowd-
ing for the local train, In the midst
of the swarm the Famous Five met

Il “Bverybody's Playing H!" l'

|
“NINE MEN'S MORRIS”

The Famous Qame of Shakespeare's Day

JUET THE THING FOR
LONG EVENINGS]

Neally boxed, wilk {100 sets of colowred
woaden men and wWith o siromg board in

o ctoara e

On Sagle ab alt Newsaments. Book.
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#eliers, Hooksipells,s Top Degler
ard Slores, Bup Your: Tn-d'n:_f

once more, with cordial and exuberant
greetings. Five cheery juniors linked
drms, and shoved ‘B cheery way along,
heedless bf objections and objurgatiops.
Harry Wharton & Co. were in great
gpirits, and they made the fact known
to .all whom it might concern, and io
all whom it ‘might not coneern.

“I.zay, you fellows—"
"Hallo, hallo, hallo]
Bunter !

“Fat as ever!” said Johnny Bull.

“(h, really, Bulle—"

“Turn round, Bunter!” said Bob.

“Eh! What am I to turn round for?”
demanded the Owl of the Remove.

“I'm going to kick you! 1 was going

Here's

to give you another kick when we saw’

you off in the hols, but you got into
the train too quick. Turn round!”

" Bepst 1™

Billy Bunter backed away into the
evowd, and the Famous Five chortlad
ﬂhﬂﬂt‘j]}" ’

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Skin-
ner! ' No maore smokes now the holidays
are over, Skinner.”

Skinner of the Remove grunted. 5

“ Ho ﬁntt’re back this term, Skinner 7
asked Jehnny Bull.

“Eh! Why shouldn’t I be baek?”
growled Skinner. _

I mean, you're not sacked 7"

“0h, go and eat coke!” sald Skinner.
"I say, % heard that vou fellows wedged
into Coker’s place for Christmas. What
sort of hols did you get. with that silly
ass! How on earth did you get a Fifth
Form man to ask you home?  Or did
yvou go without being asked? Let my
]:Emt_. alono, Bob ‘Cherry, you silly ruf-
an ™

Skinner went plunging among in-
nurnerable fect after his lLat.

The Famous Five continued on their
cheery way towards the plaiform for
the loecal train,

“Here's jolly old
MNugent. .

Coker of the Fifth- loomed up, with
Potter and Greenc. Bob Cherry waved
his hand to the great man.

Horace Coker responded
frawn.

More and more 1t had heen borne in
upon Uoker’s mind that he had sacri-
ficed hie dignity—a very important
consideration with Coker of the I'ifth—
by asking Lower Fourth fellows home
for the hols. Tt really weighed a good
deal on Horace Coker's mind. up-
pose the cheeky young sweeps took
advantage of it—suppose they told all
Greyfriars that Coker had asked them
home—suppose they put on airs of
friendly familiarity with Coker—suppose
they caine up to him'in the gquad and
called him “old chap!” These suppo-
gittonz were very pamnful to Coker of
the Fifth.

“Halle, halle, halle! HHere we are
again, Coker! roared Bob Cherry.

Coker knitted his brows, and Potter
and Grecne shrugged their shoulders.

“Your fag friends, Coker,” gaid
Potter sarcastically,

“How jolly ! jeered Greene,

Coker erimsoned.

“1 had a special reason for asking
those fagps home!” he spapped. " They
did me a serviee, As for ‘{Je:iﬂg friends
of mine, that's all rot, and you know
if, Potter.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Dnjoying life,
Coker !” boomed Bob Cherry.

“Cut off ¥

“Eh ¥

“I don't want any of your dashed
familiarity,” said Coker. .

“Oh, my hat!” Bob Cherry winked

Coker!” grinned

with 2

at his comrades. “You don't want us
to be friendly, Coker?™

“Certainly not[" 7 ; :

“You'd rather have it quiic other-
wise, what?’

“0f course,”™ J .

“Right-ho! Let him have it other
wise, you fellows.”™

“Ha, ha, hat"

The Fameus Five made a sudden
rush, Totter went staggering to tho
right, Greene to the left. Horace
Coker came down on the platform with
8 crash and a roar,

“Yarooooh !

“Bit en him

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You young scoundrels!” roared
Caoker, as the Famoos Five sat on him,
“Oh, my hat! Gerroff! Réscue!”

Potter and Gireene came o the rescue.
But a dozen Remove fcllows rolled up
at the same time—Vernon-Smith, and
Redwing, and Feter Todd, and Penfold,
and -Tom PBrown, and Russell, and
Ogilvy, and many more. They came
up with & rush and a roar of laughter,
ami Potter and Greene were swept away
like chaff before the wind,

Horace Coker remained where he was.
Horace was a befty fellow: but he could
not carry the weight of five sturdy
Removites. He sprawled on his back,
gasping and spluttering, with the chums
of the Remove sitting on him and
emiling.

“Gerroff 1" roared Caker. *'I'll smash
vou! I'li pulverise you! I'll spiflicate
vou! Yaroooh!™

“Ha, ha, ha?!

" Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows® sayl
Bob Cherry, setiling down comfortably

on Horace Uoker's neck. * This
peraon—"

“ Gerroff 1"

"“This person 1s cheeky! We took thrs

person up in the vac, and 1t has got
into his head. We want to make him
understand that now we're back at
Greyiriars he mustn't be familiar,”™

“Ha, he, ha!"

“Gerroff! I—I—I'Il—" spluttered
Coker. ]

“We're going to make him under-
stand that he's got to keep his: dis-
tance, and not brag about the school
that he knows us,” continucd Bob.

“Hear, hear!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It'e not much

od talking to
Coker; he hasn't muc

in the way of

brains. DBut even Coker can understand
pctions. Rag bim!”

“ ¥Yaroooooh!™

“ Give him beans!

“0Oh erumbs! Oh erthey ! Yooopop'”

The next few minutez: wera like a
fearful dream to Coker. He was

ragged, and rolled, and hl.gst'led. and
bumped; his hat was squashed over his
head, and his collar and tie jerked off
and stuffed down the back of his neck.
Coker had feared that the chums of the
Remove would be too friendly,  His
fears were turning out to be quite un-
founded. Their proceedings could not
have been mistaken by the most obtuse
person for friendly proceedings.
Horace Coker struggled and roaraed,
but he struggled and roared in vain.
The Famous Five handled him with
case, while a swarm of Removites stood
round in a ring, rearing with laughter.
“MNow, then, what's all this?" Win.
gate of the Sixth came shoving through
the laughing crowd. ““You youhg
rascals ! i _
“ All gerene, Wingate,” szaid Harry
Wharton.
“Stop that at once!”

“You ses, Coker asked [for it
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“ I don't want an:.r of your dashed famillarity,’’ sald Coker. ** Oh, my hai ! ** exclaimed Bob Cherry, with 2 wink a{ his chums.

“ You don’t want us to be friendly, Coker ¥ * Certalnly not ! »

“ Right-ho ! ** The Famous Five made a sudden rush.

‘Potler went staggering to the right, Greene to the loft, and Horace Coket came down to the platform with & ¢rash and a roar !

(See Chopler 8.

Wingate," said Bob Cherry.
putting on familiar airs,
took him up in the vac.”

“What?’ ejaculated the caplain of
Greyinars.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Wea're only making it clear o bim
that he's not to pretend to know us
now we're back at Greyfriars,™ ex-
plained Bob.

Wingate burst into a laugh.

“Chuek it, you voung swaeps!
off to the train!™

And the hapless Coker was released,
and the Famous Five marched ofif with
a swarm of Reniovites, Coker sat up
and spluttered.

“Grocoogh ! 'l
"E'm !.l‘l

“Ha, ha, ha'!”

Coker of the Filth staggered to his
feet. The chume of the Remove were
gone—the train was going. Coker
looked round for Potter and Creene.
But those two youths had gone for thg
train: they did not want Coker's com-
pany, in Coker's present dilepidated and
dishevelled state. Horace Coker limped
sway to a waiting-room to put himself
to rights. He was relieved on the
subject of hiz fap acguaintances; thay
had made it clear that they were not

" e's

hecanse wo

Gt

Hoooogh ! smash

going to claim him as & friend. The
nad made it painfully elear.  Biill,
floker of the Filth did not seem

satisfied, somechow. He did nobt seem ot
all pleased, in fact. ‘

But the Famous Five were [eeling
pleazed and satishied, as they crowded
inta the loeal train and buzzed away *o
dYrinrdale.  And really that wes all that
rattered.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The New Removite !

L NY new kids this term ™
“None in _the Remove, 1
think,” szaid Harry Wherton.

*1t's queer ! said Ogilvy of
the Remove,

“Jolly gueer!™ said Russell.
body's been in our study.”

Greyfriars was already settling down.
In the Remove quarters, fellows had
=orted themselves out and taken
possession  of their studies. Harry
Wharton and Frank Nugent had bagged
Study No. 1—their old study; Bob
Cherry and Jobnny Bull and Hurrea
Singh were distributed along the passage
ag before Russell and Ogilvy, who had
shared Study No. 3 last term, had
bagged Btudy No. 3 again—cheerfullﬁ
helping out Billy Bunter, who ha
declared that he had decided on a
change of study this term. Bunter had
apparently decided on Siudy No. 3 in
preference to Study No.o T; but  he
became undecided again, so to speak,
when Ogilvy and Russell came in.
Bunter was helped along to Study No. 7
unceremoniously, and lelt roaring in his
old guarters. Now Ogilvy and ﬁ{ussell,
nn their way back, had come on the
captain of the Remove in the passage
and asked him whether there were any
new kida.

“Sure there's no new chaps¥' ashed
Oilvy,

“Wall, I haven't soon any or heard
of any,” answered Wharton, “There
miy be some, of course, all the same.”

“Just squint into our study,” said
Russell,

Wharton “glanced into Study No. 3.
Tha gl:l_:l_d:.r had an air as if it had been

" Rome-

occupied, and had not the newly swepd
and garnished look of the other Boemova
FOOLE,

There were the remains of a fire in
ithe grate; in the armchair lay a book,
open and face downward:s; the opuen
door of the study cupboard revealed
several articles on the shelves, among
them & pair of bexing-gloves and =
punch-ball,  There was & bag in the
corner of the room, with the initials
“H.D." painted on the leather. On the
table was a hitle pile of school books.

Wharton glanced round in surprise,

T Nat your things®” he asked.

“"No: we haven't unpacked vet,” snidld
Ogilvy. “Bunter has been in here, and
we chucked him out; but he hasn't un-
packed anything, I'd like to know
whom those things belong to.”

“Ii's rather weird,” remarked Russell,
“If a new fellow’s coming inte the
Remove, he can’t have been given a
study yet, and he can't have got kis
things uwopacked, I suppose a pew man
hasn't come along hefore the first day
of term.”

“TIansual, anyhow,” said Harry.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the
row 1" ashed Bob Cherry cheerily, join-
ing tho three at the doorway.

“Looks as if some new kid has egme
cavly wund cuwped in Ogilvy's study,”
said Harry.

“My hat! Now kid got herc before

LALE

Usr.
“Weil, it looks like @, and his initials
must be *R.DY said Wharton, " Tha
fall name may he in some of those
books, you fellows,™
“Good egg! 'l look,” said Russeil.
He opened a Virgil, which lay on top
Tue Magxer LIBRARY.—No. 580,
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of the pile of sehnol book: on the studs
wzble. Then he whistled, aud held uap
ihe title-prpe for the other juniors o

see.  Across the title-page was woitten,
in & rather large, round hand,
“ Righard Dory.™

“That’s the merchant. hen,” said

Harry. * Richard Dury. Never beard
thie name hefore ™

= Never,”

“Must be a new kid™

“Amd they're landing lim m our
sindy ! grunted Ogilvy. “Might bave
panted hiun on you follows”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Yon're welcome to bim, Ozev. 1
dare say he will be quute a e chap;
anvhow, you're welcome to bin,"

“But where the thump is he, and why
the thwnp did he come before the
beginuing  of term®'  asked Russell,
“¥ou van see that he's beco vsing the
room—that fire's been burning to-dav.™

“Queer ! =a1d Bob,.

“1 say, yvou tellows———""

“h, buze off, Buntes!™

“1 saw, what about & stods soupper ™
pirrsisted the Owl of the Hetuove. © We
alwavs have a study supper first night
of term,  Shall we bave it in yoor
stdy, Wharton, or in mine **

“Oh, in vours,” said the captain of
tae Remaove sareastically s “and rou can
srand it!"

“Certainly, old chap! TN stand it
with pleasure,” said DBuoter. © Ask any
follows yon like—all are welcome.”

“0h, my hat!™

“"Halle, halle, halle! Did  the
Marquis Bunter de Bunter hand voun a
Lig tip for the new terin® chuckled
Bob Cherry.

“ I expecting a postal-order—""

“lrreat pip!”

“It's bound to be bere, waing for
me,”  explained Bunter., “A rather
decent romittance, you know, from one
of my titled relations”

“And the Grst-night supper depeuds
ot thabl” grinned Bob,

O, certainly

“Then we'd better see what we can
gel in Hall, or we shall go to the dorwn
rother hungry.”

“Ha, ha, hat*

“0Oh, really, Cherry! Of course, it's
Liarely ]mssiile that my postal-order
hasn't come,” admitted Bunter. “In
that case, it will be here by the firss
post in the morning, so vou can lemd

ing—"

“T don't think.™

“You can lend me
Wharton—-"

" Bow-bow 17

“And take the postalorder when it
eomes,” said Bunter, “ It will come to
the same thing, won't 1t

“ Mok guite " chuckled Whartan.

“Oh, really, old chap—"

“Supper i my stude,” said Harey.
“You can roll in, old barrel. if vou
behave yourself and don’t tolk too
trvh,

“IE you put it like that, Wharton. T
shall certatnly decline to come,” said
unter, with dignity.

“Well, I do pub it just exactly like
ihat ;" said the captain of the Rewove,

“He, he, ha!”

“Hallo, hallo, halle! What are vou
rolug of hke a jumping cracker for,
wnter 1 demanded Bob.

“He, be, he! I ecan take a joke.” said
Bunter. “I'll come, Harry, old chap.
Tely on me. I wouldn't turn you down
a1 & Arst-night supper.”

“Don’t mind me,” answered Wharlon.
“Turn me down if vou like”

“Wharton I™ It was Wingate's voive,

dTue Magxer Lisuaky.—>No. 985,
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as the captain of Greviriars came up
from the Remove sinircase. @ Where's
VWharion *”

" Adsam [ osand ITaery, with o zadle

“You'ra wm-tn'l--q-nu and Oegiivy and
HH&EE”," saidl the Bixth-Formee,  © Mr,
Ceelch's stady,”

“Oh, my hat! What's the trouble
already ¥ asked Bob.

Wingate langhed.

“No trouble, you young ass, Though
TI've na deubt you'll he on plenty of
trouble before the term's three days old,
T think Mr. Quelch wants to speak to
Wharton abour & wmew kid in the
Hemave,"”

“Oh, ali right,” said Harry.

Wingate went down the Hemorve stair-
case,  Harry Wharton and Ogilvy and
Russell exchanged glonces,

“That's Iry, 1 sappose said
Ogilvy. “Quelchy going to inrrednce
us, I supposc? What rot ¥

“1 say, vou icllows, iz there a new kid
in the Removo*" asked Bunter, hiz eyes
opening behind his big spectacles. New
fellows were alway: Bunter's game,
His cclebrated postaloorder stood a
beiter chance of being cashed with now
fellows who had not heard of it before.

“Yes. Chance for you, Bunter,” said
Russell.  * Actuslly & fellow in the
Form to whom yon don't owe wang
money—yet.”

“ {a, ha, La!"

“Reaat IV

“Better go and see what Quelchy
wants,” remarked Harey Wharton: and
he went down, followed by Russell and
Ogilvy, The Remove fellows hed
already been interviewed by thetr Form
master—in bulk, as it were. Now,
apparently, Mr, Quelch wanted a few
words with the captsin of the Form
and the two fellows who, it seemed,
were to be Richard Dury's study.matea
for the new ferm.

The threa Removites conld not help
wondering a little as they went to Mr.
Quelch’s study. The new fellow, Dury,
had evidently arrived at Greyfriars
hefore the school opened for the new
term, which was unusuval, and the
Hemove master wanted to speak to
them specially about him, which was
also uwnusual. They wondered who
Il_lllil-::hﬂrd Dury was, and what he was
1K E.

Wharton tapped at the Form master's
door,

“Come in!” said Mr, Quelch’s deep
Voice,

The trio of Removites entered.

Mr. Queleh was seatod ot his writing-
table; near him, by the firo, & junior
was standing, Evignnﬂ this was the
new Remove fellow, Richard Dury, and
the juniorz plancod ot him curiously.
He waes not a handsome lad, but his
rather rugged foece waa cheerfal and
good-tempored, and they could not help
noticing how remarkably developed he
waz physically, He looked, sa Ruasell
described it afterwards, as slrong os =
horze. e had wvery keen, dark
cyes, which seanned the Removites
questioningly as they came intoe the
Form master’s room,

“Al!  Wharton, Ogilvy, Russell.”
said Mr, Queleh, “I have sent for vou
a3 [ wish (o inircdues to you a new
junior who will be in the Lower Fourth.
Dwey, this i3 Wharton, the captain of
your Form; these bovs are Russell and
Ogilvy, yonr future studyanates. My
boys, this is Richard Dury.”

LRtichard Dury made a step towards
the three juniors, with a cheerv grin
on hiz rugged face, They shook hands
with lim,

“"Glad te sea von, Dary!"  =aid
Wharten paliiely, “1 hope we shali bo
friends™

o e i 1 a e —
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“L Tope so. ocovey,” snid the new
fellow cheerily, and the Remaove fallows
fairly jooeped,

o — l—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Remarkable New Boy !

B. QUELCH coughed,
Harry Wharton and his two
companions Jooked at the new

Juntor.
They could not help feeling amazed.
A fellow who &addressed them as

“ecoveys,” and dropped his h's, was
somewhat new in their experience,
They had wondered what the now
fellow, Richard Dury, was like, They
had not imagined that he was like thiz,
The Rewmeve master coughed again.
There was a faint pink spot in either
of Mr., Quelch’s cheeks. He waa not a
gentieman accustomed fo revealing his
thousghis or his feelings. But it was
plain that he was & litile disconcerted
by his peculiar new pupil.
“Dury  will be in the
Wharion,” e said.
Y ¥Yes, wir,"” said Harry.
“Ie Wilf share your study, Ogilvy
ati] Russell”
“Oh! Yes sir,” stammered Ogilvy.
“1 trust that you will be friends,” said

Remove,

Mr. Quelech.
“I—~I hope =0, sir," murmured
Russzell,

“Why not, sir?” gaid Richard Dury
amiably,. “"I'm a bloke as aaybody
coulid get on with. These coveys will
find me all right.”
~ “Dury, you will oblige me by avoid-
ing the use of such words as-—as bloke,
and-—and covey, so far as possible,” said
Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir, I forgot, sir”
Richard Dury, a little abashed,

“Very well. Dory. You may go lo

maid

*vour study now.™

“Suttingly, sir.”

Richard Dury laft Mr, Quelch’s room
and closed lhe door after him. Ilarry
Wharton and Ogilvy and Russell stood
in a surprised sow before the Form
master's table, waiting. Evidently the
Remove master wished to speak to them
sboul Dury whilst not in the new [ellow's
presence,

“My bovs,” said Mr, Quelch gravely,
“this lad, Dury, is joining the Remove
thiz term, and—" He pansed. “You

will have cbserved already that, in
some respects, he is somewhat dissimiloy
to the average Grevfriars boy.”

“Hem! Yes, sir:; a little,” mupe-
mured Wharton,

“He is an excellent lad in many
respects, and fhe Head has recom.
mended him to me very specially,” said
AMre, Quelch. * He showed, on a certain
ocrasion, very great  courage and
devotion, gualities which I am sure the
hovs of my Form can appreciate,”

* Llertainly, s

““Ii¢ has not, of counrse, heen
aecnztomed to a school like Graylriars ™
went on Mr. Quelch., “Ii i3 ibla
that he mav have certain difficulties to
enconnter here—undeserved difficulties,
You, Wharton, are head boy of the
Form, and 1 confidently look io vou to
do anything in vour power to smooth
the difficulties in Dury’'s wey.”

“T will do my boeat, sir,” said Wharton
wonderingly.

“You, Ogilvy and Russell
most of Durv, ag lie will share your
study,” said Mre., Queleh. "I have
obzerved your characters, as I think 1
have ohserved the characters of most of
ithe bovs in my Form, end I think I
may he assured that vou will feel no
projudices of a—a snobbish natore

will ses
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Dury was siiting with his back to the door, and Billy Bunfer did not observe him.

sald Bunter,
somewhere. He, he, he!

* 1 haven't seen the new kid Dury yet,”
‘** But from what 1 hear he’s a regular corker. Some sort of a rank outsider that the Head has dug up [rom

He drops his h’s and talks like a bargee, you know !™ ** Shut up, Bunter! ** sald Wharton hastily,

as a red flush spread over the new boy's face. (Sce Chapler 12.)

lowards a lad who has not Iatherto had
your gown advantages.”

*“Oh! Quite so, =1r,” said Ogilvy.

“I trust that you will make this boy
welcome, in spite of certain—hem —
little peculiarities of speech and—and
wanner, and wwake him feel at case
among us,” said My, Quelch,

“ Rely on us, sie,” said Russell,

“That ts ull, iy boyvs, and I thank
you ! added Mr. Quelch gracionsly,

The three juniors lelt the study., My,
Queleh zhoek his head a little when they
were gone. The Head had asked hLim
te do hiz bezk for the new fellow, and
Mr. Quelch had promized to do his best,
But he could not hLelp feeling exceed-
ingly doubtiul about the suceess of the
Head's experiment in placing the Game
Kid of Hugging Riog in ihe Lower
Fourth Form at Greyfriars. However,
the experiiment was to be tried, and Mr.
Quelch, having done all he could to
ctisure ibs success, dismizsed the matter
from his mind. He had plenty of other
natters to attend to on the opening day
of the new lerni.

In the coreidor, Iiarry Yharion and
his comwpanions looked at one another
vather queerly.

CWell, thiz 15 a go!” said Ruseell,
“Where on earth did they dig hin: up 77

“ Goodness knows,” said Harry, wath
a shight swile.

“The way be talks—"
Russell.

“Well, he will
in the Remove.
sort of a kid."”

“0h, T daresay he's all right,” said
Ogilvy, “Blessed if I can understand
it, bhut T suppoze the liead knows what
he's aboub. But it's jolly gqueer. “The
kid will get a lot of cipping in the
Ruemove.™

s Fer e

earn a bit different
Ie looked & decent

“He will have to stand that, I sup-
po=c,™ said Harry. “If he's got prif,
he will be able to stand it.™

“Ragging, too, very likely,” said
Russell.

Wharton shook hiz head.

“MNot whila I'm arcond,™ he zaid,
very decidedly, " Now I come to think
of it, I daresay that's why Quelchy
spoke to me about him. The kid's &
bit of a gueer merchant, but he's not
going lo be put throogh any rags.”

The three juniors weut up to tho
Remove passage.

“¥Y¥ou fellows come o supper, and
bring the new merchant along with
vou,” sald Wharton., “Quelchy told us
to make him feel at home, and I sup-
pose that's as good as any other way.”

“Well, we'll bring him along to
supper,” said Ogilvy dubiously. * Dut
I'm jolly well going to see a bit more
what heo's like before 1 pet {oo chununy
with thie chap”™

Wharion smiled, and went into Study
No. 1, where preparations were going
ot for ihe frst-night supper. Ogilvy
il Russell weul aloug {o Stady No. 3,
where they found Richard Duory

They eyed hun cather quecely as they
came Into the room. Richard Duey
ave them a good-tempered grin.

“Yon blekes beloug to s Tere
rooan ¥ he asked.
“0h, my  hat! gasped  Russell

“Yes—-us blokes belong to ilis Tere
vootl, just as you =av, D™
Py eyed himn o Hitle suspicionsly.
“¥ou making prune of mee?”
asked.
* Hem 17
“Where do you come [rom, Dur?”
azked Ogilvy,

Tie

YO,  nowhers  in periickler,”
answered  Dury.  "Wal  dovs  thal
matter?  You'll find we ovheipul. T

aveu't bad much zschoeoling.”™

“ Mot really ¥ asked Russell, with e
Erim.

“"Canse why, I never had the chanee,”
said Dory, “'m going to make up for
lost time “cre, so the "Ead savs. T say,
ihe "Ead 15 a sportsman, aiu't he®

“He's a2 good old sort.”

A rezl sment, and no mistake,
Pury enthusiastieally.
mysetf.”

Y Not gasped Ogilvy.

Mot & bit of it,” said Dury cleor-
fubly, *“"but I koow a gent when I zce
one. And the "Ead's the real goods, he
1. " You iry "ard to get on ‘ere’” he
savs to me. And you can bhet I'm
going to try 'avd, just to please him!'”

“Well, that's all night,” said the
puzzled Ogitvy, I wish you luck,
kid, You zcem & gueer sort of mor-
vhant, and no mistake; but T daresay
we alia!l pull all right o this study.
Wharton's asked us to supper in No. 1:
Coming "

“Y fancy I could peck a bit,™ saud
Dhisy.

EX]

said
“1 ain't a gent

“Oh, my hat! Come on, then, old
svout,”
- Bussell and Ogilvy  led the now

Fellow from Study Nao. 3, with smiling
catne into the room. Richard Dury
rathier as & joke, not guite knowing
o elzo to take him,

“Hallo, Lhere's that ass Coker ™ zaid
Russeil.

Coker, of the Tifth, was ecoming up
the Remove stairease. He reached the
door of Study No. 1 simost as Ogilvy &
t'n. reached it. Coker, of the TFifil.
had a grim frown on his brow, and a
cane under his arm, It was nhﬁnus. ik
a2 plence, that Coker of the Fifth wa:-
o the  war-path, Apparently, the
ineident at Courtheld Junction troubled
Loker,

Tee Macxer LinRary.—2XNo. 283
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P e s s,

He made a gesture to the juniors
in the passage.

“You keep clear!™ he anepped. “T've
come up liere to see Wharton and his
ganz. You keep clear” :

Coker of the Fifth had chosen his
time with unuvsual caution: as most of
the Removites were downstairs in Hall.
‘I'here wa: no prep on the first night
of term. For once, the Remove &Esaﬁc
was not like s hornet’s nest when the
great man of the Fifth butted into it.

" ¥ou cheeky ass——" began Russell.

ik Ehut ll]] 1!?

" Look hérg—.—-"

“Bhut up '™

Coker kicked open
Study No. 1.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
were there: the rest of the Co. had not
yeb arrived.

“Now, you voung sweeps—" roared
Coker,

“Back up!” cxclaimed Wharton, as
tho great man of the Fifth rusbed into
the study.

“Lome on!™  shouted
“Lend & hand, you new kid."

“What-ho " said Dury.

He grinned as he joined in the rush
at Coker. Who Coker was, and what
tho trouble was, Richard Dury had not
the faintest idea. Dut he knew that
that big, hefty fellow was going for
lizs new frienﬂ‘:&, fellows belnn%mg to
the Form he belonged to, and that one
of his study-mates called on him to
lend a hand.  That was enough for
himi: the Game Kid was more than
ready to lend a hand—and a very suor-
prisir{g hand! .

“ Why -~what—what—who—what-—-
stuttered Coker of the Tifth, as his
collar was grabbed in & grasp of steel.

Crash ! :

Coker, of the Fifth, went sprawling
on the floor of Study No. 1, dropped
thera by a single swing of a junior's

said Ogilvr.

the door ef

Russell.

arm—a jumior head and  shoulders
shorter than the big Fifth-Termer, but
evidently npossessed of an amazing
strength. i

“Great Seott ! exelaimed  Nugent,
staring.

“My onty hat!™

Coker pgasped for breath, and
struggled into a sitting position. DBut

he could get no further, for the grasp
on his collar was like that of a vice.
Coker, of the Fifth, was no weakling:
indeed, he was remarkebly hefty. But
ha was quite useless in the grasp of the
Grame Kid of Hugging' Ring.

“Why, what—what—what—" stut-
tered Coker, wondering whether this
was some amaezing dream.

The Game Kid grinned.

“Wot'll T do with him, vou covers®”
lic asked. *“Like to see him chucked
out 7

“0Oh, erumbs!™ said Russell, staring
blankly at the new junior. *'The kad
can hendle Coker—Coker of the Fifth!
iz thizs some hlessed Sandow they've
sent to Greyiriars?™

“Legeo!™ roared Coker, struggling

fraunticaily.
“Oh, yvou be quiet!” said the Game
Kid; and with another swing of s

rn

sinewy arm, he stretched Coker on
the fAoor again, and tapped his head
on the boards.

Dang!

“Yaroool ! roared Coker.

“Great Chriztopher Clolumbuas ™
gasped Wharton.

“Tegeo! T smash vou!” bawled
Coker.  “I'I-T'l-I'll—-  Yarocoih.
Yooop! Whooo!”

Bang!

“Ha, ha, ha!”
Tar Magxer Lierary.—No. B335,

I'f:il'll sling him out, what?" asked tho
10

*“(h, do!” gasped Wharton,

“'Ero goes g’ pe

Coker, of the Fifth, to his uwiter
amazement, found |himseli going
through the deorway of Study Ne. 1
inte the passage. Ile resisted frantic-
ally, but he went, becauze the iron
grasp on_his collar was not to be
denied, With his arms wildly waving,
and hiz heels seraping the floor, Coker
was whisked out of Study No. 1 into
the Remove passage, helplessly, The
Remove fellows stared on in blank

amazemnent,

“Hallo, halle, halle!” roared Bob
Cherry. Bob had arrived with Johnny
Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, in

time to see Herace Coker make his
remarkable exit,

“What the
Johnuny Bull.

“The thumpfulness i1z terrifie!
claimed 1he amezed nabob.
esteemed Coker's  bitefulness
than the chewfulness.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker, of the Fifth, wondering
dazedly whether he was on his head or
his hecls, was whisked along to the

move stoircase, There the Kid
rolled him down.

Bump, bump!

The Kid shook & warning forefinger
at Coker from the landing.

“You ook it!” he =aid.

“h crumhbs!” gasped Coker.

“You go ‘ome!” said the Kid.

“0Oh! Ow! Oh, my hat!”

From the lower landing Coker of the
Fifth glared breathlessly up at the grin-
ning Kid on the HRemove landing.
Unless he was dresming, Coker of the
Fifth couldn’t understand it at all. But
he undorstood that he had been handled
like a baby by this amazing junior; and
he understood that he had had enough,
and did not want any more. On that
point, gt least, Horace .Coker’s mind was
quite ¢lear. And Coker picked himself
up and tramped dizzily down the lower
stairs, still like & fellow in & dream;
and the Game Kid chuckled and walked
cheerily back to Study No. 1.

= ]

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
An Unexpected Recognition !

ARRY WHARTON & CO, eyed
the new junior curiously as he
camo back to Btudy No. 1. To
gay that they were astonished
would be to put it mildly, They had
elready mnoted that Dick Dury was
something unuswal in the way of
new boys, and it dawned upon them
that he was more-remarkable than they
had imagined. Wharton smiled involun-
tarily atf the recollection that he had
resolved to protect Dury from any rag-
ging in the Remove. Dury, obviously,
was & fellow who was not likely to be
in need of protection. The ease with
which he had handled a big, hefty fellow
like Coker of the Fifth showed that he
would be very easily able to take care of
himself so far as the Lower Fourth was
concermned.
“fle's pone,”™ said the Kid cheerily.
“We heard huin go,” said Bob Cherry,
with & grin. "I say, voung shaver, you
doi't happen to be jolly old Hercules in
disguize, do you "
“Fh—what? Wha's 'Ercules ¥ asked
Dury. :
“0Oh, dov’t be funny!” said Bob, with
;-r. ﬁmre, “Are you trying to pull my
oo

N, T ain't,” said the Kid. “And I

A

thump ejaculated

o [AE

£X-
_ “The
15 more

ain't never "eard of the bloke yvou men-
tton, and I'm sure I don't know him,
neither,

Bob looked at the new junior, and
Iooked at Wharton, naturally, rather
puzzled.

“TIs this a giddy jest ™ he asked.

“Pary’s a bit out of the usual run of
new kids," said Havry, with & sonle. "X
thiink he's quite serious.”

ourse I am,” said the Kid, por-
plexed, “I1 tell vou I don't koow any
bloke namcd 'Ercules, and never did.”

“Well, you'd hardly know him, you
know,” chuckled Ogilvy, “He happens
to be a johnny who led a mythological
existence some thousands of years ago.
He was the champion strong mian in his

time. ™

“Oh, was he?” snid the Kid, “ Well,
I've never ‘eard of him."

“"But I don't catch on,” said the
puzaled Bob. “You eould hardly do
any Latin at all without coming across
the name, at least,”

“1 ain’t done any Latin till a week
ago,” explaired the Kid.

“Oh " zaid Bob.

He was utterly puzzled. Bob remem-
bered hiz own entrance exam on coming
to Greyirviars, aml he remembored that,
though most fellows found 1l casy
onough, he had not found it easy, If
the Kid had done Latin for enly & week
he could not have tackled the entrance
cxam &t all, Yet here he was, ap-
parently a member of the Lower Fourtl,

“Bupper's ready,” said Nugent.

And the juniors sat down round the
table in Btudy No. 1. It was quite a
handsome supper, and onhe item in the
meny was fish and chips. Harry
Wherton & Co. were a little surprised,
though they tried not to show it, when
Richard Dury procceded to transier his
provender to his mouth by means of o
well-laden knife-blade.

They tried not to look at him, and
tried not to smile at one another. But
Dury csught something in the atmo-
sphere, as it were, and he coloured and
put down the knife.

“There I s ap'in!” he said, “1
‘'ope you blokes don't mind., Blinkiu’
old 'abits, you know.” .

“Not st alll” murmured Wharton
politely.

“I suy, you fellows——"

“Ha‘lf::-, halle, hallo! Here's Buunter,
turned up like a bad penny, as usual,”
said Bob Chsrr(lr}.

“0Oh, really, Cherry-——"

William George Bunter rolled into the
study. He was a little late for supper,
that unusual eircumstance  being
accounted for by the fact that Hazel
dene of the Remove had brought back n
Christmas pudding in his box. Hazel
had not yet unpacked his box; Bunter
had.

“T gay, vou fellows, I hear there's a
new kid in the Form,” said Dunter, as
he rolled in, :

“(Go hon!” said Boly, with a grin.

Dury was sitting with his back io the
door, and Bunter did not observe him,
for the moment, among the crowd of
fellows in Study Ne, 1

“1 haven't seen him wyet,” went oun
Bunter, grinming, ‘‘But from what |
hear he's a regular corker. I hear that
he's been here a week in the vac—some
sort of a rank cutsider that the Head
has d up from somewhere. Hix
namﬂ"ﬁu%l.trj', and he drops his h's and
talks like & bargee. e, he, hel”

“Shut up, Bunter!™ said Wharton
hastily, as & red flush spread over the
face of Richard Duoery.

“(h, really, Wharton—="

(Continucd on page 28.)



PHE STRONG MAN OF WOLF PUINT !
tinie past ; sheviffs, in their apinion, are casy meal!

individucls who go out to ** get ' hine discovdr to their cost!

The “ gunmen ' ai Wolf Point have had things afl their own way for gope
But there's nothing casy about Ferrérs Loche, ok ceviain

-

A Powerful and Dramatic Story of Wild West and Detective Adventure, featuring Ferrers

Monly Earl Pays the Price !

i 0 on'® szand Terrers Locke
coldly. -
“You're & Dritisher,” con-

tinued Farl ; “and vou've got
grit!  That was showed clear enough
to-ntght, Well, T've gotta proposibion
to put to von, Keep your cves shut lo
what goes on aronnd bere, and you and
we’ll get on fine!  Make trouble like
what vou did to-might with Klaoster
and vyou dic sudden! Um  having
things just as I like "em around herc!
What say? Will you run with me?”

* Tarl,” inguired the detective quietly,
*what do yvou know of the Wolf}”

“Why? le asked =oftly, “Did
Klauster say I was the Woll ¥

Ferrera Locke threw hack his head
and laughed aloud.

“Fou? he said bitingly, " You? A
great stupid, bulk of sheer bluff like
youl! (fet this, Barl! The Waolf is a
man with a brain! A man with intelli-
o Not a back-alley, faro-joint,
Chicapo ecraok like vou! Bleady; U've
got you covered! You've talked big
lg-night, Marl and I'm calling  your
Wuff! I brought in Klanster hecause
he shot o Flying V hand! Klauster's
itching to say zomething mighty inter-
psting aboui von, and I'm holding you
il -he savs it! Doz PH tell you one
thing which he will not say, unless he's
the biggesi liar 1n Texas, and that is
thak you arce the Wealf! You're small
frv, Earl!"

“Yuh've =od it, zhertfi!" drawled a
voice froan the passage doovway, behind
Ferrers Locke.  Doth men wheeled
rounnd.  The donr was shut save for
about an inch, but through the aperture
protruded the long, metallic blue barrel
of a rovelver.

“Keep amite still, heniff!” went on
the drawhing voice. " An' thet shunk
Farl U'mv shootin' at th' wvery fust bat
of & eyelid! ¥Yoh called him small fry,
sheriff, an’ yuh shore ealled him plumb
right! But he's aimin® to get his
blamed hold-up's saddied on me! Ile
held th' mail up laxt time, not me!

Locke and Jack Drake,

Thet's his on'y eriine, so far, in this
hyar districk. bat he's plannin’ others!
Yep, squirm, Barl, vuh hog! I'in wise
to yuh, yuh fat pack-rat! Aimin’ io
pull hold-ups an’ shootin’s, and haoller
it's th' Walf! Ile pits th' blame an'
vih gits th' swag! Don't move, either
of yuh! My guns 15 shore hable {0 go
DIT "

Thoe monotononz, level drawl ceased
for & moment, then continned with cold,
deliberate calm.

“Earl, I'm gonno kill suh! Yuh
shore reckoned th' shadder of th® Walf
w'ud hide yuh hold-ups ! Waal, it’s th?
shaddoer of death fer yuh, Monty Ear]!*
L W T T N W L T N W W e T W o W W

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

FERRERS LOCKE, the famons Raker Sireet
defective, and hiz clever yonng assistant,

JACK DRAKE, tuke up quarlers in Texes o
investignte the sysferione raids unde wpon
the cofile ranckes in the naighbowehol af
Wolf Point, A cand bearing a welf*s head,
with bared fowgs, Left af the seene of each
aulrage, 45 the only clue the defective fura Io
wrort on.  Mfe has fardly Been oof Welf
Point five miinwles, howerer, before an al-
Ferpd 8 wmeaede o hig life,

MAT DUKE, the sheriff. snves Mie gituation,
bt in ko doing s himself fatelly shol by o
person  unknoton, Toflewing  a sccomd
aliempt o fhe defective’s iife, Drale rishes
in wilh Lhe pews hal the Woll i paiding
the Fiying V owlfif, FLorks aud e other
ranchers hosien o Che feene only to find the
Wolf has fled, leaving many casealtics.

At the anstrgation of SILAS CATSTER
aned fieg otlr wenlthy ranchers, be 15 asked
to dale on the job of Sherilf of Walf Point,
Thiv he does nngder e geeomed nmme of
HENDERSON,  fOefare very long, Row-
erer, iz attention is brorght to the faet it
v skaooting affmy has mhru.bfafum it the
Silver Dollar Saloon, o gonibling dew run
by MONTY EARL, and that an allempb
fres Beasd wrenide wpois the e of KED, ane 6f
the ,F'Ey.l'rt_-?' V khands. " Hurriiing o the seene,
the deterfivs. arcerbuine the fucls amnd arrests
KILLER KLAUSTER, wham ke ime
PTERONR, Fearing  cerlain informolion
might leak o, Farl vieits the gool- with @
proposition o pul before e newe sheriff,

I the Hrongesl man arowstd hese
oty sherifrt ke gnyg ;.rzq'.rrm'rz_:ﬂ_:,r, “ ek
Fre gotte ol tohat ne other fellow's gol.

What da you saje fo running with me and

clearing up e forfune ¥ ™

(Now read on)

“T've punmen ouiside, curse you!”
screamed  larl,

“Nope! Neot now, Monly Earl!™
went on the toneless veice, “They're
shore awingin' pretty on th' end of a
rope hitched to yore s'loon signpost! 1
gotta pack runs wi' me, Harl, same o3
yuh was aimin' te hev run wi' you!
I'm gonna shoot now, Monty Earl! "Then
I plugs real clever DMister Ierrers
Henderson Locke!™

Whilst the nnseen man had been talk-
ing Ferrers Locke had slowly tilted his
revolver barrel upwards. He knew that
he had net the slightest chanee of wheel
ing in hiz chair sufficiently to enabie
him to fire through the door. But he
had warked out a plan of action, amd
stoadily s finger closed on the triggor.
At the same instant the man in the
doorway fired.

The noise in the room was deafening
as the two puns exploded simultzne-
ously. Monty Barl pitched forward in
his ehair and crashed to the floor. The
git lamp, at which Ferrers Locke bad
fired, heeled ovor and went out, plung-
ing the room into piteh darkness. The
doetective dashed Lo one zide, and the
darkness was eot by wicked tongnes of
blood-ried flame as the man fired five
shots in rapid suecession towards Ferrers
Locko's emply chair.

Then, as the deteclive sprang for.
wartl, the door banged shut.  There
cante a dull thad, then silence.  Ferrers

Locke hurled himself at the door, but
it refused to open.

Forrors Locke koew that there was not
a sccond to lose, and, crossing the floor,
he wrenched apen the door leading o
the platform outside and doulded round
to the rear of the building, Thove was
nothing to be secn, bub, as he listened
intently, there ecame to his ears the
drumming of galloping hoofs gradually
receding in ihe distance.

“As slick o pelaway az I've known [
he mucmuored, then retraccd bis footsteps
to the office. 171 oblained a spare lamp

Toe Magyxer LiBraRy.—No, 983,
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from one of the rear vooms and, lighting
it, placed it on the table.

Monty Earl waz Ifing very still on the
flagr, his fat, heavy body half hidden
under the table. Ferrers Locke pulled
the table to one side and turned the
mat over. He was stone dead.

The detective's next step was to visth
Le gaol, DPulling back the little shutter
in the iron door, he switched on his
clectric torch.  Killer Klauster was
striding up and down the cell. As the
Light fell on him he saarled:

“Py cripes, this anin't & monkey-
show ! Kim on; getta felier outa hyar,
pronto ' )

“Sorry to diseppoint you, Klauster
veplied Ferrers Locke. ™ DBut 1t's not o
rescue yob !

Elauster swore [ﬂrventif. ]

“What's thet blnmed shootin’, then?”
he demanded. © Who'n blazes he’s bin
punain’ if "tain’t a rescue?”

“ Wo friend of yours, Klanster!” re-
pliedd the detective, and he closed tho
sliding panel. ]

He turned ifo find Jack hurrying
towards him down the passage.

“What on earth has happened,
cav'nor ™ eried the boy., " Who killed
Monty Earl?”

“The Woll!"” came the reply.

Leading the way to the room: where
lay the bhody of Earl, the detective told
Jack the whole story.

“But how did he get here, guv'nor®™

“1 shall ¢xamince the premises care-
fully as soon as it iz daylight,” replied

13F
.

. Ferrers Locke. " Nothing must be
touched!  Nothing at all!  How i3
Kid™

*He's not so bad. Spud pulled out
for the Flying V with him !

Jack Drake paused, then said slowly:

“Have you any idea, guv'nor, as to
the wdentity of the YWeoll? I mean, you
have said wvery little to me about it
during these lost few days, but some-
how ¥ve got the impression that vou
are not as completely puzzled as I am '™

Ferrers  Lockoe was  silent for a
moment, then, laying his hand on
Jack's sheulder, he said earnestly :

“Jack, I have a theory! But it is a
titeory 50 wild, fantastic, and horrible
that sometimes I almost doubt myself. 1
can say nothing further now, A theory
1% one thing, Eut proof is another. I
have not boen idle this past week, and
I am convinced that the lair of the Wolf
i% not in YWolf I'eint! To-moirew, there-
fore, wo ride for tho ¥iying ¥V, which
we will make our temporary head-
quarters,  The Wolf Jurks somewhere
ait Ehere on the open ranges, and it is
there we will find him 1"

—_—

Panzales !
CARCELY had Ferrers Locke
finished speaking when there cama

the sound of veicos from outside.
Noxt moment the door was thrown
open and & swarthy-looking  fellow,
with more than a hint of Mexican blood
in hixs veins, clumped mto the room.

The detective recopmsed the fellow as
duan Panzales, secretary and manager
to Monty Earl. At his f’s{-e]s trooped
half a dozen of the toughest elemaont of
‘Waolf Point.

Panzales started at sight of Earl'y
bodw. then wheeled on Ferrers Locke,

“YWhat do vou waunt? said the detee.
tive eoldlv,

' That i3 what T want!™ spapped
[auzales, indicating Eacl's body., ™ Lhd
o do that, Englishman?”
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“1 am soswering no questions of
yvours, Panzules,” replicd the detective

evenly. * Btate your business, and get
out "

Panzales’ dark eyes flashed passion-
ately.

“That 15 my business, Englishman!"
he snarled. *The vanchers, fools that
they are, made you sherilt of Wolf
Point. And what have you done? Karl
15 dead, and to-night Slim and Jem have
been hanged! To me it looks like you
kill Farl vourself! I ask you why,
ask you why you allow two men to be
hanged in the main strect of YWolf Poindt,
1 ask you why you have not brought
the law beve as you said you would, If
vol cannol answer to our sabisiaction,
Engliﬁhman, then we take you out of
here right now ™

“Ah! A Ivnching-party ! drawled
Ferrers Locke, :

“ Yes, you have said it. It is o lynch-
mg-party! Tell me. Why you kill
Earl 7 .

“Panzales " szid the detective coldly,
“get out! Take your lypcling-party
with you, else I'll let you cool your
heels till morning In the gaol!

“¥You talk like that! TFool that you
are!™ hissed the Mexican. “ Do you npot
know that vour life is not worth that ¥

He snapped his fingers viciously,

Ferrers Locke knew that it was hope-
less to go for his gun, The men, every-
ono of them except the leader, had
trooped into the room with their guas
in their hands. Even could the dstec-
tive draw suceessfully, the odds were
impossible at such close quarters.

“1 have only one thing to sa{ to you,
Panzales,” he went on steadily, “If
cvery saloon of Earl's iz not shut down
by midday to-morrow, I'll run yon out
of Wolf Point at the end of & gun! Get
that! Also, if I find one of Earl’s gun-
men or hangers-on in Wolf Point after
that time, I will gaocl him! That goes.
Now got out !

Panzales' breath wlistled in through
his clenched teeth, and to Ferrers Locke
ite-looked like 2 hungry snake.

Do ™ he soarled. * You but make
me lavgh ! i ]

“Dngl?" suid the detective mildly.
“Laugh at that, then!"

He had been bracing himself whilst
he spoke and, without warning, he
hurled himseli forward. He clutehed
the dMexican by the front of the shirt,
and his right fist crashed into the un-
shaven chin. ‘The pain in Terrers
Locke’s shoulder was teerific; but, hog-
ging the man te him, he retreated 1o tle
tnhﬁ:-.

Before the six toughs could recover
fromw their surprise, Jack stepped quickly
forward and jabbed his pgun  info
Panzales® ribs,

1N live al the Orst bostile move!" he
warnad.

“Put up  vour guns!” screamed
Panzales, " These dogs ere mad!”

“Med!"” roared a voice from the door-
way., “ Noil zo mod os you, you murder-
ing dog!” 3

fith one accord the lynching-party
wlheeled round, to sec the tall, gaunt
form of Caister looming the doorway.
Pushing them aside with his  great
hands, the rancher strode to where
Trerrers Loeke stood holding the Mexi-
ean. At his heels came Alf, the fore-
man of the Crister ranch. ‘

“What's the bowdo, sheriff?” he
drawled.

“Oh, Panzales has had rather an up-
setting night. so he's eome fo vent lis
digpleasure on  me,” repliecd Ferrers
Locke drevly., ~

“Aw. is thasso, the pgreat stilf!™
drawled Caester; then his eve fell on

the body of Earl, *Gosh
sheritf I he snapped.  “ Who'n
did that ¥*™

“We'll talk later,” replied IMerrers
Locke.  Turning to Panzales, he zaid
icily: “Remember what I've said,  If
you and vour gang are not out of Woll
Point by to-morrow midday, I'll come
for {"uu with a gun! v

snakes
blazes

That goes!
“Yep, Sure it goes!” drawled Caister.
“And I'm aiming to come with yow,
sheritf. I don't igger I knows what the
sassying is  all abowt tonight, bat 1
knows this, greaser, vou nin't a healthy
specimon, and you ‘turns my stomach!
Sheriff says, got out! Then blamed well
got out, or, by pozh, vou'll fill a nice
Lil' hole in the ground! Get that?”
Panzales backed away, snarling.
Ferrers Locke had drawn his gun, as
hrad Caister and AlEL

“ome on' taunted the rancher.
“There's seven of you., I s0 be vou
likes to fight it owt here and now with
vour guns, us is surc willing to accom-
modate vou. No? Aw, waal, get out!”

The lynchting-party had ne desire to
fight if out n that little reom when
apposed to three determined mien and
ong determined boy., They put up their
guns and shuffled towards the door,

“Don't try no pop shat, Panzales”
warned Caister, “or I'll drag you
behind a cayuse with a rope”

Panzales swore unintelligibly, and the
next moment he waz swallowed up in
the darkness outsile,

“MNow, sheriff,”
“us'll talk ™

drawled Caister,

—

Links in the Chain!

RIEFLY the detective told Caister
B the events of the night, ~:m-:i tha
hig rancher listened in stlence.
‘Guess you've had a hot time,
shertff,” he said, when Forrers Locke
had finished. " What you aiming to do
with Klauster?"

“I'm riding out to the Flying ¥ as
soon after daylight as possible,” replied
Ferrers Locke, “'T'll teke him am-{:
with me. If Kids pulling through all
right, T'll let Klauster go, provided he
keeps clear of Woll Poini in future,
I'm after bigger game than him, and
now that Karl’s dead, these gunmen
have lost their bess, and won't be diffi-
cult to handle.”

Caister nodded, and drawlod

“{iuess you're right, sheriff. So Earl
polled that last held-up, hey, and the
Wolf was wise te him "

“Tooks like it grunted Foerrers
Locke. Then added ealmly: “I'll havo
the Wolf within a week."

e !? hreathed Catsier. * You mean
that, sheriff ¥"

proak!™  chuckled Caister
heartily. *8ay, von gotta elne?” .

“P'm answering no gquestions,” smiled
the detective. “But if T don't get him
within 8 week T'Il give him best ™

“That's fine ' said Calster. Y (ruess
I w?}n’t. a3k no guestions, Mr. Ilender-
zon.

“FJ want yon to gquite understand,”
went on Ferrers Locke quistly, *that
I'm telling you this in no  boasting
spirit. I merely want vou o konow
that T am not being idle.” )

“7 get vou,” replicd Caister, " 3ay,
T most forgot what I comed in for.
I've shot a feller!™

“Yoeos, I hknow.
thing about it.”

HiE was zelf delence, The coyote
pulled & gun on me.  Guess thoere's
more'n a dozen witnesses saw it, inehid-
ing Jake Peters and Jona:z Hiram, what

Spud told me some-
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Without warning, Ferrers Locke hurled himself forward. He clutched the Mexican by the front of the shirt, and his right fist
crashed into the unshaven chin. (See page 24.)

was ot my ranch at the time. DBut say,
you're looking ‘bout all in.  You turn in,
sheriff, for a bit.” i

The detective shook hiz head.

“No. I'te got plenty Lo keep me busy
for an hour or twe, You staying in
Wolf Point, or are yow pulling out
now ¥

“Guess I'll stay and ride out with you
io-morrow,” replied Caister. I wanta
see these s'loons closed, There may be
a bit of trouble, and two more guns—
h‘ngsj snd mine—is sure gonna help a

i’

““Thanks,” veplied Terrers Locke,
“It's decent of you to offer.”

“Mr. Henderzon,"” said Caister fer-
vently, “I puess anything Jake Petors
and Cal and me ean do to help got th'
law back to Wolf Point and the ranges

don't need no thanks. Us is plumb
rdady to come a-runnin’ when we're
wanted, By heck, ain’t forget-

ting how you've stood wp to-night! To
bring in that skunk Klauster was grit,
I'll tell th' world !

Caister mnd. Alf {ook their depariure
a fow minutes later, and, crossing o the
window, Ferrers Locke pulled up the
blind. The first grey tint of dawn was
in the sky.

“¥You'd better turn in for an hour,
Jack,” he remarked. “I'm going to
have a look round.”

The detective made his way to the
rear of the buildings. Standing a few
vards from the back of the gaol was a
tumbledown piece of fencing which had

I‘El[':gk fallen into dizusc, Az Forrers
Locke approached it he nodded thonght-
fully, The rtwf was broken and

trampled where a8 horse, which had been
tethered to one of the uprights, had
stamped impatiently.

Makin%{ a detour so as to aveid the
hoof-marks, the detective carefully
examined the fencing. Adhering to a
jagged part of the broken top rail were
a few bav-colouwred hairs, where the
horse had ruobbhed himself. Ferrers
Tiocke carefully extracted them and
daced them in & pieco of paper, which
e slipped into hiz wallet.

Then, for half an hour, he scrvitinized
the hoof-prints closely.  Apart from
being a trifle large the prints were very
wniform. There was not the slightest
sign of a badly-zet nail in the shoe, or
of 2 worn plate, such as might have
aided identification. The animal had,
obviously, been shod but recently, and
then by g master hand.

Quitting the fencing, Locke found that
admiliance ta the beilding had been
gained by Lhe simple expedient of ship-
ping back the catch of an old-fashioned,
roughly-constructed window of a room
which scrved as a sort of kitchen, scul-
lery, and box-room combined.

The detective carefully tested for
finger-prints, but, es he suspeeted, thoere
were none. The murderer of Farl had
obvionsly used gloves. Locke then
walked slowly up the paszage towards
fthe main room, where the shooting had
oceurred. Pushing open  the  door
slightly  he looked inside. Yes, it had
been so casy, that shooting of Moniy
Earl, But the murdercr must have
known his way about. Entering the
room, Locke buzied himself for o quarter
of an hour or so in cxtracting four

bullets from the woodwork, These also
he carefully stowed away in his wallet.
Then he walked to the window and
stood looking out on the silent, deserted,

dust-strewn  streef, his eves cold and
hard.

~I'll get you " he murmured. * ¥You
hound !

Then abruptly he turned and made
his way fowards his own reom.

Panzales Makes Trouble !
CESTING himself, fully clothed, on

hiz camp bed, Ferrers Locke lay

with hiz hands bohind his head,

and pondered on the miszion
which had brought lim to Wolf Point.
He was weary, utterly weary with the
reaction of the events of the night, Iint
Jack must have sleep, -and they could
not both afford to sleop in that turbulent
township.
_ He would have Earl buried that morn-
ing, close the saloons and gambling dens,
and then ride out to the vool, clean giv
of the open ranges. The open ranges
anid=—tho Wolf!

Then suddenly his thoughts were inter-
rupted by someone knocking at the doo
of the outer office. It was & quict, in-
sistenit  knocking, and  continued un-
brekenly the while he moved from his
room (o the door. Throwing it open,

he found  himself face to face with
Caister amd the httle lawyer, Jonas
Hiram.

Both men Jooked grim, and withouk
a word, Caister stepped into the room,
the lawyer closa at his hec's,
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“AMyp, Henderson,” he said quickly,
“there's gonae be trouble ™ : )
_ Ferrers Locke looked ab him anguir-
ingly, and the big rancher continued .

“0 Smithers, what owns th' liv'ry
stables, come a-runnin' to Jonas here,
socin’ as how Jonas lives close to the
stables. He tipped him th' wink like
th' decent ol' hombre he is. Panrales
is stirring up trouble.  He's comin’
here. He ain't aimin' o come alone,
neither. Most long about fifty coyotes
vapping for your blood’s comin’ with

him. They're after me as well, and
Jonas, ;{II fellers what vepresent th’
law’s li'ble to got Jynched, Jonas

knowed I was in town, so he streaked
alonpg and passed on the good news.
I've zent Alf and Smithers with lead
hosses for help, Th' I"!:,ring; vV 5 an'
Jake's an' Cal's an" mine's cain't get
here 'lore late arternoon. Get it? Us
1% shore up against it! What "munition
you got !’

“Bix boxes!”

“Bix boxes! Most see us out, maybe,
There's you, your lad, Jonas and me,
Poor o us to hold this buildin® till
artorncon, Yep, It's gonnoe be a neae
thing !

“There's Klauster,”
f.ocke, “He'll sarn
pulling a gun for us”

“Yep.  Sure idea, that!™ assented
Caister. “FPanzales will sure be here
mest any time now.  Say, us'll get
barricades up.’

“Look here, Caster,” said the detec-
tive quietly, “I'm sherif here, This
act of Panzales’ has been brought about
b my ordering him out of the town.
"There's no need for you or Jones to be
in it at all. I do, most certainly,
appreciate your coming here to warn
me, but vour duty ends there. You've
time to clear and come back here at the
head of a posse, I'll hang oot till thew,
if possible.”

Caistor looked at him zearchingly.

“Mister Henderson,” he replied, “1
ain't the quithin® kind., Say, what
would every rancher think of me if I
cleared, hey? Reckon my name would
stink! I'm zeeing this right througl !
But, by I, what blamed stuff are
vour Britishers made of that you can sax,
calm as you please, ® Mister Catster,
vou ean go'? By heck, reckon any
ather fellars would be on'y too plad to
kave s few extra guns around the
place I

Ferrers Locke smiled, but there was
Little mirth in his eyos,

“T'1 be anly too pleased to have you,
Caister,”™ he cephed, “hbut I means to
point out that it was my quarrel, and
that anvope who stands in with me docs
=0 of his own accord.”

“That's a Britisher all aver!” com-

plained Caister lugubriously, * Reckons
to play a lone hand when th' decks 1=
=0 stacked against him that he ain't got
2 dawg's chance !”
“IPs B good Pvinciplu A
Little lawyer, “A very good principle
indeed ! DBuk come, -let us pet the
window and deors barricaded, really
must admit T am exeoptionally sagoer te
[ive o pun onee more,

Caister looked at him with a humorous
{winkle in his eve.

“Mister Hendersen,” he drawled,
“would vou think now that lil" Jounas
here was once a veal bad two-guiman ¥
Waal, he was. Ev'vy sheriff in Arizona
was after lim once. Goe!  Then he
hopped over the bprder and settled

ferrers
pardaon by

said
his

snapped ihe

down to 'nother form of robbory, but
insice the law this fime. He set up a8z &
lawyer, an' takes it outa us ranchers in
fees and bills an’ sichlike things."”
“You're a fool, Caister!” piped tho
litble lawyer. “I may have uspd a gun
once, but I have put all that behind me
now. It happened many yearz ago.
But I really must say my palin iz
itching to hold & gun once more. It
would ?Ifﬂ- me great pleazure to shoot
that fellow Panzales! He iz an un-
mitigrated scoundrel 1™
“You'll have wvour

chance, don'i

JACK DRAKE.

R W

blamed well weorey [ grunted Caister.
“Flere's vour lad, sheriff. Let's get
busy I

Jack appeared in the doorway, and
guickly Ferrers Locke explained to him
what was happening, Then, whilst
Caister, Jonas and Jack set about
barricading the doors and windows, the
detective made his way to the jail and
swung open the heavy won door.

Killer Klauster jumped to his feet
from the truckle-bed on which he had
been sitting.

“Wanl®" he snarled, a trifle defiantly.
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“Come with me "

Klausier misiook the coldness in the
detective’s tones. He shrank back
against the wall.

“Yore gonna hang me!” he shonted.
“Rid's cazhed in!  Thet's it! Yore
ponna hang me! Gosh snakes, sherif,
give a feller o trial! He drawed fust,
I tell yub ! He deawed fust!™

“I'm not going to hang vou,” replied
Ferrers Locke guietly, contempt in his
eves. “Lome with me!”

Shufllingly, feacfully, Klauster quitied
the jail and walked hesitatingly towards
the outer office, He started at sight of
Caister and the lawver, then a look of
interest crept into his eves as he saw
how they were engaped.

“Panzales is coming here with &
erowd at hiz heels,” explained (ho delee-
tive, " How you shape with vz will

robably influence our treatment of von
ater. Usn wou use a gun with your
left hand "

“Yes," assented Klauster. Then,
squinting at Caizter, he added : “Kindev
rechon as how 'm in real good comp'ny
for once!™

“Don't get funny, Klanster I warned
Caister gruffly. * You ain't got much of
a Iafl comin’, far as I can sea !V

Klauster seowled and turned to Locke.

“8ay, what's th’ trouble, anywavs?
[f Panzales iz comin’ bvar a-shootin', a3
1 figger he i3, where's Earl 3"

“Earl is dead ! snapped the detective.
He did not add that Earl's body lav in
the next room. “Panzales 13 coming
here becausze I have ordered him and his
gunmen out of Wollf Point.”

“Yep, and he's bringin’ the whole
Hamed town with him ! cut 1n Caizrer.
“They're rotten! Thev ain't got '
rrit to stand up alone! They gotis
hunt in peacks like blamed wolves!
Yeszir, like wolves 1™

“1 ain't no pal of Panzales ! snarled
Klauster. “Th' skunk offen tried ter
put me in wrong wi‘ Earl! Gimme a
gun, an' I'll show yuh!”

Caister was on the point of speaking,
when Ferrvers Locke silenced him with a
geature. The party listened in fensze
silence. From the streetucame a8 minfiled
tramp of many feet andsthe subdued
murinur of many voices,

Panzales was coming.

Killer Klauster Makes Good !

L4 E give Sheviff Eenderson two
W minutez (o come out!” came
the voice of Panzales From
the other side of the deor.
“Go to blazes, vou greazer [ shouted
(Claister. ““He's pol coming out to be
shot down like a dog by your covotes ™
“Wait a minute !" muimaved Fervers
Locke. 1lle pulled aside the table with
which Caister had barricaded the door,
and, turning the handle, stepped ount-
gide

“Came  back, man!” sapd  Jonas
hoaraely.
Bul ¥errers Tocke took 10 wotieo,

Hisz gun was in hiz lef: haod, aed he
stared at Panzalea stendils,

“Vou wanting me?" he drawled.

Panzales had not oxpected the deter.
tive to comply with his demand, and,
with an expression of surpri=e and das-
may, he realizad that both Caister and
Jonas hacd him covored from inside the
office,

i Dl'-'ﬂr-"
harshly.

Fanzales hesitated.

vore gunl”  sand  Calsloe

e —
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“You wanting me !’ repeated Ferrers
Locke coldly.

“Diop yore gun, greaser, or, by heck,
Ull drop you in yore tracks!” shapped
walster,

'anzales did net lack pluck, The
sidden opening of ihe door had, how-
ever, thken him completely by surprise,
aidd o knew that even f he did shoot
Ferrers Loecke o bullet from Caister
would follow before he could move to
subedy.

Beliind  him, watching the scene in
tense silence, were grouped a mob of
gunmen and hangers-on,

MWe  want Henderson!” he  said,
speaking jerkily. *This is no affair of
vours, Caister ™

“You lie, greaser!
to come after me ™

Never for the fraction of a second had
‘e dotective’s  eves  left  those  of
Manzales. e was stzl,udinlg so that both
Caster  and Jonas could keep  the
dexiean covered.

“You shoot me, Caister, and your
shoritf dies! My men are ready,” said
the latter slowly,

“¥ep, 1 knows that! Drop your gun,
by heck, and walk backwards !

Panzales dropped his gun and moved
sbeadily backwards, a step at 4 time,
'Thon, before he was out of the line of
five, Ferrers Locke stepped forwarvd and
held wp bis hand.

* Lasten, yau men ™ he said. “Tf there
13 one shot fired by you or vour leader,
then 2 dozen of you will brang! 1
mean it! I gave Panzales and his men
till midday to clear out of Wolf Point !
If he is here after that time, and is still
alive, then he'll hang wheth®r you starct
troublé or whether vou don't ™

With that he stepped back, and the
next moment Caister slomimed the door
in the faces of tha mab.

“You took a mighty big risk there,
sherilf 1 drawled the rancher.

“Nol T rechoned they would not five
whilst you sl had Panzaies covered,”
replied the detective.

“Yep, vou figgered that, but you
might easy have Gggered wrong! Gosh!
The dogs have stavied ™

There came o erashing yvoar from out-
side, and a volley of DLulless ripped
through the donr.

“Cet  that bavricade up!™ snappod
Ferrers Locke, “Jack, vou and Jounas
protect the rear premises.  It's open
ground, so they can’t get near without
your secing them! Klausier, use this
gun !

Jack and Jonas slipped from the room.
Ferrers Locke, Caister, and Klouster
took up therr posibon: al the window
which gave on to the street. The mob
had token cover i the wooden baild-
ings opposite, aud were fiving from the
windows and doovs,

Steadily, but nurzsing  thelr amma-
nition,  the deteerive  and Calster
returned the fire. More than once the
deteclive glaneed all Klauster coriously.
The gunman was firing whenover oppor-
tonity offered, and now and again he

You were aimin’
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would give s satizficd prunt ag a bullet
found o billét in one of the attackers,

The mob were corcentrating their fire
on the window, and, slipping from the
room, Ferrers Locke returned with an
axe, He hacked & hole about nine
inches square out of the wall near the
floor on the far side of the door. Then,
lying full jengih, he opened fire from
this new gquarter.

“That's th' idea!” grunted Caistor
and followed suit, culting a hole & few
foot away from Ferrers Lacke.

Klauster reomained by the window,
fiving steadily.

Not one of the three had escaped
scatheless. The detective was bleeding
on the face where a flving splinter had
cut o jagged wound. Calsler’s gun
arm was bleeding, and Klauster con-
tinually dabbed at his right car with
a dirty, blood-stained handkerchicf.

|43
a

“Beon  hit, Klauster?  inguired
Ferrers Locke, during o Jull in the
firing.

“¥Yep:; bit o car missin'!? gronted
Klauster,

“¥ou got me plumb guessin’,
Klauster!” qut in Calster. * Scems liko
yvou don’t like them hombres outside 1

Klauster looked at him througlr angry
ayes,

“They went boack ‘on me; leastways,
Earl did ! he snarled. “1'm lookin® foy
a square deal here! Cet me®™

“You'll get p sguare deal!”
posed the deteclive cyeuly.

“I'm. hopin' st Fuost timo I bean on
th' side o' th' law ! s:mp,;md Klauster.
“I'll maybe's quit gunnin® an’ take up
punchin’ if this wipes me cloan!™

Catster  lavghod romblingly,  bat
Ferrers Locke silenced with o look.
Eluuster flushed and turned away. The

infey-

— v

Another howr dragged by with inter-
mittent firinge then suddenly Klauster
resled over with a [iftle sob.

“They've—got—me—sheriff [  gasped
the gunman. “I'in—donc!?

Ferrers Locke tore open the man's
shirt. A little bluish hole was visible
just above the heart.

“"Main't no—good—sheriff ! whia-
pered Klausier, his thin, hloodess lipa
twisted into a faint smile, “Guess there
—ain't—no—punchin’ fer-=me! Dyin® es
=1 lived, sheriff ! Dyin' by—th' gun!®

He was silent for a moment, and
Fervers Locke looked down into the fast-
glazing eves, knowing that the end was
near,  Klauster struggled upwards till
he was alnost In o sitting posture, leah-
tng heavily against the detdctive's arm.

“Yu're & man, Hondersonl Th' on'y
feller what beat moe to th' draw! Guesa
if I'd lived I'd hev gone straight! Th'
straight game draws men, t'other gamo
draws skunks! Reckon I've larned thet
too late!”

Iesitatingly, gropingly, he thrust out
a shaking hand. He was almost beyond
specch, but Ferrers Locke recognized the
pleading look in the cves, Firmly heo
grasped  the dyinmg man’s hand  and
finere e «

“Wlaunater, I'm real sorey ¥

Klavster nodded slowly, hoavily, as
though he understood. His lips moved
almost inaudibly:

“IVs best—thiz awav! Dut I comed
clean at—th' end ™

Hiz lLead sagged forward aud he
became limp.,  Killer Klauster was
tlead.

U Panzeles and his vufffans carry
aud their threat, or will Ferrers Locke
anid hiz eompanions prove 1eo strong for
themd Sed auvxt week's insfulment,
el )

next moment s
gun  banged viei-
ously, and  lie
oricd ¢

“Them . hombres
12 guittin® ! Malkin
for th’ rear[”
The  delective
lookod out and =aw
a dozen of the
attackers  crossing
the streel about a
hundred yards
away. The angle
waz top acute fo
g o gun 1o bear
upon them. Then
from Lhe building
opposiie the firing
recoinnenced  with
redonbled furvy

“Thet's to draw
s ! “* romatkesd
Caister, * Best

lewae  give them
felleva 1n the veay a
Baned 1 '

“Right!™ agreed
Locke, and the
rancher quitted the
toom, hiz hot gun
1 his hand.
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['OSHER P, POSH !

He's the freak of a boy who figures in the “ Poputag’s ”
1 “"The Freak -of Bt
Awmd he's a jewel of 2 lad, take it from me.

grand 1}2:\1.? sehool  serial,  entitlod

Freda's!

you hike a good lavgh—and who doesn't*—vou’ll

want from this mua'.r.iuf story.
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MORE ‘' EGGSITING" ADVENTURES OF JACK JOLLY & CO. AT ST. SAM'S NEXT MONDAY, CHUMS!

ki P 1.

An Amusing Story of
H-.
b QOT-AFTERNOON, gyoung
A .._...-J. shontlomens [
Jack Jolly & Co., ithe heroes

of the Fourth, were loafing in
the school gateway when that ocily veice
#ddressed them,

They turned, to fnd themselves con-
fronted by a stout, greesy-looking man,
in 8 black frockeoat and a bowler hat.
He lifted the latter, revecling & head as
bald 85 a billiard-ball, and he bowed to
the juniors with grate curtsey. .

* Goot-afternocon " he repected, with
unkshun, “I am Mr, Ikey Mozes, of
Muggleton, Doutless you have heard of
me? I am a finanshal eggspert.”

“That means a dashed munnylender !
seid Jack Jolly skornfully. " People of
your sort, Mye, Moses, are not wanted at
Ht. Sam’s. Hop it!”
~ Myr. Moses made a
jesture.

“Really, my dear young shentle-
HIAT) 4

“Buzz off ! snapped Merry, * Munny-
lenders aren’t supposcd to have any
transackshuns with miners, and you
know it!"

Mr. Moses smiled—an evil, sinnister
emile. .

“ My pizainess is not with a miner,”
he said it is with & master.”

“Gammon!” said Bright increddu-
lusly. * Masters at publiek schools don’t
have __”—_mw_m:w“ with people of your stamp.
LGet out, betore we throw you cut!”

The munnylender's sleek, oily manner
chanpged on the instant. He became
truchkulent.

“You vill nolt dare to lay a hand on

depreciating

“* Chugk him out, kide 1™ ¢rled Jack
Jolly. With one acgord the Junlore
“huried themeslves upon Mr. lkey
Mosea,

Tee AMaiexer LiBrary.—No. 985,
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me, yvou cheeky voung cibs—" he
began.

“"Won't we, by Jove!” said Jack
Jolly. *Chuck him ouf, kids!” :

And the juniors hurled themselves
with ona accord upon Mr. They Moses.
His bowler hat went careering through
the gateway, and Mr. Moses seemed
likely to follow it. But a sudden in-
terruption saved him.

“My hoys,” cried a stern voice, “how
dare you commit assart end battery on
this jentleman? WUnhand him at once !”

It was the voice of Mr. Lickhain, the
master of the Fourth. And Jack ”—__uzw
& Co. released Mr. Tkey Moses as if he
had ' suddenly become red-hot. ‘Then
they stood blinking sheepishly at their
Form master,

“Do—do youn know what this man is,
sir 77 stamimered Jack Jolly.

“T do, Jolly,” answered My. Lickham
tartly. “He 48 2 mumiglender—quite
an onnerable perfession. 1 should be a
munnylender myself, if I had ecnuff
capital to start off with. You boys will
cach take  hundred lines for molesting
Mr. Moses®”

“0Oh erumbs!™

Mr. Lickham {urned lo the munny-
lender.

“Do you require an ordience of me,
Mr. Moses?” he muttered in low tones,
while & sickly paller spread over his
features.

“1 do!™ said the munnylender grimly.

Mr. Lickham rung his haunds.

“It 15 madness—madness for von to
come up to the school!” he said. " If
tho Head was to sec me speaking Lo vou
I should get the bullet.”

“¥ counted on that,”™ saiwd My, DMoses
craftily. It will be more than your
job's worth to be seen in my company ;
0 you'd better pay up, mine frend, if
vou want to feel safe!™

Mr. Lickham shot a nervuss glance
over his sholder. Jack Jolly & Co. had
gone into the bilding, and there wasn't
a =olo in site.

“How much do I owe wyou, M.
Moses " asked the distrackted Form
master,

“Bix shillings!” was the prompt reply.

“(iood heavens! As much az thatt”

Mr. Moses nodded.

“Five days ego, Mr. Lickham, you
borrowed a hob from me. The interrest
I charge on that lone is & shilling =
day. Bo you now owe me six shillings,
angd I vant the munnish.”

And Mr, Mozes lreld out a fat, greesy
hand.

“Toimorrs,” pleaded Mr. Lickham—
“to-morre I will pav off Lhe lone {0 the
utlermost farthing!"

“To-morro never comes,” said the

munnylender. Yo may die in your

bed to-nite, or commit suetzide; in
which case I shal] be six shillings out of
pocket. I must have the munnish here
and now !”

Mr. Lickham rung his hands help-

lessly. He licked his dry lips, and the
inspiration stood out in beads on his
forrid. His agitation and distress ought

to have melted the hardest hart—even
the hart of Faro of old. But it had no
wﬁﬂﬁ upon the callus, cold-bludded Shy-

“How can vou eggspect me to hand
over six shillings, Mr. Moses? Form
masters are not in the habbit of walking
about with such colossal sums on their
persons. Te-morro morning I will mo to
my bank and withdraw six shillings
from my overdraught,
that. I can do no more.” \

Mr. Moses stroked his unshaven chin
as if in refleckshun. ;

“Very well, Mr. Lickham,” he said,
after & paws. “I will meet you by the
ruined Pryery to-morrow, directly after
mourning lessons..  Then, if the munnish
is not fourthcoming, I shall go to Dr.
Birchemall and show jyou wup.
You will be publickly fogged
and eggspelled, ‘like another
master wha fell into my clutches
some time ago.”

Mir. Lickham shuddered. He
knew that he could eggspect no
mercy froin the Head, if the
matter was brought to his
nollidge. In many respects Dr.
Birchémall was a kind and
tollerant headmaster., He had
no objeckshun, for instance, to
a master betting, for he some-
times had a little flutter himself.
Masters could brake bounds as
often as they liked, and they
were given plenty of lattytude.
But there were two things

I promis ¥ou

which the Head was terribiy
down upon. Mo mastor was per-
mitted to indulge in stroug

lickers, and no master was aloud
to get into dett, either with
tradespeople or munnylenders.

“To-morro,- at twelve o'clock,
at the Pryery Ruins!™ said Mry.
Moses. “I shall-bae there!”

Bo saving, he retreeved his

could you possibly lend me six bob, to
get me out of a hole?”

Mr. Justiss stared.

“You are joaking, Lickham! Six
hob!  Why, you might as well ask mae
for six quids!” He put his hands in his
trowsis-pocket and pulled out & handful
of coppers. I can let vou have six-
pence-ha’penny, if that will be of any
uze-to you.” -

Myr. Lickham shook his head.

“I've got to raise six bob, by hook or
by crook,” he said. “I am in the
vIntches of & munnylender.”

“My hatl”

Do you think Herr Guggenheimer
will be able to ackomerdate me 7" asked
Mr. Lickhaim,
~“T'm jolly sure he wouldn't! He's
just bought a new mouth-organ, and it's
left him without a bean.”

“What about Monsure Froggay?”

“He's in the same boat as yourself,”
sald Mr., Justiss. “He went over to
{Cally last week-end, and lost all his
munny at ruee-let.”

Mr.. Lickham groaned.

“Is there nobody—mobody to

bowler hat from the roadwaw,

whom I ean {urn it-my hour of
ueed " he asked pleadingly. :

“I'm afraid there isn't,” said
Mr. Justiss, looking real sorry.
“Bat I'll tell you what you could
do. Why not borrow six beb
fromn  another nunnylender in
order to pay this one ?* ;

“ And thus get into the clutche
of two of the preshus skoundrels,”
said Mr, Lickham. “Not
likely I

Mr. Justiss shrugged his
shaulders,

“Then I have nothing more {o
suggest,” he said, “ Excuse me!”

And the master of the Fifth
took a leap over Burleigh's hent
back.

Mr. Lickham turned slowly
away with despare in his hart, It
was hopeless to attempt to raise
the munny from any of the
masters. Ha felt like & man
standing on the brink of & pres-
sipis, with only the slightest push
needed to send him hurtling head-
long to his doom, He was in the
toils, The meshes of the munny-

perched it on his bald pate, and,
without another word or look at
the cowering, crinjing form of
the Form master, the munny-
lender waddled away.

lender’s mot were about him. It
was the spider and the By bizz-
ness over again, with Mr. Moses
as the spider and Mr, Lickham as
the fly.

Mr. Lickham stood rooted to ;
the ground for some minnits, repped n
a pancful revvery,

He must raise six shillings by to-
mocro or he was a roined man! Already
the Sword of Thingummyjig was dang:
ling over his defenceless head. Tha,
munny must be raised somehow, or he
was doomed !

How could he raise it? Had the sum
at stcak been a trifling one, he could
have borrowed it from one of the other
masters, But six shillings! Why, if
was untold welth to & Form master at
St. Bam's!

&till, he must leave no stone unturned,
no sorce untapped, if he hoped to avers
the dire calammity what was hanging
over his head. He would approach his
fellow-masters, and 1if they failed
him—

Cold shivvers ran down Mr. Lickham’s

spine. He tottered away in search of

Mr. Justiss, the master of the Fifth.

Mr, Justiszs was playing leap-frogg
behind the ehapple, with Burleigh of the
Jixth and severa! more prefects. Mr.
Lickham called to him, and drew him
aside. :

“Horry to trubble you. Justies, but

And as he tottered away to his
study the unhappy master bilterly re-
called the time-onnered saying:

“In the midst of lifa we ave in debt!”

1L
RASH! Bang! Wallop!

Mr. Lickham tramped two and
fro in his study. His hands were
tightly elenched: his browa were

corrugated like the roof of a shed. He

| was a pray to black and bitter thoughts,
and despare gnawed at his victuals,

It was the hour for evening prep.
Pens were scratching bizeily in the
juntor-studies, heads were boughed over
ponderus tomes, and Jack Jolly & Co.
were imbibing at the fount.of nollidge.

My. Lickham sighed as ho'lissened to
the scratching of the pens ail over the
House. He would have given the world
to be a happy, cere-free schoolboy again.
What did youth kuow of trubbles?
What did it know of munnylenders and
their dark .and sinnister ways?

“A lazs! A lack!™ sighed the un-
happy master. “ Bhakespeer's words
were only too true when he wrote:

* When trubbles come, they come, not
i single sples,

. But by the giddy cariload!”

All Mr. Lickham’s efforts to raise the
wind had failed wutterly. None of his
colleega on ‘the staff had such & gigan-
tick aum as six shillings to lend. They
were - sorry for Mr., Lickham—decply
and trooly sorry for him; but they said
that if he was such a silly jugging as to
get into the clutches of a Shylock, it
was hiz own funeral, and they wouldn't
jolly well help him, not even if they had
the munny, A lass! how black is man's
ingrattytude |

“I am & doomed man!” groaned Mr.
Lickham. *To-morre, at midday, Mr.
Moses, will.be awaiting me at the Pryery
ruing. - IfT fail to give him satisfaction
he will go straight to the Head, and
then my number will be up with a
venjence! I shall be publickly flogged
—how my pupils will glote when they
seo their Form master hoysted on to the
_M..ui.mu_u sholders—and then 1 shall be

ickad out in disgrace!”

Like a hunted animal at bay, Mr,
Lickham gazed wildly round tho study,

“I can't face it! T ean’t—I can'g!"
he eried. “Oh dear! Is there no way
out of this horrible move-ass *"

“Pinch the munny!” whispered the
tempter in hiz car.

My, Lickham stopped short in  his
stride.

“What! Me pinch munny #” he cried
agarst. “ Me, who is the sole of honner,
and who has always worn the white
flour of a blameless life? Nover, never!”

“Fool!™ hissed the wvoice of the
ternpter. “You are in & ‘orible mess,
and I've shown you an casy way out.”

“But not—not that!” panted Mr.
Lickham., Y have always kept my
hands from sticking and peehing—I
mean, picking and steeling——cpggsept
once, when I topk snother man's
umbreller in a moment of abstraction.
I got such a jolly good hiding on that
occasion that my prinsiples prevent me
from repeeting an act of thert!”

“T'1l1 tell you where there's some

munny, Lickham!” whispered the

Mr. Lickhem discovered Mr. Justiss playing leap-Trogg behind the chapple, with
some of the prelects.

-

garstly in the starlight.
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templer ﬁmumiﬁ?m_? “ Althovgh Mr.
Justiss told you he had only sixpence-
ha'penny, he has o sceret horde, hidden
down in the cript.”

“I could not stoop so low!™ said Mr.
Lickham,

“Afraid it might give you back-ake 7"
sneered the tempter. .

Mr. Lickham spun round with a snarl.

b

Arm=~in~arm, and grinning all over

thalr diles, tha Head and M¢. Liockham

etrode ﬂ_n#ﬂl:_w_.i ____.__.._ﬂ of the Pryery
ruine,

“Tempter, begone!” he cried, lotting
fly a savvidge kick at his waist-paper
hasket.

And then he resoomed his restless
pacing to and fro.

“I'hore 15 only one way out!" he cried
at longth. ““Mr. Moses put the idea
into my head when he spoke of suet-
side. I dare not [ace the doom which
awaits me on ihe morrol I will put an
end to my mizzerable eggsistence, and
wﬁw:mﬂ.rﬂrm nott of life and all its trub-

os !

Having made up his mind, Mr. Lick-
ham zet himself weondering which was
the most plezzant and least paneful way
of committing H...nﬂ...ﬁ Carry, as they
call it in Jappan. Should he apply &
mateh to his gown and set himself
alight?  Should he iake poysom, or
drown himself in the school fountane?
Or should he take a walk slong any
main road, and perrish nobly, s so
many peddestrians had done, under the
weals of o rosd-hog's car?

After long nnd deep refleckshun, Mr.
Lickham desided that the school foun-
tane would provide the easiest way out.
It would be rather chilly, but he would
soon find himeself in a place where thea
temiporature was wermer., And anyway,
& suetside must be prepared to suffor
a cerlain amount of disconvenience.

Mr. Lickham set down at his desk
and wrote two letteys. One he addressed
to the Head, the other to the local
corroner. Having seeled the letters, ho
tncked them into his brest-pocket—
where they would be found E#nuwinﬁq
—and then, with the firm stop of & maun
who never goes back on his purrpuss, ho
slunk out into the quadrangle,

It was a dark and stormy night. The
wind blew in a buffeting blast, lashing
the waters of the fountane into foam.
The brimming bowl of the fountane was
seething like & witch’s caldron.

Mr. Lickham shuddered. His neea
nocked together, and his face gleemed
But ho did not

(Continued on next page.)
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