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TOLD you fellows that I would give
you some more informaetion this
weok regarding the colours of the
funnels of the world's principal
steamship companiea - I gave you
lnat week were all fairly simply coloured,
but somie companies carry various dovices,
on the sklos of their funnels. Let us deal
with Britiwh and Colonial steamers first :

Black with twe White bands : West
Avpiralian Stoam Nawvigation Co., ond
Britisk -Indip Stears Navigation Co,

with bands close together :
Australasian Umnited Bteam Navigation Ca.
E_B!mk with White diamonds: Buckoall
AITIEE.

Blagk with two Whiise and eme Red
band : Harrison Line.

Black with iwo Red bands : Clan Line.
Blaek with Red and White squares :
Rapner & Co.

Black with two Yellow bands and one

White band with Black Eagle : Eagle il

T rt Co.

?ﬁpowilh Blagk top and one White
bard : Dominion Line Bteamship Co.,
snd Allan Brothora.

Piok with Blaek top : DBibby Brothers,

Red with Black fop, four White squares,
ard one Blue sqoare : Federal Steam
Navigation Co.

Blue with Black top : Blue Funnel Line.

Yellow with Black tep and White band :
Ellerman Lines,

Next week, if I have space, I'll give you
a ehort list of foreipn wvessols which you
might come across in British waters.

HAVE YOU EVER EEEN TGO -PARIS?

Waltor Hilton, of Croydon, has just
returned from a wvigit there, and Walter is
s keon reader of the Macxer, and es.
ﬁ@iﬂl]}f. Georgn E. Rochester's French

volution yarn. Consequently, he went
around Paria looking for seenes connected
with tho rovelution and had s most

intercsting time. e visited the site of
the Bastille, which is now a large, open
sguare ; and then he went along to the

Coneciergerie, and saw the cells in which
Marie toinette and RBobespierre were
itprisoned, together with the courtyvard
in which many aristocrats were massacrod,
the hall in which they were herded
togethor while awaiting trial, and the door
throuph which they d to execution
under * the shadow of the guillotine.”

Agr o result, Walter ia more interested
thar ever in Rochester's yarn. If any

other of my readers are lucky enough to |

a to Paris, I advies them to visit the
sollery of the FRevolution in the Muste
Grévin, on the Boulevard Montmartre.
Thiz ia a waxworks show where tableaux of
famons incidents im the Revelution are
shown, and it will help you to get more
into the atm aré of our fine serial.
And, whils I arx about it, I must advise
JJou Bot to miss next week's instalment,
which iz especially thrilling’h
You chaps ready for & lauph ' Good)
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{Gorme Inko the
Cice, Boyys!

ays glad to hear from yau; chuma,

g0 drop me a line io the following
Press

sent to

r should be
Magnet,” 5, Carmelite Streqt, Londen, EC. 4 (Comp.).

Wall,

well worth a penkmife. It has been
pent .in by Edwand , Straleek,
Hazlehateh, Co. Dublin, Heoro it is:

WIRKING THE ** T0S8s."

Farmer (mesting
new workman
comi homs in
a wet condition):
** Giash, BHEl, an*
whai "ave y& besn
g=doin’of ¢ ™

Bill : * Oh, I just bean. "avin® a2 gama
o' ericket with the old bull by the pond.
I got the toss an® went In first 1 **

T—

-

——

After that.we will turn our attention to
the “queries sent in various resders.
The first comes from Bob Andersom, of
Richmond, Yorks, who wants to Enow
somoething about

THE RIDERS OF THE GHREAT NORTH-
WEST.

There sre few boys who have not
tonged, &t somo time or other, t0 share in
the adventurea which fall to the lot of
that splondid body of men, the Reyal
North-West Mounted Police, so perhaps
you will all be interested in this information
about them.

The force was started in the year 1873,
when the Indians, who resented the coming
of the palefaces, frequently caused lrouble.
In those Jdays the men of the ** Mounted
wore geerlat coats, and not only did they

tect Englishmen against marawding
ndians, but they also protected the
Indians against unscrupulouws white men
who robbed and duped them. Eventuslly
the Indisns came to trust these riders,
who wvigited them every now and again
and straightened out their difficulties, and
[ the scarlet coat was replaced by a khaki
uniferm.
The worl these men have to do is

NO JOBE FOR A WEAKLING,

for they have to police the whole of the,
vast Canadian continent snd enforcs law
and order. No mattoer whers a eriminal
meﬁf flee from justice the * Mounted ™
will get him, by hook or by erook, and it
will give yvou am idoa of what they have
 to underge when you realise that, in order
te appreherl & murderer, two men of tho
“Mounted " had to travel noarly 1,800
miles by train, canos, and launch to
track him. They took zeventy.five days
to do the journey, but they got their
man !

Sometimes men of the " Mounted ™
have been sent out to got a man and have
navar been honred of for two or three vears.
But in the end thoy came back with their
handeuffed prisoner ! You can imagine
the work they had to do in the great
Yukon Gold 8Strike of 1808, whicli at-
tracted thousands of criminals and seoun-
drels from all paria of the workl. But the
" AMounted V' kept law and order—and
still do all over the wild wastcs of the
frozen Northlanda §

f

s Lid., Fieetway House,

here’s & yarn which ¥ think is,

takes us to the summer seas.

: Whiteway, of Torqus
ﬁu Hepelnin LY Lk

- CAN PEARLS MULTIPLY ?
In asking that he raises a

controversy which has never
. yot been sottled. Several cases
Ay aro known of whers 18
. have been gaid fo

W InTEar
and even multipl ﬂa numrﬁt
when they have i kept in
rice, It has been claimod that
the poarls feed on the rico, and
sometimes o black spot Appears
on them which nally grows
bigger and eventually becomes
another peart, which separates
iteelf from the first :
Nothing definite has been dis
eaversd, although somo peopls
believe that pearis of a certain type can
multiply their numbers in this manner.

NEVER TOO OLD !
. Lam afraid that * A Waterford Reader,”
who writes to me this week, in getting
into " the sere and yellow.™ acks ma
fat what age ie a fellow toa old to read

address ;

‘jthe Macxner, The answer it NEVER,

my dear chap] Why shounld any fellow
ba too o'd to read varng ! Wige
people grow young. Those whom the
goda love die youngei.e., young in heart.
Thoe. jsame reader as me when
ipperary ' was firat composed. Just
befere the war—and it was an Irishman
who wibte it. Tts swinging lilt spon made
it & prime fpvourite with the troops,
'who sponfancously adopted it as &
marching song,

STICK ET !

Here's a lelter from ™ Worried Reader,"
who asks me if he should run away and
join the Army, becpuso he doean’t hke to
ask his parents for iggion. Don't
do anything go silly, “ Warried Reader **—
you'll only regret it if you dol I taka it
thlnt ou don't guite like your prezent job
which i3 an apprentice in the dra
trnde. Well, jifst. remernber that Hpeg
Wells, one of to-day’s finest writers, was
nlso gn apprentice to the same trade!
He ruade good, so there is no reason why
you shouldn't! Stick it, old man, and
don’t clear off without your parents'
consent.

i

Just to finish up this littla chat we'll
have a Iimerick. J. G. MacGillivray, of
Home Farm, Brodrick, Arran, geta a
MagweET pocket wallet for this effort:
There's a fellow at Greyfriars named Smith,
Who’s friendly with Redwing and Squifl.

Ha onee was a bounder,
Though now an all-roundsr,
And a very fine chap to be with.
If yom haven't won a pocket wallet or

18 penknife yet, get on your thinking eap

and lot mo hear from you !

FOR NEXT WEEK.

Now, about next week's splendid pro
gremome. Firgt of all, there will be a
grand completa story of Harry Wharton &
Co.,, and it concludes the ' Devarney"
zerion. It is entitled :

“THE REW BOY'S FEUD ™
By Frank Richards,

Then there'll boa another trenchant
ingtalment of the French Revolution
serial, sl also & screamingly funny story
by Dicky Nugent, of the chums of St
Sam's, entitled :

‘““ REEDEM'S TRIUMPH ! "

Our special  eontribater has  written
another informeativo article on the conguesdt
of the air, and this, topether with anothar
mvitation to " Coma into the office, boys™
eompletes our fine programme. But-a
few words of advies before 1 close downe—
book your copy corly !

a

From the Frozem North the nexi query |

YOUR EDITOR.



HERE'S THE BEST SCHOOL ADVENTURE STORY OF THE WEEK! -

Monly Newlands

Enem

5; An unusual story of school
: life, introducing Harry
| Wharton & Co., the
| famous Chums of Grey-

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Catspaw Required [
BILLY BUNTER inserted a bullet

head, & fat face, and & IET%E‘
the

pair of spectacles into
doorway of Btudy No. 1 in the
Groyfriars Remove, and blinked

cautiously round. :

A solitary junior was in the study.

It was Jul]ism Devarney, the new
fellow in the Remove, and he was
standing at the study sindow, staring
out into the sunny guadrengle, with a
incody brow. . -

Bunter's cautious blink having shown
him that there was no one else
in the study, he rolled in.

Devarney glanced round
from the wiuguw for & second,
and then turned his back
again on Bunter. ,AEEarm1tiy
he was not interested in the
Owl of the Remove.

Bunter shut the study door.
Then he turned his spectacles
on the junior at the window.

“1 say, old chap!"” began
Bunter.

No reply.

“I say, old bean!”

Silence,

“Devarney, old fellow™

The new feflow turned
impatiently,

“If you want Wharton or Nugent,
they're not hero, as you can see for
vourself,” he snapped.

Bunter grinned.

ak

“But I don't want them,'" hes ex-
plained.
“What the thump de you want.
then®"'

Ll .".‘.-fpu, old fellow.”

Never

last

" Rubbish !"

Devarney turred to the window once
more. If Bunter wanbed him, it was
evident that the want was =sll on
Bunter’s side; Devarney did not want
Bunter.

That, htwever, made no differcnee
to Willhlam George Bunter. MNobody
ever did want Bunter, so he was used
to it.

“Y fay, old chap, don't be shirts”
said the fat junior persuasively. *I've
coma hera specially to speak to you
while those other beasts are ouf of the
sbudy—=""

has Monty Newland encountered such
unreasoning bitterness and hatred as he has
found in Julian Devarney, the new boy in the
Remove, who should, in view of the great service
Monty has done him, be his best friend
Yot Newland does nof complain ;
tolerant as Devarney is Intolerant, as generous

he
as his enemy is ungenerous.

“Well, don't!" zaid Devarney, over

his shoulder.

“It's rathor important, old bean,”
gaid Bunter. “Look here, listen to a
chap—thosa beasts may come in any
minute, Dash it all, yvou ought to be
grateful to a fellow for coming in and
speaking to  you, considering that
nobody ever speaks fo you if he can
help it—you being a stuck-up ass, and
disﬂked by all the Form. Thore's such
a thing as gratitude, you know.”

Devarney turned from the window,
and fized his eves on Bunter.

friars.

RICHARDS.

#*You fat idiot!" ho began, in
measured tones.
“Oh, really, Devarney——"

“Hook it!” snapped the new junior.
“I tell you it's important,” urged
DBunter. * Nothing to get stuffy about.

I say—""
“Sh. dey up."

Onee more Ii‘.'m‘arne:}' stared from the
study window into the quadrangle.
What he saw there did mnot seem to
please him. :

There were & good many Greyfriars
follows in sight, from the window of
Study Mo, 1. But Devarney's eyes fixed
spocially on & proup ui+ha]iaa-liﬂ-'2?n
Removites chatting cheernily
together. They were the
Famous Five, and Montr
Newland of the Remove
Darker and darker Devar-
ney's brow grew as he
watched them.

The study window was
open, and & word or two
Hoated up to his ears. Harry
Wharton & Co. were talkin
football with the Jewis
junior.

Evidently, Newland was on
the best of terms with the chuma of
the Remove. The fact that he was what
Devarney contemptuously called a
“sheeney " did not zcem to worry the
Famous Five at all.

Thevy never telked to Devarney in
that cheery way. True, he hiad mever
invited their friendship, never given a
sign that he would care for it. Hia
supercilious  manner pgave the im-
pression that he did not want to make
friends in the Remove. Nevertheless,
it was with bitter resentment that he
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saw his study-mates greet Newland,
and stop to speak t6 him in that
friendly way.

Deep in rosentful thought, Devarney
had {forgotten the fat junior in the
study. He was reminded of DBunter’s
existenco by & fat thumb that poked
into his ribe.

He gave a little gasp,
round. Billy Bunter gave
and cheery grin. .

“1 was speaking to you, old chap,
he said. "1 say, what were you staring
at in the guad? You seemed jolly
interested.” )

“Mind your own business.” ;

Buntcr did not heed that injunction,
It was sn injunction he often received
end never hgeded. He blinked down
from the window, noted ghe group
below, and grinned sgain., The sight
of Monty Newland told him the cause
of the h{ach frown on Devarney's face.

“Too bad, the way that chap licked
iuu, your seccond day here, Devarney,”

¢ said sympathetically.

Devarney's eyes gleamed. The mere
mention of his defeat at the hands of
Monty Newland was gall and worm-
wood to him. :

“Will you shut up?" he demanded.

“Well, he did lick you, didn't he?”
gaid Bunter, blinking at him. “You've
still got a shade round your eye, and

and spun
him a fat

your boke still looks a bit like a
gtrawberry. He, he, hel"
“Get outl”

“But I came here to spesk to you,
old bean,” said Bunter affably. *1I
haven't told you yet. Fact is. 1 know
a woy you can get your own back on
that sheeney., I came here to tell you,
out of friendship, iznu know.”

Bunter pause r a reply. He did
not receive one, and he rattled on:

“That beast is awful rich, wou
know! I dare say that's why you don't
like him, really, you being so putrid
poor—still, that imn't whet I came to
say,”’ added Bunter, hastily, alarmed
by the expression on Devarney’'s face.
I "ﬁ"EIL ].'||.ﬂ. pﬂﬂplﬂ E-E!l];d him ].l:lt-_E Qf
things from home, Serumptioua things,
you know. Not like the things I get
from :Bunter Court, of e::rursc—-—ﬁlt ]cﬁig
good. Well, he's got a hamper to-day.”

Devarney showed no interest what-
ever 1o Newland's hamper.

“It's in_ his study _npow,” said
Plitjntﬂn “You see ﬂ.ﬁ? :&ui h‘}hﬂ
ellow gave you a jolly good hiding.
Of course, you asked for it, and all the
fellows think it served you jolly well
right; still, there it is, he Iicked wyou

hollow. Well, what about paying him
out by ing his hamper?"

Bunter blinked eagerly at Devarney's
gloomy face,

“S8ee?" he asked. "“You can get it
ont of his study, while he's in the quad,
easy as falling off & form. I can tell
you, there’s some jolly good things in
that hamper. Ripping! You get it as
far s the box-room stairs, and I'll hel
you with it—then. See? We whack it
mt o

“You fat rotter!”

“0Oh, really, Deverney! I can tell
you, Newland’s hamper is simply
stuffed with things. nce we get it
to the box-room, it will be safe. Fancy
his faca when he finds it gone!” :

Bunter grinned. Devarney did not
grin. He scowled.

“You pay him out for licking you
and we lim.g & tip-top spread ! sai
Bunter. “SBee? 0Of comse, I know
you'd rather lick him. But you can’t!
Well, bag that hamper——"

Devarney threw the door of the study

wide open,
“Get out!” he said.
“ Mean h} -E_ﬂ- i T
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“GEet out !

“Look here, if you funk getting that
hamper out of Newland's study on your
own, I'll come with you, and help!”
said Bunter. ¢ There!™

dE Gt Qutl- ;JI

*0Oh, really, old chap—"'

Devarney’s temper—never very good
—seemed to fail him. He made a stride
at the fat jumor, grabbed him by the
collar, and spun him to the door.

“*Ow 1" roared Bunter.

He went through the doorway like
a stone Irom a catapult.

Bump |

There was a heavy concussion as he
landed in the Remove passage.

id W{I\v !!J

The door slammed on him.

Bunter sat up and gasped.

“Oh! Beast! Wowl!”

Devarney, aionc onece more in Study
Mo. 1, resurued his gloomy gazing from
the window. Billy Bunter, breathless
and indignant, picked himself up, and
limped away. His limping footsteps
drew him in the direction of Study No.
8—where Mconty Newland's hamper
reposed. L

That hamper had an irresistible
attraction for Billy Bunter. Having
failed to obtain & catspaw fo pull his
chestnuts out of the fire, Dunter was
reduced to the stern necessity of taking
the risk himself.

Why Dovarney had refused his offer,
Bunter could not understand. The new
fellow had a bitter feud with Monty
Mewland, and if you disliked a fcllow,
how could you make him sit up better
than hy gagging his tuck? That
was unanswerable—to DBunter! But
Devarney had refused—out of sheer ill-
temper, Bunter concluded.  And the
Owl of the Remove, aftor a cautious
blink up and down the passage, slipped
inte Monty Newland's study, to carry
out his felonious design on his own.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ne Luck ]

i H™ ;
0 Bunter uttered that ejacu-
lation suddealy.

He was standing over the
hemper in Newland’s study, d&hntlng
in his fat mind whether to open it an
commence gastronomic operations, o7
whether to drag the hamper sway to
a safer zpot before beginning on its
contents,

There wera pros and cons to be con-
sidered. The hamper was heavy—and
Bunter disliked exertion. He might be

ted petting it awai from the study.

n the other hand, if he opened it, and
started on the tuck, he might be in.
terrupted at any moment. It was rather
a problem, and Bunter had not yet
settled it, when footsteps came along
the Remove passage, and stopped at
the door.

The problem, still unsolved, vanished
from Bunter's mind at once, Ha knew
what to expect if he was ecaught in
the study with the hamper. ¢ had
been there before, as it were!

Bunter uttered one startled ejacu-
lation, and jumped for cover. Cover
was at hand, in the shape of 2 hand-
some screen that stood acrosz ona
corner of the study—a Japanese
screen, one of the handsome Iumishings
that - Monty received from |lis
affcctionate relatives at Newland Croft.
In & twinkling, Bunter was behind the
screen and out of sight as the study
door opened.

He heard a junior come in. He had
no doubt that it-was Monty Newland,
who had finished his chat in the guad

THE MAGNET

at an unlucky moment for the -grub-
raider of the Remove. He knew that
Penfold, the fellow who shared the
study with Newland, was ocut of gates,
Newland had come in, and Bunter
could only h that he had come in
to fetch something or other, and would
take it and go.

Instead of which, he heard the junior
drag a chair to the study teble, and
stk down,

Bunter breathed hard.

This, he reflected. waa just his luck!
He had wastad valuable time in sceking
to get that beast Devarney to pull his
chestnuts out of the fire, and this was
the result., He spplied his eye to a
hole in the screen. Iﬁlnntj Newland was
sitbing at the table, with & Virgil
pmpped‘qaﬁamst the inkstand, and =&
pen in his hand, & sheaf of impot paper
before him. He had sat down to write
lines,

Bunter suppressed a groan,

Newland had no idea that there was
enybody hidden in the study, ' But
Bunter knew what would happen if lie
was discovered. Thres or four kicks,
et least, would land upen his podgy
person, before he succeeded in getting
away. Bunter had been kicked out of
that stut_iEa-hafﬂre, and he knew what
it was li

He remained where he was. The
beast would finish his lines sconer er
later, and go.

There might still be & chance at the
hamper, aftar he had gone. Newland
had not even opened it yet, betraying
an indifference to ‘tuck that was
ameazing to Bunter.

Scratch! Scratch! Seratchl

Monty Nowland's pen
rapidly over the paper.
traTrJMI;lbed at & great rate.

apl

“Trot in!" called out Newland, with-
out looking up from his task, as the
tap ceme at the study door.

The door - opened, and Bunter, by
mesns of the hole in the screen, saw
Julian Devarney enter. The fit junior
barely suppressed an exclamation of
EH?J).'LE'E. Deverney was about the last
fellow at Greyviriars whom he would
have expected to visit Study No. 8.

“Take & pew; whoever you are ' gaid
Newland, still without looking up.
“I've got to get theso lincs done, Last
time of asking, you kpow.”
" Busg?'  ask Devarney
tically.

Newland started, and looked up very
quickly, ai the sound of hiz voice. Ho
stared at the handsome, sulky face of
Julian Devarney. _

“"Youl” he ejaculated.

He rose to his feet, colouring & little
and with & glint in his eyes. Bunter,
behind the screen, watched with interest
now., If Devarney had come thers to
hunt for trouble, Bunter was prepared
to enjoy the show.

“Look here, what do wxou want,
Devarney ! exclaimed Newland, *If
you've come here for another row, you
can chuck 16, Why the dickens can't
yon keep your distance and let a fellow
alonal” ;

“I haven't come here for a row.”

‘Iz this a friendly visit, then!"” askod
Newland, with a faint smile

ﬂ'Nn*?l

*IWell, what do you want?”

A fow words, that's all™

Newland glanced at his unfinizhed
imposition,

“That can wait!"
ecoally. '

“It can't wait long,” said Newland
tartly. *“Quelch gave me three hundred
lines for fighting, snd I've left _them
rather late, 1 den’t want my impot
doubled."

travelled
Virgil was

sarcas-

geid “Devarney



EVERY SATURDAY

“He gave me three hundred lines,
too! I've done mine."

“Well, 1 haven’t done mine, so—""

“Vou don't have so much time on
your hands as I do,” said Devarney
satirically, “You etem to be quite a
pﬂa?ufﬂ.r man_in the Remove.” )
At least, I haven's made myself dis-
liked b{ a rotten and unreasonable
temper,™ reforted Newland.

“Mo, you wouldn't!
Bhﬂ&ne?’ way.”

MNewland set his lips.

“Yon'd better got out, Devarney,”
he said. “We've had one fight, and I
don't want another. DBut I don’t allow
any fellow ta talk to me like that,
There's the door."”

Davarney closed the door.

“I've come here Lo say somethin’,
and I'm goin' to say it,” hé said
deliberately. ** You licked me the other
day., You can't quite expect me to be
eatisfiod with that. 1 don’t take o
licking from a Jew."

“But you did!" remarked Newland.

" Yes—with all your friends standin’
round, cheerin’ you on, and no man
to back me up," said Devarney
bitterly, “That sort of thing makes a
lot of difference. I'm goin” to try it
again—in private”

“1 don't see—"

“I suppose you're not afraid to put
your hands up agsin, in & quiet place
where we shan't be interfered with?”
said Devarney contemptucusly.

4 Not at all. But—"

“Waoll, there's & quiet place outside
the gates, and. it's & half-holiday to-
morrow  efterncon,'” said Devarney.

= e I

4 You licked me the other day,”” sald
to try to ek you—in private !
with Interest.

“You know the footpath through Friar.
dale Wood to the village?”

“ Yeos, but—""

“ Tust off the footpath there's e little
glado, with & big ocak-tree—you koow
ik, of course?”

“1 know it."

“Well, then, I went you to be there
to-morrow afterncon,” eaid Devarncy.
“I'll eome at the same time."”

“ Look here——-"

“Vou won't want a esbecond; there's

no man willing to sccond me, and fair
plar’s & jowel—though perhapa you
don't understand that ! added

Deovarney, with a eurl of the lip.

“1 don't want another serap with
you,”" said Newland slowly.

“Not on Ffair terms, you meani”
sneered Devarney.

“It was feir enough last
Nebody chipped in”

“Well, I don’t agree. If you're not a
rotten funk, ag well as a sheeney cad,
yeu'll turn up by tha oak-tres to-
morraw afternoon. If you lick me fair

tire.

That's not the -

Dayarney deliberately.
Monty Newland drew a deep breath, and Bunter,
“If you insist on it,”” said Newland, *

snd sguare, T'll let the matter drop, and
own up that you're the better man. But
I don't think you will.”

Newland

“Is all rot,” grunted

angrily. “Why can't you keep your
distance and leave me slone? 1've done
nothing to you that I know of.”

“1 bar Jews,” said Devarney bitterly.

“VYou can bar Jews without scrapping
with them, I suppose. I bar you, if you
come to that,” said Newland. *I think
sou're an ill-tempered, wuppish, wun-
reasonable fool. But I don't want to
%{ﬂﬂ[} an serapping with you becanse of
it

“You mean you're afraid to put up
your hands, without all your friends
standin’ round encouragin’ vou?"
sneared Devarney.

“Oh, don't be an ass!” exclaimed
Newland impeatiently. “I licked you
because I'm: & better boxer than you are,
and because I kept cool while you twere
blind with temper, I've no doubt what-

o
Tl

.

ever that the same thing will bappen
over again.”

“Then what are you afraid of **

“I'm not afraid, you silly ass! Only
a follow doesn't want to 1{3 SCrapping

with every silly idiot he meots”

* You 5&!‘, away with it last time, and
ou don't want to risk losin' your
aurels—is that it#" sncercd Devarney.

Newland glanced at his impot again.

5111’."!(.‘]!

“I've gobt to get thiz in to
before six!™ he snapped.

“Well, T'm waitin' for your mnswer.
Half-past three to.morrow afternoon, in
the glade in Friardale Wood. We'll
keep it dark, and get there separately,
so that there won't be a crowd followin',
If you'zse mnot a rotten funk, yowll
agree.”

MNewland drew a deep breath.

“If you insist on it, I don’t see how
I can refuse,” he said. " But you're a
silly, unreasonable ass.”

“It's mettled, thent™

“Yeg I growled Newland.

" Phat's enough.®

Devarney left the study immediately,

BCTEeD,
I don’t see how I ean refuse.,”” (See Chapier 2.)

b

closing the door behind him. Newland,
frowning, sat down to his impot again.

Bohind the sereen Dunter grinned.

That hostile mecting In Friardale
Wood was to be a secret, tili after the
fight. But a secret that was in Bunter's
possession was not likely to be kept very
dark.

Newland, frowning, raced through the
remainder of his lincs, and gathered up
the sheets Taking up the impot, he
left the studv; and DBunter, with & sigh
of relief, rolled out from behind the
SCTCen.

Onee more he had a chance
hamper.

But it was not Billy Bunter's lucky
day, Less than a minute later tha study
door opened suddenly. This time Duntor
was taken by surprise, and before he
could think of cover, the door was open,
and Dick Penfold walked in. Dunter
jumped awav from the hamper—and

at the

AT '-:I‘ I' -.j:.:'l:rl
"JA- e g
of (i g

2

g

“ I'm pot satisfed with being licked by a Jew, so I'm golng

behind the up his ears

Penfold jumped, too, in surprise at find-
ing himm in the study.

“What are you up to,
bounder ¥ he demanded.

“ N.n-nothing ! starmmered Duater.
“1 didn't come here for Newland's
hamper, dld chap.”

(13 Whntl:l? 2

“f never even knew if was here,”
said Bunter. *I—I was waiting for you
ta come in, old fellew. Had a nice
waik?"” :

Penfold did not answer that question.
He camoe towards Bunter, and his inten-
tion was so ;;lniul;.r written in his face
that tlic Owl of the Remove dodged
round the table in alarm.

“[—I say, old chap!” he gasped. “I
—J Eﬂ.j'——:r Yarooh! Be.ns.tigﬂeﬁpuff!"

Lunter #uzhed for the door. FPenlold
rushed for Bunter. For the second time
that afternoon William George Dunter
landed in the Remove passage with s
heavy bump.

“ Yoooooop I

The door closed on Bunter,

"Tom Maguer Laispany.—No. 1127
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Gated 1
HW HAT about Newland i”
noon, _

Harry Wharton frowned reflectively.
Fourth.

“Quite 1” sgreed Wharton. “But 1

a show.
“Why not Newland, too?”
Wharton laughed. )
why not,” ha said,
“ oxcept
with EJ.'IE‘F-I']Nld, and think be's ass
onough to take it along with him to

“If he’s ass cnough for that, keep him
out of the team,” he said. “ Ask New-
footer, jyou're an ass yourseli, old
fallow.”

“Nemple of the Fourth would like to
hezr that!™ remarkad Frank Nugent,
not an important matter in the eyes of
tha Remove. Temple,-the captain of the
tmld,ing to wipe them off Little Side.
Bui tho heroes of the Remove took guite
men of the Remove—]ike Bob Cherry,
and Hurree Jamset Bem Singh, and
to exert themeelves om such &an
occasion,

& qun, without much danger of letting
the Form down.

rlanding out, and Wharton was consider-
ing mon.to fill their places.

. Pob Cherry ssked thab
“He's & good man,” eaid Bob. * More
I“-;'.I;s“n Elﬂi:;gn :ﬁ: ]1:;113' well in games prac-
“Well, no reason
Little Side.”
land irst, and then Devarney—if you let
“Wall, it's only a practice game, you
and the juniors laughed.
FFaurth, was playing * those Lower Fourth
a different view. Temple & Co. wera
Johony DBull, and Vernon-Emith, and
It was an occasion, in their opinion,
S¢ most of the Famous Five, and
ovarney, tho new junior, with all his

dizagreeable ways, had shown uwp re-
markably well at games
ball being tha one thing
enjoy at% _
juniors gathered, been a good man at

ames ot his last sehnnl]:] Bareroft.

karton did not like him; but that, of
course, hed nothing to do with footer.
In fact, all the more because he did not
lika him, he was keen to give him at
least as much as his due.

Fourth,

I'he match with the from
Wharton's point of yview, was merely a
practice, in preparation for more strenu-
ous eontests. It was a good encugh

sme to show what & man could do, and
ﬁe was rather interested to esee what
Devarney could de. . _

“Dash it all, the man couldn't be fool
enoughl te rag on the footer field,” said
Johnny Bull.” “If he did, he ought te
be chucked out of tha footer altogether.”

“The esteemed Devarpey is fool
enough for anything, my worthy
Johuny,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, "He has 2 tremendous and pre-

e seemed to.

posterous down on the excellent and

gentle Jaw™

Johnny Bull grunted. ‘

“Well, give him a chance, and if he
doesn’t behave himself, kick him off the
field,” he suggested.

“ Anvhow, Newland ought to hive a
chance,” said DBob. “He's keen on
games, and he docsn’t often get » look-
n”

“That's sc.” agreed Wharton. “I'll
ask Mewland—and I dare say Devarney
will have sense cnough to behave him-
galf. Only the fact is, he's such a queer
fish, you never can tell.” ;

“Wa don’t want queer fishes on Little
Side!” growled Johnny Bull

“The queer-fishfulness is terrifie,”’ re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Harry Wharton proceeded to look for
Monty Newland, leaving Devarney till
he had spoken to the Jewish junior. But
Newland was not to he seen; and tha
captain of the Remove looked round the
House for him n vain..

“Saen Mewland, Bunter?” he called
oud. .

Billy Bunter grinned.

“Gone out!” he answered

“Bother him!” said Harry.
he's pone out?”

“Bure

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
‘question the following after-
than %oud enough for a match with the
give Devarney
tice,”
thet Devarney's got a feud on

Beb Cherry gave a snott.
his piffling nonsende interfere with
“know—"

Tho Form match, that afternoon, was
kids,” as he expressed it, and [ullg\i in-
not up to their wmgh;: |L: and the great
Tom Brewne—did not think it necessary
when smaller fry might safely be given
scveral other of the best men, were
The Yawn

of Yawns

You have heard what a wonder-
ful bird is the Pelican, and you
can find out all about this-quant
bird, and many other birds and
animals, in the NEW NATURE
This fascinating book
Won-
derful photographs from life,
: plates,
lively chats written by famous
explorers and mnaturalists, who
tell you all about the lives and
habits of the Folk of the Wilds.

BOOK.

will interest you no end.

two beautiful colour

On Sale at All Newsagents and ¢ ookstari

:if row ke g
figrd™ pad will anjoy
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THE MAGNE:

“Yen; he started first.”™ .
“Btarted first?"” repeated Wharton.
Bunter ehuckled.

“1 say, old chap, would you like to
gea a ecrap?” he asked.

*A scrap?” gald the captain of the
Remove, staring’ at Bunter, “ What are
you wandering In your mind about
now i,

“1 kmow what + know ! said Bunter
mysteriously. " They're keeping it dark.
But there's precious few things go on
at Greyiriars without. my knowing.
Some fellows keep their ears open ™

 Wharton knitted his brows,

“Do you mean -that Newland's got &
scrap on 1™ be demanded.
“That's  telling [¥

mysteriously.

" Fathead |”

“The fact i3, L don't mind telling you,
old chap,” said Bunter. "If you'd like
to see it, I can tell you where to find
them. It will be worth seeing—it was
no end of a serap last time, wasn't it1"

“Is Newlang fighting Devarney
againt” demanded Wharton.

“He may be’ or he may pot be,” said
Bunter. “I may have heard Devarney
challenge him, or 1 may not. They may
be going to meet in Friardale Wood [or

said  Bunter

a mra% o; they may not. That's tell-
ing. huépe aewland will lick him
again., 1 don't like sheeneys, but that

fellow Devarney is a stuck-up cad, and
tha more he's licked the beiter. Eoe
pitched me oul of his study yesterday
for trying to do him g good turn.
He—"

" Where's Dovarney nowi”

“Mooching about in_the quad, as
usual,” said Buntar. “I expect he'll be
starting soon. I say, Wharton—"

Dunter relled after the capiain of the
Bemove as Wharton went out into the
quad. "1 say old ehap, if you'd like
to gee the scrar 1 ean ell you all abouk
it. Come into the tuck-thop—"

“What (0. [athesd 7" ]

“I'll teli you the whole thing, cver &
glass of ginger-pop,” said Bunter., °
vou like to stand & few tarts—="

“Go any vab cokel”

“If you'r: going to be mean,
Wharton——=="

“ Fathead 1"

“*Beast! I jolly well shan’t tell you
anything, then,” hooted Bunter., " Yon
can pump me till you've black in the

faco and : jolly wel! shan't say & word,
L ;

Harry Wherton laughed and went on
his way. Buater had already eanid
enough words to enlighten him,

Monty Newland was noi to be secn in
the quad; but Devarney waas walking
under the old clm- and looking at his
watch 23 the captain of the Remove
came up.

Wharten gave hitn & ned, which the
new junior returned very curtly. ‘The
captain of the Rema-c eyed him doubt-
fully. I Devarpey and Newland had
made & secrer appoiniment for a
“serup ¥ outside gates, he did not see
how Bunter knew about it; though cer-
tainly Biily Bunter had his own methods
of acquiring information. Bunter prided
himseli on knowing everything that
went on in the Bemove; but as eficn
gs not his exclusis  information was
rather unreliable. Wharton decided not
to refer to the matter, but to Lkeep to
the subject 20 {octball

“1 dare say you know we're playving
the IFourtb this afterncon, Devarney,”
he began.

“YEE.”

*"Bome af the mep are st:a.ndlnpé
and there’s severa! places {o be Gl
Like to play(”

Dovarney's f{aco brightened for a
moment. There was no doubt that he

out
fed,
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would hLave liked to play. He culti-
vated an aristécratic indifference in
most matters, but he admitfed to 2
keenness on games.

But tho hrlghmninga'ﬁu only ciomen-
tary., He shook his head.

“Borry, I can’t!” he apswered.

“1 don’t guite see why you can't,”
sard the m%ﬂain of the Remove, a little
gruffly, “Fellow: are generally keen
to Plﬁ-j’ in matchee.=

“I'm keen enough.” ‘

“Well, then, now = your chance, It's
not one of cut big fixtures, aa you know,
but it’s a good chance for & mew kid.™

“1 know-that! But I can't play this
afternoon. .

::E-::—mﬁthing else on, do you mean I

e,
" Something you can’t put off for a
football match 1 demanded Wharton.

o Lo

*You don't fee! inclined to tell me
what it ia"

*Nol” answered Devarney coolly.

Harry Wharton breathed rather hard,

“I'm offering you a chance in the
Form games before you've been much
mors than week st the school,” h:-a
paid. “If you turn it down, you cané
expect mnother chance §0 come along
Very soom, Daﬂrrr\?." )
apked me yesterday, I'd

“If you'd i
have jumped st it,” said Devarney.
“But I can’'t play this afterncon. A
fellow’s wa.il:itgg for me.”

“You can toll him——=

“He's out of gat ™

Wharton compressed bis lips.

“T've no doubt who the fellow is and
what the matter is,” he said. “Have
you been bothering Newland into
another scrapf”

Devarney's lip curled.

“Sohe's told you?! He agreed to keep
it dark. Just what 1 might have ex-
pected of a ﬁhean?"’ . .

“Newland's told me nothing. I've
just heard somce tattle from Bunter,
who seems to have g,ntr hold of it some-
how: Is it the fackI™

“I'm not denyin' it."

“] know jolily well that Newland
never wanted another sorap” said
Harry. “You've forced this on him
gomechow,™

“ Right

“0Oh, you admit that?" ]

“Why not? said Devarney, with a
shrug of the shoulders.

“From what Bunter says Na:wi:.nd
has gone out of gﬁ»tﬂ and you're to
meet him somewhere in Friardale
Wood."

“I don’t see bow Bunter knew, unless
Newland told him,” sneered Devarney.
“Y dare say he would like acrowd of his
friends to fturn uﬁ:.' "

“Bunter probably picked up the news
at tho keyhole; Newland wouldn't be
likely to tel. him, or anybody, if he
agreed mot fo.” ;

“VYou've a high opimon of sheeneys.”

. “A higher opmi>r than I have of a
hot-headed, quarrelsome fool!” ex-
claimed Harrv Wharon, “Why the
dickens can't you let Newland ulono?”

“That's my business.”

“And vou're going’to eut football to
fight Newland 1 exclaimed the captain
of the Remov: angrily.

" Xes." ) ‘

“Then I jolly wel. think—" _

“Thanks, I'm not interested to know
what you think,” drawled Devarney,

“Porhaps you're interested to Lknow
what I think | said & quiet voice under
the elms; and the two juniors iurned
quickly as Wingate of the Bixth came

e Greyfriars captain fized hiz eyes

an Devarney. .
“1 canght what you were taying as
I came along the path,” he sai "Aa

& rule, I should take no notive of it. In-

this case, I'm bound to take rotice.

"Last week, Devarney, you went about

for days looking like a battered prize-
fighter after a scrap with o fellow in
your Form. Am I to understand that
you're planning to fight the same fellow
pgain this afternoom i e

“¥You can understand what you like”

Wingate's brow darkened.

“Youve been to echool before you
came to Greyfria-a, Devarney?"”

““Yea; Barcroft.”

“Was that the way you answered &
prefect when you were at Barerofti”

Mo reply, save a sullen stare.

“Go into the House,” said Wingate,
raising his hand. “Take two hundred
lines, Devarney, and go to yuqr'FurIn-
room &t once and write them out. You're
gated for this afterncon. If Fou go out
of agat.ea vou will ba reported to the
headmazter for a Hogging. Now go 1nto
tha House."

Devarney's evee burned with sullen
anger, Heo Eiﬂpﬁ back 2 pace, clench-
ing his handa, istance was evident
in his thoughts, junior as he was, an
facing the captain of the school., Dut
resistance was out of the question, as
ha very well koew,

“There's a fellow waitin’® for me——"'
he began,

“Lot him waibk”

KINGSTON READER WINS A
POCKET KNIFE! R. Gamage,
32, Auckland Terrace, Kingston-
on~Thames, Surrey, has won one
of this week's MAGNET pocket
knives with his joke :

ALL COD |

A fishmonger met a Irlend In the
stroot and related the [ollowing
incldent :

““*You see that *plaice’ over
there ? I took my wile to *skate !
there, but uniuckily she slipped on
her “e¢el * and I had to ® oyster * up,
Then she had to * limpet * homse, for
I was her “sole * companion.*

Don't delay, chums—have a shot
at. winning one of these fne pocket
knives.

_‘Il (LIl e TLERRA ] LR LER R LLLER LR L] lllli.
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IR REANANENE AN AR ENEE FEENREENANEN .

“He will think I'm funkin' if T don’t
come ! muttered Devarney.

“That doesn’t concern me. Go into
the House.™ .

Blowly, reluctantly Juliaa Devarney
obeyed, _ , _

Monty Newland was likely to wait
long for his adversary that afterncon in
the glade in Friardale Wood.

“i—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Nice for Quelchy !

UZZZLZLE |
B “0Oh dear " ejaculated Henry

Samuel Qualch,
There was & sound of clicking
in the Remove master’s study. Follows
who did not koow that Mr. Quelch pos-

sessed o fypewriter and disported bhim- De

self thercon in leisure hours, had some-
times wondered when they passed bis
door whether Mr, Quelch mended his

own ghoes. Heard through a clozed
door, the szound’ remarkably resembled
the tepping of a cobbler 8 hammer.

But . Quelch was not mending
shoes. - He was i.'»trq;&p:iﬂ%1 on the type-
writer, adding yet another chapter to
the * History of Greyiriars,” which had
been his constant companion for many
FORLS,

‘passed the age whon

T

The Remove wera enjoying the halk
holiday in their own way; the Re-
move wmaster was enjoying his half-holi-
day in his way. Mr. Que long
hon football had an
afapgal.__ But poring over blackletter,
w_aumdatmg. little-known facts concern-
ing the dim past of Greyfriers, and
wemmg them into & great historical
work, delighted the Form master os
much as Boceer delighted hiz Form. -

Tap, tap, tap! went the typewriter,
Buzzzzzzz went the telephone-bell, and
the tapping ceased. More than onoce
had My, Quelch regarded that wonderful
instrument, the telephone, as a doubtful
blessing. At the present moment, the
doubtfulness was, &8s Hurree Singh
woitld have =aid, terrific.

Duzzzzzrees,

Mr. Quelch sighed, and rose from his
table, and took wup the receiver. He
almozt barked into the tranamitter.

*What—"

“ Mr. Sue‘lnh  pie

“ Mr. Quelch speaking.”

“Good-afternoon, Mr, Queleh!”

Gruns [ H

"I did not quite catech that, Mr,
Quelch ! came the rather thin volce
over the wires.

{arunt!

"The telephone iz very Indistinct.
Would you mind repeating that cemark,
Mr. Quelchi®

Mr. Quelch did not repest the remark,
Grunting E?PE:EEE& his feslingz; but 1%
did not get him any *forrarder.”

“Would yon mind telling me who is
speaking 7’ he asked, in his turn, “I
am very busy this afterncon.”

“I thought you would know my voice
—Mr, Devarney speaking.”

“0Oh!*” said the Remove master, a
little mora amiably.

Mr. 'D-amrneg was the parent of one
of Mr. Queleh’s boys. Henry Samuel
Quelch, like &l schoolmaasters, liked

parents better when they wers st & dis-
tance, and not on the telephone. How-
ever, he had a spocial sympathy for
Mzc. Dau.rna?- who had onee been Mr.
Devarney o ’ngnmejr Court, in the
county of Bussex, and was now, 8o to
speak, Mr. Nobody of Nowhers, having
suffered a preat fall in fortune.

Still, sympathetic as ho was towards
a gentleman who, like Lueifer, Son of
the Morning, had fallen from a hij;‘*h

B

estate, Mr. Quelch did not like
literary work interrupted.

Good-afternoon, Mr. Devarney!
What——"

“1 am sorry to interrupt youm, Al
Queleh, if you are bua-;r—-—p"' you

(19 I mk_?!

“1 really apologize—"

Mr. Quelch breathed hard. Precioua
moments wera Ehding away, while he
listened to all this formal courtesy from
Mr. Dovarney. Mr., Quelch took tle
view of wise old Polonius, that brevity
iz the soul of wit.

':'E;HH, ves,” he said. “But what—"

5 ou can spare a moment or
i:wm—}:t

Mr. Quelch breathed harder. Already
he had spared more than a moment or
twoe. He respected Mr. Devarney, and
sympathised with him; but he wondered
whether brains had skipped & genera-
tion in the Devarney family. Julian

var was as _good a pupil as any
in Mr. Quelch’'s Form; but iia father
did not seem to have gumption enough
to come to the point when he was in-
terrupting the scanty leisure of a very
busy man.

“l shall not detain you Jong, Mr.
Quelch, if wou can spare me a few
moments,” went on the thin, high-
Ent-u:hnd voice of the former master of
evarney Court, in the county of Sussex.
*“Certainly, Mr. Devarney,” said the
Tee Micner Lmerary.—No. 1,127.



Removae master, controlling his feelirigs,
as schoolmasters must in dealing with
parents. " What is it 2" :

“1 desire to see my son this after-
noo:n, Mr. Queleh. "I beliove it i3 a
half-holiday &t the school—"

“Quite,” 2y

“Then there is no ohjection—*

" Nono.”

“ Possibly you would be kind enough
to inform Julian—*"

Why Mr. Devarney could not have
written to his son, to tell him that he
wzas coming, was a mystery to Mr.
Quelch. Why he could not have tele-
graphed if he had suddenly made up his
mind to come that day—

But he know why Mr. Devarney had
not tclegraphed. The poor gentleman
had, in these days, to count his shil-
lings. Telegrams cost money. No doubt
he was telephoning on a friend’s tele-
phone for n!:-thingl. That reflection
softened Mr. Quelch.

“Cartainly,” he answered; "I shall ke
vory pleased, Mr Devarney.” This was
& slight exaggeration; but excusable in
the eircumstances.

*You are very good, Mr. Quelch, Ii
ou will tell Julian that I shall reach
iteyfriars about half-past five—"

* Certainly,” '

“] am awara that I should have
written to my son, Mr. Quelch—"

“QOh, not at alll” .

“1 fear that I am troubling you—’

Mr. Quelch tried to say “not at all”
ggain. But he really could not; Mr.
Devarney was troubling him a lot.

“ But the fact i3, I made up my mind
only & short time age to come,” went
on Mr. Devarney. *“] have heard some
news that may mean much to us, Mr.
Quelech—to my son and myself. 1 sm
vory eager to speak to Julian about it.
%0 you will excuse me—"

“Certainly,™

A feminine voice waa heard from
somewhere. .

“ Do you want another three minutes 1"

“Thank you, no | said Mr. Devarney.
Mr. Quelch was glad to hear it.

“Good—" came the thin voice of the
old tleman, and then sudden silence.
No g:ﬂht- he had been saying good-bye,
when he, was cut off.
Mr. Queleh put up the receiver and
stepped to the window, which was open
on the sunny quad. Harry Wharton
was mmin%r towards the House, and Mr,

¥

Quelch ecalled to him,
“Wharton |*
The ]i]uniur came u]getn the window.
“Wi ou find varney, of your

Forin, Wharton, and tell him that his
father will be here this afterncon at
Im]f—gast ﬁv?j,*’ eaid Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir,” said Harry.

“Thank lym.l, Wharton.” .

Mr. Quelch turned back to his table,
and sat down at the typewriter. Tap,
tap, tap, tap! proceeded merrily from
the mochine, as the Remove master re-
sumed his literary labours, Once more
the “ History of Ereyfrinra” was under
way; and once more any fellow passing
the study door might have fancied that
Mr, Quelch was mending his own shoes.

o E—

THE FIFTH CHAFTER:
Let O,

1 EVARNEY! %You ass!™
D Julian Devarney turned sud-
denly from the -H‘arm-mmut
window,
¥Wharton stood in the doorway of the
Remove-room. Devarney scowled af
him across the desks, -
“You ass!” repeated Wharton angrily.
“You were going out of that window.”
“Any business of yours?” sneered
Devarney., ;
“You'ra detoined by the head pre-
Tee Maicrker Lmrary.—No. 1,127,

fect,” said Harry, "It will be & Hog-
gng if vou break detention.”

“ That needn’t worry you.”

* Look here—"

“0h, mind your own bizney!” ex-
claimed Devarncy impatiently. “I'm
oing to Friardale Wood, where MNew-
and is waitin' for me. Do you think
I'm going to let & Jew think that I funk
turnin’ up

“You can explain to him afterwards
that you were detained.”

“ 1 don't choose to explain anythin’ to
a Jew.™

*Oh, don't be a aillg asa|” exclaimed
Wharton irritably. Az & matter of
fact, you wouldn't get clear. Wingaie's
in the guad.”

“I'm chanein® it.”

“I came hera fo
from Quelch,” said

“ Bother Quelch !

“Your father—*

“What about my father?” asked Pe-
varney, with a change in his manner.

“QOnly he's coming to the school this
afternoon, and will qm here at half-past
five. I think yvou’re rather lucky not to
have a disfigured face to show himn
when he comes,™ said Harey, T If you'd
had your serap with Nowland —*

"I've heard nothin® of this,” said
Devarney. 1 had a letter [rom my
father festerday, and he said nothin’
about comin® here to-day.”

“He may have phoned to Quelch.
Anvhow, that's the message.”

Devarney came away %mm the win-
dow. The news that hia father was
coming down to Greyfriara had
evidently made a change in his inten-
tions. Although, in his arrogance, he
had Jittle doubt that he would defeat
the “sheency,” in spite of the result of
the previeuz encounter, hé was well
aware that he could not hope to come
off unseathed. And certainly he did not
want to show hia father & countenance
battered and bruised. There wers still
signs on his handsome face of the last
combat, though 1t was more than =a
week old. A black eye or a swollen
nosa was not an adornment that he
desired to meet Mr. Devarney’s gaze.

He threw himself sullenly down at
hia desk,

“You're staying in?" asked Harry.

It was no affair of his, perhaps, if the
wilful fellow landed himself in serious
trouble; but he could not help feeling
a little concerned for him. Devarney's
fall from a high fortune could not have
failed to be a severa shock to him, and

ive you a message
arry.

it accounted for much of his wayward

and bitter temper. ‘
“"Yea, if my pater's comin
Devarney.

“May as well get your lines done if
you're staying in,” suggested Wharton
mildly.

“Hang the lines!”

“Wingate will ask you for them—'

“Haong Wingate I

*“ Have o little sense, Devarney. You
don’t want to be getling six from a
Pre;fect’a cane when your pater blows

1n.

“Bomethin® 1n that!”  admitted
Devarney reluetantly. *1 suppose I'd
better get the impot done.” .

Harry Wharton left the Form-room, a
thoughtful expression on his face. It
was getting towards time for the game
now, and Wharton, ns skipper of the
Remove eleven, had the mateh with the
Fourth to think of. But he was think-
ing of the sullen, discontented Junior
detained in the Form-room that bright
anturmn  oafternoon, and wondering  if
anything eould be done for him., And
when he reached the guadrangle b was
Wingata of the Sixth that Wharton
looked for. ,

Devarney, with & puckered and angry

1" growled

]
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brow, sat at his desx 1n the Form-room
drearily transcribing Virgil. More than
once his glance wsmgmd to the window,
and he was tempted to take his chance
of getting away. Undoubtedly ho
would hava risked it, but for the fact
that his father was coming to Grey-
friars that afternoon,

Hot-headed and passionate s he was
ho realised that a fight with Newland
wag oub of the questiom, in the circum-
stances, Though hia thoughts turned
bitterly to the junior now waiting for
him in Friardale Wood, he was, at the
bottom of his heart, glad that he had
been saved from facing his father with
the signs of a fierce Ezht on his visage.
. That Newland might think that he
had "funked " the meeting, on eecond
thoughts, was a bitter reflection to him.
But that, after all, was only temporary
—after his father was gone he would
spon prove to the obnoxious “sheeney *
that he was no funk,

His pen travelled slowly over the
paper.

There was a step in the doorway, and
Devarney glanced round. It was Win.
gate of the Sixth who entered,

The Greyfriars eaptain came across to
the desls,

Devarney oyed him sullenly.

‘Look here, you young sweep,” raid
Wingate, “take that scowl off your face,
to begin with. Now, Wharton tells me
that ybu'd be playing in the junior
Form match this afterncon if you
weran't detained here ™

“1 suppose so, as I'm gated,” said
Devarney. *“If can’t go out of
gates—"

“That's settled; you can’t. Well, if
you're wanted in a football mateh, and
keen to play, you can cut,” said Win-
gate. " Mind, you don’t go out of the
school preecinets. You give me your
waord on that.”

“Yes,” gaid Devarney.

“Then you can chuck that impoet and
clear,” said the Greyfriars captain. I
dare say a gama of footer will do you
more good .than an impot. Cut off 1

Devarney was only too glla& to cut off.
His face was bright as he left the Form-
room.

He hurried to the changing-room,

“Halle, hallo, hallel 1 hear o
playing this afternoon, kid!" Bob
Cherry greeted him.,

“I've just heard it, too!" s=aid

Devarney, smiling. “I’m jolly glad of
the chanes.®

"Food man!™ seid Eu'!a, rather sur-
prised by the emiling pood-humour in a
face that was generally sullen and dis.
contented.

“Oh, here you are, Devarneyl” said
Wharton. uck up and change—it's
time we got on the ground."

“1 won't keep you waiting.”

Devarney changed quickly enough. Heo
spoka to tho ecaptain of the Remave
Eg?[_‘;n as they wont down to the football

eld.

“You got me off detentiont™ he said.

“¥es; I put it to Wingate, You'll
find Wingate a jolly good fellow, when

you dnow him better,” said Harry.

“Auch obliged,” said Devarney. *It
was very kind of you! I don't sce why
you should do me 2 good turn—"

“1 don't see why I shouldn™t.”

Devarney laughed.

“Well, I'll try to put
game,” he said. . ,

“1 dare say youw'll find it more enjoy-
able than ecrapping with Newland,”

up o pood

anid Harry, with a smile. “1 wish you
would call that off, Devarney. Monty
would be willing te drop it, if you

would.”
Pevarney made no reply to that,
Wharton did not pursue the subject.
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““Let that cake alone !* roared " Frank Nugent, rapping
Bunter's knuckles with the handle of a knife. . “ Yarooooh | ™
roared Bunter, and glared at flve grinning faces through his
““I say, you fag?ws, iIT s;uu’ra going to be
“We are ! *

big speciacles.
mean about that cake——"*

Football claimed his attention now, and
the match with the Fourth was soon
going hot and strong.

e B

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Btrange Meeling !

QOTSTEPS, running  swiftly,
pounded with a soft patter on
the grassy footpath in the wood.

Monty Newland laid down the
book he was reading.

The Bemove fellow was wailing-—and
ha had waited long. Prompt at half-
past threa, Monty Newland lad reached
the place of appointment, under the Lig
cak in Friardale Wood. He had ox-

ected to have to wait a while for

evarney. Dut his wait was much
longer than he had anticipated.

As Devarney had insisted upon kecp-
ing the meecting secret, 1t had been
scttled that the two juniors should
leave the school at different times, and
procced separately to the rendezvous.
Newland hod been on time; he was
punctusl by habit.

When Devarney failed to arrive, it
did not occur to him—as the new fellow
unecasily suspected—that his adversary
wasg “;[unkin%." the meeting. Fe tool it
for granted that somcthing had delayed
him, and having brought a book with
him, Newland secttled down in a com-
fortable position in the grass, with his
back to the big ocak, to read,

Ha was not in the least keen on an-
other fight with the disgruntled junior:
and did not care in thoe least whether
Devarney turned up or not, Ho had

(See Chapter 8.)

brought a “Holiday Annual ™ under his
arm, and he found it much better com-
pany than Devarney would have been.

Deep in the book, Newland hardly
noticed the passage of time. It waa a
half-holiday, and his tirne was his own;
and he had an interesting book, and it
was very pleasant in the deep wood,
under the branches of the oak, with the
sun glimmering down through the
foliage.

An hour passed, and still Devarney
had not arrived, and Newland wasz still
leaning on the oak trunk, his volume
perched on his knees, reading. It was
not till five o'clock came climing faintly
from the village in the distance that
Monty realised how long he had been
waiting. Something, evidently, had hap-
pened, not merely to keep Devarney
late, but to prevent hin from coming
to the mecting-place at all,

1t did not matter in tho least to New.
land:; in [act, he was rather pleased
than oltherwize. He went on reading,
glad that he was not likely now to be
interrupted. 3 3

"Then catpe the interruption. Rutning
feet on the footpath warned him that
someone was coming in haste,

Newland made a grimace, and laid his
book in the grass. He concluded that
Dicvarney had comme, after all, to keep
the appointment, after his long and un-
aceountable delay. Monty would have
preferred, certainly, to go on with the
“Ioliday Awnual ; but he was ready
to keep his engagement if his adversary
had arrived.

The thick trunk of the oak was be-
tween him and the footpath; and he had
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his back to it, so he could not see the
new arrivel. He rose to his feet in the
grass, and looked round the big tree,
expecting to see Julian Devarney stand-
ing in the path. The footstcps had
halted.

Then he gove e start. It was not
Devarney who stood on the footpath, It
was not a boy at all, but 8 man; and a
man whom Newland cerfainly did not
desire to meet alone on a solitary foot-
path in the heart of o wood.

Instead of stepping out into the path
MNewland receded behind the oak again,
peering round the trunk rather curiously
at tho stranger.

The man had not seen him.

He had arrived from the dircction of
the village at a rapid run; his spas-
niodio breathing showed how fast he had
hurried. Now ?:e had atnpﬁ:ed, and was
staring back the way he had come.

Obviously, he was in expectation of
someone following bim, and was wail
e for that someone to come up.

Ho was a roughly-dressed man, with
a stubbly beard, & dirty neckeloth, and
an aroma of spirits that reached the
junior behind the tree, His back was
partly turned to Newland, who could
seo only & part of his profile; but he
could sce enough to warn him that the
man was o hard character. That he
was & tramp was obvious, and that he
was & particularly hard specimen was
also e¢lear.  Newland had not the
slightest doubt of what would happen
if the ruffanly-looking fellow cama
upon & well-dressed and wealthy schoel-
boy in & lenely wood. Tha schoolboy

Tue Magxgr Liprany.—No. 1,121,



10

#as likely to part with what wealth he
kad about him, and to be roughly
handled unless he gave it up promptly.
Newland was a sturdy fellow, and an
uncommonly good boxer, but he had no
desire for a tussle with a hefty tramp,
and he remained behind the oak,
making no sound.
. Why the man was there, and what his
intentions were, puzzled the junior for
pome minuvtes, But the man's attitude
ghowed that he was weiting and watch-
ing, and the expression on his face, so
far as Newlsnd could see it, was evil
and savage. The footpath was used as
8 short cut from the village, leading
Aoto the broader path that ran from
the Pegg road to Friardale Lane. A
f»nssengeg who had arrived at the wvil-
epe station might take it as & short cut
to the school. Newland, sfter a few
moments” thought, guessed that the
ruffian had secn some passenger start-
ing on the ?at-h,_ and had cut shead to
lie in wait for him in the wogd. That
could only mean an intended robbery,
ﬁ;‘ﬂh&bly with violence. Newland felt
s heart beating faster. It could not
be the belated Devarney who was
coming; he would come from the oppo-
site direction—that of Greyfriars. It
was in the direction of the wvillage that
the panting ruffian was staring. Some
man from Friardale, or some pazzenger
who had come down by train, was the
intended victim, that was cléar,

Newland waited, keeping carefully in
the cover of the oak trunk. He could
ensily have retreated from the spot,
stealing away through the bushes and

hles, undiscovered. But the
thought of some unsuspicious man walk-
ing into & trap held him to the spot,
Little as he liked the prespect of an
encounter with that hefty ruffien, the
Greyfriars junior had no ides of allow-
g o scene of violence to be enacted
under his eyes without intervening. He
did not think of retreating, but he
loocked round for some weapon to use
in of need. With his pocket-knife,
swiltly and silently, he cut a stick from
the thicket, close at hand.

The panting breathing of the man on
the fooipathk calmed ‘as the minutes
g:sad and he recovered hia breath.

eral times Newland peered round
the oak, but the man’s position had not
changed. Ho stoed in & hali-erouchin
attitude, staring back the way he ha
come, his look strangely like that of
& wild animal weatching for its prey. It
carne into Newland's mind that the
man's object was not merely robbery,
but that it was some personal encmy
for whom he was lying in wait,

There was a sound of footsteps on the
path at last, coming from the direction
of the village.

The winding path hid the neweomer
for some minutes after his footsteps
were heard. But he came in sight at
lost, emerging into view ouly & fow
yords from the man who stood erouch-
1og in the shadow of the big oak.
Newland’s improvised ecndgel was
ready now, and gripped 1t in his
hand, watching from belind the tree,
He barely repressed an exclamation us
he saw who the noweomer was, e had
seen that tall, thin gentleman once
before, on the Grst day of the now term
at Greylriars, and knew that he was
Mr. Devarney, the [ather of his encmy
in the Remove.

There was' & sudden movement, rnd
the ruffan leaped into the middle of the
path, confronting the tall gentleman.

Mr. Devarney stopped abruptly.

The hard, evil face of the tramp was
fmrsiy gloating in its expression aa he
bxed hiz eycs on the startled man.
Tus Macxer Lienary,.—No, 1,127,
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“Got you at last, Dandy!” he
breathed exultantly.

Mr. Devarney atared at him in amaze-
ment.

“Whatt What?' he ejaculated.
“What do you mean? Who are you?
What do you wanti"

“¥You forgotten me, Dandy ?"” grinned
the ruffian,

It

Newland. listened, sapellbound.
seemed that this disreputable ruffian
knew Devarney’s father. He addressed
My, Devarney of Devarney Court as an
old acquaintance, by a nickname,

But Mr.  Devarney seemed a3
astonished a3 Newiand, Ha stared
blankly at the grinning, evil face.

“1 do pot know you,” he said, *I've
never scdn you hefore. Kindly step out
of my way and let me pass, whoever
you are.”’

The ruffian chuckled hoarsely.

“You g!asmg A New gama nDow,
Dandy?’ he asked, "Crimes! You ook
a bit diffcrent. But I know you—I'd
know that beak anywhers,”

Mr. Devarney flushed with anger.
He had a rather thin, prominent nose,
with a most aristoeratic curve. It was
quite a distinguished nose, and certainly
easily recognisabla,

“How dare you stop me? How dare
you address me?*” exclaimed the old
gentleman, his voice trembling with
anger.

“You lock older,”” said the ruffian,
scanning him, “Make-up, 1 dessay.
You was always a clever hand at that,
Dandy.”

“I presume that you mistake me for
Emmmua elss,”” smald Mr. Devarney

au

%?.iiy.
“Come offt You sin't forgotten

George, you ain't—not your old pal
George Ledpey.” ’

“I have never heard the name
before.”

“You reckon you'll get eway with
that 1" jeered the ruffian. * T{uink I
don’t know joui"

“My nome is Dovarney—-"~

“Don't I know it?" grinned Ledgey.
“1 know your name's Devarney, old
covey, though you was always  called
Dandy 1n the gang.”

“You are making some strange mis-
take, my man,” said Mr, Devarncy, “I
have certainly never seen you before,
and 1 bave assuredly never had such
& nichname as the one you mention.
Please stand out of my way !

“Not hall?’ said Ledgey. " Why,
I've been locking for you for years
When I came out of tﬁa stone jug I
looked for you, first thing. DBut you'd
disappeared. None of the gang knew
where you was, or what had become of
you. When I spotted you this after-
noon you could have knocked me down
with & feathcr. I've been waiting for
ithiz chance a long time, Dandy.”

“I tell you that you ave mistaken, and
that you mistake me for some other
porson.”

“And I tell you I don't!” =aid
Ledgey, watching him savagely. * This
‘cre 13 the chance I’ve been waiting for,
Dandy, You've changed & Ekit, and you
look older, but I know you all right.”

" Will you let me pasa?”’

“ Not hkely! What's your game down
hera, Dandy? What lay are you on
now? Yoo wasn't one for the country
in the old days.”

*I command you to stand out of my
way 1" said Mr. Devarney. “If your
object is robbery, I warn you that 1
shall resist; and I may add that I have
very little of value about me.”

“That'd e a change from the old
days, Dandy, that would!” grioned

b

j];ﬁltg%vied.““fnu generally was pretty

Well, I'm going to ’sve
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what you've got about you, and I reckon
it will be worth having. And I'm going
to pive you what you asked for three
years ago, when you double-crossed me
on Dartmoor,'?

“I have never been on Dartmoor In
my life!"” said the perplexed old gentle-
man,

“Not in the stone jug " sald Ledgery,
with savage banter. “Not on a fve
years® streteh 7°
~ “If you mean prison, you must be
insane to supggest such a thing, I
repeat ihat you are making some
strange mistake—1""

“¥ou wasn’t in the stone jug, along
with me?’' grinned Ledgey. " You
didn’t fix it with me to hansie a warder
and make o belt for it? You didn't
leave me struggling with him and get
away on your own, you double-crossing
scum? I got an extra year for that,
and you got loose. Now you're going
to pay for it |

“¥ou must be mad!"” exclaimed Mr,
Devarney, in astonishment and horror.
“How dare you sugpest—"

“Oh, come off 7 snarled Ledgey., *1
know you, Dandy, and you ain’t g&tting
away this time. When I'm done wit
you there won't be much left for the
police to pick up and take back to the
convict prison,’

. “Btand  back!™
Devarney, in alar

ularm, as the rufffian ad-
vanced upon him. *I tell you——  Oh,
hetp, help 1*

he ex-conviet leaped on him like &
tiger.

exclaimed Mr.

'lll‘h\—r

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Nowlaud 1o the Rescue !

QHTY NEWLAND had
M listened, speilbound with
astonishment, watching that
strange scens from behind the

old onk-free,

That the ex-conviet of Dartmoor wos
making some extrpordinary mistake, he
had no doubt.

Yet tho man knew that the old gentle-
man's name was Devarney, and
appatrecnily recognised him E)_r his
features.

That Mr, Devarney of Devarney
Court, father of the supcrcilious new
fellow in the Greyiriars Remove, could
ever have been an associate of criminals,
and an inmate of 8 conviet prison, Wwak
impossible, indeed ludicrous, to imagine.
Vet the man Ledgey obviously had ne
doubt on the subjeet, and he was gloat-
ing on his vengeance on the man who
had " double-crossed ™ him. It was evi-
dent that some other man, of similar
appearance, and benrinﬁ the =ame
name, was the “"Dandy ™ for whom
Ledgey took this harmless old gentle.
man. That in itself was strange enough,
for the neme was uncommon, and the
locks of the Devarneys not by any
mcans of o common type.

How the strange scene would end,
MNewland could not guess—till it ended
siddenly with Ledgey's tiger-like spring
at Mr. Devarney. ;

Then the Greyfriars junior woke to
acklom.

Mr. Devarney simply erumpled up in
the gasp of Ledgey. He resisted with all
his strengih, but his strength was =as
nothing compared with that of the ex-
CONYICE.

A moment of struggle, and the old
pentleman was hurietf to the earth, and
Ledgey bent over him, his evil face in-
flamed. with ferocity and haired. A
brawny fist was raised to be dashed into
the defenceless face that stared up
dizzily.

But before that brutal blow could fall,
Mi:rm% Newland was on the scene, his
cudgel in his hand, raised to strike.

(Continued on page 12.)



Here's No. 4 of Our Brilliant New Series of Flying Articles .
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"LEARNING 75 FLY/

The ingenuity and pluck shown by balloon experimenters in the early days has made

the airship what it is to-day,

In this article our contributor gives you an insight of the

troubles with which these daredevils had to contend,

Phick and Perseverance,

BOUT the last thing any sane fellow would think of
taking ‘with him in the basket of a balloon is fre.
Yot that is what was done with tho {irst man-carrying

balloons |
There was no other known means of raiging the early, quoer-
looking aerial * aa * for hydrogon wasn't evailable.
Thege people who went up in experimental balloons cared na
little for their own lives as do the acroplane enthusiasts of to-day.
And because of their plick and amazing perseverance, we now

have encrmous airghips iike the Zeppelins and the British monasters
known ps R100 and K101
The flying men, who have wonderful charta of air-gurrents,

and to whom the skies are almost an open book, owe o tremendous

ges that eould be used to inflats balloons, and shortly afterwards
first hydrogen-fillod saussge went up-—1£,000 feot, and
travelled for half an hour.

No more men went up in company with wood-stoked furnaoes.
Hydrogen was harnessed, end for many years did duby. It is
the lightest gas known, but terribly inflammable. Bo now they
mix with it snother light gas, called holium, the mixture being

non-inAammable.
Pioneers of Flight.

ORE than twenty years befors the firet real airshi

M was made, two mon named Glaisher and Coxwe
wont up seven miles in a batloon. They were all but
paralysed with cold at that iMimense hﬂﬁ‘h and the

lot, too, to the balloonists' who wobbled aboub precariou air was so very thin they could soarcely breathe. One of them
wh'mw?r the wind blew them and who ! e f became unconscious, and the other just
were naver sure of coming down egain managed to get & geip with his testh
once their oraft had wobbled up. o on tho rope controlled the valve,
. : Desperately he tugged at it—the

A Curious Cargo. - A valve op et down they cam

HE Montgolfier brothers did ATV 1] G ionoers o , if ever man ry

some very olever tricks with ey ..""/ / ( { _ (»f T hat name | L ]

T their first paper balloon, whish 22 ﬁﬂgﬂ.’/ﬂ M / 11 jﬂﬂ i Wi : The firet, zoal mﬂhg- built éﬂ 113'2
went up a mile (without pas- A My AN ir 1AL j!:-r"',i'ﬁ"-‘g-' and shaped like a + Was ?mt
of course), and came down tog 1! -..,:;-.,!E.;isi-,;‘ I e foet long, and was steered by hond.

again after ton —mmoutes—bocause the 1
pir ingide bPecame 100 eold to support
it any longer. A few months later, in
1783, made a balloon of linen
covered with paper; attached o car to it
and sent i up with posseogers—s .
sheep, . & chickon, and & duck! That
strange varge waa in the air for eight
minutes, and everything worked 2o
well that the following month a fellow
waa found who was willing to risk his
life in a balloon basket.

But the balleon in this case was tied
to B rope, and ita ascent waa limited to
one hundred feet. The daring aeronout
had four minutes up there, and down he
came again |

Then the Montgolfiers built o larger
balioon, and two Fronchimen determined
to go up in it over FParis. Coal.

an filled the * sausage," but it bogan to cool teo quickiy. The
loon looked like crashing, so tho men in the basket starbod
their furnace.

Heating the Gas!

ITH bundles of waod, brought speeially for that puor-

W poae, the pair stoked their fire, thus filling the gas-

bag with lr}mb air and smolte.” That saved s crash,

and the Hight, lasting five minutes, ended wvery
guccessinlly.

Apart from the fact that the balloon eaught fire here and there
—pon account of the bluzing furnace attached to the bashket !
—nothing particularly exciting happeoed. Just thiok of it !
Enowing how likely it was the lob would blaze up, the atvonauts
took with them web sponges, o dab at the fabrie as tongues of
firs licked into it!

As a matter of fact, it was alight in several places whon they
landed, That was cnough to drive inventora searching for a

Ona of the Arat to use a petrol motor in an
airghip was a French
great exciternent when he

oars | Nearly s.wcnt{ veara after, &
Frenchmean took up & balloon, one hun.
drod and thirty foet long, fitted with
winged propellers and a three-horse-
power steam engine. That did quite
wall whilst it lasted. Imdeed, it might
have dope big things had it not burat
one day whilst descending.

Great Excitement.

- ANY expariments followed,
until &t last the frst
Zeppelin  waa  produced.

our hundred feet long, 16
had & screw propeller and two eix-
teen-horse-power engines, and proved
quite manageable when o descent was
made down to water, The same year,
Santoz-Dumont, & Frenchman, won
a £4,000 prize with his wonderfully
suscessful cipar.shaped airship, And thus the present astons
ishing mastery of the sir waa slowly b-aing avolved.

Santos-Dumont was one of the very first to use o pefrol
motor in this way, and great wos the world'a exeitement when
ono day, i & small airship, he flew round the Riffel Tower and
all over Paris ! ,

The great success of our modern airships is all the more re-
mmka-b%e when you koow how the balloon—ol which tha air-
ghip is & development—has been slowly evolved of experiments
first rande by the brothors Montgoliior, whom we have n!m@y
mentioned, with papor bags in their father's {actory. Being'a
p manufaeturer, there waa plenty of free moterial with
which the brothors, his sons, could make little balloons. They
made them—big paper bags inte which they allowed hot air
and smoke to rush from ‘ires made of ahﬂgpad gtraw. AE 800D
as the baga wore filled, up they rushed, and 80 wos invented the

firat hot-air ball )
Ce Tee Mioser Lisaany.—No. 1,127
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MONTY NEWLAND’S ENEMY!

[Centinued from page 10.)

Crash!

The blow landed on the ruffian’s head,
teking him completely by surprise,

There was a gasping howl from
Ledgey, and he. pilched sideways,
falling in the grass beside his victim,

“Help, help!” Mr., Devarney was
panting [eebly.

Newland did not heed him for the
moment. The hecavy blow had dazed
the ex-convict, but he was already
scrambling up, with murderous rage in
hiz evi] face. Once he got on his feet,
Newland’'s chances were slim indeed,
But the Greyfriara junier was swilt,
and ready. gey was on his knees,
when the cudgel crashed on hia head
agein, and he rolled in the grass, half
stunned.

Mr. Dovarney rose to his feet, shaking
in every limb.,

“Good gad !" he was gaspin%. “Thae
man must be mad! Good gad!™

Lﬂdgﬂ;, hard hit az he +was, was
scrambling up aggin, It was no time to
stand on ecremony, and Nowland aimed
another blow at the ruffian's hcad.
Ledgey received it almost without heed-
ing, and the next moment his grasp
fastoned on the Hemove junior,

The strength of tho ruffian  was
terrible. Bturdy as he was, Monty New-
land was torn from his feet, and

whirled over, and erushed down to the
earth. The cudgel Aew from his hang,
and he was fighting wildly and furicusly
with his fists, while savage blows rained
on him.

Mr. Devarney gazed at tho scene for
a reoinent, as if paralysed by horror, and
then he made & movement to help the
schoolboy. He stumbled over the
cudgel that had dropped in the grass,
Swiftly be caught it up and, with all his
strength, brought it down on the head
-I:-f tﬂm rufian whe was hammering New-
g,

There was a faint groan from George

edgey,'and he toppled over and lay
still 1n the grass. This time he was
sttnned ; the blow would almost have
stunned an ox. The force of it cracked
the stick in two,

Me. Devarncy panted.

He reeled against the oak, -overcomae
E?' the exertion and excitement. Monty
Newland sat up dizzily.

e had only been a few moments in
the ruffian’s hands, but the rain of
savage blows had told severely on him,

Mr. Devarncy, looking at him,
uttered en exclamation of iﬂrrur. Thao
schoolboy’s face was streaming with
blood.

“My dear boy! You are hurt—it nas
brave of you to come to my help—you
are hurt!™ he gasped incohcrently.

He gave the junior a hand up. Now-
land staggered to his feet, and stood un-
stcadily. His hand went to his faee,
and camas away red.

“Oh!” he gasped. "It—it's all right.
Only my nose—and—and lip! Oh, m
hat ! He dabbed his eot and bruyise
faca with his handkerchief, “It's all
right, Mr. Devarney !

e gave tho fallen ruffian a quick
look. George Ledgey was still un-
conscious, but he was mumbling and
ghrnn%l ‘He had been stunned, but hia
insensibility was not likely to last ]nng.

“We'd better pet out of this, =irl™
said Newland.

“Yes, yea!" The old gentleman was
hopelessly perplexcd nngﬂcmlfused by
the startling occurrence, and it was the
cool-headed schoolboy whoe tock the
lead. “Yes, yes! But—you——~

“This way, sir ! said Newland.

He caught Mr. Devarney's arm, and
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pulled him towards - the bushes that
bordered the grassy footpath.

“"But—1 am going to Greyfriars!"
stammered Mr, Devarney. " That is not
the way to the school, my boy. The
path—"

“I know every inch of the wood, sir,”
said Newland. “We can cut through—
and give that brute the slip if he folipws
us. He will have us if we go along the
path—he will be up in a minute or
two—-="

Mr. Devarney shuddered.

" Yes, yes, go on !

Ti‘inwim:id fed him into the Emnd. The
o gentleman, panting and gasping,
and still shaking from head to fﬂntﬁvi&
teemulons excitement, followed him,

They vanished into the thickness of
the woaod.

It was well for Mr. Devarncy, and
well for himself, that Monty Newland
knew Friardale Wood from end to end.
The Greyfriars Scouts had many o run
there, and Monty was one of the keenost
of tha Scoubls.

Before they had covered a hundred
vards, they heard a voice raised behind
them—the voice of Ledgey, swearing
horribly, Evidently the ruffian had como
to his senses,

The sound of hurried footsteps told
that the ex-conviet was running along
the path, in purseit of his vietim.

The footsteps died away along the
footpath.

Newland grinned faintly.

“He's gone, sir,” he said, in a low
voree, ““He fancied we'd followed the
path. Wo shall have to go o long way
round to kee? clear of him.”

“"Yes, ves,"” said Mr. Devarnoy.

He gave himself up to the schoolboy's
guidance. By scarcely-marked paths,
Mewland led him on a wide detour
through the woed, and they came out at
last in Friardale Lane, at a short
distance from the school. They had seen
and heard nothing more of the ex-
convict, who was doubtless still search-
ing the paths in the wood for them.

At the sight of tho grey old tower
rising over the tree-tops, Mre. Devarney
breathed more frecly.

He stopped in the road to recover his
breath; the exertion and excitement had
shaken lum wup terribly. Newland
stopped, &lso, and waited for ham,
wiping the blood from his face as he
waited.

Mr. Devarney had now recovered
something of his wsual frigid dignity
of manner.

“ A moest extraordinary occurrence,” ha
said. “Very extraordinary indeed. It
WwWas very courageous, my boy, to como
to my help as you did.”

“ Mot at all, sir,” said Newland, still
dabbing. )

“1am afrard you are hurt.”

“Only a few euts,” said Monty. “The
brute had a fist like a knuckle-duster.
It's all right™

“It was very fortunate for me that
vou happencd to be on the spot,” said
Mr. Devarncey. “Were vou taking a
walk in the wood 7"

“1'd been reading a book under the
oak-tree, sir,” answercd Monty, wonder-
ing what Mr. Devarney would have
thought had he known why the school-
boy had been at that particular spot at
that particular time, Certainly Newland
had no intention of telling him.

*The man secmed to fancy that he
recognised me, ps—as some person he
had known,” said MMr, Dﬁvarnui. “"Yery
extraordinary indeed. Burely he might
have known by my appearance that [

_was no such person as the individual

he called the Dandy.”

Newland smiled.  Assuredly the lofty
and dignified Mr. Devarney had no
appearance of having ever been an
pssociate of such & man as George
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Ledgey,  The ex-convict's mistake was
as puzzling to the junior as it evidently
wt]h; to Mr. Duncombe Devarney him-
SCIT. .

“Very extraurdina?r, said the old
gentlemen again. “I am very much
Phhgﬁd to you, my boy—very grateful
indeed.™

“Not at all, g

“¥ou are & brave lad, a very brave
lad,’” said Mr. Devarney. “ After your
gallant conduet, my boy, I shall not
readily believe that the youth of Eng-
land have deteriorated. Onee mare [
thank you from the bottom of my
neart.”

And Mr. Devarney, shaking hands
very warmly with Newland, proceeded
with slightly unsteady steps in
direction of the school.

¥

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Cake for Bunter,

& OAL 1™
G “Well kicked, sir(™
There was & crowd of Re-

move men roend the foot-
ball feld, and they roarcd as the leather
went into the IFourth Form net.

‘The roar sounded very pleasant in
the ears of Julian Devarney.

“Good man!" called out Harry
Wharton,

Luck had not been, as vsual, with the
Remove, in that match with Temple,
Dabney & Co., of the Fourth.,

The best players of the Remove were
standing out to give the smaller {ry
a chance, and as the game progressed
the capinin of the Remove began io
doubt whether he had rather overdone
it in the way of weakening the team,

Temple, Dabney & Co. wero in rather
unusually good [orm. Cecil Reginald
Temple was ambitious to begin the
foothall season with a victory over his
old rivals. For onco, he had got his
men and himsell Dito something like
shape. With the Fourth-Formers in
unusually good form, and the Remove
beam & very long way from full strength,
fortune smiled on Cecil Regineld, Fry
of the Fcurth had taken the first goal
of the metch, and it was the only goal
taken in the first half. In the serond
half Harry Wharton equalised, with
only five minutes to go. It looked like
o draw, at the best.

Almost on  the stroke of time
Devearney put the ball in, beating the
Fourth Form goalie to the wide,

It was a win after all, but it had been
8 ¢lose thing. There were loud cheers
for the winning goal. And it was a
zood goal, too, for the Fourth Form
defence was sound, and Devarney had
kicked with three men almost hanging
on him, and brought it off.

Wharton clapped him on the shoulder
as the foctballers walked off the field.

“Good man'!” he’ repeated. “Yom
learned how to play fcoter at Bsreroft,
Devarney.”

“Not so bad, you think?" 2aid De-

varney, with a smile.

“Tt was fjn:;:-H good.” _
“ A lot of luck about a goal like that™
“ Nothing of the kind—it was sheer

good play,” said Harry. * After this
ou'll get & show in the Remove eleven
or the fixtures."

“I'd be jolly glad.”

In the changing-room, after the mateh,
Devarney's face was very bright; he
was scarcely recognisable as the sullen-
faced fellow whose lofty manners had
the cffect of putting most backs up.
“2wank ¥ and “side” were considered,
in the Remove, to be hiz chief faults;
but it was to be obsorved, so far as
football was concerned, that there was
no side about him. He had played a
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good game, as good as any man in the
team, and he had kicked the winning
goal under great difficulties, but he was
absolutely modest on the subject. In
the changing-room some of the fellows
thought that he might have been a very
pleasant fellow, if he could have for-
gotten for a while that he was s De-
varney of Devarney Court.

Wharton was the only member of the
Famous Five who had played in the
match, the others having looked on, to
cheer the lesser lights with the en-
coursgement of their presence. All the
Co. congratulated Devarney on his por-
formance, and were rather surprisod by
the mudest;; with which he recerved their
“ gratters.?

‘Mot a bad chap, after all,” remarked
Bob Cherry, whon Julian left the

chnnging-mum. “A sporteman, any-
ow."”

“The sportfulness is terrific,” agreed

il
7

“Zhut the door after vou™

I haven't come to tea,” said Bunter,
with dignity. “I've tea'd with Toddy.
aStill, if vou want me—"

“The answer is in the esteemed
ncgﬁtwe, my fat and preposterous Bun-

¥

“0Oh, really, Inky—"

“Let that cake alone!” roared Frank
Htlizgcant. rapping & set of fat knuclkles
with the handle of a knifa,

“Yaroogh "

Dunter sucked his knuckles, and glared
at five grinning faces through his big
spectacles.

“I sav, you fellows, if you're going
to be mean aobout that cake—""

(u :
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the last man in the world, in their
estimation, to enter into so undignified
A thing as & "scrap.”

“It's true!” howled Bunter,
saw him coming In with that stuck-up
aza, Devarney—end he's jawing to
Queleh about it now—asking him te
telephone to the police station. He's
had a fight with a tramp.”

“Draw it mild!” supeested Bob
Cherry.
_“Yon can go and see for yourselves,
if you look over the banisters,” asserted
Bunter. “fio and take a_squint at him
—he's worth lookiog at. His nose has &
list to port.”

“*Ha, ha, ha "

T jusk

B
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% A genileman going to Greyiriars was atiacked In the wood this atternoon,”” sald Monty Newland. ** You don*isayse 1™

exclaimed Mr. ToZer,

“But Ido ! " said Newland. He pointed to Ledgey.

“ And that’s the brute w

attacked him ! "

Mr. Tozer jumped, and Ledgey gave the junior an evil ook, {See Chapter 10.)

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The
gwelled-headinlness is a little prepos-
terous, but otherwisefully the estecmed
Devarney ia an absurd sportsman.”

Harry Wharton & Co. went to Study
No. 1 to tea. They did not expect to
find Devarney there; he was so seldom
in the study at tea-time. Fellows in
the Remove who were short of funds
generally tea'd in Hall, and Julian
Devarney was well known fo be short
of funda. He was not the kind of fellow
to “touch ' other fellows lor his tea, so
he pencrally went into Hall,

Az n rule ho was not missed from his
study, but on the present occasion all
the members of the famous Co. would
have heen glad to see lhun ltl.m:.'ﬂ. 'I'h:j:
discove that he could play a goo
gamo rgf football had considerably
raised him in their estimation.

“1 say, you fellows!™

Billy Bunter blinked into the study,
on the cheery tea-party, with a fat grin
on his faco, ] o

" Buzz off, Tunter !" said five volces in
Hn1s0mn,

#0hb, really, you fellows—"

i8%

“We are!

“We itV

“The meanfulness i going to be
ferrific.”

Harry Wharton cut the cale, which
was to wind up the tea, iate six parts.
“MNow help yoursell, {fatty,” he said.

“Thanks, old chap."

Bunter a portion in cach hand.
As this left only four among five {cllows,
there was another rap on [at knuckles,
and Buopter howled and let one portion

0.

¢ “Blessed tf T ever saw such a mean
lot,” he grunted. I say, vou fellows, I
came here to tell vou that old poker-
back has come.”

S Who " asked Wharton, not recog-
nising the clder Devarney under tiis
deacription.

“0Old Devarney,” asaid DBunter. 1
say, the old bean’s been scrapping with
somebody.”

“TFathead !

“He's got & prize nose !” said Bunter,
grinning.

The Famous Five chuckled, The stiff
and dignified Mr. Devarney was about

The Famous Five, rather curious teo
sea tho stiff old gentleman with his
nose having a list to port, left the study,
and went down the Remove. staircase
to the lower stairs. Below there was
rather a crowd— and in the midst of it
Mr. Devarney was talking to Mr. Quelch
in very agitated tones. He looked a
little rumpled, and his nose, though it
had not, as Bunter declared, a list to
port, certainly looked gs if it had had
a knock., It was clear that something
had happenod to the old genMeman on
hiz way to the school.

Mr. Quelch took him into bis study, no
doubt to telephone news of the outrage
to the police.

“Poor cld chap!” said Bob Cherry.
“HMalle, halle, halle, Devarney—what's
happened to your pater?™

Julian Devarnoy looked up. His brows
were knitted, and his eyes were glinting,
Evidently the attack on his father had
dizsturbad him deeply. .

“Tramp [ he answared briefly.

(Continued on page 16.)
Tae Macxer Lispany.~—No. 1,127,
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{Continued
from page 13.)

“"Footpad 7" asked Harry Wharton.

“I suppose so. The brute attacked my
father in the wood.”

Devarney walked away, and the

amols Five returned to Study No, 1
in the Remove to finish their tea.

They need not have troubled, however.

Their tea was already fnished.

The sound of busy jaws, rapidly gob-
bling, greeted them as they arrive‘g at
the study. The sixth portion of coke
was in the act of disappearing into Billy
Bunter's capacious mouth.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter, as five wrathful
faces glared in at him,

“You fat villain!”

Buntor bolted the last of the cake.
Mhat, at least, was safa!l

“I—I sayayou fellows—""

"]‘Ii’a"hern’a that coke ?” roared Johmny

“The—the cat—"

“The cati™

“Yes; Mra. Kebble's cat,” gasped
Bunter. “Nipped into the study and--
and bagged tl-lha whole lot!"

“Tho cat dil " gasped Wharton.

“Yers, old chap. I—I'd complain
about it, if I were you. That cat 139
always nosing into the studics, bagging
things." '

“1 don't think we'll complain about
the eal,” said H_arq. “Dut we'll jolly
well bump the pig! _

“Eh? What pig!” asked Bunter.

He knew the noxt moment.

Bump!

“W hooooooop 1

Bump, bump, bump !

Y Wow-ow-ow-wow [

Billy Bunfer rolled out of Study No. 1
in a dizzy and breathless state.  Still, ho
had the cake. That was tucked away
safely inside Bunter, beyond recovery.
Bunter howled and gasped and splut-
tered as he fed, but the cake went with
bhim.
cloud!

THE FINTH CHAPTER.
Startling !

R. DEVARNEY sank down in
M the armchair in Btudy No. 1.
After his somewhat agitated
interviow with Mr. Quelch, and
the telephoning to the police station,
Julian had brought his father up to the
Remove passage, and Harry Wharton &
Co. politely vacated the study.

Mr. Devarney, still very miuch fus-
tered and Auitered by his adventure in
Friardals Wood, wns glad to rest his
weary limbs in the study armchair.
Julian stood belore him, with knitted
brows and an anxious face. Tho old
gentleman's story of the attack had
intensely exasperated him, and he would
hava liked to search Friardale Wood for
the ex-convict, and take summary ven-
geance, That, however, was out of the
question: and there were other and mora
troubling thoughts in the juniot’s mind.

Deep as was his respoct and affection
for his father, Julian was well aware
that the cld gentleman did not exceod
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There iz a silver lining to every’

the limit on the side of intelleet. His
disastrous adventures in the City, which
had brought his family o ruin, were a
proof of that, if the boy had not becn
aware of it earlier. The Devarney for-
tune, and even Devarney Court, the
home of the family for nearly a thousand
years, had gone in the general ruin.

More than eight hundred years had
ﬁumd since the first of the Devarneys

ad built & Norman keep on the spot
where Devarney Court now stood, and
that ancient Norman building was still
to be distinguished among the additions
that had been made during the cen-
turies, The Devarneys had survived the
Wora of the Barons, the Wars of the
Roses,s the Parliamentary wars, and it
had been reserved for Mr. Duncombe
Devarney to lose the old house and the
old acres that had sustained his famaly
so long, Yet there was no bitterness in
Julian's breast as far as his father was
concerned.  All  his  bikterness was
reserved for the cunning sharpers in the
City who had despoiled the fogclish old
gentleman, .

“Yery extraordinary—most oxtra-
ordinary !"” Mr. Devarney said, for about
the twentieth time,

And his thoughts secmed %0 go no
farther than that; but Julian's thoughts
went much farther. Apart from his con-
cern for his father, the matter had
disturbed him deeply.

“I wish you had not telephoned for
the police, father,” he said at last.

“What—what 7"

“8till, they are not likely to find the

rr

man, Julian was following his own
thoughts., “He must have made his
cscape”

“Julian, I scarcely understand you!
Surely you desire that detestable ruffian
to be adequately punished?”

Julian set his teeth.

“I'd like to get s chance at him,
father,” he answered. *I wish I'd been
there. I'd have—"

He broke off.

“A very brave lad was there, Julian
—a gallant lad,” said his father. **
scarcely dare to think what would have
been my fate had he not helped me.”
The old gentleman shivered. “You
gep, mistaking me for =zome person
against whom he had a grudge, that
desperate rufban intended—"

He broke off, with another shudder.
“Who was the boy, father 7

“I did not think of asking bLis name,"
said Mr. Devarney., “I was—was some-
what furried and—and confused. I
certainly should have asked his name., 1
ghould like you to know that gallant
lad, Julian.”

“Was he a Greyiriars man "

“1 really do not kmow; it did not
ocour to me to ask him.'”

“HBut his colours, if you noticed his
capi"” ]

“I am afraid I did not,” said Mr.
Devarney. “I was very, very much
upset, 23 you may believe, Julian, It
did not cceur to me. But why do you
express the ver{ extraordinary wish that
that detestable ruffian  Ledgey bas
pscaped ? I fail to understand "

“The less talk the better, I think,”
said Julian. ‘“Father, think of it for a

minute! That wretch took you to be
another man——"
“Some wretched raseal whom he

called the Dandy.”

* But yvou must lock like the man he
took you for, or he could not have made
such a niistake.”

“Julian!"”  Mr. Devarney stiffencd.
“Are you implying that I, your father,
could possilly bear any resemblance to a
member of the criminal classes? Are

you out of your semses?”

Julian controlled his impatience, assaid Mr. Devarnoy.
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hg often had to do in dealing with Mr,
evarney. _

“But think & minuté, father! T mean,
you must resemble the man in features,
at least; otherwiss, how could the brute
have made such a mistake 7"

“Some remote  resemblance In
features, perhaps,” admitted My,
Devarney grudgingly.

“And the man said that he knew the
name of Devarney,” went on Julian.
“The man he called the Dandy was
named Devarnay.”

*It would appear zo0."

“Devarney iz a very uncommon

name,” said Julian. “I don’t supposs
tlf:tmrdla”ara twenty Devarneys in Eng-
n L3
" Fewer, probably.” said his father.
“But we have relations—*"
“MNaturally.”
“Well, don’t you seee?” muttered
Julian uneasily, “If there is &

Devarney whe has gone to the bad, and
been in prison, tho lesa said about 1t the
better; and what the man I.{sdﬁ;ejr said
to you can’t mean anythin' else.”

Mr. Devarney started abruptly and
stared at his son. This very obvious
consideration, which had oceurred tao
Julian at once, had not yet cccurred fo
the old gentleman’s rather vacant mind.

“Gobd gpad!” said Mr. Devarncy.

“We don't want our name shouted
outb 1o a police court, even 1if the man is
no connection of ours,” ssid Julian.
“But—but if he really was named
Bﬂvﬂ.rncgahr: must be some connection,

father. » you know whether we have
any relation who—who has gone
under ¥

"Good gad ! repeated Mr, Devarney.

It was abvious that lis son's words
recalled something to his mind. There
}-;n.s an almost scared expression on his
o,

“The man Ledgey knew a Devarney
who was like enough te you for you te
be taken for him,” said Julian. *Any.
body would think that it was somo rela-
tion of ours, father.”

“Good gadl” said Mr. Devarney, for
the third time. o

He leaned back heavily in the chair.

“T understand now,” he said faintly,
““The Devarneys are all like one another.
We are a distinguished race, Julian.
And the likeness between my cousin
Howard Devarney and myself was strik-
ing, though he was ten years yvounger. I
have not seen him for many years. Ho
disgraced his name and disappearcd
before you were born, Julian, Twice he
wrote to me for help, which I, of course,
refused to a man who had brought
shame on my name. JIs it possible—is it
barely possible—that Howard Devarney
has sunk to the level of criminals—to
being the associate of such men as this
Ledgey—to a conviet prison? Good
gadl”

The junior’s face was dark,

“It looks like it,"" he said curtly:
“ Anvhew, the least said, the soconess
mended. 1§ Ledgey were brought
before tho magistrates at Courtfield, he
might retail a lot of our family histery
that we don't want advertised, father.
The Devarney he knew must have been
a relative of ours, whether your cousin
Haoward or not.”

MMr., Devarney's hands trembled.

“ Tt is5 terrible—terribla ! he said. A
Devarney to sink so low—the associate
of such 2 man—and the unfaithful and
treacherous associate, from what the
man said. It iz terrible!” ;

“Tt would be more terrible, if it
became the talk of Greyiriars™ said
Julian, with a touch of eynigism.

“You are right, you are right! 1 am
fla.d vou have thought of this, Julian.
t certainly never entered head ™
“*Certainly, the
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lezs said the better! I do not think the
man s likely to be taken—it stands to
reason that he will know that the police
will look for him, and he will escape
a8 fast a3 he can. I do not suopose
that we shall ever hear of the man
Ledgey again. I hope not—I hope not.”

"%’d like to smash him,”" said Julian
between hir teeth. " But I hope he will
?et clear awey, all the same. But now,
ather, tell me why you came down to
the slfhml to-day—isz it news of some
sort?

Mr. Devarney’s troubled old
brightened,

“It is news, Julian—and I felt that
I had to tell you myself,” he said.
“You know that I was swindled—dread-
fully deceived and swindled—by a City
sharper named Shem Isazcs—-""

“A Jew!" sald Devarney bitterly.

“1 presume so—the name certainly
would hint as much, though it would
appear doubtful whether Izaacs was the

face

scoundrel’'s real name,” said Mr.
Devarney. "It transpires that the
detectives have been watching this

scoundrel, Isaacs, for a long time, and
he has ncw gone too far—from what
I can learn, bhe is charged with several

gserious <rimes, and has fed from the-

police. His office in the City is closzed,
and no one knows what has become of
him. There iz a warrant out for his
arrest.’”

Julian Devarney's eyez gleamed.

"That’'s good news, father,” he said,
“Tf that villain peis his deserts, it will
be something.™

“Tt may save others from my fate,™
said Mr. Devarney

Julian nodded, a little impatiently.
He was not thini(inp: of *“others.”

“But that is not «ll,” went on Mr.
Eevarney. “It appears possible now,
Julian—indeed probablo—that something
may he recovered-—my lawyer adviees
me that the probability exista. It seems
that' this wretch, Isaacs, kept several
bank accounts, and that the police have
traced them all, and have—I think it is
called attached—attached them. That
means that the banks will continue to
hold the money, until the courts decide
what is to be done with it. I learn
that it is & large sum—a very large
sum——ahd part of it, Jultan, 1z un-
doubtedly the money that this wretch
abtained from me by frickery. It 13
more than possible, Julian that our
fortunes may be in part restored—even
that wé may regaln possession of
Devarncey Court.”

"Fﬂ.t—hﬂl‘;l“ : .

“Do not build your hopes too high,
my boy,” said Me. Devarney. “But I
have & good legal nﬁmmn that it is
possible—probable. The man Isanes is
at present in hiding—bhiding from the
police—a long term of penal servitnde
awnits him when he is captured, And
justice will ‘'be done to his victims. I
have every hope, Julian!"”
dJuIiau Devarney breathed hard and
cep.

His eyes were dancing.

“(h, father, if it were only
happen I' he said hrnath]csslér.

“It is possible, at least,"” said Mr.
Devarney. “That is what T came to
tell you, Julian. Good news, iz it not,
my haly':" The Devarneys may be ahble
to hold wup their heads once mora!
What? Whati”

When Mr. Devarney left Greyiriars,
in the Ilead's car, for the station, Julian
saw him off &t the gates. He walked
back to the House with dancing eyes.
It was m'd]y 3 possibility so far, but
the possibility was enough fo £l his
mind with rosy dreams.

Ha came into Study Neo. 1 for prep
with 8 light step and e light heart.

ko

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mistaken Identity.

ONTY NEWLAND locked at
hiz reflection in the glimmer-
ing surface of the pond near

. Friardale Lane, and made a
grimaca,

After Mr. Deverney had left him,
MNewland had walked back along the
lane to Lhe pond, to clean off, so far
as ho could, the traces of the struggle
with Ledgey.

He washed away dust and blood, and
dried his face with his handkerchief,
but a swollen nose, a cut lip, and a
bruised cheek could not be washed
away. He was likely to show, for some
timn to come, the traces ﬂf that en-
counter with the ex-convick.

Ledgey had hammered him only for
& fow moments. Monty rather wondered
what he would have looked like had it~
lasted minutes. Battered as he looked,

ho realizsed that he had pot off rather
cheaply,
Having made himself as presentable

as possible, Monty walked down the
fane to the wvillage. His destination
was the rosidence of Mr. Tozer, the
Friardale constable,

Whether Mr, Devarney had taken any
steps to put the police on the track of
the ruffian, Monty did not know, but
at all events it was hia duty to inform
the village policeman that a dangerous
ruffien was Hanging about the wood.
So long as Ledgey remained in the
vicinity, the footpaths about Friardale
Wood were unsafe.

Mr, Tozer's residence was o coliage
between the old High Street and the
river, surrounded by a garden which
Mr. Tozer cultivated with his own
official hands. As a police-constable,
Mr. Tozer found very little to de in
Friardale. 1t was » guiet, old-world
village, hopelessly behind the times, and
had no crime to speak of. Dut he had
plenty to do in his garden, and Mr.
Tozer's sweebl peas wers guite famous
for & distance of a mile and a half.

Over the garden gate, Monty spotted
the plump. mn:atnh?e. in the garden.
Mr. Tozer wore his official trousers and
an unofficial pull-over and straw hat,
and he was sticking & row of beans
with & set and gerious expression on kia
plump face, like & man who was en-
gaged upon & business that really
mattered.

But Mr., Tozer was not alone.

A burly man, with a stubbly beard
and an ovil face, was standing beside
him, talking to him in husky, angry
tﬂnES. # * .

Mr. Tozer was paying him little heed.

He was letting him run on, as it were,
being an easy-going man; but hiy
attention was riveted to the beans. The
beans matiered. _

Monty Newland’s eyes opened wide
as he looked over the gate—indeed, he
could scarcely believe their evidence.

The man whe was talking to Mr.
Tozer waz Ledgey, the ex-convict
Thers was no mistaking the stubbly face
and evil eyes.

Newland stared blankly.

He had hardly expected to see the
ex-canvict again, and the last place in
which he would have dreamed of secing
him was the residence of a police-
official. )

“My only hat!” murmured Newland,
fost in wonder..

The husky, savage tones of the ex-
convict reached him.  The man was
speaking with angry earnestness, and
Mr. Tozer's cheery indifferance secincd
to exasperate him.

“ Look 'ere, you'ro the cop 'ere, ain't
youl"’ Ledgey demanded.

“Cop?' said Mr. Tozer, over his

¥

shoulder. “If you mean the constable,
2 8 o Rl th

“"Well, if you're the cop, you '
arter that covey, seal I'm ghgng .jrg:u
information, I tell sou, there’s a man
not far from ’ere wanted by the
police—a covey that got away from
Dartmoor years ago, without serving
hiz sentence, You 'ear that]™

Mr, Tozer grunted,

It was obvious that he did not helieve
the statement. Ledgey's appearance,
no doubt, was sgainst him.,  Certain
ho looked more like & convict himself,
than like a law-abiding citizen desirous
of helping the police to carry out their
dut'iﬂ&

“Ain't you got the sense of a
blinking rabbit?” demanded Ledgey.
“I asked them in the village for the
peclice station, and they sent mo ‘ere!
You're & ¢dp! I tell you, there'll he
a reward out for the Dandy--and woun
can lay your ‘ands on him.”

- Another grunt from Mr. Tozer.

“Ain’t you taking it up? hooted

oy,

“1 ain't!" sgid Mr. Tozer, driven tof
replying at last. * Look here, my man,
You've had a ﬂru,P too much! You
go and sleep it off

Ledpay rapped out an angry oath.

Mr. Tozer turned a stolid eye on him.

“'0ld that in!" he said. “I dout
belisve & word you've told me, ’cansze
why—I know you're talking gammon.
But if you-usc that m¥wﬂg¢ in my
garden, I'll run you inlt" ;

“Where's the nearest police station”?
hissed Ledgey.

':cﬂ‘u I 'j’

"YWhere's that?"

“Four mile up the road.” _

Another oath from Ledgey. It was

warm afterncon and & dusty road,
and the four miles did not scem o
appeal to him. No doubt he was a little
fatigued after his exertiona in the wood.
It was obvious that he had a severe
headacha,

“I'm giving you the stroipht goods

ha hissed. "I saw the man come out
of the railway station, and recogniced
him at once. T follered him into the
wood, and he got away from me.
I'd had a good chance st him, I
wouldn't have bothered the police about
it. But he's got away, and he won't let
me spot him agin, you can lay to thatl
He knows what to ex after double-
crossing me. DBut I tell you he’s wanted
for the rest of his gentence.”

“Gammon!” said Tozer.

Moenty Nowland opened the garden
gata and came down the path. Both
men turned to glanea at him.

Mr. Tozer touched his ancient straw
hat; Ledgey glared at the junior with
startled eyes.

“Youl” he cjaculated.

“Tittle me!" said Newland coollp,

Hoe hed no fear of Ledgey's brawny
fista in Mr. Tozer's presence,

“!Arternoon, s=ir!” enid Mr. Tozer
givilly. *Nice arternoon, sir, for the
time of year! Like to look at my

beans, sir ¥ . )
“Yes, rather,” said Monty puht{l‘j’.
I.
-

“But I came to tell you something,
Tozer. A gentleman going to G
frinra wans attacked in the wood this
alternoon——" ;

“¥You don't say so!"” exclaimed Xr
Tozer; and hoe sighed.

Official dutics seldom bothered Mr.,
Tozer; but now he had a foreboding
that he was going to be called away

fram his beans.
“But 1 do!" said Newland. He
pinted to Ledgey. “And that's the
Emm who ul!ae]m& him.”
Mr. Tozer leﬂlﬁEd. . 1
Ledgey gave the junior an evil look,
TEe Macwer Lmaazy.~No. 1127,
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But he showed mno disposition to g
Evidently it was frmly fixed in his
mind that the gentleman in Friardale
Wood was the “Dandy,” who was
wanted at Dartmoor to serve out an
unfinished sentence,

“fhat kid was there, ™ eaid Lﬂdgejl‘.
$He saw it all! 1 dessay he can tell
you wlere the man went.”

Newland smiled. :

“Cortainly I can,” he answered. "He
went to Greylriars School, and be is
there now,”

“You in with the Dandy?" asked
Ledgq{ suspiciously.

Newland laughed outright.

“Mr. Devarncy told .you you were
making a mistake,” he said. “I've no
doubt that by this time he has tale-
phoned to Courtfield Police BStation,
and the police are looking for you."

“I reckon the Dandy min't getting in
touch with the polive, not if ho knows
it!" sneered Lodgey. *They want him

too bad.” .
“Wot's all this 'ere?™ asked Mr.
Tozer, in bewilderment, his attention

faixly drawn off his beans at last, “If
you're making & charge agin this
tramp, Mastor Newland, I'll take him
into custody.” v

“I charge bim with assault, and I'm
ebrtain that Mr. Devarney will char
him, too."” said Newland. “He's at the
-schoel now. That tramp. mistook him
for someone eles and pitched into him.”

Mr. Tozer hitched up hin belt, and
eyed Ledgey warily. He regretted that
o had not hooked om hir official
truncheon before coming out to stick
kis beans. But his truncheon had never
been necded before in Friardale,

Ledgey stepped back a pace. For the
first &ma there was doubt in his evil,
“EE:;}IE face. _—

0 are you, you young rip?” he
demanded, hat do you Ifnuwp about
-that covey Devarnoyi”

"My name’s Hewhnd., and I belong
to Greyiriara Bchool, if you want to
kpow,”  answersd  Monty. " Mr,
Devarney, the man you assaulted, is the
father of & Greyfriars fellow, and he
bes gone to the school.”

“That's all gammon!®™ muttered
Ledgey uneasily, but with doubt still
stronger in his face, *““The Dandy never
WBS mﬁrnud; he ain't got mo boy at no

“Mr. Devarney has* said Newland.
“He is the father of Dovarney of my
D evarney 1" led Led »

EVATOAR BDA&T Eey. It's
the same name, and tho covey had the
samo face—the same ‘coked nose! I
never 'enrd of any Devarney except the
Dandy. Howard Devarney was his
I'.l..'l:l]lﬂ." ] a

“That isn't Mr. Devarney's name,”
said Monty. I remomber hearing that

namea was Duncombe Devarney.”

“If hé ain't the Dandy, he's & near
relation of the Dandy !’ muttered the
ox-convick, “He looks like the Dandy,
he does, only older—and the Dandy
could make up to any ege he liked.
I've ecen him, in my time, made-up as a
',I;\ltrk and 1 J?w and a.dFrenchmnn; and
all soris, clever 'and at make-up was
¢he Dandy.” P
_ Newland laughed again. Such proceed-
ings as these on the part of tho stiff and
dignificd Mr. Devarney struck him as

comic.
“You chump!” he said. “This Mr.
r. Devarnoy of Devarnay

o

Devarney is
Court, in Sussex—ono of the swells of
the county. Perhaops your Dovarney
was a relation of his. ¥

“QOwn_brother, from his looks!” mut-

tered Ledgey. “I'd ’ave swore he was mained . of the “ case” was a twinge
the Dandy;, made-up to look ton yearsunder Mr.
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older! My eoye! If I've made
mistake—--""

Ledgey ugsed, in disagreeable re-
flection. t was borne In upon his
obtuse mind now that he had, indeed
made o mistake., A resemblance had
deluded him, and he had atlacked n
man he had never seen before—a
relative, he was convinced, of the
Dandy, but that inade no difference.

Instead of a reward for helping in
the capture of an escaped convict,
Ledgey had to expect six months
“hard ¥ for assault and battery on a
harmlesa citizen.

Ho  backed farthor away from Mr.
Tozer, whoe was still hitching his belt

and eyeing him doubtfully.
“Well, if that old cov ain't the
Dandy I'm sorry I ‘it him,” said

Ledgey, at last. * But you tell 'im from
me, that he’s liable to be run-in for the
Dandy if the cops spot him, Now I
come to think of it, he -didn’t ack like
the Dandy; the Dandy would have had
a knuckle-duster or & knife about him.
I made 8 mistake. All his own blinking
fault for loocking so much like the
Dandy.”

“You stand whers you are, my man!”
said Mr, Tozer, making up his official
mind at lagt. “I'm teking you inte
custody on information given by this
young gentleman. And I warn you "—
Mr. Tozer deeply relished the words he
so scldom had a chance of uttering im
go law-dbiding & communiity as Friar-
dale—*“I warn you that anything you
say may be took down to be used in
ovidence agin you.”

Ledpey gave a savage laugh.

MNo doubt he was glad by that time
that he had come to Mr. Tozer's house,
and not to a police station. From the
latter his departure would have been
somewhat impeded. )

As Mr. Tozer stepped towsrds him,
with all the majesty of the law in his
plump, ruddy countenance, Lladﬁl:t‘:
reached out, and délivered a sudden
jolt on the widest part of Mr. Tozer's
ample circumference.

“Noococh ! gasped Mr. Tozer.

He sat down suddenly at the foot of
his row of beans. Heo sat there and
spluttered for breath.

Mr. Tozer was out of action for at
lemst three minutes. Three seconds were
enough for Ledgey.

He cleared the fence with a bound,

and ran.
“Ow!” gasped Mr. Tozer. “Ooochl
Wooooch! I'm winded! Groooooch!"

Monty Mowland gave what help be
could, with great sympathy, to the
breathless police force of Friardale. In
three minutes Mr. Tozer was on his feet
again, still gurgling.

Brcathlass]i, and without waiting
either for hizs official tunic or his
truncheon, BMr. Tozer took up the pur-
suit of the ex-convict. By that time
Ledgey had .vanished into space, and
was probably well on his way to the
next county. Monty Newland, feeling
that there was nothing more to be done,
walked back to the school.

A couple of hours later s breathlees
Mr. Tozer traxed into the garden, mop-
ping his forehcad. Ledgey bad disap-
peared; and Mr. Tozer realised that it
was imprebable that he would be seen
in that part of Eent again., It was a
blow for Mr. Tozer. Hitherto his
cascs had dealt chiefly wilh naughty
bovs who pilfered apples from orchards,
and unmuzzied dogs at muzzling time.
A case of assault and baltery had come
his way, and eluded him! All that re-

Tozer's ample waistcoat.
Badly Mr. Tozer returned o his beans.

THE MAGNE
the wara 1" asked Bob Cherry.
the Rag after prep, and Monty was
g0 handsome now—had attracted a good
" No
“Bunter had it right,”
said the captain of the Remove, with a
u
‘But you got inte & sorap, 2]l the

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Newland’s Little Joke,
HH ALLO, hallp, hallo! Been in

Monty Newlend grinned.
“Juat a few,” he answered.

The Famous Five had come down to
rather conspiouous among the 'crowd of
fellowa there. Already the adornments
to his handsome countenance—not quite
deal of sttention.

“¥You haven't secrapped with Devar-
ney " asked Harry “Emrt{:g.

“ According to Bunter, you had an
appointment with him this afterncon to
gorap in. Friardale Wood,™ esid Harry.

“1 thought so. Wingate heard me
speaking to Devarney about it and
gated him, He played football instead,”
grin.

“Oh! 1 wondered why ho didn't turn

* gaid Newland carelessly.
same 7" said Frank Nugent,

“I wasn't looking for ome, snid
Monty. '

“ Higheliffe cads 7 asked Bob.

“No,” a little row with & perfect
stranger,” answered Newland.

“It isn't your way to pick rows with
porfect strangers,” said Johnny Bull,
staring at Newland. :

“Neo, a little row with & perfect
stranger—he was A most imperfect cne,
to judge by his looks and manners!”
paid Newland, and the juniors laughed.

As Monty volunteered no further io-
formation, the Famous Five asked no
questions.

They proceeded to tell Monty about
the Feorm match of the afternoon, and
the exceedingly good .show that
Devarney had put up in game.

Newland bkad his own reasons for not
entering into the particulars of the ad.
venture in Friardale Wood.

In the firat place, it was not hir way
to glorify himself. He had already
heard that Mr. Devarney had described
the help that had been given him by a
gallant lad, a conspicuously courageous
and chivalrous schoolboy—which Menty
considered was rether overdoing it.
And he had no desire whatever to
announce that he wos the schoolboy in
question. Blowing one's owp fruilnpet
was not the Greg!nara way; &nd the
less that was said abcut the matter, so
far az he wa= concerned, the better
Newland would like ‘i‘i.

But he had another reason. He had
been on that spot to meet Devarney in
combat, and it was Devarney's [ather
he had saved from the brutslity of the
ex-convict tramp.

That made the matter awkward, both
for Devarney and himself, He had no
desire to lay the new junior under the
irksome burden of a debt of gratitude.

Certeinly, Julian Devaroney would
have felt extremely uncomfortable had
he been aware that his father had beon
saved from aerious injury by the fellow
he had despised and tausnted and forced
into a quarrel.

There wes no rancour in the good-
natured Newland, and be did not want
to cause Julian that discomfort.

All he wanted was to keep clear of
him; and ho hoped that, as the fight
had been prevonted from taking place,
he would hear nc more of it.

As a matter of fact, he did not dia-
like the new fellow, ecable as
Devarpey had made himseli. He was
aware of the Devarney story—it was the
talk of the Remove, more or less—and
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he oould make allowancea for the
wrong-headed fellow.

Newland was quite satisfied with bhim-
self and the anclen? race from which he
vame; but he could be tolerant, even
when he mer with intelerance. To
nourizh & feud against all Jews, because
one Jew had done him a wrong, was
childish, but sweet reazzonableness was
not to be expected from a iellow who
had been reduced From wealth fo
poverty. So Newland's feeling toward
Julian Devarney was rather of com-
paseion then anything else.

Fellows who asked hun about the
damage to his features were told that
he bhad had a scrap with o stranger,

which was perfectly true, but left 1he ;, §

rest of the story in the dark, :

that evening.

After prep
Ne. 1, with plenty of food for
—bhboth pleasant am! unplensant.

The news that his father bad brought
him excited great 1wopes in his breast
and filled his mind with rosy dreams.
But the incident of the ex-convict was
much less agreeable.

It was obvionz that there was a
Devarncy somewhere who was an ex
ceedingly bad charactor, who had undey
gone a term of penal vervitude, and was
gtill wanted by the potice,

That was 8 black and bitter thougin,
to the youth who was s0 proud of his
family name and his ancient hlood.

That the unknown “Dandy® might
belong to some other family of
Devarney was unlikely: in fact, im-
possible. For the resemblance between
the “Dandy " and Julian's own father
was strong, so strong as to deceive the
ex-conviet into belicving that ho was
the same maa. .

Such & resemblance, it was obvious,
vould only exist among relations; and
it precluded the theory that the un-
known * Dandy” had merely adopted
Devarney a3 an assumed name, or that
ha belonged to some other and unknown
family of Devarneys,

The erstwhile associate of Ledgey
was, therefore, beyond doubt, one of the
Devarneys of Devarney Court. No doubk
a modern Devarney who had inherited
an lLittle too much ol the predatory in-
stinct of the old Norman baron whe
had founded the family.

Julian had, in facy, no doubt tkat
Ledgey's former associate was  his
father's cousin, Howard Devarney, who
had disappearec from the upper world
so long age. and was doubtless still
living 1n the underworld: a most dis-
i:u:pm orting reflection to the proud fel-
O,

He could imagine the grins in the
Lower Fourth if the fellows heard of
it, In his mind’s eye, ho could sce
Skinner's deérisive srmle  In his mind’s
ear, so to spean, he could hear Bunter’s
fat chuckle His lofty fﬁda. his super-
cilious mdiffercnee had put wp many
backs in the Remove, and news of this
would be simply “pie™ to many fellows,

Fortunately 1t was not likely to be-
come known.

Julian hoped fervently imat the ex-
ronvict had made hiz escape and that
he would not be seen again.

In that matter, his hope waa to be
eratificd. Ledgey was already on the
ather gzida of tho county border and not
likely to revisit tho district where ho
was wanted for assault and battery.
That, if Devarncy had only known it,
he owed to Monty Newland—and New-
fand's visit to Mr Tozer in Friardale.
But of that Julian knew nothing.

With his mind filled with mingled
thoughts of possible fortune [rom the
disaster of Mr. Shem Isaacs, and pos-
gible dizgrace from talk arising con-

F

Devarney did nqt come inte the Rog'|$H .

he hal remained in Btudy §2%)
:hu:lgin: A s
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cerning that “bad hat * of the Devarney
family, Julian forgot all about New-
land and the npﬁointmept. he had failed
to keep with the Jewish junior that
afternoon.

It was not till the Remove went to
their dormitory that he remembered;
and then he remembered suddenly at
the sight of Monty among the cther
juniors,

Newland did not look at him, but he
was aware of the Aush that came over
Devarncy’a face and the glint that came
into his eyes, )

Devarney came across to him.

“You waited for me this afternoon?”
he ashed.

Monty, who was sitting on the side of
hia bed, taking off hiz boots, glanced up.

“¥es,” he answored,

“Not long, [ hopei”

“Oh, I had a book,” said Newland
caretessly,  “It was all right.”

“1 was prevented {rom coming.”

"1 guessed that.”

“0Oh,” said Devarney,
“You guessed that, di

“ Maturally™

“1 thought you might fancy that I
had funked comin’,” satd Julian, with
a bitter curl of the lip.

“That's what you would think, I
snppose,” sald Newland coolly. " Dut
I didn’t faney anything of the kind. I
know you're not a funk.” '

“Thank vouw,” asld Devarney sarcas-
tically.

“Not at all. Youre a fool, not a
funk,” said Nowland cheerfully.

“It's quite easy ecnough to make
nnﬂ%mr appotntment,” smd Devarney.

“ Quite.”

ITarry Wharton broke in, .

“For goodness’ sake, Devarncy, don’t
be such & silly ass! Why can’t you leb
the matter drop®” .

“ My bizney, I think,” answered Julian,

“The dear man’s hungry for another
]icking,” said Vernon-Smith., " But why
in private, old bean? Can't you let o
fallow see the show 1"

token aback.
you ™

—— -|‘_‘-"|.l.|_

=

“* Which way to Pegg?” asked the
motorist, stopping his ecar abrupily.
** Keep on through the village and take
the iurning to the right,”” answared
Harry Wharton. * Thanks,' sald the
man, and was turning back to the wheel

i when his eyes fell on Davarney. He gava

a violent startand suddenly exclaimed :
“ Jullan Devarney!*® (See Chapler 12.)

Davarney took no heed of the
Nounder. He fixed his eyes on Monty
Newland's good-humoured face. .

“Wingate of the Sixth gt— on to if,
und gated me,” he said. * You'll edmit
it wasn't my fault T didn't turn up.™

“Quite,” yawned Newland., ™1 knew
you wera fool enough to come, just s
you were fool enough to make the ap-
pointment.

“He, he, he !” from DBilly Bunter.

“Well, we'll fix it up another time,
without o crowd of smggering deflors
hanging round listening,” said Des
VRINCY.

“Ho won't lot us be on in the scone,™
said the Dounder, with a decp alg]'t.
“Ho doesn’t want us to sce a Devarney
get o hiding.”

“Ha, ha, hal” _

“Hold eon, Devarney!™ exclaimed
MNoewland, as the new junior was turn-
ing oway. “ Let's have this clear, You
fixed up time and place, and you didn't
Lkeop tll’?e appointment. I'm not blame.
ing you; but that’s how it stands. I%
seems to me that it's my turn to fix the
noxt.” _

“Just a3 you like, of course”

“I put it to you fellows," said New-
land, glancing round. *Time and place
are my choice.”

“That's fair,” said Bob Cherry. “Do-
varney' s had his turn. Now it's up 10
vou, old bean,”

“Make it the middle of the quad, on
s half-holiday,” suggested Skinner, anud
there was a laugh.

Monty Newland shook his head.

“Dovarney profers it to be private,”
he said. "I always Like to please &
fellow. I'm going to mame time ond
place, Devarney, and I e:gcet you to
agroe, a3 I agreed last time,”

“Thet's understood,” snapped De-
vRrnOY.

“And no more rowing till it comea
off 7 continued Newland., “VYon keep
clear of mo, and [ keep clear of youl”

“Certainly,”  assented  Devarney,
rather purpfe:md by the glimmer gy
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Muhutr Newland’s eyes; “that's all
right.”
& Vory well; I'll name time and place:
Tithe—September the fret”
Devarnsy atarted.

“What do you measn? It's past that
pow.™ ;

“1 mean what [ say.”

“Look here—*

“Place,” continued Newland, un-
moved, “the Head's study.”

“What " _

“The Head's study.”

“Ha, ha, hel”

There was a roar of laughter in the
 Remove dormitory. Deverney's expres-
sion wae quite extraordinary, Helooked
st the cool junior sitting on the bed as
if be could have eaten him.

“Is that meant for = joke?" he de-
manded at last. .

“Not in the lemat.”

“If you want

place-—"’

“I've fixad tham, and you've agraed,”
paid Newlend calmly. “The
Eeftembar-—m:t yeur—-——*

Hes, ha, hal”

“In the Head’s study. I'll be ready,
if you are” :
“Ha, ha, ha |” yelled the Removites.

“Perhaps by that time,” suggested
.Newlsnd ' amiably, “you may- have
learned a little semse, and decided not
Eo play the Edﬁg ox. If not, we'll have
t out in the Head's study——"

“Ha, hs, hai"

“And I expect you to keep your dis-
tance till it comes off, according to
sgreement,” added N‘awi'a.ud.

Devarney gritted his ‘teeth.

“If you think you can orawl ocut like
that—" he muttered. .
frabjous ass, he's letbting wyou
grunted Jeohony DBulll. “He's
licked you once, and could lick you
sgalpn”

"Look here, Newland—"

#iNuff said!” interrupted Newland.
:Thf' matter’s ]:at%zd. I dmﬁ't want
o be persons varney; buf you
rather bore me. Chuck it1” o

"Ha;, ha, hat®

“This isn’'t a laughing matter,” said
Dayarney, between his teeth, hia eyes
gleeming at Newlan

1 t Newland.

. “Isn't it?” said Newland blandly.
*Then all the fellows seem to be making
a misteke—they think that it is.”

Thore was, no doubt about that,
The Remove dormitory was in & ripple
of merriment from end to end,

Davarney glanced round with a crim-
gon face. Every other face that met his
gaze was full of hilarity, From the
point of view of the Removites, at lcast,
it was a laughing matter.

. Wingate of the Bixth came into the
dormitory.

_ "You young swoeps seem o be enjoy-
ing ﬁumhu * he remarked. “You
can be heard all over the House.
Chuck it, and turn in.*

The Remove fellows, still chuckling,
turned in. The Gregfriars captain put
out the light, and left them to repose.
But there were atill many chuekles in
the dormitory before the juniors settlod
down to sleep.

QDevarney was one of the last to close
his eyes. Ridicule was bitter to him—
and he had been made to look ridicu-
lons. Monty Newland, & few beds away,
was sleeping the sleep of the just, care-
lessly forgetful of Devarney.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Man in the Goggles.
1 OMING along, kid?"
q Bob Cherry called out
cheerily.
It was Baturday afternoon,

# half-holiday at Greyiriars, and rain
Tae Miever Lisriey.—No, 1,127,

to fix time and

st of j

was falling in the quad and on the old
red roofa.

Football was off; and the Famous
Five, having dehated what they should
do with thﬂillf-hﬂlida.v, had decided on
& ramble over the cliffs,

It was not exactly the weather for

rambling over <liffs; but it was & cnse

of any dpnrt in a storm. Something had
to be done; and Bob Cherry, at leask,
had decided that it was to be done put
of doors. And his comrades agreed.

Julian Devarney was staring out of a
window, when the Famous Five came
along in their meacs and caps.

He turned his head as Beb called to

him.

Dovarney was not looking cheerful
thet aftornoon,

The news he had received on the occa-

sion jof his father’s visit had filled his
mind with rosy dreams; but the dreams
had not advanced any farther towsards
materizlisation.
He had had no further news, and he
ad seen from the newspapers that the
fugitive sharper, Mr. 8hem Isaacs, had
not been caught.

The rogue had been traced as far as
Fﬁlkmtune_, whera it had obviously been
his intention to get aorozs the Eismna]
if he could; but it scemed clear that he
had been headed off; and was now ap-
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parently in hiding, waiting for another
opportunity,

Dovarney had a deep and bitter de-
gire to hear that the rogue had been laid
by the heels, which was natural enough.
But so far, Mr. Isancy had suecceeded in
eluding pursuit,

It was understood that he had a large
sum of tnoney in his possession as well
aa various easily-negotiable securities;
ha had hned his pockets well before ha
had bolted. A great deal depended on
the recovery of the sums with which he

+had sbsconded. A considerable part, at

least, of what Mr. Devarney had lost,
might be restored, if all went well. But
all was not going well, so far.

Devarney was anxious for mews; but
nones came, :

On this particular afterncon he was
feeling morose and dissatished, He had
had not even had the satisfaction of &
“gorap M with Monty Newland, and his
feolings towards the Jewish junior were
more bitter than ever. He seemed some-
how to assocciate Newland and Mr.,
Isaacs in his mind—bunching them to-
gether as Jews and enemies.

“Come along, Devarney !™ srid Harry
Wharton.

“Going out?” asked Julian, brighten-
ing a little in spite of his dark mood,
He had made no friends in the Remove;
aud he [ound his lonely pride an un-
satisfactory companion at times.

“¥ea; just for a tramp,” said Harry.

THE MAGNET

“You haven't been along the cliffs yet, 1
think,”

“No,” said Julian,

o got your mao, and come along
with us."

Devarney hesitated s moment, then
nodded, snd went for his mac. In
the cheery company of the Famous
Fiva ho walk down to the gates
under the dropping rain, and thay
turned out inta the road.

“It's wet!” romarked Johony Bull,
shaking himself as a rain-drop trickled
down the back of his neck.

"The wetfulness 13  terrifio,” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“What's the odds, so long a3 wyou're
happy 1” asked Bob Cherry cheerfully.
“We're getting the air, at any rate.”

“Ane the rain!” said Wharton.

“Oh, & little rain won't hurt a
chap!” said Bob. He gave Devarney &

thump on the shoulder. “Penny for
'em, old bean[”

Devarney started out of gleomy
thgu ht.

, what?" he said.

“Penny for ?I'ﬂur thoughts—though, to
judge ¥ the ‘expression on your
chivvy, they min't worth it."”

Davarney smiled faintly.

“I was thinking of Barcroft,” he.
said.

“My hat! Mean to say you like
Barcroft, _better than Greyfriarsi?” ex-
clpimed Bob, in astonishment.

“Well, my friends are there, you
know,” said Devarncy, more pmiably
than usual., "I'd liké to be at my old
school.”

“Then why not?” nsked Bob.

“Can't be did! Money 1
Doavarney laconically,

“If the fees are higher at Barcroft
than at Greyfriars it's a swindle | said

aaid

Deavarney Iaughed.

“It iep’t that! I've got in here at
reduced fees—my pater knows one of
the governors, and it was fixed up,

SBort of charity | added Julisn, with

intanse bitterness.

“0h, rot!" said Bob uncomfortably.

"My ecsteemed Devarney, charity
covera & multitude of skins!” murmured
Hurres Jamset Bam Singh.

“Of what?" ejaculated Devarncy,
. “Ha, ha, hal” roared Bob. "Make
it sins, old bean!

“My esteemed Bob—" _

“If they could only get hold of ‘that
brate” muttered Devarney, “It's
sickenin’ the way they've let Isaacs slip
through their fingersi”

“Oh, they'll get him sooner
later!" seid Bob.

The case of Mr. Shem Isaacs had
been very considerably discussed in the
Remove., Wewspaper cases seldom
interested the Removites: but Dewne-
ney’s story was well known, and that
interested them in Mr. Izancs.

“Would it make any difference
vou, Devarney?” asked Wharton.

“"Lots! Since the police took up the
case, he's been ghown up as a swindler,
and my pater could recover a grest
deal of what he lost, if they got tho
man. They've collared what he left in
the bank; but he's well known to have
most of the plunder with him., Trust
a sheeney for that!” added Devarney
bitterly.

“Well, they headed him back from
Folkestone,” said Bob. “He hasu't
been able to get out of the country,
According to the papers, he's dodging
about somewhere In L

or

to

Kent.
“Hver seen himi" asked Nugent.
“1 saw him once, when my pater

took me into the City with him. A

Jew1” paid Devarney,

“Woll, thore are Jews and Jews!"
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said Bob. “They dor't all lock
exactly alike, you know."
“All more or less alike—much of a
muochness|"” sneered Devarney. “The
r old pater ought really to have
mu on guard, dealing with a man
named Isaacs.’”

“What rot!” said Harry Wharton,
rather sharply. “Lots of decent
people named Isaacs.” i .

“ According to the papers, it's not
certain that the man’s name was Isaacs
at all,”" said Johnny Bull. “They hint
at a lot of charpes against him, under
other names.”

“Ysamea or Jacobs, it’s all one,” said
Devarney, “or Newland, for that
matter. They're all tarred with the
samea brush.”

“Oh, chuck 11" said Harry. " Leave
Newland alone!”

The Famous Five began to regret the
cheery impulss that had led them to
gather in Devarney for that walk in
the rain.

“Of course, you fellows don’t agree,”™
said Devarney sarcastically. “You
seem gone on sheeneys! To my
raind, v're all the same; and I've no
Jdoubt that WNewland i3 Isancs over
&Eain IH
. “Yonu jolly well know he isn't!" ex-
claimed Bob Cherry hotly. “For good-
ness’ sake chuck the subject!™

“I'll please myzelf about that!”
- "Nawland's a friend of surs®
Harry Wharton quictly.

“Friend of yours or not, I'll say what
I please about s rotten, rank outsider I™
said Devarney deliberately.

“MNot to us, at any ratel!™ said the
captain of the Remove, halting. "If
vou can't drop the subject, Devarney,
the sooner yvou drop us, the better.”

said

“As soon as you like!” said
Devarney disdainfully.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Look outt”

roared Bob Eherr{.

Through the falling rain 8 motor-car
came dashing from the direction of
Courtfield, driven at a reckless speed.

The schoolboys jumped hastily out of
- the way.

The car shot past them; and then
the driver suddenly jammed on the
brakes and stuﬁp-crl, g0 sbruptly that
the car nearly skidded on the wet road.
The man leaned out, and locked back
at the group of echoclbovs. He wore
ﬁﬂg les, and & hat pulled low over

is brows, and there wwas little of his
face to be seen. He beckoned to the
juniorz; and, guessing that be wanted
to inguire his way, they walked to the
halted car.

“SWhich way to Pegg? he asked.

“Eeep on through the village and
take the turning to the right,” said
Harry. “That will take you straight
there.,”

“Is 1t far®™

“ About a mile by the road.”

“Thanks | _ _

Thoe men was turning back to his
wheel, when his cyes fell on Devarney,
and he gave a violent start and stared
at him blankly. To the amazement of
the junit)ra ho uttered a startled excla-
mation:

“Julian Devarney I

A Hot Chase,
1 E ULTAN DEVARNEY ¥
astonishment. Devarney stared
at him blankly.
¥You

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Tha man in the gopgples
repeated the name, in tones of
“That’'s my name,” he szaid.
seomm to know me”,

The man in the car mada no reply.

He stared at the junior for & [ew
The

peconds, and then turned away.
car leaped into sudden motion again.

The juniors jumped back from splash
ing mud. The next moment they were
staring’ after the car as it vanished

in the rain.

A moment more, and it was out of

gight, speeding on down the winding
road to Friardale,

“Well, my hatt™ aiaculate-ﬂ Bohb
Cherry. “Whe's  your friend,
Devarney 1

Devarnoy was staring biankly in the

direction in which ~ the

vanished,
He shook his head.

car had

“I haven't the faintest idea who he
to

15, he answered.

*“Hoa seems
know me, though. He geemed
startled—-*

“Scared " said Johnny Bull
“Waa it your features did it, do you
think, old bezn?? inguired Bob Cherry.

Devarney did not heed that humorcus

a1
A constable in uniform sat by his odd
as _he drove.
of brakes, and

re was & jammin |
g car to s hal§

Mr. Grimes brought
in the road. :

He waved his hand fo the schoolboys,

* Heare, you lads—"
“Anything up, Mr. Grimes?” asked
Harry Wharton, as the juniors ap-
pro d the car, J¢ flashed into their
minds st once that Mr. Grimes was ig
pursuit of the firsk car,

* Vas, a car passed you on this
road?”

“Ves," said Harry.

“Who was in it 1"

“QOne man, driving."

“What was he like?” 3

“Couldn’t say, except that he was
goggled, wore a soft hat, and a thick
coat, turned up round his ears.””

“What was the make of the car?™

“Blessed if I noticed—"

“ Mapier 1" said Bob Cherry.

Bob had an eye for such things,

“Bure?' exclaimed Mr. Grimes, big
eves dancing.

ﬂueati{}n.i _Hmag hats.ring- down the “agQuiter

road, lost 1n nizhment. i : . ¥

“Iis somebody who knows me” he  «huett on b0 sbo willsn., He asked
eaid at last. “T suppose I should know the way to Pegg,” said Harry,
imagine why he shonld boss ot ke gt T suiin fome thon! Ho
that without another word ™ might jeb & motarbost ‘st ey |

The juniors resumed their way to-
wards I'riardale, considerably surprised
by the strange incident. They had
nearly reache
was an emphatic honking on a motor-
horn behind them.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Hore's another

jolly old road-hog in a hurry!” ex

claimed Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton & Co. drew to the

side of the road, and glanced back. A
car was racing up the road. At the
wheel sat a man they knew by sight-—
it was Inspector Grimes, of Ciurtﬁald.

the wvillage, when there

Isagcs, ten to one!™

“Isaacs?*’ gasped the juniors.

“A man who's wanted,” said Mr.
Grime " Anything more vou can tell
me ? Euink ol

“Yea,” panted Devarney. His eyes
were ablaze. " Isaacs, of course! That's
how he knew ms 1"

“Knew youl?" repested Mr. Grimes,
“What do you mean? Who are youl"

“My name’s Devarney.”

“Any relation of Mr. Duncombe
Devarney "

“ His son.” _

(Cantinued on the néxt page.)
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 And {on sy the men in the car
knew yout”’

¥Yes; he spoke my name and buzzed
off without another word., I had no idea
who he wag—="

“Would Shem Isaacs know you by
pight ' .

* Yes: my fathee ook me to his offico
once, He would know me, and I should
know him, if I saw his face——""

“ Isnacs, tcn to onat"” repeated the
§rupector. : )

waved the juniors back and
ecarecred on his way, the car vanishing
in 8 cloud of rain and mud.

Bob Cherry gave a long; whistle.

“Well, ] T'm ﬂ. _i}iniwedlglr he
pmphatically and inelegantly.

"P%ha blowfulness is terrific!™

Davarney's eyes were gleaming.

said;

“Jt's the man!*’ he repeated. “It's
the man! 1t's Isaacs! That's how he
know me. That's why he was startied

t0 see ma. Oh, I hope they'll get him.
He's not ten minutes shead—""

“Grimey's jolly close on his track,”
gaid Harry Wharion. “He must have
dodged this way after being headed Pﬁ
from Folkestons, I suppose they're
watthing for him all along the coast.
They'll get him. He will never have
time to get away from E'emi;"

The juniors headed by the shortest
cut for the seaside village, cager to hear
what had happened there. If the man
in the gnﬁg!na really was Shem Isaacs

it was probable that he was heading for
tho sea, in the hope of petting away
in a motor-boat, ich was to had

for hire at Pegg, and making =
desperate atfompt to get scross
Channel. DBut with pursuit so cloze on
his track it was not likely that he would
be successful.

In a state of great excitement now,
Harry Wharton & Co. proceeded at o
trot, through the falling rain. Devarney
wes the most excited of all. All his
lofty nonchalatce had disappeared. By
a footpath through the wood the juniors
eame out on the P road, with the
fishing village in sight in the distance
and” the grey, tumbling seca bevond.

“Look 1 yelled Bob Cherry. *The
MNapier I

From the _diw_o%un of Pegg ' the
MNapier eamo in sight, tearing through
rain and mud, the man in t g{?g ol
driving hard. 'That he was in iﬁ;ht
ecould not be doubted mow. He had
reached Pegg one road and was
leaving it by ancther, evidently because
Mr. Grimes' car had followed him into
the villake befora he could scek to
carry out his intentions there.

“My hat! This is “ﬁetting exciting 1"
ejaculated Johnny Ball,

“Btop him—somehow ! panted De-
YArncy.

“You can't "

“I'm going tol”

_ Julian Devarney leaped recklessly
into the middle of the road. The
Napier was coming on madly. FBehind,

{ua# turning out of the village of Pege,
he inspector’s car .could seen in
pursauit,

“Deverney ' shouted Wharton.

He sprang after the reckless junior,
grasped him, snd dragged him back in
time. *

A szecond later the Napier tore past,
in & spout of rain and splashing mud.

“You ass[” panted Wharton,

Devarney shook himself free from the
captain of the Remove and rushed after
the Napier. The Famous Five followed,
It was evident that the desperato man
in the Napter‘dld not know the country
round Greyfriars, for the lane he was
now following was closed, at intervals,
by gates, and he had ne tims to stop to
open oven one of them. Indeed, it was
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doubtiul whether, at the speed he was
travelling, he could aveid a crash at the
hrst cote.

“He'll be killed !** muttered MNugent.
. The juniors ran hard. Raseal and
law-breaker they now knew the man in
the Napier to be, but thoy ghuddered at
the thought of the coming crash.  Round
a bend in the lane the fugitive came
suddenly in sight of the first gate across
tho road, and there was e grinding of
hurried brakes as he jammed them on.
But it was too late, and the erazsh came
to the ears of the juniors.

“Hurry " panted Wharton.
They r breathlessly to the epot.
Jammed into a smashed gate, Eha
ut

N&&iar' lay on its side, a wrecks
of the man whe had driven it there was
nothing to be seen,

“* Where—"" stuttered Bob Cherry.

“ Look "

Wharton pointed. .

On one side the road was bordered
by IFriardale Wood, and grassy paths
led up a stecp embankment into the
trees. The juniora, following the diree-
tion of Wharton's pointed finger, had
& glimpse of 4 man in a heavy coat and
goggles vanishing into the wood by one
of the winding paths.

“After him!” yelled Devarney.

He clambered up the bank in pursuit,

There was a whirring and a honkin
and the Courtfield car dashed up an
halted. Inspector Grimes jumped down,
staring at the juniors, no doubt sur-
prised to sce them again, He gave one

lance at the wrecked Napier and
shouted : '

* Which way did he go?™

“Into the wood I'” Wharton pointed
again, By that path—ths ons De-
varney's taking.™

Mr. Grimes waited for no more
Leaving his car in the road, he dashed
up the greasy path into the wood, the
constable at his "heels,

“Come on!"’ said Bob Cherry. “The
more the mierrier!”

And tha juniors followed.

What Iucé Mr. Grimes and his com-

anion hed the juniors did not know,
or scon lost sight of .them. The
chyma of the Remove themselves cer-
tainly had no luck. Searching for a
fugitive in the rainy, misty wood was a
good deal like searching for a necdle in
a haystack. They kept it up till it was
time to refurn to the achool for call-
over., Devarney was keen to keop it
up longer, but it wae evidently futile
and he unwillingly walked back to Grc}"i
friars with the Famous Five.

I say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter

et juniors as thay trailed, wet and
weary, into the Houze, “I say! Have
you heard #*

“*Which and what "' asked Boh.

“You fellows mnever hear any-
thing 1"’ said Bunter. “I say, that man
Isnacs has been scen at Courtfield 1™

“What man Isancs?” asked Bob,

“Bhem Isascs,” the man who's in the
papers,'” I%‘upa-d Bunter, full of excited
news. “ He was seen, and nearly caught
—all the fellows have heard about it
except you chaps. You never hear any-
thing 1"

“Toll us all about it,”” said Bobh
gravely., And the Co. grinned.

“He was spotted hiring a car, from
what they say,” said Bunter. “He got
away in & Napier car, with the coppers
fﬂiﬁwg him in another. That's the
B "

“The very latest?"” grinned Bob.
. “Yes. But there mmy be something
in the evening papers, if a chap could
g;ﬁ-?t“hulgi of one. Awfully exciting, ain’t

* Frightfully I agreed Bob.

“All the fellows ara talking about it,™

-gtables who patrolled the

THE NAGNET
gaid Bunter. “Faney you fellows not

knowing anything about it{™
““Fanoy!" aszented Bob.
““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blogsed if I can see anythinﬁ to
cackle at!" said Bunter. *'You fellows
are always behind the times.
never know anything that’s goin

say, where have yom fellows
You look awfully muddy.”

“Chasing Mr, Issacs in Friardale
Wood !" chuckled Bob.

Billy Bunter jumped.,

= a-ti” ho ejaculated.

You
on!
en?

“That's tho latest,” added Bob
Cherry. " You see, you weren's quite up
to date, after alil”

And the Famous Five passed on, grin-
ning, leaving Billy Bunter with his
mouth open in astonishment, and looking
like & fat fish out of water.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Face to Face.

)l G”NE’E : id
' Gone from our giddy gase
like & beautiful dream]”

. “The gonciulness is ter-
rific, my esteemed chumsi™

It was surprising, but it was so.

. The following day being Bunday,
Sunday walks " at Greyfriars most
tock the direction of Friardale \‘r"ﬂoc{
Since Mr, Bhem Issacs had plunged into
the wood end disappeared, he had nat

been seen again.

'I'lm.ii he Eu}i]rlld possibly ezcape now
seamed impossibla. A police cordon had
been drawn round the wood, and up and
down and round sbout in its bosky
shades sonrch was going on for M.
Isancs. Bvery thicket and every bush
was beaten for him.,

Fellows who took their Sunday walks
to the wood found that there was, for
ones, noe admission. The wood was
¢losed to the publie and in official hands.
Fellows walked along the lanes that
bordered it, staring into paths end
glades, rewarded by the sight of police-
men's helmets popping to and fro.

_But they saw nothing of Shem Isaace.
Neither, unfortunately, did the police.

How the man, in the ocircumstances,
could have got away was a mystery.
But it seemed that he had.

Harry Wharton & Co, walked back to
Greyfriars, after a stroll all round the
wood, that Sunday, leaving the police
still searching,

“It beats the band!” romarked Bob
Cherry. “*But he's gonel If he was
still in the wood they'd have had him."

“Blippery as an ecl!” said Frank
Nupgent.

That evening Julian Devarney was
looking morose, He had counted on the
capture of Mr. Isascs as a certainty,
after the wreck of the Napier in Pegg
Laoe, and the flight of the rascal on foat
into the woods.

But he had counted his chickens too

eaﬂp

r. Shem Isaacs seemed, after all, not
to be at the end of his tether. He had
been thers: but, like the will-o’the-wizp.
he was gone again before n finger c!.‘-lif;!
bo laid on him.

There was considerable excitement tn
the echool. The hunting of a fugitive
from justice, B0 near ayiriars, gave
the fellows a thrill. On Monday thera
was no news of a capture. Fallows wha
walked down to Frinrdalas that day
announced that the wood was open to
the public again, and that the police
were gone, except for two m';hthree con-
aths,

Apparently Mr, Grimes had given up
the hope of running the man down there.
The =ze . no doubf, was proceeding
farther afield. g

In Form that day Devarnsy was
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“ Hurry ! ** panted Harry Wharion,

lay on Iis side—a wreck., But of the man who had driven it there w

extremely inattentive, and once or twice
received a sharp wn}r& from Mz, Quelch.
e did not heed it.

His hopes had been raised, only to be
dashed to the- ﬁruumi again. The
punishment of the raseal who had
ruined his father, the partial restoration
of hiz family fortunes, peemed
possible—indeed, probable—and now the
prospect had vanished again. His brow
was dark and his temper bitter. )

He had received a lettor from his
father that morning, stating that Mr.
Ilevarney was cnming down to tha
school. News of Mr. Bhem Isaacs, and
hiz brief and dramatic appearanco necar
(royiriars, had been in the Bunday
papers, and had, of course, reached
Julian's father.

After last school that day Devarney
walked down to the gates with o moody
brow. He intended to meeb his father
on his way to the school, and walk back
with him by the footpath through the
wood.

His father, he knew, hoped to hear
news of tho capture of Mr. Isaacs. Buf
there was no hope of that, The elusive
I=anes bad vanizhed as if into thin air.

Dovarney walked along the shady
footpath, thick with fallen leaves. There
wns a scowl on his face and his lips were
g

His brow grew blacker, and 2 glitter
came into his eyes, as he passed under
the branches of the big oak by the foot-
path, the spot where the ex-convich
Ledgey had attacked his father. Sit-
ting in the grass, with his back to the
trunk of a tree, with a book open on his
knces, was o Greyfriars junior,

The juniors raced breathlessly {o the spot.

Devarney’s cyes glinted at Monty
Newland;

His footsteps made no sound on the
carpet of fallen leaves that covered the
path, and Newland did not look up.
There was a cheery smile on Monty’s
face, apparently- caused by some episode
in the “ Holiday Annual™ that he was
perusing,

Julian stopped and stood staring down
at him. DBlacker and blacker his louk
grew as he stared.

Newland, suddenly becoming aware of
hiz presence, glanced u}i:} The smile died
on his face as he saw Devarney.

“ Vou rotter I’ said Devarncy between
hias testh.

“Halleg! What's biting you now?"
azked Newland ocarelessly.

“You sheeney cad "

Newland locked at him steadily.

“That’a enough, Devarney,” he zaid
quictly. “I don’'t want to row with
you. You'd better trot on.”

Devarney did not stir. All his disap-
pointment and bitterncss and chagrin
seemed to concentrate in the rancorous
look he gave the Jewish junior.

“What are you doing here?!” bhe
snocered, searching his mind, as 1t wore,
for the bittercst words he could use.
' Looking for the other sheeneyi"

"“What 7"

“A relation of vours, p&rh&,ps,” said
Devarney. * The papers say it's not cor-
tnin that the man's name is Isaacs,
Perhaps it's Newland I

Monty laid the book in the grass and
rose to hia feet, His own eyes were

glinting now,

Jammed Into the smashed gate, the Napier
as no sign. (Se¢e Chapler 13.)

“That will do,” he said. “I've been
trying to keep clear of you, Devarney—
trying ‘my hardest, But if you're deter-
mined on trouble, you can have it as
soon a8 vou like,” .

“The sooncr the hetter,” said Julian,
with a sneer. “If you've screwed up
your courage to the sticking-point, I'm
ready for you,”

Monty Newland, his face set, peeled
off his jacket, and Devarney followed his
example.

“They say that the worm will turn,”
said Devarney, “'I'va been waiting for
you to turnl”

“Come on!" snid Newland tersely.

Devarney did not need & second invi-
tation. He came on fast enough. A
moment more and the two juniors were
fighting. :

In hiz passionato anger and bitterneces
Devarney had forgetten all about mect-
ing his father. He rerdembered only his
desire to avenge his former defeat, and
his rancour against the sheeney,” Shem
Tsaaca had oscaped, but there was solace
in giving this particular sheency the
thrashing of hia life,

But it did not work out like that,

Monty Mewland was angry; and, o
he had been driven into the combat he
wished to avoid, ho was determined to

ive his unrensonnlile enemy as severe &
esson as he could, Devarney's attack
was hot and fierca, but Newland met 1%
with cool determination, and mora than
held his own. .

It was borne 1n upon Devarney's mind
that he was not, after all, quite a match
for the sheeney. The thought of anotheg

Tig Macser Lisnany.—Neo. 1,127,
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defeat spurred him on to desperate
pfforts, and Newland had his hands full.

Trampling in the fallen leaves, pant-
ing for breath, Gerce-eyed and with teeth
set, the two juniors fought with a bitter-
ness that was seldom witnessed in fistical
combats in the Greyiriars Rcmove.

Crash! : i .

Devarney wes on his back in the fallen
hﬁﬁl d stepped back

Newland s .

In = ﬂash,ﬂpﬁflim was on his feeb
again springing at him. Hammer and
tongs tﬁny wont at it again, both of
them too exeited, and too keen on the
conflict, to observe a tall gentleman who
came olong the path from the direction

of Friardale..

The tall, slim gentleman stopped, and
stared at the aiﬁht of the two school-
boys closing in fierca combat.

“Good gad!” he ejaculated.

For & moment or two he stood

staring, with lofty disapproval in his
look. Then sudden recognition dawned
i his face.

“Good gad, Julisn 1

He ran forward.

“Julian! Cease this instantly! What
does this mean ™

“ What——"

“ Who—"

The combatanta dropped their hands,

and stepped back, panting. Devarne
azsed his hand across his eyes, an
Eﬁnkud dizzily at his father. ﬁlcmty

Newland dabbed &t a streaming nose,
“Julian{ This is—is disgraceful |” ex-
claimed Mr. Davarney. “Who is this
boy.you are fighting with— Good
ad 1" Mr. Devarney fairl jumped, a8
stared at Newland., “Youl’
*0Oh, my hat!” murmured Monty.

He backed away.

b sk o
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“Do not go, my boy ! exclaimed Mr.
Devarney. " Stay—atay! I have never
properly thanked vou for the service you
rendered m;laul have not even learned
YOour name.

He turned to his son. ]
~ “Julian! I find you qlusrra]h_ng—ﬁ ht-
in ith this brave lad—this gﬂiﬁmt

L]

B ———

Devarney stered at him in stupe-
faction,

“You—you don't know this fellow,
father 7” he stammered. *“I—I den't
understand ! What——"

“1 do not know his name,” said Mr.
Devarney. ™1 know the boy—I am not
likely to forget the brave lad who saved
mao from sertous injury on this very spob
less than & week ago.”

. Dievarney elmost staggored.

“What "’ he gasped.

He atared at Eia father, and stared at
Monty Newland, The latter grinned.

“It—it—it. waz WNewland?” stuttered
Devarney.

“If this lad's name is Newland, cer-
tainly. Are you a Greyfriars boy, New-
land 7" asked Mr. Bevnmer.”

“Yes, gir, In the Remove.
“My son's Form! Did you not tell
my son "

“Nunno!” stammered Monty. " You
—youn Bee—"" he broke off.

“YWhat is this dispute about?” asked
Mr. Deverney, looking from one to the
other, *Some schoolboy quarrel, what?
What ™

The two juniors were silent, Devarney
was still staring at Monty Newlnnd in
blank astonishment. The news that it
was Monty who had saved his father
fl:t;;rmk Ledgey had taken him utterly
a ;

Nations of the world have borrowed different games from

us, but those of their own making, as our contributor

deseribes in this article, are decidedly gueer forms of
recreation—to usl

Battle of the Headless Goat |

W addition to the sports which they
have borrowed from us, some of
the notions of the world bave
games of their own which meet

with high local approval, and which
form their own nationml sports. They

lay a particularly uproarious ones in
durkistan, called baigu.

It 13 & kind of cross beiween rugger
and polo, and the “ ball " is the body of
a goat, minus the head! All mounted
on fery steeds, the players line up—120
of themm—and one, from the centre of
tha ling, kicks off. Or rather, he canters
off, dangling the headless poat!

ﬁ.wa:.r after him tear the other 119
mounted men, all madly eager to wrench
from him the corpse. When the centre
man has gone some distance ahead, he
hurls the goat's body to the ground—if
he has not already been caught. Then
the band begins to play in earnest.

A Thunder of Pounding Hoofs.

All of them fight to pick up the bedy.
The sportsman who does succsed in re-
trieving it must gallop around the
boundery post and back agnin to the
starting-place with his dusty tmph_',!:

. The rest of the field goes after him,
in one mad tearing swoop, and it is all
1n the game if they can tear him or his
horse to the ground and wremch away

the apoils of the chase. They can pound
him or his steed—do anything.

Imagine that headless goat at the end
of the game. Imagine what the “ball
goes through in that yelling pande-
monium and the thunder of poundin
hoofa! Eventually, 1f there 13 enou
of it left, the torn and bedraggled trophy
13 presented by the thoroughly exhausted
players—perhaps combatants would be
the better word—to tho chief guest or
most notable onlooker. A pretty strenu-
ous way, that, of keeping fit end spend-
ing o Saturday afternoon!

Weird Tug-o0'-War.

In the Far East, in Korca, tug-o'war
stands on a footing with our Lesgue
football eventa. By a scries of elimin-
ating games, towns and villages compete
for the big tug-o’-war championships.
We are content to indulge in that hefty
sport with eight men aside. They con-
sider that too gentle in Korea, where an
entire village, or half a town, may haunl
at either end of the ropel

Thers are not simply two ends—there
are lots. The rope quite a number
of tails, so that all comers may lend &
hand to haul the other side over the
mark, Women and children all join in.
Everyone who can stand iz allowed to
bulge his or her muscles on tho town's or
village’s behalf.

EVERY SATURDAY

“Come !" said Mr. Devarney. Y will
ask you no more guestions—but you two
bovs must be friends! Whatever the
causa of your dispute, it cannot be any-
thing serious. Newland, I am sure you
will accede to my wish.”

“Certainly, sir!"™ sapid Monty cheer-
fully. .

“And you, Julian, I need not ask,
now that I have told you that this boy is
the brave lad who saved me from a
ruffian's viclence,” said Mr. Devarney.

Julian made no answer.

“Let me sce you shake hands,® said
Mr. Devarney.

Slowly, but feeling that there was neo
Lelp for it, Julian Devarney held out his
hand to Monty Newland. Then a more
generous impulse seemed to rise in his
wayward heart, and when he gripped
Newland’s hand, his grip was cordial.

“I-I'm sorry!* he stammered. *I
dara say 1 haeve been rather a fool!
Thanks for what you did for my father!
I never knew—never guessed--I should
never have thought that a sheen——"
He checked himself abruptly. “I'm
E?lrr*_lr, Newland. I can’t say morae than
that ¥

“ All serene!™ said Monty cheerily.

Monty Newland stood dabbing his
crimson nose with his handkerchief, as
father and son walked down the path

together. He wondered whether the
"feud ¥ was over. DBut that remained to
be seen:

THE END.

{Don't fail to read the final ehthrall-
ing slory tn this splended scriee—""THE
NEW BOY'S FEUD!" Tao miss this is
to mtss @ treal, so order your copy
carlyl)
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Naturally, something articularly
hefty in ropes is required when a large
population is panting to break all
records ot the shout, " Heave I So they
make it of plaited straw, and they makea
it very thick!?

The Shisld Game—and others.

The Warraw Indians do not go much
on football. The sport of their fathers
13 good enough for them. It scems o

eculiar way of getting fun, but there
E is. With enormously heavy shields,
two opposing sportsmen spar about for
an opening, then rush togother like
thunderbolts in an endeavour to flatten
exch other firmly to the ground, either
by brute force or cunning, the victor
being he who jams his fellow hardest
it the soil with that heavy shield.

The wavy - haired, copper - skinned
Hawailiana, or Kanakas, pick their sports
from wrestling, riding, and spenr-throw-
ing, and surf-riding, the latter being
extremely popular. On flat, frail boards,
tho Kanckas paddle out to sea, and when
smooth water is reached, they head their
tossing eraft for the shore.

~ Huge waves hurl them at the pound-
m% breakers beating on the coast, and,
balancing incredibly on their baards, the
riders strivo to reach dry land ahead of
all comers. To say that the followers of
this dare-devil sport are pood swimmers
fotlows na a matter of course!

In Norway they go in for ski-jumping.
With long and narrow “shoea ™ strapped
to their feet the sportsmen hurtle down a
steep, snow-covercd hillside, then leap
into the atr. The jump 18 counted only
if the end of it finds you landing on both
feot av once. Leaps of 140 feet want

some beating !
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By GEO,

o Arrvest that traifor ! ** commanded the all powerful Robespierre. *“And
convey him to the Luxembourg ! **

Arrested !

F Robespierre had heard the words
of Sansarge, he paid no heed to
them, but ﬁlnwlﬁ advanced towards
Paul Dare, to halt within a pace

of him. :

“You know why I am here?” he

“With a full knowledge of what the
consequences must bel”

L Yﬂ-ﬂ!”

For a long momernt Robespicrre
carnestly studied the face of the boy
who confronted him, g

“Paul, Paul,” he sald, with sudden

said sternly, his eyes on the boy's pale, *saddened change of tone, *why . have

set features.
“Yes" :
“And have you no explanation to
give?"”
“No explanation, save thal Armande
da 3t. Clair war once my friend.”
Ea.nsér?ﬂ thrust himself forward,
courage Jent himm by the liqguor he had
consurned.
“YWhat iz it?" he demanded

hoarsaly., *“What hae hap-

pened 7" .
Robespierre surveyed him

coldly. ] .
“Merely this, Citizen,”™ he

replied.  *“Paul Dare, my fate !

trusted friend, having access
to certain open orders of re-
lease which bear my signa-
ture, filled in the name of
Armande de 8t. Clair on one of those
orders three hours ago, and had it pre-
sentad to the gaolor of the Luzxgmbourg,
with the result that Armende de Et.
(Mlafr has been released and has fled
from Paris” i

“Buot—but was not your permission
given!" gasped Sansarge.

“1 was not in Paris to give my per-
mission,” returned Hohbespierre curtly.

H¢ turned again to Paul

“Why did you not weit for my re-
turn instead of committing this act of
madness which will cost you your
head?’ he asked harshly, It 1s
possible that you would not have dp-
pealed to me In vain for the life of the
aristocrat.”

“I feared you would return too late,”
replied Paul c;kietiri

“Bo you took the law intoe your own
handa 1

you dong¢ this thing? You have sacri-
ficed position, power, life itself, to aid
an aristoerat who will give you no
second thought. No man, not even I,
can save you from the vengeance of
the peopla.” v

“I would not have you try, Mamm-
ilien,” replied Paul Dare; “but the

Citizen-deputy Paul Darc sentenced to death—
to be carried in a cresking tumbril to the
guillotine, with the mob howling derision at him
and the hated aristocrats who are to share his
Is Paul to die this ignominious death for

saving his friend 2

dav will come when your own soul will
gsicken of the daily slaughter and wou
will rebel, evea as I have rebelled
to-day.”

Grim, prophetic words, For the day
was, indeed, to come when the tragic
figure of Maximilien Isidore de
Robospierre, hounded to his doom by
the wolfish, bestial mob for whom he
had laboured so ardently and so well,
mounted the steps of the guillotine to
pay for, with hia head, his attempts
to stem tho tide of blogd which was
engulfing the land he loved so well.

ﬁut orn waa little thought of that
in his mind as now he turned away and
walked towards the door. On the
landing- outside, be gave a sharp order.
Heavily-booted feet came clumping up
the stairs and five soldiers of the
Natiemal QGuard, sccompanied by a
sergeant, fled into the room.

“ Arrest that traitor!” commanded

E. ROCHESTER,

{Introduction on next page.}

Robespierre harshly. " And convey him
to the Luzembourg "

'Wh:tt a ;Iﬁ._}l' of g’.[nr:fuun e;eimdmt 1]

had been ! I
Tho ci-devant Citizen.deputy Paul
Darc had appeared befors the Bar of

tha Revolutionary Tribunal on a charge
of rank treachery to the pcople.

Robespierre had spoken for him—
Robespierre, the very man who had had
him arrested. He had pleaded in that
toneless voice of hiz that leniency might
be shown to Paul Dare, who, up till
now, had served the people well.

That i jiclE had thriled the packed
and breathless court,

But it was with Fouquier-Tinville, the
Public Prosecutor, that the real honours
of the day had restcd. He had excelled
himszell. Never had he been go brilliant,
g0 deadly, so merciless,

His argument had been so magnifi=
cently simplo; even the most stupid
could follow it. Paul Dare bad cheated
the guoillotine of a cursed aristocrat,
Then let Paul Dare take the place of
that aristocrat on the guillotine and
thus atone for his treacherous crime.

Ah, how ferccigusly Fouguier-Tinville
had fought for the death sentence.
Fought for it! Nawy, demanded it in
the name of the people—in the name of
the glorious Republic.

And hé had won. Sentence of death
had been pronounced and on the morrow
Paul Dare was to die on the guillotine.
But before sentence had been passed, the

rizoner had heun invited to address the
ribunal on s own behalf. And how
had he replied ?

“Citizen-president, citizens sll, I
thank you tor the fairpese of my trial,
nor do I'quarrel with the fairness of the
verdict.” \ -

There ! Even the prisonet hirself had
admitted that he had received nothing
less than justice. The cursed aristocrats
were never prepared to make such a
handsome admission,

Dusk of that fateful day had new
merged into night, and whilst
in every drinking booth and
den clamouring tongues dis-
cussed the trial, Paul Daro
sat alone in his cell waiting
for the morrow.

He was sested at the
small deal table with which
the cell was furnished. His
chin was cupped in his hands
and he was reading by ihe
flickering illumination of the
¢candle by his elbow. i

Yes, reading, for only bitternees E-ti
in brooding thought. And the b
aver which Paul pored enthralled was
his well-thumbed, tattered copy of the
New Testament. He had asked for it
from his lodgings and Robespierre had
geen to it that the request was granted.

He was reading again of that last
tragic drama when, armed with lanterns,
torches and weapons, they had come in
search of Christ 1n the garden of
Gethsemane, :

“Then Simon Peter, having o sword,
drew it and smote the high priest’s ser-
vant and cut off his right ear. The sers
vant's name was Malchus,” 3

Paul's lips twitched in a smile cf grim
eppreciation, There was ome, at least,
w%n,_ﬁu his dying day, would have cause
to remember that night's work,

The neize of & heavy key turning in
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tha lock of the door of the cell brought
the boy's cyes from the printed page.
Then, pushing back his c¢hair, he rose
to his feet as the door swung open and a
goaler ontered, followed by Bansarge.

Paul had not seen nor spoken with
Sansargs sinco the night of his arrest,
and now he .advanced with hand out-
strotched.

“IL have been given ton minutes aleno
with vou® said Sansarpe, when tho
gaoler had withdrawn, closing and lock-
ing the door behind him.

“That gives us time enough in which
to say farewell” replied the boy
bravely. “1 am glad that you have
come, old friend.” )

“Glad?” repeated Banszarge grimly.
“1 wonder 1f you will sti!ll be glad when
you !‘mm heard what T have come to
saxv i’

*Why, what do you mean "

“I mean this, Pawt! Dare. I have
something to tell you. It cannot aid you
now, I know, bubt if I had spoken sooner
then you would not have been here in
this cell of death to-night. Ahb, bitterly
have I cursed myself for keeping
silent I

“But I do not understand.” exclaimed
the boy in bewilderment. “ Where else
would I be, il not in this eell 7

“In England!™ replicd Bansarge
Bercely. “In England, Taul Dare,
. where vou belong I*

“Where I belong?” cochoed the boy,
slaring. “You speak strangelv, San-
sarge, What is England to me "

“It 18 your home!” ericd Sansargo.
*Listen, boy, for our time is short, Old
Andre Darc waz not your father, and

ou are not of peasant blood. Your
ather is 8ir Crispin IlTungerford, of
Dorsct, in England.”

“What 1"

“It is true—I swear it. Years ago,
when you were but a fow months old,
your father sent two English highway-
men to the gallows. In revenge, a coms-
panion of theirs kidnapped you and fied
to France. He died in a8 lodging housa
in Calais, which was kept by the aged
sister of old Andre Dare. Innoecont
though they were, Andre and his sister
were fearful of being involved in the
consequences of the kidnapping. They
decided to bring yow up as their own
and say nothing to anyone as to your
birth.”

The boy would have spoken, but San-
sarge silenced him with a gesture,

“ Do not judge them harshly,” he went
on quickly. “ Remember, old Andre was
always kind to yon. He brought vou to
his cottage at Fontnoy, and, as you
grew to bovhood and whispers of the
Revolution came, old Andre confided te
me the seeret of your birth. It was his
wish to send you back to England be-
fore the storm broke. Butb I said no.
For in you, Paul Hungerford, with your
noble English blood, I saw good stuff
for the moulding of one who might
Prm‘e, if trained, a clever and courageous
eader of the people,”

Paul was stlent, but his hands had
clenched and & grimness had orept into
his eyes, which were fixed on Sansarge’s
bearded face,

“8Bo you were kept in ignorance of
vour birth,” continved Sansarpe, “and
after vour flogging at the hands nf that
animal of Fontnoy, you were sent to
Paris. The rest you know. In old
Andre's dying moment 1 promised him
that some day you would learn tho truth.
And that, besides to eavy farewell, is
why I have come to vou fo-night.”
“And does my father think I live®!
asked the boy,

Sansarge shook his head.

“He cannot!” he replied. * After all
these years, he must now be mourning
you as dead.”

“Then curse you, Sansarge! blazed
the boy. “Cursa you, for’ thiz foul
thing you've done to me!”

Turning &away, he seated himself
heavily in his chailr and buried his face
on his arms on the table. Moving for-
ward, Sansarge laid a gentle hand on
the boy's shoulder.

“I have earncd vour curse, ond
more, 'Paul Hungerford,” he said
quietijr, “nor do I ask you to forgive
the unforgiveable, But E{a‘is I say: You
have !iveﬁ as one of us, and yvou know
how we were ground -down and
oppressed, And in our ranks there were

g0 few who could show us how to lift
the yoke. Can you wonder that we made
you & leader? It was to be for such =
Tittle time. Only until we had soundly
won to glorions liberty. Then I would
have spoken and you would have re-
turned to the England which is your
home. I swear I never foresaw
calamity such as this”

His voice broke oddly on the words.
Slowly Paul lifted his Lead to see the
cves of Sansarge dim with tears.

“Why, Sansarge,”” he exclaimed,
slowly rising to his feet. *“What 1is
this?"

“It is nothing,"” replicd Sansarge

hnskily. * But since your arrest 1 have
not known one moment which has not
boen  an bitterness and

Ao o
remorse.  Had f but spoken sooner—
for 1 have loved you so—"

“MNay, Sgnsarge;” said Paul, “you
must nob reproach yourself, for I can
understand. My anger was oocasioned
by my first selfish thoughts, Maybe, by
aiding in some little way the removal
of that tyranny which for so long has
oppressed the people of France, 1 have
lived better then I would have done
yonder in England. ¥t seems at this
oloventh hour that my sole regret necd
be that I have never known the man
who i my father.”

“T will zee him, boy,” eried Sansarge
cagerly. “It is the ona amend which
I can make, I will go to England, no
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INTRODUCTION.

Tt 8 the year 1789, when the firsl rumbles o
the eoming. revolution in France arg heard,
Paul Darc, a peasant, and the Chovalier de St.
Clafr, on aristocrel, both young . are sbaunch
chumse, but they arvé soon forced o realize the
barrier that lies between them. For daring fo
bathe in the lake af Chatear Fontnoy, Poul 45
Lrutally flogged af the order of the Marguis
D'Ermonde de Fontnoy, the chevalier's uncle,
who gives further evidence of ﬁisfﬂfnduh Cr
by Eilling Paul's guardian. The lad swears
vengeance on the tirant and 18 sent fo Paris by
[} ot named Sansarge, there to be
placed in the charge of (he notoriows Robespierre.
Three tyeare poss, and the long-threaiened
revalution has burel into flame. The shadne
of the puilloling liss over and both the
hoted Marguis de Fontnoy and hiz dnnocent
repheow, the cheonlier, are arrested and loken to
Paris for trigl, Paul Dare, now conimrisstoner of
the Revolutionary Trib ., dearas with horror
2{ hig friend's capture, and defermines o wse oll

5 if; wence with the powerful Robespierre fo
ALY AL,

Robespicrre rer, 18 oud uo{ Paris,
L

and before the Tribunal, FPa
desperalely for the life of the chevalier. Bul il
15 th vain. Hig ap rejected, denounced by

his former friend as a feader of the mob that iz
glaining France with innocen! bood, Pawul sees
the poung aristocral senlenced fo dealh. It 42
late that night before the lod returna fo the ladging
ke shares with Sansarge. Paul's biller oulburs!
against the slaughter that iz taking place in the
name uatice sartlex hiz componion. Bul
more stariling il {a the sight of the man who
appeard in the doorway of thal momend. It iz

pigrre—ithe most dreaded man in France |

(Now read on.)

THE MAGNET

matter what the consequences to myself
may be. ¥ will tell him all. How yon
have worked so nobly for us who were
oppressed, and how in the end you gave
your life for one whom once you Lnew
as friend."

Hias voice shook with & sudden gust
of passion.

“And there is another whom I shall
seeld out,” he snarled, “It is that
cursed Armande de St. Clair. SHome-
whera beyond the frontiers of France
he lies, but I shall find him and tell
him that ths Paul Dare whom he
spurned went to the guillotine in his
stead. And if there g& one spark of
manhood in him, which I doubt, he will
never know another moment free from
Il'_}ittn:lf self-veproach as long as he may
ive.

“Leave Armande de 8t. Clair in
peace, Sansarge,” said Paul sharply.
“He thinks that the order for his
releass  came from the hand of
Robeapierra, and there is nothing to
be gained in telling him otherwise.”

“I say I will tell him——" bhegan
Sansarge, his voice rising.

“I% can do no gﬂnd,ncﬁd friend.” cut
in Paul, resting a pleading hand on
Sansarge’s red-s eevec{) arm. *“My last
request to you i3 to leave him in
ignorance of these unhappy circum-
Etmm.i?

“But it i1s not right——" protested
Sansarge angrily.

“He craved na aid froam me? in-
terposed the boy wearily, “and he is’
in no way toe blame for thiz. Promiss
ma that you will let him be™

“T promise then,” replied Sansarge
sullenly. “But,"” he added, with grim
satisfaction, “sooner or later he is
bound to lesrn, for all France is ringing
with the news.”

A key grated in the lock, and the
cell door swung apen.

“Your time 13 up, Citizen ™
the gaoler, from the threshold.

And now that the moment had come
when they must bid each other a last
good-bye, man and boy, it scemed, could
find no words.

It was Bansarge who spoke first,
thrusting out a trembling hand.

“ Farewell, Panl Dare,” he muttered,
using for the last time-the old familiar
name, *“Some day I am for England—to
see your father—"

The boy nodded bravely.

“Tender him my filial devotions.
Sansarge,” he said quietly, taking the
oufstretched hand in firm clasp, “and
tell him thet at the end my only sorrow
was that I had never knovwn him. And
now, old friend, farewell!"

Long after Sansarge had gone, and
the ¢cll door had clanged shut, Paul
Hungerford sat staring before him with
unseeing  eyes; pungcring aver the
amazing disclosure which Bansarge had
made, and trying fo picture that fathor.
that home, that England, which now
he would never live fo sce.

Not for one moment did he doubt
the truth of what Sansarge had told
him. The man's bitter remorse and
sincerity had left no room for doubt.
Nor in his heart could Paul feel either
anger or resentment against those who.
until now, had kept the secret from
him.

He had lived with them, as one of
them, too long for that, None could
batter underztand than he the motives
which had prompted them to keep silent
and plen for him to become a leader
of the people. .

And thus the pitiful, tragic con-
spiracy wes to end. Poor, patient, kind-
hearted Andre was dead, and on the

growled
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EVERY SATURDAY

morrow the boy whom he had given to
the peopls was to dis by the hand of

the peoplel
N day had already been broughi
from the Conciergerie, Eighteen
they numbered, and all were aristocrats
BAVE One.
" He, the ci-devant Citizen-deputy,
Paul Dare, stood alone, shunned and
ignored by that gaily-dressed company.
Though he was to be their comrade in
death, they had no word for him nor
friendly gf’ancm For wags he not one
of the canaille? One, it seemed, who
had somehow succeeded in offending his
fellow-rabble. There was o rumour that
he had befriended an aristoerat. . But,
there, was not rumour & notorious lying
jade?

Each aristocrat had donned his besk
&s befitted the momentous occasion.
And now with quip, jest, and laughter,
they awaited their turn to descend the
prison steps to the tumbrils, which
would convey them to the keeping of
their grim tryst with Aadame
Guillotine, e

For no matter what their lives had
been, these aristocrats of France knew
how to die. They went to their deaths
with a magnificent courage, a superb
heroism, which amazed the world, and
earned even the grudging admiration
of their enemies.

Names emblazoned on the immortal
scrall of Frepch chivalry; names which
had won rallant famo in the Crusades
and on the fields of Crecy, Agincourt,
and Poitiers were borne by men
daily mounted to the guillotine, and
by the very manner of their passing,
showed that the old spirit lived on lo
make glorious a shameful and ignoble
death,

But Paul, standing aleof, saw hero
and there & face which was unusuallg
pale, eyes which betrayed the cold drea
at the heart, vet lips which bravely
emiled. All could not keep out fear, yob
fear was held splendidly at bay.

In pairs, as the harsh, stentorian voico
of tha gaoler called out their numbers,
they passed through the prison door
towards the tumbrils inte which they
stepped a8 care-fres as  though, cn
pleasura bont, they wore stepping into
some upholstered coach.

Not once, by either word or gesture,
did the majority acknowledge tho exist-
ence of the howling, jeering meb. Con-
versing nonchalantly or in bored and
disdainful silence they sauntered to the
tumbrils, deaf to the saths and ecurses
fung at them from every sidae.

Paul was one of the few who still
remained within the prison when an
amused and vaguely familiar voice spoka
at his elbow:

*“Morbleu, if it is not the wouthful
citizen-deputy " _

Wheeling, the boy found himself faco
to facn with D’Espany, spruce in white
tatin and brocade.

“Youl?” ke exelaimed.

D'Espany shrugged his shoulders,

“"Uufortunately, ves,” he replied.
Then looking at tha hoy oddly, he
added: “EBut I fOnd you in strange
company, moneieur.”

“Nay,” corrected Paul grimly,
*although our destination is the samo I
have not the honour to be of this ex-
rlusive company.”’

“Then, if our destination be the same,
vou join us in the tumbrils?” questioned
I’ Espany, tapping his enuff-box and
delicately applying & pinch of rappee
to his nostrils, " There have been

A R

Comrades In Death !

OON, snd the tumbrils waiting,
Those who were to die that

who -
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Suddenly an unkempt fellow in. filthy red blouse and tattered trousers pushe
himself forward from the mob and halted in front of Paul, threatening him wl

his fist.

whispere—a certain aristoerat went free,
Ah, wes, I crave your pardon, mon-
sieur. I perceive the topic is distaste-
ful to you. These tumbrils now. I
understand the ride 15 not unpleasant to
one who can elose his enrs to o little
coarseness. I must confess to a cortain
pleasurable anticipation. There 1s, how-
cver, one protest 1 should like to lodge
wera ik permitted.”

* Indecd ™ .

“Yes, I am an old man, mensicur,
and it is my habit never to rise before
one of the clock. I find this early slort
extremely ineommodious.”

Thus he could talk, when before one
of the clock his head would be lying in
the exeentioner’s blood-soaked basket.

“ But,” he went on, *if it happens that
we journey together, monsieur, I shall
have been more than recompensed for
the inconvenience to which 1 have been

ut, in that I shall be afforded some
Ericf opportunity of becoming beiter
acquainted with one for whom, I freely

confess, 1 already entertain a doep
rf: ard-“ r - x " q
%’hem was a certain sincerity in ine

utterance of this fulsome compliment
which gave Paul to suspect that
D’Espany bhad learned the details of
the escape of Armande de Bt. Clair.
There could be no other reason why ha
should profess to hold a deep regard for
Paul.

“Tlow iz the Citizen Fontnoy ™ asked
the boy, changin% the subject. "I do
not perceive him here” y

“To-miorrow,  monsieur,” replied
D'Espany, having recourse to his snuff-

“ Death fo the cursed traitor ! ** he reared.
of the people 1 " (See page 28.)

** Death to ihe -beirayer

bex, *“He takes it ill, I fear, ana Is
much cast down 2

“ MNumber Fifty-Nine 1"

The harsh veice of the gacoler cut in
on D'Espany’s words, and with & snap,
he closed his snuff-box. ]

“Myself " he observed. " Adien
then, citizen-deputy, and if noble blood
can find you entry into Heaven then I
am yours to command !”

He bowed and turned awav, & brave
and g;l!n.nt figure. As he passed
through the prison door, out into the
light of day, there rose from the throats
of the mob a swelling, menacing roar,
like that of an angry sea.

" Number Sixty !

Paul stiffened. His turn had come.
Then with shoulders squared and head
crect he walked slowly to the door and
passed through. As he appearad "B
sudden hush feli on the mob. This
pale-faced boy was different fromm the
simpering, gaily-apparelled dandy who
had preceded him. Ile was a son of
the people. He was one of themselves,
And they were sending him to the
guillotine. :

The ecitizen-captain in: cherge of the
soldiers” who lined. the shorbt space be-
tween the foot of the prison stops and
tha tumbrils, gestured impatiently te
Paul to hurry. He was a wise one,
that citizen-captain, and well-verzed in
mob psychology. Already the foromost
tumbrils were rumbling away, and this
silence which hed grected the appear
ance of the boy rendercd the citieen.

captain uneasy, - :
Trg Magrer Lismart.—Neo. 1,127,
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 Nob that be [eaved any such Unng as
an attcmpt at rescue.  Buol ihere was o
sielden tension o e air, and a woly s
like catile.  Once let somcone start
gomething  and who could "tell what
filght not happen?  So best get the boy
mito the cari io which fie had been
dssipned and set off without delay,
There were others amongst the niob
1L ]':u .3|:7{J i_:L‘:!jl'lu:l.‘l - spspicious of Lh 13
silence, for a long, lanky, unkempt
fellow in [filthy red blouse, and taitored
trousers thrust inte sabols, pushed: him-
self forward. _

S Peath to the ecursed trartor!” he
roared.  “ Death to the betrayer of the
people 1
" Mis words broke the spell and loosencd
tongues din. a howl of exeeration and
devision, divgeted at the loncly, sombre-
¢lacl bayvish figure, walking with head
efect and=-ljps tight pressed. 1ut before
fhat howl gl&d gathored to full volume,
2 vile old hap with matted hair hanging
down over her ‘bleary eoyves and
shrivelled, " drink-soddéh- . featurys;
whirled on the vakempt fellow who liad
sturled the forrent of Jeers and curses,

‘was clawing at hizs Dblouse.

“Rot vou for a cowardly pig!" she
seveamed, and spat full 1o Lis face.
“What tif he did save a cursed aristo-
crat? There are plenty more, and Paul
Darve has served us well 17

““Yos, that lie has!" shricked an aged
and dishevelled crone, “What cursed
fools said that Paul Dave should die?™

“We did !* roared the fellow. *We,
the people whom he has betrayed '

And-with the wordz he drove elenched
fist full into the face of the crone who
With =
shrick, more animal-like than human,
the other hag flew at him, burying "the
long, Althy nails of her elaw-like hands
i his face.

Bellowing like a maddened bull. he
gripped her by her seraggy threat in
an endeavour to thrust her from him,

* Leave her alone, curse vou ! shoutod
a huge, heavded fellow, and lunged with
mighty fist, “ Bhe is right ! Paul Dare's
life iz of wore valie to the people than
the life of the one’aristocrat whom he
saved 1

He was howled down and rough hands
gripped him and whirled him aszide.

THE MAGNET

But- twoe otbier men leapt to his assist-
ance, striking out right and left, and in
& moment the mob was a secthing,
strugghng, cursing. mass,

“Stand Grm, you fools!™ chouted the
citizen-captdin, but already the swaying
line of soldicrs was brokon.

Paul was within a few paces of the
tumhbril, to which D'Espany was alrendy
mounting, when the first wave of shout-
ing soldiery and fighting, maddened men
angl women Eurgu% round him. In the
farefrent was the Ianky, unkempt fellow,
a _clubbed horse-pistel in his hard,
murder blazing in hiz eyes.

“Death to the traitor!” ho ecrcamed.
“That for you, Paul Dare!” s

The butt of the pistol crashed sickoen-
ingly down on the boy's skull, and as Le
swaved forward, engulfed in the black-
ness of unconscigusness, his assailant’s
arm slid round him to prevént him from
slithering te the ground.

{Panl Pare's plight i3 indeed o gorry
ane, 1Vl something furn uyi lo pretpat
his cxecution? Don't miss next week's
thrills in thizs grippng sekigl!)
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REEDEM’S RECORD RAG !

(Continued from page 15.)

Juck Jolly egzsplajned how -Reedewm
had read the thogpghts of Fin Playiair
and got to know about.the proposéd. rag.
Nutcherally the Head was surprised,
and for once in a way, grateful,

“*My dear boy '™ he said, with a brake
in his voice, addressing Retdem. ' By
yvour remarkable powers, youwiuvir sayed
me from something worse than deth,
viz., namely, and to wit, ‘a bath of =oot

and _other disgusting npredients. For

your servisses, 1 nsist on rowarding yeu.
[t': no use protesting, my dear lad; 1
insist on your comang to fca widh nie n
Lickham's study and skofling as much of
his grob as you are able o skoll without
bustng 1™

“Thank you, sir!™ mermered Reedem
guretly.

“And now, what of my assalents?”
asked the Head, torning a frowning fAxg
to the defeated Crammarians, "*;';1;_;3_3

against

highest - approva

niy sole ! If they're not Grammar Skool
cadds 1M

“Right on the wicket, sir!"” chirruped
Jack Joliy,

“Then vou have brougzht off the coop
the Grammar Skool as rek-
wested ! beemed Dl Birchemall, ™ iy
so doing, my boys, vou have carned my

i). Il floggings are off
now, of corse.™

“{h,. thank vou, sir!” corussed t{he

Tourth-Formers.

“As fof these cheeky Grammariaps, [
am of opinion that they should be taken
daown B pog or two,” ssaid the IHead,
“Now that we have gdat thew i our
klutehes, boyvs, I sujjest we-give thewm
something that will "help thom to re-
member St Sam's 15 top dog !
¢ Hpar, hear!” grioned Jack Jolly
& Co.

“1 beleeve ther have a horrid mis-
ture conzealed in the woods, which they
intended _ using on me” went on Do,
Bivrchemall, yubbing his bony bhands
gleefully  “ Whar abount finding it and

i ~.'in[.; them a tasic of their own meddi-
sim, oh ¥ ;
“ Yoz, rather P chortled the I*'mu_‘th.
Thev started eggsploring immejatels
and very guickly fonnd a tub contaiming
the evil-looking wmisture Jim Playfair
& Co. had reserved for the Head,
After tha:, they spent a bizey hall-
hour paipting theiw posoners fyom heéad
to foot with tle garstly stuff. then seof
theu back to Muggletan Ceammar Bkool
siinply covercd with tle sooty adxtuere.
“Weil, that's .ope up for 5t Sand's, 1
funsy ' powarked 13e, Thrchemall. with
vattisfaction. as lw fod the way back #n
the old shosl 11 only rewaims for me
to call three Tmrty <hvers for -the
junior who made our:susxcss possilil

Hip. lip—-~

And, needless to say, the juniors re
sponded  with a record cheer for the
founder of Heedemt's Record Rag. -

“THE EXI.
{(Therd 'l be anetherof Tiekn Xugont's
P, M L i { T
wprparipusgprns next week,s Malelsure
wou verd i, and Fice o ndod ?lfff'ﬁl‘-ﬁ £

= PN

o —

Sowh-0n 8L s
vk,
LimieReeper,

Irigh and
Colonial
ordefs
cashonly

B-
Complote with stout, solid !mthch
tra illustrated,

P
Higl-geade and pericetly-Anished DEPOSIT,
dewelled balanee,
Clear, bold Tuminebs hunds and
Bwres ece tine in the dork) amd secorqds dial.
Fully"warranted, -~ Price” 201="only.
y receiptiof-Gdz:lepesit, Lalance payable 1/8 on
receipt and T+ weekly. - Cash refnnded if dis-
entigtied and watch is refurned within 7 days.

4,
SIMP50NS (BRIGHTON) LTD., Dept. 471, TaoL:
84, Queen's Road, Brighton, Sussex.

. WONDERFUL OFFER! | “ABBEY-CLICO” POTATO PISTOL
\ orsve LUMINOUS |
\ WRIST WATGH

YOURS for

Lon

range.

Good report, Fast
and furious fun! - Absolutely safe.

Ammunition: Potato Action: Ai_rl.
Drice 1/ purét free, 3 for 3/6, 8 for 6/6
Celonie! Postage Gd. exira.

NORWOODS (Dept.U.2,), 16, Culium Street, London)E.C.3

-

Diead aceurate

=enk on 3 ;
; Farse teasning, outilt

opportunity Lo |
Boocoinber Gil, 15929,

Avuemae,

aBalAted poezENCE  prOvidid.
aFf BfieE sBELIgment. b the Poiliniobs, Hpnnlnl
u‘ﬂ ktl:r_'. ﬂ&l’_l' t'Eaa BInd.” 1‘ i ik !
aks ppnediate applicadion 10 the ranch Manager!
Upper Thames Bteect, LOSDOS L 2
203, Hope Siroecl,

kerps o toucls wili b

BELFAST. Domncaliested worrin alio wanied.

BOYS e 1419 WANTED

for CANADA, AUSTRALIA, & NEW ZEALAND

The Sulvation " Aty

.87 Yaioul Mo eaols
LIVEDR-

14, tembroks Place
44, Wayak

K.,
GLﬂSiiﬂW: §, Gnrdcld Ciambers,

Imiproves apporaniues.

HANDSOME MEN

G (M0 Tesddmarni ks,
Labhoratories (Dept. A.P.}, Colwyn

ARE SLIGHTLY SUNBURNT.
PETURKDBRONALE™ 3l- Folosrkdky
Beaklek, slampl=Sunbronze
'Bny. Wales. (Es, 19024

GROSE'’S, LuneaTE ciRcUS, LONDON
FOOTBALL JERSEYS @

All Colaure and Designg,

1 2!6 per doz.

Send for Hustraled List. Post Free.

I THE " 8ET

and ACCESFORY ™ E
Tine Belx (Foim Stm, Cocbin Hajahs, Tndian Rative
Blatex, British Colowialy, Walcerma vk Detoctar.
Tor Approvals.~LISHURN & TOWREEND, London Bd., Liverpeol.

PACEET FH EE I I

Scnd 2. postage

FREE PASSAGES

tror
Apply - —ONTARIO GOVEH R:H.&:E NT, 183, STRAND, LONDON.

TO ONTARIO, CANADA, for appraved
farm learpers. ago 15 to 18

GEO. GROSE & CO., 3, New Bridge St., London, E.C.4

of exouivlee cards,

Yantell
penling
List., — P, T.

wicts'

FREE FUN!

nsir hienls given FIIEE ta afl
i, (9.4, far latert Mapic Trick ond
HOMPEON & CGO..
Abergela Rd., Colwyn Bay, WN. Walos

AGENTS WANTED

» UIGHERT COMMISEI0ON. FALUAGBLE PHIYES,
DENTON & ©O. LTD.

to- kel PRIV STE THRTSTMAS CARDS.
HSample Book fres. Mapguifcont mh.ltﬂcl._lnﬂ
1 S
(Dept, D.30), ACCRINGTON.

waorth

22,009

31

Cheap Photo Materlal and Films.
Catalozng
| plioto, Bd.—HAGKETT'S, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL,

Bamples

Free. 12 by 10 Enlargement, any

21-9-29



14 ANOTHER LIVELY AND LAUGHABLE STORY OF JACK JOLLY AMD HIS CHUMS, AND THE AMAZING NEW BOY, IKAN REEDEM! 15

School !

AN FITIINEENEY BRENET,

H-.

& HAT the merry Dickens—"
Dr. Alfred Birchemall, the
revered and skellerly head-
master of 8t. Sani’s, broke
off in amarement and stared speechless]
at the percession that bhad just entere
the gates, The percession consisted of
half a duzzen juniors belonging to the
skool. They were covered [rom head
to foot in soot and ink and mud, how-
ever, 50 the Head dido't reckernise them
as 2t. Bam’s men et first.

“My giddy sunt!* eggsclaimed Dr.
Birchemall, when hd had regained his
powers of speech. ™ By the look of them,
they are a party of ﬂﬁiﬁq Minstrela—a
gong of strolling %meﬂ and chocklit-
cillered coons; and they have the nerve
to invade the sacred precinks of Bt
S=m's! What neckst, 1 wonder "

Looking awlully indignant, the Head
sct his mortar-board at a jaunty angle,
grasped his birchrod frmly in his hand,
sy rushed to meet the new arrivals

As he droo near them, thers was a
proan from the juniors, who were none
other than Jack Jolly of the Fourth,
our heéro, end some of his followers.

“The Head! That's done it ! mer-
mered Jack Jolly.

An instant later, the Head bounced
upon the seen. e bestowed & feerce

EMH on the percesgion, and held up his

wnd,
._m"_.b_"._a he bellowed, in his refined
way., "How dare you enter this here
skeol, you vulgar chocklit-cullered
coons

“Crikey! He doesn’t reckernize us ¥
grinned Frank Fearless,

“Rilenea !  thundered the “Head.
“And pray remove your ohjectionable
prezzences without delay. In  plain

Tus Magner Lispary.—No, 1,127,
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In this side-splitiing story of Jack Jolly and:
his chums of Si. Sam’s, the thought-reading:
powers of Ikan Reedem prove disastrous for:
Jim Playlair & Co. of Muggleion m_.nHEE,m
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langwidge, if you don't buzz off im-
Hnﬂm.ﬂ_n_.u.q I mrwm have you chucked out
on your necks—or, as the vulgar would
put ik, ejected !

MMy hat!” said Jack Jolly. “ But,
gir—>="

“No “buts” about 1t. I'm not ount
to argew the toss with a Jow, wvulgar
Christy Mistrel1” said Dr. Birchemall,
his lipp curling skornfully.

“But I'm not a Christy Minstrel! I'm
uﬁmw_u.wﬁ“m. the keptin of the Fourth !

“1 say I'm Jack Jolly of the Fourth ¥
repeeted Jack,

“And I'm Merry '™ said Merry.

“And I'm Reedem!™ said Tkan
Reedem, the remarkable thought-read-
ing junior who had only recently joined
the ranx of tha Fourth.

Dr. Birchemall started vielently and
eggsamined the wvisitors more nwﬂmn?,
With a little difficulty, he evenchally
suxzeeded in m_nu_:“_..ﬁqn—.:_m the juniors’
cut-covering of soot, et setbera.

“MMy hat! Then you'rg not chocklit-
cullercd ecoons, after all!” he eggs-
claimed.

“ Eggeactly 1¥

“You are, as a matter of fact, juniors
belonging to St. Bam's "

“However did you guess that, =ir®”
asked Fronk Fearless mnlﬂﬂ.ﬁm;m.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Dr. Birchemall frowned.

“Bhutupyvoo!” he snorted, lapsing
into French with skollerly caze. *'Then,
m that case, what do wyou meen by
appearing n public in this disgraceful
state

“Well, to tell you the trooth, sir,
woe've just been hoaksed by our old
rivals, Jiun Playfair & Co.. of the
Muggleton Grammar Skeol,” eggs-
plained Jack Jolly., “ They got us down

to Muggleton by means of an
anonymous letter, and this is
how they left usi”

The Head’s frown deepencd.

“Meen to sy you huve
been hoaksed again by the
Grammar Skool cadds? Pah!
Likewise bah “and yah!” he
snorted. I am ashamed of
you, Jelly. Buch s state of
affairs would not have oge-
sisted in my young days!”

“Hen 1™

“Why, when I wasa Loy
ot Borstal,” said Dr, Birchom-
all, ._.i._n_h.._.. 4 reminissent
twinkle in his eye, 1 was up
to snuff, us you mite say, on
all oceasions The boys at
the rival collidge near by
had to be up carly in the
morning to catch me, I can
tell vou ™

“ Lost your trumpeter, sir?” inkwired
Frank Fearless innosently.

“"Certainly nof, Fearless. Aro you
looking for a thick ear?” asked the
Head, rather unplezzantly.

“ Munno, air!*

“Then kindly reirain from disper-
tinent remarks! To return to this
Grammar Skool bizziness. I'm fed-up
with hearing about the suxxess of their
hoskses on St. Sam’= men,” =aid Dr.

Birchemell. ™ The time has arrived now
when I'm going to msake & firm stand.”

He =at down suddenly as his foot
slipped on a bansna-skin some careless
junior had leit on the Qagstones, and his
remarks ended in o wild roar,

“*Yarooooooo 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Fourth-
rormers delitedly.

“Woooop! Silenca, wou impudent

pung raskela!” groaned the Head, as
w_w scrambled to his feet. “MNow, as I
was saying, I'm going to make a firm
stand over thia bizziness. Whils
officially I cannot approve of japes and
hoakses of any kind, :Hnmmn.-u:u_ am as
keen aos mustard on 8t. Bam’s gettin
its own back on these Grammar Bkoo
cadds. Savvyi”

“We savvy, sic”

“Wery well, then. Get bizz
thesa Grammarigns for ‘all ou're
worth,” said Dr. Birchemall. will
mm.___.m_ vou the remeinder of the day to

ring off a big coop. Do so, and you
will earn my approval, Feil to do so,
snd you .__qmww carn & terrifick Hogping
apeecs |

“(Oh, erumbs1”

“And kindly refrain from the use of
slang eggspressions like * Oh, erumbs!’
Dismay end apprchenshun can guite
suitably bo expressed by such terms as
‘Oh  crikey ! or ZWF my  giddy
aunt''* said Dr. Birchemall severely.
“WNow I'll buzz off. 1've just remem-
bered an important appointment in the
tuckshop.™

With those words, the Head hopped
it, and Jack Jolly & Co. were lelt to
prosecd to the bath-room for a wash and
brash up.

Aftorwards, they adjerned

and mmuww

lo Jack

Ll

Jolly's study for a konference on the
snbject of japing Jim Playfair & Co. of
the Muoggleton Grammar Skool. Jack
Jolly & Co. were anxious to gel even
with their old rivals, and, of courso, no-
body felt very keen on receiving & terri-
fick logging at the hands of thoe Head,
50 ﬁ..,_..n were two reasons for petting to
work.

Unferchinitly, noboedy could think of
g wheeze for a little while, and tho
juniors were just beginning fo fecl des-

ondent, when Ikan Reedem had a

rane-wave. ;

“1 know " he cried. *I'll switch in
to Jim Playfair, and try to read his
thoughts ! Possibly something he’s think-
ing of may give us an idea.”

Good egg 1™ cggsclaimed Jack Jelly.
“1 sujjest you do eo at onee, old chap !

Heedem nodded, and closed his ow,nu_
so that he counld koncentrate. Within
two minnits, he was able fo read the
thoughts of the leader of thoe Gram.
marians, How ho could do such things
was b mistery to the St Sam’z fallows,
But it was child's play to Heedem of
the Fourth,

“Got it ¥ he cried, when he opened
his eyes again. =

“You've read Playfoir's thoughts?”
askéd Frank Fearless X ]

“Yes, rather! And I just switched
in at the right moment, too!" =aid
Rocdem, o mm.:mnﬂum.. “What do you
think I've learned?”

“(xiva it np ! .

“That the Grammarians are geing 1o
raid 8t. Sam’s this alterncon, and WE
nap the Head I" i

‘Fow 1" whissled the juniors. X

“But they'd mnever dare commit
fizzical assault on such o majestick
porson as the Head!™ said Merry
dubiously. :

“ Neverthelesa, that's what Playfair
was thinking,” said Reedem, “Somehow
or other he has found out that Dr,
Birchemall takes a stroll after dinner
every day in the lane outside the
skoal. He and his pals are going to
wait in hiding for the Head, overpower
him befors- he reckernises them, and
then rag bim like they ragged us!”

“My hat! Then we can wait for "em
in the quad, and jump over the wall on
‘em as soon as they go for the Heead !”
cried Jack Jolly, his cycs gleaming.
Al agreed I .

“Yes, rathec!™

The suggestion was agreed to, non-
com., and the chums of the Fourth then
went down to <inner in the highest of
spirrits.

— e —

I1.
(IEN Dr. Birchemall took his

J@ ugnal stroll out of gates that

afternoon, he feolt at picce

with the world, He had had
a good blow-out at dinner-time, ¢onsist-
ing of four helpings of roast beef and
Yorkshire ond veictabuls, and half a
duzzen helpings of treakle-pudding; arnd
having invited himscll out to tea with
Mr. Lickham, the master of the Fourth,
he waa now looking forward to a jolly
good fced later on.

Az he sawntered down the lonely lane
outside the skool, he was light-hartedly
humming to himsclf a classicle tune
rom one of \Waguer's sellybrated
Operas:

“Yoes, we have no bananas:
We have no bananas to-day [*
warbled the Head, as he strolled along.

Suddenly, the skollerly old jentle
man’s picceful happiness was rudely in-
terrupted. 'There was a rush of feet
from behind him, and & vouthiul woice
velled out:

“Caollar him 1" 1

An ipstant  later, Dr. Birchemall
found himseli swept off his feet into mid-
air. His light-hearted mewsical efforts
changed into & yell of mingled pain and
SU Fprise.

"Yarooooo!  What the
Waoooop 1™ ho roared.

“Frogsmarch him into the woods!”
orderad Playfair of the Muggicton
Grammuar Skaol. © If you don't struggle,
sir, you won't be hurt. We're only goin
to give you a both of mud and soot an
ink, and a few other trifles.”

thump——

¥

"“¥ooooop! Lemme alone!” howled
wrm_m Hoad. : bt muﬂ.n&_“:uﬁﬂ g bath, I
ad one only six months ago ™

i H._...ﬂu..._u.ﬂ.. w.n. H.: o

_n._mEaEﬂ all over their diles, Playfair
& Uo. carried the Head towards the
woods at the sido of the road. Natcher-
ally Dr. Birchemall struggled furiowsly.
He wasn't very fond of a bath at the
best of times, and & bath consisting of
mud and =oot secmed even less attrac-
tiva than the ordinary variety. In sheer
.“_Em.u.upﬂun he yellad for Enmﬂ. though
he “knew only too well that the n%m.w-
woerd ten to one in doenutts that he
would not be herd in that lonely lane.

Help! Firel Murder! Perlicel

Reskew 3t, Sam's|” he yelled, straining

all his vocal cords in his efforts to at-
tract attention.

..m.m__nsﬂ_._rn.ﬁ »Wﬂ.ﬂ H.qnwﬁ_uﬂmn
hear you!” grinned Playfair.

But the lender of the Gremmerians
was wrong. Feen ss he spoke, & score
of Fourth-Formers wera swarming over
the wall that soparated the road from
St. Sam’s, and twp minnits lator, to the
dismoey of Playfair & Co., Jack Jolly
and his followers Sung themsclves at
their old rivels.

Playfair & Co. found themselves on
the defence st once, and dropped their
vennerable burden like a Ww_“.m brick
leaving him to dessond to tho nﬂ:::_
with a terrifick bump that.droo o howl
of angwish from him. Dut nobady
keeded Dr. Birchemall, in the cggsite-
ment of the moment. They were all too
bizzily engnged in the scrap that was
going on,

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

Crash! Deng! ﬁ«p-ﬂﬂbﬁ

® m_,n..q.nﬂ-niqz

“ Yaroooooo! Gerroff my chest !

To ahd fre swayed the scrappers in
desprit affray. Dr. Birchemall was
delited to notiss, as he scrambled up,
that his reskewcra were quickly getting
the upper hand, He mEﬂw at a zafe dis-
tance and yelled encurridgment to
them,

“Go it, ve cripples! Jump on him,
Jolly1  Make m:..:.nm_._._amﬂ m._,um him,
BMerry! Biff him, Brght! BSpiBicate
him, Stedfast]”

*“1, I, gir " coruased the heroes of the
Fourth, and they waded in with re-
newed viggor.

(irash !

Flayfair, the leader of the Grammar-
1ans, went under to a terrifick bash on
the boko from Bright.

m,wwmﬁ i
Cioodehap, his second-in-command, re-
ceeved the N.OF, (which is a vulgar way

of eggepressing the Nock-out) at the
hands of Frank Fearless.
Wallop |

Strongicllow, his third-in-command,
bit the dust under o poweriul drive from
Jack Jolly.

After ﬂ._mmﬂ it was & cass of elawtering
the innosents. Deprived of thar
leaders, the Grammarians were as sheep
without their cowherds. Within & few
minnits, they had been overwhelmed
and made fast prisoners.

“Good biz!” grinned the Head, who
had returned to the seen of action Dow
that it was safo. “Sorry I wasn't able
to help you in the scrap, my boys. 1
should have been glad to do so, had I
pot had a sudden passing attack of
scarlet fever at the crueinl moment.”

“2ura it was arcarlet fever and not
bloo funk, eiri” asked Jack Jolly.

“Ha, ha, hal” L

“0h, rottal By tho way, how waa it
W_uc, wore all so handy, boys ¥ asked Dr.

irchémall, hurriedly changmg the
subjoct.

{Continued on pape 28.)
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