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MICK THE U-TAMABLE!

(This weel’s grand stovy of Farry Wharton & Co. and the Gipsy Schoolboy.)
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OUR MONSTER COMPETITION,
HERE are elways crowds of new
aders pouring in to join up

' with the happy family party of

o Magnetites, and this week I am
paying special attention to these
welcome newcomers. They can slart
work right away on the great Foot-
ballers’ Names Competition, for I am
giving small reproductions of the first
and second sets of puzele-pictures. |
don’t want any fresh arrival to experi-
ence disappointment, and he is not likely
ta do so0. The preat thing now 15 to %ft
busy and fill in the sclutions of the
pwctures. Never yet was there such a
grand offcr.as thiz one, nor anything
arranged on more generous lines as
regards prizes. It all just goes to show
us once again what & jolly wise thing i
i3 to keep In close touch with the
Macuer., You are certain then to get
the best there is; and this is & first-rate
opportunity of winning a really magm-
ficent prize—a substantial sum in hard
cash, & motor-biké, a ;gl_enﬁxd eyele, a
Yoothall outfit, or something else which
will just fit in well with your special
requirements. By the way, tell all your
chums that they can start this ngB.'ﬁd
competition with the issue of the

Macxer published to-day.

“THE LUCK OF THE GIPSY!™
MNext week you will heve this fine

follow-on yarn in your hands. It carries
forward 1}muing.a_-iwntnru of the
agtounding Mick i1 romantic and 1in-

tensely realisiie style. The tale fairly
“ ety fu:nu " for its vividneas and ring
of truth. Mick is cruelly misjudged

8 result of his action when he runs up
agaiust Barengre, the Jdark-skioned
gcoundrel, who is not in the least par-
ticular as to his methods when working
for his own nefarious ends, There will
be plenty of syrupathy felt for Mick. He
plays the game, but the direct eonse.
gueince of a very plucky action s like a
bolt from the blue. It seemed to me,
when I first read thizs epizode in fhe
career of the yﬂunﬁﬂgipgr lad, that it
displayed brilliant handling of a great
theme. The wind-up will come as a
dramatie surprise, and yon will bo
devoured with eagerness to know what
cards Frank Richards has got up his
sleeve. As things stand, the situnation
i5 a perfectly deplorable one for young
Mick. Hero is a chap who has been at
grips with Fate, and shown himk
right down wﬂﬂhf of the lift in the
world which came his way. Then comes
mare disaster. Luckily we have to learn
more of the plucky younpstor. Look out
for next Monday's theiller, It is Grey-
friars at its best.

e E L]

“ THE BROTHERHOOD OF THE
WHITE HEATHER !"
As the %Uﬂd old whiskered Latin tag
puts it, Frms coronat opns, but the
wind-up of the seusational serial, in

as

which Ferrors Locke faces the gloomy

terrors of the Russian Revolution, very
sd;:-m.]_!g fits the saying. The great

tective does crown his enormously
difficult and intricate job with success,
He puts the lid on the box, as it were,
in the case of the infamous Red Mask,
that duinmy of villainy, who is foiled by
& better man. Count Heinrich, the prime
mover in the dark in the splendid story
by “X."” and the fierce opponent of
Locke, had not a single redeeming
feature. Well, the big climax comes on
Monday next, and after that I have
another very noteworthy treat in store.
No more about our forthecoming serial
for the moment. It will keep, but bear
in mind thaet something of cutstanding

‘mierit is eomning, like Christmas.

A GUY FAWKES SUFPPLEMENT.

And, talking ahout the winter seazon
and the end up of the year, it is pleasent
to see that the editor of the * Greyfrars
Herald ¥ has celebrated in most fitting
style. the day linked up with Guide
Fawkes, who was in the punpowder
business in James the First's time, Nexl
Monday's * Gregfriars Herald ” wll go
with a bang. Most suitable, this! The
subject haz often been handled, but
thera is always more to say about the
cheery little sensatign prepared for the
king who hated tobaceo, and was nuts on
porridge.

GUY! GUY! GUY!

All the fun of Guy Fawkes Day o
“CHUCEKLES?"

the best and fanniest childeen®a
Packed with cracking

r.

ﬁ:{fﬂ, pletares, and storicos. Ok
& "damp zquib" mnoog the lot!
Containg more fon than a tem-
sbilbing boxof Greworke] Buysour
young drother or sigter & CODF.

Out on Thursday.

The following list contains the
actwal names of the footballers
represented in the picturesin our
grand * Footballers’ Names'
Contest., Turn to pages l4and 5.

Azhurst, Anderson, Armstrowg, Aitkenm,
Adams, Amosg, Alderson, Allem, Armitage,
Archibald, Ashmore.

Brett, Broadhead, Blyth, Boreham, Black-
burn, Bradford, Passpett, PBrittan, Blair,
Dall, Barkas, Birrell, ' Bradley, Baroes,
RBulling, Burton, PBranzton, Buchan, Blake,
Bowser, Bishop,  Barras,  Braithwaite,
Bulleck, Blizs, Bateman, Best, Bagee, Barson,
Broazdhurst, DBroad, Rolam, Brefsford, RBlem-
kinzoup, Beedie, Birch, Bellimy, - Bainbridge,
Bowen, Burnham, Boyle, Blackwell, Bennie,

Ballaotyre, Buchanan, Bamher, Byers,
Ranks, PBrooks, Plood, Baker, Bird,
Bromilow,

L Hoddingit,

All the lalest! Keep your Chat pages on a file!

Cockle, Crosbie, Crosz, Clennell, Cameron,
Chedgroy, Cock, Chadwick, Clough, Curcy,
Coo y . Cook, Crilly, Chaplin, Collier,
Crockford, Campbell, Crown, Chance, Chipper-
fleld,” Crompton, Charlten, Coneer, Craig,
Cosgrove, Cherrett, Crossley, Carter, Clarke,
Cotton, -Cupningham, Cairos, Clupas, Coo-
nolly, Cassidy, Carr, Cowan, ~Chapman,
Chambera, Clay, Cresgwell.

Duan, Dickson, Dorrell, Dawsoo, Davles,
Bonaldson, Diosdale, Dimmock. Duckett,
Punean, Dominy, Davison, Duckworth,
L Dockray, Danskin, Dreyer, Depoon, Denyer,
Duflus, Dunlop, Dizon, Doyle, Doran, Dale.

Emeraon, Evans, Elleriogton, Epgland,
Bllis, Edelston, Edgley, Eggo, Eliot, Edge,
Edwards, Emmetf, Ewart.

French, Ferguson, Ford, Forshaw, Filetcher,

, _Flipt, Feebury, Pleming, Fleets
wood, Flyoo, Fox, Foxall, Fari, Forbes,
Fowler, Farackeriey, Fiodlay, Featbherstone,
Forsythe, Frame, Eyfe, Finpey, Forster,
Fitton, Fairclough, Fern.

Grimehaw, Qill, Gilchrizf, Gough, Gillespla,
Grimsdell, Gittins, Gibson, Graham, Gold-
thorpe, Grundy, Gallogley, Gibhon, Gomm,
Gregory, Geofpe, Gebtwood, Groves, Grelg,
Gardner, Gallagher, Glancy, Greenghields,
Gourlay, Goodchild,

Howarth, Hawarth, Hampton, Harrow,
Harland, Hopkin, Hudspeth, Harris, Hamill,
Hill, Hardy, Hamilton, Hawes, Handiey,
Hufton, Hine, Hugrhes, Heap, Higginbotham,
Hébden, Hilditeh, Howson,
Hunter, Haves, Mutehing, Hannaford,
Harrold, Howie, Henshall, Hodges, Halatead,
Hugall, Hogg, Henderson, Harper, Hulton,
Hillhouae, Hair, Hart, Hainesz, Hole,

Irvine, Islip, Iremooger, Irwin.

Jennings, Joack, Jaekaonr, Johnson.

Eirton, Eelly, Eneeshaw, Keenoar, EKay,
Enowles, Raue, Keenlyside, Ridd, Ri'patrick,
Kean.

Linfoot, Longworth, Low, Lindsay, Little,
Lonsdale, Lockhead, - Longmunir, Lea, Lieves-
ley, Lane, Lockett, Legge, Lofthouze, Lenny,
Lyner, Lawson, Lambhie, Lacey,

Mosa, Mort, Mosscrop, Meehan, Maitland,

Mitchellt, Murphy, Morgan, Milton, Moereor,
Marahall, Mapee, Moore, Martin, 3Mills,
Mazon, DMew, Matthews, 3Moule, Myers,
Marsden, Middleton, Maidment, Mehafly,
Mee, Moody. Muserove, Maleolm, 3Alorton,
Manderson, Meiklejolin, Muirhead, Mollat,
Mutcly, Meredith, Marriott, Mackie, Menlove,
Mitton, Marks, Marsh, M‘Intyre, M-Neil,
M‘Kintay, M'Nabb, M‘Intosh, M‘Dounald,
M*'Call, M'Qrory, M'Clngzare, M'Lean,
M‘Candless, M Coll, M'Lacklan, M-Stey,
M*Alpine, M'Keona, MInally, M-Nair,

M*Minn, McBain, McCracken,

Nuttall, Neezam, Neil, Needham, Nash,
Nishet, Nelson.

Ochkarne, Ormston, Orr, O"Hare,

Fyim, Pringle, Price, Parket, Foole, Pater.
som, Pearzon, Penn, Plum, PPage, Preston,
Probert, FPawnam, Peel, Polts, Falmer,
Prouse, Paddefont, DPemiler, Pape, Peaccck,
Paptling, Partridge, Peers.

Quantrill, Quino.

Raobson, Rollo, Raitt, Richardson, Raw-
lings, Ruifeli, Robhie, Rigg, Radford, Hidley,
Reay, DRamsay, Robl, Ritclie, Ranskin,

Reed, Rooke,- Roe.

Spiers, Smart, Stephenson, Sceddon, Sewell,
Smelt, Smith, Heott, Slade, SHpenger, Hey-
mour, Spaven, Sampy, Sced, Storer, Stage,
Shea, Sfeele, Simms. EBmailes,  Symes,
Sturegess, Sayxles, Spottizwood,  ¥ecatierpond,
Sinclair, Stuart, Baver, Swiclitfe, Salt,
Sommerfeld, Shaw, Eillito, Enetddon, Somer-
ville, Shone, Streets, Sampwy, Stanoard,
Skioter, Sage.

Townrew, Tnrnbull, Tremelling, Thain,
Troup, Tuostall, Treswdern, Tomner, Thoms,
Torrance,  Tompkin, Titmuss, Tempest,
Timmins, Tharpe, Templeton, Townsley,
Torer.

Urwin,

Voysey, Vizgard, Valliz, Voizey, Vizrass,

Wamack, Walsh, Weaver, Wildinz, Whitton,

Wadsworth, Woosnam, Woodhouse, Walters,
Walden, Watson, Wainsooab, Wond, Wil
tiams, Winship, Wolfe, Whitchonse, Whaller,
Whipp, Wolsteuholme, Waterall., Waorrall,
Williamson, Weston, Wigelerworth, Ward,
Wehster, Whitehurst, Waddell,  Wriehg,
Wilzon, Wren, Widdowson, Wrylie, While,
Welsh, Walker.

York.

If 1 can help you in any way, let me have a letter !

Tur Macxer LiersrT.—N0. B2L,



MICK - =
THE UNTAMABLE!'!

By Frank Richards.

Aubrey Angel is not Ilattered to think that Mick, the gipsy
vagrant, bears an extraordinary likeness to him. The fact
remains, however, that there is more than an ordinary likencss
between them. For even Barengro, with whom Mick has lived
for years, mistakes the lordly Fourth Former for Mick the gipsy.

T I T T AT AT TG HIB T I T LT

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Greyiriars Gipsy!
*iW HERE is the boy ! exclaimed Mr. Quelch irrilably.

Nobody answered,
“Ilave you seen hiny, Wharten ¥
“Ilem !

“ Answer me at once!”

“1- -1 think Mick went into the wood, sir,” stammered 1Tavey Vlharion.

“Yon mean you know that he wentl into the weod?”

“Hom! Yes, sir.”

Mr. Quelch frowncd portentously.

The Remove fellows -as was judicions when Mr, Quelel [rowned: looked
extremely serious. _ X

Most of them, as a malter of fact, would have liked to follow the example of
Mick, the gipsy schioolboy. Rut they knew, better than Mick, that the Remove
master was not to be trifled with, _

It was & fine autumn afternoon, and the Greyfriars Remove were on a “walk.”
4 walk with a Form-master in charge of the Form was not really the most
enjoyable way of spending an hour.

f; was hatter than the Form-roont -all the fellows admitted that, The beauties
of Nature bored them raiher loss than maths, )

Even Mr, Quelel’s remarks upon the geological history of that parl of Kem
were preferable to geography or Latin prose indoors, As Hob Cherry had put
it, pifile out of doors was an nnprovement on piffic indoors. So, upon the whele,
the Greviriars Lower Fourtl wera not sorry when Mr. Quelech walked them out
io study Nature in the fields and lanes instead of imparting instruction in the
Form-room,

But marching in order, in charge of the Formi-master, irked the Removites,
cspecially when they passed village boys whe =saloted them disrespectfully with
extended fingers fo nose and they could not leave the ranks to punch the mockers.

Every fellow in the Form, on such occasions, debated the chance of dodginug

oy : away unsecn by Quelchy,  But they seldom risked it.  Mr. Queleh had a
ny ,i-;;f;,;{.- gimlet-eye that few things escaped,

&

o
ff’ fly i But Mick had done it now. . 1
#1fTHEA Y fiog) ! The Removites had been marching along Friavdale Lane, with the open woodl,
&j g r YR, land on_one side, rich in autwwn fints,  They wera nrrnfﬁd in silk hats aml
é /! o, b v ::'Ii."uri collarz, and looked very nice. And Mick, the gipsy, had scudded into ihe
L ' Wood.

Mre., Quelch missed him very quickly, and proceeded lo inguire after Lim, Ila
was wrathy. .

“Shall wa go and look for L, sirt™ asked Bob Cherry cagerly.

We'll find him in & tick, sir!" said Nugenl.

T We—we'd like to find him for vou, sir!” said Johnny Bull,

“The likefulness would be lerrifie, esteemned sahib!” declared Hurvee Jamset
Ram Singh, ~ _

“Come on, you fellows, lei’s lnmt for Lim !” exclaimed Skinner.

Mr. Queleh raised hiz hand for silence.

“Stop ! he exclaimed,

“But, sir——"'

“We'll find him ="

“We'{|—" . ‘

Rilence " exclaimed the Remove master, I have nol the slightest doubt
that you would ba glad io ramble into the wood, buat 1 doubt very much whetlier
you would find that disobedient boy.” -

“ But, sitr——"" urged Vernon-Smith, _ )

::5““,{'&“‘*"‘1 Any Loy who Jeaves the road will be caned.”

No boy left the road. Nobody wanted to be caned, 2

“It is most wrong and discbedient of the boy !" cxclaimed Mr. Queldh. I
can make allowances for his wild training, but thit ---" The Remove wasler
broke off. * Wharton!”

““Nes, sir!” aaid IMToevry. ) ]

4 think T can trust vou fa laok for the oy without making it the excuee for
4 ramble.”

“{M, yes, sir'"

“Yau may look for lim, Wharlon.”

“Vory woll, aie.”

Tur Maicxer Lisgvrr. No. 331
Copyright In the United States of America.
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“"¥ou will eall his name in the wead,
and as soon as you find him tell him to
return here at once.

“Certainly, sie!”

Y11 think I could {find him, sir,"” said
Bob- Cherry. *I've had a lot of ex-
perience as a scout, sip——"

“Bilence, Cherry IV

“0h! Yes, sir.”

Harry Wharton left the lane, and
entered the dusky wood, where the
ground was carpeted by fallen leaves.

The column of Bemovites walked on with
My, c?ueich gt a snoil'a pace. My,
Queleh resumed the valuable instruction
lie had been imparting to his pupils.

CE Miﬂk !:I-!

Harry Wharton shouted the name in
the dusky wood.

He wounld willingly have filled up the
time till nextlesson in rambling in the
woads; but, after Mr. Quelch’s remarks,
it was scarer.-iycgmsibia to do so.  Ho he
looked for Mick, the gipsy schoolboy,
and shouted his name,

“Mick! Micky! Mick?!

The name echoed through the trees and
thickets and forns,

There waz o rustle in the woad.

“Hallo I

A dark, handsome fece Jlooked at
Wharton through the foliage—the face of
;:I!:rk of the Remove., He smiled at

TI‘F;

“TLaookin® for mo?* ho asked.

“You young ass! Quelchy's sent me
to hunt for you,” said Harry. “You're
to coma back at once.”

“Is he woxy "' asked Mick.

“Yes, rathor”

"1 couldn’t help it," =aid the pipsy.
“I had t¢ run, Besides, I mw a
rabbit,”

“¥ou haven't been poaching rab-
bits?" exclasined the ecaptain of the
Remove,

Mick grinned.

1] Ll}ﬂ'k "arn l:l:l'

He held up o fat rabhbit,

“Knocked it on ihe head,”™ he  zald.
“Often and often bagged rabbits like
that, when I was with Barengro’s gipsy
Eﬂiﬂm"

“¥ou're not allowed to touch the rab-
bitz here."

“How's a fellow io know 1 snid Mick.
‘“That's haw 1've always lived, iill Sir
Hilion Popper took me up-and seni me
to Greyfriars. Where's tho 'arm?’

“"Well, you must come back now,” said
Harry, It was no time for an argu-
mént with the gipsy echoolboy on the
ethice of poaching. “You'll have to
chuck the rabbit away.”

Mick shook his haag ;

“I ain’t doing that,” he answered.

“IE Me. Quelch sces it—-

:":'hc'k whmtil]nri'. i i3 ;

“1 s'pose he wonld be wild!" e ro
ma.rk-ed?m

“Ha would report you to the Head for
& flogging, T think.”

"1 wouldn't mind that. T reckon the
"Fad's -flogging wouldn't hurt me, after
what I vsed to have [romy Darengro.
But'I don't want to make Mre Quelch

waxy., otill, T am’t losing this 'ero
rabbit,” . ;
“Then hide it somewhere,™  said

aTrYy.

Another -shake of the head.

“1 fancy a stoat or somethin' woulkl
peb 16 if I did, 'my taking it along for
nyy supper.” :

Mick stowed the rabhit under his
jacket. But an Ilton jocket searvcely
afforded sufficient cover.

“You can't hide it," satd Whavlon.

41 got it sond Mick

M

He took off hia silk het, and stuffed the

rabbit into it. Then he replaced the
topper on his head. .

“(3h, scissors!™ ejaculated the captain
of the Remove.

“That's ﬂrlrrght."

“Buppose it's found——"

Tt won't be,”

ik But Ex

“I'm chancing it, anyhow,” said Mick
abstinately.

“Well, come on,” said Harry Wharton,
and he led the psy schoolboy back to
the lane, and they followed after the

1 Remove,
THE SECOND CHAFPTER.
Hats Off !

ICK, the gipsy, auietly slipped
intr:;_l hia I};E::J;a in the Remc-?,
perhaps hoping to escape tha

; Ig]unue of Mr. Quelch. Butthat
imlet glance was not aasy 0 eacape.

_E "Ghiq You found him, Wharton!™

said the Remove master.

“¥ea, mit.”

“ Mick 1" rumbled Mr. Quelch.

“ Yogair, " -

“ How dare you leave the party with-
out permission "

Mick was silent.

Tt was no use explaining to the Form-
master that the call of the open air and
the green woodland had been too strong
for him. .

The Remove master eyed him very
sternly.

Mz, Queleh had been kind to Mick—he
had made full allowaneces for the boy’s
carly training in a gipsy gang; he had
approved of Sir Hilton Popper's kind
action in sending the gipsy to Greyfriars
to learn better ways, He had found
sterling qualities in the boy, and he gave
him a great deal of his time; and he
carcfully concealed the annoyanco he felt
in having to address bhim as " Mick.”
That could not be helped, as the gipszy
had no surname that he knew of.

But in return for his kindness, Mr.
Quelch expected obedience, and very
rghtly. But obedience had not heen
learned by poor Mick in his rough lilo
with tho gipsies. Indeed, in these wild
days, disohedience had been a virtue, for
Barengro, the gipay, had striven to turn

,I"him into o thief. Old ways of thinking

and acting could not be broken at once.

Tell your friends they are not too late to start—

Mick stood silent and submiszive; ha
expected punishiment, snd was prepareil
to faco it.

“¥on know that it is wrong to be did-
abedient, Mick #"* spid My, Quelch,

“1 s'pose so, sir.”’

“You suppose 507
13 S

“* Yessir,”

“1 shall punish you when we relurn
to Greylirviars,™

(1} &fcmirlll

“Vou will not leave the vanks again.™

“Na, sir.”

“"We will now proceed!™ said Mr.
Quelch, with dignity,

And the Eemovites proceeded,

“Hallo, halla, hallo!” murmured Bob
Cherry, o few minutes later. * There's
the jolly old Lambe!”

Mr. Lambe, the plump viear of Friar-
dala, was sighted ohead in the lane, He
war a friend of Mr. Queleh's, and he
naturally stopped to speak to the Removo
master. The juniors who were near
saluted him rﬂﬁpﬂ:‘:ﬂull%

* And what is this T hear about a gipsy
hoy being at Greyfriars 7" eaid Mr.
Lambe, after a few minutes’ talk with
the Remove master, “'The boy i3 in your
Form, I understand, Mr. Quelch.”

“Quita so. He is present here,” 1

“ A somewhat uvnusual proceeding, is it
not, my dear Quelch " said the vicar, in
his ponderous way.

“Undoubtedly,” assented Mr., Queleh.
“Buot the boy, ik, showed great
courage in helping Sir ﬁﬂtonhPupper—m
fact, eaved him from drowning—and as
Sir Hilton is a pgovernor of the
school——" :

“And you find the boy—ahem I—fit to
associate with Greylriars boys?" asked
Mr, Lambe, who evidently did not
whelly approve,

“J find the boy's character excellent,”
said Mr. Quelch. “He ia honest and
truthful, and a hard worker.”

“Very extraordinary, considering his
early -surroundings,” said Mr, Lambe.
] should like to sec the boy.”

“OF course, he has his faulis,” said the
Remove master. “He 15 a Dhittle wild,
and unused to discipline, and in some
respects his manners do not—ahem !—
conform to the Greyfriars standard. Bug
there has alrcady been a great improve-
ment. However, you shall see the boy.
Wharton, tell Mick to conme here.”

“Yau, sir.”

Mick came un-

willingly.

Witi the poached rabbit hidden in his
hat, he was vot anxicus for an interview
with the vicar or anvone clee just then.
Dut there waz no help for it, and he came
forward, . & g

Mr. Lambe eyed him over his pince-
nes.

“So this is the boy, My, Quelch i

“That is the boy, Mr., Lambe. Mick,
raise your hat to Mr. Lawbe,” said M.
Cueleh severcly.

Mick’s face crimsoned. ]

ITa raised a hand to the brim of his hat,
and let # drop again. He had powerful
reasons for not wishing to raise the hat,
which Mr. Quelch did not even dream of
EuesEing.

Wharton watched him almost breath.
lessly. The other fellows watched hin,
too, in surprise.  Mick, the gipsy, hadl
many wild amnd wayward eustomis, Elt![: it
was not like hira to bo lacking in polite-
ness. But he stood with a crimson face,
blinking st the vicar, without raising his
hat.

“1 say, you fcllows, he's choeking the
1" murmured Billy Bunter,

Do you not kidow

Forward rather

vicay !

When you think of our great Footer Competition—

Trr AMaicver LiaRART.-- N0 821,



~—Our Grond Footballers’ Names Competition.

Mt Lamhbe frowned,

Mr. Quelch locked thunderous,

Having just spoken favourably of the
gipsy schoolboy, the Remave master
naturally felt annoyed ab this inexplicablo
breach of manners. :

“ Mick ! he exclaimed.

“Yessir 1" gasped Mick,

"Have you no respack, air, for Mr.
Lambe, and for your Form master #"

“ Yegzr !

Mr. Lambe gave a slight smff.

“Pr&r do nbt distress yourself, Mr.
Quelch,” ho seid stifly, “The hoy's
manners are what might he expected, no
doubt., 1 am-—ah'—surprized that SBir
Hilton should have considered it advis-
able to send him to Greyirviarz. I am
very much surprised.”

“I cannot understand the boy,™ said
Mr. Quelch. “I am sure that he does
not intend disrespect to  youw, Mr.
anbe‘:r

*Then appearances-are very decoptive,
Mr. Quelch,” said the good vicar, who
was certainly hurt and annoyed.

Miek

“Oh! Yessir!™

:;}‘uke -ﬂﬁ"}'mnr hat at onee™

“If vou do not instantly take off your
hat and apologiser to Mr. Lumibe for your
rideness, boy, I shall see that you are
sent  mway from  Greyfriars  without
defuy!” exclaimed BMr. Quelch, in a
grinding voice.

“Oh, jiminy !”

Mick obeyed at last, He raisad his hat
to the viear,-amd the rebbit rolled out.

Mr. Lambe fairly jumped.

“Wha-a-at—" ejaculated
Quelch.

There was a moment’s stupeficd silenee
as & fat rabbit rolled at 3Mr. Lambe’s feet,
and vested there. Mr. Queleh scemed
unable to believe his eyesight.

Then there came o roar from
Removites, They could not halp it

Ar,

the

“Ha, ha, ha ™
: ME%-::!-: sbood crimson aund dumb, hat in

and.

“Upon my word !"' gasped Mr, Lambe.
"Eli‘.:;!:ﬁ my soul! Tﬁisﬁhiﬂ renlly ——
The boy has been poaching ! Hum, E:mn r
I understand now, Mr.nﬁualqh* why he
did not desire to remove his hat.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

“Gilence 1"  exclaimed Mr. Quelch
angrily.

A smile was lurking over Mr, Lambe's
plump  face, He waz u pood-natured
gentleman, though a slightly pompous
one, and now he understood the gipay's
predicament he forgave Mick.

“An extraordinary boy!"
claimed. " Bless my sonl!
whose rabbit i1z that, boy?"
" “*Mine, air,"” said Mick,
“0Oh! It was given to you?”
“{Oh, no, sir.,”
“Then where id you get il
“In the wood, sir.”
“Bless my soul!" said Mr, Lambe.
“Are you & poacher "

Mick was silent,

“1 fear that the boy hus been ponch-
ing, Mr, Quelch. Very reprehensible,
but perhaps not  surprising, in  the
circumstances, ood-afternoon,  Mr.
Quelch !

The plomp wvicar rollad on, smotling.
But My, Queleh did not sonle. Tle was
decply avpoyed. Tt really bad been a
very unfortunate incident.

“ Mick !" he snappe:d.

ha ox-
Whosp—

* Yensir?”
“Take that rabbit and retorn to
Greyfriavs at once! You will hand ihe

rabbii to the housekeepér! T shall deal
with you when I returpn!™ '

[T I__!______'JI‘

“Ee!" snappad Mr. Quneleh.

And Mick went.

The Removites finished. iheir ™ walk

that afternoon withoui Mick., The gipsy

—

See centre pages. b

schoolboy was in disgrace—not for 1hbe
first timeo since heo had been at {irey-
friars,

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Dutch Uncles !

1 EEN Mick "
TRl

“The young ass!”

Harry Wharton awml  Eiranls
Nugent. were in Study No. 1 in the
Remove, getting tea slter lessons that
day. Bob Cherry came in, looking
rather serions.

" The young dulfer hasw't Lurned up .7
he said. ““He never camo bhack to tho
school when Quelehy sont him [7

“He dido™t turn un foe last lesson,
anyhow,” said Nugent.

M1 dare say he'll tern up for tea,”
said Harry. *DBut he will have trouble
with, Quelechy. He can't expect a Form
masler to stand it.”

“Hardly,"” said Bol, “I suppose tho
poor kid isn't much to bleme, bot i
won't do for Greyinars.™

“1 think I'l talle to him,”” sand EHarey
thoughtiully. "1 thiuk we'sd better point
out to him that he must mind s " p's’
and ‘q's” He's a8 good hiltle chap in
hin way, and it woeald be rotten to sm
him bunked from Greviriaes.”

“Yes,  ratherfully ! said  Hurrea
Jamsel Ham Bingh, coming into  the
study with Johnny Bull. Lot us all
telk te him like esteemed utch aneleg!™

The Famous Five sat dovwn (o tes.,

They were rather concerned abonl the
gipsy schoolboy, who was Wharton's and
Nugent's study-mate in Na. L

Mick had. been seni back 1o the school
Ifrom the walk, but he lad not arrived
thera, Evidently the “call of the wild ™'
had told on him again, and e Lhad gous
wandering—with the result that ke had
mizsed the last lesson of the afternoon.

Til you do not Instantly take off your hat and apologise to Mr. Lambe,’* said Mr. Quelch sternly, * I-shall see that you are

sent pway from Greylriars !

(1] nh’ jlmjmr ! ¥
poached rolled out.

Mick obey
Mr. Lamhe fairly jumped,

ed. He raised his hat to the viear—and the .rabbit he had
(See Chapter 2.}

—think of HEDLEY SCOTT'S grand new serial 1 Starting shortly !
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Aiv., Quelch, whose wrath had cooled
down, had intended to let him off with

& lectura on -the' subject” ol poaching.
. But certainly the gipsy had
sormpething more than-a lecture to expect |

rabbits,

now, after this further -defiance of

aunthority. _

“ Hallo,. halle, ballo]l Here he isl™
exclaimed Bob, as a dark, handsome face
looked into Study No, L.

Mick came in. .

Ho looked dusty ond ‘a little tired, bhut
very happy and cheerful, The Famous
Five r ded him curiously.

"“"Wall, whera have vou been?" asked
Bob.

““In the woods,” said Mick cheerfnliy.

“ Poaching rabbits ?

Mick grinoed, but did not answer the
question.

* Quelchy’s ratty,” said Nugent.

“1 can’t help ," smid Mick. *1
can't. But I'm sorry he's ratiy. 1
suppose 1 shell be licked}™ :

“Not mnuch doubt about ihat,” said
Harry.

“Well, 1 can stand ik 1™

“Had your tea!” asked Johnny Bull

“I had a feed in the wood,” said
Mick.,. *Gipsy style, I—1 #'pose you
follers wouldn't understand., But—but
it'a pwiul, being shut uwp like this
‘ara, artey the lile I've been wused to!
Hometimes I wish—="- He broke off,
a dark and thoughtful ook on his face.

“¥ou don't wish you hadn't come to
Gragiriars?' exclaimed Bob.

“No! Only sometimes—7""

“Dash it sll, you had a jolly rough
timé with Bamngﬂ and his gang,'' said
Johpny Bull. “ ¥You've told us that he
nzed to beat you every day, and wanted

to maks you steal.”
*T know! But there was other

ir

things,” said the gipsy, with a sigh.

“Ib geems to sort of choke & fellow,
having o roof over his ‘ead all the time,
and having to keep reg'ler hours, aml
40 on. Course, I know it's for my good,
and Mr, Quelch is very kind. Buot—"

Ho broke off.
“Now, look here,” said Wharton
seriously. “* We're going to talk to you

like Duteh uneles, Mick.”

“Go it!” snid the gipsy, with & faint
grin.

“You're a Greyfriars fellow now,”
£aid the capiain of tho Bemove, *It's
s pretty good thing to ba a Grepiriars
fellow. It's your duty to toe the line"”

“I know."

“Quelchy i= a bit of & Tartar, but
he means well by you, and you ought
to play up. He has plenty to do, and
he puls in exira time on vour account.
¥You owe him something.”

*1 know!" murmuréd Mick, looking
very abashed. “I ain't ungratefnl. I
ain’t really. But——"

“The butfulness is terrific!” eaid
Hurrée Jamset Ram Eing‘h. “My
asteemed and ridienlous friend, you must
draw the honoursble linet”

“¥Yes. But—"

“The other night,” said Bob, =1
woka up and fﬂung that you weren't in
the dormitory, Mick. You'd gone out
of bounds—at night.”

*1 know " muttered Mick. **I wasn't
:!ﬁing any ’arm." !

“I'm sure of that” said Wharton,
"“But it’s a jolly seriois thing fo break
dormitory bounds.™

“I know."

“Well, will you chuck it?"”

Mick was silent,

"You've pot to make an effart, yon
know," said Johnny Bull-éncouragingly.
“Remember you're a Greyfriars fellow

now aud a schoolboy, and forget that
YOU £Ver Were a RIpsy.

“1 would,” said Mick, " Onlg—"

“Only what 1"

“1 can't)™

“ But you must ! soid Nugent.

“The mustfulness is terrifie, Mick!™
urged the Nabob of Bhanipur. * Other.
wise, the bunkfulness from the esteemed
school will be the result!"

“I can't ‘elp it17

“You young as2!" said Wharton,
“You don't want lo leave Greyiriars,
do you i

“That I den't! Bat—"

“Then try to turn over a new leal,
and gln.}_:,: up to the rules of the place,”
urﬁe the captain of the Remove.

I' 1" gaid Mick aubmiss:ivnl?.

“Well, if you try, that's something,”
said Bob, " But you've got to succeed,
too—sea "

*“T'1l tell you what,” said Johnny Bull.
“We'll jolly well rag him ourselves next
time he kicks over tho traces—what ¥

“"Gond egg '

Mick sat silent while the ehums of the
Remove talked to him. The Famous
Fiva wero really concerned about 'the
gipsy, and they talked to him, as Bob
put it, like Dutch uncles,

Tha advice they gave him was good.
There was no doubt sbout that. And
Mick listened submissively,

But it was very doubtiul whethar he
derived much benefit from tho sage
counsels of Harry Wharton & Co. The
zipsy had mo a Greyiriars fellow,
but he was a gipsy still. The longing
for the old wild, free life was in his
very hones.

T s:;;'. yvou fellows—
The fat voice of Billy Bunter inter
rupted the sage counsel of the Dutch
unelies, The Owl of the Remova blinked
in at the doorway with a grinning faco.

“(h, buzz off, Bunter!”

“I haven't come to teal!” aneorad
Bunter. “I'm a bit particular whom I
have tea with! MNot with gipsy vdgrants,
anyhow ! T bar this study I

“What a stroke of luck for this study "
remarked Bab.

“0Oh, really; Cherry——"

-¥Well, if you bar tho study, roll
away,” said E}mq Wharton, Isughing.

“ And let that cake alone, you fat frog I”
“I ecame here with a message,” said

Bunter. * The gipsy swanted IE

e, ha 1™

elchy’s

study, He's for it! He, h

YL

THE “CAREER” THAT
CAN BE YOURS!

See Pages 14 and 15.

“That's not a laughing mailer, you
fat chump !’ growled Bob Cherry.

“Quelehy’'s awiully ratty,” grinned
Bunter. “I saw him taking oot hu
thickest cane,”

* Kick him, somebody ["' said Harry.

14 YEI‘QWI'I I”

Johony DBull was nearcst Bunter, and
hn“:ir:l.:-ii ad. ' :

w] Beast! I hope the gipsy will
get the licking of his lfe!™ roared
ﬁuntfr. as he retreated from- Study

ﬂi L] .

Mick rose to his feet,

“¥ou'd better get off t6 Quelchy at
once, Mick,” said Harry Wharton
anxiously. " Better not keep him wait-
ing. Tell him you're sovry.

Mick grinned.

“May a3 well be "ung for a sheep as
8 lamb,’ he said, “I ain't going to Mr.
Quelch now.”

“ What—what are you going to de
then ¥

“I'm going to dodge 'im,” said Mick
cheerfully. “ Anyhow, there'll be another
Tow _praagntly. ‘canze I'm going out this
EVENINE.

F{_mrfjﬂﬂ looked at hizr_n. \
mk-u'i:a?w going out this evening—alter

“Yes"

* And dodging Quelchy till then ¥

“That's it 1"

8 iluniors exchanged glances,

" Well, old infant, you're not,” said the
mEtmE of tho Hemove decidedly. “ We're
taking J:’g-::ru in hand.”

Ed ’E.re_—ij

“You're going to bo looked after by
your jolly old Dutch uneles,” grinned
Bob erry. " We'll see vou safe to
Quelchy’s study now.”

" ¥es, rather 1

Mick made a jump for the door. Bob
Cherry made a jump for Mick, and
seized him by the collar.

“"Leggo 1" roared Mick,

“"Yes, wa havo no bananas ™ answored
B‘E‘hr fh&&l'fullj".

“ Look 'ere, you leggo !"

“Take his other army, Harry.”

“What-he I

“Ha, ha, ha!" _

With a Dutch unclo halding either arm,
Mick, the gipsy, was led out of the study.
His dark eyves flashed at the juniors.

“Lot me go!" he said fiercely.

* Mot this evening "

“1 tell you—u

"Kim on!"

Mick began to struggle as ha was led
to the stairs. Ile was strong and active,
but he had no chance of getting aws
from hia two self-constituted Duteh
uncles,. He was swept off the floor, and
Bob Cherry took his legs and Wharton
his arms. r%n that style he waa carried
downstairs,

“Hello, what's this game?” shouted
Vernon-8mith, in tha ga.

“ Looking after Mick,” explained Bob
Cherry, “He thinks he isn't gomng to
Quelchy, We think he js."

*“Haz, ha, ha I

Mick, still resisting, was rushed down
the staircase. On the lower staircase
the juniors met Angel of the Fourth and
Kenny coming up. Angel scowled at
them,

“Lemmo go!”’ Mick was roaring. 1
tell you t won't go! I'll punch your
'eads for this 'ere!”

Angel's lip eurled. .

“Precious rtufian  for  Greylviars,
what #” he remarked to his chum,

“Oh, absolutely ! said Kenney,

“You'ra in the way, Angel 1" said Tob

'l Cherry politely,

i Guy, guy, guy ' Read Harry Wharton’s Special Guy Fawkes Number—
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“Po wou want all the staircasei”
speered Angel

“Yes,"” answered Bob coolly.

The struggling Mick was rushed on,
and az Augel of the Fourth was in-the
way, a collision was inevitable.

rrash !

O, gad!” velled Angel, as he sat
down on Lhe stairs.

“Ha, la, ho i”

Dlown the staircase went Wharvion and
Bob Charry, with Mick wripggling m their
Erasp. Angel sat on the stairs and
gaspoed,

In the lower passoge Mick was sel cn
his fect. With a grazp of iron on eithes
arm, the gipsy schoolboy was mnrched
to My, Quelchy’s study.

Harry Wharlon tapped at the dooo
and opened it

TMick, =ir!” he announced.

And the grpsy was bondled mio his
Form master’s study., The captain of
the Remosve drew the door shut afier e
was inside.  Lhen the two Retnovitos re-
turned to Stody No. 1.

“Landed him?™ grinned Noger,

“Yes  And we're going to see thai he
doesn’t break bounds this evemng, oo
zald Harry, “We're going to suive him
from the zack if we can”

" Hear, hear !

Ten minutes lafer Mick came Luck o
the atady.

" Had it hot " azked Nugent.

Yea”

CWeoll, it aerves you vight, deesn’t ¥

£ 1:-{'55,“ ;u_lr]lltl.'l ('!l{ hI i[:!'i.

“ How many 2 asked Bals,

“Four on cach ‘aned.”

“ Phew !

Mick grinned.

“He's a good old bloke ! lwe sanl
“Bavs he's sarry io be severs, but 1t was
hia dooty. Why, it was a joke to what
[ used to get from Barengro when [
was with the gipsics. He ain't hort me”
Mick rubbed his hands. * Nothing to
speak of. Darenero would "ave broke a
stick across my shoulders. 1 don't mind
Quelchy. ™

Mr. t!llﬁl-?"l. in his study. was wonder-
mg. a little uneasily, whether, considerning

the gipsy's unhappy <arly training, he
bad beon a hittle too severe with the
boy. He necd net have been uncasy.

P —r———

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Out of Bounds !
WY M goin' IV said Aulnvy Aogel
I Y It's risky B

"I'mtopoin' !

_ aul  Kenney shhipged  Lis
shonldera, The two black sheep of ihe
Fourth  were  dizscussing  malrers  in
Angel's study, and Anbrey Angel seemoed
in one of hiz most obstinata tomls,

“Where's the risk¥” wonl on Anwel,
!ﬂﬂ't'l'i.l".g' hack in his luxorious :L!':!lrh:u'r,
and blowing a little clowd of sinoke from
his cigarette "L:ighl-u- out in [he dorm
at half-past, mine-—well, T shall be there !
I don't get ont of the window il ten,”

T Buppoae---T

Ok, you're always sapposin’  sone-
thin",” said Angel arritabily. I tell you
U gein’.  You've risked it Lofore, why
nob again ¥

“ It's not ouly the beaks" said Kennoy,
“There's that gong of gipsicd camped
nwear Uourtlield, and it's not esactly at-
wractive to e mbte that kuul of chap
late in a cdark lnne”™

“Thats a pood di<tpree feom the
school.”
“"Yea, Db some of Lhe gipsis ane

ab least —has beea  sen Ilittﬂrl:_: o bt

Two-valve Sels.

They’re offered you this week! T

Harry Wharton, A

The struggling Mick was rushed on in the hands of Bob Cherry and
pgel of the Fourth was in the way, and there was
a collision, Crash ! Aubrey Angel sat down on the stairs with a bump !
iare Chapter 3.}

Girevirtars at dusk amd later. Twe or
three of the fellows have noticed him,”
Angel yawned, )
“Ho vou're funky of mipsivs?” he sakh

“0h, rats!" said Kenney sulkily, "1
don't aee the fun of runming inte a fool.
pad late ot night.  If anyilin’ happened,
it would come onb that we were out of
bounds after lights out. We might be
robbed first and secked aflerwards, Tt's
not good enongh.”

“Well, T'm goin™ ! sawmed Angel.
“T's woeks since Uve been on a burat,
T'vo fixed it for to-night, aml Mmogoin’,
v peed afenud of g:i st
. Kenney f*l"nuﬁmwcll

“Tmn
Angel 1"

“You sccn rather hike (!
Anbroy. :

“Well, if vou come to that, there's a
gipsy  wom're  adraid  of 1" reterted
Kenney angrily. " You've given Mick
of the Remove a jolly wule berth sinee
he hcked you the other day.™

Angel's foee hardened, amd e pave his
Pﬁ!!]fﬂ‘l!‘t" H ﬁfﬁ"l_‘f 'I‘I.Pl.}ti.-

“That's cnongh, kenpey '™
sotting s Loeth,

I'lh_" Fli-."l-l.l'lll. '||13 H 1 I'ﬂ:'lf]l".,_ I|||'r:ir1r.f III:‘-;
shomdder o his stndy moale, Kennoy
grinned and wabtked out of the study,

Left  alone, Anbrey  Aneel  aeowled
Lifnckly and threw the book aside.

The beling Kenney had referred fo
was fresh onough in Angel’s moemory,

nol  afrand,  conlonnd  yoas,

stpeered

i sand,

and it was & biller remembirance. Thern
were plenty of fellows in the Lower
Schon! at Grevliriars whom the cad of
the Fourth detested, bt none so bitter!y
as Mick, the gipsy,

In the first place. Augel had folt g
snablash disdain for ihe nameless oufonsl,
the waif.of the road: and fields.  And
the curions  ecireamsiance  that  Mick
sirongly  resembled him  in peorsonas!
appearaney  added Lo hiz  dizhke. T
gecmed to Anzel to be the very " outaide
cdge in impudenes for a common gipsy
to rezemble him in any waw,

Anpel affected not to soe any likences,
Lt it was plain enough for all the fellow -
Ere 2o, Arnad as o becatne obyvious tha
il was o sore point with Apgel, plopty
of fellows found colertaimnent in ** ralbs
Ling it " Angel’s lolty and super-
cilions: wags made huan many enemiies,
and  oven hia friends seemed to hike
!IE».L:H'IE; 1hie !:upf*rl_: Avbrey down a pog oF
two :14't'nhiﬂrml|:|.',

Angel  war thnking of Mk, the

seawling aflter 1'anl

Fipay, na b sal

Kevpey had Ieft bim. He hpd vowed,
alior the ooleast had defeated him mow
light, that he woald gel the pipey fured
ont of frreyfriars somehow, Followa
who had heard the threat regarded aroa.
empty ewank ; in keeping with Apgee!s
watil way of talkig.  Dul, as s et
of fact, Angel was turning the matto
over iplondly i loa mind, Mk was o
very uncommon kiml of character o b

—0f the ! Greyfriars Herald "*—in the MAGNET Library next week !
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admitted 40 & public school, and Angel’s
father was on tho governing board. Sir
Philip Angel was very unlike his son
in racter. He was stern, serious
upright, and unbending. He was, Ange
believed, likely to condemn the step the
Head had taken in admitting s nameless
waif to Greyfriars, eapecially if he could
be made to believe that the boy was
unfit to associate with the Greyfriars
fallows. There was no falsehood at which
e}l would have stopped to effect his
icions purpose; but he realised that
ke would have to be very eareful. With
s cold, undying malico and implacable
determination, Angel had been turning
over the matter for daye in hia mind.

“The rotter 1" muttered the da of
the Fourth, setting his well-cut lips.
“Tha low cad, raizin’ his low hands
sgainat mel He's got to go, if only to
stop the fellows from keepin’ on pointin’
out that he's so like me to look at. Not
that I can see it. But they like rubbin’'
it in, the cadsi”

Angel smoked another cigarette, and
diemiesed Mick, the gipsy, from his mind,
a8 he thought out his pﬂm for the aven-
ing. Thera wae a little sporting party
at- & certain place in Courtfield, where
there would cards and smokes, and
.&nﬁlﬂ was to ba there.
kind of amusement that sppealed to the
blackguard of the Fourth, and he was
looking forward to it with keen anticipa-

n.
hﬁfﬂu} of ihe Fourth looked into the
. L ]

“Darm I he called out.

And Aogel threw away the stump of
his ci&uettaa and joined crowd of the
Fourth on their way to the dormitory.

In the Fourth Form dormitory some of
the juniors wers grinning, and their
glanoes showed Angel that their merri-
ment had some connection with himeell.
Heo gave a haughty lock.

i | 'S_f Angel!"” called out Fry.

“Well [ sard Angel coldly.
¥ told me to-day that you've got
gipey relations., Anything in it

Angel’s eyes
ﬁxere*s nothin' in i£," he

“You know
said savagely. :

“Well, you and the gipsy in the

ova ara as ke g3 two peas!”
grinned Fry. “Jevver bave a long-lost
brother "

“Ha, ha, hat'"

Angel breathed hard,

He turned hie back’ on the Fourth
Form jokers and went to bed. ‘There
was s ripple of laughter and talk from
bed to bed in the Fourth Form dormi-
tory after lights out, and the talk ran on
gipsies, MNobody in the Fourth, of
ccurse, supposed that there could be any
rclationship between the highly-con-
nected Aubrey ond the outcast of the
Kemove, Bui it delighted them to
“draw * Angel on the subject. He zaid
no word, but they knew that he was
simmering with fury as he listened,

But the talk died away &t last, and
ihe Fourth Form slept—with the excep-
tion of Angel.

Auvbrey did not inlend to zleep for a
good many hours yet.
Hoon after ten had tolled from the

clock-tower Aubrey Angel slipped out of
bed and dressed quietly in the dark. He
left the Fourth Form dormitory almost
without a sound, and trod away silently
through dark passages.

By a lower window he dropped to &
path outeide and scudded away for the
school wall under the glimmening stars,
Ho the wall and climbed if, and
peered into the shadowy road.

That was the

For a moment or two he hesitated,
wishing that he were not alone. He re-
membered what Kenney had eaid of a
gipey lurking about the vicinity of the
schaol.

‘But Angel knew that Barcngro, the
gipsy, had striven to recaptore the run-
away walf, and he was fairly certain
that if a gipsy lurked about watching

eghoal it was Barengro, looking for
Mick. He had nothing to fear from the
man, even if he was at hand.

Anyway, he would not turn back now,

Ha slipped down the wall, held by his
hands for a moment, and dropped. His
feat camea on the road with a goft thud.

Then ha stood quite still, listening. He
fancied he had heard a sound aloneg the
shadowy wall.

His heart beat fast.

A sudden gleam of light came through
the gloom. An electrie-torch had bheen
turned on, and the light glared full in
Angel's face. For & moment his heart
almost ceased to beat, as he feared that
he had been recognised out of bounds by
& master or prefect of Greyiriama. DBut
on that point he was reassured the next
moment.

“ ot you, you ng cub [

It was & harsh, husky voice. The light
waa shut off, and a grip that seemed like
iron fastened upon Aubrey Anogel’s
collar, and he was dragged awsay into tho
darkness.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Mistaken Identity !
BAREf'QT'ﬂiRﬂ.+ the 52:53, dragged his

riconer into darkness, the
reathless junier scercely resist-

: ing. Angel's brain was swim-
ming; his heart thumped almost to
suffocation. He was in the grip of a

fearful terror, in the hands of the unseen
ruffian.

He way dragged slong the dark road,
through & gap in a hedge, and then
through a field. He realised that his
captor was hurrying him out of hearing
of help, and he strove to cry ont. A
hard, eavage hand was clapped over his
mouth.

*Bilence I mutiered Barengro.

“Let me gﬂi* I—"

“Hold your tongue, you cub '

“Let me go, you scoundrel!™ panted
Angel. “How dare you Iay your filthy
handes on me, you low houndi»

13 Wh ﬁt 11:

“I'll have you put in prison for this ™

M Burn me!” ejaculated the astonished
gipay., “*You've learned new talk aince

ou've been at the big school, Mick, my

oy. But never mipd, Wait iill I get
you to the caravans, and I'l]l take it ound
of you!"

“Mick 1" gasped Angtl,

He understood then.

Thiz ruffian had no animo-ily towards

him—Angel of the Fourth—and had pro-
bably never aven seen him or heard of
him. He had mistaken him for Mick, the
gipsy.
. It was rather rage than alarmi that
.-h%el felt now. It was Mick that the
rufhan wanted. But Barengro's mistahe
was prool pofitive of the reality of the
likeness noticed by the Greyiriars fellows,
and in which Angel had affected not to
believe. :

“You fool!" snarled Angel. *You
dolt! I'm not Mick!”

“ Not Mick §"'

LL} Nﬂ I.ll

Barengro laughed harshiv.

THIRTY MOTOR BIKES for just a little shill! Tell your pals!

“¥You think I'm going to belicve
that” he asked. "I turned the lLight
on your face to malke sure.”

“1 tell you—*"* :

T"Your voice seems o bit changed,”
said the gipsy, “You've learned to talk
like tha other young swells already, hay?
But I reckon 1 know your face, Mick.
What's the good of lying "

“I'm not Mickl I—"

“Bhut 1" 3

The ruffian forced Angel alonyg in the
darkness. The Fourth-Former of Grey-
friars did not resist—ho was helpless in
the grasp of the powerful gipsy. Dug
he broke out into furious words.

“1 tell vou, you fool—you rufian—
Oh ¥

A heavy hand struek him neross the
mouthe with a blow that almost made
his teeth rattle.

“Ain't 1 told you to shut it, Mick "'
sneered DBarengro. “Take that, and
more to follow, if you zay onother word
afore wa get to camp.”’

The blow dezed Angel. It effcctually
silenced him, and he did not open his
lips again, as he was marched away in
the derkness with the gipsy's grasp on
his shoulder,

Mot for o moment did Barengro relax
hiz hold.

Az o matker of fact Angel was too
terrified to attempt to escape, but had
the prisoner been Mick all the ruffian’s
caution would have been needed.

By field paths and hedges the gipsy
led the junior away. Angel knew the
direction in which they were going—to-
wards the gipsy camp on Courtdield
Common. ut Barengro was avoiding
the high road and sll lanes where passers-
by might have appeared. He was making
very sure of his prisoner, now that he
had captured him at last.

They came out on the open common,
and 2 ruddy glimmer of light came
through the darkness. It marked the
EEEE;G cantp, s .

* Nearly home, Mick ! zaid Barengro
with savage p]eusqnt.ay. “ ¥You'll be giad
to see your old friends agin.”

“T'm not Mick ! panted Angel.

“ Stow i !™

The gipsy camp seemed to be sleeping,
but a man was seated, smoking, by the
dying embers of the fire, The sound of
heavy snoring came from the dirty cara-
Vans.

The man by the fire looked wp a9

Barengro arrived, leading the white-
faced junior.
“Got him, then?"
Night

“I've g!'ﬂt him at last, Mei:hior,
after night I've watched the schaol, and
I kpew I'd have him at last,” said
Barengro. * More'n once I've seon lum,
sneaking out of the school at night—
more'n once. Dut he was always too

sharp for me, till to-night. Xow he
fairly dropped into my "ands.”
“Good  Juck!™  grinned  Mclchior,

“ And now you've got him vou'll have
to make sure of him, They'll hunt for
him, sure.” .
“We break camp at dawn, now I've
got him,” answered Darengro.  “ Dut
afore T tleep I'm going to give him a
lesson he won't forget.  Cir inin That
tont, Mick!™
“1 tell vo.. =—
A savage blow inferrupted Angel, and
he recled amd fell. Barengro kicked him
savogely az he lay, and Angel sereamed
with pain and terrex. A pgipsy crones
face stared out of a caravan window, and
was then withdrawn. Mo one in the
camp dared to oppose Barengro.
“He's vhanged since he's heen at the

r}

More ahout Mick, the gipsy, next Monday ! The story is entitled—
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Toot-toot! Is one of the Bikes coming your way ?

school,” sald Melchior, staring at the
shvieking Angel, “ That sin't like Mick !
He used to take it with his teeth set,
without a word.”

“He's got soft,” said DBarengro.
“"Only a couple of weeks, and he's soft.
Bure him! I'l toughén him again
afore I've finished with him !

"Help ! screamed Angel.

“@Git into that tent.” 3

Angel crawled desperately into the low
tent, with the gipey still kicking him,

He sprawled on the ground there,
almost sobbing with pain and roge.
Barengro lighted s candle.

E}rl 1ts dim lLight he surveved Angel
rritnly.

The dandy of the Greyiriars Fourth
winced and é&rombled, as he saw the
ruffian toke 8 whip from the tent-pole.

“Now you know what you're going fo
hava for the trouble you've given me,
Mick,"” said Barengro, “I'm going to
hide you, my boy—hide you till you can't
howl! You won't run away agin,
reckon. Arter I'm done with you, you
won't be able so0 crawl for 58 week, I

fancy " ]

Angel ctruppled to his knees.  Tis
heart was sick within him from deadly
dread. It seemed like some frightful
nightmare to him. Only an hour before
he had been in s bed 1n the dormitor
at Greyfriars, safe and sheltered. An
now, here he was in a filthy tent in &
gipsy camp, with a brute in human form
standing over him whip in hand! It
seemed like a ferrible dream—but 1t was
no dream, it was fearful reality. The
ruffian’s eves gleamed with cruelty as he
stood over his terrified wvictim.

“Listen to me!" panted Angel, kis
volee broken and hoarze with terrov,
“For merey’s sake, listen! T'll give you
money—I've ten pounds in my pockets!
Only listen! I'm not Mick! My name's
Angel 1™

The whip was raized, the thong hissing
m the air. But the blow did not fall.
"The name on the junior's tongue seemed
to arrest the blow.

Barcngro uttered a sharp exclamation,

ir J’!.]"Igf_‘.l !u

“That's my name! For merey'a sake
look at me. You can see that I sm
older than Mick., My f{ace 15 not so
dark " pleaded Apgel. “I'm not Mick!
Look at mo close, and you'll sec! All
the fellows say I'm like him. Dot my
name’s Angel—Anbrey Angel !V

Barcngro dropped the whip to {he
floor. Hea. took the candle and held it
clogs to Angel's white, terrified face,
seanning every feature claselﬁ. Wonder
grow in the gipey's face as he scanned.
Now that he examined the junior atten-
tively he could sea that there was no
dark sunburn on hiz face. His hair, too,
was lighter in huo than Mick's, hiz eyes
& shade lighter, Apd be scemed older,
too. Anpel watched the gipsy in terrified
anxioty, and he almost sobbed with relief
a3 he saw conviction grow in Barengro's
swarthy face,

Bnl‘ahﬁ_{lt‘:} replaced the candle, Ie did

the pipsr. ™ Angel !

not touch the whip again.
“ Angel I mutto
After all theso wears! After all theae

years 1"
Aubre ;"mgﬁl heard the words with-
out heeding them, strange as thoy were,

Ho undu-r?fmﬂ that somehow his name
wag familiar t¢ the KIPE}‘—tEmt the fact
that hiz namo was Angel accounted, to
Barengro’'s mind, for the strange Likeness
to Mick, But he was too relieved at his
cecape from n savage beating to think
much of anything else,

“You know 1'm not Mick ! he panted,

1 know—now 1" muttored Barengro.

And he stood looking at the shrinking
junior, with a strange gleam in his eyes,
in tho candle-light, o strange expreasion
on his swarthy face that Aubrey Angel
eould not fathom.

L e i

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Angel's Ally !

HERE was a long silence in the
gipsy's tent, Angel had got on
his feet now, and he stood breath-
ing spasmodically, still in a state

of fear and apprehension, his face white
in the flickering candle-light. Barengro's
fixed, strange stare frightened him, he
hardly knew why. What was it that
this rumanljl; gipay knew of himi{ How
was it that his name was familiar to the
oars of this swarthy outcast? PBarengro
turned ahrupﬂ% and left the tent, and
aspoke to Melchior in a low wvoice for
some minutes, Melchior came to the
tent and stared at Angel in the candle-
light. Then he rejoined the other ruffian,
and again they spoke together in low
tones. Aubrey Angel wns aware that he
was tho subject lz?:-\% the discussion, and
he waited in tense anxiety for it to {inish.

Barepgro came back at last.  His
manner had lost its savage ferocity, and
was quiet, but thore was still the strange
Jl;ak rim his face that puzzled and chilied

Tigal,

."‘EED vour name’s Apgel?” said the
gipsy.

“Yes, you!” . .

“Is your father Bir Pholip Angel?™
1Y Ymrl!

“Your elder brother Clawde Angel 1™
“Yeos," said the junior, in wonder.
His wonder sutweighed his fear now.

“What do you know about mwe and my
people " -he asked. ** You seem to have
heard my name before?”

Barengro laughed.

“Oh, I've heard your nome," he said.
“It's o name 1 know welll You've
never heard of Darengro, the gipsy ™

“I'va heard you spoken of at Grey-
friars, tn connectionn with Mick "

“ Mowhere ¢lse "

“Nﬂ.r

“Not from vour falher?”

Angel stared at lom.

““My father? What could my [ather
know about you?"

“Nor from your unele?"

Y My—my unele?"” repeafed Aungel,

“Your uncle—{'olonel Angel,”

“Lolonel Angel is dead, long ago™
said the junior,

The gipsy started.

Y Dead ?''

“He was killed in Flanders,"” said
Angel, staring at the mau.

“Killed ! ropeated Iarengro.
i:]:{“]ﬂd?u

He stood starin at  the junior,
evidently surprised f:r}' the news, and

somebow disconcertad.
Angel
wonder.

watched him  in growing
Who was this swarthy ruffian

A sudden pleam of light came through the gloom.
had been turned on, and the light fell full on Angel's face.
you young cub ! ** roared a hoarse volee, A grip that seemed like iron
fastened on Angel’s collar,

An elecirle torch
 Got you,

(See Chapter 4.)

—f The Luck of the Gipsy !’ and is one of Frank Richards® *‘ speciais’ !
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wha was so interested in his family his
tory, and knew so much of -hie people?

“Dead—Denys Angel dead !, muttered
Bﬂﬁngm. ““And where did his money
go?’

“"His—hiz money 1 . )

“"Yes; he was a millionaire, I 'helieve.
But I suppose it came to some of you—
it would, of course.!! Barengro showed
his yellow teeth in a girin. * Anyhow, it
did not go te his somn.”

“His son!” stammered Angel, “Myp
uncle never had a son.”

“You lie!” said Barengro. “Or per
haps they never told you. . You would
be ﬁuung at the time. Ho he's doad

The gipsy fell into a fit of musing, his
black brows 'knitted, Angel did not
dare to interrupt him.

Barengro spoke again at last.

“And yow're a Greyfriars boy—youn're
at the same school with Mick, who ran
away ‘from me?"

11 E‘S."

*You've ecen Mick??

:' %:Tu ss-enfhim. 2 ; % B

‘Friend of yours?" aske engro,
waiching the junior closely. _

The gleam of hatred in Angél's oyes
did not escape him, and he grinned.

“He's not likely to be a friend of
mine,” zaid the snob of the Fourth
bhaughtily, “A low ragamuffin-——-—="~"

Barengro laughed.

““He has some friends at Greyfriars?"”
he asked.

"Yes some cads in the Remove. Ha's
no friend of mine.”

“An enemy, perhaps?™  asked
Barengro.

Angel shrugped his shoulders con-
temptuously,

“The fellow’s too low for me to take
aﬂj notice of. I dislike himy that is
A .i!‘

Barengro laughed again, a harsh, ear-
doniz laugh, _

“He's lgilte vou to Jook at,” he smd.

“Tho fellows say so,” said Angel
sourly. "I suppose he must be, in a
way, as you took me for him."

“I shouldn't have, in the daglight,”
said Barengro. “DBut you're hke—very
like. Now, look here, young master,
I've made a mistake in bringing you
here—it was Mick I wanted. 1 don't
want you—but I ain’t wanting anv
trouble about this. Ti I let you go——"

L T mean 1t," said Angel.

UL won't say & word aboub itl" ex-
claimed Angel e?;ﬁaﬂf" “Only let me
get back to the scheeol.”

"How de I know you'll keep your
word?'  said  Barengre suspiciously.
“"You'd promise anything now, to get
AWEA ‘u
HI+I was
out- of bounds without leave. I shall
keep it dark for my.own sake”

Jarengro . nodded - slowly, He had
taken- Angel's measure pretty accurately
by this time, and knew that he could
be relicd upon to do anything that was
for his own sake.

whit can you ‘prove?”’ he said. “I
dessay it's prelty serions, too, for you
to get out of the school at night, if your
headmaster knowad."”

“"Jolly serious,” said Anglul. “1
sha'n't breathe a word, if only I can get
back witheut being seen.”

The gipsy was silent for some minutes,
evidently debating the matter in his
migd.. He nodded again at last.

“You can go,” he said. I think
you'll keep it dark, for vour own sake.
But if you put the police on me for
handling you, look out for me another
time, and I'l make you sorry for it!"
- “Not a syllable ! said Angel hur-
 riedly. “I tell you—-"

“TH trust you!™ snapped Barengro.
“¥You can clear!”

He stood aside for the
junior to leave the tent.

Angel made 2 step, and then paused.
Ho looked at the swarthy, evil face of
tha gipsy.

“You came after Mick, when you col-
lared me by mistake,” he said.

“That’s it."

“¥oun want to get Mick back?”

“Yes,"” growled Barengro

“Td be glad if you could.”

“You'd be glad ! said Barengro, ayoe-
ing him strangely. )

T help you if T conld,” said Angel,
between his teeth. *'1 hate the cad!
Tt's a disgrace to have him in my school,
T'd be jolly glad for you to get hold of
him a.n-"ll take him away!”

“¥ou'd help?” said Barengro.

“{iive me & chance, and, if it's safs,
I'l help fast enough," said Aubrey

Greylriars

Angel, gritting hiz teeth. *'Look here,
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“After all, if you go to the police,

1

Next weeR's sensational story of Greyfriars is entitled?

| I know he breaks bounds at night some-

times—he can’t stand bein'.shut wp in
the school. I've seen him more than
once when—when-—-""

“When you were bresking bounds
yaurself 7"

" Nevor mind that, I know he does it,
and, if you watch for a chance, jow're
bound to nei} him sooner or lster,” said
Angel eagerly, *“Leok here, I might be
able to let you know some time—T1'I
keep an eve on the cad. How could T
get word to youf"

“You mean theti"

" Every word.”

Barengro's eyes gleamed.

*“He won't trouble you any more, once
I get my hands on hirn,” he said. “*We
break camp the minute I've got him,
and he'll mever be seen in Kent again.
Y¥ou can always leave a note for me at
the Peal of Bells in Courtfield—I'm
there avery day."

*“Then, if 1 glet & chance, rely on me,”
said Angel. “1 suppose he’s your son,
and you've a right to take him away.”

“He's not my son, and I've no right
to take him away,"” said Barengro
coolly. “But I'm going to take him all
the Er-ﬁn'le. Good-might, young gentle-

*Good-night 1" said Angel,

Yo r;uittqd the tent, gladly enough,
and left the gipsy encampment behind
him, He struck out at a good pace
across the commeon for the high road, It
was too late now to think of joining the
festive party at Courifield—neither was
Angel, after his perilous adventure, in a
mood for the card-party. He was onl
anxtous to get safe back nto the Fr:urt}?u
Form dormitory at Greyfriars.

He reached the school at last, and
climbed in over the walll, Az he
dropped within there was & sound in the
shadows, and he starfed and looked
vround  him hurriedly, Then he made
for the School ITouse at a run.

All the lights were out now in the
windows, Bi}ruathlesa, Angel reached
the window of the boot-room, which he
had left unfastened for his return, He
pushed at the window: bub it did not
b o i L

Angel zet hiz toeth.

] IE;.‘. ad left the window unfastened, an
ine

h ajar. Now it was tightly closed.
Evidently it had been closed within
some time after his departure. Trotter,

perhaps, had gone late to the boot-
room for some reason, and faund the
window unfastened—that was the most
likely explanation,

For a moment or two Angel fancied
that he had been missed by a watchiul
master or prefect, who, in that case,
would be sitting up to wait for his
return. But he realised that this was
unlikely to be the case—not
light gleamed in any window of the
School House, Baf the window was
closed—and he was shut out!

Shut out—for the night !

Hiz heart throbbed.

That was the end of his adventure!

A night out of doors—and inevitable
dizcovery tn the morning! Discovery—
and cxpulsion from the school!  For
Angel know that the eyes of authority
were already uwpon laom with suspioion,
and he had been wamed seriously b
his Form master and by the Head ! HZ;
had templed Fafe once oo often, and
this was the fmsh.

He leaned on the
groaned aloud.

It was not Mick, his enemy, who wonld
be driven from Greyfriars, It was him-
seli! Nothing now could avert discovery,

! That's what—

app e

window-zill and



—'* The Luck of the Gipsy!" Great surprises promised you!

Whether he rang st the dJoor and
owned up ab once or spent & miser-
able night in the open air and was
discovered in the morning, it came to
the same thing., It was the fpish for
himy at Grevfriars. More than once ho
had ¢ome within measurable distance of
the **aack,” and now, at length, he had
passed the limit !

He groaned in misery at the thought.

There was a foolslep beside him, and
he sturted violently and swung round,
in terror of secing & prefect. Bub it was
the face of Mick, the gipsy achoolboy,
that looked at him in the shadowy night.

e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Saving an Enemy !

s our
Angel muttered ihe word.
Mick grinned at him.
“You

“You, too!" he said,
out of hounds, Angel!”

“INo bizney of yours!” said Angel
sillenly and savagely. * Let me alona!™

“¥You've no call to be so crusty with
& bloke ! said Mick, “I ain't dommg you
any herm! I never wanled to fight with
you the other day! ¥You made me do
it

“Let me slone!™

Mick stepped back, Then, as s sudden
thought came into Angel's mnd, ho
?}Lmnat- sprang towards the gipsy school-

¥,

“Did you get out of the hoot-room
window " he asked breathlessly,

Y MNo fear!”

*Then—you left & window open—-=~"

di Y‘EE--"

Angel slmost panted with relief.

o 'E;:rﬂ-::di Then I can get in the samo
way !

Course you can, if you like!"™ gaid
Mick. * But if Eﬂu got out of the boot-
room winder, w ¥ not get in the same
way! It's easier.

“1t’s been fastened(”
Mick whistlod.

"Then you're shut out?”
“Yes!” mutterod Angel

He eyed the gipay anxiocusly. In
Mick's place, Angol certainly would have
left his enemy in the lrch. It would

have been easy for Mick {o Ieave him
to himself in the darkness, and he could
not ssarclh the wheole School Ilouse to
find the window Kick had left un-
fastened. The dandy of the Fourth
realised thal his fale was in the hands
of the gipsy schoolboy—the waif whom
he had despised and scorned and sneered
at, whom he would have thrashed with-
ont merey had not the gipsy proved teo
strong for him.

He made an effort lo choke down s
duslike and repugnance. When it servesd

hie furn, Angel could be agrecabls oo a
fetow he disliked.

#I—I'm sorry we had w row, kid,” hLe
said, making the necessary ellort. * Yon
—you won'l leave me in the lurch now,
becauss of thal? Show me where to get
in, won't vou, like a good chap "

YCourse I willl" said Mick ot onco;
and Angel's heart throbbied with relief.
“Rless yonr beart, sir, T don't bear any
malice, though syou was "ard on & chap

who never meant you any harm! 1%
have been glad to Le friendy, siel”
Angel hit his hip.
“No rearon why we shouldn't be

frends,” he said,  * What window Jdid
yvou gel oul of ¥
“The top attic,” =aild Mick.

“What "

—our competition offers you !

i1

«Listen to me!” panted Angel. “I'm mot Mick My name's

Angel——"" The whip

moment,

“1t's & bit of 8 climl,"” said Mk
with o sofe chuckle. * But 1've climbed
like & monkey ever since I was a liitle
nipper. L get up on the box-room leads,
pud then climb the ainpipe to il roof,
und crawl up the slales to the attic
winder, Bep?”

Angel shinddered. .

“You—vou crawl up a Etl!.ﬂ[.llii,.li'..',’ ronf
sixty  foet fiom  the growmd!™ e
rreathed. ) )

1t ain't pothing {o we,” said Alick,

Angel stood silent, overwhelmed.  Not
to save himmself from cxpulsion ten Limes
aver would be have taken =och a fright-
ful risk, Ile kuew, loo, thalt he could
nol have faken it swecessfully.  1is verve
woitld have failed lom, apd he would
have rolled frew the slates, 1o erash in
u lifeless mass ou the ground below,

“I dessay it wounld be vather helty for
vou, sr.” said Mick. U Yeu wn't had
o bratnimg hke raiane”’

“1 eoulde't do 11" proaned Angel
“q1 should Le killed! T done for!™

“Phat’s gl right 17 sud Bick. " No
need for you {o do it 1 can gel i,
and  come down acd open this ‘ere
witnddier for vou, Aneel”

“¥an'li de that ¥ exelaiiocd  Angel
breathlessiy,

“Conrae 1 will ! said Mk, I sur-

prise. " ¥ou'd (o it for e, 1 &' pose,
i T owas in the same O™

was ralsed, mtf: the blow mever fell,
me on the junior’'s tongue seemed paralyse
e Jneel’ e Tuttared boarsaly,

The
Barengro for the
{See Chapler 5.)

Angel’s hard heart smole him for a
morment,

*I—1 would, of-—of course!™ he stam-
mered. " I—=I'm sorry ['ve been down
on you, 3Mick! You'ro a good kid ™

Mick's foce brightened.

“T'moglad 1o hear vou talk Bike thal,
Air ! ho said earnestly. I sin't a bad
sort af ehap reely, though 1'm anly a
rongh  mpsv, and, of course, ain't the
coual of a peotloman ke you, L ain't
to be expected, 13 WY Aned [ can'b help
i, beg bronght up by a bloke liko
Barengre, [ aw't doing any harm ot
of bowinls,”" he added anxiously, "1
don't know why you're onl, Augel, bus
[ only came oub o wander vound o bil.
L voukdn't gel oub belare bBed, 'canse
Wharton and Bob Uhervy and the cthers

waa  keeping an eye on e 'l'ilr_,\'
woulda"t let se  Lreak  Lowmb  this
avening.”  dick chackled =afily, 5o

T 1eft it till they was aslecp, aud then
ititked from the dormiory ! HEee?"
=] sep!"

“Luacky for vou, as il lurps oul @™
amitd ALick clieerile. 1N jolly glad of
it, Angel! Now, you wait ‘ere till I've
got the woeler open !

“FHurry up ! mualtered Angel.

*Right-ho!"

Mick eendded along the wall, and
clatbered up the ivy to the leads vueder
the Lox-room windows, Angel vatcloed

Over 800 prizes, remember !

i Maecwer Lannagy., XNo. B2l



12

fim. In the dimness of the night he
could jusk maka out the active figure
of the gipsy schoolboy clinging to the
ratnpipe high above: He lost sight of
the gmipsy mn the darkness, and waited
anxiously, with beating heart. It seemed
almost impossible for Mick to perform
that perilous climb in safely, vet Angel
guessed that he must have done it before,
Inayy times, since he had been at Grey-
frviars.

Minute followed minute, and there was
no sound, Angel strained his eyes; but
ithe night was foo dark, and he could
make out nothing above. He knew that
Mick mwust have reached the disused
attics by thia time, however, and clam-
bered in.  He returned to the boot-room
window and waited there, peering in
at tha dark glass.

Homething moved within at last
There wasz a creak as the little window

opened, Mick's face grinned ont of the |

rhadows,
“Orl right!"” he said. *Squeeze in!"

Angel climbed in at the window in a
deeply thankful mood. . He dropped
wsiae, and Mick carefully closed the
window and fastened it,

Silently they lelt the boot-room’ and
threaded their way along dark passages,
up shadowy staircases. the dormitory
landing Angel halted. The gipsy school-
hoy had saved him from the sack—
thera was no doult about that—and the
escape had been zo terribly narrow that
Aubrey Angel could not help feechng
for ‘the moment ' something like the
warmth of gratitude—and a pang -of
remorse. There was, perhaps, good in
the blackgusrd of the Fourth some-
where, hidden deep under cynicismm and
vicioua s2elfichnesa.  Certainly for the
present moment his feelings towards the
walf of Greviriara were kind.

“ (zood-night, kid I he whispered. “1
«ay, I'm sorry we'vé mot bean friends!
I'm sorry—really ! Good-night!"

He hurried on te the Fourth Form
dormitory before Mick could answer.

'The gipsy schoolboy went on to his
own Jormitory, and in the darkness his
face was bri ]‘];t‘ He had friends .in his
own Form=—{riends whom he liked well
—and Angel of the Fourth had been
always his enemy. And yet a few kind
words from Augel made him happy and
contented,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1™ |

Tt was Hob Cheny's sleepy voice, as
the gipsy schootboy came wto  the
Remove dormitory.

Mick closed the door softly.

“You awake " le zand,
Dol Chevry sat up i bed.

“That you, Mick?"
“ Little me,” said Mick, with a chuckle.

“"You've been out of Lbounds, xon
young rascal !"’

“You've gnessad it."

Y“By gum!” zaid Bob., “We'll jolly
well rag you to-morrow, Mick I

*1 ain’t done any 'arm 1™

“Buppose you'd been nailed. you young
ase, with Quelchy waxy with yéu
aremdy ¥

“Well, I wasn't nailed. Good-night!"
“Good-night, you young ruflian!”

Bob Cherry turned his head on his
pillow and wont to alecep again. And
Mick waz slecping soundly abant two
seronds after he had turned in.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Falthful Friends !

L OQURT-MARTIAL at six.”
“Ehi?
“In Btudy No. 1.7
“Look ’ere—"

“You're to turn up for jJudgment,
Mick."

Hlarry Whailon spoke serviously, and
the ygipsy schoolboy: blinked at him in
spnie dismay,

“What's the row *"” he asked.

“You broke bounds last night,” said
the captain of the Remove severely,

“Well, yon ain’t & prefect,” said Mick.
“You ain't ng call to interfere,”

“You've got to chuck it,” explained
Wharton. “ We're going to sit in judg-
ment on you, and give you something for
your own good. Heel”

‘" But lock 'ere——"'

“It's that, or the long jump, in the
long run,” said Wharton, *We're Fuing
to save you from the long juinp. You're
too a kid to be kicked out of Grey-
friars for playing the goat! Court.
martial at six.”

And the captain of the Remove walked
on, leaving the gipsy scheolboy grinuing
& little.

At lessons that morning Mick did not
display any sign of fatigue from having
logt w0 much slecp overmight. Old habits
and eustoms were strong, and Mick was
habitvated to m!{inﬁ hia sleep at any
time, day or night. In the Fourth Form
room it was a difforent case with Aubre
Angel. The elegant dendy of the Faurt
had not the hard fortitude of the gipey
schioolboy ; he had not slept till Jlong after
midoight, and in the morning ha was
pale and irritable and savage-tempered.
Mr, Capper, the master of the Fourth,
“lined ™ himm for ecarclessnese, and then
caned him {or impertinence, and by the
time morning ¢lasses were aver Angel
was in a temper that made Kenuey give
hiny a wide berth when the Fourth came
out of their Forin room.

*In ithat state of temii:)re:' Angel was pre-
red o guarrel with any- fellow who
counld not lick him, or who had powerful
regsons for not doing so; and as Keuney
toadied to his wealthy atllujji'~n't:ttcr. he
sagely avoided his company till hie should
be feeling better. |
‘Angel loafed out into the guadrangle
by himszelf, fecling seedy and savage, and
longing for zomehody to wreak his
anuable feelings upon. By that time, hie
momentary impulse of kindness towards
the gipsy had long vapished.  Angel had
& lomg memory for injuries, real or
fancied,” but a remarkably chort one for
benefts. . Mick's service of the night
befara only added o his prritation i he
thought of it; he hated being under an
obligation to a feilow whom he dishhked
and despised, sod whom he meant to .
jure if he coubd, .

Mick sighted him in the quad. amwd
up with a sunny face.  The cloud on
Angel's brow did not warn hin, )

Poor Mick: was under the mpression
that all unfriendliness had blown over—
an impression that was very quickly {0 be
removed.

He did not have tuoe Lo speak.

Angel staved him insolently in the face,
and then turned on his beel and walked
BWAY.

Mick slood staring after him.

That *cut direct ” was utlerly m-
cxpected ; he had locked for at least a
smile amnd a friendly word.

A flush came into s dark, sunburnt
face, and a gleam into his eycs; bur they
faded, leaving him with & troubled and

There will be an Exfra-special Supplement next week!

haraszed expression. IHe was stili stand-
sing, staring after the elegant fipure of
Angol lottering i the distance, when he
received o resounding  smack on  the
shoulder.

" Halla, hallg, hallo !

YOh T gjacalated Mick, turning 1o sce
Bob Cherry.

“Wherefore that worried brow " asked
Bolx.

“* (i, nothin® &'

“Worrying about the giddy court-
martial 1 vour study this evening?™
asked Bob, with a grin.

“"HEh? No! Hot!"

“You'll ind it 1sn't rot.,” said Bob.
“We're taking you in hand, young ‘un,
and bringing you up in the way vou
should go.™

Mick did not answer. .

“But what’s the trouble, kid ¥ ashked
Bob good.naturedly. "1 noticed Aungel
just now—manners of a hog, as per usual.
You don't mind him, surely *™

“He ain't & 'og 1" said Mick.

&F WIEtEII

“He wouldu't speak to me," said the
gipey, his underlip trembling a little.

“Well, why should he ¥ asked Dob,
surprise. “You've had nothing to do
with Angel, except to thrash him.”

“I never wanted to-touch him, only ho
wmade me. Skinner and those rolters
egged him on, too " ’

“WWell, what does it malter, anyhow &'

Mick did not reply to that,

“You haven't taken a fancy to Angel
becausze he's so hike you to leok at, have

you?" asked Bob, more and more
astonished. My dear chap, you must
ho an ass. Angel's an awinl outsider.

Besides, fellows never make friends out-
side their own Forms. Uome and help
me punt this footer abont, and don’t be
a goat 1"

But Mick did not join in punting the
fonter. He drove his hands p into his
pockets, and walked away by himself,
and wandered in the Cloisters till dinner.

He was feeling. unhappy and troubled,
he hardly knew why. ‘Mick was no fool,
and he had o fairly clear idea of the kind
of fellow Aubrey Angel was, and he kngw
that the supercilions cad of the Fourth
WAS g&nemﬁy disliked, and hed ‘earned.
the dislike and deserved it. To Mick,
Angel had been partiuular}:e unpleasant.
And yet, somehow, Mick did not dislike
him.  Angel was his enomy; but he felt
na enmity towards the handsome Fourth.
Former. He wondered whether it was,
as Bob had ecarelessly suggested, becanse
he was so like Angel in looks, The
homeless waif, without a relation in the
world to call his own, hardly knew what
kinship taeant—and perhaps the fact that
he was tike Angel, made him feel less
lonely i the wide world where he be-
longed to nobody., Ile knew that he
would have been very glad of Angel's
friendship, or even of a kind glance ceca-
sionally from him,

At dinner Angel glanced aver [rom the
Fourth Form table, and his eyes rested
for & mioment on Mick. He found that
Mick was looking at him, and his lip
curled contemptuously. .

Mick fushed and logked down on his
dlate.

‘ Why was he so like this fellow whe
condemnead him? e wondered.  Fellows,
for. the purpose of chipping Angel, had
playfully suggested the possibility of
relationship between them.  Mick had
not  taken the suggestion with an

seriouspess, and yet he had wondered
Such likenesses were vOry rare exceptimg
amonyg near relations.  His own nawe he
had never known=—Nhe did not even know
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his aga, or whether he was really of gipsy
blood. The thought of fAnding a relation
—apmeon: who would be something more
to him from the tie of blood than the
kindest friend could bo—inade the lenely
waif's heart beat,

But the gipsy schoolbor made no
further attempt to approach Angel of the
Fourth. He had his own pride—a higher
pride than Angel’s, as o matter of fact.
When the juniora left hall after dinner,
and Angel passed the gipsy with his nose
in the air, Mick did not evep seem to sce
him. Ife went off with the Famous Five
to punt & footer about, and waz soon his
cheary and careless relf apain.

Mick went to tex i hall instead of
turniog up as usual in Siudy No. I—
perhaps mindful of the threatencd court-
martinl. But it booted nat, as a poet
would say; for when he camne out after
tea he found five cheery juniors waiting
for him. Wharton and Nugent linked
arms with their gipsy study-mate, and the
other three gathered round hin.

“March ! said Bob Chervy,

“Laook 'ere——"" begao Mick.

“Have you forgotten the courl-
enartial ¥ demanded Wharton.

Mick grinned.

“Oh, chuck 181" he said.

“ Mrrch!”

Mick had to march, and he was

marched upstairs. On the landing Angel
of the Fourth passed them, and he
glanced at the crowd of juniors with a
sneering smile.  Mick wae reasting &
little, mnd the Famous Five, though
good-humoured, were quite determined
ta get him to the.study. To Angel's
cyes 1 logked like a rag. That the
chumsa of the Remove would trouble their
lieads about the gipsy for his own zake
wag & thought that never occurred to
Aubrey Angel. Concern for others was
not one of his weaknesses.

“Bo you're fed up with Your gipsy
pal?’ he said.

Wharton looked af hinr,

“Look 'ere, you-chaps
Mick.

"Kim on!" roared Bob Cherry.

“1 ain't coming !

“You are!"

“You lend me a "and, Angel!” called
out Mick. :

Angel gave a sneering 15.1:.9;]1.

*1 wouldn't touch you with a barge-
pole " he answered.  *“If the Remove
are rag%iu' yvou, serve you Jolly well
right. wonder they haven't done il
before, you gipsy ragamuffin.®™

Mick bit his lip hard.

Bob Cherry made a sign to his com-
rades and relessed dick, He stepped in
front of Angel az the dendy of the
Fourth was going on his way.

“You've made a little mistake,"™ he
remarked.

“What do you mean?"”

"We're not rag;ing Mick,” explained
Bob cheenly. “We're looking after
Mick for his own good, whether fm likes
it or not, That's quite different from a
ragging. So that you sha'n't make
another mistake like that, Anpel, we'll
show you what & ragging is iiict;,"

Angel jumiped bazﬁ

1] Imt'z e

Bob had collared him Lefore he could
cxpape.  Johnny Bull Jaid a2 pair of
muscllar hands on him ™ at the same
imorment,

Lither of the two sturdy Removiles
could have handled Angel with case. Tnd
the hands of the two of them the dandy
of the Fourth was guite powoerless,

* profested

“lel mp go!™ he shouted furiously.

“I want nothin' to do with you Ile-
move cadsl Let me go!®

“¥ou should have thought of (hat
hefore wvou butted in and called our
gipsy pal pames!” eaid Bob Cherry,
with a grin. “Now wore going fo
show you what & ragging is like.”

“The ragfulness wﬂ!gba terrific, my
esteemed sneaking Angel,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. * Proceed with the
ragiulness, my worthy chums, while I
hold the cxcellent Mi{:i by his ridiculous
Car.

Angel strupgled and yelled. But
Wharton and Nugent eollared him also.
In fouy paire of hands he was lifted off his
feet and taken down the next Bight of
gtairs, On each stair his head was
buraped gently, and his carefully-parted
hair suflered considerably., At every
bump Angel let out a furious yell.

On the next landing he was fatiened
down, and the merry Removites wiped
’lcli'_leir boots on hie elegant attive and left

1Mm.

“That's & rageging, Angel,” said Dob
Cherry over his shoulder. “Yoir'll know
next time."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Angel sat up breathlessly, and burst
imto a torrent of sevage words. The Re-
movites went up the stairs unheeding,
but Gwynne of the Sixth, coming along
in time to hear Angel's choice epithet
took heed at once. He also took Ange
by one ear and lified him jo his feet.

“Hwearing, is it said Gwynne, “You
precious young scoubdrel, come 1o my
study I

And in the prefect’s study Angel had
the pleasure, or otherwise, of bending
over a chair, while he veceived six of the
best, It was not Aubrey's lucky «lav.

Meanwhile, the Famous Five had per-
suaded Mick, foreibly, into Sludy No, 1,
where the court-martial saf in due forn.
Mick was in the inidst of the circle of hia
friends, grinning, and he was still grin-
ning when sentenoe was pronounced.
Wharton, as captain of the Form, pre-
mulgaied the sentence.

A dozen swipes unless Mk gives his
word not to break dorm bLounds again !
e said.

' Pagsid unanimonsly 1 zaid Bob.

“Now, Mick, it's up to you.”

f Rats 1" sand Mick,

“We know gou'll keep vour word,"
saicd Wharten, “Will you promisze not to
break bounds*™

“No"

“You know you'll geil the ovder of the
boot il you keep on?”?

I chance i

“Last time of asking!™ =aid the rap-
tain of the Emnave.

“Bosh " sxid Mick.

Wharton picked vup a slumip.

" Bend over !

fRats 1™

“Put him gvar 1

Mick struggled, bul he was pul over a
eliair, “Lhen F.im receivid the dozesn, nol
fqurte eo severc as tho «ix Angel bad
recetved from (ewyune., He bore the -
Riction withont a murtnuy,

“So that's thal!™ said  Wharton,
throwing down tho stnmp.  “ You know
it's for your own good, AMick.™

“1 know,"” said the gipsy.

“You'll get the same every {ime vou
break bounds !

“Orlright.”

“Look here, you young ass—--""

“Oh, cheeso i1 said Mick., e rose
Eud jﬂm-uk himself. *“You bloke: can't

[{ ot

;r'w]laE i”
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“1I got tough with Barengro,” grinned
Mlick., ™ Why, it was like a fly broshing
on a cove, “_vat vou call a licking.™

And, with a laugh, the gipsy ﬁimlhuy
ecuttled out of gtudy No. 1. Ilarry
Wharton & Co. looked at onc ancther
rother blankly.

"1t hasn't done hiny much good.” said
Johnny Buill.

“Well, we've done our best,” said

Wharton. *“We'll keep it up, and
perhaps he'll get tired before we do ™
** Hear, hoar!”

“Unless he's caught out of bounds amd
sacked before we cure him,” said Frank
Nugent.

“Well, 1that's what we're irving to pro-
verit. We'll keep on doing our best like
good pals.”

“Iu, ha, hat”

And a couple of daysz laier. {he wander-
ing epirit having seized the gipsy sehool-
boy again after Lights out, the faithfu!
friendz dealt with him faithiutly again.
But, though they hoped for the besi.
they mulg not bLelp feeling  doubilyl
whether 'theg: would sncceed in eaving
the gipsy schoolboy from e resulis of
his own rccklessnesa.

— oy

THE NIKTH CHAPTER.
An Alarm In the Night!

¢ IRE!”
F Clang, clang, olang!?
It was (loker of the Fifth

who gave the alarm in the first
place. Coker of the Fifth Lhad discoveral
the, fire, and Coker was prompt to act,
Coker prided himsell wpon his premnptl
efficiency.

It was by & lucky chance that Coker
had made the discovery., He was sleep-
less that night. As a role, (oker of the
Fifth slept 1?«: & top, not to -ay a log.
BBut he had had an argumond winh =ome
Removites in the evening. Unker fele
that the Removites had been oheeky, and
ha argued the matter with them, ueen-
ducing a heavy hand into the dizcussion.
The argument had ended with Colkier on
the flogr and zeven or eight Removikes
peled on him; end when Coker had
cseaped he had eollectod & numbor of
bumps and brojses that was hoyond
:'.cn:l,mt.ing. H{:rlc-:a hiis fa e sl el
insomnia.  Aeveral tines Horace Coker
slept, and then he woke again and
ritbbed a bump, and snorted and (uroed
aver,  And it was in one of these wakelal
intervals that he noticed a red flare i
the sky from ithe high window of the
Fifth Yerm dormitory.

Cloker =ab up in bl

It was a fGine wmight, but Jdark, aned
cortainly  ne light should have been
visible from the windows., Buf there it
was—a wavering, Hickering, enddy liglt
agaimst the darkoess of 1he kv, Fa-
d{:n[.|:." it was the reflechon of & fire.
blazing and burming quile close at, haned,
Coker stared atb it bor a moment er two,
ame then bounded oul of bed.

“Pire!" he roared

He jumped into s tronsers,

“Tire! Tive!™

Ik,  what®' DPobtier woke up,
“What "

“Eire!™

“What's that?" exelaimed Plondall,

the caplan of the Yifth, sitting wp in
e,
“Fire " ronred Coker.
aker mA A s a e’ vawned
Patler.  “Go and put it onl, Ceker!
'ut yoneself out, too! Good-aaght 1
(Continued on paye 18.)
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And Potter turned over and went to
sleap again. He Ekpnew Coker too well
to heed anything that Coker might say
on any subject or any occasion,

“Fire!" bawled Coker.

In pyjamas and trousers, without
waiting for mere, Coker of the IFifth
rushed to the door. He left the Fifth
Form dormitory in a buzz behind himn.

“I say, thero really is a fire!” ex-
claimed Greene. “ Look at the gky 1"

“Tire! Fire!" roared Coker, as he
rushed down the paessage, turning on
cvery electric light he pmssed. =

Uﬂ{:nr knew where the alarm-bell waa;
he knew that it was a fellow’s duty to
ring the alarm-bell in case of five
hioments might mean lives; Greyfriars
was crowded with fellows, and the fire
mwight be anywhere—might be spreading
snywhere. Coker niade & desporate
ruzh for the rope, and started ringing.
- Clang, clang, clang!

Through the still autumen night
grashed the raucous tones of the bell.

Clang, clacg, clang, clang!

“Fire! Fire! Fire!™

Loud and inwstent, the alarm-bell
woke every soul at Greyfriars.  Even
Billy Bunter, in the Remove doermitory,
woke up. ]

The glarin was general.

Fellows fairly bolted out of béd. They
shouted and ]\*e;aliﬂd to one ther.
Doors opened, lights flashed on all'sides.

Mr. Quelch, in  dressing-gown and
slippers, was the first master to eppear.
Mr. Prout and Mr. Capper came

hurriedly out, bhalf-dressed. Wingate
of the Sixth and the other prefects

one of our Prizes! There's much for little!

here, or any smell of burning. If that
foolish boy attempts to ring the bell
again, kindly restrain  him!" snapped
the Kemove master.

Coker.zat up and gazped.

“1 say, Bif—"

“8Bilence, Coker!” thundered Mr.
Guelch.

“But I zay, but for me vou might all
have been burned in your beds!” howled
Uoker indignantly. “The place ia on
fire—"

"It iz not on fire! shrieked Mr.
Queleh., “If you touch that bell-rope
again, Coker, you shall be flogged!”

SOh, m hat!” stuttered Uoker.

Mr. Queleh rashed away, with several
of the prefects, and & mob of other
fellows. The great deor on the quad
was flung open, and then theo view of
tha fire was clearer. It was burning. at

a little distance from the house; burningy

orightly, with Hames that leaped and
blazed and cast ruddy reflections. The
ruddy light was reflected on zcores of
windows. But the cause of the Hre wns
& IMystery, Mr. Quelch stared at it
from the Scheol House steps in blank
astonwhment.

“It's a fire in the open air, siv,” said
Gwynme,

“But who—what——"" stuitered
Queleh,

"It doosn’t eeem to have caught any
g{,géﬁm buildings,” said Blyndell of the

I g
" Ntﬂt at all,” said the Remove master.

u —_—

“The hose—the hose!” shouted Mr.
Prouf, the master of the Fifth, “Why
iy not the hose cut? The hose——7"

M.

“The hose is not needed!™ shrieked
Mr, Quelch. - “None of the Luildings
iz on fire”

“What? What?'

“It i3 a fire in the open air[" gasped

the Remove mastér. * Someonc has—

rashed forth from their rooms.  Down:| has carelessly lighted a fire! Good
i : _ . ness
the ‘staircases swarmed & mob oI knows how ::::.r Evhyt' It seems to be
"“E-’g”,;; ; g on the Sixth Form green.”
Clang, clang, clang! . " It beats me!™ sard Wingate. “Better
*Coker ! %t. 13 you, Coker!” Mr. linvestigate, sir, I !.hink.g Burely no
Quelch grasped the vigorous arm of the | gipsy could have got iuto the school
E;itil;fﬂrmer. Stop! Cease! Do you|grounds and camped and lighted =
: camp-fire.’
Coker clanged on. Y Impossible M exelal AL :
“There's a fire, sic! Fire! TFire!] But Bob [‘h&rl'}',ﬂmgrﬁrl I'tkt.*ﬂ%lﬂtlili;

s
“The house iz not on fire!"” shreked
i\fr.T'%LIEich.

“There's a fire! You can see it at
the windows, sir! TFire! Fire! roared
Coker, with all the force of his lungs.

“Boy! Cease—ceass ringing this bell
instantly 1™

“"Rot!" snorted Cloker,

“What? What?"

“Rot!” said Coker. It was no time
to. show respect of persomns, Coker felt
that. He wasn't going to have Groy-
friars burnad to 151& ground to please

any silly Form master. “ILeave me
alone! Fira! Fire! Fire!”
Mr. Quelch glared at Coker for a

moment. Then he fixed an iron grip on
Coker's neck, and fairly ym:»l:e%l-Ir him
away from the bell-rope. Coker stap-
gered along and sprawled on the floop.

“Oh! he gas*:-ei “Ow 1
The nlarm-bell censed to ring sud-
denly. But from every quarter of the

rambling old buildings of Greyfriars
came voices of alarm,

“Order!”  shouted Mr.  Quelch,
MOrder! Calm yourselves! The house
13 not on fire!™

"There seems to he a.fire going on
onfside somewhere, sir,” ‘said - Wingate

of the Sixth.

*Apparently,  ‘Bul thers is ne smeke

words, E‘“.';'f a Jlll_:_l‘ip HI{:- did not seem
30 imposatble to himi, He caught Harr
Wharton by the arm, § ¢

“A gipsy " he breathed. “Mick—"

“Great Beott!” ejaculated Harry.

“Was he in the dormn when we
turned ouf-—"

':Blmsed if I know!"

“Let’s see if it's that mad ass," whis-

‘ Bob. “Great pip! There'll be a
rightful vow over thiz' Come an!”

“All juniors remain in the house!”
thunderad Mr, Quelch.

But Wharton and Bol furned a deaf
ear; they were too anxious about Mick
to heed even their Form master just
then. They sped away into the dark-
nesy, heading for the i’t‘.ﬂ:piﬂg‘, daneing
fire—anxious  to reach the spot before
wrathful and outraged authority reached
it, in the shape of masters and prefects.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,

Only Mick [
‘M
There he wag!

TOR 1™
In ihe muddle of the Sixth Form

Tha twe juniors gasped
out the name together.
Gireen, the campdire of the gipsy- blazed

and sparkled. That green, enclozed by
little posts and spikey iron chains, was
a sacred spob; a junior could not even
walk across it by the path, without being
cuffed, if a Bixth-Former spoited him,
Only the great men of the top Form
sauntered on that green, with the air of
monarchs of all they survoyed. And on
that sacred green Mick, the gipsy, was
camped, and a camp-fire was scorching
& great round-spot in the middle of the
carefully-lkept lawn,

Twigs and broken koughs and old
barrel-staves formed the fire, and it
flamed high and wide. Over it was*set
& tripod, three sticks joined at the top
gipsy fashion, end slung from them s
iron pot, with a savoury Stew simimerin
therein.  Evidently poacher Iu.g
been at work again; ik was a rabbit stew
that Mick was i:i:u:::l:iI::F+

The gipsy was tending the stew, heed-
less of g‘rerj'th.jég* elee.  He was nol
dressed in his- Etons. Bob Cherry had
long ago destroyed the old rags Mick
had worn before coming to Greyfriars,
But Mick had evidently supplicd their
place, possibly by plundering a scare-
crow. He wore a ragged pair of old
tarry tronsers. and a torn and tatiered
coat that nearly swept the groand
behind him, 15 head mnd feet wers
bare. His dark, handzome face way
marked with grime from charred wood.
His hair was a tousled mass,

ke MII.EI{ [H‘

The gipsy did not even look round.

Harry Wharton caught bim by the
shoulder and shook him forcibly, and
then the gipsy schoolboy turned to ham.

“Mick! Are you mad?”

“It's nearly done,” said Mick.

“Eh? What is?"

“ My supper,”

“Oh, ye gods!” gasped Bob Cherry
helplessly,

“I'm hungry,” said Mick. *“I've been
out for hour: in the woods, and I can tell
you I'm hungry ! Lot a bloke alone 1"

* Do you think Mr. Quelch will let yon
alone, and the Head ¥ exclaimed Whar-
ton. " Don’t you know the whols school
i3 roused ¥ Haven't you heard the alarm.
bell 7

“1 'eard it.”

“Coker thought the house was on fire,
and gave the alarm—"

“Eﬁzker's a fool 1™

“You awlul mss!" exclaimed Bob,
“This will be the finisht The Sixth
Form green—a camp-fire—oh, great
Seott I

“You don't mean to sa
fire caused all that row
claimed Mick in surprise.

* ¥Yes, you young ass!"

“WEI)I, & bloke wants his supper,”™ said
Mick., * You let me alone. I ain't going

in.

The schoolboy secmed fo  bave
vanished ; it was pure gipsy that ™.
mained. Gereyiriara ways, so far as Mick
had {:ink&d tﬁem up, had droppod from
him like a cloak, and he was once more
the ragged, untamed waif of Barengro's
gipsy cemp.

“They're coming ! exclaimed Bol,

They were commng—indeed, they had
comé ! Mr. Quelch and Mr. Prout sailed
majestically on the Bixth Form green.
Yive or six seniors followed thom o a minh
of fellows of lower Forms stopped Ly the
chains. The two masters blinked at Blick,
in doubt of the evidence of their ereésight,

“PBoy ! said Mr. Prout fechly,

“HBoy ! stuttered Mr. Quelch,

Mick faced them, huckigf away a little
defensivelys The sight the masters’

il was thi= ‘ere
'va Teard ! exs

-horrified. foces recalled him to himself &

Turn back to the. preceding pages and have another look at that prize list !
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little, e was schoolboy again as well
a9 gipay,

" Hew dare you?" thundered the Re-
niove master,

“I-"-I‘—'--"”

“You left your dormitery after lights
out "

L EFE'E'EE, ﬁil.'.”

“You dared to—to—to light a camp-
fire here—on the Sixth Form Greeni”
babbled Mr, Quelch. “ After midmight

E,Du *h

“I-I'm uszed to it, =ir,” stammeored
Mick. *“I—I never imeant no offence,
sir! I'm sorry, sic!”

“It is amazimg—incredible | burbled
Me, Prout, purple with wrath. *“'lhe
whele school alarmed by this freak of a
juvenile savage! I have no doubt that
now the Head will correct his mistake in
allowing this—this untamablae barbarian
ta enter the school I™

“Very probably,” satd Mr. Quelch,

“0h, sir i osaid Mick,

“Wingate!  Will you take this boy
into the Housze and lock him in the
punishinent-room for the wight 7" zaid
Mr. Quelch.

“Certamly, sir 1"

“ Mick, go with Wingate ot once!”

The gipsy schoolboy hesitated. The
zavoury s=smell from1 the roblub stew
sepmed to hold him.

“Do you hear me?” exclaimed the
Remove master.

UMy supper, sir——
“"ﬂr"i-::t! What! Wingate, take him
away."”

“Come along, you young ruffian!”
excluimed the captain of Greyfriars, and
he took Mick by the collar of his ragged
old coat. “d &

In Wingate's powerlul grasp the gipsy
tohaolboy was led away., gl‘im firelight on
the Six gﬂrm green flickered and denced
on a crowd of amarzed faces.

“ Boys, slamp out this fire,” said Mr.
Quelch, *The juniors will go into the
House at once and return to  their

¥

dermitories.  Every Lower boy outeide
the House will be punished.”

Thero was a scampering of the juniors
at onee. To the semors of the Sixth and
Fifth was left the task of stamping out
the gipsy’s camp-fire, Harry Wharton &

-} Co. returned breathlessly io the Remove

dormitory. There was a buzz of amazed
talk from end to end of Greyiriars,

“1 say, you fellows,’” squeaked Billy
1%".”“““ “yhat pipsy will be sacked for
tins 1™

“Jolly sure!™ said Skinner,

And Harry Wharton & Co. could not
help feeling that there was hitle doubt
about it. Mick's days at Greyfriars were
numbered ; and the chums of the Hemove
were sorry encugh.

But there was one fellow in the Fourth
Form dormitory who rejoiced, That one
was Aubrey Angel

Angel had turned out at the alarm,
and he grinned gleefully when he learned
what was the matter. }He was fecling
very satisfied when he Mid his heod on
the pillow apain.

“No need for that ruffian Darengre
now,” he murmured to himsclf. “The
cad will be kicked out—kicked out of the
school as safe as houses! 1 dara say
Barcngro will get him alterwards. All
the better if he does! Anyhow, he goes,
gnd Greyiviars will be rid of ham.”

Which was a happy reflection for
Aubrey Angel. It was only a few days
since Mick had saved him from an almost
certain kicking-out himself ; but services
and benefits did not linger long in
Aubrey Angel's memory. & gipsy was
going, and Aubrey Aungel was satisfied

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Gipsy's Luck !

LI, Greyfriars gathered round the
Sixth Form green the next morn-

ing to stare at the burot pateh of

grasa,
Most of the juniors grinned when they
looked at it. The astounding cheek of

17

the gipsy schoolboy in building his camp-
fire 1 such a place rather appealed to
them; and they were entertained, tog,
by the lofty wrath of the Bixth.

To the Sixth Form it was something
like saerilepe. They could scarcely be-
lieve their eyes as they stered at the
burnt patch. But there it was! Every
follow in the Sixth was assured that the
cheeky young rascal would be * bunked "
for what he had done. Even the sack
was really an inadeguate punishment,
considering what he had done, loder of
the Sixth expressed a hope that he would
be flogged before he was sacked.

Meanwhile, Mick was locked in the
punishment-room, while the powers
debated his fate.

That morning he was not seen by any
of the school. The Remove missed him
from the Form-room,

In the Remove-room Mr, Quelch had a
frowning brow, The Hemove wera on

their good behaviour that morning. M.
Qm!::-c was not in a mood to be trifled
with,

He was angry, and he was worried too.
He had done a great deal for the wail of
Greyfriars, and he knew that Mick was
not ungrateful., But the boy’s wild, wn-
tamed nature was too strong for ‘him.
Mr. Quelch felt that all his cfforts had
been wasted, and that Greyfriars was no
place for the waif of & gipsy camp,

He was disappeinted and troubled, and
he was worried. Ile liked Mick—the

boy’s fearlessness mnd frankness and
many other gnm] qualities, ﬂg’?““.*"i to
hint. He hed hoped to turn him mto a

creditablo member of the school. . He did
not like admitting failore, And having
once taken on the responsibility of Mick,
Mr. Quelche felt a real coricern for the
boy's future when he should be sent
AwWay.,

He would have to go beck to his pro-
tector, Bir Hilton Popper. The old
baronet would have {o find another
school for him. It was more probable,

“Boy ! Cease ringing that bell Instantly I** *“Rot!"
Fire, fire, fire ! **

repeatod Coker, ** Leave me alone !

snarted Coker.
Mr.

“* What? ** bahbled Mr, Quelch.
Quelch glared at Coker for a moment. Then he fixed an Iron
grip on the Fifth-former’s neck and fairly yanked him away from the bell-rope.

*Rot !

(oce Chapter 9.)

Have you ever seen ong to equal it ? No—and you never will
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however, that Sir Hilton—never s patient
or forbearing man—would be toa dis -

sted with the boy, for throwing away
is chances like this, to do anything
further for him. And if he washed his
handz of the waif, what was to become
of him 7

Harry Wharton & {lo. were troubled,
too. They liked Mick, and they had
stood by I{Im in many difficuliies-—even
to the cxtént of giving him a dozeii or

two with a stump when he kicked over’

the traces. Aftor morning lessons they
consulted on the subject, and the out-
come of the consultation was a wisit of
the Famous Five to Mr., Quelch’s study.

The Remove master eyed them when
they came in haﬂitutin&g'ly.
"Well?"” he snapped.

Harry Wherton coughoed.

T —if you please; sir—'

HWeall ¥

* About—about Mick—"" stammered
the captain of the Remove.

“We—we hope, air—"

Bob.

“Kindly say what you have come to
sa;r!" said M;; Quelch testily.

‘The hopofulness i great that the
esteemed master ashib  will take a
merciful view of the gipsy's transgress-
fulness !  eaid Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh earnestly.

r. Quelch's stern face twitched for
& moment.

“Tha chap's & bit wild, eir,"" said
Nugent. *But he's our study-mate in
No. 1, and wa've found him a decent
fellow. We—we
be bunked—"

-I;What?u

“#1—1 mean, sacked—="" slammored
MNugent.

“Cannot you say what you mean in
Engltsh 1™

“Oh! Ah!l Yea! We hope he lan't
going to be expelled, sir!"” gosped
Nugent.

. “It's a bit hard on the kid, consider-
m&r‘hls training, sir,” said Johnny Ball,
“"We—we'd like vou to know what the
Remove think t it, sir. Ha's a
7O ass, but there's no harm in him."

“That's it, sirl"” said Harry. * And if
he {eaves the school that bruts Barengro
may gat hold of him again, sir[*

fﬂum the Famous Five stood silect,
losking at the floor, and wondering
whether Mr. Quelch intended to give
them two each for their cheek. But
the Remove master did not stretch out
his hand to his cane.

Instend of that, his brow cleared, and
he looked at the chums of the Lower

stammersd

Fourth very Lindly.

“"Theavk you, my boys," he ssid, *I
shall consider what you have said, and
you ml?r be sure that the matter will
EJ'B carefully gone into before any step
is . You may go."

Famous Five went, in a
more hopeful mood,

After dinnor My, Quelch was seen to
ge to the Head's study, and all the
schonl knew that Mick’s fate was being
settled within the walls of that august
apartrasnt.

A few minutes later a profect fetched
Mick from the punishment-room. A
crowd of fellows watched him on his way
to tho Head's study.

The gipsy aschoolboy was lookin
seriois and downcast. But he smile
faintly as he caught tho anxious glances
of his friends in the Lower Fﬂurtg,

“Buck wp, Mick!" murmured Bob
Cherry.

Mick nodded, and followed the prefect

hope he ain't going to

into the Head's study. The door closed
on him.

‘vnere was a murinur of vorees within;
It no words, of course, penetrated tlo
the corridor.

farry Wharton & Co. waited at a
respectful distance. Angel of the Fourth
eomo along the corridor, eclegant and
lofty as usual, with a amile on his face.

“That gipsy fellow on the carpet
nowi” he asked.

“¥Yeoz,” answered Wharlon shortly,

“Ho'll be bunked, of course.”

“"I'm afraid so.”

Angel smiled again,

“ Not much doubt about it—what?” he
asked. * Well, it's rather a good thing
for Groeyiriars! Don't you think so?"

“You know we don’t!” growled Bob
Cherry savagely, *Bhut up, Angel I

bo fod with

I auppose old Popper wall 3
him, and ho'll go back to tho Elip-:uaa!"
drawled Angel. “Isn't that tho right

place for the roiten outsider!"

It entertained Angel to “draw " the
chums of the Remove, in their presont
troubled frame of mind. But they wers
not inclined just then to be patient with
tha cad of the Fourth, and he drew
rather more than he anticipated. Bob
Cherry hit out and caught Angel on-the
chin with & hefty set of knuckles, and
tho Fourth-Former sat down with a yall.

‘* Now call Mick some more names, and
I'll give you some more!” snorted Bob,
glering down at him,

Angel lesped up, snd was springing
at Bob, when the door of the ad's
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study opeoed .and Mr. Qucleh camo aul,

“ What—"" he began.

Aubrey Angel dropped lus hands, B,
Quelch gave him a severe look, and he
lounged sullenly down the corridor, The
Bemove master stopped to speak to tho
Famous Five.

“1 am glad #o saxy, my boys, that
the Head hss decided to take a leniens
view,”" he szaid.

The juniors brighicned up.

* Mick's staying, sir?"” asked Wharton.

“He will remuin at Greyfriars for the
present on probation,” said Mr. Quelch,
“He will be flogged for his oulrageous
conduct last pight. If he mokes the
necestary effort to overcome his wild
ways, he will remain 8 Greyfriars boy;
but if he should transgecss again in 1{13
same way he must go. That i3 Dg,
Locka's decision,™

“1t gives him a chance, sir,” said
Harry.

mr. Queleh nodded,

“You boys may be able to Lelp him,"
he said. " You are in his Form, and 1
think you are his friecnds—"

“{th, yes, sirl"”

“If you can help him to learn o sense
of disvipline and order, you may save
himn from being thrown upon the world,”
sald the BRemove master., “"A boy who
flouts all authority cannot remain in the

school. But I am convineed that he will
improve, with patience aod care. I
sincercly hope nof at least. I rely upon
vou boys to do all you can for him.?

And Mr, Quelch passed on.

“Bo we jolly well will!” said Bob
Cherry, “I'll give him a thundering
good licking next time he plays the
goat I"

The chums of the Remove waited, and
they heard a sound of steady swishing
from the Head's study. Mick, the gipsy,
was going through it. When he came
out at last, hizs dark Fface was s little
pale and his lips were set. :
h_B-::rh Cherry slipped an arm  through

14,

“Come on, old bean!" he sald.

And Mick was led away.

The Sixth wera

uite ehocked. There
was the burnl paich on the Bixth Form
green—defying for quite & long time the
efforts of tho Heed's gardener—and the

offendor was still at Greyfriars, But
the Head's decision was law, DMick
remainad.

Angel gritted his teeth savagely when
he heard it

The luck of the waif had held good,
and Aubrey Angel's eyes gleamod at
him when he saw the gipsy walking

the guad with lus chums of the Lower
Fourth.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" roared Dob
E&-{:rrlju “He's still here, you asoe,
Angel, old bean! Don't you feel
pleased "

**Ha, ha, ha!”

Angel turned away wilh a savage
seowl, The gipsy was &hll there—a
thorn in hizs side. Bul there was still
Barangro to be reckoned on.  After has

NAarrow , and with the care of hiy
faithful chums in the Remove, Mick,
the gipsy, was pot likely to risk cxpul-
sion again. Angel folt that he could not
hope for that. But thers was -=till
Barengro. The gipsy schoolbor’s enemy
had not done with him yel,

TIHE ENI.

(Nezd Monday's oreat stovy Iz catitiod
“The Luck of the Gipsy,' by Frook
Richards, Ly the meantiine, haee a shor
af our grand Compefition on prgee
14.15.)
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THE FIRS8T CHAPTER.
Tha Victim of Br. Stott !

(14 Q0-HOO!  Boo-hoo! Heo!”
Swish! Whack! BSwish!
“Zounds!” said Galloping Dick
to himself, a faint grin spreading
itself over hig face. “Here i3 an erring
youth on whom the dominie's cane is making
sad practice. Hark how the strokes whistle

through the air!”

He was riding down the roid that leads
from Horton Town, and it waa from the
open window of the red schoolhouse that
stood by itself near the hughwa}:}lﬁhat the
dolotous scunds came [orih. ik eould
not see into the schoolroom, bubk it was
plain that one of the youthiul scholars was
getting & most satisfying flogging.

Swish! Whaek!

"Oag!  Boohoo!™

“There, sirrah, led that teach you fo
refrain  from drawing portraits on your
plate. Next time, see that you hawve enough

ket-money wherewith fo nay the just
ﬁ:f;, Omt with you, sirrah, aod stay out
til the class is over!™ N

Thera wias & sonmd of two feel regaming
the floor again, hurried footsteps, and o door
npened and shut. Inside the room the e¢hant
of hoys' volees ropenting Latin prose bhroke
forth again, the harsh voice of the mester
cotbing in from time to fime.

But through the gate ioto the playground
came # small hoy with & freckled face and
flery red hair, hiz showlders heaving some-
what with zobs, and wiping his cyes with
hia sleeve. He wandercd forlornly to the

outer gate. : :

"What's the matfer, younz "unt said
ek, “Was that you they were whack-
ingi"

i'ii'l_.hfn.:“ sald £lie Doy, making o wry face
ab the remembraopce of [

“What for?” Dick had arrived ab an age
when he forgot the etiquette of questioniog
on these delicate matters. )

"For having oo pocket-money,” said the
boy. "I hadn't any Lo give (Ll Spot.”

“Who's Old Spot?”

“Pr. Stott—our Tlead, you lkuow."

cRuk, odd'z fsh,” exclaimed Dick, "does
vour heaamaster ask you for pocket-momey,
und flog you I he doesn’t et iL2?”

0 IR isn't quite Ehat!” aaid the Loy,
shaking biz red head zelemnly. “DBuk, you
see, we're fined for everylhine we npren't
supposed "to do—all sorts of thinps. If a
fellow does anyvthing wrong, he's fined—
from tuppence up to two shillings,  If he
hasn't any money, and <an't pay, he gets
whacked instead !

waA mighty fquecr arrongement ! motfered

Dick. "T mever heard of such a thiog. You
are always fogged, then, I suppose, all of
¥you, tather than pay?”

“Phew!" said the boy. *“Not me! I can
stand anlrt.hing in reason, but ¥you don't
know Old Spot's foggiogs. They're awlul!
You heard me yelling 1Eu.r-.t- now, and I'm
?rett:.' tough. I don't yell for nothing. But

'd hand over & guines, if 1 had it, to save
myself from one of Spot’s whackings.”

“He must be somelhing of « -brate,” said
Dick. "L suppose boys at a village school
don't get epough pocket-money fo be always
paying finea?”

“Well, most of us have parentz who are
pretty well off, you see,” said the hoy. © We
prepare for Winchester and Rugby. The
fellows are albways having to worry their
people for more pocket-money, and Old Spot
knows when they've got it. It's hne, ling,
fime all the time, But my people aren’t very
wellt off, you see, 0 1 get a lot of Old Spot’s
bireh."”

S 0dda bodiking!™ said Diek. “What be-
ecomes of all these tines? Do they go in
prizes, or whati" .

w0l Old Spot sticks to them!" said the
boy. “He's & bit of a miser, you Know,
1e's got a chest full upstairs—all filled with
finegs 1"

“What!" eried Dick, his brow clonding
ominpusty. “ Do vou tell me 507 But what
do your parents say to this?"

“They don't know., Can't tell talea out
of school, you know; and, betides, it's the
only way out of Spot's whackings., We're
none of us here for very long, but hwe's doing
well out of W, I should say.”

“Pah! The man's a swindling shark!”
sald Dick to himself, frowning.

He torned to the boy again.

*Iow long bas this heen going on?”

1Y 1;.13:,“5.! 1t's been pretty bad this
nalf. We're all rather zhost of wmoney just
now; of course, we've never any to zpend on
ourselves. But there's o new [ellow coming
to-morrow—a  big chap, nearly seventeen,
who's very backward, aml has to be coached
up. He's a consin of mine, and I fold him
what to expeet.”

“Aah!™ zald Dick., “"Hasz Dr. Btolt never
seap him Tt

"No. Jack Brougham's hia pame.  He'll
come to-morrow in his father's chaise, which
will be put up at the Lion, in Horton, and
hetl feed there—he's got lots of money—
hefore he eomes on.  Ie's a good chap, Jack,
but a bibk soft, you know, 0Old Spot'll keep
him busy writing for pocket-monsy when he
pets to work on kiim.™

“Ha!" said Dick, pondering deeply. *Look

here, young man, I've & good mind ta come
to your sehionl—as a new boy, You know!”

“Youl" sald the youngster, with & chuekle,
“Why, you're eighteen, if you're a day!”

“1'm clean-shaven. In your couzin's school
clotiies I shall look about his age. Can I
rely on you not ta heha% me ™

“Rather ! chuckled tha boy. "What a
spreg] Bot what do voo want to come fort™

“I want to get fined by Old Spot, az you
call hiod.™

“My eye! Who are yout™

“I'1 tell you, youngster, fur you've got an
honest fare, They call me Galloping Dick,
the highwayimmsan.”

“Phew!" aaid the boy. Hls eyes nearly
starfed out of hia head, and he regarded
Dick with aweand admirgtion, “And is this
Black Kitty1”

Tt is

“My eve! T've heard of your doings. Oid
Spot’s going to rup up against a reck!™

“Maybe,” rald Dick, his eye twinkling.
“Bot you'd hetter get back now., Keéep Four
fipe shut, and don't let anybody know, when
you mee Master Jack PBrougham enter to-
morrow, Iooking very daft, that it isn't he,
o with youl™

s —

THE SECOND OHAPTER.

The New Hoy |
ICK was just sitting down to & very
well-arcayed meal at the Elon
hostelry, when there was a grindlng
of wheels without, and a very dash.
ing, yeliow post-chalze pulied wp at the doar.

“Ala!"  said  the young highwasman.
“Thiz should be our young friend, I think.”

Out of the chaise =tepped a raw-looking
vouth, well-dressed, with an amiable, but
rather slupid, face. e walked iotoe the
dining-roan,

T will take a seat aft your table, if you've
no nljection, sir,” he said to Dick.

“ None at all,” said Dick, “and as it is the
anly table in the room, you are more than
welonme.”

The young gentleman rang for the landlord.
and ardered a very well.chosen repast, about
which, when it came, ha made a great fuss,
rending some of the disheés back several times
to be redressed,

“You are an epleure, sir, T see,” said Dlek,
who zoon had the Loy at his ease, and talk-
ing attiably.

“1 Jon't know about that, sir,” sald the
youth; “hut I like my comfortz, and It's

recious littke 1 shall get of them after to-

a¥, 30 I'm making the most.of them.  I'm
bound fer Horton School, and by all accounts

it's a poor time L shall have there. I've &

—Then you may get one if you try hard and solve our picfurg-puzzie !
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cousin at the place, and he's glven wme &
pretty dismal accomnt of it.”

] have meb your cousin,” said Dick, "and,
believe me, he dogso't exaggerate In the
least. He was even smarting from the rods
when I met bim."” ’ :

“Plapue take him!" sald the boy. ""This
Stott must be a Turk! However, I sec oo
way out of it, so I muost grin and bear ib, I
EnppOose.”

“That iz one way,” sald Dick, "bub a most
unpleasant method; and, believe me, ¥ou
seem but little suited for #t. I am fond of
these dittle ventures. By the way, I have not
introduced mysell.” '

Dick %hm:ed round, and murmored a
couple of words go low that only the boy
could biear.

“Zounds ! gaspéd Master Brougham rever-
Enti. "Is It true, siri” )

4 Ay, that I3 my name! Now, I am minded
to take your place aa the new bhoy at Horton
for ong afternoon, and prohably teach Dr.
Stott m lesson, ipstead of his tesching you
one. Believe me, the achool will -be & much
more comfortable place after that lesson
than before it., Will you, thén, lend me your
clothes, hooks, and wvellow chaise, and wait
here till I return?®™

“Will 1¥r exclalmed Master Brougham.
“Like a Lird!™

- L] ¥ L] - L]

A Eilenee 1" eried Dr. Stott. " 3mith major,
eonstrpe

The clowd on the doctor's hrow was
threatening, and the class stopped shuffiing
ity feet, and felt in ita pockets. Those who
had money congratulated themselves, and
thaose whoe had none hﬂ-ﬁ-&d fgainat hope that
the copybooks t ad hidden in their
frousers would wot be discovered.

The doctor was anuoyed, because the new
m{ John Bmuqhn.m should have arrived at
hia fvjaaﬂ-t- ona actm:i. and it was now an
hour later. Smith major began construing in
# trewnbliog volee—for he had not prepared
it—when there was & sound of wheels out-
side, and the top of a yellow chalse was seen
through the window.

The doctor rose and weot -out, frownlng,
and prezently stalked back wlth a very large,
-ﬂ;ﬂ:}gmvm boy behind him, who stoopéd a
E deal, and whose clothes were much foo
tlgh!iﬁ and short for Lim, though of gobd
quality.

“You are very late, Brougham, as I have
already fold you!" spapped the doctor. " ¥ou
will have to join the class at once, and leave
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other matters till afterpoon echool. Take
your place it the botlomi” .
he pewcomer, putting on & sheepish salr,

shuffled to the bottom of the class. 1 red-
Lhaired boy, wha had suffered the day hefore,
stufled & handkerchief into bhia mouth, but
he could not wholly suppress his laughter.

“Briggs,” thundered the doctor, "how
dare you laugh! A fine of sixpence, sir!
Bring 't here ipatantly!™

“I—1 haven't got it!" quavered the red-
halred hoy, with a scared face, feeling io his

cmpby poekets.

T"“‘Ea,‘ﬂald the doctor zsavagely, “Yon are
remarkahle for being short of pocket-mouey,
Eﬁggﬂt You must pay the pepalty. Come

erel”

The new boy at the bottom of the class
pudged his nelghbour, and slipped a coin {nto
hils hamd.

o Here,” he whiapered, " pasy it up to him!
Beo gqulek!t™

There was a rapld franpsit u? the class,
amid A muffled mormur of astonishment, and
just as the doctor was getting down his
terrible birch, the red-iaired boy piped up in
a0 amazed voide:

“I'va pol it, after all, sir!” -

“Ha!" paid the doctor fercely. “You
;.lhuughh hetter of i, eh? Bring it here!

ghall know how to deal with you another
time, Briggs!™ ; :

The red-haired bhoy, sighing with relief,
made hiz way buck to his place, and glances
curions and admiring were throwan towards
the boy Brougham,

“You're A brick!™ whispered hizs next-door
neighbour,

The lesson went on, and in the next half-
hour two boys were fined fwopenee, apd one
fourpeuce, They all happened to have the
money about them.

The bovs were afraid tg move. Presontly
one of them dropped a bogk, out of very
vervousness, and immediately. turped wvery
wliite. )

T Dawking,” thundered the doctor, "six-
pence floc!™

“1 haven't got i, sir,” stammered the hoy
wretehodly.

Opee more the new boy nudeed his aclgh- |

bour, buot this fime the coin that was pasaed
did Dot reach jtz goal. It disappeared
somewhere half-way., It was a pity that
this should be so, but there are sueaks in
every Form, and perbaps Dawking had ao
enemy ju tho class.

The doctor called him out.

+ Shake hi:_l:L Kltty I ' sald Galloplng Dick, with a Iaugh, The mare, snorting
3 , Erabbed the slack of the doctor’s breeches between her teeth, swung him

off his feel and shook him violently.

The class ianghed and cheered with huge
delight, (See Chapter 2.)

HEDLEY SCOTT! New to our pages, but not ip you! He is—

The boy's sirieks were tertific. There was
plrinty socmetldog very drastic about the
doctor's birch, and be wsed it with eruel
strength nod viclous seience, During thia
goene the mew bhoy was Bt.mnfnur white, and
looked as though he were holding himsell
in with an eflort: buf the tlme was oot yet
LOME.

The lesaon eonfinued. The olass was gmib-
ting on & form, and, except for the boy
who stood op and construed in & trembling
volge, the silence was deadly.

It seemed to oppress the now boy beyond
bearing, and presently, with a wink at his
next-door weighbour, he tipped the whole
Form over backwards, &0 that all that

reetod the eoraged doctor was a Tow of

it-goles poiscd in tho air for his inapection,
whilet from a terrific cloud of dust rose &
chorus of delighted gipgles.

“Who did that?" roared the doctor, atrid-
ing forward. “The whole class is fined two
ehillings? Brougham, it was yeu! I fine yon
five ablllings! Oub with itf Have you it
gbout youi™
_ “Yes" sald the new boy; "Lut I'Il keep
ift, thank you! Yeou have guite ewough in
your chests upatairs.”

“You ipsolent young dog!™ roared Dr,
dtott, smatching up a birch.,  “We will
e whether you will plve It wp or not!
Ddd's fish?! Gramerey!™

fle stapgered back in alarmed amozement,
for the new boy, steppipg forward, plucked
the hirch out of his haod, tore the core from
its handle, and Hung the loose twigs over
the schoolmaster inm & shower.

“Why, you are no boy!” yelled the ont-
raged doctor. “You are o man—a youth,
at any rate!l”

"Galloping  Dick, the highwayman," sald
Dick, “at your service! No doubt yan have
heard of iny mare, Black Kitty; let me
introiuee her to you.”

He pave a long whistle, and there fol-
lowed the sound of hoofz outslde, comipg
right in through the front deor and cotering
Ehe vl

The class waited In breathlozs amazement,
for they plainly heard a horse gotaide thelr
Form-room door,
Two

Dick whistled again. tremendous
hoaf-treats burst tie door opeu, cod in frotted
EBlagk Kitty, neiphing lowdlly.

“Turu her out!" eghricked the fraotic
gchoolmaster, seizing a2 long ruler and rush-
in-:': at the mare. “How dare you call her
in!

“hake him, Kitty ™ said Dick. " Put down
that ruler, you fool, or she'll kil yout®

The back mare. wikth a snort, grabbed the
slack of the doctor’s breeches between her
teeth, swunz bim off his feet, apd shook
him vialently, while the whele class laughed
and cheered with huge delight.

“Drop him, Kittyi” said Dick. “Wateh
aver him! Now, boys, come upskalrs with
me !

While the mare watehed threateningly
aover the doctor, who dared not move for the
Life of him, Dick led the boys ppstairs.

They soon found the chests of méney,
Olled with the fiues that had been wrong
frem Lhewn Tor months past, and Dick broke
open Lhe cheats with o poker apd made the
detichied hoys share the coutents equally
e themselves,

Then fie led them dewnsbairs apain,

“leel upe!™ be said b Lhe prostrate doetor,
“T leave you now, It see that yan condnct
this achodl henestly, amd without oruelt
or theft. T lmve restored to the hoys tha
which was thelfrs, amd unless you wish anpether
fozgon st my bands. uever et me hear that
sich things are done here ngain. You have
earned the conviet’s galley by what  vou
have done. were IE known, s0 heware! Your
new pupil, Jack Brougham, will arelve In an
hour, See thaf yon use him well!  Good-
bye, buys!"?

Atd, mounting Black Kitty, with a cheery
tatgh, Dick rode ont through the play-
prommd, while fhree hearty cheers from the
bays of Horton Sehool sounded belind him,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Any Port in a Storm !

i OUNDS, what a night! Coma, Kitty
Z laszs, the sconer we get into yuarters
of some kind the Letter!”
 Dick  pulled  his  riding-closk
wrouml him as the pitiless raln threshed
about hia ears, and uraed the black mars
frward,

Galloping Dick will appear again shortly !
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‘The read was a qoagmire, with a rivolet
of ram-water raoning down each side of It
The November gale roared and shrieked,
and gent the trees crashing, while away out
on the right, though half & mile away, the
thunder of the wave: on the beach could be
Plainly hear.

" Ay, ‘tiz dirty weather to he riding, sir”
gald & voilce jn Diek's ear,

And, turning sharply, the young highway-
map 54w s horseman close beside him,
trotting along beside Black Eitty.

It was dark, ¥¢t, when the moon seudded
clear of the ztorm-clonds, Dick was able to
sa@ that the stranger was a young man, ¢lagl
in meat, but rough, bloe cloth, riding a
rather sorry nag, with a leather bag at the
saddle-bow. He rode looelv, but did nod
seém to fear a fzll, angd Dick could ses that
his face was not ill-lookiog, and his manner
cheery and bluff. Hix skin wis deeply
hrontad, and hé wore ;i brass earring in each
var. He might have Leen twenty.one,

" You sai truly, sir,” zald Dick.

And at thet moment a hranch came crozh-
!n.?I from the tree by the road, amd fell just
behind the riders, cavsing the astranger's
horze to sh ﬂtIiIFm}L whersupon ita rider
pramptly fell off. Dick caught the horse,
laughing, and the strapger picked himaelf
up-

“Thank ye, mate!” he aaid, sctambling
awkwardly into the zaddle agaln, = 8plit me
iathoards, but this ervising about ashore i
the very deuce! Hold still, hoss! Look at
t.hat-j!. The beggar won't answer hiz helm
now i

“You shouldn't saw ab the reins like
that,"” aald Dick. “Give him his head.”

“It I do I shaH go over it said the
atranger. “Hang these leather steerin'-
lineg! Why don't they fit the beast with a
praper tiller? Let's push om and get
herthed. 1'd glve ten guineas to he out o
this and gafe at sen!”

“What, a night Ilike this!"
Dick Langley.

® Ay, or any other night,” sald the young
seaman, for such he evidently was. “Ah, I
iften thinks, when we're hove-to off Hshm}t-;
wi' 4 nor'-west hurricape blowin®, or ecuddin
inder bare poles in the Western Ocean, I
thinks, Heaven help the poor beggars ashore
t-a-n]ﬁh!-, with the trees and chimney-pots
fallin® abouat their heads! And here I am
in the thick of it!"”

exclaimed

“Yon've 11m=,t. eome ashore, then?' said
Dick, laughing heartily at the seilor's idea
of safety.

“Ay, thiz la the first time T've seon
England for ten years,” sald the szailor, "I
ran away o egea when I was eleven, or
thereabouts, an' I've been om the rum eYer
sipce. An' don't you make no mistake,
mate, I'm well ballasted with tha right stufl
thia timel™

He slapped the teather bag at his saddle-
bow, aopd laughed boyishly. The bag jingled
to lia touch. It was evidently full of coin.

Dick smiled grimly to himszell. The young
saflor would have been more fmpreéssed with
the dangers of the land than ever if he knew
he had been bragging of hizs money to a
highwayman. Neither would he have known
that he was sale enough, with Galloping
Dick Lanpgley, who robbed the rich and
miserly, but helped the poor, and spared
those whose means wereé moderate and hard-
earned.

" Ay, fifty golden ginineas!" cried the sailor
hegartily. Like most of his tribe. he was
hoyishly carelesy and talkative when [reed
from his ship. “And mark ye, mate, that's
ot all—pay, it's not a tithe! There's some-
thing else—something small enough to put
into an egg-cup, but that'lt fHl g thouzand
bags like this when it's sold!”

“Indeed !" said Dick.

"Ay, I ghall aail master o' my own vessel
next eraise, mate! 1 rcan't give up the seat
An' there'll he az mueeh apain left over after
she's bought., T'm goin' to make the old
Iulks comfortable with that. It's time they
stopped work and lived at their ease

“Your parentst” inquwired Dick,

"Ay! 1 ain't seon ‘e sinee I ran away.
We used to five oo the Portsmeonth road, and
Dad was a farmer. Thev've takem a farm
down here, thoagh, years since, an’ 1've got
to find it. ¥ou don't know ‘e, Jdo youm,
master?  Forrester = the pame, and the
farm’s ealled ' Sheepcotes.” ™

"I am a stranger aboul here,
Farrester,” replied Dick.

Master

suspiciously at the visitors,

The door was opened by & grayhgiaﬂ man, who held It slightly ajar and peersd
‘“Can you
night ? ** asked Galloping Dick,

glve us a meal and lodging for the
{Yee Chapter 4.) dging

“The Jast man I asked told me It's twelve
miies off, & bad roud, and hard to find.”

“I would mot hinder you from joining your
parents, but how you will ever find a lonely
farm, twelve miles off, in a strange country,
in a night lke this, iz beyond me. I sée the
lights of a house yonder, where I shall ask
for lodgings, apd I zhall advise you to do the
same,”

The sailor hesitated, ;

“Well, I'd like to join the old folks wilhont
delay: but I'm nigh spent, sn' the horse is
done, too. He'll never do another twelve
miles. An" ag m¥ folks zin"t seena me for
ten year, and ain't expecting to ste me now,
1 reckon 'twon't burt to let "em wall till
mornin'. Ho let's ride on, sir, and see if we
can gei ahelter for man and beast.”

They rode up to the house, a lonely gabled
old farmstesd, set among dark yeéws and
eypresaes, Dlek rapped sharply on the door.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Prirelieas Emerald !

HE door was opened by a greév-headed
man, who held it sllghtly alar, and
peeréd suspiciously at the yisitors.

“Can you give s a meal and lodg-
ing for the might?" zald Dick. And then, as
he saw the look of hesitation on the farmer’s
tace, and noted hia sharp [eatures and deep-
set‘ 1&:.'&3, Dick adeded: ** You shall be well

E.. -Il
IITEM: young highwayman was a judge of
men, and he gaw that the farmer, though
falirly honest-looking, had the eyes of a man
who had grown miserly in his old age. And
when the l}&rmer azscuted, and led them into
the wide kitchen, Dick found his host's wife,
af elderly, shabby-looking woman, had muach
the aame lgoks,

Eashers of ham and plenty of eggzs were
soon put on to Iry, and the two fravellers
went optside to zee to Ltheir horses.

v Hark ¥€, Itiend,” sakl DPick, in a low
voice to the sallor, as he rubbed Black Eilty
down, “don't let yoar tongue wag so [reely
#8 vou did to me ahout the wealth you have
about you."

They &ll made a very good supper. sitting
at the old coaple’s table, and voder the thaw
of the warm food the sailor began to talk
Irealy of hiz advenbtures in slrange seas.

DMck was much interested. The farmer
angd  his  wile Uatened, apellbound. The
saflor applied himaeH to zome oll ale that
waa beought in, aod his tongoe wagged freer.
Finally he told of a shrewd, hold venture
that led to greater pain,

*The cap'n made five hundred guiness by
it ali'.tne-!" be cricd. “And this is my share-—
Beg

He plucked looze the atrings of the lcather
bag, which he had brought im with him, sl

the guineas poured out opon the table, The
old eoupls gasped.
"Ha, ha!" laughed the sailor. " You think

that & fine haul, do you?" He took apotler
draught of ale. “"T've got something that
wonld awallow them guineas thousands of
times over, Look herel”

He held out, vn Lis ufm palm, & magnill-
cent emerald, the size of a plgeon's ¢gg, aod
off the purest water.

" Never miod where I got it,” he said. “Jt
was come by honest, an® . was given Lo me in
return for & service—the savin® of & muan's
Iife. iz skin was dark, but he was white
inside, and he gave ms this! It's worlh
thonsands of guknens!”

The stonme wuas passed rounmd, snd Dick,
watching the faces of the old couple, suw
their eyes glitter with a straoge, inhuman
lght as ey gored at it. Thelr vision
seemed glued to the wonderful green gem,
and their breath came short as the sallor
wrapped it in a pieec of cloth, and put it in
his pocket again.

“Time to be turnin® in!" he said, yawning.

"Have spother juck of ale, 1irst,” sald the
farmer, rising, “in return for shawing us the
jewel, And wvou, too, sir,” he added, turning
ta Dick.

“I thank you. no maore,” said Dick.

The farmer Lried bard to persuade Lint,
hut Dick declined.

The farmer came buck with a Jack of ale,
and the sailor drained it at one draught.

“Bhiow me up to hed,” he said. 1 must
be agate early to.-morrow, an' ride to the obd
folk, What 1 have shall be theirs- -all of it!”

The old couple glanced at each other, aml
the farmier led the young zailor up to the
bed-room. 11z wife wished Dick good-night,
and left. Soon the fariner came Jdown again,
e zat down in front of Dick, and eyed him
for a long thne in silence. The pair watclied
¢ach other. <

*Better have thet jack of ale, master,”
the [armier said, at last,

“Very good,” said Dick,

The ale was brought, and Dick fook the
jack, the landlord watehing hion.

“What's that noise upstairs?’ said Dick
su:ldenij'.

The farimer started, and Tooked fearfully
at the door leadiog to the staircases. At {lat
moment Dick emplled the jack of wle into

(Continued on page 27.)

Don't forget—there is a special Guy Fawkes Supplement next week I
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THE BROTAHERMOOD OF THE

R

The day is graduglly but surely dawning
his atrocities. The sword of retribution,

England's wonder-detective, is

work to be accomplished ere Moscow's

This fine instalment shows the
their wits against
The Prison Coach !

HI, Greek vanished for a moment,
returning with a small oil luotern
and, emerging from the store, led
the way across a liltle yard and

halted in one dark corner. The light
from the lantern fell on an iron grid let
in the gronnd and, stooping, the Greck
lifted the heavy barrier.

;"H-c:lm-.' here there is a tunnel.” e
smid, “which carries a sbream runniag
below the town inle & river c-ndm%' heside
the steps of the vovernment wharf.”

He held out the lantern to Bovis.

“It 13 not a pleasant pathway,
brother,” he said, “but I have traversed
1t before ™

Boris took the lantern. and, stepping
Lo the cdge of the manhele, he found the
hand-rail and lowersd himzelf down the
shaft. He heard the boom of the iron
grid above his head, and o few fakes of
ru=t fell on him; then a moment later he
had reached the end of the shaft and
found himself ankle deep in the cold
strean. :

Ahead of lnmm ran the tunnel, a smooth,
hollow passage, snd with the light in
front of hin, Boris began his steady walk.
Once a huge grey rat leaped acrosm his
path to vanish into 2 crevice with a
squeal of fear, and at another portion he
heard o rattle overhead indicating the
rassing of some heavy traffie.

For the best part of ten minutes Doris
kept along that malodorous passage, then
he caught the glint of lights ahead and
extingnished the lamp.  Another hall-
dozen paces saw him on the edge of the
tunnel, with & flight of stone steps on the
right. There was a solitary lamp shining
above the ateps, and, stepping on Lo them,
Boris clim swiftly, haiting at the top.
He could see the long line of the wharf
and the sheds to the right, while beyond
was the high back of the raillway and a
im_tig closed coach was standing on the
rails,

A footfell sounded, and Doris, deawing
back again, waited. He could sce a fal]
figure, the rifle over its shoulder, pacing

‘““A Marked Man 1"

Tur Maicser Liprary,~ No. 321,

\ i __ \

O WHMITE
Y | HERTHER

-
T

raised aloft,

q}ui&tly along the wharf to vanish revnd
the corner of the shed on the lefi.

In a flash DBoris had durted across the
open space, gaining the wall of the shed.
Ho kept to the right and finally elam-
bered wup the embankment, slipping

{ round to the other side of the long coach,

He saw that it was of the corridor type,
with an entry at one end. There was a
small lugrape compartmont with another

THE CLRTAIN RINGE UP ON

FERREKS LOCKE, England's premier delee-
tive, who hgs journeyed to Moscow aud
founded a secret socivty Enown ar the
Bratherkood of the White Heathier, iz
governing objéct 1z te stamp out the
tyrannical power of Med AMnosk, alias
Count Heiarich, who holds some  pege.
teréons thay over the deslinies of di-
tresaed Moscow.

JACK DRAKE, the detective’s young and
abile aszistand,

BORIE SAROV, o promingent member of the
Brotherkood, w%o jx Locke's right-haud
maai .

Already the greal deleclice hos Ueren in-
atrimental in rescwing three of Hed Mask's
vietins. By a stralegic fmperionation, the
slewth and Jack Drake orrive af  Nijni-
Novgorod, where they ultimalely discover
analher batch of prisoners wpon whom HRed
Mask hope: to toreck hie vengeance. The
Large taking the nrisoeners o Perm-<the flrat
stuge of the long fourney o Siberia—is
eleverly captured by Locke, Drake, aud Cap-
taie Barlowe. The jourmey must, howdrer,
be continued, oz Locke i3 well aware that
senlricsa are posted at every stafion, and,
wers the priconers allowed their freedom,
the emizsaries of Ied Maosk rwould seon
recapture hem.,

Meanwhite, Huriz Sarov, in the fguise of a
ehauffeuwr, has alio arrived at Ferm, thanks
to the assistance vendered hivt by a brother
of the League, whoe is the driver of R
Muaxk's ear. Doriz ¢ now dezirour of getting
inte the Governmient wharf, tohére he hopes
to join Locke and Drake. The only way to
the wharf, without running wp ogainst the
rnuneercuws sendrivz, i fo wse an wedergrownd
phazeage.  Red Mask's ehauffeur—a Oreafas
indicates the way Boviz should go. and Hoeri
declares  that, despite the sk, ke will
uftompd the hazardous journey.

{Now read on.)

when Red Mask will have to account for
in the shape of FERRERS LOCKE,

But there is a lot of dangerous

evil influence is brought to his knees.
mettle of the men who have pitted
Bcd Mask,

cleor ol [he other end, and on treikg this
Boris found it woloched.  Ha shippaad neto
the wile space and then, 2eatimg lnnseh
on the litte ledge Destde the ddonre g
i:-?a.'rpi:ng' woll  Lacl, preciedd omit ol phe
windew.,

The eoach on the lieh enbanbiees:
wias above the lovel of the <hods baeloa
and Boris conld see the long teetel of the
clark river with the whar! in front of b,
Ie had fonnd @ very =alisfactors hidieg
place, aml congratulated hao-ell jorimls

“Whatever Lappeas now, al leest 170
Loow witness to it he fold honself,

He soon realised 1la froewane  lond
favanred him, for as he st thees, boo
olther armed sentrie: apprared anel gl
the length of the coach. Finally one o
thotn took up his position on thes el o

the embankment, while the other rean
joined his comapanion on he ol f
For the long hour thar he -ar ahers

Dors saw the various patrods o te and
fro as they kept ap their copselies vl
It was evident that the reek™s regort
.!I.'J.l:l hl:l"” 'l".ﬂ" fﬂll:ﬂ.dt.‘(]. rII':..U }Fllr'll-"'lil.'lr
section aof the ratlway was lwang el
guarded that night,

Baris had almast doced off 10 =Teep i
hia hiding-place when he was vonsed by
the sovnd of an eagine, amd D saw o
hhge locomoiive run past on the ather
raite. [t slowed down at the poinls,
then came shunting backwards, and Boris
fett the concussion as it cane into coatact
with the eoarch.

A few moments later footfulls sounded
on the gravel, and, peoring ont of the
window, he cought his breath sharply.
The tall figure of Red Mask in 8 heavy
blaclk «loalk  was  striding  down  he
embanknent, accompanied by bwo other
men, Pore saw them hale at the door
that muve accesz to the eoach, A second
loter a0 fatmt nopvanur of vowoes ecame to
Biinee.

e 1o s feet, Boris <beode across
the lugage compartment, halting at the
artition. e felt it with hiz hands until
we e W the slidiogs panel in the centre,
Tuking a risk, he shfted the panel an
incle or two, thew peeved through (e

Who is the marked man ? HEDLEY SCOTT will tel! you !



More will be heard of Galloping Dick shortly !

gap.  He could see the Interior of the
?'ch with the double row of seats. A
gate ,\Was pacing a]-:m? between_them,
wnd the harsh voice of Count Henrich
sounded,

“Turn on the lights!” heo called,
“The windows are all screened, and
there iz no fear of our being seen.™
. Two electric bulbs in the centre of the
voach leaped into light, and Boris drew
the panel a little closer. .
~ He was able to see the line of scats
now, and ho noted that attached to the
back of cach of them was a heavy iren
ring, while acroes the windows on either
side were narrow steel rods.

Connt Henrich waa glancing round the
roach, and he turned now and spoke to
the men 1n front of him,

“You have carried out your work very
weil,” ho said. “This is a good cage,
#nd once sny birds are attached to these
ringe, there will be very little chance of
them getting away.”

A prison coachl

The meaning of the rings and the
barred windows was clear to Boris now,
and he drew a swift breath.

Then Red Mask’s voice sounded again,
anid Boris listened eagerly. :

“¥ou have arranged everything, I
auppose 3™ the deep voice went omn.
“When this coach leaves to-morrow
mmnmﬁrthare must be no ;=Ime15 nor stop.
Fverything must give way to it—that is
understood 7

One of the two men bowed, rubbing his
hands together.

“It has all been arranged, Excellency,”
he returned. *'There will be no stop or
hindrance., The engine is the best we
have, and T have arranged a double crew
for it. They will only stop for water—
nor will that need to be very often, 1
have warned them all along the line.

There will bo no delays, nor will there ho |’

any report made of its passng."”

“Cood ! Above all, you must sea to it
th:ﬂ;rj:he last part of my orders are carried
ou

Boris saw the heavy cheek twitch under
ihe concealing mask,

“There mmst be no mention made of its
passing, for it will never pass that way
again,’

Ho came down the passage between the
seats, and Boris drew the panel close.

“I shall return just before dawn,” he
Lieard the harsh voice of Red Mask any.
“Be sure that no ono knows I am hero.
1 may have a few words to say to those
passengers of yours before they go.”

"Uhe lights were switched off, and Boris
heard the three men descend from the
eoach and close the door behind them.
Leaping to the small window again, the
inll Russian was just in time to see Red
Mask and his companions vanish in the
diroction of the high wall of the sheds,
A moment or two later someone came
glong the line of the coach, tapping the
wheelz, a quick, metallic sound.

Then there was another long silence
until somewhere in the small hours of the
INOTHIN there came from down-stream
the low, long t of a siren, the deep
note of a river tog-boat bellowing in the
night,

Boris venturéd to lower the window,
ane eraned his head out, peening to the
left. over the low-Iying ground. Far in
ihe Jdistance where the river wound round
hie bottom of the clifs, Boris picked out
ihree hghts—one red and two white.

* A gavernment boat,” he told himself.

He locked at it for a long moment and
rayw that it had anchored evidently in mid-
streany.  The boat began to move on pre-
seutly, coming quietly np the river. The

beat of paddle-wheels sounded, and Boris
aaw the tug beat slowl

the heavy barge in tow behingd it,

It halted a{]ain;"'t,hih time near to the |’

wharf, and a boat put off and was rowed
a;:ic-lt‘]g'tu the steps. Borid recognised

e figure of Captain Galz as he strode up
under the light of the lamp. A séntry
challenged the thick-set man, then the
two of themn moved off together in the
direction of the wharves,

As they vanished Boris caught sight of
another two figures leaping up the steps,
and & quick dart saw them fash ke

shadows across the wharf and disappear

behind the shelter of the sheds,

The tall Russian withdrew his. head and | g

waited, every nerve.on the alert. For
there had been something familiar about
those two forms. Presently he saw the
smaller ona come inte view around the
angle of the sheds, to wait for a moment,
then with a "quick- dart commenced to
climb the embankment.

Boris started, and, opening the narrow
door of the luggage compartment, sent
out a hoarse wh'n':;par.

“Is that you, Jack #"

There was a gasp, and next moment
a begrimed, panting youngeter scrambled

into the doorway and was clutching Boris

by 'thn AT, . .
“My hat! Boris, what s bit of
luek 1™

Red Mask Goes Too Far !

ACK DRAKE tarned and, reschin
forr the door, whistled scftly.
ﬁ?'ure crouching behind tha wall
of the shed rtraightened up; =

guick run saw it shin up the embank-
ment, and the next moment Ferrers

!
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Locke was in the dark space beside
Hur:]s.' and was grippitg him by the
Bn "

The narrow door was elosed, agnd the
Russian waited quietly wuntil Ferrers
Locke and his young companion hed
recovered their breath.

“Let me have your story first, Borig,”

the detective said-at last. “How did
you get through 4o here 7"
- The tall Russlan gave the details in a
few swift sentepces, and when Locke
héard of Red ‘Mask's presence a grim
sound came through his lips.

“"He's goling to come hera when his
cage i3 filled, snd say a few words to
i3 * prisoners, is hef” he ragqntﬂl
grimly, “ By James, Boris, that's the
ona chanee I've been hoping for!
We've got him—got him where we want
him at last]”

“Got him? I don't understand, you,
my dear man, He's sll-powerful here
and  what can we do agamst his armed
esgort 17

Boris heard Jack Drake chuckle,

“You just wait and see, Boris!” the
Enungater muttered, **There's going to

e—"

A warning word from Locke brought
Jack to a halt, The detective had turned
to the little window,

_ "Look out!" he said. * Caplain Galz
is returning!”

They saw the figure of the captain
moving along the line of sheds, {fol-
lowed by one of the men who had been
with Red Mask., They strolled to the
edge of the wharf and down the steps:
then the captain’s indignant roar came
clearly to them.

“We pushed the skiff off afier we'd
finished with it,” Jack =seid, with a

an

“You dogs ! This Is a taste of what you're going to get ! ** roared Red Mask.

Drake and Locke saw Capiain Barlowe turn from the window, and as Red Mask

raised his whip again and brought it down on the shoulders of one ercuching
figure Barlowe made a headlong leap at the tyrant. - (See page 24.)
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chutkle, “It'll take some time before
annilicr one comes from the tug-boat."

1 (leep, harsh voice of the skipper
wa- reized again and again, and at last
anollier boat drew into the wharf, and
the angry captain and his companion
disappearad.

Ten minutes later began the final
manceuvring, armd the tug-boat sivung
the heavy barge round, and manipulated
it until it weas moored at the wharf. The
doorway 1n the coentre of the cage-like
atructure was swung open, and Boris saw
the armed figures 1:?'[ 6 sentries Appear.

They were led by a tall man, who was
pacing along with Red 3Mnsk's com-

panion; while behind them there hled.
out on to the dark wharf, two by two,

the fettered prisoners, marching stlently,
their chains clanking ps they wont.

Not a word was spokén: no command
was given, They filed on, across the
wharf, ronid the corner of tha shed, and
up over the embankment, to climb into
tll:l} coach one by one, urged by the
bayonets and rifles of the ¢scort.

Boris; listening breathlessly, could hear
the clank _of the chains and the heavy

footfalls as the prisoners stumbled slong

the passage between the scals, .
Then came, under double escort, six

pathetic figures in long prey cloaks.

© "The women, too! The brute—the

merciless brute!” Boris muttered to him-

self.
The last siragglers of the riy
vanished into the compartment, and Red

Mask's companion, who had been stand-
ing on the edge of the cmbankment,
spoke, to the bgure who had accom-
panted hm.

“SBee to it that your cattle are chained:

up to their stalls, lieutenant."” he said.
“Yon have & long wey to go. His
Excelleney will be here in & moment. to
have a fnal word with them. When he
goes give the signal to the driver—just
one whistle; he is ready to start now.
Good-bye; bon voyage!’

He turned and hurried off along the
narrow embankment, heading for the
high - wall. Bona furned to Terrers
Locke,

“There's a panel that locks through
into the other coach,” ha =aid. **Come
over here, and vou will be able to see
what happeps. ™

oy paced across the narrow space
and halted at.the sliding panel. They

could hear the murmur of voices bayond,

and presently Doris turned to Locke,

*I hear them speaking—in English,”
he said. " What does thiz mean?"

- The detcetive locked at him quietly.

ANl vight, old chap,” he said
“¥ou'll know soon enough. Just wait
I cannot explain now.”

A long live minutes nassed, then heavy
footlalls sounded on the track, and the
harsh' voice of Red Mask came to them,
“1 want a word with those passengors

ours, lieutepant,” he said. " And

LT

of
we'll have a light

‘Boris leaned forward and opened the

nel an inch or so.

Red DMask strode into the eoach and
slammed the door to behind him, then
the click of the electric light scunded
angd the light flashed around the coach.

Red Mask hed taken up his position at
the rear of the coach, hia back to the

nel. In front of him were seatad the

uble row of prisonera, and at intervals
down the centre stood the armed
sentries, in thoir loose-fitting coats.

Through the gap in the panel Jack
saw the tall figure of Captain Barowe,
He was sta'ndmﬁ close to the door and
had turned his head asz though he were

Does your pal know about our grand competition 7
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looking out. The huge figure of Red
Mask was immediately in front of him.

-A etrong hand dropped on Boris® wrist,
drawing bhim aszide, and Ferrers Locke
ﬂmpgpd in front of the tall Russinn, As
he did s0 Bed Mask began to speak.

There was & ring of triumph in the evil

tones, and for & bricf moment he
revelled in this final taunting.

* Every one of yon know me," he began,
and -yvou know what I am going to do.
Those cutrsed Britishers amongsat you are
going to pay for what their country did
to mine! Yah! I am Red Mask; but I
am also Count Henrich van Gaiz—a
Pruesian who can hate and who can
avenge!”

He had snatched the red mask from
hiz face now, snd one or two of the
chained prisoners, turning their heads,
eered at him. He did not know that
ote and there in the scats in front of
him men were seated under the eves of
the armed sentries—men who dared not
mave hand or foot under the deadly
menace of those watching orbs.

So in his pride and vainglory Red
Mask raved on. Now and again he
named one of his wvictims pecring at
him, and it was always the English that
suffered most of his vituperative wrath,

“"And so I am taking farewell of yom
now, for neither I nor anyone else shall
ever set eyes on you agam! You arc
fqnmg to wanish from the world that
inows you, leaving no trace behind. DBut
you- will not be geu.l: there are worse
things than death. Yon are going to
follow the trail of the exile—to the =alt
mines of Kara! ¥You will march over
the lone Siberian plains to the mines,
where you will slave under the lazh of
your maszters until yvou can slave no
maore.”

Red Mask flung back his huge head
and laughed, 'a hoarse, - gloating gulfaw,
and around the lightened saloon there
rang a low, angry murmur, like the faint,
warning nole from a hive,

“Red Mask heard that menacing sound,
and he took a pace forward, halting in
the centre of the passage-way.

“You would sznarl at me, would you,
vou eura? Then, by heavens, T will show
you how we deal with your kind!"
- Ome of the armed sentries standing 1n

i

Ahe passage-way had a short -ugly whip,

and knout attached to his belt,  Dofore
the man eould make an attempt fo check
Red Mask, the burly. ruffian had
snatehed the whip from him.

His bloated face was soffused with'

wrath, and, swinging the whip above hia

head he beran to lash to night and left.

striking fiercely, bhndly at the seated
urea.

" ¥oun dogs—you doga! This 1z a taste

of what you're going to get—"

Jack Drake saw Captsin Barlowe turn-
The English! officor's.

from the window. .
face was deathly pale, and, ;as-Red MMazk

raised the whip again and brought it-
down on the head and shoulders of one

crouching figure, Barléwe made a head-

long leap at the burly shape.

“You—you unspeakable brute!” he
cried.

His mad leap saw Red Mask  recl
against one of the seats, and he turned
ronnd, whip raised, his eyes glaring.

Barlowe, in the Russian licutenant's
uniform, - had closed with him now, and

NSWER
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the furred cap had fallen from the
Britisher's head, revealing his clear-cut
face and blue, English eyes,

“ Treachory—treachery " Red Mask's
voieo rose in.a bellow, but a swinging

blow from Barlowe crashed on his lips,
and he fell back again.
a Boris! Give the signal!

i?(ili{:li,
Quick ™

Ferrers Locke flung open the panel,
and thrust. Boriz through it, then fol-
lowed him. The tall Russian darted to
the doorway of the =aloon, and, leaning
out from it, gave tha signal—a high-
pitched whistle. There came sn answer-
ing shriek from the engine, then Boris,
b!n-ckin% up the gap of the doorway with
hi: burly ls,gum, waited there.

Tha train hegan to move, and as it did
a0 four or hOve figures appearcd at the
¢nd of the shed, They were staring at
the lighted coach, and one of them called
out something to Doris. It was the cap-
tain and one or two armed senfrics.

“ All right,. brother, There is no need
to trouble. We ean handle those dogs!™
Boris called.

Against tha blind of the coach they
conld see Agures passing to and fro, and
he knew they were visible to the men
on the permanent way. But now the
engine was gathering speed, and although
he heard another shoubt from behind, he
did not reply to it, and a moment later
the litile train had passed the points and
began to drum off along the rails.

The lighted town of DPerm appeared
for n moment in the distance, then it
faded from view, and a long run beside
the river began. They flashed past »
lighted signal-box, and Boris counld see
tha man on duty Reering out from his
window,. Ha waved his hand as a signal,
and the man withdrew his head.

The next moment they wers drumming
along in the darknesa again, and Boris,
his task over, turned to look intc the
lighted =aloon.

In the cepntre of the passage there was
a-strugieling heap of men. Barlowe and
his eompanions had flung themseclves on
Red Mask, and, pinned down by eager
hands, the tyrant of Moscow was fighting
ferociously.

-Again ard again he rose bodily from
the pack of raving Hpures. Long eon-
finement had weakened DBarlowe's com-
rades, and they were hardly a match for
the burly, muscular brote,

One last desperate effort saw Red Mask
rize to hia feet. Onpe hand 'was Erinping
the throat of a thin, wiry sentry, and
with a lunge the powerful man thrust his
advorsnry across ona of the séats, then
snatched at the rifle as it fell to the floor.
As e raised it to swing it aloft the cirele
fell back,

Ilis face, wet with sweat and twisted
anto & look of savage fury, glowered for
4 moment, -thei clubbing the rifle, Red
Mask tore down the passage, clearing a
way a3 he came.

He hed caught sight of the grim, tall
figure -of Ferrers Locke, and bad recoy-
niged it.

8o this is vour work, you dog ! the
infuriated roffian blared.

The heavy rifle wis above his head
and -he swung it roend, batt foremost,

niming o murderous blow.
feiled him like an ox. Red

Mask's murderons fury was

vigible in his face as he made the attack,

Snared !
AD that heavy Dbutf landed on
Ferrors Locke 1t wounld have

But even as the heavy rifle swung down:
ward Locke made a quick divée. He slid

If not, why not ?
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under the powerful arm, and the rifle
crathed harmlessly on to the passage.
The next moment Locke and Red Mask
veeled together in the narrow space n
Iront of the door, to crash against the
penelling and drop to the floor, rolling
over and fighting ke wild cals.

YLocke had wrapped his arms round
that huge body, and although Red Mask
struck at him again and again, he could
not break that terrible hold.

Jark Drake, lumbering down the
passageway, plunged for the rifle, and,
with his heart drumming madly, the
plucky youngster leaped te his master’s
atd.

The struggling shapes rolled over and
over, and for a moment the detective
was pinned m the undermost position.
Red Maszk had managed to [ree one
hand, and now he gripped at Ferrers
T.ocke's throat, thrusting the English-
man's head '[mc'k against the Aoor.

The long fingers began to tighten, and
‘Red Mask’™s eyes Dbulged with hete.
Drawing a deep Dbreath, Jack Drake
swung the rifle round, and drove the
butt down hard om that thick, bullet
head. ]

It smote Red Mask I'mrI;.r an the temple,
and the huge tigure wilted under the
hlow. For a moment Red Mask fought
hlindly, then his hand fell from Locke's
throat, and he rolled over into the
narrow space. His arms fell limply to
his sides, and his huge legs twitched as
they straightened out.

Uindev the light in the zaleon that ior
rible face stared upwards, placid, lile-
lrss !

“ By James, young "un, that was well
aiined P! exelaimed Borns. “I-—I thuk
vou'vo killed the brute!”

Locke arose to his feet, then stoopod
nver tha heavy, burly giant for a moment,

By this time every mmate of the saloon ¥

was on his fcet staring in the direction
of the flight. Locke looked acrosa at
Poris and shook his head.

*He's only unconscious,”™ he relurpned.
“"We'd better make sure of him now."

A lemgth of cord was tossed to him.
gud he and Boris tied up their prisoner
Then Red Mask was carried into the
small luggage compartment and was laid
out there. Captain Barlowe bad followed
thew, and he seated himself on the
narrow seat on tho right, revolver in
hand.

“You can Jeave thiz job to me, gentle-
men,” the Englishman said grimiy., “I
will answor for this brute’s safely with
my life.”

Ferrers Locke and Boris left the little

luggage compartment then, with Bar-
lowe on guard. The train was now
moving at full speed along the raillway
lines, and m the wide saloon the parly
of prisoners and their one-time guard
were walting tense and eager. As
Ferrers Locke paced downo the narrow
passage between the seats one or two of
the gaunt, haggard passengers caught at
his arm, and a guiet murmur ran round,

They had waited patiently for this
moment, and pow, a3 the .train went
speeding forward throvgh the darkness,
the first glimmerioge of hope came to
them.

The ploomy terrors they had suffered,
the uncertainty of their faté, had haunted
them, and, as Locke came to a halt and
turned to speak, every eve was fixed on
the grim, strong features,

Ha spoke in French, a lanpuape which
he knew that everyone in the compart
ment would understand, Eunghsh and
Russians alike.

“Fortune has been with us, my
friends,” Locke said, “We are started
now on the first stage of our journey for
freedom, and, thanks to the mad desire
of the man who 15 responsible for all
this, we have succeeded in making him

our prisoner, and we shall not be inter-
fo with, All t_hat you require now is
atience. There is a long journey ahead,

ut it is not so long as the journey that

B accomimodation near the door of
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Red Mask intended us to iake. Wa will
hava to be careful—we must be always
on the .alert. We are bound for
Irkutsk. Until we reach there we ava
safe. Meanwhile I want you all to play
g-::ur part as well as possible. Remem-

er you are still prisoners under the rule
of Red Mask. We may have to halt now
and again at some wayside stations, and
it will be necessary for us all to keep up
thiz game of deception.”

He looked round the saloon for a
moment in silence, then went on:

“1 can leave it to you to watch those
prisonaers of onrs, and you may leave the
rest to me,”

“We will leave it to you gladly,” one
man said, leaning forward and clutching
at Locke's hand. * You have come to
deliver us from bondapge, eand we shall
trust you.”

At the top of the saloon three or four
heavy wicker baskets were discovered,
and on opening them Locke found chet
they contained food—hard black loaves
and a few tins of beef. There was alko
a tenk containing water, aud, with a
number of willing hands toe aid him,
Locke distributed that first vough meal.

The sight of those gaunt. ragged
figures eating wolfishly at their haid fare
sent & quick thrill of sympathy through
Jack Drake a3 he ztood beside his master,

“I'vo never scen anything like it
governor I he whispered to Locke, "B
jiminy, I wouldn't like to be I{ed Mask
if they could lay hands on him now.”

When the meal was over the handful
of prisoners was shepherded into one

corner of the compartment, and a guard

was monnted aver them. A screened-off
space was sllotted to the few women
passengers, and the others settled down
in the main portion of the saloon.

Locke and Drake and Boris fuulitﬂ
the
compartment, and during the long hours

. of the might Jack Drake fell into a doze.

When he awakened it was to find Ferrers
Locke alert and watchful, his pipe be-
tween his lips, his clear eyes staring
ateadily out of the window.

The great detective had underlaken a
tremendons task. The lives and liberiy
of every prisoner in that train depended
on him, and him alone. They weve
moving through the heart of the enemy
conntry; the slightest error or ms-
judpment might see themn captuved again,

About an hour after dawn the pace of
the train began to slacken, and, with &
warning weord to the others, Ferrers
Locke and Boris went to the door of 1ho

| Boris, lantern in hand, began fo descend the ladder in the shaft, He heard the hoom of the imn-grid above his head as It

¢losed upon him,

Below him ran a tunnel, a smooth, hollow passage that led to the Government wharf, Hae started as a

huge grey rat leaped before his eyes, o vanish into a crevice with a squeal of fear. {Sec page 22.)
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saloon and waited there, looking out
down the track,

A small wayside station came into
wview, and the Cf:mww!rful engine’ gent &
warning shriek down the line. Its speed
died away, and finally they glided into
the station and came fo o halt opposite
the huge water tank beyond the plat-

orim,

Boris and Locke descended snd one
of the armed sentries took their place
in front of the door, There was no one
on the station, and ¥re5¢anﬂy they caught
sight of a bearded face peering at them
from the window of a small office,

Az snon as the man saw that Ferrera
Locke had seen him he dodged out of
sight, and Boris, who had also pbserved
the manceuvre, touched his companion
quietly on the arm.

“Red Mask’s orders muit have been
very sirict,” the tall Russian ssid under
his breath. *No one is supposed to see
us go past.”

Half-wey down the platform were a
couple of wicker hampers. They strolled
up to them, and the detective opened one
::-F the lids., [He saw that it contained
moro bread and cheesa cut into chunks,
In . the other basket were a couple of
huge stone jars and a quanfity of
pannikins. e jars wers hot to the
touch, and the aroma of coffee came to
them, .

“More supplies—eh, DBons,” TFerrers
Locke muttered. * Well, we can do with
them, old chap.”

He went back to the saloon, and a few
moments later three of the supposed
armed. sentries came out on to the plat-
form, and the baskets wera lifted into
the saloon. By this time the engine.
driver was filling his tanks again, a
Boris and Locke walked up to

“When do we start, driver?"
saked. : )

The engine-driver touchad his cap.

“We go at once,” he returned. )

He looked tired and geimed after his
long turn of duty. Boris put another
gquestion.

“We go a long way,” ho said, “Are
you ordered to drive us tho whole of the
distance "

“No man could do that, brother," tha
driver returned. "I shall be relieved
thfs afterncon, but I know not where,”

His eyes fell on Boris for a mement,
then he glancad bask at the train. It
was obvious that the man was full of
curiosity to find out the reason of his
mysterious jourpey,

Boris shook his head.

" Words are unsafe, brother,” he said.
"ﬁh.a less you know the better for your-
CTc] ) '

Ten minutes later, when the train
drummed out of the small pletform,
Forrers Locke, looking from-the doorway,
saw three or four figures emergs on to
the platform snd stare after the train.
Jack Drake, standing by his master's
elbow, chuckled,

“'I'J;mjr don't know who we are or what
we A, ernor,” the youngster said.
“ Tl bet they'll talk abouf this little teain
for mnnth:ig cuﬂu." e

he carriages began to speed along the
rails, the r!u% engine driving for-
ward st full mu}pned. The saloon rocked
to and fro, and a thin cloud of dust arose

oris

e

as they sped onwards. |
Boris “ had already commenced to
measure. out. the warm coffes, and

presently he came back to Locke with a
couple of filled panniking and nodded
towards the ﬁanal_uf the luggage-room.

All through the night Captain Barlowe
ad given no signs, and now Farrera

e engine,

Locke thrust the panel aside and he and
Boris entered, Barlowe was still sitting
in the corper of the compartment, the
revolver resting on his knee. 'In the
opposite corner, propped up agamst the
wall, wag the massive figure of Red
Mask, his ankles and wrists bornd. He
raised his huge head as the two men
entered, and hate lesped into his eves,

“¥You shall pay for this before long!
Make no mistake about that!” %;e
growled, “'If you think you are going
to get away from this country vour plans
are doomed to failure.™

Boris handed the English officer one of
the steaming “panniking and placed the
portion of food on the narrow seat.

“"Timo you had a spell, old chap,”
Locke remarked. “Detter go into the
aaloon and have & sleep. We'll lock after
this fellow.”

DBarlowe smiled as he arose stifly to
his fect.

“I have enjoyed it,” he said, with a
glance at the huddled giant in the corner.
“This gentleman has entertained me for
this last hour or so, telling me what will
happen when we are discoverad.™

He began to sip at the coffee, and
Boris, crossing to. Red Mask, stoaped and
lopsened the bomds around the wrist,

*“This 15 not the farn that you have
been waccustomed to, Count Henrich,”
Boriz drawled, “but as it was considered
good enough for my friends, it is good

cnough for you."
The huge prisoner grabhed at the
lack bread, and

ggnnikin and portion of

gan to eat ravenously. Locke crossed
the compartment, and Boris, after wait-
ing for Barlowe to leave the luggage-
room, closed the panel again and leancd
against it.

The man in the corner continued his
meal, then when he had drained the
ponnikin he tossed it across the floor and
tooked amcross at Locke,

" Make no mistake, vou clever English-
man,’” he said, * you will not get awey.
You and your White Heather Brother-
hood are cﬁerer, but you have still to pass
tha frontier. When you reach Irkutsk
your game is up.”

“No man may leave Siberia without
a special permit,” he went on. " How
are you and that pack of [vels whom you
lead g:-i:-lri%1 to break through cur many
puards, who are on the walch for just
such as vourselves "

“We shall wait till we get to Irkutsk,
Red Mask," he returned. * Meanwhile,
our journey proceeds mmiurtubl;.‘ enough
-~thanks to your arrangements.”™

Toris, on the other side of the compart-
ment, chuckled,

“The clover Count Heinrich did not
know that we should use his special
arrangements for our own benefit,” the
tall Russinn chimed in. * Wa are indeed
favoured travellers—epocial train, special
driver, and food awaiting vz whan we
need it. Who over heard of prisoners
escaping  from band:&‘e under such
srle_ndid conditions? We have much to
timnk you for, Count Heinrich.”

The listener in the corner rapped out
an imprecation. The dart had ﬁartainiﬁ
one homse, for it had only been throu
the count's careful &tﬂning that this
amazing venture had been 'made possibla.
Through the heart of Siberia the train
was carrying his victims to freedom. The
veins stood out on his forchead, and the
heavy, brutal face revealed the savage

fury that was in his heart.

“You will not get through—1I swear it |
To the frontier—yes, for the planning
was mine, But beyond there you may
not poss, "

¥

TWO HOURS' WORK—and it might mean YEARS OF PLEASURE—

His bonds were refastened, and one of
the armed men took up the task of guard.
Locke and Boris went into the other
compartment and joined Barlowe, and a
quiet consuitation began.

“I-know what he's driving at,” Boris
sald. *“He means that the train will
probably be halted just before it reaches
Irkutek, and an armed guard will take
command of us. Wea'll be sent from tha
lakes to the mines—a long trudge over
tho lonely Siberian roads.”

“Then in that case wo must see to it
that we leave the train before we reach
tho loke,” said Ferrers Locke quietly.
“*You know the couptry, Boris, and yon
must warn us in time. How long will
1t take us to reach Irkutsk ?"

Boris looked out of the window at the
dreary landscape. The train was climb-
ing a slo now, and presently if
drummed through a long cutting and
flashed past another tiny station. Boris
turned to his companion,

“That was Talsk,” he said, “"We are
over five hundred miles away from Perm.
We are creating & record on this line,
and if we keap it up we ought to reach
our destination somewhere about dusk on
Vv ednesday.” .

'The speed of the train increased, and as
it flashed down the incline a silence fell
on tha little group.

Boris turned to Ferrers Locke and put
his hand on the detective’s arm.

" There 15 Tumsk,” he said.

It was late on Tuesday evening, and
Locke and his companion were standing
in the hittle luggage compartment, peer-
ing out through the window. Ahecad of
him Locke saw the lights of a city—s
city of white houses and fall, tapering
fire-towers clustered around the goldeu
dome of & great cathedral.

The river shone dully to tho left, and
ns the train drew nearer they could see
the masts of the steamers and tug-boats
lying in the stream.

Lﬁ;e a grevhound unleashed the great
engine, with its eolitary saloon, dashed
on down the line, rﬁmn%lu high, defiant
shriek ; then presently they went prash-
ing through the main-line station,. and
they had a brief vision of the pessengers
standing on  the platform, staring in
amazement at this speeding monster.

When the lights of the station had
vanished and they were drutoming on
through tha darkness again, the tall
Russion resumed his zeat, feeling in his
porkets for a cigarette,

“Wa are safe now wuntil we get to
Irkutsk, old chap,” Boris said, turning
to Locke, "'That's the last big town that
counts. Within the next tweniy-four
hours we shall have completed our
journey.”

Twice that day they had halted at
lonely out-of-the-way stations to chalifﬁ
drivera and renew fuel supplies. n
hour's delay st one of the stations had
been brought about by a trifling mmiLaJ;
to the cngine, but this had been rectified,
and the amazing journey had continued.

And now as they wers approaching

thoir goal Locke could detect the tension

that the fugitives ware beginning to
labour under. Hiz mad adventure was
nearing a close, but he was by no means
out of the wood yet.

(Thisz clever serial ia drawing fo o
cloge, boys. Youw, Iike myself, will be
FOrry wﬁru we lose touch of Boris,
Bui we have a gruand stery coming
along, from the wen of femous Hedley
Scott! That iz a great picee of luel
wou must nol miza! Keep your eye on
the Chatl)
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GALLOPING DICK!|

{(Continued from page 210
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the sand-box by the fire with one turn of the
wrizt, and when the landlord glanced back
to him he was wiping hiz mouth, and putting
the jack down on the table with the sigh of
relief & man gives alter a long draught.

“That's better!” he said. * Aod now, good
man, you may show me up to bed.”

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tha S8tab In the Dark !

ILE bed-room door closed on Dick,
leaving him with a solitary rushlizhi
in & wide, musty old bed-chambeg.
fle listened to the retreating foot-

eteps of the old man, and heard him go [ar
down the papgsage. E

He inspected the room carefully. There
wis a door on each wall, evidently leading
into rooms on either side;, bezides the door
from the passage.

“1 brought that [feather-headed young
guilor here, and I must he certain he comes
to no harm. Did I hear bio Jed to a room
pext to this, or noti”

Dick tried the door in both walls, One
led to an empty chamber; the other was
locked. THek put hiz car to the kevhole, and
heard a heavy stertorous hreathing,

“That'z he!" he muttered. “Am [ right,
alter all? He breathes like a drunken man.
He wag certainly not the worse for liguor,
though he had some ale hefore he turned in,™

Gently and quietly Dick forced the loek.
It gave way faitly easily., lle entered the
room with hils roshlight.

Ou the hed, in hig elothes, oy the young
sutlor, Dhek crossed over apd shook him,

“Wake up!™ he whispered in his eor.

The sablor made no reply.  1Te bhreathed
skl more heavily, Dick shook him vielently,
hut pothing woke the man.

“Drugged ! muttered Diek. “Then 1 was
right. They think that I, too, draok the
drugged ale, which I poured away!"

His face grew griot, and he stood for a few
minutes in silence, listentag and thinking.

Then, rapidly’' az he coubd, he took oif the
jacket. and breeches the young satlor wore,
wrapped lhilm in o blanket, and carried him
still breathing leavily, to the far corner _uf
the room, where he placed thn behingd a pile
of mattresses, and odds aod ends thab lay
there, muwde him as eowmfortable as he could,
sl went back to the bed,

In the breeches pocket Dick eould feel the
hard Tump that be Enew was bhe egrerald.
lle left it there, dréssed o piliow b the
jacket, stulfed the lega of the breeches, and

| made u dummy figure whieh, Tying fuce down-

wards, and with the hesd part covered with
a sheet, made a very fair copy. in the dark,
of the young sailor, Dick placed the emerild
in the pocket, so that it ecould he easily
taken out, aml stole back to hia own room.

He placed o pistel under hiz pillow, pat
the light out, and kuelt by the door of the
sailor's rooia, listening.

14 zeemaed hours hefore aunything movel
in the house, and be grew stil and cold. At
last the outer- door of the -sailor's room
ereaked very penitly, and Dick Koew that
gsomeoud had entered. The midnight visitor,
whoever he was, orept aeross to the hedside.

There was a long pause.  Then came the
sound of a heavy, dnll blow, as of a kanife
plunged into something yielding and soft.

swiltly and silently Dick tiptoed hoack te
hiz own beil, laid himself upon it ‘I:Ii'“fl his
eyes  closed, amnd  breathed heavily  amd
regularly. It was not long before the duor
af iz room opened,  The wind still howled
antaide, hab the aky wae elearer, ami the
meon shed a0 pale, ghostly Heght into  the
roon,

(hut of the eorner of hix eye Bick sow a
itk forn enter, amel ghe moonlight shone
an the face of the farmer—transligured,
horrible, asly white, In his Bind was a long
slungliterhonze koife. ‘

Enife in lomind, stealing acro-; the room,

Ahe midnight murderer reached Dick's side,
and Jifted the blade to strike, :

“Not zo fast!” said a slow, clear voice,

The farmer shrieked with horror and leaped
back, for against his forehead wasi pressed
the cold muzzle of & horse-pistol, and Dick's
linger waa on the trigger.

"20," guid Dick, rizing, “you have mur-
dered my fellow-traveller, and now you would
murder me to skve & witnezz!™

“I have earned the gallows! proaned the
man. “We were tempted and fell. We are
old and poor, the poorhouse lay befora us,
amed  the emerald wouwld have tempted &
saimt "

“Where is the emerald?” said Dick sternly.

“Here it i3 ! eried the man, pulling it from
hisz pocket, and casting it down. “It has
rained an- bonest family. Time was when
Varresters feared oo man ;. buf—""

“What!™ said ITMek, Iz  wour
IForrester? What farm is this?™

“It iz called Sheepeotes.”

Diek turned to the farmer's wife, who
came in at this moment,

“You have a gon,” he sald—*a sailor?™

“We had a son,” said the woman dully.

“Amd you have never seen himi from thet
day o this?"

* Never["

“Wonmat," said Dick grindy, "8 Is your
A0 wha liez in the pext room!” ;

The fariner’s wifs stared at him dully. She
ran into the dark room wext door, and a
mouwent Jater there was an awiel scream.

“Uome,” said Dick, touching the farmer on
£l whomteder.

‘He it the roshlight, and led the man into
the mext raom., |

e §ed him across the room, and there,
sittlng uwp among the mattreszes, hiz eyes
open, it his hand pressed to his-throbbiog
lieart, ax the effects of the drug wore off, was
the young swilor, e and his parents stared
ab caeh other with pale, drawn faces,

- And Gualleping Mok, chuckling grimly to

loeell, went down to the stable. and rode

away as Lhe dawn resp, leaving the wnrtl:‘)'

three to cxplain matters as best they comid.
TR BND.
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RULES AND CONDITIONS

which imust be strictly adhered to.

1.—The First Prize of £100 in cash wiil be awarded
to the competitor who sends in the correct, or nearest
correct, solution of all eight sets of the pictures
according to the Editor’s official solution.

2.—The Second Prize of £50, and the others in the
splendid variety of prizes will be awarded in order
of merit,

3.~ All the prizes will be awarded. If two or more
competitors tie, however, the prize or prizes, or their
value, will be divided, and the Editor reserves full
rights in this respect.

4.—No colutions may be sent in until all the sets
of the pictures and the necessary coupon have been
published. Full directions will then be given.

5.—The npames

written IN INK,

6.—Employees of the proprietors of
this journal are not eligible to compete.

7.—Entry to this competition i1s on
the full understanding that the Editor’s
decision is final and legally binding
throughout.
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~ DON'T LET SUCH AN OPPORTUNITY SLIP BY. NOW LOOK OUT FORJTHE FOURIH SET OF PICTURES

SPLENDID “JAMES' [S
COMET BICYCLE

BILLIARDS TABLES. 100 FISHING RODS.

100 MATCH FOOTBALLS. 20 MODEL STEAM LOCOMOTIVES ™%

oys!

}w..r -2 l__..lnm“-unﬁ.. h-_“. ..
¥ R

econd Prize,

£50

(Complete with
Lamp, Bell, ete.)

ALL YOU HAVE TO DO

is to write IN INK in the allotted space under each
of the puzzle-pictures the name of the Foothaller
which you think. the picture represents. Surely a

simple enough task—only six names to discover
each week!

In all there will be EIGHT SETS OF PICTURES,
so keep your solutions until the other sets appear.

DO NOT SEND YOUR ENTRIES YET.

To help you still further there is a list containing
the names of prominent footballers to choose from on
page 2, columns 2 and 3. The correct names repre-
sented by the puzzle-pictures are all contained in this
list. It is only a matter of fitting the right name to
each picture,

Readers of ““ The Champion,” ‘' Beys’ Realm,”
*“ Union Jack,” ‘' Boys’ Friend,” ‘Pluck,” ‘' Boys'
Cinema,” ** Young Britain,” * Gem,” * The Popular,”
‘““The Rocket,” and ¥ =,
““Nelson Lee Library” G :
are also taking part in
the Contest, so' that 2z
additional attempts m.._.._w.
may be made with ==
the pictures from
these allied journals.

WHICH APPEARS NbXT WEEK!
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