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A Magnificent New Long Complete School Story of Harry Wharton & Co.

and Mick, the Gipsy, at Greyfriars.

& Co. were oxas-

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mick's Way!
L1 ICK ™
M * Mickey !
Mk 1™
Five wvoices shouied the
name, but only the echoes answered from
the thick woods.

Farry Wharton
perated. . )

‘They were looking for Mick, -the gipsy
schoolbay., A few minutes before, Mick
hed been in their company.

Mow he had vanished.

They shouted his name as they stood
on the footpath in Redelyffe Wood, and
they were fairly certain that the gipsy
schisolboy could hear them shouting, but
no answer came from the truant.

“RBy Jove !" said Bob Cherry, with a
deep breath, “I'd really like to punch
his hoad !V

“T jolly well will when I see him
again ! growled Johany Bull,

Aud even the mild-monnered, even-
tompered Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
declared wrathfelly that the punchiul-
ness should be terrific.

“It's really too bad!™ esid Ifarry
Wharton crossly.

It was too bad, there was no doubt
about that.

The wild waye of Mick, the gipsy. had
landed him inte o sen of troubles at

treviriars, and the Faomous Five of the
Remove bed agreed to keep an eye on
him and sec that he did not’ kick over
ihe tracos ogain.

It was not an easy task they had sel
themselves, for the call of the open wir
waz almost  irresisfible to the pipsy
sehoolboy, and he gave little or no
thonght to rollealls, or lock.ups, or, in-
deed, to any of the school laws that in
terfored with his Freedomn.

Moncesty, Mick did his best, and tried
to conform, but theugl the spirit was
wilbing. the flesh was weak,

On thiz especial afternoon the Famous
Five had been over to Redelyfic to see
the Warhbers plav, and they had taken
Mick with them. The automn dusk was

faliing aa they walked home after the
football mateh by lancs and footpatha.

And suddenly they missed Mick,

The gipsy schoollioy had glided away
into the wood, heedless or forgetful of
the fack that Lthere was barely time fo
reach Greviriars for calling-over.

Mick '™ roared Bob Cherry wrath-

fully. “ You voung rascal, come aloug!
Do you hear?"

“He can hear wg

vicht enough !
anorted Johnne Bull.

“ e won't come.

Lot's got on.”

“Oh, et Rim rim!T" sad I"r_:mic
Nugent, “We don't want to gel mnto
a row for cutting call-over.”

“The hearfulness s terrific. but the
answerfulness wis a2 boot on Lhe other
leg.” remarked ITurree Singh. et us

got on.”

Herry Wharton hesitated.

He was cxasperated by the wilfulness
of the wayward gipsy, but he did nol
want to leave Mick oul of gaios to incur
the wrath of hia Form master when he
turned up later at the school.

“Wlick [ he shouted again.

Dt there was no answer, save the
echo of his voice. Hiz comrades waere
all looking npatient, and [larry Whar-
ton gave it up al last,

“Oh, come on!™ he said,

And the chums of the Remove re-
sinped  their way, leaving the clhaive
gipsy 1o his own devices.

“Thera'll be a row when he comes
in,” Llarry Wharton remarked, as the
juniuﬂ. tramped on down the dusky foot-
Dakia.

“YWell, he's asking  for ir.”  readd
Jolinmy Bull. " Blessed if [ lave any
palicnee  with  Lim.  ITe was nearly

sacked for bréaking thg rules, and it
gught 1o have Leen a leszon o him,”

“Quelchy will be  ratty, and Le's
tauking the roll this cveninz™ remarked
Mugend. M1 wonder of 8 was o slakoe,
alter all, for Mick to come to Greviriavs 7
Hle'a a decent kid, in his way, bhat he's
pol Uk manners and enseoms of o giddy
Ded Indaan.™

"Woelve done our best,” sand  Fob.
Y AfLer abl, we can't wateh the kid hike
= blesspad shadow every nunute. Je

-

By FRANK RICHARDS.

will get licked, and I hope il will do him
good. "

“Welye licked him for his own good,”
said Wharton, with a smile, “bal [
hardly think it's made much difference.
Quelehy will be ratiy over this, but 1
suppese it can’t Le helped.”

It was cloze on lock-up when the
Fatnous Five rveached Greyfriarvs. Cios
ling, the porter, was about to clese the
gates.  Fle prunted as thoe chums of the
Remove  areived in tune.  Another
vouple of minutes and he would have had
the satisfaction of shutting themy oul,

“1iallo, lalle, hallo, old Licd!™ said
Bob Cherry, gpiving the old gentleman
a plavful poke in the ribs. " Walching
for us at the gale hke Beler Anoe---
what ™
0w Y pasped Gosling,

“Worrving over uys in vase we should
ke late, and vou'd be bound to report
us -what ¥ prinned Dol

“laook "ere, Master Cherryr——!

“Can't. eld top! You musk get some
new features ore vou ask anybody to
do thar !

And the jumiors walked on, leaving
Mr. Gosling frowning darkly.  Bot (os-
fing called after them

YAAKE on, Mastar Wharlon! Wasn't
that thove Micle with you?™

“That theve Mick was wicth us,'" an-
swered Wharton gravely,

raimn't he come Luck with you?™ de-
manded Cosling,

“Counl ! snggested  Boly  Cherry,
“You can count up to six, can’t you,
Goshing ¥~

Gosling snorted.

“Weoll, if he "sin't conw back he'a
late, and he's shut’cut,” he sakd.  *! Apal
Sir Hilton Popper a2 inw the ‘ouee (o sew
him, too.™

YO, oy had 1T oenid Tinds,

SANd wot T fave s thea “ere--—"" wonl
an Gioshing,

 Powewnw P

The gates cloingeds amd the Famous
Five walked on to the Hchool Howse,
They were fecling worried now. Mick's

F

cecapade had happened just at The wrong

Ty Maweser Lismany. Noo 822,

Copyright In the United States of America.



4

tine, a8 was not uncommon wirth the
wayward 'gip%r.

Sir Hilton Popper, whoe had befriended
the waif and sent him o Greyfrinrs, was
not 2 palient gentleman—guite the re-
verse. e was likely to be exceedingly
annoyed by Mick's failure o return,
gince he had called at the school to see
his protoge.

The Famous Five joined the cvowd of
fellows heading for Big Iall for roll-
call, Billy Bunter joined 1hem.

“1 say, you fellows, old Iopper's in
Iall, along with Quelchy. 1lec's come to
see the gipsy.”

“Waell, he won't sce him this time!”
grunted Bob Cherry.

“Out of the gates?” asked Bunter,
with a grin. “1 say, Popper will be
waxy. He looks waxy already.”

Angel of the Fourth was passing, on
his way to Hell, and he looked round
aquickly.

“The gipsy cutiing lock-up again?” he
asked, with a laugh.

“Mind veur own bizney ! growled
Bols Cherry.

Bob: had no politeness to waste on
Mick's enemy,

Angel laughed again and walked om.
The chums of the Remove went into
Hazll, where they found their Form
master, Mr. Queich, prepared to take
the roll.

The tall, angular figure of Sir Hilton
Popper stood by his side. S Hilton,
as a governor of the school, had a right
io Le present in Big I[lail if he chozg,
though probably nobody was  very
pleased {o sec him there,

My, Quelch proceeded to ¢all the
names, When hie came to the M's, and
Mick was called, there was no “adsum ™
in reply.

“Mick 1" repeated Mr. Quelch.

No answer, ]

Sir Hilton Popper knitted his grey
brows, and glanced round the erowded
ITall through his eyeglass. ]

“Why does not the boy answer to his

name, Mr. Quelch?’ he asked.
“Presumably becanse he iz not
answered the

¥1‘Ese~nt, Sir  Hilton,"”
ove master dreyly.
“WNot present? Is it not lock-up?”
“*(Jertainly 1"
“Upon my word,” snorled S
Hilton, T really think——"
But Mr. Quelch was going on with the
roll.  He had no time, just then, to hear
what Bir Hilton Popper really thonght.

¥

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Frea Sample for Aubrey!

ARRY WHARTON stayed in

Hall after roll-eall; Mr. Quelch

had beckoned to him to remain.

As the fellows cleared off, the

captain of the Remove obeyed a sign

from hiz Form master, and came up to

the dais, where the baronct and Mr,
Queleh were standing.

Sir Hiltons eyoglass glitterad at him.
He had no reason to be annoyed with
Wharton; but he looked cross. Sir
Hilton was not a good-temperead gentte-
man; and he was annoyed with every
:211‘15 and everybody in general just

LT

*1 understand that Mick went with

ouw this afternoon, Wharton, to see a
gotballk-match at Redelyffe,” said Mr.
Quelch.

“That iz 5o, siv.”

“Did he not return with you#’

“We walked bark together, sir,” said
Harry. “DBut--but we lost Iim, some-
how, on the footpath.”

There i NO

Tee Micxer LiBrapT.—No, 822,

13 not present when his

“You mean that he remained out of
gatest'

“Well, yes, sir®” said Harry reluct-
antly, “I—1 dare say he forgot about
calling-over.”

*¥ou mean, that he ignored calling-
over,” said Mr. Quelch quietly,

Wharton did not reply.

There was an angry snort from Sir
Hilton Popper.

My auelch_. this really  out.
rageous ! he exclaimed., “1J have come
here fo see this boy, and he is not
present at a time when all Greyfriars
boys are bound to be within gales.”

"It is certainly serious, Sir Hilton,”

“I have befriended this boy,”™ said Sir
Hilton. “He did me a service—a great
servico.  In return, I have persuaded
Uy, Locke to allow him to enter at Grey-
friars—a step which has been much
criticised. My old friend, Bir Philip
Angel, has written to me on the subject,
and pointed out how very unusual such
a step 18,

Mr. Quelch ratsed his brows.

1 should hardiy have supposed that
Sir Phl'f}!'; Angel was interested in the
matter,” . he chserved.

“As a member of the Uoverning
Doard, he iz bound to be interested!”
snapped Biv Hilton Pcpper.  “It seems
also that his son, who is in a jJunior Form
here, has written to him on the sub-
Jeot,”

Wharton set his lips.

Angel of the Fourth had been Mick's
enemy ever since the gipsy waif had
come to Greyfriars. It seemied that

E-&Mﬁ‘ e T o M&&&ﬂ&ﬂ
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Angel was secking to drag his people
into the affair.

“Bir Philip 13 coming here this after-
noon to sea the Head on the subject,”
resumed the baronet.  **He has asked
e to ba [%Tﬂsl;'ﬂt, and I am here for the
purpose. It iz absolutely essential for
the hoy, Mick, to be here. And he has
chosen this very time {o absent himself
for soine lnwless prank.”

“He did not know, sir—" bogan
Wharton, anxious to put in a word for
the hapless gipsy.

“Nansense!  He knew that he was
hound to return to school for lock-up, I
presume ! snapped Sir Hilton.

Wharten could not deny that.

“The boy is wild and wayward,” said
Mr. Quelch. “But certainly he is
greatly unproved since he ecame, Sir
Hilton, Of eourse, he will be puanished
for plaving fruant on this oceasion,”

“That will not alter the fact that he
: resenes 15 absg-
lutely iequired., I understand that he
has bren in almost incessant disgrace
since he has been at the school. Possibly
B3ir Philip Angel is right, and [ made 2
mastake in sending hin here ! fumed
the baronet, “I am really excessively

ﬂIlilﬂ;F'E'll. Mr. Quelch.”

“Na doubt,” assented the Remove
master.

Indeed, Sir Iilton looked it eniphatic-
a'[[ﬁ.

Sir Philip Angel may arrive at any
moment now,” continued the baronet.
“As he i= to dine with me at Popper
Court he will be wnable to remain long.
It Tollows that he will not he able to =ce
the pipsy.”

L said Harry,

-

There’s everything you have wanted FREE in pages 14-15!

Mr, Queleh frowned with annoyenee.
Et really waz most unfortunate: two
governors of the school desirous of sce-
g the walf of Greyiriars, and the waif
absent for no reason excepting that the
wandering spirit had seized on him
agam,

Sir Hilton’s manner seemed to nply
that My, Quelch was to blame somehow,
as Mick's Form master. DBut he did not
say so.

“F shall certainly cease to befriend
this boy if he persists in acting in this
lawless manner,” said Sir Hilton, *I
was under the impression that Grey-
friars would feach him hettor ways,”

“You set Greyfriars a difficult task,
Bir  Hilton,” answered the Remove
master tartly. “It is not easy to twn
8 gipsy vagrant into an orderly school-
bov,™

" IHe shall answer for it!” snapped Sie
Hilion, annoyed by Mr. Quelch's idnes,
“I zhall not say one word in his defence
when Sir Philip intervicws Dr. Locke o
the subject.  The boy has chiosen i
neglect his opportunities, and to throw
astde all ihe advantages i tried to confer

apon im. He must take the conse:
?{mmﬂﬂ" I shall support Bir Philip
ngel in hiz  representations to the
Head.”

“You will do as yon think fit, sir,”
snid Mr. Quelch. “But it is my duty
to  mention  that  the hoy  shows
promise——"

“(H which his present condurt 13 &
sample, I suppose—"

“Really, Bir Hiltep—""

"Rf:ﬁi[_\r, Alrv., Quelch—0"

The Remove master made a hasiv sign
to Wharton to retive. The argument
was growiog acil; and o junier school-
boy was not requived as a witness., The
r:-i{:{i‘gm of the Remove left Big Hall

15 chums were walting for him on
the other side of the arched doorway.

“Trouble for Mick?®’ asked Bob
Cherry.

“Lﬂ-tﬁ !1:

“Well, ha's asked for it.”

“It's rotten, though,” sald Harry,

“After all, a fellow cutz call-over offen
enough, and itakez lines or a licking.
But it seems that old DPopper is here
specially to see him, because Angel's
pater 13 coming down fo see the IHead
about him."

“What the thump has Angel’s pater
to do with it?" demanded Nugent.

* Nothing; only he thinks he has™
_ “*That cad Angel has been
writing to him about Mick.”

“The rotter!” breathed DRol Cherry.

“1e said he would get the mipsy
cleared oot of Greyiviavs, after Mick
lekod I in & serap.” said  Johouy
Bull.  “1 suppose that's the way he
tinks e will do it—dragging his pater
mta it,  Anybody know whar Angeel’s
pater 5 hke?"

“H he's anything like Angel, lu's a
snob and a rotter I grunted Bob Cherry.

“He's not much Jike Angel.” said
MNugent, “T've seen him—a rather stitf
and dry olid johnny, with 3 back like &
poker, and a face like a graven image—
hard as nails.”

“Tet's go and sea Angel,” supggested

[ Bob Cherry.

* Blow Angel !

“1 mean, we can fell him that if Tis
pater sets the Head against Aick, weil
Jaly well rag him 1™

“Oh, good ™

The Famous Five walked away ta the
Fourth Form passage. In Study Ne 4,
m ithe Fourth, they found Angel and
henuey of the Tonrth at tea,  Aubrey

ENTRANCE FEE to our Grand Competition |
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Augel rvarsed his eyebrons az ithe juniors
crowded .

“I don’t remember askin’ fags
here,” he remarked.

“Oh, no swank!” prowled Eob
Cherey, " We've Just heard that vou've
written to your pater abont Mick.'™

“Why not¥"” said Angel.

“Your pater's coming down lo kick
up a shindy."”

Anpel laughed.

S0y pater's a genileman,™ he aaid.
“I've never seen him kick up o shindy.
You're thinkin' of your own pater and
his ways™

“"You know what T mean ! exclaimed
Pob angrily. “It's a dodze fo get the
gipsy kud turned out of the school”

"uile z0,"

“You admt " exclunped YWharion,

Auvbrey Angel yawned.

“Why not? It's a disprace to lhe
aschool to have a gipsy vaprant stuck
mere, I've explained to my father, and
apked him to do anyihin® he can to gel
the voung votler sent away.”

“You cheeky cad!™

“Bhut the door after
Angel,

“(Good-bye ! suid Kenney.
‘Thoe two Fourth-Formers grinned at
the angry .Removites across the woll-
apread  tea-table. The Famous ive
glared at them,

Y10 a  dicky  teiel 1
Bull,

“Bo glad to hear
drawlied Angel.

““Ho pleased " grinned Kenney,

“After all, Augel’s governor isn't
likely to be a silly snob and cad like
Angel " remarked Nugent., *“Fe won't
take any notice of his rod; most likely.”

“Looks as 1if he will, as he's comin’
down to OGreyiriars to-day about it!"
smiled Angel,  “VYou sce, he's got o
spocial down on  mipsies.  Hates the
glght of them!"

“What rot!™

“ A sneaking gipsy did him a bad {urn
a long lime age,” explained Angel
cheetfullv, . " He's never forgetten it
A gipsy to him is litke a ved rap to a
Lses k1. By rlllill;t wild aboub b, I can
tell vou, and he's sure to piteh it slvong
lo the Head, And if the Head won's
iake anv molice, 1 fancy my paters
goin’ to bring lhe matter up at the
next meelin' of the povernors.”

“Yon awful rotter!”  exclaime:!
Whartan.  “What's  that poor &
Mick done o youl”

“YWell, ho latd his low paws on me,
for one thing,” smiled Angel; *and
I'm down on pushin® rabble, [or
annther."

“And vou think vou'll get him sent
gway ?"

S think so." said Angel calmly.

“Well, you may and you may nol.”
spicd Ilavry. *““The governors have the
power fo decide, and 1 dave say vour

ator's got some influence with them.

Eut I can tell you this, Angel. If you
sucvoed in this dirty frick aod Alick
goes, we'll give you the ragging of
your Lifg!”

“Go hon!™ saul Angel,

“"We mean it!"

“Thanks!

“And this is a sample!"” roared Bob
Cherey, guite losing his {emper under
Angel's calm, supercilious sneers,

He gripped the tea-table with both
hands and up-ended it. Supercilious
calmness was a distinguishing trait in
Aubrey Angel, but it vanished all of
a sudden as Bob up-ended the table.

A cascade of crockery, cakes, jam, and
marialade, bread-and-butter, scones,

roun

you " said

snid Johnny

your  opinion,”

¥

Shut the door after wou.”,

and meringues sho: over Angel of the
Fourth, accompanied by a leapot full
of hot {eca, which landed on his elegant
wittsboont,

There was a fiendish  yell from
Aubrey.

“Oht' Ow! Yaooop!™

Crash, crash ! Clatter! Crash!

“Yaroooh !

Angel’s chair went over backwards as
he leaped up, smothered with butter and
jam and streaming with iea,

““11a, ha, ha !

“Ow! Oh! Ah—groogh—oli——

The Famous Five retreated from the

11

study,  yolling  with merrimeni, They
lefl Angel ragng,
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Angel’s Pater !
ICK, the pgipsy  schonlboy,
pawsed suddenly o oa dusky,
winding path in  the deep

woods and listened.

There was a footstep among the
trees and a rustle of the ferns. A
ragged cap and divky, shabby velveteen
jacket showed Lhrough the thickets, and
Mick, catcling his breath, dodged inlo
COver,

From behind u tree he waiched in
silence, Down the winding paih in the
wood came a powerfully buailt gipsy,
with a heavy, evil face, and a thick stick
under hiz arm. It was Barengro, the
gipsy—the tyranl from whom MMick lhad
Hed, and who was slill comped with

.44'

il

.I:_I |_ .'-“ T J-':\'z"

&

hiz zang on Courificld Commeon, watich-
!I'IIH or & ﬂhﬂ]“:l:" ‘_D !'QL'H.]_“III'D IJIE FREE e
away who had found a sale refuge at
Gireyfriars Bchool,

Mick watched him breathlessly.

Why Barcongro, the pipsy, desired to
recapture him, why ho was so dejer-
mined thal the waif should not escapwe
from his hands, was a mystery to Mick,
That the ruffian haled dim, he know:
his life with Barengro had bLeen one
long rvecord of brotality apd ill-usage,
In spite of his wretched. bralal s
roundings, it apite of cruelly, soma
right instiuet in the little waif had kept
him straight, and his sleady relusal Lo
pilfer had brought wpon him tore and
more brutality from kis tyrant as he
sirew alder.

nat Barengro hated him and desired
to wreak savame wrath wpon him, Mick
understood.  Yeb it was sirange that the
gipsy should linger for weeks in the

localily te recapture hum. It wazx g
problent Mick could not solve,
Barengro had some molive, but tho

gipay schoolboy ecould not guess what
it was. But he was aware of the fact,
and he knew that if he encountered
Barengro he had a savage beating to
expect, and a forced reiurn fo the pipsy
caumn.

And, irksome as Mick found the re-
stricted hife of a school, afler hia old
habits, he shuddered at the thought of
renewing the old life in the gipsy ganp.

He scarcely brealhed as Barenpgro
came slouchwng along the palh, his
sharp black eyes walchiul and suspicions,
One of the gipsy's pockela balged, and

T
i 5,; =;§ i

St RN :.ri. Ll

T

yeoll from Angel, “Ow ! Yow!

Bob Cherty gripped the tea-table with both hands and up-ended it.
A cascade of crockery, éakes, Jam, and marmalade shot over Angel
of the Fourth—accompanied by a teapot full of hel tea. There was a

Yooooop ! ** (See Chapter 2,)
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G The World’s

thet it held

Wick guessed
rabbits.

Evidently Barengro did not snspect
that the runaway was near at hand.
He passed wn, and Mick breathed more
freely.

But the gipsy schoolboy did not move
bl every sound of Barengro's steps had
died away in the distance.

Then ke emerged from behind the
tree, with a famnt prin on hus dark,
handsome face,

Ho had had a narrow escape, and he
knew it, Moo than onee hiz reckless
escapades had brought him into danger
fram his old tyrant. Within the walls
of Greyfriars he was safe; outside the
school precinets, the vindictive gipsy was
watching for his chance, )

it the peril passed from the gipsy
schoolboy’s mind. Ile stiolled on care-
lessly through the darkening woods,

It was past lock-up at Greyfriars, bui
he did not heed, though he was still
sevaral miles from the school

Since his last escapade, when he had
lighted a camp-fire at night on_the
Bixth Form green, Alick had tried hard
to  keep within the rules,  Harry
Wharion & Co. had helped him very
much.

Ent the gipsy had broken out again.
The call of the woods waz too strong
for him.

T his happy-go-lucky way, Alick dis-
missed from liis mind all consideration
of the consequences till the time should
corne 1o faco them. His early life had
been too wild and irresponsible for the
Loy to learn ihe lesson of responsibility
in 50 shork o Lime.

Already there wons a marked change
in him, but he could not wholly change
in a few weeks,

He sauntered on, enjoying the fresh
fragrance of the woads, the solitude, the
keenness of the epen air, and the wind
from the sea. He came out of the
wood at last on the Redelytfo road.

In tha woods the dusk was deepen-
ing, but on the read the sunszet was
still bright. Mick planced at a motor-
car that was halted by the roadside. A
chaullcur was examining the engine
with a sef, anxious face, and in the
car sab a stiff-looking old gentleman,
with a white moustache and knitled
rrey  brows.  Mick, g!&ncl:r:ig carclessly
at bim, thought he had seldom seen so
hard a face.

The old gentleman’s glance fell on the
boy by the roadside, and he stored at
him. Mick was in Etons, with a school
cap, bat his dark, sunburnt face was
noticeabla at ance,  The man in the
car stared ab lam fixedly.

Mick walked on. Without lookiong
hack, ha noted that the old gentleman
had leaned out of the ecar, and was
staving after him with the same fixed
gaze.

The chanffonr rose.
“T'm afraid iU's no good, siv. T shall
have to get help from a garage.”
“Good gad!” said the gentleman in
the car,
s the magnelo, Sir Phalip—-'
“How Jong before we can gel on?”
“*Well, T shall have 1o walk back to
Redelyfio——"
“Good gad!
at  Greyfviars D"
looked at his waich,
cannat be helped.
school,  Wallers,
guickest way now.”
“It's a good many miles hy the road,
Sir Philip.™

poached

I am already expected
Sy Plilip Angel
“Very pood, i

I will walk 10 the

That will be the

Tue Macxer Lisnany.-- No, 322,

Greatest Prize List is in the Cenire Puages !

“1 knew fhis eouniry well, T was a
boy * at  Greyfriars forty years ago.
Phere is a path throngh the wood.” Sir
Philip Angel stepped fram the car
“Dring the car on to lopper Court.
Walters; 1 am dining there.”

Sir Philip Anpel glanced up and down
the road. and then walked fowards the
spot where a footpath entored the wood.
As the old gentleanan waz ahout to enter
the wood, Mick turned back.

He came up to Bir Phiiip and raised
his eap.

“Rxcuse me, sir ¥ he began, with
the best manpers he bad learned at
Grreyiriars,

Siv Philip peered at him in the dusk.

“What do you want, bay "

“You are going through the wond.
Ei'l"?”

L] 'i"'e_s_ii

“There's & pipsy in the wood—a
rongh [ellow,” szaid Mick rvespectfully.
“I saw him a little while ago. He's
none teo good to rob wvou after dark,
and knock wvou on the head, ton. I—I
thonght I ought t» warn you, sir!™

Sir Philip's brow darkened.
11-‘:'1 EIPE??!T
“Yes gir!"”

HMThank  you for the warming!
Walters, gpive me my stick from the
car.”

Mick raized hiz cap again and walked
on, tiwe baranet staring after him with
a strange interest in his face. At a little
distance Mick stopped and looked back.
With his stick under his arm  Sir
Philip had entered the footpath, and
the trees had swallowed him up. The
gipsy schoolboy hesitated,

Barengre was in the wood, and Mick
knew what would happen if the ruffian
cams on the old gentleman—well
dressed, evidently wealthy, A blow
from the gipsy's cudgel and a robbery—
Mick knew that it was certain if they
met in the lonely recesses of the womd.
He hesitated long, his old dread of
Barengro strong upon him; but at last
ho turned back and entered the foot-
path. HHe opened his pocket-knife, and
cot a stout stick in the thicket, and then,
with hiz light, noizcless tread, he

followed the baronet,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mick Takes a Hand !

ARENGR(D, the gipsy. grinned
evilly in the cover of the
thickets. Luck had come the

IPSY 8 WaY.

Through ths dusk of the footpath a
tall figure came in sight—a well-dreszed
man, following the fostpath alone.
Barengro's hand elosed on s cudgel.

It was not the frst time by many that
Barengro had played the footpad. And
this was a rich prize.

Sir Philip Aungel had not forgoiten
the unknown boy's warning, But he
was deep in thought as he walked
throungh the dusky wood. The strange
resemblance of Mick to his son. Aubrey
Angal, had struck him, as it had st ruck
alt the fellows at Greyfriars. It had
stirred old, buried recollections in the
baronet's mind, and he was thinking of
anything but danger as he followed the
ﬁ-::r'lttiﬂr:..' footpath towards the Friardale
T,

There was a sudden rustle in the
underwornd, and Barengro spraung oub
inte the footpath.

His cudgel was lifted for a blow that
wag inten to knock the old gentleman
down, and place lim at the mwerey of tha
thief. Ilarengro's methods as a fookpa
were not gentle,

But Sir Philip, taken by surprize as he
was, was not quite caught napping.
Miek's warning rushed back into his
mined as he heard the rustle in the
thicket, and he sprang back as the gipsy
ruzned on him,

His shick came up Just mn time to meet
the blow of the cudgel, and ward it off.
They crathed together with a termhia
unpach, and tha stick was dashed (rom
the baronet's hand,

“Good gad!"” gasped Sir Philip.

In the fus'k of the feotpath the gipsy
was liitla more than a shadew to him.
He could not make out the man's face;
he caught only the savage glitter of the
hlack eyes that flashed at him. He saw
the gipey's arm rise for a sccond blow,
and ho was defonceless now, Quick as
thought, and with an activity amazing in
one of his years, the baronet ]lmmei
forward, and closed with the ruffian
before he eould strike.

The sudden rush sent Bavengro whirl-
ing backwards, with Bir Philip's gras
on him, and they went to the ground,
{lee baonek 'II}],IH"'IHH}E-L

“Hoarn you ! panted DBarvenpro,

Yor the moment 3ir Philip Angel had
flage :ulv:nllngﬂ_ But the Erasp of the
poweriul mipsy closed on him zavagely,
and the old gentleman almost crumpled
wpr ik,

IIo was whirled over and dashed to
ithe ground, and Barengro’s sinewy knee
was planted on him. 'The gipsy's savage
handls gripped hia throat,

“ Now ! hissed Barengren.

A fow moments more, and the hanless
Laronet would have been choked inte
insenztnlity.

But there was a gquick footstep, and
Mick came panting up. He had been
near enough, as he followed Sir Uhilip,
to zoe what happoned, and he voshed on
i time to savo him.

Crash §

Mick's eudgel canle down on DBaren-
grao's head.

There was a stariled yell from the
rallian, and he half turned towards his
asspilant.  Dazed as he was, even in the
dusk e vecognised him,

* Mick, you-—-"

{ ‘razh!

Make a note of this, us ﬂur reat new serial—
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Mick stroek again with  desperale
strength,  His lifa would have been
worth  wobhing 3 Darengro's savage
bands bad fastened on him then.

Crazh !

Barengre reeled away  from  the
Laronst, an:d collapsed into the grass.
Mick had struck hard, and I was
stunned by the third blow,

Bir Philip Angel sat up dazedly.

Mick did not heed him for a moment.
He bent over Davengro, panting, watch.
ful, Bt 1he rulfian was not shamming ;
he was -:‘mup‘.etv!f insensibic,

Mick breathed hard with relief,

He turned towards Sir Philip Angel,
whis wis staggering to his feet, breath-
les2, dazed, and splutlering [or breath.

“lrood gad!™ gasped the baronet
“Lapod gad! Oh!™

“AN safe now, 23r!" said Alick.

“Is ihe brote stunned®™

Es erli "

Sir Philip peared at hin.

“Are vou the boy who warned me on
the Redelsfe road BV

“Yos, eir”

“ How did you come hore?™

Ahick chuckled.

“I follered, sir,” he oxplaived, 1
knowed vou'd never got through safe if
‘ou mel him, g0 I follerad on.”™

“ilood gad! You have saved moe
From serious injury, and cortainly from
robbery,” said Sir Philin, “You are a
brave lad 1™

“Orl rvight, siv!™ said Aiek.
glad to give him a oner!™

“A—a what¥"

“I'va got & if of my own hack, sir.”
raid Mick, with satisfaction. * He's
willoped me often etmug:h g

“Your know the man?®"

“You bet!" said Mick. * EKnow him
well, and he knows me. Ie thrashed me
every day of my life when I was in the
gipsy gang.”

“(iood gad!" said Sir Philip, staring
at him. I noticed on the road that
your face was dark., VYeou do not mean
to tell me that you arve a gipsy?”

“"onrse T am ! said Mick,

Y Oh T

Bir Philip drew back a pace, and his
expressienn hecame colder and harder
Mick did not observa it.

“1 thought, from your clothing. that
you were a schoolboy,” said the barenet
in an altered voice, “Did won come
Lionestly by those clothes?™

Mick stared at him.

“Think I pinched “em.®” he asked.
“Tain't a thief, if that's whal vouo mean,
though this here bloke has bried Tard
encugh to makes me one!™

Hhood gad ! satd Bir Philip,

The baronet leaned on a teee, breatl-
ing hard, In the grass Barengro, the
gipay, lay like a log,

“You'll be sale now, sir,"” saub AMick,
after o rather awlward panse. 1l
won't be able to get arfer you before
you're through the wood, if you get on.™

Ile made 2 movement to go.

Bir Philip Angel's words had wournded
hin. though the baronet's suspicion was
nalural enough. in the vircumstanees,

“Brop!" exclaimed Siv Philin.

Mick turned back,

“You say vou know this mau®”

“Conrse | do.”

“Then vour evidence will be needed.
He cannor be taken into cus-iody now,
bk T shall inform the police immedintely
of thiz cutrage, and vou will lw able to
help. Come with me.”

“ Mo fear ! said Mick,

“Whart *

*He's beon a brute 1o me™
FHe'd kill me Tor what

“1'm

. =ai) Mick.
I'vee ghoase puoaw,

— A Marked Man ! "—starts next week !

Sir Philip.

Sir Philip"s stick came up just in time to meet the blow ol the eudgel
and ward it off. They crashed togeither with terrific impact, and the
stick was dashed from the baronet’s hand.

“* Now——! " hissed Barengro.

Turn to pages 14-15! T

““ Good gad !* gasped
(Fee Chopter 4.)

informal won

Nut [ ain't giving agin
him.”
CWhat ¢ Why not?" snapped S
Phalip.
St ain't my way,” said Mick, I was

i hi: gang, and I wouldn't “amd lum
over to the police if he eut the skin off
me, A gipsy don’t go back on his tribe”

“Monsense ! snapped the baronetl.
“Come with me, my boy !”

blick did not stir

“You'd hetter get on, =i, he saud.
“fle's hard lut, but he's tough: he will
e ripe for mischief when he comes to.
Andd be's beginning o move already.”™

“Yery well. I will not foree you, after
what von have done for me, my boy,"
said Sir Philip, in a kindey tone. ™ I sup-
pase vou have yvour own iden of lovaliy,
amd 1 owill not make you do what you
think wrong.”

Miok grinned. It would nol have been
casy for Siv FPhilip to make the clusive
gipsy accompany him, if he had wanted
to do s0. Mick would bhave been about
as oa-y to cateh as o weasel,

“Youd better get on, =ir.” saud Mick
and with that he disuppearved into the
thielet+

St Plhalip =food for some moments,
beathing hard., But the gipsy school
hov's pdviee was foo good not to be
taker, and the roffian on the grovnd was
already showing s<igns  of retuwrning to
consciousnesz, Sty Philip picked up bis

stick, and strode on at a good pace by the
footpath: and he wos greatly relioved
when ke siepped out at last into the open
;‘ﬂlad that ran from Friardale 1o CGrey-
riks,

Deep in the woods Mick was roaming
at large, enjoying his freedom, under
dusky trees and by shadowy woodland
streams,  For the time he was a gipsy
again, and all thought of Greyiriars and
its rules and regulations seemed to havae
vanished Trom his mind,

———

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Stariling News !

L L By
H The remark was nol really
intelbigible,  But it expressed
the feelings of Bir 1lillon
Popper, Daronet,

Sir llilion's temper wasz fur from poodd
at the best of tire-. To-day everything
seemed to nnite fo irritate him, and lis
terper was really very bad,

Maick, the mipsy. was shill albi-ent, But
that was not all.  Sir Philip Angel had
not arrived at Grevfriars.

A gipsy waif might be exeoused for
irvesponsibility, not  that_ Sie  [lilton
thought of cxcosing lim.  But a baronet
of the United Kingdom certuinly ought
wat Lo have failed to kecp an appointment

A triumph for Hedley Scott !
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with anoihcr baronet of the United King-
dom. The inexplicable absence of fir
Philip Angel was mora irritating to 3w
Hilton than the abzence of the gipsy
schoolboy,

For it was drawing near seven-thirty,
and at geven-thirty Sir Hilton was accns-
tomml to dine at Popper Cowrt. Sir
Philip's interview with the Head should
have been over by this time, and he
gshould have been on the way to Popper
Court with his fellow-baronet. Instead
af which, Angel's father had not even
arrived at Greylriars.

Angel of the Fourth, who was on the
locki-oub for his pater, was sarprised and
irvitated. He had hoped that Mick's fate
woutld be sealed at the coming interview,
ancl he wondered angrily at his father's
failure to. keep the appointment. At
evoery moment he expected to hear the
Angel car on the drive. Byt it did not
COTE.

Bir Hilton Popper lad retired lo the
vizitors'-room like a lion fo hiz lair. DBut
at intervals of five or ten minutes he
strode forth, fuming. Many {ollows
noticed him. In a short time, it was
a standing joke amoung the !i_unim‘s.

“Come and look at ofd Popper over
the bamsters,” fellows in the Fourth end
the Remove said (o one another,

And they went and looked and grinned.
Billy Bunter, being short sighted, went a
little too clese to look, Ile peered at the
baronet from the distance of a mup}e of
yards, throngh his big spectacles, with a
grin on his fat face. U%lfm'tmmtely for the
Owl of the Remove Bir Hilton noted and
resented the grin, and boxed Dunfer’s
BaTS.

The fat junior roared and retreated, no
longer grinning, There was o chortle
from the landing above,

Sir Hilton Pepper went 1o the Heal's
house at last, and was admitted to sce
Dr. Locke again. He found the Head of
Greviviars just as puszled as hunseli Ly
Sir Philip's failure to arrive.

“"Some accident on the road,” supg-
gested the headmaster,

“Hulh !

“Thore are many accidents to cars in
these :]a_l{':i,” remarked Dr. Locke mitldly.

kL H.l'.h .,."

Dir. Locke coughed, and made no more
suggestions.

“Iv s intenzely annoying,” :aid Siy
Hifton, I have barely time to drive
home for dinner,  Sir Philip was to dine
with me. Really, o most annoying and
disturbing state of affaivs, The mter-
view must, I suppose, be postponed;
and 1t's not searcely fnir to vou, Dr.
Lacke, to lake up your lime Lo-morrow,””

The Head coughed again.

Sir Hilton Popper took up as much of
hiz time as all the other governors of
Gregiriars rolled together.  He seldom
seemed conscious of the fack that the
Head's time was of value.

“ Tt is useless for me to remain,” zaid
Siv Hilten, fortunately without noliving
how the Head's face brightencd at that
remarl, * Apparently Sir Philip Angel
ca nnok I{mqin his appointment. I am sur-
prised that he had not allowed us to know
in time. I shall return to Popper Court,
Dr. Locke; and if Bir 1hilip should, by
any chance, arvive, perbaps you will
kindly tell him that T expect him to stay
thoe night at the Court.”

"Certainly, Sir Hilton,”

And the iraseible baronet took
leave, and rolled away in his car for
Fopper Court, fortunately arriving there
with just time fo change ?ﬂr dinner. Had
Sir Hilton been late for dinner, it is
almost impossible to surmise what might
have happened,

his

Look out for
Tiue Magxer LiBrary.—No, 822,

Harry Wharton & Co. watched him
depart thankfully, Mick had not come
in yet, aod they were glad thabt the
baronet was not waiting for him. In his
present  temper, Sic IlHilton would cor-
tainly have dealt hardly with the recklesy

1p4Ey.
g!“::‘l.’cli he's gpone,” said Fob Cherry.
“ 1 wonder if the other blighicr—I meas.
the other batonet—is coming, after all?
He geems late.”

“The latefulness 15 terrific.  The
esteemed  Angel seemz annoyed,” re-
nrarked [Turree Jamset Ram Singh,

Aubrey Angel was on the -teps of the
Sehool HMouse, staving inlo  the dusky
quad  with  kuitted brows,  Ie was
guzilml and exasperated, Why kad not

1= fziher come?

“Well, we've mor to get o7 for prej”
sabed Havey Wharton ; and the Removites
wenb up to the studies,

Angel conlinued to watch [rom ihe
sleps, leiting prep slide, ax he oflen did.
The black sheep of the ouwrth was a
slacker as well as a blackpguard,

Wharton and Nuogent were at prep in
Sruwdy No. 1, when ihe door was thrown
open, and Billy Bunter's fat, excited face
looked in.

“I =ay, you lellows

“Haz he come m:™” a-ked Wharton,
looking up.,

“Yez; and he looks a Lit rumpled
grinned Bunter,

“* Mick doest™

“Who's talliine abowt Mick®™ smlfed
Dunter, Y Angels palec’s come——-">"

“Blow Angel's pater!”

“No end of a row, though” suid
Tiunter, with a chuckle. 1 say, he's
varpled andd dusty, and his collar's iorn,
ane hiz hat depted.  Ile's been scrap-
ping."

*Whutt” roared Wharton,

“Borappaag with oa gipsy ™™ lanled
Bunter exeitedlv. “Tt's true, T sav, T
heard him iell the 1ead and Quelchy, A
pipsy barged into him in the wood, and
tried to vob him,  Ile's pot hingev-marks
an hiz neck==he !1.’1.-;__ 1'{";1“_1.'! I =av, you
fellows, de you think Mk goi one of his
gipay pals to lay old Angel out?”

* Whe-a-at 1™

“Well, old Angel was coming heve to
et Mick sacked,” said Bunter. * Angel
tald me so: at least, T heard him tell
satie fellows,  Aud AMick’s ant of gates,
ton, Looks to me as if it's a put-up job.
what 7"

“You slly owl!” raved Nugent,

“0On, really, Nugent!”

“You [at chump!” exclaned Whar
ton. “"I've a jolly good mind fo stump
vor for sugeesting such & thing !

“I think s jolly hkely ! retoricd
Bunter, "I asked Augel of the Fonrth,
atel he said it waz Likely encongh, BMick's
pol a ot of rullianly pals, and ha's pud
viie of then: up to barging at Angol's
pater, I think i's jolly likely."

“Yeou've lold Angel that silly rod?™
exclained Harry.

“Wali. T asked him,” said
Y1e thinks it's likely enongh,
I. So does Skinner !™

“You fat villain 1™

“Oh, veally, Wharton '™

Veruan-Suiih put bis head inlo the
study.

Y MNooend of a rag dewnstairs.” hie said.
"You fellows are wmissing 1he zhow.
Jolly old barcuet highly excited - looks

LE ]

:

Bonter,
Haoelo

NSWE Rs
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‘¢ Billy Bunter at Bisley !

Gipsy, is—

as if he's beon in a fght on Hampstead
Heath on & Bank Holiday. Epinniuﬁ a
yarn that ho was attacked by o gpipsy,

T hewrd 181 exclabed  Bunter.
“Don’t you believe it, Bmithy? Don’t
:-rm_nt Igﬁlmm Mick put one of his pals up
Tov b !

“Tathead! AMore hkely he got
serewed, mnd got into & scrap with somne
bargee!" auswered the Bounder, * Ask
Aungel—-he'd know !

“So I will,” said Banter; and he
ralled away to ask Aubrev Angel of the
Fourdk  what * ha  thouwrht of the
Bovnder's suggostion,

There was a roar of lpughier in Btudy
o, 1. The Remaovites eonld ouesz what
sort of a reception Bunter would  get
frem Aulivey,

“Hazn't the gipsy kid come in Tef,
voul fellowa ! a=ked the Dounder,

“1 1hink not,” answered Wharlon,
“Thie iz hiz study, 20 he would have
cama here, ™

Vervon-Sriith looked at him curiously.

“You don’1 ihink there’s avything in
Bunter's yarn '™

“IWhat rol 1™

“YWell, I dou't know” said the
Bounder coolly. ¥ Old Augel iz no end
of a bhig gun on the roverning hoard.
and he was eaming liere {0 do lns hest
to got Miclk sarked Mk stuys ont of
gates, and a pipsy bangs: old Angel in
the wond, [ heard the old boy say that
the rullian roshed af im to knock him
daownt with a big stick, Thore's onily one
gang of wipeies in this localiiy, and
that’s the gang that Mick belonged to
befove e came here,™

“Hat he's rao away frowm them, aned
lie's on the worst of forms with (them—
b ]ﬂ.*u:—i. one of  them ™ exclaimed
Mument.

“Home of the others may ba his
friends, thewgh, and willing to do him a
good turn™

1t mpex=ible 1 exelaimed Whar-
ton. “You sl be an ass to think of
sucl a thing, Smithy!  Mick would
Lever dreani—-—""

“Well, Ire's a queor beggar,” zawpl {he
Bounder, “ Anybow, I know that .-’,,,f'lgﬂ_
s already puiting the varn aboat s that's
where Dhnter picked it np.  It's jolly
queet Alick being out at the time, Buot
pevhaps he'll turn out to have been in
avolher guarter. You o fellows know
wliera he's gone?™

“1e left nz on the way home [rom
Pocde!yie,” cand Harry.

The Boander whistled,

“Tu the wood 27

“Yos, What's the neatlor, if lie did "

“Only that's where 3ir hilip Avgel
was aftacked—in the wood, on the Toot-
paily beiween the RodelyTe vonsd  aed
Friavdale TLave” said  YVernon-Smith,
“Mick mwust have been pretty close to
the spot, it secms,™

Wharton gave him a startled lonk,

Uit ppossible ! Dmipossibie

“T hope so, for Mick's sake.” said (ha
Bouwnder. “1e's not a bad kid !

And Paithy  strolled away, leaving
Wharten and XNugent looking at gue
another Blankly,

YIs npossible ! sand Havey apaim,
“Tlow could Mick have known anvihing
about old Auvgel conung that way? I
don't sce how e came to be walking
through the wosd at all, and Alick
couldn' t have known. Anyhow, he's
quite incapablo—-~""

“I'm sure of it 1" aaid Frank, * But—
Insf—-"*

“ But wlhat "

“Awngel of the Tourth will use any
atick to beat a dog. If he can make his
father heliove such a yvarn—"

it is the next—
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“ Anyhow, iha HFMIFW{MIE&H.E s

W e miecht 1" said Frank,

*“(Oh, it'grs::ttan[ That 5i|l§' asy Mick
if only he'd come in with us ¥’ e:m!almn}i
Harry, “He's played into Angel's
hands by playing the goat. The young
ass! I'm going down.”

“ What [gk‘)ut- prep "

“Dh, blow prep! ‘

Wharton was feeling ton disturbed for
prep. He went down with Hug&nt, and
joined o buzzing orowd of Greyfriars
iﬂl]ows below. ‘The attack on Bir 'F‘h}hp
Angel was the one topie, and on all sides
the chums of the Remove hedrd it
debatod whether Mick had had a hand

in it,

s A

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Under Suspicion !

URBREY ANGEL smiled-—nmot a
A pleasant smile, )
Matters seamed to be working
very smoothly for the cad of the
Fourth. H{rbﬂdj had been mord sur-
prised than Angel when his father
arrived at Grevfriars, on foot, and in &
somewhat rumpled and dishevelled state,
A store of fellows—Angel among thom—
had heard Sir Philip explain to the
Head how he had been attacked by &
ipsy footpad in the wood. And inte
gel's keen, unscrupulous mind the
ught came at once, that here was a
pew snd powerful weapon against his
enemy. But to do Angel justice, he
suspected that what he suggested might
be true. To his mind, it appeared
probable enough that Mick, having by
some underhand means learned of the
baronet's coming, had put up some old
aspociate, some gipsy ruffian to attack
him, Mot that Angel cared much
whethor the suspicion was true or false,
Bo long a3 it found credence, that was
all ha cared about. ‘
It needed only the suggestion to come
from Angel, snd the possibility was
discuzsed far and wide. Billy Bunter,

indeed, carried it all over the Honse— 1

cheerfully claiming it as his own sngges-
tion, Skinner and Bnoop and Stott, iy
tha Remove, remarked that it was very
likely ; Eennoy of the Fourth said thar
it was certanin. Bome of the fellows
thought it wvery doubiful, others self.
evident: all dizcussed it

Unless Mick contld prove o strong
alibi afiorwards, it wasz certpin that =
vary disagreeahle snspicion must atbuch
tﬂrﬁim, Anpel smiled as ho hoard the
fellows discussing it—many of them uet
even knowing that the sugpestion had
come from him in the fivst place.

Fellows like Harry Whartan & Ca.,
who knew Mick intimately, wers corlam
that he was incapable of an aect of
ruffignism, or of participating 0 one,
But other fellows did nol know him =0
well; but ther knew that be was wild
and wayward.and untamed, and that he
had been in more or less trouble ever
aipce he had come to the sehonl, owing
to his wild ways.

Temple of the Fourth remarked that
there really was no ielling whal such a
fellow might or mightn't de—and many
agreed with Temple,

“ Anzel was rather a cosl to |1rinE Brix
pater down on the kid,” said Ceeal
Reginald Temple. “But If the kid
really put up a gipsy ruflian to bhanging
Angel's pater, the sooner he's kicked out
of Greviviars, the better., It's the middy
limit 1™

“And it looks Tike of," said Fry,

“'he fellow was on the spot,

how,” said

) any-
Bkinner of the Remove,

in Redclyffe Wood, He dodged them,
and stayed behind in the very place”

Temple whistled, ,

“Looks bad,” he said.  “8till, dan'i
give a dog a bad name and hang hiw,
He may clear himself 21l right when he
comes in.*

“Mayn't come back at all after what
he's done ! said Kenney.,

“Wa don't knbw that be's done any-
thin® vet,” answered Temple “ive
the kid a ehoves, even 1f he i3 an out-
sider 1"

Aubrey Angel listencd to ihe discus-
gion, and strolled away smiling, Billy
Bunter met him in the pasaage.

“1 eny, Angel, old chap!™

** Hallo, Bunter !”

The dandy of the Tourth was un-
penglly civil to Bunter. The tattler of
the Lower School was useful to him now
as a spreader of evil suspicions,

“1 say, Angsl, Smithy thinks that per-
haps yonr paler wasn'i pitched into by
a ‘g*l‘lie;:, at 8ll,” said Dunter.

‘' What ] )

“How's that? exclaimed Skinner.

“ Well, Smithy thinks that perhaps old
Angol got squifty, and had a serap with
a bargee, and spun this yarn to cover it
up,” said the Owl of the HRHemove
fatuously. * What do you think, Angel I"

*IIa, ha, ha!”

There was & howl of langhter from the
juniors, Aubrey Awngel's face was
crimeon with wrath.

“You fat idiat 1™ he yelled.

“Oh, really, Angel—" ~

#Go it, Bunter ™ howled Ty of the
Fourth, “Thie is rich! What else does
Smithy think*"

“Ha. ha, hat”

“Well," samid Bunter
Yarooonoooh 1™

Angel had grasped the Ouwl of the
Remove by the collar, e procecded to
bang Bunter's head ou the wall, and

“he sald—-

T ve had it from Bull that they lost him’

yella: of ancuish arose from William
George Bunter,

“There, you fat demmy ! gasped
Angel, and he strode aWRy savagoly,
leaving Billy Bunter roanng.

Angel of the Fourth rcturned to his
study. He was anxic s to zee his fathor,
amd hoped that the old gentleman would
come there, But Bir Philip did naot
comwe. He had been shown to a gnest's
rootn, on the Iead's side of the big
baige doors that separated the School
House from the MHead's IHouse; and
Ange] surmised that he would dine wilh
the Hend, az ceriainly he had lost his
dinner at Popper Conrt.  Augel was
anxious te =ee him before ih?n, a5 un-
doubtedly the subject of Mick would
come up after dinner, and he wished o
inskil hiz own miscrable suspicien into
ks father's mind first, .

He woent at last along the corridor, and
passed the baize doors, and entered” the
Head's House, There a servant showed
him to Sir Philip’s room, .

The baronet did not seem specially
pleased to see him.  Probably he was
ready for his dinner; and the affair in
the wood had certainly told on his
0T VES.

“You, Aulrey! T will sce you later,
my boy. I am dining with Dr, Locke,”
he smid. “1 shall come to your study
before I go on to Popper Court.”

“I—I was rather anxious,
Ware you hurt ™" osked Angel.

Sir Philip’s hard face softened a little.

“Mv dear boy, of course! No; I am
not hurt—only, naturally, rather upsect.
I have several bruizes. MNothing seriouvs
—nothing scrious.”

"It was a gipsy

“Yes, I did not see him clearly, in
the dusk, but I know that it was & gipsy
—a halkng roffian—="

“Why did he set on you, father?”

“Ta rob me, of courze,”™

“"You cdon't think it wos-—-wns

father,

r

be-

ranse-—="" Angel hesiltated.

There was & quick footstep in the wood, and Mick came paniing up.
Crash ! Mick’s cudgel came down on Barengro's head. There was
a stariled yell from the rufian, and, dazed as h*."“‘*, he recognised
his assaflant. ** Mick—you ! ”* he panted, (Sce Chapler 4.

—issue of the * Greyfriars Herald?’ ! It's a scream !

Tue Micxer Lisnany. —No. B22,



10

His faiher tuwrned from the dressing-
table, to stare at him.

“ Beeanse what? What do you mean,
Aubrey?”

“Becavse vou were conming herve ta
gspeak to the Head against the gipsy
here,” said Aubrey, _

S Philip started violently.

“What--what? What did you s=ay,
Aubrey?’

"I couldn’t help suspecting it, father.
That gipsy fellow, Mick, is an out-and-
ot ruffian. He picked a row with me
ane day, and we fought; though I'm in
a different Form, and he need not have
conte into contact with wwe at afl, f he'd
liked to ]-mr:!l elear.  He breaks bounds
2t night—-"

“Yon told me =0 in your Tetier
proved 7

“It'a proved, and he was nearly ex-

led for it a week ago. Al the fellows

now he's an utter savage. The Hewmd

will tell you, if you ask him, that he
fleggod the young brute lask week, for
breaking dormitory bounds after mid-
night,” L

“ood gad!™
- "It's well known that he goes poach-
]ng_ll

“ Iy it possible®”

“And very Dikely stealing,” said
Angel, "Nobady veally knows what he
doos when he gets out at night. He's
paily with a gang of gipsies camped near
Courtfield—the only gipsies in the place.
It must have been one of that gang who
wont for yeu—af it was & gipsy at all.”

“I amn certain that 1t was a gipsy.”

“Yell, I can't help thinking that he
knew you were coming here, and pnt up
one ol his rufhanly friends to wait for
you,”" said Angel.

" Good gad !

A1 Philip stared at his son; he seemed
te have forgotten all about dinner,

“Buot no one could have known fhat
F should cross the wood by the foot-
Bnih,” he zaid, at last. “The car broke

own on the Redelyffe road, and it was
only at the last moment that 1 decided
to walk through the wood.'

Angel's face fell o little.  That in-
formation was rather a set-back to his
theory of a plot.  But he was silent only
for a moment.
~ "They saw you go into the wood, and
Jumped at the chance,” he said.

Is it

“It is possible,” said Bir Philip. ' But
there iz no reason to suppose that the
boy Mick was on the spot, Aubrey, at
all.  Moreover, he would havdly know
me by sight.”

Again Angel felt that he had received
a set-back,  But Angel of the Fourth
was a sticker—in evil, at least.

“T dare say he's scen your phoiograph
e my study, father. nd a pietore of
you was in the newspapers the other day,
when you made a spoech.”

“That 1 true,” said 8ir Philip. “He
may have known me. But surely the
boy, at that time, was within gates
here.'”

“Not ab allL™  Angel smiled now,
“He's not come in yet.”

“Lood gad!™

“He was out with some [lellows this
aiternoon, and stayed out, refusing to
come back with them in time for lock-
up,” said Angel. “And they lefi him
behind in Redelyffe Wood.”

“You are suref”

“Laite sure,™

“Then, at the time I was atracked, he
must have been somewhere near the
spot ¥ exclaimed the baronet.

“"MNo doubt at all about that, father,
Of course, he staved out to hobnob with
some low associate,” said Angel. ** That’s
pretty certain, It looks to mé as if he
took his chance of getting the ruffian to
knock you out. If they'd succeeded, you
wouldn't have been able to come here
and deal with him.”

“Did thiz boy, Mick, know that T was
coming here on hiz account tfo-day?”
asked the baronet sternly,

Y He must have; I'd told a good many
fellows,™

Sip Philip gnawed his lip.

“It looks very probable,” he ssid;
“very probable indeed! (Good gad!
And that s the character that has been
admitted to Greyfriars—a boy capable of
instigating a murderouns attack upon a
governor of the school, Good gad '™

At this point Bir Philip received a
message that the Head was waiting
dinner. Angel of the Fourth left him,
with a cheery smile on hiz face. He
had instilled the poison; and it only re-
mained ko sen how -/t would work,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Too Late !
Frow led

ik HE uiter ass!"” Beb
Chorry.
“"The thumping

duffer ™
said Wharton.

MNever had the recklessness of the gipsy
schoolboy  exasperated his friends o
much as now., It was getiing towaids
hedtime for the Remove, and Mick had
not returned.

Message after message had come from
the Head’s house, as the chums of the
Remove knew. Mr. Quelech, when hoe
received the messages, could only serd
the answer that the truant . bad noel yel
réturned to school,

mner was over in the Head'z novse
—lJong over. Sir FPhilip Angel had tele-
plioned a message to Popper Courd, aed
Sir Hilten Poppor was to send o ear over
for hi:rli't. Now the car was suortmg  up
the drive, and stil Sir Plulip Angel had
not - been able lo Inferview the gipsy
schoolboy, whe was still oul of gates.

A last message came from the Head's
louse, Wwhen the car from Papper Court,
stopped there at the door. Wharton and
Bob Cherry, who were hanging on,
watching for Mick to come in, saw My,
Queleh receive the message, and noled
the ominous knitting of his brews, amd
the gleam in his eyes, as he sent the
inevitable reply, e could only reply
that he could mnot send Mick to the
Hend's house, for the simple reason that
ﬂlij gl}'ra}' 1.;';? not there HE sc|~nl‘-.

. Yuelech was angr o ANgry.
And undoubtedly the Hem:]p fvm gi_':}[-
tremely angry when he received the
Remove master's answer,

eqktﬁeir anger, compared with Sir

hilip's, was as moonlight unte =unlight,
as water unto wine,

Bir Philip did not fume and grumt,
after the manner of Sir Hilten Popyper,
whe was a demonstrative dp;enll:-man. Sir
Philip was anything but demonstrative.

But his anger was a good deal deeper
and stronger. It was betrayed by the
grim  compression of his lips and =
momentary flash in his deep grey eyes,

It is matmgmua—whujcmdg all bear-
g “The boy is still

ing I said the Head,
out of gates.”

““ At mne o'clock I said Sir Philip.

The Head glanced at the clock and
nodded,

“And that is the boy I have come
specinily to Greyfriars to see,” said the
baronet. “I have come from London to
zee him, and I cannot see him, because
he does not chocss to be prezent, T have
ricver heard of such treatment of a
governor of the school by a Lower boy.
It was unbeard-of in my time at Grey-
friars, Dr. Locke.”

The Iead bit his hip.

“It iz equally ‘unhecard-of now,” he
answered.  “"No Grevfriars boy would
dream of acting in such & manner, ex-
cepting this wayward lod.”

“ Doubtless he has his reasons for not
refurning,” said 3ir Philip. T do not
Lelieve that it is mere waywaxdness,™

“I] am sure—"

“1 cannct agree, I belicve that the
hoy «are not iface me, after what hape
pened in Redelyffe Wood.”

B e—

“1 was altacked there by a gipsy,” sand
the baronet bitterly. “I do not beliove
that I came on this ruffian qute by
chance. I am convinced that he was et
on by the bay.”

“S5ir Philip !

“T am convineed of i, sir: and I
Lelieve that this iz ihe reason why this
vagrant, MMick, dorz not retuzrn to the

The man who knows all about football—HEDLEY SCOTT !—

Tue Micxor Lienaky. - No. 522,



~—Great New Serial “ A MARKED MAN!?™ introducing Ferrers Locke.

e — —r

11

gasped Angel. (See Chapter 6.)

Bunter's head against the wall,

There was & howl of laughier from the juniors as Billy Bunter finished relating what Vernon-Smith had sald. But Aubrey :
Angel gave s howl of wrath, and, darting lorward, banged Billy

** Thers, you fat duommy | *'

school After what he has done, he dare
not !
“I cannot believe—"" ]
“He dare not return—at least, until I
am gone,” said Sir Philip. with concen-
trated snger. “I am sure of it.
was & party to the sttack on me in the
wood.' i
Dr, Locke shook his head. ,
““He i incapable of it, I am certain,”
he answered.

““And I am certain of the contrary. The

ipsy made a savage sttack on me, and_
g‘d X not received holp I should have
been stunned and serionsly injured.
the merest change 1 was aided in the
struggle by some lad who was apparently
on personally bad terms with the ruffian
who attacked me. Dut for that I should
probably be lying in the wood at this
moment, " |

“But—" said tho Head.

“The boy was & party to it,” sszerted
Sir Philip iively. 1 aefuse to
enterlain a doubt on the subject.™

“If that should prove to be the casze,
Sir Philip. certainly he will not remain
at Greyfriors., I can promise you thal
the investigation will bo striet.”

“And the conclusion certamn, 1 hope.
Mow that Sir Hilton Popper has wilh-
drawn his support from this vagrant,
what reason can there be for keeping him
in the school?” . .

“ Mane, oxcepling the consideration of
his future,” said the Head. *Ile is wild
and wayward, but has mony excellent

nalities, It was somewhat a;ininst my
nelgment thet I admitted him here; but
imring held out hopes to the boy, it
seems hard on him 1o dash them to the
ground, 1f he is guilly, as you believe,
of course there is no guestion of forgive
nes for bim., But I thank he will be able
to clear himself of that, and the mailer
remains one of truancy.”

“Are the rules of the achool to be seb
gt paught, then, and the opinion of at
lenst two of the governors to be disre-
garded I ore -

“MNot in the least. Your opinion, Sir
Fhilip, weighs very much with me.” said

the 1Tead guietly.  “Duat the decision

must rest with Sir Hilton Po who
seni the boy here, If he shall decido
definitely to remove him 1 have nothing
to say.”

3ir Philip rose, ;

“] think I can answer for Sir Hilton
after I have spoken to him,” he said.
“The boy's present conduct will be suffi-
cient. 1 am fairly sure that Jir Hilton
will share my view that the boy Mick
was concerned in the attack upon me. In
any case, Dr. Locke, 1 am bound to say
that if the boy remains here it will Le
my duty to raise the matter at the next
meeting of the governing board. A
gipsy at Greviriars!”  Bir Philip com-
pressed his lips.  “The greatest sorrow 1n
my life, Dr. Locke, was caused by the
villainy of a gipsy.” He checked himself
abruptly. ¥ Greviriara is no place for a
gipsy vagrant. Let him go back fo his
own kind.”

“It is hard on the boy. If von had
secn him, I think you might have formed
a more favourable opinion ™

“Whose fault is it that 1 have not seen
him*" said the baropet. *1 did not
desire to condemn him unseen amd uo-
heard. I made a szpecial journey  here
from London to see him.”

It is frue,” saud the Head

“He must blame Limseli, though I do
not think that an inferview with the boy
would have changed my opinion.
desired to be just, that = all ™

A few minntes later Sic Philip Angel
stepped into the car, and reolled away 1o
Papper Conrt.

From a window in the School [ouse,
Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry watched
his departure,

“Well, he's gone,” snid Harry, )

“Without seeing Mick. after waitimg
for him ! said” Bob, with a whistle.
“That's encugh to make any old gent
waxy."”

© Fapecially a governor of the school!
I'm afraid Mick's done for himeelf hore,™
spid the captain of the Bemove.

“Pogr old Mick!™

The juniors went back te prep in a
thowghtful moeod. Inthe Remove pos
sage groups of fellows were diseussing

—That’s why his GREAT NEW SERIAL is an

Mick, and the peculiar fact that twoe
noble baronetd, one after the other, had
waited in vain for the gipsy echoolboy.
The nerve of the El[ﬂ!j' in making two
governors of the schoo! wait on his con
venience made most of the [fellows
chuckls ; but most of them agreed that it
meant the long jump ” for Mick,

It was close on bedtime when Billy
Bunter rolled into the junior Common.
room, and announced, with a grin;

“He's come ™

“Mick ! exclaimed Wharton,

" Npa"

And there was a rush of the juniors {o
see Lhe returned wanderer.

p———r—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Senlenced !

MEE‘[{ stopped at the gates of
Cirevinam,

He was tived, sand he was a
httle apwrchensive, After the
[rast came the reckoning.

He felt that he had * done it " now.

ile thought of gelting in over the wall;
but he knew, ol course, that he must
have been missed, and his absence noted.
So be stopped at the school gates and
rang the L‘L‘I“. )
(osling came frowning cut of hislodge,
a good deal like a lion from his lair.

“ Pretty goings hon ! said Gosling, ae
Lo ar]mifmﬁ the gipsy schoolboy.

Mick grinned {aintly.

“F s'pose T've been missed, old "un?”
he saul, . ¢

“f g'pose vou 'ave,” saidl Cosling sar-
castically ; “ and 1 8 pose you'll bel missed
for good arter this, Cut along with you,
you young limb !”

Mick cut along to the School IMouse.

A crowd of fellows stared at him wher
e came in, .,

“Here's the choeky young sweep!
said Cloker of the Fifth,

“Blessad if T thought he'd come lLack
ot all.” =aid Kenny., “He's waited till
Angel’s pater was gone, anyhow,” :

“T say, vou fellows, here he ia! Tat's

ask  himy  about it,” squeaked DBally
assurpd success 1
Tue Macser Tagragr. Mo, B22,
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Bunter., *7T say. Mick, did you put upq
one of your gipcy pals to bili Angels
witter ¥

“Did you?"” grinned Sxinner,

Mick siared at them. :

“Whatt" he exclanmed.  “Is that
there a joket™ : :

“Ihat there ien’t a joke,” grinned
Temple of the Fourth. *That there is
iolly serious, my lad, as you'l} find,”

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“ Leok ‘cre—"" hepan Mick.

“You awinl young asz!" =aid Harry
Wharten. “Why did you dodge us In
the wood "

“¥—1 wanted a run.”

“And you've stayed out till neariy
bedtime becanse you wanted a run ! ex-
elaiined Wharion.

Mick humg his headl ]

YT know it was wrong,” he eaid.
Y But—but you've made me promise not
to break dormitory bowmwls no morve, and
sor—"

“A Jot your
gneered Skinner,

Mick's eves fashed.

“1 'zin't pever broke a promise,” he
“:iir

“T'm sure of that,” zand Whartor.
“Put it's jolly nearly az bad {for you {o
sty out like this, Mick,”

“I-=1 know I P

“id you know Sir Hilton Popper
was coming 1o see you '’ asked Nugent.

The gipsy schoolboy started,

“Course 1 dide'e!  Ilas
herve ™

*Has he?” chuckled Skinuer,
a few !™

“ia, ba, hai?

“Tle waited howre for you." chortled
Billy Bunter. " He went off [uming and
raging.”

“Oh, my eye ™ said Mick, 1n dizmay.

“And Angel's  paler, tool”  gaid
Johnoy Bull,

“Wow Angel’s paler 1™ sand Mick n-

promize is worth !

he been

“Just

cdependently, "I #'pose he didn’'t want
o eee me. Anvhow, I dido't want to
ree humn’

“He's a member of the poverning
board,™ suid Temple,

“What's tnar?” i

“Oh gad 1" exclaimed Cecil Reginald,
guite overcome hy that question,

The woaif of Greviviars Jdid not even
know =0 far of the existence of that
angust  bodv, the governors of the
s-hool,

“You'll find oul =ocon encugh,” eaid
Shinner. “Angel s=enigr will et yon
know."

“[Ia, ha, ha!”

“Who did vou put up to biffing old
Angel in the wood " asked Wenney.

“I dow't kwow what you're falking
ghoul,™  said Mk, ™1 don’t kpow
nothing aboot old Angel.”

“¥You didu't know he was attacked by
a pipey in Redelyfle Weood?!”  asked
Wharion, in relief,

“1low should 1 know ¥ )

“Well, T was e you didn’t,” said
Marry. T don't suppose vour even know
Angel’s father by sight, do you?®

“Clourse I don't!” o )

“1 knew there was pothing in it,” said
Bole.  “Ouly Angel's roften  malics,
starting o yaru like that, as T =aid all
along.™ .

“Phat’s gob to be proved ! put in
Anbrey  Angel. My  father believes
that that vageant zef the gipsy on him.”

“Then your father’s as big an ase ns
yvou are a cad ! retorted Bob Cherry.

“ Hear, hear!”

“Halle,  halle,  halle!

Quelchy ' murmuved Bolby,
Mr. Quelch came out of his study.

Heve's

is brow was griny as he lxed his eves
on the gipsy schoolbeoy.

“ 8o you have rveturned, Mick "

“Yes, air,” faltered Mick.

“Where have vou Leent™

“Only—only rawbling, =i

“1 drust se,” sud My, Qeulch drviy.
“Follow me !™

“ Yessir,"™

The gipsy schoolboy followed his Form
master to the Head's sindy, The crowd
of juniors were left in a buzz till the
prefects came along to clear them off to
their dormitories. In the Remove dor-
mitory the Lower Fourth went to bed
without Mick. -1hat hapless vouth was
“on the carpet’™ in the Head's study,

Mick was feeling extremely uncasy as
fre followed Mr. Quelch into the avngust
presence of the Head.

He had acted wilfully, waywardly, and
he. was conscious of wrongdoing, Now
he had to answer for it. He hoped that
it would be pothing waorse than a
fogeing.

Fren o Head's flogging did not. trouble
the hardy gipsy very much. Tt was hittle
enough after what he had been accus-
tomaed to  receiving at the hands of
Barengro, the gipsy, in the old dave.

But the stern look on the Head's face
warned Mick that the maiter was more
soerions than he had supposed. Indeed
the fact that he was ioken to the Heati
at all showed how serious it was.

A mere gquestion of euiting lock-up and
voll-eall would have been c?enit- with by
My, Queleh, Buat Mick o far could not
guess what else there was to be dealt
with.

Dr. Locke fixed his eves on the gipsy
srhoalboy.

“You have remained out of gales until
—hem —nearly half-past nine,” he said.
“Where have you been?”

“In the woods, sir.”

“In Redelyffe Woodt"

“Yos,™

“Did you meet any of vour [ormer
associates there 1"

Mick started.

“I—I saw DBarengro, sir.”

“On friendly terms?"

Mick suppreszed o prin.

“MNo, sir, ol atb all, sir.
the "ead with a stick.™

YO said the Jlead.
YO

* Arvter that 1 kept jollv clear of him,
sir.”’

“Mever mind Barvengro,” said the
Head, “I em aware that that man 9
yvour enemy, and would not be likely to
leagne with you for any puvpese, Did
you see any other gipsies?"

“No, s .

“Did vou know that Bir Philip Angel
was coming to Greyfriars to-day?”

Y MNo—yee, sl stammered Mick.

“Answer ‘Yes' or ‘No' "

“1 knowed because some feller

L °it liiny on

“And ihen

e

| Angel had =aid so, sir, but 1 had forged

about it,” said Mick,
thing to do with me."”

“Did you know that Sir Philip Angel
was conung here to protesl against your
prescnee in the school ¥

Mick winced and roloured.

“1 believe T heard soncthing of the
kind, sir, but I thought it was only

“Tt wasn'l any-

ﬂamaaawaammn

THERE'S MONEY IN IT! §
Sea pages 14 & 15. %
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You like footbull stories, and nothing will ever beat—

Angel's gas, 1le’s alwars gassmg sboul
hiz people and what they ean do.”
- 't'he Head coughed.

“Yon were aware of
stances at least 7%’ _

“1 g'pose so, siv, but I nevey thought
about it. What does it matter, anyhow,
whether I knowed ¥”

“&ir Philip Angel was attacked by a
sipsy on lus way here, and he believes
hml, the man was set on by yvou.”

" Oh, sirl”

“You deny it?” ] .

“Course | do, sir!” exclaimed Mick
indignantly. “Why, I've never seen
Lhim, and I wouldnt have hurt ldim,
Why should T7* :

TE& Head regarded him very keeuly.

It 'ain't fair for him d¢ think such
a thing, air,” sand Mick, * He wouldn't
think it about any other feller here.”

“That is Joubtless troe,” -sand the
Head., “But vou have chosen deliber-
ately to break the rules of the school.
]ia«f you reiurned from Redelyfle with
your companions at lock-up, ne such sus-
pivion coufd possibly attech to you,”

““Oh, gir " .

“Vou tell me that you disregarded ihe
laws of the school and the respect idue
to your Form master from a wwere willil
desive to wander in the woods ¥ said the
Head. * Possibly that s the case. Bir
Philip's view is that you intentionally re-
mained out of pates in order to concerk
the gttack on him with a ruiﬁnnl%' gip-y."”

*TT never did, siv " falteved Alick.

“1 hope not, Dut you ean see that
vour own conduct hag laid you open to
yrave suspicion, and that your denial
proves nothing,” said the Iead. ‘L
lhope—1  almost believe—that you are
innocent, but proof in the matler s nn-
possible Lo obtain.  All Sir Philip knows
i= that vou deliberately vemained out of
pates near the spot where he wae
aszailed at a time when he wasg connng
here to speak against you, and that he
had n narrow €scape ol reteIving severs
injuries. I do not concur in his opmien,
bt 1 rannot blame him for holding it.

Mick stood silent, overwhelmed with
dismay. .

-1t also happens that your protecior
Bir 1lilton Pﬂpper. was here to see you
this alterncon,” continued the Iead.
e left very much annoyed by your
ahsence, 1le stated before he went that
he would support Sir Philip Angel in his
viewe owing to his displeasure at your
conduet,”

“h, sir!™ said Mick,

Alisfortunes u&'jrer ;r::rmn singly, as the
hapless g realised now.

H’l‘hisgi:?#:::ﬁt tha first time, by many,
shat you have disregarded all law and
order in the school, mi'( boy,” said the
1Tead. ** Poseibly on this ovcasion your
conduel has been no worse than on
previous occasions. But you have laid
vonrself open to suspivion of having
vornived at a daslardly outvage upon a
governor of the school. T I wcould
pardon yourr lawlessness or visil Uf with
a wnnor  punishment o ovdinavy o=
cumnstatnees [ cannot now do so.”

* Oh, #ir ! mumbled Mick,

“TIt will be Necessary, therefore, for
vou to leave Greyfriars,” said the Head,
" 1 never had anything te do with i,
sir ! T nover knowed——" -

“1 hope that you are speaking the
irath, Baot the facts vemain unaliered,
(iveylriars is no place for yon,” said the
Jlead., 1 have forgiven you any
times, and I belicve you have honeatly
iriod ta amend vour wild ways, but {ors
giveness this time is impossible. ¥Yoa
will o o yonr dormitory now, 1y Loy.
Po-marraw I shall inform  son what

the civenm-

What about that MATCH FOOTBALL you wanted ? You have-—

Tee Macxer Limary, Neo, 822,



— HEDLEY SCOTT'S magnificent story of * A MARKED MAN!*

g,
1r

'-.L.i L
iy
L c! -

L g
.
._‘I_.'.-.. 1 :

t

e

=g 0

=

Rl (o
—m——

1 -‘"-‘

_— e Ty

e

] — IR, e

B S T e
e T,

sir,"*

The boy was sliting on a stile by the roadside, and Sir Philip ealled to the chauffeur o halt the car. °* You remember me,
boy ¢ ** said the baronet, *‘ I have had no opportunity of thanking ym; for Et,!IltH a]fd 3&11.:} %mr& me yeslerday.'” * That’s orlright
{(See Chapter 10.

d Mick, with a grin.

arrangements have been made. 1 have
no kdnu'ht that Sir Hf].li'tm Popper will
make some provision for you——

The gipsy schoolboy raised his head
proudly. ' i

“1 pin’t asking nothing, sir! I don't
want anything! If I ain't steying at
Greyfriars, I don’t ask anything else!”

“That matter will be decided by older
heads than vours. For the present, go
to your dormitory, I shall see you agamn
to-morrow,” 5 g

Mick left the Head's study in silence.

Dr. Locke sighed.

“Your opinion, Mr. Quelch 7"

“I think Sir Philif: Angel is wrong
in supposing that Mick had anything to
de with the attack upon him, sir,” said
Mr. Quelch. *'I admit that the circum-
gtances look very suspicious, however.™

"“But the boy must leave.” ]

“T fear so. Sir Iilton Popper is re-
sponsible for his coming here, and now
he supports Sir Philip Angel's view,
which is that the boy should %ﬂ. I deo
uot see any other way. Undoubtedly
the boy's reckleseness is answerable; he
has only himself to blame.” :

That thought was alse in Mick’s mind
as he made his way to the Remove
dormitory. ,

O any Iﬂmufzht or intention of cansing
harm to Angel's father he was innocent,
bat he could see how the matler locked
—at Icast, to the baromet, who was
already deeply prejudiced against him.

That prejudice he might have re-
moved fiad he seen the old gentleman
personally. 1€ was his own fault that
he had net seen him, .

The wild, wayward it had serzed on
him, and lie had vielded to it iz hest
friends had tried to restrain him, and he
ﬂgd not heeded them. The blame was

g,

More than once he had been [orgiven
every allowance had heen made for hi:
wild training. Dut fhere wes a limit !
What fie had done this time was boyond
the limit—though, troly, he had mcant
fo harim.

__]Ie 1'1:*:1iiﬁt‘~#l' l}mt all was over for lum
in the =choel. And, keenly as he had

felt 1he restrictions of Greyfriars life,
he realised too that he had grown to
love the place, and that it would be
bitter to go.

But it was too late to think of that
now,

He crept into his dermitory, #nd was
lad to find that the buzz of talk had
gie& away and that the Remove were
asleep. . . .

Rilently he crept inte his bed, but his
eyes did not close. For long, long hours
thi: gipsy schoolboy lay sleepless, with
staring eves watching the stars at the
high windows, his heart heavy. It was
near dawn when the waif of Greyinars
slept at last,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Good-bye o Greylriars !

ié SAY, you fellows, he's here [™
I Rising-bell was clanging out
over Greyiriars. The Removites
turncel out of hed, save one.
The gipsy achoolboy was still sleeping,
unaroused by the elautfin_g of the bell

Billy Bunter jammed his spectacles on
hiz fat little nose and grinped at the
sleeper,

“ Blessed slacker ' he rewarked, “1
say, vou fellows, let’s ask him if he's
sacked '

“MNo need to ask him ! grinned
Skinner, *“He's sacked right cnough!
Five to one on it in doughnuts !

“Ne takers!” said the Dounder.

The most sporting member of the
Eemove waz not likely to take Harold
Bkinner's offer. The whola form felt
certain that it was what *hey called the
“lopg jump " for the tgi[.tsy schoolboy,
after ihie happenings of the preceding
everng.,

Hurree Jamset Ham Singh shook the
cgl'tm:; gently by the shoulder, and Mick's

ark eyes openead.

“It ts time for the turnontfulness, my
catleemed DMick,” said. the Nabob of
Bhanipur genily.

“Thanks "' said Mick.

He Lurned oul of bed.

“How did it go with the Head?”
asked Bob Cherry.

“T'm poing.”

“ Leaving Greyfriars?”

F-I-'TF_H“‘:

“Borry, old fellow!™

“The sorrowfulness is greal!”

Mick's handsome face guivered.

“I blooming well asked for it!" he
said. “*The "Ead was kind enough.
Course, he couldn't look over it
reckoned it would he a ﬂﬂgglﬂg‘é But
somchow  Angel's father got M‘Ig{:ﬂ
while I was out, and he thinks I had
a hand in it. That dees it?" .

“We know you never had!™ said
Wharton.

“Gammon ! murmured IEkinnﬁh
Bob Cherry turned on him fercely.

“What's that, Bkinner? he ex-
claimed. * What did you say?"
“1 said it was a {ine morning, dear

boy ! drawled Bkinner blandly; and
Bob snorted and turned away.

Harry Wharton & Co. were sorry
enough to hear the news, but they counld
not feel surprised. Either the wild gmipsy
had to conform Lo the lawse of the school
or go. And ho had not conformed.

. Anolher chance certainly woeuld have
been given him but for the miserable
suspicion started by Angel of the Fourth.

That, as Mick said, did it!

At breakfast that morning Mr. Quelch
spoke to Mick in the prescoce of all
the Iorm.

“You will not come in to lessons this
morning, Mick. ¥You will pack your
Lox when the bell rings.”

T T

“Dir, Locke iz communicafing with Bir
Hillon Popper. He will let you know
the resule later.”

"Yﬂﬁ-ﬁ-il'-”

No more was said.

After breakfost Harry Wharton & Co.
walked out inle the quadrangle with
Mick,

The gipsy schoolboy was the cenlre of
attention now. Even Fifth and Sixth
Formers took note of him,

It was geoerally belioved

(Continued on page 16.)
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THE LUCK OF THE GIPSY!

{Continoed from page I13.)

school that the “wyoung barbarian,” as
Coker had named him, had had a hand
in the attack on Sir Philip Angel. His
denial carried no weight.

The Famous Five of the Remove
belicved in the gipsy, but hardly any
other fellow did. Even Peter Todd and
Hquiff had their doubts. Aick was so
wild in his ways that they felt there
really was no feliing what lawless 1deas
might have come intc his head. And
he had known—oz, at ieast, might have
known—that Sir Philin was coming to
the school to get him ““bunked.” hat
supplied the motive, and a powerful one.

A good many fellows ashed Mick
whether he *did it " or whether one of
hiz mipsy pals *“did 2t," and Mick
answered so angrily and savagely that
they left him quite convinced of his
guift, He even called Coker of the
Fifth a silly idiot, and after that Coker
would have believed him guilty if he
had been charged with homicide.

Mick left the Famous Five and slipped
sway into the Cloisters, to be by him-
self and escape the unplessant notoriety
that had fallen wupon him, Harry
Wharton & Co. went to punt a footer
about till classes. Meanwhile, the Head
was on the telephone, speaking te Sir
Hilton at Popper Court.

Sir Hilton was not in a good temper
thst morning, and it was clear that he
had fully imbibed Sir Philip Angels
views, .

“I decline to stand the boy's friend
any longer!” he told the Head in a
rasping voice. Y gave him a chance—
a wonderful chance for a boy of his
station | He has repaid me with lawless
recklessness and ingratitude, and finally
by instigating a personal attack upon my
frisnd Sir Philip Angel I"

“That cannot be proved—",

#gir Philip is convinced of it.”

*The boy denies it,” said the Head.

Snort, over the wires. )

“ Waturally, the boy would deny it.
Tia does not wish to be sent to prison. 1

me that you do not desire to retain

im in the school, Dr. Locke?”

“No; I think he had better go. He
is nmot suited to Ureyfriars. oun will
remember that I said as nwch when you

uested me to take him here, Sir
Hilton.”

Ansther snort.

“But I am concerned for the boy's
Future. I have already told him he is
to leave”

“Yery good!” ;

“As you have taken chargem of him,
Rir Hilton, in recompense for a serviee
e rendered you, I desire to know your
further wishes, Am I to send him to
Popper Court?”

“Certainly not!” snapped the baronet.

“Then where—" began the Iead,
with rome asperity.

I will let you knoow.
guest, Sic Philip Angel, iz still with me;
Ite does not leave until ten o'clock.
Later in the day I will send a servant to
fetch the boy away. Doubtless T can get
him placed in employment on some
farm. Peorsomally, after his ingratitude,
I decline to have anything further to do
with him."

“*Very well; he shall await wour
mapsanger.”

And the Head rang off.

¥t was clear that the waif of Greyfriars
had littla more fo expect from hia

At present my

protector. Possibly Sir Hilton had
already begun to consider that he haed
overpaid the service the gipsy had ren-
dared hum in pulling him out of the river.
At all events,in return for his protection,
he had expected implicit obedience and
subservienee : instead of which the gipsy
schoolboy had been uiterly reckless and
uncontrolled, Sir Hilion had an ox-
cellent pretext for shaking off an
obligation he wished he had never under-
taken; and there was no doubt that he
int_e*m{e:;! to avail himself of it.

Dr. Locke sent for Mick, and after
some delay the gipsy schoeolboy arrived,
He ligtened in silence to what the Head
had to tell him.

“¥ou will be in readiness t¢ leave as
so0n s you ave sent for,” the Head con-
clhuded.  “Have you packed your box?”

“Not yet, sir.”

*Then do so al once.”

*Yessip 1™

Mick left the Head with that, and the
kind old gentleman sighed as hie locked
after him. He had hoped that the gipsy
schoolboy’s coming to Greyiriars would
have turned out better than this

The bell was ringing, and Mick met
the Ilemovites as they came in to elasses.
The Fainous Five stopped to speak to
him. They could say little that was of
comfort ; but at least they could say that
they were sorry to lose him.

“1 dare say we shall sce you in
beforo you go,’ added Harry Wharton.
“Break’s in an hour and & half.™

Mick smiled fzintly,

“I'm poing before break,” ho
enswered. 1 ain’t waiting 'ere for Sir
Hilton Popper to send his servant for
mre. I'm going.”

* Dut—""" began Wharton anxiously.

“He's fed up with me, and T don’t
wonder,” said Mick wearily, “"Ho was
good to mp, and meant well by me, and
[ zin't done as I ought. I couldn’t help
it, but I know it well encugh. I can
look after myself, and I'm not going to
bo & burden on him or anybody. I've
got to keep clear of Barengro, but I can
Jin on to some other gipsy crowd sconer
or later. That's what I'm geing to de.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob,

Mr. Quelch cane along the Form-room
passage, and the Famous Five had to
follow the rest of the Form into their

reomn.  Mick went out into the quad
again. He did not trouble about pack-
g hiz box. e could not take the box

with him when he wenl, dropping over
the =zchogl wall and scuttling away *“on
hiz own '': netther did he desire to take
anything that had "been given him by
:,I-_m. benefactor who had mow abandoncd
im.

In the guad he came on Angel of the
Fourth.

Angel ziniled,

Y Bo you're going ¥ he said.

Miclk n-:-d{ic:g.

4§ {E!}Uri Ir:b

“Youre pglad T'm goin’, Masier

Angel? asked Mick, gazing wistfully at
the handsome Fourth-Former whe zo
strangely 1esoinbled him in feature.

“Jolly glad " said Angel

“It's your dein’, as much as any-
thing," said Mick,

*Quite s0.”

"I dunno why you hated me 50, said
Mick patiently. “I never hated yon,
Master Angel. T'd have give any-
thing to be vour friend.”

Angel's lip curled scornfully.

“I don't E:n:rk for friends ameng gipsy
vagrants " he zaid, with a snecr. “lo
back te where you belong, and a good
riddance to you 1"

And Aubrey Angel turned his back on

*

i

Whoa! Do you know all about the Competition ? Turn back again!

the gipsy, and walked away to the Fourth
Form room, quite contenled with the
way matters had turned out, and without
a pang of compassion for the hapless waif
upon whom his vongeance had fallen so
hecawily,

Mick walked away with a heavy heart.
The kind friendszhip of Harry Wharten
& Co, jhad cheerad him; but Angel's
bittey words left a cloud upon his brow,
and a weight u Ius spirita, It was
bitter enough, that the last words he
heard at UGreyfriars were the gibing
words of an encmy,

He was almost relieved when he
dr:gpmi fram the school wall into the
road, and furned his back on Greyfriars.
In the fresh, keen, autumn morning he
tramped m\'ﬂ‘}', on the Lordon read, and
Greyfriars foll farther and farther
b-l}hli":'li hii, passing out of s hfe for
ever.

—m

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

The Luck Turns !
SIR PHILIP ANGEL sat upright in

hiis car, with a start.
The baronet had been leaning
back on the cushions, with =
thoughtful brow, while the car ate up
the miles, He had left Popper Court, in
full accord with Sir Hilion Popper now.
Hiz mission at Gru}rfriars had been
whaolly successful. The gipsy outcast
had been turned out of the school; his
old school was no longer contaminated
by the presence of the wretched vagrant.
Sir ilton’s exasperation with  his
protege, and perbaps his desire to get
rid of a burden, had made him assont
completely to the views of his fellow-
governor. Mick was turned out; and
with that cutcome of the affair, Bir Philip
was satisfied, and his intercst in the
matter ceased.

He was thinking of his own affairs in
London, from which he had been torn
away to deal with this affair of a gipsy
at Greyfrizrs, now, But suddenly he
started and sat up, at the sight of a
boyish Agure on the road ahead,

Tha boy was sitling on a stile by the
roadside, eating bread and cheese. His
dusty boots and trousers showed that he
had tramped 8 good distance. His dark,
hamdsome, gipsy-like face contrasted with
the school Etonz he was clad in.  Sir
Philip Angel knew him at a glance, as
the lad who had helped him in the
struggle with the gipsy in Redelyfie
Wood.

He cignalled to the chauffeur to halt
the car.

The haronet was interested in the lad.
It was not only the fact that Mick had
rescued hom from the reflian in the woord.
It was his strange resemblance to Biv
Philip’s own son, Auvbrey, that chieflly
roused his intercat; a resemblanee that
was still more striking, now that Bir
Philip saw him in broad daylight.

The car stopped, and Sir Philip stepped
out. He walked over towards the stile.

Mick looked up and recognised him.
He ddid not know the old gentleman’s
name: bot Sir Philip was & man noi
easily forgetten. The gipsy schoolboy
touched his hal respectinlly.

“You remoember me, boy? asked the
baronet, with o smile.

“ YVesgir ™
~ “T have had no opportunity of thank-
1|dn|g; you for the aid you gave me yoster-

RY.

"::"]"I'l.'Lt'-.-z orlright, sir. T wasz plad of
the chance to give that bloke a oner”
said Mick, with a grin. *1 told vou so,
il

¢ The Gipsy Millionaire ! *’—that is the next Greyfriars story i
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“Yea. veo,” sard Sir Philip.  * Buol
you acted very bravely, and your belp
yist then meant a very great. deal fo
me. [ have thought about you several
times; but it did not seemm hkely that 1
should ever sce you again. You are
hreszed like a schoolboy. Do you belong
to any school ¥

“Nut now, v,
clonding.

“Is fast that a Greylrars cap you are
woaring i

* Yoggir !

Sir PMhibip [rowned,

The by had been brave, and had
helped Lim bravely in a tight corner.
But he was a gipsy, and Bir Philip's
prejudice against all members of the
gipsy toihes waos strong, Ile had not the
shghtest douln that this wretched wail
had stolen the clothes he was wearing.

He was tempted to step back into the
car, and leave the boy to s own devices,
After all, what did the wreiched vagrant
maiter 0 50 gpreat a porsohage as Bie
Phalip Angel, an.rmmh and Member of
the House of Commons?

But the arresting likeness of 1he Loy to
his own son held him to the spot,

*This will not de,” he said, after a

sated Miek, Dhis faee

panse, ' Someihing mnst he done for
you, miy bor. What kind of work can
you da "

“Hoiching rabhiis,” said Mok, with a
Eriin,

“ YWhat ! Do vou wean poaching ¥

1 horror,

exclaimed Sie 'l 53.!‘.','
calls it."™

“That's what they
“Good gad'™
There was another pause,

“But vou would he willing to de
honest. work, sarely ™ said 1the baronet,
at last. A lad of your courage should
not be anadler. I can easily help you to
obtain & good situation, and I am pre-

ared to stand yonr [riend if you prove
wnest and indostrions.  Come, come!™

“I'm going back to the gipsies,” zaid
Mick.

“That 13 no Life for yon or any bay "™
said Sir Philip severely. “You had
nmeh better accept my offer. Come, [
cannet delay now: I am expected in
town. Get mto the car, and [ will speak
to you further.™

Mick shook his head.

He had had encugh of the patronage
of a benefactor after his experience with
Sir Hilton Popper.

“Thank you, sir, bot there's nothing
doing,” he aid, “I don’t ask you for
nothing for whet I did.”

" MPerhaps you do not quite know what
your ave refusing,'” said the bavonet, with
a glight smile. "I am able to help yon
xery considerably if you prove warthy of
",

“1 ain't worthy of it =ir," sand Mick
fl'ﬂ.t'lkh‘, 1 oexpect }'ml'd soon got feid
. like the other Lhloke!?

“'he--the what! Oh, I--1 under-
stand ! You mean that someone has
taken you in hand before

" Yessiv, a very kind old gent, thengh
a kul erusty, I aii't gning to ironble
himi any more, and 1 ain't going te
tiasatlabes ¥ou, i, whoerer you are, T
dessay yowr mean hindly, bt there ain't
auvibing i .7

“Yon o not know who T am, of
conrse D sand the barenet. ™ Aly name
v Angel =i Phahip Angel”

W1

.?i‘li“k nearly  Tell backwards off 1he
stle,

Hir Plalip looked at um,

“Yoo kuew my ouame ™ he asked,

“Well, rather ™ pasped Mick., “Oh,
et Then 3t was Angel’s father that T
Yelpod a0 the weod, and It]l"'-:;"‘u'f_'-' kickodl

Fown fanlt, boy!

me out because they thought I had a
]I::aml' *'i!I]: setting the gipsy on him! Oh,
or' b

SBir Philip Avgel stared at the boy
blankly. .

“You know my gon ' he exclaimed,

“*purse, I know Angel of the Fourth !

Leastways, by sight,”’ added Mick. ** He
wouldn't touch me with a barge-pole!™

“In Heaven's name, who are youi"
exclaimmed the baronet, a ghimmenng of
the truth dawning on his nund. *Is it
possible—is it barely possible—thot you
are the boy called Mick "

“T'm Mickt"

“Lrood gad!™ gasped Sir Philip.

fir Philip Angel stepped back a pace
or two in his amazement, and stood
staring at the gipey schoolboy.

Mick 1

17

Cireyfriars T should have recognized you
at once, and should have known that, zo
far from being a participator in the out-
rage, yon were the lad who so gallautly
came to my help! If 1 had sedn
you-—-

“Tt was.my fault, sir,” said Ack.
“1 kicked over the traces, like I've done
before; and I've got it in tho neck this
time. It serves mo right, I dessay.”

“Then—then you are the boy whom
| Sir Hilton Popper took in charge, and
sent to Greylriarg?” exclaimed the
baronet, still bewildered.

"Yes, sir! He's done with me now,
pid ib's my own fault ! said Mick, with
a sigh.

“sir Hilten Popper believed, as I

believed, that the boy Alick was cor-

=i
'

cevited in the outrage in the wood;™

bl

Ky

gipsy scheolhoy.

**1 desire you {o be Iriends,’” said 5ir Philip. **1 shall be jolly glad
if you will, Master Angel,’”* sald Mick humbly, and he held out his
hand frankly. Angel breathed hard, bul he shook handd with the

(See Chapter 11.)

The thought of it had never even
croesed his mand.,  Awnd, en his side, 5t
had not occurred fo Mick that it was
Angel's father whom he Lad helped in
the struggle with Barcngroe. -

“l:::arn:‘fmgnd 1" repeated S Plnlip
blankly.

This was the gipsy schoolboy---this was
the boy he had suspected—altor his son
had instilled the posen into his mind—
of being a party to the savage atlack
made on him in Redelyile Wood ! Muck
—the boy who had come to hiz rescue,
and saved him [rom the ferocity of the
pipsy footpad !

Yiood gad!” he said again.
thu:n:ght—f believed--

“And 1
It waz your
If T had scen yon at

sald Sir Philip. “He will not Leliewn
gr when he knows the facts. Doy, yoa
have done yourself wrong, and done me
wirong!  How could I guess that the
gipsy boy whom I was determincd to
sl away from thoe school was the hoy
who had helped me against the attack
uf.a savage ruflian? 1f vou had returned
to the school before 1 left——"

Mick was silent.

e was thinking he had had a severe
mmuﬁf'h warning to cure him of his law-
L less habits; if only he had been still a
Groyiriars fellow, DBut 4tha warning
came too late. Groyfriars and he were
far asunder now.

“This chance meeting is a fortavale

one,” went on Sir PPhilip Angel. " Bat
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for this T shounld never have dreamed of
the truth of the matter, Now pet into

iy car ™

i But, ﬂ:i _'T"""“

“Walterd, drive to  Greyfriars
Schoet 1M

“Greyiriars, sir!"” exclaimed Mick.

% “I am taking vou back to vour school,
i Dhr !J':l

“But—but—" gasped Mick. “The
Hoad's turned me ont, sir, 'and—and I

lted, wir, 30 s net to be took awey
by 3ir Hilton Popper's scrvant.”

“I am glad you did, since it has led
tu thizs meeting. Got inta the car!™

“Bat I sin’t a Greyfriars fellow now,
sir 1"

*You are!™ said Sir Philip,

And Mick, with his broin in 2 whrl,
atopped into the car, and the baronet sat
down beside him, It seemed like &
droam to the gipsy schoolboy as the car
raced along, and the famibiar grey old
walls and ivied tower rose into
view again; the old school that he hiad

to love, snd to which he had
believed that he had bidden an eternal
farewall, Thée mpsy schoolboy's luck had
turned at las!

[

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Clouds Roll By !

ARRY WHARTON & OO0, were
coming out of the Behool House
in the morping break. It was
Bob Cherry who sighted 8ir

Philip Angel's car on the drive, with the
okl barenet and—amazing to behold—
Mick the pipsy scated in it.

Bob could scarcely believe his eyes for
& moment,

“Hallo, hallo, bhalle!”™ he gasped,
“Mick again!™

“Mickl” exclaimed Wharton.

. “The Mickfuloess is terrific,” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Is this an
esteomed and ridiculous miracle !

*'Well, my hat!" said Johnny Ball.

The Famous Five stared blunkly. Bir
Philip Angel had come to Greyiriars the

rovious day to drive cut the gipsy, and
ga bad succeaded. " Now he hnci
redurned, bringing the gipsy outcas
with-him in hﬂ_ﬁur! What it could
possibly mean was a myatery to the
chums of the Remove, L .

Mick grioned and waved his hand, in
the distance, to the Famons Five, )

Qbviously the gipsy schoolboy was in
the best of spirits. :

“Well, it beats me!” said Nugenf,
nwith a whistle,

" Hollow I said Bob, :

“What does thia menn, you fellows?”’
asked Vernon-Smith.

“Ask ns _ another!" said  Harry
Wharton. “I give this one up.”

“There's jolly old Angel,” murmured
Bob Cherry, "“Look! Beemns sort of
pleased and overjoyed, doesn't he?”

The chums of the Hemove grinned as
the:;; glanced at Aubrey Angel )

The dandy of the Fourth was standing
as if rooted {6 the ground, staring at the
cat and its occupants as they glided
on towards the Head's house,

It was already rumoured in Greyfriars
that the gipsy schoolboy had holted, in-
stead of waiting to be sent for by Bir
Hilton Popper. Angel wondered for a
moment whether hiz father had found
the boy on the roads, and “rounded him
up,” as it were, bringing him back to
Groyfriars for safe custody. But the
kind expression on ‘Sir Philip's face—his
manner fo the EiEﬂi boy who was seated
beside him—banished that possibility.
E‘Imnlj.r. -;E'I'.IEDIIE'}I. Mick, was in the

ol

baronet's good graces; though by what
smazing miracla the change had been
brought about was as deep & mystery to

| Aubrey Angel as to Harry Wharion &

Co,

But certainly Angel was nal pleased.
Hiz eyes gliticred as he stared at the
seeme, and he clenched hiz hands so hard
that his nails dug into his paims,

“Hallo, hnllo, hallo!” bhawled Bob
Cherry. “Enjoying life, Angel?”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“I say, you fellows, Mick's come
back " yelled Billy Bunter, rolling up to
the Famous Five, " Dve just scen——"

fAncient ! grinned Bob, " 'We saw
him first, Bunty! You're lnte with the
joily old news for once.”

“Porhaps he’s bronght him back to
gend him to- chokey ! suggested Bunter
brightly.

“The perhapsfulness is terrific!”
“They're ing into the Mead's
house,” said Harxy.

“dolly old wonders will never ceaso,”
gald Bob. "' If things have turned out all
right for Mick, I'm jolly glad. But it
veats me hollow ¥

Dr. Locke had left the Sixth Form
room, and gone to-his house, when Bir
Philip Angel was announced.

The Head suppressed a sigh; he had
hoped that he was done with both the
baronets for a time, at least. He almost

Jumped when Sir ij'hili came intp his
presence, accompanied Mick of  the
Hemore,

* Bless my soul!" said the Head.

*You must excuse m uh:E up your
fime in this way, Dr. A HE;& the
baronet cou “I havre made a

discovery that I am sure you will be glad
to bear. It concerms this boy ™

i * gaid the Head blankiy.

"I;!wu my belief that }11; wWas con:
cerned wits the gipsy in the atteck on
me in Redelyfe &'ﬂidm" :

“"You are aware that [ never shared
thgt——"

" Quite so; and now [ have discovered
my mistake,” said 8ir Philip Angel. “1
think I mentioned to you that a'lad I
had never scen before came to my help
when I was attacked—"

“1 believe so: but—"

* This is the lad!"

“Wha-g-at 1’

“8o fir from being & party to the
attack he rescued me from it, and saved
me from serious injury, Dr, Locke.”

“Bless my soul!” said the amazed
Hernd. *Sir Philip, the boy has suffered
very great injusiice, if that is the case.”

* Unconscipusly, I did him injustice,
said SBir Philip Angel. “Had I seen him
before I left CGreyfriars yesterday, mno
such mistake could have been made, So
far, he himsell is to blanie; and such a
lesson in the folly of lawless conduet will,
I am sure, not be lost on him.  The
suspicion  against the boy falls to the
ground, Dr. Locke, now that the truth
is known. On that suspicion he was ex-
cluded from CGresfriars. May T ask that
now he is cleared you may take o lenient
view of lis disregard of authority, and
allow him to return?”

said  the Head.

“Most  certainly,”
“But I must tell you that Sir Hilton
Popper has washed his handz of the boy,
and will no longer be responsible for his
expenses here”
~ “That, 1 fear, is partly my fanlt; but
if Sir Hilton declines to be responsible
further, the responsibility is mine.” said
Sir Philip. *I nm not. 1 hope. un-
grateful. I have done thiz boy wrong.
and desire to ropair it

" The Head smuled genially.

“1 am very glul to hear you say so,

‘Sir Philip.

THIRTY MOTOR BIKES are prominent prizes in our offer.

I was reluctant to see the
boy thrown on the world again; he has
found it hitherto a hard world, I Tear.
I had no cheice, in the cireumstances, 1
welcome him back to Greyfriars'

“Oh, sir!” said Mick.

“Your serviee to. Sir Philip shall
excude your truancy yesterday, my boy,™
said the Head. " But if it should occur
again—""

“You trust me, snir.,” sabd Mick
earnestly, “I've had my lesson, sir, and
I ain't playing the fool again  You
trust me.’”

1 shall trust you,” said the Head.

‘I'en minutes leter, Angel of the

Fourth received a message that his father
desired to see him in the visitors’ room
in the School House. The dandy of the
Fourth- dbeyed the summens at once, in
a state of wonder and rage ahd chagrin,

““Aubrey,” said the baronet gravely.
“Both of ws have done this boy an in-

Jusbice——m-=—"

“The fellow who set a8 gipsy ruffhan on
vou, father!"

“The boy who rescued me from the

gipsy ruffan !’ said Sir Philip.
Angel fairly staggered. P
"What!" he breathed.

His father p ed quietly to-ex-
plain. Angel listened, with his brain in
& whirl,

This, then, was the outcome of his

mhﬂrluﬂfng! He had brought his father
into the affmir, to crush his enemy, and
after his apparent ‘success, this was the
oubrome, Bitter rage and malice swelled
Angel's heart almost to bursting,

He bardly heard the barcnet’s voire
ag Sir Philip went on. But hi:z f{ather’s
last words caught his ear,

“This boy must ba your friend,
Anbrey.”

Angel breathed hard.
l ?_mr friend V'

“He risked a t deal to save your

father from terrible injury. Does thag
counit for nothing with you, Aubrey®™
“Yes—vyes, of course!"
“T desire you to be friends. You vl

tr;:* to please me in this, Aubrey?
‘Oh, yes—yes, father!” panfed Angel.
“I'll be jolly glad if you will, Master
Angel,” said Mick humbly. *“I always

wanted to be your friend, and now your
father wants t——" He held out his
hand frankly,

Angel breathed hard; but he shook
hands with the gipsy schoolboy. Ha
mufttered something, he hardly knew
what, When Sir Philip Angel rolled
away in his car he wag vnder the im-
pression that he left his son on the best
of terms with the gipsy schoolboy., Ha
did not know Aubrey Angel zo well g3
the Greyiriars fellows knew him

L] L] Ll - L] =

Harry Wharton & Co. received Mick
with open arms. Almost all the Remove
welcomed  him, when they koew all
There was a terrific spread 0 Study No.
1 that evening to celebrate the Yeturn
of the lost sheep to the fold, as Iob
Chervy put at.  Mick looked roumd the
siu-:i.:t- with a E']'-‘J"I.\'H'IE face.

“This here 15 all nght " he said, #Tt's
splendid to be with vou fellows again!
And I'm friends with Angel, too, That's
rippng |

“Topping!" sabd Bob Cherry. without
alding his opinion as to the worth of
Mick's frierdship with Angel. Mick was
likely to find thal out scon enough for
himszelf.

THE ENI,
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THE BROTAERAMADOD OF THE

|

This is the concluding instalment of our popular
gerial. In view of the faet that it has made such

an Immense appeal to my readers,

arranged lur a new serial, infroducing Ferrers

Locke, fo start next week,

The End of the Fight!

RESENTLY Jack Drake came into
the httle compariment, and
crossed Lo where s povernor was
seated.

"1 don't know wlhether it's worth whiia
or not, gpovernor,” he said, “but 1've
been talking to Captain Barlowe, ind he
ig rather inclined to think that one of
thote fellows who was guward on the
prison-barge seems mighty anxious 1o
talk. If you'll come along with me I'l]
point him out.”

Jack and Locke left the compartment,
and Doris settled himself i his =ear,
watching the burly figure in the other
corner, Red Mask was bving outstrotehed
on the heap of blankets. His hands had
been released from their bonds. Lut he
was wearing heavy ankle-irons, the chaiy
of whirh wasz nttached to g siont siaple
i the wall,

After his angry outburst, fhe huge
ruffian had settled into a sollen silence,
ronsing himzelf ounly when nis shave «l
the food was brought to hun, now aml
again. He lay quite stil, one brawny
arm thrown over his head, but Boris was
taking no chances with his prisoner. A
vifte lay across his knee, and Trom thne
ia time he lurned hiz head to look at the
huge shape. _

A long half-hour passed; then Fervers
Locke appearcd again, sccompaied by
Barlowe.

“T wanl Lo zpeak to you, Boris,” the
detective said, ™ Ca;ﬂelira Barlowe will
take your place now,’

Reud Musk, lying siill, listened eagoerly,
He heard Dors leave the apartiment ad
Barlowe take uwp position on the navreow
geat, The hnge roffian was Iving on fs
gide, his back towards his guard, and
nnder cover of the darkness=~lor the com-
pariment was only lighted by a solitary
oil-lamp—Ited Maszsk was at work,

Ha had managed to draw a pad of
paper from his breast-pocket, and, with
the pad pressed on the Moor, he was care-
fully wrniting a message. He had just
completed that tazk when Farlewe czne
on duty.

1
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Unider the very eves of his captors Red
Mask was fh;l&“"]" a desperate move.

He had heard Boris mention the name
of the town, Tomsk, and had seén the
lighted slation glimmer for a moment as
the train flashed past. Red Mask knew
‘that somewhere about midnight they
would stop at another of the halting-
places he had chosen —Kovesk, They
woutld halt there for water and food, and
the driver and hreman would be changed
fgain,

One of TRed Mask's tools was ab this
particular station—a man he could rely
on absgiutely. Very cautiously the buvly
prisaner detached the sheet of paper from
the pad and folded i inte a thick wedge.
Then frem s fnger he drew his heavy
gold signet-ring and thrust the paper
through of.

Barlowe, on his narrow seat, was beside
the winklow of the luggage compartment,
and the glass had been lowered, allowing
the cool night air to rnsh into the con-
Aneed s,

Rend Mask shifted his position slightly,
turning over on his  back, stretching
his limbs in a well-assumed weariness,
linally dragging himzelf stiffly 1o a sirting
pasilion, proppimg himsell up agaimst the
papelloge.

There was a pannikin half-filled with
water by his side; bhe reached for it
dheaining . Darlowe had swang round
at the lirst mwovement from the huge
prisoner, and he watched him now,
steadhly, the wifle ready across his knees,

Neither of them spoke, bui Barlowe
vould sce the rage-filled eyes E!i:?‘.-r.erin]e;
rowards him now and again, Onee Jack
wake cama inte the comportment anc
whispered something to the English
offiver. YWhat he satd did ot reach Rel
alask’s cars, but he saw tho face of Bar-
lowe suddenly lipht wp, and & quict
vhnekle sounded.

“Pou't you worry about me, sonny,”
the captain suid. " I'm content o «if
liere all mighr, YWou get on wilth the good
work,*

Dirake went off again, and another long
wait began; then onee more the pace of
the Lrain began to slacken, and Red Mask

) N
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Ferrers Locke, In i{ha great story which staris
next week, finds an extremely interesting and
Intricate mystery surrounding cerfain players In
the foothall werld. The Story is by HEDLEY
SCOTT, who, though a newcomer o these pages,
has earned a reputation to he envied,

knew that.the opportunity he had been
waiting for was drawing near.

Again he shifted his position slightly,
shuflling further down the panel, still
retaiving his seated pose, There was a
shriek as the engine-whistle sounded, and
Barlowe, leaning forward, looked out of
the window, Ile conld see the dim lights
of the =tation drawing nearer, and the
hp;gh outlines of the water-tank hevond
them.

A =olifary light flashed past, and the
heat of the engine gradually slackened;
then the roof of the station appeared,
and, with a grinding of wheele and the
vrenking of couplings, the train halted,

Hed Mask, gripping the cylinder of
paper between his long fingers, waited hig
chance. e saw Barlowe turn away from
thre window, and in doing so his head was
tlovwn for a moment,

That was Hed Mask's opportunity., A
quick, sure throw suw the ring of paper
Hash ont through the open window anel
drop on to the dark platform.  When
Bariowe forned again to seat himself
Red Mask was lying back with his arms
folded, a smile on his evil face.

Barlowe conld hear voices from the
upper end of the platform ; then two tived
figures  passed ihe window, wvanishing
behind the voofed sheds. The retiring

congine-driver and fireman had gome,
leaving the new ones o take their
places,

A quarter of an hour later the train
moved off once more, and Boris entered
the compariment, with a steaming ecup of
coffee and another supply of food for
Barlowe and the prisoner.

“*{Oily one other stop hefore we reach
Tvliutsk mnow, Barlowe,” the Russian
reported. Y Belter make a good mesl
while vou're at it.”

He had handed Red Mask his portion,
and the broad-shouldersed privoner lified
the coffee to his lips,

“One more halt—eh?™ he ropeabed
stolidly. **So you flatter yourselves thag
yveou're winning through, you fools i

Bors laughed.

“We do not flatier ourselves, mv dear
Count Heinrieh,™ ho returned. Al wa

Coming next week—** Special Shooting Number ' of our Supplement !
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20 Did you know

sre doing 13 taking advaniapge of wvour
most excellent arrangements. Wea have
no desire to improve on them. You
GGermans were always greal at fransport
worle, It was a pity for you that war
econld not he won lgq.r that alone."”

Red Magk glared at him,

“¥ou will pay for that remork, my
friend,” he returned harshly. **You can
crow now, bulb your time is to come !

Boris had left the panel f':rPcn, and.
leaning forward, Red Mask could see the
lighted interior of the saloon, with ais
rows of seats and occupants, They were
all his victims, his enemies, and his small
eves narrowed gz he looked.

“They may turn on you, Boris, when
thoy find that the plans of your [riend
L.ocke fail at the eoleventh howr; and I
ghall still be ahle to watch them as they
march off to the mines.”

Barlowe made an angry gestare, buf
Boriz caughi his arm.

“Let hun rave,”™ the Iluzzian refurned.
““They ere only the windy waords of a
baffled rogue. I've got something better
to talk to you about presently, avhen you
are relleved.”

Half an hour later one of the other
prisoners came and took Barlowe's place
on guard over Red Mask, and Boris led
the captain to the seals where Locke and
Jack Drake were waiting for them.

In one corner of the reat was a
bearded, grubby-looking fellow,. dressed
in the szame uniform that the prison-
harge guard had worn, He touched his
shabby cap as Boris and hiz companion
seated themselves opposite,

“This man has opened wp to us a
means of estape,” Boris explained. It
appears that his brother 13 an engine-
driver, and two days before we left Perm
8 huge goods train set off for Irkuisk
ladién with grain. ™

His eyes smouldered for a moment ns
he looked across at Locke and the others,

“My unfortunate countrymen are

being starved just now,” Bors wenk on ;

“lLut at a%peam that we have grain (o
ough we have not enough to

export, alt

Billy Bunter shot at Bisley ?

feed our own Lrothers, In anvy case, if
thisk man zpeaks the truth, that grain-
trait should be somewhere near Irkutsk

now. It will go round by the lakes, and
is- bound for Viadivostek, where the
grain vessels await its arvivgl. If we can

manage to overtake it before nightfall we
#hall have found a way of getting
throngh Irkutsk, There will be roog for
all of us hidden among the grain-bags,
and no one will dare to seavch.”

He langhed grimly.

“They will not send the train through
the main line station ab Trkutek, They
clare not let my eountryrmien know {hat
we can 2ell gram.”

He nodded across to the shably ex-
puard.

“You are sure you have made no mis-
take about this¥ he said.

“I swear it " the man returned grimly.
“My brothor himself told me of his duty.
He knew thal we also were bound for
Irkutsk, and I hope to sce my brother
thore.”

“ Your hope may be fulfilled,” Boris
rephed dryly; “but that will depend on
vourself.”

And =so gt came about that at dawn the
nexk rlaif gager eves were sparching the
railway-line ahead for the first sign of the
long gooda troin. At noon another halt
was made for food and fuel. Bors, whe
was on fuard_we.;' Bed Mask at the time,
naoted the quick impatience of the man.
It seemed as though Red Mask was listen-
ing for something—waiting for something
to happen, and as the ifran began fto

move off again he heard the deep voice.

eap out an ocath.

What had happened to that fool at
Lovesk? Ilad he reccived the message?
Why didn't he carry out the orders it
contained?

Late in the afternoon a ;irg-y -f? arose
and ﬂﬁren@ across the low-lving Steppes
land, blotting out the dismal scene. They
rombled through ancther station, and
this time Hed Mask saw the name of
if. It was a small town, not more than
forty miles from Irkutsk. Within the

g ——_ — =
- — e - e ——— e T
= - -1 ot~ '-u-n-_—-pl...- -

an =

s

Well, he did!

next hour they would be within sight of
the lzles,

The train gave a sudden lurch, then
steadied itself. ILake a flash the truth
came o Fed Mask,  He remembered
now that a branch line ran to the léft
of the main track just below that par-
ticular station. If s judgment waa
correct the frain was how heading fov
the enst aide of the lakes, and would
cross the swiig-bridee, amd wonld ran
into the great garrison camp, where the
Soviet soldiers who guarded the fronier
had their headguarters,

Another man had taken vp the duty
of guard, ene of the released prisoners,
g pallid, tired-evad man, wity hingered
the rifle nervously as ke sat in the
COThalr,

Eed DBlask hLad wrapped a blanket
round the lower portion of his body,
and now, under the covering, he
reached for the ankledrons. He had
taken a short stump of a key from hia
balt, and now he went to work, and at
tast the heavy bouds were removed from
his feet.

The train was-drumming on at half-
speed through the mist, and finally it
plunged inte a deep cutting, In the
gloom Red Mask drew his legs under
hio and waited for a moment; then, with
a tiger-like leap, be made his atiack.

The din and c¢latler of the engine
pulsing throngh the cutting drowned
iho startled seniry’s ery of foar. Red
Mask drove hiz fist hard against the lean
face, and the man sprawled unconscious
over the seat.

Darting to the panel, the burly ruffian
listened for a moment., Al was still
beyond, and, leaping to the door again,
ho swung it open, and, Eripping at the
top of the carriage, drew himself up o
to the reof. A kick of his foot saw the
door of the lu gﬂ%:}-ﬂmnpart-mmt- shut
again; then, ﬂn{iia ands and knecs, the
huge rogue erawled along the swayin
rocf until he reached the other Mdg
The gap between the engine tender and
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The fireman swung round, grabbing the long-handled shovel, Bui Red Mask, leaping iorward, hurled him naitle:. “ Drop
that, you dog '* he broke out.

**1 am Gount Helnrich !

{Fee poge 26.)

Dur great new serial starts next week !
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Now then, boys! Just once more—get busy with the competition! 21
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With his powerful hands gripping fhe shimmering lever,
the wooden barrier, and with a headlong plunge went

Red Mask stood speltbound and helpless. The engine smashed through
roaring down into the dark waters of the lake below. {See thispage.)

the saloon lay beneath him. Bwinging
over, Red Mask let himse!l down by the
footholds wntil he was: level with the

vouplings,

Tﬂanﬂe to the <teep gradient, the
coach was swaying loasely, the couplings
dangling, amd after one or two aboriive
atteanpi=  Hed  AMaosk  snecccded
lnssening thene. Then the air brake was
tackled, amd a Livsn twist zaw i drop
apart.

Red Mazk. chitehing af 1the top of the
fender, swoved dhere for a ooamoent,
then, dragping linsell over the hieap of
vidd. Vhe Begrimed Hgave droppacd ar ast
o 1o the foodplate, Devween (Lo stariled
driver and his assistant,

The Hrocoan swiung  redicl. prablbing
the 'I:_-.'.g-lmjn”tu! chovel, Lt Red Mash,
feaping forward, horled bun azide,

S Drop that, vou dog ! he broke oot
“T am Count Heinrich, ansd vou are act-
g undder my orders [

He drew aside his coabt, revesling a2
]:—fl:.l*{e. asd the stardled glances of the
eaginc-driver and liremas indicated that
they recopnized that sign of anthority.

CEpecd -more specd T Red Mask
ronred. CWe will go abead, and there
will be o merry weleome wting e our
paczenger: when they Jollow ! Quick—
guick ! More speed 17

It was oely thon thar the driver amld
hi= assistant <aw what lad happosed.
Already a gap had leaped between the
eogine and  the solitary conch.  Hed
Mask, pushing the driver a-ide, leaned
for the thrattle, opeving A wale, aud the
great engine sprag Forward,

They swonog rennd a bewd. and the
coavh vanizhed for a moement.  aster
antl faster the engine sped, on Jdawn the
line, Red Mask i eoomnand now, Hoe
was peering theouglh the window into the
Fop-lined track, and for five long minutes
ho drove the engine at headlong speed ;
then 8 solitary sipoal-hox flashed indo
view [or a moment and vanished,  The

copine rabbled and  deamnesd over !]]!‘3
peants, and fromn the hreman EI:‘CIU{'hlf?IF_'i‘
aver the heap of coals there eame a yo
—q vell of fear.

He lunged forward, trying to grip Re ]
Mask by the hand, and s torrent of
frightened words broke from his lipe
but Red Mask did not pay any atbention
to Iim. He was visualising the end of
that journey when le would ean the
enging nbo the barracks atul zend oul a
horde of soldiers to recapinrs those
victints of his, lurehing aleng behind him
i the swaying coacl.

“*Alaster —astor !V

“let away, vou fool!™

A back-handed Blow sent the Treman
Foeling across the footploe. He clutched
at the edege of the steo] side, misased s
prip. then wout headlong ont of the
caly, to roll down the embanknent.

For another mivute the engine drove
o, then throngh the misl Red Mask
spw the tall spudery arins af the bridg
erossing the narrow part of the Inke, iHHI
ihan, bt nod untib then, did bhe reals:e
tlie messing of that wild warning.

The bridee was upl 1t had heen
awnng alefr, amd the signal-box  lad
idicated that fact. Red Mask's orders
haed Bern olwaod, bl hl.*: had not acted
io the command of the sigoal,

With his powerful haeds gripping thoe
shinonering lever, Red Mask stood spell-
bond and helpless. The engine tore on,
vlearing  the Eu.‘-t few yards of '!'III'-'!'-'-
siashed throungh the woogden barmer.
and with a hweadleng plunge wond rear-
ing duwn inie the davk waters of the
lake Below,

11 was Jack lhake wie distovered
what had happered,  As the coach tore
out of the cutting the younlg=tor leand
ot of the doar of the saleon amd lonsherd
-Il.i“.'-ﬂ.i]..

I'here was no sign of the cugine, and

his startled ery Lrought Ferrers Locke
and Boris to Ins side,

“The engine's gone,
engire's gone!” he cried.
away !

For a moment they stared at cach
ather, the saloon rocking and swaying
as it van on down the slope. Then Goris,
turning round suddenly, leaped at the
panel and fung it open.

“ There's an ecmergency brake here!
(Come on, gquick ! Help me ™

They darted into the nparrew apart-
went, and  Boris stumbled  over the
prostrate figure of the armed sentry.
Then lie nmi‘ Jack Drake grabbed at%lio
Lhrakewheel set in the back of the cow-
parttient and began o turn ik, The
grind of the brakes sounded, and hall-
way down tho slope the leng saloon was
brought to a halt.

“““That was Red Mask's work,” Jack
Teake =zaid to Boris. “Look, ho has
ronpe [

" The youngstor darted to the heap of
Llankets, apd tossed them over,  The
heavy irons fell to the flony, and besifle
thews lay a pad of notepaper. Jack
ieked up the pad, and, emtering the
ighted saloen, be held it up to the light.

Rod Mask had written his message in
a heavy ba o, and on the sheet was the
clear mprint of the words of  his
message, 1t was a conumand to stop or
deviate the trawn, and prevent ik fromn
reaciing Irkutsk.

By this time the vest of the passengers
had fRocked around Leocke, and it waw
the Learded guard who gave them the
eline,

“We have been turned from the main
track, master,” he said.  “T could not
understand at first, but this line we aro
oar now leads us to the soldiers' barracks
et Levond the lakes, and we arc not far
from the siding where my brother’s

(Continued on page 26.)

gitv'nor—the
“It's broken

Turn to pages 14-15, and get busy !
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ON "

Week ending Movember 10th, 1323

chest. with a hony forefinger, “that

I'm goine to do any interviewmng—

impértinent or otherwise—on  Guy
Fawkes' Day, you're making a  colossal
Plunder! To-day should be ohserved az a
holidny. We must lay down the pen for the
firework. We muost exchange the notehook
lor & mask. We must banish work from onr
mindg-—"
CUAnd gu to press with an entirely blank
Supplenient, I suppose®' suid the editor
sarcastically. “Bo you imagine the prinbers
will wail our pleasure? Do you think we can
possibly exeuse ourselves on the grounds that
it's GGuy Fawkea' Day? The work of the
world must gé on, The printing machines
nrust continue to operate. The editor musk

hIF you think,” I sald, lquin “dhe editor’s

continue to edif, The interviewer muzt
continue to_interview.”
“¥ou speak,” I eaid, “with am air of

finnlity."

“And, whbat's more, I mean what T say.
I'll-have no slacking on my staff. You will
oblige me by interviewing Micky Desmotd
without delay.”

“What! Interview that mad Irlshroan?®

“He's a jolly sight saper than yoir are.
I offen wish I had him for n aspeefal re-
presentative, instead of o person of fechle
intellect, like yourszeli!™
Hush!" I eaid. "¥ou must not speak
like that! It yon josult me, I mizht get
slightly annoyed—almost angey, in fact. And
then 1 should be cowmpelled to—er—bifl your
editorial boko!"

The editor pointed to the door,

“Travel!" he said curtly. “And let me
have your article first thing in the moraing.”

I wenf off in search of Micky Desmond.
But I found him not. One of his study-rantes
inforrmed me that Micky was very  busy
n;ﬂhing preparations for the Guy Fawkes
revels.

I wasn't going to sniff all over the sehonl
for Desmond, like n bloodhound. 1 weat
aloog to my own quarters, and ale =2
leisurely tea. Then I perssed the " Boys
Friend,” and got so absorbed in the selinol
yarn that the aftérooon merged into even
mgﬁ before T was aware of it.

n going out into the Close I 1 2
dusk lad follen. Sans has

The darkness, however, was relieved by
the glare of lighted torches,

There was to be o torchlight procession to
the football ground, and I joined in.

I was present at the lighting of the hon-
fire, and I looked oo with interest and en:
Joyment whilst & pumber of affigics were fed
to the flames,

It was at this stage that I bumped Into
Micky Desmond. He was dmﬂginﬂg an effizy
of Mr. Pussyfoot towards the bonfire,

“Faith, an’ this is the besk guy of the
lot!" said Micky. *Just you watch it scorch
and shrivel !

The effigy was burled to the fames, which

Don’t miss a line
Tie Macner Ligrary, —No, 822,

toyed with their grotezgue plaxthing for a

time, and then begsan to consume ¢ o
t'arneap.
"Lhis is great fup!™ 1 said. " Wish 1 could

gt hold of & guy of some sort.”

“Fl tell you where you'll Bnd one,” sald
Micky Dezmond.

"An cffigy?r

“¥Yes, There's one in Proul’s study. 1It's
an ¢lfigy of Prout himself., (o and feteh
i, and we'll wateh it burn!™

O

— [

FIREWORKS!
By Dick Penfold.

A crate of freworks T should buy,
If only I possessed the " dibs,”

Rockets that soar into the sky,
And sguibs!

Alas! I have no hidden hoard
Of silver jingling in my pockets ;
Ho vatherine-wheels 1 can't afford,
Nor rockets!

Bob Cherry's bought a lovely lot

Of ripping rockets, in their sticks:
¥or Bob a heap of cash bhus gol—
I've nix!

I love to see the fireworls show,
And wateh the sterlights spuct and
sputter;
But I am "broke ' ; and word: of woe
I muttor!

I love to see the bonfire Dlaze,

And watch the rockets vise anud fall;
But T can only stand and gaee,

That's all. .

Fireworks ave fused by Tubb
toad !} :
And Dicky Nugent (litcle ¢If &
But I have nothing to explode
Myself!

{venng

But if our Editor so great

The moment he this poem handles,
Pavs me aoquid, T'll buy a erate

Of Roman Candles '

I dashiod away towards the building, com.
pletely forgetling my duties oz the apeelal
ropresentative of the “Groylreairs Herald ™

“An efigy to bura! And on effey &f old
Prent at that!” I chortled joyously. = How
rinping

Whern [ eame in sight of the Luilding. I
glapeed up at the lighted window of Mr.
Frout's study.

There, sute enousl, leabping againslt the
inper window-zill, was the guy.

Even at that distance it hare a remark-
able resemblapee to Prowt, and 1 could ot
help admirine the skill of the fellow whe Bl
fashioned it

I entered the building, raced up the sialea
three at a tome, and dazhed alonz the cOrri-
dor. Then I threw open the door of Prout's
study, and <ntered,

Yes, there was the effigy,
againzt the window-zill.

With a whoop of delight T roshed towards
it, and grasped it by the middle.

Then, to my horror, the thing become
animafed with ife. Tt wriggled, it zbruggled,
it ubtered o ghout of protest.

"0 erumb: 1™ ¥ gasped. "It fsn't an eMgy
at all! Tt's Prowt himself!™

In o Aash it dawned opom me what had
Lappencd.

Micky Desmond, in his Irjsh way, bkad been
rulling my leg. He had given me to under-
sband that there waes & guy in Frout's study.
o there was—Dbut the guy happened to he
Provy himgeli!

propped  up

“Boy! Misgulded young heoolican! How
dare you hmg yoursel! wpon me in Lhat
ageressive manner ! raved Prout. * How

dare yoit perpetrate & wantom and zavawe
attack uppon o Form-master !

I let goof Prout as if he had been red-hot

“Borry, sir—awiully zorry!” 1 stuttered.

“Your sofrow,” eaid Prout, “leaves me
upmoved! Never have 1 been treated with
such indigoity! I am outraged and anonoyed
bevond measure!”

FProut certainly looked it. y

#1—1I mistook you for an ¢fMgy, eir,” 1 mut-
tered.

It wnz the moaf unfortusate remark 1
could have made,

“What ! roared Prout. "Do T bear any
resemblance—even the slightest resemblancy
—=to an efizy—a grobtesgue guy?

* Kuneo, tir! .

Prout picked up & ¢ane.

“Hold out your hand!" he thundered.
“Strictly speskiog, 1 should place this
matter In the hands of your own Form-
m:iaber, for him to desl with, But I cannot
eontain myself-I ecannot allow your richiy-
morited punishment to be deferred.” .

I gingerly cxtonded my hand, and the
cane bit into my palm.

After setting up » new record for the high
jump. 1 bheld out my other hand, and re-
ceived another stinging ¢ut. Then the per
formance was repeated, and I crawled out
of Trout's study feeling like a limp rag.

Slowly and painfully, 1 wended my way to
the [oothall ground. . .

Micky Desmond greeted me with a grin.

= lalla " ke snid cheerfully. " Where's ths
effley i

“You—you-—7>"T apluttcred,

Awd then, [urious bevond meazure, I shob
out my left,

Whicli remind: me of a Tood connndram.

What is the difference hetween the apecial
representative of the “Greyfriars Herald ”
amd Mr., Prout when he went rabbit-shooting
the othor day?® . :

Ansaer; One shot out hiz loft, amd tha
obher ledt out his shot!

THE EED,

of ** A Marked Man ! ”—next Monday’s new—
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By DICK

i URBLEE SINGH! Yeu will
H recite the first verse of Gray's
Elegy, which the class has

been learning.”

Me, Quelch. vapped out the command,
and iz gpiolet eves were fixed upan
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“With pleasure, honoured sahib,”™
murmured the dusky junior. And he
rose to his feet and started to recite:

" The the knell

H_'L!I',r{!'\:-' tollfully  tolls
of parting dayiulness
The lowing herd winds slowly o'er
the leafulness;
The pleughman homeward plodfully
plods his weary wayiulness,
And leaves the world to darkness

and to mefulness. "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

here was & loud fitter from the elass.
Hurree Bingh's cmbellishments of the

GREYFRIARS

RUSSELL,

Inglish language . were always amusing.
The mnative teachers of Bengal had
tanght Inky liz English, and they had
much to anzwer for,

“Silenee !  Mr. Quelch’s voice re-
sembled the boom of thunder. 1 must
ask you, Hurres Singh, to learn the
actual words of the poest—not to intro-
duce frills and embellishinents of your
own !

Hurree Ringh sat down, looking rather
crestfallen. gml then Mr, Queleh called
on Skinner to recite the first verse of
the famous Elegy. Skinner koew 1t all
right, but he was a gabbler. He left ont

amall words here and there, as if he

coulln’t be bothered with them,

“ Carfew tolls knell parting day,
Lowing herd winds slowly lea;
Plonghman homeward plods weary
WAy,
Leaves world darkness and me.”

HERALD,
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Mr, Queléh pavo a snort.

“You are a gabbler, Skisier!”
thniderad,
verse afresh.

hi
“&5it down mnd learm chak

Skinner sat down, and as he did =0 he
was mudged in the nibs by little Wuan
Laung.

“Got a matchee!?”
Chinese junior,

“EhT gasped Skinner,
want a mateh for?'

“Me wakee thines up a bit by kiting
off fireworks,” whispored Won  Lung.
“Pootry lesson too tzmwe—savvy i

Shinner grinned, and saereptitionsly
passed a box of matches under e desk,

Wun Lung drew a Clinese crackoer
[rotn his pocket, and coolly procvecded 1o
ignite it

Alomzo Todd war tn 1he act of recitiog
the line:

murinured)  1he

W hat Jyon

e

“And all the aiv a solerwm stillpess

holds, "

Crack, crack, crack! Bizzz-zz! Bang!
Thut!

The suddermesa of the explosion
cauged guite a flutter 1 the Form-roon.
My, Queleh tried to lower the record for
the high-jump. He cannoned wildly into
the blackbeard, and breught down the
whole box of tricks.

Frosh crackers wore ignited, and thoy
leapt and bounded across the Form-roomn
floor, "The room was in an uproar, &nd
it ook Mr Quelch at least ten minutes
to restore order oul of chaos,

The andacious Won  Lung  was
promptly pounced upon, and given threc
cuts on cach hand. But he didn't mind
in the least. He had accomplished his

ambition of hivening up the losson!

(clolololololclolololololololclololololololololslololclolulololalolololoiololclolololololodol ofotOlC I OLOROORORORCR0)
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EDITORIAL!

By

Harry Wharton.

eelebrationa are here, and  the
sound of the firework is heard in

the land.
Centuries have passed =ince Guidoe
Fawkes made his memorable atternpt fo
blow up the King and all his Ministers.

ONCE again the festive Guy Fawkes

The plot failed; and it was Gu}r himself
who recoived a “blowing-up ™ af the
finizh.

At Greyfriars we always hold high
revel on the evening of “the Fifth.” A
huge bonfire is lighted on the feotball-
ground ; thero are torehlight processions;
and the splattering of sguibs and the
sereaming of rockets are heard on every
hand. It is a gala night, and we all
emjoy ourselves up to the hilé,

Here 13 our Spectal Guy TFawkes
Number, red-hot from the pens of our
coptributors.  Many of yon, when you
read our comical arficles, will emulate
the fireworks, and Taivly Yeaplode.” At
least, T hope you will, for ™ Langh and
grow fat " iz an excellent maxin.

My Editorial iz short and sweet this
week, I mast make way for the morry
nonsense of Pom Brown !

ITARRY WHARTON.

==

'"HOW 1 FARED ON | |
¢ THE FIFTH!"

A Few thrilling experiences,

= g —

| e o — — e —

i

BOB CHERRY :

I had dhe time of my life on DBonfire
Night., | made n guy resemhbling Loder of
the Sixth, Tt was almost Jifelike, and the

- feliows simply roared when we ecarried it to

the honfire. Loder roared, foo--but nos with
megrriment ! He dido’d recopnlse us, because
we wore hideous masks, and he [airly danced

with fury ! %We fed the effigy to the flames,
and it was copsumed amod  thunders  of
applauzet

ALONZO TOIDMD:

I et off one asguib on Bonfire Xight, and
thien had to retire from the procecdings,
auffering from  shell-shock. The unearthly
din, anrd the fierce conflagration, proved
altogether tog much [or my sensitive merves!

DMORY NTUGEXRT:

il s ripping tune on Bonfice Mite. 1 Jut
off nbout g hendred flreworks altogether, and
a jumping érscker happonced to alipht on
mizter twigg, amd it skorched a hole throuagh
his gown. Yeou ought to see how he carried
on! But i i hadn't diztinguizhed the Rames,
Ie'd have been “carcied off ™!

BRILLY BUNTEL:

L don’t know moch about Bonfire Night,
hekawse 1T wad in the tuckshop most of the
time, porging while Rante was buarming, sa bo
apeak. Mrs. Mimble bad gone down to sce
the filreworks, s0 I made hay while the mooi
shone ! "Crackers " of the biskit varicty are
much better than Chinese ones!

e e e e e LA
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By Tom Brown.

TUM, fast and furions, marked the
proceedings on Bonfive Night, 'The bon-
lire was liﬂ higgest over gi:ruilt- at Grey
frinrs, and it blared right merrily,
Among those standing around it was Bob
Cherry.  The fire Img a great faseination
for him, for he's a “gay young spark ™
humnself!

o —

" L3 L]

WHO was the practical joker who sur-
rounded Mr. Hacker with lively jumping
erachers?  Tho o mastor of the Shell
jumped about like 2 cat on hot bricks,
e was, in fact, a jumping IHacker !

k] * »

HORACE COKER, who has & repuia-
tion for *scorching ” om his miotor-bike,
siceocded in Y scorching ™ his hands on
Bonfire Night., He¢ went to put an
cffigy of Guy Fawkes on the fire, and a
fongue of flame suddenly shot out at
himr, and cansed the mighty llorace to
turn a back-somcrsauld |

= E | 5

IT is estimated that over 5000 lira-
works were let off by the Greyirviars
fellows,  Wish I had a few shares in a

firework firm!

—serial by HEDLEY SCOTT—introducing Ferrers Locke !

Supplement i)
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With his heart full
of bitterness against
Sir Mostyn Frayne,
gamester and rogue,
who, in one stroke,
has robbed him of
his brother, and the
bouse and lands
which had been the

property of the
Langleys for genera-
tions past, Dick
Langley turns
highwayman. Now
known as * Galloping Dick,"
he roams the countryside—the
tervor of the rich, and =
staunch friend of the poor.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
An 0Old Enemy.

% F UAT the same old place—nothing
J changed. Eecod, but my heart's
beon sick for the sight of it theso

weary months past.” :

Ivon . Blnek Kitty ieemod oxcited as
Dick*pulled her up on the brow of Black-
wold Heath, and sho clamped her bit
ard pawed the turf cagerly. She had
Lkeen bred and broken in there

As for Dick Langley, since he was first
ousted from his old home by the knavery
of Sir Mostyn Frayne, and had taken to
the highsay, whero hiz name was now go
wideapread a terror, he had never ceas
to long for the place of his birth. Ride
whero he might, there was no place like
Milton, and the wild heaths that sur-
rounded it. p

Out of sheer daring he had remained
in his own district, and harried it during
the first two months of hia highwayman-
ship: but when the place was filled with
King's riders, seeking him night and
day to bring him to the gallows, Dick
outwitted them half a dozen times, and
then rode away in disgust to districts
that knew him less: bub scon the fame
of hiz exploits filled all England. His
going from Milton Glled with gn,v all the
rich and miserly, the grinding mer
chants,” the fat-pursed chapmen, [or
hoavy toll he took of them ; but the poor
anid needy were sorrowful when Gallop-
g Dick went from among them, for
noure were allowed to want while he had
guinena about him,

“Come, Kitty, let us push on and sec
how the old home itself is faring—
though [ misdoubt it will pull my heart-
strings to look at if."

They trotted on through the woods,
and came out at the other side; but
before they were clear, Dick heard the
pound of 5 on the bridle-road, and
palled Kitty to a walk.

“A good horse, by the sound., But
we il stop nooman st the pistol's point
to-day, Kitty. I have not the heart for
i, a'll give onrselves a day to look
at the old haunts, and then we'll take the
rapa again till the rich and the ekin-

flints shake in their shoes at the name

of wus. VWhe comes here? One who

*I:-e-e.?s hiz cellarman hard at work, by
ook

of him, "

And, dndeed, it was
spectacle that appeared.

Eiding o fine chestnut hunier came a
richly-dressed man in the prime of life,
but with a face blotched and bleated with
debauchery. His eyes wers deep-set and
Lloodshot, his cheeks overhung and
fabby, and he lurched in the saddle asthe
rode. Dick curled his lip in disgust, for
he had no love for a wine-bibber, and the
man was plainly inebriated, though it was
early in tTI."m afternoon. His bleared oves
hardly glanced at Dick, and he almost
lerched out of the saddle as he passed.

“Odd's blood™™ exclaimed Dick under
his breath, “'Tis Sir Mostyn !

Ho was so aztonished that the man was
gone. before he could turn.  Dick would
never have thought it possible that his
old enemy could have changed so much
in tho past few monthe as to be hardly
recognisable.

“The fellow has gone to the dogs alto-
gether,” thought Thek, “ Ho was always
a knave, but of ald he uszed to let others
do the drinking while he fleeced them
at cards. Now he's the owner of Lang-
leys, and has all the moneyr he can need,
he has given his natural bent a free
rein. ™

Black Isithy
nodded,

“I haven't the heart to go and see the
old houze after this," Dick muttered; *it
would cut me to the quick to thinl of
that seoundrel  defiling it with his
presence, and like coough 11 is in sad
order with such a master. I'll go down

the ]
ne  pleasing

tossed her head and

to the old Three Piccons and dine
there.” )
Mine host of the Three Pigeons

received Dick with a mixture of joy at
seeing the young master of Langleys
again, and fear Lo see him risking his life
i that neighbourhood.

““Ah, 'li= sorry bimos since you lefd
Muster Dick,” he said, as he placed lus
best viands wpon his finest napery before
the young highwayman, * We don't like
Sir Mostyn, we simple folk., But I'm

One Hundred Famous Cycles for my readers! YOU ftry for one!

Told by
the world-
renowned
author,

afeard to see vou back heore, sic. "Vis a
main dangerous place for you!”

“TAh 1.J|{m King's riders—eh, Thomp-
son? ¥ou think they'il hale me to the
galtows? Well, I've reached the stago
that I don’t much care one way or the
other. I've had a few brushes with
them, though, and I never heard thal
they came off bost” .

“Ah, sir, but ‘rain’t only the Kinga
riders thiz fime. Wo've greal folk
among us. The Prince o' Wales 15 stay-
ing at Durwards 1lall—Frince George
himself ! An' the Chiel Justice is there,
tﬂ“‘.”

“Is thok all, good man,” sad Thek,
with a laugh. “Why, then, there’s
nanght to fear., Do you suppose tho
Prince  has  not  something  betlor
to do than chasc a poor devil of a high-
wayman '

= ALl the same, ste, T'vo hegren he's Tand
a wager he can cabech yvon, and be has g
way of winning his bets, as his com-
panions know.  Ile laid the Let with
Lord Petre for a thowsand gnineas.'

“There have been bols lost over me
belore, Thompson,” said Dick: “bur no
matter. T have dined well, and here 13
vour scote, mine host."”

FEEE S -

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Home of His Fathers,

1 GAD, T dunk better of it said
E Dick to himself as he rode off,
“I'll go to Langleys, and 1'1l do

more than look at k! I've a

craving to be inside the place onece more,
il but for half an hewr, aml I'm certain
there's no man in Milton  dare  deny

e o D

He rode along the highway and down
the chaise road i{o the very gatos of
Langlers, and gazed once more ot the
glorious old red bowse, with ita fovty
chimneyvs, and fs preat green lawns and
cedars.  There seomed o be nobody
ahout save those near the stables, Beyond
the right wing half a dozen grooms wera
lolling idly. The whole place was ill.
kept and neglected, o

Vith such an air of command did Dick
ride up that the lodge kesper swung wido

Aubrey Angel makes an astonishing discovery ! What is it ?
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Coming next week, boys? HEDLEY SCOTT’S magnificent new serial!

the gates, and the young highwayman
rode into the park. )

He :2aw before him the wide front
entrance, and remembered with a pang
liow his brother Basil had met him there,
white and nervous, on the fatal day. How
1esil had begged money from him, and
retired st once to lose it to Sir Mostyn
I'rayne in the upper library, as he had
slready lost his own,

How, too, the fatal pistol-shot had
echoad through the old houss, and Dick
had gone up to find his brother with a
smoking pistol in his hand, lying across
the card-table, a bullet in his brain, and
Sir Mostyn standing close by, Basil had
shot himself after losing to the card-
sharping baronet the whole of the estate
—Dick’s half as well as his own. And
how, for the sake of his dead brother’s
honour, Dick had accepled the debt, rode
out penniless into the world, and taken
to the highways with a price on his head.

“ Brave times!" laughed Dick fo him-
self grimly.. *Yet I would do it again.
Only I should have shot the cheating
seoundrel first,”

Ile rode up to the porch, paused a
maoment, dismounted, and peited Black
kitty on the fank.

“ (O with you, old lass ! he said. “Go
into the woods and wait for me. I would
not risk you in this rascal’s grounds.™

Kitty turned with a whinny, cantered
away geross the gnrk, igaped the fence,
and vanished. ick walked up to the

reat onken door and Hung it open.
Thers was no deorkeeper or serving-maun.
The whole house seemed asleep.

“'Tis more like a monastery than a
Fumlema.n‘s house,” said Dick—*though

itte like the former, I doubt, when bir
Mostyn and his cronies ara carousing.”

With strange feelin in hiz breast,
Divk walked through three or four of the

veat rooms he knew so well, Evidently
the baronct was away, and in his absence
the servants took themselves off and did
aa they pleased. At last he wandered
inte the little ante-room used a3 a emok-
ing-room, which opened into the large
saloon where the #ard-tahles stood. There
was & wide old Queen Anpe armchair by
tho table, and Dick sank into if, and sat
there, musing, and wondering why he
had come. The rest was pleasing—he
hed been out all the mght before.
(#radually, before he knew it, he had

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Loose Tongue and 8 Drawn Sword.

it HAT! All Langleys for one

\Nf throw of the dice? Pink me,

Frayne, but that was a good

stroke 17

“Nay!" hiccoughed the voicoe of the

baronet. *“'"Twas not dice, but faro. We

played twenty-two hours at a stretch.

And his brother came up, and found the

ﬁ;,b lying shot meross the table. Ha,
IH

The worda came te Dick as though in
a dream as he lay back in the armchair.

How long he had been there he did oot
know. He half-opened his cyes, and
believed himself Iying out in the green-
wood, and dreaming, as he often did, of
Langleys and the days of his happiness.

Ha waa in the E!cmm; but a blaze of
light came through the open docrway of
the larger room, and dimly, a5 ii 1n &
dream, he saw three men sitting at the
card-table. One of them was Sir Mostyn
Frayne, the sscond an ill-docking fellow
in gaudy clothes, with gambling bully
written all over him, The third was a
young fellow of the genus “ pigeon,” such
az the gamestor loves to prey on. He
was cvidently a gentlernan, and foolish
rather than vieieus, by the look of him.

They were all somewhat advanced in
wine, but Sir Mostyn more than any.
He was too far gonse to give any vare to
what he said. %?he thres wera dicing,
and the rattle of the boxes and the chink
of the coins played an accompaniment to
their chatter.

“Av, ‘twas the best game I ever

layed!" eried Sir Mostyn loudly.
2 E:\r'r::-i, if you could have seen the cub

l}'ingrth&re 12
W "Twaa lucky for you, Mostyn,” said
the bully. *“Had Basil not been desd
hiz brother might bave refuted to give
up hie share of the estate. Rare luck!
Come, Mostyn, tell uz the truth! You
put that bullet in the cub yourself "
He leered jovially at the baronet. In
his sonses Sir  Moastyn  would have
drawn sword st the suggestion for fear
of hizs own neck., But drink had trans-
formed him for the time being into a
boastfinl fool, while thinking himself a
very elever fool for his villainy.

dazed off into slumber. You've hit i, V-Vernoy!™ he
1 r_'r-.- ! : Il . I.tl”
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Dick picked up a-goblet of wine and flung il Into the baronet’s face. Sir Mostyn

started viol

eptly. Theugh liftle noted for open courags, the insull roused his blood,

and he turned livid with fury, ** Qut upon the grass! ** he fumed, (See this page.}

Dick's fuce when he saw his brother |
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hiccoughed, with & pgrating laugh.
“Eeod, it was a clever trick—eh ? 'lg‘hﬁ
voung cockerel told me when the dice
was thrown that he couldn't answer for
kiz brother’s share of the esiate. Bo I
shot  him, and stuck the pistol in his
hand 1™

“*You knave!™ cried the young man
hoarsely, apringing up with a white foce.
“Vou daré to boast of such a deed!
You hound, I will see you—"

Bir Mn&t&: dragged out hiz sword,
with an oath. and made a lunge at the
youngster. There was a sudden rush,
the blade was knocked aside, and the

| baronet fell back, gasping, as he saw

Galloping Dick before him, 'The youn
highwayman had heard the truth, an
awoke to hear it was no dream.

i Leave that boy alone, dag!" he zaid,
botween his teeth. ** You have confessed
i,'t::urse!.f a murderer, and it 15 to me you
1ave to look. Stand back, if you please,
young sirl I am the brother of the
murderad man, and the quarrel 18
Iﬂi'l"l-a !Hl

“ Ay, it's Galloping Dick Langley, and
there's a priea on his head!" shrieked
Sir Mostyn. ' We have you now, yon
knave! Fetch the runners, someone!"”

Dick picked up a goblet of wine and
flung it into the baronet’s face.

Sir Mostyn started violently, Though
littla nnl@-dy for open courage, the insult
roused hiz blood, and he turned livid
with fury. The shock seemed to sober
him completely.

“Ay. out,”™ he cried—*out upon the
grass, and I will pink you first and save
vonir body for the gibbm;! Yerney, you
shall ba my second ™

He had

But the bully had gone.
slipped away.

“Ah, good!" mutltered Sir Mostyn,
who seomed pleased at this, *'Neo
matter; I will fight without & second !

“I will act for you, sir, if you will
allow me,"” said the youngster to Dick.
“My name is Gaskell”

Ihek bowed.

“T1 am greatly beholden fo
And now, Bir Mostyn, be g
to come outside with me.”

As they made for the door the baronet
called sside his body-servand, WaE
cloze by, and whispered to him_rapidly.
Dick saw the man hurrying off to the
stables when they reached the lawn,

“1 am not going to soil my turf with
tho blood of a highwayman!"” aneered
Sir Mostyn. “Wo will go down the road
to tho clearving.”

There was o meon, and guite light
enongh for Gghting.

The ceremonics were soon over, and
the opponents fell on.  Sir Mostyn was
ane of tha fingst swordemen 1 England,
and Ddick o pupil worthy of his father,
who was aeconnted the second in Europe.
The rapicrs clashed together, and the
hght began.

The frat passes had havdly been made
when there was an interrupfion. Up the
rand ane  down the road, from both
sules camo two squads of horecmen at
full gallop.

“Iing's riders!"™ exclaimed Gaskell,
“What does this mean?”

“It means that I have won
throw," said Sir Mosiyn.

And the rders Ha?l:::—prm’{ up, calling
upon Dick to surrender in the name of
the King.

Then, just as Dick determined to make
an ond of his brother's mwurderer, and
die on the swords of tho riders rather
than wield himself to the gﬂlﬂ#!.‘ a
gorgeous mail-phacten, with four dashing

ou, SBir.
enough

the

Just for a few minutes’ work there may be hours of sheer joy |
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26 “A Marked Man!” introducing old favourites, Locke and Drake, Starts Next WeekE.

oultriders, came whirling up with the
right-hand aguad of the caprors
“The prince!” cried {Gaskeil,

“Hoid there!” ¢ried a commanding
VOIOR.

And as the phaeton pulled up, a good-
looking, E young  buck |-

curly-heade
srepped aul, [nﬁmved by an older man,

“Well, Petre,” said he of the curly
hair, “here's our man. I've won my
bat !

“Ie is frue,” replied the other, with »
bow. " Tho thousand guineas are yours,’
GITS

“"He is a smart fellow,
the {uture King George
he. ‘Look at him, Petre! What!
Wighting, gentlemen? What is tho
guarrel?’

Dick, bowing low, replied:

“1 s Richard Langley of Longlevs,

our Royal Highness, now known -as

«alloping Dick, and ripe, as you perceive,
for. the gallows, Tﬁiﬁ 13 Sir Mostyn
Frayne, who now holds my estates,
having cheated my brother out of them
at cards, and afterwards murdered him!*

“Which I ean prove,” said Gaskell,

“Is it.s0, in faith? exclaimed the |
prnce, turning to Dick. " “Then have
at each other. again, And do you, "Sir
Highwayman, pink the scurvy rascal, if
vou speak the trath !

On fell the fighters, asking no Detter.
The steel rang sharply, and for some
time there was little advantage. Sir
Mostyn wounded Dick in the left arm,
ana recetved a thrust in the shoulder.
But soon the fine health and clean life
of Dick Langley began to tell. The
baronet's face became transformed with
hﬁe :rh,e:': he saw he had met hiz match
at hast.

ink me!” said
Y, for it was

Then, seizing his opportunity, he tried

g~
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“ A Royal pardon ! sald the prince handing the paper fo Dick, * No longer
Galloping Dick, but Ianglaf of Langloys { e o

[See this page.)

a foul stroke.
with & sudden snatch of his left hand,
held it aside, and made a savage lunge
at_his young enemy.

Diick turned his v to the lefi with
ane wreEch, and tha baronet's blade
slipped past him. He wrenched his own
rapier free at the zame moment, and as,
with an. oath of despair, Sir Mostyn came
nt him =again, ick’a sword passed
through his heart, and the scoundrel foll,
his foul deeds oxpiated in death. '

"A good riddance of a scoundrel!”
said the prince. “And you, IMck

He .caught Thek's blade ;

Langh:q.r. are a3 teat and honourable a
swordsitan as I ever aaw.  Bring wo
paper hero, and a quill and ink-horn !
*The Royal pardon!™ he said, handing
it to Drick., “ And T'll warrant my father
to countersign . And now, young sir,
[ ses that wondrons-black mare of yours

-galloping up the road to you, and it's

time she was stalled, and ourselves, ton.
So leb vy all enter these ancesteal halls
of yours, and make a night of 1t. CGallop-
ing Dick no longer, sir, but Langlev of
Langleys, -

THE ENLD.

EH:DDDUDEDEEEDE—DDDE!'_'IDI:H:mwmmnmmmmmﬂmrﬁmMuuuﬂiuum 100000000000

THE BROTHERHOOD OF THE WHITE

HEATHER.

(Conclusion, from page 21, of our popular serial,)

train' will be waiting if it has reached
thars by now." ;

He looked at Doris for a moment.

“If.my -master will trust me I will
lead him to the siding, but I shall have
to. go mith him, It will not be safe for
me to return sgain,'”

A strange scene-followed then. In a
strageling line the fugitives trudged
after their guide, with Boris and Locke
at-theirhead.. Over the’foggy, rough
ground they- paced; now stgiding through
a.patch of dapk reeds, then scrambling
over !ui.h mounds of wet mud.

Far-the best part of twe hours they
trudged, then ahend of them appeared a
ling of-sheds and the glimmering rails
beyond. Drawn up close to the sheds
was a long goods train, with huge sheots
of tarpaulin slung over sach wagon.

Locke and - Boris went on ahead.
miaking & swift search. There was no
sign of . enginedriver or guard. The
deralict train stood apparently aban-
doned on the cut-of-the-way siding.

“They will come and haul out at
chask,” ris declarad., " They will go
by the loop line in" the darkness for

re, are hungry men who might raid
them if they saw all this foodstull leav-

ing our impoverished country.”

They rejoined their companions, and

Locke made his plans quickly. Presently,-

in little groups of twos and threes, the
tired fugitives separated, each party
seaking shalter in the ladened wagons,

Boris and Locke and Jack Drake
found & corner in one of the leading
trucks, and, hidden under the protecting
tarpaviine, waited with nerves on edge,
The friendly darkness came down, and
Jack's quick ears caught the first soundds
of the appreaching engine,

The clanking scund of the ecuplin
being adjusted was like music in the
€ars of the lad, and when, with a slow,
grunting jerk, the long grain-train
began to move, he turned. towards his
governor in the darknees, and canght at
the detective's hand.

“We're on the last lap now, governor,"
the youngsier whisperad ; *and, my hat,
I think it's the winning.one, too!"

‘Three days later at. Chanar. the
junction line station that marka the end
of the Russian territory and the begin-
ning of Menchuria, a gronp of tattorad,
hungry men and women wears gathered
in the British Consul’s office there.

That same night the mail train carried
them down to Mukden, on the first stage
of their homeward journey,

“They can do simply nothing, my dear
Locke,” waz the Uousul's blund com-
ment. “Qur Crovermment is powerless,
so far as Russia 13 concerned, and, as
you know, any of our countrymon whn

o there do 3¢ at their own risk. Bat at
oasl you have done somothing, [ have
heurd about this White Heather Brother-
hood, and this amezing exploit of yours
will prove to your enomies that they are
not so powerful as they imagine.”

This conversation had takan place just
befure the train had departed for
Mukden, and I'errers Locke noddod to
the official.

“There = only one man whom T
would have liked to  have seen
punishedl,” he rotucned greundy, *and
that 15 Red Mask."

The Consul shrugged has shoulders,

“They found an engine in tho lake
below the bridge leadog to the barracks,
but there s no official news concerning
tha man vou mention, But, dead aor
alive, Red Mask mol his master when

rhl'

he ot vou !

And with that Ferrers Taowke had te
bo content,
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Here's the news, boys!

THE COMPETITION OF THE YEAR !

HIS brief pavagraph is just by way of being a reminder
—not, most certainly, to my chums, the regular
readers of the Maower. They know all there 1s to

_ . koow concerning the splendour of the great Com-
pelition which has set the world agog. All I intend to do this
week iz to rnb it into the new supporters who mareh in
Menday by Monday, that they can set to straightaway and
work for one of the magnoificent prizes offered in connection
with the Footballers' Names contest. That is that—just that,
and nothing rore. Those small reproductions of the earlier
sots of puzzle pictures clear the wav. There has been, and i3,
o perfect mad rush for the Magxer, and copies are at a
pleminm,

“THE GIPSY MILLIONAIRE I*

{’lnltl}ﬂler varn about Mick for mext week., When you read
this real live story in next week's MacneET you will find
yourself tumbling bang into the unexpected. Tt is just the
same with Mick, the brisk young unmmf who finds at long last
the giddy wheel of Fortune spinning merrily in his favour.
The circumstances are strange enough to leave any reader
wondering over the details of an entrancing tale for many a
day. To be able to do this is proof .of the excellence of any
narralive,

HOW IT HANGS OUT!

This hes no reference to thoe week's wash! I am still
dealing with Mick, as he appears next Monday. He has been
sompething of a mystery ever since he appeared at Greyfriars
—one of the fellows never rightly underateod. Thers have
beon weird influences and remarkable agencies busy behind
the sereen of his life, as it were—something which has pigued
athers far more than Mick himself. He has just gone on,
teking what came, and playing up to the blows of adversity.
Of eovrse, matters being what they are, there was no chance
of Mick being other thin on the worst possible terms with
Aubrey Angel.. DBut 1t 13 indirectly through certain actions
of Aubrey- Angel that the gipsy plops right into the most
amazing prosperity. All this is related in the most convineing
stvle, You will admit that next weeld’s vasn is a real stunner.
Whatever happens, Micl's mark will be left on Greyfriars.

THIS IS SPECIAL!

Look cut next week [or the hrst instaliment of our new
football serial. ' It i3 the work of a writer who Is new to the
* MAcrET, namely, Mr. Hedley Scott. The fact that this
author has reached the pages of the Macxer is enough in
itself to show his form. He has kicked a fine goal. 1 have
every confidence in this new sevial, It is r.Eﬂ::ihing and spirited,
ani contains a strong plot with plenty of fibre in it. Eet me
know your opimion.  As you are well aware, these are higror
days than aver for football. There iz more in the game—
guim a fresh spirit of strenuwons endeavour, and the swing of
e football pendulum, so to speak, means no end to every-
body. It iz all part and parcel of the nation. It iz bringing
sut new qualities of endurance and initintive, and, of course,

ir a matter of this kind with horizons widening, comes the

chance of the new writer. Ile it is who can interpret bester
than anyona some of the repl significance of the changing
times. 6;11:51':1& all that we are in for a gripping story, which
is bound to redound (o the credit of the old Macker, :
By way of extra interest, Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake
play a prominent park in the new Serial '

——

A SBOOTING SUPPLEMENT !

~ Just wait and see Bunler spread himself as a Bisley hera in
the supplement of the “ Greyfriars Herald ™ next week! Tt
is  feast for the gods. We may, in the dim, dead past, gone

‘beyond recall, have sufflered moments of disappointment over
the gurpumﬂ. I zay we may, for T am not going to attack
a giddy performer Fike the Owl of Gregfriars. ¥ou find him
next week as a sporisman of the sportiest; po target can
withetand him; he is the boss of the bullseye.

' Tee Epmon

Keep the Chat on a filz! 27
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Wouldn’t you like to

work this
TEN TON CRANE?

UET laok ab it! A slight pull of a lever and away imio th w
D tuns, ad though kW wera 10 ponepds,.  See J:-mg :hegcra%uaﬁrgmihﬁ:
huge [nad eroctly whers the driver wirlwg, Tep't it fime ?
Every zerap of fun working this crane s yonee If you have BMeccnna.
Tou weay bulld a4 crane exectly Mkao it dn every delail exoept size.  You #eo,
Meccano parte wre real cpgineering parts, and so your crane warks just
:.::'1|'[‘u- H‘I:E'b'glilﬁl' ;Jéltﬂl.!. : El. wilt §irc M}EII;: swing real loxds.
A TAver ¥l with yom wmay take your crane to pieses and bui
Power, & Hallleship, a Bridge, a Fire-Escopc—any i hing I;-m. like, ki

MECCANO

{(ENGINEERING FOR BOYS)

GRAND PRIZE CONTEST

This ig 8 Model Building Competiticn that brings splendid i

bk P ? apporinnitics to
hrniny, imvenlive boys,  This year we offer splendid Cupa and Medalz fo
1I11:_ 'Il‘ﬂll!!'i:l -.-1: L2500 for the best Mercano wedels.  Wrlte uz for full
parciculare oF ask your dealey for an enlry form.

FREE TO BOYS

A Epleéndid New Meccano Eook.
This ia a new and splendidly iNustratcd book, which
Bile of all the gocd things that come [rom Mieeoniio.
Liind, wlers fhe Lest toys are Weanmlaciured, Xo
beey shoield be withouwt 1his wonderful bogk,

How to get a Frae Copy.

Just show :his advertisenicot to thven eltmms and
send ua Eleir niewes snd addrepsen witl YOHT GVH.
I'ut X, 35 afler your namw for poferohoc.

VECCANO |
BINNS RD., UUTF lTS
LIVERPOOL, FROM

3/6 To
370/-




28 THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
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The ""Big Ben™ Heﬂ ess Lever Waitch on
THE-GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS svir
put belorg the. Britiah Public by one ol | ',f'
LONDON'S OLDEST-ESTABLISHED
- MAIL ORDER HOUSES,.
E——— e p——

- An sbsolutely FREE GIft of

Free a Solid Sliver Engllsh Hall

- marked Doubls Curb Atbart,

with Seal attached, . given FREE (8§

with avery Watch. [
T r— e b O T O IR

5 T! @ SPECIFICATION: Gent's Fuilsito Keyless: | G4
Lever. Watch, improved action:- ftted (I

patant recoil click, preventing breakaga tr';

; of mainspring by overwinding. . )

10 YEARS' WARRANTY 5!

""‘ Sent on recelpt of 4. O\
deposit: after appro- [
val, send /% more. ‘The balanes [
may then be paid by 9 monthly N

TR

matts of 2= each, " Canh }S
Fetanded fn full If dissatishied. \<y
Send 34, mow to =

: 5
J. A, DAVIS & CO. §
L ol

Ce onas

g, il I, L W, Tl A, W .

will glve clearer and larger
our new safety model acetylene generator
end burner 3 used. elf - regulatiog
Gensratormade in heavy brass, Adjuslable
to tit any Clnema,

No. 1 . -» 2f9 poat frce
‘Eﬂ,ESD?p B aee oY Giee sk
No. 3 60 e.p. i e A . .

; Lu..-:.lcrnc;:-. A Bl8-,. .
= No. b Lriple Iium&rs S00ED.A2/B b

mnwm WWIRBLESS S

Y(IIIR CINEM

Guaceabeed to receive broadeast concerts over 20.mile range. "Post frae, 1/
FULL S]ZE FOOTBALLS No. 5. 8 pnni!.
Complete with strong bladder and ladés, Fost 'free. Price 4'89

NEW ILEUBTRATED CATALOGUE Wireloss Accesaories, Cameras, Hethnuicnl
Modals. ete., fres o Teguest. --

BENNETT BROB., &, 'l'llllhllﬂl Rd. Hﬂhﬂ:ﬂl ¥ L“m. w.ﬂ.l.

LEVER
SELF-FILLING
FOU HTA! N PEN

Bolid 14-carat gﬂlli ‘nlb, Seidiun

winted., The grestest ;}fu i:ra:rg"uu
: aver offered.

3'2 post free,

MIEJIATIUORE LIGHTIN
pw btehen, cablie and Instroctions,

FLECTRICAL OUTFIT, comprislog 4-volt -metor, miniature lighting
act, cable, btuurh:: 4 itohios, eto., B8y poat &d,

Fidusieaied {‘nrn!::-urw TWireleer Accdnivries, -E-'utrmrl:, Mechapical Modelr, ele,,
posl Free. O Guarsntes: Elﬁll‘ntlunlrﬂ'uhﬂlfnndud

BENNETT BROS., 5 Theabalds Rd., Holbhorn, Londen, W.0,1.

HEIGHT COUNTS

i winning success, Let the Qirvan E—:nhm fncreass
vout helght., Wonderful results. Send P.C. for par-
ticulars and our £100 gumn!ea to Enq&uu Depk.,
AMAE, 17, Btroud Green Road, London,

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS, - forListgof Mackinas,

)=, Post Free.—Desk E DEAN CIREMA CO., 99, Drayton .!wanu-a.. Ww. Ii

IFHEE-—-EB Bliferant GERMAN STAHFE"

10 mpplicands. for Blum Ealsl POYALE,  anelowl At
B LCORYN, 10, WAVE CREST, WHITSTABLY,

Lnu“ Iﬂ_ﬁ]#ﬂiﬂﬂi !I'ur 1.I', bu;!aﬂ:ul Eunr&ntm{l Fauul::zf-ggﬂ

ur photograeh NOW . to "MTI.I}R"S PH.GTDE!EAFHI-D PREHT’IH w
121, Eeator Strcer, BOLTON, 1 WORES,

FREE :

- 5
GCINEMA BARGAINS I"Fns 38 oMt 15 00 M 1f8.
Rewinders, - Spoolg, stoes  Stamp  for Héig BARGAIN LIBTS. -—_a.. E.
MAXWEL I., LEORGE BITREET, HASRTIY

BN

AUTOMATIO
REPEATER

PEA PISTOL
As illustrated.

25 st 216

1% shot repeater, 1/6 post free.

& BET, complete with brackes, lamp, batters
Price 88 post free.

Accordions, ot¢, Emsy term

RHEUMATISM

CURED WHEN DOOTDR & HOSPITAL FAILED,

43, ELTON STREET, WATENEAD,
Strg,—I am 68 soars old aod was aficted with

Rhoumatism. I suffered:tercibly nizht and day,
aod iy declor sngeeflod hospltal irpaimont. “fChis i
toek, but sfibr. swodty -womks, I=1

=i

I was advized to try Trecoe, Wilkin 2 month
Trace bad offected & Ff?l'lt aimngn} bib TR, wag
an.:- led t have o good Bights rest Instead of focture,
:n;-n & aba surprlsod at my appoacance, Lthanks to

:il'-c:rl:li‘ ‘[I'I;"kl':a treatment. -Yours falilifully, Wm. Hall, ,,;:,_‘-

TURACE, aod URACE alone, c¢an cure Rhoumptism, ' Bt
It dirceily attacks ihe gauze—urly acil—dizzolyeu :.n:l expequ it tm:u tha
syELetn, and Er{*wnh fly Feappearaneg, Thab is why ic OURE Es
UIEEI- . & §/- per hox. From Bnula. Tmothy “hltl}{:ﬂ-
ayler's, and al-': L‘humlala and 'ﬂmEﬁ. or direet froo .the URACH
n!l:nra.tartu. 10%, Woburn Howse, 3iore Sireet, London, w l::l L

URACE 11/8, 8/- & B/~
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By means of FRETWORK.you can make for pleasuro
and profit all kinds of useful articlea easily and quickly—
Models, Toys, Ficture-Frames, Clocks, Cabinets, sto.

. Bend youy name and address on n"p-usf.mrd to HANDI.
CRAFTS LTD., Dept. 12, 264/8, Holloway HRoad,
-London, M. 7. You will receive free a booklet all about
FRETWORK, a ¢opy of HANDICRATTE MAGAZINE,
and.several splendid designs,

GWe ekl

or 388 cash burs a superbly midq
Mead Gramophane with I;-:-uu!trullr..-n:g
giant meoirl horn, extra Joud STARSE
3Py oak eanc and 40 banes.  Carrfage paid.

e X
o Bd!l'l' .
ooy, L i, 200 Nevdlogand 8- " Eoo et " ATATG Sepker
gamé FREFE. -*nlgid Tebie-Grands with
Wiceless Bet, Portables.and -Mahogany Filoor
Cabinet Models at” HALF SHOPF PRICES. - K £r

Mm Write for mrt catalodue.

Co. {Depd. 8108) Blrmingham.

“E)ILLY BUNTER" LANTERN SL%BES

Big Bargain Packet containing a Inntemn slide of Creyiria
free gift novelty, and thestory of “Billy Bunter* LanternSlides
§or 8d. P.0. TParticularsfree, A, CRISP, 51, Etm:r‘hrldgc Hw-ﬁ,
KIDDERMINSTER.

W IREIL Hﬂﬁw

EFFICIENCY WITH ECONOMY. — Crystal Detectors, 114d.;
Parmanite, 1/+-; Herizile, 1/-; Variometers, 300-500 metres, 475;
Milled KEnobs; 5d.; Complete Cat., 3d. stampes.—Dept. A, UNITED.
ELECTRO BERVICE oo.; 43, Et. Mark's Hoad, LONDON, Ww.20.

MAGIC TRICKS, Etc.

VYFETRILO 'LIIET 5 IHETRUHE"ITi IKﬂElRI.I-

Astonlahes, Myotifies. Tmltates Birds, Beasts, - Lot

1:- (P.0.y. Larger pels., 2/-, §/- .—WdHﬂEH 00,

43, Qeorge 5t., WEBTEH»EUFEH-HAHE.
(Buziness Uy -Poat only. )
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