IT°S EASY TO WIN ONE OF OUR PRIZES!

SAILING YACHTS, CAMERAS AND PENKNIVES!
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IT! IT'S LIKE HIS CHEEK TO COME HERE! "

(A Dramatic Episode from the Grand Long Complete Greyfriars Story in this isswue.)




> SIMPLE ONE-WEEK COMPETITION — MORE PRIZES NEXT MONDAY!

3 CAP«[ERAS 6 MODEL SAILING YACHTS & 12 TﬁPPlNG PENKNWES HUST BE WON!

HI18§ i» the Third of our new and faseinating W EEK LY compdtitions
I the eimplicity of which is obvious at a glance.  lverybody is
mvited to jon in, NO ENTRANCE FEE is required,

Below is a set of eight pietures dealing with OBJECTS and
FEATURES SEEN IN THE TOWN, and as many of you live in towns
the competition should offer little diflienlty. Ewven those who live
ountside the cities know enough about them to selve the pictures helow.

Ta show you how easy it is, the first pieture 18 solved tor you., That
gives you a good start. Now, surely, you can find the answers to the
FOIMAINInG seven pletures,

Te the. three readers whese efforts are correet or nearest to cerreet
I will award

- 3 MAGNIFICENT CAMERAS
made by the famous tirm of Kodalk, Ltd,

6 TOPPING MODEL SAILING YACHTS

will be awarded. These medels are guarantead to sail. That'sa a
peint worth remembering, Last, but by mo means least, on the list
of prizes eome

12 USEFUL FMKET-KNIVES

"'WH.&T 1S IT7“ N"3

Tao the six next hest

CRISIS
LATEST |

RULES
‘ {Wﬁiﬁh must be strictly adhered to.)

Readers must write, IN IXNK, n the s pravided
heneath each preture the neme of the l;lhlﬂl‘.‘i or featuro
they thinle the picture represents.

When you have solved the complete set of pictures,
gign your name and address IN INK on the coupon
adjoining the picture-set. Then out out the whaele
tablet—de not ate coupon from ure—anil
post the effort to ** What is it ? ** No. 3, ¢/o “ Magnet,”’
Gough House, Gough Sguare, London, E.C. 4, so as to
reach that address not later than Friday, July 3rd.

Readers may send in as many attempts as t-I'm-}r likke,
but each effort must be separate and complete in itself
and made out om the proper pictures and coupeon,

Entries mutilated or hauring alterations or &?tﬂrﬂﬂ'trh’
solutions will be disgualified.

It is a distinet condition of entry that the Ed:tm:'ﬂ
decision be accepted as final and binding, The value of
the prizes will be divided if necessary.

Employecs of the proprietors of ‘this jenrnal are not
eligible to compets.
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I enter ** What is it 7’ Competition No. 3 and egree (o aceept the Editor's decision as final,
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A WAIF AT GR,E:‘I'FRL—'IHH ! Knowing only the glorious present, and litile vealiving whot stronge adventures are
in store for kim, Ragged Dick, nowe changed in name and appearance to Richard Complon, makes his entry into
(reyfriars School!

. g e WE

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’s Little Way !

(:RSLEII!
y H-{'}h ]:I';! 1
“Ow I

_ “You silly owl!” roared Bob
Cherry,

“You clumsy ass!” yelled Billy
Bunter..

It was a terrific collision.

Bob Cherry had run up the Remove
staircase and sprinted into the Remove
passage. DBob was generally energetie s
in_his movements and now he was in ]
a hurry. That would not have mattered
had: the coast been clear.

But just as Bob crossed the landing
with a rush, Billy Bunter came
soudding out of the Remove passage to
the stairs. ,

DBunter had a bundle under his arm,
and he seemed in even a greater hurry
than Bob Cherry,

Neither saw the other till it was too
lata.

They met with a crash, and 1'tn:-i;h of §
them sat down on the Remove landing,
spluttering.

Bob leaned helplessly against the
balustrade, almost winded by the
terrific 1mpact of William (George

Bunter. A charge with Bunter's weight |
behind it was no jest.

Bunter clutched at hiz big spectaclea
with one hand, with the other at his.
hundle, which he dropped as he s=at
down, .

“You—you—you silly chump!” he
spluttered. ** You—you mad bull! You
rhinoceros ! What did you charge me
over for?”

“You owl!” gasped Dob. “ What did
you rush into me for like a blind 4
walrus 7" ]

“You chump !

“You fat dummy !” -

Billy Bunter staggered to his fect,
having set his spectacles straight on his
fat little nose. Clutching his bundle, he
rolled on to the stairs, leaving the hap-
less Bob still gasping on the landing.

Two juniors came along the Remove

—passage from Btudy No. 4§—Vernon
Smith and Tom Redwing. Smithy
stopped to glance at Bob, and grinned.

wing descended the staircase, laughing.

‘:‘i%ny't,l}ing broken ?” he asked.
W,
Bob Cherry staggered to his :feet,

panting.

to get his breath.

“T'I1—I"1l burst that fat bounder!” he |

gasped. ““What the thump was he
rushing about for, when he can't see a
vard from his silly nose. Ow!"

Bob went panting along the Remove
passagd, and Vernon-Smith and Red-

As a matter of fact, the collision had
been as much Bob's fault as Bunter's,
though Bob did not seem to sce it for
the moment,

Bob Cherry had recovered his good-
humour, however, and almost his
breath, by the time he reached his
study, No. 13 in the Remove.

‘He hurled open the study door in
his usual energetic way, aud tramped 4
in with his heavy tread.

Study No. 13 was vacant. It was a
hali-holiday at Greyfriars, and a sunny
summer's afternoon. Most of the Re-
move fellows were out-of-doors, in the
fields or on the river. Iarry Wharton
& Co. were taking a boat out that after-
noon, and four members of the Famous
Five were waiting below for Bab. a

Bob crossed the study to the cup-
board and threw the door open.

Then he jumped.

He leaned on the balustrade | d

On the cupboard shelf there should
have been visible a large plum cake,
which had arrived from home for Bob
that day. That plum cale was to accom-
pany the ¥Famons Five in their pull up
the river. By the timeo they had pulled
a few miles up the Bark it was probable
that thev would be able to do it full
justice. Bob Cherry had left it there
safe in the cupboard—at all events, it
ought to have been safe. Apparently,
however, it had not been so safe as he
had supposed. For it was no longer
there !

“Gone !”

Bob stared into the cuphboard. He
moved two or three articles, to make
sure that the cake had not been shoved
out of sight by one of his study-mates—
Linley or Hurree 8ingh or Wun Lung.

But it was not there. That big plum

A Magnificent Long
Complete Story of
Harry Wharton & Co.,
of Greyfriars, fea-
turing Ragged Dick,
the waif of the open
roads.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

| cake, which was to have furnished a

feast for five on the rive®, had vanished
—~gone from his gaze like a beautiful
ream ! : .

* Bunter !” roared Bob.

He guessed npow why the Owl of the
Remove had been fleeing out of the
Remove passage in such a  terrific
hurrv. He guessed what was in the
bundle Bunter had been carrying.

“The—the—the fat 1" gasped

villain !
Iob, .

He rushed ouf of the study,

Two or three Remove fellows dodged
out of his way in a great hurry as Bob
Cherry came speeding back to the stair-
case, : :

“He went down the stairs three alb . a
Liemie,

IHarry Wharton and Johnnv Bull,
Frank Nugent and Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh were waiting for him at the foot
of the staircase. :

“Hallo, ‘you've been guick, old man,”
sald Wharton. *‘But where's the cake ?
You don’t scem to have brought it?”

“Bunter ! gasped Bob.- - .

“What about Bunter!” :

“Did you see him? Has he' passed
yvou " o :

“Yes, five minutes ago "
“Ile went out of the House.
rather a hurry, I think!” _

“He didn't stop to answer when I
asked him what he had got in his
bundle,” grinned Frank Nugent,

“Tho ecake !” roared Bob.

“What ?” :

“1t's gone—and Bunter——"

“Oh, my hat!”

“ After him ! shouted Johnoy Bull,

“Come on!” panted Bob.

The Famous Five rushed out into the
quadrangle, They stared round for
William George Buanter, but William
(reorge was not to be seen. Peter Todd
was sunning himself on the steps, aund
Bob caught him by the arm.

“Been Bunter 7

“Lots of times,” answered Potor
cheerily.  “ Oftencr than I've wanled
to. Don't jerk my arm off !

““Where did-he go?” b

Tae Maaxer Lisnary.—No. 901
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Y think he went down to the gates.
What's the rowi” i

Without stopping to explain what
the “‘row * was, Harry Wharton & Co.
sprinted down to the gates, It was very
probable that Billy Bunter had gone
outside the school to seek some seciuded
spot where he could devour his plunder
undisturbed. Gosling was taking the
air outside his lodge, and Johnny Bull
shouted to him. e

“ [{as Bunter gone out, Gosling?

“ Yes, Master Bull™

“ Which way did he goi”

“1 think he went towards Courtfield,
Master Bull.”

“(Come on, you fellows !

And the Co. rushed out of the gates
and sped on the road towards Court-
field in towering wrath. There was a
severe reckoning in store for the Owl of
the Remove—if he was caught!

P ]

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Asks For It!

& MITHY, old man ™
S‘ “ Cukl™
“¥ sav, Smithy——
“Hook
tersely. _
“1 say, Redwing—" N A
“ Nothing doing, Bllllt#l‘?'?‘ﬁal(l  Tom
Redwing, with a smile, *“It's Smithy’s
Car, not mine.”’ .
“Smithy, old chap——
“Go and eat coke!”

»x

it 1" said the Bounder

Vernon-Smith’s manner was  un-
COMpromising, Biily Bunter’s little
round eyes glittered behind s
spectacles,

At a short distanca from the gates
of Greyfriars, hidden from the
school by a bunch of beeches, a hand-
some car was drawn up to the side
of the road. Herbert Vernon-SBmith
and Tom Redwing had walked along
to it from the school gates, and they
were ahout to step i when Billy
Bunter arrived on the scene, in full and
breathless flight, with his precious
pundle under his fat arm. .

Bunter was in terror of pursuii—a
terror that was ‘well-founded. And
the sight of Smithy's car_ was like a
windfall to him. Smithy, who had
heaps of money to spend, had evidently
hired that car for a drive that sunny

afternoon with his chum; and Bunter |

instantly decided that he was going on
a motor-drive also. Bunter liked
motoring ; and, still more, he wanted
to get out of the reach of Bob Cherry
with his plunder. Smithy’s car was,
from Bunter's point of view, the right
thing in the right place at the right
moment,

“Y say, vou fellows, T'll come,” said
Bunter. “I'll tell you what—I've got
a cake from home, and I'll whack it
out with you chaps. I've got it here”

“Whose cake ¥ grinned the Bounder.

“Mine !” howled Bunter. It came
specially by posi this morning, from
Bunter Court. Is it a go?”

“My dear ass, I wouldn’t have your
company for a dozen cakes—even if it
was your cake! Buzz off IV

The chauffenr was starting the
engine; and Smiihy signcd to his chum
to get into the car. Tom Redwing

stepped 1n.
“1 say, SBmithy——"
“Rais !”
- “Beast !"
“Same to vou, old fat man, and
many of them! {iood-bye!”
. “Right-ho, vou rotters! I'll tell

Wingate vou're going out of bounds!”
yelled Bunter., “I krow your game,
Tue Magrer LiBrary.—No.
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Smithy—going to the races on a half-
holiday. You've molt got leave te go
in.a car, I know that &I}Hj’ well !
“Why, you fat duffer—" began
Tom Redwing indignantly.
Vernon-SBmith looked back at Bunter,
pausing with one foot in the car.

“You think Tm going out of
bounds *” he asked.

Bunter sniffed.

“1 jolly well kmow you. are!” he
answered.

“And you'll miention it to a pre-
fect 17

“Not if you treat me as a pal, old
chap,” said Bunter affectionately, “I
know you'd like me to come.”

“So I would, on second thoughts,”
gaid Smithy: “Hop in! You don’t
mind, Tom?"”

“Not at all, if you don't,” answered
Redwing.

“The fact 1is, I want Bunter to
t come, a3 he puts it so nicely,” =aid the
Bounder, with a lurking grin. *“ Hop
in, Bunter !”

“Right you are, old chap.”

'WIN THIS CAMERA !

FIVE MINUTES' WORK !

See our Toppin gCompetition
on page 2.

et —

Bunter rolled victoriously into the
car, and sat down. Vernon-Smith
slammed the door and sat down also,
and the car moved. It was a good car,
with a good engine, and 1t was soon
racing away on the road to Courtfield.
Billy Bunter cast an anxious glance
back as it raced. Far in the distance
"he discerned five specks on the white
road, and grinned. He guessed that
those five specks were the Famous Five
of the Remove, in wrathful buét un-
availing pursuit of the captured cake.

Billy Bunter proceeded to unwrap
' his bundle on hie fat knees. A large
plum cake was disclosed. 'Tom Red-
wing uttered an exclamation,

“That looks like Bob Cherry's cake!”
he =aid.

“(Cakez lock alike, of course,” .-,ﬁis:'l

Bunter hastily. “This one came speci-
ally for me from Bunter Couwrt this
morning.”

The Bounder. chuckled.

“And they wrote Cherry’s name on
it by mistake ! he asked.

“Eh?” ' "

The Bounder pointed to ithe papor

in which the cake bad been wrapped.

The name and address of RKobert Cherry,

of Greyfriars School, were plainly dis-

cernible there, '
“Oh ! ejaculated Bunter,

L

1 going out of bounds,”

Redwing glanced back from the car.
“Why, there’'s Bob!” he exclaimed.

“Bob and the others—they're alter
Bunter and that cake, Smuithy! 8Sten
{ the car!” _ '
“Don't stop!” roared Bunter in
alarm. '

Vernon-8mith grinned,
“Bunter's going to give us away for
o said. " We've
ot to be careful how we handle
unier.” '
“Leok here, Smithy—" :
“Yes, rather,” said Bunter. “You'll
jolly well get & licking, Smithy! You
keep on.™
Vernon-Smith signalled to the chaul-
feur, and the car slowed down. The
five running figures on the recad came
nearer,

Harry Wharton & Co. had nighted the

car, and the gleam of Bunter's specta-
eles 1n the sunshine, They were run-

ning their hardest, and shouting to
SBmithy to stop; but the buzz of the
car drowned their voices,

“1 say, vou fellows, I'm going to

whack out this cake, of course,” said
I Bunter. “It's my ﬂli:n, you know—aour
cook at Bunter Court makes ripping
cakes, and .this is one of them. I don't
know how 'Chan?’u name came to be
f on the paper——'

“Chuck it!” exelaimed Tom Red:
wing, in disgust. “Look here, Smuthy,
that's Bob’s cake——""

grinned

“We're slowing down!”
Smithy. ;

Buunter gave a yell of alurin.
. “Beast! I tell you—--"

“My dear ass, we're not going to
become accessories after the fact m a
giddy burglary ! chuckled the Bounder.
“DProp the buundle out of the ear,”

“Bha'n't!” howled Bunter,

“Then 'I.‘l.'ua'l}E stop.”

“I—1 say, Smithy—

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“It's a ripping cake ! urged Bunter.
“Look here——" 3

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ The Famous
Five were near enough now for Doeb
| Cherry’s powerful voice to be heard,

“Bmithy! Stop, there's a good chap!
Bunter——"

“Keep on!” shrieked Bunter.

The Bounder laughed.

Bunter blinked back along the road.
Harry Wharton & Co. were guite pear
now, running hard in the dusty wake
of the car, which bhad slowed aimost
io a @rawl.

The Owl of the Remove quuked,

Overtaken by the rightful posscssor of
the cake, he ind not only the loss of
t his plunder to expect; he had also to
expect to be yanked out of the car and
thumped and bumped.

“Are you going to drop iEI”
chuckled Smithy,
“ Beast !”

“Take your choice!”

Bunter groaned. =

The loss of the cake was better than
the loss of the car, with a thumping
and bumping thrown in,

With an anguish that could not have
been expressed in words, the Owl of
the Remove dropped the captured cake
over the back of the ear. It dropped
into the road, and Verpon-Smith sig-
nalled at once to the chauffeur to
accelerate. The car flew again; and
the three occupants, looking back, saw
Harry Wharton & Co. come to a breath-
less halt round the cake. :

Tho car turned from the Courtfield
yoad, into the long country road that
led to :Lantham. Billy Bunter leaned
back in his seat, and blinked in speech-
less wrath and indignation at the
Bounder. S
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“You awlul ht‘ﬂ:ﬁt—-[ﬁ}: cake "
rasped Dunter, finding his voice at
fast.

“I've got wyou out of a licking!™

rrinned Smithy,

“Xah!”

Bunter zat glowering while the car
ate up the miles, Really, Smithy's
car had not been such a windfall as he
had  suppozed. But  he remembered
that ihe Bounder was accusiomed to
doing things in style when he engaged
a car for one of his half-holiday runs;
and he cheered up again.

“1 say, Smithy, I suppose we're
having tea out 7" he remarked.

“We are!” assented the Bounder,
with a nod.

“A decent feed, T hape?” hinted
Buntor.

“Quile decent,”

“What's the programme?’  asked

Bunter, leaning back on the cushions and
blinking quite affably at SBmithy through
his hig ﬁ[li_*t'l:ﬂ'h-.w_ After all, what did
the cake matier if he was going {o enjoy

-

one of Sunthy’s expensive feeds at a |

country holel after 2 ripping run in the
miotor? In the circumstances Bob Cherry
was welcome to his own cake—almost,

“We're going through Lantham,”
sail the Bounder,
tham for a few minutes,
straipht run on to Canterbury.”

“Good !

“A toppin
best that can be dug up for love ov
money——"

“Ripping !

“Then a rvan roumnd the country, and
a look at the sea, and home to Grev-
friars just in time for call-over,” said
the Bounder,

“Bmithy old man, vou're a prince
said Bunter. “1 always liked you,
smithy,”

“Let's hope that will continue,” =aid
the Bounder cordially. “You're such a
nice chap to know, Bunter,”

Tom Redwing eved his comrade curi-
onsly,  Smithsy’s dealings with Bunter
that sunny afternoon puzzled him a little,
But he made no remark, and the rapid
car ate up the miles to Lantham. That

P

tea at Canterbury—the |

f._

“We cstop in Lan- |
After that, a

town, with its ratlway junction, came in |

gight 1n a very short time,

The car slowed down in the streets,
and stopped at the railwayv-station.

Vernon-Smith jumped out,

“Come on, Bunter,”

“Eh? What are we getting down for?”
asked Bunter.

“Get down and Il tell vou, fathead !™

Bunter rather reluctantly detached
himself from the ecomfortable, cushioned
seat, and stepped cut of the ear.

Vernon-Smith pushed him asude with a
rather heavy push and stepped into the
car again and closed the door.
staggered, and turned towards the car
again in amazement. The Bounder re-
rarded him with a cheerv grin.

“T—1 say, Smithy——"

“{zood-bve, old fat man!”

“What?"' vele.d Dunter.

“You zee, dear man, we're not going
out of bounds this afterncon,” explained
Bmithy sweetly. “I've got special leave
from Mr. Quelch to go on a run to
Canterbury to-day. See? So vou can
tell all the prefects at Greviriars—Win-
gate, Walker, Loder, and the whole
shoot —tell 'em as often as you hike and
as long as they'll listen. You can tell
Mr., Quelch and the Head—and all the
rest- of the giddv siaff, if vou want io.
You can tell Gosling and Trotter if you
choose. You can shout it from the giddy
honsetops; you can mention it in Gath,
and whisper it in the streets of Ascalon,
Hea?”

Bunter blinked.

|
F

cstill more entertaining now,

| ]

i

{ to threaten.
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*‘ Beasts !

I'm coming with you ! ** roared Billy Bunter, as the ear moved on.
He clung desperately to the handle of the door.
Bunter gave a yell as his hat was squashed on his head. He sat down on the
pavement, roaring, and the car glided away. (See Chapter 2.)

—
The Bounder reached out, and

Tom Redwing burst into a chuckle.
The expression on Bunter's fat face at
that moment was worth, so to speak, a
guinea a box,

“1 didn't bring vou along because 1
was afraid you would sneak, old pippin,”
continued the Bounder. “ 1 brought vou
along to land you at Lantham, and give
vou a walk home, for yvour thundering
cheek! Seel”

““Ha, ha, ha!" roared Redwing.

The expression on Bunter's face was
He had

been under the impression that he had

Bunter | forced Smithy to take hiin on hoard.

Smithy's explanation enhghtened him on
that point—and dismayed him. He
blinked at Smithy in blank dismay.

“H you've got the tin you can go
home by railway—change at Counrtfield !”
chuckled the Bounder, “As T know you
haven't got any tin—as usual—you can
walk., Tit's about ten miles by the road
tu__..‘.'l

“0Oh, really, Smithy——"

“PBut if you know the short euts you
can save a few miles. Anvhow, the walk
will do you good, It will bring down
vour fat, vou know ; and it may impress
on vou that I'm a rather bad customer
Good-hye '™

“Beast! I'mi coming!”

“T think not! Get on!"”
Smith to the chauffear,

The car moved on.

Billy Bunter clung desperately to the
handle of the door. The DBounder
reached over, and Bunter gave a vell as

said Vernon-

}

his hat was squashed on his head. He
sat down on the pavement, roaring, and
the car glided away,

“Oh dear! Owt”

Bunter staggered up.

He blinked after the car; it was fast
disappearing in the traffic of Lantham
High Street. A minute more and it was
gone, . ' :

Bunter stood and blinked in over-
whelming dismay. . He was landed at
Lantham. Railway fares were high; hut
had they been low it would have becn
all the same to Bunter, as he was in his
usunal stony state. As usuval, his long-
expected postal-order had failed to arrive
from Bunter Court, If the railway com-
pany had been prepared to carry Bunter
home for threepence, Bunter could not
have availed himself of the offer. He
was fairly landed—and that, so far, was
all he had gained by the raid on Bob
(‘herry’s cake and by  buiting into
Smithy's car—and undoubtedly it was all
that he deserved.

e

ALLO, hallo, hallo! -I-J‘Ere*s tha
breathless after their race. Bob Cherry
picked up the cake from the dusty read

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
giddy cake, anvhow !
[T Guud !H
—it was intact. Dunter had not had
time to take a single bite.

Wet !
"H
Harry Wharton & Co. wera
THe MacyErT LiBrary.—No. 907,
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TREATS ON THE WAY,

BOYS'

g

“Well, we've got the cake,” said
Frank Nugent, laughing. * Bunter
ought to be jolly well bumped; but
we've got the cake

“The bumpfulness ought to be ter-
rific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. * But we have {gut the cake, and
it is all right rainfully.’

*Ha, ha, ha!”

The chums of the Remove turned back
along the road, Bob with the cake in
its wrappings under his arm,  They
walked down to the school raft by the
beathouse. A pood many Greyiriars
fellows were on the river that sunny
afterncon. Coker and Potter and
Greene of the Fifth were pushing out o
boat when the Remove fellows arrived.
Harry Wharton & Co, were soon afloat,
by which time Coker of the Fifth was
catching a series of crabs, amid laughter
from the fellows on the raft.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Lock
Coker!” shouted Bob Cherry, as
Remove boat glided by Coker's crait.

Coker of the Fifth gave the cheery
Bob a glare,

S You cheeky fag!” he roared.

“ You're splashing us, you ass!” called
out Harry Wharton. '

“Keep clear, you silly fags!”

“My hat! How's a fellow to keep
clear of you, Coker?” demanded Bob,
“Which way are you going—up the
river, or down, or across? You don’t
geem to know.” -

“What are you at, anvhowi” asked
Johnny Bull, “There aren't any crabs
in the Sark. What's the good of fishing
for them here? Why don’t you go down
to the bay if you're after erabs?”

Potter and Greene chuckled. Horace
Coker did not chuckle; he glared, and
stood up in the boat to lunge ai the
Removites with his car. Bob Cherry
reached out and gave the Fifth Form
boat a shove that sent it recking, and

ont,
tha

C'oker sat down in it with startling sud- |

denness and a loud roar. -

“Give way, you fellows!” chuckled
Bob. -

And the merry Removites pulled away
up the river, leaving Coker sitting in his
boat still roaring. T
- Greyiriars faded into the distance
behind, and the powerful voice of Coker
of the Fifth died -away as the Famous
Five pulled -on between green, wooded
banks..

It was a glorious afterncon, and Harry

Wharton &
river.
Some miles from the school they pulled
into the bank and landed on t.ﬁ-[‘l tow-
path under the shade of thick trees, and
the good things—including the recap-
tured cake—were landed.. = The spirit-
stove was set going, and the tin kettle
set on it, and Bob Cherry brewed coffee.
“This is something like!” remarked
Bob, as he sat down in the grass,
“The likefulness 15 terrific,”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Tt's a jolly good cake!” said Nugent.
* Hear, hear!” e
“* Hallo, hallo, hallo! llere comes a
cheery-looking merchant! I've seen that
chap before somewhere,” said Bob,
The juniors. glanced at the man who
came loafing along the tow-path. Hae
was not a plearant pérson to look at—in
ragged, dirty clothes, with- a battered
hat on the back of his untidy head. His
face, which looked as if it had rot been
wazhed-for several weeks. was surly and
vicious in expression, A shabby p
which he carried over his shoulder in-
dicated that he was a pedlar—though
from his looks it seemed more probable
that the pedlar’s pack was a pretence,
TeE Magxer LiBrARY.—No. 907,

(o, enjoyed the pull up the

agreed |

pack |

more likely to contain stolen goods than
articles for sale.

The juniors eyed him as he slouched
up to the camp:. The man's dirty, ill-
favoured, stub{:l}' face was familiar to
them.

“1 remember him,” said Harry Whar-
ton guietly, *“It's that brute who calls
himself Pedlar Parker. You remember
we came on him that day we went to
Compton Woods, weeks ago. He was
pitching into a kid—"

“Ragged Dick!” said Bob., “I re-
member, 1 wonder what became of that
kid "

“ Goodness knows! I hope that brute
never got hold of him again!” said
Harry.

“He's not with him now, anyhow.”

Pedlar Parker came loafing up, and
stopped to- stare at the schoolboys
sitting in the grass under the trees
They recognised him easily enough, but
he did not seem to know them agamn.

“'Elp a cove on his way?"” he said
grufily.

“Certainly I” said Bob. “I'll help
you with my boot, with pleasure, if
you're in want of help.”

“The helpfulness will be terrific, my
esteemed and disgusting ecoundrel I”
said Hurrce Singh.

The man stared at them savagely.

“ Ain't got a civil word for a bloke,
eh?” he grunted.

“ Not for you,” said Harry Wharton.
“You don't seem to remember us; but
we remember you, Mr., Parker.”

“ Ain't see'd you afore that I know
of,” growled the ruffian, staring at the
captain of the Remove.

“We gave you some reason to re
member us,” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“We handled you for walloping a kid
at Compton Woods, and we kept you
safe while the kid got away. Re-
member now ?"’ ]

Pedlar Parker’s eves ghnted.

“So vou're that lot, &re .you?” he
said. “ You ’elped young Dick to get
away, you did, and I ain’t see'd him
since.”

“ All the better for him.”

Pedler Parker laid down his pack in
the grass. He had a thick knobby stick
under his arm, and he slid it into his
hand, with a very ugly expression on
his face. The juniors jumped up, quite
understanding that the ruffian meant
mischief,

“You you did,” said
Pedlar Parker. “Ii I'd ’ad this ’ere
stick in my ’and you wouldn’t have
done it =0 easy. Now it's my turn!”

“(o ahead!” _said Bob Cherry
cheerily. Bob had the boathook in his
hand, ready for trouble, .

“Shell out!” said Pedlar Parker.
“T'11 let you off for two quid.”

PBob Cherry laughed.

The pedlar glanced up and down the
towpath., It was & lonely spot shut in
between the woods and the river.
There was no one in sight in any direc-
tion.. .

Then he whirled up the heavy cudgel
and rushed at the juniors. Undoubtedly
the ruffian expected them™ to scatter
hefore that savage.rush, and to knock
them rtight and left with his cudgel.
But the Greyiriars fellows were made of
sterner stuff than he expected,.

There was a crash as Bob’s boathook
met the eudgel, warding off a savage
slagsh, and the next moment the boat-
heok jabbed on Mr. Parker’s ragged
walstcoat.

“Qw !* howled the pedlar.

1t was quite a painful jab, and it
made the ruffian sit down in the grass
with & sudden bump.

The next instant the
were upon him,

’andled me,

Famous Five

the water.

~ Johnny Bull jerked away his cudgel
and sent it whirling out far into the
river. Mr. Parker rolled in the grass,
struggling in the hands of five ective
fellows,

“PDuck him!” shouted DBob,

“Chuck him in!"”

“Leggo!” yelled Pedlar Parker,
“T'Il out yer! I will, on my davy I'll
out yer! Ow! Qooooooch!”

EElash !

With a terrific splash the ruffian went
headlong into the shallow water amad
the reeds and rushes.

He disappeared from sight for a
moment, and then came up, spluttering
and gasping.

iy ]-%a, ha, ha!™

“@rooogh! Ooacoch 1”

“Tt's  time %ﬂu had a wash, old
bean !” roared Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“QOoooch! Grooogh! Gug-gug-gug!”

Pedlar Parker spat out water and mud.
“]—~I—-I'l—— Grooogh! Let a bloke
get out, blow {ér L

Bob Cherry lunged with the-boathook
as the ruffian strove to clamber out of
Pedlar Parker backed
p;i-::pmptly, with the river up to his arm-
pits.,

“Ow! Keep off 1” he yelled, “Do
vou want to drown a bloke?” . .

“It wouldn’t be much loss !” grinned
Bob.

“Lemme out!” yelled Parker.

“PDear man, you want a wash, and
you're getting it. Are you going to
‘put' us, as voun express 1t with native
eloquence ¥’ chuckled Bob. i
C “0Ow! I'll let you off ! TI'll clear—on
my davy, I will! Let a bloke get out
of this ‘ere blooming water !” gasped
the pedlar.

“ Are you sorry ¥

17 D“' ! I'___I!ru______jl

“You're going to
you're properly sorry,
Bob, lunging again as
proached the bank. :

“Ow! I'm sorry!” howled Pedlar
Parker. ; ]i : ¥ .

““Are you awlully sorry

“I—I—T'll—yes, gl P

stay there till
old bean !” said
the pediar ap-

ow yer ! :

“ Are yon awfully, fearfully sorr

“Groogh! Yes! Anything!
bloke out!”

“If he's awiully fearfully sorry_ 1
think we can let him off, you ¢haps!”
said Bob. “You can come out, you
rotter, We'll give you one minute to
-get clear—or you go in again;”

“Ow " et Vo

Pedlar Parker crawled out of the
river, ; _-

He gave the (}_reﬁrian juniors a
venomous look, grabbed up his pack,
and tramped away down the tow-
path, squelching out water as he went.

he ducking had taken all the trucu-
Jence out of the ruffien, and it was
evident that he did not want any more
trouble with the heroes of Greyfriars.
Bob Cherry sat down in the grass again
as the pedlar disappeared. 2

“ Pasa the cake, Franky.” .

And the cake was demolished to the
last erumb and the last plam, with
general satisfaction.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,.
Ragged Dick 'in a New Role |

AGGED DICK sat in the corner

" seat in the railway carriage,
looking out with thoughtfal,
almost wondering eyves at the

trees and fields as they flew past the
windows of the express. e

Ragged Dick ! SR s
he had been called in ,

5 an

_etn

That was what _ _
_hia.dags on the road, but the nickname
seemed a ludicrous misnomer NQW, -
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Dick was no longer ragged. He was
well-dressed—even expensively dressed.
He carried his clothes well, too. In the
quadrangle at Grevirtars he would
have passed muster with the best.

Ile was not used to it vet, Even now

he wondered sometimes whether 1t was

not all a dream. whether he would not
wake up under a hedge or a havstack,
with the coarse, harsh voice of Pedlar
Parker cursing m his ears, or hearing
the dronken  ramblings of SBpouting
Billy,

Rapoed, nameless, friendless, forlorn
only a few short weeks ago., And
ow

It did not seem real. Ragged Dick
had become Richard Compton, gprand-
son by adoption of Sir Henry Compton,
of Compton Hall, All that wealth could
give mm was his—and the dearest ambi-
tion of hiz life, an ambition he had
never hoped to realise, was about to
become a fact. He was going to schoaol,
to Greyiriare, where his keen desire to
rfudy and learn would be taken as a
matter of course, 1nstead of being the
mockery and derision of the rough
characters with whom he had associated
on the road.

He #ole a glance at the tall, stern-
faced, rather grim-loeking old gentle-
man on the opposite seat.

Sir Henry Compton was reading the
“Morning Post,” oblivious of lus
adopted grandson,

His hard bLrown face was grim in ex-
wression ; nobody, leoking at the old
LE‘I.I'UHI:'-!‘.‘ would have dreamed that he
had a kind or tender heart.

Yet why had he done this for the
nameless waif? Why had he taken into
his charge, and given his ancient and
honoured name to, the ragped, tattercd
lad who had trespassed in his park®

It was a mystery to Ragged 1hck.

Why should the old man care anv-
thing for him? Indeed, he had shown
no sign of caring anvthing for him.
His manner was not unkind in dealing
with the boy;:; but 1t could not be
called kind. No affectionate word ever

assed his lips; and be addressed the
ad as Richard when he spoke to him
—never by any chance * Dick.”

Why had he done this—lifted the hap-
less waif from the underworld, -aud
placed him in a position that crowds of
fellows—even Greyiriars fellows—might
well have envied ?

Dimly, at the back of Dick's mind,
was a misgiving—so faint that he hardly
realised it; wvet it was there. The
baronet had had some motive—and that
motive was not regard for the boy per-
sonally—it could mnot be that, and it
was not that. Yet the motive must
exist. If the old man, childless since
his ouly son had fallen in the War,
desired to adopt  someone to carry on
his ancient name, he would maturally
have chosen a rvelative, If he, indecd,
had wo relatives, which seemed -
credible, surely he would have
chosen  someone 1 his own  rank
in societv—someone better fitted by
birth and training to carry on the
traditions of the Comptons, than poor
Dick could ever be,

Was there somothing more behind it ?

Ragged Thek had wonderved about it

—he could not help wondering, Ier-
haps his secrel musgiving  wad  chiefiy
caunsed by the secrecy of the affair. He

had been taken to London—the ouly
servant at Compton Hall who had sccn
him had been sent to the baronct's
eatate in Scotland to keep him ont of
the way. Dick was not to be seen at
the Hall until the school holidays came
round, and then he was to appear as
Richard Compton; not the adopted

grandson, but the genuine grandson of
the old landowner,

Why ?

Was Siv Henry one of those who do
rood by stealth, and blush to find it
fame? Why was the adopiion to be
kept so profoundly sceret.  To avoid
clratter and comument?  Certainly Sir
Henry was the Kind of man te dislike
anvthing of that kind. Was that it?

But if Dick was to appear as the
srandson of the baronet, there must
have been a grandson in  existence af
soime time—all Compton Hall  would
know whether Sir Henry's dead  son
had left a boy behind him or not. And
back into Ragped Dick’s mind  wounld
come the remembrance of the strange
scene in Compton Park, when the old
man had mutrered the word “ Dead ™
after reading a telegram, and had fallen
in a seizure, IHad the grandszon died,
and waz Dick taken o his place? It
seemed so—vyet why?7

These QUeEtIons were nover I[I,II-'I,'J_'- ML
of the boy’s nund: but generally they
were rather at the back of his mind,
He knew 8ir Henryv's wishes, anid
loyally meant to carry them out.  Sir
Henry had bidden him ask no ques
tions; and he asked none. Sir Hernry
had bidden him kecp his ‘adoption a
secret, and act and speak as though he
veally were Richard Compton, and it
was for Sir Henry to decide upon that
point.  Idick had no” remotest idea of
gniua&}'ing him. Perplexed as he was,
it never crossed hiz mind, even vaguely

m—w —

or remotely, that there could be any-
thing wrong, anything illegal, in what
the baronet was doing. %’lmt he was
made heir to an entailed estate, which,
by law, should go to the heir-in-entail
at the old baronet's death, was a sus-
picion that was not likely:to ocecur to
him.  That the baronet was at bitter
feud with his cousin Roger, the spend-
thrift and gambler, and determined to
keep an unmitigated blackguard out of
Compton Hall, by fair means or foul,
Dick was not likely to guess—he had
never even heard of Roger Compton.

The mystery puzzled him, when he
thought of 1t; but 1t did not trouble
his spirits.

He was happy—there was po doubt
about that,

This day he was going to Greyfriars
—B1r Henry Compton bhad long. since
arranged matters with IDr. Locke, the
headmaster, Now he was taking him to
the school. All the Comptonzs had been
Gresfriars men since there had  been
Compton: 1in Kent, and Greyfriars had
had a local habitation and a name.
Long, long since old 8ir Henry him-
self had been in the Remove~the Form
which Dick was to enter.

Dick’'s heart was light as he turned
from his contemplation of the grim old
face of Bir Henry, and stared at the
seenery again, Fields and woods—the
glorious scenery of the Garden of Eng-
land—passed before his eyes; in the dis-
tance a spire showed that they were
nearing Lantham,

——r = =

Bob Cherry leanm:'l_ tnf;vérﬂ_ hn:’l gave the Fifth-Form boat a shove that sent it

chuckled Bob.
Coker siiting in his boat, roaring.

rocking, and Coker sat down with startling suddenness.
And the merry Removites pulled away up the river, leaving
His voice died away in the distance.
(See Chapter 3.)

*“ Give way, you fellows,”
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An hour or so more, and he would
be at Greyfriars,

He wondered what the fellows would
be like., He wondered whether any of
them would suspect that the wealthy,
well-dressed newcomer had ever been
other than what he now secemed.

Tt was not likely.

Ragged Dick was not a conceited fel-
low, but he knew that he looked the
part well enough. And he had only to
hold his tongue—and that he was
bound to do by his patron’s instructions
and by the solemn promnise he had made.

Compton Hall, in the far distance,
flashed by the train., Under those
ancient red roofs was to he his future
home—under those old trees he had first
met the baronet, and helped him when
he lay mumbling and groaning. in the
seizure which had followed the reading
of the telegram. In the fields close by
he had been beaten by Pedlar Parker
—he remembered how a crowd of school-
boys had intervened to rescue him from
the brute, and how, in his eagerness to
escape from his tyrant, he had fled
without even a word of thanks.

If ever he met those fellows again——
But he smiled at the thought. It was
not likely that he would meet them
—not likely that he would know them
again 1f he did. Still more unlikely
that they would know him—the ragged,
dirty, unwashed tramp transformed
into the clean and well-dressed young
gentleman,

His life had been strange enough, but
this was the strangest of all. Long,
long- ago—so long ago in infaney that
the memory was dim and blurred—he
had had a father, like other fellows.
What had become of him, whether he
still lived even, Dick did not know. His
next recollection was of tramping the
roads with a g}i}ps;r van and a gipsy
gang., Older, he had run away from
the gipsies, and then had come his
tramping with- Poynings, the fallen
Master of Arts, who had taught him
in his sober hours most of what he
knew, and in hiz drunken hours some-
times cursed and beaten him., But he

had, on the whole, liked Spoutin
Billy, and was grateful to him, an
sorry when the hapless wretch was

hauled off to prison,

After that he wandered alone, till he
had thrown in his lot with Pedlar
Parker. And then had followed weeks
of ill-usage becavse he would not
“pinch,” as the ruffian called it, Ragged
Dick looking all the time {8r an oppor-
tunity of escape from his tyrant—an
opportunity that had come the day the
unknown schoolboys had chipped in to
help him.

After that—the meeting with
Henry in  Cempton Par]f, and the
strangest of all the many changes in
his young life, The weeks in London
had passed like a strange dream—the
visits fo the tailors and the outfiiters,
the days of “grinding ” with a tutor
who had prepared him to take his place
in the Lower Fourth Form at Grey-
friars. The tutor had known nothing
of him save that he was Sir Henry's
Erandmn, who had been in delicate
ealth and whose education had been a
little neglected; but his pupil had
rather surprised him by the extent of
his knowledge of some things, the ex-
tent of his 1gnorance of others. Bpout-
ing Billy, in his sober moments, had
been a good teacher,

Even now, as the spire of Lantham
Church grew nearer against the blue
summer sky, and Greyfriars seemed
ﬂmta close at hand, Ragged Dick won-
dered whether it was not all a dream.

TEE MacyeEr LiBRARY.—No. 907,

Sir

HARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK !

The train stlowed down; and the hard
voice of the old baronet broke in upon
his musings,

“ Richard !

Dick started. He was getiing used
to hem% called Richard now, but it was
still a little strange to him.

“Yes, sir.”

“"We change at Lantham, in a few
minutes. ‘There will be a guarter of an
hour to wait for the train to Court-
field.”

'*Yﬂﬂ.#

Dick answered quietly, submissively.
He was awed, sﬂmﬂtimﬁginlmﬂﬂt sﬂareﬁ,
by the grim old gentleman whose
grandson he was supposed to be.

“T shall wait in the station; you may
take a walk in the town if you choose.
You will return in good time for the
train.”

“Yes, sir.”

Dick understood that Sir Henry did
not desire his company during the wait
at Lantham. He wondered whether the
old man was absolutely indifferent to
him, for whom he bhad done g0 much.
Tt scemed so.

AHOY, THERE!

SIX SAILING YACHTS—

—offered in our Grand Competition
on page 2,

The express halted,

Sir  Henry stepped out, tall and
stately and icy. ick followed him
from the carriage, He was a sturdy
fellow, but he felt-strangely small as he
walked by the side of the tall gentle-
man. :

Sir Henry entered a waiting-room,.

“Return here in ten minutes,
Richard.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Use your eyes, Richard. As myw
grandson you may be supposed to know
something of the neighbourhood in
which you lived in childhood.”

i'l'Dh !.‘l
go, Richard!” said the

“You ma
baronet coldly.

Dick walked down the platform.

Sir Henry Compton stared after him,
with a kind of grim approval in his
face, The boy was handsome, well-set-
up, decent, e was no Compton, but
he would do credit to the name that had
been given him. Bir Henry did not
repent of the sudden resclution he had
taken after his hostile interview with
his cousin, the spendthrift blackguard—-
the waster and rogue from whose waste-

| ful hands this boy was to zave the old I

" been
Desert, so far as his chances of obtain-

Compton lands and the old Hall. Grim
and hard and obstinate, the old man
was not given to repenfing of any wilful
decision to which he might come.

He sat down in the waiting-room,
and Dick—unconsciously lighter of
heart out of the old man’s icy company—
walked out of the station, his handsome
face cheery and bright.

— g

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Billy Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER groaned.
From the dismmal depths of his

fat circumnference came that

_ groan, expressive of his dismal
feelings. :
Smithy's car had vanished. The

Bounder and Tom Redwing were far
away on their joy ride to Canterbury,
And Billy Bunter stood alone, wrapped
i dismay as in a garment,

He was hungry. That alone was a
very serious matter—a matter, indeed,
of which the serionsness transcended the
seriousness of all other matters in the
earth, in the air, or in the waters under
the carth. "

There was a cafe opposite the station
at Lantham—there was a restaurant at
the corner. But these establishments
were not run on Good Bamaritan lines,
I'bey succoured the hungry and thirsty
only for cash payment—and Bunter was
minus cash. He might as well have
in the middle of the Sahars

ing refreshment went., Water, indeed,
was supplied free at the fountain in the
market-place, but that was of no use to
Bunter. He did not like water inside,
and disliked it intensely outside. It
was not like the sad case of the Ancient
Mariner, with “ water, water everywhere,
nor any drop to drink.” It was with
Bunter a case of provender all around,

nor any morsel to eat. Which was a
sadder case—at least, in -Bunter's
estimation.

Famished as he was—for it was two
hours sinee dinner, when he had eaten
only enough for three—there was no
hope of sustenance until he got back to
Greyfriars. Walking was impossible,
for walking meant exertion, allway
travelling might have seemed impos-
sible to any other fellow without cash
in his pockets. Not so to Bunter. He
was prepared to bilk the railway eom-
pany for a ride. The only question was
whether the railway company could be
bilked.

He heard the roar of an incoming
express in the station, and knew that
the London train was in, He was aware
that London passengers had to change
if they wanted to go on to Courtfield,
s0 there would be a train for that town
before very long., He rolled into the
station, hoping to sneak upon the plat-
form in the slack time between two
trains, then to dodge into the Courtfield
coaches without a ticket. As for what
would happen when he arrived at
Courtfield ticketless, that had to remain
on the knees of the gods. Bunter was
accustomed to trusting to luck in such
little matters. It was useless to meet
trouble half-way. The immediate
problem was to get on the platform un-

detected by meddlesome porters and
guards, :
Passengers by the express were

coming out by one gate, and another,
giving access to the Courtfield platform,
was open. Bunter rolled towards it
with an elaborate air of carelessness.
He stooped to tie a shoe-lace, he
stopped to stare at a poster which an-
nounced the glories of Blackpool fer

nt
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siummer holidays, he loafed round an
automatic machine,
it were, he approached the open gate,
and rolled in.

But alas! for Bunter.

A station official emerged from
behind a trollev, aud a hesavy hand
dropped on Dunter’s shoulder,

“Ticket, please "

Bunter's fat heart thumped.

He turned an indignant blink on the
porter. What right had the fellow to
put a hand on his
shoulder of a public-school chap, too!
As a matter of fact, the Lantham porter
had had an amused eyve on Bunter for
some minutes, and was guite aware that
he was seeking to steal a ride.

“Ticket, sir "

“Leggo! 1 mean,
T've got it here!™

Bunter fumbled in his pockets,

The porter waited, grinning de-
risively. He had been there before, so
to speak—he knew the -manners and
customs of a bilk. He was not at all
surprised when the fat junior finally
aunounced :

“Oh dear!
where !”

“Thought yon 'ad, sir!”
man. “Sort of guessed it, sir!
looked like it !”

“I don't want any impertinence, my
man!” said Bunter, with an attempt at
bluster,

| ar

“1 dessay!” azsented the Lantham
man. “I don’'t want any bilking, 1f you
come to that. I've seen your sort afore,
I 'ave! You just stand there, sir, while
I call a copper to “clp you find that
there ticket you've dropped.”

The porter turned away.

The instant his back was turned Billy
Bunter scudded away from the gate,
plunging across the station vestibule to-
wards the street. And the Lantham
porter chuckled, and gave no further
heed.

The Owl of the Remove was baffled.
After that attempt he was not likely to
make a further essay at bilking that
afternoon. He was only too glad to get
clear without a personal interview with
the *copper” the Lantham man had
mentioned.

He rolled out of the station hurriedly.
A blink behind assuring him that he
was not pursued, he stopped to take
breath. What was he going to do?
That was the question. r, to put it
more accurately, whom was he going
fo do?! Something or somebody had to
be done, that was certain. Passengers
by the express from London were
leaving the station—and Bunter, as he
noticed them, was struck by a happy
thought. He was aware that a new
fellow was coming to Greyfriars that
afternoon—a fellow named Compton,
who was going into the Remove. He
had heard Mr. %w!uh speak of it. New
fellows were unter's game. New
fellows were innocent enough to lend
Dunter half-a-crown with the hope of
seeing 1t again, new fellows might even
advance a loan on the postal-order that
Bunter was expecting—not being ac-
quainted with that celebrated postal-
order, like older hauds at Greyfriars.
This particular new fellow, Compton,
would have to change at Lantham if he
was coming from London, and if Biinter
could get hold of him——

The Owl of the Remove brightened
up

wait a minute!

I've dropped it some-

assented the
You

The fellow would have to wait for the
Courtfield train—it was not in the
station  yet. He would be hanging

about somewhere. It was only a ques-

tion of getting in touch with him.,
The rest depended. If the fellow

looked = bright Bunter would simply

Inch by inch, as

shioulder—the |

disappeared

With a terrific splash, Pedlar Parker went headlong into the shallow water. He

for a moment, and then came up, spluttering and gasping. Bob
Cherry made a lunge at him as he attempted to elamber out of the water.
time you had a wash, old bean,” said Bob Cherry cheerfully. (See Chapier 4.)

L3 Itis

*touch ” him for the fare home, as a
Greyfriars chap who had lost his rail-
way ticket and was stranded; but if he
looked simple Bunter would tell himn
the old, old story of the expected postal-
order, and extract from him a loan
just as extensive as the new fellow's
means and simplicity permitted.
Bunter felt quite bucked,

He turned back into the station, to
blink about in search of a fellow who
looked likely to be a new chap for the
school—with one eye warily open for a
sispicious porter and a possible copper.

And then Bunter jumped,

Coming out of the station was a
fellow of about his own age, though
resembling him in no other point.

A handsome, sturdy fellow, extremely
well-dressed, with a bright and cheery
look. Bunter’s spectacles almost fell off
as he saw him,

He was so astounded that he blinked
and blinked again, scarcely able to
believe the evidence of his eves and his
big glasses.

Bunter had seen that youth bhefore—
seen him when he was not well-dressed
and spick-and-span, seen him when he
was tattered and dirty and forlorn. He
had seen him face to face and talked
with him—under the old trees of
Compton Park only a few weeks ago.
Bunter's vision was not keen, and his
memory for faces was not specially
good, bit he knew that face again in
spite of the change in its owner. He

knew it well, and bevond the shadow of
a doubt.

And standing in the path of the well-
dressed youth as he came out of the
station, blocking Richard Compton’s
way with his fat fixzare, Bunter stared
and blinked at him in blank astonish-
ment, and ejaculated :

“Ragged Dick !”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Not Bunter’s Lucky Day !

6 AGGED DICK 1

Bunter fairly gasped out (he

name.

He had never expected to see
Ragged Diek again—he had never even
thought of him since that meeting in
Compton Park. And here was the fellow
face to face once more, exhibiting every
sign of wealth; the tattered tramp had
become a well-dressed youth of the most
prosperous appearance. Had Bunter not
been a suspicious fellow he might have
thought there was something queer
about this startling change. And Bunter
was not nunsuspicious by any means.

“Ragged Dick!” he repeated. *“ My
hat! What a change!”

Dick stared at him.

Like Bunter, he had forgotten that
encouniter in Compton Park—the {fat
schoolboy had not lingered in his
memory. But he knew him again;
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1o “RAGGED DICK'S RESOLVE!"—NEXT WEEK'S TOPPING—

Bunter—at least, hiz circumference—was
not easily forgotten.

“Youl” said Dick.

Bunter grinned.

“Little me!” he =zaid,

Dick looked at him, expecting appar-
ently that the fat fellow would move and
give him room to pass. Bunter did not
move, and Dick walked round him and
went out of the station, :

Bunter was after him like a shot.

Ragged Dick felt I'imself caught hy
the arm, and as he looked angrily round
he foumd Bunter's grinning, fat face at
hia elbow,

“Let go!™ he snapped,

“Do you want me to call a police-
man!" grinned Bunter,

“ A—a policeman?t”

“Just that!” chuckled Bunter, “1
koW you, my pippin! You're the tramp
I gave charity to in Compton Park A

“I'm the iiap you insulted, and who
floored you,” answered Dick, * And I'll
floor you again if you don't take your
paw off my arm!”

Bunter’s fat hand jerked awag.

* Look here—"
snﬂppcd Dick.

“0Oh, let me alone!”
“1 don't want to have anything to say
to vou. I don't knmow you, and don't
want fo!"

“I dare say wvou don't.” agreed Bun-
ter, with a fat chackle. “ But I jolly well
know you, and I've a jolly good mind
{o give you in charge.”

“Are you pottyi” Dick stared at the
fat junior. “ How eould you give me in
charge, you dummy?®” -

“Where did you get that clobber 1™

“Thiz clobber?”

“And that watch and chain!” grinned
Bunter.  ““And  thosa pearl studs!
Tramps don’t dress like that, my hoy!
He, he, he!"

Dick stared at him, and his handsorre
[ace grew a little troubled. He under
stood Bunter’s astonishment now at see-
ing him, and he hardly wondered at
Bunter's suspicion that he had come hy
his present possessions dishonestly. The
change in his fortunes, which seemed
like a dream to himself, was quite un-
known to- this fellaw, of course. Any
fellow might have been suspicious, sec-
ing that amazing change in the one-tima
tattered waif,

For Bunter's opinion and suspicions
Dick did not care a jot. TBut he wanted
to keep clear of any fellow who had seen
him in his old character. His secret—
the seeret Sir Henry Compton had
?.'H{HE{I him so sternly to keep—was at
stake.

He did not answer Bunter; he turned
away and strode quickly down the Figh
Street of Lantham.

“Stop!” shouted Banter,

Dick did noet heed; he hurried on. His
idea was to shake the fat fellow off and
return by another route to the railway-
station,

Once he was safe in the train for Grev-
friars he would be done with him, and
he would be careful not 10 take another
walk in Lantham, where he supposed
Bunter belonged.

It did not occur te his mind then that
Dunter belonged to Greviriars—any
more than it cecurred to Bunter that this
fellow, whom he knew as Ragpad Dick,
wias the Richard Compton who was
booked to arrive at the school that after.
noon with his grandfather,

Bunter had forgotten about ihe new
fellow, upon whose pocket-money he had
such deep designs, in his surprise at this
ninexpected encounter—and in his deen
interest in the strangely-changed waif,

He rolled down the street after Dick,
shouting to him. :
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“Stop! Do you hear? Stop!”

Dick paid no heed,

He huorried on, with burning cheeks,
keenly conseious of the curious glances

turned w - him by people he passed, The
pursult was attracting attention,
“Btop!” roared Bunter, “I say,

there, stop hin 1"
Dick halted at last,

He did not want a crowd gathering
about him, und he had already attracted
more attention from the passers than he
liked.

Billy Bunter came up, panting.

“In a hurry—what ** he grinned.
~"You fat fool!” said Dick fiercely.
“What do you want?”

* Better language, you cad!”

Dick clenched his fist, ;

“What do yow want?’ he repeated.
“If you've anything to say, say it and
let me alone !

“Lots " said Bunter. *1 know jolly
well where you got those clothes—you
pinched them!”

“Is that all 1"

“I think T ought to pgive wvou in
charge !” said Bunter loftily. * You've
stolen those clothes and that watch and
chain, it stands to reason.”

Dick laughed impatientlv,

“I've done nothing of the kind.”

“Then how did yon get hold of them?"

“That’s my buginess ¥*

“Mine, too, I think!" sneered Bunter.
“T've a jolly good mind to call a police-
man. Stll, if you give me your woril
that yon didn't steal thoze clothes "

“Well, T do, if that is what you
want,”

Bunter grinned.

“Were they given to you? '

“¥es ! said Dick between his teeth.

“1I know—given to you by a chap vwho
didn't know it at the time!” chuckled
Bunter. ““Chap bathing, perhaps, and
you eame along and annexed his clobber
—what? He, he, he!”

Dick smiled inveluntanly. Perhaps
that was a natural theory, so far as Bun-
ter was concerned, to account for the
startling change in his appearance,

“Well, T don’t want to be hard on
voun,” said Bunter gencrously. “I'm a
kind-hearted chap, I'll tell you how the
matter stands.”

“What on earth do you mean?”

“T'm stony !” explained Bunter,

“Btony 7’ repeated Dick.

“Yes. Can you lend me a quid 7™

IINU !!j

“Think again!” said Bunter. “There's
a bobby at the corner. Think again,
old bean " '

Dick stared at him, He did not know
Bunter., Any fellow at Greyfriars conld
have told him that Bunter was a weir
mixture of fool and rogue; but Dick had
never been at Greyfriars—vet. It was
natural, in the circumstances, that he
should eoncjude that DBunter was all
rogue—as his remarks certainly seemed
to indicate,

“Why, you-—vou scoundrel!” ex-
claimed Ragged Dick indignantly.
“¥You think I've stolen the monov, and
yon want soeme of it! You ought to be
taken in charge by a policeman yourself,
von rascal !

“What®” roared Bunter,

“You rascal!”  eselaimed Dick.
“You're no beiter than a thief, on your
own words "

Bunter fairly spluttered with indigna-
tion., Ile was ‘L't‘.‘l‘f‘ far from realising
that he was a rascal,

“¥You cheeky trampl You—yon im-

pertinent waster!  You—vou are—="

*” Bunter gasped with rage.

{ Lantham streets, forgetful o

il

There was a chime from Lantham
Church. Ragged Dick staried. It was
half-past three, and the ten minutes
allowed by Sir Henry Compton had more
than elapsed. He had no more than
time to scid back to ihe station and
catch the train with the baronet,

He stepped back and turned, and
Bunter clutched at his arm and stopped
him, his fat face red with rage.

" Yonu cheeky rotter!” gasped Bunter.
“I'll show you! I'Il—*

“ILet go!”

“I'll jolly well give you a lesson! T
—TI'l} Yarooooop!” roared Bunter,
as he received a hefty shove on his fat
chest, and sat down on the pavement.
“Oh! Ow! Wow! Groogh! Oh, my
hat! Stop!  Stop, thief] Ow!”

Ragged Dick, without another glance
at the fat junior, was speeding back. to
the railway-station.

Bunter staggered up.

“Ow! Oh dear! T jolly well have
him arrested! Ow! Wow !” He dusted
his clothes, breathing wrath and indig-
nation. A common fellow like that—
a tramp and a thief—shoving a chap
over, laying his low hands on a gentle-
man! Oh dear! Ow! Now I sha'n’t
catch that fellow Compton. Oh dear!
He will be gone on to (ourtfield, i the
gnaart came by that train. Oh, erumbs!

w ..I'J

Billy Bunter gasped and s=pluttered,
and rolled on breathlessly to the station.
But the Courtfiéld train was gone when
he arrived there, and Ragged Dick wis
gone, and there was hobody to be seen
about the station who looked at all likely
to be Richard Compton, the new fellow
for the Grevfriars Remove. It was not
Billy Bunter’s lucky afternoon,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Pedlar Parker is Surprised !

k¢ ICHARD "
R “Yes, sir!” gasped Dick,
Ragged Dick arrived breath-
lessly, and he found Sir Hemvy
Compton waiting for him impatiently
with a frowning hrow. -

“You are late?”

“¥Yes, I—I—"

“We have one minute for the train®
said Sir Henry coldly. “ Follow me !

“Yes,” gasped Dick.

The baronet did not speak again till
he was seated in the Courtfield train with
tha boy. Then, as the train rolled out
of Lantham, he fixed his eyves on the
walf opposite, Dick's face was clonded.
He could see that his protector was
angry, and it made him troubled and
Lneasy, :

“You were late. You szhould have
returned to the station mn ten minutes,
as I direeted youn,” said Sir Henry in a
hard voice. ,

“T couldn’t help it, sir.,”

“Tf the train had been lost T could not
have kent my appointment with Dr.
Locke, your future headmaster.™

“1 know, sir. But——"

“¥You must understand, Richard, that
yvour old life is over for ever. That you
are no longer free to consult your ewn
whims and caprices,” said Sir Henry.
“Your life henceforth will be orderly and
disciplined. You will obey the instrie-
tions of those set in authority over you,
arid will refrain from following your own
wilful fancies.™

Dick crimsoned. The baronet was
evidently under the impression that he
had wandered though Eﬁslf about the

the passage
of time. :

“T1 knovw, sir.

SBir Henry raised a brown hand,

But it was bocausg——=""



"“"Yonr need not excuse yoursell,
Nichard,. I understand. I am only
warning vou that vou must take more
care. |

“Yes; but—"

“¥You need say no more.”

The baronet opened his “Morning
Post " again, and devoled his atiention
to 1k,

Ragged Dick said no more.

He had wondered whether it would
be wiser to mention his mecting with a
fellow who bad seen him before as
Ragged Dick, but it was plain that Sir
Henry desired to hear nothing from him.
That the boy had been delayed by no
fault of his own had not occurred to the
baronet, and he desired to hear no ex-
planations :

Dick said no more. After all, he had
done with the fat fellow who had
troubled him; he did not expect ever to
sea him apain. 1t was useless to deseribe
the ncident to Sir Henry.

The journey to Courtfield Junction
was made in silence, save for the ocea-
sional grunt of the baronet, as he came
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Friardale; he signalled to a taxicab.
The taxi bowled along the Courtfield
road towards Greyfriars, and Ragpged
Dick's heart beat faster as it went.,
The school was close at hand now,

There was a little mirror in the faxi,
and Dick looked at his reflection in it.
He saw there a handsome face, bright
and  healthy. Somehow he would not
have been surprised to sep the reflection
of the unwashed face of Ragged Dick
of old, s0 unreal did all this seem to him.
Uneasiness grew in his breast. He was
going among a crowd of well-dressed
fellows, fellows accustomed to the good
things of life; fellows who would, per-
haps, have sneered superciliously at the
tattered waif Dick had been. He grew
hot in the cheeks at the thought. Was
he not, in a way., an 1mpostor—a fellow
pretending to boe what he was not?
Would he not be justly despized if it
should come out what he was—what he
had been?

And yet—and yet he was himself,

whatsocver might be his oulward trap-
In the garments, and with the

pings,

- T ST TS

Sir Henry's face hardened again.

“I should not have brought you here
had I not thought eo,” he answered
coldly,

Dick flushed, and was silent. The
words, hard as they were, gave him com-
fort. This was no man who was tryving
a ‘dubious experiment from motives of
kindness. Sir Henry would not have
brought him there without the assur-
ance that he would be able to take his.
place in the Greyfriars crowd, And Sir
Henry knew,

Three well-dressed fellows lounged
along the road and glanced idly at the
taxicab as it whirled by. Dick glanced
at them, wondering if they were Grey-
friars fellows. As a matter of fact they
were Ponsonby and his friends of High-
cliffe School. Dick caught a careless
word as the taxi passed them.

“That’s old Compton.”

They were gone,

They had looked at the old baronet,
not at Dick. Certainly they had seen
nothing to make them suspoct that the

Billy Bunter clutched at Ragged Dick’s arm as the latter turned away. ** You cheeky rotter ! »
jolly well - give you a lesson—I'll—— Yarooop !”

Bunter received a hefty shove on his fat

gasped Bunter. *“‘I'll
chest, and sat down on
I:ajﬂar 6.) -

the pavement. The next moment Ragged Dick was speeding for the railway station, (See C.

on some item in his newspaper which
did not meet with his approval.

Dick stared at the scenery that fleeted
by the windows. But he was not think-
ing of it; he was thinking of Greyfriars
School, coming nearer and nearer now.
Thinking of the headmaster, unknown
so far, but awe-inspiring ; of the crowd
of fellows he would mect—two or three
hundred complete strangers among whom
his lot was now to be cast. Perhaps he
would make friends there? Why should
he not? Fellows who would have stared
at the thought of making friends with
Ragged Dick would probably be friendly
encugh with Richard Compton, heir of
Compton Hall, Dick smiled as he
thought of i1t. The poet has said that
the rank is but the guinea’s sthmp, and
the man's the gold, for all that. But
the Compton stamp on the tattered waif
inade a very great deal of diffcrence.

“Courtfield Junction! Change 'ere
for Friardale and Greyfriars!”

The train stopped in the station.

Dick followed Sir Henry down the
platform and out into the street., Sir
Henry was not taking the local train to

name of Richard Compton, in a shining
silk-hat, and with money in his pockets,
he was still the nameless waif; but it
was upon his character that all depended.
If he made himself liked and respected
he would owe it to himself, not to his
trappings. . But would he be ‘able to
plﬂ(f the part? Would not some keen
and suspicious eye detect the tramp in
the gentleman’s clothes? His heart was
beating painfully "as a grev old tower
rose in the distance over leafy trecs.

3ir Henry's stern face relaxed a little.

“That is Greyfriars,” he said.

It was his old school, and it had a
place in his heart; not a tender heart,
but not unfeeling. His glance went to
the boy
felt that he was being scrutinised, that
a doubt was in the baronet’s mind
whether he would vass-muster, . His
strange way of life had made him quick
of observation,

‘But the old man gave a nod, as if of

| approval and satisfaction, Dick breathed

quickly. T
“ You—you_think T—T shall pass, sir?”

he stammered.

at his side doubtingly. Dick

well-dressed youth in the taxi had once
tramped the roads as a nameless, home-
less waif. That was little enough, but
the troubled boy drew comfort from it.

He caught a glimpse of the river
through the trees, There were boats on
the water, with schoolboys rowing—
these would be Greyfriars fellows, he
decided. Two big fellows in tail-
coats were coming up from the diree-
tion of the beathouse; one had a cane
under his arm. They loocked like men
to Dick. These {!ﬂuIJ not be Greyvfriars

chaps. They were Wingate and Glynne
of the Sixth, if he had known it. The
trees hid them again.

The scheol gates were closed now.

The road ran between Crevfriars and
the river., On the grass by the road- -
side a tramp lay with a pack beside him,
leaning against a tree, staring before
him with evil eyes. Dick felt a throb of
pity as he glanced at the tattered figure.
This was what he had been—what he
gtill would have been, but for Sir Henuy .
Compton. And then suddenly his heart
stood etill as he recognised the dirty,
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evil Tace. The man who lay in the grass
was Pedlar Parker, .

He shrank back in the taxl.

If the man saw him

The evil eyes of the ruffian turned
spitefully on the passing vehicle.

Then Pedlar Parker gave a jump.

He leaped to his feet, as the taxi
passed, and stood staring after it, with
amazement in his face.

Dick, with a sinking heart, looked out
of the liitle window at the back of the
cab,

He saw Pedlar Parker standing there,
as if rooted, staring after the taxi with
amazed eyes.

The man had seep him, recogn
.~ him, in spite of the change in hun
recognised him  as  that fat fellow
l.antham had done, By what rotten
iil.fortune was Pedlar Parker still
tramping in that part of Kent? It was
a stroke of eruel luck,

A bhend of the road hid the tramp.

The taxi turned in at the gates; Gos-
- Fing touched his hat with 1mmense
respect to Sir Henry Compton.

1sed

at

“Richard., what i1s the matter with
vou ! 8ir Henry's voilce was harsh,
“ait down, bov, and do not look
scared [

.‘I—I-rr-ﬂ—!"

“There i3 nothing to fear ! snapped
the baronet. “Have [ becn mistaken
in you?”

“Put T—"

“That will - do. - Pull yourself fo-
gether. You will be in the presence of
your headmaster in a few minutes.”

Dick sank back in his seat, his heart
beating. After all, what was ihera to
fear? Pedlar Parker could not hurt
him now—the dirty ruffian would never
oven venture into the schuol gates—he
dared not. There was nothing to fear—
nothing. But his heart was still heat-
ing painfully as he was shown, with Sir
Henry Compton, into the presence of
Dr. Locke, headmaster of Greyinars.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Coker Comes in Useful !

&4 ALLO,  hallo, hallo]l 1Ii's

H jolly old Coker!”

arry Wharton & Co. ran

their boat cheerily up to the

school raft. .

of the Fifth: and Coker of the Fifth
was looking wrathy.

Apparently Horace Coker had not for-
gotten the little incident that had
oceurred earlier in the afterncon, when
he had sat down so suddenli in his boat.
Such an incident was, perhaps a trifle
in itself ; but it derived importance from
having happened to Coker—Coker of the
Fifth being an exceedingly important
person. _ :

Coker had seen the Remove hoat
coming in, and he had waited on the
raft to interview the cheery heroes of
the Remove.
liad improved with keeping.

The KFamous Five jumped on the

raft, cheerily indifferent to Horace
{Coker and his wrath,
“9n  here vyou are, you young

sweops ! exclaimed Coker. ‘

“Here we are again, old scout!” said
Bob Cherry. “Lend us a hand to get
this boat in, Coker.”

“What 1" roared Coker.

“Make vwourself useful,” snggested
Harry Wharton. “You can't be orna-
mental, with features like those; but
vou can be useful.” - - :

“The ornamentality is not great, but
the usefulness is terrific, my esteemed,
ludicrous  Coker,” remarked Hurree
Singh.
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Fuing to
L.

“You cheeky young rascals
“Tay hold, Coker, if you're
lend a hand,” said Johuny Bu
“ You—you—you——"
“You're

Nugent..

in  the way, Coker,” said
“Lend a hand or clear,”

“Do you think I'm helping fags get
a boat n?"” roared Coker, justly in-
censed at the bare idea. “I'm going
to lick you, that's what I'm going 1o
do. Heel”

“Not guite ! chuckled Bob.

“The seefulness is not terrific.”

“Buzz off, Uoker|[”

Crash !

Instead of buzzing off, as hidden,
Horace Coker crowded on the Famous
Five, with obviously hostile intentions.
Perhaps it was by accident that
bhoat, hauled up on the raft, crashed

into Coker. Perhaps it was not hy
accident. At all events, it did ecrash
into Coker, and his  legs disappeared

b fromn under him, and he sprawled head-
long on the raft.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Man down!” chuckled Bob,

“Come on! Don't mind freading on
Coker !

““Ha, ha, hal”

]
THIS IS WHAT YOU
HAVE BEEN LOOKING

On  the raft stood Coker |

Coker's wrath, like wine, }

FOR, BOYS!

A PENKNIFE THAT
WILL CUT!

Full Particulars of the Easy
Competition on page 2,

The chums of the Remove took their
boat in, leaving Coker sprawling on
the raft in rather a dazed state.

The great man of the Fifth jumped
up, and rushed after them into the
boathouse,

He was in the boathouse for about a
second. After the lapse of that brief
period he came out again—flyiflg !
(Joker of the Fifth did not count odds;
but five to one were rather heavy odds,
all the same. Coker realised it as he
sprawled a secpnd time.

He did not go into the boathouse
again. Enough was as good as a feast;
and the just punishment of these cheeky
fags had to wait for a more favourable
opportunity,

A little wet, and very wrathy, Coker
of the TFifth tramped away to the
school, and. came out into the road in
a towering rage, fairly vearming for
someone upon whom to wreak his fury.

By the school gaies stbod a ragged,
dirty figure, ﬁtarinﬁ in it the gates—a
frowsy, umpleasant-looking tramp. Tt
was Pedlar Parker, staring in at the
gateway as if the glimpse he had of the
school buildings fascinated him some-
how. Coker glared at him,

Pedlar Parker was a very unpleasant-
lookine person; but he had done
nothing, so far, to give offence to Coker,
But Coker was in a wrathful state oi
mind. It was a cheek of this tattered
tramp to hang .about the school gates
—at Fﬁast, so Uoker considered., It was

a cheek of him to come between the

the |

A e

.'."E:I
wind and Coker's nobility, =o to
speak. The man was, in faet, the
victim that the enraged Coker was

vearning for. ;

Gosling had noticed the man, and
came info the gateway to speak to him,
Gosling had no love for tramps. He
[}c:r{nt(:g a bony finger at Mr. Parker.

“'Hre, you sheer off!” called out
Gosling. “You ‘ear me! Sheer off I

Parker gave him an evil look,

“This ‘ere road public, or 'ave you
bought 1t ¥ he jeered.

“Wot 1 says 138 this ‘ere,’ :
ling  impressively, “Tramps ain't
wanted about ’ere! You sheer off!”

“Come out and sheer me off [ gibed
Parker.

(iosling did not accept that offer,

“VYVou sheer, or T'll set the dorg on
ou !” he said indignantly; and he went
ﬂack to his lodge, =T T

Pedlar Parker gave a jeering laugh,
and remained where he was. He ap-
proached the gateway a little closer,
and peered and stared into the guad.
Fvidenily there was something of
greater interest to the tramp, within the
walls of Greyfriars. And then Coker ol
the Fifth blew in, as it were, and his
hefty hand on the tramp's shoulder
swung him round.

“Travel |¥ snapped Coker.

Parker eyed him evilly., Coker of
the Fifth was too big and muscular for
the tramyp to think of handling him, il
he could help it. He was quite a dif- -
ferent proposition from William Geos-
ling. the ancient school porter.

“T'm doin’ no ’arm ’ecre, I
growled Parker, :

..G'E't nutl!?

il I‘ml{ ‘Erﬂ"_.""'ﬂ x : ;

“Go and get a wash!” said Coker, n
deep disgust. “Take your dirty face
away, anyhow ! Shift, or I'll shift you
sharp ! _

Coker really hoped that the man.
would not shift, as bidden. He would
have preferred to shift him. He wanted
to punch somebody. :

Pedlar Parker did not shift.

“ Look 'ere, sir,” he said move civilly,
and backing a step or two. “I've seed
a bloke T know go into this "ere school.
A boy what was a pal of mine.” :

Coker etared at him, and laughed.

"

sald Gos-

s’pose 77

“Yes, vou look likely to have a pal
ATNONE Ere;rfriara’ chaps, 1 don’t

think !” he said. :

“T- know ihat kid,” =aid Parker.
“Dick's his name, and he ain’'t got any
other, 1 want to see that kid.”

“Oh, don't talk rot!” said Coker.
“ Just shift,”

“He come 'ere in a taxi from Court-
field way,” persisted Parker. " Well-
dressed he was like a young toff, the
young 'ound! S8itting up he was with
an old toff with a heye-glass ™

Coker almost forgot his wrath in
his astonishment. This frnwﬁ;j' ruflian’s
claim to know a “young toff * who had
arrived at Greyfriars with an “old
toff ¥ was really rather startling. s

“1 ain’t going till T've seed him
agin,” said Pedlar Parker doggedly.
“T'm going to =ee him, I am, and=—"

“1 suppose vou're drunk,” said Coker
at last. “Mean to say that you're going
to hang about this school when 1 tell
you to go? We'll jolly soon see about
that 1” ;

Coker pushed back his cuffe and ad-
vanced on Pedlar Parker with his hands
up. :
Ei.‘!m ruffian backed away.

“’Ands off 1”7 he exclaimed.
you—— Oh lor’! Oh, my eye !”

Coker was going strong. St

with right and left, left and right,
he pitched into the ruffian, and Pediar

“1 tell :

iy



EVERY
MONDAY.

Parker was driven acrossz the road under
a rain of hefty drives,

He rallied and hurled himself at Coker
of the Fifth, fighting like a wild cat,

But Pedlar Parker was no maitch for
the hefty IFifth-Former of Greyfriars.

What Coker did not know about box-
ing would have filled volumes, but
FPedlar Parker knew mno more. And
Coker was powerful and muscular and
heavy, and he had unbounded pluck,
nnd he was in a terrific temper. He
fairly walked over Pedlar Parker,
knocking him right and left.

For two or three minutes the hapless
ruffian felt as if he were in the midst of
a series of earthquakes. Then he found
himself sprawling in the dust, gasping
for breath, one of his eyes closed, and
his nose streaming crimson.

Coker towered over him, panting.

“Going?"” ho asked.

“Ow! Ow! JTet a Dbloke
Yow-ow!"” howled Mr. Parker.

alone !

*““Are you pgoing, or do you want
somée help "
“Qw! Wow!” gasped Mr. Parker.

“"Well, I've pot a boot to lend you,”
raid Coker. “ Say when!”

And he started with a large size in
lioots on the sprawling ruffian.

Pedlar Parker did mnot say “when.”
Ile yelled and ecrambled up and fairly
ran for his life: Coker rushed in vie-
torious pursult and landed a last terrific
kick, which elicited a frantic howl from
the tramp. Then Pedlar Parker van-
ished up the road with a really wonder-
ful burst of speed.
~ Uoker was feeling better as he walked
in at the gates. He knew nothing about
Richard Compton then in the head-
master's study, and Ragged Dick did
not- know from what Coker had saved
him. As the chums of the Remove had
told the great man of the Fifth, he
never would be ornamental; his features
were against - it.  But, undoubtedly,
(“oker had come in useful for once,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Compton of the Remove !

L HAT'S the giddy old baronet!™
Bob Cherry made the re-
mark as the chums of the
Remove eauntered towards the

House after putting up their boat.
The tall figure of Sir Henry Compton

lnomed up coming away from the
ilouse, _ :
His interview with the Head and

Mr., Quelch finished, Sir Henry's busi-
ness at Greyfriars was over.

His face was grimly fhoughtful as he
came out. The taxicab, which had been
waiting for him, buzzed wup, and Sir
Henry stepped into 1f.

“Compton H4ll!” he =aid to the

driver.
. He glanced carelessly at the five
juniors, and they “capped ” him re-

spectfully, the old gentleman slightly
acknowledging the salute as the taxi
buzzed away down the drive.

“Looks rather a gargoyle, doesn’t
he?” said Bob. *“Sort of jolly old
mastiff. I wonder what he’s been here
for? Bome (reyfriars chap been on his
land again”

Wharton shook his head.

“Not this time, I think. There's a
Compton kid coming to Greyfriars.
Bunter heard about it, and told the
Remove passage. 1 dare say the old
chap came to bring him here.”

“Oh, yes, I remember! A new kid
for the Remove,” said Bob. “The jolly
oid . gent's grandson,
bargee—":

9 ITH

I

Lueky young l°

E MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICY

TWOPENCE. 13

“With a grandfather like that?”
nsked Nugent, “I don’t think I should
quite like a chivvy like that around the
house !

Bob chuckled. !

“But the kid's in for a good thing—
Compton Hall and Compton Park and
Compton Woods and an estate in
Scotland, and no end of quids,” he said,
“as8 well as the jolly old titlee. A chap
might like to change places with voung
Compton with his grandfather's chivvy
thrown in. 1 dare say the old johnny
1sn't so jolly ferocious as he looks, too.
May be quite a nice man inside.”

“1 don’t know,” said” Nugent, ° There
1s a lot of yarns told by the local gossips
about old Compton. Ile’s hard as nails.
He gives poachers jolly stiff sentences
when he’s on the bench!”

“Well, thev shouldn't
know,” said Bob tolerantly.

“And it's pretty well known that he's
at daggers drawn with hiz cousin Roger
who comes next in the entail after his
grandson,” said Nugent.

“I've seen that chap!” said Johnny
Bull, “I saw him coming back from

poach, you

| Courtfield races one day in a car with

two or three horsey blighters and too
drunk to sit upright.”

i y hat! No wonder old Compton
doesn’t like him, then!” said Beb.
“He doesn’t look the man to like that
kind of thing.”

“There's a story about his brother,
too,” said Nugent. ‘“He had a younger
brother and rowed with him, and the

chap left the Hall after u frightful
scene and has never been there since.
He's supposed to be dead now. But 1
dare say a lot of it i gossip. I wonder
what ¥oung Compton is like ?”

“If he’s a chip of the old block he
won't be very mice, I faney!” said
Wharton., * Let’s hope they won't crowd
him into our study.”

“Or into mine!” grinned Bob “We
are four in Study No. 13 already., You
are only two in Study No. 1, so you're
more likely to get him.”

*“(h, rotten!” said Nugent.

The Famous Five went pinto the
House, and Wingate of the Sixth
called to the captain of the Remove,

“Wharton !

“Yes, Wingate?”

“Mr. Quelch want= to speak to you im
his study,”

“ Right-ho I

The Co. went up the stairs, and
IHarry repaired to his Form-master's
study. He found Mr., Quelch alone
there.

“Ah! Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch,

laying down his pen, “1 wish to speak
to you, Wharton, about a new boy who

is entering the Remove. I have decided
to place him in your study.”
“Yeg wsir,” said Harry resignedly.

He had no prejudice against the new
fellow, whom he had never seen—eo far
as he knew—but he did not want a new-
comer in Study No. 1. Bat that was a

matter for hiz Form-master to decide,
(Continued on page 16.)

At =
=

As the car passed the tramp, Dick gave a siart, He recognised the evil face of
As he shrank baek into the seat the eyes ol the ruffian turned
on him, and Parker Ieaped to his feet. With a sinking

' that he had been recognised. (See Chapter 7.)

heart Ragged Dick knew
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BOB CHERRY :

Caravan holidays are
Al, and absolutely < IT **!

tip-top,
What could be
jollier than to ervize around the countryside
in a wellequipped caraxan, getting freckled

first-rate,

and tanned by the san? (A refreshing
change from being tanned by Quelchy !} But
I don’t agree with our noble Editor that
horse-drawn  caravans are preferable to
motor caravans. When 1 travel I like to
whiz nlong at a decent pace, Crawling along
at six miles an hour doesn't suit my ener-
getic temperament. Will some philanthropie
senut kindly tend me his motor caravan for
the summer vac? Don't all write at once!

MARK LINLEY:

Talking of caravans reminds me of those
tines of Omar Khayyam :

“The stars are setting, apd the caravan
Starts for the Dawn of Nothing; oh, make
haste !"?

But I've no desire fo visit the Dawn of
Nothing. Far rather would I wend my way
through the pleasant highways and byways
of rural England, foishing up at some in-

leresting spot which I've never seen before. -

I haven't visited Stonehenge yvet, but I very
much want to. A caravan excursion through
Kent, Sussex, Hampshire, and Wiltshire,
terminating at that famous Thistoric pile,
would be mighty interesting and tremend-
onsly enjoyvable. Anybody got room for a
little one in his caravani

RILLY BUNTER:

There's one big drorbaek to carravan holli-
davs. You offen find yourself stranded, miies
anid miles from anywhere, without grub. Your

- supplies have run out, and the garstly specter

of starvation stairs you in the face. Now, if
culy they wounld put the school tuckshop on
wheels, and konvert it into a carravan, it
wounld he topping! You could travel day
and wight in comfort, without fear of run
ning short of provender. That would be an
ideal holliday : but there's too much priva-
tion about the ordinary carravan holliday to
snit my grub-loving temperature.

K PENFOLD :

Caravans are ripping! Caravans are
prime! Those who take to “tripping ° have
a happy time., Rolling down the highways,
jolly as can be: bowling down the bhyways,
full of mirth _and glee. Getting brown as
hetries, banishing *“the blues.””  Glorious
wheeze of Cherry's—a caravapning cruise!

WILLIAM GOSLING:

Which I don't 'old with these "ere caravan
discurzions. They aré 4 snare an’ a deloosion,
az ever was! A few years ago I "ad a break-
down in ‘ealth, an’ the 'Ead :ays to me,

Tag Macxer Lisrary.—No. 907.
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Are they to be Commended
or Condemned?

_ By Our Contributors . ,

“oshog,” says ‘e, “wobt vyou wanis is a
caravan discursion into the ‘euart of the
country. It will put you on your feet again."
Wot it actually did waa to put me on me
back again! That there caravanm was as
damp as a Turkish bath, an' as draughts
49 an "ouse without winders! 1 caught me
death of cold, an' got a bad bout of thoo-
matics into the bargain. 1 was a physical
wreck when 1 got back to Greyiriars, = Well,
Gosling,” says the "Ead, “1 trust as 'ow
you ‘ave Trecooperated?™ “I dunme wot
that means, sir,” says 1; “but I can assure
you that that caravan 'oliday ‘as multiplied
my grey C‘airs—an’ my ailments into - the
bargain! I shall want about three months
off dooty afore I recovers from it. Don’t
you never suggest no more caravan discur-
sions to me!” That's wot [ told 'im, point
‘blank, an’ I ain't never slept nor travelled
in a caravan from that day to this!

i CARAVANNING! |
E By Lord Mauleverer. E

ING a song of caravans—
Cosy, comiy caravins—
Drawu along by sturdy steeds
Through leafy lapes and pleasant
mends,
Joltin', joggin®, as they go,
tnckin® me to sleep—what-ho!
Blessings on the chap who plans
Jolly jaunpts in caravans!

Limouzlnes are nice an’ snug;

I sit an’ snooze heneath a rug.

An' charabancs are bright an’ gay,
That thunder down the King's highway.
Motor-bikes mean dust an’ heat,
I'ush-bikes paralyse your feet.
Iut.what a gatherin® of the clans

To eruise around in earavans!

Mornin® brings its magic spell,
Wakiu' birds an’ beasts as well,
Harnessed is our noble horze,

On he trots, through fern an' gorse.
Half a dozen miles an hour

Is the zenith of his power.

Reckless gallopin’ he bapns—

That's the charm of caravans.

Twilight steals from out the glen;
‘We decide to linger then

In some green an' grassy lea

'(lose bezide the murmurin' sea,
Supper an” a sing-song gay

Now complete a perfect day.

‘More blessings on the chap whn plang

These jolly jaunts in caravans!

-

p—

EDITORIAL!

By Harry Wharton.

FFdEFESEEEEENEFEEEdESsdERERE v ETEAGE SRR R EARERE
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Is passing straoge, my¥ chums, that
we bave never yet had a pumber
dealing with the joys of caravan-
wing. The idea has been stored

awgy in my subconscious miod for quite a

long time, and now it has suddenly leapt

to light. And here we are, with a Special

Caravanuing Supplement all complete. :

Jogging around the country im a caravan
is a rather old-fashioned way of spending a
holiday, but it's a very charming way. 1
am speaking, of course, of the horse-drawn
caravans in which the gipsies live and move
and have their being. For those who want
something more speedy and up to date there
is the motor caravan—a house on wheels, in
which you can feed and sleep and travel.-

Very few fellows at Greyiriars are wealthy
enough’ to own motor caravans, or even to
hire them. But the lucky few who can afford
such  lpxuries will find a tour hy motor
caravan a very jolly experience. FPersonally
~-and you can dub me old-fTashioned if yow -
like—1 prefer the horse-drawn caravans,
which craw]l along at a snail's pace, but, at
the same time, give you plenty of oppor-
tunities for seeing our wonderful country. I
bave been right through the New Forest by
caravan, and I've also explored the West
Country—Devan and BaméFfset and Cornwall
—aiid T should be hard put to it to discover
a happier way of spending a holiday.. I've
sampled prettf well every kind of holiday—
the moloring holiday, the cricketing holiday,
the houseboatl holiday, and the walking and
cycling tours; but the caravanning holiday
has them all beaten, in my opinion., You
see, you can comhine so many things with
caravaoning. You can enjoy Your. early- _
morning dip in a near-by stream; you can
piteh your wickets in a level mead and play
ericket; in fact, you can enjoy yourzelves im
a bundred happy ways. :

I am well aware that one man’s meat fs
aponther man's poison, and one fellow’s ideal
of a holiday doesn't square with another
fellow's notion. You will find that some of
our . contributors have some rather I'Jlnr.ah
thingz to say about the caravanning holiday.
Even Gosling, the porter, indulged in this
sort of holiday once, and he now echoes the
raven’s ery of “ Never more!” People who
are -subject to Gossy's pet.ailment—* rhoo-
maties " —should never cruise around the
country in earavan:. Some of them are not
exactly watertight, and the damp comes in
“ guthin® crool, as ever was!" :

Gosling mow spends his holidays in his
parlour, with a person whom he calls “0ld
Tom." But I sometimes suspect that Old
Tom isn't a person at all, but a popular
brand of stimulant !

There are other people who do not like
caravanning as well as Gosling. One I know
happens to be Mr. Quelch, our respected
Form-master. Quelehy would no :sooner think
of going on a holiday in & van than of
fiying round the world ln a Ford car, He
would ‘be utterly lost if left to himeell to
cook hia own grub, drive a horse, or put up
o tent. It would be a grand sight to sec
him at work on such a thing. Fancy Quelchy
sitting before a smoky fire, blowing it into

¢ hlaze with his mouth, with. the black
f sparks decorating his features! - Why,. we
would give a term's pocket-money to. on

the scepe! But there's no such luck as that
aver happening. Ouelchy would mever go ou
a caravanning holiday.
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e ARRAVAN for sailt”
The Head's eyes glissenad

behind his goggles as he
glansed at that advertissment
in the local “rag.”

“Just what T want!” he muttered.
“P've always langed to crooze round the
country in a carravan, My Ford car
isn't in rouning order, and my maotor-
bike is in pawn, and I'm getting too old
und decreppit to peddle a push-bike. A
carravan is the very thing!”

The Head eagerly peroozed the
advertissment.

“Carravan f[or sail! Fernished in
lnxurius stile, with every moddern kon-
venience. Sootable for skollastic jentle-
man who wishes to explore the country.
Owner selling at grate sacrifice, Intend-
ing purchaser should send a check for a
paltry hundred pounds to: Mr. U, R.
Dunn, SBharp Street, Dishingham,”

The Head promptly wrote out a check
for a hundred pounds, and posted it to
Mr. Dunn at the address given. Then he
sat back in hiz chair, and dreamed rosy
dregms of a glorions carravan holiday.

“When people see we coming along
the road i1n my Inxurius ecarravan,
drawn by a noble steed, they'll fall on
one knee and make obaysance,” he mut-
tered, “They'll think I'm a giddy
King—or a Prince of royal blud at

A Nulzhell Narrative
of St Sam’s,

least.,  Mr. Punn didn't say anything
about-a horse in his advertissment. But
1 dare say the horse i1z being thrown n
free.”

That evening, while the Head was ban-
quetting on fried fish and chipps in his
dining-room, the tellyfone rang. - Doctor
Birchemall unhooked the reseever with a
fishy- hand.

“ Hallo!” he said.
Who are you 7"

“Mr. Dunn,” came the reply. *'I say,
old bean, I got your letter, and your
check for a hundred quid.” '

“Is it a deal?”’ asked the Head.

“Yes. The carravan's yours. Yon
can collect it as soon as you like. It's
on Dishingham Moor at the moment."”

“1Is there a horse

“ Afraid not,” said Mr. Dunn. “There
was one, but it's died of senile decay.
But look here, old froots when you bury
a carravan for a Paltrg, beggarly hun-
dred quid, you can’t reczonably eggspect
to have a horse thrown in. Do you
want jam on it?"’

“Rertainly not!” said the Head, *If
I find any sticky substance on the carra-
van, I shall be most annoyed! 1 shall
eggspect it to be in perfect condition—
spotless and staneless and flawless.”

“Did you say floorless?” mermered Mr.
Dunn. * Matter of fact, it’s in that con-
dition alréady.” :

“Birchemall here,
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Fortunately, the Head did nob hear
that remark. He 1ang off, and turned
a beannng face to Mr. Lickham, as that
jentleman came into the study.

“¥ say, Lackham, I've made a rare
bargain!” he cried, “T've bought a
p perfectly priceless peach of a caravan, for
a2 paltry hundred pounds!” :

“Have you seen it, sir?” asked Mr.
Lickham,

L1 Hu":

“Then how do you know it's a per-
fect carravan?” e o

“Tt said 20 in the advertissment,”

“Bah ! said Mr. Lickham skornfully,
“It looks to e as if you've been sold a
pap, sir.”

“Nonsense, Lickham! 1 have heen-
' sold a carravan. [ will send a numbér
of boys to-Dishingham - Moor to collect
it, and bring it to the school. When you
sea it, my dear Lickham, in all its magg-
nificense and splénder, you will feel
awed !’ AT

But when Mre. Lickham did see the
carravan, a cupple of hours later, he felt
anything but awed. As for the Iead,
he had several sorts of a fit. - :

The perfectly priceless peach of a car-
ravan turned out to be an old-fashioned
ratlway carridge, of the sort nsed in
George Stephenson’s time. It was being
pushed along by a party of perspining
juniors, and its wheels creaked and
squeaked as they went round. The floor
of the carridge had caved in; there
wasn't a stick of ferniture inside it; and
the antiquated affair wasn't worth a
hundred pence, much less a hindred
pounds, : y

“You've been done, sir,” =aid Mr.
Lickbam. “Done by Dunn!”

But the Head, having recevered from
his shock, now smiled.

“True, Lickham, T have been done
by Dunn, but Dunn has also been done
by me!" he said. “In other words, I
have done by Dunn as Dunn has done
by me! The check which I sent him
was worthless—meerly a scrap of paper.
There is no money at the bank to meet
it! Ha, ha, ha!” '

And the Head chuckled gleefully as he
ordered Jack Jolly & Co. to take the

carravan away and scrap it,
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CARAVAN CHATTER!

By Bob Cherry.

IS NN NN NN NN A AR EEREEEN
FGR a happy, healthy, out-of-door
holiday there’s nothing to beat
the caravan holiday, My chums
* and T have been putting our
heads together, and we mean to go on
one of these jolly jaunts in the near
future, We are hiring a furnished
caravan from a johnny in Courtfield.
We haven't fixed up about the horse yvet;
but Coker of the Fifth iz a clumsy cart-
horse, =0 1 think we'd better horrow
Coker |

* * "

I've been chatting to various people
abont caravan holidavs, and they have
told me of some comical .experiences.
Two summers ago Wingate of the Sixth
went on a caravan tour.  His chum
Gwynne adviesed him not to go. “A
caravan holiday isn't nearly so-delight-

ful as it sounds,” said Gwynne. “ You'll
be badly let down if you go.” Wingate
ignored the warning and went. *“‘I en-

joyed it no end,” he confided to. me;Jcaravans, but you weuldn't get Lonzy tol

“but I was badly let down, all the same,
It was a motor-caravan, and it was whiz-
zing merrily along a country road, when
one of the wheels lew off ! But that was
the only sense in which I was badly let
down, Apart from that mishap, my
caravan holiday was a perfect treat.”

- * *

Mr. Prout went a-caravanning in his
vouth, and to this day he remembers
being chased out of a meadow by an
irate farmer, who mistook him for a
Fipsy | “His hunting-crop whistled
through the air;”’ said Mr. Prout, *‘and
occastonally it curled about my
shoulders. I have never run so hard in
my life! Finally, I pitched head-over-
heels into a stream; and the farmer, in
his impetuosity, came floundering in
after me. But I managed to struggle out
first and give him the slip. 1 had been
forced to abandon iny caravan; but I re-
turned to the meadow at midnight, and
harnessed my horse, and migrated with
the caravan to a =afer spot, where
farmers ceased from troubling, and
weary caravanners were at rest!”

#* W *

Alonzo Todd is a lover-of the old horze-

-+

travel in a motor-caravan, not if you
bribed him with all the wealth of the
Indies! . He did travel in gne once, and
it got ont of control when descendimg a
kill. Alonzo was advised to jump for
his life, and he did so. landing in =a
brimming ditch of muddy water! ' His
feet became fixtures in the mud, and he
wag sinking lower and lower, until a

L couple of passers-by hauled him out of

Alonzo has avoided

his perilous plight.
the . plague ever

motor-caravans . like
since |

There is some talk of forming a cara-
van club at Greyfriars. I must say I am
heartily in favour, for there are fow joys
to compare with the joys of caravannng.
The last jaunts of this kind are -stiil
fresh in-my memory., 1 don’t believe: I
shall ever Torget them, not if I live to
be a hundred years of age. When I
grow. older T intend to. write a book
about my caravanning adventures. 1
think 1 will eall it, “Me and My

| Caravan !” and I'll get Dick Penfold to

get out a set of photos and huwmorous
cartoons illustrating the work.
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(Continued from page 13.)

and it was for the junior to grin and
bear 1t :

“Doubtless vou have heard of Sir
Henry Compton, of Compton Hali?”
said the Remove-master.

“Yes, air. L've just
said Ilarry,

*He brought his grandson here this
afiernoon. Richard Compton has been
it delicate health and has lived abroad
vivder medical care for a long time, 1
am told,” said Mr. Quelch. * Certainly
he looks healthy and sturdy enough;
but that is what I am told. He seems
a very pleasant and well-behaved boy,
and 1 hope you will find him an agree-

passed him,"

able companion in your study, Whar-
ton, "

“I hope so, sir,” szaid Harry
demurely.,

“1 have sent him to your study, and
told him to wait for you there,” said
Mr. Quelch. “I am sure that you will
make him welcome, Wharton.”

“1 will do my best, sir,” said Harry,

“Thank vou, Wharton!"

Mr. Quelch returned to his papers
again, and the captain of the Remove
left the study.

He met Vernon-Smith and Redwing
oir the stairs as he went up to the Re-
move passage,

*Bunter come in yet?” asked Bmithy.

“Bunter! I haven't seen him,” an-
swered Wharton, “Didn't he go for a
motor run with you? Tsaw him in your
Car, .

The Bounder chuckled,

“1 dropped him at Lantham, to walk
liome,” he explained. “He thought we
were going out of bounds, and threat-
ened to report us to a prefect if we
didn't give hitn a lift to get away with
vour cake. Ho I gave him a lift as far
#3 Lantham, and left him there.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I suppose he's still crawling home,”
chuckled Smithy., “He will be nearly
dead by the time he gets here. Poor
old Bunter ™

“It was really rather too bad!™ said
Tom Redwing, laughing.

“Perve him jolly well, right!" said
ITarry, and he went on up the stairs
and went into Study No. 1. '

“Compton here !” he asked.

“Here he 1is,” answered Trank
Nugent, “He says he's going to be in
this study.”

“Yes, I've just had it from Mr.

uelch.”

Wharton glanced raither ecuriously at
the handsome lad who rose from the
armchair. Ragged Dick,
Hichard Compton, returned his glance
with egnal cariesity.

“So vou're going to be our study-
mate, Compton,” said Harry, and he
held out his hand. :

Dick shook hands with him. Whar-
ton’s eyes were still lingering on his
fade.

“I've heard from Mr. Quelch that
voi've been abroad a lot,” he said.
“But haven't I met you before some-
where " y

“Not that T know of,” answered
Dick, iooking at him, * But it's rather
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otherwize

| odd—1 seem to have seen your face

somewhere.”

“I was thinking the same,” =said
Nugent, with a puzeled look., “1I seem
to have seen Compton somewhere before
to-dav.”

“Well, . we've seen his grandfather
often ecnough. and I dare say there's
some resemblance. That would be it,
1 uu{]’lpusel” zaid Harry—but he was

puzzled,

Dick smiled involuntarily,

Thera was not likely to be mmuch
resemblance between Sir Henry

Compton and a grandson by adoption.
Nor for a2 moment did either of the twao
juniors think of the tattered lad they
had rescued, weeks ago, from the
brutality of Pedlar Parker. They had
had ounly a passing glimpse of an un-
washed face on that occasion. Some
faint remembrance lingered, sufficient
to give them a feeling that they had
seen the boy before somewhere, but that
was all. As for Dick, he had no recol-
lection whatever of Wharton or his
comrades, so far as looks went. He had
scarcely glanced at them in that field
near Compton Woods before he had fled

to escape from the clutches of the
pediar,

“But very likely we've seen you
before, if vou've lived at Compton
Hail,” said Harry. “Might have
passed you on the roads any time. Did

vou come over from the Hall to-day 7"

“No: I've been in London with Bir
Henry,” said Dick, He did not say
“my grandfather.” Certainly Sie
Henry was his grandfather by adop-
tion. but somehow it seemed to ring
untrue to his mind.

“What about tea?" asked Nupgent.
“We had a snack up the river, but I'm
ready for tea—and I dare say Compton
i3, after his journey.”

“Quite !” said Compton., *I've had
some cake from vour house-dame, but
I'm ready for tea, Where do vou have
tea here ¥V

“In the study when the funds run to
it,” said Wharton, with a smile. *Of
course, vou can tea in Hall if you hLike,
But we generally like it in the study if
we can get it."”

“Good !”

“You cut down to the shop, Nugent,

while 1 get @ fire going,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove.

“You buv the staff wvourselves?”
asked Dhick.

“Yes, at the school shop.”

“let me do vour shopping, then.
One of wvou fellow: can show me the
\‘r‘ﬂ}’.”

“New kid bursting with tips from
uncles and aunts!” chuckled Nugent.

“No, I haven't anv uncles and annts."
said Dick, “But I've lots of pocket-
money.” _

*Hard cheese on poor old Bunter not
to be here!” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. *“You're a chap Bunter
would like to meet.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Who's Bunter? asked Dick, little
dreaming how well he had already
made the aequaintance of that fat and
fatuous wouth,

““A Remove chap, the fattest fellow
at Grevfriars, and a fellow who will
borrow vour last half-crown before you
fairly know what he's doing,” said the
captain of the Remove. “ Well, if
yvou're well supplied vou can go down
to the shop with Nugent and put a few
things on the list, and I'll ask three
fellows to tea. You'd like to meet some
Remove chaps—friends of ours?” .

“Yes, rather!” said Dick brightly,

'"““Buzz off, then!” .

The new junior left the atudg with
Frank Nugent; and Harry Wharton,

after starting the fire, went along the
passage to call Bob Cherry, Johnny
Bull, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh to
tea in Study No. 1.

“Tea witi the new kid!” announced
Wharton. “He's stuck in our study—
but he seems a decent sort of chap.
Quelchy ‘says he's been in  delicate
btﬂnith. but I'm blessed if he looks like
1 :!!-

"The Remove isn't the place for a
giddy invalid ! grunted Johnny Bull,

“He doesn't E:rﬂ]i muech like an in-
valid now, if he ever was one. Come on
—they'll be back with the grub!”

“Has Bunter made his acquaintance

yet I chuckled Bob Cherry. “It's a
chance for his postal-order.”
“Ha, ha! Bunter's not in wet!

Smithy landed him at Lantham, and
left him to walk home !

“Ha, ha, ha! Poor old Dunter !"

The four juniors went along the Re-
move passage, and Peter Todd looked
out of Btudy No. 7 as they passed.

*“Been anything of Dunter?” he
asked. “He wasn't in to tea, and it's
jolly near call-over now!” ;

“Landed at Lantham, and walking
home,” answered Harry.

" What 1™

Harry . Wharton explained what he
had heard from the under, Peter
Todd burst into a roar.

“Ha, ba, ha! Poor old Bunter! Ten
to one he will try to bilk the railway
company for a free ride!”

“Then he may get run in, and we
mayn't see him any more!” chuekled
Bob., “Let's hope for the best.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Evidently there was a plentiful lack
of sympathy for William George Bunter
among hiz Form-fellows in the Remave,
No doubt he deserved jnst as much as
he received, and no more,

———— e

THE TENTH CHAPTER. 1
Ragged Dick’s First Day at Greyfriars !

AGGED DICK had a bright face
as he walked out of the House
with Nugent of the Remove and
crossed the quad to Mrs.

Mimble’s little shop in the eorner
behind the elms. '

His first day at Greviriars seempd to
be turning out well.

Perhaps the departure of Sir Henry
had been a relief to him. JHe was

ateful to the old baronet, he respected
ﬁ:'.m and was awed by him. But thera
was no doubt that the grim old gentle-
man was oppressive. He had been &
little awed by the Head and Mr. Quelch,

| but they had been kind to hiin, kind

and considerate. School life was new to
him—utterly new ; but Dick had learned
in his Etran%e and wandering life. to
adapt himself easily to new and strange
surroundings. Ie had wondered rather
uneasily, as he waited in Study Ne. 1,
what his new schoolfellows—his study-
mates—would be like. He had found
them very pleasani—efpecially Nugent.
Wharton had been agreecable enough; -
but Frank Nugeut had a natural .
taneous kindness of disposifion which
made almost anv fellow like him at first
sight. Tt was only necessary for the
fellow himself to be decent, to make -
him like Frank.

Ragged Dick reflected that if the rest
of the Lower Fourth were like the two
fellows he had already met his lines
would be cast in very pleasant places ab.
Greyiriars School. S

Not all the Remove, however, were
like the cheery members of the Famous

Five, As Nugent piloted the new fellow
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across the quad they came on Bolsover
major of the Remove,

Bolsover stopped to stare at the new-
comer,

“Hallo!

“¥Yes—young
Nugent, :

“Who the thump's Compton?’ asked
the bully of the Remove,

“ Grandzon of old Compton, of Comp-
ton Iall,” answered Frank.

“Oh, the jolly old baronet who comes
over here to grouse if a fellow goes on
his dashed land!” said Bolsover major,
“Ile got me a licking last term.”

+ “(Cpme on, Compton!” said Frank.

“Here, hold on!” said Bolsover
major nnpleasantly. ““Let a chap speak
a word to the new kid. T suppose a cha
can speak to him, even if he is the grand-
son of a baronet—what?”

“0Oh, den't play the goat now,
Bolsover!” said Nugent impatiently.
“You've been long enough at Greylriars
io learn manners, I should think !

“T don’t want any cheek from ¥you,
Nugent ! roared Bolzover major,

“(0Oh, go and eat coke !”

“ Hasn't that new dummy a word to
say  for himself?’ sneercd Tolsover,
“{*an’t you speak, vou image?”

“Ves, I can speak,” said Dick. in a
state of considerable surprise. ‘ What
do vou want me to sayi”

“You're not going to put on airs in
ihe Remove, 1 can tell you” said
Bolsover agpgressively. ‘“ Fallows here
den't care if your grandfather is a
baronet and your grandmother a duchess,
See

“T see, I don't expect them to.”

“(Oh, vyou don't expect them to, don't
vou ! said Bolsover,

.n‘:.,:u.ﬂ

“We don't put up with airs and graces
in the Lower Fourth, I can tell you!”

“Thanks !” said Dick cheerfully. * It’s
reallv kind of you to give a new fellow
tips like this!™

New kid?"” he asked.
Compton,” answered

Nugent laughed, and  Bolsover
frowned.
“T don't want any cheek, voung

C‘ompton,” he said. "“If I get any cheel
from a. new kid I knock him into a
cocked hat! See?”

“Y seo!” assented Dick: *“Ts that all?”

Nugent langhed again. It was quite
clear that the new fellow was not in
the least afraid of Bolsover major, big
and burly as the latter was, and aggres-
sive as he was in his manner, As a
matter of fact, Dick had been through
too much serapping in his rough life on
the road to have any fear of a fellow
like Bolsover, big as he was. Ragged
Dick was by no means the diffident sort
of new “kid” that Bolsover supposed
him to be,

“ What are vou chortling at, Nugenti”
demanded Bolsover angrily, :

“Yan, old bean!” answered Nugent.
“Your face and your manners and your
style generally, old man, Come on,
Compton !”

He caught Dick’s arm and drew him
on, anxious to keep the new fellow out

of a row with the overbearing Bolsover,
" Boleover major reached out and
knocked off Dick’s hat as he  passed,
That was Bolsover’s idea of a jest on a
new fellow.

Dick dashed after his hat and picked
it u]]‘r, while Bolsover major roared with
laughter. The next moment his own
hat was, flying through the air, and be
ceased to laugh very suddenly.

“You—vou—you've kpocked off my .

Lat !” he ejaculated.

“Well, yon knocked off mine, didn’t
you?" said Dick.

“Why, T'Il-I'Il-I'I—"

W
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“Bolsover ! rapped out a sharp veice,
as the bully of the Remove was advane-
ing on Compton.

“0Oh! Yes, Wingate?” said Bolsover
submissive all of a sudden, as the cap-
tain of Greyfriars camec up, with his
ashplant under his arm,

“Pullying as usunal—what?”
Wingate.

i I_I"'""_,,

“ Bend over!” said Wingale tersely,

Bolsover major crimsoned with rage
and mortification, It was a bitter
humiliation, under the eves of the new
junior, whom he had been seeking to
impress with his importance.

“J—1 say, Wingate,” he stammered,
“T1—I was only "

“T know!" assented Wingaie. o |
think I told vou to bend aver, Dolsover !
Did vou hear me?”

The ashplant slipped down inio the
Sixth-Former's hand.

Bolsover, red with rage, bent over.

Whack !

“Now, clear off and mind you don't
ask for it again!” said the capiain ol
Greyfriars. And Wingate tucked the
ashplant under his arm and walked away.

Bolsover major, with a bitter look at
Nugent and Comptlon, cleared off, The
two juniors went on their way to the
tuckshop.

“Who's that big chap with the cane?”
asked Dick. “Is he a master?” .

saud

“No fear! That's Wingate of the
Sixth, the ecaptain of the school,”
answered Nugent, laughing.

“Do the fellows cane ocne another,
then 1"

“Ha, ha! Not quite! Wingate's Y
prefect. You see, the big guns in the
Qixth are appointed prefects by the
Head, and they carry canes to keep the
small” fry in order. We're the small
fry !” explained Nugent.
~ ““And that chap you called Bolsover
18"

“He's small fry, ioo—only a Remove
chap, though+he thinks such athumpmg
lot of himself,” answered Frank. “He's
big enough to be in the Fourth, or the
Shell, but he hasn't the brains. Here wo
are. Mrs. Mimble, I've brought you a
new customer—one of the best, simply
rolling in money; so frot out the best
things, and remember you're serving the
quality.”

“(Oh, Master Nugent!” said the good
dame, with a smile, :

That disagreeable encounter with
Bolsover major was forgotten as the two
iuniors proceeded with their shopping.
Vith parcels under their arms, they re-
turned to the Hounse in cheery spirits
and made their way back to Study No, 1.
And a powerful voice greeted them as
they entered. :

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here they are e

Tee Magxer Lisrary.—No. 907,
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tea in Study No. 1.
B{}H CHERRY glanc-m‘!

carelessly
enough at the
came in with
next moment
fixed in surprisg.
“allo, hallo,
Compton " _
“Tm Compton,’ answered Dick.
]'ve scen vou before.” Tk
3 1© Just what I said!” ex:
laimed Harry Wharton. . .
Blessed if I don’t ihink I have, too!”
said Jahnny Bull. L
“The samefulness is tereific,
Hurree  Jamset Ram Singh. :
Ragged Dick started and looked at fahﬂ
nabobs. ‘s |
Back into hiz mind there flashed &
recollection. . 7
On that day, in the field by Compton
Park, five schoolboys had come to his
aid as he struggled with the pedlar, and
ona of them had had the dark com-
plexion of an Oriental. He had. not
noticed the fellows, had not remeém bore
their faces; be did not remember Hurree
Zingh's features at all, so far as that
went. But the nabob’s” dusky com-
plexion was not s0 easily forgotien.
That the party of schoolboys had been

Nugent.  But the
his glance -became

hallo! ~ Are ~_you

said

i

new fellow as be |

Greyfriars fellows had not vet oeeurred |

‘o Dick. Buf the sight of the nabob
brought a sudden enlightenment to him.
Five fellows who thought they had
<pen him somewhere hefore—and one af
them an Indianl These were the
fellows ! : -
The sudden discovery
whelmed Ragged Dick,

By a sudden intuition he knew the
iruth—that these felows had, indeed, as
they supposed, met him before, but In
strangely different circumstances,

He stood dumbfounded. "

Ilis matural impulse would have been
fo speak ouf frankly., io thank the
Famous Five for the help they had given
him on that occasion. But he could nok
speak out; 1f was ympossible.

e was Richard Compton now, grand-
son of the master of Compton Hall. It
ras a secrot—a dead secret—that he had
ever been Ragged Dick, the tramp.

Not a word of that ¢ould pass his lips,
Tut if they should recogmse him—if
they should. know— - What could he
say in answer to a direct guestion?

Fortunately, Harry Wharton & Co.
had no means of guessing what was pass-
ing

almost over-

in the new junior’s mind. :

The same thought had come o all of
them, that there was something familiar
to their eyes about young Compton.
But that was all.

A5 he stood, with
flushing cheeks, under their eyes,

beating heart and

had no inkling of the real cause of his
confusion. . :
Bob Cherry broke into a laugh.
“ Excuse us, old bean,” he gaid. I

didn't mean to stare you out of coun-
tenance. 1t just struck me that I'd seen
vou before, though 1 don’t remember
where or when.”

“ The strikefulness
was also terrifie,”
Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Same here,” said Johnny Bull. “ But
never mind, we didn’'t mean to startle
you, Compton.”

Johnny turned his glance away, and
the other fellows followed suit. In their
surprise and curiosity they had really
almost stared Dick out of countenance,
and in & new fellow, fresh to the school,
that was disconcerting enough to account
~ for his confusion and his crimson ¢ ks.
@ Grot the stuff, Franky 1" asked Harry
Tre Macxer Lin

of my esteemed seli
remarked Hurree

BARY.e—No. 307,

they

Wharton, to change the topic, and get
over the. moment of awhwardness.

¢ Yes, here vou are,” said Nugent
“ Clompton's contributed a whacking big
cake and a bag of tarts. 1 wouldn't let
him do more than that.”

“ That's right.”

#The jolly old kettle's boiling,”
Bob. “I'll' make the tea, She

sz_ﬁ d
Shove the

eggs in the tin, Johnny.”

“Right-bo !

“You make the toast, Inky.”

“With terrific pleasure.”

‘ANl the Famous Five were s000 busy,
and Ragged Dick was left to himself,
unregarded, to recover from his confu-
siof. MNoge of the juniors specially
noticed, at the time, that he had made
no answer to their words—that be had
neither.admitted not denied having seen
them before. :

«“(Can I help®” asked Dick at last,
rather timidly.

“That's all right, old scout, You Bit
down,” said Harry Wharion, “We'll
have tea ready in a brace of jiffies.”

“ Right-ho, then !” = '

Dick sat down in the armchair with
his back to the window. He was “glad
of the respite to think things over a bit.

So it was theso fellows who had mter:
vened to save him from the brutality of
Pedlar  Parker that afternoon, weeks
ago? He liked them gll the more now
that he knew it. '

But they did not know it.

Ther never could know it—he
could tell them. He realised that. They
were not likely to guess, KEven if they
remembered something of the tattered
lad  they had rescued, even if they
realised that the resemblance that
haunted them was a resemblance be-
tween Raggeéd Dick and Richard Comp-
ton, still they were not likely to connect
the two in their minds. They would
only think it a chance resemblance, even
it they thought of it, How could they
possibly suspect that the tattored tramp
and the heir of Compton Hall were one
and the same? They could not. He
smiled faint!y as he reflected that even
if he told them. they were more likely
to suppose that he was wandering in his
mind than that he was stating facts.

No, he was safe in that quarter. As
for that fancy of theirs that they had
seen him before, they would probably
forget all about it as they grew more
familiar with him in the daily life of the
school.

never

It was a relief to him, yet not wholly,

a rclief. Keeping a secret was nol
pleasant, He had an uneasy feeling of
being guilty of a subterfuge. But there
was no help: he had no choice but to
obey the old baronet’s strict injunciions,
and to keep the promise he had made.
Ragged Dick was dead and buried, so to
speak : Richard Compton lived in his

ace, and it was as Richard Compton
that he must live and acf, and feel and
think, so far as he could. '

It was not likely that any other Grey-
friars fellow had seen him in his former
character, or would remember him if he
had seen him. It was different with that
fat follow at Lantham. That fellow had
seon him at close quarters in Compton
Park, had talked with him, biinked at
him inguisitively, and would know his
voice and bearing, as well as his looks.
But that fat fellow was at Lantham,
not at Greyfriars, Dick had still to
learn that the fat fellow at Lantham was
no other than the Bunter of the Remove
whom Wharton had mentioned to him.

Dick had quite recovered his self-

possession by the time tea was ready In
Study No. L

i

Chairs and boxes were brought 4o the
table, and the six Remorvites sat down
to tea, chatting cheerily the while. Dick

was quite content to listen more than to
talk : he was anxious fo

learn more about
and he was not anxious
to talk about himself, A reference
was made to his supposed residence
abroad, but Dick casily let the subject
drop. The chums of the Bemove were
not at all inguisitive, and not particu-
larly interested in the new fellow's
affairs. But that supposed retirement on
account of ill-health was taken as an ex-
planation of the slight knowledgeé he
showed of the game of cricket, a topic
which, of course, came up over tea in
Study No. 1, as some of the most im-
portant of the Remove matches were now
coming along.

Dick listened to it all, speaking eyers
now and them with a cheery, smiling
face. about as happy a fellow as could
have been found within the ancient walls
of the old school. These fellows, whom
he hardly knew—whom he had never met
before save on that unmentioned occa-
sion—were treating him decently and
kindly, with the careless good-nature
of schoolboyhood. Their manners wers
not, perhaps, polished, but full of good-
nature. They were healthv, cheery,

his new school,

docent chaps, and to Ragged Dick it was

sheer happiness to sit among them on &
friendly footing.

He liked thema all; they were all
different, vet all alike in their cheery
good nature, Wharton, whom he had
row learned was captain of his Form,
was o little graver, a little more re-
served, perhaps, than the others. Nugent
was kind and almest gentle, Bob Cherry
oxuberant. Johnny Bull seemed a fellow
of few words,
ally to the point, and he
ill-natured thing. Hurreo
Qingh beamed with good
his weird
entertainin
only hope
like these fellows.
enjoy his life at
thought of Sir- Henry Compten, grim

never said an
. humour, and
variety of English was oddly

He was going o

and cold as he was, with a new feeling of
come fo -

gratitude. He had wanted fo
the school, but he had never d
hope - that it would be like this.

There was a knock at the door as the
cheery circle finished tfea, demolishing
cake and tarts and other good things
almost to the final crumb, and
the Remove looked in.

““(iot & new kid here!” he asked.

“YVes, here he is,” said Wharion.
“ Young -Compton. Compton,
Squiff, our tame kangaroo.”

“ Kangaroo !” repeated Dick.

iquiff chuckled.

“That
tralia, kid,”
Australia?
by the sea.”

Dick laughed.

“And my name
Field,” said the
“These chaps call

ared to

he said. “ Ever heard

Australian

follows that Bolsover major 1s look
for a new kid. H
a licking from Wingate.” :
“ He got it for him zelf,” said WNugend,
« And if he comes here bothering Comp-
ton, we'll jolly well rag him,"” :
711 lend you a hand,” said Squiff
cordially. ““Here he 15" :

There was a heavy tread
passage, and Bolsover major
past Squiff into the study.
came Skinner and Snoop and Stott,

several other fellows, apparently intei-,

ested in the forthcoming “row.”

5 T

but his words were gener-

Jamset Bam .

Dick liked them sil. He
the other Bemovites wera

Greyfriars, and he

Squiff of .
that’s -

means that 1 come from Augi >

It's an island, surrounded

150 & Equ_iﬁfit‘;:,
jutior.”
me Bquiff because
they're asses, But I looked in to tell you

. ing..
He says the kid got him

1
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Bolsover maijor fised a deadly glare
on Dick across the table.

“8o hers you are!™ he exclaimed.

“Just here,” assented Dick,

“Get up!™

“T'm guite comfortable here, thanks.™

“T'm geing to lick you!”

“ Poor lLittle me ™

“You got me a licking from Wingate
of the Bixth!” roared Bolsover major.
“I'm going to pass it on to you, see?”

“Not quite,” said Dick cheerily.
“Perhaps I shall when you’ve paszed it
on., You haven't passed it on yet,”

Harry Wharton rose to his feet, and
pointed to the door.

“(Get out, Polsover,” he said quietly.
“This is Compton’s first day here, and
vou're not going to bully him. Get out,
Or— ‘_'__J:'

“Or what?” jeered Bolsover.

“Or voulll be chucked out ! said the
captain of the Remnove.

And Bob Cherry ¢himed in cheerily :

“ Hear, hear!”

———

R.f\G{IED DICK had risen to  his
He had had to confess that he
of the game, but had had little oppor-
it came to fisticuffs there were few fcl-
Ragged Dick had had to hold his own
given Pedlar Parker a tussle sometimes,
to Bob Cherry, the champion -boxer 1n
burly as the Remove bully was.
Dick did not want to be protected. He
it came,
Wharton & Co., Dick ecame round the
mannet; but he was cool and composed
“ Keep back, Compfon,” said Wharton
“Will you?” roared Bolsover major.
captain of the Remove,
ragged vou for
won’t be the last.”
sover major. “I'll find another time
for him to hide behind.”
said
“But I'm not hiding behind any-
o yself.”
let ns boot him out.”

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover Major Meets His Match !
fect.
He was quite cool.
did not know mmuch about cricket; in
tramping days he had seen something
tunity of playing it. But in tramping
he had learned other things—and when
lows in the Remove who could have
taught him anything.
many a time against adversaries much
bulkier than bimself—he had even
hefty as that rufian was. It was pro-
bable that he could have stood up even
the Remove—and undoubtedly he had
no cause to fear Bolsover major, big and
His new friends were obviously pre-
pared to protect him froin ragging; but
sought no quarrel with Percy DBolsover;
but he was prepared to meet trouble if
As Dolsover major stood hesitating,
glaring angrily and defiantly at Harry
table towards the bully of the Remove.
There was nothing aggressive in  his
and evidently not in the least alarme
by Bolsover's angry truculence,
rather uneasily, ‘‘He's too big for
you, kid; but we'll keep him in order.”
“We will, old pippin!”? assured the
“It- won’t be
the first time we've
bullying a new kid, and very fikely it
“Well, I'm not going to scrap with
the whole gang of you!” snorted DBal-
to make that young sweep sit up for get-
ting me a licking—when there's nobody
“Oh, shut up, DBolsover!”
Nugent,
body,” said Dick coollv. “Thank wou
fellows very much, but I can look after
“Too heavy for vau, old man,” =aid
Bob Cherry, shaking his head. *' Better
“T think I conld boot him oat my-
gelf,” said Dick, with a smile.

Crash !
ear a fraction of a second later.
Bob Cherry.
into thejstudy table and set it rocking.

““ Oh, my hat ! "’

Bolsover caught Diek’s right with the side of his jaw—the left with his
He fairly spun over.
But Bolsover major was not in the state to look out.
There was a clatter of smashing crockery.

“ Look out ! ** yelled
He crashed

(See Chapter 12.)

“You think wyou could boot him
out 7 bawled Bolsover major, hardly
believing his ears. “Why, you sneak-
ing iittﬁ: whipper-snapper——"

“Cheese it!”

“Wha-a-at "

“*1 don't want any quarrel with you,’
said Dick, **But if you're looking for
trouble, I don’t mind, Geb on and get
it over.”

Bolsover major’s eyes gleamed. That
was exactly what he wanted. He was
not looking for a rvagging from the
Famous Five. But if the new junior
chase to accept the combat, it was not
for the other fellows to interfere.

“Good ! he said. “I'll get on with
it fast enough! Boot me out of the
room, could vou? Well, I'm going to
chuck vou out 2n your neck, and then
come after gou and boot vou along the
passage., Scel”

“(Go 1t, Bolsaver!” chortled Skinner,
“Chuck him out, and we'll catehh him
az he drops!”

“Look here, Complon——
uneasily.

“Tt's all right.”

“Well, go it if you want te,” said
the captain of the Remove. “Call out
when you've had eneugh, and we'll
jolly soon stop Belsover.” :

“Alind your cwn business, Wharton !”
roared Bolsover major, “ Now, them,
you cocky little snipe, come onl”

12

said Harry

1' i ]’!II] 1'{_!11].{'13 [ll‘

Bolsover major rushed at the mnew

junior, with his big fists thrashing the
air.

He fully expected to send him fying
across the study, overwhelmed by that
slashing attack: Bolsover was not the
only one who - expected it; all the
Removites looked on to see Compton
erumple up under the Remove bully’s
heavy weight and muscular strength.

But it did not happen.

Dick had not the weight to stop such
a terrific rush; but he side-stepped
with great swiftness, and hit out with
left and right before the bully of the
Remove know what was happening.

Crash !

Bolsover caught Dick’s right with the
side of his jaw; the left with his ear a
iraction of a second. later.

He fairly spun over.

“Look out!” yelled Bob Cherry.

But DBolsover major was not in a
state to look out. He crashed into the
study table and set it rocking. There
was a clatter of smashing erockery.

“Oh, my hat!”

Bump ! :

The table rocked, and the crockery
crashed, and Dolsover major went
}Imavi}iy ta the floor, sprawling at full
ength,

“0Dh! Ow! Oh!”spluttered Bolsover.

“Great pip!"”

“Man down!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

Bolsover major sat up. He put his
hand tenderly to his jaw. He blinked
at the grinning Remove fellows m a
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dazed sort of wav. Rapped Dick
rubbed his knuckles; they seemed to be
a little hurt by the impact on Bolsover's
hard head. .

“Oh erumbs " gasped Bolsover major.
He scrambled to his feet, his head
singing. “Oh, my hat!” He stared
at Bagged Dick, *“ Blessed if TI'd have
thought you had it in you! I'm going
to smash wou for that!”

“Get on with it ! said Dick.

“The smashfulness appearz to me a
Loot on the other leg !” chuckled Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton & Co. were smiling
now, cheerily. It was quite clear that
Compton could take care of himself, and
that the bully of the Remove had, so to
speak, awakened the wrong passenger.

Bolsover major seemed to realise that
himself. He advanced on Compton
again, but with much more care apd
caution. In a few moments they were
going it hot and strong,

Bob Cherry dragged the study table
oup of the way; Nugent pushed back
the chairs. The combatants were
given room.

In the Remove passage the crowd
was  thickening. Bemove  fellows
crowded along from far and near at news
of the fight between the new fellow and
the bully of the Form. Many of them
came along with the intention of chip-
ping in and stopping Bolsover major;

but one glance was enough to show
that the new junior did not need |
rescuing.,

ITe received a good many hefiy

thumps from the burly Bolsover; but he
was handing back about five or six times
a3 much as he received; indeed, he
secemed almost to dance round the slow,
heavy Removite, eluding most of his
crashing attacks, and putting in rapid .
blows which Bolsover never seemed to
expect, and hardly ever succeeded in
guarding,

“That chap can box!" said Bob
Cherry, with a nod of approval. *I'll
jolly well take him on with the gloves
myself.”

“1 fancy Bolsover wishes he had
brought some gloves along with him this
time !” grinned Johnny Bull,

Crash !

“How's that?” chortled Bob,

Bolsover was down on his back again,
This time he remained there, in a
dizzy state, and quite out of breath,

Ragged Dick stooped over him and
rolled him bodily to the doorway. Bol-
sover was too breathless and spent to
resist; and the new junfor rolled him
out, gasping and panting, into the
Remove passage.  Skinner & Co,
chuckled as he was rolled among them.

Bob smacked the new junior on the
shoulder,

“Good man!” he said. “You've
learned to use your hands somewhore.
Some of you chaps had better carry Bol-
sover home.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The door of Study No. 1 was closed
on tire bully of the Remove. Bolsover
madnr staggered to his feet, in the
ruidst of a laughing and jeering crowd
in the Remove passage, and limped
away to his own studs, crimson with
anger and mortification. Some of the
fellows expected him to pay a second
visit to Study No. 1 when he had re-
covered a little, But there was no
second visit. Apparently the bully of
the Remove knew that he had had
enough,
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. |
Bunter in Luck !
BIIiL'i; BUNTER wore a worried

He had cause for worry.

The fat junior was seated in a
taxicab, which had turned in at the
gates of Greyfriars, and buzzed up the
drive to the House,

Bunter was home again after his
afternoon out. The problem of trans-
port had been solved. Ile was back
from Lantham. But it had been re-
placed by another problem: the still

more perplexing problem of settling
with the taxi-driver,
The meter indicated that William

George Bunter owed the chauffeur the
sum of seventeen shillings and ninepence
when the taxi came to a halt, And
William George Bunter's total financial
resources consisted of one penny, which
—being a bad one—had remained in
his posseszion instead of following the
usual route of Bunter's pocket-money to
the tuckshop., One penny, especially a
bad one, was not much towards such a
sum as seventeen shillings and nine-
pence. It was no wonder that a worried
look had' settled upen the Owl's fat
visage,

Bunter had taken the taxi from Lan-
tham because there was nothing else to
be done. It had proved impracticable to
“bilk ™ the railway company, and walk-
ing was out of the question for Bunter.
The advantage of a taxi was that the
man had to %J@ paid at the end of the
Journey instead of at the beginning like
the railway. Bunter was, at all events,
landed at Greyfriars in time for call-
over, and that was the most important
thing, But the end of the journey had
now come, and Bunter knew that
eloquence would be wasted on the taxi-
driver, He would want seventeen
shillings and ninepence, and nothing less
would s=atisfy him,

In the circumstances, consideri
the playful Bounder had landed
at Lantham that day, Smithy ought to
stand the taxi fare, Bunter thought.
e ought—it was certain that he aught

how
unter

—but  Bunter doubted very much
whether he would. 1In fact, he knew
that he wouldn't. Peter Todd, as

Bunter's study-mate, ought to shell out.
But it was fairly certain that even if
Peter had seventeen shillings and nine-

0002000000000 000000 sdes0 e

POPULAR WIRELESS is the weekly

paper which will tell you You want
te know about wireless, There are
always special articles for beginners
and uﬂ&f and pages of hints and tips
which will save you mnﬂtﬁ and endless
trouble, POPULAR WIRELESS will
never " let -you down "'—i; will ha]
you and keep you well informed,

OPULA

i

Every Thursday. Bup it Regularip § t

pence at his disposal he would not part
with it on Bunter's account.

If Mr. Quelch paid the man the ball
would be sent in to Dunter's father, and
that meant trouble twice over: Ffrst
with Mr. Quelch and then with Mr.
Bunter, That was a last dezperate re-
source. Ivery other resource had to be
tried first, '

Bunter stepped out of the cab after a
last blink at the meter, He blinked at
the driver,

. Seventeen-and-nine on’ the clock,
sir,” said the man, evidently in expecta-
tion of something in addition for so long

a drive,

That expectation did not
Bunter. He did not mind disa
anybody's expectations,
teen-and-nine  worrted  him deeply.
Skinner was lounging in the steps, and
he stared at Bunter and the tax

“Hallo ! Doing things in style,
fatty " he asked. “ Have You Come
mto a fortune ¥V

Bunter blinked round at Skinner.

I say, 8kinner, old chap, I've left
my—iny money. in the study, Settle with
this chap, will vou, and T'li s Lale
later.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner,

" What are you
ass 1 snapped
least,

WOrry
pointing,
But the seven-

was not in a mirthful mood.

“ Your little joke !” chuckled Skinner.

“I'm not joking, you chump "
“You are, old man—you are! One of
your best 1" assured Skinner, '

Evidently there was no assistance to.
be derived from Harold Skinuer.

Bunter turned his blink on
driver again,

“Hang on a minute or two,” he said,

The man gave him a suspicious look.

“I'll hang on till I'in pn?d, 8Ir; you
rely on that,”
“And the olock’s going on; sir,”

Bunter rolled
the taxi waiting. Somehow or other
that man had to be paid. There was
not the slightest doubt that he would
waib till he had his money, if he had
to wait all the evening and all night
for that matter. A low, grasping fellow,
in Bunter’s estimation. But there it
was; he to be paid.

Buunter blinked dismally in the direc-
tion of Mr,
simply dared not go to his Form-master
with a confession that he had hired a
taxi for a long journey
pay the fare.
the Remove passage.

“Hallo, you've got back, old fat
man!” It was Peter Todd's voice on
the landing, - :

Bunter gave Peter an im ploving blink,

“1—I say, Peter,
from Lantham——

“What?” roared Peter,
blued a quid on a taxi!
get the quid 77

“The man isn't paid yet;
ing."” -

“Great Scott! He will be an experi-
enced waiter by the time he gets his
fare, I should say!"

“Iend me seventeen-and-nine !

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Peter,

Toddy, like Skinner, seemod to take
the request as a screaming joke: Bumter
scowled at him and rolled on,
almost ran into Bolsover I jor,

Where did yvon

he's wait-

" Bolsover, old man, will you lend ma

a pound?! Yaroooooh !
Bunter sat down.

Bolsover major was not in a
temper for good ressons.
answer Bunter, Hae
and walked on as ¢
on the floor,

B '-I'-'.:i-.:.

cackling at, you silly
Bunter. Billy Bunter, at

the taxi-

he said, with emphasis. -

into the House, leaving |

Quelch’s study, but he

_ and could not
He limped up staire to

I had to take a tn;i i

and _

good
He did not =
just shoved him, = -

he fat junior bumped -

:
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“QOh dear!” groaned Bunter.

He picked himself up and hmped on
and loocked intg Study No. 4. Tom
Redwing and the Bounder were there,

and they grinned at the eight of
Bunter's woebegone face in the door-
WaY.

"F{_me]ﬂd home—what{" asked the
Bounder.

“T came In a taxi™ :

“Phew! That's rather expensive,

isn't it?” ,

“The man's waiting to be paid.”

“Ha, ha, hal” _

“Lend me a pound, Smithy,” pleaded
Bunter, “ The man will kick up a sow
if he’s not paid. You know what these
common people are like about money.
I shall get into a irightful row with
Quelchy !~ .

" “You will,” agreed Smithy.

“Lend me—-" _ -

“Only my boot,” said Vernon-Snmith,
jumping up. DBunter dodged out and
glammed the door just in time to escape
that undesired loan. _

He groaned dismally, and made his
way to Btudy No. 1. Harry Wharton
was his last resource; and he had a deep
and dismal foreboding that the l?ﬂﬁltﬂ,in
of the Remove would be drawn blank.
However, there was nothing to be lost

by trying, and Bunter blinked into
Htudy No. 1.
Three juniors were there. One of

them sat with his back towards the
“door, but Bunter could see enough of
him to observe that he was a new-
cOmer,
Compton, the new fellow in the Remove
—the fellow he had missed—as he sup-
posed—at Lantham that afternoon. His
dismal face brightened just a little, Sm
Henry Compton’s grandson was bound
to have money in s pockets. Borrow-
ing from a fellow who did not know
him might be a difficult task. Bat,
really, 1t was ecaster for Bunter to
borrow from a fellow who did not know
him than from a fellow who did.

“1 say, you fellows!"

“ Ho you've got back from Lantham,”
gald Harry \“ﬁmrtun, langhing. “How
did you get home? Bilk somebody?
Or did you walk, Bunter?”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

Ragged Dick started. He did not
turn his head. He sat quite still, with
a strange beating at his heart. He
knew that fat voice. He remembered it
very well. He knew that the fellow
who had just eome mto the study was
the fat fellow he had met at Lantham—-
the fellow who knew that he was
Ragged Dick, the tattered tramp of a
few weeks ago '

Hiz face paled.

That fellow—that fat rascal—was a
Greyfriars chap, then! Bunter—
Wharton had mentioned Bunter of the
Remove! It was Bunter of the HRe-
move he had met at Lantham—Bunter,
who knew——-

He sat quite still,

Billy Bunter’'s fat voice ran on:
“Of ecourse, 1 couldn't walk
distance, Wharton, And a low beast of
a porter found that 1 hadn’t a tickei—
I—1 mean, of course, I wouldn't have
travelled on the railway without a
ticket. I hope I'm above that, I—I had

to take a taxi.”

“A taxi from Lantham ! exclaimed
Nugent. ““Why, that must be fifteen
bob, at least |™

“ Beventeen-and-nine,” said Bunter
“ Eighteen by this time. or more. The
beast is keeping his meter ti-:*ltinq! 1
eay, you fellows, lend me a guid!™

1 can see us doing it!” remarked
Nugent,

He guessed that this would be/

| of.

that |

“You silly owl!”  exclaimed Harry
Wharton, staring at the fat junior.
“Do you think fellows have quids to
throw away on taxi fares? You'd
better go to Mr. Quelch.”

“It means a frightful row!” groaned
Bunter. “I—1I say, you fellows, you
know I'm expecting a postal-order 3

“Ha, ha, ]lajﬁ"'f

* Beasts !

As Bunter had dismally anticipated,
the captain of the Remove was drawn
blank. But the new fellow was there,
and he was Bunter's last hope—and the
faintest chance had to be tried before
Mr. Quelch was approached on the
subject.

“1 suppose that’s Compton,” said
Bunter, blinking at the back of the new
junior’s head, wondering a little why
the fellow did not take the trouble to
glance round.

“That’'s Compton,” assented Harry.
“Compton, this is Bunter, the fat
bounder 1 mentioned to you. If you
lend him any money you'll never see it
again. That's a tip.”

“¥You mind your own business!”
roared Bunter indignantly., “1 suppose
Compton can lend me a pound if he
likes I '

“Cortainly—if he's ass enough [”

“1 say, Compton—"

Dick did not move,

He seemed frozen to his chair., Who
could have foreseen this? Certainly
Sir Henry Compion, in bringing

Ragged Dick to Greyfriars as his
grandson, had never foreseen anything
of the kind. He was known! He was
known! This fat fellow knew him,
knew that he was Ragged Diek, knew
that he was an impostor—for that was

what it would be called. In a few
minutes Wharton and Nugent would
know—in an hour, all Greyfriars!

What could he say? Could he deny
it—pile falschood on falsehood? He
knew that he could not.

This was the end—the sudden end of
the happy school life he had dreamed
He sat overwhelmed.

“1 say, Compton,” repeated Bunter.
As the new junior did not stir, Bunter
rolled further into the study and came
round in fromt of him. *I say, old
chap, you'll do a fellow a good turn,
won't yonu? I'm expecting a postal-
order by the first post in the morning,

but I happen to be short of a quid. I—~

a3

why—what—what—what
unter broke off, stutiering.

He stared at the new junior’s hand-
some pale face—stared at it as if it
had been the face of a spectre. He was
s0 astonished that his fat jaw dropped.
He stared and stared, scarcely able to
believe hiz eyes or his spectacles,

Dick looked steadily at him. _

The blow was falling. He had to
summon his courage to meet it. He did
not expect Bunter to be silent. Why
should he ?

“You!” stuttered Bunter at last.

“Hallo, you have seen Compton
before, too?" asked IHarry Wharton.

Bunter gave a gasping chuckle.

“That’s Compton, is 1t 7"

“That's Compton,” said Nugent.
‘“Half a dozen chaps think they've seen
him before somewhere. Are you
another 1+

“Great Scott 1V

Bunter grinned,

*“1I fancy I've seen him before. I miet
him this afternoon at Lantham, didn't
I, Compton? He, he, he [”

“Yes|” breathed Dick,

“You met Bunter?” exclaimed Harry
in surprise. " You didn't mention——"'

“1 did not know his name,” said Dick
in a low, husky voice, “I didn't know
bhe belonged to Greyiriars.®

|
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“1 see.”

“And I didn't know you belonged to
Greyfriars I” chortled Bunter. “ Not
the least little bit! My only hat! It’s
like your cheek to come here!”

“ What do you mean, Bunter 77 asked

Wharton testily. “Why shouldn't
Compton come here, you fat ass?”
i I’?ﬂ, he, he !”

Dick waited in silence. It was all
coming out now. But it did not come !
Bunter was amazed, puzzled, perplexed.
He did not know how to make head or
tail of this strange affair. DBut one
thing was quite clear to Bunter's fat
mind, and that was that this fellow,
Ragged Dick, or Richard Compton, or
whoever or whatever he was, was under
his fat thumb. Bunter’'s podgy brain
did not, as a rule, work very quickly,
but it eould work quickly enough when
he had a turn to serve, as undoubtedly
he now had.

He grinned cheerily.

““Well, here he is,” he zaid.
him at Lantham. He, he, he! Do you
know, 1 was going to borrow my rail-
way fare of him, and he refused. He,
he, he! Mean, you know! But I feel
sure he will oblige me by settling with
that taximan—won't you, Compton?
He, he, he!”

Dick looked at him hard, a new hope
rising in his breast. There was no mis-
taking the mocking grin on Bunter’s fat
face. His silence was to be had—if it
was paid for! Dick understood.

“What rot!” exclaimed Wharton.
“Don’t let that fat bounder diddle vou
out of a pound, Compton! You'll never
seo it again!™®

Dick rose to his feet.

“You're going to settle that little
matter for me, old chap, what?”
grinned Bunter,

0P YES.:,

“Give him a quid, old man. After
all, he ought to have a tip after driving
me from Lantham!” Bunter eould be
generous where his own money was not
concerned,.

“Very well.”

Dick left the study,

Billy Bunter turned a trinmphant
Lblink on Wharton and Nugent.

“Tt's all serene, you see,” he thuckled.

“Compton musi be an ass!” said
Nugent,

““He, he, he I”

“ After all, Bunter generally does
diddle a new chap,” said Wharton, with
a shrug of the shoulders. * Compton
will soon come to know him as well as
we do.” '

“He, he, ha !®
“0Oh, get out, you fat bounder "

Billy Bunter rolled out of Study No. 1
with a fat chuckle. IHe was feeling ex-
tremely satisfied. IHis satisfaction was
not shared by Ragged IDick of the

Remove,

““1 met

THE END.

- J—
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HEEP " :
Another blast, more piercing

P
than the others had been,
seemed to galvanise the leader
of the cracksmen into activity, With a
muttered imprecation, he turned to his
companion.

'5ui{:k!” he ground out between his
teeth. “We must beat 1t !”

“You fool!” came the hissing answer.
“You've left it too late!™

But his worde fell on deaf ears, for his
companion was rapudly casting off his
overalls and packing them into the suit-
case. The nervous one followed suit.
Then they stood there for a fraction of
a SEE{JI]&’, their breath coming in
laboured, nervous gasps, listening, ls-
tening to the repeated Dblasts of the
police whistles and the dull sounds as
of a door being beaten m.

“ They’ll tmﬁ us——""

' The words came hoarsely from ' the
taller of the two, as he dragged on his|
evening coat and opera hat. His com-
panion, who had now recovered his
nerve, smiled grimly, and seemed to pay
more attention to the set of his hat than
to the repetition of blows that echoed up
from below.

“We'll take the window—get a move
on 1”

“The window "

“Sure! You den't think I'm mug
enough to walk out into the street the
same way as I walked in, do yoeu, you
scatterbrained idiot! The window—and
the roof!” -

He seemed more capable of action
than his companion, for he commenced
to. slip a length of cord around his
middle, first passing one loose end
thmu h the handie of the smtcase.

ﬂ.!lﬁﬂ g the case =o that it dangled at
his he strode across to the win-
dow, an-:] with infinite care, raised the

sash. e poked his head out, eyveing the
vicinity to right and left of him with
an all-embracing survey,

“Easy !” was his muttered comment.

Without more ado, he started to clam-
ber out of the window, his companion,
a victim of nerves, not & couple of
Emﬂlidﬂ 1!Ehi[1{1 I'HI:I[]:.

Ahﬂut a foot fmm the window was a
drain-pipe running perpendicular with
the wall, and up this the leader of the
Eru.cksmen began to swarm like a mon-
ey.

Up, up he went, until the roof was
reached. With the agility of a trapeze
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artist, he clambered over the stone bal-
ustrade skirting the roof, and paused to
give a hand to his companion.

_They stood there for a fleeting second
silhouetted against the fickle rays of a

PEOPLE IN THE STORY.

FOURSTANTON, a nolorious wmotor-
bandit, who has escaped from prison.
MONTAGUE MANNERS, a Society idol and
an amateur cricketer of exceptional
wmerit, who has taken wp detective work
as a i'n ing. (wing to hiz repeated sue-
cesies in his new profession, “ Monty "’

i8 deemed by the newspaper scribes to
be fast eusting

FERRERS LOCKE, hitherto the most famous
eriminal investigator in the country, from
hiz pinnacle of popularity.

INSPECTOR PYECROFT, of the C.I.D. at
Scotland Yard, a close friend of Ferrers
Locke, and of

DR,

JACK DHRAKE, the detective's clever boy
asxistant.
MOSTYN, the butler-valet of Montague

Manners, an elderly gentleman retaining
all the agihty of hiz youth,

Soon after Dr. Fourstanfon escapes from
prizon  he commitz a ‘robbery at Lord
Barling’s house in Eaton Square. Monty
Manner:z iz called in to investigate, likewise
Ferrers Locke. The two differ in their recon-
struction of the crime, Ferrers Locke clinging
to his theory that Lo burglare, working inde-
pendently of each other, rifled the house,
whilst Monty sticks to his theory that Dr.
Fourstanton, and he only, was responsible
for the theft.

The two detectives hecome friends, and
Monty takes Locke down to IHampshire to
play for Lord Thundersleigh's cricket team
against the village eleven.

But hardly has the mateh been under way
for two hour: when Locke reeeives a tele-
phone message purporting to come from Dr.
Fourstanton, The sleuth hastens to London,
bhut on the way he falls into the hand:s of
a scoundrel ealling himself © Stanton,'® who

haz the auwdacity to place Locke in Babble-.

bury Asylumnt,

Meantime, Lord Thundersleigh's house is
burgled, and a ring that has been in his
lordship's family for generations iz stolen.
Lord Thundersleigh, superstitious enough to
fhiave sowme belief in the legend attached fo
the ring that, should it leave hiz possession,
the family fu-r?mmx would deteriorate, aﬂprs
Monty Manners the sum of fifty thﬂusand
pounds if he will recover it for Rim.

By a clever piece of worl Mannera re-
corvers the ring, aud at the rame time
reseues  Ferrev:  FLocke frome  his  terrible

fimprisonmwent in the asylum,

About the time Locke returns fo his
ftire masked wen enter Lhe premses
City jeweller, and, after looting the safe,
are about to wake good their escape when
a police-whiztle echoes through the nighd.
Awn aldrin has beea givea.

{Now read on)

home
of a

-

moon, but short as that space of time
wag, it was sufficient for some lynx-eyed
fellow in the street far below to observe
them, _

“The roof!”

“The roof!” \

The cry was taken up by a score of
throats, and excited faces were turned
akvward Valorous policemen darted
to the nearest doorway, obviocusly deter-
mined to climb to the roof and give
chase, And still the leader of the two
eracksmen never lost his nerve,

“We'll do them yet!” he {*huekled.
“They're- a slow-thinkin' crowd, my
buck! They won't expect to find me in
their midst in & moment or two, urgin’
the police to do their duty. But that’s
what I'm going to do.” Ie laughed
harshly, and turned to his companion.
“For the love of Mike, pull :;nursetf
togethor, man!” he ejaculated.

A grin came to theface ﬂf the ﬂther—-

a sickly grin, and then he turned to
Fullﬂw his leader’s directions. Away over
the roof he went, bounding like a deer,
clearing the ﬁfack-pipf_-s without hesita-
tion., With less agility, but with mors
speed, came his follower.

Two buildings were negotiated in thu!
fashion, the ehouts of the pursuers go-
ing less as the gap between them was
widened.

“Here we are!”

» The leader of the two signalled a l:m[t
as he came to a row of chimneys, whose
brickwork bore a decided “newness ™
aﬁuinsi the soot-eaten chimneys around

them,

“The club!” breathed his companion
with a gasp of relief, “I get your idea "

The words were hardly out of his
mouth, when the leader clambered to
the summit of cne of the chimneys, and
slipped his feet inside its gaping mouth.
‘\Ta;at moment he had disappeared frnm.
slght

With a nervons glance behind him, the
gecond cracksman clambered to the top
of the chtmpey and did likewise. And
hardly had his head disappeared from
view, when over the balustrade of the
roof loomed the thickset figure of a man
in blue, armed with a torch. For ope
llngermg second the torch-light flashed
across that chimney, and then it passed
on in 1ts survey,

Meantime, the two ecracksmen were
ﬁt&ndlng in an ordinary bed-roem of the
“Pandits' Club "—most ~ appropriately
Immed d:d the proprietors but know I'E--
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smothered fromi head to foot with seof.
Their opera-hats were sadly battered and
grimy, their once-white shirt-Ironts now
plentifully besprinkled with black, DBut
their spirits were high.

“Darned good!” muilered ihe taller
of the two, making a wry grimace at
the filth on hs clothes. "1 never knew
you had schemed to drop in here——"

“Ab, one should never leave out a
sure meangé of escape when one is hard
ressed in this game, You don't think
f was contemplating facing & judge, and
perhaps umpteen years' penal servitude,

do you? Not likely!  This way of
espape was always open, You'll find
the door locked. Now, now! Don't

get nervous ! I gave the attendant etrict
mstructions not io disturb me——"

“ But you've not been staying here to-
pight 1"

“Yonr lLittle mistake! J eame herc at
a quarter-to ten for ten minutes. 1
gave the attendant his orders, and when
his back was turned, 1 sh out of
the club. There's my alibr—savvy”

“Gee! You're a cute card! What do
we do now "

“You stay where you ave for to-night.
I'll explain your presence here. 1'm
going to clean myself a bit, and then
watch the estimable police at work, in
case they've got on our track., Here,
give me a hand.,”

He dragged off his socoi-begrimed
clothes as spoke, and began to don a
loutige-suit which his comrade tossed
him from the wardrobe. With a quick-
vess that many o theatincal man would
have envied, he changed, Then, with
a few words to his comrade to tidy up
the place and to remove the traces of
soot that lay about belfore the fireplace,
he vacated the room and made his way
downstairs.

He nodded to the night porter as he

strolled through the lobby.
“Sha'n't be long, {“hilips. Can't
sleep! Going for a breath of fresh air,

you know,”

Philipz ealuted, and smiled in return,
Well he knew.the peculiar hours this
eminently respectable member of the
club kept,

With a nonchalance that was un-
.doubtedly - .admirable, the cracksman
buwnped into the crowd in the street, and

ently inquired of ‘an excited policeman
the cause. . -

“Big robbery.” said the. man In blue
ghortly, - “Couple of the scoundrels——"’

“"By Jove, officer, you don’t say!
Where are the bounders now?”

- The policeman eyed his questioner
with a scornful glance,

“ In the police-station |” he grunted.
~#“That's why we're hanging around here
looking for ‘em.”

A laugh went up from
about at the constable’s remark. It
drew a certain amount of attention upon
_ the cracksman, which was perhaps what
ithat individual most devoutly wished for,

With &n enigmatical smile on his face,
e d there among the mixed crowd
watching the hurrying figures of the
_policemen on the roof, at the windows of
the neighbouring buildings, and in the
roadway alongside hin. But of the
cracksmen themeelves, he naturally saw
not the slightest sign, altheugh by sun-
- dry words of encouragement that escaped
him at intervals it would be supposed
that he deemed their capture o matter
of mowents.

Three o'clock was striking before the
erowd dispersed, before the disgruntled
police gave up the chase, An
-sergeant in charge made his way back
to the station, accompanied—unknown
to him, it must be said—by one of the

aeg the

those near|
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crachksmien, he ground his teeth and spat
viciously.

“Streuth, if 1 could get my hands on
one of them gkunks, I'd ™

ITe broke off, and passed a couple of
brawny hands before lus companion’s
face in a mock rehearsal of his inten-
tions.

He was as near to the cracksman who
had outraged his dignity and his peace
of mind as it was ever possible for him
to be.

But ignoramnce is bliss, and in thie
latter state the sergeant and the cracks-
man parted,

e
The Two Lists !
6 ICE mornin’, Maostyn ™
Monty Manners peered out
of the dining-room window
and gazed down into the

activity of Jermyn Street below, what
time his butler-valet padded about and
laid the breakfast,

There were dark rings under Monty |

Manners’ eyes as he turned and looked
into a mirror over the mantel, and he
frowned at his own reflection,

“I'm ™ out of esorts, Mostyn,” he
chuckled. ‘*And it's cricket to-day.”

“Yes, sir,” said Mostyn. * Gentle-
men ”—he put unnecessary stress on the
word—" versus Players at the Oval.”

“Go hon!” retorted Manners. *“You
spout it like a blessed wirelees set. Do
ﬁzu ?i};}]mk I shall make a century to

"?I think you're capable of making
centuries every day,” replied Mostyn.
“Nothing’s too hard for you.”
- "Good! You're optimistic for once,”
sald Monty, and he settled himself at
the breakfast-table.

He had hardly sipped his first enp of
coffee when the telephone-bell whirred
out its summons. With a growl of

annoyance he reached for the instru-
ment.

“Hallo, hallo! Ohl That yon,
Locke ¥ : :
The growl and annoyance passed

away i a flash as Manners conversed
with Ferrers Locke, When he replaced
the receiver he beckoned to Mostyn to
hand him the morning’s papers,
- “Mr. Locke’s just phoned up to ask
me my opinion of the robbery 'in
Regent Btreet,” he said. “Seems to
have been a daring affair, old scout |”

Togather they secanned the paper and
read the report of the burglary com-
mitted on the premises n}% Crossley
Marchard, the wellknown diamond
merchant, :

“Got clean away,” said Manners at
length., *“Two of them, And not a
single clue left behind.”

- "“Is Ferrers' Locke taking
case ' asked Mostyn.

“Y¥es, He's just phoned me to say
that he's making Marchard’s place now.

I wish him good luck. en’t you,
Moz

t:TE 23

o \ﬁhy, of course !"

And while these two—master and
sarvant—discussed the latest sensation
of the West End, the subject of- their

ood wishes was speeding from Baker
Street  towards Crossley Marchard’s
place in Regent Street.

“What do yon think of the case,
guv'nor ¥’ It was Jack Drake who put
the guestion as he throtitled down the
pace of the detective’s car upon nearing
a traffic block. “Sound: interesting,
doesn’t it ?”

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“It’s very daring, I grant you,” he
answered, “Beyond that 1 reserve my
opinion unti!l I've =zeen things for
mysel.” !

The car drew up outside Crossley

-

up | the

Marchard’s place at last, and Ferrers
Locke alighted. With Jack Drake at
his heels he hurried into the thop, to be
met by Inspector Pyecroft and the pro-
prietor himself,

Both were looking very harassed, but
their faces brightened as Locke came
into view.

“I do hope you will be able to hel
me, Mr. Locke,” said Mr, Marchard,
after a formal introduction to the greas
detective. “I am afraid that I shall
suffer a very heavy loss, even with the
insurance compensation faken into
account, unless——"

“Your valuables are recovered, ¢h?”
finished Locke cheerily. “Well, well,
we'll see what can be done, Mr, Mar-
chard. 1 take it from wour last re-
mark that a fortune has been taken
from these premises?” :

“Three hundred thousand pounds,”
said the proprietor, wringing his hands.

“I had a string of fire opals—rare
stn;ea—;;mrth fifty thousand pounds,
and—-—

“Three hundred thousand! Phew !”
whistled the sleuth, “A nice haul I2

He left the tﬁmpriatﬂr's side and
walked around the ground-floor room,
noting at a glance the means of ingres=
the cracksmen had employed, and pay-
ing especial attention to the safe.

“Nothing has been touched,” said
Pyecroft by -way of something to talk
about. “The rogues entered the next
door premises, cut a hole through the
dividing wall of the building, and as
the door of the room above was locked
and connected to a burglar-alarm, they
took a couple of square feet out of
the floor and dropped through,”

“8o perceive,” muttered Locke,
gazing up at the hole in the ceiling.
‘The constable on the beat spotted
somethin amiss = with the shop,
REEMEM y just as the thieves were
about to make their get-away.”

**Yes, yes; that’s how the alarmm was
given,” broke in Marchard. “With a
bit of luck the police would have eaught
the scoundrels —he implied by his
tone that with a “bit of skill™ they
would have accomplished more—"but
the rogues got away over the roof-
tops.”

Without replying to the proprietor’s
remarks, Locke ascended. the staireasze
that led to the room directly_above the
shop: For over half an’' hour he re-
mained there, examining every squate
inch of the place. i

his

Then, of a sudden, attention
became riveted on the fire-grate. It
was empty save for an enve
addressed to the firm. Marchard caught
the look, and at once ehipped in.

“That's nothing, Mr. Locke,” he said
-q];:ig::kly. “1 threw that envelope in
there myself last night béfore I left the
premises.”’ -

“Hum ! Locke went down on his
hands and knees and plucked the en-
velope from the grate. He paid especial
attention to a slight discoloration on
the exterior of the envelo a faint
tint of brown—and then his fingers
slipped into the envelope proper,

“Ah!” When he withdrew them they
held the remains of a smoked cigarette
noet more than a quarter of an inch in
length,

Pyecroft’s eyes dilated as he saw his
colleague’s find. .

“Now, what in the name of thunder
made vou look for that!” he asked.

“Why, the discoloration on the out-
side of the envelope suggested that
something with heat in it had  been
tossed inside it. 'There's been no fire in

the grate for weeks past,” replied,
| Tue MAGNET LIBMH.}-I-}."Eh. EW
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IA SECTIONAL DRAWING SHOWING HOW THE
CRACKSMEN ESCAPED FROM THE HANDS OF

THE LAW,

| room,

{ By the time the policeman had gained the roof, one

cracksman had elambered from the chimney into the

and the other was already climbing down the
stack inside. (See page 21.)

“This is a small clue, but it might
lead to big things.”

He turned to Mr. Marchard.

“Are you positive that you were the
last person to leave this room before
vou went off for the night?” he asked.

“Yes. All the staff had gone half an
hour before me,” was the rep]ﬁ. _

“And you state that you threw this
envelope into the grate just before you
left? You didan’t by any chance throw
this cigarette-end into 1it, did youl!”

“T certainly didn’t! I never smoke
cigarettes, Mr. Locke.”

“Good! Then it is fairly obvious
that one of our cracksmen friends
tossed this cigarette-end into the grate.
It might prove his undoing.”

Locke took the cigarette-end over to
the window, looked ai 1t a moment or
two, and then, to the amazement of his
audience, he began to smoke it,

Pyecroft sniffed as a whiff of smoke
caught his sensitive mnostrils.

“Beented musk !” he grunted,

“Not much,” admonished Locke,
pinching the lighted end of the cigarette
and putting it out. “ But a very expen-
sive brand of Turkish, Pyecroft.”

The private detective, with a weary
gesture of the head that puzzled Pye-
croft, carefully replaced the biece of
tobacco in the envelope, folded the
latter in half and stowed it away in his
pocket. Then he faced Mr. Marchard.

“From what I see,” he said, “the
rogues who broke in last night seemed
to have a good knowledge of your
premizes.  They evidently knew that
the door-handle of this room was
directly connected with a burglar-alarm,
and, knowing that, never touched it.”

“Thev couldn't have done,” said
Marchard. *If they had placed even a
finger upon it the alarm would have
been given, for the contact switeh is
ever so finely adjusted.”

“The supposition is strengthened that
tha thieves were well acquainted with
yvour premises, for the safe below was
not broken into.. It was opened by the
proper combination.”

“That's the most amazing part about
the whole affair,” said Marchard be-
wilderedly.

“Now, I want you to go to that desk,
Mr. Marchard,” smid Locke, with a
gmile, “and think a bit. I want you to
Tue MAicneEr Lisrary.—No. 907

write down on a sheet of paper thel
names of the people who are regular
customers—or visitors—of this
and then, in a smaller group, 1 want
vou to place the names of all the people
who were aware of the amount of
valuables vou kept in that safe—if
there are any such people.”

It was on the tip of the jeweller's
tongue to put a host of questions, but
the sleuth turned away and crawled
through the hole in the dividing wall.
Pyecroft followed him through.

“Only a plaster wall,” said Locke,
after one quick glance at the gaping
hole. * This wall was evidently put n
vears ago to divide one large area.
The room we are now stapding In
obvionsly isn't a separate butlding from
a structural point of view, for tf it were
we should se2 a brick wall and not a |
plaster wall separating the iwo rooms.”

“ It shows that the thieves knew that,”
said Pyecroft.

“It sugpgests that someone knew the
plan of the building,” said Locke.
“And whe, Pyeroft, would be allowed
to zee the plan of a building*”

“Why, someone who intended buying
or inhabiting the place,” said the C.L.D.
maa. :
“Exactly. I'm going to run along to
the agents who have the disposal of
these empty premises. You say the

door downstairs was not forced "
“Stake my life on it.” =aid the
inspector. “The thieves had a key to
the place.”

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“This i3 nof going to be such a diffi-
cult case as one would imagine,” he said
shortly. * Cheerio, old man! See you

ace; |

l about it, Locke.” -

in bhalf an hour. Then we'll explore
the roof.”

And before Pyecroft could recover
from his astonishment Ferrers Locke
was bounding down the uncarpeted
staircase. Inﬁé&a than two minutes the
door below had closed behind him.

He was back again in the room above
the shop in less than the preseribed half-
hour, and & peculiar expression of
incredulity and doubt in his features

canzed the C.I.D. man to eve him
sharply.

“What have von found out?”

“The ghock of my life,” returned
Locke., “But T won't talk at this stage,
Pyecroft, if vou'll forgive me. I've

‘the adjoiming building.

dropped on one of the most amagzing
criminal cases on record this teip. Just
give me my head and be patient.”

The inspector grunted.

“ Ah, tﬁgc list,” &aid Ferrers Locke,
takin from . Croszley
trembling hands a shcet of paper:that
contained a dozen names upon it in his:
straggling writing, “1 wonder——"

“I see vour friend Manners is a fairly.
regular customer here,” said Pyecroft.
“We've just been conning the list. Mr.
Bi[%mhnrd has done well out of him—
E l .JJ

a good customer,” said Marchard,
pursing his lips. “It’s a good job there
are some fastidions men in the world
who like wearing a decent diamond
tiepin.” '

“Or buy their young ladies decent
brooches and rings—eh " chuckled Pye-
croft. “You'll be able to chip him

But Ferrers Locke was paying o
attention to the conversation, seemingly.
He was comparing something on
Marchard's list with &mrwthinf on &
sheet -of tﬂaﬂer he had evidently brought
back wi im from the estate agent's.

“The roof, Pyvecrofi ! he snapped at
last, “ Let’s climb out the same way
the thieves did. We might drop across
a clue.” . :

“And we might drop a matier of a
hundred feet to the street below !™
grunted the inspector.
man.” ;

He followed Ferrees Locke out of the

window in the empiv rocom adjoining

and shinned up the rain-pil!'.lei Locke 3
alus

helped him over the stone

Drake, meantime, comforted ﬂr#%
Marchard with glowing accounts of his

“guv'nor's”  clevernesz  until  the

jeweller deemed it only a matter of a

fow h{ﬂll‘ﬁ before hi-&. h-ElDi'Ed 'Fﬂtlttlbfﬁ:-f

were restored to him.

Up on the roof Ferrers Locke looked
for “sign.” Ile stayed up there for

close on an hour, much to Pyecroft's

growing annovance, g

“PDon't see what you expect to find
up here!” he grunted as :
the private detective over the roof to
“My men have

Marchard’s E

“Oh, Mr. Manners has certainly been

“8till, I'm your

e followed

scouted every inch of the place unfil

they came to a gap between buildings

i
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that the rogues couldn™ possibly have
jumped over.”

“Which goes to prove that their exit
is confined to one of these roofs,” said
Locke tersely. *“ Either they stayed up
here all night and waited for a quiet
moment to jump into etermity, or
they " :

“Oh, don’t rot!” snapped the C.LD.
manii.

“I'm not rotting,” said Locke. 1
have had a good lock at the buildings
on either side of Marchard's premises,

“and it i3 next door to impossible for

anyone on these woof: to get to the
street below except by theat ome drain-
pipe we came up. And that, accordin
to your account, was gnarded by one o
your men.”

He dodged round a chimney-stack as
he spoke, leaving Pyecroft staring out
moodily over the roof top at the maze
of traffic in Regent Street helow,

When the C.I.D. man turned to make
some remark to his colleague he found
that he was alone,

“Now, what the thump——" he
began, .
“Pyecroft ! An excited exclama-

mation came from Ferrers Locke, and
the inspector, tracing the sound whence
it emanated, dashed round the chimney-
stack,

“Hallo!” he grunted. **What—"

He broke off, his eyes opening wide in
amazement as he followed Locke's index
finger. For, attached to a jutting piece
of brickwork, with a serrated edge, was
a piece of black ecloih.

“We're hot on the trail."” said Leocke,
with a grin. *“‘That material couldn’t
bave been here long, because the
weather would have left its mark upon
it, the sun would have turned it green,
the wind would have blown it away—
a]thnu;h by the same token the wind
couldn't have jammed 1t in such® a

-fabs‘]r]iﬂn i;ﬂ we ;mw sei? it. Eﬁﬂf It's
obwviously caught on this jagged piece of
brickwork and heen wrnnc.ﬁed from the

main garment.”

“And the material is like that used
for evening clothes,” volunteered Pye-
croft, eyeing the piece of material
shrewdly,

“And what is more to the point,”
zaid Locke, *it shows that one at least
of our cracksmen friends descended this
chimney,”

“Gee! Of course, I'm overlooking
the main point,” said the C.I.D. man,
“"That's evidently what happened,
What's the name of this building i” he
added suddenly.

““The Bandits’ Club,” returned Locke,
“Most appropriately named, is it not "

“A club? Then t's quite on the
cards that one of the thieves is a mem-

ber of the place—or both of them. How |

¢lse could they plunge down a chimney
at dead of night without causing a
hullabaloo——"

“A hullabaloo that would have been

sb¥ought to police notice by the auihori-

I the club,” said Locke quietly.
“everyone 1in t Btreet knew
hieves had broken into Marchard’s
place and were escaping via the roof.”

“Exactly !” exclaimed Pyecroft ex-
“We shall be able to find out
who they are by enguiring below., Let's
get a move on, old man.” 5
“There’'s no hurry,” smiled Locke;
and he shook his head and smiled rather
heavily.
*No hurr.f " burst out Pyecroft
“Don't you want to know
“1 know already,” answered Ferrers
And there was a lack
of enthusiasm that struck the imnspector.
immediately.
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- “"You know already!” ha eleculated
in amazement, “ Why—~"="

- " Bend your head,” said Loécke. “I'm
almost ashamed te say the names
aloud.”

Pyecroft did as he was bid., Then, as
he heard Locke's whispered words, -he
straightened up and gazed at the private
detective as if he were beholding a

lunatic,

“You can’'t he right!” he =aid
hoarsely, “You've made some mis-
take.”

“T wish to Heaven I had!” said

Locke, with a trace of bitterness in his
voice. “ But I'll stake my all on what
I have just said |

“Phew {” Pyecroft was obviously
moved,
“But wou'll first ipguire at the

club—"" he began.

“Leave that to nie,” came the reply.
“I'll make assurance doubly sure,”

He did. He was shown into the club,
was shown to the room that was directl
in line with the chimney u whic
had been found the clue of the pieee of
cloth, and after asking a few guestions
of the astounded porter, loft the Bandits’
Club, with soficient evidence to place
two men m"{»rmun. '

“What will you do now i said Pve-

croft, as they wended their way back
to Locke’s car drawn up outside Crossley
Marchard’s place of business.
~ "Drive to Lord Thundersleigh's place
in  Hampshire,” returned  Ferrers
Locke. “I'm going to settle this myth
of the two Dr. Fourstantons, This rob-
bery has opened up the whole ecase—a
clever case worked by & clever man, two
clever men, in fact, Meantime, old
scout, keep mum aboui what we have
discovered, and await vour orders from
me.”
; Pyecroft was pleazed at the termn
“we.” Really, he had done very little
in tho solving of the mystery, but he
knew that when the final denovement
came Ferrers Locke would give him a
substantial part of the credit and glory
of -the capture., The C.I.D. man could
hardly restrain his excitement as he saw
Locke and Drake into the car.

“Don’t kﬂﬁ;jhin hanging about too
long,” he ca lmr them as the car

maved off. “Marchard is dying to =ee
his valuables in.”
A light laugh echoed back to him as

the car turned the corner into Piccadilly
Circus. - Then Ferrers Locke, the man
who held the key to the mystery, was
gone,

L
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Completing the Chain !

ORD THUNDERSLEIGH e
ceived the shock of his life when
Locke's powerful racing - car
drew up outside his country

mansion, for his lordship was disporting |

himself 1n a deck-ehair in the sunny
grounds not far awavy. :
‘He hastened towards the slewth and
]:ul?i ﬁmstnnt. :
15 is a surprise—and a pleasant
one, Mr. Locke,” he said uur:l:ily, 6x-
tending his hand in greeting,. “ Buat
what part of criminology brings you
down here 77
“You're right in surmising that my
visit i3 due to business, my ﬁ}rd.” said
Locke., My time is brief, and I would
be everlastingly grateful if yvou would
hE‘lP me gut over a very simple matter.™

Delighted, I'm sure,” said Lord
Thundersle: gl'].
“Right. To-day is quarter day,” he-

gan Locke, to his lordship’s amazement,.
“1 presume that you have your phone

tl in?

L‘;f-ega.dl Is that meant for a jﬂk'-l?:,
n 'E-,‘
“It's no joke,” returned the detective
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gravely, - "Tt plays a very importan:

part in a little round-up of crime I aw

contemplating.”

“The dickens it does!” ejaculated his
lordship. “You amaze me. But tle
bill—let me see. Yes, it came in this
moraing.’’

“Have you looked at itf”

"1 grimaced when I saw the £
if that's what you mean,” said
Thundersleigh jocularly, :

“But you didn't check it 7" -

“Certainly not., But come, since this
phone bill interests you we will examinc
it togeiher,”

He led the way into the house, and
thence to his study. From a pile of
correspondence he took the official tele-
phone bill, and a full statement of out-
going calls he as the subscriber had had.

“ Five-pounds-fifteen,” said his lord-
ship. *“ Deuced heavy !

But TLocke was running his finger
down ihe statement. He breathed bard
through his nose as his moving finger
came to a “‘remark,” underlined in red
ink., It concerned a call that liad been
put through to the exchange by someone
in his lordship’s_house to someone else
in another part of the house,

“Here we are,” said the detective.
“Here's a query from the Post Office
concerning a cuﬁ that was put through
from a room in this house to a recom
in another part of the house—"

“What on earth are you talkingz
about ¥ snapped his lordship,

“1 know what 1 am talking about."”
replied Locke evenly, “You have three
lines to this house, my lord. Well, theu.
on the day that I came and played
cricket for you I received a call, ycu
will remember, from a Dix, Fourstan-
ton.”

“"Bepad! 1 remember that call”™
said his lordship. “The scoundrel was
phoning from London——"

““He was not,” interrupted the deter-
tive shortly. “The scoundrel who
phoned me and used Dr. Fourstanton's
name was in this house.”

“ But—what—how——"

Lord Thundersleigh stammered
stuttered like a fish out of water.

“The man was in this house!” re-
peated Locke. “It was a bare chance
that the call would be queried, for the
Post Office don’t conicern themselves as
a rule with people who ring up their
exchange number when they are already
on to that number. But since you're 0
mighty particular as to the number cf

you have, my lord, and the date of
the calls—for which extra work you
pay a small fee—that particular cail
stands out on the full statement.”

“Well, I'm jiggered! Who the deuce
in my house plays monkey tricks with
Tiirﬂe_pimna * pxclaimed his lordship.

“You'll excuse me,” said Locke. wiih
a smile. “But I must be off. You'll
know all there ia to know before the day
i1s much older,” he added. “ And pre-

o]
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pare yourself for a shock, my lord.”
“A shock? Hang it, JIIIlll_lm, what ara
yvou talki o mysteriously for(”

boomed his lordship.

But Ferrers Locke was already bowing
himeelf out of the room. He was seated
in his ear in less than three minutes,

iving instructions to Dmake to “drive
ﬁke the deuce ™ to London.

His lordship stood on the steps of his
house, a puzzled frown upon his aristo-
cratie features., It deepened still more
when he veturned to the stady - and
gazed at the offending telephone bill.

“Those confounded detectives leave
me cold ! he mutbered. ~ the
deuce couldn’t he say what was i his
mind? - Prepare for a shock, indeed |
Huh! Tl prepare for a nap!” :

" Tue Macyer Lirrary.—No, 97,
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And with that good resclution his lord-
ship passed out into the grounds and
settled himself comfortably in his deck-
chair. While his gentle snore played
strange music against the gay twabtering
of the birds Ferrers Locke and Drake
were racing Londonwards,

Straight to Baker Street the great
white car flashed, doing the journey in
record time. Pyerroft was awaiting the

detective and  his assistant as they
entered the ehambers.

“Well #" queried the C.I.D. mgn,

# Aes T surmised,” said Locke “DBut

come, we'll talk it out in camera, as 1f
were, mn the privacy of my den.”

He entered his cosy study, and ges-
turad to his companions to make them-
relves comfortable, Then, starting with
the telephone call, he had put through
to Pyecroft when he imagined Drake to
he in danger of being blown sky high,
Ferrers Locke made the C.LD. man grve
him a detailed account of all that had
taken place while he—Locke—was under
detention in the Babblebury Asylum,

Several times he made Pyecroft repeat |
certain statements: an account of the
robbery ‘at Sir Ernest Paytree’s house,
followed by that at Lord Thunders-
leigh's especially. And when he had
talked the C.I.D. man dry, Ferrers
Locke rose to his feet, a Hmijlci playing
about the corners of his mobile mouth.

“Many thanks!” he said genially.

e

“We'll run along to the Oval now, I'in{

rather interested in the match.”

Drake, who was at a complete loss to
know -what all this runnin about
meant, brightened up considerably. - He
was keenly interested in oricket—and

in Monty  Manners, the “amatenr

Hobbs,"” as he was known.

“Ripping ! he said. “1 wonder how
Monty—I mean Mr. Manners—has got
on?”

Locke and Pvecroft exchanged a smile
above Drake's head, and then rose tc
their feet.

“We'll do the journey by car,” said
Locke, “We shall just be in time to
spe the clostng hour of the day's play.”

The trio once again left the chambers
and entered the great racing car. Drake,
keen to be at the Oval, allowed his eyes
to wander from the speedomcter whern
the needle ticked over the recognised
speed limat.

And for once in a way Ferrers Locke
did not reprove him.

The Oval was reached within a quar-
ter of an hour, and Locke and his com-
panions were allowed to pass through
the turnstiles without making the usual
payment, the late hour accounting for
the privilege.

“You run along to the stand,” said|

Locke to Pyecroft and Drake, “'m
going to mooch about on my own and
do a bit of thinking.”

* Right-ho, guv nor 1" answered
Drake, whose eyes were shining with
excitement as he saw Monty Manners
batting at the wicket. “Come on, Pye-
croft.”

The two walked off and secured a seat,
what time Locke, after a cursory glance
at the field of play, which took in the
fact that the sporting detective was go-
ing great guns, walked into the “eix-
penny crowd.” :

He remained unmoved ae cheer uwpon

cheer rent the air when Monty Manners,
with a beautiful full drive that hfted
the leather over the pavilion, topped his
century. Then, as manvy & man has ex-
perienced before him, Locke suddenly
felt the presence of a pair of eyes bené
upon him, They seemed to pierce him
through and through, until his attention
was drawn to the owner.

Gazing through hali-closed lids, the de-
tective allowed his head to turn slightly.
When they drew on a level with the
owner of the piercing eyes, he had the -
utmost difficulty from exclaiming aloud.

The face in view amongst that ring
of heads and hats that drew him imme-
diately turned in another direction. Bub
Locke had seen enough. He would have
staked his reputation that the man, dis-
guised az he was, was none other than.
Dr. Fourstanton, the escaped convict.
Those dark, piercing eyes, that doming
forehead, even although a bowler hat
hid most of it, belonged only to one
man—Dr, Fourstanton !

That the man in gquestion seemed
anxious to put as much distance between
himself and the detective was fairly
obvious, for, in company with three
tough-looking individuals, he shouldered
his way out of the crowd.

“I must get him!"” That was the
thought uppermost in Locke’s mind, as
he, too, began to shoulder his way out
of the crowd.

As he moved forward, he heard not
the rousing cheer that went up, signal-
ling the close of play; he was set upon
a single purpose: the capture of %'r.
Fourstanton. The crowd swept towards

g I Munﬁ sto

od over the prostrate figure of Ferrers Locke, and hit out left and right with his fists as the tonghs eame at him,
Thud ! A right took one of the men fairly in the mouth, and down he crashed. (See page 2))
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hero of the match—Maonty Manners—
and Lozke was carried along in its em-
birace,

Fourstanton and his companions were
but a few vards in front of him, and by
the same token a few yards away from
Manneis and his partner as they strolled
from the erease.

Leocke saw the ex-conviet turn  his
head, saw the deadly fear in his Py RS
as he noted the nearness of the detec-
tive, but failed to see hiz mouth move
as he whispered a few words to his col-
leagues.

B0 intent upon keeping Fourstanton
in sight was Ferrers Locke, that he paid
ne heed to a sudden jab in the ribs he
received from a jostling individual on
his right. But when the blow was re-
peated a second time, and with more
power behind it, he turned and remon
strated with the fellow.

“ Pack that [illlﬂi! up ! he ground out.
" Keep your elbows to yourself.”

“Garn #Wheo vou talkin® to 7" growled
‘that individual, following up his re-
mark with another jab in the ribs. “T'll
knock yer bloomin® ‘ead orf!™

The detective seemed fairly to have
landed himself in trouble, for anoiher
voice—this time from his left—broke in:

“Hit 'im on the head, 'Arry! He
looks a ’tee!”

Beiore Locke knew what was happen-
ing, he received a terrific blow over the
gide of . the head. As he turned to
grapple with the man who had hit him,
another fist, this time from bebhind ham,
caught him in the nape of the neck. .

Bown he went ameong the feet of the
moving crowd—a crowd with litile time
for a man who wanted to brawl. Next
minute, bruised and kicked in several
places, Locke was fighting - desperately
with the itwo men who had started the
trouble.

But fighting against two suelf unscru-
pulaus toughs in such circumstances was
doomed to carry -but one result—the
knock-eut for Ferrers Loeke. Blows
seemed to rain upon him fromn all sides.

“Help !” he managed to cry out, as a
bugkle-belt slashed across his head, and
then he knew no more. He lay in a
daged heap at the feet of the crowd, who
were still more intent upon cheering
Monty Manners than paying heed to the
risfortunes of one  man who wonld
brawl. ' English crowds are like that:
digeretion has tanght them that it is
folly to interfere in a brawl where hun-
dreds of people are about, where the
next man's hand might contain a knock-
out blow for a “ meddler.”

The crowd “ minded its own business.”

But one individual on the fringe of
the crowd, to wit Monty Manners, heard
that ¢ry, and seemed to recognise the
voice. He started back in amazement.

“Why. that was Locke's voice!” Be
muttered to himself,

And then, sceing where exactly the
trouble was, seeing the two evil faces of

urgtanton’'s companiens, Montague
wers dashed into the fray, The
masde way for him like a lot of
. The crowd gasped its amazement
as Monty caught the two toughs who,
about to kick Ferrers Locke's prostrate
higure, by the scruff of their necks; and
jerked them round. . :

“You cowardly curs!” he exclaimed,
his eyes flashing.

r
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the piteh, eager to pay homage to HH:I

the mouth. Dewn he crashed, the crim-
son spurting from his mouth.

But Monty hadn’t finished with these
two scoundrels by any manner of
means. The first man ecrambled to his
feet and struck savagely at the sport-
ing detective, The crowd, s=till teo
amazed to interfere, stared with gaping
eves and mouth. 1t was a sudden and
unlooked-for end to a ericket match.

Like a crowd will, it stood as if para-
lysed of all movement.

And throngh these seconds of inertia
on the part of his admirers, Monty stood
over IFerrars Locke's prostrate figure
and gave back blow for blow. Then.
from afar, came shouts. Policemen were
pushing their way through the crowd.
The two roughs did not wait for more.
They bolted—bolted like rabbits to their
warrens. The warrens, in this case, was
the crowd, and no bettep hiding-place
could they have sought.

The police and the officials of the ¢lub
swarmed round Monty Manners and
Ferrers Locke like a drove of bees,
everyone asking gquestions. But Ferrers
Locke was himself again now; the diz-
giness had passed. He was helped to his
feet by Manners, who, a trifle white
after the struggle, smiled at him.

“All right now " he asked,

Ferrers Locke made no replv. For the
moment he seemed speechless.  Then,
mumbling out his thanks, he tried to
inform the police that Dr. Fourstanton,
the escaped convict, was iu the near
vicinity,

“ Fourstanton !
Manners, *“ Was
trouble started?”

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“I eaw him in the crowd, and tried
to follow him,” he explained. * But the
rogue had evidently some of his pals

cxclaimed

Monty
that

how all the

| with him, for they picked a quarrel with

me, and, as gangsters do, dealt me the
coward's blow.™

“Laucky for vou Mr. Manners chipped
in!” said one of 'the policemen. * You
might have gol a nasty handling, sir.”

They helped Ferrers Locke over to
the pavilion, where Draké and Pveeralt
were. News had just reached the pair
that Ferrers Locke had got mixed up in
a brawl, and both naturally were
anxious on his aceount.

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

no cause for alarm. Leoecke had littie
to show fer the encounter, except a
dusty suit of clothes, a bump the size of
a penny on his head, and a réw of raw
knuckles,

“I'm all vight,” he answered in reply
to. Drake’s repeated dinquiries as to his

welfare,

“And Mr., Manners saved you, guv'-
ner I exclaimed Drake with enthusiasm,
" He seems fated to come across your
path when you need him maost.™

Mamners turned the compliment aside
with a laugh.

“Tush, my lad ! he said. “You must
excise me—I'm going in to change. See
yvou alterwards.

He sauntered towards the dressing-
room, Locke, Pyecroft, and Drake eye-
g his broad ’eiouldm ag they swung
away out of sight, e

" Phew "

Pvecroft and Locke drew in  their
breath at the same moment, and there
was a note of regret even in that word-
less ejaculation. '

Y Some fellow !” exclaimed Drake en-
thusiastically. “ De yeu Lknow, guv’'nor,
I think Mr. Monty is one of the whitest
men- I've ever met.”

He wondered why it was Loeke made
no rejoinder, and he wrinkled his brows
petulantly. But Locke and Pyeeroft
were ing t her in lowered tones,

their faces owl-like in their gravity.

“When!” Drake heard Pyeeroit put
the query to Ferrers Locke. -

“To-night !

It -might have been just coincidertal,
but as Ferrers Locke spoke the words,
a dark cloud raced across the heavens,
settling like a pall over the ecricket-
grouncd.

And Drake, now aware for the first
time that something untoward was in
the air, something that affected the {ree-
dom of some poor wretch, shivered a
trifle, and wracked his bramns to piece

the "Euazle together. . )
* When!™ e"re?eatéd to "himself.
“Te-night!  Who?” .

And as he muttered the last word, he

| shivered again,

But there waa

(¥ ou must nat niss :f-fr.!di-u[;. next Mon-
day's splendigl long instalment of cur

| pdwerful detective romance.)
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Bmack ! i
A terrific, straight left landed full be-
fweén the ugly eves of the taller of the
two toughs, and he went sprawling to
earth, uttering a string of imprecations.
Thud ! : '
A right, with just as much punch be-
hind 1t, took the second tough fairly on
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A society, formed h'l, readers of
“ the MAGNET, was sent to me.the

other r.iLn > These enterprising fellows
had gruihmul onee Fu"ut‘l {0 a concoulse

and 3 mlmmlmg acm}unt

on . the J-Il:th‘-l"'I of " Shakespeare and
h{,hm!hmu " and, from what I have
read, “there must have been a lively

fow hn:mh at, that meeting.
able to “publish “any of the report, as
space is very limited this week

The 'reader “who farwarded me the re-
port happens to be the originator of the

F o
’ t"nhrgv one's ﬂHHDU]\ on thmga

of mrmhnl meeting of a debating

I am not
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Rather a good title—what? Smacks of
a secret society, doesn’t 1t? 1 thLuL it's
a good idea to gather together in this |’
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all the mémibers, hoping that they will-

their progress,
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Frank Richards.

Ragged Dick, the waif of the roads.
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