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A Splendid, New, Long, Complete
Schoo! Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyfriars,

By FRANK RICHAR

DDA e

received only sixpence over his legal fare, had driven off with
an air of stately dignity that was very fapresivs
‘ Extry special, sir!”
The fittlo newiboy had o sheaf of papers under his arm,
and his month wids open. He wes ¢lad in the Tamnant of
. ancicnt coat, and a pair of old trousers much too large
him, and boots that would have made any respectable d
= howp bl e must o been oold. for tho bier, winte
: ind was sweeping down the streot, and it made his rags
THE FIRST CHAPTER. dance us it swept by. But his little round face, good-lookin{,
Extra Special! - ?hough not. Dl\nr-l:lcnn, was very merry nﬁd ;hTsrful and h's
o ' inl 1" ungs certainly were in excelleat form. e held out a papor
E“‘.‘.{,ﬁfc"ﬂ_, rare i to. L ehiamme of thy Temove. and Bab Cherry, who did hak
iy’
Orribla tral
Bob Cherry” laughed
Nugent, of the Rr‘ ve F

=3 from Aberica! caro in the leest for tho latest news, or the winners, or

tho result of the bye-election, but who had a strory
A‘I’HHDUEH

sympathy for everybody who was down in the
world, folt in his pockets for a.c
F\llu hallo, hallo!

o e over, and /(RACKLESS TIBET,"\ A1l Fome v oai ands coming empty out
the Greylriars to school. [ %, v of Lhing.Lung, | of his pockets. “Wharlon, give tho kid a penny
L sy s g e (| SRS, | fo AR i

crowds of shiny ars caps co

be seen.  Fellows were ra \, “THE MAGNET",

LIBRARY
next week.
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“II haven't one,” he said; *the taxi-man’s had
ast.

% Nugent, old son—

“ Nothing less than a bﬂh said Frank Nugent

was to convey
Harry Wharton
# taxi-driver, having

them down 1
had just paid
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" Oh, rats!” said Bob Cherry, who hed taken the paper,
and he looked round in the crowd for another Greyfriars
fellow, of whem he could borrow the mecemary coppe,

Here's Bolsover|” exclaimed Nugent.

** Bolsover | Bolsover!" roars

A big, burly fdlnw with his co: bulloned up and &
muffler round his w nndmg through the crowd

towards the ltatmn (t Bolsover, the bully of the
Remove at Greyiriars, Ha llnter] little on hearing his
name shouted out, and locked mund at the chums of the

Remove.

The lock he gave them was not a very pleasant one. The
Remove bully was not on the best of terms with the chums
of Iho Lower Fourth.

** Hallo 1" ha grawled.

L i
i

! “Bo gnu ve turned up again!"
es—trumps,” said Bob Cl erry cheerfully. "“Glad to
our holiday’s done you #o much good, Bolsaver! You
ooking so nice u\d cheerful and good-tempered, it does
onc ood to see youl"

Bolsover scow!

“Oh, go and eat coke!” he repli 5
you seen my governor about here? I've missed him in the
crowd.” .~

“1 dare say I have,”” said Bob Cherry; “but as I don't

know him by sight, I'can't say for certain. Have sou gor
& copper. about
€s,” maid

Look here! Have

ol.lc\'er. staring,

Lend it to me, th

said Bolsover rudely. *'Here, cut off,
Bou yuuug- rucal “and den't bother with your rotten papers,
o you hear?"

The newsboy backed away a pace.

** Extry special, sir?” he said.
+ Bolsover made a Lhrutenmg gesture. He could sea that
Harry Wharton & Co. were inclined to be kind to the little
fellow, and that was quite enough to make Bolsover want to
bully him. That was Bolsover's nmiable way.

ut off 1 he said threateningly.
up, Bolsover d Bob Cherrs, in disgust.
t Greyl: ow, and that kid isn't a Third-

" said Bob Cher

with his hmd knocked
arm of the ragged little
as the wind goattered his
ed after them frantically.

Cherry.
e’s hat off, and the wind caught
% Ems cacgas the extra specials, and the silk topper
=t AFET Tp e street
s FATe & shoat of rage, and rulhed after his hat,
= burst into a lay
!-lle-d Boh Cherr;.

€' Go i, Bolsover!

sowez overtook the hat, but a gust of wind caught it
-anine .':; was no:‘rmg for n. and \:lhlrlcd. it on again.
ed into the ro lsover di

omnibusss and caJ:s i wild pursuu ippessedimiday

E-l. ln. h i her 1"
e ther !
« Bt wheran Him, (e hather [
Specu]] How many papars have you lost?"
B, ‘Th:u. sirI'" gasped the newsboy, as he came up, red and
u
5 Gwe him your bab!at. Frankv}'
- All serene I'" said Nug
He tossed the shilling T.q l.ha newsboy, who caughl it in a

RS L 1

on a minu ta.; I'll get

Yo change wanked b& Bob; Ch i T
yol

grinned Bob Cherry.
hallo, yaung Exiry

"o can spend

the t‘ Ange 1N soaj
The a srnncg. cheertally.
“Thanic

‘au’ gentl , sirl”
o’ poo i siid Bot B8 W & bohi—your bob,
. RDyWi chaps, and let's get into th
fﬂ lI w]?hder w.he:her gohover will capture his ]huﬂ" ¢
The nhuml ni the Remove walked on into the stati
el ol precting Trom x cxowd bf Grepiuines folows e
..]Ehm on the platform. Hall the Remove wero thers, and
“ﬂ n'li;m].llull ‘l:'l'hed up to lhaka hands, and g0 d.d Hazeldene,
Bulstrodn, the vaptein of SE2 oo, And
nlnfcrm [ gmn&‘ of seniors wuld be seen—Wingate, the

RARY.—N D
th
SRR el
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of Greylriars and head of the Sixth, and Valence of
b o and Blundell, and Greene, end Coker of the Fifth,
B the vemors were keeping themselves very select, and

apparently trying to impress u
portant fact that they rull_y

hi d
e Ee T Mlea Johnny Bull

“
Wh nzh-anl:l] ﬂ.ﬂngﬂsﬁ’ well I said Frank Nngunt.
** Wher at blessed train?
;1 ot in for l qu:h: of an hour yet, " said Bulstrode.

1 sa

o T a1 Here's Buster

Billy Bunter blinked ai the chums of the Remove through
his big ude: He seemed fatter than ever in his over-
coat, nd his red cheeks were like puddings. He had
evi Emly done full justice to the fare during the Christmes
holi

the general public the
ad nothing at all to do with

“ What

I eay, you fellows,” he wheezed, “would you mu o
step into the refreshment-room and have & snack with me1
oo, cxe I %aid Bob Cherry, * Are you rolling in
unt;
3 no! at the pr!.len! nu:r:jenl“i'e said Bu'ﬂ::
utiously; “but I'm_expec s postal-order as soon
e ';-: gi f}rl::;in.nr: Ond of my titled riends—
 Diessed T can ses anything to cackle atl” growled Billy

BBer e hal Good cld postalorder!” grinned Bob
Cha:r_r ut come inko the buﬂat lnd I’ll stend you some
g I o ek

2 really, erry—""

But Bunfor was whirled.ino the buffet, befors he could
finish, in the midst of a crowd of exhilarated juniors. John
Bull tosied n sovereign upon the counter, and the Removites

roceeded to do_ justice to it while they waited for the train.
Fiuh Cherry looked cut once or twice for Bolscver, but the
bully of the Remove was probably still chasing his elusive
topper. At all events, he did not put in an appearance.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Quite Queer,

OLSOVER came tramping back towards the railway-
B ghation will - black soowl upan s face The, wind
had played him the most exasperating tricks dunng
that chase after his hat. Several es he been
on the point of recapturing it, &nd the elusive topper had been
cau‘be up by » sudden gust and had auped him again. It
D n a long side street, an amu{l an obliging
mwy tml stopped it for Bolsover by Jnmmmg is foot upon
it. The pavvy tock a large size in ts, and his stopping
the hat had not improved its shaj u. mﬂ Bnllover hi
ceived it without thanks. as too big for
PBolsover to say the thi he thouﬁda. vmd 50 Iw took the
hat, and brushed it as well as he with his handkerchief,
and hammered out, the dents with his fsts, and strode back
to the railway-station m & towering rage. Bolsover would
ladly have hammered of the chums of the Greyfriars
emuva -l that moment. ut they were out of reach, and

whi ing of the various ways of revenging himself
vrhen he arrived at the school, when a yell {ell upon his ears.
* Extr cial 1"
Heo looked round quickly.

¥, the innocent cause of all the trouble, was
speeding down the street with eaf of papers under his
m, and his unmusical cry ringing out on the keen, wintry

A]I tlzn winners I'

t at H.m-y ‘Wharton & Co., but the littla
newsboy was at_his merc thers was not much merey
in tha bully of th !rxln Eemo'c al- that moment,
ashed across to intercept
PJper sirl” The newsboy dtd nm Eor & moment recog-

nise the big schoolboy. * Oh, erumbs|”

thc\'ers grA.lD was upon his collar.

“Ow

: '\‘o‘ e yeng i i
“Ow! Leggo! Chuckit! Yowl'
luu dirty little brat!” hissed Bolsover.

* Extry special
Bolsover's ey
He could nof

“TI show

Yow! I ain't done nothing! OhI”
T}tg th.ll—a.'ﬂd that 1"

.:w.,k the newsboy savagely, scattering bis papers
d, xing his ears with savage for
. lelinw writhed and struggled in vain m ‘his power-

fl
5@ " be yelled. Owl Leggo! 'Elp!”
Yoa—yod—

In this wi

“GEM" Library.
low.on S

Price One Penny. -



The :jl}gn%net "

I brother ! "

Mr. Bolsover came into the study leading little Bllly, the new fag, by the hand.
Bolsover turnzd, and felt a choking In his throat.

“Percy,” he sald, “this is your
Hz could not sp2ak. (See chapter 17.)

** Percy I"

1t was'a sharp, angry voice.

Bolsover swung his gnd round with a look of alarm.

A portly gentleman was hurrying towards the scene.

His face, fat and prosperous-looking, was clouded with

anger. He made angry gesiures towards Belsover as he came
up, hrealhm hard with exertion.
ercy! How dare you trest the lad like that?”
"1—[ say, father—"'

** Release him at once \ exclaimed Mr. Bolsover
Bolsover let the boy
. _The unfortunate n!ws marchuut reeled away from
almost blinded and dazed by the punishment he had recei
lnd rubbing his ears with cold hngers.
“Ow!" he mumbled. *Ow! T ain't done nothin’, sir!"”
Bolsover stood quivering with rage nmi humiliation. His
hum (en';tded him with an angry star
rey! You should be ashamed o treat a boy smaller
thn oumlf in that brutal wi;' " he exclaimed.
a cheeky young c:
1 ain't dorie nothin' !
o Whnt did he do?"’
* He cheeked me!"
“ didn't do nothin’, sir | mumbl

exclaimed Mr. Bolsaver.
said Bolsover sullenly
ed the boy.

ur
“1 have heard lumethmg of thu
¥ou from your school
Tuz MAmirr Lrsluz‘r —No.
EXT--
TUESDAY!

said

about

N TIIE 'SCHOOLBOY- MONEYMAKER!™

Bolsm er was sullenly silznt.
m ashamed of you. Percy I" contined his fathe:
hupu upon reﬂ(mon that you will be ashamed of y
1 saw your meeting wi
and he did not do
;ununry you deli
im
“I was before lhat—'-l the railway-station—"
1 didn‘t do ne

‘“ He cheeked ms“‘ uruwl!d Bolsover. .

“1 didn't, sir! He can’t say I've spoke a word to "im,
sir.

“ What did he say to you, Percy?” demanded Mr. Bolsover,
glowering at his promising son.

Bolsover hesitated. As o matter of fact, he con!d not o
that the newsboy had done exactly anything. It was
Cherry who had started Bolsover's topper on its wild career.

o caused a row with the other fellows," said Bolsover
lamely.

Mr. Balsover's face grew very stern.
afraid it is a caso nf the wolf and the lamb over
he exclaimed. *‘You hava no excuse for having ill-

d this boy. ‘Go to the nhtmn av once.
Bolsuvcr tightencd his lips.
** Aren't you coming “.J' me, father?"
“Nol" said Mr. Bolsover brusquoly.

~BY FRANK ﬂm}«mnns
Order Early.

v at all to provoke
tely crossed the strest and nltmkcd

“I am ashamed of
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you, Percy. You should know better than to ill-treat a lad
#o_much poorer than yourself. Go at on
Bolsover tramped away savagely.
Mr. Bolsover turned to the newsboy. The little fellow was
nehermg up the plpuru that had heen scattered; ﬂmon a
opeless mﬁ now, for the Jam had caught them,
wss merril, se.mermg them hk lnowﬁlkes in the street.

er o papors, my hnr said the old gentleman
ki n:ﬂ e TI you for them.” *
’1‘1“ bo: !I.rus tenod up, hls dms Jittle face brightening

coblldt‘ru ly.
ere was twelve, sir,”" he said
Mr. Eoluvar smiled, and handed him a shilling.
"Is that right!?”
mxpcnce too much, sir,”

s,
And ho handed Mr. Bolsover his chan
The old gentleman looked at him aptentively.

had b bright ntaligens aco, z: spito of the foct ot i peay

" said the lad.

've got a tanner

eded a wash.
b g{\lnl is your name?" asked Mr. Bolsaver.
“Bi
The old icntleman smiled,
* Billy w!

y shook his head.

said Mr. Bolsgver, “you know what your
o urely .

The old 3anllcm.nn s face gre:
he ]cnked more

of the newsboy.
B Wgeru do you llva'!" he asked.
" Applo Court, sir."

1 Orf Charing Cross Road, sir.”
whem do ycn live with™

w more grave and serious, and
nly and attentively in the dirty {eatures

i Il ha yuur fulh:r?"
BJHK grinned,

no, siri"
£ ]‘svhc is your father?’
“Don m you remember himT"

o Or ycur mather?”

Llnla Billy seemed surprised bs
tood waiting the old gentle
o ek

o many questions. He
s plessure, howerer.
dly to the little waif

= 3gain.” said Mr. Bolsover.

‘ere

- :.\.e shilling, bit it to see if it was a good cne,
ached Bis ragged cap to Mr. Bolsover. Hoe had recl
three or four papers, and his cry could be heard as
am up the street:

““ Extry special "

Mr. Bol-m’er walked on slowly towards the station.
lads, in Etons and overcoats .udynlk hats, who were coming
up the street glanced at the newsboy, and glenced at Mr.
Bolsover, and griuned at one another. They were two boys
of the Romove Form at Greyfriars—8iott und Vernon-Smith.
ch:m-Bml the junior, who had the dlstmclmn of being
known m: Boundor of buyfnm smiled sneeringly.

“ThaL D he remarked. * Locks like &
guddy phllnnﬂlm
huckled.

:: "Nk s ke the son,” ho remarked,

No fear. Nobody would ever take Bolsaver |
thropist,” said the Bounder, with a gh.
bout Bolsover's pater before. He takes np poor kids, and
em to charity homes and schools, and that sort of

6ueer 1" said Stott.

es, and dear Percy doesn't like it.
koy ought u;hhn saviog the money up for

a, h

Vornon-Smith and Stott overtook Bolsover outside the
station. The Remove bully was tramping along with a
scowling face. Vernon-Smith greeted him,

ol lhallr.sl" said .‘BOI!D‘"EI' stllen] he family b .

ust seen_your pater at work wasting the famil obs,”
said Vernon-Smith, * It must be cipping for you, you k:w
GNET Lingary.—. 206

Read the grand plith
Juntors of Bt Jim, sntitied:”

a philan,

}l:h: thinks the old
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—make you feel proud, and that sort of thing, to have a tame
philantkropist ia

the
. shut up Hrowled Bl

“Ha,
Balsover :umpcd into the station, leaving the Bounder and
his companion still laughing. .

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Room for Bolsover !
ERE she comes|”
The “sho” Bob Cherry alluded to wss not a lady.
Tt was a railway train—the *special” that was fo
convey the Grey¥nu.q juniors back to school for the
oule_?lmgd:. 1l' hundvl; h st
e special stoppe the platform.

Wingate and Ll&prm nyr the Sixth and the Fiith moved with
more stately tread, disdainful of appearing in a hurry, and
secure in the knowledge that for them, at least, thera were
plemy of seats.

But the juniors rushed, For the juniors, in all pmbabu!»tyd
there were not plenty of seats. Thera generally was a crow
in that train, and fellows often had to sit upon one um)m s
knees, or stand, dusing the journey down. Corner seats, too,
were wanted, and it was clear that everybody couldn't have
& corner seat. Henca the excitement.

Bob Cherry bagged the first carriage, and tumbled in, and
Harry Wharton and nnk Nugcnm followed him, and “Hazel-
dene'and Johnny Bull and Tom Brown came in after them.
‘The carriage was now full, and Bob Cherry stood at the door
to keep other comers out. A crowd of fellows surged past
the carriage, and several made an attempt to enter; but Beb
dislodged them hy tha nTpIa expedient of bumping a heavy
bag upon them. ntple, of the Upper Fourth, was
hunnped over on tlw pl-l.lmm by this simple and effective

uli‘ and his silk-hat_rolled under a trolley, there was a
roar of applause. Temple recovered his hat—which bore some
distant rc:umb.nnce 4o a concertina, but no longer looked like
a hn,—nn azed at it.

ﬁn i l:sme in a roar from the carriage.
"Comu on!" ruared Dabney, of the Fourth,
Fryn got a carriage for us.’

c-tchinz

"Than. was a new

carnlge, but an eddying tide of juniors carried him down Lhe

Platform
r and Green, and Potter, of the Fifth, came along,
and Coker put & big oot up on the step of the carriage.
“This wil suit us,” he remarked, *Jump out,
,nuﬁlnm

you

1 Jump o
ok W’hn lor I"

*Fifth want tho curiage.”
*Fifth can go and eat cocoanuts!” said Frank Nugent
politely.

Laal
“Can't. Gm. me a pain in the eyes.”
*Ha, ha, ha
Coker gave a_snort of rage, and leaped up to enter the
carriage. - Bob Cherry swung the bag forward, and there was
 terrifc Bfl as it mos Cokers broad chest. Coker descended
upon Greene and Potter, and the three of them rolled on the

"Du du-.e again, Coker.”

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE|

Just published, & new book showing how Sandow won
Health and Fame, besutifully illust: and explainin,
how every man and woman can obtain robust health Ms
perfect development by exercise.

SPECIAL OFFER.

To nvery render who writea at once a copy of this book
will be sent free.

Address

18, SANDOW EAI.[., BURY STREET,
LONDON, W.C,

Inthl- week's "GEM " I.lbem*y.
Now on Sale. Price One Pen!



up in a fus
e S yehag ey oy
“ Order, Ih'n!" ezclnnnud a sharp voics, as Mr. Quelch
came along. the mnur of Lha Remove, and

Mr. Twige, Hn w-uler of the T! the enjoyable task
1 that bi f Greyfri

i A ig nnn:n_v "of reyfriars fellows.
“Yes, sir. But—"

** Get into the next carriage.”

u guﬁmn]y sir. Gaem.—-

“Don't argue, er. Du ;- I tell you."

And Coker, sorting witl and mestally promising the
Remove fellows all sorts ol ﬂhngl when they arrived at é
tnars. obeyed.

Cherry chuckled.

a c.n t expect fellows to have their carriage ore!crowded

he remarked. 8 other umagrl will be overcrowded, and

enough. Hallo, llot Look at lch,
them in like giddy Ao spatiot:Linak<al Queleby.
2 you fellows—
herry slammed the carriage door as Billy Bunter came

plntmg up.
“No room!" he called out.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

*“ Oarriage sents six, not twelve,” said B “You take
up s much room as the lot of us, in]y Buu off to the next
clmqe

*Lock here—""
“Colker's got & lunch-busket with him,” said Johnny Bull
Bunter's eyes gleamed behind his . spectacls cles,

“Has ho?” Which carriage is he in?
“ Next h:s one.”

e
And tfie Owl of the Remove sprinted along the train.
Harry Wharton & Co. ecraned their heads out of the window

to ses how he fared. Bunter lcrlmbled into Coker’s carriage,
and mmwd.lahly a sound of yelling was heard.
“Qw! Oh, really, Coker—yaroch [’

um
Bnlli;pﬁuntu was on the Elntl'orm again!
yelled herry. ' Buzz off to the noxt,
Bunty. Timlplsl got a bag, and I'm sure thero something
to e&th in it iy, Ok §
, really, Cherry—""
“Ha, ha, ha!"

Mr."Quelzh come along, snd Buater was bundled into a
carriage. Ho was the lgst. Ths two masters stepped in. At
the last moment, three vgures came flying along the platforui.
They were Bolsover, on-Smith, and Stott, almost too
late for the train. Bolsover sprang at the door of Harry
Wharton's carringe, while Vernon-Smith and Stott ran along
to tho two next, and serambled in. There was no time to get
othess; the train was alraady cn the move,

“Done I growled Bob Cherry.

Ha sllowed Bolsover to open the door and scramble im,
The Remove bully it have had a nasty fall, otherwise.

The guard was wi g his flag, and the porters were stand-
ing mdg tn keep off lnv other late-comars.

T}m mm ruhed out of the station.

Bolsover suapped the door shut, and
rm\rg for breath. All the se:u wera Tull,
soked round iz vain for an £mpty, one. It was not a corridor
tram. and the borly Removite hid no chance of changing till
the end.  He growled angrily.

icg to give me a soat?" he :!rnmdad
e ..f s exe houghtiuly

7" he aske

stood against it,
and Bolsover

Bolsorer ;—umd
=1 weas to sit down.”
= Plents of chaps in the train in the same fix,” said Bob

Cherry cheorfully. * These trains are ba ¥ arranged.
Cumgas unght uz bo made elastio, to stretch if required.”

*“Oh, don’t be

“'Wel.'l I wnn't say the suma to you, Bolsover, because I

you can't help it."

_“ k here, Bob Cherry—"

ta! You must put on a mask, or a tea truv or some-
il ]?a.l want me to do that,” s1id Bob Che
4, ha,

Bﬂ]am-er 'bﬂ; his lip savagely, and glanced round the
carriage again. It was a t deal lik li ki
N b Bk Bevaes, "B v oralag o, Sking
mind ‘which of the fellows present was likeliest to be bullied

out “of . It was not much use trying that with Bob

erry, or Harry Wharton, or Johnny Bull, or ank
Tom Brown, the New der, was d-n likel

a customer. Dut Hazeldene was irresol uu

lu had no chance at all in a tussle with the
ve bully,
B lsover, in his amiable wa; mcked on him.
oL want to sit down, Hazeldene," he said.
i G0 honl” wid Hazeldero.
ore,” sail u;enh, “ycu oan sit down presently!
Tn cm LIDRARY. P 4

'rtmsnair ]
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iW_s':.!' all take it turnabout, and stand in turn. That's
air

" Rot

“ Thanks | ’Yau won't have a turn |t my seat, after that 1",
said Frank dril

‘I den.’t wmt it!
soat

o Nu fear|" said Hazeldane.

* Then I'll give you a licking, and take it," saidy Bolsover.
“ You can lie on the rack, if you get tired, and change about
with Nugent, if ho ..k

Hazel, are you going to give me your

ore—- n Hazeldene indignantly.
mT'il‘ was o little thu:k” even for Bolsover, the bully of
o Form.

“ Oh, get up, and shut up!” said Bolsover.

Bob Cl rry rose to his feet. Hazeldene was not quite up
to o tussel with the Remove bully, but Bob Cherry was, and
Do was quite willing.

“1f you're Iw]ung for trouble, Bolsover, come on!" he said
cheerfully

“ Oh, sit down!"”

“ You're not going to have Hazeldene's seat!"

o
Get up, growled Bolsover,
ts!" said Hazeldene. strong in Bob Cherry's champion-
“T'll see you blowed frst!™
en ]ll jolly soon shift youl"
heavy hand descended upon _Huzeldons's

Bob Cherry promptly knocked it off. The next
moment Bolsover and Bab Cherry were clutching and rolling
over among the feet of the juniors.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Takes the Cake.

0 e
“ Lemme

errup I

Bolsover had bumped over -on his back, and Bob
Cherry was mtm on his.chest. Nugent and Whurean rested
their 15 u isover. Their boots were & little muddy,

and the mntlut dld not improve Bolsover's clothes. But the
nh;lm of the juniors was not to improve Bolsover's clothes.
Yow!" roaved Bolsovor. ' Will you lemme gerrup?™
et
aroff, you cad
“I'm qulte Nmforhbln tbank yuul" said Bob Cherry.
E sitling on something soft."
ne on his )m:d" suggested Nugent.
Ha, ha, ha!"
“Keep him ther
d as a foot-warmer, l consider.-
ﬁmmen You're wiping_all the
I don’t mmd if you ﬂont.
K Hn , ha!"

Bolsover ntxu; led furiously. But Bob Cherry held him
pinned down in ¢ ke hottom of the uarmgn qmto eusily.

“No, you don't!" he remarl ﬁmng to keep
you here ill you promise to behave yoursc‘f ercy dear.”

said Tom Brown. *He's guite 23
Dnn t wnxglu like thit,

boots on tu
Of course,

“ Lemma gerry L
‘Hnnnur right, i"m won't give any mors trouble?
«“No

" Then ynu |t=y ther

“You're alraid!” nlmd Bolsover.

Bob Cherry laughed.

Tl hav the gloves on with you in tho g7m. when,we get
to_Greyiriars, il you like.” he re . ““But you're not
going to lpml the journey down wit your rotten bad temper
and bully! Vou can stay where you are till you've get

aver it.
“Henr. hear!" said Johnny Bull
Besides, they haver't put any foot-warmers in the
i " said Tom Brown, looking under 1hn seats. 1
kind of Bolsover to oblige us like this.”
, b

*'Let up!" shricked Bolsover, who was foaming at
the mnth by thls time.
rry |

L} You—,ou rotter!"
“Same " to you, and many of 'em!” siid Dob Cherry

amiably,
Bolsover made a tremendous effort to fling him off. But
it was not of the slightest use. Bob Cherry kept him pinned

ova bully qnspad with exhaustion.

down. o
i —I'll make it pax!”

off!I" he gr?ulad

Yes, hang you!"
Bob Cherry rose at once. N

FRAN
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* There you are,’ he rcmuhd cheerfull
_Bolsover rose, and began dusting down {us clothes,
:aqmred it! He u'mvl savagely at the grinning chums of
o Remove

he some of you sorry for this when we get back to
" he growled.

Bulsaver Jnrnmed himself against the window to stand.
The train rushed on through the sunny, leafless landscape.

1t was coldin l.he carriage, and the juniors stamped their fcet
6 keep wi At intervals they leaned out of the window—
the one opposite Bolsover—to yell to the fellows in the other
carriages. A-fat face, with large Diectu:hs upon it, blinked
at them irom snme distance down! o train.

‘1 sa K:uf lows—""
¥alla lln.bl;:IIo lH
st! He won't give me any of his jam-
tarts,” .;-d Euni-er “TI've pwmued to pay fmn for them

wher 1 1gee mr pastal-order, 100

missed my lunch- basket at the station.

e \n;\ed ‘mr.'jd of mine.” a1 "
o wonder you missed it,"” 3
3o wonder x it,” said Bob Cherry,

It was sent by

* Oh, real!_v. ‘Cherry! I'm (nghtfull hungr; Could you
chuck me something to eat?™ B’ g gllnk:ug &igng
the train. Tl try to cateh it. H,;ve you any pork-pies?’’

* No," said Bab Cherr) laughing.

R Jam mn would do.

1 baven't any "

‘ICoke. (tleﬂ" -

“ F've got some cake; ou couldn't catch it, you fab
.duffer, i I- chlmkod il ﬂlg Bob Cherry. Ben’del, it
would bo & waste.'

“Oh, “really,  Cherry—
Bob Cherry drew his I-e-d in. The juniors were a little
weckish now, and Bob Cherry had a supply of indigestible
pntr]' in his bag. He opened it, and spread out a number of
-mermques and a cake. The calie was very heavy and solid-
ing. The juniors looked it over with critical eyes. The

15 vl of Bunmr cauld be heard yellin; alnrg the train.

** Cherry! I sdy, Cherry! I say, you fellows!”

“Ts that the uL uk:d ‘Nugent, ]subm” it with the
end of his umbrel thout nukmg eny impression whatever
upon th sohdn:y nf the cake.

* That's it said Bob. “ My Aunt Mariz made that, and
sent it to me.”
What did she use—brickdust?'
" Well, it [EHE liks joesn’t it?
ake I 4

** taid Bob Cherry, thumb-

bave that cake.”

be cake. and leaned out of the window.
T leazice from his window dovn the trai
reazes awar. He blinked cagerly at Bob through his

c.n you m&. Bunter?” called out Bob Cherry.
o8, rather! me!"” said Bunter eagerly.
Bnll; Bunter was not at all sure thamghe could catch the
sake if it wars thrown to him. But, after all, the risk was
Bob Cherry's, not his; i and it was lost

** Careful I'" he uu].led

+ Mind you catch i

' Right-ho I'”

“Hem yun are, then!"

Bob Cherry swing up his arm, and swung the cske along
with a deft aim. It swept along the moving train, and Bun-
ter made a wild grab at it. But ho had not allowed for thc
swift movement of the train. The cake was on him in
second, and it rmased lns clutching Fands and crashed Tuil
upon his fat, Tound

2000000 !
ere was a wild yell as Bunter disippeared back into
s, mrmge The cake dmpped by the Lrack.

gne & ron
** Ha, lm
Sounds of an uish wers heard proceeding from Bunter's

carriage. at junior had evid tly fallen back upon
tomeona, md t someone was going in for revenge, hot and
stron, The roars of Billy Bunter resounded along the train.

unter takes the cake!” rosred Bob Cherry, as he rhew
Lis head into the carriage agein. I was a cacs of tal
or leave it, nnd he took it on his chivvy, and left it on zhe
mﬂvg}v lina."”

hat”
Tax M.mz(:'.r Lmnnn—

Rea nd n
Jl.lulu of St. Jll'ns. enllllsd'

upon the whale, 1 might s well be.
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“ Never mind, These meringues are all right,”” said Frank
ugent. f

+ a, hal” i

And tho "juniors feasted as the trein rushed on. Bolsover
sulkily refused o share, and with equal xulkuuss refused a
seat when it was offered him.

“Go and ext coke!" was hi

“Oh, rats!" replied H-rr ad made the
oﬁer * You're a hul.ki q,? itmri up all the
#ow. You won't have m mll"
Hefme the journey was helf over, Bolsover hnd vepented
l-hh -u incss. He was beginning to ache with so much

%t down now,"” he said sulkily. i
Wharton gave him' a grim look.
You won 1" be replied.

“ Yourve chosen to stand, and pou cin stand,

"Heu hear !"" said Bob Chetry.

And Bolsover did: &t Tt was not till the train was
epproaching meﬁcld i}m the chums of the Remove
relented, and allowed him a_seat. hence it was ly &
-w-m: of an hour to Friardale, the station for Greyiriars.

When the train stopped at Fm.rd.nle. and the Greyirims
fellows erowded out, Holsover had a dozen distinct :w ea all
over him, which was no more thw he deserved. at he
errived at Greyiriavs m a towering rage, and vrlry fﬂx&
having taken o glance at him, were very careful indeed to
keep out of the way of the bully of the Remove.

id Wher-

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover Is Exasperated.

“ What on earth’s that?"
It was indeed startling. Har: Wharton and Frank
Nugent were passing alon, ﬁ.mnve pessnge, when
the sudden crash in Bolsover's lmds fell upon their ears. It
was the second day of the term, and Gr:_v[rmn had alrendy
settled down into its old ways agai d started
the new term in his old temper, and, ]udgmﬁ by the sudden
sound in his study, he was improving u is old self.
Nugent grinne
at’s Bolsover’s hoof ! he remarked. *I've heard him
stamp lxku '.hlt before when he's been in = rage.  There it

ST.\MP‘

tamp
Balw. er's study quite shock with it, and there was'a sound
‘The nemuve bully had evidently jolted

tal
y i.\r.t'" said Harry \Vr_xt:m “I wonder what's the

mu.t

from home, perhaps,’ said Nugent ‘lgely
“Baliover o e ettt somoiy. he st Job that carme.

Mkaghh be something wrong,” said Wharton. * Give him
a
Nugem nodded, and tapped at Bolsover's door. There was
a grawlmg voice from inside the study.

Who's there 1" )

“Us" said Frank Nugent cheerfully. “ Anything wrong,
Balsover 'fh

“Yes, you!

“Can a I'e! ow he].p:‘"

No, havg you!’

Nugent chuckled.

T like_dear Percy for his nice manners," he murmured.
“No good going in. I suppose he's hnd a fatherly
regging, and I'm pretty mmn he eserves it.'"

it likely," w%rend ‘Wharto:
And the chihs of the Remaove T T study,

without giving Bolsaver a lock in.

The: wmlld!!nve had a sufficiently un ious reception if
they had looked in on the Remove bully st that moment.
Bolsover was sitting in his armchair, wn.h & letter crumpled
in his hand, and his brows wrinkled with rage.

'He had expended the first force of his punoyance in stamp-
ing on the oar‘ and now be was scowling like a demion 1n
a puntomim,

P ok he mttgred forcely, « Tho uler rotl Ob,
it's_encugh to make |y sicl e utter rof

Hu I‘:Ii% from his nﬁr and walked about the study, tread-

g hard, and kicking out of hig way any piece of furniture
l.hal nhstru:!ed his path. A chair was kicked into the grate,
e keitle swer, <08 & ﬂnnd of water mmed
the hearth; but Bolsover did not take an: of il

“1 wish I had that yuun% scoundrel herei he muttered
between his teeth, and he drew back his heavy boot in a
suggestive way. He cxpended_the kick upon a cushion
instead, and it flew across &e study and bumped on the door, i
just as the door opened. Vernon-Smith, the Bounder o
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Alauzo Todd bent towards Bill

—

The fag had snmed hlmseli comfortably In the easy chair, and was fast asleep. |

“Dear me!" murmured Alonzo. * He certalnly appears to be asleep. This Is indeed very singular!" (See Chapter 14.)

ars, looked in, as the cushion fell to the foor, and he
at Bolsover in surpri
11]u' “'hnt s going on!" he asked.
Oh, ral
An"thmg upt”
“Yes, confound it !
“ Who's been ruffling
Smnh coming into the
“ Hang Bob Cher -!
“ With pleasure,
said Vernon-Smith, w:l.h . gnn
Bolsover ground his teet
“[L's my paterI"" he said.
those paters!”
i The: re always the same !
Bolsover grunt
re mever was & pater like mine!” he exclwned in
exasperation. "“I've been chipped often enough about his
glddg philanthropy. I don't sed why my father should take
up, the izney of & mmn philanthropist.
; ona wouldn't really expect you to have a father
hkn ﬂml.” the Bcnnder gree
h, don't be funny ! growled Bolsover. *I don't mind
his prke long os they don’t bother me. He can send
every lit tarving whelp in London to charity hnmu for
ut it's a b:t too thick to send them here.’

r royal serenity 7" asked Vernon-
udy. * Ls it Bob Cherry again?”

s Haman, if it were possible,"
“But what's the matter?”

o

Vernon-Smith sympathstically.

“ Here?"
Tuz me—s'r Lrsrany.—No.

TUEBDAY:
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“Yes, here!" snorted Bol:
“You don't mean to say
““Ves, I do. Do you remember that ragged brat who wus

:ell‘mgdr;lpen at the railway terminus yesterday—the k'J I
mmed {"

la

3 d me £ i

" My pater ragged me for ragging him.”

“One good turn deserves anum

“Oh, cheese it! Well, it seems Lhm he's taken an intercst
in that wretched little beast, and he's taken him up.

i Wasting your future nheritance,” said Vernon-Sm I-

Well, T don't thmk the money ought to be wasted,” said

ver.

]Jolseu-r “ My pater but if he wants to get rn] of
some of the tin, ha :ould d it to me. I could do with it."
i Of course you wpld
He's spendin; .o ounds every year on the

undr
il o pice up. sald Bolsover Bitierly.
"Thte"Boader whistled.
“Phew I""
“Hut this jakes the cake.his time
newaboy whek eé’ nd ' going to send him o Greyiriars!
nl.lnﬂn shouts lsover.

He's taken vp thet

“But the Head wouldn't allow it exclaimed Vernon-

Smith aghast. “It'a impossible! A dirty, ragged kid out
of the streets—"'

My pater's got the Head's permission, he says, so he will

By FRANK RICHARDS,
Order Eariy.
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allow it.
clothes and money.

mvnge y.
2 I don’t think the Head ought to allow it.”

"I don't, either. But he will. I believe there's something
m the nnn.shtutmn of Greyfriars that provides for this sort

5 ow the school was a charity originally,

ml.ende for um education of poor kids."

“Well, 5o was Rughy, and so were most public schools,”
vinned the Bounr]er. ' But the pooz kids, as you call em,

ool

Of course, the young brute will be provided with
My pater will see to that,” said Bolsover

nntbuvsmun:huil k in ther:

“ Jolly thing, too " said “Bolsover.  “ Hang "em!
But the Hsend has agreed, anyway. My pater seems gﬂ l;te
see:} L about it ‘\hen he was in ndon, and it's all
settled.”

“And your pater's written to tell you so?"

“He's written to suy that the young beast is coming,”
Er;lwwﬂ Bolsover. ‘“And what else do you think he
=

"Blmod if T know !"

“He wants me to take him up and make much of him,
and generally take him to my bosom and weep over him,™
howled Bolsove

“Ha, ha, }ul"
““ What do you think of that?"
The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“Is your pater barmy in the crumpet?” he asked. “He
doesn't seem to know you very well. Why does he do these
things?"

*Ob, that's an old storyI"" grow]ed Bolsover. “I had a
brother, you know—a kid who was It was years ago,
kid was taken away by g.pm., and never foun

got detectives at work
hn])d.ny he told me he thought they were on the track.

- course, :t: lmpaasihle after all thesa years. But thu Bovernor
takes henrt, and I didn't say that to him.”

“Thnu a queer story,” said the Bodnder.

Bolsover nodded.

“Yes; and of course I wish the little beggar could be
found. But I'm & sensible chap t be um‘]
now. Of course, it's rotten to think that he my be
xlm, but that doesn't make me

&

and starving, and nru‘l
out cash to every starving kid I meet. My pnar scoms to
think th: streots nwv

nw ragzzed whelp in the
be makes them think he’

=e shogt their names, and h

'.m: ron.  He's discovered lots of

1 can promise you. As for those

sa’t believe they're discovering any-

wulimg the pater's leg, and getting money

s " he remarked. * Look hers, Bolsover,
reason whr your pater is sending young Extre

~c-:u.l @ G
“1 suppose so. It s the reason why he's always toking up
homeless brats and providing for them out of money that
ought to come to ma, growled Bolsover.
“It would be queer it yo your brother ever turned up.”
e Well, T should bo jolly glad, of course,” uid Bolsover.
It's rotten to think of him going around, perhaps & beggar.
But it can't be l.l!lp!d Anywny, if the pater goes ut
collecting u& waifs end strays, T think he m:$hl keup Jem
T

nway from Greyfrinrs. It's too rotten to send here.”
“But to_ask \mu to look alter l.he ktd 1" chuckled she
Bounder. “That's the thickest part of

Bolsover snapped his teeth.
g Vﬁhﬂt are you going to do about it?" asked Vernon-

mit

“T'll make him glad to get away from Greyiriars agein,”
said the Remove bully :Ie!u:lu:g his hund. “T'll lock al'k-r
him—not in the way the pater supposes, though. I'll meke
the brat's life o burden to him at Greyfriars, and he'll be
}u"v glad to run away and get out of it. Then I shall be

d of him; and sa will the pater. Of course, the pater has
hem imposed on. Most likely the kid is & thief, and been
in prison.””

“1 shouldn’t wonder."

" Anyway, I'm not gumg to :tnn:l this,”” said Bolsover,
crushing the letter i *lIl leok after the whelp.
end.if I don’t make him vmh that he d never been born, my
name isn’t Percy Bolsover."

And with that kind and amisble remark, Bolsover crumpled
the letter up and tossed it into the fire.
Tuz GNET LIBRARY.
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and

- home would be a more suitable place—t|
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Task for Mr, Twigg.
R. LOCKE, the Head of Greyfriars, wos sitting in his:
D stndy, with o vory thonghilil expremion upos his pale
Sch f.ﬂy face,  There was i’ tha  door, "and
r. T g, the master of th« ird Form, came
Mr. Twig a round, rosy face, rosier than ever in thu
keen Jlnuarj' weather, and the end of his round, e nosa
was quite crimson. He rubbed his hands befors th ead's
five ere he sat down in the deep comfortable armchair Dr.
Locke indicated with a motion of the hand.
“ You wished to speak to me, sir,”" saidMr. Twigg. ‘' No
new boys in my Form thi term I understand, sir.
Mr. Twigg: one.’
“Ah "indeed !"" said Mr. 'i'w:.gg.
then 1"
£, gu arrives to-dey.”

“ He has not arrived yet,

Mr gg looked a little nlzrprlaed Thera was an un-
usual seriousness in the Head's manner, and Mr. Twigg
divined that the new boy who was eo arrive that day was
something a little out of the commo:

* What is his name, sir?” asked Mr Twigg, 88 the Head
did nm speak.

Locke co

"I do not know.”

““You do not know, s:r !
"'rlr:e, are not know

Me. Twigg bad to-cough, He had never been so surprised
in_his life.

“Do I understand, sir, that a boy is coming to Greyiriars
whose name and parents are unknown?" he exclaimed, in

But his parents—""

*You amaze me, sir.”

“I am_amazed m‘{lelf

smile. I cannot help thinkin

to | mnie such o p;vmlse to Mr.
Mr.

said Dr. Locke, with a rueful
that T was a little reckless
olsover.”

"Yes the l'n.lhnr of Bolsover, uf the Remove. You have
prohuhl heard of him as a well-known ph\innthro?:st Ha
13 & nol d worthy man, ‘whom I respect Iu%hly‘ seid the
Heul ' I only wish his son were more like b

ave heard of him," assented Mr. Twigg. **But—

but-
[ Hu wuhes to send to Greyiriars o poor boy whom he has
He says that the boy is a very bright and
meelh ent I.nd nui desirous of im roving himself. I saw
H lsover's house in London yesterday, and 1
mpressed me personally.
But he hu had no tages of e ucation. Hoe can read,
and write after o f.m:.nn but that is all—and his speech is

aid Mr. Tw:ghg

ad
The Hend’: sxprauiun
“I am g!

ad to hear {nn :pnk lnke that, Mr. Twigg!"" he
“T am glad you feel sympm:y for the un-
There are only too many in his unhappy
s country. Mr. Bolsover has done a noble
and kind action in rescuing him from destitution and in
anduvunrmg to, m him for a better future than that of the
streets.

“ But it wﬂi 'be & diffioult task, sir.’

“Bxaotly! The boy is certainly t saibabl to coms to
Greyfriars, and I pointed out to Mr. vor that a char ?

t the boy himsel!

indeed, would probably be happier there.”
o Vety true, sir.
“ But Mr. Bolsaver was not to be pe!l\lu{od H'e was seb
upon the bog coming. 1o Greylriats, for ‘what reaien, 1
that he wubﬂ‘] himto be
under ﬂ:e influence of "his son Percy, whom ha has asked to
lﬂﬂk after the lad.”
s 15

 Bolsover, of the Remove, will doubtless do as his father
wighes, Mr. Bolsover mssured me that he had carefully
examined and guestioned the boy, and that he seems to be
& very good and honest little fel n . That was my impres-
_lt!on mi ut as he i"" be eomul'lg into ;,uu;] Forﬁ!.ﬂlh{r.

'wigg, 1 want you to keep a special u m ero
is a%! chance of his contaminating his I?Orm fellows with
evil knowledge picked up in the streets, he must be sent
away at once.
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WI understand, slr.”

‘8o long as no harm is done, the experiment may be mad
suppose,” said the Head, with & sigh. ' I confess that 1
¢ many mis

Bu :uu' wehra nob bound to m:}e to Mr. Bolsover's

. Twigg

Thn Hend coloured.

“I could not see my way to retuse, M. Twigg. You are
aware that in the constitution of Groyfriars it is plainly
stated that the school is founded for the benefit of poor bays
ona o cannot afford to pay for their education.’

dem

Twigg s
But that wus i.n lhn fifteenth century, sir.’
‘' Undoubtedly.
“ And most of lbu pub]
in the samo way, for the

schools in England were founded
e purpose—most of the colleges,

too,” said Mr. Tw f But what chance would a poor
newsboy have of gefting into Eton or Rugby, cven i ke
could find mmnhon to pay his fees?”

‘“None, I suppose

“ And why not the same with Greyfriara?”

The Head hesitate:

*The fact is, Mr. Tvugg. that Mr. Bolsover put me upon
my honour as'a clergyman. I could not deny that Grey-
friars, like all other public schools, has been turned from its
original purpose, -ns that its funds are not now used for
the bcnnﬁt. of the poor, as the found intended. The
chenge, T % &nue‘ was inevitable—it universal, at all

ot

@vents. ere is something bo be said for Mr. Bolsover's
contention that he bas n nf nd the boy hero,
especially if be pays tho full feos for him. Aad he made

such a point of it fhat I consen
kopo it mll turn out well, l!x"
“I—I hope so! And I wam you to help me in every way
¥ou can, Mr. Twigg, to mal e83.
“I shall certainly do thlt, Ha
. ““The boy is too ulr] to be placed in a low Form, such as
- the First or Second; but as & matter of fact, his knowledge
* doos not even ﬁt or ir: orm,’ said the Head.
"T]ue mullel! child at Greyfriars would laugh at him for a

dusc

'F Tbnt is bad.”

“ My iden is that he should bo placed in the Third, among
boyu of h nwn lge, and excused from all lessons that are

ond hi In the class he mII learn to behave

ln‘mwlf eu |(t stlll sod to Imnp himself clean and orderly.
Ho can be given egsy exercises to do while the Third are nt
work, and gradually be can work his way up, and in the
course of time can take on the Form work. Mean-=
while, he will be learning civilised habits of law and order,
regular hours for rising and geing to bed, and for wasl
and taking meals—important matters to a boy who hus li
in the strects,

. %mta 80, fr
ut I would not impose this trouble upon you wr\heut
consulticg you first, Mr. Twigg," said the Head. I ask &
oa & favour.”

1 shall regard it l.s l dnly, sir,”

“Thank you ve;

And ul'llr o litte mun tnlk on the subject of the newsboy
who was cnm:nf Grnylru:s to take his place in the Third
Form, Dr. k hands very cordia l_v with the Third
Form-master, and Mr Twigg left the study.

The Third Form-master's face was very thoughtful as he
went down the passage.

The task before him was not an easy one, and he foresaw
many, many d.mm:lbes. and he could not he!p thinking that
Mr. Bolsover's experiment with the waifl of kha streela was
most likely to turn out a fnilure.

But he meant to do his

Lmlg Billy, the waif of the London streots, was likel

o find friends as well as enemies nt Greyiriars, and wit
rlmty of pluck and grit he bad a good chance of pulling

M- Twigg, in his study, waited tbe arrival of Mr.
Bolsaver's pmum with an anxious frown upon his

* snid Mr. Twigg.

He had given that the moment Master Wnllum
Willisms—that was e M ¥ was to be called by—
lrrwed ho was to be brought to his study. And Mriv'l"lngg

illiam

pied the ime in wondering what Master
Willtams would be like, and what kind of a Bgure he would

- make in the Third Form of G:ayfnul
PR .

“'Ere, old cock I" .
Gosling, the mhm] 80“" of Gn{l’run. jumped almost
clear of the ground. g h ten suffered from sur-
rises in the course of his career as porter n! Lhn old scheol,
ut he had never been quite so surprised as
The youth who had walkgd up to the gm- of Greylriars
in the ‘early dusk of the winter evening looked very much
liko any other fag at Greylriars.
e was diminutive in form, with a clear, boyish face,
bright, mlulllgent eyes, lnli thlek . e was dressed in
Fur Magwrr Lisranr.—No.
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immaculate Etons, with an overcoat of good cut and
material, worn open. His gloves were very neat, only one
of them showing traces of toffec. Heo wore a silk "hat which
was very new and shiny. There was only one thumbstain
upon bis nice white collar. His boots were a little muddy,
doubtless because he had vulknd from the railway-station to
the school, and Friardale Lane was vot & cleanly thorough-
fare in winter. But on the spots where they were not muddy
‘hﬂ wero very shiny.

ere was nothing in the appearance of the boy to startle
Gosling. He hed_never seon him before, but there was
nothing surprising in s new boy dropping in on the tecond
day of the new term.

But his mode of address was startling. Gosling had never
been spoken to like that befors within the walls of Grey-
friars. He had known peculiar modes of address. F nl]uni
made all sorts of
and Blndur. and
would ss him
Gossee. uuve! sometimes called
sometimes old idiot. Ln all sorts of ways, indeed, the long-
suffering school porter had been addresse ut never like

0 be addressed by o lad who looked a spick and span
23 the best-dressed boy in Grexfriars, and who spoke in the
accent of the eastermost extremity of the East End, was
something new in ng's experie extensive as it was.

Giosling stood in the gateway and stared at the new.comer
as if he had been a ghost.

The hny stared back at bim.

x old-cock, is this 'ere s place Gryfriars?”
sped Gosling.
nm ero Gryfriars 1"
““It's Greyiriars,’ said Gosling, majestically correcting the
‘pronunci L:ua of the l‘m vowel.

“That's woi I said—Gryir
“All sorene! I'm coming in

"Ynu ain't & new boy!" gasped Gou]mg

jest wot I am—a noo bo;

.
TUESDAY,

Wun Lung. the Chinese junicr,
“handsome ole folh‘e. or ' nicoe ole
d duﬂ':-r and

said the boy cheerfully.

M " gusped Gosling, ntn the school coming
to, I wonder? Wot I says is this 'ere—

”Hy bﬁx is coming niung m ﬂw ‘ack !"" said the cheerful
youth. ' Ther wanted mi de in it, but 1 wasn't taky
any! All right for a fumorait"

“ Whewhat's your name?” gasped Gosling.

“ Willisms—Willinm \\'lllllms

“Ho!" suid Gosling. “You're to go to Mr. Twigg's
amd%, at once.

ho's Tyigg 1" .

“The master of the Third Form ‘ere,” said Gosling
haughtily.

“ What's that?"

“Op "

BM surveyed the porter in surprise.

n't you answer s question?” ho inguired.

o 'Eru. you come in!" said Gosling. "Y u're to go_to

r. Twi and I'm to take you there! Follor me! Wat
I says s 'ere—wot's the school coming to? That's wot
I .A. 38,

nd

crter, puffing with indignation, tramped acress
A G o e atboy av. hp Sily d
Moo chearTaly snouph. 3 was jn bigh spirits. 1t
s change for him, and he felt that it wos a change for t
ter. Two days ago he had been selling papers in t
London streets. -rllh clothes that the winter wind blaw
Ihmgh and & blissful uncertainty as to whether he would
o bed hungry or not. Now he was at school, in warm
e.lnum, with good meals inside him, and the prospect of
many more—as many as he could eat. Sel work, cer-
tainly, did not appeal to him—but he had to take the bad
with the good. Ho was provided for—be was not used to
the :beug-ht yaz and it delighted him beyond ineasure. Mr.
Baolsos o had taken him up, was as a god in the eyes
of Bll lnd he worshipped him. Billy was feclin
happy indeed—and the big grey building looming through
the winter dusk impressed him with a sense of what he had
gamed Only two days ago this very sehool porter would
ave regarded him as & waif of the streets, to be cuffed with

very

impunity. Now—

* Hallo, hallo, hallo! New kid I

It was Bob Cherry's voice. Three or four Removites were
coming across the rEImL and they came upon the mew boy
folloming in tho wake of the portly Gosling.

n:u, glaaced 8t them, and recognised Bob Cherry.

“‘Cheero, guv'nor " he seil
Bub Ch!rr?’ almo!l MJ upnn the ground.
pe

Y'lu 1
Bob Chur:y nlrcd at him blankly.

Harry Wharton .-nund

FRANK RICHARDS,
e Order E&rl.v‘?



0 THE BEST 8™ LIBRARY =~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY, "

HNugent reco ﬁed Billy, too, and their amazement. knew
no bounds. y grinned at them in o very friendly way.
Ho was quite ixaénred to be friendl everybody at
Greyfriars; he como there with his heart lullf of good
intentions and the milk of human kindness.
hat are Jou, doing here?” gasped Wharton,

:‘]‘ve com;

“Yes; n lee vou have! But whet for?”

“I'm camin' to scheol.”

T

”Y,Du—ynu ate coming here?” exclaimed Nugent,
I've ‘come inned Billy. “Lark, sin't it?"”

I Lt
Well, my hat!
B\\If grmn:-d and winked, and walked on after the porter
| Heux:- The chlxml of the Remove looked at
e nncl!mr in blank astonishm
 Well, this tnke: the cake |” mculmd Nugent.
ol doce " said Bob Cherry. It do
.. How on earth did it come nbout“
Elenej if I can understand it at all 1"
. ﬁ“r“gl tered the School House nfter Gosling. Gosling
was ing shead with & manher of stately dignity. He
apped at the dodr of Mr.- Twigg's study.
. Come in!
Gosling opened the study doos
j“i,hmh this is the noo boy, snr—\(aswr Williams, sir,”
d Goslin
~ Come i m, Williams! Thank you, Gosling; that will do.”
Billy walked into the study, and Gosling ‘drew the door
sia, and retired, mullgnll{ fo_himsolf.
e coming to some-

li schoal was "
5" and the * somethink” that Wwas coming to
parently shocked the screuc dignity of tho school porter.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Yowel Play,

TLLY stood scraping with his fect, and with his hat in
his hands before the master of the Third. The quiet,
well- fllrm:hed study was a ncw scene to Billy, the
nnewsboy; and Mr. Twigg, in his gown, with llm bald

spot showing' on top of his head, was a very awe-inspiring
personage to the little waif. Mr. Tvrlg'g looked over Billy as
o might have looked over some new variety of biped at the
"‘aloimll Gardens,
said Mr.

into

5’

gasped Wharton.

W

Twigg. * You are the new boy—

BrUv sat down, on the extreme edge of a chair, very
Mr. Twigg_was still watching him, and the pro-

uting made Bily feel uncomfortabls, ~He did not
mmfurtab‘e either, m his nice new clothes.
“Abem!" said Mr. Twi
* Yessir,” said B;HIV for 513 th:rd
Lo Hm!” You shnuni not say * Yessir,' in ono word,
Yes, sir, in two mords,” said Me. Twigg mildy. % 1n the

French language, WI

manne

bo dane
o

l. wo words may be ]Olnéd in this
ith perfect .:orreotnesl, but in English it cannot

" he re
M. Twigg i o W

H'm! ° Nover mind that now, hoyever, Williams,
r:l‘:;ll\épac you wmxld be more comfortable if you sat further

essir.
Billy sat rurlher on_the chair.

scoure, if not more comfortable.

Ty ou are to come into my Form, Williems,” said Mr.

It certainly was mors

casi,!
The Form -master regarded him doubtfully.
"¥ou J.nuw what a Form is, Williams?"
‘casir,”
= _wm is i7"
ing you sit on, sir,
Mr. ngg cougl h:é.
Ahem 'I‘}me is .quite correot, Williams: but—ahem !—
2 Form i is also, as st were, o class. am the master of the
lhnd Form, and it wlll be my duty to instruct you."
! Thank you, sir!
b Db ulrl ) ame Mrl dT\ugr.', 1h must ascertain the
exact extent of you
fectatent ok your knowledge. Ycu have, of course, been
Billy shook his head.
*No, sir."

Bui—but T understand that there are officials, called, 1
bolieve, inspectors, who seo to it thet the children of the
poor attend scheols regularly.

MAoNET LIBRARY.
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Billy looked worried. Mr. Twigg's language was a little
over his head.
“Did fo school inspector ever come upon you!” asked
Mr. Twigg.
Blu grinned.
They wouldn't come down Apple Court, sir,” he said,
with a chucklo t

Nor l.lm perlice, neither, sir,” said Billy.

“Dear me! I should advise you— ashem !—not to speak of
those matters here” said Mr. Twigg. “The other boys
\muld notﬂ:x_—tmd'eutuni But you can read?”

y ?ow dxf you learn
rom the pipers, sir.
" The—the v?h‘:i?"
. The pipers
‘Dear me !" 'uxd Mr. Twigg, in surprise. ‘' That was very
kind mdaed of the pipers, | am sure, to imstruct xou in
oo you gn'o them any remuncration?”’
Billy lmLed rplexed.
L mesn, mge;uu By them?” seid Mr. Twige

Pay 'co, sir
**The pipers, who twghc on_to read."”
P-y the pipers, sir? ot Billy, in astonishment.

"i—] don’t catch on, sir.
How have you I:vm] Williams?

** Dear me! Never mind!
I mean, whence did you derive your sup|
i g R L W e erLy N
umpl:r English before he was able to answer.
1 lived on the pipers chiefly, sir.”
'Iy'm pipers furnished you with the means of suppart:”
essIT,
“Dear me!
said Mr. Twige.
class of men.

That is very curious and very interesting,”
“They must have been a very benevolent

Billy looked blank.
id they earn much money with their piping?” asked
My Twigg.

SRR
1 presume you allude to the bagpipes?” went on Mr.

Trige "1t s an jostrument I do not like personally, but
I have £een & crow in the street by a
man playmg the bagpipes. They do not 1nck as & rule,

kind of men to have much money to expend in charity, and

thorsfocs i ie all the more noble of them to ki ve supported
a helpless hoy. 1 trust you will always romember your
benefactors with gratitude, Williams.”

"Hnm'h‘u. as -their ciroumstances may bc. they have dealt
very generously by you, Williams, if what you tell me is

cor
Billy’s face was a study.
*And how did you lemrn to write, Williams?"
‘' Pipers, mainly, sir.
'E‘hgy must haye taken o great deal of trouble

" Dear me!
with you,” said Mr. Twigg, in amazement.
“1 took o lot o' trouble, sir. Yon see, sir, I used to copy

ouat the leuer: and that was 'ow 1 learned {o write, sir, fust
rinted letters.
" From copies set by the pipers!””
' The letters was grmeed in the pipers, sir.'
. Twigg jumpe ;.
rinted in the fxperz, Wil
essir,” said Bil
1 do not understand you, illiame,"
his l{rww Krowl!ig stern.  Are you joking
“ No, sir.
“Then what do_you mean by saying that letters were
pr:nled upcn the pipers?” demanded the Third Form-master.
hey wes, sir,” said Billy, in distress. ' You've seen
py out the name of the

smﬂ Mr. Twigg,

the p. bere sir, surely? 1 used
piper fust, sir, and then the smaller Tetters.”
The name of the piper!”

ety
“Do you mean to tell me, Williams, that the pipers in the
streets of london have their names printed upon them?™
demanded Mr. Twigg steraly.
Billy kooked astounded.
““hy o' course, sirl” he nxcln.lm!:I “Il they d n't,
sir, "ow would you know oue piper from another, sir
“* This 15 amazing!” ssid Mr. Twigg, rubbing his double
chin very thoughtfully. ** OF conrse, 1 am not fully acquainted
with the customs of 1l nt—u—ulnn in life, but I should never
hluvn imagincd that pipers had their names inseribed upon
them.
*Printed on 'em, sir!" said Billy.
printed on top of the piper, sir.
‘Oz bis head, do you mean?” exclaimed the astounded
Mr. Twize.

*The nime's always’
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<"Ead 1" said Billy. “On fop 6F ifie front page, eir” -
S¥har et “ sveey - The “IRagmet”  ens

op of the front page, sir,” said Billy, in wonder. “In TUESDAY, L18) =% PENNY,
: You must 'ave noticed, sir, if you've read

pipers?” suid Mr. Twigg faintir. “Dear me! And what do you know of history, Williama?"
the evenin' pipers— Evenin’ Noos' anl Billy reflected for some moments.
* Nothin’, sir,” he said at last, with great frankness.

ham! And

hat do you linow of geography, Williams?"

“The nime's slways printed on the ipers, sir—always,' Jography, si
said Billy. more astonished than Mr. Twigg. 1 wonder  *Geograph
TR Frias sand at Bl o Buoger sle. What'is e
e . I - o g .
pe When vem sar pigers, Wilium, do you mean papen?™ g iy something to e, sir?” wked Bllp cpatiously.
gked. aftor » long. long pUSe, L ihe two vomels M. Tigg looked st him blaakly. A boy who ssked hiz
e iper i B e “morain and il BeoTAphy were something to eat was beyond Mr. Twigg's
=g PR T he bo tar | ~Dear me!” said the Third Formmaster. 1 am afesld
b Pid Mr, Twige. giving the boy a ve coli *Dear me!” said the Third Form-master. I am alral
o B, BRI F write foom the paers!”  we have u difficult task before us, Willisma. But we will

you learned to read and write from the papers!”
“ Yossir. 1 used to ask coves wot the words meant and do our best. But—but at Fr“"“" you may go.

the letters, and that was 'ow I started, sir, and then it comes  * Yomir,” said Billy.

pretty soon,” said Billy. And he went.

@anw,wwmmnmwwﬂhw

A®
FIFTY MONEY PRIZES for ‘MAGNET’ READERS!

Save your Numbers of “ The MAGNET” Library
and Win a MONEY PRIZE!

Printed below [s & miniature reproduction of pages nd 18 of No. 199 of "The M et"” On the next
page you will ind miniature pnf- 12 and 17 of the same Issuo. Next woek four more utive wuftt of
o Wil bo glven In the same way, with a speclal cover, thus completing this novel edition of
" Library. When tho whole of this miniaturc number has been thus reproduced, competitors

idgot foid and bind them up, making a Real Miniatura
ost and cleanest . money prize
d by the Editor at 1e. each,

re:

of 108. will bo awarded, and forty-nine other minlature copie: 8o b
OTE.—Rei re The Magnet” Library who d“Lﬂl to or this comi jtion, and who would also like

to retain in their possession cuch a novel edition of " The Magnot” would do well to take in an extra copy

whilo tihe compeotition is In progress, as on no account will competitors have ‘their copies roturned. The

Editor's Tal in all with this will be Final.

i
it
i

i

7l
i

4 :
g‘k? jiﬂ:‘

o
i
i

i
H

i s g,
=
4 k;_:.i%‘:‘___:‘:‘;_\_qm;' =

A e,

T




1 THE BEST 3> LIBRARY D@~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY, ‘ft -

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover Breaks Out. .
€Y O you're here, you yound cad!”

It Bolsover’s voice, and Billy gave a start as

he heard it.

Tho Remove bully had come upon him just after lie
had come ont of Mr. Twigg's study, and was locking round,
wondering which way to_go.

Billy backed away as Holsover cama towards him with &
threatening scowl. "But he was cornered in_the end of the
E:Luuge, and ocould not retreat very far. Billy recognised

olsover at once as the fellow he had had an encounter with
in the London street, though he did not know his name or
know that he was any connection of the old gentleman who
had_been so kind.

*“Yes, I'm ere,”” said Billy. “1 didn't know you was 'cre,
lhuuéhﬂ'

**You young cad! 1euppose my father has told you about
me?" said Bolsover.

Billy stared.

“1 don"t know your farver,” he said.

“Vou young linr! My father sent you here.”

"¥nur farver?” said Billy, in dismay.

" Yag!

*You ain't Master Percy Bolsover?” ejaculated Billy, in
dismay and alarm.

“You know I am, you werm!”
T know it now you tell me,” said Billy. *I didn’t kuow
it afore. Look ’ere, Mr. Bolsover said that his son was at
Greyfriars, and he would be kind to me, and 'elp me, and
Jogk arter me 'ere.”

Bolsover laughed savagely.
* Yes, 1 should be likely to do that, you cadging cad!” he
exclaimed.

The new fag Aushed crimeon.
T “Who's a cadger?” he exclaimed hotly.

“ You are !
“I didn't ask the old gent. to do nothin' for me,"” said
Billy defiantly. * He offcred it all of his owp eccord, he
Jdid.” He says to me, says he—"

Bolsover laughed sneeringly.

“0Oh, T know your sort I” he exclaimed. * You know how
to worm things out of old duffers.” *

*You call your farver an old duffer?”

* Mind your own business, you street arab ! 5

“T may be a street arab,’ said Billy scornfully, and his
eyes flashed. I never 'ad a farver, as I knows on, but if
1ad one I wouldn't go for to call 'im names, I should be
ashamed, Master Percy.”

Bolsover gritted his teeth with rage.

The adoption of this boy by his father he regarded as an
injury ta himeelf, and the boy's being sent to Greyfriars he
Jooked upon as insult added {0 injury. But to be czlled to
account and lectured by the streel waif—that was too much.

Ha clenched his hands and rushed at the boy.

Billy backed nwzy. a desperate light in his eyes. Dut there
was 1 escape, and the burly Removite bore down npen him
and ru(?et.] him in his big, strong hands.

w 1" roured Billy. )

“ Now, yon young cad— Oh1” ,

Billy had desperately bitten the strong hand upen his arm,
and Bolsover released him with a howl of agony.

The moment his grasp relaxed Billy made a dash to escape.

Bolsover rudl!g fiercely after him, and the fng bumped
into him, end sent him fying. The Remove bully went with
a cragh to the floor, and Billy sped down the passage.

Bolsover struggled to his feet.

He was considerably hurt by his sudden fall, and there was
an acho in his bones, and he was in a raging lnm?er. In a
moment he was speeding down the passage after Billy.

Billy heard him coming, and put on a desperate spurt,

anting with terror. Bolsover had a crickat-llumr in his
and—he had braught that with him, to wait for Billy in the
passage when he had heard that the boy was with Mr. Twige.
And E‘-s look showed that he would use it withont merey if
he captured the new fag. .

Patter, patter, patter!

Billy ran out into the hall, and there was a roar. A litile
fat gentleman was coming towards the passage, and Billy
bumped right into him.

*“Ciel! Mon Dien!”

®  THE BEST.3* LIEFARY DE™ THE “BOYS' FRIEND® 5 LARARY, TP

2 1 himpnp Toe shord s b e

it

e SATET, SaLt, Buar R,

'THE MACGNET"" LIBRARY—EYERY TUESDAY, 12,

Every Thursday
in

1D. .
TOM MERRY &

Martin Clifford.
AptAp S

G0.

Schoolboys you
must not miss
reading about!

Order “Ths Cem” To-day.




del{or_u_u: Charpentier, the Greyiriars French mastsr, sat
wn

Billy reeled, but he did not lose his presence of mind. He
made s dasi for the stairs, and ran up them, mot knowing
whers hs was Eomiu -thmkmg only of escaping from the
pursner who was on

T St Eby e D dracke pussoge, gad thees jusiors who
were chaiting in the open doorway tudy No. 1 called to
him. There was a smell of conlnng |l| the stud; —Jphn Bull
was in thers, sttending to the baconh and egas. %thrtun and
Nugent and Bal- f.hern wera chatting Iogether. and they
sighted the ra e came tearin,

) .
L el Balio Ballo " excivimed Bk ‘Cherrs. “Ts thia

a foot-ra
*“Wha row, kid!?" exclaimed Harry Whnmm, oatch-
mszxlly hr lhe shoulder as he tore past, and stopping him.
hat are you tearing about Jike that for?’
Billy lll‘lﬁggl!d in hi

is gr

asp.
0 asped. ‘'Don't stop me! Don't! He's after
a !
" Who ia?"
‘ Master Percy.”
“ Master who

“‘He means Bolsover," said Harry Wharton, knitting his
blrmla “T suppose that beastly bully has picked on him
already.”

“Has he 3

Bily vrugglaﬂ in Wharton's strong hand,

ma go—let me go!”
3 ';‘It s all right, kid " said Hurry reassuringly.

u

o Ienr" said Bob Cherry, stepping out into the middle
of tz:s passnge, so that the bully of the Remove jad to stop,
panting.

Bolsover clanched his hand on the stump.

i "Gnl out of the way, Bob Cherry I” said the Remove bully
oarssl

§ “Whn‘ for?"

“I'm going to lick that cheeky bra

* What for?"' said Bob Cherry aguin.

“ Mind your own business.”

““T rather think this is our business,” said Harry Wharton
conlemﬁ)tuumly i Yuu are certainly not going totouch that
kid e we're here.”

**Get oul of the way ' roared Bolsover.

“ What has he done?” asked Nugent.

* Ha's b.mn me.’

# Phew "

“Ho bunrped me over, 0o,

**He was 'oldin’ me and 'ittin’ me, young genta
Billy. “] did.n t want for to do i vpeouﬂv as
sent ma 'ere. But he was 'urtin’ mE

“And I'll hurt you some more, you low cad!” howled
Bolsnr("

“ Ho sha'n't

' gaspsd
is farver

n't " said “haﬂ.an
“ Who's going to sto
1 o] Bob ey “ Wharion ot Nugent wauld,
{ for me, as'T happen to be able to lick sou,
Aaa'T Jolly velt will lick you hollo 1
nger on that i

?:

angusge, please!” said Bob Cherry sharply. I
e thoas mamer,
tezvsz swung up the stump, Hle was in such s roge that
a-dly knew what he doin|
; und‘uliel" e said’ By Tt you stop me T
Yo
He ran forward. Bob Cherr( did not budge, ll’\d‘!he stump
came down with & savage swish. But Bob was He
Faded the blow, ‘rin 1o nd qall Bolsover o e Lages
full ‘upon his prominent jaw, which s+t him spinning back

elong the passege. There was a crash as the burly Removite
wmeasured his length upon the lmniaum.
Bab Cherry rubbed his kouck
Beastly ami chin tHat chlps got1" he said

“Ha, ha, h
Bolsover ut up, dazedly, his hand to his jaw. Harry
Wharton picked up the cricket-stump, and looked scornfally

et tho fallen bully.
“¥ou cowardly brute!” he said. “If you had hurt Bob
nllll this we would have wiped up the flosr with you! Now
buzz off, or we'll lay it nbbuﬁ youl”
Bolsaver staggered to his foet.
“I'm going to lick that cheeky brat,” lie seid thickly.
“You're yoing to gat eut of this passage at oncs, or be
bumped out of it 1" said Har:
The three juniors made a arward movement at the same

moment. Bolsover gave them one savage look, and then
decided that discretion was the better part of valour. With
his hand pressed to his aching jaw, he strode furiously dnwn

the passa a, xnd In:tle Billy was left in peace—for the

sent, at J“mm with lank hair and & benevol ent

expression, vrhu had been watching the scene with wide-open

eyes, laid a finger on Bol s nrm as he pass, It was
Tae M uxlzr Linrary.—No.
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the Duffer of Greyfri wlm generally
! wrong thing at the L“';. k. But
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Alonao Todd,

anaged to do the wrong this
.hu h navar been q

mumenl

lear Bpllnnr,” ha said mi‘fd i "I 4rust that vpon

wl!enhen you will see that your luct was guite un-

Jjustifiable. y Uncle Ben;amu: would b? shocked—nay,
ust Heo would sa;

i ) w—0wW
Klonzo ﬁnlshed hks tg: s Bolmmr gave him & mvage
hich mede bhim sif down in the pmn e
concerting suddermen Bolsover strode of Dg
Todd sat and gazed after him, more in sore

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Friends in Need.
ITTLE BILLY -qud rubbing his ears, and blinking at
the chums of move. Harry Wharton & Co.
turned to him .u olsover_ disap) ured They were

[1 owl: '3
than in anger.

ery much interested in the litt! fe waif.
& So you re here?" gaid Bob Cherry.

u had your tea?”

Billy grinned.

** Yaesir, rather I

“Come into the study, then,” said Harry Wharton, at
oncs. ‘* We', re }ull going to heve tea, and we shall be glad
loz  you ta joi

‘rumbs r*' und Billy.

Thu chums led him into the study. Johuny Bull turned a

unmeon face from
ne ! he announced.

‘“Oh, good! Trot it out!" .
o Hallo! Who's that?”
“ New kid."

“How do you do?” said John Bull. * ¥ou're not in the
Remove, surély !
** What Form are ro\l in, kid?" asked Harry Wharton.
*“Third Form, nld Billy, remembering what he had
r.
‘‘New dodge, brmgmg T{ d Form fags in to tea?” asked
John Bull.

“This_is somethi | in fags,” said Wharton, laugh-
ing. ' Yesterdey this kid was selling papers outside it
railway terminus in London.”

““My hat! Is that the kid
Bolsover was ragging?" asked
with great interest.

*“That's the merchant."”

* How on earth did he get

ou told me about—the_one
chany Bull, looking st Billy

t here?”
mnd Wharbun
De o like bacon and egga?

“I dare say he'll tell us if we ask him,"”
*8it down here, kid

“Don't I

" Good !

just!” s
ile in, then
no time in piling in.  His manner of eating was
but it was expeditious. He had develaped a
on the journey down, and he dig (ull ]mlmn
d in Study No. 1.
The juniors looked at him rather queerly. They had never
seen u.nvhnvd) take bacon in his ﬁnfeu to eat it before. But
id pohte to find feult with a guest, and they
penk & rord on the subject to Billy.
your nlme"“ asked Johnny Bull.

ot hold of a gueer customer™ mur.
v Eien&d if I don’t like the little bclmder
® BAME, hat will Twiggy say if he eats at the
Form nble Jin ha!l lxkn that "

““Things!" said Nugent.

“What are you cnlhd 4hen?” asked Wharton. *“1 sup-
pnﬁu vn'u re going to have some mame on the books of the
col

Uliams, sir—Billy Williams.

“ And how el:d you come here?"”

“ Train from London, sir, and then "oofed it.”

Harry Wh-rlon lsughed. Billy was paying more attention
to the eggs and baoon than to the questions put to him, and
did mot quite undarstan

“I mean, how did you come to be a pupil at Greyfviars™
Wharton_asked.

 Mr. Bolsover Aent me ‘eve, sir.”

' Bolsover's pate

“ No, sir—his I'uver, said Billy innocently.

'l‘hu mniom ilu hed.

ve heard Bolsover major before,” said Nugent
lhoughlfully o Has & giddy philanthropist. Not muth like
Bolsover mino: :
3

By FRANK RICHARDS,
o ‘Ordor Harly. =
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M ! No,” sasid Bob Cherry. ‘It was jolly decent
of th to take the kid up in this way.”

Billy left off cating for o moment.

“He's a splendid good ‘sort,” h . - There never was
sich an old gent.- I'd-die for 'im, I would, any day; strike
me pink if T wouldn't I

And Billy licked the bacon-fat from his fingers.

“ And he’s paying your fees here " asked Nugent.

** Yeauir I - L =
** Bolsover doesn't secm to get on with yo
i 'pose 'e ‘don't like the money bein' spent on me,

“T can't help it. 1'd do anythin' for
thé old gent's son; I would really.

pr'eps,” said Billy.
Alaster Percy, 'cause
But ’e don’t Tike me." ™ =
\* Just like Bolsover,” growled Bob Cherry. “ Any decent
ziap would be kind to the kind, if his futher was paying the
lees. -But it's no good expecting Bolsover to be decent.”
4 No foar 1"
. “Course,” said Billy, “T nin't jest like the other fellers
ere. T've got a lot to learn. I know that.”
““You have!" agreed Harry Wharton,
“But T know you young gents wouldo’t be down on a
rove because he slarte@ylnw down,” said Billy. * It wouldn't
be lika you.” : :
" Quite right," said Bob Cherry heartily—"' quite right,
d, and T'd shake hands with you over it, only—ahem |
it's quife right.  You can always depend upon the
nous. nurv—thu‘ulus—tu see vou Ihruug{e Ii Bolsover
es to bully l{on again, ack somebody to fetch Bob Cherry—
sat's me—and I'll wallop him.”
Thank you kindly, sir.” .
*“ Another cup of tea, Williams?" asked John Bull,
Yessir 1"
“ Will yow try these jum-tarts, W
Fessir. Ain't they prime, though ! said Billy ad
e You won't eall the boys ‘sir, ' said
'”Yo‘-l call a fellow by his name. The masters are

iringly.
Hairy

2alled *sir.

“Werry good, sir, N

i My peme’s Wharton. You can eall me that.”

_“Yossir—I mean Wharton.  These jam.
much jam-tarts for me when I was sell

2sked Bob Cherry.

. Mr. Bolsover said,
ark to do—'cept larning.
ve ‘as to take the good

" pipers,” said

seen any of the Third et 1"

is chums.
ong tc the Third Form-room
courss, Bolsover ought to be
it's pretty certain that he won't. Weo
im round, and—and put in a word for
Good egg!™

* Can you fight, Billy?" asked John Bull.

1 kin put up me dukes,” said Billy. T 'ad a fght pretty
orfen when I was sellin’ pipers. Woitn I

is splendid, -

l‘m:nm]ﬁ enough. * But you'll get on all right in the Third,
ope.

“1 'ope so, sir."

“Never pick quarrels, and never allow yoursell lo be
'

bullied,” said Bob Cherry; “ and when you have to hit out,
hi:’li‘l’xe a hammer. Remember that.”
“ Yessir 1"

their

andBilly followed the chums of the Remove from thoir

siudy, to enter upon his first introduction to the Form
which he was to be an ornament.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Third Dos't Like It.
HERE was a buzz of voices in the Third Form-room.
T “Tubb, the acknowledged leader of the Third, was
e eciu!iy eloquent.
& NeWS Was out.

Billy Williams had not been an hour and a half at Grey-
friars] but already the news was over the school—that ameng
the new boys who had come with the new term, there was the
queerest fish that had ever been seen at Greyfriars.

Perhaps Bolsover had explained to the fags. But news
soon spreads in a school, and the Third, at all events, were
row in possession of the facts; and indeed of a greab deal
more than the facts. X

Tubb was bursting with indignation. The rest of the Third
wero excited. Some were indignant ; some opined that it was
a “lark.” " Tubb held that it was an insult to Greyfriars, and
an insult to the Third, and an insult to himself, Horace Tubl
Tubb was very eloguent on the subject. The Third were
nearly all in their Fornn-room, which they preferred to the
junior common-rcom, where they would have been under
the domination of the Remove and the Upper Fourth and the
Shell. It was getting near the time for evening preparation,
which the Third had to d¢ under their master's eyv at the
desks in the Form-room. But until Mr. Twigg arrived the
Third had the room to themselves.

' Shame !
“Here's a kid who has got his living
the street, planted on us rexfriars I
“ Couldn't get your living that way, Tubby, cold you?"

by selling papers in

&, ha, ha’ g i

““ Couldn’t get it at all, in fact,” s2id Paget. “Let the kid
zlone till we see him.”

“1 won't have him in the Form !"" roared Tubb.

““How are you going fo stop it?” asked T i;,lor.

“There dught to be a protest to the Head."

“ Rats I’ said Paget.

“‘Lock here, Paget, if you want & thick ear, you'd better
say so!" roared Tubb,

" Thanks! T don'ti”

*Then shut up! T supposa ’yeu’vg gob some relations
colling papers for a living,” said Tubb, “that’s why you
stand up for this street arab.” =

Paget grinned.

“My dear Tubb
vac,"” he said. "

ou've grown koo
is what comes o

Erughty during the
f a chap going home

- Mmd}gou don't get into a quarrel if you can possibly help  to the family grocery for three weels—
it,” said Harry, *Dut if you “a, ha, h
do get in one, hit as hard as you VI’ o lie!
van, and don't give in so lang “My people a
5 You can stand. ~ That's the NEXT TUESDAY : e
give you. T T i The door opened, and the

best advice I can
and never be afrai
Wotto i Iy.

Tle had finished his tea. He
«mptied his fourth cup with a
reund like beer gurghng from
o buttle, and wiped his eleeve
rass his mouth. ~Then, ap
rarently noticing for the first
time that his fingers were
greasy, he wiped them dows
his trousers.

“We'll take you along to

“THE SCHOOLBO¥
MONEYMAKER”

By FRANK RICHARDS,

“THROUCH TRAGKLESS

Famous Four 'of the Remove
came in, and the shouting died
diown for a momeut, in sheer

Here he is!"
ere's Extra Bpecigl !”
e crossing-

the Third Form-room novw, if “ Ciet out 1"
you li said _i-hrr- ]\Ehk.rr g BoDhq Cheriy whistled softly.
tan, rising.  * You'd like t 3 Doar A -
%" fhe ids youre ta be TIiBET! muced, *it's out alreads, apd
e o olsovew's ad frst “whack .
YT ain't to be ith v . wish had given m one in
then, st siid Billy, edle By SIDNEY DREW. the ;—ﬁ]ﬂ”'fl e
wistfully. allo, you kids!” snid
“No; we're the Remove - . ol Herey Wharton genially.
CRIDER EZAR - “Thare’s a nm-%a for your

(s Lower Fourth. 1 wish you
cculd be with us, Billy; we'd

orm, and
along to yoa.’

ve’ bronght him

loclk after you,” eaid Wharton
Mioxer Tiorary.—No. 206,



Dolsover hit at the new boy savagely, scattering the paper to the wind.
Bolsover swung round with a look of alarm.

“ percyl ™ it was a sharp angry veice.
(Chaster 2.)

Tubb enorted.

“¥ou can take him back agaim, then!" he exclaimed. “ We
don't want »

“1 don’t th
Harry, laughin

nk ?rnu’ve got much choice about that,” said
! ; “and you'd better mind how you rag him,
as he's here under the protection of Bolsover's pater.”
Yah! Bolsover's told us,” sncered Tubb. ** The kid got
round the old man to pay for him to come here and disgrece
Greyfriars.”” "
“Tubb doesn't like that,” said Paget. “He thinks that if
thera's any disgracing to be done, he can attend to it him-
sclf.””

““Ha, hn, ha!”

“We're not gume{ to have that blessed crossing-sweeper in
the Form !” said Tubb. * Fellow without a name! Yah!
Rats! Take him away!”

Billy’s cloar blue eyes glittered.

Tue MioNer Linrary.—No. 208

“T ain't poig awsy,” he said, *and I ain't a crossing.
swoeper, and if 1 was I shouldn’t be ashamed of it, neither.
Parson told me there ain’t nothing to be ashamed of "cept
bein’ mean and dishonest, and I ain't that.”

“ Hear, hear !" said Paget. “ The kid can speak for him-
He's got you there, Tubby; of course, you can't help

ean.’”
Eput up 1" roared Tubb. * Look here, young workhoste

“T ain't taking mny of your lzs," s1id Billy, his eyes flash-
ing. “If you can't speak civil, don't you speak to me. You
‘ear that?”

Tubb gesped.

“ What—what did you say "

“1 ain’t taking any of your sance,” said Billy cheerfully.
“1 don't want to 'ave any_row, but if you want to put up
your 'auds, there you are—I'm ready 1"
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* Hear, hear1” said Paget. ' Stick to him, young Rags!"

“ Shut up, Paget!” roared Tubb.

Billy pushed back his cuffs. There was jam on them, and

- strenks of bacon-fat, but Billy did not mind little things like
that. He faced Tubb, who towered over him, with perfect
coolness, and the way he put up his hands showed that he
was used to it.

The chums of the Remove had been a littla perplaxed at
first what to do. To leave Billy to be slaughtered by the
Third was not plessant—yet to interfore on his behalf would
do him no good in the Form. Nothing was more resented by
the fags than the interference of Upper Form fellows in their
personal disputes, But Harry Wharton & Co. soon saw that
Billy would be abla to take care of himself. Ha was not so
larga as Tubb, but he was much more quick and nimble, and
hs evidently hsd pienlLoi pluck. And if he defeated Tubb,
he was mors likely to be respected than attscked by the rest
of the Form. Paget, indeed, from mere opposition'to Tubb,
was already inclined to take his side.

Tubb clenched & pair of big fsts.

" T'm ing to smash you, you cheeky young cub!" he
exclaim :

“ Wotto I" grinned Billy.

“Don’t you Remove rotters interfere, that's all,” said
Tubb, with' a frown at Harry Wharton & Co.

he Removites laughed.

“That's all right,”” said Bob Cherry.
fere—so long as i¥'s hi.ﬁhy‘ at all even!

o Now, then. young Extra Special—

Ero you are 1" eaid Billy cheerfully.
And in’ a moment more the cock of the walk in the Third

f::m and the new fag were “going it" hammer and

ongs.

The fags gatherad round in an eager ring. Anything in th
nature- o?n. mill was a welcome divgrsiu:fn the “i‘hi ermu-
room.” Everybody expected to see the new fag overborne, and
knocked sky-high by Tubb of the Third. ~But it did not
bappen.” . Billy's sparring was not of the most scieutific
Tosieg, bue 1t was batter than Tubbs, and he guarded all

ird-Former's clums; lows, an lanted several

roturn that made Tubb ma{ ° sranl 5

* Hurrah t';’ ::’.id Paget. **That's oce for his nob I
a !

We won't inter-

Tubb descended upon the Zoor on his bac
S Bravo > shouted b rhoer, o0 bis back.

Tubb sat up, loo
b Tin Eaat. bnd o

g somewhst dazed.  He rose very slowly
= attack again in rather a

gingerly marne: od B bes 5
Thagh‘[:la Wik ted pred ki ‘m:h a choerful grin.
: goarters, and gras) the fag, and
B ;_:fﬁhuieget.ped ERSTE 108 A

exciumed Bob Cherry.
But suddenly u foot glided behind

=sigt =as thrown forward, and Tubb went duwn

=ith Biliy on top of him. he erash upon the
of the new fag, knocked all tho breath

1" he gasped faintly.

roar.

all wins!"” -

* Ha, ha,

Enlli:ucr:;wyrfx al;mn‘i“l::‘i hands with reports like pistol-shots.
It was at that moment that the Form-room door opencd,

and Mr. Twigg came in to take the Third in evening pre-

paration, he Form-master gazed in astonishment at the
scens before him.
‘Cavel” murmured Nugent.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked out.befor, 'm-
master could fnd his voice. % i8e Third Bhemn

“Dear me!” exclaimed Mr. Twigg, at last.  *Tubb!
Williams!" What dogs this mean?” ki
Oh, crumbs!” ejaculated Billy, in dismay,

. and stood crimson and confusad.

Yesai
Fighting alroady "

oo
* It wasa't his fault, sir,” stammered Tubb, scrambling up.
;rl began it, s
"Guql‘] old Tubby |” murmured Paget.

Oh, you began it, did you?' said Mr. Twigg, with a
severe look at Tubb. * Well, T am glad you have the frank-
noss bo say so. *Let ua have no more of this, or 1 shall punish
you both. Take l;'our places, boys."”
m:‘:g ;iu: T'lu'réi ‘ormhafgkh_theﬁir places; ]

rner wondering, is first cxperience of praparation
ut Groyiriars. He did not take part s the work of the

n casy exercise, suitable for the youngest boy in the First
Form, was set for him, and he worked at it diligently. Dili-

MaoneT Lisrart.—No. 206.

and Billy, sitting in

RIARYErSCRT.IelD® ‘THE LANCASHIRE LAD'S INVENTIONY

*Greyfriers on a scholarship, and it was

ence was all he was capable of, sa far; his writinghwﬂs very
g|d, is blots were numerous and extensive, and ho had to
unlearn the method of erasure by the use of the thumb, But
he waa attentive, and he was willing to work, and Mr. Twigg
gave him a word of approval at the fnish.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Billy's Progress. i .
HE advent of William Williams causod quite a sensation
T et_Greyfriars.
For a lad who had lived in 2 London slum, and
_ earned his own living at an early age by selling news-
papers in the stroets, should come to G-L'egfrmra as a pupil,
was umelhin'g s0 now that the whole school could talke of
nothing else for.a time. B :
Bus, upon the whols, Greyiriars turned kindly to the new

Ho was so little, and so defenceless, and so evidently keen
and eager to work and get on, that most of the fellows took
a kind of protecting interest in him,

If he had had bad, 5
or & sneak, cartainl 1 u)
him fast enough. But he had nmhin%[uf the kind. Ho was
quite plainly a decent little fellow. Harry

broken the ice, 8s it were, h{ taking him up, and plenty
of fellows followed their example. Lord Mauleverer, the
dandy of the Remove, took special notice of him, and Al
Todd announcd his intention of passing on to_BUy some
the wisdom ho had imbibed at the feet of his Uncle Ben-
Emin. Hobson, of the Shell, was very kind to him, and
Coker, of the Fifth, was seen to cuff & fag who was ragging
g:f newshoy by calling after him * Extry Special!” in the

ose.

he had been a coward

Wingate, the captain of the school, a* most awe-inspiring
personage to the little fag, condescended to notice his exist-
ence, and spoke to him several times in the Close or in the

assages. And even in the Thir anﬁ which had been at

rat inclined .to vesont the intrusion of the peculiar new boy,
Billy was soon regarded with favour.

The way he had stood up to Tubb showed that he hed

luck, and as he had beaten Tubb, and Tubb was the great
Bghting-man of the Third, it was evidontly of no use to
attempt to lick him. As for ragging him, the Third did not
do that. Even Tubb did not recommend jt. Paget said that
tha chap onght to be lat alone, and the Third agreed with
Paget. The Form, indeed, wes inclined to take the new bo
in a comical spirit. His wonderful English was a source o
nover-ending emusement to them, and they anticipated a
great deal of fun i the clase-reom when he tackicd the Form
subjects.

Billy had only one onemy at Greyfriars, but that enemy
was a dangerous and a troublesome one, who was not likely
to give him much peare.

It was Bolsover of the Remove.

Bolsover had expected to see the school, and especially the

hird Form, get its back up egainst the new-romer; and he
was enraged and disappointed when it did not happen. There
had been a set made against Mark Linlei when he came to

| nown that he had
worked in a factory. There had been trouble for Dick Pen-
fold, the son of the villaga cobbler, who had come to Grey-
friars on a scholarship like Linley. Neither of them was any-
thing like Billy. Both had been taught quite sufficiently to
take their proper places in the schoal.

Billy was quite “outsids,” and yat ho was received with
more kindness than cither Linley of Penfold. Bolsover could
not understand it. Perhaps it was, as Nugent suggested, be-
causo Williams was such an utler outsider. that tho school
took him wich comical good-humour. Perhaps many of the
follows stood up for him simply because the Remove bully
was down upon him. Whatever the reason, certainly Billy
seemed likely to get on very well, and Bolsover found that if
Ee peraisted 1n Rostility to the new fog, R would persist alone,

*“Blessed if T can undevstand it," hs 3aid to his chum, the
Bounder of Greyfriara. “It's utter rot to have such a beast
at auy decent school. ~You think that, don’t you?”

‘* Yes, rather,” said Vernon-Smith.

*The fellows ought to be ten timos as bittor against him
as they were against Linley or Penfald, but they ain't?” said
Bolsover nnge]_vh.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

‘““He's a plucky little beggar, and there’s no rot about
him,” he remarked; *the ellows seem to take to him. Why

don't you let him alona?

im alone !’
He's not worth powder and shot.”
¢ frittod. his tooth,

STl make his life a burden to him,” he said. *I'll get
rid of him. I'll make him glad to run away from Greyfriars
bafors I've finished | I'm not going to have him sponging on
my father, and taking money that ought to come to me!”

In this week's “ GEM " Library.
Now on Sals. Price One Penny.



agread the Bounder.

5" pater rageod me, with him locking
=SEing him,"” said Bolsover.

his fault, was it?’

her it was or not. I hate the young

ad.
he exclaimed. “But I don’t mind

betting yoo that you don’t succeed in downing
that I he's got a will of his own, and it
won'’ him,”

2t he would get mo help frem
under of Greyfriars was not & good-
ing as an_amusement had never ap-
practical for that; ragging the
i ess expenditure of energy. It was
different with Bol Every time ho saw tho newsboy in
his Etons and bis ¢ collar the Aame of his hatred was fed.
Without reckoning with Bolsover, the new fag had enough
ifficulties to contend with. His early training had been of
the roughest, or, more properly spesking, he had had no
early training at all. The Grst morning he appeared at the
Third Form breakfast-table, in the dining-hall, he had given
is fellows s Fori shock. There were
sausages for breakfast, and Billy's method of eating a sausage
was to take it in his fingers and gnaw from one end.

Which he had proceeded to do!

The other fags gazed at him, and the general hush at the
tabla drew Mr. Twigg's attention to the cew boy.

Mr. Twigg helf-rose in his seat, gazing at the new fag in
horror.

For some moments he could not speak.

“ Williams!"* he gasped, at last

Billy looked round.

““Yessir,” he said cheerfully.

“ What aro you doingi”

“ Heating, sir,”’ said %il!y,
" What I"*

Vernon-Smith.

natured fellow;
caled to him. Hes was

Fag seemed to him =

Es b

* Heating

sir—I mean, cating,” Billy corrected. * Eating

ngers, ir.

** Williams, do you not know the use of a knife and fork?”
ossir."” :

“You must not take your food in your fngers like a wild

animal I”” gasped Mr. Twi

* Do wild animals, sir?” in astonishment.

Thero was a chuckle along the Third Form tablo. .As a
matter of fact, Mx. Tywigg's simile was not a heppy one. The
Form-master coughed.

“ Ahem! You must not touch your food with your fingers,
\‘.’.ril‘mmg‘ under any circumstances whatever. Use your knife
an fork."

* Yessir,” said Billy obediently.

“ Kindly remember that, Williams.
stances Wl ?lewr"'

essir.” i ;

wiped his hands on his trousers, and picked up knife
fork.  He dealt with the sausages quite easily, though ho
1d the knifo as if it were a dagger with which he intended
do some deadly deed. But when he wanted to eat his
bread, he was in a diffeulty. Billy was an obedient lad.
Ha gazed at the bread for some moments in perplexity, and

started upon it with the knife and fork. He cut tho
e2d, and the tablecloth at the same moment, with a long
. There was & giggle along the table, .
Doar me,” excleimed Mr, Twigg, ™ what are you doing,
Williams?” i

“Wot you told me, sir.”

* Ok, dear!” " _—

Mr. Twigg gave it up for the presont. .

Aior bicakfast, he talled Tubb, aside.

““You are the eldest boy in the Form, Tubb,” he said. "I
think T may ask you to take some little trouble with Williams,
Vou can see that he has hed no advantages of training, and
his mannors—shem—leave much to be desired. May 1 rely
upon you to show him, in a good-natured way, the usages that
he should become acquainted with.”

Tubb looked a little green.  He had been thinking out
various plans of rngimg Williams, and to be thus_put upen
his honotir to treat him well was & littlo trying. But Tubb

nly fellow at heart, and he played up nobly.
es, sir,” he said. ' Tl do my best, sir."”
“Thank you, Tubb. It would

art.
P nd Tubb did do his best, and, as & matter of fact, he pulled
very well with Billy. For Biily did not crow in the least
about hnvln{uhnkc Tubb; indecd, ho seemed to have for-
gottea all about that little incident. Ha treated Tubb with
re! as -a fellow who knew more than he did, and his
admiration for Tubb, which was evidently quite sincere, quito
won_Tubb's heart.
“He's not = bad little beast,” Tubb confided to Paget.
Tee MaGrET LIBRARY,—Ni
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“Look here, I'm jolly well going to stand by that kid, so
nono of your rot, you know."

Paget stared.

My rot!” he repeated. * Your rot, you mean. I stood
up for the young beggar from the beginning.”

*Oh, don't argue, for goodness’ sake! said Tubb. I
mean what T sa{', and I'm not going to see that kid put upon
simply because he's had bad luck to start with.”

Paget grinned, and said no more. He had taken a likin,
:.o Billy himself, and he was glad to see Tubb come round,
oo, In

"In his own Form, thero was peace and friendship for
the little waif who had found so unexpected an ssylim in
Gregfriars. Ono black cloud loomed upon his horizon—Bol-
sover, the bully of the Remove. And Bolsover was a very
peinful thorn in the side of Williams, of the Third !

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
News for Bolsover.

" 4o ¥ Jovel” i
B Sernon-Smith looked up quickly. Ha was sitting
in Bolsover's armchair, emoking & cigarctie—a littla
" 'habit the Bounder of Greyirinrs had. Bolsover was
sitting on the edge of the table, randing & leiter from his
father. *The Remavo bully Tad opemed the letier with 3
growl, and the remark that it probably contained some more

[stiallallallalinlle il lallalla ol jul {al jalinal jal sl el {o]
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“rot' about the tkid" whom his father had sent to Grey
friars. But there was to mention of Billy Williams in
letter, and what it contained evidently had a softeni ff:
upon the hard, eynical bully of the Remove, Vernon
was surprised fo see that Bolsover's face was marked with a
strange emotion as he uttered the ¢jaculation and lowercd the
letter he bad been reading. B
“By Jove!" repested Bolsover.
Vews?'" asked Vernon-Smith.

New:
“ Vs -
“ More ragged kids coming to Greyfriars?” nasked .the
Bounder, with a grin. g

Bolsover shook his head.

““Noj it’s not about that. The pater doesn’t mention that
young whelp all. Perhaps he understands by this time
that I don’t I 1"

13
ke

e he did,” he remarked.
m and tells him how you get on.

o, he doesn’t,” said Bolsover. "1 thought that he
would., But if he did; my father would write to me about
it, and rag me on the subject. The kid doesn’t scem to bave
said_a word.”

“'Hang it all,” said the Bounder, * that's decont of him,
you know! You've been piling on to him for tho past weel,
and he must know that he could get you into trouble with
vour father if he told about you. He's not a sneak, at all
events."” y

1
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““Oh, hang him!” said Bolsovar
“Certainly | But as I said—"

“ For goodness’ sake get off that subject!" said Bolsover,
going to champ rotten pauper,

@

the Boundsr, with a
subject drop. with

shrug of the shoulders.
pl«.:.nﬁuw avo a cigarette?”

Turning over a new leaf?” sneered Vernon-Smith.
Vo, confonnd_you! There's some jolly queor news in

“No,

this letter,” said Dolsover.
“Go abead, if you want to tell me!"

yawnin

aid Vernon-Smith,
term?
Verroa-Smith made an effort to remember,

“You told me s lot of things,” he said at last

Bolsover frowned.

“1 mnean, about my young brother who was lost when he
was a kid—stolen by somebody—gipsies, it was supposed.”

“Oh, yos; I remamber.”

* You remember I said that tha dotectives were still ot
work, and that they wera leading my [ather on to supposs
that they were on the track?”

wofing him, of course?"

" Well, I thought s0,” said Bolsover slowly. “I thought it
was only & dodge of theirs to get money out of the pate
‘ou know what detectives arc. But it seers not.”

Vernon-Smith looked intercsted at lust

** You den’t mean, to say there's ne " he exclaimed.

My pater says 50, said Bolsover, locking at the letter
again. * Ho says that he's baon feeling very Lopeful about
it, and that a strange chance has brought him in contact with
mmaona n"hnm the detectives hnd been trying to find.”

" Queer 1" d

8.
‘X;?’u remember what I was telling you the first day of she
m

“VYes; and he says it's almost certain now, but he will
have complete proof in n few days. Ho believes thet iny
young brother 'is fourd; but he won't say any more at
present, in case it turns out to be a mistake. He's been fed
up on hopes before, you know ts of tim=s he's thought he
\\‘?l.! near getting young Hubert back, and it's turned out a
sell.”

“Yes, I suppose so.
said the Bounder slawly
Lave you?!”
“No. I had cze, who died.” Bolsover's facc was vory
snd there was & soft light in his eyes. "By Jove,
d ubert could be found. It's

It wiil be quesr if they fnd him,"
“You baven't any other brothars,

grinned.
g Like the begglr-kidk
harity bomes, I should thi
z ‘ike that kid in the Third.”
ver started.
What do you mean?"” he exclaimed
k of my brother like that !"
Well, if he's lived nmong Heggars and thioves, T suppose
they haven't brought him up like » giddy hishop '™ snid the
under. *“ Most  likely they've brought mm up to be &
beggar or athiel. It will be jolly food uck it ha tarns
out to be a chap as decent as young Williains, I should say,”
* Oh, shut up !" said Dolsover
rose and yawned, and threw the stump of
o into the fire.” He cromed to the window, and
to the windy Close
* There's the young boundor I he exclnimizd.
. Balsover joined him at the window. Billy could be seen
in the Closs, punting a footer about with Paget and Tubb
and & cyowd of the .
Bolsover scowled. -He thrust the lo
Whatever soft feelings it had mwakened
gane row, as ho looked upon the boy he

Queer how he seems to get on wit
L

v pater takes up and
he replied. * Bome.

“ How darc you

o his packet.
5 breast were

b

s fi we ! said

said Bolsover.

Vernon-Smith grinned, and quitted the study. Bolsover
remained at the window, looking d n the shonring
fags, for some minutes. 'His face was dark and scowling
Billy's success at Greyfriars was, as it w the last straw.
I the boy had been universally hatzd and set upen, Bolsover
might bave let him alone. But *he fact that Billy was
frowing to bo quite at homa st the schaol, aud that his
Form had taken to him kindly, < to Bolsover Lke a
new wrang to himself. )

He gritted his teeth as he looked

(Continued on page 19,
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GREAT  NATIONS
OF HISTORY.

By Eugen Sandow.
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Every boy knows that in all periods of the world's history
there ha: en cortain notions which have been so superior
hbours that they have earned the title of “ Great

Nal

ns.
Did you ever troubls to think why one nation out of many
should come Fo tho frout and rulg the world for o timo?
The problem is very interesting, and ‘the boy who thinks
about it will find it by no means & * dry " subject.

More than that, 1 promise that he will find tho result
interesting to himaclf personally, for reasons whieh I will
presently show. e Bk

Every boy should read histors. I know some Boys look
upon it as & “school ** subject, and avoid it accordingly, but
in reality there is nothing more profitable to read than
history. "Not only the history of im” own country, but the
history of other countries, too. There is a lot to be gained,
and, apart from tho interest and value of the subject, a
knowledge of histary will prove useful to you throughout Ii

The Greaks, the Romans, the Vikings, the Spaniards,
French, and the English have each in turn been masters of
the world. Flow did they attain their power, snd why did
the Brat five nations lose it? )

In every caso we find the nation which rosc to power was
one which devoted great care to the culture of physical
strength and health, and that loss of power always followed
when this treining of the body was neglected, nnd easy,
luxurious living was adopted. L

Now England is the warld-wide power, and it is evory
true English boy's hope that she will remain so; but whether
she does or not depends upon the interest which you boys—
the coming manhood of this great Empire—take in your
health, strength, and fitness.

make yourselves strong, able men, worthy of the
wonderful British Empire, the future of which is in_your
hands, No boy that takes a prida in the name of *Briton
can afford to be careless about himself; ha must do his best
to make himself healthy, strong, and successful.

Health and Strength aro so greatly depondent upon f_yod
that my fesc pieco of advice fo any boy is * Faed wisely.

oo that your food is of the right kind;
impartant.
void foods and beverages that are useless to your body;

EERERES

&

i

this is all-

rofer those which will help you to be well and strong.
Eom is admirably suited to the needs of you growing lads,
and my ne Hezlth and Strength Cocoa ' (of which you

w
onn now obtuin wonderful valuo in a 3d. packet) is a perfestod
form of ‘this wondorful brain nd—hodg balder, which 15
being drunk by, hundreds of thousands of young fellows.

I know the value of Cocoa as & help to physical develop-
mont, becauso 1 used it when I was a young fellow, ond
found it wonderfully useful to me. That is why I advise you
pow to drink ** Health and Streugil Cocon ™ rogulatly for
breakfast, ten, and supper. I know ever; el yau
onward to vigorous, splendid manhood, becauso every drop
of this delicious food-drink helps to build healthy tissue,
strong bone, active brain, and steady nerves.

My “Health and Strength Cocoa” is more nubritious,
mora digestible, and far more delicious to tho tnste then any
cocoa youl have ever tried before.

There is no other breakfast beverage which gives you so
much nutriment for your body and your brain and nerves as
my “Health and Btrength Cocon." i

The Cocoa will furnish your system with the rich materials
for growth and muscular davelopment, will feed the tissue of
your brain, and help you lay the foundation of success
by assisting you to sound health and manly strength.

73d. is the prico of a full-weight quartor-pound tin of this
dellcious, whalesome, and nourishing cocos, and 74d. cannot
be spent to better adventage in any other direction.

All Grocars, Chemists, Provision Dealers, and Storos sell
Sandow's ©* Health and Strength C in 2d. paokets, and
in ilb., 4lb., and Llb. tins, at 73d., Is. 3d., and 2s. 6d.; but if
you bave the least difficulty in obtainin, FOU CAN SECUTa A
supply direct and post free by sending ﬁu coessaTy amount
to Mr. Eucen Sandow, Elephant and Castle, London, S.E.

in this week's " GEM " Library.
Now on Bale. Price One ann.‘-;.
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Th? wind caug!

ot hei'amuuhugi ot
cse. Billy had lkicke
the and it bad swept on the wind right for the ent:

of t.hb;%cbonl Hoase. At the same mnmeant. Vov'ringa!l:,nu?l.uhc:
algi'hﬁ.'cme ou

* u By George, I'll take him down
* There was a sidden yell in the

_ The whizzing football caught the captain of Greyfriars on

the chest, and he slipped on the School House steps, and sat

dq[wn quite suddenly.
n a moment fags were secattering. Billy stood

ﬁimde‘d,wh?igu ¥ fun o to tell Wingfta ho was sOrry.

captain of Greyiriars jumped up, red with anger.

o that s e soared, . UPr Ted vith sng

“ I'm sorry, guv'zor,” seid Billy.

Wingate stared at him.

“Did you kick that ball at me, Williams 1"

“1 dig n'¢ ﬁo for to do it, guv'nor,” said Billy.

“Don't call me guv'zor " snapped Wingate. ¥ Call me

by":}?' name, if you must call me anything
‘oS,

“ And don't call ir, " 1
A et onll e st ponid ass!” growled the

‘ No, sir—] mean, Wingste!" stammered Billy. *I—I'm
¥y m—Wlng LI dida't go for to kick the ball at you.

:Apd'.llh:e;:}-k;‘é"g\'.n said Wingate. ‘' It's all right.”
Billy picked.up the ball, and started it with a drop-kick,
and ran after the scattered fags.

Bolsover olenched his hands.
* - ‘He had been expecting to sec the Greyfriars captain box
Billy's ears right and left, but it had not happened. Billy's

luek had held good again. How was it that the street-arab
had such Iuck?

“Let him wait a bit, that's ell!” muttered Bolsover
savagely.

And he turned away from the window.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Intellectual Feast.

u ¥ dear Williams—" )
It was Alonzo Todd who spoke. The Duffer of
Greylriars was wearing his mos: benevolent waile
The Third had just come qut of their class-room,
after sohool, and the Dufler of Greyfriars had waylaid Bill
e tapped the new ag on the ehoulder, with

“Ullo " seid Billy.
ar Williams, would you care to coma to my

“ My de

sludé?" asked Todd, with a beaming smile.
““Goin' to 'ave a feed " asked Billy. Billy had already
to appreciate feeds in the Remove studies. He had

learned
been d guest of the chums of the Remove several times
already, in the course of his first week at Greyfriars.

Tadd coughed., )
“Well, no,” he replied.
of the word, Williams; but

your nature.’”’
Billy looked puzzled.
“Oh!" he said

““Not a feed in the vulgar sensc
a feed for the intellectual side of

The fact it, my dear me, that I have determinad to
end you and help you,” said Alonzo Todd. *That, I
o sure, is whai my Uncle Benjamin would recommend
under the circumstances. I am going to improve you,
Williams.? K

*Qh!” said Billy again,

“ You have heard, of course, of the potato 1 said Todd.

* The tater 1" repeated Billy. 2

“H'm! The potato! A volume my Uncle Benjamin has
presented to me contains a history cf that valuable vegetable,
and o full description of ifs growth and progress, {rom the
seed eiul_t.be saucepan.” .

“ Tt would improve your mind very much, I think, if I
were to rend you a few chapters,” said Todd impressively.
“QOh!" gaid Bill

“In fact, I am
“ Will you pray come Lo iy stud

Billy cast o glance a.lo:l%w the open doorway, and then
meekly nodded his head. He knew that Alonzo meant to be
kind. and he was & grateful little fellow,

“Thenk you werry much, sir,” he said

“ Not st all,” said Todd.
a plensure, to0. I am sure that my Uncle Benjamin woul
approve of the trouble I am taking on your account, my
dear Williams. Pray follow me.”

Billy followed Alonzo into his study. Todd waved his
hand towards the armechair.

“8it down, my dear Williams.”

Billy sat down, There was a cheerful firc in the study.

cﬂtermine_il to improve you!" said Alonzo.
HH

That was something, and Bill{ put his feet upon the fender
ind settled himself down comfortably. Todd sat down, end
opened his big and blinked at Billy.
® MAGRET B
NEXT__ -

TUESDAY:

ir,” he said..
‘Tt is my duty, and I mey say
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place, my dear Williams, the sced i planted

_ “In the first
in the groun
“ Vessir," said Billy.
*In the second place——'""
The study door opened, and a fat face adorned with big
Epectacics fooked in. It was the other and more famons
B\]ldy-—williml George Bunter, And he blinked round the

study through his spectacles, with an expectant
“1 eay, you fellows—-""
My r Bunter—" .
“Ogilvy said there was a_feed on in this study,” said

Bunter, blinking at Todd. * He said you were giving young
Williams, of the Third, o treat.”

med.
“8Bo I am, :"f dear Bunter, so I am!” he excluimed.
“ Ogilvy was perfectly right. You are welcome to share the
treat I have for Williams, if you like.” :

“I'm on " said Bunter promptly.

And he came into the study.

Hdont mind helping with the cooking,” he remarked.
“I'm & jolly good_cook, you know. 1 used io do all the
cooking in Study No. 1 béfore I parted with those fallows.
They grew so selfish I couldn't stand 'em. What is there to

¥

' Nothing, my dear Bunter.”

“ Nothing to cock!” said Bunter, with a disappointed
look. * O, it's a cold collation, then! Well, I don't mind.
E"\flex all, hem and beef are oll right cold. Is it ham end

eef 1"

“ Cortainly not! You see—" .

« Well, a cake is all right,” said Bunter. *I'm not the
kind of ¢hap to turn up my nose ut a cako, so long as there’s
enough of it. Is it a cake?"”

“Oh, no! You see—""

“ Jamtarts

¢ Not at all. It is—""

“ Doughnuts 1"

“I'm sorry there are no doughnuts, Bunter.
nothing to eut b all.—"

Bunter stored. , .

¥ on don't mean to siy you've asked me in hore only to
drink tes or ginger-pop?”_ he exclaimed. St T'll have
samne of the ginger-pop, ss I'm here. Where is it?"

“ Thers is nothing to drink, my dear Bunter,”” s2id Alonza
mildly. “You see—""

“ Ay only hat!” exclaimed Bunter, exasperated.
“Nothing to eat or drink ! What sort of & blessed feed do
you call i, thon " .

”%h‘?e:“ for the mind, my dear Bunter.

Really, it is

ing to read some chapters nloud fram my Unelo

Story of a Potato,’ " Todd explained.
Jisten, my dear Bunter, and you can
the same time that Williams improves

“1 am
Benjamin's book, * The
“You are welcome to
improve your mind at

is.""

Duffer of Greyfriars. If looks
could have slain, there would heve been a deceased Duffer
in the old school on the spot. Words failed the Owl of the
Hemove. He stamped to the door, and stepped out of the
pessage, and slommed the door after him with a slam that
Tang the whole length of the Remove pessage.

“Doar me!" said Todd, in surprise. * Bunter seemed to
be annoyed shout somothing. - Hove you been saying ans-
thing to spnoy Bunter, my dear Williams "

“Groo 1" seid Williams sleepily.

“Doar me! He is going to sleep!” Todd bent over the
Tittle and ehook him, and Billy Williams opened his
eves again, " Willinms, my dear foliow, I was reading you
e timing chapter of my Uncle Benjsmin's book, *The
Story of a Potato, From the Seed to the SBaucepan.’ "

The fag blinked at him.

“Right-ho !"” he raid.

“In the first place, mny dear Williams,
in the ground—"

L -wewew 1"
do not go to sleep, my dear Williams,” said Todd
“You will improve your mind very extensively
by hearing this masterly exposition of the history of that
very valuable vegetable, the potato, during its progress from
the seed to the sauccpan.”
Orright I murmured Billy.

Billy Bunter locked at the

the seed is planted

Please
_anxjously.

“n

will recommence, my dear Williams,” said Todd.
the first_ place, the seed is planted in the ground.’
And then the Duffer of Greyfriars ran on, and he becamo

so interested in tho entrancing subject that he forgot to
notice whother Billy was asleep or not.
The fag settled himsell more comfortably in the msy-l:ln:‘:Jr,

By FRANK RICHARDS,
Order Early.
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&nd soon a low and steady snoring mingled with the droning
tone';_nl thle roader.

mod Alonzo, as he reached the end of the
Is it not masterly, my dear Williams !

d you care for me to go on with the next chapter,
Wil]iamn?"

Snor

Alonm Todd bent towards Billy. The rna
in tho armchair, with his mouth open, ani

moml
murmured Alonzo. * He certainly appears
to be np This is Indeed very singular.”
Todd shook Billy by the Ihonfder. and the fa
B! as and jumped up. He rubbed his eyes, am

%I have Anished tho Erst chapter, Williams,"
in a tona of mild reproe

“Thank sir " sald Billy.

you, I'm suro.’
T will now aedihis second chapter if you wish."
Billy cxecuted o strategic movement towards the door
*“Thank you werry much!" he stammered. **1—I couldu 3
lhmk of lrouhlmg you so much—1I couldn’t really, sir!" 4
trouble at all, my dear Williams. Dear me, he is

was fast aslesp
snoring away

opened his
blinked at

said Alonzo,

“Tt was werry kind of

nne"' exolnimed Alonzo, staring rathor blankly at_the
, which had closed behind the departing form of Billy
Williams. * Haw vory, ningulur{ Tt was kind of hi e

, but I should have been

to wish to traubl uite
5;. T hind botkor call bim back.
LY

to read to him.
But Billy had d
his head out of th

THB‘FIFTBENTII CHAPTER.
Quite a Fallure,

F}enscd
red by the time Alonzo Todd put

UBB nf the Third came along tha Remove uuge with
B dubious expression upon his fat Paget
was looking stil mure dublou! They

oli.uvn nﬁu

|topped outside Bolsover's study, and looked at one

S I.l wa go in, Tubby

"Wull he nsked us,” nxd Tubb
. “Lot like going into a giddy lion's dan, though," said
Paget. Bleascd :l [ trust Bolsover. What does he want

Pa

“ That —n: only gammon, of course.”

= v. be gammon as far as you'rc concerned,” snid
Tubb ‘I doa't sea why a fellow shouldn't like to have me
to ke

jad Blu-wd lé I ;o. w]:ybl‘:l should !
unizrouring look at Tul

{ho k here, Paget—'"

“ Look here, Tubb—""

The study door opened. Bolsover of the Remove looked
out at the two fags, and both of them backed away instine-
hvely They know Bolsover.

But the lenu bully wore his most gonial and agreeabls
Bmile now. open doorway, Tubb and Paget
‘onught si ht -Im o wull spread,

o After all, Pt g Bolbontrs easthrbe At b hiea

usinoss, and mlly zd a good feed for them?

“You followh are late,” said Bolsover genially, speaking
\%un.s as nE thn fnga hnlnnpfed to the Remove, instead of the

rd Form. *Come in

“Suuy we ro lnts, Balsovor.
{explain that the delay was duc to a long debate whother it
would be sale to venture into Bolsover's study.

¥ Never mind. Come in!"

Bolsover stepped back, and went round the table.
two [ngs entered, So long as the table was betweon them

and the Remave bully, and they were nearest the door, they
!slt that they could make the venture. If Bolsover observed

@ unessiness of his twa guests, he did not show it.

. He lifted the teapot from the grate, and stood it upon the
tray. There was no one else in the study; Tubb an Paget
iwere Bolsover's only guests. Considering the lml.llnes- of
‘tho party, Bolsover had certainly provided good fecd.
’I‘here were ham, and hard-boiled egs, and cake, and jum,
‘and tarts, and meringuos, and donghnuts. The Ing's eyes
glistoned as they looked over the festive board. It was but
ol ldom that fug: of the Third had access to a lpruud like

"s.t dow: id Bolsorer hospitably
Paget ami Tuhh exchangad glances lgl]n, and sat down.

" said Paget, with a most

said Tubb, not caring i

The
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tea by the Bully of the Remove in his study, in the most
h ble manner, they would hus langhed &t the idea.
as no droam. The tea wi e ham was real,
lhs tarts were real, and Boimnr’n hmpmblu amiloa were
inlmnlly real.
Tuck 1n," slui Bnlundvs;-f

Paget was a guod second. Paget could not
that the affeir would end in a row of soma
¢ he saw the wmio of pating as much a3 possible
bcfuru hu had to
“Like t}w ham P uked Bolaovnr hndly
““Rip, ' said b.
s ’Nu augur in your tes, P
“I'll have annl.hnr lump, thlnh " uld Paget.
“ There you
Bnlmvar bsgo\n to eat, too; but it was clear, from his
thoughtful expression, that he was thinking of somothing
else iendu the tes. Paget and Tubb, too, could see that he
had something in his mind, and that he had not invited them’
to | lhl stud solely for the purpose of seeing them eat.
Now fellow in your Form this term?" said Bolsove: er

“Yes. Young kxtry Special,” griuned Tubb. Ham,

ploase.’”

“‘ Halp yourself, ']'ul:b old man!"

““ Thanks; I will." y

**Rotten cheek, that wholp coming to a school like Grey-
riars,” said Bolsover.

"an t it your pater sant him ?"* said Paget.

“Yoa; he's wormed it out of my pater, you see. He's o
cunning young scoundrel,” said Bolsover. ''My pater’s a
tender-hearted old chap, uud people %al things out of him. :

““Not like - you, is hz-. olsover ! said - = Bubls

innocently.
Bolsover glared for o moment.
hink all the decent fellaws in the school are rullv e
treet cad in the place,” he said, after
feelings.

 having &
a pause to cuntrol‘
“Think so?"" sai

“ Oh, I'm sure o o ham, Paget!”
- Nn, thanks. I'l ll lry the hrla
s Plasan do.

"I suppoae the Third don't like huvmg a strest arab in
ll)e Form " Bolsover hinted, after a paus 22
Woll, some of them wero m.t¥l at ﬁrs(, said Tubb. “1T
was. But they've gnt over i
“But lk can't be ni
h, I don’t knuwl Pass the tarts, Paget, you young
pig! You don’t want to scoff them all, do you ?"""said Tubl

warmly
“E’lsnl. here,” said Bolsover. ' Hav many es vo't
like. T should be glad if you cliaps e drop in to tou

with me often.”
“Good eg I" said Tubb. *“We will. Can’t you get
chaps of the Remove to come in to tea, Bolsover?”

Bolsover nearly choked. Either Tubb was very tactless,
or clse o was paying oi old soores against the Remove bully
in & very subtle way. Bolsover decided to ignore tho
remark. He did not want to quarrel with the fags after the
troubls he had taken, though, reslly, Tubb was dangerSusly
nnli at that moment to going out of the study”“on his
n

“I like cheerful kids in hote." aid Bolsover. ' Bu,

eaking of iams— his name is not reails
Willianta—be's some beggars bral without & name st sl as
& matter of fact.”

“T suppnse he can’t help that,” said Paget.

1 dignt say ho could,” replied Balsover, glaring. * But
you'll admit that Greyfriars isn't the placa iclr him, and it's
an insult to the Third Form to puf him in it?

“ Mgy be." said Paget. “I wonder, though, whather per-
haps t‘} Head knows best. Look here, Tubb, lot me bave
some of those r]oughnul.s‘ you pig!"

ere, Paget—

“ [ 1 jolly well

Here you ar

snid Bolsover. ' Speaking of Wil-

" said Paget. “Thoy're

jolly good. That chap Tul regular glutton for dough-

puts. He scoffed a lot of mine in class this morning——""
“You gave them to me!" said Tubb warmly.

meant you to take one or two, not the whole blessed

lot I said Paget. “It was just like you, Tubby, to scoff the

Tole b
"\ Ty wers rotten stale, anyhow !* said Tubb.
I—

i
'1“'? was speaking of do

‘They did not understand it. If anj! told them an said Bolsover. “Now, look hero, I've been
hour bofore that they would be entmnmnd to a sumptuons ll.u..kmg orer Ih-s matter—""
E Migwer L:n.u. ‘! ‘ _— i
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Abont the dcaghnuts?” asked Paget mnnl:enliy
e g reiag ws) " Ahem f Noi  about young 1715}'33:7 The “ INagnet” l
“0 Williame daid Pagot o Puss the ) LIBRAEE:
T“ﬁe@{t m,vt‘:_i!:: T;;mo‘\::'h;u Jouw'se goivg 0 make . ian, and -Bolsover rushed to the door after them. THe
“ Look bere, Peget—"" fags were going down the stairs at top speed, sliding on the
T think the Third ought to make a set against having a banisters, and they vanished in a second. ver rushed

gl.r!, cad lite young Williams thrust upon them,” said
hat do you fellows think 1"
uh lnd Tubb exchanged a wink. If Bolsover had been
n lst & keener. be would have seen whot they thought. They
perfecily well why Bolsover had invited them to
hus -tudy‘ amd why he was etnndmg them an expensive fe
He wanted to maks mem back up ageinst the boy he de.
—a thing whick 'I had not the slightest intention of
doing. Even if they had bitterly resen Billy's presence
in tha Third Form, ther would ot have played Bolsover's
“game for hi Th?v disliked the Bully of the Remove far
more than I,hef could ever possibly have di:hk!d Williams.

But um steal thy glmee ubb ard Paget exchanged said, as
plainly iﬂ uld eay, that thera was no need to dis-
eppoint Bolsover untll the end of the feed. If there was to
bet‘ﬁmw' it was better to finish the meringues and dough-
nuts firat.

“It's an m:u'lt to Gregiriars, snd an insult to the Third
Form especially,” said Bolsover. *1 think you ought to look
af it in that v§h'. If you choose to tlke any ste a to get
¥id of young Willisams, you can depend on me you
H. Look here, why don’t you rag lim G Bers ok of the

ace

h!m I” w ge

“Hmi" ..d Tuh E Pm the jam I

Bolsover passed the

u fellows twk bha lead, the rest of the Third would
on follow,” Bolsover remarked. * Den’t you think

o Yca rather,” said Tubb emphatically. *I'd like to sec
tlﬁe chap in the Third who'd refuse to l'ollow my lead, that's

“T would " said Paget.

“T'd punch your head if you did,” said Tubb.

“%ﬂm_ to aea ou do replied Paget.

“ Try the czks, said Bolsover, pouring oil on the troubled
waters, as it were, ' You two fellows ought to stand to-
gether, and the Third would follow gnu like sheep. You've
only got to make up your xrunds it, end you could make
Eoim Willinms so sick of the plwce that he'd be glad to

alt.”

“T ghouldn't wonder."

' -y
“T suppose we could,” said Tubb, slipping doughnuts and

biscuits into his pockets. ‘I suppose you don't mind if I

take & few of these with me, Bolsover, old man.

" t all,” said Bolsover. ‘' Now, aboul, young Wil-

lam!

’___.
*He's all right,” said Tubb, having finished his tea.
“You see, I've utlmr taken the chap up, and I can’t treat

Jnm &5 you sug
* Wh 1 demlur]ed Bolsover, glowering.
" caddi for ‘one thmg,

said Tubb,

Ealsover contained his temper with an effort.
*1 should back you up all the line,” he said. * And
—and if you kids wero in want of pocket-money at any time,
T've always got & little zn lend.”
* Very kind of you, I'm sure!” said Paget disdainfully.

“* You could mn]m ‘Williams feel that life wasn't worth living
in the Third, Tubb. You could bother him with his lessons
in class, mrl i him in the dorm:

** Thad bo pretty rotten, wuuldn‘t it?” said Tubb.

Bolsover tumed erimson.

““What " he roared.

1 mean, it would be beastly caddish.”

“®h, Bolsover doesn't understand these things!” said
Psget loftily. * He doeen't understand g fellow having a

8 of honuur, or anything of that sart.”
e, T suppose not " agreed Tubb thoughtfully.

Bolsover could stand no more

“You young cads!”_he roared, jumping up. ** I'll—""

Tubb and Paget made a wild spring for the door. Tubb's
chair went sprawling over the rug, and Paget's teacup was
knocked over along the table. Paget tore the door open
Rolsover came round th» table at o rush, and stumbled over
Tubb’s chair, and fell with a heavy bump on the carpet, and

"Bhﬂed if T'll coms to tea with you sgain, Bolsover!"

mnd Tubb, looking back from the doorway .as the burly
ovite rolled over. *Blessed if I like your table manners.
i?“’ T Moo
e hl

]',]" seid Plig
Bdsﬂvar ecram! §et and Tubb fed down the
’I‘ns M.nanrr LIBm‘r — 208.
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e passage, and pluleﬂ The fags would be safe in
their Form-room long before he could rench them, he knew

that The Remove bully returned to his study, grinding his

teet

Hif latest move against Bllly, planned as it had been with
reats cunning, had been a dismal failure, and be had the
additional satisfaction of knomng that he had n feed
to the fags, who had been i ing in their sleeves at him ull
the time, and who were doubtless now retailing the whele
affair ta the rest of the Third Form, to the accompaniment
roars of laughter at Bolsover's expense.  Which was not
;ezy m:i:e for Bolsover; but undoubtedly quite as nice as Lo
eserve:

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
In the Hands of the Bully.

" H, crumbs!™
Bmy uttered the EJll:uhlmn in_disma; v
ool was over for that day, and Billy one 1
to the box-room in search of a cricket-bat, with whicl
Paget had offered to instruct h:m in the elements of batiing—
the Third Form-room_answering the purpose of a cricket-
pitch for the nencs B lI hud never played ecricket, but le
was en, or the time when the summer
gume .ﬁwm start 2t Gm Trrints, hod b bad guie dherlly
up to_the box-reom to lock for Paget’s old bat e had
lighted u\e gas in the box room, and was looking round when
lsover came in
Billy swung round, and facsd the huﬁ[vl of the Remove.
There was a cruel grin on the Remove b ryn face. Facin,
Billy, he closed the door behind him, keeping his eyes fixe
upon the fag, veri much in the manner of .2 snake glaring
upon some terrified animal whom it was about to devour.
“ Crumbs 1" murmured Billy, in d.:l:ly.
o l‘u caught you, you youn said Bolsover.
zin't done nothing " said %v
“You cadging young rotter! You've wormed. a great
deal out of my pater!” said Bolsover.  Ydu'vo sneaks
into a school where you've no right, and my pater's paFing
fog you. Il you had any decency, you'd get out.’
‘* Crumbs !
T've been lnol.mg for & chance like this for a long time,

oung sweep

Iy]rnow you nve Master Peroy,” said poor Billy. " Look
"ore, don't yﬂu go for to "it me. i ain't done pothin' 1"

“I'm going to lick you,” said Bolsover, his eyes gleam-

ing with oruslty. * I'i going to thrash you within an jach

of your

“ And l'll give you the same again and agwin, il you
et out of Greylriars,” said Balsover, ‘' Do you understand?
E{en re not going to stay in this sohool. 1 won't have you

re.’ :
“1 can't 'elp it Mr. Bolsover, 'e sent me 'ere, waid
“1 didn’t go for to ask him for to do it Mmh:r
"

““You wormed it qut of him, you rolten heg ur 1
uy d|dn t, really, Master Percy! And olsover, ‘e
said bo me that Master Percy would 'elp me on ‘ere, and

look arter me!” sn\d Billy.

won't, l,hun "
K ’I‘hen Tll make you wish you'd mever been Lorn—I'lL
mnke yuur life o burden to you while you stay here,” said

Ellb dld not veply.  Ho stood walching the big bully,
kespinig one cge past fim oz the door, He was watching for
ance to ge and escupe. But thers was no chance.
Bolwver remhmi out behind him and locked the door and

took out the
SOt the K e Remove bully langhed | grinly os he
wnu:hed the ex ression_upon the fag's ﬂarm&y face.
"ere, Ehuter emy—" said Bil l{1 i
Bolam or put the key in his pocket. e ndvuneed upon
the fag. Eilly tried to dodge, md. lturnblerl over a box, and
the next moment was in i e powerful grip of the Remova
bully. Bolsover had » walki cm: |n is han
oW, you young ci n{ for the Imkmg of your
life,” he said between 5

B, 'RANK RICHARDS.
7 rios Havty, Do
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“'Elp1" shouted Billy desperatels.
Bejsover luughed Hwh 3 i
ou can yell as much as you Lke,"” he eaid. * Nobody's
. Ikely to hearyou, heresr = ! :
He twisted the fag over a trunk with an iron grip on the
iback of his collar, and the cane rose and fell with cruel

o
iliy gave & wild yall
~oh, 5, e
Losh, lash, Jash!

O, oh,'oh! 'Elp, slpp*

Lash, |
. Bolsover had promised th Iad the licki i i
and ceriainly Billy receirod bt than. The Tind of s lite.
fiogged & delin

dent in his study, with the deadly f
persistence wh:qnh Bolsover l_huw’sd in thmshi:; t{ng nl:?i. \':ﬂg
ad never offended him willingly. who had come 10
Glﬁ:[nau prepared to look up to him in every way.
Oh, Master Pergy, don't!"
Lash, lash, lash!
Ow!l Oh! 'ElpI”

Billy’s struggles grew weaker. He
L%:e hands of the powerful "junior. There came a s at
the door, and a sharp knocking. Bolsover pansed for &
mﬂnﬁﬂfﬁn ;};rm.l Paget’s voice rang through the door.

] w 1o i
Whats That o “.:5“ ,:‘,'? you going to be getting that bat?
It's over I

« O

Lash, lash, lash|

gl )

El{g@l hammered on the door.

pen this door, Bolsover, you bully! Lst Williams
.

a

Was a5 an i

‘Open this door, you cad
ear off, or I'll come and give ¥ou some of the same
medio sai lsaver
+ Lash, lash!
Open the door ! ghrieked Paget.

_m? . geb away !
@ cane ded still  Paget h 1 L r
and velled throtgh tho Kayhle - on the doer
s QBL?C‘J}' ﬂfm‘ open the door. Bolsover. I'll go and call
¥ Rata " -
Right, thea—"" Paget's foet wore heard on the stairs,

and Bolsaver stopped, his face changing colour,
what would happen to him if his
upon the scene.

after Paget.
“It's all

He knew
orm-master were callad
He unlocked the box-room door and shouted

cry -
bas the cowardly brute been doing?"
s exclaimed Bolsover furiously,
aced him with blazing eyes.
Don't_touch me, you ocownrd!” he_bellowed. * Billy,
et up' You're coming to Mr. Twigg! He's going to know
wl};t the l:{ru:&'s done! Come on!’
e scized the now fay i
1Tl mined. g by the arm, and tried to drag him
Balsover turned quite pale.
!"So you are' going to sneak, you young cad!" he
i?mw between Fis tepth, more scared now a’im.; o cared lo
** Bneaking or not, Mr. Twigg's geing to know what you've
done,” said Puget. ‘.Come on, Billy: 1' f2
Bl resisted.g illy; T'Il help you!
: Don't, Paget, old man! I ain’t goin'!"
L You fnuat " shouted Fager " o shailr
I ain’t go sneak. ‘E's a brute, but I ain’t going to
tell” ‘said Bitly. * FBoiy you Yol e, Banen ™, 40iz8 to
urts all over "
Come and show Twigg."
I won't "
Billy evidently meant what he said. He was writhin
twisting with pain. but his brave little heart was lo:
would not tell tales. Bolsover drew a breath of rel
pasied out of the box-reom. He could sco that Billy
he said, and that he was in no danger of boing bo-
In the box-room Billy moaned in & low tone; the
poin was cruel. and Paget raged. lsover descended the
stairs, and with a scowl upon his brow walked into the
Remove passage.
** Bolsover !’
It was Harry Wharton's voice
Bolsover gave him a savage look.
Txe Maansr Lmnut.—%n. 206.

** You must,

For the moment he
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thought that Harry knew of the cruel scene in the box-room,
and intended to call him to secount for it.
* Well 7" growled Bolsover, clenching his hands.
ton looked at him in surprise.
id. “T only called to you o tell

Whari
“‘It’s all right, [

My father
“Yes,” said Harry, in wonder, * that's all.”
i—I didn't expect him to-day,” muttered -Bolsover,
“‘ Where is he? Thanks for telling me. Is he in my study?
“Yes; he's waiting for you there.” = N
Bolsover walked away to his study, his heart beating with
d come—at that moment, of all
others! Was there ever such rotten luck? Mr.
would be certai ask to ses Bi}]i while he was ore,
there was no doubt about that. And he would find him—sa!
ind him white and weak, and almost fainting with pain,
and would learn who had inflicted that cruel punishment,
No_wonder Bolsover's face was dark and his heart thumped
as he walked towards his study to meet his father.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
His Brolllér.r

ERGY! My dea boy|” s

M:. Bolsover had been sitting in the armchair in

the study while he waited for his son. He rosa to

is fost as Bolsover entered, and came towards him

50 quickly oud so eagerly that he looked like & young man
again.

He did not notica the hesitation in his son's manner. He

was evidently occupied by thoughts that moved him strongly.

Y B te

Hallo, dad 1" 3
* My dear Percy, I have news for you,” said Mr. Bolsover,

his voice trembling, & took both his son's hands in
his own. “Can you guess?"

Bolsover shook his head.

**No," he replied. E

"'It's about Hubert.”

“Hubert ?" said Bolsover, looking interested now. * ¥ou
wrote mo the other day—" - .
“‘ That the search showed every sign of ending in success,
said Mr. Bolsover. “T wrote you as I had learned,. Percy,
from the men I have employ They were on the track at

t, and & strange chance—or, rather, a mercy of Providence
—placed the boy in my hands for whom they had becn
searching.”

“ \What jolly good luck!" said Bolsover.

““ Yes, inderd. You understand, the clues had been followed
up to a certain point, and there all had ended. The people
in whose charge the boy had been had d;nxp_&aredﬂna of
them had necessity to_escape the poli it was certain
that they had changed their names,. and hidden themselves
somewheére in the heart of the slums of the metropolis, and
from that point all trace was lost. .But I found the boy by
chence, and From him T learned enough to raise my hopes,
and he could tell me enongh to enable my men to wor
%::l:kward.a, &8 it were, to the point where the trail had kecn
ost. "

Bolsover started. - 3

“One of the kids you've picked ug and sent to charity
homes, do you mean, dad?" he asked.

et

“It's jolly queer!” said Bolsover, .

“T think it is & rewsrd for my having me? to help the
oor and unfriended,” said Mr. Bolsover. “In.my. scarch
or_poor Hubert I have been able to relieve a groat deal of
suffering.” 3

Bolsover was. silent. - 2 T

“When I first saw the boy I am speaking of,”" said Mr.
over, I was struck by something in his looks.”
That's happened before, dad, you've told me.”

Mr. Bolsover nedded, with a faint smile.

*"Yes, Percy; I have often allowed my hopes to lead me
astray.  But in this cose I think ‘it was really o natural
instinct that helped me. He has oyes the same colour as.
poor mother's, and very like hers. He wos always like
inother, the dear lad. And from what I learned from him,
Percy, I was almost certain that he was the boy; but I soid
nothing to him. He knew nutlgmshgl his parents, nothing of

i in, and I would not raise his hopes. But now all is

lished.
m joily glad, father 1 - ) ‘
¥nésw ou would be” said Mr. Bolsover, with a guiver

in his voice. “ You will have your brother again now.
“What is he like, dad?”
“Poor and uneducated, of course, but a fins fellow—a

Uy fine little fellow, eager to learn, emger to get on,
e e Bolsaver: s bog_ T thiak, of whom wo shull both
have resson to be proud, Percy.

n thls week's * GEM " Library.
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"'rm: a Jol_v good thing] Have you told him yet?”
"%t G:v\-fnmi‘ exclaimed Bolsover, with a start.
es.”
“YDu :e b ht him w:th yunl” exclaimed Bolsover.
ere already.
:Bol.-e\ur looked astounde

“I don't understand,” he eaid.
then’ Who u he"

mmt
et T Ear%tud Y don's kizow what you're deiving
s, sid Bolsover, in surpeise. * Wha ia ho, and where 1§

“ Cannot you guess now, Percy, why I sent that bo
we call Wl.nll.lﬂl l.o Greyfriars instead of to a dzl.nby
said_Mr. Bolsov

“ No. I t.houghg it rotten to send him here."

“ Per ey
‘* Well, I did. This isn't the luu for u kid of that class”
said Bnhovm' sulkily. **I shou e said so if you'd asked

cmd My,

“How did he get here,

whom
ome '

" Percy—Percy I Bolsover.  “Cannat
gucas 1"

" Guess what 1"

“ Who this b:g Williams is."

Bolsover stared blankly at hlu father. Like a Bash it came

0 him.
* Father!” he almost shouted.
1 ean—""

you

“You—you don't mean—

Bnll’nur reeled -gunxt the ||.ud§utablc. and gﬂsped at it
for support. His father looked at him with ind smile.
“You are a little overcome, Perr_yr“ }:e said. " Wait
here 1 will bring yeur brother to you.
“Good heavens 7 muttered Bolsover again.

* Compose yourself, my dear lad.'

Mr. Bolsover quitted Bolsover heard his voice
in the passage, inquiring of some of the juniors. He was
asking where Billy Williams was. Bolsover heard him like
one in & dream.

Tt seemed like a dream.

Could it be true?

This boy—this ragged street-arab, whom he had injured,
ccd bullied, and ingtlted, whom only half an hour befors
he had 'hentm cruelly—-eonlrl he be—

“It can't bo!" panted Bolsover.

But he knew thnt it was so. He understeed it all now.
That was why the street waif had been sent to Greyfrinrs.
That was why his father had asked him to be kind to the
little fellow.

An

Lolauver rosned aloud as he thought of it.

What o brute—what & blmd brute he had been! How
‘gruml how cruel he had been to the poor boy! If he had
nown—

He had not known, but what ¢xcuse was that for him?
Vhat excuse *‘u\Jd there be for his cruelty, fm' his I:u.!l)mg.
for_his brutali

cne! He was suffering now the remorse he deserved to

stody door reopened at last. There were tears in
‘s eyes now—tears of shame and regret.
Bolso His eyes were chining,
led little Billy by the hami illy's face was pale, and
e little shivers ran through him every moment. He
was still suffering cruelly from. the punishment he hud
received. But he was keeping a stiff u er lip, and he had
eaid nothing to Mr. Bolsover. That m was evident. The
lzd did not meon to be“‘i his benufutor s son to his bene-
factor, lnd mply Mr. Bolsover's kindness by inflicting that
pain uj What Billy had to endure, IZe could endure
mth ck -nd fortitude.

Sghovur !urnpd towards them. Billy looked at him in
dmazement. What did the bully’s softened face mean? What
tneant the tears that wemmgiutenmg on his eyelashes?

"Pemy, this is gou:

Bolsover felt & choking in the throat.
L\u]e Billy uttered a cry of amazement.

Wot did you eay, eir?”" he exclaimed.

“ My dear, dear lad,” said the old genﬂemm almost Ly

mg dovm. “t}us boy, my son, is your brother.
gir 1"

ver came into the study.

He could not speak.

w ey kmow & dather.” ' said Mr. Bolsovor, * You
:.11 discovered and proved. Billy,

Yes, v
pillye a!el turned upon the bully of the Remove,
“And 'e's my brother]” h

¥ uur :Idpr brother."”
Tue m:«z’r Lisrany.—No.
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T, L
“ Crumbs I

Thu was all Billy could say. Bolaovor burst into a cry.
—I—I'm sorry I he panted * Wiliams—I—L meag
HuhnrH never know—I hndnt an idea! I—I'm sorry.”
Mr. Bolsover looked amazed.
& Eurry " he exc]nmed “What do you mean, Perayl
What have you to be sorry about!”
Bolsover groaned. .
“T've been a brute to him,” he muttered. *I—I hated
hzm beulwbe you sent him here, and—and I've been a brute
m
Bolsover's bmw rew very stern.
Mherer, how sow Ysu—hwwmu]d vout”

d " tears ran_down Bolsover's
cheeks.  “* Hubert, ksd, I‘m sorry, If I'd only known—if
im‘d only told me, father ! But—but xt s not too late now.

show that I'm sorry—Hubert—iny brother!”
His father’s face softened.
“That s enough,” he said. " Let the past be the past;
do not think of it 5 You have found your brother.
Hubert, give him yow
Billy hesitated n mmem, and then held out his hand
!tmky and freely.
'm jolly glad!" he said simply.

It was & nine days’ wender at Gregfriars.

That the little waif of the street should find his father at
all was surprising; but that his f-um- should turn out to
be the rich philanthropist who had resgued him from poverty
was more surprising still. But bhu‘ Btlly Willinms, of the
Third, was the brother of Bolsover, the bully of the Remove,
his bitter enemy ever l:rm! he had come to Greyfriars, was
the most astounding thi

In all the 'siudle: lnd m all the Form-rooms nothmg else

wag talked

Fellows wonr]urﬂl how Belsover would take

Feliover tock 1 very well. The bully of the Remove wad
little liked, but the fellows who liked him least hod to admit
that he was undoubtedly E]Ml to have found his lost brother

ain, even though thst brother had proved to be (b liulo
waif e had been so “down ™ upon.

' The beast mnt !uch e beast after all, yon know,” Bob
remarked in No. 1 Study; and Nol 1 8tudy agreed
with him.

In the Third Form, or Hubert Bolsover, as he was
now called—wus quite & hero. His romantic history ook
the fancy of the fags very much.
if 1 shall ever get used to calling you Bolsover

minor, 71" gaid Tubb. *“But I'm jolly glad of your

oad lncl: Rﬁlhel xuteen h.nvmg' Bolsover of the Remove
or. a major, though, ain't it?

To Tubb’s surpme, Bolsover minor, alins Billy Willizms,

clenched his
an't you go for to say anyihing agin my brother,"
v, “or you and me'll quarral.”
w,u my hat!” ejaculated Tubb. ‘
v brother's all right, and don't you forget it,” said

l

Tubb lsughed.

Al serene ! he replied. ' Perhaps you're right.
way, it's a jolly good thing you think so.”

And after thet the fags were carcful not to sey enything
in Boleorer minor’s hearing to the detriment of Bolsov
major. In spite of all that had passed, the cock of the walk
in the Remove had Une unlmlmg champion, and that champicn
was Belscver's brothes

" said

Any.

THE END.
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“BEYOND THE ETERNAL ICE!”

A Thrilling Story of the Amazing Adventures of Ferrers Lord, Milllonaire, Ching-Lung, and Rupert Thurston,

iy,

By SIDNEARY DREW.

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

When Professor Hugley, the renowned American scientist,
startlos the world by announcing that he is off to find the
North Pole in his wonderful air-craft, the Cloud Kin% there
1 only one man who dares to enter the lists against him on
behall of Great Britain, and that man is Ferrers Lord, the
famous millionaire and inventor. Lord pits his wonderful
submarine, the Lord of the Deep, ngains: the Cloud Kin
in the most amazing race the world has
is tha North Pole, and the prize a m

‘The preliminaries are soon settled. a
accompany each of th
commences,

With Ferrers L

e is appointed to
the great raco

Thurston, and

d are C!

Gan-Waga. an E s accompanied by
Parairn, a = huge negro. Thess
t © colours, and the

i on of ice than Hugley,
to hum, are murdered, and
! of the airship.

1ghra. 28mins., and nde at
ed Shazana, inhabited by &
aad governed by a king named

_the papers certifying that the
irly won are signed. Estebinn
& bitter enemy of the Chinese prince, cap-
g and takes him on board the Cloud King.
d and Gan.Waga set out, separately, bo rescue
m. The three meot in an ico cave, and plap to capture
the crew of the Cloud King. Ferrers Lord and Gan-Waga
s1ay in the cave, and captute four of them, while the fifth,
seeing the fate of his comrades, turns to flee, and finds him-
self looking down a revolver held by Ching-Lung.

(Now go on with the story.)

A Batch of Prisoners!

“Hands up, my darling, and right-nbout-face! Thank
m”ir Quick march!" cried Ching-Lung coolly. =
¥ Naver mind about ‘if,' my son!” chuckled Ching-Lung.

I see gon understand plain Boglish.  Well, go hon, as they
say, and turn out your toss! T wouldn't like to hurt you:
but I'm not used to firearms, I think 1've got the right end
pointed at you. And I read in a book about shooting that
IJ’_VD\.I pull the trigger of a loaded revolver the thing is sure

60 off. I know I shall jump if it does—I always jumy 3f
I hear a bang. Funuy, isa't it? Why, your back view is
;;:.:_ srn znucil_'sl'gtlmr than yqu !raml iew! What pity

ace spoils it o get r

wretched thipl‘\’g will oxplodepr | Flease Fm aurs <ha

“ Hang yox }E

at's naughty !
Ho drove hia prisones Torwang urt
nﬁuthu face of the cliff.

0 you meun to force me over?”

to tlf\? lips,

+Not ot alll Turn to the right! Now halt!”
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don't be rude!”
o was barely a yard

asked the man, white
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Ching-Lung caught the bar and looked down.
“Coo-ee! - Coo-ge "

“Ching-eo!" came Gan-Waga's answer.
“Have you bagged 'em?"
“Four of 'em, my boy," said Ferrers Lord.
He stepped out of the cave and looked up, smiliog.
“And Tve got two mors, I counted wrongly. - I've got

one tied up; this heppy-locking gent is the other. Have you

: ropes?”

“Then send Gan up to truss up this beauty—if he's not
to0 fat to climb. Come on, you grinning hyens, and perform
the natural duties of your tribe-—the monkey tribe!” ;

“‘May be monkey ‘tribe,” chuckled Gon-Waga; “but no
got tails like you! Ha, ka, ha!”

“Come on, candla factory, and don't talk. -

Gan-Waga pressed his feet ngeinst the ice, and, seiziny
the rope, absolutely walked up the face of the cliff, to Ching-
Lung’s intense admiration. is Highness helped him over
the ledge, and patted him on the back. Gan-Waga was
breathless, but his oily face glowed with delight.

""Got no rope, Chingy,” he suid. _ : .

" ¥ou brainless mass of value-oil, how did you arrive
here then? Yank it up, and hack a picce off the end for
the gentleman’s bracelats.’’ .

" Good 'nough!” gurgled Gan-Waga. ‘‘ Net tink ob dat.
Feel happy now. Wot a itnny face

" Well, he doesn’t look as if he liked it, does he? Never
mind his face. He can’t hurt us with that much, unless wo
are silly enough to look at it, my Waga-Waga. Rope up his
litkle Bste Htick them  out, please, sir. We'ro wuch
obliged.’”

‘The Spaniard submitted sullenly. He had given in. There
was no {:’npe now that his comrades had been taken Ho
held out his arms, and the Eskimo knotted his fists securely
eugethen Gan-Wega was quite an artist in knots.

“Gan-Waga, my prince of string fasteners,” said Ching-
Lung, * accept & cigar.”

Gan-Waga pocketed a cigar, which Ching-Lung removed
the moment his back was turned.

“That's three or four I've given you to-day,” said the
prince. ‘‘Have ancther ono!”

*“Good "nough; like them.
Butterful—tanks!"

He took the cigar. It left his pocket, accompanied by
two others, all unnoticed by him. Earmu Lord was pacing
in_front of the cave backwards and forwards.
cold, and much lighter.

“Your orders, royal sovereign!" said lZ?I;Lix:g-Lu{J‘gl.1 “ Com-
mand the servant to whom. you pay no wages. at’s the
best thing to do. It will be a dickens of a job to get those
chaps up here!”

*“So 1 think, and I dare not leave them. Throw the rope
down, pleass.”

He' emerged from the cave, carrying the rifles ond
revolvers of 1hedpriwr|er-sr He tied them to the rope, and
Gan-Waga hauled them up.

“1 "ﬁff you had better go and try to signal the Lord

Like hundred and tousand.

It was fine,

of th

o Deep.
hat's just my own ides.”

in'this week's ** GEM “ Library.
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= Well, g ¥ boy. Bring about five men and a sledge.
We'll take S hem Gver to Shasans until 'we can make up our
minds what to do with them. Thurston won't go far away,
and it's ting much too cold to -sliy bere.  Gan-Waga
will the fellow. Good luck!"

Ching-Lung w=as treading on air. He qumm‘i reached the
beach, md looked out on to the placid sen. at a magic
contrast to the dim peaks that towered beg'unr] him, and

the wild desolation of ice and snow beyond.
He searched the rippling waters in vain.
alone seemed to pecple it
glistening rose above the water:
tower of the Lord of the Deep.
Ching-Lung danced, houted, waved his arps; and ipapped
off his revolver. They had seen him. T}m whnle vemi came

Beals and birds
Then something round axd
Tt was the glazed conning- ~

imo sight. He saw black figures on They
were getting out the launch. W\tlx a %.!]] uf delng‘!t Ching-
Lung rushed into the sea, and flung himself forward wit
quick oweramm strgkes.  Only Gan-Wagn could bave licpt

pace with him. The launch raced to_meet him, Thurston
md Van Wm.er. standing in the bow, Prout at the helm.

ur
humha

].nunch lnd the Lord of t

““Hip, hip!” yelled Chmg Lu'\g. raising himself in the

“Throw me a match; I'm drowning, I youw've net

shy the cork of 2 whxslﬁbn!lle. ‘No, never

nd the cork; throw the whisk at will support me

. 1 say, this water is qustg wec Oh, T've caught a

Bteady on with my © b
¥ were howlmg and yellin
it orders to bring the Lo

came an answering cheer from the

erab!
Th

i aavad i To ek
of the Deep any nearer the

' . ONE
[ <re85,
a clumsy di;e just man dqmg to cle-.r the deck, e.nd striking
the water with w tremendous sp
e came up, red in the hu.-, hut happy, and swam to the
sido of the launch. There were more howls of mirth at
Ching-Lung patted him a good two feet under water.

The rest of the crew had manned the side, and were chcer-
ing themeelves hoarse, and waving their ca) Ching-Lung
thook himelf, shook hands with cveryone, and closed his cars
to_the babel with his fingers :

‘ Order, please—order !” he wailed. “Tt's like & dog-fight!
Hurmh—hurrn

*Oh, dry up, lads!" cried Ching-Lung.
Fou some news

At once thelo was a ‘breathloss oxpectant silence.
knew by his beaming face that the tidings must be good.

* Qut with it, Ching!” said Thurston eagerly.

* Well, the news is that 1 'm confoundedly wet, and I'm
going to chanﬁe my clothes.”

There were loud groans of disgust. Ching-Lung made a

_xt l’or the companion, but Thurston seized his pigtail just
in til

"'\'qw, you little villain, out with it, or I'll shake you to
a Je]]g

The :;.",11%"" M

1 want to tell

The'y

*Come on, old chap!” ploaded Ven Witter. 1 reckon
)ou re I(u ing us on thorns!”
£ F ek T Gould aways be on thorns! Look what

a uvmg n would be in the bill for rations!

2TV ITLVLDVE VIV Y

I you said"1
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axd Maddock, who had been left in charge, was
-~z a wild and dangerous hornpipe on the top of the
Van Witter was bawling out ono of those

< Yackee Varsity crier, which go * Reh-rah-rah-rah-

g
Ll

“Erehybody war yelling, and when Thurston seized Chin
Eag —f., the Pl Wi Bited he prince’s ginning faca
was deafeni

into view, the
* Let go!" roared Ching.] l'..un%7 “* Hit him in the ribs, Van

‘Witter, before he scalps me! hat-ho, Thomas! What-ho,

everybody! Run home and get the mang!e for me.

pull ‘my arm out of joint, or squash my hand to a pulp.

of the way, Tom, and let me get hold of the tiller. We want

Don't

Ching-Lung looked round at the beaming faces. I he
hsd not been wet they would have torn him to pieces.
" What do you think 1 want a sledge for—to go black-
berrying withi"
‘' No; but tell us,” said Thurston, ** where h:m: you been?
What bas happened to you? Where's Lord:*

Ching- Lung' sighed.
- Wh &uu wme the things duwn. Rupert! Give
me a cl ancm hat a circus?”
They turned Lhelr hu(]s and burst into l mlu' of laughter

an the
o C’hmg Lung. ** What

aig X v 'you?  Ha, ha, ha. |
They shrieked as the bn‘s‘un |I:p£ed There might have

been en accident, resulting in the breaking of a Limb, for

Maddock could not recover himself thoroughly. Huwever, Tie

recovered himself sufficiently mcugh to turn the fall into
] AIIHZT Livrary.—
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d keep you on thistles, 1 could understand it. The
matural food for the moké, ot donkey, is the siceulent
e, and as you all belong to the tribe—
'He dived inta the companion again, but Prout was guaiding
Ching-Lung sighed.
"' Gentlomen,” he said,

“as you interfere with the
of the subject, and I am contracting rheumatics, I wi
ou the truth—the whole truth, and nothing but the trut h
{ o havo captured the Cloud ‘Ring, 2nd all its blackguardly

Theu caps went into the air, and cheer after :heer went
ringing across the blue water.

How the Cloud King was Boarded and
What They Found.

The sledge sped merrily up the smowy ravine, the dogs
barking ;oynus tha frent whip cracking like a succession
of pistol-shots. ung, Thurston, and Van Witter were
on the sledge, nnd Tsm Prout and his men Roundered along
behind, shouting and langhing, :

“Yi owled o voice.

* Pij v&m " ronred (rhli)E'L\Ani

Gan-Waga was standing on his liead close to the edge of the
precipice, and spreading out his legs like a pair of enormeusly
Fat ‘compasses.  Ching.Lung tlowed dawn wntil Prout  amd
his companions reached him, and ther the Eskimo became the
target [wr' a shower of snowballs.

e seemed to suddeniy lose his bnluca, as a snowball,
hurled with deadly accuracy by Lun hit him on
the chest. Gan-Wega toppled buckwl with a shrill
scream of horvor, vapishe j’ave: the ar}ge n[ the cliff.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
Order Early.
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They stopped dead, trembling and aghast, and deathly
white. Gun-Waga would be battered into a shapeless mass
on tho jagged ice below. ) ;

Their horseplay had ended in a terrible tragedy. Ching.
Lung reeled forward, and peered over the edge, dreading to
Bee 5\ led body below. ;

* Don up I eame wid my little lot!"" gurgled a husky voice.

And Chin, i

about a foot ir :

““You bounder!" roared
frightened the life out of us!
into mincemeat.

the prince. “You nearl;
Wae thought you'd got bashe
You want murdering! Here the villain is,

517
haking with laughter, Gan-Waga scrambled up. They
.called him all sorts of insulting names, and the more they
tried to insult him, the more he g:ﬁgled. .
“.Made you feel funny, hunk? "Ha, ha, ha! You not tink
cle Gan chumphead ’nough to fall over oliff, and not have
tight hold of r bunk? Not much. Mako ole Thomas's

face go white, like sust. Ha, ha, Joa Sustface, too!
Oh, butterful—butterful! I laugh a lot. Ho, ho, ho, ho—
ow!" ]

Prout kicked him, and, amid yells of mirth, Gan-Waga
suddenly stopped laughing, and danced about, clutching t
injured part. Then he howled * Ow!” again, as Ching-Lung
plented anothor good-nutured but painful kick on the same
spot. The men relieved their outraged feelings in the same
pannar, and told him that he ought to be med of hi
sell. Can-Waga wanted to fight Jos, tho carpenter. He
he did not mind being l;ickecfwith feet of the usual size, but
he abjected strongly to being hammered with boots the size
ot Joe’s, which were as big as a young canoa.

" Why, you insulting eandle-chewer I roared the indignant
Jae. “"They're only number twelve|”

" He moans he could get twelve ordinary feet intc them,"

““_'gab do they eay—'three feet one

case, it's two feet one cricket-ground. Any-
one who wants to fight has got to fight me. Shake hands, and
be friends. Birds in their littlo nests agrec.’ ns the bard
remarks, and ''tis a shameful sight when children of one
famileo vank off their costs and fight. How wicked 'tis to
come to blows, and bash each other on the nase! Oh, better
far the gentle kiss—' "
“Draw it mild, old chap

drawled Van Witter. “1I

guess we don't want any of that sweetstuff round here. Turn .
it

at the meter, and spare our reason. We can't stand

ur sonl i too small to
Now, lads, get that drill

master. "
the cave, and locked up at
azad on his rifle. He was greeted
2 scrambled down the ropes,

the dozs to bark their loudest.
nent Gan-Waga and Joe buried the
,—-.us of tobacco between them, and

ship.
<rill he had brought with him, and
was slipped in beside the first. o t! a
as fastened. Then Ching-Lung and Prout

visoners one by one in his powerful
S i, one they were drawn up, and placed side
1ds on the ¢ edﬁe. All except Jose was absolutely livid
with terror. They had given no mercy, and they expected
none from Ferrers Lovd,

I reckon,” siid the Yankeo, as he shook hands with the
millionaire, ** you've puiled off sbout the biggest scoop on
x Yes, sir, you've scooped the pool "
ot T, old fricnd. We must thank Chin%-Lung,"

28 ChmF-Lung! Why, the little hypocrite led us to think

b,

it was all yonr worl.”
yyihee's Ching's way " laughed Forrers Lord  “ Tho
leddie 15 a poor hand at blowing his own trampet.  All the

credit is due to course, chance holped us, or a
foolish blunder, rather. T must say Ching-Lung seldom
makes mistakos; but 1f all his mistakes were to turn out like
this. I should be sorry to see him do anything properly !"
i Well, that's kind of cautious!” drawled the Yankee.

ou must spin us the yarn to-night, for 1 mean to write
that book. Now, Joe, hzf. ive me that camera "

Van Witter dived below tha focussing-cloth of his camera,
1nd sedured u couple of photographs of captors and captives.
Ho was Full of the greut book ha was going to write, and
could talk of little clse,

he whip cracked, and the lLedin
the half-breed still deep in slumbe;

the

advanced. They found

| esido tho fire.  There was
o alight dolay, for Van Witter insisted in photographing him
1s0. They went on and reached the shingle beach, which

ul
was only lightly sprinkled with snow.
ToE yﬁmmrr Lrerany.—No. 206
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gLung saw dho grinning face of Gan-Wags |
"om his OwWn. L
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The sledga was useless hers, except as a litter. It was
very light, and they used it for that purpose, and oarri
the priscners to the launch. The little vessel churned away
with Joe at the helm. The men on the Lord of the Deep
watched them eagerly. -

“ And now for the Cloud King,” said the y

They were standing below the four ice pillars which sus-
stained the quoer table-like rock. The men had ﬁuno to
and from the vessel by means of a number of iron ladders,
fustened together by ropes.

Ching-Lung was tho first to ascend the ropes.

in such a reckless way that some of the men mmedygiddy.
But he %Dmed the summit in safety and disappeared. Ferrers
Lord followed him, and then came Thurston. Van Witter
followed with his precious camera strapped to his back.

One tent still stood oo the Bat rock. Ching-Lung stepped
out of it, and silently backoned the millionaire.

* Don’t come Rupert!” said the millionaire, who had secn
Ching-Lung's face.

Chmg-Lung held +

“Look: he whispered,

Ferrars Lord raised his hat and cntered the tent. The
cold was terrible, and the light dim. On the two beds lny
the bodies of Gomez Paraira and ian Gacchio. Their
faces wers set and rigid, and their eyes glared up at the
canvas with empty, hideous glassiness -

‘' Dead " murmured Ferrers Lord.

the Hap of the tent.

** Frozen to death!"
Ching-Lung sighed, and gently drew the blankets over
the haggard faces. -
3 "IPoor, fellows!” he said. * But it is not a hard death, is
it, Lord?"” i
" They suy nat. I do not know. Tell Thurston he muy

come in. o
Ching-Lung slipped away, and Rupert joined the million-
i

Thoy, aro both dead 1" said Ferrers Lord,
“ Rotlien

" Yes The grim hand of eternal ice has strangled the lifs
out of them.

Thurston nodded. .

‘It is better perhaps.” he said slowly. * What would Fou
have dons to them?” °

Thair eyes met

*Ths s handly the time to ask such a e
the millionaire. with a shrug of the shoul “ But I will
give you a truthful answer, Rupert. I should have taken
the law into my own hands, and hanged them both. We had
batter bury them. Whatever they have been, we cannot
leave them here e seabirds to tear and devour. Yes, 1
think it was better, after all.”

He turned away, and bogan to walk up and down outside
with his hands clasped beliind him

Meanwhile, Ching-Lung had boarded the Cloud King.
shell he had fired had practically wrecked her. The explosion
hod absolutely torn away the deckhouse, and the ironwork,
twisted intv strange shapes Ia:]v; strawn about. A jagged
holo gaped in the deck, and through it could be secn the
engines. The Cloud King would never fiy again—that he

new. The companion was so utterly choked with rubbish
that it wns impassable. A rope tied to s stanchion, and
dangling in the cngine-room, showed how the men had
managed (o reach the deck. Ching-Lung went down it hand-
over-hand. Empty bottles lay everywhere. It was the same
i the corridor as in the elegant state-room. Cards covered
the floor, mingled with silver and gold coins - Evidently they
hiad been gambling heavily as wel
beautiful carpet was stained with brandy and wine, and
many of the valuable pidtures hangng on the walls weia
scratched, showing that matches had been struck on them.

It was a scene of wanton ruin and destruction, pitiful and

ghastly.

Wi beasts 1 muttered Ching-Lun,
have been accursed! Poor little aiap !’
He had glanced into o birdeage. A little ball of yellow
in the bottom. The poor canary had
, for it had neither & grain of sced

uestion,” drawled

““The vessel must

" muttered Ching-Lung, “befors
you up ! A

* What's that, Chiny drawled the millionaire's voica.

T said I'd blow this accursed veasel up 1"

“And s you " said Ferrers Lord; *but not yet.
Her voyage 15 finished. Still, we had better take the store
out of her, and waste nothing. I must also make o plan of
bez. azd find out her great secret—her motive power. 1 havo
been looking her over. The idea of her construction i
similar o my own, but it is crudely worked out. can im-
provo upon it easily, and build an seronef that will bo prac.
tically perfect. I have a shrewd idea that she is propellad
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He ran up *

as drinking heavily, The -
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by air coupressed into a liguid stale.

Will Jou come with

el””
PNo, dd chap. Tte place choltes me. I anly want to 6zd

 ~ber explosives.

“ Very we‘l then,” s2id Ferrers Lord. "I will have her

- cleared at cnce.

Prout obtained a fag a2nd signalled to the Lord of the
Deep for a light cr :u:e and more hetp In thres hours the

work was donme, and the Cloud King's stores were safe on
board the Lord of the Deep.
‘Two graves were dug side by side near the sen.

an:hm were laid there to sleep
was not present.

Gomez Paraira and Estebian
;henr last_sleep. Ferrers Lord w

s the burial party turned away, Ching-Lung’s heart smote,

ki It eeems like bnrymg a couple of dogs, Rupert,” he eaid
* That's true,

ing. "

T dont ke it, old chap. T hate it! Whatevor they were,
they were both soldiers. Right sbout there, lads, and bring
your rifles!”

The men obey

“ Line up I |a|d Ching-Lung.

8ix men formed up in a row,

over the grave. 5
‘ Now get aboard,” said thecrnnce. ‘and wait for me.”

He ran beck towards the ledder and struck a match. A
long fuse dangled down, gan to hiss and splutter,
Chin Iﬁlmg 5] ed bnck and ‘pmng into le leunch.

ull 5

T dpeec, O | vted over tha blia sea; They: gased
back with eager eyes. A mighty wave of white fame burst
out amang tie peaks, and 2 column of smoke rushed up
towards tho sky. Then a wild, thunderous roar went crasi-
ing and b!l‘cw]ng umong the cliff, and fragments of steel
hissed down into the se:

Hhes Gonel” said Thurston.

“And luck go with her,” said Ching-Lung.  * She kas
wrought mischiel enou,

There was silence mml ‘they reached the Lovd of the Deep.
Then an injured voice drawled.

““Waal, of all the cantankerous pack of ill-notured (galonts
I eyer mu:l. in my natural existence in this vale of tears,
you're the worst!"

** What's lhu matter, Mr. Van Witter? asked Thurston.

The Yunkee vua tearing his h

and three volleys were fired

Wrong? Waal, that's o pmcy'qummn, or 'm durned |
Why dido’t you bﬂ]l me you were going to blow the thing
u|11 W’hy, *ve missed the snapehot photograph of a life-

Then everybody laughes

** Never mind, old chapm grinned CluniLnn . ‘" Eeep
Em" fur down, and don't werry, Jupiter, I'm glad to get

ok 17

How Ching-Lung Became a Knight-Errant, and Gan-Waga
u.ung His Trusty Squire.
it Lotanit’

d shrll "n:s of the warriors of Shazana rudely
erew of the Lord of the Deep the night of the
of the sn-r_rp

Lotan
was repeated, headed by Chin

All Shazana was awake, for

Lung, they

e o1y
o foe was at

Ier
;m ]_:.ng and the crew of the Lord of the Deep hurried

the gloom came the sound of \urym
spears, the twanging of bowstrings, an
ry that celled her sons to battle.

Through
deet, l.hn rattle uf
abore l" the

" Lotari ! Lm’-l

The :heut! lusaned and the gates were shut. ights
appeared :’f d them, and sandals rattled upon the flage.
In the glate of n hundred torches, Vathmoor, King of

Shazand, descended come steps, battleaxe in band, followed
b:l hn hodyguurd of men, two hundred of the pick of Shazena

o S!-l.nd back, Jads I shouted Ching-Lun,

Tlla gates openaﬂ md t}m troops mn::hcd through, keep-
i g p and time per!

A nunu\:ksng IM & m:d Van Witter. “ Hallo, 8ir
Clement! ‘I've bnr:]l eeen you all the evening. What o
fellow you are to le yourself ! hing, have you ever
“ieu l;[; of guesms how many pecple there are in this
1slant

““ Not more than fifty thousand.”

* And how meny women and children out of thet.

et at fighting strength.”

“You must reckon old men, too, then, my son,” sai
Ching-Lung. "1 think Vathmoor ought to be ‘hla L)ut
“twelve thousand warriors into the l!n:ll.en ficld. They've

dfopped their gellmg, it seems. Where, then, are our friends,
the dwarfs? Is it a false alarm or ncn There_go_the last
of the ﬁetly sodgers. Now, Im:h. move your leather feet-

4GFET LInRaRY.—|

1 want

k TITEEBAYI

 Thurston

4 THE 'SCHOOLBOY MONEYMAKER!”

EVERY.
PENNY.

TUESDAY,

The * Magnet”
LIBRARY.

cu:!. and let us discover what it's all about. T'm dying for
Lt The dootor says it's the one and only thing to save
ing planted beneath the daisy roots.”
** The onion roots, you mean,” said Thurston. ' We could
sit on your grave peeling h:m. then we'd be certain to weep
for gou. By Jove! Is the place on firef”
ey paused on the gquay. The whole sky ehone crimeon
in the glm of a hundred blazing beacons.” Ferrers Lord
sprang from the deck of the submarine.
*This looks exeiting,”
The men seluted.
“It does look exciting,” said Van Witter. “But what
it all abont? Is it the real thing, or only & kind of ﬁm dr:ll
to, keEp tham in training 1™
thing, 1 fancy. I was on
guliey pnsscd me, then the alarm was
movx always has several g.ll:yu patrolling ¢l

he said.

on deck just now, when
iven. Vath-
e mouth of

the esvern, hke little cruisers, in_case the dwarfs should
break out. Get aboard, lads! Leok after the vessel,

He walkad towards

the square, asccompanied by Van
Witter and Ching-Lun,

Sw Clement Morwith elected to
go with Rupert. Gon-Waga, the most favoured member of
the crew, decided that the order to emburk did not include
himself, and limped along behind Ching-Lung.

The square, lighted by an enormous fmnﬁm, was packed
with warriors. alhmnor stood in the centre, surrounded
by his officers. As his orders were given, small bodies of
men detached themselves and rharched away in different
directions. Galleys were :neepmi down the channel.

‘errers Lord lifted his “f’ and nwerl to the king. Vath-
moor extended his mailed hand gravs

“ Weloome, Chief of the S'rnngﬁr:"" he said proudly.
* What think you of my warrior people?”

The millionaire glnnccd at the dense row of soldierly
figures, the glu‘emlvi shields and flashing spearheads. The
men were not tall, but they looked hard and muscular,
They o well-drilled, He pmiled,

t army, lnnE. 5

3 B: J , old o!mp, nni. Chmg Lung,
to seu Eghung of the old-feshioned sort

“T suppose 0. The kind of fight
«;m;s;. gu!harl, and Agincourt. First
ehoot our, last shaft, and then shield to
epear!™  Again he turned to the king,
to un officer. “¥athmoor, my friend,
parations?'

athmoor's eyes &
Tha dwarfs are

“are we going

ng that tool place at
empty your guiver,
shield and spear to
who was muttering
why all these pre-

B, Chiel of tho Strangers._ Thero
is a famine in their darl “dens, The shoals of fish are late
in coming to our seas, and so they starve. The;r are leaving
their pits to attack us, as the besrs have before now. My
ewiftest galley brought the news. They are, perhaps, two
leagues zway, in & thousand canoes. Ah, chief, you shall
sce us fight!”
“ Are we to h ou, Vathmoor?™”
*No, chief, ehnugh I thank you for your offer.
my guests, and it is not fitting that guests should ﬁ lxt. Ii

it gou Inmi with us, I will ask your aid. You shell watch
the fight.

' As yon wish, kin

**What does he uyr" asked Ching-Lung eagerly. * Are

d, “please try and break

't mean to lhy * scrapping.” I
mean are we going to join in the mill, fo engage in the
giddy dust-up, to share the hnngmg of the bunef to give
the fierce foe socks? I wouldn't use slang for worlds. all
also put up our dukes and tap the claret of these coming
t-weights?. Speak!"
Turn it off at the tap!’ said Van Witter.

““What—the claret?” grinned Ching-Lung.
what I want to turn on. Speak, oh silent one!”

““ As a matter of fact,” answered the mllhoruure, smiling,
“ our valuable serviees are declined, with thi You may
accompany the troops as a war currelpumdnnt but "ot
otherwise. 'Vnhmoor does mot like our gums or thunder-
sticks, and he prefers his own mothods of fighting. You are
thanlfully bat frmly declined.”

“Oh, pip!” answered Ch
}*o ha.s missed. By Jove, I'll

Loak st all thess houn

P foneteitia. s lot of sopars in & pantomime!
the twentieth century!  And bowe and arrows

o Thn

just

*"He doesn't know what

gn to the war like the minstrel

ers in coats of mail and steel

d this is
and ' tin

mmsersr: h, G]Im,l seizo ‘ma l]n Ghald me hgl;tﬁwinlo 1
T t's too howlin unny an, ton of dripping,
o o] s soshunling 0 » doughty kuight of old, with as

ll'c'l sancepan on_thy head, a tin dish-cover on thy ch;lt
FRANK RICHARDS,
B Order Early, P
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@and tin trousers on thy knightly knees? Deost thou not pine

to woar thy spurs upon the stricken feld, thou fat cater of
tallow, and couch a lance for honour and beauty? Does
theu not?™ .

* Lika butter bost," grinned Gan-Waga, uttery bewildered

y Ching-Lung's Dow of eloquence.
“ Yea, verily; and butter shalt thou have, end my trusty
sguire thou shalt ‘be. Say, Lord, old chap, ask Vathmoor il
be bas a suit of mail to lend that would fit me.”
The millionaire and Van Witter laughed in chorus.
“I'm not joking." said Ching-Lung. “Do nsk him, like
o i

a b I pinc to be a knigh
“Ferrérs Lord smiled ns he spoko to tho king. Vathmoor
losked at Ching-Lung, and smiled, too. Then he wrote
something on a tablet, which he handed to the millionaire.

o Translate, caitiff, and despatch, or wor unto theo
Ching-Lung. " * What saith my licgo the king?”

“You may go to the armoury in the palece and take what

you like. Here is a written permission.”
_“ By my lance and spurs!" giggled the prince. ** A goodly
king! Gan-Waga, let us hic to tha curiosity-shap, .n5 ird
on our armour! Derds of valonr shall wo do, i sooth | A
murcain on_thy revolvers, maxims, rifles, and pom-poms!
What-ho, without there! Dring me a bowl of sack! Richard
is himself again!"

““The hare-brained littls rascal!” laughed the million
i ¥3 wild for more folly."
an Witter lighted a cigar thnnghtfull;,
“Waal, that's so, Lord," he drawled; * but he generally
manages to come out on top."

Ching-Lung hurried to the palace, Gan-Waga, like_a
faithful and corpulent dog, keeping close to his haels. No
ry guarded either step or ;cmn. -All the women and
ren of Shazana bad taken refuge in the templa, where
® walls and sturdy towers would have d:!iur anything
except exzellent shell fire.

“Tlhey scem to have gone oul to sse a man about a dog,”
said tho princa. * There isn't even a policeman aslecp at
Tis_post. The quostion is, where's the armoury? Can you
find a finger-post or a guide-book?"

““What's an_armoury, Chings?

“ A place where they keep
squibs, and thi

**Dan't kne: said the

“Then I'll introduce
biz! Here comes a
on his face t
awayst?

said

re.

asked Gan-Waga.
apons—pea-shooters, peuny

u n I sce him.  Good
vgoat, with chin whiskers
Ho, bearded valet, whither
kered caitiff, for I would

proached them. Ching-

his heart and bowed low. Can.

old man answered the salute.
said Chirg-Lung, " what-ho!"

:'ww]ed again, but not understanding the
sil=nt.

d you do to a face like that, Gan?"

ves on it, Ching,” said Gan-Waga, with deep

break coals on it. Here, nut-cracker face, is a sup-
Lead us to the soup.”

ticket.
The old man glanced at the tablet, bowed alwost to the

ground, and beckoned them to follow. He opened a door,
wed again, and waved his hand around bim.

*This is tho &onmonger's shop, is it?" said Ching-Lung.
“Varlet, thou hast our thanks! We would give thee two-
ence for lemonade, bat, alas, we have the brokers in our
house and the rate-collector is waiting for us with a_gun.
Would that we could give thoo a penny for a shave, for I like
not thy chin-whiskers!”

Swinging lamps lighted the long room. It was stored
with suits of mail, steel caps, with nose-picces and bars,
spears, battle-axes, swords, arrows, and lances. Rows of
heart-shaped, square, and circular shiclds huog from the
walls. A few men were arming themselves.

*“This is & nice tailor's shop, Can," enid Ching-Lung.

o at we going to do now?

*“Wet into n couple of tin suits, my fat one. Look, theres
the very boy for me! It will fit like a sausage-skin fits a

sausage. What are you smacking your lips for?
“Bausago!” gurgled the Lskimo. * Sausage butterful
'nough! Love it! Feel hungry."
“ Never mind about feeling hungry, tallew factory. Help

me on with these kicksies.

{This grand story 16ill be concluded in nezt Twesday's sumber of
“THE MAGNET " Library, when the spening instalment of o thrilling
neio serial Hory, entitled * Aéross Trackless Tidet ; or, Ching Lung in the
Forbidden Land,” by Sidney Drew, will appear.  Please ovder this special
dssueof " THE NAGNET " Library in adsance. Prics 1d.)

: Readers’ Colu

NEXT WEEK'S STORY.
Tho long_complete tale of the chums of Greyfri
Tuesday will appear under the titlo of

““THE SCHOOLBOY MONEYMAKER."
. By Frank Richards,

and will deal with the exciting events arising from the
ingenious schemes put into operation by Fisher T. Fish, the
cute American junior, in_his encrgotic pursuit after tho
nimble dollar, hile admitting the Yankee boy's smartness,
the juniors of the Remova do not hesitato to show their dis-
approval of his business methods in the mnnl_cm‘rhi

manner, and by the timo his schoolfellows havo Bnished with

"' THE SCHODLBOY MONEYMAKER”

is‘lfom.-d to realise that they are quite evens with him, after
all.

From This Weel's Postbag.
A LETTER FROM ABERDEEN. o
My numerous Scots readers have always been particulasly
helpful and  generous in the oritioiem of [
MaGSET LIBRARY. he letter published below is a fair
sample of those to which 1 am becoming accustomed to re-
ceiving from loyal chums across the border. o doom

“Dear Editor,—Although knowing that you are a pretty
busy man, 1 have taken the liberty of writing o fow libcs to
you_ about the good old Maayer. 1 have been a constant
reader, never having missed s copy, and, although it is yoars
since I left school, 1 intend to remain so as long us the hig
uality of its literature is kept np. The moral tone 'of
e Biacker is high, ajd T defy any, though it be o m
himself, to find fault with it. T suj aﬁmse you will be t Jz
I havo said enough; but I would like to say a few words
regarding the author. What has struck me forcibly eve
week is the wonderful knowledge of human nature Mr. Fronl
Richards must have. For what a variety of different ratures,
tompers, moods, and cheracteristics are shown, in such a
lifelike manner, in all the various characters, from Dr. e,
the dignified Head of Greyfriars, down to Gosling, the porter.
Mey Harry Wharton & Co., Bulstrode & Co., Marjorie & Co.,
and last, but not least, Alonzo Todd and Billy Bunter, con-
tinue to delight the hearts of hundreds of your renders the
wide world over.—I remain, yours sincerely, . gy

Thauk you, J. @,! 1 am sure your wish will ba cchoed
by many a reader of our little paper of world-wide fame.

A READER'S_PROMISE. ;
One of my London readers writes me a pleasant little note,
in which lie tells me how much ho has helped mo—und in-
cidentally introduced eight of his friends to a source of much
enjoyment. In nidilic-l:lil hnl_ﬁl]lkaa‘a most generous promis
g is is his little note: &
for-tha future. Thi IR ey Dush,
_ “London, W.
“Dear Editor,—I have now been rcading THE MacneT
for four years, and I think it is my duty to cxpress my best
thanks for all the pleasure I receive from reading your grand
school tales. It gives ma great plossure in inlirming you
that in difierent periods I have lent friends of mine Tue
Magxer, and row no fewer than cight of them are constant
readers. I promise you, dear Editor, to do my utmost in
trying to enlarges the sale of your hhmnu.—'!lflngrs t}rul,}.\“

Many thanks for your help, Master C. G. F.1 I have no
doubt That you will earcy -oub your -promiso to tho' letteR;

as many another loyal reader is also A‘lmmz;rBE EDITOR.

cpristons aL23, Bourerle Sireat. Lon
ellington, N.Z ; for South Africa:
Queen Street West, Toronto,

Prinfed and
Bydney, Ad:

Central News Agency, Ltd.,
Eubkcrivticn, 7. per

tand. lia : Gordon & Gotch, Ltd., Melbourne,
Ceutras Sews Aveny, Li “::lar;n'ro n and Johanneaburg ;. Conada!
Saturday, January 20th, 1912,

aznum.






: ':_tc Rzaderr '.)F
This Weeks

J'RTWHFRE
YOU should be,
n to” thls




