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(See page 14.)

Balsovar minor was earried in. The whole Houss was awaks now the juniors were all up, and lights
ali3med in every dormitory. In the Third-Form auartors tho fags had alrcady distcovered that Bolsaver
¥s bed was empty, whon the dormitory door was opened; and the injured Jad was brought in
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RACE ACAINST TIME!”

By FRANK RICHARDS. .
Please Order Your Copy Early

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Billy!

OLSOVER, MINOR came out of the Third Form-room
R at Groyfriars, with a cloud upon his brow, and his hands
thrust deep into his trousers-pockets - The Third Form
had just -been dismissed after morning lessons, and tho

;s ware streaming cheorfully away towards the big doorway
“I;" opencd -upon the Close. Bolsover minor did not join
them.

He paused for a moment in the wide, fagged Form-room
passage, and looked after the cheery fags. No one, looking
at the fags as they streamed whooping into the Close, would
have 'u'na_%uurl that there was much trouble to be found in
a fag's life at Gregfriars, But trouble was in tho face of
Bolsover minor, as he stood looking at his Form-fellows. One
of them lingered behind to speak to him.

“ Coming out, Billy 7" =

# Not just now, Paget.”
Ne. 210.
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School Tale of -Harry Wharton & Co.
* at Greyfriars.

FRANK RICHARDS.

" Oh, rats!” said_ Paget, linking his arm in
Bolsover minor's. * Don’t be an ass! Come and
help us punt & foofer about, and get an appetife
for your dinner.”
olsover minor grinned I’nintlf.' Whatever “hia
troublos migl he generally had = good
appetite for his dinner. Bolsover minor had. not
been long at Greyfriars, and he. could remember
carly daya of hurdshig when he never knew st
dawn if there was to be a dinner for him or not.
- After experiences of that sort, the plentiful fare of

Greyfriars was not likely to pail upon him quickly.

“That's all right, Paget—"

Pagek sniffed. o
%ok hete, you were a jolly littlo beggar when you firss
" he exclaimed. “ Now you're always moping.

ing.
don't you come onf!"”
¢ I—1'm going to see my major.”

Paget sniffed again, or, rather, snorted. His expression
showed pretty plainly that his opinion of Bolsover major wns
not a flattering one.

“T th you're an s
major to stew in his o

“Tll come out later.

“ Oh, rats!" said Paget.

And he dropped the fag’s arm, and followed the rest of the
Third into the Close. Bolsover minor went towards the stair-
case, with his brow still clouded. Three fellows belonging to
the Remove were coming down the passage, and they stopped

Noth!
juice, and come out.

»* he exclaimed. * Leave Bolsover

February 17th, 1912,
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in o line across the path of Bolover minor. They were

H ‘Wharton, Bob Cherry, and Frank Nugent, t.ha chums
of the Lomer Fourth, Belsorer. misor ha & had 10
choica um,, a8 -the Lhreu :-urucrs had luJed up just in

* Where-

'hl.]lﬂ i" lxclumeﬂ Bob Chel 4
-m.h ynu,

ol What's ﬂlu mai.rtz:

'inra ﬂiﬂ wor

thin, llnur

" D:n’;-nnll me Mnsmr (,Ilm':;_r, m I'm Bob C‘herry
‘: ;l_l meﬂh Bn!h Chorr:r, I'll 'b o t%-a g

3 m n i ou 1"

Balso ’v:u i minor zn’gnedlfihttla. i

r—er—Bob
tter with yout” uked Frl.n'k Nugent.
** Been rawing: wi th the Third 7"
*“Oh, o "said the boy eagerly. * They're very kind to
a Thu-d Nugent. Everybody at Greyfriars is very kind
ugh "1 -was Dnly & newsboy mcnth ago—except.

sked Harry W]u.rkmv

me in
to

Bai .1 whnmm, after & quiok Jook at the
diu.p:. If you want a friend at
ynn 've only got to look in at Na‘n{
r, I'"md the fag gratefully. “I—T mein;

Il serene!
The chums of the Remove wulked on. Bob Cherry mrud
at Wharton.
W]:y .wouldn't ymx let me nk ‘him what's L'hn mlﬂm?"

he demande
rton shook his head,

1'BuI.Ler let it~ alone,” he md. “ T kmow what: it is—it's
Lthit i‘m:muu brother of-his. * But it’s no business of ours, and
“that kid would be cut-in pieces soomer ‘than complain of his
major.”

And Bnb "Cherry gave a long, low whistle.
Bolsover minor went on his way upstairs.
not lifted from his boyish face. It was not a face that. was
meant to -be: clonded—it- was a round, chubby fgne.
bright and intelligent eyes, and kindneis and
in every line of it, But trouble lay deap at_the

new boy in the Third.

He reached the Remove {u\sago A fag. of llu-Semm'l
Farm—a fat youth in spectacles, with an appearance of being
about to burst through his Eton ]uket—carae out of one of
tho Remove studies. It was Bunter minor, and he was
coming out of Bunter major’s study, and his discontanted | ]oﬂk
showed that he had been there on a fruitless errand.
ce of Billy Bunter of the Remove followed the fat fag :nln

passage.
“If T estch you at my cupboard again, Sammy—"'

He understood.

my.
e, and almost rolled into Bulsover

e passagy
paused and blinked at him through his big

* Hallo, young road-scraper ! was his polite gresting.
Semmy Bunter was in & very bad temper, and as he was
several sises Iarger than Bolsovor minotesidewsys, st al

sidered thet Billy was a safe object to wreak

per

'ﬂw '.l'hlrd-Fonggr did not re

“Got any wper! to sell 1 E‘ed Sammy Bunter, chuekling

at bis own humour. * Where are the latest extra specials 1"

Bolsover minor -rall:ad But his cheeks wera flaming.
Kind- as nearly all Greyfrinrs had been to him, there wers
some fellows who would never suffer him to forget that ho
had & street-arab only o few weeks b-l‘urc~ ellows like
the two Bunters, and Snoop of the Remove. But he had
learned to be patient, -.nd not to hit out at every provoca-
tion. But Bammy Bunter of the Second was not the kind of
P-mm to be“]) noated .by submission. He blinked after the
ag, and ng’

“ Yah ! tra special | Vah I
Eollnror minor’s face flamed, and he swung round.
“Shut up, you fat cad 1" he exclaimed.
Ly Y-.hl All the winners!” yelled Bnmmy, with great

«w.n you ring off 1"
Extray special! All the—ryoooop I
Bump

Bolsover minor smote the fat f: d_ Sa
rolled over in the pasage with & wild Joll - Bsir e
his face, which was very fat and curiously like his minor’s,
out of his study doorway.

Trr MAGNET Linrary.—No. 210,
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““1 say, you fallows— Hallo! Did you knock my mitor

duwn _ymmg shaver
s, I did," said Bolsover mmor truculently; ‘‘and if
you i.|h rn hﬁck ;'ml duim too."

Bunter was in it he was not s hero. . He
never encountered ev‘en lhe |mlllut of flgu in ﬁmcal combat
if he eould help_it.

D]: Yeally, Bolsover minor, I—ahem |—'
iut -his study door, and there was a nunrl of a ke
tnrnmg in the 1 lsaver mitior walked on.  He reache:
Balsover's study, and knocked nt Eh; door. A rongh voice
replied to the kunnL
“Oh, come in !
Boloover ‘minor went in.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
_ . The Brothers!
OLSOVER MAJOR was standing by the window.
He swung round as tho fag came in. 'His hand went
behind him; to eur.u:aal the ims that it held & mguath
Smoking in his study, against the rules of the schao

- was one of theil.mlu mlnuhum that. Bnluover of the Rgmwve

allowed himsel
He brought the cigaretie into view lgun when he saw that
his visitar was on'ly u minor. Tha ‘expression upon his face
was not very. brof :
“ 8o it’s you!” Yo T ppad:
Bnlaov.rhmmﬁ clsed, the d o\-

““Can’t you say ‘Tt is 11" sa Balm-r,hnmy. “ Ca't
you eur geat out of your rol.eeq ntn t-arab wu of -puhngr"
The .5 Bushed: paintul
“I'm doin’ my best, I
chatfees, you kunow. Y

Tt was a curious thing um, whenevér' ‘the boy was spask-
ing to his elder brother, ull that he hid”gained in his traihing
at Groyfriars' seemed to slip away from him. ‘In-the Third
Form-rogm, among fellows who
ances for a was_improving: wonderfully in many waye.
But’ whdn hé was with his major, he slipped baa.-l: into the
little sl.m!t—lrlh thns Harry ‘Wharton & Cé.. had met in
London the first day of the term.

sover major vrau not a fellos

disgust and dislike. were quite :u&‘u:mnt
¢anfidence he' might have had ‘in himself, and to make him
show. in.the ve P ght. in his i'esem:a

““You ain't ‘adl" ik “My hat] The
pater ﬂnght to have lnuwu ‘batter l!mﬂu stick you here, T

u.lt

ercy,” 5 0 um'l *ad your

e confidénce. His
mh the- fag of eny

1Yo dai't want mo "ere ?" said the boy.
Bolsovar lusughed scornfi
<! Wunt you?!' he repea ted “ Is it likely !"
“No, 1 suppose it ain’t,” said the fag slowly. He had
hard wnrk to keep back tha tears that forced themselves into

- his eyes, but his brother did not notice it. Balmwsr major

was too occupied with his own special grievances.

The Removite made an'angry, impatient gesture.

“I¢’s too utterly rotten ! he- exclai s rotten for
me and rotten for you. Of course, I'm not thinking only of
myself in the mm«d iin

* Ain't y 1

. n't, nycuw elegantly express it,” snapped
P rolly robien Tor you to be fers, 1 should
bt l:k! it," said the fnghmply " The fellers iri'the Third

are very decent to me. ow T was lost when I'was a
kid, and was bmught. up in ﬂm streets, md made.my livin'

Bnlanmr

[T s
' said “Bolsover minor, to whom the two

““Yes, pipers,
vowels were apparently the same. t wasn't my_ fault,
Pergy. I didn't ler to be lost. I never asked father Ln

put ma at this-school, He thought that you would be
to 'ave a chance of ’ulpm me on, arter what I've' hun
through.”

Bolsav:r

“T ain't 'ad j'alxr dunces, Percy,
I'm doin' the best I can,” said tl e fag ecagerly.
want to disgrace you, Parey. I'd like to—to make mysen
lll(u you, if [ could,” he added wistfully.

Bolsover laughed sneeringly.

“* That's not |Ikll]? to ha )pen_
suppase it ain't, " saj
"Dh put it to yoursclf,”
don't say it's all your fault.
when you were & kid, and I suppose that all
up in the streets are the same as you are, But think of jt—

but I'm improvin', mni
don t

wy
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Bolsover minor was wpon the ruffian, bitting fariously.

thought—without a pause. For one moment the burly footpad staggered back, as
Then the man's arm swung up again, and the cudge

He had rushed to his brother's rescue without a
the fag hit at him flercely.

you come here with the manners and speech of a street-arab

rs, 8 school like Greyfriars—s place that's better than

Fton! It's all very well to explain about your having been

losi, and so_on; but some of the fellows don't choose to

believe it. Snoop, of the Remove, hus started & story that we

wers all as poor as Jou, were, .and that I had = tutor to teach
3pec

mea to pronounce m ially, before I came here.”
* That's all rot, Percy.” s
“Yes, I know it is, but it puts me in & rotten position,”

“said_Bolsover .irritably.

“T'd "ave licked Bnoop-
_“Do you ‘think I' didn't?” growled Bolsover. T
hammered him till he howled for mercy. But that somehow

nly made some of the fellows think that there was something

the story. I've been chipped about it ever since.”

‘['m sorry,” said Hubert miserably.

“ 8o you ought to be. The chaps will never forget that
you lived in a London slum, and were called Billy the news-
boy. Billy " growled Bolsover. *In the Third they call
you Billy now, don't they "

“ Yes,” admitted the boy. .

“You'll never get out n{{t. It was sickening of the pater
to stick you in the same school with me,” said Dolsover. ' * If
you were decent—"

“I'm trying to be decent, Percy.” i

«0Oh, -don't call me Percy—I can't stand it, from you!

”

. NBXT_ *
TUBSDAY:

“A RACE AGAINST TIME!”

And don't interrupt me, either. I was going to say that if
you wera decent, you'd ask the pater to take you away.”™

“T--I would, only he'd ask me why, and—and you don't
want me to tell him that you don't like me being here,”

faltered the fag. )

““Of course, you can’t tell him that,” growled Bolsover
ufn‘ly, “ My hat! T should get lectures every day; he'd
call me unbrotherly and unnatural, and wanting in affection
and duty, and goodness knows what !
always rides the high horse.

You know the pater

You can tell him that you don’t
liks the school, and want to go
it o s school,”

to another.”
said Hubert simply.

Bolsover sniffed.

% Well, you young nss,
pitching a yarn to the pater.

Hubert-Bolsover started.

" You don't mean that I'm to tell him a whopper, Percy 1"
he exclaimed,

1 supposp it wouldn’t be the first you've told,” said
Baolsorer cynicaly. ** You're not going to set up as a high
moral specimen, I suppose, after your training i tho
London slums ™

Bolsover minor was silent,

' Will you do it, Hubert?" demanded his major.

“1—T can't tell fathor a lis, Porcy. ~Besides, [ don't want
to leavo Greyfriars. Why can’t you give mie a'chanca?” the

Tre Masner Lisrany.—No. 210,
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l:oy hroke nutpl.smmnuly “I'm tryin' my best, and if yoa
’elp me I shouldn’t be a disgrace to you, But it's
mng you saying you'ze sshamed of me, and feclin’ disgraced
o bvoke off, his voice shaking.
"Oh guodmn' ‘sake don’t turn on the waterworks in
my ludy !" said Bolsover. And if Hubert_had been in
danger "ot cr;mg, those words would certmnly have dried up
hla cnn t stand thet kind of thing! You ought
]( ht§ you wem anything but a rotten slum-brat, you'd
fne that yourself!"
11 thought you was glad, Pe
that T raa-your PBrother " amd the

is
"\Vell f course I was glad for the lunx Inst ‘brother to be

| that,”" he slid. ' But—] I've been chipped
H I mul 't-stand it, And
rab, and drop
h a yarn to the

, when it was found out
l.g mlse:nbly

ey
your h's, it Fc\u on m; nerves. Will you
pmr ;ud clear out?

Boln\ar brow darkened.
** You ‘mean that you won't [ he emlmne& harehly..
t‘ 1 promised fatl
"Dﬂn gin the good little Georgie business with me!
T'm not m..ug g that from you! If you o' d: want,
get out of my study, and keep out of my slg s nll r
“*Won't you give me a chence, Percy? Al ll'!"f
Bolsaver pointed to.tha door.
“That's your. way!” he said “I can't stand you!

Everything you By, evuy,ﬂnnq you do, gets on my nerves!
1 Get

You make me

The hot tean run}ucd to e.he fag's eyes. He {turned aw
eo that his brother should not see them, and made his way
blindly to the door. -Bolsover watched him with a grim,
unrelaxing brow as he went out of the study, nnd the doar
#losed behind him.

Then the bully of the Remove threw himself into a chair,
_with an angry exclamation.

t's rotten—utterly rotten!
known beiter! It's jolly hard on
And Bclsornr major felt very s iurry for bimself .
THE THIRD CHAFTER
The Downward Path.
HARRY WHARTON looked up from his work as a tap

The, pater ought to hava

came to the door of his siudy, No, 1 in- ths Remove
passage.
“ Come in 1" hn nlled out cheéerily.
Bolsover minor
Harry Wharton noddcd with a cheery imlle
aod his chums took a good deal of interest in the little waif
of the Third They had seen him in London in the days
en he aa-.s & nmewsboy in the streets, and that gave them a
sort of protecting interest in him; and they knew, too, that
hmd ..n uphill battle Lomght at Greyfriars. And the
h:dc- who ought to have st by him and halped him—Dbis
brother in the Remove—gave him little aid, and no
encouragement. Bolsoyer major never thought of his ‘minor
:‘:: to icel ashamed of him, and annoyed by his presence in

Wharton knew that, though he would not have spoken to
Hubert on the subject. d too much tact to interfere
in family matters, and it never crossed the fag’s mind to
complain. With more dehcnci in his nature than his major

, he only wanted to hide Erunl public view the fact
that Bnlm'er was ashamed of him

*“Come in, kid!"” said Whuton
you'”

'{'l; fag l‘::lled :y ﬁ\a table.

- 8" S8 esitatingly.  “ You told me, Master
H‘-‘rry, that ?M‘d ‘do anything you could to help me.”

%80T will? said Harry cordially. ! What's the trouble?”

“It's my brother.
harton's expression chariged. He had obsersed the fag
closely, and he believed that the last thing in the
world Hubert was likely to do was o complain of his
brother. Was he going to begin now 1"

* Ves ) ', suid Harry, rather sh

Tho fag’s face became crimson, ugt was as if I:e had read

"I I Pl thought in the eyes of the Remavif

—I don't mean—"" he stammercd.
Master "Arry.” Tt was curious to mote what r{:‘socm:;eﬂf'f'
made with the unaccustomed aspirates when he was con-
“'1t's about Percy, my mejor. I'm

"¢ Anything T can do for

afraid—

He bﬁke ‘off confu u‘ g
' Nothing wrong wil r major, is. Lhera"' ked
A s o, rou

ar
muTh:: tell 'lm I‘ﬂe lpoke ‘about gll.." the hg said eagerly.

Rezd f-humn e ator

Jlml.n!-nlm."rn. en' of i

itled:

TOM MERRY & £0.'S MUSIC-HALL!

“But—but I can’t 'elp ‘im myself, causercause we don't
got on werry woll, and e might take it bad from me.”
harton nodded.

I-1 -ru.n'.nd to_speak to 'im about if, and give
warning,” Hubert; “but—but it ain’t no_good,
sling me out of is study if T tried. Bui~but L con't bear
to see 'im going on lﬂm that, and I know you'd 'elp me if
you wu)d—you said s0.”

8o I will, with plensuru‘" said Wlhiarton, in wonder.
“But what can 7 What's wrong with your major 1"

*He's gettin' 'imself_into trouble, that's wot it is,” uu]
Bolsover minor, “and I can't speak a word to 'im, and ‘o
wnnldnl listen'if I did. P’r’aps you might be able to d¢

Yim o
'B'd

mm ng—to say & word—I dunno! But I can't bear to se:
htm‘ ’:ms:ft into tmuhla-p’r'-p: gettin® sacked.”
W arton whi

istled.
““So bad as that?” he
“Yes, Mnmr Harry.
14 Of course "’
“ And ynu,li *elp 'im if you dan 1"

“ Certal v
hl:e thhs." said the flg "Mu Aurl Paget was
m. ht--we was goin' out for o lark, you
B e iawt Gete di b, and w0 we did. Wo
apnmd round the Close and through the Clojsters."
“You young rascals
“'Well, when we cune llung the wall by the road, there
was my major. He was gettin’ in. He had been out, a)!d
ha %mb@wk olimbin’ over the wall, at eleven o'elock.”
Gl Paget said he'd seria *im at it before—twice. _ Course, we
ids 't gay anythin' then. He would ‘have. been ratty.

$id i
T diant s Bolrovos ke bounds at night!”

ssked.
You'll kup it dark 17

bro
said Harry ‘Wharton gravely. ernon-8mith:does, I know
that, 'and he'd jolly well be expelled if the Head knew it.
I'mior  to hear this, kiddy "
" Tp7s £

at ather bloke—Vernon- Emﬂ-h— & Bounder as you
call 'im, w}m leads Percy into it,” said the: fag. I know
that ! ‘s o rasoal! Bnt Percy—if it all eemeq out. soms
time—Peroy will get it m the neck. The Bounder. is too
deap. Thay‘ll Bever astchi im 1 It will ell be put.on Perey,
and "e'll be sacked !
Wharton could not help tbmkmg that it ‘would be a gnod
ﬂnnf for_Hubert if his major was'sag lsover
Id been ‘more, comfor|

could mppreciate

e neros:
naturé, . All-the unfeeling harshness ‘of the Ramuta b
lind beo mrable 1o estrange the fug's affaction for his-elder
‘brother. - To sover major was the admired
Percy—the l'aliow ho looked up to, whose -affection he
desired with wistful eagérness.
1 don't know whether you can do anything, Master
Hn: buu—lmt there's nobody else I can speak.to,” said
71; “I'm afraid that Penv will get i

f into
tmub and I can’t say a word to 'im. Course,
be rmhe for & kid to eot up to teach his major. oy is
quite right thore, and: it would be a cheek in me to
Soora 1o find fault . He's's splendid chap, and—
and a brather- nu¥ knl ght- be proud of. Only he’s so
trusu?\g. :fs easy for a r:i\*.er like the Bounder to lead him
into things.
et had his own opinion sbout that, but he would not
hl.ve shaken Hubert’s good opinion of his brother for worlds.
Tl think it over, kid,” said Harry. “OF oourse, I'll
tup it darL You don’t mind if I tell Nugent—he will keep
it a secret 1"
& Jeat as you like. If you could do anything to 'elp ‘im
3“ of u. Muber Harry, it would be the best thing you could
o
"I‘ll do my best, kid. But—I can’t do anything else for

U

The fag shook his head.

“I'm tting on all sereme in the Third,” he said.
*They're very decent to me. Tubb and Paget stand up for
ime, and. tho others. uro Bl right.  Nugeat minor, of tho

cond, is very decent,

“¥ou like buing at Greyfrzan"' ;

The fag’s face brightened. 5 -

“ YVes, rather, Master "Arry " 5

The door, opened, and Nngnn camo in. Bolsover minor
nodded to him, and left the study. Nugent glanced after
hlm and then looked msumng]y at Harry Whutun.

“What's on?" he usked, as ho closed the door.

Wharton wrinkled his brows a little.

“It's jolly queer 1" he said. " You.know how Belsover
treats his min nor 1"

Yes—t e cad !"

" Billy has 3\1:0. been here to ask somaething of me. What

do you think it is?

in this wesl's 4 GEM"
Library. Now on Sale,



" To give his mlsur  Bicking "
rhlll laug

Ta's fowad that Bolsoves is ia the habit of breals
mg l.mmld: at night—he's in the Bounder’s clutches—and he
wants me {o help hm: ifTcan”

Nugent whist

““My. ha tl

“He's afraid that it may come out, and that Vernon-
Smith waI save all‘ get all ‘the blame put on
Bolsover—which i hn he would manage to do, if I

knnw anything :buut the Bounder.”
* Yes, ‘rather

anxious about 'lns major, after the way
h|3 ml or trsnu m weer,
nltugthor'

I linuuhl say so!"”
“ And what are you going to do?”
Wharton shrugged his shoulders.
“I-am going to do what I can. I should like to let
Bolsover have a dn:m:enry licking, but that isn't exactly
what Billy wants.
Nn. I sup nnt * said Nugent, laughing.
““Blessed i know what to do, Lhwrh  said Harry
thrmghllulty Bo]sonr isn't cxactly the kind of chap to
to liks n Dutoh n:mh! Bul I've told the kid that I'll
rg\wlm I can-do, and I wi
Yugent grinned. He was ‘as willin,

isnt
nt, ! H: s & queer little beggar
Bul 1 hku lum for it. He’s worth Lty of his

as Wharton to_help
Bolsover minor, but he could not help sceing that Harry
Wharton had set himself an exéeedingly difficult task.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Rolted Out!

# 2y XTRA Spnell]

E Bolsover major looked at the words, serawled in
chalk upan | u:u lookin; ing: -glass in his studysand scowled
darkly. - Bolsover had come up to his study to do his

pruparmnn. and as he hghted the gas, the lmcr-phon upon
the lool lass had burst upon his view.

It was mt the.only one in the study. The practical Jnkn:,
who had given his peculiar sense of humour o free
Bolsorer's quarters, -had plastered the walls with simnila,
inseriptions. On the window was thﬂked * Latest Nows!"
and several cards pinned on the ly walls bore the words
* Extra Special—All the Winners eu:

Bolsover gritted his _teel

The' fac that his. young brothor had been brought up in
the streets and had ‘sold papers for a living did not make
the. fellows down on Hubert: humelf. but-on It was

curious, and Bolsover might have mﬂm hat th
e o was tho' ho. was

high-handed and overbearin t st l-h do -
] a ating, ucuedp“ sl ung mado

it _an onemy not to ho Fellows whom he
bullied rotalioted in any way they could, and when it was
found that Bolsover was extremely touchy upon the subject
- of his minor, his enemies seized upon that with great
keenncss,

Bolsover major was never nl.luwm] to forget what his minor
had been.

Snoop, ‘the sneak of the Remo\o. had started a story that
tho. Balsovers had all been slum people at one time; and
though everybody know it was not true, it suitod many
fellows to affect a bchzl in the story. Bolsover raged, but
ha could pot stop it. The constant chipping on the subject
made him almost h-la the s:lght of his minor; it was as if
Hubert wero a thorn in his side that could never be removed.

*“The youn :nds\ " he muttered, a3 he surveyed his
dmnud study. **This is the work of some of 'hu hird,
rse—Hubert's precious friends. I'll—I'll—

wa bully of the Remove picked up a nullunrcnnn from
the corner of his study, and went out. is fnw \\n set and
grim. Ho made hu wuy to tho Third Form

In the Third Form-room most of the fng'l wrm collected.

Mter nmnmg Preplnhcm with Mr. T-ngq I.lury had the

and they p to the junior
ecmmun-rwm Most of the Thitd were there ‘rhen Dol
panod the door and looked in.

The fags wore buly. and did not notico Belsover open the
“doot, . The. Removo- bully, with a-dark nnd seowling fage.
stood luokmg mw- Lho room [or some moments.

Tubb, of the Third, who was the leader of the Form, was
his knees before the fire, mnking “toast. strong smell
burning showed that Tubb was overdoing it. lsaver

winor was frying a blonter over the fire, and his face was
- ved from the heat ni !Im lowing coals, and very cheerful.
His expression was very different from that he had worn in
his brother’s study. In ehu Third Form-room Bolsover minor
was merry enough, He had plenty of fricnds there.

Paget was nupormtondmg the operations, giving advica
to the cooks and being replicd to with grunts by Tubb.

Mosl of the fags were leoking on, apparently amused by
Tubb's methods of making: toast.
Tae Mao¥er Liprary.—No. 210.
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“Tsn't it done yet. Fubhyl" asked Paget, with a touch of
sarcasm. ‘Bl you're not making the whole room
:u[r with it.""

h, shut up!” nui Tubb ‘crossly.
tonat | botter than I can, you'd better mnku it,
Well, I con]dnt mnke it worse," wd Plget
uII it mn.ll or cinders?”

yau can melke
|

‘Do you

“* Oh,

“ That's what the tosst's doing,” said Paget, with a grin,

"1 thmk |E will be dried up o litt lo too much, if you ask me.
I didn't ask you,” * snapped Tubb.
“Thn ‘bloater’s nearly done,” said noimaz minor.
‘Nearly dono for, you mean,” said Paget.
g: talking, |ml. ll,'" remu-ked Bm.th 111,

"r-m " exclaimed Paget * Here's your major, Billy.

Dldﬁou mﬂ'lle him to & w ac]r at tha blaateet"
n !

Bnlly looked round. His elder hmum' strode into the
room with s scowling brow. fags looked at him,
grinning. Thoy were strong in nu.mbzr:. and not afraid even
of the Remore hnllv in their own Form-room

“Loock here, you youz: rotlers!" oxuimmed

‘Wu'r\_a looking,' said Paget cheerfully.

Bolsover.
“What's the
troubla?

““Somebody’s been plastering up my study with cheeky
notices.”

“Ha, M. ha!"

“Was i l;m., you whelpi" demanded the Remove bully,

b

lnrm
¥ gai Iy nlw way to ask a fellow a question,” murmured
Paget. * But that’s what 1 always admired about Bolsover
maj }E—hu nice manners.”

Belmver g:m:d his teeth, and mado a rush at Pagot.
Paget dodged round Tubb, and the Remove bully bumped
into that unlucky vouth, sending him .p-.mhng into tho
grate, toast and all. Tubb gave a roar of wrat

“You silly ass!"

* Get out of our mmn.
‘m:th J.[I.

you Remove cadl” shouted

Snmh 'Eertml eanght Bolsover's nl;m hand upon the side
of his head, nnd went mggenng ¢ fell'in & heap by the
wall, and ped.

w! Go iu: him!"
Sick tha Hemove oad out:" yolled Paget.

* Chuck- him

"Uul;tde. u buJJ 154

Bolsover grasprd Paget. ' Tubb was od his fect again now,
aidl Ho Tl Gt olsser writhans o panss yelling to tho
"o bl Bir up. . The fags wete ok long 1 doing
that. They simply swarmed upon‘the Remove bully, and
Bolsover, in dpxle of his sizo and strength, was dragged down.

He bumped heavily upon the ficor, and the fags swarmed
over him with excited yells.

*“Bump him ! shricked Tubib. _** We'll teach him to
ewunl.mg into our Form- rouln! Dump the cheeky buumier"'
“Hurray | Bump him!"

“ Give him socks!"

The fags dragged lt tho burly Removite.  Bolsove
struggled and roared, and a good many of the fags felt thu
weight of his hand. -But he had no chance s, dglmu 0 many.
As e struggled, his collar was torn out andhis jacket was

“ Let me go, you young demons!"™ ho gaspcrl. “I'll smash
you! ’I.I—f'll—-"

P“You‘ll get most of the smashing now, I think!™ grinned
aget.

“Hurray! Dumg him!"

Bump!

The Remove bully was helpless in the zrns of the angry
fags . He looked liko getting what' ho esorved. T
Third were very angry and very cxcllcd. Intorference
their own Form-room \m.u, as” Paget would have sa
altogethor too * thick.”
olsover minor ran forward
“Let him alone, you chaps!
'I‘hcm was a soornful roar.
and back|”
"Dunt you interfere here, Billyt™
“ %at oua: Extra Bpecial "

ho exclaimed.

Bolsovor minar was dragging at the f
Fand bis

his brother. Fis face was red and Y
“Btop it!" ho gasped. * You can't—you sh-
“Are you off your silly rockor?” roared Tubb. “ Do you
llunk we're going to let him come hero and hull;r us becauso
ur major? Gct out 1 i
him alone!

5
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“'Well, he's had €nough,” said Pu{ct “ Roll him out I*
: Tybb.- grunted - discoptented|. asscoted, and
Bolsover was rolled out of Ehe Third Fnrm room into the
gu His’ mmnr f;inwed him to the doo
you were wrong. .'l dﬂn 't Lhmk it
.wu any 'I‘n?rd Form chap who went to yous dy.”
ioked - himsell up, his face el L fary.

3 "Don t k to me, you zum»rnmpe"' be mutlemd thickly.
u.Gﬂ
‘1 Gat, awu, Fou hng ar brnl
sover tramped riously nwa; duwn the passage.

Bolsover minor turned back into the Form-room without
|nether worr]

5 Th-l'l Lhe
major,” he grow!
1uwer minor d-cf not mply.

.. THE Fll-"l‘ll CBAP’I‘EI!.
- - No Exit. -
¥ hat) ‘Becd in the warst”

Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Groyfriars, asked

- the question, us he looked into ‘Bolsover's study.
Bnlsﬂvnr mijor was I:ru-h;n down his clothes, and
his torh -jacket lay-onu chair, bis ccllar was still
hanging-by s-single sud. He tnrued 4 red and farious faoe
upon the Boundcr.
“ Mind your own lmsmml" hé snapped.

Vernon:Smith laughe
"Jear man) I lodked in to setile about

nmmphl
ﬁn&n you get ror ;ucl.mg up for your precious

* Certainly, m,
to-nj ht, but——
ou cun go on.”
The Bounder lug}xed l‘:-hi d _dropped into a
Buim.ve: uuuun his c!uthal and gmm. lugrlly

Wais'it Whnrlnn & Co.
= Not" wled Bolsove:
“49 AR thought the
excursionk, ‘and it would
gaid tha Bounder, with a
&ets up to be a model in
tog the line.”

" asked ‘Vernon-Smith,

might_hase discovered our littlo
be exactly like them to chip in,’
awn. ' Harry Wharton generally
5 Forma and % make other Fallows

He won't make me too the line,” said Bolsaver savagely.

‘Nor- me,” said Vernon-Smith, with a cynical in.

h Jt the way, does your young ‘eother kuuw uuy ing
ahout iti? . .

“Hang my young brother|”

“With pleasure. But does he know auythingi™ -

“Of gourse not! Do you think Ishuuld \KU o hg |n Chn
Third Form_abaut ‘my-going to-the- cyar”:
Bolsaver. ** Besides, Ene see -xsuch o! my minor. Whnt
do_you-ask such ,e,cm- questions for?"

ad a reason.’
B{h-‘ll\ﬁr started, and looLwJ at him.
** What do you me u,don't mean to say that Hubert

* Not to m.

“To anybody else, theni”

©1 don’t know. But——" The Bounder paused.

* Well, go o said Dolsover, suapcndm the operations
of "le clothes- I:m.sh and looking at the under with a
Eavage express *If that young cad has been mterienuz
in my affairs
g | donl Luaw that he has. DBut he was in Wharton's
me, when Wharton
\ugc-n. came down, they were talking over something
very sceretly. And as 1 was sitting in the nrmchmr in the
common-room, and they didn't see me, 1 what they
£aid,  Nugent sggested oollaring 0a Hf you tried 1o got aut
of the dorm. Lu-nli:hi and giving you o dormitory licking.”

“ Me ]‘" .snl

" Yes me, toa!" yawned the Bounder. ' They moved
cff und :I dldnt lmnr nny more. But taking that in connec-
tion with your minor's visit to Wharton, and with the fact
hat the Soung cad has always had his béck up against

But he dida't know anythi
“You remember the other night I told you I saw some-
body in the Close when we got inl I was sure it was some
fag ‘out of bounds."
hat! You think——"

1t looks to ma 8s if your misor has becn spying en you
and has taken Wharton ‘into the business. That's all.”

olsover ground his tecth.

“*He wouldn't dare—he wouldn't daro!"”

“1 don't know. He's a checky rascal, and the Third
would back him up, They all hate you so much,” Vernon-
Smith explained pleasantly, v.h.l they would back up
unybody or :mylhmg to get at ;nu
y Maoxer Lmsunr —N
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*Oh, nheem it] He wounldn't dure! But if he haa—s"

You'll see to- night. -If the rotters interfere with us, you

can get out nf them whother it was your minor set them on,
n—

the
‘1l |.hmd| him within 5. inch of his life
Yes, I should advise We can’y hlvo fags H‘tmﬁ
up to preach to us and rmg us up in the way we shoul
go," said Vernon-Smit

He quitted the llud;‘ leaving Bal, r in a savage mood.
The thought that his minor should venture to inte ere vulll
his doings threw Bolsover into & state of sup ssed Tay
nlu\b would have been rlangemu: to Hubert if he had boen

\Vllcn the TLEmmrn went up to bed a litile later, Balsover
looked with a scow] at Wharton and Nugent, Now that he
lind been put on g\mrli he could sec ennly encugh that
there was somet| n them. arton wore &
troubled look, as if he felt I'umull in & dnn-oug‘:osmnn and
was not quite decided what to do, as was ind

Polsaver said nothing on the subject. He turned in with
the rest of the Remove; but Nugent and Wharton
observed that he did not take off all hme clothing, and they
exchanged & mgmﬁunt glunce

“ The rotter is going out to-night,” Nugent muttered, as
he sat down on, \\ harton's hed to take. off bis boots,

“ Looks like if

“ What are ycu going to do1"”

"I dunl know. I've no right to,inte:lere with him.
K ‘But. Bulstrode s ; he's Form- captain
Wharton nodded.

i ] Qn:te o 1f I were l:"om-mphm Td wma ﬂown on

ngn.n. ﬂn captain  of Grg:innw, Ioukei into the
dormitory.

*, Ncw t]leu, tumble in 1"

And Wharton went to bed still um{ccxde& ngm turned
out the lights, and left the Remove to sleep. But there were
several of the Remove who did pot feel 1nc1med jor slumber.
DoI.over and Vernon-Smith had no mtention of sleeping.

an appointmont for that night, and they were wait-

Dur ten o'clock to strike. Wharton-and Nugent did not
v|up, either; but the rest of the Remqve dmp off cne by
one.

n was in a troubled {rame of mind. -

He was flled with anger and dis towards Bul.lu'lr, but
ho did not feel that he had e right fo-interfere, If he bad
‘been Gaptain of the Form, as be had once been, would
Fav Seomoud Lostiins i the sore. DUt thet en Duilrode's

usmees now; and Bulstrode was very slack in such matters.

Yet the proceedings of Vernon-Smith, and of the other
felluw: w?lnm he led into his underhand ways, would reflect
disgrace upon the Form, if they ever came to light—and they
were certain to come to light in the long run. And Harry
Wharton was thinking of his promise to Bolsover minor. He
had said that he would do all he could; but what he could
do was not clear.

He wi till thinking sleeplessly of the matter when ten
o'clock chimed out frem the old clock-tower of Greyfriars.

There was the sound of a movement in the dormitory,

‘Wharton sat up in bed.

In the dim light that came in from the high mndum. two
shadowy forms could be seen moving in the room.

There was the sound of a whisper, and he recoguised the
supm-eud tones of the Bounder.

- Ohy a ight " came the growling upl, of Bolsover.
They weze dressing quickly in the darkae:s

Wharton made up his min He did m:l. think that an
appesl to_the two black sheop of the Remove e likely to
have much result, but it would do no harm te try it.

“ Bolsover !"" he called out.

There was a quick breath in the darkness.

“h zh«t you, Wharton " asked Bolsover,

“\\’ull what do you want? What are you epying on me
for?

“ You are going out?”
“ Yoo aid Bobsovor defiantly.
“Whare are you gein
“ That's my bl:ismesa i
“1 mean,” said Harry quietly, “is it a jape, or are you
soing ta braak bousds nds 17 s *
reak
S dot Uhink T need to sk, if yeu are going with Vernon-
Smith,” s2id Wharton scornfully. » 1t is bovsd L be some
blno.k ardiem or other.”
7k you I drawled:the Beunder,
“Mind your owh businsm, hang you " mutiered Boluover

in thls week's “GEM™
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- “{ ¢an't stand you!" said Bolsover niljnr harshly, * Everything you say, everything you dn,g'm on my merves!
You make me sick! Get out!™ The hot tears rushed to the fag's eyes, but he turned away so that his brother
should not see them, and made his way blindly to the door. (See Chipter 2.) .

savagely. * What does it matter to you where I go, or what

do?

“You have no right to disgrace the Form, for one thing,”
53id Harry quietly ; © and you will get yourself into trouble,
for another. You are letting Vernon-Smith lead you into
his e 3

“1 suppose I'm old enough to look after myself,” sneered
Bolsover.

* You're not sensible enough, it appears,” said Harry. “I
advise you to chuck this rot, and get back into bed.”

“ W want your advice, I'll ask for it.”

Wharton compressed his lips. -

“There’s another thin he said. ¢ If this sort of thing
goes on, and it comes out, it may get Bulstrode into trouble.”

“ Hang Bulstrode "

Bolsover -and Vernon-Smith moved towards thewindow.
Wharton stepped out of bed, and shook Bulstrode by the
shoulder. Hir mind was made up now.

 Bulstrode I"

The Remove captain yawned and awoke.
Groo! Wharrer marrer

“ Wake up !"

“ Well, I'm awake,” growled Bulstrode. ‘* What the deuce
are you waking me up for, when I've only just got o sleep,
you ass "

“ Bolsover and Vernon-Smith are breaking bounds, and if
you choose to stop them, I'm ready to lend you a hand, that's
all,” said Wharton.

Tre Maexer Library.—No. 210
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Bulstrode jumped ot of bed.
The two shadowy figures moving towards
halted. Bulstrode ran towards them.

the window
“Stop !"" he exclaimed.
“Look hers, Bulstrode——""
“ You're not_going out,’

back to bed! Do you hear,

d Bulstrode decidedly. - * Cet

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Lines All Round. ;

OLSOVER gritted his tecth. Vernon-Smith's eyes wera
gleaming like o cat's in the darkness.
< Bulstrode’s tone was sharp. He meant business. Thera
was no doubt that he meant to have his way.  Anc
Harry Wharton & Co. would back him up all along the line,
there was no doubt about that, either.

“8o you are going to stop us,” said Vernon:Smith, his
voice trembling with rage.

o said Bulstrode dircetly. * You're not going out,
you cad 1"

“1¢'s not so very long sinck you used to break bounds at
mgiht yoursell,” the Bounder sncered.

ulstrode fAushed in the darkness. . &

“1 know that,” he_replied. ‘‘But T've stopped it, and
you're going to stop it, too. You know jolly well that if
thaere's any, row about it, I'm more likely to get into trouble
than you are. Besides, o Form-captain is supposed to stop

By FRANK RICHARDS,
Order Eariy.
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IJua iorl: of thing, :f he knows about it. And I know

“ Snppmed tol” said the Bounder. * But it's enerally
cmly supposed. A fellow is expected to mind his own business,

o I'm not &umg to argue with ZI *' said Bulstrode, *If
are out, rst qunl:o!l the Head lvau!.d ask is, whether
the Form-captain knew anythmg about it

You could say you didn't.”

“Thenks! I'm not guite so 'el] u
you are,” retorted Bu]atrnde Lou
Get back to bed, or—""

* Or you'll call & prefect " sneered the Bounder.

“No,” said Bulstrode, with a deep breath. “I won't do
that; that would amount to mnll\mg But there are enough
fellows here to me up. You're not going out.”

“T am gumgloxm, said Bolsover. I cam lick any fellow

in the art of lying as
here, I'm not going

1‘2 the Fo smash any chap who lays a finger on me
stop m
Bulstrode set his tecth. He was no match for the Remove

l‘.uIJy in single combat; the eonl,

uld lick the powerful bully was Bob Cherry. But Bulstrode

d ﬂ not falter. . 2
"Gel up, you (ellewsl"hc called out. * I call on you to
back me up.”
b Hdlu ‘thallo, haun " came from Bob Cherry's bed.
“ What's the trou
f Jump-up,” said Nua-onl: * You're want
»-* Right you are!”

Bob Che
of the Remove

wera awake now, and o s i oo
xas no-doubt that the 1e:fmg of the whole Form was against
the two f the Removites were reckless

fellow in the .Form who -

rry was out of bed in a mmnent. .‘lnhmu Bull and ~

bl I%’l;uur own fault,” sid Bulstrode, * will you go back

“No!" gelled Bolsover.

He Jeaped to his feet, hitting out furicusly. Bulstrode

Lght his nghh under the chin, and went over backwards

a crash, eit crashed into Jolin Bull's face, and
Bull dropped henlly upon the foor of the dormitory, 3

But Bolsover had no time to hit out again.

Bob Therry smote him, and he fell; and then the. enraged
juniors seized him by his arms and legs, and he was dragged
away from the window. Bulstrode staggered to his fect.

“Bump him!" he ihnuhd “Bump the rotter|”

* Hear, hear " )

* Bump the cad "

‘“ Let me go !" roared Bolsover, struggling furiously. * Let
me go! Back up, Vernon Samhl Come and belp me, you
cowardly hound I Rescue

* Better chuck it, as I advised you,"” said the Bounder
cocllj” “ What's the good of butting your" nlly head against
a wi

“Y¥You coward !

Bump—bumnp—bump !

“Ow—ow! Yaro-o-op!"
ive it to the cad I
"Gl“ HR gured Bulstrode, rubbing his chin.

“ Bump him ! I

Bump-—bumpl

“Oh! Ow!”

Bolsover rolled on the floor,
releuui him, en a rush was

o

':?xﬁ' when :‘1;.; be -jusiors

ism which- appe
There were very few fellows in the Fnrm whom
the Bounder lLiad been able-to induce to follow. in his foot-

gulsomr and Varnnn Smith stood dismayed. ‘The Bounder
was no fool, and he realised thai the game was up, for that
nght at least. He knew when he was 'hea.ten. He went
to his bed, and turned in.
“Beuu chuck it, Bolsover,” lu said.
Bolsorer snapped his teeth.

= Asd T endorse mnm.(mm;,“ said Bob Cherry. ' You're

the Remove while I've a Est left to

=k, Bdswu. You're disgrace enough already.”

™ chimed in Johnny Bull.

with, asd ye're right,” said Micky Desmond. *Ye'd

r chuck ity Bolsover ﬂlrhng, and go back to bed like a
boy.

going out,” said Belsover uhmznulf “The fellow
r!« tries to stop mé will get hurt, that's all
~Oh, don't play the giddy gont!” exclaimed Etmy
‘Wharton impatien| ‘ou can't go, and you sha'n't
azd that's an end of it
‘ Hear, hear !” sid ]\ugent.
Bolsover gavs e clmml of the Remwe a_furious look.
“T know what you're interfering for,” he said, between
his tooth. ‘I owd thin to my minor. Ho Bas “besn spyio
n me,

Wharton was taken aback. .

“Tsn't that the case 1 Bolsover went on nvagelr
my minor gome to your study this evening -and tell
about me

“ He ﬂui zot tell tales about you,” said Harry.

* He told you that I was going out.”

“1 don't choose to mnswer your questions.
going out, and that's an end of the matter.

“We'll see!l” exc]mmod Bolsover, -

He strode to the window.

A _crowd of juniars followed him, and as Bolsover put his
hands upon the window-irame, many hands grasped him and
pulled him back.

Bump |

The bully of the Remove descended upon th# floor with a
wundmﬁ concussion, and ho gave a yell of pain.

“ Ow

“ Dido't
you tales

You're not

Tz Maawer Librart.—No. 210.
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Bump the other cad 1" ciclaimed Johuny Bnll “Give

them bolg| esson while we're nbout it I’

“ Good . egg"‘ B
“Ha, ha, ha !

“V‘- Smith :umped up in n]um Ec—!aul not expected
“ Hold on!" he unln.:mad "I—— 0 Ovr' Yow[?
Crash! Bump!

The lzicnnd:l&c‘l‘n;le hn“]'}]y out of bed Ii)é;i»ﬂoor HIGEO
uniors m. He struggle ike

D et as mped llltbaume. wd ed hard

T]l!‘,' left him g on the w:m'bled
up. ~ The Remcvﬁunﬁ never hww when hen beaten, and
he was in too gréat a rage m'.hmkofpmdemn. Hﬂe’hnged

st the crowd of Removites, hitting out right an

“ How -no‘hal" roared Micky Desmond, as be aug’ﬁt a
drive under the ear, and went sprawling over-the Bounder.

“Ow! Tare ‘.n' 'au:u-l

“Collar the cad !” yulled Bulstrode. .

“Bump him sgain " 4

“ He hasn't had enough !

“Collar him 17

In & soecond more Bolsover was struggling .3hmn in r.ha

grem of the ites. They were savage enouj

bumped him harder than ore. Bulwver :rui]ud

iunoully, and in the midst of the din the dwml!ory door
opened, and a light gleamed into the room. -

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, stood in the door-

with a lamp in his hend, sod his brow was contracted

with anger.
*“ Cease this at once I’ he shouted.
“Cave!" gasped Nugent.

"My hlu.' anlnhy ™
reloased. The juniors, hlm'lun in the mJﬂan

li h!. riood ]ookmg in dismay at their angry Form-m

Go back to bed instantly!” esid Mn . Quelch nu-rnlv.

Every boy out of bed will take two hundred lines! Get

into bed at onoe!"

The Remoute: returned sullenly to bed.

“If '.hera is . 207 further disturbance in this dormitory m.
nlght," said Quelch, shall cane every boy in the
Form m-rnunuw morping !"

He closed the doar.

“ My hat!"” said Bob Cherr,
Well, Bolsorers hod & good
fort in that 1"

Bolsover only grunted. He was feeling far too stiff iand
aching to think nﬂi ing any further. The expedition of the

" How dare youl"

* This is a go!

breathess];
'&heml s0me Com-

umping !

hlu.l: sheap of ove was decidedly off for that night.
As tho Remove bully lay in his bed, sleepless and aching,
he_atiriboted it

lm thoughts turned to bis minor,
And never had his feelirigs been-so bitter towards
Hubn— as they were at that moment.
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‘THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Bully's Yictim,
(UBERT "
Bolsover minor started.
Morning lessons were over on the day following
the disturbanoe in the Remove dormitory. Bolsover
wis waiting outside the Third Form-room when the Third
came out. His face was dark and angry, and his young
brother looked at him very uneasily. He could see plainly
encugh that there was trouble coming.

#Yes, Percy ! he said timidly.

T want to speak to you."

“ Yes, what is it?”

't Come into my study I”

“Yes, Porcy."”

. Paget linked his arm in Belsover minor's.

““Don't go!"” ke said, in a whisper. * Your major has got
his back up about something! Don't be an ass! Come out
into the Close !" -

Bolsover minor shook his head.

“‘ He's going to lick you, as sure as a gun [ said Tabb.

“1 dou’t think so.”

And Bolsover minor followed his brother into his stuﬂv
The bully of the Remove watched him come in with glitter-
ing eyes, and then closed the door and put his back against
it. Hubert watched him with startled eyes.

* ‘Is anything the matter, Percy !"" he asked, in a faltering
h &

Yes, you young.cub i
**“What—what 'ave I done?"”

““You've been spying on me!” said Bolsover, in a low
1one of concentrated passion. * You've been spying on me,
you-cur, and telling tales to Wharton about me."

Hubert changed colour. B
"I=~I ’aven't, Percy !"

* Dido’t you tell Wharton about my breaking bounds?"

1

Answer me, you cub
i) Dnd—d‘d ‘Wharton tell yuu!" gasped Hulurb.
es.”

< Ha—he p:nmlud— d
% Bolsover laughed savagely.

“Well, I found it out, yau
watch rur me- last night.
Dan’t

*® IwI didn't exactly tell him,” faltered Hubert. —i
thought you was gemn mu: trouble, Percy, with that rotter
Vernon-| sy ith, and I—] Wharton if he could "elp Fou

‘ut, that was all. I Iaund out by accident. I wasn't

spying.” 2

Bolsover gritted his teeth.

“ And you think you've got a right to set u; dge m;
actions, and to lay down the law al ul. what Ps!m m shall
not do,” he said.

“No. But—but—""

“But you are shocked at me, you strect arab !"

“I—I1 wanted to stop you from nto trouble,
Percy ! said .the fag mlsﬂuh "Ew mmi m chn[ls
speak of a feller who was mpallnd from Greyf; or
bem led into thmg& by the Bounder. I was lfl nid It vu)uld.

“appen to you.

“ None of your Iu;wcni? you cub! Yuu spied on me,
and told tales to Wharton.

“ dido’t mean it like that. But I'in sorry——

1 dare say you are!” said Bolsover grimly.
“oin to make you sorzier I
He picked up o cane that
ovidently placed there in readiness.

it

* You—you'ra not goin’ to lick me, Perey 7" he !tlmmmcd.

Bolsover's eyes gleamed.

**That’s just what 1 am going to do!" he replied. *I'm
oing to teach you not T meddle in my affairs, you y
Bount 1 Ton bt anoh to Bmve, you st Gresrives. b all
disgracing me, and making the fellows tell all sorts of rotten
arns sbouk our femily, without having you setting up to
judge me, and meddle in my affairs, you guttersnipe "

“Peroy! I—

“ Don't Percy me!
forget, in a hurry "
MagreT LinrARY.—No. 210.

ton was on the
“You told him.

see. - Whartoy
1 got into a row.

“And I'm

on the table, which he Lad
Hubert started as he

T'll give you & lesson that you won’t
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Bolsover turned the key in the doo;

A hunted Jook came into the fags E)es. “He backed away
as Bolsover advanced upon him, gripping the cane.

“Peroy! Don't! I'm sorry

Ok, shut that!”

E‘;,”“"“ ‘gripped his minor by the collar.

“ Hold your tongue, you young cad !”

Tho cane lasho: thu fag’s jocket. He uttered a cry; but
the cane rose and fell with !n\'ng\e forca.  After the first
cry the fag did not make a sound. He set his teeth, and his
face grew pale, but he gave no cry.

He did not resist

Losh—ash—lash| =

The savage cane rang and slashed upon his back, &ill the
bully’s arm was aching with the force of the blows,

“There, you young cad!” he panted at last, flingin,
fag from him. “*There! That will be a lesson to you

Bolsover minor fell where his brother Aung him. His face
was hkn chalk, ;nr] his eyes full of pain. He gave a dry sob.

'

|.lm

rey &
DR talk ve me X )
Bolsover swung out of the room, slamming the door behind

.

Hubert lay where ho_had fallen for some minutes, Flis
brain was almost swimming with the pain of the thrashing ha -
had received. He moaned softly as he moved at last and: .
nrnw]nd to His fect. A sob he could not restrain shook him -
from head to foot. Bitter as wns the pain of the licking, it
was not so great as the pain.in his heart,

He crept fo a seat in the window, and sat down, quivering
from head to foot. He did not want to go out.  The fellows
woul het something was the' matter with him, and
they would aik quettions. They would find out that his
brother ‘had beon brutal to him.  And Bolwver minor was
eagerly smxious to keep that from heiz knowledge.

g not destined to koop it ‘en minutes
or so Jnt:r tho doar was opened, de Pnguh nnd 'X'uhb looked
into the room. They were searching for him.

“He's not here,” said Tubb. :

. Paget cought sight of the little figure huddled on the eeat

¢ window recess.
“There he is!” he exclaimed.

The two fags ron towacds Hubert.

rAren't gnu nnmmg out'f exclaimed Paget.

Hubert shook his h

©Oh, come qu"'mlr] Tubb. - “ What's the good of
:nypmg here? I suppose your major has been slanging

“Hubert did not reply.
“'He's been doing somnlhmg worka than that " said Paget,
his eyes gleaming. *He's been l\ckmz you, kid !
1t doesn't matter.”
“Has he been Iml.mg' o uted Paget.
“T tell you it's nothin ," mut!nmd Hubert.
“ The rotten bully!
“The beastly cad !" aani Tubb.
th:t'n white face Aushed.
t him alone!” he said. It doesn’t mlngr to you
c:mm wlm my hrolher does I suppose? If I can stand it,
it's no

I don't mean to be ungrateful,” said Hubert. * D
bul Idun’t like to ’ear you slangivg my muu. that's all
ot after he s licked you for nothing 7"

"Ib—n wasn't for nothing. I—I did what he said. I-1
ﬁhb to h Imnvced better,” said Hubert, in a low voice.

s q

Paget snorted wrathfuily.

“Was he " he mni 've got my opinion about that.
You can stand up for him s much as you like, Billy, but
we're not going to puu up with the rottea bul! Ha's not

ving to lay his ps\w‘s on a Third-Former wlthuut trouble 1o
?ullow 1 can tsll

foar " sa 'I‘ubb emphatically,

"Look re—" began Hubert.

“We'H make him sit up for-this!" said Paget savagely.
o ynuudun t like to help, you uudn t: but we're goinyg to 1"
ou-—

“Oh, rats!" said Paget. * Come on, Tubb, and we'll tell
the !"elln\“. and we'll make that rotten hull;' sorry for himself,

tharl started u

““ Paget, dun t! il:ll you it’s all right I—"
rot I"

And' Paget and Tubb tramped out. of the room Jeaving
Bolsover minor more miserable than they had found him.

By FRANK RICHARDS,
.- Order Early.
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. '
Blow for Blow,

ARRY WHARTON stopped in the pj uage, on his wa;
to the class-room that Lcmoon, as he caught alghe 0%
Bolsover minor. Wharto: s feeling troubled in his
mind about the result of hlx ;ntz:!eranoq with Bolsover’s
plans the night before. He had never supposed that Bolsover
uess from whence he had received his®information.
But Bolsover had discovered, and Wharton knew him well
eniough to know that Hubert would suffer in consequence.

‘' Stop & minute, kid|" he exclaimed.

Ealsover minor did not appear to hear him. He was passing
on, with & clouded brow, when Whatton caught him by the
ahonlden and stopped him.

Wot do you want, Master Wharton?” said Hubert

su]]enl{

"Only o word. I suppose your mujor hus told you about
the ‘L}-nuble in our dorm. last'night? said Harry.

+ He found out that you had spoken to me,” said Wharton.
“ You nu; be sure that I didn't tell him.

" He gaid—" Hubert paused. He reahsed at once that
his b:ot'ber had, acbh-rac.e!y misrepresented um facts, in order
to shake his faith in Wharten.

But Wharton uurbf tho word at once.

“He said what? Do you mean jhat he said that I told

im !" he-exclaimed sharply,
Hubert crimson
I=T don’t ri btl; remember- just wot be said, Master
ry,” he said [afmrulg “ But—but it's all right. I know
you wouldn't mean to t

‘ Ho asked me if you hnd told me lmhmg, said Hur;
**He knew already. He either knew, nover
expected that, of course. Somcbody mryr_Bave heart

ing to me. but I never :md a word, and Nugent didn "s

arry. 1.suppose it’s been the cause of trouble.”
ht,, Master Harry:
have chipped in'in tlze m-tur if T had guessed

E.

(st it momid cemse. Hobblo betw you, of course,” sai
“* 1 was trying to do what juu wnulud that'sall. I'm
it hasn't turned out better.”
Hubcert nodded,

*1 know you'd d do sour best, Master Wharton,” he said.
rhs all right, 'm very much obliged to yon—l am

Axd he went on into the Third Form-room. Harry W‘harmu
entered the Remove class-room, with a troubled wrinkle on
his brow. Bolsover was already there, and be looked at
Whaiton with a sneer as he came in.

ou will be pleased to kuow that T've given my winor .
1 the subject of roring and sneaking,” he said. " I'v
be licking of bis e

if I'd been there,” he said.

uniors went to their_places.
rin upon Bolsover's face. He had hit
e realised that, and it afforded
iderable satisfaction.
v asses were dismissed, Bolsover gave
ron & sneermﬁ grin on leaving the Form-room.

a

I suppose you have made up your mind to msddie inm

private affairs, and champion oy minor against me,” he sai

bitterly. * Well, just remember that every time I get ,any
will suffer.”

1ot from you on the mb{e(t that young cul
ed, and ed steadily at the Remave bully.
T understand, he said, T don't want-to iberfere with
your family concerns, Bolsover. It's not my business how
You get on with your minor. But I tell you plainly, you are
piling it on a bii too '.hn:k ond if you don't draw the line,
we shall draw it for you.”
‘I'm willing to nep into the gm. with you, any time you
like,”” said the e bully, witl neer.
es, I know ynu c-an lick me, :hnnch I'm quite wi Ilmg 10
stand up to you at any moment choose,” said Harry
Wharton quietly. "But I tell you i!mnly. if you don t draw
a line somewhere, a committec of t! orm will draw it far
you. That's all. You've had a Emm ra!:gmg before now,
and you ought to remember what it's
Bolsover bit his lip. He did indeed mmnmb«r what it was
like. But his arrogant nature was not easily check
. 'S0 you nru going to interfere botween me and my
b:ol.hm, he said
¢s, il necessary.
*“Very good,” lmd Bulacwr, in the same sneering tone,
“go T may ns well tell you now that 1 shall give young
m.hm, .muzhu Imkmg this cvening, just to show you that
you can't dictaf o
“If you do, ] ll iae lhnt the Form deals with the matter."
“That for the Form ! said Bolsover, snapping_his fngeu
And e walked away with o smering grin upon his face.
Tug MacNeT Liprary.—Nao.

ead the grand oI nn
Juniors of B&.Jﬁn .hr{thd:

Wharton stop;

TOM MERRY & C0.S MUSIC-HALL!”

Harry- Wharton compressed his 1
nd that cha ur.hln r, Franky,” he said
& T e o 80 |or°hﬁ§. whether'T can lick

t nodded thoughtfully.
o 5:“ & difficult: m‘:glr, mte:fenng between brothers,” he

remarked. *' Chap who sticks his nose into !u-m]y troubles
genenl!y ets it snapped off bﬂ both putres

Yes, 1kmow; but hang it ol we i 1 tho brate make
that youngster's life u “misery to him 1" Wharton exclaimed
hotly, *It's too thick,

But—"" Nugent hesitated’ dnubt-'

¢ says h's golog to lick the kid again. 1% simply up
against us,” deH y. ‘“‘I'm not going to stand
“You won't get any thanks from Hubert for mmrfurln[,
Harry, The kig. saend to sick by his brother, whatover
brute does,” said N L IE d ask us to protect
him, it would be a dn erent matter.!
** Vea; but—well, we'll sec.”

The chums did see very shortly. The Removs Dramatic
Society were holding & meeting in the Rag after school, a

little later, when Harry Wharton & Co. proce theﬂ.\.

ey heard & sound from within t'ha room that made
Whi rlun s eycs gleum angrily.

Porey, don't

“ It's that cad Bnlsover again 1” sud Bob Cherry.

Wharton -did not speak. rcw gpen the door, and
strode in. ad his minor’s

es, I know it is.
fully,

Bclsnmr major was
arm in grip. harton dld lmL need telling . what he
was doing. He way bwisting the fag’s nrm—a species of bully-
ing gory ‘much in favour with Porcy Balsover.

B

Stop it, you cad!” shou| harton
lsover looked round "with o sneering lsugh, and ‘gake
.g s arm another twist.

Hubert uttered a sharp cry.

wrumn o straight ¢ the bully of the Remoyo, . % °
Bolsover released ¢!

with a crash to the foor.
Wharton threw off his jacket.
“"Now get up, you cad; end we'll }u\vc ﬂus-ull“" he ered.
‘* Hold on I'"- m]nlm;fl Bob Cherry. *Let me—""
Bob:™”

) Lum it to me, .
Bolsover was ‘on his feet in a twinkling. Bulstrode-tock

Hubert by the ghoulder, and pushed him ot of the raom
end locked the doo
* Now, go it yuu cnpplee {7 hc und» £ e o8

Thoy wers aitcady * gomg
Botorer hai aiiacked Wherton savagely, Horry was
standing up o lim gallantly; but the big. overgrown bully
of the Remove carried all before him at fivst. Bolsover was
a year older than Harry, hall a head talter; and bigger in

avery way. He was bij cnnugh and old encugh, ss a matter
of fact, to be in the Fifth, and he would have been in the
TFifth if he had not heen an incurable slacker.

But there was no slacking about him whnn he w“ ﬁghtmg
He had courage enough of a bulldog varicty, end s
lemggr was up he was reckless of the damage ho rmgm oo
juniors formed a circle round the combatants: - It was
& very informal fight, without any rounds or time- kee[:mg
Whal‘ton was driven back, but though he was the smaller of
he was a lplendld boxer, and all that science an
coumge "could da, ke did.

Bolsover was beaten back, and laid upon the Boor -onga
more, but he sprang up, and came on again-more furiously
than ever, as if, L Antmus of old, he gathered rencwed
strength by the “omtack with mother earth,

BuLsuvgr s left eye was soon closed, and his nose was strean-

harton was breathing very hard by this time. The
Remove bully pressed him hard, end succeeded at lust in
getting in a tromendous right-hander, which would have
knocked out the biggest fellow in the school. Wharton went
down heavily.

Bolsover swnd over him, scow]mg.

*Get up, and have some more I” he gasped.

Bob Cherry helped Wharton to his foctr Harry was. dlur
and sick from the tremendous blow, but he was k:en to go o
But Bulstrode intervened,

o on, Wharton ! he exclaimed. * Hang it
all! wrdly stand on your pins. Get out of this
room, Bolsover.”

The bully sw nd[; away to the door with a defiant laugh.

The door closed behind. him. Wharton sank into a cl mr.
mopping his nose with a handkerchich, which was soan stained

ANSWERS

ez, and turned to encounter W'h_\rlcn. =
-He received Hu—rys clenched fist full in the fnw. and ncnl




l]l(:ep crimson. He was indeed in no condition to go on with

the

LR chaps go on with the rehearsal;” said Wharton, at
k

last. “I'll look on. I don't feel much up to rehmrnms Just
now."”

“M hat! I should say nnl"" ejaculated Bob Chprr)
 And after the rehearsal, Bulstrode, ' we'll take the
matter of Bclsovez major in h.md I think he's got to the end
of his tether.”
nd the Removites agreed unanimously.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,

A Wrong Catch!
OLSOVER minor sat by the fire in the Third Form-
room, alone.
It was not time yet for evening prepara
Third-Formers were "not there, and fo
Dolsover minor had the room to himsell.
The fag’s thoughts were dark and bitter,
His life at Greyfriars had opened brightly enough. In spite
of the. fact tha K had been brought up in the streets, wild,
uneducated, l.he fellows he mixed with at Greyfriars had
taken to him' very kindly. He had made many friends, and
those who were not his fnenda were mostly inclined to treat
him with - good-natured tolerance.
‘There was but, one cloud on the horizon.
‘With the wistiul eagerness natural to one who had never
known kith nor kin, he longed for his brother's affection.
If his major taken to him, if he had even been com-

n, and the
r the moment

maonly decent to him, things would have been so different for-

the fag.

He hnd ed to overcome E’emv s dislike and disgust in

time—to mlkn hig brother like him, by patient and uncom-
. plaining affection’ E

Tt s oouid uok  help re
tas

Bolsover hated hllﬂ'

It had taken the fazr a lonw time m realise the truth, but
# was borne in upon his mind at las

His brother was ashamed of Inm " He was hateful in the
eyes of the fellow for whose lﬁecnonnia regard he lon,

lsover regarded him llmgdy us o thorn in his side at the
school, and would nover regard him as anything else.

Hubert knew it. He felt it. .And as the thought weighed
in°the poor lad's mind, & sob rose to his throat, and seem
to_choke him

For the first time now he thought seriously of leaving
Greyfriars.

The thought-was painful to him.” He had such chances at
the sohool; he had made friends there such as he was not
likely to make in any other place. His affections had begun
to be entwined about his new home, the only home the waif
of the streets had ever known.

And_if he len how was he to explain to his father without

T He knew. how angry Mr. Bolsover woul
bo if he G!l!pm:'.l’d the lrue stata of affairs, with what just
eiemnau }ns anger mmld fall upon the elder br |1cr

was he to keep the knowledge from his father, if
he ]eft the schooli He would not lie to him, as Bolsover major
suggested; he muld nut 1,vc1| entertain that thought. But
“lm(, was. to eay
He realised that |l }u.\ lel‘t schml for Percy's sake, he' could
not go home to his father. Mr. Bolsover was only too likely
to send him back to Greyfriars, and to take Percy away
instead. And the patient, kind-hearted lad could not endure
the thought of thus injuring the brother w]m had - never
hmg hun cmel nnr] unkind to him.

sing at last that it was a hopeless

Go bick to his uld il[e. lenve everything to Percy, as Percy
evidently wished? Percy bad told him that he was an
interloper; he would never roga ard him as nnyt]ung else. Had
he o right to come between Percy and his father

Tho. fag’s miserable reflections were interrupted by the
‘Third-Formers crowding into lhe room. fags were
chuckling over somethi lsover. minor was too
troubled to listen to wlm: the; were saying, till some words
spoken near him “ui t his ear, and he started up. They
were speaking about his brother.

“If the rotten bully isn’t sorry for himsell this time, it

will be funny!” Johnson 1L remarked.- * Paget's idea is

" said another. **He always

"Du:;‘n glur it out to Billy," b o ek
essed if I know

Qtlcl.! up for :,baz rotten major of his.

y.'
Hulmrt started_to his feat. He saw with a glance that
Tubb, and Smith III. were not in the crowd of fags
“Where's Paget?"" he exclaim
“1t's all serzna“‘ chuckled Johnson II. “It's only a hl(le
surprise we've arranged for your major in his study, and the
chaps are earrying it out.”

“What are they n Bolsover minor exclaimed
breathlessly.
Tae Maoxsr Lisrary.—No. 210.
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“Never mind. Hallo!
Johnson

olsover minor_did not reply. He was dashing towards
the door of the Form-room. Tlm fags shouted to him to
come back, but Bolsover minor did not heed. He ran out
of the Form-room, and towards the stairs, and dashed up
them to the Remove passage. The excited voices of the fags
died away behind

Bolsover. minor ran down the passuge. Sounds of sup-
pressed laughter proceeded from his major's study. The
raiding was in hand, evidently.

Withont waiting to listen how many fellows were inside,
Balsover minor opened-the -door at once and rushed in.
There was no light in the study.

iere was & quick, suppressed cry of alacm.

Bolsover minor held out his arms in the dark as he heard

sounds of movement. -

“Dodge the beggar!” cried a voice—that of Tubb.

“Dose him, you mean!" said another.
“Right-ho!" chuckled still another.
And_something whirled all éver Bolsover

Where are you going?" exclaimed

1or, choking

" ing his eyes and ears and mouth with a nauseous
grit and smell.
“Oh! Gmo\ Oogh!"" he gasped.
- & Ha, ha

ha,
Shnggered by the shock, Bolsover minor-still made a fight

Epluumng the awful mt out of his nmuth he plunged
round and round the stud;

More 5ot wes thrown in Bolsoyer minor's face. He
gaspe

“Oh! Groo—groo!" he spluttered.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

= My onl_: hat !

“Give him another dose!" welled Paget.

“ Better hook it!” said Smith IIL

“ Yes, mhen cm.i, on!"

Tearing the door open, they rushed away down the passage
The bulmr hghh tl:e:n revealed them to be Tubb, Smith IIL.,

and et.
,2.'3- Oogh!

“Yaroop! Gerrooch!”

Groo!" came Bolsover minor's voice from

“Ripping!” said Smith IIL
“What-ho!" grinned Tubb.

“ That's Jone for Bolsover!"
“He won't forget that!™

“Better get_out of here before ho comes after us,
though, " said Paget
Gros! Oogh! Groo!"

“Paor old_ Bolsaver!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!

Tho sound of lootsteps came up the prsenge—a licavy tread.

iok b Hop it, kids!" Ee. exelaimed.

And_they doubled their apend

To, their dismoy o busly Brurc strode into view ia the
Remove pussage.

It was Bolsover major!

The fnga halted, with expressions of simivsemont.

"Grﬁll Scﬂ!t!” =
“ Phew "
"Hnﬂol’ elrlmmed Bolsover. *What are you young
hpg ars up to
mme nnas’

gasped Tubb., -
“You young sweeps——""

“Now, Smith!" cried Tubb, * Now, Plget"'

And the fag dived to one side, to pass Bolso

Bolsover made a grabb at Tubb, hut the el}mr l\\n [nn-
wcw on him. Paying too much attention to Tubb

prepared for the push which Paget gave

"\‘nmh lll fallawed up Paget’s lead by grabbing Boiaovc-a
shin, and the bully of the Remove rolled over in the ppssage.
Ha med to hold on to Tubb, but :he soungster wrenched

himself

¥ Now, kids!" he shotited.
They dashed away, roaring with hughu-r
back, you young rotters!” yelled Bolsover,
o, ha !
By Juvn, that_was a bit close!" said Tubb.
'who that was m the study, though?"
“Give it up,”" grinned Paget. “The Bounder, porhaps.
Ha, ha, ha
And nolwlthsundmx Balsover's repéated invitations to
come bacl, as he picked himself up. the fags dasnppurcd a3
quickly as their legs could carry them.
Bolsover started to follow them, but he paused.
“ Dash the young sweeps " he exclaimed, ns he rubbed his

“I wonder

Lknea. They ve been in my study, play.ng some rtotten jape,
I mppa
1
By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Bolsover had caught the sounds that were issuing from

his study,

"Gmu}: Owll}!\ Groach "

. "My hat! The young wasters have not all got away,"
excluiimed the bully of the Remove. by

And he rushed towards the door.

The succzing witd coughing were sill going ou. Bolsover
gave a grim laugh.

" Good! One of the littlo beggars left! I'll teach him to
come potting about on my. premises!"

And he dashed into the study.

Striking a match, he saw a figure near the fireplace,
covered from head to foot in soot. He also noticed the
damage his study had sustained. ° %

Tho fag backed nway from him as he came forward,
bbing his eyes and coughing violently.

ho's that?” said Bolsover.

“It's me, Percy,” murmured the fag.

Bolsaver gritted his tooth.

- Oh, it's you, is it? Well,
with you.”

“It's not my fault, Perey,” pleaded Bolsaver minor.

“ Get out, you little brute!” said the bully, as he lighted

I thiuk I know what to do

the fu

1 came to stop them, Percy,” seid the youngatcr, as he

gasped in his efforts to clear %ﬂe lungs from soot. “ They

were here when I came——""

“You lz:ing little hound "

And Bolsover scized his minor by the collar, and began to

cuff him. %

**Oh, don't, Perey!”

~Don't give me any of your cheek!” said Bolsover.

“You're the worst of the lot1” .
Cufl—cuff—cuff !

* Bolsover minor gave & ery.
“Let e explain, Percy.”.
“Rot! I don't want your expla
“1 came to warn you sbout them.

“ And you expect mo to believe that?” sneered his brother.

Cuff—cuff—caff !

“Lemme alone |

“You bet! Take that, and that, and that!"

Each word marked o heavy cuff on the [ag's head.

. “*Now, out you go!” said Bolsover.

The youngster was dazed, as well he might be. Blinded
with scot, and gasping es he was, he yet tried to explain to
his major.

~If you'll only just let me tell you, Percy,” he said.

*Not a word, you guttersnipe! Get out!”

ns, you little hound!™

Bolsover minor did not move.

**Hang you, you little rotter!” shouted Bolsover. * Get
out!"”

And in an instant Bolsover minor was in his grasp again.

* Don't, Percy—don't!"

Bolsover renewed the cuffing. The youngster was too spent
to resist.
= If you won't go, I must throw you cut!” said Bolsover,
 Pavay it
Don't ‘Percy' me!” said Bolsover, between his teeth.
tell you I won't stand that from you."
—I came here——""
And now you're going, you young cad

Bolsover's grasp closed again upon the h%
Hubeért did not resist. Bolsover, gritting his tecth, swung
him’ to the door, and opencd it with his free hand.

** Now, you young sweep——'"

“Don't! I'll go!” -

“You will!" said the Remove bully, with a savage laugh.
“You'll go, and you won't come back sgain, il you know
what's good for you!"

And with o swing of his powerful arms he flung the fag
into the passage.

Bolsover minor foll heavily. But no ory escaped his lips.
Bolsover stood looking at him for & moment, with a hard,
grim expression upon his fuce. !

Then he stepped back into the study and slammed the door.

Bolsover minor lay where he had fallen for some moments.
Then he roso slowly to his feet,

He was aching—aching from_the fall and from the blows
of phe Remove bully. But his heart was aching more.

he soot covercd his face; but there were furrows in 1t
now, made by tho hot tears he could not restrain as they
coursed down his che

Without & word, choking back the heavy sob that rose to
his_throat, Bolsover minor moved aways

Tne MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 210.
Rend the grand new story of th

gu’_ St.Jim's,

TOM MERRY & €0.'S MUSIC-HALL!”

TAZ TZird CI\PT ER
The Honourable Committee,

ANG!
A heavy boot crashed upon the door of Balsover's
study, nn;il crashed open, and the bully of the Remove
starfed to his feet with o sudden._exclamation.
You silly asses!” ho roared. ) ;
A showor of blots had scattercd from his pen as he jumped
up.‘{u&a the imposition he was at work upon was hopelessly
spoiled. .

He glared savagely at the juniors who crowded into his
study. But the choice spirits of the Remove were not likely
10 be scared by Bolsover's angry looks. There were eight
of them, and Lﬁny marched intp the study quite undeterred
vy Bolsover's evident rage.

“\What do you went, you fatheads?” growled Bolsover.

“ You'll see soon enough!” said Bulstrade grimly. * Shut
the door, Cherry."” -

ight-ho 1" :
. Bob Cherry closed the door and locked it,
into his pocket as a measure of precaut
garded this proceeding with growing alirm.

“ Look here, what's the game!” he exclaimed. A

He ran his eye over the crowd of Removi s if seeking
& victim, They wera Bulstrode, the captain of the Form,
Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, John Bull, Tom Brown, Micky
Destnond, and Mark Liniey. . Therp was not ane of them
who would not have been o doughty antagonist even for
the powerful bully of the Remove, and together, of course,
they could have handled the bisBJumnr like an infan

““It isn't a game,” explained Bulstrode. *¥ou are aware,
1 believe, that I am captain of the Remo#1"

“Yes, you ass!” growled Bolsover. :

“Yery good! I thought I'd remind you, as you seem to
have overlooked the fact,” Bulstrode explained urbanely.

“ What do you want here?”

“ Nothing. 1t's not a question of what we want, but of
what you want. You want to be brought to your senses,
and we're going to do it.” =

** Faith, and ye're right!”

“Oh, don't play the giddy ox—' .
what you've been doing, and we're going to stop
and up I" St 2
er threw Jlimlelfnmw his chair.

“Stand up " repeated Bulstrode sternly.
ponirs

, putting the key
n. ~ Bolsover re-

”

** Put him on his feet!"” .

Three or four pairs of hands grasped the Remove bully,
and he wus dragged out of his chair. He began to struggle,
but the looks oF the juniors were so grim that he dropped it
immediately. Bolsover was no fool, and he could see that
they were in deadly earnest. . ;

“"If he makes & row lanr him with a cricket-stump till he
ehuts up,” said Bulstrode.

What-ho!" : .

Johuny Bull stood ready with-a stump in his hand.
Bolsover eyed the stump, and the sturdy junior who held it,
uneusily. - :

T suppose this is a ragging?” he exclaiimed savagelys
Bulstrodel nodded.

“ Jast 801"
Well, look here—"" . .
Shut up! I'm doing the talking,” said Bulstrode. '\ We
are going to teach you a lesson. you see. These fellows
are a commitiee of the Form, selected by me, as Form-
captain, to déal wiu;l the m‘lﬂtr."

Ob, don't play the goat!”

e came o the end of your tether.” said Bulstrode,
without _heeding the interruption. . We guro you & lesson
once before on the subject of bullying, and it did you good,
This is a different matter. The Remove are not satisfed
with the way you treat your minor.

Belsover Hushed with Tage.

“Are you going to interfere.between my brother and
me?" he shouted. . .

“Yes, that is exactly what we are going to do,” sait
Bulstrodo coolly.

* You—you—- A

*Dry up—I'm doing the talking! You've been a rotten
cad to your minor ever since he came to Greyfriars, an
the Remove don't like it.”

“ Mind your own business’

“If he interrupts me again twist
1t's what he was doing to young Billy,
he should have a sample of it himself.” :

“Faith, and it's right ye are!” . .

T twist arm fast enough!” said John Bull grimly.

*Let me slone!” velled Bolsover.

*Don't interrupt, then.”

“Your minor has his faults,”” went on Bulsirode cheer

his arm, you fellows.
and’if's only fair

in this week's * GEM"
Library. Now an Sale.



“ Lots of fellows at Greyiriars thought i a bif thick
to have a off the streets shoved in here.
* decent lmls chap that we decided to stand it, and even

l:-c.k up, and nobody can say that he hasn't tried

Q/O
*E{f s tried hard, and would have dono better it he'd
md inley.

rse
= guttersnipe,” he said.
One twist!" said Bulstrode. **We can’t have a cad lika
that 'bema impertinent to a member of the - honourablo
committee.”

o ny Bull, nothing loth, gave Bolsover major's arm a
iwist in exactly his own slﬁ It elicited a fearful howl
from the Hempve bully. &le made 40 attempt to epring
upon Bull, but mung hands held him back.-

wl Ow! Owl Yuu nu roller[ Ow!"
o Don tgm like it?" ask
w

g Well. if you don't like if, how can you !llppﬂus a faj
daes?” usked Bull cheerfally. d

being b went on’ Bulstrode.
NI we tun it c-lm]y, you might have done so. You ought
to hava been jolly glad that the fellows were willing to
take in your minor without making & fuss. You ought to

have stood by thé poor little chap and made things easy
for him. Instead of which, you've devoted all your spare
time to making hl: life -a burden. e Third Form

say that you are trying-to drive him out of the ichool with
our besstly bullying, and I've no rlﬂubt .u uite carrect.
Tha matter’ has Row "become. a tegular we're
olting gaqaed aBout it by ‘the other Furm.s, Temple,
Babne; of the Upper Fourth have written a_illy
cmcla on the subject to put in the rotten school magazine
they. are starting. . Coker of the_Fifth told mo only to-day
‘hlnt if we didn's keep you in order he'd take the matter in
d himself. Asa reuons\:le chap yon will sea that it is
M‘E“ -ltoaethar too thick."

icts 17
“Txm is not the way_to address the honoursble president
of ngl}!:uuuu:nblu commitbee—'

“Tivist 1" said Bulstroda calmly
wist.. He gave. a ‘ycll of glm, and with
rom “the ]\.ll'lID‘l'I who

com-
e e ot Eadt Aopeass ‘ot Bosoror roped
over pommelling ke & midman And like one mea
the honourabl thre Ives upon Bolsover.

THE ELEVENTH' CHAPTER.
Honour Bright.

OLLAR him 1"
e ¥oy.yank himmol " guigled Bulstrode.
“Draggimoff | Groooh "
Ti sownded. os if Bulstzode were talking Russian.
But it was only want of !Aulth and the effect of- Bolsover's

heavy punching. The juniors seized upon the burly Romovite
and dragged at him furiously, and he was whirled off the
fallen president of the committee. Harry Wharton helped
Bulstrode to his feet.

rief as the attack had been, Bulstrode had sustained
damage. He was blinking pamf:l!ly with one-eye, an
nose streamed red, and his mouth
logk, Ho mo ped 'his nose and mumble
ooop! Wharrer you leb

Tent
his
a curious sideways

g ]eD!l Jor. you
w! Yow! 8

il u.qa! Gmooooop Huld. the beast ! ly
fatheads! Oh!"
“Sorry I'" said Whulnn “The cad won't get loose again.”
“Mind he doesn’ Ow

Bolsover was it muggtm; madly.
down in the grasp of the mmmlt:ae Tom. Brown ook a
length of cord from his né)oc and fastened Bolsover's wrists
tpgqthur behind him, ai ed the cord to the back of a chair,
Tih:n the Remave bully cen:nd to r\?!:]!t ;

'm done!"

But he was pinned

“Lommo go!"
Bulstioge glared a
Bl e the wosa for that, you cad 1 he growled

“Novw, then, whore was 11"
“You were under Bolsover,” said Bull

¢ Fathead! ' I mean, where was I in the indictment—""
“ Qetting ‘ltugether too thick,” said Nugent.
*Oh, yes!" ~Bulst his hnndknrch\ef to his

mose. *It's sltogether oo thick, Bolsover. - That's what T
‘was saying. T think that's about all”

" Well, if it's n'il you can sln;e thls rot_and get .,ug ol -

got my prep. to d

study,” o
ety ok B Ta the frst place,

* We're not 6::uhed Fet, my plppln
Tae Maewner Lisrarr.—No. 210.
NEXT.

TUESDAY:

But he's such”

| _every
TUESDAY,

in, sbout ynur minor

ld he wl]urad (Bol:mr ml'}or had

“A RACE AGAINST TIME! >

ou've got to
gmore, for mmg .ma e sl and-a bully.”

“Then ynu ve got to praniiss; lenonr bri lt, to treat your
young brother decently, and never to lick him egain.”

Bolsover grou is teeth,

1 won't I he repeated.

“ You mean that!"

“Yoat” growled thﬂ bully.

“ Very well! Then we've got to kry meana of persuasion,”
said Bulstrods, ing another dab at his nose. “You are
pecmlly fond of twisting fags’ arms. T think that your ovﬂl

od of persuasion is the only om-.tlmt 's most fit'to apply

e Fnurue“.mdwhll do you fellows think?"

Jolly
““Hear, hear
“Tf a twist or two doesn't bring_you to reason we'll find
some more severe way,' wenk on Bulstrode. *‘Now, who's
executioner "
Silence! Nobody specially wanted to take on the task of
twisting Bolsover's arm. It was justice, and justice had to
e done. But lhere was not & rush of applicants for the

n

Balsover gl-rud at the juniors. He imagined that they
hesitated for fear of hu future vengeance—a great mistake "

“on his part. -
. 5 I'll smash the fel!nw who' touches ma afterwards,” ke
Bab Cberry grinned.
“Oh, if you put it hkn thi T'll tako it on,” he exclaimed.

ands off,
et id B Gherry cheerfully,
Ho Doy ‘& o bpon s, of 1, Bully’s wiiity.,
Bolsover's' arms were iied, e had no chance to rosist,
but B was nok tied 4ighily enough to make 1t dificul 5
m‘-lmmnm hu _ynms.hmm

“ Twiat I’ trode.

Bab Cherey ceiated " Bolsovér howled with pain.

£ The re
Bulst,

ting the'

The “Magnet” o, |

wap o tap at the docr. e looked round anxiously.
ang | 1 he ops that’s not a prefect!". he exclaimed.
"}mes there'! called out Wharton. .
e
o Eul:luﬂ.’r m-no:l - ejaculated. Bob- C’h y
me in!" came anxious voicd thmu-'h the
ke,
" \\n,! a6 do you want?"
4 T=T ‘wank to se¢ my brol R
Wall, yom— brather dcemt wnnt— to ses you!" retorted
Bulstrode. Cut Eang shaver, and don't mle"ffm
whera you're not wank
let me inl J—I— .
“We're ccious m-;ur. and you're mnos-
wanted® sasd ok Bl P CuL o
Thump, :hnmp
“ Go aw l]muted Bnlslmdu
41 won gsf Let m 1
“ Cheeky - youn, b:ggnr!" said  Bulstrode, vnlh frown.
“Never mind! Let him go on nonk % won't hurt the
door, and it won't hurt us. Bolsover, are you .
coming to the terms 1 ha\u suggnaud'!“
« Nn P growled Bolsov:
“Eumtmner. do. your dut_w "
“ Ha, hu, 5
Tum

olsover gave-a iurful yell.  Outside in the Remove
Ensnge Hubert heard it clearly, and he uttered & cry, and
icked on_the door.
it up 7 galled out Bulstrode.
tha:n and we'll kuep it up in here.
of labour. Twist!
“ 0w, ow, ow!"”
L w

‘' You keep it up ont
That's an equal division

..Y“wn i
““Now, you know what & fag feels hke when ho gets it."
said Bob Chorry choorfully. * Perhaps it never occurred to
ynu bn!nre that it hu: You know now, 't you?'
w! Stopl!” gm[md Bolsover.

ise to the Remove?” demanded Bulstrode.
Tea ! - —

want ! "
“You apol
“0Oh!
%um'bly "

s,

'le promise not to bully your young brother any more?

Bolsover did not speak.. His eyes were gleaming, and his

features wero_working with rage. Bulstrode regarded him

mercilessly. Bolsover had relehml the end of his tether, ns

the. hRemu“ captain expressed it, and there was no mercy
im.

for,
\ " gaid Bulstrode. '
"“Ow! QOooooch!”
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"Wl“ you promise!”
Ow, ow! ILct my wrist alone! Oh! Yu. 1 promise.””
. *¥You pramise nof to lick your young b r mm—e, or
to rag him in any way, or to bully him nt allr”
Bulstrode mtegnncllly
Bolsover groan

* Honour bright?” damand.cd Bulstrode.

Yeu honour bright.

1 think the commitice can be stisfied with umL" said
BLIstroda, loﬂkmg round’ at the juniors, and there was a
general uame.

“Cerumly, nld Blrry ‘Wharton. I don’t think even
Bolsover's cad enough”to break a promisa like that. If he
does, we'll give him a Form trial, and drum him out of the

ve.”

**Hear, hear!”
* Let the brute go, then.””
Bolsover was released. He stood rubbing his aching
wrists, and regarding the juniors wﬂn a !na}: th:t was almost
- demoninc. But he was too exhausted 5 ngg,l:, and
tl»c severe ulﬂlﬂ'.mn he had endured to do More glare

and
“ Eelfut of my study 1" ho muttered thickly.
* With pleasure, now we're finished.
Bulsirode unlocked the’ door; md the juniors streamed oub
of the study. -Bolsover minor was in the passage. - He did not
Epek 1o them. His fica was pale, and on the white skin was
a cut, glan—mg red, where his brother had struck
= ‘You'd better cut, kid,” said Bob Cherry, as he ]ﬁued
im.

Bolsover minor did not reply. -When the Removites wero
pone, the fag enmred the study, where his brother lly groans
ing and gasping in’

THE TWELFI‘ﬂ CI{!.PTEN.
S l‘lnbarl's Promise.
‘» TERCY !
Bolsover: sat upnght in his chair.- He h:rned a
white, gy face and i(ln.termi syos upor, tho” fug,
dly into t

- .-as the latter came o study.
Hubert shrank back & litt
He h 1

. had never seen sucl batred in any face hefom
“ Perey 7" he muttered:: "*F—T would hive stopped-them
- i 1 uou] | T—shall I-go b

* gaid Bolsover. ‘‘As you're imc, hmn to what I'vo
got 1:- ;:.y to.you. ~You young cad! You've becn ecomplain-
ing up and down the school of the way I treat you I”

Hubert gave a ory.
“T—I haven't, hrcyl'
*You have, you lying seung cad, The Remaye have
taken it up now—taken it upon themselves to . nght your

wrongs.”
“ But I—1 never asked. I never told.”
“Well, they've done it. .]m“ know that t'lmy ve been
ragging me, heré in my own, ltu iy, on, your account,
“T'm sorry, Percy. I didn’t w
** You young hypocrite You ‘ve em up to it,” s:ud

tel
ver savagely. Oh, T'm sick oF l.lu s:ght of you.”
fag's hp %un-erad
* Percy ! tell yoa you're wrong. When you found me
in your smdy sooty, like that, I tell you I ad come 'ere to
stop the fags from puttin’ it on you—""
“Don't tell lies!”
Ax_:ldv—a;:d when T Punﬂl t}ut the Remove had made
committce to rag you, Percy, came uu o try to el
"Oh, shut up Do you knot what they've done? They'va
mada me promise nof tp touch Iwu again,” sud Bolsover.
“T've promised, honour bright. 1'm going to keep my word.
I've got to. The Form would be too hot to hold me if I
broke it.”
Hu\mrt s face bnghtenm] a little.
05—

1, then, P
" But!" said Bulsnvar in a low, savage voice, *‘ do you think
I'm going to let you alone, and let you stay here and
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against me! Vou

disgrace me, and put my own Faorm uj
L4 rotten for me

sly young ‘hound, ym: va " made “everg
sibed you've

1 never menlt—f

** Whether you meont. to or. not, that's what you've done,
1 you had a g—nin of decency in you, yq out. You' re
an interloper “Yoi -don’t helung 0. friara.
ought to got. Int.lwt to taka you away. what's the guud
of :x[u:clmg decency drom a brat hrnusln. np nmn:lg huggm
in

d th: [ng, with a quiver-

rect."
i nm asn't my fault; Perey,”

i
D e Taughod scoffing]

“Is nut a rat's fault that it’s a raf, but'it's a yat all
the sa w poicon it,” ho said. .*'T daro gay it's not
your fan!t thet you're a rolien, mean, dmﬁr:cl!iul itile street-
arab; but you are, and.1 can’t stand-

The colour was ehbm
r ‘whose -affaction

from his dace.
“to- win,

rt was silent.
This ‘was the brothe

ol hep
_;vho:e feelings he hnd thnught he zmght. move h! pnham:d and

o) ce.

ars w n 4o th fag’s eyes, but ho kept them
ok ](n;vmb{i:; the gkt ':fuum aild only provoke

“You've put my rm agains \l’n!. and ‘mide the
fellows up and down'| Gmylmru ]cok on rno us an unfatural
sort of monster,” went on Bolsover bi -1 snppose you
are satisfied now. Only don’ tthmk
lying down, Ili make you sm:

= knew how yct. but I'll” find a wny Now, gct wout. of my

b lig o
“1f you

rcu' ha said, with a_break m-his voi Tt—it ain’t
turned out as I thought it would. l r.llrl.'ﬁ't kmw ‘you'd lmk
\at it like ‘this, and 1 oped you'd come round in tlhm.
alw say & prn that it will.”

FRaES not 1
said Huh

ut—but I dqn't

and hig e,-e: med 7

"%o you mmm 1o sy dm you’| I ga?" he uclnma

The woid wss {mnﬂy abote L) “whisper. X

You'll

“I’l] A ;cu don’t want me 'ere,” n-d the fag miser-
ab! dnd t come 'ere to.make you hate me, Puxr.f ld

er go than ﬂnt. But—but "ow am I to go; you ‘aven't
vhmx ht of that.”

Tell the pater ynu dnn't like G:nyfmzn, and ask him to
ou to another sehool.” %

_ Hubort shook his head. i
“T cant-do that, Porcy.” o

Bolsover's lip cur! '

“No, I' forgot. You've 1earned Lhe
bizney somewhere in the slums, and you can't:
sneered. ** Well, tell him something ulu, then,
don’t get on with me—that will be true enough.

““Then he'll ask {you questions. He might even ask the
Head, or the other fellows here, and—and—

And it would come out that I've been tho brutal brother,
eh? The rotten bully, tho  uniecling major!” sncere ed
Bolsover.

Hubert was silent.

‘* 8till, there's snmct]nng i tlza i) |md Bolwrer thought-
fully. *The pater’s so queer. “he tl t_the troublo
was my {sult—though it isn'l—he’ d be quits nlnable to takips
me away from Greyfriars myself as a punishment. ¥You never
know how to tzke a pater who ﬁoen in for philanthropy, and
things of that sort. f you pitch the pater a yern to get me
into, trouble—""

*T wouldn't do that, Percy. I cbmk you're "ard .m [ kid
who's perer had & chance, but I don't want to "urt y

 good litile-Georgia
11 o lie," T
':Iell him you

Haguet, 1d,
in advance,
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Hu

| As the last stroke of midnight dled away, Bolsover minor got up, and dressed himself in the tattercd clothes
‘which he had worn formerly when he was a London newsboy. His resolution was taken! He could not remain
at Greyfriars, he could not gn hume. Only his old life was opea to him! (Ses Chaptcr 13.)

" You'd bn a pmt{y yﬂnnF blighter if you dn] after the “Look here, you've said that you will go. Do you
trouble you've given me already,” said Bolsover. ' Look

here, how are yuu h‘omg to work it, then? ”

1:i can ' g b Yun ml} ﬁx it up somchow so that the pater won't come
You'll have “5. o home if ﬁm: lc.-ua Greyfr nid down on me,” siid Bolsover, with ,”:U,WJNU unconscionsness

Bolsover rnug'l\if though it wil k lm\ to find of ﬂ.c u:lcr selfishness of the remark.

you there when I come houe for the huhd non-Smith

s coming ]:ome with me next vag., and 1,., can! 1 “stand the “Guud enough! If you de that, T shall th that vou're
s:x'}ht of you.’ not such on nuerb rotten little ced, after all, Boltover,
Tubert winced. moze cordially
hl Ylu;vx' don't like me at "ome, Percy, any more than at Hubert c: “m his breath.
<chool " You— Perey 1" i
o i1 DI o e sct id o " You—you're suro about it, Percy!” ho faltored.
“No," said the fag, aftcr a pause, in 2 very low voice. "I Sure about what!
‘oped you would, that's all.” ““That you really want me to go.”
lulsovcr Inughed angrily. ** You young ass! Are you going to begin all th.n egain?

don't try the pathetic du..lm:

1 cen’t stand i, he  Of course I'm sure. I can’t bear the sight of you
’I‘nz Maewer Liprary.—No. 210,
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“I ’oped you rmghl. grow to ]ikn me, Percy! I—I—you

ain’t got any other rnthsr," said Hubert,

olly glad, too, if another one would be Tike Fou,” said
Bolsover.
i ““And you've really thought it over. You don't want ever
o see

me again? suid Huhpu,t in.a low and unsteady voice.
* Of course I don’t, though I supposa I shall have to. But
ho leas T sce of you, thp better I's ]I like it
- gurﬁ well, Pemy. ' ga,

The _fa

turned. to the door.
towards Bolsover. | The Bm
“'Well, what do
Hubert held aut hnnr]_
“Good-bye, Percy, that's all," ha said.~
* Good- byﬂl ‘What do you mean? ¥ou cin't ‘l!:.ve ﬂm
l:'hocl Ll you've asked the pater, and he's made the l"'ﬂnvﬁ

men
W Good.b ya, n'El r.‘h- same. . You might shake 'ends with me
once,'" said Hubs &
Bulmvar gnvo an nnpntm:t laugh,
“ Don a young ass | out !
Huborl.‘: }mnd dropped slowly to' his side.
je pale, and uu

"‘Ver.v well, Percy,
. I -think

S ikied, e oaie. Bisk
¢ bully him.

Es face was

he s o ¢ dnn t. bear you “any
o, uug'ht ‘ave hceﬂ more dectnt to_me, but
Malice, and 1 ope you will be all right arter
nothing to father to get you into
sword from. me. T did ‘oge that you
a pose I was a fool. That's all.
Bolsover mmurﬂimul-d the stu
* The ch;‘wve 1nolml n'mr%um with a curiops expres-
upon his
hat did lhu yuung beggar mean ! ho muttered.
queer ideas has he got in his head now?

* What
The silly young

P(‘rhlps it crossed Bolsover's mind for a mament that he
had been hard upon the fag. But if 30, the thought passed
quickdy, and he growled angrily as he chafed his wrists, still
nBl:rhmg from the punshment inflicted by the committee of the

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Out of Bounds!

ERNON-SMITH greeted his friend with a- grin when
Bol:ovn came down into the junior common-room at
last, Bolsover was scowling. us ho flung himself into a
chair by the fire, and his look at the Bounder was
nat very friendly.
“T hear you've been
“Mind your own bizney,” said Bolsover.
“A committes of the Remove has appointed itsell to
ndm; the wrongs of your young brothar, npplrenﬂ)'," said

g them!” !
If 2d a minor like that, I think I should make the
school rather too hot to hold him,” Vernon-Smith reruarkrd
“That's all right I'" said Bolsover uvnguly “ He's going.”
Bounder raised his eyebrows.
oing 1o |e|vu Greyfrisrs?”

Hz wars!" grinned Vernon-Smith.

Yes
Good news for you.
to bolt?"

“Of course not," said Bolsover irritably.

You don't mean to say he's going
*“ He's going to

asl tho pater Lo take him away. He's promised to go.
“Then he won't be able to keo his fatherly eyo on you—
just whon you need it, too” the Bounder.

“Oh, cheeso it! Lok here,” suid Bolsover, sinking his
voige, ¥ what sbout the run out to-night '

Yermons: -Smith shook his head.

£ said.

sky,”" said the Bounder.

have quisted dawn a bit.
ck up against us,

moro bumping as we
Bolsover éneered.
“You're afraid of the Remove."
Vernon-Smith nodded :heerl'ully

‘“ Better wait till thinzs

No good getting the whole Form's
u knaw, on’t want to have any
Tad Tast mghl -

+“OF course T am, T can't fight forty.0dd follows, and I'm
not going to try. ¥ou can take it on if you like.”
= Tm sumz, said Bolsover.

Yes," sxld the Remove bully between his tee
Rol un appointment at tho Cross Keys, and I'm g gmn» Hif
ave to fight'sll the Remove.”
The Bounder l!:rugsod his shoulders.
* Well, you can go," he said. "J -ha’n'l A
RT“ AGNET Lmntm.! —No.
ead the grand n r o
unlax- of 5t. dim- untg:lad

‘fited by.it.

dhsd _tears werc glmmu\g on his

Ak

TOM MERRY & C0.'S MUSIC-HALL!"

THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY I~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND" 3™ LIBRARY. "Bi&

“Do you mean to say t.‘nnt you won't come with mei"
Bolsover asked angrily.

! Certainly., Look here, it's not_only tho Remove but the
roads arcn't safe late at night,”’ said d “*T heard
this morning that a chap had been knocked down and robbed
in Friardale Lane last mght. We might have dm-ppnd on the
samo footpad if we'd gone out as wo wanted to

Bwhuvwr Inughcd contemptuously.

“So you're afraid of u lonely road aftor dark. TIs that it?"

“Put it as you like. I'm not going.”

“Biay in bed, then, you rotten coward |

“I advise yon to chuck it.

¢ Keep your advice.

The Bounder shru,

T'll go alono.”

his shuulden and walked !“l;
knew that it was' uan o33 to argue Bolsover, and he dul
mot waste his broa “the -ucmph

_No notice was hken of Bolsover by the Removites when
o committee of the Remove
had dong its: work, uld thay hupud that Bolsover had bene-
But.there was no d.tspn.nhm: to triumph over tho
bully, -Bolsover turned;in without speaking to anyone in the

‘orm, and Wingate t: ed the hghts out’in the dormitory,
_~Bolsover did not sleej

He_fully intended to malm the excursion he had planned
tlm night ; -all the moro because he could let. Huarry

& Co: know abgut it in tho morning, and thus show
I.hm ﬂm he was not to be over-rule

Dut although ho had told the. Baumlar that he was willing

'.n fight the whole Form rather than give up his ides, ho was
careful to keep his intention & sccret.

> had no desire to be dragged back from the window, and

bumped .by Bulstrode aud the rest, as on tho previous
occasibn.

Tt crossed Harry Wharton's mind when he went to bed
that probably De]-:m:t would renew his-attempt that n-g}n

bat he had 1o intention of keeping awake to watch the bully

of the Remoye.

Bﬁt thare was ono fellow in the Fnrm who did so. Tt was
Bunter. When the other fellows dropped off to sleep,
Dllly Bunter was still awake, and his spectacles ghmm:r
from his bed in the gloom of the dormitory. 3

‘Eleven o'clock rang out dully from the clook- tower.

 Doleomer slipped naliclersy from bis bed, and dressed }um.

out & soun ‘As hs finished and ;terned
lmnni.l the window, he gave a sudden starf as o voice Was
au hle in tho silence of the room.

over "
',[ns bully’s heart beat ke a ‘hammer.

* 4 \Wha's that1" ho muttered. **Smithy "
* Oh, really, Bolsover—"
“Bunlm‘ [N

Yos.” The fat junicr sat up in bed. I say, Bolsover,
know; you really oughtn’t to do these things, you know.
irwlly chmk that 1 ought to call Bulstrode, you know.”
t-up ! said Bolsover, in a fierce whisper.
il late hour, in-order to bo sure
that the Remove were all ng soundly. . Ho realised that
Bunter must have stay ake on purpcse.
O, really, you Iumw-—
“Quict! What do you want?”
',Bun:er blinked at him through his big :pectm'les,
"1 don't want anything, Bolsover, excepting to do | my
duty, you know."
“_5hu| up. the:

,, you fat cad [

Oh,
-« Ynu lI wnke I.l\o fellows if you jaw, hang you!"

“ Oh, really, Bolsover! I—I was just going to say that T'm

expecting a postalordr te-morraw morning, " whispered the
h!. u It's just occurred to me that it may be rlolayrd

o the post, and—and porhaps you woulda't mind advancin 3
mo five bob on it

““You fat cad!"

* Of course, you needn’t do enything of the sort if you
don"t wml. t0," “said Bunier. **I will wake Bulstroda up and
ask "

Bnbover ground his Lm-l.h_

1 you say & word

“1'm rather in need of cash, you know, and I should like
4o ask Bulstrodo whether ho could advance me something on
my postal-order,” Bunter expluined. “If you ean do it, of
course, there won't bo any need to wake Bulstrode up.”

“In the morning, then," said Bolsover.

“Ahom! You might forget it in the morning, or uhnnge
your mind. Suppose you h.snd the ocash over to mo now.
“[—T can’t find it now."

“ All right, then, don't hother I'll ask Bulstrode.”

Bnl-mmr controlled his roge with diffoulty.  The Owl of
the Remove bad & very narrow escape at that moment from
being drugged out of bed and bumped on tho foor. It was
(Continued on page-13.)
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It Has Enabled Luis Hardt
to Earn The SALARY ot a
CABINET MINISTER.

FREE TO EVERY REARER OF
THE ‘‘MAGNET.”
WILL YOU
HAVE ONE
TO-DAY?

*MAGNET”

AN AMAZING GIFT TO -
EVERY BOY IN BRITAIN!

LIBRARY. 17

A fine
photo-
grapk of
Luis
Harde,

MOST REMARKABLE OFFER EVER MADE IN A NEWSPAFEH!

Read what Luis Hard‘t who

Do Fou want to have thie power to earn & huge

you want o become one of the healthful,
uttractive, dominating men, whose health and strength
enables them to make a success of the. busifféss of life? If
wu, read what the famous Luis Hardt says about how he rose
from being a weak boy to the enviable position he ceenpies
to-day, and write in at once for the gift of Seven Days’
nhﬂolutely Free Use of a pair of Snnduw 's Bpging Grip Dumb-

T]m uondp'rlul httle appliance, PRODUCED AKD USED
BY THE GREAT SANDOW HIMSELF, will be sent to every
boy free by return post.

Use it like many of the most successful men of ‘the day—
follow the special-directions drawn up by Sandow for the

idance of the users of his famous Grip Dumb-Bells, and see

uring a day or two the difierence they will make to

1
reeful,

you.
In a couple of days a new strength, not only of body, but "

of mind, will begin to make itself apparent to you,

Your work will seem easier, your pleasure more delnghn’-ul
and your ideas will be quickened. “You will become. more
manly. In fact, you vrrxﬁl realise that you are obtaining a
rich supply of those qualities which command success and
maney for every boy when they commence business lifs, -

We, Sandow’s Grip Dumb-Bell Co., send you these
wonderful Spring Grip Dumb-Bells entirely as a FREE
TRIAL GIFT for seven days, post free, and you are under
no cost or obligatio whatever.

With every pair will be aent a Booklet of Ezercises, showing
in detail the way to perform cach of the original exercises of
the Sandow System, also @ Chart showing how many times cach
ezercise should be dome ri'miy by the average man or youlh,
together with hints on how, when, or where to exercise, how fo
take a cold bath, and other useful information.

The Chart contains One Month's Initiatory Course of Exzer-
cises, suitable for the average youth or young man, and it has
been carefully prepared by Mr. Sandow for presentation and
use with every pair of the Grip Dumb-Bells.

There ‘are no Tomances that equal in amazing results the
living romances of everyday life, and the story of Luis Hardt,

cg may be emulated by every boy reader of Tue MaoNeT
mdny. is no exception to this rule. To quickly change from
a weak-chested, delicate boy, lacking the most vital essentials
of life, into & man whose beautiful development and astonish-
ing feata of strength make him admired by all, and able to
eamn & huge income, is indeed & wonderful record,

Hear what Mr. Luis Hardt says:

“ Dear Sirs,~~It may or may not interest you to know that
I cnm'l myself of & week chest by following your system of
ical Culture, and not only achieved perfect health, but
a\:cf abnormal strength, that I am now earning my living

has made the money, says:

on the musi¢-halls by performing feats of strength and sbowing
my, dwe]npment acquired.
ély by your System of Physical Culture and using
our Apphnnoc having appeared at overy large town in Great
ritain and Ireland. 1 wo like to -lay ticular stress
on the value of dymu Grip Dumb-Bells, whick I consider
the very finest aid to Physical Culture ever mvn.m-ed and L
would not be without them. Previous to my perfomum:s
every evening, I always warm up with o pair'of Grip Dumb-
BCS]“" elways going through the Sandow Systom of Physical

You are at liberty to use the above in any manner you
fit.
 (Signed) . Lus Hanoz.”
Why not try a Pair Yourself?

You need not keep the Dumb-Bells after soven days unless

ou wish, but if, after using these Dumb-Bells for SEVEN
EmYS ENTIRELY FREE, you decidesto keep them, send
& deposit of 2. 6d., and promise to Il the remuinder of the
price at the rate of 2a, N\.’m month, which only means the
small sum of ONE PEN. AY. in order to gain the
strength and stamina that cumnmnds success.

If you are anxicus to be among the boys who succeed, to
take the big prizes of life, if you desire th confidence and the
power that makes for manliness, you will accept this offer.

GUT OUT, FILL IN, AND SEND THIS COUPON T0-DAY.

SANDOW’'S GRIP DUMB-BELLS
FREE-BY-POST COUPON.
Reoom 79, Sandow Hall, Bury St., London, W.C.
Date..... peparaies 1912,

Gentlemen,—Please send me by refurn one paiv of
Spring Grip Dumb-Bells. ¥ o
GENTLEMEN'S 128, 6d, Suitableforage 18 & upwards.
YOUTH; 0s. 6d, Suitable for nge 14 to 18.

108. 6d. Suitable forage 15 & upwards.
(Please cross out sizes mot required.)

This Brder is_given on condition that rx,lm seven duyn
free trial, should I decide mot to keep the Dumb-Bells, I
ay return them immediately direct (o Sr.mdow Hall, and
no charge whatsoever will be made.

FREE Signed.
Address. . .

TRIAL.
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"BOLSOVER MINOR'S LAST SACRIFICE.

(Continusa from page 15.)

ounly Bolsover's anxiety to avoid waking tho other fellows that
uud Billy Bunter.
ory ch.I i umd Bolsover,
“Good 1"

“ Wait a minute."”

Bolsover moved asway as if to get the money. He crept
towards the window instend, and opened it as quietly as ha
could. But Bunter, short-sighted as he was, had very keen
cars, and he detected the slight creak of the window.

sover!"” he called out. o
rang into the window-frame and climbed out.
Ho vru on the window-sill now, and it was too late for him

“quiet. I'll get ir.”

-!ty you fellows, wake up!” shouted Billy Bunter,
rnnhllnx that ho had been tricked. * Wake up, you know !
1 hi\:[ ruu fellows-
hallo, hallu' What's the row?”

e are you yellig for, you fat idiot?” growled
Bulsrades 5 a I you, Bul

3 ink it's my duty to tell you, Bulstrode—""

O, shut up, and go to sloep

" But Bolsaver—""

bt Oh hluw Bolso\eri"
. ' He" n[i3 :
S What? Bulstrode sat up in bed. ¢ What's
Bunter?”

';'I’dnnk it's my duty to tell you that Bolsover's going

My hatt" ¢

Bulstrode sprang out of bed. A cold draught from the
open window caught him, and he sneezed. 1o ran to the
window, and up and looked out. The ivy below
wu];:ls.lgmg, but- Bolsover had disappeared.

that,

Bulstrode called out the name softly.
from the darkness below The es
back from the window, gritting

a ]s he gone?” asked Bob Uh

‘There_was no reply
tain of the Remove came
teeth.

Y.

"1 Sy, you fellows, I—
© “Oh, shut wt growled Bulstrode. *I've got out of bed
£m- noth ve a jolly good mind to call a prefect; but,
" hang tho fcllow

And Bulstrode went back to bed. -
THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
The Flight of Bolsover Minor.

Twelve strokes had .mmd.d from the clock-tower.

Greyiriars was slee,
The last light had fmdrd from tho Inst window; the
whale school, masters and was wrapped in slumber.

here was one empty e Remove dormitory ;

others, the juniors slept mnaiy In the ather dormitor
silence :ergnai In all the great building thero was one th
was wakeful—two eyes only were open, when midnight tolled
cut into the darkness and silence.

ver minor was awake

The boy had nat ulep

In his major’s study that evening his resolution had been
doken. As he lay l]l!! less in his bed, whilo the other boys
slumbered round him, Hubert thought it over,

He could not stay at Greyfriars.

It was bitter cnough to him to think of leaving. He had
grown to_love the school—the grey old buildings, the dim,
shady cloisters, the old elm-trees in the Close; all were dear
to him, even to the old oaken desks in the Form-room, carved
und hacked with the initials of generations of Grelfnlr.q

But he had to
He had hop pd he bad clung long to the hope—that his
brother mlgh'. soften in time, that he would become the same
to him that Frank Nugent was to Nugent minor.
But he knew now that the hope was vain.
It would never
And the fug felt that he must go—must leave the brother
who hated him, but for whom his own affection was strong
and would not die. But to go home—that was impassible,
For whatever he might say, his father would learn the truth.
(o) r. Bolsover was a kind old gentleman, and Percy
Bolsover had no high opinion of his understandinz; but
Hubert knew that he was keen enough, and he would not be
lunn in getting at the facts,
H s hmm Liprary.—No. 210., _
end t| d new of the
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What would that mean for Percy Bolsover?

knew how angry the old gentleman would ba if
He had expected what Hubert had only h ]‘Pﬁd
that Percy Bolsover would stand by bis Toung. broth
help him in every way to gail what he had lost by his yuﬂ
of poverty and want.

Mr. Bolsover was more than ]1I:ely to take Bolsover away
from the school, and send Hubert Evon if he did not,
there would be anger and hllu‘tnm batwmu the father and
his elder son.

Had the, boy—=who o h:w weeks before had never known
a luther—-q right to come belvneen father and som in ths’

wa,

His brother had told him that he was an iuterloper; a:
Hubért felt miserably that it was true.

He had no right therc.

He had no right to sow dissension between lllher and san.
The bo felt nl.—pr.-rlnpu hlt it too keenly. i

And iu resolution was taken,

He could not go home without making Percy suffer for his
unfeeling conduct. He could not remsin at Greyfrists, to

a thorn in his brother's side, to be met with hatred and

soorn from his major at every turn.

There was only one other resource.

His old life was open im.

And terrible as the wrench vmuld. hs Bolsover minor, with
heroism of ad made up his

ing the evening, escaping the tyes of the fags, the boy
Eiee e Puied P dormitory. Ha

- had
intended to dress in them when the school was silent and

asleep, and
He had written a note to le his brathor's study, where
Percy Bolsover would - find it a word or ‘two of

farewell.

To his father he had written nothing. He could say nothing
to Mr. Bolsov wltholll. bntrlvmg Percy—and that the littls
Tellow was. rosdved ot ko d

Ho cauld only hope um s father would forget him, Afe
ther for the greater part of hi
life. His discovery was  atill -recent, and surely his father
would not grieve much. In any case, it was Dottor that ho
should grieve, than that he should be éstranged frem the son

he had always known, and in whom his pride was pl

dnight |
.Bulsol\'er saiiice rose Grom his bed as the;last stroke died

ad placed his old clothes under the bed—that old
sun nE clutcca, ragged and tattered, in which he had sold
papers in the streets of London. ad kept the clothes as
a vemindor of his old life, not wishing to break away from
association.  For in that life, lla with" want and
trou[vxl , he had had many bright days. Indeed, many a time
he had thought of lighted strects, nf the ‘excited_bustle
and hurry of selling off the Iatest editions in Fleet. Street,
with regret. He had scen lights and shades of life that were
unknown to the Greyiriars fellows.

Glad as he was to be at the school, he had not parted from
the uld life quite without regret.

im courts. in London he had acquaintances, friends,
[el‘lunl who would glad to see him wgain; he
going out into a deserted world, abandoned by
pictured himsell having cheap moals once more in the rooms
of the Newsboys’ Club, in Farringdon Streot

He drew mxt the clothes, and dressed Iumull ‘Round him
the Third Form were slceping soundly ; they were not likely
to wal

His dressing finished, the fag stole towards the door. It
creaked as he opened it, and he listened breathlessly, but
there was no sound from the i.md 5.

Ha stepped out into the passa

Thers was a dim light from e “high ‘window at the end of
tha passage, and it revealed o tattered form—a form that
would have astounded the Greyfriars fellows if lluy could
have scen it.

He was no longer Bolsover minor; he was Billy the news-
boy again.

He paused in the pussage to listen. To be caught now
would ruin everything.  But there was no sound, save t!
scuttling of a rat behind the wainscot.

He trod on tiptoe down the passage.

Down the silent staircase, in the darkness, holding his littlo
bundle tightly, 'hn ltupped in the Remove passage, at the
door of his major's study. He knew it well enough in the
darkness.

In the study there was a glimmer of starlight from the
window. It showed up the furniture and the carpet. still
bluckened with the soot the fags had scattered thore. There
remained still a faint odour of soot in the air.

Hubert placed the note upon the table, and laid a paper-
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weight upon it. His brother could not fail to find it there on
e e the study.

~ He crept silently downstairs, and opened the little window
in tiEol hall. Leaning out, he dropped his bundle softly into
he Close.
= He climbed out of the window, closed it behind him, and
‘dropped from the sill. His heart was beating hard, and thero
was A moisture on his eyclashes. - He was leaving everything
—everything.

But he set his lips hard, and turned his face from the
school. ~With the bundle under his arm, he erossed the Close,
under the murmuring elms, and reached the school wall.

On the other side was the road—and the wille world.

It was not difficalt for the active fag to climb the wali.

_-Om top of the wall, he laid his bundle down, and looked back
At the school.

He could not see it. The school buildings were swallowed
up in the darkness of midnight.

A sigh left his lips.

But he did not falter. He dropped his bundle into the
road, and dropped after it. Ho was free! Greyiriars, as if
his life there had been a dream that he had dreamed,
behind h1m for ever.

lay

Dﬂ
He suneﬂ as the hour rang out from the clock-tower of
the old school. Chimes—and the half-hour. It was half-past
twelve. Was it the last time that he was fated to hear that
deep tone in the stillness of the night ?
¢ Good-bye, Greriars I ho whipered to the dumb, silent

"He turned his face towards the village. .

There wis the sound of a movement—a footztep ringing on
the road in the night silence.

The fag, startled, crouched back against the wall.

To be discovered now meant failure after all.

He crouched in the shadows as the footsteps came nearer.

fn the dim sterlight on the a form came inte view.
I as the hghl. was, Hubert rccognised it, and the blood
hed to his?
T4 was his brot he !

Lnconscious of the little form crouching in tho shadow of
the wall, Bolsover major came on. He was relu:mng from

r: where ha had been. Not

d his brother to sce him et

into the shadows. Burely

ihat mumrut He cronched decps
his brother would ‘|‘:ua him unsee
And as he watched the form of lhc Removite, bocame
.-are of two other dim forms, stealing nl'tzr h:mvtwa burly
“10n, who had moved out of the shadow of the pslings cn the
- uther sido of the road.
=" Hubert eaught his breath
He romembered the story he had heard that dnv. al umne-
ene who had been robbed by footpads in Friard, !
He watched, fascineted, his heart beating il hnmmef
Tist as Bolsover came abreast of the hidden hg, there was
sudden rush of feet. The two dim forms closed in upon
- Ihe junior, and Bolsover was struggling in their grasp.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Sacrifice.
OLSOVER gave a cry as the footpads rushed upon him,
B but the ery was chioked back by an arm that was thrown
round his neck from behind. He was dragged back-
wards in & savage grip/
** Oh,

But the cry was only a murmur. The gri h}‘u arm round
4is throat choked his uttersnce. He struggled hercely, kick-
ing and hitting, and Lhere Was a savage curse 1ru|n one of the

foctpads, as Bolsover's heel jammed on his
“Give 'im the l:mlgcl

i and-the blow was falling, when
a W out fmm l.hu wall, and a little figure hurled
itself upon the footpad.

“No, you don't!

- The ruffian ltlggarnd back, taken by surprise. The foot-
ads had been as ignorant as Bolsover of the crouching figure
v the wall.

Bolsover minor was upon the ruffian, hitting lurw\uly He
had rushed to hu brother’s rescue without a thought—with-
out a pause. For one moment the burly footpad staggered
baclk, and the fag hit at him fercely. Then the arm swung
up again, and the cudgel descended.

Tt scemed to Bolsover minor that the world had come to
an end suddenly.

ights dumed for a second before his eves—then came
blackness, The fag, =:unned by the brutal blow, fell like a
Ieﬁmtn the rond.

ut Bolsover had taken advantage of the interruption to
a

tear himsclf from the grasp of the other ruffian.
He sprang away, shouting at the top of his voice. It wi

po time to remember that he was breaking buunds——lhue
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discovery at the nc]lon'l was the last thing he wished. He
was in Buiigar of hinhfo now,
Help!" he yelled. " Help! Murder!~ Help”

Thu ontpldx dashed at him. Bolsover eluded them, and
sprang towards the school gate. He caught tho bell Tandle,
and dragged at it with all his force, and from within the
walls thero came a ringing clang.

Then he eluded the footpeds again.

They paused.

Bolsover minor lay in the road, his arms
hcrr_:x;:ly'

on

outstretched,

ve done for 'im, Bill!" muttered a hoarse voice.
“ Better "ook it 1"

Two dim forms vanished into the shadows of the road.
Bolsover watched them go; watched them, ready to dody I
if they returned. But they did not return. Now that
sch nnl’wu alarmed, they were thinking only of placing u
great a distance as pumh o between themeelves and the scene
of the outrage. )

Their lmcataps died s,wny.

Bolsover stood gasping.

He had scared them away by the peal at the porter’s bell;
but now that they were gone, he realiseil what that meant

to him. Gosling, the porter, was awakened, A light was
l!rnnr]y Eleaming Lhrough the bars of the gate.

Bolsover panted.

Had he time to get into the school—to hide himself in the
Remove dormitory, before help came—tha help he had called
for? He ran towards the wall, and almost ltumblnd over
form lying face downwzrds in the roa

pred.

'I‘hls stranger—this ra;
could nat abandon him there.
but he could not leave him so.
not so bad.as that.

“ Plucky little bcggar, whoever he is,” lhn bully mutter
as he stopped. He' tackled those big brutcs—for me
Queer O.Inng to do, too. Buit I wonder who he is.

In spite of the bundle, the ragged clothes, there was some-
thing that seemed familiar to B(ﬁ:uvcrs eyes in the outlines
of the still form.

He dropped on his knecs in the road beside it. . He Tifted
the heavy head, he glanced at the white face, stained with
hlood r.mi rl:an & hoarse cry broke from his ]:.:s

Hns htvther

Eolsover gazed at the pallid face. with i!nrbnx oyes. -

He could hardly believe what he saw. - His brother, lsn:.g
still and stained with blood—struck- down in his defence !

What did it inean—what did the old clothes mean—and the
bundle—ard_Bolsover minor's, presence there in the lonely
road past midnight?

What could it mean?

The only possible meaning was boine in upon “Bolsovers
mmd This was what Hubert had neant in the study—this

how he was to lmvn ut ‘causing t.muhll
hnlwmn his elder brot

He had mlenr]cd ln o take himself out of
his brother's life as mmxlctcly as though he bad never entered
it—to disappear !mm reyfriars, leaving no trace behind.:

Bolsoyer Jooked. dowa. upos Fho whie, unconscicus face,
and a dry sob munded in his throat.

It was he who had brought the boy to this!

But for him, Hubert would not he lying there in the road,
with the blood streaming down his face, and his eyes closed
as if in deat

As if by n flash of lightning, the bully of the Remove saw
his conduct revealed to him m its true light.

“ Hubert !" he whispered, * Hubert!” e

But the voice that would have snswered so »lndly before
was silent now. The eyes that muld hn\a looked nﬂ'eellml

ged lad—had come to his aid.. ‘Tla
He did not know who he was,
Bolsover was bad, but he was

upan him were closed. Would they ever open_ again
sover shuddered as the !e:riul thnught l'emed itself mln hix
ming

“Hubert! I'm sorry—T'm sorry ! Look at me, old chap—
speak ! Just one wor , heavens, he's dead, and it’s my
fault! Hubert!”

lsover sprang up and looked round him wildly.
The light of the porter’s lantern gleamed through the gate.
Bolsover ran fowards it, crying out as he ran.
L Gmlm elp—quick I"
J! ars porter stared ot him in amazement lhmugh
line blrn the gate. =
** Master Balsover—""
%umk Open the gate—" e
ut—but wot—"
“ Open the gatel!

shrieked Bolsover, shaking the bars
19
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hand: in a frenzy. *“My brother's been mur-

0l
* Help! Quick i
The porter unlocked the gate, and swung it open. He
come out into ushed the lantern light upon
the Ehutl{ face of Bolsover minor,
|

ot Good heavens " Inune]:-é Gosling.
s vor could speak barely above a
hu:lﬁ wluspnr T Is he dead? P stoi
But_he ain't far Irom it, T thiok,"” said Gosling.
“Wot I says is this 'cre—
“ Hubert! Oh, Hubert!”
“Run to !hq House for help, Master Bolsover, quick I”

Bolsanr dlshmi in at tl:n ates, and sped across the dark

and silent Close, . Ho was not o thiricing O Rimaok o,
He rang & loud peal on lhu bell at the door of the School
Hou:s. and rang again and again, hll ﬁ:e whole of the great
was echoing with the -uqu He shouted wildly as

H
Lx!{hh - -  indows-—te door was opened
Mr. Quelch, -half-dressed, a lamp in his hand, a|lpured
in lh- doorway. Balnnrl him several Sixth-] Form.rl Lvlﬂd bu
seen. Mr. ch seemed potrified for a
mgl-: of Bolsover. He gru[:od the junior by tlxe dmuldur
and l*erhd him' away from t
hat _is enough, Bolsover. Ynu have alarmed ﬂn whole
House. What docy this mean? What has hn'ppcn
Bolsover groaned.
“ My hmt er—ﬂuborb——-"
“ What of him
** He's |
*What

* He's Iymg in the road, sir—""

* Aro you mad, Bolsover! I cannot understand this! Do
you mean to sa; t at your minor is out there in road?"
——hY yu"é :I:irlwkadnba ée{l l. I tell you he's injured

@ m lca ne an clp !
s he was, Mr Quzleh could not doubt. Heo called
to the seniors behind hi

" Wingafe, Courtney ! Follow me!”

“ Yes, sirl"

Mr. Quem, ran quickly afler Bolsover, followed fast by
the two Gosling, lantern in hand, was m]m,!
beside the stm‘ en junior. Bolsover minor was still

ble,

** Good “heavens!" gas My,
happencd?  But it red
Wingate—Courtney—carry Lim
docmr as fast as you can—hurry!

8 1e=ur' ' gasped Gosling.
Bolsover ‘munor was camvied in.  The whole House was
3 !I-(- juniors wcre all up, and lights gleamed in
In the Third-Form quarters the Tags had
elresdy d:-cmtertd that Bolsover minor's bed was empty, when
the dammon door was opened, and the injured ad was
brought in.
Wingate and Courtney bore him into the dormitory. Pol-
sorver followed, with hanging head, and the tears running
down his cheelis.

;uredv-murdzmd——

“ How has this
Take him up,
2 for the

Not a sccond is to be

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Remorse. :
BDLSOVEE MINOR was Iuiu.!lin_hh bed.

The fags gathered round with pale
faces. “There was a murinur of scared ces
was all, for Mr. Quelch's ‘fe!lure enjoined silence.

Mr. Quelch did what _he could for the injured boy. The
cut upon his head was kid bare: it was washed, where the
blood was cloiting in the thick hair, and bandage:

Bolsover minor lay unconscious through it all.

Mr. Queleh’s face was pale and stern. How the matter
had come about ke did mot know, but he meant to know.
But for the present there was but one thing to be done—to
take every care <i the suffercr.

When all was donc that could be done, and

frightencd
Lut that

t remained

onls to await the arrival-of the doctor from Friardale, Mr.
Quelel loft the bodside.
* You boys may return‘to bed,” he said quictly. T nced

not tell you to make no noise. Your Form-fellow is very ill
—~vou must be silent.”
Ve, " whispered Tubb.

The fags went back to bed. The light was left burning
Wingate remained by the bedside of theinjured boy, 1o wafcl
Tre Maener Librarr.—No. 210,
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for u,. first signs of returning consciousncss.  Mr. Quelch
sngr to Bolsover to follow ki

‘he unhappy junior went blindly into the passage after
the Form.: aster. The tears were :Iuck in his eyes, and they
blinded l:.

* Oh, e

1 Bnlunreru voice was a huslu \vlusper
—he is not dly hurt, sir? He will not
1t scemed as :i hv: oould hardly speak r.he wol
“No," said Mr. Quelch curtly. ‘" He is bad.lv llurl but
it |5 not likely tc ‘be fatal, Bolsaver.”
“ Oh, thank Heuven—thunk chvnnl" "
. Quelch looked at him stmn?
Tdid not know you were ond of your broth:

Bnl.sm nr cnl_v groaned
your nlnd.v nvw.

id Mr. Queleh. ** Rem
there t:ll I'call you. m going to sec the Head—you will

wanted to explain lhu to I will come to your study
for you; do nol. rptlu'n to your dormitory.”

* Very well, ucred Bolsover. -

Mr. Quelch o % Bolsover suggered nthar ﬂmn
walked, into his s udy, He lighted the gas.
himself into a chair,” the glimmer of the w]nln en\elcn
partly_hidden by the paper-weight on the table, caught
eye. He star for outside the envelope was written, in
his brother's hand—"" For Percy Bolsover.

olsover knew well enough the sprawling, uneducated hand.
He had taunted his minor about it often encugh.

Now his fingers shook as he picked up the envelope and
opened it. Ho dmow that it contained the ferewell of his
brother—the brother who had fallen in his defence!

The crabbed, scarcely-legible writing danced before his

eyes
But he rurl it wnh an aﬁon. through his tears.

* Dear romised yon I wood.
can't go m (L onld Atk satéwtions adi
should 'ave to give you away, and I won't Yo that. T
lv;:u_d;dn: hate me as much as you do, but [ &'

+'pase | it o
, and you won't see me no more, any uy.
um ok to London, and you won't neve: ‘ear nf me Bgi

‘ope you will got on botter whed 1 am gone, and llm

father won't :m.- me muth. e will think-I've got ti

the school, p' and run nm:\, but I can’t 'elp it. Gw

B, "sat Gt b ‘you—Tione

the Ie-tt.(-r u; his -hand. ~ Ther

n made by the lnlh

lsover crumpl
stains upon it—stains. that had
tears of the fug as he had written it.
So tiat was what Hubert had- meant—to xl\l' up ever,
thing [nr the brother who had never been a brother to bt
emorse and shame were gnawing at the heart of the bull,

of the Remove.

“ Poor Hubert—poor Hubort!” lm whispered. *“ Oh, if e
gets well—if he cnly ets well, T'll maka it up to him, !
swear it! But—if he should die—""

e choked.

He did not know how long he stood thore, the crumpleu
lottor in his hand. The vowce of Mr. Quelch at the door

ed bis miserablo. thouglis

“ Follow me, Bnlm\ er.'

Bolsover followed . the Reruave-mnsler qwekly The letter
was still in his h:m He was going to see the Head—to be
quostioned—but he did not care. ¥or cnos in his life Percy

Dr. Locke was in his study, fullv dressed. He had been
awakened, like the rest of re: eyfriars, by the disturbance.
fe had been greatly disturbed by news of the tragic
happening, and he was anxiously awaiting the arrival of the
doctor. ﬁm there was a great deal the matter to be ox-
plained. and the Head's look wes very grim as he fixed it
upon the bully of the Remove,
** Here u ol-mrr. sin,” said Mr. Que[ch quietly.

“ Holsover, come here
Baltover halted before the Hoad

““Will you explain, Bolsover, how you came to be out s
the Friardale Road long pust midnight, when vou should has
boen in your bed in the Remove dormitory?” said the Head
sternly.

I brake bounds after lights out_si,” said the junior
dully. "Ho hid o thaaght of concealing anyhing now.

The doctor’s brow gren

e oot Thanads after lights out, Bolsaver!” he re-

(Continued o page 22
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Continued fro.

“To go to the villa
* Upon what erran
decper with enger.
“T went to Cross Keys."
““You dave to admit it I" the Heud exclaimed sharply.
. T don’t care what happens now," suid Balsover miserably,
I suppose you will expel me, sir; but it serves me right if
you do. I'vo been a beast.”
“T hope your repentance, if such
result of being found out, Bolsover,
Dolsover winced.

asked the Head, his vaice growing

is not mevely the

said the Head drily.

“Tt ien't um, sir," he said.© “T—TI—you know what's
ha]spsnnd. to m .
Locke’s iau torrnnsd a litt]

*I know, Dolsover, and I am-very sorry. But I did not
thiok that you would take it.to heart like this. It is common
knowledge in the school that you are on the worst of telms
with your brother, and that the fault is all on your side.

*lave never shown him the kindness he had every right =
expect from you.”

*“That is indecd true,” said Mr. Quelch,

Bolsover shiver

** That's hhnt ‘malces it so bad, sir!” groaned. the Remove
bully. © “If T'd been decent to him it would have been
different. - But—but I've been a rotter, and I drove him from
the ‘school ; and—and then he chipped in to help me, nnd he
gnt tho blow that wns meunt for me. That's what—"

He broke off; with'a
“How did your bmbhn <come to be there, then?” asked the
Head, eyeing Bqlsoner with a.strange expression. *He did
not go with you?
“0h, o, sir|"” H
“What. was he doing, then?”
“He was running away from sehool.”
The Hond uttered a sharp exclamation

“What? I-cannot beliove it! He was not the lad to do

such a tlu

I8 wus my fault ! muttered Bolsover. I drove him to

. jt! T-made his life o misery here, and he promised me to go.

1 thought he meant to e to father to take him nway;
but—but _he meant to go like this. Look at his letter.”

He laid the teav-staincd epistle upon the Hoad's table.

. Dr, Locke picked it up and read it, and then passed it to
Mr. Quelch. -

*That is the lcnrr of a kind and noble lid,"” said Dr.
Locke qllml]y You
Bolsover.”

- “I know it, sir
““Your brofher was going to leave school and go buck to
his old life of razs and poverty because you wished to be rid
of him and hccnuse he would not get you into trouble with
ynurYfalher &
“J\nd that, after the way you had treated him !
He was a_decent little chap,” muttered Dolsover. “He
11 through. I mever understood till now—till I
saw him lying in the road, I mean. .I—I've been a beost.
T'don't care now if I'm expelled. It serves me right. I dare
uy father would take me away from G friars, in any case,
soon as he hears. I—I don't care, if only Hubert gots well.
Tlsz\t s all I'm thinking about now."
Dr. Locke luoked keehly at the junior’s h

The Head of Greyfriars knew_ boy mature well—he had
known boys for thirty years—and it would have been very
difficult for any Iaolyl to deceive him. That Bolsover was in

* carnest mow his white face and tear-stained eyes only too
plaialy prove ed.

And the doctor's look softened.

“] am gled to sce that you are sorry, at all events,
Bolsover," said the doctor, in a gentler voice.

“Borry!” echoed Bolsover miserably. “Oh, sir, T'd do
anything—anything ! Oh, I wish that brute had struck me
down instead, a5 he intended ! I could have stood it better!
But—"

He oould say no more.  The tears were streaming down his
face, and a sob choked his voice.

There_ wns a tap at the door, and Courtney of the Sixth
looked i

“Thu doctor 's come, Si

“Thank you, Courtn

" he said.
The Head turned to Bolsor
““You may go, Bolsos T shall think ever what is 11 ha
done with you. Go back to your bed now. .
Bolsover tried to speak, hut he could not. Ia sil
left the study.
Tie MaGNET Lisrart.—No. 210.
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THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
QOut of the Shadow. ;
ALLO hnlio hallo ! Here he is!" -
] ore's Bolsover!
"th and he's looking pretty sick, too!”
* The hght! were humm%‘ the Remove dormitery.
The Jhmou were all awake, and théy had heard part of what
had happened, but not-all. That it was connected with
Bolsover they knew, and they had been anxiously awaiting
the return of the Remove bully.

Bolsover came into the dormitory with a heavy, hanging
head, and the sight of his_face siruck the jumiors with a
shock, But questions on him.

“YWhat has happen: Bulsm er?”

“Tell us what's happened.

Dotenas ek by boaa o could not speak, and ho we -
:::mmuu a word to his bed and laid down, in his clothes, as

e was.

“Let him alone,” said Harry Wharton. “His hautheru
hurt, wo know that, and he seems upset, Let him alone.’

“Faith, and he dcum t care if his brothei’s hurt!” said
Micky Desmond. *“ He's hurt him often enough himself, if
¥ou come lu l.!:n
“ Shut up!" slud Bob Cherpy. “If he's decent enough to
care, et him aloue—though 1 must admit it's a surprise to

me.
Bolsover lay silent. Micky Desmond's words had cut him
to the vevy heart, but he had no words to reply. It was true
enotigh. cared for the injury his minor had sustained,
the |unmrl had :\ right to be astonu: k
It was long -before Greyfriars :lept again that night.
Bolsover did .not close his .eyes once. e closed them be
linew that he would sec only one imuge before him—that of
a pale, ghastly !aca stairied with blo
e could not sleep.
He had never. knuwn remorse before.
But he knew it now—ﬂ, tortured him through' the lor
whtches of the ni
Dawn broke at Iual and the Eurly sanlight, glimmering
through _the windows of the Remave dormitory - showed
Bolsover's white fuce-and wakeful cyes—haggard, waary,
sleapless, am‘] suffering
e dragged himself wrunly from his bed. He was the firs!
down of %xe Form, and his fitst visit was paid to the Remove-
master's stud.
Mr: Quelch mot him with a_cold nod.
’ “ny brother, sir?”" gasped Bolsover. How is he
“ Ha hns been removed to the sanatorium,” said Mr. Quelch
coldly. “He recoverod consciousness towards morning. Ho
Irad a narrow escape of a serious injury ; but the doctor thinks
he will recover without any permane ﬂleﬂ'-cla

mlil;mf be able to rejoin his class for many weel

but he will get well?”

“There is very little doubt upon that point.”

“Can I see, him, sir?”

“ Not 0

Bolnrer bawnd his head and turned “EE He wanted to
see Hubert, to tell him he was sorry, to ask his forgiveness;
but_he realised that the sufferer must be left updisturbed
while he was in a critical state.

The Remove bully walked out miserably enough into the
+Close. - As he came towards the house a little luter he en-
countered Vernon-Smith. There was a cymical smile upon
the ‘lips of the Bounder of Greyfriars as he nodded ‘to
Dolsover.

“You do it well,” he remarked.

Bolsover stared at

“What do you mean? he asked, without much interest in
the matter. He was thinking of far other things than the
Bounder and the Bounder's cymmi face and thonghts.
rnon-Smith chuckled softly.
T meon the grief and remorse business,’ he explained.
“If I had been caught as you were last night I don’t know
il I should have thought of it.” Of course, it was the only
way. If you can work on the Head's feelings enough vou
may get off being sacked. It's jolly deep of you. I mev:
thought you had such a gift of spoofing.” -

Isover stnred at him speechlessly.

“Is the kid really hurt?” asked Vurnun Smith.

“Yes."

“How did it come about?”

= Ho came to help me, nnd got the blow instead of me.”

‘What did he do it for?”

Bulmvnr did not answer_that question. It was not likely
that the hard-hearted, cynical Bounder of Greyf: 'lm would
ever comprehend what Bolsover minor had don:

* You ses, T was right about the footpads,” s.u.d Vernun—
Smith. " ¥ou wore a fool to go. Tt might have been bad
for you if the kid lmdn t been there.”
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¥]-know that.
»He'll be Imd up for some hme, I suppose?”

Eﬂu mean by good e exclaimed,
e out of the way,” Vernon-Smith explained,
“ Benre the Joung cad right for meddling, too. 1f you get
off being sac we shall be left alon

Bolsover shook his head.

he said. *Sacked or not, 'm
and that gang. I never really
tiked it, and it was only because the other fellows were up
against it, and I wumdn t be stopped. But it's finished now,
as inr as I'm concerned.”
or how long?” sneernd Vernon-8mith.

or good.”

“Rat!

- Don't give me that kind of jaw | said tho Bounder
_ impatiently. *1

'm not the kind of bird to nibble chaff of
t gort! Keep that for the Head. You may humbuog him
into letting you stay at Greyfriers.  But as for makms me
believe that you're cut up about your minor, you can't do it.
The young cad—""
isover's eyes blazed.

I’I; Hn}'d your tongue, “Vernon-Smith! Another word, and
“Bah " said the Bounder angrily. 1 tell you the young
cad— Oh! s

Balsover's ﬁst crashed into his face, and the Bounder of
Greyfriars fell heavily. The burly Removite strode away,
leaving Vernon-8mith lying in the Close.

He rose, with a dazed look, but more wendering than hurt.
He had had proof enough now that Bolsover was in earnest ;
tut he could fot understand it—the prebebility was that he
never would understand it.

‘him ! he mmmd . dabbing his nose with his

im
“Serve you joll ? el nghtl" md Bob Cherry, who had
you want some more,
Smithy, coma in this A iremian
Vernon-Smith evidently
walked in the opposite directios
Bolsover entered tha Echool House.
Wh“B hair was there. He had just come.
s him.
" Fﬂthﬁr g
. Bolsover turned round. Then the j 3unmr halted, con-
m]cnc: abrieken. | What would his lather say
T have heard, Percy,” said Mr. Bolrner: B Igw aid
broken voice. - * Dr. Locko sent mo a' telegram last night.”
‘Tt was my fault, father.”
TCY. e

| not want any more, for he

A gentleman with
‘Bolsover started

" P
The nld gentleman's pale face grew paler as he heard the
miserable story from Bolsover's lips. His brow hardened into
a stern frown.
“Hegven forgive you, Percy!” he said at last.

BSOSO S

“If you
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Eua smcere]y ‘repented, Heaven may; but I shall find it
ard
And he Ief:..r,ha boy where he stood!

Bolsover did not attend classes that morning. He wandered
mimlessly sbout the Close, thinking of the sufferer in the
bed in the school sanatorium. His father was with Hﬂher:.
but Bolsover was not to ba-ndmitted.

Boléover came in at last, desperate and miserable. He met
the ]-i'enr] as the latter leit the Sixth Form-room.

Locke "'—Bolsover Emntgd out the words—'T must
see my brother! I must! I suppose you.are ﬁumg to expel
me, 1 don't care how soon. But I must sce Hubert.”

Dr. Locke gave him a long, keen Jool

“T think you have repented of your wmkedneas, Bolsover,”
he said. "1 think you have been {a{umshed enaugh T am
going to give you another chance. You will not be e_!pclled
from Greyfriars!”

b, sir
' Follow mée now.

Bolsover followed the Head of Gre; s to the sick-room.
He stepped in on tiptoe, with hushed r-nkh

Mr. Bolsover was seated by the bedside. On the white
pillow was o bandaged head, and from the pillow looked a
g:lll whiter face; but the eyes lighted up at the sight of

olsover.

The bully of the Remove dmpﬁgﬂ beside the bed.

“Hubert!"” he whispel ubert, old man, I'm sorry!
I—1I can't tell you hnw sorry I am! I've been a beast! Dr.
Locke says I'mn to stay at” Greyfiiars  Hubert, old man,
when you get well you' i1 ses that I'm different ! Hubert—"

His voice died away.

“It's all right, l’erc:
but cheery; the [ag's plnck had not deserted

You shall see your | hrnth

P Bolsover minor's voics was w;nl—
im. T

jolly glud I was there, that's alll- It's all right, Percy, old
cha‘:a I—1 don't mind anything you. did or said! It's all
right 1"
" T've bisen o beast—a beast 1" groaned Bolsover.
His father’s hand fell upon his shoulder.
to the future, and not to the past, Percy,” he said
quietly. * What you have dong cennot be undone; but it

can_be atoned for, and 'Pru‘ndeneo has given you the oppor-
tum}y Thank Heaven for that.””
do—I do!" muttered Bolsover hu!ksl!.
He said no more. But it was enough.”

There was a ]lli[ly light in the white face upon the pl]]ow,
as_if the future ad becomo bright and rosy for Bolsover
minor.:
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and Gan-Waga.

Lung, Rupert Thurston, Gan-Waga, ¢
Tihet s ifwa.qm the © dp‘m of C}ungJ.n'lg s provinee in Chin;
rty, conducted by an

they ars attacked by the aotorious pirate aad eutlaw, Starlan

by name. Tkey stay at

£, and tho pury, aher & ot fod of kard mumng. reach the frst Tflhe:an‘ Village. Here
ar

making the roast chicken whir.
‘Vl:inini You've spoiled me soul! Ill hauzt you for ever!”

.
(READ THIS FiRST,

Wishing to_explare the pn:ucaJ]{I nnk:&;n 1lrddoi‘flbutEEFzrfqm Losd, m
number of

his honse
is being served, leap off the table and fiy up thu chimney, croaking the whxle at the Irishmans

illionaire, makes up & party, including Prince Ching-
he crew of the Lord of the Desp, to travel with bim across

!'g}mn zmde named Argal- Dllyn! Il:l\re |I::’l crn‘s’sed the Hlmlli’aﬂ: into The Forbidden Lard, when

nd of his rofanly followers. These are beaten
are surprised to find that the
4 ung startles O]

or a time, and while at dinner Ching/

(Now read cn from here.)

“Oh, murther, murther!” moaned Mr. 0'Rooney, as he
heard the crosking voice. h, why did Oi ever leave me
Tittle Oirish cabin? TFaith, Oi never would have af I badn’t

‘been evicted by the polis! Plaze, Mister Rooster, why didn’t

yez. toll me yez had got a sowl when Oi was wringing yer
eck? Haunt me, is ut? Oh, murther, murther, murther "
"](4 comin' " howled Gan-Waga, diving under the table.
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And it came. A black, sooty, awfullooking ghost of a
bird. It dropped into the five, leapt out again with an awful
shriek, whizzed round the room, and gave O'Rooney an awinl
smack over the left ear, that knocked him headlong after

Gan- ann Tha next moment Ching-Lung caught i
Wi long pieco of elastic from its hludum
drummrlq aLuLk n few eathers in its tail, and replaced it
on the digh.
P~
By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Gun-Waga was plaing his Mosning with
pretended “horror, ha hugg O'Hooney to his breast,

art admirably.
3

?nd Eir. ney clung to him and begged him never to
o d

Stoady, steady " said Férrers Lord warningly.
Clear out, old chap," whispered Ching-Lung, if you've
finished, and don't spoil sport.”

'What do you.say, Rupert? Shall we see how the men
are getting on?"”

Thurston nodded. He felt that if he did not go at once, he
would give the game thoroughly away. They closed the door
behind him, but Thurston did not mean to miss the fun. He
allowed the millionaire to get_on ahead, and then with his
knife he cut a narrow slit in the oiled paper, and placed his
eye against it. e

i D-don’t lave me, friend " moaned 0'Rooney.

Never, ' never said Gan-Waga, “Ow, it's comin'—
s— Save me ]
Kapo it off !

Uy's got

Don't lot it touch me! “Ow, yt's bitin’ mal

quirmed and screamed as Ching-Lung gave his
calf & tweak between his finger and thumb. 3
The strange theory of the transmigration of souls is still
taught by some sections of the Buddhist priests, who on that
account are very chary of taking the lives even of insects, in
caza the insect might contain the soul of one of their ancestors.
With o wicked grin on his face, Ching-Lung tied n touple
of strings to one of the flitches of bacon, and another to a
bladder of lard.
The room was only lighted by a couple of tallow dips and
the shifty, uncertain glow from the fire. Ching-Lung glanced
under the table, and ‘caught sight of Gan-Waga's glittering
eyes. His Highness winked and pointed to-the door. Gan-
Waga understood. ; Then, taking the strings between his
teeth, Ching-Lung raised the slab. The sides of the well
were paved with rough pieces of granite, that afforded plenty
= of foothold. He disappeared, and’ the stone fell into place

above him, leaving o cranny just large enough to work the
strings and to peer through: "

* Gan-Waga I .

It was a splendid imitation of the millionaire’s voice. Gan-
qui)l shook himself free.

" Don't lave me—don't lav
‘" Must I"" said Gan-Waga.
long. Keep pecker up." .

‘Gan-Waga darted out, and the Irishman was crawling after
him on hands and knees, when he saw a sight that rooted
him to the gronnd. A whole side of bacon liftad itself with
a grunt from the hook on which it had hung for months,
toppled lightly to the floor, and moved towards him.

"Rooney stared at it in stony horror.

i Ha ! hissed the bacon.

e me!" wailed O'Rooney.
““Dat de chief calling. "Not be

urderer ! hissed the bacon.

O'Rooney made a plunge for the table, but by an adroit
flank movement—there was plenty of flank about t]
the side of pig barred the way. O'Roane:
of perspiration from his blackened brow. The b
itself on end, and pointed its stumpy shoulder at him.
iscreant,” it cried, “knowest thou who I am1"
no! Yez wore a black pig—""

! , the soul of Hector of Troy was in me ere

g
Fou slew me!"”
“Was ut, now?" sighed Mr. O'Roonev. *Oh, murther,
‘murther, think o that! I didn't know the gintleman."”
The side of pig collapsed and lay fat on_the ground, as if
Then it got up slowly and uttered a groan.
“Did I fight the
his? He's never heard of Hector of Troy! Oh,
yo gods. and little fishes, ve anchorvies, sardines  sprats,
minnows, whelks, and sticklebats! Ten thousand Greeks [
slew before the walls of Troy before Achilles struck me

own !

“Hark at him!" muttered O'Rooney. “ Ten thousand
Grecks he snuffed out. Oh, murther, Mr. Hector I

“ Silence ! T

The pig approached hearer, -and the terrified [rishman
retreated on all fours.  As the side of bacon offercd 1o
personal violence, 0'Rooney grew calmer. Ching-Lung bugan
to fear that, in spite of the dim light, he would see the

he said tearfully.

strings. He gave a sharp tug. The next moment the fitch
was hanging innocently on- its hook.
“By all the powers!" gasped O'Roomer. “Oi've been

dhramin”’ I
e pulled himsell to his feet and cautiously approached the
bacon.
“ Bow-wow-wow-waw-wow !"*
Mr. O'Rooney gave a jump thot would have don~ credit to

an athlete, and auttered n vell that would have"cav the
siren of an Atlantic liner o blush with envy. He thought
T Maexer Linrany.—No. 210, «
Read the grand new story of the
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some ferocious ﬁo%h.d got him by the leg. There was no
dhn_g I::;re. i h;]n side of bacon shook on its hook, and

i with un! joy.

“Bghure the whels place is haunted with goblins and
bunshees ! gasped the Khan of Akhmar. Oh, murther,
murther " i‘le stood petrified, and then a great longing to
fly_seized him. s

But he waited a moment too long. Rupert, choking with
mirth, hed his eye glued to the crevice. Gan-Waga, also
eager to ses what was going on, stole round. He caught
:i‘;—it of Thurston, and & wicked thought entered Gnn-“'nia'!
mml;i. He rushed upon Thurston and gave him' a mighty
push. .

Thurston ‘crashed through the paper window, and alighte”
with his heall in the migdla of O)Rnonay’a back, with th
simple result that O'Rooney was pitched on _to_the slab, tl
slub trapped Ching-Lung's fingers, and Ching-Lung slippesi.

He l'eﬁ like a stone into six feet of black and icy water.

All's Well that Ends Well — Thurston Becomes a Hero in
Mr. O'Rooney's Eyes—A Quiet” Night.

Mr. Barry O'Rooney was afraid of souls and spectres, but
he was certainly afraid of very little in the shapa of fesh
and bload. ~ |

And when Thurston’s head bumped violently into the small
of his back, O'Rooney folt that no soul that might be floating
about in the vicinity was quite strong enough to give him o
twenty-horse-power cannon like that. 2 ait

e got ubp very much shaken and horribly wrathful.
Thurston  also got ug‘ rubbing his knees, and wondering
whether he had been fired out of & cannon’ or an enormous
catapult. Gan-Waga, repenting the deedly deed, had fled,
and hidden himself in the straw ; and in the well, Ching-Lung
had just risen to the surface of the freezing wakcr, and wos
Llowing bubbles beautifully,

Altogether matters wera lively.

T! ion of absolute

c exp on Rupert's face
would have sent a cat into convulsions had one been present.
hurston was utterly speechless. He could not understand
how he had come there at all, but he knew that he had come
in a great hurry. An angry light of baitle glenmed in M.
O'Rooney’s eyes, an his eoat, bared two hairy
arms, and spat on his hands.
“Bu[{ex always come in through the winder, eh?" asked
Mr. O'Rooney. . - -
' Hang it, what's it all about?"’ gasped Thurston.
jump wid both feet into the middle of a
gmleman‘s_hm{ whin he ain’t lookin', eh?” inquired Mr
"Rooney, ignoring the question. t yer favou
way of entering o mangion, eh! Put 'em up!®
'Rooney spat on his hands again, - his hairy fist
under Thurston's nose, and begun to hop from foot to foot
in anything but a peaceful manner.
“My dear fellow,” said Rupert, ““what's it all about? ‘T
assuge you I dide’t mean to hurt you.”
‘%idn't yez? D'yez think™I'm made of injyrubber is ut,
and that a ton of ecal can dhrop on me liver widout hurtin’

me? Is that ut, sor? Begjlbers, does that hurt?
Barry O'Rooney “ plunted ” one over Thurston's
enough almost to have knocked his heart over to
side, and then put in another of equal weight just to keep -
the balance.  Thurston had a great deal of paticnoe, bt this
was altogether too much. He hands rather

could use

neatly. He skilfully parried a third blow, and drove out
with his right. Mr. O'Rooney's beauty would have suffered
had ke been there, but ha was not, and like a hammer his
fist pounded Rupert again, making his tecth dance.

“Did ut ticklo?” grinned the Irishman.  *That's me
particular sphot for_spreading on the butter. Oi larned it

rom a boy in ould Kenmare. Have at yez again, koind sor.
Bedad, Oi'll ving the bell this time, or ate me boots !

Thump ! came the left again on Thurston's ribs, and a look
of perfect bliss lighted up Mr. O'Rooney’s face as he hopped
round Thurston in a very energetic fashion. The stone-
covered well was cautiously lifted a-few inches, and Ching-
TLung's glittering eyes surveyed the scene of strife, and Ching-
Lung grinned mightily.

T8l now present to the audience o sthriking cxample
of the knock-ont, stroik-me-dead, or paralyser,” “said M
(’Rooney, as he parried o drive. * It was invented by mys:
Christian_name Barry, sorname O'Rocney, and Oireland
his counthry. The drawback to ut is ut's usually fatal, anc
1 only use it when me winders has been broke, and m
jumped on, a3 in the present case. Me opponent bein' a
visitor, Oi'll only break all his ribs ter picces, for me heart's
as tinder as & lamb's.”"

“I've had enough
we're fighting about.”” 3

“ Aisy, now, aisy "' said O’Rooney soothingly. “Just wan
more round—only wan more! It's years sin' I met a man
who could held his punchers up, and ut may be years afore

* panted Rupert. "I don’t know what
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I foind another.  Wan more round, and Oi'll be yer siave
for loife. Oi must show yez that smoite. Oh, Oi'll be jintle,
Oi'll be as jintle as o desd canary, or a bag o ieathers!
And that's ut, me bhoy "

Mr. O'Rooney sent in a crushing blow that might easily
have dropped an ox. Certainly it would have put Thurston
out of the running had it taken effect. But & yellow han
gripped Mr. O'Rooney’s ankle just in Mr. O'Rooney
spun into the air u:j fell on hi

The Irishman lay there staring at the ceiling, while Rupert
stared at the prostrate form in utter amazement. He had
not seen the yellow hand, for he had forgotten all about
Ching-Lung.

To be sure, he had struck O'Rooney, but barely hard
enough to upset a child of six. And hore was the doughty
fighter horse-de-combat, squeaking like a pneuwmatic tyre
with a tack in it.

And then Mr. O'Rooney sat up, sighed, and gozed at
Thurston admiringly, He staggored to his feet, then, rush-
ing to the victor, gripped his hand, and rung it again and

e, and

&
-3

again. '
“Don’'t spake!" he roared. *“Don't say o ‘wor-rd!
me luk at yez. Murther! How did yez manage it? Isit a
new trick? And does it come under the Queensberry rules?
v

Arrah! It was the neatest backheel I ever knowed.
yez waited a second longer for that smoite, ut's pulverised
yez would have been! Murther, bhoy, 1 was off my fate

wfore I could wi Yez must tache it me.
trick—a raal jo

A hollow chuckle sounded far away in the depths of the
earth, but they did not notice it.

urston, more and more puzeed, honestly protested that,
as far as ha was concerned, the whole thing was an accident.
The more he protested, the more Mr. O'Rooney grinned.

“Hark at yez!” he said, wink “Shure, yez don't
‘want to give ut away—eh? Bedad, yez must show ut me
afore yer leaves. Oi insist upon ut! Troth, ut was a daisy !
Gimme yez fist. Oi loves yer for ut!”

Ching-Lung had found no difficulty in climbing the sides of
the well, e was chilled to the marrow, and his teeth wera
chattering. He groaned with anguish as he listened to the
conversation. If they did not go soon, he felt that he would
soon turn into a_human icicle.

They went et last. Rupert had some embrocation in his
saddle-bag, and Mr. O'Rooney had made such an impression
on his ribs that he needed it badly. Tho [rishman geiorously
promised to rub him, and they departed togsther.

As Ching-Lung crawled out of his chilly prison, Gan-Wagn
entered the window.

ad at’s up, Chingy 1" -

“I am,"” sighed Ching-Lung. “I've just come.”

“Why, you all sloppy I said Gan-Waga. * What been
doing, hunk ? Been sitting under waterspont; hunk 7"

‘;‘ND; 1 forgot my umbrella. I dropped into that giddy
well.”

Gan-Waga held his sides.

““Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, ho!” he roared. "“What a
lark, Chingy! It all lark. My, Thurston got eye to hole
outside watching Rooney, and I push him bang inside. Ho,
ho, ho! He drop oh Rooney, and— Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho,

i -

It's a jooll of &

Ching-Lung begen to grin. o

*That's what they were scrapping about—eh? Say,
Gano, it was worth a wetting. What about the souls in
the roosters and the bacon? Ha, ha, ha, ha! I recken we
made O'Rooney sit up—eh 7'

Gan blew out one of the candles, and devoured it in three
bites, while Ching-Lung stenmed before fire.

“ Bit of all right, Chingy!", gurgled the Eskimo. *Like
fun butterful. We better go, hunk, else they'll twig. Go
round back, and I'll get you dry clothes. Not want you
catch the twiddleums, Chingy. Don’t tell Mr. Thurston.”

“* Not for nuts and ninepins. Hurry up and I'll do & sprint
outside till you come. urston is sure to think one of the
villagers slung him'through. Leg it, you lump of suet "

Ching-Lung cantered up and down the dark street until the
fuithful Gan-Waga brought him & change of sttire. He had
managed to secure the clothes without being observed,

Ching-Lung was rubbed down with o towel by his devoted
follower. 3

A stiff glass of Mr. O'Rooney's “milk,”” which wzs
borrowed in that gentleman’s absence, set his blood gircu-
leting freely once more. .

Then the khan himself returned, accompanied by Rupert
and the millionaire.

'Rooney good-naturedly cemented the peace already
made by giving up his bed to Thurston. s

They chatted for nearly an hour. The fire was replenished,
and, lying round if, wrapped in blankets, the travellers fell
fast’ asleep. ) )

‘Outside Maddock was on guard, pacing up and down, rifle
on_shoulder. |

nly the melodious snoring of O'Rooney and GanWaga
Tee Miexer Liprary.—No. 210.
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broke the silence. The soul of the rocster had apparently
departed, and the soul of Hector of Troy slumbered in
side of bucan, K ) g

And so the long night passed quictly,

In which an Eg¢ and a Pair of Trousers take a Leading
Part, and the Soul of Hector of Troy Makes it's Second
Appearance—A Queer Kind of Fishing—Those Trousers
Again,

Mr. O'Rooney was o gentleman with a very clastic dis-
position, Long before the others were awanke he was out in
the grey dawn, washing himseli in a leather bucket, and
trying to part his hair with the help of an almost toothless
comh. He had forgotten all abéut the souls, and he cut a
dozen great rashors off the side of Hector, and proceeded to
carve breakfast without disturbing his guests.

Unfortunately, in the dim light, he trod on Gan-Waga's
ears. Gan-Waga's ears were not small ones, neither were
O'Rooney’s feet. Of course, Gan-Waga woke up with o yell
that would have roused a small city. Mr. O'Rooney had the
frying-pan in his hand, filled with melted fat, and he was so
startled by the yell that he spilled the contents over Gan-

aga’s face.

And then, filled with horror at what he had done, he Bed
outside, and kicked himself.

The fut was not hot enough to do any damage, but the yell
awakened the travellers effectually.  O'Rooney returned, and
humbly apologised.

**Don't worry about it,” said Ching-Lung.. * Gan-Waga
shouldn’t have his great ears all over the place for pla
to wipe their feet on. Now for a glorious wash, and thea
o feed. I could gat the log of a billiard-table?  Hallo,
Thurstan! How are the ribs?" *

“ A bit tender.” P

' That comes of fighting. I’'ve heard all about it. Tumble
out, Gan, you lubber! What do you mean by oiling your
hair before you wash your ugly face? Jove, it's o ripping
morning ! ouldn't enjo'i 2 swim 1’

Ho suggested a gallop to the river, but Ferrers Lord would
not give his permission. However, Gan-Waga willingly
earried half a dozen ats of water to a secluded spot
}Jt“hilad one of the sheds, and splashed the water over hi
riend.

It was almost as good as having a bath, and, after a brisk
rub down with a towel, Ching-Lung declared that he was 6t
for anything—and looked it,

The villagers still skulked on the other side of the stone
wall, looking surlier and uglier than ever, and 4 pack of
mongrels sniffed the scent of the bacon hungrily.

Bacon, eggs, and black bread, washed
tea, formed a princely breakfast.

The cattle fared quite as well as their masters, bui they
seemed jaded after their trying journey.

* What time do we trek, old man?” Lo
g-Lung rested his elbow on the table as he put. th
question. He had & fork in his hand, and Gan-Wage was
conveying a whole hard-boiled -egg ‘to’' his mouth at that
moment.  Ching-Eung jerked his elbow. The egg sprang
from Gan-Waga's fork, impaled jtsalf on Ching-Loggr and
his Highness elipped it out of sight and munched it lazi
r‘;tW ar dat gone?’ gasped Gan-Waga, staring at
orlk.

“What?" asked Thurston. 8

“My egg. Just goin' eat him, and he bunk.”

“¥ou must have eaten it, Gan, and forgotten all about it.

Are you sure you didn't drop it P

Gan-Waga got under the table to look. Tt had been so
neatly done that only Rupert had seen Ching-Lung's sleight
of hand. i

“‘Isn't that it—that white thing down in the grate " asked
the Prince. = B

Gun-Wags had to go upon his hands and knees. There
was something of a dirty-white colour on the stool he had
just vacated, but it was not the egg in question, although it

ad been placed there by Ching-Lung, who demclished the
remainder of his breakfast in two bites and a gulp.

' Found it

# No,” growled Gan-Waga,

“Then it must have dropped down a mousehole,” said
Ching-Lung, making for the door. “Never mind, have
enother. Eggs are cheap and fresh in Tibet.”

As Gan-Waga emerged from under tha table, Ching-Lung
got nearer the door.

* Funny 'nough 'bout det ecgg,” murmured Gan-Waga.
“I know I not cated him !’

*“0Oh, we'll soon find you another I said Thurston inno-
cently.  8it down, Gan.” f

5

““A RACE AGAINST TIME!” = Qi qciaros.
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CGan sat down, and fmmd one for hnmself without delay.
There was o soft, squelohing sound, snd at once the most
horrible, awful, lontluuma. sickly stench filled the room.
For ono short second they gazed st each other in dismay.
And then, clutching their noses, they rushed out into the

-fresh air.

Gan-Waga had sat down on an ogg that was not young. By
tho smell of it, it had probably been laid centuries before.
The perfume was strong enough to have worked a locomotive
mth forty loaded trucks behind it. It wlx a_hoary-headed

g—n nﬂ spxenl’ul bad-tempered eg| nd even a little

It insistod on haying the whols house b fteelf,

They didn’t argue with it, hut let it have its own way.
Spiteful as it was, that egg showed that some of it had not
lost nll its good feelings. 'Thoro was a spark of effoction in

heart—or, rather, ita yolk—still, for it clung lovingly to
Gan-Waga 85 he bolted. Tt soomod'to say, * Gan, my Ieiond,
I can nover leave yow. I am greatly attached to you. Even
you wera so crucl as to sit upon me before otfier people.
I will forgive you, nnd elmg to you for ever, for [ am an
egg of strong will p

And it was stﬂmg W:tll both hands pressed over his flat
nose, and his eyes bulging with terror Gon-Waga hurled
himsslf through the opon door. Ching- Tung wes rolling on
s pile of straw, and lluglunaﬁ hgsinrlca

*What's the row? ) ““hal's the matter?
Have you g\)m: barmy, Guﬂ' ou—-

“Hunk 1"

Pront turned pale as the egg bogen to inform him that it
was thare.

“ By hnksy";dpnnted the steersman, and fled.

Gan-Waga too, and no one tried to stop him. They
rolled out o( his way, and even the mules umﬁnd ainted
air with silent surprise. The Eskimo’s only thought was to
get away from the rfume, and he fofited it down the
village streot so fast that his fat legs actually twinkled. He
dnaanpearnd into a tliicket, and the laughter was long and

Have y

Chi mﬁ -Lung wes in a paroxysm of fiendish mirth, when the
lmd of Forrers Eurd jerked him to his feet.

! “and & cloth,” said the millionaire, and
clesn up that awfal ogg. Bring out the stool, and burn it."
The jaw of his Highness dropped, and he laughed no

more, i
“\Viml me? I wouldn't face -that bed of \'inlg!l for a

pension I
“You'll do what you're told You caused i, and: ;ou

must got rid of it. or you !
““Put, old chap,” pleaded Chmg Lung, *think e[ ‘my
youth! I'm too young and too good to die! Ask me to face

armies, to jump off the top of 8t. Paul's, to beard the mane-
less tiger in his jative nungle—I mean native jungle—ask
me to slay the cagle in his Yuhy lair, to nurse the twins at
midnight, to have & tooth drawn, to wear tight boots, to eat
a railway-station sandwich, or to put my hair in cu pers,
any of these m;lu T will mampc but T dare not—dare nok
tackle that eg; It is too much. You may yoke me to &
team of wild iom and let them drag me asunder; you

may shell me with a twelve-pounder to eggs-aggerate my
woes, but still 1 refuse! Come one, coms all, that house
shall fiy from its firm base ns soon ns. F grapple with that
smell—and sooner! Joe, go and clean up, and this yellow-
boy is thine "

Joe withstood the bait of & sovareign.
not do it for fifty of them.

Ho said he would

“You must go yoursell," said Ferrors Lord firmly.  “It
wap  disgusting trick.”
“T am quito with you," put in Thurston. *Make him

ntend to.  Off with you, Ching !”
There was no getting- out of it; and so, armed with a
Lucket and mop, and with a ]mndLemhlnf tied round his
noso, Ching- Lung—cnrrxed out the unsavoury task.  Mr.
O'Rooney took it in good part, but his suspicions wero begiu-
ning to nwnhn
“Bedad, he's a rum ’un, by the soize of ut, that same
Chinea " hp thought. "' Naw I wonder who's sowl was in
that egg? Ut was a mighty powerful sowl, and that's the
thrulh Arrah, Barry, me bhoy, it's both eyes yez'll keep
open
A hurmng stick waved about the room got rid of the
lm:ermg umm. of the egg, and made the place hubmb‘o
i men were drawn up for inspection by Rupert
Tﬁmugh I.hev tried to look grave, they could not hide
It tickled them immensely to think that Chi

grins.
had bieen compelled to use a mop and pail like an
Housemaid. . But when Ching-Lubg Joined Rupe
becamo as so!emn a8 judges.

“ Attention!"
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Then a graff voico remarked, as they lined up:
" : H.I:H‘? Susun! Is your fat policeman coming for his pie
night ¥
"Prowt. stood st the, top_of the line, but Prout looked as
innocent as n baby when Ching-Lung glanced at him
o “ Dou't forget to scrub the steps and bring the coals up,
usan.”
Was that Maddock? Maddock stood as rigid as a post.
still .moum voice remarked :
““Oh, Susan, blucklead the kitchen grate, and then come
and mind the baby I”
It must have been Joe; but Jos was staring at the sky, as
if in deep and earnest thcugh
* Susan, T shall sacle you if you do your hair like that ("
ismiss|”  cri urstan, shouting with [sughte
: Thsy re not so groen as they-look, Ching. You'll be
until they Torget all about that padl and wop.  Why, in tha
name of Cmsar's sunt's footwarmer, what's that? =~ Ha, ha,

 Gan:Wagn, and they greeted bim with yells of
‘And well they might sheiek. That egg might nok
have been firmly attached to Gan-Waga, but its attanhmenl
to his trousers was remarkable. It clung to them lovingly,
orcd woutd ok wieo, Cherm . A sb Ean-Waga hed 1ol
his trousors bohiad him; roplucing thems by n kind of pottic
coat of branches, w he ad tied round his waist. The
0l garment came almost 0. his krises, arkd. he sl ware hia

ol ok, ‘nd dumie, but the rest of his logs had 1o

I
la ughi nr

h{; don’t you turn up your trmperbolmms, Gan
rulred rout. * You'll get 'sm mu .
“Find your kilts draughty in the wmd“” i
"Whut a puu‘v{pnttem‘ T'd liko a waistcost ma
Trip us a Highland fling!” grinned Ma Y
]'our l:allnr’ ‘He can build knobby knicksies! Where did you

Gun Weaga strode indignantly into the shed in search of a
pair of trousem and they hurled volleys- of chaff after blu

retreating
While Lhay were laughing themselvas into convilsions an
nFly, grinning face lool saver | the wall. It was the face
2 youthful Mongol. t up, and ﬂ\mg a

bundle into the middle of tho roup of tittering ‘m

Hurmr of horrors! The bundle was Gan-Waga's. dnscurdcd
trousers !

’I‘hc got one whiff, and scattered wildly in every. dnomnn oi 3
for, like the famous cat, the trousers had come back, ¢
of H'lshng their lweetneﬁ on the desert air.

Then, arming themselves with cudgels, they surrounded
Gan-Waga, forced a pole into his hand, lnd swore to have his
life unless he immediately removed them.

“All right!" growled the Eskimo.
"nough. No need get mad. Me shift "em.

He hocked them up on the end of the pole, and as he bora
timm away the odour of the egg poisoned the surrounding

Ma take ’em soon

B\:t Gan- Waga was offended. An injired feeling rankled
is He thought he had not been treated fairly,
and that Ching-Lung might have selected someone elso to
play the highly-scented joke on. It was not nicato have to
parade even in a Tibetan ulllgn in broad daylight wearing
a pair of wooden trousers—or, speak more correctly, a
wnodan potticoat. To say the leut, it was undignified and

Sn. instead of returning to the ‘abode of Barry O'Rooney,
E uxm, Gan- W.lgl burrowed in the straw and sulked.

sg Rooney’s earnest request, Ferrers Lord had decided
to am- another night in the place. A rest would do the
ponies and mules good, and the men no harm.

“Do you think tha \'lll.nger! will be surly if wa take a

.
stroll round?” asked Thur:
O'Rooney chuckled, anrl remuud his blackthorn from its

how 'em that," he said, “and, bedad, they'll scoot like
jack-rabbits when & gun goes off| Av one of the dirthy
rogues as much as blinks at yez, Or'll call on him, and raise
Tumps all over hlm
should like to see the place. Will yéu come, Lord?"
The millionaire rose and put on his sloich-hat.
“By the way, O'Rooney,” he drawled,
Sah;b ever payed you a visit?"
“Marcy forbid!" said the I[rishman. * He's got a black
name aven in Tibet, the rascal! But, shure, what would he
be doin’ here? He I:npes on the caravan routes, where there’s

" has Storlane

loot ta get. Ut was said wance that he was going to: raid
Tibet, but, o' coorse thal was & loi. There's a divil in that
man. He's a black lot

0 h!" answered tho millionaire. “Well, T'm ready,
Rupert.”

“0: ll have the grub ready for yez in an hour, gintlemen.
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- knawing  wi

t's pay-soup, and ham, wid bread ard cheese
U"TE:I. will do grandly,” said Thursten. “1T
in Tibet, and I'm always ready to eat.”

Ching-Lung had been missing, but he eame in while
O'Rooney was préparing the soup. He sat down on a stool
and watched the operation silently. A piece of Hector, tho
pig, was simmering in the pot.” O'Rooney stuck a for
nto it.

“Ow, ow, ow! You'ré hurting me! Don't do

O'Rooney sprung back, startled. e
h" ?'huude: and whiskers!" he roared. “Did yer hear
that?”

‘Hear what? I didn’t hear anything except you,”

he Irishman scratched his head.

“ Didn't yez? Well, that’s mighty quare, be jabers, ut is!
Would yez do me the favour of sticking this forrk into that
bit of porrk and listenin't Whisht! Not a worrd! Go!"

Ching-Lung did as requested. r. O'Rooney, he
leapt back, and his pigtail stood erect with dread.and horror.
‘The pork in the pot was uttering piercing shricks.

“Don't do it, I tell you!" it yelled. *“Ow, ow, ow! Isn't
it bad enough to be boiled, without having forks jabbed into
me?” I'm Hector’s soul. was a warrior once. Ow, ow, ow!
You'va punctured me "

" Murther! Do yez hear it!"

* Ye-e-e-es|” gasped Ching-Lung, trembling violently.

A ** And what does ut say?" asked O'Rooney, trembling with
ear,

“ Th-that it’s Hector's soulI"

“Hector's sowl! Oh, murther! Oh, do you know whet
th-that is?* -

Mr. O'Rooney slowly lifted a great hobnailed boot and
stretched out his leg so that Ching-Lung might examine his
lcotEear.

by e ]

“Do yez know what ‘that is?”

1 should call it a foot—a boot "

“Would

wand the grest O'Rooney, with a
: would " O,
Plaze sotice the bottom part of thai
sime dalpy-ciusber—tho. part wid the
Balla in o6 A Yea plte, Misther
Bhing Lung, that's my aale.’ And, 4%
yez piays the Hector's sowl game on
Loy iore, bedad, yer'll faal bt 1"
Ehing-Luﬁg et anmasked, but not
A

confused. broke into a peal of
and the genial O'Rooney
he said, **yez tickled me

t! That was a moighty
nd a meighty clever

yez, now?"
ink. **8o

‘Are

there's one behind your

O'Rooney's admiration was - un-
bounded as he put up his hand and
found a pencil behind his ear.

ar.

Ching-Lung took it, and began to_shake it up and down.
It grew slowly into s fishing-rod, with hook, line, and Hoat
complete. Then Ching-Lung removed the cover from
well, and began to fish in its depths.

The first thing he hooked and landed was the revolver he
lost the night before. O'Rooney stood holding the sauoepan

is hand. -

“There ought to be a nico fish for o in here,”" said
Ching-Lung. *Was that a nibble? By Jove, it was! And
got him 1"

He wound up the line.
dangled from the hook.

ot your fish,” said Ching-Lung. 3
 Mine?" gasped the delighted Irihman. “Be jubers, an’
full o' cigars! Is ut for me?”

“You bet it is. Tl ses if I—"

Something fell between them. Ching-Lung dropped the

, O'Rooney dropped the saucepan. ey clutched their
noses and tumbled out of the house, green with horror.

‘The trousers had come back again. Gan-Waga had
avenged himself.

The Alarm—The Hill Pirates Once More—The

Engagement.
refused to remove the obnoxious gar-

men r. O’Rooney’s advice and lay in wait fo
S of the inhabitanis. A0 WAl Tox

A beautifully engraved cigar-cass

As everyone flatl
taok

son to appear was a dirty gentleman,
who was driving a pig in the Irish fashion—by the simple
Tothod of & siring Actiched 1o the porker's hind leg, and &
stick to urge it on.
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They pounced on, the dirty gentleman lika terriers on &
rat.

He turned pale under the dirt and yelled. They dragged
him to the door of the hut, and explained what they wanted.
Then the pig got frightened.

Afterwards Ching-Lung swore that Prout’s face had
frightened it. . B

With a squeak, it bolted, and Maddock, getting mixed up
with the string, was shot headlong into an empty bucket.

rout, Joe, and Gan-Waga went in pursuit of the runaway,

while the dirty gentleman entered the house.

They heard him groan as il in egony, and, suspectin

tfidy, Mr. O'Rooney clutched his cudgel tightly and tool
is stand beside the window, which he re-papercd.

“Hurry up, can't you!’ ssid Ching-Lung, peering in.
* What are you waiting for?"

olding his nose, groaning in muffled tones, his e rolling

horribly, the dirty man reluctantly caught hold of tha
odiferous garments. Perhaps on the red battlefield that man
would have charged the guns like a hero; but there are
things mora deadly than yddite shells and cold steel.  And
that garment was one of them!

He left—and very suddenly! With one scream and one
leap he was throu {n the ‘window, leaving the task undone.

@ took a huge strip of the paper with him. It R"fff round
his face and body, completely blinding him. And before ha
could fear it off and fly, the watchful Mr. O'Rooney had him
by the hair, and a very knotty cudgel was playing a tattoo

his b
" Waow! Och-oo! Wa-ihsh! Wah!" screamed the dirty

man. L
* Ooch, zip!" said Mr. O'Rooney. “ 071l tache yez, Oi

EVERY.
TUESDAY,

will] Yezll thry pranks on wid me! Won't yez do what
vez ara told, won't yes? Be jabers, it's a lucky thing Oi'm
so tender-hearted entoirely, or

be afther hammering you inter saw-
dust! Ouch! How do yez loike
that?""

The dirty gentleman did not appear
to like it in the least. He roared for
merey, and promised to do anything.

Mr. O'Rooney._took hinm§rmly by
the ear, and, lealling him back to the
house, drove himn in with a kick.

'he trousers were removed, and
O'Rooney wiped his forehead.

you

“Whin O3 was given the great
position, Misther Ching-Lung,” be
explained, ““this was wan o the.

waildest vilages in Tibet. Ut was as
full o’ thieves ns me pigsty is of pork.
0i was the only man i the country
to “tame them, and Oi did it. And
they loike me for that same. Pouf !
It's hot work, tamin' Tibetans. 0Oi
Wilt thou also gargle1”

Irish milk.

0'Roonoy’s
Ching-Lung, liked the khan. 0'Roo ite,
He told Ching-Lung frankly that his only reason, for stazing

ney was no hypocri

in Tibet was to lino his own stocking. The priests robbed,
the ignorant peonle right and left, and he robbed the priesta
whenever he got the :gnnu.
“ Arrab ! he added, shaking his head. * They're a black
ing b

lot, those prastes—a wicked lot .

Ferrers Lord and Thurston return>d from their stroll punc-
They had found the peopls quite tractable, and had
even entered one or two of the wretched. hovels, The
military official who had been thrown out of the barrow
had been intoxicated since the accident.

‘* He's nivir anything else,” said O'Rooney. ** Av he isn't
drunk wi' spirit, he's drunk wi' opium. b, he's a lovely
sodjer, he

*One of the penny-a-box sort,” said Ching-Lung.

“Not sa ?md Them at & penny n box can stand up
mostly, but, faith, he can’t not once in a month!" -

They laughed. Mr. O'Rooney’s humour was pretty smart

ab times.
" Where's Argal-Dinjat!" asked Thurston, *1 haven't
had & glimpse of him | day.”

“I gave him permi to go in search of a herd cof
deer that one of the villagers reported to be near the river,”
answered Ferrers Lord. - He must have set off befors da
Yight. I suppose there is plenty of game about, O'Rooney!

* Not loiko it was, yer honour. There's a big thrade
smuggled guns, and move guns manes less game. Yak is
plentiful enough, and gosts. Oi do a bit in the gun thrade
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mesell, but Oi don’t anrmtas the guns to go off. 0i'd be
sorry for the chap holdin’ ut af ut did.”
o o & little of everyt
said Mr. O'Rooney, ““in a wicked, praste-ridden
country loike this there's only one rule to follow av yez
don't want to starve—de cverybody, or,. be jabers, they'll
do you!” )
They laughed again.

As a matter of fact, O'Rooney had

not the heart to cheat any person except the priests, whom
he justly looked B ¥ .
he:{)lu! peaple.
an

w

Yipon as his own foes and the foes of the
They voted his pea-soup ‘a great success,
the ham & triumph of cooke
hen tho meal was over
naire. -

I wish we could take O'Rooney with us,” he said. * His
knowledge of the country will help us tremendously.”

“1 have beeu thinking the sama thing. If it's » matter
of money ke will join us. T'll mention the idea to him. I
epeak the language, but there are so many dialects that I
gt puzzled

“That's slways the same, even in England,” answered
Ching-Lung. en I learned English, and could speak
it fairly well, T was quite fodgged when I got into Yorkshire
or Lancashire, ‘Good owd Lancashire! Eh, man
tell yo it's a grand plaace, sithee! If tha' says it isn't, Ah
give thee a clout over t' lug! Ah come from Owdham, Ah

A 2

i
hing-Lung spoke ¢o- the

Ching-Lung went off chuckling to discover Gan-Wage
after his masterly effort, leaving the millicnaire smiling.
' He's a caution!” said Thurston - * What.on earth shall
wa do with the little rascal? He keeps getting worse I
““We must get him back to Kwei-Hal ‘as soon as possibl
Tho Empress of China is getting angry at his long absenc
“ But he has only been away six months, and he had
welve months' leave.’
That_does not, matter, Rupert. Monarchs, you knew,
privileged to change their minds more than common
It would not be wise to anger that woman. I scent
able al;ead{. She detests Ching&.nng.h for she detests
ne

z:n_ ing in the shape of civilisatiord. e might depose
im

* And what would that mean?”

It wo mean a civil war,” said the millionaire. * We
would never consent to see Ching-Lung deposed. We would

t it out to the bitier end. But we must not -think of
Our best plan is to hurry to Kwai-Hal. Cliing'Lung's

as interrupted by a lusty shout, and Prout rushed in.
men on _the road, sir? T3 it all right?'" 5 :
villagers had crowded from their houses. A column
was moving down the steep.road, through which the
outlines-of ridden horses appeared.
4 then & hall-naked figure appeared ovér the wall—
Dinjat. - *
.\:." he hissed, his eyés rolling and glittering, !* Stor-
hib and his wolves!" e
ib?'" said O'Rooney. * Yez are dhramin’!"
agers had caught the dreaded name of the
bandit from the hills, Tt ran from lj C
to snateh up o few of their misera le possessions,

roed and ran.
Pull down that house, lads!" shouted Ferrers Lord.
o Blow it up,

and build a barricade aoross the road !
- have just time: Quick, Maddock! You nre a goo
Chil ing, fire ot them from behind the wall!
Work with-a will, lads!

t another rifle!
s.the dynamite?” .
ugh the various orders were called out so hurriedly,
wera obeyed without a trace of confusion. Few men
+ Ferrers Lord's trained veterans could have earried
st with such speed. Ching-Lung, Thiirston, Maddack,
errers Lord himself knelt behind the wall. " Prout lost
a5 time in entering the first house of the village—the house
he was to blow up.

Cra-as

Ching Lung's rifle was alrendy at work, and four others
answered it. Then camc the boom like the report of a
‘small cannon that made Gan-Waga jump as if he had been
thot. Another boom anewered it, and they saw O'Roomey
reloading an enormous elephant-gun, that fired an explesive
bullet. :

The hill pirates had not bargained for this. They halted
in_confusion.

The cloud of dust sank slowly back. and the horsemen
galloped to the right, and took shelter behind a rid
more of these ridges lay between them and the v
nearest ridge being barely three hundred yards awa:

¢ Laok out " shouted Prout. * I've lighted the §

(Another splendid instalment of this grand
new serial whl appecr next week In '*The Magnet "
Library, Orderyour copy in advanée.)
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The title of next

Gregfriars jo: : :
YA RACE AGAINST TIME.”
By Frank Richards.

When T say that the old school welcomes the dusky Nabob
of Bhanipur back again, and also that the vexed question of
the captainey of the Remove Form is vigorously reopened, I
am sure [ have told my readers énough to cause them to look
forward to i

A RACE AGAINST TIME”-
with more than usual eagerncss. Tho wise ones Jwill make’
sura of getting their next week's copy of THE MAGNET
Library at the earliest possible ' moment by taking care to
GRDER IN ADVANCE!

From a Sheffield Reader. N
‘This weok’s letter is a. very ploasant and chatty ome from
one of my keenest chums : e
¢ Sheffield.

“Dear Editor,—As I have read Tae MaoNeT and ‘The
Gem ' for three or four years, I should like you to know how
T like them. 4 g

“* Since I first started reading them I have been continually
trying to get new readers. L am proud to say that during
thig last year T have got about fifty

tale of

readers. .
The * Midget ' MAGNET Competition, I am sure, was one
of the finest T have ever seen, and it is certainly the first ons

of its kind I have evor seen or heard of. ' I hope to have a
look in-at the finish of THE MAeNET Competition, as I'have
ed the mininture pages overy week. very carefully. -
“The Gem' Competition I am not going in for, I am
iving the coupons to readers who are mot going in for THE
AGNET Competition, as I think it is not quite fair for one
to go in for both, while another can’t go in for. nni. ;
“'T ghall, like many other readers, be glad when ¢ Inky '
comes back. 1 hope he will aot have foriolmn his wonderful
English. I uhuulrnlao be glad if we heard a little more
ahaut little Wun-Lung, and if Todd's cousin Peter came to
Greyfriars regulerly.- I think he would stir things up a bit,
*some,” as Fisher T. Fish would say. i -

# Mr. Richards and Mr.- Martin Clifford are simply marvels
a3 writera of school stories. Some of the tales written by them
are better, I am sure, than some books that cost three or
four shillings. A 3 L. s

#¢The Duffer's Double® was one of the series of lovely
tales that are worth reading anybody. . - -

¢ The Gem" is also lovely. " I think that Arthur Augustus
would mrke a fino school captain, althou, e is only in tho
Fourth Form. If by any unfortunate chance Kildare had to
leave the school again, Arthur Au%ﬂoll‘l D'Arey should ba
made captain without troubling for & vote of the whole
school.  Monty Lowther is a very funny. boy,
jokes are absolutely lovely. . :

“Glyn, the boy inventor; must be very clever, and T should
like to hear a little more of his inventions, such as the
mechanical bowler, and the chairs that he eloctrifies.

“The serial tales at the end of ‘The Gem' and THE
MAGNET are very fine. I hope ‘ Wings of Gold” will be as
zood os the one before it, and the one in THE MAGNET. .

T shall be glad when T get ‘The Gem,’ as I have nothing
t> read, and 1 con’t get any other books anything like my
two favourites the M. and

“1 will now close.

and some of his

Yours truly,
A MaoNETITE Axp GEMITE."

thanks for your intercsting and appreciative lebter !
e Bivy now resders is idoed ong to bo proad of,
aml ¥ very graeful (o you for the {roublo you must havs
3 E re such a satisfactory result.
taken to secu THE EDITOR.
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