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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Too Good,
'C AREFUL!"" said Bob Cherry.

“ Awfully careful !"” agreed Nugent.
“ Awfully, fearfully careful ! said Harry Wharte,
the eaptain of the Remove Form at Greyiviam.
“ Mind your P's and Q's this afterncon, vou chaps.”

“Whal-ho!" said Johnny Bull emphatiealls.

And tie chuns of the Remove walked very sedately down
e :!EE' lll'lﬂlﬂ'l' I.'Iﬂ:"IJ]-I‘l;l'L:IHI_

A= a rule, the Famous Four were not conspicuous for
smemplary beboaviour. The Remwove at Grevlriars were
moeed rather an unruly Form, and Harry Wharton & Co.
eere very much like the rest, But on the present occasion
sy had resolved to be good. They had resolved, in fact,
& be vory, very good. Whether they would suceced in
carrving oul their resoluiions was another matter,

I .*m,-':g-n have been supposed from their good resolutions
i therr sedate behaviour, that the Fomous Four hnd been
wading " Derrick; or, Piece by Piece,)” or some other

ouragzing literature of that sort, and that it had wot into

= heads, . But such was not the ease. We should like to
exte that the Famous Four had reflected upon the ervor ol
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1!mrr wavs, and had resolved in future to be as good as
Good Little Georgie. But it would not be corroct.” The
fact of the matter was, that the chums of the Remove
wanted very particularly not to be detained that afternoon,
mnd tae reason was thot IMackenback's Cirous had pitehed
its tent—or, rather, its tents—within a cvelo ride ol Grey-
friars. And Uaery Wharton & Co. wanted to go to the
CIrCus,

Lt was a long exele ride from Gresfriars to Fairoaks. where
the circus was pitched; but the Fuwous Four were good
oyvelists, and the weather was oxcelleid Tor a lone ride. DBut
14 ”".H shoul:d chance to be detained by their Form-mastor,
the idea would be “up.'"  For that reason—a reason which
Lrood Little Georgie would bave scorned—the four juniors
had resolved to be very, very good that afterncon in elass.
CLGrrouses cdid not often come to Greyviriars, I was a long
tiine since the chums of the Remove had had an epportunity
of sceing bareback ridiérs and tumbling elowns and wonder-
ful acrobafs. And they did pot mean to miss this oppor-
tunity of they could help jt.

Their faces were unusually grave as they walked goleminly
down the Farm-room passace

le“I Brown and Hazeldene, of the Remove, hailed them
L LHNLY Y
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“Tuck inr{uur tuppeny 1"

A dozen Removites were plaving leap-frog in the Form-
room passage, wihilo the last Tew minutes before afterncon
lesvons elapsed. That amusewent inside the House wus
furbidden, a faet which the juniors seemed to have forgotien.
At any other time the Famous Four would have forgotten
1t, too; but just now they were very good. They fixed
robulcmg frowns ypon the leip-froggera.

“ Impossible I'" said Harry Wharton. “Don’t you know
you're not an?-mJ to play leap-frog cutside the Form-rooms,
vou bad boys?"

Tom Drown staggered,

YRR
' Buppose ene of our respected masters came out of o
l'ur!u-{uﬂm. apd you biffed into him ! said Frank Nugent
sUVerely.

“ I expeet it would bowl him over,” said Tom Brown,
“and we should get licked ! What's the matter with you 7"
“Play vp!” said Bulstrode. * Don't rot, you know!"
" Ax good boys, we aro bound to respect the rules of the

school,” said Bob Cherry.

' M-m-my . hat]"

" Whaot's the matter with you 1"

“* Faith, and ye're off yer rocker " gnulpcd Micky Desmond.
i 5“‘1'}',.’." was only yisterday ye were playin' leap-frog hero
vierself !

“I've secn the error of my ways since then!” zaid Bob
Cherey loftily.  “ I've seen the light, and turned over a new
leaf!  Pray stand aside, you rough boys, and let us pass I’

“Mad " said Tom Brown, the New Zealand junior. in o
tene of perfect conviction. Quitu mad! When did youn
tirst feel it coming on, Cherry ¥’

“*“Ho, ha, hal"

Baob Cherry waved his hand,

Do be orderly, my dear boys!" he said. “You are
disturbing our serenity. Come on, my dear schoclmates,
nnd pay no heed to these rough persons!”

And the Famous Four walked into the Form-room, leaving
the Removites gaping in wonder in the passage.
Mrlll.:i iy ui«f ulstrode. ** Mnad as hattors!

n rog!

“Maith, and it's a rag intirely I said Micky Desmond,
The Irish junior followed Tlarry Wharton & Co. to the
I'orm-room, and put his head in at the door. I say, ye
spalpeens, it ain't tune for lessons yet [™

* Bhop !

T ]]':I’ Tli
~ *“Shoo " said Peb Cherry, waving his hand nt Micky as
if he were an intrusive chicken, * Shoo! Run awey!”

“Faith, and I—"

“1 entreat you, my dear schoolmate, to be and
arderly I'" said Frank Nugent, in the manner of a finished
wig, such as would have delighted the hearts of Littlo
ieorgie and his Kind Upeles. *“ Do not disturb our
imiditations !"™

"“Ye spalpeens '’ roared Micky, exasperaled. *“Come end
have a game before old Quelech—"

* Are you alluding to me, Desmond "

Micky jumped clear of the fioor ns he heard the quiet voice
of the Form-master behind him. He spun round, and
Lilnked in dismay at Mr. Quelch.

* (h, sir!" he gasped. Yes, sir! No, sir! Ob, sir!"

“ You are not very explicit Desmond 1"

“ You—you sce, sir— Oh, sir— 'Hom—"

“{i0 to your places, boys!"”

The Removites went to their places. The Famous Four
were alroady sitting at their desks, as pood as gold. They
had started well. They were enrly for lessons, and they were
ne quict as mice.

Mr. Quelch gave them a curious glance for a moment.
Porhaps he noticed something unusually exemplary in the
biehaviour of the chums of the Remove,

The ather fellows glared at them.

They did not understand.

If it wns o rag, they did not see the point of it; and
if the Famous Four had indeed started in life as prigs of
thie first water, the Remove were guite cerfain to come down
an them very heavily, and knook the nonsenso out of them.

“1 say, you fellows,” whisperaed Billy Bunter, blinking
ronind through his big spectacles—"" I say, you know, what's
the littlo game "’

The Famous Four were quite silent, They did not intend
to be drawn into talking in colass,

Bunter ratsed his whisper:

‘* I say, you fellows—— Yaro-o-oh!"

Dob Cherry hacked his ankle as & signal to be quict, but
it had the reverse effect upon Billy Bunter.

AMr. Quelch turned upon his eolass,

“*What is that noise? Was that you, Bunter ¥

“ No, sir {"" snid Billy Bunter promptly.

“Bunter! It was your voice!" said the Form-master
sternly.  *' Don’t tell falsehoods, Bunter "

Tix Maegxer Lisrany.—No. 232,
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“Certainly not, sir!” said Bunter.
think e capable of such a thing, sir

* You called out, Bunter !”

11 didn’t exnetly call out, sir,” =aidl Bunter cautionsly.
"'I:I-‘I felt a swilden pain, sir, and—and’ made & remark,
sir |

“1f wou make an
Bunter, you will fee
siid Mr. Quelch.

BRI i s B Gl s

1y Bunter glared at Bob Cherry, and surreptitiousls

rubbid hiz ankle, but he did not mnkreF any mnrﬂlrﬁnnrhw. i

The lessons proveeded, and the Famous Four devoted the
InGst pamsfnkmgg atieution to them. Onece or twice they
:I_Imﬂi‘:. caught thomselves napping, but they pulled up in

ine,

Mr. Queleh's attention was dtawn to them more than once,
eiid his expression showed that he was surprised.

In the Fﬂﬂgr&phj_‘.‘ lenson, the chums showed a keen anxiety
to know facts about populations and distatees, and things of
that kind which, as o rule, did not interest them in
the least. In  the mathomatics lesson  they  acted
as if their one desire was to reovel in figures. In
classics, they followed the fortuncs of Cmsar an Vercinge-
{::urn: with an assiduity which both those gentlemen must

ave regarded as very flattering, if they had been present.

My, Quelch did not quite understand it.  His first suapicion
was that the Famous Four were “rotting.” But their
excelient and exemplary behaviour was kept up without a
break, and he -was convinced at Jast that the juniors meant

usiness, and naturally he was pleased. '

_When the tima came for the lhemm-e to be dismissed, the
Famous Four Lreathed sighs of rolief. They had. done
wonderfully well, but the strain had been very great. There
Was no dnudgur now of being detnincd, and in a few minutes
they would be free—free to wheol out their bicyeles and
starch away al top speed to Fairoaks and the circus.

o Dismiss 1"  sald Mr. Quelch as the clock struck.

Whuarton, Nugent, Cherry, Bull will remein o moment, 1
wish to speak to them.”

" Yes, sir!” said the Famous Four in chorus.

'lhu.g' exchnnged glances, There was no doubt (hat M,
Quelch had noticed hiow extremely good they had been, and
v s about to bestow some words nf commendation apon them.
And the chums turned it over in their minds whether they
could venture to spring upon the Form-master a request for
i puss allowing them out late that evening, As e:]wjr had
bern so good, surely lie could not rofuse ! ]

The Remove marched out, and the Famous Four halted
by Mr. Quelch's dosk, with beatific smiles,

I'lie Form-master coughed.

“ You have been very attentive snd very caroful this after-
noon, my boys," he smid,

* Awfully careful, sir " gaid Nugent.

“ Awfully, fearfully careful, sie—I—I—I mean—" stam-
meved Bob Cherry,

“ What do you mean, Cherry?"

“1—I mean, yes, sir!"”

“Very good! Now, as your behaviour has been so
exemplary, 1 am about to entrust something to .. which
otherwisze I should have left te & prefect,” said Mr, Quelch.
“There is a new boy mmmghtu I}:ﬁriml this afternoon,
and he arrives at Courtfield by the half-past five train, 1
have to send somebody to meet him and bring him to the
school. He is a boy in very delicate health, I wish him
to be treated very kindly, He will be in the Remove, and
I hope you boys will set the others an example of treating
him with leness and forbearance. Your conduct this
afternoon gives me great hopes of it. Will you oblige me
by doing this for me? I should like vou to fetch Banthorpe
to the school.”

They had evidently been too good!

Their goodness had borne frait—unexpected fruit—and for
a moment they suspectod the Bemove-master of having seen
through them, and %iuyud this upon them as a little joke for
their punishment. But his face was quite grave and kind.
Thf-;.rz Wis :l:niy one thing they could say—and they said it:

i oS, sir **

“Thank you very much ! said Mr. Queleh,

And the four unhappy juniors who had been too good
walked out of the Form-roomi with fechngs that were too
deep for words.

“1 hope wou don't

further remarks of the =ame sort,
another pain, and more severcly !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Banthorpe Does Not Arrive,

b HI?
“ Rotlen "'
" Hemli;; iy
** Rats |

Those were the remarks that the Famous Pour made when

Dut on Thuraday.
Priga One Penny.
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The juniers stared al the scene, wild with delight.
Just fast enough to keep them in motion,

Loder and Carne swung round and round, Nobby turning

Inarticulate gasps and guigles came from the unha seniors.
“Groo-ooh! Lemme go!" exploded Loder. “ Ow, I'm 5ulfnc:ﬁad e i

(See Chapter 10.)

they were safle in the passage.
2t one another in uiter dismay.

* Bang goos the circus!” said Bob Cherry dismally,

Jonnny Bull grunted.

“This 18 what comes of being good! Yah!™

“0Oh, it's rotten!" said Nugent. “Catch me being good
erdd setting an examplo to the Form again! Grooli !*

“ 1t was Wharton's idea to be good!" said Bob Cherry,
=ith o gleam 1n his eyes,

“Yes, rathec!™

“Dash it all, don't put it on me!" exclaimod Wharton,
plarm. ‘I didn't want to be gooder than anybody else. 1
ehought 1t would work., It has worked—in a way."

" Yes—in this way!" roared Bob Cherry. " You ass!"™

“*You [athead !

“You duffer!™

“ Look here—"" said Wharton.

“Oh, bump bhim!" ssid Bob Cherry, exasperated.
ki hard !

*“Hold on]l Oh! Yah!"

Bump |

I'he threa exasperatod joniors seized thoir
l"um‘pTd him hard on the floor of the passage.
SO T,

Mr. Quelch stepped out of the Form-room and regarded
he Juniors i amazement,

“Dear me!"” he said. ** What is the matter?"

“ N-n-notlung, sir!" stuttered Bob Cherry. ** N-n-nothing

THE Maeyxer Lippany.—No. 232,
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They pauscd there and looked
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leader and
W harton

“UNDER SUSPICION!”

nt all! Wharton's just sitting down, sir.
Hoor, don't vou, Wharton¥"'

Wharton gasped.

Mr. Quelch smiled.

“You will not be Inte nt Courtfield, I hope?' he said.

“Oh, no, sir!" gasped Wharton, serambling up, looking
very confused. " We're going at ence, sir! We'll run ovos
on our bikea"

“*You will take care of Banthorpe?' said Mr. Quelch.
“Mind, T rely upon you not to play any jokes upan the new
boy. He is very delicate, his uncle has illltlﬁrmt'd Dr. Locke.™

“Oh. cortainly, sir!”

The juniors went dismally out into the Close.

“Never heard of anything rquite sp rotten as this!" said
Bob Cherry. *If the chap’s delicate, we can’t even give Lim

You prefer she

a rnﬂginﬂ ot the station. We're done all round!"

‘““ Beastly 1"

“1 suppose we'd better go,” growled Jolinny Ball
”Grrrﬂm :!I

The chums of the Remove wheelad out their bicyeles,
Instead of a long scorch over to Fairoaks, and an entertain.
ment at the circus, they were to ride to the railway-station
at Courtfield, wait there for a totally uninteresting new boy,
and bring him to Greylrinrs—tlus side up with care, as Bob
Cherry cxpressed 1. It was a change in their programme
which naturally exasperated thom ; and it all came from being
good. But for that utterly uncalled-for goodness en their
part, Loder or Walker or Valence of the Sixth might heve

Please ordsr your copy of * Tho
¢ oF . Magnoet™
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been sent. It was really a thing for a prefect or a master
to do; but they had been s0 good that it had been entrusted
to them, If they coulll have had that afterncon over again
they would have mado a very different record.

They wheeled their bicyeles out gloomily.

As they went down to the gates a gopd many of the Remove
hailed them—still wondering at the extraordinary incidents
of tho afterncon in the Form-rooms. y

* Goodness doesn’t seem to agree with you chaps,’" said
Bolsover, tho bully of the Remaove, scanmng their gloomy
faces. ' You lock down in the dumps.”

**1 say, you fellows—"

“* Faith, and it's their consciences at work !"" grinned Micky
Desmonad.

“Ha, ba, ha !

“(h, go sand eat coke!”

Ardd the Famous Four wheeled their machines out into the
poad and mounted,

" Going for o spin?"’ asked Mark Linley.

“ Yes'

“Wait a few minutes, and I'll come with yen, when T've
pot my jigger,” exclaimed Lord Muauleverer.

M We're going to wait ot a station to meet a bothering new
AT A

“Oh! Begad! Thanks, I won't come!” said Mauleverer
promyptly,

Ard the chums of the Remove rede away.

Tiey cheered up a little as they pedalled down the lane.
They weren't going to Hackenboek's Circus; but, after all,
it wis o glorious guhr day, and the roads were good, and
the weather was perfect, and they were _'fnun]innd healthy,
and they enjoyed the ride. They went rouwnd by way of the
road, through the woods, and Fut on a good deal of speed
ut the fimsh to get into Courthicld in (ime.

- Hall-past five was chiming from' Courtfield Church as they
ca*hed vy to the station,

“ Horray! We're in time ! said Bob Cherry, as he jumped
off hi= machine. .

suey lefy the bicycles outside, and run into the slation.

There was the sound of a trpin whistle, and o whir in the
ctation. The 5.30 was coming in.

The™four juniors planted themselves av the barvier and
wiited for the new bhoy to come ouf., They expectod to I{.nnw
iim At ence—n now E-Dy for a public school was not likely
to be eaely mistaken,

Three or four paszengers come out, and then helf o dozen
Liove: bat there was no boy hmong them,

Tho ticket-collector closed the gate.

“Hold on!" said Bob Cherry. ** There's ancther pussenger.
\We're waiting for a chap!”

The porter shook his head.

“ Na more here, gir!”

“My only hat! He's lost the truin, then!"

“Or changed at the wrong station,” seid Harry Wharton.

“ Oy o on to Friardale. g

“Well, if this isn’t ghastly!”" said Johnny Bull, in utter
disgust. “‘We've given up the ﬁ-icldy cirous to meet him,
atid he hisn't come. T'H jolly well punch his silly head when
|- does come |

" Better wait a bit, and see.”’

The juniors wait‘e& for ten minutes, in case the new boy
sheuld bave lost himselfl in some wrong part of the station,
istcid of finding his way out. But he did not appear,
Anather trein came in, but it did not bring Banthorpe.

* Ihsgusting "' growled Bob Cherry.

** Retten !
“1 fancy I know what's the matter,” said Bob, with a
stiff.  “The train comes throvgh Fairoaks, you w, and

jwrhaps the young beggar has got out to see the circus.”

“My hat! He wouldn't!"” oo

“He might! Anyway, it's no Fond waiting here any
longer ! Let's get off | Oh, shouldn't 1 like to punch some-
budy's head i .

The juniors eyeled back to Greyfricrs very muoch out of
humour. |

* Where's the new clmf;k'!" esked Belsover, us they came in.

“He hasn't turned up.”

““Hn, ha, hal"

““What are you cackling at, you silly ass?’ demended Bob
Therry, and he pushed his bike past Bolsover and wheeled it
i:.’.l‘i tllﬂ Hh["'ﬂt )

. The Removites had to go to My, &uelﬂh’s siudy to report.
The Form-manter looked at them as they came in, as if in ex-
ectation of seeing another with them.

“* You have brought Banthorpe?'' he asked.

“No, sir,” said Wharton; * he hasn't come.”’

“Dear ma! Did he not arrive by the train?”

‘““ No, sir."

“ You waited for the next?”

1-:::|"!. hH’,'- d' = .d M Q ] h.

“"Very extraordinary ! said Mr., Quele

The MaeNeT LiBrArRY.—No. 242,
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boy has taken the wrong train, He ma
change at Fairoaks, and gone on to
unfortunate.
hﬂﬁ'&"

“* Not at all, sir!” said Harry Wharlon Pﬂli“?"

And the juniors left the Remove-master's stu kj;. It was
too late to think of going over to the circus, and they had
to content thomselves with a row with Coker, of the Filth,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The New Boy for Greyiriars,

" RTHUR "
H *Yes, Uncle Henry 1"
“ For ess' sako, look a little more cheeriul ™

said Mr, Henry Banthorpe irritably,

“Yes, uncle." 1

“What is the matter with you—anything "

'* No, uncle.’”

“* Have you got your ticket safe "

* Yes, uncle.”’

' Yex, upele!” 'No, unele!""” growled Mr. Banthorpe.
“1 noever saw such a boy ! One might imagine that you had
a cruel and hard-hearted uncle by your behavicur, sic!”

Arthur Banthorpe locked up timidly ot the big, stout,
overbearing man who stood by the carriage door with a
frowning brow. Arthur Banthorpe was going to Greyiriars
Schoeol, and his uncle and guardian was seeing him off at the
stotion.

It was not affection that led Mr. Banthorpe to see his
nephew aff —he had some lingering idea in his mind that

have forgotien te
ndon, It is very
However, I am much obliged to you, my

Arthur might bolt instead of going to the school. The
delicate-looking Ind sitting in the corner of the ecarriage
did not look exactly as if he weore suited for the life of o

Lovier Form in o publie school. He was of frail physigue,
with a hesitating manner, and eyes that drooped before his
uncle's frowning glance.

His timidity perpetually irritated My, Bmﬂhﬂ:ﬁm who
wis fur from realising that he wes himself chielly the canse
of it. He was a stern and hard man, and he did not know
how deeply his sternness and hardness had seared and almost
lerrified the timid boy who was under his charge.

Arthur had grown up in the shadow of Mr. Banthorpe's
frown, and he might have welecomed the proapect of going
eway to school as an escape from it. But his nerve and his
energy had all gone under his hard traiming, and he looked
forward with uneasy fear to his new life., At the same time,
ha would never havedroamed of iucurring his (ncle’'s wrath
by disobeying him. Ho had to go to Greyiners, and he
went like a sheep to the slnughter.

Mr. Banthorpe pursed his heavy lips and growled. Arthur
trembled a little, and shrank back further into lis seat. as if
he expeoted a blow. Mr., Banthorpe had never struck his
rephew, and never thought of doing so; but he always gave
an impression that he might do so next moment, Bome men
nr¢ born to be bullies, and Henry Banthorpe was one of
them, though he would have been very muel surprised if he
iiad been told so. '

“¥You will reach Courtfield at half-past five,” said Mr.
Deothorpe, in his peculisr grinding voice. * Don't forget
to change at Faironks !"

* No, uncle.”

“You will have to wait there half an hour.”

“Yes, uncle.”” _

t ‘tl?gnp;.m you will have seuse encugh to take the right
ram !

LT Yq!‘- “nuh'li

** Mind, no nonsense "' said Mr. Banthorpe, with a terrific
frown. “1 know you don't want to go to school, and you'd
rather got ;nﬁ:s to your Aunt Alice’ _

Arthur sighed. There was no doubt about that.

““Mind,”" said his uncle raspingly, **1 shall write to Dr.
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Locke us soon as your train is gone, and he will write to
me to-morrow to tell me that you have arrived at Grey-
friars! If I do not reeeive his letter acknowledging your
arrivii, 1 shall know you have had the unpudence to deceive
me, sir!"

Artluar gasped.
start.

“And then," rasped on Mr. Banthorpe, “I shall know
how to deal with vou! T heve nover been strict cnough
with you; that is what is the matter.”

“Yes, vacle.”

“Mind. you are to go straight to Greyfriars!”

“Yes: uncle.”

He wondered if the troin would never

“Thero! The train is going! Good bye!" grunted Me,
Bill[hﬂ!’r[‘.
*Good-bye, unele!”

¢ And, for goodness’ sake, look a little more cheerful I

“Yes, uncle.”

Tho train started,

Mr. Banthorpe’s heavs figure and iron face and perpetual
frown vanished with the station, and Arthur Banthorpe kad
started for (reylriars,

He sat in his gorner seat, motionless.

Ho was going to a strange pisce, where he would have to
look out lor himself. If he could only have gone to his
Aunt Alice, the poor boy thought, ns he sat there in dumb
saisery.  Mr. Banthorpe doclared that his Aunt Alice ﬁfunled
kim and coddled him and made a speooney of him. It was
probably true enough. Bui Mr. Banthorpe bimscli was
making a coward and a weakling of him. . _

Arthur Banthorpe sat with a beavy heart while the train
rushed on. :

He was roused at last from a gloomy reverie by the name
of Fairoaks shouted by the porters.

He rose hurriedly, remombering that he was to chango
there. Ho stepped out of the train, and found himself in
s crowd of people. The noise and the crowd and the bhurry
and bustle seared him. He remembered that he had half an
Sour to wait, and he walked out of the station to seck a
quiet spot, where he could brood undisturbed, and where
people would not notice the tear stains on his cheeks. His
sox was registered through, and he did not have to trouble
abount that.

But there was unusual excitement in the little town of
Faironks that afternoon.

As Arthur emerged from the station there was a roar of
sowes, a trampling of feet and hoofs, and the thumping of a
eoam,

Pom, pom, pom, pom |

1f the boy bad not felt o crushed and broken and utterly
cepressed in spirits, be might have taken a bovish interest
== what he saw. A circus was marching through the town;
« was the regular afternoon procession of Hackenback's
Lireus, to advertise the show they were giving that evening
e the pitch outside the town.

Pom, pom, pom. pom !

A clown, scated backwards upon a horse, was beating the
drum, to an accompaniment of laughter and cheers from the
sopulnee. )

After the clown came a procession of horses and elephants
snd caravans gaily decorated, und after them, nearly all the
=are youthful portion of Fairoaks

Pom, pom, pom, pom!

A lad in spangles, who was riding a barebacked horse,
esught Arthur’s eyve. He was a lad of Arthur's own age
snd size, but otherwise, how different!
suseular, his eyes steady and strong, his manner cool and
sesolute. He bad led a hard life, and it had hardencd him
pod fitted him to face the world. Nebby Nobbs, the acrobat,
sareback rider. and champion Strong Boy of the Universe,
wai o very different fellow from the delicate lad in Etons
amdd shining silk hat who was looking at him timidly from
tae crowded pavement.

The circus lad cought Arthur’s timid glance, and smiled.
He reached out with his riding-whip and gave the lad &
gentle tap on the nose. _ :

“Cheer up, my son!" he said genially,

Then he passed on. The crowd grinned, and many of

shem stared at Arthur, who drew back with a erimson face
st thus having public attention fastened upon him. He
sried to get through the erowd, but everybody was following
the circus procession, aud he was rushed along with the
rest.
Out of the town, down to the bare, breezv common, tha
cirenss and the erowd thronged on, amid & roar and o buzs.
Arthur tried to disentangle himself from the throng in vain.
When at last he was free he found himself on the commen
within sight of the circus encampmont, where o curious
crowd were staring at the big tent and the earavans and the
Sors=¢s. From the town came the chiime of o clock.

Arthur started in terror.

Five!

It was time for the train!

He started to run madly back to the station. although he
tmew that he could never hope to reach it in time. Thers
wes a vell of warning from Nobhy Nobbs, who was standing
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at the doorway of the big tent. Captain Corker, tiic Dace-
back Marvel, wny riding a couple of horses across the
cominon, swmid shouts from the spectators, and Arthur, in
tis confusion and hurry, had started to run diresctly acrass
their path.

i L'BDI'E ﬂuf’ |.lr|

“Mind where vou're going !

“You young fool !

Nobby Nobbs sprang out of the tent and daslud aftes
Arthur,  Captain Corker, his face going suddenlt white
under its paint, tried ro make his steeds swerve in time.  Ha
almost succeeded, but as Arthur halted, terrified, eonfused,
the shoulder of one of the swerving horses smote him, and
he was hurled violently to the ground.

“ My "at!" gasped Captain Corker.

Nobby ran to the side of the fallen boy.

“You wyoung. duffer!” the circus boy exclaimel
you want to be run over?

Arthur made no reply.

* My word, he's fainted !

Arthur lay inscnsible in the rough grass.

A crowd gathered reund.

M It's all right, people,” said Nobby cheerfully, * o was
frightened, and he's fainted. Help me to carry him invo the
tent, My mother'll look after him."

Herr Hockenback, the proprictor of the world-famed eivius,
camo up with a frowning brow,

“* Mein Gott ! he ejnculated,
in, ain't it.,"

“ Lend a "and, sir,” sald Nobby,

**Tat is right. It is all serene, shentlemen, aim't it? Ve
looks after tat poor poy.”
~And Herr Hackenback and Nobby Nobbs carmed Arthur
into the tent,

And at Courtfield Station Harry Wharton & (0., of Groy-
friars, waited in vain for the new boy who did not ecome.
Bob Cherry had hezarded the suggestion that he had stopped
at the circns at Fairoaks, but he httle guessed in what way
he had stopped there,

Yind

¥ Tat poor poy! Garry him

—_—— -

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Nobby Knows a Way,

RTHUR BANTHORPE opened his eyes.

H He was Iving in bed in a small room, which he soon

discovered to ng part of a caravan., He gazed wildly

round him. The placo ho was in was small and

barely furnished, but it was scrupulously eclean. A inotherly-

looking woman was seated beside him, and his face was damp
with bathing.

“*"He's come to,"" said Mrs. Nobbs, with great relief.
“*Don't be alraid, young gentleman ; you are all right here.”

“"Where am 11" gasped Arthur.

"“You're in my caravan, bless your dear heart," said Jurs,
Nobbs, ** Don't_you remember—you was knocked down hy
a horse on the common? But yvou're not hurt. . The doctor’s
been to see you from Fairoales."

Arthur made a maotion to risc,

“1—I must go!" he gasped.
school.™

A gentle hand pressed him down again. 1

“You cau't go chi:', dear heart,” said Mrs. Nobbs,
“Doctor's orders. You're not to be moved, You was in a
very low state of health, my dear boy, and you must keep
quiet. Perhaps in a day or two we'll see.”

Arthur started.

“*'What—what time is it?"" he gasped.

Mrs. Nobbs listened. Tho blare of music from the great
tent had died away, aund she knew the time by that.

“Ten o'clock.”

ros %nn o'clock at night?” stammered Arthur,

“ Yes."

“Oh! I—I must got to Greyfrinvs. My uncle will know
that I have mot gone—lic will think I have run away."”
shricked Arthur. *'I—1 can't stay here—1 dare not! He
;rill write to the Head to ask if 1 have arrived. Oh, dear!

must go.™

Mrs. Nobbs shook her head,

“You ean't go,'"" she said; “I'm looking alter yon, my
dear. But we will send for your relatious. Where 15 your
mcihr.i:-‘!" i

rihur moaned.

“* Mother? Mother's dead!™

Mra, Nobbs's eyes were moist.

“My poor Lttle fellow!" she said softly.
asked you. Your father, then—"" .

** Father died a long time ago. 1 live with my uncle.” said
Arthur. * He's sent moe to Greyfrines—I"ve got to get there
to-night. TIf T don’t get there tomight my uncle will koow.
Oh, dear—oh, dear!”

3
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“You mustn't take on like that, dear. Herr Hackenback
will explain to your uncle :
Arthur shook hiz head wildly.

“¥ou don’t know my uncle!” he gasped.

“Me 18 hard

and eruel. He will think T am shamming because 1 don's
want to go to school, [—I—D'm afrand of him. 1 dare not
stay here. it b

\ Let me go
My=. Nohbs mum-ﬁ very distressed,

" Doctor snid you wasn't to talk when you woke up,” she
satid. " My dear boy Oh! Here vou are, Nobby ["?

Nobby came into the earavan,

“Malla! Woke vp?’ he said cheerfully.
fecl now?"

“T1 must go!™ eried Arthur.

Nuobby stared.

“You're all right "ere,” he szid.

“I've got to get to school. You don’t understand. I've
got to get to Greyfriars, or my uncle will think I've run
RWAY..

“Greyfrinrs,” said Neobby thonghitfully,

“*Ow de vou

“1I know where

that ie—that's over ncar Courtfield and Friardale. You
beiong to Greyfrars?’
* [ am going there." ) _
“Well, vou can't go to-night, kid—"
“* 1 must—I must!”
“PBut I'

“Can't be did!" said Nobby, s.ha‘_;.m? his head.
tell vou what, young shaver. I'll sce if I can get a telegramn
seHt Fuyinr; you can't come, and explaining.'

“ Yes, that will be all right," said his mother.

Arthur gave a ery.

** No—no—no |

“*“Why not?' Nobby asked, in surprise.

“My uncle! He koows I don’t want to go to Geeyfriars—
ne will think I'm shamming. I—I—I don't dave to do it!
I must go!"

“(Cheerful kind of uncle you've got, 1 must say!” mus-
mured Nobby. * Look ’ere, kid, don't you worry, and we'll
set this all right. I ain’t nothing to do to-morrow—we're
taking a three days' rest after this show—and I'll go and
soe your uncle, wherever he is, and explain.”

““Nog—no—no! [e would not believe you!

Nobby's eves gleamed,

“1f he didn't., I should take the liberty of givin' “im an
upper-eut which would make him sce stars,” he remarked.

“ Nobby " said Mrs. Nobbs reprovingly,

Mobby grinned.

Al right, mother."

Arthur sank beok in the bed. He began muttering waldly
to himself, and Mra. Nobbs bent over him with a white face.

“Run for the doctor, Nobby," she said. * He said he
woild come again to-night. The boy 15 going to be really 1117

"* Right-ho, mum!"

Nobby disappeared. And when the medical gentleman came
fre 31 Fﬁimnlut e pronounced that the boy certainly was going
ta be ill

“He iz in a low state, and has been on the verge of a break-
down for a good many months, 1 should think," he told Mes.
Naohbs, * ghu shock to-day has simply brought it on, and
he seems to have a great fear of somebody on his mind, Bee
that Lie isn't moved, and reassure him in every way if you
E&Lﬂ.”

And Mra. Nobbs said that she would, and the physician
departed. Avthur was lying unconscious in tho bed, moaning
to himsolf. While Nobby ate his supper in the ether compart-
ment of the caravan, he could hear all that the suffering
bov said, and he was very grave.

Arthur's fear of his uncle came oui in all hig wildly-muttered
incoherences. The burden of his mutterings was that he must
appear at Greyfriars that night, or his uncle would know,
and his uncle would not believe that he had been kept away
by aceident,

“ Bit rotten, this, mum,” s2id Nobby, when his mother
,}ninml him at supper. ** We shall have to look arter the kid
or a bit if he can’t be moved—"'

“1'm sure we dan’t mind that, Nobby,” said Mis. Nebbs.
“He i3 a dear little fellow, and he has been huvshly tréated
end frightened.” ‘

“*Course we don't mind it " said Nobby. *“ 'Tain't that.
He can ‘ave my bed and weloome, and 1 can doss in the tent.
"Tain't that, The trouble i3 'bout his goin' to that blesscd
school. You see, it worries him, and that makes him bad.”

Mrs. Nobbs nodded.

* Wae shall have to send them a message, Nobby," she said.

“* He seems to be more afraid of that than of anvthin’ else,”
eaid her son.

** But what else can we do, Nobby 1"

Nobby looked very thoughtful.

Arthur came to his senses a little later. Nobby sat beside
b bed and Jooked at him, and Arthur turned a terrificd gaze
apon the eircus lad.

“T must go!" he moaned,

Tex Maexer Lisrary.—No. 232,
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“Take it calmly, wnd

*'Old en!" said Nobby cheerfully,
You can

let's ‘car about it, and we'll see wot's to be done.
trinst me to 'elp you.”

' Thank you! But I—I—I must go!"

“¥You waz due at Geeyfriars today, eh1™

* Yeu, at half-past fve,”

" Ever been there before?™

b Ha-l1

“Got Inends there?"

“Ne, eaid Asthur miserahly, “T1 don’t know s scul at
th¢ schoal, The whole place will bo strange to me.”

“* You're expected, 1 suppose?””

“ Yo, by tho half-past five train at Courtfield. My tox
will hive gone on already, They will think some aceident
has happened to me.”

" Your uncle is a hard-fisted old geutleman, eh?”

* Yes,”" pasped Arthur, .
{1""1"{1:t're atraid to let him know you can't go to Grey-
rinis?'

" ¥en, yes! I dare not!”

" Put if he came nnd saw you jll—

“ He wouldn’t! Ile's gone te London now, and he wouidu't
come all this way. Dr. Locke's gomng to write to him in
London to tell him I"ve arvived at the school.™

Nobby gnawed his under-lip thoughtiully.

“Looks a difficult matter,” he said. * You can't go to
Greyfriavs, and you think that it's no gnm! expluining {ho
ease, It's rather ‘ard. Look here, kud, I want to ht!'].: Fon,
asil 1 ain't got anything to do for the next three days.

“Yeu," mid Arthur Eﬂ[‘lﬁfﬂl]]’.

“8'pose T was to go m your place?”

Arthur stared blankly at the civous lad. =L

Nobby grinned, evidently well pleased with his idea.

“You see, you say nﬂhncﬁ.‘ at the school knows you; so they
wouldn't know that T wasn't you,” he said, * I'm your size,
and I could dress in your clothes, and take your name. Yon
could put me up to all the tips you could. TI'll get to the
school, and tell "em 1 stayed at the ecireus "ere this evening—
thut's true enough. The 'Ead will tuke me for you, and
write to your uncle that you've arrived, That will fix it all
right with your unele. When fﬂu’rﬂ well enough to move
you can go to the school ; and I'll confess about it to the "Ead,
end explain that it had to be done to set your mind at ves
‘ecouse vou'd ha' gone into a fever. If I get licked, I can stan
it. Wot do you sav?”’ . N

“You—you would do this for me—a perfect stranger?
gasped Arthur,

“ What-ho!”’ _

“It would be all right. So long as the Head thinks T've
come, and writes to my uncle, everything will be all right.”

“'Well, T can fix it, kid.”

“Thauk you!" gasped Arthur, _

“1 will! Now set your mind at rest; if you
ing like this vou'll be sericus ill, T tell you.”

Arthur groped out with a feeble hand, and Nobby grusped

L]

“If you will—"
keep on worry-

it.
“ Mind, not a word to the old lady !"" grinned Nobby. “ 11l
horrow yvour clothes, and I'll tell mother I'm going en a
holiday for a few days. That'll be true. You go to sleop,
und keep vourself quiet and get well,”

“ God bless vou!"” murmured Arthur.

And when Mrs. Nobbs came back to the caravan she fonrnd
her patient sunk into a deep, peaceful sleep, and marvelicd
at the improvement in

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Late Arrival,
ING-TING-TING-TING ! _ _
Gosling, the porter of Greyfriars, rose to his feet,
with a grunt. - =l

Who on eurth could be ringing the bell—and ringirg
it 8o loudly—at that time of night mystified Gosling. 8o far
28 he knew, everybody belonging to Greyfriars was indoors
and in bed. Gesling ought to have been in bed himself, but
ho had stayed up by the fire negotiating an extra glass of
whiskv-and-water—a good deal of whisky, and a very little
water—and he was enjoying it to the full when the sudden
ring came at the bell,

(folliug started as he heard it, and spilled some of the
precious fluid over his knees, and grunted with annoyance.

“ Drat "em!” murmured Gosling. ** 'Wot I says is this "eve
—can't they let an honest man 'ave a rest when his day’s work
is done? That's wot I says! Drat 'em!"”

And Gosling went out of his lodge, lantern in hand, and
went down to the gate. ;

It was close ulicu midnight, and Gosling wondered who had
rung the bell. It could not be n runuwnming;}t that time
of night, Pumibluuu of the fellows ‘been breaking
bounds, and had n unable to get in again, and so had
rung up Gosling. If that were the case, E-onim g would ut
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Every ounce of strength that Nobby posse

ssed he was bringing to bear now. The downward pressure of the car !

was arrested. Then, hardly perceptible at first, the great mass rose slowly—slowly—but the man pinned down

by the welght made an effort—and his face came out of the water agaln,

(See Chapter 13 )

least have the satisfaction of reporting him. There would
be a great deal of pleasure in marching him inte the School
House and delivering him over to the hands of a disturbed
and angry master.

At the frst glance, through the bars of the gate, 1t seemed
as if this hypothesis of Gosling’'s was correct.  Qutside, in the
dim night, appeared the form of a lad in Etons and a silk hat
with an open overcoat. It might have been any fellow in a
junior Form nt Greviriars till Gosling saw his face.

But as the light gleamed upon the youth's [ace Gosling saw
that the new-comer wis a stranger.

The boy looked at him through the bars of the gate, with
a cheerful grin.

“Hallo!"" ke ejaculated. " You've come at last, have vou?
Do you know that you have been keeping my royal nibs
wailing, my man!"

“'Oo are yer?’
1o this ‘ere school,”

“TI'm a new boy."”

“Ho!™ said Gosling, who had been told that a new jumior
hed been {'I]JL‘-!.'TI_‘LI that dav at L;u'."-I\. friars and had faved to
arvive, ' You're Master Banthorpe—hey?''

“You've hit it, Pink Nose !

Goslinz glared,

“You let my nose alone!” he growled.

“Certamly ! said the new boy cheerfully., “1'Hl let 1t
slone. I've been taught not to play with fire, vou know."

Gosling was at a loss for words. e lhiad heard
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new boy was going to be a delicate lad, but it looked to him
as if this particular vew boy was decidedly lacking i delicacy
of any sort.

At all events, Gosling was quite unable to sustain 3 war of
words with him, and he grunted, and opened the gate.

The new boy walked in.

**1 8'pose my box has come?!”™ he remarked.

“Yes!" growled Gosling,

ik Gf“}-l.l 1Ir|

Gosling slammed the goate and relocked it. Then he fixed
o grim look on the new boy, who was watching him, with his
hands in his overcoat pockets.

“ Nice goings hon, T must say!" said Goszling.

“Dunno why wvou must say anxthing of the sort.” sail
Master Banthorpe cheerfully. “ What business is it of yours,
anyway "’

“{'I:Illl:lu‘ L'll(ikf'ﬂ.

“*You come erlonger me,”" he sanl. “I'l take von hin."

*“Never been tuken in in my life, cocky, DBatb #f sou mean
vou'll show me to my earavan, I'm on.”

“Your what?' ejaculated Gasling.

“My quarters, 1 mean,” said the new boy, a little sbashed
for the lirst tune. * Go aliead!™”

“Wot 1 EQVE 13 this "ore :"-'-.li-11| wee o "'ii‘:lillh wot vou oo
so jolly late for,”” smid Goaling. * That’s wot I says!"

"“Uertaaniy I said Mastor Banthorpe:, ** You are not
headmaster,

are you?f
"“Me? I'm the porter!™

Litc
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“Then 1 won't explain to you, if you don't mind. Show
me the way in."

Gosling gave Master BDanthorpe a look as if he could have
eaten him, and led the wuy across the shadowy Close to the
School House. -

The new-comer followed him withi cheerful coolness,

The School House was very durk; even the light in the
Head's window was extinguished, and it was evident that
all Greyfeiars had gone to bed.  Master Banthorpe was
probably the first boy in the history of the school to arrive
at midnight, but he dud not scem in the least put out by the
cir¢cumstance.

Gosling rang the Behool House bell, and they heard it
buzz away inside the silent houwse with many echoes. ke
ravg arain and again, and a window above was opened.

The head of Mr. Queleh, the master of the Remove, wes
projected into the dim July might,

h“ What is that?' excloimed Mr. Quelch tartly. **'Who is
theye?"

“Me, sir!™

“ Gosling I

“Yes, sir] I—"

** What do you menn by disturbing the house at this time
of night, Gosling?'" rapped out the Remove-mastor. “l1s
anything on fire!"

“ No, sir!"" growled Gosling.

“1Is anything the wattor ™

" No, sir, |——"

“Then 1 presume that vou avv intoxicated!” said the
Romove-master, evidently very imnuch aunoyed ar being
awnkened from slumber. " Go back to vour lodge at once !

“Which T ain't intexicated, sir!" vouwred thoe indignant
Gosling. *I'm a toteetaller, sir—which I mean a teetotaller,
It's the noo bLoy."

“The what 7" ejaculated Mr, Quolcl.

“The noo boy, sir!"

“ What about the new boy'" asked Mr. Quelch testily.

“He's come, sir,”

““What, the new boy has nriived ut this time of night?"

g Xt-s. sir. He's "ere. And wot 1 say is this 'eve, sir—I
o — -

“Whait a minpte, and 1 will come down.”

“*YWerry well, sir! Wot 1 savs—"

Mr. Quelch interrupted Gosling by slamming down his
window. A light was seen to glinmer within, and Gosling
turned to the new boy with some satisfaction.

“Which he’s in a ragin’ temper,” he remarked. * You'll
get 1t et, that's wot you'll get—and serve you right! All
boys oughter be drownded, in my opinion—drownded dead!
And boys who come to school in the middle of the night
oughter be "ungz as well !

There was a gleam of light in the hall window, and then
a sound of a leck being turned, and a chain being removed.
Then the door swung open, and My, Quelch, in dressing-gown
and slippers, wos revealed, with a lamp in his hand.

“Thank vou, Gosling " he said. * You may go now, 1
will take charge of this boy.”

“Wot I says, sir, is this "ere—I—'

“Exactly! ﬂmu‘i-nighi.i Come in, Banthorpe!”

The new boy entered, and Mr. Queleh closed the door,
Gosling retired to his lodge. muttering to himself; and Mr.
Quelch, in the dusky hall of the SBchool House, held up the
lamp, for its light to fall upon the new boy's visage.

He saw a Eﬁﬂd-lﬂﬂkiﬁg‘ strong, plump face, and a pair of
bright and cheery eyes. It was not exactly the face he had
been prepared to see. He had heard that Arthur Banthorpe
was delicate ; and this lad looked anything but delicate. A
boy in more splendid condition physically Mr. Quelch had
soldom or never seon.

“You are Banthorpe?" he said. ** How is it that you did
not arrive at the time specified by your uncle®"

“There was a change of trains at Fairouks, sir, and T was
En the common when the second one went, sir,”” sawd the new

oy,

“You missed the train ut Fairoaks? It was very earcless
of you, Banthorpe. I sent some juniors to meet you at
Courtfield, and they had their journey for nothing.”

“1'm sorry, sir.”

“ But surely you could have arrived carlier than this, even
after missing rﬁe train*"" said the Remove-master. ** There
was surely a later train?"”

*1 don’t know, sir."”

“Did you not inquire "

“ No, sir."”

“That was very stupid of you, Banthorpe."

“ Thank you, sir.”

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

“ How did you got here, Banthorpe ™" he asked.

“1 got a lift across country, sir,”’ said the new boy meekly.
It-was rather a long time, sir. And-—and there was a
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circus ot Fairoaks, sir, and I stayed there till—till after the
performance, sir,”’

Mr. Quelch jumped.

“ Do you mean to say that you stayed at o circus, and
ullowed that to muke you so late in arriving at the school "
he exclaimed,

“*No harm, I hope, sir."

“No harm ! fumed Mr. Quelch.
I-1-— But go to your dormitory. 1 ‘will speak to you
about this in the mornfng. It was utterly reckless of you to
stay out late, when yvou are in delicute health, even if there
were no other considerations.”

“T'm sorry, sir.”

“You do not look delicate, certainly,” said Mr. Quelch,
scannming the boy's healthy, ruddy face. * But your uncle
informed the Head that you were in deliecate health, and I
suppose he must have had medical authority for the state-
ment. I only hope that you have done yourself no injury by
this foolish freak. Follow me.”

He led the way up to the Remove dormitory. Master
B.‘“th“"E“ followed him 11uint13r. with & suppressed grin on
his chubby face. Mr. Quelch opened the door, and the lamp
glimmered into the dark dormitory.

" Your bed was prepared, in expectation of your arrivel,”
ho said. * Your box 15 here. (p to bed at once, and I will
return for the light in a few minutes.”

“ Thank you, sir.”

The new boy was left alone, and he undressed quickly.
Two or three iuﬂiﬂl"i woke up and locked round sleepily.

i "tl\'fi;-h]ln. hallo, hallo!" yawned Bolb Cherry. “*“Who's
iat?"”

" Me!” said the new boy checrfully.

Bob's eves opened wider,

“Eh? Who are you?t"

s NFW huF-JI'

“My hat! 8o you've come?"

“ Looks like it, doesn't 1t 1"

“I'l punch your silly head to-morrow for keeping me

“You young rascall

waiting at the station for nothing,” said Bob Cherry
drowsily,
*“ Thanks !"

Bob Cherry chuckled, and went to sleep again. The new
boy turncd in, and Mr. Quelch re-entered the dormitory and
took away the light. Once more the Remove dormitory was
plunged into darkness, and all but one were sleaping there—
and the one that was wakeful was the new boy. He did not
go to sleep at once. The change of surroundings was quite
sufficient to keep awake for some time, in suppr excite-
ment, the boy who was to be known at Greylriars as Arthur
Banthorpe, ‘but who was advertised on every hoarding and
dead wall in Fairoaks as Nobby Nobbs, the acrobat and
bareback rider and Champion 8trong Boy of the World.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Nobby Banthorpe.

LANG, clang!
0 The rising-bell rang out on the sunny morning air,
and the Removites of Greyfriars awoke.
A bright July morning was shining in at the high
windows of the dormstory,

The new boy sat up in bed.

In his peculiar profession, Nobby was accustomed both to
late hours and to early rising, and he was quite fresh at
:‘-{:1"';!!1. iE the morning, after going to bed at considerably past
midmght.

He looked round the dormitory with great interest.

The high walls and white ceiling, the rows of white beds,
were o great change from the scene that usually met his gaze
when he awoke in the morning—the little apartment in his
home on wheels.

But a life on the road, with its constant change and many
vicissitudes, had made Nobby philesophical, and he had &
habit of taking things as they came, and feeling quite at
nome wherever he might happen to be.

Nobby wos an adventurous youth, and had a great spice
of fun and mischief in him, and he intonded to enjoy his
peculiar impersonation. He was doing the absent junior a
good turn, and incidentally providing himself with an
mtfren}mg experience which could not otherwise have fallen
to his lot.

The fact that there was a new junior in the dormitory onlw
beeame apparent to the Remove when they turned out of
bedd.  Only two or three had awakened when Nobby was
shown into the dormitory the previous night. The juniors
stared at him in surprise.

“Where on earth did you spring from?”
Baolsaver,

** Dvopped from the clouds,” replied Nobby cheerfully.

“You are Banthorpe, I suppose 1*" said Bulstrode.

demanded
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“You can call me anything you like, but 1 answer to the
3”.“.':' of Banthorpe,"” said Nobby. * But any old thing will

o.

* Well, ;f-::uu‘re a pretty cool customer for & new kid, I
must say,” said Harry Wharton, laughing. * What timo
did you get in last night "

““Soon after twelve,"

“My hat!"

Blilw'] waited for you nt Courtfield Station,” said Johnny
ull.
*“ Borry, my sons. Of course, I didn't know.™

*“Ind you miss the train !" asked Nugent.

“Well, I didn't catch it."

" But what made you so late, vou gossoon?"” asked Micky
Desmond,

“1 stayed ut the circus for a bit."”

“You had the nerve to stay nt the circus at Fairoakst”
exclaimed Bob Cherry, in nstonishment,

“* You bet!"

“Well, of all the cheek !"

“Begad! You'll get licked for that, vou know,” said
Lord Mauleverer.

“ Yes, rather," said Bolsover; *‘and serve the ¢ad jolly
well right, too! Why, nobody Here would have haod the
cheek to do it."

* Born cheeky,” sanid Nobby sercnely.
you see, turned up at last.,”

" What was the circus like ¥’ asked Nugent eagerly. * We
were going over to see it yeslerdawv, only Quelchy negked us
to go to Courtfield to meet vou, o we had to give it up.”

“My "at!"” ejaculated Nobby,

It ocourrad to him that if the Removites had ecarried out
their intention of going over to the circus at Fairoaks, s
present impersonation would have come to a sudden termina-
tion as s0on as they saw him,

" You're a lucky young bargae,” said Dulstrode. " What
was the eircus like "

" Oh, ripping I"

“Did you see the Strongest Boy on Earth?'’ asked Harry
Wharton, ““I saw his name on a poster. They said he can
lift awfully heavy weights, and walk round the ring with a
grown-up man under cach arm, Is that true?"

“ Quige true.'

“ You've seen it?"

Nobby chuckled.

“XYou bet !”

“Oh, rats!" said Bolsover.
Farning, you young rotter !"

Naobby looked at him. Bolsover, the bully of the Remove,
was head and shoulders taller than Nobby, and he had heard
that the new boy was in very delicate health. There did not
s=om to Bolsover, therefore, to be any reason why he should
mot rag the new-comer to his heart's content. Nobby smiled.
He thought to himself that it would surprise Bolsover if he
fzlt the prip of the Strongest Boy on Earth upon him.

“Who are you calling a rotter ?"" he demanded.

“You, you young sweep!' said Bolsover. * And don't
give me any of your cheek, or I'll bump you across that bed
wefore you can say knife !”

“Well, here T am,

“1 don't believe tt,. You're

*“Oh, rats "

“What !"

“Deaf 1" asked Nobby. '“Rats, my son! Rodents, if vou
ke that better! You're a pgas-bag, you know. You
couldn’t bump a white mouse.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Bolsover glared at the new boy for a moment. He was

too taken aback to answer. Then he doubled up his big
Bsis,

“T'll jolly well show you !" he roared.

He rushed at the new Nobby placed himself in an
attitude of defe but it was not necessary. Harry
Wharton and Bob rrg ran betwecn, and Bolsover was
grasped and~ dragged back before he reached Master
Banthorpe. ‘

“Let me go!" roared Bolsover furiously.

“0Oh, cheese it!" said Bob Cherry mrnfulby. “If you
want trouble, start on me. That new kid is delicate, and
be's not guing to be ragged.”

“No fear ! said Harry Wharton emphatically,

“Oh, let him come on!" said Nobby. *“I'm not very
delicate.”

“ Faith, and he doesn't look delicate, intirely!” exclaimed
Micky Desmond,

“Well, he doesn’t,”” agreed Bob Cherry.  But Mr. Quelch
says he's delicate, and he's asked us to see that he's not
rotted, and we're going to see it

“ Lemme go ! velled Bolsover.

“You can go,"” said Harry Wharton. “ But if you lay a
Sager on the new kid, we'll bump vou till you're black and
t#due. Let him alone.”

Baolsover glared at them, and glared at Banthorpe. Then
&= turned to his washstand with a growl. The Famous Four
sad promised Mr. Quelch to look after the delicate new
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boy, and they meant to keep their word.

. _ And Bolsover
realised that it would not do.

Nnhhgigrinnvd. and washed and dressed himself, and went
down with the rest of the Remove. Mr. Quelch called him
into his study, and regarded him with o stern brow.

“ Banthorpe," ho said, ‘““you were guilty of a piece of
recklessness last night which calls for condign punishment."

**1 hope not, sir,” said Nobby meekly, [

“As you are a new boy I shall overlook it,”" said Mr.
Quelch, “but take carc that nothing of the kind ocecurs
again. You will be visited by the school doctor this morn-
ing, who will examine you and advise us whether you are
strong enough to take part in the school sports, ete."

“Oh!" said Nobby. :

“You may go! You must be eareful not to get into any
fighting, and if you need protection you must speak to
Wharton, who is the captain of your Form."

" Thank you, sir !

Nobby left the study.
passage for him.

“I'm Wharton," he said. |
take you under my wing a bit, and I don’t mind.
any trouble, just sing out to me!"

Nobby grinned.

“Thanks!" he said. * You're very
——"" He hesitated. * What Standard do you belong to?™

Wharton smiled. :

“We have Forms here, not Standards.'" he said. “1t's
the same thing, vou know. We're in the Remove—the Lower
Fourth Form. You are going to be in the Remove, I
understand 7'

“Yes,"” said Nobby.

“What !"

“T—1I mean,"” said Nobby, turning o little red, “T had &
tutor, und he prepared moe for the Lower Fourth Standard—
I mean, Form—here! There won't be any examination fo
me to go through here, will there 1" he asked anxiously.

“ Not if vou've been preparced speeially for the Remove."

*“That's all right, then,” said Nobby, in great reliel.

“Mr. Quelch may ask you a few questions.”” Nobby's face
fell again, and Wharton smiled encnurnq’inglv. ‘‘ But that's
all right; he won't be hard on vou. You'll like Quelchy
when you come to know him; he's a really good sort!"

“* Right-ho !"" said Nobby.

“And if Bolsover—that's that big chap—bothers you at
all, mind you don't forget to sing out, you know ["

“Oh, I think I could handle "im !"

Wharton looked at him curiously. For a fellow who had
been specially prepared to enter the Lower Fourth at Grey-
frinrs, Muaster DBanthorpe was singularly ecareless with his
ll-.-l!.'lil'ﬂ.tl!'ﬁ- ' )

‘Better mot tackle him," said Harry.
delicate——"' -

“Do I look delicate?”

““Well, you don’t; but your uncle—""

““Oh, never mind my uncle!' said Nobby,
dnimntrt:. and 1 could handle Bolsover all right!
worry !"'

And he walked cheerfully out into the suuny Close,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
From Circus to School,
THE new boy came in for a good deal of interested

Harry Wharton was waiting in the

“Mr., Quelch has asked me to
1f there's

ood | H_T the way

“He told me—"'

“If you're

“I'm npot
Don't you

attention at breakfast.
By that time all Greyfriars knew that Bsnthnrre, of
the Remove, had étased* at the circus at Fairoaks
instead of coming on to ;fi}'hurl as he should have done,
and that he had awakened the porter and the Remove-
master by arriving at midnight.

A youth who could do these things, and look perfectly
unconcerned afterwards, was something rather new in_the
ﬂxpgbnmme of the Greyfriars fellows, and they stared at
Nobby.

Master Banthorpe endured their staring
calmness. ) i :

He ate breakfast with a good :é)pehtn, and did not hesitate
to ask for more when he wanted it; and he made it quite
clear that if he was at all delicate, his appetite, at least, was
in a perfectly healthy state.

He was so utterly unlike what the fellows had expected,
that they could not hetlip wondering. _

The Head, teo, wondered, when he had a short interview
with Master Banthorpe after breakfast. DBut Master Ban.
thorpe did not appear to notice it. He went on the cven
tenor of his way with beautiful eoolness.

But, in spite of his coolness, he was looking forward to
the Form-room with some uneasiness. In the keenness with
which he had entered upon this adventure, the circus lad
had not had time to think of everything, and now he mnli;&d

wﬂ"hw

with great

Pl2aso ordor
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thut there wore other diflicultivs to face that he had not taken
into account.

Nobby's education had been of the most rough-and-ready
kKind. It was ample for his needs; but of superfluous
knowledze he had hittle, pnd he knew that there were many
kinds of kuowledge driven into the heads of pulilic school-
bays, of which huhl'mn;] only the most hazy coneeption,

That there was such a language as Latin, for instance,
and that it was taught at expensive schools, he knew ; but
he was qguite innocent of any knowledge of that mysterious
tongue, and, at the game time, he knew that he was supposed
to be grounded in it, at least, lle wondered what would
happen wlien he faced it in the Forni-room.

Whon the bell rang for morning classes, the general move-
ment of the Remove towards their Form-room warned Ban-
thorpe what it meant, and he went in with the rest.

He tooik his place cheerfully in the Form, and as luck
would have it., he was next to Bolsover, who gave him a
ﬁ]_""."‘* The bully of the Remove had taken an unreasonable

Islilke towards the new bov, for no better reason than that
Harry Wharton & Co. had prevented him from bullying
Banthorpe in the dormitory.

“Oh, so you're here, you rotter?” said DBolsover, in a
whisper,

Nobby looked at him cooliy.

“Yes; I'm "ere!"” he said.

Hcﬁmver atnirmi, .

““Have you lost anvthing ?"" he asked.

Nobby looked sur rim:-(f

‘“ Lost anythin' "' he asked.

"“ Not dropped something 1"

.'.'Nu!:h:;f looked on the foor under the desk.

“No," he replied. “ What are vou getting at?’’

“0Oh, 1 thought you might have dropped an ‘h'!" said
Bolsover.

Some of the boys near giggled, and Nobby turned red.

Mr. Queleh looked round sharply, y

““Bilence !" he said, with a frown. * Bolsover, this is not
the place for retailing jokes and making your Form-fellows
laugh! You will take fifty lines!"

Bolsover almost choked.

:I.‘l?rﬂ’ i!:Jr!” he usrrht;!. .

en ho gave Nobby another glare. Nobby smiled.
Bolsover's sneer had cost him dear, and he mnﬂlnllj'}’prumimd
the new boy the biggest licking of his life when morning
lessons were over.

~Much to Nobby's relief, Mr. Quelch passed over him very
lightly in lessons, and he was not called upon to construe.
But he heard the other fellows construe with great uneasi.
ness.  When Mark Linley stood up and started *“ Apud
Helvetios longe nobilissimus fuit et ditissimus Orgetorix,”
Nobby felt like despair, and when Mark turned it into
English he marvelled.

My ‘at!” murmured Nobby.
of that, somehow !"

Third lesson that morning was French, and little Monsieur
Charpentier came in to take the Form.

“Wot's this?”’ Nobby murmured to Bolsover.

Bolsover stared at him and did not reply.

Nobby shrugged his shoulders, and turned to Russell, who
was on his other sde.

*Wot's the game now " he asked,

Russell grinned.
““French,” he said. * That's Mossoo."
Arter Latin ™

Nobby groaued,

““My eve! French!

Russell looked at him curiously.

“Ain't you ready for the lesson 1 he acked,

“No fear!”

*“ Better not catch Mossoco's eye, then!”

[T {}h’ md.' Il‘l

And the circus schoolboy kept his eve very carefully on
his desk, in the hope of escaping Monsieur Charpentier.

But as it happened, the litta French gentleman singled
nim out. Monsieur {'hnr}mntier waos a very dutiful master—
he had a stern scnse of duty which, in fact, made the
wntors long to bump him sometimes.

**Ah, zat is z¢ new boy!" he said, with a genial smile
to Nobby. '‘Banthorpe, I zink?!"

‘““*Yes, sir,”” said poor Nobby.

“You vill stand up, Banthorpe I

Nobby stood up. _ _

“1 teke you first," said Monsieur Charpentier. " You tell
e vat you know.”

It would have been very easy for Nobby to do that, It
was all comprised in the one word ' Nothing.” Ie had a
vague idea that Frenchmen were called * Mounseer,”” and
that they said ** Wee-wee "' when they meant ** Yes,™ That
was the whele extent of his knowledge of the great language
¢f Moaliere and Voltaire.

Monsieur Charpentier. in order to be very easy with the
Tae Magyxer Lierary,—No. 232,
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new Loy, chalked a very simple sentence on the blackboard,
and enlled upon Nobby to construe i,

Nobby looked at the sentence in despair,

“You will read him,” said Moosicur
enconracingly.

“Yes ar"

* Read him, zen !

The line was ** Yous n'avez pas ni pain ni vin."'

Nobby made a desperate attempt, and read it cut with
phonetic pronunciation : . ;

* Vowse navezz pass nigh pain nigh vinn!"

Monsieur Charpentier jumiped—as well he might.

The Remove piggled.

That any fellow coming into the Lower Fouth at Grey-
frinrs could be so utterly ignorant of French prenuncation
scemcd to them impossible: amd they could enly conclude
that the new boy was ragging the French mastey., It was
n decidedly cool proceeding for a new boy, but quite in keep-
ing with his staying out late the previous might.

“Vat!" shieked Monsieur Charpentier,

‘““ Ain't that right, sir?’ said Nobby, realising that }ie lad
blundered somchow, though for the life of him he could not
have told what was the matter,

“ Right " shriecked Monsicur Charpentier.

ue vous aver raisin! Ciel !
gheak—vyat vou call sheck!”

"“1—1 don't know what that 1s, sir!"” stammered the un-
happy Nobby, and he whispered hurriedly to Russell:
*What's sheek—quick, for goodness’ sake!”

Russell chuckled.

“ He means cheek, vou ass! It's his beautiful accent.”

“Oh!" said Nobby. ** Not at all, sir. 1 wasn't cheeking
you, sir. I'm doin' my best!"” y

* Ah, non, non! Zat is not so! Is it zat you have necver
learn ze Frenchi"

Wi ﬁﬂ‘ sir I"

‘“ Ah, zat alter ze case,” said Mossoo more calmly. *“* Tt is
very singulier zat you come into zis Form il you know not
ze rudiments of ze Franoais, Mais, zat is not my affai.
Listen to me, gorcon! Say aftair me—Vous n'avez pas ni
pain ni vin."

“* Voo navvy par nee pang nee vang !’ said Nobbry.

The class smiled. Nobby's pronunciation was not Parisian.

“*No, no!" said Mossoo. “ Say vunce more—Vous n'avez
pas ni pain ni vin,"

** Voo navvee pah nee pong ni vong!"
~ “Mon Diea! I zink zat fhmf you mow, and ialk to you
in my study afterwards,’ said Monsieur Charpentier, with a
sigh. You come inte my study after ze lessone.™

““Qh, dear! 1 mean, yes, sir!"

And Nebby was not troubled any more that morning ; but
hie realised very clearly that there were troubles ahead.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover is Surprised.

HE Remove were grinning when they lefi the Forni-room,
The new boy had surprised them, and they did not
know in the least what to make of him. Some of the
juniors fancied that he was eclaborately ragging the

Fre%th miaster, and others believed that he knew no French
at o

This latter theory was consistent with the undoubted fact
that he dro his h's in the most reckless manner, and
made other little blunders in speaking which the Remove had
noticed already.

But as Banthorpe was supposed to have been specially
prepared by a tutor for the Lower Fourth at Gresfriars, it
was certainly very surprising i that was the case.

After lessons, Nobby was called into the French master's
study. Monsicur Charpentier was ns surprised es anybody
clse that such a lad should have been admitted to tie Lower
Fourth. But that was not his business, as he had said: and
the kind-hearted little Frenchman mcant to give the back-
ward boy a leg-up, so to speak, and plant the rudimentis of
the French language in his head.

Nobby did not lave a happy time in the French master's
study. He could have ridden the wildest horse in the country,
and he could have liftcd weights that any half-dozen fellows
in the Remove could not have shifted with their combined
cfforts, and he could have performed tricks upon the high
trapeze which would have taken the Greyfriars fellows’ breath
away. But he was not gifted with a gift for tongucs, and
he wrestled with ** J'ai, tu as, il 2" in a hopeless faslnon.

“The fellow doesn't know anything,” Bolsover declared
to a grﬁu » of Removites in the Close. * Blessed if T know
how they let him into the Remove, 1 think it's rotien !"

“ He had a tutor, they say,” Bob Cherry remarked.

Bol=aver sniffed.

" Ripping sort of a tutor, I don't think.

j ™=

Charpcztier

) " Vous croyez
Zat is not stupidity—zat s
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“Go away at once, vyou rude children,”

* People do that from habit sometimes,"" said Russell.
“0Oh, rats! How doez he come not t know a word of
Iir-n-.h if he's been prepared by a tutor?
‘ Well, you don't know more than a dozen words yourself,”
=] d Hug{*l‘lt
There's something fishy about it,” said DBolsover. 1

don't believe he's had a tutor, or beml educated at all, for
that matter. He's taken Quelchy in.'

** Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he comes!" said Bob Cherry.
The new boy came out of the School House, looking less
cheerful than usual. His wrestle with the beginnings of
Fr{-lif_‘]l had not been agreeable to him, and he could have

dispensed with the kindness of Monsieur ( ‘harpentier with a
very eood will.

- Here he is!" said Bolsover, with a sneer. **I say, Ban-
thorpe !
‘ Hallo 1" saud Nobby,

* How did vou get into the Remove ™

“Walked in,"" said Nobhy,

“You don't know any French."”

“You don't know any manners, for
Nobby,

* Ho, ha, hal”
Bolsover !

Bolsover scowled

‘Do you want me to wring vour neck,
bounder? he asked, advancing threateningly apon Nobby,
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roared Bob Cherry. ' He's got vou there,
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Nobby nodded.

; ’!ti'-nu bet " lLe replied, with reviving cheerfulness. *' Go
ahead "’

** My hat! I'l—
“ Hold on, H{}lwrm " said Harry Wharton quietly. ** You
Lnn“ that you're to let the new kid alone.”
*Do vou think I'm poing to let him cheek me?’ roared

Bolsover.
“ Well, you started it."”
“0Oh, ot him eome on!"'

saidd Nobby., "™ If he's locking for
trouble, T don't mind.

'l promise not to hurt him!"

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ You voung ass, he'll sauash ywou!” said Johnny DBull,
Nobby lnughed.

“1 should t.ﬁi-.ﬂ a lot of squashing,” e said. ** Look ‘ere,

he won't be

_ ‘appy till ho gots at,
him come on.

=0 yvou may as well let

“* Well, just as you like," said Harry Wharton doubtfully.
“But if he hurts you, you've only got to sing oul, vou
knnu' Lo

" He won’t hurt me!"” chuckled Nobby.

Pol=over rushed at hun,

Hw intention was to collar the new boy, and wipe up the
ground with him, and gencrally leave him feeling as if a
steam-roller or a lawn-mower had passod over him.

But it did not work out exnotly like that

Nobby waited untid the bully of the Rernove was very close

Plaase order
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do Lim. and then he made a spring backwards. lsover' s
fists lashed out into space, so sudden was the retreat of the
circus bov, und the Remave hully almost over-balanced him-
self. As le stumbled, Nobby leaped upon him, and threw
his arnis round him, ealching Bolsover's arms down to his
sides,

Bolsover strurgled furiously to break his grip. .

The onleokers expected to see Nobby's grasp thrown off n
a sccond. But he wasn't, The Remove bully struggled, but
he struggled in vain.  Nobby's arms migﬁt have been a
couple of bards of solid iron, for all the use Bolsover's
struggles were, Bolsover wrestled and wriggled, gasping, but
he could not break the cluteh.

Noaoblibiv did not seem to be making any effort,

He looked up with a cool grin into the red, furious face of
the Form bully, which glared down upon him from Bolsover's
great height.

*Go it!" he said encouragingly.

Bolsover ** went it " with all his strength. But the iron
prasp upon him grew tighter and tighter, and his struggles
died avwny in gasping.

* Lezzo " he muttered Faintly, ** Ow, you beast |

The juniors locked on in blank amazement.

There weve two or three fellows in the Remove, perhaps,
who,could have stoed up to Balsover, but there was none w
could have held him a prisoner in this way. They simply
stared at Nobby. Where did the strength come from that
evidently reposed in the arms of the new bow?

“ My only Aunt S8cmproni!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
it a giddy boa-constrictor, or what?
him off, lsover "

“Ow!" gasped Bolsover.

“ Pitch him off, Balsover!" said Snoop.

“ Yow!"

* Break away!" grinned Ogilvy.

" Yowp !"

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

" Gemrummmp !

" Hud enough?

Leggo!™

* 1s
Why don’t veu chuck

Legga! Ow!"
gsked Nobby, with cheorful ecalinness

“ 0 h1"

“ Goin' to keep the peace?’ said Nabby.

“1'li—I'll smash you!" snorted Bolsover.

“Then 1 reckon 1'1] give you another squeeze !’

“ Yarooh!" gasped Bolsover, as Nobby's arms compressed

him wore tightly, * Ow! Dragunofl, you chaps! He's sufl-
sufl-sutfocating me ! Owp ("

" Make it pax, then,
cxpect him to let go and bhave
. E: hia !h NLEM"!” :

“ Gerrocaoh | go! Ow! I'l m-m-make it p-p-pax!"

* Good enough !ﬁ grinned Nobby, P

And he let go Bolsover so suddenly that the Remove Lully,
who was quite out of breath, dropped like a deflated Llacidey
to the ground, and sat there gasping.

“Ow, ow, ow, ow! Woop!"

i Hﬂ., h—ﬁ-. ha 1"

Bob Cherry linked arms with Nobb
with him, leaving Bolsover gasping on the ground.

“My dear fellow,” said Bob Cherry, “I'm going to be
your chum. A chap who can give a grizzly bear hug like that
13 better as a chum than otherwise. I like you immensely.”

Nobby laughed. )

“I didn’t hug him,”” he said; *‘that was only a little
squeeze,”’

“Phew! Could you have squeezod harder "

“Yes, rather! Shall T show you?”

“ No fear!” said Bob Cherry promptly.
word for it."

Two or three juniors were urgin
Remove to follow Nobby up and ** wallop " him. lsover
received their advice with grunts. He did not take it. He

Emd Emd nquite enough of the new boy—in open conflict at
east.”

Wharton. ** Yau can't
is head punched for it.”

entd Ilarr

and strolled away

“TI'll take your
the breathless bully of the

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Carried Out,

ILLY BUNTER came into his study in the Remove
B passage; and paused, and blinked through his big
spectacles at what he saw. Bunter's study was a small,
corner room, and he had it to himself—parily because
the room was small, and partly because nobody was at all
anxious to share the room with him. Bunter was somewhat
surprised, therefore, to find a new-comer installed in his study,
sittinge in the armchair, with hiz [eet on the table. The new-
comer was taking things very easy, and the fat Removite
blinked at him in great wrath, without, however, disturbing
his serenity in any way.
“1 say. you know,” said Dunter—''T1 say, Banthorpe !'"
Tue Miexer Lisrary.—No. 232
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Nobby looked round.

“Hallo! What do you want here?" he asked.

Bunter glared,

'"“"It's my study,” he said.

" Oh, yvour study, is it?"” said Nobby cheerfully.
right, you ¢can come in!"

*1 should rather say T can come in, in my own study,”
snorted Bunter. ** What are you doing here, you bounder—
that’s what I want to know ?'

“1t's my study, teo,” Banthorpe explained,

" ¥You don't mean to say that QuuluEy has shoved you inte

LE ] A“

my study

Banthorpe nodded.

“Well, what rot !" maid Bunter. “I've always had this
study to myself. There ain’t room for two fellows in it.”

“Not two fellows your size certainly,”’ said Banthorpe;
“but I'm not quite so broad in the beam, you know.”

“Don't be a cheeky ass,"" growled Bunter. “ You've got
too much to say for a new boy. 1 think it rotten to have my
study invaded in this way.,"” Then Bunter paused, a new
iden apparently coming into his mind. He scanned the new
boy carefully through his big spectagles, and noted that his
clothes, though they did not appear to fit very well, were
well-made and good, and that he wore a gold watch and chain,
1 say, Bunthorpe, T don’t mind letting you stop in this
study, when I come to think of it."

“Thank you for nothing,”” drawled Nobby, * it would be all
the same if i.*uu did.”

*Oh, really, Banthorpe "
towards the new boy in a very confidential manner.
here, as yvou're in this study with me, I really want to be
hespituble, you know, What do you think of the idea of
having a ntud¥ brew, and asking some of the fellows?"

"“Good idea," said Nobby, at once.

“I'm expecting a postal-order this evening,” Bunter ex-
plained. ** It ought really to have arrived this morning, but
there has been a delay in the post. It will be for ten shillings,
and as soon as it comes we'll have the feed.”

Nobby locked at him a little suspiciously, Buntei’s sudden
change of front was somewhat surprising.

“Oh, zood " said Nobby dubiously.

* Perhaps it would be beiter, though, to have the [eed ab
once, and not wait for the postal-order,’"” s=aid Bunter, in a
thoughtful sort of way.

u lguitc: ngree with yvon,” assented Nobby.

“TIt might ibly be delayed till tormorrow morning, you
know, 1'll teﬁos?uu what I'll do,”” said Bunter, in a burst of
confidence, ou can lend me the ten bob, and have the
postal-order as soon as it comes, That will be all vight,
won't 1t 1"

Nobby grinned.

“You're short-sighted, ain't you?" he asked apparently
irrelevantly.

“Yes," suid Bunter, in surprise, ““a little, What's that go
to dE: with it?” i

“(Can you see my eye?’

“Your eye? YEI.'F

“Can you see any green in it?"”’ .

“You—you rotter!” said Bunter, understanding ithat the
new boy was making fun of him, at last, ** Look here, will
you lend me the ten bob or not 7"

““Not!" said Nobby promptly.

“ Just what T might have expectod of a rotter like you,”
said Enu1'11‘.l.":=|".I “ This is what I get for being generous towards
a new .}

‘“ Blessed if T see anything generous in asking a fellow to
stand himself a feed, and you ane at the sameé time."”

“Oh, really, Banthorpa! Look here, il you're going to act
like a cad, you'd better get out of my study. I don't want
vou here."

“Well, T don’t want you here, if you come to that,” sail
Nobby chr:erful]y; “but I'm going to put up with you, and
you must do the same.”

“1 jolly well won't!”" roared Bunter. * Look here, new
fellows are expected to stand o feed. Are you going to stand
a good tea?"

“* Not unless T choose, anyway,” said Nobby.

“You'd better choose, then,” said Bunter threateningly,
taking the new boy's reply as a sign of weakness,

Nobby laughed,

“ Well, I won't, then,” he said. ‘

* Then I'll shift you out of this study, jolly quick.”

“(Go ahead I

Bunter rolled upon Nobby, He was much bigger thuan
Nobby, and he was certainly three times the weight of the
new bov. He had not seen Nobby's encounter with Beolsover,
or he might have hesitated; but as it was, he bad no doubts
whatever about his ability to throw the smaller fellow out of
the study.
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Bunter closed the door, and came
“ Look



[le grasped Nobby, and Nobby rose cheerfully to his feet
and grasped him,

Then Billy Bunter had a shock. _

The new boy handled him as if he had been a lightweight
instead of the heaviest heavy-weight at Ureifrml'a.

Bunter was lifted off his feet, and Nobby sat him down
upon the study table with a bump. The table was not planned
to stand such a weight suddenly deposited upon it. There
was a crash, and the table collapsed, and Bunter rolled on the
floor among the wreckage.

““Hu, ha, ha!" roared Nobby.

*Owr i
“ Jump up and have some more.”
“Yow !

Bunter sat gasping among the ruins of the {able.

He set his spectacles straight on his fat little nose, and
glared in amazement and dread at the new boy. Even Win-
ate, of the SBixth, would have found it dificult to lift B:_ilﬂ
unter off the floor, and the new boy had swung hym up wit

the greatest ease,

“What—what—what are you?!" gasped Bunter, * You—
you I—I say, vou know, how did yvou do that"

Nobby chuckled.

“I'N do it again and show you,” he said.

Bunter scrambled out of his way.

“ No, vou won't!" he rowred. ** Yoawah! Yaroop! Hands
off, you beast "

He dodged towards the door.

Nobby caught him vnder the arms, and swung him into the
air. Bunter found himself clevated in space, his head swim.
ing, and his eves blinking. Nobby held him at arm's length
above his head,

“Ow " roared Bunter. “You'll let me fall, you asa!
You'll break my glasses, vou fathead! If vou damage my
spoctacles vou'll have to pav for them, vou idiot! Yow!
Lomme down !

“You were going to chuck me out,” said Nobby cheer-
fully. “I'll do the same for you. Onec good fturn deserves
another, you know."

" Yarooh !

Nohby walked out into the passage with the greatest ease,
haolding the fat junior high above his head, lus arms and less
fiving wildly.

There was a shout from the fellows in the Remove passage.

“ Hillo, hallo, halle !

“Great Scott!"

‘““Here's a giddy Gohath !

“My hat!™

Nobby walked down the passage calmly with his enormous
burden. BStudy doors opened on all sides, and fellows stared
at the new boy as he passed, Bunter, in momentary terror of
erashing down on the floor, yelled for help. But only vells
of laughter answered him.

Nobby looked into No. 1 Study, and Wharton and Nugent
jumped up in amazement, as they saw the circus uﬂhﬂuﬁmj
and his burden framed in the doorway.

“ Great Scott!” yelled Nugent. * }l{-m's a giddy miracle !’

“My aunt !" gjaculated Wharton.

“Can you tell me where the rubbish is chucked in this
school?”’ asked Nobby politely. *““I've got this rubbish to
throw away. I don't want it in my study.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Yah-ah-ah! Lemme geroff !"

““Take it downstairs and chuck it out into the Close, and the
porter can sweep it up,” said Nugent.

“Good !"

Nobby walked on to the stairs. A crowd of amazed juniors
followed him. They had never seen Bunter lifted by any-
body before. Whenever Bunter was bumped—a punishment
that was frequently inflicted upon the fat junior—it required
several fellows to bear a hand together. 'Zi'tm strength of the
mew boy was astounding.

“My only haet!" exclaimed Nugent. **And that's the
chap we were told to be careful with, because he's delicate ™
“ Delicate! My word !

Nobby walked downstairs with perfect calmness. with
Banter’'s arms and legs beating the air. He walked out into
the Close, and on the school steps he encountered Wingate
gnd Courtney, of the Sixth. The two prefects stared at him,

“Grent Scott ! exclaimed Wingate. * Here's a gididy
Samson! What are vou doing with DBunter, young
Banthoepe !

“T'm chucking this rubbish ﬂ#"ﬂE."

0w ! gasped Bunter. * lelp ™
“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Nobby doscended the steps and dropped Bunter lightly
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into the Close. Then he went into the house again. He was
not at all flushed from his exertion, and he was breathing
quite calmly. The two scniors regarded him with something
like awe. :

“How on earth did vou do that?" demanded Wingate,
“I can't lift Bunter!”

Nobby laughed.

““Oh, it's a way of deing it,”" he said.
you like."

Wingate backed away a step. .

“Thanks; I'll take your word for it,”" he said. “ Don't
trouble.”

And Nobby grinned and went back to the Remove paszsage.
He met with quite an ovation there. The fellow who could
carry Bunter above his head with perfect ease was evidently
something very much out of the ordinary, and the juniors
hailed him as a hero, _

“My hat!” Nugent exclaimed. “ What a surprise-packet
for Coker & Co! II the Fifth would only raid us now——"

And the Romove velled with delight at the idea.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Dormitory,
BANTHGRPE. alias Nobby, the Strongest Boy on Earth,

“I'l Lift you, if

received much attention from his Form-fellows after that

queer cxhibition of amazing strength. His fame spread

boyond the Remove. And Temple. Dabney & Co., of
the Upper Fourth, came to see him and stare st him, and
Hobson, of the Shell, who was a great fighting man, invited
him to wrestle. Nobby nnnpph‘-.'dg the challenge, and stood
tho big Bhell fellow on his head without the slightest
difficulty, and nfter that he received mo more challenges.
Hobson was satisflied. The juniors were amazed, and they
rejoiced over Nobby as a rod in pickle for the Fifth. Tac
rivalry between the Remove and the Fifth was very keen,
and although the Remove, as Wharton remarked, ali
the brains, the Fifth had the ndvantage of size and strength.
In the endless rows between the two Forms, the Fifth often
flinished with the advantage on their side, for that reason.
But with Nobby in their ranks, the chums of the Remove
felt that there were surprises in store for Coker & Co.

In the dormitory that night Nobby was the observed of all
observers. Somea of the [ellows wanted to sce his muscles,
ond they were surprised when they saw them. The new bay
scemed to be simply a mass of muscle, all havd as iron wnd
in the best of condition.

“And they =aid you wera delicate!"
exclaimed, in amazeinent.

Nobby grinned.

“I'm not what you'd call exactl
“ Mistakes will 'appen, you koow,

And Nobby's “'appen' was allowed to pnss without a

rin. It was [cit that a fellow who was as strong as a prize-

ghter could drop as many h's as he likes, and that it would
not be prudent, anyway, to make fun of hir.

“ Now, then, you whelps, turn in "

It was the pleasant voice of Loder, the bully of the Bixth,
at the door. That was Loder's pleasant way of addressing
the Remove when it was his duty as prefect to see the lights
out in their dormitory. Carne and Walker, two of the
ehining lights of the Sixth, were waiting in Loder's study ‘o
finish a game of nap, which had been interrupted by the
necessity the prefect was under of seeing the Remove to
bed. Consequently, Loder was in a hurry and a bad temper.

“ Any hurr'{?" asked Bob Cherry independently.

Loder scowled angrily. ]

“You'd better buck up!" he said, *"If I come back with
my cane, you'll hear of it. You fiew kid, Banthorpe, you had
boetter get a move on! You haven't got your boots off yet !

Nobby looked at him,

“ What's that got to do with yveu?" hs demanded.

The prefect glared.

“Shut up, Banthorpe!" muttered Nugent.,  Loder’s a
prefect, and he has to see lights out !™ ‘

“No reason why he should slang us like that!" said Ban.
thorpe. “'I don't like it !”

“ Well, nobody exnotly likes it,"”" grinned Nugent; * bu’
woe have to stand it, you kaow. Prefects are monarchs of
all they survey.”

“That's all very well—"" begzan Nobby.

“Will you get into bed, Banthorpe?" :

“Yes, cortainly ! said Nobby, * But I ain’t 'urrving Tf
vou don't like to wait, you can buzz off. I don’t like bein’
called names.

Loder could scarcely believe his ears. He was cheeked
sometimes by the Removites, but an answer back like this
from & new boy was something novel. He clenched his fists
and strode towards Banthorpe.

Harry Wharton

delicate," he remarked.
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“You cheeky youne cad " he exclaimed., “ I'll teach you
to jaw to me! Take that!”

Ile reactiod gut to bhox Nobbyv's cors,

Nobby made a backward spring, and jomped elear aver his
bod backwards., There was a gasp of amazement from tho
]]uumr"-. There was not a follow in the Remove who could
inve touade such a bonekward jump, though there were a good
many active follows among them., It was nothing to the
acrobat of Hackonback's Cireus, but it was amazing to the
juraers ot Greyfriars.

Loder stopped short, in blauk astonishment, He stared
at Nobby across the bed, hardly able to believe his eves,

“You—you—you cel!™ he gousped. * Come round here at
once |

“ What for?" asked Nobby.

“To be licked, vou cheeky whelp!" velled Loder,

"Thank you; it’s not good enough !”

“If you make e cateh you I'll mnake 1t warm for you!"

**Oh, you can't catch a sheep !" said Nobby.

That was too much for Loder. He rushed round the bed
to collar the junior. Nobby jumped lightly over the next
bed. Loder was not quite equal to jumping over it, but he
secramnbled over, and scrambled after Nobby, Nobby cleared
geach bed with perfect ease, the infuriated prefect serambling
after him, gasping and red with rage, tilll they reached the
end of the dormitory.

There Nobby appeiared to be cornered. Loder closed in
on him, with clenched hands and gleaming eyes,

“Now I've got vou, you young whelp!” he smid, between
his teeth.

But he had not quite * got ™ the ecircus schoolboy.

Nobby backed away, and as Loder rushed upoa him he
made a sudden leap and cleared the prefect’s head, pas=sing
clean over him, and alighted on the Hoor behind Loder.

“My hat!"

‘““ Bravo !

“Well jumped "

The Removites velled with glee.

Loder swung round, with an expression of almost idictie
amazowiend on his face. Nobby was sitting on a bed, regard-
irig Ihjlu coolly. The rest of the Remove were staring, wide-
evedl.

“You voung villain !" gasped Loder. “ Are you a blessed
acrobat "

“SBomething of the sort,” chuckled Nobby,

“Come here!”

“Bome othor evening,” prinned Nobby.

Loder made a rush at him. DNouby dodered round the
beds, and the prefect had simply no chanee. Loder strode
to the door, and opened it, and called along the dormitory
passage ;

“Carne! Carne, come here!™

Carne, of the Sixth, entered the dommitory in a minute or
s, ('arne was not a prefect, and really
had no right to come into the darmitory
at all; but he was a bully—a little worse
than Loder in that respect. He was
only too willing to lend Loder a hand
if any bullying was requirod.

“Hallo! What's the trouble?" he
asked.

“THeolp me catch that young cad!"
said Loder, gasping — * yvoung Ban-
thorpe.  ['m going to give hun a
thundering good hiding "

“Right-ho !" said Carne readily.

Nobby eyved the two Bixth-Formers
warily as ‘Lgr:;r.r aclvanced upon him. He
did not seem to be in the least alarined.
Although Loder and Carne were a poir
of black sheep, and never tronbled to
keep themselves in condition, they were
big and powerful fellows, and could
have handled almost any number of
juniors in the ordinary wayv. Dut they
~o0n discovered that they had to deal
with a very extraordinary junior.

The Rewovites looked on  silently,
They had an idea that Banthorne would
be able to take care of himself, but if he
wanted help, Harry Wharton & Co. in-
tended to nterfere, whatever mizght be
the result to theniselves.

Loder and CUarne rushed upon Nobby,
cornring him between two beds, and
thev gprasped hun ot the some moment,

Nobby returne:d grip for grin.

He seized Loder's collar with his
right hand end Carne's with his lelt,
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and the two seniors. to their utter amazement, were swulg
off their feet.

Nabby stepped out into the wide space between the beds
and the door, where there was plenty of reom for hum,
dragging the two Sixth-Formers after hm.

“Oh Y oroared Loder., " Let go!T

“Groo!" gasped Carne. *' ' chok-cholk-choking "

The Remove roared.

*“Ha, ha, hal"”

" Go it, ﬂanthﬂrpn L

Nobby smiled serenely. He mtended to “go ™ it.

Tightening his grip upon the back of the seniors’ collars,
he swung them round, so that the motion lifted them from
the floor. With his two arms extended to their full length,
Nobby turned reund and round like a teetotum, swinging the
two semiors at full length round him in a circle. The swift-
ness of the motion lifted their feet from the foor and kept
them in the air, and the new bov's grasp wpon their collars
never sluckened.

It scomed like an awful dream to Loder and Carne,

The juniors stared at the scene, wild with delight.

Loder and Carne swung round and round, Nobby turning
just fast enough to keop them in motion.

Inarticulate gasps and gurgles came from the umhappy
BOIIOA,

“Groo! Oh!"

i IJFEHU §73

“Grug—grug—gug !

“Gerrrrroooch !

“Oh, my only summer bonnet!” velled Johnny Bull
“Go it, Banthorne! Hurray !’

‘““Ha, ha, ha !™

AL

"“Keep "em going |

“Lemme go!” exploded Loder. *'Ow! I'm suffocating!
Groo! Oh!
Bump! Bump!

Nobby let his prisoners go at last, and there were two
bumps as they landed on the Aoor. They lay there, dazed,
giddy, und gasping, and the ecirceus schoolboy looked down
upon them with a cheerful smile,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Lesson for Loder!

W RAVO, Banthorpe!"
B “Hurray 1"

“Ain't ho a giddy Samson?' roared Dob Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha! ow do you like it, Loder?"

“* How do you like it, Carne?”
** Ha, ha, ha!"
The two Sixth-Formers sat up, still panting for breath.
Their experience had been so strange, o
incredlible, that they could hardly be-
licve it yet. They starcd nt Danthorpe
stupidly,

“Have some more " asked Nobby.

“Ha, ha, ha!''

Loder staggered to his feet at lust.

" You—vyou checky young hound !" he
etuttered. “I—I don't know how you
did that, but I'm going to lick yvou for
it! Come on, Carne !"”

Carne shook his head without getting
up.

“I've had enough!" he said faintly.
“The }‘{}un{f villnin’s nearly dislocated

my neck! 1'm not going to touch the
young ruffian !

“Oh, you're a coward!" snarled
er.
“Tackle him yourself, then!” gaid

Carne sullenly,

“TI'll smash him "

Loder fairly leapt upon the new bov,
hitting out furiously. Benthorpe cer-
tainly ought to have been sweps away
and smashed up by that terrific charge.
The real Danthorpe certninly would
have been. But the eircus schoolboy
was 4 harder nut to crack. He met
Loder’s wild rush with perfeet coolness.
Loder found himself grasjed, he hardly
knew how, and swept off his leet.

Bump !

The prefect was standing on his head,
and st wos the anpact of his skull upon
the hard floor which had mmade tho
bump,
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“@Get off my horse!” rocared Coker, rushing out into the Close, Nobby did not heed ; he did not even hear. He
was gulding the pony in some way with his disengaged Toot, for the anlmal now was Elllqr?ll:lﬂ in a circle round
£

the green Close. Coker rushed to intercept them. *Stop!" he roared.

e = =

For a single second Loder stood there, upside down, his
‘egs swaying, and then he went over with a crash and landed
beside Carne again.

He loy dazed for several minutes, while the Remove cheered
Banthorpe wildly, Even Bolsover joined in the cheering.
The whole Form were delighted at the rough handling ihe
pullies of the Sixth had received.

Loder sat up at last, and blinked at Carne, snd blinked at
Nobby, and blinked at the langhing Removites.

“0Oh!" he gasped.

“Give 'em some more, Banthorpe!” velled Ogilvy.

“ Go 11"

“ You—you kecp vour hands off me, or I'll report yvou to
ke Head!" panted Leder. **I'm not going to touch you
gam, you young ruffian!”

* Ihseretion the better part of valour!” grinned Johnny

* Ha, ha, ha !l
“1 guess Banthorpe takes
= wher T. Fish, the Amencan junior,
: o it, Banthorpe '
I puess it was rather slick—eh?" said Nobby, with a
crutiful imitation of Fisher T. Fish's charming Trunsatluntic
e nT.
*“ Ha, ha, ha!”
loder and Carne staggered up. They made & movement
I'se MaGrNET LiBRARY.—No. 233,
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the hull cake!" remarked
“How on ecarth do

(See Chapter 13.)

towards the door; but the civcus schoolboy planted himsell
in their way, and they halted,

“Hold on!" said Nobby cheerfully.
with you yet, you know."”

“ Get aside, you voung scoundrel ! roared Loder.

“I'm going to teach you mot to call us fancy names,” said
Nobby. * You want to learn manners, my son. You oidered
me to take my boots off some timme back. Well, you're going
to take them off for me! Sec!”

“Wh-what*®"

“ Get over there by my bed ! said Nobby commandiogly.

“I1—1 won't!”

“T'll jolly soon make you, then!

Nobby stepped towards the sentors. Loder and Carne
exchanged a hopeless glence and backed awey towards
Nobby's bed. They had already learved that they had no
chance against that amazing junior, and they were not anxious
to teckle him again—in fuct, they were very anxious indeed
not to tackle him. They backed away step by step as Nobby
advanced upon them, until he had deiven them nto the space
between his bed and Wharton's. The Remove looked on
breathlessly.

Nobby sat on the edge of his bed and stretched out his legs

“Take my boots off "' he commanded.

“1—1 won't!" gasped Loder,

“Never!” yelled Carne.

“T'm not fAnished

¥
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., The two seniors made a rush for the door. It was a most
1grmm:mqua flight, certainly, from s single jumior, but they
wd uo time to think of that. They know that if they re-
muined in the dormitory Nobby would muke them take lhis
boots off, and they wanted to escape.

~ But there wes no chanee for them., Nobby was after them
i a flash, and he seized the two by their collars and knocked
their heads together,

Bung!

*Oh!"

L] "-l:'.,}“., !‘i!'

They turned upon him like tigers, In a monient they wera
bumping on the floor, and Nobby stood over them, with his
hands i his pockets, grinning.

“Oh!" groaned Loder. **It's—it's magic!

e

dimon |

“Oh, my head!" groaned Curne.

“Are you going to ebey orders?" asked Nobby calmly.
“Becavse if vou don't, 1 shull be compelied to be rather
rougrh with vou™

* Rather rough!" murmured Bob Choerry.
what he's done so far is ruther gontle !"

** Ha, ha, ha!™

Loder and Carne rose to their fect, looking excessively
slicepish. There was no cscape for them, and they realised
ik, The shame of obeyving o junior's orders before a whole
crowd of grinning Lower Sclioal boys was terrible, but it
wns not quite so terrible as being handled voughly by the
eitraordinary new boy,

* Are you going to obey orders®”

“No—no. Yes!"

* Buck up, then!™

Loder and Carne obeyed like lambs.

Nobby sat on his bed, and Loder and Carne kneeled at his
fect. Loder took the right boot, and Carne the left, and they
humbly unlaced them.

*AMind the laces!” said Nobby.
vou'll hear of it

AN reperight ! mumbled Loder.

“I'Il be carefull" groaned Carne,

And bby's boots were taken off carefully.

“Thank you!" said Nobby. *“ Now you can go! You
necdn't trouble about the light ; we'll turn that out ourselves.”

And Loder and Carne gladly went,

There was a shout from the Nemove, and they ecroawded
m}mi Nobby, clapping him on the back till his shoulders
ache

“He's o giddy Samson!" said Bob Cherry. © Best thing
that’s happened to the Remove for a jolly long time! Come
ko my armis, my beloved [ricnd."

“Ha, ho, ba!”

“Faith, and it's a broth of a bov he is!"
Dezmond. “ But I'm thinking there will be trouble over
this. Thev'll report to Quelchy.”

Nobby shook his head and grinned,

**No fear!”” he said. " They won't own up in public that
they've been handled like that by a kid! No fear!”

“TFaith, and ye're right!”

“ Begad, that’s jolly deep, you kpow!"
everer. ‘" You're right, Banthorpe! Loder and Carne won't
sny anyvthing.”

*1 guess not!” grinned Fisher T. Fish. * Look here, we
needn’t go to bed; let's pluy leapfrog instead, and blow the
prefects.’

‘“ Hear, hear!"™

But Harry Wharton shook hizs head.

“Can't be did!” he said. " We should have Quelchy up,
and we can't let Banthorpe handle a Form-master. Beiter
turn in."

“That's for Banthorpe to szay, not vou, Wharton," said
Bnoop, the sneak of the Remove. * Banthorpe could lick you
easily. Couldn’t you, Banthorpe?”

Wharton fAushed. But Nobby quickly showod that he was
nct in the least inclined to use his amezing strength to ** bardk
up "' against the captain of the Form. He tock Snoop's ear
ha}lllw-em a finger and thumb with a pressure that made Snoap
el
g Ow! Oh! Leggo! Yowp!”

“You keep vour 'ead shut, then!" said Nobby. * Don't
you try to set folk by the cars, yvou cad| Going to shut up?”

“Ow! Yes! Yow!"

Aud Snoop retreated, rubbing his ear furiously.

“T'm going to bed," said Nobby, vawning.

“You're a jolly good sort!"" said Wharton heartily. “1
suppose there's no doubt that you could lick any frfnm in
tha Form, or any three or four, for that malier. And it's
joliv decent of you not to put on anv swank about it, Ban-
thorpe, We know bhow Iluﬁnver. for instance, would act if
10 were as s=lrong as vou are, You're a good echapl Now,
E”in i, vou fellows, before Quelehy comes un about the
izht."
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And the Remove went to bed, but it was a long time befors
they slept. Long they lay awake, discussing the prowess of
the amazing -new boy, a.nél} chuckling over plans for " spring-
ing " Banthorpe on Uoker & Co. at the first opportunity.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Rise for Coker,

OKER of the Fifth came out of the 8chool House after
dinner the next day and stood on the steps, slappinﬂ'
hia calf with a riding-whip. Coker was in coal an

: rltiiln%]-hrunnhts* and had a bowler hat tilted on one
side of his head. Coker, who rather prided himself on bein
doggish, looked very doggish indeed just now. It was a half-
holiday, and Coker was going out for a ride, and he was
waiting for the pony to be brought. A crowd of fellows
gathered round, gazing at Coker in great admiration and
some envy., CUoker rolled in money, and could afford all sorta
of little luxuries that were deniod to the other fellows, and
hiring horsea for riding was one of them. And Coker did not
satisfly himself with the wretched hacks which an enterprising
merchant in Friardale sometimes hired out to the bovs at a
low figure. Uoker paid a good price at the livery stables in
Courtheld town, llln(sI alwavs had a good mount., He called it
 gee.” It was considered very sporting to eall a horse
a gee.

* *Beo the Congquering Hero comes!" ™ grinned Bob Cherry.
" Have you got the padlock, Coker?”

Coker stared at him,

“Padlock? What do you mean?" ho demanded haughtily.

“Am't you going to chain yourself on the pony?" asked
Ilob innocently. * ¥You'll fall off, you know, if you ain't
carceful."”

The Remaovites grinned, and Coker turned red. He made a
motion with his ridding-whip, and Bob Cherry prudently

backed away.

““ Here, young Bolsover!” called out Coker to Bolsover
E'.“ui?r ﬂf’t e Third. * Go and see if my gee's come. Ask
rosling.

“Can I ridp him if I do?" inquired Bolsover minor.

“Ride him? Of eourse you can't!"

“Then I'm jolly well not going " said the fag cheerfully.

Coker frowned,

*“ Do you want a licking?" he roared.

““Thanks, no!" said Bolsover minor. And he departed
before Coker could get near him. The Fifth-Former snorted
with anger, and looked round for a messenger. Potter and
Greene of the Fifth were standing with him, intending to
admire Coker's horsemanship very much, and hoping to get
n turn themselves on tho pony afterwards.

“*Thera's that new kid there,'’ said Potter. * Send him."

**Oh, good ! You new kid—whal's your nnme—-an*:::the?“

“Eh?" said Nobby, who was with Harry Wharton & Co.

“Como here, Lancourt "

““ My name isn't Lancourt or Pancorpse,” said Nobby cheers
fully; ““and you can go and eat coke! Wharton says we
don't fag for the Fifth.”

“No fear!” said Harry Wharton emphatically.

“If you ask me nicely I'll go,”" said Banthorpe, “ and if
vou'll let mo have a turn on the horse. I'm just longing to
wet on a horse again.”

Coker snorted.

* Catch me trusting a fag on my gee ! he exclaimed, ““ Go
and tell Gosling to send the man round with that horse at
once. I expect it’s waiting in the stableyard.”

“Can I ride the horse round?”’

“Nol!" roared Coker. * You can't!”

T”h'ghen you can take the messaze yoursell, Croker,"
Nobby.

“ My name’s Cokor, you young rascal I"

| jﬂn't care whether it’s Coker, Croker, or Stoker, or any
other kind of an ‘ oker!" " said Nobby. * Go and eat cok=!"

Coker came down the utn(i)a. The juniors were all chuckling,
and Coker felt that his dignity was impaired. And, as a
matter of fact, he really wanted an excuse for making his
rding-whip whistle round a fag's legs. Coker was in the
same frame of mind as the savage in the story who went to
war, not because there was any special reason for war, but
because ho had a new club. ‘

“1'll jolly soon teach you not to cheek me!” ho exclaimed,

“ (o ahead " said Nobby cheerfully,

And the Removites gathered round jovously to see the fun.
They had been yearning to see an erncounter between Coker
and” Nobby, and, behold, the big Fifth-Former had thrown
himself into tho hands of tho Philistines, as it were. Alios
the way Banthorpe had handled Loder and Carne the proviou-
cight, the juniors had no doubt whatever about his ability
to handle Coker, big and powerhul as the Fifth-Former was.

*I hear you've been cheeking the prefects and earrying on
ronerally,” said Coker, taking the new boy by the eollar with
j‘liﬁ left hand and swishing the riding-whip in his right. “ You

said

Dut on Thursday.
Prioa One Panny.



want a lesson badly.
message!”
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“Then vou'll take a licking !

Coker was rather surprised that the Famous Four did not
rush in. As a rule they were ready for trouble, and always
prepared to stand up for a member of their own Form against
the Fifth. He concluded that he had succceded at last in
inspiring them with the terror and respect that were his due.
Ho was quite mistaken. Harry Wharton & Co. were quite
content to be spectators, for they knew that the laugh would
be against Coker if he atiempted to deal with the amazing
new boy.

“*Ands off "' said Banthorpe calmly.

Coker chuckled.

** Did you lose your ‘h's’' on the way to school?’ he asked,
and Potter and Greene laughed heartily., They always laughed
heartily at Coker's little jokes. It was not a high Erim to
pay for the gorgeous feeds in Coker's study, and Coker was
as secure of his ** laughter in court "’ as any judge with a turn
for feeble humour.

Nobby flushed.

He did not reply to Coker in words, but as Coker did not
remove the grasp from his collar, the circus schoolboy replied
in deeds. He suddenly grasped (Coker with both hands, just
as he was raising the riding-whip. Coker, to his utter amaze-
ment, found his feet leaving the earth, and for a dizzy moment
he was held high in the air at arm's length by the new junmior.

Coker, with hiz brain swimming, gazed down at the crowd
of astounded fellows. There was a shout of amazement.

““My hat! This beats Samson !"" said Bob Cherry.

* Bravo, Banthoirpe!”

“The—the voung cad’s as strong as a horse !’ d Poltter
of the Fifth. ‘' Coker had better let him alone, %..E: =

Coker struggled wildly in the air, his arms and legs waving
wildly. The riding-whip had fallen from his hand. Nobby
had a firm grasp upon his collar and upon the seat of his
riding-breeches, and ho held the burly Fifth-Former above his
head as thourh Coker were o fontherweight.

D" '[;I;w " roared Coker. * Lemme down! You'll drop me!
w |
“ No hurry " said Nobby, with perfect calmness. “ Don't
vou chaps imterfere, or 1 may drop him, though, and he’ll
get huet”

Potter and Greenoe backed away.

“ Now,"” said Nobby, ** you're a cheeky ass, Bloker—"

“ Coker, you young sweep!”

“Yes, I meant Croker," assented Nobby. “You're o
rhn#k;‘ young ass, Croker. Do you want me to let you

down?
Yes! Oh!™

Now, are you going to take that

“Dwl
“ Going to behave yourself !

“Yow! No!"

* Then you'll stay up there!” said Nobby ealmly.

“ My hat!" Johuny Bull exclaimed. ** You can't keep that
weight up long surely, Banthorpe?”

*“ As long as you like, ' Nobby laughed. ** This is nothing
to the weights I have lifted in my time. You should sec
me at——" He paused just in time, He was just going to
say *‘at Hackenback’'s Circus,” but he remembered himself
before he made the slip.

Coker roared and wriggled.

“Don’t kick!" said Nobby cheerily. *‘If
let you drop. Are you getting on all right up

‘“Ha, ha, ha!" roa the ove

“Ow! Lemme down! Year! Lemme down at once!”

** Will you promise to be good?”’

“No! Yeees! Yes!”

“ And let me ride your horse?”

“No!"” roared Coker.

““Then you can stay up there!”

“ Here comes th:lseﬂ i enlled out Potter of the Fifth.

A groom was leading a handsomo little Eun:.r towards the
house. It was the man from the livery stables at Courtfield.
Ho stared in sstonishment at the strange scene in progress
sutside the house, as well he might.

** Master Coker "ere?’ he asked,

‘* Here he is!"” said Nobby.

The groom grinned.

“My heye! Haw, haw, haw!
Coker 1"

ou do 1 shall
ere?”’

'"Erce's your 'orse, Master

“Let me down!” gurgled Coker sulphurously.

Nobby obeved—rather suddenly. He swung Coker down,
and dumped him into'n sitting position on the lowest step.
Then he ran towards the pony. Coker jumped up, brandish-
g his fists,

“ Keep off that pony!" he roared.

“Oh, rats!"

Nobby made one leap, and was upon the pﬂ!‘l}"'! back. He
did not sit down, but stood upon the pony's back with one
foot, and ﬁB‘ﬂ.\’H the animal a flick with the other. The pony
started off across the Close, and there was a yell of amaze-
ment from the Greyiriars fellows as they watched the circus
schoolboy go.
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Unlucky Recognition!

OBBY'S eves were blazing with excitement. _

In the couple of days he had spent at Greyfriars, the
circus boy had sorely missed the surroundings of his
old life, and especially the horses. Nobby loved horses,

and could do almost anything with them. And he was long-
ing to get back among horses, as keenly as a sailor longs to
get back to sea, or s plainsman to the prairie. Nobby had
almost forgotten where hé was in his keen delight at being
on the back of a horse again. ) )

Certainly, when he came to Greyfriars in the name of
Arthur Banthoipe, he had had no intention of performing
bareback riding feats in the Close. But he forgot all that
now. It was a glimpse of the old life again, and Nobby
enjoyed 1,

With his voice, and touches of his foot, he urged the pony
tﬂda?p-ﬂmd, standing with only one foot planted upon the
saddle.

The Greyfriars fellows looked on with starting eyes, .

What kind of n boy was this who could ride a galloping
norse standing up on one foot on s back!?

Bob Cherrv rubbed his cyes.

“Is it u giddy dream?” he ejaculated. ;

“ Faith, and it's dramin’ 1 am!” said Micky Desmond.
“Sure it's as gooud as a circus, me boys!”

“ Botter ! gasped Harry 'E'.'har;m “1 say, Coker, ycn
rouldn’t do that, could you?”

‘“* Ha, ha!”
“Get off my horse ! roarcd Coker, rushing out into the
Ulose.

Nobby did not heed; he did not even hear.

He was guiding the pony, in some way, with his disengaged
foot, for the animal now was galloping 1 a circle round the
green Close. Coker rushed to inteveept them.

“Btop!” he roaved.

“Get aside!”” shouted Nobby.

“1 won't! Get off my horsae!” - . ;

“ Get out of the way, Coker!” yelled the juniors. **Don't
interrupt the show! Go and bury yourself! Get away!”

But Coker made a rush at the pony instead, 'ﬁ'nhhi: sud-
denly dropped into a sitting posture on the horse’s back, and
leaned down and caught Coker, and swung him off the ground.
The Fifth-Former, in amazement and alsrm, almost too dazed

to him, was swunE off the
orso in front of Nobby, with

“Take him to the

to know what was happenin
round and tossed across the
iis legs wildly lashing the air,

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Johnny Bull
fountain I

* Go it, Banthorpe!” )

Nobby grinned, and guided the pony to the fountan.
There was a loud splash ns he pitched the unfortunate (‘oker
into the marbie basin, and a yell of laughter from the jumors.

Then Nobby dashed off again at tn{r speed. )

Unfortunate (oker dragged himself out of the fountam,
drenched and dripping, with his beautiful riding-breeches
clinging to his legs. Yells of langhter met him as he tottered
towards the hause, and hurried in to dry himself.

But the crowd wasted no theught upon Coker aftgr he had

one in. A!l their attention was bestowed upon pnth:‘;ge.

anthorpe scemed born to * witch the world with la
horsemanship.”” The spirit of the thing had caught bold of
Bauthorpe no v, and he was quite reckless. The shouts and
cheers of junisrs brought back to him the row on row of
cheering tors he was accustomed to in the ring. and it
~eomed to him that the green Close at Greyfriars was the
o1 tent he was accustomed to,

**Go it, Banthorpe!”

** Hurray !"'

Nobby jumped up on the horse’s back agam, and rode with
a leg at right angles. Then he turned a somersault upon the
gnll.aipmg' orse, and came down with his hands qun the
saddle, and his feet in the air, and rode round the Ulose in
that way, upside down, and as firm as a rock on the galloping

pony.
“My hat!” gasped Frank Nugent. *‘He must hzve
learned to do that, you know!"
“* Never seen anything like it outside a circus!” said Harry
Wharton. *‘ Go it, Banthorpe!”
_Rub’hs' allowed his head to rest upon the saddle, and elevated
his hands, and rode on at top-speed, standing on his head.
The juniors cheered terrifically.
They had certainly never seen such a sight before in the old
Close of Grevinars. The cheering was tremendous.
But there was a sudden exclamation from Potter, in the
duﬂrwn;,r.
“Cave! The Head!"
Wi ﬂh I'H
7
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Dr. Locke, the Head of Greyfriazs, came out with rustlin
aown. The loud noise in the Close had disturbed him, an
¢ had come to see what it was all about,

“What is ull this noise, my boyvs?"' the Head asked mildly,
lonking round. 1 Good heavens!™

The Head staggered.

The pony was just dashing towards the schoolsteps, with
Bamhorpe standing on his head on its back.

Dr. Locke gasped for breath, For the moment he rould
not believe his eyes, The pony eame to a sudden halt, and
the rider turned o somersault and landed on his feet at the
steps with a grin on his faee.

“Uoker can have the pony now!" he remarked.
h! Great Scot!”

He had just enught sight of the Head.

Dr. Locke gnzed at him speachlessly.

“* What—what—whnt does this mean?” the Head ejaculated

Y last. " Did my eves deecive me? I—T am amazed 1™

Banthorpe turned red.

o I._l beg wyour pardon, sir!
=

" I—=I—— What were you doing, Banthorpas?"

* Riding, sie.™

* But—=but in such an extraordinary fashion ™

“1t's a good exercise, sir," sud Nobby meckly,

“ Extraordinary 1" gasped the Head.  ** You must not do
this again, Banthoipe! 1t is too dangerous! But 1 must
sy that you seem to be an extraordinarily good rider!”

“Yoes, sir,” said Nobby. *Thank wou, sir'

“ My heye!" said the Courtfield groom, looking at Nohby.
“I thort T knowed 'im! It's "im!'"

Nobby turned a startled glance upon the groom. The man
winked familiarly,

“ I thort s0!" he remarked.

** Bhut up, you ass!” murmured Nobby,

Dr. Locke glanced at the groom shnrp}[y.

" Fancy seein' you 'ere, sir, arter the ecircus!" gaid the
groom, in amazement. ** I thought 1 knowed vour face!”

Nobby was scarlet. Dr. Locke looked suspiciously from
one to the other,

“ What do you mean, Phillips?"" ho asked.

“ Ohe, nothin', sir!"" said Phallips, realizing that he had put
lie foot in it.  ** Nothin’, sir! Only—nothin’ at all, sir!"”

“That will net do, Phillips!"" said the Head sharply.
“Your words bear only one interpretation—that you fancy
vou have scon Bonthorpe performing in a circus.”

*“ Well, yes, sir,” said the groom, with an apologetic glance
at Nobby, who was crimson, “I'm sure the young gont
nieant no 'arm, sir."

" What! You actunlly state that you have =een this voun
gentloman performing in s circus!” exclaimed the I-Iﬂsuf
* Impossihle !

“'E can tell you, sir"

“ Banthorpe! Is there anything in this extraordinary
statoement?"’

-h,.Dh' let him run en!" siid Nobby
Bir.
“You admit it?"

“Well, yes, sir."

“When did you see him, Phillips®"

" Muonday hevening, sir,” said the groom.

Tho Head uttered an exclamation.

“The night you arrived here, Banthorpe,” he said.

*“¥Yes, sir,” said poor Nobby.

He felt that the game was up now, but he still hoped to
escape from the dilemma somehow.

“Indesd! 1 heard that you had stayed out the evening
to go to the circus, but I did not know th:t you were guilty
of the great impropriety of taking part in the performance "
said Di. Locke, with great severity.

“I—I couldn’t help it, sic!"

“You could not help 1it! What do vour mean?"’

" You—you =ee, sir, [—I'm fond of riding, sir," said Nobby,
with an inspiration, *and I was glad of the chance, air."”

“Indeed 1" said the Head. * You will be very eareful,
please, not to do such o vhing again so long as you remain
at Greyfriars.”

“Very well, sir,” said Nobby.

Dr. Locke turned back into the house,

“You fat'ond!” sud Nobby to the groom.
me away '

Phillips stared at him very hard,

“"Then you was only doin’ it for a
stammered,

*“(h, go and eat coke!" said Nobby.

“Blessed if I didn't think you was Nobby Nobbs, the
Boy Rider nnd Strongest Boy on Earth, as they says on the
circus ills," said the groom, “There wasn't nothing on
che posters about an amachoor takin' the reg'ler feller's
place. I thought you was Nobby Nobbs, and no mistake,
and a0 Jid my |m[ who went over with me to the circus,’
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“Well, T suppose you've found out your mistake now?"
said Nobby.

“I—=I s'pose s0," sauid the groom, still very much
bewildered. *“I suppose you can't be Nobby Nobbs as
you're ‘ere, sir, and the doetor knows you."

“¥You're an ass, my man!" said Nubby,

And he turned away. .

The groom went to onteh the pony for Coker, muttarmg
to himself, still evidently in a very dubious and bewildere
frame of mind,

—c— —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nobby Plays Cricket,

ARRY WHARTON & CO. marched Banthorpe down to
the cricket-field amid cheers, Nobby had made him-
self the hero of the hour. A fellow who could ride as
Nobby rode, and hold Coker, of the Fifth, unaided

above his head, was o wonderful person in the eyes of the
Juniors, and the absonce of any * swank ™ from his mannor
made them more than ever inclined to do himn honour. And
the strango news imparted by the groom from Courtfield that
Banthorpe had taken the part of the cireus rider for an
evening performance, goave the final touch to his glory.

As Bob Cherry said, a chap who eould do that was a real
chaﬂ. and no mistake.

The juniors all talked about it, but Nobby said nothing,
which was put down to his modesty, o quality he was
becoming fnimous for,

“You piay cricket, of course?’ said Harry Wharton,
taking it for granted that the amazing new boy could do
that, as he could do so much more wonderfu! things.

. " Well, I can bat,"” said Nobby, “and I've bowled. Only
in o oway, yvou know. [ ain't had mueh chasee of playing
ericket mn my line.”

“In your line?” said Nugent, in surprise. * What line "

*“I—I mean at ‘ome,” said Nobby,

P Well, let's see what you can do,”" said Harry. * A chap
like you ought to be a regular slogger of a bat, at all events.
Temple and Dabney are going to bowl to us, and we'll see
what they can do at you.'

Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth, were on the
crickot-ground. 'i‘emplﬂ & Co. had been at practice, and
they had offered, in a condescending way, to give the Remove
somo bowling, as there was no match on that afterncon:
and the Removitas had accepted with the intention of
knocking the ball over the ﬁeﬁi. and showing the Fourth-
Formers that they could not bowl so well as tger fancied.

There was a bum of applause at the idea of puthing
Banthorpe on the piteh to Enl: agaiust the Fourth. If he
could bat at all, his amazing strength certainly ought to
enable him to give Temple & Uo. some good drives.

* Ready for you chaps,"” said Temple,

* Banthorpe's g'uing to bat,"” said Harry Wharton, *“*Try
my bat, Banthorpe.'

* Thanks!" said Nobby.

Temple sniggered.

* Dropped anything "' he a-ked.

“Oh, shut up!” said Bob Cherry, * Banthorpe ecould
knock the whole Fourth Form out with one hand, if he liked,
so you'd better not check him !"”

Nobby went to the wicket, bat in hand. He stood thers,

rasping the cane handle of Wharton's handsome bat as if

e knew how to handle it. As a matter of fact, Nobby was
fond of the great summer game, and he plaved as much
as circumstauces allowed in the busy life of the ecircus,

Temple took the ball with a superior smile. The fact that
his bowling wnchvnemi!f kknocked to all corners of the earth
when he played the Remove, had not eliminated from
Temple's mind that he was a wonderful bowler, and, indeed,
not far short of the form of connty champions.

“That new kid seems to be a strong beast,” he remarked
to Dabney. “ But I don’t faney he can bat—not against my
bowling, anyway. I'll give him na twister, and take him
down a peg!"

“Oh, rather!" said Dabney.

And Temple prepared to send down a really telling ball.
The ball came whizzing down, and broke in true enough
qu the rllniddll:' stumyp, but the willow was there.

‘racic !

The ball flew, and half a dozen Fourth-Formers, who had
gnthercd round to catch the new boy out, looked for it, and

tdn't see it. The stroke was a terrific o=e, and the juniors
wondered where the ball had gone to, when there was a
sudden terrific erash in the distance. _

“ My only Aunt Janette!" shrieked Bob Cherry. * Look !"

He pointed.

In the window of the Head's study, far, far nway from the
cricket-ground, there appeared a rough, jagzed hole in one
of the panes.

The juniors gave a vell of amazement,
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Wingate, of the 8ixth, eould not have hit a ball two-thirds
of the distance with his mightiest gtroke.

“The Head's window [

“ Busted !

Wi MF hat 1"

“* Phew !"'

Nobby looked round.

“* Where's that ball ¥ he asked.

“Ha, ha! Look!" welled Bob Cherrv. -

The Head's window was thrown open, and the Head him-
self appeared in sight, with a very pink fnce and an angry
frown. He had a cricket ball in his hand.

His frowning gaze was directed upon the boys near the
House. He did not imagine for a moment that the ball
could have been sent from the cricket-ficld acroes the Close,

“Who threw this ball through my window?"' he
exclaimed.

The fellows outside did not reply. They were slaring
towards the cricket-field, but they locked round as the Head
called out.

“YWho was it?
Head. ) .

“If vou please, sir, it came from the cricket-ground!
said Hoskins, of the Shell.

The Head stared.

“ From the ericket-ground ! Twpessible I

“¥Yes, sir; Banthorpe's batting !

“ Banthorpe I exclaimed the Head. ''Do you mean to
say that Banthorpe has driven this bell from the wicket as
far as my window "

“Yes, sir,” said Dubney, panting up to field the ball.
“Waould yvou mind throwing it out, sir? We're sorry about
the window, sir. Never thought it would come so far.”

“ Extraordinary " exclaimed the Head, in amazement,
“ Banthorpe must be a most remarkable boy. As it was
an accident, I shall say nothing about the matter: but kindly
tell Banthorpe not to bat in this direction again !”

“ (Certainly, sir!” :

The Head tossed out the ball, and Dabney caught it and
scudded off to the ericket-ground with it.

“You're not to bat at the Heéad's windcw again, Ban-
thorpe I"" he called out.

I insist upon an answer ! rapped out the

Nobby prinned.
“1'll*be careful,’”” he said. .
“Play up!" roared Bob Cherry. * My hat! Thiz beats

Jessop and Fry and Grace !” Go it, Banthorpe [

Temple prepared to bowl again with some misgivings. He
realised that he was dealing with a batsinan who was worthy
of a little more than his steel. Nobby faced the bowling
with o cool grin. The ball came down again, and i1t was an
easy -::ugle for Nobby. He fairly let himself go.

Clack !

Some of the onlookcers threw themselves in the gross in
case the ball should come in their dircction. It went like
a cannon-shot. From the distant Cloisters—quite a new
direction, for Nobby was very careful—came a wild howl.

“Ciel! Mon Dieu! I am keel!”

It was Monsicur Charpentier, the French master. The
little gentleman had been walking in the Cloisters, reading
a paper he had received from Paris as he ambled to and fro,
and certainly he had never dreamed that he was in danger
from the cricket-field.

Monsieur Charpentier was wearing o big white hat, and
the ball had caught it, and his hat flew away so suddenly
that the French master felt for the moment as if his head
bhad been knocked off. ‘

“Ciel! 'Elp! Mon Dien! My head! Oh!”

““ Ha, ha, ha !” roared Bob Cherry. *' Frenchy's got it ["

“ My hat! He may be hurt ! Harry Wharton exclaimed,

Thero was a rush of juniors to the spot.

Monsieur Charpentier was holding his head in both hands,
gs if to make sure that it was still upon his shoulders.

“ Are vou hurt, sir?"" gasped Nugent. ‘

‘““Mon Dieu ! am keel!" gasped the little gentleman.
“1 am keel dead viz a cannon-ball! Ze brains are knock
out, T zink! Mon Dieu!”

“Impossible, sir!” said Vernon-Smith.

“Yat! Vat yvou say?” demanded Mongieur Charpentier,
as the juniors chuckled,

*“J—1 mean—ahem

“You are sheeky, Vernon-Smeet !
sald Monsieur Charpentier.
at me, gen?"’ , : :

“It wasn't thrown, sir " said Harry Wharton, laughing.
“*We've got a new batsman, sir, who's a giddy wonder !
1t was batted !” _

“Ciel! Zat garcon is very strong, zen ! said Monsieur
Charpentier. *'1 zink 20t it is not safe to let him use ze
bat, zen !’

Monsieur Charpentier had discovered by this time that his
head was in its usual place. and that it was not even
damaged. He calmed down somewhat. But he looked as if
he were going ta have a fit whén his hat waes brought to him.
It had been a high white hat. and now it looked like a very
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“ Oh, run avay viz veu!" said Monsieur Charpenticr. ' Ze
chapeau is ruin, n'est-ce-pas! 1 zink zat you boys are bob
cafe! 1 not velk heve viz myeelf any more, 1s it notl”

And the little gentleman ambled off to a safer quarter to
read his paper. The juniors found the ball and returned
chuckling to the ericket-ficld. But Banthorpe of the Remaove
did not bat any more. He had shown the Remove wlat he
could do and, &8s Bob Cherry vemarked, they didd net want
the afterncen to fimish up with an inquest, and the anaong
new boy wnas taken off the erease. Nohby was quite content
to lock on, however: and after cricket practice was over, Le
enjoyed a famous feed in Study No. 1. As many fellows as
could erowd into the study came to that feed. and Banthorpe
was the puest of honour—and a queer experience it was for
the circus lad. and he wondered what the crowd of enthumastio
publio sehool fellows would have said if they had known that
Ithut=-ir honoured guest was Nobbvy Nobbs of Hackenback's
‘ircus |

He gazed at

mwuercured YWharion,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Nobby to the Front,

4 ETTER for Master Banthoype !

h Trotter, the page, brought the letter into Neo. 1

Study with much respect in his manner. Banthorpe

of the Remove wasz as great a hero to Trotter as to

cvervbody else. Trotter was only too pleased to bring Ban-

thorpe a letter; juniore generally lili:erlpgﬂting letter«. But
Banthorpe did not seem to be pleased,

* Letter for me!” he repeated.

* Yes, sir!”

Trotter laid it on the table.

Nobby looked at the letter. It was addressed 1o Master
Banthorpe at Greyfriers, and was evidently intended for the
Lov who was at that moment lving under medical care in the
circus caravan, Nobly tuimed very red. He had, at Arthue
Banthorpe's request, taken lis name and borrowed his
clothes, but huqfn]t a great repugnance to opening o letter
addressed to him. That perhaps was part of the game he was
daving : but the letter might contain private matters, and
]Nuhhy was by no mearns :\Fn.n inquisitive nature where the
affairs of other fellows were concerned,

* Thank you, kid!" he said.

“Don't stand on ceremony, Banthorpe,” said Harry
Wharton. * You can open the letter, you know."

** Oh, that's all mght!" =aid Nobby.

“ We've generally rather keen to open our letters,” grinned
Nugent. *‘ Might be a tip from some respeeted uncle or
aunt.”

" Any time will do,”” said Nobby. He slipped the leiter
into his pocket, intending to keep it there until he could
hiand it to Arthur,

Which was the reason that Nobby did not learn that Mr.
Il-Igeur;r.f Banthorpe intended to pay his nephew a visit at Grey-
riars.

There was another letter from Mr. Banthorpe by the same
post, and it had been delivered to the Head. Dr. Locke was
veading it in his study at that very moment. He was a little
surprised by it.

“* Dear Bir,” Mr. Banthorpe's letter ran—" T was very much
obliged by your letter notifying me that my nephew had
arrived safely at Greyfriars. What you say about him, how-
ever, surprises me very much. He is certainly a delicate and
timid lad, and I cannot understand how he bas made an im-
pression upon vou so different from what I expected. Your
description of him amazes me, and 1 cannot understand it
in the least. It is very surprising that so great s change
should have come over a boy in so short a time. T shall have
the pleasure of coming to Grevfriars to-day to see you and my
nephew at the same time.—Yours sincerely,

““H, BANTHORPE.”

Dy, Locke handed the letter to Mr. Quelch, who was in the
study. The Removeaunster glanced through it.

“ The boy is indecd extroordinary!” Dr. Locke remarked,
with a puu}ing knitting of the brows. “1 don't think I ever
aaw quite =0 remarkable & boy. His uncle's deseription of
him was to the effect that e was extremely delicate and
very timid, and that he would require special attention. A
the same time he stated that he was very well advanced in
his studies, and indeed, the report I had from his tutor, a gen-
tleman of my acquaintance, was very favourable. Yet our
experience of this boy had contradicted everything that his
ruardian had said.™

The Remove-macter nodded,
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“ Quite s0!" he remarked. " Bantlhorpe is anything but
advanced in his studies. The Englia!: he ﬁlreﬂ:ﬁ 15 very
eurious, to say the least of it, and his ignorance of comman
subjects 15 amazing. 1 should have placed him in the Seeond
Form, rather than in the Lower Fourth, if the matter lind
been in my hands, He is certainly willing to learn; and he 14
& very intelligent lad, but he most assuredly does not seem
to bave had an education fitting him to come here."

“Yes, it is very surprising—but more surprising still ia
tho statement that he 15 a delicate lad. Ha has shown (he
niost amazing strength—a strength of whizh few full-grown
men are possessed.’

It is true.  As for timidity—""

The Head smiled.

" His horsemanship to<ay certainly does not seem to indi-
cate any lack of courage or energy.” he remarked.

" Decidedly not. And I have heard that he has had dis-
putes with Upper Form buys, and has gained the upper hand
every time."

" It is_oxtraordinary,” said the Head. * I shall be Verv
f{lud for Mr. Banthorpe to come, and T will soe Banthorpe in
us uncle's presence. It scems to me that there is sonkel hing
very mystcrious about this, and [ shall be glad to have it
cleared up.”

“ 1 fesl the same, siy."

I[f Nobby had heard that chat in the Head's study ha would
probably not have been quite so cheerful that afternoon. A<
1t was, he finished his ten in Harry Wharion's study in the
lughest of spirits, and wlhen the chums of the Remos C o pro:
prosed a stroll cut after tea, to show Banthorpe the sights
round the school, he assented with cheery alacrity. The
Famous Four and Banthorpe and Hurree Jameet Ram Singh
strolled out of the School House togethier, and sauntered down
the lnne towards Friardale in the bright July sunlight.

“I've got an idea.” Bob Cherry remurked, tapping Ban-
thorpe on the arm. ** You don't like being in Bunter's study,
of courze?"

* Not very much!" grinned Nobby. _

“ Well, suppose vou ask Mr. Quelch to change you into
mine! We should be rallier evowded, but we'd be jolly glad
to have vou!" :

“Oh, rats!" exclaimed Frank Nugent warmly. * You've
got four in No. 13 already. T think Banthorp: ought to come
inio No, 1. Wharton and I have talked it over.™

“ Yes, rather!" said Wharton.

* Now, look here——"" said Bob Cherry argumentatively

“ The lookfulness is terrifie,” said [urrea Singh. Wy
shall be gladfully welcome to receivefully take the estesmeld
Banthorps into our honouralle study. " .

“Hi, hil Look out!" roared a voice behind the junior.

** Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes Coler!

Clatter, clatter, clatter!

The juniors crowded to the side of the road.

Coker was coming up the road, mounted upon tie pony,
and it looked as if Coker had very little control over his
steed. The pony was at a gallop, and Coker was trving to
hold him in. But the pony apparently intended to please
himself about that.

* Stick on "' poared Bob Cherry.
that lock after all, Cokey !”

1] &1 hﬂi l!“

The pony undered by in a cloud of dust.

Zip, zip! Toot-toot!

big motor-car had swung out of the village, and was
coming down the road at a good speed. Coker was dashing
straight towards it, and in the narrow lane there was liitle
room to pass. The noise of the motor startled the pony,
already in an excited state. He reared for a moment, and
then dashed on wildly, Coker in his excitement lotting go the
reins and clinging wildly to the animal's neck.

“ My hat!" exclaimed Wharton, turning pale. “ There'll
be an accident !"

A gentleman with a bard, stern face showing under his silk
hat was sitting in the car. He glared at the oncoming rider
and yelled to the chauffeur. The chauffeur did all he could.
He jammed on his brakes and turned the car close to the
ditch at the side of the road. But it was too sudden. The
wheels skidded over the soft edge of tha ditch, and the car
turned a *half-somersault. Coker went flying by in a ecloud
of dust, and the car crashed over into the liedge across tha
ditch, and erashed down.

" Good heavens!” _ ‘ .

The juniors dasiied to the spot, their hearts in their moutlis,
in fear that there had been a serious accident.

The chauffeur had fallen into the lhiedas, and Le serambled
out, very much shaken, but olherwise unhurt.

The car was on its side across the ditch, and in the = fi
mud at the side of the ditch lay the hard-ficed gentleman. rrd
the car was over him.
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He was yelling for help in stentorian tones which showed
that as vet, at all events, he was not injured.

* Help! Williams, move the-car instantly ! Help !"

The chauffeur gasped.

" Move the car, sirl
I'll have to get 'elp 1"

The juniors raced up. .

“Can we help you?®" panted Wharton. * Keep still, sir;
don’t struggle, or you muy bring it down on you!"

" Help! 1 demand help !"

* Keep still 1"

“ Don't move, sir!" gasped the chauffour,
the whole bag of tricks on vou if yvou do, sir.™

And the unfortunate motorist renlised the fearful danger of
}m position, and lay quite still, the colour fading out of his
b Dl LW

The juniors gazed at the scene in horror.

Coker, wlio had succeeded in stopping thie ponv at last,
had jumped off, and he came running back as he saw that
there had been an accident. But Coker, powerful as e was,
was ot likely to be of much use here.

Thie motorist lav in the ditch, which was half-full of water,
Hi« body had disappeared under water, and only his head
was above the mingled mud and water he was embedded in.

Tho car had fallen across the ditch, blocking it from side
to side, and it lay above the fallen man.

Had he had firm carth beneath him the weight of the car
would have smashed him ; but he bad sunk into the water,
and for the moment the high sides of the ditch were support-
ing the car, which strotched across it from side to side,

But the soft mud was yielding under the great weight,
and the car was sinking visibly lower every minute,

It did not hurt the fallen man, as the pressure from above
was pushing him deeper into the mud and water. But it
pinned him down, and he could not move more than to
wriggle feebly, and his movements, by disturbing the mud

around him, oely made the downward pressure of the ear
swifter and harder.

In five minutes, at the most, the heavy prossure would
drive him completely below the surface.

The juniors felt their hearts stand
saw it

When the pressure had driven him below the mud and
water, the man was doomed, No power on earth could EAYVE
him. The ditch, which had saved him so far from broken
bones, would be his grave.

As they realised that a human life was in fearful peril
under their very eyes, bevond thoir power to help, the
juniors beeame as pale as death.

The motorist realised his danger, and his face was Jike
chalk.

* For mercy's sake, get help !" he groaned [aintly, and all
the bluster was gone out of his manner now. *° Will you
leave me to dio?’

“What can be done?” mutiered Wharton.

The car was stuck in the elinging mud—a dozen men could
not have dragged it out. And it was so placed that there
was barely room for one man, stepping into the ditoh, to
ﬁut his shoulder beneath it. A giant in that position could

ave turned the car over or lirted its weight so that the
fallen man could crawl out. But there was room only for
one, and no man's strength was mT‘.uI to such a strain. The
chauffeur looked at it, and shook his head hopelesaly.

“1 ocouldn't move it an inch !" he muttered.

“Try—try!” shricked the fullen man. * Will you let me
perish here "’

Tho chauffeur plunged into the diteh, and knolt in the
muddy water in the middle, and put his shoulder under the
car. e strained desperately to move it, but it did not rise
a fraction of an inch. He gaspm:l at last and drew out, wet
from head to foot, smothered with mud, and utter]
cxhausted by the tremendous effort he had made.
down, gasping, on the bank.

*1 can't shift it, sir!"

“Help! Oh, help !

Nobby stepped forward.

" Lot me try,” he said,

The chauffoer stared at him,

“You! You young fool! Do vou think “ou can move it
when I can’t!" he panted.

“1 can try,” said Nobby quietly.
I'm stronger than most chaps.”

“Good !” gasped Bob Cherry.
can! Try—tiy!"

Anrd Nobby plunged into the ditch,

Ten men couldn’t move it, I fancy.

“You'll 'ave

almost still as they

He san

“1'in euly a boy, but

" You ean do it if anybody

Out on Thureday.
Prics One Penny.



THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER
For Llfe or Death,
L ELP! For mercy's sake, help me!” groaned the
H fallen man,

“I'll do my best, sir.”

But the man guve a groan of despair as he saw
that it was a boy who was coming to his aid. Where the
thick-set, powerful chauffeur had failed, what was a school-
boy likely to be able to do? But there was a grim and
determined expression upon Nobby's face. What an ordinary
schoolboy cuuiizl not dream of doing, might be possible to
Nobby Nobbs, the Strongest Boy on Earth and the star of
Hackenback’s Circus,

Nobby plunged waist-deep in the mud and slime of the
ditch, and put his shoulder under the ear.

The juniors on the bank above laid hold of it, to help all
they could, though dragging was not likely to have much
effect on the embedded car.

The time that had elapsed had made a differcoce. The
car bad sunk lower, pushing the fallen man deeper and
deeper 1nto the thick coze of the ditch.

_U‘nly his face was above the water now, and once, a=
Nobby disturbed the water, it washed over the white faeo,
znd he spluttered and choked.

It was up to his mouth now, and only by a great offort
did ho keep his face above water, and now his lips were
tuzhtly closed, and he was breathing through his noss,

Unless help could be given, all would be over in two
canutes at the most, and the terror of death weas in the
man's oyes.

Heo could speak no longer, for he dared not part his lips;
but there was an expression of mute agony and appeal m Ins
eves that went to the juniors’ hearts.

Nobby braced h.imﬁeif for the effort.

He was bent almost double in the ditch, and the water was
up to his chin as he bent beneath the weight of the cer.

The juniors could see his fuce become strained and drawn
ns be exerted his strength against the crushing weight.

[is teeth were set, his hps tight over them, his nostrils
expanded, his eves gleaming with a hard, grim light.

very ounce of strength Fltr-! Nobby possessed he was
bringing to bear now.

The downward pressure of the car was arrested,

Then," hardly perceptibly at first, the great mass rose—
dowly—slowly ; but the man pinned down under the weight
felt the reliel, and he made an effort, and hiy face came well
cut of the water again, and he could speak.

“It's giving!” he gasped. * God Llﬁa you, lad—Gaeil
bless you! Keep at it !l”

Nobby did not reply.

He needed all his breath for the task he was engaged
upon.

Slowly tlie car yielded, and the great mass rcze higher
and higher.

“Try to erawl out, sir 1" gasped the chauffeur. " Get out
wlule he's "olding it up, sir! He can't "old it long !

The fallen man struggled to free himself from ﬁaz .

The car rose higher, imch by inch.

The chauffeur and two or three of the juniors, plunging
imio the ditch, grasped the shoulders of the fallen man and
cragged at him.

The pressure of the car removed from above him, he was
dragged out from the thick and clinging mud.

Right out they dragged him, and he was hauled up in
triumph on the bank.

“ Right-ho, old fellow!” cricd Harry Wharton. * You
can let go now.”

There was a gosp from the passenger, and he lay in the
read in a dead faint. But all eyes were upon Nobby for the
moinent. The eircus schoolboy had saved the man's life,
but his sirength was almost zpent. He yielded to the
weight above, and allowed the car to sink back to its
position, and jerked himself out from under it.
diﬂgh Cherry and Hurree Singh dragged him out of the

toh.

“Oh!" gasped Nobby. * That was a twister !”

“1 should say it was!" said Harry Wharton. * You've
eaved the man's life, Banthorpe! My only hat, where did
vou get that strength from?”

“ You cught to go into 4 giddy show as the Strong Man of
the World when you grow up "' said Johnny Bull.

Naobhy grinned breathlessly.

“1 fancy I shall!" he remarked.

“Give us vour fin, old son!" said Coker, of the Filth,
“1 say, you're & splendid chap! Look here, you can ride
my pony back to Greyfriars if you like. Even you must be
-a bit fagged after a twister like that!”

“ Thanky !"" said Nobby, shaking hands with Coker very
cordially, “‘T'll be glad to. I feel a bit done in, and I
should ir:ilm to get gome dry clothes.”

And Coker caught the pony, which was browsing nIunF the
tane, and Nobby mounted and rode away contented!y to
Greyfriars, 2
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The chaulfeur was antending to his emplover. The unfor-
tunate man was conscious again now, and he sat up in the
road gasping faintly.

“You're not hurt, eir,” said the chaulfeur, who had felt
over his employer for damages. "' You are all right, sir.
It's only the shock.”

“1 have had a fearfully narrow ecscape,” #aid the man
fecebly. ' Where i1s that brave lad who saved my life? He
milght have been orushed under the car if it had slipped.
Where 18 he "

'* He's gone back to Greyfiriars, sir,” said Wharton. * He
was wet through.”

“Greyiriars! I am geing there,.so I shall gee him again!
I am going to Greviriars to sce my nephew,” said the gentle-
man. " Will one of you boys feteh me o conveyance from
the village ¥

“Certainly, sir! We'll have the hack here in a jffy !

And leaving”the gentleman sitting in the road, leaning on
the chauffeur, the juniors sprinted away towards Friardale,
nnd in ten minutes the station hack arrived upon the scene,
snd the anfortunate motorist was conveyed on his way to
reyfriars.

¢ juniors walked after the hack towards the school.

‘“ Banthorpe will Le a giddy hero after this!” grinued
Bob Cherry. *‘ Look here, we're going to have him in oup
study, you chaps !

“Rats!" said Wharton warmly.
kim in No, 117

" Look hers——0>"

(1] IWk h{"'l'ﬂ— __l'l'

“Why not referfully leave it to the esteemed Banthorpe 1V
sngrested Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, ** That is the good-
cegful idea!”

And the Famous Four decided that they would.

By the time they reached (Greviriars, Banthorpe had
changed his clothes, and was looking quite fresh and cheerful
again.

He had suid nothing of his exploit at the schocl. But
Hurry Wharton & C'o. seon made up for that, and the Grey-
friars fellows erowded round Nobby and shook hands with
i, gnd slapped him on the back, ond cheeored ham till the
old Uloze rang again.

Tn&ttvr ceme vashing his way through the enthusiastie
erowl,

i = 'I:}'E:] wants to see Master Bacthorpe in his study, pleaze,”
1o s,

*More glory for wou, Bamny, old sen!” grinned Bob

(‘herry. **The chap you saved has told the Head. Go and

“ We're going to have

be glorified!” | :

“(Oh, rats!” said Nobby. * Do chuck 1t!"

“Rats! Hurrah! Let's take him to the Head's study
shoulder-high !

“ Good e

L

" Hands off " roared Nobby, in alarm,. _

But he was not heeded. The juniors laid hold of him, and
he was hoisted upon the strong shoulders of Wharton and
Bob Cherry, and borne off in trinmph, with the rest of the
Remove—and a crowd of fellows of other Forms—{ollowing
behind end cheering wildly.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Nobby Owns Up.

“ EAR me!"” exclaimed Dr. Locke. " What is that
dreadful noise ¥ ) i 4, Al

Dr. Locke was in his study with his visitor, The

visitor had given his name as Mr, Banthorpe, and he
was waiting in the Head's study to see his nephew.

Mr. Banthorpe had been accommodated with a change of
clothes, and he had cleaned off the mud and slume of the
ditch, but he still looked very pale and shaken, The fearfully
narvow escape he bhad had from death had left a decp im-
pression upon him—an impression which was likely to last.

“Tt sounds like cheering,”” said Mr. Banthorpe. *' Perha
the boys are cheering the lad who saved my life. I should
like to see him, Dr. Locke, after 1 have scen my nephew.
You should be proud to have such a noble lad in the school.”

“I am indeed!"” said the Head. “I1 am very anxious to
know his name. But dear me! The boys are cheering your
nephew, sir!"

“My nephow !

' Listen "

Loudly from the passage outside came the trampling of
manv feet and a roar of cheermyg.

“Hurray! Hurray!"

" Bravo, Banthorpe!”

There was a knock at the door. i

Please ordar of *The Magnet"
Uibrary in advancs.



22 THE BEST 8™ LIBRARY E@™ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND" 3" LIBRARY. "¢

“Come in!" said the Head cather grimiv.

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry come i, with Nabby on
their shoulders, and set him down, very Bushed nnd confused,
on the Head's carpet.  Qutside, in the passage, the Bemovites
crawded, still cheering.

"Tha Head started un,

Y Whaaeron, what does this——"" )

“He's a giddy hero, gir!” said Harry Wharton, ““We
thought vou'd like us to show that we appreciate him, sir
He might have beon crushed under the ear”

** Banthorpw, what——"'

“That is the brave lad
Baathorpe. “Give me vour lLand,
thank voul'

** It's orlright, sir "' mumbled Nuoblbrv,

The Head wondered if he was decaminge.

* Bunthorpe ! Did you save vour uncle's ke '™ Lo exclaimed,

“Ihs unele!” ejaculated the juniors, 1a amarement.

" s uncle ! repeated Mr. Banthorpe,

" Cuele ' groaned Nobby., My ‘at! It's all up now,
antd 1o blessed error!™

“Dhd vou not know that this gentleman was vour unele
when you saved him?™ asked the Head, in wonder.  ** Sursle
you know your own uncle by sighi*"

“Ow ! groaned Nobby.

“What does this mean?”’ exclaimed Myr. Banthorpe, a3
araazed as the doctor. **This js the boy who saved my life.

Ha iz o stranger to me."”
[T .

whio savad my life," zatd My
my i How ean [

; 1“:,t."u-r.lr nephew 1s & stranger to rou!
air|

* My nephew " shouted Mr. Banthorpe.

“Certainly "

** This boy my nephew!"’

“Undoubtedly! That is the boy whoe arrived here on

onday cvening in the name of Arthur Banthorpe,' said
tha Head, *“Do you mean to say thut he is not vour
ﬂephcw 4

‘Certninly he is not! He is nothing whatever like my
nephew. I only wish that my nepliew were like him " said
Mr. Banthorpe, * There is some mistake Liere,  Is it possibile
;lhnt .,.I".l"'ia"’ lad bhas been passing himsell off az my nephew

ero!

" Undoubtedly ! Hg is the bov who has been known hers
&3 Banthorpe, and he arrived at the tirae that 1 was ex-
pecting vour nephew, and he has clothes marked with vour
nephew's name,” said the Head, in bewillerment. ** If this
boy is not your nephew, what has become of him? Where
1 hel”

“This boy can tell us! Mr nephew must have been
spirited away if an impostor has come to the school in his
name and in his clothes! Yet it is impossible for me o
belicve that this lad, who risked a terrible death to save me,
can be a villain."

“You're right there, guv'mor!" zaid Nobbr cheerfully.
“1 s'pose the game’s up now, so I may as well own up. I
ain't H;mthﬂr{mf"

“ My hat!” ejaculated Bob Chercy.  ** Wheo
then

“I'm Nobby Nobbs, of Hackenbark's Circus, the Strongest
Boy on Earth,” said Nobby coollv,

* Great Scott 1"

“My hat!”

*“That accounts, then!™

“Then where is Arthur Banthorpe?" demanded the amaz=d
Head.

“de's all right!" said Nobby. “I "ope vou'll excuse me
for his little game, sir. No "arm was meant. Master Arthur
i3 at the circus, and my mother's tokin’ care of him. He
ran into a hoss at Fairoaks, and feinted, and got into a fever.
He ain't "urt, you see; but he was in a run-down state, the
doctor says, nnd knocked up easv. Doctar thinks he's been
kep’ in n state of fear by somebody he's afraid of, and it's
acted on his nerves,”

Mr. Banthorpe turned scarlet.

“He was simply in the 'orrors at the idea of not comin’
on to the school," explained Nobby. **He couldn't possibly
come; but he was afraid not to, and he was getting into a
fover about it, and it might have turned out dangerous for
him. He said as how his unele would think Le wus shamming
if hie didn't turn up at the school. snd there would be trouble.
and he hadn’t the nerve to fuco it. He was in such a state
of mortal funk, and wuekin® himwse!f so il about it, that [
thought of this doduyi—eomin® to the schoo! in his name—
and [ done it. No ‘arm intended, =ir.”

"Gtmdhheuvena 17 exelaumed D), Locke. “Then vou are
—Ar——

“Naolby Nobbs, sir. And when we bezin azain at the
circtis T'I be "appy to send von a pass far the Host sapt there,
sir, if you care to come,"” suid Nobby,

“ Deoar me!"
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**And if you, Mr, Banthorpe, sir, would be a bit kinder to
that poor kid you'd find 'im get on better,” said Nobb
||w-.tr'l!u!!:.'. * Don't think me cheeky, sir; but T always Lﬂﬁ
vight out. The poor kid daren't call his shadder his own.
Go easy.™

Mr. Banthorpe bir his lip.

“You saved my life, my lad," he said. * Before that, I
think I should have wished to punish yvou for this trick.
Now, I thunk you! You are a noble lud—circus boy or
schoolboy or whutever you are! My nephew is safe?"

M Quile safe, sive My mother's tukin' care of 'im|” said
Nobby proudly, with the evident belief that anvbody whom
[113 mother was taking care of was very well off indeed.

Mr. Banthorpe similod.

“Very well '™ he said. "1 will see to this at once, nnd—and
[ shall be very kind to him, Master Nobbs. You saved my
life! [s there anything I can do for vou in return™

Nobby shook his head.

“ No fear, sir! Onlv—only
~ " Anything you may pame.” said Mr. Banthorpe—*if it
b= 1N TUY OWer,

“ Well, go casy with Avthur, sir"

Mr. Bancroft smiled and coloured.

*“You may rely upon that,” he said, as he grasped Nobby's
hand. *1 have learned a lesson from vou to-duy, my boy,
and I shall not forget it."

And Dr. Locke shook hands with Nobby, too.

“I forgive this extraordinary trick, as vour motive seems
to have been a good one,” he said. Banthorpe must come
to the school as soon as possible. And vou :

“I'll be glad to get back to the circus, sir,” said Nobby.
“I've had a good time here, and the chaps are splendid;
but now they know T'm a circus boy, I 'spect they'll give me
the cold shoulder, anvwax .

There was a roar from the juniors:
“ No fear!"
* Yon asy!™

“Collar him!"

And Nobby was snatched up and curried out of the study
in a triumphal procession.

The Head smiled as he heard the thunder of cheering
without. Tt was pretty clear that the Grevirinrs fellows knew
how to appreciate pluck wherever they found it ; und Nobby,
to his surprise and delight, found that he was not a whit less
n hero in their eves,

Aud a hero Nobby remained during the short time he
stayed after the revelation; and when he went he went re-
gretted by all,

Banthorpe came to Greyfriara. and the fellows were very
kind to him, as much for Nobby's sake as anything else.
But, as Bob Cherry remarked, Arthur Banthorpe was a nice
fellow enough, but he was a very poor substitute for Nobby ;
and it was o long time before the Greyfriars juniors ceased
to talk of the wonderful exploits of the Circus Schoolboy.

THE END.

Next Ma::‘.r'l splendid, new, long, complete tale
o Hurr‘ Wh on & Co., by Frank Richards,is entitled
“UNDE SUSPICION!'® Order a copy of 4 Tho

Magnet" Library well in advance.)

A GRAND
NEW FEATURE

— INEXT—
TUESDAY! !

Order your copy of “ The Mag-
net"” in advance. Price, 1d.

Dut on Thursday.
Prica Cne Panny.



EVERY
TUESDAY,

The

“TNagnet”

LIBRARY.

e " !

OUR THRILLING NEW SEH‘.'AL STORY.

START THIS WEEK !

THE STORY:OF: -THE
GREAT MAN-HUNT

°r SIDNEY DIQEW

Ferrers Lord, milllonaire, and owner
' o{ the Lord ¢i the Deep.

Prince Ching=Lung, Adventurer, Conjurer and
Yenlriloguist,

Nathan CGore, Jewel collector,
and multi-millionnlre,
Ferrers Lord's terrible rivak

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.
“BY FOUL MEANS OR FAIR, I'LL WIN.”

Nathan Gore,

millionaire and jewel-collector, clenched his hands foriously and raved like a madman on the deek ol the liner Coronation,

He hod started specially from America in order to be prezent at the sale-room in London wheare (Le costly diamond, ** The World's Wonder,"'

was to be put up ior awection, and now it seemad that this thick fog which had suddenly fallen over the Channel was to spoil everything.

For thes

great sale was to lake place at midday, and already the coptain had told Nathan Gore that it would be impossible to reach Southamplion belore

that {ime. “ A trie?-'am for Mr. Gore,’" a voice rang out thro
face camo over deathly pale, and he gave vent to a terrible calh.

to bidders. Price unknown.” “ I'll win vet,"" shricked the man.

h the darkness.
8 MESSRge WAY ©

The American was told the m
““ Farrers Lord purchased ' The

¢, and, a8 hp Lstaned, his
arld's Wonder " privalely,

‘ By foul mesns or fair, I'll win | ¥

‘““THE WORLD'S WOHDER."

In the magnificent drawing-room of Ferrerz Lord's kounse in Park Lane .
was the eelgricared millionaire hime=elf, and close to hun =3¢ Ching-Lung, & Chinaman, busily engaged in makiag paper buiterflies.
the greal engineer. was sipping tea, and Ruperl Thuarsion yawnad in a2 chai~

aslied the laiter. The millionaire smiled,
whe pricelass gem passed from hand to hand.
every Imcit. **I goess it would have been more money and

‘“ Money &ud f1ir words, Rupert,’’ he replied.
A thousand fires burned in its crystal heart ;

was assembled a varied collection ol individuale., First of all there
Hal Honour,
““ How mucth did vou pay for that greal diamond 7 ** pre ently
** By the way, you have not seen it yet ¥

a thousand colours, ever changing, leaped from

less fair words if old Gore had turned up,”’ remarked Ching-Lung sagely.

“I'LL TAKE THE CHALLENGE !™

The millionaire’s housze was wrapped in silence.
rty broke from him. A muan lay §ace downwards on tho foor.
** Ching—the diamond ! " came In a hoarse voice.
8 message bad been left behind :
worat. 1 dely yon. The stunu is ming -
him down and w.o back my diamond.’™®

~—Muthan Gore.”

A faint I'ght shone Irom the drawing-room. Ching-Lung pushed open the door, then a
There was a ghastly erimson siain en his collar,
Ching opcaed the drawer, which Lard in lvated, bul therc Wwas no diamond there. But
** To Ferrers Lord,—Knowing that you would not sell * The Werld's Wonder,’
The millionaire rose to his fesl.
Ea travels down to the cave where the Lord of (he Deep is hidden, only fo fiud that this wonderiul

The man was Ferrers Lord.

I have takenm it. Do your
** 1 iake ihe challenge, Ching,'” be said, “*I'D hust

submarine vossel has been destroyed by Nathan Gore. He beging the chaso after the diamond tluef, and roshes scross Germany in a spee al

train.

The train is wrecked by (Gore's agency, but Ferrers Lord presses [orward.

Crossing a wide siream, however, Gan-Waga and BEarry

Q'..coney fall ioto tke water, and the party is compelled to stop at o village inn while Ching-Lung procures clothes for the two soaked men.
{(Now go on with the story.)

A Strange Outfit for Barry and Gan Waga.

Ching-Lung was hardly the right person to send on such a
miission. The landlord lighted him across the yard, and they
rcused the gentleman from his bed of straw. It took somme
titme before he understood what was wanted of him. Finally
h2 grasped the situation, and led the way to a spring-cart,

From the cart he took a trunk. It was fGlled with various
theatrical costumes, most of them 1n a very faded and thread-
bare condition. The innkeeper held the Funtt?rn, and Ching-
Lung, chuckling under his breath, made his selection. He
chose two ordinary suite, and then disearded the coats. In
place of the coats, he took two long black cloaks, such as
the stage villains of melodrama usually wear. To these he
edided a couple of black, wide- hrlnunr{i slouch hats.

Two pieces of gold changed hands, and both seller and
Luyer wero Lqud'.lf; satisfied.

A fire had hwn lighted, and Gan and Barry squatied

before 1t, wrapped in blankets, while their undergarments
dricd. Ferrers Lord was impatient to continue the pursuit.
The nearest station at which they could hope to find a

special train was Durantz, fourteen miles down the line.
They could not wait until the heavy suits dried.
Tue Maener Lisrary.—No, 232
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“You obtained clothes, Ching
"Yu:-d old chap.”

‘1hen make up the fire!”
li:u, underclothes dried rapidly.

*You'll Bnd your togs in the other room, boys,"" grinned
Chimg-Lung. ““I’ve done my best for vou.'
** Much perl:rhr.fﬁl ( Iungg‘ said Gan. “ Yo' not bad
chap, 'cept fo’ r-:.'- face|”
“Hurry up! grm\led Joe. “By hokey, we ain't como

‘ere to tnke root!”
Ching-Lung kept his eve on the door.
Hnrn thrust out an angry and fiery face.

‘Luk here,”' he howled, * Oi amin't goin’
duds! Oi ain’t a Anarchist |
“Then put on your ewn clothes ! gaid Ching-Lung. 1
like your gratitude after all my truuhIe
** Joolius Saizer," roared Barry, " ivry dog in Jarminy 'l
go for me!™
‘ Put on your own suit, then.”
Barry shivered at the thought of his own clammy gar-
ments. He could not face those. The door upened again,
They screamed. Even Ferrers Lord laughed as two tvpical

It burst open, and

to wear those

ur oopy of * The Magnet™
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stage viflaies, heavily elosked and heavily hatted, strode into
tho room.

“Hist ' said Barry,

" His-s-st o said Gan. -

Two knives Anshed from under the cloaks. Shoulder to
ahoulider they advaneed witl stenlthy tread, the hats pulled
inw over their eves. Then they muttered together, through
cienchied teeth:

*Iist . A-r-rrh!
A-rrhhl Ha., hal"

*Iencore I eried Joe. ** By hokev, vou necdn’t have told
us. Yer foces are enough, and a chunk over !

Ferrers Lord tessed down twenty marks. and, beckoning
to Honour, walked out inte the night. Gan was mights
proud of his new anttire. Ching-Lung remained talking to
the delighted and overpaid landlord. Ching lelt with two
curious articles in his pocket.

“ Put your best foot first, lnds,” said the millionaire, ** for
a fourteon-mile spin.”

“An engine coming, sir.

The engine was conveving a breakdown gang to the scene
oi the acerdent. They stood acide ta allow 1t to pnss

“Couldn’t vou have commandecred ir, old fellow ¥'" asked

We must get away., Even

Euperi.

*Oh, ves, had T wished. Ru!
millionatres cannot lightly teifle with the German  poliee
aystem.  An wguiry would delay ws, Our aim now is to
cross the fronter.”

“Have we passportz?"

Ferrers Lord merely laughed. Thurston had crossed the
Russian frontier before, and he knew the diflicultics of the
task. He had stood behind the grating that separated the
two railwayx stations, with swarms= of Russinn officials on onc
side and Germans on the other. The Russian officials—those
of lower rank especially—are the most suspicious and inter-
fering rascals on earth. They are not satisfied that even a
fountain-pen is innooent and nor loaded with nitrie acid or
some eoxplosive. But  the mulhionaire’s laugh  assured
kim.. The bars of the fronticr would fall awny before Ferrers
Lord's “ Open, Sesame!”

They were splendid walkers, and the miles swiftly dropped
behind,. Trained to perfection. without a single ounce of
superfluous fat, and as merry ps schoolbovs, they footed it
over the sleepers. They had lost all their baggage, and
saved their lives only by a mirncle; but they were so
nceustomed to stand face to face with King Death and give
him a look, that they could suap their fingers at Lim cvery
time they eluded his cluteh. i

The moon began to wane and grow pale. A= they erossed
a bridge, a waggon with two horses was being drawn out of a
farmvard on to the road beneath.

“Go down and see if you can hive it. Barev!” said Ching-

Lunﬁi

** Bednad, sor, ut's & roide Oi'd luv!” =aid Barry; **but
Qi can’t spake the derrthy yelovin' they hos the clhicek to eall
a language!”

We are the villains of the picee!

“But the man is ecertain to speak English,  All the
German schools are bound to teach English by law.”
*“ Are  they, bedad, sor® 1Is that thrue. Misther

Thurrston ¥

* English is compulsory in the German State Schools,"”
enswered Rupert.

* Thin I'll palaver wid him, sor.”

Y Keep low "' whispered Ching-Lung.

The (erman labourer took a bucket to water his horses,
and strode towards a green and murky duck-pond.

Barry, quile forgetful of his costume, scrambled down the
embankment and gained the road., Grinning faces watched
him. He strode up behind the man.

* Axin’ yer pardon, sir,”" began Barry.
to inquire av ver brougham is to lit*"

There was no answer, The man went on rinsing out the
bucket,

“Dif as a post!"” muttered Barry.
—*" sor, av yez plazge!"

The man turned, and his face turned ns white as milk.
Then, uttering a vell, he flung the bucket away, and fled
up the road at n pace that made his fat legs twinkle again.
Barry loocked after him grumpily.

* Good-boie,"" he said. ** O1r hope vor’ll be in toime, Dedad
ut's me git-up that scared him. He must have tuk me for a
Fenian, Good-boie, darlint. good-boie!
lave me widout wan kiss?"

He went back to his grinving comvades.  Ferrers Lord
and his engineer were far chead., and they had to sprint
briskly to catch them wp, In less than three hours they were
at Durante,

Nathan Gore was five houvs ahead.
gained they had lost again.

No time was wasted. Farly as it was the millionaire wired
to Cracow for arms, clothes, and ammunivon, He had el
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control of the line. The sun was high and hot when they
into Cracow, and suw the shining Vistula. The
platform was crowded. Busyv officials lmrrieg Uj.

""‘ﬂun.” said Ching-Lung, *“do yon mind carrying that for
m.“.1l

HChery anyt’'ing, Chingy,” said the Edkimo.
him?"

“* Mostly wind.” said Ching-Lung.

It was an nflated sheep's blodder, diaubed over with
blacking.

Ching-Lung sprang out,

“Go on, silly,” snd Gan. Yo' all in de ways."'

“Orm toemn” up me bootlace,” growled Barry.

“Whe vou noet tie him round yo' thick neck, and strangle
ya'self,"" said Gan:

Railway officials, mulitury men, police, and ingquisitive
civibians were attracted by the avvival of the specinl train.

Barry stepped ont in his weird attire, and there was a
i‘-tlddﬂl gasp. Theve had been several Anarehist ontenges of
ate,

The crowd recotled,

** Anarcinsts ! screamed a fat officer.  ** Arrest Lim!™

Two soldiers rushied al the astounded Barry.

“Hi! Yo' let him 'lone, fat faces!” yelled Gan fiercely.

He bounded out, brandishing the blsdder, which was
exactly like a terrible bomb.

Shrieks of horror rang through the air.

Nobody waited for that bomnb to explede. Soldiers, police.
ratlway-men, passengers, and loungers shrieked, and ran as
if pursued by a pack of ravenons wolves,

Ching gave one lyving leap, and kicked the bladder awax.

“Bhoot !”" roared 1'rout.

“Mass 1" eried Maddock.

* Tackle himi!” bellowed Joeo.

Then the mad rascals were playing foothall up and down
the platform until Ching-Lung scored tho first and ginniog
goal by driving the bladder clean across the line, where ic
Lbounced off the spiked helmet of a policeman, and exploded
with a bang that made the man of law run a mile, under
the impression that he had been blown to bits,

Still Fervers Lovd did not protest, for he was not there.

Ching-Lung sat on the footbonrd, and held his sides.

““Who says refreshments:” he asked.

*Who doesn’t svyv 'em " grinned Prout,

*Come along, boys,” said Ching-Lung.
like, and 1’11 pay.” '

“Cangles!"” grinned Gan, smacking his lips,
peckses of cangles.”

That’s the place.”

“(et on, then!

Gan hurried in. Then he stopped. There was a man
behind the counter. The man didn't like Gan's looks, and
Gan didn't like the man's.

For that men had a couple of revolvers pointed at Gan-
Waga's head. Gan smiled a sad and sickly smile, and began
to edge out backwards. He fancied he was not wanted there
~—that he had intruded.

* D-don't shoot,” he murmured sweetly. * Me—me not
s-staying, t'ank vou! N-nice day, wouldn't it?"

For a person who fellowed the peaceful calling of drawin
pints of Iager, and providing hungry travellers with saud-
wiches and buns, the gentleman with the six-shooter was re-
markably ferce. He fud ficrce moustaches corled upwards
like the Kaiser's, and he was fierce in every way except for
his ];ulnnm. Perhiaps the horrid thought that the revolvers
might go off accounied for that, Anvway, he internded to
guard the till from the awe-inspiring Anarchist, and Gan did
not wish to interfere with him,

The refreshment-room had swing-doors. One of them was
bolted. Gan came out backwards, and collided with Darry.

“* Hallo,"" smd Barry. ** Yez have got ver oics on the other
soide, ain't yez2! Koindly luk where yez are gallopin',”

“ Borrys, sorrvs,” said Gan nuldly,

“What have you come out for. Whalesl?" inquired Joe.

Doy not serves me,”" sighed Gan. " De ale pig not give
me cangles,”

“ Arrah, the impudint thafe,” said Barry.
a gintleman and a pal o' moine!
throth, Oi'll spake to him. Av he gives me any lip Ol play
the Weddin' Marrch on ivry rib he's got, and choke civility
into ham with his own watch-chain. Ut's noice, this is:
won't sarve vez! Lit me git at the spalpeen.”

“0Oh, de braves Darry.” smill Gan, *“ Yo' not ‘fraid of
nobodies. Yo' punch hims, Barry.™

“Oi'll mince him!”" roared the Trishman, “There was
niver a forriguer that (1 cudn't swaller at wan gulp.”

Barrey's estimate of foreigneis woas not a hieh one, and the
time he had spent in Tibet, where he was nothing less than a
sultan, had made him somewhat of a tyvrunt,

He rushed in like a mad bull, intending to sivike tervor
to the heart of the gentleman in charge.
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“wSor!" thundered Barry, “Sor, av ycz plazel™

The man turned, and his face went as white as milk,

. Then, uttering a yell, he flung the bucket away, and fled up the road at a pace that made his legs

“ What does yez mane, yez thavin' reprobate?’ he howled.
“ O’ elarify yex for yer impidence, Oi willi”

“ Blitzen " yelled the man.

“00'll tear the whiskers

Liarry stopped quickly.

The savage expression left his face, and was replaced by an
c:ly and ingratiating smile. He rubbed one leg against the
other, took off his hat, bowed to the ground, and kissed his
band. No suzarstick was ever sweeler.

And the cause of the sudden and miraculous change was
the sight of two upraiscd revolvers.

“ Exeuse me,” gaid Darry in honeyed accents, “ Oi—(h
think 01 have come through the wrong dure. i humbly

ologise, me lord. Ut was the booking-office O1 wanted. LU
cames incloined to be wet av ut rains, untless ut howlds foine,
¥ s wyes, Oi understhand. Ut is cowld widout a foire, For-
sive me, av I run away. Ah, to be sure, to be sure, 0i'll be
weloighted to dhrink wid yez! A bottle of Oirish whisky
sl n emall soda split. Beer, did yez say? Sartinly, me
wil. A barre!l of beer and a biscuit—two bnorrels, av yez
jotke. Ol pay—ah, yes! Oi'll pay wid joy. G-g-good,

ol

Barry got outside in crab fashion, and mopped his brow,
They had been watching the scene through the glass door,
Though on the verge of hysterics, the men managed to look
crave, and to oretend they had seen nothing.

* Hopes yo' not quites killded him,” said Cien.

“ N-not quoite,” answered Barry. * Qi—Oi didn't loike
to burrt him too much whin he towld me there was hearrt
disosse in the family.”

Yo' getted my cangles, den?”
W-will,” stammered Barry, ** yez—vez spe—oh, bedad,
thev don't kape them! Ut's scandalous, but they don’t.”

“Dey wot somes in the canglesticks. Seen dem.”

Imitations,” said Barry; * made of cluna.”

“Muid of Athens!” laughed Ching-Lung, “and thercfore

wudle of prease.”
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» Splindid ' said Barry. * Ha, ha, hal The finest joke
(i iver hearrd. Maid of Athens, made of grease! Faith,
ut's wondherful! Ha, ha, ha, hah! Ho, h:}.1hu.||‘:r:-h!_ He,
he, he, hie, heli. Ci'll laugh myself to dith! Ut Larly tickles.
Made of—ha, ha, ha, ha, ha-aa-as-ahl"”

The Eels and the Mud—The Anarchists—A Fiash of Red

A roar of luughter drowned Barry's forced mirth.

“ Coward " said Gan.

“Uraven!" smad Ching-Lung.

“Kid!" grinned Prout.

* Cat!” chuckled Joe.

“ Funk,"” remarked Maddock.

Barry glared round. He could not fight them all. He was
not very proud of himself. Without a word he crawled away
with some hazy idea of buying a time-table, and of finding
out when the next train left for his native land and Bally-
skinion, the villege in which he was born.

Then Ching-Lung glided into the refreshment-room, and
the others followed him in selemn Ble. Ching-Lung put down
a coin, and they ranged up before the counter. The man
looked at them wildly.

“ Buns and sandwiches,” said Ching-Lung.

Five hands were extentod.

* Bewze |

Ten fingers and thumbs closed over the daintics.

“Eat!" sand Ching-Lung. :

The man never moved. He practically stared himsclf
blind. Ching-Lung appreached the lager-beer tap, and filled
tive glasces.

“ Get ready " he smd.

Tho foaming glasses were passed along.

" Beize!”

The glasses were lifted.

* Drink 1"

They were esnpticd.

" Retire 1V

“Get ready ™

Plzaso order your copy of " Tho Magnet"
Library in advanoe,
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The men marched out in single file, and the door losed,
The gentleman who presuled over the bar uttersd a hollow
groan, bolted the door, pulled down the blinds, and fornified
hisself with & big l:smu_]]:!.'-a:l_ql-,u,r,n_[ﬂ_

Hardly were the men outside before the voice of Darry
' Roouey was heurd raised in tones ol altercation and protest.
Barry coulid hwrdly have raised his voice higher with a
balloon.

- Y Muthinks,”" said Ching-Lung, **that our fair Irish youth
18 1 trouble"

* Methunkses yo' thinkses plenty good "nough, Chingy!"
grinned Gan.  **Trouble’'s "nough, hunk*"

“ Hist "'

There wasz no need to be silent to cateh the sweaet tones
of Burry. Ther came froin the interior of the waiting-room.

“Av ovez lays wan finger on ome,” roared DBarry, s
mesilf will make a wreck of vez for laife! Chase away, and
lave me afore ver rouses the slapin' lion. Anarchist, d've
kav? Deded, O'm Anarchist enough to blow yez into the
next county wid wan puti! Flov, 0! tells yez, and lave
ml
Ching-Lung ran to the tcene of strife.
whistle,  Hatf a doren soldicrs dasned past,

Lk ot for the bigeost blizzard that iver sthroek the
airth, " yelled Bacey, " Tor (Wm going  te wvnchain ut!
Hurroo! Oi'm uantowein’ mesilf for the charrge! Ouward
for Onreland is me motto! Charrge ™

There was a sound of scuffing and yells. The soldiers
were inzside, and the door was shut. Ching-Lung leapt up,
and leansd through the window. Barry stood at bay, armed
with the leg of a table. Keeping well out of harm's way, a
thin and pale-loeking officer ureed an his men to the attack.

" Charrgoe, Cheshive, chacrge " roared the warlike Barry.
“*Qn, Htanley, on!' wers the lnsg words of Marmalude.
Come on, and O'll give ver Cheshive cheese ! Chase me, and
Di'll make more soights dince afore ver oies than iver Stanley
seed whin he crossed Cintral Africky! ‘ Come wan, come all,
this wull shall Hoy from ita firrm base as scon as M Oi've
got me bit blackthorn, and, be jabers, ut's longin’ to foind
out how thick ver heads are! Erin go bragh! Whoosht!
Hurmo® Pang al "em. e son of ould Oreland !™

“xicss e, Barry,” said Ching-Lung, * what i= it all
about ¥

* Nothin', ver Hoighness; nothin’,
starrt rlavin® skittles.”

**1 bez vour parden,” said Chine-Lung in German: * but
there 15 apparently some nustake hepe."

“An Anarchist ™" said the officer.

Ching-Lung smiled blandly.

“ A mistuke, sir—a sad mistuke. You have been deceived
by his costume. 1 am Prince Ching-Lung of Kwai Hal, and
he 18 one of my servants, and wears my livery as soup-
makar-in-ordinary. I am sorry that it should resemble the
attire patronised by cartain law-breakers and bomb-throwers.™

“Tf this is true, give me vour passport.'

“You must ask my friend Mr. Ferrers TLord for that,"
smiled CThing-Lung. **I see he is on the platform.”

Barry zhill stood in an attitude of defence. With a muttered
order to his men, the officer unlocked the door. When he
carie back he bowed courteousiy.

“ 1 apolozise to vour Highness for the muistake!” he said.
“Mav I advise vour Highness 1o obtain a different livery for
your soervants® Aa yvou asre crossing the frontier 1t will be
visor! The Russians have siringent methods.”

“Thanks!" said Ching-Luug. * Now, Barry!"

Darey sighed wistfully,

“ Plazr, gor. mayn't O1 christen the beautiful weppin® boi
mmiting wan o thim?*"

“*You mayv not.”

“Trer so wently, sir. Ol not hurt him much !

“ PPut that thing down, and come away,"” sawi Ching-Lang,

“ Just wan paste, sir!”’ plended Barry. **Just ensugh to
knoek a flov off hin:."

* Came away when I tell you”

Burry sudly kissed the table-leg
eaross, and followed his Highness,

“When do we start, old chan®”

“In thirtv-ive minutes, Ching."

“Trat will give me titme to get Gan and (VRBeoney & new
rig-out, Will you stroll into the town with me, Rut"

" A portor told them where they could obtain whit they
wanted. Thev took Prout with them, but wisely left Gan
and Borry behind,

In the early afternoon they wore bevoud the Russian
frontier.

“This is where my power ends," said Ferrers Lord. “1
an not loved in Russia. | have my pold, and that is a grea:
thing. Gold, onergy, and a stiong determination to win are
the fathers of success.”

Tig MaeweT Liprary.—No, 232,
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* But do you know which way he has gone "

* Yes,"” answered the millionaire, smiliny, * Ha has come
the long way round. He will go to Kurik, and from thers
either -to St. Petorsburg or Maoscow. II he goes to St
Petersburg he may get afloat and give us a sea-chase, or h»
may, if a day ahead, take to the Trans-Sibeiian ralway, The
train leaves at six on Thursday evening, and there s no
:tmqth.e:r until Saturday, He will beat us if he catches thal
rain.

" What about a special?”

“lr would cost thousands,”" answered Forrers Lord, ** Th-
line belongs to the Stste, .and it is difficult to bribe States
Russia is the land of red-tape and corruntion. Gors will
have his purse-string open. As I said, I am oot liked here
and Ching is absolutely hatod.”

*“ What have I done” asked his Highness.

t;;d ou spotled Russia’s chances of winoing China. Ba vors
B i
"They'll haul you off to Siberia if you play any tricks.
Ching I laughed Rupert.

Ching-Lung made a wry face.

* Thanks awfully. You cheer me up, and make me wan-
my joy to bubble over in song. Biberia! Oh, what bliss 1o
bes o giddly exile in a sheepskin coat! T don't care a saup
ol my hngers for the Tsar, or for thiz vast land of slaveiv
and corruption they call Holy Russia! A wag of my plgial
for the lot of thom !

" Gently, Ching, gently," muttered the enginoser. * That
15 treason.''

* An::l treason means a mockery of a trial, and then tho
mines,”” szid Ching-Lung, his eves flashing. “ 1 know ths
Dear only too well. 1 know he would love ro gor me in his
hug and squeeze me to death  We pared his nuils for him
wnen he tried to dig his claws into Kwai Hal, and he's afraid
that some day we may file down his testh. What do I care’
Siberia has no terrors for me! If thoy draggzed me off this
very day I know what would happoen.”

It was strange to see Ching-Lung indignant, His face wa-
quile flushed.

*“ What happen den, Chingy?"’ inquired Gan-Waga.

“Why, several things, my fat one,” siid Ching-Lung.
"My friends would be left. Hal would build a feet of sub-
marines and atrships; Lord would invent terrible explosives:
Rupert would become an ambassador. He would say ‘o
Russia, "Give us back Ching-Lung., and ten, or twenty
million pounds for this outrage. Apologise on bended knocs
to him, and print that humble apology in every rewspape:
i the world. Refuse at your peril! Our fying warships
und diving-boats are ready. Refuse, and we shali blow your
vaunted impregnable fortress, Kroustadt, to atoms; annitulate
vour feet; give St. Petersburg, your city of palaces, to tho
Aames; bring down Odessa, Moscow, Riga, and Viadivestock
about your ears; arm the poor serfs, and set them at your
throats, and make the Russia which vou have made a lanl
of oppression and sorrow, a land of freedom and joy.”™
~ Few men have dared to speak such bold and noble words
in the country where fres speech is a erims,

“A grand dream, Ching,”" said Rupert.

““If they laid a hand on Chin -Lm:E::c some part of it may
vome true,” smiled Ferrers Lord., " Eh, Hal?”

The engineer nodded quietly.

“ I am sure of it,"”” he unsweved.

With & jerk, the train drow up. They wera near no town
or station. Grey, flat, sombre marshes stretched awasy on
avery side till they met the sky.

“What's wrong?" muttered Ferrera Taod

A mounted man rode up to speak to the deiver,
millionaire leapt from the footboard,

** What is it"

* Excellency,” said the man, * the big dam at Karsjav Lias
burst. You cannot reach Prinz, except by boat, or [eavs ¢
excopt by the high road. The marshes ave very full afts-
the rains, and the burating of the dam huas covered the lins "

It was a blow, but the millionaire did not win_a,

“* How did it happen "

*“ An explosion of hlnutingjmw-:ier. Exalloncy.
not know how it came about.’

““And a special train had passed ™

“Ten minutes before the explosion. Exeslleney, W
kinow nothing else, for the telegraph-poies have been wasiel
AWRY.

This news was a second blow. Nathan Gora was malnr
good his escape, and covering his retreat. Was the hursting
of the great Karsjov dam the result of scoideny or diosian?
Had accident fired the fuse or Nathan Gore's gold?

Fervers Lord's face darkened.

“ Push on as far as vou can,” he eried to the driver.

He re-entered the carriage silently, and began to sxamino
a map. The possession of such a chart would hava sept any

Tl
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Russiun subject to the mines. He pencilled some Ggeics on
the marvgin, and smiled,

There was a log-bridge at Orkheit, and poesibly it would be
under water. If so, Nathan Gore could not pass.

Two nules from !Prmz the swamps became & yellow like,
and the lime was flceded, A flat-bottomed, sgyuave-built,
steam ferryboat took them off and paddled them to the
towil,

* Haw much will you take us to Orkheit for?”

The owner of the craft stared. It was impossible! He
cold take them within four miles of it, bur he would risk
I‘ii:! bost. The water mught subside and leave him high and
dry,

“ Name your price,” said the millionaire,

“Two hundred gold roubles.”

Three hundred and twenty-seven pounds! It weuld have
bought the old tuly twice over. Ferrers Lerd was no bar-
pain-driver, but he knew the Russian ways.

“ Fifty,” he answered, smiling, " and prepaid.”

“The boat is vours, Excellency.

““And horses?" said the millionaire. “ A gold rouble for
youiself over and above the price of every horse we buy.”

Horses were procured, but, with the exception of two, they
wore a sorry lot.  8till, they could obtain no better, and the
prices dhd not rule high.

The boat steamed away over the flooded swamp beneath a
dark and rainy sky. She was as slow as a barge. Even
Honour was afraid to put another ounce pressure of steam
pu her rotten boiler. _

The afternoon shadows fell, and Ferrers Lord, gazing ahead
through the gloom and mist, suddenly drew his revolver, und
lired the chambers into the air.

A rowing-boat, containing a solitary figure, headed towards
then. The rapged oarsman pulled off his greasy cap.

*The log-brnidge—s it clear®”’ )

“No,” grunted the man. * There's a train water-logged
IhE‘I”E‘.'I

A gleam of pleasurve sprang into Ferrers Lord's eyes,

“The passengers?” he said quickly.

“1 rowed them ashore, Excellency,
mill. 1 come for help.”™ i

“We are bringing help,”” answered Fervers Lord grimly.
“ Guide us to the mill, and I will give you a rouble. Make
your boat fast, and come aboard.” _ :

Ching-Lung raised his slanting eyclids,  The peasant’s
accent was puzeling, but he caught the drift. Tlu:.:}y were
close upon their foe. Uigar in mouth, Ferrers Lord paced
un and down the deck.

Darkness came down over the lonely water, and a pale
moon sailed through the clouds. The grey bank loomed up.

“Ching,” said Ferrers Lord, ** take the best horie, and see
that your weapons are ready for use. Follow us as best you
ean, Hal, This fellow can run at my bridle. Quick! One
rever knows when a fox will leave his hole.”

He was ashore, and mounted. Ching-Lung vaulted into his
eaddle.

* Run your best, monjik,” said Ferrers Lord, “and T will
double the reward.” .

They started at a trot. Thurston followed close behind.

* Ivan's mill, Excellency,” panted the peasant.

The building rose before them as if chiselled out of ebony.
All at once the moon siiled clear of the clouds, and touched
it with silver.

** Halt |"" said Ferrers Lord.

There was a flash of red from the mill, and a scream of

in, mingled with the erack of a gun. The peasant tove at
I::E breast, leapt upward with tossing arms, and fell back into
the damp grass.

They are in Ivan's

Barry's Predicament—Ferrers Lord Surrounds the Mill

The instant the monjik fell, Ferrers Lord and Ching-Lung
were on foot, and sheltering behind their horses. They were
startled, and they acted from sheer habit, like men who were
accustomed to face rifle fire. The man was groaning and
cursing alternately in his native tongue. With his keen eyes
fixed on the mill, and his revolver steadied across the saddle,
Ferrers Lord waited for an opportunity to answer the shot,

* You are beginning to know Nathan Gore better, Ching,”
g1id Fervers Lord drily. ) ‘ :

“That's just about the size of it. I say, ask this chap if
he's hurt much.” e N5

““Men who are badly wounded are generally quiet,” said
the millionaire. *‘I'll attend to him in a moment, 1 fancy
1 hear the lads coming along. Step them, Ching, before
he uses thal Winchester again.” .

Ching-Lung sank into the grass. He heard a loudening
thud-thud of hoofs. The outline of a horse and rider emergad
from the darkness, .

“Hold on, Rul” cried the prince,
senita away.”

Thurston reined in.
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“What s it? Duin't I hear a shot®

“ Unless you're deaf, I reckon vou did,” said Ching-Lung.
“ There's a man with a gun in thuat mull, and he's in a nasty
tesiper. He's dropped the poor, unlucky guide. It's ghastly
luck to get between a bullet and dayhght. Where are the
others? Can't they get their cat’s-meat to walk, or what?"

“Shut up! Samchody has come to gricf.”

* Hilp, hilp, hilp!"” came a faint yell. * For the suke of
mnrey, hilp 1"

** Barry, by Christopher " said Ching-Lung.
the mght-about.™

He ran back faster than Thurston could gallop. Presently
the howls for help were mingled with shouts of laughter.
The men had gathered on a suull hill. The moon shone out,
revealing Darry's horse, girth-deep in slime, and Barry him-
sell clinging to the saddle with his feet out of the stirrups,
The horse was sinking deeper at every plunge.

“ Hilp, hilp!" screamed the Irishmmn. - Bedad, will yez
stind there and see me choked wid sloime and filth? He'll
be undber in 4 minute. Murther and mutton ! Me last hour
hes come! Howld up, yez ugly lump of bone and hoide.
Hilp! Iil'[rulh, O]l be foed for cels in wan jilfy. Hilp, I tell
yez ! ip !

hey were not alurmed. Meddock was hwiriedly taking
ﬁﬂi'ihta reins. The only person really scared wad Barry bun-
self.

Prout said, with a grin:

“Come into the garden, Maud, for I am 2ll alene. By
hekey, Irish, vou're gettin’ into a mess! It's cruel of yer to
wake up the poor eels when they're all snug aslcecﬂ for the
ljight He ought to ba' been a circus-performer, didu't he,

e "

“Te it sticky, Barry ?"' Chuckled Joe. '

“Xo ole kss,”" smd Gau. ** What yo' doin’ in dere fo',
catchin’ serowmatism? Yo' butterful ‘nough idjit, yo' are,
yo' ole mud-plugger, to dirty a nice elean hoss like dat. He,
ko, ho, ho!™

“That'll do,” said Ching-Lung.
gether. Now, Barry, don’t opeu your mouth so wide, but
catch, Well done! Hitch it over your saddle. Nuw‘ Ru,
the other end round yours. Hold tight, Killaloe! Go!

Al was ready. He gave Rupert’s mount a blow on the
fAank, the reins tightened, and Barry and his steed were
dragged on to the firm ground. Barry was going to make
some  foreible remarks when Ching-Lung checked him
sternly. At that moment the millionaire rode up.

* Leave your horses,” he said, ** and hoblile them. Honour,
tho man we want is i the mill. Take Prout and Maddock,
and get round to the other side. Ching, you will tuke
(¥ Rooney to the right. Rupert and Gan- ug; stay with
me. When I whistle once begin to close in, very care-
ful. A second whistle will signal the rush.”

The brisk orders made their blood tingle. Barry hurled
un his cap with a soft ' Hurrco!” Barry pined for a fight
like o bull4errior. Prout rubbed his hands, and Maddock
grinned ns he took a firm grip of his revolver.

“ Come, boys," saig Ching-Lung.

The light was shifty and uncertain. They had no cotton
ropes, and the reins were clumsy for hobbling purposes. The
task was assigned to Joe, who did his best. Gan and Rupert
followed their chief. When the mill came in sight the
nioon was darkly veilod.

“Keep down,” said Ferrers Lord warningly. "' I'll come
back to you.” '

The wounded man was Fra:r.mng deeply. Ferrers Lord
crawled to his side and whispeved to hum.  He put his
brandy-flask in the moujik's hand. At present he could do
no more, It grew darker. The millionaire whistled softly,
anid they began to erawl forward.

I'nere was not a sound, not a breath of wind. A second
whistle sounded. Dark lorms sprang uBa
: ‘At the door, Tom—at the door, rey I eried Ching-

Ang.

Tnlfu two men hurled themselves at the door, and the rotten
woodwork gave wayv at the latch. The door had not been
locked or bolted. Tom and Barry floundered in, and fell
over each other, They picked themselves uﬁ.

“ Outside, lads!” said Ferrers Lord. " Keep close under
the wall, What fools we were not to bring a lantern!”

“Me got cangles,” said Gan.

* Give me one.”

Hearts were beabing loudly, not with fear, but with excite-
ment. Was the strange man they were huuting crouching
there in the blackness, his finger on the trigger of the
weapon ?

(This thrilling adventure serial wiil be contlouwed in mext
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NEXT WEEK'S STORV

UNDER SUSPICIONI™

Such is the title which Frunk Richards Lies bestowed upon
hix latest masterpicce—next Tuesday's magnificent, complete
sehool story of Harry Wharton & Co,, at Greyvirinvs, The loss
of an insignificent little serap of paper—valueless except in
the eves of the expert philatebist—{rom the collection of Mr.
Capper, the Upper Fifth-Form master, causes n commotion
which stirs at Greviriars, ond the consoguences are as
exciting s they are unexpected. The gradual working out
of the mystery in the authoar's own inunitable style makes
the most enthralling reading, in which the seriousness of the
subijeet 15 not allowed to osershadow the humour in the
story. From all pointy of view

“UNDER SUSPICION!"

15 o story that simply must be read by all keen followers of
the fortunes of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyxfriars.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

W. E. 5. (London, N.).—Many thanks for your very inter.
esting and appreciative letter. With regard to your sugge--
tion, I will bear this in mind, and vou may hear more of it
in the future.

8. B. B. (Bradford) —Thank vou for vour letter and nice
way vou spwak about ** The Magnet " and its companion
library, * The Gem."

I. M. (near Swansea).—Thoank voa for your posteard, [rom
whiclhi T am glad to learn that vou =0 enjoy reading *' The
Magnet V' storics. Nugent minor 1z still ar Greyfriars, and
;t"lll probably be heard of again in one of the stories before
ong.

“ Loval Magnetite and Gemite "' (Chester).—I1f vou [ollow
out perseveringly the directions given below, vou should
natice 4 marked difference in vour weight within a few weeks.
First take up some course of physical culture, either with
dumbbells or an exerciser: eat plenty of d, wholesome
food, and drink as much pure milk as ]mﬁii:ft:??nrﬂid tobacen
and other bad labits; go to bed early and rise earlv, and, if
your heart 18 in a g condition, take a cold or lukewarm

nth every morming.

F. Turk (Hastings).—Thanks for vour very appreciative
letter. 1 was interested to hear how vou fist pame to read
“ The Magnet." There may probably he a story on the lines
vou suggest belore long, but I can make no delinite promise
as to thas.

W. Howard (Canada).—Thank you for vour letter. 1 was
glad to hear that ** The Magnet "' and ** The Gem " Libraries
interest and amuse vou so much,

Miss J. Callow (Borough, 8. E.}.—Thank vou for vour letier
and suggestion, which latter I will consider.

MORE WOULD-BE “MAGNET LEAGUERS.”

By every post T am receiving many letters from keen
T'Enti,‘::ﬂ'ﬁ nll over Great Britain and the Colonies who anxiously
inquire whether there 15 a “ Magnet " League in their dis-
trict to which they may belong. This is only one of the
numerous signs of the ever-growing interest and affection
which the great hosts of Magrnetites are feeling for * the
irresistible little book with the orange cover,' as ono reader
calls it, and right pleased I am to =ee it, naturally, This
matter of the Eﬂ'nmtim: of locnl ** Mugnet ™ Leagues is ong
that 1 ain leaving entirely to the energy and loyalty of my
reader-friends, who, as T well know, are in no need of any
artilicial aid or stimulus in the form of Editorial assistance in
carrying out their congenial and self-imposed task of gainine
naw friends for the two famous compdnion weoklies.  Of
cours?. if thoze Magnetites who are forming leagues in their
own diatrict cave to zend me noties of the fact, with theiv
raves atd addroessez, 1 will be picased to publish same in
order that would-be " Magnot Leaguers ™ may know where
to apply in order to enrol thomselves as membors of their
local lesaae

Editor, * The e
Magnet"” Library,

23-9, Bouverie S"'r:.
London, E.C.

NOW Oi
SALE.

A GRAND |
NEW
FEATURE
NEXT
TUESDAY.

Ordar your copy
early. Price 1d.

1 = ]|

BACK NUMBERS OFFERED AND WANTED.

Miss D. M. Hills, 17, Barrington Road. Crouch End, wishea
to obtain Nos, 1 and 2 (halfpenny series), and 178 and 102 of

The Magnet ™ for half-price.

B. C. Brearly, 237, Waterloo Street, Burton-on-Trent, has
about 140 old copies of ' The Magnet " to dispose of.

R. 8. Shippe, 10, Blandford Street, Sunderland, wishes o
obtain early numbers of * The Magnet."

H. Brownsey, Glenmore, Queen Street, Taunton, has 100
numbers of “The Gem ™ and 140 of “ The Magnet ' to dis-
pose of at half-privce.

E. Morgan, 154, Liyihtw:mds Road, Bearwood, Birmingham,
has a quantity of back numbers to disposa of.

B. H. Green, 94, Dravton Rload, Kings Heath, Birmingham,
bas a number of old ** Magnets ™ for disposal at half-price.

TAME MICE.

A good many readers, perhaps, are not aware of the fact
that keeping fancy mice can be made into a very profitable
hobby. There 15 one special variety of mice, the * lilag,"
or * blue fawn,”” a good specimen of which will feteh over
twenty shillings, These are, however, very rare, amnd for o
would-be fancier it is quite sufficient to start with one or
two of the more common variety—the white onss—wliich are
cheap to buy, the prices ranging from about fourpence o o
shilling, and do not require anv special diet.

Of course, a suitable cage will wanted to keep them in,
and this can be bought at a fancier's if the beginner has not
the tools to make one. The two chief things to be considered
are the size and the warmth. It must be large—the larger
it 15, the stronger and healthier the mice will be. If possible,
a good plan is to make two * floors,”” the bottom one to b
ustd as a plaving-ground, and the top one, being filled with
hay, as a sleeping compartment. One or two small ladders
will be found sufficient for the mice to elimb from one room
to the other. A cage on these lines con easily be made from
a box such ss can be obtained from any grocers.

Now, with regard to the feeding. Fancy mice ought to he
fed once in the morning and once in the evening, L.IA-E suitalylos
foed for the morning can be made by soaking a piece of bread
in milk, while the evening meal should con«ist of a fow oats,
with which should be mixed at various times a little canar:
seed. To maoke a change for the evening meal, a litile boiled
rice, a few crumbs, and some small pieces of boiled potato
may be given them. One word of warning is never to give
them meat or cheese,

The next important point to deal with, if the holby is to

be made to pay, is
Breeding.

It is not wise to pair mice until they are at least four
months old. When the young arve born they are quite hald
and helpless, and a day or two after birth the litter should
be examined and the weak ones taken away and destroyed,
s0 as to give the remainder a better chance of growing up
strong and healthy. During the following three weeks the
doa should be provided with extra sop—bread-and-milk —and
after that time place the yvoung in a separate cage, and let
the doe be undisturbed for a few weeks,

There are many varicties of fancy mice, but it is the
ambition of every keeper to obtain a ** blue ""—which, strictly
speaking, is not a blue at all, but a peculiay shade of grey.
Amongst the other popular colours are black-and-tans, turtoise-
shells, tricolour, black-and-white, white, with either pink or
black eyes, and a blue fawn, which, as mentioned st the be-
ginning of the article, is rare and valuable,

When baying mice, see that they are of gpood sire nnl
shape, and that the fur is smooth, and evenly marked,
The rarer the colouring the more valuable will be the mouse.

Mice can be tauglht fairly easly to go through differan:
tricks, such ns racing, taking the place of a horse in a minia-
ture eart, running up and down poles, and jurping through
small hoops either uncovered or covered with thin tissus

e,
THE EDITOR.
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START TO-DAY!

A Powerful Mew School
Serial Story in our Com=
panion Paper THE CGEM
Library. Now on Sale.
Prioe 1d.

Every boy (and every boy's father) should send a postcard to ua for a
Free Copy of “The Diary of a Dalsy Boy,”

writien by a man who imows nalure thoroughly. Sixteen pugdes of whole-
some humour, happily illustrated, and In addition a “Manual of Aroms," “A Few
Hints on Shooting. “and ™ The Targel and How to Score.” Oficourse Il tells about
the Datsy Air Rifie, a real” gon for boys, that furnishes endless amusement and
at the same e lhtuwuﬂninlmddﬂnlﬂm_ldhmd.mmd
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3 New Numbers of R g E
“The Boys’
Friend” 3d. e T ™

No. 19081
HONOURED BY THE

SCHOOL.

A Grand, Complete School
Tale. By ANDREW GRAY.

MNo. 1871

A ROVING COMMISSIONI
By S CLARKE HOOK.

-

No. 198,

THE BOCUS POLICEMAN. R A D Th s a

A Thrilllng Story of a Polloce b | "-:_'. e e WATTER
Consplracy, introducing - % : : OF

DETECTIVE SPEARING of A4 AT RRERE " o Rl '

-

1912
AwvgustS

S il

The Editor of Answerainvites you to enter thissplendid new Competition. below duly signed. No one solution on which more than one passible
All you have to do is to out out the pieture here given; attach it to reading of a :rlg'l'd |a given will be considered.
n :humpur and write balow ink what ycu think should be
the co WO of the football ::hu?
Add your name and address, and forward it—Ltogether with the
accompanying form, properly signed—1to .
Gough H En:“lthhsl-}: g %Wﬂﬁ? m'z.c
o ouse uare, Flee on, -+
#0 a4 Lo reach t-Flurt not later than the fst post on &'tlﬂ-'.lnr. July ed.
Any solutions arriving after that date will not be considered.

© (luweet unuae and full addrem).
entor this Foolball Motare Competition on the understanding that the declslon of
20 will be awarded to the competitor whose solution most nearly mm&nummmuuumﬁmwuu {8 Al bo Fioal and binding.

colncides with the correct solution which is in the Editor's hands. .
Eﬂﬁcﬁlﬂﬂ may send in ns many solutions as they please, provided tn}]'"ﬂm&ﬂ;Ef&%wwlmm&'“rﬁtwﬂﬂmﬁnﬂ o ﬁ:_
each golution be on m separate sheel of paper, ascompanied by the form X «ffort braring s Boottish sddress will be accopted.
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