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AFTER THE FICHT WAS OVER!

£ incident irem this waell’s fira school atory of Mavioy Wharlen & Co., the popular chums of Greyfriars.



Alwwags glad to hear from gow, chums, 2o
The Editor, The ¥ Magmet’ Librarg, The Amalgamated Press, Lid.
Favringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

Jokes and Limericks

NOTE.-—All

should ber sent to

clo "Magnet," 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C, 4. {(Comp.),

my postbag this morning 15 rather

interosting. It comos Trom Heetor

Macdonald, of Portobello, and it
tells me that

HE WANTS TO WRITE FOR THE

“* MAGNET.™
Heoctor's an ambitions young fellow, and
he sonds mo along & magazine which he
and his chums publish and which contains
quite a good little yarn which Hector has
writton. I am =zorey to toll Hector, how-
ovar, that his varn isn't quite 51:-1::{1 anougzh
for the Magwer, slthough it's a praiso.
warthy offort for & beginnoer.

Story-writing isn’t learned in a deay-—
nor yet a weol, nor & year ! An suihor
has to underpe » long and arducuns
apprenticeship bofore he fAnally * strikes
ol " and gets into the ranks of thoe first-
raters who write for the old paper and ifs
companion journals, Heetor asks for
advice, aml the best advice 1 can give to
him—and to wny of you who have amb;.-
tions in this direction—is to stick to
ameteur magszings for somo while, snd
then, when you have learned to knock off
the rough corners of your carly work, you
can semd along & yar to an Editor. If
there iz anything in it he'll be plensed to
see it, and if it is promising he will tell
you 80, But don't expact to get your first
stortes accepted. I know dozens of authors
who wrote for years belore they mansged
to get a story accopled.

Ineidentally, the wnting of limericks is
very good practice for those of you with
Hdt-ie:ﬂl aspirations, K. Willeits, of 148,

ey Wood, Cradley Heath, Stafls, gets
& pocket wallet this woek for the following ;

Twao lellows named Potler and Gresna
With Coker ean always be seon :
Nat love that they {reasars,
Bui rather the pleasure
Of free rounds of ** pop ** in between.
Hew's & stunt thoet might interest somc
of vou fellows. One of my London readers
wants to know something about

FIRE WRITING.

I dare say most of you have sean thoase
spparently blank sheets of tissue paper
marked with & cross in & certain position.
When the cross is touched with a point of
red-hot wire, or the glowing end of a
match or piece of string, a part of the
]Lmtgm- smoulders away and makes a line of

*fire-writing.”! This is the way it is done ¢
Goet somo salipeire from a chemist’s and
make & thin solution in water. Then write
with it on white tissue papor with the end
of a maetchstick.  Male o small cross with
ink or poncil where you leave off writing
and then lesve the paper to dry.

You can write secrot messapes in flis
way, lor the paper appears perfectly
blanlk. You can send the message to a
chum, and when o wants to rood it &l
he has to do is to-light a piece of string,
blow it out, and then place the glowi
end of the string on the cross, DBe carain
when you write the messaze not to make
ony bréaks babween the words Your
chum will find that all the part of the paper
which liss boon writton upon will burmn
awny, sud ko will bo able to read the
mesange quite easily.

Tne Maisser Livmany.—No. 1,126,

THE first letier I hove picked out of

Now let’s have a smile at this joks, for
which Ronald Waters, of 14, Maidenhesd
Street, Hertford, gets a Magu=r pocket-

knifo :

Sergeant : *Hey! You
can’t go in there—that’s
the colonel's
tent ! ™ n

Reeruit: ** Then
what have they

t * Private® over
the enfrance l’%g v : F

I'm sure you'd like to possess one of
these vseful pocket-knives, chums, (et
busy with pen and paper now and pust
vour attemnpt to me. You never know
your luck until you try !

Referring apain to secret messages, I
might as well tell you how to malke

SIMPLE INVISIELE INKS,
The juice of either an onion or a lemon

makos & good invisible inl, Use a clean|

pen for writing, snd wait until the

1a perfectly dry before sending the mqpapm'
It will then be perfectly invisible until it
is heated before a fire, when the writin
will show up. You can also use a we
solution of copper sulphate, and anything
written in this will be invisible until it ie
held over the fumes of ammonia,

Horo’s an interesting question. Harry
Betts, of Ealing, wants to know

SOMETHING ABOUT VOLCANOES.

How many active volecances are there in
the worid 7 he asks. The number of
voleanoes which have been active in
different parts of the world in modem
timres is about two hundred. But it seems
that voleanoes are much less active now-
sdays than they used to be. About a
hundred and seventy yesrs-ago, for in-
stance, there was & tremendous eruption
in Mexico which filled up a plain and
turned it into & mountain of burning lava
mors than a thousand fost high ! Lass
than fifty years ago the voleanic moumtain
of Krakatos, in the Straits of Bunda, was
the centre of & wast eruption which
swallowed up all the lighthouses in the
straits and threw up many new voleanic
peaks, thus rendering navigation ex-
tremely dangerous.

1 was talking the other day to a fellow
who had been down in those perts and
who had seen Krakatoa. He told me that
when the mountsin iz viewed from one
sido thera appears to be nothing wrong
with it, but when vou look at it from
anothor angle it looks just as thﬂu.%l.l it
Ias been gliced with a giant koifa. That
is because, during the eruption, the whols
of ono side of the mountain blew off and
iz now scattered about the straits in the
form of little islands ! The atmospherie,
coeanic and electrical disturbancsa of this
erupticn extendasd over thousanda of sguare
miles,  Bome  erupiico—as  Figker T
Fishh woald say !

A quary ragerding
RECOCNIHING STEAMSHIFS BY TEEID
FUNNELS

eomed from Arthur Hayweaed, of Uoal, who

1 wants to know how o can do this, Iam

me G line o ihe jollmwing addvess :
; Fleebwoy House,

alrald that if my chum wants
to rocognise sleamship
he sees he will have to get
6 book giving the eolours of
the wvarious steamship lines
But horo iz a iist of ihe
colours of the funnclas of tho
princi British lines :

All Blaek : Genernl Steam
Navigation Co., Pacilic Steam
Navigation Co., P, & 0. Stoam
Navigation Co., Furncss
Withy & Co., Anchor Lane,
Booth BSteamship Co., and
Angio - Australasian  Steam
MNavigation Co.

Red with Blaeck Top:
Wilson Line, Indo-China
Steam Navigation Co., and
Union Casfls Line.

Fed with Black Top and
thin Black Bands : Cunard Steamship Co.

White with Black Top : Southern Rail-
way Co.

.IE" Yellow : Oriant Steam Navigation
E-‘-fg., Elder Dempster Co., and Aberdeen
Ao,

Light Yellow with Black Top : Canadian
Poacific Eailway ;: Shew, Saville & Albion
Co., amd {with a Blos Star) Blue Star Line.

It sny of you ars likely to be going to
seaports whery you will be interssted in
vesspls in dock, or passing steamers, you
shonld cut out the above list if you wish
to be able to mcognise ateamers. Next
week I will give you deseriptions of other
Britich and Colonial lines,

Just another query, which is all I will
have space to deal with this week. Harry
Harvey, of Battersea, wantis to know

‘WHO FIRST GAVE ENGLAND ITS
NAME ?

Eghert, the first king of the Inglish;
was the man who christened our {:-n-untqr,-
in a peneral council held at Wincheater i
the yehr 828, Previons to that there had
been seven different countries in this land.

NEXT SATURDAY'S BUMPER
PROGHAMME.

Black book forward! Let's see what
Exh weoek hﬂﬁ in store for us ! 11‘1:?:. :?If all;

ere's Another ripping jarn Arry
Wharton & Co., the popular chums of
Giroyiriars, entitled :

“ MONTY NEWLAND'S ENEMY 17
By Frank Richards,

And I can tell you it's a corker!
need to tell all my readers not to
miss it, but if there are any easual readera
who haven't ordered their copy they can
take it from me that they will be well-
advisad to do so without delay.

Next comes Dicky Nugent's contri-
bution, the eecomd story in tho i
new “ Thought-reading " series. Note the
title, chums:

** REEDEM’S RECORD RAG ! ™

and prepars yourself for an uprearions
Ia .

Then comea another thrilling instalmeng
of Geo. . Rochester's Fronch revoluticp
story :

“THE SHADOW OF THE GUILLOw
TINE ! # '

And if there's o single fallow who jen't
waiting to get hold of noxt week's instal-
ment—well, he must be deshed hoed to
pleasa !

Just $o wind off this bumgsr progeamee
there will be onoitber informative flying
article wriltten in our spacial conisibutor’s
nsunl interesting style; end, of coirss,
ancthor chesry * Come into the OQiles,
B'H'FEI-”

Ho long until next weels, then,

Vour Ediior,

I don't



THE STORY YOU'VE ALL BEEN WAITING FOR!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
First Day of Term !

SAY, vou fellows—"
“Blow away, Bunter!™
“There's room for me!” hooted

il I
Bunter.

Billy Bunter was indignant.
He had reason to be.

There werae six places in the railway
carriage. Thore wera five fellows in
the carriage.

Billy Dunter was not good at
arithmetic, or at anything else. But he
could work out a simple little sum like
that. Five from zix left one.
Obviously, there was & seat
for Bunter.

But the opinion of the five
follows in the carriage
seemed to be that there
wean't.

Bob Cherry stood in the
doorway, like Horatius at
the bridge, to keep out all comers
Behind Bob's sturdy form showed the
smiling faces of Harry Wharton, Frank
Nugent, Johony DBull, and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,

The train was standing in Courtficld
Junction Station. It was the “local ™
to Friardale—for Greyfriavs. The train
swarmed, and the platiorm swarmed.
‘Tt waa the first day of term at Grey-
friara, and fellows had gathered at
Courtfield Junctien from north, south,
east, and weet. From all corners of the
three kingdoms they came.

Sixth Form men, lofty and sorene,
jostled with juniors of the Fourth and
Shell, and fags of the Third and Second
on the ceowded platform. There was a

motse,

_i[f !!’i

By

OY WITHOUS
'Q TV

« Wi
e DS

L n #
".J 2
’r

A Magnificent New Long Gomplete

School Story of Harry Wharton &

Co., featuring Julian Devarney, a
new arrival at Greyfriars.

FRANK RICHARDS.

rush, or, rather, a scramble, for places
in the train.

A crowded express had landed a
swarm at Courtfield. The local was not
likely to carry them all on to Friardale,
even if they invaded the gpuard’s vin,
and the tender, and the roofs of the
carriages. It was true that thers was a
second train, specdily to follow the first.
But nobody wanted the second train.
It was a peint of honour to get a place
in the first. .

The Famous Five had got in.

They had come down the platform as
if they were coming down the football
fiald.  Other fellows, less hefty, strewed
their path. Dven Coker of the Filth,
the mighty Coker, who had found him-
golf in their way, had been leit for
dead. Temple, Dabney & Co. of the
Fourth were still in a horizontal at{i-
tude, dizzily wondering whether it was
an earthquake.

The cheery five were in o first-class
carriage, after o first-class scrimmage.

Proud as a king but as poor as a r_:hur:h
Julian Devarney finds life at
Greyfriars almost as unbearable as Harry

Wharton & Co. find him.

And fellows who were not prepared
for war passed along tho train looking
for other corriages. Only Billy Bunter
stopped at ihe door—like a fat Peri at
the gate of Paradise, and urged his
elaims,

“MNo room!” said Bolb Cherry, gently
but firmly. _

“The roomfulness is not terrifie, my
esteemoed and ridiculouns Panter,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Took here, there's room for onel”
roared Bunter.

“That wouldn't be any use to you,”
answered Johnny Bull “You need
room for fwa”

“Or three!” prinned Nugent,

“Ha, ha, hal™

“Blow away, DBunter!”

The fat junior declined to blow away.
SBeats were ropidly filling sleng the
train; and Dunter was well awaro that
the Famous Five's carringe wos his only
chance. Billy Bunter was not goin
to be left for the next train, if he mulg
hel‘p it.

“1 say, you fellows, den't be beasts ™
Lhe urged. “1 say, I want to tell von all
about the hels, I had & gorgeous time
after T got shut of you feHows!™

“The speech will be taken as read!”
snid B

I'm eoming in!"” roared
Punter, *“Therc's only five of you to
six eeata! T'll enll o porter!®

“Fathead " s=said Harry Wharton.
“Tha other zeat's taken already.™

L L] t]"“:‘

“Lomebody's left his hat on iE™

“Pitch 1t out of the window, then!™

The Famous Five chueckled; but they
did not adeopt that sugmestion.

On & corner seat in the
carriagc reposed A heandsome
shiny =itk hat! Evidently it
had been left there to mark
that the seat was taken.

The irain had been wait-
ing in the station some tine
before the exprosz arvrived on
the other line: and ecarly
birds, g0 to speak. had had their choice
of the worms. The early bird who had
Lbagged a seat in that earriage was
entitled to keep it, by all the laws of
railway travelling and good manners.

Who he was, whether a Greviviara
man or not, the juniors did not kaow.
Had they been certain that the hat
belonged  to o Greyiriars man  they
would have had no hesitation in whisk-
ing it out on to the platform, and call.
ing to one of their friends to occupy the
vacant soat. Dut b was [:ruha.hlx_a that
the hat belonged te some ordinary,
harmless, and neecssary member of the
public. In that case it was invielable.

Tug Mucxgr Lisrant.—No, 1,126,
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Btrangers who lhad beheld the serim-
mage on the platform and had seen the
Famous Five charging for the train
wauld not have expected of them such
8 wweticulous regard for the rights of
unknown persons. DBut Greyiriars men
had their own code, rigidly adhered to,
Chargivg other Greyfriars men off the
train, strewing them bresthless on'the
platiorm, was a “rag.” Invading the
rights of people they did not know
would have been hooliganism.- Hardly
a man at Greyfriars would have
dreamed of invading the scat already
taken by o stranger. That was against
the code. _

‘The hat on the scat made it " tabeo ™
te them.

Billy Bunter was ono of the very few
Greyfriars fellows who were insensible
to such considerations. in

Iis blinked at the hat through his big
spectacles,

“ Whose i3 it ¥ he demanded.

“Don’t know.™ _ ;%

“Hound 1o be & Greyirviars man's,

said Bunter, _ :
"ﬂl;ljmr people use this train, fat
IE

“Hardly ever,” said Bunter. "It's
our train, you kmow. It's really re
servod for Geeviriars.” ; :

* (Other gmlﬁ may be going by it; all
the same. _

“Then they jolly well deserve what
they get!” said Bunter. *Gjmme that

12,

hat and 1'll shy it across the line!

&

[ thﬂ'lﬁ ‘.' ;
“Look here, you beasts, I'm coming
into this carriage!” roared Bunter.

“J'm not going to be left behind. Lots
of the fellows are standing in the
iages,”
Eaﬂ?ﬁﬂg and stand in one!”
“I'll stand in this—unless one of you
fellows has the common decency to give

“Ha, ha, ha!l” o

“T say, you fellows, the train’s full
up!” wailed Bunter, *‘Look here—let
me in and I'll stand!”

“RBut we should have to stand, tool”
nbjecte& Bob.

‘Eh—why "

o I" mean,

ou.
y “ Beast 1 )

“The standfulness would be the pain.
fyl infliction, my estcemed Bunter,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, shaking his
dusky. head. “The too-muchfilness of
the absurd BunItel:; is te:;nﬁf. -

“Oh, really, Inky—

"Lihﬁk hﬁl‘.‘g: fatty,” said Harry Whar-
ten. “If you'll let that vacant seat
alone you can come in!” ]

“Stand, and we'll stand you said
Bob generously, “We shall have more
to stand than you willl”

(43 Emtﬁ!"

\With that remark, by way of thanks,
William George Bunter introduced his
podgy peraon into the carrage.

& pave guite a gasp of relief when
he found himself safely in. Bunter had
no ticket. Somebody had to pay for
that ticket. Bunter himself was not
prepared to make the necessary pay-
ment. Ho it was imperatively necessary
for Bunter to travel with fellows he
knew; and whe would be able, if not
willing, to shell out when the pinch
tma' w Ll L[]

His first proceeding, safely inside,
waa to vemove the silk hat from tho
corner seat, place it on the rack, and
ait down in 1tz place,

The Famoua Five stared at him.

“You fat villain—" began Harry
Wharton.

“QOh, really, Wharton——-—"

"Get ont of i1

“No harm in sitting heve till the

Tee Macxer Lisrary.—No, 1,126,

we should have to stand

T4¥
*

man comes along, I suppose?’ snapped
Bunter. “ He m%l’y misgiﬁie train. WHQ
miay forget which carriage he left bis
tile in. Anyhow, I'm going to eit here
till he comes.”

And Bunter sat.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Whose Seat?

BDDRE were slamming along the

train now and porters shouting.

The *“local’™ was full—over

full, in fact. Fellows stoed in
some ,of the carriages, or =at on one
another’s knees.  Every windew was
crammed with faces—most of them with
the mouths open, shouting.

Harry Wharton & Co. blocked the
windows of their carriage, with cheery
eyes surveylng the platrorm, cn which
those left behind had to linger. They
hailed in varied tones fcllows they
liked or did not like, Coker of the
I'ifth ssing  along the train in
seurch of o seat, plared at them.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” reared Bob
Cherrey,  “What's that on vour face,
Coker ™

Horace Cdker paused a moment.

He passed o hand over his rugged
i::q.turl:-.s.. 1f there was 4 smug gr =ome-
thing on his faece, Cocker naturally
wanted to know.

“On face!” he repeated.

“Yer—just in the middle.”

Coker felt over his face again.

“Ia it gone now ! he azked.

*MNo; it's still there.”

“What is it?’ asked Coker testily.

“Blessed if I know! Locks like a
beetroot that's been trodden on by a
horge—"

“'What?" gasped Coker, ;

“Q0h, 1 l:Emﬁ I”r?:-:immed Bob. “It's
vaur nose, Coker

"Eh?? . S

“My mistake; I didn't recognise it
s & nosa for a minute, All serene!”

T Hﬂrh hﬁ-{- hﬂ- 1" }

Coker, with feelings that rould have
been expressed ‘n no known language,
paseed along.

“Hallo, Skinner!” shouted Jcohnny
Bull to a weedy youth who zcowled at
tha festive party. ‘' Bad news for vou,
old bean!”

“What do you mean?’
Skinner,

“No smokes left in the aviomatic
machine. I saw Angel of the Fourth
bag the last packet™

“Funny sort of ae,
snarled Skinper. :

“Same to you, old thing, and many
of them "

“ Hallo, halle, hallo! There's old
Marky I"" roared Bob.  “Marky, like
standing room in this lot®"

Mark Linley looked round, with a
smile.

“Bouiff's keeping a place for me-——'

“0h, good! Fade away and bag it
before somcbody else does!™

Mark, with 8 cheery laugh, faded
away., Bob turned his attention to a
rather handzome jumior with a =slightly
dark complexion, aquiline nose, and
dark, handsome eyes, and hailed him.

“This way, Newland, f you want
standing room ™

Monty Newland of the Remove
stopped at the door, There was a snort
from Billy Bunter.

“1 say, you fellows, we're full up!
There's no room for that blessed
sheeney !

MNewland's handsome face coloured.

“I'll wait for the next, thanks’t he
said. ; 2 :

“Pon't ' said Bob. “Twe'll piteh
Bunter out and make room.”

' 0Oh, really, Cherry—"

growled

ain't you?"

T

THE MAGNET

“Good egg!" ezclaimed all the Co,
together, “"Hold on, Newland; we'll
shift this fat frog in a jiffy.”

‘But the Jewizh d)umﬂr smiled and
shook his head and walked along the

train. The Foamous Five glared at
Bunter,

“You fat snail-—" said Nugent,

¥ Oh, rca]fiy, Nugent——"

H“lifcru podgy slug!” roared Johnny
ull,

*Oh, really, Bull—"

“5hiflt him, anyhow!" gaid Bob
Cherry.

“1 say, you fellowge—**

“Hold on! Here <omes somebody "
said Harry Wharton, “It's the chap
the scat belongs to,”

Bunter, having narrowly escaped
being husled out on the platform,
squeezed back in the corner Eeeat,

Bunter had undertaken to stand if the
rightful owner of the szeat came along.
But, in Bunter's case, promises were
of the nature bf ie-crusts—made to be
broken. The Owl of the Remove did
not intend to give up that seat if he
could help it,

That the fellow who came up to the
carriage was the owner of the seat was
fairly certain, as he was bareheaded.

Ile was a rather tall, £lim fellow,
very well dressed, with a somewhat pale
faco, well-cut features, and o manner
of curiously haughty indifference. He
came up to a crowded carriage, but
nothing in his look indicated that he
was aware that there was anybody in
it. He did not come alone. By his
side walked a tall, slim gentleman, like
cnough in features to the boy to show
that he was a near relation, Appar-
ently they were father and son: but as
cunly one seat had been bagged, it
zeemed that the father was not to travel
with the son. )

*This is the carriage,
the tall gentleman,
ather.”

“It seems to be full

“It iz the ecarriage, I left my hat
oh the corner seat.”

"Very well. You had better get in,
Julian. I shall see you again at the
school.”

“¥ea”

The tall gentleman walked along the
train and disappesared.

The boy entered the railway carringe

A porter slammed the door behin
him. It was almost the last door to
slam, and the train was goon in motion.

Harry Wharton & ©Co. tock their
soats, .

The slim youth remained standing.
The Famous-Five glanced at him, won-
dering whether he was a new boy for
Greyfriars, as seemed probable encugh
in the circomstances,

He did not look at them,

But he came out of his lofty indiffer-
ence to the world in general fir enough
to. bestow his attention on Billy Bunter,

Bunter leaned back in the corner
seat and <losed his eyes.

A tap on his fat shoulder caused him
to reopen them.

“Excuze mel” gaid the slim youth,
with a kind of ifﬁf politeness. .

Bunter blinked at him through his
spectacles, -

“Ay seat, I think."

“Not at all!” answered Bunter cheer-
fully, “My secat! INo objection to your
standing.””

i Bpt—1? ; ‘ -

“Tots of fellows standing in this
train,” sald Bunfer afiably, "1 don't
like a crowd in my carriago; but, after
all, it's the first day of term, and a
fellow doesn’t want to be unreasonable.
Stand i you like”

“T left my hat on that seat to show
that it was taken,” said the slim youth

Julian?"” asked
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gquietly, but very firmly. " You must
bave moved it." .

“Haven't seen anything of it,” said
Bunter,

“What "’

“You muast have left it in another
carriage. Come to think of it, I saw
a hat on a seat in the next carriage to
this,”’ =aid Bunter. *“Y¥You've hopped
into the wrong carriage.”

SRt 1]

The slim youth, secing his shining
silk hat on the rack above Bunter’s
head, seemed surprised by Bunter's
statement-—which was natural enough
in & fellow whe did not know William
George Bunter.

Bunter blinked round at the Famous
Five for ﬂuipﬂrt. There waz roproach
in his blink. If these fellows had
allowed him to shy the hat across the
line, ag ha had proposcd, all would
have been well, But the least they
could do, Bunter conszidered, was to
bear witness that the habt never had
been qp the seat.

“You fellows know there was no hat
on this seat, don't you!" asked Bunter.

“Fathead " was Bob Cherry's roply.

“0h, really, Cherry i

o Asg ™ .

"Look here, there's my hat on tha
rack above yvour head!” exclaimed the
plim fellow impatiently.

"A rack isn't a seat,” explained
Bunter., *“*A fellow puts a hat on his
seat to show it's taken. Putting o hat
cn the rack doesn’'t show the
seat’s taken.”

“It does!” remarked Frank
Nugent. '

“0Oh, really, Nugent—"

“ Anvhow, the hat was on the
seat,” said the slim fellow. “It's
been removed to the rack.”

“Rot ¥ said Bunter. * Nobedy
here moved it. you think
I'd move & fellow's goffer ”

“1 fancy you did.”

“] appeal to those fellows
here present,” snid Bunter, with
dignity. “They can tell you
that I never moved the hat, -as
they're eyo.witnesses, and were
all prozent when I did ie.”

“Ha, ha, hal!” reared the
Famous Five.

Even the slim stranger, whosze
manner of indifference was now
tinctured with annovanee, stared
at PBunter and emiled for a
soeond.

But it was only for a second.
Whocver aond whatever this
fellow was, he did not seem to be of
the smiling sort.

Wil yvou give mo
asked.

“T'd give you your seat, if it way
sours,” sanl Dunter.  “DBut 1E's mine,
yoii ste.  Look here, it ain't o long run
ta Triardale; only a2 nele ar two,
Three at the ouiside. You won't have
to stand long™

T preler nob to stand at all”

“Well, so do I saud Buanler,

RVl vou give up that seat, which
Lelongs to me ™

Xo, I jolly well
Bunter emphatically. “Just shut up
and be quick. You're annoying me.
wanted §o get a little nap before we
got in. How's a fellow to sleep with
you wagging your chin all the time?”

Tho slim fellow stood looking at
Bunter, Harry Wharton & Co. locked
on curiously, without intervening. Theo
gtranpger was slim and slight, but he
looked fairly strong; and it was un-
doubted that he could hook the fat
junior out of the seat if he wanted
te. I'robably one of the juniors would
have saved him the trouble; but all

my scat?” he

won't!™  sand

the Co. were just s little “edge-wise ™
on account of the slim fellow's
MANNET.

It was true that he was a complete
stranger to them: they had never seen
him bkefors, and did not want to sce
him again. Still, thaf was no reasen
why he should ignore their presence as
absolutely as if they were mot there.
From the follow's manner the carriage
might have béétn empty save for him-
self and Bunter. Bo, as he seemed to
prefer to remain in ignerance of their
existence, they chose to leave him in
ignorance of it, as it were, and left
him to settle the dispute with Bunter
on his own.

He seemod undecided how to act.
Bunter was sticking tight to the corner
scat, and evidently had no in-
tention of yielding it without
trouble. In case of trouble,
he nourished a hope that cven
those bensts, Harry Wharton
& Co., would stand by a (Groy-
friarz fellow against an out-

sider. In which case the slim
young gentleman would not
have a look in.

“Look here,” said the slim
one at last, “you're a frightful
cad 1 ‘

Bupter blinked at him.

e

J:!

[

L ¥

W

He did not mind being called a
frightful ead, or anything clse, so long
as his fat person was left in reposc on

the corner seat. Haord words broke no
benes,

“You know that's my seat.”

“1 know it's mine! grinned DBunter.

Ho bad the impression, by this time,
that the slim stranger was something of
a funk; otherwisze, why had ho not
grabbed Donter by the eollar, jerked
him out of thoe corner szat, and settled
the dispute in that casy and eflicacions
manncr,

“Go and ecat coke!” added DBunter
defiantly., “Iact is, it's like your check
to  butt inte this carriage at alll
Diounders like you ought to bLe careful

how they butt in on their betters!™

‘“Shut ui}, vou fat assl™ growled
Johnny Bull. )

“Shan’t!” retorted DBunter. “If the
fellow docsn't know that he ought to
be civil to a Public School man he
ought to be told!™ . ]

“You benighted idiot!” said Dob
Cheryy.

“"You sce, you oughin't to be on this
trein at all, young What's-your-name,”

by HF [DAREDT T By

i
St |

** Hallo, hallo, hallp ! ™

3

said Bunter, “Thisy train b for Grey-
frinrs fellows. If you buif into it, you
tako your chanco®
“¥You a Greyfrinrs men?” ejaculated
the slim youth, apparently astonished.
“Certainly.”
“Yo gods!” said the slim one.
He stnred at Bunter.

“Ye gods!” repeated the slim youth.
“What sort of a deleterious hole are
they sendin’ me to?”

Apparently he had drawn from

Tunter a rather unfavourable impres-

sion of Greyfriars School.

The Fomous Five cxchanged amused
glances. The slim stranger’s remark
indicated that he was a new fellow for
Greyiriars,

Groylfriars

of course—in tho

was,

i

I

roared Bod
Cherry. ** What’s that on. your [ace,
Coker? Looks like & hestroot that's
been troddem on by a homse——*
“ What ? ** gasped Coker. "My mis-
take,” 5aid Bob Cherry, ** it's your nose.
1 didn’t recognise it for a minute. All
serene. Ha,hahal™ (See Chapter 2.)

opinion of Creyfriars fellows, at least
—tha choiccet spot on tho surfaco of
the known world. Eton was Eton, and
Harrow was Harrow; Winchester was
Winchester, and Rugby Rugby. Groay-
friars, on the other hand, was Grey-
frinrs! In that ward all waas snid!
Still, the Famous Five could scarccly
blame any man for concluding that
Groeviviars, oyen Greyfriors, waz =
deleterions hﬂ‘ie, when ho drew his im-
pression of the place from Williom
Greorge Bunter.

“Look here, don’t be checky, you
know !” said Dunter warmly. “¥You'd
better shut vip, see? You'ro not having
thiz seat! 1'm going to sleep. I say,
vou fellows, wake me up at Friardale,
will you®™

Bunter closed his eyes behind  hia,
sprctueles.

The slim youth looked at him long
and hard, and made a movoment. Thao
Famous Five cxpected to see him hurl
Bunter from his place. Dut he re-
strained that intention, if it had been
his intention. Ho stood with his baek
to the door, remaining standing.

“Look here, kid,” said Dob Cherry
good-naturedly. “If's your seat, and
you can sling that fat bounder out of

Tug MMacner Lippany.—No.l1,126.
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B o. soon as you like. We shan’t chip
-]

The slim youth gave him a frosty
glance.

“Thanks: it's not worth a row!” he
anid,

“1 jally well would, anvhow!” faid

“No doubt.”

Bob coloured, MNeither the words nor
the tone wos cxactly offensive; yet
there wus something irritating in- both,
But tho slim wyouth turned round, and
gazed from the window as the train
sped on through the sunny Kentish
landseape: and Beb refrained from
addressing any remarks to his back,
“Bunter snéred,

He haod asked the fellows te wake
kim at Friardale; but he was destined
to be awakened  Tbefore Iriardale
Station' was reached,

The train clattered to a stop at Green
Hddges, and the deor of the carriage
was flubg open, and 8 head with an
oflicial cap inserted, the slim youth
ptanding baeck to moke room for it

“Tickets, please!”

The Famous Five and the slim fellow

handed over titkets. Bunter snored
determinedly.
“ Tickets 1" repeaed the cofficial one.
Snore !
;Eitk?t-s ad
e
The Famous TFive pwgrinned. The
ticket collector did nok, A fellow per-

sisting - in sleeping at fuch a moment,
make him suspicious of “bilking.” He

resched in, grabbed Bunter by the
shoulder, and shook him.
“QOw!" gasped DBuftter. “Oht

Wharrer wanti"”

“Tickets ["

“0h, tickets!" said Diskter.

He hated the way they dometimes col-
lected tickets en route] instead of wait-
ing for the end of the journey. It did
not give a bilk anything like a chance,
really.

*Tickets, please!” snhpped the eol-
lector,

*I—T'va lost it.” ‘

"“Better find it, guick! said the

inspector sarcastically. © Otherwise, you
leave the train”

“Oh dear! You—you sce, I—I've
lost 1t——"

"No ticket 7" zaid the collector. 1L
thought as much! I've noticed wyou
before on this line! Travelling with-
out a ticket—what ¥

“Logck hera——"
in{ligna.nt.iy.

“I'm waiting! One-and-six!”

“IWharton, old chap, lend me one-
and-six.”

Wharton was suddenly deaf.

“1 say, Nugent, old chap—"

“ Bow-wow !’

“HRob, old fellow—="

“Rats 1"

“Il’.l.]( EE ]

“The lendiulness ise not the proper
caper, my estecmed, bilking Bunter!”

“Bull, old man, you're not such a
mean beast as those chaps——"

“1 jolly well am!™” said Johnny Bull,
with emphasizs. * Worse, in fact.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“HBtep out!” rapped the inspector.

“Look here, I'm going to Greyiriars,”

“Step out.”

“ Bufe—a-’

Bunter was not sllowed to “but.”
The official hand closed on hiz fat arm,
and he stepped out in a ?mat hurry,
Five grinning glances followed him.
The door slammed, Thé irain ran on
out of Green Hedges, leaving William
Geor
with

cxclaimed Bunter

is fat person. After the train, as

it clattered out, floated Bunter's dulcet!

toresg:

“Y¥ah! Beasts!"

Then he was lost to sound and sight.
The slim youth, with a faint smile on
his pale, clear-cut face, dropped into
thy corner seat.

THE THIRD UHAPTER.

Stand-OfMsh !
éa OING to Greyiriarsi"
G Harry Wharton asked the
question.

For a while, the chums of
the Roemiove had been chatting among
themselves, the slim ¥outh sitting silent

—
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of gripping adventure

H wyou are & lover of adventuroe
if you delight in lively storics of
Eri}:}:ing action—at sea, on land, and
in the air-——vou will enjoy overy
age of the POPULAR BOOK OF

OY3" STORIES. Heouting, flying,
motor-cyeling, the Wild West —in :
fact every phase of adventure is
rﬂflmsanlud m the yarnes in this new,
all-fiction Annual. And thers are
many fine illustrations including a
plate in full colour. This wonderful
new book costds only half-a-erown.
You could not get better value for

your money anywhera.
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On Sale at all Newsagents and Booksellers. 1
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ADYENTURE, GET THE HOLIDAY ANMUAL, 6/-

Bunter adorning the platforms

THE MACNET

m the corner, his eyes on the passing
landscapa,

He seemed quite oblivious of the
presence of the other fellows in the
carriape; but it was not “side” He
zeemed to be plunged into o deep
reverie. Judging by the clouded ex-
pression on his face, his thoughts were
not pleasant ones,

Whearton spoke to him at lost, from
an impulse of civility and kindness, He
knew, of course, that the fellow was
going to Greyiriars, from what he had
said, and as he was bound for the old
school, it was only civil to spoak to
him, From his sge, he was obviously
booked for the Leower School, and as
likely as not for the Lower Fourth; the
Form that was distinguished by having
the Femous Five among its membors.

The slim fellow started a little, aa
he was addressed, and locked round
from the window.

“Fh! Ves,” he said. .

“We're ail Greyiriars men here,
said Harry.

(1} DI_. II‘!

“That fat bounder who was hooked
out at the last stution isn’t a fair
specimen,” said the captain of the Re-
move, with a smile.

1] Hﬂ?l‘l

“The esteemed and disgusting Bunter
is not a eredit to the ancient and pres
posterous  scholastic  establishment,”
said Hurree Jomset Ram Bingh.

The new fellow locked at bim rather
gquickly, New fellows at Greyfriars
always jumped a little at the first hear-
ing of i—lurrea Bingh's remarkable flow
of English.

“What's your Form,
know it yeb?” said Bob C

"“Lower Fourth.'

“That's ours.”

“Indeed '’

“Usually called the Remove,” added
Bob. “Your Form master will
Quelch. Nite old gentleman.”

“Js hei"

* Awfully so. Never
more thaen three fimes
day,” said Bob gravely. “It's not true
that fellows have had to be tzken to
hospital affer he'd done with them.
Hardly ever, anyhow.” :

i Chieeza it, i;:i{d bean,” said Frank

kid—if you
heriy.

licks & man
in the sema

Nuggnt, lagghing, “You'll terrify the
new id./al this rate.” .
“YWhat's your name, kid? asked

Biob, with the cheery freedom of the
Lower TFourth.

“ Devarney.'’

“Mine's Cherry. This ia Wharton,
captain of the Form—a stern disciplin-
arian who will make you hop if you
shirk gemes practice.”

“Can it, old chap,” said Wharton,

“Tha lad with the mitky complexion
and roay cheeks iz Frank Nugent,”
continuned Bob, going on with the in-
troductions, though Devarncy seomed
to take litile interest in them.

“You howling ass!” interjccted
Nugent. _
“gfhﬁ chap with the feet is Jolmny

Bull—"

“Wy hat! What about your owni”
gjaculated Johnny

“And the young gentleman with the
Day-and-Martin complexion 13 'rince
Jampot Hurry Bang Wallop, Nabob
of Oshkesh.” went on DBob. *“He
learned English nnder the wisect moon-
shee in India, and speaks it accord-
ingly.”

“ Ay fatheaded
Bob—" _

“Now you know the best set in the
Remove,” said Bob Cherry, with a
cheery grin at Devarney. “ Know any-
body at the school?

“Yﬂﬂ-,“

“Man jg the Removel' ashed Bob.

esteemed and



EVERY SATURCAY

“Hﬁ. LF

Julian Devarney’s answers werd
mhonosyllakic. But it was not unusual
for & new fellow to be shy, The good-
natured Bob, however, did not suspect
the follow of snubbing him, and he
went on cheerily: ] .

“J dare say wo know him—what's his
name?”

“* Angel.”

“Oh!" said Bob. ]

Angel of the Fourth was not a Iriend
of the Famous Five. Apart from the
fact that be was in another Form, he
was not the kind of [cllow they liked—
or who liked them. ]

Bob decided to let the subject of
Devarney's friend at Greyiriars drop,
s naturally he did not want to say
anything against the fellow to the new
boy, and he could certainly think of
nothing to say in favour of Aubrey
Angel of the Fourth Form.

But at this peint the new fellow
seemed to take an interest in the con-
versation for the first time. He turned
his clear, rather penectrating eyes on
Bob Cherry inquiringly.

“You know Angel of the Fourth?”
ha asked.

“Well, he's in another Form, you
sep,'’ paid Bob. *“Fellows at Grey-
frinrs don’t know much of fellows ont-
side their own IForms.™ .

“1 see,” said Devarney briefly, and
dropped the subject. He had gathered
that Angel of the Fourth was un-
popular with these five members of the
Lower Fourth, at least.

“Not & relation of yours?' asked
Bob.

-Il-h'ﬁ. L]

“Know enybody clse at the school?

" No.™

“Play pames?"’ continued Dob.

“ A little.”

“Oh, you'll play a lot when vou've
been in the Remove a bit,' said Bob
cheerily, “We play games in the Lower
Fourth, you know; with the accent on
the ‘play.! See?"? _

Devarney did not reply, his gaze had
wandered to the window apain. Four
fellows in the carriage were smiling.
Only the cheery, unsuspicious Bob
could not see that the new fellow was
deliberately uncommunicative. If the
fellow wanted to be stand-offish, Harry
Wharton and Co. had no objection in
the wide world. It was only irom a
motive of kindness that they were
taking notice at all of the existence of
a new kid. Bat 16 did not eccur to Bob
that a new kid wonld have the un-
parzlleled nerve to be stand-offish te
old hands who were kindly taking
notice of him. Putting the new fellow's
rezerve down to shvness, Bob continued
hiz cheery conversation.

“Been to school before, Devarney?”

Still Devarney did not answer., IHe
geeroed  intently interested in a view
of hop-kilns from the train window.

. % Halle, halla, hallo!™ roared Iob

Cherry. "“Deal, old beani”
Devarner lecked round quite sud-
denly.

“Eh, what?!

“WNot deaf?” aszked Dob.

“Certainly not.’”

*There's & deaf man in the Hemove
—man namcd Datton,” ‘=aid  Bob
amiably, “Glad you're not the same—
two would be too much of a good thing.
I asked you if you'd been to school
before

“Yes"

"] mean, after vour prep schopl?™

4 Yﬂls-,!

“What was it?”

*Barerofr.””

“That's in Norfolk, isn't itt"

* Yoz "

“Had a good time there?”

" ap.

Even the uwnsuspicious: and uncbser-
vant [Bob pereeived, by this time, that
the answers ha reccived to bis cheery
questions were as brief as Devarncy
could possibly make them.

He stared at Devarney curiously ; and
Devarney, as if relieved that the con-
versation had ceased, turned his bead
to look out of the window npain.

Bob coloured a little. .

He realised that he was being
gnubbed, and by a new kid, of whom
it was an honour and distinction for
the TFamous Five to take notice.

He continved to stare at Devarney,
and Devarney eontinued to stare out of
the window, and the four other fellows
in the carciego continued to ‘grin, rather
diverted by the entertainment. Bol's
steady stare produced no effect on ihe
new follow's handsome, aristocratic pro-
file: he scemed uneconseious of it. DBob
spoke again at Inst, in a rather deep
voice.

“I say, Devarnay!”

The slim wyouth turned his head
shightly.
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ONE OF THE LAUCHS l;}F
THE WEEK has been supplied
by Eric Schofield, of |, Thornley
Lane, Reddish Lane, Denton, near
Manchester, who carries off this
week's MacNET pocket knife for
the following joke :
A Scotsman entered a high-
class hotel, and ragquesting the
rice of & night’s lodging, was
old it would be five shillings
ground #Heer, four shillings
second floor, thres shillings
third floor, and two shillinga
fourth floor. Thia did not
Flnau_u the Bcot, apparently,
or he walked away.
" Herae; whats the mat=
ter 7' asked the manager.
W Ara the tariffe too high 7'
it Hoota, mon," raplied tho
Scotemnn. ' The tarifia’ ara
ali right; but the buliding isn't
high engugh!"

Don't look on while others win,
chums; have a shot at winning
one of these useful prizes to-day!
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“Did you ever have wour head
punched at Bareroft "' asked Bob.

Dﬁ'nrnﬂy started a little.

iE I:'.lF

“MNo¥? said Bob. “That's rather a
pity. It might have done you good.”

Devarney's glance sought the window
appin,

“But it's never too late to mend,”
added Bob., “You'll probably get it
punched at Greyiriars before you've
been there long. What?"

No reply.

“ Easy does it, old bean !” murmured
Wharton, * Don't rag with a new kid.
New kids don’t know any better.”
“Moew kids oughin't to be cheeky,”

said Bob. “When new kids are cheeky,
naturally, they gct  their heads
punched.”

“Tho punchfulnes: iz not the proper
caper, my esteemed Bob,"” said Hurree
Jamset Ilam Singh. *As the estecemcd
and ridiculous poet remarks, let dogs
delight to bark and bite, it is their
nature to. Let beara and lions growl
and [zht, 1t 18 their nature, too. But
“’B_'_,I‘

“allo, hallp, hallo!
dala!”

Tha train stopped,

Bob Cherry hurled open the door and
jumped out, his friends following him.

gvarney was the last to leave the car-
riage, Of the new fellow the chums of
tho Remove took no further notice.

Here's Friar-

1

They would have been quite willing %o
take him under their wing, as o stranger
in the land; but as he evidently desired
to be stand-offish they left him to stand
off, as it were, Not sorry, as a matter
of fact, not to be bothered by a new
kid on the first day of the term. Sur
rounded by innumerable friends and ae.
quaintances, the Famous Five procecdod
along the platform as the train dis
gorged its contents,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's joliy
old Angel!” remarked Bob Cherry, as
Aubrey Angel, of the Fourth Form,
stepped out, and paused for & moment
to brush a speck of dust from his im-
macitlato trousers.

Wharton glanced back along the plat-
form,

Devarney was standing stil], glaocing
about him, cool and self-posspesed, cer-
tainly, bub obviously on his own, know-
m% nobody in the hurrying crowd.

'The new fellow had not made himself
agreeable, but Wharton could be
tolerant. Mo pansed to speak a word
to Angel of the Fourth.

“Man you know along
Angal,” he said.

The dandy of the Fourth glanced at
him carelessly.

“Lot of men I know here,” he
drawled, * Anythin’ special about this
one '’ "

“New kid,” said Harry.

“"I'm not gone on new kids, thanks ™

* But the chap says he knows you, and
he’s on his own,” said Harry, with a
smile. *“Man named Devarnoy,"”

Angel started a little.

“Devarncy "' he repeated.

He looked along the platiorm. De
varney sighted him at the same moment,
and with a rather brighter expression on
his cold, impassive face, started towards
him. Aubrey Angel bit his lip, turned
in the opposite direction, joined Kenney
of the Fourth, and walked away to the
exik,

Devarney stopped abruptly.

“Oh, my hat!"”" murmurcd Whearton.

Il Angel of the Fourth had not “ecnt "
the new junior he had come very near
1t, lis affectation of not having secn
him being palpable.

Tt was no business of the Famous
Five's, however, and they continued on
?hﬁr way. Dut Dob Cherry grinned a
ittle,

“The dear boy isn't the only stand-
pffish fellow in the world,” he mur-
mured. “The only man he knows at
Greyiriars seems rather stand-offish, too.
What "

“The stand offishness is terrific.”

And then, in the rush for the school
omnibus, the chums of the Remove
forgot all about the new fellow.

the train,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Shabby-Genteel Gentleman !

rp EASTS I

Billy Bunter made that re-
mark as he found himself out.
side Green Hedpes Station, all
on his lonely own,

““Feasts ! repeated Bunter.

In that expression he included the
Famous Five, the unknown new fellow,.
the ticket collector, the station-master at
Green Hedges, and other unpleasant
and obnoxious persons,

It often scemed to William George
Bunter that the world was populated
chicfly by beaszts, himself almost the
only decent fellow in it,

MNow it seemed more o than ever.

Economy was not, as a rule, one of
Bunter’'s wvirtues. DBut he could be
cconomical. On this occasion he had
exercised cconomy not wisely, but too

well.
Tae Macxer Lmpirr.~No. 1,126,
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Instead of taking a ticket through to
Friardale, Bunter had taken a ticket
nn]E to Courtfield Junction, thua saving
eig hteenpence.

At Courtfield Junction it was per-
fectly easy to get from one train to
another, ticketloss but unnoticed.

The pinch came when a fellow got out
of the train. But Bunter sagely opined
that in a swarming, noisy crowd of
fellows going back to school there were
excellent chances of oue ticketless fellow
dodging through, In the crowd at
Friardale, surely it would be simply
“pie ” for a cunning fellow like Bunter
to dodge out withou} surrendering &
ticket. Unfortunately, the same thought
had occurred io somebedy on the rail-
way company, and tickets had been col-
lected en route, at Green Hedges, to the
complets discorfiture of William George
Bunter, They hadn't collected Bunter’s
tigket, as he hadn't one; but they had
collected Bunter. i i

His interview with a sceptical station-
_master, who had heard all sbout lost
tickets before, was quite paimful. In-
deed, Bunter could not help seeing that
the man’s manner was positively 1nsult-
ing. :

Visions of a policeman, and an official
Lhand on his shoulder, Hoated before
Bunter’s horrified mind for a few
minutes, during which he realised with
awiul clearncss that honesty, after all,
was the best policy. :

However, he was let off on paying the
farer from Courtfield to Green Hedges,
fortunately having enough coppers about
him for that purpese. What Bunter had
gaved on his railway fare by that
masterly scheme of bilking the company
oo the last lap, had gone on refresh-
ment during hia journey. By sheer luck
he had same coppers loft, and those
coppers saved him from an interview
with & *copper "' of quite another kind.

Had he not had thosa coppers—

But that did not bear thinking of.
Having got out of the station, Bunter's
first fecling was one of deep relief, But
that did oot last. He had to walk the
rest of the way to G?ﬂ?f!‘lﬂ!‘ﬁ. and he
might as well have walked from Court-
ficld and saved those few coppers. Walk-
ing was not & form of exercise that ap-
Eealed to Billy Bunter. Fortunately, his
aggage was booked for Friardale. But
Bunter himself had to walk; and it was
o warm day, and he had two miles
before him. He was annoyed, irritated
indignant. Man;« a time and oft ha
Bunter “bilked’ the ratlway, and ha
took it as a personal injury thet he
hadn't been able to get away with it
this time. DBunter was one of those
citizens who take the peculiar view that
& railway company is *fair game,’” and
it hardly occevrred to his obtuse mind
that there was anything dishonest in
hi!hingh the railway. But he did realise
that there was something exceedingly
unpleasant in being caught at it.

“Beastz " said Bunter, for the third
time.

Those fellows in the carriage might
have stood the fare. Bunter had cal-
culeted on them to stand it if he failed
to get clear unquestioned. But he had
failed all round, and the chums of the
Remove had miserably let him down—
as if Bunter's company on the journey
was not worth the paltry sum of
eighteenpence to any fellow.
illy Bunter walked,

Green Hedges was on the way to the
school, but it was well off the high road,
and Bunter had as far to walk as if
he had started from Courtfield. He
plugged along a dusty lane, heading for
the Courtfield road, which led past the
gabes of Greyfriars. Where the Court-

eld road crossed the common outside
the town there were seats, thoughtfully
Tae Mioser Liprany.—No. 1,126,

set up by a considerate rural district
council for the accommodation of weary
walkers., DBunter's first objective was
not Greyfriars, but the nearest of those
scats.

He came out on the Courtficld road
at last, warm, and perspiring, and
dusty, and carrying on a running en-
gagement with & Hy that persisted in
sattling on his fat litlle nose,

The seat was in sight—one of those
long, wooden contrivances, with curved
backs, carefully desianaz to give =as
little comfort as possible. It was already
occupied by & tall, slim gentleman, who
had evidently sat down to rest from o
tiring walk in the sun. But there was
plenty of room for Bunter, and he
plumped down at the other end of the
long seat and .puﬂ"ed and blew,

'lgha tall, slim .glentie-man glanced at
him, not taking the trouble to conceal
his distaste.

Bunter, after a hot walk 1n the sun,
dusty and perspiring, puffing and pant-
ing, was neither a thing of beauty nor
i joy for ever, 3till, he did not iike the
supercilions way in which the tall gentle-
man turned away hiz head, and he
blinked at him, on his side, with dis-
dein, In the course of that disdainful
blink he recognised him as the tall, shm

entleman who had spoken to the new
ellow at the train door in Courtfield
Station, and whom he had taken to be
Julipn’s father,

So Bunter's next blink registered zur-

prize; his next, curiosity.
; 'F:hE fellow w!imsa seat Euntehhad
aken, temporarily, was going to Grey-
friars Bchool. Bunter knew that from
what he had said. This man—his father,
from the likeness of feature—had been
with him at Courtfield, but had not gone
on with him in the train to Friardale.
Bunter remembered that the tall gentle-
man had remarked that he would sce
the boy again at Greyfriars,

Evidently, having sent Julian on to
Friardale in the train, to Eruceed thence
by the school omnibus, the tall gentle-
man had himself started to walk,

This was realiy amazing.

Why hadn’t he gone on in the train
with his son, as a man accompanying a
new boy to school might have been
cipected to do? :

Why had he chozen to walk?

He was somoewnat elderly, and did not
look like & man much acceustomed to
walking, or fond of unnecessary cxercise.
In fact, he was obviously tired by half
the distance, and had sat down to rest.

Whatever may  have been  Mr.
Dovarney’'s motive, it was, of ¢ourse, no
business of Billy Bunter's, For that
reason specially it interested Bunter.
The affairs of others always had an irre-
sistible atitraction for William George
Bunter. ;

That thé middleaged gentleman was
tired was plain enough. He did not give
audible and visible signs of it like
Bunter, but there was a himpness i his
attitude that betrayed it, upright as he
sat. Ha hadn't wanted to walk, Dunter
could see that. He was fed-up with the
walk. Why he had walked, instead of

ping on in the train, was a mystery.
i‘he only reason why Bunter would
have walked would have been the lack
of money to pay his fare, or lack of
somebody to “touch ™ for the fare, But
the parent of a new fellow pgoing to
Greyfriars conld not have run ont of
money in Dunter's fashion,

Then the hittle, round eves behind the
big, round spectacles became more alert,
and they glimmered. Bunter was short-
sighted, but at close range he could
observe, Taking a keen and rmpertinent
interest in the tall gentleman, who had-
regarded him * superciliously for a
moment, Bunter observed that, well-

looking gentleman ha
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expensively dressed. His clothes were
of excellent material and excellent cw
but they had seen wear, though'care
for so carcfully that o second glance—a
scrutinising glance—was needed, to see
how very much they were worn. His
boots, excellent boots and well-Gtting,
had . been soled and hecled, Bunter
further observed. I such matters as
these Billy Bunter really was guite a
detective, Last and worst of all, hia
gloves had been mended. Bunter was
sure of it. And it was not easy for
Bunter to conceal the scorn he felt for a
man with mended gloves,

“*Shabby genteel | Bunter prinnad to
himself. He would have Iikeg to eay it
alond, after that supercllious glance;
but he did not, having too much respect
for his fat cars,

The man was poor]

Poverty, of course, is not a crime.
Bunter would have admitted that. But,
though not exactly criminal, it was
rotten bad form. At least, it was so in
Bunter's lofty and valuable estimation.

Bunter knew now why the aristocratic-
walked. It waos
to save the railway fare to Friardale, and
a cab fare from Friardale to the school.
His son-could wedge into the school
omnibus with the erowd of returning
schoolboys. This tall, elogant, dignified
gentleman couldn’s, Had he Fona to
Friardale with hiz zon he would have
been obliged to walk from there, or to
take & cab. He couldn't afford to take
a cab, Bunter told himself contempt-
uously; and as he waes going to walk,

anyhow, he had saved the eighteenpence

to Friardale. Eighteenpence! A sum
to excite any fellow's contempt! It was
the precise sum for which Bunter had
atternpted to diddle the railway com-
pany; but Bunier would never have
songht to save it by walking. Diddling
was more in his line,

““Airs and praces!’” said Dunter to
himself scornfully.

He felt indignant. 'That fellow in the
train who had claimed Bunter's seat had
been as stuck-up as you please; and this
old blighter—that was what Bunter
called him silently—this old blighter was
as haughty as a man with & million
pounds in the bank—haughty, when he
couldn't afford a cab fare—looking at a
chap as if he was dirt, when he had had
his gloves mended—turning his stuck-up
noso away from Bunter, with his boots
soled and heeled!

(f course, Bunter was indignant and
scornful. He would have liked to tell
the tall gentleman what he thought of
blighters who were stuck-up, without o
cab fare in their pockets. But he
didn’t. The tall gentleman might ke
hard-up as well as stuck-up, but he did
not look like & man to be ifrifled with
ar “cheeked.” He carried 2 cane under
his arm, and Bunter had no desire what-
g?er to make a closer acquaintance with
1L,

%o Bunter, while he pnffed for’ breath
and snorted, and smacked at flies who
unaccountably found some attraction ma
his fat face, contented himself with
thinking thoughts of the most contempt-
wous and derisive kind, without com-
municating them to the object of his

contempt.
The tall gentleman rose suddenly from
the seat, %ﬂsmblf ha had had enough

of Bunter's snorting and puffing.

He stood for & moment glaneing about
him ever Courtfield Common, Near the
seat there was a cross-road, and no sign-
post, The way from Courtfield to Grey-
friars was unmistakable, up to that
point.  From that point you had to
Ltnow which road to .take.. DBunter,
blinking at the tall gentleman, could see
that he was undecided. He had neo
intention of helping him out, after the

dressed as he looked, he was not at all supercilious glance that had grected his
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arrival af the seat. But the tall gentle.
man turned to him.
. “Can you tell me which is the
rreyiriars School 1" he asked. :
g asked the question very politely,
in a eultivated and slightly high-pitched
¥oice— a “sidey " voice, as Bunter
regarded it. “Side " was all very well
when @ man had money in the bank, but
it was quite out of place, in Bunter's
opinion, in a man who had had his
gloves mended, and nbﬂnus_lir little or
no money in the bank. And if the sidey
pld blighter fancied that Bunter was
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* Tickets, please [ ** The Famous Five and tho slim feltow handed over their tickets while Bunter snored. ** Tickets ! **
repeated the official one. Snore ! The Famous Flve grinned, but the flcket collector did not. Suspleious of bliking, he

grabbed Bunter by the shoulder and shook him. ** Ticket, please ! ™ he roared.

going to return good for evil, so to
apauﬁ—put. him on hiz way, after that
iey glance that had offended the fat
junisr, then the sidey old blighter was
yolly well mistokon [
“Cartainly,” answered Bunter.
“Thank you!"

The tall gentleman expressed thanks
too soon, )

Bunter pointed a fat finger at the road
that led away from the Courstfield road
towards the distant village of Woodend.

“Take that road, and keop straight
on,” he said,

“Is it far:” .

S Well, more than balf an hour,™ suid
Bunter thoughtiully. “'I think it would
take mather more than half an hour™

“Thank you!"

The tall gentleman turned inte the
cross-road, and walked away, very eroect,
clogant, and dignilied. Dunter grinned.
Ho had told the tall gentleman the
truth; it was moroe than half an hour by
that road to Greyfriarva. Only Bunter
had undevstated 1t. It was much more
than half an hour, for if the tall gentle-
man  kept on, he had twenty.live
thousard miles to cover before le
arrived at Grevfriars, after circumnavi-
gating the globe,

Lunter, of course, did not cxpect him
to keep on as long as that, IBub it was
probablo that he would }wn]rr on as fur
as Woodend, whore ho would learn, on
ingquiry, that he was thres or four miles
out of his wav. DBuonter, with a cheery
eountenance, waltched the tall figure dis-
appear by the road over the grecn
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cominon, and then quitted the seat and
rolled off towards Greyfriara, Next
time that sidey old blighter szaw his
betters, Bunter reflected, perhaps he
wouldn't look at them as if they weren't
a3 good na himself. You can’t look at
a fellow as if he was mud, and then ask®
him the way, expecting an obliging
Bunter  considered, Mot
Bunter, at all events.

Bunter rolled on te Greyiriars. and
found the weary way considerably
lightened by the happy vision of that
supercilious” old  gentleman pluggiog
weary and useless mailes in a hot sun
over & dusty road. '

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In Study No. 1!
E]H ST day of term waz a busy day

at Cireviciars, as at othoer

schools.  Interviews with bLeaks

—all of them burried and sommw
of them crusty—and the honse dame;
vnpacking boxes and bags; grecling old
frivads and old foes; bagging studies,
and  arpong with  would-be  baggers
thercof—these nnd many other occupa-
tions filled in a very busy day., In the
Remove, the Famouzs Five, of course,
took over their old quarters—Wharton
and Nugent in Study No. 1; Bob Cherry
and Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh in Study
Moo 13, with Won T and  AMark
Lanlav: Johnny Ball in Stwdy No. 14,
with Squill and Fisher T, Fizh, Nobodsr

(See Chaptler 2.)

was likely to say the Famouws Five nay.
In other studics thero wero nrglumt-nts,
settled more or less satisfactorily. But
so far ms the groat men of the Form
were concerned, their studies were their
studics unguestioned, the only danger
being that new boys might be landed on
them, Other fellows could be kicked
out, but a new fellow, assigned to a
study by the Form master, had to be sul-
fercd  with as much politencss as
possible.

When Whaorton and Nugent took

mssession of Study No. 1, and Nugent
ﬁung up the oleograph he had brought
front liome for the speeial adornment
of that apartment, and Wharton pro-
duccd & handsome new screcn, tha gifk
of his Aunt Amy, they cxpressed a
mutusl hope that no now tick would
be landed on them, and that they would
have tha study to themselvea for
ancther term. So far as they had taken
the trouble to ascertain, there was only
one new tick for the Removae that dav,
the fellow who had travelled in their
earriage from Courtficld to Triardale,
and of whom they had since lost sight.
With so many studiea to chooso from,
they agreed that they had an execllent
chance of escaping the infliotion, and
the enerously agreed that Quelch
could ?ﬂﬂd the tick anywhere he liked
along the Remove passage, 50 long a3
he gave Study No. 1 a miss,

And o, when they blew into the
study ab tea-time, it was with very
mixed feclings that they. saw a slim,

Tae Macser Lisnauv.—No.1,126.
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arigtocratic-looking fellow standing at
the window, looking out into the quad.

“0Ohi” wird Wharton,

“Oh!* =zaid Nugent.

Julian Devarney turned from the
window,

His handsome eyobrows were lifted
with a faint inquiry,

“Want anythin’ here I** he ashed.

“Well, rves, a trille,” said Wharton,

smiling. “This heppens to be our
study.
“0Oh!" said Devarney, in his turn.
“Quelchy put you hera?” asked
Nugent, :
"%u'ﬂfﬂflj " repeated the new junior,
“Henry Samuel Quelch, Mastor of

Arts, Beak of the Removel!” amplified
Nugent.

“If you mean my Form master——*

“ Just that."

“He told me Biud
mgﬂatudy, This is

it

"Right on the wicket.”

"Your study, too?" asked Devarney.
His look was ono of cool indifference,
as if it mattered not a giraw to him
either way,

“¥Yes, it's ours,” said Harry.

"I see

Devarney turned to the study window
sgain. He was watching the gquad as il
with & vwery keen iInterest. Perhaps
the moving crowd of Greyiriars fellows
below had the interest of novelty to
him. Butb there was something in his
attitudo that told of worry, though his
face did nobt express it

Wharton and Nugent exchanged a
glance, cxpressive of dismay. They did
net want ang' new fellow in their study
and, least of all, did they want a new
fellow like this. However, as there was
no help for it, they made the best of it,
and naturally determined to be civil
to their new study-mate. Both had im-
mediately  decided that they would
never be on chummy {erims with
Devarney, but that was no reason why
the terms should not be amicable,

“Getting ready for- tea, I- suppose,
Devarney " asked Harry.

“Thanks; I've had my tea.”

“8een the Beak, of courzei™

“Yes "

No. 1 was tg ba
tudy No. 1, isn'd

"Feelingks. bit left, now your pater’s
gone ! asked the captain of the Re-
move, od-naturedly. *“That soon
woars oft.”

“Not at all™

“Oh 17

Devarney {furned from the window
again, and looked at the twe juniors.

His face was almost as expressionless
a8 o mask, but in his eves trouble could
e read. He was in neced, obviously,
of information or adwvice, or something
of the sort, and hated to zay so, As he
had been at Barcroft, a school of the
same standing es Greyfriars, he had not
the usual troubles of a new hoy, snd
nothing of the look of e lost sheep. It
was quite clear that he knew his way
about. Btill, there was evidently some-
thing troubling him,

“You fellows——" he began, and
besitated.

“Fire away !"" sald Harry.

“1 suppose you know how far it is
from Courtheld to this place, walking 7"

“ According to the way you take”

said Har?. “ About three miles by the
lt'thigh road. Bhorter cuts if you know
eln,

“1 suppose my pater would follow the
road, as he is o stranger in this part of
the country.”

" ¥Your pater?” repeated Harry.

i Yﬂa—-d','uu may have noticed him at
Cou rtﬁcln Junction, when I got into the

Bl ——
“1 remember.”
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“He didn't coma on in the train with
youl" said Nugent. Not being so
tdeeply concerned about the affairs of
others as William Ceorge Bunter, the
chums of the Remove had hitherto
taken no notice whatever of that eir-
cumstance. But they remembered it
now, and it struek them as a little
odd. Julian Devarney coloured.

“He preferred to walk to the school,”
he explained.

“Nice walk in this weather,” zaid
Harry, though he could not help
feeling a little surprised.

“But he hasn't arrived web”™ said
Devarnay,

“My hat! He's taking his time,”

“¥ou mean, he ought to have been

here before this "
. "Long ago,” said Wharton, in aston-
ishmment, ™ He couldo’t take much more
than an hour over the walk, and it's
hours since we left Courtfield.”

“It's odd that he hasn't turned up,”
said Devarney restlessly. "Is a man
likely to miss the road

“Well, & stranger might toke the
wrong turnming af the cross-roads,” said
Harry, “but if he inguired his way, it's
easy enongh,"”

“ Must ia,m taken the wrong turn-
ing,” said Frank Nugent.

“Where would that land him " asked

arney. ;

“Place called Woodend, unless he
asked gomebody, and turned back. Four
or five miles—and the game back, of
coursa.”

Devarney compressed his lipa.

“The Head expected to see him,” he
said awkwardly, “and the Form
master asked me where he was., I—1
suppose he missed the road.”

“ Must have!” said Frank. * Rotten
lnck. But ba can get a train from
Woodend—if he waits for one. Preity
slow fhere.™

“No taxicabz there,"” said Harry.
*“It would be walking back, or waiting
for & slow, local train, if he's gone on
to Woodend, OFf course, he could tela.
phone from the railway station for o
taxi from Courtheld.”

For some reason, the eolour In
Devarney's checks deepened. Ha turned
away to the window again, with a
moody brow.

“ o, he, hal”

The fat cachinnation in the doorway
of Btudy No. 1 drew the glances of the
three juniors, The fat visaﬁg and ample
form of William George Dunter filled
the doorway.

“Well, what's all the cackle about,
fattvy "' asked Wharton.

“He, he, he! Devarney’s pater won't
phone for 2 taxi from Wooadend!”
chuckled DBunter.

“Why shouldn't he, fathead, if he
thought of 1t7"

“He, he, he

“If that's an alarm-clack you've got
there, DBunter, shut it off!™
Nugent. ;

“(h, really, Franky—""

“Blow away, anyhow(™

“J] pame to azk you fellows to tea ™
said Bunter, with dignity. *“Not that
new kid—I don't want him. My old
pals.”

There was a chuckle in Study Neo. 1.
An invitation to tea from DBilly Bunter
was the preliminary to a request for a

small lpan. PBunter's manners and
eustoms were well known 1o the
Remove, so0 the invitation was not
pecepted.,

“Thanks—if we're standing onr own
fea, wo'll stand it here,”” gaid Nugent.
“And, 2z a matter of faect, it will be
rather a crowd, and so—>

“1 don’t mind a crowd, old chap,”
satd DBunter, rolling into the study.
“The more the merrier. I don’t mind
the crowd at all.™

gaid.

“But the ¢rowd might mind ! said
Frank.

“He, he, he I Bunter decided to taka
that remark as a joke. “I szay, you
fellows, ias that stuck-up ass staying 12

“That what§'"

“ Btuck-up ass ™

Devarney, his eyes on the guad again
appearced deaf to the voice of the Dwi
of the Remove. Wharton and Nugent
gave the fat junior warning looks.

*This is Devarney's study, fathead!”
said Harty, “Keep a clvil tongue in
your head, you podgy porpoisel”

“0Oh, if It's his studg, I supposo he'll
stop,” said Bunter, "1 dare say he'll
be %lud to bag a free tea”

“Bhut up!™ roared Wharton,

*“Oh, really, old chap—""

“ Another word, and you go out on
your zilly neck!” snapped the captain
of the Remove, *“Don't mind him,
Devarney; Bunter's the prize idiot of
the Form, and ought really to be in &
home for 1diots,™

"I don't mind him,” ssid Devarney,
with eool contempt, and without turning

his head.
“Oh, don't you!”" said Bunter,
nettled, “Well, all 1 say is, you're

i)ull,:.r stuck-up for a fellow without a
ean! Aira and graces! My hot! And
a h?}- a week for pockei-money, 1 dare
BAY.

Wharton and Nugent locked at
Bunter, and looked at Devarney. The
new fellow was well dressed, and cee-
tainly did not look poor. ‘f‘!mra was,
s0 far as they could see, no point in
Bunter’s remarks: bot the remarks
themselves were offensive enough, and
rot at all ascording $o the Gregfriars
traditions. Talking about money, or
the lack of it, was barred,

“If you'd like to kick him out of this
stucdy, Devarney, you're welcome,” said
the captain of the Remove, after a
pausa.

“ Not worth soilin’ my boot on,” said
Devarney.

“He, he, he! Ho doesn't want to
wear out his boota?™ choriled Bunter.

“IL costs money to have them soled and
hesled, ™

“You fat idiot, what are you driving
at " asked Nupent, in wonder.

“IHe, he, he! I know an outsider
when I zeo one,” said Bunter.

“Well, you've had & lot of practico
at that, looking in the glossg——"7

“(h, really, Nugeni—>

“Well, shut up,” said Wharton.
Devarney docsn't kick you out, I jolly
well will, if vou can't guhaﬂm yoursaH,
yvou fat freak.”

“0h, really, Wharton—"

"Shut up!” rosred the captain of the

move,

And Billy Bunter shut up at last.

Julian Devarncy, after another long
look into the quad from the study
window, turncd towards the door. DBut
he moved hesitatingly, With all his
cool seli-possession and savoir faire, it
waz eclear that he was worried and
troubled about his father's unaccount-
able absence, and did not know what to

a.
“Hold on, kid!" eaid Wharton.
“¥our pater will blow in rooner or
later; you ean’t make it anv quicker by
bothering. Stop ond tea with ne®

“T'voo had tea, thanks!” ezaid Devar-
ney, buk with a2 rather more cordial
cxpreszion on his face.

"I say, you fellows—"

“Bhut up. Bunter! J¥lave another
with us,” eaid Harry. “We're having
rather a epread, with a lot of Remove
men coming, and it would be 8 chance
to get to know some fellows in your
Form."™

‘Cantinued on page 12.)
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Here's No. 3 of Our Brilliant New Series of Flying Articles.
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Once the theory of flight had been put to a practical test the conquest of the air
progressed at amamazing speed, Below, our special contributor tells of the early teials
and experiments of would-be aviators.

Finding the Driving Powerl

LIPPING and sliding nbout.in the sty went on for
centuries before men who wanted to fly finall
sbandoned the first crazy gliders. Generations an

. generations of would-be bird-men hit the hard earth
with & tragic bang, through olinging to the old idea that
befors you could hope to emuiate the birds you had to
ﬁtﬁ?nuraelf with bird-like wings.

hen the movable wings idea at last lost its nttraction

gttentions began to be riveted on the possibility of floating
through the air on gliders. The early men who tried this
stunt attached themselves to their frail air-machines—if you
can call bamboo struts covered with ecanvas by that name—
and then took & running jump from a hillzide.

The rest was a matter of chance. Uame more genera-
tions of broken necks and dislecated bones, beofore somoeone
saw that an engine of sorts had got to be fitted to any
maching before 1b could be controlled in the air and
actually fiy.

One Horse~Power!

HERE was o snag—sa great and awkward one.

l There was no such thing oz a petrol-engine then;

an engine that was very,.very llig']lt I COMmparson
with its horse-power had etill to be invented: and
it was many years beforo an engine that could produce one
horse-power for “the weight of a fowl ¥ came inte being.

In the carly part’ of the ninctecuth contury someone iE‘;nd
the idea for a tolerably light engine that would work by
a constant succession of gunpowder cxplozions in a evlinder,
But it came to nothing. However, from that idea another
inventor secured a bram-wave. IHe designed a machine of
canves and bamboo and wooden spars that was ta be driven
through the air by means of serews worked by a steam-

inie.  ‘That weird device was never built.

Then came on the zcene one Stringfellow, who constructed
small models whose motive power was supplied by midget
steamn-engines,  For that he was awarded £100 by the
Acronnutical Hoeicty. TL was a model weighing, without
fuel or water, about 13 1b., and it boasicd one horse-power !

The same fellow then made & weightier model, fitted with
gerew propellers. And again later he preduced o medel,
driven by steam, that nctually would fly. At last the experni-
menters were on the right ﬁnc-:t, and a man who took up
the torch from the patient Stringfellow went "one step
‘farther by inventing a craft with plunes perched one above
auothor—the frst biplane!

A £30,000 Experiment!

T the same time an inventor in France hatched the

A scheme of using elastie as the driving power for

model acroplanes—a scheme which has not been

improved on even to-day. All this time others

were tinkering nbowt with wing-curves and «esigns and

learning something about wind-currents and how to get the
maximum “lift " in an acroplane's wings. )

Then Sir Hiram Maxim began to do things in grond
style. He spent something like £30,000 in his experiments,
and they ended in the wrecking of a machine that never
left the ground. His big machine was as weird to look at

as anyone counld imagine, and was fitted to rails on the 1

ground so that it ehould not rise and dash itself suddenly
to smithereens. For no one living koew how a machine
that would lift a2 man into the air could be balanced and
controlled when it was up!

Henee thowe precautions to keep it down. The bwo steam-
engines that drove the two wooden serews—canvas covered
and each cighteen feet long—worked jolly well, with &
total of 360 hovse-power. But for real flying they were far
too heavy in proportion to the power Lhey gave, Bir
Hiram kept up his experiments with this big model until
the whole lot swerved from its rails one day and splinterad
itzelf into seraps.

The First Successful Flight!

IMULTANEOUSLY with these experiments in
g England a Frenchman named Clement Ader was
doing big things with machines which he called
Avipons, and which looked like nothing so much as
nightmare bats, One of these, driven by steam-engines,
managed at last to hurtle into the air. It covered Hhily
vards, then—whaek! It hit the ground, and was guthered
up in pieces,

But the French Government had its eye on Ader ond
helped him with money, and in 1837 one ot his machines
went up, with a man aboard, and sctually flew 300 yds.
before the wind toppled it, and the whole contrivance
crashed, Nevertheless, Ader had made big histery, for his
was the very first power-driven_aeroplane to rise with &
man aboard. To the famaons 'Wr]#(ht brothers goes the
rremendous eredit of making the first successful flight—
though it did last only 53 seconds !

When things had reached that stage—the Wright brothers'
suecess  was  in Deecembier, 1903—the real begmning of
aviation was macked, Their machine was crude and awk.
ward, but it landed safely after its flight, and it is the
parent of all onr moders successful ones!

Storming the Airl

AT fret suceessful flight and landing of theirs was

E not just a Rash in the pan. It did not come until

they bad experimented, quictly and unostentatiously,
for vears nnd weary years—first with o man-power
glider, and then with & motor-driven machine. :

Other experiments they had eonducted with kites, with the
iden of trying to find out something about the action of tha
air on large wing-surfaces, For very littlo was known about
this, even when they managed to monceuvre a little with
their first glider biplane,

Imagine their enormous difficulties! Others hod © stormed”
the air before them, and had just touched on the fringe of
itz seerets, but no man had yet had any practice to spenk of
in flyving even clumsy, motor-less gliders,

And now hera we are doing ™ amazing things with
loviathans of the air, like the new all-stee]l flving-shi
which has lately made ita successful trial fight—a vesse
150 ft. long end 150 ft. from wing-tip to wing-tip, able to
rise from the water at sixty miles an hour with one hundred
Fﬂ.ssungers aboard, and with twelve engines each of 500
wrse-power |
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THE BOY WITHOUT A FRIEND !

(Continwed from page 10.)

Davarne-!-,j used & moment, Possibly
ho was a little tired by that time of his
lonely and lofty dignity, and felt the
cheery influcnce of the atmosphere of
ﬁﬂﬂ{i fellowship in 8tudy No. 1 in the
cmove, He nodded. ;
y “You're awiully kind!” he said, at
ast.

“Bosh[ We'll be glad if you'll stay!™

"Do!" said Nugent politely.

“Thanks! I willl®

“] say, you fellows, you don't want
that chep,™ said Buntor. “I ean joll
well tell you thet if you think he's well
off you're making a mistake.

“¥ou fot villain!” roared Nugent.
“What does it motter to us whether &
follow’s well off or not 1" )

“Oh, don't bo an ass, you know ! said
Bunter peevishly. *I can jolly well tell
you that if you're going to know that
fellow I'm not! I draw the linc some-
whero; and I jolly well draw it at
stuck-up snobe without a bean!"

“Are }Eu going to kick him into the
passage, Devarney ¥' asked Wharton.

“7 think I will, if you don’t mind.”

“Not .the least little bat 1’ .

“1 say, you fellows— Yarooooooh!

Deovarney, with all his slim elegance,
had & strong hand. He spun Bunter to
the door with & grip on his collar that
seemed like ironm. DPBunter roared in
anticipation; and his anticipations were
only too well-founded. _

A boat was planted on Bunter's tight
trousers with great force.  Whether
Devarney, like his father, had his boots
soled and heeled, Bunter had not yet
obzerved. But ho observed now that ono
hoot, at lemst, was frightfully hard and
heavy. Tt shot Bunter into the passage
at ena fell swoop.

“Yaroooooh!™ roared Bunter, as ho
landed.

“Goal 1" chuckled Nygent.

“Well kicked !"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Yaroooghl Ow! Wow! Beast!”
roared Bunter. “I'll jolly well lick you
for that, you cad! ¥on come ocutsido
into the passage and sec!” .

Devarncy stepped out. But he did not
“ece,” A fat figure venished up the
Remove passage abt expross spefd; and
Julian Devarncy. laughing, turned back
info Study No. 1.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Any Port In a Storm !

is OB, old fellow—-"
Bob Cherry swung on shan
the Remove passage, unheed-

: ing. Billy Bunter blinked
after him in wrath,

“I say, Johnny—'

Johnny Bull passed the Owl of the
Remove like the idle wind which he
rogarded not,

‘Well, of all the rotters! murmured
Bunter. “First day of term, too; they
haven's escen a chap for a jolly long
time, and this is how they treat a chap
when they see a chap!” .

There was a feast toward in Study
No. 1. The Famous Five, of course,
were all to be there, and every member
of that celebrated company had E:-'.'I-lcer]
a friend or two. So tho accommodation

in 8tudy No. 1 was likely to be taxed to -

its limit. A fellow who took up room
enough for two or three could not be
keenly desired, unless he was a very
nice fellow—-and in all the Greyfriars
Remove, only W, G. Bunier regarded
Billy Bunter as a very nice fellow., Yet,
with feelings seftened by a long and
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happy parting from W. G. B., the chums
of the mmwa would have suffered him,
if not gladly, at least with resignation.
Bunter, however, had asked to be
kicked L out, and hiz regquest had been
granted. Now he haunted the Remove
passage—at a safe distance from the
door of Study MNeo. l--and watched the
gathering of tho clans, as it were, with
& morasa cye and a frowning brow.
Bunter, of course, was not to blame in
any way, and wos far from realising
that he had asked to be kicked out.

Burely & fellow was bound to feel con-
tempt for a fellow who was hard up,
graetlmlly without & bean? And if he
elt contempt, why not show it? Thers
was, Bunter prided himself, no humbuy
about him. And it was a mere act o
thoughtful friendship to warn fellows
that Devarney, clegant and well-dressed
a5 ho looked, really was not well off.
Fellows less acute thun Bunter miight
be taken in, They might even lend him
money! They might fancy him a fellow
worth knowing, take the trouble to cul-
tivate his acquaintance, and find out,
after all, that he hadn't a bedn|

Bunter, generously bent on saving
fellows [rom all that, had netted, az o
roward, o hefty kick and cxclusion from
tho feast, It would have been strange
indeed had not Bunter fclt a much-
injured youth and extremely indignant,

But Bunter was a forgiving fellow--
at meal-times, anyhow. rutelly as be
hed heen treated, he was preparcd to
overlook it, and sit down at the feast
His ides was to attach himself to one
of tho arriving guests, and trail in with
him. I]:Jstm,d of which, the juniors
Enssm;l him by, just as if thoy did not

now what a boon and blessing Bunter's
company was at any parlty.

an  after man went into Study
No. 1, and Bunter still haunted the
nesage. Last of all came Hurreo
smset Ram Singh; ond the nabob
being Bunter's last hope, he eaught hold
of his arm.
"I say, Inky, old chap—"

“The saviulness is ﬁraposWrnusIJ
superfluous, my esteemed Bunter!™ said
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

“You're going to the feed?"

“The answer is in tho estecmed
affirmative. "

“Well, I'l come in old
cha%;o
#The answer is in the preposterous
negative |

“Look here, you black beast——""

Huzrree Jamset Ram Singh shook off a
fat hand, and walked on, with o dusky
grin, Bunter huftled after him,
“1 say, Inky, lock herc, those rotters

mean, those dear old chaps—really
want me, you know. It's only their fun.
Look here, take me in as o pal, see, and
they'll take it all right.”

" Bow-wow 1"

“Took  here,
Yarcoooh ! 5 ;

Bunter found himself coming into
sudden contact with the wall. There was
what a novelist would call a sickening
thud as his head establishod cantact.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh walked on
and left him there,

“RBeast!” roared Bunter. *“Think I
want to zit down to tes with a nigger?
¥ah! Go and cat coke ™ ;

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh went into
Study Ne. 1. Bunier cast a [erocious
blink after him, and turned sadly awav.
The [east was barred to Bunter. sull,
there were ather studics in the Remove;
and on the frst day of torm fellows had
encrally something to spend.  Bunter
noked n]ﬂﬂf‘ the passage. inte study
after study, like a lion secking what he

miﬁhh e vour.
nfortunately for Bunter. many of the
fellows were busy elsewhere. Bmithy

with you,

you shiny nigger——

THE MAGNET

was not to be scen; Lord Mauleveren,
always a rich prize, had gonc to tea in
Study Ne. 1. But in Study Ne. § Bun-
gcr found the occupants at home.

Study No. 8 belonged to Dick Poniold
and Mooty Newland, Penfold, of course,
was beneath Bunter’s notice, being a
scholarship boy, with even fewer beanas
than Julian Devarney.

But Monty Newland was popularly
supposed to roll in money. On the other
hund, he was a Jew; and Bunter,
having tried long and often to induco
Newland to cash imaginary postal-orders
for him, and having failed every time,
had naturally come to look down with
supreme contempt on Sheeneys,  Still,
there were times when all bitter feelings
should be banished—and tea-time, ob-
viously, was one of those times.

When Monty Newland declined to
cash a postal-order for him, Dunter
had a feeling that a Russian “pogrom"
was the best way of dealing with the
Semitic race; but if Monty allowed
Bunter to sit at his extremely well
supplicd table and rake the lion's sharo
of tha ‘fn:mﬂ things there, Bunter was
prepared to regard the Joews not merely
a8 the Chosen
indeed,
stances.

He blinked into Study No. 8. Tea
was not on; but there was o very larga
and very luscious pineapple on & dish
on the table, which Newland and Pen-
fold were slicing alternately, with
iwatual satisfaction,

They grew all sorts of things at New-
land Croft, the home of Monty's people
-—a place that Bunter had been heard
to allude to as Sheeney Croft—and
wonderful pincapples and such things
frequently cumo  to Greyfrinrs for
Monty. On such occasions Buntor was
not only prepared to forgive Monty
for being & *sheeney,” but would not
have minded if he had been o Bolshevik
or & Bouth Sea cannibal.

Bunter's little round eyes glistened
behind his glasses, and his fat mouth
watered at the sight of that loscious
pineapple.

“1 say, you fellows—"" ;

Nowland glanced st him and smiled,

“Trot in, old fat man!' he said

ace, but az very choice
It all depended on circum-

good-naturedly. “llave some of this?”
~ Bunter did not need a  second
invitation.

He trotted in, grabbed the knife, and
cut himself a slico of Einm ple. It was
& large slice—a very thick shice—in fact,
when Bunter's slice was detached there
was less pineapple on the dish than
there was in Bunter's fat paws.
Newland, however, crn]{' smiled, Ha

b

knew what to expect when he asked
William George Bunter in,

“Like i7" lhe asked, as Bunter
guzzled.

“Serumptious [ said Dunter., “That
is, not bad, vou know. Not like the
pines wo grow at Bunter Court, Still,

quite pood.”

““Have you brought any of them back
from Bunter Court?” asked Penfold
with gentle sarcasm,

“MNo room in my box,"” answered
Bunter. “Packed with good things
already, you lknow. It's rather a bore,
the way a fellow’s relatives roll up with
things for him when he's coming back
to school, My titled relations—"*

“1 ean tell you why thia pineappla
jsn’t like those at Bunier Court,” said
Fenfold thuu;iht-fu'lly.

HYEh, how?

“"Becanse this s a veal one™

Bunter disdained to answer that.
Besides, his jaws were busy, He was in
a hurry to get through his handsome
helping, in fime to have another cut
before the rest was gone.



EVERY SATURDAY

Newland and Penfold proceeded more
slowly. With Bunter it was a case of
mora haste and less speed. The pine-
apple went down too fast, and some-
thing stuck; and Bunter began to
choke, to gurgle, to gasp, and fto
wheeze. ' _

By the time he had finished choking,
gurgling, gasping, and wheezing, the
vemaing of the pineapple hdd  disap-
pearad. An empty dish met Bunter's
morosa blink. ith considerable self-
restraint,’ Bunter refrained from telling
Penfold "and Newland what he thought
of them,

Penfold produced a packet of toffecs,
After that scrumptious pineapple, Pen-
fold's toffeea were as moonlight unto
sunlight, as water unto wine, Still,
they were toffees and edible—and all
was grist that came to Bunter's mill.
H& sat down and put two or three into
his mouth, -thoughtfully taking two or
three more in either hand—warned by
what had happened to the pineapple.

** Had good hols, Newland " he asked,
with his mouth full. He did not trouble
to include Penfold in the question,
Panfald being poor, how could he hove
had good holidays?

“ 8it down, Moniy," sald Harry Wharton.
* Hare's your chalr, you duffer.” Bob
Cherry pushed Newland’s chair fowards
him, and Monty sat down in K, un-
fortunately forgefting Frank's warning
about the wonky leg. The next moment
the chair gave way and Monty toppled
 backwards. (See Chapler 7.)

“Oth, not so bad!" said WNewland.
¥ Whom did you do, Bunter®™
I:Ethl

%[ _-mean, what did you do?" said
Nawland hastily.
witlorious time!" said  DBunter.

Y achting, motoring, the races, and a
rotAad of the best country houses—and
all that, you know. I'm afrnid I lest
rather a lot at bridge. You Know
those weeck-end parties. DBut, after all,
what's a pony or two to a wealthy
chap?’

“What, indeed?’ said Newland
gravely, while Penfold gazed at Bunter
with interest. :

#2ill, T went in rather decp,” said
Bunter; “and the fact iz that for the
next week or so I shall be rather pushed
for rendy money, Newland. If you
happen to Lave 2 fiver about you you
don't wante—"

“T don't [

“I mean & guid—="

“There's a pew chap in the Remove
this term,” remarked Newland,

Bunter blinked at bim, puzzled,

“Eh? 1 wasn't speaking about the
new chap,” he said.

‘I was,” said Newland.

“]I was speaking about & quid——""

i &Hd 1 wes speaking about a new

chap.
Penfold chuckled.

#8tick fo the subject, old fcllow,"
remonstratad Bunter.

“I'd rather stick to the guid.”

“If you mean that you're not going
to lend me a quid, Newland —"

“¥ou grazp m
meaning exactly,
said Newland.

Bunter opened
hizs . mouth to tell
Newland what he
ﬂnauﬁht of Jews.
But he rememberead
in_ time that the
toffces  were mot
finished. Restrain-
g, therefore, his
views on Jows, he

g Sy M

pt & few more toflecs
mto the open mouth.
“1 sav, you fellows,

that new chap is a
frichtiu! bounder,” ho
E-:ti?l.

“He looks all right,”

said Peonfold. *“I've

goctl Ditm. "™
“TAppearances Aarao

deceitful,” grinned

Bunter. * Looking at
him, you'd think he wasz pretiy woll off,
wouldn't you?"

“Ho looks it

“Well." said Bunter
“he hasn’t a bean!i”

“MNo bizney of ours if he hasn't,”
said Pen curtly.

Bunter mdulged in a fat sneer,

“] dare say vou've got a fellow-[ecl-
ing for him, as vou haven't o bean,

impressively,

either,” ho remarked. *1I say, New-
land, you I':t:rrF that now man at a dis-
tancs. He'll want to borrow your

mouey. IF there's anything I despise,
vou know, it's a fellow who sucks up
to a rich chap to borrow money of him.”

“0Oh my hat!"

*Cheeky, tool” gaid Bunter.
“Wanted to take my scat in the train,
Flis father walked from Courtfield to
gave the fare. He he, he!”

Bunter's chortie was not echoed in
Study No. 8.  Neither Newland nor
Penfold appeared to see anything comie

Ak
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in 8 man walking to save a fare. No
doubt they were deficient in & conse of

humour—Bunter's varicty of humour,
at all avents,

“Stuck-up n: you please! sxid
Bunter. “Lofty and all that! 1 =ay,

he has his boots and gloves moandedl
He, he, he! And the airs and graces
of & marquis at least, Povorty-strioken,
shabby-gentecl bounder, you know "
“And how the thump do you xnow
all this about the new Lid'a paltert”

atked Monty Newland grimly, un-
smiling.
“He, he, he! Met him on Courtfield

’_['.:EIII

il
i
i

11
if i

&

common—walking to the school, aftes
he'd sent the kid on by train!” grinded
Bpnter. “1lad tho cheek to give me
the marble oyo when I sat down near
him.- Still, 1 daro say he's sorry for
that by this time! Fe, he, -hel X
pulled his stuck-up leg a treat!"

Bunter chuckled explosively, J‘Iﬁ wal
still immensely tickled by his jape om
the tall gentleman on  Courtbeld
COMMOon. . 1

“No end of a jest!” he said. " He
had the neck to ask me the way, you
know, after locking at me as if 1 was
a toad,”

“How else could ho look at youl”
asked Ponfold.

“Oh, really, Penfold! Well, I got
my own back,” said Dunter. *1 sent
him off to Woodend, thinking it was
the way to Greyfriara! He, he, he! I
daro say he's wandering about miles
awey now. [He, he, hat”

“¥ou fat rotter!” ejnculated Maonty
Newland.

“0Oh, really, old chap—""

“You fat villain!™ exclaimed Penfeld
indignantly. “T1 heard Quelchy ask
the new kid about his father, and
Dovarney said he would be along later,
'5:'1:-1!&_ nlilght to be kicked, you worml

id ﬂ_ 1”

"‘.Iifhn:,-im‘n I:?n!lcs new kid now? ashked
Newland quictly.

“He's been put in Study No. 1"
said Bunter, “They're letting him join
np at the spread there, Silly fools, you
know; he'll nover stahd them a feed
hack—ha eouldn't do it. Poor as =
church mouse!”

(Continued on page 16.)
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“Ho must bs botherad about his
father not ﬁctbing in,” said Newland.
“Go and tell him, you fat asst™

“Cotch me!” grioned Bunter.

“Well, I'll tell bim, then I

“Look hers, Newland——"

Monty Newland Joft the stady.
Bunter blinked after him, and blinked
at Dick Penfold, who was frowning,

:: 'g’hhaé the th;.l;n_p——:l' :E!m fi‘:;? an.

, dry up 1™ grunted Pen :

“1 ook hﬂe——ﬁ

Penfold walked out of the study.

Bunter blinked after himn. What was
the matter with Newland and Penfold?
Why they should take any interest
m the new lad, or his. pater, were
mysteries to Bunter,

uk there were still some toffees on
the table, and DBunter devoted his
attention to them, They, after all, were
the things that mattered!

P

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Unpleasant'!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. had
‘i'Nﬁr.}' cheery faces in Study
0. 1.
That celebratad study was
erowded, not to say crammed.
ho seating accommodation was over-
flowed, and there was only standing
r6om for late comers.
But everybody was moerry and bright.

Even ths new fellow, Julian
Devarncy, seemed to have thrown
asido his cold reserve, and looked as

cheery and friendly ms the rest, under

the influenco of the buoyant atmosphero
of Study No. L THR P

. There were at lerst n dozen fallows
in the room—the Famous Five, and
‘Devarney; Peter Todd, Mark Linley,
Tom PBrown, Hazeldene, and others.
But when the dark, hendsome face of
Monty Newland -appeared in the open
doorway there was & cheery welcome
for bim.

“Trot 1in, Newland!”
Harry Wharton,

“Welcomo as the flowers in Mav!"
said Nugent, with a wave of the hand.
“Makeo room for Newland, you men.”

“The roomfulness iz not terrific”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the arrival of the esteemed and

ridiculous Newland is preposterously
welcome.”
“Hang wvour feet out of the window,

Bobl That will make room for two or
three more fellows”

“Fathead 1" .

Newland smiled into the study.

“Thanks, I haven't come to tea,” he
said. I want to epeak to a man
horae—t

“Come in to tea nll the same,” said
Bob., “Tho festive board groans under
the f’mdlr viands, a3 they say in the
povels,

il

TEE MioNer Lmeiny,—No, 1,126,

called out

“Here's a chair, old bean,” said
Nugent. “Take care how you sit on
ih—ur;a leg's wonky, Keep it balanced
—spe ¥

Newland laughed and came in. He
was not in search of ten; but he was
glad to join the merry party.

Every face registered welcome;
except one, which passed unnoticed in
the crowd. That one was Devarney's.

Devarney had fized hiz eyes on Now-
land, and all the cheery friendliness
had faded out of his face. His look
wns reserved again; harder and colder
than before. Anyone who had observed
him would have wondered what he
found to anvoy him, in the good-lock-
ing, pleasant {ace of Monty Newland—
a total stranger to him, Bat no one
chseryed him for. the moment.

“There's & new lud here, I think,”
eaid Newland, as he came in, and he
glanced over the numerous company.

"Here be is,” answered Wharton,
“Devarney, thia is Newland of the
Remove. Hereo's Devarncy, Newland,

if you want him.”

“I've got something te tell him,”
snid Newland. “I've just heard from
8 fellow that your father walked from
Courtlicld here, Devarney.”

Devarney looked at him without
ANSwering.

“The fellow=—I needn’t  mention his
name—played a fool trick on  him,"
went on Newland,

Devarney started.

“The fathead met him on Courtfield
Common, and teld him the wrong
road to Greyiriars,” cxplained New-
land. “It scems that your father must
have walked away towards Woodend,
instead of coming on to -the school. If
he haso’t arrived yet, that's tha
roason. . I thought I'd tell you, in case
you were bothered about it.”

Devarney's face set hard.

“©h,- so that's it,” snid Harry
Wharton. “Davarnair has been rather
bothered about his father not petting

here. The silly ass who plaved such a
silly “trick ought to be jolly well
kicked.”

“Anyhow, you know now that there
hasn’t been any accident, Devarney,”
said Nugent, glancing rother curiously
at the cold, set face of the new jumior.
“Tt's only a case of missing the way.”

“Yes,” soid Devarney.

He had not spoken a word
Newland.

“What silly idiot pulled the man's
lege like thet?” asked Hazeldene.

“Well, perhaps I'd better not say,”
answerad Nowland., “I don't wani to
make ructions: But I thought I'd
better tell Devarney "

“Thank you,” =aid Devarney, with an
effort. '

“Not at all. 1 suppose you must
hkave wondered why your pater hadn't
got here”

Devarney did not answer.

By this time the expression on
Julian Devarncy's face had drawn the
attention of all the fellows in the study,
Many very curious glances wore turned
on him,

The buzz of cheery tall: died down
as if someone had poured cold water ot}
the nmrrg party. Some of the fellows
exchanged glances, as jf mutely in-
guiring of one another what was ap,

Newland himsclf 'was surpriscd. He
paused in the act of balancing the
rather doubtful chair that Nugent had
hospitably offered him,

Feeling  himsell under all eyes,
Devarney's face flushed. But the
crimson died out of it, leaving it pale

to

-and cold and set.

As Monty Newland, at last, sat down,

rexcloimed Harry indignantly.

THE MAGNET

Julian - Ldevarpey rose from his chair
with 2 sudden movement.

*Not going?  assked Wharton,
puzzled.

*“¥es, I think so.”

“My dear chap, your pater's all

right,” said the captain of the Remove.
“He will get back all right from Wood-
end, if he went as far as thet; and he
may turn up here sny minute,”

Dovarney did not answer this
Standing at the table, he had fixed hia
eyes on the surprised and now fush-

ing face of Monty Newland. What
was the matter Monty could not guess;
but it was clear that the new %Bllﬂ‘ﬁ"

rggu.rded him with an hostility that he
did not take the trouble to conceal,

Newland rose to his feet again, red
and uncomfortable.

“I—I don’t think I'll stay, after all,
you men,” he said, "“If you'll excuse
me, I'l—->"

“Rot 1" interrupted Harry Wharton.
"Yowll jolly well stay, Newlandl
What's the matter with yaou, Devarney
You don’t knmow Newland, do you?'

“Not likely 1" gaid Devarney, with a
curl of the lip—a look so scornful and
contemptuous that it made Newland's
face orimson and brought an angry
sparkle to Wharton's eyes.

“What the thump do you

mean 1"
“If you
don’t know Newland, vou've got no
row on with him, I suppose?  Can't
you bo civil to a friend I've ashed into
this study”

“A friend!" said Devarney. "Iz he

8 friend of yoursi”

“Yes, and of everybody eles in the
study I snapped Wharton. “Newland,
you ass, you're not to go—TI'll jul]i
well punch your head if you do,
don’t know what's the matter with
this silly assy; but he's going to learn
jolly soon that mannors of this gort
won't do for Greyfriars!”

“Hear, hear[" said Johnny Bull,

“What's biting you, Devarney, you
asa!" demanded Bob Cherry angrily.

The light-hearted party .in Study
No. 1 were all looking, and feeling,
extremely uncomfortable mow. New-
land was erimson with discomfort. Ho
woutld willingly have withdrawn from. a
party where his pressnce was, obvi-
ously, unwelcome to one member at
least. But he was not allowed to with-
deaw ; theee or four fellows shoved him
back into hiz place. If anybody was
going, it was not to bo Newland, all
the party had decided on that.

Devarney stepped back  from
table,

“I'm going!” he said guietly.

“Go a3 soon as you like!" enapped
Wharton, "If you weren't & silly now
kid, I'd thump you befora you go, too.
If this 15 the kind of behaviour you
lcarned at Darcreft, it's a pity you
didn't stay there! What the deuce do

tha

you mean by insulting a guest in this
study *"

“Look here, I'd rather go, you
men————"" muttered Newland.

“You jolly well shan’t go!” =aid Bab
Cherry.  "We want yvou—and nobody
I know of wanis that checky tick!”

Dovarney's lip corled bitterly. His
glavce was still on Newland, and it was
a glanee that few fellows could have
borne with paticnee, so bitterly scornful
was if.

“I'm going!” he repeated. “You
fellows can #it down at table with &
Jew if you like. T draw the linel"

And loaving ths whelo company
struck dumb by those words, Devarney
walked out of the study,

The silence lasted only & moment;
but it was a long and peinful momons.
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Nawland's Face, crimson, grew paler,
till it was almeost white. Harry Whar-
ton jumped bto his feet, his eyes
glinting,

“Hald on!” said Newland, as the cap-
tain of the Remove pushed a way to tho

door.
“Pit—=I'H
© Wharton.

1 -
4

smash  him gasped
“To spealk like that to a
guest in my study! I—I-=T'1l—2"

Words failed the captain of the
Remove. But Monty Newland caught
him by the arm, and stopped him in
the doorway,

“What's the good of & row®’ he
said. “Leave him alome. Look here,
1'd better clear—if it's his study, after
all—"

“It won’t be his study long—we
won't have him here!” eoxclaimed
Frank. “My hat! I pever heard of
guch—such—" :

“Tet it dropl” urged Newland, still
holding Wharton's arm. ]

“Oh, all nght,” Wharton realised that
the scene was painful enough to Monty
Newland, without a fight to follow 1t
and inevitably to draw the attention o
the whole Remove to the incident,
“Let the cad go—and good riddance to
him. 8Sit down, you men—sit down,
Newland.”

Monty glanced over the faces round

im.
“I—1I hope nobody else feels the tame
&3 Devarney ! he gaid,

“Don't be an ass (" smaid Bob Cherry
unceremoniously. .

"Fathead I " Bit
down.”

“Here's your chair, you duffer.” ;

Bob Cherry pushed Newland's chair
towards him, and Monty sat down In 1t
—unfortunately, in the strees of the
moment, forgetting Irank's warmng
about the wonky leg,

Crash !

“(th, my hat!"

" Ha, he, ha!”

“Oh, what a fall was there, my
countrymen 1™ sighed Bob.

Monty Mewland picked himself up,
laughing breathlessly, ‘The chair, with
the corner of a box pushed under i,
gave adequate auﬁmrt. and he sat down,
and the incident had the effect of break-
ing the tension. Devarney and his
unpleasantness were forgotten, and the
party in No, 1 Study went merrily on
as i{&- nothing had happened.

gaid Wharton.

e ——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bad -for Bunter !

ULIAN DEVARNEY, standing in
tha big doorway of the House, was
. conscigus  that  many fellows
glanced et him—giving him more
fitention than new kids wera wont fo
receive, 'LChere was absolutely no shy-
ness about Devarney; he had been at &
Public school before, he knew the ways
of it, and he was by nature cool and eeli-
pssessed, and rather dizposed to regard
ﬂimsclh if not as the ounly pebbls on
the beach, at least as the mozt importang
ebhlo. And he was not unused to his
d looks, his well-cut clothes, and hia
gristocratic  appearance drawing a
second glance. But—theugh his impas-
sive face did not reveal his thoughts—
the attention he was getting now was
far from pleasing.

Ha pguessed that the interest ho
goemed to excite was not exactly of a
Battering nature. He had not forgotien
Bunter's remarks in No. 1 Study, and
ha wondered whether the same thoughts
wera in the minds of the fellows who
looked at him 1n passing.

Proud as Lucifer, and sensitive as an
aspen, Devarney was a fellow not likely

te ba slow in taking offence. For a
short time, in Study Ne. 1, he had come
out of his icy reserve; but it had settled
on hium more icily than ever, he was
wrapped in pride as in a garment, and
made rio. effort whatever to check the
superciliousness that was a natural part,
as it zcemed, of his expression.

Fellows whe would not have otherwise
noticed him did notice him, and asked
one another who tha cheeky-lecking kid
was. That, if Devarney had heard if,
would not have worried him in the least.
But if other fellows knew, or guessed,
what Bunter guessed, or knew, it was
g different matter. A fellow who had
onco been rich and was now poor, he had
8 sensifiveness on the subject that was
out of all pmﬁﬂ-rtiun to the subject itsell.
The mere thought of sympathy, and
especially of pity, was enough to make
his eyes glint unpleasantly, dislike
would have been infinitely preferable to
compassion.

He had suppeosed that nobody at
Greyfriars would know anything about
his private affairs—knowing nothing of
William George Bunter, to whom any
other fellow's private affairs were of
deep and abiding interest. It was gall
and wormwood to the proud fellow to
think that hiz affairs were under dis-
cussion ; bitternesa itzelf to realisa that
anybody knew, or imagined, that his
way was set with difficultics, and that a
proud poverty clouded his lifa.

Hardly anybody at Greyfriars, ns &
matter of fact, knew or cared enything
about him, or what his circumetances
might be. PBut the few who did wera
engugh to cloud the herizen to Julian
Devarney. It might eafely have been
predicted of Devarney that he would
make more foes than friendas at tha
school—and anywhere else.

Billy Busnter, naturally, had been
talking. Talking was one of Dunter’s
haniest and moet perpetual cccupations.
When it was not time {o sleep and
when thers was nothing to eat, talking
was Bunter's most satisfactory resource.
Bunter  already  disliked Devarney,
owing to the dispute over the seat in the
train, and the kicking in No. 1 Study,
and the loss of 8 share in the feast, and
Bunter argued, too, that a fellow who
hadn’'t & bean eughin't to be stuck-up.
Devarney, certeinly, had never regarded
himself as stuck-up, but that was the
nuome Bunter found for his lofitess.

Bunter found some interested hearers
in the Remove, Bkinner & Co. were
quite interested, and thai,r made a poink
to stare at the new fellow when they
saw himi, and the supercilious indiffer-
ence in Devarney’s looks did not pleaso
them. Tt gave a little zest to their
desire to be unpleasant, and Ekinner,
as & rule, lived and thrived on makin
himself ung;leasmlt. Ragging & new ki
was a safe way of being unpleasant,
and Bkinner liked it as ap amusement.
Zp, after a time, as Devarncy etood in
the doorway, looking out into the guad

" Siote,
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heeled, and Bunter declared that he
knew of n casze of a shabby-gentesl
gentleman who had his gloves mended.

A red spot glowed In  either of
Devarney's cheeks after he had hstened
to thia cheery conversation for a few
minutes,

He gave up his position in tho door-
way, and walked out into the qugd.
rangle. Skinner winked at his friends.

“My hat!” he remarked. “That
chap's thin-skinned—it doesn't take
long to draw blood.”

“Must be true what Bunter's been
saying ! remarked Bnoop.

"“"{h, really, Bnoop—"

“Which is remarkable in itzell,"” said
“ Anything happened in the hols,
Bunter, to make you furn over a new
leal?”

“Look here, you beast—" ]

“It's odd, though,” said 8lkinner,
staring alter Devarney's elegant figure
in the quadrangle. **The man looks
well-off—those clothes cost money.”

“ All he's got is on his back!” grinned
Bnoop.

“T'va heard Lis name before,” went
on Skinner, ruminatingly, “ Devarney—
it's not a common name. I believe I've
seen it in the papers. :

“It wae something to do with the
City,” he went on. "1 remember it
in ﬁim hols. It was in the papers, all
right,”

i He doesn’t look as if his people had
anything to do with the City,” remarked

Snoop.
“Well, everybedy goes to the City
nowaduys,” sard Skinner sagely. “It's
where the money i3, and where the car-
cass 18 the wultures will gather, you
know, Fatheaded noblemen get fces far
having their silly names shoved om
rospectuses by company promaoters. 1
Ea\'en’t. soen Devarney's pater—but }
fancy he's just the sort of goat that
Bunter's father, for instence, would

like to get hold of when he’s bringing
out & new rotten company.”

“"Look hero—" roared Bunter.

“I remember now,” exclatmed Skin-
ner suddenly. * It was oil. The Some.
thing-or-Other Oil Company that wend
burst, and a man named Devarney was
mixed up in it, and snother man n
Shem lsaacs—I believa the Devarney
man lost all his money in it—>"

“1'l bet the Isaacs man. dido'¢i™
grinned 3noop.

“They were the Devarneys of
BPevarney Court—came over with jolly
old William the Conguerer,” said Bkin-
ner, remembering more.  “ Frightfuli
old family, proud a3 Punch—ten

sgezsor of a foolish face, as some-
ﬁd‘y says, only old Devarney must hava
been the twentieth or thirtieth posses-
sor., Fancy a family sticking to the loot
all through the history of England, and
dropping it at last through getiing done
in the eye 1n the City!" Bkinner

in the hope of =e

ing his ‘beluté:ﬁ
parcnt arrive, &
littla group of He-
move men gathered
near him, and began
to converse 1n tones
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ehuckled, apparently finding something
amusing in this idea. * [ remember the
place had to bo sold—it was in the
papers. Blessed if I know what they'vo
sent the kid to Greyfriars for. ‘This
isn't a homo for the new poor !*?

Bkinuer, having tired of the subject,
turned away.

“I say, you men, there's a new kid in
the Fourth—looks & moon-struck sort
of silly nss; I saw him blubbing in a
corner, Let's go and look him out,”

And Bkinner & Co. proceeded to look
for the new kid in the Fourth—not to
increase his happiness on his first day
at Creviviars.

Meanwhile, Devarncy had gone down
to the gates. Now that he knew, from
Monty Newland, what had caused his
f:ther's delay in arriving, he was no

nger troubled by the thought of
possible accidqmti, ut he was worried
and concerned. It was & good trait in
the boy's character that he had a great
affection for the father whose hapless
speculations in the City had reduced him
from high estate to a painfully low one,

The 5im$t&t that Ead overwhelmed
the Devarneys had made no difference
to Julian's sffection and respect for the
unfortunate hesd of the family. To do
Bim justics, he-felt that disaster maore
for his father than for himself. Young
.and-stzong. and proud, he felt able to
win through, ¢ world was his oyster,
and somehow he would open it. But it
was a different matfer with a middle-
aged tleman, accustomed to n-
sive comfiorts that he was now compelled
ta forgo, used to the ministrations of
maony servants he was now obliged to
dismiss, Unused to, and almost incap-
sble of, doing things for himseli that
had now to be done by himself or left
undore.

“ Kecping up sppearances ' was now
one of Mr. Devarney’s special studies,
and of all human oeccupations surely
keeping up appearances is the weariest
and the dreariost.

*Looking out of the gates, Devarney
discerned a tall, slim figure progressing
slowly vwp the road from the direction
of Courtfeld Common.

He recognised his father, and ran out
to meet him.,

Mr. Deverney gave him a pale smile.

He was tired—tired to the bone. Ha
had collected a considerabls ‘araount of
dust in the course of his walk in the
cguntry. That walk had had to be a
long one, owing to Bunter's -playful
directions at the cross-roads. But it had
been much longer than was really neces-
sary, owing to Mr. Devarney having
very liitle sense of direction. As
motter of fact, the twenty-fifth Devarney
of Devarney Court was not of brilliant
intellect; "possibly . the brains had
‘thinned ouf a little in'the course of that
long descent. Mr. Devarnoy had lost
his way no fewer than five times that
toilsome day, and indeed, it was more
by fﬂud fortune than anything else that
he found himself st Greyfriars at last.

“I hope you heven't been anxious
sbout me, Julian,"” he said, rather
faintly. “The fact is, I losk my way.”

"I wish you hadn’t walked, father,”
said Julian.

"My dear boy, & walk does me good,”
-said Mr. Devarney, who looked as if he
might have dmpg:ad at any moment. “I
never get enoug exercise; it was an
epportucity not to be lost’
They walked on to the school in
mlﬁnce‘ ed
evarney asked no guestions, but he
had a fierce, ﬂuppresseg desire to come
upon the unknown person who had mis-
directed his father and hammer him
black and biue. From what Newland
had said, he had no doubt it was a Gray-
friara fellow, and he made up his mind
Tre Macxer Lmrany.—No. 1,126,
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to find out which Creyiriars fellow it
was as so0n as he conveniently could.

As it happened, he was not given that
trouble. As he walked up to the House
with his father, o fat feure was visible
in the doorway. Billy Bunter was
standln% there, blinking out into the
quad, Blkinner & Co. had gone to rag
the new kid in the Fourth, but Bunter,
with all his faults, was not given to
such ill-natured entertainments as that,
He had no uze for new kids, except to
borrow money of them.

Bunter was thinking of anybedy and
anything but the shabby-genteel gentle-
man he had misdirected on Courtfield
Commeon, was looking out for
Smithy. Smithy always came back from
the holidays rolling in money, =nnd
Bunter considered that in the happiness
of seeing him again after 8 long part-
ing, the Bounder might be in & mood
to “part "’ again in a different way, 1t
was quite probable that Bunter would
have been disappointed. However, it
was not Vernen-Smith who found
Bunter in the doorway; it was Mr. De-
w.rna_'i' and ho instantly recognised the
fat felfow who had sent him off on =
wrong road on the common, long, weary
hours ago.

If he had been doubtful Bunter's
alarmed blink as he =aw him and his
immediate retroprade movement would
have settled the matter.

“That i3 the boy!" assid Mr,
Davarney.
“ Who—what—"" azked his son.

"“That i the young rascal who mis.

directed me,"” said Mr. Devarney. I
seems that he belongs to this school. He
told me s deliberate untruth——"’
“J—I didn't!"” gasped Bunter.
“You did "' snapped the angry gentle-
man.
“I—I didn’t, you know, I-—-I told

you it would be more than half an hour
if you took that road, and—and so it
wasg, wasn't iti"

kir. Devarney stared at him.

* Besidds, you're making a mistake,"
said Bunter, falling back on & second
line of defence, as 1t were.

What 7"

“1t wasn't me, you know.

“Tt—it—it was not you?

“MNot at all,” said Bunter confidently.
“I wasn't there at sll. Tt was some
other fellow who put you oni the Wood-
end road."

“Good gad ! said Mr. Devarney.

“Mean sort of jape to play on e silly
old man, in II‘.}_? opinion,” said Bunter
agreeably. " MNot the sort of thing I'd

a do, you know.”

-;r:l

the boy an idiot!” asked Mr,
Devarney.

“0Oh, really, you know =

Mr. Queleh, the master of the Remove,
coms along from his study. He shook
hands with Mre. Devarney, with whom
he was apparently already acquainted,
and politely inguired the cause of his
delay. Mr. ‘Devarney pointed a thin
finger at the guilty countenance of
William George Bunter.

"I met that boy on the way, and he
deliberately misdirected me,”” he snid.
*I have had a long—a very long—walk,
Indeed, I misscd my way several times
afterwards, owing to misunderstanding
directions regarding short cuts, I am
extremely fatigued, Mr. Quelch, as the
result of that foolish boy’s unfeeling
practicdl joke.'

Mr. Quelch directed n gimlet eye at
Bunter. '

* Bunter, how dared you—->"

“1 didn't,” d Bunter. I wasn't
there, sir. It's all a mistake ™

“It is not a mistake!"” hooted Mr,
Devarney,

“I—-1 assure you, sir, it—it's all & mis-
tale. never was on Courtfield

—— 8
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Common at ail to-day !’ stuttered Bun-
ter. “I mever sat on the seat with
that old josser, sip——>*?

“That what?” cjaculated Mr. Quelch,
 I—1 mean that nice old gentleman,
gir, I never saw him at all, ~He's a
complete stranger to me, and I don't
even know that hiz namo is Devarney [
gasped Bunter, “I—I hope you believe
ma, sr.”

That hope proved to be unfounded,

Mr. Quelch did not believe Bunter.
He closed & Engoer and thumb like a vica
on ‘abiat e!ar. " ™ i

“Come!” he said, in a terrifying
voice. “DMr. Devarney, may I beg you
to wait a few moments while I deal with
this untruthful young rascal.”

“Certainly !""  said Mr. Devarney,
looking oa il he didn’t mind waiting a
length of time while the untruthfu
young rascal was dealt with.

He did not have to wait long, how-
ever, Bunter was in Mr. Quelch’s study
only ‘a few minuotes. - But those few
minutea were hectic ones; How many
whacks Bunter had from Mr. Queleh's
cane he did not know; he waa not, in
those few minutes, thinking of such
matters as computation. But he knew
that they were many, and knew even
more clearly that they were hard,

It was & gasping, gurgling, suffering
Bunter that was finally El?ﬂﬂtﬂd from the
Bemove master’s study. Mr. Devarney
entered the study end rested his weary
limbe in Mr. Quelch's easiest chair, what
time Bunter crawled away groaning,
snd repenting him, from the bottom
of his fat heart, that he had played that
trick on the shabby-genteal gentleman.

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
* Walker ! **

% UR name's Walker, isn't it 1"
Bkinner of the Remova
asked that question in quite a
. bpleasant and friendly tone,
strolling up to the mew fellow in the
Rag.

There was a crowd in the Rag, and,
being the first day of the term, the
crowd, of course, was rather a noisy one,
There was no prep that evening, and
fellows had not yet settled down to the
collar, so to speak. Sixth Form prefects
turned a deaf ear to uprear, most of
them being busy on their own account.
Masters had plenty to do without
bothering about a row in the Rag. Once
Loder of the Sixth had pat his head in
at the door and roared out a warnin
to be a little more quiet. DBut Loder o
the Sixth had been answered by cat-calls
and howls, and had given it up and left
tha juniors, as ho expressed it to his
pals Carne and Walker, to stew in their
own juice.

In a torner of the Rag Morgan of the
Remove was seitling an old difference
with Fry of the Fourth. Fry's head, at
present, was in chancery, and the voice
of Edward Fry could be heard far and
wide. Leap-frog was going on in
another spot. Conversation was going
on everywhere. Fellows were tellin
one another about the *‘hols ”; talkers
were many and listenera were fow. Ceail
Reginald Temple, of the Fourth, told of
8. magnificent holiday in Norway, whét
time Hobson of the Shell described a
glorious time in Switzerland. Through
the buzz and the hum, whenever there
waz a lull, Temple's rather thin and
piping voice could be heard stating that
it was spelt “ski,’”" but pronounced
“ghe,' From which it was to be de-
duced that Cecil Reginald had been ski.
ing, if anyone had troubled to draw that
deJuctn_m-—wheh nobody did. Strains
of music proceeded from ome corner,
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where Wibley, who had brought back
a ukelelo with him, was putting in soma
ractice on that instrument. Fellows

id not need to ask Wibley whether he
could play the ukelele; when they heard
him strumming on it they Eknow ho
couldn't.

Iute that cheery and hilarious scene
walked Julian Devarney, with a cold,
disdainful face and a thoughtful brow,
Even 1f he hadn't, as Bunter expressed
it, & bean, Julian never forgot that he
waa & Levarney of Devarney Court;
indeed, he remembered it more than
ever now; it was, so to speak, all he
had left. The pinch of poverty had
made him very much more proud and
touchy than he had beecn in his former
high and palmy state. Conzequently,
ha was in a state of extreme readiness
to take offence; ready, in [act, to per-
ceive offence in fellows who were hardly
conscious of his existence, and did nob
care two straws whether he existed or
nat, Still, there were fellows who liked
to offend, and Skinoer was one of them.

SBkinper was not in & good temper.
There woaz & slight swelling on
Skinner’s noso. He had found amuse.
ment, in his way, in ragging that new
kid in tho Fourth, but, unfortunately,
the new kid, in the process of ragging,
had developed bad temper, and Skinner
had been surprized and burt by a punch

]
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on the nose—a thiog he would never
have expected from a shecpish new
kid, and which showed that you never
could tell. After which, Bkinner let
the new kid in the Fourth severely
alone. Still, it was in Skinner’s amiable
nature to worry somebody if he could,
and when Devarney came into the Rag,
Skinner smiled. Devarney, too, was a
ngw kid: but he locked even likelicr
to punch a fellow’s nose than that tick
in the Fourth, But Skinner knew how
to keep his badinage on the safe sido
of nose-punching, as o rule,

With a pleasant and agrecable smile,
he stmllmf up to Devarney, and asked
him if his name was Walker. Snoop
and Stott and some other [fellows
gathered  round, with anticipatory
smiles. When SBkinner adopted that ex-
ceedingly plecasant manner, they knew
it was time to look for entertainment.

Devarney glanced coldly at Skinner,

" NMNe!” he answered shortly.

Devarney remembered Skinner as one
of the group of fellows whe had talked
“at® him in the Ilouse docrway some
time ago. .

“Not1" exclaimed Skinner, in sur-
prise.

i H’ﬂ Il.l z .

* My mistake,” said Skinner blandly.
“I1 was absolutely certain that your
name was Walker, kid.”

“Well, it isn't."

“But your pater’s name iz Walker,"”
said Skinner, with a perplexed look,

“Of course it isn’t!™ snapped De-
Tarney.

“Any relation to Walker of the
Sixth?”" asked Snoop.

“T've never heard of Walker of the
Sixth, and I've no relations named
Walkar!” snapped Devarney.

“Well, I had an idea that your pater
was W. Walker,™ said Skinner.

“1 don’t see what could have given
you the idea,” answered Devarney
he turned away.

m“:‘:ﬁ’ arnd
"W, of course, stands for Weary,"
went on Skinner.,
Devarney turned back to him, with
a flash in hia eyes.
“What do you mean?” )
“QOnly what 1 say,” answered Skinner

affably.
fellow, I den’'t know anything about

“0f course, you being o new

you. But we always ask new fellows
their names, you know—ong of our little
ways here. thought your name was

Walker, from your pater being Mr.
Weary Walker”

“He, ha, he!” came [romn ]fi]!:f
Bunter, and there was a chortle from
Snogop and the rest. :

Davarney gave Bkinner a look which
cansed the grin to fade & littla from his
face. It loaked as if tha nosge-punchin
was in the offing. After the unexpected-
ness of that new kid in the Tourth,
Skinner had to be wary.

“1f that's meant for a joke—" raid
Devarncy, with & deep breath.

“Not at all; sober as a judge,” pro-
tested Skinner. ™ Nothing to get shirt
about. After all, Walker's a good ol
name.”

“Is it a name?" said Devarney con-
temptuously.

“Bottor ask Walker of the Sixth
that!" chuckled Snoop.

“Well, how do you like Greyiriars,
younzg Walker?" asked SBhkinner.
“I'vo told you my nome

Walker,”

12 not

“J—1 assure you, sir, it—ii’s all a mistake,™
said Bunter.
josser—I mean, that nice old gentleman, sir |
1've never seen him, and I don’ even know thab
his name is Devarbey.”
finger and thumb on Bunter's fat ear. ** Excuse
me for a lew moments, Mr. Devarney,"” he said,
* while I deal with thisuniruthiul young rascal 1'*
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“ Feel sort of lonely at first, of course™
gaicd Skinper, unheeding. “DBut that
will jolly soon wear off. A fellow like
you will make [riends so fust that ot
the end of the week he won't ba eble
io count ‘em.”

“Hea, he, hal"”

“Fellows like your sort, you know-—
a nice, good-tempered, agreeable-lookin®
ﬂl!ﬁp, never thinking of putting on airs
EI.'I!I ¥

*Ho, he, he!™™

Deverney extricated himself from the
chueckling group, and walked away,
with a heightened colour, followed by a
chortle frem Skinner & Co. Skinner
strolled over to thoe Famous Five, who
wora chatting near the fireplace.

“I hear yon've pot the new kid in
your study, Wharlon 1 he remarked.

Wharton nodded.

“Like him, of course ¥* said Skinner.

“Can't say I do.”

“Ho says his name isn't Walker,"
continued Skinner.

*I—I1 didn't misdirect that old

Mr. Queleh closed &,

(Bee Chapler B.)

Wharton stared.
“ Well, it isn’t; hisname's Devarney.™
“Pulling your leg,” smid Skinner.

“Hiz pater’'s name’s Walker, g0 his
name must be Walker.” )
“What rot!" said Bob Cherry. “EHis

pater's Mr. Devarncy, the long-legged
merchant who blew in late™

" Gammon ! 2aid Skinner, " You ask
fim if hiz name isn’t Walker, and sce
what he says.'’

The J:F'Em::n.ls. Five
iciously,
S i

“Tf you're ragging the new kid,
Skinner, yon can do it without our
help,” said Frank Nugent.

“Well, I know his father's Mr, Weary
Walker,” snid Skinner.

* Fathead ! said Wharlen, I-l'l.l%hin s

Bkioner drew the Famous Five blank.
Like the monkey in the story, Skinner
liked to find a catspaw to draw his
chestnuts out of the fire., So 3kinner
looked for less wary f{ellows to carry
on his amiable little jest at Devarney's
CRDENEY, -

Devarney was standing by  the
window, looking out inte the dusky,
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e;gilqu Skinner sus-
They knew his little ways of
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fjuad, alons, and preferring to  be
alona. Tubb of the Third came zlong

to speak to him,

1 say, iz your name Walker?” asked
Tubb,.

(11 N‘:hu

Tubb faded away, but a minute later
Gatty ‘nf the Second came up on De.
rvarney's other side.

#1 gay, kid !" said Gatty.

Devarney glanced round,

Four Walker

Gatty.

“Nol!" said Devarney, with a gleam

name asked

in his eyss, Gatty retired rather
hurriedly.

During the ial!c:win:%- ten minutes,
about half a dozen fellowa strolled

along to adk Devarney whether his
mame was Walker. His brow was grow-
ing blacker and blacker, his eyes
sparkling, and thoso signs of rising
temper greatly entertained the raggers.
It was, as Skinper had said, easy to
“draw blood” with a thinskinned
fellow like Devarhey. He turned from
the window at last, and walked across
to the door, evidently fed-up with the
hilarious company in the Rag.

“Good-night, Walker " c&ﬁaui out &
dozen voices.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Devarney, with ears burning, walked

out of the rogm. Billy Dunter, who
over pould let well alona, rolled
Eii'vnugh the doorway after him, and
awled :

¥ Food-night, Walker!"

The next moment Billy Bunter was
gorry he had uttered that valediction.
Devarney turned on him, grasped a fat
dittle nosa between finger and thumb,
and tweaked it severely.

There was a yell of agony from the
0wl of the Remove. 3

b} Yﬂnﬂﬂuglh Fe

Appacently finding solace in it

evarney tweaked the fat little nose
&gain, to the accompaniment of fiendish
howls from Bunter.

Two Sixth IForm prefects coming
wlong the passage stopped.

“ Thoze mnoisy little beagtsl™

er.

“ Noiay isn't the word” said Walker
of the Sixth. “Like & bear-ghrden!
that oW, you fags ™
* ¥arooooh |

““Hera, ohuck that!” said Walker,
taking Devarney by the shoulder and
hooking him away from Bunter. * What
the. dickens are you up to? New Lid,
what "

“Yes " snapped Devarney.

“Woell, what do you mean b Euilin
4 kid's nose?” demanded Wii er o
the Bixth. *What "

“He cheaked me!” growled Devarnay,

“ Musn't a new kid be cheeked?!”
asked the prefect sarcastically, " Stop
that row, Bunter! Your nose is sill
there I

Bunter's noso felt as though it wasn't.
He caressed it tenderly.

said

“What have you been up to,
Bunter? Ragging this silly new kid,
what 7V

“Ow! I only called him Walker!?

moaned Bunter, still caressing bis nose,

“Ia his name Walker, do you mean 7
Walker of the Bixth turned, with some
little interest, to Deovarney. Hitherto,
he had bean the only Walker at Grey-
friar: and, naturally, was not pleased
to hear of & fag of the same name.
#1I: your name Walker, kid®" -

“No!™ answerad Devarney, almost in
a snarl,  “It’s only that [at fool's
cheek.”

Y Cheek?? repeated the prefect.

“Yos: lie meant to be insultin’.”

“Insulting 1" repeated Walker of the
Sixth.
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Loder grinued. Walker did not grin.
He saw nothing to grin at. Instead of
grinning, he frowned thunderously, and
took & grip on the ashplant he carried
under his arm, It was natural that a
fellow named Walker should fail to
see anything cheeky or insulting in a
fellow being addressed as Walker, and
should be considerably annoyved at any
fellow regarding it in that light.

“Your name isn't Walker™ asked
the prefect, breathing hard,
“Twve zaid it 1sn’t.

“And you feel insulted at being
called Walkert"
“Certainly.”

“You don't like the name, what?”
asked Walker of the Bixth, with bode-
ful calm.

“*1If it is a name, no™

“If it is a namel” repeatéd the great
man of the Sixth, scarcely believing his
ears. “Did you say, if 1t i3 a name?”

ET YEE‘TF

“¥You cheeky young
name's Walker."”

“Oh!" ejaculated Devarney,

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roired Loder. The
expression on the face of Walker of the
Bixth was too much for his gravity.

Walker glared at him.

“Nothing to cackle at in this fag's
cheek that I can see, Loder. You be-
t‘ilﬁhtﬂd little tick, what's yvour name?*”

Devarney.”

stweep, my
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One of this week's Macner
ocket wallets goes to aurice
osk, 21, Great Garden Street,
Burmantofts, Leeds, author of the
following Greyfriars limerick :

To eat I8 Bunter's delight
He could escoff from mern tili

night :
When & doughnut he spias

With his sharp little
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You'd like one of these pocket
wallets, chums. to work and
win one right awayl
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“Well, Divainey, do- vou see that
chair ?* Walker pointed with his cane.

“¥Yes."

“Bend over it.”

Devarney paused a second, but he
bent over the chair, He realised that
he was dealing with a Sixth-Form
man, and that there was no choice.

Billy Bunter almost forget the pain
in his fabl little nose as he watched
Devarney taking six. Fellows crowded
in tha doorway of the Ragp to look
on. Walker laid "en the six with a
heavy hand, and when he gostured to
Devarpey to go, the new fellow went
with painful twistings.

The two great men of the Sixth con-
tinued their walk, Loder smiling end
Walker scowling. In the Rag there
were roars of laughter. Devarney,
seriously a= he took himself, had added
considerably to the paicty of the first
night of the term at Greviriars,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Devarney's Feud !

ARRY WHARTON came into

H Study No. 1, jusi before dorm,

for & [orgotten tooth-brush to

take up to the dormitory with

him. The light was on in the study,
and Julian Dovarney was thore.

Devarney waa unpacking some books,

and he elanced round ot the captain

of the Remove. He acemed about fo
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speak, hesitated, and was silent.
Wharton found his tooth-brush, and
was about, to leave—not feeling any
desire whatever for the eompany of
the fellow who had made a scens in
the study that afterncon. But a good-
natured impulse supervened, and he
paused at the doorway. The follow,
after all, was & new kid, and if he was
rather quecr in his ways—for so the
uniors regarded it—it was up to old
ds to be as tolerant as poszible,

“Borry you ba gix your first
m%ht here,” ﬁaidmﬂﬁg. § i

evarney shfug 18 shoulders.

“That's naﬂl'iiu’, ad six often
enough at Barcroft.”

Wharton bad ne doubt of that—if
Devarney at Barcroft bad been any-
thing like Devarney at Greyfriars.

“Not feeling it muach?’ he asked.

“Not at ail,”

“That's good.”

“Hold on a minute,"”” ssid Devarney,
apparently making up his mind to
speak, a3 the cupg.n.in of the Remove
was tiﬂ'mﬂli nWAay.

Wharton held on.

“I'm rather afraid I geve o litile
offence in this study this afterncon,”
said Devarney, slowly and reluctantly,

Whnrtc-n’f_ row darkened.

“Not a little," he answered. " You
gave ¢ lot. I was going to speak to
you abont if, but I ﬁnn't want to rag
a man his first day here. But since you
menbion it, what the thump did you
act in zach e rotbten caddish way for?"

Devarney erimsoned.

“T don't look at it like that,” ke
said.

“ Evary obher man who was prosent
does,” said Wharton dreyly.

“It was unpleasant, I know that,"
gald Devarney. *“I'm not the fellow
to meke & scene. DBut there's times
when it's unavoidable."

“What had Newland done to you?”
demanded Wharton warmly, " You'd
never seen the chap before, and he
came to this study to do you a service.”

“I know that.”

“ Woll, thep—*"

“1 suppose you know he's s Jew,"”

said Devarney.

“That's no secret,” said Harry.
“But I sup s fellow can be a Jew,
without being insulted about it by a
ailly ass.'”

Davarney was silent for a moment ot
two,

“ Look here,” he said at last, ©1
owa you and Nagent an apology for
makin’ a scene here. I admit that.”

“You owe Newland sn apology, and
if wvou're decont, ,;i"l}u’ll make it next
timo you see him,"” answered Harry.

Devarney set his lips. )

“ 1 think parhaps 1 ought to explain,”
ha said, “if you'll let me bore you fer
a faw minutes—-"

Harry Wherton sat down on the tdge

of the table. _ +
“(io ahead,” he said, * Blessed if I
know how vou're going to explain

having acted with the manners of o
Hottentot. But go ahead.”

Devarney leaned back againtt tha
book-shelves. He made s handsomw
and graceful figure as he stood there,
ensy and elegant. That he was a
fellow of good family, nurtured in
delicacy, generation after geocration,
there were' many signs to fell.  The
Devarneys of Devarney Court had
floated comfortably on the top of thing:
through many ecenturics.  They  had
produced eoldiers and statesmen, wlhilp
the mora cssential work of the world
was done by less fortunate hands,
Tracing their descent in an unbroken
ling from the cleventh contury, it was
natural that they should think mpch
of themselves: natural that they should
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never realise that they Wweré more

orpnamental than useful.

“¥ don't know how that fat outsider,
Bunter, nosed it out, but what he was
chattering is true,” said Devarney.
“It's nobody's business but my own,
but I'm makin’ no secret of it. We're
poor,”

“That matters to nobody but your-
gelf,’”” said Harry. ° Except Bunter,
he added, with a smile. ]

“A year ago, it was different,” said
Devarney, biting his Jip. “OF course,
things have changed since my pater
wae & boy—though the old chap can't
quite realiza it. I belicve the mort-
gages on the estate had been mounting
up for nearly a hundred years, when
tlfa crash came at last. The poor old
pater went into the City to retrieve
his fortunes—to save the crash. Fancy
a Devarney in the City! Of course, he
was like & pigeon smong hawks.

Wharton made no comment on that,

He had had & glimpse of Mr. De-
varney, while he was at the schodl,
and he certainly would not have drawn
the impreseion that the stif old

entlernan was the man to make money
in the City. Obviously, he was the
men to lose it there. Still, Wharton
thought that it m‘ﬁh." have occcurred to
Devarney that if his pater had made
it somebody else would have lost it.

“ They got him into an oil company,
said Devarney. *Of course, T don’t
know much ahout such thingd, but &
name like my pater's was no end
valushle to a swindler promoting a
bogus company. With a Devarney of
Devarnay Court on the I}ﬂ'ﬁl;i.'!, the
thing would impose on people.

Again Wherton refrained from com-
ment. But he could not hel‘p thiaking
that it was Mr, Devarneys duty to
inquire very carefully, and make very
cortain, before ha allowed his loity
name and aristocratic connectione to be
wsed for the purpose of deluding the
public.

“Tt was & man named Zhem Isaacs
who got the thing up,” went on De-
varney, * You can guess what race he
belonged to, from the name.”

“Quite,”’ assented Harry.

“ My father—and other people—wera
ruined. Isaacs—somehow—made a for-
tune out of it. Gogdness knows how
they wangle these things and keep out
of prison—hbut I belicve it's quito
cgmmon in the City. Devarney Court
had to be sold—" The boy’s lip
quivered. “I had to leave Barcroft—
we're nobodies now, I shouldn’t be at
Greyfriars, only—there was an arrange-
mesnt made—] needn’t go into that.
Well, wa're nobodics now--and a Jew
owns Devarney Court, where my
people have lived since the first man
ceme over with William.™

Pavarney paused, colouring.

“It's not my way to bore fellows
with my perzonal affairs,’” he said,
#hut, after what has happened this
afternoon, I thonght I ought to explain,

We've been ruined by Jews, one of the

oldest families in England has had to
clear out of the oldest house in Sussex,
ta make room for a sheency from the
Stock Exchange.” After that, can you
wander if I loathe Jews?"

Wharton shook hiz head.

“Ng,"” he said. *“It's natural, but a
bit fatheaded, There can’t be less than
a million Jaws in the country. One of
shem has injured you—or you belicve ne
has, for you may be wrong—but tnat's
no reason for hating the other nime
hundred - and - ninety - thousand - nine -
hundred-and-ninety-nine.”

“ Aren't they all tarred with the same
brush 1" sneered Devarney. .

“Hardly! My dear chap, have a little

sense. What would {pu think of & man
who loathed the English rAce because a
pickpochet in London, say, had picked
hiz pocket 7™

Devarney was silent for a moment,
secmingly struck by that argument.

But he shook his head.

A prejudice deeply rooted was not to
be eradicated by words. And probably,
in the disaster that had overwhelmed his
famaly, thqra was solace in having some
definite object to blame and hata,

“Take Newland of the Remove, for
example,” went on Wharton. ‘‘He's as
decent a chap as any at Greyfriare. He
plays a good game at footer, and he
plays the game in every other way.”

" Doen’t he lend money at interest in
the Form 7' asked Devarney bitterly,

“He doesn't. There's a fnan here
who does,” said Wharton, laughing,
“but he isn’t a Jew.”

There was & short silence.

“] understand now, of course,” =aid
Harry., “1 dare say it's natural, but it's
not sense. To insult s fellow because
some other fellow has wronged you, 1s
ust idiotie, Fellows like Bunter chi

ewland about being & sheeney, and a
that: but it's really beneath & fellow
like you, Devarney. You want tq chuck
all that rot right out of your head.”

Devarney's lips set obstinately.

“I've explained, becauss I t]muglI_:t
vou had a right to an explanation,’” he
eaid. “But, in the circnmstances, 1
should do the same thing again.”

“That's rot! Do you mean to sai
you're gning to have a feud on wit
Newland becauze he's a Jew?” asked
Wharton, divided between amusement
and 1rritation,

“1 mean just that.”

1N

“Then you're a silly ass!”
Devarney shrugged his shoulders.
“He's done nothing to offend

“Only being & Jew.®
Wharton's brow became very serioun

"Look hers, Devarney,” he said
quetly, *Newland's one of the best-te
i)_ered fellows in the Form, but there's

imit. Yeu've insulted him once, end |
got away with it. If you play the goal
like thpt again, you're likely to have
fight on your haods, and Newland

be a hard hitter when he likes,”

“8o can 1," said Deverney eoolly, *I
have no objection at all. I shounld rather
enjoy thrashing him, and fancyin’ at the
time that it was Shem Isaace’ {ace I was
punching. ™

“You'd like to thrath a fellow you
don't know, and that you've only seen
once 7' exclaimed Harry.

] Yﬁsa“' ;

“Then wyou're a silly, unreasonebld
ass,” said the captain of the Rem:wai
slipping from the table; “and I can tel
yvou that that sort of piffle won't make
you popular in the Remove,"

“I'm not keen on being popular in the
Bemove,” ;

“Wel, of all the silly goats!"
Wharton went to the door, and paused
again. “Better think 1t over,
Devarney. If vou keep up that rot
Newland isn't the only fellow guu’li
have trouble with.”

“5With you, perhaps?” zaid Devarnel,
unmoved. _ ,

“Very likely, I think,” =aid Wharton
angrily.

“I'm not alarmed.”

Wharton looked &t him, and then,
refraining from further speech, left tha
study. Devarney's disdainful shrug of
the shoulders as he went almost cauced
him to turn back. But he controlled
his annoyence and went, and Devarney
of Devarney Court was left on his own.

(Continued on the fext page.)
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Turned Down !
HE_\!R? SAMUEL QUELCH, the

master of the Remove, was
noticcably kind to the new
junior in Form the next morn-
ing. Devarney was nof, as yebt, on
fricndly terms with anybody in the
Lower Fourth, and, from his manner,
wos unlikely to be.
At his ald school, Devarney ﬁj
Devacnoy Court had been “somebody,
and had had followers and admirers. At
his new school these were likely to be
lacking. The kind of fellow who had
made much of him while he was the rich
Pevarney was not likely to make much
of him now that he was the poor
‘Povarney; and other and better kinds of
follgws were not likely to trouble about
him at all, unless he made himself agree-
able, which he did not bother to do. N
Without the Devarney money, and the
Devarney country housc, and all tho
other Devarney advantages, he had to
atand or fall on his own merits; and his
merits, whatever they were, were hidden
under & cloak of sour pride. The slings
and arrows of outrageous fortunc
embittered him, and the less respect that
was accorded him the more he was dis-
to exact.
pﬂf'ff conld not forget for & moment that
he was a Devarney of Devarney Gﬂuﬂt,
and nobody cored a straw whether he
was & Devarney, a Smith, a Jones, or @

abinson. ;
HSn there was mw:ii;lnt'lj,rh mnnﬁg!:: nﬂ:.lh
him, until the rough-and-

e lite of rj|iuni+t:u- Torm at school

lo life of & : ;
E::Iﬂ.?ka& his corncrs off, as 1t were. Mth.
Quelch was of an age and nxp-:rnﬁ-mc l::n
sympathiso with the boy, mora than the
l{mnm'i.tesg and, knowing his history,
he was cxtremely kind to him. To the
juniors ho seemed merely & sulky and
supercilious . fellow—"stuck - up, as
‘Bunter described it elegant
waricty of English.
“Btuck - u;:re&:lncas " s
uriter's words—was no
E::rmﬁemum. A fellow who looked at
u as if you were not there could
pot expect fellows to like 1t
Any fellow's little woaknesses are
likely to be diseovercd very quickly af
school, and unlikely to be treated with
cercmony. They are all the more likely
" to be curcd for that reason; but the pro-
cess is apt to be uncomfortable. Vernon-
Smith, who had heaps of money and
could not help talking about it, had been
picknamed the “ Bounder

in his
of

— anather ¢
11

imime-
diately, and he had never lost the name,
Fisher T. Fish, who was alwavs on the
make," had been called “Shylock " ever
since he had adorned Greyfriars with his
nsatlaptic presence.

hﬁﬁ fellow WEE*A cxpected to shake down
and conform to the common stendard,
and if he did not his way was liable to
~be a thorny one. Devarncy was a new
specimen. ‘The Remove had not had a
member guite like him  before, and
thoughtless juniors were not likely to
make allowances for his peculiar weak-
OS5,

S8kinner  had  nicknamed him
S VWalker,"” on account of his pater’s
pedestrian performances the first day at
El‘l?}'f[‘iﬂ.rﬁ. That fecble little joke
would have died a natural death but for
the deep and bitter annoyaneo it earszed
Devarney. That kept it alive. Skinner,
in break that morning, amplified it into
Do Walker of De Walker Court, elicit-
ing roar of laughter.

Devarney, at his present rate of pro-
ress, did mot ecem Tikely to make
riends in the Remove; but he did not
pgeml to want to do s6. As a matter of
fact, he had a friend already at Grey-
friars, the wealthy and superb dandy of
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the Tourth, Aubrey Angel. It was
qluitﬁ contrary to custom for a fellow ko
chim with a fellow in another Form:
Ltk Devarney hod no regard for that, no
doubt feeling sufficient unte himself and
abave custom.

Of Angel, however, he had hitherto
seen nothing, except that brief sight. of
him at Friardale Station on the first
day, lnl-hcn Angel apparently had not
b1

Sinee the Devarneys had fallen from
their high estate, Julian had had &
good many shocks and surprises, but
there wore more 1 store for him. He
was destined to meet with one more
when he came in contact with Aubrey
Angel. Angel of the Fourih was about
the last fellow at Greviviors to be
bothered with a lame duck, and he had
no use for a man without a **hean.™

At tea-time that day, when Wharton
and Nugent went to Study Noo 1 they
found Devarney there, reading. He did
not look up from his book as the two
Juniors came in,

They looked at him. After the sceno
of the previous day, both of them had
resolved that the new fellow would have
to look for some other study. Buat that
had blewn over. There were many diffi<
culties in the war, and they did not,
alter all, want to be rough on a now kid.

As he was “planted " on Btudy No. 1,
it was evidently wisest o make the best
of him. Nobody wanted a cat-and-do
life in the study. Besides, Wharton ha
an impression that he really wos =
decent fellow in the main, only a bit
of an ass. So the captain of the
Remove now addressed him cheerily:

“¥You here, kid* What about tea *"

Devarney looked up.

“Is it tea-time 7"

“It is—it are!” said Frank Nugent
humorouszly. “We generally tea in the
study, you know. I dare say it was the
same at your school™

Devarney nodded.

; He laid down his book and rose to his
ook,

“MNot teaing here ! asked Harry, as
the new junior moved towards the door,

“Wo; I think I shall tea in Hall, as s
rule,” said Devarney. *Probably vou
can guess the reazon—if not, Bunter can
tell vou,”

“Oh!” said Wharton,
comfartably.

Heo realised that a fellow whose fathey
wilked to save a railway fare was not
likely to be ablo to afford to po much
outside the school commiszariat. It gave
him another glimpse tnto the bitterness
of which Devarney's heart was full.

“May as well bea with us to-day, at
any rate,” said Nugent.

“Thanks; I'm not a sponger!"

0, rot!"” grunted Frank

“Your kind invitation iz pgratefully
declined,” said Devarney, with a kind of
mocking seriousness,

“Please vouraelf.™

“¥ intend tol”

“"Look here, Devarney,” said Whar
ton, az the junior crossed to the door.
“We're landed 1 this study together:
and there's no reason why we shouldn't
be friends, I suppose you don't want
the cold shoulder and the marble eve all
throngh the Remove, do vou ™"

“1 don't mind ™

“0Oh, ratz!” exclaimed Harry, ]
can tell you that a fellow who goos out
of his way to make himszelf disliked will
have a thin time here.”

. “You can’t expect the Remove to like
it, you know,” said Frank.

“The Remove can like it or lump if!"
sald Devarney . indifferently,  * I'rom
what I've seen of the Form, I don't
think much of them,”

“¥ think that works both ways,” re.
marked Wharton.

rather un-
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#Very likely! It docsn't matter to
e,

Harry Wharton frowned; and then
laughed,

“Youwll find it rather a bore, if you
don’t make a {riend in the school while
:,-n‘?'l;a here,” he said.

I've a fricnd already—not in the
Remove, though,” added Devarnay, *“1a
that passage across the landing the
I.‘T.I:Ell'th Form passagei”

Yehioh G Angol

Chich 15 ngel’ : i
T zel's study, do you
" Number Four.”
“Thanks.”

Devarney strolled out into the Remove
passage. Yharton ond Nupent's oy 0a
met, and both smiled. The %ittla SCELIY
at tho rmlwuﬁ station the previous day
was in both their minds, They doubted
very mueh whether Julian Devarnoy
would find a warm welcome in the study
of ﬂ;ﬁuﬂnd Angel ?[f the ll:aurth.

rney scemed to have no such
doubts. He walked along to the Fourth
Form passage, tapped st the door of
the study, and turned the handle. The
door did not open. It was locked,
]Jl::rugncjr tapped again.

“ Who's there ¢ called out an irritable
vu&e;._ o

t's I—Devarney.”

de ﬂh ::u F

The door was unlocked and opened.
A cloud of cigarette-smoke in the ropm
told why it had been locked, Angel and
Kenney had had their tea, and were fol-
luu'm%' it up with cigarettes—which was
onc of the little ways they had.

Come in, Devarney,” said Angel, not
very praciously.
_The new junior entered. Kenney, sit-
ting in an armchair, stared at him, but
did not stir, Angel, who had opened
the door, stood facing him, with & faint
flush in his cheeks and a slight frown on
hiz brow.

Devarney had dropped a8 good deal
of his reserved manner as he came in,
With a fellow he knew—en old friend —
he could be cheery enough.  Ile sat
down on a corner of the tahle, and
smiled at Angel’s rather troubled faee.

“I'm glod to see you again, Aubrey,”
he said,

:: Oh! ¥Yes! Rather!™ assented Angel.
I've locked round for you several
times, and never happened to spot you
sinee I've been here,” said Devarney.

“1 rather expected you to look me out,
old chap.”

“A fcllow has such a lot to do firet
l:]a.?' of term,” muttered Angel,

: Well, this iz the second day.”

‘Becond day, too, if you como to that,
One thing and another,” said Angel
vagucly. “0Of course, I was goin’ to
look you up.”

Kenney winked at tho smolie curling
from las cigarette, He knew exactly
how much his pal Aubroy had intended
to look up the fellow who was no longer
worth knowing. Bu! Devarney, keen
and guick to take offence as he habit-
ually was, did not seem to eateh on,

“ Well, here I am," he said pleasantly.
“You've had tea ¥

*Yes,"” mutfered Angel. “I'd have
asked wyou, Devarney, only—only I
didn't _queily koow where to  Fes

QL= 4

“I'm in the Remove—8iudy No. 1,”
sald Devarney, “Dut I'm not goin’ to
stick you for teas, Aubrey. Once in a
while, perhaps; but not often. A fellow
o my circumstances has to be careful ™
He coloured., “Of course, vou know
what & change there's been—1 told you
about it in my lotter—and I daro say
you may have seen something in tho
newspapers.”

“1 did,” said Angel, rather grimly.

“ A putrid sheeney diddled my father [
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said Devarney, a gleam coming intg his
eyes. A scoundrel—" . .
“ ¥es, yes, I know all ebout it,” seid
Apgel. ** No good goin’ into that, ¥ou
don't want te grow into a man with a

gricvance, Devarney. Nothin's more
ridiculous than a man with a
grievance '’

Devarney looked at him guickly.

“I'm not likely to forget it in a
hurry,” he said. “It's mado a lot of

diference to me, I had to leave Barx-
croft——" i ]
“1 supposc Greyfriars 13 os good as

Barcroft. ™

“Oh, I dare say! But a [ellow
couldn’t stay on and be piticd,  And
my foather was sble io lix things
here——" . ;

“1 remember you teld wme in your
letter—reduced  fecs, or somethin’,

wazn't it, on account of szomethin' or
other—knowin' @ governor, or somoe-
thin’.” Angel barely suppressed a yawn.
“Yoa,"” snid Devarney. **That's what
T"vo come down to. Rather thick, after
what L've been used to!”
ila

“Rather lucky, if you ask me!
Aungel,

Devarney gave him another look. He
was growing conscious now of a chilly
atmosphera in Angel’s study. Kenney
was watching tho smoke of his cigarette
with a broadening grin on his narrow
face. Apparently he found something
amusing in that spiral of smoke.

In

There was a pause and silence.
either of Devarney's cheeks a spot of
colour began to glow. He slid from the
table, and stood beside it, Angel did
not ask him to sit downi neither did he
sit down himself. He seemed to be
waiting. .- '

#1 was feeling rather bucked at the
idea of finding an old friend at this
school,” said Devarney slowly. There
was 8 note of something very like
appeal in his voice—an appeal to Aubrey
Angel to dissipate the misgivings that
WEre Now furmmg in hiz mind, “You're
glad to see meoi™

“Oh, quite!™ said Angel, in a very
periunctory manner.

“1 don't feel like makin® friends in my
own Form. They're rather a serateh
lot, really, from what I'va seen of
them,” said Devarney., “But I never
was & fellow for & crowd, as you know,
COne pal's enough for me.”

“ Better make one in your own Form, "

anidd

said An’g:ﬂ.

I-I'Eh? ]

“You see, thoe Forms don’'t mix
much,” zaid Angel. “I don't know how
it was ot Barcroft; but, except in
games, the Forms don't have much to
do with one another here. I've no

;rier:ds in the Remove,™
“You've one now 1" said Davarnoy.

“0h, ves, of course; but—— The faet
18, Dovarnoy—"  Anpol paused.

“What is the fact?”’ asked Devarney
quictly. He was beginning to under-
stand now.

“Well, you see, a fellow's friends tako
up a lot of hiz time, and I'm in the
Fourth, and—and——— TLook at it
sensibly, you know., We can't expect
to see much of one another at school,”
aid Angel. It wouldn't really work.
In the hols ik may be different. I've no
doubt 1 could hix it for you to come and
slay with me in the vac—part of the
voe, anyhow—*"

" You needn’t trouble,” said Devarney,
in the same quiet tano, 1 shan't comao
and stay with you in the vac, Angel.”

“Please yourseli, of course,” said
Angel, but he conld not help locking
relieved, as he {elt. *'1 don't want vou
to think that your—your ill-luck has
anythin' to do with it. It’'s not that, of
courpe.”
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“ Look at it sensibly, you know,” said Angel. ** We can’t expect lo sel muach

of one another in the schogl.

sald Devarney, with bitter sarcasm,
what you can’t help beln’—a cad and a

Of course!™
bitter sarcasm.

“1 know you're not the fellow to
sponge, or borrow money, or that sors of

spid Devarney, with

thing,” said Angel. “In fact, if you're
pushed, I've pgencrally a quid to
spare——""

* Keep 141"

Angel flushed.

He wanted—very much be wanied—to
have nothing forther to do with the
fellow who ﬁa.r] onca been o .valuable
friend, and who was now valueless—
with nothing left but an upcomfortable
and troublezome pride. .

Angel of the Fourth could not see him.
seif being burdencd by & lame duck, a
{cllow with a grievance, a man who had
zocn better days; a fellow with nothing
but begearly pride, and too large an
allowance of that., As a towady or
hanger-on it wanld have been another
matter: a feilow like Kenney, who made
hitnself uselul and agrecable for the sake
of the erambs that fell from the rich
man’s tuble. '

Devarney ecrtainly was not the fellow
to take that line; and it was only by
taking such a line that he conld have
rotained the valnable [viendship  of
Aubroy Angel.  As matters stood, ho
had nothing whatever to recommend
him, and Auvbrey was only anxious to
soe the last of him.

But he had the grace to feel a little
ashamed of himself, and so was glad of
& pretext for taking offence, :

Keep 11" he repeated angrily.
“Well, if that's the way you talk,
Devarney—""

“Yeuterday,"” said Devarney quictly,
“I saw vou at the station. You didn’t
Te8 me, vnderstand now that you
didn't choose to,”

“If you're going to row—""

“Not at all,” said Devarney ron-
temptuously. *“I've been rather & fool,
hut what's the good of yowin' with you
for bein’ what you can't heip bein’—a

i

It wouldn't really work,
fix it for you to come and stay with me during the vae.*
** But it's no good rowing

I've no doubt I could
* You needn't tronkle,*
with you for bein"
rank cutstder 1 **  (See Chapter 11.)

cad, and & rank outsider? I'm not goln®
f}‘; nl::'_n I'd as soon row with o mangy
enney, to judgae by hizs expressionm,

found -the spiral of smoke from his
cigaretto moro amusing thon ever,
Angel crimsoned with rage.

“You'd better pet out of thix study,
1 think,"" he said, * and after thie, keep
vour distanco, I'm more than fed-up
with ydéun." .
_ Devarney looked at him, and the look
in his eycz made Aubrey Angel back
away a pace. But the new fcl?ﬂw only
smiled contemptuously and turned to the
door. With groat rolief the dandy of
the Fourth szaw him go. The dour
closed behind Devarncy, and Angel
locked it again, and lighted anc
cigaratto.

* Cheeky cad, thinkin' he's goin' to
stick on to me, when everﬁ-hoﬂ&' clsg hay
turned him down!" he grunted.

Devarney left the Fourth-Form pas-
sage. He paused on the landing end
stood for somo moments leaning on the
bamsters. He, had left Apngel in an
angry and scornful mood, but shat soon
pasaed.

His heart was heavy, He had !ounted
on Angel of the Fourth; tbhey had
always been friends, He kucew. in his
heart, that hod their circumsta fes been
reversed he would not have acted as
Angel had done—he was ir<apable of
that. It waa for that reasen that he
had trusted Angel., More than ooe rude
rehuffi had Devarney experitnced since
he had fallen into cvil deys, but this
last was the unkindest ced of all. A
friend=—an old friend—in the school
wounld have made a vast jiffevence to
his life at Greyfriars; and somchow he
had .mever even thoughb that his fall
from foriuene would malei & difforence,
to Aubrey. Even when Angel hod cud
jl’.:];t];: at Frit;rdalu hii hag nutdran!imlf-_

er people had let him . down—hd
Tllp !lfium Lispany,—No. 1,128,
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rememberad some rather disagreeable
incidents in his last term at Barcroft—
but he had counted on Aubrey.

What was the fellow afraid of, he
wondered bitterly. e could not fancy
that a Devarney of Devarney Couort
would become a sponger ! It was simply
that he was nobody now—a fellow not
worth knowing—a fellow from whom
there was no possible advaotage to be
gained. And for such a fellow Angel
of the Fourth bad no use.

For long minutes Devarney stood
there, leaning on the balustrade, in deep
and bittbr reflection. But he shrugged
his shoulders at last, angrily and im-
patiently. Angel was not worth think-
ing about; he was a fool to bother his
head sbout such a rotter, It was the
kind of thing he had to ex now that
ho was no longer the wealthy Devarney
of Devarney Court, but a nobody, whose
father was plad to get him into a school
st reduced fees.

From that his thoughts ran to the
ruin of his family's fortunes, and the
cause of 1t, amd the bitterfess in his
heart rose to white heat at the thought
of Shem Isaacs, the City sharper who
had fattened on the ruin of an ancient
house.

He moved at last, and went into the
Remove passage. In his present mood
the sight of Monty Newland was like
s red rag to a bull, His eyes Aashed at
the sight of the Jewish junior.

Newland was strolling along the pas-
sage to the stairs, hiza hands in his

kots, whistling cheerily. His whistle
iod away at the sight of Devarney's
black, scowling face.

Ho smiled {azintly and walked on.
Devarney drew aside with ostentatious
care, as 1f to avoud contamination,

MNewland coloured, and paused, :
i *Look hers, Devarney——"" he began
‘hotly.

“Don’t speak to me!” said Devarney,
in a cheking voice. “Keep your dis-
tance, you worm!"

“1 don’t allow fellows to call me a
worm,'” gaid Newland -quietly.

Devarney laughed contemptuously.

The next moment Devarney's aristo-
eratic Greek nose was going through

o same experience that had befallen
Billy Bunter's litile fat one the evening
before. _

There was & yell of rage in the
BRemove passage, and Devarpney struck
cut fiercely.

Newland reoled against the wall. A

trickls of c¢rimson ran”from hia nose.
-~ “Make that, and keep your dirty
hands to yourself I hiszed Devarney.

A moment more, and hMonty Newland
was springing at him, and they were
fighting furiously.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Devarney Meets His Match |

1 FIGHT [* .
A “Halle, halle, hallot®
“That ass Devarne

There was & rush f}lmm the
Remove studies. Most of the fellows
had come in to tes, and at the uproar
of & fight in the passage tea was
deserted on all sides.

From up and down the passage fellows
crowded on tho scene,

“I say, you fellows!' squesked Dilly
Bunter. * Newland's licking that cheeky
ass Devarney! Hu; ha, ha!™

“Go it, Walker ! chortled Skinner.

T HE, ha. ha 1™

“Look hbere, hold on[” exclaimed
Harry Wharton, hurrying on the scene.
““Btop that, you men! 1f you'ro going
to" scrap, fret the gloves—""

But the two combatants were too ox-
cited to heed the captain of the Form.
“Seraps '’ in the Eemove wers not in-
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frequent, but generally they were
conducted according to the rules, and
with the gloves on. But neither New-
land nor Devarney were thinking of
rules or gloves now.

Devarney, surging with angry pas-
sion, was fighting fiercely, and Newland,
generally good-fempered and placable,
was enraged and exasperated. There
were no rounds in that hefty conflict.
The two juniors fought on fiercely, and
55!;'&!’& pwitishment was taken om both
gides,

“What on carth is the row about?”
asked Lord Mauleverer.

“Fhat silly goat Devarney—"
: ﬁb a fecllow doubted that Julian
Devarncy was to blame for the trouile.
Newlund was bardly ever mixed ap in
a {?hatralr and certainly he was not the
fellow to *row * with a new kid. He
locked fercely angry; but thera was no
doubt that he had cause for it—and the
fellows who had been present in Study
MNo. 1 the day before could guess the
cause, -

Hammer-and-tongs they went, tiil
suddenly with a crazh Newland went
down on his back.

Devarney, panting, stood Lack to give
him & chance to get on his feat again.

Monty Hewln;f:'l serambled up.

iz nose wes streamiog red, his lip
was out, one of his eyes was darkening.
But without a socond's pause he rushed
straight at his enemy.

Hammer-and-tongs again!

_ Thicker and thicker grew the crowd
m the Eemove pazsage. Nearly every
man in the Remove was on the scene
noyvy.

Their comments made it quite clear
to which side sympathy inclined. There
WaS anm:-umﬁtment for Newland on all
hands; hardly a word spoken for
Devarney—none, in  fact, excepk
Skinner's jeer of “Go it, Walker ™

All the more because he felt the whole
erowd of fellows against him, Devarney
put avery ounce into the struggle.

But the comments of the speobators
told him, if he had not known it, thab
Newland was getling the upper hand.

Dlevarney was the next to go down;
and le was slower to rize than the
lithe, active Newland had been. But
he rose and resumed the fght, bis lveth
set, his eyes gleaming under knitted
brows, every ounce of his strength and
resolution exerted for victory,

The bare thought of defeat was gull
and wormwood to him.  Without provo-
cation he had picked this quarrel, nod
the humiliation of defeat was too hitlor
to be thought of., Yebt every moment
it was bocoming clearer that he was not
—ns he had arrogantly taken fer
granted—a mateh for his adversary,

It was borne in upon his mind that
he was being Leaten—beaten by the
Jew!l Devarney of Devarney Uourt,
descendant of Norman conguerors, was
gelting the licking of his life at the
hauds of a *sheeney.”

The thought drove Devarney almost
to miadness., Panting. gasping, almost
at the end of his telher, he exerted
himself almost frantically, taking
punishment  without giving it heed,
only secking to overcome and defeat
the Jew.

And it was all in vain, FPhysically;
Newland was at least as good as
Devarncy, and he was g better boxer,
and much cooler and steadier. And
the way he stood up to punishoont
showed that there was no lack of
courage, Blowly but inevitubly New-
land gained the upper hand.

Crash !

_ Devarney went heavily down, bump-
ing on the floor, and lay gasping cn his
back, dazed by the blow and the fall,

“Qut!" said the Bounder,

“The outfulness is terrific,”
- Devarney made a fierce effort to rieo;
but his - strength was gone, his head
was swimming, and he sank back help-

ieaﬁlly.

onty Newland stood panting for
breath. " He had won the Hght, but bo
was almost as severely punished as his
enemy. Iie leaned on the passagae wall
and breathed in great goeps.

“Newland's fight,” aasid Bob Cherry,
* But that silly kid put up & good ecrap.
Lot me help you up, Devarney.’””

Devarney pushed him Bercely back,

“Let me alone! £'m not finished;
I'm not licked! XLet me get at that
sheeney cad !

Bob grinned.

“Better not get ab the jolly old
sheeney again, old bean. ou won'r
hove any features left ot this rate!™

“ Let me alone [

Devarney contrived to stagger to his
feet unaided. He stood uns'ﬁ:ldii;r o1}
hia legs, looking almost wildly round
him. His eves were closing and h:a
sight blurred. He could bhardly stand,
let alone continue the fght; yet he was
furipusly determined to go on.

“Dont be an ass,” said Newland.
“Stand back!”

“You cur!l"

Devarney tottered towards him, hit-
ting out. Newland ecoolly and quistly
tapped the feeble blow aside. He did
not hit out 1 return, but gave Devarne
a gentle push that causcd him to sit
down in the passage,

“AIl over!l” grinned the DBoundorn
“¥You'd beiter go and bathe your face,
Newland, before Quelchy sees it, It's
rather a picture, olil bean!” )

A crowd of friends escorted the vietor
awey to bathe bhis face and mend the
damages so far as possible before that
dameged countenance met the eyo of
authority.

Devarney, staggering up again,
leaned a hand on the wall for support,
pasping for breath. His adversary was
gone; most of the fellows had cleared
off ; the fight was over. He was left
there—deleated, humiliated, [riendless,
disregarded. He leaned on tha wall,
with dizzy brain and aching limbs, un-
heoding the grinning faces of Skinner
& Co. and the fat, squeaking chuckle of
Billy Bunter.

“Let mo lend you o hand, kid."

It was I-l_nrr?' Wharton who spoke,
He spoke kuu'.i;lf enough, with an im-
pulse of sympathy for the foolish, pas-
sionato fellow who had been so soversly
E}iﬂis wed  for his  folly. o too

varney's arm to lead him away.

Devarney struck his hand savagely
naide.

“Let me wnlone

For a second Wharton clenched his
hand, his eyes blazing. But he wwn-
clenched it immediately and turned
away without a word.

Devarney moved away with unsteady
steps.  [le was beaten, there was no
help for that—heaten to the wide. He
only wanted to got away, to get out of
sight--away from mocking eyes and
jeering tongues. ]

In the Rermove durmltnrfy the un-
happy boy threw himself face down-
ward acrozz a8 bed and proaned—not
with the pain of his hurts, but in agony
of spirit.

Boaten—iby the Jew! The cup of his
bitterness was full.

THE END.

1!-!-

(Devarney, with his haughly manner
and infense dislike for Monty Newland,
i3 boaked for o fively time al Greyfricrs,
g0 den'l mize nexl week’s rousing long
complete  story, chums—="MONTY
NEWLAND'S ENEMY !}
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A Fruitless Errand !

BRUPTLY Sansarge roleased
A Paul Dare's arm and turned
away. :

“¥orgive me, hoy. if 1

offend,” heo said, in low and humble

tones. “'Tis only that I think so much

of you and would 2ot wish {o sea you
come to harm.” —_—

Impulsively Paui laic his hand on the
shoulder of Sansarge. _ .
“1 will not ciamaftu I:iar;::[i, ﬂld friend,
bhe #aid gently, “an now your
words were prompted by the thought

u have for me. There, let us not
E?musu the matter further.”

Sensarge turned to face the boy.

“Then you are determined?” he
questioned dully. =g i

47 am, Sansargel If it lies in my

ower. to sava him, the Chevalier de 5t.
Elair shall mot mount the
guillotine 1™ ;

“PBut what can you do¥’

“] shall see Robespierre
within the hour. He has
ehown clemeney bhelore, and
maybe I can persuade him to
sign the order of release |

ansarge shook his head,

“He will not|” he replied.
His clemency has never yet axtended to
an aristocrat !

“Then now is the time for him to
make a bepginning,” responded Paul
rimly. " But come ™ he went on, draw-
Ing ks chan t:ﬂ} ty the table, “I am
almost famish Lezume your seat,
Sansarge, for I have news for you.
Will ¢ the Wisp i3 back in Paris!”
: “TWhat?” exclaimed Sanzarpe, zlar-
mg.

“It 1s true,” nodded Paul, “He en-
tered through the Western Gate a fow
minutes before the barricades were
closed for the night.”

Sansarge lumed

“But where was Sergeant Cassolat
“Bergeant Cassolat,” r?flmd Faul
evenly, “was at the gate. g engagod,
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it seems, in. eonversation with this sly
Englishiaen, but feiled dismally to
pendtrate his disguise 1*

“Then curse hia for a blind and

fool I* Bansarge

stupid growled

angrily,

SBeating himself laea-vﬂg? ha drained
the glass which stood by his elbow, and,
wiping his beard with the back of his
hand, demanded details.

“Well, then,” he exclaimed, when
Paul had told him of what had tran-
gpired at tho Western (ate, “now that
wo know the de: is in Paris we will
see that he does not slip out !

“Tt will not be the first time we have
said that,” remarked Paul dryly.

“Ah, but this time we shall not fail,”
rejoined Sansarge confidently, Tha
whole of Paris will be looking for this

The might of Robespierre is at its zenith ;
even those who serve him in the cause
of Liberty fear his scrawling signature,
for it spells life or death to those that

come under his displeasure!

Will o' the Wisp before morning and
the agenis of the Committee of Publie
Bafety will zmell him out ["

“1 hope they do,” replied Paul, push-
ing back his chair and rizsing, “for the
people are undoubtedly growmg restiess
at our failure to lav him by the heels 1

“And do you wonder " growled Ban-
sarge, “Onaly last week, from under
the wvery shadew of the Razor, he
spirited away the Vicomtesse de Char-
nault and her two pale-faced brats of
daunghters. Got them fo the coast, as
1.1.*-;{!1!, and acress to England, se it 13
SR,

“Name of a nome,” he went on un-
easily, “but therr are times when I
think that cursed Englishman 1= in
leagua with the devil.”

o

GEO, E.ROCHESTER,

{Introduction on
next pape.j

“"He has accomplices,
that 1 ecertain,” responded
Paul, with & bleak smile,
“but I would not go so far
a8 to say that the devil is
one of them, Sansarga.”

“He has the luck of the devil, any«
way,” grunted Sansarge morosely, refills
ing his glass. “But be cannot always
win. We will get him in the end, and
that 1= sooner n he thinks!™

With that he raised his glass and
drapk confusion and & senguinary death
within the very pear [uture to that
thrice-condemned and interfering dog
of an Englishman, the elusive Will o*
the Wisp.

It was o few minutes later that Paul
Dare quitted the house and, tarning out
of thé narrow and ill-lit Rue Couteau,
bent his eteps in the direction of tha
Rue St. Denis where Robespicrre had
his modest lodginga
. Robespierre, the most powerful man
in all Fra was the only one who
could save the Chevalier from the
guillotine. One scrawl of the pen acrosa
the order for release and the Chevalier
would be freed from the Luxembourg
and permitted to depart from Paris.

Elbowing his way through the press
. which ﬂlm:;guﬂ the streets, Paul eventu-
ally reached the Rue Bt. Denis and
traversed itas length until he came to the .
house where Robespicrre lodged.

Glancing upwards, the boy
folt & sudden sinking of his
heart, for the windows were
anlighted and the house was
m darknoess. In responze to
his knock, shuffling footsteps
came along the hall from tha
vepr premizes, bolts screeched
back in their sockets, a chain
rattled, then the door was slowly
opened and the wizened face of an
old woman peered out inguiringly.

“1 wish to see tha Citizen-depuly,
Robespierre,” stated Paul.

The old womar shook her -head. Bhe
knew Paul well by sight, for he was a
frequent and welcome visitor to Robes-
pierre's apartmenia.

“He is out of Pars on business of the
people,” she replied, “and will not re.
turn until to-morrow night 1™

“Do wyou know whera he can be
found 1 demanded Faul.

;‘hg;{a.ir:] {tfm WOIDATr I:hﬂﬂ!i her head, .
“He did not a7 whero he was going,
she replied. “He is oul of Par?& and

that 1= all one konsws!”

With faco draw.: and haigard Paul
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Darc turned =sway. Only in that
mopment did he realise to the full how
much he had beon depending on

Bobespierre. ;
And Robespierre was out of Paris.

The Jusiice of the People !

T had boen & glorious day in the
l history of the Republic,
‘Lhirty-eight aristocrats had been
tried, tound gullty as truitors to
the people, and sentenced to the gul-
lotine. And now, as the grey autumnal
ufternpon draws to a close and splutter-
mg candles are shedding their sickly
tllumination throughout the long, baro
vooun, the Chevalier de 3t Clair stands
at the bar of the Revolutionary
Leibunal of Paris. ; :

The Citizen-president is seated at Jus
paper-strewn table on & raised dais at
one cnd of the room. A clerk sits on his
vight and another on his left, both
writing buosily with quill pons. Above
hits, ©on the bare white-washed wall
belind, in painted and untidy lettering,
arc the words: *“Liberty, Iguality,
Fraternity I

In frout of the Citizen-president, ot =
rough desk on & lower dais, lounges the
Public Prosceutor, Citizen Fouguier-
Tinville. Mo has done well that day;
and if his harsh voice 13 now somowhat
hoarse with long-sustained and abusive
denunciatory effort, what of that? Is
it ‘not all in the serviee of the people?

And the people! "

A jostling, cursing, jeering mob, they
swarin upon the long wooden benches
which run slmost the whole length of
ench stde of the reom. Men and women,
their grinning faces Aushed with hatred
and lust for blood, struggle, shouting
and swear:ng, to obtain a better view
of the cursed aristocrats whe, through-
out the day, hove mounted, one by one,
to that roiled-in platform which stands
in the centre of the foor, facing the
toble of the Citizen-president.

Heas the world ever seen such fiends as
theso who gather daily to witness the

im and tragic farce which they call

ustice I

And pow, craning forward, with
shnki‘ng fists and flaming eyes, they
shouted and scrcamed a torrent of in-

vective and vile abuse at the young and
bovish figure who stood before the bar
of the courk, 2

The sudden jangling, discordant notes
of the Citizen-president's bell cut short
their clamour, and as Citizen Fouguier-
Tinville straightensd up to address the
accused, they settled themselves to wateh
and listen with an eager and antici-
patory interest.

But scarce had the Public Prosecutar
embarked on his opening remarks than
he paused. And the reason for his pause
was that the €itizen-deputy Pgul Darc
had quictly entered the court and was
makl_nﬁchls way towards the seats on the
front benchea which were reserved for
those Citizen-deputies who cated to
atiend the trials.

Citizen Fouquicr - Tinville  disliked
being interrupted. Further—and this
waa common knowledge—he disliked the

Citizon-deputy Paul Dare. He was
Eﬂlﬂl‘[ﬂ, it was 'whisﬁ-ered. of Paul
arc’s friendship with the powerfal
Robespiorra,

S0, with an exaggerated air of patient
resignation, QCitizen Fouquier-Tinvillo
waited whilst Paul seated himself, then
turned to the accused.

“Armande de Bt, Clair,” he said
barshly, “you are hereby nccuzed of
having conspired against the peace,

safety, and welfare of the People and of
the Revolutionary Tribunul, in that you
have wittingly and  with malice ex-
pressod, in letters addressed 1o Holland,
# deep and wnmitigated abhorrence of
sych exccutions os have been ordered by
thiz tribunal; and, further, you are
accused of having endeavoured to bring
this tribunal into contempt, in that you
have in those same lettors reforred to its
findings as but the prelude to deliberate
and cold-blooded murder!”

. Oh, it was so very simple, the bring.
ing of a charge against these aristocrats!
A letter, expressing horror at the datly
slaughter, intercepted on its way to somo
kinsman or kinswoman who had reached
the safety which lay  beyond the
frontiers; an indiscreot word overheard
by hostile cars; the possessian, ovon, of
sword or pistol; any one of these was
more than sufficient to satisly the people
that here was nnother traiter whose
azcent to the guillotine was lamentably
overdus,

And trust thd clever Fouquier-Tinville
to make the most of the flimsiest charge
or to bolster it up, should bolstering-up
be necessary,

“I have the letters here,” he went on,
“They are sddressed to the mother of
the prisoner, and will be read if the
tribunal desires to hear them.”

“We do not desire it!" screamed the
mob, *“To the guillotine with him!
Down with the cursed aristocrab!™

The ]nnglinf; notes of the Citizen-

resident’s bell etilled the uproar, and

ouguier-Tinville turncd to him, a cold
smile on his lips.

“The evidence is very -clear, Citizen-
Erﬂﬁidﬂnt,” ho said, holding up & thin
bundle of letters. “If I may crave your
midnlgence whilst I read some few brief
extraocts—="

The Citizen-president
shoulders.

“It iz better so, porhaps,” hs an-
nouneed, in fones of boredom.

Bo Citizen Fouquier-Tinville read the
fow Dbrief extracts which he had gug-
goested; extracts in which the prisoner
spoke with horror and dismay of the
bloodshed and enrnage which had come
to his unhappy land.

The mob received the damning phrases
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INTRODUCTION.

Tt ia the yeor 1788, when the first rumbles o
fhe coming revolulion in Franes are heard,
Poul Dare, n peasant, and the Chevalier de St.
Clair, un aristocral, both youny lads, gre staunch
chanes, but they are soon forced fo reolise the
brrier thut lies. between them, For daring o
bothe in the Inke at Chatenn Fonfnoy, Pawl ie
Brutofly fogged b the order of the Marguis
IFBrmonde de Fonltnoy, the ehevalier's unele,
teho gives further evidgnee of his flendish cruelty
by Eilling Pewl’s guardian. Thel lad swears
vengentice an the drrant and {5 sent to Paris by
& rerolutionery neiwed Sangarge, there to be
placed n the charge of the notorions Rebespierre.
Three  years pass, and the long-fhrentened
revolution hag burst inle famne. ‘;{Izc shador
of the guilloting lies over Franee, and both the
hatedd Marquis de Fontnoy and kis iwnecent
nephew, the cheralier, are arrested and tolen
fo Puris for trinl.  Pavl Darg, fow carmissioner
of the Hevolwlionory Tribienel, feavns  with
horror of his friend's coplire ond dashes fo the
capital, determined to do all in his mewer o sare
kim, In Paris the mob hoas been roveed fo fury
hy the daring erpfm‘.'s_%'an unknown Englishimeil
calling  himself  Will-o'-the-Wisp, whe has
apiriled many eristecreds eway fo freedom, aften
snder the veryf notes of the guerd. Following
Aiz datest escapmde the whole city 15 being tearchad
Jor this mysterious and elasive resewer. Mean-
tehile Paul tells Sensarge that at ol coste he
meang {o help ihe Chevalier de St Clair, whose
triel i3 fo take place the next morning. Amazed
and furtous, Sansarge warns the lad thel anyons
twhe seeks to rob the people v:g thetr viclims
runs the riak of Limeell malking the cequatntance
of Modame (uillatine !

(Now read on.)

shrugged |his
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with howls of exceration and derision.
Morbleu, but here was a trailor, if ever
there was one! What wes it Lo had
penned ;

Ht, . . revolting and soul-sickening
sights , . . our kinimen butchered in the
shambles . that inhuman monster
Hobespierre and his jackal Fougquier-
Tinville!" *

Name of & name, but he would pay
dearly for such treacherous words!

“A la lanterne!” serecamed the furies
on the benches. “*A bus 'aristo! Mort
au trartre ™

Not once, save for a guick glance
round when he had first been brought
into the crowded court between two
ragged soldiers of the National Guard,
had the chevalier paid any seeming heed
to iz surroundings, Upright, with head
held bravely ereet and hands tight.
¢lasped behind his back, he stood on the
railed-in platiorm, his eyes fixed un-
waveringly in front of him.

He was entirely unaware of the
presence of Paul Darc in the court: was
unpware, even, that Paul was in Paris,
Three long i;cnrs had passed sinee his
brief friendship with Peaul Dare had so
abruptly ended and their paths had
turned' apart, But, although Ee bad not
secn_him since that tragic day, nor veb
received one written word from him, the
Chevalier de 8t. Clair had never for.

tten the Paul Dare whom he had

nown and loved.

And as he stood there, striving to
deafen his ears to the jecrs'and curses of
the frenzied mob—striving fo maintain a
brave and unflinching front, Paul Dare
iﬁ; ;‘mtf:hmg him w:tﬁ brooding, sombra
Again the discordant jangle of the

Citizen-president’s bell “silenced tha
uproar, and as an expectant hush
descended on the room he turned to

Fomwuier-Tinville.

“You need rcad no more,” he said, his
voien harsh in the silence.  “Wa have
heard enough I

Citizen Fouquier-Tinville smiled and
replaced the letters on his desk. All
that remained to be done new was the
lastlfﬁw formal words,

“The prisoner is guilty ' announced
the ﬂltlzen-pmaidenﬁ% "}:‘.F.’hnt sentence
do you demand 7"

“I demand the sentence of death on
Armande de St. Clair, proved traitor to
the people!” replied ﬂ];e Fublic Prosge-

cutor.

The Citizen-president nodded, and
turnned to the pale-faced boy who faced
him from the platform.

“Armande de 3t Clair,” he said
harshly, “I pronounce on you sentence
n AL b n

“One moment, Citizen-president " eut
in a stern, cold voiece. “I have some-
thing to zay aflecting the prisoner!”

The Verdiet !
EDUQU}ER-TIH?ILLE wheeled,

ghring at Paul Dare, who was
advancing towards the tabls of
the Citizen-president,
“We cannot hear you,”
sharply, "It is too late!™
““It 13 never too late when a2 man's life
is at stake!" returned PPaul coldly; then
to the Citizen-president: 1 erave vour
Eermissiun to addresz the tribunal on
ehalf of the prizoncr!”
The Citizen-president stared doubt-
fully at Paul.
“0On behalf of the prisoner, Citizen-
deputy ?" he questiunecf.
“Those wers my words,” assented
Paul curtly.

he said
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The Citizamn-

resident  rubbed

iz unshaven chin
hesitatingly. LFor
anyong to wizh to
address  the court
on behalf of a
prisoner was most
urnusnal, Naw if it
had been the other
way about

But this i
sterndooking
Citizen-deputy was
o friend of the all-
powerful Robes-
picrre. It might ba
il work to offend
him. Dozt hear
wiat he had to say.
It would make mo
difference to tho
verdiet and the sen-
tence.

“Yon may address
the ftribunal
Citizen - depuly,”
announced the
prosident.

“1 protestl”
shouted TFouquier-
Tinville. "It is too
late, and—"

The remainder of
his words were
drowned 1n an
excited howl from
the moh.

“Wa will hear
the Citizen-
deputy” they
ieﬂ&i “We  will

ear what he has to
say 0f the aristocrat.
We will hear the
Citizen-deputy 1

With face livid
with passion,
Fouquier - Tinville (See
flun himself
furiously into the szat at his desk. This,
then, was the gratitude of the animals.

Turning, Paul Dare walked with slow,
delibergke . tread to the reiled-in plat-
form whers stood the chevalier, white of
face, bewildered, incredulous. .

“Have no fear, Armande,” he said
gently, “"They have yet ta learn the
friend you were to me. "

TOUNg,

with the whelp!
they cried. Then sl

“Paul Darc!” gasped the boy
huzkily. “Is—is it you?”

“Yesz,"” replied Paul quietly, *it
is 1.”

Sudden passion blazed in the cheva-
lier's eyes, for it seemed that now full
realisation had come to him,

*Yon cur!™ he eried hoarsely,

Paul Dare recoiled as though struck
by a blow. ) ]

“Armande,” he exclaimed pleadingly,
and he was white to the very lips, “you
do not understand—" ) i

“To I not?” eried the chevalier, with
bitter .acorn. I understand this, Paul
Dare, that you, the one whom onee I
called my friend, are now some leader
of these red-handed, murderous wolves
—a traifor to your God ™

Faunl stood rigid and silent, dumb-
founded by the stunming shock of this
atticl, conscious of a strange, sick feel
1ng &t his heavk .

“Throughout the years which heve
passed, Paul Dare,” went on the chova-.
iler, in boarse and shaking veoics, ™
have held your memory very dear. Db
now 1 see what you are—whab 1w your
hanyt you et have alwars beon 1 Tis
voico roge shrill and hystesical. “What
of those women and thoso tiny children
whom you pud your vile kind have
doomed to hideous death? What wrong
was ever wreught by noble blood to ecm-
pare with sach foul wronz as now 13

“* Curse you, Paul Darc !
A yell of fury from the mob drowned the wild 77/
and passionate words.

as Paul Darc raised his hand.
eried, *“ I beg of you to bear with this poor boy 1™ "

§ 'Ir‘J ] L L i

se you, 1

[ e '|l-
say | V0

“To the guillotine ,rf

T mﬁiﬁﬂﬁ;" he .. .

Death io the aristocrat!™
owly the clamour died away

thia page.)

daily done? Corze you, Puul Dare—
curse you, I say !

A yell of fury from the mob drowned
the wild and passionate words, (Oaths,
jeers, and a torromt of vile abuze came
gr{:m snarling, eursing lips:

“To the guillotine with the whelp!
Death to the cursed aristocrat! To the
guillotine with the dog ™

Thoen slowly the clamour died away,
for Paul Dare was standing with up-

raised hand. .
“Citizens,” he eried, I beg of you to
bear with this poor boy, for he is over-

wrought., Thers are times of mental
stress when one must speak with rash,
unguarded tongue. And such a time 13
when one knows that death is close—
a death unjust and undeserved ™

A low, menacing growl came from
tha packed benches, and Fouquier-Tin-
ville turned, with impatient gesture, to
the Citizen-president.  Surely, after
what had just transpired, this young
fool of a Citizen-deputy would wash his
hands: of the stubborn and unrepentant
aristocrat!

But in a ringing voice, and with &
sineerity which held the grudging cars
of his hearers, IPaul Dare made an im-
passioned appeal that leniency should be
chown the prisoner. He spoke from his
heart—a heart, had they but guessed,
heavier than he had ever known.

He spole of those early days, stressing
how always the sympathies of the cheva-
lier had been with the g:u:ugl!t:-!. Ho told
of the flegging which be—Ponl Dare—
had veceivad from the Marguis de
Fontnoy, and of the chevalier's grief
erd bitter resentmient awainst his noble
kinzman for thot act, Heo spoke of the
death of his father, amd of the letter
which the chevalior had written swear.

LI 3

e
"

Ing one
foul “5.";‘]“
TOSIMITLSIDLE.

B[.'jz defied Fouguicr-Tinville or the
tribunal to produce onc whit of ewi-
denee to the effect that the chevalier
hadhevcr in zu;:,r way been gulltjrﬁ?gnthu

1 ot of tyranny or Oppre ;
Shﬁsttﬂiitr{ihe ]Et-gctrﬁ thiuh I?Ed_inrmﬂd
the basis of the cherge against the
chevalier, Paul dismissed them with con-
temptuous gesture as but the outpour-
ings of an overwrought and boyish
mind, unaceustomed to the shedding of
blood, no matter how just and lawful
such shedding might be.

“(itizens,” he wound np carnestly,
#1 have served you well, and never till
this moment have T found myself in con-
fict with the findings of this tribunal,
Bt it is with the full and eertain know-
ledge of the gus’rice of the cause I plead
iliat I beg of you to show mercy to this
anhappy boy, who always has Eean o
ropd friend to vou—the cople! .

A low growl of something ekin to
approbation ceme [rom  the crowded

day to make amends for the
[or which he was in 1o W&y

henches,  He spoke well, thiz Citizen-
deputy. And, morcover, 1t was as he
had said. Ile had scrved the peores

well, Perhaps, aflet all, & mistake
been made. ; i
Bt Citizen Feunquicr-Tinville,
Low Paul had swayed the meb
an ncauitinl, was already ¢ was going,”
. "Eillizt-imi:::,”I}m shlqutrlri of Paris, and
o ruled by thezse piwal”
have heard from. and baggard Paul
Tur Massce Lismany.—No. 1,126,
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prioncr’s friend? Are you turncd so
soft of heavt that sentimwent must over
vide vour sense of justiee¥ Not thus was
wort the glovicus bibeety which we enjoy
lu-th“.'.'
liearid the prisoncr say that we are vile
amd gty of foul wrong—heard hun
curse the very man whe 1n open court
stood wp to plead for him, Ave we to
brock defianee such az that, or belicve
I friend of us wirom he abhors?
And from the mob whom he had won
back to him there hurst a voar of fury:
“Tao the guillotine with lim ! Death to

the  cursed gristocrat!  Death to the
trattor!”
The Cilizen-president’s Tlwell  restorod

order as, with a cold, .malignant smile
of frivmph, Fonguicr-Tinville resumed
liz scat,

“We have heard what vou wished te
say on behalf of the prisoncr, Citizen-
deputy,” said the president to Paul,
“but it does nob iduce us to seb aside
the verdict nor to show o clemency of
wlieh the prisonor has proved himsell
so nindeserving I

Then, turminy to the chevalier,
wend. on harshly: ;

* Armande St Claie, have vou any-
thing to say sl the menbance of death
which 15 depnanded should net be passed
against you s

“Mothing,” vetorted the bey bitterly,
“oveept that in death ‘T shenld find a
happiness inipossible in a Nfe which T
w-:-ulld owe to one so lost fo manhood
and o honour as IPanl Darel”

In harsh, precise tones, the Citizen-
president prononnend the doath sentence,
then turning to his papeds, said im-
pafiontly ¢

“Toke Im oway !

he

The Arrest!

HIE bhour was Jate. and in the
E mean reom which he shared
with Paul Dare in the Ruo
Couleau, the bearded Sansarge
sat alone. :
Not that he wanted any other com:
pantons than thoe black bottle by his side
and the cluy pipe hetween his lips, for
he lLad, much to think bi—muf:l[:' with
which: to ocoupy his thoughts. So,
sprawled in his ehair, ho sat staring
moodily into the five, drinking an
puffng, puffing amd drinking, until ot
lengtlh & step monnting  tho  staivs
brought him from out of his somewhat
bhefuddled musings,
“8o it is you?" he prowled, as the
tlvor epened and Paul Dare entered- the
roort. I have been waiting for von!™

From bhis own lips you have

“Have you, Sansarge?” responded the
boy listlessly.,  **There was no need.
The hour s late, and you were betier
abicd.”

“Abed?”  Bansarge laughed atterly.
“Nay, Paul Dare, 1 kept awake to sco
you come slinking home like the cur
which 8t. Clair called you—a beaten
eur M

“Bansarge!™  exelatmed  the Loy
sharply, a fush mounting to features
which were more pale and weary than
their wont,

“A bouten cur! repeated SBansarpge,
his voilce rising. “Lashed by the tongue
of a cursed aristocrat—an  arrogant
whelp of Fontnoy blood, who by his very
wovds has proved the foul falsencss of
Iis breed!™

Paul walked slowly to the table, Scat-
ing bimaelf, he was silent for a moment,
and when next he spoke his quict voice
held nothing of anger or resentment.

“You judge him havshly, SBansarge,”
he said, “for he scaree knew what he
was saying., Remember the sheltered,
peaceful life which always has been his.
And now he finds his world heing Swept
away and he himself condemned to die.
Can he be blamed in that he locks on
me askance—-I who am a leader of thoso
who have brought these things about 77

“The words he used to you were un-
forgiveable,” replied Sansarge angrily,
“bubt worthy of the ‘cursod. name he
beaps! I warned vou, Paul Dare, to lot
Justice take its course. But, no, you
would not listen, and this day’s work is
like to cost vou dear!”

“Indeed 7
: “¥Yes, indeed " shouted Bansarge,
“Alvendy Fouguier-Tinville is demand.
ing of the people by what rvight &
Citizen-deputy takes it upon himself io
plead for the life of an aristocrat. You
}-;i':_qw he is jealous of your friendship
with Hobespierre, and now, you fool,
yvou have given him a weapon which he
will use against you to the full!™

Taul lawghed; and & laugh it was
which caused Saunsarge to break off and
stare at him from under lowered brows,
then voice with slow deliberation :

“You look strange to-night, Paul
IDare. Where have vou been until this
hour "

“Attending 1o & cerfain  urgent
matter!” replied the boy harshiy.

“And was it a matter concerning the
welfare of the peoplet'’ pressed Ban-
sarge,

Thrusting back his chair, Panl Dare
leapt fo his fect.

“Curse you and the people™
criedd  passionately,

he
and Bansarge re-

THE MAGNET

cotled before the fury blazing in the
boy's eyves.

- " Must evervthing be for the people?
Must' a man sink honour, decency, his
belief in God, to please these murder-
ous rod-handed beasts, who have turned
this land of Franee into a shamefu!
shamblee? Muost he stand idly by whilst
vomen and innocent children are daily
humiliated and degraded as they pass
through a jeering, hate-ridden neoly an
their way to the place of slaughter?
We were wronged, God knows, But is
this the way to right a wrong? . You
konow 1t 1s not, for the tumbril and the
guillotine nre as gront a wrong as was
cver done to us, and the daily carnage
which masquerades as Justice, 1= stain-

g ¥rance with blood which eories
aloud for vengeanee!”
"Panl Darce—what mad words are

al

these— whispered Sansarge hoarse
ly, calioused hands gripping the arms
of hizs chair.

“They are words which have long
been in my heart!” ericd the boy.
“Words which I have not daged voice
unlil to-day. You heard what 8t
Clair ealled us. Wolves, he said, and
wolves we are. Dut 1 swear before the
abd who hears me, that- - we who
planned the Revelution never intended
to establish this vile reign of terror.
But when we won Liberly for the people,
we unleashed o power which now we
cannot conbrol.”

“Amnd I warn you again, Paul Dare,”
growled Sansarge menacingly. *“The
will of the people is the only law in
France to-day, and not even the mighty
Robespilerre dave set his face apainst
itl'_”

He broke off, staring in sudden fear
and dismay at a man who had silently
apened the door of the room and now
stood on the threshold, It was a man
slight and frail of stature, with sunken
cheeks and pale bLlue eoyes. Blue coat
and white waisteoat showed beneath
hiz long cloak which hung open from
the neck. Bilken hose and silver
buckled shoes completed s atbire, and
az he doffed his three-cornered hat, it
was to hring into view the curled and

powdered periwig which sufmounted
his high forehead,
It was Maximilien Isidore de

Robespiorre, the man whose nower was
socomd to none in France.

(What iz the reason for thiz visi? from
Robespierre, the dreaded, all-powerful.
leader of the Hevolution? Whatever
you o, don't mizz the powerful scqucl.
tn fexl week's nslalment of thie great.
story )
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5 HERE'S THE FIRST OF AN AMUSING SERIES OF SCHGOL YARNS, FEATURING JACK JOLLY & CO. OF ST.

Just think what you's . oe, shumas,
H you possasand the power of baing
able to read other ﬂ.nu_-.- thoughts.
Buch, however, e the extraordinar
gitt of tkan Aesdem, the sansation
new boy who arrives at 85t. Sam’a,
Waks hla acqualntance below.

L
”H. was the first day of the new term

at 8t. Sam's, and Jack Jolly & Co~ . f/., ,./

were birzzy unpacking their bigs in
. the study, when Mr. I. Joliiwell
Lickham, the master of - the Fourth,

poked his nosc round the door,
“What-ho, boys!” he cried cheerily.
#CUnpacking 7™

"MNo fear! Doing conjuring trix,”
answered Jack Jolly sarkasticaily; and
the Co. reoared.

*Ha, ha, ha!i™. y : C
Mr. Lickham turned the culler of a " l.....l.in.._...lw..
ripe tomato, and bit hia lipps with vexa- sk -~
tiod, 2 e
“Tutt, tutt! You must not be dis. xx\\ ¥
respective, Jbily!™ he suid seveerly. #
“Now that hollidays are over, you must s \\
remember that I am no longer the stroll- . :
ing pluyer and wandering winstrel you . % o
knew during the holls, bub your™ - 2 & et

Emﬂmmnn and skollerly Form master.”
" Right-ho, sir! Anything for a quiet
life ™ :aid Jack Jolly cheerfully. “And
pow, what's the trubble? Tell your
uncles all about it, sir, and we'll do our
best—won't we, chaps ¥

“Yes, rather!” grioned Merry and
Bright and Fearless,

- hickham smiled feintly,

“Thank you, my boys, but there’s no
trubble so far as I'm concerned. Tho
trubble, if any, will be yours. To get
down to brass tax, I want to dump a
new boy into this study.™ .

Jack Jolly pulled rather a rye faca.

“DOut we're full up alveady, sicl”

*Nevertheless, Jolly, I want you.to
bave him. You sce, he's & rather un-
usual sort of & cove-for & new boy, In
the bmp.mn place, his name is Iken Reed-
ain.’

& m*—.ﬂru

““Tkan Reedem,” repeeted Mr, Lick-
ham. ‘A strange name, you will agree:
but I understand that his parenis aro
Poles—either that, or else they are up
he polé; I'm not quite sure which.

yway, lkan Eeedem up till now has
been a cireus performor, snd is therefore
unsccustomoed to the dissipline of a grate
skool like 3t. Bam’s, hence my reason
for plecing him in this study. I want
you to keep an eye on him, Jolly, and
put him wise to publick skool maoners
and customs, go that he will not find tho
iife too difficult. Savvy?”

e BAYYY, ST, I suppose ho's an
mi_ﬂs__u ignorant fellow i mkwired Jack

iy,

My, Lickham shook his head.

“On the contrary, my boy, I under-
stand that he is quite well-educated.
His father is sending him to St. Sam's
becawso, despite his m.._nmu__ ancestry, he
ptill lacks polish. Ha, ha, ha "

And Mr. Lickham howled with larfter
ab his feeble attempt at wit.

“Waell, I suppose we'd better agree to
having the new kid, as we've got no
option in the matter,” said Jack Jolly,
when Mr. Lickham had partly recovered.

* Eggsacktly,” said Mr. Lickham,
wiping the tears of merrimont from his
eyes. “Dao  your best with young
Reedem, Jollg, I'll send him slong to
you a3 scon as he comes in,"”

Bo saying, the master of the Fourth
hopped it.

Five minnils afterwards there came a
timmid wrap on the study door.

Crash! DBang! Wallop!

“Ten fo one in doenutts it's the new
kid," said Frank Fearless.
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And =0 it ﬁw.u,_,n__m to be. In response
to Jack Joliy's deffening vell of * Coma
in!" a bandsome young fellow, attired
in brand-new Etons, walked in and
announced himself as Tkan Reedem.

Jack Jolly & Co. notissed at once that
Reedem was no erdinary new boy. There
was o sinniesl curl round his lipps that
seemed to indikate a lot of worldly cpgs-
‘perience, and his dark, flashing eyes had
s pekuliar gleem in them. Nine fellows
out of ten wouldn't. have notissed these
thinga, but our heroes took them in at a
glarnso,

“Name of Ikan Reedem,” said the
newcomer, giving Jack Jolly & Co. a
calm nod.  “Lickham sent me along
here,*

“Pretly cool customer this,” thought
Jack Jolly to himself,

H.E...p“_mm:m E..nr.uﬁuﬁw?aErm:m__&mmaﬁ
smiled as though he knew what he was
thinking, and =aid:

“Well, I suppose I am a pretty oool
customer, if it comes to that "
. The kaptin of tha Fourth
jumped,
. “'Did I say you were, then 7' he asked,
in astonishment,

Reedem smiled again—an amewsed,
half-mweocking smila.

" ¥ou didnt say it alowd; but you
thought it, didn’t you?* :

*“Perhaps I did,” agrecd the kaptin
m“. the Fourth. “But how the

ump—

Ikan Reedem interrupted him,

“Let me eggsplain,” he said, " As
I'm to come in this study, it’s bost that
m.u_.. should know at cnee. 'The fact is

am a tellepathist,”

A whatter I"

" A tellepathist,"” repected Ikan Reed-
em., “In other words, I possess the
eggstraordmary power of being able to
switch in to other people's brane-Loxes
and read their thoughts™

" (Oh, my hat!"

“For years now my thought-readin
act has heen tha ._m.wm.wmmn atiraction o
my father's cireus,” said Ikan Reedem
moddestly. *“All the crowned heads of
Europe have vowed and declored that
they ﬂwé never seen anything like me”

““(3rate pip! But how do you do it "
asked Frank Fearless, in-cmazement;

farely

q

“It's & gift,” was the remarkable new
rnw = apswer. “I can't tell you mysell,
All T know is that by concentrating I
oan reed anybody's thoughts,™

H“M-my giddy aunt ("

“But that’s all by the way,”™ s=aid

Recdem carelessly. **I've come to skool

now, and I suppose I'd hetter forget all

that kind of thing for a few ﬂw.n? Can
you chaps tell me what I have to do
neckst? I've geen Lickham.”

. " Presoomably, then, your neckst ste
13 to seo Dr. Birchemall,"” said Jac
Jolly. “Come nlong with us, young
Reedem, and we'll introdooce you to the
okl buffer.” .

The rest of the Co, had finished their
unpacking, and they all trotted along
together. They felt distinetly curious to
know how Reedem would get on with
the Head.

Jack Jolly kicked open the door of
the Head's study and led the way in.
Ikan Reedem followed, and the others
watched the proseedings from the open
doorway.

“Wall, Jolly? What tho merry
dickins do you want?" asked Dr. Birch-
emull, in his deep,. refined voice, ns he
looked up from tho commic paper he
was Deroosing.

“"Please, sir, I've brought alang the
new chap named Reedem.”

Dr. Birchemall bestowed a curt nod
on Reedem,

“Very well. I hope you will soon
settle &ﬂi: here, Reoedem. You'll find
we shan't overtax wour branes at 3.
Sam’'s, although you will be given
irekwent mcmm_pwm_ for the purpuss of
toaching you who's whe and what's
what."

“Very well, doo,” mermered Reedem.

Dr. Birchemall Aushed slitely.

“And don’t call me, *doe,’ either™
ho added rathor sharply. *The term is
not considered respective enuff for a
mitey man of learning like myself. Call
me * hoss,” or * guv'ner,” or ‘old spoct,’
not *doc.! Savvy i

Y savvy,” nodded the new boy,

“Lemme sco. I beleeve I arranged
{or vou to go in the Fourth,"” mermered
the Head. *Perhaps, nevertheless, I
had better put a few questions to you, to
test your intellijence hefore you gou™

“I'm ready, sir,” grinned Recdem.

The Head wﬂnu."_.uwm.mﬂ

"Better give Lim something ecasy
first,” ho thought to himsell. *Bimple
arithmatic. Perhaps possibly something.
like “twico two.”

“Four!™ said Recdem suddenly, just
a3 the H..._..ﬂm.& reached this point.

Drr. Birchemall jumped.

“W-what did you say " he stuttered,

“Four! That's the right answer, isn't
it " asked Reedermn innoscntly.

“But I didn't szk you the question!™
piooted the Head in amazement.

“Perhaps not, Trifles like that don't
worry me in  the slitest,™ smiled
Recdem. " You see, sir, as it happons,
I'm & thought-reader.™

“M-my only Aunt Semoling "
Dr. DBirchcmall.

“I can read people's thoughts as
easily a3 you can read that commic
paper,” egpsplainea the emazing new
boy. "For cggsample, I can tefl that
at the present time you are contempla-
ting ratding the study of one of the
masters for a roast chicken someona haa
gant him.”
¢ “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jack Jolly &

0.

“Bilcoee ™ The Head had jumped to
his feet. hia faca the culler of 2 beet-
roct. “How can you make such a fowl
supjestion, Reodem? As a metier of
fact, that greedy rotter, Bwislingham,
may have eaten it ol up by now-—that
ie to say, I never had any idea of
pinching his blessed chicken. I repudi-
gte thoe insinuatic with skorn !

Tle juniors burst out larling again,
for the Head's confusion showed thom
plancly that Reedem hed read the old
buffer's thoughts only teo well,

“Bilenea!” roared the IMead again,
Turning toe Reedem, he barked: "I'll
ghow you weather you can maka fun of
me, you disrespective young cub.
Bend over!"

Readem bad no option but to obey,
and for the neckst half haur or eo Dr.
Birchemall's study farely ckkoed with
the steady swishing of & birch and the
aggernised yells of [kan Recdem as he
bore his punishment with kontermptuous
indifference.

After that, Jack Jolly & Co. carrind
Beedem back 1o their -study and the

pasped

new boy seltled dewn to ihe regular
rootine of St. Sam's,

11

EEDEM soon became a popular
figger in the Lowver Skool at
St. Bam's He turnod out to be

g a real all-round sportsmen. On
his first day at 8tf. San's he nocked out
half-n-duzzen seniors whe tried to booly
him, On the sccond day ho saved &
duzzen fellows from drowning when a
boat overturned in the River Ripple.
And on the third day he played for the
Fourth against the Tifth m_::.uq scored no
lesz than twe duzzen goals. BEveryone
was agreed by that time thet Ikan
Recdem was one of tho best,

The Head, on the other hand, didn't
take at all kindly tc him alter that
isident in his sindy., Every timne they
met, Dy, Birchemall skowled [oercely
and Jack Jolly conhded to s mun_m. that
lie was afraid that Reedem had made
an enpomy of Jhe revered and majestick
old jentleman,

Forchunitly, an insident socon hap-
wmﬁn..._ to mollyfy the Head's injurad
eclings towards the thouvght-reader of
the Fourth. One day Jack Jolly & Co.
and their new pel were walking across
the quad arm-in-arm when Dr. Birchen-
all poked his head out of the winder on
the first-foor and bekkoned Recdem.

“Want me, sir?’ asked the ihought-
reader of the Fourth.

“OF course. What the thuvmp do you
think I was _u_.r.__..rnﬂmnm you for?" asked
Dr. DBirchemall, with lofty dignity.
“Como up to my study at once—1if nol

k.

sooner, or I'll birch you black ond
Llaw 1%
+Thoe Head disappeared from the

winder and, feeling rather nervuss,
Reedem ambled buack to the BSkool
House, accompanied by Jack Jelly &

Co.

._.T_.....,__q reachod the Head's study to find
13e. Birchemall waiting for them with a
heavy frown on his elassicle cownten-
anee. He fixed his beady little cycs on
Recdem as that jumior entered,

“ Look hore, Reademn,' he zaid. "'I've
got a little job for you. It"s like this
hera. Although you'd hardly beleove it,

I suspect that Mr. Lickbum, your Form
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master, entertains a Yob of nasty, dis
respective thoughts about me,”

“Girest Seolt!” ejmculated Frank
Fearless, “Why1"

“Meerly becawse I've cut down his
sallery by o cupple of bob & week,” the
Head Enmaﬁ.mnmwm to eggsplain, " Now
what I want you te do mwuﬂmm_u, s to
vead Mr. Lickhom's nrﬂﬁh,_:h nt the
pressent moment and tell me i I'm

right."
“Ohl, my hatl"
“It will be as oaey as rolling off &

log to you,' said the Head. “Pray
proseed to do it immejately, my boy.”

Reedem grinned and closed his eyes
Dead silence followed for a minnit or
two.

Suddenly Reedem opentd his eyes
again and looked at the Head.

“You're 8 mean, grasping, niggerdly
¢ld codger I he said delibberately.

Dr. Lirchemal recoiled, a5 [rom a
blow.

“What?"” he yelled, almost inereddu-
lously. ¢ : :

» Also you're a mingy, stingy, miscely
old skinflint " #aid Beedem cnimly.

“M-mi-my giddy aunt! Why, you
cheeky, dispertinent young cub—"

Words farled Dr. Birchemall, With &
sudden movement he _..wM__u.o__.._ hia birch
and, made & lunge et the thought-reader
of too Fourth. i

Fiecdem dodged hurriedly. :

“ Half-a-minnity ar! I mﬂ:%. you're
making o mistake!" he gasped. * I'm
not telling you whad think. T'm
__"_ELW giving you M;. Lickham's
44 Te1F] i
P.&wp. e, ha!” yelled Jack Jolly &

b 3

The Head pawscd, his shollorly dile &
sludy. ’

“Mean to tell me thet's what Lick-
ham really thinks of me?” he asked.
“\What did you say {~ mean,” °mlser-
ly,' ‘stingy "—"

“{h, thero's HWE.?__ a lot wore to come

vet, sir ! said Heedem cheerfully. “If

you'll just wait a minnit——m"

But Dr. Birchemall hoed slread
bonnded out of the study—Dbirch in hand.
Juck Jolly & Clo. followed, cggspect-
ing to sce some fur, and thewr eggspce-
tations were fully realised. As they
droo near Mr. Lickham's study, the
sound of furious uﬂ.,uw.mam fell on theire
o

cars, accompanied by loud yells of
LgLCTNY.
“Woop! Yow-ow! Yoop! Lemme

alone, you awiul cadd! Yaroocoo!"

“Sounds as if the Head's goiug it!”
grinned Jack Jolly. =

And he was! When the grimung
jnniors looked round the door of their
Tormy master's sanktum,-they conld sce
nothing owing to the blinding clouds of
dust. That dust was rising from Mr.
Lickhaw's trowsis, and when they got
sccustomed to it they. could dimly per-
ceeve the unforchunit master jumping
all round the roem like & frog, while
Dr. Birchemall persewed him, lashing
asut as hard as he could go. y

'The Head didn't leave off until he
felt completely whacked, and by that
timo Mr. Lickham was feching more
than completely whaeked ! :

This litile insident put Dr. Birchems-
all and the new boy on much better
terms, and from thot moment on the
outlook at St. HSam's was much betler
for the senzashunal new boy, Recdem
the Remarkable}

THE END.

(What else hns Than Reedem, the
aAmasing feweaner to St Sam's, g0t up
his sleeve? You'll find out when you
redel the second story in this sercaningly
funny adrisal)
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