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“ HAVE THIS ONE WITH ME!”

The above incident is Duk one.of the wmeny treals veaders will find in the feast of fun and fiction served up
in FRANK RICHARDS® fine story of school life and adcenture —inside.



4 WIN A HANDSOME POCKET WALLET:

WIN A PENKNIFE!

waued Ty any mation.  This
reply i3 to Ben Fielding, of
Epzom.  They wers the old
hlack stamps which are Fumiliar
to stamp collectors abl  over
the world. It may also intercst
Den—and  other  readers—to
Lngw that =ince the year 1310
no less than L0000 differcnt
varieties of stamps -heve heen
izsued. Mo you can see the
tazk which lies hefove some of
yvou philatelists if you want to
maks a complete collection of
all available postage stamps !

Always glad to ear from you, chiuns, so drop nie a live fo the following addvess :
The Editer, The ** Magncet ’" Library, The Amaigemated Press, Litd., Fleehway Howse,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4

NOTE. - All Jokes

and Limericks should be

sent to

cio “"Magnet,” 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C. 4 (Camgp.}.

thisz morning, 1 find that one of

my readers (J. Dunn, of Preston)

wiits {0 koow whe inventod sur-
names, sl how they eamo to bho usnd. I
think the c¢redit of inveniing surnames
cops to the Irish who first used ** Mape ™
awnd 0" to denote the son and grand-
son of any partivular porson. At one time
people bl only oue nume-—the namo which
wo would now csil their Christinn name.
Hut, bit by bit, people had 1o have a
seeomd name by which to distinguwish
thet, and $0 surnames eame into gencral
[JE8 .1

Nome surnames explain themselves, and
ahiow how the ancestors of tho boys who
now bear them pot their names.  For
instance, I came across o follow the other
day called ™ Strong-Ut'arm,’”” whivh s
obviously the same name as “Armstrong.
The ancestors of a hoy ealled " Smith ™
were originally smiths—a toulo of preat
repite in the olden days.  TCarponter,
v Pailor,” " Tinker,”" and 50 on, are
good examples of names which came fromn
the trade of the @neestors of the people
wlio now have those nameoe,
Uther surnames camo from tho lowns

ST&RT]}EG off with my post-hag

in which our ancestors lived, whilo others | o

wora deseriptive of tho man to whom they
wors  originally given. " Cherry,” for
example, undoubtedly means that ono of
hiz ancestors wag o " cheery 7 individual.
But don't ask mo where the Bunters gol
their name [ Only William Georgo himself
eould answer that, ami I Jdon't think
many people would agree with lus aceount
of it !

F. E. Wheeler, of 38, Felix Road, Ips-
wich, Suffolk, sends in the following
elover tmorick and carrins off & uzeful
leather pocket wallet.

There's a ehap In the Remove named
Bull
O'esr whose peepers you'll mever pull
wool
He's a lad of the breed,
As his name shows, indeed,
That brings e¢redit to Greyirlars School.

Turning to the next letter in the pile
hefore me, 1 find Jim Carlyle, of Caister,
wanting to lknow

HOW TO TELL CHARACTERS.

Is any f'j)ecia'l training necezsary, he
aska T No,Jim ! Anyone can read people’s
charactera quite easily if they will only
take a little trouble to obssrve points.
Everyone unconsciously betrays their
trua character in practically their every
word and action. Certain characteristics
nre shown by a person’s bearing, and even
by his or hor appearance. You can always
toll a conceited person by the way in which
he walkg talks, and does every little
sction. Some people are as easy to read
s an open book, but beware of the
pergon who gives no inclination of his
Tur ManxEr LipRARY,—No, 1,117,

charaeter ! Charactor reading i3 an inter-
esting and instructive hobby, but if you
want to get the best resuft#, don't let
anyono know you are studying their
charactaristics !

Horo's aquestion that will interest those
ol you who like readini about highway-
men, pirates; amd such-like poople | Tlarry
Furnesz, of Wickham, asks me :

WHO WAS THE IRON BUSHRANGER ?

This is the nameo by which Ned Kelly,
an infamous Aunstralian buslyvanper, was
known. Ielly was as notorions in Australia
a5 [dick Tarpin is here, and be used 1o wear
iron arreour of his own design to protect
himm against bullets, Kelly flourished for
a groat number of years, but ho was
aventually run to earth, and paid the
penalty for his crimes. He doez not scem
to have had many seving groces, and with
his pussing the heyday of the bushrangers
of Ansztralia seoms alzo to have coma o an
onid,

A SUPERSTITIOUS READER

azks moe if I believe in such supersiiliona
3 the one which says that the broaking
& mirror mesns bad lack. 1 don't
—-grel any of my girl readers will tall
i the same thing. Doubtless in the olil
davs, when mirrors worp rarities and vory
axponsive, it meant bad luck to brenk one
Lecause it cozt & lot of money to roploce !
But nowadays I suppoze nearly all my
girl romlera carry pocket mirrors, and
they kmow how aasily they are to break !
If bad luck was to follow the breaking of
every mirror, I am afraid fow peopls would
eacape & poneral catastropha! The old
iden of causing bad Inck by apilling =alt
pomes from the faet that salt was onee an
expensive commodity, and you will find
that if vou po far enough back into all
these “ unlucky ™ things the reason for
them being regarded as vnlucky is always
the same—viz: that it was expensive to
wasie them !

WHO S5AYS A FREE GIFT?
Why, all of you, of course! Then look

" out for our special representative at the

seazide this summer. At all the principal
seaside rezorts le will be scanning the
beach, on the look-out for boy and girl
readers of the Mac#er. To every boy and
irl he sees displaying a copy of the
[AcRET he will présent FREE a novel mift
from the following selection: - Kites,
windmills, large balloons, mystery peckets,
and flage, So earry your Magser with
you, chums, wherever you go, and show
it as prominently as you can in order to
entch the eagle eye of our representative.
Ha will be looking out for you, so don't
disappoint him,

———

THE FIRST ADHESIVE POSTAGE
STAMPS

wore issued in this country in the ﬁjﬁ!

of Quesn Victoria, and were the first to

HOW OLD IS IKK ?
is the question which Fanl

Dowvie, of Whitfield, wants
to  Lknow, The reply will probably

gurprize him ! Ink hes boan in sveryday
usn for at least 4000 years! In iact,
sorne of the ink which was used in thoze
days was actually superior in qtmlitg' to
that used to-dey. One famous old hook
wag actually written throughout in silver
mk. Red ink was the colour favoured by
both the Emperors of Constantinople and
the Roman Emperors, while green ink
wis wsed by Regenta who signed on behalf
of an emperor who was under age. Now-a-
days, of course, thers is nothing to provent
anyone usging 1nlk of any conceivable
eolour |

By the waye, clunps, let me put you
wize to the fact that fhiere are Lwo new
munbers of the “Schoolboysy’ Own
Library ¥ on =ale thiz week. And
they're both corking good yarns, tao.
Here are the titles: No. 103—The
Tyrant Head '™ and No. 1H—""Dropped
From the Team ! Trot roumnd to your
newsagent right new and order one, or
both, of these npping Look-longth
stories.

And now o3 spacs is getting searce, lot
me pick out o joke from one of the many
whif‘:jh I consider worthy of winning
MacweET pocket-knives. This one comes
from Leslie Sharp, of 3, Catherine Terrace,
Sheorniecs, Font,

“If seems to me,’" sald a customer
to his barber, *‘that In these hard
fimes you ought to lower your prices
for shaving.*"

“ Can't do it,”" replied the barver.
“* ¥ou ses, everybody wears suéh a
long faee nowadays that we have 3
great deal more surlace to shave !

Now that vou have finished laughing,
we'll got on to tho noxt item, which is our
programme for next week's issuo. 1 expect
vou are all looking forward eagerly to the
next long, complete Greyiriars yarn,
which is entitled :

“BOB CHERRY'S BIG BARGAIN !
By Frank Richards.

Tou will find that this is well up to Me
Richards’ wusual standard, and thoro is
drama as well a3 humour in it.

Following this there will be ancther
gripping instalment of ““The Mazked
Death ! " our thrilling "tec serial, together
with the third amusing yern in Master
Diclky Nupent's *Trezzure™ seories, en-
titled : * A Traytor on Doard,” to round off
o fine programme of fiefion, while the next
 FHants of Cricket ™ article is about,
A, P. F. Chapman, who captained the
victorions and side in the last series
of Test matehes in Australia. To conclude,
of course, there will be the usual invita.
tion to “*Come into the UOffice, Boyal™
when I hope to deal with more interesting
fuerios and items of informaltion.

Cood luck to you all |

YOUR EDITOR.



HERE'S A SPARKLING STORY OF SCHOOL LIFE AT GREYFRIARS!

L3

I

THE FIRS5T CHAPTER.
A Merely Temporary Loan !
BILLT‘ BUNTER opened the door

of Study No..12 in the Grey-
friars Remove and blinked into
that apartment.

He =miled with satisfaction as he dis-
cerned the elegant form of Lord Maule-
veraer, stretched in o more or less
graceful attitude on the study sofa.

It was & warm afternoon.

Fartunately, it was a half-holiday at
Gireyfriars. unter, &t least, fel: that
hz ecould not have stood clazs and

uelehy, in a stuffy Form-room, in that
almost tropical heat. Many of the
fellows declared that it was too hot for
ericket, though Ha Wharton & Co.
had gone down to Little Side, defying
the blaze of the sun. Lord Mauleverer,
never much disposed to exer-
tion, preferred the cool shade
of his study and his comfiort-
able and expensive sofa.

Bunter, seeing him there,
similed with satisfaction, but
the satisfaction was wholly on
Bunter’s side. Mauly’s coun-
tenance Tegistered dismay.

Almost would his lazy lord-
ship  bhave preferre the
ericket field and the glare of ‘
the sun to a heart-to-heart talk with
William George Bunter of the Remove,

But there was no help for 1t now.
Mauly was cornered, and Billy Bunter's
ample form almeost filled the doorway.

“1 eay, Mauly, old chap!"™ eaid
Bunter, affably and affectionately.

Groan !

Bunter blinked at him through his big
spectacles, guite startled by that soun
of anguisifn.

“1 say, Mauly, are you ill ?*

“Ynas !

“What's the matter?”

(11 ?‘]u !l?‘

“(Oh, really, Mauly—"

TGo away!" sald Lord Mavleverer
faintly. 50 away, and shut the door
after you, Bunter! Be a good chap!
I can stand you in the winter——"

" Look hera——"

“But_on a hot day like this!
gad! Go awayl™

Oh

at Greyiriars.

“He, he, he!”
Bunter decided to
take that injunction
as a joke. " He, he,
he! All alone here,
Mauly 7"

“Yaas, till' you
came " groaned his
lordship. “Why
ain’t you at the
cricket, Bunter ¥

" Too jolly hot.™

“Wh;' nok and zee Stewart of the
Bhell #° aﬁkedg?'riaui:r.

“Nlow Stewart of the Shell!”

“But he won & money prize the other
day,” urged Mauleverer. “He's got a
tenner.”

“The silly sss lost b1 said Bunter.

“Well, the howlin’ chump!" ejacu-
lated Lord Mauleverer. “0Of all the
silly owls! Chap oughtn’t to be so
careless with moneyl Tf Btewart
hadn't last his tenner, you'd be botherin’
him instead of mel"

“Oh, really, Maunly! T say, as you're
all alene, P'll come in and keep you
company for a bik."”

“ Just what I was afraid of,” mur-
mured Lord Mauleverer. “I say,
Bunter, T've heard you say that you're

For a scholarship boy like Mark Linley
to be in possession of 410 is sufficient to
start all the gossiping tongues wagging
But in the end, the said
gossipers almost wish that they had

bitten off their tengues!

an awf'ly popular chap, with more
friends than you can count on your
fingers.”

“That's s, old fellow.”

“Well, don't neglect your friends on
a half-holiday,” urged Mauleverer. * Go
and sce zome of them! Go and see all
of them " ;

Instead of golng to see his numerous
friends—who might, perhaps, have been
difficult to ind—=PRilly Buonter msinuated
himself inte Study No. 12

Bunter had come theres with a pite-
pose, and he was not to be demed.
The objections of the owner.of the stud
matde no differsnce to Dunter. Bue
trifles as that he passed by, like the
idle wind which he regarded not.

Lord Mauleverer made an effort and
sat up on tho sofa. Dut it really was
too hot for exertion. Leaving the study
meant walking down a long passage and
& staircase, and wery likely DBunter

Dealing with the adventures, bumorons and otherwise,
of Harry Wharton & Co., the Chums of Greyfriars.

BY FRANK RICHARDS.
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It

would [follow. Kigking Bunter ouk
meant still more vigorous exertion. Bo
his lordship sat where he wwas, and
gazed dismally at the Owl of the
Hemove.
Bunter =at on o corner of the stud

table and fixed his little, round eyes anﬁ
‘mﬁ. round plaszes on Mauly.

I sav, Mauly—?F"
T Dﬂ“’{- !H
“ Er—don't what "
“Don't say anything! Speech is
silver, but silence is galﬁ&n P urged his

lordship. “And silence is never so
golden as when vou are wagging your
chin, old fat bean 1™

“0Oh, really, Mauly, I've got some-
thing rather important to say to you,
and—"

“Be & good chap, and and say it
to somebody else I'P i d

“MNobody else wounld do, Mauly, as
you're the only chap in the Remove
wio's gob ten-pound notes IV

Fi Eh ?-!I

Mauleverer almost jumped. He would
ﬂa:a guite jumped had it not been so

4] 1

“1 haven't come here to borrow =
tenner, Mauly,” =said Billy Bunter.

[ Gﬂ !Jl-

“Except in a sort of way,”
added Bunfer.

Lord Mauleverer grinned.

“I'll tell wou how the
matter stands,” said the fat
junior persuasively. “You
Lknow Stoewart of the Shell got
a tenner as the prize for the
Pap{pcr exam when he beat
Linley of the Bemove and the
other fellows. Well, he let it
blow away that windy day, you remem-
ber, and it's never been found. Of
course, it's somewhere”

“It would be,” agreed Mauleverer,
“I say, Bunter, why not go and look
for it? Stewart would stand vou some-
thin' if you found it for him. ™

“I've looked, and so has nearly every
other fellow at Greyiriars,” answered
Bunter. “Ti's blown away somewhere—
on a roof, most likely—and can't be
found. Never mind that. Dut Stewart's
had a notice on the board about it for
weelks, and now he's offering a pound
out of it to any fellow who can find it."

“Chance for yvou, old fat man.”

Bunter shook his head. He was not
disposed to take on the difficult {ask
of hunting for a banknote that had
blawn away to '%arts unkonown, Still,
his fat intellect had evidently been ak
work on the subject.

Tue Maener Lieriry.—No. 1,11T.
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““That banknote never will be found
now,” said Bunter. *I'm not hunting
for it any meore, auyhow. Besides, 1've
thought of a beticr dodgﬂ than that.
You lend me a tenner—:=

“§ jolly well don't!" said Mauleverer
ositively.
P*'Hut Jlrtr:r spend !” hooted Dunter.
“I'm mot asking you for a tenver to
epend. I only want it for ten minutes,
and you cann kur:F your eye on e all
tho tume, if you like,' )

Lord Masauleverer blinked at him.

“YWhat the thump do you want a

tonner for if not to spend?™  he
demanded. ‘ .
Dunter bestowed a fat wink on his
lordship. .
“g show to Stewart,” he cxplained.
“S‘E'ﬂ T

Perhaps Lord Mauleverer's aristo-
¢cratio brain was not guick on thE
uptake. Certainly he did not “sce.
He only stared in perplexity ab the fat
and fatuous countenance of the Owl of
the Remove.

“Seo?"” repeated Dunter,
lost & temner. 1 go ta him

“Stewart’s
with &

tenner. He thinks it'e his tenver, of
course. He hands me a pound. That's
whero I come in."

And where do I come
lordship. “Yon
away A
of

“(reat gad! ]
in*" ejaculated his 1
imagine I'm goin' {o give
tenner so that you can stick Stewart
tha Shell for a pound note?” :

*Oh, don't be an ass, Mauly!” said
Bunter peevishly. “Your tenner will
be all right. Tenners are numbered,
You simply tell Stewart it's your
tenner, that you dropped in the Remove
passage, say, and he will hand it over
to you, By that time, of course, 1 shall
have bagged the pound Stewart's offer-
ing ms 8 reward, and it will be all

ight."
nEfﬁh. Bioly smoke!” pgasped Lord
Mauleverer, &3 Bunter's masterly

scheme dawned at last upon him., “It
will bo all right, will 7'

; fl‘l'ﬂ‘.ight as rain ! said Bunter cheer-
& .

"T‘E’m—yau-— ou fat villain! You
want me to haf; you swindle & man ous
of & pound ! stuttered Mauleverer,

“0h, really. Mauly! I hopa I'm not
capable of s?indling anybody !” said
Bunter warmiy. ]

“What l_'}ﬂ '_'rgu call it, then 1" shrieked

rd Mauleverer.

LE‘ O course, 1 shall pay Stewart back
his pound. That's understood,” said
Buntréh "I'm expecting a postal-order
to-morrow—""

“ Ok, my hat!”

“ It will be for & pound,” said Bunter,
“That will make it all right! I hand
Blewart b;ck hiz pound, naturally. I
hope I'm honest.”

%}Ym: hope yon're honest!” habbled
Tord Mauleverer. “By gad! They say
that hope springs eternal in the liuman
breast ! )

“Well, is it n go?" asked Bunter,
“Stawart will gat his pound back all
right. I shall hand him my postal-
order immediately it comes. Bepi®

“ And suppose 1t dogsn’t come?”

“0h, that's rot! Tt’s from one of my
titled relations, you know. A peer of
the realm i not likely to let a fellow
down."”

Lord Mauleverer gazed at the happy
Owl of the Remove. Apparently
William George Bunter was fully satis-
fied as to the honesty of his proceedings.
Edward Stewart's pound was simply to
tide him over a lean period, till his cele-
brated postal-order arrived! Bunter had
a conscience; but it seemed to be rather
of an elastic nature, and capable of
stratching as for as required.

Tree Macxer Lisrart.—No. 1,117.

“Weil, we're wasting time, old chap,”
said Bunter. *“Lend me the tenner—
auly for len nunutes. It will be safe as
houses, Stewart will hand it back when
you explain and give the numbes.
Stewart's honest—-as honest as I am
mysclf, in fuct.”

“A little meore so, I hope!™ gasped
Mauleverer.

“Qh, rveally, Mauly! 1 say, where's
the tenner 7

Lovrd Mauloverer rose from the sofa.

Disinciined as he was for exertion, he
felt that exoriion was efsential now,
When duty ealled even the slacker of
the Hemove could make an effort.

“That's right, old chap,” said Bupter,
mistaking Mauleverer's intention. * Just
hand it over—-*"

“I was thinkin',” said Mauleverer,
“that it was too hot to kick you out ol
this study, Bunter”

&l Eh '='I:||F

“But it isn"t! If it was twice as hot
I think I could manage it, in the giddy
cirenimstances.”

“1 say. Mauly— Oh, my bhat—
yaroopooh 1 roared Buoter in astenish-
ment and alarm, as Mauleverer seized
him and jerked him off the study table.
“1 say, old fellow—hoast!—I say, what
aro vou stuffy about? Yarcoooh!
Whoop! Oh crikey”

Lord Mauleverer, having driven him-
zelf to make an effort, seemed to be dis-
posed to have his money's worth, as it
WETE,

Ho whirled the fat junior to the door,
and there was a loud crack as a bullet
head and an oak door came into violent

contact,
“Yoooop ! rorred Bunter.
Then the Owl of the Remove was
round in the doorway. Lord

BN
Mauli"mrﬂr lifted hiz eolegant hoot.
Fiegant as that boot was, it felt heavy
enough to Bunter when it landed.

Crash !

Bunter shot through the deorway like
a ﬁip from an orange.

ump |

*Yow-ow-ow-ow M

Lord Mauleverer cloged the stud
door, He returned to his sofa an
fanoned himself with a2 Latin exercise
after his unprecedented exertions. And
he was left to repose. Why Mauly had
cut up so rusty was a mystery to Billy
Bunter's powerful intellect. He could
see no reason for it. DBut the faet itsclf
was clear, even to Bunter. Lord Manle-
verer, for somo inecxplicable renson, had
cut up uncommonly rusty; and Bunter
would as soon have intruded into a lion’s
den as into Study No. 12 Bunter did
not dare to be o Dantel. He drifted
dismally eway, and Mauly was left to
fan himself in peace,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Startling !

ARK LINLEY blotted the letter
he had written, and rose from

the study tsble in No. 13 in

the Remove. He stepped to

the study window, and locked out across

the green, sunny quadrengle. In the
distance he had a view of the ericket
finld, and a glimpse of the Hemove

fellows who were plai;ing crickat in
defiance of torrid sunshine. He stood
for long minutes at the window, watch-
ing the distant cricketers. He would
gladly have joined them, but Mark had
other work do that bright half-holi-
day. The scholarship which had brought
Mark to Greyiriars School had been a
stroke of good fortunoe; but he had a
harder row to hoo than most of the
Removites.

A fat grunt in the study doorway made
him turn from the window.

Biliy Bunter bhlinked into the study
through his big spectagcles,

“0Oh! You're here!”
Bunter,

Bunter looked very warm, very pink
and rather dusty. He bore tho signa oi
his hasty departure from Lord Mazaule-
verer's study.

ejaculated

Ho was not in a good temper,
Bunter, as & rule, was fairly good-
teinpered  and pfmabln. ut the

tuanner in which he bad left Maule-
verer's study might have ruffed =any
ivilow's temper,

“Yes, 'm here,” said Mark,

“I thought you were gone out as
usual,” grunted Bunter. I mean, 1
never thought about you at all,”

Mark smiled, and made ne anawer,

“Ain't you poing out?” demanded
Bunter. *“¥You generally clear off for
every half-holiday, Vou slways cut out
of gates immediately after class. You've
got something on, outside the school,
and you make a se¢ret of it. All the
fellows are talking about it. Skinner
thinks it's pub-haunting—"

“I don't waht fo know what Blinnor
thinks '™ said Mark quieﬂr.

“Bnoop thinks you're mizred up with
soma racing lot—"

“ Cheese 1t," said Mark,

* Bolsover major thinks———*"

“Dry upl” exclaimed Mark im-
patiently. "Do you want anything in
this study, Bunter? If not, clear off,”

- “If you think I've come here looking
for anything, Linley, it only shows
you've pot o low, suspicicus mind,” re-
torted Bunter. “I never saw Bob
Cherry gegting that cake at the tuck.
shop, and it never cecurred to me that
he might have left it in the study cup.
board.™

Mark laughed.

“DBlessed if I can see anything to
cackle at,” grunted Bunter. “ You might

inch a fellow’s cake! I'ma not that sort,

hope. 3till, I don’t see what you'rp
sticking indoors for, when you always
hike out of gates on s half-holiday. I

say, Linley.” DBunter blinked In-
quisitively at the TLancashire junior.
“You can tell & pal, you know, hat's
your game ont of pates?’™

“ Find out!” said Mark cartly,

“Well, that's why I'm asking you"™

said Bunter. “Lots of tha follows
wonder what you get up to out of the
srhaol.”

“Tats of fellows had better mind their
own business, then.”

“Not that I care !” added Bunter dis-
dainfully. “I'm not interested in the
doings of a fellow of your class, Linley.
Something shady, I've no doubt,”

Mark knitted his brows in thought.
For & moment Bunter was in danger of
leaving Study No. 13 as he had left
Study No, 12, But it reslly was not
worth while being angry with the fat
and fatucus Owl of the Remove. Mark,
giving him no further heed, proceeded
io stick a stamp on an envelope.
Bunter’s inguizsitive glance went to the
letter lying folded on the blotiing-pad.

“ (th. %‘_Inu"ve stayed in to write a
letter ™ he remerked.

No rep]y‘

“Posting it as you go out, I suppose I*

“Vos,* sald Mark impatiently, as he
glipped the letter into the envelope and
sealed it.

“Right-ho ™ zaid Bunter. " Of course,
I'm not waiting for you to clear, Linley,
Nothing of that sort.”

Afark smiled, and left the studﬁ.
Bunter remained in the doorway watch-
ing him till he ditappeared from the
Remove passage.

Then ha rolled into Study No. 13.

A moment later the door of the study
cupboard was open, and Billy Bunter
was blinking into the recesses within.
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But tho cupboard, like that of Mrs,
Hubberd, was bare. Bob Cherry's cake,
wherevar it was, was not there.

Bunter gpave a grunt of disgust,

* Beast ! )

He turned dismally from the cup-
board. Really, Bunter’s luck seemed to
be out that afterncon.

Being in the study, however, he took
a further look round. Inquisitiveness
was Bunter's besetting sin. And on the
subjeet of Mark Linley Bunter was not
the only fellow in the Remove who was
curious. Mark gave little or no thought
to what the other fellows might think
of his proceedings, which were his own
concern and nobody else's. Most of the
follows, in fact, did not trouble their
heads about the matter.

But there were some who wondered
and surmised. Certainly, Linley had
somo occupation outside the school,
which drew him outside the ;E.tas on ali
occasions when it was possible to go.
Skinner & Co..—judging others by them-
selves—surmised that it was something
shady, Billy DBunter was intensely
curicus to know what it was—chiefly be-
causo it did not concern him in the very
least. That Mark had found some work
to do outside the school did not cecur
to Bunter's fat brain. He could not
imagine & fellow looking for work.
Dunter's own principle occupation was
dodging work

a tenner, than of possessing ten thou-
sand pounds, so far as Bunter could see.
¥Yet he had written—evidently to his
father—that he woas now able to send
him £10.

Where on earth had Linley got ten
pounds from?

“LCrikoy " repeated Bunter.

There was only one sourece, so far as
Bunter could umagine, whence Mark
Lipnley, who never had more than five
shillings in his pocket, could have
obtained the sum of ten pounds.

He had found the lost tonner!

Bunter gasped with excitement.
_That was the only possible explana-
tion—to Bunter, at least. Linley had

“Oh  crumbsl”
Bunter suddenly.

His ayes fell on the blotter on
which Mark had written his
letter. It was a mnew, clean
blotter, and it bore the im-
pression of part of the letter
that Linley had written. Mark
had turncd over the letter with
the ink still fresh, and many
words had been gu:tu clearly
transferred _to  the blotting-
paper. Bunter's inquisitive
eyes fell on a whole sentente,
backwards, of course,

ejaculated

“01£ voy dnes ot elbsr. ma I won.”

Tt was puzzsling encugh as he looked
at it: but Buntsr picked up the blotting-
pad, and held it tc the study looking-

lass, Then he was able to read the
ottors in correct order, reflected in the
glnas,

“Now I am ab’: to send you £10."

“Oh, crikey !" stuttered Bunter.

He blinked at that sentence

It was well knowo in the Remove that
Mark Linley was ‘up against it " finan-
cially. Bunter s inguisitive eyes had
seen a letter from Linley's home, which
Bunter had retailed in the Rag. Mark's
father was unemployed and the wolf
was at the door in the little home in the
MNorth. All the Remove knew that it
had been a blov to Linley to fail for
the Popper Prize, which Stewart of the
Shell had carried off.

Mark, who was careful with money—
as a fellow had to be to whom a half.
crown was a serious consideration—kept
up very good appearances in the Form,
on tho sllowanos that went with his
scholarship; =nd ecertainly he was o
better-dressed fellsw than Dunter, for
example, though probably five or six
times as much was spent on Dunter’s
clothes as on Meark's. Nobody, looking
ot Mark, would havs supposed that ho
was much worss off than the other fel-
lows. Still. the facts were known,

Had Mark won the Popper Prize, ho
would have had a ten-pound note—tho
banknote that Btewart of the Shell had
won, and lest on & windy day in the
ﬂmd. But unless he won a money prize,

ark had no more chance of possessing

Tl *
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it. The Owl of the Remove was quite
ﬁatmlia as he rolled Bway from Study
[+ '

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came
H in from cricket with ruddy faces,
Even Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh =admitted that it was
warm, and was satisfied with a saunshine
that reminded him of his aative land of
Bhanipur,

The other fellows thought that the
summer was -rather overdoing it.

1N

&

Eilly Bunter’s eyes fell on the blotier which bore the impressi
It was puzzling enough as he looked at it, but

letter Mark Linley had wriiten.

on of pari of the

when he held it up to the study looking-glass he was able (o read the lgtiers In

correct order, reflected In the glass.

** Oh, crikey ! ™" ejaculated the Owl of

the Remove, blinking at the sentence in amazement. (See Chapter 2.)

picked up the tenner that had been blow-
ing about the schosl for & couple of
woeks—happened on it somewhere and
bagged 1t. Or hunted for it and found
it, more [likely, Bunter considerced.
Anyhow, tho tennor he was sending
home was the lost tenner. It couldn't
be any other, _

Bunter's little round eves gloamed be-
hind his spectacles.

Ho had made a discovery !

Carefully Bunter tore off the top sheet
of blotting-paper, folded it, and put it
in his pocket. Then he rolled out of the
study.

Bunter might have been o selfish
fellow in some respects, But he did not
believe in keeping & good thing to him-
self, when it can.e in the shape of an
intoresting and exciting item of news.
What Dunter knew in the afternoon all
the Bemo . .as likely to know by even-
ing. It MSeht have been supposed that
Bunter wolEd have been shocked by the
diseovery he had made. But he had no
time to be shocked. He weas only think-
ing of ithe thrilling news that would
make the fellows jump when fhey heard

thers was a smile of cheery contentment
on Hurree Singh’s dusky features.

The Famous Five came up the
Remove staircase in & ruddy, ‘checry
crowd. Tea in the study wae the nexk
item on the programme. and all of them
were ready for it—especially for the
large and handsome cake, that Dob
Cherry was contributing to the feast,

Skinner and Snoop were lounging by
the banistors, and they were grinming
and chuckling, as though over some ¢x-
cellent joke.

“Heard about it, you men?” called
out 8kinner, as Harry Wharton & Co.
camo tramping by.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!" hoomed Bob
Cherry.  “IHeard obout what or
which

“ About Linley ! giggled Enoop.

The Famous Five came to & halt.

“What about LinleyI¥ asked Frank
Nugent.

“0Oh! You haven't heard!"”

“Wa've been at the ericket,” said
Johony Bull, “wherc you ought to have

Tree Macwgr Lirany.—No. 1,117,
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becn, if you weren't such lazy slackera.
Anything happened to Linley ¥

“Not yet, that I know ofI" grinned
Bkinner, .

“(h, cough it up " exclaimed Harry
Wharton impatiently. “You fellows
have always got something up against
Lanley. hat's the latest "

Skinner shook his head :

“If you don’t know, I'm not geing to
{ell you. No bizney of mine.”

“You'll hhc:hr Iit irqmlllunter,” said

noop, with another giggie.

"(ﬁ{, rats ! said Et:ha captain of the

8

Bemove.
And he walked on across the Remove

landing, and his friends followed him,

Hareldene met them in the Kemove

PRESAEE.
“You fellows heard ! he asked.
“(Oh, my hatl” ejaculated Bob

Cherry. “Some jolly old tragedy hap-
ened while we've been playing cricket?
Eﬂmt is 1t §*

“Jf you haven't heard—="

“Wall. we haven't,” said Nugeni;
"give it & name” : :

“I'd rather not say anything,” said
Hazel, shaking his head. “It's too jolly
gerioits & matter, I'don’t want dnybody
to eay it came from me.”

“Fathead ! said Bob, as he passed
on.

The Famous Five were rather puzzled
by that time. Evidently something had
happened while they had been on the
nr:cﬁet ficld—something that concerned
Mark Linley, with whom the whole Co.
were on the friendliest terma. Bob
iooked a little worr'ed

“1 guppose Marky s out, as usual,” he
gaid. “I'll cut alon~ to the study and
sce whethor he's there.”

Study No. 13 was vacant when Bob
looked in. He returned along the pas-
sage, and rejoined his chums.

“Mark’s out.” he said. *“What the
thump is it t those silly owls are
cackling over?! Let's go and bang
Skinner’s head on the banisters, and
make him cough it up ¥

“WNot worth the trouble,” said Harry.
#Tet's go in to tea.”

HThi‘ Famous Five went into Study

uﬁ *

A fat junior turnel hastily nwnf from
the study cupboara, which was locked,
He blinked at the Famoua Five,

“I say, vou fellows——"

“¥ou fat burglar:'

“Oh, really, Wharton! I couldn’t get
the cupboard door open—I mean,
wasn't thinking of opening it, of course.
I—I was just—just locking at it.”

“Buzz off I” _ ]

“1 suppose Bob's cake ia in therel”
said Bunter. “Rather mean to lock up
a cake, as if you think a fellow might
be after it, You fellows arp a suspl-
cious lot. It's rather no-class, if you ask
me,"

“ Which way do you prefer to leave
the study, Bunter?” asked Frank
Nugent politely. “On your feet, or on
your neck "

“Oh, really, Nugent——"

“PBuzz off 1 roared all the Famous
Five together. ]

“I say, you fellows, if you're goun
to have tea, I don’t mind stopping,” sal
Bunter, blinking at them,  “Toddy'a
teaing out to-day, and when he's teming
out, he never thinks of another fellow.
I've had nothing since dinner, except
tea in Hall, becausg—?

V¥ Tecause my cake was locked up?”
chuckled Bob Cherry,

“No!” hooted Bunter. “ Because I've
been disappointed about & pestal-order.
Did I mention to you fellows that I was
expecting a postal-ordar 1"

“Did you?” gasped Beob, “Yes; I
rather fancy I've heard something of
the sort.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessad if T see anything to cackle
at! 1 shall bo short of money till my
postel-order comes!™ said  Bunter
warmly, “Mauley's let. me down—he
could hav helped me over this—this
erisis without costing him anything,
and he refused. You fellows may not
believe it, but at the present moment
I'm ahsalutely stony!™

And the Owl of tha Remove blinked
sorrowliully at the Famous Five.

“All your titled relations let you
down gt ome fell swoop?” asked Dob
sympathetically.

“Why not ring some of 'em up?"” said
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Johnny Bull. “You've only got to re-
mind tha Duke de Bunter that he
forgot to sund you that sixpenny postal-
arder.”

“it will ba for a und when it
comes,” said Bunter, with dignity.

“Tt will have had time to grow when
it comes,"” agreed Jobnny. :

“Beast] I say, you fellows, whila
we'ra having tea I'll tell you the nows,”
said Bunter. “Shocking about Linley,
ain't wi*

“What sbout Linley, fatheadi”

“Haven't you heard? It's all over
the Remove,” said Bunter. * Of course,
I'm not surprised myself. I never did
approve of thess low fellows being let
inte the schuol on those rotten scholar-
ships. I've said so. YWou can't deny
that.”

“Has anything happened while we've
bheen at the cricket?” asked the captain
of the Remove.

“He, ha, Lal"

“¥You fet chump—-""

“Qh, really, Whartonl Of courss,
I'm sorry for the fellow,” said Bunter.
“Heo will be sacked!”

“Linley asacked I'* yelled Bob.

“0f pourse=~ihe Head couldn't
possibly let him stay. After all, the
poor hrute mayn't know any better,”
sald Bunter charitably. * Brought up
among the poor—and you koow what
the poor are like ™

“Some of 'em!” said Johnny Bull
“The kind that butt into a fellow's
study to pinch a cake—"

“Beast! 1'm putting you fellows on
your guard!" ssid Bunter, *“You're
friendly with Linley Well, drop it!”

“And why?' demanded Wharton,

“Well, & man's judeged by the com-
pany he keeps,” said Bunter. “You
wouldn't like to be tarred with the
same brush, would you? Besides, ho
may begin on you next. I can tell you
I shall” be jolly careful of my gol
watch when Lanley's about,”

The juniors jumped.

“ Are you dotty?"” roared Dob Cherry.

Harry Wharton’s brow darkened.

“# YVou fat idiot, tell us st onco what
you mean! If somebody has started a
rotten yarn about Linley—"

“That somebody is going to get
hurt!” said Bob Cherry, breathing
hard. “Now get it off your chesb, you
idiotic porpoisa ™ :

“0Oh, really, Chorryl No good
glaring at me,"” szid Bunter. “1I never
asked the fellow to pinch Stewart's
banknote, I suppose!™

“Pip-pip-pinch Stewsart's banknoto [
articulated Bob.

Bunter nodded. .

“Yea! DBeastly, ain't it? Of course,
he's hard up—1 dare say they've got
tho hailiffs in at home. Btill, that's no
exenze for stealing. You fellows may
think it is, but I don’'t apgree.”

Wharton caught Bob by the arm as
he was about te hurl himself at William
George DBunter.

“T.et's have this clear " gaid the cap-
tain of the Remove. “"You can
slaughter that fat idiot afterwards.

Stewart's banknote was blown away in
the quad a couple of weeks ago, Dunter.
It’s never been found. Is some un-
speakable cnd na,yin¥ that Linley has
found 1t and kept 13"

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Js that 1t7* roared Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

" Serag him

“I say, vou fellows, don't go off at
tho deep end, vou know! T'm warning
vou, in time, to have Ilﬂl-hil‘l? more to
do with Linley. It's been found out
that he pinched Stevart's banknote.”

“Who fourd it out?’ breatiied Bob,

Bunter grinned complacently.
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“Little mo!"” he answered. * Precious
little glues on without my knowing it, I
can tell you. I found &t out, and of
coursé I've warned the fellows about
Linloy—a follow was bound to, you
know. Apd-— Yarooooocop!"

Bunter got no further. .

Bhaking off  Wharton's detaining
hﬁ.l‘ld‘l Bob Cherry mads a jump ab the
fat junior. The next moment Billy
Bunter was having the time of his life,

Wild wells from Study No. 1 rang
along the Remove passage. :

It seomed to Billy Bunter that two
or three earthquakes were happening to
him all at once,

“Hold on!” gasped Wharton.

“I'll smash him !’

“Thoe smashfulnoss is too torrific, my
esteemned Bob., It is not the proper
caper to burst the estecmed and fat-
headed Bunter.”

“Tll slaughter him!™

“Yarooh! Helpl
Whooooooooop 1"

“I'll spiflicate him ™

“Yooop! Help! Wow!” ] ]

Bob Cherry's chums dragged him
away from Bunter. They thought that
Buanter had bad enough. Bunter's own
impression was that he had had too
much. Bob, on the other hand, did
not consider that he had had enough
vot, and was prepared to give him
more,

“Hook it, Bunter !"* gasped Nugent.

“Grooogh! Ooooh! Yooop!”

#Hook it, vou idiot!"

Bunter hooked it.

Murder! TFire!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
No Reward !
1Y OBBY, you fathead!”
H “Look here, Btewart—"
“You ass!”
“But lock here —"

“You unmitigated idiot!”

James Hobson sighed,

He had wondered whether he was
ever going to hear the end of it.

Now ho koew!

He wasn't!

Unless Stewart of the Shetl {ound the
lost tenner—which now seemod hizhly
improbable—it was mnot likely that
Hobby ever would hear the end of it

“It wasn't my fanlt, vou know!"
said Hobson feebly.

He had always been pally with
Stewart of the Shelll He liked
Stewart, and had always thought him
a very decent chap. Bu#, really, Hobby
was now being driven to reconsider that

opinion. Stewart had developed into a
man with a single topic. 2uch a man
was & bore.

“Not your fault! echoed Stewart.
“Listen to lum, Hosky! o says it
wasn'b his fault ! )

Hoskinz of the Shell did net answer.

Ha was seated at the study table,
wifh a pencil in hiz hand, a sheet of
music paper hefore him, and a far-away
look in his ejes. Toskine was by way
of being musical, and ne had the
artistic temperamenpt. Inspirations
would soddenly seize upon Claude
Hoskins, and he would seize pencil and
paper to get them down before they
vanished. At such moments Hosking
was deaf and dumb and blind. He
would cover sheets of paper with inde-
cipherablo hicroglyphics. Nobody under-
stood  what  the meant, except
Hoskins—if, iﬂﬂﬂﬂd“: Hoskins was en
cxéeption.

“He says it wasn't his faultt™ said
Stewart bitterly. “I hand him a tenner
k2 look at, on & windy day—the
windiest day we've had this summer,

mind you—and he chucks it back to
ma and siys ‘Catch.’ He doesn’t

expect the wind to blow it away! Oh,
oo ¥

“Well, you see—"" rmurmured
Hobaan,

“Buch a let of tenners about, in the
Shell—one  doesn't  matter!”  said
Stewart  satirically. “Not to  you,
Hobby, anyhow!"

“Of course, 1 dido't know it was
going to blow awaq!” said Hobson.

“You wouldn’t!"" agfecd Stowart,
“*With a brain like yours, old chap, you
wouldn't 1*

“ Besides, 1 said * cateh," ” seid Hob-
gon. " Why didn't you catch it?"

Btewart breathed hard and deep.

In reply to that guestion, he felt that
there was nothing to be dono, unless
he toock a cricket stumap fo James
Habson.

“Idiot ! was his final reply.

“ Besides, it may turn up !" suggested
Hobson.

_El.ll CLLLLLELL ] LI PR Rl R ]} IlliIlltll.ilil!

Another MACGNET pocket-
knife goes to N. Chapman, 43,
Springheld Road, Homewood,
n¢ar Chesterheld, who sent in
the following amusing joke.

A City gentloman was
driving alonga country road In
his oar when he caught up
with an ¢ld farmer who was
walking in ths same direction.
Pulling up his car, he asked
the farmer il he would like a
1ift, and the old man replied
that he would. The farmer
then explained to the motorist
that it waa the firet motor-car
he had ever asen, Asthay were
descending a hill the steering-
gear went wrong, with the
result that they crashed into
a tres. MNeither of the nooy-

ants was hurt; howover.

urning io the old farmer the
motorist asked :

“wWell, and how did you
like wour first ride in a
motor-car 7"

““ Well,"' sald the farmer,
soratehing his head, *Fit be
all right, but how do you atul:l
her whon there be no trees 7 1

Have you had a shot at winning

one of these wselul prizes yet,
chums ? not, get busy nght
away !
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“ It hasn't turned up yet I*

“While there's life, there's hops!™
said Hobby encouragingly. “The
blessed thing may turn up somo day.
After all, 1t must pe somewhere.
knew a chap who lost a penknife, end
found it years sfterwards in the lining
of his jacket."

Stewart breathed harder.

“Do you think I'm likely to find thal
tenner in the lining of a jacket, after
it blew awav in the quad & couple of
woeeks Bgo? he asked.

“OIf course not, I was only putting
a case,” said Hobson. "Things do turn
up, you know. It's wonderful how
things turn up sometimes. I shouldn’t
xxi?::;-.iur if you found that tenner, after
“’ i
“ Fathead "

% Lock here, Stewart—-"'

113 ASE‘!" &

Hosking locked up.

“What do you think, Hosky ?'* asked
Hobson, appealing to his study-mate for
support.

The far-away
Hoskins' eyes.

“I think they don't make encugh use
of minor ninths,” he said, with con.
viction,

look was still in

af Eh ?H

“Without boasting,” snid Hoskins, “1
think I ecan say that I'm tho first
musician to understand really what can
be done with the miner ninth."

Hobson lovked apprehensive.

He did not koow what a minor ninth
was, and he was rather alfraid that
Hoskina would explain it to him.

“ Stewart’s talking about his tenner,”
said Hobson soothingly. “Den’t you
think it may turn up vet, Hosky 7"

Eh, what? Neo. Oh, yes,” answered
Haoskins vaguely.,

And with that reply, which was as in-
telligent as could be expected from s
fellow with an artistic temperament,
Claude Hoskins returned to his hiero-
glyphics, .

Stewart gave a aniff. Ho was deoply
interosted in his lost tenner, and minor
ninths did not appeal io f\im. Ever
since that tenner had taken unto iteelf
wings and flown away, Stewart of the
Shell had been like s bear with a sore
head. Like Rachel, he mourned for
that which was lost, and could not be
comfiorted.

He peointed out to Hobson, many
times, that if he was going to losc the
tenner he needn’t have taken the tronble
to sap Greek for the Popper exam. That
sapping was now a sheer waste.  For
days and doys before that exam. Stewart
had lived, and moved, and had his bein
in Greek. He bad worked specially hard,
knﬂwi::‘% that Linley of the Bemove was
a dark horse. Ho had boaten Linley of
the Remove and walked off with the
prize. Anpd what was the good? he
asked Iobson bitterly, not once, but
a hundred times. The tenner was gone
from his gaze like a beautiful dream.

Holzon admitted that it was all true,
and he .ﬁ}'m;ﬁatlnsed: But there was no
doubt that he was ?mwiu fed-up.

But Stowart simply couldn't let him
off. When Stewart thought of the
enormous amount of Greelk he -had
sapped, and oll for nething, as it turned
out, he could have kicked himself; and

still mors ecould he have kicked

Hobson.
“Ten pounds ! said Stewart,  “Ten
And a fellow's hard up!  Still,

uid !
{11 guppose that wouldn't worry you,
Hobby. I dare say you can afford to
r:llxuck tenners about and play cateh with
threm,”"

“I can't,” said Hobson. *“If 1 jolly
well had 2 tenner I'd jolly well give
it to you, Stewart, if only to shut you

“To shut me up?" repeated Stewart,
breathless with indignation. * You ain't
satisfied with chucking my tenner away,
You think I ought to let it go as 1f
it woere a {hreepenny-bic”

“Well, I'm sick of it," confeased
Hobson.
Btewart rosa to his feet. So  far,

Stewart had confned himself to telling
his friend what he thought of him.
Now he looked as if he intended pro-
ceeding to more drastic action,

Fortunately, at that moment there
came an interruption. There was & tap
at the study door, and it opened.

A fat junior blinked in through a pair
of large spectacles,

“1 say, yvou fellows, is Stewart hera ¥
asked Billy Bunter. * Chowne told me
he was in this study.”

"He's here—jawing, as usual” said
Haobson, _

Bunter biinked round at Stewart of
the Shell,

“You're the man T wani to sce,” he
remarked,

“The want's all en your sido, then,”
answered Stewart. No Shell fellow had

Tar Macwer Lispany.—No. 1,117,
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a lot of politeness to waste on the
Lewer Fourth,

“ (h, really, Stewart—"

" Beat it 1" grunted Stewart,

“If you dom't want to fnd
tennor—-""

“Ohk 1" said the SBkell fellow., “1f you
know anything sbout that—"

Ilis manner was suddenly polite. As
for Hobson, he gazed at Bunter with
kind cordility, almost with sffection.

your

If Buntor had found that tenner, or had
newa of it, James Hobson was pre-

parcd to take h?lm to his heort. Any-
thing or anybody was welcome to Hobby
thut offered a prospect of cutting short
ihe flow of Edward Stewsart’s unending
clogionce on that painful topie.

“] know raother a lot about it, I
faney,” suurked Bunter. “I hear that
ou'vo offered & pound uote to the
%mler, Stewart,”

“That's so.” o
“Well, I haven't exactly found i,
said Dunter cautiously. “But I know

who bhas, Seef” .

Qtowart stared at him.

“Mean to say it's been found, uuﬁ
the man hasn't handed it over to wme?
he exclnimed ineredulously. ,

“I mean to say cxactly that)’

“Rot!" said Stewart.

*(3h, really, you know—-"" )

*'Mhnt gounds rather thick,” said
Hobson.

He longed and yearned for news of
Lthat late %amnnt&d tenner, but he could
nol heliove that any Greyfriars man
had found it and kept it. That was un-
thinkable, , ;

“Well, there it is,”’ said Bunter, “and
1 want to have the th:zg clear. Of
course, I don't care much about tho
pound. I'm not the fellow to do any-
thing for & reward. Disinterested-
ness has often caused me troubla. Btill,
it happens that I'm rathcr short of
money, temporarily, and the pound
would come in useful. I could do with

“Y] dare say you could!” jeered

Stewart. *But you won't tauch any

nd of mine till you cough up the
ner.””

“QOh, really, Stewart!
got it”

“ Rulbish I'

“A fellow in my Form.”

“Well, if it was mn;g.ri*iazuuiqr it would
bo somebody in the Remove,” remarked
Hobson, “They're » scraggy lot.'”

“ Bosh ! said Stewart. “Might be
Buntes himself, perhaps. He's the enly
mon at CGrevfriara who would hkecp
money if he found it—""

“YTook hero—"" roared Dunter.

“Mean to say you've secn my fenner
in the hands of o Remove mani” de-
mended Stewart categorically.

“He wouldn’t be likely to let me sce
it. But I kpow he's got it. Look here,
ou've offered a pound for finding it.
gf I tell you who's got it and you get
it back from him, does that come to
the same thing "
*(}f pourse it does! But I don't believe
anybody's got it. It's all rot!”
“Buppose a fellow in our Form, who's
never. got any money—a poor beast, who
lives on a scholarship, and whaose pater
is out of work—szu ha suddenly has
ten pounda?”’ anis Bunter. *What
shout that " ] . _
“That would lock suspicious.” said
Hobson slowly, sfter thinking it out.
James Hobson's brain did not move
rapidly. ] .
tewart knitted his brows.
“You're speaking of Linley, I sup-
" he said. * You're a slanderin
ittle fat bemst, Bunter. Linley woul
cut off his hand rather than steal,”
Tes Macker Lispary.—No. 1,I1T.

I know who's
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“That's all you know,” grinned
Bunter. “AMean to say he's got ten
pounds sll of a sudden from somewhere
elsa?’’

“He's not got ten pounds at all”
said Stewart shortly.

“Well, he says he has. He's written
home to his father this very aiterncon
that he's now able to send him ften
pounds,” sand Hunter contemptucously.

“ Look at that!"”

Bunter took o erumpled sheet of blot-
ting-paper from his pocket and’ held it
up to the inspection of the Shell fellows,
They starcd blankly at:

01£ uwoy dnes ot elba me I won
“What the thump docs that mean?”

asked Hohson, perplexad,
“Look et it in the glass?

“ Eas enough . to read it back-
waords," grunted Stewart. And he read
out: “*Now I am asble to send you
£10.! Who wrote that, Bunter "

“Linley of the, Remove this after-
noon. I happened to go inte his Etltfi?
to see & pal of mine, and saw it there.”

Stewart looked at the telltale blot-
ting-sheet and locked at Bunter. He
was & little stagpered.

“Who's going to prove that that’s
Fanley's writing ¥’ asked James Hobson,
after a pause.

Hobby's brain worked slowly, but it
worked,
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WHAT NAME?

Tha following letters have bean

jumhbled together purposaly. Put In

thelr proper order, lhey spell the

nama of a well-known gharacter at
Grayfriars,

LYRROSCEVOBEP

Who is (17 The answer wiil appear
in next weelk's MAGHNET.

Last weel’s solufion wwas—
Mark Linley.
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Bunter chuekled,

“I've got one of his exercvises here to
peove it. Look! You can see that it's
the sameo fst.”

The Shell men looked st the neat,
clear hand in which Mark Linley's exor-
cige was writben.

His name was in the top cormer of
the sheet, 1o the same hand, so there
was no doubt about that. .

And the handwriting weos evidently
the same as that of the letter that had
been blotted.

Mark Linley, of the Remoave, had
written to  someone—doubtlese  his
fether—that he was now able to send
him £10. That was assured,

“My only hat!" said Btewart.

“By gum!” said Hobson.

“What about 1t?"” grinned Bunter.
“Where do you think Linley got ten
quid from all of a sudden, since your
tenner was Jost? What ¥

“My hat! It looks——"" muttered
Hobson doubtingly.

Stewart shook his head. 4

" Linley's straight,” he =aid, |
doy't know the fellew muech, but I know
he's straight. He's got ten pounds [rom
somawhera else. ight have bapged
some prize or other——" ‘

“Ha hasw’t been in for any prize
since the Popper,” said Bunter, )

“He carns money sometimes,” said
Stewart unensily. “I've heard that he's
done translations for some people inm
Courtfield, and they paid him.”

“Not to that tune,” said Hobmeon,
shaking his head.

Stewart was eilent, Indeed, it was
clear that whatever Mark Linley might
have earned by translating it was not
likely to smount to anything like ten
pounda,

. ;'IHa’al ob it,“hnaid Bunter. *“You
Joily well know he's got it! I supposs
ynuqrra not going tnﬁt him km; it.*

“You can't let him heep it,” said
Hobzon.,

“Not if he's got it,” said Btowars
tartly, “But he hesw’t | I'm not going
to helieve a decent fellow a thief with-
ouk ani better evidenca than this|
Buntel:’ ad no right to be gpying in his

study. _

‘_‘.{n_vha has & right to show up &
thief,” eaid Bunter wvirtuously. In
fact, it's a duty.”

“You're a whale on duty, ain't you?"
said Stewart sarcastically, “I've heard
aw in tha Remove about some letter of

inley’s that you pinghed and read,
You've let all the Lower School know
that the chap’s pecple are up against
it, at bome,”

“ Spying little beast I’ said Hobson.

gi:‘ntal: lared.

ook here, you owe me a pou

Stewart |” he hooted. “I've tuﬁ] ;&;
where your tenner is. If you don't
choose to go and get it, that’s your
business. But you jolly well know that
Linley’s got it} You owe me & pound I

“Get oust”

?%ﬂé}k ’heEe 1" bawled Bunter,

‘I don't believe Linley’s got it, and
I won't insult a decent chap by askin
him! Get out|® e .

oI toll you—

tewart picked up the inkpot.

William George Euat:ar retired from
the study just in time. He retired in
8 state of breathless wrath and indigna-
tion—without the pound. In Hobson's

study Stowart got back to his tople. .
“You asa, Hobson! If you hadn't
chnicked that tenner to me thas

,E_ e
*Look here, Stewart—"
:E:u;t Ifﬂ.th&ﬂ-d I":1I
i SRy ——
“You chump 1*
And so on, ad lib. and ad infinitum.

gl w— ——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Trouble Ahead !

M IXTY poundsl” said Uncle
S s
ark Linley smiled.

Mr. Clegg, in the dusky little
parlour behind the village tuck , in
the old High Street of Frinrdale, gazed
at the slip of paper in his hand as
if ho could hardly believe his ancient
cyes.

Indeed, he hardly could.

Sixty pounds was an enormous sum to
Uncle Clegg. Mr. Clege was a rather
crusty old gentleman, and not of a par-
ticularly grateful nature; but his glance
as he transferred it from the cheque
to Mark Linley was distinctly grateful.

“You done this for me, Master
Linlev,” said Uncle Ele.g'tgéa “ All these
vears 1 been thinking t they was
snogking my money, sir, and now i.im;r
jest 'ands it out in a Tunlgi My word 1™

Mork smiled and nodded.

For long weeks every leisure hour of
the scholurship junior of Greyfriars had
been spent in that dusky parfour behind
the little shop. Mark had worked hard
~weary hard, Uncle Clegg had been what
he deseribed variously as “ Aummozed *
and ™ Aabhergasted ¥ by a demand from
the Inland Hevenue authorities for in-
vome tax. Uncle Clegg was convinced
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thot he was not lisble to that disagree- *I got it!” sail Uncle Clegg. “I
able tax—more, he was convinced that actually get it!  Sixty gquids!  All

the Inland Revenue authoritics owed
him quite a large sum which, accerdis
to his touching belief, they had been
“aneaking * from the interest of his in-
vestment in War Loan. In order to
meke his position clear Uncle Clegg's
accounts had to be got in order—and
that was a tosk that might have made
Hercules himself consider that his
twelve Herculean tasks were rather
ea?u But Mark had taken on the job
and done it to the sstisfaction of Uncle
Clegg, and what was still more im.
fumm:, to .tne satiefaction of the
neome Tax inspector at Courtheld.

And it having been made clear that
Unels Dlegg's “ingome from all
gourccs.” did pot remder him liable to
tax, that nightmare was lifted from
Mr. Clegg’s troubled mind.

Further, Mr. Clegg had clanimed
roepaymont of the **deduetion at
source ' from the interest on his invest-
ment, never really believing that he
would get it; for to Uncle Clegg the
ways of the Inland Revenue ﬁepart—
ment were dark and mysterious.

And now he had got it !

The chequo was in his gnarled hand,
and it was for sixty pounds. TUnele
Clegg had not yet cashed the cheque,
He carried it about with him, and
every now and then toock it out of his
pocket to gloat over it.

1 too good

they've took off me for six yeara! Seems
» to be true, don't 1, Master
Linley ™

“I'm glad,” said Mark.

“And I owe it all to you, sir,” said
Uncle Clegg. “If you and your friends
hada't coms inte m¥ shop that day, and
I told you about it, this wouldn't have
‘appened.”

He paused.

“Seemns to me you ought to have
more'n the ten quids oub of this, Master
Linley,” he said doubtfully.

Mark shook his head.

“INot at all, Mr. Clegg. 1 wish I
could afford to do the work for
nothing,” he answered. * But it's taken

up all my time for wecks, and I
cuu!%:h*t’t, But ten pounds is all 1
want, ™

“You've carned it, sir,™ sald Mr.
Clegg.

There was vo doubt on that peint.
Certainly, had Mr. Clegg placed his
woird acceounts in professional hands he
could not have got off zo0 cheaply.

“And after this—" said Mr. Clegg.

“Yes?" suid Murk.

“Ain't they going to take any moro
off me?” asked g'Mr, Clegz. " MNext timo
I got the interest on wmy War Loan—"

“Yes; the tak will be-deducted na
usoal,” sald Mark, * But you will make

the stalrcase, with a eurlous
stare. ** I8 thefe any truth In
what the fellows are saying
about you? " he sked * You
SEEm 50 :Iull?' mysterious about
something.” *“1 don't call it
mysterious to mind my own
buslness,”” snswered Kark.
“ A nd fellows 1re welcome to
{21k all they Jike. I'm sure I
don't mind.” (Sec Chapier Bs)

| II

e claim and it will be returned, That
will be quite Eq::iv."

“Will it?” said Mr. Clegg doubtfully
—"“easy for vou, I dessay, sir; but that
sort of thing, it sort of mazcs me.”
‘8o long as I'm at Gw;rfrmra I can

help you with thﬂ_{]ﬂpﬂl‘.' said Mark,
gglrlhng, “You will soon get used to
1 ]

“Praps!” said Mr. Clegg, still

doubtful but hopeful, “I'll treat you
fair, sir, if you 'elp me out.”

“Nao, no” said Mark hastily. "It
will bo only a [ew minutes’ work, now
{Eur nocounts are in order, and I shall

very glad to help you for nothin
when the time comes, IF 1 coul
afford it, I would not let you pay me
for the work I have done. Dut that
cannot be helped—my time 13 not my
own."”

“You've carned it fair and sguare,
and more,” snid Mr, Clegg.

When Mark left the village shop he
left o happy man behind him, necle
Clegp still gloated over tho cheque,
kecping it about him for that purpose.
In Mark's pocket were ten rather
crumpled and greasy gﬂund-nntes—hu
fee for services rendered.

The junior's foce was thoughtful and
tired as he walked back to the school.

The help he wos now able to give to
hiz people ot home was a sheer ﬁclight
to him Mark was not in the positiom

Tur Magxer Lisgazy.—~No, 1,117,
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of other fellows in the Remove—his
timn, as he hod esid, was not hia own.
It was not an easy mattter for a boy
at school to earn money; but Mark had
found many ways of golving that
problem; and he had never shrunk
from hard work. But the hardest work
he had ever done was getting Uncle
Clegg’s mixed and mysterious seccounts
in order, ;

Before taking on that task Mark had
consulted his Form master, and he had
found Mr. Qiucich very kind and sym-
pathetic. Mr. Quelch had given his
pertnission, makin the reasonable
stipulation that school work should
not be neglected.

But Mark, who took school work
serionsly, had found it hard to kee
on as usual, in addition to his work wit
Uncle Clegg. For some time past, he
had been in o state of perpetual fatigue,
and he was glad that the task was over
at last, Thers were few fellows of his
age who could have done the work at
all, probably not another at Greyfriare,
who could have done it while keeping a
good place in elass. PBut from a very
carly ege, Mark had been accustomed
:In putting his beef into what he had to

Q.

Now it was done, and his reward was

in his pocket, the whole of it to be sent
home E:.r registered post, to keep the
wolf from the door in the little home in
the North. That waes a happy prospect
end more than repaid him for long an
wearying exertion. 2

His failure for the Popper Prize had
been & blow, but to the sturdy Lan-
cushire lad, defeat was only & spur to
fresh effort. The “northern punch ”
was strongly developed in Mark's
character. § )

Tired as he was, he was fecling satis-
fied and cheerful as he walked in at-the
school gates.

When he came into the House, he
passed a couple of Shell fellows, who
were talking together, Hobson gave

him a wery curious look, which Mark
could not Eff. noticing. Stewart left
Hobson, an camea over to the

Removite, with a slight flush in his
fase. Remove and Shell, as & rule, had
littla to do with one another, and
Stewart rather surprised Mark with a

frendly greeting.
“"Hallo, old bean! Had wour tea?’

“Yes," said Mark. He had had his
ten with Uncle Clegg in the dusky little
parlour.

“1 was going to ask you fo tea with

&

Mark could not help staring. He had
nover tea’'d with Stewart of the Shell,
or probably exchanged more than a
dozen words with him.

“ Another time, what?’ said Btewart.

“Certainly, if you like,"" zaid Mark.

“You gave me a Enliy close run for
the Poppoer,” remarked Stewart. I
really thought Jou were going to bag
it, believe me.’

“The best man bagged it," said Mark,
smiling.

*Oh, rot!”™ answered Stewart.
“There's a lot of luck in thesa things.”
And with & friendly nod to the
Remaovite he went back to Hobson.

Mark Linley went up to the Remove
passage, considerably astonished. Why
Stewart had gone out of his way to
make that friendly demonstration, was
a mystery to him.

Qn the Remove landing, he came on
a group of Remove men—S8kinner,
Bnoop, Bolsover major, and Billy
Bunter.

“Here ho is! called out Snoop, as
Mark appesred on the stairs.

And thera was a langh,

Tue Macgxer Ligrary.—No. 1,117.

“Mind your pockets, vou fellows!"
squeaked Billy Bunter,

The juniors laughed again.

Mark stared at them, and passed on,
with a heightened colour. Hazeldeny
met him in the passage, with a curious
etrro,

“h, you've got back " he said.

“Yes,” answered Mark., A feeling of
unesasiness was creeping over him, Hagel
had the same curious expression on his
face that he had noticed on the rugped
countenance of Hobson of the Shell. And
what did Billy Bunter's fatuous words
mean

“ Anything in 17" asked Iazel

“In whatt”

“What the fcllows are saying, I
nien . .

“I don't know what they're saying,”
answered Mark. “I've been out of gates
most of the afternoon.”

“You generally are, on a half.
holiday,” remarked Hazel, with a slight
sneer, “and jolly mysterious about it.”

“1 don’t call it mysterious, to mind
mi,r own business, and to expect other
fellows to mind theirs,”” said Mark
quietly,

“0h, I'm not asking any questions,”
sard Hazel ™ No bizney of mine. But a
fellow who carries on in a mysterious
sort of way, can’t wonder at getting
talked about.’”

Mark smiled faintly. :

" Fellows are welcome to talk all they
like,"” he answered. “I'm sure I don't
mind,"”

" You will!” said Hazel, significantly,
and with that ho walked on, leaving
Mark staring after him.

Mark went into his study with a vagne
feeling of trouble on his mind. He could
see that something had happened during
his absence that afterncon, though he
could not guess what it was., DBut what-
aver 1t was, it boded trouble, he eould
guess that, at least. '

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Accused !
" BAY, you fellows!™
I “8hut up, Bunter ™

“0Oh, really, Cherry !

“*Shut up, you fat frog??

Mark Linlev glanced about him as
he came into the Hag.

Prep was over, and Mark waz one of
tha last of the Remove to finish work.
Maost of the Remaovites were in the Rag
when he came down, as well as some of
the Fourth.

Almost every eyve in the crowded room
was turned on Linley as he entered.

He could not help observing it, and
it brought a flush to hia checks.

S0 far, Mark had heard nothing of
the topic that was now discussed up and
down tha Remove. His friends had felt
& natural delicacy about referring to it,
and those who were not his friends had
not ventured to speak out plainly. Most
of the fellows were neither his friends
nor his foes, but all were keenly
intarested in the latest topiec. If it
turned out that there was a fellow in
the Remove who was & thief, it was a
disprace for the form—and it meant a
great deal of chipping and “rotting ™
from fellows in other Forms. .

Skinner was of opinion that Linley
ought to be ealled on to explain, but he
had not  ventured to call on him
personally., There wes a variety of the
“"northern punch '™ that might have
landed on Skinner’s sharp nose, and he
preferred some other fellow to take the

18K,

Billy Bunter, of course, was the fellow
to rush in, on the principle that fools
ruch in where angels fear to tread.
Mark could sce thet the Owl of the

Remove had been. about Lo voice what
was in the general mind, when Bob
Cherry shut him up.

In & state of wonder and uneasiness,
Mark glenced round from f[ece to face.
Many of them were grinning, some
derisive, some seornful. The junior's
eolour deepened.

“Is anything up, Cherry?" ho asked.

EBob hesitated.

" 'I'_'.Inl:'fr some of Bunter's bunkum,” he
snid. * MNothing to worry about.”

" Oh, really, you koow—1y"

“Bhut up!™

“Bhan't!"' roared Billy Buonter. "1
gay, you fellows—yarcoooch!” Bunter
ropred again, as Bob toock a fat ear
hetween a hnger and thumb.

“It's nl} might, Linley,” said Harry
Wharton. " Only that fat idiot has been
prying and cackling—"'

* Leggo my car]” yelled Billy Bunter.

" Look here, let Bunter slone!” ex-
claimed BHolsover major in his_ most
bullging tone. “1 don't sco why Linley
shouldn’t be told”

Bob gave him & glare.

“3hut up, Bolsover ! he snapped.

“Are you going to pull my car, like
Dunter's? ou'li find that you've got
your hands [ull if you try it on”

“The esteermned cars of the ridiculous
Bolsover re-

are truly
marked

Hurrea Jamset

“Ha, ha, hal”
= "You 3i!fl_1,a idiot, I didn't mean that '
howled Bolsover. "I mean i

“Any absurd fellow pulling the
ridiculous ears of tho esteemed Bolzgvor
would have his hands full,” agreed the
nazhob.

“I mean—"

“Ha ha, hal”

“ Never mind what vou mean—shut
up!"” growled Johnny Bull

"“Who's going to make me shut up?”
roared DBolsover major. )

“1 am,” said Bob Cherry, his cyes
gleaming. “I'll mop up the Rag with
you, with pleasure.'”

“Come on, then, do it.”

“Hold on, you fellows,’” exclaimed
Mark, interposing hastily. “Hold on,
Bob! If Bolsover's got something to
say to me, let him pet on with it. I've
no abjection.”

Bob dropped his hands unwillingly.
The latest topic had irritated him in-
tensely, and he was in a mood to “mop
up * the Rag with anybody who asked
for trouble.

“It's only rot!” he said.

“The rotfulness is terrific.”

“Well, if it's rot, Linley can prove
that 1t’s rot,” said Bolzsover major. “I'm
not saying that he did it. What I say
is, that it's ﬁct to be clearad up, It
will come to the prefects sooner or later,
and then he will have to explain,”

Mark breathed hard.

“1 don't think I've done u.ngthing for
the prefects to hother about,” he said,
“If I have, I'll be glad to hear of it.”

“Who pinched the tenner?” asked a
voice from somewhere, and there was
a laugh.

Mark started.

“I say, you fellows, he cught to own
lt}p, and take it back to Stowart,” ex-
claimed Billy Bunter. " Stewart’s .
mised a tpnu;ad to the fellow who finds it,
and I told him Linley had it—m=»”

“ Are you mad ?” exclaimed Mark, the
flush m his face dying sway to a
sudden paleness. * Do you think I know
gnything about Stewart’s banknote 7"

“Don't you?" grioned Skinner,

“That question is en_insult,” said
Mark. “If I knew anything about it I
should have told Stewart, of course. I've
helped to look for it along with the
othar fellows.™

(Continued on page 12.)

extensive,”
Ram Eingh.




Grants of Cricket,

In this novel article ** Sportsman ™ gives you some fascinating peeps into
the amazing cricketing career of Philip Mead, whe rose from Ground-boy e
to Champion by sheer grit and love of the great summet game. o e
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No. 2. PHIL MEAD, the England and Hampshire Batsman,

adverse conditions he waa Phil Mead of Hampshire, 1
didn’t koow him when he first made up his mind to be-
come a groat ericketer, but he has sinee told me that this
was his ambition ] before he left school and his headmaster
has acquaintod ma with much which makes mo marvel at the
boy's perseverance
o wasn't a brilliant scholar as a8 youngster—far from it—
but he waa always fond of games and soucht every opportunity
to participate in them, no matter whétﬁn.r the venye was a
ﬁxhli{: sireet, a piccs of waste land, or a public park. If Phil
ead saw a boy with & bat and ball in his possession ho clnimed
goguaintance and insisted updn playinz with him.
ere 18 not much doubt that the man who has scored over
a hundred centuries in first-class ericket and who has been at
the top of tho averagzes on more than one cceasion, learned the
chief essentials of the game in those days when he was often
chased by perspiring policemen for playing io the public highway
to the danger of the public. In other words, when a lamp poat
did duty for a wicket and a half volley was driven through some.
body's sitting-room windoir.

FBut while Phil Mead was by no moans & favourite with the
masters &t Bhillington Btreet School, Battersea, they soon
realiszed the fact that he was & wonderful schoolboy cricketer,
and it was young Phil who wzed to win the matchos for hig side
when playirg in the Schools’ Loague Competition. Ho was only
eleven yeoars of ape when he scored a contury in one of these
contests and the masters gave him & silver medal {0 keep and a
ehilling to spend.

lF ever & boy commenced his carcer as a cricketer uader

HAT contu intad the way to young Mead's career,
for he thﬂ:}?mp;la up hig mitf:l t-l'::.‘lr:.lr't'!r:L hggwﬂuld do great
things ; 1o play for his county und then for England.
But when he left school at the age of thirteen, he was

gent to work, as a result of which he pot less playtime—Dbut only
for one seasor  When fourteen—not having lept hiz job—he
was to be scon, smoe mors, plﬂg‘ing anywhoro and everywhereg-—
mostly in Battersea Parhk—and doing wonderful things for one
80 youny Abow lhia time therd were certain retaill business
men in South wondon who vsed to run private teams to play in
mid-weok matohes and, as they often ran ehort of pla]yern, hil
Meou! was always in great demand, his fes being anything from
half-s-crown to five shillinge a day. Hae carned his money.

_ But during this time he was anxious to become a real profes.
sional, and was so enthusiastic about his county (Surrey) that
he would walk to the Oval and wait outside the gates until play
was finished for the day in order, to lsarn the state of the game.
Sometimes be would get somebody’s * pass.out check ™ and
actually zee a portion of a first-class match, To read, or hear,
abont such men as Tom Hayward, Ernie Hayes, or Richardson
wa3 & joy to him, but to seo them in the flesh was the groatest
treat Phil could experience.

When fifteen yasrs 2ld, Phil Mead was out of work, and one of
his schoolmasters, realising the danper of unemployment st
sach a critical age, uaed his influence and got him a job as ground.-
boy ot the Oval., "Young Phil waa in hiz glory. To be near to
the real giants of the game was alniost beyond his wildest dreamas,
and he was often lectured for neglecting his work because he
gouldn’t resist the temptation to stand still and gum at apy of
the professionals who happencd to cross the ground.

1 have :Tmi much of my life on the principal cricket grounds
of England and am & member of more than one county club. It
wae at. the Oval where I first saw Phil Mead, snd he was in a
gim% of younpsters who did odd jobs. such as picking weeds out
of the turf, running errands, sweeping up grass and, when the
professionals and members practized, ronning after any ball
which was hit out of the net. In their spare time these boys naod
to indulpe in cricket of a sort, but they were mestly poor bands
&t the game.

and 1 siayed ihere hatting and bowling until ono

o'elock, when the bowling stafl went away to get their

mid.day meal The youngsters were always the lnst
to go, and op this ceeazion they were just about to walk off when
three Hannolled figures emerged from the ]%e.vilinn and walked
towards the nets. Thoy were three of the Surrey eloven, Huay-
ward being one of thern. But the ground bowlers had gone and
a3 the newcomers realised this, Tom Haoywaerd looked at the
gang of boyes and eried :  “ Can aoy of you boys bowl I

O NE dawy at about.noon, 1 went ont to have rome practics

| Ingland team tn the laat serids of Test m
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PhiIl Mond, the England and Hampshirs bateman, who

ocan usually be ralled upon to krnook up a thousand

runs or more In A ssaeon.

I ghall never forget young Mead's face when he heard tho
uestion. His clieeks flushed, and he looked excited as hio replied:
“Yes. air! lecan!" He bowled to Tom Hayward ; he bowled
to the others, and at the conclusion Tom Hayward took the
boy across 10 the pavilion, tipped him, and spoke to tho secreta
about him. Two days later Phil Mend was playing in & * Clu
snd Ground " match, and the Eﬂllﬂwmﬁ yesr he was eng B3
a ;{round bowler and a real professional cricketer. At the end
of his first eeazon be headed the batting avers ges.

Eut Moad was not destined to play for Surrey, the county of
hia birth. Afier ono seneon as & ground bowler, he was sac ;
but on his performances in snall matches, tho Hampshire elub
invited him to take up his abode near Southampton and qualify
by residence for that county. For those two years he acted as
groundsman to the club attached to the training ship Mercury,
of which the famous C. B. Fry became commander.

Immedistely the gqualifying period was over FPhil Mead went
in the Hampshire team and it was & eoincidenes that the firet
match he plaved in wae against Surrey st the Owval, where he had
always h'if he would make lis initial appearance as a couuty
player. He failed to do himself justice, but in the noxt mateh,
agninat Yorkshirs, le scored 60 and 109, Since then Meod bas
never failed to score ovor o thousand rung in e season, snd more
oftan his total has been nearer threo thousand.

“Cive me a message for THe MAGNET readers 1" I asked.

* 0Oh, what ean [ toll them 77" be duoried. © I supposo thoy
nircady know that thoy esnnot hope to become batsmon unless
they watch every ball right on to the bat. Anyhow, tell them to
peresvers and never to give up hope. In regard to their buwiin%
they must always remember that brute strength is the las
thing they should rely on. Longth and epin got more wickeis
than do those extra fast deliveries.” )

(Next week's arlisle by * Sporttman ™ deals with some interesfing
Jacts concerning 4. P. I'. Ch who ained the victorious
e in Australio)
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¢ UNDER SUSPICION!”

(Cantivued from page 10.)

“And you had better luck than tho
other {fellows? sniggered Snoop.

* Certainly not.™

“You didn’t find it 1" demanded Bol-
EOVLT Major.

““If I hed found it I should have taken
it to Stewart, of the Shell. You arc a
rotier to ask such & question.”™

“(h, am IT" roared Bolsover mejor.
“ XNot guch a rotter as a man who finda a
lost ltanknote and sticks to it."

*Findings keepings ! giggled Snoop.

“1 say, you fellows—"

I'he truth dawned on Mark now., For
seme reason—a reazon that he could not
oven bogin to guess at—it was Ellpﬂﬂsl&d
that he had found Stewart's lost bank-
note and kept it.

Tha look that come over bis face as
that dawned en his mind made some of
the fellows back away a little. .

“Bo that's it? said Mark, with a
deep breath.

“That's it,” said Harry Wharton un-
confaortably: *not worth taking any
rotice of, old scout.” ) )

“T've o take notico of it," said
Mark, ™I can't believe there's any
icllow here who really thinks such a
thing of me. Bowe miserable worm has
started this—"

* 0Oh, really, Linley—" _

“ Bome unspeakable cad,” said Marl,
his ayes flashing. * It scems to have been
you, Bolsover. Put up your hands,”

“Tt wasn't Dolsover,” said DBob; *it
came from Bunter in the beginning. ™

“Oh!™ said Mark.

Ho dropped his hands. Bunler was
not a ielﬁjw whom he could deal with
as he would have dealt with the bully of
the Remove. A fight with Bunter would
Lave been loo ridiculous.

I*C“ Kick him round the Rag ! suggested
ngeid,

*Oh, really, Nugent——"*

“Tha kickfulnesa 1a the proper caper,
my estecnsed Marky——"

“Oh, reslly, Inky—" )

“I suppose Bunter is too big a2 fool
to understand the harin he docs by his
silly prattle,” said Mark quietly, " but
you fellows might have waited to hear
what I had to say.” 3 :

“No need for you to deny it,” said
Wiarton: “we know that you don’t know
anything about that retten banknote."

“ 0k, really, Wharton——"

“Shut up, Bunter!™ ]

“Let Bunter speak out,” said Mark
guictly. ‘“He's making one of lhis
blunders, as usual, What put this idea
inte your head, Bunteri”

“You ses, it's true,” said Dunter,
blinking st him through hiz big spec-
tacles,  Being true, you know—="

“Bunter's a whale on truth,” re-
marked Peter Todd.

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“ Let him get on with it,” snid Mark,
“1 can't imagine why even such a born
idiot a5 Bunter should suspect me of such
& thing™ . i

“Oh, really, Linley! Having found
you out I was bound to tell t.ha+£u'E'l~:}ws
to put them on their guard,” said Bun-
ter. “T'm not a fellow for tatiling, oz
you know—"

“Oh, my hat!"

* Beaides, 1 was bound to tell Stewart
—he's offered a pound reward—I—I
mcan it was only decent to tell him
where his banknote woa " said Bunter ;
“ho's anvious about it, of course. [
think you cught to give it baclk to him,
Linley. I must say that. Honesty is the
best poliey.”

“You fat idiot ! .

“No good calling a fellow names, just
becauss ha's found you out,” 2sid Bunter.
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“You needn't deny it, you know—I've thought it of him, but it's plain enough

got the proof,”

“The proofl” said Mark con-
temptuously. 7 shall be glad to see the
proof, vou fat duffer’

Bunter fumbled in his pocket.

Then he blinked suspi-cmus]y{ at Linley,

" Mo snatching, you know,” he said.

“TFathcad ™

“Well, you're jolly well not going to
destroy  the evidence,” said  DBunter.
**Onee that's gone you can make out you
never had the banknote-—unless the Head
searches vou and fnds it on you, of
courso, ™t

* ¥ou bemighted chump 1™ growled Bob
Cherry, *'The fat idiot found some blot-
Lting-paper i the study, Morky, and
makes out you wrote a lebler thiz after-
noon  about  sending  somcbody  ten
ponnds. ™

*It's Linley’s fist!” roared Bunter.
“¥You all know that.”

And Bunter jerked the sheet of blot-
ting-paper from his pocket, with a bulls-
eye and several anisced bealls sticking
fo it, Mark stared at the line—known to
all the Remove by this time——

Y01E voy dnes ot clba ma I woN."

The backward impression on  ihe

blotting was quite ecasily recopnisablo
es 3lark’s handwriting, Mark stared at
it, and gave a contemptuous laugh.

“Is that the evidenea " he ashed.

“Jolly pood evidence, T eall it,” said
Bunter. * Where did you get ten pounds
from all of & sudden ¥™

“All serene, old bean,” said Peler
Tadd ; “we know yon never wrote that.”

“But I did,” =aid Mark.

i ﬂh IJ] I

“I—1I thought it was your fiet, when I
saw ib,” said Harry Wharton, * Bunter
couldn’t wangle that.”

“1t'a my Rst. I wroto that line n a
letter this  afternoon,”  said  Mark
steadily. “7 didn’t expect it to be spied
on, in the blotting-pad, and made the
talk of the form. I don't see that my
private letters are the concern of any
fellow here.™

“\Well,. you know what it looks like,”
zsaid Dolsover major. " Every man in
the Remove konows that you haven't ten
pounds, or even ten shillings, for that
matter. I'm not pitching it up against
you, but it's a fact, and everybody knows
it. I vou've got ten pounds all of a
sudden, you can tell the fellows where
you got it.”

“Certainly 1 ecould, if I liked,” an-
swered Mark, “but I intend to do
nothing of the sort. I don’t intend to
shout my personal affairs all over Grey-
friars, because & spying worm has spied
into my lettors, Bunier can take that
paper to Quelch if he chooses.”

“Qh, really, you know! 1 wouldn't
ive you away to Quelch ™ protested
illy Dunter.

“You can give me away, as you call
it, as zoon as you like,” said Mark con-
temptuously. “I'm ready to explain to
Quelch, or to the Head. It concerns no-
body else.” .

And with that Mark turned on his heel
and walked out of the H&i;.

The juniors stared after him,

“{h, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.

“Deoes he think be can carry it off
with a Iﬁgh hand, like that?” jeered
Skinner. “Why, that's os good as a
confession. ™

“Take the paper to Quelch!™ supges-
ted Encop. * He's bluffing, of course—
bt take him at his word.”

“J say, you fellows, I'll go te Quelch
if you'll coma with me,” said Bunter,
blinking round.

“ Fathead !” growled Bob.

“* Shut up, Bunter!” :

“He's pot 11" zald Bolsgver major.
“It's plain that he's got it! I hardly

naw, "

“Rubbish !" snapped Wharton.

“The rubbishfulness is terrific.”

“"Where did he got a tenner, thdn "
sneered Skinner. " And why can't be
exy where he got it?"”

“"No bizney of youra™

“I say, you fellows, we all know whare
he got 1t! I don’t think he ought to be
allowed to keep Stewart's tepner,” said
Bunter, shaking his head 45:1:;],-3|'r.t['|i;ql'+
“'Tain't honest, you know !

Mark Linley did not return to the
Rag. Until bed-time there was scarcely
any other topic spoken of in the
Remove; and it was ¢asily to be seen
that the current of opinion had sot
against Mark,

—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bend Over |

INGATE of the Sixth glanced

w round the Remove dormitory.

That there was something

“ou " in the Remove no pre-

feet could have failed to observe. The

whole Form was obviously in & state of
suppressed axcitement.

To most of the Remove, Mark Linley's
sudden and unexplained possession of
such a sum as ten pounds, when & ten-
pound note was missing, admitted of
only one explanation. II there was
another that Linley could have given,
why did he not give it¥ That elinched
the matter for most of the fellows. Even
his best friends were dismayed, though
their faith in him held good. .

2ome fellows were strongly of opimion
that the matter ought to be taken to
the Form master. But Peter Todd
pointed out that that was Stewart's busi-
ness, if ut‘:lyhcrdg's; and Stewart hed been
told, and had refused to take any
action. Stewart, therefore, did not
belicve that his tenner was in Linley's
hands; that was clear, Skinner opined
that that only showed that Stewart was
a fool. Peter pointed out again that
Stewart was & gm::hmnn, 50, whatever
he was, he was not likely to be a focl.
As Btewart was the aggrieved party,
and was known io be much put out by
the loss of his tenner, hiz faith in
Linley could not fail to have some effect
an the Hemove men. S3till, as Bkinner
said, facts were facts ]

When Wingate came in to put lighta
out, conversation in the Remove dormi-
tory, which had been going strong, sud-
denly ceased. The captain of Greyiriars
locked round with a rather grim brow.

“Well,” he said, “what's oni"

Mo answer,

“What are vou young sweeps up io?"
continuod W’ingata.

“Snulf!” said Bob Cherry,

“What ¥ ] ) _
“Only my littlo joke, Wingate,” sald
Tob. “We're up to snuff.” _

“I'm not asking you for any little
jokes, Cherry! gumetlimg’a up here,
and I'm asking what it is. You speak,
Wharton.™ . i

“There’s nothing up, Wingate,” said
Harry, “Only some eackle going on.
Bunter's chin doing sixty. as usuwal,”

“(0h, really, Wharton——"

Wingato locked suspicious. Probably
he suspected some “jape” planned for
“after lights out.” A raid on another
dormitory was not 4n UnecmmOon occur-
rence, and a prefect’s view of such pro-
ceedings waa quite different from a
junior's g

Bolsover major gave & grunt. His
opinion was that the matter ought to
be put befora a prefect or a master;
but he did not care to be the fellow
to put it

“1 say, you fellows—="
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“1f 1 had found Stewart’s banknote, I shonld
have taken it to him,”” sald Mark Linley. ** You
are o rofter fo think otherwise,”” * Oh,am 1% ™
roared Bolsover major. “‘ Not such a rotleras a
man who finds & banknote and sticky to 1t!*
The truth dawned on Mark Linley now.
some reason it was supposed that he had found

Sitewart’s banknote and kept it (See Chapter 6.)

';i‘é':hut- up, Bunter!" hissed Johony
Ed & ks

“I'm not going to say anything about
Linley,” mﬁl Bunter. "i'm not the
fellow to give a man away, I hope. I
was only going to warn you fellows to
keep your mouths shut.”

“That’s torn 1£!" grinned Skinner.

It had! ¢

*“B0 there is something on, after ell,”

said Wingate, frowning. * You'd better
tell me, Bunter, as you seem to know.”
“Oh, no, 1 don't know anything

about it, Wingate,” said Billy DBunter,
in a great hurry. " Besides, I''n no
sneak. I can’t say I hike Linley, or
approve of hin, but I'm not going to
get him sacked.”

HSacked!" said Wingate blankly.

"Wnili a chap would be szacked far
Btna,liﬂg, " said DBunter. “'That stapds to
reason.’”

“¥ou young idiot!"

“Oh, really, Wingate—"

Mark Linley locked quictly at the cap-
tain of Greyfriars, y

“Soeme of the fellows think that I've
found Stewart's lost banknote and kept
it, Wingate,” he satd calmly.

Wingate staved at him. So did all
the Remove., Whether it was “bluff "
or not, Mark evidently did not fear to
have the matter brought to the cogni-
zance of a prefect. : ;

“What utter rot!” said Wingate. “If
you've started any tale of that kind,
Bunter, I shall give you six.”

“I haven't!” exclaimed Bunter. I
—I don't really believe Linley’s got it
Heaudeaj very likely he doesn't know any
better.!

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“Thia isn't a laughing matter,” said
Wingate angrily, *““How dare you soy
such roticen things about ono of the
straightest kids In the Form{ I shall

For
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not even ask Linley whether there is
anything in 1t. I know there isn't.”

“Thank you, Wingate," said Mark.
“But, without your asking me, 1 give
you my word that I've never scen
Stewart's banknote.”

“I'm sure of that. You youn
sweeps ought to be jolly well ashame
of yourselves!” exclaimed Wingate, "If
you must cackle, you'd betier find some-
thing better to cackle about. If there's
any more of this, there will be lickings
banded out.”

“Hear, hear!” said Bob Cherry.

“As for you, DBunter, vou sccm to
have started it you can turn out and
take s licking now,” added Wingato.

“Oh, crikey! I—I say, Wingate, 1
never started it, you koow," ejaculatod
Bunter, in great dismay. “I only found
out by accident that Linley had the
banknote——"

“How darc you say he has the bank-
note "

“Well, he has, you know,” gasped
Bunter.  “’Tain't my fault that he
pinches banknotes, is it? If you want
to lick somebhody, lick Linley. He's got
the banknote,”

Wingate, ashplant in hand, stared at
the fat junior.

“"You crass duffer!” he said. **You
seem to believe what you're saving.
What's put it into your silly head "

#I—I lmppcned to seo Linley's blot-
ting-pad.™

“What on earth has Linley's blotting-
pad to do with 151"

“Ho—ho—he'd heen
letter, and—and '

Wingate's brow grew grimmer,

“And you found something on the
blotting-pad and read 8% s that it¥"

“You see, tt—it's g fellow's duty—'
began Bunter fecbly.

“You've been spying in another

writing a

; qﬁ::':‘::.:'l f

fellow's l;.tu:]'} and found out s mare's
nest,” sald Wingate, *Tamn out!™
“Oh, really, you dnow—"

“Turn out!" Wingate.
i Dh dﬁﬂ-l' EH
Bunter turned out of bed. Ha

grouned in anticipation.

“*™Now bend over!™

Whack!

“ Yarooooh!"™

Whack, whack |

“Wow, wow!"

“WNow leave other fellows' letters
slone, you young rascal," said Wingate,
tucking the ashplant under his arm.
“Ciet 1nio bed and shut uwp”

“Yow-ow-ow-ow 1"

“Ilo you waunt some more " snapped
Wmpate.

“"Yow.ow! No Wow!”

“'Then stop that uncarthly row and
turn in:"

Bunter stopped the uncarthly row and
turned in. ingato put the i”lght.n out
and left the dormitory.

As soon as the door had closed on
hitm the uncarthly row recommenced.
Bupter was hurt, and he wa: not the
fellow to suffer in silence,

" Y ow-0W-0W-0w-0w-owW-0w-ow !

“ Shut up, Bunter!"

“Yow-ow-ow! I'm hurt! Wow!

“HBerve you jolly well right!” said
Johnny Dull.

“Teast! Wow ™

“The servelulness right iz terrifie,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“Tho sparefulness of tho esteemed ash-
plant would mean the spoilfulness of the
ridiculous Bunter.”

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow " i

“Tt's o eharne,” said Skinner.
“Wingate ought to have been told all
about it."

(Conttnued on pepe 16.)
THE Miacrer Lisnaky.—No. 1,117.
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{Continved from page 13.)
"You had a. chance to toll him!”

chuckled Bob Cherry. “You didn't
jump at it, Skinner.”

“Wingate's too jolly handy with hia
ashplant,” growled Bolsover major. *'1I
haci a jelly good mind to tell him s0."

“And a E"F better mind not te,”
chuckled Bo

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

Yow-ow-ow ! I say, you fellows, I've
been licked—"" groancd Dilly Bunter,

" Good 1" said soveral voices.

“ And Linley's got the banknote all the
time, It's a4 rotten zhame!™

“ Bunter !V camo Linloy's guiet voice
in the darkness,

¥ah, you beast; don't tulk to me ™

“I must spoak to you, Bunter, to tell

ou to hol l_-,lrnur' silly tongue," said

ark. “A follow malkes allowances for
a born foel; but thore's o limit, If
zou say sagain that I have Stewart's
anknote, I shall got out of bed and
thrash you 1"

“ Boast 1"
Bunter's further remarks were con-
fined to “Ow!” and “Wow!" and

“Yow!"™ The rest of the Remove were
asleap before he had finished.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Nerve |

hM?'?E]y hat "
raat pip 1™
“Lnul:!'?

“Did you evor?"

It was morning hreak, the following

day, at Greyiriars, :
ark Linley had gone into the Rag.

Sevaral fallows were thern, one or
two of thom writing lotters at the bi
tuble. DMark wont to tho table, an
drew a pen and inkstand towarde him,
and sat down to write.

Elmﬁ fellow glanced at him
ourion 1; _
The Famous Five and a few olhera

had made it a point to treat Linley
exactly as usual, to show that they had
no belief in the suspicion that was so
strong against him. But most of the
Form carefully kept him at a distance.
Many fellows firmiy believed that he had
Stewart’s missing banknote in his
pocket; and Bkinner declared—though
not in Mark’s hearing—that he ought
to be searched for it before he had timeo
to send it away by post,

Mark wrote his ﬁttar calmly, appar-
ently unaware of the eyes that wers upon
him. Then he took from his pocket an
envelope—a registered envelope. Thers
was a start ag that envelopo was seen.

Ho folded the letter and plaged it in
the envelope. Then he took from his
pocket & little bundle of currency notes.

Quietly, sedately, still apparently un-

wus that his actions excited any
interest, Mark counted the notes.

Thers were ten. He proceeded to
pack thom carefully inside the registered
envelopa.

The startled ejaculations of the other
Fellows did not disturb him. He scemed
deaf to them.

He was in no hurry to completo hia
bask, He took his time about it, as if
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willing to give the other fellows plenty
of opportunity to observe him.

Skinner, who was present, waved his
hand from the window of the Rag, as a
signal to fellows in the quad that some-
thing was on. Six or seven juniors
came 1n t0 Bee what it was; and others
gathered at the window and looked in,

“What's up " aszked Poter Todd.

“Look !™

“Oh, my hat ™

“I say, vou fellows, he changed the
banknote when he went out of gutes
yesterday afterncon. Ha's got i in
currcncy notes now squeaked Billy
Bunter.

Still Mark seemed deaf and oblivious:

He senled the envelope mntuining the
ten pounds, addressed it, and affixed the
soaling-wax. Then he slipped it into his
pocket and walked coolly out of the Rag.

Every fellow followed him. The
excitemdnt was intense, Tinder the
oves of o score of fellows Tanley was
walking off with the plunder. Bunter
hastily sugeested calling Mre, Quelch to
intervens, The Remove master was
standing outside the docrway in the
shade of an ancient Groyfrinrs oak,
looking into the mmchine in the guad.
Nothing would have beoen onsier than
to have drawn his attention to the trans-
action.

To the amazement of the jumiors,
Muark went directly up to the Remove
master. Mr. Quelch gave him a kind
smile. Within hearing. hreathless, a
crowd ol fellows hung on Linley's words,

“If you please, sir, may T have leave
to go down to the post-oflice in break 7V
asked Mark in o clear vaice.

*You will hardly be able to return in
time for third school, Linley,” said Mr.
Quelch. .

] "I':-"‘r harton will lend me his bieyels,
gir,

“*If it is important, Linlexs—"

“It's rather important. mir. 1 should
like very much to cateh this post, il you
will give me leave,”

“Very well, Linley, you may ge,” said
Mr. Quelch kindly.

“Thank you, sir.”

Linley walked awoy, and the Remove
master went into the House. The
juniovs looked at one another blankly,

“Nerve, if you like ! gasped Skinner.

“Well, this beats me,” said Bolsover
major, “Asking Quelchy’s permission
to go and post Stewart's ten pounds!™

“Phew I*

":If Quelchy Lnew "

|1
+*

¥ Somebody ovght to tell him,” said
Snoap.

“T say, you fellows, let's all go to
Queleh—-"

“There must bo some mistake about
it,” snid Russell, “If that was
Stewaﬂ’a tenner, he wouldn't have the
nerve. _

“Whose tenner is it, then, fathead 7

“Well, it wasn’t a tenner—it was

ound notes,” apid Russell, shaking his

and. “Stewart lost a tenner, you
know."

“ Linley's changed it, of course.”

“Why should he, if he was going to
send it away by post?™ asked Ogilvy.

“1I don't know why he should, but he
hoe,"” said Bkinner. “He ought to be
stopped. Quelch ought to know."”

“I wouldn't hke to be the fellow to
tell him, and risk getting a licking,”

rinfied  Russell. “You tell him,

kinner.”

But Skinner did not seern keen. He
refused to admit that therc might be
a mistake in the matter; but the possi-
bility was alarming, nevertheless,

“5@'&:&1 thinks such a lot of that
chap.' he said. “Linley might be able
to stuffl him. Then where should I ba?"”

“Least said soonest mended, so far
ns the beaks are concerned," decided
Dolsaver major. **Bunter had no luck
wIlt;hSWingltah lﬂ.ﬂ.}!; night, But we can
tell Stewart that his money's going out
of the school.”

“Good 1" exclaimed Bkinner. “Let's
find Stewart and warn him,”

And there was a rush in search of
Stewart of the Shell.

Meanwhile, Mark had naked the cap-
tain of the Remove for the loan of his
bieyele, a request immeodiately acceded
te. He wheeled the machine out, and
mounted in the road, and pedalled awny
for Friardale.

He was gono before Bkinner & Co.
succeeded in finding Stewart of the
cShell. But when they found him they
had no lechk.

* Rubbish ! said Stewart. “I1 know
it decent chap when T see one. Linley
never found my banknote. It's still
lost.”

“We saw him put ten quids into o
lettor—" exclaimed Skinner.

“They werns his own, I suppose.”

“Where would he get ten quids 7™ said
Snoop deriﬁihﬂi,a “Ho never got as
niuch as ten ahil ir:tg‘a"‘
scemed  staggered for a

Stewart
moment. But he shook his head.

“You say he raﬂ:ﬁﬂ the money into n
regiatered envelope under wour eyes?"”
he aszked.

“Yeu, ruthor | We all watched him. "

“Well, if he had pinched i ha

wouldn’t be ass enough to do that,” said
the Scottish junior ahrewdly. “I fancy
he did that just becauss you were watch-
ing him, to give you something to gabble
about. Ho could have kept it dark if

he'd liked, and he didn’t choose fo."
"It wasz sheer impudence!™ said
Shkinner. “".Juat cheek ™

“A thief couldn't afford to be as
cheeky as that, T#'s all rott Run away
and play ! said Stewart.

“T szy, it looks jolly fishy, vou know,”
said Hobson of tho Shell slowly, as the
disappointed Removites departed. -

“Tt doesn't,"” said Stewart.

HWell, T think——""

“Don’t start thinking, old bean,”
advised Stewart. *“You haven't the
gadget fo do it with.”

“1 think it'a fishy 1" persisted Hobaon.
“Ex-er:,rlmrrl.g knows the man’s got no
MOonay. ow ho shows ten quids
abouf—-""

“Fathoad ! He wouldn't show them if
they werent his own! It might look
fishy if eomebody had spotted him post-
ing a registered letfer on the quict.
Mow it doesa't,”

“Well, I think vou're rather an ags,
f!.h'l&urt,” soid Hobson, shaking his
Tt

“My dear chap,” said Stewart, “don't
I keep on telling wvou that wou can't
think i If vou eould think. would vou
chuck a banknote about on & windy duy
for & follow to catch. If you start
thinking, Hobby, you'll crack that tur.
nip vou call & brain-box. Wot that that
would matter much, of course. There's
nothing in it to damage.”

“0Oh, rats!" said Hobson crossly.

Mark Linley was hack just in time
for third school. He came into the
Hemove room a little hreathless, with a
cool unconsciousness of tho curious
stares of the other fellows. DIy that
time all the Form knew of the regist-
ered letter and what it contsined, and
it had made quite & sepsetion,

After morning schonl Harry Wharton
joincd the scho arshi&} junior, as the
Remove were going down the corridor.
Wharton's face was grave,

“1 don’t want to buit into your
affairs, Linley—" he began.
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“Fire away!” gaid Mark, with &
smile,

“Well, I've heard now what you went
out for in break. In the circumstances,
old chap, wasn't it rather fatheaded to
pack up that money in a registered en-
velope in the Rag, under o dozen fel-
laws' eyesi”

“Why t” asked Mark calmly. " Fel-
lows generally write their letters m
the Rag. And the sealing-wax is there,
which 1z needed for o registered letter.”

“] know. But in the circumstances
}'ﬂu—”

Mark's face set.

“In the eircumstances, I ected exactly
&a I ghould have acted in anv other oir-
cumstances,” ho answered. * Nobody
had a right to take eny interest in what
I was doing, or %o look a% it.”

“¥Yes, that's so. But—"

“But you think I'd have done better
te be secrctive, and keep things out of
sight 1" asked Mark.

“No, not exactly that, DBut—"
Wharton hesitated. “ But, really, it
was asking for trouble—"

“Perhaps, Somoe fellows in the Re-
move believe that I am a thief,” said
Mark unmoved. “Let them belicve so,
if they choose. I shell not go ap inch
out of my way to alter their belief. I
intend to carty on just the same aa
uwsuasl. If Stewart’s banknote 18 ever
found, that will settle the matter.
1f it isn’t found, they can think what
they like, and go and eat coke.”

Harry Wharton smiled, _

“1 suppose that's pride,” he said.
“T dare say I should feel just the same
in your place. DBut remember that

rid{a goeth before destruction, and a
aughty epirit before : fall. Still, I
!I;lgp::ﬂ you l.ow your own business

t-.’

And the matter dropped, though in
the Remove it was not Vhely to dr:p.
That day it was the sole topic in the

Lower Fourth, and it was not likely to |

be forgotiten.

A

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mum's the Word !
i CE-I{JKET 1” gaid Bob Cherry,

in surprise.
“Why not1”
“Eeho answers, why not?"”
arreed Bob amicably. * But——"

ark Linley coloured. .

It was Friday, and Mark Linley had
come along to Study No. 1 in the Re-
move, after tea, to speak to Wharton,
The captain of the Remove was nol
thera; but Bob was seated on the study
table, swinfing his legs, and Lwhlﬁthﬂﬁ
in his wsunl way. with great vigour an
considerably out of tune. He left off
whistling, and grinned & cheery wel-
come to the Lancashire junior. But
when Mark mentioned that he had come
along to speck to Wharton about the
cripkgt. Bob could not h '~ being sur-
rrised. i

For weeks past Mark had cut ericket,
only turning up on Little Side on
occasions when games practice was com-

ulsory. Even on those occasions he
Ead several times had special leave to
stay oub. His work in Uncle Gla$g‘s
dusky little parlour at Friardale had
taken up all hie leisure, and cricket had
had to go, as well as many other things.
Mark had earned his ten pounds, but
he had earned it hard. H.s mysterious
ocenpation out of f.&tea was known to
the ll?:;.mnus Fiva: hut oth.: fellows in
the Remove stitl wondered and sur-
mised sbout it. Now, apparently, it
had coma to an end. .

“ What do you mean exactly by * but,’
Cherry 7* asked Mark, very quietly.

“1s there any reasqn why I shouldn’t
%&y ericket to-morrow—that is, if

harton thinks me good enough to put
into the teerni”

“ Nowoe at all. Only—

“1'm not expected to stand out of the
Form games, [ suppose, becauss szome
fellows thunk I pinched Stewart's bank-
note " asked Mark, his lip curling.

Bob Cherry jumped.

“If that’s 1t—" said Mark, his face
CEIINS0n.

“Lon't be an ass}” said Bob uncere-
moniously.

* Look herg—m>"

“Don't be a silly gss!™ Bob's face
was angry. © You know jolly well 1
noever meant snything of the kind! If

u don't know, you ought to know.

on't be a hawiing chump "

“Then why—"

“You're getting touchy, old bean™
said Baob, his face clearing. " That
won't buy you anything, a.snigiglt would

ut it. No good ragping your cﬁd pals,

cause some duffers have a down on

you.”

“Borry,” said Mark impulsively.
*Perhaps I'm gctting a bit touchy. 1
know it's fatheaded.’

“That's the rigint word,” agrecd Bob.
“Right on the jolly old wicket,”

“But why?” repeated Ma.'s.
~ “"Well, you've dropped cricket for a
Jﬂ“:’f long time,” said Bob. “I kpow
you've becn putting in .a job a3z an
amateur income-tax cxpert, golng over
old Clegg's books for him. You told us.
1 L‘hc—uﬁht you were done with ericket.”

M{?r :}ﬂ:ldcd simvir!y. ) ,

“¥es, I suppose I'm getting touchy,”
ha mié “1 ought to have undorstond
at onee. You see, that job's done™

“0Oh, 1 seel” said DBob. “'That
accounts for the milk in the coconut.
Jolly glad it's over, old bean. You
wera rather an ass to take it on, and
cut cricket for wecks and wecks”

“1 had to earn some money,”
Mark, in a low wvoice.
on  quite
fellowsa.™

“1 know, eld chap. 'I'm glad you
had the chance, really, though I didn’t
like to see (;:'ﬂu standing out of games.
Did Uncle '!ag&: square "

Mark laughed.

“Of courze. We agreed cn o figure,
and he paid up.”

“My only hat!™ 3

Bob Cherry jumped again and slid
from the table. He stared at the Lan-
cashire junior.

“VWhy, that's it !" he ejaculated.

“*That's what "

“That’s the ten quid!”

Mark said nothing. .

“¥You told us you were getling ten

uids for the job,” said Bob. “If old

legg haz squared, you've got it
Isn’t that it§"
“That's it,” said Mark.

1F

said
“I'm not here
the same term: as other

confidence,” said Mark, “I shouvldo's
have tmentioned it even to you, only you
et me at Uncle Clegg’s one -'.ft‘r.jr, and
didn't want Lo seeam to be keeping
secrets. don't want it cackled all
over the school. There's been enougi
talk sbout my affairs already. I get
ieers enough from someo of the men over
the translations and copying 1 do fov
some people in Courtbeld. 1 don't
want all the fellows to get hold of the
job I've done for the wvillage grocer.
'd rather it wasn't talked about.™

“Weul, that's all right, of course,”
agreed Bob.,  “It's nobody's business
but your own. But 1o the circumstances

“Hang the circumsances !” exclaimed
Mark, anger showing for once in his
quiet face. “Am 1 to shout my private
affairs out to the school, because of
what some silly duffers are tattling in
the Rag? Would you?” e

1]

“Well, no,” admitted Bob.
perhaps—"*

“That isn't all, Tt would ba no use you
telling the fellows. ‘They wounld say
I'd stuffed you. It would be no nse my
talling them. They would say 1 was
romancing, There’s not another man in
the Remove could do the work I've done
for Mr. Clegg. And they wonldn't be-
lieve that I had done it—not in the cir-
cumstances., It would be taken zz &
lame story to account for the ten
pounds, ™

“Tt—it might,” said Bob. “Huk
Uncle Clegg would bear you oub——?

Mark gave a bitter laugh.

“Am I to ask the illlagoe uckshzi
keeper to come up to the echool to spe
to fellows who think me a thief?" ha
asked. ]

“Uml| No, I suppose not. s till——"

Bob Cherry h]inﬁud dubiously at his
chum.

“ But you want to get it all cleared
up ¥ he said. * There must be some-
thing that could be done—-"

"1 den't care to do snything, Let
them " gajd Mark indifferently.
a mMan

rip !
“MNo decl;nt fellow would think

a thief on such evidence, and for the
other fellews I don't eare two straws.
It I could clear the meatter up, even
to Skinner's satisfaction, by spoaking
two worde., I wonldn't speakx one!
Nobody has a right to ask me to chatter
my personal affairs all over the school,
and nothing would make me do it !"

Bob made a liopeless grimace. He
quite understood how d&&ﬁlj Mark's
pride hod been wounded by an un-
worthy suspicion, and he could under-
stand that he would not deign to clear
himself by an explanation that involved
general discussion of his personal affairs,
of the hapless ition of his family at
home, and the help he was giving them,
Details of that kind the senzitive junior

{Continued on next page.)

“It waa the ten:;
wids wvou collected
rom Clegg that you
sent in that
registered letter.”

“Of course it was.’

“Well, 1T might]
have puessed ik, if
T4 nown vou'd
finished the jeb_at
Friardale,” said Bob
Cherry. “ Look here,
1’1] jolly weall tall all
the fellows—"

“ ¥You won'tl™ soid
Mark.

“oand 'ﬁ"i'h:i" ﬂ.ﬂt-?-_”
demanded Bob, mn
surprise.

“1 told you and
your friends mn

]
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did not like discussing even with has
best friends, and to make thom &
common topic up and down the Form
was intolerahle to hin.

“Then there's nothing doing ™ sawd
Eob at last.

" There's no necd for anything to Lo
done that T can see,” answercd Murk
quietly. “I've been up against it before,
and now I'm up agamst it again.
That's all! T've got grit enough (o
keep a stilf upper hip !

“The anorthern punch!™ said Bob,
with a faint grin.

“Yes," said dMark, langhing ; “I hopo
I've got =omething of the northorn
punch in me! Hallo, hero's Wharton !

The ecaptain of the Demove came inko
the study with Nugenk

“Hello, halle, halle! Waiting for
wou, old boan ! booined Dob.

Y Well, hero T am!” said Whorton,
with a smile. “Take it in turns !

“Dh, I ouly came in for cricket jaw "'
gard DBob, “Marky's pot something
movre important o courh up.”

“(Zot on with it, Fdnley!”

*“ About the cricket to-meorrow,” sald
Mark. “ My job in Friardale iz over,
and it's been over some time, az a
matter of faet. I've lost & lot of prac-
tice lately, bul if you want & man to
morrow, and wou think me good
enough, I'll be glad to play.”

“Good man! You'll e a hit rusty,
thouzh,” said Harry. *“*You've given
the game tho go-by for & long timo,”

AN aorenol Wail il 3n1l‘1'a_ﬁcen
me at games practice & few times,
then ! said Mark. cheerily onough
though he was disappointed, E

He was longing for & game of cricket
agajn.

Harry Wharton similed.

* Lots of time to-day before dark,” he
gatd, "If you'd like to come down to
Little Side now, I'll get Inky to send
yott down a few, and wo'll ses”

“Ready and willing !

“Come on. then!”

With a light heart Mark Linley
followed the junior cricket captain
down to Little 8Bide, prepared to give
of his best, : :

The sght of the Romovite walking
down to Little Side with the Famouns
Five in flannels evoked a2 good many
recmarks fromi other Remove fellows,
Skinper was of opinion that thie epen
and publie backing-up of a suspected
thief was one mora sample of Wharton's
high-and-mightiness, and Bnoop agrecd
that it was, Bolsover major declared
that what wae really wanted was a new
captain of the Form, and hinted that
he would not be unwilling to accept
that onerous poszt if other fellows were
willing to put him in it.

_ Billy Bunter remarked that you could
iudgu fellows by the mmpnn!r they
ept, and expressed a charitable hope
that the Famous Five were not them:-
golves falling into tho ways gf petty
larceny. IRegardless snd heedless of
such remarks, the chums of the Remove
proceedesd to cricket, when Mark amply
demonztrated that hiz long rost had not
impaired his skill, Indeed, ho seemed
in better form than ever, and TBob
Cherry thumped himn enthusiastically on
the back when the practice was over

“¥You'll do!™ zaid Wharton.

And when the list of the Remove
aricketers was put up in the Rag that
evenitng, ono name in the list was M.
Linley. Skinner & Co. saw it there with
virtuous indignation, and there were a
good many murtours in the Form. And
other fellows as well as Skinner made
remarks on the *high-and-mightiness
af the ceptain of the Remove, but he
passed those murmurs by like the idle
wind which he regarded not.

Tuae Maoxer Lisrany.—Np. 1.117.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Is Too Funny !
é A, ha, ha "
H “He, he, he!” cachinnated
Billy Bunter.

There was & buzz of voices
and laughter in the Rag when Mark
Linley came in after prep with Lord
Mauleverer.

Mauloverer had taken the trouble—a
thing he had never done before—to wait
in the Remove passage till Linley came
down, in order to walk into the Ta:
with hitm. 1Te had actually exerie
himself to the extent of slipping his
artn Lhrough Mark's, though Mauly
hated demonstrativeness of any sorl,
and was never known to link arms with
anvhody.

That was his lordship’s way of ex-
pressing his noble opinion of tho sus-
picion that was current in the Remove,
as Mark understood gquite well,

Mark's appearance checked the
chatter and laughter in the Rag, buot
many grinning faces wero  turned

towards him.

On the wall a paper was pinned,
which a group of Removites were look-
inr at. Maost of them zeemed amused,
though scveral faces expresied dis-
approval.

Skinner gave a sudden start as he
gaw Liuley, and stepped towards the
pinned paper to spatch it down, But
Bolsover major promptly intervened
and pushed him back.

“Let it alone ! he zaid.

Skinner looked wery uneasy.

“Look here I'11 take it down,”™ he
muambled. “I1—I don't want the chap
to see it”

“ Xfraid of him?” sneered Bolsover
major,

“Oh, rats! eaid Skinner sunllenly.
“l.ook here, that's my Iimerick, and
I'm going to take it down ™

“¥oun're jolly  well not!™ sald
Bolsover major in his most bullying
tone. "L.et him see it. as well as other
fellows. It will do him gond 1™

Bkinner rather Pridnd himsalf upon
heing the jester of the Form. At the
pirezent moment he logked exceedingly
uncomfortablo. Never had a jester
presented a less jesting apnearance.

“1 say. vou fellows, tell Linler to
come and lonk at ! sauneaked Eill:.r
Bunter. “I sav, Linley !

Mavk did not heed, and he did not
approach the group.

“Here, Linlov " shouted two or three
voices, “Here's a limerick you'd like
to see !

“"Ha, ha. ha ! .

Mark did not turn his head, II waa
his way to aveid trouble if he could,
snd he could guess that the hmerick
pinned on the wall for all the fellows
to read  contained some uvnpleazant
reference to himself. TBut. as offten
happens, his peaccable desire to avoid
a row was taken for pusillanimiby, and
even Skinner drew encouragement from
it and Tooked less uneasy. If Linley
was afraid to take the matter up,
Marold Skinner was only too willing to
pose o= a fellow who was ready to tell
him what he thoueht of him.

“Y don't mind if Linley sees it,"™ he
said, loud enough for Mark to hear.
“It will gshow him what the whole
Form thinks of him, anyhow 1"

“ Not the whole Form, Skinney," said
Tom Brown; “only you and your seb
And nobody cares what you think !®

“You shut up, Browney!" said
Bolsover major. " Linley, come and
read thia! Tt's about you

“8kinner's latest!” chuckled Bnoop,
“Really hits it off nicely! Tou're
missing a good thing !

“1 say, you fellows, he’s funky !" said
Billy Bunter.

Still Mark kepk his back to the group,
tho‘ufh hiz ears were burning. Lord

i‘da.ll[.! everer gave him & rather curious
ook.

“Chess, Mauly?" asked Mark
casually.

“PDraughts, old man,” said Lord

Maulevererr “My poor brain ain’t
equal to chess. Make it draughis.”

“Funk!” shouted DBolsover major,
“¥You needn’t be funky, Skinner; he's
afraid to come over here !

“Who's funky?” said Skinner, quits
courageous now. “The [ellow's wel-
come to read it, and if he doesn't like
it, he can do the other thing! Lot I
care whether he likes it or not [

Mark closed his lips, turned, and
walked over to the group. It was
obvious that it was going to be a rag-
ging until he was “drawn,” so he gave
in to the tnevitable. There was a hush
on the group as Mark came up, and
Skinner's uneasiness revived. ¢ did
not like the look on the Lancashire lad's
face at all, and he wished from the
bottom of his heart that he had taken
dawn the paper.

Mark fxed his eves on it and read,
with all other eyes fixzed on him. It
was a limerick in Bkinner's best ztyle,
and written in Skinner's hand:

“There was & young fellow named Mark,
As poor as a tramp in the Park;
Tt he picked up & note,
Which quite made him gloat,
And he kept it most awfulfy dark,™

Mark read it through carefully, the
crimson coming into his face, and then
fading away and leaving him very pale.

For a few moments he stood where he
was, silent: and the fellows wondered
whether he was going. to take it guietly.
Onee more Skinner ih‘. his covrage re-
vive. In these minntes Skinner’s cour-
age, such as it was, was experiencing &
good many ups and dewns.

Mark stirred at last, He reached ont
to the paper, jerked it down from the
wall, and tore it into pleces, which he
threw to the foor. ] ]

Then he turned towards Bkinner, still
quiet]v,

*“That vour work " he said.

Skinner nodded.

“ Vo put it there?™ .

“What about it?" snecred Skinner,

“8Sc far vou'va only hinted,” said
Mark, in the same quiet tone. * Now
you've come out with an open accusa-
tfon, You've accused me in  that
hmerick of picking up a banknote and
keening it dark.”

Skinner shrupged his shoulders.

“No fellow will be allowed to accuse
me of such & thing while I can hit out,”
said Mark., “T've lat Banter pass, be-
canse he's & born fool and not worth
thrashing—"

“{th, really, Linley—"

“ But von're a fellow who can put up
his  hands. Skinner,”™ said Mark.
“ Von've chozen to take this*on vourself,
fmlz‘ifj now you will have to mnswer for
it.

“Do vou think I'm afraid of yon "
sneered Skinner. though with a vory
uneasy inward qualm.

“ That doesn’t matter one way or the
other. Yon've called me & thief—and
that's my answeor ¥

Mark stepped towards Skinner, and
with his open hand struck him acrosa
the face.

Skinner gave a sort of welp and
jummed back. ;

“ Now put up your hands ! gaid Mark

Linley.
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Fight in the Ragl

€& O it, Skinner !" roared Bolsover
G major.

“llack up, old man,” said
Snaop. i

Skinner stood rooted to the Hoor, his
face pale, save where the red mark of
the hlow glowed,

His heart failed him.

Skinner was a fellow who made him-
self more thoroughly disliked than any
other fellow at Greyfriars. But he was
wily and wary, and he contrived to be
very scldom brought to account for his
unpleasant ways. Now he was landed
at Tast, and he either had to put up his
hands to face the quiet, sturdy Lan-
cashira lad in combat, or to “funk”
before the eves of a swarm of felloiws.

That he could not do. He had given
the provoeation, and brought about the
‘H‘GLIEIE, and to back out, with his face
burning from  Linlev's blow.
was impossible,  Yet he stood
where he was, unable to ach,
his heart failing inm_as for
gnce his wary owming  had
fpiled him.

Mark stood waiting.
Round thestwo the erowd of
fellawa had fallen hack a little

ta leave them room. Skinner
and Linley stood in the eentre

of. a ring with cager faces
nressing round.
“I'll ba  wvour  second,

Skinner,” =aid DBolsover major
encouraringly.

Skinner did not speak.  Flis
tongue scemed to be claaving
io the dry roof of his monuth.

"You'll want a =ccond, old
Lean,” =aid Bolzover.

Skinner podded dully.

“Hae wanls A  scecand.”
romarked DPeter Todd. “What
he doesn't want iz s prin-
cipal.”

“Ha, ha, hat®

Skinner crimsonoed. He cast
a furtive, almost haggard
lock round at the rinz of
faces. Most of them were
dermive.

“For goodness’ sake have a

little pluclk ™ said Dolsover,
“You've nsked for this, you Lnow,
What the thump did you ask for 1t for,
if won don't want 1t?”

Skinner gave him & look of habrad.
Had the bully of the Remove allowed
him to take down the limerick in time
this would not have happened. Skinner
hated DBolsover major at that moment
more than he hated the guiet lad who
was standing before him.

Snoop gave him a push.

“¥ou cant back out
muttered.

In Skinner's place Snoop would have
folt as Skinner was feeling, only meore
g0 But as matters stood, fu; was feel
ing ashamed of the hesitation of his

friend.
“He, he, he!™ cackled Billy Bunter,
He, he, ha!"

“Cold feet, you know!

“Shut up, Bunter!™ snapped Bob
Cherry. The sight of z fellow showing
the white feather was not apreeable to
LGob.

Akinner made an effort to pull him-
eelf together. He knew that ho was for
it; there waa no help for it now. To
back out was impossible. He had per-
seguted a fellow who had given him neo
offence from shoor idle malice, and now
he had to answer for it.

Vernon-8mith gave a deep yawn.

now,” he

“Jas it going to be a Bght or a display

Skinner and Linley stood In the centrs
of the ring, with eager faces Pmﬂng
round. * Go If, Skinner!"’ cried
Bolsover. ** For goodness” sake have
a little plueck. You asked fer it, you
know.' Skinner hesitated, and Snoop
gave him a push. (See Chapler 11.)

| i1/

of living picturea I" he asked. * Are you
playing at tableaux vivants, Skinner?”
“Ha, ha, hal”
“PBuck up, Skinner ™ _
“I—I don't see that a fellow is called
to fight with a thief,"” =zaid

upon
Hﬁmer in halting tones, “A thief isn't
fit for a decent fellow to touch.”

“ ¥ou won't-get off on that,” said DBob
Cherry in deep disgust. “In the first
place, there's no thief present; in the
second, you're not a decent fellow.
Screw up your courage, you worm "

Skinner irir:l-:ad his pale lips. _

“I won't fight tha fellow,” he said,
“I'm not going to soil my hands on
him."

Baoh Cherry glared. .

* Vou'll I‘? t me, then,” he raid
savagely. “If that's moro to your taste,
you worm, you can tackle me instead of
Linlev." g

Skinner almost groaned. Certainly,
had he taken on the champion fightin
man of the Remove, in the place o
Mark Linley, his last state would have
boen worse than his first.

“T'lt ight the rotter,”” he said huskily.

TGa it!” growled Bolsover major.
“Hera, give me your jacket. Who's
going to keep time?”

“Manleverer!” called out Wharton.

“ Yaas 1" said his Jordship,

m

1

“We've got no gloves here I muttered
Skinner, ]

“Must have gloves,” said the Bounder.
“Tt'a rather important for Bkinner noé
to get hurt."

“Ha, ha, hal™

“Hera you are,” callad out Peter
Todd cheerily. Toddy had produced two
pairs of boxing-gloves from a locker.

It was impossibla for Bkinner to delay
longer, He removed his jacket—slowly
—ﬁ'ﬂ;‘l donned his gloves, still more
slowly. )

Lord Mauleverer took out his wateh
to keep time.

“Ready 1" he asked. .

"V¥es," said Mark quietly;
Skinner nodded without apeahn?. _

“8hakin' hands?” asked his urdshli:.

“I'm not sheking hands with a thief 1"
said Skinner, in & tone of concontrated
hitterness. Ho could hurt with his
tongne if not with hiz hands,

“Time!” said his lordship bastily.

“Play up, Skinner, old bean[" said
Bolsover major, giving Skinner an en-
conraging push towards his adversery.

The fizht began. ]

Something of Skinner's cowardica leld
him ag hiz rage began to rise. He wae
booked for it now, booked for a licking,
nnd he had a fiereo desive to do as much
damage as he could before he went

Tur Macxer LisBARY,—No. L1IT

and
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down, But in aIpifru of that desire he
hesitated and faltered, and ‘dodged the
Lancashire lad in & way that brought
& shout of laughter from the onlockers.
The mockery of the juniors stun

Skinner at last, and be threw himself
into the fight with something like deter-
mination.

He was knocked right and left in the
first round, and when Lord Mauleverer
called time, Bolsover major drew him to
& chair, where Skinner sat down, or
rather collapsed, in a gasping state.

“You've got to do better than that,'
said Bolsover major, as he fanned his
principal with a cap. “You're heked
elready if you play that game. Cio for
him, you silly ass, and gih Keep on
hitting.*

Skinner panted,

“You're for if, wnyhow,” said his
second. " You've got to face it,
not make him for himself, too i

“Buck up, you know,” sgaid Bnoop.
“You'll have ell the fsllows laughing,
at this rate.”

Et:t‘fm asked for it, you know,” said

“ Time!” aald Lord Mauleverer,
Bkinner showed up better in the
second round. He was savagely en-
E 8o and he was hurt, and he fought
ard.

His frisnds shouted encouragement.
Mark had the better of the round, but
it was not a walk-over like the first.

In the third round Bkinner proved
that he had, after all, some beef in his
o the Brat time, Mark f

or £ime, rk found his
msﬂg : w:iith his 1!1*:;1(‘-; h:lnd

. 8 Inends agven indulged a :
that he might pull it of.  © =

But that hope was delusive.

Btill, there was no doubt that Skinner,
now thai he had fairly come up te the

gcrateh, put up an unexpectedly good

fight.
gThe.rg- was another round, and another,
end Skinner went all out, taking punish-

ment with a savage determination, and
doing his best, o o nssiof, An

It was not till the sixth round that
8kinner, hm&;hlem and beaten, crumpled
up under & vigorous attacl.

He stood against it for a full minute,
fighting like & wild cat; and then he
went down in a heap, beaten to the wide.

Skinner lay gasping. Mark, cool and
calm as ever, waited for him to rise,
giving him every chance,

rd Mauleverer began to count. But

he might have counted to a hundred;

there was nothing left in Bkinner, He

¥ _gasping stertorously, evidently
unable to get on his feet,

;12“‘: t’*Laai]d Mauleverer,

inley stepped back quietls.
ﬁgeleé off the gloves; and Banhclpud
itm on with his jacket. Bolsover major
lifted the exhausted Bkinner to & chair,
where he sat ﬂantinf and gasping,

“Better than expected,” gaid
Bolsover. “If you'd started with n hit
more beef you might have licked him."”

Skinner groaned.

“Try him again next week,” suggested
Bolsover. “T'll put you through it in
the gym every day if you like, and get
3u§kgn form.’ o :

Inner gave no of accepting that
kind offer. S e

“¥ou'll have a strawberry nose,” said
Enoop, surveying him. * Linley's hardly
marked at all.”

Skinner set his lips.

“I'll make him pay for it "' he mut-
tered thickly, “I'll. make that thief pay
for this|"

“Oh, that's piffie!” said Bolsover
major, " You don’t want to bear malice
for being licked in & fair Hght.”
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“Linley "' called out Skinner,
Mark was moving away.

Mark stopped and looked round.

“¥es, Bkinner?" he said qguietly.
“I'm sorry this has happened, but you
gave mo no choliep.™

Skinner's eyes gleamed at him.

“I'll make you sorrier, you thief!”
he said. “I'll shaw you up to all the
school, and get wyou kicked out of
Greviriars 1™

Mark c¢lenched his hands: but he
turned away without 2 word and left the
Rag. Bkinner was in no state to be
punished any further.

}:‘Shuj. up, you cad! growled Bob

CrTY,

The crowd broke up, leaving Bkinner
to be helped away by his friends.

Skinner spent the rest of that evenin
tnn his study, nursing his damages, whi
were considerable, and hmuging over
his wrongs and his vengeance. If he
hed doubted before that Mark Linle
was a thief, he doubted no longer—with
his whole body aching from the
Lancashire lad’s hefty blows. Tt was
not logical, but it was natural, that that
thrashing should have banizhed any
doubts that Skinner might have had.
The fellow was n thief, snd he had
thrashed Skinner before all the Form
for szpeaking oub the truth—that swas
Skinner’s view. And as he ached and

&3
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BIRMINCHAM CALLING!

This clever Limerick wins a
Useful Leather Pocket Wallet !

Blily Bunter, the Qroyiriars
Owl

[
Was hun s 83 want ** on the
rawi
His objest was thieken,
His gain was a licking,
And now he doss nothing but
growl.

Sent in by : Frederick W. Jones,
55, Mole Street, Sparkbrook,
Birmingham.
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groancd, his thoughts concentrated on
cna thing, and ono thing only—ven-
geance, Homehow or other he was
going to find proof that Mark Linley
was o thief, and get him expelled from
the school as one. And surely it would
not be difficult to get the proof of what
Ski&ner now firmly believed to be the
truth.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Diseovery |

£ EELING fit, old bean?"
F _Bob Cherry asked that ques-
:;imn in morning break the next
ay.
Mark Linley smiled.
“Fit as a iddle " he answerel.

“MNot fealing laid out by that terrific
eombat yesterday?"’ grinned Bob,

“No!” gmid Mark, laughing.

“Good egg! We want to give Red-
clyffe a run for their money this after-
noon,'’ said Bob. *“Feel like a good
gama?"”’

“¥ou bet!”

“Rather lucky that Bkinner's not in
the team!” chuckled Bob. *“I fancy he
wouldn't give the Redelyffe men much
trouble.”

He glanced at Skinner, who was loung-
ing by with Snoop and Stott.

Skinner had, as Snoop had predicted,
a strawberty nose; but otherwise he did

his face, usually pasty, was paler than
usual, and he had a tired and venomons
lcok. Hea was still feeling severely the
effects of the fight in the Rag; he nover
was in good condition, and the many
secret cignrettes he smoked in his study
took their toll when he had to undergo
& severs test. He was tired, depressed,
downcast, and as venomous as a enake.

The remarks of his {riends did nof
afford him much comfort. Stotst told
him more than once—in fact, many
times—that he had asked for what he
had got, and deserved it all—and somo
more. Snoop sympathised, but with an
undereurrent of derision that was very
percaptible,. Had Skinner been a lozs
keen fellow than he was, he would hava
gg&sﬁed}.imt his licking was not wholly

igpleasing to his friend Sidney James
Snono.

Skinner gave Linley a glance as ha
paszsed him, the bitterness of which
startled Mark a little.

He glanced after the wretched fellow
compassionataly.

“I—I rather wish T hadn't lost my
temper, Bob,” he said uneasily, “ After
all, a fellow ought to keep his temper.”

“Heot!"” sald Bob emphatically. “1
suppose you couldn't let that worm call
you & thief, could you?'

“I=I suppose not. Bot—but I sup-
pose . he believes what he says,"™ said
Mark, *“"That’s his nature, I'm afraid;
he likes beliaving evil of fellows., It's
rotten for him ™

“What he wanted was a linking';

and now he's t it,” answered
cheorfully. “He will keep hia mouth
shut now, and so will gome other
follows.™

Bob was right on that point. Snocp,
at least, was oxtremely careful not to
utter npg more gibes in Mark's hearing ;
and Billy Bunter avoided him with a
caro that was comical to sce. Many
fellows took more heed of their words
since the fizht in the Rag.

Immediately after dinner that davy
the Romove cricketers started for Red-
clyffe. Quite a crowd of Remove men
followed on bicycles or on foot. Mark
Linley sat in the brake with the Famous
Five, with a cheery face. From the
gates Skinner watched them go.

Envy and hatred and all uncharitable-
nass ran riot in his breast as he watched

8imn.

Tha fallow whom he belisved to be
a thief, whom he was dctermined to
believe a thief, was going off to play
cricket, happy amid a crowd of happeg
follows: and Bkinner stayed disregard
behind. ]

True, Skinner was no cricketer, and
had not the slightest desire to play in
the match; he would have walked miles
to avoid playing in the match, for that
mather. 'Erlt. it was gall and worrmwood
to him fo see hiz enemy going
cheorily with the eleven—as § nothing
had happened.

WNot & fellow in the crowded brake,
5o far as Bkinner conld sec, was thw-
ing any sign of avoiding the Lancashire
%j; + he was with them, and one of
&

HStewart of the SBhell—generally loftily
indifferent, like all Shell fellows, 1o
Remove proceedings—took the trouble
to see the brake off and to wave hia
hand to Linlay.
why. The fellow must be & fool not to
know that Linley had his tenner. And
vet Skinner knew Stewart was no fool.
Why the thump, then, couldn’t he see
what was o perfectly clear to Skinner?

Skioner might have deduced from
that puzzling circumstance that it was
his own evil and suspicious nature that

Skinner wandered

not show much sign of damage. But made him go certasin of Linley's guilt
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But fkinner did not think of deducing
that.

SRinner turned awsy, when the
brake had disappeared down the road
with its merty crowd, and lounged back
into the guad.

He was alope that afterncon; he was
mare than fed-up with S8noop snd Stott
at present. The kind of sympathy hu
received from his friends was nei
grateful nor comforting.

He loaied about for a time, and them
thought of comforting himself with &
gigarette in the study. But Snoop sod
Stott wounld be there, and he did not
wont their company. It was a glorious
summer’s aftersioon, snd any ie{lﬁw
might have enjoyed a ramble along
leaty lanes and shady woods; but
Skinner disliked walking, and most
other forms of exercise.

In sheer loneliness snd boredom, he
bore down on Lord Mauleverer when ne
spotted that elalgnnt youth ambling
lazily under the elma,

Mauly glanced at him, tarned away,
and walked more quidkly, Evidently he
did not want to speak to Bkinner,

Skinner peused, with deep bilterness
in hiz breast. Had Lioley come along,
Mauly would have stopped to speak to
him, with o cheory smilé. He avoided
Skinner as if he had the plague. And
Linley was & thief—and he—Skioner—
whatever his faulta might be, at all
events, was no thisf. i

With a black brow, Skinner lounged
to the -Cloisters, a lonely and

AWAY 3t
secluded spot, whero a [ellow might
cratly mmolke a surreptifious cigar-

otte without detection, A crowd of
Third Form fags, however, were play-
ing leap-frog alon: the Cloisters, and
Slanner went farther, 3

He stopped at thy old, dismantled
tower that was one of the sights of
Greyfriars, and often drew enthusiastic
beld-headed pentlemen of an archeologi-
cal turn to the spot. The old towcr,
which was exceedingly unsafe inside,
was out of bounds, end the ancient door
in the deep stono porch was lpudlﬂcked
for that reason. 'he deep, loop-holed
windows were boarded up where they
were within reach. PBut Bkinner knew
all about that, There was a loose board
that could be shifted, giving acamittance
to -the place, and Skinner snd his
friecnds had often retired to that
secluded spot for o seeret smoke.

In & few minutes Skinner was inside
the old tower. o

He mounted the old, winding stone
steps, and stoppec at en old window,
almost hidden by ivy, when he had &
wide view of the ux}rroundmg country
and the sea in the distance. Far away,
a speck on the Redelyffe road, he dis-
corned a crowded brake, and scowled at
the speck.

But Skinner had not come there for
the view., He took & packet of cigar-
ettes from his pocket, and begen to
amoke. In his fatigued, run-down state,
it was tha very worst thing he could
have done; but he had never given much
attention to the laws of hcalkh.

He sat and smoked cigarette after
cigaretts, with a sullen, lowering brow,
all the time thinking of his fancied
wrongs, and brooding over them, and
over his schemes of vengeance _

Linley was a thief. Linley was going
to be shown up, snd sacked from the
school. 8o ran his thoughts. How!
was the question. The 1mpression on
the blotting-paper, taken by Bunter
from his study, was as good as proof, to
Skinner, at least. The money he haa
beent seen to place in the registered
envelope was proof as clezr as the sun
at noon—to Skinner. But he knew that

something more than that would be
wanted, 1f tho matter went before the
Hewd. .

Linley sometimes carnei money, He
might pretend that he had earned that
ten pounds and saved it. A fellow whe
would steal, would he.

But if he had changed the tenner into
pound notes—ta avoid sending the
actual stolen moncy home—he must have
changed it locally. A%t some shop—
somewhere in the neighbourhood !

Skinner’s mind ran on that. People
did not take ten-pound notes ungues-
tioningly from strangers. A shopkeeper
would change it if he knew the fellow
belonged to Greviriars, of courss; buc
even then he was likely to ask his name,
most lkely to ask him to write it on the
back of the note. Bkinner thought that
over, and his eyes gleamed through the
hazo of his cigarette smoke. There was
the clue!

Ha had to find the shopkeeper who
had changed that stolen tenner for
Linley. Tho rest was eazy. And surely
that shoplheeper would not be difficult to

find—te a patient and determined
fellow, i
Skinper grinned

Ha felt that he had come taﬁnmathing
at last, It nceded only patience, an
he would have his enémy on the hip!

For some time, as he sat at the angient
casement smoking, Bkinner had noticed,
without particularly heedipg, a Alimsy
white slip of paper that was lodged
the thick ivy only & few feet from him.

Obviously i1t was some slip of paper
that had been blown about om & wind
day, and had lodged in the ivy, an
remained there. It 'did mot interest
Ekinner in the least,

But after a time he ctratched out his
hand to pick it from the ivy, with an
idle curiosity to sce what it was.

As his fingors clgeed on it he started
as he beld it up to look at it, he jumped.
He held the slip in bis hand, gazing at
it with unbelieving eyes, his mouth open
in his sstonishmens.

It was & hank note for {en poundsi

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,

Skinner™s Becret !
KINNER stared dazedly at the
S banknote.
It was diffieult for him to be-

lieve his eyes, as he stared at it.
A banknote for ten pounds—lodged in
the ivy of the old tower| The banknote
that Stewart of the Shell hed lost that
windy dng in the &u&di

It could be no otherl

Mobody else wos likely to have lost a
ten-pound note—and without mention-
ing the loss! Only one tenner had been
lost at Greyfriars—and Harold Skinner
had found it. '

“My—my hat ! stuttered Skinner.

It was unbelievable |

He had made so certain that Mark
Linley bad found that bankoote, and
kept 1t—that Linley had changed it into

ound notes to send home—bis plans

ad been cut and dried for discovering
the shopkeeper who had changed the
note for Linley |

And it had not been changed at all!

Evidanﬂq it had not, for here 1t was—
in Skinnér's thin ﬁ:ze%mi

i hat ! repea Shipner.

Fﬁrﬂm miflﬁtﬂ-l he eould do nothing
but stare and ejaculate. )

The discovery was utterly discon-
certing .

What beeame of his planning and
scheming now, which were to prove
Mark Linley a thief, and to bring abouk
his expulsion?

(Continued on fexd pages.)
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Here's a rousing adventure ;;u.m that
will keep you breathless with excite-
ment, 1wo Bntish lads m ?ﬂeﬂ
of a sacred aty in the wilds of the
Amazon go to the rescue of an ex-
plorer held captive by a sect of sun
worshippers |  When the city 13
reached at last our heroes disguise
themselves and then follow thnlls
galore as they enter the sacred
temple and reséue the lost explorer.
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Blark, evidently. was no thicf, for
hure was the banknoto that Skinner had
accused him of finding snd stealing.

Any other fellow might have rejoiced
at a discovery that saved a schoolmale
from o heavy loss, and cleared ap inno-
cent  fellow’s pname of an  unjust
Buzncion,

Fhinver did not rejoice.

Hiz feelivug, as he recovered from his
first Llank astonishment, was one of
rase and bitter chagrin,

All hiz eut-and-dried plans were blown
to Tij:cu:s now. Nothing could fusten
an his cnemy the guilt of a theft that
had ncver been cominitted. Mark was
imnocent, and Skinger knew that he was
innocent, and nothing could alter that,
1t was a stageering blow to the bitter,
sulky, resentful fellow.

“Siewart's banknoto!” muttered
Skinner at last, savagely * No wonder
it was never found, if the wind blew 1t
here! Hang it—and hang Stewart! A
precious fool I've made of myself.”

That was & bitter reflection. Skinner
prided himsclf en his keenness, his wari-
ness, his sharpness—he did not like to
call it cenning, though that was the
rizht name. ecen  wary, sharp, B3 he
wag, ho had made a mistake. Prompted
by his willingness to believe evil of any-
one, he had mado a shamneful accusation
that he mow knew to be utterly falsg,
aud he had been thrashed for making
it—a well-deserved thrashing, as now he
could hardly depy. All his cunning ha
not saved him from playing the feol as
fatuously as Billy Bunter. ! .

He crumpled the bankpote in his
hand.

To do him justice, he had no thought,
et first, but to teke ir to its owner. Bug
that thought passod

Taking the bankro e to Steweart, meant
clegring Mark Linley and showing him-
self up as a slandere:. He set his lips
at that thought. He could have kicked
himself for having come to the old tower
that afterncon, and for finding the
banknote. A glea™ came into his oyes,
and he struck o match and held it
burning, in & heand that trembled.

The temptation we+ strong upon him
to set the Bamo to the banknote and
destroy it, and along with it all positive
evidence that Mark Lipley was innocent.
For some moments his decision trembled
in the balance. The mafch burned down
to his fingers, but he could not do it
Ha [et the maten fall amoeng a dozen
other burnt match-sticks with which the
floor was already littered the banknoto
still iotact. As if frightened by the
wicked intention that had been in his
mind, I:u& glanced nervously round hiIIII,
and méacd the perspiration from bhis
forehead.

He could not destroy the banknote.
That was theft. It was & crime, and he
was not cal;‘p-ah!e of erimeg, though ho was
capable of much, in his bitterness and
malice. But what waa he to do?

Take it tg the owner—never! Admit
to all the school thet he had been im-
pelled by en evil nature to make & mis-
take, that ho had slandered o better

fellow than himself . Never! But to
keep the banknote—that was impossibla!
To do what he had sccused rk of

doing, was unthinkablo! What was he
to do with it, if he was not to let his
unexpected discovery work to the ad-
vantage of tho fellow he hated?

“It mayn't be Btewart’s note, after
all,” he w liﬁarad to himself He drew
hope from that possibility, faint as it
was. “Some other foo! may have lost
one—it's guite likely! Y - knew tho
number——" The pumber of Stowart’s
lost note was known, and waoa posted on
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the board with Stewart's fortnight-old
notice, but Skinner had not heeded it,

He examined the banknote in his
hand. 0001112468, He scribbled the
nutnber on his shirt-ouff.

Ho would soon find out whether this
roally was Stewnrl’s note or not.  If
1t - was not, Skinner was cnly too
wiilling, only tos eager, lo restore il ko
the owner. But if it was—

If it was, he did not know what he
would de; but he vowed savagely that
Linley should diaw no benefit from Lis
dizcovery.

He placed the note, at last, on the
old floor, in a corner, and covered it
with 2 loose stone, It was safo enough
there—nobody was likely to shift thut
stono and look underneath, even if any-
body came to the old tower at all, He
dared not keep it about him. It could
remein there—in safety—till he knew!

Skinner's face was pale, harassed, as
he left the old tower, and walked back
io the quad, e lounged inte the
House, and went to the notice-board,
floor was already littered, the banknoto
was still to be seen.

Tho idea was growing in his mind—
the wish being father to the thought—
that the banknote he had found was
not Stewarl's note. If thab was zo, the
relief would be immense—he would not
have been mistaken, he would not have
played the fool, he would not be a
slanderer; he could go ahcad with his
| fastening  the guilt on
Linley. This idea had so  taken
possession of his mind that it was a
slt!uﬂ: tuhlurl? when husmad the number
of the bankoote on Stewart's
0001112468, b3 Bape

It was the same ten-pound note!

Skinner gritted his teeth.

Ho knew now, beyond the possibility
of doubt, that the banknote he had
found, and left hidden in the old tower,
was the note that Stewart of the Shell

had lost a fortnight apo. And all lic
could do was to resolve that ne one
clzo shonld ever know.
THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner i3 Not Satisfled !
w ALLO, hallo, hallo! Iere we
ara again |
‘The cheery, stentorian
fones of Bob Cherry awoke
the echoes far and wide. A ericket
match on a hot summer's da¥ had not
tired tho cnergetic Dob, so far as his
vocal powers were concerned, at any
rate.

In the dusk of the summer evening
the cricketers had returned. They
swartned into ‘the Hause in a rode,
cheery crowd. _

Bob, seemﬁ Skinner loafing about
with his hands in his pockets, grected

him with a smack on the shoulder that
made him staggor.

“You silly ass!" snarled Skinner.

“Trot out your gratters, old bean!”
roared DBob. *We've beaten Red-
clyffe”

“I don't care a rap whether you've
beaten them or not!” growled Skinner.
“Let my shoulder elone, vou ruffian!”

“I savy, vou fellowge——""

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Missed us while
wa've been away, old fat man?™
boomed Bob, “Whom did you stick
for a feat™”

“Ha, lLa, ha!"

*“0Oh. really, Chorry—"'
_ “Look at Skinner rejoicing over onr
jolly old victory!” chuckled Dah.
“Don't he leok happy®™

“The happifulness does nob seem pre-
posterously terrific’ remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,

* Marky took three wickets in ecach
innings, Skinner " chortled Bob. “ Don't
that make you rejoice?’

It was on Bhkinner's sncering lips to
ask whether Linley had *taken ™ any-
thing clse. But he could not utter the
gibe. Now that he know Mark was
innotent, he hated him popme the less;
but he could not “carry on' as if he
still did not koow the truth., There
was some element of decency in his
warlpud nature that preavented it,

‘The cheery cricketers had little heed
to give to Bkinner, a slacker and a
“rotter " at games. DBut some of them
glanced rather curiously at his face as
they passed him. Skinner never looked
the preture of health; but his face was
more pasty than uvsual now, and he
had a harassed look. Harry Wharton
wonderod, for a wmoment, whether
Skinner was ill ; then he decided that it
w23 & case of too many cigarettes in the
study, and dismissed Bkinner from his
mind.

The juniors had more interesting
things than Skinner to think about,
They had beaten Redclyffe after a stiff
fight; »ark Linley had shown up as
well as any man in the team—better
than some, Mark had returned a little
tired, but wvery heappr and satishied,
That evening there was a celebration in
Btudy Ne. 1, which was crowded by the
crickefers with an overflow meeting in
the passage outside.

_ Through thet overflow meeting a fat
juntor wedged his way, and arrived
panting at the study deorway, where
he blinked in through his big spectacles.

“1 zay, vou fellowsg—"

“Seat

“ Gratters, you know, and all that!”
sald Bunter, T zay, I'm jolly glad
you beat Redelyffe. I never expected
it, as you left your best man out of the
team, Wharton. 3till, I'm glad you
were able to beat them without me.”

“Ha, ha. hat"

“I'l come in!’ said DBunter. * Move
some of your feet, Cherry, and make
room for & chap! You might shift,
Bull—you're in the way, Who's going
fo hand me hiz chair?”

“The whofulness 15 terrife.”’

* Buzz off, Banter!™

* Ok, mn]iy. you fellows! T say, i=
that Linley there?™ asked Bunter, hlink-
ing at Mark. “Weﬂi I don't mind.
I'll stey all the same.”

“What's that?" roared Bob Cherry.

N1 don’t mind sitting down to table
with Linley—really, old chap! If vou
fellows are going to overlook his pinch-
ing that bLanknote, why, dash it all,

overlook it, too!™ said DBunter
aneruus! . “I'd rather not sit next to
nm=—T don't want him pinching my
gold watch., DBut——"
Squisasssh !

Boly Cherry had a soda-siphon in hiz
hand. He had been about to sguirt it
into a glass of lemonade. NWow he
turned it on Bunier,

There was & roar from tha QOwl of
the Remove,

“0w?! Grooogh! Stoppit!
vou fellows—— Yoooooch 1™

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Gug-gug-gug-gug-gug

Billy Bunter guresled and Aed. Thern
was nothing for him in Stedy No. 1
but soda-water, taken éxternally: and
he had had cnough of that. A drenched
and gurgling Bunter departed hastily,

After the celebration was over, Mark
Linley went along to his own study.
That evening there was Milton fo pre-
pare, and many of the cricketers were
cither giving the gpreat poot 2 miss. or
at best very desultory attention. But
Mark had a way of doing well anything
he did; and he went to his study to

I zay,
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work. Skinner was Joafing in the
Eisaaga—mnelj, harassed, unquiet—and

ave the Lancashire lad a bitter look
ss he passed.

Mark slowed down and turned back.
There was somcthing in Skinner's face
that troubled him & little.

Skinner started back as he turned,
Evidently he was looking for hostility,

"Hands off, you roiter!” he said, be-
tween his teeth,

“l was not going to touch you,
Skinner,” said Mark quictly. “I'm
sorry, as J told you that there was
that trouble yesterday."”

“¥eas, 1 know how sorry you are, as
vou got the best of it!" sneered
Skinner. “What are you gammoning
for, now?”

“1 mean what I =ay,"” answerod
Mark, his eyes on the pallid, furtive
face. “If wou're a reasonable chap,
Skinner, you must own up that a follow
couldn’t stand what you zaid. Al the
same, I'm sorry 1| lost my temper, amd
I wish it had never happened.”

Skinner stared at him,

“¥ou look illI" said Mark com-
passionately. 1 ought to have remom-
bered that you're not as strong as [
am."

“I wasn't brought up to work in a
factory ! encered Skinner. *“1 don't
claim fo be as hefty as & hrewer’s dray-
man 1™

“I dare say the hard work I've done
while you wera at your prep school
toughened me a lot,” said Mark, “ and
I've put in & lot of practice at boxing,
armd you haven’t. I'm sorry if you were
hurt. T wish it had never happened.”

It was harcdly possible for even
Skinner to doubt his sincerity., TDut
Skinner elung io his bitterpess as to a
pear] of price.

“Wou mean that you think you can™t
shubl me up with hammering, and you'ra
trying sobt sawder for & change!” he
jeered.

Mark coloured.

“Well, if you take it like that it'a
no use a fellow speaking,” he said, *“I
wish you'd fry to be a little more
reasonable. ve never harmed wyou,
that I know of, and I don't see why
you should have such & down on me
for nothing."

“F don’'t like stuck-up pripgs!™ said
Skinner.

Mark smiled.

I I'm that, T suppose I can’t help
it,” he sard. " Other fellows don't acem
to think so. I'm sorry ﬁ"l}u should think
about me as you do. But have it your
own wav."’

Ha turned again. ;

“You needn’t flatter yourself that I'm
knocked out by that bit of a serap
yesterday,” seid Skinner venomonsly,
“I'm not =o soft as all that., I’ve heen

smoking this afterncon—and there was
something else, a bit of a worry on
my mind. That's why I'm locking

seody—if T am looking scedy. I supposo
I am, as a dozen fellows have told me
#o. You needn't flatter yoursel that
it was yous doing.”

_HIf that's so, I'm glad,” said Mark
simply, “Anyhow, I shall never touch
you agein. Yoo can say what you like,
and still be sure of that.™

With that, Mark went into his study,
and the door closed. Skinner stared at
the door. In spite of himself, he had
Lieen moved a little by the gquiet kind-
ness of the fellow he hated; and though
he told himself that it was all ﬁ&mmnn
and soft sawder and humbug, he could
naot quite believe it, e turned away
und loafed dismally along the passege.

After all, what bhad the fellow done?
He worked, while Skinner slacked; he
played games, while Skinner dodged

Skinner stretched out his hand to pick the flimsy white sheet of paper that was
lodged In the thick ivy, with an idle curlosity to see what il was. As he did so, he
gave a start, gazing at the slip with unbelieving eyes, his mouth open in astonlsh-

ment.

the playing-ficlds; he helped his people
at home, while SBkinner thought of home
chiefly as a place whence he could draw
supplies; he lived a clean, straight life,
while Skinner smoked and loafed and
frawsted, and dabbled surreptitiously in
betting. Why had he 'li:cmpm;i 50
greedily at the chance of blackening a
follow who had never offended him?®
Bocauze the fellow was better than him-
self. DBeoausc & mean nature resented
the mere existcnce of a noble one!
Somehow or other, that gnlling thought
forced itself into Skinner's mind, little
as he was used to such reflections.

“ Hallo, Skinney!” Sncop called from
the doorway of Study Ne. 12, * S8till
skulking "

“h, go and eat coke!" snapped
Skinner. ’

“Come inte the study, old bean,”™
said Snoop amicably, *“Look here, 1've
got & wheeze for making that cad Linley
sit up b’

Skinnoer made no reply. .

“I'm not going to get landed” with o
gerap, like you did.,"™ grinned Snoap.
“The brute's too hefty for me. I've got
an iden of chalking something on the
blackboard in the Form-room, for all
the feilows to sec.” :

“Oh, chuek it!" muttered Skinner.

“It's & good wheeze—he can't know
who did it—and Quelchy will gee it, and
all the fat will bo in the fire,” said
Snoop cagerly. “He will be shown up
as a thiei—"

“He isn't a thief.” ]

Skinner hardly knew what impelled
him 10 uwwer those words, They scemed
to come out of their own volition,

It was a hanknote {or ten pounds !

(See Chapter 12.)

Snoop stared at him blankly.

“Whatt What do you
Skinnert"

¥ ﬂh; Tﬂtﬁ!u

“If he isn’t a thief, you've done yonr
lovel beet to make him out one,” said
Snoop. '"The whole thing would have
died aut h&this time if you hadn't kept
it going. ou know that.”

“(3h, shut uwpl™

“Well, you know it," said Snoop
tartly. " What tho thump's the matter
with you? You scem to have changed
all of a sudden, Do you like beoing
ticked ¥"

“Shut up!” smarled Skinner,

“¥on say he isn’t a thief. Yesterday
you said he war. What's happencd since
vosterday, 1'd like to know ¢ :

Skinner was not likely to tell him
that. He tramped away down the pas-
sage, leaving ®Mnoop starving.

meafn,

B

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Clouds Roll By |

ARK LINLEY took a letter

from the rack, in break on

Monday morning, ond walked

out imto the quad to read it

deveral fetlows glanced after him, and
Billy Bunter pave a fat chucklo.

“1 say, you fellows, Linley's got a
letter from home,” ho said. -

“}Jow do you know that, porpoise!”
asled Bolsover maujor. ]

“ Past-marked Manchester,” explained
Buuter. "'t:i'hat‘a whii:ﬁ his peoplo live,
I notice things, you know.”

Tne Mmﬁr Liemart.—No. 1,117.
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vunter really scemed to think it was
rather a creditaole performance, to
notieo things that did not concern him.,
“It's from his pater,” went on
Bunter. “I know his liatr-—-fnght.iuilir
uneducated, you know. He, he, he!
28y, that letter's written to acknowledge
ﬁa?ﬂng Stewart's ten pounds. He, he,
al” -
*} wonder if the old johnny knows he
it," remarked BSnoop, with =

glggie. :
*Oh, hod ess 1"  gaid Bunter.
“Wouldn't he, Skinner?"

“You fat fooll"
“Eh?”
“Shut up!”

Bunter blinked at Skinner, his little

round eyes almost bulging tf'-mugh hia
speataclos,
“Oh, really, Skinnar! Don’t you

think they're sll tarred with the same
brush?" ssked the fat junior, "I faney
they're all much of & muchness, The
old johony knows jolly well that Linley
never had ten pounds of his own.”

“ Just know it!” said Snoop.

“Dh, <cheese it!" zaid Skinner.
“You'ro a pair of rotters! If I were a
pal DEE ?i‘l‘llﬂj"i I'd bang your heads

&t E,r ar

"“Why, you cheeky boast—"

“You chesky rotter—"

Perhaps Skinner was a little unreason-
able. o had knowledge that Snoop
and Bunter did not possess. They wern
making remarks that Skinner himself
might have mede & couple of days ago.
Now, however, those remarks had a
alierly irritating effect on Skinner.

is conscience, instead of settling down
to0 what he had dons, had worried him
more and more, and for days be had
been haunted hi{f,he knowledge of his
own rascality. More and more the feel
ing grown upon him that he could
not is discovery a secret—that if
he di’ﬁeap it a secret, he would be &
villain, worse than he had ever made
Mark out to be. In that harassed frame
of mind he was not [ikely to draw com-
fort from the gibes of Bnoop and
Bunter.

A Err?.thful l;rfni_é:ah E]ﬂimnd in, the
poweriul tones Q BITY: d

“Right on the wicket, Skinner,
thnu,E‘h it's gueer coming from you!
Here's a pal of Marky's, -.and I'm going
to take your tipi" ;

Snoop and Bunter roared simultane-
ously as their collars were grasped in
Bob's powerful hands.

Bang! ) .

Two heads came into viclent contact,
and two loud yolls sounded as one,

Bkinner grinned sourly, and walked
gut into the quad.

He glanced round him. .

Mark Linley was leaning uﬁgmst an
elm in the distance, reading his letter
from home. Stewsart of the Shell was
near the house, talking to Hobson, and
Skinner caught a few words. Stewart
was still on his old topie—of a fathead
who hed chucked him & banknote to
caich on a windy day. That wasa topic
of which Stewart never seemed to tire,
though poor Hohson was fed right up to
the teeth with it.

Skinner walked away towards the
Cloisters. He made his way to the old
tower. :

Bomehow, thoze gibes of Bunter and
Snoop had decided him and made up
his wavering mind. He could not keep
it up any longer—he could not let a
fellow he know to be perfectly innocent
continue to be the butt of such gibes.
And now he had at last mads up his
mind, he was anzious to get it ovor,

Mark Linley little dreaming of what
whs coming, was reading his letter from
homs with a bright face. There wes

Tag Macxer Lisgary.—No, 1,117

good news In that letter. Old Bir.
Lintey had found a new job, betcer
than the old f’gb, az he gleetully told
his son, and the ten pouwnds had saved
the little howe f[rom disaster. Now
there were better prospects, and the
old gentleman's wery  satlisiaction
showed through every line of the
letter. Mark's face brightened like the
sun coming out from the cloud: as he
put the letter in his ot at last,

““Hallo, ballo, hallo!” The Famous
Five, sauntering round the guad, came
on Mark under the elms. * Enjoying
life—what 1" bawled Bob Cherry.

Mark laughed happily.

“Well, yes, rather!” he answered.
“I've had jolly good news from home.
It's &ll serene thers now. 1 know
vou'll be glad.”

“What-ho 1™
heartily. ]

“The gladfulness is terrific, m
esteemed and absurd BMarky!” sal
Hurreo Jamset Ram Bingh, * As the
English proverb remarkably observes,
thers is & silver lining to every pitcher
that goes longest to the well.”

“Ha, ha, ha [

Bkinner came from the direction of
tha Cloisters. He hesitated a2 he
approached the cheery group, but
finally made up his mind and came
on. The loogkas he received were not
cordial.

" Well what are you butting in for 1™
growled Johnny Bu";l+

Skinner fAushed.

“ Not wanted, I suppose{” he sncered,

“The wantfulness is not terrific, my
excellent end exzecrable Bkinner !

“Hook it!" said Nugent.

Skinner’s face darkened, and his hand
closed almost convulsively on a crumpled
banknote in his pocket. After all, why
should he speak out? )

“Hold on, you_men,” said Mark
Linley quietiy. “Skinner's got some-
thing to =zay. haven't you, Skinner? I
helieve T can guess what it is, too.”

Zkinnor started.

“ You—vou can guess P he stammered.

Mark smiled.

“"Yes; 1 beliave you've made up your
mind that you were mistaken sbout me,
Skinner, and vou're going to say s0."

“Oh ™ ejaculated 'ﬁ"'hurtﬂn.'

Skinner's look was very curious.

“¥You think I'd own up if I found out

d made o mistake ?"” he asked.

** Any decent fellow would I answered
Mark.

Skinner's hard face softened.

“Well that wasn’t exactly what I was

gald Harry Wharton

going to_say.” he eaid slowly. *But
vou're right. Linley. Tve made a
rotten mistake, and I'm sorry. Youn

give me the credit for being decont
cnough to own up, and you'ra not wrong
there, T honae. T came up to azk vou
fellows to come with moe to speak to
Stewart of tha Shell.”

“YWhat on earth for " asked Baob.

“Beacauze von'd like fo hear what U've
got to sav to him, especially Linley."

“Plessed if T cateh on!” anid Boh.
“But lead on. old bean! Follow in
vour father's footstens, vou men !
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In a state of considerable wonder, tho
FFamnous Five and Mark Linley followed
Skinner to where Stewart of the Shell
stood talking with Hobson outside the
House, )

They regarded the Removites dis-
paragiugly as they came up, sz was the
way of the Bhell. But their loocks
changed as Bkinner drew & crumpled
bankuote from his pocket.

“ What—" ejaculated Stewart.

“* What—" exclaimed Hobson.

#1 found it,"” eaid Bkinner. %“I've
looked at the number ¢n your pﬂ.for
on the board, and it's the same. It's
your banknote.™

Columbus 1"

“Great  Christopher
ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“My hat!” Edward Stewart turned
the crumpled note over in his hands
and examined it, and fairly grioned at
it. He had long given up hope of ever
seeing that tepper again. "1 =ay,
where did you And it, Skinner?”

“Tt was stuck in the vy on the old
tower." .

“1 knew it was_somewhers,”
Hobson, with conviction. “'fﬂu e-
miember mo saying, Stowart, that I felt
certain it was somewhore 7"

“You did,” agreed Stewart. “With
& brain like yours, old bean, it's what
you would say !

“ Look here, Btewart——-" _

“T sa I'm awfully obliged,
Skinner " said Btewart. "1 offered a
pound out of this to the finder, and if
you |ike—" )

“Thanks! I'm not Bunter!™ said
Skinner loftily.

Stewart laughed. .

“Well, I'm no end obliged!
that you should find it when you'ro the
¢hap who was making out that a man
had found it and kept it! I Lknew it
was all piffe all slong. Come on,
Hobbyl I'm going to change this
tenner before you have a chance to
chuck it away again”

“Look hera, Stewart—"

The Bhell fellows walked away to-
warda the school shop, Stewart smiling

leefully, and Hobson as pleased as his
?riend, with the Lnowledge that
Stewart’s eloquence on that painful
topie, which had seemed endless, had
como to an end at Iast.

The Famous Five stared at Skinner.
He had quite taken their breath away.

“Weall, my hat!” said Wharton at

last,

“Thanks, Skinner 1” said Mark Linley
in his quiet way., * ¥You've done me &
jolly mood turn as well as Stewart! Tt
was jolly lucky, your finding that bank-
note 1"

“Tt mightn"t have been!™ muttered
Skinner. “DBut—but T'm glad I found
it—elad it's all come right.”

“T say. you fellows—"

“Hallo, hallo. hallo! News for you,
Bunter 1 roared Bob Cherry. * Bkinner’s
found Stewart’s banknote—-"

" Wha-a-at 1™

“ And Stewart’s gone to the tuckshop
with it! Aftar him ™

“Ma, ha, ha!"”

Bunter blinked for some moments
while his faf brain assimilated this
startling intolligence. Then he darted
off in the dircction of the tnckshop, his
fat little legs fairly t.wm]-:l:'n? as he
flew, followed by a roar of laurhter
from the chnmz of the Remove. And
there waa still louder laughier when, 2
fow minutes Inter, Billy Bunter rhot out
of the doorway of the school shop like
a nip from an orange, with a boot that
lookod like Stewari’s close behind him,

THE END.

(" Baobh Cherry's Nig DBargainl™ is the
titte of pext week's fine story of the
Chums of Greyfrines. I's the first of
a few seried, 8o don'd miss it, boya)

Queer



THE WORLD'S GREATEST TEC—FERRERS LOCKE!

Outwitted 1

e DOK out!™
L It was Ferrers Locke who
spoloa.

Jack Drake managed to roll

himself out of rapge of the light, He
saw that it came from a pocket torch,

For a fraction of a second he mar-
volled that Ferrers Locke should be so
incredibly rash as to ecxpose himself,
having deliberntely  extinguished the
ordinary light, by switching on a pocket
torch.

From the opposite end of the room
an explosion seomed to confirm his view,
Although he could not see the Baker
Street datective, that disc of light made

a pericct target.
%o erary ' Jack groaned

He must
to himself. %
He kept his eyes glued on the direc-
tton from which the shot was
fired. He fancied he could
detect a alight rhovement 1n
the shadows. . ‘
Then eclose behind his ear
& dire whispered:
“Make for the door at all

Who

in capturing this man the Bridgeworthy
mystery would be solved.

Jack Drake held his breath, every
nerve in his body tensed, and all at
once he made & greb for the handle.
The door flaw open. Like s streak he
was on tho landing. PBut there wore
no shota, Instead, to his amezement,
he heard Forrers Locke's voice.

“He's fooled us! He's got out!™

The Baker Street detective ran out to
{uin his assistant, tor¢h in hand. The
opk of mortification that had crosscd
his face was rarely seen.

“Put he's still in the house!” Locke
cxelaimed., “He hasn't had time to

get clear. Try the next room.”

The next room was a kind of work-
ghop in. which, the detective used to
earry ont his scientific experiments. As

killed Silas Morecombe ?

Who murdered a man in Half Moon Street ?
These are but two of the knotty problems
Ferrers Loclke has set out to solve in his

JorHnNn SyivesTER

MEET HIM BELOW!

-

saw & black figure silhouetted against m
W -
The youngster darted forward, yell-
ing at the top of his voice. He ﬁp.rfx-'iﬂd
a polien whistle, and he whipped it out.
The shrill blasts and his own cries
brought startled faces to the windows.
Ona thing was certain—if his quarry—
who had new dropped into the lane—
continued to rmm, he would pretty
quickly ba stopped.

But a3z Jack mounted the wall he
oxperionced a sick disappointment, All
he could see wera the tail lights and the
numher of a disappearing car.

In Baker Street itself quite a crowd
had gathered. Policemen were running
in all directions.  Buspicious-lookin
padestrians were instantly stopped an
challenged,

But it led to nothing. As Jack Drake
came running up he saw at a glance
that Ferrers Locke had given up hope.

“He's bean too clever for us,' said
the Daker Street detective ruefully.

“0Oh, I wouldn't say that, sir!” ‘!:m-
tested the constable, who was slanding
beside him, “He may be
lying low in some garden or
ﬂ};E . We must go on with
the search!™ y

“It's my belief,” suid Jack
Prake, recovering his breath,
“ha made off in a car. A

" e . . i powerful two-seater shot up
mf.:?:i: Drake nearly gave latest case, which bristles with perils and  the lanc just &s I climbed
vent to a cry, Ferrers Locke set-backs, and shields an unknown epemy. the ;ﬂﬂr;l_ilo R%};EE I took the
was right behind  him, numnk .R. :
wherens the electric torch . ] ‘Tll phone that number
was five or six vards away. In a flash they entered and swifched on the light through to the Yard,” said the con-

stor. It Jack Drake gave & cry. stable quickly. " Every traflic men in

the truth dawned on the youn
had been balanced on tlfn edge of the
table. It was merely o ruse to draw the
enemy's fire.

Carefully Jack Drake began to work
his way mltm%':I the wall on all fours.
Any moment he experted the revalver
to bark again. But if only he could get
through to the passage he could cut off
the man's retreat.

Inch by inch Ferrers Locke's boy
assistant drew nearer. His arm was
smarting painfully, although he realised
it was only a flesh wound. Putting out
hiz hand, he felt an inward glow of
triun;ph. It had touched a wooden

onel.

FT{: attempt to open it unobserved
would be futile. He must make =8
sudden dash and rely on speed to break
out of the room betore the other man
could fire. Also, thero was the chance
that Ferrers Locke, who was moving
softly through the darkness in another
direction, would be able to grapple
with the intruder.

There must ba no mistake, Their
lives depended on it., If they succeeded

“The window's open! But surely he
can't get down that way "

Without even pausing to get his
revolver Ferrers Locke followed his
assistant te the window, the lower sash
of which had been raised. A chute ran
down the side of the house, and half-
way down, climbing with the agility of
a.cat, was the man they were after.

“What zhall I do, guv'nor?"” asked
Jack eagerly.

“Rush into the garden,” was the in-
stant reply. “If he elimbs the wall he
ta bound to be trapped in the lane.
Meanwhile, Drake, I'll go to the
front door. He may try and slip around
to mingle with the ordinary passers.
by. Or he may have a car waiting.
But rememhber he iz armed. Make a
noise—shout * Police!” and * Murder?
VYou can't play this gomo single
handed."

“T'11 get him !" muttered Jock, rush-
ing back,

Heo leapt the stairs four at a time.
As poon ns he reached the gsrden he

London will be on the look-out for it.
We'll have the Flying Squad on the
track in o matter of minutes. DBut, of
course, sir, [ needn’t tell you how these
things are worked."”

“It's hordly necessary,” replied
Ferrera Locke, with a rather forced
srmale. “You may find the car—but it's
the man inaide it I want.”

“Bo you think it's & bad ense?"
puurie.d Jack, as thoy turned away.
‘Hang it all, T haven't discoverad yet
how he got out of the room without our
nﬂtiﬁmg. It's like o dashed conjuring
‘trl'il: R

"It was neat and daring,” admitted
Locke. "“let it be & warning to uhk
We know now what to expeot.’

“But how was it donei” Jack pere
aisted. o

“ Exactly as every other conjuring
trick is done—by distracting our atten-
tion. When he fired, the eound
deadened the opening of the door. He
had to be guick, of course. But he
relied on t?ha fact that we wouldn's
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puticipa!s such & move. He was per-
fectly  right. We  wasted several
preeciows minutos wailing for him te
firo again” )

“Dut what was his iden " asked Jack
Drake. "“If ho wanted to shoot us
sircely Iie could have done so. He konew
wo weren't armed,”

“There's a limit, Jack, to the number
of shots you can fire in a London flac
without arousing unweltome attention.
Of course, he would have liked very
much to have blown - brains out;
Leeause although they've been somewhat
rusty to-night, in the long run he knows
they are Lo feared, But there's
something he wanted still more.”

“"Something ho  wanted ¥ the
echoed. "

“The Jeather case you saw mo nursing
when you camae wn.  If 1 am not very
much mistakon woe shall find it missing
wihen we got back.” ]

Jack Droke gave & low whistlo

“Was it important?”

*1t conteined rome charred fragments
of letters that had been burnt in that
flat in 1Ialf Moon Stroet. Inspector
Tawbton let me have them to study.
T muanapged to extract some unseful in-
formnution.  Thore were only o few
words legible, but fortunately I com:
wmitted them to memory. It would have
been belter for our visilor's health if
Ii2 had fired sooner. It was your arrival
that put him off Lis stroke.” )

“And your lecture about lopidop-
tera,” ?immd Jack. “I bet that
started him_ guessing. I supposs you
haven't the faintost idea who he 187

““ At present I'm ealling bhinn—-

Dut. suddenly the deteetive broke off.
A policeman was hurrying up to him.

“ Iiwcuse me, sie, but there's a gentle-
man wants to srpf.-zr.k to you. He says
it's urgent. I found him ringing the
Lell of your howse.” The man gave a
smile. I nearly arrvested him by
mistake,” .

“PDid he give his nume?” asked
Locke, after exchianging a quick glance
with Jack. '

“Mr. Jumes Lomax, sie,”

boy

An Interesting Visltor !
N overturned table and tho scar
A of o bullet on the wall was all

that remained to remind

Ferrera Locko of the narrowest
csgape he had ever had. Dut by now
he hiad fully recovered from his ciagrin
at being oubwitted.

As he showed in the wvisitor Jack
Drake was astonished by his execllent
epirits.

"I am afraid, Me. Lomax, vou mnst
excusn the disorder,” he cxplained.
“You come at a rather unfortunate
moment.”

“Qg I heard!” declared Iomax.
“Wasn't an attempt made 10 burgle
vaur house?"

“To murder me,” corrected Locke
soltly.

“Good hicavens, you don't mean—'

The bip Australian looked aghast,
He was a stalwart man, six [eet of bono
and muscle, Hiz bronzed foce was clean
cub  and resolute.  He had  faintly
reddish haie and frank blue eves.

“1 ean’t say it is ultogether a movel
experience,” continued Ferrers Locke,
ns Jack Drake hastily straiphicned out
the Forniture. * But don't mind
admitting that the man who did it 1s
one of the most diabolically clever
criminals T havo over hunted down.”

“Then you know who he iz?"” asked

B s e

Lomax, as though that at least was
somnething to be thankful for.

“I have a suspicion, but no proof
Not yet, at any rate.” The detective
shrugged his shoulders. “There 15 a
great  difference  beotwéen  legal  and
scientific  evidence, Mr., Lomax. In
sgcience vou frame an hypothesis to [t
a sot of foacts; if it doesn't cxactly fit,
or if another [act turns up to spotl your
theory, vou set about to build a fresh
one. You can't do that in law; you
must be absolutely certain before you
hang a2 man. You must noit only be
sure yourself, but you must convinco a
jury who are blind to anything but the
very obvious. A good many murderers
walking about to-day have reason to
e grateful for the law which prefers
the opinion of the layman to the cxpert.
‘fhe idea sccms to be that if you
multiply ono atupm man by twelve you
goet intelligence.’

Lomax looked absolutely bewildered.

“You've got a remarkable set of
nerves,” he execlaimed, "to discuss
calmly the merits of the jury system
withipn 2 few minutes of an attempt on
your life.”

“In m

profession we can’t afford tho
luxury o

nerves, Howoever, if you will
sit down perhaps you will tell me why
I am indehbted to wou for this wisit.
May I offer you & cigarette?”

“Thanks, but I only smoke cheroots.
I'll hght one if you don't mind. Bug
most people think they are poisonous.”

“VTou didn't pick up that habit n
Australia, did you?"

“We smcke them a lot over there,”

nodded the other. “I was in the

tropical north, yon know. T was with
an opa!l syndicate for o time. Then I
started prosnecting on my own, You
waouldn't think, living in the wilds as 1
have, that I'd have any more nerves
than you have. Yet. in the past few
dave—well, franklv, this thing haz got
ure rattled.™

Ferrers Locke stuffed his pipe with
tobaoca, and, aflter applving a mateh,
wiited encouragingly. Ho had deliber-

SRR NI RN FFSF St s A AN FEEN A A

INTRODUCTIDN.

FERRERS LOCHE, the werl's [famous
detective, and hir agsizfant, Jack Drale, receive
@ vigif from Mr. Sflas Meorecombe, of Bridocworthy,
South Devon, who lelle Locke tha! he ke recetved
faro notes threatening hiz Mfe.  I'n consenrence
eof this, Loeke and Drake visit the West Country
that night and wateh the howse on the edpe of
artmeor,  Suddenty their vigil iz broken by an
alnrm from the howee, and rushing in, they
discorer Stles Morecombe dend sn iz room,
the marrderer having vandshed wilhon! a trace,
Figpector Websfer, of Seolfond Frrd, who f2 in
charge of the case, suspects Sonmes, the
mrn's utler, FPerrers Looke, however, har a
different theory, Tor he Enows tha! Morecowmbe
—whose real name was Lomaz—weas a member
of a4 eriminal gang that, vears before, had been
responsible for the disEppearance of J'ml_'f a miflion
pounds worth of bullion, The gold was never
recovered, anl Looke 0% cohvinced that semetphers
@t the Grange are econcenled the slolen ingofs
thitd soere the cause of Moreeombe’s dearth,  Laoiler,
Locke reads of @ shooling traqedy n Hall Moon
Street, and thinking thot this may hare soms
bhearing ot e Morecombe mpslery, he Burries
braek fo London apith Nwale, A eofowe rerufing of
the room soot conviness the detective that it is not
i cage of suicide bul mvrder. That some night
when the detective and Droks are baok in their
quariers al Baker Streel, the forner's quick eye
detects @ movement bellind one of fhe curiaing,
A merentdater @ revolver barks outl and a bullel
whistles perilovsly neqr the defeetive’s hood,
Juntping to Rix fest, Locke plunpes (he room in
darkiess, realising only foo well that erouching
aometohere in the Background €2 the masler-
criminal fe has been searching for. Suddenly
there 18 a roar, something red-nod slings Drake's
Eﬂﬂ he w blinded by o sudden dazzle of

il

(Noto read on.)

ately chosen a roundabout method to put
the visitor at his ease.

“It’s this affair of my hrother,”
Lomax went on. “IFs no use pretend-
ing that Silas and I wasted much love
on cach other. I knew that he was
pretty much of a rotter. Although I

didn't realise he was bad enough to
stoop to actual erime. But the polico
tell me that vnder the name of Morea-

combe he once served a term of
imprisonment.”

“That's g0,” Ferrers Locke assented.
puffing at his pipe. " He was mixed up
with a dangerous gang of crooks
headed by a scoundrel called Peter the
Pedlar.”

“I knew nothing of it,” protested
Lomax. " We seldom corresponded. In
fact, when I came back fo England a
month ago he refused even to sco me.

He seemod to ba living in  rigid
seclusion, ™

“With aod  reakon,” murmured
Locke., ** However, please procecd.™

*“The first 1 heard of his faurder was
when I read it A the newspapers,
Naturally I rushed down fo Bridge-
worthy. I am informed that as he has
died intestate I inherit the property."

“IDio you intend to settle thors®"

“T1 haven't decided. I shall certainly
live at Bridgeworthy until this terrible
mystery iz cleared up. After the man
who murdered him has been brought to
justice I may sell the place and go
abroad again. But that 1z why I came
to see you. I believe my brother
appealed to you te act for him and
you refused. I am going to ask you to
reconsider your decision and act for mo
instead. ™"

Ferrers Locke had become
thoughtful.

“ Aren’t you satisfied with the way the
police are conducting the case?™

“Vory far from it,”” eaid Lomax om-
phatically. “I'vea soen  Inspector
Webster, but the man strikes me as
being an utter fool. He would have
ﬂ?regfﬂd Scames if I hadn't stopped

1.

“This 1a interesting. How did you

maora

siE}P him "
“¥ou've asked me a diffienlt ques-
tion.” Lomax drew himsell up in the

chair and studied the ash of hia cherogt
For a minute he seemed hardly to know
how to go on. “I promised Webster I
wouldn't breathe a word of this to a
soul. However, I don’t feel bound to
teep that promise so far as vou are
concerned. It happened last night, at
cleven o'elock.

“1 was going to bed. It waa the
first might I had spent at Bridgeworthy.
I had partially undressed, and was
smoking at the window of my room
admiring the moon on the moor, when
T saw—I zaw something.”

He hesitated, shrugged hiz shoulders:
and Jack Drake, who had guessed what
was coming, was surprised by the

ravity of Locke's cxpression. Tho
atter was leaning forward, his face
tense.

“You saw the ghost?” he asked.

“YWhat they call the ghost.” Lomax
tried to smile depreeatingly, but he
could not hide his uneaziness. “Of
course, il was someone dressed to the
part. What's behind it is what we've
got to find out. That’s why I've come
to you. Dut it was cleverly done. I'm
not o nervous man, but for & moment I
confess—well, frankly, I don't wonder
the villagers won't go near the place.™

“Will you tell me exactly swhat wou
saw i invited Locke slowly.
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“Aly roem overlooks the lawn,  Be-
hind that, as you know, there iz a
Jaurel hedge and a  fiv  plantation.

What fArst attracted my - atiention was
a necualiar sound, like the hoot of an
::1'1.1;1, but mere prolonged and somehow
more suggestive of pain. Ilonestly, it
was g ost bloodenrdling sound.

“1 looked out in amazement, but I
sould zee nothing. Then right in the
middla of the lawn I noticed what
looked like o shadow—bnt there was
nothing io cast any shadow. Gradually
it began to move and the moonlight
revealed a tall, white shape—hke a
monk with a pomnted cowl, I guess my
imagination was a bit cxecited, because
although I looked straight ot it, the
thing dido’t seem to have any {ace.

It raized one arm, pointed a skinny

“I’Il get him!* muttered Jack
Drake, mounting the wall. Buf the
youngster experienced a sick dis~
appointment, for all he could see
were the tail lights and the number
of a fast disappearing ear. His
quarry had Down. (&ee page 26.)

hanil at the house, and uttercd another
mournfuel wail”

Even the recollection seemed to move
Lemax. He paused and drew his hand
aeross his forehead at the same timoe
forcing an apologetic latigh.

“It's ifferent when yon aroe describ-
ing it. I'mm net a superstitious man, but
;}ust, for a minate I've got to admit,

was shalken. However, I told myself
not to be a feol. I had a revolver
handy, and I dashed downstairs. By
the time I had resched the grounds tho
spectre had vanighed. Now what do
vou make of that, Mr. Locke?"”

“1 take a wvery serious view of it"”
was the reply.

“You mean—ifor heavens' sake don't

keep anvthing back—my own life is
threatened ! )
“1 eertainly think s0.” answered

Locke deliberately. *I should advise
you to keep away from Pridgeworthy.”

FWell 'm hanged 12f I'll be searcd
sway,” ssid Lomax, bringing his fist
with a thud, down on the arm of the
chair. *I was taken by surpriso last
night. I'm convinced the ghost is solid
enough o bo stopped by a bullet,
next time I won't be
trying.”

“1 admire your courage,” said
Forrers Locke. It takes real cournge
for a man to admit he has boon fright-

so slow ahout

- interests

< ing. - I Took

And -
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ened=and sztill to stick it out. But how
does thiz touch Boameg ™

“Oh Soames,”™ said the other, half
condfemptronsly. A more inoffensive
man you couldn’'t find. vo taken him
aon myself,  Of eourse, when 1 told
Webster  about the ghost he had to
agreo thab Scame: couldn’t be guilty.
e was at the polica station w‘ﬁﬂn it
happened, and he couldw’t be in iwo
places at once.” '

“Webster's reasoning is improving,”
murmured the deteetive. “So you want
me Lo toke up the casa?”

"Y1 do,” said Lomax fervently. “1've

lteard of wour reputation. I'm not a
riclhh man, but if it's a question of
money-—-—"

“lo isn't,”  interrupied the DBaker

Street  detective almost eurtly.  © But
before I consent, I must acguaint you
of my invariable rule. If at any time
n  clash  should arise botween the
of a c¢lient and those of

. %1'51'1'.:}12','-1 always take the side of justice.

am not suggesting that will

happen ;
Lt

ive cveryone a formal warn-
upon a case purely as a

riddle to be solved. T am ouwt to get
the trulh no mailer what the con.
sequienees, 't

e stood up, and Lomax also roso
willhe  alderity.

“That ecriainty snitz me,” he de-

+-|1
how grateful I am to you.
t much faith in the police, if

clared, taking the proifered hand,
can't say
I haven
they are all like this man Webster.
Wheon may I expect you downi™

“Bometime  to-morrow,”  was
sriling  answer.

the

Mr. Lomax is Mysterious !

7 ELL Jack my boy," ohserved
i Locke cheerfully as  thoey
sat in a motor-ear specding
towards the moors, “I'va
brought that batterfly net. May the
bunting ba good.”

They had passed Yelverton and
entered .a bleak stroteh of moorland.
The wild Dartmoor ponies were feeding
among the great heaps of granite, their
long manes blowing in the wind.

“You don't scem to think much of
my own bit of work,” complained Jack,
who g¢onsidered he had a grievance.

“On the contrary, vou did aplendidiy.
I've passed on that information to the
Yard. Lambton hasn't recovered from
tha news of our last night's adventure
ret. St I was alble Lo give him what
En wanted.”

“ About the burnt lotters "

Forrerz Locke nodded.

“I must read you & lesson ono of
these days on the Gross process. You

may bave noticed that if you burn a
letter tho writing usually stands out
quite legibly in grey, against the blatk
background. The difficulty lies in
eollecting the fragments without break-
ing them. ‘f'o do that you introduce
them into an  atmosphere containing
moisture, which reduces their brittle-
ness. Then vyou 6t them after the
fashion of a jig saw nuzzle under trac-
ilig paper, Wlliiﬁl yvou finally cover with
ass,

“Wa should probably have had some
vary valuable chies if some blockhead of
a policerman hadn’t raked over the
ashes, Howover, I collected some broken
sontences which may turn out to he
important. The :;leaj man had recently
had a vielent guarrel with Silas Mores
coinbe, bocause one of the lotters con-
toining & good deal of abuse was signed
by Morecombe. ‘There was another
letter suggesting ho might be Bﬂ.ili]]F
on the 8.8, Mestoriz next Woednezday.'

Jaek's oyes widened.

“Then why did he take the flat®”

“ My theory all slong has been that
ha «idn't. It was taken inm his name
and he was lured there by the man who
murdered him. ‘Fhe same man mur-
dered Morecombe, and shot at me last
night.”

“Tio svou think he's one of FPeler
the Pedlar's gang !

“Jror the present ['m conient to call
him Mr, X.'*

“And it's Mr, X.," cried Jack, “whao
i3 creating the scare about the house
being haunted. Ho wants to keep the
villapers sway and drive Lomax out
so that ho can hunt at his leisuro for
the bullion.. DBut wouldn’t it bo a good
idea for Lomax fo put the house up for
sale? If we were right the murdercr
would be the one to buy it.”

“He is too clever to be caught like

that. We aro up against a man who
has a genius for erime. And he is
utterly remorseless.  Hp  has  the

courage of his own logic, Lecause it's
an odd thing how few Elpmp!a realisa
in practice that the punishment [or ono
murder i3 preuiselﬂ the same a3 the
punizshment for a hundred.”

“0Ff course,” said Jack reflectively,
“Mr. X may be several prople. Per-
hapsa it's just the name we've given to
a whole gang.”

“Tt's o name we arc using to coneeal
our ignorance,” remarked — Locke
frankly, " We've got a certain amount
of data. We know very roughly the
build of the man, and [airly accurately
the size of his handa. We know the
colour of his hair, providing it ism't
dyed, and if he follows the statizstical
avorage, the colour of his eres also.

Thue Macxer LIBRARY,—-No. 1,117,
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thitode we enn be conbdent lie ins served
i term of  naprisotngent, or else be
wonhkdu't be =0 careful 1o leave no
fngerprivta. Il was prebubly iu the

SR }-rirnn as Poter phe Pediar, or ol

i~ unbihely he would bave heard abow
Movecorube's treachery.

“Ho the lield of inguiry iz narrowing
down, Awd az: he iz certatn to pelurn,
even though we ey not cateh L red-
banded, he 1: boood o Jenve  frosh
traces,  Meanahile, feom the  burpt
letters 1 decipliored we liave  defiibe
praol that there 35 8 covpeetion between
e Halt 3o Biveei mvstery, and the
murder of Morccombe"

Yerrers Locke Dlad  bavely finished
Hhis resure when the doy village eof
ridgewortly came in signt,  Despite
his aperein candowr, Jack had an im-
pres=ion that the deteetave was keepiug
=oincihing  back, e &pew Ferrers
Locke oo well, however, nol to realise

that v would st divalge an iota meave *

shan he inteonded,

“He know: who Mr. X 15 thought
the bov, “bue he wou't admit it until
he pets more definite proof.”

Tl cowviction towalized him, De-
cause he wos snre that Locke was enly
keeping back his deductions; Lo had
shared the whele of the available evi-
oo,

Lonws was ou the doorstep, evidently
anxiovsly awasking theiv arrival, A
shade of reliefl croesed bis broneed face
ax ey pol oul of the ear.

Wil won comwe straght inle the
sbuey 2™ b asked.  “There’s boen o
new develepivent, I've said notlung o
Wibeter, 1 thought 1 would get your
adbvice fivst.” _

A new development ™ Jack felt o
tingle of exeiiement. #He fiked this big,
clean-lnbed Avstradion.  Hoe admired
i for his pluck in staying on in this
howse, although he knew the danger to
which he was expozing hiimself.

It was diffienlt to resdise that he was
Ilie brother of that oily scoundrel, Bilas
Morecombe.  No  twe more utterly
difforent types could be imagined.

Az soon as they entered the study
Lomax explained what bad heppeoued
without preamble.

ALoek ot for next week's dhpiling
instalment, wnd  prepare ynw-ﬂt}:’, far
vame  glarfling deoclopments in this
nreat mystory which Kerrevs Logke s
!{_ﬂ_{irmfnrrf tn golved
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“BOUND FOR THE
AMAZON!”

(Cwntinued frone eene 15)

The F Sam's bovs glasnsed ab it
curiowsly, then they skarled with surgrise
us tieey vead the kbl

Thi: was how il wus addezszed

“Juck Jolly. Vg,
efa The Conlkever,
Southampten Hevber.

I'IRACGILLE, WITH CAREL

To be opened us soon ay the yol gels
ol to =ea.”

Jarls Jolly & Co. werg nalcherally
Ieendy interested in the misterions prudagre
after that, nwl geate was their euviosty
to dind ont what it containaxd,  They wosde
up their minds fo prize il open as soon ¢
they it England'z shoves hebind them.
Fives nmniits oftor ihe uneggapented
vacking-case had arrived, the good ship
Conleerer snoved slowly wd majestickally
off towasrds the open sea. Soon the
coastline of good old England was receding
into the backeround, and the Conkever
ws stesming proudly out to sen.

Jock Jolly & Co. wotched their nativ
Lond dizappearitnee from zite, with luaps
in their Huoals, cnwzoed by pences of yr
which Fronk PFearless was  jennorously
handing round,

Then, when the Iast bit of Enoland
Iaul vaunished over the horizon, they
turncd eacerly to the packing-case.

.'..... FRARER NNl A SRRV NN NN I-I-

Another “lMa%net " reader wins
a pocket knife tor the following
amusing joke :

Boy {(whols al the same school
that his fathar went to) : " Ware
vou at the bottom of your Form
at echool, dad ¢ ¥

Father (graatly
" Cartainly not! "

Boy: “Wall, the desks ars
screwed down, and your nams
Is garved on the one | am
using I '*

Sent. in by T. Ballour, Strath-

carren, Whites Place, Montrose.

annoyod) :
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Juck Jolly borrowed an axe from g
menber of the erew, then sel to worls to
open it, .

Crosh ! Bang ! Wallop !

The lid of the grale box gave way with a
rending, eplintering  zowul.  And  after
that, followed another sound—a soud
that made the St. San's chwms favely
jumip-

" Xoarooooo ! Ow, my
noppere §

“ irate pip ! 7 eppsclained Mr, Fearless,
who was stunding l:’:,r, * The box condaing
i howman being £7 :

Juck Jully pullod sway the loose boands,
then fell bafk with & yell of astonislunent
o & bald pate emerjod from the straw
preclzings.

“ Mon-my hat!" he stuttcrod.

“ The Head ' roarod Frank Fearless

And so it was ! That conniug, tricky,
navish old fogey had manoideed to join
the party aiter all !

Dr. Bicchema!l climbed out of the caso,
grinning all over Lus dile. .

“"How do wyou do, boys ? CGood-
afternoon, Mr. Feacvlesa! Sorry I had
to adopt this little rees fue getting aboard,
but your diﬁreap-ant[va YO razlial of &
son Lrigd o Bar gue, you see. 1 man surw
thiat so far az yvou are consornod. T o«hall
be ancbonnered guest on your yol.”

Y Y on—you——". stuttcred AMr. Fear-
bars, :

e, Bivehomadl held up his hoswd,

* Boay oo omore obout it aee I know
van are going to toll ne to flog yoange
Fearless for Leingr =0 dispertinent to hig
hoadmaster, but I sin too kindhearted
1o do enything of the kind Lo’z hwwve
some  grub. 'm feeling  shioply  fain-
mished 17

My, Fearless, who was o real ol sport,
swallowed his feclings wilhh an citort ol
larfed.

*Well, I minst say von fake the biskit,
Pe. Biechomall 'Y Lo reparked. ™ How-
aver, now you're hiere, you'd better mako
vourself st home, Follow me snd wo'll
see what we can mannidge for vou in tho
tuck line ! ™

8o saying, Mr. Feavless lod thoe wav
down kelow. Dr. Birchemai! " followed.
And the 8t Bam's boys atrolled of
towards their quarters, with feclings that
wore too deep for words !

THE EMND.
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m Midnite orashed oub from e
old elgek tower at St. Bam's,

A shadowy figger in cap and gown
.&ﬁﬁ%& silently n_.usﬂmmﬂ?w mmp._w..,. A._nmmu&_“:_
passidges of the Skeol House. The
yanonlite, shinin through o Iatticad
winder, revealed the fact that s long beard
troiled from his sinnister dile ; also that
ha wore a blnck mask. A specktator
would hgve guessed immejately that lLe
way & bergler. It would have been a had
guess, The misterious midnite prowler
was, a3 8 matlor of fact, Dr. Birchemall,
tlie revered and majestick headmasier of
Bt Sam'a.

Why was the Head sneaking throogh the
kool House in this suspishus manmer ?
1t mite have been that ho was out for the
purpnss of konfiscating the tuck-hamper
which Stadfast of the Fourth had recesved
earlier in the day. It mite have beon that
he wes going to scare Mr. Lickhom into
a bloo mﬁo._“.w pretending to be a theef in
the nite. But it wasn't.

Something more valluable than a mear
tuck-hamper had brought the Head out
of Lis nice, eomfiortable bed. The Head
was after bigger gomo this time. In one
of the pockets of Frank Fearlesa of tho
Fourth reposed a secrot chart thot showed
the whereabouts of a vast trozzure thet
lay berried in a fer-off forrip land. That
waa what Ur. Birchemall was after, ns s
matter of fact.

Crash ! Bang! Wallop!

Hilantly a3 a cat, the Hosd mounted the
gteira, and encaked along towards the
Fourth Form dermitory. No sound broke
the stillness of the nite, save the soft,
repular broething of hundreds of boys,
snd the deep, gutteral snores of the
mastars.

{rash !

With  just the faintest sovund, the
midnite marauder opened the door of the
dormitory where he intended to exocute
hia fow] deaine.

“You fellows aweke 7" he whispered,
horzely.

“ No, gir | " answered the Fourth.

The Head ﬁﬁ.ﬁ & grunt of satisfaction
and entered the room. The Fourth slept
on.

Tip-fosing acrosz the room, Dr. Birch-
emall picked out the bed where Frank
Foarlees slopt the u.__maw. of the just. Like
s tnake in the w__ﬁmﬁ a reached out ond

abbed the slesping junior's trowsis

iving his hand into the pocket, he felt a
serap of paper,

** The chart ! "' he mutterad.

And so it proved to be. Ekanning it
eagerly in the light of the moon shinin
aﬁaﬂr ane of the winders, Dr. Birchema
saw that he had found what he had set
cut for,

It was at that moment that Frank
Foarlesa auddenly wolce up.  Sitting up in
bod, he saw the sinnister figger of the
midnite introoder bending over the all-
important key to the trozzure his unelo

left him.

To think was to act with Frank Fearless,

“You theeving robter!™ he cried
ik f bed, and h

o sBying, he sprang out o s and hit
the Hoad & resounding ewipe on the boko.

*Yarcoop! ™

The aggernised yeoll awoke the eecoss in
the Fourth dormitory. Immejatoly the
entire dorm. was owalke.

“ What's up, Feerlosa*? *’ came the voice
of Jack Jolly, from the other side of the
FOOT.

“Tg it & bergler 1™ asked Merry.

" Bome theeving cad is trying to pinch
tho trezzuce chartl” ooswered Frank
Fearless, * Switch the lights on, some-
body 1 ™

Eright turned out of bed and turned on
the lights, flooding the room with illewmin.-
ation, and the astonished juniors saw the
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asking (or the Ilooking).”’
MNugent’s appeal to readers,

sinmister fgger of their midnite vizziter
cowering agninst the wall.

* The Heod ! "' cried Jack Jolly, recker-
nising the seroundrell despite his black
mask.

"The cowering figger trembled vizeibly.

“¥ou're wrong!” he eriod horsely.
“If you think I'm Dr. Birchemall you're
jolly well mistaken, becawss ’'m ot ! As
a matier of fact, I'm meerly & poor honnest
bergler, working at my trade like o good
cittizen."

“Toll that to the Marooms!™ eriod
Fronlk Fearlesg skornfully. ' No ordinary
bergler would want Lo pingh my trezzure
chert. Let's see wour chivvy, you
seoundrell 1 Apd gimme back my trezzure
chart 1 ¥

With a movement likke litening, Frank
T'earless soniched the chart from the
introoder’s nerveless fingers, and tore off
hiz bleck mask. Thers wos a buzz from
the Fourth as they sow rovesled to themn
the dizmayed fcetchers of their own hopd.-
master.

“ 1 know 1t was the Head !V eried Jacle
.wﬂ._HW‘ frinmfantly. * What s the moeening
of this, sir 1"

Dre. Birchemall licked his maw.‘czm.ﬂ? and
glared round the dormitory lile o hunted
animal. He was caught at the wvery
moment Fhen suxxess seemed within his
grosp, ond he patcherally felt fearfull
waxy about it. There was nothing for it
now, however, bul to make the beat of &
bad job, and do his best to ezgsplain away
his suspishus bohavioor. ;

The Head did his utmost to twist his
fectchors into & grin.

“It's all right, boya!" he said, trying
to oppear at oase, "' No need to be
alarmed, T assure you., The fact is I only
did it fora j wnnest injan 1M

“ Pretty feeble kind of jape thom!™
snorted Frank Foarless,

“ Nevertheless, Fearless, that is the troo

aggsplanation of my W.Enum.sm in your
__wﬂ.um.s;ﬂ_.m at this nockturnal hour. My

-idea was to pinch the giddy chart and give

woui & bit of a shoels, then restore it to you
to-morrow. He, he, he "™

And Dr. Birchemall went off into a fit
of unmevwsical larfter.

The Fourth stared at him mu_m_.a_m__. Tha
Hoad's glib eggsplanation didn't strike
them as konvincing someliow.

“Hil All abored for the *Conkerer’
bound for the mity Amazon and trezzure
e » » » vast trezzure to be had for the

THE FUNNIEST ADVENTURE 4&: OF THE YEAR—SEE BELOW!

Dicky

sarkostically.
" How daro you,

in this1™

indipnant]

The Fourth h

mood.
Dr. Birchomall

" Burd you meant
to restore it, sir T
asked Merry, rothor

I trussed you don’t think
I am cepable of Leeping
anything that duzzent
belong to me, boy 17

“I trussed you're not
But I rather fancy you
are 1" angwered DMerry
tartly. ' Anyway,
mannidge to got away with

“And I'll take jolly good eara he
duzzont pot another chancal®
said Frank Fearless,
very well to talk about japes, but
the steaks in this game are too
high for jepes. I have a shrewd
sugpishun that my uwncle’s en-
nemy, One-gyed Fedro,

* it’s all

hae a hand

The Head blarneched.

“ Don't belesve it, Fe
told Onesyed Pedro that I
should refuse to pinch your chart
under any circumatances. I—I
mesn, I didn't even know there
was such & person as (ne-syed
Pedro 1" he conclooded despritly.

* Convickted out of his own
mouth | " romarked Jack Jolly.
' Now we koow why you're so
anxious to eome oub to the
Awszon with us. You'ro a paid

EE_EW of the ..._.m.w.%

arlese 1 I

rit pirate who

is aMEFw to do Fearless oub of
his das. Shamel"”
** Bhame | eceoed the Fourth

, .
W
Dr. Birchemsll began to recover ;4__,
hin sang-froid again.

*0Oh, ratat" he said crossiy,
“ 1 refuse to bandy words
with you after suwch cheek.
Back te your beds immajates
ly, before I am tempted to
feteh my bireh on the seon !’

nto thoir beds at that. No.
body was particularly an-
xious to eomo into kontact
with the Head's birch while
tho Head was in his prezzent

savvidpgely
round thao
~—  dorm., then,
niler awiteh -
—  ing ofl the
lighta, inadn
hizg egsit,
Thore wers no further
alnrma that nile, for Dr.
Birchemall did not feel
lilte wonchering fourth
agsin.  So the Fourih
were able to sleep on
undisturhed, white thair
shagrined  Leadmester
spont the smail hours kicking him-
self all round fis badroom,.

Il

on their long jerney to the
mitey Hiver Aminazon. A grsle
crowd of envious juniors sesembullcd

N the following morning, Frank
G @ Fearless and hia pols set fourth

™ on tho 8koo] Houre steps to bhid them

good-buy and good-leek, and thore was
much ¢heering as the yonthiul advancher-
erastappod inte tho magnillicent limeovine
which Mr. Fearless had sont to take them
to Bouthampton,

* Bee you after the surnmer hols, chaps,”
called out Jock Jolly, aa he sank back into
tho lucksurions cushioncd sent.

" Yeas, rather "

** Keop your end up against St Bill'a at
ericket 1"

Y Wo will t ™

The car waa just about to move off when
& bearded _.;__mnnﬂ in cap and gown, earrying
a batterad old travelling-bag, came tearing
acrosa the quad. .

“*Wait & minnit, boys, I'm coming!™
he yallod,

t wnr the Head |

Dr. Birchemall reached the limoozine
ond dumped hiz hag beside tho shover.

*Borry I'm late, bowya!™ ho poaspad,
wiping the inspiration from his forrid.
M ﬁ‘ﬁ can start now." )

“WE esn—but not vyl grinned
Frank Fearless, “I've told you befous,
sir, that you can't come.”

U Ah, but that was only one of your
little joaks 1" asaid the Heod calmly. "1
have too much regard for your welfare,
my boys, to allow you fo travel alone
into thé wilds of Africg—-"'

* But we're going to the Amazon, not
Africa ! ™ Inrfed Dright.

* Well, isn't tha Amazon in Alrica TV
aeked the Head, rather testily. * When
I was & shoolboy it used to be, though, of
vorze, thoy may have shifted it by now.
hﬂwﬂ&? m Eﬂmnm.._ 5

* Your mistake 1" grinned Jack Jolly.
dn ..m_...ﬂ..u.m.—_.ﬂ. wﬁ-m.—u __. ar

And Jack Jolly was right, for at that
moment the shover hurled the Hﬁi_:wm.
bag at the Head, biffing him in the broad.
baskot, and landing him with & bump
on the hard, unsimperthetick gravel path.

" Right away, driver 1™ yelled Fearless,
and with A lowd roar, ths prato car glided
gilontly away from the Blkoal House,
leaving the crowd cheoring lustily, and
Dr. irchemall shaking hiz fet and
breathing fire and slanter aftor themn.

“Geod-buy to Bt Bam’s |7 menmeored
Jack Jolly, with a lnat fond glarnse at the
famibiar old buildings. “ No more cricket

and rogs, you chaps | "

*And no nora  fogeings  from
the 1lead £ prinnod Frank Foarboss.
“Planlk Eoodneas, we shan't see tho
ald bafYer il wftor the suramer holz !

it Foearless was spenking too soun
when e emoid that.,  He did not
realizo0 how deeply mixzed uwp Dr
Bivehomall hal beeomo in the plot of
the villanons Une-oyeld Pedes. Lear-
fesa wed =oon 1o learn better

Aq zonn na 1l eeowd had  dis-
persead, tho Hend peetasd up bis Lo,
] borviead down Lo the gotes,

Fokgl, 1ha npged skool portee, taaeliead

his foyrlock ws the Wead swept on the
seen, amd e Birchemall pawsed for u

mibnnit.

“ Foysik T wont youn to go and 2o Mr.
Lickbam at once. Tell bim dhat 1 shall
ko alment for w cupple of months or #0,
amed that I want him teo tnke 5_.aqmu$ of tho
skool whila 1 aan gones Savvy 17

" Which I savvy,” said Fossil, rospes-
tively.

“I have no emall changs on me ab
yrozzent, s you bl better aske Mre. Lik-
wra to give you a Lip, Fossil,"” mided the
Hoead as an aiterthought, us ho walked
WY

Fusgil mwttered eomething under lis
broth as Lo tvrmed to do the Head'abidding.
e knew thint the only tip ho was likely
to ot fron Mr. Lickham wos the tip of
that jentleman's boot !

Bome distanco down shie June, A4 malor.
ear wits waiting, snd s villunous-looking
forrier wearing o chade over one eye
waved o grecting to thoe Iewd, 1t was
One-eovad Pedreo |

“You pinchas trezzure-chack 1" Lo
askad eagotly.

“*No luck!” onswered il Head
hrooly.

“ Fwmpa in, sonor ! " 3

A few soconds later tho Hend wos beinyg
triven fewrioasly towards the enast.

Meonwhile, Frank Fearloss and  Lis
chinme, all unaware of the Heml's noavich
trix, were in tho goyest of spivcits ag they
fore ilromgh the countryside in the
itiracktion of Sontlismpton.

The juniors' harta woro beating fast
now at the thought of tlhe wemexing
ndvencher they were just  hepinning.
They laricd and eracked jonks, ond felt
awiully egpsited. So egpsiled wers they
that they could hardly touch the luneheon
Mr. Fearlers had provided for them in o
Sonthampton hotal.  All they mannidged
to oot between iho four of them wos four
cliickons, a fow dishos of vojotabies, holf
a dozen plum duffa, and some froit.

After lunch thoy embarked on Fenrless
Senior's  Btoam t, the Conkercr, a
bewtiful wvessel which waa _“m.:ﬁ in the
harber Mr. Tearless, s bluff, 1HE.1.”.___.
middig-aped jentleman, wad waiting on
board to proet them, and Frapk Feorless
made the neeessary introduclshuns. Aftee
which, Mr. Feaorless, in p._mu tmn, intro-
dooord the St Bam’s juniors to Kaptin
Manesale, who was in charge of the yot.

“ Well, what about pushing off, Kap-
tin 7" sujjcated Mr. Feorless, after these
formallities.

“I'm game, sir,” onswercd Haplin
Manesale ﬁr:xmﬁﬂﬁw.. then Lo turmned to the
firat moete and yelled: * Is everyone and
_mr_ﬂ_.m._‘w.m.p.ﬂ aboard 1"

< .|.||.._.._ u“.nmﬂn _ b1 . ;

* Hulf-aaninmt, Kaptin.  Tsn't this big
preking-cose for us ' gsked Jack Jolly,
pointing to & heyvy wooden box undur
whose wait o eupple of slevedoors wero
stngpering  towarda the good ehip
Cankeror.

* Ahoy, theral Ara you lublers
bringing that here 1" roared the mate.

& mt...ﬁ air | " roplied the stevedoors in
corns. With thet, thyw lurched up tha
gangway and depozz ted their burden
o the deck.

(Centinued on page 28.)
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