THE TRICKSTER TRICKED !}

A Grand Long Complete School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.

AUGUST 12th, 1916.
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MR. SKINNER SAT DOWN IN THE ARMCHAIR WITH HIS BACK TO THE LIGHT. “NOW,
WOT ABOUT SOME GRUB?” HE SAID, '

(An Exciting Incident in the Magnificent Long Complete School Tale in this Issue.)
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¥ RAKE'S RIVAL!"
By Frank Richards.

Rake, of the Greyfriars Remove, is as typical a British
echoolboy as could well be found—full of fun, plucky, keen
en games, not too fond of Form work—a staunch chum and
a penercus enemy. Thus far he haes seldom, if ever, been
shown hard up against serious trouble. But in the grand,
long, complete story which appears next weck he Gnds
himself confronted with the sterner things of life; and,
although a trifle taken aback at times and doubiful as to
his course, e comes out of a tryving ordeal with Hying
ecolours. His rival—a jealous and unserupulous one—is a
certain Arthnr Carthew. a new boy st Grevfriars, whose
ambition is to get the place 1r the cricket team which has
been pronnscd by Harry Wharton to Dick Rake. To attain
his end, Carthew stops short at no meanness; and his
aschemmes nre helped by koowledee unfairly obtained as to a
seeret which Take s keeping, It 18 not Rake's own sceret,
but that of & cousin, There is another sceret in which the
new boy himself is concernad. Billy Bunter is the mnstrument
of bringing this to light, and through him the tables are
turned most completely upon

“RAKE'S RIVALI"

e

A CURE FOR BLUSHING. B

I hayve had. so many letters of late from boys who suffer
Trom .the distressing habit of causeless blushing, and in so fow
casce have names and addresses been given, so as to enable
me to write to the sufferers, that 1 am going to devote a few
lings to the subject here. :

Let me start by saving that I don't in the least believe that
medicine will help in the creal majority of cases, and 1 should
not advise laking it except nnder doctor’s orders, Here and
there a tonic may be needed. But that depends on how you
are feeling ; and quite often the blusher is as fit and well ae
the nest fellow, |

What is the matter with him 1= a thin skin, I don’t mean
in a physical sense. 1 mean that he cares too much abovt
other people’s opinions as to things which reallv do not
matter one way or another, -

Public opinion 1= an important thing-—when it concerns
iteclf with matters of importance. It 1s not so when the

uestion is ae to whether the tie you are wearing ie just the
Ehing, or whether vour new dodge of parting your hair in
the middle is becoming, or about your stopping to speak to
a pirl you know, or taking off your hat to semebody. Get it
into your mind that there is really no public opinion about
things of this sort—that no cpe is troubling himself about
them. For those who chip others on such trifling matters
are not worth regarding at all.

In &hort, try to get out of the wav of believing that vour
httle world always has its eyes upon you. This belief induces
awkwardness, and from the feeling of awkwardness comes the
trick of biushing. Think about vour work. your games, the
book vou are reading, not about vourself and what othors are
thinking of you, Take it from me, that most of them simply
are not thinking about you at all!

THE BROTHER OF A CONSCIENTIOUS
. OBJECTOR.

I have had z letter from & boy who says that he is not g

ular reader of this paper, but has read a few numbers. He
has heard from some of his friends who are regular readers
that Mr. Richards has made uncomplimentary remarks about
conscientious objectors, and he iz surprised. He himself
iz the brother of a conscientious objector, he says, and he 13
proud of it. Well, each to his taste! If I were the brother

a conscientigus objector of the usual type, I should be -

| The Editor is always pleased to hear from his chums, at home or abroad,
§ and is only too wiiling to give his best advice to them if they are in
Whom to write to : Editor, The "{lﬂl

Library, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.

ﬁﬁﬁ ﬁlﬁfﬂ@@ : ' :

et”

bitterly ashamed of it;
and even if my brother
were a Quaker, or be-
longed to one of the other
sects  which  do  truly
repudiate  the idea of
fighting, even 1in self-
defence, 1 should not feel
proud. T believe that :
war is the last foolishness, the most absurd way of settling
disputes.  But, nevertheless, ¥ de not believe in the man who
will not fight for ‘his rights and for the things dear to him,
It may be folly to fight; but it is cowardice not to fight.
Better by far be a fool than a coward ! : |

“It is clear that Mr. Richards does not understand con-
scientious objoctors,” saye my correspondent, *‘go the least
he can do is to cease throwing nasty slurs,” But let the C.O,/
and his friends be consistent ! 1If fighting iz so completely out
of their line, let them receive in the proper spirit of meekness
uny_criticism directed at them, Calling it “a slur " does net
really destroy its force. If your principles will allow you to
sit tirht while the Germans do as they please with your
neargst and dearest, surely you have no T’iﬂﬂt'fﬂ kick at any
name anvone chooses to call you! DBe meek all the time, or
don’t be meek at alll
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THE TRICKSTER TRICKED!

A Magnificent New Long Cnmplete Tale of
‘ Harry Whartun & Co. at Greyiriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

WHHW&HE
A Complete School- 3
Story Book, attrac-
tive to all readers.
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The Feurth-Formers hmt mtu an Invnluntarp Iaﬁgh. They did nut mean tu be rade to tha stra.ngaf, I:mt thor enuH
not help it. The sight of an unsuspiclous man with the tull of a kite dangling behind him, and a priee ticket at the
. back of his hat, was toco much. {Sae. Gm;mr 6.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER. Rf}muvltna were there to watch the match. But Mark had
. Outside! been working at Greek in his study. His work finished,
the Lancashire lad was going out to see how the cricketers
CRA‘?IE-E Linley ‘stopped suddenly in the R-::mmra were getting on when he heard that crash in No. 6.
he heard that crash from Wibley's stud Crash | !
&T:Egt:a? a half-holiday at (un:,ffnara—fa ﬂunnyy “ What the dickens—="" muttered Mark, in amazement.
afternoon. Everybody, or nearly everybody, was He opened the study door and looked in. Tha nkm{z
out of doora belonged to Rake and Wibley and Morgan and Deamon
Harry Wharton & Co. of the Remove were playing the and he knew that they were on the cricket-ground.
Upper Fourth on Little Side, and most of the other (lrash !

® No. 444. Copyright in the Unlted States of America. August 12th, 1916,
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of the Remove were in the study.
They were standing by a large box under the window, and
Vkinner was wielding a poker. As Mark looked in the poker
bame down with another crash on the lock.

“What are vou ap to?"” oxclaimed Mark.

Skinner and Snoop swung round hastily.

There was alarm and guilt in their faces, and it was
evident that they feared for a moment that the owners of
the etudy had returned,

“All serene! t'e only Linley I saild Skinner, mugh
relieved,

“Mum's the word, Linley ! said Snoop.

Mark came into tho study, frowning.

*** What are vou doing with Wib's propertv-box ! he asked.

“Buppoge you mind Your own business?’ suggested
Skinner. 1 supposc Wibley haen't asked you to lock after
kis boxi"

““You were trying to break 1t open!” exclaimed Mark.

“ Exactly ™

“What for?” :

“What- does a chap gencrally open a hox for?” queried
Bkinner in his turn. 1o get at what's inside, you know !
M;:'fuu have no right to burst cpen Wibley's box!” said

rk,

Skinner and Snoo

“Can't vou keep vour oar out of what doesn't concern

ﬁﬂl] " asked Bkinner,
lessed prize-hunter !”

“Yes; mind your own business, you know ! urged Snoop.
“Don’t chip in where yoo're not wanted ! You're not in
our factorvy now, you know [

] b

" You're not going to smash Wib's things while he's out !”
gaul Mark quietly, taking no hced of Snoop’s taunt. ** Let
that box alone!”

“Who's goiug to stop usa?” demanded Skinner.

“F am, if necessary!”

“You cheeky factory bounder——""

“That will do!” said Mark. *“They did not play dirty
tricks like that in my factory, at all ovents ) Yuuﬁ’l let that
hox alone!™

Skinner and Snoop exchanged glances. They were two to
one, and they were not troubled with any scruples about
fair play. But they felt a certain hesitation about tackling
the sturdy Lancashire lad.

“Look here!” satd Bkinner, after a

“Go back to your swotting, you

{ pause. “I'm going
to cpen’ that box! Wibley keceps his rubbish in it—his
theatrical rot! I’'m going to make a bonfire of the lot!”

“ Why, you rotter, thess things cost Wibley ever 8o much!'*
exclaimed Mark., *“8Some of them belong to the Remove
Dramatic Soctety, too.”

“The Remove Dramatic Scociety can po and eat coke!”
paid Bkinner. “Wibley i too jolly fond of playving the fool
with these things, If he imporsonates a cﬂap and makes
game of him he can take the consequences! Bee "

Mark grinned famntly, He understood Skinner's object
AOW. Wibley, the amateur actor of the Remove, could
impersonate anybody; and the previous night he had sei the
Remove dormitory in a roar with an artistic rendering of
Harold Bkinner. He had acted over again a certain
adventure of Bkinner's with a cigar, which Skinner had
pnoked with direful results internally. All the Remove
fellows had considered it very funny—excepting Skinner.
Yo play the part, Wibley had adopted a snlﬁjﬁ and sickly
romplexidn, and by clever make-up had made his mouth
wppear larger, his eyes closer together, and his whole expres-
sion extremely cunning and foxy—all the Remaovites,
excepting SBkinner, declaring that he had made himself the
pxact 1mage of the black sheep of the Remove. Skinner
was not at all pleased to * see himself as others saw him "—not
mn the least. : :

Thie was Skinner's revenge. But for the fact that Mark
nad stayed in his etudy to swot, it would have been carried
out easily enough, all the rest of the Remove being out of
doors and the studies deserted. '

“Wibley is too jolly clever!” said Snoop. ** Hoe imitated
me the other day—mnot that it was anything like me, of
courae I -

“And when he finds his rubbigh burned 1t may be a
leseon to hum,” eaid Skinner., *1'm going to make a clean
eweep of the whole lot!™

Mark shook his head. .

“You can’t,” he saud.  “ Wibley's little joke was a hit
persomal, but you could punch his head if vou don’t like it.
Burning his property 18 a bit too thick !”

“I suppose I cah please mysclf about that?”

“* Not while I'm here !"

“{lear off, then!”

“T'll see you two safe out of the study first 1™ said Mark.
“Don’t be a cad, Skinner ! Besides, Wibley and his friends
would rag you bald-hcaded for this!™ ;

Tur Maaxner Lisrary.—No. 444,
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on  Snoop.

the same !

" “ Not unless you sneak about what you've szeen!” sneered
naop.

- Well, T sha'n't do that; but I eha’n't let-you go on with
l!'::: sald Mark quietly. *It's a rotten trick, and you know
1t |

" Not quite up to the high standard of the factory wou
lived in before you wangled a scholarahip and sneaked in
here I suggested Bkinner. :

“That is gquite true !’ said Mark, unmoved., *“ Never mind
the factory now! You fellows had better get out of this
study !"

“ Well, we're not going !

Mark paused. _

“I can't stay here and watch you,” he said. “I'm going
down to cricket. Now, I ask you civilly to step out!"

“You can go apd eat coke!” :

“(Go back to your swotting !"" suggested Bnoop. “If you
don’t grind, you won't bag the prizes away frgm the other
chaps, vou know!”

Mark flushed a little. It was rather hard that he could
not stick to his work without being called a swot and a
prize-hunter. But he was accustomed to the sneers of
Bikinner & Co., and he gave them little heed, = :

“Are you going ¥ he asked.

“No fear!”

Skinner raised the poker again, and crashed it on the
lock, to show Mark how little he cared for his interference.
There was a terrific crash, and the lock buret open.

The next moment a powerful grasp was laid on Skinner,
and the polker was wrenched
the fender. :

“Hands off, you factory cad!” yelled Skinner furiously.

Mark did not heed. He whirled Bkinner towards the door.
The weedy slacker of the Remove had little chance in his
strong hande. : '

“Back up, Snoop!” yelled Skinner.

Snoop sprang forward to his aid.

Mark released one band, and a quick back-hander sent
pidney James Snoop staggering acroés the study.

Then Skinner went through the doorway—head fhirst.
bumped in the

He

Snoop dodged round the table.
“ Hands off, you factory cad! I—I—I'm going!”
‘* Better go sharp, then!” '

Snoop dudﬁed out of the study, stumhling over Bkinner m;
- Mark. Linley followed them out, changed the key

his haste. :
to the outside of the door; and locked it.
againgt the wall. Skinner sat up and -

“You rotter! You checky cad?! Grooh!”

Mark gave them a glance, and then walked down the
passage, with the key of Wibley's study in his pocket.
Skinner staggered to his feet. Neither of the raggers followed
Mark. They had had enough.

*The cheeky cad!” gaeped Bnoop. “ A factory rotter like
that handling usa! He ain’t it for a fellow to touch, or I'd=—
I'd lick him!” :

“You couldn’t lick one side of him, or you'd do it1?
enarled Skinner,

“Well, you couldn’t, aither!” snapped Snoop.

Skinner ground his teeth. :

“1 know 1 couldn’t! But I'll make him sorry for this, all
There’s another way !”

And Skinner and Snoop limped savagely away. Wibley's
property was out of their reach now. But for some #ime
afterwards the two cads of the Remove were in dee
consultation, and the subject of their discussion was Mar
Linley and the punishment that was to fall upon the scholar-
ship junior if Bkinner could -cdntrive it,
thought that he could,

Snoop staggered

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Wibley on the War-path!

s RAV(Q, Rake ! S
Harry Wharton & Co. were going strong when

Mark Linley arrived on Little Side. :
Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Fourth, were all

out for sixty. Wharton had knocked up twenty for
the Remove before he was out. Bob Cherry and
Dick Rake were at the wickets now, and they were making
the fur fly. Rake had just hit the ball to the boundary.
Wibley and Morgan and Micky Desmond were. cheering
their. study-mate vociferously. No. 6 Btudy was not always
represented 1 the Remove eleven, but Dick Rake waa
bringing glory on the study in thié innings.
Mark tapped Wibley on the shoulder.
“Hallo ! said Wibley, looking round.

* Finished your
swotting 1" :

away and tossed clanging into

passage outside, and roared, Mark turned

And Skinner
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: Mai'k Linley laid a buwei'ful grasp on Sl{i;I—IEI‘, and the -ﬁﬁker was wrene

(See Chapter 1.)

e e

héﬂ away' an?tussad cI'at_lginngTn the Ianﬂef. I

‘“Hands off, you factory cad!”’ yelled Skinner furiously.

“ Yea,” sutd Mark, with a smile. * Here’s the key of vour
study.”

Wibley stared as he took the key.

“Thanks! But what the merry dickens have you brought
me my key for?" -

“I've locked yvour door.”

“The tnerry dickens you have!"

“Faith, and what have vou locked up our study fdr
intirely "' demanded Micky Desmond.

“There was a ragging going on, and I thought I'd better,”
said Mark. “You won’t find much damage done.”

“A ragging!"” 'e-ljaﬂulated Wibley, “Who's had the cheek
to rag my study ?’ :

““*Oh, some fallows!"

“Who are they?” demanded Morgan. “Tell us who
they were, look you, and we will go and ialk to them I’

“Oh, never mind who they were—there’s no much harm
dona,”

And Mark walked away to the pavilion, to aveid further
questioning. ITarry Wharton and Frank Nugent, Johnny
Bull and Hurree Singh were in the group there, looking on
at the batting. They greoted Mark cheerily.

“I gave Rake your place, Linley,” said Wharton, * He's
keeping his end up rippingly.” ,
S"”Il;he ripfulness is terrifi¢ | declared Hurree Jamset Ram

ingh. :

.. Hallo, there goes Bob’s wicket! Man in, Inky.”

#I am ready, my esteemed chum.”

Iurree Singh walked out as Bob Cherry came off the
pitch. Bob was rnddy and cheery. He had bagged twelve

THE Macxrt LiBRARY,—No., 444,
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runs for his side, and Temple of the

to take his wicket,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Done with

Fourth had been lucky
He grected Mark, who was his study-
mate, with a tremendous slap on the shoulder.

Xenophon for this after-

noon? IMow many parasangs have they marched since I

left you?"
Mark laughed.
“And you might
marched with that

Bob. “There's no accounting for

have been playing -cricket, and
blessed Ten Thousand instead,” aaid

“You haven't missed me, as far as
“Oh, no! Rake's done jolly well, and we sha'n't need sil

our wickets, anyway.

Temple, Dabney & Co., of the

The Fourth haven’t an earthly.” -
Fourth, were beginni

tastes, "

the cricket goes,”™

realise that they hadn’t an “earthly.” As a matter of

Bob’s was the last wicket down.
with five wickets in hand. The
rpsuli, and Cecil Reginald Te

pink as he led his merry men off the field.

“You kids have had rathor

[

to

ack,

The Remowe were winners
Removites grinned over the
mple of the Fourth was a little

good luck,” drawled Ceeil

Reginald, in a lofty, patronising way, and he sauntered off

before the Removites coul
LCecii Regmald had the ha
with his own performance

F—even when

to Bob Cherry, enough to make a “cat laugh.”

The chums of the Remove went in to tea when
was over. Bob Cherry was in funds,
uncommon spread in No. 13. The s

when Wibley came
wrathful,

inte the study

A Qrand, Long, Complete
-Wharton & Co.

, looking excited

d think of a suitable rejoinder.
ppy gift of being always satisfied
they were, according

the play

and therp WAS an
pread was going strong

and

Story of Harey
By FRANX RICHARDS,

i
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“Lanley, you ass—"

“Hallo " said Mark, looking round,

~ Who's been busting my property-box 7"

Muark hesitated.

“The lock’s smashed !
five hob to get the damage mended.
didd 1™

CWell, T'd rathier not tell you,” said Mark, colouring.
"1 turned the rotters out of your study, Wib, before any
bharm was done.”

1 tell yon the lock's busied into picces—-""

" But the props are all right.”

“So they were going to damage my props?” demanded
Wibley, in a sulphurous voice,

1 “’Efl, Fﬂ$+”

“I'm obliged to you for stopping them, but I want yon
to tell me who they were. I'm gomg to mop them up, and
slaughter them, and scalp them !

M:irk shook his head.

" Look here. why won't you tell me?" demanded Wibley.

*“L'd rather not be the cause of & row.”

“Oh, vou are a silly asg!”

“Thanks ! said Mark, laughing.

“And a frabjous dummy ' reared Wibley,

“Thanks again ™ :

“Broroppp 1M

Wibley stamped out of the study.

“Toe rotters ought to be licked for plaving a trick like
that,” said Wharton.

“ Well" they got rather & bump when thhey left Wib's
study.” said Mark. “1 can’t very well give him their names, ™
“Noj; that’s all right. I think I can gucss,”’ said Harry.,

“ Well, Wib ean guess if he likes,” said Mark, smiling.

Appurently  Wibley  exercised his mental powers in
guessing, and arrived somewhere near the truth; for there
wrre sounds of strife later on in the Remove passage, and
Bkiiner and Snoop were seen fleeing for their lives, with
Wibley and Rake on their track. They fled into & box-room,
where the pursuers cornered them, and the sounds that
proceeded from the box-room during the next five minutes
were full of anguish,

roarcd Wibley. “It will cost me
I want to know who

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Surprising News!

: HE Remove were at lessons on Saturday morning,
when there was a tap at the door of the Form-room,
and Trotter, the page, put his head in.

Mr. Quelch looked round sharply. The Remove.

master did not like interruptions during lessons.

The Removites did, and they were quite pleased to see

Trotter. It gave them a brief rest from the immortal

Virgil. It was possible to get fed-up, even with the great
works of P. Virgilius Maro. :

“Well?” rapped out Mr. Quelch.

“Telegram for Master Linlev, sir,” said Troiter.

“Oh! The lad may deliver it,” said Mr. Quelch.

The lad from the post-office came into the Form-room, and
Mark Linley rose in his plece. Mark was eurprised. He
was not expecting a telegram. He thanked the lad quietly,
and sat down ‘again. -

“ You niay open your telegram, Linley,” said Mr. Quelch
kindly,

Telegrams gencrally meant news of some kind— robably
bad. Unless there was illness at honme, Mark could not see
why he should get a telegram.

“Thank vou, sir!” he said.

}ie slit open the envelope, and drew out the slip of paper
within.

The message was brief. Tt ran:

“Coming ihis afternoon—FaTHER.”

“My hat!” murmured Mark.

Bob Cherry nudged his elbow.

“Not bad news, cld son?”

“Oh, no!” said Mark.

“(zood ! :

“I trust you have net received bad news from home,
Linley 7" eaid Mr. Quelch.

The Remove-master took a kindly interest in the hard-
working scholarship junior. :

“No. sir,” said Mark. “ My father is coming to eeg me
thiz rfternoon, that is all.”

“ Yery good,” ;

The lesson was resumed. But Mark Linley did not give
P. Virgilius Maro his undivided aftention after that.

He was purzied dnd perplexed. :

He would be glad to see his father—the Lancashjre lad
sometimes felt very keenly the separation from ‘s family, at
. B8O %remt i distarice. But Mr. Linley had never given a hint
of hie intention to visit Greyfriars. It was very surprising
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that he should make up his mind to do o all of a sitdden, and
apprise his son by telegram. So far as Mark could see, there
was no reason why his father should nou have written,

Mr. Linley was a guict, solid, thoughtful kind of man, not
in the least liable to iake sudden resolutions without apparent
cause. Mark ecould not help feeling a little uneasy.  Unless
there was something wrong at home, he could noi sce what
tiis sudden wisit portended.

The FLancashire lad was very thoughtful during ihe
remainder of the morning lessons. Some of the Removites
eyed him curiously. It was well known that Mark’s father
was a workman, and that Mark himself had worked in a
factory before he won his seitolarship at Greyfriars. .

It was common encugh for fellows’ relations to visit them
at the school; but Mark's people had been conspicuous by
their absence, ;

The expense of a train journey from TLancashirc to Kent
was a sufficient reason; but Skinner & Ca., and fellows of
their sort, hinted very broadly that Mark’s relations were of
a kind he would not care for the Greyfriars fellows to sce.
And even if it was merely the expense that stood in the way,
that was enough to make Skinner & Co. eniff with contempt,
What right had a fellow at Greyfriars, if his people couldn’t
afford to see him there? But Mark’s father was not likely to
tgpend a week's wages on a railway ticket, to. propitiate
Skinner & Co., even if he had known anything about those
agreceble young gentlemen

As 1t happened, however, Mark's father was “on
munitions ' at the present time, and there was an unaceus-
tomed prosperity in the little home. Feor the first time,
probably, Mr. Linley could afford the journey without great
difficulty. Yet that alone was not nué‘luiﬂm to account for
it. ¥Yet if his mother or sister was ill, it was more hkeli
that Mr. Linley would wire for him to come home. Mar
could not understand it, and he was troubled in mind.,

He did not obsérve that Skinner and his friends were whiss
pering and grinning. The cads of the Remove were already
specitlating upon what kind of a *johnny " “old Linley "
was, and what kind of a figure he would cut at (zreyfriars.

Skinner, who was good at drawing, proceeded-to design &
weird figure in his exércise-bock—the figure of a tipsy work-
man in corduroys, with a stumpy pipe in his mouth, and &
rum-bottle sticking out of his et.  SBkimmer's artistio
ffort elicited giggles from the fellows who saw it, and, un
fortunately for the humorist of the Remove, drew Mry,
Quelch’s attention to him, :

“ Skinner,” rapped out Mr. Quelch suddenly, *“bring youe
excreise-book here 17 '

Skinner’s jaw dropped. :

“ Do vou hear me, Skinner 7" - :

Harcld Skinner unwillinglv went out before the class with
the book in his hand, The Remove-master took it, and
locked at the picture. ,

" Very cleverly drawn, Skinner,” he said. “Von might
choose a better subject, I think—your taste appears to be
somewhat low, Skinner. Need I explain to you, Skinner,
ihat the Form-room is neot a suitable place for such efforts?
Kindly tear out that page, and plaee it in -the wastepaper«
basket.  You will take two hundred lines of ° Virgil,"
Skinner.” : '

Mr. Quelch had not guessed thai the caricature wils in-
%‘;‘.'h"'} for Mark Linley’s father, which was fortunate for

CINer,

The humorist of the Remove went: back to his place scowl-
mg; and he did not venture to be humorous again before
lessons were over. :

When the class was dismissed, Bob Cherry jeined Mark as
the juniors left the Form-room,

“All serene, Marky 7" he asked.

“I suppose eo,” said Mark. “I don't quite understand it,
My father's wired that he's coming this afterncon.”

“Good! We'll have him to tea in the study,” said Bob
heartily. . :
MH,I'E smiled,

“That's a good iden,” he said. “But it's odd. that he
shouldn’t have written. He seems to have made his mind up
very suddenly.”

“May have got a sudden holiday 1" suggested Bob,

“It's possible, of cour=e ; but he isn't likely to take a
holiday now he’s on munition work. But I suppose 1 shall
know when he comes, - I shall chuck ericket this afternoon,
I don’t know what time he's coming.” :

“We're playing the Shell,” gaid Bob doubtfully. “ Wharton
will want you to play.*” e

“I'll speak to Wharton.” : E o R

“Just as you like,” said Harry Wharion, when Mark ex.
plained to him. * But couldn’t yoa play till he comes?

should think your pater would like to see you playing for the

Remove.,”
“He would,” said Mark. * But—"*
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He paused and colourad,

“ Pyt what? "asked Harry.

«1'd rather-mest my father dirzotly he comies,” sard Mark,
Aushing.

¢ All serene !” said Wharton, with a curious look at ham
“11‘1]1 ask Rake to take your plice in the eleven. He'll ha
glad.”

Mark nodded and walked-away.

:‘ I—I suppose you'll wani me this afternoon®’ asked Bob.
“Yes, rather,” said Wharton promptly. * Marky can
look after his pater—at least, till the match 1s over, Bob.”

“1 think I see what's in his mind,”" said Bob, knitting his
brows. “Do you think any of the fellows would be cads
enough to chip his pater?”

“Whell, fone or two might,” said Harry.
Snoop and Stott seem
already. But, dash 1t all, we want you to bat, Bob!
Shell are rather hefty for us, anyway.”

* Ail serene !” said Bob. “I'll speak to some of iho chaps.
If there's any idea of chipping Linley's pater, it's going to be
mipped in the bud.”

“Yea, rather!”

_ After dinner, Bob confided his views o some of his friends
in the Remove. All the Famous Five were playing in the
cricket match, as well as Vernon-Bmith, Peter Todd, Squiff,
Tom Brown, Hazeldene, and Rake. But a good many of ihe
fellows were quite willing to see that there was no rotting as
faur as Linley's father was concerned. ,

Wibley and Morgan and Micky Desmond agreed to keep
an eye on Skinner & Co., and to deal with them drastically
if thev tried. to make things uncomfortable for Linley senior.
And the kind-hearted DBob went down to cricket feeling
relieved in his mind.

¢ Qlimner and

The
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Rejected Kindness!

'] E, he, he!” : _
William George Bunter seemed greatly tickled.

The Remove cricketers were on the round,
waiting for Hobson & Co. of the Shell, when
Billy Bunter emitted that cachinnation.

“] say, you fellows, you'll miss all the fun this after
noon,” grinned Bunter.

“What is the esteomed funfulness, my worthy fat Bunter "
asked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

#0Old Linley, you know,” chortled Bunter,

Bob Cherry began to glare, But the Owl of the Remove
di-ii] not see that warning glare, and he chirruped on cheer-
fully :

“The old bounder's coming to see Linley, you know.
Qlcinner thinks he’ll turn up in corduroys, with his knees
buckled, you know. He, he, he!” ;

s« And suppose he did?" said Bob Cherry, in a sul
phurous voice. . “‘Is that anything for a fat toad to cackle
at?"

“ Oh, really, Cherry! Snoop thinks he will arrive tipsy.
Do vou think he will turn up here tipsy, Wharton?"

% 0h, shut up, you fat idwot!" said Wharton.

#Oh, really, Wharton! Snoop says he's certain to have a
hottle of gin in his pocket. All the workmg classes drink
gin, you know,"” said Bunter, with an air of great knowledge.
“ They simply roll in it. What do you think the Head will
gay if he comes here boozy, Bob " .

Bob Cherry did not reply in words. He took Billy Bunter
by the collar, and foreibly applied his bat to Bunter's fat
person. The fat jumior roared in astonishment and wrath,

“Varooh! Wharrer you at? Leggo! Whatrer marrer !
Oh, yoop!” _ '

Billy Bunter jerked himself away and fled. Bob Cherry
breathed hard t\:'llruugh his nose,

T ghall slaughter that fat toad some day !” he said,

# [Tare comes the Shell,” said Vernon-Smith.

And the chums of the Remove had to devote their atten-
tion to cricket, Mark Linley came down to Little Side to sce
the boginning of the match. He did not know by what train
his father was to come, or whether he was coming to Friar-
dale or Courtfield, so he could not go to meet him. But he
wished to be unoccupied so that he could attend to him the
moment he arrived at Greyfriars. He had only too much
reison to fear that the cads of the Remove would be looking
for an opportunity of “chipping " the old gentleman.

Mark had had a good many little difficulties to encounter
at Greviriars, as was natural enough. But naturally he did
not want his father to be worried hf' knowledge of them.
Above all, he feared that the old gent eman’s feelings should
be hurt by any caddishness on the part of the snobs of the
Remove. One mean and ill-natured fellow might give Mr,
Linley a bad impression of the whole school.

Mark was looking on at the opening of the Shell first
innings when Billy Bunter nudged him. He looked down at
the fat junior,

1 say, Linley, when's your pater coming ! asked Bunter.
‘Taeg MAGNET Ltnnur.—ﬁu. 444, _ .-
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“1 don’t quite know. Some time this afternoon,” said
Mark quietly.

“Rather a lark, ain’t it?"" grinned Bunter.

“MNo, I don't think so.”

I mean, your pater iz rather a queer old codger, isn't
he 7" urged Bunter,

“1T'd rather not disenss my father with you, Bunter.”

“(Oh, don't get on the high horse!™ said Bunter, with a
sniff. “I suppose you didn’t leain to ride the high horse in
your factory, did you?"

Mark turned his back. WY ‘ :

“P'm not going to chip you about your pater, Linley,”
pursued Bunter reassuringly. “0f course, I know you're
ashamed of him o i :

“Will you hold your tongue, Bunter?” asked Mark, over
his shoulder.

“My dear chap, I don’t blame you,” said Bunter kindly.
“1f 1 had a father like that I should be ashamed of him."

i“If vou had a father like that you might not be such a
mean little toad,” said Mark.

“Oh, really, Linley ! The fact is, I'm going to be kind to
vou,” said Bunter. *Of course, a rank outsider like you=
you don't mind my speaking plainly, do you, old cha T

“T'd rather you didn’t speak to me at all, Bunter. don’t
want to have to hit you,” said Mark. '

“My dear fellow, there’s nothing to get waxy about !’
exclaimed Bunter, in surprise. T tell you I'm going to be
kind to you. It stands to reason that a rank outsider like -
you would like to keep up a .certain amount of appearances—
what! You'd like your father to think you've got frienda
here, and that chaps treat you on a footing of equality, and
all that.. So I'll tell you what, Linley: 1'm going to chum
up with you this afternoon, and see you through!” : g

Mark stared at the Owl of the Remove, and his clenched
hand unclenched again,

It really looked as if Bunter. with all hie stupidity and
snobbishness, meant to be kind, in his own obtuse and fact-
less way.

“I'm going to pal on to you for this afternoon,” repeated
Bunter. ¥ SE course, it's got to be clearly understood that
‘t’s for this afternoon only. 1 couldn’t undertake to keep
on intimate terms permanently with a factory chap. I'm
aot a snob, you know, but a fellow must draw a line. But
for this afternoon I'm going to sce you through, out of sheer
kindness. You can introduce me to your fathcr as a pal,
and show him that a gentleman takes notice of you !” _

Mark burst into-a laugh. It was really not worth while to
be angrv with Billy Bunter.

“ PBlessed if I see anvthing to cackle at, Linley!” satd
Bunter, blinking at him through his big glasses. . It will
give you a leg up, you know. . I'm periectly willing to be
introduced to your father as your pal—to see you & rough.
(f course, it's understood that 1 drop you aflerwards, and .
that vour father deesn’t presume on the . acquaintance.
must make a point of that!” :

“ You silly, fat duffer!” exclaimed Mark,
off before T punch your silly head?”

“(h, really, Linley! Don’t think I'm joking—I1 mean it.
Of course. 1 should have to make one or two conditions,
should expect a good tea in the study. Unless there was a
Fﬂeall}' good spread, 1 couldn’t undertake to speak to your
ather !" : ;

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Mark.

He understood now; !

Bunter was to be treated to a gond spread, and on that
condition he was generously willing to pose ‘as Mark’s pal
{::rr the afternoon. This was his notion of giving Mark a
eg-up. :

The Lancashire lad could not help grinning.

“ Well, what do you say?’ asked Bunter. “1 wmean it,
vou know. And—and I think you might cash a postal-order
for me. Linley. One good turn deserves another, you know.
I'm expecting a postal-order S, 3

“T'm afraid it can't be done, Bunter. . You see, 1 couldn’t
introduce vou to my father as my friend,”™ said Mark calmly.
“In the first place, you are not my friend. In the second
place, I should be ashamed to let my father suppose that 1
conld make friends with such a fellow. In the third place,
I'd rather my father did not see you at all, as he might
suppose from seeing you that Gm%iriaru fellows generally
:lrere cads, snobs, and bounders, , you see, it can’t be

one!” :

Mark turned away.
~ Billy Bunter stood quite breathless for a moment or two,
]I;ustfai; face growing purple with rage. He found his voice at
ast. : ;

““ You cheeky factory bounder 1" he roared.

Mark walked away to another part of the field: but Billy

“Will you clear
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‘Bun!i;cr Et}}lﬁwad him,
full length, .,
“You dashed factory rotter!” he shouted. "“Why, it's
a disgrace for your boozy old father to come here at all!
Yaroooooh 1™

Mark turned back at that. His grip fell on Bunter's
collar, and the Owl of the Remove was shakén till every tooth

in his head felt loose. '

“Gurrrergh 17 gurglear Bunter. ,“Leggo! Yow.ow-ow!
Don't sh-sh-shuke me like that, you beast! Groogh! If
you make my glasses fall off—yoop !—you'll have to pay f;:;rr
them—yow-ow-ow !—if they get bub-bub-broken! Yoocop!

Mark Linley shook him till his arm ached, and then let him
drop, . ° s

Billy Bunter-collapsed snito the grass, gaspingspasmodically.
HﬂhEWIlkﬂd'am}PE:gahi; but ‘Bunter did not think of
following him this time. He was only too glad fo see him

He meant to express his opinion at

 go.
“Grooogh!” gasped DBunter., “Beast! After T was
going to be kind to him, too! Grooogh! What are the
working classes coming to. 1 wonder—actually laying his

Jow-class hands’ on me! I'd.jolly well go after him and
thrash  him—grocogh | —but—but it’s beneath my—grooogh !
—dignity ! 4 : .

Billy Bunter serambletl to his feet, and rolled away in
an opposite direction to that taken by Mark Linley. Whether
At was-beneath his shgnity or wmet, he wisely decided not 1o
whrashi Mark.  The thrashing wounld have been a very pamniul
precess—to Willlmm George Bunter!

Skinner & Co. were going down to the gates, and Billy
Buntor joined them.

“Hallo! You coming, too!” asked Snoop.

“Yes, if you're going down to the tuckshop ! .

“ Fathead!” said Skinner., * We're going to meet Linley’s
pater !

Bunpter snortod, -

“Then you can go without me!
to meet a factory bounder’s pater!™ .

“Ass! We're going to pull his leg!"

“Oh, T sce! 1'm coming!”

-I.And Billy Bunter rolled out of the gateway after Skinnee
Co,

I'm jolly well not going

“E— — e

.

THE FiFTH CHAPTER.
Linley’s Father!

EINNER & Co. arrived at Friardale BStation-in a
cheery mood. The four ¢’clock train was not yet in,
and they proceeded to the platform to wait for if.
Skinner and Snoop and Stott were grinning merrily,
but Bunter was puzzled. .

He was quite willing to join in pulling Linley semior’s leg,
#o far as that went. But how Skinner & Co, knew anythin
about Mr, Linley's frain was a puzzle.  Mark Linley di
not _know when his father was coming, but Harold Skinner
apparently knew. )

‘Not in vet,” said Skinner. * We're in good fime!”

“] say, vou fellows, is it really Linley’s pater you are
after?”’ asked Hilly Bunter suspiciously, **1f you're pulling
my leg, wo may as well get along to the tuckshop at once!”

“Fathead!” said Skinner. _

“But how do vou know he's coming by this train?’ pee-
pisted Bunter. “ Linley doesn’t know!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!l” ;

“The fact 15, a little bird told me,”, said Bkinner gravely.

“Oh, really, Skinner!”

“Or, rather, I don’t know at .all, really,” said Skinner.
“But I thought he might come by this train, and I"'ve coms
to mect him because I'm so fond of Marky !"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, that’s all rot!” said Bunter. “He might come to
Courifield, -and walk from there. It would save something
on the ticket, and you know he's a poverty-stricken rotter !

“Of course he might!” agreed Skinner. “ Btill, we'll wait
here on spec j*

Skinner’s companions roared again. It was evident that
they had some secret source of information, which they did
not intend to confide to Billy Bunter,

““Here comes the train!” said Snoop at last.

Skinner & Co. were keenly en the watch as the train came
in fram Courtficld Junction. They had debated what Mr.
Linley would look like, and whether he would turn up tipsy,
and whether be would look as if he wanted washing, and
whether he would wear hobnailed boots.  Hobnailed boots
appeared particularly comic to Bkinner & Co., for some
-I'eiumn best known to those humorous young gentlemen them-
selves,

They were somewhat disappointed not to discover an un-
TEE MAcNET LIBRARY.—No, 444,
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washed and tipsy man among bhe passcngersewho alighted
from the train. .

There were several people they knew by sight, and several |
soldiers bound for Wapshot Camp, Among the passengers
was a solidly-built. broad-shouldered man, with a grave,
thoughtful fuce, and a brown beasd. He was dressed quietly,
and wore thick hoots and a bowler hat It was easy for
Skinner & Co., as they scanned him, to trace a resemblance
between his features and those of Mark Linley.

“That's the merchant ! said Skinner. - :

“J—4 say, thit old chap looks quite respectable!” said
Bunter, _ ;

“Yeos: a bit different from yvour pater, in his blazer waist-
coat and two-inch watchchain, Bunty!”

“Why, vou rotter, Bkinmer——"’ ;

The new-oomer -bad stopped on the platform as the other

streamed to the cxit, and was looking aboat him.

| Eo came towards the group of juniors, and raised his bowler

hat civilly. S :

“ Excuze me,” he said, in a deep, pleasant voice, which had
a trace of the musical North-country burr'in it. "1 was
expecting to see some young gentlemen from 'Grﬂ]’“‘ﬂ_ff

School here. Perhaps——" ;
“That's us, sir,” said Bkinner. *“Mr. Linley, 1 sup-
pose " ¥

“Yes. You are friends of my son Mark?"

“Bosom .pals, eir!"” guid Skinner affably.

“We<dove him as a brother!” cheortled Bnoop.

‘““He's the apple of our eye!” chimed i Stott, -

And Billy Bunter giggled. i :

Mr. Linley surveyed them in a quiet, grave manner, and
the giggling died away. ; :

The old gentleman was purzzled. The manner of the young
rascals was not respectful, but he was willing to make allow-
ance for schoolboy exuberance of spirits.

“Marky had my telegram, I supposei” he asked.

“V¥Yes; it came during lessons,” said Skinner,

“1Is he quite well "

“Right as rain!"” ;

“Perhaps you know why he wired for me to come?” asked
Mr. Linley.

“Did he wire for you to come?’ asked SBkinner,

Billy Bunter's cyes glistened behind his spectacles. He
was beginning to understand the trick that had been played.
He knew that Mark had not wired for his father to come to

L

Greyfriars, :
“Yes. I had the telegram late last night,”” said Mr.
Linley. * As yom are his friends, I su you knew.”
““ No. Marky never mentioned it to us,”’- said Skinner
ealmly. ““Did he mention it to vou, Snoopey "’

“Not a word,” raid Snoop.

“ e simply said his pater was coming,” explained Stott;
““and as we're his friends, we came to meet the tram.”

“ That was very kind of you,” said Mr. Linley. * I waa
afraid that something serious was the matter. If Mark isn’t
ill, why didn’t he come to the station himself 7

““Oh, he hadn’t time ! said Skinner. * Thére's a match
on this aftermoon.”

A shade crossed the old gentleman’s face

““ A cricket-match ¥’ he asked ,

1] YEﬂ'q”‘

““My son 1s_playing cricket ?*:

“Yes; in Remove Eleven, you know,™

i Dh I"? !

‘““Of eourse, he couldn’t cut the crieket to come out and
meet you,”’ said Skinner, watching the effect of his words
on the old gentleman, and noting the pain they gave with
malicious satisfaction.. ““I don’t suppose he even thought
of it.”

Mr. Linley nodded without speaking.

“‘ 80 we thought we'd come along,” eaid Skinner. * As
vou're a stranger here, we thnuEl:‘il;lit was up to ua.”

“You are very kind."”  Mr. Linley drew a telegraph-form
from his pocket sand looked at it. Billy Bunter blinked at
it over his arm. It ran: ; ) )

“Come at once! Don't fail! Very serious! My friends
will meet four train at Friardale Station.—Mairx.”

That had brought Mr. Linley down from the North-
country in hot haste. Billy Bunter understood it all now,
and he blinked at Bkinner with mingled alarm and admira-
tion. It was a cunning move of the cad of the Remove—his
object being, of course, to bring Mark's father to Greyfriars
and **show him up.” But Bunter’s opinion was that there
would be a row about it later, and that Harold Skinmer
would be sorry he had been so humorous, :

‘“That's the telegram,” said Mr. Linley. “I1-—I suppmc-d
that Marky was ill, or in some serious trouble. Tt's very
strange.’”’ : ks ;

“Perhaps he was longing to seec you, sir,” suggested
Skinner,

T0 READERS OF THE “ BOYS' FRIEND,” 12
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(Sc¢ Chapter 13.) - I

e

| “I’ll smash you! ’’ roared Skinner,

“It's very strange,”’ repeated Mr. Linley; ‘' and stranger
still that Mark should not be here to meet me, 1f he 13 well
and hearty.”

““ He's playing ericket——"'

““Yes, ves. I had better get to the school.”

““This way, sir,” said Skinner,

Mr. Linley left the platform with the juniors. Ile gave
up half his ticket at the barrier, 8kinner & Co. noting, with
sniffs, that it was a third-clasa one. Outside the station
Skinner signalled to the old hack-driver, who detached him-
self from a post, and ejected a straw from his mouth, and
touched his ancient, shiny hat,

““*Ack, sir?"

““Yea; this gentleman wants to go to Greyfriars,” said
Bkinner.

Skinneir's companions repressed a giggle with difficulty.
They saw the worthy Skinner's object—to make Mr. Linley
epend money as much as possible. As he was not blessed
'Witél much money, this seemed a screaming joke to Skinner
& Co.

Mr. Linley hesitated.

© It 1an't much of a walk, I underatand,” he said.

“0Oh, we always take the hack,” said Siinner, not at all
truthfully.

“71 zhould think a man cou!d walk as fast as that horse,”
said Mr. Linley. ‘I think I will walk.”

1 ¥ Oh, take the hack, sir!” urged Skinner,
G ll‘!‘

“Thank vou, I think I will walk. Thanks, my man, but I
shall not want a hack,” said Mr. Linley quietly.

Ture Maewer Lisrary.—No. 444,
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Skinner & Co. exchanged glonces of disgust. The North-
countryman was not to be fooled quite so easily as they had
expected. Four shillings represented a’ certain amount of
hard work to Mr. Linley, and he did not see any reason for
wasting that sum. :

* Well, it's this way,” said Skinner, rather sulkily; and
the juniors piloted Mr. Linley down the High Street.

Mr. Linley walked with a rapid stride, and Bkinner & Co.
found it a little difficult to keep up. The middle-aged gentle-
EH;L]I} *r:'irna in good condition, Billy Bunter was soon panting

enind,

Snoop and Stott were quite disappointed. It was true that
Mr. Linley was not fashionably or expensively dressed, but
there was nothing about him to excite derision at Greyfriars,
He was not ““squiffy "’; he was not unwashed; he did not
drop his h's; he did not even wear hobnailed boots. He
looked a guiet, worthy, sensible man, for whom an average
person would have felt respect at the first glance. Snoop
and Stott felt that Bkinner's trouble and their own had been
wasted. What was the good of showing-up Linley’s pater if
there was nothing to show up? The fact that Mr. Linley
hadn’t much money, and was careful with what he had, was
not specially comie, even to S8noop and Stott. But the nilmrr
Skinner was by no means at the end of his resources,
Linley's father was to be made to look ridiculous in tho
eyes of the Greyfriars fellows, and Skinner, though dis-
appointed not to find him a hooligan, was egual -to the
ocgasion. :

As they drow mnear the gates of Greyfriars Bkinner
stumbled over a stone and fell against Mr, Linley. As he

A Qrand, Long, Complete Story ol Harry
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did 80 he jerked n fish-hook into the back of Mr. Linley's
coat. There was the tail of a kite attached to the fish-hook,
and it trailed behind the old gentleman, reaching half-way
to the ground, as he walked en.  Mr. Linley, quitc un-
conscious of that addition to his attire, walked on with the
junmiors, who almost suffocated in trying to suppress their
mirth.

‘i You young gentlemen scem very merry this afternoon,”
gaid Mr. Linley at last, glancing at them.

“It—it's Bunter, sir,”’ giggled Snoop. “He's such a
funny merchant, we can’t look at him without laughing.”

“ Oh, really, Bnoop! What about your own funny face?
];rbwltq;:d Bunter. I haven't the face of a boiled cod, any-
waoy ! .
“yWhy, ;fﬂu fath parp-:-iae-T—'n’

“ You skinny shnmp——

* Bhush !’ sgid Ekit}ner. “ Don't rag, with Marky's fi:.'t!mr
here! Don't let him think we're quarrelsome chaps at Grey-
friars. Keep on your best behaviour, with a distinguished

visitor present.”
“* Hear, hear !” said Stott.

a distinguished visitor,” said

“You see, sir, you ure r,”
Skinner affably. “We very scldom have such a visitor at
Greviriars.” :

“Indeed 1" said Mr. Linley. . _ |

“ Very seldom, sir. Chaps have all sorts of relations—bue
Marky's the only chap whose father is a coalman.”

“ T am not & coalman ! said Mr, Linley, in surprise. He
did not seem to think, however, that there was anything to
be ashamed of in being & conlman. He thought Skinner was
misinformed, that was all. : .

“ Oh!" said Skinner, rather abashed. Really, his 1mite
humour seemed to be guite wasted on this solid, stolid old
gentleman, “ I understood you were a coalman.
"¢ Not at all! I'm working on munitions now,” said Mr,
Linley.

“Oh, I see! You used to be a coalman?”’

“No. I was in a factory before the war.”

“ Much the same thing, I suppose?”’ giggled Snoop.

“ Well, the work is quite different,” said Mr, Linley. *1
don't suppose you young fellows know much about that,
though.”

““ | suppose you make lots of money out of munitions?”
paid Skinner. _ )

“The pay is higher,” said Mr. Linley. “The work 1s
bard, though, and a good deal of skill is required. A good
and conscientious workman can do very well in' a° munition-
Factory.” . : _ _

“ A rather good thing for the pubs —what?" said Skinner.

Mr. Linley firowned.

“ Not at all,” he said quietly. ** You must not form your
opinions from readiog the foolish speeches of politicians. 1t
is hardly fair to the mumtion-worker.”

In spite of his nerve, S8kinner was abashed. There was a
simple and honest dignity about the old gentleman that was

like an armour of proof against the mean-spirited fellow's

veiled impertinence. Snoop and Stott and Bunter considered

that Skinner was wetting the worst of it. . _
Groyfriars was in sight now. Skinner fell a little behind
Mr. Linley. _
“ Excuse me, sir,
claimed. _ :
Ho threw up his hand to brush an imaginary wasp off
Mr. Linloy’s hat, As he drew his hand away a little ticket

remained inserted in the band of the bowler hat, which bore
the inseription: . -:
“ [N THIS STYLE-—3/9.°

There's a wasp on your hat!” he ex-

Thl;m adorned, the unsuspicious old gentleman walked in
at the gutes of Greyfriars with Skinner & Co.

N —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
“In This Styls!”

[ A, ha, ha!’ .
Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth were

! gauntering in the quadrangle near the gatos. As

Mr. Linley and his young friends passed them

the Fourth-Formers gave vent to an imvoluntary

burst of laughter. -
They did Ermt mean to be rude to the stranger, but they
eould not help it. * The sight of an unsuspicious man, with
the tail of a kite dangling behind him, and a price ticket at
the back of his hat, was too much for them.

“In that style, three-and-mine!” gasped Temple. “Ha,
ha, hat” : :
“Who is the johnny?” ejaculated Fry.

“Linley’s pater, 1 suppose,” grinned Temple. * Skinner’s
Tae MacNET Lisrary.—No. 844,
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fctched him from the station. Tinley’= an ass not to have
locked after him! In that style—ha, ha ™

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

Mr. Linley heard the laughter, but did not connect it with
himself. He walked on into the quadrangle with Skinner &
Eiicu Gosling, the porter, grinned after hum from the lodge
doar, ,

“Oh, my heye!" murmured Gosling, “’Tain’t my business
~—ha, ha! Them young rips—he, he, he!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bolsover major, as he canght sight
of Mr. Linley from the rcar.

“He, he, he!” eackled  Billy Bunter.

Mr. Linley looked round. A dozen' grinning faces were
turned towards him, and he could no longer doubt that he
was the object of the gencral merriment. A deep flush came
over his face.

“Will you tell me where to find my son?” ho asked,
addressing Skinner guietl‘;a

“On the cricket-field,” said Skinner. *“This way. I'll
show you," '

Bkinner was anxious to parade his victim before a crowd./

Mr. Linley follewed him to Little Side, leaving a crowd of
fellows giggling -behind him,

is face was very red.

“Shut up, you rotters!” called out Ogilvy of the Remove,
“The old chap can hear you eackling !”

“Well, let him hear'!” reared Bolsover major. “Ha, ha,
ha! In that style, threc-and-nine! Two-and-tuppence would
be nearer the mark!”

“I'd scrag Bkinner if 1 were Linley !”" said Ogilvy,
= 1 dare say he will,” grinned Treluce. ““But it's funny,
Al the samet _

Skinner & Co. nryvud on the cricket-ground with Mr.
Linley. -

Mark was watching theﬂgamﬁ, ignorant of the fact that his
fathey had arrived. e Remove were in their second
innings, and they were having a hard tussle with Hobson &
Co. of the Shell. Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were at
the wickets, and the runs were ting up. Mark was
jcining in the cheering that greeted every hit.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* Three-and-nine [

“Thereby hangu a taill™

“Ha, ha, ha 1" - : :

Russell of the Remove tapped Linley on the shoulder, and
Mark looked round. : : :

“ Your father’'s come,” said Russell,

“0Oh, thanke!™ et

Mark locked reund quickly, and ran towards his father.
Tiis face flushed as he saw that the old gentleman was sur-
rounded by a grinning crowd.  Skinner & Co. were in
ecsliasies, ) :

[T Uﬂ.d Iil . -

* “0Oh, here you are, Marky!"

Mr. Linley shook hands with his son.

Mark gave Skinner a fierce look. He could not yet see
what was on, but he understood that Blinner was somehow
turning his father into ridicule. :

“We met your father at the station, Linley,” said Skinner
aflably. * As you hadn’t time to go, we felt it was up to us.”

“What do you mean?” exclaimed Mark ly. “I should
have gone if I had known the train. How did you know 1"

“0Oh, we didn’t know. We thought he would come some
time in the afternoon, that’s all,” said Skinner calmly. * As
you eouldn’t leave the cricket~—"

Mark turned his back on him., He did not want to quarrel
with Skinner in his father’s presence.

“I have not been playing cricket, dad,” he said. “I stood

out of the match because you were co . But I couldn’t
guess whether you would come by Friardale or Courtfield.”

“But you told me I should be met at Friardale, Mark,”
gaid Mr. Linley, in astonishment. :

“1—I told vou!” ejaculated Mark.

“Yes, in your telegram.™

“My telegram!”

“Yes.'’

“71 don't understand you!"™ said Mark, in bewilderment.
“1 have not sent you any telegram, father!” P

Skinner & (o, strolled away, grinning at ane ancther.
They did not desire to be present at the explanation that was
connng. '

MngLinIE}? seemed overcome with astonishment for a
moment or two. He stared blankly at his som

“Yau did not telegraph to me?” he exclaimed at last

“No, father.”

'“But hero is your telegram.”™

“ My—my telegram!™

Mr. Linley held it out, and Mark looked at it blankly,

“Come at once! Don't fail. Very serious. My friends
will meet four train at Friardale Station.—MAaRK.” '
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¥ Good® Roavens ™ muttersd Mark. -

“1 thought you must be ], or that something had gone
very wrong,” said Mr. Linley, quictly and gravely. 1 had
to get leave from the munition works, Mark, and 1 wired to
you and came at once. 1 was very muoch surprised when your
young friend told me you were quite well, and playing
cricket.” ' ]

Mark gritted his teeth.

“1—1I'm sorry, father!

“A joke, Mark!'"”

“Yes. Some cad sent you this telegram in my name!™

Mr. Linley knitted his brows.

“Is that a joke, to bring a man hundreds of miles in a
:t@t[ﬂ nlt'”gmut anxiety?"' he exclaimed. I do not call that
a joke

_“I’L':a'I a rotten, caddish trick!™ exclaimed Mark, between
his teeth. “1I'll sec that the cad answers for it, too!"

“The headmaster should be told of this,” said Mr. Linley
quictly. “I cannot see any joke in it."

“It's ds you think best. father.”

« "It 13 a serious matter. I had to get leave from the works,
but I am wanted there—I am at work on the guns,’” said Mr,
Linley, frowning, *“1It is a serious matter for a man to clear
off for a day, suddenly, like this. I should not have done it,
but I believed you must be ill or in bad trouble. Why should
a Joke like thia be played, Mark? Why should 1 be brought
hero like this?”

Mark fAushed, He could not explain that to his father—
that there were smobs in the Form who supposed that the
scholarship junior’s father must be some rank outsider, and
that he had been brought to Greviriars to “show Linle up."
Mark knew very well that that was the sbject of the unf%hng
practical joker, snd it roused bitter anger and resentment
i his breast. But he would not wound the old gentleman's
feelings by explaining it to him,

“It was a caddish joke, father," ho said. *“Let's go in.
You must be tired after a long journey.”

“1I shall be glad to rest a little,” said Mr. Linley.

‘“He, he, he!” came Billy Bunter’s cackle from a safe
distance. “In that style, threc-and-nine! He, he, hel”

“Hﬂ.. h.ﬂ-. ha!n

Mark looked puzzled; but as his father turned to walk to
the School House he understood. His cheeks erimsoned with
rage. _

“Hold on a minute, dad! There—there's something on
your coat.”

He detached the fish-hook and the kite-tail, and reached
up and took the ticket from Mr. Linley's hat. The old
gentleman'’s eyes fell on them, and his brow grew grim.

‘““Is that another joke of your young friangs, Mark?"” he
asked, very quictly,

“TI'm sorry, father :

“Let us go in,” said Mr. Linley shortly.

Marlk, fL‘Eﬁing more miserable than he Ead ever felt im his
iife before, led his father into the Schoo! House.

1t's a rotten joke!"

1"

— maap.

SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Kept Off the Grass!

R. QUELCH mct Mark as he led his father into the

School House. The Remove-master grestod Mr.

Linley genially, and shook hands with him in a

very cordial manner. The Remave-master seemed

quite unconscious of any difference in  social

tanding between a Master of Arts and a munition worker.
;ﬂark could not help feeling grateiul. He felt that his father
had been wounded by the caddizh impertinence of Skinner &
Co., and Mr. Qucleh’s cordial grecting did much to remove
that unfavourable impression, -

Mark was proud of his father—as he had good reason to be
—and it stung him to the quick to think that Mr. Linley
shiould feel himself locked down upon at Greyfriars.

Mr. Linley followed him to his study, after a few minutes’
rhat with the Remove-master. They }}mcl the study to them-
selves, Bab and Hurree Singh being in the ericket team, and
little Wun Lung on the ground waiching the game. Mark
pulled vut the armchair for his father.

Mr. Linley's face was very grave,

“I'm glad to find you fit and hearty, Mark,” he said.
¥T've been very anxious while T was coming here. It was a
long journcy, lad, to take with a heavy heart. I suppose
the young fellow who played that trick did not thank about
vhat.”

Mark clenched his hand.

“I'll make him sorry he played it 1" he muttered.

Mr. Linley shook his head

“I don't want you to get fighting on my account, Mark.
it was a cruel trick, but let it pass. He used your name—
that’s nigh on forgery, 1 should say. But—but least said
soonest mended. I don't want to get him into trouble with
his headmaster, thongh he deserves punmishing. I'll say
nothing about it, lad. It's better so.”
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*Ho doesn't deserve any kindness from you, father. Wera

—were any of those fellows rude to you coming from the
station?"" asked Mark, breathing hard,
. T don't rightly know. They have a different way of talk
an this part of the country,” said Mr. Linley. “I wouldn't
like to take offence where none was meant. I dare say the
voung gentlemen meant no harm. Bu# ain’t they friends of
yours, Marky?"

“Not that set!
through !

“They told me they were your friends, and came to meet
me because you were busy with the cricket.”

“It was a lie!"” said Mark., “Lies don't cotne very hard
to Skinner., He was sacked from the school ence for being
such a rotter, but the Head let him come back. The others
ara not much better.”

“Marky,” said his father, after a long pause, “I never
rightly knew how you got on here among the sons of rich
men, This has opened my eyes a bit. Are they down on
you?" .

Mark smiled shightly. :
~ “Of course there were difficulties at firat,” he said. *‘Bué
it's all right. Don’t think those fellows are good specimens
of Greyfriars, dad. I've got friends here, if that's what you
mean.”’

“Yes, that's what I mean, Marky."

“You'll see them when the match is over,” gaid Mark
cheerily. * Splendid fellows, too. Nothing like Skinner.”

“It's a surprise to me,” said Mr. Linley. *“That trick on
me was nigh on forgery—using vour name on a telegram.
And the young gentlemen seem to have lied to me pretty
bad. I'd never have thought in a big, fine school like this
that the young fellows would lie and trick in that way."

“It's only a few—just two or three,"” said Mark anxiously:
“There are black sheep in every flock, dad, you know.. You
mustn’t think I have a bad time here. Nothing of the kind.
I don't like being so far from home, but, excepting for that,
I'm quite happy at Greyfriars.” ;

Hf.";nd they don’t look down on you for being a poor man’s
son ?

“Not the decent fellows—and they’'re nearly all decent,
They just don’t think about it at all, and don’t eare twopence
either way."

Mr. Linley nodded slowly., IHe was evidently uneasy in his
mind. Skinner had succeeded in giving him an impression
that his son was an outsider and a parizh in the big school,
; And Mark knew
that that impression would e hard tc remove.- It was not
for Lis awn sake, but for lus fathere’s, that he was keenl
desirous of removing it.  His little troubles st sch hai
never been talked of at home, and his people had cares
enough of their own, without his being added to them.

There was a tap at the door, and it opened. Skinner
looked in, with an impertinent grin on his face. Mark rose
quickly, his eyes gleaming. - :

fore Skinner could speak, however, there came a rush of
feet in the passage, and Micky Desmond, Morgan, and
Wibley pounced on Skinner. 2

The three junicrs had been watching the cricket-match so
keenly that they had completely forgotten their undertaking
to look after Linley's pater. But the cackling over Skinner's
joke had reminded them of their self-imposed duty and their
promise to Bob Cherry, and they had nobly torn themselves
away fromn Little Side to keep their word. They hac spotted
Harold Skinner heading for Btudy No. 13, and, as they had
no doubt that some fresh impertinence was intended, they
chipped in promptly and decisively. ;

Skinner, in consultation with his precious chums, had
elaborated a fresh joke on Mr. Linley. The old gentleman
was to be invited to tea in the boot-room with Trotter. But
before Skinner could utter a word of his fresh impertinence
Wibley & Co. had collared him.

Skinner uttered a yell of surprise and wrath as three pairs
of vigorous hands closed upon his person.

“Here, leggo! Yah!” roared SBkinner. i

“Sure, we want ye, darling !” said Micky Desmond. * This
way 1" ki

“Come along, dear boy !" chortled Wibley.

Skinner retired from the scene in the grasp of three cheery
junicrs. He went down the passage in.a series of heavy
bumps, to an accompaniment of wild yells. SBnoop and Stolt,
who were waiting at the end of the passage, promplly fed.
But Harold Skinner was not to escape so eamly. He was
taken downstairs—with a terrific bump on each stair—to the
next landing. :

“Now, all together, and kick as hard as you can!” said
Wibley. ; :

Skinner went headlong down the lower flight of stairs,
three boots helping him on the way. He picked himself up

9
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They're rotters—rotters through and
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Mr, Linley's face had

grown overcast,

“P{-rhu}}: T'd better be

getting off, Marky?" he
said, rising to his feot,
“I'm a bit out of place
Lherve,™

“No, no, dad!” ox-
claimed Mark.,. “8at
down! You haven’t
seen my fricnds yet, for
one thing. And—and

Bob wants vou to have
tea in the study. You've
met Bob Cherry, you re-
member, ™

“Yes; a hine young
fellow,” said Mr. Linley.

“The match can't last
long now,” said Mark.
“They were close on the
fimsh of the sccond in-
nings. Tell me about
the folks at home, dad.™

Mr. Linley nodded,
and sat down again.
Mark was very anxious
for his friends to come
in. Mr. Linley had to
be -convinced somehow
that Bkinner & Co. did
not in the least repre-
sent Greyfriars, @ .

The old gentleman’s

~ face gradually cleared as
he talked about home
and home affairs. Mark
kept him busy with
questions. But he was
glad when there was a
trampling of feet in tho
Remove Fass.agt-, which
A&NNOUNCe that the
match was over, and that
the cricketers had come
in.

The door burst open,
and Bob Chorry came n
executing a war-dance.

e

A litile old gentleman, in a shiny frock-coat and a silk hat, blinked round the platiorm
through a pair of large, steel-rimmed glasses, and eame towards the three Removites.
Skinner’s heart sank a little. Was this his unele? (Sec Chapter 11.)

He caught Mark by the
shoulders and waltzed
him round the study-
table, Mr. Linley look-

alanna !"

and shook a furious fist at the grinning juniors om the
landmg.

“Come and have some more, yelled Micky
Desmmond.

But Bkinner did not want any more. He limped away
Fariously.

Wibley & Co. stationed themselves at the big window at the
end of the passage, whence they could wa.r.:rﬁ the cricket at
a distance. A little later Billy Bunter came rolling along,
with a fat grin on his face,

“Hallo! What are you after, Bunter!” asked Wibley.

Bunter chuckled.

“I've got a message for old Linley,” he said. *It's
Skitiner's idea. He, he, he! I'm going to ask him if he'd
like a bath while he's here! He, he, he! First time in his
life, you know! He, he, he! Here, I say, you fellows!
Yaroooh! Wharrer vou at? Yow-ow-ow! Leggo! Help!
Fire! Murder! Yoooop!”

Billy Bunter did not escape for some minutes. When he
did escape he felt as if he md been through a mangle, and
gag_did not come back with any more humorous messages from
inner,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Honoured Guest!

R. LINLEY listened in astonishment to the bump-
ing and yelling in the Remove passage. He was
having quite an unexpected experience of
manners and customs of the junior portion of
Greyfriars School. ;e

Mark closed the door, and turned to his father again with
a Aushed face. =
He was grateful to Wibley & Co. for their interference, but
the incident was very disconcerting.
TeeE MAGNET LiprArY.—No. 444,

“hungry, Marky.

ing on in amaz¢ment.

“Beaten them te the widel” roared Bob. “Licked the
Shell hollow, Marky, old man! Hurrah! Two wa:;l:&tu to
spare, my son! Licked to the wide! Hurrah for us!™ -

Then Bob became aware of Mr. Linley’'s presence, and he
released Mark so suddenly that the junior staggered against
the wall. .

“ Blessed if T didn't forget your pater was here, Marky !
Bob exclaimed. * Excuse me, sir! We've beaten the Shell,
you know, and we always swank a bit when we beat the
Shell! Don't we, Marky? How do you do, sir? Jolly glad
to see you at Greyfriars!” *

Mpr. Linley’s sombre face lighted up as he shook hands with

Bob Cherry,

Bob’s exuberant spirits would have had the effect of cheer-
ing up the most misanthropic of misanthropes. .
Mark looked very bright, too, though RBob'e energetic
greeting had left him breathless. ; S
“Now, what about tea?” said Bob. *Your pater will be
‘T've asked all the chaps to come. ¥You
don’t mind a crowd, sir?” ‘ _ .
4 Not at all, my lad,” said Mr. Linley, _Iaughlrll.g.y 2
“You see, they all want to have tea with Marky’s pater,
explained Bob. * Marky is rather a distinguished chap in the
Remove. He can do éreek on his head, and he not Dﬂ!j‘
writes Latin, but understands it after he’s written it. He's
helped me out of no end of scrapes with Quelchy.  Hallo,
hallo, hallo! Here’s Inky! Marky's father, Inky—his Serene
Highness Hurree Jampot Inky Darkness, Nabob of
Bhanipur, Prince of Something-or-Other, and Great Rajah of
Everywhere-else.” _ ;
The nabob salaamed profoundly as Bob introduced him.
“Tt is an esteemed honour to meet the worthy and lndwrﬂnn
arent of my estimable chum Marky,” said the nabob. ™1If
had mi cf this happy meeting I should have been terrific-
ally infuridted,”
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“ Ha, ha!” roared Bob., T
“That's Inky's brand of —_—- kL
English, Mr. Linley. He T :
learned it under the best ————
native masters in Bhani- —
pur.”’ ' o

Harry Whatton and — Ak

Frank Nugent and = |
Johnny Bull came 1n = 7 I
with parecls in  their S i
hands. They had been =efsl T} e
shopping for tea. Bauift : i
and Tom DBrown and N 1y
Vernon-Smith jeined the
purtv. Wibley and Macky
Desmond | and  Morgan - X
followed them in. No. 13 —
Study was. prety  well ==
crowded by that time. “,
- But the Remove fellows
WEro accustorned to
crowding, and they were
carciul to leave the guest
of  honour plenty  of
oo,

An unusually gorgeous
spread was soom on the
{festive board. There was
a buzz of merry voices in
the study. Mr. Linley’s :
face was very cheerful |
now. His firet miserable
impression * of Greyfriars
had quite faded away.
Heo saw plainly that these
fellows wore very  did-
ferent from the stamp of r
Bkinner and Snoop, and
there was no doubting
their hearty ' cordiality.
And it was evident, too,
that they were all good
chums of his son. Mark
could read his thoughts
in his face, and his own
heart was lighter as he
read them,

There had seldom been

a merrier spread in No.
13 Study. Whenever Mr.

e
T e

%
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r———
i

¥
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.._‘_Hﬂ;hq. s iy

Linley spoke he was
Listened to with respect-

ful attention; but the
Juniors were not standing _
on ceremony, and there were generally two or three talking at
once. The merry feast was going strong when the door
opened and a fat face, adorned with a big pair of spectacles,
locked in. There was a chorus at once,

“ Buzz off, Bunter!"”

“1 say, vou fellows!” Bunter wedged into the study. “I
can't mies this, you know. I want to see my old pal Marky's
pater. Dash it all, you know, I went down to the station to
meet him—didn't I, Mr. Linley? I was down on that cad
Skinner all the time. I didn’t know you were going to havo
& spread like this—I meap—7"

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Kiek hin out!” said Bob.

“0Oh, really, Cherry "

“ Bump him !I”

“ Yaracoop !” roared DBunter.

He found himself in sudden collision with the passage
floor, and the door clesed on him. 1

“Excuse us, sir,” said Wharton, to Mr. Linley. “Wae
can’t stand that toad. We never let visitors see Bunter if we
can help it."

Mr. Linley smiled. &

The old gentleman was in great spirits now, and thoroughly
enjoving his vieit to Greyfriars,

But he looked at his watch at last.

“ Not going, sir?” exclaimed Bob. _ )

“] must get back as far as London to-night,” 1lﬁ:a.:hd Mr.
Linley. “T have to catch the express to-night. It’s a long
way to Lancashire.” ;

“Well, we'll all come to the station,” said Wharton.

“ Hear, hear!” .

And when Mr, Linley left the whole Co. marched out 'of
gates with him, to see him to the station—not only to do
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“Telegram for you, Skinner! " said Billy Bunter, blinking into Mrs. Mimble’s litthe
shop, where Skinner & Co. were whacking out ginger-pop. (See Chapter 10,)
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honour to Marky’s pater, but to see that Skinner had no
further opportunities for mischief. ' .

Mr. Linley had almost forgotten Skinner by thiz time,
however ; indeed, he meore than forgave the unknown trickster
for having brought him to Greyiriars with the false telegram.

Mark had not forgotiten it, however; and he intended to
look into that matter after his father was gone. '

The train came in, and Mr. Linley shook hands with the
juniors, and took his seat in a third-class carriage.

“(Good-bye, dad!” said Mark at the door. “ I'm sorry you
had that long journey for nothing, but it's ripping to see you
here. And—and you're pleased with Greyfriars, 1 hﬁe

“Yes, lad,” said Mr. Linley, smiling. “I'm glad I saw
your friends before I left. Good-bye, Marky, and let that.
chap alone!" :

“ What chap?' asked Mark, starting a little.

“The fellow who sent the telegram. I think I can guess
who it was, too. But don’t get fighting about it.”

“He ought to be licked,” muttered Mark.

“ Better not."

“Of course, I shall do exactly as you sav, dad.”™ :
“I'm glad I came,” said Mr. Linley. *I've had a ver
pleasant visit, and I shall feel better for knowing how well
you're getting on at Greyfriars, Marky. Good-bye, my boy !

Good-bye, young gentlemen, and thank you all!™
The porter slammed the deor, and the train moved out of
the station. My, Linley, with a cheery face, waved his hand
from the carriage window, and the Greyfriars juniors waved
their caps 1n reaponse. 3
Bob Cherry slapped Mark on the back as the Removitea

left the station,
“Your pater is a brick, Marky. And it’s jolly decent of

bim to come such a thumping long journey to see you.”
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. park set his hips a little. He explained quietly about the
teiegram, the Co. listening to the story in astonishment.

“Bkinner, of course ! said Harry Wharton,

“The cad!” muttered Bob Cherry, between his teeth.

“1 supposc it was Skinner," said Mark. *“He knew what
train my father was coming by. But—but his rotten joke
Las fallen flat, after all, It hasn’t turned out as he expected.”

“But he's going to have a thumping licking for it, all the
same ! exclaimed Bob indignantly. * Why, the Head would
flog him if he knew ! Your pater must be a jolly forgiving
chap. I wonder he didn't tell the Head 1™

*We'll give Bkinner a lesson about forging telegrams,”
sa:d Wibley. “I suppose this rotten trick is because you
stopped him damaging my props the other day. We'll see
Skinner when we get in.”

Murk shook his head.

“1I intended to,” he said. *“ Dut my father has asked me
not to make a fusa about it. He's pleased with his visit here,
and he wants the cad let off. I'm not going to touch him."”

“Then you can leave him to me 1" said Bob.

" No, no—let him alone, Bob! My father wanted it !"”

“0Oh, all zerenc!” grunted Dob.

“Or you can leave him to me,” said Wibley.

“Eh! You're not starting as a fighting-man, T suppose,
Wib?" exclaimed Bob.

“Well, 1 suppose T could knook Skinner into a cocked hat
without being a fighting-man,” said Wibley, * But Marky
doesn't want him punched !

“No, no!"" said Mark.

“Then he sha'n't be punched. But there are more ways of
killing a Hun than choking him with saverkraut,” said
Wibley. “You leave it to me [”
B“I\‘Jhut have you got in your noddle?” demanded Johnny

ull,

“Something that you never have in yours, old chap.”

“What's that®*”

“An idea ! sand Wibley ealmiy,

But whatever idea it was that Wiblev had in his noddle, he
refused to give any further explanation—though from the
way he grinned and chuckled during the walk hack to Grey-
friars, it was to be inferred that Wibley, as well as Skinner,
was a humorous young gentleman and had humorous ideas.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Wibley is Mysterious!
AROLD SKINNEH had not quite an easy mind that
evening.

As there wis no actual proof that he had sent the
telegram to Linley’s father, he expected to escape
on that score. But the other tricks he had played

had to be answered for, and he was anticipating a painful
interview with Mark,
His scheme had not panned out well. eitlier, He had
lanned to get Mark’s father to Greyfriars to show him up.
ut the kindly old gentleman had made quite an agrecable

impression on the Greyfriars fellows—he had turned out
quite a respectabloe person, and was not in the least derided,
excepting by Bkinner & Co. themselves. Skinner felt that
he had bhad his trouble for nothing—he had taken it for
granted that Linley’s. pater was some unspeakable outsider,
and he had to admit that he was mistaken. It really was not
worth while to face a hammering from Mark for the sake of
such a very unsuccessful jape,

But, to Skinner’s great relief, Mark did not look for him
after his father was gone. BSkinner remained in his study, to
keep out of the way; but he fully expected the Lancashire
lad to call in. Mark did not appear, however, and Skinner
did not se¢ him again'till bedtime. In the Remove dormitory
hie glanced rather uneasily at the scholarship junior. But
Mark did not look at him. : *

Skinner was as surprized as he was relieved. He could not
suppose that Mark was funking a scrap with him—he knew
that the Lancashire lad could have knocked him out easily
in a few rounds. He could not understand it. " He finally
decided that Mark was anxious for the whole matter to drop.
And having come to that decision, the amiable Skinner
decided that he wouldn't let it drop—not if he knew it !

The next morning he was up before rising-bell. Early -
rising was not customary with Skinner, but he had an object
in view now.  When the rising-bell clanged out, and Mark
Linley turned out with the rest, Skinner was gone from the
dormitory, but he had left a pencil sketeh tacked on the wall
near Linley’'s washstand. Some of the Removites grinned
as they saw it, and Mark frowned darkly. It was one
Skinner’s skilful sketches, and it represented a tattered, tipsy
man with an old battered hat, which was ticketed: “In this
style, 3s. 9d.” : -

Mark took down the sketch and destroyed it, amid cackles
from Bnoop and Stott and Billy Bunter.

“¥Your own fault, Marky !” said Bob Cherry.
i3 to give the cad a licking. He’s asked for 1t."”

When Mark came down he locked for Skinner, and found
that humorous youth in the guadrangle. He came directly
up to him,

“One word with you, Skinner,” said Mark quietly. “You
sent a forged telegram to my father, and brought him to
Gireyfriars yesterday—"

“Got any proof of that?"” grinned Skinner.

“I think T could get prorxfgéasﬂy enough,.

“My advice

You could be

_ identified at the pdst-office where you sent the telegram, if
~the Head inquired into tho matter.”

Skinner’s grin died away.

" So you're going to sneak to the Flead?" he sneered.

“No! My father would have becn justiied in complain-
ing to the Head, but he did not do s0. He asked me net to
make a fuss about it, either—that is why I have -not called
you to account.™ :

“Oh ! saud Skinner, :

“You can say what you like about me,” continued Mark
quictly. ** You can call me a scholarship bounder, and a prize-
hunter, and draw your silly pictures of the factory where I
used to work. I don't mind! But I she’n’t allow you to
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insult my father! T promiecd him net to call you to acecunt
for your dirty trick with the telegram. I shall keep my word.
But now you've got to stop it 1"

“(Got to?” sneered Skinner.

“Yes, got to! The next timc you insuit my father I am
goirfy to thrash you for it. I thiok I can do it—at any rate,
I shall try! 8o keep that in mind. You ean be funny about
me, if you like: but you'll let my father alone, or you'll put
np yvour hands and answer for it, That's all !™

ark walked away leaving Skinner biting his lip. It
dawned upon Skinner that he had misun:derstood Mark's
motive in }Etbing him alone. It was evident that he had come
to the end of his tether on that subject, unless he chose to
facoe the fists of the Lancashire lad. And Skinner was not at
all anxious to do that. Mark was rather too hard a hitter for
his taste,

“(Cheeky rotter ! muttered Skinner. * Cheeky cad! Quecr
old bifd his pater must be, to ask him to let it drop. Rlow
hint! Of course, I sha'n't take any notice of the checky cad !
I shall do exactly as I think fit!" _

But Bkinner was wise cnough to think fit to make no further
amention of Mr. Linley,

Skinner, indeed, found a plentiful lack of appreciation on
all sides, which was very hard on a humorist. Most of the
fellows regarded the trick with the telegram as an exceed-
mgly dirty trick, and they were not slow to say so. Even
Bolsover major jawed S8kinner on that topie, though he was
not particular as a rule. And the wretched joke had fallen
quite flat—Mpr. Linley had not disgraced hig son in his appear-
ance at Greyfriars, as Skinnur had expected.

Harry Wharton & Co. agreed with Mark in respecting his
father’'s wishes, but they ﬂﬁ felt that the cad of the Remove
ought to be puunished. Mr. Linley had had to undertake a
long journey in a disturbed and anxious frame. of mind; he
]‘lﬂ{]gh&d to leave important work—work of national importance
—and S8kinner had done his best—or his worst—to bring him
into ridicule while he was at Greviriars. It was too rotten
that the caddish fellow should escape scot-free, after doing so
much harm. Besides, as Bob Cherry pomted out, Bkinner

required a lesson not to play such tricks, or he might do it

again. The Co. were therefore very much interested m
Wibley's idea, though they did not vet know what it was.
Wibley had announced that he had an idea, and that Skinmer,
though he was not to be licked, 'was to pay for his sins in
another way. On Monday, after legssons, roars of laughter
were heard proceeding from Study Ne. 6, and Beb Cherry
kicked at the door. The door was loeked, however, and it did
not cpen. :

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!" shouted Bob.

“Busy !" called out Wibley.

“Fathead! What's the joke?”

'* Ask next doer !

““What about that idca you were speaking of on Saturday 7”
“Oh, you'll know all about that =oon ! g:[um’a the word at
present 1™

“Br-r-r!"” said Bob. And he went on his way.

Wibley's study-mates, Rake and Morgan and Desmond,
were in his confidence, but whatever Wibley's mysterious
wheeze was, it went no further. When he came out of his
etudy luter there were traces of grease-paint on s face, It
was clear that the wmateur actor had been making up.

“What's the little game now ?” asked Wharton, meeting
Lim in the sage.

“Game?” repeated Wibley.

“Yes; what have you got oni"

i Clﬂt-hgﬂ 22

“Fathead !” prowled Wharton, “You were jawing on
Baturday about a wheeze for dishing SBkinner——""

“Mum's the word!™

“Yes: but what's the wheeze 7"

“¥You'll know on Wednesday !”

“And why can’t we know now!"” demanded the captain
of the Remove.

“ Little boys shounldn’t ask questions,” said Wibley gravely.
And he walked on before Wharton could decide whether to
bump hie head against the wall.

On Tuesday Wibley was busy in his study again, with the
door locked. The Co. guessed that he was practising making-
up for some new impersonation, but that was all they ecould
ELese,

On Wednesday, wloch was & half-holiday, Wibley dis-
appeared imnedately after dinner,

Bob Cherry looked for nm later, and learncd that he had
gone out, carrying a bag, That was all he could learn.

“The silly ass!”" growled Bob. “1It was ull gss, I suppose?”

“The gasfulness wase terrific!” said Hurree Bingh. *“The
esteemed Skinuer will cscape scotfully free, unless we punch
his disgusting head !” -

Rake joined the Famous Five in the quad.

“What are vou fellows doing this afternoon "' he asked

“’:[}uing np the river,” said Wharton. * There’s no match
On.

“Let e in, Wik 1"
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“Come along with us,’' “We want a little
boy to steer !

Rake snorted.

“I say, yvou fellows, I'll come and steer!” chimed n Bille
Bunter. “I'l steer for you with pleasure, vou know, I
suppose you're taking a lunch-basket ?"
¢« ‘“*No fear!”

“You'll have some grub in the beat, Wharton 77

“Not an atom !’

“Then I'm jolly wellenot gomg to steer for vou!” said
Bunter emphatically. “I'm surprised at your asking me,
under the circumstances!”

“But I didn't ask you!” said Wharton. .

“Oh, rats!”

Billy Bunter rolled away in diegust. He was not looking
for a river excursion unless there was a feed at the end of it.

“If you fellows go out you'll miss something,” said Rake.

“Why, what’s on 1" : '

Rake chuckled.

A Dittle joke on Skinner ! You Encw why that cad fetehed
Linley’s father here, Ile thought Markv's father wae a
l:crltirzi old bounder, and he wanted to show Linley up, as he
calls 1t.’

“ Yes, the rotter!"

“Well, one good turn deserves ancther. Suppose it turns
out that Skinner's got an awfully disreputable relation—a
near relation——"

“My hat! I shouldn’t be surprised!” said Bob Cherry.
“If all the other Skinners are like our Bkinner, I suppose
some of them must be in prison !

“Ha, ha, ha ! _

“1 shouldn’t wonder,” grinned Rake. ' Well,- suppose
Skinner’s awfully disreputable relaiion visited him here——"

The juniors roared at the idea. Such an experience for the
snob of the Remove would, as Bob Cherry said, put the lid on.

“ What's sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander,” said
Rake. *8kinner’s fetched Linlev's relation here to show him
up. Why shouldn’t Wib fetch Skinner's pelation here to show
Skinner up 1" e

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

" Do you mean to say Skinner's got some shady connection
who would disgrace him if he was seen here?” exclaimed
Johnny DBull.

“'Wait and see !” said Rake mysteriously.

“And the cad has turned up his nose at Marky!"” ox-
claimed Bob. * Well, it will serve him jolly well right, and
I hope Wib will get the fellow here.”

Harry Wharton & Co. decided not to go up the river that
afternoon, after all. They were very keen to seo Skinner’s
shady relation when he arrived, and to see how Skinner
enjoyed a dose of “sauce for the gander.”

cald Nugent,

THE TENTH CHAPTER. -
Good News for Skinner!

Hp g\ ELEGRAM for you, Skinner !”
Billy Bunter blinked into Mrs. Mimble’s little
shop, where Bkinner and S8ncop and Stott were

whacking out a ginger-pop. Funds were low with
Skinner & Co., and—sad o relate—they had net
even the price of a packet of cigarettes among them '
Skinner loocked round quickly. ;
“I sany, Skinner, if your pe
you, I'll see about it for you, if you like !"" said Bunter,
“ Not likely I growled Skinner.
“Oh, you never know! Here's the thing 1" -
Skinner took the telegram. He opened 1t rather curiously,
His face brightened up, and he whistled as he read it.
“Good egg!” he chortled. ;

“Is it eash?" exclaimed Bunter, his eyes gleaming throu

his spectacles. “I say, Skinney, old f&lliwi—" : - iy
“No, 1t oasn'yy fathead! Clear off I snapped Skinner.
“What's the news?” yawned 8noop.

.. My uncle’s at Lantham,” said Skinner, his eyes glistening.
Ynu*a;ﬂ heard of my Uncle Joseph—he's got pots of

money ! .
“ Yes—rather—a bit ! grinned Snoop.

all Greyfriars had heard of Skinner's

pots of money,

ANSWERS
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Mr. Joseph Skinner not only had pots of money, but he
had & natural gift for locking after those pots, for none of
his superabundant cash ever found its way to Skinner. Mr.
Joseph Skinner wasn't on visiting terms with Skinner's
branch of the family, and he had never seen his nephew
or manifested the slightest interest in his existence. Skinner,
as a matter of fact, regarded his uncle with considerable
animosity on that account, but that did not prevent him
from bragging in the Remove of his uncle's riches. A certain
amount of reflected glory from those riches fell upon Skinner,
though he never had an opportunity of getting his greedy
fingors on a sclitary quid. . : !

“*Ts that wire from your gt(]d_‘_f uncle?” psked Stott.

Yes. He's at Lantham.’

“ thought he lived abroad,” said Snoop.

“Qy he does,” said Skinner. “The old hunks—I mean
my uncle—generally spends the winter on the Ruq:s;ra, and
the fummer in Switzerland. He's got tons of oof |

“¥You never see any of it.” y

“ There was a misunderstanding once between him and my
father,” said Bkinner.

“Which was trying to
pleasantly. _ : %

Skinner did not appear to hear that impertinent question.

“P've always had an idea that he might leave me some-
thing,” he said. "““I'm lus nephew, after all, though he's
nover scen me or asked about me. I was named Joseph
after him—Harold Joseph. The mater thinks I might have
heard from him before this if I had been nam Joseph
Harold, It was rather a mistake. T've always thought
I'm down im his will, but he's one of those obstinate ald
curmudgeons who go on . living for ever out of sheer
obstinacy.”

“ But what does he want to see you for all of a sudden?”
asked Stott. *It's rather a change, 1sn't ¥

& Getting tender-hearted in his old age, perhaps,” grinned
Suoop. ' He might want to know you, as he hasn't any idea
what yvou're like.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” : _ F

“(h, don’t be funny!” growled Skinner. Skinner was in
a state of great elation. *“Look at the wire!”

His .chums read the telegram engerly. It ran:

“[ should be glad to call and see you while 1 am in
England. Expect me by the four tramn at Friardale,
“UnscLe Josers”

do the other?” asked Snoap

“It's ripping!"” said Skinner, rubbing his hands. . 1t
shows he takes- some interest n me, to come to Greyiriars
and see me. 1 always thought he'd come round in the long
run. The mater sent him my photo once tu give him a
chance.” :

“Mv hat! That was enough to keep him off for good!”
-4 Oh, don’t be a funny ass, Bnoop! ]i)f I got into his good
books it may mean some good tips for me, as well as a
whack in his will, if he ever makes up his mind to kick
the bucket. ° Anyway, he can’t come here and see me
without handing out something decent—a fiver at least, I
should say.” _

“Well, he would be bound to give you a tip, at least,”
ngmmj %nnup “You'd better meet that train, and butter
him up.

"l"III;I jolly-well going to. You fellows can come if you
like. Mind voure carcful what you say; I've heard he's
touchy. Bimply butter him up, and stroke him down, and
put him into a good temper. This may mean a fiver.,”

Skinner & Co. left the tuck-shop in great spirits. A wvisit
from a rich uncle on that “stony ” afternoon was like corn
in Egvpt in ona of the lean years. Harry Wharton & Co.
were chatting at the gates, and they glanced at the clate
Bkinner as he came out.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Cherry.

“ Wherefore that merry and bright expression upon your
esteemed and ridiculous chivvy, my worthy Skinner?” asked
Hurree Singh.

“ My uncle's coming to see me this afternoon,” said
Bkinner carelessly, _

“Which one?” asked Johnuy Bull. “The one who keeps
the catsmeat shop, or the one who keeps the pub?”

“My rich uncle,” said Skinner, unheeding. “I dare say
you've heard me mention him.™

“]1 fancy everybody at Greyfriars has,” chuckled Bob. “Is
the old boy really turiing up at last?”
- % Ag a matter of fact, he's rather
Bkinner calmly.

“ No accounting for tastes, by Jove!l”

“(Oh, go and eat coke!”

Skinner & Co. walked out, and took the road to Friar-
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dale. Ii was close on four o'clock already, and they had
no time to lose,

The Co. exchanged a puzzled [{Ian{:c::‘ €

“The queerfulness is terrific,” observed the Nabob of
Bhanipur, “The esteemed Wib has gone to fetch a shady
relation of the august Skinner, and his ridiculous rich uncle
is also arriving. It will be entertainful if the two esteemed
visibors meet at Greyiriars.™

“By Jove, it will!” said Nugent.  “Rather rough on
Skinner, though it serves him right. Wib didn’t know any
thing about this uncle chap.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Rake.

“Well, did Wibley know?" exclaimed Wharton.

“1 fancy so.” _ ; e

“Well, he might have put off his wheeze, thea,’ said
Harr{l, “It will be rough on Skinner to have the two here
together.”

Rake roared again,

“But they're not two—they're one.” Hos _

“Eh! Is this blessed rich unde the relation Wib’s sending
hera?” '

ik .&'HE.;” -

“Then I'm blessed if I catch on! Where's the wheeze?
said Bob, “Skinner's grinning with glee at getting a visit .
from his rich uncle.” W

“Wait till vou see the uncle!” chortled Rake. :

“How the dickens i3 Wib working it?"” demanded Nugent,
mystified. * How did he even know Skinner’s uncle was in
England at all? I understand he lives abroad.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”" - !

A sudden suspicion shot into Wharton's mind. He remem-
bered the loecked study, and ‘the traces of make-up on
Wibley's face. It dawned on him at last.

“ Rake, you fathead!” he exclaimed. “Is it a spoof 1"

“ 8noof|” ejaculated Bob. "
“What's sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander,
said Rake coolly. *If Skinner can sign a telegram “Mark
Linley,” Wibley can sign one ‘Uncle Joseph.” Skinner can t
complain if his own merry éxample is followed. It will

be a lesson he wants.” : '

“ Great Scott! But the uncle—-"

“ Wait- till you see him!”

The juniors chuckled. The
clearly now, and they looked
of Harold Skinner's uncle.

understood a little mora
orward keenly to the arrival

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner’s Unele!

6 ERE'S the train!™ smiled Skinner.
Skinner was in great spirits.

It was the first time in his life that his rich
uncle had taken notice of him; it was the chance
of a lifetime to ingratinte himself with the
wealthy old gentleman. Old Mr. Skinner was touchy and
crusty, dnuhtﬁmu, but Skinner would have stood that with- -
out limit for the sake of the crumbs that fell from the rich

man’s table. ' - o
Once he succeeded in getting into touch with his hitherto
# distant 7 relative, Skinner felt that he conld rely upon his
own cunning for the rest. Any amount of soft saw and
buttering-up - would come easy to Skinner, and he already
had in his mind’s eye a scries of affectionate, dutiful letters
to the old gentleman which were to screw a succession of
tips from him in the future. All he wanted was a chance of
using his cunning, and now his chance had come. And it
seemed clear that the old gentleman must be experiencing
an affectionate ycarning towards his nephew. Mr. Skinner
had visited England a dozen times before, but he had never

thought of coming to Greyfriars to see Harold Joseph.

Skinner watched the train from Lantham come in with
glistening eyes. Snoop and Stott were quite impressed, too.
If Skinner’s rich uncle was materialising at-last, Skinner was
a fellow worth cultivating.

“Well, where is he!” said Svoop, as half a dozen pas-
sengers alighted from the train.
 Bkinner scanned the passengers eagerly, He had never
seen his uncle, but he expected to see some family reséi-
blance to his father, : ;

A little old gentleman, in a shiny frock-coat and silk hat,
blinked round the platform through a pair of large steel-
rimmed glasses, and ecame towards the three Removites.
Skinner's heart sank a little. Waa this his uncle? He had
expected to see someone got up regardléss of expense. This
old gentleman was decidedly shabby., He had a silk hat the#
wanted brushing, his frock-coat had been good once, but it
Was very ahnr:lv at the seams. His trousers were baggy ab
the knees, and lds waistcoat was rumpled and had spots of
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grease on it. He wore high-hecled -hoots, doubiless to in-
creage his stature, which was naturally a little more than
Skinner's ewn, and the high heels made him walk awkwardly.
His face was sun-tanned i hue, and adorned with a fringe
of sandy-colonred whiskers and a straggling beard. He car-
yied arn-uambrella that ceuld only be described as a gamp.

“My word!” murmured Snoop, closing one eye at Stott.
“Jg that the merchant? Looks like an old clo’ man, if you
ask me!”

The little old gentleman blinked at SBkiuner & Co.-through
the sme]-rimmwF glasses.

“Js one of you my nephew?” he asked, in a cracked,
wheezy voice, somewhat like that in which Mr. Punch
addresses Mvys, Judy. ‘

Skinner stammered. This wus lis uncle, then—his rich
uncle from the Riviera! He looked like a third-rate
insurance-collector,  But he was rich—there could be no
doubt about that-—-all the Skinner family kunew 1t and there
was much family bitterness in that v - family “ﬂﬂi‘;“‘
subject of the ultimate destination of the old genileman’s
wealth, " Whatever he looked like, he had plenty of easn;
and that, after all, was the main thing—from the Skinner
point of view. Skinner pwlled himself together.

“Uncle Joseph!”’ he exclaimed.

““ Are you Harold?” _ )

“Yes, uncle, Don’t you know me?” said Skinner affection-
ately., -*The mater sent you my photograph.”

““Y think I should have known you,” said the old gentleman,
blinking at him. *You are very like your father; the same
foxy -expressiom.” :

would bhave earned hts fiver by the time

ratke.

“Ahem!” gasped Skinner. “I—I—=I'm jolly glad to sce
you, Uncle Joreph. It's so kind of you to come and see me.
Mr. Bkinner grunted,

“These chaps are my friends,” said Skinner. * Snoop and
Stott, uncle. They—they've been looking forward to seeing
you.'"

“Huh!"” said Uncle Joseph, staring at Snoop and Stott
for a moment, and then ignoring them. *Where 18 the
schoel!"

“TI'mi going to take

“Then lose nb time,

“0Oh, certainly [V

Skinner led the way from the station with lus uncle. Snoop
and Stott followed, grinning. : .

“My hat!” murmured Snoop. *“1'd swap that old gorgon
for Linley’s pater any dayv—what?®”

“What-hbo!" said Btott fervently.

Mr. Bkinner halted outside the station as Skinner was
pileting him away. )

“Is there no veilic]e here?” he rasped out, “ Do you think
I can walk preat distances at my age?! Huh!” '

“Here's the hack, uncle.”

“Let us take it, then,”

“ Certainly !”

. Bkinner opened the door of the hack for his uncle, and
followed him in, Snoop and Stott would have entered too,
but Mr. Skinner stared at them grimly. ;

“There is no room for four here!” he snapped.

“0h, crumbs !"” murmured Skinner.

“ What did you sav, Iinreld?”

“ N-n-nothing, uncle. You fellows won’t mind walkine,
will youl”

The hack rolled away, and Snoop and Btott were left staring
at one another, -

“Great pip!” said Snoop. “ Skinner's welcome to his
uncle. Did vou ever hear of such an uncivilised old Hun?”

“Kaiser Bill is & gentleman beside him!” growled Btott.
“ We've got to walk. Of all the Hunnish old rotters! Br-r-r!”

Snoop and Stott walked. Skinner was net feching happy as
he rolled away in the hack with his uncle. Even the prospect
of a fiver and the prospect of future tips could not make
Uncle Joseph’s eompany enjoyable,

“Don’t twiddle your thumbs!” rapped out Uncle Joseph
" suddenly.

Skinner censed to twiddle his thumbs.

“Can you keep your feet still, or can you not keep your
foet stillt” inquired Uncle Joseph, after a few minutes’
silence.

Skinner kept his feet still

he ‘got it, at this

you there, Uncle Joseph.”

ok, Che “Maguet” o,

_ backney vebicle when you have no n

2 Jﬂkimw‘igulpmi; Snoop and:Stott turned away sthew faces. man! - Bhec ! f%lgﬂjlﬁ,-ﬂl{ﬂ@ '

'Tl‘lé{* d not help grinning. Their ides was thut.Skinner-
d

“®y that is Greyfriars?” grunted Uncle Joseph, when the
old school came in sight.

“Yes, uncle,” said Skinner meekly.

“ Huh ™

The hack stopped at the gates. Harry Wharton & Co.
were still there, and Billy Bunter was with them. ]_3“11!&!'
was determined to make the acquaintance of Skinner's 1:;1911
uncle. The old gentleman alighted and blinked at the juniors.
Harry Wharton & Co. raised their caps alitely, but TToele
Joseph did not take the slightest notice of them. His manners
certainly had not the grace of Vere de Vere,

The old cabby touched his hat, ,

“ Pay the cabman, Harold!” snapped Mr. Skinner. * What

are . vou dawdling about-fer!” .-

Bkinner gasped. ; 1

“ [—]—]——"" he stuttered. g .

“T am waiting for you, Harold. I do not like standing
about and being stared at by unmannerly boys.”

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.

Skinner was crimsony He had no money to pay the
cabman. He had nasurally expected hiz uncle to pay the
fare. .

“J—I—1I haven't any tin, uncle!” he gasped at last.

“What!” squeaked Uncle Joseph. *You have taken &
money to _pay the cab-
. think t -1 shall

- ld, yo 2
pay the fare for'you? 1 sbail-do usthing of the sort. - You =~

may settle this matter for yourself.” I am ashamed 6f you !’

And Mr. Skinner trotted on into the quadrangle, mg
Skinner at his wits’ end. Ile turned his Hushed fac e
grinning Co. | : ; e S

“For goodness’ sake, lend me half-a-crown!” he pfeaﬂﬂ-li.

“I'm a-waitin’, sir!” said the cubman emphatically. -

Dick Ruke tossed a half-crown to Skinner, with a ﬂhuﬂlfle,
and the unhappy Skinner paid the cabman. Then he hurried
after his uncle,

But he was not feeling clated now. Fiver or no fiver, he
wished that Uncle Joseph was at the other end of the earth.
But Uncle Joseph was fairly planted on him now, and Skinner
dared not offend him, and he had to make the best of it.

SNy s

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Awful for Skinner!

L ELCOME to Greyfriars, sir!” - f
’ ~ Mr. Skinner stopped as Billy Bunter addressed

him in the quad.. He turned to his nephew, who
. came up red and breathless.
“Who is that fat boy?" he asked.

“That’s Bunter, sir.” : :

“1 hope that that gress, ever-fed, unhealthy young rascal
is not a friend of vours, Hareld?” )

“0Oh, no, uncle!” :

“J am glad to hear it,” snapped the old gentleman. *Send
him away! Ilis face has a most unpleazant effect on my
nervesd.” :

“Cut off, Bunter!” growled Skinner.

Billy Bunter blinked at the old gentleman in speechless
rage. Mr. Skinner walked on with his nephew. Mark Linley
was coming away from ericket practice,. with his bat under
his arm. He raistd his cap civilly to the old gentleman as
he passed. He took him for a relation of Skinner's, and bhe
was not likely to act as Skinner had acted towards Mr. Linley.
The old fellow paused.

“Who is thas boy, Harold?’ he asked. :

“QOh, .a scholarship bounder!” ssid Skinner disdainfully.
“Chap who worked in a factory once, and sneaked im here
on a scholarship.” !

“Bee you are a pitiful snob, Harold?”

“Eh?” gasped Skinner.

“I am ashamed of you, Harold !”

“Oht I—-I—1—"

“The lad looks very decemt and agreeable,” said Mr.
Skinner, looking after Mark. “I should be glad to see you
more like him, Hareld, Tell him 1 wish to speak to him.”

[y ] 1—!—'—'_!’ :

“Will vou do as I tell vou, or will vou not?”

Landing

erfirely

Hritish Athlete and World's Cham
present 20,000 BETEENGTH IDHEVELOPERS

crly opplicaton iy fecrssary t0 ABCUTS ONG.

who wigheg to grow up Heslthy, Strong, Robust, tall an oE. R
Hoys, be menr When you grow up—not lean, lanky, weak, muscleless shadows. Be MEN. 8eud ouly &8 and 4
Half-Guinea Course of Legsong, and the Developer will be sent
for postage. Write—A. DaNKS (Dept. T), 50, CRESCE

fon decides to
British Boys.

. EERREXE to Ambitious Boys!

British Doys who have not yel received ome of Mr. Danks' FREE War Gift Developers should basten to secure one of
these splendid gifts, as owing to the epormous response (0 Mr, Danks' offer there are now only a few hundreds left, and
The offer of this wonderful Strength and Muacle Developing

A AL S
?‘.HEE to help DPritish Lads—iz absolutely genuine, and iz still open to all who sonfl for Mr. Daliks' Huaﬁt-ﬂuine..
Courge of Legsong in Strength and Development, and

who promise to practise regularly, Ever

Boy apd Yonng Man
browd, and porseas well-daveloped mu

ould write Ww.
S Ppostaga for the
FREE. Bcaders abroad musl sen

ol f 1/- exirs
NPEA PARK, W“ﬂ!.'ﬁt

RBRGA

goluatal
. AL

15



16 THE BEST 3°- LIBRARY 2@ THE “BOYS' FRIEND" 30- LIBRARY, gt ox

“Yes, ves! Oh, yes!” stuttered Skinner.

He ran after the Lancashire junior.

““Linley ! I say, Linley!"

“What do you want?"

“ My—my uncle wants to speak to vou,” zasped Skinner,
“To me?” repeated Mark, in surprise.

“¥Yes, He—he's a rather rum old codger,” muttered
Skinner. “I can’t offend him., I—I say, come and speak to
?im, will you? And—and be civil. I'd take it as a great
avour.”

Mark gave him a quiet look. After Skinner's conduct
towards his father, the request was decidedly cool,

“T'll come,” said Mark.

“I—I say, you'll be civil?" said Skinner anxiously., “I—
I'm sorry about—about—" |

“Never mind that. Of course I shall be civil,”

“Thanks!” said Bkinner, great relieved, if not grateful
§e knew what he deserved at Mark Linley's hands,

ark returned to where the old gentleman was standing.

“¥You wished to speak to me, sir?" he asked respectfully.
A good many juniors were looking on from a distance, some
of them grinning at Unecle® Joseph's shabby clothes and
entiquated topper, and his queer appearance gencrally. DBut

ark’s manner was quiet and respectful.

“Yes,” rapped Uncle Joseph. **Are vou in my nephew’s
Form here?”

“T'm in the Remove with Skinner, sir.”

“I should like you to tuke notice of my nephew sometimes,
and  encourage him to grow a little more like yourself,”
wheezed Mr. Skinner. *“ At present he is a weedy and slacking
waster and a miserable snob. T think your example might do
him good!" :

“Oh!" ejaculated the astounded junior, while Skicner
ground his teeth with rage.

“That is all,”” said Uncle Joseph.
What are you dawdling about for?
your pockets, you sloven!”

Skinner breathed fury as he followed his unecle, Mark
looking after them in astonishment. Undoubtedly Mr. Skinner
;:'_a's a “rum old codger,”™ as his dutiful nephew diseribed

1m.

*“Great Fisher!" murmured Bolsover major.  “Is that
rummy card Skinner's uncle—his rich uncle? If he's rich, [
should think he'd buy some new trousers!”

“And a new hat!"” chuckled Temple of the Fourth.

“Where did he dig up that coat?” chortled Hazeldene.
“Look at his tie! Look at his chivey ! My hat!” .

“Poor old Skinner!” grinned Ogilvy. “He won't jaw
about other fellows' relations aftér this, T should say.”

“ Linley's pater is a swell beside that awful old codger,”
said Bolsover major. * Fancy Skinner running down Linley's

ater when he had an uncle like that himself! His clothes
taven't been broshed since he bought them, and I'll bet that
was forty veara ago!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“1 say, Wharton, scen Skinner's uncle *"

“Ha, ha! Yes™

“Ten't ho a corker?" grinned Rake.

““Ha, ha, ha !" _

Snoop and Stott came in at the gates, dusty and annoyed,
a3 the juniors were discussing Skinner’s uncle.

“Been the old codger?” asked Snoch. “Ain't he a
specimen? I don't believe he's rich at all; it's all Skinner's
swank ! . He huugght his clothes from a ragman, to judge by
the look of him!”

“0Old beast left us to walk ! growled Stott. * Bkinner
can have his uncle to himself; I'm not taking any! Horrid
old Hun, I think!"”

“I say, you fellows, what do you think of Skinner's
specimen ?”' giggled Billy Bunter, “Ain't he a-brute?
Blessed old ragbag—what? Skinner’s trying to keep him

“Come on, Harcld!
Take your hands out of

out of sight, but the old boy won't go to the study. He's
making Skinner show him round.”

“I'm going to watch him,” said Bolsover major. “You
don't often see a specimen like that off the cinema !™

‘ Here they come!” howled Dilly DBunter. “Don’t

Skinny look joyful!”

Skinner had succeeded in geiting his shabby uncle into
the house, hoping to plant him ont of sight in the study.
But the old gentleman had a will of his own. He came out
into the gquadrapgle again, Skinner following him with
burning cheeks. Uncle Joseph was talking in a loud voice,
and everybody could hear his remarks,

Fellows were gathering from far and near to look af
Skinner's uncle. That the unfortunate Skinner was ashamed
of his relative was not difficult to perceive, but- there was
no sympathy for Skinner. Even his own dear pals, Snoop
and Stott, were enjoying his discomfiture. After a | Skinner's
swank on the subject of his rich uncle who lived on the
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Riviera, the sight of that shabby and queer-mannered c'd
gentleman tickled the juniors immensely. -

It was not that he had bad manners—he had no manners
at all. On a close inspection it could be seen that hia
finger-nails were black, and he did not even wear gloves. He
dropped “h's” occasionally, which worried Bkinner very
much. Skinner had predicted that Linley's pater would
strew Greyfriara with dropped “*h's,” and Linley’'s pater
hadn’t dropped one; Skinner's uncle was doing it instead.

From the old man’s stinginess in the matter of the cab
fare, Skinner had almost given up hope of a tip. But he -
dared not offend Uncle Joseph. He knew that his people -
would expect him to ingratiate himself with the old gentleman
when they heard of this unexpeected happy meeting. But
Skinner wondered deaperately ]iu:rw long he would be able
to atand him. Not a single amile or chortle was lost on the
snob of the Remove. He simply writhed under them.

“Very pretty place,” said Mr. ‘Skinner, in his loud, cracked
voice. ‘'] should think you are 'appy “ere, "Arold?”

It seemcd to Skinne:r that the old wretch was dropping
E}ﬂl‘e “h's " than ever, and doing # purposely to worry

im.

“Poor old "Arold !" murmured Bob Cherry.

“Yes, uncle!" groaned Bkinnér.

“I never had chances like this when I was a boy,” went on
Uncle Joseph, apparently unconscious of the fact that half
Greyfriars could hear him. *“It was different when your
father and me was boys, "Arold !

“0Oh, dear!™

“Who'd have thought in them days,” continued Uncle
Joseph reminiscently, *that you would ever come to a public
achool, "Arold? But I ‘ope the young gents treats you well,
1=.|r|i:lI i:l-:m't "old it against you that your folks rose in the
world " -

*0Oh, did they ?"” murmured Snoop, with a wink at Stott,
“We're hearing some news about 'Arold—what "

* (Good old "Arold ! gasped Stott, almost choking. * Won't

*I believe he’s

he be "appy after this!”

“The awful old beast!” thought Skinner,
doing it on purpose to show me up. He can see I don't like
it. He wasn't dropping ‘ h's * like that at ‘first, the beastly
old hunk! I've offended him somehow !”

“What a change!” went on Uncle Joseph. *“ What a
change from the fried-fish shop, "Arold |”

“The—the. what?”’ gasped Skinner.

“Ah, you don’t remember that!”
affectionately. *You wasn't born when your father kept
the fried-fish ehop in the Mile End Road!

“He—he didn't " howled Skinner.

“What !” thundered Uncle Joseph.

“T—I mean, I've never heard of it before!™ groaned
Skinner. ‘“I—I thought our people were always well off,
uncle 7" . .

“J s'pose that’s the way your father's brought Iv;uu up 1"
snorted Uncle Joseph. * There's nothing to be ashamed of
in keeping a fried-fish shop, is there?”

“N-n-no!" e

“Pon't be a snob, "Arold I

“Oh, dear!” :

““Many and many’s the time,” continved Uncle Jesoph,
“when I've dropped into that shop in the Mile End Road
for a talk with vour father, and ’im in his shirt-sleeves,
selling the fish. They was good old days, 'Arold, though I
s'pose your father don't care to talk of 'em, since he’s rose in
the world !” .

Skinner’'s face was burning. :

He was learning some hidden family hiatnrg; for certainly
the fried-fish shop had never been mentioned at heme, and
if it hid ever existed, it had been kept exceedingly dark by
the Skinner family. The snob of the Remove wondered
wretchedly how many more family secrets Wwere to be told
to all Greyfriars. :

“These 'ere young gents your schoolfellows, "Arold 7" said
Uncle Jospeh, stopping as le came near the group of
Removitea, -

“ Yes, uncle.” :

“Glad to see you, my boys!” said Uncle Joseph. “Glad
to see that vou're kind anf polite to my nephew 'Arold,
congidering what he come from [

Skinner would have given a term’s pocket-money at that
moment for the earth to open and swallow him up. But the
earth didn’t. .

“ZBome fellers,” Uncle Joseph went on, * would think it a
piece of imperence for my nephew to come to a school like
this, considering. But I'm a democrat, I am! 'Arold ain’t
a gentleman, but he can afford to live among gentlemen
now that his father's made ’'is money! So why shouldn’t
he?"”

“The whyfulness is terrific, esteemed sahib!" grinned
Hurree Singh,

said Mr. Skinner
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“We've all made our bit, us Skinners!”” said TTnele Joseph,
who seemed in quite a communicative mood. “7T don’t mind
saying eo! Look at me!"

: We are looking—rather ! murmnred Boleover major.

" Won’t yon come and see the cricket-field, uncle 7" groaned
Skinner, ’

“I'm talking to these young gents, "Arold! They don’'t
mind talking to me, though I'm a self-made man! Do you,
young gentlemen #7

“Not a bit, sir " said Wharton.

“We're enjoying it, sir!” said Bob Cherry,

“The enjoyfulness 1s terrifie 17

" Lock at me!” said Mr. Skinner complacently. “Do I
raind ownin’ up that T started in a fried-fish shop with

Arold’s father—me buyin’ the fish at the market, and *Arold’e
father selling it over tﬁe counter? Not a bit! I'm proud of
it Aiwn't I able to live abroad in me old age now, combining
Puamms with pleasure? Look at me—what started life with
arf-a-crown in my pocket, and now the 'ead of the biggest
pawnbroking business on the Riviera]”

*Oh, crumbs |7 yelled Snoop.

It was a little too much.

. Skinner’s rich uncle was supposed to spend hie days in
hixurious idlencss on the sunny Riviera, basking in the sun
at Nice and Cannes and Monte Carlo. The discovery that ha
ran a pawnbroking business at those fashionable resorts put
the lid on, so to speak.

It was a discovery to Skinner, too:
told him that. -

“If I'd Jknown I was goin’ to see you, ’Arold, I'd ’ave
bronght you a little present, selected from the unredeemed
pledges ! gaid Mr. Skinner.

Skinner groaned.

“Now show me round the place, *Arold! Tt's a real
pleasure to see what you've rose to through your father
sticking to the fried-ish business when he wae a young
man ! '

Mr. Bkinner trotted off with ITarold Joseph, the latter
feeling positively murderous. The Removites sim ply gasped.

“Poor old Skinner!” gasped Squiff. “ He ought to get a
Fug for that old johnny! It's a shame to give him away

ike that!” '

“"We're learning  something  about Skinner!” chueckled
Belsover major, *“ He's never mentioned the fried-fsh shop
m nme I!? 3

“ Nor the pawnbroking business ! grinned Snoop.

"I rather fancy Skinmey will get fed-up with his rich unele,”

-said Vernon-Smith. “I don't think I'd own that old codger if
he was a billionaire !”

Quite a little army of juniors accompanied Mr. Skinner in
his peregrinatione around Greyfriars. They were interested
in Skinner's _um:le. Certainly, Skinner had one distinetion
to boast of—if he chose—his uncle atiracted more attention
than any fellow’s relation had ever attracted before!

his people had never

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. .
. A Lesson for a Snob! i§

HAT walk round Gregfriars was a long-drawn horr
I to Harold Skinner. s

A fellow who was not snobbish at all might have

felt counsiderably uncomfortable in his situation. A

shabby old man, with dirty finger-nails, who talked

ongrammatically, and revealed hidden family secreis in the

most reckless manner, might have tried the endurance of any

fellow at a big school.  But it was specially hard on 8kinner,

after his swank on the subject of his rich uncle, and his

snobbish conduct towards Mark Linley. Skinner would have

given a year of his life to have had his uncle even remotely
resemnble  Linlev's father.

How was he ever to hold up his head in the Remove after
this? There was revenge enough for Mark Linley, if he
chose to take advantage of it. But Skinner knew instine-
tively that Mark would never make a single reference to his
weird unele. It was from fellows of his own kidney that he
had most to fear—8noop, and Stott, and their like. They
would certainly never let him forget hig uncle's visit to
Greyfriars.

Skinner's crimsgon face drew smiles from all quarters. But
the crimson died away before that walk was over. Skinner
was quite pale when he came back to the Bchool House with
his uncle.

He was relieved to find that Mr. Skinner manifested no
degire to interview the Iead or his Form-master. Skinner
felt that he would have expired with shame if the old gentle-
man had been seen by the Head, He was afraid that Mr,
Quelech might appear, in whieh ease he would have had te
introduce his unele, and he was glad to pilot the old gentle-
man up to the Remove passage at last, out of harm's way.

- *“Getting a bit peckish, 'Arcld,” remarked Mr. Skinner,

“1 suppose the 'Ead will arsk me to dine with "im ?”

Skinner shuddered,
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; “‘i':-?{mldn’t you rather have a snack in the study, uncle?”
16 pledtled, _

“Oh, do, sir!” gaid Vernon-Smith.
"Arold’s my study-mate, you know.”

" Werry kind of you to ’ave 'Arold for a study-mate,” gaic
Mr. Skinner. " You're a young gentleman., But ’Arold’s
as wf-ll off as if he was a gentleman. 1It's a real pleasure tg
me, "Arold, to see that vou ain’t looked down on ‘ere. IDa
you think I ought to call on the 'Ead, "Arold 7"

“Oh, no!” pasped Bkinner. * The Head's awfully busy!”

“'Ii won’t think it rude like®” '

“I'm sure he won't.” _
' “Well, T'll leave it to you, 'Arold, considering that you
ave mixed with gentlefolk, and 1 s'posec you knows best,”

“(h, dear!”

“P'r'aps the "Ead wouldn’t care to dine with me, me being
a pawubroker,” said Mr. Bkinner reflectively. ‘*What dc
vou think, 'Arold #”

The Remove passage was crowded with juniors, and every
word was heard by all of them. . Bkinner longed to sink
through the floor.

“Clome into the study, unele,” he said.

“Well, if this young gent ‘ere don’s mind, T will,  You
won't take it as a liberty, sir?” asked Mr. Skinner, addrese-
ing Vernon-Smith,

' Quite a pleasure,” said the Bounder politely, It was a
pleasure, in a sense, The Bounder foind great amusement in
watching Skinner's face. :

“Thank you kindly, young gentleman! "Course, I ain't
used o mixing with gentlefolks, like 'Arold ‘ere, and I'm
surc you'll make allowances for me.”

“Ha, ha! 1 mean, yes, sir.”

Mr. Skinner entered the study at last,

“Bring some of your friends in to tea, 'Arold,? he said.
“I don’t like heating alone, You come in, and you and you
and you." Mr. Skinner beckoned to Removite after
Removite, and they cheerfully accepted his invitation. The
Famous Five came in, and Rake and Micky Desmond and
Morgan and Mark Linley. The latter was hesitating, when
the cld gentleman took iis armi_and pulled him in. “You
come in, my lad. I want you to be friendly with my nephew
"Arold. 1 'ope h¢ may grow up to be a gentleman like you,
sir! 'Course, there ain’t much sign of it so far, but you
never know, and "Arold may turn out a gentleman in the long
ran, I 'ope.”

Mark did not look at Skinner’s shame-stricken face. He
pitied the unforfunate smob- deeply at that moment. His
manner to Mr, SBkinner was quite respectful—respect was
due to age, at lcast, though the old gentleman was certainly
very tactless, '

Mr. SBkinner sat down in the armchair, with hiz back to the
Iiight., and blinked genially at the company through his
glaszes.

“Now, wot about some grub?” he said. “I'm 'ungry. I
wis thinkin' of dinin’ with the "Kad; but, course, 'tain’t to
be expected, "in being so "igh-class.  What's the matter with
you. ‘Arald? You look low-sperriied.”

“I—I—I"m all right,” stammered the miserable Bkinner.

“Don't stuiter like that, 'Arold !

id I__.l_'_'_Fj

“1 can't abear stuttering, and think of these young pents,
too, though they are so kind and polite to you,” said Mr.
Skinper. * You must remember you're among the gentry
now, 'Arold, and be’ave according.™

Skinner looked balf demented., The misery in his face
might have touched the heart of a Hun, But Uncle Joseph
did not scem to notice it. '

The table was quickly spread, and Uncle Joseph started
tea. His table manners were striking. He ate sardincs with
his fingers, and drank his tea from a saucer, and picked his
teeth with a fork. [e wiped his greasy fingers on Skinner’s
jacket. He talked almost incessantly, and his talk ran in the
carly davs of Blkinner's father and ﬁimself,' and the experi-
¢nces in the fried-fish shop, and a summons for non-payment
of rates, and how lucky Skinner was to be at a school for
the sons of gentlemen. And his remarks were intermingled
with admonitions to 8kinner to remember that he was among
gentlefolk, and behave accordingly. Mr., S8kinner scemed to
have no misgivings as to his own manners, but he was very
anxious that his nephew ghould behave well in the presence
of the young gentlemen who were so kind as not to look
down on him on account of his origin. :

Skinner sat with a white, wretched face, only longing for
the terrible old man to be gone, so that he could rush away
and hide himself from the sight of his schoolfellows,

“ Aro—are yvou catching a frain, uncle?” he stammered af
last, az the old gentleman showed no signs of moving.

“Jolly near calling-over!” remarked Rake.

“IHere's our study.

&

; 12
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Uncle Joseph startech : _
“My hat! Then it’s about time to chuck it,” he remarked,

In quite a different voice, .

S8kinner jumped, )

He gazed at his unele like a fellow in a dream. |

For Uncle Joseph spoke no longer in the wheezy, cracked
toncs of Mr. ‘Skinner; he spoke in a ringing young vowce
which certainly sounded like a boy's. .

“Why, what—" exclaimed Mark Linlcy, in amazement.

“*Ave ‘you 'ad a pleasant arternoon, 'Arold1” went on the
old gentleman, in that changed voice. .

And Skinner gave a wild yéll. v

i “’ribl['}"ln &%

i razed at Unecle Joseph, dumbfounded. .

tincle Joseph cheerfully pulled off his sandy whiskers and
his scrazgy wig, and rose to his feet.

“Wabley ¥ gasped Vernon-Smith. |

The ‘ithpersonator was not recognisable, but they knew now
that it was Wibley. There was a roar of laughter in the
‘study. Harry Wharton & Co. knew the secret already; but
it came as a surpriso to Vernon-Smith and Mark Linley—and,
above all, to Skinner. ) :

“Wibley I exclaimed Mark, in amazement,

“ Yours truly !” said Wibley cheerfully. “IHow have you
enjoyed vour a.ft;-r:mun, Qkinner, ald.chap?”

Slinner panted,

B Wi’::‘my?ﬂ You ro‘ten—vou rotten trickster! Hang you—
hiaty you ! Ym} spoofing beast !

“Ha, ha, ha!” . .

“Rathor a lesson for a snob—what?" said Wibley com-
placent!y, “l"‘:’i_; been enjoying your face, Skinner.”

“Ha, ha, hal’ e

Skinner gasped with reliefl. That awful old man wasn’t his
ancle, after all—he wasn’t even an old man at all! His uncle
was still an the Riviera, and he wasn’t a pawnbroker, and
the story of the fricd-fish shop was a figment of Wibley's
fertile imagination. Tt was a tremendous relief efter all
Skinner's sufferings that afternoon,

“(h, vou rotter !” he gasped. By ‘ .

“ Ripping idea, wasn’t 1t?” grinned Wibley, * You won’$
be in a hurry to send spoof telegrams again, now you sce two
par plu:,rlthullfl gl::mel”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” :

Skinner uttered a yell, and rushed at Wibley,  * Uncle
Joseph " rolled ou the floor in Skinner’s furious cluteh.

“1'Il smash you!” roared Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!™ : : .

The door opened, and Bolsover major looked in.  The roars
of laughter from the study rang the length of the Remove

BEALC,

i ﬁghut‘a the joke?” azked Bolsover. " Hallo! M}: hat!
Skinner going for his uncle! Well, I'm not surprised !”

“Ha, ha, ha!" ]

There was a rush of juniors to see the combat. Nobody
was surprised that Skinner had gone for his uncle, in the
circumstances. 1ut there was a surprise when the unele
rose from the combat in the person of Wibley of the Remove,
leaving Skinner gasping on the carpet,

“Wibley ! howled Bolsover major, #Why—what—
where's Skinner’s uncle 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” i "

* Gentlemen, Skinner's uncle has disappeared, as 1t’s time
for calling-over,” grinned Wibley. It was a little game—
entirely for Skinpers good—a little lesson for a silly snoh!
I hope Skinner will benefit by it. Come and help mo get this
ciobber off, Rake.”

And Wibley walked cheerfully out of the study.

Skinner serambled to his feet. : :

I1e shook a furious fist at the howling Removiies.

“You rotters! You were all in this[”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You—you rotters!” !

¢ ahush!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. ”R{rmﬂm'l?-en you're’
among gentlefolks now, "Arold, und be’ave according.

“Ha, ha, ha!” il y

And the juniors streamed out of the study almost in
hysterics, leaving the snob of the Remove gasping with rage.

. - & - ‘. i .

Skinner, when he came to think of it, could almost forgive
Wibley for his jape in his relief at knowing that the terrible
Uncle Joseph was net the genuine article. And certainly the
 snob had had a scvere lesson, though whether 1t would do

him good was another matter,

THE END.

(Co not miss " RAKE'S HIVAI.I"F-HHIE Monday's

Grand Story of Harry Wharton & Co, at Greyfriars,

FRANK RICHARDS.)
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& BRIEF NOTICES
& To Readers of THE “MAGNET " LIBRARY. >

Cricket and Football.

Fitzroy F.C. (average age. 17) want home and away
matches for coming reason. Ground, Boston Manor, Chelsea.
—Hon Bec., P. A. Jones, 16, Meek Street, Chelsea, 5.W.

St. Mary’s C.C. (average age 14-15) want games with other
clubs in their district.—Hon Sec, H. Akers, 34, Morley
Road, Lewisham, 5. E, .

: For Correspondence, Etc,

Miss Cirace Evans wishes to thamk heartily all those who
wrote to her in response to her appesal, and hopes to answer
them &ll in time, s

Will girls wishing to become mombers of D. M. Colling'
Correspondence Club please write to the M.E. and C.C.
Girls’ Representative Office, 94, Kendall Road, Colchester ?

0. Spires, 24, Kempshead Road, Albany Road, Camberwell,
S.E., would much like to hear from L. H. Spires, whose
photo appeared in a recent number, '

Private R. MecC. Russell, A.M.C., No. I1 Australian
General Hospital, Caulfield, Melbourne, Australia, would be
glad to correspond with readers either in the other Colonies
or in the United Kingdom, _

Lewis Wadsworth, 163, Oxford 8treet, Church Gresley, near
Burton-on-Trent, would like to correspond with some boy
readers. : :

A. Bidwell, 6, Lordship Road, Cheshunt, would Tike to
hear from A. W. Churcher, Boys' Bervice, R.E., Chatham.

Will Vienny Higgins, of Harrogate, wtite to her old friend,
S. J. Senior, at 31, Stanmore Road, Burnley, Leeda?!

Herman Aguirre, c.o. Mr. G. A. C. Day, P.O. Box 417,
Lima, Peru, would like to hear from some of hig friends
lately at Woolwich Polytechnie Secondary School, :

Corporal Hannigan, 7573, 9 B Ward, A Block, Wharncliffe,
War}eﬂaspitni. ‘Sheffield, would be glad to have letters from
readers. =T _

S. M. Mulley, Bell Grove Cottage, Welling, Kent, wanta to
join & correspondence club—one near him preferrad.

Miss Rose Brennan, 14, Chaseley Street, Stepney, E., wanta
fo correspond with some girl readers. :

J. C. Oliphant, 5, Walter Street, Nottingham, will be glad
to send particulars of a first-class correspondence club on
reccipt of stamped and addressed envelope. '

Pioneer J. Maughan. 31345, 254th Field Clo. R.E., 4th Sec.,
39th Division, B.E.F., France, would be glad to correspond
with some of our older boy readers.

Re Leagues.

Montague R. Young, 9, Westbourne Road, Barnsbury, N.,
wishes to form a local “Gem " and “Magnet "' League, and
would be glad to hear from anyone interested. Stamped add
addressed envelope, pleasé. : e

Wm. Knapp, 8, Firbank Road, is Fﬂrmm%ﬂ, “Gem " and
“ Magnet *’ League open to anybody in the United Kingdom.
Stamped and addressed envelope, please. : :

Leonard Caine, 3, Farmside, The Cross, Hyde, Cheshire,
wants ‘o form a league in his locality for the purpose of
sending soldiera and sailors f&.reﬂﬂ of the Companion Papers: .
Stamped and addressed envelope, please.

James Gibson, 10, Carlisle Street, Southdown Lane;, Liver-
pool, wishes to form a “Gem " and “ Magnet " League, and
would be glad to hear from any reader with a hand-press who
would care to join, with the idea of running a small weekly
paper.

A. R. Colbeck, Valte Cottage, 9, Northern Road, les-
bury, wishes to form a Correspondence Club for readers of tha
“Gem " and * Magnet " anywhere, Stamped and addressed
envelope, please. .

. Llewellyn, 268, Main Road, Darnall, Sheflield, wishes to

o e

, form a “Gem " and * Magnet V' League for boys, and hopes

to run a magazine in connection with 1t. Please write, or call
between five and six.

George F. C. Land, 12, Windsor Place, Plymouth, would
be glad to hear of any “ Gem " and ‘““Magnet™ League in
his locality. L

E. Henry, 29, Raleigh Road, Penge, 8.E., wishes to form
an International “Gem™ and * Magnet'™ League. *Will
overseas readers. please enclose international coupons (or
stamps if those are unavailable) for postage? .

A. Samson, 1, Adelaide Street, West Erugﬂﬂn, would like
{0 hear from the secretary of any "“Gem " or * Magnet ™
League in his neighbourhood.

(Readers will find q farther List of Notices on cover,
: page ii. -
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PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS BRIEFLY TOLD.

Hal Mackenzie receives a mysterious message, urging him
to como out to the Bouthern Andes and learn the seccret of
the Tower of the Golden Star. He sets out upon the voyage
accompanied by his chums, Jim Holdsworth, Bob Sigsbee,
and Pat O'Hara. :

After exaiting experiences in the hands of a treacherous

captain, they arrive at Buenos Ayres, .
They proceed upon their journey into the mountains,
and eventually arrive at the Black Sentinel—a rock
cut in the fipure of a huge man,
They march on again, later making a halt to hunt for
food, when Jim discovers the skeleton of a man. Near by

he comes upon a wallet containing an old parchment whie
tells how the man, Guzman Cavallo, of Santiago, Spain, had
eat out 150 wears previously in quest of the Golden Star.

At the end of another three dayvs’ journeying they arrive
at the Valley of the Shadows spoken of by the Spaniard,
and of which Aymara, the daughier of a native chief, had
told them. Here they encamp for the night. They aro
aroused some hours later by o shot from Sigsbee's gun. A
conflict beging with unseen foes, the darkness being intense.
The adventurers are powerless against a number of metal
barbz, between four and five inches in length, and weighing
about half a pound, which commence flying about their
heads, They are anxiously waiting for the moon to rise,
when a bank of fog rolls across the valley, still further
intensifying the darkness,

{Now read on.)

The Half-Breeds.

“Gad, you're right!” exclaimed Hal. “It's as thick as
pea-soup, and will be all over the walley in about ten
miinutes,”

In less than ten minutes it had filled the valley, blotting out
everything from sight. A man could not have been seen
three paces away. It enveloped them in its clammy folds,
tinck and evil-smelling.

“My aunt!” said Jim. *“It niffs worse than a regular
London pea-souper, and they're pretty rotten at times.”

“But 'twill be giving us an advantage,’” asserted Pat
' Hara. -

"I don't see that,” replied Hal. * Seems to me it. will be
giving our foes an advantage. They must know every inch
of the valley, and the fog won't hamper them. But we're
strange to tﬂe place, and if we moved away from the camp
we should be lost.” _

“It's meself could foind my way back again, by the feel
av the ground,” declared O'Hara. “And I mane to thry
and locate thim shadows what's having it all their own way
wid the shootin’, I'll just creep out and listen, and whin I

e ——
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A Stoiry of Strange and
- Ghrilling Adventures in

an Amazing Quesl
by -ALEC-G-PEARSON-

L Don’t be a fool, Pat!” said Hal. _
‘“Best stay where you are,” advised SlfﬁbEﬂE,

But the Irishman was restless, and Iying down quietly
when attacked, without being able to make any sort of return,
didn’t meet with his approval at all. Pat’s notion of a fight
included hitting back. A waiting game dide’t suit him.

The metal bdarbg began to fall again, by twos and threes
now, and from several different directions at once. And the
aim was now more accurate, despite the fog Perhaps the
unseen attackers had drawn closer. In any case, the ridE‘E
was no longer a safe cover, as they were shooting the barba
in from the sides now as well as from the front.

“We've got to shift our position,” Sigsbee ohserved, “or
presently we'll get shot full of holes with them barbs.”

“There's a fairly deep hollow somewhere behind us,” said
Jim, ‘‘ just about big encugh to hold the mules and all. "1
think I can find it."” '

He did find it, and the kicking, squealing animeals were
led down into this pluce of greater safety. But one of them
was killed before they reached there. Tt was the pack-mule.
A barb struck i1t between the eyes und entered its brain. Tt
dropped dead in its tracks.

“Lucky it wasn't one of us!™ said ¥Hal. Then he broke
out fiercely: *I can't take this lying down much longer!
I must do something! Fire at the brutes, whether I can see
them or not! I can understand how Pat O'Hara feels!”

“By the way, where is he?’ exclaimed Jim. * Pat!” he
called out.

There was no reply. ,

“He may have been lat,” said Hal. There was anxiety
and fear in his voice. It was not any fear of what might
happen to himself, but a dread that the gallant Irishman,
best and cheeriest of comrades, had been killed. “We must
go back to the ridge and look for him."”

But although they crawled all over the camping-ground,
at consideruble risk to themselves, for the barbs were striking
the earth all round them, no trace of Pat O"Hara could be
found.

“He's gone out to iry and locate some of these Valley-
men,’"' Bigshee declared, “and gei a shot at them—same as
he said he would.”

They returned to the hollow. By this time the moon had
risen, for whencver the fog thinned a bit a faint radiance was
visible overhead. But as a rule the mist was too dense for
the moonlight to penetrate it in the slightest degree.

Suddenly a shot rang out, apparently about a quarter of a
mile away, and it was immediately ftmﬁuwed by a sharp cry.

Then silence again.

“Pat has bagged one of them!” exclaimed Jim. *Good
old Pat! I say, couldn't we go out and lend him a hand 1"
“1 should like to,” replied Hal.

hear where they are I can do a bit av sniping,” “Y ldn't - fi hi ' 1 o
A wlers ey wn £ o do a0l g ou wouldn n m in this smother,” declared
NEXT 14 3 i A Qrand, Long, Complete
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Sigsbee; *“and it won't do to leave the camp wunpro-
tected. If these skunks, who swarm in the fog, were

tin capture our mules and outfit, we'd be properly
one "
This was true,  so very

_ reluctantly th had to
remain where they were. But O'Hara's i:i;ﬂt——fﬂr it

could only have been him who fired—had a remarkable
effect. The fusillade of barbs, which had almost been con-
tinuous for the past half-hour, suddenly ceased.

[t was a welcome respite, for their nerves were beginning to
get on edge. ;
~ Yet the silence which now reigned was, in a way, almost
a3 trying. No other shot did O'Hara fire, and no more barbs
fcll duto the little eneampment. It was strange.

An hour passed in this dead stillness, and (' Hara had not

returned.  Then all at onece a slight rustling sound fell on
their cars. ) :

“That'll be him creeping back,” said Jim, “I'll give him
8 hail!” 1 “

But Sigsbee clapped a hand over his mouth.

“Hush!" he whispered. “ Listen !"

‘The slight rustling was heard again, but it came from three
different points now. O'Hara couldn’t be creeping back to
camg from three different dircctions at the same time.

“The Valley-men,” said Hal, in a low voice. “They're
coming to close quarters at last !

*“Thank goodness!” murmured Jim. * Anything's better
$han being shot at without being able to retaliate.”

“Look out!” eried Hal.

Over the rim of the hollow a face had appeared. Without
bringing his rifle to his shoulder he fired. "The face vanished.
It was indced but half a face that slid out of sight. .The rest
had been blown away;

At the same instant a hand and arm—the hand grasping a
knife—was thrust forward almost into Sigsbee's eyes. l'{EFI'IE
grm was raised to strike, when the American gripped hold of
it, and hauled with all his strength, )

A man came tumbling igto the hollow,

Sigshee’s temper was up. He, too, was glad to get at grips
with the encmy. Beizing.the man by his neck and one leg,
ho swung him shoulder high, then hurled him with terrific
force down on to the ground again,

The man laid still, for his neck was breken,

Bigsbee bent over him,

“A baif-breed |” he exclaimed.
up against. The breeds!
we've met, or are likely to meet ™

“Now we know who we're

Pat O'Hara Helds His Own.

When O'Hara slipped away fvom the camp, “to do a bit
iv shoofin® on me own account,” as he pur it, he made his
way through the fog in the direction where he supposed some
of the encmy to be in ambush. For two or three hundred
yards he crept along on all fours; then, coming to a dip in
the ground, he straightened himself up and walked, for he
argued that the missiles would now pass over his head. In
this he was right.

50 he progressed for another three hundred vards or so,
atepping with the utmost caution, and making no sound,
Then the ground rose again, and he found himself stumbling
among some small boulders of rock, Like a fox, he went to
carth in among the boulders, : :

He listened with strained attention. Quite a short distance -

away from him he could hear the low muttering of voices, and
some sotinds as of men moving about stealthily.
. These sounds scemed to be coming nearer.

“The first wan that.shows himself will get a lead pill,” he
murmured. “I'll aim for his stummick, se as he’ll be saved
the throuble av swalleying it.” ' :

He never gave a thought to his own danger. That the shot
might have the effect of bringing a score or more of the
enemy rushing down en top of iim did not worry him in the
loast. Probably he never gave the matter a thought,

Presently the fog thinned a little for a few moments, and
he caught sight of a figure looming upethrough it, not more
than thirty yards away. Instantly he took aim and fired.

The Dgure let out a vell. staggered a few paces, and
dropped. It was that shot, snd the mafm's ery, that O'Hara’s
comrades had heard in the camp.

The fog closed down again as thick as ever. But there was
no rush on the part of lus strange foemen ; they had methods
of BHghting of their own—crafty, stealthy methods, which
- roused the Irishman’s contempt.

Yet in this gloomy valley, every stone and bush of which
thay were familiar with, it made them formidable adversaries.
It is hard to fight an enemy who contrives for the most part
to remain concenled. For some little time Pat didn't Eear
another sound, and as he got tired of remaining in the same

fthen he eame to the foot of a low hill,

The very worst of all the foes

position he crept forward again. It was curiosity as much
88 anything which urged him onward now; he wanted to
have a look at the man he had shot,

He knew he had fallen by the side of a small bush. He
found the bush, but the man was not there. Possibly he had
bean carried away by his companions ; but if this was the case,
the silence with which they moved was little short of
marvellous,

“Faith, 'tis a quare counthry here among the mountains,”
muttered (' Hara, *an’ anywan’s welcomw to my share-av it—
if 30 be T have a share 1"

Tired of ecrawling, he rose to his feet, and walked on
slowly, He had lost all sense of direetion, and, despite his
boast that he would be able to find his way back to the camp-
“by the feel av the ground,” he realised now that such a
feat was impossible in a place so utterly strange to him.

With his "opponents it was different. They must have
]:-Eaﬂussﬂd the instincts of wild animals for finding their way
a bout,

For about half an hour Pat O'Hara wandered aimlessly, and
_ He climbed to the

top, and, te his surprise, found himself up against a stone
wall, not more than six feet in height. It was a wall built by
human hands; he could tell that by the feel of it. The stones
were smooth, and all much of the same %ize, with the edges
closely joined together, _ '

He felt his way along it, and came to a door, which he
cauntiously pushed open. Then he took a step forward. But
he did this incautiously, for he stepped on nothing, and, not
being able to recover himself, toppled over into space.

However, he hadn’t far to fall—a matter of tﬁ?‘(‘ﬂ feet, po
more—yet for a few moments it dazed him. Then suddenly
the _I.'llﬂﬂ:ﬂ into which he had tumbled was flooded with light.
Instinetively he grabbed up his rifle, which he had dropped,
and then stared about him.

He was in a large, oval-shaped room, which was furnished
with a table and some chairs f mahogany, richly carved, a
charcoal brazier, which had no fire ‘burning in it then, and a
{ﬁmnpabed. Some dressed skins of animals were lying on the

oor,

The bed was oceupied. A man was sitting on it, who was
-gazing at O'Hara partly in surprise and partly in sardonic
amusement. He was a sallow-complexioned man, with black
hair and a thin black moustache. A ring with a large

sdiamond set in it glittered on the forefinger of his right hand.

O'Hava guessed at once that he was a half-breed, one of
those - fierce and cruel ‘semi-savages they had been warned
against. This one was apparently a leader, and, so far as his

manner was concerned, he scemed-to be as civilised as any
South American of the cities, :

He was handsome, in a way, but his good looks repelled
because of the lurking evil in his eyes, and the lines of eruclty
about his mouth,

“1 was not expecting a visitor,” he said blandly in Spanish,
“or 1 would have prepared a more fitting welcome for you.
I had the ladder removed from the doorway. It is unfor-
tunate, as it caused you a fall, I trust you are not hurt?
But "—he paused a moment, and then added—"it may be
you don't speak Spanish.”

“T speak English beither,” replied Pat, getting on his feet,
and staring hard at the man on the bed. He couldn't quite
make him out., The half-breed was sua.\'ﬂimlite, and talked
in quite a friendly fashion. Yet, if he be ed to the band
that had been stealihily attacking them all night, he was
clearly an enemy, )

Pat glanced round the room in search of weapons. There
was one that looked something like an air-gun, It had a
short, wide barrel. On the fHoor close to 1t were several metal
barbs of exactly the same pattern as the hundreds which had
been shot into the camp,

That seemed proof enough that the map was an enemy, and
his pleasant manner was only a blind, perhaps, to gain time
and socure an advantage over his unexpected visitor. :

“Bueno! I then will speak in English," said the half-breed.
7] find it convenient to know more than one language. You
are a stranger, and it is s¢ seldom that strangers come to the
valley that I am curious to know why you are here.” :

* Just having o look at the counthry,” replied Pat carclessly,
“Zome parts I loike, some parts I wouldn's take at a gift.”

“Ah!” The breed amiled in a peculiar way. *° DL -E0
further, vou wil like it less. Now, if one may ask your
nnme'.:l It is s0 much better to know the name of a [riend,
or—— '

““ An inimy, you were going to say,” interposed the Irish-
man bluntly. “Well I'm not ashamed av me name: 'Tia
Patrick O'Hara. Now, a fair exchange is no robbery; sup-
pose you tell me yours?” : : :

“1 was about to do so. You may perhaps have heard i$
before. 1 am known as Captain Garotte!”

{Continued on page v of cover.)
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MISS SHIRLEY KELLOGG'S

ADVICE ON

Beautiful Exponent of Revue says “ Harlene Hair-Drill ”’

oo
GL;'I;UUTFITS_ TO BE DISTRIBUTED GRATIS.

1,000,000 FOUR-FOLD HAIR-BEAUTY

HAIR BEAUTY.

is Ideal.

; EVERY READER MAY RECEIVE FREE OF CHARGE:

1. A Trial Bottie of ‘“Harlene” for the Hair. | 3. A Sample Bottle of ‘“Uzon" Brilliantine.
2. A Packet of *‘Cremex” S§hampoo Powder. ' 4. The Secret ** Hair-Drill” Manual,

F all the beantiful and talented exponents of Revae,
Berha none have made their mark so indelibly on the

ritish public as charming Miss Shirley Kellogg,
Thousands vpon thousands of people have thronged %o
pay their tribute to her charming winsomeness, and it is
this talented actress who to-day gives a delightful lesson
to all who desire Beautiful

THIS IS YOUR FREE GIFT.

Simply write ;,rm; name and address on the eoupon below
and post with 4d. stamps to cover carriage to Edwards’
Harlene, Ltd., and vou will receive the following ovtfit :

1. A BOTTLE OF “HARLENE,"” a true Liguid Fooed for
the Hair, which stimulates it

Hair.

READ THIS
STRIKING LETTER.

Here is Miss Shirley Kellogg's
letter :

“To Messis. Edwards IHarlens
Compeniy,

“ Dear Sirs,—I feel it is only
right that I should wequoint
you with my very satisfactory
experience of your ' Hair- Dl
Although I have tried “many
other, hair preparations, wntil |
wus persuaded to try © Harlene
Hair-Drill’ I was never satisfied
with the resulis I obinined.

“ Now, after a quite prolonged
trial, 1 am pleased fo say that
" Harr-Dnll* anore Lhan coceeds
wmy expectations, I am indeed
gratified for the always im-
wnedate * good  thal * Hair-
Drill * produeces, and um quiie
certain  that  your  principle
nol only maintains  hair in
vigour, -beauty, and abundance,
but thal o will restore weal
and deficient hair to fulness
and strength.

o " Withowt any hesitation I
most heartily recommend © Har-
lene Hair-Drill* to all ladies.

FPhaoto]

MISS SHIRLEY KELLOGQ,

whose suceess in Revue Ras been perhaps the most remark-

to new growth, building up the
very substance of the hair
itself. It is a Tonic Food
and Dressing in one.

2. A PACKET OF THE
MARVELLOUS HAIR AND
SCALP-CLEANSING ‘*‘CRE-
MEX " SHAMPOO, which
prepares the head for ** Hair-
Drill,”

3. A BOTTLEOF “UZON "

- BRILLIANTINE, which gives

~a final toueh of heauty to the
hair, and is speeially beneficial
to those whose sealp is.inelined
to be ““dry *’ or where powdery

scurf exists, 4]

4, THE SECRET * HAIR-
DRILL " MANUAL, giving
complefe instructions for carry-
ing out this iwo-minutes-a-
day . Scientific Hair-Growing
Exercise. :

You may at any time obtain -
further supplies of * Harlene™
from vyour rehemist at 1s.,
2s. G, or 4s. Gid. per bottle ;
Solidified  * Harlene”  {for
travellers, ete), 25, 9d. per
tin; “ Uzon” Brilliantine at
Is., 28 6d.: “Cremex” ab
ls. per box of seven ghampoos
(vingle 2d. each), '

If ordered “direct from
Edwards" * Harlene,” Ltd.,

Mty

[Ard uﬂmﬁ.

“ Yours sincerely,

“ (Signed)

ab h: feature in theatrical news, advises everybody who desires
Hair Beauty te follow her example by adepting ** Harlene
Hair-Drill.,” Fill in and post the form given below, and you

20, 22, 24, 26, Lamb’s Conduit
Street, London, W.C., any of!

% SHIRLEY KELLOGG.”

HAIR TROUBLES FOR EVER BANISHED.

It you are troubled with':
¥ 1, Sealp Irritation,

'2, Complete or Partial Bald-

4. Splitting Hairs,

5. Seurf or Dandrufl,
ness, 8. Loss of Colour,

| 8. Thin or Falling Hair, = 7. Unruly Wiry Hair,

simply send the coupon st the foot of this page for your
T{fﬁ-ﬂfﬂﬂﬂﬂﬁwﬂ-ﬂd-ﬂhllgﬂﬁﬂn Hair-growing and Hair-beautifying
Gift, and at once you can commence, without ing
another penny, fo _prove for yourself, in a few delightful
moments each morning, how cagily and conveniently vou ean
overeome every hair-trouble, or that diseomforting scalp
jrritation that is always a sign i

receive g Four-fold Hair Beautifying Ouifit Free.

of deadly hair poverty, - .

the preparations will be sent
: post froe on remittance, Car-
riage extra on foreign orders. Cheques and P.O.s should be
erossed.

425 POST THIS GIFT COUPON=2

To EDWARDS' HARLENE LTD.,
20,22,24, 26, Lamb's Conduit 5t,, London, W.C.
L7}

Dear 8Sirs,—Please send me your Free °° Harlene ™
Four-fold Hair-growing (Outfit, as deseribed above. T
enclose 44, stamps for postage to any part of the world.
(Foreign stamps acrepted. )

Hame (AN RN ENENEFNEEEE RN NEEN N R RN RN NN SR NN NN

ﬁddm&a 1.'-1:|..1--.-..‘l.--p-lfl.lr-qi-.i-lllllllllllll-‘llli

MAGNET, Auguat 12th, 1916.



iv ’ THE

AP DAY NN AN NN
é ADVENTURERS FOUR. G;%

- _ (Continued from puage 20.) -

Yes, I"at had heard if before. Aymara had mentioned it
as the name of the dreaded leader of the half-breeds, more
treacherons and cruel than the worst of his followers, and
they were unmatched in treachery and cruelty.

*Captain Garotta!” echoed ("Hara. *Then 't1s you who
are the chief av the dhirty skugs who've been shooting those
things at me and my frinds most av the might., Afrmd to
show vourselves, and foight hke men.” :

A plaze of fury leaped into Captain Garotte’s eyes, but 1t
was mone 1n an instant.  Yet in that imstant the black soul of
“the man showed itself.  When he spokoe it was in the same
tone of mocking politenesa,

“You talli rashly, Senor Patrick O0'Hara,” he satd. “ My
followers fight according to my orders. You and vour friends
‘have ventured into a part of the eocuntry, where I rule supreme,
withont my permission. You will ndt be allowed to go any
further, As a warning to vou that yon had better go back
the way vou came, [ ordered a silent attack, as it was carmed
out to-night. It was a warning only. But two of my men
have been killed. That makes it different. A life for a life.
Therefore, only two of vour comirades will be allowed to leave
the vallev-—alive. You will be pernntted to draw lots as to
wlho shall have that privilege, and who shall be left to pay
the penalty.” I

“You've got to make them prisoner: first,” retoried O'Hara :
Fand you won't foind that aisy.”

It will be guite easy,” replied the half-breed leader. *To
begin, with, you are a prisoner now, for you walked wvery
foolishly into a trap.” '

“Meself a prisoner!” OQ'Hara luaghed. “Whin [ have
vou at my mercy! By just pressing the trigeer av me vifle
I rould kill you!”

“Again you are hasty, Senor O'Hara,” said
Grarotte, - * Logk behind you!" _

- “I'm not to be had loike that!"” jeered the Irishman.
an ould thrick.” -

.. Captain Garotte shrugged his shoulders. Then he picked
up a large mirror, and raised it.

- “Look into the mirror,” he said, “and you will see the
:r;:ﬂfnzftmn of what 13 belund you. There 1s no irickery in
that,™

- What Put saw wers three barrels of the weapons from which
the metal barbs were fired sticking .through three narrow
loopholes in tha wall. They werc pointed straight at his back,
and as they were not more than five vards off it was impo-=ibla
that the holders of the weapons could miss him.

“It's "as you say,” he admitted. “There’s something
‘behoind me which "tis as well for me to know is there.”

But Lis glance into the mirror had revealed something else
to him, which was that between him and the wall there was
a clear space. No article of furniture, no obstacle of any sort
mtervened.  In a flash he made up his mind how to act.

He was o good jumper, and he decided to make a jump for
the wall. If he was elose up against it the weapons couldn’t
be ‘depressed sufficiently to do him any harm. But to jump
backwards was by no means so easy as to jump forwards.
Still, 1t was only a matter of five vards. He beaced himsell
for the effort. _

“I am rslad that you realise your position,” =aid Captain
Garotte,  *You will now be good enough to place vour rifle
upon the floor."

Pat (Y Hara stooped as though to sbey the order, Lut instead
of doing so he made the backward leap, and had the satis-
faction of feeling s shoulders hit the wall He eronched
low, then glanced up and saw the barrels of the weapons over
his head. But he was safe from them.

Captain Garotte was for a moment taken by surprise.
lie reached for the thing that looled like an air-gun.

“Hands off it," ordered Pat, “or I put a bullet into your

Capiain

“'Tig

Thien

; Il;l:mk heart 1™

Captamn Garotie obeyed, and resumed his sitting position
on the bed, . And-he forgot his “ Spanish grandee ™ manner,
on which he prided himself, and snarled out an imprecation.

He was fond of theatrical effect, and he had it now, though
not to his taste. His was a curiovs nature, anly to be found
umong those who belong neither to the white rare nor the
ﬂf}!{” li'f_""_'] = -

He bated his Indian mother becanse she was an Tndian, and
vears ago he had tried to associate on equal terms with white
people. But they would have none of him, and the con-
sequence was that ha hated his white Father, and all the white
race. even more hitterly than he did the Indians on his
mother’s side.

And he had inherited the evils of both races. but none of
their virtues, Bo 1t will be seen e was about az bad a typoe
of man as ever was let loose to work miscluef in the world,

Avd he was the more dangerous because he was well
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educated, Iz followers were of the wore roughly brutal
tvpee, bt crafty to a degree.

“Well, here we are,”™ went on Pat O Fura. 1 see there's
no tore loopholes 1n the wall, so vour suuff-an’-buteher-
coloired assassing can’t get me covered from anvwhere now.
And if wan av thim opens the door for so moch as an inch,
you'll be a dead man that wstant.  Tell them so™

Captam Garotte spoke a few words rapidly in Spanish ta
the men who were at the loopholes, standing vnseen outside
the wall of the stone hut.

The weapons were withdrawn, but O'Hara felt gquite certain
that the men were still there, watching through the loopheles,
ready i an mstant to send a barb through lnm, if, fancving
hunself secure, he moved away from the wall.

Captain Garotte rolled and iit a cigarctre.

You have gained a slight advantage, Senor O Hara,” he
zaul. * What, then, do vou propose to do next?”™

Tl anawer ve.” retorned O'Hara, *in the words ary an
iminent statesman—* Wait and sea. ™ :

Outnumbered!

After Sigsbea had hauled his assailant over the rim of the
hollow and dashed him senseless to the earth, discovering
when bhe bent over him that the man was a half-breed, there
was a pause in tha attack, Only two of the encmy had shown
themselves, and they were disposed of. The rest seemed to

be hanging back. :

“Half-breeds!” exclammed Hal.  “Well, I suspected  as
much. And now they're soing to give ns a taste of their
aquality at close dnarters.” i

“They don’t seem anxions to continue the experiment,”

said Jim., * Didn't like the reception they met with.”
“Oh, they haven't done with us yet,” replied Hal. “Wea
shall have 'em here again sooner than we want 'em. What

™

I'm afeaid of 13 that they'll come 1 swarms.  If they do

“They're here now ! shouted Sigshee. *“Blaze away!”

As tha words left his lips a score of figures appeared on the
edze of the hollow, and leaped down on to them.  Others
followed, more and more of them, until the cop-shaped hollow
was [ull of men. ;

Most of them were simply in each other's way. and could
do nothing but crush in on the foremost of their companions.
The hollow had become a aeething pit of fieveelvstroggling
human beings and Licking, plunging mules, :

The three gallant defenders had kept up a rapid fire from
their revolvers, until the pressure was so great arvound the
that they were unable to raise thefr arms. A dozen of the
finlf-bresds had fallen under the hail of bullets, but they:
wers lrodden under foot by the others, who made no effort
to pick them up or help them im any way., They were all
armed with short clubs, but fortunately they were not able
to u=e them with any particular effect, owing to the number

of men fighting, or attempting  to  fight, o the limited
space,

“Thia 1z a jam-up, if yvou like ! panted Jimi, vainly en-
deavouring to get his arms free. = Hang it 1 can do nothing

but stamp on their toes!”

“We haven't got a dog's chanee in this blamed ratepit !
crowled Sigsbee,  “T'mi sorey now we ever came down here.”

It was as he said; they hado’™t o chanee.  Outnumbbred by
ton to one i the pit itself, and worh a crowd of other brecds
etanding on the edge looking down on the couflict, the resuli
was a foregone conclusion. :

The gallant three, fighting desperately to the Tast. were
cventually overpowered, disarmed, and bound hand and fool.,
Then they were boisted on to the backs of the mules like so
much baggage, and, escorted by fifty of their captors, the
whole party set off across the valley, :

"I don’t think their chicf—the man that Avmara referred to
as Captain Garotte—can be with them,” said Hal as the
mules were driven along side by side. It seems to me these
fellows must Have reeeived orders to capture us alive, as they
had plenty of chances to kill us if they had wanted to.” '

“That's a poor consolation if we've being keot for soma
unpleasant form of death,” replied Jim. “The inhabitants
of this mountain region are rather given to the habit of
torturing their prisoners, I fancy.. Those snake-worshippers
gave vou a sample of their lastes 1n that line,”

*“Cheer up, Jummy ! said Hal.  “ We're not dead yet, any»
how. - And, from what we've gone thiough on this adventure,
and on previogs ones in other countries, I've come to the
conclnsion we're not easily killed '

“Theze breeds don't serm to talk mueh.” said Jim. *“Can
vou gather any idea of where we're being taken to, by whas
little they do say ¥” e

“They speak of a house or a hut,” replied Hal: “bus -
where it 15, or whether we are being taken to it, T can’t make
out.  Their Spanish is mixed up with a lot of Indian words
which I don’t understand.”

[Tfmre will be another grand instafment of this
l;::lclﬂng story in next Monday's issue of THE
MAGNET " LIBRARY Order pour copy in advance,)
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