“THE SEGRET OF THE SILENT CITY,” OUR GRAND NEW SERIAL,

Commences in this Number. (See Page 17.)
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TROUBLE IN STORE FOR BUNTER!

(An Amusmg Scene in the Maanificent Long Complete School Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars.)
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THE SECRET OF THE SILENT CITY!

That is the title of our grand new serial
story which .commences i thiz number.
I hope all my readers will read the first
long instalment. There is no need for
me to say that I hope youn will like it,
for I am certain that it will be the Most
popular serial that has ever appeared in
tho MagNET.

All who read the opening chapters in
this 1ssue will like 1t so much that they
will be certain to read the subsequent
instalments.

It deseribes the adventures of a cinema
party who are travelling to the Silent
City, which has mnever before been
entered, to obtain fillms which are going
io be the most wonderful the world has
ever seen,

They have many thulling adventures,
and great excitement is added by the fact
that a rival party are on the same quest.

Do not fail to read the first mstalment ;
and 1 know you will enjoy the rest.

TO ALL WHOM IT MAY CONCERN,

And this concerns a great number of
my friends. The *‘ Holiday Annpal”
rmay still be obtained at these offices. It
was out of print, but a few copies have
become availablo again, and a postal-
order of 5s. 6d. to the publisher will bring
the famous book per veturn. Any of my
chums who missed the chance of getting
the **Annual” on publication should
make a note of this opportunity and act
on it without delay. = Anyway, it's a
splendid birthday book !

€0 THAT’S ALL RIGHT!

“This week’s MAGNET is a ripper,"” says
a Mirfield reader; and, Mirfield being in
Yorkshive, T know he means what he
says. I should have known it anyway,
but it 15 always good io get the opinion
of the county of the many acres.

“That Australian johnny should give
up rynning down Gussy,* I read. * After
a hard day at school it cheers me up
wonderfully fo have one of your fine
papers.”’

when you have genial old
| Commentaries ”’

| grumble.

"

Just so! And is there anybody who
does not wanf cheering up at tiumes? I
doubt it. "That sort of-depressed it's
coming-on-to-rain feeling creeps on now
and then, and you want fo get away from
all the old things which are bothering
and bringing the blues.

I hope there will be no more weary
days for my correspondent, Lut, if there
aré—well, he knows what to do about if.

And yebt there must be worry,  You
never shake 1t off entirely, You can’t
“Casar's
to manage; and ** Caius
Julls ¥ was a trifle dry! And you can’t
later on, when the work of the world
grips hold of you. But theve 1z worry and
worry. It can be overdone, as with the
careful man who
“Never would wind up his wateh af

night,

Ior fear he nught break the spning.”

And there is the mdividual who shuts

| a door, and then goes back to see if hLe

has really shut it, and even then wants
to return just to make sure he has seen,
afc. Bome of these worriers get grey
defore their time, Their own fault!

A WINNING HAZARD.

There is nothing at all doubtful abou!
a hazard if you spell it with two “ Z's,”
and give it a capital letter.

Mr, Jack MHazzard, of Casino. New
South Wales, will forgive me for taking
liberties with his name. I like his name
and his letjer, and I wish T could oblige
him by sendimg Harry Wharton and
Bunter and Peter Todd, and—but I give
up, and shan’t try any more—out to
Australia.

Bunter, as one of the hig fellows of
Greyiriars, might astonish the kangaroos.

“I don't know how these readers can

Just faney wanting better
stories !”’

That 1s what 1= in the letter. Bul
haven’t you all noticed the kind of fellow
who growls? He always asks for some-
thing else. T read an article by one of
his sort the other day. All the present-

day yarns were wrong. What he wished
for was stories as they used to be. And
if he could have trotted back into the
old days, he wonld have  sniffed con-
temptuously at the varns current then,
and sighed for those still further back.

You meet this tvpe in all the ages.
If you followed the wight back into the
Btone Age, you would hear him complain
abouf the tales being heavy., which they
were, naturally, for the authors of that
period had to write on slabs of rock, and
make the best of it

AN ODE TO THE MAGNET.

I‘ Mr. R. Steele, of Heathcote, Victaria,

Australia, has taken a flying leap into
poetry, and though he canght ene orttwo
of his rhymes against sharp corners he
met 1n his deseent, his attempt 15 good.

I must give a few lines, and I know my |
chums n Australia will pardon me for

adjusting matlers a hit, for some of his
words had suffered in transit. You never
know. They may have got mixed in the
mail-bag :

M Rell up! Roll up ! Roll up !

And read of Bunter and his tuck ;

Of Lancashire and Liuley's luck,

As well as all the merry blades,

The barrmegs-out and fostive raids,

Just think of Wingate, straight and
true,

And give the praise which iz their
due,

To the Famous Five, so much alive.”

Yes, it was a bold plunge into poetry.
The writer has come out with all honours
but 1t is not only for ‘his verse that I
have to thank him, He is getting the
merry Victorians to come in as readers,
which effort on his part i1s a grand tribute
to the MAGNET—rione better !

EDDIE POLO’S
Thrilling Adventures As
“ CYCLONE SMITH.”

See the pictures at
your local
read

the “MARVEL.”

cinema—
stories Iin

the

Ten of the most daring and breath-
lessly exciting tales of Wild West
Adventure ever written—each story
complete in itself.
famous ' CYCLONE SMITH" films,
featuring the celebrated actor and
acrobat,

Founded on the

EDDIE POLO., Read

them every Tuesday in the {

Cﬂpjﬁgﬂt in the United States of America.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Somethinz Wrong !

OOK here, Wharton, I'm no end
sorry, but 1 shall have to ask
vou to let me off this after-
noon !”

Bampson Quincy Iffley Field—

“called “ Squiff,” on account of the pro-

verbial brevity of life—who eaid this,

Harrv Wharton, skipper of the Re-
move, looked disappointed and a trifle
annoyed.

Wharton was the sort of fellow who has
keenness for cverything he takes in
hand; but if there was one thing about
which he was keener than anvthing else
it was footer. The reputation of the Re-
move team was very dear to his heart.

And Sgniff was a valuable man in the
team-—quite one of the best, e hardly
ever had an off day.

“Don't look like that!” said Squiff
gsharply, before Wharton had found words
wherewith to answer., **You ecan lick the
Upper Fourth without me, and you know
it. Play Russell—play Desmond—play
Bunter, or Skinner, or any other wash-
out, if yon like—you can still hck
Temple's little lot !

The Famous Five stared at Squiff as
one man, They could not remember ever
having heard him speak in that tone be-
fore. Tle was alwavs so good-tempered
and geniat with the fellows he liked,
though he could give the wasters and
rotters the rougch side of his tongue.

But now he was talking to a fellow he
counted among his best friends, vet he
spoke like one with nerves all on edge,
resenting even the look upon Wharton's
face—which look Wharton really ceuld
not help.

ITarry stiffened. |

“Of eourse, if you don't care to play
~——" he began.

“It 1sn't that, and you might know if !
Have I ever stood out because T wanted
to do something else ?”

“ Never before, old top,”” said Bob

Cherry. “But it looks as if you were | bers of the Famous Five with Johnny. |

' {

| Afriea.
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doing that now. I don't snppose that
you're eutting footer in order to do
nothing at all.”

“It doesn’t matter to me what you
suppose, and I can't sec that it's any
bizney of yours what I'm doing!” re-
torted Squiff irritably.

“Serry 1 spoke!” said Bob, in some-
thing of a huff.

Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull,

and

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh wisely kept |

silence after that. They waited for
Wharton. But Wharton found it difficult
to knaw what to say.

“Well?" snapped Squifl.

“Oh, I can't make you play, and I
wouldn’t if I eould! But I had counted
on you, and the Upper Fourth have
bucked up a good deal lately.”

At that Squiff's face softened a little.

“I'm really sorry, Wharton,” he said.
“But I simply can’t play this afternoon,
and if T did I should be no more use than
the biggest dud in the blessed Form !”

And with that he strode out of Study
No. 1 on the Remove passage.

He left behind him five rather anxious
faces,

The Famous Five all thought a lot of
Squiff.

*“Bomething’s wrong with him,” said
Johnny Bull

“Took quite a lot of thinking out, that,
didn’t it?” Frank Nugent said, with a
touch of sarcasm that put Johuny's back
up at once,. :

“ Rats to you!” snapped Johnny.
And he went out—after Squiff. =

Of all the five he was nearest to the
Australian junior, for they shared Stud
No. 14 with Fisher T. Fish, and, wit
many cother things in common, shared
also a rooted objection to that enterpris-
ing yvouth and all his ways and works,
But Squiff’s best chums were two more
Colonials—Tom  Brown,
Zealand, and Piet Delarey, from’ South
Johnny came after them with
him, just as he cama affer the other mem-

from ; New :
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When Johnny reached No. 14 Squiff
was talking to Fish.

“But [ don’t see how I'm going to pay
you within a week,” he said. “And if I
could, ten bob for the lean of a quid for
that time is no better than robbery!
Why, it’s two thousand six hundred per
cent. per annum !”

“But I calculate we den't work out
sumg like that on the per annum basis—
nope, sirree !” replied Fishy, rubbing his
lean, bony hands together, while his eyes
gleamed with cupidity. For twe thaon-
sund six hundred per cent. per annum
sounded like real music to Fisher Tarle-
ton Fish, No angcl choir could have
sung a sweeter song to his ears.

“It’s fifty per cent. for a week, any-
way, Squiff, and don’t you be such a mu
as to borrow from that rotter!” gmwleg
Johnny. “If you want a quid you're
welcome to 1t from me, for as long as you
need 1t, and withcut a giddy sou by way
of mterest.”

“ Jerusalem crickets. Bull, what do you
want to butt in like that for, spoiling a
galoot’s business deals?” howled Fish.
“I could make it quite clear to Bquiff in
about a iiffy, I opine. You see, Squiff,
a lean ain't like an investment. You
can invest the spondulicks at eight or ten
per cent., and reckon you're doing fairly
well on the deal. But when you lend
money you're trading in it, I calculate,
and you've got to have more than that—
yep, sirree!”

“You fancy vou've got to be a million-
aire, Fishy,” said Jchnny drily. * But
you're net going to. start in on it at
Sqguiff's expense—not if he'll take my
advice,”

“I'll take your guid and be grateful
Bull,” Squiff said. “You're a gaoti
chap, and I'd have asked you, only 1 felt
that I was rather letting. you fellows
down over the match.”

“Never mind about that!” growled
Johnny. “We can’t get anyone else as
good as you, but we could get half a
dozen better than the average duffer in

Ter MacNET Lisrary.—No, 628,
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the Upper Fourth. Wharton worries too
mugh., Ilere's the quid. If vou want
more—well, I can’t do it just at the
reomient, but I shall be getiting a remit-
tance in a few days, I guess, and you're
welcome then.”

Squiff brightened.

“You're a real pal, Johnny,” he said.
“and I'll come to you if I do mneed
mote,

“Then the deal's off, T apine, Squiff 7%
siid Fisher T. Fish, his long face grown
visibly longer, ‘ ' ‘

“Yep, 1 calculate so, Fishy,” replied
Saquiff, with a grin that was much more
hike his old, cheery self. - _

e took out his pocket-book to place in
it the note Johnny had handed to him,
ind Johnny noticed, with some surprise,
that there was at least one other pound
note there, It looked as theough there
were more ; but quite certainly there was
one.

But that was not Johuny's affair, and
he said nothing about it.

He and Bguiff both left Nao. 14, and
I'ishy sat himself down to check on paper
Squiff’s statement that ten bob interest
ou a quid for a week meant two thousand
six hundred per cent. per annum. If that
were true—as the calculations shewed it
to be—a fellow starting with a capital of
a pound, lending that pound each week,
and getting it back regularly, with ten

shillings interest, ought to have two

thousand six hundred pounds at the end
of the year. But, as his interest would
be only ten shillings per week, it was
plain that. he would only make twenty-
six pounds, which was a long way short of
the g:}lden dreams that Fishy had con-
. jured up,

For anyone so keen as he was on
nrwney, Fisher T. Fish was not really a
iirst-class mathematician. DBut he worked
1, out at last, discovering that it was the

"“per cent.” factor which had misled him.

When you worked percentages vou had to
divide by a hundred, which took quite a
lot of gilt off the financial gingerbread.
Nevertheless, twonty-six pounds profit on
a single pound in the course of a year was
really not too bad, and if a fellow started
with ten quid instead of a mere, measly
gingle quig, 1t would be two hundred and
sixty pounds, which would make quite a
Hice Ettle capital for the next year's
trachng.

It might be done, too! There were
plenty of fellows at Greyfriars always
ready to borrow money.

Unfortunately, those who would borrow
money on Fishy's terms were the sort
who never paid up—Bunter, Skinner,
Stott, and their like. Angel, of the
Upper Fourth, was ready enough to bor-
row when he was stony: but when he was
i funds again he was apt to assume
arrogance, and offer the interest in kicks
—-a medium for which Fisher T. Fish had
no use. le got kicks enough in his own
Form, without lending cash outside it to
get them.

Fishy sat and thought on—thought
hard. There must be something in it—
two thousand six hundred per eent. was
too geod not to be true. He really must
find some way of touching it !

Meanwhile, Squiff had looked in at
No. 13 to see Lord Mauleverer, had
wakened that active member of {he
nobility from a midday nap, and had
borrewed a fiver from him.

“Though I'm hanged if T know when
- I can pay you back, Mauly!” he said

[rankly. :

“What’s the odds, bevad, dear boy 7"
yawned Mauly. “You're a pal, an' I'd
say that I don't care whether I ever cee
it back at-all, only I know your dashed
pride. If a ehap can’t do a pal a good

Iine MaexET LiBrary.—No. 629,

mrn—well, then, a chap isn't worth
calin’ a chap, begad! Now. is he?"

Aud with that Mauly turned his face
to the wall and sought” slamber again.

“Oh, T shall pay up one day |” replied
Squiff.

The only answer was a snore,

Squiff was very thoughtful as he added
Mauly’s fiver to the quid borrowed from
Johnny Bull, the other guid from Tom

rown, and the twao pounds  swhich
Delavey had lent him.

1t was certain that there must be sonie-
thing wrong when Samupson Quincy Iffley
Field borrowed money to be repaid he
knew not when,

And there was something very zeri-
ously wrong !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Interest !

6 ISHY ! I say, Fishy!”
" Yep, Skinner? What is it?”
“('an you lend me a quid?”
“I reckon I can, but I cal-
culate I'm net going to.”

Skinner’s face, which had begun to
brighten at the first clause of that pro-
nouncement, fell visibly at the second.

“Look here, don't be a cad!” he said
irritably.

“I guess I'd rather be a cad than a
fool—and 1 should be a fool if I lent you
the spondulicks without security,” replied
Fish coolly.

“What security do you want?!” in-
quired Skinner,

And again a shade of hopefulness was
to be scen upon his lean and crafty face.

IHarold Bkinner was quite the worst
bad egg in the Remove. Ile was worse
than Fishy himsclf, though Fishy’s greed
often led him to walk on the windy side
of strict houesty; worse than Billy Bun-
ter, though Bunter had hardly a redeem-
ing quality; worse than Stott, because
he was more active in wrongdoing,
Agugel of the Upper Fourth was more
utterly callous than Skinner, and possibly
Loder of the Sixth was even mniore ure-
principled, even harder, But these
fellows were older than Skinner, who
had certainly not wasted any time in
becoming the creature he was.

“Hyer, don't you go too fast!” said
Fisher T. Fish. *1 guess I haven't said

I'd lend yet. If I do, my terms are ten
bob for the loan of a quid for a week, I
reckon.”

“That’s reasonable enough,” Skinner
answered.

Fishy rubbed his bony hands together.
He ought to have known Skinner beiter,
but cupidity blinded him.

“Waal, I caleulate that if you can
bring me samething worth, say, two quid,
so a8 to leave 2 margin in case you de-
fault, I can let you have the spondulicks
on those terms,” he said,

Squiff, on his way from interviewing
Ma:?ly_, passed them,

“Still trying to lend that quid, Fishy?”
he asked. *“Why not tackle Bunter?
He’s always on.”

Fisher T. Fish did not reply,
an unfriendly glance,

Squiff passed on.

“What's he mean?"” asked Skinner.,

“Oh, shucks! Nothing at all. He
wanted to borrow a quid from me, and
the deal was all but
interfering galoot of a Bull came along
and lent him one without any interest at

save by

all. That’s the way some chaps hyer butt |

in on business—yep, girree!”

“1 shouldn™t mind if Bull would come
along now and butt in just the same
way,’ said Skinner.

Bull

don’t like you any, Skinney.”

mannor that

xed up when that |

“Waal, I caleulate he won't.
“That’s a faet, Fishy. But he likes me |

SALE.

quite as much as 1 like him—and that’s
another fact. Well, I'll see what I ecan
find as security for the loan. 1 say,
thongh, what's the. matter with Squil?
He looks vather down in the mouth, and
they say he’s not playing this afternoon
against the Upper Fourth. It's not like
him to stand out of a match.”

"I reckon the galoot's eot something
on his mind. And he's borrowing richt
and left; T saw three or four more noies

in his pocket-book when he put in the
one B’uﬁ handed over, and he’s just come
away from Mauly,” :

" Wish I had some fellows’ luck !” said
Skinner. “Mauly wouldn’t lend me five
bob if it was to save my life,”

“Nope, T reckon not,” replied Fish.
“ But 1 will, 8kinney. Just you bring me
along the seeurity, that's all. And if yon
know anybody else who wants to horrow
a guid or two——""

“Lots of chaps!” said Skinner. * But
I don’t care about them as long as 1 zet
a look-in myself.”

“Waal, I calculate I'm open to do
business on the same terms with any
galoot who's wanting an advance," Fishy
replied.

“I might tell Stott,” Skinner said
thoughtfully,

" Good security, mind 1™

William Stott was not exactly one of
the fellows with whom- Fishy was keenest
on doing business. But it really did seem
to the enterprising youth from the other
side of the Atlantic that even Skinner

and Stott might be trusted with such

safeguards to keep them from letting him
down. :
If he could have read Skinner's mind
as that junior walked briskly away he
might have felt less sure of that.
For already Harold Skinner had hit .
upon a plan for doing down the amatew
usurer. And Skinner was quite sure thag
it would serve Fishy right.

fly a bird as he would
per week interest? e

Skinner’s mind turned from his plan, =
fully shaped and only awaiting a chance
to be put into execution, to Squiff.

The cad of the Remove did not like
Squiff. He did net like any of the decent
fellows in his Form. At one time or
another he had been in collision wifh
every one of them; and Skinner did not
forgive or forget. Perhaps Vernon-
Smith’s cutting sarcasms got him on the
raw more cffectively than Squiff’s more
outspoken criticisms; but after the
Bounder and Wharton there was pos-
sibly no fellow in the Remove whom
Skinner disliked more intensely than the
frank and breezy Australian.

Skinner had no mind to pay the in-
terest Fisher T, Fish demandgd. But he
was ready to pay any amount of interest
—of a different kind—to Squiff and
Squiff’s affairs, in the charitable hope of
discovering something that could be used
against him,

It was after dinner that the two things
got mixed up in Skinner's mind, in a
ad results later on.

Naturally, a match between the Re-
move and the Upper Fourth was a matter
of no importance to Skinner. It could
only have become so by reason of his
having bets upon it, and it chanced that

| he had no such bets. .'
_ Stott was away for the afternoon, some
relatives having come to sce him.

Skinner was thus left to himself, and that
suited him very well.

He hung about the passage. 1Te saw
Johnny Bull go off with the rest of the-
FFamous Five, garbed for footer. He saw
Squiff leave Study No. 14, obviously with
the intention of going out of gates, for
he wore bicycle-clips on his trousers.
And then he saw Iisher T, Fish come

How coulfl =
the fellow be so soft as to think that so &
pay fifty per cenfis =
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to the door, (See Chapler 4),

out, and Fishy had on his cap and over-
coat.

Bkinner fook care that Fishy should
not see him.

This was just the stroke of luck he
bad hoped for.

Study No. 14 was vacant, and the
ghances were that most of the other
studies were also vacant.

Skinner's plan for giving Fish the
security he demanded was crafty and yet
simple. He meant to pledge someone
else’s property with the amateur usurer,

ﬂmd[?'cm the whole, he thought that
gomething of Bguifi’s or of Johnny Bull's
would be quite the most appropriate
thing to pledge. That would mean keep-
ing it in the family, as it were.

When the article pledged was missed
by its owner it would very likely be dis-
covered in Fishy’s possession. T1f Fishy
was supposed to have stolen it—waell,
Fishy had only himself to thank. He
should have been more homest, and then
no one would have thought him a thief!

But it was more probable that Squitl
or Bull—whichever it might be—would
believe Fishy's yarn. Well, what then?
They could not prove it true; and if it
came to the worst, Skinner could pass 1%
off az a joke on Fishy—so he thought.
He could pay back the loan and refuse
to pay the unconscionable interest
charged upon it. Squiff and Johnny Bull
could not think any worse of him than
they already did; and whatever his
transaction with Fish might be called,
the matter of the security for the loan

é1—look here, there’s lois more I could tell you fellows ! *’ sa-ia- Bunter desperaiely. *“Only I’'m too faint with hunzer t::

falik much. NMove up, Eob, and let a chap sit down to the iable !** Eui Bob Cherry sat tight, and five hands still pointed

could mnot be taken scriously—so he

thought.

What he was about to do was to steal
in order that he might swindle. But
never for one moment did he see it quite
in that way, so warped had become his
mind in all matters where honesty was
concerned,

He stole into No. 14 and locked the
door. It was improbable that any of the
study’s occupants would come along, and
Skinner did not want anyone else to lock
in by chance and find him there.

Johnny Bull's desk was the first he
tried. But the desk was a strong one,
with a Yale lock, and Skinner soon gave
it up as hopeless.

Squiff kept his smaller private belong-
ings 1 an old writing-desk, which might
woell have been a family heirloom. There
was no difficulty about opening that.

Skinner examined its contents pretty
carefully. He glanced at some of. the
letters in it, but did not find much to
interegt him. Squiff’'s people wrote of
what was going on in Australia—of the
big cricket matches, of how Bardsley and
Kellaway had made centuries against
Victoria at Melbourne; of how the colts
had shaped; of whether Felton would

| beat Barry on the Parramatta River; and

all that kind of thing. Skinner saw no
use in it all.

But right at the bottom of the desk he
found something that made him open his
eyes widely.

It was a pawn-ticket!

Sqguiff with a pawn-ticket! Who said
the day of miracles had passed?

Skinner had gathered from Fishy that
the Awustralian junior needed money
badly, but he had not dreamed of Squifi’s
resorting to this way of getting cash.

But was the ticket really Squiff's?

It was made out in the name of
“Henry Thompson,” with an address at
(lourtfield. But it had not been 1ssued
by Lazarus, the Courtheld pawnbroker,
but by a tradesman of the same kind at
Lantham,

And was there a Rose Street at Court-
field?

Skinner could not remember one, and
he knew practically every street in the
little market town.

But Skinner also knew something
about pawning. He was well aware that
the fellow who was not used to that sort
of thing very seldom gave his frue
name and address. And, of course, Squiif
would not have gone to old Lazarus in
any case.

“This will do!"” mutitered Skinner.

And he slipped the ticket into his
pocket-book.

It might be a long time before Sguiff
missed 1t. When he got a remittance he
would want to pay Mauly and Johnny
Bull, and the rest of the fellows at Grey-
friars, what he had borrowed from them,
He would let the pawnbroker wait, be-
cause the debt to him was merely a
matter of business. Perhaps that was
not the way Skinner would have done

Tuar MacseEr Lisrary. —No. €29,
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ihings: but Skinner knew that Bquiff and
he were two very different persons.

He stole out of No. 14 and hurried to
his own study.

“Wonder what he wants all that
money for?” he muttered. “ There must
be something jolly serious in the wind!”

He wished now that he had {followed
Squiff. Skinner had the type of mind
ithat connects a secret with something
disgracelul, as a matter of course; and 1t
would have pleased him hugely to dis-
cover something disgraceful about Squiff,

But it was too late now for shadowing
the Australian junior. He had had half
an hour’s start. ' |

Skinner could nol stay indoors, how-
ever., If he had had that quid he might
have gone along to Angel’s study for a
swamble ; but Angel and Ins pal Kenny
did not play with Removites on tick.

So Skinner wandered to the gates and
out mto the road, with some vague idea
i+ meeting Stott, and finding out whether
tirat bright youth had succeeded in touch-
g his reclatives for any appreciable
amount of the needful.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Finiing Out Somethinz,
le ALLGO, Skinner! What are you

H doin’ about all on your lone-

some, by gad?”

It wags Ponsenby, of High-
cliffe, who gave that greeting and asked
that question. With him were Vavasour,
Monson minor, and Gadsby.

Skinner was on fairly good terms wilh
ihe Higheliffe nnts, as a rule, though he
had got at odds with them now and
then.

At present, however, there was no ill-
feeling, or Skinner would have beaten a
hasty relreat when he saw those four.
He knew the nuts too well to trust them
itot to take the advantage of odds.

“T wag lookin’ for a fellow,” he said.
“ Seen any of our chaps?”

“Saw Squiff,” replied Gadsby.

““An’ he saw us!” added Monson, grin-
HIng. :

“Too soon!™ said Ponsonby, with un-
mistakable regret for a miesed oppor-
tunity. “We owe Squiff one.”

“¥You won't get such a chance again
very easily,” replied Skinner. “He
doesn’t often go about alone. Which
way did he go?”

- " Want to keep out of his road—what 7"
mguired Vavasour.

“You may take it so if you like,” an-
swered Skinner, who had no mind to tell
the nuts too much,

“Better not go towards Courtfield,
then, by gad!” said Ponsonby,

And the four passed on.

Skinner wondered whether
really had gone towards Courtfield. The
plain inference was that he had: but
Skumer’s brain was too subtle to accept
plain inferences at once when he was
dealing with Cecil Ponsonby.

Pon was quite capable of doing him
down. But there hardly seemed room
for that here, on second thoughts, since
there was a choice of more than one way
besides that to Courifield, And, as
Skinner thought Squiff must have gone
that way, he took it.

At a bend of the road Le came suddenly

Seufl

1n sight of the Australian, and drew back,

tingling with excitement.

He had come upen Squiff’s secret !

It looked like it, anyway. But it was
go unlike anything Skinner had ever
known or thought of Squiff, that, after
feeling sure for a moment, he found him-
salf staggered and doubtful.

For Squiff was talking to a girl. He
stood in the middle of the road, holding
his bike with his left hand, and his right
hand weas on the girl's shoulder.

Skinner did after his kind. He got
over a stile, . and dodged along behind
the leafless hedgerows until he was lével
with the pair. He wanted very much to
know what they were talking abont.

But his curiocsity was not gratified. At
the very moment when he had drawn
near enough to hear they moved on
towards Courtfield, and he had to hang

back, for the hedge just here was low,

not affording sufficient cover for a spy.

Rcurrying, with head down, as soon as
he thought it safe, he was not long in
getting level with them again, and with
cover enough.

Bomehow, he got the impression that
the girl was crying, or had been crying,
and that Squiff was trying to comfort
her. But even of that he was only half
sure,

They stopped some distance short of
the town ; and now Skinner, on his knees
behind the hedge, caught some of their
conversation.

“I'm ashamed ol myself to give vou so
much trouble, Sam,” the gir]l said in a
broken voice,
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" You musin't think about that at all,”
rephed Bquiff. “It’s surely up to me
to do anything I ean for vou. We've
always been pals.”

Skinner’s thin lips curled at that.
“ Pals!” he muttered to himself. Harold
Skinner was not the fellow to believe the
best of anyone. .

“1 know how difficult it must be for
you to raise all that money for me,”
sald the girl. “But there isn’t anyone
else 1 ean ask—not anyone! I'm all
alone here except for vou, Sam.”

Skinner had never heard Squiff called
“Sam ” before. If his mind had been
shightly less suspicious it is possible that
the name might have given him a hing
of the truth. The only person likely to
call Squiff “Sam * would be somecone
who knew his people.

“1 haven't rvaised it all wyet,” Squiff
anewered, rather rnefully. “To do that
I shall have to get you to let me off a
promise I made to you. I wasn’{ to tell
a single fellow at the school aboul you.
But 1 can’t get enough without telling
one, and I'd rather tell two or three
more. My pals trust me, but I hate
keeping thein in the dark,” -

“Tell them, then!™ the girl said, Lift-
ing her face to his. I haven't beeh
quite fair to you, dear old boy. After
all, you're only a boy, and I've given yoh
a heavy load to carry.” #

Now BSkinner saw that she was olda
than he had taken her to be at first, cet-
tamly some years older than Squiff. And
again he might have made some guess at
the truth. But perhaps it was not the
truth that he wanted. i3

He guessed one thing—who the fellow
was to whom Squiff would have to go

for the rest of the money needed. . ..
Vernon-Smith, of course ! P
The Bounder was fairly rolling °

wealth, and he and Squiff had alwa;

got along pretiy well together. Latelle
they had been more chummy. =

Or it might be Mauly. He and Seuiff =
were on the best of terms. T

The other fellows he wanted to tell
were, -of course, Tom Brown and Piet
Delarey, and possibly Johnny Bull.

Skinner was ready to sneer at that.
He would not have wanted to tell a pal
secrets. But then, Harold Skinner had
never known what it was to have a real
pal.

“Don’t you worry about me, Norah!
I'll be all right when I know that you
are.’ |

**But that won’t be till I'm clear out
of all this,” the gir]l answered.

“Well, we'll work that before long.
I must go now. Sure you're quite com-
fortable in those digs at Courtfield ?”

“0Oh, I'm comfortable enough, if that
matters!” was the reply, accompanied
by rather a petulant shrug of the
shoulders. * But it makes me angry to
think they should be charging so much
for everything, and that you should have
to keep on Anding money to pay it.””

“Oh, don’'t worry about me!’ said
Squiff. “You've enough trouble of
your own.’’

She flung her arms round his neck and
kissed him. And Squiff kissed her.

“On the public highway! Oh, my
hat !"” muttered the virtuous Skinner,

Next moment Squiff had mounted and
ridden away, and the girl was hurrying

_ towards Courtheld.

Skinner came out of his Linking-place,
grinning spitefully.

Here was something that might be
used agamnst Squiff ! He did not quite-
gee yet how to use it, but there must be
some way.

Billy Bunter, in Skinner's place, would
have thought of blackmail.

o
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A ten-shilling note was thrust into the fat junior’s hand. He star;i stupidly at it. T“Snrry I kicked you,” said Squiff.
) l

¢ You may have meant honestly, though ii’s hard to believe,

But Skinner knew that Squiff was not
the fellow to submit to that, and, more-
over, Sqguiff needed all the money he
could get for other purposes.

Skinner did not hurry back. He had
a lot to think about.

He had almost forgotten the matter
of the loan from Fishy. But just as he
reached the pates he met that enter-
prising youth, and it came back to his
mind abt once.

“I'11 trouble you to hand over a quid,
Fishy,” he said.

“What are you giving me ?"" returned
Fisher T. Fish. “I'm not handing out
quids so easily as all that, I caleulate—
nope, suree!"

“0Oh, I've got the security ready for
you!” said Skinner.

He lugged out his pocket-book under
Fishy's curious eyes.

“Hyer, I say, this is n.g., T reckon!”
Prnt&s’ted the amateur moneyiender, as
| §

¢ gazed at the pawn-ticket.

“And why mnot?” asked Skinner
coolly.

“Vou ain't °Ienry Thompson,” 1
guess.’’

“But T can be, or so can you il the

pledge has to be redeemed |”

“T caleulate I don’t see it, Skinney.”
“Thought you were up to snuff,
Fishy! Get your wits to work, do!
Did vou ever know a chap pawn a thing
in his real name, unless he was an old
hand at the game and didun’t care?”

“Nope, I guess not. Any old name
and address will do. But this 15 for a

1

that, anyhow.”’ (See Chapter T,

ticker, Skinney, and you haven't two
chron-om-eters, 1 reckon.”

“Only one—and uncle’s taking care of
that for me,” replied Skinner.

“But you're wearing your chain, 1
gee,” objected Fish.

Skinner pulled the end of the chain
from his pocket, and showed what held it
there—a worthless medal. He had anti-
cipated this objection, and had stowed
his watch away. It was no great loss,
for the thing was not going, and he
could not afford to have it repaired.

“] see. You don't want every galoot
about the place to know just all your
bizney,” said Fish, with a touch of

reluctant admiration in his tone.

““ Got it in once,” said Skinner.-

“But, I say, look hyer, if you don’t
cazh up, I shall have to =shell out five
quid for vour ticker, and "I calculate
that's all it's worth, and a bit over.”

“Pid you ever hear of a pawnbroker
who did business on thoese lines, Fishy?
They never advance much more than
fifty per cent of a thing's real value.
And silver’'s going up, you know; mo
telling what that watch may be worth in
a few weeks’ time!”

Skinner's watch was likely to be worth
in a few weeks’ time just about what it
was worth then—which was something
considerably short of five pounds. But
as it was not Skinner’s watch which the
Lantham pawnbroker held, and as it hap-
pened that Fishy had no intimate know-
ledge of the timepiece which Skinner

You’'re welcome to

i =

had stowed
matter much.

“Waal, T guess I shall have to oblige
you, Skinney,” said Fisher T, Fish
graciously.

And he put the pawn-ticket into his
pocket-book, and handed over a pound
note therefrom to Skinner.

“Thirty bob next week, mind!” he
said warningly.

“Right-ho ! replied Skinner,

that fact did

away, not

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Eunter’s Tidings ! »

s OU don’t mind, do you, Red-
h wing ?" said Squiff.
“Not a bit, old fellow!” re-
plied Tom Redwing genially.
And he cleared out of Study No. 4 as
requested. He went with a smiling face,
too.

“That’s a good chap
the Bounder.

“Qomewhere near the best chap I
know,” Vernon-Smith answered.

“Tt jsu't evervone who would go like
that at a word. 1'd not mind his know-
ing what I'm going to tell you, only it
isn't exactly my own secret.”

“Redwing isn't feeling hurt at mnot
being told,” said the Bounder. * He
hasn’t any vulgar curiosity. Queer that
a mere sailorman’s son should be a
gentleman right through, 1su't it, Squift?

Trae MAagNET LiBrARY.—No. 629,
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Aliwiost gives a fellow hopes that he’ll he
decent himself same day, even though he
hasu't any blue bloed 1n him.”

“Blue blead, be hanged!” relorted

Sauiff. “We don’t pay much attention | if to get it he was forced to tell all that “Never said it was, old top

to that sort of thing in  Australia.
There are some of our best people there

would have to pay for the keeping of
those secrets.  But that thought faded
when-he saw the spread in SBtudy Ne. 1.
Some share of that spread he must have,

he knew or could invent !
“1 say, you fellows——"" he began,

“Squill’s pedigree s=eems to begin
whare yours is fated to end, Bunty,” said
Frank solemuly.

“That’s not original,” growled Johuny.
177

“You're talking rot, both of you,”
saxd Bunter, “1 don’t think I shall call

wha had e::mvicf-a for ancestors—I don’t ;b]hlki”g at the five from bﬂhiﬂ.d hlﬁi big th:' fellow Hflni{F m future myself,”

mean crowds of convicts, of course, but
one each. We judge a fellow by what
Lbe 1s, you know, Smuthy.”

Bunter heard the word “conviefs,”
and it made him no end keen. He put a |
fat ear to tho keyhole, and listened for
all he was worth.

Tom Redwing had noted that Bunter
wuas Joafing about the passage when he
left Study No. 4. A momentary suspi-
cion occurred to him. Johnny Bull or
Bob Cherry or Sqguiff himself would have
given venti to that suspicion without any
hesitation. But Redwing had more con-
sideration for other fellows' feelings

L

than they had, and he knew, too, that te ¥

warn Bunter off was only {o suggest tug
the fat eavesdropper that .there was
something worth hstenmg to in the study
Lie had left.

* 8o he said nothing.

It was tea-time, but Bunter knew that
(here was no.tea m Study No. 7 for him. §
ITe was in black disgrace there, and the
sight of his podgy nose at the door weuld
have caused Peter Todd te reach at once
[or a cricket-stump. .

Bunter listened, and heard thingsi
which made him gasp.

Perhaps if he had heard everything he
would not have understood the story, for
William George Bunter really was not
very brainy., Dut there were stages in %
thi¢ conversation when the voices of both
speakers were lowered, and Billy Bunter $
had to fill up these gaps from lus own
imagination.  Possibly it was as much §
what he imagined as what he heard that !
made him gasp. _

“Thanks no end, Smithy! You are a
friend in need ! said Squiff, after about :
a quarter of an hour’s talk. !

Bunter heard that quite clearly. Juast
Before it he had taken his ear away in?
order to apply his eye to the keyhole,
and he had scen Vernon-Smith hand }
over two or three notes—mot mere guid §
notes, but rustling fivers! 3

The sight had made the Owl's mnuth!
water., Did he not wish that he hadi

&7y, 1) H e 1

such a friend In need as the Bounder?
And he was sure that he deserved such a =
friend much better than Squiff, who, on !
his own showing, was a preity bad lot— %
not  much, 1if any, better than ﬂ-#
eriminal !

Now Bunter
as Fisher T. Fish would have said.

Sqmiff would be coming out at once, he
was sure. Had he been 1 Bquiff's place,
he wowld have stapd net upon the crder |
of his going, but gone at eonce, lest
Smithy might take a notion of asking
for those [ivers back.

Bunter rolled along the passage to
Study No. 1, where he found the Famous |
Five at tea. _ |

And at the sight of that tea DBunter’s
mouth watered more than ever. |

Even fivers were minor things, com- |
pared with grub to the Owl. With fivers |

but they were, so to speak, only the road
to the dezired eity, not that city itself.

And here wédre meat-pies and a mighty
cake, vaspbervy-tarts and big, shiny buns,
ham and tongue and cream-pufis—such
things as the soul of Bunter yearned for
—all the sonl that Bunter had, that is,
though it might bave been ecalled by
anm!ther name without mjustice fo the
Ol

His first thought liad been that Squiff

Toe MaaNET Lisrary.—No. 629.
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spectacies as he stood at the door.

“He will be sorry ! gibed Wharton.

“May I apologise for not asking you “We'll have a whip reund to buy him

in when you tapped, DBunter?’ said

hankies when he kunows that,” chuckled

Frank Nugent, with sarcastic and} Bob, “He'll weep some, you bet! But

ominous politeness.
“1 didn't wap., I—"

what’s your oblection to convicts’ grand-
sons, porpoisa? Dy the way, have you a

“Go out and tap, then!” Bob Cherry | grandfather? It ought to work both

said. ‘““And don’t wait for an answes,

The auswer isn't a lemon this time—it’s| “1I don’t eonsider that any of us who

‘ Gway!" "
“Oh, don't be silly, Bob, old pal!”

wirys, s0o wa should have to bar him.”

"have proper pride and self-respect and
4fl that kind of thing cught to be so

I U'mever silly enough to be yeur| familiar with a chap with such low
old pal, I hope someone will kindly put | ancestors,” went on Bunter, unitheeding

me 1n what the Americans call * the fool-

P T B BT O o . € T O i By
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An amateur actor of quite unusual
“ability, famed for his many imper-
sonations. Has carried out many
b;‘-‘iHlaJ]tr japes, but has never used
his talent in any shady pranks. He
is a sound and decent fellow, and
quite uwp to the average in other
directious than acting. Shares Study
No. 6 in the Remove with Rake,
Desmond, and Morgan.

to a liberal shice of pie.

ish house,” ” replied Bob, helping himself

War-time restrictions had disappeared, |

‘IM&I‘“‘“H_“HI‘IIH!‘!I“ S i B T W B T B e F B Wil D B2y 8 gy

their chaff. ““But that ain’t all. 1f yon
knew all, T could tell yeu about Squiff
iﬁruu’d never speak toc me—I mean, to
Hm———

“Don’t alter 1t!” broke in Frank.
“We'll mortify curselves by never speak-
ing to you again, Bunty, and look over
the desperate scandal of the unforiunate
crandmother of Sampfon Quincy Iffley
Field.™

“I didn't say ‘ grandmother,” fathead,
1 said ¢ grandiather ' !V howled Bunter.

No one answered him, bhut five hands
pointed to the door.

1t was a plain hint; but Duuter wonhl
not take-it. He could bear to leave the
Famous Five, but noi thal well-spread
board.

il | Look here, there’s lois more -
I could tell you fellows,” he said desper- &
ately, “only I'm teo faint with hunger &
to talk much! Move up, Bob, and et -
a chap sit down to the table!” S

But PBeb Cherry sat tight, and fise
hands still pointed to the door. e

“1 say—oh, really, you fellows —=F=us

“We must deny ourselves the pleasupa: &
and honour of any further converse with
you, Bunter,” said Wharton gravelw
"“It 1s your own suggestion, and you &
have never made so good a one before,
So fare thee well, and if for ever =

“8o much the better!” chipped. in
Bob.

“¥You mustn’t speak to him, Cherry ™
said Johnmny reprovingly.

“I didn’t. I spoke to Harny.”

“Oh, really, you fellows, I never said
anything of the kind?! T wasn't—1 mean,
[ didn't—I mean, 1t’s all rot! Move up.
Bob—do! I could eat a shice aor two of -
ham, Harry, old fellow !

But five hands still pomted to the door.

éam] beyond that signilicant joint zesturo

only a stony silence answered the bur-
blings of the Owl,

“Look here, Squiff's committed
bigamy!” burst out Bunter.

“What?”

and only plenty of cash was now needed “ Oh, my hat!”

to get all one wanted of most things.

T 1 - , “HSuE i SR ET] B4 ¥
The Famous FKive did net always fare sure 16 wasn't  trigonemetry,

thus ruﬁaﬂy; but Frank Nugent had had

a whacking remittance that day.
“ (Outside, Bunter!” snapped Johnuny
Bull |

**You wouldn’t say that if you knew
what I've come to tell you, Bull,” said
Duanter darkly.

Bunter?”’

“MTrigamy, you mean, Franky!”?

“1 don’t, then. T mean what I said.
We had triganometry in maths. lesson
this morning.  Beastly stuff! Sauiff
committed himself pretty badly; too, if
iy*pu ;:;.nuid go by what Quelchy =aid to
1im. .

you could buy grub in heaps, of course; lhﬂ‘f;ﬁf} ‘1};11111 Eﬁzt:'ﬁ.i‘l;’lfdilt;{]f:I‘:ir‘:;.iﬂ..lra:;?iilcf‘:mg‘ YOu | = “Ha ha, ha!” y

“The ivterestfulness of the esteemed
and degraded Buunter's newsfulness is

only equalled hf' the liefulness of that| i
u

engaging and ludicrous person, which
< 1

=

“It’s nothing to laugh at,” said Buntey
| reprovingly. ‘““It’s a jolly seripus matter,
I can tell you! Why, I believe you have
go to quod for it if you're found
out !’

“That’s = nothing,” = Frank said,

_“ Terrific—ahsolutely terrific!” finished | “You've dane lots of things you'd have

Bob for Inky.

' had to go to guod for if they'd been

“Oh, really! I ﬁuppbsa you fellows | found ouf, Bunty !”

don’s know that Squiftf's graudfather was
a eonvict?'” burbled Bunter.
They stared at him.

“Ha, ha, ha !’
The cachinnations of the Famous Five
made Bunter feel fairly desperate, This
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was no laughing matter to him. Bigemy
he could forgive, but, to be kept out of
a share of that spread was more than he
knew how to bear.

“Who was Sguiff's first
poize?’ asked Bob Cherry.

“I know the answer to that one,” said
Trank. “We had it in Divinity the
other day. It was Leah. Then he served

wife, por-

Come to think

seven years for Rachel.
of 1t, they couldn’t have sent people to
quod for bigamy i1n those days, or else—
why, that reminds me! It wasn't Squiff
at all—it was Jacob!”

“0Oh, really, you fellows! You won't
like it when the police come for Squft!”

“We sha'n't!” replied Bob. “ DBut we
sha'n’'t mind at all when they come for
you, whieh is much more probable.”

“Not on a bigamy charge, though,”
growled Johnny Buﬁ. “There 1sn't a
temale in the world who would marry
Bunter, though some of ’em are silly

enough for almost anything. As for t“"'3arq.:l-.n-.umn-..:l-.-:--.it--ii-.;lrep.ut 1t up, I'll

No. 52.—WILLIAM STOTT.

—well, miracles of that size never did &
happen.™ '
“If I liked to tell vou what T could g

tell you,” said Bunter, smirking, “j'ﬂu'd!
hear L

“Hear some votten lies!" snappoed §
Wharton., “Thanks, but we're not tak-
ing any! The one thing we should like

to hear is how you found out about
Bguiff "’
“Well, I don’t mind telling vou that.
I happened to be tying——"
- & A knot in your pigtail to remind you
that to-morrow was Sunday week?”
“Don’t be so silly, Cherry! My boot-
lace came undone——"

Johnny Bull stooped.

“ Button boots!” he said.
2 :h;-’m e

B “Stoppit!
Yaroooh !
~¥O0 “beast !

= % Pon’t handle him, Johnny!" said
¥harton contemptuously. * You don’s
want to have to go and wash your hands

in the middle of tea.”

“Qutside !” erited Bob.

And he pointed to the door. The hands
of the rest pointed also, and the voices
of the rest added themselves to the sten-

torian voice of Bob in a cry of:
“Qutside " '

But Bunter still lingered, casting eyes
of anguish and of yearming upon the well-
spread table. * :

“QOpen the door, Inky!" said Bob.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh politely
complied.

Bob lifted his foot; DBuunfer edged s
nearer to the door.

" “8Swing him round, Johnny!

“Bump

I mean, T dropped a pin,
Lemme be, Dull,

The \
waistcoat isn’t a proper place to kiﬂk$1mm‘ml‘rﬂ"-‘l‘ﬂm"ﬂlﬁ-re

anyone in!” '

“I—oh, really, you fellows!
Bull, you beast! Yoooop!”

And Bunter fled, howling, Bob's big
right foot following him out of the door.

Then the door was slammed. and
Bunter stood outside like a very fat and
very disconsolate peri at the gate of a
very material paradise. '

Stoppit,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Squiff Gets Anzry!
‘M

Y hat! What’s this mean?”

The ¥amous Five hkad

| stopped in front of the notice-

board, expecting to see there-

on the team list for the next school

match. It had been rumoured that Win-

gate was making several changes in the
side,

But he had not yet posted the Ilist.

There was, however, something of even | Morgan
Ogilvy, Rake and Peter Todd, the

more interest.
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It was a half-sheet of notepaper on
which, in typewriting, were the words:

“Who is the girl that a certain member
of the Remove, whose name suggests the

cricket-finld, mests on the Uonrtfield
road®?"”
“Who the merry dickens does the

sweep who put that up mean*” inquired
Bob Cherry, rubbing his curly head.

“Fathead! That's plain enough; as
plain as the nose on your face!" snorted
Frank Nugent.

Bob rubbed the organ referred to, as
though that might afford him inspira-
tion. But appareutly 1t failed to do so.

“T don't see i,”” he said. = *' There's
no chap here named Bat or Ball or Bail
or-Wicket or—"

“But there’'s a chap
growled Johnny Bull,
means old Squft!”

named Tield!”
“And the cad

One of the cads of the Remove.
Tsed to be the close follower of
Snoop before that junior reformed.
Now the associate of Skinner in
despicable schemes. I3 always on the:
wrong side, but never leads, and has
geldom — if ever — been known to
originate a piece of rascality. Has
at times shown glimmerings of c¢on-
science. Shares Study No. 11 with
Skinner and Snpoop. _

“I'll tear the thing down!” said Whar-
ton, reaching out his hand.

" But Johnny clutched his wrist.

“No, Harry!” he said. *“1 thmk
Squiff ought to see it first. Some
sweap's getting at bim, you know. 1I'll
go and find him."”

And Johnny went off.

“Auch better tear it down before any-
one else sees it,” Harry said. “It's only
someone’s silly joke, I suppose: but
Squiff’s not the kind of fellow to like a
joke of this kind; and it isn't very
decent at best.”

Three-halfpence. 0

Bounder and Redwinr, Stott and
Bolsover major and Snoop,

“Ha, ha, ha!™ roared Bulsover. “#»o
Squiff’s been caught out spooning, has
he?”

“Take me away and let me die!”
moaned Bob. ‘I couldn’t see 1t, and a
chap with a head like Bolsy’s has seen 1!

at once! Am 1 going barmy on the

[T ST SETE SETY SETY ST T SSETE T SWTL SRTL TR ML TR i S R i L e

crumpet?”’ -

“Oh, not more than usual, Cherry!”
sald the DBounder soothingly. * Yoou
needn’t worry. You've always been like
that, and it never has seemed to hurt
you yet.”

But, though the Bounder chaffed Bob,
he was frowning. And Tom Browny,
coming up with Delarey at that moment,
frowned, too, which surprised everyonc,
for the cheery New Zealander was as
keen as most on a joke, .

“I'm going to take that thing deown,’
he said: **and if 1 can find the cad who

"

“What are you getting your hair off
about, Browney?" 1nquired Dick Rake.
“Nothing so dreadful in the notion of
Squiff's gelting spoony, is there? Lols
of other fellows have been taken the
same wayv., Wharton, f'rinstance £

“Shut up, Rake!” snapped Harry, his
face flaming.,  “ Don’t tpke it dowu,
Browneyv! 1 was going to, but Bull
thought Squiff ought to see it frst.”

“1 should jolly well think so, too!”
gaid Stott.  “ Why, there’s nothing n
it if Squiff doesn’t see it.”

A hand gripped Stott by the collar,
and he squirmed round to see that the
owner of the hand was Piet Delarey.

“Did you put it up, or do you know
who did?"’ lnssed-Délavey.

“No, I didn’t, and I don’t know any-
thing about it, so hands off !” squealed
Stott.

Then Squiff came,

It was plain that Johnny had told him
what was up. Indeed, it would never
have occurred to outspoken Johnny Bull
to make a mystery of it.

Squiff looked angrier than anyone
there had ever seen him look before.

This hit him hard. He could tuke a
joke, If his mecting with the girl on
the Courtfield road had been part of a
flirtation he might still have resented
this; but he would not have resented it
to the same extent, For he felt that
the secret, which was more Norah's than
his, was in danger, and he had been =o
set on keeping that secret from all but
three or four fellows whom he knew he
could trust.

“Enter Romeo!” said Dick Rake.

“If wyou want your dashed head
knocked off vour shoulders, Rake——"

“To tell you the truth, Field, T don’t
‘exactly long for that. Sorry if I was
offensive. I assure youn that I dida’t
mean to be."”

“Funk!” muttered Stott,

But Squiff's face softened, though only
for a moment. And no one else there
thought Rake a funk, not even the
blustering Bolsover. He had pluck
enough to apologise when he saw that
he had done what he did nel intend
to do.

Squiff took the paper down without
tearing it, and folded 1t up deliberately.

“This is evidence,” he said. ‘1 mean
to-find the cad who’s responaible, what-

¥We don't know how many may have | ever trouble it may give me. Does any-
seen 1t already,” replied Frank. one here know?”

“TI suppose it does mean Sqguift?”’ said No one answered for a moment.
Bob. “You fellows seem jolly sure, | There had been several giggles at
but——" first, and two or three fellows were still

“The meanfulness i1s beyond doubt,
and if is truly meanfulness in a doubleful

‘aspect,” spoke Inky gravely.

Now others came crowding

up—
and Desmond, Russell

and

grinning. But those who grinned were
not Squiff’s friends. Every one of them
felt that behind this was something more
gserious than they had dreamed of at the
outset. :
Tre MacxNer LiBrarvy.—No. 620.

-



10

Then Bob Cherry spoke.

“1 don't like accusing a chap with-
nuat proof,” he said. *““And I'm not
going to say right out that Bunter did
that. But I dé think he must have been
at the bottoem of 15.”

“Bunter?
Heulf.

“He came to wus with a wild yarn
ahout you,” replied Beb.  “‘Said you
were a bigamist, and—— Why, what’s
the matter, Squiff "

For Squff's face had turned from red |
His eyes met Vernon-Smilh’s, |

to white.
and the Beoundeg gave ever so litile a nod
-~hardly perceptible to anyone but
Sguiit,  And Tom
almost guiltily.
had moved Bunter on.

“Bigamy! Ha, ha, ha!” roarved
Bolsover. ‘‘’Scuse me, Squiif! I'm not
afraid of having my head knocked off by
anyvone, and I  really ean’t help
chorthag " |

*“ Bunter?” said Squiff, paying no heed |
“Where is the fat.

at all to Baelsover.
cad?”

“ Where’s
Rob.

*“*Not in_ my
Todd., “But I can tell you one thing,
Hiq.uiﬁ, old chap. 'The Owl never typed
that.

Bunter, Toddy?” asked

stuff about yeur mame is cheap rot, it's
clean above Bunty's capaaity.”

“But he was m it!” growled Johnny
Bull. ‘ Feteh him, someone!”

“1'm not going to talk to him before
a crowd,” saad Squaff.
mim, Bull, you mught bring him along

to our study—no, to Smithy's. You |
don't mfnd, :f; you, Smithy? Fish is in
No, 14.’

“T don’t mind, old man,” said the
Bounder gravely. '

“Come along, Tom—come along,
Piet!” said Squiff. *“ You fellows, teo—
Wharton and Nungent and Ink? and
Cherry. Ob, and you, Redwing !’

“Not unless you really want me,
Field.” ;

“Tdo. And Toddy—Bunter’s more or
less his affair.”

“ Less, rather than more, these days,”
said Peter.
Bquiff, and it isn’t wholly out of mere
eariosity.”

“If ﬂl&
that, T don't see why we shouldn’t all
hear,” grumbled Bolsever,

“But I do!” snapped Squiff.

Some of the rest looked a trifle dis- |

gruntled. But most of them saw reason
n Squiff’s selection. :
this matter very much to heart; and the

fellows he had asked to eome along were |

those wha had always been among his
best friends.

They went off. - It was some hitle time _

before Bunter appeared, and there was a
distinct senge of constraint and frouble in
the air while they waited.

Then howls and bursts of laughter
announced the coming of Bunter. The
door was flung open, and he made his
appearance, propelled by Johnny Bull's
hand on his collar, Behind them were
neariy all the Remove.

“The fat clam said he wouldn't
come!"™ puffed Johnny. “1 had mno end
of a job gettirg him here.”

“There seems to have been plenty of
help available,” said the Bounder drily.
“Claose the door, will youw, Wharton?
Sorry to be rude to youn chaps, but this
happens to be my study, y'know, an’ this
meetin’ is private,”

Wharton elosed the door.
other side of it came a howl of protest.
Hnmadnf those shut out were very curious
indeed.
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Why DBunter?” -snapped |

Redwing Hfushed |
He wished now that he |

pocket,”’ replied Peter

Why, there isn't a word in it |
spelled wrongly, and, though the silly |

“1f you can find |}

“But I'll come, of course, |

re’s to be a giddy erowd like |

He eyidently fook |

From the |

Thia
Wesk's

“GEM.”

I  ““I—oh, really, you fellows, I don't

know anythmg about anything at all,

and I can’t make out why Bull sheuld
drag me here!” burbled Bunter.

“Don’t incriminate yourself by rash

- statements, porpoise,” said Peter Todd.

| regard me as your counsel, and leave it
to me to make what defence can be made
- for you—which probably won't be
much.”
| “But I haven't
howled Bunter.

“Bing out as loudly as that when you
| et to confessing, and we sha’n’t mnd
 bemng on the wrong side eof the door,
fatty !” eame a voice from the passage. ,

Squiff lung open the dooy.

“Haven’'t you fellows a shred ol
decency ’ he snapped. '‘This is
—isn’t it enough for you {o know that?”

Some of them moved off, Rake went,
Fand Russell and Ogilvy, and Desmond
} and Morgan and Sneoop. Snocop had
never gquite gone back to his eld wuys;
there was a senge of honour in the fellow
now.
But Stott and Belsover and some
' others—not all of them black sheep, by
any means—stayed. And now Skinner
joined the throng.

“What's up?” he asked, with every ap-
pearance of ignorance,

“Bunter’s on tirial for saying that
Squifi’s a bigamist,” chortled Bdlsover.

done anything!”

| grinning.

Sir Jimmy Vivian looked hard at

| Skinner. .
“It's my belief as you knoéw something

about this, Skinney,” he said.

“1f you believe that, you’d believe any-
thing,” replied Skinner lightly. ¢ Por-
| haps you think I was best man at both
- Squiff’s weddings?”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a roar at that.
Jimmy's face remained grave.
| “It’s all about a paper that was put on

the notice-board, Skinner,” said Wibley.

“To say that Squiff had been indulg-
ing in the fashionable pastime of
bigamy ?” inquired Skinner,

“No. Only to say that he had been
meeting a girl en the Courtfield road.”

“Oh! Precicus little in that—might
do 1t myself,” answered Skinner.
| ¢ Much ado about nothing, I call this.”
And he went off again, as if he really
- meant what be said. Bir Jimmy looked
affer him euriously,

f But Sir

———  E—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Skinper is Suspeectel, -

¢y DON'T know anything about it—1I

‘ I don’t know anything about any-
thing at all!” burbled Bunter
within,

“ As a description of what, for want of
another word, must be ¢alled your mind,
that may possibly be allowed to pass,
prisoner,” said Peter Todd. *“ But, as an
answer to a speetfic charge, 1t won’t wash.
Better trust your eounsel, and tell him
exactly what yon have been doing.”

“TLock here, Toddy, if I tell the truth

ﬂ'u'_”
7 Ahem! 1It’s a terribly big “if." But
- try—for once !”
“You wen't
' me, will you?”

Peter looked round.

“If there’s a chap here I can hek, and
he wants to kill you, I'll tell him not to,”
he said. “‘That’s as far as J can honestly
undertake to go in your physical defence,
tubby. But eloquence 1s cheap, and 1
- don't mind using that. 1 always do like
wagging my chin.”

| “No doubt about that!l”

]

gnapped

b b

“On the whole, I think you had better |

t was like this,

private

“Well, is it true?” returned Skinner, |

let them do auytlﬂnﬁ to |

Price 15d. Order Row.

Saquiff. """'We don't want. your funniosi
ties now, Todd. We want the truth out

EUE Bunter.”

“Whe was it that hoped for figs from
thistles 27 murmured Peter. '
Oh, really, you fellows, it's
nothing at all that matters! I'll tell you
' all about i, and then you'll see that, 1t
\ 1 was passing this study a
little while ago when—when R

‘" Button boots !” growled Johnny Bull,

“ And the pin’s lost its point!” added
Fyank Nugent.

- “When I dropped a half-crown,”
 on Buntey.

“Stop !” cried Peter. * That's too evi-
| dently a whopper. You ceuldn’t have
dropped a half-crown, because——"

- “1 did, then! I'd just borrowed it—

 from aFisinr,”

- “It soundyg fishy,” said Peter, “But

| proceed |’ . v
“The two-shilling-piece rolled away,

and——-"

“ Losing sixpence in its flight |?

"“Oh, do dry up, Toddy !”

“Right-ho, S8qufi! But if il's the

 truth you want out of the Owl il

“And I went down on my hands and
knses to look for it.”

“Wish T’'d been behind youl™
muttered Bob Cherry. '

“Sauiff was talking to Smithy, You
shouldn’t talk so }utig, Squtff, really. It
1sn't a fellow’s fault if he hears what he
aur't intended to hear when a fellow
shouts like you do. T heard you say that
Hﬂ&lgf‘j’ everyone in Australia was de-
sconded from the converts—I1 mean, -the-

went

convicts—and didn't care a hang what
You said you'd commitied
and  wouldn’t think

they did.
bigamy yourself, |
twice about domg it again, Of course,
knew that was only your joke——"

you?'
“Yes, of course!
what do you take me for?

road, do you?
—though I don’t think you would be
allowed to—that would ouly be ons,
weuldn't it? There's no crime in getting
married onco—it’s only silly.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, you knew 1 was joking, dids

Really, Squilif=

Yon denits =
suppose 1 really thought that you'd mar="%
ried the girl you met on the Courtfield =%
Besides, even if you had ¢

= P
Fd 3

i

4, 1k

L

But, though others might laugh, Squiff '

seemed unable tgo see any joke in Bun-
ter’s pronouncement. It was something
else .in Bunter’s speech at which he
caught.

“Whotold you anything about the girl
on the Courtfield road?’ he snapped.

“Oh, everybody's talking about it 1"
replied Bunter. *“You must know that,
| yourself ! YWhy, a thing like that—"

“I don’t want your putrid epinions! 1
want to know who told you !”

“I—— Really, Squiff, give a fellaw a
moment to think! It was Skinner, if 1
remember right.”’

“That would sound likely encugh—if
anyone but Bunter said it,” romarked
Peter Tedd,

“Did you have anything to do with
that rotten paper on the notice-board7”
roared Squiff, '

Those outside heard that,

“Couldn’t have been Bunty
said. * Toddy’s right there,
tub can’t spell.” |

“No, it wasn't Bunter,” said Jimmy
Vivian. |

“If you know who it was, vou ought to
say,” Wibley said.

» Wible
The biittor,

schoolboy baronet.

““ What paper? No, T didn't! Skinney
did that. 1 saw him writing 1t!” Banter
answered inside,

“My hat!” gasped Nugent. “ And
Squiff expected to get the truth from

L Bunter |

“R don’t know, really,” replied the .J
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“] knew you were a cafi, Skinner, but I'm hanged if I thought you were quite such a cal as this !’ sail Squiff, ¢ fuu

= T

mwight reekon it a joke 10 spy upon me, kut you faneied you were giving me avay fo these Hizheliffe sweeps, anl that was

T T e ey P =

Bunter did net care whom he inerimi- I

nated as long as he cleared himself. He
had pitched upon Skinner as a likely per-
san to be helieved guilty,

‘“ As it happens,” said the Bounder,

“the screed is typed.”

1 know, 1 didn't mean that I saw
Skimney writing it with a pen—you say
typewniting, wyou know—it is writing,
atn’t it? Oh, really, you fellows, you do
confuse a fellow so! What I mean is
that 1t was done on Quelchy's typer ;

“And you saw it done, you abominable
fat elam 7” said Wharton disgustedly.

“¥Yes; that's what I mean.”

“ Porpoise, I regret to say that I cannot
regard you as a Washington for the
moment,” said Peter Todd,
Skinner may have been the guilly party
I will not deny. Skinner is capable of
many things; but he isn't capable of
being such an ass as to trust you with a
secret !”

“Not jolly well hLkely!” said Bob
Cherry.

“How you do jump on a fellow,
- Toddy! I can’'t get a chanece to tell a
straight tale. I never said I saw S8kinney
typing that. I don't go sneaking into
Qllﬂiﬂi?’ﬁ study. I've more respect for
‘niyself, I hope !"

“If you have any respect for yourseif,
it’'s badly misplaced, tubby,” said Frank
Nugent.,

“Let's hear just exactly what vou did
gce, you Dbleated whopper merchant!”
Vernon-Smith said.

- Y That |

|

Fast a joke, anyway.”’

(See Chapter 10,)

“Isaw Skinney coming out of Quelchy's
room with that paper in his hand,” re-
plied Bunter.

By this time he had almost persuaded
himself that he had seen something,
though he was not at all sure what, and
was prepared to vary his story to please
his auditors. Having, as it were,
swooped uvpon Skinner, ho meant to stick
to that, at least. But he was ready to
make any minor changes, just to oblige.

“What was the paper like?” snapped
Squiff.

Bunter was almost the only fellow in
the Remove who had not seen the sereed.
But he did not realise that. He plunged

with eharacteristic fatuity.

“Foolscap,” he rephied, “with faint
riled lines, I think. But my eoyes aren’t
very good, yvou know,” he added, blink-
ing pathetically. |

““Was 1t at all like this?” asked Squiff,
producing the paper, '

“Why, that is it !’ cried Bunter.

“You're sure?"

“¥Yes. I mean—nunno, I'm not sure!
I'm very careful what I say—a fellow
with my high principles always is. But
that looks very like 1£.7

“This 't foelscap !” Squiff growled,

“But I said my eyes weren't very
gaod, didn’t I now, vou fellows?” re-
turned Bunter, quite pathetieally,

“Foolscap, with faint ruled lines ! said
the remorseless Squiff.

“I—I must have been thinking of some

' other paper |” burbled Bunter

“Well, there’s one thing certain—what
you say isn't any evidence against
Skinner,” Piet Dclarey said.

He did not precisely like Skinner, but
he had fancied more than once that he
had seen signs of better things in the cad
of the Remove, and he was rather in-
clined to stand up for the absent aceused.

“Tt seems to me that my porpoise has
succeeded in drawing a 1ed hering
across the trail,” Peter Todd remarked
drily.” “Why did he go and spread
false reports about Squff?” .

““Oh, that varn!” said the Auslralian
junior. *“* As a malter of fact, Bunlerx
did hear mo mention bigamy and con-
victs, though he had no right to bhe
listening, and I'm going to take it out
of his hide for prying as he did. I was
telling Smithy the story of a fric—eof a
person 1 know, that is.” :

e glanced at Vernon-Smith as he
spolke.

“That's s0,” said the Bounder off-
handedly, “Only a story, though a
much {ruer one than Bunter’s,”

“Nothing proved against Skinner,
then?” asked Delarey.

“No,” rephied Equiff.

“ Bunter, though anything but maytial,
iz hke the soldier in one respect.” said
Peter Todd. **What he szid is not evi
denge.”

“He’s a fat, lying worm, and I think
skinner ought to know about it," said
Johuny Ball. *“If -he's not guilty, it's

Tue MaceNET LaBrary.—No. 629,



' THE BEST 4° LIBRARY ©®™ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 40 LIBRARY. "o

only an accident. It's jost the kind of
thing the sweep would do. What are
you going tb do about Bunter, Squff 2"’

“What have you got that would help

e to do something, SBmithy?" Squiff
1quired,
“This any good?' returned the

Bounder, taking a springy waltking-stick
from a corner.

“Oh, really, Smithy! Squiff, you're
not going to'touch me, so there!”

“I'm not. This canc is, though. Will
some of you fellows have the kindness io
put Bunter over the table.

Johnny Buli, Bob Cherry, Tom
srown, and Delarey seized the Owl.

“Lemme be, you beasts! I—T11 tell
Quelechy! I—T'Il report you to the
Ifead! TI—— 7Yooooop! Yaroocoooch!
Oh dear! Don’t, Squiff—don’t !”

But Squiff laid cn hard. He was angry
rill, and Bunter deserved all he was get-
ting, though his “red herring” had
taeant that Squiff liad been able to pass
lightly ever a subject that he did not
desire to discuss,

“Yow! Ow! Yowwwww!"”

Squiff held his hand, and the howls of
the fat rascal died away in sobs. -

The Bounder flung open the door, and
pushed Bunter out.

“It’s all over, vou fellows,” he said;
“and here’s the terrible resnlt. The
abominable Bunter has been found guilty
of hstening at doors and spreading false
;'@*1}{}1"}&1, and justice has been done upon
.

“ But what about the gir]l on the Court-
ﬂle] road?” gibed Bnls::f!w_’-r. '

" Better clear out, and try to mind
your owu business,” replied the Bounder.
‘f Wheat's the gﬂﬂd of gc;.ing for him
Squiff 7" - ’

Squlff had looked like doing that, But
apparently he decided that it was mnot
worth while,

“I'm not going for the sillv ass!” he
zrowled, ““Suppoze 1 did spealk to a girl.
That's not a erime, is it?"

YAl serene. If you admil you did,
I'm satisfied,” said Bolsover.,

“I don’t care a rap whether vou're
satisited or not!” potorted Sqnuiff, as he
moved off with Johnny Bull towards
No. 14,

It was close on time for prep now.

“Come along, Jimmy boy,”
Delarey to Vivian.

“1 want to speak to Squiff first, Piet,”
auswered the  schoolboy  baronet.
“Hha'n't be long.”

He went after the Australian and
Johnny.

Fish was not at home, and Sir Jimmy
had a chance to tell what he knew. He
was well aware that Squiff would not
mind Joehgny's hearing,

‘1 say, SBquiff ”

“Well, Jimmy?"

“1 b’leeve Skinner was the chap whao
put that there notice up!” :

““Have you been listening to Bunter?”

Jimmy shook his head.

**No. But I ’eard the typer clickin’
in Quelchy’s room, an’ 1 saw Skinner
come out the minnit” after it ’ad
stopped.”

“Did he see you?" asked Johnny.

“I don’t think ‘e did. ’'E turned
the other way.”

““Was Bunter about?”™

“No, Squiff.”

“Looks as if he must have been.”

“Not a bit of it,” said Johnny.
“Bunter invents so many beastly lies
that it would be almost a miracle if he
didn't get on to the truth by accident
once in a way. Ile put that job on to
Skinner because that cad seemed the
likeliest to have done it, that's all.
Skinney doesn’t love you, old top.”
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said

Fishy came in just then, and he heard
that.

“Thanks, Jimmy ! said Squiff.

“I thought 1 ounght to tell
Squiff.” |

" Quite right, We're pals, and T'd do as
much for you,”

Jimmy went off to his own quarters
beaming. It pleased him that Squiff
should say they were pals. Mauly and
Delarey were his chums, of course: but
Jimmy had havdly realised that 1om
Brown and Squiff, who were often in
No. 12, had also grown te think a good
deal of the schoolboy baronet from the
slums.

" What's that about Skinnev?" asked
Fisher T. Fish, who was nothing if not
mgqusitive,

“Skinner's a pal of yours, isn't
Fishy?” said Johnny,

“Nope! I shouldn't call him a pal, I
caleulate, Bul he's one of my clients,”
- ""Do you mean thal you've been lend-
g hin money?”

bk YFP.”

“Ha, ba, ha!" roared Johnny Bull,
and Squiff grinned.

It -struck them both as funny that
Iishy. who prided himself on his extreme
astuteness, should lend any of his
cherished cash 1o Bkinper,

“Jerusalem crickels! What are you
two galoots cackling at? TI've good
security, I guess—yep, 1 rather opine
I've good security,”

“Sure the security belongs
Skinney ¢ inguired Johnny shrewdly.
It was & shaft drawn at a venture, but
1t made IMishy very thoughtful, '

yOou,

hie,

to

P

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Stroke of Luck.

6 E'LL watch out for Skinner,
Squiff " said Piet Delarey
grimly. | |

e It was the next day, and
Squiff, Tom Brown, and Delargv had
:hﬂ-d i ].GHE tﬂ]k tﬁgﬁlhpl‘ m o faw .n:n!lnnu
of the playmng-fields, beyond the reach of
eavesdroppers. |

Squifi had told these two good chums
the same. story he had told the Bounder.
He felt that it was due to them that they
should be told, though they would have
done all that he could ask of them with-
out that. The seal of silence had been
taken from his lips, and he was glad to
be able to explain to them.

“*Rather!” said Tom Brown. ** Nearly
all the Form would be up in arms against
him if they knew the rights of thus, Tt
would have been bad enough, his spying,
even, if it had been as he naturally
thought. it was; but il seems the giddy
limit in a case like this.”

“He couldn’t know 1¥ wasn't—well,
just spooning,” Delarey rejoined. * Let's
be fair to the sweep!”

“You've been more than fair to him,"
Squiff said., “1 don’t think he’'d have
done this if it had been you. T'll
say that for him. But he wouldn’t have
held his hand for any other fellow in the
Form, I fancy.”

“It's a pretty big job von've got on,
Squiff,” said Tem Brown. “I wish I
could help, to call it really helping. But
I'm practically stony.”

“Mauly will have to shell
Delarey said coolly.

Squiff stared at him.

“But whyshould Mauly shell out quids
and quids, and more quids, for me?” he
asked. “We're pals all right, but
there’s a limit.”

“'Tign’t for vou, fathead ! It's for your
cousin,”’

“But Mauly doesn’t even know her.”

“That's no odds. Tell him the yarn—

out,”’

he’s safe enough—and he'd pop his ticker
to raige- the needful, if he couldn't
manage 1t any other way. Bul he’s
probably got enough on him at this very
moment lo do the trick.”

Squiff’s hand went 1o his waistcosnt-
pocket.
~"I've popped wmy watch,” he said.
' May as well make full confession to yvou
tellows while I'm about 18,7

“You could have mine, if it was worth
popping,”’ Tom Brown said.

“And mine, Squiff! Jut there's no
need, Mauly will see you through.”

“ Pret, if. you were in my shoes would
you borrow from Mauly, knowing that it
would be ever so long before theve would
be a chance to pay back?”

* Honest Injun. Squiff, I would!”

“Then, hang 1t all, I will! Norah is
aching to get away, and I hate the notien
of her being spied upon and talked
about. I've had a fiver from old Mauly
already, besides ' a whack from Smithy.
Bul 1 suppose I must go the whole hog.
Are you two coming along with me to
tap him?"

“Do  wvou
Brown.

“YES_*'I

“Then of course we'll come.”

The three went along to Studyv No. 12.

“Wake up, Mauly, old hoss!™ said
Delarey, shaking the slumberous sprig of
the arstocracy without ceremnony.

“Eh? Oh, begad, is anythin’ the
maitter, Piet, dear boy?”

. “"Nothing that you'll consider of any
importance, Squiff wants to borrow a
hundred quid or so, that's all.™

“It won't be so much as that, Piet,”
said Squiff. -

“Won’t be much less. You can’t send o
her back stecerage, and the fares
gone up to lots more than they used o s
ba. Besides, she'll want some money. g
the other end. 1 suppose her peoples
will shell out all serene?” ——

“Not sure about that. But if they =
don’'t mine will, though the pater may =

Eraton A ad o ¥ ) £ A, T
against her folks when she married this
fellow Annan. They were right. She
never ought to have done. But she
couldn’t see him with their eyes.”

“What the dooce are you fellows talk-
in' about?’ oasked Mauly, looking
puzzied. “It's all Greek to me—worse
than Greek, because Quelchy’'s made me
learn a little of that, though no more
than I could help learnin’, by gad! Don’t
tell me if vou don’t want to, Squiff, of
course. You can have whatever you
want. Luckily, I’ve a fair whack by me
just now. There’s a pocket-book in that
jacket over there, Piet. You might get
it. There ought to be three fifties in it,
I fancy. Or if it sn'§ there it's in the
desk or the drawer, or somewhere,
Must be somewhere, by gad!”

“It’s in the pocket of the jacket you're
wearing,” replied Delarey.

“That's a pity, because it's a beastly
fag luggin’ it out. Would you mind get-
tin’ it out an’ helpin’ yourself, Squiff,
dear boy?”

“1 should. Can't do things quite that
way. And you've got to have the yarn,
Mauly, however much it may bore you."”

“It won't bore me, old fellow. It's
talkin’ that makes me tired. I can listen
to anyone else ike—like a Trojan.™

“0Or an Ephesian,” put n Delarey,
grinning. '

(11 Eh?
Piet.”

“One of the Seven Sleepers.
were Ephesians, weren't they?”

“0Oh, by gad! I sha'n’t go to sleep
while Squiff's yarnin’ (™ : =

“1 don't believe you will,” said Squiff,
who knew how easily Mauly's soft heart

want nus?" asked Tom

follow you,

They

I don’t quiet



_ young cad!

Every Monday.

was stirred by any tale of misfortune,
“See hewe, old chap, a cousin of mine,
Norah Field, ran away from home to
matry. a fellow named Walter Annan,
and ﬁa brought her to England. Then
the war started, and he joined up. She'd
found out by that time that he wasn't
by long odds all that she'd thought him;
but she didn't know what a very complete
rotter he was. He went through a form
of marriage in France with a nurse, and
then deserted her when he got de-
mobbed, | Thought he was coming back
to Norah as if nothing had happened;
but she wasn’t taking any. She’ll have
money some day, I suppose, though her
peoplo have cast her aoff now, and the
nuree hadu’t any. Norah dedged him,
and came along here, to get me to help
her back to Australia. Annan daren't go
back there—wanted for something or
other by the pelice, I fancy.”

nguift paused,

“By gad!” said Mauly. * Poor girl!
Why doesn’t she divorce the scoundrel?
she can, y'know.”

““ Not without money, she can't. And
her ene notion is to get back to the old
home. Perhaps later on she may get rid
of the sweep; but all she wants now is
just to get away from him.”

“I'm dashed glad I'm not short,
Squilf 1’ said Mauly simply. * You can
take all I've got. I shall soon be havin’
a remittance, an’ your cousin mustn’t
want for anythin’. Where 15 she now 7"

“At Courtfield, in digs I found for
her. I say, Mauly, you are a pal!”

“ Dan’t mench, dear boy! 1It’s a plea-

sure,” |
“Ow! Yow! Lemme be, Vivian, you
I don'’t care to be touched
¢ rotters from the slums!
dignity to think of!”
“The voice was the voice of Bunter, and

et

it came from the passage.

i i

-4 |
-

Brown opened the door.

r;_.'W'hat’ﬁ wrong, Jimmy?’ he asked.
i~ - " Oh, really, Brown!

You ought fo

'35]{ mea that quﬂﬂtiﬂﬂ, I think!"” said

Bunter.

Sir Jimmy had got the Owl of the Re-
move by the collar, and plainly meant to
hang on to him until help came,

“This ’ere fat, thievin’ worm ’as got
a registered letter addressed to Squiff !”
Sir Jimmy said., ““An' 1 ain'b trustin’
“im with 1t. That's what's wrong,
Browney.”

“No, I should say that that was right,
Jimmy boy,” said Delarey, *‘The por-
poise. isn't to be trusted.”

“Oh, really! And that'sall the thanks
a feilow gets for being obliging !” said
Bunter, tossing his head. :

“¥You've been known to be too oblig-
ing with other fellows’ letters before
now, Bunty,” said Squiff. “Hand
over ¥ _

“I think you ought to stand me some-
thing, SBquiff!” burbled Bumter, as be
rehuctantly gave up the registered letter.

“1 will! Turn him round, Browney !”

The New Zealand jumor

“Yoooop!” howled Bunter.

“TlIl stand you that!” gaid Squifi.
“Tt’s what you deserve. You and 1
aren’t the best friends in the world just
now, my bloated tuTif[’)l”‘ |

Then the door of No. 12 was shut
again, and Bunter wandered forlornly
away. |

Squiff slit open the envelope and drew |

out what 1t held.

“My word! A cheque for two hun-
dred pounds!’ he gasped. “Am I
dreaming? Have I gone mad? Kick
me, somecne! Kick me hard!”

“Why, it's that Sussex County Ballot
affair for the
Sailors ** cried Delarey.

I have my |

bwisted |
Bunter round, and Squiff’s foot shot out.

Wounded Soldiers and |
His “quick !
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eyves Liod cangut the heading of the letter
Squiff held in his hand.

“But I never entered for il!” replied
Squiff.

“You did, only you didn’t know you
had. Someone sent along papers about
the scheme to Mauly some time ago, and
he forwarded a fiver for twenty five-bob
tickets. - You remember, don't you,
Jimmy? He took one each for uns five,
and one cach for fifteen other chaps—
Wharton and that crowd, Peter Todd and
Alonzo and Dutton, DBulstrode, Russell,
Ogilvy—oh, T can’t remember them all,
but it's no odds. . We didn’t bank on any-
thing commg of i1t; but Mauly thought
it _would be a pleasant surprise for any
fellow who might happen to win a trifle.
And now a good, big chunk of the prize-
money has come to you, Squiff, just when
you wanted it! My word, I am glad!”

Delarey's eves shone with joy, and not
his alone. Sir Jimmmy was so excited that
he tried o stand en his head; and
though Mauly naturally did not attempt
anything of that kind, and Tom Brown
was also able {o restrain his feelings
sufficiently to stay right end up, they
were no less pleased.

Squiff astonished them., He went to
the door and called down the passage:

“ Bunter!”

The Owl came back, looking doubtful.

“Could you blow youisell out to a
satisfactory state of tightness with ten

bab?” asked Squiff.

“What? Oh, really, Squff, I—-I—"

“Heére you are!”

A ten-gshilling nole was thrust into the
fat junior’s grubby hand. He stared
stupidly at it.

“Borry 1 kicked you,” said Squiff.
“¥You may have meant honestly, though
it’s hard to believe. You're welcome to
that, anyway.”

Then the door closed again, and Bunter
was left in a state of complete bewilder-
ment,

But within five minutes he was in the
tuckshop, and when he emerged he was
greasy and jammy about the mouth.

So far as money had been at,the bottom
of them, dquiff’'s troubles were at an end.

t He could send his cousin home to Aus-

tralia, repay all e had borrowed, redeem
his watch, and still have funds in hand.

It turned out that he was not the ouly
fellow at Greyfriars who had profited
by Mauly’s generosity. Bob Cherry had
received a tenncr, and Bulstrode had a
prize of a couple of pounds. Everyone
knew of their windfaulls within an hour,
but the extent of Sqwilf's luck remained
::i or the present a secrct, shared only by

ve,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Fishy’s Fishy Security,
6 OMEBODY'S been at my desk!”
. snapped Squiff. -
' Johnny Bull lecked up from
piep, and Fisher T. Fish did
likewise.
“Well, I haven't!" =aid Johnny, with
a suspicion of snap m his tone.

“TFathead! Do you suppose I should
think you had??
“Waal, 1 guess and calculate I

haven't, either!” said Fishy. :

“T'm not accusing you. I don't sup-
pose for a moment it was you. But
someone's heen here, that's a dead cert!”

“What have you lost?” Johnny asked.

Squiff hesitated g moment.

But it was plain that he eould not hope
for any help in recovering the missing
article if he would not say what it was.
So he adnswered :

“ A pawn-ticket !”

“Ugh!” growled Jolinny Ball.

Tl rez-halfpence. 13

Fishy smid nothing. - It struck Squiff
that he looked rather queer. But he did
not suspect him of theft.

“You don’t approve, Dull?”
Squiff drily.

“That's no odds. It’s your bizney, not
mine. Oh, hang it all, T know that yon
wouldn’t have gone to a pawnshop unless
you had been jolly hard up, but "

“But you don't approve all the same 77

Johnny tock thought before replying.

“Well,” he said, at length, “it’s only
because it's you, Squiff. If it had been
a cad like Skinner, or a money-grahber
like ¥ishy here, ‘or a chap of Bolsover's
soit, I shouldn’t have thonght anything
of 1t. . But you've got pals, and you
ought to have gone to them before going
to your uncle.”

o "I did, old man! To von and tn
Mauly, and to other fellows. I'H expliin
it all later—ean’t just now.”

Another fellow was to be told the story.
But Squiff had no notien of letting Fishy
hear it.

In other circumstances, Fisher T. Fish
might have felt considerable curicsity.
As 1t was, he had too much to think
about to be much concerned with thie
secret,

Though he sometimes “got left
through over-cunning, Fish was no fool,
and he now saw through Skinner's game

sa1d

Lat once, helped by the fact that he knew

Harold Skinner pretty thoroughly.

Fishy wanted to get rid of that pawn-
ticket, and he wanted—badly—to get
back the cash he had lent Skinner. Hae
did not think that handing over the
ticket to Squiff and explaining would
accomplish the latter end. He might not
be believed. It was best to see Skinner
first. |

He sought out that sweet youth
directly prep was over.

“I guess I've got a word or twa to say
to Skinney, Stott, and I'd be obliged if
}rq:.(lj’d."f.ramﬂﬂ&e the ranch for a bit,” he
Sai1d.

“Right-ho!” replied Slolt. “I say,
though, what about that quid you're
going to lend me, Fishy?”

The prospect of the loan explamed
Stott’s readiness to oblige. Fishy per-
ceived that, and was diplomatiec.

“We'll talk about that later on, I
reckon,”™ he gnid; and Stott went.

Fisher T, Fish locked the door.

“What are you playing at?”
Skinner. |

Fishy threw the pawn-ticket on the
taole. : f

“This hyer scrap of paper belongs to
_Squiff, I caleculate,” he =aid.

asked

“Does 1t 7?7 returned Skinnar. ““Betier
hand it over to him, then!”
“Jerusalem erickets! That's some

cool ! You've sure got nerve, Skinney !’

“T. rather guess and calculate I have,
Fishy,” replied Skinner, imitating the
Amevican jumor’s nasal tones,

“Do you deny that you handed me
over that thing as collateral for——"

“1 deny that I handed it over to you at
all, and I reckon yvou're geing to hava
some trouble to make anyone believe that
I did, Shylock !”?

“Snakes! Why—"

.“You say vourself that that thing be-
longs to Squiff. What are vou doing
with it? 1 only ask the question in a
friendly way. It's really no affair of
mire. But I don't fancy 8quiff will bae
very friendly if he finds out you've gof
it 1 ~

TFisher T. Fish trembled with ragesand
fear, |

“Do you owe me a quid and interest,
or do-vyou not?” he demanded. G

“Of course I do! TI'm-not denying
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anything that’s true.  DBesides, you've
got my acknowledgment of it."

“Yep, sicvce! I have so.
proves "

“Nothing aboul that thing, Fishy,
dear boy ! Think for a 1111::-111.9““ What
use would a pawn-ticket that belongs to
Sguif—I'm surprited to hear that he
rines anything so low as to pawn tlhhngs,
hy the way—he as security for a loan
from you to me?” '
"“No durned use at ull!
I'ma complaining about, I guess.

“¥You're a queer bird. Have you been
dreaming, or i1s thns one of your crafty
little vigs ¥ Anyvway, it's no go. 1 dou't
know anything about that thing, and 1
don’t want to!” _

“Bhell out the guid and five bob in-
terest, or——"°

“ Uouldn’t do it to save Iy life. Fishy.
1 Laven't as much as live d.’

“ Bub-bub-but——

Fishy stammered with rage and baffled
E'lltrldlh

“It's n.g. Can’t vou see how things
stand 77 sad Skinner.

“You—you———-"

“Jevver git  left,
Bkinner,

That was teo much for Fisher T. Fish.

e went for Skinner.

The cad of the Remove was so utterly
taken aback that Fishy's bony fists had
inflicted some damage on lis physiog-
riomy before he even thoughtt of defend-
ing himself.

But he hit out at length, and Iish
staggered bock, clasping his somewhat
prominent nose, which was streaming
blood.

“You—you
You—vyou

“Get out of this!" howled Skinner,
turning the key in the lock, and throw-
ing open the door.

in swarmed a doren or so of the
Remove, Bquiff and Johnny Bull among
vhem,

“My hat! Skinney and Fishy putting
their fists up! Who said that the days
of miracles were passed?” cried Bob
Cherry.

Squ’t forced agamst the table by the
rush of those behind him, caught sight of
the pawn-ticket, and grabbed it at once,

“What are vou doing with this,
Skinner ?”’ he roared.

“Me? What should I be doing with
il ?"  retorted Skinner, caressing his
bruised face. *“I don’t know anything
about your dealings with pawnbrokers.
ITow should 17"

“Rummy thing you knew ib was mine,
fhen, For it hasn’t my name on it!"”
answered Squiif.

The brief scrap, only remarkable on
account of the fact that the participants
in it were not fighting-men as a rule, was
forgotten now.

Everybody stared at Squiff and 8kin-
nor, and Johnny Bull growled under his
breath.  This matter would not have
become publie property if Johnny could
1:::1'.’9 helped it.

“You claimed 1§,"
shruzging his shoulders.

“ *ée{:rw did it come here?” snapped

iﬂ

“Fish brought it.
-] am’'t know !”

“Tishy, 1s that true?”

“Ncpe! 1 never saw
before ;" howled Tish.

It was plain to all that either he or
Skinner was lying. It seemed possible Lo
most of those present that both were—as
was actually the case,

“Well, it’s mine,” said Squiff. gt &
uppose no ane denies Hlat"'"
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And that

That's what

Fishy 7"

jeered

rattlesnake, Skinner!

L

sald  Skinner,

Don't ask me why

the thing

so aroused Sqmiff’s 1re,

He leoked round defiantly.

“I'm not claiming it, anywav.” said
Bolsover, with a f‘l.lﬂ-_l‘l."r" “7T don’t deal
with uncle."

squiff paid no heed to that, ﬂ,ny more
than he did to the many curious glanves
cast at him,

“I'm going to find out which of you
two sweeps took that thing out of Ty
desk, if 1 can't find out why you look
it ! he said,

And with that he went, leaving both
Fish and Skinncr feeling anxious,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Frienis anl Foes!

6 HERE he goes!” said Tom
Brown.
Skinner was on his way to

tlie gates with his bike.

“"The silly ass!"” snapped Delarey.
“Why can’t he mind his own bizney?
But -we don't know that he's dogging
Squiff.”

“We shall jolly soon see,” replied the
New Zealander grimly. * Hallo, Mauly,
old bird, what’s bitten veou that youw’ ve
left the couch in No, 127"

“Jimmy said that you two were
watchin' Skinner, an' that Skinner was
spyin’ on Squiff, begad!” Lord Maul-
everer answered. “So [ thought I'd
come along.”

“My word!
DEI&IEF.

“SBquiff’'s a pal, dear boy. 1 thought
vou knew thai I stood by my pulﬂ Lﬂ."h

it all "

“Sorey, Mauly. You du—nn one
better. But do yon think you've really
enough eunergy to nda a bike as much as
Eu: or seven miles?"

“I don’t mind tryin’, though it's an
awful fag, begad! Couldn’t we have a
motor-car or somethin’, if there’s so far
to go?”

* No, we couldn't.

1

This is a surprise!” said

We've got to play

steuths to Skinner, and that kind of thmg

" replied Delarey.

“Oh, weli, T dare say I shall live
thrmtgh it. Come along!”

The three got out their bikes. They
knew that Squiff was going to meet his
cousin, and there seemed little reason to
doubt that Skinner was dodging Squiff.

What he expected te gain by doing
that it was dlgl-:_,ult- to gueaa—unles& he
1uter1dec1 to And out the Australian
junior’s secret, and employ his knowledge
of it to force Squiff to go easy in the
matter of the Etr.::-len pawn- Ficket.

Squiff and most of his chums helieved
that Skmner was the. thief. . The thing
had been found in his study. Tish’s pre-
sence there was suspicious—hard to
account for if he was innocent of all com-
pl: ity, as be vowed that he was. Dut,
with all his grecd for money, Fisher T.
Fizh had never been caught out in actual
theft, ana Skinner had more than once
dealt with properry not his own in-ways
that were doubtful, to say the least of it.

Then, none of them had any real doubt
now that it was Skinner who had posted
on the notice-hoard the paper which had
and his spite
against the Australian jumor was made
evident by that.

So Tom Brown and Piet Delavey and
Mauleverer were not surprised that
Skinner should take the Courtfield road.

doesn’t goin a car,

He kept well behind Squiff, Jest he
should be seen. But Squiff never looked
back; he trusted to his ehums to attend

to Skinner,

And Skinner, nol imagining himself
followed, only glanced over his shoulder
casuually once or twice. The trio in the
rear did not betray their presence to

1 tion to sifting
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thosa casual glances.
Skinner with care.

“What's the plan of campaign,
begad?" mguired Mauly, when they were
more shan half-way to Clourtfield.

“Blessed if I'd thought about that!”
replied Tom Brown.

“1t 13 only a matter of collaring
okinner and sitting on him before he
gets too near,” said Delarey. * Squifi’s
to meet his cousin at the first milestonae
out of Courtfield. He wrote last nmight
to tell her he had good news; so 1 should
H‘linl-L she'd be punctual—if girls ever
are.

‘bmmds casy enough,”
Brown,

They were stalkinx

replied Toam
“And I've no personal objec-
on Skinner as long as is
Neeessary. One way and anuthpr he's
done his dirty best these last few days
to muck things up for old Squiff, and he
ought to get 1t in the neck for that.
Hallo! He’'s getting off his bitke! Oh.
by Jove, he's nmt- thGEE Higheliffe cads!”

The three dismounted at once. Over
the hedges they could see the heads of
Skinner, Ponsonby, Vavasour, Monson
minor, ‘and Gddsln, but Skinner had
turned a bend in the road just before the
meeting, and by keeping their own heads
low the three who were following hun
had a chance of not being spotted.

They wuaited. Skinner talked with the
nuts for a minute or two. Then all five
remounted, and rode towards Courtheld.

“The putrid- traitor!” breathed Tom
Brown. ‘‘Ie’s taken those beastly out-
siders iuto the secret, you bet! They’ll

That's the game
“They sha'n't bring
sald Delarey.
juinp on them when they aren’t e
ing 1t. Mauly, old hoss, it's ndds 8

it off,

a hand if necessary. Do you tth vau’
find it too fatiguing?” -
ful, begad!” returned Mauly.

'”Y_Du"'rt‘: on?”

“What do vou dashed well think?
don’t know much about stalkin’—I leave
that tn vou. I'li just do what you tell
me, an’ be ready when it comes to the
;}mwhm pert. I don't mind that 50
much, seein’ that it’s Ponsonby an’ that
crew.’

' "Right-hn! I'll take the lead, if you've
no objection, Browney.”

“Lead on, MacDuffer!” replied the
New Zealinder.

“We'll have to ride for a bit, or we'll
get too far behind the sweeps,” said
Delarey. “But don’t go ruahmg round
a corner slap into them, Mauly!”

“My dear man, do you think T want
to go yushin’ &nywhew begad?’" re-
turned Mauleverer almost plaintively.

They rode on with all du':-::c caution.
Squiff would hate to have hidden wit-
nesses to his meeting with his eousin,
they knew—would hate it guite as much

‘Skinner and the nruts believed 1t. But
it was likely that the girl would hate it
even more than he: and these three, who
knew her sad story, felt ali the Lhwalrj'
within them enlisted on her behalf,
though to them she was only a name.

“Halt !’ said Delarey at a tuin of the
road.

Thf}‘;" dismonnted.

*The uulnstﬂm s in sight when we gﬂh
round here,”” said the Ainhandm

“What a head you have for details,
Piet, begad!”™ Mauleverer said. “ Now,
1 wasn't even aware that there were
milestones on this road.”

“Vou wouldn't be, not having a head
for anything but snoozing, which doeén't

- ¥

 need much,” answerad Delarey. ““Let’s

all hide and watch Squiff and his cousim;
and then spring out and surprise them.

though i '
“We'll stalk them

“Don’t trv to be funny, Piet—it's a

to three-—mo; four, for Squiff .

as 1f this had been the flirtation shich
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econt a bit.. Put the bikes Lehind this
hedge—they’ll be safe enough.”

The machipes were left, and they crept
along in the lee of hedges towards the
retidezvous.

“Thought so!” said Delarey. ““No
doubt now what they’re up to!”

The three had come upon five bikes,
stood against a hedge at right angles
with the road, in a field.

“Let the tyres down!” ordered the
Afrikander.

Within two minutes ten tyres were de-
Aated satisfactorily.

“If they bolt tfxe:;’ll reach their bikes
before we get to ours,” zaid Delarey.
“"But I don’i think they'll escape us, all
the same.”

Then the three resumed their checked
scoitt, But in a minute or two Piet called
:llu'ﬂ_'.her halt. -
~*Lie low, you two!” he said.

And he himself stood up, sereened by
a tree, -

“1 can sce the sweeps!” he said.
“They're within twenty yards of old
Squiff, erouching behind a hedge. And
there’'s a girl coming down the road—
must be Squiftf’s cousin Norah., Yes, he’s
waving to her! Oh, my enly aunt, here’s
luck! Wharton and his crowd! If only
we can tip them the wink before Skinner
& Co, see them! Here goes to try,
though I'm afraid that blundering ass of
a Cherry will give the game away !”

But Bob Cherry was not such a blun-

dering ass as all that came to. Like his
comrades, he was amazed when Delarey,
stili keeping the trunk of the tree be-
tween him and the enemy, stood up in
fiull sight of the newcomers, and made
#izus to-them to stop. But, like them,
~Bab  stopped, and wmext moment  the
Eamous I'ive had drawn in close 1o the
gge, where they could not he sesn by
2 Spies,

--...- '_. o 2 . . . : L
= oquill’s meeting a  girl—she's his

=i '

811, explained Delarey. “Can’t tell
all about it now. But Skinner’s been
ggmg him again, and he's got four
of the Highcliffe cads with him. They're
in ambush eclose to the appointed place
ol meeting. We three were going to
rush them. That would have meant a
scrap, of course. But if you fellows will
help, and we can come upoh them un-
awares, we can just turn the sweeps over,
ram their giddy faces into the iurf, and
sit on their backs, and Squiff’s cousin
need never know that there are any such
animals about. Are you on?”

“Rather !” replied Wharton—the last
[ellow at Greyfriars to refuse his aid in
such a cause, e -

Squiff and Norah Annan were not
twenty yards apart when the eight threw
themselves upon the five.

The attacl{ was so sudden and so
ufterly unexpected that there was
scarcely anything worth calling resist-
ance. :

Piet Delarey led his men right up to
ihe spot, but he did not take actual part
in the attack. He jumped the hedge,
and was by Squiff's side before the girl
came up.

“Take her towards Courtfield, Squiff "
he saad. ““ Don’t sfop here, Spies behind
the hedge! But we'll see to them.
Needn't say anything at all to her,”

“Right-ho !” answered Squiff.

The South African junior vaulied =«
[iate some httle distance away before
Norah came up.

“Who was that, Sam?" she asked.

“Chum of mine. It’s all right, Norah,
my dear. And I've the very best of good
news for you! By an amazing stroke of
hwek I've got the money for your passage,
and you can go directly you can get it!”

““Oh, Samy! Oh!” panted the girl,
clinging $ his arm. 'The tears were

3 By
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ruiming down her face, hut they were
tears of joy.

i the spies heard what Squiff said
they may have begun to entertain doubts
as to whether they had really caught him
spooning. |

But it is unlikely that they heard.
They were very busily occupied at the
moment.

Mauly had gone for Ponsonby. the
most dangerous antagonist of the five;
and Bob Cherry, who had intended tak-
ing Pon himself, faivly gasped as he saw
how vigorously and scientifically Mauly
dealt with the leader of the nuts.

Tom Brown collared Skinner, getting
m just ahead of Johnny Bull, who had

markegd that youth for his prey. Whar-
ton pulled down Gadsby. Inky took
Vavasour, . Frank Nugent grabbed
Monson,

Johnny and Bob, perhaps the heftiest
of the seven for such a job as was this,
were left without victims—a sure testi-
mony lo the speed and certamty of the
onslaught, for it was not with their
good-will they were so left. It was
merely that Mauly and Tom Brown had
got ahéad of them.

“But there’s room for another there,
Mauly !” eried Bob.

And he seated himselfl upon the back
of Cecil Ponsonby.

Johnny fook the hint, and joined Tom
Brown in keeping dawn Skinner,

He was not really needed. Plunging
and groaning, the spies were helpless.
"Not one of them could make any real
resistance.

“ What's to be done with them, Piet?”
asked Tom Brown, as Delarey came
back,

" Keep them theve (ill Squiff comes !
replied Delarey.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Bowled Out!

QUIFT came striding back, his face
glﬂ“"l—ﬂ 2 Naldoam in oll hie 1life
had anything pleased him more
than the chance so unexpectedly

come to him to relieve his cousin of the
worst of her troubles. He and Norah
had always been good chumes, and there
was nothing he would not do for her.

But his face changed as he passed into
the field and saw what the hedge had
hidden from him. It hardened, and his
hps tightened. With all his frank,
honest heart BSampson Quincy Iffley
Field hated spies and traitors; and he
would have been more or less: than
human if he had felt that he could for-
give Harold Skinner then.

“What’s 1t mean, Piet?”’ he asked.
““Aren’t those some of the Higheliffe
crowd *”

“¥Yes, old sport—your dear pals Pon-
sontby, Vavasour, Gadsby, and Monson.”

“But what were they doing in this?”

“8kinmer enticed {lhiem, and they
harkened unto his enticement,” replied
Delarey. “ We were following Skinner,
as arranged, and we.saw them join up.
Then we got reinforcements, too; these
fellows happened along in the very nick
of time. We rushed them, and here
they are!” -

“I'm no end obliged to all of you,”
said Squiff. “You don’t understand all
this—at least, some of you don’t. Bull
knows. You shall all know later on: but
I don’t propose to tell these rotters my
private affairs. Lel Skinner up, will
you, you fellows?”

Tom Brown and Johnny Bull got off
Skinner’'s back, and the traitor scrambled
to his feet, and stood with hanging head
and burning cyes. Ha could not look
Squifll in the face.

—
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“1 kmew you were a cad, Skinner, but
I' hauged if T thought you were quite
such a cad as this!” said Squiff. * You
might reckon it a joke to spy upon me,
but you fancied you were giving me
away lo these Highcliffe sweeps, and that
was past a joke, anyway. I won't tonch
you now; I rather think I have another
account to settle with you, and we may
as well altend to it all at once. DBut
I'm going to give Ponsonby a dashed
good hiding.”

He turned from Skinner, and Mauly
and Bob let Pon get up.

“If you can, Field ! hissed the leader
of the nuts.

“Oh, T can!” replied Squiff.

And he started m to demonstrate the
fact,

The oither nuts were allowed to get to
their feet., 'They did not look pretty.
Vavasour, the greatest dandy of them
all, chanced {o have been tumbled over
in a wetter spot than any of the rest,
and his face was plastered with mud.

“I'll take Gaddy!” said Delarey,

“No, you won't! Gaddy's niine!”
snapped Harry Wharton.
“Monson, then!”  the Afrvikander

cried.

“1 hagged Monson ! retorted Frank
Nugernt.

Piet looked al Johuny Bull and Bob
Cherry in comical dismay.

“There 1sn't even a little one each for
us!” he said.

“ You can have Vav,"” said Bob.

“Vav doesn’t count. You cap't fight
with Vav: you can only kick him out
of the way. Start running, Vav: I'm
gomg to start kicking 17

Vavasour bolted. ~ Piet shot out liis
foot and gave him one hearty kick as he

went, but would not trouble to chase
him.

Monson was down, and refused fo rise,
He was capable of putting up a hight
aganst Frank Nugent; bat he had no
zest for doing it. He was just a trifle
ashamed of himself, and wmdd have pre-
ferred Skinner as an onvonent  Qinnos
had led mm into this,

Gadsby kept going a little longer, but
when Wharton had tapped his clarvet he
admitted that he had had enough.

But Ponsonby fﬂu%ht fiercely. Trom
the first Lie had little chance ; but he gave
some punishment, and took a good deal,

before he went down and lay gasping,
plainly licked,

“T'll be even with you for this, Field !?
he snarled.

Squiff turned away without answering.
The Greviriars fellows proceeded towards
where they had left their bikes, Squiff

_having to feteh his from the read.

*“0Oh, 1 say, you fellows!” he shouted.
., | 1 T : b
“Bome rotter’s slashed my back tyre!

“That was Vav, T'll bet!" said
Delarey.  * Skinner didn’t go into the
roval Novoer mind: they'ra pard  an

advance for that, though I only had
their jiggers seen 1o in vase they made a
bolt.” | |

But Squiff did mind, considerably.
The damaged machine was quite unfit to
be ridden back.

“T'll  lend you Skinmee's,”
Delarey, with a cheerful grin.

“Bkinner’s?  He's half-way back by
now!” growled Squiff, who had not
heard Piet’s earlier speech.

“Bet you he's not!” returned the
South African,

Skinner and Vavasour were found
gazing helplessly at the five bikes. Squiff
collavted Vavasour, and cuffed him

said

soundly, There was vo doubt that he
had played that trick on Squiff’s
machine. - .

Tie MacxeT TLIBRARY.—No. 6320,



16 THE BEST 40- LIBRARY ®®~ THE " BOYS' FRIEND” 40 LIBRARY. “Jio*

#“We've taken out the valve rubbers,”’ “Bo everything's ail 1ngit,” said | concluston that it was better to tell Lhe
gaid Delarey. *“ You can have them by { Frank Nugent. truth than to lie under suspicion of being
making application at Study No. 12, “Not likely! We've got to find out | a thief. He was acute enough lo per-
Remove passage, at any time between | yet which of those two rotters stole that | ceive that many would say that 1us
half-past four and twenty to five | ticket,” growled Johnny Bull, chances of nfling Squifi’'s desk were
to-morrow. But you can’t have them “My hat! That reminds me of some | bigger than Skinner’s, |
now ; they're in mf-' pocket. Oh, and I] thiug,” said Squiff. ‘Do you remember, So, after a little verbal sparring, ho

say, Skinner, you'll lend your jigger to

Johnny, when Fishy told us that he had

confessed ;: and when Skinner got back to

Sauiff |7 lent Bkinner a quid, and had security for | Greyfriars he was faced with fresh
“Hanged if I will!” snarled Skinner. | 1t?” | trouble.
““"Wraid you'll be hanged sooner or “He didn't say a qud, Squiff, He He tried to represent the fraud upon
luter whether you do or not,” replied | didn't say how much it was. But I| Fishy as a joke—stuck to it thaf he had

Delarey, shaking his head. “'But you're
going to.”

And Skinner had to. He and the
Highcliffe nuts were all condemned to
tramp back ;-but Skinner had farthest to

(¥
. Delarey wheeled Squiff’s bike in the
rear of the rfest, while its owner told
Wharton |
Nugent.and Inky briefly the story of his
cousin's trouble.

“8o that explains the pawn-ticket!”
said Harry Wharton, when Squiff had

annd Bob Cherry and Frank |

remember it all right. I asked hin
whether he was sure that the security
belonged to Skinner, didn’t 17"

“But Fishy denies that he had ever
seern  the thing before,”
Wharton.

“When did Fishy ever shy ot telling
a whacker if 1t smted him?”" answered
Tom Brown.

“What do you think, Mauly?"™ asked
Delarey.

“PDear man, don’t ask me to think!
It's too fatiguin’, begad1”

said Harry l

found the ticket lying on the floor m
No. 14—and did all that might be done
to brazen the affair out.

But it was no go. He was found
guilty, and sentenced, and Tom DBrown
and Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry sharved
the role of executioner. Skinner was
sore and smarting, if not contrite, when
they had done with him. And for a few
days thereafter even Stott shunned hims

Squifi's cousin got her passage to
Australia in quicker time than had been
oxpected, and Squiff hopes before long

made an end. “You are a chump, “It's Skinner, for a cert!” said Bob | to hear that everything s all right with
Squiff!  There isn’'t ono of us that | Cherry. ““Tishy's a hiar and a swindler, | her at the old home. When she lands

wouldn’t have lent you all he had rather
than have you doing a thing like that—
p thing you hated! And we could have
raised a bit more than your ticker
[etched. You'll have to let us help to
get it out for you.” _ i

“No need for that now,” szaid Squif,
smiling. ‘““Bob, you had a tenner
vesterday, didn’t you? Well, my little
{ot from the same lucky-bag was twenty
tenners, that's all, :zu"ur%r the way’s cleay
for Norah to go home and for me to cash
up everything I owe!”

“ Hurrah !” cried Bob.

but he’s not a thief.”

“7 don't see how we're going to prove
it, though, if he sticks to his yarn,”
Scuiff said doubtfully.

“Let's bave him up before a tribunal,
like we did the Owl, and scare the truth
oul of him,” suggested Bob.

“(Good mnotion!” said Johnny Bull
“Toddy and Smithy will get it out of the
bounder, you bet!”

And even so was it done. But it
might not have been done so easily but
that Fisher T. Fish, having had time to

think the matier over, had arrived at the

H
|

she will get news of her freedom, for the
man from whom she had fled was shot in
a public-house row in London a few days
after she sailed, and died within twenty-
four hours. Squiff cabled the news; he
had a big enough balance out of his
windfall for that, and to settle up every-
thing and give a bountiful spread to all
hig friends in the Remove, “and then
some,”" as Fishy might have said,

THE END.

r { Another grand Ilong story of Harry 5
point of - &

Wharton & Co. next week. Make a
ordering your copy early!)
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WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO
TO SECURE A BEAUTIFUL
ART PLATE . |

We reproduce here a small line drawing of a magni-
ficent coloured plate which every reader
MAGNET has an equal chance of securing. All you
have to dois to secure the names and addresses of
friends
MAGNET. When you have done this, write them down
on a postcard and post them to the Editor of THE
MAGNET, Gough House, Gough Square, London, E.C. 4,
All postcards should bz marked * Free Plate™ in the top

of THE

who are non-readers of THE

left-hand corner. Names and addresses of regular or

occasional readers must on no accountgle sent, otherwiss

your application for a Plate may bs rejected. Befora

sending in your list, make sure that the nams2s are of
non-readers.

This is a small line drawing of the Plate to be
Given Free. Aectual size of Plats with engrav-
 ing is 74 inches by 10 inches. The title of the
picture is ** Boy, 1st Class, JOHN TRAVERS
CORNWELL, V.C. The Battle of Jutland,
May 3ist—June 1st, 1916, From the Pieture
by ¥. 0. Salisbury, painted for the Admiralty
on board H.M.8. Chester.,”" The closing date
of this offer will be published in this paper in
a week or so, No application will be accepted
after that date.
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THE FIRST LONG INSTALMENT

A

Thes

¢

Into Untrodden Lands.

o6 WAY to the west, there,"” cried
My, Sherwell, producer of the

great Southern Film Company,

and pointing with his hand to-

wards what seemed to be an infinity of

jungle one side and rolling plain the

other; ‘“lies the wonderful Silent City,

~ of which we are in search, and whieh, if

- e hnd—and we mean to find 1t—will

= vield the greatest screen picture ever
.71-; ﬂ'.!iE nl’?

Sk Il;:md “Hurrah!” greeted this little
2ch.

w4
e

For a moment Mr. Sherwell, prince of
= filim-makers, paused and looked round at
“the eager faces near him.

““If it’s there, we will explore and film
it, or we'll know the reason why,” said
Dick Grainger, a bright, meirry boy of
ifteen.

“Our pictures will be the greatest
thimgs ever thrown on the screen!”
shouted Mike Rafferty, whose sixteen
summers had moulded into a keen Irish
adventurer, with a sense of humour that
made him popular with everyone.

“What about three cheers for Tom
Rackett 7" put in Larry, the youngest of
the three boys, who, although only four-
teen, had the pluck and dash of one a
good deal older.

“Sure and bedad, three cheers for
Tom Rackett 1t 1s!”’ eried Mike ; and, as
he spoke, he led with a “Hip, hip, hip,
hurrah !1” that the whole of Mr. Sher-
well’s exploration party took up, so that
the echoes of it went rolling on towards
the trackless forests, prairies; and hills
of the wvast South American continent
that held so much peril and adventure
for the young explorers.

Tom Rackett, a rather lean fcllow,
with cadaverous cheeks, but with very
bright, alert eyes,:the film operator,
locked extremely shy and uncomifortable
us he received the honour, and, as if for
protection, edged nesrer to Augustus, a
splendid specimen of the largest species
of Indian elephant.

“Thanks, thanks!” murmured Tom
Rackett, when the cheers had subsided.
“Now, then, Augustus,” he added to
that animal, “up with your trunk and
reply 17 .

The great beast slowly raised his trunk
in salutation and acknowledgment, at the
same time emitting a series of trumpet-
wgs that made the big boarhound,

3 ctr of
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Boris, leap forward, barking londly, as
he thought there was danger ahead.

“Quiet, Boris!"” said Larry, patting
him on the head.

The dog gave one short, joyful bark,
and then made a playful dash at an ex-
ceptionally large chimpanzee who had
scrambled down the trunk of Augustus.
carrying a metal enp, from which ke had
been drinking to the success of the
expedition.

His favourite resting-place, when not
otherwise engaged in mischiel, was the
firm, broad head of Augustus.

“Good old Wonga!” shouted Dick,
exploding with laughter as the c¢him-
panzee made a face that would have
frightened even the elephant, had he
sean 1b. )

“Why,” exclaimed Mike, in a burst of
merriment, “sure and bedad Wonga’s
got a mug of cocoa !”

And as he spoke the monkey
solemnly raised the cup to his lips,
imitated very cleverly the noise of a
popping cork, and was about to swallow
the beverage, when Boris put his cold,
wet nozzle on the ape’s mouth. The
next mstant the dog received the con-
tents of the cup full in his face. Like
hightning the chimpanzee bolted for
Augustus, swarmed up his trunk, and
remained on the bhig beast’'s head,
ehattering and grimacing.

When the laughter at this episode had
died dowrp a loud altercation was heard
between a very fat and portly gentleman
who had long since lost all sight of his
feet, and a lean Chinaman with a pigtail
up which Wonga loved to climb.

“You should look after Wonga
better !” wailed the fat man, whose
double chin also spoke in dumb show.
““He's stolen my cocoa!”

“Me velly solly,” replied the China-
man. “But yon no drinkee cocoa,
‘Wonga no stealee samee.”

“Now then, now then,” put in Mr.
Sherwell, “what’'s all this nonsense
about a cup of cocoa, Tubby Bouncer
he asked of the film company’s comic fat
man with all the elastic fixtures.

“I told Tung Wu to keep an eye on
Wonga whilst I had a drink,” replied
Tubby Bouncer, with woe depicted on
every line of his fat, jolly face, *“and
when I wasn’t looking Wonga snatehed
it from me.”

“I no tellee when Wonga wantece
drinkee,” expostulated Tung Wu, with a
bland smile at Tubby, “and you drinkee

OUR GRAND
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a]lﬁe :'Ja.;r with big paunchee like that,
an -

Biff ! The fat arm of Tubby Bounecer
flashed out, and the Chinaman lay full
length on the ground.

“Ha, ha, bha!"” Jaughed all the boys
tegether, |

“He, he, he! Hi, hi, hi!” or some-
thing like it came from Wonga, and
again the ape slid down the elephant’s
trunk, flomrishing a long stick. With
mischievous intent he scuttled to where
the Chinaman had just got on his legs,
dealt him a blow on the back of the
head, climbed up his pigtail, and sat on
the Oriental's shoulders.

Good-naturedly Tubby Bouncer
steadied Tung Wu, and when the shrieks
of merriment had died down Mr. S8her-
well put up his hand to demand silence.

He looked with approval at the three
boys, gave an encouraging nod at Tom
Rackett, smiled at Tubby Bouncer, anil
cast a ‘eritical eye on Wonga, Boris, and
Aungustus, the finest of all their
respective species he could get for his
purposes, All these ammals were to
figure in certain films, and he knew they
would be useful.

He gave a special look at Augustus,
on whose broad back rested some of the
very heavy baggage, and, most 1m-
portant of all, the cameras, boxes of
films, and all the necessary apparatus for
a big filming scheme. As he glanced at
Augustus, he keenly approved of the
clephant’s custedian, a huge giant of a
negro rejoiemg in the name of Quambo,
whose duty it was to care for the wants
of Augustus.

Then Mr. Sherwell's gaze travelled
down the long line of mules, donkeys,
and natives, carrying more of the heavy
baggage, food, arms, ammunition, etc.
And when he looked at the perfect
equipment, and thought of all the care
and money expended to ensure success of
his enterprise, he saw no reason why he
and his gallant little band of fellow-
workers should not achieve a real
triuraph. - But he knew that dangers and
surprises lurked ahead.

“Boys, and everyone in my conmi-
pany,”" he cried, for a sudden hush had
fallen on all, *we are about to start into
the heart of unexplored regions! It's
not many days since we landed at the
coast and prepared our cxpedition, as-
you all see it now. Nothing has been
left to chanve, Everything, down to the
most minute detail, has been thought of.
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In Tem Rackett we have one of the most
experiecnced amd daring operators of
which any film company could boast.
He will film all our adventures and
everything worthy of note.

“You kuow the most important thing of
which we are in search? Yes: the won-
derful Silent City which, report says, lies
hundreds of miles from here, through
trackless forests, over plains and moun-
tams and rivers. I have a map of the
spot on which that city is said to be
built. Or perhaps I had better call it a
chart. It only indicates quite roughly
where the city is supposed to lie.

“This map or chart is incomnplete.
Somewhere or other is the missing part
which, when read with the portion in
1y possession, will give ws the complete
c¢lue to the whereabouts of the hidden
Silent City.

“There is a mystery about the missing
portion of the map, I have a secret
theory about it, and I also believe we
shall discover it. But this can only be
done by going through the utmost hard-
ships and perilous adventures, But if
we win through—and I believe we shail
—we shall fake the whole film world by
gtorm,

‘““And now,” concluded the leader of
the expedition, looking keenly at the
long line of faithful henchmen, baggage-
men, and mules, ‘“if anvone wishes to
turn back, let him do so now !
- For a moment there was silence. Then

another cheer rent the air, in which |

Augustus and Wonga joined. There
wasg no one in all that gallant band who
would not follow their leader.

“"Won't you tell us something more
about the missing part of the map?”
asked Larry, when silence reigned once
more,

“That will wait,” replied Mr. Sher-
well, with a smile.

*“1t will make a jolly good yarn round
our camp-fire at nights,” suggested
Dick.
~ “We ghall have other things to do
besides spinning yarns,” returned Mr.
Sherwell.

“Bure and bedad,” eried Mike, ““if we
don’t share your secret, what's the gund
of 1t at all, at all?” .

“Perhaps a time will come when you
three boys will have to know it, and
when that time comes you shall, I hope,
hear it from my own lips.”

“Do you know what the Silent City is
like 7" 1nquired Dick.

“I haven't the least idea,” replied the
leader. “1 have heard only rumours
which were quite sufficient to whet my
imagination. The best thing is to get
ther® and see for ourselves.”

“As long as I can get some record
films I shall be satisfied,” chimed in Tom
Rackett from the top of Augustus’ back,
for he was busy with his apparatus for
filming the start of the expedition.

“You will have plenty of chances for
taking startling pictures, I'll warrant,”
was his leader’s answer, ‘““for we shall
pass through untrodden tracts, and we
may discover some unknown tribes and

animals, besides coming across some won- |

derful scenery. We shall have to hack
our way through dense forests, where
Augustus will be very useful ; and, should
we encounter any hostile natives, I think,
1f we became friendly, you could astorish
and subdue them with a really good pic.
ture show, Mr. Rackett.”
“That would be stunning cried
Dick. *“ Faney a native chief seeing him-
self on the screen, just as he actually is
in ordinary life! He'd think us the
greatest witch-doctors that ever lived,”
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“Perhaps he'd want to ent our heads
olf 1" wailed Tubby Bouncer, who
thought with dismay what a dish he'd
make for a cannibal king.

" Begorra!”  shouted  Mike. “1
wouldn't part with me head to suve me
loife !

“Bravo, Mike!” yelled Larry with
delight, as the others rocked wilh
laughter at this Irish sally. “Next time
you say anything, just hold your
tongue !”’

“* Now, then, Rackett!” shapted Mr.
Sherwell, interrupting the boys., “ Are
yon ready?”

“Got a move on, and I'll start, I'l]
film the whole eavalecade, and T'll put
Augustus to the doubleshuffle afier-
wards and catch you up. Down with
you, Wonga!” he cried. “You've got
to be 1n this show |”

The ape sprang from the elephant’s
head, scrambled down his trunk, and
joined Mr. Sherwell and the boys in

Order Next Week’s “GEM” NOW!

selves on the sereen shall we know what
we actually look like now. It will be an
eye-opener for you boys to see yourselves
as others do.”

“Bure and bedad,” cried Mika,
““there’s mothing like a new experience,
as the Ivishman said when he bayoneted
a Hun!”

Then the boys looked ahead, and saw
strefching before them a scene of wild
and splendid beauty such as only South

America can show,
T and plunged at once deep inlo

the jungle which coversd the
sides of some low foothills. Farther on
these foothills turned into forest-clad
n:ountains, and beyond them, again, so
far as they knew at preeent, lay the

[ R

The Troublesome Auzustus.

HE track they were to follow left
the rolling plain behind them

i

Tubby still kept hold of Tung Wu’s pigiail. Can;aqu_uﬁﬂy, when Augustus
hoisted the fat man, the Chinaman was lifted bodily by his hair some

six feet from the ground., (See page 19.)

front. 'The chimpanzee looked very busi-
ness-like carrying a coil of roffe round
his neck, and a stout stick, with which
he was somewhat too playful when he
encountered Boris, He had been
taught to carry and use a rope when
climbing trees, and sometimes he threw
it over high branches, climbed down it,
and then swung to another tree.

This feat delighted the boys, and evi-
dently gave Wonga extreme satisfaction.

Mr., Sherwell gave the signal, and the
next instant the long line of followers
and baggage-mules were in motion.

The boyvs heard the elick-click of
Rackett's camera, and knew that the first
film of the great expedition was being
taken,

““One of these davs,” said Larry to
Dick, * this filmm now being taken will be
seen in London.”

“Yes, and many others, too,” put iw

Mr. Sherwell. **Not until we see our-

object of their search—the mysterious
Silent City.

Click-click! went the camera as the
long procession trailed past! Augustus
turned his little pink eyes hither and
thither, and lashed his funny stump of a
tail. He felt he ought to be.in the show,
and that he was being done out of his
rights, "

“Nebber you mind, 'Gustus,” said
Quambo, the nigger, who treated the

huge creature as his twin brother, “ You
and me make big pilcture off eur own-

one ob dese dava. We beat dat silly
Chink and Wonga to a frazzle!"”
Augustus quite understood. He lLifted
his trunk, and trumpeted until the forest
rang again with the echoes, -
“Tthere's the first film taken,” said”
Tom Rackett, as the last of the native

convoy filed past. ‘‘If they are none of
them worse than that, this’ll be the finest
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picture stunt ever done. Come along,
Aungustus! Give a hoist up!”

~ There was no need to teach Augustus
s duty.  Twirling round his little
trunk, he caught Tom about the waist
and lifted him on his back as thotigh he
had been a child. Then ho picked up
the camera, and, hfting it ever so care-
fully, he. passed it up to Tom, who
received 1t and packed it away in the
specially-prepaved box, from which he
could take it out at a moment’s notice.

Quambo was the next to be *““taken
aboard,” and, when all his crew was
complete, Augustus gave a snort of satis-
faction, and sel off at a smart trot after
the expedition,

Meanwhile, at the head of the party,
Mr. Sherwell and the threo boys were
leading the way along the jungle path.

“And phwat’s that box thing ye've
gol 1n your hands, Mr. Sherwell?” asked
Mike suddenly, after he had been watch-
ing the producer for some time,

“1t's a compass, Mike. Yon see that
plece of card? Well, that always points
to the north, and as we want to keep
bearmg almost due west, I have only got
to look at that to see whether we are
keeping in the right direction.”

Mike seratched his head.

“1t eeems lome like me grandmother’s
ould clock, sorr,” he said, with a wink
at the others, ‘“When the hand pointed

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

of the Sileut City, and the skeich T have
15 an exacl copy of a map he made.”

“Why hasn't anyone tried to find it
before us?” said Dick.

“ For two redasons, TFirst of all, he said
that there was no treasure there,  and
in olden days no one would make a
journey of this sort unless there was
some big treasure to find; and, secondly,
because the chart he made is incomplete.”

“Then how can we find it?” asked the
beys in a breath,

““Because 1 have an idea which has
struck no one else,” said Mr. Sherwell
trinmphantly, “On the back of his in-
complete chart the Frenchman wrote:
“ Bur le dos du negre on trouve——" The
remainder is torn away, but I have a
nolion. Larry, what does that mean %"

Larry, who prided himself on his
knowledge of ¥French, translated the
words literally :

¢ 0On the back of the negro one finds
But that docs not help much,”

a—

b ha added.

“I think you are wrong,” said the pro-
ducer. *'Tam sure that s the key {o the
whole puzzle, An old sailor once told
me that he had seen a rough map of the
Amazon—or, rather, a sketch of that
huge river—tattooed on the back of a
native. Now, it 13 my behief——’

“Phwat a notion!” cried Mike ex-
citedly. " He's only got to turn Lis
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“But a sporting one!” cried Dick.
“Three cheers for Mr. Sherwell and the
Silent City! Coma on, chaps!”

Away ab the tail of the party Augustus
heard the cheers, and flapped his huge
ears knowingly.

Crash, erash, crash!

throngh the jungle.
_ Suddenly the:sound of voices raised
in loud quarrelling was heard. The nexi
moment they came upon the scene of the
trouble.  Tubby Bouncer, gasping and
groaning with heat, was sitting on a tree-”
trunk, holding tight to the pigtail of
Tung Wu. The Chinaman, unable to
move, was nearly bursting with anger.

“You gleat lazy lump of fat!” Tung
Wu was screaming. “ Why not gettee
up and walkee allee samce as me?’

“Ho 1 will if you will pull me up!”
gasped the, fat comedian. * Whatever
did 1 come to this place for? I know 1
shall die. No one cares about me!”

The comic man was so sorry for him-
self that he nearly wept.

“You lettee go abt onée!” screamed
Tung Wu. * You beastee! Oh, yarl”

This last yell was Augustus' fault. He
solved the difficulty at once by catching
Tubby up with his trunk and placing him
on his head.” Unluckily fer- Tung Wu,
Tubby still kept hold of the pigtail. Con- .
sequently, when Augustus hoisted the fat
man, the Chinaman was lifted bodily by

He stumped

to half-past nine, and the ould crayture | head and look at his own back to see | his hair some six feet from the ground.

struek fourteen, the ould lady knew it | which way he's facing }? “Me geltee own back!” shrieked the

was half-past foive in the evening.” Mpr. Sherwell laughed. Celestial. “ You be solly one day!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” Janghed the others. “You've got the idea, after an Irish “Not so sorry as you are now!"
“Has anyone ever been on this track | fashion,” he said. “We have got to find | grinned Tubby. *“Ta-ta, you funny
cfore,” asked Larry presently, “or arve | a native with the missing portion of our | Chink ! I'll se¢ you again t.s::lme day !

we the first white men
conntry?”

“Two hundred vyears ago a French
missionary visited the place,” said Mr.
Sherwell. ** ¢ brought back the story

to wvisit this

chart tattooed on his back. I know
enough of the people of these paris to
feel sure that they will have continued

to transfer this chart from father to son. |

Of eourse, 1t 18 only a chance—"?

And he waved his fat paw cheerily at
Tung Wu as Aungustus started off again.
(There will be another grand instalment of

this magnificent adventure story next week,
Order your copy EARLY.)

Brooks' Applianca s a new -sclentifio dis-
covery with automatie air cushions that draws
the broken parts together, and binds them as

ou would a bhroken Hmb. 1t absolutely holds
Hrml;sr and comfortably, and nevorslips. Always

1 Don’t Wear a Truss.

I

Boys, be Your Own Printers

and make extra pocket-money by using
THE PETIT “PLEX” DUPLICATOR.

light and cool, and conforms to every move-
ment of the body withont chafing or hurting.
We make it Lo your measure, and gend it to
yoi on & strict guarantee of satisfaction or
money refunded, and we have put our price so
low that anybody, rich oy poor, can buy it. T
Bemember, we make it to your order—send it R

to you—you wear it—and if it doesn’t satisfy yon, you send it back
to ug, and we will refund your money. ‘hat is the way wa do
business—always absolutely on the square—and we have sold to. then-
sands of people this way for the past ten years. Remember, wa use
no salves, no harness, no liea, no fakes, g just give you a straight
business deal at a reasonable price.

Makes pleasing numecrous copies of NOTE-
PAPER HEADINGS, BUSINESS CARDS,
SPORTS FIXTURE CARDS, SCORING
CARDSE, PLANS, SCTIOOL PUBLICATIONS,
DRAWINGE, MAPS, MUSIC, SHORT-
_HAND, PROGRAMMES, NOTICES, ete., in
& variety of pretty colours. Send for cne
TO-DAY. Price 6/6 complete with all sup-
plies, Foreign orders. 1/6 extra.—

Brooks Appliance Co., Ltd.,"" " B. PODMORE & Co., Desk M.T., Southport.
(IBEDAJ €0, Chﬂncer}r Lane, London, W.C.2, #ouklet, And at 67-69, Chancery Lane, London, W.C. 2,

) N ———————
NERVOUSNESS

CURED COMPILETEILY.

I1f you are nervous in company, If you redden up when spoken to by
strangers or superiorsa, if your bashfmlness is nauﬁin% you to miss
golden opportunities i social or business life, here is a meszage
of hope, a guarantee of cure complete and permanent, By My System
of Treatment youn can quite certainly be cured in one week and in your
own home. My Bystem gives you perfect nerve contrel and self-confidence.
If you suffer from MNervousness, Timidity, or Heart Weakness,
write now for full particularz of My Bystem of Private Home
Treatment. Sent FREE privately If you mention MAGNET.

Address, Specialist, 12, All Saints Road, 8t. Anne's-on-Sea-

@ Free. Big Bargains ﬁ\g%x\

from 6d, All Post =<
By

Free. Watches =
BOOK

PHOTO POSTCARDS, 1/3 doz., 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, 8d.
ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES
FREE. HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

“RECO” MODEL AEROPLANES

‘ARE THE BEST.

Send 3/6 for Sample Model. Flies 200 yards. Fﬁlly Illus-
trated Catalogue of Aeroplanes and Parts, 1/-, Post Free.

“RECO,” 110, Old Street, Lundqﬂ, E.C.1.

FILM

Free Catalo

Bt

% (Big Reduc- =\ F
. 0, tions), Jewels 2= 7
| B lery, Useful'_’j‘! )
: x' (Goods, Novelties, Toys, ete,, eto,

Large selection for Sale cheap.
Send stamped envelope forlists,

nnﬂF B fe=Rix DBargaips in t.uﬁi% Iﬂll;tﬂ-
ks, 4l Write To-Day | Don't Miss This! .
GA!HS’ 7 Tyson & Marshall, 89,”Castle Boulevard, Nottingham.

POST F’H‘.EEL‘[

PAIN’S

VEHTH".OQUISM Learn fhis langhable, wonderful art. Fallure impos-

- * gible with our book of sasy instructions and dialogues,
Only 7d., post free.. 100 Oard Conjuring Tricks, 1/2. — WONXDER 0O,
P'ublisherys, 80, Arcade, Weslon-super-Mare. .

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
| ¥~ BE SURE AND MENTION THIS PAPER.

Lt




20

¥,

'THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
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«« Harlene Hair-Drill”’ Ensures Real Hair Health and Beauty.
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No woman in th® world possesses as ;
her nataral birthright such exquisitely
fine hair as the British woman, With
proper care 1t becomes, indeed, the
very crown of her charm and beauty.
Under the treatment of * Harlenc
Hair-Drill ’ everyone can possess ihis
crowning beauty, - and can assure
herself of the truth of this declaration
by self-demonstration free of expense.
A Free Trial Outfit is now ready for
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No longer, therefore, iz there any
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prove by personal experience how
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to grow in health and beauty.

IF YOU VALUE YOUR HAIR—WRITE
T  NOW.

W

freah wnd

dress,”

L

If by the expenditure of a little time
—jugt about two minutes daily—at 1s
possible to acquire real hair health and
beauty; surely it is folly to retusec or
even to hesitate a single moment in
taking the first step to secure it.

8o many women are now engaged in
valuable but hair-injurious work—
that the -proprietors  of Idwards
< Harlene-for-the-Hair ”* have decided
{0 fnake, yet another great 1.000,000
Gift distribution of **Harlene ™ Outfits.
This is really a “Four-in-One” Gift,
for it inclundes— S

STRE“[:THE“ YBUR NERVES'HE&H;M%HEEE deprives you of empioy-
AREIREA N R . rrent,
in ife, If{ you wish to prosper and enjoy life, strengthen your Nerves, and
regain confidence in yourself by nsing the Merto-Nerve Stregthening Treat-
ment. Used by YVice-Admiral to Seaman, Colonel to Private, D.8.0.'s, M.O.'s,
M.M.'s, and D.C.M. 5. ~L[f~rally-sand 3 penny-stamps-for particulars —GODFRY
ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C.4,

of ' Harlene Hair-Drill ™'

it free for one week.

-

Overcoats, Shoes, SBuits, Raincoats, Trench Coats, Costumes, and
Winter Coats, Silver & Gold Pocket and Wrist Watches, Rings, Jow-
ellery, &c., on easy. terms. 50 /- worth 5/- monthly ; 60/- worth 10 [=
monthly ; &e. CATALOGUE FREE, Foreign applications invited,

.MASTERS. Lid.. 6. Hovoe Stores. RYE Estd. 1869.

5 DAYS FREE TRIAL

Facked FREE. Carriage PAID. Direct from Works.
LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.

Immediate dslivery, Tyresand Accessories at Half Sho
Prices. Satisiattion guaramteed or Money Refunded.
REAT CLEARANCE SALE -
of Second-Hand Cycles. ‘T housands of Government
Cycles—B 5. A, HUMBLER, RALEIGH, ROVER,
TRIUMPH, SWIFT, etc., many as good as new—all
ready for riding. No reasonable offer e nsed, Write

for Free I1.ist and Special Offer,

L
CcYCLE COMPANY, Incorpd.
Dapt.

130Q3. Bl HHIH,EHAM- '
Learn  this

VENTRI LOQ“'SH. Ledrn_ bl wiﬁnnderfnl; Laughable Art, Failure

our new hook of Easy Instructions
and 10 langhahle Dialogues. Only 8d4. ' Hundreds Tegtimonials.” Thought-
Heading and Conjuring,

e — e T L - A F_ s — _ﬁ'—'
I - with lace-up palm, 13/6), Tan ﬁapﬁ, Rest, 16/6. Footballs,

per set of four ( . g :
match size, 12/6 and 14/6, Money returned if mot safisfied. FPostage Gd.

on all—TOM CARPENTER, 69, Morecambe Street, Walworth, 8.E. 17.

out

=

a—

—

~—GUT THIS

“ The Mag.net.” PEN COUPON Yalue 2d.

gand this compon with P.O. for only 5/- direvt to ibe Flest Pen Co.,
119, ¥Fleet St., London, EOC. 4. 1n veturn you will receive [?ﬂ_nb fres) a
splendid British Muade 14-ct, Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6. If
wou gave 12 further coupons, each will count as 2d. off the price; 20 you may
tend 13 coupons and only 3/-. Bay whether you want a fine, mediam, or broad
nib. This greal offer is made to introduce the 1amous Fleet Pen to the
MAGNET readers. “{Foreign postage extra,) Satisfaction guaranteed or cash
returned. Special Safety Model, 2/« extira.

n

v J hare been strnogling wilh iy 4
hairall ivistime, and {1 seems Lo

el snore dull and Uifeless every
M <o F had the same di flleuliy,
afler o conrseof “Harlene Haly
Dyallt yor see the resull D bright

rous oad easy o

free 4-in-1 Gift Outfit.

leasures, and many advantages

i/2—WILKES, PUBLISIERS, STOOKTON, RUGBY.-

4

*'._ ) 1—-..\-'\
F il R

fust-

will achieve

inches;
inches;
inches.

or <drazs,

%

Co.

RN FREE

T :Ilf"rr

R

strength
with machine-gun,

14 ins.;

10
YOU

5

It is wonderful what only 2 minutes a day practice

in the cultiva-

tion and preservation of a glorious head of hair. - Try
Accept one of the 1,000,000
(See Coupon on right.)

UL

CONCERTS.

comediang, 1/3. Comic Song
for list—JACK M. FINN, M

¢ARE YOU SHORT?

1f.s0, lot the Girvan System help you
your height. Mr. Briggs re
f inches: Driver E. F. 3 inches;
Mizs Davies 33 inches;
Mr. Ketley 4 iuches;

This eystem requires on
morning and evening, and greatly
health, physigue, and carriage.

Send 3 penny stam]%a

ticnlars and £100 Guarantee to
A M P., 17, Stroud Green BHoad, London, N. 4

%

which is guaranteed fo perform a
including looping,.”banking, and spiral nose dive,
ned with ribs and bracings as in actual
instrument-hoard, windscreen, and all movable
controls. Mhousands gold, Hundreds of testimonialg received. Length,
—THE MODEL AIRCRAFT SUPPLY
Thornleigh Road,

sran, 12 ins
(Dept. M.},

=

33), Hall Avenue,

Crogs-patter for comic dusitists,
1bem,
s Duets, Acts, Ventriloguial Dialogues;
agdalen Strect, Colchester.

. Set of Parts

fel of parts and instructions to make

{. A bottle of ** Harlene,'' the true
liquid food and natural tonic for the hair.

2. A packet of the marvellous hair
and scalp-cleansing ‘* Cremex ’’ Sham-
poo Powder, which prepares the head
for ** Hair-Drili.”’

3. A bottle of “° Uzon ** Brilliantine,
which gives a final touch of beauty to the
hair, and is espegially benefleial to those
whose sealp is inclined to be ** dry.”
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