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D FATHER!

DICK '.._FE.N-FﬁI-,D COMFORTS HIS BROKEN-HEARTE

£50 would mean happiness to Penfold's father, but Monty Newland's generous offer (o

make good the cobbler's Ioss is refused. See this week's powerful story, “ PEN'S PALI"
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“THE PLUNDERED SCHOOL ! "
By Frank Richards.

will stir many mighty agrecable

memories. It is a typically great

story, full of the spirit of the
famous school, but feelings will be mixed
as regards a certain lamentable incident
which mars a cheery meeting between
modern Greyfriars and the Old Boys,

FORTY YEARS ON,

It pans out this way. A party of Old
Doys visit Greyfriars. Such an event
should, all other things being even, have
twouglt nothing but ]Jltﬂ,!-:'ul'l.'—?ﬁ]ﬂl[l['d,
but somehow failed to do so. The Old
Boys como to Creyfriars, and get a
rousing reception. The guests look
round the studies and the class-rooms,
and recollections ave pretty vivid., It is
ahvays the way—the oence familiar scene,
tha initials scratched on a window, the
chat about the good old times, and the
merry happenings now relegated to the
limbo of the bygone. But over all these
mutual expressions of goodwill hangs a
elond. The shadow is net obvious at
first. Greyfriars was proud to welcome
the old stagers, and the good feching was
reciprocal, A splendid  comcert 18
arranged to Jo honour to the wisitors,

occasions like this Greyfriars can be
trusted to come out strong. You can
casily pictvre Bunter drawing nagie
u'urti.{s. from a dummy figure, whilst the
remainder of the Removites perform
wonders with concertinas and mouth-
organs aud the like,

THEN THE BLOW FALLS,

The crash has nothing to do with the
applause elicited by the array of musical
talent which good old Greyfriars puts
forth. The concert was right as rain—
a miuch sounder affaiv,’ all things con-
adered, than the Conecert of Europe,
about which the newspaper fellows prate
such a lot in season and out. The euter-
tainment was what the French waonld call
hars ligne—which does not mean off-
side or beyond the limai,  But imme-
diately afterwards a particularly painful
discovery is made. While Greyfriars
fiddled the school was burgled. A whoele
consignment of valuables, most of them
irveplaceabla, have heen stolen.  Who
did the plundering? Mpystery follows hot
on the heels of mystery, and we get a
denonement which will cause plenty of
surprise. Keep your eye on next week’s
MagyeET. You will he captivated,

NERT Monday’s yarn of Greyfnars

AN OLD BOYS* SUPPLEMENT.

It was right on the wicket to keep up
Lhe spirit of the time by having a special
issug of the “Greyfriars Herald " in
honour of the ancient fogeys. Only too
often the superannuated fellow gets a
vough time. He is passed over with
spurnery and despision, as it were. One
has known him to be stigmatised as a
prosy bore. Sometimes he is to blame

for this curt judgment, but not always,

'Por ManxNer LiBramy.—No, 3.

Even if he is fond of spinning yarns
about the old days, he has a lot of merit.
He may be a [audator temporis acti, as
Peter Todd would pat it, but it 15 a
very kindly and extremely human failing:
to brows=e onu the hillsides of the past.

GOOD OLD YESTERDAY,

Auy old how, the conductors of the
“Greyiriars Herald 7 are to be congratu-

 lated on their sagacity in publishing an
{old-timers' number. The aforesaid Okl

Boys hail from happy days long ere the
world took such stock of the banana
supply, or jazzed to syncopated music
instead of gracefully valsing to the dulcet
strains © of  “SBantiago,” “In Ol
Madrid,” or “The Blue Danube.” It
would be impeossible in the small supple
mrent in question to da full justice to the
viewpoint of the old stager. To accom-
plish such a task one would want some
thing crisp and spappy running to a
dozen volumes,  You could not really
handle the whole subject in much less
But Harry Wharton and his stafi have
grappled with the problem. They have
studied the Old Boy. They are right
down sympathetic to him and his fads
and opinions. When the Old Boy was a
stripling cricket was cricket. In the
same gay period the country was happy
and contented, and, in short, the world
went very well then. 8o, for that matter,

does it go well now, though the dis-,

gruntled do not recognise ihe lustrous
fruth.  So be on the gui vive for a

lively glimpse of the peepshow of the

past next Monday. Tt may raise many
an dvgument, but without argument life
would be a pretty flat, stodgy, and
unprofitable business,

“THE YELLOW CLAW !”
By Hedley Scott.

I can promise vyou a rvattling finale

to this splendid serial. The cat i1s not
permitted any too previous escape [rom
the bag. I consider that the author has
manipulated his top-hole mystery exceed-
ingly skilfully. Many readers will be
surprised when they discover at the finish
the real identity of the master mind
behiud the supreme mystification of the
Yellow Claw, This serial has illustrated
a gpood many intevesting things, onc of
thein being the art of keeping a sceret
to the end, another the wisdom of enlist-
g ithe serviees of Ferrers Locke in the
cage of a erime camarilla,

«THE SECRET OF DOOCM FARM!™

Another yarn of the Mounled Police
rounds off next Mondav's number of the
MaGxET. It will please all Magnetites.
This time we have to do avith the
Mounted Police of South Africa. 'Fhat s
the land of the LD.B.—otherwise, the
illicit diamond buyer, and this type of
unscrupulous “huckster looms in the
drama of Doom Farm,

1a wearer of purple

1done by a cheery laugh.

WEEKLY !
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A PLEASANT SURPRISE.

That is° something we all want.
Pleasant. surprises arc better than cart-
loads of pelf or fortunes ncatly packed
and sent carriage paid. For long past I
have received urgent requests for longer
Greyfriars yarns, and as I exist merely
for the purpose of trying to come zome-
where wWithin sight of the wishes of my
chums—you see¢ tho modest way I put
the matter—1 hava arranged for a thirty-
thousand word Grevfriars varn to come
along almost immediately. You may call
this an experiment. Anyway, it comes
as a navelty, hut it is something which
has bheen asked for time and again. If it
proves to be I'-E!H“Jf what is nrost desired,
I shall know how to proceed. This i3
taking us back to the jolly old bygone
again. ‘The Magwkr used to give Grey-
friars tales of that increased length.
Why not again?  Of course, this de-
parture will cause a postponement of a
new feature I have in preparation,

el

“THE QUEST OF THE PURPLE
SANDALS 1™

T have a wonderful series of tales to
follow the “ Yellow Claw!® Look out
for those purple sandals and the big
secret they contain!  Ferrers Locke i3
secn taking up & new mission which in-
volves world-journeyings. The great
detective has the biggest joh he has ever
tackled.

FERRERS LOCKE FOR EVER.

That's that! The new series musk
stand over for one week, but 1 can

promise yon a treat in these well-kmt

varns of a great trek after a eriminal.
The whole plot is intriguing, and though
sandals might be
regarded  with  suspieion, and  easily
spotted, yet this is not so in the special
circumstances under review,

LAUGHTER.

This paragraph bas nothing to Jdo with
Bunter, or the merry shouts from the
onlookers as the doughty porpoeise skips
away from the ashplant of the enraged
prefect. Nothing of that kind. I was
just going to refer to a laugh as an
article of social enterprise and commerece.
Nobody knows the good that can De
It 15 medicine
(of tho right sort) just to listen to the
invigorating sound. But that means the
gaod langh. Some fellows always make
use of a snigger. That’s no“zood to any-
body. - Others indulge in the mocking
langh., That, again, is futile. But the
vight sort of lauerh is disarming. It,
cheers one up, it dismisses anger, 1t hides,
a sudden bad temper, it carries one out
of the bad patches of hfe into the sun-
shine again. “Laugh and the woerld
langhs with you.” And, what iz more,
the said world iz eternally grateful to
your,

CROPPERS AND CRUPPERS.

A good letter veaches me from Water-
ford. The writer says: I should like
to suggest to ITarry Wharton that I
think & special Horse Riding Number
of the “Herald 7 would be welcomed.
I love riding myself, and I have a lovely
hittle horse of my own.” That's all very
nice mmdeed, and congratz to the writor.
But what about Bunter? Put the por-
poisea on a horse, and what would
happen ¥ Still, for once, W. G. B. might
stand ount,

your €ditor.



EVERY
MONHDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPENCE,

The loss of fijty pounds through listening fo the wiles of a stock-and-share swindler deals a devastating blow {o Penfold

senior, and not o little anxiety and trouble falls on the shoulders of his son Dick.
Jewish junior of the Remove, Dick Penjold possesses a staunch and generous chum.,
Unable to understand Penfold’s sensiliveness in the matter, Monty

the loss, but he is metl with a firm
Perhaps you will be able to sympuathise

thereafter stands aloof and o long friendship looks like being Droken.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Bunter’s Strategy !

HCYHEENEY !
It was Bunter's voice. Billy

Punter's tones, far frem dulecet,
rang along the Remove passage
at Greyiriars,

“Sheeney !” bawled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hallo, halle, hallo! What's this
eame " ejaculated Bob Cherry.

The Famous Five of the Remove,
coming in from games practice, found
Billy Bunter going strong. They strolled
along the Remove passage, joining the
half-dozen fellows who were gathered
round Bunter and chuckling.

Buunter's occupation was really remark-
able.

He stooped outside the door of Study
No. 8 in the Remove, which belonged to
Dick Penfold and Monty Newland. He
was bawling through the kevhole at the
top of his voice,

“Bheeney !”

Bunter's vocabulary scemed a litile
limited, but Lkis wocal powers were
strong. Undoubtedly, any cccupant of
the study could not fail to bo aware that
Bunter was talking to him.

“What's the name of that game,
Bunter?" inquired Horry Wharton.

“He's talking to Newland,"” chuckled
Skinner,

“Then he'd better be jolly earelul that
Newland doesn't come out to him," said
the captain of the Remove, * Chuck it
and cut off, Bunter, while vou're eafe!”

“Yal!” retorted Bunter.

“He's anfe enough,” grinned Bolsover
major. “Ie's fastened the door.”

“Oli, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

The key was in the outside of the lock,
Evidently the door was locked. Billy
Punter had tiken some necessary precau-
fiona  before hurling those offensive
epithels at Monty Newland.

“Sheeney ! Yah! Sheenev!” bawled
Bunter through the keyhole.

There was no answer from within

!

refusal,

But in Monty Neiwoland, the
Monty offers to make good
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Study No. B. Someone was there.

Movements could be heard. There was
a sound of o singing kettle. It was tea-
time. But there came no answer to
Willlam George Bunter's gibes.

“Bheéeney 1" howled DBunter again.
“Do you hear, you cad? TYou're a
sheeney! Yah!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You silly owl!”" eaid Ilarry Whar-
ton. *“Chuck it! What's old Newland
done, anyhow 1"

Bunter blinked at the captain of the
Remove through his big spectacles. His
fat face was red with wrath and indigna.-
tion and the exertion of bawling
through the keyhole.

““He's a mean beast!” he snapped.

“Rot!"” growled Johnny Bull. * New-
land isn’t mean.”

“IIe's refused to cash a postal-order
for me.”

“Oh crumbs I

“He's rolling in moner,” sald Bunter
warily, “You know Newland's got lots
of oof. :

¥

Hiz father bags no end of oof
m the City. He's got fivers and tonners,
teo. And I offered to pay him {en per
cent interest if he would eash my
postal-order—in advance. You fellows
kiow I'm expecting a postal-order. 1
mentioned 1t to you—=-"

“You did. Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Well, T thought an offer of ten per
ccnt would please him, being a Jew!”
sald DBunter. * And instead of lending
me the quid he kicked me——"

“Herve vou jolly well right!"

“ Beast 1 )

“So you're slanging Newland bhecause
ho wouldn't shell out a quid!” exclaimed
Frank Nugent.

“I'm down on sheeneys!” gaid Bunter
loftily, *“I'm elanging him because he's
a sheency! Think I'm going to let a
Jew kick me!”

“You seem to have let him,” grinned
Bob Cherry.

“Yah!”

Bunter bent over the Lkeylhiolo again
and roared.

i A Long, Complete

i Story of Harry
I Wharton & Co,,

of Greyfriars

By
FRANK RICHARDS.

“Yah! Sheeney! Yah!l™

“Ha, ha, La!"

The Remove fellows roared, too, wich
merriment. Bunter's method of retalia-
tion struck them as funny. ‘The fat
junior had crept very cautiously along to
Study No. 8, slipped his fat paw in at the
door and abstracted theo key, Before
anyone in the study could see him or
interpose, he had locked the door on the
outsile.  Then he had started *slang-
ing." With a locked door botween him
and Monty Newland, Bunter felt securp
in telling the Jewish junior what he
thought of him. 8o he proceeded to do
5.

“Gro 1t, Bunter !” chuckled Skinner.

Billy Dunter went it.

“Sheeney! Yabh! What a boko!
Yah! Sheeney!"

““Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the juniors.

They had couse for merrirment now, of
which Billy Bunter was unaware. A
handsome, dark-faced junior had come
up the stairs, and he stopped as he heard
Bunter's shouts. It was Monty Newland.
Bunter was too shdrt-sighted to obscrve
him. Morcover, his attention was cou-
centrated on the keyhole,

Lvidently Newland had not been in
the study at all when Buoater execuied
his masterly strategy.

Somecone was there, apparenily New-
land's study-mate, Peniold, Bunter's
keyhole conversation had not reached
{he ears it was intended for. It did not
worry Dick Penfold, who wasz going on
with getting his tea 1n the study, regard-
leza,

“ Hhiceney | roared Bunter. “Do yvou
hear me, Newland? Yah! Sheeney!”

““Ha, ha, hLa!”

Unconscious of the fact that Newland
was standing in the Remove passage,
staring at Lhim blankly, Bunter went on
howling through the keyhoia.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“You're really teo funny to live,
Bunter!”

“Ha, lia, ha!”

T Maawer LisrAnry,—No, 845,
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“‘ Sheeney | roared Bunter.

Monty Newland came up the passage,
with a rather grim expression on his
dark, handsome face. The juniors looked
on with grinning anticipaticn.

i Shep——"" Bunter was beginning
again, when a hand dropped on his
collar from behind, and he was jerked
round.

“Ow! Legro, Nugent, you beast

“Ha, ha, hal"

“ What's this pame?” asked Monty
Newland cheerily. i

Bunter blinked at him. He realised
that he was in the grasp of the sheeney.

“DOh crumbs!"” gasped Bunter.

“Well 7 eaid Newland genially.

“]_—1 thought you were in
study !"" stuttered Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“J—1 thonght— I—I—— Of course,
T—T waen't calling you a sheeney, New-
land, old chap! Legzzo my collar !

“Whom were von calling a sheeney,
then 1’ inquired Newland,

WI—I wasn't—"

i1

the

“Ha, ha, ha!"
“T didn’t— T never— Leggo my
collar ! roared Bunter. “Lock here,

don't you shake me, vou beast! Yow-
ow-ow "

Shake, shake, shake!

“Whaoop !” gasped Bunter. “ Leggo!
8.s.e-stop shakine me, vou beast! If
vou make my glasses fall off—ow—and
they break—yow—you'll have to pip-pip-
l]! i3

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pip-pip-pip-pay for them!” gasped
Bunter. “I say, yvou fellows, make him
leggo! Qoooooop!”

Monty Newland administered a final
shake, and then eat Bunter down in the
passage with a bump.

Then he unlocked the study door, and
went inte Neo. 8, leaving Billy DBunter
sitting  and roaring—and the other
fellows roaring, too.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Chums of Study No. 8.

ONTY NEWLAND threw him-
M self into the armchair i Study
No. 8.

It was a very comfortable
and expensive armchair—most of the
things 1n No. 8 were comfortable and
expensive. Newland of the Remove
had plenty of money—more than any
other fellow, excepting Lord Mauleverer
and the Bounder, Dick Penfold’s belong-
ings were few; but No. 8 was furnizshed
as expensively as any study in the
Remove,

Penfold, who was poaching eggs for
tea at the study fire, glaneced round with
a grin on his face.

“Did you catch Bunter at 147"

I-‘l'&?es*!}

“The silly ass!" said Penfold.

Newland did mot answer. dark
and gloomy look had seltled on his
handsome face.

Penfold, busy wilh his cookery, did
not observe it.  Ie finished poaching
the eggs and dished them up, and made
Lthe tea. Newland sat and watched him
in silence,

“ Ready |” announced IPen.

Then he noticed Newland’s look.

“You den’t mind what that ass
Bunter was saying; do you?" he asked,
in some amusement. “It's rather a com-
pliment to be slanged by Bunter.”

“0Of course T don't mind,” said New-
land. *“Nobody minds DBunter very
much, I suppose.™ !

“1 !sl-muﬂl? jolly well .say net!” said
Pen., * Heve, wire into your*tea, and
don't worry.”

Tue Magxer Linrany.—No. 844

Newlaud diew a chair to the table and
started his tea. DBul his face remained
clouded.

“71 don'lL mind, Bunter, of course,” he
eaid, after a long pause. * 8till, it’s noi
nce. Nobody likes to be called a
sheeney! It's not a pleasant word.”

“1t 1sn't,"” agreed Pen.

“And a fellow can't lick Bunter—the
fat fool doesn’t know how to put up
his hands,” said Newland, frowning.
“1f any other of the fellows ghould—"
He paused.

““ Newland, old man,” said Pen, very
quietly, “the other fellows wouldn't—
and you jolly well know 1t., You're an
ass to take any notice of a fathead like
Bunter !”

“T know that,” grunted Newland.
“All the same, a fellow likes to be
liked '

“Everybody in the Remove likes you,
old fellow. DBunter would like you no
end if you'd cash his postal-orders [or
him,” grinted 'en.

Newland laughed.
again.

“Qkinner likes to rub it in,” he said.
“8Bo does Snoop. They never say any-
thing a fellow ecan punch them for—
they're too careful. My people have
been in England zince the Conquest. T
should think I am as FEnglish as a
descendant of the giddy Nermans!™

“Of course you arve, old fellow !
Pen soothingly.

Monty Newland passed his hand over
his nose. It was a very well-shaped and
handsome nose, but it was, perhaps, a
size larger than the average nose 1In
the Remove. Pen looked at him, and
burst inte a laugh,

“0Old man, you're an ass,” he said.
“VYour boke i1sn't so big as Bolsover
major s, and it's a dashed deal better-
locking! You're out of sorts.”

Newland coloured, and did not answer

“A cad will use any stick to beat »
dog with,” said Yen. *“I've had
pleasant talk from Bunter and Skinner,
and fellows like that, because I'm herv
on & scholarship, and my lather's a shoe-
maker in Friardale. I'm the only
cobbler's son at Greyiriars, and do you
think that snobbish fellows haven't
rubbed it in? It doesn’'t worry me. 1
wouldn't change my old father for a
duke !

“Tt's  different,” said  Newland
meodily. *I'm proud of being a Jew,
just as Mauleverer is proud of being
descended from the Normans; but I'm
as English as he 8.7

“Of course you are,” gaid Pen, * We're
a mixed race in this country—Norman,
Saxon, Dane, Angle, Pict, and Scot;
and why not Jew?"

“T know ! But=— TIt's rot. of course,

Then he frowned

saird

to let silly talk from a fool like Dnnier
worry me,”  said Newland, “only it

cometimes makes me think that othoer

fellows think the same, only they're
too civil to say so. Wharton, fov

instance—" i
“Wharton's a good sort, Newland,

and if you think he woauld agree with
yunter in anything, you're doing him
an injustice.” .

“1 know T am,” muttered Newlnnd,
“ All the same, I'm a good foothallcr,
but he doesn’t seem to want ane in the

3 |
eleven much. I don't say I'm belter
than the men he picks for the matche-,
Still Pechaps I'm an ass, but—-="

“No porhaps about it,” s=aid DPen.
*You are!”

| P EVERY MONDAY__PRICE2®

I suppose s0. But—"

Newland stopped, his handsome brow
dark. It was clear tha: Bunter's un-
thinking gibes had wounded him, in
spite of his sturdy common-sense. Under
his cool and assured exterior there was
a sensitive nalure—a nature more senst
tive than many in the Remove.

Tap!

“Come in!” called out Pen.

It was Harry Wharton who looked into
the study., Pen gave him a loock of
welcome; Newland coloured deeply.

“Newland here?” said Harryv. ' Oh,
here you are! T hope you haven't fixed
up anything for Wednesday alternoon?”

“ No—why ! stammered Newland,

“Good! I wani you in the team for
Redclyflte. Is it all right?”
”Dg, yves—certamly !’

“Right-ho! I'll put your name down,
then,” And with a nod the eaplain of
the Remove withdrew.

Newland sat very silent. Pen looked
at him with a glimmer of fun in his
eyes. It was Pen who broke the silence.

“Well? he said. ** Does that look as
if Wharton shares jolly old Bunter’s
views 1"’

Maonty Newland burst inte a laugh.

“T'm an ass, old fellow,” he said—
“a silly ass! A fellow ocught not ta
be touchy—especially at school!™

“Gaad ! eaid Pen. “That's right!
Once a fellow gels suspicious, he will
always be suspeciing somebody of being
up against him.”

Pen rose from the table. He had
finizhed his tea.
“Haold on!"” said Newland. *'lhere’s

a cake in the cupboard.” He crossed to
the study cupbeard, and handed out a
big cake.

“Thanks—I've finished!” said Pen.
“T've got to get out, too. I'm going
down (o see my people in TFriardale,
wnd I've got to be back for lock-up.”

“Have some cake [irst.”

I’en hesitated, and shook his head. It
was a very expensive cake for a junior
tea-table; certainly it had not cost less
than ten ghillings. And ten shillings was
Pen’s pocket-money for a month,

“Look here, why won't you!" de-
manded Newland,

“an't be did,” said Pen quietly.
“1 stand my whack in the study, but I
can’t afford to keep pace with you, New-
land. I'm not takinzg what I can’t give.
If I let you stand treat every tinie you
want to, T should soon be sponging on
yoi. . Yon woulda't want that.”

“ A dashed cake "

“Tt was a basket of strawberries yester-
day, and a stack of chocolates the day
hefore,” snid Pen, with a smile.  * You
ought really to change into another
study, Maonty, with a richer fellow,
Lots would be glad to have you.”

“T dan't want to change, ass!”

“Then you muost stand me as I am—
poverty and all,” said Pen, laughing.
“Ta-ta, old chap!”

And Dick Penfold left the study.
Newland did not eni the cake. Ie had
top many good things to ecare muoeh
about them, Ile crossed to the study
window, and walched Penfold going
down to the gates. They were great
friends, these two, and it was sometimes
a trouble to Manty that Pen would net,
and could not, share the good things that
he had in such plenty. DBuit he knew
well enovugh thal the cobbler’s son was
richt, and respecled him for it. TFor if
is the law—unwritlen, but unbroken—+

| that friendship and serviee and kindnees

may be given, but money cannot be
rivon between friends; it blesses neither
him thal gives nor him that takes.
MHonest poverty was Pen's lot—at Grey-
friars and afterwards, unless hard and
honest toil could lifi him out of 1it;
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*‘ Sheeney !’ roared Billy Bunter through the keyhole of Study No. 8.
Monty Newland eame up the passage with a rather grim expression on his handsome face,
when a hand dropped on his collar and he was swung round.
you were in the study,”” stuttered Bunter,

** Do you hear me, Newland ? Yah !

** What’s this game ? " asked Newland.
““0OI comise, I wasn’t calling you a sheeney Newland, old chap [
ha, ha ! roared the juniors. dee Chapterl.)

Sheeney ! **
*‘ Shee—— '' began Bunter,
“*I—I thought
‘** Ha,

| —

and Monty Newland was born to wealth,
and had never known what it was to be
in want of a sovereign. Yet they were
pals: but hoth knew, sub-consciously,
that friendship could not have survived
if Pen had consented to share what
Monty would have been only too glad
to share with him.

Monty Newland watched Penfold ow
of sight, and then left the study, .and
strolled along the Remove passage. He
had forgotten the cake, which lay on the
study table,

But that expensive cvake did not go
beggzing.

Five minutes after Newland had gone
a fat face and a pair of large spectacles
peered cautiously into the study. With
a podgy grin, Billy Bunter pounced on
the cake.

And for many minutes aflterwards
Bunter's jaws were busy. DBunter had
declared that he did not like *““sheeneys,”
but obviously he had no objection to a
gheenoy s -:~u;{:;c-! He [inished it to the
last erumls,

[

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Pen’s Trouble !

1 ALLO, hallo, hallo!'"
H Bob Cherry’s powerful voice
boomed out like unto the cele-

brated voice of Stentor of
ancient times, As he spoke he slapped
Dick Penfold on the ﬂlhmlldur with a
mighty smite,

“Ow!"” ejaculated Peon.

It was a couple of days since the little
gcene in Newland's study.  After lessons
Dick Penfold was walking by himself in
the quadrangle, under the old trees that
were beginning to show the green of
ppring. His hands were driven deep into
his pockets, and his brows were knitted
in thought —not happy thought.

Harry Wharton & Co., taking a stroll
in the gquad before tea, came on him;
but Pen was too absorbed in thought to
notice them, till Bob Cherry greeted him
in hia boisterous way., Then Pen sat up
and took notice, as it were.

1 saves a stitch in time,

“Got Tem 1" asked Bob.

“Eh?" Pen rubbed
“{iot what?"

“The jolly old blues!™

“No-—yes!" stammerced Pen,

“Leid, T must say!” grinned Bob,

“The Ilucidity 13 terrific!” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “ What iy
the esteemed matter, my worthy and
venerable Pen ¥

I'en smiled. THurree Jamset Ram
Singh's English was enough to make any
fellow smile, even if oppressed by the
“blues.”

“Oh, nothing ! That
nothing ! he zaid.

“Had your tea?" asked Harry Whar-
ton.

““ Nunno 1"

“Then come and tea with us, and tell
us all about it," suggested the captain of
the Remove

“About what?"” stammered Pen.

“The *mnothing' that's making you
look like chief mute at a funeral.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

““ I—I was going to have tea in ITall,
but-—""

““Was '’ is past tense; in the present
tense you're coming to have tea In
Study No. 1,” said Frank Nugent.
" Bring him along.”

“I—I was just thirking——

“ Bad habit,” said Bob Cherr y gravely,

his shoulder. ]

is—well,

Iy

“Don't get into it! I never do! Now
hop it 1" :
“The thinkfulness,” =aid Hurree

Singh, “is the boot on the right leg that
But the too-much-
fulness 15 as bad as the not-2noughful-
ness, Chuck it!"

Penfold laughed, and walked away
with the Famous Five. Worried as he
evidently was, the cheery geniality of the
chums of the Remove had already lifted
the cloud from his brow,

“Go it, Inky!” said Bob, *Your
variely of English would make =
Prussian Hun smile sweetly. Get on

with 1t!1"
“My csteemed DBob,” said the nabob
of Bhanipur gently, “I learned study-

fully my excellent English under the

best quality moonshee at Blhanipur. It
15 well of English, pure and undefiled,
though it does nobt agree with the idiots
of this country,”

“The what #*" velled Bob.

“The esteemed idiots of this country !

“He means idiom !"” chuckled Johnny
Bull,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“1 say, yvou fellows, what's the joke #"
asked Billy Bunter, meeting the Famous
Five, as they marched Penfold into the
School House.

“You are, old chap—rno end of a
joke!” said Bob *Cherry, * When ever
yvou're in want of a hearty laugh, Bunty,
Just go and look in the looking-zlass, and
there you are!”

" Beast [

“Only choose somebody clue’s glass, for
economy's sake!" added DBob., ‘It
might erack it!”

bd Y:.‘L}l [1?

The merry juniors marched on, and
Pen was landed in Study No. 1. In that
celebrated study there was a gorgeous
spread, the Famous Five having pooled
resources to ““tea " together, as they
often did.

Pen joined in the clheery chab round
tho tea-table, and the cloud of care was
banished from his brow,

That, as a matter of fact, waz the
object of the Famous Five, They knew
very well that Pen had some little
troublo on his mind, and they wanted to
cheer him up.

I'oor Pen had moro troubles than
enerally fell to the lot of a Greyiriars
ellow,

That he had less pocket-money than
any other Removite was a small mattor;
that he wore older clothes, and had to
malie his bogts last longer, did not worry
him much. ¢ was alwayvs tidy and neat
and elean: and he did not want to
swank. 'That he often went homs on a
half-holiday to help his father at work
in the dusky little shop in Friardale High
Street was not & hardship to him—
though sometimes, perhaps, he sighed g
little in turning his back on the prayinge
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fields. OF himself Pen thought little; bu
when there was trouble in the little hon
behind the dusky old shop, then he was
hard hit. His way of life had made hir
thoughtful beyond his years. It was san
of old that tho love of money is the roo
of all evil; but the want of it may some
times cause as much evil as the Jove ol
it. It was hard to Pen to see his old
father growing older and greyer, with
little prospect of relief from the toil that
had been his lifelong task.

In such things the chums of the
Remove could not help him; but they
could cheer him up, at least, and tha
they succeeded in doing. Pen was soop
chatting as. merrily as the rest, his
troubles put to the back of his mind for
the moment, at least,

After tea Bob Cherry and Johinny Bull
and Hurree Singh went their way, and
Nugent followed. Pen had risen to go,
but he seemed to linger, the colour fluc
tuating in his face. Wharton, whe
understood that the cobbler’s son wished

to speak to him alone, waited. He was
due for a meeting of the Remove
Dramatic Society m the Rag, and

William Wibley, the president of that
gsociety, was hable to be wrathy if a
member came late, But if Pen was in
deep waters, Wharton was content to lel
William Wibley tear his hLair.

“1 suppose——"" Pon said, at last,

“Anything I can do, old fellow?®”
asked Harry, “If there is, you know
you've only got to give it a name [

“No,” =aid Pen. " You can't do any-

thing. Bui—but—the poor old pater’-
got Ei.limﬂelf inte a scrape, and 1 don’
know what will happen,. You can't

adviso me, of course—but I wish I knew
where to run for advice.”

“What about Quelchy?” said Harry.
“Mr. Quelch is a good sort, with all hi-
erusty ways.”

Pen shook his head,

“Is 1t a Dbusiness matler® asked
Harry.

“In a way, yes.”

“Then what about Newland? He's

got his head screwed on*-the right way,
and he'd do anything, I know.”

“I know he would,” said Pen. * Bu
I can't speak about it to Monty. Yo
see, ‘money would get the pater out of
his scrape, and Monty's got Iola o
money. Hé knows 1 eouldn’t  anc
wouldn’t touch it, and, of course, fathe
wouldn’t and couldn’t! But if 1 {ell hin
hn______!J

*“Much money 7" asked Harry.

“Yes—a lot! I mean, a lot for poor
people like vs,” said Pen, his face flush

ing. “Your people wouldn’t think much
of hfty pounds, I suppose. IU's a Tortune
to us.™

Wharton's face became very grave.

“No harm in telling me about it, Pen,
if vou feel inclined., It might be rathe:
awkward telling Newland, as he's your
chum and vich, I don’t think he would
misunderstand you—but perhaps you're
right not to tell him.”

“1 think s0,” said Pen. “I-I'd like
lo tell somebody. 1It's rotten keeping it
<hut up imside and worrying like this.
Of cowrse, you can’t help me, but—but,
wlitor all, why shonld T bother you with
iy wretched little troubles?”

~ “My dear chap, I want to be bothered,
{1t would do any good., Go ahcad and
spin the yarn.”

Pen fumbled in his pocket, and ihrew
a crumpled paper on the table,

““L.ook at that!"” he said.

And Wharton, in surprize, picked up
Lhe paper and looked at it,
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l THE FCURTH CHAPTER.

The Spider and the Fly!

T was 4 printed cirenlar, and its word-
[ ing perplesed Wharton a little™as
he logked at it. He read it through,
and then read it through again,
watching him in silence.
The engraved heading at tho top of the
paper was:

HYENIKE & SNAGGS,
Stock and Share Dealers,”

en

_ The rest of the circular was in print
in imitation of typewriting,

“We have reason to believe that the
shares of the New Huron Lake Gold
Mines, Ltd., in the Province of Ontario,
Canada, now standing at 5s., will shortly
rench par.

Immense possibilities exist in this
region, where strikes of gold and silver
in huge quantities are of daily occurrence,
l'o those who have the nerve, and the
capital, to get in early, fortune secems
assured. We have only to point to the
shares of the Flick-Flack Gold Mine,
which we recommended at 10s. 6d., and
which are now buyers at £4 15s, 6d.
Those who took our advice at the time
have reason to congratulate themselves.

We seriously recommend a purchase of
New IHuron Lakes at the present rubbish
price, and confidently predict that the
purchaser will make a handsome profit
on his bargain. Qur information is that
the shares will stand at par, or over,
within three months.

We have a line of these shares to
cisposc of at the present market price,
9s., free of commussion.”

Harry Wharton blinked at that circu-
lar, Of such mallers as stock and share
dealings he knew, of course, very little;
but his plain common-sense warned him
that this was roguery. But that such
common-sense was not a cowmmon gift
was evidenced by the fact that such
eirculars were printed and circulated.
Messrs, Snike & Snaggs must have found
their profit somewhere.

“How on earth did you pet this, Pen?"
asked the captain of the Remove.

“T didn't—my father get it by post
some weeks ago,” said Pen. "I never
saw 1t at the time. Father's a simple
sld ehap, you know—he's lived all his life
in Friardale, and hardly ever been as far
wway as Canterbury or Deal. He knows
lmthirjljg about City swindlers and their
Nays,

“But why sliould they send it to him?”
wsked Harry, puzzled. “How could they
tnow anything about him #”

“He's got shares in a boot company,”
ssplained Pen. “That’s a good invest-
ment; he put his savings into it years
1o, on the advice of his employer at
hat time.  IE wasn’t much—about fifty
pounds or a little over; it brought in a
‘ew pounds a vear, which eame in very
‘.mmly’ at Christmas, as you can guess
ii——

Wharton nodded.

“And it was a safe thing,” went on
Pen. “The shares were always quoted
ithowt par, and the capital was safe, and
always there ready in case of—of any
sudden need—illness, or anything of that
kind. Dut now ”

“Now!" said Harry.

Pen pointed to the cireular,

“"He sold out his shares, and put the
money into this rotten gold mine!” he
saldd.

“Pen!”

Peor Pen flushed erimson.,

“You mustn't blame him,” he said.
“He didn’'t cven realise that it was a

gamble at the best. He thought he would

-better off, the poor old chap.

yaka ‘some- mohey—he was thinking -of
the mdter, and—and of me—he hates to
tave tue pooref than:the other fellows—
1e would like to see me well dressed——"
Pen’s voice quivered. ““The ‘poor old
dad! He's been reading in tia daily
papers about gold discoveries in Ontario
—it's been in all the papers. He doesn’
know that there are gangs of sharpers
in the City who make a living out of
planting worthless shares on people ig-
norant of such things. You kuoow thera
are lists of sharcholders in all companies,
that anybody can see if he likes. These
rogucs get your naine and address from
the list, if you held shares in anythin
and they send their circulars through the
post. That’s how they got this to father.
1 dare say nine people in ten throw such
rubbish into the fire as soon as they sce
it—it’s the tenth man the rascals make
thenr money out of !

“ And your [ather——7"

“He's put his money into that rub-
bish ! groaned PPen. *'He told me the
day T went home-—the day before yvester-
day. The poor old chap is fairly knocked
over.”

“Then he's found it out?”

" You see, after buying the shares, Lo
took to watching the prices in the
financial paper,” explained Pen. *“In-
stead ol rising to par—that’s a pound—
the shares have gone down and down—
and now thev are not quoted at all. The
last time they were quoted, it was at a
shilling "

“Rotten ! said Harry.

“They're not mentioned in the papers
at all now. OF course, it was a bogus
company—in a gold boom, I suppose half
the new companies are borus,” said Pen.
“They get a truct of worthless lund near
a plave where gold has been discoverad,
and get some low-down engirecer to mako
a spoof report on it—and that's about all,
except selling the shares to people who
want to get rich quick.”

“The rotters ! suid Harry.

“Father went to Mr. Gedge, the
solicitor, at Courtfield,” went on Pen.
“ Mr. Gedge made an inquiry, and told
him that the New Huron Lakes shares
are worthless—the: will not sell at a
farthing each. He told father he could
aet him a cartload, if he liked, al waste-
paper price. Of course, they never were
vorth anything—they were put up to five
shillings in the marke: by some kind of
wangling, I sup 0se, if they ever fetched
that price at all. Snike & Snagzs prob-
ably had a box full of them to sell, and
rot them for nothing, or next o nothing.
That circular is simply a catch for mugs,
and poor old father was—one of the
mugs

Wharton wrinkled his brows.

“It's a rotten shame ! ho =aid. * Did
Mr, Gedgo tell your {father that there was
nothing deing 17

“Yes—he's o sharcholder New
ifuron Lakes now,” said Pen.  “The
shares are his—for what they’re worth;
and that's nothing, They sold him two
hundred shares for fifty pounds—they'd
nave been glad to get hfty pounds for
two thovsand, T fancy. There'll rever be
any dividends, and no sale for the shares,
vather's savings are gone—for good!”

“It's rotten!" said the captain of the
Remove again. “I'd like to be within
punching distance of Snike & Snages!”

Pen smiled faintly.

"“Bo would [--not that punching thein
would do any good.” He put the circu-
lar back in s pocket. “Of course,
there’s nothing to be done: and 1
wouldn't mind the money geing so
much, only the poor old pater is worry-
mg. He feels that he's robbed us by
losing it like that; he meant io make us

He fecls it
Pen checked

n

awfully—he fecls it bad.”
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Wwimse!f, “Well, it's no use talking; but
it's done me good to get it off my chest.
Thanks for letting me bother you with
it

: “Bosh I” said Harey, “I wish I could
help.” _ 1

“I know you would if you could. It's
all right, old scout!”

And Pen slid off the table where he
had been sitting.

Thump! -

The study deor flew open, and William
Wibley's wrathful face looked in.

“Are you coming to the rehearsal,
Wharton, or are you not coming to the
rehearsal '’ roared Wibley,

“(oming,” said Harry,

“You, too, Pen—that is, if you want
the part I've given you in our piay as
Extra Murderer!” snapped Wibley,

“Leave me out,” said Pen.

“Leave you out "

ki YEE.TF

“¥ou choeky ass, don't you want to be
un Extra Murderer ?"” demanded Wibley
hotly,

“Thanks, no!"

Pen walked away down the Hemove
passage, and Wibley glared aftor him,

“Check!” he ejaculated. *Sheer, un-
adulterated neck! Turning up his nose
at Extra Murderer! Plenty of fellows
in the Remove will jump at being Extra
Murderer in my drama, Come on Whar-
ton, vou ass! What are you grinning
at 1"

And Wibley marched the captain of

the Bemove away.
— e,
THE FiFTH CHAPTER.

Monty Newland Wants to Know—and

so does Bunter!
s HAT'S the trouble, Pen 7

‘J‘f Monty Newland asked that

guestion on YWednesday after-

noon. It was the day of the
football match with Redelyffo, in which
Monty MNewland was to figure in the
Remove team, He had changed already
for the game, and he ecame into the
study with a coat on over his jersey.
Dick Penfold was in the room, at work
at the table,

“Trouble?" repeated Pen, locking up.

“Yes, You can chuck up swoiting for
g bit, and tell me,”" said Newland
quietly. “I've been waiting for you to
tell me, Pen, and you haven't done it.
Nearly a week now, and you've been
in the deep blues. Can't you tell a pal
what the trouble is?”

“I—I didn’'t mean to be in the blues.
I never thought you noticed. Besides, it
can't be helped,” said I'en, rather
vaguely, “It's all right, Monty. You
ret down to the footer, and let me go on
sapping.”

“Which means that you don't want to
tell me ¥

“I'd rather not."”

“Weo've been pals a long time, Pen,”
gald Newland. Do you think Tow're

playing up in telling Wharton vour
troubles, and not telling me "

Pen started.

“Wharton's not Lold you "

“Not a word ! Newland lavghed., *1

was drawing yvou, old duel, and you fell
into the trap at once. T know, at the
rehearsal the other day, Wibley was
slanging Wharton for being late, and
saying that you two were confabhing
together in the study, instead of coming
to the Rag., I put two and two together,
that's all. You don't often confaly with
Wharton in hiz study, you see.”

“You're jolly keen, Monty, old man.”

“Well, I'm a giddy Jew, yoii krow,”
gaid Newland good-temaperedly, ¥ Jpws

i

!

may be this, and may be that; but no-
body's ever saud that they ave tools. Now,
a5 I'tn 50 keen, and have spotted the fact
that you've unburdened yourself to
Wharton, do you think you're playing up
a3 you ought ¥ Perhaps L could help you
in the trouble, whatever it is,”

“You couldn't, Monty."” !

“Who knows? It's something to do
with your people?”

“How do you know that 7"

“More sheeney keenness,” said New-
land coolly. * You never worry about
yourself. If you lopk blue, it's because
of something gone wrong with tho old
folks at home.,”

Pen smiled.

“What's happened 1" asked Newland.
“The old gentleman up against it ?”

“Well, yes,” said Pen. * But——"

“Look here, Pen, I won't ask you to
tell me anything if you'd rather not,”
said Newland quietly. “DBut I think
you're not btrusting me as you ought to
trust a pal. I'm your pal, and Wharton
isn't.”

Pen frowned a little, It was painful
to him to hurt anyone, and he realised
that Newland was a little hurt by what
gseamed like a want of confidence. It was
Monty's rather over-sensitive nature
once more.

“Couldn’t I help you?” asked New-
land.

“You could, and that's why I haven't

told you,” said Pen bluntly,

s

rlE_._'

$o

iy -aS——

Newland looked rather grim.

“You wouldn’t accept help from mef”

“"No, I couldn'ta You know [
couldn't.”

" Because I'in a Jew 1"

Pen jumped up, his face red.

“Monty, don’t be a silly ass.  Lool
here, I'll tell you the whole story. It's
a matter of money, and it would be just
like you to offer me the fifty pounds—
aud 1 couldn’t touch it. I should hate to
refuse you, but I should refuse—if you
offered it! Now you know why I
haven't told you,”

My hat!” Newland chuckled. “Then
I can play the generous friend on the
cheap, if it's understood in advance that
you don't take the fifty."

But Pen did not laugh. He toolk the
crumpled circular from his pocket and
handed it to Newland,

“Road that,” Lie said.

‘Newland read it. He laughed.

“Old gameo to catch mugs,” he said.
“You don’t mean to say that any of your
people were simple enough to be caught
by chaff like this?”

“My [ather was”™

“Poor old chap!” Newland became
serious at once. ““Tell me how the old
boy’'s got himself fixed.”

And Pen told the story, as he had told

it to Wharton in Study No. 1, The
Jewish junior listened quietly,
“Now vou know,” said Pen. “You

won't talk of it, of course. I don't want

tic

** Pentold said he wasn't touching any
“* Good for Pen,” said Bolsover,
offer him money."

Harry Wharton, ** Come on!”

** He oughtn't to,
Monty Newland stood as if rooted to the ground as he heard
Bunter helding forth., His face was white with rage.
But instead of answering his captain®s call
Newland made a movement {o leave the field.

money from a sheeney,’”’ said Bunier,
Bit thick of Newland to

““Newland ! "’ shouted

(dee Chapte. 6.)

"
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it jawed up and down the Retnove pas-
EATE.

Uf course! Pen, old man, your
pater’s got to have his fifty back,” sau
Monty Newland., ' He was an awlul ass
to be caught like that. But those rogues
live on dullers—ezcuse me. I\m'.-!:, 1'm

retty well t.xed tor a Jower Fourth
Fel!uw. but I haven't got {iity pounds to

a»

chuck about., But my lather

I-DDn?tIH

“My lather would send me a cheque
for uiy il 1 asked him, and told him it
was to help a pal. Pen, old man, this
is a special case. It isn’t like my stand-
ing you cakes or buns; it's a thing that
won't happen twice.” ;

“That's true enough,” said Pen,

% Just for once—a special case—you can
stretch a point. 1 want to help your
father., Let me.” o

Pen gave him an aficctionate look—
alfectionate, but quite resolute. f

“1t's just like you, Monty,” he said.
“There 1sn't o fellow at Greylriars wm:ir.l
think of such a thing but you. Youre
the most generous fellow in the echool.
1 believe. But if 1t were twopence in-
stead of ffty pounds, I wouldu't take 1t
—1 couldn’t. Let's say no more about
e Must ?” said Newland. “Ii's got to
be done.”

“ 1t can’t be dona” .

“It's a special occasion—very EI’IE_I‘:IE-II,,
urged Newland, “1t’s not for you; It's
for your father, 1 passed his shop In
Friardale yes.erday, and saw him at
work at his bench, He was loocking

ears and years older than when 1 saw
1im lase.”

Pentold wineed,

“The poor old dad!” he murmared.

“Far his suke, put your pride in your

ket for once,” urged Newland, "1
tell you my pater will play up. You
know he's rolling in money, and hfty
pounds to him is like a fiver to another
man. Dash it all, what's the good of
money if you can't help a pal?  Say
it's a go!”

Pen shook his head. )

“Von mean il kindly, Monty,” he
said. “I know that, and I'm grateful.
But I couldn’t touch yuurjmﬂne;r——”

“My pater's money——

“l‘.th'llT :Emnr pater's Hnmney," said Pen.
“VYou don’t realise it, old chap, but
gooner or later you would come to look
on mMe as 4 sponger—a I‘e!lnw_whu takes
money. You might even think I told

ou about this just to get the money
rom you. You'd despise me, and I
should despise myself. You'd be right,
too: if I take your moncy I'm a beggar.
Don’t say any more about it, old fellow.”

Monty Newland stood silent, thought-
ful. Perhaps. &t the bottom of his heart,
he realised that Pen was right. For a
fellow who accepted charity, alter all,
was a fellow who accepted charity ; there
was no getting out of thaf, or arguing
1t away.

Dick Penfold sut down o his work
again, DBut as his pen beran to scrateh,

anty Newland spoke again,

“ ¥You won’t let me help you

“1 can’t!”

“You mean you won't!”

**¥You can put it like that, if you like,”

tE

Ly
-

said Pen quietly,  “At any rate, 1
cha'n't,”

Newland was silent again.  ITe was
ammoyed, and he was hurt. Tlis affer

had been a kind and generous one: it
was an offer that few Tellows weould have
thought of making. He meant it kindly
and sincerely, and Pen's sense of inde-
pendence scemad to him at least a little
straimed.

“Well, if you won't, you won't!” le

Tue Macxer Linnany.— No, §43.

said at last, ecurtly enough. “We
needn’t quirrel about it.”

“No need to quarrel, surely,” eaid
Penr. *Monty, old an "

Pen was imerrupted by a crash out-
side the study, It was fellowed by the
vowce of Williaimm George Bunier, raised
in angush.

“Ow! Yaroooh! Bob Cherry, you
beast, stop kicking mel! I wasn’t
listening—I never heard the sheeney say
a word—I[ don't know anythinz about
it! Yarcoooooh!"

Bunp!

“Whooooaooop !

The study door apened, and Bob
Cherry's cheery, ruddy face looked in.

“TPime to get along, Newland, old
man! I hope you fellows weren't dis-
cussing anything private. I found that
fat villain Dunier at the keyhole 7

Dick Penfold's face was darkly
clouded. Punler had been listenirg—
which meant that his alfairs would be
talked of up and duwn the Ilemove
passage, with imaginative additions by
Bunter.  But it could not be belped
now, and the cobbler's son said nothing,
Menty Newland gave him a  rather
curious look.

“My fault, Pen,” he said. “I 1
hadn’t made you tell me, Bunter couldn't
have heard—-"

“It ecan't be helped now,” said Pen
weartly,

“I'll kick Bunter—""

" What's the good now?
elone !”

“T've jolly well kicked him ! said Bob
Cherry cheerily. “Come on, Newland;
the Redelyffe chaps are here already!”

“Right-ho "

Newlani lingered for & moment, and
then followed Bob Cherry from tho
study.

Leave him

— ey S

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Burter’s Liltle Way !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. went
H cheerily into the field, and
Monty Newland looked as
cheery as the rest. Thero had
been a thoughtful frown on his fage as
ha walked down to the field with Boeb
Cherry; but it was gone now. Montv
was a good footballer, but he was well
aware that there were better men in the
Remove to play in more important fix-
tures, such as those with St. Jim's and
Rookwood, He was glad to be picked
to play in the Redelyffe matceh; it was
not often he plaved for Scheol. Tt was
e keen, erisp afternoon, and Monty,
pleased to find himself in the ranks of
the Remove foothallers, was prepared to
enjoy himsell. Fis brief annoyance with
his chum had passed; and, indeed, he
forzot abwt Fen and his trouble, and
the fact that Billy Dunter had over-
heard the story. as soon as the game
started. TFootball elaimed all his atten-
tion now,

Fane, of Redelyile, and hiz men were
in rather good form. and the first half
was well contested. The only gaoal taken
before the interval came to Greyfriars,
and it waz taken by the DBounder, who
neatly trapr el a pass from Newland
under the nose= of the Redelvffe backs,
and seni the lecather whirzing in,
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Harry Wharton clapped Newland on
the shoulder as they walked back to tlic
centre of the field after the goal.

“Good man!” he said, " That was a
good pazs, Newland.”

Manty was aware of that himself; but
he was glad that the captain of tho
Remove had noticed it. As a matter of
tact, few things on the footba!l field
escapad Wharton's eye. Maonty lined u
again with the Remove footballers feel-
g happy and elated.

The whistle went for the interval soon
afterwards, and the score skood at one to
nil.  As soon as play ceased, the thought
of his e came intoe Newland's mind,
and he glanced over the crowd to sce
whether Dick Penfold was there.

Pen was not 1o be seen on Little Side;
but Billy Bunter was prominent near the
touch-line. A number of fellows sur-
rounded DBunter, and they were all
laughing or chuc:i«:ling. They secmed to
kave heen giving Bunter more attention
than the play, while the game was going
on; and now they were giving him all
their attention.  Skinner, and Bolsover
major, and Snoop, and Fisher 1. Fish,
Micky Desmond and Russell and
Ogilvy, and several other Removo
fellows, were grinning round the fat Owl
ef Greyfriars. Monty Newland strolled
over carclessly to see what was on.

Bunter did not ebserve him—the Owl
seldom observed anything more than a
yard from his [at little nose. Iiis voico
reached Newland clearly as the latter
came up,

“Funny, ain't it?
cobbler dabbling in
HE.’ he, he!”

“Jolly funny, if it's true,” said Skin-
ner, laughing. *Old enough to havo
more sense, I should think,"”

“0Oh, it's right enough!” said Dunter.
“I heard 1t all; Penfold told me all
about it."”

Faney that silly old
stocks and shares!

L “Penfold told you?” exclaimed
Russell,

“Well, he told Newland, but I was
present, you see—""

“With =& door and a keyholo

beiween ¥ asked Ogilvy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, Ogilvy 3

““Shouldn’t wonder if there's
injnF m 1t,"” said Skinner. “I know
Penfold’s been looking lately as if he'd
collected np most of the troubles in the
giddy universe. And I passed the shop
the other day—you know his father
keeps a shaop in the High Strect at Friar-
dale—and the old man was looking as
sick as a boiled owl. T thought perhaps
he was going to have the bailiffs in.”

“Ha, ha, ha?" from Snoop,

“But stocks and shares!” chortled
Skinner, ““That's rich! Where did he
get the tin from? Sold off his stock of
boots and shoes at a reduction for cash,
I suppose,”

“Ela, ha, ha!”

“No; he had fifty pounds,”™ said
Bunter. *““Had it invested in a pood
company, Pen said, and sold out fo raise
the money to buy these shares in the
rold-mine.” -

“What an ass!” said Bolsover major.
Lot of gold in that mine, T den't ihink!
Sorvy for the old ass!”

“Oh, serve him right!” =aid Skinner.
“He shoulin't meddle in things he
docsu't understand. I he goes quite
stony, Penfold will have to leave Grey-
friavs,*

“Why :hould he? asked Russell.
"He's got a schelarship here, aud les
doc=n'l have to pay fees™

HClothes,” said Skiuner.,  “I'm g
hie trovaees won't last much Jonger,”

“Ha, bha, hal"”

s0mge-
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“0Oh cut it out!” said Ogilvy, in dis-

s, “That's a beastly caddish joke,
Skinner! Pen can't help being hard
up.”

ki

sveyiriars isn't a refuge for hard-up
cobblers, 1s it?” said Skinuer, “ Never
heard so, if it is. Can’t say I should
miss him-if he went.”

““His pal's got plenty of money,’
Snoop. _

“Pen won't touch i, =aid Dunier.
Queer, ain't it? PBut he won't!
"Keep vour filthy money!” he sald to
Newland. I heard him !V

* What !

b

said

“Newland offered him money?” ex-
claimed Dolsover major. : :
“Fairly bunged it at him,” said

Bunter. “But Penfold wasn't takin
any. Turned it down at once. Ile saiﬁ
he wasn't touching any money from a
sheeney !

“ Good for Pan!” said Bolsover major.
“He oughtn't to. Bit thick of Newland
to offer him money. I suppose he thinks
evorybody's willing to take a whack of
his blessed money! Just like a Jew !

““Pen told him to keep it and go and
eat coke,” said Bunter. “fKeep your
rotten shekels, you sheeney !'—that was
what Pen said.’

“Ha, ba, hal”

“Newland !” Harry Wharton was
flhmgtmg. “Monty Newland! Are you
eaf 7"

Monty Newland became aware of the
fact that the game was waiting for him.
He had been standing as if rooted to the
ground, as he heard Bunter holding
forth. His facerwas white with rage and
indignation, Instead of answering his
captain’s call he made a movement to
leave the held and approach DBunter.
Bob Cherry ran up and caught hitn by
the shoulder.

“What's the matter with you, New-
land? We're waiting to play!”

L1 I_I__:rl

“Come on, you ass!” said Bob crossly.

He fairly hustled Newland back to the
centre of the field. The second half
started, but all Monty Newland's

leasure in the game was gone. His
ace was set and angry, and he hardly
gseemed to realise that he was playing
football at all.

In the first half he had done well and
Wharton had noticed it, and had made a
mental note to consider Newland for a
more imbportant match. That mental
note was promptly blotted out now.

Newland simply fumbled through the
second  half,

It was not his fault. e simply
could not help it. He was fecling angry
and humiliated and miserable, and he
could not help thinking of what Bunte:
had said.

He knew that he ought not to heed
the foolish, idle talk of the fatuous Owl.
But he heeded 1t all the =ame.

Was that why Pen had refused his
help—because he would not touch a
“sheenev's™” money ¥ Was it, as Bolsover
spid, a *“hit thick ™ to have offcred the
money ! Had Pen regarded him as a
swanking wealthy fellow, who thought
everything of money—a rich Jew, whose
thoughts were only of “shekels '

With such miserable and biiter
thoughts in his mind, poor Monty was
ot likely to play & good pame.

“Newland [ Wharton spoke sharply
to him, after a goal had been taken by
Redelyffe.  “What's the matter with
vou?! Pull yourself together, for good-
ness’ sake! You seem to have gone all
to pieces, You simply made them gz
present of the ball then, and thev've
seored ! )

“All right,” said Newland dully,

PRICE
TWOPENGE.
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at shent per shent? ™
face flushed erimson.

F

““ Hallo, Shekels ! * roared Bolsover major, ‘‘ Are you offering Pen a Itrsm._il
‘““Ha, ha, hal” chuckled Skinner.
He made a quick stride towards Bolsover, and his open
palm came with a loud report across the bully’s face. Smack |

Monty Newland’s

** Why, my

his best was not very good. Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh kicked the winning
goal in the last few minutes of the match,

‘and the Remove came off vietors by two

to one. Monty Newland hurried away
as goon as he could, Wharton casting a
eurious and puzzled glance after him.

“I was thinking of Newland for the
Rookwood match,” he remarkec; “ but
]_lE LA

“The butfulnoss
Huwrree Singh.

“He doesn’t scem to stay the pace,”
zaid Bob, with a chake of the head,
“He started well, and then went all wo
plﬂ‘-ﬂﬂﬂ."

““Later on, perhaps,” said Wharton.

S0 Monty Newland was dismissed from
the consideration of the football captain.

is  terrife!” said

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Rifi in the Lute !
ICK PENFOLD laid down his

D pen, and rose fromm the study
table with a sigh. There was a

tramp of footsteps and a buzz of
cheery voices in the Remove passape oni-
side, and ko knew that the foothall match
was over.  While the heroes of the
Remove had been urgiag the flying ball,
Pen had Dbeen “swotting ™ with grim
determination through the sunny siter-
noon. Skinrer & Co. often alluded snecr-

Iie tried to do his best after that, but * ingly to I'en az o “swot ™ and a * sap,

hat—I—I—1——"" gasped Bolsover. (See Chapter T.)

——

and there was no doubt that Pen was the
hardest worker in the Remove. The
cobbler's son had to give wmore careful
thought to the future than Skinner &
Co. troubled to pive.

Pen was tired now, and glad to have
finished., e expected his chum to come
in now that the game was over; hut
Monty Newland did not appear. Pen
glanced at the clock, and left tho study,
to go down to Hall to tea. In the
Remove passago there were a good many
fellows, mostly discussing the Redelyfo
match.

“Has Newland eome in?” Pen asked.

“Haven't seen him,” said Bolwover
major, “'I say, Penfold, is it true that
Newland was bunging his Althy money
at yvou, and you tulg him to keep his
rotten shekels?  Good for you, old
man !’

“INo. it 1zn't true!” exclaimed Pen-
fold indignantly. I suppose you gok
that from Bunter, the fat cad!™

“Oho!"” said Bolsover major. “*Keep
your wool on, old nut! Didn't you tell
him he eould keep his money "

“No, I didn't!

“"Well, you ought to have, then!”
said Bolsover loftily., *“There's such a
thing as independence, young cobbler.
If Newland offered me any of his rotien
shekels I'd check them at him !

Pen gritted lus teeth. Evidently
Dunter had already been tatthing up and

THE Manwer Linnapv.—No. 843,
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down the Remove, and the story had
spread in a distorted form. :

“Vau don't understand,” he said,

“Oh, I know your pater's been play-
ing the goat and got hard up,” said
Bolsover major, “but that's no excu:e
for tuking money from another fellow m
tha same Form !*

“T haven't!” yelled Pen, .

“Then you did tell him to keep it and
ho blowed I .

“No, I didn’t, you ass! T hope I've
got manners a bit more civilised than
yours!” snapped Pen, and he walked
down the passagc to the stairs, leaving
Bolsover major staring after him angrily,

Penfold joined the Remove fellows,
who were having their tea in Hall, in a
very uncomfortable frame of mind. He
was deeply annoyed to have his father’s
affairs made the talk of the Remove—
which would not have happened had not
Newland made him explain in the study.
Bunter was to blame for having played
the eavesdropper amd the tattler, Pen
tried to keep that in mind. But all the
Remove knew now that Newland had
offered him money—and that was a bitter
humiliation. Newland’'s offer had been
kind and generous; but to the Remove
fellows it would look as if the rich junior
regarded him as a poor hanger-on to
whom he could give money. Poor Pen
possessed little but his independence; he
did not want to lose that, or to appear
to have lost it,

He came out of Hall with o clouded
brow.

The dusk was falling as he walked out
into the quadrangle. He supposed that
Newland would be in the study by that
tmme, or having tea with some friend in
the Remove. But as he came under the
dusky elms he came on Monty Newland,
walking there alone, with a dark brow,

Newland looked wup, but no friendly
smile appeared on his face. And Pen,
who was feeling sore and tired and
irritated, did not smile. They looked at
one another rather grimly.

“Well, I've heard it all fromr Bunter,”
said Newland.

“I've heard it from Bolsover,”™ said
Pen. “I suppose nothing else will Le
talked about in the studies this evening.
It’s a bit rotten for a fellow’s private
affairs to be talked of like this!”

“Is it my. fault ¥"

“Well, no. You couldn’t help that fat
brute listening at the door, I suppose,”
said Pen. "I wish we hadn't talked
about it, that's all, "

Newland’s lip curled,

“Do you think the fellows are deeply
interested 77 he asked, *They'll forget
it all to-morrow.”

“1 suppose they will,” nssented Pen.
“But some of them won't forgpet——"
He hroke off.

“They won't forget that von refused
to let a pal help you, hecatuse he was a
sheeney 7’ sneered Newland.

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” exclaimed Pen
il‘rltﬂhf}f. “You know that wasn't the

reason !

“I don’t know it! Bunter savs so, and
the other fellows seem to think so. They
think——"

“What does they
think 7"

“1t does matter. A fellow doesn't
want to be looked on as a rich parvenu,
bunging his filthy money at people who
won't touch it,” said Newland bitterly.
“That's what vou've made me look
like.”

“What rot! I think I’ve pot cause
1o grouse, if anybody has,” said Pen
tartly. * I dow't want to be supposed to
be hanging on to you because I'mn poor,
and vou've got money. I've had hints

Tor MacNeT Liprany.—No, 843,

it matter what

about {hat from Bkinner before now,
und I've taken no notice, But now——"
Ho broke off again, *“Qh, don’t let's
quarrel about it. That won't do any
pood. 1 daresay the whole thing will
be forgotten in a few days.”

Newland shrugged his shoulders,

Bolsover major came along the path
with Skinner. He prinned as ha saw
the chums of Study No. 8.

“Hallo, S8hekels!"” he greeted. ' Are
vou offering Pen a loan at shent per
shent 7"

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner,

Monty Newland’s face flushed crimson.
11e made a guick stride towards Bolsover
major, and his open hand came with a
lond smack aecross the astonished face
of tha bully of the Remove,

Smack !

“Why, my hat, I—I—I—"" paszped
Bolsover.

Newland looked at him with glittering
eyes. For a moment DBolsover major
glared at him, and then he came on with
a rush, his big fists up. A moment
more, and a fierce fight was going on
under the dusky elms,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Licked !

& SAY, vou fellows——"
I Y Buzz off |7
“It’'s a fight!”
excitedly.
“Remove?" asked Bob Cherry, stop-
ping. Bol was interested in any scrap-
ping that took place in his own Form.

“The sheency and Bolsover major!”
grimned DBunter, “They're pgoing 1t
under the elms.”

Harry Wharton & Co. were taking a
walk in the guad after iea when Bunter
rolled up with his news,

Wharton frowned.

“More of DBolsover's hullying, 1
suppose,” he said. “ We may as well
give them a look-in.”

"“Come on !’ said Johnny Dull.

“What’s it about, Bunter 7" asked the
captain of the Remove, as they walked
towards the elms.

Billy Bunter chuckled,

“¥You know the sheeney was bunging
his money on Pen——"

“I don't!” snapped Wharton.

“Pen told him to keep his rotten
shekels——"

“T don’t believe a word of it.”

“Oh, really, Wharton——""

“ Anyhow, what's it got to Jdo with
Bolsover 7" demanded Frank Nugent,

““Bolsover's backing Pen up, you
kuow,” said Dunter. *“Newland was
ragging - Pen about it, and Bolsover
clhipped in.  As far as I can make out
Pen called him a sickening Jew, and
Newland hit him in the eye, and then
Bolsover raid * Fair play,’ and Newland
wont i'm;? him like a wild eat; and after
that—

“Oh, leave it at ihar,” growled
Johnny Bull. *“¥You don’t know any-
thing about it, that's clear,™

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“Cheeze 1t 1"

There was already a crowd of juniors
under the elms when the Famous Five
arrived on the spot. In the centre of an
excited circle Bolsover major and Monty
Newland were {ighting fiercely.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Chuck that!”
roared Bob Cherry., “ You uncivilised
heathens, get the glovea on, can't you 77

But the combatants did not heed.

“ Separale them,™ satdd 1larry
Wharton,

“Kecp off, you dunmmics.”
| Bolsover major.

gaid  Bunter

PogEeed

*Mind your awn business "

Newland savagely.
- But the Famous Five did not hecd
those injunciions, They ecollared the
two juniors and dragged them apart by
main foree.

“Will you let po?’ shouted Bolsover
furiously. **Think I'm going to have
my face smacked by a sheeneyi®
] “dLut me gol” exclaimed Monty New-
and.

“ Monty, old man—" urged Penfold,

" Leave me alone.”

“"Look here, Monty——"

" Mind your own business.”

Dick Penfold bit his- lip and steppil
back. Bolsover major made a forward
gh_l_ngﬂ, and almost dragged over Dob

herry and Johnny Bull, who were hold-
mg him, But they dragged him back.

“Now, chuck this,” exclaimed the
captain of the Remove. *“1f you want
to scrap, you can come into the gym and
put the mittens on.”

“Rot !"* roared Bolsover major. “He
amacked my face, I tell you.”

“I dare say vou asked for it. Ii's very
likely—"*

“The hikeliness is terrifin,”

“You fellows needn't interfere,” saud
Monty Newland, between his  teeth,
“I’'m not afraid of a bully and a cad!”

snapped

1

“You thear him?"  voriferated
Dolsover major. ,
“Look here, Newland—" expostu-

lated Wharton., He was very doubtful
of the slim, elegant Newland's chances
apainst a burly heavy-handed fellow like
Bolsover major.

“Oh, keep out of it,” rapped New-
land, ‘‘Let tho rotter come on, 1 tell
you, and leave me alone, I'm not aczking
you to chip in, am [?” ‘

“ Oh, all right, if you put it like that,”
eald the captain of the Remove., *'IHave
your own way,”’

And the combatants were released.

They rushcd at one another ut onte,
and the fight was resuined, hammer and
tongs.

“He's game, the jolly old sheeney!”
remarked Vernon-Smith  admiringly.
“He's not pot an earthly, but he's
gamao,”

And the Bounder's opinion was the
general one. Monty Newland was show-
ing any amount of pluck and determina-
tion; but he simply was “not in 17
with Bolsover major in size or strengih
or reach. Ile handed out a good deal
of punishment, but he reccived more
than be gave, and at last he went to
QAL

“Pime ! sang out Bob Cherry,

“Oh, he's not licked wet!” snorted
Bolsover major,

“You're right—I'm not!” panted
Newland. Pen ran forward io help up
his chum, but Newland scrambled up
without his aid.

“Clome on,” prinned Dolsover major.

Newland came on, gasping, but reso-
lute. Ilis nose was streaming crimson,
and one of his eyes was swollen and
darkening. Dut he fairly hurled himsclf
at Bolsover major.

“(iood old sheeneyl”
“He's zot some grit "

“Go it, Tkey Mo !” chortled Bunier.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Man down!” said the Bonnder.

Mouty Newland went down erashing.
A territhe  right-hander had sent him
fairly spinuing.

He made an effort to rise. Duk he
was done, and he sank back agam
breathless, lis head swimming,

“1 gness that’'s a cinch!™ remavked
Fisher 'I. Fish.

“Uount ! satd Ogilvy,

Skioner taok ont his wateh with a
Hoavizly, and grinned and eonpied =%,

sard Jinezell,
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He might as well have connted a hur
dred, for Newland was quite unable te
go on, Penfold helped him to his feet,
but Newland drew away from him af
once.

“Not having any more?”
Bolsover major. _

Newland gave him a look, but did not

grinned

answer. ‘The bully of the Remove burst |

into a gruff laugh, -

“Mome and bathe your face, kid,’
said Bob Cherry, taking Monty New-
land’s arm. “And you shut up,
Bolsover, or you'll have enother scrap
on vour hands.”

Newland walked away rather un-
steadily with Bob ﬂherrr; Pen looked
after him with a moody
went back to the School House, lle
went to his study, but Newland did not
como there. When the time came round
for prep Newland did not appear In
Study No. 8, and Pen could easily guess
that he was avoliding the study.

Pen did his own prep and went down-
stairs to the Common room. Monty
Newland was there, sitting very quietly
by the hre. There were very visihle
traces in  his handsome fare—not so
Lhandson:s now—of Bolsover major’s heavy
fists. 1lizs manner was calm and im-
passive, but anyone could see that ho
was feeling scverely the cffects of the
fight under the elms, _ .

Pen crossed over to him, and New-
land avoided his 1:3}1:5.

“Fecling bad, old chap?” asked Pen.

“Thanks, not very.”

“I'm awfully sorry!”

“Really 1"

Pen bit his lip ond moved on. New-
land rose and walked out of the
Common-room. In the corridor he met
Bolsover major, and the bully of the
Removo came towards him, _

Newland clenched his hands, and his
eyes glitteved. But Bolsover major’s
intentions were not hostile.

“1 say, Newland,” said Bolsover awk-
wardly. “I hope T didn't hammer you
too hard? T was rather wild, you know.”

Newland made no reply. _

“I'm sorry for what T said,” added
Bolsover major unexpectedly. "It was
a caddish thing to say. I just spoke

W
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row, and then |

without thinking. I hope there's no
malice 7"’

“ All serene,” said Newland, his face
clearing.

“You put up a jolly good hght, but,
of eourse, you're not my weight,” said
Bolsover major, “I'm sorry. Can’t say
more than that, can 1%"

“It’'s all right, no harm done,” said
Newland. And he went on his way.
He went to his study, where he sat down
to prep with an arhing head.

Pen, in the Common-room, had lLiitle

to say that evening. He knew that his
chum was deliberately avoiding him,
and he wondered whether 1t was goimng
ko last. _

It looked so. On the following day a
‘good manv fellows in the Remove
noticed that Newland and Penfeld were
not speaking to one another, and DBilly
Bunier, of course, commented on 1t to
all who cared to hear.

“Pen's fod-up with that sheeney!”

he told the Remove fellows. “Tc's
turned him down at last.”
It was unfortunate for Dunter that

Penfold came along in time Lo hear that
remark. He did not speak to DBunter,
but he took him by the collar and banged
his head on the wall, and walked on
without a word. Bunter roared, and
there was a chuckle from the other
fellows,

“Ow, owl Penfold, you cad! Wow!
1 say, vou fellows, that sheeney has
turned Penfold down!” said DBunter.
“ Fad-up with chumming with a dashed
cobbler, yvou know !”
“Ha, ba, ha!”

—r—ri

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Friends Parted!
H ARRY WHARTON & CO. were

sauntering out of gates on
Saturday afternoon, when Dick
Penfold came out, Penfold was
hurrying along in the direction of Friar-
dale when the Famous Five joined him.
Pen's face was deeply clouded.
“(Going  home("”  asked
Wharton.
1) YES.”

Harry

. ".-.:'."-
S A

could do—

“ Nothing fresh up, is {here?”

Pen hesitated to reply, The chums of
ihe Remove walked along with him to-
wards the village. _

“Well, all you fellows know about the
affair now, since Bunier tattled it up
and down the Remove,” said Pen at last,

Ditterly.

“Tt's rotten!" said Ilarry. “DBut it's
almost forgotten already, Pen. One

vopic doesn’t last long in the Remove,”

“No; thatl's so!”
“I'm sorry to seo that you're not on

such- good terms with Newland,” went

an Harry., “ If thers’s anything a fellow
1
Pon shook his head.
“1 ean’s qaite see why Monty's got
iz back up so much,” he said. " Of

rourse, he was annoyed by the talk about

Lim; and then came that fight with
Nolsover, and he was lcked, and a good
deal hiort., But 1t doesn't seem quite
fair to lay all that down to me. He
seeins Lo, somehow,

“I never thought Newland a sulky
[ellow,” said Bob Cherry in surprise.
“It's unlike him.”

“Oh, he's not,” said Pen. “He's a
thoroughly good chap. But ho can't, or
won't, understand why I will not let
him help me. I supvose that's at the
hottotn of it. Of course, you. fellows
lenow—all the Remove knows—that New-
land oifered to get his father to stand
what my poor old dad lost to those
swindlers in the City. I couldn't let
him, of counrse., It was jolly generous
of him."”

“It was,” said Harry.

“Vou fellows know that he isn't, and
couldn’t be, acting like a rich swanker,
chucking money about at fellows who
doan’t want it,” said Pen. " But some
of the fellows made ont that it was like
that, and, of course, it's hurt him a lo,
He zeems to think it’s my fault, some-
hew ; and perhaps I wasn't very tactful
just at that time. I don’t know. Any-
how, he doesn't want to be friends now,
so that's that.”

Pen said no more, but the Co. could
understand very well what he was feel-
ing. At a timo when ho was deeply

Newland savagely.

¢« Spparate them ! '’ said Harry Wharton.
‘“* Mind your own business !’

the two juniors and dragged them apart by main force.

“ Keep off, you dummies !’* roared Bolsover.
But the Famous Five did not heed these injunctions.
“¢ You uncivilised heathens ! ** boomed Bob Cherry.
you get the gloves on? " (See Chapter 8.)

“ Leave us alone! *” spapped
They collared

“* Why don’t

e Macxer Tinrarny. — No. 84
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troubled By Lis father’s misfortune he
had lost hig friend at school, and he [elt
the loss. But Pen was a good deal too
proud to attempt to bridge the gull,
after his first effort to do’'so had been
repelled. 1f Monty chose to go his own
way, Pen was prepared to let him do it.

The Famous Five walked into the
village with Pen, and came in eight of
the little dusky shop. Generally, old

Mr. Penfald was to be seen working at
his bench in the little shop, but on the
present occasion he was not visible,

“The old dad’s not well,” said Pen.
 That affair has fairly knocked him over.
He does nothing but worry about 1t
He thinks he's more to blame than he
is, and—and he can’t forgive himself for
losing all the money we had put by.
I—I shouldn’'t wonder if he becomes
really ill.” Pen’s voice faltered. “ Hallo,
here he is!”

Old Mr. Penfold looked out of the
shop door.

He had always seemed a hale and
hearty old man, but at a glance it could
be seen how his trouble had told om
him. His face was worn and had a
pinched look, and his eyes seemed dim
and uncertain, He stared out 1nto the
High Street dully, and did not seem to
observe the (reviriars juniors at all,
though they were close at hand.

Harry Wharton & Co, lifted their caps
respectfully to the old gentleman, and
walked on, Pen joincd his father and
went im with him. The old man
stumbled as he went down the step into
the littie shop. He looked like a man
unon whom old age had descended at a
blow, _

Harry Wharton & Co. finished their
ramble in a thoughtful frame of mind.
When they came back to the school the
captain of the Remove looked for New-
Jand. ‘ R _

He found the Jewish juwior in his
study. _

Monty Newland gave him a cheery
nod.as he glanced in at the door.

“Trot in, Wharton,” he said,

Wharton came in. Newland had been
writing a letter, and he shpped it into
an envelope and sealed it, and dropped
it into his pocket.

Wharton sat on the edge of the table,
feeling n little uncomfortable,. He had
dropped into Study No. 8 in the role
of peacemaker, and he did not quite
know how to begin.

“(Coming down to games practice?”
he asked.

“Yes,” eaid Newland with a smile.
“But that isn’'t what you came In to
say.”

“Well, no,” admitted Harry, smiling
too. “1f wvou'll excuse my butting in,
I was going to speak about Pen.”

“What about Penfold ™

“Tmn sorry to see you're not good
friends now.”

Nowland gave him a eurious look.

“School friendships are not generally
permanent,” he said lightly. * Fellows
often chum up one term and never ex-
change a word the next term.”

“1 know,” said Harry. * But—"

“That’s all,” said Newland.

“Ti's not always like that,” said
MHarry. “I've got some {iriends here
that I hope will keep my friends all my
life. I thought that you and PPen were
great pals™

“71 dare sav we were, in a way. But
after all, we haven't much in commeon,”
said Newland carelessly. " We manage
very well in the study. Pen does his
prep and elears out, and lets me have
the study.”

“Sort of Box-and-Cox arrangement,”

Tae Macuer LisnAany.—No, 843,
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faces of his little brother and sister.

said Harry. “Not quite so pleasant, I
should think, as it used to Lbe ”

“0Oh, I don’t know.™

Wharton gave him a keen look, and
slipped from the table. Newland met
his eyes cheerily.

“Well, if that’'s how wyou look at it,
I suppose the less a fellow butts in the
better,” said the captain of the Remove.
“1 thought I might help to put matters
right, somehow,”

“They're right encugh as it is.”

“Then yvou don't want to make it up
with Penfold 7' asked Harry Wharlon
bluntly.

" Not particularly 1™

"Right-ho ! gnrr;; I spoke!” said
Harry, and he nodded to Newland and
left the study.

He was feeling disappointed and a
Iritle scornful. :

Monty Newland glanced after the cap-
tain of the Remove with a curious emile,
and then took the letter from his pocket.
It was addressed to his father, ‘Sir
Montague Newland, The.junior left the
study with the letter in iliﬁ hand, and
dropped it into the school letter-box.

Then he went in to change, and went
down to games practice, Dick Penfold
did not turn up there; he was at home
that afterncon, It was not till after tea-
time that Pen returned to Greyfiriars,
and as he came in. he fell in with New-
land, who was chatting with three or

four fellows outside the changing-room.

Pen glanced at him, but Newland did
not meet his eves nor geem to see him
at all. He chatted on, unconscious of
his former chum, and Pen, with a heavy
heart, went towards the staircase,

He had left trouble behind him in his
little home in the village—a careworn
mother, a sick father, and the Ehadn:rwr,:-ld
t
was hard that at such a time he should
lose his chum, too—the only fellow in the
Remove with whom he had ever really
chummed, though he was good friends
with almost all. ~ The poet said of old
that when sorrows come, they come not
as single spies, but in battalions; and it
seemed true in poor Pen’s case. It was
with a heavy heart and a clouded brow
that he went to his study to work.

He was going down, as usual, after his
prep that evening, when Monty Newland
came in. Contrary to Pen's expectation,
his study-mate spoke,

“Just a word with vou, Penfold.”

Pen looked at him., If he thought that
Monty intended to break the ice, and
offer to heal the breach, he was dis-
appointed.

There was nothing chummy in Monty’s
manner—indeed, there was a slightly
;nnc:king look on his dark, handsome
ace,

“Well?” said Pen curtly.

“T made you an offer the other day,”
zald Newland, with equal curtness. * You
refused it !

“Well 1"

“You know what I'm speaking of—it
was the talk of the Remove passage for
a time——"

“I know! What about it?"

“You refused the offer,” said New-
land. **That, of course, put an end to
the matter !

“Of course ! said Pen.

“I mean, the offer's not still open,”
said Newland,

PPenfold erimsoned.

“Did you think I should change my
mind, and ask you for the money 1
refused once!” he exclaimed fiercely.

“No need to get ratty !” said Newland
coolly. ‘41 simply want to have the
matter clear, I made you an offer which
you refused. I have no intention of say-
anything more to you about it.
all. I thought I'd make it clear.”

i

Jland.

- Pen’s lip curled bitterly.

*You needn’t have taken the trouble,”
he gnswered. I shouldn’t have touched
your money if you'd offered it to me
again. The position was clear enough
before, I should think. You’ve no right
to suppose for an instant that I would
alter my mind.”

“T'm a Jew, you know,”

said Now-
“I want to have business matters
clearly understood, That's a way of my
race.”

“Well, that's enough said about it, ab
any rate!” snapped Penfold, ‘For
goodness’ sake don’'t raise the matter
again—and, in fact, don’t speak to me
at all, T'd rather you didn’t}”

Without waiting for a reply, Pen
walked out of the study. Monty New-
land stood for some moments 1 silent
thought, with a slight smile on his face.
Then he reached down his Milton, and
opened it, and was soon deep in " Bunday
I'II"EP..”

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Not Bunter’s Lucky Day !

i DING home Newland ?
He, he, he!”

Thus William George Bunter

on the following Wednesday

with

afternoon. Ha addressed Dick Penfold,
A  big, handsome, and expensive
motor-car stood on the drive.

liveried chauffeur stood beside it like a
statue. A good many fellows looked at
that handsome car, and admirved 18, Dick
Pevfold eame out of the School House,
and he stopped to glance at the car, as
saveral  other fellows did. Then
William George Bunter propounded his
query, with his fat and objectionable
chuckle,

“That's Newland’s pater's car,” went
on Dunter. “He's going home this after-
noon. His pater's sent the car for him,”

“No bizney of mine—or yours,” said
Pen. _

“You've been home with him before,
though,” said Bunter. *“Of course, a
cheeney can't’ be too particular whom he
takes home.”

“Oh, dry up, you fat owl!"

“Still, T wonder his pater _
make him draw a line at cobblers,” said
Bunter, with a shake of the head. *“I
cou'd scarcely nsk you to Bunter Court,
Penfold.”

Pen burst into a laugh. It was not
much use being angry with a fatuous
fellow like William GEG:‘%’E Bunter.

]

doesn't

“[ guppose you couldn’t,” agreed
Pen.

“No:; not quite, you know,” said
Bunter, “Of course, I'm not a snob.

Really well-born and highly connected
people, with ancient, historic names,
aren't, you know "

“0Oh, my hat!"

“But there's a limit,” said Bunter,
“and you'ra the limit, if you don’t mind
my mentioning it, Penfold. I really
couldn't ask a cobbler to Bunter Court.”

“1 don’t guite see how you could ask
anvbody,” said Pen. * Bunter Court
isn't built yet, 15 it?”

And Pen walked on without waiting
for an answer to that question. Bunter
glared after him,

ar

“Cheeky rotter !” he said to three or
four juniors, who were grinning over
Pen's reply. “The cheek of the lower
classes in these days is someithing sicken-

ing. Rank Bolshevism, you know! This
is what comes of having a Labour
Government, and all that. You can

a'ways tell a really low fellow by his
cheek.”

(Continued on page 11.)
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Jokers, and Merry Jesters had a

very busy time on ““the First.”

Scarcely anvbody in tho school
escaped being April-fooled. Even the
high—a-,nd-min-ﬁty Head was among the
victims. Skinner hailed him in the
Close with the time-honoured phrase,
“Your bootlace i3 undone, sir!" The
Head, who never likes to be elovenly in
his appearance, promptly stooped down,
to find both laces securely fastened. And
Skinner, with a muttered ** April fool!”
took to his heels. But he received a
summons to the Head's study shortly
afterwards, and he camo out sgueezing
hia hands, & sure sign that the Head
doesn’t approve of April-fooling.

. # L

MR. PROUT, the master of the Fifth,
received a challenge—a golfing challenge
—presumably from Sir Hilton Popper.
But when ha pot there the golf-links
were bare, slightly to misquote the old
nursery thyme. Some practical joker
had written that letter, and timed it to
arrive on the morning of April the First.
Mr. Prout would very much like to know
the identity of the practical joker, but
the latter believes in hiding his light
under a bushel!

" " L

COKFR of the Fifth had his lower
limb pulled in & very comical manner.
He reccived a letter from a well-known
Pritish film company, begging him to
take up film-acting as a profession.
“From what I have heard of vou,” =aid
the writer of the letter, *you are as
handsome as Douglas TFairbanks, and
would make a big hit on the fils. If
you would care to come up to London
for an interview T will arrange to give
you a start in the profession. How
would a commencing salary of five
hondred pounds & week suit you?” The
asinine Coleer was actually about to ask
the Head if he could go up to London
for the interview when Tom IDrown
swertly explained to him thai 1t was an
April fool hoax. DBrowney then flad for
his life !

THE Greyfriars Sociely of Japers,
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BILLY BUNTER received a magnifi-
cent hamper on the morning of “the
First.” Ie began to think that his rich

Suppiement s}

8

PiA

|

Week Ending Avril 5th, 1024,

relations had turned up trumps at last.
But on opening the hamper, in the pre-
sence of his grinning schoolfellows, he
found it full, not of edible tuck, alas!
but a wonderful collection of seed
potatoes, complete with eyes, whiskers,
and other adornments. These potatoes,
though invaluable for the purpose of
propagating their species, had one pgreat
drawback, as far as Billy Bunter was
concerned. They could not be eaten.
Snorting with fury, Bunter returred his
mnwelcome visitors to Joseph Mimble,
iho school gardener, A loud chorus of
“April fool!” followed him as he went.
k- % "

GEORGE WINGATE, our worthy
skipper, who iz the tallest fellow at
Gireyfriars, discovered & small parcel
lying on his desk on the morning of
“the Tirst.” OCreatly wondering, Win-
rate opened the parcel, to find that it
contained a book, entitled, “TALES
FOR TINY TOTS!" Tt iz also reported
that Dicky Nugent of thé Second re-
ceived a book, entitled, “WHAT A
MIDDLE-AGED MAN OUGHT TO
ENOW!” On hearing of Wingate's

Fgood fortune,” Dicky Nugent had the
‘cheek to suggest to Wingate that the

latter either read him fairy-stories from
hia bock or that they *swopped”
presents. Later in the morning a small,
dark stain was discovered in the Bixth
Form passage just outside Wingate's
study. It was identified as the mortal
remains of Dicky Nugent.

PRACTICE MAKES PERFECT !

“Tather's out,” said the small boy to

thea caller.

“He's a tanner, isn't he?” queried
the man,

“Yes; but he's out,” reiterated the
voungsler.

“Vory well; T'Il call again, Tell him
I want him to do some work for me.”

The boy nodded.

“1 suppose he's a smart man at tan-
aing ¥’ queried the visitor.

The voungster rubbed his sides.

“ [lather!™ he cxclaimed.
practises on tne!l”

‘1.

1A B 5 i i g by I"'-ﬂi

EDITORIAL! §
BY i

HARRY WHARTON. i

‘Hl"‘immr‘il‘li‘ll‘-lmtf
in a recent essay, “is

Q6 PRIL,"”
Nugent i
famous for its showers, its Cup

Final crowds, and its April Fool

[T lr-l-n..ai-..u-.uf

wrote Master Richard

stunts.”

I don’t suppoze this deseription found
favour in the sight of Mr. Twigg, the master
of the Second; but there is certaioly a deal
of truth in it.

We can do without the April showers; bub
if there were no April Feoel stunts, and no
Cup Final, April would be a jolly tame
month,

But stay! Doth not Easter fall in April?
It doth! Dicky Nugent had lsft this cheery
Featival out of his ealeulations, and so had
I. But I'll wager DBilly Bunter hasn™t fof-
rotten it, He knows perfectly well that—
unless anything wunforesesn happens—Good
Friday will tall on April 18th, and the voice
of the hot-cross-bun seller will be heard in
the land. Bunter is also aware that Easter
“unday comes on April 20th, and Bank Holi.
day a day later. And his mind is full of the
thoughta of Easter eggs, and Easter
hampers, and Easter postal-orders! Possibly
he will produce a Special Easter Number of
“Billy Bunter's Weekly.” In any eveni, we
must certainly have a grand Easter Number
of the “Greyfriars Herald.”

All things considered, then, April Is a mosk
attractlve month. On the First, the fun Is
fast and farious. On the Fifth, we have the
Boat Race, and on the Twenty-sixth we have
the English Cup TFinal. Mldway between
these dates we have the Easter holidays.
Apd from tha 1st to the 30th inclusive, we
have “the gentle rain from heaven.” April
would not he April without its showers,

We slso have the epring poets. Like the
noof, they are always with us. If you are
as  editor you cannot pass through the
month of April without being bored to dis-
traction by these poetical pests. I have had
an erowd of them in my sancium already!
Rilly Bunter, whose fancy lightly turns to
thoughts of tuck, when spring-time comes,
hrought me an Ode td a Spring Onion. Lord
Mauleverer, who believes in eating the bread
of idleness, and who goes to sleep for the
greater part of the spring, presented me
with a sonnet to a “Spring Mattress!” And
Alonzo Todd has penved an "Dde to an April
Shower,” which I am publishing in this issue.

These spring poets are pests to soclety. I
ought to be regarded as an offence againsk
the law to write verses dealing with spring.
Then our prisons would overflow with spring
poets, and the rest of the community would
go  their way in peace. Tt was William
Worilsworth who started this particular form
af erime, by writing odes to daflodils, and
cuckons, amd other harbingers of spring.
They called him the Lake Poet. If T had
heen anywhere gear it I should have pushed
him in!

Au revoir till next weck, dear boys!

MNALRRY WHALTON,.
Taz Macwer Lispary.—ino, 342
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{ R-R-R-R [*?
G Billy Buniet gave a jump.
e was about to open the door

cof his study—No, T
lemove passage—when a fierce growl
came from within, _

“v-ierer] Bow-wow-wow ! Wool-
vooof 1

Billy: Bunter let go of the door-
handle as*if it had been red-hot. And
iy drew back a pace. , _

There appeared to be a dog in ihe
-tudy, and a very fierce dog, too, Judg-
ing by the noise it madé.

Bunter hated dogs. They had a habit
of eniffing round a fellow’s calves, and
plump calves seemed to attract them
more than skinny ones. . Bunter's calves
were particularly plump, and he could
not walk through the village street
without gettirig a lot of inquisitive dogs
round bim. = Some dogs sniffed his
calves, and then wagged their tails, and
cocked a friendly eye at Billy Buater.
ODther dogs sniffed his calves, and then
promptly snapped at them, as M they
were tempting mutton-chops. And when
Bunter tried to drive them away, they
vose up -on their hind legs-and snarled
ab lim.

Bunter could never be sure which
itogs would be Iriendly, and which would
be unfriendly. Certainly the dog he
pould hear now inside Study Na, T
seemed anything but friendly. 1t was
harking furicusly.

There wero sounds of commeotion, too,
insido the apartiment. There were bang-
ings and bumpings and loud crashes as
chaira went toppling over,

It seemed as if a hig, ferce blood-
hound had been shut in Study No. T,
and was trying frantically to get out.

Suddenly there was a crash against the
door, which cauged it to vibrate. And
the snarling and growling grew fiercer
than ever.

“1t might not be a dog at all!” mut-
tered Billy Bunter. It might be some
horeible monster! How did it get into
the study, I wonder?”

There was a further crash against the
door, and it rattled and shook. And
there was a low, fierce growl, which sent
rold shivers down Billy Bunter's spine,
He would sooner have ventured into a
lion's den than into that study. Utter-
g a panic-stricken ery, he turned and
bolted down ihe passage.

Fear lent Bunter wings. He lowcred
his head like a bull, and fairly chavged
ronid o bend in the passage.

Now, it s0 happened that Mr, Quelch
was coming ronnd that same bend from
tha opposite diveciion,

Billy Bunter's head cannonzd into the
Form master’s chezst with a terrilie
impact.

Wi ﬂw !H

= 'I'u-"!-"ﬂ'ﬁ' I.“
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Mr. Queleh staggered aprainst the wall,
agasping., 1t took him-a full minute to
recover his breath,

“Bunter!” he roared, when he had
found his voice, “ How dare you career
round the corridor in that precipitate
manner {"

“Borry, sir!” - blurted out Billy
Bunter. -*I—I'm efraid 1 wagn’t look-
ing where I was going. You see, sir, I

was so desperately anxious to get away

from——-"

“From where?”

“From my study, sir. There's a torri-
ble monster lurking there, sir—a fiery
dragon, or something.”

“ Nonsense I snapped Mr. Quelch.

“(Come and hear it for yourself, sir,”
gaid Bunter. “Tt will make your blood
stand on end, and freeze the hair in your
veina 1"

In his agitation the fat junior was get-
tingr slightly mixed in his metaphors.

Mr. Quelch strode away in the direc-
tion of Study No. 7, ‘and Bunter, {feeling
a little braver now that he had a Forin
master to back him up, followed in the
walke of the master of the Remove,

Sounds of snapping and snarling still
p]‘ﬂcﬂ';:dﬂtl from the interior of Study
No. T.

“RBless myv soul!” gasped Mr. Quelch.
“1t sounds like n dog—a savage camne
ereature in a state of mad frenzy ! T will
imvestigate.”

Mr. Queleh discovered, however, that
the door was locked. He rapped on ihe
panels with his knuckles,

“TIs anvbody within?”

“Grererr ! Wow-wow-wow-wow-wow !

Mr. Quelch sprang back a pace, look-
ing rather startled.

“This is a matter which ealls for in-
vestigation,” he =aid. “There iz most
certainly a dog in ihizs study, an
extremely ferogious animal, judging by
ita puttural growls and ile savage
enaris. I will ask Gosling, the porter,
to elimb up to the window and look

“inside, and tell me what he sees.”

Me. Queleh hurried away in search of
Gosling. That honest menial happened
to be cro=zing the Close, earrying a pair
of steps. Alr. Quelch hailed hun.

“T want you a moment, Gosling.
Pray bring those steps over heral”

(Gosling obeyed, and the steps were
placed in position outside the window of
Sindy No. T.

“ Windly mount the steps, Gosling, and
lank through the window, and tell me
if you can see a ferocious animal inside
e study,”-said Mr. Quelch,

But Gosling ecould hear the fierce
enarling and the repeated bhumping and
banging, and it unnerved him.

“ Qarry, sir,” he said, “but I musin’t
do any climbin’ of steps for a week,
Doctor's hovders, zir, Makes me go all
dizzy like.™

“Bah! Tt iz craven fear which
holds sou back!™ said Mr. Quelch con-

aronund ihe study on all fours

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

DicK WUSSELL.,

temptuously., “I will mount the steps
myself.”

And he. did g0, his heart beating faster
than usuel. What grim spectacle wonld
greet hizs gaze when he peered throvgh
the window?

Step by step Mr. Quelch approached
the window, Very cautiously he pressed
his nose against the panes and peeped
into the apartment.

- No grim spectacle greeted his gaze,
On the contrary, it was e most comical
spectacle,

The “dog,” Mr. Quelch discovered,
was a human dog. If was Alonzo Todd:
The Dufier of the Remove was prancing
making
the most hideous noises a9 he went.
Shrinking back against the wall was &
small, fAuffy kitten,

Mr. Quelch fairly zasped. Had Alonzo
Todd taken leave of his senses? Why
was he mimicking the antics of a dog in
this absurd manner?

“Todd ! thundered My. Quelech.

Alonzo continued to prance and growl.

“Todd! Do you not hear mei”
boomed Mi. Quelch,

Alonzo glanced towards the window,
and flushed erimson. Then he tottered
to his feet. There was a red scratch on
his long nose, evidently where the sinell,
Auffy kitten had scratched him.

“Are von demented, Todd?” pgasped
Mr. Quelch, “If not, kindly explain
the reason for your most singular
behaviour,”

Alonzo walked to the window and
apened it, the better to hear and be
heard.

“1 am perfectly sane, sir,” he said, “I
have merely been training this kitten.
It was being aitacked by a dog in Friar-
dale Lane this morning, and I rescued
it. I have now been teaching it how to
stand up fov itself when attacked by a
canine creature.”

“Bless myv  soul!” ejaculated DMr.
Queleh. * Really, Todd, you are a most
absurd boy! Awnyhody who saw yon
prancing arvound the study in  that
grotesquo manner would have enter-
tained fears for your samity. And the
queer noises you made were truly teryi-
fying., II you wish to give that kitten
tuition in self-defence you must adopt a
more sensible and less noisy method.
You scared Bunier out of his wits, and
I confess you gave me quite a start!”

“1 am indeed sorry, sir.”

“Very well, Todd. We
nothing more about it.”

And Mr. Quelch, trying hard to repress
a smile, descended the steps and lis-
missed Gosling. He then explained io
Billy Bunter, who was hovering near,
that he had solved the great study
mystery, and that the *ferocions mon-
ster ™ was weirely the gontle Alonsa !

THE EXD.
[Supplement ii,

will say
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ARRY. WHARTON sat at his
H desk in Study No. 1. He was
looking rather rattled.

It was April the First, and
‘although the day was Tuesday, Grey-
friars had been granted a hali-holiday.

Wharton was at work on the next
issue of the * Greyfriars Herald.” At
least, he had been trying to work, but he
had been interrupted by a constant
stream of spring pocts, April-foolers, and
others, Henco his rattled look. ’

“The next fellow who comes barging
imto this study,” growled Wharton, ** will
go out on his neck!”

Even as he spoke the door opened, and
Wharton jumped to his feet prepared to
hurl himself hip and thigh upon the in-
truders. But when he saw who they
were his brow cleared, and he sat down
again,

Bob Cherry, I'rank Nugent, and
Hurrea Singh—three of Wharton's sub-
editors—stepped into the study.

“At your service, O king!"” said Bob
Cherry, making a graceful salaam. " Got
any work for us to do this afternooni”

Wharton nodded.

“The First Eleven are playing Court-
field Crusaders, over at Courtfield,” he
said. ‘I should like you fellows to
pop over and report the match.”

““ All three of us?"’ asked INugent.

“Yes, Then I shall have three
separate reports to choose from. 'l

select. the best one of the three for
publication.™ _
“Very good,” said Hurree Singh,

“Your wishes, honoured sahib, shall be
observefully earried out. We will go
over to Courifield en our hikeful jiggerﬁ,
and reportfully deseribe the match.”

The three sub-editors departed, leaving
Wharton to tackle his editovial, He
locked the study door, as a safeguard
against further interruptions. Then he
gettled down to a solid afternoon’s work,

Wharton was left in peace uniil tea-
time, 'The April-foolers ceased from
fooling, and the spring pocts were at
rest.

At five o'clock there was a sound of
footsteps in the passage, and a manu-
geript was shoved under the door of
Study No. 1. 'Then the footsteps were
heard retreating.

This happened on three separate
occasions. Three manuscripts were
poked under the door, and Wharton
athered them up and settled down in
l|§I:|n|:-. armechair to read them.

The first was in Bob Cherry's hand-
writing. It was a report of the match
at Courtfield, between Greyfriars First
Eleven and Conrtfield Crusaders,

Bob Cherry evidently believed in
brevity, for his account of the match was
ghort and sweet:

“GREAT WIN FOR GREYFRIARS!
“On Courtficld Reercation Ground this
efternoon Courtfield Crusaders  woere

Sugrlicment i)

roundly and soundly beaten by Grey-

friars. The latter team played delightfz]
football, Wingate putting the ball into
the niet’ on three occasions, Gwynhne and
Faulkner added further goals, and the
finel score was:

GREYFRIARS . = « « « » s &
COURTFIELD CRUBSADERS . 0"

L]

“*By Jove, what a handsome victory !
ejaculated Wharton. *I must congratu-

late old Wingate on doing the hat-trick.

Fancy licking Courtfield by five to
nothing—on thelr own pitch, too!l”
Wharton turned to the next report,
which hanpened to be Hurree Singh’s.
There w.. no question as to the author-
ship of the report, for it was written in
Inky's weird and wonderful English.

“THE APPALLING LICKFULNESS !
GREYFRIARS GO UNDER AT
COURTFIELD !

“Tt is with painful regret that I have
to announcefully report that the Grey-
friars First Eleven was lickfully defeated
this afternoon by the esteemed and
ludierous Crusaders of Courtfield, QOur
fellows were never in the picture, and
they were outplayed at all points, The
worthy Wingate did
but the Courtfield forwards did their
worstful worst, and kickfully scored five

pals against us. Let us weepfully shed
Erillj’ tears as we gaze at the gesult:

COURTFIELD CRUSADERS . §
GREYFRIARS . « « & « « 07

“Ye gods and little fishes!” gasped
Wharton, when he had finished reading
that amazing report.

He was knocked all of & heap, and no
wonder.

According io Bob Cherry, the match
had been handsomely won by Greyfriars,
According to Hurree SBingh, it had been
handsomely won hy Courtfield.

““Something wrong here,” muttered
Wharton. *“Our fellows couldn’t have
lost and won the match at the same
time! Either Bob Cherry’s made a mis-
take or else Inky has. Anyway, 1
haven't looked at Nugeni's report yet.
That will seitle the matter.”

So far from settling the matter, how-
ever, Frank Nugent's report only made
it more complicated., Wharton unfolded
the manuscript, and read as follows:

“HONOURS EVEN AT COURT-

FIELD!
“The maltch Dbelsveen  Courtfield

Crusaders and Greyirviars produced a
{remendously keen tussle.  Both teains
played fast and daslhing football, and at
the interval the ieores were level—one
eoal apicee, The second half was full

his bestful bLest,

of thrills, and the spectators were wildly
excited. Both sides made desperate efforts
to get the winning goal, but there was
no further scering, and & great game
ended with the scere:

COURTFIELD CRUSADERS . 1
GREYFRIARS . & &+ » & « » 17

Wharton sank back in lis chair, plmost
overcome, -

“IFan me, somebody !” he murmured.
“I've read three reports of the match,
and they're all different! Bob Cherry:
says that Greyfriars won; Inky =ays il
was the othér way about; and now
Nugent goes and crowns it all by saying
it was a draw! Which of these reports
is the correct one? Which am 1 going
to publish? That's what I went to

L know |7

There was only one way to got at the

truth. He must wait tntil the First
Kleven returned from Courtfield. Then
he would find out the facts from

Wingate. _ :

Wharfon put the kettle on, and laid
the table ready for tea; then he went
along to Wingate's study, to see if the
great man had returned.

Wingate was there, having tea with
Gwynne and Faulkner. '

“Sorry to trouble you Wingate,” said
the captain of the Remove, * but I want
to find out what happened at Courtfield
this afternoon. Did you wini”

¥

ik Nﬂ.li

“0Oh, erumbs! You don’t mean to say
vou were licked by five goals to
nothing ¥°

“¥h? Certainly not!”

“Then—then it must have been a
draw 7"  faltered Wharion, locking
utterly bewildered.

L1 N{}lll‘

“Not—not a draw !” gasped Wharion
faintly. “Then what on  earth
happened 77

“ Nothing,” s=aid Wingate, with a

semile, *“The match was never played,
The Crusaders couldn't raise a team, co
they had to cry off.”

“Oh!”

At last Wharton began to see daylight.
His threa sub-editors had™ playéd a
practical joke on him. ‘They had each
reported an imaginary natch, and they
had arranged that cach report should
differ from the others.

As he quitted Wingate's study Wharton
remembered the date. It was April the
Ifirst, And Bolb Cherry, Hurree Singh,
and I'rank Nugent had conspired
together to pull his editorial leg!

“0Oh, what a seil!” groaned Wharton.
“T fell into the trap beautifully, and no
error! It will be a long time before
I'm allowed to forget this affair. I chall
be ragged unmercifully in the Commorn-
room 1"

And he was!

THE EXD.
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LIKE

APRIL!

' By a Crowd of Cheery 4%
Contributors. M R -

b

BOB CHERRY :

I don't like the sort of weather they serve
up in April, but I think the Cup Final's
"EU}' fine!” I've seem a good many Cup
Finals, and enjoyed them up to the hilt. I
hope that one of these days they will allow
the Remove Eleven to take part In the battle
for the English Cup. How thrilling it would
be to read in the mewspapers:

“ENGLISH CUP DRAW.
FIRST ROUND PROPER.
ASTON VILLA v. GREYFRIARS REMOVE."

Think we should be able to beat the Villa
on their own ground at Birmingham? If we
did, It would have to be added to the
Wonders of thte World!

BILLY BUNTER: :
I'm very much In love with April, bekawse

Hot Cross Bun Day falls during the month.
1 should feel very hot and cross il there
were no buns. Not that I'm a greedy
glutton, or anything of that kind., Perrish
the thought! I pever eat more than two
‘duzzen buns at one sitting, and you will
agree that this is very modderate going. By
the way, I hear that Good Friday falls on a
Satterday this year, for a change!

DICKY RUGENT:

i only like april the first, but i wouldn't
give a thank-you for all the other days in
the munth. i like the first bekawse it's all
fools dui‘, and you can go round. pulling
people's legs. | played a ripping joke on mrs.
martha mimms, the house dame, this year,
i told her there was a copper in the kitehen.
gshe thought I meant a pleeceman, and her
face cullered up, and she said “i must go
and put myself tidy, and make mysell look
attractive, 50 that the pleeceman will fall in
love with me at first site!” but when mrs,
mimms went fo the kitchen, the only sort of
“popper ' she saw there was the one they
boil tea-cloths in! “aprll fooll” 1 yelled
from the doorway, “never mind, mrs,
mimms! if a copper won't do, there's a
peeler over there!" and i polated to one of
the kitchen-maids, who was hizzy peeling
apples! mrs. mimms nearly had an apple-
plectic fif!

DICE PENFOLD:

The rain it ralpeth every day, when gloomy
April comes our way. The “soup,” It
soupeth every night, and makes me feel
downhearted, quite! It floods the village
and the school, and every fleld's a bathing-
pool! The Weather Clerk, 1
grin, delights to soak us to the skin. Non-
awimmers daily drown, they say, when April
showers come to stay. The weary plough-
man Homeward plods, with =zodden eclothes
and squelching elods; and from his hat n
deluge pours, which swamps the table and
the gﬂurs. He murmurs to his mate of love:
“They've buat »n boiler up above!" April's a
dismal month and damp: a month of colds
and chills and cramp. I'd llke to give this
month the sack—expel it from the almanac!

HURREE BINGH:

I have a great liking for the esteemed and
worthy month of April. In the first place,
we have All Fools' Day, when we can tug-
fully pull the legs of our lndicrons school-
fellows., Then we have the English Cup
Final, when goals are scored kickfully, and
when the football féver spreadfully seatters
itzelf all over the country, from John o
Groatfulnesa to TLand's Endfulness. Then we
have the Easter holidays, which are a source
of joyiulness to every British hoyfulpoess. (I
did not mean to be rhymefully poeticall)
Three cheers for the month of April, and
long may it ralnfully rain!

Tur Maexer Lierany.—No, B43.

with ' ghoulish-

WILLIAM GOSLING (Our Prize Pessimist):

“Wot do April mean to me? Nothink!
Wot do any month mean to me? Nothink!
January's jest the same as February, an
February's jest the same as Mareh, an'
March i3 jest the same as all the rest of
'em! Wot chance of rest or respitt iz there
for a pore, 'ard-workin’ man like me? No
chance at all. Wot do Easter 'ollerdays mean
to Willlam Gosling? Can 'e dress '{sself up in
football elothes, an® go an' enjoy 'isself on
the playin’-fields? Can ‘e borrer a fishin'-
rod, an' go an' fish for tadpoles in the River
dark? No, 'e can't! 'E's tied an® bound to
'is dooties, as ever was. Wot I says s this
‘ere="ave pity on a pore, old porter, an’
don't forget to give ’lm a good tip at
Easter!"”

HAROLD SKINNER:

I don't like April at all. I dread it! It
means that we are on the threshold of anp
Eoglish summer, and I ean't afford to buy
any furs and snow-zhoes!

{Dry up, you cynic! We're going to have
fquite a decent summer this year. Twenty-

four hours sunshine per day, and nary a drop
of rain!—Ed.)

BILLY BUNTER’S
BALLAD'!

Oh, my name i3 Billy Dunter,
I'm a gorger and a grunter,
And a scanty snack I always feel like
scorning.
It's a solid hour of feeding
That my constitution’s necding,
And I'm off to Mrs. Mimble's in the
morning !

Chorus :
With my kitbag on my shoulder,
IFaith, there's no one could be bolder,
And that kitbag must be filled, I give
you warning !
I shall have it filled with tuck, sir,
If T get a stroke of luck, sir,
And my postal-order turns up in the
morning |

I try to keep a cheery face,
But thia is such a dreary place,
A biz and Dbriny tear my cheek’s
adorning.
But the tears will soon be dry, sir,
And no prospect could be nicer;
I'or I'm off to Mrs. Mimble's in the
morning !

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

ODE TO AN APRIL SHOWER!

By Alonzo Todd.

I wandered in the woods one day,
Hoping to cure miy melancholy ;
But 1'd forgotten, sad to say,
To bring my brolly.

The sun was shining in the sky,
And so I didn't think it mattered:
I had a shock, though, by-and-by,
For down you pattered!

I ‘sheltered undeéerneath an ash,
Alis! it gave me no protection.
For you begon to spurt and splash

In my direction!

My eoaking gparments clung to me,
And I began to quoake and cower;
You pattered down with impish glee,

0 April shower!

"No use to shelter under trees,"
I murmured, feeling very glum:
And then T started off fo sneeze—
*Atish-um-yam "

I slprinlted swiftly hack tn sehool,
My limbs were ahszolutely freezing:

I cannoned into Johnny Bull,
Sneezing and wheezing!

“Great Scott, Alonzo!™ he exclaimed.
“What ever lins come over you?

Your eyes are wild, vour cheeks inflamed—
You've got the 'Au!™

And now I've got to lie in bed,
And take hot gruel every hour.

Atishoooo! I feel nearly dead,
0 April shower!

Chorus:
With my kithag on my shoulder,
FFaith, there’s no one could be bolder,
Though the world’s a dreary desert to
be born in,
When you're sbsolulely “stony,”
And your mean old Uncle Tony
Hasn't sent a postal-order
mornin’ !

in  the
I could eat enough for twenty,
And of tempting tuck there's plenty:
The window of the tuckshop 1it's
adorning,
But I can’t get tuck on credit,
It's a nightmare ! how I dread it

When I go to Mrs., Mimble's in the
morning !

Chorus:
With my kithag on my shoulder,
Faith, there's no one could be bolder,
But the voice of Mrs. Mimble has deep
scorn in:
“1 am sorry to unnerve you,
But I really cannot serve you
Till your postal-order turns up in the
mornin’ !"

Oh, my name is Dilly Bunter,
And I'm huangry as a hunter;
My watch and my belongings 1've been
pawning.
For I really must be fed, sir,
Or I'll tumhble down stone dead, sir,
At the feet of Mrs. Mimble in the
morning !

Chorus :
With my kitbag en my shoulder,
Faith, there's no one could be Lolder,
1 will sruff until I hear these words of
Warning :

¢ All your cash is now expended,
i And your orgies must be ended

Till your postal-order turns up in thae
morning !

(My postal-order {urned up all right,
but it was a spool one. Shinner aiter-
wards konfessed he made it himself ! It
arrived on April Fools” Day, and £ was the
Tuiling-stock of the school. [ f{eol so

savvidge about it that I shouid dearly
love to skin a Skinner !|—BiLty DUNIER,)

[Supplement 1y,
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PEN'S

PAL!

(Continued from poge 12.)

“You can,” said Ogilvy. “I think
you're about the cheekiest outsider I've
ever happened on, Bunter!”

‘“Oh, really, Ogilvy—" o

“ Besides, where's the giddy social dis-
tinction between a cobbler’s shop and a
fried fish shop?” asked Ogilvy. "It isa
fried fish shop that your pater keeps,
isn’'t it7"

Bunter turned almost Furpia.

“You know it isn’t1” he shricked.

“Well, I knew it was either that or a
pub!”? gaid Ogilvy innocently. ‘“Is a
pub so jolly high class?"”

“You—you beast!” gasped Bunter.
“You blessed Scotch bounders think
nobody's got any pedigree but your-
gelves |V :

“Well, very fow have!” said Ogilvy,
laughing, ““‘and I fancy that the Bunter
ancestral line iz the one the family wash-
ing is hung out on, and thero isn’t any
other 1"

“Ha, ha, ha}” .

And Robert Donald Ogilvy followed
Penfold — apparently preferring the
gociety of the cobbler’'s son to that of
the aristocratic and exclusive William
George Bunter.,

Monty Newland came out of the School
House, rather resplendent in a handsome
coat and silk hat.

“That your pater’s car, Newland?”
called out Skinner,

“¥Yes."”

“Not an unredeemed pledge?”

There was a howl of laughter from the
juniors as Harold Skinner asked thar
question, Newland flushed red.

“T'll punch you for thal,
when 1 come back!” he said.

The chauffeur, with the ghost of a grin
on his stolid face, opened the door of
the expensive car.

Bunter rolled after Newland as he
stepped in.

“Not takin

Skinner,

that low ead this time "

he asked. “T'll come with you if you
like, Newland !”
“Thanks! I’'m not taking any low

cad 1" answered Newland coolly,

“Why, you—you—you cheeky rotter
jrnu——-+”

* Stand back, fathead ” ;

The door shut, and the big car rolled
gway. Billy Bunter blinked after it
wrathfully.

“Yagh! Sheeney!” he howled.

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Hemove,
stepped out of the doorway., Billy
Bunter, as usual, did not see him,

“ Sheeney !” he roarcd.

“ Buntér ™

“QOht! Ah! Yes, sir!” gasped Dunter,
gpinning round like a very-fat humining-

p.

“To whom were vyou spraking,
Bunter ?”? asked Mr. Queleh sternly.

“1—I wasn't speaking, sir!” gasped
Bunter. ;

“What! T Theard vou shouting,
Bunter I exclaimed the Remove master.

“0Oh! Yes, sir. You—you said

caking, sir?” stuttered Bunter. “Jf—if

was shouting I—1 wasn’'t speaking,
gir,"

“Whom were.von addressing

* Nobody, sir.”

“You uttered an offensive epithet,
Bunter. 1t was addressed, I presuine, 1o
Newland of the Remove??

“0h, no, air! Newland's a pal of
mine. I never called him a sheeney,
gir. I wouldn't. 1 kuow it's an effensive
opithet.”

“YWhat !*

?:H

“1—T1 mean an offensive epithet, juet
as you said, sir!™ gasped Bunter. ' I1—I
wouldn’t think of using such a word, sir,
In fact, I don’t know the word.”

“You don't know the word?" ejacu-
lated Mr. Quelch.

“No, sir; never cven héard it that I
remember, ™

“ Bless my sonl! Bunter, I can scarcely
decide whether your stupidity outweighs
your untruthfulness, or whether your
untrothfulness outweighs yourstupidity.”

“Oh dear!” gasped Bunter.

“For your stupidity,” continued Mr.
Quelch grimly, “you have my
syvmpathy——

“TST-Thank you, sir]” gasped Bunter.

“TFor your untruthfulness, it is my
duty to punish you."”

“0Oh lor’ t”

“Follow me to my study, Bunter!”

““Wha-a-at for, eir?”

“J am going to cane you, Bunter

“Oh dear!”

Billy Bunter rolled dolorouely after
AMr. Quelch, A minute later there was o
loud yell from the Remove master’s
study.

Bunter came away rubbing a fat paw.
He rejoined the group of juniors by the
steps of the SBchool House. '

“J say, you fellows, i=n't it rotten?”
he said. “*Faney caning a fellow for
calling a sheeney a sheeney, when I told
him I never did anything of the sort,
too!  Quelchy doesn't take a fellow’s
word. He’s no gentleman, you know.”

“Shurrup, vou ass!”  whispered
Skinner, as Mr. Quelch came down the
steps again. But the hapless Bunter had
his back to the steps, and he never did
shut up if e eonld help it.

“Oha'n*t!” he snapped. “What does
it matier to old Quelch if T eall Newland
g sheeney? My beliel is that old Quelch
is a Jew himself, you know—a grinding
old Jew like Shylock——"

“ Bunter!”

Mr. Queleh’s voiee was simply terrilic.
Again the uvhappy Owl did his hum-
ming-top {urn,

“What did vou say, Bunter

But Bunter could not speak. The
expression on Mr. Quelch’s face froze the
prevarication on his fat lips. He blinked
at the Remove master in sheer terror, as
g rabhit might have blinked at a serpent,

This iime Mr. Quelch did not tell
Bunter to follow him to his study. Ie
took Bunter by the collar and marched

'|H

?‘H‘

There is no
other Magazine

in the world quite like the
DETECTIVE MAGAZINE. It
you enjoy thnills, and revel in the
excitement ol stories of crime and
its detection, then you should read
this unigue magazine. In addition

to its first-class fiction there are

many vividly interesting articles
written by experts from hrst-hand
I-:nnwir:dg&-tﬁ;t 1s why it 1s con-
sidered by all who know 1t to be
the most lascinating magazine “on

the market.” Buyacopy TO-DAY

DETECTIVE
MAGAZINE - - 7P.
Every Qther Friday

showed that
wettmg " six,”?

him there. And this time it was not ona
vell that rapng out. Bix successive yells
¢ Owl of the Remove waa

Mr, Quelch left the School House onco
more & few minutes later. But Billy
Bunter didn’t. He crawled awsay limply
to his study, and for quite a long time
alterwards, in Study No. T :in the
Remove, there was weeping and wailing
and gnashing of teeth,

A ———

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Amazing !

6 OOTER this afterncon, Pen, old
man |” said Harry Wharton on
Saturday, as the Removites
came out after dinner,

Pen gave him a faint smile.

“Thanks!” he said. “But if you don't
mind, I'm going home. You don't wani
me specially,”

“Well, I can fill your place, of conise.™

“FEasily,” said Pen, with a laugh.

“¥You think 2 pame would buck me, ani

you'ra right, old scout. But I've got to

ret home. I'm rather anxious about m

father, and I can only see him on half-

holidays, It's good of you, Wharton."”

Harry Wharton smiled. He wanted
very much to do anything he could to
help the fellow who was "up agamst it,"”
especially as he had lost his chum, for

Pen and Monty Newland did not speak

now. But there was little the captain

of 1the Remove could do, and he ha:d
thought, wisely enough, that a good
game of football would help to dispel

Pen's trouble, for a time at least.

“Well, if you're going home, ail
serene,” he said, “TI'Hl ask Ogilvy, [
hope you’ll find your pater better.”

“1 hope 80,” said Pen.

And he contrived to smile cheerily gs
he went, DBut the smile died off his face
vory soon. His brow clouded before ho
reached the echool gates,

Monty Newland passed him near the
gates. Pen did not speak to him or look
at him., He had taken it as a settled
thing now that they were no longer
friends, and fallen into the way of it
Neither did Monty speak, but his glance
followed Pen very curiously till he dis-
appeared out of gates, hen, as ho
turned away, he coloured a little as he
found Bob Cherry's eyes fixed on him.

Bob's look was grim and scornful.

“ Anything up with you, Cherry?" in-
quired Newland,

“ Nothing 1" growled Bob.

“ Just trying to look like a gargoyle
for the fun of the thing?” asked Monty
pleasantly.

Bob gave him a glare.

“T'N tell you what I think!”
rapped out.

“Po,” said Newland.
hear that you think at all,
look as if you could do it.”

“J think wyou're a pretty
worm !"! said Bob.

“Same to ‘you, with the adjective left
out ! said Newland cheerily. * The ad-
jective wouldn't apply in  jyour
would 1t#"

Bob breathed hard. He felt that he
was getting rather the worst in this war
of wordas.

“That chap's down on his Iuck,” he
sald. “Just at this time you let him
down. Do you think that’s decent?”

Monty Newland's face became serious.

“ But suppose T haven't let him down,"”
he said, ' Suppose there are, as Shake-
speare say#, more things in the heavens
and earth than are dreamt of in your
philgsophy 1

Tug MaoweT LiBnary.— No. 843

ho

“So pleased to
You don't

sort of

case,



THE SCHOOL AND DETECTIVE WEEKLY!

18-
“Eh! What are you %attin at?’ de-
manded Bob. * You ought to have stood

by the chap whila he's ‘in trouble,
wiat.hnr you were a genuine pal or not.
Time enough to show the cloven hoof
when it was over,” :
“Wisdom while you wait!” yawned
wland.
N?* Oh, go and eat coke!” growled Beb.
And he stalked away. Newland went
to the gateway, and stood looking after
Pen, who wag going quickly towards the
village. He noted how Pen's head
drooped, high as he had held it in the
quadrangle, Monty knitted his brows as
ho noticed it. But, though he could not
have failed to be aware that en wonld
have welcomed an advance of fnqndahp.
he did not follow the scholarship boy.
He turned back from the gates, and
walked down to Little Side to watch the
match Hﬂt.wuﬁn the Remove gand the
er Fourth,
UpPllnfuld went on to the village, walk-
ing quickly. He was anxious to get
home. .1t seemed to the anxious boy
that his old father was sinking under
the blow that had fallen on him. It was
the poor old man’s self-reproach that hit
him hardest. The poor little savings of
a life of toil were gone in a foalish
attempt to “‘get rich quick,” ‘in the in-
fantilo faith of an unworldly old man,
who scarcely knew of the existence ol
the wiles and snares of the great city.
‘That little nest-ogg, untouched in the
hardest times, a carefully ;_:{un.nil_ed pro-
vision ngainst some possible time of
govero stress—it was gone harnpd re-
covery, and the poor old man’s seli-
roproaches were bitter and incessant.
en approached the little shop with
s sinking heart. To his surprise, he
found that his father was in the shop,
working at the bench in his old style.
He looked up as his son came in, and
Pen noticed, with increased surprise and
grent rolief, that the dull, dazed look of

opelessness was gone from the old
maI:IE'a face. o looked his old self

again, and Pen realised that something
must have happened, though he could
not puess what, 2 _

“1 thought you'd come, Dick,” said
old Mr. Penfold brightly. “I've got
some news for you, my boyl It ain't so
bad as it looked.”

*“Yes, father,” eaid Pen. .

“Look at this here letter, Dick!
Heaven forgive me for what I've been
saying obout them folks, Snike and
Snaggs!” said Mr. Penfold. “I've called

them names, I have—roguds and
swindlers—"
““So they are!” said Pen hotly.

“Well, look at that letter.”
Pen took the letter inm sheer wonder.
Tt was headed:

“SNIKE AND SNAGGS, Stock and

Share Dealers.”
Tho rest waa typewritten, and it ran:

“Sir,—We are sorry to inform you
that the New Huron Lake Gold Mining
Co., Ltd., will shortly be in liquidation.
It appears im_pmhab]‘; that the assets
will be sufficient to allow of any
return to bo made to the shareholders.
In these cireumstances, we ara pre-
pared to repurchase the €00 ordinary
shares sold to you by us, if that be
your desire, at the same price at
which you fmught.

Kindly notify us of your decision in
this matter at your carliost con-
venienze,

“Yours truly,
“BNTKE AND Sxacca”

Dick Penfold stared blankly at that
Toe Macxer Lisrany.—No. 843.

answered at once.

welcome communication, :
twice, and oven then he had to give it vp
as a problem,

That Messrs. Snike and Snaggs were
rogues and swindlers, who turned a dis-
honest penny by planting worthless
ghares upon unsuspecting members of
the public, was as clear as noonday.
There was simply not a shadow of doubt
on that point,

They had “planted ” the gold-mining
shares on poor old Mr. Penfold, they
had netted his fifty pounds, and the
transaction was closed. Now, of their
own accord, Lthey had reopened it, and
offered to return their plunder—ior that
was what it came to. The law could
scarcely have compelled them to dis-
gorge. Yet they offcred to do so. It
was a problem,

“The police must have got after
them,” said Pen, at last. “ People like
that must overstep the limit sometimes;
and perhaps they've got a scare.”

“Maybe,” assented his father. 1
dunno! That letter ecame yesterday
morning, Dick, and you may be sure 1
And I've bad their

cheque.,”
“They've paid
“I've had the chegue this morning,”
said .old Mr. Penfold. “Fifty pounds,
Dick—all my savings that I'd lost, and
never expected to see again. I took it
straight to the bank at Courtfield, just
before they closed, and they say it's all
Egtﬂ:_}” What do you think of that,
0

“I think you've had a jolly lucky
escape, dad, though I can't quite under-
stand it all,” said Pen. “I—I think,
too——"" He stopped. It was not for
him to offer counsel to his father.

But the old man understood, and he
nodded at once, and smiled,

“You can bet on that, Dick,"” he said.
“ No more stocks and shares for me. I'm
putting the monoy intp Savings Certifi-
cates, and there it will stay, safe and
sound, Dick."” .

“That's good, dad!”

“Now go in and see your mother,
Dick; you’ll find her much more bright
—much more bright,” said Mr. Penfold.
And the old gentleman hummed a tune
as he turned again to the boot he was
mending.

Pen’s face, too, was very bright when
ho left the littlo shop an hour or two
later, and walked back to Greyfriars.
I'ear of the pclice, or some other motive,
had forced Messrs, Snike and Snapgs to
loosen their grip on one of their victims.
at least, and the shadow of trouble in
Pen's home had rolled by,

Pen’s heart was much lighter, As he
came into the school, he thought how
happy he would have been that after
noon had he only been on his old terms
with his chum Monty. But that could
not be helped.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Behind the Scenes !

17 ALLO, hallo, ballo! shouted
H Bob Cherry, as Penfold passed
the open doorway of Study

No. 1 in the Remave.

The Famous Five were there, having
a late tea after beating the Upper
Fourth on the football field. Vernon
Smith and Peter Todd were with them,
and, of course, Billy Bunter had
squeezed in; so the study was fairly full,
But there was room for one more, and
welcoming voices hailed Pen.

“Trot in, Pon!” ecalled out Harry
W'i:;rtun. “You haven't- had your tea
yoti"” _

il

He read it] * ';’VE.'I]. I have—" said Pen, with a

smile,

“T'hen come in and have another.”

“Sample this jolly old cake, anyhow,”
said Bob Cherry. “And there's some
iea in the pot—and no end of water.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Pen camo in cleorfully, and joined
the tea-party. He had had his tea at
home, but he was quite able to deal
with a slice of cake.

“You beat the Fourth?!” he asked.

“The beatfulness was terrific,
esteemed Pen.”

‘Good! I've had some good news™
said Pen. “I—I thought perhaps you
fulf]nws might care to hear it."

"Of course,” said Harry, “Jolly plad,
old scout!”

Pen tossed the letter from 8nike and
Snaggs upon the table. Ilo had
brought it to the school with him.

“Read it out, Wharton,” he said,

Harry Wharton read out the letter,
The juniors listened in as great astonish-
ment as Pen had felt when frst he
nerused  that  curious ecommunication
from Messrs, Snike and Snages.

“Well, that beatas it!"” said Nugent,
“It's awfully good news, Pen, So your
pater's all serene again,”

“ Looks twenfy years younger,” said
Pen, with a E-T'I'lii;l'L

“That's good,” gaid the DBounder.
“But that leiter’'s a bit of & puzzle.
suppose the police must have been
worrying those swindlers a bit, and they
folt they needed to be carcful.”

“Looks like it," said DPeter “Todd.
““Anyhow, it's splendid for Pen's pater
to get his money back. I fancy it'as
about the only case on record.”

“Yes, rather!”

Harry Wharton had a very thoughtful
look.  The letter amazed him, as it
amazed the others. The captain of the
Remove was wondering; but what he
was wondering, he did not mention. A
strange thought was at the back of his
mind ; but whether it was well-founded
or not, it was better leff unmentioned.
especially to Pen., Pen, evidently, had
no suspicion but that Messra, Snike and
Snaggs had repented of their rascality,
ar else had been frichtened : but neither
seemed probable to Wharton.

Whatever the explanation, it was a
wonderful stroke of fortune for Pen and
Pen's father, and his frienda all rejoiced.
It was, azs Toddy remarked, probably
the only case oa record of a “bucket-
shop "

my

swindler handing back his loot.

After the spread in Study No. 1 Pen
went on to Study Neo. 8, e found
Monty Newland there; though it did not
oceur to him that Monty was waiting
for him to come in. Newland eyed him
curiously, but did not speak: and Pen
hesitated to break the silence. But he
felt that he ought to te!l Newland what
had happened.

“If you'd eare to hear, Newland-—"
he began diffidently,
“Eh?" yawned Monty.

“My father's out of his trouble now,”
said Pen. “That's all.”

He began to get out his books, letting
the matter drop at that. Newland sat
Bl

“Have New Huron Lake shares turned
out a good thing, after all, then?"” he
asked, laughing,

“No—it's o swindla! DPut Snike &
Snaggs have taken the shares bLack, and
returned the money.”

“Draw it mild !

“Tt's s0," said Pen.

“Is that a pgiddy jest?™
land.

“No—if vou'd like to seo their letter
Fﬂu_"

nalicd News
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Pen handed over the letter from Snike
& Sunaggs. i

Newland glanced at 1.

“T,ooks hke a last-hour repentance,”
hie said.
" “Well, they mayn’t he such rogues as
1 thought them,” said Pen. * They may
have found out that it was an old and
poor man they had welshed, and felt that
they couldn’'t keep the money. They're
bad ; but they mayn't be all bad.”

Newland nodded rather indifferently,
and sauntered out of the study. Pen
returned the letter to his pocket, com-
pressing his lips. They werc no longer
friends perhaps; Lut somehow he had
expected Monty to be pleased, at least
mterested, by this good news. Newland
suﬁamml to give the matter no thought al
all

Monty Newland strolled down ihe
Remove passage. Harry Wharton called
to him from Study No. 1 as he was going
to the stairs. The captain of the Remove
waz alone in the study; the tea-party
were gone,

“Come in for a minute, Newland.”

Newland stepped in.

Wharton closed the door. Monty New-
land regarded him inguiringly.

“Have you heard Pen's good news?”
asked Harry.

“He's told me,” said Newland indif-
ferently,

“The old man i3 out of his
now.”

“So it seems.” Newland scemed quite
upninterested.  * There was no need for
me to bung the money on him, alter all,
wae there ¥”

Wharton looked at him keenly. _

“You're still on bad terms with T'en?”
he asked.

“I suppose so.” .

“But you're going to make it up?”

Newland shrugged his shoulders.

“T haven't said a2 word to Pen, or to
anyone else,” said Harry quietly. “He
hasn’t the faintest idea 3

“0Of what?” asked Newland sharply.

His indifferent manner vanished, and
he made a step towards the captain of
the Remove. Harry Wharton smiled.

“You olfered to help Pen through this
scrape,” he said. ‘*Pen refused—as he
was right 1n doing. Later on you wetit
home to sce your father.”

“Well?"” grunted Newland.

“Well,” said Harry, *Bnike & Snages
had the old man’s money, and they
meant to keep it, They were with-
in the law, though, of course, it was a
swindle. Why did they give it hack?”

‘““Penfold thinks they may have found
out that the man they welshed was old
and poor, and so they felt they couldn’t
keep it.”

“I fancy City swindlers in a bucket-
shop are not quite so tender-hearted as
that,” said Harry. “My idea is that
someone interviewed Smke & SBnaggs on
the subject, in the City—"

ik “Fellljl.”

““ And handed over the necessary cash
for——"

Newland breathed hard.

“ And paid them a little extra for their
{rouble,” went on Harry. “They
wouldn't even write a letter {or nothing
—rogues like that. In a word, someone—
A Very generous someone—has taken the
worthless shares off Mr, Penfold’s hands
at full price—and employed 8nike &
Snaggs to carry through the transaction.
Doesn’t that strike vou as likely 777

“Who would be likely to chuck money
away like that?” yawuned Monty New-
land,

Wharton smiled.

*1 know someone who would,™ he said.
“A Remove fellow—uvwhom Burter calls

=Crape

Biily Bunter, as usual, did not see him,
“0Oh! Ah!

speaking, sir,”” gasped Bunter.

Bunter blinked after the departing car wrathfully. **Yah! Sheeney !’ he
roared. Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, stepped out of the doorway, but

Yes, sir,”” gasped the fat junior, spinning round like a fop.
whom were you speaking, Bunter ? ** asked Mr. Quelch sternly.
“ Nunno, sir ! **

““ Bunter ! *’
LA Tu
L] l_l was.n!t
(See Chepter 10.) |

““ Sheeney ! ”’ he howled.

o —

a sheeney, but who is one of the most
generous fellows I've ever come across!”

“My dear chap,” drawled Newland.
““ A schdolboy like ma couldp’t drop into
Snike & Snaggs’ bucket-shop in the City
and deal with such characters.”

“J know that,” assented Harry. “But
your father could—and did. 8ir Mon-
tapue Nowland arranged all this—because
you asked him.”

Newland bit his lip.

“Yon’ve got no proof of that,” he said.

“T1 don’t want any,” said Harry. 1
sha’n't say a word, of course. Nobody
else guesses—and it's a sccret, if you
choose.”

“Tf it was so, I should want it to he
kept a secret, of courze,” said Newland.
He reflected a moment. ** Look here,
Wharton, you're a fellow to be trusted—
I shouldn’t have told you, but I don’t
mind yon knowing. Il—if I'd been on
the same friendly terms with old Pen,
he might have tumbled. We—we had a
bit of a tiff, and I—I turned it into a
quarrel—rﬂ:- that he wouldn’t and conldn’t

esE
. “I had guessed that—now,” said Harry,
smiling,

“I—1 thought it was up to me to get
his poor old father out of his serape,”
sald Newland, eolouring. "I had o jaw
with the pater about i, and he handled
the matter. Not a word, of coursze,”

“Not a syllable!” said Harry.

It was a couple of days later that Moncy
Newland came into Btudy No. 8 as Ien
was beginning his prep.

Pen glanced at him as he drew a chair

| to the table, and sorlied eout his books,

Newland met his eyes and smiled.

“Pen, old man!” he said.

Pen smiled, too. _

“We've been playing Box-and-Cox in
this stndy long enough, what?” asked
Newland.

“Quite I said Pen.

“1 never really wanted to row———'

“T'm sure I didn’t!? gaid Pen.

“Well, then, let's forget all about 1t—
if vou're willing.”

“More than Pen
cheerily.,

“Good ! said Monty.

And that was all that was said; 1t was
enough. The two juniors worked at their
preparation together, in the old friendly
way ; and when it was finished they camo
down to the Common-room together,
There was a squeak from Billy Bunter
as they came in. _

“He, he, he! I say, you fellows, Pen s
made it np with the sheeney I”

Bang!

Bunier’s head, with Pen’s grip on his
collar, smote the wall of the Cominon-
1oom. There was a wild yell from
Buntor,

“Yoooop !"

“That enongh?” asked Pen pleasantly,

“Yow-ow-ow !

Appavently it  was enough; for
William George Bunter had ro furthee
remmarks to make,

willing,” said

THE EXT.
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A STIRRING STORY

OF THE CANADIAN

MOUNTED POLICE.

1 %

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Hazard of Trooper James.

1 OYH, I guess we've got Lo go under.
B It doesn't seem as if there's much

chance for us up here, right away

from the rest of the world, but
we'll go down lighting, Hark to it, lads!
It's the death music of this yere little
crowd.” .
- {lem Seeley, the old trapper, looked round
gadly at the little handful of well-set-up
men, dressed in the uniform of the Capnadian
Mounted Police, and he thought what a pity
it was for such strong, strapping fellows as
they were o week ago, so [ull of vigour, man-
bood, and life, to hauve to give a thought to
the grim spectre hovering over the log-shanty
on the little island 'In the north-western
arig of Great Salt Lake.

']IHJE}" had been fine hghting material, that
handful of men, but that was in the far
away—Ilet me see how long—six days, was it,
sinea that fierce crowd of Freneh half-breeds
and Indians, tle.r passions influmed by
burning spirit, had swarmed on to Lhe island,
and every day bhad drawn their cordon of
death nearer and nearer in to the be-
leagyuered band?

Six days! Think of it! &Six days, almost
without food, and only a drain of water
cach, and that only at the.rising and setting
of the winter Indian sun.

And as they fought and starved—fought
like the gallant Britons they were, and wore
away to but a semblance of their former
gelves—the two hundred or so lighting men,
under the leadership of the ontlawed half-
breed, Pierre Borean, gathered the deadly
mezhes of the net of thls unegual warfare
round the shanty dignified by the name of
Fort Rae.

Az if in conlirmution of the ol trapper’z
words, the still night alr was made hideons
by the shricking and yelling of the drink-
maddened fiends, who, wrought to a piteh of
ungovernable fury and passion by the utter-
anceas amd entreaties of hualf-crazy Pierre
Boreau to rise and quit themselves like men,
to throw off the yoke of British rule from
Canada, to make it a country of their own,
leaped madly over the white-carpeted ground
and discharged their weapons in the diree-
tion of the fort.

True, every now and then the shouts of
hourly expecled trinmph were broken hy &
shrill scream of pain as some leaping savapge
or fiendish half-breed becamg the target of
a desperately sighted rifle in the hands of
one of the defenders; but such an occurrence
Was rare,

“No, chnms! It's no good wasting a shot,”
sald Trooper James, as there wae &w
momentary lull in the fierceness of the shout-
g, and the spluttering crackle of guns.
“Wo must save every cartridge for the lazt

Tup MAaGNET Linrary.—No, B43.
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rush, in case Jem Haynes doesn't get
through, But whal's th t? llere, Seeley,
up with that bar; there's a knocking with-
put. Heaven forbid it's llavnes colne bacl
unsuccessful!™ Then, raising his voice to «

hoarse whisper, bhe called: *That you,
Haynes?"™ |

i Av, 'tis me, James!
the name of Heaven!"”

The heavy door swung in ever such a little
to admit a panting, breathless formn. Trooper
Haynes stood revealed in the dim, Aickering
light that came from the fire. His frce was
wliite, white as the driven snow withont.
while down bis sunken vowchs Tall o Grickle
of blood. James caugu. wee balf-funiting
form i s dile.s. DBlasay wed olobpgiil, ali
aoon the poor lehow Fewwsecéd sllaluicltly (o
tell his swocy.

“ A5 you hbow,” he said wearily, "it's two
nights suce 1 lere wor. cae 1o reac
Fort Resomwwon ab tlie soutaery end of thic
lake; DUl You can see, woys, L aian't ge
througin, by greatb gooa luce 1 gob clear ol
the aozen or so isiabas stuawullig vibs akfin ol
the lake, but then L was owone. 1 had to
turn from Lhe Lrace ab wne last o wvoid
being caugat. | landed svinewoere near the

Open quickly, In

ruined rorc Proviwcoce, and they wer
there,”
“What, the rebels?" asked a chorus of
voices,

"Yes, moren a hondred ov ‘em, with the
place stored wWith puwaer frein Loor to Coos.
e fiends ha' made it their headguarters,
Well, 1 found out so mucu, and then, with
the whole crowd of yelling vewons on my
trail, I bad to strike a bee-line back, How
I got througih I never knew, bhut here 1T win,
althongh more'n one bullet bas marked me
fur life."

Dull, heuvy despair setlled upon all.
lust hope was gone,

The
Had s.avines suecceeded
in reaching Fort WResolution, all, perhaps,
would yet have been well, But as it was,
with nobt more than o dozen rounds of eort-
ridges each, naugat bubt dc.ath stared them
in the Tace.

IFor a long time there was silence, broken
only by the sound of occasional liring from
without., Haynes' failure had disheart ened
chem. suddenly into Trooper James' cyes
there came the Light of a gre.t resolve. The
new recruit, the latest addition to the island
fort up in Mackenzie country, stood by Lhe
table, and In clear, deliberate tones set forth
hia intentiona:

“Boys, 1'm going through the lines,
what you will! Tnere's none here to
me nay, gince Sergeant Milea was Liid to rest
a week gince under the strra, DBecause one
Lias failed is no proof that [ sha'n't suceeen,
Why, I'll hustle through the crowd and be
across the Great 3alt Luke in next to no
timee ™

Even whila he spoke he dived into hls furs,

Sy
CHA

strapped a pair of snow-shoes on hia back,

' .'; -'I'I i T, g lider b gy
| et R R
Tl q, J,grl L.}

slung his rifle diangonally across them, and
then, having mude sunary other little pre-
parations, faced round on the bone-wearled
and heart-sick men.

“If I'm not back by Thursday night—Iit's
now Monday-—my name is not James., But
you can reckon on it, lads. He lifted the
bar, swinng back the door noiselessly, took
one last look at the exhansted defenders,
and was gone.

The night was clear and fine, but ex-
tremely cold. The young trooper's eyes firsg
critically examined the distant horizon to
see whether there waus a promise of a snow-
storm or not, then satished that nothing waas
to be feared in thaut direction, he set to
work worming his way along over the frozen
ground in the direction remote from that In
which the hulf-breeds’ camp-fire twinkled
briskly among the trees.

There is naught miore lieree in homan form
than the Canadian half-breed when the lire-
water is in him; buf inflaine In him the tire
of rehellion, a spirit of enmity ag.sirst those
by .whom i:e is ruled, and he hecomes a
veritahle demon, a fiend of the most merei-
less type. Noneg ecould realise thiz  hetter
than the young trooper. Ile carried his life
in his hands, and he knew it!

Forty, perhaps Gfty, yards he had gone,
when o dark, motionless Higoure, immovahble as
a statue, loomed before his line of wvision,
Not twenty paces distant was an armed
sentry, TFor what scemed an eternity  of
bime the trooper lay moltionless. Only when
he had satislied himsell thot he was unob-
served did he start off again in a fresn
direction.

At last he reached the shelter of the trees,
Here all was blackness. He rose noizelessly
to his feet, stretched out his hand to grasp
a tree-trunk. Batb even as his fingers closed,
as he thought, upon the wood, he sprang
back in alarm, for the tree was no tree at
all, but & man. A shrill ery of alarin floated
awiy amongst the pines and towards the
distant firelight: but Trooper James tarried
not to allow of investioation bejnoe made
into his personality. Instead, he let drive
with all his foree ot what he could see of
the half-breed's head. The blow went home
with a sickening erash, ana the sentry went
down as inanimate and inert a mass as he
had been a moment before at his post.

Immediately James turned and vanished
amid the treea, Not a minute, however,
passed before, like a pack of wolves, a scora
of dark, lithe forms were hot on his trail,
tracking him down to the edge of the ice.
Ah, there he was, speeding like the wind
acroas the lake in the direction of the nearest
jzlet. But the trooper was not the only one
swilt of foot. As the velling ecrowd took up
the chase in eprnest, they gained perceptibly,
thie while sbhouting strange orders that the
fugitive failed to understand.
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Soddenly, however, enlightenment eame Lo
him with terrible forece. DBy this time =
faint moon had risen, and, looking over his
shoulder, bre eaw his pursuers noi a hvep-
dred and fifty yards %o the rear. _

Ag he leapt forward a startling toing
happened. His foot slid through a hole in
the ice caunsed by some warm spring, and
down he went, just ns s huge muzzie-loader
roared from the distant shore towards which
his foce was set, a«nd sent its iron liail of
death sereaming over his head. -

As the report died awav among the iLfr!lHIﬁ
the policeman rose to the surface, gripped
the edge of the ice, dragged himecil up, il
gtarted off once apain.

His keen eyes had noticed the point whenee
had proceeded the blinding flash of light,
and towards it he raced.

At lazt he was on enlid ground |
Ho clumbered up the steep hank. Yes,
there was the sun, aml the gunner, Loo.
He could dimly make out both, and the muan
was oblivious of his danger. o

The shouts of his pursuers ringing in his
earz, the trooper crawled swiftly forward,
Ope catlike epring amd he was upon the
man, who had just compleled reloading the
old gun. The suddenness of the uttack =ent
the half-breed to earth with a force that
robbed hin of his senses; then, hardly stop-
ping to think, James drew a box of matches
from his tunie, struck one, swung the great
gun rouml a point, and upplied the light to
the touchhole. Instantly he sprang back.
ward, and turned in biz mad flight. Hut
even as he ran, a stupendous rour seemed
to shake the heavens, and a blinding sheet
of flame shot out in all directions as the
muzzle-londer burst, James saw i confused
mass of struggling humanity by the edge of
the lave. then hie ran as he had never ol
in his life before. ‘

“The first bhlow has heen dealt to Plerre
Boreaw's rising,” he mwitersd, and. passine
from island to i=land, he kept his face ever
turned to the eastern shore. His work as
yet was only just begun.

again.

THE SECCND CHAPTER.
The ‘ Hold-up."

NUE clear of the Islund, and safe—
O at least for the preszent-—from all

probability of  pursuit, Trooper
James deftly fastened on his snow-
shoes, and then concentrated all  his

physical energy in the wild flight over the
vast frozen expanse which lay between bhim
and his destination.

He knew full well that he must reach Fort
Besolution to bring a rescue-party to- his
beleaguered fellows in the log-cabin on the
feland, and to stamp out the red flame of
rebellion  which had so mysteriously but
guddeniy risen among the half-breeds of tha!
ortion of upper Canaoda, But why should
e not, he asked himself as he glided swiltly
and silently along, pay a visit to the ruoincd
fort on the eastern bank, where, if Trooper
Haynes' account were to be relied uvpon, the
whole of the ammunition and arms collecled
by the half-breed rebels were stored,

The moon was now up, and hy its white
light, reflected in myriads of dancing points
on the snow-laden s#round, the whole drear:
countrvside was vwisible for miles around.
The hesitating man drew out his waleh and
glanced at the face.

*Ten minutes past two. At this rate I
ought to reach the ruined fort somewhere
ahont four o'clock,™ he =aid.

Mechanically he un=zlung his rifle, examined
it carefully, opened the magazine, filled It
with cartridges, and started off agoin.

A swift run of two hours brounght into hi-
line of vivion a dark, indistinet mass in the
far distance. As he drew nearer the
erescent moon revealed to him all that now
remained of what in its day had been Fort
Providence, one of the strongest anl best.
equipped outposts of the TMudson Bay Trading
Company.

Now ruined, tumbledown log shelters raiscdd
their "broten walls to the sky. Banks of
earthy, =zilent, ice-bound pools, lay on every
gide.  Yet in the midst of the roins a fair-
gized log shanty stood intaet. withstandinge
the ravages of time, amd [rom one =mauli
window at the western end a dull. solitary
alesm sLill shone.  There was no ecoverine
aver Lthe hadlv-cracked glass, o fact whiel
o=l o little sati-feelion to the vounes
trooper, wha, rifle in hamd. tipteed up to
it and looked in. The scene that el i
cves was one that set his pulses beating
wildly.

Within, on oppasite <ides of a rough trextle
table, o couple of still forins bent lorward,
their greasy heads pillowed on their arms.
4 black bottle stood betweeu them, while
a dirty puck of cards lold how these de-
fenders of the rebel stures spent  their
leisure time.

In a corner were stuchked old-fashioned
fiintloeks and muskets, in true Keeping with
the serried rowas of powder-hegs rapged alouyg
oneg ewd.

Frooper James chuckled crimly.

“Bo that's the sort of stulf the poor
heggurs are fighting with—powder that's
luin untouched tor close on u hundred years,
left here, most probably, when the fort was
abundoned, Yet there's dauger in it, for
gven an old muosket loaded with powder and
ball Is, In the hoand: of 4 pood marksman, a
deadly weapon. Yes, that lot will have to be
-rendered u+eless hefore 1 get o move on to
Fort Resolution."

Asg he spoke softly to himeelf, he drove
the butt of hls carbine through the little
window. The tinkling of the gluss, uns it
fell in a shower wilhin, was apswered by

a volley of jmprecations from the ULwo
startled half-breeds, who sprung to their
feet, to find them-:elves covered by the

deadly tube of a .44 Winchester.

“1 guess the luck’s at my emd.” sald the
trooper, nquietly fiving both rascals with a
steely gleam. “Don’t try and sling your
hand to the gun at your hips, or, by hokey,
I drill you elean! Now, then, out with
those shooter=—quick !

The two frightenced raseals obeyed, and

laid a couple of heavy revolvers om the
table.

 How to render them useless? James
thousht swiftly. ‘Then his eye Jit on a

chest in the far corner. A key was In the

lack.

“Here, vou," he said, indieating with the
parrel of his earbine one trembling wretch,
“just wulk over to that chest yonder and
fling back the lid!™

The hali-breed obeyed.

“Now pick up the pistol nearest you apd

e, ] L -

fling it straight in. The slightest hesitation
o movement to do otherwisze, and you'ra a
dead 'un! Now!"

The revolver whizzed through the alr, amd
fell with a elatter into the open chest.

" Now the other!”

Number two fgllowed suit.

“Lock the chest and open the door,” cofl-
tinned James sternly. ‘This, too, was done.

"Z:Irrxt-, pitch that key out as far as you
can!”

The ruffian conld do naught but obey.
Returning, he flung himsell sullenly into &
ehair, as if his work were done.

“Out of thet, sharp'” commanded the
trooper.  “I've ouly just begun—in fact,
I've come to stay—afl any rate, till a big
jobh's finished.

“To business. Youn with the broken noze,
just 1ift down the keg of powder necarest
you. Right! Now tuke the tep off eare-
fully—carefully, mind you, or up you'il go.
You, ugly face "—indicating with his gun the
gther frightened wreteh—*just All that pall
with water from the great butt yonder!”

The mun did as he was bid.

“Pour the water on the powder until I
tell you to stop.” _

With no good grace the half-hreed accont-
plished the task.

“Keg number two the same,” urged
Jomes; “nnd be slick about it. I'm getting
tired, and may come and do the work

myself—in which case I shall dispense with
Loth of you.”

The wretches understood, und hastily
soaked the sccond keg of glistening powder
grains until it was rendered useless,

The dawn was paling the castern sky when
the last musket-lock was smashed. 'Troeper
James had accomplizhed a great deed, and he
was wondering how to put the finishing
touches om it, when ua shout in the far
distance caused him to tourn. Away behind
him a number of dark specks fiitied on the
horizon. He knew what they meant.

“The flends are on my¥ track!” he mutiered.
"It's time I cleared!™

(Continued nn page 27, column 3.)

| The

trooper drew a box of matches Irom his pocket, struck one,swung the great
' un round a point and applied the light to the touchhole.
' backwaid, and twined in his mad flight.
| seemed to shake the heavens, and a blinding sheet of fame shot outin all directions
: as the muzzle loader huist.

Instantly he sprang
Bui even as he ran a stupendous roar

Tre MacxerT Lisnany.—No, Hid
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WHO IS THE YELIOW CLAW? READ ¢ELOW AND SEE IF

"-

The * Wire® From London!

L] ELL, thank goodness, that
show's overt”
John Huntingdon rubbed

away ab his face with a
greasy rag to remove the grease-paint.
The first night at the Royalty, Blackpool,
had passed without any excitement =o
far as the threat of the Yellow Claw
was concerned, although there had been
oxcitemnent in plonty when the curtain
had finally rung down on the last scenc
ol the play, “1&:’111 and His Money.”

The inhabitants and holiday-makers at
Blackpool bad called time and time again,
for the lead, played by Huntingdon, to
present himself before the curtain. Six
times had Sir Malcolm Dunderfield’s
nephew appeared before the lowered
curtain, bowed his acknowledgments,
gnd then “taken his curtain” again,
The roars of applause echoed out loud
and long even when he had retired to
his dressing-room, where Jack Drake,
cheerful as ever despite the nerve-wrack-
ing evening, was ready to assist himv inta
his ordinary clothes,

Huntingdon occupied a dressing-room
on & level with the stage itself, and
throughout the whols of the performance
Inspector Pyecroft of Scotland Yard had
mounted guard outside the door marked
with a star, whilst Jack Drake had kept
wateh on the other side of the door,

Each had been expecting some attack
from the emissaries of the society, and
cach had been highly strung throughout
the evening, But the “house " had been
cleared now, and the only sounds of life
that reigned were the yells of the stage-
hands as they cleared lﬁw stage, and the
light . laughter of the rest of the com-
pany as they removed their make-ups
and donned ordinary attire,

There came a discreet knock at the
door of the “star's " dressing-room, and
Huntingdon, without pausing to turn

away from the mirror into which he was'

azing, yelled :
¢ “L‘Emi in!"

The door opened, to admit the stal-
wart figure of Inspector Pyecroft of
Scotland Yard. In his hand he carried
a buff envelope; and Huntingdon, catch-
ing sight of its reflection in the mirror,
turned swiftly.

“What's wrong, Pyecrolt?' he asked
anxiously, “Hate the sight of tele-
grams !’

“Don’t know, Me. Huntingdon,” said
the C.I.LD. man. “But this came for
you at the beginning of the firsi acl.
Now, don't get waxy,” he added, as
Huntingdon was about to oxpostilate.

Tue MacweEr LiBrany.—No, 843.
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“For Mr. Mallish, the manager, gave me
orders not to deliver it to you until after
the show. He said you were performing
splendidly, and it might put you off your
stroka.”

““Like his cheek " exclaimed Hunting-
don hurriedly, slitting the edge of the
envelope., * J—]—"

He broke off as the full meaning of
the few words in the telegram became
apparent. They were:

“Come at once—Euston Station.
Uncle Mervyn missing. Foul play. &
“ DUNDERFIELD,

SH0000000000000000000000000

IN THE LIMELIQHT.

THE YELLOW CLAW, the chiel of
A apowerful organisation that

. pﬁ's upon wealthy Tnglishmen.

SIR MALCOLM DUNDERFIELD, &
suceessful City financier, whose
family the Yellow Claw has
threatened to wipe out,

JOHN HUNTINGDON, his nephew,
An actor by profeasjon, Hunting-
don invariably Alls the leading
role in Mark Chaerton's plays.

FERRERS LOCKE, the [amious
detective, of Baker Street, who
has been engaged by Bir Malcolm
te bring the dreaded society to
book.

JACK DRAEKE, the sleuth’s clever
boy assistant, who i3 given a job

. 83 dresser to Huntingdon.

INSPECTOR PYECROFT, a Hcotland
Yard detective, who has joined
forces with Ferrers Locke. :

MARK CHAERRTON, a succeasful
playwright, who has also been
threatened by the Yellow Claw,
He, too, secks Ferrers Locke's
gervices when his theatrieal com-
rany starts itz tour of the
provinces,

After a series of exciting adven-
tures with his mysteriona foe, Ferrers
Locke journeys to London, leaving
Huntingdon, Drake, and Inspector
Pyecroft at the Royalty Theatre at
Blackpool. On his arrival the sleuth
learns that Mervyn Dunderfleld, n
famops painter amd eousin to  Sir
Maleolm, is miszing from his fat
in Eensington Square. Io the flak
itselt is found the body of a man
answering to the description of the
Yellow Claw. The police officials are
inclined to the theory that Mervyn
Dunderfield has shot the Yellow Claw,
but Locke proves to them that the
dead man iz not the head of the
secret society, and, moreover, deelares
that Mervyn Dunderfield has hbeen
carrled away by the Yellow Claw in
aceordance with his threat €0 wipe
out the entire Dunderfield family,

{Now read on.)
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YOU CAN DISCOVER HIS IDENTITY?
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“Good heavens!” breathed the actor,
hia face paling under the make-up.
““What on earth’s happened to him?"

Seeing the looks of inquiry on the faces
of the inspector and Jack Drake, the
actor handed them the telegram to read.

“Bad business!” grunted Pyecroft at

length. “The Claw pang again, I'll
wager!”
“Tooks like it!” admitted Drake,

shaking his head reflectively.

“] must got off at once,” interrupted
Huntingdon. *“ Mallish will have to put
an understudy on for a time—until I get
back here, at any rate.” :

“What's that?" asked the Eent]cman in
t

question, as he entered the dressing-
room, “No bad mnews, 1 trust,
Huntingdon "

The leading actor quickly explained
matters, and reluctantly Mr. Mallish had
to admit that Huntingdon should *'get
away " as quickly as possible. Murmur-
ing his sympathies, the manager with-
drew, leaving Dunderfield's nephew to
complete his change of attire.

“You had bhetter come with me,
Drake,” he said at length. * Pyecroft
can atay here until Mr., Locke returns
from town.” '

“Suppose the wire is genuine,” mut-
tered the C.LI.D. man, with a perplexed
frown crossing his heavy features., **lLi
isn't o hoax on the part of the H

He never completed his sentence, for
there came a loud knock at the door of
the dressing-room, and the call-boy ap-
peared 1n sight.

“Wanted on tho phone!” he jerked
out, puneing meaningly in Pyecroft's
direction., *“Trunk call, sir.”

The (11D, man withdrew, and was
away for about five minutes. He re-
appeared, looking ferocious and out of
temper.

“The news is genunine,” he grunted.
“ At least, what 1 heard of it. Ierrers
Locke has just been on the phone fo
mme,  Just had Lime to say that Mr,
Moervyn Dunderfield was missing, and
ihat soine exciting events had taken
place in town concerning the Yellow
Claw, when we were cut off. I've been
calling the exchange every name under
the sun, but ean pet nothing satisfnetory
from them.”

“By Jove, ihat settles it!" said Hunt-
ingdon, “1 must get off without delay.
Sha’™n't be a minute, yvou fellows!" he
added, darting to the door of the dress.
ing-room. Hail a taxi for me, Jack!™

“HRight-ho!” replied Locke's young
assistunt, following close on the actor's
I:!T'E".[H-,

mtingdon dovled acvasz the stage,

1
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obscssed with strange fears dnd fancies.
He was so preoccupied with his own dis
uisting thoughts that he failed to hea
the raucous shouts of the stege-hands a:
they shifted the scemery in their usual
boistei-ous fashion.

“Clear! Mind your legs, sir!” _

One of the stage-hands yelled the
warning as ho rushed along on s
wooden [rame an eighteen-foot fat—a
portion of the scenery belonging to the
dining-room “set” in *Man and ‘Hi-
Money.” C _
To avoid an encounter with moving

scenery when the stage is being set one

requires a good eye and a clear head.
At nights—as was the case at present—
when the men are extra anxious to gel
their work done so that they may get
off to bed, the speed at which they ereci
the scenery in readiness for the first ac
of the next evening's performance s
astonishing.

In course of time actors and actresses
become aceustomed to “dodging " the
scenery when it is om the “move,” an:!
thus it was the stare-hand bearing down
upon HHuntingdon gave little thonght te
the fact that he might run into the actor.
Moreover, the cumbersome piece o
seenery he was running across the stage
practically obseured his view of anything
or anyone in front of him. And it wa-
not until he was about six inches away
from the actor that he realised there wa-
aeny obstruction in his path.

“Look out, sir!” he yelled,

But the words came too late. Hunt
ingdon had scarcely heard ihem wher
he fclt a severe thump in the shoulde
as the wooden upright of ihe flat strue!
into him. He lost his balance and fell
fell through a trap-deor in the stage.
which the property-man had left open :
few moments hefare.

The stage-hand dropped the piece of
scenery and vushed forward, his face »
picture of concern. Peering into th:
trap, he saw Huntingdon chinging to ont
of the rungs in the ladder that commumni
cated with the cellars helow.

His alarmed ery brought two or three
hands on the seene. and behind them

unded Tnspecitor Pyecroft. He Eushu_zd
E?s way through the group when he dis-
covered who the vietim of the aecident
was and began to descend the ladder.

“Hold on!’ he said encouragingly, a=

Hurtingdon’s white face pecred np at =T teos=tiy
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Limm. “Soon have you out of that!”
A groan escaped Humtingdon as he
stirred on the ladder.

“My leg!” he muttered. *“Think I've
broken it !

The words had bavely passed his lips
when he fainted, 'and the inspector was
snly just in time to prevent him falling
‘0 the stone foor below. With much

~aanting' and grunting—for Huntingdon

vas no light-weight at erdmary times—
“yecroft squeezed his way up the ladder,
lragging the now unconscious actor with
him,

The stage-hands helped him when he
ame within reach of themn, and between
rhem they carried Huntingdon into the
lressing-roant.  The C.I.D. man admizis-
tered restoratives whilst & doctor was
being =ent for. and after three minutes
iHuntingdon opened his eyes.

He smi'ed faintly in the direction of
rhe stage-hand who had been the indirect
cause of the aceident,

“Don't lock eo beastly worried.
Bro:ks.” he zaid. Tt was all my fault!”

The smile left his face as he perceived
lack Drake pushing his way into the
room, for with the advent of Ferrers
[.ocke’s nssistant cama the reflection that
4 journey to London now would be im:-
practicable.  He beckoned him.

“¥You must go, Drake,” he whispered,
“Pyecroft will look ofter me herve,
Jon't waste any time. My uncle evi-
dently has a special reason for wanting
to ses me. "Don't pile on the agony
«ith the old man; tell him that T've
.proined my ankle or something  and
[

He swooned again as
a sudden twinge of
wiin shot throngh his
right. leg, and Inspector

Yyeeroft looked mean-

ingl% at Drake.
“Ttter geot off,

youngster,” he whis-

pered. ** Don't see much
use in it but Hunting-
Jon will feel more con-
‘ont if he knows that
vou have gone to meet
his uncle, ‘IFraid he

|

T
ey

. _.L&-*%_ﬁ—%m

e =

i e
T it T, 2
- Il-_'. - [

E&idli':-‘:
Wkt

’

——

il

wan't.be ahle to walk for-a few weckss
it's a broken leg, 1 know.”
- At thar momoent the doctor arrived,
and Drake took the opportunity of re-

iring.  He entered the cab which he
had  chartered, and WS driven to “tho
“tation., Five minutes later he waa

ahoard the midnight express to London,
The swift rusi through the night air
kept Droke wide awake for-half an hour,
but graduelly rhe rocking motion of the
train lulled his senses to sleep.  When he
avwoke it wias to hear the porters at
Fuston plving their trade; and, shrug-
ging his shon'ders. the lad stepped [rom
the comnnrtinent.

Heo looked ahout him for Sir Malecolm,
bt there was no sign of the City
financier on the platform. At the ticket
barrier. however, was a chaulfeur n
livery. who. upon ecatching sight of
Locke's ussistant, saluted smarily and
stepperd forward. :

“Exense me, Mr. Drake,” he said,
“hut Sir Maleolm has been detained in
town and has left instructions for mo to
drive Master John to Park Lane. He
«aid that perhaps you would accompany
him. But where is Master John, siri”
he added.

Drake, taken aback at the chanfleur’s
knowledgze of him, did not answer for a
few seconds. At the back of his mind
was the suspicion that something was
amiss—some suggestion of foul play. But
the look on the chauffeur’s face com-
plately disarmed him. And again thcre

** Look out, sir 1 ** yelled tﬂ; stage hand. But the words came too late. Huntingdon had searcely heard them when he felt
a severe bump in the shoulder as the wooden upright of the flat struck into him. He lost his balance and fell—fell
~ through a trap-door in the stage, which the property-man had left open a few moments before. (Sce this page.)
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was no mistaking the fact that the fellow
recognised him—although for his part

Drake could not call to mind ever having

geen the man before.

“Mr. Huntingdon could not undertake
the journey,” he replied at length. “He
has met with an accident.”

A look of concern crossed the
chauffeur’s face et this intelligence, and
that look helped to dispel any doubts
Drake might have still retained of the
fellow's genuincness,

“Then—then I had better get back to
my master,” said the chauffeqr. I sup-
pose, sir, you will be calling at Baker
Strect. You see, I know your chief 15 at
home; for he was in consultation with Sir
Malcolm early this evening. May I give
you a lift to Baker Street, sir?”

“ Ag a matter of fact—er—Browning "
—this latter in responso to the chaufienr’s
respectful suggestion—"‘1 wish to soe Sir
Malcolm on his nephew’s behalf, s0 you
awvill kindly drive me to Park Lane.”

“ Very good, sir,” replied the chauffeur,
swiftly controlling the surprised expres-
gion ti;at crossed his features.

He moved towards a splendidly ap-
pointed limousine as he spoke and held
open the door for Drake to enter. With-
out any misgiving at his heart Locke's
assistant stepped into the car, but the
moment the door had closed behind him
he felt a pair of hands reach out at him
from the darkness. Something was
pressed against his nostrils, a hand was
clapped over his mouth, and before he
was fully aware of what was happening
Drako became conscious of a sickly, pun-
gent odour filling his nostrils, )

The whola attack had not ocecupied
more than five seconds, so swiftly and
deftly had it been carried out, but aftor
that five seconds had clapsed Drake
fought like a wild tiger to free himself—
to force that sickly pad away from his
nose—to gulp in fresh air. But struggle
as he might he could not shake off the
hands that gripped him—hands—there
wera four of thom! Ile felt his senses
giving way, as.the ‘)-.mg,anl; fumes of the
pad spread to his lungs, filled hiz head
until it seemed as though it would burst,
And then as tho car beran to move off
& light from a neighbouring street lamp
revealed to him the fates of two dark-
skinned Ethiopians, one each side of
him. He tried to shake off his captors,
but was conscious of his failure, until
his head fell forward on his cdhest and he
knew no more.

In the Devil's Punchbowl !
& ALLO, hallo! That you, Pye-

H eroft?”

Ferrers Locke's voico achoed

across the telephone wires an

hour after Jack Dralke had left the
Royalty Theatre at Blackpoc).

The C.1.D, man had barely scen Hunt-
ingdon safely conveved to a nursing home
and returned to his own hotel when the
night porter had sutnmoned him to the
telephone.

“Borry we were cut off before,” eame
the private detective's voice through the
receiver, ‘“but some confoundedly clever
agent of the Yellow Claw had the cheek
to got on my roof and cut the telephone
cable. I am round at the Yard now,
Pyecroft,” he added. * And between me
and you, old son, things are going to
happen shortly.”

"Are they?” pgrunted Pyecroft.
“They've happened hero all right al-
ready !

He forthwith gave the private detec.
tive gn account of the telegram which
Huntingdon had received, of his acci-
dent on the stage, and Drake's subse-
quent journey to Euston. It was the
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pool express.

latter piece of information that causgd
Ferrers Locke to exclaim aloud:

“What? IDrake gone to London?
Why, the telegram was a fake !’ I've been
with Sir Malcolm all the evening, and
1 know for a fact that no telegram was
gent to his nepheiv, Tell me, Pyecroft,
what train did Drake go b_;'f”

“The midnirht express,” replied the
C. LD, in bewilderment.

** thank tlea.en L shall be in time
said Locke fervently. “It's a trick to get
Huntingdon out of the way. The Yellow
Claw erush won't know that Hunting-
don has met with an accident, and, 1n
any case, they won’'t let Drake slip
between their fingers when he turns up
in Huntingdon's place. I must get busy,
Pyecroft, and cast my net. Sorry to
leave you out at the death, but that is
unavoldable in the circumstances. Your
{'nh now will be to watch IHuntingdon
ike # mouse until you hear from me
again., I am not anticipating any mcre
trouble up at Blackpool, but one can
never bé too certain when dealing with a
gang liko the Yellow Claw. Cheerio,
FPyecroft! Shall not forget your part in
the affair when it comes to spinning the
yarn in official quarters,” he added in a
whisper. ""So long!”

And to Pyecroft’s disgust Ferrers Locke
rang off.

“Well, this 15 a and no mistake!”
muttered the C.LD, man, “I don't know
whether I'm on my head or my heels!
And so the telegram was a bit of bluff—-
thought it was. Confound it! I don't
relish the job of being nurse to Hunting-
don while all the fun’s going on in town,
Just my blessed luck!”™

And with another grunt Pyecroft
picked uﬂ his hat and strolled over to the
nursing home. Despite 'the hour, for it
was oue a.m., he was given admittance
when he produced his credentials and ex-
plained his object in wishing to ocoup
the same room as Huntingdon.  Still
feeling sore at the job of nursemaid
which was to be lus portion until he re-
ceived further instructions from Ferrers
Locke, Inspector Pyecroft, of the C.I.D.
at Scotland Yard, settled himself in a
comfortable chair by the fire to keep
watch on John Huntingdon. The actor
was sleeping soundly, his broken leg had
been set, and it would be only a matter
of time before he would be able to walk
about again.

DBut oven the fact that there were no
complications hardly mollified Pyecroft's
wrath, much as he liked Huntinzdon, for
he was visualising a vivid picture of his
tt_mnfreru in London getting “all the
un.”

As & matter of fact, Forrers Locke at
that moment was speeding in an ordin-
ary taxi to Euston SBtation. e was ac
companied by two plain-clothes men,
fully armed. There was a tenze, sub-
dued air of excitement in the slenth's
face that was symbolical of & hawk about
to swoop on its prey.

At Euston Station tho taxi pulled up
in the rank in the usval way, and the
driver clambered down from his seat
and began to chat with the drivers of
the other cabs, whilst still seated in the
taxi were Ferrers Locke and the two
plain-clothes men,

“Ihie in five minutes,” said Locke,
looking at the luminous dial of his watch.
** Ah, gentlemen, keep your eyes on that
limousine—I rather fancy we shall have
cause to remember its outline Lefore the
morning has worn away,”

He nodded in the direction of the en-
trance to the station through which a
high-powered, smartly turned out,
limousine had emerged. The car drew up
to the curb divectly opposite the platform
which was booked to reccive the Black-
The liveried chauffour
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stepped down from his seat and walked
up to the barrier,

Five minutes after scheduled time the
oxpressed fussed its way into the station,
and Ferrers Locke felt a thrill of ex-
citement as he picked out the youthful
figure of his assistant.

“Thero hc is, gentlemen,” he whis-
pered, indicating Drake with a lean fore-
finger. *“Now we must be fully on the
alert.”

His companions peered out of the win-
dow without disclosing the fact that the
cab contained passengers, and intently
watched thé platform. The driver of
the taxi had eclimbed into his seat
directly the express had come to a stand-
still. The engine of the cab was run.
ning, his hand was on the controls ready
to throw in his gears at the word of com-
mand from the detectives within the cab.

“Look!” muttered Locke at length,
“The chauffeur's telling Drake the tale.
Stand by ; he's entering the'car, Quickly,
driver—off you go, and for Heaven's sako
don’t lose sight of that limousine !

And even ‘as Drake felt his senses de-
parting the taxi on the rank drow out

from the curb and followed in the wake
of the limousine,

“Gentlemen,” said Forrers Locke
briskly, “tho chase has started!"
The Raid !
HE smart limousine sped softly
out of Euston Station, and, to
Locke's surprise, headed for

~_Tottenham Court Road. It was
no difficult matter for the driver of the
detective’'s taxi to keep his quarry in
sight, and he followed in its wake at a
distance of twenty yards.

“Not for dockland, after all,” mmut-
tered Ferrers Locke, as, some minutes
later, the car in front took the road to
Kensington.

His companions made no reply. They
were intently watching the rear light of
the limousine as it raced along in the
half-light, now making for Richmond
and Kingston,

“Where the deuce aro wo going?"
sald Ierrers Locke twenty minutes
later, as their quarry merged into tho
Portsmouth Road, **This is going to
be a long chase, gentlemen, by the look
of things.”

And s0 it seomed, for the car in front
passed The Dittons, tock the Esher Hill
on top gear, and was lost to sight as it
entered the town of Ripley. The taxi
made more work of negotiating tho
famous Ifsher Hill than the limousine
had done, and several valuable minutes
were lost. DBut as the detectives’ car
entcred Ripley they eaught sight of their
quarry once more, and their driver did
i’liﬂ best to make up the ground he had
ost.

Thus the chase went on for one hour
and a half without a stop, although
Foerrers Locke's companions were moved
more than once to put a bullet in the
tyre of the limousine when they came
within shooting range, _

“It's a game of patience,” zaid Locke
quietly, restraining his companions'
impulse. “Weo must do nothing rash,
for I have a premonition that we shall
lecarn more than we expected before the
chaso has finished.”

“¥You don't think we are being led on
a falso trail, do you?" asked onc of tho
plain-clothes men., “Ilo you think the
scoundrels in front are aware of our
being on their tail?"

“Candidly, I don't,” replied the
private detective. “ And there's nothing
to indicato that we are. Remember,
this is a main road, well used hy com-
mercial lorries and vans at night.”

“Yes, I've noticed that,” gruntcd one
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*‘ Now ! *° rapped Ferrers Locke.
with a lusty kick and sprang inside.
Roberts.

Locke.

At the word he drove open the door

““ Hands up !’ The occupanfs of the room sprang fo their
feet in terror and amazement,and found themselves locking down the
glinting barrels of the intruders® revolvers.
“Or I'll fire—to Kill ! **

Not a second behind him was

‘*“ Hands up ! ** repeated
(See page 26.)

\\\\\\

of the police-oflicers, as the taxi gave u
sudden lurch to one side, to allow of o
heavily-laden  lorry  elearance roon,
“Hallo! Ouor amiable friends are slow-
inf down .

t was true. The car in front hail
glowed down to a walking pace, and the
taxi behind did hkewise. Godalming
had been left far behind. In front of
them the detectives could see a wild
expanse of undulating country. To
their right, dvepping sharply Irom the
main voad, lay a long, spacious basin,
with here and there a coltage to denoix
that the place was inhabited.

“The famous Devil's Punchbowl,”
remarked Ferrers Locke.

“And a suitable place for our cul
throat friends to live in,” prunied onc
of the officers. *Look!” he added ex-
citedly. *They ave turning olf to the
right 1"

iven as the officer spoke the rear light
of the limousine vauizhed from view, 1t
reappearcd again a few minuies later
at right angles from the spot where la-t
it had been :een.

“Come on,” sawd Locke, signalling Lo
the taxi-deiver to stop. “We'll follow
on foot. My knowledge of ilis part of
the eountry tells me that we are ncar
ing the end of our journey, for direetly
in front of the limousine 1s a marshy
piece of waszic ground that streiches for
miles. 1f the occupants of the hmousine
intended to cross that swampy countiy
they would not have come such a round-
about and risky way. They would have
taken the brarnch road from Cuildford.
Sce!” e pointed a lean forelinger to
g twinkling red light that glowered out
strangely %rum the silent countryside,
“The car has stopped

* And there’s a cotlage near by, unless
my eyes deceive me!” rapped onc of the
plain-clothes men.

The detectives piled from the taxi
and, ordering the driver to await their
return, planged dovwn the steep decline
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imto the marshy ground that formed the
basin of the Devil's Punchbowl, The
going was hard and laborious, and before
the trio had iraversed many yards they
were beginning to breathe heavily. There
was one consolation, however, the car In
fiont was at a slandstill, and from the
adjacent cotiage came a beam of white
light that showed the occupants of the
limousine entering the porch, carrying
between them an inert figure which
Ferrers Locke knew to be his assistant,
Jack Drake.

“The scoundrels!” he breathed as he
pounded along. “I'm sorry for Jack,
but he must hang on for a bit.”

“Well, he'll be an hour or so before
he comes to,” jerked out one of the
officers. “l'or he was unconscious.
judging by the way he was earried into
the cottnge. But what are we going to
do now, Mr. Locke ?" he added,

“Cet as near 1he cottage as possible,”
veturned the sleuth: “and find out the
lic of the land before we take any direci
action. To act rashly now would b
tanlamount to giving the Yellow Claw
a new leaze of life. It's him [ want.
The rest of ihe society are merely hired
ruflians, of that T have no doubt.”

He panted on, half-stumbling over tlhe
uneven, swaunpy ground, and the grunis
of his commantons made strange music
in  that practically uninhabiied spot.
Onece within twenty yards of Lhe cot-
tage the irio slowed down into a walk,
{akine cover wherever they could, At
the windows of the coltage, the bhlinds
of which were drawn, they could see the
shadowy outlines of men passing {0 and
fro.

They cropt nearcr,

“I'm going to investigate,” whispered
Ferrers Locke."*Veu two hang on here.
Tf T need vou., my sienal will be a single
whistle—yen undersiand 77

The  police-ollicers nodded,  and
watched their ecompanion disappear in

'3

the gloom aslicad. Somo moments later

they observed a silhouetlied figure cross
the beam of light that gleamed out from
underncath the cotiage door, and walk
in the direction of the limousine.

It was Ferrors Locke.

He had hit on the bright idea of
taking out the float of the carburcttor
of the Hmousine—a move that would
successfully frustrate any attempt of the
inmates of the coltage to escape by car.
With every mnerve tightly strung, his
cars strained to their utmost to catch
any suspicious sounds, Ferrers Locke
advanced to the wall of the cottage on
hands and knees. THe made for the
direction of the largest window, and
halted beneath it.

To his cars now came the hum of
voices, and, raising himself gently, he
peered through a portion of the glass
window that was lelt uncovered by the
carclessly drawn blind. The sight that
met his gazo brought a stiflcd cry of
amnazement to his lips.

The roomn he was gazing into was fur-
nished on the most lavish scale. Cosily
lounges and rugs and wonderful pieces
of Dbric-a-brac  abounded everywhere,
whilst the oil paintings on the walls
must have been worth a small fortune,
Thesa details the sleuth noticed in the
twinkling of an eye. 'The next and he
was counting the nunber of persons pre-
eopt. BSeated round a small ivory inlaid
table were four hooded figures, whose
faces were oconcealed by black masks.
Dn either side of them were two brawny
Ethiopians, elad in Europcan dress.

Neforn them was a  middle-aged,
caverg-featured woman, helding the arm
of a young girl—a pretty givl. whose
features contrasted strongly with those
of the woman alongside her. And as
Locke allowed his gaze to rest for a fleet-
ing sccond on the face of the young
eirl, he utteved an exclamation of sar-
prise. For the picture he saw fitled per-
feetly the deseription his-assistant had
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iven him of the girl who called herself

vonne—the girl who had acknowledged
herself to be the daughter ot-the Yellow
Claw. HRecovering trom his surprise,
Locke next became aware of the inam-
mate figure of Drake himself. The boy
was lying stretched out on the carpeted
floor, breathing deeply. Kneeling by his
pide was the chautieur who haa driven
the limousine. (Gazing at the scene
before him with fascination, Locke was
surprised and thrilled to hear a volce

enetrate the thickness of the window,

d the voice was one he had heard
before. It belonged to his late midnight
viui}mr gt the Criterion Hotel at Black-

ool,
£ Locke tried hard to discover whence
the voice came, and it was not until one
of the figures seated at the table rosc
and looked towards the ceiling that he
traced it. Beneath the ceiling of the
room was a little balecony, heavily draped
with curtains, And between the folds
of the curtains appeared the masked face
and head of a man.

And the face of the man was like unto
the Yellow Claw!

Ferrers Locke felt his pulse leap as he
gazed upon the putward image of the
man who had plied his nefarious and
plundering trade with such success. In
his heart of hLearts he knew the real
identity of the mastercriminal, for his
clues had been [;iec&d together, leaving
an almost complete and comprehensive
picture. But as he gazed at that masked
head appearing between the curtains he
felt a shadow of doubt cross his mind.
How could two people so wvastly apart
in évery respect occupy the one role?
Before tlfe mental question had time to
disturb him fully he had backed away
quietly from the wall of the cottage.

Pheep !

The single-whistled note pierced the
night air shrilly, resembling the call of
a bird to its mate, and at the sound
the two plain-clothes men, who had been
eagorly awaiting such a signal, crawled
forward silently and swiftly.

They joined Ferrers Locke, and waited
expectantly, each conszcious of the heavy
and quickened heart-beats of the other.

“Well ' queried the taller of the two.

“Quite well,” chuckled the private
detective.. *“The time is ripe.. I bhave
seouted round the cottage, and the only

means of exit, other than the door at the
front, is the kitchen door leading into
the garden at the back. If Roberts and
I do the right thing, we shall trap the
whole lot of them before they have time
to move. You, Smithson, must keep a
sharp look-out at the back in case of acci-
dents. Your weapons are loaded, gentle-
men 7"

“Bure thing "

“Then gome on!” whispercd Ferrers
Locke.

He advanced without a sound, the
plain-clothes man, Roberts, at his heels.
Both of them carried a brace of fully-
loaded revolvers. As Locke and Roberts
reached the porch of the cottage, Smith-
son, on his part, arrived at the back door
opening into the kitchen-garden.

At the door at the end of the porch
Locke listened intently. VFrom within
came the hum of voices and the jingling
of toin,

He nudged Roberts significantly,

“Now ! he rapped,

At the word he drove open the door
with a lusty kick and sprang inside, his
revolver levelled menacingly. INot a
second behind hitn was Roberts,

“ Hands up!”

The occupants of the room sprang to
their feet in terror and amazement, and
found themselves looking down Lhe
glinting barrels of the intruders’
revolvers.

“Jands up!” repeated Locke, in a
karsh voice, “Or I fire—to kill!"

One of his weapons was directed at
the masked head appearing between the
eurtains in the balcony above; but, to
his consternation, the wvolce—the  voice
he had grown to know and to remember
—still continued to fill the room with its
sinistor note,

For one moment Locke felt compelled
to dispatoch a bullet in the direction of
that masked face, but a sudden thought
entered his mind, and, lowering his re-
volver, he turned to the amazed occu-
pands of the room,

The masked and liooded figures looked
atrangely grotesque in the light that
gleamed out from an alabasier bowl
suspended from the ceiling. The two
brawny Ethiopians, their arms raised
aloft, looked like a pair of sheepish
schoolboys caught i some act of mis-
chief, The chauffeur, and the chauffeur
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alone, was the one likely to give Lrouble,
His eyes .glinted evilly, and his out-
stretched hands began slowly Lo descend
as he thought the levelled revolvers of
the raiders had passed him by, But he
wias soon mistaken,

“Put them up!” rapped Roberts,
shaking one of his revolvers menacingly.
“ No monkey-tricks, you scoundrel !

With a fearsome scowl the chauffeur
stretched his arms aloft again,

The woman, who seemed to have more
than ordinary interest in the young girl
at her side, judging by the way she
oripped her arm, was the first to speak.

“What does this mean?’ shoe de-
manded, with flashing eyes. “YWho are
yout"

“T] am Xerrers Locke, DMyra, Mazel-
rigg ! was the sleuth’s mocking reply.
“ Kindly release your hold of Miss
Yvonne [V

The eyes of the woman addrcssed as
Mrs. Mazelrigg stavted from  their
sockets in amazement, aud then par-
rowed as quickly in fear as she heard
her name pronounced. But her con-
fusion was bub temmporary. With an
easy smile she turned to Ferrers Locke.

“1 think vou must be mistaken!” she
said hanghtily.

“1 think not, madam!” returned the

sleuth. *“We can, howevar, discoss that
matter in & moment. For the time being
I must ask you to excusa me."”
- He bowed low, and turned sharply
on the hooded figures, who had not
uttered a woid since he had appeared in
the room.

“ A sort of pay-night!” he laughed, as
he noted a pile of notes and siver on
the ivory inlaid table. *‘Tt will be the
last pay auy of you will 1cceive for
many a year!”’

Hia bautering tone ceased on  the
instant as«he.hand of one of the hooded
fizures made @ significant move in the
direction of his girdle.

“ No, you don't!” rapped the sleuth,
covering Lhe man with his cwn weapou.
“Qmithson!” He raised his voice 1n a
shout, and in response came an answer-
ing call and the patter of running feet.
A second or so later the other plain-
clothes man appeared in the room.

“1 will trouble you, Smithson,” said

Locke m:u:pllﬁ, “to  bracelet ihese
scoundrels whilst Roberts and I keep
them covered. The chaunffeur,” he

added, glancing meaningly in the direc-
tion of that cowering wrelch, *can
asaist you!”

Smithson brought to light from the
capacipus pockets of his overcoat four
pairs of handeuffs. Iis next move was
to whip away the masks from the faces
of the hooded figures, and their robes,
In each case he revealed an evil-looking
lascar, armed with an equally evil-
logking knife. With a coolness that
is tfpis;al of the greatest police in the
world, Smithson plucked the knives from
the girdles of the lascars and tossed
thom into a corner of the roem. Then
he proceeded to make them prizoners
by the process of passing one air
of the handcuffs over the oulstretched
wrists of two of the rasoals af a time,
Next he approached the two brawny
Bthiopians, and “made one of them,’
s0 Lo speak, in the same way. With
the remaining pair of handcufls jingling
in his hand, ho looked to I'errers Locke
for instructions. :

“The chauffeur and Mrs, DMazelvigg,”
said Locke quietly. “I1t i3 against iy

rinciples to handeuff a woman, but the
Fﬂd}", in the present inslance, is of u

very dangerous type. DMoreover, het
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“evideiice will | be necessavy  when the
Yellow €Claw is placed in the dock.”

“But, zir,” thundered the outraged
lady, “how daie you? I -

Chek |

Ono ring of the handeuff snapped
home on her wrist even as she expostu-
laled, and before her indignant words
had died away the other ring of the
handciuff had fastened on one of the
chauffeur’s wrists,

A nice little rty of rogues!”
chuckled Ferrers cke. And then,
noling the loak of abject terror on the
face of the young girl known as Yvenne,
he became- serioua again, although his
voice was strangely kind and gentle.

“Fear not, f’[is.s Yvonne,” he said,
- with a reassuring smile that brought an
answening smile to the face of the young
girl, “Waea are detectivea. Wo are con-
certed chiefly with the caplure of the
Yellow Claw and his rascally agents,
H'nd'_“_":,

“But I am the daughter of him whao
calla himself the Yellow Claw ! szaid the
girl, with a show of boldiess.

“TPoor girl!™ said Locke gently.
“¥Y¥on are mistaken. You have been
cruelly deceived. On my oath a8 & man
of honour, I tell you that the Yellow
Claw is no relation of yours whatsoever,
let alone being your father.”

“ But — but——" Yvonne's  eyes
gleamed excitedly.  But how do yon
know?! How do I know? For I have
never seen the Yellow Claw without his
disguise. Tell me,” she added plead-
mmgly. * you are not joking?”

“Never morve serious in my life—or
more . clumsy in trying to appear so,”
smiled Fervers Locke.  * But you will
know all within a few hours, unleas 1
am  greatly mistaken. Will you rely
wpon me, Miss ¥Yvonne ?”

T will, Mr. Locke;” she arswered
simply, “Thank Heaven you have rid
me of the one shadow that has overhung
iy life! I am conlent to wait.”

The twa plain-clolhes men had been
interested listeners to the foregoing—
interested and as much amazed as was
the mirl herself, interested and amazed
as Mrs, Mazelrigg was silent and venge-

ful.

. e

“And now, gentlenren,” went on

| Locke, in his usval brusque way, “while

you are bringing my assistant round, I
will discover what lies behind that
hideous masked face yonder.™ '

A significant, scornful look flashed
betweoni the chauffenr and Mrz, Mazel-
rigg; but it had scarcely passed when
Yvonne started forward.

“ That is bluff, Mr. Locke,” she said
earnestly. “That is merely a cleverly
designed mask. Behind it 15 a—"

“ Wireless receiving apparalus?’ sug-

gested the sleuth, with an interrogating

glance.

“How did you know #'

“I must confess that T guessed—and
apparently guessed correctly,” smiled
Ferrers Locke, -

“You have indeed, *sir!" axclaimed
the girl admiringly, . * Although I onl
found out about 1t myself to-day. Jl{
have been a prisoner here for three days
—a prisoner masmuch that I have beer

aceompanied everywhere by Mrs, Mazel

rigg, although I have been allowed to
witlk about the grounds.”

“And who keeps this cottage?”

“The chauffeur,” answered Yvonne
“He worka the wiroless, too. The voice
you heard speaking when you entered
this room was that of the Yellow Clau
himself, speaking from London. It i:
pay-night, and the chauffenr had tc
journey to London fo get thes-
seoundrels’ money. They are ignoran
and simple-minded enough folk, even if
they are eruel and unmerciful. Thes
have always imagined thal the voice
speaking from the balecony proceede’
direct from their chief.”

“Very ingenious and quite in keeping
with the Yellow Claw’s love of dramali:
effect,”” said Locke slowly. * Where |
fails in some respects is counterbalanced
by the fact that the Claw direcls hi-

scoundrelly agents without disclosinr
his 1dentity.”
“That iz s0,"” said ¥vonne. *And

from what I have scen, it has been the
practice of the Yellow Claw always t
rid himgelf of his agzenls after acceptine
their servico for a period of six months.”

“Do you mean that he——" begar
Locke,
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“No, no—not that,” replicd the girl
hurriedly. “I mean, he ships them
back to their own country, with a good
sum of money, and is never troubled
by them again, nily Mrs. Mazelrigg
and the chauffeur hate remained in his
service for years. "

“Indeed? said Locke, moving over
to the wall at the summit of which was
the small balcony. * And how does one
reach that balcony 1

“1 cannot =say,” replied Yvonne, *for
idden {0 roam above
the ground floor. But the. chauffeur
‘can tell you,/? sha added. .

“Come, my man ¥’ said the sleuth, his
lynx eyes on the furlive face of the
man in livery. “It is time for you to
speak out. How do I reach this
balecony 1

For some moments the man was silent,
3 stilo suggested, no doubt, by the
savage prompting of the woman at his
side. But at last ho spoke.

*The cupboard at the far end of the
room,” he said sullenly. “There is a
Hight of steps leading to tho balecony
above."

The detective, leaving Roberls and
Smithson to keep an eye on the
prisonors, walked to the cupboard indi-
cated, and opened the door. The space
beyoud revealed a narrow flight of iron
steps, winding, spiral fashion, to the
coof above., Slipping his eclectric-torch
.nto his pocket, Locke climbed the steps,
ind eventually found himself on thoe
small, semi-civeular balecony.

As Yvonno had said, he discovered a
vireleas receiving set mounted on o
muall table directly behind {he heavy
«urtains, A loud-speaker wns ranged
close to the back of a papier mache
jead, over the front of which was a
Chinese mask, that was supporied on
1 metal pedestal so that il gave the ap-
Jearanca of -2 human head peering
shrough the folds of the curtains in the
ianner of tho old-time marioneties.

With a grim ochuckle, Locka pulled
1side the curtaining and gazed down at
e occupants of the room,

“Behold the Yellow Claw!” he said
mockingly.

(Look out for the comeluding chaplers of
his em.azing seriad next Mond.y.).

WINNING THROUGH!

(Continued from page 21.)

He drew bhack swiftly from the window,
settled himself imto position, and the next
Jetant was speeding away like the wind
aver the frozen ground. Socon he took to the
wvel iee, and contimued his flight In the
sarly morning light towards far-distant Fort
.esolution.

He Beld on to the bitter end—to the time
shen, with the falling of night onee more,
vhie far-away lights of Fort Resolution
-winkled in the gathering gloom. Then, and
mly then, did the half-breeds slacken the
Jursuit, and, turning tail, melt away, know-
I“gt that the cause of Pierre Boreau was
5L, «

[t was an anxiouws, worn-out little gzarrison-
that Trooper James and the strong body of
nen he brought hack with him found within
Lhe shot-riddled walls of Fort Rae. They
had held out almost to the bitter end—
tin fact, when it eame to counting up, Clem
‘eeley produced four ecartridges among the
‘lot. What they had done with the rest
the cold, stark, silent forms lying without
im the ever-deepening snow tlold only too
plainly.

And Trooper James? Was he specially re-
warded for his pluck and peérseverance?
Well, yes, h¢ waa in the long run, butb
not muech at the thme; for actions such as
this one are common out there in the great
pold land of ¢ar Lady of the Snows!

THE END.
(Don't miss “ The Secvet of Doowie Farm #"—4
sext Monday's fine yarn, Bdys.)
Tie Micyer Lisnsny.--No, 343,
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Largest . {‘:Enh Dealor.
E IR EE: I — CHINESE

Dept. 23, COVENTRY.

TURKESTAN.

My great * EASTERN™ I‘achxt containing this uncommon stamp, and also
l'll.r'l.’{"'hﬂi"- Hussin, LITW 2},-India,. PERSIA, Japan, POLAXD {2),
China, PHIL IPPINES I:SJ l:.q'-:rlnn [uhquhﬂuj .|'|..|E1-.I{_1u.'|1',l.;|',-l|,:|u.F Malay,

BTIALITS, « Ukfaine,- FINL .ﬁ.";'[,'r ‘Mozambigue,
umrﬁmﬂk: is. PREE if youask tosoe Approvals.
‘FI{:TDH. BANCROFT,

HULTH.M"-'IA., Dercan,  aned
REND A POSTCAID."
MATLOCK

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning. succeas, Let the Girvan Bystem increase
vour height. Wonderful results, Send P.C. for par-
ticwlars and our £100° guarantee to Enquiry Dept.,
AM.P:;, 17, Btroud Green Road, Loodon, N. 4.

SALE! 1 SALE1!! {‘nmp'!rl.n:r ﬂ'ﬂT"-‘-’l‘-‘Ll’. RECEIVING RETS Now Only
(Tesled and Guarantecd). Thousands 2;‘9 Post

WIREL . »*Sold. Order NOW. 7 Fres
KEN® E, .Jl BMOORE l".‘.EE ‘ROAD, LONDOYN, S.W.

YOURS forg®D

This handsome foll-sized Genlb's Leve
"Watch wont upon cecedpt of 6d. Afbe
anpmra.! gond 1/- more, the balance

may’ then bLe pald by 8 mcnthly
instalmentsol #/-each. Guarantosd
% woars. Ohain¥Free with every watch: Ladies” or
Sl ront's Wrist Watohesin stock on same terms. Cash
returnod (o foll Af dissatisfod. " Bend 84. now to="

2/ SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON) Ltd. (Dept. 122)
4. Queen's Road, Brighton, Sussex.

.\ FACSIM

BTREET, LONDON, W.l.

3o ) 55 - WeeKkly |
. _ 1sallyon pay forourHo. 400A [ady's

% or gcntlﬂmun 8 Mead * Marvel'~—

g‘ the ‘finest cyrlr ever offered on
@l’

¥ suchexceptionallyeasyterms, Bullb
] to stand hard wear. DBrilllantly

T @ plated: richly enamelled, ex-
A Quisitely fined " In two colours.
. Sent packed free, carriage pald on

15 DAYS'FR EE TRIAL.
% Follywarranted. Promptdell: ery,
yioney * refunded If dissatisfled.
Blg bargains in slightly factory
golled mounts. -- Tyres and
Accesaories 334% below shop
rices, Buy direct from the
{:’mmry and eave pounds, -
meven -year-old MEAD
which had traversed 75000 miles,
boat 650 up.to-data machines and
broke the world's record by covering
a4 a6 mitesln3isdaysisexplalned o
our art catalogus. Wrlte TO-DATY
for {ree. copy —brimful of In
formation abont bicycles and
contains glgantia photo
graphsofour latest models
MEADCYCLECO. {IM.J
(Dept. BTOT:
Birmingham

CAMERAS 2/6 each

Fitted with Donble Convex Lens and Self-Adtin

Inw n

SBhutter. OCompleto \-.{Lh FlaLcs, ﬂhmul:.:l.lu. and
" Instruclions. ¢
o Wi EVERY CAMERA GUARANTEED,
: HL“H:ﬁ'-E' # Thae Scout " fakes plates 211, by Hln
g r.r-"11E " - 26, post Treo. * The Bmpire,' 3in, by 24 n.
E"-.-.-r '”Fj 3/6, pogt free.” . Thse Sunbeam,"
JE A Elze, /3, post :l.'rm- Extca Packeta of lﬂl
‘J 1 ind Clﬁrlaimla t'?:ﬂ?"f of above: Bwmall 8,
¥, arge 2/8, poa .
"? New Eumfugue —(agmeras, Mechanicnl Models,

elc.=genl free on request.

BEENNETT EBEROS.,
.37, RED LION ST., HOLBORN, LONDON.

'RHEUMATISM

CURED WHEN DI}ETDR & H'D'EPIT.&L FAILED-.I

42; ELBON Eﬂ:nﬁm, GATERELD."
Elrﬁ,-I nm 65 yedrs old and was aflligted with
m. .1 gufferad terribly night and day

un:t m doctor surggeated hnsmlul treatment. .Thia
took, iut “after twenmty- weeks.I found no relief.
‘lhwu advised :to. Lry ace. . Within a month
race had affcctedl 2 great chango in me. 1 was
enabled to have a good night’s rest instead of torture.
My (riends aro surprized al my appearanoce, thanks to
-your Urace treatment —Yours faithfully, Wm, Hall

URACE: amd URACE alone, can cure Itheumatism. :

It directly. attacks. the cause—uric. acid—dissolves _and Etp.trla.. it Irﬂm tho
system, and provents it reappesranca. That Is why it CURES and OURES
L'.'I'.EEI' Y. 1/3.,-3/- &‘5/- per box. Froar Bodts, Tl-rﬂﬂthjlr \\ttlt.n ﬁl
I.ur g, and all~ Chemiats am‘- Btores, or H

-"""I'Hﬂrhln. 1ng, thnm Honae, Stora Strest,

ALL EHEHIE‘I'E- 3
TABLE} Tl S— ~
1||mlmm|||||||mumm||||uumnmmumnu||||||mmml||||||||||mmm|||1rm||m

c DOINT EXEL :H'UI-I-IIIII
: Special offer. TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE LESSONS from
my Complete Course on JUJFFSU for four pem&:{
stampe, or & Large Illys, Portion of Course for P

Z/6. Jujitau is the best and simplest science
of self-defence and attack ever invented
e ol Learn to take care of yourself under ALL
circumstances. SEND NOW., (Est. 26 years.)
WYAWARA ' [Dept. A.P.Y, 10, Quesnsway, Hanworth., Feltham, BMiddlesex,

RIDE A EBEIXK K

The Roval Imperial High-Grade Cycle all Dritish Built. Guaranteed
for 12 months £4 19g. 6d. Carriage Paid. Gradual payménts arranged.
Write to-day for Free List.—Watta (Dept. C.), Eccles New Rd., Salford.

M AGIG THIGKS - ete.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/6. Ventriloguist's

: Instrument. Invisible. - Imitate Birds.
PYrice6d. each,4forl/-—" Hurriauu 239, Penmnwlle Rd., London, N.L
FREE!!

BLOOCIK OF FOUR TRIANGULARHA g
& BTAMP COLLECTORSE’ OUTFIT l

Bend poibeard nnly requeating Approval Sheets.— -

LIE‘B'UH-'H g TOWNSBSEND, 201n, London H-d.. L'pool.
ll'iii'iIIIIIIlIIIIIIIII]IIIIIlHIIIIII!l[IIIIIIII'I!IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIi.IIIIII'.TIIIIII'tIIIIIIlliIIIIIlIIIIIIIIIlII
When Ansiering Advertisemenls
s . . K
Please Mention This Paper.
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direct from
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