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w2 ERE. yor s, you fellows—wlio
H Wik o to the moon? It
i k. would be a bit of a chenge from
the erdinary seaside or country
holidexy,. wouldn't it And from the wa
thibgs: are going it looks as though it
will: not b ﬁ\g_ before. spome of the enter-
ng travel bureaus are rimoing cheap
wapli-ond tickats to the moon. A German:
eclantist has just put forward a practical
suggestion: for talting: people to the moon
im e projeotile similar to the one described
bpJulea Verne many years ago, Further-
e, the French Astzronomical Society
haae awarded him. a

for his. s
aw thougli there 18 something in it |

MNow, churms, have a lau
which-carne o pooket-lmifa %’ﬂr Gk Murray,
1% High Street, Merton, 3.W. 140,

Elﬂu."ﬁ’lﬂ*: ““ Pachet of pink dye,

Sracar: “ Fow woellen av collon
geods: P

EBitite €3dpl : ** It's fov ma's sltomachi.
e diocfor saidisle'tF kave to diet, and
pindi’s her fovourids colour !’

=SEFLTITETYE

FREE GIFT3 !
I suppose most of
iomking forward: to o summer holiday at
the: soaside ; to- pierrot parties, jolly
ng and’' a restiul lounge in & comfy
diwic chair. Rather! Wn:!]},, hera's mﬁ.
little surprise for you. At all the popular
pemtide- resorts g}‘:& MagHET 3 pﬂp al
Phpresentatives will be on the look-out
foer MaawET readers.  When: readors have
-been: * spottedt "' themse Representatives
widl! ba: pleased 1o present them with a
mgﬁ Frea Gilt, solected from the
f g A M Packet, Largo
Bhilomn;, & Kite, ste. Now you'ro
asing ** What do' we have to do in order
e get spotted T Very little indeed.
When: you're reading your copy of the
MvaHET, in the comfort of a deck chair,
mmlee o point of displaying the cever
peminently,. Got the iden 7 Oneco our
resentativos. 200 thoe MagNET cover
tibmyll
Phoa Gift.

NOW FOR A L!HERE%
whtich: winw: & pocket wallet for 8. Taylor;
55, Juxon: Street, Oxford. Here it in:
N Gasling, s Greyfiqiors perier
In a chon " preuser  and.
snorioe."
When efiope. come i loala,
Ha prompt tochs the gale,
dnd says: ' Whkich os ‘owe '
report ger! ™
L wonder how many of you hawve
wendered—as Dick Maafleld, of South-
pasti,. in w i
‘WHAT DO FIREWORK MAHERS DO
sl the yemr rewrd't Furely, myw Dick,
the fireworks which are burmed on the
Fifth. of November gre not sufficient to
Tae Magrer Lisrary.—No. 1,116,
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riza of 5,000 francs |
ation; which certainly looks §,

ad this joke |

you. are already |

t. ready to. present .you with a |

~~All Jokes and Limericks should be sent to
Magnet,” 5, Eu-:::m: Stroet, Lm-;n::l E.C. 4 (Comp.)i

E‘:P the meanufacturers going
you add the amount of fireworkts made for
romtaa and fetes, that would not be
sufficient to keep the manunfacturers.
busy, The great bulltk of freworka. go

_all! thromgh

larga stook of firoworks aboard, j
they are rarely wsed. But

b iﬂpﬁ for cases of e

mpans that the

ba replaced wit%:
again. 8o, actually, the greatest mumber
of fireworks made ara naver aven used.

ALONE ON THE OCEAN!

ot
, and that
detariorate and heve: o
fresh ones every now and’

amount of interest being eveoked over &
man. who set off in a small cutter to cross
the' Atlantic alone. He has

‘wandered almost around the whole weorld
in thiz meanner, Jlashing his tiller and
letting his small craft {.Iri%t. when he sloepa,
It must teke & great desl of pluck to face
the ocean in such a small veszel, and’ yet
many mon have chosen this particular
lfe of adventure. Most of them, I' am
sorry to say, have disappeared soondr or

aver been zeen or heard of again.
And, telking about

SECRETS OF THE SEA

brings mé to &
South Shields, who asks me if the
of the * Marie Celesta®™ was aver soltead)

Eort refers to the oass of w sailing, ship;
which, VOArS Bgo, was fnundrﬁﬁﬂﬁﬂg
at soa. hen she was boarded nab. a
living baing was in her, although tho breal-
fast: things wera still on the cabin. tabls.
No boats were picked up
had not besn atermy.

thin air—and to'this doy no one has ever
been able to account for thie! It in one
of the strangest staries ever told about
the ses. '

———————

. By the way, yo Dicley Nuagent'a
Just into mry office to teil me that
he fancios he can do my job a jolly sight
better thean I can de it myaelf—af couss,
r!}ieh}' wag first in the fleld when oheek
iwas served out—so, for once i & way,
I'm going to give him his head. Get on
with the giddy washing, Dicky !

! WHAT DID NOAH SAY

i

whent he herd the rane coming down ?
. P. Lash, of Waterford, aske me that

[It's an easy one, He sed ** Listen I

{ I think Dicky meant to have: written
“'Ark 1" there.—Editor), Now we coms

1o & kwery from annuther reader,  * Don't

Fyout think the moddern boy ort to pay mors

atteymimrr to rit;:?g? * he oske: ' Plesse

o3t

answer by I wood have done,
only I can't maik out his ndim  and
address !

to ships at sen.. Every ship carries. af

At the time of writing thero is a certain |’

Jater, and neither they nor their craft have |

from Bert Kay, of
dle b

. ard the wasther |
The entira: crew, |-
together with the captain’ wife. and |
daughter had, seemingly, vanished: into |

| ;?:Ehk wamwiil]! now have
one 058 EI'H BREEPET-
iemces which the editer pros
mgsed yow  This is an eggee
perience which okkurred to
that fsimus orther Richand
Nugont, who rites our wunndefs
ful storys of 8¢t Sam’'s Skool;
axd is tolled in his own words |

A GRATE JAPE!
By Richard Nugent.

Their was a sound of revvel
by night in the Forth-For
dormitory af Groyfriore Skaol,
for Hearry Wharton & Co, were
whout to hold a midnite feest,

“Bring out the ize-pudd-
' kommanded ATy

ing !
“’qim!rcm. " It's topping, yoil

_ fellers, and T ordered it speshally for you.})”
yoar ¥ Of course mot, and even: when |

. The ise-pudding was brort out. It
;sertainly looked good, and the mouths of
‘the Removites witered as they servayed

it
Enh was the first to sampel it.
Groo!' he eggeclamed. © t the

But all the others, being very greedy,
had Eelped themselves to large porshuns,
‘and’ the necket minuta t.hai; wars  all

a

u

i ['dickding ja this "’

il

splutterring and gasping, It looked like
12a-pudding—lint the ta%’ata ! Then, from
‘the dormitery door, kamo a voice which
ﬂm‘:,f all knew well.

ha::iH“* He, Ha!" it lefied. “ Ever baen
' L

The voice was that of Richard Nugent,
.of  the Sacond’ Form, who hed karried
out a grate jape. He hed taken the ise.
'_Ez_lddm whitol. had been intended for the
rForth-Formers, and had substichooted a
EonkoMshinn of his own, which was maid
of cold mashed potaters, liberally be-
sprinklod: with red pepper, and dekoraited
-with chopped' almonds ! And the Second
Form thiat night, ot the ise-pudding which
Harry Whartan had intenuded for his own
nh\%tl?s.

18 waa not tly & hollidey ogps-
‘perience,, but ﬁrgﬁaﬂparthﬁ ﬁd}'tﬂFIl' Eﬁu
klass it a2 one, and award a prize for it
I suggest he does, anyway.

i Dioky Nugent's suggestion will be carried
out— iaps | Anyway, Dicky has been
Em&ﬂ out ! He's alrendy occupied far
too much: of my valuable time, and if X
lot Him. ramble on I will have no room: to
Ltell you of the rest of the festures I have
jin store for youw in our next iesue, The
long complate Greyiriars yarn is antitled :

“ URDEX SUSPICION! '
. By Frank Rickards,

and it features Mark Linley, the hard.
working eohiolarship: boy. Mark is o
sterling chsractar, full t;‘}? grit, and even
: things look decidedly black
; him, Mark seta his teeth and han
o You'll know what h in the
remd when you have read this fine yam
‘mext weele

Enjoying our now serial T Well, there's
-onother trenchant  instalment of * The
Masked Death ! in store for you next
fweek, 5o don't miss it, whatever you do.
-And when you have finished it and docide
to have o little light relisf, you can turn to
i“ Bound for the Amazon ! ™' which iz the
sacond  of Dicky. Nugont’'s * Trezzure ™
series. I can promizo you erome hearty

Jenghe in:- Master Dieky's story noxt woek !
ll To finish up a rattling fine issue there
iwill aleo Be another article of our * Giants
'‘of Cricket™ series,

‘deal with Phili

A you: will
amd’ informative;
That’s cnough for this wook, g0 cheerio,

ehumsa !
YOUR EDITOR.

This time it will
Mead, of Hampshire,
-it decidedly intoresting
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Play Up!

ANG!

B A cricket bat lunged at the
door of Btudy No. 13, in the
Groyiciars Remove, and the door

flew wide.

That was Bob Cherry's gentle way of
announcing his arrival.

Thers was ane fellow in Study No, 13
—Mark Linley, of the Remove. He
was standing at the window, looking
down inte the green, sunny quad, and
he jumped at thoe sound of the crash,
and turned round.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1™ roared Bob.
~ Mark looked at him, smil-
ing faintly. Dob Cherry was
1n his usual exuberant spirits.
His ruddy face was bright;
ho scemed to breathe health
and strength and cheerful-
ness. Do enecally found
the world a jolly little place
to live in. On that particular
a fternoon, i Bob waz com-
pletely satished with the uni-
verse. A half-holiday, & glorious sume-
mer's dai,e and a ericket mateh just
going to begin—Bob did not want more
than that to make him rejoice.

Iis look was rather a contrast to
Mark Linley's. There was a thoughtful
shada on Mark's face, tinged with
anxiaty. Dob did net ohserve it, for
the momoent.

"Out you come!” he roared.
gotten the mateh, what i

“"No. but—"

“¥You haven't changed yet."

"Hﬂl. I““—"—"

“Buck up®

* But [—"

“The men are just going down to
Little Bide,” eaid Bob., “We're going
te mop wup the Shell this afernoon—
massacre them, in fact. That ass, Hob-

“For-

eon, of the Shell, thinks he's gmnﬁ to B
af

He's said so.
coming, as Fishy

bent the Remove.
got another guess

the Greyiriars

CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS!

would say. Come on, fathead. What
are you hanpging about for?”

13 Euh I_'__h

“Hats!" DBob glanced at the study
table, whera a volume of Zenophon lay
apen, and by i1t several sheets zeribbled
in Greek, Bob shuddered. The sight
aof a Greek charncter was enough to
make him shudder. Bob found Latin
tough enough. Greck he regarded as
something in the nature of racks and

thumbserawa, Y YWou asal Swotting
aguin?”

“INot exactly, T B

“Well, you fathead!" s=aid Bob.

“Cricket match just %uim‘; to beogin,
and here you ara travelling along those

Here's a heart-stirring story, telling of a
scholarship boy's plucky effort to help his
impoverished parents, and of the evil
construction certain “nosey parkers” in
Remove place upon it,

giddy old parasangs with Zenophon.
Biless him and his parasangs. hat
Llhe dickens is a parasang, by the way I

Mark smiled.

“I'va been going over the thing
again, a bit,” he confessed. “You see,
the result of the Popper Prize is out
to-dny e

“You did your paper for that n fort-
night ago,”

“Yes: but T"m not satisfied with it"
snid Maork slowly. "The exam's open
to Fourth and Shell, as well as Remove,
and-—and I fanoy some Shell man will
walk off the prize.”

“Well, going over it again thia after-
noon won't help, will i7" asked Bob.
“No. I was just trying to make out
itf I could have done =8 better
apar—--=-
“My dear chap, better put the whole
thing out of your mind,” said Bobh. “No

; e
Frank Richards.

good worrying whether wvour paper's
good or bad. Can't be altered now.”
“I know. DBut—"

“It's not like you to get nur*.r_t;,"'
said Bal, staring at the Lancashire
junior. “Don't let it grow on you, old
bean. As poon 0s your paper was
fintzshed, and handed in, you should have
chocked the whola thing out of your
little mind. I should.”

Mark nodded, without speaking.

“Awfully keen om the prize!” asked
Itob, with & grin.
"Well, yes.”

“That isn't like ﬁu, either. It's &

cash prize, and I haven't noticed you

woere  awfully  keen ter

i b to need th

"1—1 happen to nead the
tenner——="

“Well, you won't bring the
tenner any nearer by mooch-
ing in the study, and sapping
Greek, Come oni"

Mark hesitated.

“The—the fact is, I'd
_ rather not play to-day,” he
said. "Ask Wharton to let me off
He can casily find another man.”

“Rubbish 1**

“"Mowland's a good man, and hea's
keen to play. I'd like to see Newland
given & chance in the match—*

UXewland's all right: buot you're
going to play,” nnswered Bob. “Get a
move an, fathead ™

“The names will bo on the board ab
four,” said Mark., "I—I don't want to
be out of the House then."

“My dear chap, whatever the names
i_m?. they'll be just the same at six as at
cHaE.

“1 know—but—"

“But you're anxious about tho resuli,
and you're going to mooch about the
House waiting for the names to be pub
up, and waste n lovely afternoon, and
o cricket match "

“Well, vou sep—"
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"I don’t I” eaid Bob Cherry cheerily.
“What you want, to take your mind off
a worry, i8 open air and exercise. Much
bettar for you, old bean. If you bang
about doing nothing till four o'clock,
you’ll get as mervous ns a cat. You're
going to play cricket. See?"

“1—1I'd rather—"

“Rely on an old pal for good advice,”
said Bob. “Cricket's what you want,
and what you're going to gqti Mooch.
ing and worrying ain't good for o chap.
Coma on.”

Mark shook his hend.

“I'm not coming, Bob. I—I'm really
anxious about that prize—it means 2
lot to me. I ean’t get my mind off it
to-day. I should play o rotten game,
and ﬁ.\l;- down the side.”

“No, you wouldn’t, old scout. Once
vou get the willow in your paws, you'll
play up. You're mot the man to let
an down. Come on.™

.ﬁut ark did not come on. Tho
shadow had deepened on his good-
looking, intelligont face. His eves had
n haranssed lock. Bob's expression
became more serions _

“Look here, old_ man,” he said
quictly, “'I tell vou I'm right. You're
getting nervy, and that’s bad. I can
guess that the prize means a ot to you
—I suppose it's your people at home?"”
Linley nodded.

g | tgnught s0. But worrying won't
alter facts. You want to buck up, and
keep o stiff upper lip. You're really
wanted in the Remove team, if we're
going to beat the Shell. Play up, old
man! Put in that northern punch that
:-}hﬁ ]E'rincn was speaking about the other
ay.

T?But_._lh -

“You followa coming? shouted 1ihe
voice of Harry Wharton, from the
Remove statreaso.

“Coming | bawled back Bob Cherry.

“Buck up, then |* .

“Right] Come on, Marky—and give
*emn the northern punch.”

And a: Mark =till hesitated, Dob
Cherry took his chum by the arm, and
waltzed him out of the study.

“Hold ont* gasped Mark, ~I—"

“This way!” chuckled Bobh, and with
a giﬁ of iron on Linley’'s arm, hao
ru him dewn the Remove passago.
“"You ass! [—"

"“EKeep moving!” )

Mark had no choice about keeping
moving, unless he entered into a scrap
with his loyal ehum. And in a couple
of minutes more, he was changing for
cricket, and—as he had to admit—fFeel-
g all the better for it.

e it

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Noihing for Bunfer !

SAY, you fellows!”
“Hook it, Bunter I*
“But I gay—"

B

“Fathead! No time to waste
now., Hook 1t!"
“Y eay, it's important!” howled
Bunter.

“Hold on a tick, old chap!” szid
Mark Linley good-naturediy.

And Bob impatiently held on,

The other Remove cricketers were all
on Little 8ide. Bob Cherry and Mark
Linley were hurrying after them, when
the Owl of the Hemove interposed his
plump person im their way. Billy-
Dunter was looking very gerious. And
what he had to sey was evidently im:
portant—from Bunter's point of view,
et least,

“Cut it short, fatty |” said Bob.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—*

“Wo're dus at the ericket, Bunter,”

Toe Macxer LisRARY.—No, 1,116,

zaid Mark Linley. “If you've got any-
thing to say, cough it up—qguick!”

“How ecan a fellow cough it up, when
a fathoad kceps on interrupting hamn,”
saitl Bunter peovishly. “It's about tiwe
Popper Prize, Linley.”

Nark started.

“What about that " he asked.
nanes aro not out yeb.”

* Lots of fellows think that Stewart of
the Shell will come out top,” said
Bunter, blinking at him through his
big spectacles. . ;

* Likely enough,” said Mark quietly.
“Btewart's clever at Greek.” :

“Well. I'd rather you got it, old
fellow.”™

“ Are you?" said Mark, in involuntary
surprise,

Billy Bunter was not accustomed to
displaying deep concern for others; but
cortainly the fat junior looked very
earnest now.

“Yes, rather,” said Bunter e.iphatic-
ally. * Being your pal, of coursze, I wish
you luck.”

“How long have you been Marky’'s
pal ¥ grunted Bob Cherry.

“(Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Come on, Marky 1"

1 say, you fellows, I haven't {inished
veb,” said Bunter. *Lots of [ellows in
the Remove think you will beat Stewart,

“Nho

Linley, 1 think so m{f&if and I'm
rather a judge In guc tﬁinga, you
know."”

Mark lavghed. -

“Well, thanks for your good wishes,
anyhow,” he said. "Now, let's geb
un'm_ll

“Hold on a tick! I
yqu get the prize in ca

our name’s top,
;' maid Bunter.

“Now, what I'm coming to is this
I've been o pood friend to you ever

ELRGE Jyou came to Greyfriars, as you
know.

“Oh, my hat!”

“Of course, 1 don’t mean to say that
I'm blind to the social distinction be-
tween us,” explained Bunter. “1 be-
long to wealthy and highly-connected
pecple, and you're & rank outsider, if
you don’t mind my mentioning it."

“Not at all”

“YWell, facts are facts, ain't thf:%?“
said Bunter, blinking at him. "You
wero a factory bounder before you came
here on a sc¢ ﬂ]&ﬂhif), and your people
are poor—disgustingly poor, living in
gome hovel or other in ¥Yorkshire.”

“ Laneashire,” zaid Mark quietly.
“ And not exactly & hovel, Bunter.”

Bob Cherry had taken ap almost con-
vulsive grip on the handle of his hat.
Bunter, oblivions in peril, rattled on.

“T never approved of this scholarship
stunt, letting in all sorts of scragey out-
siders inte a school like Greviriars,™
seid Bunter. "I the governors took

my advice, they'd abolish "em, But
they won't.™ i

“They won't, certainly,” agreed
Mark.

“5till, you ean't deny that I've been
kind te yow,” purswed Bunter.,. * Your
manners, [or instance, have improved
g lot since you came here. You've
henefited by association with me—learn-
ing to act like a gentleman. Lika mo.”

“0h, erumba ¥

“ Are you going to kill him, Marlky ?*
asked Bob Cherry, in & deep, sulphur-
E0UE VOIoe.

*“No,™ sard Mark, langhing,

“Then I'm gomg to.™

“Ohb, really, Cherry! 1 wish you
swouldn’t keep on interrupting when
I'm having a friendly chat with a pal.

Look here, Linley! What I'm getting
at is this—one od turn deserves
another. I've besn kind to wyou, and
treated you well. T'm po gnob. I've
been disappointed about a postal order.”

{thEJ]

“From one of my titled relations™
explained Bunter. *It's practically
cartain to come to-morrow. DBut if it
doesn’t—"  He paused and blinked
anxiously at Mark, *If it doesn't, old
chap, would you mind lending me &
fiver out of the Popper Prize, if you get
it? That will tide me over till I get
my remittance—sen ¥

“J see,” azzented Mark,

The cat was out of the bag now, end
ho saw why he had euddenly become
Blunter's pal.

“Well, 1s it 2 go?” asked the Owl of
the Remove., “A fiver will see me
through. T'll settle on Baturday.”

“*No,” said Mark. “H 1 win the

Popper Prize—I'm in_ necd of it—
Bunter, and I'm not giving it away.”
“Who's talkipg about giving it

away !" demanded Bunter indignantly.
“If vou think I would accept & gift from
a fellow in your social position, Linley,
it only shows what a rank outsider you
are. A loan is n very different thing.”

“Not wery different, in your case,”
sard Mark.

“Oh, really, Linley—"

'Are we %'omg to Lkeep the cricket
waiting, while that fat idiot wags his
fiabby chin?” snorted Bob Chorrey.

" Shut :L'J;i a minute, Cherry ! %au’m
all jaw, lika & sheep's head. A fellow
eant get in & word edge-wite when
you're ebout. I say, Linley, I could de
with & pound. Make it & Fnun&."

“Nothing doing, Bunter,” answered
Mark, shaking hiz head.

“Well, after all I've done for you
you—" sald Bunter warmly.

“Come on, Merky."

“Right-ho I*

A fat hand caught at Linley's arm.

“Linley, old chap! Look here, make
it ten bob! Look here, I'll ask you
home to Bunter Court for the holidays,
and give you a chance to meet some
decent people for once in your life,
There 1"

“ Fathead |

Linley shook his arm loose.

“Beast [ roared Bunter, *Yah!
My own fault, I euppose, for com-
descending to be friendly to the lower
classea, What they mean by lettin
uch shady blighters into Greyfriars,
don't understand., 1 can only say-—
yooooop 17

Bunter made that final remark un-
intentionally, as the business end of Bob
Cherry's bat thumped on his extensive
waisteoat.

Bunter sat down suddenly
guad.

“ Whooooo I he gazpoed.

“ Now, come on, Marky, you zss, and
don’t waste any mere time,” said Bob;
and the two juniors ran on lightly to-
wards the cricket ground, leavimg Wil-
liatn George Bunter struggling frantie-
a.ll;r for his second wind.

“Buck wup, you men!” called out
Wharton. “The 8hell are going
to bat! Waiting for you!l"

“The waitfulness is terrifie,” re-
marked Hurres Jamset Ram Bingh.
“But the lateflulness iz better than tha
neverfulness.”

T .i.ﬂ:.iml the Remove men went into the
eld.

Hobson and Stewart opened the in-
nings for the Shell, and Hurree Jamset
Ttam Singh went on to bow! the first
over for the Hemove. The goame was
soon going strong.

Hob Cherry glanced once or dwice
at Mark.,. 'T'he Lancashire lad waeas
anxious about the outcome of the prize
exam, into which he had put a great
deal of hard work. And Bob could

uess that he had reason to be anxious.

ut now that he was on the cricket field

in the

Harry
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“ Wall, "ere”s the paper,” sald Mr. Clegz. *‘ You young gents look at it, and see il you can make "ead or fail of It."" The
document was shown to the Removites and they looked at it with interest, wondering what on earth it contld be,  (Sce Chapler §.)

Mark seemed to have dismigsed the
matter from his mind, as Bob had re-
commended. His face was bright, and
his eyos keen, his manner aloert, and he
was evidently putting all his sattention
into the matter in hand. And Bob
was satiafied.

And that Mark was a useful man, ad-
mitted of no doubt. The Shell, an older
team than the Remove, had many ad-
vantagas, and the heroes of the Lower
Fuurtiﬂhad s hard fight beforo them,
Hobson, the ceptain of Shell, was in
great form, and he bade defiance even
to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's bowling,
and the scarcely less keen bowling of
Tom Brown, the New Zealand junior.
Runs piled up for the 8hell, #ill sud-
denly there was & roar from the Re-
move men round the field :

“Caught !

" 0Oh, well caught!™

"Good man, Linley(”

Mark Linley held up the ball; and
Hobaon of the 3hell, with a grunt,
followed the example of the ploughman

in the poem, and homeward plodded
hiz weary way.

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’s New Pal ]

1 LL down for 40!" =aid Bob
A Cherry, when the last Shell
wicket had fallen. “If we
can't beat that, you men—"

“We canl” gaid Harry Wharton
nhanrfu[lgé .

“The beatfulness will ba terrific, m
csteemed Dob. The absurd Shell will
not have a preposterous look-in"

"Feoling fit, Marky?" asked Dob.

Merk Linley was glancing in the

direction of
round
spoke,

“Fit az a fiddle,” he anzwered.

e coloured a little. In the pause
following the Shell innings the Popper
Prize had ecomo into his mind again.
But it was useless to go up to the
House yet; the result was to be postod
at four o'cleck, and it was not vet
half-past three. In such matiers the
Hea was meticulousl punctual,
neither hefore nor after time.

“Give it a miss, old bean,” mur-

mured DBob. " You're down fourth to
bat, you know.™

“That's all right,” said Mark
brightly. “I'm feeling fit to give the
Shell a run for their money.”

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry
openod the inm’t:fs for the Remove.
ohson & Co. had not made the score
they had hoped {for, and they were
reeolved to take it out of the Hemove
in bowling. But they found the Lower
Fourth batsmen hard to shift. Harr
Wharton scemed impregnable at his
wicket, and though Bob secemed to give
the enemy more chances, the chances
never seemed to materialize, and Bob's
mighty swipes drove the leather far
afield, and gave tho Bhell good hunt.
ing. Under the bright summer sun-
shine, Hobson & Co. ran and dodged
and pented and perspired, and still the
batsmen made good at tho wickets, and
the score jumped up at a rate that
delighted the Remove.

Mark Linley, standing befors the
avilion with the rest of the waiting
atemen, loocked on with koen interest.
There was nothing slow sbout the
Remove innings; i1t was keen oricket
from the start. DBubt as the minutes

the House. He looked
agrin quickly as Bob Cherry

passed, Mark's glanm turned more than
aonca towards the House that could be
geen through the trees, Tt was
approaching four o'clock; and at four
the names would be on the notice-board.
Thero was & chance, an excellont
chance, that his own name would head
the list; and the Popper Prize meant
more to him than most of the Ve
men would have easily understood.

That Lanley's Efbph were poor, that
only his scholarship kept him at Grey-
1ir‘ri:a.!‘ﬂ Schaol, all the fellows know. Dut

ark talked littla about his affairs,
even to his best friend, Bob; and
nobady knew of the distress in his little
home in the North, that might have
boen relieved by such & sum as tem
pounds—a sum that was notling to a
fellow like Lord Mauleverer or Herbert
Vernon-Smith, but that was s smesll
fortune to & fellow who counted his

money in shillings and stxpences. [If
;:::nl:i' "{153 name was at the top of the
15k

While he was playing cricket Mark
kept hiz thoughts steadily on the game;
it was bhiz way to concentrate on any
work he had in hand and put his best
into it. But he was idle now, waiting
for hia® turn to bat, and his thoughts
wandercd. He joined in the cheering
for the batsmen, losing nothing of what
was going on, but his heart was olse.
where. And as four o'clock n? roached
he considerad whether he would be able
to cut off to the Houss and asceriain
the result before he was wanted to bat.

Then came a roar from Hobson of the

Shell.
“"How's that?"
I Dllt I"
Bob Cherry waa down st last. With
Tee MackET LisrarY.~No. 1,116
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a ruddy face Bob carried ouk his bat,
and Vernoo-Smith took his place.
Alark compressed bis lips a little. I%
wanted Bve minutes to four by the
c¢lock in the tower, visible over the clma,
and he was down to follow the next
man out. He could uot bo off the field
when hiz name was called.

Bob was out now, and might have
been asked to cut off to the House and
bring the news. But Bob'z eyes were
glued on the batsmen, and Mark did
not think of asking him, or any other
fellow. He was sensitive—perhaps more
senditive than most fellows 1o the Lower
Fourth—and he disltked to make any-
thing like a display of his anxiety; he
was not & fellow to wear his heart on
his sleeve.

The Bounder was generally a good
men at the wickets, and it was lLikely
enough that his indings would last
plenty of time for Mark to run to the
Houso and back. But Smithy, while a
good man, was a little erratic, and
now Mark noted that ha was more
erratic than ever. He brought off
several magnificant knocks, but each
time he was taking <chances; the
Bounder's style was slways rather
thowy. Mark dismissed the thought
from his mind; the Bounder might Jast
an hour at the wickets, or he might last
another half-minute—there was no tell-
ing, Four o'clock boomed out from the
tower; and whila all the ather fellows
were cheering the Bounder's swipes and
Wharton'a steady  batting, Mark's
thonghts were on Lthe paper that the
headmester must even then bhe placing
on  the board—the paper that told
whether hia hard work had earned a
ten-pound note for the people at home,
or whethar he had [ailed.

Ha set his lips a hittle and waited.
His quict face showed little or nothing
of the disturbanee within. Mark’s way
of life had besn harder than that of
most Greyfriars fellows, and he had
learned self-control, The Dounder was
gtill batting, and some of the fellows
were saying that he was going to make
his Eanturg. The Shell fellows, on the
other' hand, expected every over to be
his tast. But when the quarter chimed
Vernon-8mith was still going strong.

“I say, you fellows!”

Billy Bunter rolled up to the group
of waiting batsmen. obody heeded
Bunter. All eyes were on the game—
on the scoring batemen and the panting
field. Johnny Bull remarked that the
Shell would want their second wind
when their second innings came along;
and Frank Nugent opined that they
wouldn’t bave an innings left in them.
Undoubtedly Hobson & Co. showed
signs of being run off their lega,

‘I say, you fellows,” repeated Billy
Bunter warmly. * Where's Stewart ("

“In the field, fathead!™ answared
Johnny Bull,

*“Oh, rotten|™ .

Az the Hemove were batting Billy
Bunter might really have gueszed that
Stewart of the Shell was n the field,
But Bunter was thinking of matters
mora important than the details of
cricket.,

Bob glanced round at the fat junior
for a moment.

“What the thump do you want &
Shell man for ™ he aszked,

Bunter blinked at him.

“Stewart’s my pal,” he answered,
with digll:ity. 1 r,li:m’t believe in keep-
ing up theso rows among Forms. I like
Stewart! Most of the Shell are
bounders, but Stewart's a specially nice
ﬂha.g-——”

“Bpeecial Seotch?™ grinned Bob.

“The Beotchfulness of the esteemed
Stowart i1s terrifie,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “But where does
the absurd specialiulness come in, my
worthy fat Bunter I

“¥ou ¢an run him down if you like,"”

said Bunter aggraaawﬂly. “But I
admire the chap.”
“"Whe's runming him down, you [at

idiot 77 growled Bob.

“1 admive him,” said Bunter, “ Splen-
did chap! Magnificent "

This eulogy of Stewart of the Shell
drew several glances on Bunter. It was
true that Xdward Stewart of the Shell
was & rather agrecable youth, good at
games and good in class, and with
rather nice manners. But the Remove
had little to do.with the Shell, except
when they met in games; and it was
ogually true that Stewart of the BShell
would never have dreamed of having a
pal in a lower Form, and that if he
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had dreamed of it he certainly never
would have dreamed of William George
Bunter, unless it was & case of night-
mare, Bunter hardly knew Stewart,
and npever had anything to do with
him. Bo his sudden and inexplicable
admiration far the lad from the land
of cakes was really surprising,

“What are you burbling about, you
fat dummy ¥ asked Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, {Jherr,?-—”

“Bhut up, anyhow.” And Bob turned
hiis attention back to tho game.

I say, you fellows—~"

= , Bunter.”

“Look here, how long i3 this going
cn?” asked Dunter jrritably. I came
down specially to speak to Stewart.
It's 1mportdnt.”

“Call him off the field!” suggested
Johnny Bull sercastically,

“Think he'd comet” asked Bunter,

“Ha, ha, hal"

The idea of a fellow who was just
then rocing after the ball, coming’ off
the field to talk to Billy Bunter mado
the juniors chortle.

“How's it going ' asked Bunter, *Is
the innings nearly over§”

“One down for forty-two!” said Bab.

“0Oh, dear! That means it's going on

EL

a long time !

“You fat chump! Do you want to
se0 the Remove wickets go downi™
reared Johony Bull

“Well, I want to see Stewart.”
“¥ou ean ses him from hers,” grinned
Bob. "If you'd kept your silly eyes
openl, you'd have seen him just send in
the ball too late™

“Rot!” said Bunter. * Stewart's the
best cricketer in the Lower School. No.
body in the Remove is 8 patch on him,”

“Oh, my hat!™"

“Has Stewart suddenly come into a
fortune, or had a remittance from
home?" asked Frank Nugent.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“0h, really, Nugent! I say, you
fellows, it’s rather rotten hanging about
here waiting to speak to a pal, while
that foozling is going on,” said Bunter.
“Besides, 1 know Stewart iz keen to
hear the news.”™

“'What news, ass?"” asked a Shell man
who was among the ¢rowd looking on.

" About the Popper Prize."

Mark Linley felt a sudden catch at
his heart, He did not epeak.

“TUh!” sald the Bhell man. *Ts that
up *r

“Of course it is,” said DBunter. I
came down from the House specially to
tell Stewart, being his pal. I want to
congratulate him on getting the tenner.”

“Ba that’s 1LY snorted Johnny Buall
“You silly, fat duffer, Stewart won't
lend vou any of the tenner.”

“0Oh, really, Bull—™

* Btewart at the top?” asked the Shell
man.

“¥es, rather,” said Bunter, ¥ he bags
the Popper tenner. That ass, Linley,
thought he had a chance—but I could
hava told him he hadn’t an earthly.
Stewart was my man, I ¢can tell you?

“You fat dummy, shut up!” snapped
Boh.

“{h, really, Cherry——"

Bob’s glance fell on Mark’s face. It
was a little pale; but 1t was calm and
cool, and Mark smiled {aintly as he met
his friend’s glance.

“Hard cheese, old man,” muttered
Dob.

* All serene”

There was a roar [rom the Shell

“How's that "

The Bounder was out at last.

“Man inl” :

Mark Lanley took his bat. Bob's eyes
followed him rather anxiously as he
went out to tho wickets,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER. Mark pulied himself together., He had Bunter passed over his old pals in the
Grit ! failed in the oxam, but there was no Bemove like the idle wind which he
Iik need to fzil in the cricket mateh. regarded not. Bunter's fat mind, for

ILLY BUNTER grunted discon- Mourning over spilt milk never did any ths time, was completely obsessed

B tentedly. ~ fellow any good. Somehow, somehow, his new friendship for that admirable
Bunter was not an unpatrictic he would fnd another way of earning youth, Stewart, of the Shell He
Femovite; he wanied his ['ortn money, in the meantime he was playing followed the Bhell follows from tha
to win matches, so far as his fat thoughts cricket, and he must not let the side field—he kept his spectaclos plued to

attended toe the matter at all. But down, Bob Cherry's words came back Stewart—he rolled into the Ehelfpauu
the prolongation of that nnings was lo hiza mind—"the northern punch.” when Btewart proceeded there with hia

shecr torture to Bunter. He had seen
the result of the Popper exam posted,
and he had rolled down to Little Side
with the news for Stewart that he was
the winner, On the morrow BStewart,
of the Shell, would be in possession of a
ten-pound note, and any fellow who was
in possession of & ten-pound note was
a fellow whom Billy Bunter delighted
to honour. Bunter was prepared to
cultivate the most dawtelf friendship
for Btewart, of the Shell—so long aa the
tenncr lasted at all eovents. It was
reglly rottemn to be cut off from the
object of his admiration in this way,
by o trivial a thing as a game of
cricket. )
Bunter did not even have the satis-
faction of imparting the news to the
happy man. While the new batsman
was going in, the Bhell man who had
heard the mnews, bawled 1t out to
Stewart, and that youth waved his hand
AD grinned 1n  acknowledgment.
Bypnter waited impatiently for the
innings to be over, so that he could

aequaint Edward Stewart with  the
sudden admiration and friendship he
had for him. As a mattor of factk

Bunter was not likely to proaper in that
new friendship, The lucky man was
likely enough to stand a tremendous
sproad for his friends, in celebration
of his win; but it was extremely un-
likely that Bunter, of the Remove,
would bo asked, or allowed to butt in
unatked. DBut hope eprings eternal in
the human breast.

As for Mark Linley, Bunter was not
wasting a thought on him now. Tanley
had had honourablo mention on the
Head's paper: but honourable mention
would not buy & single jam-tart at the
tuck-shop. Honourable mention might
be gratifying to the rﬂc{,i)ienl; theroof,
but it was of no use to William Goorge
Bunter, The fat junior dismissed Marlk,
contemptuously, from his podgy mind.

Mark went out to his wicket with a
hesvy heart. Ho had hoped for good
luck, and he had done his best 1o de-
serve it, but a Lower Fourth man
competing with the BShell bad the
balancaes wmﬁhm;! apainst him. He had
hoped, but he had been doubtiul, and
now his chances were gone, Hiz own
disappointment mattered little to Mark ;
from very carly vears he had learned to
face the slings and nrrows of oculrageous
fortune with quiet fortitude. DBut what
he had wanted to do, for others, with
the money could not now be done. That
was where the shoe pinched, and that
made his heart like lead.

Btewnrt, of the Shell, had the ball
now, and he sent down a fast one which
Mark just stopped. It was not o dan-
gerous ball, but it was a rather narrow
agcape, and Bob Cherry gave a grunt.
The news that Bunter had so unfortu-
nately bmuﬁht glong in the middle of
the gamo had had itz effect on his
¢thum. Dob locked round for the fat
junior, with the idea of kicking him,
buf Bunter had fortunately rolled out
of reach,

“Linley won't last long,” remarked
the Bounder,

“Seems off his form,” said Nugent.

“Well, we've done jolly well— we con
afford a wicket!"” obsorved Juhnn;.r Eull.
“Where's my bat? I go in next.”

{iut Johnny's bat was not needed just
vet.

Fortune had dealt him a hard knock,
kut the Lancashire lad was grit all
through, and it did not take him long to
rally. The next ball tha* Stewart senk
down was knocked away for four, and
tha Removites choered.

“Good man!” roared DBob Cherry.
He knew what was on his chum's mind,
and he knpw that Mark had mastered

his trouble,
The innings went on. Harry Whar-
ton was out st last, and Johnny Ball

took his place. Johnny had bad luck,
being caught out for three, and Nugent
wont to the wickets. Mark Linley was
gtill going strong. There was nothing
fashy about his style—it was gquite un-
like the Bounder's. It was good, cool,
steady cricket, and it was too much for
the 8hell. When the Bemove innings
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Good luck to Gorden Rudd,
of 3, Henry Street, Goole,
Yorkshire, who wins a MacneT
}Jucket knife for the following
unny story.
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An Irishman had basn
abroad for a number of yeara
gnd was visiting his brother's
home,

“ Man, Barney! " hHhe ax=
claimed. ““What a fine
farnily of boys wyou've got!
Five big strapping lads, and
every one bigger than your-
el f Had you any trouble
in the rearing of fhem at

mil T "
bit," anawerad

HBPivil a
Barney, " Oi've never had

to ralss my hand te ono of
them -— oxcept In  self-
dofonce ! '?

Next, pie&st. There's more of
these useful prizes waiting to be
won, Dlon't lose heart if at first
you don't succeed, chums |
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tpiled off ot lask, Mark was not out,
with an individual score of ihirty-six,
and the total score was one that rnade
the Demove rejoice and the Shell mon
look glum.

“Wo shan't have to bat a zccond
time ! remarked MHarry Wharton, and
Ilobson, of the Bhell, who overheard
the remark, growled:

“Bwank I

DBut it was not swank. In their
second innings the Shell captured sixty,
leavimg the Hemove the winners by ten
yuns and an innings, The Remova
roarcd over the result, even Billy Runter
added his fat squeak, and nothing was
left for the heroes of the Shell, hut to
hide their diminished hends. Hoskins,
of the Shell, remarked that if the Be-
move had beaten them at cricket, they
had beaten the Remove at Greek, in
allusion to Btewart's capture of the
Popper Prize. But Claude Hosking' re-
mark esvoked no ﬂnrfhuamam, even from
Stewart. The Bhell would rather have
won the cricket match than all the
prizes In the long list at Grevfriars.

The match had ended unexpectedly
qaﬂnﬁ; Harry Wharton & Co. were
thinking of tea; but for once Billy
Bunter was not thinking of the same ten.

friends. DBut, as the poet has remarked,
the course of true love never did run
smooth—and the same applied to the
course of Billy Bunter's friendship.

It takes two to make o bargain, and,
unfortunately for Bunter, Stewart did
not play up. So, far from reciprooat-
mﬁ Bunter's friendship, Stewart only
esked him what the thump he was wedg-
mg inte his etudy for; and, without
waiting for an answer, kicked him out
of that apartment. There was & bump
and o roar in the Shell passage, and the
sudden end of o sudden friendship.

Bunter rolled away disconsolate, and
logked for the Famous Five. But the
Famous Five had gone out of gates by
that time. Willinsmm George Bunter
sought them, but found them not. With
feelings that were growing too deep for
words, Dunter wont to Study No. T for
tea with Peter Todd, but Toddy had
had his tea and departed.

It was not Bunter's lucky afterncon.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Uncle Clegg In Trouble |

is EEL like walking?"
F Bobk  Cherry asked the
question,

A3 a matter of fact, no mem-
ber of the Famous Five felt very much
like walking, just then. They had done
enoitgh running io last them for some
time. The match with the Shell had
been rather strenuous

“The walkfuiness does not seem the
proper caper, my esteemed Bob,” re-
marked Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh.
“The sit-downfulness would be more
grateful and comforting.”

“0h, don't bs alachkers,” said Bob.
“Lot's walk down to Frinrdale.”

“What on earth for? demanded
Harrv Wharton,

“Well, we can get tea at TUncle
Clegg's.™

“Weo can get tea at the tuck-shop
here, or in the study, and ssve the
walk,” said Nugent, staring.

“But we want tho walk,” urged Bob.

Y Rats!” said Johnny Bull,

Mark Linley was with the Famous
Five. He was with them chisefly because
Bob had hooked his army, and declined
to release if.

Mark liked the company of the cheery
five, and they liked his, but just then
the Lancashire lad would have liked to
be alone. That, however, was exactl
what Bob Cherry decided was not
for him. It was not Dob's way to butt
into another fellow's affairs, but cir-
cumstances alter cases, and in  the
present circumstances, Bob epnsiderad
that the less Mark was left alone the
better. He had had a heavy blow, a
bitter disa éamntmenﬁ. and brooding
aver it would not do him any good.

“ Lovely weather for a stroll n?{mg the
lane,” said Bob., “Lots of time to get
back before call-over, as the Shell let us
off zo early. Nice little toas to be had
ok Unela Clegg's in Friardale.”

By that time, Bob’s chums had eaught
on to the foct that he hed his own
reasons for wanting to walk down to
the village. Why he couldn't state them
was rather a puzzle, but the Famous
Five were an accommodating Co.
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eral nodding of heads.

“Coma on, n," said Wharton.

“Let'sl” said I\fltg‘ﬂllt. cheerily.

Mark Linley jerked at his arm. Dob
kept it securs. Mack gave another
jerk, and in 10 Vain.

#f think I'll go to my study, you
chaps,” said Mark. “I'm not keen on o
walk, after the match.”

“ Desarting your old pals?” asked Bo
re rauﬂnfulii. “I you're thmkmf
puﬁling wi Bunter, it's too late.
Runter's wrapped up in Stewart of the
Shell at present.”

There was a

Mark laughed—which was Bob's
cheery object. .
"GE, come enlong, Linley,” eaid the

captain of the Remove, “A walk won't
hurt you—coma and have tea at Uncle
Clegg’s with us.” i

“1 think I'd rather—-"

“Thia way,” said Bob, and he led the
way, taking Linley’s arm slong with
him, and Merk, naturally had to accom-
pany his arm, The six juniors walked
down Lhe shady lane to the village
togethaor.

o chums of the Remove chatted
cheerily on the way, and Bob took care
that Mark should be drawn into the
talk. In spite of the trouble at the back
of his mind, Mark found himself cheery
enough, and in fack, having realised
Bob's aminble intentions, he played up,
and did his best to be merry and bright.
Indeed, in friendly and cheerful com-
pany, his & uble did not scem so heavy
as it wnulc? have seemed had he been
brooding over it in solitude. And when
& trouble is inevitable, and has to be
borne it is always best to take it as
cheerfully as possible. Neither worry-
ing nor grousing will make & trouble

Ii S
a!‘he juniors reached Frinrdale, and
turned into Uncle Clegg's little tuck-
shop in the old, irregular High Street.
Uncle Clegg's establishment in the
village was not, in point of fact, quita
8o well pmvideﬁi ns the school tuck-shop,
and the accommodation was much less
comfortable. But quite a d tea
could be got there, and Bob's object,
chiefly, was to keep Mark occcupied till
calling-over, and "his friends havin
guessed his object now, they all play
up. All of them realised that tho loss of
tﬂ Popper Prize was a blow to the
scholarship junior, though only Bob
knew how heavy a blow it was,
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” bawled Bob,
in his stentorian tones, as the juniors
tramped down the step into tho dusky
little shop.
Uncle Cle
The gnarle

was there.
old gentleman was lean-

ing on his eounter with a printed paper
ore-him, a pair ol spectacles on his
He secemed intensely

nﬁ blinking. H

puztled by the printed poper, and so
deeply immersed in bis task of elucidat-
ing it, that he did not heed the entrance
of his customers. But at Dob’s cheery
bellow, he blinked up.

He gave the juniors a dispirited blink.
Uncle Clegg secmed to be 1o low spirits
that golden summer's afternoon.

“bI:Iaru wa are again, cld bean,” said

“¥Yes, Master Cherry,” mumbled Mr.

ﬁﬂg& .

e stood at his ﬁﬁ.{n&erm and ?Iinki'.i'
“ Anythi u egg?”’ asked
Harry. Uigla fgl:n g was wistahliahad
charecter at Friardale, a portion of the
scanary. He was an old pentle-
man—quite old—indeed, there wers
little boya in the village who believed
that he was hundreds of years old. But
he waa very hale and hearty, 23 a rule,
though a trifle crusty, as nn old gentle-
man has a right to when the rheu-
matiem will not ceasa from troubling
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and the lumbago 13 not at rest. It was
quite unusual to zee Unels Clegg so
downaast as this,

He nodded dolorously.

“"Yes, sir!l" he said, “you're right!

Yes"
bad ™ asked Baob,

“Rheumatism
sympathetically. ]

“Taint the rheumaticks this {imae,
Worse!" said Uncle Clegg, darkly.

“Lumbagoi™ asked Nugent.

* Worse " said Mr. Clegp.

“My hat! Give it & name,” said Bob.
“Here's & whole bunch of your bright
young friends all ready to sympathise,
Ar. Clegg.”

Mr, Clegg smiled faintly.

_ "It's that thero paper,” he said, lay-
ing a gnarled finger on the mysterious
document beforoe him.

“ Cross-word puzzle?” osked Jubnny
Bull.

“Worse !I"

“The worzefulness appears to be
torrific, rrg esteemed Uncle Clegg,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Unele Clegg grinned, The nabob’s
beautiful flow of English seemed to have
tho effect of cheering him up for a
moment.,

".ﬁ.n,{_'z'thing wa can do to help, Mr.
Clege ™ asked Mark Linlay, in his quiet
way, AMark had a practical inind, which
turned rather to help than to sympathy,
though he was sympathetic enou ]?'1

But Mr. Clegr shook his head.
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WHAT NAME?

The following letters Hhave Deéen

Jumbled togelher purposely. Put in

thelr proper order, they spsil tha

name of a well-known Junior at
Grayfriars,

KILLRAMENY

Who Is 1t? The answer will appear
in naxt week's MAGHET.

Last weel’s solulion was —
Patriclk Ghegne.
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“You boys wouldn't nnderstand 1,"
he said. “Why, I don't understand the
blinking thing myself.”

At which the I;r.u‘:ir:rrx. grinned. They
flattered themseives thab their under-
standing might possibly be of a rather
higher order than Mr. Clegg’s, though
ha eertaioly had the advamtage of apge,
However, 1t was Mr. Clegg's business,
not theirs, so they let it pass, and de-
voted themselves to tea; Mr, Clegg
providing the fare, with & solemn and
troubled countenance. It was quite a
rush of custom for the little village shop,
and as & rule, Mr, Clegg was very keen
on custom, being qlmt& a keen business
man in his slow, old way. Now, how-
aver, he appeared to have lost interest
in business, and when the time come to
tettle, he made several mistakes, and
Mark had te point out to him that he
was losing two shillings on tha transae-
tion. Mr. Clegg corrected the mistake,
in the game dolorous and disconsolate
manner. Cenerally a matter of two-
pence would have given him lively
concern, now he did not seem to care
ashout two ahillin%s.

The juniorsz could not help wondering
what was the matter, and how that
mysterious paper had sffected Mr.
Clege’s apirita to this remarkable extent.
They really would have liked to help the
old gentleman in his curious trouble,

d 1t been possible.

“You'll lose all your profits at this
rata, old bean® gaid Bob Cherry,
when the mistake in the charge had heen
l']l.ﬂj" ﬂd]uﬂmdr

“I don't know as I want to make any
profits,” answered Mpe, Clegg, shaking
his head slowly.

This was aso astonishing that the
chuma of the Remove simply blinked
at Mr. Clegg.

“"Profits may be more trouble than
they're worth,” said Mr. Clegg darkly.

“How's thut?" asked Wharton, quite
perplexed. “You can't make a living
without making profits, can you?”

“What's the good of making profits if
a covey comes and pets them off you?”
asked Mre, Clegg.

“My only hatt A man held wp the
bank at urifield once,” said Bob.
:' Has some jolly old bandit been hold-
ing up your sh-:-p; uncle 2

‘Ha, ha. ha!'

“"Worse I said Mr. Elegg-

“¥ou haven't a burglary i™

“Worse |”

“The worsefulness reai]; seems to be
terrific and prnpu&t.ﬁmuai; raid Hurree
Jamzet Ram Singh. * Perhapsfully if
rou ghow us that absurd paper, we may

o able to render some ridiculons assist-
ance.”

“If it's a matter of figures, we real
could help, Mr. Clegg,” =aid Mar
Linley. *And we'd be glad to.”
“Marky’s the man for that,” said
Bob. *“You've L:BE; accounts in your
time, haven't you, Marky 7

“1 helped a shopheeper with accounts
ak home,* answered Mark, " Of course,
it° was a simple matter.”

For the first time Mr. Cleog cheered
up # little.

“¥ou know how to do accounts, sir§™
ha asked,

“Well. to some extent,” eaid Mark,
with o smile. “It's not really very
g\igfﬁ::mh you know if you're good at

ures, "

“I never was,” said Mr. Clege sadly.
“ourse, I know that two times fwo is
four, and twelve times twelve is a hun-
dred and ninets.”™

Tho juniors did not smile, but they
thought that if Uncle Clegg knew that
he must be very remarkable at figures.

“Well, 'ere's the paper,” said Mr.
Clegg. “You young gents look at it,
a?d_ see if you can make 'ead or tail
of it.’

The document was placed hefora the
Removites. Thay looked at it with in-
torest, wondering what on earth it could
be. Then thers was & general grin.

The mysterious document that had
eaused Mr. Clegz so much worry and
trouble wasz an ordinary form for
income tax return.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Help Required !

ARRY WHARTON & Co
H Ennnpd. They really could nok
elp it. Personally, of courie,
the chums of Greyiriars had
little knewledge of such matters, being
as yet of that happy age whoen the
Inland Bevenue Department does not
trouble the mind and disturb the
serenity. But they had seen and heard
of such troublesome documents at home.
Indeed, Bob had heard his father,
Major Cherry, make remarks on the
subject that were reminiscent of the
Army in Flanders.

The “covey * to whom Uncle Clegg
had  darkly alluded was, evidently,
neither a burglar nor a bandit, but &
harmless and necessary tax collector.
The doeument that had plunged My
Clegg into the lowest epiritz, and dis-
mayed him more than the revolver of
& hold-up man, was simply & paper re-

uesting information as to his income
rom all sources, couched in language
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‘" Hand it over I ** roared Lord Mauleverer. **I°m joliy well not
* Yaroooooh ! ™

topher,’” began Bunter.

which was probably clear to the brilliant
intellect of & revenue official but which
might as well have been Greck or San.
skrit so far as Mr. Clegg was coneerned.
. My belief is,” Ealdgﬁr. Clepg, *that
1t means something., Would the Govern-
ment go to the expense of printing them
papers and sending them to folks if
they didn't mean anything? ’Course
thoy wouldn't] Bub what do it mean?
That's what gets me 7

“It’a not really very complicated, Mr,
Clegg,” said Mark., *“It looks worse
than it really 15"

“The barkfulness is worse than Lthe
estecmed bitefulness,” remarked Hurrco
Jamset Bam Singh.

“I don't got en to ©,” said Mr.
Clegg. “Far as I make out they give
you something for overy child, and you
puts in the number of children. Makoes
a moan think he might have done better
to got spliced, after all. There's Bar.
stow, the wheolwright—he's pot twelve.
I g'pose he pots a lot out of the Covern-
tnent—or would, il he knew., As a
friend, T think T ought to put him ou
to this=mizht moke his fortunc.”

“They don't give you anything,™ zaid
Mark hastily. *They make an allow-
gnoe off the tax.™

“Oh1” said Mr. Clege, disappointed,
but apparently consoled for not having
becomo “=pliced ¥ in hiz far-off youtl.
“That's 1t, i5 it? I thought there was 4
catech somewhere.”

“¥ou can always depend on one thing,
old bean” spid Bob—"they don's give
anybody anything. They take! They
think 1t i3 moro bleszed to receive than
to givo 1

“I wish I'd never 'eard of the thing,”
said Mr. Clegg, unconsciously voicing
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the sentliments of some millions of tax-

yera, 1 wuas o fool to go in for it-—
that I know. Let sleeping dogs lie—
that's a good saying. If I’d ‘ad any
sensa I'd have let it alone.”

“DBubt you can't do that,” said Whar-
ton, with & smile, “The income tux is
like the rain and the thunder and the
huilrit happens whether you liko it or
not.”

“Well, they never
before,” said My, Clepp, shaking his
head. 1 fair asked for this, did.
You see, this 1s "ow it come abouk:
When the War was on I put my savings
in War Loan, Put up your money for
your couniry, they says, and I put it up.
‘Uhe tnberest is pood and safe, they says.
Tfilqtl";[ found they was sneaking some
of it.

“Wha-ano-at 8

The Juniors jumped. They had not,
porhaps, o very Eir_rh opinion of the
political gentlemen who manage, or mis-
wanage, the affaire of thoe Kmpire on
which the sun’ never sels. Bub really
they could not Imagine even a pro-
feszsional politician “sneaking ¥ any of
Mr. Clogg’s little savings,

“Bneaking 161" gaid Mr Clegg Grmly.
“Four and a 'arf per cent they makes
oub they're giving & covey, I took their
word on it, but it never scemed to come
right. I thinks ove- it for years. I ask
the coveys at the Red Cow and they all
agrees it don't come right. Then I
asks the parson, and he says, says he,
that's all right, says he, what they're
keeping back is the inkum tax, he says.
Well, I says, I don’t rightly know what
the inkum tax is, I says, but 1 ain't
never paid it, and I ain't going to.”

L:Hi Clegg paused for an indignant
EROLE,

worritted me

Wev ) )

Fuing to hand you a private letter from my Uncle Chrige
Lord Mazuleverer had lost patience, and he grasped Billy Bunter by the coliaf

and banged his head on the trunk of the tree. ( Ses Chapler T.)

“Long and the short of it i5," ho re-
sumod, “I goes to the office in Court-
field, and has it out with the obveys
thore. I tells them plainly they're keep-
ing back my money. They was very
pelite—I'll say that for them—polite as
vou'd like, but they don't 'and out the
money thoay was keeping back, and that
was what 1 was after, I tells’em I never
‘card of the inkum tax, snd s young
gent with curly bair he grins and ho
says, eays he that's all right, sanya he—
you'll ‘ear of it now, says he”

The juniors regarded BMr. Clegg com-
passionately, His visit to tho of
the tax inspector at Courtfield rather
rominded themn of Daniel in the lion's
den. Mr. Clegg had dared to be &
B.ﬁﬁﬁl. with unhappy results for him-
solf.

“They talks to me very patient and
polite,” admitted Mr. Clegg., “But I
don't ketch on to 'arf of it. Covey aska
me if I want to claim s prepay:
ment—"

“A repayment 7" asked Mark,

“Might 'ave been,” eaid Mr. Clegg.
“Offers me a paper. “INill it in 'ers,’
ho says, ‘and ‘ere, and ‘ere’—ve
patient and polite, I I g‘nt- to read all
that small print, I says, I'd rather let
the snoney go.” And I takes m§ 'ook,
thinkin', of course, that it was s&ll over
and I'd never "ear any more about it,
Then some time arter I gota this 'are
paper, It ain't the same paper the
young covey showed me in the office, I'm
surg of that much. They seem to 'ave
lota and lots of papers of different kinda,
I s'pose they get thom printed cheap,
being the Government.”

Mr. Clegg jabbed the document on
the table with a gnarled knuckle.
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*1 never wanted that there paper,”
he said pathetically. “I'd rather never
‘ave ‘eard of the thing. They been
snesking my money for years, and I
let it go to save trouble. Now I got
the trouble all the same.”

“It's easy enough when vou under-
stand it, Mr. Clegg,” said Mark sooth-
ingly. “The tax 1= deducted at source,
which means, that thg keep it back
out of the interest. DBut i you're not
lisble to income tax, it will be returncd
ber ;_mu,and you claim it and get 1t.%

“1 ain't got any beck so fur,” =soid
Mr. Clegg doubtfully. _

“You have to claim it on an official
form. If you're liable to tax, of course,
you have to pui; like I.'m:fi:roﬂjf else,
You get your whack in the Army and
Novy, you know,” said Maxk, with a
emtle. :

“ And they're building a new Naval
base at Singapore, to defend the coast
of Kent in the next war,” said Dol
Cherry soleranly, ;

Mr. Clegg acratched his nose,

“The best thing you can do is to GOl
in this Pﬂt?.nr'” said Mark., *You have
to show the profits of your business—
that's easy cnough from  your
books——""

“But I ain't never kept any books.”

“0Oh! But you have some idea of
your profitsi”

“"Two ‘'apenniea for a penny,
thereabouts,” said Mr. Clegg.

“They're renlli quite  reasonable
people,” said Mark. “I1f the profits of
business don't amount

or

your to one
hundred and thirty-five pounds a
year—'

“Course they don't.” _

“Well, in that case, you're not liable
to tax, and you get all that's been
dedu from the interest on your War
Loan. You szimply have te fill in the
form, and they send you 2 cheque for

the wheole amount deducted for six
years past,’” .

“Btraight ™ ejaculated Mr. Clegg,

] ing up considerably.

“Quite I said Mark, smiling. *I
helped & man at homo with a paper
like this, and it’s simple encugh, really.

Only, if you haven't kept any hooks,
there may be & difficulty, as, of course,
they want to know the facts. There are
people who moke incorrect statements
to get out of paying the tax.”

“"Oh!” said Mr, Clepg thoughtinlly.
“It wouldn’t do to put m any gammon,
eh 1

“Certainly not. It would ho dis-
honest, and it would be found out—titwo
iullgﬂgmd reasons |”

“Mean to say they 'aven't been sneak-
iﬂﬁ my money all this time, sir?”

No, no, nothing of the kind. It's
merely kept back for taxes; and if
yow're not liable you get it all returned
to you., Of course, you have to clam
it first.  You'll have to go through all

our accounts, and make up  your
ks, and show how you stand in your
business.”

TUnele Clegg pave a deep groan, The
prospect seemed to ferrily him.  His
accounts, sa far as he kept any, were
generally on odd fragments of wrap-
ping-paper, often indecipherable after-
wards to Mr. Gleiﬁ himsolf.

“Hallo, halle, llot  We shall be
late for call-over!' execlaimed Bob
Cherry. "“Time to movel”

“Look here, Mr. Gle.gg, I can help
l$;ncm“ said Mark, “I've got to get

uci; to the school now, but if vaon like
Pll run down here to-morrow and Fﬂ
through the paper with you, ‘and help.
I've done it before for a shopkeeper at
home, in the North, end it's easy.”

“Put your money on Marky, Mr.
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Clegg.” said Bob. “Marky can do
these things on his head.”

“Fm sure I take 1t very kindly, sir,™
snid Mr. Clegg gratefully. " You're a
gentlaman, Mr, Lmici. That's what
you are. If it zin't taking up too much
of your time——2>™m

“That’'s all right,” said Mark,

And the juniors left the villnglﬂ shop,
leaving Uncle Clegg very greatly com-
forted. They made thetr Dbest speed
back to {rreyiriars, and squeezed 1n
just before (osling had time to shot
tho gates,

Billy Bunter mct them as they came

inte the House.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Hallo, hallp, hallo! I hope you
lhaven't had your ten, Bunter”

“Going to stand & feed after eall-
over ! asked Bunier eagerly.

“"(h, no! I mean, if you've missad
your tea, it will bring down your fat &
little,” explained Bob Cherry genially.

“Beast! I say, you chaps——"

“How’'s vour pal, Stewart?” grinned
Nugent., " Did you tea with him?”

Buort from Bunter.

 Stewart's o beast—"

“Eh! He was no end of a splendid
chap this afternaon I

““He's o rotter ™

“Why this sudden change?” asked
Bob, with a chuckle.

“An abselute rank outsider—a measly
worm—a  stingy  beast—-a  sneaking,
rotten, mean %:-iighl:r:r]"" said  Dunter.
“T've dropped his acquaintance, and
mtend to eut him ™

“Looks as if Stewart doesn't intend
to lend Bunter anything out of that
tenner,” remarked Bob.

“Ha, hn, ha!”

“T say, you fellows, if you're gﬁing
have a supper in the stody—"
“Wa're not.”

“(h, go and eat coke, the lot of
out” said Dunter, suddenly lesing all
interest in the Famous Five.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The chums of the
cheerily into Hall,

to

Remove woenb

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Lord BMauleverer Chips In!

ORD Mauloverer, taking a little

E stroll under the elms in the

gquad, came to a halt. Lean.

ing against & tree o little  dis-

tance ahead of him was o rotund form,

which could only bave belonged to a

porpotze or fo William Grorge Bunfer

of the Remove. As no porpoises were

kuown fo he loose around the schoel,

T.oridd Maunleveror puessed that 1t was
Dunter—and accordingly halted.

The Owl of the Remove was not look-
ing towards him, and his astute lord-
ship had time to retreat before he was
nat ad, Lord Mauleverer was a good
deal of a slacker; but there wére other
things that caused him to display grest
activity-—and one of these things was
Billy Bunter.

To keep out of Bunter's way, to
avoid the faseinations of his conversa
tion, above all to elude being poked In
the ribs l:-%;' his fat knuckle, .'%Iauly was
prepared for any amount of exertion.
Tt although Lord Mauleveror halted,
and preparcd to beat a strategic retreat
unsecn, i!jm did not after oil depart from
the spot.

Bunter, as he leaned against the eln,
was reading = l{st.t-er--—hﬂldinf; it up
close to his fat face. Dunter's wvision,
like his etature and his cash, being
ghort. And Lord Maulevercr, glancing
at Bunter, unaveidably sew the letter
be was holding up, and the opening

=

vords of it
Mark."

There might, for all Mauly knew, be
a dozen fellows at Greyfriars named
Mark, but 1t was certain that William
{ieorge Bunfer was not one of them.
There was, so far as Mauly knew, only
ong AMark in the Remove, whose sur-
name was Linley—a fellow for whom
Mauly had & very deep respeet and
liking.

Lord Maulevarer's aristoeratio brain
was  not  particularly quick on  the
uptake; but he knew Bunfer and
Bunter's ways, and ho had not the
zslightest doubt that the Peeping Tom of
Cireyfriars had bagged a letter belong-
mg to Mark Linley, and was reading
it—that being one of Bunter’s pleasant
little ways. Anything that did not con-
cernr him was always of deep interest

to Bunter.

instead of retreating, Lord
Mauleveror advanced. He walked on
towards Dunter, who, blinking round
through his big spectacles and secing
him, promptly put the letter in his
pocket. Then he hestowed an affable
Blink on the indignant and inccnsed
Mauly.

“You, old chap,” said Bunter. “.Just
the man I want to see. Coming along
to the tuekshop 7

“MNo, you fat fraud!”

“Ch, really, Mauly! I say, old chap,
Mra. Mimblic'a pot some new tarts to-
day—some of those scrumptious four-
Penny  ongg—"

struck his eyo—"Dear

“ Laok here, Bunter—"
My treat!” added Dunter, with
dignity. “I'm not asking you to stand

mwe tarts, Mauly., I'm offerinr to stand
you tarta. As many as you like, old
chap. I can tell you they're spiffing.
Only you'll have to lend me & hob or
two till to-morrow—my postal-order will
be here in the merning, and—"

“I saw you reading a letter,
DBuntor.”
“Did you?' paid DBunter, “Yes—

that's a letter from one of my titled
relations, old chap., He mentiona that
my postal-prder will ba here by the Frst
post in  the morning, come
slong—m-"

“Iz your name Mark?”?

Bunter started,

“T saw that letter in your paw, vou
fat rotter I” said Mauly, “ You've got
hold of a letter belongin' to Linley.”

“Oh, reaﬂ%', Mauly 1 It’s rather mean
to look at a lettor when a fellow’s read-
mg it. A thing I'm incapabla of
mysell,’”” said Dunter, with a shake of
the head, :

“You fat villain, I saw the name by
acgident, and knew it couldn't be vour
letter, Shell it out!™

“Well, it ain't youra!" said Bunter,

“TI'll take it to Linley,”

“T'm taking it to him mysclf,” ex-
plained Bunier, “If I pick up & letter
a fellow's dropped in the guad X
naturally take it to him.”

“And naturally you read it first!"
snapped Mauleverer.

“Nothing of the sort. If there’s a
thing I despisze it’s inquisitiveness,” said
Bunter. 1 wasz reading a letter from
my uncle, Sir Herbert Bunter. He—"'

“He ecalls you *Mark,” doca hei"
grunted Maulevarer.

“Of course not! 1 mean ves, Sort
of nickname he has for ma—he's awfull
fond of me, you know," Expiniueé
Bunter. “You gee, his own name being
Mark, he wanted me named after him,
but I was named after Lord William
and Sir George. So that's why he calle
ma Mark., BSeel”

““His own name being Mark !"' gasped

(Continued on page 12}



Giants of Cricket,

Here's the first of an interesting series of arficles describing the early struggles, failures,
foremost positions in the world of cricket.

By “ SPORTSMAN.”
No. 1. MAURICE TATE, the All England and Sussex Bowler.

and triumphs of men who to-day occupy the

TIRST met Maurice Tate some twenty-soven yests sgo.
Ho was & vory small boy at that time and I remsmber
his father on tho difference in thoir sizes, DBut

Fred Tate, who was then the mainstay of the Sussex
attack, said, with & smile: " I don't care about hiz size. He's
%oing to be a cricketer; snd a better one than his father.”
rinco Ranjitsinhji and C. B. Fry, who were with me, laughed
Leartily, and the former said: “I don't koow sbout his
her;:m:umgha. botter cricketer than you are, Fred, but with you
to guide him he should certainly be first class, snd to show my
faith in biyuu both I am ?am% to give him a bat, for I want him
to be able to bat as well as bowl.” The Indian prince kept his
word sad so did Fred Tate, for he has made his son a better
if]uke{:arhni than ever he himself wes, although he played for

n

lived noar Briﬁhtun and was constantly meeting Fred Tato
both on and off the cricket field, and scarcely a week passed
without the proud father telling me of the intoreat which hia
little boy was showing in all thé&ﬁ” ap(?ertaizﬁng to the game.
I remember giving the child a and advising him never to
be without it, for I knbw that if & boy has s constantly in
his possesgion ho would be'ever manipulating it, twisting
end turning it, and eventually being able to juggle with it,
Perhapa that is the reason for Maurice Tate's ability to do
almost what he likea with a cricket ball to-day.

But his manipulation of the ball kept him out of his
school sleven when he became old encugh to play in the
team. His breake and swervos wero not considersd to
be go waluable ss pace, and on one occasion his school-
magter said: ' Yes, Tate. We Lonow your father is a
great cricketér, but you will never be one. Take my
advice and ptick fo football !

T last tho time camo when his father had to make

A up hia mind in whet direction the boy's future

lay, and. in order that the th should havo

two strings to his bow, Maurice was apprenticad

to afirm of engineers in Essex, Then he bogan to play on

hetter grounds and against strong opponents so that his

finger apin was appreciated, and he commenced to look
like & ** class ' ericketer,

1 shall slwaya remember the season of 1910. It opencd
with meny daye of wet waather and I went along to the
Bussex ground to see how the young colts were shapin
at the nets. One youih of fifteon bowled oxeeedingly |
and, when he went in to bat, seemed to want to hit the cover
off the ball. I spoke to him and then, to my dolight, I found
he was Maurice Tate who had been ssked to attend for a
fortnight's trisl. He was retained in the Nursery and received
much valuable c:mmhinf; from players who had alroady mado
cricket history., ''wo of thess wera Albert Relf and Joe Vine,
Loth England pla

For two years I watched thia youngstor doing everything
thatvwas possible t0 improve his bowling and batting until I
felt sure he was good cnough to play for his county. But he
wag gtill very young. At tho age of seventeen a youth hasn't
much resorve strongth, and that was probably the reagon wh
he was not tried out very much. Howoever, one day when bo
hw and I were playing m a quitse important country gamo at
Newick, Bussex, ho received a telagram telling him that he had
been chosen to play for Sussex agsinst Northamptonshire on
the next day.

Of cowrse, I ought to be able to rocord the fact that ho took
sevoral wickets for few runa, but he didn't. He was not by
any mesns successful, and I put this down to nervousness.
travelled those many mileg to be ‘premnt at his debut, and
although he only took one wicket for 30 rums, it required no
expert knowlodge of the gamo to foretell his wonderful future,

HEN young Maurice was in and out of tho Sussex toam
I for two or thres soasons, gradually improving in all
departments of the game, until he was good enough
for a world's eleven as & bowler, and for any county
gide a8 & bataman.

Maurice Tate has always been known throughout the country
a8 & bowler who never takes the slightsst sdvantage of an
ﬂpﬁgﬁm If o ball hits & batsman’s leg, Tate does not appeal
unless he really thinks that the man is leg before wicket,

Some bowlers appeal when they shouldn's, although not in a

irit of uniairngss. They mnnc‘i;aﬁu’s out of the hahbit of

uting “ How's that ! " when a strikes a batsman's leg,

Maurice Tate recalled en incident
which gecurred during the progress
—:n{ aﬁeaih match in which iaa wﬁ
playing three years - ne

the England bjnril&maﬂ;dﬂ soveral
appeals whilo the opposing side was

Princa  Ranjitsinhji
thought a heap of
Maurice Tate whan
Engiand’s star

or was but a boy
and, 1o encourage
him; " Ranjl ™ preé=
santed him with a
bat. This confidence
wae not misplaced,
for to-day Tate can
bat very nearly ag
wall ne he gan bowl.,

batting and the uwmpire, Roeves, who ia noted for hia wif,
remonstrated with him in the pavilion efter stumps had bean
drawn for the day. I never lknew such a chap as you are
for appealing ! hoe romarked to the player. * Do you know,
there's only one man in the whols world who appoals more
than you do!™ “Oh!” pjaculated the bowler. * And who's
that ¥ " Dr. Barnardo ! ropliod Reeves.

A few days ago I met Maurice Tate as he was leaving tha
fisld after taking s lot of wickets. He was beaming! Since
then I met him after he had had an unguccesaful day’s bowling,
But he was beaming just the same,

“ 8till ha 1* I queried. He grinned more than ever as he
replied : * Why not? I cannot to be top dog every
day. And, after all, I'm just sufficiently a batsman to enjoy
another man's good knock, even if he's an opponent. It was a
pleasure to be hit by such & cricketer,”

‘Thet reroark came straight from the heart, lor Maurice Tabe
is eagontially a cricketor to the backbone. His store of patience
in the face of most trying conditions naver gives out. His ensrgy
is unlimited, his cheerfulness unbounded; and he possesads
sufficiant confidence in his own powers to play tho waiting gama
when the batsman appears to be sot for the day. Buasex have
roason to bo proud of Maurice Tate, for he has kept his place in
the front ranks of first class bowlers for many eoasons, snd la
likely to do so for many more sessons to come.

Hats off, thon, to Meurice Tato !

{(Next week ™ Sportaman ™' will 181! you some inlerasting facte in
the brilliant carcer of Philip Mead, the Englond and Hampehire
bataman.)

Tee Maaxer Liszary.—Ne. 1,116,
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THIS WEEK'S ISSUE OF THE ** NELSON LEE LIBRARY ' IS GREAT!

—

THE MYSTERY OF MARK
LINLEY!

(Continued from page 10.)

Lord Mauleverer. “You've just said he
wa3 your Uncle Herbert ¥

"Did I? I mean my uncle Mark,
That 13, Herbert Mark,” said Dunter.
“Wao all have two names in our family.
His name’'s Herbert Mark Bunter.”

“You fat, prevaricating, benighted
villain—""

“Oh, really, old chap—=""

“You've admilted that you picked up
a letter belonging to Linley—"" hooted
Lord Mauleverer.

“Not at all, old fellow! I asaid if]
¥ said distinctly ‘il Don’t put words
iito a chap’s mouth, old fellow. Besides,
1'm going to take him tho letter when
I've finished reading it.” 2

"é}q you want me to bang your silly
head against that tree?’ inquired his
lordshap.

“Eh? No I =zar, den't get waxy
shout nothing, old follow,” said DBunter,
* I say, it's cather a jest. They're fright-
fully iar& up, '’

“ What "

“The old bounder’s unemployed,”
said Bunter. “Fairly up against it
qou know., Can't Ect. & job. My opinion
is that they won't work. I've heard
my pater say so. I remember, last
evening of the holidays, seeing my pater
sitting 1n his armchair, sipping his port,
and saying that it was ail’ due to slack-
and drink."
rd Mauleverer
monent,

“Nice sort of chap to let into Grey-
friars, what?"’ asked Bunter disdain-
fully. +"‘I.nu||: here, Mauly, can't we do
sumﬂhm&uhaut this? You and me, you
know. ¢'re both concerned in the
matter, ar two fellows of the best
families in the kingdom; we can’t be
expected to take it patiently when low
rotters like this are let into the school.
Think it would be any good speaking to
the Head? I'll come with you.”

“You'll come with me to the Head if
you don't hand over that letter instantly,
¥OUu parnicious Hrpmsﬂ !"‘

“{h, really, Mauly—"

“Hend it over !" roared Lord Maule-
verer. ]

“I'm jolly well not going to hand you
a ivate letter from my Uncle
Christopher— Yarooooh 1"

Lord Maulaverer had lost patience.
He grasped Billy Bunter by the collar
and banged hiz bullet head oo the trunk
of*the tree. The elm did not suffer.
But r.[ﬁ\_a.renu% the bullet hoad did, for
Billy Bunter let out a yell that woke
the echoes of the quadrangle.

“Now hand over that letter I'"' hooted
Tord Mauleverer.

"Yooop! Beast! I'm just going to!”

in

grinned for a

wailed Bunter. “Can’t you give a
fellow timne to get a beastly letter out of
hizs beastly pocket? Wow "

“"I'm waiting. If you want another
ban <
“ Beaat I
Bunter extracted the letter from his
pocket and handed it over. Mauleverer
promptly transferred it to his own
t and turned away. Billy Bunter
rubbed his head dolorously. But as the
schoolboy earl walked away the fat
junior equeaked after him.
Let's read

“Y say, Mauly, old chap!

it together. "Tain’t fair to take 1t away
and read it all by yourself.”
Lord Mauleverer paused. William

George Bunter had a narrow escape, at
that moment, of receiving somcthing
more severa than a bang on the olm.

Tre Micyer Lierary.—No. 1,116,

Evidently his opinion was that Mauly
was taking the letter away to read it

But his Ef::nn:]sirni:.n refrained from giving
Bunter what ho descrved, and walked
away with the letter in his pocket,

“ Beast ! gasped Bunter.

Mauleverer crossed the guad towards
the Ilouse, and camoe on the Famous
Five. He paused to address those choory
youths.

“Been Linley ¥ he asked.

“MNot since class,” said Boh Cherey.
“1 think he went out,”

“Bother! I want to sece him, but I
can't go chasing him,” said Lord Maule-

verer. "1 dare say it will keep till he
comes in.” ] ;

And his lordship ambled 1nto the
House,

"1 say, you fellows—""

Billy Bunter halled the chums of the
Ttemove a fow minutes later

** Hallo, hallo, halla 1™

“Did Mnuly show you the letter "

“Eh? What letter?” asked Harry
Wharten.
“He, he, he! He's got hold of a letter

of Linley's," grinned Bunter. * Hather
mean, I think, rcading & man’s letter
and showing it about. Not & thing 1'd
do mysalf.™

Thé Famous Five fixed their eyes on
Bunter.,

“Mean to say Mauly's reading
snother fellow's letter?’ asked Nugent.

“Well, what else do you think he's
got it for 7" asked DBunter.

“I don't suppose he's got a letter that
doesn't belong to him,” said Harry.
“If he has, he has some reason. You
fat freak-——"'

“0h, really, Wharton——"*

“ You Rabby, frabjous fathead, what
you wank is & humping—-"

“ Hear, hear!"

“I say, you fellows!"” Bunter jumped
back. "I eay, hands off, you know!
Look here, T')l let you into it, Tl tell
you what was in the letter., Qld Linley's
out of work—he, he, hol—and on the
rocks—ha, he, hel—and all I can say
about it is—— Whooop "

In the grasp of five pairs of hands,
Billy Bunter smote the quadrangle with

8 mighty smite,
“Whoooop "' roared Bunter.
And Harry Wharton & Co. strelled

away and left him whooping,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Missing Letter !

g ARK LINLEY came in, just in
i ilima to (ollow the fellows into
Hzll, gnd answer " adsum '* 1o
hiz name when Quelch called
the roll.

Some of the fellows logked at him
rather curiously. Mark was a little
breathless, and had evidently hurried
back to the school.

It had been noticed in tha Remove
that Mark was & good deal out of gates
of late. Ever since the day of the match
with the Shell, and the announcement
of the resi't of the Popper Prize exam,
in faet, there had heen a change in
Linley’s habits,

Fellows Iike 8kinner and Snoop
encered at him as a "swot,” a “sap,”’
and a prize-hunter. And aven n%ia
frienda thonght he was rather too much
iven to grinding Latin and Greek in
ﬁin study. But of late there had been
no swotting and sapping in No. 13, in
the Remove. Mark did the usual prep
thero, and that was 2l Neither was ha
giving unusual attention to games. Hae
attended the compulsory practice, mnd
did not turn up on other cccasions,

Some fellows wondered what it was
that drew him out of gatee om every

occasion when it woas possible for a
fellow to be out of gates, S2kinner won-
dered whether the quict, well-conducted
scholarship junior had made gquestion-
able acquaintance outside the schoal,
but even Skinner dismissed that sus-
melon.  Even Skinner could not suspect
Mark of sucaking in at the back door
of the Cross Keys, or snatching a sur.
reptitions game of billiards at the Three
Fishera.

. Whatever might be his new soecupa-
tion, dMark said nothing of it. But that
was not unusual, for he was always a
fellow of a few words.

*Just in time, old bean!’ grinned
Doly Cherry, ns Mark came in with the
last of the Remove.

Mark nodded and smiled.

Ho answered cheerfully to hiz name
when tha Remove master called it So
far as Bob Cherry had observed, he had
recovered from the disappointment of
the Popper Prize result. His manner
was quiet, but it was as ealm and cheer-
ful as of old.

But the cheerfalness faded out of his
face when the fellows left Hall and
Skinner made a remark,

“Horry about your pater, Linley.”

Skinner's face did net express sorrow.
There was a malicious glimmer in his
NArrow ¢yes,

Mark {urned on him quickly.

“What do you mean, Skinner?"

“What 1 say.,” answercd Skinner.
Awfully rough to be up against it like
that, isn't it§

“I don't see how you know anything
about my father or his affairs,
Skinner,” said Mark, breathing hard.

*What about the dole?” asked Snoop.

:' The dole?"” repeated Mark.,

Yes. Don't thﬂ‘ii" et on the dole in
such eircumstances ou've heard tho
favourite song of the unemployed 7' said
Skinner.  “It runs: 'You great big
beautiful dolsa* "

Mark =set his ‘ips.

“I don’t sea why my affairs should be
cackled up and down tha Remove,” he
satd. *Tt looks to me as if you've been
prying into private letters, Skinner.”
Hia hand went to his pocket as he
sr?nku, and went out again empty, and
his face hardened. *"¥ seem to have lost
& letter. Have you picked it up and
been eur encugh to read it 1"

“Not guilty, my lord,” answered
Skinner airily.  “I only mentioned tha
matter to express my sympathy. You
know my sympathetic nature. As for
how T know about it, it's the talk of the
Form.”

“Y'd like to know how it became the
talk of the Form.”

“Borry 1 can't enlighten woun,”
yvawhed Skinner. “T pot it from
Bunter. Perhaps Bunter can tell you."

“T'I ask him,"" said Mark quietly.

And he went in search of Bunter.

That fat and fatuona youth was dis-
coverad in Study No. 7, adorning Peter
Todd’s armehair with his portly person.
Peter was in the study, end he gave
Mark a friendly nod as he entered.
Bunter, however, fixed his big spectacles
on Mark with an inimiecal stare

“What the thump do you want
here *"' he ashed.

“Yeoul” answered Mark,

“Like your cheek, T "think!™ said
Bunter warmly. “I’m rather particular
wha 1 speak to—"

“Whom, dear man—whom!™ chided
Petor Todd. ™ Be grammatical, if you
can’tg.}lflzus civlilliaerg. :I::I :

“ (Jh, really, Toddy——?"

“Yon can kick him, if you like,
Linley,” said Peter generously. *“As a
riule, T object to fellows coming here
and kicking Bunter. T think they ought
to do it in the passage. But I make an
exception in your favour.”
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** What I mean is, 1 can®t belp knowin’ somethin® that doesn’t concern me,’” said Lord Mauleverer. * A fellow can'i ‘help

having ears, can he ? ** ** Hardly,' assented Mark Linley.

biznoy 7 ** asked
Mark zmiled.

“I've come to ask Bunter a question,”
be said.

“Well, you needn’t,” said Dunter.
““I want to have nothing to do with
you—nothing whatever, A fellow has
to draw & line somewhero. I draw it at
you, Got that?”

*Perbaps Linley’s going to bag a
prize,” suggested Peter.  “Ho nearly
got the Popper. He may get the next.”

“Oh!' seid Bunter, with a sudden
change in his manner. *0f course, I
don’t mean to say that I'm down on
you, Linley. I'm no snob, I hope. I've
always believed, in fact, in being kind
to the lower classes, A real gentleman
elways is. What improvement you can
get by association with me you'ro wel-
come to."

“Tt wouldn't ba a lot, would ¥
remarked Peter. ““Not what you'd call
s rcally cnormous amount. ™

“Bhut up, Peter, while I'm talking to
a& pal,” eaid Bunter. "1 say, old chap,
what prize are you going in for now?
A caszh prize, of course?” ]

“T'm not going in for any prize.”

“Ehi" Again there was a changoe in
Billy Bunter. * Look here, Linley, I
don’'t mind being kind to you, as I've
said, but there's g limit. I don't want
you here, That's flat!™

<l el

= Tm F:' i E'_F'\—-l-nl
_ “Bomebody’s bagged a letter belong-
ing to me, and recad it, and spread it
about the Form,"” said Mark,

“That's Bunter,” said Toddy, with a
pad. “Quite in his line. Are you

going to kick him, or shall I lend you a
fivea bat ¥

**1 know nothing about your letter, of
course, Linley,"” said the Owl of the
Bemove, with dignity. *I never knew
you had a letter; and as for picking it
up, I never even saw it. If Mauleverer
takes your letters and reads them, ne
good blaming me.”

“Mauleverer!” ejaculated Mark.

“I'm not going to say anything about
Mauly. He's & pal of mine, though 1
told him plainly that it was rather mean
to read & fellow's lotter,™ Duntor shook
his head sorrowfully, *“I'm rather
more particular in such matters than
most fellows, 1 suppose.”

"Mauly would never do anything of
tho kind ! exclaimed Mark.

“That'a all you know," sncered
Bunter. **What's he doing with your
letter, then? If you waut the thing,
ask him for it. Pitch into Mauly, if you
want to pitch into somebody. I decline
to enter ntp & vulgar shindy with you"

“Where's my letter?” demanded
Mark,

“Mauly's pot k"

“I'll bother you for that fives hat,
Tﬂﬂd;:, if vou don't mind,"” said Mark,
breathing hard.

“Mo bother at all,” answered Peter.
“Dalighted, in fact.”

_ He gorted out tho fives bat and banded
it to Linley.

Bunter 'gmpe& up and backed reund
th? Iatudy bla. : .

‘I—I say, Linley, old chap—"

“Hand over that letter, you fat
raszcal.”

** Well, then, you won't think me cheeky for buttin® into your
leverer anxiously. ** 0! course not  “What is it? » ’

(See Chapler 9.)

“Mauly'a got it!" shricked Bunter.
"1 tell vou the beast has got it. Show-
ing it all over the place—that's how the
fellows EM to know what's in it—="

Whaek !

“* Yaroooooh ™

Mark had Bunter by the collar this
time. The fives bat came into rapid
action. The yells of William George
Bunter were like unte the roaring of the
celobrated Bull of Bashan,

Whack, whackl

*“ Yon r.:huelt]y beast!” yelled Dunter.
P jolly woell liok ﬁﬁlﬂ 1 say, 'Toddy
old chap, you lick him. Yarcoogh! i
toll you Mauly's ig,'t)t. the—yoop I—letter,
He took it. away from me—whoocoop !

“Oh!" said Mark. “Why couldn's
¥you say so at first, you fat dummy? (e
&_médw'i; coke!l ‘Thanks for the bat,

oddy.

** Mot at all, old bean.”

Mark left the study., Threa or four
follows gathered round the door, drawn
to the spot by Bunter's yells,

“Killing a pig in this room?” asked
Skinner.

“Not killing one,” answered Toddy;
“nngabatting one,”

i =hn_ hal™ .

“Y say, Harry, old chap!" gasped
Bunter, as ha caught sight of the cap-
tain of the Remova, "I say old fellow
that oad Linley mekek out that I had
his letter, I eay, if you like to give tha
rotter & licking, I'll hold your jacket!™

“T'd give you one, you fat boundar, if
Linlay o't,” answered Wharton.

{CTontinued on page 16.)
Tez Maorer Lisrany,—No. 1116,
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INTRODUCE A NEW CHUM TO THE ““MAGNET" TO-DAY! THANKS!

(Continued from page 13.)

“Why can't you let fellows' letters
alome "

“Ob, really, Wharton! I never had
the letter. Besides, Mauly took it awsy
irom me before I read it. I wasn't
going to read it, sither. I hadn't got
to tho end of it whon that bezst Mauly
but, in, I told Linley that Mauly
had it—told him plain! And instead of
going and pitching into Mauly, the
beast pitc into me!™ gasped Bunter.,
“‘Me, you know! A fellow who's been
kindness itself to him, and overlogked
his lowness a3 much as a follow of good
Enm;l{ _ﬁpsmbi;r could, mﬂa FOu going
to IZE im §"

“Anybody want to borrow a fives
bat?"” asked Peter Todd. " Hera's the
bat, and here’s Bunter—and all the
Rermaove area weloome to & gol”

“Ha, ha, hat"
lick him

I'd jolly well
2 lﬁalf, 0 ha}a hrath}ar!bqnmth i
ow'a notica, 1 thought he would
and row with Mauly," groaned Bunt&?
“Youn would have, Wharton.”

*What 1"

“¥ou'd have gone off in a temper and
rowad with Mauly! But that North
country boast never flies off the handlo
like you do. I wish it had bheen your

fettar.™
“Why, you image—" cjaculated
Wharton, while the other fellows
roared.

The captain of the Remove, with a
rather red face, tromped away down
the passego. ]

Buoter wae left gproaning., Petor Todd
palitely asked him to stop, and Bunter
groaned the more. Then Peter picked
up the fives bat, with e businesslike
look, and inguired where Bunter would
have it. Bunter, apparently, did not
want it anywhere, and there wero no
moté groans in Btudy No. 4. The Owl
©of the Rermove suffered in indignant
silence.

Tr——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Declined with Thanks !

&, RICKLE in, old heant”
Lord Mauleverer gave iho
Lancashire Jud a genial grin os

he locked in at Study No. 12
in tho Remove.
Mark stepped into the study.
“I'vo got somethin® that i’beinngs {o
jwi’;t:u.id his lordship, fumbling in his

“You fook my letter away from
Bunter I
“Well, T ook it away from & chap
who bad no right to it,” said Maule-
verer cautiously.
rk smiled. .
“Bianter's let out that you took ib
from_him, Mau% It’s all right.,”
“0Oht I thought I heard some yellin®
the passage. I'm afraid Bunmter
is rather a little beast, but very likely
ke doesn't know =oy betler,” said
Mauleverer tolerantly, “MNow, T don't
want to give you lessons, Linley; bub
I'm & very careful '3

chap mysell—
Tus Maowzr Lineany.—No, 1,116,

“0Oh, my hat ™

‘“* And you shouldn't drop letters about
::In the quad for fellows to pick up, old

ean.”

“I don't think I did,” answered
Mark, “I think Bunter must have
taken that letter from my study. I re-
member now that I left it in my desk
thera. A fellow's desk is supposed to
be safe.”

“Not from Bunter!” grinned Maule-
verer. “1 suppose he thought thero
might be {offee in the desk, and came
on the letker, Here it is."”

“Thanks, old chap!” Mark put the
lotter in his pocket. ““And thanks for
taking it away from that fat ass "

“Not at all, old bean! Ilcld on =
minute ™ said Mauleverer, aa Mark was
about to leave the study. * 5it on some-
thin' and let's have & chat. I've got
somethin® to say."

Mark sat on a comper of the study
tabla,

“Jo ahead!” he said.

“J—=I—T'm afraid there's been some
jaw about what's in that letter, Linley,”
said Mauleverer hesitatingly.

“I'm alraid so0," said Mark, hia brows
contracting,. It can't be helped,
though.”

“YWhat I mean 15 T ean't help knowin’
somethin' that doesn’t concern me,”
spid Lord Mauleverer. “ A fellow can'b
help havin' ears, can hei"

“Hardly,"” asaented Mark,

“Well, then, you won't think me
cheaky for buttin® into your bimey?"”
asked Mauleverer anxiousliy.

“OFf course noktl What is it?"

Lord Msauleverer hesitated again. He
sremed extremely uncomfortable; and
Mark eyed him in wonder. Generally
Lord Mauleversr was the most self-
posgessed youth in Greyfriara School.
Now he coloured and hesitated and
mu%%ﬂd uncomicrtably. _

“Well. to coma to the point—"" he
said, and paused.

“Go it " sard Mark. a5
., “IE you don’t mind my mentionin’

1f

“Not at all."” o

“1 cshould hato to secm boitin® in——"

“My dear chap, nobody wonld ever
suspect vou of butting in,” said Mark,
with a smile. “I can’t imagine what
you're driving at. Cough it up!”

“Well, I-I pather that your pater is
rather up against ik,” sz2id Lord Maule-
verer slowly.

“That's s0,”" assented Mark., “It's
rather rotten to havo it talked abhout in
the Form: but I don’t mind you hknow-
ing, Mauly. The diad’s having rather a
hard time of it &t present.”

“That’s wh_i',' yvou were 80 keen on the
Popper Prize?™’

Mark nodded.

“Dron't let Bunter’s cackle give you &
wrong impression, Mauly,” he =aid
quietly, “Father hasn't writien to me
for money, as the fellows may think,
from what Bunfer's taltled. Ile's
written to tell ma not to werry about
home affairs and to stick to my work
here. I shouldn't even know that he
had lost his job, only I found it was so
in the hols. e wouldn't have told me.”

quite  understand,” =aid Lord
Mauleverer. * Now, what I'm comin'’
to is this—"
111 GE itj”
“Weoll,” said Mauleverer, “you
know I'm rollin® in cof—"
Mark's face became crimson. e com-

Emhended at last the drift of the school-

oy earl.
“Chuck it at that, Mau%‘, old
fellow ! he said quietly. U1 know

,Euu'm ;t+ha best intentions in the world;

“Five a man a chanee,” murmured
Lord Mauleverer.  “We're fricnds—
and you know a tenner's nothin' to ma,
A logn——"

“"Which I couldn't repay,™ snid Mark.
“Thanks, old man—hbut I'm not exactly
Bunter [

“Oh gad!” ejacnlated Lord Maule-
vorer, in dismay. * You don't 1imagine
T'd class vou with Bunier, do you*"

“No; but if I took your money, 1
should class myself with him."”” Mark
slipped from the table, *“Let it

drc:r]; il

“I—I say, hava yon pot wour back
up?’ inguired Manleverer dismally, *'I
never meant to put yvour back up, old
bean. Honest Injun ™

Mark langhed.

“Mv dear old chap, I know you're
the kindest fellow in the world, and
I'm ever zo grateful for your offer,'” he
said, ““Only the thin %mpp:ena to be

kL

impossille. No harm done,

“¥ou ain't waxy ! asked Mauleverer
anxiously.

%Mot in the least."

“A fellow would like to do somethin’
to help, wou know,” murmured his
lordship. .

Mark shook his head.

“* Fellaws have to help themselves,” he
suid. “The fact i3, Mauly, I've found
something like a job, and I think it will
sce me through. I'm taij.mg you
bocauss I Enow wyou feel friendly to-

wards me."’ .
“PBegad! T'm glad of that!” eaid
“Boin' in for another

Mauloverer,
prize? Best of luck!"’ :
outzide the
g work—harder

“MNo; it's mmathing
school,” said Mark., "It >

work than I expectad—and it takes all
my spare time and keeps me from think-
ing of prize-hunting.”

“ Actually earnin’ money by work?
asked Lord Mauwleverer, m gi‘rea.t ad-
miration. *“I know lots of fecllows do.
1 never could get on to it myself. Hort
of Herculean job, what? Do you know,
I've often thought it lucky that I was
horn with a silver spoon in my mouth.
Tf I had to work, I'm afraid I should
fada away and perish. I suppose theso
things really are whacked out fmﬂf",
yvou know, Fellow who ocan work.
works; fellow who can't, doesn’t! Eh?

“T'm jolly glad you were born rieh,
anyhow, old lglﬂ-!},] said Mark, with a
stile. “I'm afraid you'd have rather
a rough time in the labour market.”

And, with 2 nod to the schoolboy
earl, Mark left tho study.

Lord Mauleverer was left with a very
thosghtful expression on his face. Iis
lordship had never known what it was
to bo short of that nccessary article—
cash. And he generally had more bank-
notes  than other fellows bad  hall-
erowns. Perhaps that was why Mauly
never gave a thought to money, regard-
ing it simply as a wuseful article that
could be drawn from the bank when
required, elmost as one might draw
water from a fap. It wae guite a

ainful reflection to him that there wera
ota of fellows who couldn't go io the
bank and renew their supply of cash at
necessary times.

Mark Linley went along to Study
No. 13. It was time for prep, and
Mark’s other occupations did not cause
him to neglect hie school work. ]

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh was in
the study; but he bad not yet started

rep.
¥ “Fi have been waiting for you, my
esteemed and ridiculous Marky,” he
observed.

“Waell, here I am,” said Mark.

“Will the excusefulness be preposter-
ous if your ridiculous friend ventures to
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make remarks on a private ond ebsurd sobject? asked
the nabol,

Mark sturted.  That eryptic remark might have puzeled
him but for biz inteeview with: Lord Mauleverer, Now Lo
nnderstood at once,

* Do not get your Iudinrﬂus back up, my esteemned Marky,”
went on Hurree Singh. “In the present deplorable state
of scarcefulness of cash a ridiculous loan might be grateiul
and comforting, The stitch in time, as the English proverb
remarks, saves a bird in hand from becowing a bird in
the bush.”

Mark chuckied.

“ Mothing doing, Inky—thanks all the =ame’

“The regretfulness is great!” satd IHurvee Emgh atedd
the subjeet dropped, as Bob Cherry and liitle Won Lung
came in.

Marle rather wondered whether Bob was poing to join
in the chorus, as it were. Probably be swould bave done
so: but Dob's financial resources being Hmited to ninepeoce
made the offer of a loan rather impracticable.

Study No. 13 sLLLI::d down to peep.

Afler prep, Bob and Hurree 3ingh went down to ihe

BE

Mnrl-: was taking a little mora time over hizs work than
his sbudy- m.j.br-s L'LILI-E Wun Lung settled down in the
study srnchoir, watching him quictly with his slanting
eyes in silence, When Linley rose at laxst and put bis hooks
away, the littie Chinee spoke,

“liend Murkeo plenty tloukle$™ he said.

Mark glanced round at lam.

“You've heard, too?" he said, pgther primly.

“Plenty talkut‘., me heal,” said Waun Lung.
nicee ole Mark., Lookee, you takee!™

He pressed something into Linley's hand.
at 1t. It was a banknote.

“IFliendly loan !" explained Wun Lung.
Mark, volly good Biend to little Chingee.”

“M;.T dear chap,” said Mark, " much obliged: but I don't
want a loan, rea ];,' Shove this in your pocket, you young
II.EE r]-:

Wun Lurg looked deeply dizappointed.

“No takee 7’ he asked.

(13 N‘}TH

*No likee li'le Chinee?” _

“Yeoa, ves; but I can’t take your money!” said Mark,
h?l“ lmlgi}‘mg and half-vexed, “Put 1t 1n your pochket, [t's
abl right.

Wun Lung reluctantly accepted the banknote, Mark lefs
the study to go down to the Rag. There was trouble in
his mind, and trooblo on his heart, but the kindness of his
friends, thﬂugh it was inpossible to accept it, had 8 cheer-
ing effeet on him.

“Meo likeo
Mark stared

“ Likee nicee ole

e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Riches Take Unto Themselves Wings !

“ Or 143"
G “Got it ™
*Hurrah !

Stewart of the Shell grinned cheerily.  His
friends in ihe Shell grioned 2s cheevily as Hdward
Stewart,

it was o wild and windy day at Grevirviars, Tn the old
sehonl quad the roar of the sea eould be heard, dashing
against the ehalk cliffe. The wind roared round the ola
red chimney-pots, and howled through the chins. But wind
and weather did nob affect the spirits of Btewart and his
{riends. Stewart had got it

“It " was the tennerld

Stewart of the Bhell, having won the Popper Prize, he
hod rather expected, and his friends had ratber expected,
that it would be handed over to him on the spot by ithe
headmaster,

Had it been a medsl ar @ pot, Stewart would bave been
immediately pratified.

Dut hard cash, he found, was gquite a dilferent matter,
Stewart had won a cash prize of ten pound:. and was
ontitlad thereto, But the sum of ten pounds was in the
headmaster's ¢stimation, much too large a swn to ha
entrusted to a junior in the Shell. Befora that sum was
handed over, thercfore, Btewart learned that his father
was to be communicated with, and hiz wishes known.
Stewart’s opinion of this was that it was all rot.  DBut
he did not ventura to tell the Head se.

Unfortunately for Edward Stewart, his father was pbsent
from home, and quite a long intereal elapsed hefore tho
Head received his roply. requesting him te hand the eash
to Edward.

Mr. Stewart's wishes being now known, the cash had
been duly handed over. It wes handed over in the [orm

(Continued on next page.}
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THE BIGGEST DRAW OF THE WEEK—THE “ MAGNET"!

B e

of a crisp banknote tor ten pounds—
stldom seen in thy Shell,

Htowart came awav from the Head
with a beaming face. As day had fol-
lowed' day, &sud the tenner did not
muterialise, Stewar had begun to fcel
that ho had rathor wasted hiz efforts on
the exam. Now he was comtorted.

“Going to chango it 1" asked Hoskins.

Btowart grinned.

“What do you thinki"”
counter-guestion.

“Good man!” said Hobson
_ “Mrs, Mirable will ba able to change
it for me,” said Stowart. “I think a

d in the tuckshop rather a good
ides,”

This was carriea nem. con, There
was not a fellow in the Shel! who did
not think that idea uncommonly good.

ita an ermy marched across the
windy quad with Stowart.

"Let's see ity old boan.” said Chowneo
of the Bhell. “Wo don't zeo & thump-
ing lot of tenners.”™

'¥Yes; let's sco the jolly old tenner,”
agread Hobson,

*Here it is.”

Bicwart tool out the banknoto. Tt
was bright and new and crisp anid rust-
ling—altogether & very delightful
article,

It passed from haud to Land,

. The Shbell fellows gathercd round it

was  his

in great admiration. On the cdge of
the happy group hovered Billy Bunter
of the move. Bunter had casught a

glimpso of the tenner, and it caused a
sudden revival ot his friendship for
Btewart of the Shell.

“1 say, you fellows,
gasped Bunter.

Lower Fourth fags were not allowed
to butt into the lnedly society of tho
Bhell. Somchody kicked Bunter, and ho
departed, roaring.

“Well, here you ere, Teddy!” eaid
Hobson, tossing tho banknote back to
Btewart. “Catch 1"

In the ecircumstances, with ihe wind
howling [rom the ses, it was rather a
reckless proceeding to toss so flimsy an
ariicla 3 & banknots back to its owner,
But Hobby's best friends sdmitied that

obby was not much given to thinking.

A gust of wind swept across the guad
E t&? banknots wu:i ltu-saadt . It cﬁﬁghﬁ

¢ numgy paper, aod Stewart, grabbin
at it missed it 333 a foot. J

“Look out!”

Catoh it 1"
Oh, my hat1”

The slim strip of paper fluttered away
on, tho wind. "Thers was & wild rush in
pursuit of it

“Thers it ia 1™

"Juﬂ on it 1"
“Catch, catch ¥

Tho banknete Buttered to the ground.
Five or six Shell fellows pounced on it,
but just before they could catch it
another quat sent 1t sailing again. This
time it blew high into theair, and sailed
awey among Hutterirg leaves torn from
the elms by the fiercs wind

“0Oh, crikey ! ejaculated Stewsrt.

" You asa, Hobhy I

“Oh, I say, I told Stewart to catoh,
but—"

L I.tis Eﬂ'ﬂﬂ I"
" ;‘Thafu it im—coming dowm! After
i ‘::r

~The Shell follows raced after the flut-
tering banlnote. Afte. them panted
Billy Buntes, with aalgar eyes ind
his big spectacles t was not hko
Bunter to exert himself very much for
others; but certainly he was v keen
on capluring that banknote. Bgerhnpu
he thought that ho would be entitled to
join in the spread at the tuckshop if he
was the lucky captor,

Tae Miawer Liszary.—No. 1,116

lat’s Eoo it 1

But Bunter had »no chanco. A heavy
Shell fellow crashed into hum, and sent
him sprawling, Buntor collapsed and
roared.

With shouts and yells, the Shell fel-
lows pursued the clusive banknote. The
high wind secined tc be playing a game
with it. Several times they nearly had
it. But covery time it was blown high
out of reach again. They panted and
pulfed amd blew, in hopeless but deter-
mined pursuit,

Coker of the Fifth. walking statcly
aeross the quad, was mixed up in a
witd rush of the Shell, and left on the
ground, spluttering

By that time, the frantic pursuit of
the bankoote had attracted gencral at-
tention.  Hacker, the master of tho
Bhell, came out of the House with a
frowning brow, to inguire what the
uproar was about. When he learned,
he joined in the chase, his gown Hutter-
mg wildly in the wind  Fifth Form
men joined in, and even seme of the
stately’ SBixth, While & wholo mob of
uniers lent their aid—Remove and

ourth and Third and Second Form
fags., The old quadrangle of Greyiriars
presented & scene of the wildest excite-
ment.  Some of the fellows shouted
“Tally-ho ! some of them “On tho
ball "—most regarding the affair as a
game. But it wes no game to Stewart.
It was his tenner

But pursuing an_elusive slip of fimey
paper ir a high wing_ was like hunting
a will-o'-the-wisp. It wvanished from
sight Bt last, and some fellows declared
thoy had seen it blown over the gym,
othoers were certain it was in o tree,
others argued that it waz on the roof of
the School House, while still others
averred that it had blown into an open

window. In tho multitude of counsels
there was no wisdom Only one fact
was absolutely eertain, and that was

that the banknote had been lost to sight,
though to memory dear.

“It's gone,"” said Hobson, at last.

“Oh, crikey I said Stewart dismally,

“I'll bo found, old chap—it’s bourd
to be found,” ssid Hobson comfort-
ingly. “Why didn’t you catch it when
T chucked it to vou?™ he added,

“You ass [*

“Look here, S8tewart—-"

b %’mi-lm"{ fathead I

“Well, 1f you're going 1o be stu
shout it—* ?s.a.id Hglrmﬁ stully

Porhaps it was excusable for Stowart
to be & little “stuffy * about it, His
richea had taken unto themseclves winga
end Hown away. Ilis banknote was
gona from his gaze like a beautifyl

dream.
Fellowa still rooted asbout in  odd
corners, looking for thut banknoto,

Billy Bunter sought for it with an
earnesiness that was really surprising
it a youth so dizinclined for exertion.
But the banknote was gone, and all that
remained for Stewart to do was to put
a notice on the board, requestin t?mt
the banknote, if found, might %e ro-
turned to its owner. But the day
passed, and the noxt day, and tho noxt,
and the elusive banknote had not been
roturned to its owner. And Stewart's
only solace was to tell Hobson of the
Shell what he thought of him, which he
did with emphasia, eloquence, and high
fraguoncy.

e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
On the Track !
ki I

you fellows!”
r-r-r-r-r-r I said Skinner.
Queer—>
“Your face?” askod Skinner. " Ves,
rather 1™

EA.:!':!'
4l Hun'tl;gnu think it's rather

»

“As Inky would say, tho queerfuiness
is terrific]” remarked Snoop. “Tuke
it away, will you? Too queor for me.”

Billy Bunicr blinked at Skinner and
Snoop. He had not been alluding, of
course, to his face which he did nob
regard as queer in the very least, whal-
over might bo the opinion of others.

*Look here, you fellows, don't rot!™
he zaid. “I mean it's quesr——"'

“Boe do L" eaid Skinner. YI've
thought sometimes that you came to
Creyiriars wearing a uy TFawkes
u;i::ni , and that you've never token it
ﬂ +

“I mean shout Linley, you silly ases!”
kooted DBunter.

“0Oh!" Harold Skinner condescended
to be interested. “ What about Linley,
tatty 1™

“Any mora nows in his lettors from
homs " asked Stott, with deep sarcaun.

“0Oh, really, Stott—=»

“I'd have skinned you if I'd becn
Linley,"” sald Stott. * You've made tho
whole Ferm tattle about him. I'd have
given you more than a fow licks with
a fives bat.”

“Oh, shut up, Stott!" =zaid Bkinner.
“What is it now, Bunter? It's rather &
lark to rag Linley. I'd like o sce him
really go off at the deep end some time,
He's too jolly quiet for me”

“1t's gueer,” said Bunter,
my suspicions of Linlgi* Of course, 1'tn
not tho fellow to think uncharitably of
any chap. ¥Youn fellows know how good-
natured I am.”

“We do,” agreed Bkinmer. “ You
could put all your good-nature inlf a
thimble, and thore would be lotgs of
room left for a finger. But get it off
your chest, What's Linley been up to?
1= hiz jolly old pater atilr on the dole,
or has he written to Linley to pawn
the study ermchair, and sond him some-
thing to pay the bailiffs gut "

Snoop chuckled, and 8totk grunted.

“Look here, that's besstly, Skinner |
sard Bolt, “"Why can’t you let the
chap alone?  He nover does anybody
any harm,™

“Ila swots,” suid Blinner. "He gaps.
e i-:ut:(pn up an air of being better than
other fellows. I don’t liko humbugs.
I don't like prize-hunters. If you ad-
mire him so muel;, Stott, you can go
and pal with him. I shouldu't mixs
you.”

Slott gprunted again, and was silent.
Stott was a rather slow-witted follow,
much under Skinmr's influcnce, Buk
he often irritated his chief by express-
ing opinions quite contrary to Shinner's.
He was, though he scemed unaware of
it, ruther 100 good for the company hc
Lept.

don’t

i U‘h,
Snoop.  “Give

“I've got

rag—you Lwo!™ eaid
it a mname, Buanler.
What have you found out now "

“I haven't exactly found out any-
thing,” said the Owl of the Remaove.

“DBut I've been thinking a lot.”
“What with?"” rsked Skinner, with
interest.
“{h, rcally, Bkinner! Doesn't it

reem gqueer to you fellows about Lin.
leyi” ashed Bunter, “Every day, al-
inost, he clears off immediately after
class, and never comes back till just on
call-over,  Flalf-holidays it's just the
game. Wharton fairly has to drag him
dowr fo games practice, wheo he goes
at all, and that's not often. T hear that
he's asked to be leflt out of the Red-
clyfle match. And you know ho used
to be awfully keen on cricket. What
doos he do out of gates?”

“'ve often wondered,” said Skinner.

“He's up to something,” averred
Bnoop. "But I'm dashed if I've been
able to guoss what!”

“What does it matter 7" asked Stott,
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“Oh, do shut up I" said Skinner irrit-
ably. " He may be up to something—
perhaps somethipg shady.” )

“Wall, vou wouldn't mind that,” said
Stott. " You'd like him all the beticr
if he was a bit shady, wouldn’t you?”

“You silly owl!" said Skinner.

It may be pub-haunting,” snid Bun-
ter. “Some fcllows go in for that, You
know Loder of the Bixth had it up
agninst Wharton and his lot, and t]‘:*:*l}'
explained it away, but “—Bunter shook
his head sericusly=—"1 never was quite
satisficd about that, you now."

“Stick to Linley,” said Skinner. “He
doesn't go pub-hpunting, because that
costs money, and be hasn’t any money.”

"AH the Remove knows that, since
Bunter pinched a letter from his study
desk,” grunted Stott.

“1 did noth-ng of the kind,” =said
Bunter warmly.  “A fellow might be
looking in a desk, and might see a lolter
by accident, and-——" 1 .

“And he might get o batting for it,”

sald Stott. “And a jolly good thing,
too."
“PBeast! Look here, yon fellows, Lan-
lay's up to something, out of gates. All
the Form knows that, by this timme. [t's
jolly mysterions, My idea is that it's .
}e]luw’s duty to look inio it."

*You mean :-,'uu’rﬂ hlirﬁting
curiosity ¥ asked Stoit.

“1I don't mean anything of the sort 1™
roared DBunter. " Some fellows have a
sense of duty. 1 never did approve of
Ejrugst-lt.iﬂusnass."

“Ia, ha, hal”

“Blessed if I sce anything to cackle
at! I've spoken to Wharton about
thiz,” said Bunter. “1 felt bound to,
from a scnse of duty, as he's caplain
of the Form."

“And what did Wharton say 7" asked
Snoop.

Bunter snorted. )

“He didn’t sey anything.
kicked me 1™

“Ha, ha, hal”®

“Well, you may tlunk 1% funny,” said
Bunter hiotly. “J¥ didn't! Wharton's

t a low mind. Having no sense of

uty himself, he can't sec that other
fellows ave high-minded and dutiful and
—and mnoble.  Instead of giving me
eraedit for a sense of duty, he just kicked
mo—in a rather brutal way., It hurt.”

“Good " snid Stott heartily. * Let's
all do the same, you men."

“Oh, dry up ! said Skinner. “The
fact is that Linley’s goings-on are jolly
E:“mn and I've rather wondered that

wikh

The beast

uelechy doesn’t look into it. Lanley's
always out of gates, comes in late, and
laoks tired, a3 if he'd been swotting
Greek. Only he can’t go out of gates
to swot. It's & jolly mysterious thing '™

“Fellowa ought to lock into it,” said
Bunter. “That's what 1 was going to
gay. Us, for ingtance,’

“Bpying, as usual,” said Stott,

“1 decline to answer an nsulling ro-
mark, Stott,” said Bunter, with dignity.
“I hope I'm incapable of spying on
anybady. Linley’s going out again
Nnow. lyjuat heard him tell Bob Cherr
he couldn’t stop. Well, supposo we fol-
low him )

“There he i5,"” said Bnoop, with s
nod in the direction of the gates.

Mark Linley was going down to the
gates. Ha did not glance at thao little

roup of Removites under the elms, but
they looked at him with considerable in-
torest. Quite a number of fellows in
the Remove had noticed Linley's
peculiar “ goings-on,” as Bkinner called
them, and there was some surmise on
the subject. Most of the fcllows, how-
ever, hnd the happy gilt of minding
their own business—a thing that William
Gearge Bunter could not Emra done had

With shouts and yelis, the Shell fellows pursued ihe elusive banknote. Several
{imes they nearly had it, but every time it was blown high out of reach again,

Mr. Hacker, the master of the Shell, who had Ing

what the uproar was

about, joingd In the chase. “On the ball ! * shouted someone, regarding the_

affalr as a game.

he tried—not that it was on record that
hee had ever tried.

*It'a gqueer, as DBunter s=ays,™” re-
marked Skinner. * After all, T don’t
son why wa shouldn’t take a stroll in
this deifighr,ful summer weather.”

“Just what [ was thinking of, in
fact,” observed Bigdney James Snoop.

“1 gay, vou fellows, come onl® said
Bunter eagerly., “If the beast sees us
and cuts up rusty, you <an handle him
all rizht.” Apparently Dunter had felt
a little uneasy about shadowing Linley
“on his own.”

“Come on,” said Bkinner.

Snoop  followed Skinner at once.
Frederick Stott hesitated, but he Gnall
went. Bunter trotted off gleefully. All
of tham were curious; though Bunter,
to do him justice, had no malice in
him. He only wanted to find things
out, and tattle them up and down tho
Form; ingusgitiveness being his be-
setting sin,

Mark Linley turned down the shady
lano that led to Friardale. Bkinner &
(0. strolled after him.

“Shadowing * Linley was easy work.
It never scemed to occur to him that
any fellow might watch him, and ha
did not turn his head once as ha walked
down to the village.

Neither did Bkinner & Co. turn their
heads; they kept their eyes on the
sturdy, active SHgure in advance of

(See Chapler 10.)

them. Had they turned their heads
they might have iiaurned that they were
not the only shadowera at Greviriars
that sunny afternoon,

e ——

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Shadowers]

b ENTLEMEN, chaps, and
G fellows 1" said Bob Cherry.

3 II-E‘H. v& ahother gmomgeor-

“No time for riotous living now,”

eaid Bob, “We've got something better

to do than %uu!iﬂg ginger-pop here.”
The Co. loocked at him in surprise
They had gathered at the school shop
for light refreshment, and, so far as
they knew, thero was nothing on ba_.ncl
till they went down to cricket practice.
“What's the game " asked
“Skinner 1" ‘
“Oh, blow Bkinner!” seid Johnny
Bull, ““I don’t want to have anything
to do with Skinner.”
“He's gone for a walk,” said Bob.

ugent.

“Lat him I

“You don't feel inclined to {follow
him

“ Mo fear™

“Well, I do,” said Bob. * 8o pull up

your um:i_:a and coma on.” _—
“Took here, what are you drivipg
TEE Maguer LisRiry.—No. 1,116,
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WHO WANTS A POCKET-KNIFE? SEE PAGE 2

at 7 demanded Harry Wharton. “We
were going to put in some cricket
before teg——0m-> _

“ Crickot, like everything else, can be
gverdone,” eaid Bob cheerily. “Ab
present our game is Skinner. To make
it clear, evem to Johnny's limited
intellect, Marky's gone off on ono of

his mysterious jaunts, and Skinner’s
gone after him."” .
“Ohi” said Harry., “Spying, I

sup;;;se." : ;
“Your supposer is working as per
schedule,” said Bob. “Right on the
wicket, I can't make out what Marky
goes mouching out of gates for, always
on his lonely own; t it's his own
bizney, not anybody else’s, and he's not
going to be watched. If you fellows
don't want to come, I'll go. I hope I
can handle that gang.”
o we'll comel™ said Wharton,
“The comefulness is terrifie,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh., *“The spy-
fulppss of the esteemed Skinner 13 =
bird in hand that must bs stitched in
time, as the Englich proverb says.”
The juniors chuckled over the lish
praverd as they sauntered down to the
gates, Bob Cherry, glancing after his
« #3 he went out, had oheerved
Skinner & Co. take the trail, and he
had promptly resolved to - intorvene.
was considerably puzeled himself
by Mark's unkoown occupation out of
ool, but he had never thought of
asking him 8 question shout it; and
whatever it was, if Linley did not
choose other fellows to kmnow, other
follows wera not going to find out by
prying. Beob had made up his mind on
that subject.

The Famous Five walked down the
fane at & gtm& spead, and soon came in
l!ﬁht of Skinner & Co. They had a
glinapse of Mark Linley farther ahead,
walling on rapidly, like & fellow who

had no time to lose, and making his
shadowers exert themselves rather more
than was their custom. DBilly Bunter
was already pulling and blowing.
Obviousl ark Linley was walking
down to kriardale, which was guite a
harmless proceeding after class. The
village was within bounds, and an
fellow was free to go there if he liked,
50 long as he kept clear of certain
placea that were under taboo—auch ns
the Cross Keys. It was difficult for
even Skinner to suspect the quiet, well-
conducted Neorth-country Junior of
“pub-haunting,” but it was 2 puzzle to
guess what else could take him so econ-
stantly away from the schanl. Skinner
was prepared to see Linley turn in at
the side-lane that led to the back door
of the Cross Keys—a littlo lane that
Skinner himself knew well. But when
Mark reached that spot he walked on,
hat was not his destination.
“ Not the pub!™ said Snoop.
“I knew it wasn't!” grun Stott,
“¥ou know such a jolly lot, den't
ou 1" said Bkinner un iansa.nt]g. “ Per-
?»lllﬁ you ¥now what he's up to in the
villaga?®

“1 know that it's not our bunsiness.”

“Right on the wicket!" aaid a cheery
voico; and Skinner & Co. fairly jumped
round, The Famous Five, runnin
lightly on the grass beside the lane, hnﬁ
overtaken the shadowers.

“0Oh, I—-I esay, you fellowsg—"
gﬂ-ﬁp&ti Bunter,

“Taken up detective work, Skinner,
old bean " asked Bob affably.

“T dgn't kpow what you mean,” snid
Skinner, “I supposs I can walk down
to the willage after class if I like.”

“Wrong I said Bob. “You can’t!”

“¥oun checky asa—m-0o="

“You weren't [following
asked Nugent.

0 3§

Linley

i

r IJ
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“Linlexy ! Has he gone out of pates "
asked Skinner carelessly.

“1 say, you fellows, we weren't
following Linler,” wsaid DBunter. *1I
never sugpested anything of the kind
to these chapa, end they'll tell you so.
They were all present when 1 spoke
to them about it."

“Bhut up, ryou Dbenighted idiot("
hizsed Snoop.

“0Oh, really, Snoop—?*

“Checse ik1Y

“I'm only expluining to these chaps
that they'roe barking up the wrong
tree. You see, vou feﬁnws, wo're simply
taking =& wnfk," said Dunter, blinking
at the Iamous Five. " We're not keop-
ing an eye on envbody. We don't care
a rap whora Linle goos; in fact, we
don’t know that he's going to the
villoge at all. Personally, I haven't
secn him since class. I believe he's in
hig study at the present moment, swot-
ting, Inm fact, I saw him there™

It Bunter hoped to convince the
Famous Five by this wealth of dotails,
Bunter was disappointed.

“Mine's Buntor,” said Bob Cherry.
" What's yours, Jﬂ’!mny i

“Bnoop,” said Johnny,
touching Skinner. MNot without gloves
on. anyhow, He's not nice to touch.”

“Tll touch Bkinner,” said Wharton.
“I ean manage with my boot, I think,”

“ Look here——" roared SBkinner,

“Look here—" hooted Bnoop.

“I say, you fellows—"

“Go 1t,"” said Bob. "“You can stand
cut if you like, Stott, or yon can pick

“1 don't like

vour man—just as you pleaze, Pile
B

“Yaroooooh "

“0Oh, my bhat! Hands off, you
rottors Y

“Oh crumbs 1

Billy Bunter found lumself rolling in
the dust of the lane in Lol Cherry's
powerful grasp. Johnny Bull grasped
aneop, and proceeded to hammer his
head against a wayside oak, taking no
notice whatever of Snoop's frantic ol
jections. Harry Wharton procceded to
deal with Skinner, as he had stated, witl
his boot. Bkinner looked as if he were
Flag,-mg o wild ond whirling game of
wp-scotch, as he strove frantically to
dodge that boot. Stott looked on for
soma moments, but loyalty to a bad
cauze led him fo intervene—upon which
he was ¢ollared by Hurree Jamsed Ram
Singh, floored, and sat upon,

The next live. minutes were erammed
with excitement for the shadowers.
When that space of time had ﬂ'nEEE‘d
Slinner & Co. had clapzed also. They
fled wildly in various directions, dusty,
dismmaved, and dishevelled, and vanished
over the horizon.

“That’'s all right!® gasped TRob
Cherry. “Now wo've given  them
socks, we'll have that other ginger-pop
wo missed ot the tuckshop, Comne ong
we'll look in on Uncle Clegg and give
him our esteemed custom. We can asl
him how he's gettin?; on with the jeliy
old tal-:-lnﬁf)eﬂtﬂh You fellows remem-
ber that tale of woe he pitched us”

Tha juniors were near to Friardale
now, s0 they walked into the old villape
High Strent and headed for Unele
Clegg's shop. They had, as & matter of
fact, forgotten the tale of woe Mr.
Clegg had related to them on the day
of the Bhell match, but they remem-
bered it now.

“Hallo, hallo, halla " ejaculated Bob
suddenly.

i "E!'Fllat__lﬂ

“There's old Marky 1™

Mark Linley ceme in sight for a
moment, just disappearing in at the
doorway of Unclo Clegg's.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Rob. *“Wa've
run him down instead of Skinner. If
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they'd kept on the trail, they'd have
tracked hiin to the village tuckshep and
tpotted himm mopping up ginger-pop !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Famousz Five chuckled as they
walked on to Uncle Clegg's. fuite 1n-
advertently they had seen the scholar-
ship junior arrive at his destination.
There was something rather comic in
tho idea of Skinner & Co. setting out to
trai} Linley and running him down in
& tuckshop.

But when they entered the dusky little
¢stablishment tgﬂ juniors stared.

Linley was not there.

They had =een him' enter the shop,
and certainly he had not come out
again, But the shop was empty.

“My hot!" said Boh, in perplexity.
“Where's Marky #”

"Echo answers where!"”

“The wherefulness is terrific!”

“Must have Enne through the house,”
sajid .E.'Iﬁﬂ‘j’ Wharton., *“Can't umagine
WwWhY.

“DUnless he knew that those cada were
after him, and wanted to throw them
off the track,” said MNugent.

“Why should he take the trouble?”

“{Goodness knows!”

Bob Cherry r:.}}ped on the counter,
Uncle Clegg usually appeared promptly
from his dark ]ittf& parlour when the
shap bell rang  On this cecasion he was
not in & hurry to put in an appear-
ance.

Thump, thump, thump !

* Hallo, halle, hallo!” bawled Bob.
“Tumbie up, Uncle Uie-gg! Show a
leg, thera! All hands on deck! Hallo,
liaile, hailo!™

“Drat 'em!” & voice was heard lo
utter from the parlour behind the shop.

And the juniors grinned.

Unele Clegg opened the door, and put
his gnarled head out and blinked at the
juniors. He had a pen in his hand and
& spob of ink on his nose, and scemed
very perturbed and eross. Apparently
he ia.d been busy in his little partour.

“(Oh, it's you young gentz!" said Mr.

Claig. ‘
* Little us!” said Bob. “ Ginger-pop,
old bean! Pour out the Rhine wine!

ILet it flow like & free and bounding
river ! We're frightfully thirsty!
We've been kicking fellows along a
lane, and it made no end of a duost!
We're as dry as Euelid I”

“The dryfulness is terrifie ™

"Where's Linley?” asked Bob, as
Unele Clegg set out ginger-beer and
glasses. “He came in here ahoad of
a3, and he's done & vanishing trick.”

*“Hallo, you fellows 1"

Mark Linley locked out from the
half-open door of the parlour behind
the shop, a slight flush in his face.

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo! There you are!
Come and help us with this ginger-
pop, Marky 1™

“Thanks, not just now !
busy ”

“Taking up the tuckshop business,™
asked Bob, “or fea-ing with Uncle
Clegg? What's the game?”

But Mark had gone back into ihe
little parlour, and Uncle Clegg, having
served tho Remaovites, followed him
there. The Famous Five looked at one
another. ‘

“*What the thump—-" said Bob, per-
ploxed. ]

Hurree Jamset am Singh grinned a
dushjlf grin.

“"The esteemned mystery 18 explicate-
fully clear!™ he remarked. **The
absurd Marky 15 helping the ridicnlous
Mr. Clegg with hias complicated and
lndierous accounts !

“Oh " ejaculated Bob.

The juniors ¢chuckled. They chuckled
again as they left the shop and startod
back to Greylriaras. Quite accidentally

I'm rather

thay had dropped on the solution of the
mystery that had puzzled the Bemove
and had cavpsed William Georgo
Bunter such deep perturbation in his
fat mind, Skinner & Co., had they
tracked Mark to his destination, would
not, after all, have made & very alarm-
ing discovery.

e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Linley Explains |

ARK LINLEY came into Hall
M in time for call-over as usual.
Several fellows in the Remave

evaed him, SBkinner and Snoop
seowling as they did so. Dilly Bunter
gave him & scornful blink through his
big spectacles. Mark, however, did not
seem much affected thereby; indeed, ho
did not seem to notice the existence of
Skinner and Snoop and William George
Bunter. His face was thoughiful and
showed signs of fatigue; he looked like
a fellow who had been hard at work.
Harry Wharton & Co., at least, could
guess the reason mow. A fellow who
was trying to make head or tail of Mr.
Clegg’s weird secounts was likely to bag
a headache or two in the process. They
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sends in  the following clever
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understood, but they were o little sur-
prised.

Mark was one of the kindest and best-
natured fellows at Greyiriars, and never
hesitated to do anybody 2 good turn,
and he very oiten did a good deal of
somea other fellow's work as well as his
own, Bub there were, after all, limits
i that direction. Even a kind snd
good-natured fellow was not expected
to give up the whole of his leisure for
weeks and to engage in a8 worrving and
troublesome task for the sake of an old

entleman in the village, howsoever
deserving. To give Uncle Clegg help
for & fow hours was an achk of kindness,
but to take on a task like this, more
suttable for o solicitor, and guite i)e;rnnd
the powers of most boys of Mark's age,
was sirely cs:rr:.rm% good nature to &
very extracrdinary length.

Mark, who was known now to he
badly in need of money, could certainly
have esrned somo by much less exertion
than he was undertaking on Mr. Clegg’s
account, More than once Mark iad
obtained copying and tranpslating jobs
from a firm in Courtfield, for which the
pay was not high, but was ai least
something. Now he seemed #0 be going
“all out” on a hefty task for nothing.

The Famons Five roflected that it was
no business of theirs, and did not think
of speaking about it: but after prep
when the chums of the Remove gather

in Btudy No. 1 befors down
Mark came in. He lnnkes A ?itth 'r.:rll1

= b}

comiortable, and there was a slight
Hush in his cheeks, buf he came straight
to the point.

“You fellows came on me at Uncle
Clogg’s to-day,” he said. “I suppose
1t rather surprised you to see me
there §"

“Yes, & little,” admitted Wharton.
*But we tumbled at once, of course.”

“The tumblefulness was terrifis, my
ahsurg. Marky " zaid Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh,

“I'd rather it wasn’t talked about, of
course,” said Mark., “No need for the
Remove to cackle about that as well as
the rest of my business.”

“We're not the fellows to jaw abodt
what doesn’t concern us,”” said the cap-
tain of the Remove, rather dryly.

“I don't mean that,” said Mark
hastily. “There's no harm in it, and
no reason why everybody at Greyfriars
shouldn't know, so far as that goes.
Quelch knows already.”

“Clueleh does?” ejaculated Nugent,

“ MNaturally. 1 asked his permission
beiore I taock it on.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“That would be news for Skinner!™
he remarked.

“But I'd rather not have it jawed
ebout,” said Mark. “I never intended
to speak about it; buk, of course, I don's
mind wyou fellows knﬂwin% Rince
Bunter read my letter from home and
tattled about it, it's no secret that I'm
hard up. I'm earning money now—
that is, I shall be earning some when
1 gi';tt- through. Mr, Clegg is quite
nnable to get his business =affairs in
order without help, and I have taken
on the job for an agreed Ggure.”

““Oh I"™ ejaculated the juniors,

“I'd like to do it for nothing,” added
'."L-Iarﬁrll:i his cheeks flushing desper. “ But
I can't afford that; my time's not my
own when I'm at school—a schoo! like
Greyiriars—and my people are up
against 1t at home, I've got to hel
or leave school. I mean, ?[ should fe}:l
bound to leave and help st home unlesa
1 could earn money here. I should
have left slready, and given up the
zcholarship, only it wolsz.i be & blow
to my people if I lost & chance of
making good here. I couldn't bring off
tha Popper Prize, and this is going to
taka ita Elm, I'm putting in some
hard work—harder work then I've aver
done for an cxamination, and what I'm
dowing for My, Clegg would cost him
miore if he employed a solicitor. And
I'm to get payment by results. No
results, no pav.”

B‘;}Hnw do you work that out?" asked
ob.

Mark smiled [aintly.

“Mr. Clegg is one of the thousands of
people who are entitled to & return of
tha income tax deducted at sou and
who bave never thought about it or
troubled sbout it,” he explained. *“So
far as I can make out at present he
will get back about sixty pounds when
tha job’s done. OF course, they have
to be satisfied about his standing, and
they're a bit szuspicious of shop-keepers
wheo don't keep books, The whole thing
has to be worked out—and poor ol
Clegg could no mora work it out than
he could work out the mu?hﬁat praposi-
tion in Euclid. He could ﬁie-t experk
help, of course—but he would have to
pay for it, I'm doing the job for him—
cheap.”

“1 see,” zaid Bob.

““And you're able to do the work!™
asked Johnny Baull.

Mark nodded.

“I can do it—and 1 think the inspector
will Be ‘satizsBed when I'm done with
it. Bul #'s hard work, and it tnkes
up all my time, and won't be finished

TaEez MAGHET LiBRARY,~No, 1,116,
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just yeb. Clogg’s accounts ere enough
to maks an angel weep. Ho hasn’t the
faintest iden how he stands financially,
and hasn't had for years. All he knows
iz that hoe has mado a living out of his
shop, and in hard times he's lived on
the little incoms from hiz investment in
War Loan. He's entitled to the return
of the wholo of the tax deducted at
gource, and over six years that comes
to & good sum. But he's got to make
the thing eclear and satisfy the
authorities, of course. That's my job.

“I'm to have ten pounds when it's
done, Of course, ha could not get 1t
done by the u-auu,l: people for that. DBut
I don't get anything till he geta his xe-
payment. If it doesn't come off I get
nothing. But it will come off all rignt,
of course, if the thing iz put properly.
It's only a question of getting his poor
old accounts in order, and showing that
he is mot a tax-dodger.” )

“My hatl” said Bob. “I think I'll
get you another job with my pater. He

tears his hair over his ineoms tax
paper.”
“Ha, ha, hal”

“2s that's how it stands,™ said Mark,
smiling. “I don’t rind you fellows
knowing—but, of course, I don't want to
make it the talk of th:im R&mt _E‘fla. and to
a uk 1t.

have Skin ibi

"Not a giddy syllable,” said Bob.
“But how you do it beata mel What
a brain {”

“The brainfulnese iz truly terrifie.”
“And you told Quelch?” said Harry.
“Yos 1 couldn't take on such & job
without asking him, and he gave his per-
mission, so lgng as it doesn't interfers
with sohool work, of course,” said Mark,
“I'm taking care of that—but I've had
to lot all cther things go.”
“Including the cricket?’

“That can’t be helped.”
“Well, loock ham—ﬁsuPpnsa I come
along and lend & hand " asked Bob.

i ha'“‘ﬂ-t?"

“For goodness’ sake, old _chap,
don't 1" ejaculated Wharton, *“Marky's
got enough on hand without that.”

“Perhaps I shouldn't be much use at
figures," admitted Bob, after a moment's

thought. . ;

"]%gha perhapsfuloess is terrvific.”

“No percha about it,"” grinned
MNugent, “We'd better not healp, or
Linley will be feeling like the man who
prayed to be saved from his friends,”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I say, you fellows—"
*“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
barrel 1" i

Itstead of rolling away Billy Bunter
rolled into the study. He blinked at
the juniors very seriously through his
big spectacies. For the moment the
short-sighted Owl of the Remove did not
observe that Mark Linley was in the
study.

“1 say, you fellows, I've got some:
thing to say, and it's rather serious,”
said Bunter.

aan't vou
elsa?" agked ant.

“No |* roarsd Bunfer,

“Can't you go to your own study and
say it to Tuurag]ct"i'" mquired the captain
of the Remove.

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

"Wh;.r gay it st all?" asked Johnuy
Bull. “Why not ghut up for once, just
to show that your jaw can keep still?”

“This is ®» serious matter I” hooted
Bunter, “It's about that fellow Linley.”

“Huo, hs, hal" roared the Famous
Five—and Mark grinned, He was stand-
ing within a feiw feet of Bunter, who
was still unaware that he was there.

“Blessod if I see anything to caokle
at.” growled Bunter. “You fellows
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grunted

Roll away,

ﬁo and say it to somebody
L]

butted in wpren I was keeping an eyo
on him to.day. Yell, 1t was %-ika your
cheek | AMind, I don't want vou to tell
him that I was keoping an oye on him."’

“I don't think we snall need to men-
tion it to him,” chuckled Bob, “He
may guess—now."

“Well, I don't see how he ean puess.™
eaid Bunter., “ He's not o suspicious sork
of chap—I'll say that for him. But
he's up to something out of gates, and
i'in jolly well going to find out what it
1. Mot that I'm curicus about 1f, you
know—I don't mean that.
not inguisitive,”

H'LWhﬂ-l; a hopeful nature,” remarked

Db

“But some fellows have a sense .of
duby,” expluined Bunter, “T hardiy
expoct you chaps to understand that.
Liut that's how it is. That fellow Linley
is up to something. I don't think it's
pub.-haunting, but it's spmething shady
—that stands to reason !

“What about holding up a bank?”™
asked Bob. ™A bank was held up in
Lentham a few weeks ngo. Think Linley
did 13"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Oh, really, Cherry! It's something,”
satd Bunter. “I've asked him, and he's
naver told me what it is. Now why
hasn't ha?"

*Perhaps he doesn’t care to confide
hiz private affairs to a fat, flabby,
frabjous, chatbering, tattling idiot,” sug-

sted Bob., "“Think that may be if,

unter 3"

“"You can call & fellow names,™ said
Bunter, “but I can jolly well tell you
thnt I'm not satisfied about this. I'm
E’n?mg' to keep-an eye on that fellow,

inley, and I'll thank you not to butt
in again when I'm doing it. Sea? And
don’t tell him | ¥f he's put on his guard
it may give me a lot of trouble. No
bizney of yours, and don't butt in. Soo?
That fellow Linley’s no good—I'm pre-
parcd to tell him so

“{ro shead ! said a quiet voice.

Billy Bunter spun round.

He became suddenly aware that tho
follow he was discussing was in the
study.

"“(Oh 1" ejaculated Bunter,

His fat jaw :;lmpg@d. and his little
round eycs almost bulged through his
spectacles.

“I—=I—I didn't sea you, old chap!™
gasped Bunter. *I say, I wasn't speak-
ng about you, you know.”

‘What "

“1I mean, I was only joking ! gasped
Bunter. “One of my little jests, old
chap! He, he, hat"

“Ara you going to kick him, Marky 1™
asked Bob Cherry.

Mark laughed and shook his head,

“Then I jolly well am!™ said Bob
emphatically.

And he did

" Whoooooop I

Willism George Bunter travelled out
of Study No, 1 at express speed. There
was & bump and & roar in the Bemoveo
passage.

The way of the transpressor iz said to
ho hard, but it really seemed a3 if the
way of a fellow with a senze of duty
was harder.

I hope I'm

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Rag In the Rain! .

. ICE 1"
N “Oh, very "
“The nicefulness iz terrific.”

Those remarks were uttered
in tones of the deepest sarcasm. Really,
it was not nicel

It was a half-holiday, That, of course,
was all right, Half-holideys woere
ways weleome; their only :{rﬂ,whad:

being that there wera not enough of
thern,  BMost Greyiriars fellows could
have got on very comfortably with a
half-holiday every day, and, indced, s
whole holiday. l-hms on this particular
half-holiday the uncertainty of the
glorious DBritish climate had played a
aﬂurvi_t-rml; Why it couldn't cain and
fog while fellows were in class, and shine
on  half-holidays was an  irritati
problem, ¥t had chosen to rein &n
fog on a half-holiday, and a little grou
of Hemove men, looking out into & qua
that wept with rain end mist, mades
remarks about the weather that were
frequent and painful and free.
“Thiz,” said DBob Cherry,
summes i
Hurrece Jamset Bam Singh shivered.
“The summearfulness does not zeem to
be mmt«emuﬂ}' terrifie!” he groaned,
: g

“.i.ﬂ

like  oricket!” oanad
Wharton. &
“Mora like swimming!” mumblad
Nugent.

What's the odds so
!ﬂn% as you're ‘appy 7" said Bob, whoss
cxuberant spirits conld not be damped
cven by rain and fog in the summer.
“We get this mist from the sea, you
know, and it's jolly as a rule to be by
the sea. What about ragging Coker of
the Fifth? Coker's a good thing to
save for a rainy day.™

", blow Coker

“We haven't had a row with the Shell
for & long time!"” remarked Bob,
* Hobson will be petting his ears up.”

“ Blow Hobson [

“Might work up & rag on Loder of
the Bixth?” suggested Bob.

“Blow Loder!”

“What about putiing on our macs
and walking over the cliffs?” said Bob.
“Healthy exercise anyhow.”

“ Br-r-r-r-r-r "’

Nobody but Bob was disposed for a
tramp over slippery chalk ¢liffs in the
Can,

“"Well, dash it all, & man must do
Eumuthing," argued Bob., “I suppose
you don't want fo join Bkinner and
smoke ciparettes in the study "

“ Blow Skinneri

“What about the  *Greyfriars
Herald ' " asked Nugent. “ We haven't
turned out a number of the rag for

dog's a
grunted Bob,

“MNever mind!

Sticking  indoors "
Indoors was always an infliction for Bob,
even on o rainy, misty day.

""3“ We can’t go out in this,” eaid

ugent.

“The stickfulness inzide the esteemed
doors ia tho proper caper,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

Bob grunted.

“You fellows stick indoors, and Pl
get my mae and tramp a bit,” he said.
* Hallo, hallo, hallo, you going out,
Marky "' :

Mark Linley came ealong in an over-
coat, with the collar turned up., Hoe
gave the juniors a cheery nod.

“Yeos, old fellow,” he answered; and
he plunged into the rain. The Co. knew
where he was going; Mark was still on
the *“job™ as an amateur income-tax
expert. ; ]

he Co. dispersed, four of them goin
up to the study, to fll in that disma
afterncon with editorial labours on the
“Greyfriars Herald.” Bob Cherry lin-
gered, looking out inte the rain, un-
decided. Three [ellows came along and
went out, and Bob stared after them.
Skinner and Snoop snd Billy Bunter
wera the very last fellows, as a rule, to
ventura forth in such weather.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! You fellows
going out for a wash ?” bawled Bob.

Skinner glanced round. .

“ (Foing to the pictures,” he explained.

“He, he, ha!l” came from Bunter,
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The Famous Five were at tea In Btludf m;. 1 when Bkinner & Co. crawled by the open doorway,
aughtar,

fAgures wera greoled by & roar of

Bob looked alter them. Ile was not a
suspicious fellow, but he <ould put two
and two together. Skinner and Snoop
were quite unlikely to walk two miles
in the rain to see the most altraclive
picture ever shown on the sereen, and
still more unlikely to take Bunter with
them—as any fellow whe tock Bunter
was hooked to pay for his ticket as n
matter of courze, And Mark had just
started ! Bob Cherry hardly needed tell-
ing that Skinner & Co. were on the track
again.

He frowned for & moment, and then
e grinned,

11e was badly in want of some ocecupn-
tion 1hat rainy afterncon, and he wanted
it it of doora. It flashed into his mind
that Skinner & Co, might furnish him
with thaot necrssary occupation.

In a few moments Bob was in his cap
and mae, and specding down to ihe
rates,

He passed Skinner & o, and shat out
into the road.

There ho ran in the direction of Friar-
Jale. In & few minutes he overtook
Mark Linley, though Mark was hurry-

Ing.

' ITallo, halle, halle ™ )

Mark looked round and smiled.

“Walking down te ithe village with
mie " he ashed cheerily. “Glad if you
-.-.-iil. though ii's not & nice day to be
an ."

*Couldn't bo nicer,” answered Bob,

* What

“Far my little game, T mean.” Bob
glanced back. T Skinner & Co. were
neat the mist as yet hid them from
sight. *Btep inte these trees, Lid.”

“What on earth for?
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and Bunter groanad, (5pe Chapter 16.)

“Pecausg I want you to, old bean”

Mark, much puzzled, stepped out of
the lane intn the weeping trecs by the
roadside. Bob wes grinning gleefully,
and Mark guessed that there was some
jape on, though he could not imagine
what 1t was

“We're much of a size,” said Bob,
“and our caps are just alike., Lend me
vour coat and take my mace”

*But what——"" stuttered Mark,

“No time to jaw—just chenge! It’s
s little joke on some fellows who are
taking a lon of interest in what doesn't
concern them,”

“Ob!" said Mark, and he laughed.
“All right.”

In a few moments Boeb was inside
Mark’s thick, groy overcoat, with the
eollar tnrned up about his ears, and
Mark was wearing Bob's macintosh.

“Keep doggo till the coast’s clear [
said Bag

“Right-ho ™

Boh Cherry stepped out into the lane
again, Threo figures loomed up in the
ratny mist from the direction of the
school. Dob set his face towards Friar-
dale and walked on. Bkinner and Bnoop
and Bunter followed the fHigure in the

grey overcoat. ] )
‘Vhe fellow they were following did
not look round. hat made the

shadowers’ task easy, as on the previous
occesion.  But Bob had the best of
reasons for nmot looking round, Had
Bkinner & Co, seen his foce they cer-
tainly would not have token him for
Mark Linley. Tt was necessory for the
enterprising shadowers 1o have only a

back view.
Boh tramped on cheerfully, He bad

e

- —————— e

h

The wat and draary

‘' Ha, ha, hal® # Tired 7 " Enjoying lite 7' Skinner snarled, and Bnoop

found his occupation for the afternoon—
and he was pleased. When he turned
into the fnatﬁabh t:i,u-uu?h the weeping
wood, and the spies of the Remove
followad him thers, they wera pleased
also. They considered that they were
going to tind out something at last—
whatever might be Linley's secret
destination on biz mysterious rambles
out of gates, they were going to discover
it now, They splashed onward by a
wat, muddy path, feeling all the thrill
of the chase.

Mark Linley, when the coast was clear,
walked on with a smiling face to Friar-
dile, where he was soon deep in acaounts
with Uncle ﬂ‘!e‘ig in the dusky parlonr
behind the tuckshop. Mark worked
hard that afternoon, heedless of rain anil
mist; and Bhioner & Co. were destined

to work hard also—and certainly not
needless of rain and misk.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Across Country !

iwr SAY, you fellows—*

I "Oh, cheess it1” sald Skinner

crossly.
“I'm tired.”

“Clear off, then”

“Yahl”

“Want us to carry you?” jeered
Bnoop.

ol HEﬂﬂt EH

Tempers were growing short. Really,
it waz not o nice day for a walk. The
rain was thin, but it came down with a
steady persistenco. The mist was
clammy and unpleasant. Visibility wos

TeEx Macrker Liarary.~No. 1,116,
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not good; but the three shadowers
eusily kept the sturdy Sgure in the grey
overcoat in sight

That fgure tramped on through the
wet wood by several winding paths one
after another, and came out at last on
tha towpath i'.-jl' the Sark. The three
followed on.

By that time Billy Bunter was pufing
and blowing, and Skinner and Snoop
growing irritated and tired. It was a
wet and muddy tramp, and anything
but enjovable. Bunter was intensely in-

wisitive, Snoop was curious, and

kinner had a malicious hepe to find out
something of & discreditablo nature.

But they realised that they had set
themselves o hofty task. They had not
expected Mark Linley to go so far afield
as this. After two miles of it, they
wara tired and angry; but having dona

two miles, it scemed worth while to
keep on. The fellow couldn't be going
right =aecrnse the ecountry, Skinner

savagely remarked; he must have some
destination, and he was bound to reach
it spon. So the three kept on, Skinner
scowling, Snoop breathing in gasps, and
Bunter moaning. None of the three

was in good condition for a long
tramp.
When they reached the towpath

Hkinner brightened up. He thought the
goal was at hand now,

“The brute's going up to the Three
Fishers,” he said. “Can't be going
asnywhere else this way.” ;

“Hust be pub-haunting, then,” snid
Snoop.

“1 suppose so.”

But instead of turning up the river
the &Euru ghead in the grey overcoat
turned down the river, and walked
towards the bridge.

After him went the perplexed three.

“Js ho going over to Cliff House, I
wonder ! mumbled Snoop.

“Rot! He doesn't go there every
time he sneaks out of gatesl” growled
Bkinner. “ Btands to reason ha's going

1o the usual place.’

“Well, where's that "

“How ghould I know, fathead!™

“T eay, gou fellows——" pasped
Bunter.

*Bhut up, you fat frog!t”

“Let's have a rest! Owl My legs
will be falling off soont” gasped the
hapless Owl of the Remove. “We've

done miles and miles. I eay, I'm not
so jolly keen on following that beast
sfter all. Owl”

“Go and eat coke!”

“If he's going into Perg, weo could
get tea there,” remarked Snoop.

“Looks as if ho is!” growled Skinner.

Bunter, who was about to halt,
started afresh., If there was going to
be tea in Pepp, Bunter had a fresh
incentiva for exertion. He tagped on
wearily behind Bkinner and Snoop.

Bob Cherry—still Mark Linley to the
eyes of the [ellows who wera follow
ing—strode checrily across the bridge,
with & grin on tho face he waz careful
not to turn back, Bob was good for
many milas yet; but he could guess
that there were six legs behind that
weare beginning to ache.

It looked to the shadowers as if their
?ll.l.l'l'j" was heading for the zeaside wil-
age of Pepg; but in the lane that led
thither, the figure in the gre
erossed a stile, and proce
field-path,

Tha’ thres panted up to the stile, and
stood leaning on it, glaring across &
weeping field at the groy overcoat.

“Where on earth s he going? mut-
tered Bidney James Snoop hopelessly.
Ho blinked through misty rain ab the
back of the grey overcoat a dozen
yards away.

Tax Maower Lisgasy.—No. 1,116,
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cd by a

“Goodness knows " muttered Skinner
between his teeth. *.If he knew we
were after him I should think he was
lending us & dance mcross country.”

“He hasn't looked back once.”

“ Na; besides, he must be going about
lits vsugel business, I can't make it out.
Halle, he's looking ab the timel”

Although the back of the junior tn
the grey coat was towuards them, they
could ses that he was taking out his
watch and looking at it. His motions
made that plain—intentionally. Bkinner
and Sncop exchanged a quick lock.

“That means he's keeping some
appointiment ! breathced Skinnec. “He's
meeting somebody.”

“Locks like it,” assented Snoop.

The grey coat went onward agan,
and Skinner and Snoop clambered over
the stile dnd squelched across tho wet

rass. Billy Bunter followed them—szs
ar a3 the top bar of the sute. There
ha sat down. Flesh and blood could
stand no more. Bunter had covered
three miles—and by the shortest cuts it
was two miles back to tho school.

Bunter sat on the sttle and proaned.
Bhudowers and shadowed disappeared
across the misty field, and the Owl of
the Remove still remained on the stile,

roaning. He sat and rosted hia weary
%al; limbs, with the rain swishing down
on him. Often and often had William
Grorge Bunter bad reason to ropent
him of his inguisitivencss:; bhut never
had ho repentod him se deeply as now.

He dectached himself from the stile
at last, and rolled sway—hbut not on
the track. He rolled for home.

By wet and weary paths, Billy
Bunter plugged back to Greyiriars.
With aching, fat limbs he wearily
rolled. Tt was o webl, weary, and woe-
ful Bunter that erawled along by rainy
lane and misty footpath.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Weary Walkers |

OB CHERRY swung on his way
B through the rain, merry and
bright.
Iga was cnjoying  his after
noon's ramble.

The other fellows, editing the " Grey-
friars Herald " in Study No. L. were
out of the rain: but they were also out
of the fun. The more it rained, the
better Bob liked it. It made inattors
more intcresting for the Paul Prys who

imagined that they were shadowing
Marlk.
Skinner were more and

and Snno];
more perplexed. f Mark Linley
always went as far afield aa this on his
mysterious excursions out of wates, it
was no wonder that he gencrally looked
tired when he came in for eall-over.
Skinner and Snoop were more than
tired now; and when they thought of
the journey back, after the chase, they
almost shuddered,

From the wot field tha figure in the
grey overcoat followed n muddy lane—
1t almos4 seemed ns if the brute were
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picking out the wettest and rauddiest
ways he could find!

dhe two spies squelciied wearily alter
him. He f[ollowed at last the path to
the cliffs, and after bim to the chili-
went Skinner and Soocop. Sooop was
limping now; and Skinner's temper wus

nt the point of ferccity, He could
have kicked himself for having starten
out on this terrible ftramp acros:

country -but having pone so far he
would not give it up. He savagely
resolved that he would run the rotter
dpwn if it wore him out, and find out
his secret, and spread it zll over the
Remove, whatever it was.

Dimly geen through the mist, which
was thicker near the sez, the figurs in
the grey overcoat swung on by the path
over tho chalk clitfs, tirelesa and
springy. At a safe distance behind, but
never losing sight of him, the two epies
tramped on.

“Look here, he must be leading us a
dence!" breathed Snoop ot last, “If
he keeps on this way it will take him
io the Iriardale road—that's the way
back to Greyfriars."

“Ho can't know we're after him: he
hasn't looked back once!” muttered
Skinner. “He's got no eyea in the
back of his head,”

“He may guess—->"

“How couid he guess, idicti”

: “Well, it looks as if he's pulling our
eg.”

“Rot[*

Skinner was determined not  fo
believe that he had been made a fool
of. DBut even Skinnor entertaincd some
doubts when the figure in the grey coat
turned from the cliffs and followed a
lane that led into the Friardale Read.
That, unmistakably, was the way baok
to the school, by passing through the
}rzi]a?e. And if the fellow was head-
g for the village why had he come
bive miles round?

But Bol did not come into Friardale.
He did not intend to lead the
shadowers so near to their real quarry
a3 that., He turned from the road into
o footpath. Woearily the shadowers
burned after him, It was, at least, a
?Cr_ﬂ‘l[ﬂl't that they were nearer Grey-
TIATS.

Not a single time had Bob turned
his head. But several times he had
stopped to adjust a shoelace, or to pick
up &4 stone to toss carelessly at o tree,
or for some other reason, and ecach
time he had taken a surreptitious peep
behind, to make sure that the
shadowers wero still on the track. He
was rather surprised that such slackers
as Skinner and Snoop bad been able to
stick it out so long. Bo long as they
were able to stand it, Bob was pre-
pared to give thom exercise.

Ho came out of the footpath, on the
Greyiriars side of the village. Bob
was feeling inclined, himself, to get in
to tes, by that time. But ho did not
intend to stop so long as Skinner and
Snroop were willing to Follow.

Mot for a moment had it crossed
taeir minds that he was not Mark
Linley. They had seen Mark start out
in that grey overcoat; and all thew
could see of Bob, from behind, waas

tha grey overcoat, with the collar
turned up, o Greviriars cap, and his
boots, Tiut unless Mark had given up

his usual mysterious oeccupation that
afternoon, in order to laad them =&
danee, Skinner and Bnoop. eould not
bapin to imagine what might bo his
reason for falking this weary, endlesa
tepmp round s weeping countryside.
As he reached the opening of the
footpath through Friardale Wood, Bob
turned towards it. It would be going

{Continucd on page 28.}



THERE ARE THRILLS GALORE IN THIS GREAT 'TEC STORY, CHUMS!

The Mystery of Hall-Moon Streei !

ERRERS LOCKE closed his eyes

and roviewed the facts again,

I1f he mada this single assump-

tion, that Morecambe had known

the whereabouts of the bullion that

vanished seven years ago, he could see

a motive for the crime—and any number
of possible erimes. i

All the erooks invelved in that {rain
robbery, o far as the police believed,
had been rounded up and imprisoned.
All except the brain bshind ib.

They belonged to a gang headed
hy Peter the Pedlar; a notorious
ﬂgnrac#ar in the underworld. But Peter
the Pedlar had never becn more than
e gunman; he might have carried out
the train robbery, but he couldn't have
planned it. Mone of those men who had
gone to prisen could have planned it

But it was known that various coups
that particular gﬂ.ngI ha
ca.rriedp cut had been planned
and financed by Morecambe,
'Therefore, it was probable
that this was no exception.

fHis assooiates did the
acteal job and went to gaol,”
murmured Locke to himself,
“While they were in gaol
Morecombe paid a long visit
to  America, refurning o
couple of years ago without
anyone knowing 1t. He
alone knew where the bullion was
hidden, and he came back unobserved,
with the intention of quietly dispos-
ing of it. He was content to do this
vory gradually, since it would make himn
a wealthy man for the rest of his life,

“But things didn't work out secord-
ing to plan. His return was discovered
by someone who knew of the existence
u%r his snceet. That “someona ™ tried to
scare him into sharing the loot, and,
failing that, murdered him, The ghost
busingss was probably for the benefit of
ithe villagers. "It was necessary, in_any
case, to keep prying ¢yes from watching
too closely a house in which a half a
million pounds was stowed away. One
way of doing that was to revive a local
superstition. e

“Now, by thiz tima the originel gang,
including Peter the Pedlar, must be out
of prison. So we can assume they have
been tracking Morecombe. But we
must also assume someonte else was alter
him as well. The man who actually
murdered him was an artist in crime.

“It'a o tangled trail. A gsng of gun-
men and & mysterions unknown, all out

to find the same treasure—desperate
men who will stop at nothing.

“And this i3 only the first round.
Perhaps none of them at present knows
Morecombe’s secret. He may have
teken it with him to the grave. Bul
where can the money be hidden, and if
EII"J.:TEE the Pedlar didn's kill him, whe

id ¢

TLocke was satisfied by the time the
train reached Paddingten that he had
found an answer to one of those ques-
tions. When he opened his eyes Jack
Dreke was staring at him with cager
curlosity.

“I know you haven't been asleep——"
he began.

“MNo guestionz at present, Jack.
Until we have maore facts, we must
keep our judgment in suspense. And,
unless I am very mnch mistaken, we

Murder or Suicide? Many a clever de-
tective has set out to prove that in
certain circumstances the one is simply
a cunning attempt on the part of a master
criminal to represent the other.
without evidence is about as much use as

a lock without a key!

shall learn something of considerable
interest very sgon,” :

“But where are we going 7

“I'm going to Scotland Yard, but ]3(011
must return to Baker Stroot. Wo shall
re-meet at lunch to-morrow.”

“ Aran't u  teking me with yom
to-night?” Jack pleaded. :

“No, I'm sorry.” He noticed the
boy's disappointment, and hastily
pdded+ “I want you to get some Rie-ﬂp,
Jack, I may have a job for you mn
the morning.” :

Ferrers Locke got no sleep himself
that night. From Lhe station he took
a taxi straight to the Yard, where, to
his relief, he found an inspector on d’m:,r
with whomn he had worked before.

Inspector Lambton was a much ahler
man than Webster. Ie was a finger-
print expert, and it was he who had
sent Locke the telegram identifying
Morecombe, from his finger-prints, as
Qszcar Lomax. He was a short, stoutish
men with spectacles; more like a stock-
broker than a detective in appearance,

“Hallo, Locke !” he exclaimed, with-
out showing any surprise. had an
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idea my wire would bring you to
London,”

“It wasn't your wire,” replied Locke,
as he shook hands., “I've come for
permission to look into this Half-Moon
Strect affair.”

"The suicide case? DBut I thought
you were working on that Bridgeworthy
murder

“"No need to,” said Tocke, with a
faint trace of a smile. * Webster's
about to arrest the guilly person. He's
ma;‘:aged it without any assistance from
me,”"

“Sounda as though he's being a bit
hasty, docan’t #6? Come now, Locke,
you aren't going o persuade me you've
washed your hands of the case, I'm
waiting to hear where Oscar Lomax
comes in. Do you think he’s the
murderer 1

“T think, on the contrary, that he was
the victim,”

“Lomax—the same man as More-
combe ¥  The inspector stared im
gennine astonishment, * But, hang i%
all, he came to us for protection.™

“You would have recog-
nised him, although Webster
didn't. Anyhow, it's no crime
io ask for poliece protection,
even though you have been in
gm:-L He came to the Vard

pcause I refused to help him.
He was desperate. The fact
that, in spite of his pre-
cautions, he was murdered
shows how real the danger
waa,” h .

Lambten rubbed. his chin
thoughtfully.

“This i3 & surprising development.
Of eonrse, you've tald Webster ¥

“ As a matter of fact, I haven't. He
wasn't in the mood for enlightenment
whon I last saw him."

“That's his trouble,” nodded the ather
understendingly, “He hates anyone
elss butting in. T supposa it's natursl
Enﬁu%h; though I can never bring
myself to look upon you as an out-
sider, But to got back to Lomax. For
what reason was he living in the wilds
of Dartmgor? I thought he was still
in America.”

“I've got a theory, but I'd rather not

o into 1t just now. My present need
13 to pay & visit to Mo, 6b, Half.
Moon Stroet.”

“T'll come with you, of courze. But
surely you don’t think there's any -con-
nection between this and the Bridge-
worthy mystery #” .

“ Frankly, I don't know, PBut if there
is I may follow my ‘own methods for the
present. 1 think you know me enough,

Tur Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,116,



however, to realise that what informa-
tion I do pick up will be placed at the
disposal of the police.”

“1 know you ecan be as tight as aun
oyster when you choose” suid Lambton,
with a rueful recollection of a caze in

ther, * How-
Ve'll go to the
Mo

which they had worked to
ever, ['ll fetch my hat.
moriuary first snd view the body.
ona has identified it yet.,”

There was noe taxi in sight, so they
deciced to walk. On the way, Lambton
outlined all the information—meagre as
it was—that the police posscssed.

A week apo, 8 man giving the namoe
of Morrish ronted a furnished flat in
Half-Moon Street through 8 well-known
firm of estate agents. He said he had
recently  arrived from abroad, and
knew mo one in England from whom
he could obtain & reference. However,
he offered to deposit a substantial sum
and to pay tho wlole of the rent in
advance, and no further questions were
asked.

Vesterday o plumbing job had to be
done. ‘Thioking that the new tenant
had not yct started to occupy the Hat,
the caretaker admitted the workmen
with his master key. They were horri-
fied to find & man lyiog on the foor,
shot through the right temple. Medical
evidence showed that he had been dcad
for two days.

The odd thing was that none of his
personsl Dbelongings had  yet beon
moved to the fHat. Excopt for the
eriginal furniture, it wasz quite bare.
Nor were thersa any papers in his
pockets, not markings on his elothes,
that afforded the slightest cluo to his
identity. But there was a note beside
him, saying that he was sick of life and
resclved to end it :

“I must say it seemed to me & simple
caso of suicide,” Lambton finally wound

up.
“I've mover forgotten,” murmured

Locke, “the maxim the old professor pl

who taught us science used to impress
upen us at Cambridge: ‘ Beek simpli-
city, and mistrust it." "
“ Pt in this case, surely—"
“Here we ore ot the mortuary,
you got vour credentials?” y
“They know me,” Lambton grinned.

Have

What the Flat Revealed !

ALF an hour later Forrers Locke
emerged from that grim houso
of death, This time they
hailed & taxi and gove the

Half Moon address. Despite the
itmi:gcl;ﬁr’a judicious pumping, he got
nothing out of Locke beyond what he
already knew.

“Cortainly,” was Locke's verdick, “it
could have been suicide. The wound in
the temple is just where one would
expect to find it in that case. I should
liko to examine the eclothes more
minutely; but meanwhile there's a clue
staring us in the face that hardly needs

a microscope.’

“You mean the tattoo marks on the
chest? But I don't see how it's going
to help if nobody in the country has
met the man before.”

“Has he been identified by the clerk
at the estate agent'si”

Lambton hesitated, snd then struck
his knce.

“1 don't believe he has, It was
taken for granted it was the same man.
I couldn't swear to if, of course—you
gom, it isn't my case., In fack, it's
nobodsy's case, It's just an ordinary

police joh, in which no suspicion of foul
play has arizen,”

“MThat's what wne intended. Bub yvaon
might verify  that  point  in tho
morutng.”

"By Jupiter, 1 willl” exelaimed

Lambton vehemnently, as the taxi dreew
Lo a standstill,

The night porter admitted them to
the flat.

“But I'm dashed if I ean think what
yvou expect to find,” Lambton declared
s they entered. “It's leon turned
upside down, so if you are looking for
finper-prints you've come too late. As
I said, there  was nover  any
EUEPRiCIo—"

“If I were to commit & murder I
should take care there wouldn't bel™
broke in Locke.

“T'hen thank Heaven you are on the
right side!” chuckled the other. ¥ You'd
give us the deuce of a time if ever you
decided to take to erime.”

It was a small, bachelor apartment,
consisting of two roomns, a bath-room,
and a Gitchen. There was no longer
any s:ﬁn of the tragedy that had been
enacted.  The bloodstaine had  been
removed from the carpet, and every
cupboard and drawer and wardrobe
ransacked.

On a davenport in the sitting-room
wis o large, oval mirror, cracked across
the centro.

“Bomeone’s been  temptin provi-
dence. Do you know how that hap-
pened, i1nspector 1"

“I believe it was found broken. The
nitl must have come out of the wall”

“ Dut nails don’t come out of walls in
a properly-built house. You haven't got
it, 1 suppose?”

"1 expect it's been swept away. But
that's where the mirror hung; above the
fireplace facing the door.”

*“And you say the body was found
also with its head towards the fire-
ace ?u
“"Yeos, I believe s

Wilhout another word, Locke strode

INTRODUCTION,

Faerverg Locke, the world-famous deleclive, and
At assigland, Jock Droks, receive o vigil gfmm
Mr. Silaz Marecombe, of Bridgeworthy, Sowth
dlevon, whe tells Locke of the mystery surronnding
hiz old and lonely houwse and of the shadow thet
looime over Kim. Morecombe had veceived lwo
nofes threatening his Uife, each with a erude
drawing of & cowl as signalure, and hiz lerror
hod driven him to qik the delective’s help. Locks
ditines thal the swan iz concealing somelinng
but, though he refuses his wid, the intereste of
Justice toke him and Drake to the 1Weal Cowndryr,
The next night the two waleh the lonely howse on
the edg {g Dartmoor wndd suddedy their riylf
is broken by an alarin from the Wack pile.  Silng
Blogrecombe 2 discoversd dead in his room, the
Ty having entered and escaped through o

in the ceiling. The unlnown vanishes
toithout a trace, but the nexl morning Inspeclor
Webster, of Scotland Yard, who 18 iu charge of
the case, ammounoss Leal he is aboul fv arrest
Soames man's butler, for the crime.
Laocks ﬁ'a.s a vory defferent theory, for fe knowg
that Morecombe—ivhose real name wad Lomar—
was @& member of @ crimi gang Lthal, wears
ore, Jusd been responsible for the dizappeorance
of kalf g milfion pounds” worth of bullion., ke
gold war never recoverad, end i convinesd
that somewhere of e dmng& are concealed Lhe
stolen t'ﬂfal-a that were the canse of Morecombe's
death. Inspector Webster fully belisves thal he
hug brought the case o o succedaful conelusion,
rowever, and Locks and Drake for Ply-
wontl,  There, in aon svening paper, Locke
reade : " Unlnoun Man's Suicide, Eﬁmﬁm
Tragedy in Helf Moon Street F" " I expecied
ar much," muilers the delective.
roturn to London of ence!™ In the lrain
Locks goes over oll the facts of lhe case and
comenr 1o Lhe conclugion thal 4 18 nol sulcide, but

murder [
{Now read on.)

across the room, and, drawing & power-
ful lens from his pocket, he examined
the hole from which the nail had
fallen, It waz ng he foresaw.

“That nail didn't give way. It was
exfractod as clean az a now footh”

Lambton's eycbrows shol up. For a
mimita hoth men stared at one ancthor
without speaking., The tremendous im-
portance of this detail was dawning on
the inspector.

“1 [ollow you. The mirror was taken
down and deliberately cracked, =0 a3 to
look like an acoident”

“It was dropped on the ground right
enough: wyou can see where the gilt
frame 18 chipped.”

- "DBut what » devilishly ingenious

1dea, No one bub vourself would have

spotted it. Unless 1 had suspected foul

?!&ﬁ' in the first place, I don't believe
should have leoked.”

“It was ingenious,” admitted Lockes
“but the exccution was careless,  With
vary little trouble it could have been
made to look a3 though the nail had
genuinely given way.”

Ho gave a twitching movement with
his shoulders,

“It's a platitude to say that everw
murderer makes a mistake,” ha con-
tinued. ““But let vs try to reconstruct
what hoppened. We will call the
murderer ‘Mr. X ': mnd his viotim's
name can remain f Marrish.' I think
wo are now agreed that it was not
suteide, If Morrish had waented to kill
himself would he have taken such
elaborate pains to rent & Aat? Would
he have divested himself of everything
that could point to his identity—tear-
ing the labels from his clothes and
removing even the laundry marks "

“It's unlikely, of ecourse, but he
might have wanted to spare his friends
tha disgrace.”

“But he had no friends. Or even if
t-hat' wera his motive, what about tha
anxioty he would be causing by
vanishing?  Finally, that obhjection 13
riled out by the fact that he left o note,
signed in his own name, giving his
reasons for committing suicide.”

“"Truo enough,” nodded Lambton.
“Confound it, you are making me
wonder now how anyone came to
believe he had taken his own life”

“Trovisionally,” resumed Locke, “I
am going to sugpest that something like
this hoppened. Mr. X. wanted to
remove Morrizh; he wanted to blot him
oub completely, annihilate every trace
of the man, To do this Mr. X took
thiz Bab in Morrish's name. He didn't
live here, but merely camoe hera ona
night, having made an appointment
here with Morrish. His plan was care-
fully laid. Before Morrish arrived he
took down that mirror and smashed 1t,
to look like an accident.

“His object in doing that is obviouns.
ITo had probably rohearsed the scens,
Ho meant to call Morrish’s attention to
somothing, step up from behind. and
shoot him through the temple. Ii the
mirror had been there, he would have
been restricled to & particular engle of
approach  abt  the eritical moment.
There would have been the risk of bein
seen, and, of course, m struggle wqug
have dostroyed his whole scheme.
Morrish not only had to be shot, but
shot in a certain way and without fuss,
so as to make it look like suicide.”

“1f your theory is true,” said Lamb-
ton, affer & moment's reflection, * we
ought to get & description of Mr., X
from the estate office.”

Locka nodded, and at the same time
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his eycs resied on the grate. Ho that o many people could gain a living woro like & prize-fighter's! DBut the
Wfﬂd forward swiftly and knclt :]:::wr:r,_ hy eatering for zuch a harbaric taste. name was Collins, I'm sure,”
etters have been burnt here, “"For a crook to go and brand himzelf  “He has several” nomes,” grinned
Probably teken' from Morrish’s pocket. like this is rank lunaey,” he concluded. Jack., “ However, those cobras will do
But there’s only a heap of ash at “Burely the man we are after wouldn't me nicely, I'll be locking in again.”

present. It looks,” he added ‘almost
angrily, “as though gome idiet of a
Pah:;emun has broken nup the azhes in
ooking for fragments.”

“*You're right,” declared Lambton,
with a gesture of indignaiion, as he
leaved bver the ether’s  shoulder.
*Some clumsy foel put his hand inte
the grate. I suppose the mischief can’t
be undone

“T'm afraid not. But I'Nl do my host.
1f you'll give strict orders for the grate
to bo untouched, I’ll come hack in tho
murniliﬁ- with somo chemicals and szeo
if anything can bo deciphered.”

1t won't bo touched,” =zaid Lambton

warinly., “You can rely on that. By
jupiter, this has heen come night's
work! I supposn I'd

better Lkeep it nut of
the papers for the pre-
senk i )
Y (Certainly,” said
Locke qu'tciilar. “Mr.
X must think he has
suceeedad. ¥You must
gek  the  inguest ad-
journed on some pre-
text, TI'll mect you
hero apain in the
mmorning. i
Lambton  straight-
cned and as Locke also
rose, he offered him a

cipnrotba, ]

“1 suppose it's too
carly to ask il you'vo
formed any idea of
whaet Mr. X was
after 1" .

Locka took a oigar-
otte lighted it, and

bles a thin stream of

sntoke at the coiling.
“Half a millien

pounds ! ho replied.

Covered by the
Unknowi!

HE descent of
I night was 1m-
perceptible  ow-

ing to the fog
that had been lying
most of the day over
the City. It was
especially thick in the
Kas:; End, whero it
spread along tho river ‘
—a damp, sooty, choking contagion,
“You want & bloomin' gas-mask to
come down here,” Jack Drake com-
plainad to himself, as ho turnt}d into &
narrow street off Limehouse Causeway.
Ho thought, with a sigh, of the clear,
champagnoe air of the moors, the
glorious panorama from Bridgeworthy
‘[ar, the excitement of that nmight when
a cowled figure had materialised out of
the darkness, and 3ilas Morecombe had
been found strangled in that house of

mystery. : : )
OF courae, the chief knew lis business
hest, But he needn’t have been guite

=zt reserved. If only ho had said why
he had sent him on thiz singular and,
sg far, fruitless errand, Jack would
have been satisfind. '

All day Jack had been visiting what
sremed to him almost the queerest
shops in London: grubby little establish-
menta  whera people went to  have
pictures of snakes and anchors and
women's [aces pricked on their zkin,

“Why don't they <de the thing pro-
porly and have their noses ringed at
the zamo time—the darned savages!”

Thozn were hiz own =entiments about
taftooing ; and it [rankly zmazed Lim

ba such a half-wit—not the man who
planned that show the other night!®
I'errers Locke had not told him why
he wantod this information, and after
a wasted day Jack was feeling rather
dizgruntled. Heo had a list of tattooisk
astablishmentz, and if this one ho was
about to visit failed him, tho othors
wrold have to wait until to-maorrow,
ITn approached the shop, noting the
thngy window, with its patterns dis-
played. He waz only just in time, as
the hnnechback inside wasz just about to
<lose the door for the night.
s waz a wvillaincus-leoking man
with a soapy manner.
“Comn inside,  sir”
“What can I de for you?”

he fawned.

Business couldn't be wvery brisk, re-

flecied Jack., INowever, hoe made it
clear that he hado't come to be tattooed
—not yek. Heo wanted to see some
designg fivst.

A book was instantly produced. The
paticrns were most alarming. As Jack
turned over the pages, the hunchback
glibly quoted the prices. Ho had nearly
reached the end of the book when sud-
denly ho stopped,

Ho had found the pictore he wantod,
He was conscions of s rush of exeite-
ment. Two  interlocked snakes, with
huge, puifed heads and hissing tongues.

“Yon would ke the cobras?’ urged
that eily veice. " For ten shillinga I
can do them. Tt is a beaotiful design.
A gentlemin asked mo only two days
ago for that very pattorn.”

“ He recommendcd mo to come here,”
said Jack off-handedly. “Your client
was called Taylor, wasn't he?"

“MNo: the name was Colling,
Inast, [ think so.™

Tha hunchhack looked puzzled.

“ A very tall man ¥ _

“¥Yesz, that's him. A giant of & man.
Black hair. and museles—why, thay

At

A queer look erossed tho hunchback's
face. Ho suddenly shut the book with
a slam and pzmmdy suspiciously at Jack,
Heo seemed about to say something, but
abruptly chauged his mind.

“Good-night to you,” he mumbled,
dry-washing hiz hands.

" Good-night 1 said Jack cheerily,

Jack's discontont had now completely
gone. Ho made off for the Under-
ground station in high spirits. It waa
like looking for a needlo in a hay-
stack and suddenly finding it stuck to
your hinger.

“A very tall man,” he repeated to

Ferrers Locke dldn* hesitate. Ha
flung a book siraight at the eleeiric

bulb, smashing It to pleces, (5es
page 28.)
himszelf, “with black hair and the

muscles of & pegilist. Name of Colline—
and hoaring a cobra pattern tattooed on
his chest. The governor will cheer up
when I tell him all this.”

I{o was aching to know what it

43 rignified. The train journey to Baker

Street scemed to take an  appalling
trrmno.

At last he reached his destination.
Tho fog was not so bad this side of
the river; but it was diamal enough.

Ha entered the house, [sirly bursting
with his discovery. Ferrers Locke, he
learnt from the housekecpor, had only
preceded him by & few minutes,

{]pmlinﬁ the dﬂnrtj] ho saw Looka sit-

ting by the fire, with a leather attacha-
casn on hiz knee.

“I found out what vou wanted to
know ! Drake began eagerly. “The
man——"

“Youn've got that specimen, have

imu?” broke in the detective, suddenly
ooking wp with interest. “D'va just
heen  having a chat with Professor
Canmister, He's writing a monograph
on the habita of the monarch hutterfly
—anosia archippus, to give it its regal
title. It's mast interesting how theo
spocies has begun to spread.”

For & moment Jack stared at him as
though wondering if he had gone mad.

“It's heen known for a long time
that the monarch leaves the United
Statea for Canada every summer,” con-
tinued Locke, drumming his fingers
mum_ngjf con the attache-case. “It's
possiblo it feels happier' in  non-
republican surroundings, But how does
it reach the Pacific Islands? How doesa
it get so far as England? You've never
given a thought to the problem, I
suppose t

Jack’s eyes glistened as he caught
the cue. He had recovered from Ei:is
astonishment, He realised that some
vory good reason existed for this extra-
ordinery recoption.

“There scems no doubt,” tho detee-
tive went on, *that the introduction of
ita food-plant to the Sandwich Jslands
in 1850 enabled it to breed in the
Pacifiec. And Cannister had & theory
that——"

Tne Micwrr LinRarr.—Na, 1,116,
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over the same ground again from the
beginning, if he foflowed that path;
but he was prepared to do so if Skinher
and Snoop were preparcd to follow on.

But just as he was about fo turn
into the woed a weary, fut ligure came
wledding out into the road.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo I’ ejaculated Bob
ipvoluntarily.
. JBilly Bunter blinked at him with lack-
lustre oyes.  Bunder had reached that
poipt on his homoward trek, proceeding
at the pace of a vory old and very infirm
tortoise.

Bunter, stopped, leaned on a tree,
hegdless of ram, and groaned.

‘Ow! CGh, dear! I'm tired!”

“Had a good walk?’ inguired Bob
gentally.

S0w! Grooogh! 'That beast—"
groancd Bunter.

“What beast?” grinned Bob.

“That beast, Lainley—I believe he was
leading ws on!” groancd Bunter. *I
say, what-—what—— Vou've got his
coat on !’ Bunter blinked suspiviously
at Bab's iﬂlming face, *“What are you
doing in Linley’s coat "’

“Taking a little walk in it,” chuckled

V'Oh, erikey ™

Bkinncr and Snoop, sceing the figure
in,the grey overcoet halt on meeting
Bunter, were hangiug back., Bob Cherry
turned round towards them. iz game
was up now,. Bot it was, after all, time
to get in to tea.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! bawled Bohb
Cherry. “You fellows can come on—
come and tell me how you've enjoyed
your walk."”

Skinner and Booop stared at him,
almost in stupefaction..

Ak the distanes, in the rain and mist,
it was not easy to recognise faces, but
Bob.Cherry's voice was unmistakable.

“ It—1t=it's Cherry !"" babbled Snoop.

“ Chooch—chooch—Cherry 1" #tuttered
Bhkinner dazedly.

They gazed blankly. Ii this was not
blaek magic they did not know what if
was., [For miles—weary miles and miles
—the thought of which made them
shudder, they had tracked Mark Linley,
never losing sight of hitn for a second—
and now he had suddenly turned into
another fellow!. Skinner and Sooop
wondercd whether they weore dreaming,

“Ha, ba, ba!" roared Bob., *8Bur-
prised, what?"
}.T}"H' almost stogpered on towards
1im,

“Ji—it's you?' pasped Skinner.

% Little me "' assented Bob cheerily,

Tt was you all the time !"" shrieked
Snoop. “ You jolly well knew we were
after you "

“] jolly well did !” chortled Bob.

“You've got Linley's coat on |” yelled
Bkinner. ““Lanley-left the school in that
coat. He—he—wig=-T-—" He choked
with tage. "*“You had a mae on® when

we saw you scaoling by in the gquad
What—-"’

“Ha, ha, hat"

“You rotter,
shrielkked Skinner,

“You see, I cut after Linley, and
changed coats with him,” chortled Bob.
“Then I let you sre me, and keop me
in'sight. Have you enjoyed your walk ?
Ciooel oxercise ! - Better than smoking
cigarettes in the study.”

“*You silly 'ass, Skinner!” proancd
Snoop.

“You silly chump, Snoop !

“1 say, vou fellows, we've been tuken
irr. You pair of slly idiols——"

“Like another walk?®” asked Bob
genially., *I'm good for the same j6lly
old _Eramp over again, if von fellows
are.

Skinner & Co. made no reply. I looks
could have slain Bob Cherry's exuberant
career would have come to a sudden
termination then and there. Fortun-
ately, looks couldn't.

Iegving tho three wretched spies
scowling and slanging one ancther, Bob
awung off cheerily to the school, After
him, ﬁut no longer keeping him in'sight,
and not at all interestéd in tracking,
Skinnor and Snoop crawléd wearily, and
behind them tagged "Dilly Dunter
groaning. They were not in sight of

what's this game?"

.the school when Bob sWwung in cheerily

ot the gates and frotted across to the
House.

» L] & %

“Hu, ha ln!"

Tle door of Btudy No. 1 was wide
opent, and five cheery juniors were at tea
‘there, with an eye on the Remove.pas-
sage, when 3kinner & Co. crawled by,
Three wet and dreary figures came.
sight of the study doorway, and were
greeted by o roar of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Timd?lj

“ Enjoying life ¥

“The enjoyfulness
terrific.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™ =

Bkinner snacled, and Bncop groancd,
and they crawled wearily on and disap-
peared, Billy Bunter halted,

“I say, you fellows——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"'

“I—I. can take & j-j-joke,’’ said
Bunter feebly. * He, he, he! 1—I knew
it was-a lark, all the time, you know,
Bob, old chap! HHe, he, he! 1—1 just
playved up, you know. He, he, he! T'1
come in Lo tea with you fellows—-""

Half o loaf, hurled. by an unerring
hand, smote Billy Bunter on his ample
waisteoat. Ilall 2 loaf i5 said to be
better than no bread, but in the present
instance Bunter certainly would have
preferred none, He yelled and  dis-
appenred,

THE FENT),

{(Now lock out for the next story in
this  splendid - new  serigs,  entitled:
“UNDER SUSPICION!" which awill
appenr in next week's dumper issuc of
the Masrer, 'You can ouly smake surc of
it chitms, by ordering yowr capy WELE

dors not  scemn

IRADVANCE !

THE MASKED DEATH.

(Coutinued from previous page.)

In a flash Jack understood,  As the
detective was speaking, the drumming
of his fingers became more pronounced.

Doi-dot-—dash?  Dot—dash! Morsp
code ! . The butterfly talk was bluff, -He
was signalling & message.

‘Po follow it while that voice droned
on was not co easy. Dut Locke iwas
evidently helping him all he could. The
tapping became deliberate, although-it
was [aint. _

“There iz 2 man behind the curtains,”
the moessage ran; 1 think he has got
me covered. Telephone for the police.
in the next room, and come back with
& revolver™

“ Do vou follow Cannister’s theory?”
Locke drawled.

l;‘l’ understand it, but that's about
a .JJ

“You might fetech me that German
book on the subject from the next
room."”

“Right-he !” {

Jack rose, and he could mnot help
throwing a glance at the recess in the
corner, over which a erimson curtain
was drawn. His heart was boating
quickly. He was about to turn ang
oo towards the door when—crash !
ﬁ'lmre_ was a loud cxplosion.

He Leecled sharply, in time to sep
Lacke spring to his feet, while a bulled
that had missed hiz head by a fractiop
of an inch buried itself in the wall.

Locke «idn’t hesitate. He flung =
book straight at the electric light,
smashing it to atoms.

The room was plunged in darkness
There was & moment of ﬁmfm!nli
silence as the echoes of the shot died
down., No one moved.

‘They were waiting. Jack clenchesd
his hands, ready to spring, and tlic
sweat waa trickling down his forehead.

There was a [aint, stealthy rustlinig.
The man in the recess had drawn the
curtan.

Jack counld picture him creeping for-
ward in the darkness, hiz inger on the
trigger of a revolver. Then the truth
dawned on him.

They were helpless and unarmed in
this room—and crouehing somewhere in
the blackness was the - man who had
murdered Silas Morccombe;  the
criminal who had masqueraded as the
ghost of Bridgeworthy Moor, the, master-
mind they had boen searcinng for.

Buddenly there was a spit of flame
and a roar. Bomething red-hot stung
Jack's arm, and hoe was blinded by a
suddon dazzle of light.

AHow would you like to De in Jack
Drake's shoes, boys?  But don’é gel
anxions. he's worth a dozen dead "uns
yef.  You'll pee how he and Locke get
¢ut of thiz tight corncr in next week's
thrilling instelment.)
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trezzure?  Impos-

i ERRIED
u sibul I
Juack Jolly, the keptin ol

the Fourth at S5t Sam's,
Iarfed skeptically as ho spoke.

“But i's troe!” said Fraonk Fearless
arnestiy.

“(h, ratta! It's too steep!™ Merry
remarked, shaking his head,

“¥You must be dreeming, old chap !
gaid Bright.

Frank Fearleas' handsuin face fushed
elitely.

“I tell you I've been given & chart
showing whera the Em.v_ trozzure has
been blinking well mﬁ.ﬂm_m " he said,
with digmitty. “My uncle, Fred Fear-
less, sent it to me by registered post
just before he dyed, fighting a tribe of
savvidge Indians in Peru.”

“My hat!"

“He sent it to my home address, and
the ww_..E. toak the libberty of opening
the letter before eending it on to ime.
Here 1t 131™

And, with a furrish, Frank Fearloss
produced s peace of paper, vellow with
ago, containing a ruff plan drawn in
ink. The junlors started as they saw
the words " Peruvian Times,” printed
in one corper of it. Evvideutly it had
been torn from & newspaper in the far-
off lund of Pery, which seemed to con-
Grm what Fearless had =aid.

“Pethaps you'll beleave me now!”
yelled Frank Fearless, with & quiet
mote of triumf in his voice. “If you'll
cast your optix over that scrap of
paper, you chaps, you'll see that it
marks a spot thousands of miles vp the
mitey River Amazon. In that spot is
barried the trezzure that my unels in-
tended to bring back to England with
him."”

" But—but what sort of & trezaure was
he going to bring back from the
Amazonl” asked Jack Jolly, still
dewbions.

“Gold and preshus stones ! answered
Frank Fearless, sinking his voice to a
thrilling whisper. “You zee, my uncle
spent eevveral years up the Amazon
trading with the Indians. He used to
gupply them with chewing-gum, commic
papers, of settera, and they used to give

Tae MacseT Lizgany,—No, 1,116,
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bim chunks of gold and bags of
preshus ztones in eggschange, Seei”

“Grata pip

Jack Jolly & Co. were no longer in-
creddutous.  They were lissening with
eggspressions of ﬂmm_p interest on their
youthful hzzogs.

“Well, this is the giddy limmit !" said
Jock Jolly. “ What arc you golng to
do about it, then, Fearless?"

"The pater has alreddy arranjed
what to do replied Frank, *Ho s
hitting out his privit yot for & voyage
te the Amazon immejately, and I'm
going oubk with him. What I came to
se¢ you chaps for was to ask if you'd
tike to come with me?™

"My hat. I should jolly well think we
would like to come with you!” said
Jack Jolly., * What say, you chaps?®®

*Yes, rathceri™ ﬂ&E.@M Merry and
Bright.

Fearless smiled.

“Thought you'd like to join in,"” he
said, “Of corse, it won't be epgsact]
a picnic for us, you know. Deth will
stare us in the face at every step we
takg—0="

“0Oh, good I cried Jack Jolly & Co.,
feeling  awfully pleased at such &
thrilling prospect,

“ Ennemies will surround us on all
handg——*

“Bo much the worse for them ! re
marked Merry MLHHH.

“¥os, rather!

“And blud will flow like water I said
Frank Fearless. ' Alreddy my late
uncle’'s sworn ennemy, One-eved Podro,
iz on the trak of the trezzure. He and
his murderous gang will stop at nothin
to get it, so I've no doubt we m,_“.m.m
hava nw?uwu. of mwﬁm:m to do. That's
why I want you fellows to come.”

"Well, vou can rely on us, old scont,™
said Jack Jolly cordially, “We'll fight
all comers with the gratest of plezzure,
won't we, chaps?"

“ Yes, rather ! shouted Merry and
.._wﬂ_ﬂ.__.._. without hezzitation,

“Bpoken like hereces!" oried Frank
Fearless. “Then, as you want to come,
I sujjest we strike while the iron's hot,
and go and get the Head's permission
at once.”

S0 saying, Frank Fearless pocketed
hiz preshus chart and led the way out
of the study. Jack Jolly & Co. fol-

TREZZURE-SEEKIES T%

lowed, in a very eager frame of mind.

LThe llead, for once, was in a cheery @

mood. A eopy of the EHoliday
Annual ® reposed on the desk belove
hum, and ils conlents evvidently gave
Dr. Birchemall considderable sattizfue-
tion, for ho was grinning {rom ear to
car when they entered,

“Well, boys, what can I do for you "
he asked. *1f you've come to Lorrow
& cupple of bob—"

“YWa haven't, sir,” grinned Jack
h_u___.“_ﬂ

“That's just as well, Jolly: for, as
a malter of facl, I haven't got it lo
lend vou! What is 3t, then?”

“We've come to ask if we can have
special leave to go trezzure-hunting on
the Amazon, sir?” eggsplained Jack,
getting down to brass tox at once.

“Urezeure-hunting—eh ¥ grinned Dr.
Birchemall, " Dubloons and pcuces
aof B, et scticra, I suppose? Ha, ha,
ha ™

“It's a real Lrezzure, sir,” said Frank
Fearless seriously.

“Ha, ha! No doubt, Fearlesa! Well,
boya will be boys, 1 suppose!” said
Dr, Birchemall induljently. “1I have no
objection {fo your going trezzure-
hunting on the Amazon. mw_.;, 1 shall
¢gpapect you fo be hack in time for
locking-up, of corsel®

Jack Jolly & Co. locked at each other
end grinned.  Apperently the IHead
imanred that the Amazon was & meer
bus-ride Ffrom the skool. Joggrafly
:@..,nm. had been Dr. Birchemall’s strong
point,

“’Hem! TI'm afraid you don't guite
understand, sir,” eaid Jack Jolly. “As
a matter of fact, it will take us rather
longer than that. You see, the River
Amazon happens to be thowsands of
miles soross the sea,”

“Great pip! I nover imajined it wos
so far away as that ! eggsclaimed the
Head, with a start, :..m.mww means you
want leave of absence [or two or three
mﬂ.m.u at least, then?”

Two or threa montha will be nearer
the mark, sir,” venchured Fearless

“My hat! That's rather a lot to
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o, ask.” mermured the Head refloctively.

“8till, the summmer holidays will be

"% glong in o {ew weeks, so perhaps it is

Fia €

not so  terribul, after all o yon
happen to know wether your skool fees
aro pald up fo the end of the term "
“¥eu, sir 1" corussed the juniors.
“¥ery well, then. That being the
cese,’” said Dr. Birchemal), breaking
wmto verse, “you may hunt for the
trezzure with very grate plezzure 1™
“You're willing to lob us go* azked
Jack Jolly, = A o
T am—J fs 1%
“Hooray ! yelled Jack Jolly & Ca.,
crowding out of the Head’s study.

11.
“ EXOR BIRCHEAMALL, I
@ beloove 54

Dr. Birchemall started from
B bz chair in surprise, as the
spannish axxents fell on his ears, later
an i the day, Leoking up, he beheld a
ilianous-looring scoundrell wearing a
Llzek shade over one eye.

“"What the thump—" gasped the
Head.

“¥ou are surprize, hay? leered the
evil neweomer, closing the door behind
him and slinking stelthily up to the
Head’s desk. “You no have scon Oune-
eyed Pedro before?

“Ome-cyed Poedro?
Is  that your
Birchemall.

Tha ntrooder nodded as ke calmly
rolled 2 cigparetie.

“8i senorl I am Onecyed Pedre.
knawn in the Underworld as  the
mpannizsh Terrar 1™

Dr. Bivchemall frowned.

“In that opse, my dear siv,” he anid
sternly, “the sooner you buzz off, the
better.  There i no place in this
shollastick  eddifiess  for Spannish
Terrors, Spannish onions, or anything
elee Spannizh, if it comes to that!”

One-eyed Pedro's soiiitary  eye
flashed,

“"Ha! ¥You insnlt! You maoke o larf
of Oneeyod Pedrol I kill you!™ he
thouted. So saying, he drew & fearsum-
looking dogger from his belt, and made
i lunge et the Head.

Meedless to say, Dr. DBirchemall
didn't wait to see weather the dagger
was sharp or not. YWith a yell of W.w:
be leaped out of barm's way.

.u___r grate pip!
namei" atked Dr.

"'SHOCKER™ FROM DICKY NUGENT, BOYS! GET BUSY ON IT!
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. “Ha, ha! Ono.oyed Poedro no cares
ior a lifa!” hissed the Spanniard.
"But on sceond thoughts I let you off.
I have bizzincss with you.”

" Rizziness with me? echoed the
Hoad wonderingly.

“Bil I will tell vou.
gopor |

Uine-cyed Pedro sat on the edge of the
m.w.ﬁﬂ._,.m.uw mmm#.. and leaned forwanrd with a
sinnical smile on his villanous dile.

“¥ou know the mucharche, Frank
Feorless ™ he asked.

"¢ Mucharcho "—Spannish for © bay," "
mermercd the Ileand, nwﬁﬂ.w,i_,sm. the
word with skallerly ease,  * Yea, 1
know Fearless. He was in this very
room only a shert time age, nsking me
for leave to go trezsurc.huoting on the
Amazon 1™

“"Carambo! e no shall get that
trezzure!™  hissed  the  Bpanniard.
“ Listen, senor! You would {the gold,
lay? You are, as you say, hard up,
15 1t not 20 ?"

"It jolly well is =0, admitted the
Head regretfully.  "To tell you the
trooth, One-eyed Pedro, 1 haven't a
bonn 1Y

“You shall bave gold, then—plenty
gold, much wealth, senor!™

“When ean I have it—now?” ashked
Tir. Birchemull cagerly.

“You help me, and 1 give you gold
when 1 pet the trezzure!™

"Dut surely yon don’t belecve the
viarn agbout  bherried  trezzure ™ asked
Dr. Birchemall, with a store.

“81, senor! The mucharcho Fearless
haa o chart of the trezzure. That chart,
sepiot, tells where thoe grate wealth e
berried ™

"Bust mel” said the Head, “Then
it's troo, asiter ali! Dut what do you
want me to do?”

The seoundrell sank his voice to o
whisper.

“¥ou pincha that chart from the
mu:a__m_d.mz.nrc Fearless, and give to e,
13y !

.m“_.:n Head recoiled, as from a blow.

“MNo, no; I can’t de tt] It would ba
stealing 17 .H.._w muttered horsely. “For-
jery or blackmail I den't mind, bub
stealing—never 1™

“Ha! DBut you think of the gold—
much gold, plenty money I'_-hissed the
tempter. “You like to be rich beyond
the droems of avariss, yes?”

Squatty-voo,

The Head hezzitpted.

“Well, of coree, if you put it like
A TR S

“¥You pgive in—yon agres, iy it noti”
remarked the Spanniard, baring his
glittering teeth in a villanous smile.

“1 eould cerlainly do with the
money 1" mewsed the Head, "and, after
all, I don't see why a cheeky fagg like
I'earless should lave it all when his
own hendmaster’s coughers are like
...J_.H._n_n.._-ﬂ._. H.H.n_—._u—.__n_.__.._._-.m. mﬂ.._._.“_.. .__HH-.H..._._.:“ —u-._m-—“-ﬂ..—.._“.u_.
ALl might, then: on considderation, 1
wgren to help youw”

“Bueno!" pronted Ope-cyed Pedro.
“Wow I tell you what vou must do.
You must pinch—>"

“®Hay * konfliseata "—it sounds bhetfer,™
said the Hepd, with a frown.

“Carambo! What mntter? Yon
must konliscato the chart from the
mucharchs, and hand it over to ma™

“But suppose 1 dom't pet a chance
to do it Lefore he leaves tho skool for
the Amazani?®™

“In that case, you must go with bim.
I shall follow in iny pirsts ship—"

“Oh, my giddy sunt? ajackulated
the 1lcad,

“And when the moment arrives,
senor, I shall be thera to take the
chart from you. Bavvy?™

" But—but Fearless won't allow me to
go with hum,"” abjected the Head.

"Carambo! We will see about that!”
higsed One-pyed Pedro, with a  leer.
“One-eyed Pedro will find o way, senor.
Leava it top me.”

*“Dashed if I know how you're goin
to manmdge it,” said Dr. Birchemall,
rabbing his bald pate in perplecksity.
“However, if you think it can be
done, I'll do my best.”

“Bueno! Or, as you say, good oggl”
eried the Spanniard. “You will reap
rich reward, Senor Birchemall.”

“1 hope I shull,” said the Heod, &
lonk of greed fashing across his
clissical featchers. ““What about some-
thing on account before you go, Mr.
Pedre ™

“Eggyense! I am e little defl 1" said
the scoundrell, with a sinnical grim.
“MNow I go. I call again to-morrow
and sec if you get the chart. Then 1
make my plans. Serve me well, and I
maka you rich. Let me down, and I
kill you quick, seal”

“ Look here, I wish you wouldn't Sash
that dagger about so mueh!” prunted
the Head uneezily. “But don't worry
our {at, Mr. Pedro. I'Hl get that chard
¥ hook or erook. And new youw'd
better buzz off 1"

* Adios, senor!” said the Spanniard,
with & mecking ﬂ.un_m_m.

An instant later he waos gono.

Tir. Birchemall watched him crossing
the quad, through the study window.
Then he sot down and spent the neckst
hour day-dreeming of the sumptucus
fecds end wonderful outings ho was

oing to have—when he had earned
m.:.w.ﬂ_.n.“_ Pedro's flthy loocrel

And mcanwhile Frank Fearless and
Jock Jolly & Co. were eagerly making
plans for their grate epgspedition to
the Amazon, all unconshus of the fach
that their own headmaster wos watchs
ing for a chance of betraying them]

THE EXD.

(The second yarn in thiz amus
“Amazon ™ geriga 12 entitied : " ROUN
FOR THE AMAZON ! Look out jor
it in next week's MaGrET, chumal)
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