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Other follows have fathers, brothers, cousins, uncles,
at the Front—Billy Bunter has none. In spite of all the
well-known lionlike conrage of the clan of Bunter de Bunter,
no Bunter Jde Bunter appears to be helping to put the
kyboshi on the Boche! It is a sad state of affairs, and
it touches Bunter the more nearly because, unlikke most
fellows, he vearns to gather something more than mere
honour and glory from the presence of a relative in the hiring-
ine. The chanee of pretending that he has such a relativa
comes his way, and he snaps at it, But the attempted swindie
is exposed, an:d the game is " Mate!” Then Fisher T. Fish
gives Bunter counsel—aor, rather, sells it to him, for Fishy
15 a real “noctral,™ and 15 giving away nothing. It 15 very
bhad counsel, buat bad counsel 38 just the kind to appeal to
Bunter. ITe follows ont Fishy's suggestion, and the tem-
porary result is the spooling of the Remaove.  But the trath
leaks out, and both Bunter and Fishy carch it so badly that
they come to wish that they had never heard of

“*BUNTER'S BIG BROTHER!"

AMATEUR MAGAZINES.

T had somcthing 1o sav on this sulject a work apo, and
I.]'n]uhml then to retirn o it. I koow tha o does o III-Tl_'rr"'T
all of my readers: but, then, there are very fow subepects
that can be dependod uwpon 1o do that, amd those who are
iiterested In amateur magazines are so very keen rthat they
reanlly need a word of advice.

1!.‘- PXPCrieneg uf those 1|]]r|!_"-‘- s firvther back than the
Lves of most of von, Lo the days when T liest began to wene
for publication thees were several of e in exitenee, al
1 am Liomaned  1es =iy Lh:lr Jrl the.s -|.H'1'i:|||'!|- ) HEE ST ||.'l.__f'
amatonr sheets which have venehed e Lovedy e 1o b taken
a< fatr samidez, rthere has been no progress <igee, g 1 hise
contrary. there has been reteogression, I oreeandl one snech
papor which 13]|-|'|Il1’] tor fimenee in the vonrhfal forvonr of
sey crtteen o s, It had twelve g sixieen [ eanppn,
remember exactly which—abowd two thirds the =120 of tlos
pag:. It was woll primted, and it contained <opie ol -inff,
as weli as other =t which was ot o ppoals Neeaner 1
coenttibutors were Robert Lo Joefforson, vohio Later bocanne a
prominent cyveling journalist, and Clive Hollaped thee present.
dav novelist, It van for a H}Il:]rh- Gl VeRps ol sor 1 e b g
with an amateur hiterary leagoe, which wis cunneh osab
Eelued 1o hold mcetings= auwd entertamonent= m Loadon, Phoere
was a4 subscripoion to the leapgue, aned o ponbser of the
bers—aof whom 1 wis one = formeal o svndieate 1o supply = e
E'||1illl:[ for the J 2l Jan it We lost our RLEH L That was :||.|-
result. hriefly tolid. When no more capiral conld be vaesiad,
then—oexit the mngazine !

Now., that was a veally serious attonga to foumld a pager
which offorvd setmethime worth readiegee. o gave a v ta
the author who had not ver managed o grame the noriee of
phe editows of professional papers, It was o oot
trae | Bar conditions were e Pavourvabile then thim now,
[or where there was ane pagaer thern, thiere e e, taenry
these dave—nor gmutenr papirse bur profo~<dona! o vl
crr. 1’ |_r;||,~..l l,,';|f||1- |.I.ll' T_;IEiI' |J|'i:'|. 1

Aned thiar s gus=r what an amadonr ez {1t
I doine. Tte editor and 14 contributors aree abilee "pue nree
hanids, .'.Jml the matoer 1 l'l'illlr.-' b ppsl elvosien Lo 11~ pee ot
iy Fact. I 1= 1:|.-j-|ritt|". it l'E!H"-l'I'l atb ol bt s the posnor ol
taking anvthing which anvone sends alonzy. What arta s
can this offcr to the generval public?  And af 0 6= nor oot
for the genera!l publie. bat anly For a few Triciads, hiov can
you hope to par a prinier’s bill vur of v rakines:

The madest path is the only way of cuceess for e wsteur
paper. If vom can get and work a heod printing pioss-—
though this will mcau very hard libour-—you niny be able to

AP
Jusngr
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| The Editor is always pleised to hear from his chums, at home or abroad,
| and is only too willing to give his best advice to them il they are in
. « «» Whom to write to : Editor, The " Magnet"™
I..i!;u-a.ry, The Fleetway Ilouse, Farringdon Street, London, E.Q,

produce some sort of a
printed sheet, provided
you have pl{*n‘c?- of spare
time, and don’t grudge
giving it all to the cause.
Otherwise, a graph is the
maost feasible way, And
if you know how you cun
make graphs without
glycerine—well, you know something that 1 cannot tell you!l

NOTICES,

IMere is a letter from two readers who give no address:

“Dear Editor,—We hardly think it fair that you should
put an announcement in vour paper to the effect that yan
are not going to ingert any more notices about back numbers
and leagues. Yet you decide to insert notices about football.
If veu insert that, you can insert notices nbout leagues and
back numbers. Why pick one special subject out? Then,
again, notices from soldiers and sailors. You really pass my
comprehension ! What do =oldiers and sailors care about the
MacxeET? They don’t care whether it goes down or prospers.
What they think about is the idea of getting a notice inserted
in a paper free of charge—some slly rot like ‘A lonely
coldier would like to correspond with a reader,” ete. 1 do
not sce why these notices cannot be done away with. They
are of no importance, We like fairness, Editor |—We are,
vours faithfully. II. FiseER and J. Borp.”

I have only one comment to make on this letter—that is, 1
am glad to think that I pass the comprehension of its writers |
IFor they did no thinking worth speaking of belore they wrota
1o abuse me for an announcement that was never made ; and
I should be sorry to believe myvself within the scope of such
viery limited comprehonsion as theirs !

But I should like to have the opinion of a few of my
thousands of loyal Serviee readers as to the statements cen:
coerpning them ; and it would be interesting to gather whether
footer secretaries have apprecinted my reasons for considering
their notiees  more important than  back-number requests,
Twentv-two to one may zive a clue to those who still fail
ter ttpelerstand !

lLeagues, Correspondence, Etc.

Mi-» Itose Brennan, 14, Chasely Street, Stepney, E., would
b glaed to hear of a * Gem ™ or “ Magnet ' League anywhere
e luer,

Fovesham © Mavnet ™ Club wanis more members, Small
paper monthly,  Posteavd exchange,  Foll particulars from
T Maeshall, Hillshoroogh, Princess Rd., Evesham.

Will Charlie Rezsan write to his fevend Avthae Jones, at 5,
Hoschoery Avenue, Lyvthaon Rd., South Shore, Blackpool *

A KL Stone, 36, Bronswiek St Swindon, is starting a
“Aagenet U, Exchanee and Coreespondenes Clulb, Wil
postlers  anbevestead  please sed a stumped, addressed
cpvelegme

Wi, Bonalld, ¢ ‘o0 Mre. 5. Rabb, 124, Vion St., Aberdeen,
wishos e start a *° Lietn ared 2 Maenet 7 Leagae, opirn e

thee whole Brrsh Eoooiee, Stamped aned adideessed envelope,
prlecinsee, : :
.. I, Lawrenes, 72, Whistler 5r., lhighbury, N,
wlivel to coreespond with a lonely colonial soldier,
JoG vk, 33, Oechanld Street, Leiwcoster, wants a coree
..i,.,”.l...“r TR A THE: <Jrevert b 11'4'Tllrl'Fjl|:
VMornbeers wantid for the Betanme Coveespondence (Club
croadl posvena), Sewd stitnpead amd addressed cuvelope, please,
N Lyttt 23 Maaltong =t.. Warkwmeton,
Fhige U747 FR07, want Bl FTREI R LR aned

wonld e

rolonial Bnwrmbers,

Freantial NP A LI ::‘---:‘.I'!'|_i'. Fll'*-i'-!"llf. r_H'.‘iF'l‘-l'il P-.Li,
borlimrn, N.OW.,
&
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The Editor will be
obliged 1 you will

haod this book,
when finished with,

toa friend. . .+ .
e i e e AL T

A Complete School-
Story Book, attrac-

tive to all readers.
»——y

LINLEY MINORI!

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyilriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Gerald went crashing down to the ground. (See Chapter 11.)
THE FIRST CHAPTER. old ¢lms in the Close were opverhung with icicles; and a
Breakers Ahead ! number of shides had been formed in the Close, to the
N . e personal discomfort of those masters who didn't ha
i INLEY -':*I:}‘.[J:I';{ Linley! Shake a leg, you champion  be athletes, Indeed, ouly that morning Mr. Prout had com
slucker! _ ) a cropper, and narrowly missed figuring in the casualty li
I'he powerful voice of Bob Cherry boomed along  for many weeks to come.
the Remove passage at Greviriars, But Harry Wharton & ('o. were tired of sliding. Thoy

It was a hali-holiday, and the countryside  wanted a wider field for .their activities; and the fact that
sparkled in the frosty gleam of winter. The brarches of the  the lake in Friardale Wood was frozen over gave rise to
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reat excitement. Quite a little crowd of juniors followed

b Cherry as he paraded the Remove passage; and nearly
everybody was carrying skates,

“Linley !” roared Bob again. * Marky, old chap!
are you?”’

But there was no reply save the answering echo of Bob's
voice.

“ Where the merry dickens has he got to?” growled Johnny
Bull.

“1t's not Jike Linley, to play us up like this,” said Nugent.
“Blessed if 1 can understand it !”

Bob Cherry, as an afterthought, opened the dcor of the
study which he shared with Mark and little Wun Lung, and
glanced in. It was the last place in the world where he
would have expected to find his chum; for Mark could
scarcely have failed to hear his repeated shouts along the
passage.

But the miracle happened. There was Mark -Linley, stand-
ing by the open window, with his elbow resting on the sll,
and a look of utter dejection on his face.

The Lancashire lad did not even Liear his chum’s approach;
and it was not until Bob Cherry gave him a sounding slap
on the back that he came out of his gloomy reverie.

“No time for day-dreams, vou sﬁly slacker!” exclaimed
Bob cheerfully, *“ Didn't you know that somewhere a voice
was calling?”

Mark shook his head.

*I—I was thinking——

“Yes, that's just the trouble with you. You do nothing
but think, morning, noon, and night, and you'll be a grey-
headed, wrinkle-browed old josser before you know where
you are. What vou want, Marky, is more exercise and not
so much moping. You look as if you had all the cares in the
world on your shoulders,”

Bob could not understand why some {cllows worried. He
himself was as sunny as the day, and there had to be some-
thing very much wrong with the works, as he expressed it,
to make him down in the dumps. Bob would have laughed
through a howling wilderness.

“You don't understand, old fellow,” said Mark Linley.
“1I'm not worrying for worrying's sake. It's simply that 1
can't help it.”

Bob Cherry was siruck by the haggard look on his chum’s
face. Greatly concerncd, he laid his hamd on Mark's
ghoulder.

“Trouble at home, Marky!" he asked quintly.

B ‘fﬂﬂnn

“ People in poor circumstances again?™

“They are; but that's not all.”

“Is the mater 117"

“1 shouldn’'t wonder.
hitterly.

Bob Cherry locked the door, and took a seat on the
window-sill, indifferent to the elamorous crowd outside,

“Now we'll have a little talk,” he smd. " 'Tell your uncle
all about it.”

“You're a good chap, Bob,” said Mark, tryving to smile.
“[ hate to saddle you with my troubles, but they say it does
jouw good to get them off yvour chest sometimes. You've
EIEIT me speak of my voung brother Gerald?”

Bob nodded.

“ Bit of a Tartar, isn't he?”

“He is,” said Mark Linlex, with a righ.
handful as von'd find anywhere. ™

“What's hiz latest? Has he burnt down a mill, or run
away to join the Bantams, or what "’

Mark =miled faintlv,

“No; he's coming here.” ‘

S Here! Your voung brother's commg to Geeylriars?”

“Yea ™

There was a long panse. Bob Cherry wderstond now the
heavy weight of trouble which lay on lus chom's mamd. To
be saddled with a yvoung brother—a headstrong, willul youth
who didn't know where to draw the hine—would not be all
violets, so far as Mark Linley was concerned.

But there was worse to come.

“The real trouble is this,” =aid Mark.
has no right to come to Gresfriars at all. He hasn't bagged
a scholarship, or anything like that. It's sheer cussednoess,
and instead of his helping the pater, the pater will have to
help him. The fees here aren’t hight, as vou know,”

“Mvyv hat!” gasped Bob. Do vou mean to sav, Markv,
that he's bullied vour people into sending him here?”

“That's what it amounts to. Thev can get together
pufficicnt money to keep him herve a term or two, but it will
mean a fearful struggle. And they've alveady had a bard
fight for existence,™

Bob Cherry nodded svmpathetically,

“Poor old Marky!”" he saiud. * Your guddy troubles are

TieE MAGXET LiBRARY. —No,
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WEDNESDAY,
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She's got cause to be,” :aid Mark

“He's as Lot a

“"Noung Gerald

EVISON FOR ST. JIM'S!”

like the brook—they go on for ever. What a bounder Gerald
must be " _

“Oh, he's all rvight in his way!” said Mark Linley loyally.
“But he's got one or two faults that'll land him into hot
water when hie gets here. For one thing, he's a snoh.” :

“Ugh! There's nothing 1 detest more!” growled Boo.

“He thinks poverty's a crime,” continued Mark, “and 18
alwavs abusing my pater for not havin%mada the most of his
opportumties when he was young. ¢'s never taken any
interest in the home—always gadding about the streets, and
that sort of thing—and as for soiling {lis hands by working n
a mill, why, he wouldn't dream of it !"

“He wants taming,” said Bob Cherry grimly. *But.I
shouldn't distress myeelf on liis account, if 1 were you. Uome
on down to the lake. We're going to put in an hour on the
wce.”’

“T don’t feel like ckating just now, thanks,” said Mark.

“Rats! You're jolly well coming along.”

Bang! Bang!

The little erowd of juniors waiting in the Remove passa
had grown fed up, and were banging the door so furiously
that it seemed in danger of being swept off ite lunges.
Accordingly, Bob Cherry turned the key and Aung 1t open.

“ About time!” growled Johnny Bull. * What in thunder
have vou two bounders been gassing about?”

“There's trouble brewing,” said Bob. “ Marky's young
brother’s coming to Greyfriars, and it's made him feel sort
of sick.” F ) g

“1 know the feeling,” said Frank Nugent sympathetically.
“I had it just the same when young Dick){ came, Youug
brothers are a beastly nuisance. They ought to be publicly
pulverised h-e]"fnr?j they reach the age of three,

*“*Ha, ha, ha! |

“T shouldn't let it worry vou, Linley,” said Harry
Wharton. * Get your skates, and come along with us. It'll
help to chase the clouds away.” : AP

“That's just what I've been trying to make him ece, eaid
Bob. **Now, Marky, are you coming quietly, or do you want
us to march you down to the lake by force?”

Mark Linley gave in.

“ All serene,” he said. “T s'pose it makes no difference
whether T brood over things in the open air or in here?
Gerald will come, just the same.” :

The junior from Lancashire armed himself with b:ll skates,
and tramped briskly along the hard, white road which led to
Friardale Wood, in company with his cheery comrades,

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Comedy and Tragedy !

e HITIIER bound?” g ;
A cheery, girlish voice asked the question, and
Phyllis 1lowell, the pretty and popular pupl of

C1iff House, came level with the Greyfriars

juniors, and dismounted from her bicycle. Be-

hind her came Marjorie Hazeldene and Clara Trevelyn, who

wore old and tried chume of Harry Wharton & Co. _

“We're skating, Mies Howell,” said Bob Cherry, raising his
cap. “Ripping afternoon for at."” _ _ ;

“0Oh, what sport!” exclaimed Miss Clara delightedly.

“We're commng along, tool” _ _
“Good! There's quite a family party. Coker of the Fifth
wient down about an hour ago, I expect he's food for hehee
by now."

“*la, ha, ha!"

“Amd Bunter and Maunly and eeveral of the freaks went
along abont the same time,” said Vernon-8mith, * There'll
he plenty to write home about this afternoon. May 1 puoeh
vour machine, Miss Marjorie*"” _ :

“Thank you, very much,” s=aid Marjorie, with a bright
sinile, ;

She liked Vernon-8mitk, these dave. Though the name of
Roundiee stidl elung to him, he was a bounder ne longer, but
one of the very best,  1lie reformation had been no nivie days’
winnler. 1t had been thorongh and {_'fllllpi[*ti!.

The merry party struck off through the woods, @ pre-
sently, lilie a plistening silvery eca, the wide expanier of lake
gloamed throungh the trees,

Skating was already o full swivg.  The ehouts and yelis of
Loughter which arose wonlld have done credit to a tribe of man-
vating savages who had jusr netted a plump missionary.

“Unker's there ! esand 1Meter Todd, “(loker in all his
glory ! Buek up, bove! Welre just 1 time to ece the curtain
go oupl’ : A

Coleer of the Fifth was a =operb skater—-in hiz own opinion,
Unfortunately, that opinien was ot ehared by anyone viee at
Grevinars, _

The preat Hovace had come down to the lake with the

A Fine Yarn of Tom Merry & Co. In
The " QEM ' Library.



object ol oreating a sensation; and he was sucoesding, thongh
not quite in the way he intended.

Ho was endeavouring to cross over to Potter and Greene,
his two chums, but somehow or other his long legs would do
nothing right. They floundered about on the ice, and Coker
had half a dozen marrow escapes of overbalancing in as many
minutes.

Presently he looked up, with an agonised face, and saw
the CLff I-fuum gitls watching his merry antics. .

, “Oh, crambs!” he groaned. *Wish I'd stayed indoors
instead of coming down here! It's up to me to ahow up well,
or else Phyllia Howell will have the laugh of me” )

Which proved that Coker set much store by the good opinion
of Miss Phyllis.

He righted himself with a great effort, and, spurred on-
wards by the frantic beckoning of Potter and Greene, shot
-across the ice like a streak of Lightning. -

All would have been well, but for a little mound on the ios,
whioh wes right in Coker's line of fire, so to speak. Unable
to check his headlong fight, the Fifth Former crashed into
the obstruction,

Bump !

There was a wild ery from Coker, and the next instant he
was sprawling on his xgm:l: on the frozen surfsce of the lake,
with his legs lashing the air,

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

The Greyfriars juniors were almost hysterical. .

“Where's the cinematograph merchant?” gurgled Dob
Cherry. “What a gorgeous film that would have made! [
always said there was no comedian quite like Coker!"”

“Ha. ha, ha!” )

The mighty Horace picked himself uil very gingerly. He
was scowling; and the irresistible ripple of laughter which
went up from the CLff House girls made him scow! all the
more fiercely,

It did not improve matters when Coker canght sight of
Potter and Greene stuffing their handkerchiefs into their
mouths in a vain endeavour to stifle their laughter,

“ You—you-——" he spluttered angrily. " What is there to
cackle about®*"”

“Lots!” chuckled Potter., **Your acrobatic feat was
topping, Horace, old man! It was a sight for gods and men
au[FalittIe fishes !

Coker fourished his fist at the humorcus Potter, and the
action eansed him to come a cropper again. He collapsed on
all fours this time, by way of variety, and a fresh peal of
laughter rang out at his expense.

But there was a counter-attraction a short distance away,
where Billy Bunter was waddling across the sce in a most
comical manner, Odd skates adorned his feet, and his glasscs
were sliding down his snub noeae.

h_“{;}h_ my stars!” gasped Johony Bull,

Em rll‘

“Awfullly loving sort of chap, Bunter,” murmured Bob
Cherry. “He'll be kissing the ice in a minute !”

“.Hl_, ha. hﬂ- !.n

Billy Bunter was travelling at such a snail's pace that for
the present there was no danger., But he became sudden]
clectriied when the sharp voice of Wingate of the Sixt
exclaimed, from the rear:

“Out ob the way, you fat idiot !”

Wingate was progressing at such a speed that it was diffi-
cult to steer clear of the Owl of the Remove. The Sixth
Former swerved to one side; but, unfortunately, Billy Bunter
rolled to that same side, and, the laws of space forbidding two
bodies to occupy onc apot at the same time, there was a ter.
rible collision.

Wingate went sprawling, and Billy Bunter pHched, like g
ton of coals, on top of him,

It was very fortunate that the ice was thick at that parti-
cular spot, or there would have been a cold plunge-bath for
two.

*Yooooop! Gerroff me chest!” panted Wingate,

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

Billy Bunter planted himnself mor® brinly on Wingate's
chest, and groaned,

“Ow-ow-ow ! I—I believe my rviba are all Lroken! And
you're lying on my glusses, too, Wingate, Dlvase hand them
over,

Wingate handed them over—not the glasses, but a eouplo
of sounding alars an the face, caveing Bully Dunter to leap to
his feet like a jack-in-the-box,

“You dangerous maniac!” roared the captain of Crev.
friars. “You're not safe to he on the ice, or anywhere elis
cutside a padded coll, for that matrer. Get in my way again,
and I'll pulverise you )™

[T D“’ Irl!

Groaning and gruvring, Billy Bunter waddled away, ouly
to come a terrific cropper on his own account before ho had
procceded a dozen vards,

“No pantomimes for me, when we can get fromt seats in
R}n dress-circle and see all this for nothing !" said Frank

ugent,

I shall bust a hoiler if I sit the performance out," said Bob

Tue Macxer LinRriRY.—No. 468

NEXT
MONDAY.

“Just look at

“BUNTER'S BIG BROTHER!”

Cherry. “Let's make & etart,

. > and show these champion
comediang how it's done.”

The Famons Five were capital skaters,
Cliff House girls, psrticularly Phyllis Howell, whe fitted
ghﬁutﬁqtﬁqmﬂl'xkal_ . Not a foew eyes were howering
an her direction as she glided to and fro, i

u and making the mighty Cok |
:’Lzﬂ:{_ making ghty Coker hang his head in

Harry Wharton & Co. looked after Marjori -
while Phyllis Howell made herself especially s srocabie to s &
v of

a0 ware the

Lanley. Cherry had whispered in h

.l._ﬁﬁ;l the blues, J;mi she Ietermﬁnlzd Etf:m - out
himself and to chase the clouds fromehis brow, s hersel
knew whst it was to be “down.” She had lost het
brother in the war a year before, and had steod in sore meod
of sympathy during the dark days that followes.

Mark Linley began to enjoy himself . He forgot
his horoe -lm:?eﬁ:rﬁt the insufferable w'hu conung
to Greyfrisrs would be such a ealamity, m that, enly
an hour before, he had been sbont as as it was
possible for pay human being to be.

""Having a good time!” cafled Harry Wharton cheerfully,
a8 he shot pest.

“Topping, thanks!" answered Mark ; i i
showed clearly that he meant it, Bl ket g

The Famous Five, after performing all the feats they could

!

think of, gathered together in roup to ta breather.
Mark Linley and the Egiﬂs ,ffc:uill:uelda tf:u:_P AP
“Wish it froze every blessed day!" said Johnny Bull.

“Lifc would be worth living.”
. *We should enjoy our esteemed sclves skatefully, like Mauly
is doing,"” said Hurree Singh.

:]‘:l]l_lltll 2 i thﬁfj ]f':‘uh 3 ;;k“?herﬁ is ha?™

e nabob pointed far across the where the slim figure
of ;ih'i:l schoolboy millicuaire could be lﬁn:m

auly was going great guns. It was very, very seldom that
he exerted ill-'ﬂl-l!lli, but whea he +|:Ii?irJr 80, E- frequently
astonished the natives.

And he astonished them now. Nobody lhad ever thought
Mauly guilty of being a good skater. He was a rank duffer
at most branches of recreation, but, to judge by his present
performance, skating was one of his few strong points.

“He's great!"” said Harry Wharton, in admiration. * Fancy
old Mauly bein,F such hot stuff! He's been hiding his light
under a bushel.”

But Marjorie Hazeldene, who was watching the now distant
figure, was not so enthusiastic. Bhe eaught the captain of the

Remove by the arm, and her face grew suddenly pale.

“Look!” she exclaimed. *Don't you see! He's running
into danger!™

“Danger?""

“Yoes, yes! The ice is thin just before one comes to the
bend. It won't bear his weight. Somcbody must warn him |

Bomcbody must o

Before Marjoric could finish the sentence her fears wers
confirmed. Mauly was seen suddenly to reel, and there was
a shattering of ice beneath him. He tried to spring clear, but
the gap widened, and the next instant the dandy of the
Remove was floundering in eight fect of icy-cold water.

“Oh, heavens!" muttered Bob Cherry. “We—we must
get him out of that, at all costs. Come on, you fellows 1™

Bob's chums needed no second bidding. Regardless of all
rislk, they streaked over the ice with the speed of deer.

But even the mo-t sanguine of them knew that they would
arrive too late to render assistance. Mauly was more than
three hundred yards off, and it was only too obvious that he
could not remain in bhis terrible position for any length of
tunce.

" It—it’s rotten'" gasped Frank Nugent, as he sped along.
“I’oor old Mauly "

“He'll be a goner!™ said Vernon-Smith, with dry lips.

But bhelp was at hand. A slight, good-lockin youth ia
Etons suddenly dashed round the bend from the opposite
direction, and, without hesitation of any sort, made his way
towards the hapless Mauly.

He was obliged to ease up when he came close, and to lie
at full length on the ice, so that his weight was evealy
hatributed vpon the treacherous surface,

“Cheor-ho!™ he said out. * Hang on another five secs, and
I'll have you safe and sound."

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at the new-comer with the
wildest admiration; and a ery of amazement burst from the
lips of Mark Linley.

:"%hh ﬂ:i*ra.ld.'" l’é%exelailréﬂr;ft. &

"Then he's a giddy brick 1" panted Bob Cherry. * A brick
of the first water! But will he be in time?” o

3

A Grand Long Complets Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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heroes are supposed to
do. In fact, he even
went to the other ex-
treme. ,

“1 thought it was
rather a smart bit of
work, myself,” he said,
“Hallo, Marky, old
top! How's things?”

Mark Linley smled,

“You came at just
the right moment,
Gerald,” he said, shak-
ing hands. “Mauly
couldn’t have held out
much longer, and we
should have been too
late to eave him."”

“Mauly! Is that the
name of the cove
resened 77 X

“Not exactly, Ilis
full title’s Lord Herbert
Mauleverer; but lhfc's
short.”

Gerald gave a whistle.
. *This 15 luck!” he
said. ** A real live lord
—what! I s'pose hec's
simply rolling in filthy
lnere ¥

“He has plenty of
money, it's true,” s=aid
Mark. *“‘In fact, he's a
millionaire,” >

“My only annt! This
is a good beginnmg,
. || - | iu‘u] 10 error. 1“’}11!‘"'5
S o e 1w comng rowml?
| |i|_|il.l|l: e “Ie won't be long
i Sesa wow,”  said larry
. Wharton, “The
eolour's coming back to
his. cheeks. ™

In a2 few moments
Mauauly opened Ins eyes,
and a slaver ran throngh
lus frame.

“Poor chap!” saud

Bob  Cherry roftly.
“ Feoling m!lrn gyl
Mark Linley strode into the study. A glance told him what he wished (o know. | don’t koow

(See Chapter 3.)

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Not a Modest Hero !

ERALD LINLEY'S task of rescuing Lord Mauleverer
wasg far from being an casy one. With the aid of a
G rope it would have been a fairly simple matter; bat
no rope was available, and Marvk Linley’s nunor had
to Waorn |.|.:|:-! way ;ll-[:l!;{ t||1: e amd trast to |||1'k,

Mauly had been clinging to a vidge of e whivh was none
too sound ; and, with the additional weigit of the rescucy vpon
il, it was miraculous that it remained intact.

Gerald got as near to the edge as he dared ; then he gripped
the schoulboy earl by the wrists and conmvnenced to havl
liim up.

It was terribly dilficult work, zidd none of the Grexfriars
juniors Jdared approach, for the e would certamiy have given
way under the woight of a third party,

But although Harry Wharton & Co. were obliged to play
ihe part of lookirz-on., Coler of the Fifthh had not been wdle.
His Jong logs had taken him at express specd to a hittle cottoge
i)l tlm uulbl-r.j'l'tﬁ of I.!.]'E wu-;-d, .lI:I:L| ]It‘ JJ.'H._| It]..J]J:_|£L‘r_| Ta =CcCoure
a length of stout rope.

Cioker arrived on the scene at a most opportune monient, for
a: soon as Maulvy was safely landed on the ice he fainted
oving to the exposare, and mattors would not have gone well
had not Gerald Linley been able to bind the end of the vope
yound his compamion’'s waist, so that Maulv conld be hauled
into safety. When this was done. Gerald warked his way back
tu the =ound ice once more, and the danger was over,

Johnny Bull was the tirst to spealk. Johuny was a [ellow
of few words, but what he had o s=ay was vsually honezt and
to the point.

“'That was topping, kid!"™ he said.  * Put your hand there!

Gerald took the hand extended to him. He didn't say, * Oy,
it was nothing!”™ or blush and lock embarrassed, hike most
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whether 'm oon my headd

or my  heels, begad 17

murnred Manly,
“Hall a pitv, though! T was in the water, wa=su't 1. and
sonte k=0t brick of a kid—eime an’ Lished e out ¥

Cievald Londley pushed s way forward,

“That's rvight, old chap!™ he said
FOSCIET,

Lord Mauleverer sat up.

“Yaas, it was vou, right enouagh,’ he sanl. Dy Jove, Lt
vou ve pol pluck enongh for fifty ! Who the dickens are yon,
3y the wav, if nt”'s not an I ETER ST e ¥'h

“*T'm Mark Linlev's brother,”

“Then you're a clup of the old block.
haads, ™

AN serene ! sand Gerakl,
voll back to the scliool,

“I was the guldy

I should ke {o shake

Amd ovow we'd betier pot
15 surendal 1o stay heve i your wet
{oimg, x

“We'll soe to Mauly, K,
von worry,

-:".[.ml.‘. waad aseisted fromy the lake LJ_T willine hands: and
Gerald Linley strmrted along with  the  bttle  processon,
lookinge and fecling mmmensely ph';l-&r-;l with lomeself,

“Je-ie Manleverer afe?™ asked Phyllis Howell, as the
_:‘ll!]:.l.]’_'ﬁ ALY A LY hiedl.

“Yes, rather!" eaaild
brother fished lom ont”?

“Linley's vaung brothwr! But 1- 1 didn’t know—-

“No. I dont suappose yon dul. e, chimed in Gerald
checrfully, Ouly came to-day, Deon's yeu

sald Bob Cherry kindly., " Don't

Voeraon-Sauth, " Linley’s

YOl

)

“1'm the chap,
think 1've apeusd iy inmngs in givle?”

“Tudeed, 1 do!™ answered Phyllis smiling, though she was
a Jittle discopcerted by tuo rescuer s scif-confident, bragging
MANILer,

Lierald nodded genially to the Chff Honse girvle, and passed
on with the rest, He conversed with Mark as he went along,

" The people at home dxin’t like the wdea of my coming to

A Fine Yarn of Tom Merry & Co. In
The ""QEM "' Library,



a public school,” he said. “The pater, in particular, was dead
sct againat ic.”

“1 should think so, too,” said Mark quietly.

“Whyt"

“ Because it makes it 20 hard for them. Heaven knows,
they’ve had a grim enough struggle in the past, and your
coming here will make it worse. I don’t wish to be bitter
towards vou, Gerald, after what you've done thie afterncon,
but I must eay what I think."’

Gerald Linley scowled.

“Why should one be treated better than the other?” he
gaid. *‘If you're to have all the advantages of a public
school education, why, so should 1. I'm not the sort of
fellow who's accustomed to take a back seat. ' INever be
backward in coming forward,’” is my motto!" 1

“So0 I've noticed,” eaid Mark, still in the same quiet tone.

“] s'pose I shall be in the Third,” Gerald went on. * What
sort of tame lunatics hang out there?" .

“You'll find the fellows decent enough,” said Mark, *if
only you rub them up the right way. But there’s one thing
they can't stand.”

““And that is!"

“ Snobbishness,"

The colour mounted to Gerald’s cheek.

“You think I'm a snob, then?"

“You'rs not far removed from one. Why couldn’'t you
have got a job at the mill, the same as I had to before I won
the scholarship?” :

“The mill ! eaid Gerald scornfully. I wouldn’t touch it
with a barge-pole! D’you think I'm going to soil my hands
in a beastly place like that?! Not for a pension!™ :

“Somebody's got to keep the home firee burning," said
Mark, with a sigh. ‘It makes it 8o hard for the people, with
hnfh of us here. We're a burden to them, instead of being a
help.”

‘P“"hy don't you play the part of the noble, self-sacrificing
brother, then, and sheer off to Lancashire, leaving me here to
have a good time?"

Mark gave a start. 3

“Vou don't mean that, Gerald?" he exelaimed.

“Of course I do!"

“You—you want me to leave Greyfriars, after it's taken
me all these terms to win a footing in the achool?”

“ Pleage vourself! All I meant was that it would lessen the
burden of the people at home." o

The gates ufPe Greyfriara presently appeared in eight, and
Lord Mauleverer was assisted to thoe Remove dormitory,
where he chanped his wet garments. Then he turned to
Gerald Linley, who had followed the little party upstairs.

“T say, kid, you saved my life,"” said Mauly. “It wae
dashed sportin’ of you, don’t you know!"

Gerald didn't deny it. . .

1".ﬁn" I should like to show my sppreciation of your pgiddy

uek—'
it Good man!" murmured Gerald.

“By handin' you this!” concluded Lord Mauleverer,

And he extended to Gerald Linley the leather wallet in
which he kept his cclebrated fivors,

The watching juniors expected to see Gerald refuse such n
princely reward. Fellowe who saved the lives of their
comrades didn't usually do so with a view of lining their
pockets.

But Gerald Linley was an exception to the rule. e
opened the wallet, and his eyes glistened as he counted out
four five-pound notes,

“Gee!” he exclaimed. And this s all
for met"

“Yaas. dear boy. It's a poor return for savin' my life, but
my very best wishes po with it, begad!”

Mark Linley went close, and nudged Gerald with his elbow,

“Don't take it!" he whispered hastily. “ You can't take
advantage of Mauly's generosity like that.”

“Why not, idiot™" asked Gerald insolently.

Mark.ehropeed his shoulders. e saw that argument was
completely wasted on his minor,

Gerald Linley ealmly tucked the wallet away in his breaast-
pocket, and nodded his thanks to Lord Maunleverer,

“Hope sou’ll be ass enongh to have another spill on the
jces, " he said. “It's a paving game !

“A-memy hat!" pasped Bob Cherrey,

“Twenty quid!

“This fellow praneee off with the whole puldr biscuit
factory I waid Nugent. “1've never heard anvihing to inntel
this before! The vool way Lo collared that twenty quid——"

Cieralid faced vound angrily upon the speaker,

“You keep vour potato-trap clessd,” he said, *or there'll

Le trouble!"™

“What ! roared Nugent, clenching hiz hands hard,
jolly well—"

“Take no notice of him, Frank,” said Mark Linley quietly,
“T've told DBab Cherey what to expeet., My minor wants
turning, and it's going to be a votten businesa. But, as 1I'm
his brother. yvou'd better leave the tamine to me.”

*He cun thank his lucky stars vou've interceded for Lim,"™
growled Nugent, “or I'd Lhave wiped up the floor with him '™
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The Famous Five went down to their study to tea, dis-
cussing the strange events of the afternoon. And their

opinion of Gerald Linley, despite his indisputable hrave? in
rescuing Lord Mauleverer from a watery grave, was far from

being a favourable one.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Birds of Prey !
ERALD LINLEY was in duo course dily installed
into the ranks of the Third, and he received a
rousing reception when he entered the dormitory
that night.
The news of tlre rescue had spread all over Grey-
friars, and the fags were ful]l of it. They ewarmed round
Gerald, slapped him on the back, and wrung him by the
hand, and could not make enough of him, i

The new boy was tired out after his long train journey
and the exciting scenes which had crowned i, and he was
goon asleep, rejoicing in the knowledge that twenty pounda
reposed under the pillow. _ .

ut Mark Linley did not obtain slumber so easily, Feor
hour after hour he la_r,*h awake}llm tfh{; Remove dormitory,
thinking—brooding on the appalling future.

It wa%. up to him, he felt, tp play the brother’s part. But
liow was it possible to be hruthﬂr'lsig towards a snob like
Gerald, who evep went so far as to despise his own parents!
Mark would neeg the patience-of Job to bring up Gerald in
the way he should go. :

“But I'll do it,” he muttered to himself, as the dawn crept
in at the high windows of the Remove dormitory. “I'll do
my level best by him, and perhaps, after a bit, he'l shake
down and be decent.”

But Marvk Linley's
shattered. E

The first friend Gerald made was that very undesirable
individual, Harold Skinner. The cad of the Remove was
aware that Gerald carried the ﬁ'prgpuuu sum of twenty
pounds in his pocket, and was thinking out a little plan
whereby he might transfer a portion of the amount into his
OWTL. Bolsover major stood in with him in the shady
schome, -

As o matter of fact, Gerald Linley was in great demand
in many quarters next duy. Fisher T, Fish requested tho
loan of some capital, and was promptly given the grder of
the boot. Billy Bunter, thinking he saw some green in the
new boy's eye, was carly on the scene with an appeal for
ten shillings, to be repuid out of his next remittance—a
remittance which, needless to say, existed only in the fat
junior’'s fertile imagination, i

Gerald Linley had a short \i:ai with Bunter. He pushed
tilﬁ over in the Close, and dribbled him along like a foot-

ik,

But Skinner and Bolsover were more discrect in their
methods., They let no hint drop at first that they were after
Gerald's money. ( .

“*1low goes the awful game?” asked Bkinner, clapping
(ierald on the shoulder when afterncon lessons were over.
“Feel at home yet?” :

“Oh, 1I'n not shy, if that's what vou mean !” said Gerald.
“1 ean generally manuge to keep my end up. Can’t say I'm
exactly in love with my dear Form-mates, though. Too
much of the Good Little (icorgie about 'em to suit me.
When T asked voung Tubb for some cigs this morning he
Janded out at me with his left. And only last night he was
falling on my neck and kissing me! Such is life [”

SBkiuner’s eyvea gleamed,

“You're fond of a cig now and then ?” he asked.

“ 1 should say so !

“Then yvou'd betier come along to my study.”

“Xight kill time for a bit by havin n.{nmd at cards,”
threw in Bolsover, as if the idea had only just struck him.

“Cards ?” echoed Gerald., “Oh, I say, tgnt'n topping !”

Skinner and Bolsover each took one of Gerald’'s arms, and
marched him ofi to their study., Occasionally they winked at
euch other as they went along, evidently regarding Gerald
Linley as good game, =

“Lock the door,” said Bolsover. * Best to be on the =afa
side. Not that we care a rap, really, about getting nailed.
We're of the darving, dashing sort—aren’'t we, S8kinney "

“What-ho !" rejoined Skinner,

[Tt extended a cigarette-case to his victim, and Gerald
took one of the weeds and lighted it,

As he did so, a momentary feeling of repulsion swept over
him. Was this sort of thing playing the game? he reflected.
Waus it fair to Mark—honest, industrious Mark, who had
burned much midnight oil and suffered great hardship in
the past, solely for his parents’ sake? Why, there had m.g

A Qrand Long Complete Story of Harry
VWharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS,

fond dreams were scon to be-



® THE BEST 30 LIBRARY ©@~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 8> LIBRARY, "t

times when the very bread which Gereld had eaten had been
proviged by Mark ! #

But Gerald hated to be thought a funk, and he knew very
nell what Skinner and Bolsoever would have to say to him
if be refused to do their Lidding. 8o he made a pretence of
enjoying the cigarctte—which, in reality, was half choking
him—anild colfered no demuy when Bkinner went to the cup-
board and produced a pack of cards.

“What shall it be:” asked Bolsover,

Skinner shrugged his shoulders,

“Ask Linley. He's the guest.”

“I vote wo play banker,” said Gerald. ®*Not much skill,
but tons of excitement-—-especially if you play for money.”

“Play for money !" gasped Dolsover, looking as if he had
never heard the expression,

" Exactly !*

“But—but it's agaiusi the rules,” said Skinner, in awed
tones,

“Dlow the rules! Thev're made to be broken, so far as
I'in concerned. 1 tell you fellows straight, I'm going in for
a good time at this show. "Tain't cvery fellow whose father
works in a mill who can emjoy the hoon and blessing of a
public school education, l’ifp in! We'll make it a tanncr
a time for a sfart.”

“Vory well,” said Bolsover, in well-feigned tones of re-
luctance,

*We don't want you to think us unsociable,” said Skinner,

The game began, and the study soon took on the appear-
anve of a tap-voom. The gnmgiing spirit was strong iIn
Gerald Linley, and the fact that he roped in three or four
shillings in the first quarter of an hour quickened his desire
to go on playving,

Skinuner and DBolsover were enjoying themselves, Had
Gerald known thetr shady reputation ﬁﬂ would have pulled
up in time. But he played on, in his ignorance, and gains
goon began fo give way to losses.

Banker 13 a game of the get-rich-quick variety—for those
who are lucky. It is also o gaine where a good deal of
money can be lost in a very short space of time, as Gerald
Linley discovered.

When an hour had clapsed he rose wearily to his feet and
looked, with a hageard face, out of the window,

Down in the Close the ieteles still clung to the elm-branches,
and o crowd of merry juniors, their woollen scarves fluttering
in the breeze, were ecavcering along the slides. The contrast
between sueln healthy recreation and that in which he had
just been indulging appealed very forcibly to Gerald, What
a thundering ass he was, he reflected, to get into the meshes
of such unserupulous rascals as Skinuer and Bolsover !

Hut it was too late to retract. He had established himeelf
with the black sheep of the Remove, snd as he had lost over
a couple of pounds it would be well worth his while to trv
and win them hack. )

S Gerald resumed hiz seat at the table, and helped him-
“I:IH to another eigavette, which Skinner conld well afford to
o,

But instead of lessening his habilitics, Gerald only Lecame
more involved, Tueck was against hin,

“"This is where 1 clmick 1 my mit.” he =aid ot length.
“I'm nearly a fiver to the bad, and it's sheer lunaey to go
en. 1 might just as well be throwing my money down u
drain !™
~ "Rats!” said Bolsover. “Fanev chucking np the SpPCIEe
l|_t£::t.1:-.'hru your luck’s at the rturn.  That's lunacy, if you
ke !

. “Rather ! said Bkinner. “Plax on till tea-time, and see
if you can’t even things up a bir, Never sav die, von know '™

Gerald gave i, and the guise wag <ct in motion onee
moie,

i But it was not destined to continue upr to toa-time, as
Skinner amd Bolzover foudly hoped,  Bavely five minutes
had elapsed when o fowd and unperative hnock sounded o
the door of the study, -

"M-my hat!” said Bliuner, turning pale.
wonder 7

_“I.}I:'E'n th;F iiﬂl"]l:'f r]!:!"i'ﬂ it ot OLes, vou [‘ﬂq_:-: O 1"“'”1':'5.:
will go havd with veu ™ ' ’ i

It was a vaice whieh Gevald Luew well
Linloy |

“Who's that, I

the voiee of Mark

e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Something Like a Serap !
LT = he alone '
I'”mi- was Hareld Skisivier’s [irst question, Mark
Linley by hunself wonld prove a pretty hot handfol :
but Bolsover and Skinner would be able to Jdeal with
him, even if Gerald remaained a nen-combatanr,
But if AMark had a erowd of juniors at his heels, thepe
would bo short sheilt for the cads of the Benwove,
Tne Macxer Ligany,—No, 468,

ouT oON
WEDNESDAY.

“LEVISOH FOR ST. Jim's!®

“ Are you guin%- to open this door, or do you want me to
fetch, a crowd of fe
“Better unlock it, Skioney,” said Bolsover. “He's by
himself, it seems. Clear the eards away, and—-"
what's been going on. And if he tries to come the clder
brother over me, he'll find he's woke up the wrong
“Just as you like,” said Bolsover,
Skinner turned the key, and threw open the door. Mark
A glance at the table, and another at his minor’s Auched
and excited face, told him,all he wished to know.
have found some more decent way of spending the afterncon,
Gerald 1"
“It is my business—very much go ! If you think I'm going
to stand 1dly by and see you going to the dogs, Gerald, Ivﬂu’rﬂ
(

llows along to bash it in?”
“Pifflo 1" cut in Gerald, “I'm not afraid to let him sce
passengey !”
Linley strode into the study.
“1 thought as much!” he said bitterly., * Couldn’t you
“Mind your own business!” snapped Gerald.
very imuch mistaken. I'm surprised that you should get

mixed up with a smoky bounder like Skinner. It's not
cricket !
Bolsover major lounged forward, with a leer, He was

never handsome at the best of times, and the leer made hun
look positively ugly.

“We don't waut to be taucht the error of our ways by a
bmﬁtlg' llf’}StH.l'ﬁ- like you!” he growled. ‘Shecr off !

“Oh, I'll go!” gaid Mark scornfully. *“It's no easy job
to breathe in this atmosphere, But I'll only go on one
condition.”

“Namely

“That Gerald comes with me.”

The younyger Linley soon settled the question.

“T'll see vou hanged first ! he zaid.

“There you arve!” said Bolsover, in tones of trivmaph. “1

recicon the kid knows which side his bread’s buttered. He's
here, and he's going to stop,™
Then Mavk Linley became thoroughly roused., e was

siow to anger, but there was a touch of the British lion about
binn when he lost his temper. Ile shot gut his hand, and
gripped Baolsover by the eollar,

“¥ou hound!” he exclaimed. “Do you think for ono
moment you can take my brother under your wing, and train
him in your shady tricks? Do yon think I’'m going to allow
vou—or anybody clse, for that matter—to drag the kid down-
hill ss fast as you can! Don’t you dare to speak to Gerald
I:I.;ﬂ.l.]'l .

“1la, ha, ha!”" roared Bolsover, “Finest show of herotcs
I've seen for ages! You ought to be on the stage., As for
Gerald, he and I ave chums, and we're going to cling together
like the ivy, ns the song says,  "Tamn't often 1 take the
trouble to pul on to a fag, but there's something sporting
about your brother which rather appeals to e, We've poing
to e wreat chums—ch, Gerald? Al Skinney will stamd in
'n'ith”nu-, too, As [or your low-down mill-hand of a brother

—————

Bolsover wot neo farther. Mark Lionley's Tamd came with
fosounding report across hiz cheek, and he stuggerad back,

* Yarooooop !

“That,” pauted Mark, “is just a preliminare,  Come along
to the gym, you ead, and we'll certle this question onee amdl
For alll T'H try and bek a litthe deceney into vou.”

HHavowd Bhmner, who had been lurking in the backgronmd,
thdn’t Hike the gleam i Mark Linley's oves, e sidbid 1o
the dooy, with a view to putting huneclf on the uthicr sile of
i, Bor Mark Linley was too quick for him,

“Coward ! he exclainead, in ringing tones,
|t'-i|;_' dovaun: tio settde with yuu, Vake that !

A osnwshing vivht-haadey sont Skinner spravlinge into the
replace, e alighted with o teretfic bump on the hae of
the fo e,

“Ow-ow-ow [ Oh von rotter, 1o hit me when [ wasn't
fooking T Il ger ¢iita with you over this, wmark my
worgls 17 '

“Threars don't hore mie,” said Mark,  * You cen ga ahead
with ws wany shady schromes as yon like, Don'n be bhowleld
out, that's ul! Now, Holsover, are vou ready ¥

T should

“Ready to poimd you to a jelly, d'vou mean ?
Cotne along 1o the grm, and if 1 dom't

i i-.lrtn ;.:L-E- B

just think T wus!
altey the shape of vour face o theee wnutes 'moa Dutche

i

man |
“What a gawme ™ mwmured  Gerald Linky, with an
"1 didn’t know von wepe such a biulser,

amtieed =nile,
Mark D™

Aut Mark ook po Mther notice of his miver., ITe had
pavdy to think of at that moment, Belsover xas a great
Hehing-man, and it would need wolivmited plack and pers
sovekptice o bving him te his knees,  Mark koew this, aud
prepared hbimse!f for the licht of his life,

It dildn’t take the yvest of the fellows lang ta discover whas

A Fine Varn of Tem Merry & Co. In
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was afoot. They read the challenge in Murk Linley's eyes,
and noticed the flushed and mottled appearance of Bolsover's
face.

““Aha!” said Bob Cherry dramati{:&llyr pausing in tho

ssage with a football under his arm. *I scent’a scrap!
'ﬁ;is wiy to the arena, chappies! We shall come in handy
for ambulance work at the finish I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““What's it all about?"” asked Harry Wharton.

““Bolsover and I are going to seitle who's to have the
custody of wmy brother,"” said Mark,

“My hat!” ‘

“Come on !" grinned Nugent. * Let's go and see the floor
strewn with little bits of Bolsover!" |

But, in his heart, Nugent felt ecriouns, as did most of the
other fellows. They felt that in undertaking to tackle the
burly Bolsover, Mark Linley had bitten off rather more than
bhe could chew. Bolsover was the possessor of a powerful
nine-point-seven punch, and Mark would kave a sorry time
if he came within close range of it,

“¥ou want a sccond, Marky,” said Bob Cherry. *“I'm
vour man !"

“Thanks, Boeb, old fellow !”

Vernon-8mith, being the only junior present whose watch
was at all reliable, took on the task of referce. Gerald
Linley, ‘his hands in his pockets, and a cynical expression ‘on
hiz face, leaned against the parallel-bars and watched the
combatants peel their coats.

Bolsover major's arms, when he had rolled up his sleeves,
resembled thoee of the village blacksmith. Linley looked
small by comparison with the hefty Removite; but, to atone
for this dcficiency, he had heaps of pluck, and the satisfac
tion of knowing that he was fighting in 2 good cause,

" Beconds out!” said Vernon-Smith. “ Time!"

Spectators were still swarming into the gym as the fight
commenced. Some of them missed the opening stage, which
was vather a pity, for there was a good dead of hurricane
hitting on both sides. )

“Buck up, Marky!" rang out Bob Cherry's cheery voice,
“ Lick !E-t:-lam-er, and 1t'll be the biggest sensation of modern
times !’

* Lick Bolsover!” echoed Skinner, with a sneer. “Not in
a thousand giddy years! That factory cad’s going to be
taught a lesson.”

8o would Skinner have been had not Bob Cherry’s atten-
tion been centred upon the fight, which had now taken a most
dramatic turn.

The bully of the Remove was going great guns. ITe had
got Mark Linley penned up in a corner of the improvised ring,
and was pounding him without merey.

But Mark held grimly on, and was still on his fect at the
call of “Time!"” though he had had a terrible gruelling.

“Finding the pace too hot?” asked Bob Cherry sym-
pathetically, as he applied a spongoe to his chum's heated face.

“Well, it’s rather warm,” Mark confessed: * but 1'mn not
into my stride yet."

“And never will be!" chimed in Gerald Liuley, who over-
heard the remark. * Why dou't you chuek the game, Mark?
Dolsover’'s got vou beaten all the was.”

“Dry up, you young cad!” suid Harry Wharton, “ My
hat, Linley ! If T had » minor like that T shouldn't kuow
whether to boll him in oil or fAay him alive!”

“He'll ece his folly one of theso davs, 1 expect,” said
Mark, with a sigh. *Il¢ doesn’t seem responsible for his
actions now.”

“Oh. shut up ! growled Gerald,

“Tine !

Vervnon-8Smith's sharp conmmanid prevented  what  might
have been an wnpleasant seene between the two brothers,
and Mark Linley went up grimly for the second round.

Az he looked at Dolsover's leering face Bis heart  beat
auickly, and a flush of anger mouwnted 1o his forchead, o
muzt thrash this holking loat, he reflected, and chock his
cvil imflnenee comehow, or Goerald's career would be irrelriey-
ah!y rumed.

With these thoughts in his mind, Mark went all sut. He
shot  ont lus vight v a0 steaight dreive, and  smode his
with great violence on the vose: wmd when, o
motent Later, ns lelt came crashing against Bolsoyver's jaw,
Le Farly bronght down the house.

But hie dudn’t bring down Bolzover.  The bully of the
Remove conld stand a vast amount of batiering, amd was
voery far from throwing up the sponge.

CHtak it oout, old man T excluimed Skinner.  * You've got
him whacked. That was onlv a flash in the pan!”

But Mmk TLanley proved otherwise He kept up the
pressure. and Baolsover had about as hot a peppering during
the next few minutes us he had ever had in his life.

“Good men ! cried the loyal army of Linleyites, * That's
reat !

“The lickfulness of the ludicrous Bolsover will be terrific!™
added Huaviee Singh.

“You make me sick!™

['liliHHH rid

PBut Bolsover was fur from beaten, and in the third
THe Magxyr Ltumna—-:‘:r;. 468, .
MONDAY. BUNTER'S B!G BROTHER!

| weseax, The “IRagmet”  one

and fourth rounds he morc than held his own. Some of his
swinging, sledge-hammer blows had landed home, and Mark
Linley began to feel dizzy and faint. His head was swim-
ming, and his knees were unsteady.

He tried gamely to conquer the feeling, but it was of no

use. Like a flash the awful truth dawned upon his brain.

He was being beaten !

But he resolved, as he sat upon Bob Cherry's knees after
the sixth round, to stake evervthing on one desperate on-
slaught. If it failed, he would fail, too. If it came off. then
he would have the supreme satisfaction of licking thie biggest
bully in the Remove, and, incidentglly, of giving Gerald food
for reflection.

“Time ! said Vernon-2mith,

When the fight had started, the combatants had skipped
about the room like voung rams. Now they came up to the
scratch wearily, and their faces were pictures.

But the light of battle had not yvet faded from Mark

Linley's clear eye. The next moment, he felt, would decide
the izsue,

“Pile in, Marky. old son!”

“Wipe up the Hoor with him!”

Bolsover came on in his bull-like fashion, with head lowerad
and fists clenched. Mark Linley let him gather impetus, and
then slipped deftly aside. ;

The bully of the Remove went lumbering on: and before
he could pull himself together again Mark Linley sailed in
like a whirlwind.

Then the fun began. Mark jabbed home his ri ht, and

then his Jeft shot out with fuil force, straight from the
shoulder.

The energy he had DLeen called upon to muster for that
terrific blow left Mark weak and faint and helpless, but he
had won! He at least kept his feet; but Bolsover went down
with a bump and a crash, and all the fight was knocked out
of him, He could not have lifted a finger against the smallest

fag.

g‘lw air was rent with wild cheering. Little did half the
fellows dream what a narrow margin had stood between
victory and defeat.  But Bob Cherry knew, and he was
profuse in his congratulations.

“Topping. Marky !™ he said. * There's no harm in telling
you, now, that I thought you were whacked at one time "

“ I thought so, myself,” smiled Mark. **That last-minuts
rally served its purpose. I don't think young Gerald will be
quite so keen on Bolsover's company in future,

“P'r'aps not.” said Skinner, who was standing by. *“ But
you needn’'t think you hold all the cards, Master Priggy
Linley ! You've got me to settle with yet!”

Mark ignored the threat, and, putting on his coat, passed
out of the gym with his arm in Bob Cherry’s.

But he would have been wiser to arm himself against the

ir!uw in the durk which Harold Skinner was ready to deal
rm,

——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Midnight Adventure !

& O-NIGHT'S the night!”
Skinner uttered the words in melodramatio
fushion as he strolled down the Remove passage

with (ierald Linley.
“What d'vou mean?” exclaimed the Third-

“Why, we'll go out on the spree, vou and I. I don't
s pose old Bolsover feela quite up to it, after what's just
Lappened. He might get hufly if we asked him to join in."

“li}'m still wondering what vou mean.”

"1 mean, “said SBkioner, lowering his voice, *that after
dark we'll sally furth to the village.”

“The village®"

“Yes. The village pub, to be precise.”

“Oh!™

Skinner gave a choackle,

“"You necdn’t look so reproachiful,” he said. “A fellow
like you isn't eusily shocked. What do you say to a rattling
good time, with jolly good friends, at the Cross Keys? You
needn't  start whizky-drinking, or any of those games.
I"r'aps we can bag the billiard-table for a bit, and—and have
a hand at cards,” added Skinner cautiously. He was aware
that in speaking of cards he was on dangerous ground.

But Gerald wusn't thinking of his recent losses just then.
His imagination was fired at the prospect of breaking bounds
—of stealing out of his dormitory in the pitchy darkness, and
running innumerable risks. It would be great!

%o far as the public house was concerned, Gerald wasn't
keen. But, after all, there would be no need for him to ge;

.
Tormer,
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up to any shady tricks. He could have a good time, in the
mild sense of the term, and steal back to G veyfriars under
the cover ol night, with the satisfaction of having had a
really stunning adventure.

“I'm game!” he said.

“You are? exclgimed Skinner. “Oh, that’s ripping!
Think you can find your way to the Ilemove dormitory at,
say, cleven o'clock " i

Gerald nodded.

“Then we'll call it a deal.
:,'nl.t'l'"

“Rely on me,” said Gerald.

Skinner grinned, and passed on into his study, humming
something to the effect that there was a tavern in the
town.

Gerald Linley didn't pass a very pleasant cvening. The
fags, who oply a short time before had a uded him as a

lucky hero, now saw the other side of his nature, and didn’t
reel called upon to act civilly towards a fellow who courted
the socicty of such rank outsiders as SBkinner and Bolsover,

But Gerald cared little or nothing for the cold lgpoks he
encountercd on every side, He occupied himsell with a book
until bed-time, and propped himself up on the pillows after
lights-out, looking forward keenly to the time when eleven
should chime from the old clock-tower,

It was not a nice night. A wind had sprung up from the
north-east, and it howled discordantly through the chinks and
down the chimney, as if warning the reckless fag to keep
to his bed. But Gerald Linley was not to be swerved from
his purpose, even if a tornado raged without,

Eleven at last! Above the fierce howling of the wind the
chimes rang out.

“Now for 1t!” muttered Gerald. “ Is anybody awake?”

There was o reply. Tubb was snoving like a heathen, and
somebody clse was chattering in his sleep by way of an accom-
paniment. DBut nobody saw or heard Gerald as he slipped
on his thimgs and stole from the dormitory.

The way was dark, and Gerald took several faulty turnings
on his route to the Rermove dormitory; but he reached his
destination at last, and felt a hand groping at him in the
gloom,

“That yvou, young Linley?"

It was Skinner's voice.

“Yes,” answeiced Gerald.
It's blowing

“All the
“Glad you came ulong.
liere.” _

He led the way to the box room window—the recognised
means of exit for the night-birds.  Within a coaple of minutes
the two adventurcrs had slighted upon ghe {lagstones in the
Close,

“ Bettor wet inside thi<."”" sand Skuner, handing over a long
raincoat, “ It'Y be vers noich of a mistit, 'm afraid, but we
can't do the Bond Steeet tooch at thas time of might, Gee!
What a wind!”

They crossed over fo the schacl wall, and sealed it without
mishap, Looking back. they <aw nothing Lo cavse them
alavm.  The sreat pile of buililings loowned hlackly against
the Jowering sky.

“8a much for the <t romnl,”™ <ul Bkinner.  “ Come on!
We mustn’t arvive too late o Banks will be gone to bed,”

“Bank=! Wha's he"

* Oh, a lively sovt of meroban at the Cross Kevs,
ol pals, you know.”

The law-breakers had ro Lovly Gezht their way to the
'!;i.ll;l,go :mi!l_r_g: fr “Il."'_ \ifr!:'!]: i« uf 1he 5:.|1|1=. THe Cinss H.u:a.,q
appeared on first zight to be in diwrkness, but on eloser
mspection Skinner and his companton distingmished the sab-
ducd glow of a light theoueh the slvitiers,

“It's all sereae,” rond Skinter, 1 can Lear Cobb's vaier.
Cobb's the landlord.  And Banks 1= theve, tea. He's grovsinge
about the susgestion of putting the age-limit up for military
gervice,

Skinoer yapped an the door, sid the argununt which was
taking place o the bav-pacloor wis bioken off, A sound of
ghufiling tootsteps iollowed, ardd Mr, Dunks thiew open the
door,

“Who's that?” he geowlid,

“ Me—Skinner,” sund the cad of the Reinove,
brouwzht along & new client.”

Banks becante affable ai oneo.

“Btep right in, gentlomen.” he said. "There's not much
doin’ the:c days, but I dessay we can vake togeilier some form
of entertiinment.”

“Trust you for that!” chuckied Skinner,

Gerald Linley followed the other twe into the ctuffy little
parlour, where Mr. Cebb sat cver a pink paper.
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Don't forgek to turn up, will

“You're still keen, 1 s'pose?
reat gung outside.” _ _ _
ess charee of retting nailed.” :aid Skinner.

1t's been Leastly cold hanging about

We're

“I've
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1he landlord looked up and smiled. It was an oily smile,
which filled Gerald Linley with loathing and contempt.

But he had takén the plunge now, he reflected, and it was
up to him not to back out.

Mr. Banks and the landlord fondly hoped, as they darted
keen looks at Gerald, that they had struck a gold mine, and
their hopes were realised.

Gerald found himself taking a hand at nap almost beforo
he koew it, SBmall stalics were played for at first, and Gerald-
had quife a refreshing flow of luck; but later, when Treasury
notes and half-crewns began to pile un en the table, his gaina
were soon furned to ]c}sws—:tndphaa\':,r losses, too,

The twenty pounds which Mauly had presented him with
fur saving his life were coon depleted by half. Skinner had
contrived to whisper to Mr, Eubli;- that Gerald was Aush, and
the landlovd turned this information to good account. '

“1U'm done!" said Gerald at last, rising wearily to his feet,

“Pulile I said Mr, Banks. “You don’t mean to say you're
cleaned out yet?”

““Not exactly, but T shall be if we play on much longer.
My luck’s dead out.”

*Tt's a long lane that has no turnin’, you know,” said Me.
Cobb slijy.

"1 tell you I'm done!” repeated Gerald, rather huffily.
“Here you are. I'll square my little account and then we
be getting back to Greyfriars.”

“Hear, hear!” said Skinner.
another might, Mr., Cobb.”

: “Fllil sce that you don't!™ muttered Gerald, under his
reath,

Skinner buttoned the collar of his raincoat, and stepped
out into the village street. The storm was still raging, and
he congratulated himself ‘that there was no fear of detection
on such a wild night.

But Fate bhas a habit of doing ironical things. A tall figure
}ﬂp]]ﬁfd up in the darkness, ang Skinner ncarly swooned with
right,

*Dh, crumbs!” he groaned in dismay. *“ Quelchy !

“Mr. Quelch, Skinner, if you please!” camge the Form-
master’'s stern voice. I shall require a full and ecomplete
cexplanation of this outrageous conduct! I——"

Vhilst Mr. Quelch was speaking a figure in a raincoat
darted past at a terrific pace, nearly bowling him over,

“Skinner,” rapped out Mr. Quelch, *remain here uniil
I return! Do not dare to disobey me!”

And then the Remove-master went off in pursuit of the
Aecting figure,

Gerald Linley ran like the wind. He had scented the
danger, and was determined not to be run to earth.

He knew what detection would mean. It would put the
finishing teuch to his career at Greyfriars. And to go back
to Lancashire and shave the struggles of a poverty-stricken
houschold didn't suit Gerald's book at all.

So he ran as he had never run before in his life; and Me,
Queleh, though he maintained a geod pace for a gentleman
of his vears, was soon obliged to pull up, panting and gasp-
mg, i the rear,

Mis quarry had escaped him; but only for a time, he
veflected grimly, There were ways and means of Linding out
the jndnight mwarander’s identity,

Breathing havd, My, Quelch made his wav back to the
Cross Kevs,  Skinner was still standing outside, shivering.
e Ynew better than to set Mr. Quelch at dehance.

“Wretehed bov ! thundered Mr, Quelch. * 3o this is how
you spemd the hoars which should richtly be devoted to
shimbov ! You have doubtless been visiting this low estublilish-

“I'll bring Linley along

TTLETE S
“1 haven't. siv,”" answered the cad of the Remove, lying
elhiblv, 1 shouldn't decam of doing such a thine, sie. Ask

the laiwitopd,™

AMr. Queleh did 0. bat he vot no satisfaction fvoin Cahb,
The Lnter <tvenmously demiod that Skinner had been in the
prblic-hoase, and at la=i Mr. Queleh hod to mive it up: bt
he gave Me. Uobb a prece of s mind before setting ow for
Grevivirs with the unhappy Skinner,

“There s no divect evidence agamst vou.” =aid Mr
Quelea; “but to have broken bounds is bad cuoneh, cmd 1
have po deubt D, Locke will deal with vou as vou deserve,
Your conpanion, whom 1 actually saw vieating the picmises,
will fare wosze. Now, Bhinaer, T eomnunnl soti ta cive uie
his vane 1

*Must you know, «ic?”

Yoo, yes, ab once! I am oaware that sou sre gnnins Lo
shield him Ltgilhlhl the hunabiatwon  of dhi=covery, but ihies
matter is fay tou sepjous to allow oy withholding of the

facta, Come, Skinoer, I want that Loy s pmge 0
.TII”'” Riviaver rolld o be Backer than the blackest wiids
mipEht.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Verdiet !

LEEP failed to visit the eyes of two fellows for the
remainder of that night. In their dormitories Harold
Skinner and Gerald Linley lay in wakeful wretched-
ness, feeling that their * great adventure ” had proved
an awful frost. .

Skinner was the more miserable of the two, for he knew
that all was up. Even his cunning brain could invent no
plausible excuse for being outside the Cross Keys at an hour
vwhen the rest of the Removyites were slumbering. He saw
vividly, in his mind’s cye, the scene next morning—the
agsembly in Big Hall, the stern voice of the Head announcing
that he was expelled.

Expelled! The word was like a death-knell. It wouldn't
be so bad for some fellows who had nice homes to go to and
sympatheiic parents. But Skinner had neither. His home
was cold and forbidding, and in this respect it resembled his
fatlier—a keen man of business, who would, after horse-
whipping his Lopeful son, sentence him to spend the rest of
his days in the dingy paternal office.

“Grooh!” mumbled Skinner, as he conjured up these possi-
I:liliti::ﬂ in his mind. “I'd rather run right away than fice
t ]Et iJ‘J

As for Gerald Linley, he was in a state of harrowing
suspense. Had Mr. Quelch seen and recognised him? Had
SBkinner given him away? Would he be bowled out when an
ingniry was made in the morning?

(Gerald was thoroughly selfish, He didn't care a rap who
suffered in_connection with the affair so long as he got off
scot-free. But to be convicted, to be sent home in disgrace,
and to have to slave in a mill from sunrise to sunset—oh,
it was terrible! He was prepared to go to any lengths to
avord such a calamity.

The weary hours crept by, and the dawn was stealing in
at the windows when the rising-bell clanged out its shrill
summons. Gerald rose and dressed with the others, and then
made his way to Skinner's study in the Remove passage.

Skinner was there, his face pale in the morning light.
Gerald darted a quick challenge at him with his eyes.

“ You've given me away?” he asked sharply.

“Nﬂ-*j

The Third-Former drew a deep breath of relief. So far, so
good. he reflected.

“I wasn't g0 lucky,” said Skinner. * Qpelchy caught me red-
handed, and I hadn’t an earthly! It means the sack for me,
I reckon I

*Hard cheese ! said Gerald.
asked who was with you?”

“He did.”

“ And vou told him?”

“T said it was Mark Linley."”

“ What !

Gerald drew back in eheer amazement. He stared hard
at Skinner for a moment; then his hands clenched so tightly
that the knuckles stood out white and distinct.

“You—you cad!” he exclaimed.

“Oh, draw it mild!" said Skinner. I lLad to tell him
somebody’'s name, and your major's name was the first that
oecurred to me. You ought to be jolly grateful to me for
not giving you away!”

But Gerald looked far from grateful He scemed to be
debating in his mind whether to pitch Skinner out of the
window or dribble him across the carpet.

“Pon’t scow! at me like that!” said Skinner. * Your
brother can stand the racket all right, and if he can't wriggle
out of the businass it'll be his funeral! You've got to keep
your mouth shut at all costs, if you want to save your skin!™

“PBut it might mean that Mark will be sacked!”

“It probably will,” said Skinner. “If he's n#t kicked out,
then you'll jolly well be! It's either vou or him, and he
wouldu't mind it so very much, I &'pose. He's ot the mill, or
factory, or whatever it 1s, to go back to, but you—you'd bae
stranded. Sit tight, and let him go. That's my adviee.”

It wds the advice of a cad, but Gerald resolved to apg
upon it. He couldn't bear the burning shame of expulsion ;
and, as SBkinner eaid, in Mark's ease it would be different.
Mark had had a long innings at Greviriars, and he could
now go back to Lancasiure to help keep the home fires

“But, I say, surely Quelchy
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humini. It would be much less of a blow to him than it
would be to Gerald, so Gerald felt.

Wingate's voice could be heard out in 4he passage, giving
orders that everybody was to assemble in Big Hall.

“Time for tia execution!"” said Skinner, with forced
jocularity. *“Well, I wen't whine. I've sailed pretty close
to the wind before, and the luck’s been with me.
an hour's time I ‘expect I shall be saying * Good-byel' to
Gregdfriars. As for you, kid, you can please yoursell what
you do.”

| ?hall act on your suggestion,” said Gerald, “anc keep
murm,

“Good! That's the best way. Coming along?”

They strolled into Bigy Hall together. None of the other
fellows knew what was wrong. That the chopper was coming
down on somebody they were well aware, for the stern looks
of Mr. Quelch and the Head told them as much; but they
hn_dl_;'t &a remotest notion as to who the culprit, or culprits,
might be,

The Head did not keep them long in suspense.

“A most regrettable occurrence has been brought to my
notice,” he began. ““Late last night Mr. Quelch had ocecasion
to go into the village to see Dr. S8hort. He was returning
to the school, when his attention was drawn to a boy—a
member of the Remove Form—standing outside the Croas
Keys Inn."”

“ Gee-whiz !” murmured Bob Cherry
body gets it in the neck!”

The Head raised his hand for silence.

*1 need not enlarge upon the gravity of that boy's offence,”
he said. *“In breaking bounds at such an hour he has set
at defiance one of the most stringent rules of the school.
There is no dircct evidencesthat he actually went ipto the
public-house, and that fact alone has saved him from the
extreme penalty.”

Skinner’'s heart gave a jump. Then he wasn't to be
expelled,, after all!

But the alternative was far from pleasant. The Head
summoned Gosling, who was lurking in the doorway, to
come forward, a.ng then he took a forbidding-looking birch
from the drawer of the desk.

“The boy to whom I have just referred,” he eaid, *““will
now stand forward 1"

Shamed in the eyes of all his schoclfellows, and with kneea
knocking together, Harold S8kinner made his way down the
gangway, and came to a halt in front of ‘the raised dais.
At Dr. Tocke’s command, Gosling stooped and took the cad
of the Remove on his shoulders.

“I will now endeavour to teach you a much-needed lesson,
Skinner!” said the Head. ' You have been behaving badly
for quite a long time, and a severs flogging will possibly
make you think twice before breaking bounds in such circum-
stances again!"

Swish! Swish! Swish!

The great birch rose and fell, to the accompaniment of
terrific screams from Skinner. The latter hoped, by yelling
at the top of his lungs, to excite the Head's sympathy. On
the contrary, the noise only guickened Dr. Locke’s deter-
mination to give Skinner a-very painful five minutes,

It was a very subdued Skinner who crawled back to his
ecat after the castization. Dr. Locke had not epared the
rod, and the cad of the Remove felt, as he limped n.fuang, that
life was not worth living.

Meanwhile Gerald Linley, in Lis place among the Third-
Formers, was suffering agonies of suspense. What was going
to happen next?

The Head turned a grave face towards the assembled
throng.

“The matter does not rest there,” he said. “Yet anothems
boy—a boy in whom I had always placed implicit trust—is
concerned in this disgraceful affair, and his conduct shows up
in a worse light than that of Bkinner, for Mr. Quelch informs
moe he was actually inside the public-house. He escaped Mr.
Quelch lust night, but he shall not escape now! Mark Linley,
stand forward 1"

A gasp of astonishment ran round the crowded Hall. Mark
Linley—pub-haunting ! There must be some ghastly mistake
somewhere,

Mark was dazed by the sudden turn of events. He couldn't
understand it. The whole room seemed to revelve beforas
!J]'Lﬂ garze as he walked, like a fellow in a dream, up to the
als,

“Linley,” said the Head sternly, “ what have you to say
for yourself 1"

“Why, sir,” panted Mark, “it—it's floored me altogether!
I certainly didn’t break bounds last night—on my word of
honour !

9
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Gosling took the cad of ithe Remove on his shoulders, and {he birch rose and fell.

(Sece Chapter T.)

“You will have to prove your assertion up to the hilt, "
replicd the Head, “and that, 1 fear. you will find impossible
to do. Stand up. Skomer, and answer 1wy goestion ! Was
this boy at the Cross Keys public-house in your company
Inat night

“Yea, sir!”

A sudden commotion followed Skinner’s startling statement.
Bob Cherry bounded forward like a tiger, and, indifferent to
s surroundimgs, vrasped the cad of the Remove by the
vinlar, i

“That's a lie,” he
cowardly lie!"

"[q'|'lt'1'l'.].'.“ tlhimimdered the Head, * how dare youl, !

“T can’t help it, eir 1™ said Bob, shaking Skinner like a rat,
“It's unlair—herribly unfaie ! L've been pals with Linley for
a long tune now, and I know Le's a white man through and
through ! This is a lie—a rotten invention of Skinner's--to got
himn sacked !

* Prepostérous i enid the Iewd severely,
smitten with a form of hysteria, Cherry,
once !

Bob reluctantiy obeyed,

“There can be no questicn of angustice,” Dr. Locke went
., “You cannot conmvines e that Skinner mentioned
Linley's name m order to o himm an injury,  That is a very
prave accusation o make, Caerry,  Is there any other boy
present who can throw any light oh this affair?” :

Wingaie oi the Sixth came forward, with obvions reluctanee.

“There 18 jn:‘-l:. ope point, &, wWhich 1 feel 1t mv duty to
mention. I met Linley ou the staire ghorily befure eleven
o'vlock last might.” 1

excliimed  passionately—"a retien,

“YXou aromn to be
Release Skinner at

“Ah! What was he domg*”

“Ie told me he WAE golngT dJuonn tn his =tudv &0 ewant,
13 . h
BIF

“Then it 1= as clear aa noonday what econrend, The
wretched bov pnt vou off on that plea, Wingate, and instoad
Tre MscxeET LivRaby.— No. 468,
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of procecding to Lis
study, joincd Skinner in
is rascally excursion to
the village. There can
be little doubt about 1t
now, Mark Linley,
am sorry to sce such a
promising  carcer  as
yours biighted as the
result of an act of folly
and indiscretion:; but I
could not allow you to
remain here after what
has transpired. You
are expelled from Grey-
friars!™
There was an onunous
silence, broken by tho
ghrill cry from  the
vicinity of the Thard-
Formers. Gerald Linley,
his face pale, sprang to
the fore.
“Oh, sir!” he stam-
mered., ' 1—I—" -
The Head waved tho
fag back, and his ex-
pression became solter,
“1 can unc]elrshaind
our feelings, Janley
fﬂiﬂﬂl‘,” he said. *I
appreciate what a shock
this must be to you. Bud
you must accept the
mevitable, and strive to
win a good reputation
at Greyfriars, so that
ggur brother’s guilt may
in  sone  Measuro
redeemoed. As for you,
Linley major, you will
k your I:mfﬂn[;in%s,
and leave [or home by
the first available tram.
Your expulsion will serve
as a warning to other

reckless  spirits, The
school will now dis
miss !’

Never before had the

fellows filed out of Bag

Hall so quictly. Muark
Linley had been a
gencral favourite — a

Trojan on the playing-fiekls and a scholar of great promise.
And his expulsion, coming as it did so .*-smllill'u]}r and un-
expectediv, cost a deep shadow over all Greyfriars,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Supreme Saerifice !
N the Remove dormitory, where he had algays been sguch
a conspienous figure, Mark Linley packed his things.
II¢ packed them mechanically, like one whose spinit
had been crushed, and whoe had nothing lefs te live
fosr,

LEe: hiasd slone r]:_|1|tilLE'. Ile, an innocent lad, was to bear the
burden of another’s guilt —another who had not the manly
deceney to cosne forward the moment the terrvible mistake was
miacle,

Stnnned by the blow, Mark could scarcely dare to lgok into
the futire. His own prospects were ruined. All his swotting,
hie long amd lonely toil by the lamplight in his study, was
brought to no account. The lJabour had been in vain,

But that, after all, was o minor consideration. It was his
pa rents who would eulter most fI'DII_'I ”“"F s011'8 (".l'.rll_lf-hlﬂll.
Yhe atfair would” cut them like a knife. Though poor, they
were proud, and anything that was Ilf:rlt clean and of good
r'F']]u.u'I fnl-lu] ik ]]lﬂ.{'t’ Ill". r]'IFi'I" h{'!ﬂ'l."!-", rl.]]:i.':'l--' hl?ll}llgl"l'.l | ] ‘f_]}ﬂ,.t
viase of Britishers with whom honesty is ever the best 'pn'.i-:_'ﬁj,
amil hal the keenes: comtempt for anything that wasn't
“erichket,”

And pow tlicir eldest son, n w]u}m_ they had ecntred
all their hopes, was cast cut from Greyfriars in disgrace,

Mark Toinley wne not a milksop. but hie came very mear
to brealong down at that moment. Try as _!'ﬂ 1:n=1|r.l_ he
could not wholly supproes the sob that rose in hie throat. A
ikt swani holore his pyes,



“It's rotten!” he muttercd, over and zver .again. “1
aign’t think I should ever come to this pass! 0h, heavens!
“‘Hmt ever shall I do?”

The dormitory deor opened, and Bob Cherry came in,
He stepped quietly across to his chum, and laid a hand oi
Mark's shoulder.

For sgome moments he said notling, YWhat was there to
M}:Y? How eould he condole with his friend in this over-
whelming misfortune? It waa all very well for people to
sing aboul a silver lining through the dark clouds shiming,
and to talk of keeping a stiff upper lip when things looked
black. }t would have needed superhuman courage to do so in
this casc.

Mark Linley looked up with a wistful expresszion.

“Well, Bob, old fellow,’” he said guietlyy” * I've got to quit!
Of couise, it goes without saying that you think I'm
mnocent ¥

“Of course it does, Marky! I've known you long encugh,
to know that yeu're as fav removed from a pub-haunter as—
as the sun 13 from the carth! The Head must be mad to
expel you on such evidence!”

lien Bob Cherry burst into a sudden torrent of wrath.

*This iz all the work of that cad Skinner !” he exclaimed.
“Don’t you remember, after you'd licked Bolsover in the
gym, how he vowed he’d get even with you? And Le's done
it; thourh le's so confoundedly cunning that we can get
nothing out of him! I've just pummelled him till he pretty
nearly howled for mercy, but—"

*0h, Bob!"”

“Don't reproach me, Marky! I ahould be a poor sort of
worm if I didn't make any effort to get to the bottomn of this
beastly affair. T tried to get the rotter to tell me who was
with him last night, and he &till stuck to his cock-and-bull
etery that it was you. I've blacked one of his eyes, and put
‘his nose out of :j’mpe, but it's no use! Ilc swears 1t was
you !’

" Mark Linley rose to his feet. His face was haggard.

“ Never mind, Bob,” he said. “I can sce that everything
possible has been done to clear me. It's only a waste of
time and trouble to go on, The cad who was at the Cross
Keys with Skinner will
never own upl”

“Won't he, by Jove?
I'm not going to let the
mnatter® rest—not a bit of
it! After yon've gone,
Marky, I'm gomng to be
s Bexton Bluke and u
Ferrers Locke relled into
one.  And we'll have : - : ~
you back 'agam at Grey-
friars 1n your old place,
and those cads—there are
only a fow of 'em, thank
goodness '—who are going
about saying  you're
guilty -will have to go
down on their hands and
knecs and ask your par-
don !

“Nothing quite so
dramatic as  that, I
hope,” said Mark, with
a famnt smile, “P’r'aps
I'd better be getting
along now., No sense in
prolonging a scene ke

S

FE

thas, It's  heartbreak-
g "’
“T shall miss you,

Marky,” =aid Bob vehe-

ment:y, Y 'We shall all
miss you. You've been
one of ourselves. In

the half-back line Toddy
and 1 will be lost without
vou, And the study
Ugh! ~ The study will
be like a blessed hermit's
cell !

“1 know how you feel,
old man,” =aid Mark,
“and it's only further
proof of a friendzslup 1
<shall alwavs value above
overything !

“Uan T do anything
for you*" asked Bob.
“1t's a delicate guestion

I'm going to ask, but
this iz not & time for
mincing  matters, Are

youn in necd of money?”?
Mark Aushed.
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“No, Beb; that’s all right. Things will be hard at first,
I dare say, but I've been a breadwinner before, and it'll 'be
nothing new to have to battle for existence. Good-bye, old
fellow, and thanks—a thousand thanks—for all you've done
for me!"’

“Good-bye, Marky !” eaid Dob.

He took lis chum's hand in a crushing grip, and then
turned®abruptly and quitted the dormitory. It was one. of
those rara momcents in Bob's life when he wanted to be quite
alone,

With a heavy heart Mark Linley shouldered his port-
manteau, and prepared to take his departure.

A white-faced fag encountered hun i the doorway.

“Croraid 1"’

“I—T1 came to tell vou something,” said the Third-Former.
“It's no use keeping it back from you.™

“ Well '

“1 was the fellow who dodired Quelchy aé the Cross Keys

i- ¥

last night.

il “Tllﬂtl I.”

“It's a fact. But—but I daren't stand the racket!” sail
Gerald wildly., *“I can’t bear to be expelled! It's rough
on you, Mark, I know, but you can get over it. I shouldn’t.
It would bowl me out altogether "

Maork Linley's Meoe was a study.
was clearly at a loss for words.

“Do I understand,” he gaspéd at length, " that you want
me to face the music; so that you can go scot-freel”

“That's 1t,” said Gerald cagerly. “It's the height of
caddishness, I know, but I—I can’t help it! I ecan'ts face
what you've had to face this morming !™ ’

For some moments he

“ But this—this iz beyond the limit!"” panted Mark. *“Can
vou reasonably expect me to be sacked in your place?™
“¥Yes; you're my brother !
A
N
__1,.'%.‘_5 F
L]
: Fe L

Wingate went sprawling, and Billy Bunter pitched like a ton of coals on top of him,
(See Chapter 2.)
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But there are bounds, everr to saccifices made

“ Granted.
You are taking a mean advantage of

for a brother's sake.
e, Gorald!™

I'he younger boy burst into tears,

“Oh, don't go back on me!"” he sobbed. *Don’t lot me
down, now things have gone so far! Think what it mcans
to me!"

“Phink what it means to me also!” said Mark sternly.
“ And our people, too! They're the ones who'll suffer over
this business. You'd better go to the Head, and make a
clean breast of things!"

“1 couldn't!” said Gerald. His voice rose almost to a
scrcam. * You're asking too much of me, Mark! Look
here! 1 promise you, honour bright, if only vou'll give me
the chance of staying on here, that 1'll cut out all that

ambling bizncy, and start afresh! I'm not really bad, you
now! Do—do give me a chance! Oh, Marky, 1 know you
will!"

Mark Linley struggled with himself for a Jong time. He
had been asked favours many times in his life, but never
such a gigantic favour as this, Could he possibly grant it?

He looked at Gerald's pale face and wistful eyes, and
resolved to save the unhappy fag from shame. It was no
light sacrifice to make, but Mark bad more than common
generosily. . _

“Veory well,” heo said, aftor a long pause. Tl do it!
But you must keep your part of the compact, mind, and stop
being 1-;uc-h a beastly outsider! You must play up all you
know!"

“T will.” said Gerald earnestly. ‘“Oh, Macky, what a
stunning brick you are to do this for me! I shall never forget
it—oever !

“['m not in the mood for hervics,” said Mark. *Good-
bye, Gorald!" . :
“ You—you won't breathe a word about this to aryone?

entreated Gerald.

Mark merely looked at him—a sad, scornful look, that made
Gerald wilt. Then he proceeded downstairs with his port-
manteau, and crossed the crowded Close.

Fellows stood about in twos and threes, and Mark was the
evnosure of all eyes. Mozt of the glances in his direction
were glances of sympathy, and there were a few of condemna-
tion.

Mark Linley walked straight ahead with burning face, but
with en unwavering resolve to see the thing through.

Harry Wharton & Co, joined him at the school gate, and
bade him geod-bye. 'They spoke but few words of cheer, for
such words would have sounded almost ironical at a time like
that.

Mark shook hands all round, thanked the Famous Five for
their faith in him, and for the friendship they had freely
given in the past; and then, suppressing a sigh, he tramped
away through the gates and down the hard, frost-bound road,
leaving belund I:im—}mrhu}ga for ever—the school he had come
to love with all lns young heart.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Gerald Plays the Game !

URING the days that followed Mark Linley's expul-
sion, Skinnor emulated the celebrated Brer Rabbit,
and luy low. He had experienced a nasty shaking-
up. snd was not anxious for an encore,

Gerald Linley evaded the cad of the Romove as if

Skinner were & leper. He meant to make good his promise
to Msrk—to atono in some measurce for the bitter injustice he

had brought about by his own cowardice. At all costs, ne
determinad, hie must not run foul of Harold Skinner again,

But within a few hours of making this resolution Fale
brought him face to face with his former associate.

It was dusk, and Gerald, in a sudden burst of gencrosily,
had been to the village to obtain a money-order for two

unds, and send it home. He still had a little left from

suly's generous gift, and considered it would ease the
pressure, so far as his people were concerned.

Gerald was returning to Greyfriars at a swinging pace, when
he became suddenly aware that another fellow was about fifty

ards in front of him. Closer investigativn proved it to be

arold Bkinner,

“Hang him!" muttered Goerald.
rotter's way somehow |"

He slackened his pace, and walked close in to the bank,
huxing that the Removre would not turn and detect him,

bicycle-bell clanged shrilly on the evening air, and Gerald
saw the subdued glow of the front lamp advancing from the
opposite direction,

Skinner seemed to take no heed. Ie was lounging along
with his hands in his pockets, right in the centre of the narrow
roadway,

“My hat!"” murmured Gerald, * The silly ass will be run
down! Why doesn't ho shift to one side, 1 wonder?”

Again the bicyele bell sounded its warning note, and still
Skinner refused to budge.

Then, as Gerald stood stark still, debating whether to shout
to Skinner or not, there cume the sound of a sudden collision,
followed by a roar of rage from the cad of the Remove.

‘:nThuug t =0," observed Gerald. “Serve him jolly well
right!"

He rushed towards the spot, and saw what had l;rlnEPirnd.
The cyclisk was a girl, and, ring through the gloom, Gerald
distinguished the ?l{‘B' and form of Phylhs Howell. She was
looking angry and annoyed.

“How gilly of Skinner!" she panted, addressing Gerald.
“] rang my bell twice—and loudly, too—and he took no
notice! Now I appear to have hurt him. It is entirely his
own fault!”

Skinner, who was sprawling in the roadway, staggered to
his feet., He was smothered in mud, though, apart from a
few bruises, he had escaped injury, But lis expression was
positively murderous,

In his anger, he failed to notice Gerald, but strode towards
Phyllis Howell.

“How dare vou?" he roared. “It's like vour confounded
cheek to bowl me over like that!"

“You should have stepped aside,” said Phyllis tartly.
“You had plenty of time!’

Skinner gave a growl.

“It's always the way with you
he said. “ You think you own a
were a follow I'd give yvou a jolly good lic

“You cad!" said Phyllis,

Gerald Linley said nothing, but he acted.
ward, he gripped Skinner by the arm.

“ L agree with Miss Howell,” he said. “Only a cad would
speak to a young lady like that. I was walking behind you
all the time, my cherub, and know exactly who's to blame
the matter!” _ .

“ You spyving hound!" lussed Bkinner. ;

Then he broke off, recognising the inteader’s identity.,

“8o it's you, is it?" he gasped at length.  “I thought you
were my pal, and this is the sort of dirty trick you play me!
Loggo my arm !

“I must keep out of the

TM le who've got babies,"
| the giddy road. If you

ing!
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®1'll let go,” retorted Gerald grunly, *the moment you
apologise to Miss Howell—not before ! _ "

“ Apologise be blowed! I eha'n’yv do anything of the gort 1™
hooted Skinner,

“Then I shall thrash you !” _ ’

The words were gpoken with deadly dircctness, and Skinneg
knew well that Gerald meant them. ‘

But he would not eat humble-pie in the presence of a girl—
especially a girl like Phyllis Howell. Apologise? Not he |
He preferredg to take his chance with Gerald, whom he felt
pretty confident he could lick.

““Well 7" gaid the Third-Former at length.
your mind, you cad{”

“Yea™

“ You're going to make that apology1”

“Not a bit of 1t!"

“Then put up your hands! I'm sorry to make a scene here,
Miss Howell, You run away and pick flowers while 1 teach
this béauty a lesson |" .

“Daon't |” said Phylliz. “Ti's quite all right, T assure you.
I don't want you to get hurt on my account.”

“Rats !" said Gerald cheerfully, “It's Skinner who'll ged
burt, I'm thinking. Here gocs!”

And he went for the cad of the Remove like a Liger.

Skinuer reeled from a terrific punch in the chest, and his
arms sawed the air in windmill fashion as he attempted to
get to grips with his adversary, But Gerazld was altogether
too quick and nimble for him, and, following up his hurri-
eane attack, he planted a smashing blow on Skiuner’s noso
and another over his right eye.

That about finished Skinner. He had already been through
the mi!l at the hands of Bob Cherry, and had no spirit left
in him. With a gasp of pain, he rolled over once more i
the roadway.

“Get up, you skunk, and have some more!” said Gerald.
“You can stand a good deal more than that yet. Shamming
won't save you!”

“J—1 think he has been punished enough,” said Phyllis
Howell, laying a hand on Gerald’s arm. *‘Please don't hit
him any more!"”

“All right. If you wish it, Miss ITowell, I won't,” said
Gerald. “If he insults you again, though, and I'm anywhera
near, he won't get off so lightly. Good-night 1"

“Won't you shake hands!” said Phyllis,

Gerald did so, and the girl bent closer to him.

“I rather like you, you know,” she said quietly. “Not
every boy would have done as you did just now, Miss Prim-
rose, at Cliff House, sometimas tells us that the age of clfivalry
is past, but you proved otherwise. Good-night!”

Phyllis remounted her machine, and was soon swallowed
op in the darkness,

When she had gone Skinner rose to his feet and approached
his congqueror wit%l fury in.his {ace,

“ 8o this is the way vou serve me!"” he snarled. “1 was
your pal, and got you out of the dickens of a hole the other
day, and now you tugn your hand against me!”

“J can stand a good deal,” answered Gerald hotly, “but
I'm noi going to fold my arms while you check girls of Misg
Howell's sort, You're a thundering cad, Skumer!”

*“0Oh. that’s the tune, 13 1it? I'll jolly =oon mako you sing
to another, you beastly upstart!”

And Skinner set off at a sharp pace for Greylriars,

“What are you going to do?” asked Gerald, in alarm.

“Tell the Head who was with me at the pub the other
pnight, 11 Le an interesting tithit of news, ™

“You cad—you awful cad!”

“Fanev names don’t hurt me.” zaid Shinnes. " You'voe
driven e to it, and nothing would stop jae giving you away
now—unot cven if you went down to me on bended knees!”

“ But —but what abour yonrself *"" panted Gevald, ** You'll
get 1t in the neck lor not telling [%m*!vh:; the truth o thoe
lirst place.  When the Head knows that vou hed abunt Mark
and got him sacked, he'll kick vou out 1

“1"a veady to chanve that,” said Skinner., T shall have
the satizfaction of knowing that I'm not the only one being
sarked. You'll have to go through the mall, and ll serve
you jolly woll right !”

Gerald panscd, at a loss for words. The cad of the Kemove
Bad i i o cleft stick.  The mad desire for vevengoe had
cntweighed 2l ether considerations o Skinner’s mind, and
he was devermined to leave no stone unturined to bring about
Gr-rnhl'a downfall.

The Thivd-Former realised his helplossnesa, Neotiing could
eave hing now. If he gave lus former friend a fuither thrash-
g, i owoeald oniy quicken Skinner’s desire to play ihe pari
ef informe g,

Gevatd swifily decided how to ael.

“You've got me beaten ! he mutered. " It's just the
sert of <halby teiek § omeght have expected frem a waster
hlte 3o0u ™

“Made up
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Skinner chuckled. The sound was almost uncanny in the
darkness,
. I guess you're sorry for the way you bashed me about
just now,” he said. * You've come off second best, after all,
you see. I'm going now, to tell my interesting little fafrative
to t]{?a Head.”

*You needn’t trouble, you cad,” said Gerald quietly

“Why—what do you mcan?” ¥ 4

“I'm going to tell him myself |

——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Shadow of Guilt !

KINNER was staggered. Ho had® thought that Gerald
Linley would be prepared to go to any lengths to
keep the little affair of the Cross Keys dark} yet t
Third-Former was actually proposing to go to t
Head and make a clean breast of the whole business!
“You're rotting !"* said SBkinner, after a long pauee.- “ You
wouldn't have the nerve to confess. It's & wheeze to make
me keep my mouth shut. I tell you——"

Gerald, sick of the sound of Skinner's voice, didn’t wait te
hear more, He turncd a resolute face toWards Greyiriars,
determined. not to swerve from his programme.

The ganie was up now, Ile could not remain at the school,
Even if Skinner had failed to fulfil his threat, he would have

had no scruples in blackmailing Gerald from time to time,
and making his life a misery,

And then there was Mark., Mark had heen foully and
cruelly wronged, and it was up to Gerald to state the true
facts of the case to the Ilead and get his major restored to
his old position in the school.

It needed a good deal of courage, but Gerald never faltered,
He passed through the gates of Greyfriars, and went straight
to the Head's study, : 3

Dr. Locke looked up from his desk, struck by the excited
gleam in the fag's eye.

“Well, Linley 17

Gerald scemed (o gulp something dawn.

“I—1I don't quite know how tngi-atfgin, sir,” he stammered,
“You'll hardly credit what I'm going to tell you.”

The Head laid down hiz pen with an air of sarprise.

** Are you in trouble, my bov " he asked. *“ You have been
gent to me, pc‘r]m;m, by one of the masters or a prefect 2™

Gerald shook his head,

““Not that, =ir,” he sard. “I've at least got the consclation
of connng here.woluntarily o confess,™

“To confesz? I—I fuil 1o understand—""

Gerald Linley no longer beat about the bush.

“T was the fellow, sie,” he said desperately, “who was
with Skinner at the Cross Iieys the other night.”

* Lindoy 17

. “It's a [act, sir. I knew it would come as a shock to you,

The Head rose majestweally to lus feet.

“This is nonsense 1" he raid sternly. *I ecan only conclude
that vou must have taken leave of your senses!™

But tie next moment. when Gerald almost broke down, and
his faee bevame pallid, Dr. Locke began to see things
Jdiffeventls. ]

“Lanley,”™ he exclaimed, *do you realise the gravity of the
statement you have just made?"

“Yes, siv, 1t was no nse keeping it back any longer. I'd
have beea bowled oud snoner or later, 1 expect.’
“But your brother?” gusped the Head.

tinctly stated——"

* Shinner hed, sir)’

“*Bless my gonl!? i

“1e owed Mark a grcdeoe, e
Queleh was false. Mark was in lus study, swotting, as he
satd.  Ile never left the schaol”

The Head looked flabbergasted.

“Da you mwean to tell pie, Linley, that you allowed your
brother to suffer in that wav, when a wurd) from you would
hive saved i the shaine and indignity of expulsion?”

“That's so, sir,. 1 was o beastly cad, I know !”

“This 1s most serious, Linley ! th you and Skinner have
behaved most despicably ! T shall have no alternative but to
rend you home in disgrace, and to recall your brother.”

“1 bhardly expected anything else, sir.”

“As for Bkinuer, I will conaider how to beat deal with him.
1 am strongly inelined to expel hun, too; but the matter shall
have [urther consideration. It is too late to send a telegram
this ovening, but I will wire for your brother’s. return first
thiag in the morning.”

“Skinner dise

¥

Anvway, what he told Mr,
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Mark Linley shouldered his portmantezu.
(See Chapter B.)

The Ilead pressed the bell, and Trotler appeared.
::L"srtimi_ '\‘Ir”.'rlguh- i to me at onee !
Yessir !

A few minutes later the stalwart captain of Creyfriars
entered, '

“Take this boy to the punishment-room, Wingate," said
the Ilead. * He has come to me with the startling confession
that it was he, and oot Lis brother, who visited the public-
house in the village."

Wingate gasped.

“But Skinner vowed it was Mark Linley 1"

“Bkiwover bhas told a most comtemptible lie. Tle will be
dealt with very severcly i dve conrse,  Mennwhile, take ths
W l'l‘tL'Eli*gi h"-':ln' bW, and see that be pe }1];|W~1|! viimler ok and
key. Toanorrow morning it is my intention to expel him
fromn Creviriars.”

Wingate marched Gerald off to the punishient-room.  On
the wayv, they encountered the Famous Five, Hushed and
ricdidy from footer practice,

“* Hallo, hﬁ.”':_'l, badlo ! exclaimed Baol {'h-;'-rrl'u.'_ ﬁt|1F|T|i||;_:
short 1 astonishment. “What's the little game?  Been
robbing a bank, voung Linley ™

“Out of the way, vou kids!”" sanl Wingate.

Grerald Linley turned to the captam of Greyfriars,

“Let me tell them,” lie said. *They'll have to know in
the morning, anvway, so it'll make no Jdifference.  Mark is
mnocend, you fellows e dilo’t go near the Crosa Keys, "

“We're quite aware of that,” sad Tlarry Wharton,  * Pt
vou don't mean to say——"

“That I was the enlprit? Exactly! And I'm going to hLe
sacked to-morrow. Put on vour biggest size in boots, sothat
I get o therough kick-out, "

And, leaving the Famous Five ataring at each other n oa
wild surmise, Gerald passed on in the cnztody of 1us warder,

The punishment-reom was not the sort of apartment whers
g winter nizht could be paseed in comfort. INo fre burned
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Gerald encountered him in the doorway., till

in the disused grate, and
the uncarpeted floor
iooked like a place where
rats held high revel at
dead of night. The bed
—hard, ruﬁl, and cheer-
less—made Gerald
shudder in spite of him-
self.

“In you go!” ordered
Wingate. “I must say
I've heard of scme pretty
rotten things in my time,
but I've never known a
tellow treat his brother as
you've treated yours!
You deserve all you get;
and more !™

“Pile it on!" said
Gerald bitterly. #*Hit a
fellow when he’s down !
That's just the way with
vou chaps! You may
call it ericket, but [
don't 1"

Wingate paused, half
remorseiul.

“1 suppose you're
right,” he said. ** None
of us are fit lo throw a
stone.  Still, you must
admit you've shown up
pretty shabbily, I'm ge-
ing to lock and bolt the
door now, and to-morrow
you'll be put out of your
misery.”

Gerald laughed grimly
#3 he listened Lo Win-

e Mlﬂfh’ﬁ

’1

J

gate's retreating foot-
steps.

“80 he thinks I'm
going to wait for the

pleasant, cheery scene in
Big Hall, does het” he
muttered. “By gosh!
if I haven't put thirty
miles between myself and
Greyfriars by rising-bell,
I shall want to know the
reason why!  Just wait
everything's quiet,

and then I'll do it! I1'll

bunk— bunk clean away !
And neither Geeyfriars nor the peopie at home will ever sce
me again !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Adventure !

ERALD flung himself down on his hard, forbidding
couch, waitting taill the coast was clear, so that he
cotld put his scheme into effect.

Anmd while he waited, he thought—thought bhow

different things might have beon had he been less

rovklvss and headstrong on los acrwval at Greyiviars, e

compured hongelf with sucl fellows ns Tubby and Paget, much

o Jus own disiedvanlage. Tabb and Paget were full of mas-
chuel and Frivolity, bot they were white mon right theongh,

Bt o was too late now 1o make amends. e had had ns
chuwee, and the Fact that he had fuiled to make good lay at his
own doar. The ceash baod come, and hie most pay the penalty
[oor huia offonees in Tull.

What shoubkl bhe oJ0? Where shondd be ga? Tb was all
very woll e talic of running away, and thua avoiding the
shianne of pubbe expulaon, e had scarcely any money, aud
no frvawds e that pavt of the country.

If he tried to cnlist, the obds would be bLeavily against
Trarn. eerintie-nlfieeess were Il'r':,11|'||!‘]_'l|.' idifferent to  tha
o, physigue, and appearanee of the men whow they roped
i ; but ey would Grow the Bae at o fag i Etons.

There was ouly one thing for it. e st go to London—
too the nophity city i whase depthis fortunes were lost and
wott,  There was great stortaee of labone i ecertain come
neercil centres, owing to the war, and there was a sporting
Cluateee, alsn, of Gerald gettine a ,i iy as a Javenile actor for
thie dils, e owas decidediv good-looking, and kuew how
€% I T o

s I.'.l.':_l [1%¥

sl d Grerald, with a deep Liraath,

A Fina Yarn of Tom Merry & Co. In
Thas "QEM " Library.



He let the word linger on his tongue, and conjured up
visions of the great time he would have when he became
famors. It did not oceur to him that fame is not won in a

day.

g‘:eraId was deep in his meditations, when a knock sounded
on the door without.

The condemned junior gave a start. It was past bedtime,
and he wondered who could be abroad at that hour, A
familiar voice soon gave him the answer.

“Linley, you young rotter! Let me in

The voice belonged to Harold Skinner.

Gerald applied his lips to the keyhole.”

“SQorry, but I can’t work miracles,” he said. * The blessed
door’s locked and bolted. You don’t think Wingate weuld be
ass enough to leave the key on the inside, de you?"”

“I want to speak to you."

“Then you'll have to do it through the keyhole. It's the
only way. But before you begin, don’t you think you're
safer in bed? If you're caugﬁt loitering. about out here,
there'll be the dickens to pay!™

“Things can’t be much worse than they are already,”
replied Skinner. ‘“8o you've split on me, have you? You've
acted like a confounded sneak "

e Put it that way, if it pleases you. 1 went to the Head and
stated the plain, blunt facts, and if it lands you into hot water
you've only yourself to blame. You forced me to do as I did.
I didn't confess from choice altogether.”™

Skinner tramped about outside the punishment-roem like a
caged lion. He had made many enemies in his school carcer;
but he hated no one so keenly as Gerald, whe had taken this
unexpected stand at the lust minute and brought the pair of
them headlong to disaster.

“Vou rotten cad! You low-down factory worm!" roared
Skinnor.

“(io it!"” said Gerald encouragingly. * Keep on till you're
out of breath. I like that sort of comic musie!”™

“0Dh, vou rotter! If only I eould get at you now S _

“1 reciprocate the feeling,” Gerald remarked. *'I'd give
vou a further dosc of what you had this afternoon, by way of
overweight.”

“You think you're funny, don't you?” hissed Skinner.
“ Jolly funny, isn't it, to serve me a dirty trick like that, after
I took the trouble to shicld you?”

L3 ]
l

EVERY 6 " ONE
MONDAY, cbe Llnllz‘a‘gi!le‘ PENNY.
“Rats! You didn’t deny that 1 was with you in order to

do me a good turn. It was to ruin Mark. could sce that
with half an eye. You're a howling cad, S8kinner, and if vou
get expelled in the morning Greyfriars will be a.cleaner sort
of place for the fellows to live in.”

“There's this about it,” retorted Skinner. *“*If I'm sacked
in the mmrnin&r—und I s'pose I shall be—I sha’'n't go alone.™

“You will!” flung back Gerald, with a harsh laugh.

“What d’'you mean?”

“ Do you think I'm fool enough to wait here till the general
assembly? No giddy fear! When they come te this roam in
the morning they’ll find that the bird has fown.”

Gerald regretted the words almost as soon as they were
spoken. By telling Skinner Bis plans he had played right into
the enemy’s hands.

Dutiuidn in the corridor, the cad of the Remove gave a
chuckle.

“Thanks for the information !" he =aid.

“Why, what are you going to da?”’

“1 shall go to Quelchy and tell him you mean to bolt during
the night,” was Skinner’s rejoinder. “1 ex -he'll ask ma
why I'm absent from my {]Ermimry, but I can fix that all
serenc, !

“I'll act upon it.”

So-long, my beauty !

“(Come back, you cad!” ecalled Gerald, in a frenzy.

But S8kinner, bent on getting in his final sword-thrust, was
already retreating.

“My hat!"’ muttered Gerald, pacing to and fro. “I've been
and gone and done it now ! He'll put Quelchy on the scent, and
[ shall be kept under watch and wapd all night. Oh, heavens!
What a mad fool I was to tell him !"

But there was still one alternative open to Gerald, Ha
debated it swiftly in his mindd,

“I've got it! By Jingo, I'll bunk now!"

It was a sporting chanee, and Gerald Linley was not the
zort of fellow to let n sporting chance go disregarded. My,
Queleh would probably be asleep, and by the time Skinner
had roused him IIE—GEI'EI]:d"-‘ﬁ'DHE:‘ have got clear away.
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But it must be done quickly. Even a few seconds might
makc all the difference between freedom and captivity.

In a twinkling Gerald had wrenched the sheets from the
bed and knotted them together with deft fingers. It was his
intention to lower himself from the window. Indeed, that
was the only means of escape open to him.

The punishment-room was almost at the top of the building,
and it would require considernble nerve to descend, hand over
hat:d, to the ground beneath; but the boy who had crawled
for vards over the treacherous jce and rescued Lord Mauloverer
had nerve in plenty. Come what may, he would not remain
and face the ordeal of the morning.

A faint shaft of moonlight played upon Cerald as he bent
down and strung the sheets together. 'The knots were not so
rchable 25 he could have wished; but time was precious, and
i could not afford to give close attention to detail,

The sheets—there were only a couple of them—were not
nearly long enough for the fag's purpose, and he was obliged
to tear thce blanket into strips. This was a difficult nnﬁ a
liborious task, and Gerald’'s heart sank. Surely Mr. Quelch
would be along in 2 mement, and then—then all his fond
dreams of liberty would be flown.,

e strained his ears at every sound, and the ominous rustle
of the eim-branches in the Close distracted and annoyed him.
He wus alveady beginning to despair.

But the improvised rope was finizhed, and there was still
no sign of Mr. Quclch or his informant.

“P'r'ups 1 shall win through, after all,” muttered Gerald.
“I'll have a thundering good try, anyway. Hero goes !

And he made ome end of the cumbrous repe fast to the
bedrail.

Even as he did so, the sound of approaching footsteps, which
he had dreaded for the past quarter of an Enur, came to his
ears. He was caught—caught like a rat in a trap!

But his wild desire for freedom made him desperate. Sling-
ing the rope through the open window, he sprang on to the
sill, and began to let himself down at a terrific rate.

Ho wuas only just in the nick of time. As he started his
coscent he heard the door thrown open, and Mr. Quelch's
resping voice exclaiming :

“ Linley, come back !
you "

“You ean command till vou're bluck in the face'™
Cerald, under his breath.

Le on the ground. ™

The words were tragically true. No sooner had they been
uttered than the knotted dicet: were suddenly rent chmpletely
in two,

The blankets had borne Gerald's weight well, and the knots
had held good. But the sheets, hastily tied together as they
were, failled to support the would-le tunaway, Gerald gave
a startled gasp, and went erashing down to the ground
bencath.

Mr. Queleh, who had witnessed the ceeurrence from the
window, turned pale. He had little dosbe that Ceeald Linliy
had gore to his death. The Remave master, peeving intently,
eould distinguish the fag's motionless form on the flagrstones,

Mr. Quelch was a man of action. e seldom lost bijs head
in an emergency.

“Have you a bicyele, Skinner ™

“Ye-0-e9, sir.”

“Then mount it at onee, and summon Dr. Shoct from the
village !

“1g—1s T.illIU}' el !IHI'T, 5 stammeroed the teryiliodd
Blinner. “ Do you think lie—lin's—*

“Delay is dangerous, perhaps fatal '™ rappu<l ot M.
Quelel. “ You will procecd on vour ereand at o o, wlhnlat |
arvange for Linley to be conveved o the sanatorinm. k!
Don’t stand there gaping ot me like an fmbecily

And Huavold Skinner, his thought= fall of the white, up-
tervesl face of the follow he hael tried b drag downlbll, el
daven the staivs and made vapid tricks for the Bicyele b,

[t wus-a matter of Iife and death, amd at present the wilds
etoud heavily in favour of the latter,

Come back at once! 1 eommand

panted
“Anuther few seconds and 1 shall

—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Not Wholly Bad !

KINNER rade az he had never viddon before The
night was dark and the way treacherous, ur the cod

of the lemaove hesded nothing,  Ir was o new Skinner
that floshed through the winding lanes—Yis cowanrdion
goire, his thoughts orly for the welfare of e VL sty
whose life sveayed in the balanee,
Tinrer Magxrr Ligrany.—No. 468,
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Fortune favoured the night-rider. Ho accomplished the
journey without mishap, and found Dr. Short in.

In a fow breatliless words, the junior described what had
happened.

Dr. Short lost no time in getting into his car and whirline
away towards Greviriars.

Meanwhile, Mr. Quelch had hurried down to the Close, and

conveyed the unconscious form of Gerald Linley to the
sanatorinm.

The boy still lived. Of that Mr. Quelch was certain, for
he could detect the breathing; bLut Gerald’s face was so
white, and his frame so limp and helpless, that the Form-
master knew it was a case of touch-and-go.

He laid his burden gently upon one of the beds, then
stirred tthe fire, and paced agitatedly up and down the room.
Until the doctor arrived he could cﬂ: nothing.

Dr. Short's verdiet was more favourable than Mr. Quelch
had expected.

“The lad has gpstained a rather serious concussion, and his
left arm is broken,” said the medical man. “But I *have
little doubt that he will pull through. There seems no
internal injury, apart from the coneussion.”

Mr. Quelch drew a deep breath of rclief.

“That is indeed good news,” he said. “I had grave foams
that we might have to prepare for the worst.”

“He will have to be kept perfectly quiet for a few days,”
the doctor went on. * He will doubtless be delirious at first
but that will pass off in time. I will remain here until I
have satisfied myself fully that all is well.”

“There will be no need to summon a specialist?”

“No. I will do:so at once if the lad has what I regard
a8 a serious relapse; but I think that is extremely unlikely.”

Gerald Linley did not recover consciousness until dawn,
and then, as Dr. Short had predicted, he chattered away in
a delirious manner,

News of the calamity spread through the school as a fira
spreads through gorse, g]uring' the early hours of the day,
fellows Wnlkeg about in little f;mupl. conversing in hushed
whispers ; and there was general relief when it became known
that Gerald Linley was expected to pull through, And most
relieved of all was Harold Skinner.

Early in the afternoon Mark Linley arrived from Lanca-
shire. Thore was no flourish of trumpets in celebration of his
rcturn, as Bob Cherry had so fondly hoped; for the recent
calamity weighed upon the minds of all, agd Mark would
Eum been the last person to wish a scene to be made in his

onour,

As day succeeded day. Gerald rapidly mended. None of
his schoolfellows had been ormittedpll::- see him, but on the
third day both Skinner and Mark Linley were allowed the
privilege.

The cad of the Remove eame first. His face was white
and drawn, for he had experienced three days of harrowing
suspense.  He had been waiting for the dread summons into
Biur Hall, and the expulsion: but things had been strangely
quiet.

Creraid Linley explained the quictness.

“Halls, Skinner!” he saul, extending his sound hand for
the Removite to take.  “ Don’t look such a Dismal Jimmy.
I've got good news for you. The Head's letting you off 17

“What! Yeou don't mean 1t! You can’t mean it!” mut-
tered Skinner wildle,

“TEaa fact, my dear chap. T put in a word for you, you
At Bakd you zeted wmder great provocation, and all that
sk of thing.™

Then Sxinper dul an extraordinary thing, a most un
Skinmerhike thing, e broke down and sobbaoed.

“NYom- vom il thic for me, after—after the rotten trick T
plaved voo the other night, when 1 went and told Quelehy
o wers bedrng 7

O avaw it nnld ! osaid Gerald,
ey vone g ol durn, and T taok e,

“The chanee came to
The Head's not going 1o

punih vonrs thengh I oexpeit yo’ll have a pretty rotten
tieee wiihe the fellows until thiz oTair blows over.”

"1 oean stand that,” said Skinner, “Anything's botter
thai bessg expelled, What o stunning brick yvou are, Taaley !
1 rockon —-"

The door opened, and ansther visitor came in. Tt was
Mark Lanley.  He pdvanced to the bedside, his face working

a< hiv strove to eanecal s emotion,

Skinner glided sofddy from the room. He felt it was nn
place for lam. Major and minor waoted to be alone, for
thew Diad meany things to sav to each other,

“Gerald, old buy,™ said Mark, his voice falteriug, it was
Birlendid of you o make o clean breast of things !

A Fine Yarn of Tom Merry & Co. In
Tha "GEM " Library.



“Not at all,” replied Gerald. "1 was driven to it. And
you, Marky? How hawe you been faring at home?” _
“T had quite resigned myself to a life of slavery,” said
Mark, with a smile. ‘It fairly Aoered me when 1 got the
Head's wire telling me to come back. And, I say! Have
ou heard? Dr. Locke's going to give you another chance.
ou're to stay on at Greyfriars.” _
“I'm not!” Gerald's tone was firm and final. * Since
I was bowled over I've had time to put in some hard think-
ing, and I can see now where my duty lies. Oh, it's no uze
trying to turn me from my purpose, Marky. My mind’s
fairly made up. I mean to wipe all this beastly business off
the slate by going back to Lancashire and 11‘nrlimp;—wurkmf;
my fingers to the bone, if necd be! I've been a selfish
rotter, and it wasn't till I got crocked that T saw things in
the right light. I shall tell the Head I El.f}]‘.'ri‘{'l?nttﬂ' hig kind-
ness ever so much ; but Lancashire's the place for me. Gee!
How I'll work! I pulled Mauly out of the lake, and I'll
pull the people at home out of their nasty corner.”
For some moments Mark Linley was silent, When he
spoke, his voice rang with admiration.
“Gerald,” he aais, “I'm jolly proud to call you my
brother, and, by Jove, you're one of the best!”

1 L | ! | ] [ 4 i " w F

Gerald Linley kept his word. When" he became fit and
strong once more, he bade Greyfriars a lasting iuud-bje, and
turned his face towards the sterner world of work.

He had learnt his lesson. Snob and outsider no longer, ha
carried away with him a firm resolve to play the game at all
times; and it was with pride, and not contemptuous disdain,
that the Greyfriars fellows afterwards spoke of Linley
minor,

THE END,

(Don’t miss ““ BUNTER'S 'BIG BROTHER ! '"—next
Monday’s grand story of Harry Wharton & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS.)
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FOOTBALL,

Matches Wanted By :

Avrrorp Hovse F.C. (A team) (154)—4-mile r.—James God-

ling, 6-8, Lambeth Walk, SV,
ontH Loxpox Usitep F.C.—8, R. Lee, 6, Bathurst

Gardens, Kensal Rise, NW,

ALBany Uwitep F.C. (13-14) - also want good players.—L,
Laitner, ¢/o 339, Atterchiffe Common, Ehpfﬁe]d.

Avpioy AtHuerwe F.O°, (16-17) 13-mile v.—J. 1. Fyson, 47,
Albion Grove, Barnsbury, N,

18tH SorTtH Fssex oas” Buicape F.O. (13-15)0—2-mule r,—
I1. A. Southwell, 120, Mavoard IRd., Walthamstow.

Burnivasts Jusiors F.O. N\, Bezer, 6, Chargeable St.,
Canming Town, .

Feston Atuceric ¥ (' (13.14) 4-nule r
Waoodend 8t., Fenton, Stoke-on-"Trent,

Gorsar, U'strep O (10-17)—5-mule r.—F, Chavlton, 12,
St Thomas' (Gardens, Kentish Town, N W,

Aspporr Staser Jusions F.U, (12). K. SBander, 313, Roch-
dale Red., Manchester.

Roxern Uxsiren F.U. (16) R. Adani=, 18, Grange
R, South Harrow,

HuLe axp Districr F.O. (14-15).—W. I, Frederickson, 8,
Wesley Terrvace, Bean St., [Hull,

Other Footer Notices !

ST, Mapr's Cuvner O (11617) want good left-back and
two speedy forwards Hackney, Apply by post, A, Swpheun-
son, 26, Navarmno Mansions, [lackney, N,

F. Goldsinith, 79, Greenway Rud., Runcorn, wants to join
club within T miles (outside-left or right-back, 15).

Norta Loxpos Uxircp IF.C, want referec (17-19).—8S. IN.
Lee, 6, Bathurst Gardeons, Kensal Rise, N.W,

A. Fishwick, 33, Elsmerve 5t., Patricvoft, Manchesier, wants
io join local team {outside-right, 15),

G. Watson, 59, IPark Line, Poynten, Stockport, wants to
join elub (outside either wing ov poal, 144).

Br, Vincext's A.F.C. want some good players.—C, Kirk-
wood. 60, Sharp St., Hull.,

A, HMurley, jun., 130, Hizh 5t., Teoting, S.\W., wants to
join club [l"f-lﬂ, torward or ﬁul[r within 4 nales.

J. Belkwill, 88, Droap St., Queen's Park, X W., wauts to
join club (164, insido vight or leflt).

8. A, Ovenden, 36, Alexandra Rd., Wimbledon (16, plays
enywhere, but prefers back) wants to join club.
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J. Colline, 7, Sydney Place, Sydney 8t., Goswell Rd., E.C.
(154, any position, but prefers forward), wants to join clab
within & miles,

II. Coldhang. 49, Avondale Square, Old Kent Rd., 8.E,,
wants to form club (about 15).

Pecraay Views F.C. (16-17) want a few good players.--W,
Ricketts, 21, Nelson Square, Peckkam, 8. E.

A. Crouch, 89, Park Rd., Leyton (16, back or goal), wanta
to join club.

L. Movan, 3, Windsor Terr., Kingstown, Dublin (18), wanta
to join club.

L. Landan, J. Kutz, and J. Davison want to join «ub in
South London district. Any positions.——Write, J. Davison,
2s. Gubyon Avenue, Herne Hill, 8.E.

J. A, Needs, 32, Sonning 3t., Roman Rd., Barnsbury, Ny
(16), wants to_join club.

A. Hart, 27/, Union St., Blackiriars, 8.E., wants to joia
c¢lub as back or goalkeceper,

P. Lewis, 126, Old 8t,, City Rd., E.C., wants to form club
(14-15) in his neighbourhood.

Two boys want to join club near them (154-16).—1. Pike,
47, Shakespeare Rd., Stoke Newington, N.

Iwo boys (155, goalkeeper and centre-half) want to join
club near Twickenham.- M, Creary, 27, Laurel Aveunue
Twickenham.

CORRESPONDENCE WANTED BY:

C. A. Roberts, 35, Kaiphang Rd., Kowloon, Hong Kong
China—-with readers interested in stamp and pmicnrti
collecting.

Miss B. Lancaster, 74, Saltaire Rd., Saltaire, Shipley,
Yorks—with a girl reader at home or abroad.

W. Winter, 14, Gadsden Mews, North Kensington, Londen,
W.—offers to forward the “ Magnet™ regularly to some
reader abroad who finds it difficult to get.

R. G. Evans, CM.C, Gaiman, Chibut,
Republic—-with a veader,

Miss Dolly T'reluce. 19, Codrington 8t., New Town, Exeter
—with a girl reader of 15-18,

Kenneth R, Fischer, The Residency, Richmond, Cape
Province, South Africa—with a boy reader in the United
hingdom.

Miss Ethel Edwards, 208, Kotze St., Pretoria, South Africa
—with readers to exchange picture.-postcards.

Roy Goodall, Water Road Lane, Mirfield, asks for addresas
of R. Onne. He also wants more members for his league.

R. Bquires, 50, Brunswick 85t., Luton—with readers
mterested 1n stamp collection,

Miss Edith Cook, Estate Houses, Burnmoor, Fence Houges,
co. Durham-—with girl rcaders.

W. J. Davidson. Ballyknockan, Ballvgowan, co. Down -
with & boy reader of about 15.

P. Johnson, East 11ill House, Braunton, North Devon >~
with a eripple or invalid reader of 14-16. lle himself has to
use crutches,

(i. Barltrop, 50, Borwick Avenue, Walthamstow
lonely soldier at the Front.

B. Carter, 12, Sharsted St., Kennington, London, 8. E.- -
with a Canadian reader; object, exchange of pictare-
posteards,

Miss E. Brindley, 66, Frederick 8t., Wigston, near Leicester
—with girl readers,

L. Dann, Lyndhurat, Mycenae Rd., Paik,
Blackheath, 5. E.- - with boy readers,

Miss Amelia Simkins, Rietfontein Mines, via Pretoria,
South Africa —with a girl reader of 17,

W. C. 1. Zapp, Box 1173, Johannesburg, South Africa to
exchunge geological specimens, marine shells, and curios
grnerally with veaders in any part of the world,

C. R. Groome, 20, Upper Hulton 3t., Alexandra Park,
Manchester - to correspend with boy readers over 17,

Miss N. Hoberts, formerly of Halewood, now living at
A:zhbourne House, Ashbonrne Road, Mount Plﬂﬂs&nt, Liver-
paol, would like fo hear again from B, A, Woodward, of
.M. [-_;i-‘l.l'lj___,"i"".

Frnest Lungbourne, 34, Fawdry 3t., Wolverhampton, will
Le pleased to hear from boy readers (16-17) in Leeds,

(. Smith, 94, Pitt 5t., Scoit’'s Chambers, Bydnev, Aus-
tealia, formerly of Woollahra, would like to hear again from
Ivor Hitcheock, whose address he has maslaid, He also
wishes to thank Miss Esther Halliday for the parcel of back
rumbers sent,

F. W. Everet, 67, Bath 8t., Poplar, E., would like to
correspond with other boy readers of 16-17.
~ Bert Richardson, 110, Forest Rd., Dalston, N.E., would
like to correspond with a boy reader of 16-17,

(Readers will find a turther List of Notices on cover,
page ii.) %

A Grand Long Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHLARDF,

Argentine
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THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.

No. 5.—MARK LINLEY.

“Why don't we hear more of Mark Linley 1™

“Why shouldn’t the Famous Five be the Famous Six, and
Mark Linley bo included "

“Why is Mark Linley eo often left out of the japes and
the picnice and the adventures?™

Such are some of the questions which we frequently have
to anawer,

It i3 eaay to answer them, Mark bas come to Greviriars
with a stern determination to make the best use of hia
scholarship, to work his hardest, to raise not only himself but
his family. Ho las never flinched from that determination,
never forgotten it for a day.

But such a resolve would be weakened if he pave up aa
much of his time to fun and frolic as his chums do. Masny
of the hours in which they are enjoving themselves are spent
by Mark in hard work—which is not to say that the Lan-
cashire lad does not get any enjoyment out of his work, by
any moeans.

The thiug puzcdes Bob Cherry, Mark’s closest chum. Ta
Bob it #rema very queer that a fellow ghould really like Greek
aud Latin and mathematice, and all that sort of thing. But
hie has long since come to see that it is no mere posc on
Mark's part. The desire for knowledge 16 keen in him.
There may be other fellows in the Form with brains equal, or
even superior, to lie; but he can keep alicad of them by a
combination of ability at least above the average.

Mark Linley 18 a trinmph of portraiture. 1ere have beon
studicus boys who were also good at games and ready for
fun in other school stories; bot it is difficult to recall another
who was so fine a fellow in every way as Mark is, and the
fact of l+s being a practically universal favourite with readers
woves llow m*h, how svmpathetically, the author has drawn
11T

No [ellow at Grevfriave has had more to bear than this
lad, who worked as little more than a child in a factory
befora his determination and talent carried him to the very
different saphere of public school life. Let it ba allowed that
Lo had some advantages from the outset. If his hormo waa

por, it was not lacking in other ways. His father i& one of
&;ﬂum'n gentlemen, and Mark has no uncouthness of manners
to live down. There is really nothing to distinguish him in
vhat way [rom his chums, who come from homes that poverty
fias neser entered,. His very marked prowess in pames
counts, too, though at the beginning it was tho cause of
ealousy rather than admiration.
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Dut the quality that has carried him through all his
trials is—character! He is of the stuff that seldom fails to
come to the front, strong of will and self-reliant. Again and
again he has had to face situations which would have taken all
the fight out of most fellows, and has won out because he
eimply will not be beaten! 2

Bulstrode waa his chief persecutor at the start, but not kis
only one. At the outset the feeling against him was due
ontirely to snobbishness, and even fellows who should hare
known better were up against him, But not Wharton—not
Bob Cherry!

He -thrashed Bulstrode, and by showing what he could do
at footer earned a certain measure of respect, but little
liking. The ragging ‘went on, and he was generally believed
to have sneaked to Mr. Quclch abont his chief porsecutor.
That was disproved; but a blacker shadow yet descended
upon Mark. nnter commits thefts while sieepwalking, amd
the Form, except for a very {ew, attribute these thefts, with-
out any evidence, to the lad whose one crime is that he has
had to earn his living by the work of his hands.

The truth comes out once more. But it is not long befere
thers is more trouble, whern he wina the £25 Seymour Prize
for his Roman History paper, and will not stand a feed out of
it. The money is mreﬁ_r needed at home, because of the illness
of his sister. He has refused to pool his chance, and now he
refuses to share even to the small extent of a spread. It
cannot be anything but sheer meanness, say the Remove
genorally, and even his friendas think *Marky a bit close.”
But the discovery of the real reason of that *closeness "
makes a difference to some of those who have hitherto been
dead against him. And though le has lost some of his laurels
by meeting Bulstrode again, and getting licked this time, his
path becomes a somewhat lese stony one—for a while,

The biggest temptation he has ever had to face comes to
him when, by mistake, the name of Vernon-Smith is wired
as that of tho winner of the Founder's £50 prize. Mark had
hoped to win that, and had needed it urgently, for matters
are again in a critical state in that humble home m the far
North. He has the custody of the cricket funds, and it would
be so casy—so fatally easy—to use them. There would be
excuse, too, Bub one does not feel afraid for him. Theft
impossible to a fellow of his sort. He resists the temptation,
though the goading of the cade nearly drives him . upon the
rocks, and, after all, it turns out that the Founder's £50 has
really fallen to him.

Bolsover's coming gives him a new enemy in place of
Dulstrode, who has changed for the better. Baut rhert
Vernon-Smith is a far more dangerous foe than the blustering
bully. Bolsover may knock Mark out, may foul him savagely
at footer, may epread Bunter's lying tales against him; but
the Bounder's enmity is a worse thing, for it is cunning with
the cunning of the serpent. It is neither of these two, how-
ever, but (zilmore of the Fourth who comes near to getting
him sacked for supposed pub-haunting. Gilmore had hoped
to bag Mark’'s acholarship, but, instead, goes out in diegrace.

It i= the Bounder who sepoils his chance 1n an important
exam, by a bogus summons home—a cruel trick!

But gradually most of the Form come round. Only the
utter cads play any great part in the later persecutions. How
can o decent fellow find it casy to believe evil of loyal Mark,
who stood up for Bob Cherry, when everyone else but Harry
Wharton deserted him—Mark, who always fights fair and
plays fair—who can take a licking like a real sportsman, and
administer a licking with the best—who rescues Sir Thomaa
Pensley's daunghter when the horse she 18 driving runs away
with her—who brings Billy Bunter out of the blazing sanny—
who saves Percy Bolsover when Skimner's sacrifice looks hike
proving of no avail—who wins the Marathon for Greyfriars
111 the contest for Lord Esstwood's Cup—who scores a century
when runs are badly needed—one ﬂﬁhﬂ very best on the
footor-Aeld—Dbrainy without swank—plucky without brag—
sound alike in body and mind and heart and temper?

Let not one thing be forgotten, though it is mentioned
later than it should be. In Mark's darkest hour gentle
Marjorie Hazeldene stood his friend, and that friendship haa
never wavered since, A mere slip of & girl, Marjorie, yet a
judge of cliaracter much better than many older people. 8he
never goes far wrong in that way., You may trust the
fellow in wliom Marjorie Hazeldene has faith|

(Look out for No. 6 of this series.)

A Fine Yarn of Tom Merry & Co. In
The "QEM " Library.
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Goggs Counsel for the Defence !

The scoundrel had taken alarm. At first he had meant to
admit drinking with Granville, to assert that this was not
their first meeting, to suggest the captain’s having made a
habit of visiting public-houses—in short, to play Cardenden’s
game,

Bat the mention of drugging and the doctor being sent for
had caused him to change hig mind. He could not afford (o
let suspicion of anything so black as that be cast upon humn if,
by dint of hard lying, he might avoid it.

The game was up! These meddling juniors had spoiled it.
Cardenden had been cunning enough to keep well in the
background, and would probably escape, It was for Inm.
Mr. Brighton Fortescue, to look out for himself.

“1 know very little,” he said sulkily. '‘TI chanced to run
aganst this young man at the Crown and Sceptre, where 1
have been staying, and I saw that he was wking too much
on board. It overcame him suddenly, as it sometimes will
people who aren’t used to it, and the landlord, who 1s a friend
of mine, was in dread that he might have to make an appear-
ance before the magisirates for allowing drunkenness on his
premises. I volunteered to see the misguided lad safely lere,
and hired this man, who was in the tap-room at the time, to
drive me.”

There was nothing to be ashamed of in the story—if 1t had
been true. But it was not true, and it did not sound cony-
VIncing.

“Jarker, is this correct, to the extent of vour knowledge
of it 7" asked Mr. Hayter.

“Myv knowledge am't a lot, sir, but if vou arsks me wot
1 thini, then I should say it ain't correct, an’ that there was
a lot more be'ind 1t all.”

Goggs stepped forward.

““May I interrogate this man ?"" he asked of the (wo mastors,
“T1 trust you will not consider the request as impertinent. I
do really think that if you will allow me to aet as counsel for
the defence "—he nodded towards Granville—*1 can hddp
materially to elucidate matters, ™

“T am inclined to give him his head,” =aid Mr, Gravson to
his colleague.

Mr. Hayter nodded.

“Go on, Goges!" said the older master.

“You say that vou met Gramille al the
Seeptre "' began the counsel for the defence,

“I do. llave you anything to say against that ™
Fortescue,

“Only that it 1s absolutely untrue ! We all =aw vou and
him go in together, coming from the dirvetion of the railway
lividge and entering by the side door,” answered Gopps.

e turned to his fellow juniors,

“That's right,” said Allardyce and Bags together; and the
other three murmured assent.

“A point scarcd ! said Mr. Havter to his friemd.

“ Did you meet him by appointinent " asked Goggs sharply,

“No! What are vou driving at, you absurd voung idior ¥

“That you will discover presentiy. You deny that vou met
hitn hy appointment 7
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“I do deny it! Ile was a complete stranger to me.”

“That,” said Goggs. "*is decidedly in his favour, I think,
Do you know anvthing about a letter—typewritten and un-
signed—which reached Granville this morning, asking him to
meet the writer on the railway bridge at half-past nine?”

“This vouth.,” said Fortesque, waving his hand disdainfully,
and contofting his features into a supercilions sneer, *is stark,
staring, raving mad !

“1 do not think T am mad.” answered Goggs mildly. ‘1
have seen that lenter, and 1 have a copy of it now i my
pocket.”

He did not produce the copy because hie had no wish to drag
the mizserable Benton into the affair unless it became necessary
i Granville's mterests to Jdo 2o,

“How did vou come to see 1t ¥ asked Mr. Hayter.

“Granville showed it 10 me., He was good enough to ask
my sdvice as to whether he should go. 1 advised him againegt
gole.,

“But all this points to the existence of a eunning and
claborate plot agaimm-t Granville,” said Mr. Grayson, in
sUrprise.

“Yes, gir. There is such a plot. and 1 intend to prove it "

My, Fortescue's face had taken on a very unwholesomo
shade of green, against which his purple nose looked almost
Llack.

“Mad —stark, o staring,
IIl'l"-'l."i'I:i].:'!'.

It what can Granville have done-to arouse that fellow’s
entty to such an extent”?” asked Mr. Hayter.

1 e not think Granville had ever seen this person until
to-mght.  This is merely the tool—not the real enemy.”

“Who 12 the real enemy ¥

But the arrival of the doctor saved Goggs from being
obliged to answer that que<tion at once, and he was glad of
the vespite,

vaving  mad”  he muttersl

Py, Mordaunt spoke a few words to the two masters. Then
e walked over to the armehawr in which Granville lay back,
and bent over lnm. He touched the vaptam s shirt an CD].'II.I.',

liftedd his eyelids, felt his pulse, and suitfed his breath,

“1le s not under the effect: of drink,” he said sharple.
“The boy has undoubtedly been drogeged. 1 do pot believe
that he has even tasted aleohol ; the strong smell of it comes
from fus clothing. on which whisky appears to have been
poured, 1 shall administer to lim ot once something to
counteract the offeets of the drug, and within half an hour he
should be able to give hiz own acvount of what has happened,
althcugh it i< scarcely likely that his brain will be in quite
normal warking order.”

“Hurrah '™ eried Tilson.  And Mr. Havter turned suadenly
round aned shook hands with Ins head prefect.

They knew and valued Granville, those two. Becavse of the
House vivalry—Hayter's against the Head's houte of aold,
Havter's against Grayson's mare letely—Tilson and Granville
hiaed never been exactly elose chums.  But through all their
rivalry had run the golden thread of mutual rvespect and
liking.

A GQrand Long Complote Story of Harry
Whei ‘on & Co. By FREANK RICHARES.
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" Bkall we defer anv further inquiry till Granville is able to
speak " asked Mr. Grav:on.

Tilson and the doctor had carried Granville out now.

“ Personally, I think it would be best to let Goggs go on,”
answered Mr. Ilayter.

“Very well. Froceed, Goggs !

“When you got out of the cab, someane spoke to you from
within the gates."” said Goggs to Fortescue. * You answered
him. Who was it?"

“ Mad—stark, staring, raving mad!” was all the answer
he got.

“He said, ‘Have yon got him there?” And your answer

was thut you were delivering the goods as promised. Was
it not?"

“Mad—stark, staring—""

“If he won't say who it was, I will!” cried Tricks. “ It was

Cardenden. We all knew his voice.”

" Be carcful what you sav, Trickett! This is a very serious
matter,” said Mr. Grayson sharply.

“"But it was (‘ardenden, sir,”” corroborated Bags.
it, vou fellows®*"

T'bey were all sure that it was.

I'hen Goggs astonished them.

“It was not Cardenden'!” he said gravely. “ It was I who
spoke. But I imitated Cardenden’s voice, and this person
answered in the belief "that he was the speaker.”

“You mean—"'

“I mean, sir, that all the evidence points to a plot between
Cardenden and this person to get Granville into disgrace,”
broke in Goggs.

“But why? What possible reason——"

“I do not know the whole story. I do not think Granville
knows all, but he is well aware that Cardenden is his enemy.”

Btir. Brighton Fortescue made one last attempt to bluff it
out.

“Who is this Cardenden?” he asked, with a snort meant
to expres: disdain. “1 don't even know the fellow by name."”

* Why, vyon were with him in the barn yesterday after-
noon,” cried Allardyce. ** And you were there to cook up this
dirty scheme, 1'm certain! Oh, it's no good saying that you
both took shelter from the rain! That won't wash, because
you were there before the rain came on.”

“I refuse to stay here!” said Fortescue. * There is a plot—
oh, no doubt about that! These juvenile conspirators are all
i it. I remember them now. 1 came into collision with them
vesterday, owing to their extreme rudeness, and it is due to
that fact, I suppose, that thev have concocted—""

“Hold your tongue, ryou low swindler!” snapped Mr,
Cirayson.

Buswell stepped forward.

“You'd better 'old vour tongzne when you're told!” he
saikl.  “This “ere’s a rerious matter, an' if these gentlemen
look over the part wot you've plaved in it, I ain't sure as 1
shall.” ' :

“"Come with me. Goggs!™" zaid the older Housemaster.
And the junior, still looking extremely meek and inoffensive,
followed him out of the room.

Mr. Grayson torned on the gas in the dining-room.

“Now, Goges,"” he said, “let me look at the copy of that
letter !

o o ok R R K R R Kk KRR OK R R R R K

“Wasn't

* »
x GHUMS OF THE REMOVE!
: A Magnificent Long Complete :
» Story dealing with the Early X
1 Adventures of 2
»*
£ HARRY WHARTON & CO.
¥ appears in this FRIDAY'S »
I Issue of :
: THE PENNY POPULAR. }
*
* *

Order your Copy To-day! Price 1d.
2k o e o e o ok ok ok R ke ko ook ok ok ook ok ok koK

Printad and

It was of no use to attempt shielding Benton longer.
The thing was handed over. . o

“I sec .Whi' you wished to keep this back. The motive does
you credit; but the wretched boy who was guilty of such &
mean trick, even at the dictation of an , must be punished.
Now tell me—what do you know of the enmity betwcen Gran-
ville and Cardenden "

“I know that they are cousins, sir, and that Granville did
not like the other fefluw‘n coming here. Apart from that, the
active enmity has been all on Cardenden's side.”

“Your theory is that Cardenden wanted to get back the
letter, fearing that it might be uscd as evidence against him?*"

“Yea, sir.”

“And you consider this copy, having regard to all the
circumstances, as even stronger evidence?”

“1 think it is, =ir.”

“One more question, Goggs. You have behaved with so
much discretion and resolution in this matter that, though I
may not agrec with everything you have done, I could scarcely
overpraise you. But what explains your keenness? Hate of
ﬂarinden—l know that you have reason for it—or love of
Granville?"”

“1 would do anything for Granville, sir,” Goggs an:wered
mrnﬂﬂ‘{; “I think he is the finest fellow I ever met, and
he has been ever so good to me. I do hate the other fellow,
but I don’t think that has made any difference. I've tried not
to be spiteful, anyway. There's one more thing I ought to
tell you.”

He related his uncle's warning, not forgetting the story that
Mr. Ingleby had told of a previous meeting with Cardenden.

“The fellow will have to go!™ said Mr. Grayson. *“There
can be no doubt of that. The Head will not tolerate his
presence here an hour after he knows all this. Expulsion is
not a sufficient punishment, but I think it will not be his only
one. There is more behind this, and perhaps the only person
who can explain the whole thing is Mr. Dyne, the uncle of
both Cardenden and Granvillee He must be wired for
to-morrow morning. The Head will be back early. T think
we must adjourn till then, Considering the service that you
and the rest have rendered to the cause of justice, I believe [
can safely promise that you will all be forgiven this night
excursion. [ suppose its main object was to aid Granville ?™

“Yes, sir,” answered Goggs.

It was a very little one, after all, if it could be called a lie
at all. Far quite certainly that had been Goggs' main object,
and it was not for him to give away his chums,

e

The End,

Granville told his story straightforwardly. He had drunk
no aleohol. Drink had been pressed upon him by Fortescue,
and, after refusing several timos, he had consented to take a
cup of coffee. The drug must have been administered in that,

. Of the fellow's promised disclosure he hed heard little. It
was constantly interrupted by invitations to drink, and was
anything but easy to follow. Cardenden's name had not been
mentioned in it; but Fortescue had given hints of the kind
that can easily be denied afterwards, and had thus kept Gran-
ville, who had had previous experience of the lengths to which
this cousin of his would go, from breaking off the conversation.

The two masters, taking the law into their own hands,
informed Fortescue that they intended to detamn hum at the
school that night. But for hi: desire to get on Mr. Grayson's
right side, Buswell would have protestied against this, holding
that the lock-up cell attached te his residence would be a more
praper plare. He was told that he might stay in charge of the
prisoner if hie wished to do so, and he elected to stay.

Jarker went off in o very sour temper. He had not been
paid by Forteseue, and he had been given to understand by
the two masters that they did not consider his conduct in the
affair above reproach

“T don't envy Cardenden his feclings to-night,” said Mr.
Hayter to the other master.

“Do vou think iic should be told at once what he has to

expoct?”
“No. Let him lie and stew in the juice of his own foul
(L

plotting !

“Is it quite certain that he will not suspect the defcat of
hi= plot. and try to escape?” suggested Mr. Grayson,

“(On the whole, I should not be sorry if he bolted. No: on
second thoughts, that would not be well. I will ask Tilson to
sce that nothing of the sort happens, and you may rely upon
Tilson.”

(Continued on pange iv of cover.)
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-: THE FOURTH FORM AT FRANKLINGHAM.

(Continued from page 20.)
L-Mﬂwﬂwﬂmmmnmw
“I am sure of that, Hayter. By the way, T have promiscd
Goggs that the juniors’ escapade shall be overlooked.”
“I quite agree, and I am sure the Head will. Whatever
may be said of the rest, Goggs has played a man's part in this

Viuir. What a cool head the boy has, and what ready wit !
Good night, old man'"

“ Liood-night, Hayter !

Tilson had already escorted Allardvee and Bliss across to
their own quarters, not omitting to give them a word in season
on the way. My, Hayter followed now. His collcague saw
Fortesene, with Buswell as warder, installed in a voom from
which ecscape was impossible.

In half an hour thercafter Franklingham lay dark under
the ‘clear sky, and most of those under its roofs slept.

But not all.  Cardenden lay awuke, trying to persuade
himself that all was well, but full of dread lest his sclieme
should have misearried. Not until the pale dawn broke in did
he fall asleep—{fur the last time at Franklingham.

When be aweke it was to find Tilson by his bedside.

“Mr. Havter wants to see wvou the moment
dressed,” suid the head prefect abraptly,

Then Cardenden knew somchow that it was all np, and

prepaved himsell for the worst., iz davk face was livid when
L went down to interview the Housemaster.
_ Bomebow the news was beginning to leak out. Tt was
Impossible to kecp such an aftair as this a complete secret.
There were whispers about Buswell and his prisoner, about
samething haviag happened to Grauville, about Goggs and
lns chums being mixed up in it all.

And by-and-by the vamowrs took more definite shape. One
thing was certain, awhatever might be iu doubt. Cardenden
wae to get the sack !

No one sorrowed.  The fellow’s flecting popularity lnd gone
the way of last year's snows.

r]'lll"" Head retorned soon after clusses had begun., Cogos
and his companionus were sent for at once, and a fresh inquiry
began.

By the next train came Me. Dyne.
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The result of the ingairy was laid before Lin.  Ti left him
no possible doubt as to Cardenden’s goilt.  Fortescue liad
confessed, induced thereto by an undertuking that the law
should not be put into action against him. He descrved
punishment, but for the sake of the school the story could
scarcely be made public, as it must be if he was to be punished.

;Mlu Dyne saw Cardenden. The interview was a bricf one.

Tlhen he asked that Granville might be sent for.
=1 have done you an inustice,” he said— ‘“‘a very great
injustice, for I concealed from you, without realising what tl:e
result might be, what I told your cousin.”

He rveferred to his design to choose betwoeen them.

"I never wanted it all, uncle,” said Harry Granville. “I
don't see, even now, why I should have it all, though anyway
1 hope it may be ever so mmny years before there’s any gue--
tion of that. Don't cut the fellow off entirely! Perhaps —vou
won't like it, I know, but T must say it—he'd have run
straighter if it hadn’t been for this.”

I-I"““Iﬂyld vou have plotted aguinst him had you known,
arry ?”

Granville lifted his aching head proudly, and a flush swept
over the face that was pale this morning for all its health:
tau.

“If yvou don'f know e better than that, sir, T think it’s
a ity vou should even drcam of leaving me your money,”
Lie said.

“Perhaps you are right. But T do know vou better. 1
cannot.listen to any plea for youwr worthle=z cousin. 1 have
cast him off once for all, but I have not sent him away penii-
less, Mg the end of my life 1 shall feel shame that he shonld
hive hoodwinked me so eompletely. Of course, vou know thiit
his coming here was not due to any suggestion of mine "

“1 felt sure of that, uncle. But let us put it all behind -

“Yes, that will be Lest. Now I want to see this exira-
ordinary boy Goggs.™

Goggs was the hevo of Franklingham that daw, and for duvs
aflteywards. But he borve all his honours with a consisten
madosty and meckness that made his chaums mclined to kick
him, and he insisted on continuing to fag for Granville.

Of the other things that befell him at Franklingham—of liou
Curdenden came into his life again, and of what happened i
consequence : of the continued struggle between Buswell andd
Jurker for the hand of coolk: of the rivaley between Tisres '
and Grayson's for the proud title of “cock house ” there i4
no space to tell here. But in another story it may be thaet
they shall be told.
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