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. Roll Up For Another Big Prize-Giving!

e—

~~ THIS WEEK'S
FOOTER-STAMPS !

football field.

weeks (or even previous contests).

here’s another opportunity. 500 Free Footballs are waiting for the readers who score
the highest number of “goals® with “ Footer-Stamps” in the third month’s competition.
First of all there are ten more stamps here, depicting six different actions on the
Cut them out at once, as there’s another complete “goal ” among them,
and the odd stamps will, no doubt, fit in with others you may have leit over from previous

STuPi If you are a “ Footer-Stamps " collector ana yuu have not Fet won a free football,

TO SCORE A “GOAL r b

on the coupon below.

sets of goal-scoring stamps only to it.
OVERSEAS READERS—

FEBRUARY 1st, 1839,

and sending in the largest number of
“moals " scored with “ Footer-Stamps.” The
Editor may extend or amend the prize list
in case of too many ties, and no reader may
win more than one prize in “ Footer-Stamps.”

Each “goal ¥ must consist of a set of

“ Toote ™ Nos. 1 in 6, inclusive—
and all claims for prizes to be made on the
proper coupon (given this week). No

allowance made for any coupon or stamps
mutilated or lost or delayed in the post or
otherwise. No correspondence! No one con-
pected with this paper may enter, and the
Editor's decision will be final and legally
binding -thronghout.

- (N.B.—“Footer-Stamps ® may also be
collected from the following papers: Gem,
Modern Boy, Champion, Boy's GCinema,
Detective Weekly, Thriller, Wild West
Weekly, Triumph, and Sports Budget.)

i
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Over 250 FOOTBALLS WON!

you a lete set of six

stamps (numbered 1 to 6), made up of the following movements: KICK-OFF
—DRIBBLE—TACKLE—HEADER-SHOT—GOAL.
stamp by itself does not count as a “ goal.")
If you want to score some other guick * goals™ to swell your ftotal, remember that
“ Footer-Stamps " also appear in other grand papers like GEM and MODERN BOY.
Now, when you have scored as many complete “goals " as possible with the stamps
you have collected, write your total (‘“goals,” NOT separate stamps) in the space provided

(Note that the “goal”

Add your name and address to the coupon also, then cut it out whole and attach your
Post in a properly stamped envelope to:

Maayer, “ Footer-S8tamps " (Oectober), 1, Tallis House, London, E.C.4 (Comp.),
80 as to reach there not later than SATURDAY, November 5th, 1958, the closing date.
you are in this s
be awarded for the best scores from readers outside the British lsles.
in as directed above, bhut note that the closing date is extended to WEDNESDAY,

also, and special prizes in cash are to
In your case, send

Now, when you have sent in your Octoher “goals,” keep any odd stamps by you until
next week, when we are making yet another big offer for * Footer-Stamps ” collectors.
go on_collecting still, just in caze you don't pull it off this month.

LULES: 500 Footballs will be awarded in the October contest to the readers declaring

S0
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s Footer-Stamps " (October)

Write in bold
figures the number of
you have
‘' Footer-
and attach
your sets of goal-
scoring stamps to this
coupon.

I agree to accept the Editor's
decision as final and binding.
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See Result a-r::l Winners on Page 21.



Gilbert Tracy can play foothall better than any man at Greyfriars.
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the game *’—he just ean’t do it !
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But when it comes to *‘ playing
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Gilbert Tracy was hurled out of the study into the Remove passage. He crashed there, with a yell, and
sprawled. Harry Wharton stood in the doorway, with clenched hands, waiting for him fo come back !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunking Bunter !
o EEN Tracy, you fellows” asked
*Billy Bunter,
Five fellows chuckled
Bunter asked that question.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the
quad, talking football, in break that
morning. Gilbert Tracy, the new
junior in the Remove, was standing not
ten feet from them.

So when Bunter rolled up and in-
quired after Tracy, they could not help
chuckling.  Tracy, really, was big
enough to be seen—by anybody but the
Owl of the Remove.

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at!” said Bunter, blinking at the
Famous Five through his big spectacles.
“1 atked if you'd seen Tracy. I want
to find him. _I say, you fellows, Quelch
Lhas left the key in the Form-room
door.”

“What about that, fathead?” asked
Dob Cherry.

Billy Bunter grinned.

“Don’t you eee?” he inquired.

Harry Wharton & Co. apparently did
not sce, They gazed at the fat Owl of
the Remove in surprise. Tracy, loafing
at a little distance, with his hands in
his pockets, stared at him.

Mr. Quelch, the Remove master, was
accustomed to lock the Form-room after
dismissing his Form. Generally he
took the key away with him; but if he
had, for once, left it by inadvertence
in the lock, it was not a matter of any
special interest to any fellow in his
Form.

Except, it appeared, to Billy Bunter.
Bunter's fat face was irradiated by a
wide grin that stretched almost from
one fat ear to the other.

as

“0ld Prout came along and spoke to
him, and he walked off with Prout and
forgot to take out the key,” he ex-
plained. “It’s left sticking in the door.
See? Suppose & fellow cut along and
put the key on the inside »

“What,on earth for?” asked Harry
Wharton.

“ And

locked the door,” continued
Bunter. “He could drop out of the
window easy enough—it's open.. See?”
“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry.
Bunter chortled.

Super School Story of HARRY
WHARTON & CO., with Gil-
bert Tracy—who has been
““up against’” his Form-
master ever sinee he came, unp-
willingly, to Greyfriars—
taking the leading role.

“Rather & lark on Quelch—what$”
he gurgled. “When we go in for third
school he won't be able to open the door.
See? Quelch will be fearfully wildl
Don't you think sof”

“Very likely, I think,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “I prefer him
tame in class, though.”

“But lock what a chanee it is of pull-
ing his leg!” urged Bunter. “That’s
not all, either, It may take a jolly
long time to get the door open, and
cvery minute we have to wait is a
minute off class. We may get ten
minutes or more clear gain.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Some stunt—what?” chuckled
Bunter. *“Safe as houses, too! If
Tracy knew he would be on this like a
shot! He's always ragging Quelch.
He's been on hiz irack cver since he
came this term. Tracy wouldn’t miss
this. I'd do it my=elf, only a fellow
might be spotted in the Form-room pas-
sage, There's always some beak prowl-
ing about, and I'd rather not risk it.
Enow where Tracy is?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Like to risk it, Tracy ?”

“Eh? Where’s Tracy?”  asked
Bunter, blinking round. *“Oh, is that
Tracy? I thougnt it was Smithy! I
say, Tracy——"

Tracy walked away. Bunter rushed
after him and grabbed him by his
sleeve.

“1 say, old chap——" he gasped.

Bunter got no farther than that,
Tracy grabhed him by the eollar and
sat him down iv the quad with a heavy
bump. i

Bunter sat and roared, and Tracy
walked away and left him to roar.

The Famous Five roared, too.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Owl Beast !” gasped
tottering to his feet. *I
fellows, that swab funks it!
about you, Cherry?”

“I’'m not fearfully keen on pulling
Quelchy’s leg!” chuckled Bob Cherry.
«I'd rather pull a safer leg when I start
leg-pulling.”

“But 1t's absolutely :=afe urged
Bunter. “Now I come to think of it,
there ain’t any chance of getting spotted
in the Form-room passage—I mean to
say, there won't be any beaks prowling
about, or anything of that kind—"
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Bunter,
say, you
I say, what
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“Ha, ha, ha!?

“I wish vou wouldn't caclkle wnen-
ever a fellow opens his  mouth!”
vapped Bunter. "I say, Inky, what
about you1”

“The answer is in the absurd nega-
tive!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Nugent, old chap—"
“Fathead!” sai(! Frank Nugent.

“Leave ?uelch alonpe. He gets ehough
ragging from Tracy, without you barg-
ing in. .

Well, he jawed me in class this
morning,” said Bunter, ‘“making out
that I hadn’t done my prep, just because
I—I hadn’t, you know. I'd like to
make him sit up! Will you go and
bag that key, Bull, and—"

“No, I won’t, fathead !” =aid Johnny

Bull.
“Funky lot, I must say |” said Banter,
in disgust. “I thought Tracy would
jump at it, but he hasn’t. I suppose
he’s funky, like you lot. Look here, if
you funk going to the Form-room door
you can get in at the window—it's
open! What ahout that, Wharton ¥

“Nothing about that,” answered the
captain of the Remove. “Shut up, old
fat man! Now, you fellows, about St.
Jude’s on Wednesday a

“Tor goodness’ sake don’t start jaw-
ing " football now!” exclaimed. Billy
Bunter, in great exasperation. “If it’s
goin,
break. Are you going to miss a chance
like this,- of making g}uelch sit up and
snort 17

“ Exactly 1” assented Wharton. * Now
dry up! On Wednesda al

“I say, you fellows—"

“My hat! Is he wound up?” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. *“You-{at ass,
nobody is going to lock Quelch out of
his Form-room—unless you do! Yon
can get or with it, if you like. Now
ring off 1”

- “Well, he might remember the key
and come back for it. I dou't want to
be copped—"

“But you wouldn’'t mind if one of us
got copped, you fat villain I

“0Oh, I mean, Quelch won't come
baclé for th? key, There’s absoluiely
no danger of getting co St

“Ha, ha, hal” -

“You're wasting time with all this
cackling " snorted Bunter. ey
here, if yon haven't the pluck to do a
thing that’s as safe as houses, I can
jolly well say plainly Leggo, you
beasts!] Wow I”

Bump ! .

For the second time Billy Bunter sat
down on the quadrangle.

The Famous Five walked off, to con-
tinue their discussion of Soccer at Bt.
Jude's, out of range of the fat Owl's
cloquence.

“ Beasts !” roared Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove heaved up his
weight and glared after the Famous
Five with a ferocious glare., Then he
turned towards the door of the House.

This chance of making Quelch sit up
and snort was, in Bunter’s opinion, too
good to he lost. Moreover, as he had so
sagely pointed out, every mimite that
the Form had to wait to be let in was
a minute off the lesson, and the more a
lesson was curtailed the better Bunter
liked  it. Tracy, on whom he had
counted, had failed him—the Famous
Five were not taking it on—and Bunter
resolved to try i1t on himself.

But he paused.

Safe as it was—absolutely safe—for
another fellow, it did not seem quite o
absolutely safe for Bunter personally. A
beak might be prowling. by the Form-
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to be done, it’s got to be done in’

THE MAGNET

rooms. If another fellow was “copped,”
Bunter- weuld sorry for bhim, of
course, but it would not matier really
a lot. But if Bunter was copped, it
meant whops for Bunter, and that was
seriqus.

So, on second . thoughts—proverbially
the best—Bunter did not roll into thie
House. He rolled along to the windows
of the Remove Form .

The middle window was open. Tt
was an easy climb for any fellow in the
Remove—except Bunter. It was doubt-
ful, however, whether Bunter could
negotiate it. He had more weight to
lift than the other fellows, and the law
of gravitation had more effect on him
than on the rest of the Remove.

If he got in at the window, it was
safe emough to carry out that great
scheme for making Quelch sit up and
snort. But he eyed the high stone
window-sill dubiously.

However, he was going to try it on.
He made a jump and caught Lold; his
fat fingers slipped, and he dropped
back.

Bump1

“Wow |” gasped Bunter.

“It was the third time in break
that he had sat down on the quad, and
this time he sat very hard and heavy.
He sat and gasped.

“Ha, ha! Do that again, Bunter!”

The fat junior blinked round. Tubb
of the Third was watching him, with a
grinning face.

Billy Bunter gave him s glare. e
scrambled up with the inteniion of boot-
ing Tubb of the Third! He was not
going to be sniggered at by a Third

Form fag. :

“T say, like a bunk up?”_ asked Tubb.

“Oh!” Bunter changed his hostile
intentions at once. “Yes! Come and
give me a bunk up, kid I”

“What-ho !” said Tubb.

He came over to Bunter—still grin-
ningr The fat Owl stood under the
broad stone window-sill, reaching up at
it. George Tubb stooped, and shoved,
and heaved, and Bunter got a gn;[) on
the &ill. Another hefty heave from
Tubb below, and he got his fat elbows
on it.

Then Tubb ceased to heave.

He stood back. aend grinned at

k Bunter.

“] say, bunk me up!” gasped Bunter.

“Can’t you do the restI” grinned
Tubb.

“Not unless you buvk me up
gasped the fat Owl
i “] thought not 1” agreed Tubb. “Ha,
a [I'

And the iniguitous Tubb, having thus
landed Bunter, walked away, snigger-

(T3]

ing!

%i].l_yr Bunter gurgled wrath. That
cheeky little beast of a fag had been

ulling his fat Jeg—landin him in a x
ike this! He had walked off, and left
him to it—sniggering |

“QOh crikey I”” gasped Bunter.

He heaved, and heaved! But he
could not heave his extensive weight up
to the window-sill. He was extremely
reluctant to drop back and land on the
earth. He had =at on the quad three
times already, and that was really more
than enough. He bung on, breathless,

Half-way to his destination, he blinked
into the Form-room, through the half-
open window—unable to ¢ b in, un-
willing to fall back, in a state of breath-
less wrath and dismay; suspended, like
Mahomet’s coffin, between the heavens
and the earth. And, as he hung there,
the Form-room door opened, and Tracy,
the new junior, stepped quickly in, and
shut the door quickly after him.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Face At The Window !

1LLY BUNTER, with his eyes and
s cles just above ihe leve] of
the window-ledge, blinked across
the Form-room at Tracy.

H's first impression was that Gilbert
Lad come in there to la{ that trick
with the key—locking Quelch out, and
escaping by the window after turmng
i1e key on the inside.

But Tracy had shut the door wiih the
ey still outside; and, as soon as he was
in the room, he cut across quickly to
the Form-master’s desk.

Bunter - grinned, forgetting nis own
uncomfortable situation for the moment
25 he watched Tracy.

Tracy was not there to play that
prank with the key. But, having learned
from Bfnter that the Form-room was
accessible, he had dodged in, to play
some other trick on &e!ch——pmbab!y
a much more unpleasant one.

Had he glanced up at the window,
Tracy certainly would have seen the
fat head and glimmering spectacles of
the thwl of the E{cmove re,

"But_he did .not once glance towards
the window.

He was in haste—the Form-room in
break was dangerous ground! Every
movement he made was hurried, and he
was breathing very quickly.

Standing at Mr, Quelch’s desk, he took
a emall bottle from his_ pocket, and
jerked out the cork. With his other
hand, he lifted the lid of the desk. A
dark fluid streamed out of it.

Bunter’s eyes opened wide behind his
big spectacles as he watched that pro-
ceeding | )

He could not make out what it was,
at the distance, but he eould guess easi'y
erough that it was ink in the bottle!

Tracy was pouring ink over Queleh’s "
hooks and papers in the Form-master’s
desk. s

Bunter’s opinion of that proceeding
was that it was a potty trick. Locking
Quelch out of the Form-rcom would ro
doubt have made him sit up and snorr,
as Bunter expressed it. But inking his
books would make him as mad as a
hatter—and it was very likely that he
would suspect Tracy first shot. Billy
Bunter, certamnly, would never have
dreamed of ragging Quelch in this reck-
less style. _

Having almost emptied the bottle,
Tracy shut down the hd of the desk, and
hurried away from it

Bunter cxpected to see him cur back
to the door. But Gilbert Tracy was not
finished yet.

He cut across to the juniors’ desks,

and stopped at Harry Wharton’s.
Billy Bunter watched him blankly.
He could not guess what Tracy was up

{o now. But in another moment he saw
—with increasing astonishment.

Tracy picked up the pen that lay by
the ink-well on the desﬂf the pen thas
Wharton would be using in class when
the Remove came in. He dipped the
handle of the pen in the open bottle, and
then laid it batk in its place. Some
of the ink from ths bottle had been
transferred to the penhandle; why. was
a mystery to Billy Bunter.

He blinked at Tracy in amazeinent.

T'racy scemed to have finished mow,
He corked the bottle, slipped it into his
pocket, and cut swiltly across to the
Form-room door.

He opened that door a couple of
inches, and “out, evidently to
make sure that the coast was clear
before he emerged into the passage:

The coast, apparently, was clear, for
ihe new junior stepped out, and shut the
door after him. Bunter heard the click



of the key as he locked the door azain
on the outside,

Tracy was gone. )

Bunter was left blinking.

Gilbert Tracy had been hardly more
than a minute in the Form-room, a
during that minute he had not turned
his eyes towards the window; and he
went in blissful ignorance of the fact
that a fat and astonished Owl had
watched all his proceedings.

“Must be batty !” murmired Bunter
in wonder.

That was what it looked like to the
amazed Owl. Inking the books and
papers in the master’s desk was a ja
on Quelch; the sort of thing to be
expected from Tracy, who had been “up
against ' his Form-master ever since he
had come, unwillingly, to Greyfriars.
But inking the handle of Harry Whar-
ton's pen was simply idiotic, =o far as
Bunter could see.

Tracy ceriainly was on the worst of
terms with the captain of the Remove—
all the more so since he had been
dropped from the Form football. But
causing a fellow to make his fingers
inky was a childish trick.

However, now that Tracy was gone,
Bunter's fat mind returned to his own
predicament.

He could not heave himself up at the
window to play that prank with the
door-key. sither, after what Tracvy
had done, was Bunter anxions to get
into the Form-room at all. He did not
want to run any risk of being suspected
of Tracy’s action. With Quelch’s desk
in that inky state, the sooner Bunter
was safe away from the spot, the
healthier it was likely to be for him.

Neither, however, did he want to sii
on the quad when he dropped. He was
tired of sitting on the quad! What he
wanted was a helping hand down.

He blinked round over a fat shoulder
in the hope of seeing some fellow at
hand—some fellow less playful than
that cheeky young rascal Tubb.

Theu he became aware that he was
the cynosure of many eyes! A dozen
fellows, at least, were staring at Bunter
—having, chiefly, a view of extensive
trousers |

Like many short-sighted people,
Dunter did not realise that he was
visible to persons outside his own range
of vision! He had noticed nobody at
hand, but Tubb of the Third, when he
clambered up to the Form-room window.
But farther off were a good many
fellows—whom the fat Owl did not
notice, but who, naturally, noticed
Bunter, bunched on the window-sill.

A dozen fellows stared at him, and
grinned. Three or four Removites, and
some of the Fourth and the Shell, had
gathered round, gazing and grinning.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “I say, you
fellows—"

“What are you wup to, you
chump 1" demanded Peter Todd.

“ Better get down!” grinned Vernon-
Smith. *0ld Prout's coming along!™

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.

He gave a startled blink at a portly
figure rolling towards him.

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth,
came frowning to the spot. Fellows, of
course, were not allowed to elimb in at
Form-room windows! This was a seri-
ous infraction of the rules! Tt did not
specially concern Prout, who was a
senior master, and had nothing to do
with Quelch’s boys. Still, Bunter cer-
tainly was breaking a rule; and Prout
barged in, frowning.

“Bunter! What are you doing there:,
Bunter " boomed Prout.

“0Oh, nothing!"” gasped Bunter,

P“ Descend at once |” commanded Mr.
rdat,

fat
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Billy Bunter would gladly have done
=0, but he did not want to hit the quad.
Any other fellows could have dropped
lightly and easily. Bunter was goigg to
drop like a sack of coke when he

nd dropped. Naturally, he hesitated.

o youn hear me?" boomed Pront.
= 0,1}! Yes!” gasped Bunter, “I—

“ Descend 1"

¢ [—I—oh, lor'—"

Mr, Prout, frowning still more por-
tentously, stepped to Bunter, grasped
him by a fat shoulder and jerked him
from the window-sill.

Bunter descended then—suddenly | He
came down like a plummet, and his heel
landed on Prout’s toe!

Prout had not expected that! Bunter,
yelling, landed on the quad, sitting
down for the fourth time that morning!
But Pront did mot heed him further!
Prout was yelling, too! Bunter's weight,
dropping on his toe, seemed to have
hurt that toe! Prout fairly roared.

He hopped on one leg.

“0Oh!” roared Prout. “My foot! My
toe! Oi! Ah! You clumsy young
rascal—ch ! Yon—you—you—oooh! Oh!
Oooogh !”

“Ha, ha, ha 1*

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Ow!” splut-
tered Prout, almost dancing with
anguish.

“Hook it, Bunter !” gasped Smithy.

That advice was too good not to be
taken! Billy Bunter scrambled up, and
flead—leaving Prout still standing on one
leg and hooming!

I

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Difference Of Opinion !

[ Y name there?” asked Tracy
with & sneer,

“No!” answered Harry
Wharton ecurtly.

The captain of the Remove had a
paper in his hand. It was a list of
Remove men for the 8t. Jude’s match,
which was due on the morrow, Wednes-
day. That was the matter that the
Famous TFive had been discussing when
Billy  Bunter  interrupted — them.
Oblivious of Bunter, and quite unaware
of his subsequent proceedings, the chums
of the Remove were still discussing that
topic when Tracy came out of the House
and came over to them.

There was a slight division of opinion
in the Co. on that subfiect. ('filbert
Tracy had played in one football match
eince he has been at Greyfriars, and he
had displayed remarkable, and indecd
really wonderful, form as a footballer.
In all other things he was a slacker of
the first water, but he scemed to be a
born focotballer, and thare was no doubt
that he was keen on the game.

Little as he liked the fellow, Wharton
had welcomed him into the team with
open arms, as it were. But the result
had been a resolve never to play Tracy
again for the Remove. He had firmly
made up his mind on that point, but his
friends were rather dubious about
leaving out the best footballer in the
Loweér School—a player head and shoul-
derz above the rest.

It was rather a worry to Wharton.
He knew, and admitted, that Tracy .was
a better man at Soccer than he was him-
self. That made his action open to a
good deal of criticism and misunder-
standing, But a fellow who could not,
or would not, play a clean game, was
not wanted in a Greyfriars team, and
that was that!

“You're leaving me ont to-morrow”
azked Gilbert.

“To-morrow
answered Harry.

afterwards 1”
sorry, com-

and
“I'm

5

sidering your form—we'd be glad
cnough to have a man like you in the
side against St Jude’s. But you know
the reason well enough—"

“An accident in the match with the
Shell 2

“Wash that out!” said Harry curtly.
“You laid ont Hobson of the Shell be-
caunse you had a grudge against him,
and were ordered off the field for fonl
play. Yon kicked him deliberately—I
saw you, and the referee saw you—and
five ot six other fellows. That’s not good
enough for Greyfriars.” 4

“Any fellow might get a hack—7
muttered Traey.

“0h, chuck it!” said the captain of
the Remove. “Do you think we can
take you over to St. Jude's and risk
you (lts%rncing the team like that?
We've always played a_ decent game,
and we're going on playing one. That
means that there's no room for you in
the team, Yon’'ll have to learn to keep
your rotten temper before you play for
the Remove again.”

Tracy gave him an evil look.

The fellow who had come unwillingly
to Greyfriars, who loathed the school
and was anxious to get away from it,
had one consolation tﬁereﬂ-SoocerI And
Lhis own evil temper and utter un-
scrupulousness barred him from the
game.

“You make ount that I hacked Hohson
that time because of a grudge,” he said.
“You can’t make out that I've got any
grudge against St. Jude's men—fellows
I've never seen—-—" :

“I can’t trust you!” answered Whar-
ton shortly.

“You mean that you won't
own mnose out of joint by playing a
better man than yourself I sneered
Tracy. “That'’s the long and the short
of it. You were the Big Panjandrum
before I came—and ¥ou don’t want te
play second fiddle.”

Harry Wharton's face flushed. Ho was
aware that that view might be taken
by other fellows as well as Tracy, and
it was disagreeable enongh. Dut he
answered quietly.

“You can put it like that, if yon like!
It won’t make any difference. You're
not in the team.”

“You mean that you're going to keep
me out of Boccer, all through the term,
if I stay here?”” asked Tracy between
his teeth. g

“] mean that you're going to keep
vourself out! Nobody asked you to
play foul !”

“I'll make von sorry for it, if you
stick to that!”

“Get on with it!" answered the
captain of the Remove, contemptuously.

racy’s eyes were gleaming, and his
hands were clenched. It was plain that
he could hardly restrain himself from
using them on the captain of the Form.
But he did restrain himself, he had tried
that on before, and knew that it was
futile. He could play any Remove man’s
head off at Soceer, but if it came to
punching, there were a dozen fellows in
the Form who could make rings round
bim, and Wharton was one of them.

He set his lips hard and turned away.

Harry Wharton shrugged his shoul-
ders, and glanced at the list in his hand
again, dismissing Tracy from his mind.

“Look here, old chap—" murmured
Bob Cherry. x !

“J] think—" began Johnny Dull

“No good talking, old beans!” said
the captain of the Remove. “ You didn’t
riotice what that fellow did in the Shell
match—I did! So did the referec! Ask
Potter of the I'ifth!”

“Well, a chap might lose his tomper
once, and think better ofvit !” said Bob
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slowly. “That chap Tracy 13 & good
hit of a worm, I kuow., From what I
hear, he's got a soft old uncle at home,
who let him do anything he jolly well
liked, till he grew such a worry that the

old bean had to get shut of him. That
roally was hardly fair on the chag‘. He
wouldn't be here at all, if Quelch hadn’t

as lugged him here by his neck,

as good
He's a good

and he’d go if he could:
it of a worm, but—"

“nlle‘s keen on footer ! said Jolinny
Bull.

“And he plays a wonderful game!”
eaid Bob. “St. Jude’s would sit up and
take notice if they saw him with his
shooting-boots on.”

“That's true enough, Harry” said
Frank Nugent. “I'm keen emcugh to
play at St. Jude’s, but I'm not in the
same street with Traey.” ;

“I'm not myself, at Soccer!” said
Wharton. “1 play the game well encugh
to know a better man when I see one.
That's not the point. How would you
like to hear all St. Jude’s howling
‘ Foul ” when we're playing over there
to-morrow? Like to sea old Lunn, or
one of the others, limping off with a
bandy leg, fouled by a Gregfriars
mani” !

“ Hardly t” said Bob. “But—"

“But the butfulness is terrvific!”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Quoe absurd swallow does not make an
esteemed summer, as the English
proverb remarkably ohserves.”

Harry Wharton gave an impatient
grunt.  With his own chums arguing
with him in this style, he could guess
that there would be a deal more
argument from other fellows. Never-
theless, he was sure that he was right.
A fellow who cou'd not be trusted not
to disgrace his side by foul play, was
not a fellow to play for the school.

“Phink it over, old chap!” urged
Boh. “A fellow might lose his temper,
and learn to keep it better. After all,
old Smithy’s had to be called to order
more than onee, for rough play.”

“1f it was only that—7"

“Well, a lot of fellows think it was
only that, and Tracy says—"

“Tracy would say anything—and 1
know what I saw I” snapped the captain
of the Remove. “He kicked Hobby as
deliberately as a fellow might kick a
footer, and the chap was limping for
days. -If such a thing happencd at St.
Jude's, we shonld never dare show our
faces there again, Tha fellow knows all
about Soccer, but unless he learns to
play the game, he can’t cxpect to play
in a decent team.™

The bell for third school interrupted
the discussion.

Wharton put his list_into his pocket,

and the juniors headed for the House.
When they arrived st the door of the
Nemove Formn Room, they were re-
minded of Billy Bunter his bright
idea. The key was sticking in the out-
side of the lock; evidently Quelch had
not come back for it, neither, it was
clear, had Bunter ecarried out that
bright idea of locking the door on the
inside.
But the fat Ow] was griuning as he
rolled up to the door. Iis ewn brigin
idea had not been carried out, but there
was a surprise awaiting the Remove
master when he looked into his desk!
That amused Bunier considerably. He
was quite locking forward to Quelch
waking that startling discovery.

Mr. Quelch arrived, and let in his
Form. The Removites went to their

places. Gilbert Tracy’s eyes were on
Harry Wharton; Bunter's en Mr.
Queleh.

Third lesson was Latin prose. A pas-
Tae Macxer Lisraiy.—No. 1,602
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sage read out in English by the Re
move master had to be (uken down,
and then turned into Latin. Tracy's
uges glittered as Harry Wharton, like
the others, picked up his pen te
write

Wharton did not look at Tracy, i
think of him. He noticed, with sur-
prise and annoyance, that there was
ink on his pen-handle, &till damp—that
made a purple smudge on hLis fingersa.
How it had got there he did not know,
unless some fellow had done it for a

joke. DBut it was a trifling cirenni-
stance to which he gave uo great
attention.

Ho wiped the pen-nandle on a frag-
ment of hiottingi paper, and forgot it

But the purple stain on his fingers
remained, and had to remain till after
class, when he could get to scap and
water. Inky fingers were not uncom-
mon in the )[owor Forms. And though
Wharton was, as a rule, rather par-
ticular in such matters, it was not, of
course, the first time that his Gngers
had been stained witt ink, and he did
not give it a thought.

The lesson having been taken down,
Mr. Quelch went to lis desk, and
Billy Bunter's eyes almost bulged
through his spectacles as he watched
him. Quelch was sure to open that
desk sooner or later during the class,
and when he did there was going to
be something like a thunderstorm.

Really, it was difficult for Bunter
to fix his attention on his Latin paper
in the thrilling circumstances. And he
gasped aloud when the Remove master
lifted the lid of the desk.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Clue !

R. QUELCIH starfed convul-
sively.
He gazed into his desk.
Heo stood gazing as if irans-

M

fixed.

Perhaps he could not quiie Lelieve
his eyes at what he saw.

What he saw was startling enough.

There were some books, and a good
many papers in the desk. Among
them were a number of Form papers
which Mr. Quelch had intended to cor-
rect, while the juniors were husy with
Latin prose. Few of those Foim,
papers, however, were now in a de-
cig[:)uemble state.

rple indelible ink, such as was
used for marking linen, smothered
them. The interior of the desk fairly
recked with ink.

The Remove master gazed, and
gazed, dumbfounded. Theie had been
“rags’ in the Remove-room before,
but never such a reckless rag as this.

Who had done this?

Some fellow who knew that his paper
was in the pile there, and donbied
whether it would pass muster?

Mr. Quelch did not think so. As
soon as he lifted his eyes from the
inky interior of the desk, he fived them
on Gilbert Tracy.

Tracy’s name leaped into his mind

once.

Tracy, the boy who was unwilling to
come to school at all, who had actually
run away from Greyfriars, and had
been brought back, who hardly made
a socret of his intention to wear out
his Form-master’s patience, as the
only means of getting away—this was
Tracy’s work.
© Mr. Quelch did not doubt it. Some
boy, at all events, had taken advantage
of the fact that he had left the key
in the Form-room door, or clse ha

clambered in at the window.
almost certainly Tracy.

But Mr. Quelch was conscious of the
fact that, whenever anything was
amiss, his suspicions went aniomatic-
ally to the discontented, rebellicus new
junior. And he had to be just.

Tracy certainly looked unconscious
enough at the moment. His head, hke
{he other heads, was bent, and he was
industriously at work on Latin presc.
He was not looking at his Form-
mnaster—his attention seemed to be
conlcentrated on his work. :

Only one fellow, in fact, was looking
at Mr. Quelch. TPrat one was Billy
Bunter. And Bunter was not merely
locking at him, he was staring at hin

It wasz

with bu}ginf eyes,
Mr. Quelch drew & deep, decp
breath., He stepped away from the

inky desk, with his lips set in a tighi
hine.
Billy Bunter almost trembled wiih
excitement. e thunderstorm was
coming now. Mr. Quelch could hardly
fail to notice the excitement in the fat
face of the Owl of the Remove, but
he was not thinking of suspecting
Bunter of such 1 reckless.gutrage as
ihe inking of his papers. He gave
Bunter no heed. )

‘“Boys 1? gaid Mr. Quelch, iu a deep

volice.

The whole Remove looked wup.
Quelel’s tone startled them, and the
expression on his speaking counten-
anee startled them still more.

“Some boy entered this Form-room
during break,” said Mr. Quelch. LR |
command that boy to stand out before
the Form 1"

There was a buzz in the Remove.
But no one stood out. Several glances
turned on Bunter.

T'he Famous Five remembered his
bright idea, and half a dozen other
fellows had seen him bunched at the
VForm-room window. They wondered
what Bunter might have been up to.

Mr. Quelch waited a moment or two.
But he hardly expected’ the delinquent
to step out. What awaited that delin-
quent, if discovered, was not attractive.

“My desk,” eaid the Remove master,
“has been drenched in ink! This must
have been done during break. Tt was
left in order at the end of second
school. Who has done this?”

No reply.

“The boy who has done this,” con-
tinued Mr. Quelch, “will be given the
most severe punishment. It is some
boy here presemt”

His eyes tnrned on Tracy again.
But Gilbert’s face was expressionless.
Mr. Quelch waited another moment or

wo.

“Very well,” he said, compressing
his lips. “I shall now proceed to make
an investigation. Every boy will liold
his hands ahove his head, and I shall
require any boy whose fingers are
stained to explain.”

“QOh crikey!” ejaculaied Bunier iu-
voluntarily.

PBunter’s fingers, as usual, were
stained with ink. Seldom did Bunter
handle a n for more than sixty
seconds without inking his fat fingers.

Other fellows simply stared.

1f Quelch fancied that he was going
to detect the culprit by such easy
means as that, he had no chance what-
ever, so far as the Removites could
gee. Billy Bunter’s were not the only
stained fingers in the class—by a good
many.

It was quite likety, of course, that
the fellow who had splashed ink into
the Form-master’s desk might have
stained his fingers. But Quelch had,
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Bunter descended from the window like a plummet, and his heel landed on Prout’s toe.
Filth, hopping on one leg.

at least, a dozen inky paws to choose
from. Bunter's the inkiest.

So the juniors were surprised, and
some of them amused as they put up
their hands for inspection. Fellows
who had inky stains or their fingers
did not feel unduly alarmed, as they
knew that there were a good many
others to keep them company.

But Quelch knew what he was about,

The ink in his desk was not the
ordinary school ink. It was a purple
marking-ink—quite distinct from com-
mon black ink. It was a special sert
of stain that Quelch was going to look
for, and, if found, it could be found
only on the fellow who had handled
marking-ink.

Only Billy Bunter looked alarmed.
His fat fingers were excessiwvely inky,
and it did not occur to his fat brain
that quite a lot of other fingers in the
I'orm were probably in more or less
the same state.

Wildly and hurriedly, Bunter wiped
his fingers on his trousers—a proceed-
ing, naturally, that drew Mr. Quelch's
¢yes at once,

‘‘ Bunter 1

“Oh, yes, sir—1 mean, no, sir
gasped Bunter. “It wasn't me, sir!”’

“Why are you.wiping your hands,
Bunter 17

“1 wasn't, sir!”

“What 1"

“I—I mean, ther—they ain't inky,
sir!" gasped Bunter. “I—I mean, T—

got some ink on them in second
school, sir, and I was going to wash
them, only I never had time, and then
I got some more just now, and "

1

“Hold up your bands at once,
Runter |”
“0Oh lor’ I”

Reluctantly Billy Bunter held up a
pair of fat paws, badly in need of
washing, not only on account of the
1

He blinked in terror at his Form-
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“ My toe !

masier as Quelch inspected them, If
Quelch was going to rely on ink as
evidence, there was enough ink on
Bunter's fat paws to condemn him
utterly.

To his surprise and relief, Quelch,
after a glance at those inky fat paws,
seemed satisfied.

Leaving the fat Owl gurgling with
relief, he stepped to Tracy.

All eyes in the Remove were on him
and the new junior. All the fellows
knew what was in his mind. Gilbert’s
feud with his' Form-master was known
to all the Form. But if Tracy was the
culprit in this case, he was not likely
to have been careless about it—care-
less enough to keep clues about him.
Any other fellow might have been care-
less, but not the fellow who knew that
Quelch would suspect him as a matter
of course.

Tracy's hands easily passed muster.
There was no trace on them, either of
the school ink, or any other ink.

Mr. Quelch gave him a long, hard
look. His glasses passed from Tracy's
hands to his sleeves, and then to his
garments generally. One_spot of that
telltale purple ink would have been
enough.

But there_ was no such spot to be
discerned. Mr. Quelch turned awa:
from him, a little relieved in his mind.
Although he suspected Tracy, as a
matter of course, he was by no means
eager to find him guiliy—indeed,. he
hoped every da.f to see signs of amend-
ment in that sulky, sullen boy, who was
at Greyfriars on his responsibility. If
Tracy was innocent of this, it was, little
as Gilbert guessed it, a relief to Quelch.

He passed on, inspecting other hands.
Skinner had a spasm of uneasiness
under the searching, gimlet-eye. His
fingers were rather inky—S8kinner was
& slovenly fellow. -And he was well
known to be rather a malicious practical
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“ Oh ! * roared the master of the
Oh! Ah! You clumsy rascal—oooooh [ *

T

joker—quite capable of inking Quelch’'s
paﬁera, if he found the nerve to do it.
ut Quelch passed Skinner, after a
carefuyl inspection. Other fellows had
ink-stained ~ fingers—Bolsover major,
Kipps, Wibley, Hazeldene, Vivian, and
two or three more. There was another
ause as Quelch looked at the Bounder’s
ands—Smithy’s ragging propensities
were well known. But Iie assed on;
and some of the fellows winked at one
another, behind his majestic back. So
far as they could see, Quelch was simply
wasting his time. Wharton was the last.
—and Mr. Quelch gave his lifted hands
only a cursory glance—he did not
dream of suspecting his head boy of
such an outrage.

But that cursory gzlance became
suddenly fixed. The change in Quelch’s
look drew. the general attention.

“ Wharton I” gasped . Quelch.

“Yes, sir!” said Harry, in surprise.

“Your fingers are stained—"

gasped Mr.  Quelch.
“Wharton! Is it possible—am I to
believe—upon my word 1”

Harry Wharton stared at him,
sheer wonder,

“I've got a little ink on my finger,
sir|” he said blankly. “8o have a
dozen other fellows.”

“Stand out before
Wharton [*

There was a buzz in the Remove as
Wharton stepped out. Quelch, evidently,
had got his man; and it was his head
boy, the.captain of the Form.

in

the Form,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Mr. Prout Butts In !

ARRY WHARTON stood facing
his Form-master.
His face expressed only. sur-
risse—with a spot of anney-
ance. e could see ‘that Quelch
Tae Macxer Lisrare.—No. 1,602,
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suspected him, hut he- eould not begin
to guess why., There was an inky stain
on his fingers, certainly, from the
smudge on his penhandle; but a dozen
otlier hands had shown stains of ink
and had been passed by.

It was not agrecable to be called out
hefore the Form as a culprit, like this,
and though his manner was respeetful,
his eyes were glinting. .

All other eyes in the Remave were
fixed on him. There was a breathless
silenco—broken by a stage whisper
from Billy Bunter.

“T say, you fellows, it was Wharton—
faney Wharton—"

“8hut up, you fct ass!” hissed Bob
Cherry. i

“But Quelch has got him, so he
knows——"

“Silence in the class!™ rapped Mr.
Quelch. “Wharton! Was it you who
entered this Form-room during break
and spilled a large quantity of ik over
the papers in my desk

“No, sir!”

“Then how do you account for that
stain on your fingers?” demanded Mr.
Quelch sternly. <

“There was some ink on my pen-
handle, and it smudged my finger when

I began to use the pen, sir!”

“ Wharton 1*

“] don't understand- you, sirl”
exclaimed Harry. “A dozen other
fellows—

“Listen to me!” said Mr. Quelch, in
a grinding voice. “The ink used on my
desk is of a peeuliar kind! It is a
purple marking-ink! It is for a stain
of purple ink that I have been looking—
and I have found it.”

“Oh !” gasped Harry.

And the Hemove gasped, too! They
understood now that Quelch had not
been wasting his time on a wild-goose
chase. It was not an ordinary ink-stain
he had Been looking for—of which there
were aglen_tj( to meet his eyes! It was a
specidl kind of stain, easily recognised
and ideniified. Purple ink had drenched
his desk—a purple stain was the ¢lue he
had been seeking; and he had found it
on the fingers of his head boy.

“A downy old bird!” whispered the
Bounder to Tom Redwing. :

“It ean’t have been Wharten |” whis-
pered Redwing., “He wouldn't—"

The Bounder chuckled.

“Fathcad, of course it was! He's
been handling purple marking-ink;
anyhow, since his last wash! What an
ass! le might have gnessed that
Quelch would think of looking for a
ciae like this—"

“Bilence 1" exclaimed Mr. Queleh, his
gimlet-eyes gleaming round. “Will you
be silent in the Form? Wharton, what
have you to sayi”

*“Only what I've said already, sirl”
answered Ilarry. “I never cameo into
the Form-room in break, ahd I know
nothing of what may have been done to
your desl.”
~ “Yon have a purple stain.on your
fingers! I thought it probable that the
unscrupuloys boy who poured ink into
my desk might have some ‘such stain
left about him; though you are the last
boy in the Form of whom I should have
thougl;t. in_such a connection.” -

“T've told you how the stain came
on my fingers, sird There was a smudge
on my pen—>"

“CGive me the pen!”

Wharton, with set lips, handed the
pen over to his Form-master.

The gimlet—egg—s seanned it keenly.
Bus as it had been carefully wiped on
blotting-paper, po smudge o ﬂurpla, of
course, remainied on it. There wus

Tue Maeser Lerary.—No. 1,602,

THE MAGNET

nothing to bear out Wharton's
statement.

Not that the statement in itself was
worth much, for such a stain on the pen-
handle might as easily have come from
the fingers to the pen, as from the pen
to the fingers. However, there was
nothing. .

Mr. Quelch laid down the pen again,
and stood looking at his head boy.

There was a breathless silence in the
Form.

The Remove master had found the
clue he had hoped to find. Had he
found it on Traecy, he would have
adjudged Tracy guilty. He knew that,
and all the Form knew it. He had
found it on Harry Wharton ! How could
lic avoid adjudging him guilty? He
could not have two weights and two
measures in dealing with_his Form|

In all the Remove there was no doubt
—with two exceptions! Tracy, of
course, knew tho facts! And slowly it
was dawning on Billy Bunter’s obtuse
brain why the young rascal had stained
Wharton's pcn-ﬁand e with the same ink
that -he had used in ?uelch’a desk !
Remembering what he had witnessed
from the Form-room windows, in break,
Bunter began to understand.

But the fat Owl's podgy intellect
moved slowly, and he had not yet quite
assimilated how the matter stood when
there came a knock at the Form-room

oor.

It opened to admit the portly figure
of Mr. Prout.

Mr. Quelch glanced round im-
patiently. Even in his leisure hours, he
did not enjoy Prout’s ponderous com-
pany; and in class, such an interruption
was irritating; especially at a moment
when there was trouble brewing in the
Remove.

Why Prout was there at all mystified
him and the Remove. Prout should
have been in his own Form-room with
the Fifth. He was kecping the Fifth
waiting while he paid this visit to the
Remove-room. =

Prout was limping a little as he
ente: There was a corn on the toe
Bunter had dropped on, and it was

iving Prout painful twinges. Prout
ﬁad been resting that painful toe, in his
stuc}&. and he was late for class.

“Mr. Prout—what—" began
Remove master, far from pleasantly.

“There is a matter, sir, that I must
bring to your knowledge!” boomed
Prout. “If anything has occurred in
this Form-room, sir, during break, I
can name the culprit!”

The whole Remove jumped. Gilbert
Tracy taught his breath. He was
certain, he had been certain, that no
one had been about when he crept into
the Form-room and out again. But if
Prout had seen him——

“Indeed, sir I” said Mr. Quelch, more
cordially. “I am glad to hear you say
so, Mr. Prout! The fact is that some-
thing has occurred here—"

Lo § thaufht. so, sir!” boomed Prout.
“I certainly thought so! A boy would
not enter a Form-room surreptitiously,
by the window, unless infending to play
some prank, sir.. I-was sure of it.”

Mr. Quelch’s eyes gleamed. 8o far,
he had preof that his head boy had

crﬁu’atod that 'inky outra but he

oubted the proof—he could not help
doubting it, and yet he felt that he had
to act on it. In that uncomfortable
state of affairs, an eye-witness came like
a windfall. :

“You actually saw a boy entering
this Form-room by the window, Mr;
Prout 7 he exclaimed.

“T did, sirl”

“During break?”

“ During break, sir !

the

“A Remove boy?”

“Certainly a Remove boy !”

“His name?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Bunter !” said Mr. Prout.

“(Oh crikey !” came a squeak from the
Remove.

“1 saw the boy, sirs from a distance,”
said Mr. Prout. *“Whether he was
climbing in or climbing out when I saw
him, I could not undertake to say. But
if anything is amiss in this Form-roem,
sir, there is no doubt on the subject!
I saw him holding on to the windows-sill
—and he dropped on my foot, sir, when
I compelled him to descend, causing me
very severe pain. It was Bunter!™

“Oh lor’ ¥’

“I felt it my duty, sir, to acquaint
you with these facts—"

“I am very much obliged to you,
Mr. Prout!”

“Not at all, sir |” boomed Prout.

And the Fifth Form master, with a
grim look at Billy Bunter, limped ont,
and the Form-room door closed an
him.

Mr. Quelch drew a deep,
breath.

“Wharton,” he said, “it is extraordi-
nary that your fingers should bear a
stain of ink similar to that poured into
my desk. It is very extraordinary in-
deed! But as Bunter was actually
seen entering the Form-room during
break, you are exonerated. You may
go back to your place.”

Wharton went silently back to bhis

place.

Mr. Quelch picked up a cane from
his desk. His gimlet-eyes fixed on the
quaking Owl of the Remove—and the
glint in those gimlet-eyes sent cold
ghjclﬁ running down Billy Bunter's fat

ik

deep

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Benefit Of The Doubt !

[ UNTER 17
B “Oh crikey 1”

“Stand out, Bunter!”
“It—it wasn't me,
gasped Bunter “I—I. never—"

“Btand out at once!” .

Billy Bunter rolled dizmally out be-
fore the Form. The general attention
was now transfer from Harry
Wharton to the fat Owl of the Remeove.

Up to the moment when Mr. Prout
had butted in, few fellows had doubted
that Quelch had the right man—the
clue of the purple ink seemed to them
unmistakable. But Quelch was now on a
new trail, and the Remove wondered
whether the delinquent was, after all,
the fat and fatuous Owl

Quelch seemed to have no doubt. He
gripped his cane hard, his eyes glinting
under kniited brows. y

“Bunter, you entered the Form-room
during break! You———>
“0Oh, no, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I—
I didn’g, sirl I—I never thought of
such a 'thing, sir!l Never crossed my
mind for a_moment! I—I never
noticed that yeu left the key in the
Form-room door, sir, and never told
anybody! You can ‘ask- Wharton, sir.
He will remember what 1 said.” -

“You entered the Form-room by the
window, Bunter—"

“Qh, no, sir! I never—"

“You have heard Mr. Prout’s state-
ment, Bunter! Do you venture to cast
doubt upon it 7" thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Qh, no!” gasped Bunter. “But old
Prout—I mean, Mr. Prout—was—was
mistaken, sir! I wasn’t at the Form-
room window when he saw me there,
sir! You can esk Smithy, sir—he saw
me, too—" £ 5

“Upon my word!” ejaculated Mr.
Quelch, gazing at Bunter.

sir i



“] never went near the Form-room
window, sirl I—I wouldn’t!” groaned
Dunter. “Besides, I never got in!
couldn't! That cheeky little beast Tubb
e2id he would bunk me up, and he
?'i]lltcd ?,II and left me hanging on the

“Ha, ha, hal”

“&ilenco! Youn were seen climbing jn
At window, Bunter! Someone
‘ntered the Form-room during break
and poured ink into my desk. As you
were seen entering surreptitiously at
the window—"

“I wasn't1” yelled Bunter in terror.
“1 couldn’t get in, sir! Young Tubb
left me sticking on the window-sill, and
1 couldn't get any farther——"

“You have stated that you were no-
where near the Form-room window,
lunter ¥ thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir! I—I wasn't! I was in the
crm at the time—"

“I will listen to no more of these
palpable fabrications, Bunter!” ex-
claimed Mr. Queleh. “T shall now—"

“But it wasn't me, sir!” shrieked
Bunter. “I never thought of pouring
ink into your desk, sir! I was only
coing to lock the Form-room door, sir,
if T got in—just for a—a—a lark,

“Upon my word! You—"

“Jt—it was only a jig-jig-jog-joke!”
stuttered the fat Owl. “I—I thought it
wonld—would amuse you, sir—"

“ Bunter, you—"

“Put I never got in, and never did
it, sirl I couldn’t climb in, sirl
hadn’t got in when old Prout—when
AMr. Prout saw me, sirl Besides, I
wasn't there at all—"

“You were not there at alll” gasped
AMr. Quelch.

“No, sirl I was in the tuck-shop!”

Mr. Quelch gripped his cane almost
convulsively.

The Remove gazed at Billy Bunter.

<] wasn't there, really, sir1” groaned
Dunter. “I—I hope you can take my
word, sir—

“Take your wordl” repeated Mr.
Quelch, almost dazedly.

“Yes, sirl I wasn't there, sir] I—I
think Mr. Prout must have fancied it,
sir! 0Old people do fancy things, you
know, sir. Mr. Prout’s jolly old, sirl
Hc—l:,? must be as old as you, sir,

“Bilence I

) Mr.  Quelch.
“ PBunter—"

“Put I wasn't there, sir, when Mr.
Prout saw me—I was in the House,
looking for letters—yon can ask any of
the fellows, sir, .and they will tell you
that I was expecting a postal order—
they all know——"

T will hear no more, Bunter! I
<hall administer the most severe—
Lend over that desk, Bunter!”

“But I didn't!” shrieked Bunter., “I
wasn't!| I never——" In sheer despera-
tion DBunter turned his epectacles on
Gilbert Tracy, who was staring at him
from his place in the Form. “Tracy,
vou beast, you tell him1 I ain’t going
to be whopped for what you did 1*

Sensation |

Gilbert Tracy’s face turned almost
green.

His cunning scheme had already gone
awry; Wharton had escaped the trap
laid for him, and the vials of wrath
were turned on Billy Bunter's fat head |
But Tracy had not expected, so far,
anything worse than that! Bunter’s
frantic yell took him quite by surprise.

. It was his first intimation that Bunter
Lknew what he had done, and he could
not guess how Bunter knew. It had not
ocetirred” to him -that Bunter's antics
outside the Form-room window had

roared
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synchronised with his cwn performances
within |

The Remove, as one man, turned their
heads to stare at Tracy. Mr. Quelch
shot him a sharp glance, und then glared
at Bunter again. Bun‘er was shaking a
fat fist at the new junior.

“Own up, you rotter|” he bawled.
“ Sticking there and letting Quelch think
it was mel Just like you did before,
you beast, when you sneaked a paper
from hs study! You jolly well know
that it wasn’'t me when you did it1”

“ Bunter |* fgne:pen:l Mr. Quelch. “Ex-
plain “yourself at oncel Do you mean
to say that Tracy was in the Form-
room when you entered by the win-
dow 1"

“] never got inl1” howled Bunter. “I
gaw him from the window—he never
saw me there, but I saw him all right!
I ain’t going to be whopped because he
won’t own up !

“Tracy,” thundered Mr. Quelch,
“were you in the Form-room?1”

Gilbert set his lips.

“No!” he answered.

«“QOh, you awful fibber!” gasped
Bunter. “Fancy a fellow telling
whoppers like that! Oh erumbs!”

“ Bunter, if you state that you saw
Tracy here—"

9

“He knows he was here!” howlea
Bunter. “I jolly well saw him from
the window—pouring the ink into the
desk, and then smudging it on Whar-
ton's pen-handle—" '

“ What?” shrieked Mr. Quelch.

“Oh!” gasped Harry Wharton.

“1 jolly weil saw him, and I ain’t
going to be whopped for what he
didI” gasped Bunter. “Why should
I? Any fellow would own up, except
that cad! I jolly well know now why
he smudged the ink on Wharton's pen,
tool He wanted to make out that it
was Wharton—I can jolly well see that
now! I thought he must be batt
when he did it—but I can jolly well
see now 1

“Oh gad!” murmured the Bounder,
staring at Tracy.

Mr. Quelch’s face was a study.

“] never did it, sir1” wailed Bunrter.
“I—I wouldn’t! I shouldn’t jolly well
dare tol Oh lor’ |”

“You may be silent, Bunter! Tracy,
you have heard Bunter’s statement!
What have you to say?”

Gilbert puﬁed himself together.

“JIs it necessary for me to say any-
thing, sir?” he asked coolly. *Bunter
has been telling lies ever since you

{Continued on next page.)
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called him out. That's one morel I
suppose he would say anything to get
out of a whopping.”

“Oh, you beastl”

“Bilence, Bunter |”- _

“But I ain’t going to have him
miaking out”'that I tell lies, sir!”

gasped Bunter. - “I never have,
sir—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Silence I*

“But I never have, sir] I-I

wouldn't! I mean to say, you know I
wouldn't tell 'holpl;‘)era. sirl I—1
couldn’t, sir, like—like Pontius Pilate
with his little axe, sir—"

“Will you be silent, Bunter! Boys,
this is not a. Jaughing matter ! Silence
in the Form }”

There was silenee—breathless silence.

Mr. Quelch stood loeking at Tracy,
who faeed him calmly. :

Bunter, it was true, had rolled out a
series of the most remarkable and fat-
headed *whoppers ™ since he had been
called out. But that he was-telling the
truth. now, Quelech had no doubt—and
few of the Remove had.

The ragger was, after all, Tracy, as
Quelch had first suspected. The purple
stain on Harry Wharton's fingers was
explained, if Tracy had dehiberately
smeared his pen-handle with the mark-
ing - ink — foreseeing the line that
Quelch’s investigation was very likely
to takel

But it was word against
Tracy's word against Bunter’'s.

Quelch did not trust Tracy an inch;
but to condemn him on the evidence of
a fellow who, only a minute ago, had
been uttering a string of palpable un-
truths, was scarcely possible.

It was plain that Bunter was prepared
to say anything, or almost anything,
to get out of a whopping. It was certain
that Bunter had been seen elimbing the
Form-room windgw, whether he had
entered or not. But there was no
evidence against Traey—except Bunter’s
word, which was worth nothing. Tha
fact that Queleh, m this instance,
believed him did not make it any the
less worthless. )

The silence was long. s

Quelch was in a difficult position—not

word—
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for the first time, since he had had to
deal with that unusual and remarkable
new boy ! Wharton, in Queleh’s opinion,
was ceared—Bunter was guiltlessj yet
to punish Tracy on the word of a reck-
less .and fatuous fibber like Bunter
was hardly to be thought of. Yet to
leave the perpetrator of that inky out-
rage unpunished was & bitter pill to
svallow.

The Remove fellows waited in tense
excitement for Quelch to speak again.
He spoke at last:

“Bunter!| Go back to your place!”

“QOh! Yes, str!” gasped Bunter.

He rolled back to his place in great
rélief. He, at least, was safely out of
it! e

Mr. Quelch breathed hard, and he
breathed” deep. |

“1 shall consider this matter further,
and make further investigations!” he
said. “We shall now proceed !”

And the Remove proceeded.

All the juniors knmew what it meant.
Queleh knew who the eulprit was, but
there was 8 doubt in the matter, and
Tracy had to have the benefit of it.

Quelch had been beaten by the
member of his Form who had the
unexampled impudence and audacity
to declare war on his Form-master.
Gilbert was getting on with his eam-
paign to make Quafch tired of keeping
him at Greyfriars—and he was getting
on with it with impunity.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Gilbert Hits Back !

o 0 1” snapped Harry Wharton.

It was the following day,

after morning clasa.

The afternoon was a half-
holiday, and the -Remove ~footballérs
were booked for a visit to St. Jude's.
The list had been posted up in the Rag
the day before—and it did not include
the name of the [ellow who was ad-
miited, on all hands, to be the best
faotballer in the Lower School at Grey-
friars.

Plenty of fellows in the Form shook
their heads over it. Few, if any, liked

This year’s grand new is-
sue of MODERN BOY'S
ANNUAL is a winner g
. from the start. Monster
air-liners,  streamlined
trains, the countless,won-
ders of the modern age—
crowd its pages in a
fascinating - pageant of
progress. Every up-to-
date boy needs this thrill-
ingly up-to-date book.
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Tracy; but Soccer was Soccer. Some
doubted whether that foul in the match
with the Shell had really been so
deliberate and intentional as Wharton
beheved. Anyhow, it seemed to many
of the fcllows that exclusion from the
Form games was hard measure for a
single offence.

Wharton’s own friends were dubious
—other fellows openly critical—and
some, like Skinner and his pals, took
the view that jealousy of the mew
fellow’s form was at the bottom of i
Some of the footballers were debating
bringing pressure to bear on the cap-
tain of the Remove before the team
started for St. Jude’s.

Perhaps Tracy expected the football
captain to give in to the weight of
public opinion in the Remove. Fellows
who liked him least were keen to see
him shooting some of his wonderful
goals at 8t. Jude’s. He came up to
the captain of the Remove when the
Form came out after class on Wednes-
day morning and put the question
again. Wharten’s answer was short and
sharp.

“Youn mean that?” asked Tracy.

“1 mean that I’'d just as soon play
an’ adder as a fellow like you!” eaid
Harry_Wharton. “You make me feel
sick. Leave me alone I”

“And all because a fellow can shoot
goals 1’ said Tracy. “ You're setting
yourself up against .the whole Form !”

“You rotter |” said Harry. “You'd
better keep your distance from me!
I've said nothing about what happened
in the Form-room yesterday. t do
you think I don’t know who it was?
It’s not the first time you’ve played a
dirty trick, to land me in 8 row with
Quelch I

Gilbert Tracy shrugged his shoulders.

“I've said that that fat fool, Bunter,
was lying from start to fimish!™ he
drawled.

“You can say what you like!” re-
torted the captain of the Remove con-
temptuously. “But I don’t believe a
word vou say. Quelch had to let you
off—but he knows what you did well
enough—and so do I!”

“Have it your own way!” sneercd
Tracy. “But that's got nothing to do
with Soccer, anyway. I've heard yon
say that Ll:ocrsonal rows ought to be
kopt outside games! Forgotten that™”

“ A spnake in the grass isn't wanted in
the Remove team !”

Tracy's face flushed. |

“You're calling me some preuy
names ! he said, {'ct-waen his teeth.

“I'm calling you exactly what you
are ! Wharton’s eyes gleamed. “ Yester-
day, at the very time my friends were

‘jawing me for leaving you out of the

cleven, you were sneaking into the
Form-room to play that trick on Quelch,
and to fix it on me—as foul a triek as
a rotten cad ever played! Do jou
think, after that, I'd trust yom in
Soccer, or anything else?”

“Cut short the sermon[” drawled
Tracy. “Look here! Do I play at St.
Jude's this afternoon, or not?”

“Not!” answered Harry Wharten
tersely. “You won't play for the Re-
move at all—I wouldn’t put you in the
teamr to play young Tubb’s ecrubby
crowd next Saturday. I wouldn't touch
yon with a barge-pole! Keep your
distance I”

“You’ll be sorry—" muttered Tracy.

“I’ve heard that before, and don't
want to hear it again!” And the cap-
tain of the Remove cut short the dis-
cussion by turning his back on Gilbert
and walking away.

Tracy cast a bitter look after him.

It was to his credit that he wished to
play in a strenuous Soccer match that



atterncon instead of slacking about the
quad, frowsting in a study, or breaking
bonnds in dubious quarters. But he
liad “dished ” himself, and he drew
little consolation from the knowledge
that the fault was his own. The fact
that the Remove footballers were dis-
satisfied with their skipper's decision
was some consolation, but not much.

Tracy found more consolation in the
vengeful thoughts that filled his mind
as he loafed in the quad till the dinner-
bell rang.

After dinner, he walked down to the
bike-shed.

e had made up his mind what he
was going to do—and now he was going
to do it! Remove fellows who saw him
in the quad would have been startled
if they could have guessed his thoughts.
But no Remove man was likely to guess
them.

o passed a group of Remove fellows
~—discussing rather excitedly the propo-
sition of putting it up to Wharton, and
making him somehow change his mind.
'racy passed them unheeding; he had
1o expoctation that the captain of the
Remove wonld change his mind after
what he had said on the subject.

He went into the bike-shed and
wheeled out his machine. Heo rode
away at a rapid. pace for Courtfield by
tie road over the common. What he
had to do had to be done before the
Remove footballers started for St
Jude’s.

He reached Courtfield in a very short
time, and dismounted in the High
Street at the post office.

Tor a minute he stood outside that
huilding, glancing up and down the
street to make sure that no Greyfriars
foellows were in the offing. Then he
went in. i

Any Remove fellow who had heard
him at the telephone a few minutes
later wounld have been sur?rised to hear
him ring up Mr. Queleh’s number at
the school.

There was a sour grin on. Gilbert’s
face, as he heard the voice of his Form-
master answering over the wires.

Mr. Quelch. certainly, was not likely
to suspect that it was Tracy of his Form
who had rung him up; and Gilbert,
when he spoEe, was very careful to
disguise his voice, speaking in husky
tones, like a fellow with a cold.

“Speaking 1"

“I'm sorry to bother you, sir—Lunn,
of the Fourth Form at St. Jude's,
speaking from the school.” The husky
voice on the telephone had no resem-
blance to Gilbert Tracy’s usual sharp,
clear tomes.

“Lunn!” repoated Mr. Quelch from
his study at Greyiriars. “Lunn? Yes
—and what—"

“1 dare say vou know, sir, that
Wharton's team is—or rather was—
coming over to play us this afternoon,”
went on Traey coolly. “If you would
be so kind as to tell arton—-"

“What?" .

at monosyllable eame like a bark.
Apparently Mr. Quelch was not pleased
by %eing rung up and given a message
for & junior in his Form.

“]t's rather serious, sir. There is an
on tbre.al.:’ of measles in the school—"

“VWharton's team is—or was—coming
over to play us to-day—"

“(h!” repeated Mr. Quelch.

“0Onr headmaster thinks, sir, that the
match ought to be cancelled, with
nieasles in the place—"

. “1 should certainly think so!” ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch. = Undoubtedly
the mateh must be canceliedl Most
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decidedly ! It would ba the height of
folly to run the risk of infection.”
r. Quelch's tone was very emphatic.
Traey grinned. Obvionsly there was
not the slightest doubt at Quelch’s end

o wire.

“If you'd tell Wharton, sir, and tell
him how sorry we are—"

“Certainly—certainly! I will notify
him immediately ! Your name is—what
did you say your name was?” -

“Lunn, sir; junior captain here.”

“Very well, I will see that Wharton
has your message, Lunn !”

“Thank you, sir!”

Gilbert grinned as he went back to his
bike. He was not playing Soccer that
afternoon;- neither were %larry Whar-
ton & Co now The young rascal was
in quite a cheery mood as he remounted
his bike and pedalled away, his spin
that afternoon terminating at the Three
Fishers, where cigarettes and billiards
filled in the rest of the afternoon in a
manner quite to his taste!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Washed Out !

g 00K here—="

l “Talk sense !”

“Come down off the high
horse 1

“Think of the game!”

“And don’t be a goat!”

Quite a number of Remove fellows
were talking at once.

Harry Wharton was listening to
them with a grim expression on his
face. 4

The Co. stood silent. In point of
fact, Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull,
Frank Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, were in agreement with the rest.
Harry Wharton seemed to stand alone
in his fixed opinion. Alone as he was
in holding it, he did not seem disposed
to change it.

It was not yet time to start for St.
Jude’s, but it was getting near time.
The footballing fraternity had cornered
Wharton in the Rag, and were putting
it to him plainly—very plainly.

Vernon-Smith was the loudest and
most emphatic. But he was backed u
by Squiff, Tom Brown, Peter Todd,
Mark Linley, and the rest—as well as
s crowd of fellows who were not in the
cleven, but keen, all the same, on seeing
the team make hay of St. Jude’s.

“You can jolly well see that we all
think alike!” exclaimed the Bounder
nngt'ily. “Are you going to set up as
a dictator?”

“I'm not setting up as anything in
particular,” said Harry ~Wharton
mildly. “The Remove set me up as
skipper, and they can push me out again
as soon as they please. I shan't grouse

if they do.”
“0Oh, chuck that!” exclaimed Tom
Brown. “Nobody wants that. We

want the best junior footballer at Grey-
friars in the team.”

“You want the fellow who fouled
Hobson of the Shell, and was turned off
the field for foul play?” asked Harry.

“Qh, get away from that!” said
Vernon-Smith. “Putting it at the
very worst, i happened once, and I
don’t see barring a fellow from Soccer
all through the season for one slip.”

“ Altogether too thick, even if what
Tracy did was as bad as you think,”
said Peter Todd. “Hob's had a lesson
and a warning, He was new here, too,
and goodness knows what he was used
to; but here——"" ‘

“If he had & grudge against old
Hobhy, he’s not got any grudges against
St. Jude’s men,” said the Bounder. “1t

(Continued on next page.)

1

3
L

A Trip Round a

Fireworks Factory!

MA_NY of our readers will be
interested in fireworks at
this. time of the year, so
we are taking you on an ex-
cursion’ rdund the factory of
Messrs, James Pain & Sons, Ltd.
who ° make ' the well-known
“Pain’s Fireworks.” )
We enter by the main gates,
hand over our matches, and then
proceed to a long room in which
paper cases of all sizes and shapes
are being rolled-by hand, to
contain the firework compositions.
Next we come to the “danger ”
buildings in which the work of
“charging ” and *finishing ” the
cases with explosive compositions
is performed, and in which are
stored the finished or partly
finished -fireworks, The danger
buildings are quite small, con-
sisting of not more than two
compartments with a few workers
in each. These buildings are
separated from each other and
screened by corrugated iron
screens. Raised wooden plank
tracks connect the buildings, and
those working in them wear
rubber shoes and special serge
elothin, with no  pockets.
Separate buildings are usnally
used for charging operations, i.e.
the filling of the case, and
finishing the filled cases which

. consists of covering them up to

make them look attractive.

Let us look into a few of the.
“ghops ™ as they are called.
one you will ses burly men
pounding rocket composition into
large rockets with mallets, in
another, a finishing shop this
time, a girl is tacking the card-
board wings on to Schneider
Planes, to balance them as they
rise. ~In the next shop we sece
Roman Candles being charged
with grain scooped in below each
star to drive it into the air.

The “Cracker ” shop is alwais
a very interesting one. Here you
can watch the eracker being
filled, bent, tied, and bundled. In
the “wheel ” shop they are wind-
ing “Coloured Wheels” round
a cardboard centre, and then
touching the last coil with hot
sealing wax to prevent it un-
ravelling.

Next 1s a shop in which they
are ‘ funnelling up* small fire-
works such as Dizzle Dazales,
Silver Rains, and Amber Elec
trolytes. Here the women hold
funnels filled with composition
above the case, and move a wire
up and down through the funnel
into the case, which draws down
the composition and firms it into
the case at the same time.

An elaborate system of fire
hydrants covers the whole factory
and there is also a special Iire
Brigade Squad who reckon on
being able to get the hoses
playing on to a building in under
two minutes.

We hope that you have enjoyed
your lightning trip and will enjoy
still more your display on
November 5th.
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won't happen there, and if it ain’t going
to happen, what’s the trouble?”

“It might,” said Harry. ™1 don't
trus&, that cad an inch !*

“Oh rot!”

W Bosh I"'

“Talk sense !

“Your own pals are against you in
thig'1” execlaimed: the Bounder hotly.
“ Every man Dere is down on you.”

The Co. were still silent. They would
not join.in this heckling of their leader,

but. it was clear that silence gave
conseng. $

Harry Wharton looked round- and
read it in -all* faces—every man there
was against him. -

“YWe know you bar the chap,”
Smithy went on, “and we know you've
got reason. ‘There never was-such a
toad in the Remove. But Soceer’s

Soccer. If he had the cheek to :stick
his nose into my study, I'd punch it!
But I want him in the team. What's
the good of making out that he isn't the
very best man we've got1” :

“T'm not making it out. I know he's
the. best man we've ‘got—if he chooses
to-play a clean game; but he doesn’t.”

“Tf you mean that you're going to be
an obstinate foo »

“T hope not,” -#aid Harry quietly.

“If every man here is agamst me I
shall:give in—thinking all the tjme that
I am right, and that you fellows are
wrong:: I ean’t and don’t trust that
rottex; but if every man here wants him
in the cleven, let it go at that. If he
disgraces us at St. Jude's—"

“0h, that's rot!”

“] don’t think it's rot—I think it's
very likely | But have it as you like, 1
give in, and he plays. You'll have to
stand out, Frank.”

Nugent smiled.

“I don’t mind that, old chap. I've
said that I think Traey ought to be in
the eleven, and that means that I don’t
get a place. I'm satisfied.”

“Pm not,” said Harry. “But I'm
not setting up as a dictator, as Smithy
so tactfully puts it. I give in to the
team, and 1 think the team will be
sorry fer it.”

There was a general clearing of faces

in the Rag.

Wharten had given in, after all,
against his better judgment. Bui he
was not the fellow to be sulky about

it; he was the fellow to make the best
of it. If it turned out that Tracy had
learned his lesson and changed his wa{s.
no one would be better pleased than the
captain of the Remove. He did not
think so, but he was prepared to hope

s0.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Here’s Quelch I
execlaimed Bob Cherry, as a figure in
cap and gfrown appeared in the open
doorway of the Rag. - )

Mr. Quelch glaneed over the crowd of
Removites.

“Is Wharton here?” he asked.

“Yes, sir|” Harry Wharton stepped
towards the deor.
-], have bhad a telephone ecall from
8t. Jude's School, harton—from a
boy named Eunn,” said Mr. Quelch.
“He states that there is an outbreak of
mglssl]nlzsi,}lt the school a

“His headmaster thinks, and I most
emphatically agree, that visits to the
school should cancelled,” said Mr.

velch, “He has asked me to express
his’ regret that the match cannot be
pla);)eltli’f?—day, Wharton.” .

“] am sorry, my boys, - said the
Remtove master, as he read the dismay
in many faces. “But I must impress
upon you that 8t. Jude’s is, for the
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present, strictly out of bounds for all
Greyfriars boys.”

“Very well, sir,” said Harry

The Remove master rustled away.
He left clouded faces behind him. No
one, perhaps, was keen to pick up the
merry measles microbe, but the seratch-
ing of the football match, almost at the
last moment, was a blow. .

“Well, what rotten luck 1 said Squiff,
the Remove goalkeeper. “Now we've
talked Wharton round, and got Tracy
in E,he team, there's no match after

“The -rottenfulness is terrific I” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Putrid luck !” groancd Bob Cherry.

“ Absolutely. putrid!” growled the
Bounder, “What did the silly idiots
want to go and catch measles for 7"

“I don’t suppose they did it on pur-
pose I’ grinned Bob. -

“Blow them 1” granted Smithy.

Harry Wharton smiled faintly. He
was disappointed, like the rest; but he
had at least one consolation which the
other fellows had noi—he was not going
to play Tracy at St. Jude's after all.

Smit{zy did not smile; he scowled.

“No good wasting the afternoon,” he
said.. “We'll fix up a pick-up game
here——""

“ And get in form for a terrific battle
with the Third on Saturday,” remarked
Bob Cherry. “I hear that young Tubb
Las been telling his fiiends that they're

-going to beat the Remove,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

COLONIAL READERS
PLEASE NOTE!

The Result of the Overseas Section
of Our‘‘Armaments’ Contest No.1
will appear in

NEXT WEEK'S MAGNET!

«“And we'll have Tracy in_the pick-
up,” said the Bounder q%iekly, with a
gram:a at the captain of the Remove.

Harry Wharton opened his lips and
shut them again. As he had agreed to

lay Tracy at St. Jude’s, he could
Eardly refuse to play him in a Ipick-up
game on the Greylviars ground. He
did not speak.

“Where is the fellow?” asked Peter
Todd. *“He’s not here.”

“He's somewhere about,” answered
Vernon-Smith. “T’ll find him all’ right
—if he’s going to play. What about it,
Wharton 7"’ )

“Please yourseli!” said Harry. “As
8t. Jude’s is off, I think I'll get out on
my gigger. You fix up a pick-up,
Smithy.” ;

“1 shall élully well play Traey, if I
do,” snapped Smithy.

“Go ahead !”

“Look here—"
doubtfully. .

“Every chap can please himself,” said
Harry. “8t. Jude’s is washed out—and
that's that! I'd like to run across to
Highcliffe—we haven’t seen Courtenay
and the old Caterpillar this term yet.”

“QOh, all right|” agreed Bob.

Some of the fellows headed for the
changing-room., The Famous Five went
for their bicycles. Vernon-Smith went
to look for Tracy.

Tracy, however, was not to be found.
After searching for him for about ten
minutes, the Bounder looked in the bike-
shed, and found that his machine was
gone. It was clear that he -had gone
out, and the pick-up game had to be
played without him, after-all. And not
onie of the-Remove fellows dreamed that,
at St. Jude’s, Lunn and his men wers
wondering, with growing irritation, why
they did not turn up.

said Bob Cherry

friars

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Spoofed !

UZZZZZZ!
B Mr. Queleh laid down his pen,
frowned slightly, and reached for

the receiver.

That afterncon was a h:ﬂf—holiqai‘
the Remove—but not quite so ta t
Form-master.

Quelch had a pile of sbout thirty
Latin proses to look over, and he was
busy with the same when the telephone-

1o
eir

Lell rang again.

“Js that Greyfriars—" came =&
borish voice. -

‘Yés! What—"

“Mr. cleh?”

i Yci, yes! What—?
“Lunn speaking from St. Jude’s, sir

—Lunn, junion ecaptain here, - sir!
A\\"fu!ly’ sorry to bother you,. =ir,
bat—"

“What is it this time?” asked Mr.
Quelch, naturally under the impression
that this was the second time that Lunn
had rung him up that afternoon, though
;Imkvoice on the phone was no longer
1S, .

“’]:{h? Sorry to bother you, sir, but I
thought I'd better phone—l] suppose you
know sir, that we're expecting a Grey-
tecam over here this after-
noon—">

“YWhat?*

“The Remove team, sir—kick-off was
fixed for a quarter of an hour-ago, but
they haven’t turned up—so I thought
I’d phone and ask if there was anything
the matter—"

“Wha-a-t?”

“I'm sure you'll excuse me for dis-
turbing you, in the circumstanees, sir!
We expected Wharton and his men—"

“I fail to understand ~you, Lunn!
What "do you mean?” exclaimed DMr.
Quelch testily. “Less than an hour ago
you telephoned me—"

“What?”

“To cancel the footiball match—"

L Eh?),

“I passed on your message to Whar-
ton! And—"

“] don’t catch em, sir! I haven't
telephoned ou—-"  gas the
astonished junior captain of St. Jude's,
at the other end.

“You have not!”
Quelch.

“No, sir—there is some mistake—"

“How can there be a mistake?” ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch. “Your name is
Lunn, is it not? That name was given.
You stated that your headmaster
thought it better for the football match
to be cancelled, owing to an outbreak
of measles——"

“Mim-um-measles ! stuitered Lunn.

“I should certainly mot allow my
boys to visit 8t. Jude's in these eireum-
gtances! I fail to understand you,
Lunn. What—" :

“There’s some mistake, sir!” gaspel
Lunn. “The wires must have got
mixed, or something. 1 never tele-
phoned—"

“You certainly did!” snapped M.
Quelch.

“But—but we: haven’t cancelled the
match, sir—we're expecting the team
from Greyfriars—the fellows are hang-
ing about the field—"

“With measles
Lunp—"

“But there isn’t—I ean’t understand
you, sir—there’s been no measles here
that I know of—"

“What?”

“Nothing of the kind, sirl There’s
nothing wrong here, and we've been ex-
pecting the team from Greyiriars!
There’s some mistake somewherel!
certainly never telephoned.”

stuttered M.

in  your school,




“ Wharton ! ** rapped Mr. Quelch, his eyes glinting.
¢ No, sir ! ** said the head boy.

in my desk ? **

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.
Queleh. “Do you mean to say, Lunn,
thiat there is no outbreak of measles at
St Jude’ o

“Certainly not.”

“You did not telephone to cancel the
football match for that reason?®”

“Nothing of the kind.”

“1 fail to understand this! Someone
certainly did, giving the name of Lunn,
and stating that he was speaking from
St. Jude's.”

“0Oh, my hat! I—I mean, I can't
make 1t out, then! It certainly was not
I, or any St. Jude’s man.”

“This is very cxiraordinary !” snapped
Mr. Quelch. “It appears that there has
heen some deception, if what you state
iz correct. I gave the message as I re-
ceived it, and my boys believed that the
match was cancelled.”

“So that's why they haven't come! I
can't understand it—must have been
some fool—some fellow, playing a prac-
tical joke, I suppose—"

Mr. Quelch set his lips hard.

He was not a suitable subject for prae-
tical joking. The practical joker was
likely to be sorry for his  practical
joking, if Queleh discovered him.

“Can I speak to Wharton, sir?”

“1 do not know whether he is still in
the school. The motor-bus that was to
convey the boys to St. Jude's was sent
away—and whether the boys are still
“'i‘éhig gates, I do not know.”

 Oh 1

“ However, you may hold the line, and
I will send for Wharton.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Mr. Quelch turned from the telephone.
ITe was very much surprised, and very
much annoyed. Also, his valuable time
was being wasted.

Still, he rang for Trotter.” The School
page was dispatched to find Ilarry
Wharton.

He returned with the information that

EVERY SATURDAY

biE
I
G i ’f‘

Mr. Quelch, sternly.

Harry Wharton and his friends had
gone out on their bicycles some time
ago.

Mer. Quelch passed that information on
to Lunn who, in & very puzzled and per-
plexed and annoyed frame of mind,
rang off.

The call from St. Jude's had come too
late for a chance of setting the matter
right. Even had the Remove foot-
ballers been still on the spot, there was
hardly time left for the journey of ten
miles to 8t. Jude's and a football match.
But the Remove footballers were not on
the spot, and there was nothing to be
done.

Mr. Quelch did not immediately re-
sume his work on the Latin proses. He
sat at his table with a knitted, frowning
brow.

Someone had played a trick—a reck-
less and disrespectful trick, on the tele-
phone. The Remove master had been
made a fool of—the Remove foothallers
had been “dished,” and their Form-
master had been made unconsciously the
means of * dishing »’ them !

Who had done this?

One nmame came, automatically, into
Mcr. Quelch’s mind—Gilbert Tracy! His
lips set harder.

He rose from his chair at last and
left his study. Whoever had played that
wretched trick, it could not be certain
that he belonged to Greyfriars at all—
the call might have come from some
trickster at St. Jude’s, for all Quelch
could say to the contrary. Nevertheless,
he was assured that the trickster was o
Greyfriars man—and hardly doubted
that his name was Tracy.

If that was so, the young raseal would
hardly have ventured to use onc of the
school telephones; the risk of detection
would have been too great. He must,
therefore, have gone out of gates; and
Mr. Quelch was going to ascertain
whether he had or not.

*“ Was it you who spilled a large quantity ol in k over
““ Then how do you account for the stain on your fingers ? ** demanded

the papers

He was not long in _ascertaining|
Cosling, the porter, had seen L'racy
wheel out his bicycle very soon after
dinner.

Quelch walked back to the House with
a knitted brow. "Tracy had been out of
gates when that deceptive telephone-call
came! That settled that!

But beyond that, there was, so to
speak, nothing doing. Within an easy
radius of the school, Tracy had the
choice of a score of public telephones,
and it was hopeless to think of investiga-
tion in that direction.

All Mr. Quelch could learn was that
Tracy might have done it—which was
as good as proof to his mind; but not.
of course, proof that he could act upon
to tho extent of calling the young rascal
to account. 4

He returned to Latin proses with a

grim brow. .
_Tracy was at the school on his respon-
sibility. The Head was more than

willing to send him home, but the matte:
was left in Quelch’s hands. Tracy.
knowing that, had set out to make him
tired of keeping him there.

With a cunning bevond his years, he
was, as it were, sniping Que}ch from
cover |

The Remove master knew, or as good
as knew, that Tracy had inked his desk
the previous day. He knew, or as good
as knew, that Tracy had plaved this
trick on the telephone. And for neither
act could he deal with him!

He had to take knock after knock,
while the young rascal launghed in his
sleeve !

It was a peeculiar situation. Never
in his long carcer as a schoolmaster had
Henry Samuel Quelch experienced any-

“thing like it before !
His

was grim as he corrected
those ‘matin proses, and it was barely
(Continued on page 16.)
Tug MicNer Lisraey.—No. 1.602



DROVE HOME ON STEAM-

ROLLER!

Top-Hatted Removite’s Escape

The topper, though not used so extensively as
Greyfriars, is still trotted out on
ceremonial oceasions, Vernon-Smith wore one when
gented the Lower School Sports Section at

formerly at

he re;
the official opening of the mew town
at Courtfield.

After the ceremony, when
through Courtfield on his own, he found
that, the topper had  become
such a phenomenon that the wearer
of it was an object of great interest.
Quite a number of people stared at
him. Several sniggered. One or two
rude boys catcalled after him.

Smithy, we need hardly say, is not
the fellow to be upset by trifles of that
kind. He sauntered down the High
Street with his customary cool self-
assurance, oblivious alike to stares,

sluggers, ‘end catealls,

nly when a Erinmﬁg errand-boy
aimed at him with a pea-shooter and
hit him on the ear did the Bounder
deign to st.e? down off his perch and
take stock of his surroundings. When
that happened, however, he tock swift
action. i

Strolling back to the errand-boy, he
dispossessed him of the pea-shooter
and threw it into the road, where it
was promptly flattened out by a
passing lorry. He then tweaked the
errand-boy’s nose—hard—and calmly
resumed his interrupted walk. =

But the matter did not end there.
The errand-boy, who seemed to be a
popular figure in local circles, whistled
shrilly and was soon surrounded by
half a dozen sympathetic friends.
Before Smithy had p d fifty
yards, he found a threatening erowd of
tough-looking youths at his heels.
Soon after that, they surrounded him.
The biggest and toughest-looking of
the lot peeled off his jacket and started
squaring up to him.

“* Fancy yer chance, mister 7 * was
the question this somewhat unpleasant
specimen asked. ** If yer do, yer can
gimme one back for this!”

* THis ” being a back-hander on
Vernon-Smith's ~ face, the Bounder
thought it up to him to reply in kind.
So he gave youth & tap on the chin

Smithy

playing-ficlds

strolled

that had the unexpected effect of

knocking the youth spinning.

That did ! The entire troop
decided to step im and take summary
vengeance.

Smithy is a useful chap with his
fista, but even Smithy could hardly
hope to lick half a dozen, single-
handed. After a quick think, he
decided that discretion might be the
better part of walour.

As he happened to be outside the
entrance to Chunkley’s Palm Lounge,
he made a dash and songht refuge in
that elegant restaurant, rightly judging
that the tall and muscular eommission-
aire on duty outside
wonld never allow his
grimy assailants  to
follow him.

The commissionaire
duly barred the way
to them, and Smithy
cheerfully went upstairs
to the Palm Lounge
and ordered tea, though,
as a matter of faet,
he had had tea
already, an hour
previously.

All wonld have been
well if the errand-boy 2 =
and his pals had not
decided to wait for Smithy outside the
Palm Lounge. Unfortunately, they
did ; so Smithy had to rack his brains
to think of & way of getting past them.
There was another exit from the
restaurant; but the lads were
naturally up to that dodge and divided
up 8o that both doors were guarded.

The hour was rather late and there
was only just time to get back to the
school before locking-up. Something
had to bo done quickly.

A word to the commissionaire would

have brought a policeman to the rescue.
But S8mithy, of course, couldn’t sink to
the level of calling in the police.

He paid his bill, strolled to an open
french window, and looked out into
the street.

The Courtfield Ilads were still on
guard. An old-fashioned steam-roller
was puffing along towards the Palm
Lounge.

Smithy had a sudden brainwave.

Nipping out on to the balcony, he
coolly climbed over the railings,

poised himself on the ledge till the
steam-roller was directly under the
window, and then jumped !

The steam-roller was one of the old
kind with a broad roof over the

driver's cab. Smithy landed right on
the roof, fell on his hands and knees,
and just managed to cling on, After
he had recovered his breath and balance
he sat down tailor-fashion and mad
himself comfortable.

The steam-roller was making for the
scene of some road repairs that are
going on near the school. The Bounder
thought (he wonld save the bus-fare
and have a free ride to Greyfriars!

—

H. Vernon-Smith’s
Weekly Sports Shorts

It’s the worst of bad form in sport
to crow over one's victories; but I
think Greyfriars men may sallow
themselves the luxury of a subdued
chortle when a particularly notable
win comes their way. Whether it's
allowed - or not, they are chortling
quietly over the result of the High-
cIiﬂ'eﬁJmmgnr yr;:t.eh, which ended u
in a fine Greyfriars victo 5
to 2 on the Higheliffe gmrzng? o
There are two reasons for chortling.

One is that -the confirmed the
opinion I elpressogl:}fm the St. Jim's
match that our Junior team this year
is in the * super ™ class. The other
is that we are now the only team left
in eur section with maximum points.

The three games we have played
have ell been won; and our record
of 9 to our credit against 2 on
bh‘? bit side is particularly good
when you considzr that our opponents
have {een t which Thd 1
expeet to finish somewhere near the
top of the table,

tly | score was Tomlinson of the

If I had the space at my disposal
I might give you an account of the
game which would warm the cockles
of your hearts. As it is, I must con-
tent myself with saying that it was
a gruelling contest, with no quarter
asked for or given for two-thirds of
the game. After that, we found that
we had worn down the Higheliffians’
resistance ; and the score, which was
2—2 up to that point underwent a
rapid alteration when we added 3
smashi oals to our total in the last
twenty minutes.

Courtenay, I might mention, told
me after the game that we had run
them right off their feet and that the
score might well have been 10—2 if
the game had lasted another half-hour,

Providing we don't go stale, we
certainly look like breaking all records
this season,

There was no First Eleven match
this week, but it is worthy of mention
that in a trial game on Big Side Win-
gate scored 6 lles. The goalie
against whom he piled up this im; 't‘lthg
Tomlinson is now contemplating going
back to the forward line !

The Upper Fourth managed to beat
Courtfield Ramblers Third Eleven
by 2 goals to nil; but the rumounr
that Templa has now entered his
team for the English Cup is said to be
without foundation.

There is just sufficient space lelt
to enable me to tell you that Russell
of the Remove beat Dabney of the
Upper Fourth on peints in & 6-round
boxing contest in the 7 The
match was fought to settle a squabble
between the two, who left the gym
afterwards arm-in-arm and on the best
of terms. Gratters to both !

CraurioNsmr TADLE. 1
P.W.D.L. P
1. Greyfriars
2. Bt. Jude’s
3. St. Jim's ..
. Higheliffe.. ..
. Bagshot .. ..
. Rylcombe G. S.
. Rookwood
. Claremont
. Abbotsford
. Redelvifa
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D BY HARRY

October 29th, 1938.

He causedda
en route, and & gas
gates of the whz
as the late st
back just bofor]:t
fully raised his see
mouthed Greyfriss
- The shock of st
ing almost made fe
steam-roller into g
threatened disaste = .=
everything ended =
Bounder was saiee
two minutes befl

e

averted,
happily.

of excitement
more at the
Le stood up,
streaming
p. and grace-
o the open-

iver guide the
h., But the

side the gates
scking.up—and
o |

of activity.

and

The | and

the topper had mm - y! But more attractive still to the crowd

And the Courtiiég =d: aro probably | are the debating and dramatic societies,
wondering how thue- ted quarry | which really come into their own at
managed to do the = g trick ! this season of the year.

Gosling always

one.
of course! ™
“GOURMAND® ("-r

in the soup!

ANSWERS TQ s=RESPONDENTS
“INQUISITIVE " Third).—*“Whyis
of as “erusty 1"
We have put the z-=stion to Dicky
Nugent, who reghe : That's an easy
Because he% =clined to <loaf)

move).—“Wun

Lung dro nto the sauce-
pan and i ing,"

Don’t worry, * == Every-
body else got inta} =:ew about it and
afterwards Wun

L properly landed

in it.

13 going to be a big hit.
it anon !

YOUR EDITOR CALLING

Now that the long winter evenings
are here, indoor recreations are
full swing at Greyfriars. Any evening
vou happen to look round the School
House, yon will find it a buzzing hive

The gym, of course, always attracts
its quota of phyeical culture
AMr. “ Larry ” Lascelles is busy
nearly every evening instructing raw
recruits in the ncoble art of self-defence.

Wibley is produecing a g]ay called
“ Beauty and the Bandit,” which he
has written himself and nearly a
third of the Remove are taking part
If Wib. as a playwrigh
half as good as he is in the role of a
pmduccr, “ Beauty and the Bandit >

More about

As for the Remove Debating Society
—well, words almost fail me when I
attempt to describe the wealth of
oratory that is poured ont at. its
weekly meeting! Tom Redwing and
Mark Linley in particular are making

in

hearted eoward.”

than Linley when it w
fans ;
At least a dozen fellows
before the motion wa

against.

so you'll gather that
hang ve
we still

t is onl
4 Mect you again next

great strides in public speaking this
term and their speeches drew loud
checrs when they opposed each other
in debate this week., The proposition
moved by Redwing, was: “ That a
brave bully is better than a kind-
Redwing
truly eloquent in advoeating the claims
of the brave bully ; but not more so

speak for the kind-hearted eoward.

mesting and the voting shows
close were the argumenta for
12 for and 11 against.

Chess, dranghts, table-tennis,
pentry and literary and artistic work
also make their elaims of Remove men,

heavily on our hands.
nd time for a certain amount
of ragging, just to balance things up!

Harry WHARTON.

PAY UP AND LOOK
PLEASANT!

Tuckshop Dame Demands
Settlement
Dear Mr. Bunter, 8ir,—I am .writing these few

lines in regard to the outstanding account inm the
name of your son, Master William, hoping you

will pavdon the liberty.

beer, ordered on
eneclosed.

waxed

as his turn to| L0 men,
made speeches
3 put to the
how |,
and | into m
ordere

car-

time doe%ft
et ‘
said.
Master William
week, chums !

the Fifth Form passag
storms may bé expecte
in the Games Study.

footer team !

WEATHER FORECAST!
A deep depression is centred over

deeided to demand a place in the Form

to pay for a

e, and violent
d this evening

Coker has just | had ten

not very respectful-like at that.
really, Mrs, Mimble," he said.
you don’t think I haven't enough money
Emltry little order like this,
Mrs. Mimble,” he said ; and he tossed
a ten-pound note over the counter.
Dear Mr. Bunter, Sir, I have never
pounds in my till since L
have run the school shop at Gray-
frinra mnor anything like it. But I
" do not mind opening

. Dear Mr. Bunter, Sir, the account

is for £1/2/7 for ham patties, jam

tarts, eream puffs, dol‘?lmuts and ginger-
y

July 9th last. Bill

Dear Mr. Bunter, Sir, I made it a
rule several terms ago mever to give
Master William credit.
Bocause I always had to complain to
the headmaster before I
Then why did I give him
credit again last term ' Because of a
reason I am going to give you.

On July 9th, dear Sir, your son came
shop in a very great hurry and
thnpgooda ISr - tho
“ Degrie me, Master Bunter,” I said.
“1 hope you have not forgotten that
your account is closed. Cash before
delivery is the only way I do business
with you nowadays, Master Bunter,” I

Because why ?

obtained a

have mentioned.

turned up his nose,
“ Oh,

‘I hope

an ac t for any

Stott burst inta %e Ragz like a
miniature cyclone =(tcr tea, the
other day. .

“ Come and desr, you men ! ™
he yelled. * I'vejmt spotied it
out of my study #ndow ! "

The fellows is th Razx yawned.

tott, who has'lakly beconie an
R.AF. fan, has ieveloped an
annoying habit of nking chaps
out into the que whensver a
Ejl:.ﬂe passes, in gler to “ air™
knowledge.. (lorgive ua for
that one, chaps;: t slipped out
accidentally !)
- “ Can’t you malks it some other
time, old sport 1’ asked Dick
ke. Rake was n the middle
of a game of ches with Ogilvy.
* Aeroplanes sic ten a penny,

anyway ! ” Bulstgde grunt
o o wants to go out to see &
blessed aeroplane 2"

“* But it 1s0’t al aeroplane L
Ehoopet} ?tctb. “It's o balloon
) =

=y 13
“ Well, it's one g (he balloons,
anyway ! " Stott .said. - You

see it Fid
can see i !tkroughiw trees

* Bave it up till £ pril the First,
old man!" urged Tom Brown.
“ You might " one or two
new kids with i th:n.”

* It's true ! 2 Fiott hooted.

SAW BALLOON BARRAGE IN QUAD!

Stott’s Strange Mistake

trees, T tell you—a r.-hm-.king
great balloon, just going up!”

* Go and show it to Bunter,”
grinned Bob Cherry. * He's out
in thi uad now—loocking for his
cap, I fancy !

]l:::’unter, {s a matter of fact,
was sbout the only man in the
quad just at that moment. It
was rather  a dreary, drizzly
autumn evening, and most chaps
preferred to be indoors. DBunter
was out looking for his cap, which
Bolsover had playfully shied in
the air and lost for him earlier
in the day.

Stott red. He wanted to
share his remarksble discovery
with someone more worthy than
Bunter. Bunter, as a fellow-
enthusiast, made no appeal what-
ever to Stott. DBesides, Bunter
was too short-sighted to see
anything more than a few yards
away.

“ You're a lob of footling fat-
heads ! " snorted Stott, “Whether
you believe it or not, there's a
whacking great balloon going u
outside; and I'm jolly well
going out to see it. Blow you! "

And Stott stamped wrathfully
| out-of the .

Several fellows followed him,
in spite of the general scepticism.
Genuine balloons are not seen

“You ecan see itk throngh the

every day of ths weel, and if

in the

there really was one
neighbourhood, it was worth the
trouble of going out of the Rag

to see—especially if it was
connected with tho halloon
barrage scheme for defence
against air raids, as Stott seemed
to think it was.

When the fellows reached the
front door of the School Housé,
they crowded on to the top of the

and peered acrosa to the
misty elms on the other side of
the quad.

“ There it is!™ said Stott.

He pointed excitedly as he

oke, The fellows screwed up
:Eeir eyes and gazed at the spot
he was indicating,.

It was a balloon right enough—
that waa their first idea about it,

yway. You could just see it

* Looke like a balloon all
rn%l;t—,“ gaid Frank Nugent.
“ Probably some distance away,
though.”

But it proved to be quite near
to them. = When they crossed the
quad to invest,igat-a, they re.
ceived a big surprise.

The sup?osed balloon was not
even outside the school wall
Instead, it was half-way up an
elm tree. The mist and bad light
had added the illusion of distance.

As the chaps drew near, they
recognised it.

“ Bunfer ! " they howled.

Yes, dear reader, it was
Bunter ! He was stuck half-way,
in a position from which he
neither dared go up nor down.
He was trembling like the well-
known aspen-leat, end gaspi
and aquoa’icing with - fear. %ng
Stott—quite naturally, of courss
—had mistaken him for a balloon!

It seemed that when Bolsover
had shied Bunter's cap in the air
earlier in the day, it lodged
on one of the branches of the
tree ; and Bunter, failing to get a
volunteer to do the job foe- im,
had gone up for the cap himself.

With the aid of one of Gosling’s
ladders, the erowd rescued Bunter,
together with Bunter’s cap.

After which, Stett returned to
his study a sadder and wiser
man.

We have a faint idea he won't
be in such a hurry to call out a
crowd next iime he spots a
balloon.

Not while

Bunter's about,

an
through the branches of the trees,

anyway !

young gentleman who
carries a ten-pound
note in his poecket.
So I seaid: ** Well,
Master Bunmter, cir-
cumstances alter
cases, I shall bhe
quite pleased to re-
open your aceount
again,” I said. ** And
rou may settle up
ater on.” And I
let him take away
the goods.

Dear Mr. Bunter,
Sir, I have only just
learned that the ten-
pound note Master
William showed me

was not his at all. It
had been drop by
Master Loder. Assoon

as he left my shop
he ran into Master
Loder, who was look-
ing for the note, and
he had to give it up.
And my billlof £1/2]7
gtill’ remains un-
settled.

Dear Mr. Bunter,
Sir, I am writ.ing
with the headmaster’s
permission to ask
you respectfully for
& prompt settlement
of your son's debt.
No offenge meant, of
course.

Hoping for an early
reply, dear Mr.
Bunter, Sir.

Yours respectfully,
JEssIE MDamLE.
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(Continued from page 13.)

possible that he spotted, with & stern
eve. little fanlts in the same which
might at any other time have escaped
his atlention!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Who Was It?
14 ALLO, hallo, hallo!” ejacu-

I—I lated Bob Cherry. “What's

up—->"
“Wharton—"

“What the thump—"

flarry Wharton camo into the Rag,
with an expression on his face that drew
many glances. He was almost pale
with anger.

There was & crowd of fellows in the
Rag after tea. Wharton had been
sent- for to his Form-master’s study,
and he came back with very plain in-
dications in his looks that something
was “up.”

“Tad it bad, old chap?” asked Billy
Bunter, with a sympathetic blink.

The fat Owl coneluded that it had
been a “whopping.”

Harry Wharton did not heed that
question. He stared round the room.

“Is Tracy here?” he rapped.

“Here!” drawled a voice as Tracy
half-rese from an armchair by the fire.
“ Anything wanted 1"

Wharton strode across to him.

“Yon rotter!” he said, between his
teeth. “Was it you telephoned to
Quélch and dished us over the football
match 77 1

Tracy raised his eycbhrows.

“Did anyone telephone to Quelch?”
he asked. “What tﬁe dickens are you
driving at?”

“Smithy! You were going to play
Tracy in the pick-up. Did he play?”
called out the captain of the Remove.

“No,” ena the Bounder.

“Why mnot?”

“1 couldn'§ find him.”

‘“He was out of gates, then?”

“1 suppose he was, as I couldn’t find
him,” grunted the Bounder. *“ What
the dooce docs it matter?”

‘It matters a lot. I guessed that he
was out of gates before you told me.
some cur was out of gales telephoning
to Quelch while you were ragging me
in this room to make me play him
against St. Jude's. I've just had it from
Quelch—that's why he sent for me.”

“Well, what—" asked TFrank
Nugent.
“After we'd washed out the B8t

Jude’s match, Quelch had a call from
St. Jude's—Lunn, asking why we
hadn't come!” said Harry, his voice
trembling with anger. “The first call
was & s There’s no measles ag
St. Jude's, no reason why the match
shouldn’t have been played. The St.
Jude's men were waiting on their

ground, expecting ws, and TLunn
nho‘r}ed to ask why we never turned
=

“wepnr, my hat!"

“ But—="
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“0Oh erumbs1”

“Tho first call was a trick,” went on
Harry. “Somebody used Lunn's name
on the telephone and gave Quelch a
message for e to wash out the match.
Quelch never suspected anything—and,
of course, we didn’t, when we got it
from Quelch, Who played that rotten

trick on us?”

“Oh, scissors!” exclaimed Dob.
‘Mean to say that Lunn was expect-
ing us all ths timo?”

“Exactly that!” .

“By gum!” said the Dounder. Iis
wha stood qnite

“Was it you,

eyes turned on '[racy,
cool and self-possessed.
Tracy "

Gilbert laugned.

“My dear chap, I've been mowhere
near & telephone this afternoon!
went out on my - bike, as I wasn't
wanted in the footer. I've heard sincoe
that Wharton changed his mind ana
was going to put mo in. 1 couldn't be
expected to guess that, could 17" 5

“If you'd gnessed that, you wouldn't
have spoofed Quelch on the telephone
and dished us over the match,” said the
captain of the Remove. “You dished
yourself, as well as us, you worm!”

“How do you know Tracy did it?™

asked Peter Todd.

“Yes, let's hear that,” drawled
Tracy. “1 should be fearfully in-
terested to hear how Wharton knows

these things!”

“Who a?:; would have done it ?” said
Harry Wharton. “Nobody had any
reason for playing such a foul trick,
excepting you. You told me you'd
make me sorry for leaving you out,
You had it in your mind then.”

“You're a thought-reader?” asked
Tracy blandly.

“1 know you did -it!"”

“Well, if you know, it’s no good my
saying anything, is it?” remarked
Tracy, still bland. “PBut don’t youn
think you ought to trot out something
in the way of proof when you accuse
a fellow 7"

Harry Wharton looked at him. He.

felt no more doubt on the subject than
Mr. Queleh did. Still, he had to admit
that there was nothing like proof.
Some person unknown had Put through
that spoof telephone call. e believed
that it was Gilbert—but that was all!

“Does dear old Quelch faney it was
I?” asked Tracy.

“He did not say so, but he must
know,"” answered Harry. “Isn’t it like
ons of your dirty tricks?”

“How nicely you put it?” drawled
Tracy.

“1 say, you fellows, it must have
been that cad, Tracy!” squeaked
Billy Bunter. “Look what he did
yvesterday—’

“It looks like it, Tracy!” said Bob
Cherry. “Nobody else—"

But he broke off. Tracy lad a
motive; and he had had an oppertunity.
But that could not be called proof.

“Didn’t the call come from St
Jude's?" asked Traecy. “Quelch must
have aulpﬁosed that it did.”

“Quelch supposed that it did: but
it couldn’t have,” said Wharton.
“That's rot{”

“I don’t see it.
may have played a
Looks like it, to me.”

“1 suppose that’s possible,” said the
Bounder slowly, his eyes very keenly
on the face of the new junior.

“It may be possible, but it's nos
what has happened,” said Harry
Wharton. “If we had proof of what
you've done, Tracy, you'd get the rag-
ging of your life. a can't touch you
without proof: "

“Thanks 1" yawned Tracy.

“But we know well enongh—at least,

Some fellow there
practical joke.

I do! You reptile! I wish Quelch
would let you have your own way, and
get out of the school. You're not fit
to stay in a decent school!” Harry
Wharton looked round. over the crowd
of Removites. “Now listen to this,
you fellows! You badgered me this
afternoon into agreeing to let that cad
into the eleven. I gave in—and all the
while that rotten worm was playing this
trick on us. If you want it clearer
than that—"

“1It’s not proved,” said Hazeldene.

“It can't be proved, but it's clear
enough. I want to make this plain,”
went on Harry Wharton. “I was a
fool to give in to-day, knowing that
treacherous rotter as I do—and I shan’c
give in again. So long as I'm ekipper
he won't play for the Remove. We
shall fix up another date with 8t. Jude's
—and Tracy will not play.”

Gilbert bit his lip. He had, as
Wharton had said, dished himself, as
well as the others, by his miserable
trickery. But for that, the match
would have been ‘played at St. Jude’s,
and_he would have played in it.

“I mean that,” went on Harry.
“Tracy will never play for the Remove
so long as I'm skipper, and any fellow
who has anything to say on the subject
can save his breath. If you want me
to resign, I'll throw the job up on the
spot. You've only got to say so. But
while I'm skipper that ontsider is
barred from Remove football.”

“If he did it—""said Squiff slowly.

“I know he did, just as if I"'d seen
him at the phone. That's that!”

“Any excuse i3 better than none!”
drawled Tracy. “The long and the
short of it is that you won’t %!ay a man

who ean play your head of If you
couldn’t find this execuse you'd find
another.”

Wharton turned his back on him,
withont answering.

“Won’t you even play me on Satur-
day, against the Third?” asked Tracy
banteringly. “T've heard Tubb say
that he’s going to beat you this time—
you'll want & man who can shoot
goals.” .

Harry Wharton walked out of the
Rag. The juniors were left in a buzz
of excited discussion. Someone had
played a rotten trick, particularly ex-
asperating to the Remove footballers.
But whether it was Tracy or not was a
matter of doubt in most minds. And
the fact that the eaptain of the Remove
was quite decided on the subject made
no difference to that!

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly For Bunter !

i 00K !” murmured Bob Cherry.
The Famous Five grinned as
they looked.

It was morning break, and
in break, Billy Bunter's footsteps led
him, inervitably, to the tuckshop. Had
his celebrated postal order arrived,
Bunter would have headed for the door
of that establishment. It looked as if
it hadn’t, for he was heading for the
window.

In the window could be seen certain
attractive things which, in a happier
financial state, the fat Owl would have
been glad to park within his extensive
circumference. Bunter was going to
feast his eyes, as there was mno other
feasting to be done.

As it happened, Tubb of the Third
was gazing in at that window. His
back, naturally, was turned towards
Bunter, as the fat junior rolled up.
And as soon as he spotted George Tubb.



Dunter appeared to forget the aitrac-
tions of the tuckshop window, and con-
contrated his atteation on the Third
Form fellow. F

lle tiptoed helund Tubb, with great
caution. g

His eyes gleamed through his spec-
tacles, b .

The Famons Five, chserving him,
erinned. Billy Bunter's intention was
rjm];l}-i‘stnkable. He was going to boot
Tubb !

A couple of days ago, Tubb had, under
pretenee of bunking Bunter, left him
hanging on the Form-room window-sill.
Apparenily, Bunter sow saw an oppor-
tunity for repaying Tubb. Booting that
cheeky fag for his cheek in playing ihai
trick on a Remove man was exactly
what Tubb deserved, and Bunter was
going to give him what he so richly
deserved.

But he was cautious about it. :

Tubb, though only a fag in the Third
Form, was a rather hefty youth for his
uge. He had, at least, styled himself,
captain of the Third, The Third Form
liad a foothall team of their very own,
and Tubb skippered it—and they could
Leat, at least, the Second Form.

Third Form football consisted largel
of kick and rush, barge and bawl; an
when they had the distinction of playing
the Remove, the fags were, as the poet
oxpresses it, scattered like deer at the
blast of the hunter’s hornl The Remove
condescended to play them, by way of
practice; and if Tubb ever dreamed cf
a victery, it remained only a dream.
Really, they had no chance, though on
such occasions, the Remove would put
in their second or third rate men to give
the fags a spot of a chance.

But George Tubb, if he was no great
shakes as a Soccer champion, had a very
emphatie punch; and Billy DBunter,
while anxious te give Tubb what he
deserved, was not keen on stopping that
punch.

Had Tubb been aware of Bunter and
his deadly intentions, it was improbable
that Bunter ever would have got away
with the booting. 8o the astute fat Owl
schemed to take him by surprise,

Tubb's attention was fised; he did not
look round. Closer and eloser_tiptoed
Bunter, watched with grinning faces by
Harry Wharton & Co. at a little
distance.® They were wondering, with
considerable ammusernent, whether the
fat Owl would get away with the boot-
ing :
Bunter was directly behind Tubb at
last. 8till the Third Former did not
glance round, remzining unconscious of
Bunter.

Up went Buuter's right foot !

Thud !

It landed—hard! It landed with a
heavy crash!

Tubb, taken quite Ly surprise, pitched
forward, with a lond and startled howl.

“Goal 1” grinned Bob Cherry.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tubb, yelling, spun round.

Had it been Coker of the Fifth, or
some such hefty zemior, whe had booted
him, Tubb would have had to make the
best of it. But it was only Bunter—an
Tubb, as soon as he saw that it was
Bunter, jumped at Bunter |

True, Bunter was a Remove man, and
Tubb was anly in the Third; bus Bunter
was no fighting man, and George Tubb
was—and the truenlent look onrgl‘ubby’s
face made Bunter wich, on the spot,
that he hadn’t booted him, richly as
he deserved it for leaving a fat Owl
hanging on a window-sill,

Tubb rushed forward—Bunter backed
promptly | But Tubb rushed faster than
Bunier backed! A Third Form fist
landed on the widest part of Bunter,
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and the fat Owl tottered and sat down.

“Ow1? he gasped. “Wow! Keep
off, you cheeky heast! Wow I? -
“Get up ! roared He pranced

round Bunter with clenched fists. “Up
you get! I'll teach you to boot me, you
flabby frog!”

“Go it, Bunter 1” roared Johnuny Bull,

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“QOh crikey! I say, you fellows, keep
that checky beast off !’ gasped Bunter.
]‘]‘I say, coilar him, and jolly well bump

im 12

The Famous Five came up, laughing.

Tubb eyed them uncertainly—Billy
Bunter hopefully. Remove men were
bound to stand by a Remove man, in
Bunter's opinion; and he would have

en very glad to see that cheeky little
beast, George Tubb, collared and
bumped on the quad. .

“I say, you fellows, bag him!”
gasped Bunter.  “I say, give him f}pl
Bump him! I say—leggo my collar,
Bob Chérry! Whdrrer you grabbing
my collar for?” :

“ Helping you up ! explained Bob.

“I dow't want to be helped upt I
mean, I've hurt my leg, and can’t get
up! Leggo my collar1”

“PBnt Tubby’s waiting for you—-"

“Let him wait! I nican—leggo, you
beast {” :

“T'll burst him !” roared Tubb, feroei.
ously. “Booting a chap! TI'll give him
booting! You fat funk——"

“Bear a hand, somebody !” said Baob,
“I'm not a steam crane! I can't lift
ten tons!™

“Ha, ha, ha "

Johnny Bull hore a hand.

Between them, Billy Dunter was
heaved to his fect. He did not seem
glad to get to them. With Tubb in that
warlike ~and ferocious mood, sitting
down seemed to suit Bunter beiter.

“Now, then!” roared Tubb.

He rushed to the attack.

Billy Bunier dedged round the
Famous Five. DMore than ever, ke
wished that he hado’t booted Tubb |

But it was too late to wish that now!
Tubb had been bLooted, and 'T'ubb was
on the warpath.

“1 say, you fellows, keep him off |”
yelled Bunter. “I'm net going {o serap
with a sneaking fag!” ,

. “Ain’t you?” roared Tubb. “You'll
jolly well see! You fellows gerrout of

the way! I'll burst him all over the
quad 1"
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous

Five, as Bunter circled rapidly round
them, and Tubb eircled in pursuit.,

“Hold on, Bunter!”

“Mop him up, old fat man {”

But Billy Bunter was not thinking of
mopping up Tubb of the Third. He was
only thinking of keeping somehow out of
the reach of that fierce amd ferocious
fag! He flew.

He cut across the quad almost like an
arrow from a bow. After him cut Tubb,
raging. The keener Bunter was to avoid
conflict, the keener George Tubb was to
get on with it

It was frightfully undignified for a
Remove man to flee with a fag in pur-

4 suit; but Bunter, at the moment, was

nat bothering about dignity.
filled his fat-ithoughtas,

IIo headed for the House—hut Paget
and Bolsover minor of the Third cut
into his way to stop him; and Bunter
had to dodgn away from the doer. Then
he headed for the windows of Mastery’
Studies. ?uclch was in his stady—and
under Quelch’s window, éven the feroci-

Escape

ous Tubb could hardly ecarmy on
Lostilities.
Gasping for hreath,  the fat Owl

leaned on the wall under Mr. Quelch’s
window, and blinked round at Twnbb.
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Tubb of the Third came to a/halt.’ He
could ece that Quelch was. in his study,
and punching Bunter under his Form-
master’s eyes was too-risky, e waited
for Bunter to shift. -

Nothing would have induced Banter
to shift from that safe spot. e stayed
wherd. he was, .gaspm?.- Ry 5

Tubb watched him from a liitle dis-
tance. - Bunter had to_ shift when the
bell went for third schoal, ‘and Tubb
was going to wait for the bell! Then
he was going to-get Bunter on his way
to the Form-room. Bunter was going to
learn, beyond the possibility of doubt,
that he could not t the captain of
the Third with impunity !

Clang, clan

It was the bell !

Fellows headed for the Iorm-rooms—
with the exception of Billy Bunter!
Quelch was very severe on unpunctu-
ality; but Bunter had to rizk being late
for class. :

Luckily for him, Tubb did not-want io
be late for Mr. Wiggins. When the
hell ceased to ring, he shook a fist at the
fat Owl.

“Vou wait till after class!” he ecalled
ont, with deadly significance. And he
ctit off, to rush in atter the Third.

Then, and not till then, Billy Bunier
got a move on, .

He rolled into the House, and arrived
at the MRemove Form Room—three
minutes late | ose  three minutes
carned him fifty lines from Mr. Quelch,

But fifty lines did not worry Bunter
so much as the prospect of meeting Tubb
after class! : i

That worried him very much. More
than ever did Billy Bunter repent of
having seized that golden epportunity
of booting Tubk | But repentance came,
as it so often does, too late to be of any
use; and during third school that morn-
ing, Bi]lﬂr Bunter gave much less atten-
tion to his Form-master than to what
awaited him when the Remove came out
again.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Hot Words !
i“ BOUT 8t. Jude's—* zaid
Vernon-Smith.
*Next Wednesday !

answered Harry Wharton.
“It's fixed, theni”
“Yes; Nugent’s been over to sce
them-about 1t! They've got a vacant
date next Wednesday, and so have we;
go that’s all right!” said the captain
of the Remove. i
Smithy was aware that-Nugent, who
was secrctary of the Remaove football
club, had gone over to 8t. Jude’s after
class, He had seen him eome in and
speak to Wharton in the quad, so he
came along to inquire. the result. Now
that he knew that the match was to be
played the following week, another
matter came uppermost in his inind,
and he went on:
“Now about Tracy—" .
Harry Wharton interrupted him
without ceremony : _
“You heard what I said in the Rag
vesterday, Smithy! Nothing about
Tracy ! Don't talk that
treacherous cad to me!” h
1ty

about
“That means that he's out of
then 1?

“T've- said so0.” i

“ Are you a giddy digtator, or what ("
inquired the Bounder sareastically.
“QOr are you descended from that old
sportsman who spoke as one having
authority, saying: ‘Do this’—and he
doeth it7”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“Put it how you like, Smithy! I
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believe you know as well as I do that
Tracy played that trick on the phone.
You're no fooll”

“Not fool enough to leave out the
best footballer that ever <kicked a

Soccer ball, f 1 wera skipper!” said-

the Bounder tartly.

“Youre not ekipper!” Wharion
pointed out. :

“And you mayn't stay skipper long,
if vou take this line! We've no- use
for dictators in the Remove, as I've
told you before.”

“If the other fellows say the same,
T'm ready to step down. I've said so,
and 1 mean it. So long as I captain
the Remove, Tracy is left out!”

“You want to be licked at St
Jude's?”

“We've won matches before Tracy
came to Greyfriars. We sghall win
them again afte. he’s left—if he gets
away with his stunt of feeding Quelch
up till he turns him-:out. We're not
depending on a new man in the Form
that I know of.” .

“That’s all very well!” said Vernon-
Smith savagely. “But you know as
well as I do that with Tracy in tha
team St Jude's won't have an
earthly !”

“I don’t know it!” answered Whar-
ton coolly. . “Goals may be bagged
from penalty kicks, and if there is foul

lay—" :
p“bh, cut that out—we've had all
that! You ecan't prove anything
against the fellow, and he can walk all
over St. Jude’s. I want to win_ the
game, if you don’t 1" mapged Smithy.

Harry Wharton looke at the
Bounder very kee‘nlg. ; :

“What are you driving at exactly,
Smithy ?” he asked quietly. *“We've
got a good team—as good as Bt. Jude's
—we've got at least equal chances, and
if we're beaten, one side has to lose,
anyhow. We ghall _got & good game,
and that's the chief thing. Why are
you so jolly keen on making a dead
cert of a win? Have you got some of
vour _ putrid bets on the game, or
what?”

8mithy coloured.

“8o that's it!” exclaimed Wharton
angrily and scornfully. “I'm to play
a fellow who may disgrace us by play-
ing foul, and who may let us down—
so that you can win a bet you've made
with some gambling blackguard!”
© “That's not alll” muttered the
Bounder. “I've a bet on it with
Angel of the' Fourth—I don’'t mind
admitting that. But a good man
nﬂghlt not to be left out—and I stick to
that!”

“Then you'd better wash out your
bet with Angel of the Fourth, if it
depends on Tracy playing for the
Remove |” 4o said. “He won’t play!
You ought to be jolly well ashamed of
vourself, Smithy 1”

“Go 1t!1” sneered the Bounder. “I
like your seventhly manner!”

“0Oh, chuck it—you make me feel
sick 1” snal;})epad arton.

“You'll hear from other fellows, as
well as from me, if you stick to keep-
ing Tracy outl”

““Are you going to tell them that

we're to arrange football matters so

that you can win your filthy bets on
the matches?” exclaimed Harry.
“How many of them would back you
up in that? You're the' only man in
the team who would do such a rotten

thing, Smithy I'm willing to put it

to the vote, whether Remove football is
to be run as a gambling proposition.
Ara you?”
“Oh, den’'t be a fool!” snapped
Yernon-Smith, his face erimson. — “1
Tue Macser Lisrary.—No. 1,602.
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don’t care a bean about winning a
quid from Aubrey Angel; bui—"
“But you want a dead cert for your
dirty quid, all the same. And nothing
elso matters. Well, get Angel to bet
on the Third on Saturday, if yon can—
then you'll have your dead cert!” said
Wharton scornfully. “We shall walk
over the Third—without Tracy’s help!
There’s o dead cert for you!”

“Oh, shut up!” said Vernon-S8Smith
savagely, and he turned and stalked
away, with a knitted brow.

He went into the House, and Tom
Redwing met him on the Remove
landing. Ile was waiting for Smithy
to come in to {ea.

“ Anything up, Smithy1” he asked,
as he glanced at the Dounder’s scowl-
ing face.

“That fool Wharton—"
Smithy.

“Js he a fool?” asked Tom quietly.

snapped

“Yes—a silly, obstinate fool! 1le's
sticking to it that that new man,
Tracy, is to be barred from Remove
football.”

“1 shouldn’t call him a fool for
that! I shouldn't ﬁlav Tracy, if I
were skipper,” said edwing.

“Then you're a fool, too!l”

“Thanks!” said Tom, and he went
down the stairs.

In Smithy’s present mood, he pre-
ferred to keep clear of the study.

Vernon-8Smith scowled after him end
tramped on to Study No. 4 in the
Remove. e fling open the door with
a crash, and there was a startled
squeak 1n the study.

“Oh erikey! Keep out of here, you
beast 1"

The Bounder stared at Billy Bunter.

He had not expected to find that fat
vouth in his study, and certainly was
not glad to sece him there. And cer-
tainly he had not é: ted Bunter to
tell him to keep out of his own study.

“Oh! Yon!” exclaimed Bunter,
blinking at him. “I thought it was
that young ecad ‘Tubb after me
again—"

“Get. out, youn fat fool!"” snapped the
ounder. :
“I—1 say, Smithy, mind if 1 stick

here for & bit?” asked DBunter.
“That young brute Tubb may lock in
my study—"

“You fat funk!”

“I'm not afraid of him, of course!”
said Bunter. “I hope I'm not the
man to funk a fa%! That's rot! But
the—the fact is—

“Are you getiing out?”

“I—TI'll stay to tea, if you like,
Smithy 1” suggested Bunter. “What
about me tea-ing here to-day, and you
come fo tea in my study to-morrow?
I'm standing rather a spread in Study
No. 7 to-morrow, old chap—I'm ex-
pecting & postal order—"

“Get outl”

#JI—I say, kid, did yon ses Tubb
enywhere about—Skinner said he was
coming up here?! I—I'm not funking
the cheeky little beast, of course, but
I'd rather not see him at present. You
—you see—— I—I say, Bmithy, keep
off, you beast! If you kick me,
I'll— Wow, wow! Stoppit! Oh
crikey I” .

Billy Bunter left the Bounder’s study
in quite a hurry. Smithy was not in
a good temper—and certainly not in
the mood to be bothered by the fat
and fatuous Owl. He got in three—
before the Owl of the Remove dodged
out And Billy Bunter fled, yelling,
along the Remove passage. And
Bmithy, with an angry grunt, slammed
the door after him.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Tracy's Latest !
& H  crikey!” gasped Billy
Bunter.
He came {0 a sudden halt
on the Remove landing.
. Below, on the staircase, a head came
into view.

Bunter knew that shock head. Tt
belonged to George Tubb, of the Third
Form,

Tubb was coming up to the Remove!

Skinner had told Bunter that Tubb
was in the offing, but the fat Owl had
not been sare whether that was not

one of Skinner's little jokes. Still, he
had adopted “safety-first” as his
motto, and taken refuge in the

Bounder’s study. Driven out of that
refuge by the disgruntled Bounder, he
sighted Tubb ecoming up the staircase
—and he could not doubt that the fag,
whom he had so unwisely booted, was
after him.

He halted—and backed!

It was useless to dodge into his own
study—Tubb, if he was after him,
would look there first. He dodged into
the first study in the passage and.shut
the door quickly.

Study No. 1 belonged to Wharton,
Nugent, and the new fellow Tracy!
Tubb was not likely to look in therc.
If he did, Bunter had to hunt cover.
For although Bunter was not going to
admit, even to himself, that he
funked an encounter with ,a Third
¥Form fag, he was undoubtedly very
unwilling to meet George Tubb.

But he was all right in Wharton’s
study. Tubb could not remain long in
the Remove quarters—any Remove
man, excepting Bunter, would kick
him out if he was seen hanging about
there. Bunter had only to wait!

He heard Tubb come up the passage
from the landing. If the young ruf-
fian went direct to Study No. 7 to look
for Bunter, it was all right. B8till, he
might look into other studies as he
passed—most of the Remove not
having yet come up to tea.

Bunter resolved not to take chances.
Ever since break that morning Billy
Bunter had been leading a rather
hunted life, and he was as anxious as
ever not to be run to earth.

He backed the study armchair to-
wards the wall, and stood behind it,
ready to pop down out of sight if Tubb
looked in.

A minute later he was very glad
that he had taken that precaution.
The door opened, and Bunter popped
down behind the high back of the arm-
chair, with the swiftness of a jack-in-
the-box.

“Not here!” he heard a
knew that it was Tubb.

After that, Bunter naturally expected
the fag to pass on. Instead of which,
Tubb of the Third came into the study.

The fat Owl palpitated behind the
armchair. To his horror, Tubb came
straight across to that armchair.

Bunter gave himself up for lost—
or, rather, found!

But, to his relief and astonishment,
Tubb did not shift the armchair and
reveal him. Tunbb sat down in the
chair. He had apparen walked
across to it with that intention.

It was a relicf, but a puzzle. Why
a fag of the Third had come to sit
down in Wharton's study was quite
mysterious. Obviously he was not,
after all, afler Bunter. The remark
he had made as he stepped in could
not have referred to Bunter.

He had_expected to see some other
fellow. The other fellow not. being
there, Tubb was waiting for him,

grunt, and



Wharlan or Nugent, about the foot-
Lall match on Saturday, perhaps.

Bunter was glad to be undiscovered.
[la had to remain - undiscavered, or
pay the penalty for that booting out-
side tho tuckshop in break.

That was easy enough, zs clearly
Jeorge Tubb had po idea that anyone
but himself was in the reom.

Still, if he was waiting for Wharton
or Nugent, he was likely to have to
wait a long time. Bunter knew,
whether Tubb did or not, that they
were tea-ing that day in Bob Cherry’s
study, No. 13, up the passage. So they
were not likely to come to the study
at all

But five or eix minutes later there
was another step in the deorway, and
a junior came in and shut the door
after him.

Whether it was Wharion or Nugent,
Dunter could riot ece; but he supposed
it was one or the other, mot thinking
of Traey. ‘Then he heard the voice
of the new junior. ;

§ Oh, you're here, Tubb!”

“Waiting for- you !’ grunted Tubb.
“You asked me to come up here to
speak to you after class, and here I

i ]

am. You've kept me waiting:

“Borry. A few minules ”
~ “Well, what's it about?” asked
Tubb. “DBlessed if I know what yau've

got to jaw to me ahout, Tracy!”

Tubb was puzzled, and so was
Bunter, behind the armchair. What
(he new mwan in the Remove could
have to jaw sbout to the Third Form
fellow was quite a mystery to Bunter.

“It's about the football,’! said
Tracy. )

“The match cn Saturdayi” asked
Tabb. “Wel!, what about it? You
playing 1

“Oh, no! Wharion doesn’t want me
in his eleven, even for a match with
the Third,’? said Tracy, with a sneer.
“I ecan play his head off, and he
doesn’t want his nose put out of joint.”

Tubb laughed.

“1 know you can play,” he said. “I
saw you in the game with the Shell.
You took all the goals for the Remove.
I heard that you fouled a Shell man,
and your skipper's dropped you for
that reasan.”

“That was the excuse,” said Tracy.
“The Shell were beaten by three goals
to two. I took the three, and the
two were taken after I left the field.”

“T know. You can play footer. I've
licard some of the seniors talking
whont it,” eaid Tubb, *“But whai's it
ot to do with mei”

“Think you wiil heat the Remove on
S:Ltt{{daj'?” i : ;

“We're jolly well going to tryl”
said Tubb stoutly. “I don’t see why
we shouldn’t pull it off—especially if
vou ain't playing for them, Tracy. Of
course, they’re an older Form, and
higger, and we haven’t a big chance.
still we're jolly well going to try
hard.™-

“Cgod man |” eaid Tracy.

“They don’t go all out in the game
with us, either,” went en Tubb. *The
big men stand gut—chaps like Cherry
and Field and Brown. I know we've
no chance against their strongest team.
3ut I don’t see why we shouldn’t beat
a sccond-rate lot. We're going to try.”

“Like some helpi”’

“Eht Hew do you meani”

“Y mean that I'm out of Remove
football, and I'd like a game if I can
ret one. You can play a man outside
your Form, if you like. Play me.”

Tubb stared at him. Billy Bunter
behind the armechair, almost squeake

“But
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in surprise. So this

This was his “latest,”
taid Tubb, at last.
do “you mean" that, Tracy?

“Well, by gum!”
“I say,
Pulling my le

“Not ai all,” =said
sccn me play, and

man in the Remove. T
for leaving me out.
1'd be glad to play

ging Wharton
want a game, and
for the Third.”

“ Against your own

Tubb.

“That's nothing, as I'm turned out

of the Form team.
were
would lend you one.

“That's s0,” agreed Tubb.

Ile sat and stared at the new Re-
movite. His eyes were gleaming. All
the Lower School at Greyfriars knew
of Tracy's wonderful, almost »meanuy,

prowess at the
great game of Soec-
cer. He was &

‘prize-packét for any

team
The fact that his
own skipper had

no use for him
looked, to many
fellows, as if his

skipper was a_fat-
head Of the righis
and wrongs of the
matter, fellows
naturally kne w
little, outside the
Remove, and even
in the Remove the
majority of fellows
were against Whar-
ton’s decision. So
that did not count
very much against
Traey. 5

“By gum!” said
Georgo Tubb.

Tubb wanted to
beat the [Remove.
A victory -at foot-
ball over the Re-
move meant fade-
less g!orfv for the
fag ootballers.
There was _litile
that th e ambitious
Tubb would not
have given to' send
the Remove
pallers defeated off
the field. i

This was & glori-
ous chance. 'True,
a Third Form vic-
tory with a Re-
move recruit in the
ranks would not be

the viectory, -pure
and simple, that
Tubb would have

liked. Siill, it would
be a victory. Third
Form fellows would
be able to say:
«The other day, you
know, when  we
beab tho Re-
move—"

“Py gum!”
peated Tubb.

“Like the idea?”
asked Tracy.

“[f you mean it,
1 jolly well dol”
said Tubb.- “I
don’t see why we
shouldn’t play a
Remove man, if his
own side don’t want
him. Wharton’s gat
first_ choice, and if
he  won't have

¥ ou——"

re-

short of & man,
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“Thai's definite!”

“Well, he can’t expect you to hang
about with your hands-in your pockets,
while other - fellows : are playing
Soccer,”” argued Tubb. *If you can’t
get a game in your-own Form, yon've
a right to look outside for one.. Where
do you want to play?” )
“Centre-forward—but. anywhere you
like. You're skipper.” L

Tubb smiled with gratification.

The acknowledgment of his power
and authority was quite proper, of
course, as he was captain.of the Third.
Still, it camo very agreeably from a
Remove man with such a remarkable
reputation as a footballer.  Tracy,
among the fags, was. rather like a
whale. among the minnows, and Tubb
rather expected him to put on airs.

Gilbert, as a matter of fact, ~vas the

(Continued on next page.)

was Tracy’s game.

Gilbert. “You've
you can ask any
They're all rsgi

Form 1" said

Desides, if you
the Remove
Nothing in that.”

r kite. . .

foot-.

Erects your Meecano’. . .
Orills you.

AL
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fcllow to put on aws. But he was
playing a very careful game now. It
was true that he was keen on getting
a game—any game—and that much
was to his credit. But his chicf object
was t¢ humiliate the Remove by a de-
feat at the hands of a mob of fags,
and to show his own Form that they
could not do without him. So he was
very, very careful to keep on the right
side of George Tubb. .

“(Centre-forward, if you like,” said
Tubb, “I'll shift along and make
room for you. I'm not going to pre-
tend that you won’'t be the backbone
of the team, Tracy, if you play for
us. You will I i

“0Oh, I don’t know abont that,” said
Tracy. :
and you're a good man. And young
Paget is I'm not thinking of
taking anything out of your hands.
Just play me if you choose, and where
vou choose, the same as if I was in
the Third. And keep iy dark till the
match comes off.”

“You're going to play, you bet!”
said Tubb, as he rose from the arm-
chair. “And if we don’t beat the Re-
move this time, you can use my head
for a Soccer ball. 1 can tell you, all
the men will jump at it when I tell

them. When I stick up my list, yon
can bet that G. Tracy will be in it
What-ho!”

Tubb left the study with a cheery
grin on his face. .

Billy Bunter heard Gilbert Tracy
chuckle after he was gone; then the
new junior sat in the armchair to smoke
a cigarette, After that, however,
W'racy also left the study, and the fat
Owl was free to emerge at last from
his cover.

Ilc grinned as he emerged.

There was now a rod in pickle for
the Remove, when they met the Third
on the football field on Saturday after-
nooa—juite & startling surprise in
store for them. So far, none knew it—
rone but Bunter, Bunter liked to be
the first man with the news, and this
time there was no_ doubt that he was
in exclusive possession of quite a thrill-
ing item.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Discouraging A Sportsman !
¢ (N UPPOSE—-" siid Billy Bunter.
Peter Todd looked at him
across the study table.
“ Suppose what, fathead?” he
inquired.

1 mean, suppose—"" i

% Suppose you leave some éf the jam
for other fellows?” asked Peter.. “Is
that what you were supposing?”

“Qh, really, Toddy! If you're going
to be mean about the jam——"
~ “Not at all; you've left none for me
to be mean about. Where's the
marmalade ?”

“I say, suppose—"

“And I say—where’s the marma-
lade ?”

“How should I know where the
marmalade 1s, Toddy?” asked Bunter
irritably. “You laid the table for tea.
1 haven't seen it. I certainly never ate
it while you were making the toast, and
1 never had the biscuits with it, either.
Perhaps you left it in the cupboard.
Better look [”

Peter Todd did not seem to think
that he had better look in the cupboard;
he :{ool.'ed at Bunter with a very fixed
look. :

‘_‘fou guzzling - gormandizer—-" he
sai

“1.say, nmever mind the marmalade,

T'ue Maexer Lisranry.—No. 1,602,

“I've scen-you playing, Tubb,

THE MAGNET

Toddy; I can manage with the jam.
There isn't enough really, but I pever
was greedy. I say, suppose—"
Bunter disposed of tke last scrape of
jam from the pot, drew a sticky sleeve
across a sticky mouth, and blinked at
his study-mate through his big
spectacles. “1I eay, old chap, suppose a
fellow knew that the Third had a jolly
good chanee of beating the Remove on
Saturday——"

“Eh?’ Deter stared and forgot the
marmalade at that surprising sugges-
tion. “Wharton isn't going to put you
in to play for the Remove, is he 1”

“ Yo__'___'}!

“Well, then, the Third won't have an

earthly. What are you driving at,
fathead 7”
“Beast! 1 mean, suppose & chap

knew,” said Bunter. “Suppose a chap
heard a chap talking to another chap—
quite by accident, of course—— I'm not
the fellow to listen behind an armchair,
as you know, Toddy—"

“(0Oh, my hat!”

“ Still, suppose & chap heard a chap,
and a chap knew that a chap was fixing
it up with another chap to play for a
chap—"

“What a lot of chaps!"” said Peter.
“A wholo chapter of chaps! Do you
happen to mean anything, or are you
talking out of the back of your neck—
as per usual?”’

“Well, I mean, I'm not the fellow to
bet on a football match as a rule,” said
Bunter. “It's pretty putrid. Sull, just
once in a way a fellow might. I mean,
suppose a fellow knew—"

“Let me catch you betting on the
matches | said Toddy. “I'll warm you!
Smithy's the only man in the Remove
who does that kind of thing, except
Skinner sometimes. And if either of
them belonged to this study I'd give 'em
something to cure all that.”

“1 shall do as I jolly well like, of
course !” said Bunter, with dignity.
“But, I say, Peter, suppose a fellow
knew that there was a juﬁy good chance
of backing the winner at fearfully long
odds—what? Not the sort of thing I'd
do as a rule; but when a fellow
knows——" )

“You howling ass!” said Peter Todd,
staring at him. *Nobody here would
take a bet on the Remove against the
Third; everybody knows that we shall
walk ‘'over the fags at fo?tb 1. Nobody
would put a penny on the Third against
a quid. He would lose the penny, with-
out a chance of the quid. Wﬂat are
yon grinning at, you fat chump?”

“He, he, he! I wasn’t thinking of
backing the Remove, Peter! What
about backing the Third at long odds?
Smithy would take it on. Smithy will
lay bets on anything from a football
match to a fellow's chance in an exam.
e would give me ten to one on the
Remove.”

“Ten thousand to one would be nearer
the mark,” said Peter. *“What do you
mean, blitherer 7"

f: We.l’l. supposec the Third pull it
off—*

“They can't—and won’t 1" :

“They might!” grinned Bunter.
“You see, I'm in the secret——"
~“What secret 7"

“0Oh, nothing! I'm not telling you
anything!l I mean to say, there's
nothing to tell!” amended Bunter
hastily.  “If there was, of course, I'd
tell you at once—you being a pal, Peter.
But there isn’t. I never heard Tubb of
the Third talking to anybody—in fact,
I wasn't behind the armchair at the
time.”

“Ye gods!” siid Peter,

“8till, suppose Tubb liad a new map

ood man!” =ad
make a lot of

in his team—a jolly
Bunter. *“That woul
difference, Peter.”

“Not a fearful lot, unless he was some
wonderful man like Tracy,” answered
Peter. “And there’s only one Tracy
here that I know of. What the dickens
are you grinning at now, you fai
lmase i

“QOh, nothing! But, I say, suppose 1
offered Smithy a bet on the Thirdp—don’t
you think be’d jump at it at long
odds 1"’

“Hardly, as you haven't any money
to pay up.”

“Well, I'm ecxpecting a postal order
before Saturday——" 24

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Blessed if 1 see anyihing to cackle
et! I'm practically certain of that
postal order, as it's from one of my
titled relations. 8till, if it dido’t come,
you'd lend me a pound, wouldn't you,
Peter 1"

“Tll lend you =&
pleasure—"

“Q0h, good1”

“If you can get
shilling—"

ffEh?"

“And leave twelve pence change ! Not
otherwise !

“You silly ass!’” roared Bunter. “I—
I mean, look here, dear old chap, if
you've got a bob, lend me the bob.
Smithy will give ten to one, and that
will be half-aquid if I win—I mean,
when I win! And I'll stand a spread in
the study with Smithy’s ten bob, Peter.”

Peter Todd gazed blankly at his fat
study-mate.

What had put it into Bunter's fat
head that Tubb & Co. might beat the
Remove at Soccer he could not guess,

It was true that the Remove would
play a second-rate team against the
Third; but any Remove team could
walk all over Tubb & Co., and the fags
had not the dim shadow of a ghost of a
chance.

Bunter did not know a lot about foot-
ball, but even Bunter knew that. Even
with Bunter himself in the team, the
Remove conld hardly have been beaten
by the Third. And there would not, of
tonrse, be such duds as Bunter playing.

S0 all this was quite mysterious to
Toddy.

_ Only one thing was clear—that Billy
Bunter was considering following the
Bounder’s bad example of making bets
on the.matches, Peter was prepared io
cledr that idea out of Bunter's fat head
at once and without delay.

He looked in the study cupboard for
a cricket stump. If Bunter needed
bringing up in the way he should go,
Peter was ready to lay on the ericket
stump to any extent required.

1 mean to say, it's like a tip straight
from the horse’s mouth,” went on
Bunter. “I fancy the Third will win.
Anyhow, it's worth risking a bob at
long odds. The diffienlty is that 1
haven't a bob.”

“There’s another difliculiy,”
Peter.

“What's that?” asked Bunter.

“One Bounder in the Remove is one
too many. We're not going to start
another in this study.” Peter spotted
a cricket stump, rose to his feet, and

pound with

it out of a

gaid

reached for it. “Now, stand up,
Bunter 1”
“Eh? What for?”

“How can I whop yoy while you're
sitting down? Talk sensé|”
“ Look here, you beast—"

“ Are you getting up "’
“Beast! 1 say, Toddy——""
“Will you get-off-that chair ¥’



“No!™ roared ]'hmter.
“T'll help you.”
“Look here, you interfering beast—

Yareoooh !” roared Bunier, as Peter
grasped the back of the chair and
tipped 1t.

Bunter got off in quite a hurry, land-
ing on his fat hands and knees.

Thus he was favourably placed for
Peter's purpose. The cricket stump
went up and eame down.

Whack !

“Yoo-hoop !"” roared Bunter.

“&till thinking of backing your fancy
on Remove matches 7 asked Peter,

“Ow! Yes, you beast! Wow [”

Whack |

“ Yaroooop |”

Bunter bounded up and bounded to
the door, but a grasp closed on his collar
before he reached it; then the cricket
stump smote for the third time.

Whack !

“ 0w 1" roarcd Bunter. “Wow!"”

“Backing your faney, old fat man?”
grinned Peter.

“Ow! Yes

Whack ! .

EVERY SATURDAY

yelled Bunter.
Ow}

Ik

"I‘:I n!mn{l. 0'” i
eggo was jig-jug-joking !
Leggu, you beast! Varoooh!
ain’t domg anything of the sort, Peter |”

“Sure?” asked Peter. “1 don’t niind
giving you a few more now I've started.
In fact, I'm just getting my hand in1*

“Ow! Will you leggoi®”

“Quite dropped the idea?”
Peter.

“Ow! Yes! Wow! VYes! Beast!”

“That's all right then! Leave it
dropped—if you pick it up again, look
out ?r the cricket stump! We don’t
encourage sportsmen in this studyl”

rinmed Peter. “You can leave t¥|

ind of thing to Smithy until he qets
sacked for it ! Let me catch you making
bets on the matches, you fat frog, and
T'll give you a dozen like that——"

Whack !

“Yaroooh !I”

Bunter shot into the passage. Peter
put back the cricket stump, grinning.
He felt it his duty to discourage the fat
gportsman, and he had done his duty,
with a rather heavy hand!

Bunter, as he rolled away squeaking,

asked

2

.would have been satisfied with a much
'ess doubtful study-mate.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter On The Make!

MITHY, old chap—"
“Buzz off I” said the Bounder
tersely.
“J wanted to ask you——7">

“Ask Mauly—he's soft!” said the
Bounder sarcastically.

Billy Bunter gave Herbert Vernon
Smith an indignant blink. He had found
Smithy in the Rag, after tea, and nc
sooner had he opened his mouth, than
Smithy jumped to the conclusion that
he wanted to borrow something.

The way fellows jumped to that con-
clusion, when Bunter addressed them,
was very irritating to Bunter! He did
gmt know why they did it! But they

id !

“Jf you think I want to borrow
anything of you, Herbert Vernon-

(Continued on next page.)
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262 READERS WIN FRee FOOTBALLS

for Collecting “'Footer-Stamps'’!

It goes without saying that there was a fine
entry for the first “ Footer-Stamps " (end-of-
J\ st) Prizegiving, amd we mngmbu]ate

deu on the many good scores of
m:l 8,

Actual winning scores proved to be all thosd
of M4 “goals™ and eover, and their senders’
namies are given here. A Prize Football was
sent off pmmpt}: to eac.h ol these winners,

At the hmu oL ing to prees, we are get-
ting ready end-o[ tember Prize-
giving, and t!la& hst. of winnm will be given
in_our earliest

First Contest J ABBOT, ‘ﬂarmw.
E. ALBUTT, Hammersmith, W.6; A. ALGER,
Dagenham, PETER ALLEN ; ROY
ANNIS, W. Ealing; D. ANSELL, Wembiey;
GFORGE AR!(CIR ¥ Hnnmck: FRED A8

m&o ATKINS, Brighton;
D, ﬁeckham Rye.O'SI:.l

50N BARER, ton; BALL, Pat-
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Hafod; = ROBERT
ROBERT BREW WER
LEY, Excter; A, BRI
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BROOKE, Sapderstead: G. BROW)
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BUDGEI'T, Edinburgh; R. J.” BU
Melford; JOHN BUTCHE
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Iﬂnﬁf’
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‘LAY, Ormeau; EY FISHER, Lr.
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E
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HOWE. Sheffield, &; W. H'URHELI.. Horn-

church.
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ANDREW JOHNBON. Em te, N.G; IAR’
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Smith——" -said the fat Owl, with &
great deal of dignity.

“Don’t yout”

““No!” hooted" Bunter,

“Then what are you bothering me for,
vou-fat-ass? - Roll off, anyhow 12

*“The fact is, Mauly has lent me half-
a-crown I” said Bunter. “I never men-
tioned what it was for—he, he, he!
Mauly can trust a fellow, Smithy.”

{e can trust you not to let him see
his hal-crown again!” agreed Smithy.
“ Anybody could trust you to that ex-
tent.”

“Beast] I mean, look here, old chap.
I wanted to ask you about the footer!
You know all aboat it, you know.” said
Dunter.

““What about the footer, ass?” asked
Vernon-Smith, staring. That was not a
topic that usually interested Bunter.

Bunter’s interest in Soccer was chiefly
confined to dodging compulsory practice,
as often as he co'ufd.

“I mean about the match on Satur-
day?” said Bunter. “Think the Third
have any chance of pulling it off 7"

“Of course not I”

“I mean to say, a lot of the men are
standing out,” said Bunter. ¢ Hazel's
gnin% to keep goal, I hear, instead of
Squiff, and "Bull and Linley won't be
backs, and Bob Cherry's out, and I
expect you will be—"

“Catch me playing the Third 1” said
Smithy disdainfully. “It’s all right. for
practice, but it's not footer. But what
are you bothering about it for, fat-
head?”

“Well T wanted to know what you
thought,” said Bunter astutely. *“You
d?En:t think the Third might pull it
off 1

“I know they couldn’t.”

“ Suppose a chap offered to back the
Third, would you take him on?”

“Like a shot!” said the Bounder,
Iaughin%; “I'd give any man ten to
one, if he was fool enough to put his
money on Tubb’s scrubby gang !

“I'll take you!” said Buner.

“What ?”

“I say, Skinner, you hold the stakes,
will you?” went on the fat Owl, blinking
round at Harold Skinner.

Skinner stared at him,

. “Mauly’s half-crown burning a hole
in your pocket?” he asked.

“Oh, really, Skinner——"

“Is the fat ass potty?” asked the
Bounder in wonder. “What on earth's
put it into your silly head that “that

mob of fags might beat the Remove on
Saturday, Bunter?”
“Well, I'm taking a chance, you

know, like a sportsman!” explained

Bunter. “I haven’t heard somet.hin'g
that the other fellows haven't
b
“« 6y

“Nothing of that kind, you know!
I’m simply taking a chance in a sporting

‘way,” said the fat Owl. “I think the

Third may pull it off, so why shouldn’t
I back my fanecy?”
“You know they can't!” said

Skinner, staring at the fat Owl. “They
won't pot the pill onee, and they'll be
beaten by as many goals as the Remove
choose to pile up! You know it as well
as I do. So what are you getting at?"

“Money talks1” saitf Bunter calmly.

He produced a half-crown,- lately the
property of-Lord Mauleverer. He held
it out to Skinner.

“Ten to one—that’s twenty-five bob
for you to put up, Smithy!” he said.
“Trot it out!”

“Don't be a fool!” snapped Vernon-
Smith.

“QOh, really, Smithy—"

“Roll away and don’t talk rot!”

Tue Maexner Lisrary.—No. 1,602,
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Billy Bunter did not roll away. He
favoured the Bounder with a disdainful
and indignant blink.

“Afraid to put up your money?” he
asked.

The Bounder give him a glare.

Smithy dabbled in betting on the
matches, as muoch to'keep up his charac-
ter of a “bad hat ” as anything else.
But he laid his bets among the sporting
fraternity, and he most decidedly was
not inclined to lay bets with a fat ass
like Bunter. Had Skinner, or Hazeldene,
or Angel of the Fourth made that offer,
Smithy would have closed on it at once.
But he was not going to “blag " with a
fat fathead like Bunter.

“Cold feet?” jeered Bunter. “Call
yourself a sportsman, Smitliy? You
offer ten to one, and then back out when
a man takes you on! Yah!”

“Get out, you fat fool!” snapped the
Bounder. “Go and blow your half-
crown on jam tarts—that’s more in your
line I?

“Oh, all right!” said Bunter. “I’ll
find somebody else who isn’t afraid to
back up his own words!”

The Bounder set his lips. He had
spoken unthinkingly, never dreaming
that the fat Owl of the Remove was
thinking, for_once, of dabbling in
“blagging.” But what he had said, he
had said; and it was difficult to retreat.
He had said that he would give any man
ten to one, and Bunter had taken it on,
and it was unpleasant to be told that he
was_afraid to back up his own words.

“You cheeky, fat chump—" he
growled angrily.

“8kinner heard what you said—
didn't you, Skinner?” hooted Bunter.
“Now he wants to back out—"

“Why not bag his half-crown if he
wants to lose it, Smithy?” said Skinner
with a laugh. “It will be a lesson to
the fat chvmp I

“I'm re:dy!” said Bunter. “Smithy
ain’t! Some sportsman! Yah!”

Smithy gave him a black look. The
Bounder Lad plenty of money, and did
not ecare  straw if he lost ten half-
crowns—and certainly he did not want
to bag one from Bunter. But what he
had said, he had said—and he was going
to stand by it.

“You blithering bloater !”” he snapped.
“You'll wish you'd spent it on tarts,
after the game on Saturday. But T'll
take you on if you hold me to it.”

“Skinner holds stakes!” said Bunter.

‘‘ Bother ‘you, all right.”

Skinner, as stake-holder, took possess-
ion of Bunter’s half-crown, and two
more, with a pound note added, from
Billy Bunter rolled away

rinning—leaving  8mithy scowling.
gmjthy fancied himself as a “bad hat ™
—but there was something ridiculous
in “blagging ” with & fatuous ass like

Bunter, and he was irritated and
annoyed.
Bunter, however, was happily
satisfied.

Bunter knew what Smithy did not
know—yet, that the most wonderful
junior footballer who had ever kicked
a Soccer ball at Greyfriars was going to
play for the Third on Saturday ! Bunter
was on the make !

True, Soccer was not a one-man game.
But the Remove would not be at full
strength—they were giving the Third a
sporting chance. With such a man as
Tracy in the ranks, that sporting chance

was likely to be turned into a certainty !

Bunter knew that Tracy thought so, and
that George Tubb thought so. It was
well worth the risk of a half-crown, at
such tremendous odds as ten to one—
especially as it was Mauly’s half-crown !

unter felt that he had been fear-

fully astute—~indeed, the complete
sportsman! Tt would-be rather ablow
to lose Mauly’s half-crown, if the result
of the game was as all the Remove
naturally expected! On the other hand,
it would be simply gorgeous to bag ten
half-crowns, if Gilbert Tracy succeeded
in his object of humiliating his Form by
a fag defeat! As for anything of an
unscrupulous nature in this sporting
transaction, Billy Bunter did not think
of that! A fellow couldn’t think of
everything !

The Owl of the Remove rolled out

into the quad, in a mood of happy
satisfaction, He was so concentrated on
his  sporting transaction, and its

robable happy result, that he had
orgotten Tubb of the Third, and the
fact that that youth was probably keep-
ing an eye open for him,

But he was reminded of Tubb!

Tubb's eye fell on his in the quad.
Tubb was discussing football—and his
new recruit—with Paget and Bolsover
minor of the Third, when he spotted
Bunter rolling by with a happy grin on
his fat features. This was a chance for
which George Tubb had been watching
all day.

He left his friends, and rushed after
Bunter | A boot landing on the tightest
trousers at Greyfriars %chool apprised
Bunter that Tubb of the Third was on
the spot, and on the warnath!

Thud !

“Yoooop |7
tottered.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Paget and
Bolsover minor. “(ive him another,
Tubby |”

Tubby was already giving Bunter
another, and another after that.

Billy Bunter roared and flew—and

bby, victoriously following him up
landed another, and another, and yet
another. Having thns repaid that
booting outside the tuckshop with
interest, Tubb of the Third gave up the
chase, and rejoined the other fags,
grinning.

Billy Bunter very nearly charged
after Tubb, to hand him what he
deserved for booting & Remove man.
But not quite! He had a jo!m good
mind to boot that cheeky fag over
the quad! But, on reflection, he found
that he had a jollier good mind not to
—and he didn’t!

—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Is Pleased !

ARRY WHARTOXN came into
the Rag after tea on Friday,
with a paper in his hand.

Generally, when a foothall
list was pinned uwp in the Rag, there
was keen interest to look at it. But on
the present occasion, the interest was
not keen. It was a list for the match
with the Third Form—a game that was
a trifle light as air, in the estimation
of the Remove footballers.

The Remove played Soccer, as Bob
Cherry expressed it, with the accent on
the “played.” Even a match with the
Fourth Form was regarded as a walk-
over in advance; and a match with the
Third was hardly considered a match at
all. It was as good as a pick-up game
for practice, and it gave the lesser lights
of the Remove a chance of showin
what they could do; but that was all

roared Bunter, as he

‘there was in it.

The mighty men of the Form stood
down as a matter of course—indeed, the
Bounder would have been quite ratty
had he been asked to play. He would
have refused unpleasantly. Harry
Wharton was going to captain the
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¢ Afraid to put \:I}I your money, ¢h ? * said Bunter, favouring Vernon-Smith with

out, you fat fool

team; but he was going to be almost
ihe only really good man in it. But
the second and third-rate men were
more than good enough to walk all over
the Third. Hazel, in goal, was not a
patch on Squiff; but he could stop any-

thing that the heroes of the Third
could send him, without over-exeriing
himself. And the rest were more or

less on a par with Hazeldene.

S0 when Wharton pinned up the
paper, some of the fellows gathcred
vonnd to look at it, but more didn’t.

Some of the fellows were keen to see
their names there; but, at the same
time not fearfully flattered to find
them there. There was not much glory
ta be acquired by beating the Third.
A defeat, of cowrse, was not thought
of—that was not within the realms of
the possible. The list ran:

P. Hazcldene; Bolsover ma., i i

Dutton; T. Redwing, O. Kipps, M.
Desmond; W. Wibley, F. Stott, H.
\Vharton, II. Skinner, S. J. Snoop.

Of the eleven men Harry Wharion
was first-class, and -Dutton and Tom
Redwing were good. The others were
more than g enough for a match
with the fags.

The fellow whe was kecenest on
-cading that list was Billy Bunter !

Bunter turned his eyes, and his speec-
tacles on it at once, and grinned as he
perused it.

That list of names showed that the
captain of the Remove had heard
nothing, so far, of “Tracy’s latest.”

Had he been aware that that
marvellous footballer was going to
opposed to his own Form on Saturday
aftornoon, certainly he would not
have put Hazel in goal! Even Squiff,
the mighty man from New South
Wales, who was as good a goalia as
could be found in the Lower School,
did not find it easy to stop shots frem

** snapped the Bounder.

baek up his own words ! *’

Gilbert Tracy. Hazel would be simply
nowhere, when Tracy began to shoot.

Billy Bunter, no doubt, had _the
patriotism of a Remove man; but he
was not thinking of patriotism at the
mement. He was thinking of that bet
which he had badgered the Bounder
into taking on. And the sight of that
list made the fat Owl feel that Smithy’s
twenty-five shillings were as good as in
his pocket.

“He, he, he!” was Bunter's comment
on the list.

“ Nothing to cackle at, old fat man g
said Harry. “Your name’s not there.”

“(Oh, really, Wharton I

«T see you've got me down in goal 1
said Hazel. “I can’t say I'm fearfully
keen on sticking between the posis for
an hour and a half with nothing to do.”

“QOh, the Third will give you some-
thing to do,” said Harry. “But if
you'd rather stand out, Hazel, T'll find
another man.” .

“Qh, Ill play!” said Hazel
uuﬁacionsly. «1 think it's rather thick
to be stuck in a game like this, and left
out at St. Jude’s, that’s all.”

“He, he, hel” came from Bunter.
«vou'll be all right for St Jude's,
Hazel, if you come through this!. He,
he, he I”

Hazel stared round at the fat Owl.

“What do you mean, you benighted
ass?” he snapped. “Do you think
there’s a man in the Third who can get
past me in goal?”

«] fancy so!” chuckled Bunter. “You
wait and see!”

“3ome of the Third aren't bad,” said
Harry. “ Young Paget is a good for-
ward, and Bolsover minor plays a good

ame,”

“ Q0 he does,” agreed Bolsover ma%or,
“and Tubb isn't bad. Of course, they
haven’t an earthly; but it will be a
game, anyhow.” 2

“He, he, he1”

Jl kil
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a disdainful and indignant blink. ** Get
< Oh, all right ! said Bunter. ‘Il find somebody else who isn’t afraid to

“\What is that fat ass going off like
an alarm-clock for 1" askcg Bob Cherry.
“Daoes he fancy that he knows anything
ahout football 7

“He, he, he! I know what I know m

rinned Bunter. * You’ll have plenty to
do i goal, Hazel, and I wish you the
joy of it! He, he, he!”

“If the ball gets past me, I'll eal
it1” said Hazel

“Ha, he, he!” cachinnated Bunter.
“You'll find it tough, you know. And
if you eat it every time it passes you,
there'll be a good many new balls
wanted in the game! He, he, hel”

A good many of the fellows looked
at Bunter euriously. His interest in a
foothall match was unusual, and his
remarks were surprising. True, he was
never cxpected to talk sense, especially
on the subject of ‘Soccer; still, his
cvident belief that the Third, for onece.
were going to give the Remove a real
tussle, was singular.

“85 you think the fa
score goals this time,
Harry.

41 faney so,” grinned Bunter.

“ And why, you fat image 1o

“That’s telling!” grinned Bunter.
“He, he, he! Just you wait a bit, and
vou’ll seel They've got rather a good
man! He, he, hel”

“ Anybody heard of a budding
International in the Third Form here?”
asked Bob Cherry, glancing  round.
“Who's the man, Bunter?”

“Qh, nobody!” said Bunter hastily.
“1 don’t know anything about it, of
conrse. Not a thingl” I'd have teld
you fellows if I knew, of course! 1
hever heard Tubb talking to him-—"

“Him? Who?”

“(Oh, nobedy.” )

“¥You never heard Tubb talking to
nohody 7 asked Bob.

Tue Maoner Lisrary.~No. 1.602.
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“J—1 mean—" stammered Bunter.

“Well, what do you mean?”

**Oh, nothing 1"

Billy Bunter realised that he was
talking too much—rather a usual failing
with Bunter! It was not too late for
the captain of the Remove to make
changes in the list! The fat Owl rolled
away, leaving the other fellows staring
after him.

““Is that fat chum
asked Bob. “Has
rocker 7 :

“Is he ever quite on it?!” grunted
Hazel.

“Blessed if I can make him out,”
said Peter Todd. “He was talking rot
like this yesterday, and gabbling about
laving bets on the Third ”

“What?” exclaimed Harry Wharton,

“1 took the cricket stump to him, and
he dropped the ides,” explained Peter.
“But he seems to have the idea in his
head that the Third are going to pull it
off this time, goodness knows why. He
seems to have heard Tubb talking to
somebody, and got the idea from what
he said.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, if Tubb's got a man who can
shoot goals against the Remove, Tubb’s
welecome to n.ﬁ the goals,” he said. “I
haven't heard of a wonderful man in
the Third myself! But if they've really
found a good man, all the better—it will
put a spot of life into the game.” "

And with that, the captain of the
Remove dismissed the matter from his
mind. He was to be reminded of it,
quite unpleasantly, the following day.

batchy, or what "
e gone off his fat

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !
(0 7 HAT'S the jolly old joke?”
asked Bob Cherry.
There was a chuckle in the

.

The Famous Five came into that com-
partment after class on Saturday morn-
ing and found three fags of the Third
there-—standing before the Remove

football list, looking at it, and grinning.
George Tubb, Bolsover minor,

and

THE MAGNET

Spencer Percival Paget of the Third
seemed to find something entertaining
in_that list of Remove men.

Harry Wharton & Co glanced at
them.

Of the five, only Wharton was booked
for football that afternoon, and the
other four members of the famous Co.
were discussing a bike spin. Remove
matches, as a rule, were worth watch-
ing, but a game with the Third Form
fags was not likely to draw many
spectators,

“Some team !” Paget was remarking
as the Remove fellows came in.

“Lot of duds!” remarked Bolsover
minor, . “My brother’s pretty good,
though.”

“SBez you!” said Paget.

“ Look here, Paget—""

“Don't rag, you two!” said Tubb.
“That team’s all right. Just what I
expected to see. They think they can
beat the Third with any old crowd!
Well, let ’em think so!”

And the fags chuckled. And they
looked round, grinning, as Bob Cherry
asked what the joke was.

It was, in fact, no end of a joke to
Tubb & Co.—which they did not intend
to share with the Remove just yet!

Not a word had been said outside
Tubb's own select circle about the
Third’s new and remarkable recrit.

Tracy had pointed out that it was no
business of the Remove how Tubb made
up his team, and Tubb agreed that it
wasn't. Moreover, he wanted his pre-
sence in the ranks of the Third to come
as a surprise to the captain of his Form
—and Tubb cheerfully agreed to give
Wharton that surprize. He was, in
fact, going to enjoy the looks .on the
Remove faces when they saw that
tremendous goal-getter in the fag side.

Wharton was putting up a second-rate
team to play the Third. That, Tubb
{‘Dﬂ&idel‘(_‘({-: was like his check—just
Remove swank! He would wake up
when he saw Tubb’s latest recruit!

So it had been kept dark—very dark.
Billy Bunter, as it happened, knew ; but
Billy Bunter, for weird reasons of his

own, was also keeping it dark. It was
going to be a sori of bombshell !
“Joke?” repeated Tubb, his grin

extending almost from ear to ear.
“That team of yours is the joke! Look
at it and laugh!”

“Ypu cheeky young ass!” said Bob.
“That team will walk all over the
Third, and pile up all the goals they
want. What do you mean?”

“If I were a betting man like that
swab Smithy in your Form, I'd lay you
two to onel” said Tubb. “On the
Third, vou know.”

Bob Cherry laughed.

“And if 1 were a betting man, like
that swab Smithy, I'd lay you ten to
one that you don't get the ball through
once,” he answered.

“Think Hazeldene % g
grinned Tubb.

“Every time, and a few over.”

“Well, I’ll be glad to see him do it.
We've got rather a goal-getter in the
Third,” said Tubb, with a wink at- his
friends.

“Budding Internationals, the lot of
you, I've no doubt!” said Johnny
Bull sarcastically. “Any of you going
to play for England this winter?”

“ﬁVel], you wait and see!” said Tubb
darkly. “Kick-off at two, Wharton!
Put on your best shooting-boots ! You'll
need ‘em !” .

“T'll remember,” said the ecaptain of
the Remove, laughing. “And I'll tell
all the men to pull up their socks. 1
know we shall have to go all out when
the Third begin on us in real carnest.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You can cackle,” said Tubb. “DBut
if you jolly well knew——"

“If I knew what?”

“Oh,
sently 1"

“What about telling him mnow?”
asked Bolsover minor.

“You shut up, young Bolsover! Ii
he thinks that bunch of duds can beat
the Third, let him get on with 1t1”

“Yes, rather!” agreed Paget. “It's
his own business, not ours. Let him
get on with it. You talk too much,
young Bolsover !” y i

“What on earth is the jolly old
mystery ?” exclaimed Bob Cherry, star-
ing at the three fags. *“Have you sud-
denly discovered a football genius in

(Continued on next page.)
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“Ha, ha, ha 1” yelled Tubb & Co.,
with (great hilarity. And they went
out of the Rag, chortling.

Bob stared after them.

“Blessed if 1 can make this out !” he
said, “Do those young . asses really
think that they can beat the Remove?
They couldn’t beat us if we played
Bunter—or three or four Bunters!”

“They seem to think so,” said Nugent.
“They may have been picking up soma
tips from Tracy. I heard that he was
at practice with them yesterday.”

“The _tipfulness must have been
terrifie if it will cause the absurd fags
to beat the Remove!" grinned Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Not much danger!”
Wharton, with a laugh.

“I say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
rolled into the Rag, and blinked rather
anxiously at the Famous Five. “I say,
has young Tubb told you?”

“Told us what?”® asked Harry.

_“I mean, I just saw them, laughing
like anything, and I thought they
might have told you,” explained Bunter.

“What was there to tell us, ass?”

“Oh! Nothing, if they haven't!”
said Bunter. “It's all right! There
ain't anything to tell you, of course.
How ceuld there be?”

“PDoes that run in your
Bunter i asked Bob Cherry.

“Eh—what ¥

“Insanity 1*

“Qh, really, Cherry—"

“Well, what are you burbling about #*
demanded Bob. “What was it you
fancied that young Tubb might have
told us?”

“Nothing, old chap! Naturally he
wouldn’t till the match,” said Bunter,
“] fthought he might have, but, of
course, he wouldn’t. I mean, it's not
too late to make changes in the team.”
_ “Who’s thinking of making changes
in the team?”

said Harry

family,

“Qh, nobody! Buat, of course,
Wharton could, if he liked, if he knew
that—"

“If he knew what?” roared Bob.

*Oh, nothing !”

“Mad as a hatter!” said Johnny
Ball
“The madfulness
terrifie I remarked
Singh.

“Qh, really, Inky! You ain’t making
changes in the team, Wharton ?” asked
the fat Owl an:iousiy.

“No, ass] Why should I?”

«Of course, why should you?” agreed
Bunter, grinnmﬁ. “No reason at all,
old chap, that I know of. Still, they
couldn't beat the Remove at full
strc;n‘gth, that stands to reason, doesn’t
it

“They can't beat the Remove &t all,
vou_fat chump !*

“He, he, he!®

“Js there something on in the Third,
and has that Peepmng Tom spied it
out?” asked Bob Cherry, in wonder.
“They can’t have got hold of a terrifie
footbailer this term, like Tracy—it
can’t have happened in the Third as
well as in the Remave——"

“He, he, he!” gurgled Bunler.
“QOh crikey! He, he, ho P

“\What are you le-he-heinz about?”
roared Bab.

“Nothing, old chap—nothing at alll
I ain’t going to tell you—I mean, there
ain’t anything to tell. 1 nover heard
anything behind the armchair—besides,
I never was behind an armchair at alll
I'm ot likely to stick behind an arrm-
chair becausc of a scrubby fag like
Tubb! No fear! I'd boot him out of

appears to be truly
Hurrce Jamset Ram
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the Remove passage as soon as look at
him I

The Famous Five gazed at Bumter.
Evidently he had heard something from
behind an armchair. That was not sur-
prising—Billy Bunter heard all sorts of
things in all sorts of places that were
not intended for his fat ears. But why
he fancied from what he had overheard
that the fags were going to beat the
Remove was really mysterious.

“Is all right,” said Buntér re-
assuringly. “I ain’t going to tell you,
and there ain’t anything to tell. -
sides, yow'll know soon enoughl 8o
will Smithy—he, he, he! Smithy will
have to pay upl”

“What I

“J—I mean, I haven’t got a bet on
with Smithy,” added Bunter anxiously.
“PDon't you gel telling Toddy anything
of that kind—I don’t want & rew with
Toddy. If Smithy likes to swank about
backing the Remove at ten to one, why
shouldn’t a fellow take him at his
word ?”

“You fat villain |”

“Qh, really, Wharton—"

“Boot him !’ said Johnny Bull.

Billy Bunter departed hastily from
the Rag without waiting to be ited.

After the Famous Five had gonoe out,
however, the fat Owl came cautiously
back, and blinked at the football list
through his big spectacles.

To his relief, no chu.n%:_‘s] had been
made in it. Had Harry arton been
aware of what was “on * in the Third,
and of the tremendous goal-getter that
the Remove had to face that afternoon,
he would not have been likely to leave
that list unaltered. Hazel, in goal,
would be about as useful as a sack of
coke when Tracy began to shoot!

With the Remove side at full strength,
even ’I‘ubgb’s wonderful recruit could
hardly have brought off a win—Soccer
not being a one-man game. But Whar-
ton was evidently still in a state of
blissful ignorance, for the football list
stood unchanged. And Billy Bunter—
quite forgetting the patriotism of a
Remove man—chuckled at the prospect
of the Bounder payirg up.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise On The Football Field !

ARRY WHARTON glanced at
H Tracy in the changing-room.
The footballers were there to
change, and Tracy, it seemed,
had come there for the same purpose.
He was, at all events, changing for
football.

The captain of the Remove supposed
that he was getting some practice that
afternoon, and gave him no special
attention. Neither did he tfiva any
special attention to the fact that Tubb
& Co. were grinning at one another,

It was clear that some great jest was
on in the ranks of the Third, but he
was not interested in the same.

Tracy took his time over changing,
and he still had his football boots to

‘lace when the juniors went out and

down to the field.

Hobson of the Shell, who was acting
as referee, was already on the ground.
There were a number of spectators
gatherin early all belonging to the
Third. Few other fellows bhad any
interest in the game. )

Bob Cherry and his chums had
already gone out on _their bikes.
Vernon-Smith had gone off on one of his
half-holiday gxcursmns—pmhahly out of
bounds. Squiff, who carn’ml%‘7 would
have been in gaol had Harry Wharton
known what Eil!y Bunter could have
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told him, had rfwme out with Tom Brows
and Peter Todd.

The doughty men of the Remove were
scattered far and wide, and ‘were not
available, even had the captain of the
Form known that he required their
scrvices. But he did not know even

yet.

Tubb & Co. were keeping their cheery
secret right up to the last minute. They
were anticipating, with tremendous
glee, the look on Harry Wharton's face
when he learned it.

“Lost one of your men, Tubby "
asked Hobson ‘of the Shell, as the foot-
ballers went on to the field. Only ten
men of the Third were visible.

“ Just coming !” answered Tubb.

Some of the fellows looked round.
A figure in football shirt and shorts
was seen speeding down to the field.

But it was not a Third Former. It
was Gilbert Tracy of the Remove. Why
he was coming there was a mystery to
iho Remove men; they did not think of
guessing. But the happy fags grinned
and winked at one another.

“What the dickens does that man
want here 7” asked Hazel. *You haven’t
told him he may be wanted, Wharton "

“Not likely 1”

“Well, then, what—"

“What do you want here, Tracy?”
called out the captain of the Remove, as
the new junior eame on the field.

Tracy looked at him and laughed.

“I'm here to play footer,” he
answered.
“You're not! Get out!”

“Are you selecting Tubb’s team for
him 1* asked Tracy coolly.

“Tubb’s team'? What do you mean?”
snapped Harrﬁ. . )

“Ipmean't af I'm playing for the
Third. Any objection?” i

Harry W{mrton gave quite a jump.

He was taken utterly by surprise.
Never for a moment had anything of
the kind crossed his mind. Had he
thought of it, had he even dreamed of
it, he would have taken his measures.
It was too late now—ivith Hobson
standing ready to blow the whistle, and
the good men of the Remove all, or
nearly all, out of gates.

“Youl” he almost gasped. “You
playing for. the Third! You're a
Remove man !”

“Do you want me in the Remove
team 1

“You know I don’t!"”

“Po you expect me to sit and twiddle
my thumbs ‘while you're playing foot-
ball7* asked Tracy sargasticai]_y. “1
think I’'m entitled to pick up & game
whera I can, if I'm not wanted in my
Form team. Don’t youi”

Harry Wharton did not answer that.

He stared blankly at Tracy. The
other Removites stared at him.,

“Qh, my hat!” said Hazel. Hazel
flattered himself that he was as good as
Sampson Quiney Iffley Field in goal,
but he scenied to be smitten by a doubt
now that he saw what he had to face.

“Dirty trick1” growled Bolsover
major.  “Chap lining up against his
own Form—yah ¥

“Rotten trick 1” said Wibley.

Tracy raised his eyebrows.

«] don’t see it,” he said. “I've
offered to play for the Remove. I'm
keen to play. Wharton’s told me that
T'm barred from Remove. football for
the whole season. I can’t be expecied
to chuck football, I suppose”

«] should jolly well think not!” ex-
claimed Tubb warmly. “If you don't
want the man, Wharton, I olly well
do! Think a footballer hke Tracy was
going to stand on his hind legs and
watch you play, or what?”
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Harry Wharton stood silent.

Tracy was within his rights fo offer
his services elsewhere when he was
barred from Remove games. Tubb was
within his rights to play him, when he
was dropped, definitely and for good,
by his own captain. Wharton could
raize no objeetion without looking like a
disgruntled ass bent on playing dog-in-
the-manger.

But his feelings were decp, and bitter
anger and resentment welled up in his
breast. Ie had been tricked, that was
plain cnough. Had he known that a
goal-getter like Tracy was in the oppos-
ing ranks, he would not, of course, have
thonght of playing so weak a team.

It had been kept dark intentionally to
enable Cilbert to inflict & humiliating
defeat on his own Form, as a knock
back ‘at the captain who had drepped
him. This was Gilbert’s way of hitting
back.

Tubb & Co., like the unthinkin}g fags
they were, had played into Tracy’s cun-
ning hands. They had been like wax
in those hands. But Tracy, he had
planiied to keep the secret till it was
time for the whistle to blow; he had
aven delayed in the changing-room, and
arrived last on the field, to make all
sure; he had planned it all, and he had
succeeded.

“You cad !” said Harry, at last,

Tracy shrugged his shoulders.

“A cad for picking up a game where
I can get one?” he asked. “How do
vou make that out? You had me if
you wanted me, If you didn’t, why
shouldn’t you leave me to a skipper who
‘does 77

“So this is the secret those youn
nsses were keeping I said Harry, with

THE MAGNET

a deep breath. *“This is what that fat
ass Bunter meant! He knew! You
rotter ! You've kept it dark till the last
minute ”

“1 didn't think vou'd be intcrested,”
caid Tracy blandly. “You're not
gencrally very interested in anything
I do.”

Hobson of the Shell cut in.

“Look here, time,” he said. “Are
you geiting going? Why don’t you line
up? Is that Remove man playing on
the other side, Wharton? Lending them
a man?”

“That's it,” said Traey,
“Wharton's lending Tubb
doesn’t want.”

“Well, get a move en!” said the
referce. “This is a football match,
ain’t it, not a conversazione?"

Harry Wharton cast a look round the
field. At that juncture it would have
been an awkward business to make
changes in the team. ' But if he thought
of it, there was nothing in it; for not
a single Remove man was in sight, ex-
cepting Billy Bunter, rolling down to
the field with a fat grin on his face.

Wharton's eyes lingered on the fat
Owl for a moment grimly. )

He knew now what Bunter’s babbling
and gabbling meant. The Owl of the
Remove had found this out and kept it
dark. He had something to say to
Bunter later, and something to do. But
that was no present help. )

Tracy was lining up with the Third—
taking centre-forward. ‘here  was
nothing for the Remove men to do, but
to line up also and make the best of it.

Many of the ‘team did not share
Wharton's feelings on the subject, but
their confidence in themselves was little

grinning.

a man he
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Capt. Justice and his band of
adventurers—specially red-
headed Midge and Len Connor,
wireless operator — have the
most exciting adventure of their
lives. They get whisked off to
a mystery planet which swiftly
hurtles farther and farther away
from the Earth owing to the
action of an amazing ray.
There’s a ton
of thrills in this
great yarn !

comfort to their captain. They could
walk all over the Third, but Gilbert
Tracy would go through them like a
knife through cheese, and Iazel, in
goal, was about as likely to stop his
shots as if they had been shots from a
rile. Harry Wharton was the only
really good man in the side, and at his
best he was hardly half so good as
Tracy, as he freelv admitted. The
fellow was not merely a_ born foot-
baller; he was like a magician at the
game. And before it started, Wharton
had a grim presentiment how it was
going to end.

But he set his lips, and resolved, at
least, to play the game of his life, and
get the best he ('0‘.51_! out of that patchy
tecam. Seldom, or never, had he been
so keen to come out ahead in a game as
in that match with the fags of +ha Third
Form.

Hobson blew the whistle,

The ball was kicked off, and Wharton
led a rush. He hardly knew how Tracy
got the ball away from him, but therc
was a roar from Third Form men round
the field, as the new recrunit ran it up
to goal, winding through halves and
backs as if they were not there, and
slammed it in at Hazel, who missed it
by a yard.

“Goal I

“Goal 1” yelled the Third.
And that was only the beginning.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Defeat !

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
strolled in at the gates of
Cireyfriars, and walked towards
the House; and then, as a

sound of distant shouting fell upon his
ears, changed his direction, and went
down to the football ground. >

That shouting reminded him of the
fag match which he had forgotten. And
it surprised him, too, for there was
never anything tc shout about in a fag
footer match, or to draw the crowd that
he could see round the field.

Greatly surprised, the Bounder pushed
into the crowd to see what was going on.

That game had started with a dozen
fags, and Billy Bunter watching. But
during its progress it had attracted
attention. Third and Second were there
in a swarm; Temple, Dabney & Co. of
the Fourth had arrived; there were a
good many Shell fellows, and even sowne
of the Fifth. Never before had such a
game drawn such an audience.

“(Goal!” came a roar. “Good old
Tracy! Goal!®

Which made Smithy jump. He knew
that Tracy was not playing for the
Remove. It had not occurred to him,
any more than to any other Remove
man, that Gilbert might play for the
Third.

*“What the dickens is going on?”
asked Smithy, as Billy Bunter grinued
round at him.

“He, he, he!” was Bunter's reply.
“1 eay, Smithy, they're six to cne!
He, he, he !”
“That's nothing in a game with the

ThirdI” answered Smithy, staring.
'_The}' could - score sixteen, if they
iked.”

“He, he, he!
grinned Bunter.
“Wha-at 7"

1

2ix for the Third

“You see, Tracy—"

“Tracy 1"

The Bounder :aw him the next
moment. He stared blankly at the

Remove man in the ranks of the Third
Form
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“Oh gad !” he ejaculated.

The score at 6—I half-way
through the second half. Smithy did
not need to ask who had taken the six.
Hazel was quite capable of stopping
Third Form shooting ; if Tubb or Paget
had got past him once, that would have
been the limit. :

The Bounder knew now why the crowd

EVERY SATURDAY

in_to see the finish of the fag match.
Like the Bounder, they were surprised
qusee such a crowd gathered on Little

ide.

The Bounder scowled round at the Co.

“You're in time for the climax!” he
jeered. “First time you've had a chance
of seeing a measly crew of fags beat the
Remove |?

had gathered. Traey was always worth  “Eh? What rot !” said Bob. “Hallo,
watching, and they had come to watch hallo, hallo! What's Tracy doing
Tracy. Not a fellow in the school liked there?”

him: personally, but they admired his
football, and did not want to miss if.
And -the fags, at least, were rejoicing
in the Emspod of seeing the Remove
beaten by a fag team.

That they were getting beaten was
obvieus. With the score at 6—1, it was
too late for the Remove to hepe to pull
up, even if they had a chance of pulling
up; instead of which, matters were
likely to go from bad to worse.

Smithy scowled.

“The fool!” he muttered. He was
referring to the captain of the Remove.
“That’s the man he wants to leave out
of the matches! I hope he likes see
him guy his owrt Form on the footb
field! The fool 1?

“Qnly another twenty minutes I said
Billy Bunter cheerfully. “I want to see
}S;h:.l_:’ner when they come off! He, he,

e I

“Skinner looks as if he will have to
be carried off I said the Bounder sar-
donically. “What a fool to play a
foozling dud like Skinner with a man
like that on the other side! A real
Remove team would walk all over that
crew, Tracy and alll Didn't Wharton

know 77
“Nobody knew till Tracy turned up
on  the field,” said Russell of the

Remove, “It was rather a rotten trick
to spring a man like that on him1 The
{;aga seem to think it rather a lark,
ut' )

“Well, it is a lark!”. sneered the
Bounder. “The fags will be able to
brag now that they've beaten the
Remove. Wharton ought to have known.
It’s just one of Tracy's rotten tricks,
and he knows the fellow well enough.”

“Well, I suppose the fellow had a
right to play if Tubb asked him——"

“Rot! He fixed up the whole thing
and made them keep it dark till it was
too late to put paid to his trickery!”
snapped the Bounder. “I'd have been
playing if I'd known, and the score
wouldn’t stand at 6—1 then. Soccer
isn’t a one-man game: a few good men
on our side, and Tracy would be
nowhere 1

“Looks as if it is this time!” said
Russell. “By gum, he’s a good man,
Smithy! Not a man can touch him,
even Wharton I

It was true enough. Soccer was not a
one-man game; but in the peculiar cir-
cumstances, the match had dwindled to
something like a personal contest
between Tubb’s new recruit and the
captain of the Remove. And of the
two, Tracy was the better man!

“Only another quarter of an hour!”
Billy Bunter, at least, was quite
cheerful about it. “Poor old Skinner
looks winded, so does Snoop. I say,
Bolsover major is charging about like
a mad elephant, ain't he? He, he, he!
What a crew ! Look at Hazel scowling !
He fancies he can keep goal better than
Squiff ! Looks like it, don't it? He, he,
he I?

“0Oh, shut up!” grunted Smithy. “If
that idiot Wharton had put in a few
good men——"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo i” came a cheery
roar. “How’s it going ¥

Bob Cherry and his comrades had
comie in from their bike spin, and looked

“ Bagging goals for the Third ("
“0Oh, my hat!”
“The hatfulness is terrific!” ejacu-
lated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
Rt (‘}‘]Z[‘ll;,acy_l“‘ said Frank Nugent blankly.
“Tracy ying for .Tubb!” said
Johnny Bull. “I never knew—"
“0h, it's a little surprise they sprung
on Wharton at the last moment !” said
Vernon-Smith. “Tracy’'s set out to
make him understand what he's chuck-
ing away! He’s doing it, too!”

“By 1* said Bob, with a deep
breath. “So that’s what those fags
were cackling about! They were keep-

ing this dark!”

“He, he, he !”—from Bunter..

Bob glared round at the fat Owl.
“And that's what fou. were burblin
about, ]ﬁm fat Owll” he exclaimed.

“¥You jolly well knew !

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“That’s it |” said Nugent, with a nod.
“Bunter knew; that’'s what he spied
out, I suppose. And he never let on.”

“QOh, really, Nugent—"-

“Why didn’t you let on, you fat fool 7
exclaimed Bob. “If we'd known we’
have put the stopper on this easily
enough. Why didn’t mx tell us you
knew, you blithering. bloated bloater 7"

“Q0h, I—TI never knew, of—of course !”
stammered Bunter. “I've told you
already that I never dodged behind the
armchair, and never heard Tubb——"

“Bunter knew!” exclaimed the
Bounder. “Why, of course he did!
That’s why he badgered me inte making
a bet on the match [”

“Oh, really, Smithy- ~ 2

“So you made a bet on the match,
did yom, you frowsy blackguard?”
growled Johnny Bull. “Well, you'll
lose it, that’s one good thing !”

Unheeding him, Vernon-Smith turned
towards Bunter with a glitter in his eyes
that alarmed the fat Owl of the Remove.

Bunter backed away promptly.

“ Look here, you keep off, you beast !”
he exclaimed. “I never knew! How
conld I know? If I'd known I should
have told you fellows, of course! 1
never heard a word that Tubb and
Tracy said in the study when I was
behind the armchair ! Besides, I wasn't
behind the:armchair! I wasn't in the
study at all !”

“¥You fat rascal | hissed the Bounder.
o Er gad, my leg pulled by the biggest
fool at Greyfriars! I'Il—*

“You keip off, you beast | exclaimed
Bunter. “You offered ten to one, didn’t
you? You jolly well can’t back out of
it now, with Skinner holding the stakes!
I wasn't bound to tell you you were
backing a loser, was I? Besides, I never
knew ! It was quite a—a—a surprise to
me when Tracy turned up here!
hadn’t the faintest idea, and—
Yarooogoooh 1”

Smithy had time to land only one
before Bunter fled. But it was a good
one, and the fat Owl yelled frantically
as he departed in haste. Billy Bunter
waited for the finish at a safe distance
from Herbert Vernon-Smith.

“How’s things?” asked Peter Todd,
coming up just before the close. “A
dozen to nil—what?”

“Not quite so bad as that!” sneered
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Smithy. *Six—one, -so far; but the
Third may take a few mere I”
“The Third I’ gasped Peter.
Then he saw Traey, and understood.
“There goes Wharton!” exclaimed
Nugent. :
most. on the stroke of time the
captain of the Remove put the ball in,
the whistle went, with the score at

The Remove were overwhelmingly
defeated, and Tubb & Co. tired and
breathless, winded and gasping, but
jubilant and rejoicing, look like
following the example of the ancient
classical gentleman, and siriking the
stars with their sublime heads.

d on Whartoa himself.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Get Out!
“ SAY, you fellows, seen Skin-
ner?”
Billy Bunter ‘rolled up to the
move landing, and blinked
at a group of Remove fellows there.

Hu%b arton & Co. did not heed
him. arton had come up from the
changing-room, with a dark and
knitted brow, and his friends were not
looking their cheeriest.

Downstairs, in the Rag, most of the
Remove were talking at once, discuss-
ing the football match and its unex-
pected result. For that, Harry Whar-
ton laid the blame on Gilbert Tracy
and his trickery; but most of the
juniors seemed more disposed to lay it

Some of them asked whether a
fellow was oxpected to cut footer be-
cause his skipper had a down on him?
They thought it was to Tracy's credit
that he chose to play in a fag team,
rather than frowst about on & half-
holiday doing nothing.

Seldom or never had the Remoave
been so ut.tar_}iy disgruntled. Fellows
who had played in the fag match, and
fellows who hadn’t, were equally and
intensely exasperated.

The fact that a strong Remove team
could have walked over Tubb & Co,
even aided by their wonderful recruit
made no difference to the actual
result. A win was a win, and &
defeat was a defeat.

Defeat in any other match would not
have made the Remove -footballers
grouse. They could take a beating.
But defeat at the hands of the fags
was humiliating and ridiculons. 3]
was a thing that ought -not-to have
happened—and never would have hap-

ned, had not the captain of the
‘orm barred- the best footballer in the
Lower School, and-driven him tp look
outside his own Form for a game.

But if nearly all the Remove were
excited on tlhat sibject, Billy Bunter
was not. Bunter’s interest in - the
matter was strictly limited to the faet
that Smithy had backed the Remove at
ten to one—and lost!

Bunter wanted to see Skinner, who
held the stakes. He wanted to colleet;
before the tuckshop elosed. That was
important !

Having blinked into the Rag, and
found that Skinner was not there, the
fat Owl came up to the Remove pas-
sage to look for him. “Football jaw ™
in the Rag did not interest Bunter in
the least.

“Jt's rotten all round!” Bob Cherry
was saying, as Bunter came -up.
“Tracy might have let us know—"

Harry Wharton laughed scornfally.

“That wasn't the cad’s game! That
would have spoiled his trickery! Do
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you Eth:.ukthl}m faotg":] could h;ue pulled
it off, with a g team playing?
“No! If we'd know rr—f e

“1 say, you fellows—"
“The rotter * keph it dark—we
couldn’t know——"

“I say !” Bunter poked Bob Cherry
in the ribs. “I-say, seen Skinner?”

“Blow Skinner!” growled Bob.
“Don't Eunctmc me you fal ass!
Bother Skinner! I expect he's dead—
affer playing in a football maich!”

“1 want to sec him——"

“He's gone i6 his study ¥ granted
Johmny Bu][ “Go and sce him and
shut up ¥’

“Hold on a minute, Bunler!”
Harry Wharton stepped inlo the fat
Owl's way, with a gleam in his cyes.
s You l\uf-w the trick that Tracy was
up t .

“1 say, I'm-in rather a hurry to sce
Skinner—"

“Why didn't you give me the tip,
Buanter {7~

“I—I—I forgot!” stammered Buauter.
“1 mean, I never knew! Tracy never
told me anything about it! Why
should he? I never heard Tubb talk-
ing to him—I was:n't in the siudy, you
know——"

“You fat raseal!” said Harry.
“You knew, and you let that rotler
play this trick on me! Whyt"

“Oh, that's no sccrel now !” snorted
JuImn} Bull. “Bunter had a bet on
with Smithy—that was why 1V

“I—1—1 say, I—I never!”
Bunter, alarmed by the look on the
face of the captam of the Remove “1
mean, I wasn't—that is, 1 didn't—"'

Halry Wharton set lus lips hard.

. Billy Bunter backed across the land-
g,

*1 say, vou fellows, I—1—I never!”
he gasped. “I1—% uuu_ldnt! I pever
knew anvthing about it, for onc thing
—and I forgot, for another—nbsolutely
forgot the whole thing! Not that 1

knew it, you know! I suppose you
fellows can take wy word when I
say— Yuarooop {”

“Boot him wp the passage!” said
Johnny DBull

“Yarooh! I zay, you fellows—
Yoo-hooop !” roared Billy Dunter.

The captain of the Remove landed
the first, and the fat Owl flew. Theu
the Co: Sollowed suit, and the fat Ownl
was dribbled up the. Remove passago
like a football! © Wild yells floated
back as he went.

By the time the Co. left him for dead,
as it were, Billy Bunter folt that ho
had earncd what he was going to cal-
lect from Bkinner! The woy of e
fat transgressor was hard.

Harry i‘hnrlu,s went info his siudy.
A jumior was seated 1 the srmebair
ihere, smoking a cigaretie. T
Tmc}

- He gave the capiain of the Remove
a mocking griu cver the sinoke of the
cigarctte.

“ Not. joining the merrs meeciivg in
the Rag?” he asked. “ Feeling a bit
unpopular at the moment, what?

Wharton did not reply.  He swoad
looking abt Gilbert, with his  cves
glunnmg and his bands clenched. Iiis

smper was very near bailing puoint.

“You rotter !” he said at last, ©You
mnade a fool of me, and gnt away with
it! You made a fool o QI.I('](:]I, e
got away with that, too! You're o
deep for him, and too deep for me!”
‘Quite " gr!nlmd Gilbert.

BLUSHING, =2

gasped-

was
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Wharion drew a deep breath.

“Get out of this study!” he sad.

Gilbert raised his eyebrows,

“QGet ont of my own study?” he
asked., “Iso’t that asking rather a
lot¥”

“I'm not asking you—I'm -felling
vou!” answered Harry Wharton coolly.
“I won’t stand you here! Get out!”

“1 don't thmk' 2

“You can walk out,” said Harry.

‘or you can go out on jour neck!
'l'hat'-_e your choice—and he quick
about it!”

(“i I'm staying here, ihanks ! drawled

!

=1 sa), old dmp szid Bob C‘hclr\,
at the door, “it's his sludy, you

Enoy——" .
. Are you going, Tracy?”

you, then!”
rarton made a stride at the
new juuior, sprawling in the armchair,
and grasped ﬁim. :

Gilbert, gritting his teeth, hit out ; bus
he came out of the armhair in a strug-
gling heap, yelling frantically as tho
cigarette - gwpped down his neck. He
seemed to find it hot ! ™

“Harry, old chep—"
Nugent.

Wharton did not heed.

“Tll help
Harry Wi

exclaimed

He swung Traey towards the deor,
yelling and tfﬂlgg]mg The Co.,
silent, stood out of the way, fo give

Lim room o pass. In the deorway
Gilbert put up a desperate resistance;
but it -did uot avail him. He was
swang off his feet, and hurled he udlm,g
into the Remove passage.

He crashed there, with a yell, and
sprawled. "Harry Wharton Stood in
the study doorway, with clenched
hands, waiting for Thim {o come back.
But Gilbert realised thal discrction
was the betier part of valour; and
he did not cowme back.

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Nothing for Bunter !

“ ALLO, hallo, lLallo!”
“What the timmp———-—
“Leggo!” roared Billy

Bunter. “Toddy, vou beasi,
leggo ! I say, you fellows, will you
make hLim leggo?™

1t was quite a startling secue in the
Remove passage after prep.  The
door of Study No. 7 had opencd. a d
William (;(‘o'gt Buanter cnerged—with

Peter Todd?

Poter had an ivon grasp Gisal ou the
Lack of Buuic fat seck, wi-
F;np--l[{ng ihe fat jusicr in frous of
st

Bunicr did unot.scemn to hike it! He
seemed to dislike it! But thers was
no choice in the matter for the fat

Owi.  That grip on the back of Li-
neek was vot w be argue s1 with
EWhat on earil’s up'? excloimed
Baby Cheres. >
“ Buntet » goiug to pul @
tribution in the box for ihe &

Hospital Fuml ” explained Peter.

w1 ainct!? shricked Buntor,

“He's gol {wenty-five bob to divp §
the box,” weni on Toddy. “IPm going
to sce him do it.”

“1 aiu't ™ shrieked Bunier.

“0Oh, my hat! Where did Bunter aci
twenty-five bob from? Has his poctal
___order comet”

!nrl

cte,, cured

Course B'e

or

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“He won it ou a bei!” explained
Peter. - “He bet on the mateh this
afternoon and snooped twenty-five bob
from the b:ggest blackguard in the
Remove—-"

“Thanks !” said Smithy, with a sueer,
from the door of Study No. 4.

“Not at all,” answered Peter n!l'sbls

“You're welcome to licar wy opinion of
vou, Smithy I

“1 say, you fellows, I ain't —"

“T've cxplained to Bunter thak that
frowsy sort of thing is barred in No. 7,
and persuaded him to shove his ill-
gotten gains into the hospital box!”
said Peter blandly. “He thought of
spending it on tuck at first, but I argued
W lth him, and he changed his mind—"

“I haven't ! howled Bunter.

Thud !

Peter Todd’s boot landed. i landed
hard, The roar that followed, cclioed
irom one end of tho Remove passage to
the other

A chuckling cmwd followed to the
landing. The hospital box was i the
hall below, and it seemed fo have mo
attraction whatever for, Billy Buuter.
The noble canse of charity did not
appeal to him so much as jam tavis and
cream puffs !

But there were no jam {arts or eream
pufls- for the fat spertsman. He volled
reluctantly down the Remorve staircase.
propelled by Peter, and a erdwd of
laughing faces watched them over the
Lunisters.

My, Quclch was to be =cen below, At
the sight of him, Billy Bunter had a
zleam of hope.

“Toddy, you beasl ! lic hisscd.

#Come on!”

“If you don't leggo. T°l1 call Quelch !
hissed DBunter,

“Do!™ said Peter. “Queleh \\uu!n
like to know how you got thal twe
five bob! T thiuk lie would be fearf |L
mtr rested. ™

“Oh crikey IV

Bunter gave up the
Quelch !

At the foot of the staircase Poto
shifted his grasp ﬁum Bunter's peck to
Duanter's ar inking arms with Lim
e aﬁ'octmuatd\—ﬁut very secnrely.
But the hepless fat sportsman did noi
want to draw Quelels's atfention. and v
went like a lamb.

A fat fist with a pound nete and {wo
Lhalf-erowns in it hovered velvetamls
over the slot in the hospital box, Duste
sl-F-med to find 48 veally mnpo==ilie tc wo
close that fat Land!

e fiined on Peter.

{1 say, Tadds, ghl chap—halves 17
e gasped,

It was the last appeal—and it failed !
Peter lifted his foot !

“Tf Quelel W ants to know wihs
Looling you * he began.

The fat fist unclosed ! Bunte
want DPeter (o boot Ilm m_u:!
di] he want Qm Iets 1o know why
half-erowns colinkad inlo e be
im( folluwed by a ynm.d uate !

“aral man!” said Peter.
*Peast I groaned Bouler
Aud that waus that !

THE END.

(Onee again the razeally Tracy
(rigmphed ovrer his cnemy.
he his nexl more?
read “THE MYSTERY OF MK
QUELCHT” next wiok's super gfori o)
Heurry Wharton & Col)
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