


2 DON'T MISS THE NEW FOOTER SUPPLEMENT, BOYS!

THE WHITE FEATHER !

Nothing huris ¢ schoolboy more hon {0 be gooused of funiing a serap. Yel this grave

charge i3 levelled against Mark Lintey, one of the pluckiest fellows at Greyfriors !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

An O Enemy !
6 OMING alonr to the village,
Bob?”
Mark Linley asked the ques-

tion cheerily as he came into
Study No. 13, which he shared with Bob
Uhrerry, Hurree Singh, and Wan Lung.
It was Wednesday, just after dinnoer,
and only Bob happened to be in the
study. He was busily engaged cleaning
a pair of dkates, .

¢ locked up with a smile :

“Borry, old scout—no,” he replied.
“My fascinating society is already
booked —going with Wharton and the
others down to the Bark, in fact. Why
not drop the village idea and come along
with ws, Marky?"

Mark Linley laughed.

“I'm not yearning for 4 watery grave,
Bob,” he said. “ My dear old chap,
the river can't be safe yet. Besides, the
stow will have mucked up——-"

“This wind will have scen to the
snow,” saml Bob confidently. * I bet
the centre of the river is fairly clear,
anyway. Inany case, if it isn't safe, we
shall trot along to MNewman's Pool—
Wingate and Gwynne have been on 1t

already, I believe. It's O.K. What
about joining us, Marky?”
“Want to get a new strap for my

skates. Broke one during the last ice wo
had. I'll join you afterwards, though.
I wou't waste time by going to the Bark.
I’'ll ¢ut ncross to, Newman’s Pool from
the village. I expect I'll find you there—
if you haven't found a watery grave 1n
the Sark in the meantime.”

“Keep your epers eled, old
chap,” said Bob Cherry. * Those High-
cliffe bounders are on the warpath, and
with all this snow about—"

“Ret! I can _look™ after myseli all
vight.” laughed Mark Linley, 'Well,
cheormo !

With that, Linley twisted his scarf
round his neck and hurried out of
doors,

Out iz the Close the snow was piled
thick and deep—deeper still where it
had drifted against the trunks of the
old elms. Frost glimmered on windows,
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and from sills and gutters and treesg
sparkling icicles hung stifly, adding to
the dazzling glitter of the spow in the
winter sunshine.

Round the snow-covered roofs and old,
red chimneys of Greyfriars the wind
whistled, and it was bitingly cold. But
despite the cold & swarm of fags were
snowballing in the Close, and a fusillade
greeted Mark Linley as he started for
thae gates. Being a wise and good-
humoured junior, Mark did not stop to
retaliste—and thereby earn a ragging!
He wisely took to his heels, laughing as
II;E"dueked to avoid the whizzing snow-

alls.

At the gates the fzps drew off, and
Mark dropped to & walk, buttoning his
coat tightj} about him. . In the lane the
trodden swow was hard as iron, and
slippery as ice itself, But Mark Linley

ut his best foot foremost, eager to pet

is arrand over and fo join Harry Whar-
tonn & Co. on the 1ce.

But Mark was not fated to do any
skating that afternoon.

He was half-way to Friardale when
he was startled by hearing yells of pain
and anger shead of him, and on turn-
ing the corner in the lane he came upon
a scene which made his face, alread

ruddy with the glow of health, fush.

redder still.

Sprawling face downwards in the snow
and struggﬁng desperately was a village
youth. He was struggling with two
elegantly-clad youths, one of whom was
kneeling on his back, ji:,mmiﬂg his face
into the hard snow with cruel force, the
other twisting one of his arms, making
the hapless villager howl with pain.

“ Ponsonby and Gadsby!” muttered
Linley. “Up to their bullying games
as usual.”

The villager's face was white, save
for a thin trickle of red that can from
his nose. A ti]anm showed the Lanca-
shire junior that this was no.harmless

rag u;f;. .
'Pf‘{ d on, Ponsonby!" exclaimed
Mark Linley indignantly, *“That's

enough ! .

He ran in and, Frn ing Ponsonby by
the shoulder, whirfed him off his victim.
Ponsonby staggered away, and his eyes

glinted as he recognised the newcomer,

By FRANK RICHARDS
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the Chums of Greyfriars,

with Mark Linley, the Scholar-
ship boy, filling the principal role.

“Oh, it's you, Linley!" he ang 2
“What the thump do ;,*gu niean h;,rr-:: ig-
mi’ in like this, you cad! Clear out!®

"Il elear out when you've released
that chap,” said Linley guietly. “Can'{
vou zee he's had enough ¥

Ponsonby rubbed his shoulder where
Mark’s grasp had closed on it. There
was an ugly look on his features. It
was not the first time he had come “up
against ¥ Mark Linley.

“Look here, Linley,” he said furi-
cusly. “This village lout chucked 4
snowball at me ﬂ&:tﬂr&ay, Think [ for-
get things like that? I'm going to put
the cad through it. And if you don’t
mind your own dashud busimess, we'll
p:{tl you through it, you dashed factory
L& .

* He's had enough,” said Mark ealmly.
T LrE'I!: ]:'Iim E":'-" ¥

Ponsonby’s answer was to rush to aid
Gadshy, who was finding it more than
he could manage to huﬁi the villager.
The latter was on his knees now, but
Ponsonby mreached him, and, though
(tadsby was holding the youth’s wrists,
Ponsonby's fist canght him a brutal blow
on the temple, and the youth went crash-

ing down again.

“You howling cad!” shouted Linley.

Rowsed from his calmness now, Linley
went at the Highchffe dandy, and
whirted him away again. This time
Ponsonby spun round and sat down with
a jar, on the hard snow,

He was up again the next moment, his
eyes blazing with passion.

“Leave that kid, Gadshy!” he yelled
furiously, “ Help me with this cad! I'll
teach him to lay his dirty paws on me,
the factory lout!™

With that, Ponsenby went for Linle
like a whirlwind. Mark Linley jumpe
back with upraised fists, but as.he did
so-his feet went clean from under him
on the slippery snow, and he went doweo
with no little force,

In a flash Ponsonby had jumped on
him, and the next moment, glad enough
to release the village youth, Gadsby had
joined him,

“Put the cad through it, Gaddy|"
shouted Ponsonby. ‘““He's asked for it,
and he's going to get it.”
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The fall had shaken Mark Linley up-

considerably, and before’ he could
recover himself the two Higheliffe black
sh had him pinned down in the snow.

?'aﬁﬂld him, (I})addf'!" hissed Ponsonhy,
his lips curling cruefly. " I'll give the
cad something to remember me by.
Handle me, would he—the low beast ¥

He started to ram the Lancashire
junior’s face in the snow with savage
orce. With Ponsonby's knee in his back,
and with Gadsby ;ittinf on his legs, the
junior was almost helpless,

But it did not go on. Ponsonby and
Gadsby had quite forgotten the village
youth—or, at least, they had taken it for
granted that he would take to his heels
on being released, and save himself. .

The youth did nothing of the sort,
however; he was <vidently built of
sterner stuff. A knuc{;!}' fist, hard as
ivon, struck Gadsby suddenly on his
chin, and Gadsby went rolling away
with a yelp of surprise and pain,

“Oood for you, kid!” gasped Mark

Linley.
Taking advantage of the unexpected
help, Mark gave a sudden heave, and

sent Ponsonby sprawling away. Then

he serambled up. _

“(Good gad " gasped Ponsonby, jump-
ing up, ‘' Look out, Gaddy!"

%wn as he -shouted the warning Fon-
sonby went reeling back as Linley’s fist
smacked home on his mouth. Mark
followed him up, hitting out straight
from the shoulder, and the Higheliffe
leader staggered back, defending him-
self desperately, and yelling to Gaddy
for aid. '

But Gaddy had more than enough on
his hands to look after himself. The
village youth had found the two of them
two much for him, but things were
levelled out now., He was almost ex-
hausted with the punishment he had re-
coived at the hands 3[ the bullies, but
he lowered his head, &nd went for
Gadsby like o wild cat. .

The youth hadn’t the faintest idea of
boxing, but he knew how to fight; more
over, he was almost mad with rage and
pain, and he meant to settle his account
with the bullies. The way he waded
inte the cowsardly Gadsby was a sight
o B

With whirling fists he drove the yell-
ing Gadsby round and round, until
Gadeby suddenly ducked away and fairly
van for if. ]

With heaving chest and panting
bresth the villager turned to see how
Linley was faring. But he need not
have worried. The Lancashire lad was
mare than holding his own. It usua:}‘{fr
took o great deal to force the good-
tempered and quiet Mark Lioley into
a quarrel, but his eyes were blazing now,
and it was plain that be intended to
give Ponsonby a hiding this time—a
hiding the Highcliffe slacker richly de-
sorvad.

Ponsonby was panting and gasping
now., Hiz lip was ecut, and crimson
streamed from his nose, while one of his
eyes was already swelling visibly, But
he fought on savagely, desperatels.
Lacking always, and ﬂn%ending himself
frantically. Iad his opponent been any-
one olse but Linley, Ponsonby would,
donbtless enongh, have bolted as Gadshy
lad done, But the thought of fAecing
before Linloy—the factory “ead " he
had always hated and despised—was
moro than the pfoud and hanghty Pon-
sonby would allow himself to contem-
plate.

Hiz prido cost him a terrific hiding,
however, Had he shown the slightest
desire for mercy, Lanley would have
stoppod at once. But even when Linley
did show signs himself of slacking off,
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Ponzonby, almost beside himself with -hm'r.-n't. fintshed with Linley yet, Gaddy,

passion renewed the struggle
savagely. _

“My heye!" panted the villager.

Not knowing that the twe were old
enemies, the village youth watched the
terrific struggle aghast. i

But the fight was too furious and [ast
to last long. Doth of the juniors had
been down more than once, chiefly owing
to the slippery snow, But s final drive
from Linﬁg"ﬁ fist taking Ponsonby clean
under the chin sent him crashing down,
with every bit of breath in his body
shaken out. And this time he stayod
down. :

He lay there gasping. and* almost
weeping with roge. Mark Linley stood
pauting and tooking down at him, :

“¥ou asked for it, Pensonby,” he
gasped. “I've licked you befors, and
you knew what to expect. But I wasn't
going to pass by and sce you brutally
ill-treating that village chap. )

Ponsonby glowered up at him, bitier
hatred in his eyes. But he did not speak,
and Linley found his cap and nodded to
the village youth. They walked on lo-
wards Friardale together.

The villager was grinning as he
mopped his damaged nose. The High-
cliffa “nuts * had been “licked to the
blooming wide,” as he expressed it. But
Mark Linley was not grinning,. He
knew the vengelful, spiteful nature of
Cecil Ponsonly, and he didn't feel at
ail;l certain that the affair had ended
there.

now,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
To the Bescue !
PDHEDEE'E’ watched Mark Lanley

and " his companion as they van-
ished along the snow-clad lane,
and then he struggled to his feet,
mopping his bruised featurcs  with a
handkerchief that rapidly grew ctimson.
He had scarcely done so when Gadshy
came slinking out from the shelter of
the  trees bordering the lanc.
“The—the cads have gone, then,
Pon®"” he muttered, eveing his leader
more than a little uncasily “ Look
here, Pon, why the thunder didn't you
run for it like I did? You must have
known we couldn’t handle the pair of
them."
Ponsonby locked at him, his face
twisted into & savage. bilter aneer,
“You beastly, rotten funk !” he hissed
savagely. “You ran away and left me
to iju (zaddy. Just the thing you would

o

“Look here, T wasn't—"

“Running away from a beastly gutter-
snipe like that!” shouted FPonsonby.
“You howling funk, Gaddy !™

“J—I wasn't going.to soil my hands
on him,” =aid Gadsby surlily. “Why
didn't you have the sense—-""

“Oh, shut up!" snarled Ponsonby.
“Think I was going to run away from
that dashed factory brat? DBy gad!
I'll make the little brute squirm for this.
I'll make him wish he'd never seen Grey-
friars. I'II-T11—"

“Hore's Monson and Vavasour, now,”
put in Gadsby, anxfous to change the
subject, * Pity they didn’t come earlier,
We'd have had those bounders at our
mercy then.” ;

Ponsonby lookéd quickly along the
lane. From the Highelific Road which
joined the Friardale Lane some hundred
vards back two lignres were walking.

onsonby’s eves gleamad as he sighted
the two, who were Monson and Vava-
sour right cnough.

“Cond!” he breathed, his eves glint.
ing. “Daslied good. in fact! We

not by a long chalk, We're four now,
and ffancr that factory scholarship
bounder will find things & bit different
when he comes back.”

“What © d'yvou  mean?”
Gadsby, looking E:;uif:l-:l;r at
“You don't intend——-"

" Yes, I do!" snarled Ponsonby pas-
sionately, taking away his handkerchief
and revealing his puffed and bruised
features. “Think I'm the sort to take
this lving down, Gaddy? By gad, no!
The brute will be coming back this way
—bound to be. He had his skatéd in his
pocket, and that means he's going on
Newman's Pool, or the river. "ﬁ'u]l,
he'll find us waiting for him when he
does returp. And when we do get the
brute—well—"*

FPonsonby did not finish, but the look
on his face was not good to see. It
made even Gadsby shiver,a trifle. And
just then Monson and Vavasonr came
up.

They stared in astonishment at the
Lruised and dishevelled condition of

their chums.

“(rood gad!" pgasped Vavasour.
“What's happened? You-both look as
if you'd been through a dashed coffee-
mill: Been ecrapping with Greviriacs
cads ™

Ponsonby nodded and scowled.

He very soon expliined what had hap-

ed, however, ond the newcomers
whistled. _

“Phew !" said Vavasour, *buttering
up ” hiz leader, as he was wont to do.
“Gad, Pon, but you're not standing that,
of course? Things are coming to a
pretty pass when dashed charity louts
like that chap Linley start knocking our
fellows about [™

“Rotten " agreed Monson., “We're
on if you mean to catch the bounder as
e comes back, Pon ™

“Dh, absolutely "' said Vavasour.

“Come on, then!" snapped Ponsonby.
“I know just the place to collar him—
higher up hera 1™

And Ponsonby was just about to lead
his cronies along the lane whon Gadsby
stooped suddenly and picked something
up.

B Hallo, here's o letter belonging lo
Linlev ! he said, glancing at the ad-
dress on the envelope he held. **Must
have dropped out of his pocket, I sup-
pase. I'll rip the dashed—"

“Hold on!“ sna Ponsonby
quickly. * Let's have that, Gaddy !”

He held out his hand, and Gadsby
handed over the missive obediently.
’onsonby coolly drew out the letter, and
glanced at it. Then his lips curled as ho
vend if.

It was from Mark Linley's mother, and
it was full of affectionate terms and
homely references to family matters.
Amidst joors and chuckles FPonszonb
read it aloud, and the Higheliffe ca
seemed to derive great amusement from
the reading—especially certain references
to Mark's father, who was expecting pro-
maotion, according fo the letter,

“What a dashed seream!"” chortled
Vavasour. “Ho dear father is oxpecting
to be made foreman—what? I suppose
the old bounder works in & factory, like
s dashed - son did. We'll j'lﬂl old
Skinner and his pals about this, Fon.
They'll just scream !"” 3

Curionsly enough, Tonsonby himself
did not zeem to devive enjoyment from
the letter. He siood thinking a moment,
and then he shoved the letter into his in-
side pocket, his eves glinting mlrimm!:n_'.

“You're right,” he =aid, nodding.
“We will tell Skinner and his pals about
this. But not vet, mind vou. I'll tell
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ou when, This needs thinking over a

I‘:;it. Anyway, we'll leave it for now.
What about this ambush 7'’

Ponsonby's chums grinned and followed
him, as he led the way.again along the
lane; they saw their leader had some-
thing in his mind in relatioh to that

latter, But he refused to say more con-
eerning it, and suddenly he stop at o
spot where high, snow-covered banks

lined the lane on either side.

““We'll nab him here nicely,” he said.
“He won't get the chance to bolt—or see
s beforehand, either. Get behind these
thickets, and don't move until I give the

word "
“Homeone coming now,” said Gadsby
quickly. * From G‘ge;',rfria.rﬁ!”

“"@et out of aight, thenl” snapped
Popsonby, glancing t&uick]:.r along the
lane, * ¥£ it is a doshed Greyiriars cad
he's ,Eﬂt- to go through it 17
“On, absolutely I

A figurehad comsé into sight from the
direction of Greyiriara—a solitary ﬁgura,
trudging dlong rather mimlessly. From
the sllgllgltﬂr of tha thicket, Ponsonb
watched it with eyes that gleamed wi
spite and mialice. “Ponsonby always had
been “up against * Greyfriarg {ellows,
and he was more o than ever now.

“Gad 1Y murmured Veavasour
“Daghed if it isn't that fool, Alonzn, that
half-potty consin of Péter Todd's, "_F'Fhﬂt
about having a bit of fun with the dear
ghap, just to pass the time until Linley
turos up?”

If snything, Vevasour was the most
cruel and cowardly of any one of the
four, But his suggestion met instantl
with Ponsonby’s appmai, as it did wit
the others. Ragging a timid and harm-
lesa jumior like Alonzo Todd was much
more fun—and much safer—than ragging
a fellow who would hit back, and might
prove dangerous, i ] ]

- With gloating ns the Higheliffe
juniors waited for the guileless and inno-
cent Alonzo Todd to come up. He was
trudging along slowly, hands in coat-
pockets, his rather long nose red with
cald, and his watery eyes blinking about

vacantly.
Danger was obviously far from
Alonzo's thoughts just then, for he

almgst leaped from his skin as he found
himself suddenly surrounded by High-
cliffe fellows.

“0Oh dear!” he mumbled. *Oh dear
me 1"‘

Alonzo had recognised them now, and
hiz featpres took on an expression of
deapest dismey and apprehension. He
knew only too well what to expect from
Ponsonby & Co.

“Dear old Lonzy,” remarked Pon-
gonby. “What a delighiful pleasure to
meet you this afternoon !

“ Absolutely I ehuckled Vavasour,

Alonzo Todd blinked about him like
a trapped animal.

“P.p-pup-pray allow me to pass,
please,” he stammered. I happen to ba
in rather a—a hurry, my dear fellows.™

“Hia dear fellows, are we?" chuckled
Vavasour. “I wondor how we can hel

elong, as he's in a hurry, thaps
Ah, I have it! A oold shock to freshen
him up—like this!®

And, bringing a snowball from behind
him, Vavasour rammed it down bétween
Alonzo's scarf and his neck. The hapless
junior yelled shrilly as the iey mass
trickled down his back. Ho yelpdd still
mora 45 Ponsoanby rammed another snow-
ball into his open mouth, and then kicked
his legs from under him.

The duffer of Greyfriars crashed down,
and lay there, gasping and sputtering
frantically, while the bullying Highcliffe
eads roared.
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“Ha, ha, hal”

It was only the beginning, however,
as Alonzo Todd quickly dizcoverad.
was rolled and rolled, and smow was
jammed dewn his back gnd his chest, and

is face was rubbed in it until the unfor-
tunate Alpnze howled dismally with pain
and dismay. :

Bo engrossed wera the bullies in their
tegk that they failed to notice a figure
that had appeared far down the lane to-
wards the village. Indeed, they scarcely
had much chance to nofics it, i fact.

It was Mark Linlay, just returging
from Hrigrdale, and a3 he sigh the
graup in the lane he swiftly into
the sheiter of the hedgerow.

In a flash—though 1t was too far for
him to recognisa the growp, Mark had
gueszed they were enemmes, It had
already occurred to him that Ponsonby
& Cp. might attempt to ambush him on
his refurn jﬂum:g.

Ho the Lancashire lad was cautipus,
and ready for anythmg,

His first thought was to cut across the
fields, and thus escape possible danger;
but the ,ﬁaﬂa of laughter rather puzzled
him, ‘Koo 'n% in the™ shelter of the
cdge, though the smow was deep, Mark
moved along until suddenly ha stopped,
snd his mouth tighteped.

Ho could recognise the voices ahend

now, and he could recopnise the forms ',Lilﬂay whesl round and dash away, van-

of Ponsonby & Co. He could also retog-
nise Alonzo Todd's dismal yelps of pum
and distress. The Laneashire junipr did
not need to be told what it meant.
“Oh, the cade!™ he breathed. “ Fancy

bullying a poor, i ive chap like
Lonzy! Four to one—eh? He.rg goes,
anyway I”

In & moment Mark Linley made up his
mind. But instead of rus!:;m%lhlindfy to
the rescud, he elipped through a gap in
the hedgze, and started to work Ina way
an swiftly towards the spot, unseen and
unheard in the deep, soft snow of the
fleld. He knew that his only chaned of
doing anything useful was to take the
wretched bullies by surprise.

Intengding not to show himself until the

last moment, Mark left the hedgerow on
reaching the high bank of the gully, and
worked round it, keeping the bn.uﬁ bo-
tween himself and the Higheliffe juniors,
whose voices and laughter he mujfd hear
plainly now.
_ Roaching the spot cﬁpgasite where he
judged they were, Mark scrambled up
the bank and glanced swiftly down into
the lane halow,

What he saw made him grit his teeth
with angry indignation.

Onl Alonze Todd’'s head and
shoulders were visible, Bnow was piled
1;%1 about him, and it was obviously tha

ighcliffe cads' inténtion to bury the
hapless junior up to his neck in the hard,
iCy Snow.

oor Alonzo’s face was blue with cold
save where sundry scratches showed
redly.  The sight made Mark's blood
boil, and he was about to leap the low
hedpe to the rescue when two things
hagpenpd, . !

t that moment Ponsonby sighted him
and gave a yell, and at the same moment
a distant ery reached Mark’s ears from
bohind him.

Theré was something so appealing in
the ery, so urgent an terrified, that it
arrested Mark's attention at once, More-
over, it was a feminine ery, and it was
a cxg for aid.

“Help, help!”

The ¢ry was faint and feeble, but it
cauglt rk's keen ears, and he
wheeled round in a flash—and in a flash
he saw what it was. i

A couple of fields distant; and with a
thin belt of trees in between, was a small

private lake. And through the wintr
trunks of the trees Mark’s ayes glimpae
an ugly, black patch on the white sue-
face of the lake, and in the black patch
of water some ng white that struggled.

“Good heavens!™ panted Mark,

In that. moment poor. Alonzo Todd's
troubles became as nothings indeeds he
fnr%ut- Alonzo Todd and Ponsonby & Co.
a3 he glimpsed that alarming scene in
the distance.

Turning abruptly, ha dashed away
across the fields towards the distant lake
unﬁ as he did_n?-i Ignnsuub ] alnir!mg
Yoell wah Snswere another ¥ell, 1n
the well-known tones % Harry \‘E%arh:-n.

“M b scue, Grayfriars] Hold
arl, .&runm—'im"ra coming I

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Amaring |

T was the Famous Five. They were

I just ¢oming from the river, having

ound the Bark far from being safe

for skating. And they had turned

the corner in the lane in time to see

Ponsonby & Co. putting the fAnishing

?uggea to their cruel ragging of Alonzo
odd,

They had also seen something else;

they were iust in time to see Mark

ishing from sight over the ridge of snow-
eovergd bank, as Ponsonby yelled out
the warning,

Buot they had not seen what Mark
Linle d seen, nor had they heard
that faint, appealing cry from the dis-
tant lake.

The Co. wera naturally astounded at

seeing & fellow like Mark Linley take to
his heels in such circumstances.

Yet they scarcely gave Linley a
thﬂuﬁht just then. The sight of Alonzo
Todd's miserable plight made their
teetlr clench and_ their eyes blaze with
indignant rage. Had it been an ordinary
Greyfriars fellow, it would have been
bad erough; but a helpless, inoffensive
duffer like Alonzo Todd being thus ill-
treated made their blood boil, In the
bitter enmity between Ponsonby & Co.
and Greyfriars, Cecil Ponsonby had
rarely, if ever, gene quite so far as this.
They did not know that poor Alonzo was
paying for tha marks Linley had made
on Ponsonby’s features.

But Harry Wharton & Co. did not
stop to ask for an explanation. They
just camé on like a whirlwind, and the
next instant Ponsonby & Co. and the
Famous Five were fighting tooth and
nail,

The Higheliffe juniors got no chance
to bolt, had they ~wanted to. H.arrf'.r
Wharton rushed at Ponsonby himself,
Bob Cherry cushed at Gadsby, Vavasour
had, Hurrea Singh to himself, whilo
Joknny Bull tackled Monson with whirl-
ing fists, Frank Nugent’s help was not
needed, and he hurried to the weepin
and exhausted Alonzo Todd, and starte
to relcase him from the bank of snow.

“Give it to the cads!” roared Bab
Cherry. “ Give them the hiding of their
lives 1™

As he yellad, Bob's right, like a lump
of iron, caught Gadsby under the chin
and fairly lifted him off his feet. He
crashed down, and lay there groaning
and gasping. Bub he made no attempt
to get up again,

“Get up, you wretched funk!” roared
Bob Cherry. * I've not finished with you
a..Iatl.lb

As he spoke, Bob grabbed Gadsby and
haunled him boddy up on his feet.. For
once the good-patured and cheery Bob
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Sprawling face downwards in the snow, and struggling desperately in the grasp of
A glance showed Mark Linley as he came up that this was no harmless ragging.
indignantly. *“ That's enough ! ** ** Clear out ! ** snapped Ponsonby savagely. (See Chapler 1.}

Ponsonby and Gadshy, was a village youth,
«'Hold on, Ponsonby ! ** exclaimed Linley

was in a foyal rage, and nof in the mood
to be mierciful.

"Tet me alone!” panted Gadsby.
“Can't vou see I've had enough? I've
slready had one licking——"

“Then here's another !" snapped Bob.
“Put them up, you howling, bullying

“d [J.l‘
And he came on again. Gadshy
jumped back, and his fists went up;

there was nothing else for him to do but
fight: There was also ﬂﬂthl:lg‘ clse for
the others to do. The Famous Five were
not disposed to give quarter yet. They
went at it hammer and tongs, and the
Higheliffe nuts were forced to defend
themselves.

- Like Gadsby, FPonsonby soon went
crashing down, and he wanted to stay
down, making the same¢ excuse as
Eiudaf::.r. But Ifarry was in too big a
rage to see the marks on Ponsonby's
features—obvious as they were—apd be
kicked Ponsonby to his feet again.

Round and round, and backwards and
forwards, the combataits tramped and
stumbled, the issue being never for one
moment in doubt. Ponsonby & Co. were
not fighting men—at least, they never
fought unless they were in the majority,
or d fellows of a weaker calibre to
face,

The Famous Five could have ended
the ight at any time they liked, but they
wore determined to give each of the
comazdly hullies o richly-deserved hid-
ng.

And they did. Ponsonby and Gadsby
went down first—to stay down. There
was no mistaking the fact that they had

had encugh, and both Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry left it at Yhat,

Hardly had they dropped out of the
struggle when Vavasour, who had made
more than one vain attempt to bolt, sud-
denly ducked and took to his heels, and
this time Monson followed his example.

Hurree Singh and Johnny Bull were
about to chase them when Harry Whar-
ton called them back.

“Let the cowardly cads go,” he said,
hiz lipsz cueling. * 1 fancy these two are
the leaders, anyway. And they won't
try pames like this again in a hurry.
Hallo! Poor old Alonzo! Here, hold
up, kid!” )

While Harry was speaking, .Alonzo
Todd, freed from the mass of suow, had
staggered to his fcet with the aid of
Frank Nugent. Dut even as he did 'so
ha collapsed, and, but for Frank and
Harry, would have fallen like o log.

*(h, the brutes " breathed Harry, his
eyes gleaming with ibedignant rage.
“Took at this kid, Ponsonby, you cad!
Call thiz an ordinary ragging! You've
gone too far this time!”

Ponsonby also saw that as he leoked
up at Alonzo Tedd. The unfortunate
Duffer’s face was blue with cold, and he
was shaking from head to foot. Hae
looked what he was, on the verge of
fainting. Such a “ragging ** had proved
more than a weedy, delicate fellow like
Lonzy could stand.

“Hold the poor kid up, you chaps,”
sald Harry Wharton, turning again to
Ponsonby and Gadsby. **Now, you cads!
You've got to carry that kid back to
Greyfriars, You hear that?!"

Ponsonby glared up at him. He was

T

almost weeping with pain and hysterical

R,

ﬁ?l dashed well ‘won't!” he raved.
“Oh, you cad, Wharton! I won't for-
get this, I tell you!l™

“{zet up, you cowardly worm!"

“1 won't, hang you!"

Harry strode to the hedge and fore a
strong stake from it. He came back and
stood over the grovelling FPonsonby.

“Are you going to get up?” he
snapped.

Ponsonby, locking like a fiend, stag-
gered to his feet. The sight of the
stick was enough for him. Gadsby also
got up, his face a mixture of fury ard
AN Pranenslion,

" Now you can-take off your overcoats,
wrap.them roitnd Alonzo, make a chair
with your arms, and earry him to Grey:
friars,” sald Harry Wharton grimly.
o Ehnrp's the word, or you'll know about
it. I'm just itching to lay this stick
about your bullying hides ¥

“Good wheeze, Harry!"” said Hob
Cherry. " Buck up, vou cads, or you'll
hnng about it. Inci no- hanky-peuoky,
mind I

Ponsonby glared round at the juniors.
But there was no me in their scorn-
ful glances. He nodded to Cradsby,
though his eyes were glittering with
helpless rage.

The next moment the two had stripped
off their overcoats and wrapped them
around Todd's shivering fgure. Next,
they made & chair of their cﬁs hands,
and lifting Alonzo Todd up, they started
to stagger towardg Greyfriars with their
burden. It was a far from easy task,
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a3 the road was in a shocking state for
walking, and both of the rascally juniors
were apﬁ:ng i avery limb,

But they dared not refuse, nor yet
iry any tricks. Harry warnad them w at
to expect if they dropped. the hapless
Dutfer. More than once they stopped,
panting and gasping, and protesting des-

vately; but Harry Wharton would
tisten to no excozes or pleadings. Pon-
sonby & Co. never lost an opportunity of
huil:,.rihﬁ Greyiriars “non-combatants ™
when they got the chanee; now the ecap-
tain of tga Remove had his chance to
teach Ponsonby & Co. a lesson, and he
was determined to make the most-of it.

By the tinm Greﬂ‘ riara hove in sight
slong the =nowy lane, Ponsonby and
Gadsby themselves were in almost as
bad a state as Alonzo Todd, There were
several Remove fellows apowballing
round the gates, and as he sighted them
Ponsonby stopped and refused to go
further.

Harry Wharton insisted, howeyer, and
as he brought the stick into play, the
Highcliffe nuts stag;gered on again, their
faces white with humiliation and
passion.

As they neared the gates the snow-
ballers coased their larking and camo
rushing up wonderingly. %‘heg howled
when they learned the facts, and Pon-
sonby and Gadsby shivered apprehen-
sively at the angry faces surrounding
them.

“Look here, Wharton,” stammered
Ponsonby, “we've had enough! Eeep
these cads off | Can't vou see wo've bhad
enough 1 :

Thera was a howl,

“ Bmash the cadsi”

“"Put the rotters through it!™
Harry Wharton held up his hand.
“Thoy've had onough, ¢ allmz." he said,
ivihg P'onsonby & scornful look., **We
iave already given them a thundering

good hiding, %491: the cads go now.”

“Half a miputel” snapped Poter
Todd, who came rushing up.just then.
“My hat! What have the brutes done
to Alonzo ™

“They've been putting the poor chap
through it,” said Bob Cherry, "“We
foand him buried up to the neck nearly
in snow. He must be drenched through,
Toddy. Better hurry him off to the
matron.”

“The cads!” breathed Peter Todd.

He seemeéd about to Bing himsclf on
the c-u:aniring' Ponsonby, and then he
drew back and went to help Bob Cherry,
who was, with Frank Nugent, helping
to hold Alonzo up. And just at that
moment & newcomer appeared on the
scene, and a deep voice broke on the
cars of the juniors,

“What is the matter, boys?"

It was Mr. Quelch, who had just come
towards tho gates. He had been chat-
ting to My, Prout on the Bchool House
steps, and he had sern the crowd round
the pa%es, and bad come to investifate.

‘Hoe glariced keenly round at the
juniors, and he started slightly as he
saw Popsonby and Gadsby. Then his
glance rested on Alonzo Tadd.

“Lood heavenz! What has happened
to Todd?” he exclaimed, in alarm.
“Wharton, what is the matter

Wharton was silent. But he need not
have hesitated to speak, for Mr. Quelch's
keen glance had taken everything in
now, and he had slready guessed what
was the matter,

“ Am I to understand that these High-
cliffe boys are responsible for Todd's
condition, Wharton 1" he demanded, an
aNgEry ]igiit in his-eyes.

Wharton knew 1t was
attempt to hide it.
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“Yes, siv,” he said quietly. “We—
we  have already punpished ‘them,
thongh.” \ '

“8o0 I can see,” said Mr. Quelch, a
trifle dryly, his gfanm cesting & moment
on_the "bruised features of the High-
cliffe juniors. “Nona the less, Whas-
ton, it 13 my intention to make a com-
plaint .30 Dr. Voysey, of Highcliffe,
when I have heard the facts, What are
your names¥ he added, turning again
to Ponsouby and Gadsby.

The Highclific juniorz gave their
namea dfter a moment's hesitation,
reaiising the futility of trying to keep
them back. Mvr. Quelch noted them, and
then he told them to go.

“This is obviously beyond a school-
boy ragging,” he said sternly. *1I shall
report the matier at once to your head-
master.  You may go! Todd, you had
better hurry with your eousin to the
matron without delay.”

Yes, sair.”

Petor Todd and Bob Cherry hurried
tha shivering, still hali-dazed Alonzo
towards the school buildings, practicall
carrying him there. Fonsonby an
Gadsby slunk away, and a hurricane of
snowballs helped them to break into a
run as they went, Even Mr. %ue!ch’s
?resanue did not save the Highcliffe cads
rom that. They vanished down the lane
at a run.

Then, when the Remove master had
also éma;i ared, Harry Wharton,
Johnoy Bu Eeand Hurree Singh looked
at each other. Now Ponsonby, Gadsby,
angd the hapless Alonzo were off their
hands, they had time to think of some-
one ﬂise. and that someone was Mark

Lanley.

“Well #* said Harry Wharton. ** What
do you fellows think about it—about
Mark Linley, I mean? You saw him
on the bhank4t*

Hurrea Singh and TFrank DNugent
nodded glumly, Johnny Bull gave a
snort,

“Bheer funk!™ he grunied. “The

cowardly sweop simply turned and ran

for it! He didn't see uz coming, of
course. '
“The funkfulness i3  amazingly

terrifie,” agreed Hu-ree Bingh, loocking
far from happy. “1I must say that the
esteemed and ridienlons Mark has sur-
prised nre muchfully, my chums!™

“I could scarcely believe my ‘eyes™
said Harry Wharton, his brow dark.
“YWhy, even a fat asz like Bunter would
searcely have left poor old Lonzy to
thosa TII‘HH.‘S without chipping in or
daing something. It beats me hollow.”

“Rotten!”  said Frank Nugent.
“Linley's the last chap I would have
suspected of Pla:ring the fund, though.
But—but—'

“There's no butting about iti®
snapped Harry Wharton, his cyes gleam-
ing angrilyv. “Linley funked it; ‘he ran
away and left a harmless duler: like
Lonzy in the lLiands .of those bullying
cads, 1t was clear enough. T'm as
amazed as you chaps; but there’s no
doubting it,”

“He ought to be shewn up, I suppose.
Bof—-7"

“And he is going to be shown up,”
sald Harry warmly, " unless he can give
a good explanation. The Remove should
deal with a matter like this. We'll jolly
goon let him know what we ﬂ:uinit of
conduct liko that.”

“What's. that abous Linley?” asked
Bulstrode, who was standing near, * Was
Lo there?”

Harry nodded, and alter a3 moment's
hesitation he told the story., Bulstrode
whistled .as he heard how Linley had
turned tail and vun for his life—as they
supposed,

“Well, I'm blowed!” growled Bul-
strode, his eves gleaming. ! That doean’t
sound. like Linley.  But if he did, then
he deserves to be shown up, the cowardly
sweep ! What are you going to do about
it, Wharton{ The chaps ought to
khow,*

“Bo they shall—if Lioley's got no
decent excuse,” said Harry grimly.
“But I'm doing nothing unt.ﬁr I'vae
spoken to him. Have any of you chaps
seen bim come in yet!”

There was 4 gencral shaking of heads,
and Harry Wharton grunted and led-his
chums indoors, having-decided to neglect
Ehﬂnfafhr the rest of that afternoon.

They left Bulstrode and the others buzz-
mg with the strange news, And it cer-
tainly - was strafige nows. Linley was

one of the last persons they wonld have
suspected of cowardice. But it seemed
plain enough. Linley bad funked a fight
with. Ponsonby & Co, and had left poor
Alonzo Todd hali-fainting in théir hands
and saved his own skin, .
By tea-time every fellow in the He-
moye had heard the story, and thefe was
oral disgust and anger against the
neachire lad who had, according to
the Famous Five, shown the white
feather.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Saved Ifrom Death ]

ARK LINLEY out all he knew
inte that mad dash across the
frozen field. The snow, though
frozen hard, was_ treacherous,

and again and again he plunged head-
]mai into a drift, only to stagger up and
push on sgain desperately.

He had dismissed Alonzo Todd from
his mind now in this new and unex-
pected peril. Hé had heard Harry
Wharton shout as he dashed to the
rescite of the Duffer, and it took away
his fears on behalf of Ponsonby's victim.

Again and again he heard that appeal-
ing ery for help, ever growing nearer.
He could not see the lake now. But it
canto into view again as he reached the
belt of trees. He breathed freely again
as a swift glance showed him the white
ligure still stroggling in that ragged and
sinister black patch.

He was through tho trees in a flash,
and as he ran down to the water’s edge
his heart jumped as he saw—az he had
cipected—that it was a girl who
struggled for life in the black water—a
girl of his own age or thereabouts,

“Help! Oh, heip!™

The girl sighted him and gave a gasp-
g cry for aid.

“Hold. on!™ yelled Mark Linley.
“Hold on W

He dashed out on to the frozen sur-
face of the pond which had been cleared
of snow. A glance showed him that the
girl was clinging desperately to a length
of fencing, though it was plain that she
could not hold on much longer,

Even ags Mark dashed on the jce her

loved fingers lost their grip, and as the
ength of wood slid away she vanished,
with a faint cry, in the bubbling water,

The next second the Lancashire lad
reached the gap, and he jumped in with
a resounding splash; tho black waters
closed over his head.

Only for an instant, though., His hand
shot up, and a hand grabbed desper-
alely at the broken edge of the ce. It
cracked mnd crumbled sway; but the
next moment Mark raw the girl appear
barely & yard from him, and he plunged
towards her. A

Her face was white as chalk, her hair
a2 bedraggled mass of auburn. In a
flash Mark's arm was round her, and he
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trod water, glancing about swiltly for
the length of fencing,

He saw it a couple of yards away,
and, swimming ah__*wi];', ha mada for
it, the girl safe in his arms for ihe
moment. .

“Don't struggle!” he panted, “I'll
soon get yvou out of this!” ]

The girl nodded; snd ¢ven in that
terrible moment Mark found himself
admiring her courage. She lay limp
his grasp, and the next instant hiz hand
closed on the baulk of timber. It was
far from hefnﬁ encugh to sapport the
two-of them, but Mark’s intention was
to use 1t in anocther way.

Mark did not attempt to call for aid;
he realised every moment was precious,
and he knew it would be minutes belore
Harry Wharton could reach the spot
even if he were able to hear from the
distant lane,

He must act himself, and act swiftly,

“Hold on!” he gasped, his teeth chat-
tering like castanets, *“Ii isn't far (o
the shore. We'll do it 1"

The girl grasped his intention, and sha
clung on to the fencing as Mark started
to ram it against the ice, swimming hard
as ho did so.

Crash, crash, crash!

The ice cracked and splintered beforo
the Lancashire lad's desperate nnﬂlaufht,
and the water surged and swelled before
them,

And then gquite suddenly the girl gave
a rolieved cry as her feet touched
bottom: and the next moment Mark's
own fest touched solid ground.

The rest was ecasy—or comparatively
CRSY.

On his feet now, with broken ice and
water up to his shoulders, Mark at-
tacked the few vards of ice that separ-
ated them from the shore with savage
energy, though his half-frozen hands
conld scarcely grip the rough wood.

The last stretich of unbroken ice gave
way at last, and through the channel of
floating ice and snrging water they. balf
waded, half stumbled to the bank.

The girl was out first, and she dropped
in a limp heap, gasping and exhansted.
She had no skates on, and had .evidently
only been sliding. ]

The junior staggered after her, his
breath eoming in great goasps.  That
savago attack had taxed his strength to
the uttermost, but he never gave himsell
a thought just then.

“Got up!” he gasped. * Here, let mo
help you. You simply must Keep mov-
ing. Don't give in yet. Let me help
you home, miss ™

Mark half lifted, half dragged the
girl to her feet.  Bhe stood swaying
againat him_ her drenched form shiver-
ing. IDut her white face twisted into s
faint smile.

“I'm all right—or soon will be!” she
gasped, coughing chokingly.  “I'm
pretty tough, and this won't hurt me.
Oh, I should have drowned had yon not
been at hand !

“That's all right! ITurry, hurry!
Are you from the house there?™

“Yes, yes. DBut, oh dear! What shall
I do? panted the girl, ber eyes filling
suddenly  with tears,  “I  promised
mother I wouldn't go on the ice; and
oW =

“PBut yoeu must run home ™ said Mark
urgently. ' If you don't &

“You don't understand!” gasped the
girl. “My mother's ill—very all.  If
she knows I've been in she will be ter-
ribly upset, ond the shock may make her
worse. Oh, why did I break my word?!”
she went on half hysterically. I mnst
«lip in somehow without being seen.
Dut you—"'

“Never mind me!

Go on—lmrry:
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said Mark frantically. “You'll catch
your death of cold standing here!™

“I1'1l go now, But you won't mention
this to anvone, pleasel I implore you
not to say a word [”

“No, no! Hurry!
back to school.”

“Oh, thank you! You're from Grey-
friars, and I sha'n't forget! I'll zeg¢ you
again—I must! Good-byel”

”Gﬂﬂd-b}"ﬂ 1

Mark Linley stood and watched the
girl as she ran away towards the house,
a glimpse of which could seen
through tho trees across tho field, The
girl's attitude and strange request had
amazed him, but he saw she was almost
hysterical, and he understood her fears.
If} her mother was ill it was more than
likely that the shock of learning that
the girl had been through the ico might
prove gerious to her.

“Well, I'm hanged!” he breathed.
“Bhe's a jolly phl.[‘lf;" girl, anyway.”

Another instunt he stood until the girl
vanished through the trees, and then he
gave a shiver and turned WAy, Ilis
first thought was of Alonzo Todd, but
oven as he turned to dash in the direc-
tion of the lanc he halted, .

His help there was scarcely likely to
Le needed now, He knew that Bob
Cherry and the rest of the Famous Five
would be with Harry, amd that they
would very casily account for Ponsonby
& Co. Iuodeed. he felt pretey confident
that Harry Wharton alone could have
wottled the rascally Higheliffo juniors.

And there was his promise to-the girl
he had rescued. If he were seen In that
state there woudd be awkward questions
asked. He had sssured the pirl that
he would not mention the happening to
anyonc.

And Mark Linley was a fellow wha
stuck rigidly to his word.

Moreover, Mark Linley was a fellow
who had no desire to pose as a hero 1n
any case. Had matters been otherwise,
he would simply have slipped quictly
home and said nothing to anyone sbout
what lie had done. iz whole nature
shrank from the thought of announcing
he had performed a gallant act, as he
cortainly lLiad. His onc desire was to

I'll run straight

get into dry clothes, and let the matter
end there.,

30 now the Lancashire junior turned
his back on the lane, and started across
the fields towards Greyfriars at & jog-
ging trot. Now the excitement and the
danger was over he was beginning to fecl
the effects of hiz exhausting effort. His

head felt dizzy, hiz limnbz felt like load,

and his tecth were chattering with the
bitter cpld.

t But h.:i stumbled andt IIII!EhE[l I::ET! ot
op speed, anxious to get his wet things
uFP and avoid a chill. DBy the time he
arrived in sight of the school buildings
his clothes were fairly steaming, but his
body was in & warm glow. _

Avoiding the vieinity of the pates,
Mark ran round to the rear of the school,
and climbing the school wall at the back
of the chapel, he made his way swiftly.
to the seevants' ontrance.  Then - he
dashed up tho back staircase to the Re.
move dormitory, luckily without mect-
ing a soul.

Thers, behind the locked deor, he
strippwe] and rubbed himself down with
a reugh towel, after which he changed
inte dry clothes and went downstairs,
fecling quite eheery and comfortable,
and little the worse for his experience.

He little dreamed the matler was not
to end there, however, DBut he zoon did
kuow,

As he walked along the Remove pas-
sago lw saw Bob Cherry just about lo
enter  Study No.o 13 ob  stopped
abruptly, and Mark was auite startled
at the look on hiz face.

“So—so von're back, then, Marky®™
said Bob in a curionsly strained voice.
“1 was just coming for you."

“Well, here [ am, Bob,” said Mark,
smiling. * Why, what's the matter, oll
vhap? Yon look as solemn as an old
owl." *

“I'm feceling like that, too,” =aid Bob
glumly. * Look here, Marky.” he wout
on awkwardly. *I'm afraid there's

ing to Le trouble about this affair of
Alonze Todd. The fellows are fright-
fully pipped about it. As vour pal. |
think you ought to explain for your own
Hkﬂ- [F)
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Mark Linley stared in astonishment.

“] don’t understand you, Bob" he
said blankly. " Explain—explein what 1"

Bob Cherey's face changed slightly.

“Can't you guess?"” he muttered. *1
mean about what happened in - the lane
thiz afternoon, when you bolted and left
ilOOr old Lonzy to those Higheliffe cads.

t—it looked as if you funked them,
The fellows think g0, anyway.”

Linley gave a jump. In & blinding
fesh he understood now. Buch a poesi-
bility had never even occurred to him
before.

“{3reat Seott!” he gasped. " Do—do
you mean to say you think I funked a
scrap with those ecads?"

“1 don't szay anything of the sort,
Marky,” said Bob impulsively. “1
think I know you better than that. But
it—well, it looked like it to others, you
know. In fact, I thought it funny my-
self at firvet. Bubt I kmow wou must have
had some jolly good reason for running
away just then. But—but the fellows
don’t know you as I do. You can’t
blabie them for thinking things.”

“Well, my hat!” gﬁ-ﬂp&d Mark.

He stared at his chum in dismay, and
with more than a little bitterness in his
Took. BeﬂPi#ﬂ Bob's impulsive loyalty,
he couldn’t fail to see that his chum
was puzzled and apprehensive as to what
his answer would be.

“Don’t you sea how it looked to
others 7" said Boly, as he did not speak.
*We camo along and found Lonzy being
ill-treated by Ponsonby and his pals.
And we saw you just taking to_ zyour
heels. If it had been anyone else—a
fellow who eould fight for himself—it
would not have looked se bad. But
scarcely & fellow in the Remove would
have bolted and loft a poor, helpless
duffer like Lonzy to the merey of those
brutes. It was & rotten thing to do,
unless you had a jolly good reason for
doing it, Marky.”

Bob spoko {r]lmtly now, and Mark
Linley coloured hotly, But he did not
smnk., and Bob went on hurriedly,
though his face was grim now. ¥

‘Wo found Tonzy all but done in,”
he muttered savegely., “Those cads
had put him through it—badly. He was
drenched through and all but fainting.
We gave FPonsonby and the others a
hiding, and made them carry Lonzy
!:'ﬁﬁfla'-[ to school. He's in the sanny now,
Eils
Linley was. whita now, ]

“1 didn't know—T didn’{ dream 1t was
a3 bad- as that,” he muttered. * And—
and the fellowa think I funked ™

“YVes. Wo let it out that you were
there, and bolted—at least, Wharton
and the others did. They were feeling
sick 4bout it, They wish they'd said
nothing until thc}"{ly geen you, though.
But-it's done now. The fellows are wild
about if.* :

7 didn't funk ! said Linley thickly.

“T know you «<ouldn’t have done,
Marky,” said Bob eagerly. “I'm cer-
tain you can explain. That's why I'vo
come for you mow. There's a crowd of
fellcwa in the Rag now talking abouwt
it. It will be best if you'll come and
pxplain frankly just why you did it
Will you come "

Linley nodded. :

“Yes, I'lt come now," he said quictly.

Bob Cherry gave him & curioua look,
and turned away., Mark followed hi
silently. Ha saw that'Bob had expected
him to give a good explanation at once,
and that he was staggered and bitterly
disappointed at not ving one. And
ha knew only too well what the attitude
of tho rest of the Hemove would be 1f
he failed to give one. Buf his step was
firm and his eyes steady and rescluie
a3 he followed hiz chum to the Rag.
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He had an explanation, and a very good
one, RBut it wae anr explanation he could
not and would not give. Come what
might, he was determined not to break
his word to the girl he had saved,
thoughtlessly as the promise had been
asked for and given,

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Heard !

ONSONBY and Gadsby slunk away
from Greyfriara liga _whipped
curs, cowering beneath the ram
of snowhalls as they ran. Baut

n::rmls-fr out tpf range they dropped to a
walk, pagting and gasping.

1t had been & strenucus and far from
pleasant afterncon for the Higheliffe
cads, and they were aching 1n cvery
limb, and sore in body and mind. They
had both had two lickings that after-
noon, and to the prond and haughty
Ponsonby the humihiation of having been
forced ta carry back tha Duffér of Grey-
friars was the worst cxperience of all.
Moreover, they now had the prospect of
a caning at least from their own head-
master, if Mr. Quelch reported them as
he had promised.

Ponsonby himself was raging, and his
oyes were blazing with the bitter, help-
less' passion that consumed him. The
thrashings, coupled with the humiliation
he had suffered, had brought out all that
was evil in his nature. He had always
hated the Greyfiriars fellows, but it was
against Mark Linley alonc that his
hatred was directed now. It was the
Laneashire junior that he blamed for all
he hed suffered that sfterncon.

“0h, the cad—the low hound!"” he
breathed, brushing the snow. from his
clothes savageiv. “By gad! I'll make
that sweep Linley squirm for this,
Gaddy I”

“They're all cads!™ hissed Gadsby.
“Why did you drag me inté this, Pon,
vou fool ! It’s all your fault! Why did
vou stop to fight with Linley, in the first
place 77

“Shut up!” snarled Ponsonby., *1
tell yon it's that brute Linley's fault,
and, by jingo, I'm going to make him
pay dearly for ihis. I'll find a way—in
fact, I've already got one, I faney. I'll
ruin the cad! 1'll get him hounded out
of Greyfriars before I've finished! I'll
teach tha low factory brat to Ia_l,r his
dirty paws on me ! Oh, hang him !

Gadsby glanced ewriously and some-
what apprehensively at hiz chum, He
was quite startled at the deadly menace
in Ponsonby's tone,

“Look hera, Pon!™ he said wneasily.
“Chuck it! Haven't you had enough ?
Don't start any moce games with those
Greyfriars cads, for goodness’ sake! I've
had epough, if you haven't!™ :

“1 tell you—" Ponsanby was begin-
ning savagely, when his chum gave a

warning hiss, “Someons coming!” he
muttered.
Gadsby had heard—or fancied he had

heard-—footsteps round the bend in the
lane ahead. But as the two Higheliffe
juniors turned the corner they found no
sigh of anyone near encugh to have been
heard approaching. But some distance
ahead three juniors were walking towards
them,

Ponsonby stopped with a muttered
grunt of salisfaction as he recognised.
theni.

“Bkinner and his pals!” he said
*Oh, good—dashed good I

“Hang Skinner!" said Gadsby im-
patiently, ‘" Come on "

“We're waiting here for Skinner!”
snapped Pouronby, his eyes gleaming
enrtously, T told you I fancied 1 had a

Awo quid and more for bets, Skinney

way of settling Linley’s hash, didn't I?
Well, friend Skinner's going to help us.
He hates that cad Linley just as mugh
as we do, Gaddy. Wait!"

As he spoke, {'Dnﬁ.mlh:-r'tmk something
from his inside pocket. It was the letter
e had picked up after Linley had left
them—Linley's letter from his mother.
Ponsonby's next move amazed his chum,

Shoving the letter between his teeth,
Pensonby took out his pocket-wallet, and,
opening it, he extracted a slip of paper
that rustled erisply. It was, as Gadsb
saw, & five-pound mnote. Ponsonby's
people were wealthy, and he was well
supplied with money—{ar too well for his

good. ! s

Folding the note up, ho slipped it in-
side the envelope with Linley's letter,
and doubled the envalope Lif ;

“ What's thiz game, Pont?" ga
(Gadshy as his chum veplaced the wallet
in his pocket, “ ¥You—you—:7"

“Wait and see!™ said Ponsonby.
“ Hallo, here's old Skinner ! d

Skinner, Stott, and Snoop hurried up.
Bkinner gave Ponsonby au angry look,

“ Oh, ﬁere vou are, Pon!” he said
warmty. “Where the thump have you
been? Waea waited over half an hour fox
you! Hang it all— (Great pl]JuI’
What have you chaps been up to?”
added, ‘noting the Higheliffe juniors’
bruized faces and dishevelled appearance,

“Wa've had a little bit of trouble with
some of your chaps,” said Ponsonby

coolly. “Vour old pal Linley did most
of tiis," he added, pointing to his
features. “I haven’t paid him yet for

“doing it, but I'm go:l'ng to ¥

Shinner grinne :

“Hea's made a good job of your-chivvy,
anyway,"” he said. * What hapg-ened'i'
Was that why yeu didn’t turn up

Ponsonby nodded, and told what had
happened in cool tones,

“Phow !  whistled Skinner, eyeing
Ponsonby curiously. ““No wonder you
want to pay the cad back! But it was a
bit thick handling that duffer—-—"'

“T'm going to pay him back” said
Ponsonby, his eyves glinting. “I1 think
vou know I'm not the fellow to forget
ihings like that, Skinner. I'm going to
pay him back in full, and you're going
to help me!" . :

“Oh, am I%” ejaculated Skinner.

“Yes. You hate him as much as I do,
1 fancy. I've heard you say you'd like
to see the brute kicked out of Grey-
friars.”

“Yes, but—" .

“You're going to help me,” said Pon-
gonby smoothly. “If you don’t, I'll
make you sorry. I think you ::-wanz;_:m

“I'm going to poy vou hack——"

“'!Eau'%’ln have no need ‘to me back
if you do this for me, Bkinner,” said
Ponsonby calmly. “We'll call it
square.”’

Skinner eyed the raseally tam}pter un-
eazily, and Stott and Snoop did likewise.
Skinner & Co. were of the same kidrey
as Ponsonby & Co., but not one of them
eame near him in rascality.

“What iz it?" grunted Bkinner, “If
it’s anything risky—"

“Tt won’t be risky for you,” said Pon-
sonby. “Quite simple and safe, in fact,
1 take what risk there is, and I do ﬂ".“
paying. I just want you to slip this
envelope quietly into Linley's locker, or
his desk, the moment you get in. I
SUppose he hes a desk in hiz study—or o
locker 7 ,

Skinner nodded slowly, and took the
cnvelope Ponsonby held out to him. He
unfolded it, and glanced at it. Then he
started, and looked blankly at the High-
cliffe junior.
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“Why, it's addressed to Linley—an old

letter from his home !"" he gasped, glanc- - :

ing at the postmark.. “ How the dickena
l:ii.g you get hold of this, Pon?"

“Never mind that, Vou see it belongs
to Linley. You'll only be giving him
back what belongs to him. Only don'c
let him see you doing it.  Just slip it
quietly into his locker, and then keep
mim atd say nothing. I'll do the rest.”

Bkinner stared at the envelope, and
then he stared at Ponsonby, was
about to open the letter whon Ponsonby
stopped him. ,

“No: don't loek 1nside! Better if you
don’t—much better!” gaid Poosonby
grimly. “‘Just do as I ask you, Skinner,
and leave the rest to me, Quite gimple
and safe, you see.”

Bui Bluuner did not ses, Ho was an
cxceedingly careful youth, and he was
uot the fellow to buy a pig in a poke, so
to speak. lle gave Ponsonby a sharp
look, and then he opened the letter
swiftly, and drew out the contents.

Then ho saw the banknots, and under-
stood, or thought he did,

"DI:_! " Lie gasped.  * So—so that's the

me i’

“ Just that!" =aid Ponsonby, with an
evil grin. “Well? I warned you not to
lock inside. It would have been much
lwtter if you hadn't !

S8kinner drew a deep. deep breath. All
the jumiors were staring FIM':I at Pon-
sonby now.  Gadsby was eyeing his
leader in amazement and alarm,
Skinner, Stott, and Snoop did not know
how Ponsonby had eome by the latter.
But they guessed what his rascally game
Was now,

" You—you put that hanknote inside
fhere,” =aid Skinner, his face angry.
“And von wanted me io plant it on
Linley* 'Then vou'll come along and say
ha's stolen it¥™

“Don't azk questions,” smiled Pon-
seiibrv, T Justk ddo what I ask wou to,
Akinney !

“SBkinner repleced the note, and folded
the latter. Then he rammed it into
Ponsonbw’s coat-pocket.

“T'Il sea you hanged first, Pon!” ho
saidd =avagely. “Take the dashed thing
and do your own divey work! I'm not a
swint, Lut I draw the line at that,  In
any eawe, it's {oo tlhonderiog risky, I'm
having none.  What do yon  fellosts
ay 4t

“Rather not ! soid Shotf,

“No, fear!” snid Snoop emphatically.
“Tao rizky for uz!”

Touszonby’s faee darkened, His eyos
glinted as he stared at Skinner.

“You won't do 1t?" he satd. "Not
for two quid, and to gei yvour own back
out of Linley ™

lib:':.._::
“T'll make you sorrv if you don't!"
saitl  Ponsonby  savagely, “I'm the

wrong fellow Lo vex, Skinner.”

"1 con't cave,” sanl Skinner,
iy tip and dreop the idea, Pon,
bit ioo thick, and itz not safe !’

“I'H find o wav of ﬂﬁiﬂq it, if yom
don't ! hissed DPensonly. “I'm ing
Lo pay that hound back, T tell you!™

“Mleaze vourself abouk that.™ saud
Ekimer, "I sha'n’t split, of course,
thangh I think it's too thick. But I'm
not having a haud in it—aot for a hun-
tlred guids, Tonl”

“You rotlen funk—" Pensonby
was beginning, when be stopped with
sartling abrupbness, and dnnﬁnd ACTOSR
tho road. The others saw what he had
inst spotted=—a fabt form through tho
thin hedge in the ditch beyond.

Buntor 1" ejaculated Skinner.

It was Billy Bunier right enough.
Ilc started to run. but even as he did
80, Ponsonby crashed throngh the gap,

“Take
It's &
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and there followed a startled yelp as
Ponsonhy’s savage grasp closed upon the
fat junior.

i a oubt!" sparled Ponsonby, his

features flushing with rage. " Come out,
vou fat spy!”

He hauled the fat junior bodily
through the gap in the hedge, and
Bunter velled again.

“I didn't—=I wasn't
howled 1n dire alarm. “1 didn’t hear
& word, Ponsonby. Lemme go, or I'll
tell averyvthing, yon cad!™

“Then xou did hear,
sweep ! hissed Ponsonby. ;

“Of course ho did ! said Gadsby, in
alarm. “I know I heard someone just
we were coming ronnd the Lbend,
I'JGFI.H

“I haven'l—I dudn't!"” yelled Bunter,
squirming in Ponsonby’s cruel grasp.
“I ::ml§ stopped to tie my bootlace. I
didn't hear anything. I know nuﬂ:in§
about your rotten plok on Linley.
mean—-—=">

“NFoun sprying litkle foacd ! hissed
Ponsonby., shaking the' fat youth viei-
onsly. *You hid thers to listen—"

“Ow! I d-dud-didn’t! I swear I
didn’t 1" howled Bunter. “I hid be.
causa I heard vour voleezs rvound the
bend. I thought you might want to
roll me in the snow. Youn know what
2 bully rou are, Pon—I mean— Ow!
E-h:? shaking me, you beast! If wou
dont, T'll tell Wharton everything.”

“You little rat—"

“Choek if, Ton, you fool!™ said
mkimner, who was feeling thankfol from
tha bottom of his heart that he had not
agreed to the rascal’s plot. “No good
putling the fat cad’s back up.”

Ponsonby released Bunte? abruptlr.
He zaw the sense in S8kinner's remark,

(LE

spying he

you little

As Mark Linley glanced
swilily down into the
lane below he saw &
slght thai madp him grit
his teeth. Alonzo Todd
was buried up to his neck
in a mound of snow, and
Ponsonby & Co. were
round him,

ning. ® (See mupmsrﬂﬁ

Bunter saw that hoe did, and after a
mmoment of breathless grunting, he
grinned, feeling himself mester of the
situation,

“That's it,” he said, blinking magis-
torially at Ponsonby. ** You'd betier ba
vareful, Pon. I've only got to go to
Wharton, or Linley, and tell 'em what
I heard.”

Ponsonby bit his lip, and then he
smiled. Ho fancied he knew the way
to deal with Bunter.

“But you wouldn't do that, Bunter,
I know,” he said, rattling somo coins
in hiz pocket. *' After all, it doean't
matter to vou what happens te Linley.
Yon don't like him, I know."

“He's a low, fnu-tnrjr cad!” said
Bunter loffily. “I don't hold with
scholarship cads at all, of course. Cheek,
I call it—pushing into a school for
gentlemen, you knmow, But T must say
I think {uu’ra & bit thick, Pon—playing
a trick like you're going to do.”

“But you don’t mind," said Fonsonby
stoothly. * Especially if I were to make
it worth your while to say nothing, and
keep out of it, Bunter?”

Buntar's oyes glistened., Thoe chink
n]':f eoins in Ponsonby's pocket fascinathd
1111,

“Make it & quid,” he grinned, “and
it's all serene, Pon."

“I've only ten bob on me,” said Pon-
sonby.

“That'll do to be going on with,"”

rinned Bunter. “Hand it over. This
15 between pals, of course—just a littls
loan, mind you.”

“"Helf o minute,” said Ponsonbsy,
taking his pocket-book out, and tearing
out a leaf. "“We'll have this business-
like, Bunter,"
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With his fountain-pen, Ponsonby
wrote on the sheet, and passed the pen
and paper to Bunter, :

o S?gn that first, Bunter,” he said
carelessly, “I know you. You'll say
Y didn’t' pay out afterwards, and want
it again.

“Oh, all right ! grinned Bunter.

He took the sheet and glanced at the
writing, It read .as follows:

“ Recoived the sum of ten shillings
from Cecil Ponsonby for keeping my
mouth shut in regard o the planting
of & five-pound note in Linley's desk.”

Bunter grinned as he read it. The
obtuse fat junior saw nothing to alarm
him in the document. He signed it
with a flourish, and handed paper and
pen back to Ponsonby. Ponsonby smiled
and placed the note in his ket.

“Now elear out, you little rat!” he
hissed, his face changing.

“But—rut the ten bob——"" gasped
Bunter.

“You'll get no ten bédb out of me "
mapped Ponsohiby. “You can’t prove
I didn’t give it you, or that I did,
Bunter. But, listen to me, Bunter,” he
added with deadly menace. “I have

oof mow that you blackmailed me,

nderstand 1"

‘"“Wha-a-at ¥V

“If you dare to split, yon fat worm,”
hissed Ponsonby. *“T1f you split and it
all comes out, I've only to show this to
your Head, and it means the sack for
you, and perhaps prison, my fat biack-
mailer, This deocument you've signed
provea that you condoned it, and that
you blackmailéd me, Bee? Now clear!”

#0Oh dear! Oh, you awful beast!
Gimme that paper back, you rotter!”

“(Get out !

“ Oh, really—I say—— Yarooooh "

. smack |

Ponsonby’s hand sent Bunter's head
one way, and his other hand sent it back
again. Bunter howled and sat down in
the snow with a thump. Ponsonby was
about to rush at him, fury in his face,
when Skinneér caught his arm.

“Yon fool, Ponl Pay him his ten
bob end let him go. He'll split—"

“Hea daren't!™ hissed Ponsonby,
“I've got him tight with this signed
paper.’

“But you know what a little fool he
is, Only tha money will satisfy him, and
meke him kesp his mouth shui,” said
Skinner, in alarm.

Ponsonby drew back, holding himself
in with an effort. But he realised
Skinner was right. Bunter was s fool,
and only the actual money would shut
his mouth. S8wiftly Ponsonby tock out
his wellet and extracted a ten-shilling
note,. He stooped over Bunter, and
rammed it into his fat hand.

“Thera vou are, DBunter,” he said

thickly. “I meant to pay yow, of
course, But I lost my femper, oW
clear out! And don't forget, I've got

this note. If I get into trouble, you do,
too !

Bunter serambled up, hiz fat face red
with wrath., He hesitated a momment,
and then, noting the glint in Ponsonby's
eyes, he crammed the note in his
pocket and scuttled away.

“Think he’'ll gplit?" muttered Gadshy.

#Na fear'!” said Skinner, grinning.
“He'll be after von for more cash to-
morrow, Ponr. But you've only got to
threaten him with that note he signed.
And I'll sea the fat fool when I get in
and warn him what to expect if he does
think of s?]itting. But he won't—I
know him !’

“Not much,” said Stott.
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“But look here, Pon," sald Skinner,
frowning uneasily, “ You won't try the
rotten game on now, 1 hopel™

Ponsonby gritted his teeth,

“I'm doing it,” he vowed, hiz eyes
glinting. “I'm going to holnd that
cad Linley from Greyiriars. I've said
it, and I mean it. You mean it when
you say you won't help, SBkinney ™

“Yes; count me gut ™

“Then you ean go hang!” snarled
Ponsonby. *“And you know what to
expect if:"].' fail, Skinner. Il T go down,
yvou funks go down, too. I'll zee to that.

I'm i:lﬂinig: it—I've got another way if
you won't help. I know a few things
that'll get vou sacked, Skiuner.

Remember that!™

And with that deadly threat, Pon-
sonby swung away, and Gadsby went
with him, leoking far from happr.
Skinuer & Co. watched them go, and
then they followed in Bunter’s tracks.
And their fasces were more than un-
easy. They knew that Ponsonby was
capahle of any rascality, and they knew
he would not hesitate to drag them
down with him if he went down.
Skinner & Co, had good reason to feel
uneasy.

- ——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Having It Out!

HERE was a buzz of toices in the

Rag at Greyfrrars. Most of the
follows had come in from
skating by this time for tea, but

the news of what had happened to
Alonzo Todd drew them to the Rag. It

was not, however, the faet that Alonzo

Todd was in the sanny. or that Fon-
gsonby’s cowardly conduct was respon-
sible for his .illness that had caused the
sensetion. It was the amazing news
that Mark Linley of all people, had
played the coward, and had left Lonzy
to his fate.

Linley had not been bound to go to
the Dl.tg'er’s rescue, of conrse—especially
as the odds had been four to one, count-
ing Alonzo Todd as of na account, But
it was generally agreed thad there
the Remove—not
excepting Bunter even—who would not
have gone to aid the innocent and in-
offensive Duffer. No  decent fellow
would or could have taken to his heels
without doing something in such cir-
cumstances.

It was generally agreed also, that
Linley hacf let- the Remove down—had
disgraced the Ferm. And the Remove
were angry and disgusted, and they
were determined to get an explanation
from Linley.

It was not a personal matter, but a
matter for the Form to deal with as a
whold, The Remove were determined
te show Linley what they thought of
such conduct.

The Famouszs Five were there, but
all of them were looking far from happy.
Harry - Wharton himself regretted now
that he had let the matter out—until
he had aseen Linlev, at all evenis. He
had always liked Linley, and he felt
certain that the Lancashire junior would
have some explanation to offer.

The buzz of voices ceased as the door
opened suddenly. But it was not Linley
or- Bob Cherry. It was Skinner, Btett,
and Snoop. They looked round curi-
ously,

“What's this vyarn about Lonzy and
Linley 1 asked Skinner ﬂa.rﬂeﬁﬁli.

Bolsover told tha three black shee
of the Hemove, and Bkinner whistled.
SBkinner & Co. had not been in long,
and they had not vet heard the faots.

“Well, may hat!" gasped Skinner.
“Well, the rotien funk[®

Bkinner's astonishment was genuipe.
Ponsonby had not told any details;
indeed, it was doubtful if Ponsonby had
attached any importance to Linloy's
running away. It was the sort of thing
he would have done himself.

‘A dashed disgrace to the Remove!"
sald Stott, darting a significant glance
at Bkinner, ,

“My hat! I should jolly well think
50,” said Skinner, with pretended indig-
nation. ""Just the sort of thing the

lashed scholarship cad would do.”

“Don’t talk rot!” snapped Harry
Wharton angrily. *You've no thump-
g need to crow, Bkinner; vou've
played the funk too many times to talk
abont anyone else. Bhut up!”

“¥You leave Skinner alone, Wharton,”
growled Bolsover. “1 suppose you
mean to back the funky cad up?™

“1 mean to do nothing of the sort,”
said Harry quietly. “Jf Linley can
offer no decent excuse I think it's up to
the Remove to show what they think
of that sort of thing. But until he's
had a cliance to defend—"

Wharton paused, for at that moment
Bob Cherry came in with Linley behind
him. All eyes turned on Linley's face
which was quiet and composed.

“You fellows want me, T believe?™
he asked, addressing Harry Wharton,

Harry Wharton colaured.
“¥es, I think you can guess why—

if Cherry hasn’t teld you already,
Linley,” he said grimly. *“It's about
this afternoon's affair. The fellows

know you were there, Linley, and they
know you ran away without lifting a
finger to help poor old Lonzv. ol

-must admij that it looked as if you

funked those Higheliffe cads.” :

“I admit that,” said Linley quietly.

“0Oh, you do,” said Harry Wharton,
rather taken aback. * Well, we want to
know 1if you actually .did play the
funk,” he went on steadily. “If you
did, it was a rotten thing to do, and
igu've disgraced the Remove, Linley.

ou know what Pon is. He'll crow
about it at Highaliffe—say yvou funked
& scrap, without mentioning the facts.
In any case it was & miserable, cowardly
act—unless you had & reason. Thea
Remove want to know if you had a good
reason, Linley

“I didn’t funk these Higheliffe cads.”
said Mark Linley calmly, “I'd altead

iven that brute Ponsonby a

nﬂmg less than fHfteen minutes before-
hand. ™

“You had?

“¥Yer, 1 was hurrying to Friardale,
and I came upon them bullving a Friar-
dele chap—a chap named Sutton, a pal
of Dick Tromper's. I ehipped in and
gave Ponsonby & hiding.”

“Did you give them all a hiding?
jeered Skinner.

* No, Thera were only Ponsonby
and Gadshy there then, I licked Pon-
gonby, and Button licked Gadsby, who
bolted, Then wa walked on to z.E'rinr-
dale togethor, On my way back I came
on the four of them--I believe they
were waiting for me. Anyway, they
wore ill-treating Lonzy. And then—"

“And then?' asked Stott grinning.

“I—I went!™

“"He just went,” grinned Snm:rFi T Ho
didn’t run away, of course, & just
went 1M

“Bhut up, SBnoop!" snapped Harry

Wharton. “Look here, Linley! Did
you see wus coming when you—you
went ¥

Linley hesitated, and flushed, Buf
his woico was quite steady as  he
anawered,

“No, I didn't,” he said “But I heard
your voice just as I was going.”
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Harey Wharton looked grim. He had
h-::?ﬂd Linley would say yes.

Théen-vou didn't go because we came

you knew we'd save

along, and
Loy

“Then why did vou go like that?™

Linley was silent a moment.

“Tve told you all I am gf}mg' to
tell,” he answered slowly. I had a
reason for going, but I'm not at liberty
to tell it.” _

There was a silenca. Linley flushed
hotly at the looks around him.

“What rot!” snorted Bolsover. " ¥You
funked it, you cad! . It's plain enough
for anyone. What's the good of saving
you'd alreedy licked Pon—as if that was
any .excuse. You didn't funk Pon and
Gaddy when there were two of yon to
deal with them. Whe would have
done! But you funked facing the lot of
them alone.’

“ Hoay, hear!” .

“Yah! Funk!” howled Billy Bunter.
“I say, vou fellows, this comes of
letting & factory cad come among us.
Just what we must dxpect from theso
low scholarship cads—disgracing the
Remove like this. I vote—Y L

Bunter roared sz Bob Cherry, his face

red with unger‘, raised his boot and
fairly lifted Bunter a vard a.wai{‘. ]
“Lry up, you fat ass!™ he cried.

“You disgrace the Form every day of
your life, you fat worm!™

“You lecave Bunter alone, Cherry,”
said Pulstrode warmly. “ Bunter's only
saying what wo all think—Linley has dis-
graced tho Remove.”

"He's doge nothing of the sort”™
shouted Bob Cherry angrily. *I's all
rob! Linlu{”a worth any dozen of imh
and I'm absolutely certain he had u
*éqﬂ_v good reason for going when ho

id."”

“Has he given {ﬂﬂ a reason, Bob?”
exolanned Harry Wharton quickly,
coloured.

“MNo. I don't pretend to understand
it," he. said hotly. ““Bui ‘Linlef's word
iz good enough for me. He :=ays he
didn't funk, and I believe him.”

"You're bound to back hum up, being
his best pal!” sneered’ Bolsover. )

“I am going to back him up,” said
Bob stoutly, gﬂr all I'm warth! If the
Form are going to deal with Linley they

can count me in with him, too. hat's
ﬂlt\.-"
Therc was an angry murmar.  Marlk

Linley gave his chitm a grateful look.

“You keep out of this, Bob,” ho said
in & low tone, “It's my affair, and I
gan fizht my dwn battles.” :

“3on't be an ass, Bob!" zaid Harry
Wharton gruffly. “It’s no business of
yours " : 3

“I''n going to make it my business,
then,™ said Bob Cherry, hiz eves gleam-
ing. " I'm standing by Linley. I know
he didn't funk.”

“How do you know?!"

"Beeause I know old Marky,” sal
Bob. “He's not the chap to funk any-
thing or anybody.”

“Then why doosn’t he give his reason

ho has one " said Harry, hiz anger
riming. I know what I saw, and I
know what it locked like to me. Let
him give his excuse heve and now.”

“T have said all T sm going to say,”
gaid Lanley, sut-l.in% hizs mouth hard.

“You know what the fellows will
think, then®'

“I can't help that. I'm rorry. But
I've said all I mgan to say.”
Harry Wharton set hia lips. Ho

knew the fecling of the Form in the
matter. And as the captain of the
Form he felt it hiz duty to take the
matter up. Because Linley was a chum
of hiz made no differcnce to Harrey.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

He was not & fellow to shirk duty,
however distasteful it was to him per-
sonally. :

But he was worried and dismayed.
I?::_Eimpl}' did not know what to make
ol ik :

“¥ery well, Linley,” he said grimly.
“I'm sorry abouk. this, and_wa'%l EIVD
you until lfmd-t'irﬂ{:n to think it over. I

vou haven't decided to speak out then.

v._rudshalI know what to think and what
to do.” ;
Linley nodded, but Bolsover gave &

snort.
“What rot!” he shouted. *Deal
with the matter now, Wharton. The

Remove wobn't stand any rot just be-
cause Linley's o dashed pal of yours
He won't give 8 reason because he
can’'t. He funked it—it's plain as a
pikestaff."

“You take too thumping much on
vourself, Wharton1” sneered Skinner.
“The Form wants the matler settled
now. Linley's had his chance.”

“¥You can deal with me now if you
like,”:said Linley quietly and steadily.
“My answer to-might will he just the
game as now, I've said all T can zay.”

“Yah! Funk!” bawled DBilly -BBuntee.
“1 say, you fellows, let's zond him to

L‘mr&nlsr;;rl”
“That's the idea,” said Skinnor, his
eyes gleaming with spite. *Send the

rotter to Coventry, Let him see what
wa think of him.”

“Hear, hear!” :

It was o howl of acclamalion. Lin-
ley stood quietly by, seemingly careless
of the scornful glances.

There had always becn a section in
the Remove who professed to look
down on the scholarship lad, and whae

hated him for reasonz they would not

i e mlﬂlm T Ty .-

TWOPENLE,

=

have cared to admit.  And now hia
popularity was at & low ebb they were
making. the most -pf their chance.

“You hear what the chaps think,
Wharton,” said Bolsover hastily. “They
demand that Linley be seuf to Caven-
try. He deserves to be show¥-alikt the
Remove doesn't sapprove of that sort

of thing., If it had been any other fak
low but a chum of wours vou'd hava
como, the Boss of the Remove stunt

before this.  Asyhow, I vote, ehaps,
that we don’t wait for Wharton's Ligh
and mighty epproval.”

"I'm with there, Bolsy,” =aid
Bulstrede. "ygalnd him to gm'untry
until he chooses to give his excuse—if
hea has one.™

“Well, that's fair enough,” said
Tom Brown, though he was looking nsg
nncomfortable as the Famous Five.
“We'll let him out when he chooses to
spoak,”

Harry Wharton bit his lip hard. Ila
was angry—furiously angry at Bol-
sover's charge of favouritism, He was
angry with Mark Linlev—more than
angry. He could npot conceive any
reason  why the Lancashire junior
should not give & reason, if he had one.
There was only one thing ho could.
think, and that was that Linley had no
reason. He had shown the while
feather.

“Very well, then,” he snapped. “Il's
Linley's own fault if we are treating
him unjustly. I voto that if Linley
won't s then we send bhim io
Coventry for a fortnight as & mark of
tha Remove's disapproval. If he
chooses to speak in the meantimo and
fn'c{ a satisfactory explanation we'll
ct him off. Hands up those in favour.”

In & flash Mark Linley®s arm
was around the girl, and, tread-
ing water, he glanced about
him for the length of fencing.
He saw It a couple of yards
away and swam towa it.
** Don’t struggle ! ** he panted.
““I'l snunget%gu outofthis L ™
(See Chapler 4.)

e LTI ‘- T,
= - r B Py
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Everv hand in the room went up ox-
copting Linley's own and Bob Chierry's.
Bob's face was savage and bitter.

“You can count me out, Wharton!”
he cried in & tone he had rarely ever
wged to hiz chum. *I tell you you're
treating Linley unjusily. ou aron't
taking into account the times he's
famuad ho wasn’t & funk. If vou send
Iim to Coventry you can send me, too.”

“PLob ' eojaculated Frank Nugent,
aghast.

1 wean 1t,” said Bab,

“¥You fool, Cherry!” shouted Dul-
strode. “If you speak to Linley that's
just what we shall do—send yow to
Coventry, too. That's the rule.”

“TI'm standing by Marky!” said Bob,
his eyes blazing. "“¥Ywn can go to pot,
the lot of you!™

“Bob, don’'t—" Linley was begin-
mng huskily; but Bob Cherry grasped
his arm.

“Come on—hang the lot of them!™
he said. “Lat's get ouv of this!”

Lanley hesitated, his eyes shinin
queerly, and then he turned and walke
out. Bob Cherry was follawing him
when Harry Wharton jumped forward
and grasped his arm. 5

“Bob, old man™ he gasped In
astonished dismay, “don't be a fool! It
means breaking up the Co. We can't
speak to you if——u”

Boly  Cherry shook off his
roughly, and then, with a defiant
he strode oyt after Linley. arry
Wharton, Frank Nugent, Hurraa
Singh, and Johnny Bull stared nfter
him in blank dismay. It ecertainly
did look like a break in the Co.

AT
lare,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Amazing Affair !

by HAT a dashed scream!™
“How are the mighty
fallen!” chortled Skinner.

“And the best of it is it's
fairly busted up the giddy Famous
Five, as they naﬁed themselves, It's too
vich for words!™ .

“Think the cad really did funk Pon-
sonby's lot 7' asked Snoop.

“"No, 1 jolly well don't!™ said Skin-
ner, who was a very sharp youth indeed,
“I'm blessed if I understand it. But
I'm jolly glad the factory ead’s come
a cropper at last. He's punched my
dashed nose too often for me to love
him. I wonder if Qi:.minhj will be as
fond of him when he hears about 1t. We
must find some way of letting Quelchy
know how he played the funk.” '

“Ha, ha, hal”

And Skinner & Co. roared. The down-
fall of Mark Linl
dingy black sheep of the Remove not a
little.  But they had waited, wisely
enough, until reaching their study before
showing their feelings too much,

“Wharton and Cherry will be scrap-
ping over it before they've finished,”
eaid Skinper gleefully.  “Wharton's
wild with Cherry over it. My hat§ Old
I’on needn’t try any of his games to
dish Linley after that. He's dished
already. ven the Upper Fourth and
Fifth are sick with him about thatysilly
duffer, Alonzo. Temple's crowd say
they're sending him to Coventry, too.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The cads of the Remove were- still
langhing when the door opened and a
iall, lanky junior entered the room, clos-
ing the door quietly after him. Bkinner
% Co. jumped to their feet in astonish-
ment as they recognised him. _

It was Cecil Ponsonby, of Higheliffe,

Tire Mugwer Lippany.—NMNo. D3R,

had pleased the

Skinner & Co. fairly blinked at him.

That Ponsonby had dared to visit High-
cliffe at all was amazing. Dut t-]'.rnt.gha
dared after what had happened that
afternoon was far more am-azini.

“You, Pon?  gasped Skinner,
“Great pipl  Are vou mad? If the
fellows see you here, they'll lynch you !

Ponszonby smiled. It was not a
pleasant smile, for his eycs were glitter-
ing. Ono of them, too, was badly dis-
coloured, his nose was swollen, and hiz
lip was cud, in addition to other bruises
on his {eatures, He did not look a
pleasant sight.

“I don’t think so," he said smoothly.
“"T've already met one or two. I teld
them why I'd come, and they dropped
all ideas of mobbing me. They were
too astonished, I suppose.”

* But—but why have you come—to see
us#"” said Skinner, with spdden uneasi-
ness.

“No; to ses your high and mighty
skipper, Wharton,” said Ponsonby
calmly. “Failing satisfaction from him,
I shaﬁ ask to see Mr. Queleh. In fact,

2 HANDSOME 7 - JEWEL
* GYMREX "
LEVER WATCHES AND
6 MATCH FOOTBALLS

offered in a Grand New

One-Week Football
Competition in

THE
BOYS' FRIEND
Price 2d,

‘Out To-day.

You and ALL your pals must
try for one of these splendid
prizes !

T particularly wish to have Alr. Quelch
on the spot.

Bkinner started. .

“ Yopu—you're not going to try on that
dangerous trick—" hoe began, aghast.

“I'm after & banknote I've lost,” =aid
Ponzohby, smiling again. “1 dropped
it when 1 was serapping with Linley. He
must have picked it up and kept it, I'm
going to have it back, if 1 have to sce
vour Head. Is Wharton in his study "

“(Oh, you madman " hissed Skinner,
in alarm. “It's bound to fail—I tell
you it's bound to fail, Ponsonby. And
1t's toa thick. Drep 1t t”

“I don't know what you mean,” said
Ponsanby smoothly. I only want to
get my fiver back., If Wharton's in, I'll
run along to sce him about it.  As
skipper of the Remove, I suppose I
ought to see him about such a serious

matter, * Coming, Bkinner?”
“You fool Oh, vou fool!”
breathed Skinner. " Look here, there's

no need to try any games like that,
Pon. Listen! %hﬂt cad Linley's already
in the soup!”

And Skinner swiftly related what "had
developed from the Alonro Todd affair,
Ponsonby's face was the picture of spite-
ful glee when he had finished.

“Good gad! That's to
ney!" he exclaimed.
absolute fact?”

" Yes, yesl”

" Then it couldn't be better! By gad,
this is luck! Your chaps will just be
ripe for what I'm going to spring- on
them. It'l] just about finish that factory
oad off, Skinner, my friend|”

“Luui-: hore, Pon—"

“Ta-ta!l” said Ponsonby, turning to
the door, ™ You'd better not dome with
me, Stroll along and see the fun later,”

“Pon, vou fool—"

But Ponsonby was gone. Skinner &
Co. looked at each other with alarmed
faces, _ They realised now that tho
treacherous, vengeful Higheliffe cad was
in_deadly .earnest, that he was deter-
miined to ruin Linley by fair means or
foul. But Bkinner & Co. were not warry-
ing on Linley's behalf, They- wero
thmhng of their own precious skins. If
Ponsonby failed, and if he kept his
threat—-

The thought terrified the cads of the
Remove,

“Oh, the fool!” breathed Skinner.
“But—but how on earth is he working
it? We refused to do it, and there's not
& fellow in the school who hates Linley
enough to go as far as that. How's he
going to plant it$"

“ Goodness knows ! groaned Stott. *1
tell you, and I always have told you
Bkinner, that Pon's a dangerous frien
a: well as & dangerous enemy.™

“We'd better go along presently and
see how things are going,” muttered
Skinner,

The cads of the Remove had been get-
ting tea ready when Ponsonby had
leoked in, but they nono of them felt
like tea now. They stood discussing tha
dangerous turn of events gloomily. And
meanwhile Ponsonby hu.dg reached the
door of Study Ne. 1 and knocked, The
next moment he entered the room, his
face grave now.

More sften than not the Famous Five
toa-od togother in Btudy Neo. 1. Dut
though Hurree Singh and Johnny Bull
were with Wharton and Nugent now,
Bob arry was conspicuous by this
absence. And the chums were just dis-
cussing him in gloomy tones when Pon-
sonby locked in.

As he entered the room all the juniors
jumped up and stared in amazement
and sudden mzﬁnr at the Higheliffe
dandy. They could scarcely believe their
eves.

“You, Ponsonby?"” exelaimed Harry

Wharton, hiz voice sdvage. “Why, von
cheeky, daring hound, get out {-a&rre
we sling you out neck and crop, you
ﬂﬂﬁ'ﬁﬂli-
It looked for the moment as if the
Greyfriars juniors would throw them-
selves at the rascal, but Ponsonby held
up his hand hurrviedly, his eyes holding
mora than a trace of apprehension in
them.

“Hold on!"” he =aid quickly. “I'm
not here for a rag; 1'm here on business,
Wharton. If yvou refuse to deal with
the matter, I shall bave to go straight to
Quelch or the Head."

The juniors stopped, staring.

“Tf—if this 15 moro of your rotten
trickery—"

“It s t,” said Ponsonby quietly,
“I've come on dashed unpleasant busi-
ness, Wharton, and L'm only too sorry
to have to come. It won't be pleasant
to me—"

“¥Yeou can drop that soft-seapy talk™
zaid Harry, his lip curling. ""'We know
vou, Pon. You're here to.canse mora
trouble, I can see. Out with it—sharpl!
What's the game®"

(Continued on page 17.)

hole, 8kin-
"Js—is that the
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Flaq-Kicks and Penaities

PARS ABOUT FOOTBALL

MEN AND MATTERS.
By The Man in the Street.

HERE are records and records. The Rradford elub
dropped from the First to the Second Division and from
the Second to the Third in successive seasons. Ko ather

i club has done that, but we have mnot noticed digns of
entousy.

In arranging thelr Bxture list the Corinthinne left the dale of
each Cuptle round, including the Final tie, open. Wg shall now
refer to thetn, not as Co-rinthians, but as Co-optimists,

Ballio, the young goalkeeper of West Ham, helped to Luild the
club’s new stand. It is mald that he Is very cross when anybody
kicks o dirty ball on to it.

The piteh of the Tottenham Hotspur elub iz acknowiedged to be
the best in the country. The reason why is casy—there Iz Seed
on it g0 often.

romising of the younger school of referces Is
f be had to retive he would be very much

One of the most
Mr, A. B, Fogg.
" mist, "

In the firat season after the War Weat Tromwich Albion and
Tottenham Hotspur ench scored over a hundred goals. No other
club has done it since, o it looks as though we shall have to have
another war fo get shooting practice.

——

Dick Pym, the Bolton Wanderers goalkecper, used to get his
Mviog by bringlng fsh into his net. Now he curnr bis mouey by
stopping footballs from golng into the net)

According fo the rules, the English Cup can never become the
absolute property of any one person or club. The burglar who
stole the Cup years ago had evidently forgotien to rend the rules.

The Zcotiish footballers’ chorut—an up-to-date version of a wvery
old song:

“Ye tak the high road amld I'll fak the low road,
An' I'Il be in Fogland afore ye."

Englizsh footbailers have not won the Internatlonal championship
sifee 1013, A [riend of mine tells me thera is one way in which
Englund could make sure of winning again—hy pleking a team of
Beotemen !

Noel George, the goalkceper of Wolverhampion Wanderers, has
such bLig hands that he can pilek wp a full-sized ball with elther
of them. Obviously he won't need anyhody to he-'[? Lilm carry the
money home when he getz hilz benefit in the near future.

Here Is a bit of good advice for all watchers of foonthall: The
goame {8 like most gramophone records—two-rided. The “needle
purt of the busipess can well be forgotten.

liefore one recent match on the Sheffleld United ground fifty tons
fof sund wore apread over the piteh. No wonder the Sheffietd United
players hiave this sénson shown themselves so full of grit.

arry Wharton's
‘Jootball Supplement

HHHIIIIIHFHHHHHIHHIH

A

January 30th, 1926,

e

A have managed fo secure the services of some of the finest
foothall cxperts in the country as contribufors to our newr
Supplemoent,
be sure of getting the very latest and most cxclusive newrs,
interesting gossip and informoation.—H. Wharton, Ed,

MAGNET veaders who follow it regulorly can

Gel-Rich-Quick ootballers!

BIG TRANSFER FEES.
What the Player Gets.

N football the transfer business seems alwaye to be with us.
I don't think anybody likes the idea of atar players being
transferred from one club to another, with fat cheques
changing hands over the deal., Alas! the fallow who tries
to reforin this shde of big foothall is very much like King Canute,
and the elforts to bring about a change In the transfer system
segm no more successful than the struggles of the mad-hatter king
to hold back the tide. However, I am not going to talk here
about transfer reform. What I do want to d? though—becausa
it i3 s0 necessary—is to state some clear facts about the transfer
businezs. There Is no phase of football over which there ls so
much talk, and no side of it on which there are greater or more
widespread fallacies.

[t Is-viot ‘unusual, for instance, fur some writers, hearlng of
the transfer of some well-known player from one club to another,
to draw harrowlng pictures of a human anction sale. These people
would have their followers believe ihat the player who Is ta be
transferred {8 Just put up to auction.and knocked down to the
highest - bldder, and that the player himself ba: pno more volee
In the matter than a sheep or a cow would lnave in aimilar
elreumstances.

Henee It may surprise you fellows to know that mo player can
be transferred from one club to another without the conzent of
that player. We hear when o player is transferred, but we don't
oftenn hear when a pluyer refuses to go to the club which wants
rim; yet there are plenty of such cases. Last feason the Arsengl
fxed uwp everything with Bolton Wanderers for the transler of
Cageldy, now with Cardif Clty. But when the player himsell was
approached, he refused to join the Highbury side.

Then about the feea. en this or that player Is transferred
tor five or six thousand pounds a lot of people Imagine the player
getting all that money. OF course, he doesn't do anything of the
sort. The maximum ameount which any one player can get as his
share of the transfer-fee when he moves from one Foothall League
club in England to another s £680, and, in order to get that
muel, he must have served five successive seasons In the service
of that colwh. As these Lve successive years entitlea him o n
henefit vp te £0630, it loesn’t need a mathematician to ses that
the translerred player is no better off by gelng t0 & new club than
hy staying with the old.

All the same, there arc people who can get rich quick ocut ot
their transfers, and theso are the Scots who join Engllsh elubs. T
suppose somebody will think I am belng humoroua’ at the expense
of & race of people whose Nking for “siller ™ ia proverbial. I
amy mot, really. I am stuting facts. There.is no limit to the
amount a player transferred from a Scottish club to an English
club may receive. And one can add, In all serlousness and truth.
in the foregoing lies the explanation of the coming of 8o many
Senkd Into Engllsh foothall duoring the present season.

What wsually happens whenh o Seottlsh ¢lub s willlng to transfer
n star foothaller to an English club is thls: The selling club fixes
the amount which it hopes to pocket from the traneaction. After
that it remains for the English club fo settle with the player
himself. And the amount which the player wants Is simply added
tn the tranafer-fee. There are Scottish footballers who, on coming
to England. have made two thousand pounds or more at one fell
swoop—a nlce little nest-egg, obvlously. It ia romoured that when
goalkeeper Willlam Harper left the Hibernlans to join the Arsenal
2 eouple of mooths or so ago, he got two thousand pounds as his
share of the fee.

Mention of the Arsenal reminds me of the uulgue terms on which
Buohan went from Sonderland to that club, The fee was so much
down and one hundred pounds for every goal Buchan scores Tor
the Arsepal this season. Lots of folk think .that Buchan geta
the hundred-pound cheques, He doesn’t get o penny; he wouldodt
be ollowed to by the Football Associntion.

Tae Micser Lissany.—No. 938,
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HARRY WHARTON'S FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT.

MOUS FOOTBALL
i GROUND

ASTON VILLA TO-DAY.,
Record Gate Receipt of
Five Shillings and
T ;’#i?aunﬁg :D'Iﬂ.i 5& 'ﬁ;g m::l?t-[lht En.nniia;llﬁi

Threepence.
HE best and most complete sum-
through the years have tried toe live up

mary of the s of the Aston

to It. This-motto I8 now emblazoned over.

the balcony &t the Trinity Road entrance
to the ground at Birmingham, and it con-
glats of Just one word—"PREPARED."
How well the club has lived up to this idea
can be gathered
of the fact that they have won the cham-
lonship of the First Division more times
fhm any other club In existence; they
Iavo a similar record In the Cup competl-
tion, with six sucocesses to their name, and
right through their glorious history the
mention of the pame Astod Villa has been
suffictent to conjure up a vislon of all that
is highest ln football. The players who
have worn the famous claret-and-blue
coloars have been prepared to meet and
beat all sorts of opponents, The other
gsida of the story Is that the officlals bhave
prepared an arena second only to Wemb-
ley In some respects, and not even second
to Wembley in pthers. For the moment it
is about the Villa ground rather than the
Villa players that I would chat to Fou.

Ta get the presént superb and well
equipped edifice In lts proper perspective, let
us throw our minds back fto early days im
the history of the Aston Villa eclub. Long
ago, & number of young lads, attending a
gchool at Aston, decided that they would
start a football e¢lub of their own.
farmer was induced to {end them a field at
Per Barr, with a opominal rent. This
nominal rent took some ralsing, however, as
wlll be realised when it I8 mentioned that
the trst mateh which the club E]nyed at
Perry Barr was witnessed by Buch a "fre-
mendons ' erowd that the gate receipts
monoted to Ave shillings and thréepence.

From that little acorn, though, the mlant
ocak bas grown, steadily and ever-increasing
in alze mnd splendour through the years
until at ¥illa Park to-day [t would seem
that the very lust word in foothall ground
cofstruction hns been said. Sometimes, as
I have walked into that .etately ground
durlng the past few months, T have wob-
dered what those Senday School lads mnst
think. Many of them have passed to the
great beyond, bub some, grown old and
bearded, =till remain to be righteonsly proud
of the fart that they were in at the start
of this amazing fooftball elub,

SPENDING GATE MONEY ON THE
PUBLIC !

At one time the old stand op the Witton
Road #lde of the ground was regarded as
something worderful, with Its accommoda-
tien [or nearly five thousand people. But
within the last yedr or twoe a new stand,
pavilion, offices, etc.. have been erected, at
a cost of neatrly ninety thouwsand pounds,
When it was anoounced a little while ago
that the cost of the Iatest alterations had
assumed such a glgantic Bgure, some of the
shareholders were staggered, but thera fa
no necessity for worry about the fufure.

There iz no club In the counbry which geta”

attendances greater than the Villa, and
while many clubs waste their surphis 'in
pambling with bigh-priced players, the Villa
somehow manages fo Aod . the material, in
the raw state, traim It on to the highest
standard, and spend their < gate-money * in
the way it ocught to be spent—in providing
additional comfort for the watehers. T like
the words of Mr. Rinder. thén chairman
of the club, apoken a few months ago.
“"Twenty-five years ago"
nina hundred pounds in the bank whan we
enterad upon s reconstruction scheme which
cost twenty-five thousand, We didn't know,
really, where the money was ecoming from,
but wa had faith in-the supporters of the
Tae Magser Ligrary,—No. 938,

from a mere statement

he sabd, “we had.

club, and we got it. Wa
gates, and we got them.”

In the new stand there I3 room for
nearly eight. thousand people, with comiort-
able, tip-up seats for évery ope of that
number.  Below, theré are spacious and
‘well-appointed offices, with furniture which
woild not disgrace a Park Lane home.
| Then there iz & pavilion where the share
holders may congregate, a huge dining-
room, with facilities for providing meals oo
mateh-days, the like of which I have pever
seen ab any other football ground. Last,
but by po means least, there is the luxury
accommodation for home and  vlaibing
players. When I pot my head inte those
dressing-rooms & week or two back, T won-
dersd what the [ootballers of other days
would bave thought i they had beeén &0
provided with Iuxuries—thoze [ootballers
who used to dress in a baro a mile or so
from the ground; ‘who had to re-dress after
the mateh without 20 moch as a bath, - For
these Willd players of - to-day, and their

185ts, there are baths of all descriptions,

ot, cold, and showers, Whether the foot-

ball player diaplays a.ndj' greater abitity be-
cause this so-called pampering Is open
to gquestion. But I think the provision of
such accommodation must have done its bit
towards ralsing the status of the profes-
sional footballer, Burely he must feel that
he has something to live up to, and that he
does feel this 13 shown by the
lately-dressed fellows who emerge from
those spacious dressing-rooms when the
match has been duly fought and won.

There iz, too, at Villa Park, another inno-
vation, unique so far as football grounds
ara concerned. This 18 an X-ray room In
which any ‘injorles to footballers ean be
examioed immediately, and the proper:
treatment hegun without dalay.

All ¢he foregoing tales of luxury must not
lead us to supposse that the needs and
comlforts of the frequenters of the papular
side of the ground—the *hobites,” as we
might call them—have been neglected. In
the parts of the arenn not ocoupled by the
stands there are terraces ascending high
towards heaven and sloplog down bo the
level of the pitch.

Behind the two goals the terraces rise to
nipety rows, and much of the terracing f-
g0 covered in that thera (8 mepommodatior
for over 20.000 peobple under cover, And
when the whole is full patked with a mas:
of enthusiastic supporters of foothall 1t i»
A wonderful sight—a sight which takes the
old *uns back to Perry Barr once more, apd
romvinces them that the age of miracles ir
not past.
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LIGHTNING SKETCHES OF

An Impresslion of Qlem Btephenson,
the famous English International
inslde-left of Huddersfeld Town, by

JIMMY SEED, of Tottenham

Hofspur.

immacu- |
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prepared for big TRA[NSN;G FOﬁ

FOOTBALL

HOW TO KEEP FIT,

Standing the Pace.
By PERCY LONGHURST,

HUMSB, have you ever [onnd your-
gelves filled with the eager longing
to hear the ref's whistle for
half-time¥ And when that blessed

time for rest—much too -short!—did arrive;
bhave you ever confessed to yoursel! that you
were “whacked to the wide "7 Bome of you
have, I'll be bound. I've known the feel-
ing myself. And |n time I learned tha cure
for It, and, what s a Jot more useful even
than the cure—how to prevent it.

Core and preventive are quite simple, and
they won't cost you s penny—only & little

t.m:jhle. And both are contained in & single
word
Trainlog!

Pmbnth you have explalpoed IInmm- "done
up " [leeling by Llelling yoursell that the
ame bas been extra fast and hard. Per-
nps It bas. But unless 1}'1:1.1 can truthfully
declare that you have tried your level best
to get trained and keep trained, that ex-
planation [sn't worth much.,  What lsn't
realised by you chaps—and by plenty  of
others older than you are—Is that training
not ouly glves one the abllity to play faster
and harder, but it creates a - reserve wof
strength that enables you to go on playiog
hard aod. fast long after the untrained chap
h4s shot his bolf. T"ra.1nln§ creates staylng
power. And oftgn enough it Is the side
which “stays " best that wins.

It doesn't matter what you are—goalie,
back, or forward, you need tralping to help
your side to win., And the training needn’t
he hard work. The best form of tralning ls
slow runolog. A slow  two-mile run two
evenings & week I3 goipg to make such a
differenca in your play that you'll hardly
know yourself, What's thatif No time for
'ralning! If sou want to find the time
you'll find it all right. What sabout your
evenings? I know one player—and he 18 an
Interpational—who is _so keen to keep fit
that in his Innch-time he-goes off for a run
—not after his lunch, but before. True, he
doesn't have much time to eat or dawdle
;l;-:rut- the streets or play dominoces, but he's

Try it; get some of your pals to try It
with you, for running alone canm be weary
work, Turn oub two hours alfter a meal, and
start off at a slow run. Wear footer togs.
and If you have a sweater put in on. -Have
rubber-soled shoes for cholce. Don't try to
make a race of {t; there’s no need to see
who can %‘Et back first, That spolls  the
whole business; It discourages the slower
runner, and they won't turn out next time.
Keep together. Il some chap's wind gives
out—most likely to happen om your first
runs—all stop running apd break into &
walk. Then start runolog again when his
wind has come back. You may, at first,
have to do this three or four times, but
stick 1t out. Qo the full two miles. You'll
be doing yourselves—heart, Iungs, and
muscles—more good than you know of.
How do I know? Why, becouse I have done
It and reaped the benefit of (t.

At the end of the run have a brisk rub
down, and massage & liHle olive oll or
embrocation into the muscles of each call
and the front of the thighs and behind the
koees before you dress. You will be o bit
stiff after the first few runz, but that will
s00n wear off if i:uu keep up the weekiy ruo.

And suppose the weather Is bad, too wet,
ground too muoddy, or there’s nowhers tn
ruo {(though there are roads everywhere)?
Well, I'm going to tell i-lﬂu about that later
on. No fellow worth his salt {s golng to
shirk trainlog by making the weather an
I'll tell you of a way of beating
the weather next week.

Just recently a plaver of the Plymouth
¢lub ran inte o goalpost and koocked £hc
whole lot down. The supporters of the cluly
are said to be rather nervous as to whether
the player will now turn his attention to
the stand and perform the same feat.




EVERY
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

TWORENOE. 17

chums at his heels. There were several
fellows in the passage outside already.
Ponsonby had purposely left the dobr

7y open, and he had purfmsel:,'.sp::rken in

(Continued from page 12.)

ou personally, Whar-

“T've come to s
ravely, “in order

ton,” said Ponsonby rd
to save trouble if at all possible—szerions
trouble for one of your chaps., If I went
to the Head or Mr. Quelch, it would
mean grave trouble for the fellow I
niean, I'm anxious to save that if it's
possible. But I'm going to get satisfac-
tion. The thing's got to be thrashed out,
Wharton, We've n enemies, I know,

i __J:I

“ Cut all that out !” snapped Wharton.
“YWhat is it, you rotter? What have
rou cotna about? I should think you'd
i’m\ra given Greyfriars a jolly wide Erbh
after what happened this afternoon.

“EBo I wuuﬁ, if this hadn't hap-
pened,” said Ponsonby grimly. " But
this matter's too serious to be he]:ﬂ Over,
1t wamts dealing with at once. I've lost
a five-pound note, Wharton, and Linley's
the chap who's got it.”

P Whn.nﬂt?? id P by. "I can’t

# Just that,” said Ponsgonby.
afford to lose fivers, And I'm thumped
if I'm going to allow that low cad to
keep it. I want it back, and I mean to
have it hajck. Now you know what I'm

are forl ]
* The juniors stared at him blankly.,

“¥on—you've lost a fiver, and you
think Linley's got it?" gasped Frank

Nugont.

E‘%ea. I know he has.”

“You think he's stolen it?

& -?Eﬁ-l b : i

“] don't believe i, not for one
moment,” said Idarry }‘rha.rh:::‘l. ’h:m
anger and indignatipn rismg. It's a
rotten lie, Ponsonhy. It's EP{}thEr_ﬂ[
vour dirty tricks! Linley 1sn't n.thlel:;
whatevor olse he i, you plotting hound!

“Hear, hear !” zaid Johnny Bull sav-
agely. “Tt's a rotten trick, '._Harrr:.r.
Linley may be & funk, but he isn't 2
thief. We've, no thieves at Greyfriars,

 JCick the brute out!" snapped Frank
Nugent. ‘“Kick him an hiz dirty
tricks out!" )

Ponsonby- gritted his tecth with rage.

“Then yvou don't believe nre?” he
growled.

“0f course we don't!
this!” .

“Vory well,” said Ponsenby in deadly
tones, T told you I'm determined 1&:
get justice done. I shall go straigat
away to Quelch, and let him thrash the
matter out.” .

He turned away. Wharton hesitated,
and then he called him back. ‘

“Hold on!"” he snapped, biting hs
lip. ‘““Are you ready to make that
charge to Linley's face?™

Pansonby turned at the door and
nodded.

“Yes, of coursn I am!" he said, his
eyes glinting. I want you to take me
to him, and T want witnesses to be
there.” o

“Right!" said  Wharton  grimiy.
“Yau shall meet Linley face to face.
And I hope he'll ram vour false accusa-
tion down your throat, I"onsonby. Come

on!
and
his

Got out of

Iarry

Ponsonby moved aside,
amazed

Wharton went out with

lowd tones for all to hear who could,
As ho stood in the passage there was a
threatening growl, but Wharton held up
his hand. He felt certain that Ponsonby
wanted trouble to attract a master to
the spot, which was perfectly true as it
happencd,

“Leave Ponsonby alone for a bit,” he

seid guickly. ""Don’t play his game,
He's here to cause trouble, Come on,
you sweep !
Ha led the way to Linlex’s study, and
tha rost followed, giving Ponsonhy
threatening looks. Whatever their atei-
tude towards Mark Linley, there was no
doubting their attitude towards the ras-
cally Iousonby,

But Harry Wharton himself was look-
ing rather disturbed now. That Pon-
sonby should be willing to face Linley
with such a charge made him fee] rather
uneasy, It began to ook as if Pone
sonby was really in earncst, and that he
was surce of his ground.

Tapping at the deor of Btudy Ne. 153,
Harry pushed open the door and went
in. He found only. Mark Linley and
Bob Cherry in the study, and they were
having tea, with gloomy [aces.

They started to their fest in utter
amazemont as Harry Wharton, followed
by his ehums and Ponsonby, entered
the room. DBehind them they could sce
a crowd of curious fellows, Ponsonby
had wanted & crowd on the spot, and he
had got 1t.

Neithgr Linley nor Bob Cherry spoke.
Harry Wharton opened the proceedings
despite the fact that both Linley and
Cherry were supposed to be in Coventry.
But this matter looked like being too
scrious to think of matters like that.

“Linley,” said IHarry Wharton
grimly, “I've brought Ponsonby here to
see you, He has just made a charge
against you--a charge of theft. Know.
ing Ponsonby as I do. I don't believe it
for one moment. I believe it -1s more
of his rotten trickery. But I had to
bring him, or he would have gone to
gm‘:luhy—ur he said hewould go. Now,

onsonby, vou can go ahcad. I warn

you, though, that if this proves to be
trickery, th€ Remove will know how to
deal with you "

FPonsonby licked his lips. He had
steelod himself to carry the rascally
game through, though he kuow it would
be far from easy, and far from safe.
The moment had come now, ks face
was & trifle pale, Lt he was as cool &8
ice.

“T dan't charge Linley with thelt—
veb,” he said calmly. " He has the note,
I'm cortain, -DBut e may have kept it
intending to give it up, thongh he should
have staved and given it up this after-
noon, it seeme to me. Anyway., I'm
asking him now to give me my hank-
notoe k. That's all T want. TIf he'll
hand it over. I'm willing to let the
matter go no farther.”

Ponsonby paused,. his  eyes  fixed
shiftily on Tinley'a face. That jmer
had remained quite calm, though his
hmw’ug eves showed the state of Ins
mind.

But Bob Cherry did not remain calm,
Ar Ponsonby finished speaking he RPTANg
like a tiger en the Higheliffe junior.
His flzt shot ont, and the next instant
Ponsonby had measured hiz length on
the study carpet. : ;

“I don't know what Linley's answer 12

ging to be,” he panted, standing over
ﬁiq fallen enems, *hat that's my answar,
yon plotting hound !™

e o

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
What did it Mean?

HERE was a silence in the room,
Cherry stood there with blazing
oyes and clenched fists, waiting
for Ponsonby to rise. 18re WS

no murmur of approval, though it was
obvious there was no sympathy for Pon-
sonby—far from it. i’erhaps the fact
that Cherry was, like Linley, in Coven-
try, accounted for that, though. On the
carpat Ponsonby lay, leaning on lus
¢lbows his face distorted with passion
and pain.

darry Wharton jumped forward and

grasped his old chum by the arm In
alarm.

“Hold on!” he said. ‘*Stop that,
Cherry ! We don’t want any masters in

on this, you ass. Let Linley answer tho
cad. Lat him get up.”

“Btand back!"” :alfn:-mted Bob Cherry
furiously. “Let him get uwp and face
me, and I'll ram his rotten lies down his
throat, the hound! Get up, you brute!"

But TPonsonby did not get up. H3s
did not want & third thrashing that day,
and he saw only too clearly that Bob
Cherry was roused as he had rarely been
roused before. Bob was the best-femn-

fellow in the weorld, but Ponsonby
ad succecded in enraging him now
with a vengeance.

It was Mark Linley himself who
stepped in.

“Teave him alone, Bob," he said
quietly, laying his hand on Bob's wrist.
“I don't understand what his accusation
means, but'I'm ready to answer it my-
self, Lot him get up and explain what
he means.”

“¥es; for goodness’ sake don't let's
have any masters on the job," said
Frank Nugent in alarm, “Can’t you
see that's just what Ponsonby wants?”

Bob Cherry drew back abruptly and
lowored his fista, Hea saw the forco of
Frank's remark only too clearly now.
Ponsonby serambled to lis  feet, his
handkerchief to his chin, his cyes blazing
with passion.

“I'll soon explain what I mean,
Linley,"” he snarled, giving Bob Cherry
a bittor glance of hatred. *It’s your
own fault if this matter gets to the ears
of the authorities. As for Cherry——""

“Never mind him,” said Linley
quickly. “I'm ready to answeor you.
Ponsonby., You say I've stolen, or got
& banknote of yours? What gronnds
have you for Lthinking that?”
r“I'I:I) soont tell you that!” hissed Pon-
sonby. “After we had fouglit this after-
noon I missed the five-pound note. 1

just been going throngh my wallet somo
minutes before, and when that hcastly
council school brat turned up I crammedl
it into my pocket loose. And then I re-
membered that 1I'd seen you pick some-
thing up—a bit of paper it leoked like—
just as you walked away.™ _

1 picked nothing up,” e=nid Mark
Linley guietly,

“0f eourse you dil !" hissed Ponsonby.
“Why should I say you did il you
didn’t 2"

“ Because Yyou are &
Ponsonby."”

Ponsonby gritted his teeth. ]

“Wa'll see who's the liar!" he said
significantly, “Now, tell me this,
Linley. Gaddy and I met Vavasour and
Monson j_uu afterwards, and we waited
for you in the lane lower down. You
-alumir. along the inside of the hedge,
hoping to pass us unseen, Why did you
do that F"”

“1 didu't went any further trouble
with you, Ponsonby."

Tur Maguer Liprirv.—No. 938,

rascally liar,
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“Bunkum! ¥You koew what we
wanted you for—you knew [ should do-
mand my fiver back. ‘U'bese teilows, 1
understand, think you ran away becausg
you funked a scrap with us. = It was
nothing of the.sort. it was becausp yau
dare not face me—dare not rwsk bewmg
gearched with my fiver on you "

liﬂh 1."!

“It was & murmur from the juniors.
They looked at Linley in & strangs way
now—most of them, at all evenw. Was
Ponsonby right? - Atter al], was it pos-
gible that thero was somweching 1in Fou-
sonby’s charge, and thav was the real
reason’ why Linley hdg bolted?  ven
the famouas fve Jooked strangely at
‘Linley now. They could scarcely believe
that even a rasoal ke Pohsouby would
bring such a charge without reasoun,
And his suggestion that Linley hua run
away becauss he feared being asearcied
was cetfainly sound on the tace ol things,

Linlay fAushed orimson as he mei thg
looks of hia scheoltellows. Ile could not
fail to sec that they had been impressed
by Ponsonby’'s words. ~ Fonsouby » eyes

‘a3 hoe noted the looks, He
thankegl his luck for baving soon 3kinner
Erst, and thus learowng how matters
gtood, Ho now knew that Liniey would
not give any satisfactory explapation as
te why he had run away.

“It—it's [alsel’ eaid Linlpy thickly,
going whita to the lips now. "1 ran
a for anpther reason altogether 1™

e k h Linley 1" said Harry
Wharton, in & low voice. " If you've got
& T8Rs01 why you ran gway, tor goouness’
sake give it mow, and don't play the
goatl This iz ton serious & matter to
keap anyihing hack !

¥ You—you thipk that there’s some-
thing in what Ponsonby claims?” said
Linley huskily,

No, I do not!” said Harry, alfter &
momrent's pause.  “I think that he's
either maling & big mistake, or that this
is one of his daseardly plots. Let him
give any real proof if he can!’”

“I'va no proef,” said Ponsonby calmly,
“ gxcepting what 1've dlready said. But
I mean to get it. Isn't that proof
enpugh, though ™

“No, it isn't}” said Harry fatly.
*“You've no right to come here ‘making
such a rotten rgo with as liftle proof
as that!™

S Haven't 11" said Ponsonby, ralsing
his voice furiously. “I migi‘]t have
expected you'd take that cad's part,
Whartoti! Hang youl! But I haven't
finished yct! I demand, here and now,
that Linley has his beloagings and this

dashed study searched! If you refuse, I
shall go to Mr. Quelch !
“Linley can ease himself about

that I" snapped Wharton, * But I should
JDLI} well refuse to allow you to !
You're backing up thet thief, then 7"
“If Linley was a thief, I'd be one of
the first to =ea him brought to hopk,"
aggﬂk}l‘arr}: “Bub I've told you what I
think.?

“All right, you rotter ' shouted Pon-
eonby, l‘ﬂg]%ﬂs his woice nhriuir. P ax-
pegted this!  But I'm not losing ‘my
money | Linley's a thief, and I'll prove
it} | go to Mz, Quelch—"

" Mr, [%unlﬂh ig hark now, boy "

It was a deep voice from the doorwhy—
Mr, Quelch’s voice. « There was s_gasp,
and the crowd of staring juniors round
the door opened to let the master
through. He came into the study, and
his glance settled curiausly on Ponsonby.

“*What 15 the matter here?” he de-
manded sharply. ® What is this High-
cliffe boy doing here, Wharton 7™

Wharton weas silent,

Tae Maoner Lipranv.—No. D38,

“I heard him making a serious state-
mont as I came alopg,”” snid Mr, Quelch,
lookipg. guickly at Lanley. “ Sometnmg
about Linley being athief. Huch & state-
ment requires an explanation.™

“And-Ell soon give 1t1™ said Pon-
sonby, :his eyes giittering with triumph.
I vee poit, - s)p—""

“"Kindly- be. .sileat[™ snapped Mr.
Queleh icily, *“Wharton, I bhave asked
you for an explanation I’

Harry Wharton did not answer agnin,

Linloy  stepped forward, hig [eatures
composed and determined,

1 will tell you why Ponsonby is here,
sir,” he said, in a steady voica. * Hao
has charged me with the theft of a five-
pound note. It is false! 1 know nothing
aﬁ-'crLE:t any note, and have seen nothing of
ﬂ“E ap

Mi. Queleh Iooked grim,

_ ““This 13 most serions " he said, turn-
g abruptly to P::-nsm:h@u - What

rounds have you for making such a

arge; boy "

“Hecause I know he took it!™ ssid
Ponsonby., *I saw him pick something
up, sit—a bit of paper. I knew after-
wards it must have been that !

i Gﬂ;ﬁ e the facts as you know them,

Ponsonby told him just as hie had told
the juniors,

“And you have come hers, making
such & grave charze on such flims
avidence 7" said Mr, Quelch angrly. “lt
is monetrous! We do not harbour
thieves at Greyfriars, Ponsonby—at least,
1 sincerely hops not. I attach not the
slightest importanca to what you claim.
Iid you pick anything up before leaving,
Lialey 1"

“No, sir. Ho is spesking falsely when
he says T did [”

“I'm not{” =aid Ponsonby angrily,
“I tell you I saw you.do it! You've got
it—vou've got my nokte hidden some-
where !, T—I demand that Linley's be-
longings are searched! That's all I
want{ If he hasn't taken it, then he
won't “object to that, sir!™

“You have no right whatever to de-
mand anything of the sort, you impudent
boy I ena |ied Mr. Quelch. * Linley
shall certainly not bo subjected to such
an inﬂi?:nity without good and sufficient
reagon |

“1 am quite willing for my things to
be searched, sir,” said Lintey quickly.
“In fact, I should prefer it. It will be
fairer to me, sir, if they are searched.
Parhaps Ponsonhy will be satisfied then.”

“ Very well, Linley, if you wish it,”
gaid . Mr, Queleh, after a pause.
“Wingate '

" Yes, sir [

Wingate was standing by the door,
looking on in wonder. He stepped
forward.

“You will kindly earry out a search
of Linley's person and his belongings.
Gwynno can-help you,” said Mr, uuﬂ:h

imlpﬂtiently.
[In silence Wingate and Gwynne of the
Bixth started to search, though neither
looked as if they relished the task. They
searched Linlay'as elothing, and fhey
soarched his locker, and everything in
the room that belonged to Linley.

The juniors looked on in  silence.
Linley looked on calmly, with & face that

‘showed little indication of hia feelings.

Only Bob Cherry showed his feelings.
His face waa red with pent-up rage.

They Gnished at last.

“Thera’s no triace of a banknote here,
gir,” said Wingate.

“Very-wea]l, You will please conduct
a further search of Linley’s belongings
in the Remove dormitory. One moment,
though, Have you the number of the
note you claim to have lost, Pousonby 3"

“Yes, eir,” -said Ponsonby promptl
taking out hiz wallet and thdin.’gpﬂ{é‘_
master a 13Ilp of paper. “That is the
Hhm‘ili?er;agl;;d’ id Mr. Queleh, gl
. "Very " sal r. Quele anc.
ing at the number on the ’[f&par.
£ mgat-e 1”

Heo nodded, and Wingate and Givynne
left the. room. ¢y were not lo
away, and when they returned hatnﬁ
werd looking relieved,

_“No sign of any banknote up there,
sir,” eaid Wingate, with rather a hard
glancoe at Ponsonby.

“You have seamfmd thoroughly **

“ Cortainly, sir.”

“1 did mnot expect for one moment
that you would find anything,” snapped
Mr. Quelch, turning to Ponsonby, who
did not seem very disappointed. * Well,
boy, are you satisfied now ¥ ,

“I'm satisfied that it isn't in Linley’s
things now,” said Ponsonby, with a
sneer that made Mr. Queleh’s eyes
gleam, “ But that doesn't say he hasn't
had it. He's got rid of it by this, of
course.”

“You thundering liar!" shouted Bob
Cherry, utterly unable to restrain him:
sell any longer. * Look here, sir, it's
all rot! Ponsonby, the huw'ling cad,
hasn't lost & bankoote at gll! He hates
Liniezﬁiikﬂ poison! It's a dirty plot to
ruin Linley I This 18 Ponsonby’s revenge
for the thrashing Linley gave him this
afternoon 1

*Nonsense, Cherry 17 thundered Mr.,
Quelch ‘angrily, “No boy would be so
utterly wicked ez to attempt such a
dastardly trick as you puggest! Pon-
sonby has made a mistake. He ought
never to have come here making such
a charge on such Aimsy grounds, how-
ever, I am perfectly satisBed that
Linley knows nothing of the missing
note. If you are not sstished now,
Ponsonby, you must make & complaint
to your own headmaster. You will now
kindly leave this school,” '

“ Very well, sir,” said Ponsonby, with
unexpected codlness. “You have the
number now, sir, and I know you will
lat me know if it does turn up here.
You will EEEE‘ the number to refer to,
of course, sir.

“T ghall keep the number by me,” said
Mr. Quelch icily. “But I have not the
slightest beiief that I shall ever have
any nocessity to refer to it, Ponsonby,
Kindly sea this Hi;:_rhaliﬂ'e boy off the
promises, Wingate,'

“Certainly, sir1”

Wingate nodded to Ponzonby, and fol.
lowed -him out, looking wery much as
if he would like to see Ponsonby off the
premises with his book. As they passod
out, the Remove master laid a kindly
hand on Linley's shoulder,

“The matter is now ended in so far
as you are concerned, Linley, my boy.”
he said. *““Buch a charge ought never
to _have been brought up against you.”

He was turning® away, when he
paused, as if a thought had suddenly
struck him. -

“Within the last hour,” he exclaimed
quietly, it has come to my knowledge
that you are at loggerheads with tﬁc
rest of your Form-fellows, Linley, Why
is _that, may I ask?"

Linley did not reply.

“Ts it because of this sbsurd and wn-
founded charge made by that Highelifln
boi._ Linley " asked Mr. Quelch.

inléy shook his head.

*No, sir,” said Harry Wharton, fecl.
ing called upon to answer, “We knew
nothing of that until Ponsonby chme in
to-night,*

""Iq'len what is the trouble? asked:
Mr. Quelch. “I do not often interfers
in-euch matters, but I feel that it must
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have some connection with this bank-
note affair.”

There was silence, Linley was scarleb
now. Then a voice came from the door
—suspiciously like Skinner’s voice:

" Because he funked going to Todd's
help, sic.”

r. Quelch recognised the voice. .

*Btop forward, g
“What did you gay :

Skinner came farther into the room
silkily.

“1 said Linlev played the coward,
and he did, sir,” he stammered. I
think he ought to be shown up. the
funk! Ie ran away and left Alonzo
Todd to be bullied by those High-
cliffe cades.”

Mr. Quelch's face changed. He gave
Linley & curions look. Linley flushed
to the roots of hiz hair, but he said

ing.

“I am sorry to hear that,” =aid Mr.
Quelch quietly, after waiting for Linley
to speak. *However, it 13 a matter
that concerns Linlay himself. 1 feared
that the reason was in connection with
the missing banknote, and that iz why
I asked. %mx will disperse now, boys.”

Mr. Quelch, with ancther look at
Linley, passed from the room. Mark
Linley watched him go, He had not
failed to understand the master's Jook.
From the day Linley had arrived at
Grayfriars Mr, Quelch had been kind to
him, and had helped him. Linley was
grateful, and he valued Mr. Quelch’s

d opinion as he valued few things.
nd now, that look had told him
plainer than warde that the master was
diseppointed—disgusted that he had,
as he must have supposed, playved the
coward that afternoon.

Linley had been scarcely moved by,

Ponsonby's charge, serious enough as it
was. Diut he was moved now to the
depths by that look of Mr. Quelch’s.
He felt suddenly sick, and his eyez went
miety.

But only Boh Cherry noticed, and
uwnderstood, and he gripped his chum's
arm hard. The rest of the juniors dis-
persed, with curious Jooks back ab
Linley. They were astounded and
puzzled at the curious iurn events had
taken. But nochody at Greyiriars was
as puzzled that night as were Bkinner,
Stott, and S8noop. They eouldn’t under-
stand it at all. What was Ponsonby’s
game? That it was a deaE ane,
and that 1t wes not GOnished yet
they felt certain. Why had Pan-
sonby made the charge at all? Why
had he gone to such lengths, apparently,
for no purpose ab all? He must have
known that his charge would fall
threugh unless he could prove some-
thing substantial against Limler, He
had obviously nat “planted ¥ anything,
or he would have taken good care that
it should be found when the search was
made. But nothing had been found,
and Ponsonby had gone away, ap-
parently satisfied. It was all very
curions to Skinner & Co.

They wera destined to understand,
and hefore many davs had passed.
Ponsonby had cevininly not finished vet.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.,
A Bombshell !

ITE Remove talked of nothing clse
for the rvest of that night but
the affair of Alonzo Todd, and
the still more curious and serions

affair of Ponsonby’s banknote. And it
was talked of almost as much in other
Forms at Greyiriars. Few seriously
polioved that Pensonby had lost a bank-
not at all, and fewer still belioved that

kinner ! he snapped..

7.7, "
'_l-_l;:?_ﬁ‘*‘l"l' i

* Oh dear ! You awful beast ! ** gasped Bunter. *' Gimme the paper back, you

rotler ! **
his other hand sent it back again.

Smack, smack ! Ponsonby"s hand sent Bunter's head one way and
** Yaroooooh.] ” With a roar of pain the
fat junior sat down in the snow, (Sece Chapler 5.}

Linley knew anxthing ahout it. Buk
there were a few whe did, or professed
to believe he had taken it. Amaong
thaze who professed to believe it wero
Skinner, Stott, Snoop, and Bunter,
though all four had the best of reasons
far not helieving it. But as they hated
Mark Linley, it suited them to make
things look as black as they could
against the uvnfortunate Lancashire
junior.

The majority took the other view—
that Ponszonby was working the whole
thing out of sheer ﬁ}uite and revenge,
and that Linley had roncawey f{rom
Ponsonby & Co. becanse he funked a
gerap against soch adds,

Havey Wharton, Johnny Ball, Frank
Nugent, and Hurree Singh, simply did
not knoew what to think. Dut thoy wero
ahsolutely certain that Mark Linley was
no thief, though they coull not help
feeling just as certain that he had run
away from the Higheliffe juniors in a
momentary fit of cowardice,

The only fellow who flatiy refused to
believe either charge was Bob Cherry,
and he wasn't slow to let all see what
his views woere. Mark Linley had given
him hiz word, and that was quite enough
for Dob.

That he had been sent to Coventry
with Linley didn’t trouble Bob in the

s]ii;htest—-ur didn't appear to. Tha
only fellows who were troubled about it
wera his old chums, Wharton, Nugont,
Hurrea Singh, and Bull. And they were
worried and upsct about it. They knew
Bob, and they knew that he honestly
beliaved Mark Linley innocent of tho
charge of funking. Their anger against
him had gone now, and they “'DH]CF have
pona against the Coventry sentence and
spoken to him had they been certain
that Bob would spesk in return. 'Lhey
wore wretched and miserable,

But Bob showed wno sign that he
wanted them to zpeak. He was bitter
and angry still with them for not belisy-
ing in Mark Linley. As a matter of
fact, Harry Wharton himnself was begin-
ning to fecl more and more doubtful
about it. Linley had never been known
to play the funk, and Harry regretted
hitterly now that he had been rushed
into taking sides apainst him by fellows
like Bolsover and Dulstrode.

It scemed too late to change matters
now, however. But it was a rotten state
of affairs, and if Bob had shown signs
of wanting to be {riends again, his old
chums would have jumped at the chanhew
to heal tho broach.

Unfortunately, that chance nover
came, oand mattera were still st the
THE Maoyer LiprarY,—No. 938,
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game stage when—four days later—the
bombshell dropped.

Harry Wharton, with his chums,
Frank Nugent, Johnny Dull, =eud
Hurreg Singh) were in Study No: 1 at
ton when Tuhb, of the Third, brought a
lstter and threw it on the teble. It was
addressed to Harry Wharton, and he
fairly jumped as he saw the postmark.
It was that of Bowdsley, a town in Lan-
cashire—tha town DMark Linley came
from. :

“Well, my hat!” said Harry, staring
st the writing on the envelope which
was rather familiar to him, “'This is
from Mark Linley's place—I'm certsin
I'va seén that writing before, teo. 1
believe it's from Linley's mother.”

“Sure it 1m't addressed to Linley 1%

* Look 1" said Harry.

Ho showed the EI!TE‘{DI}E to his chums.
They stared. :

“What on earth can Linley’s mother
be writing to me aboutt” said Harry
uneasily. “That's 1f it 15 from her.”

He tore open the letter. Ho noted
the addrezs at the top—it was Mark
Linloy's address right enough.  Then
Harry opened the notepaper oul, and as
be did so something dropped on the
table—a piece of thin paper, at sight of
which all the jupiors jumiped.

It was o banknote, and at & glance
thoy saw it was for five pounds.

“What the thump—" began Harry,
atterly bewildered. :

He looked st the letter and read it
swiftly. 'Then he gave a startled ex-
clamation—an exclamation of horror.

"Good heavens!” he gasped. " Head
this, vou chaps.”

He held the letter out, and lus three
chums read it together. Then they
looked at each cother with scared Taces.
fﬁi} no wonderl For the letter tead as

ollaws -

“Tear Harry Wharton,—I expeéct you
will be surprised to have a letter from
me,. affd. more- surprised to have the
money returned to you with ik, But 1
know you will understand, and will not
think we are vexed with you for givin
it to Mark, and that we are too prou
to accept it. Really, Mark should not
have asked you to lend him the money,
and you should not have insisted vpon
it being o gift. Please do vot think we
are ungrateful—we are not, and both
Mark's [ather and Mabel join me in
thanking you all very, very much indeed
for your generous good nature. But I
am returning it because thero is now no
urgent need for the meoney, as Mr. Tan-
ley has got the foreman's job he hoped
for, and now our money troubles are
over, 1 hope, Mark has told me all
about yoii, and how eagor you were to
help us in our troubles. My dear boys,
it was too good of you, and I am writ-
ing to you mysell instcad of thrcmfrh
Mark so that I can thank you [;ﬁrmng Iy
for your very kind wish to help. With
kind regards from us all,

“Yours very sincerely,
“{Bigned) Avice LiNCEY.”

That was the letter. It was no
wonder [larry Wharton and his chums
stared at it in petrified amazement,

“YVell, wel M

That was all Harry could say at lhe
momanit. He felt snddenly sick. The
significance of the letter was too obvious
not to be seen at once.

“Rotten | groaned Frank Nugent.
" 0Oh, what a rotten business, Harry 1™

“Tt'c all that,” said Harry, his voice

rave. “You fellows understand what
it means, of course?”

Tue Maicyer Lisruay.—No, 938,

* spob of colour left his face.

“Of course—only too well!™

“It's rotten!”

“Too rotton for words!”

Harry  Wharton groaned, his brow
clouded.

“\What the thump are you going to
do about it, Harry T That's Ponsonhy's
money—it must ba, Whern's Linley got
A fiver from, and we never gave il to
him, &f course,” pasped Frank Nugeut.

““There’s only one thing to be done,”
said Harry, in 2 low voice. *Tha
magey must be given back to Ponsonby,
of course. * We can do nothing else.”

“It's the sack for Linley,” said
Johnny Bull grufly. “ And—and bhis
own mother’s given bim away., Isn'b it
frightful ¥ It'll have to come out now—
that brute Ponsonby will see to that!
And we thought the cad was spoofing.”

“I never I:?‘mu.mad it could be uLEar
wise,” said Harry. “But it's plain
cnough now. Lipley knew his fm!ple
were hard up, poor Erqmn.r! And when
he found Ion's note it was too great &
temptation to resist. He koiat 1t and
sent it home, telling his people we had

¥iren it him—had & whip round for it,
suppose, He knew his la would
want to know where he'd got such o

sum from.”

“That's it, of course. Oh, what a
rotten business!*
Harry Wharton sot his lips.

“Come on,'” he said. “Ii won't be

pleasant, but it's got to be done. The
‘mmoney's got to be given back, and Pon
will ses

_ at the truth 1s hm“ﬁht out—
the authorities here and at Highcliffe
will want to know the truth, in any
case. I'm going to see Linley now. I'm

ing to advise him to make & clean

reast of it—for his own sake. It will
be better for him if he does. Come on.”

He took up the letter and baoknote
anid walked out. His chums followed
him, their faces grave and disturbed.
As Harcy had said, it was not a pleasant
task—doubly unpleasent to fellows who
had, until & few days ago, been close
chums with Linley.

They knocked at Linley’s door and
entered. To their relicf only Linley
was in the room. Tea was over, for the
crockery was half-cleared away. Linley
looked up, and he colouréd st the way
the juniors looked at him.

“Linley," said Wharton quietly, after
closing the door carefully. " We've
come on an unpleasant job, bot & job
Lhat's got to be done. Will you look
ut that "

He threw the lettor on the table, with
tho banknote.

Linley gave a violent start as he saw
the note. He gave a stil] more violent
start as he saw the writing on the en-
velope and the postmark.

"Why, what—what's this mean?” he
fulterdd, eveing the letter and banknote
in dumbfounded amazement,

“Read the letter,” zaid Harry curtly.

Mark Linley opened the notepaper
and read the letter. As he did so every
He =ank
back into a chair with a stupefied cry.

“I'm sorry about this, Linley, beliove
me,” said Harry gently. “Your motive
was to help your people, and a fellow
cai't help considering that. But—but
it's a fellow’s duty to sce justice done,
and to see that money goos back to iis
rightful owner.”

inlevy did not speak.

“That's your mother’s handwriting,
1sn't it ¥

Linley nodded dizzily. He looked up
at them like a fallow in n dream.

“Well, there it is, Linley,” said Harry
in & guiet tone. “If you'll take my
advice you'll go straight with that to
Mr. Quelch, or the Head. It will be

Letter for you if you do. The authori-
ties know the note’s missing—or was
missing. Ponsonby will see that they
know where it’s turned up. It's useless
trying to hide the truth now, even if
we tried to.™

%’n!ar stood up slowly, a dull red
Hush staining his face.

S Wou—you cads!?” he said thickly.
“You asked me if that was my mother’s
l@udgmriting. I said it was. It's just
like it, and I thopght for the moment
that it must he. Now I know if can't
be. My mother never sent that lettar,
or the note: she can’t have dona. T tell
you it's utterly impossible. I never sent
her that banknote. I know nothing
whatever about it."

“You mean to Huff it out, then?”

“PBluff it out? '0Of course not!” stam-
merad  Linley. *“I just mean what 1
say. That. letter was never written by
my mother; or if it was, the banknote
was sént to her by someone else, not me,
Oh, you rotters, to think a thing like
that 1"

“What else are we to think!” said
Harry, unable to restrain his sudden
anger. “It's as plain as 8 pikestaff,
Linley. Do you mean to deny the truth
after this!"’

Linley's lips trombled. -

“0Of course I mean to deny it!" ho
said, in & burst of half-hysterical ragt‘.
1 tell you T know nothidg about that
banknote—absolutely nothing! Some-
ane's playved a trick—it must be a trick.”

“ Rubbish ! You'd better own up,
Linley."

Linley stared at Harry Wharton wilh
burning eyes, his face white and set.

“You—you really think I stele that
bhanknote and sent 1t homo?™ he panted.

"IWhnt are we to think? Don't be n
fool 1™

“You say that I'm & thief, Wharton?"

“I've  said what think plainly
enough,” said Wharton calmls.

“Then there's my answer!” hiszed
Linley, in a sudden burst of passion.

His clenched fist struck Wharton
clean between the eyes, and Wharton
reeled back against the table, sending it
crashing against the bookcase, There
was n smashing of glass and crockery ax
the teapot and a cup and saucer went
crashing to the floor, while glass fell 1o
the floor from behind the bonkease doora,

The next moment the doorknob turned,

and Wingate looked in quickly. .
“Now, von kids," he began, ““what’s
going on——"

He broke off as he saw lhe faces of
the juniors and came into the room,
Wharton had his hand te his face. and
Linley stood before him with glitrering
eyes and clenched fists, The other
juniors were looking on, with tense
faces,

“Hallo!
manded Wingate,
fists—— Ah!™ .

Onee azaim Wingate hroke off—this
time becaunse his oves happened just then
to Tall on the banknote lying on the
bable. Mo picked it up swiltly, lis exes
turning to Linley again. .

A banknote was far from lu.'mgin wsinl
thing to soe in & janior stuady,  Wingaic-
could not help his mind going back to
the affair of Ponsonby davs ago.

“Where did this come from*” hie de
manded sternly.  * And what does the-
menn? Wharton, tell me at once !

Wharton said nothing.,  Linley was
silent & moment, his chest heaving.
Then he spoke. . :

“Ask Wharten again!™ he said, his
voice trembling and defiant, *1le savs
T stole it! He's just called me a thial !
I'm not a.thief! [ know nothing about
that banknote !

What's wrong hore?™ de-
“ Linley, pul your
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“Then—then—"
ginning, when he checked himself and
turned to Nugent. ' Nugent, just run
and bring Mr. Quelch here. This
matter wants looking into, I fancy!”

It was only Wingate's duty to do that
on the face of things. But he did it,
and all the juniors stood stunned now.
It wae done, and Linley had got to face
thinga. They waited in silence.

Nugent was soon back, and a moment
later Mr. Quelch rustled in.

“YWell, Wingate?"” he asked, staring
at the juniors. * What is the matter?™
Wingate handed him the banknnte.

1 came in here just now and found
Linley and Wharton fighting, 1 also
found that ou the 1able here, sir,” he
said grimly.

Mr. Quj-::h started as he took up the
note, and his glance rested on Linley's
white faco.

“Whom does this belong to, Linley ™'
he asked, his voice stern., * Where did
this come {rom?"

Linley pointed dully to the letter lying
an tha table,

“T'm not afraid of «peaking, sir,” he
said huskily. “I've done nothing wrong,
and I've nothing to hide. It came in
Lhat letter to Wharton, sir. Wharton
will let vou read if, sir, I know,” he
ended bitterly.

Mr. Quelch looked at Wharton, and
then he picked up the letter and read
it. His face was a study as le did rend
it. He gave a muttered exclamation,
and then he took out his pocket-wallet
annd drew from it o slip of paper. 1t
was The tlip Pontonhy had given him

with the number of the “missing ¥ bank-
note on it. He compared the number
with the number on the note. Then he
looked at Linley. It was-a look that
I'?Iada that hapless junior feel suddenly
Til.

“Linley,” said Mr. Queleh in utter
amazement and horror, " you know that
the number of this note agrees with the
number of the banknote FPonsonby, of

Highcliffe School, claimed you had
taken "

“I didn't know it, sir,” said Linley
faintly.

“Is this your mother’s handwriting 1"
ashed Mr. Quelch gravely. “I presume
thiz letter is from yvour mother?”

“It—it seems to be” stammered
Linley wearily. “It's just like my
maother’'s writing. Buot it can't ba. My
mother wouldn't writo & letter like that.

Wingate was be:  Pay

21

PRIOE
TWOPENGE.

e o

lance of compassion as he went. Mr.
6uelnh turned to Linley.

“You will come with mo to Dr. Locke,
Linley,” he said quietly. *I am grieved
and shocked at this discovery. I strongly
advise vou to make a clean breast of
this miserable affair te him, for your
own sake, my boy. Come!"”

Without a glance at Harry Wharton
or the others, Mark Linley followed bim
out, It was only too clear to the un-
happy boy that My, Quelch had already
condemned him.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Expelled !
R. QUELCH was a very kind.

hearted master and a very just
master, He was the last man

to pass judgment upon anyona

without & thorough investigation into
tho facta.

lu; Yﬂ].‘l

that I’'m a thief, Wharion ? ** sald Mark Linley, his eyes gleaming.
“ I*'ve sald what I think plainly enough,” replied Wharton calmly.
thers’s my answer | ** snapped Linley In & sudden burst of passion. His clenched
fist struck Wharton clean between the eyes, and the captain of the Remove reeled
back against the table. (See Chapler 9.)

“ Then

And I swear I never zent her any money
whatever. I know nothing about that
banknote. I'm not a thief, sirl”

Mr, Quelch eyed Linley steadily for
some moments, Then he turned to
Wingate.

“This iz a vory serious mailter, Win-
gate,” he said. “I am glad you sent for
me. Will you plesse get on the tele-
phone to Higheliffe? Ask Mr. Mobbs if
he will kindly allow Ponsonby to coma
here st the earliest possible moment.”

“Very good, sir!"” % _

Wingate hurried out, giving Linley a

Yet in his own mind he had slrcady
passed judgment upon Mark Linlay. To
him the mattor was proved without any
posaibility of doubt. Obviously Linley
had found the note and kept it 13
people had been in sore siroits for
money, and ho had sent it on to them.
It had been a severe temptation to the
boy, he understood that—a temptation
older individuals might easily have suc-
cumbed to under like circumstances. In
the meantime, unknown to Linley, the
circumstances of his people had changed

Tue Magver Lmaanry.—No. 958,
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for ‘the better, and his mother—being
deeply grateful to the boys she had been
led by ﬁinlﬁ_\" to understand had sent the
ﬁiﬂ"“l!ﬂd sent it back to them, little

reaming that she was bringing dire dis-
grace on her son by doing so.

That was how My, Quelch reasoned it
out—how everybody else practically
reasoned 1t out. It was clear enough.
What else could Mr. Quelch think?
That any fellow could be so treacherous
and rascally as to plot to ruin Linley
never even occurred to him. Had it
done so e might not have been =d
confident that the matter needed no
further invesiigation.

But such = possibility did not cross his
mind. Mr. Quelch was aware that Pon-
sonby had not a very good character,
but lie littlé dreamed the sort of rascal
he really was. Mr. Queleh reflected
rathor bitterly that there had been no
justifieation for his keen regret that
i..i'nlnr had played the coward the
previous afterncon over the affair of
Alonzo Todd., He had not played ihe
coward fter all—not in that way. He
had run away simply because, az Pon-
sonby had claimed, he was afraid of
being caught with the stolen banknote

on him.

In the Head's study Linley stood by
with white, strained face and trembling
lips as Mr. Queleh related the facts—as
he believed them—io Dr. Locke. The
Head liad already been told of Pon-
sonhy's visit by Mr. Quelch, so that he
very guickly grasped the situwation.

e bont a stern, penetrating glanco
on the wretched janior.

“Linley,” he zamd quietly, “this has
come as a great sh te me. I am
amazed and dismaved to find that a
boy of this school could have been
brought before me on such a charge. 1If
you have anvthing to confess, my boy.

hope for your own sake that you will
do so—theugh I cannot hold out any
hope that by so doing vou will escape

extreme penaliy, ve you any-
thing to sav, Linley®"

The Lancashire junior held up his
head and looked at Dr. Locke with glis-
tening eyes.

“Only this, sir,” he said, in a vaice
trembling with indignation. *4I did not
steal that note; I know nothing what-
aver about it. You are condemning me
without = trial, sir. It is unjust!™

Dr. Locke remained gquite calm,
though his mouth set & trifle Liarder.

"1 have not condemned wvou wvet,
Linley,” he said gravely., “Yet I fear
the matter is only too clear. I sghall

give vou every opportunity fo del‘eng
sourself. I understand that this bos

onsonby and his friend are willing to
swear that vou picked something up
after the quarrel. Mo you deny picking
anything up?” )

“ Absolutels, sir! It is false!"

“Verv well. You have admitted, I
understand, having tried to avoid those
Higheliffe boya in the lane on your way
back from the village:” i

“Yes, sir. I knew ther intended to
attack me becavse I gave Ponsonby a
thrashing.”

"Why do you refusc to state exaptly
why you ran away, Linlex? Cannot yau
see tlat vour very silence condemns
youl"

Linley was silent.

“You also rofuse {0 account for rour
movements immoediately after runniog
away from the scene?”

“Yes, sir. I have a reason of my
own for not explaiuing that,’” said
Linler thicklx.

Dr, Locke's face was grim.
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It seems. useless fo  question you
further, Linlev,” he said sternly. “This
letter from your mother is moré than
enougl, You do not deny that it 1s in
your mother's handwriting, I suppose?”

“It is like her writing; vet 1t can't
be from her," said Linley wildly., *'I1
can't. understand it at all. T swear I
never- genb my mother that note, sir”

“The letter bears your home address
and the envelope bears the postmark of
your town,” said Dr. Locke.

T don't understand 1t at all, sir—I
ﬁ:ml:lrly_ can't understand it. It mast be
a plot—a plot to ruin me. Someone
either sent the banknote to my mother
pretending it was from me, or they sent
the Ictter themselves."

" Nonsense !” said Dr. Locke angrily,
‘No son, either at Greyfriars or
Higheliffe, would do anything so utterly
unserupulous and wicked. Buch a thing
i5 beyond all reason, Linley. "This letter
15 undoubtedly fromt your mother.” |

“Then write and ask lher—prove it
that way, sir,” said Linley, with trem-
}:l:]mg carnesiness. "My mother wouldn't
e

“I cannot do that, Linley. I do not
say for one moment that vour parents
wounld shield you to the extent of deny-
ing the authorship of that letter, or of
having received that banknote from vou,
But I should be obliged to refuse to
accept their stitement on the matter
under the circumstances.”

He pauwsed; and Linley's face went
whiter still. He had held to that hope
from the begimiing that the Head would
do that. He stood trembling, his mind
in a confused whirl, when a knock
soundéd at the door, and & moment later
Ponsonby was shown in.

He stepped before the Head's desk
Auite calmly, without glancing at
Anley,

“Yeou zent for me, sir,” he said res-
pectfully.

D¢, fﬂckﬂ gave him a pencirating

lance, but Ponsonby did not finch.

e was gquite cool and collected.

“Yes, I wish to question vou
further in regard to the matter of vour
lost banknote, my hoy,” said rthe Head

i

quictly, “1 shall not keep you a
moment, Is that the note you have
lost *"

He handed the banknote to Ponsonby,
who looked at it carefullv. Then he
compared it with a number on a slip of
paper e held.” He handed both note
and number to Dy, Locke.
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By Frank Richards.

A topping story of the Chums of Grey-
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“It is the one,” he said. “That is

the number, sic.”

"1"&?{" well,” said the Head. " You
may take it, Ponzonby, I will speak
with Dr. Voysey in regard to the
matter.”

“Yes, sir,"” said Ponsonby, taking up
the banknote. “I only wanted my
money back, =sir. I hope this will not
mean serious trouble for anyone,” he
added, with a glance at Liniey. 3
should not like to think that my care-
lessness has cauzed any one to suffer.”

“The boy who was responsible for
stealing the note will be suitably dealt
with,” said the Head coldly. “You
may go, Ponsonby.”

“Thank you wery much, sir,” =zaid
Ponsonby.

_He left the study quietly,
sighed and turned to Linley.

“You still have nothing to say to
me, Li.nln:f?" he asked.

“I didn't teke that banknote, sir,”
said Linley. *I can only say that,
am not a thief. Believe me, sir,
didn't keep it, and 1 didn't zend it
home,” heo went on hoarsely.

“I am sorry that I cannot believe you
under the cireumstances, Linley,” ox-
eclaimed the Head in quiet, steady toncs.
“1t is sad to think that your own parent
was the means of bringing your guilt to
light. Mr. Quelch agrees with me that
there 15 no possible room for doubt. For
such & crime as yon have committed
there can be only one d}bﬁeihla punish-
ment, It 13 impossible for you to
remain at this school.”

Mark Linley panted,

“I—1 am toe be expelled? he stam-
mered huskily,

“¥es, Linley, You will leave tlis
school by the first tradn in the morning.
Thoe fact that you #id not taske the
mmmi.- for your own use, but in order
to help your parents at home is in vour
favour, I can find some excuse for that.
For that, and in consideration of your
hitherto cxeellent character, I will not
expel you publiely. DMr. Quelch, will
you sec that Wingate escorts Linley te
the station in the morning "

“VYery good, sir,” said Mr, Quoleh,
with a glance of deep compagsion at thoe
condemned junior. ™ Come. Linley !

Linley strove to speak. He faced the
Head appealingly, but the words would
not come. He turned away with gquiver-
ing lips, and Mr. Quelch led lim out.
Outside the” door Mr. Quelch pressed
Linley’s shoulder, and then he walked
away, his face grim.,  Linloy little
dreamed how 1he zcene had affected tho
master of the Hemove, and that Mr.
Quelch lhad walked away because he
cotld mot trost lhimself to speak the
kindly words he hacd intended to speak.

With bowed head and white set face,
Linley walked slowly along the paszage,
searcely realising that the blow had in-
deed fallen. At the end of the dpusaapm
a group of juniors were standing in
seared zilence. They looked curiously
at Linley az e came along.
Cherry  was among  them, and he
jumped forward and caught his chum's
arm with anxious apprehension.

“Marky,” he panted, *what has hap-

Dr, Locke

pened? You—you look--—"
“It'a all up!” stammered Linley
dazediv. “*I'm sacked, Dob—cxzpolled.”
“What "

Bob Cherry shouted the word. - His
frank, healthy face was full of utter
dismoy and ingredulity
. "SBacked?” he repeated. ¥ Aarky,
if—* -

“It's true!” muttered Linley bitterly.
“Tonsonby's won—he's got what he's
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been working for. The fellows have
¥ct what they wanted, too. said
[ was a_disgrace to tha Remove. I
shall disgrace it no longer after the
morning., J—I}—"

His voice broke, and he stumbled
away, unheeding the scared faces of
the. juniors who listened.

As ho went three juniors eame along
the passage. They were Bkinner, Stott,
and Ponscrby. As Hnia¥ passed them
Ponsonhy smiled fu his:face—a bland,
mocking smile.

Linley ignored it, and walked on.
His heart was-too fnll of bitterness to
leave room for feelings of any sort
against his enemy. But Bob Cherry
noted the smile, and his honest faco
blazed with sudden, overpowering fury.
His fist shot out straight from the
uh{iultle.r, and Ponsonby went down liko
a log.

DBob Cherry didn’t even glanca down
al. him—he hurried after his chum. He
feund him in Study No. 13. Ho was
seated at, the table, hiz armis folded
on ik, and his head resting on his arms.
Hia shoulders sheok.

Baolb moved over to him, end laid a
hand on his shoulder, He said no word,
but that gentle squeeze meant more to
the condemned junior than any words
coukl have dane just then.

The news stunned the Remove. What-
aver views they -had held in regard to
Lanley's guilt they could only feel a
dée;;! pity for himi now. Tha “that
he had not teken the money—=as they
belicvod—for hia own selfish ends made
them look at the matter in a difféerent
way. from ‘what they would have had it
been otharwise.

After that night the Remove saw
nothing mora of Linlay, The next
morning—a wek, dismal morning—DLin-
ley walked {0 the station, and Win-
gate walked with him.

They had just reached the station
when a junior caught them up. He
was coatlegs and capless, and he was
drenched with rain,

It was Bob Cherry. Wingate glared
at him in amazement.

“Cherry,” he gasped, “what in thun-
der aréd yon deing here? You should

I your Fﬂm'!-rpum, Get back at
once, you young idiot!™

“I wan't, Wingatel'* said Bob Cherry
thickly. “Linley's my chum. Pm not
allowing him to leave Greviriars with-
out a Iriend to seo him off.  Hang
Quu:ﬁhy, hang CGreyfriars, and hany
you

*Cherry, yon young scamp! How
idure , youl  Go bacgl D'you hear
THEN

U1 owen't!?

Wingate stared at Bob as though hae
werg transfixed, Then & curious look
came over Wingate's face,

“You'll get it hot for this, Cherry”?
e =aid - grimly. “ But—comne on!”

Bob Cherry took hiz chum's bag, and
ihey passed on tc the station, iinl«ey
had given Cherry a long look—that
was all. He did npot speak until he
was in the trajn. Then he took Bob's
hand.

“Lood-bye, Bob ! he said, his vowe
trembling, *You've been o real pal!
I-1 sha'n't forget. It—it was good of
aon to rigk troubls just Lo see me off.
This ie good-bye, but I sha'n't forget
vou {1

He shook Bob’s hand. Wingate hesi-

taled o fraction of a socond, apd then
he held out his hand

frankly.
* Good-bye, kidl” he sﬁig gruflly.
“T'm sorry. Good luck 1

Bob Cherry could scarcely speak., He
was blubbering almost, openly, But ha
got 1t out at last.

Toom ! "

** Cherry ! ** said Wingate sternly. ** What in thunder
are yon dolg here? Gef back at once to the Form-
Toon “I won't 1" sald Bob Cherry thickly.
** Linley Is my chum.
Greyiriars without a friend to see

I'm not allowing him to leave
him off 1"
(8ee Chapter 10.)

“Good-bye, Marky!” be said huskily.
“It's not good-bye, though. [ know
ou'll come back-—I swear you'll como
ack i I—Jwr" "
The whistle shrilled, and the train
began to move. Mark Linley leannd
out and waved his eap, and Bob Cherry
watched him until the train vanishe
round the curve. Then he turned
away with a heavy, bitter heart, Mark
Linley had gone, and, despite his lost
words, Dob %elt. he had said his last

good-bye indeed to hizx chum. Win-
gate glanced at him.
“Come on, kid!” he grunted. *No

good weeping over spilt milk, I8 it?
He—hoe wasn't a bad kid. It was jusb
g moment's lemptation, I suppose. '
thundering sovry about it1”

Bob Cherry'a eyves .h[am']. and ha
turned on Wingale with a suddenness
that made the captain of Greyimara
jump.

“Temptation!™ he cried. “IL waa
nothing of the sort, T tell youl
Marky never touched that hound Pon-
sonby's banknote! That rotten, filthy
banknote wasg never lost!”

"Rﬂ‘tll?

“1t isn't rot!” blazed Dob Cherry.
“It waa all a. plant—the work of that
plotting, dirty hound Ponsonby! He
vowed to hound Linley out of G

a

friars! He's done it—done it,
crawling worm! Poor old Marki'q;
gonel Buot listen, Wingata! Ha'll

come back—I know it]l Y'm going to
see 'to that. I know Ponsonhy's plotted

this—know it's his work, the hound!
And I'm not going to rest until I'va
brought it homo to him—until I've
provgd Linley's innoeence and brought
that plotting scoundrel to book ¥*

“Rot!"” sard Wingate again,

But as he glanced at Beb Cherry’s
resolute face and glinting eves Wingate
looked thonghtful, and he wondered,
Was it possible that there was soma-
thing in Cherry’s wild claim? The
thought made Wingate rather unensy.

But by the time they had arrived at
Groyfriars Wingato had dismissed the
thought from s miod as absurd. And
he siniled at Bolh Cherry's vow, think.
ing it was spoken idly in a moment of
fierce excitement at the loss of his
chum.

But Wingate was wrong thore. Bob
Cherry, loyel friend apd stout-hearted
fighter that he was, was in deadly
earnest, and he was to prove before
many daye had passed that his words
were not idle words, and that hia elaim
was no idlo elaim.

Pansonhy was flattering himsel¥ thaf
hias task was finished, but Bob Cherry's
task was by no meana finished,

THE END.

(Don't miss the splendid sequel to this
pragrificent yurn, entilled: * Baek To
The Fgetory Againf® by Frank
Richardt—whichk will cppeer in next
weekls topping dssue of the MAGKEL)

Tae Maower Lismary.—No, 538
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A Powerful New Football and Detective Story, featuring Ferrers Locke, the private
investigator, and his clever boy assistant,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Football Tragedy !
11 HEERE'S the ref !

W Something like an uproar
followed hard on that initial
roar of derision as, for the

third time within ten minutes, the
oontre-half of the Treadwell F.C.
deliberately fouled hiz man.

But.the referee seemed either blind
to this transgression of the rule, or
afraid to “pull up " the offender. Ho
shivered & little as a wave of protest
boomed out from the stands, and
hesartily wished now that he had stopped
the ﬁ'lmﬂ.

“Where's your glasses, ref?”

Some covnical patron of the great
winter sport raised his voice aloft as
the rest of the crowd fell to muttering,

the . thin humour in his remark
seemed to please them, for they smiled.

The ref Il:aa.rd it, too, and it put new
life into him. Now he came to reflect
s bit, the centre-half of the Treadwell
elaven was o monace to the good name
of sport.

The home side, Langsdale Wanderers,
were wonderfully patient and controlled,
gg became the leaders of the League;
but there waes a limit to human en-
durance, and it was rapidly approach-
ing. Five times now had Curly Taylor
been * disposseised of the ball by the
deliberate fouling tactics of the opposing
centri-half,

‘Teylor's blue eyes  had gleamed
deeper with every fresh infringement,
but, sportsman as he was, he kept his
growing anger in check, preferring, as
must every true [potballer, to " wait for

the whistle * of the referee rather than
tg indulge in any individual recrimina-
tions.

“Good old Curly "

The crowd was in good humour again
as the home centre neatly trapped a
pasa from his right-back, turned swifily,
and raged off at & tangent,

After him, ocalling up a mental pic-
ture of the latest tank in ection,
lumbered the oppesing centre-half at a

Tes Magxer Liseary.—No. 838.

speed that was astonishing for one of
his cumbersome build.’ There was a nasty
?-lint. in his uéus as he dogged the
ootsteps of Curly Taylor, that, wonder
of wonders, did not escape the “new "
Tigllmna of the ref.
‘Look out, Curly "
A score of wvoices rattléd out the
advice .as the centre-half drew nearer.
But even as the last echo died away an
ugly foot shot out directly in front of
the Wanderers” twinkling footsteps,
and—— )
Crash !
Down he came, arms and Iﬂgs all
aspraw], his youthful face finding a

temporary burial ground in a soft
patch of mud,

“ Foul 1

“Ref—ref! Hi, ref—="

Pheep !

For the first time the referee’s whistle
had shrilled out in judgment of this
shady tactician of the visitmg side.
And thers was a note of condemnsation
and authority in it that sent spasms of
anger and a
of the offender.

Heo glared round, seeming to invite
opposition. ] i )

e ref came running up, his mild
featurezs now alive with ndignation,
and . the players surging round, knew
that a storm was abott to break.

Meantime, the wictim of the foul
clambered to his. feet and began to
scrape the mud from his face. But all
the mud in the world would never have
hidden the blaze in his eyes as ho drow
near - the litile knot of players. His
lips trembled, and he was on the point
of bursting into a tirade of heated
words when the ref gestured him fo
remain silent.

“Wilson 1" he snapped, turning to the
Treadwell centre-half, “You have been
guilty of gt least four fouls within
twenty minutes—""

The centre-half. arms akimbo, towered
over. the little figure of the ref inso-
lently,

“Ho'" he sneered. "“And vet this 1s
the frst time you've blown your
whistle.”

flying &

rehension down the spine.

Jack Drake.

The ref coloured, for there was truth
in the statement. But his weakness had
DTG,

“Get off the field!” he ordered.
“You are s menaco to the fair name
of football, You will be reported to the
Asgociation. Got off I

His word# rang out clearly enough, so
clearly that & portion of the spectators
heard them. Instantly, round the
stands, there waged s heated contro-
versy. From some of the supporters of
the Treadweall F.C. came heated roars
of protest which seemed to encourage
Wilson, the centre-half.

His big face grew red with passion.

“You send me off, would you, you
.Ek{;nn:,r r1;-.1-me’ml1?"' ha hissed. *Why,

His passion got the better of his
common sensze, and swift as light, &
huge, gnarled fist swept full in the
reforee’s face. But even so, another fist
was swifter.

An inch away from the referee’s face
that gnarled fist stopped, for Curly Tay-
lor, allowing his pent-up feelings free
rein, now that the opportunity justified
itself, leapt in.

Bmack |

It was a beautiful straight left that
connected full to the point of the centre-
half's jaw, and the crack of it could be
heard within a radius of thirty yards.

The centre-half of the Treadwell F.C.
went down like a log, sprawling face
downwards in a pool of mud and water,
for he had swivelled round as the blow
landed. : .

And as he fell a storm of cheering,
booing, hisses, and all the kindred noises
that make up a football mateh that is
not * running straight " were let loose.

“Thank you, Taylor!” said the ref,
wiping the beads of spiration from
his brow. “If that blow had landed I
should have been in hospital, I've not
the slightest doubt.” .

A group of officials came running to
the soene, and stemming the host of

uestions that were showered upon him,
the referee ordered the trainer and his
assistants to remove the inert form of
the visiting centre-half from the field.
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He was carried off to the accompani-
ment of a deep and prolonged groan
from the home faction, for Treadwell
F.C. had gained the unenviable reputa-
tion of being a “dirty " side.

The supporters of the wisitors, and
they, naturelly, were in & minority,
wi&a]y remained silent, for even the
worst type of sporteman knows- in his
heart of hearts that *dirty ¥ methods
are ruinous in the long run.

In less than five minutes after the re-
start the incident had been forgotten by
the crowd and teams alike, with per-

haps two excaptions, and those were the
raE-:aa and Curly 'f'u:_r.-'lﬁr.

Up mn the magnificent grand stand
the home directors were smiling their
satisfaction, for the Wanderers wore now
three up. Aund two of tha marginal sue-
ceszes were due to Curly Taylor.

“That nephew of yours is some lad,”
exglaimed Bilas Chisholm, to an eccen-
tric-loocking individual tl:-y his side.
“Ever since he came to Langsdale the
side has done wonders.”

“¥es, he's a good lad!™ came the
rather grudging reply, and the tone af
it drew s charp look of inquiry from
Silas” Chisholm,

“A good lad?” ochoed Silas, “ Mr.
Taylor, cur eleven would be nowhere
without him.™

Marchant Taylor frowned.

His was not & prepossessihg counten-
ance, being tainted with & certain
noarrowness of expression that bespoke
the miser. Certeinly none looking at
Marchant Taylor would credit him with
& bank-balance of seven figures. Nor
did he look like the managing Director
of this famous Leaguo .:1;.%,

Yet such he was—end more 30. Foot-
ball, indeed, had been unheard of in
Langsdale until the coming of Marchant
Taylor seven yeasrs sgo. Bub in that
seven years the eccentriec owner of the
Rookery, a fine mansion on the outskirts
of the town, had- worked the seemingly
impossible. He had bought the spacious
grounds of the club, he had found the
players, he had conducted his own
publicity campaign. And this was the
result, Why, the newspaper scribes re-
ferred to the Wanderers as being the
finest zide in Great Britain, and pro-
phesied that the Cup itsell would go
to Langadale this year.

The townsfolk had rallied round this
cocantric whim of the “old man’s ¥ and
had patronised it with an enthusiasm
that was entirely unexpected, although
few there were who had a pood word to
say in favour of the fopnder of Langs-
dale football.

Hard  and heartless—these two words
sumined up Marchant Taylor com-
pletely, A great BShylock where. his
pound of flesh was concerned, this un-
enviable trait hed estranged him from
his fallow-maen,

In the fullness of their generosity,
the Langsdale folk gave unte Marchant
Taylor the cloak of eccentricily. No
matter what he did now, that wall-
known term which can cover the un-
arthodox in all its perplexing phases,
was alwaya closely allied to T:lis name
and meovements,

And as the world judges cecentricity,
Marchant Taylor was cortainly entitled
to the distinction. Friends he had net,
and secmed not to want them. Ewen the
ilel of the erowd, his nephew ' Curly,”
waes kept at his distance, although he
lived iz days at the Rookery. and
sighed for a closer knowledge of the old
man and the birith of a bond of affee-
tion.

Old man Tavler stond there in the
stand, his wrinkled features frowning a
dizapproval of the world and all ifs

ways, Teally, he was to be pitied, was
thiza Creesus of Langedale, but woe be-
tide the charitable ﬁ]hw who tried to
exercise this haman tyai & Was s00n
sent scuttling about -his business!

“Goal I

“Qh, good, Curly [

Another roar went up from the
packed stands as Curly Taylor sent in
a smashing ground shot that left the

visiting custodian wonderin _dimlﬁ
whether a-cannon had been loosed o
at him,
¥ Four—nil 1" :
“Finel” exclaimed Silas Chisholm,
slapping his hands together heartily.

ours 18 & lad to

“Oh, that nephew of
That's threeo

ba proud of, Mr. Taylor.
goals he's bagged!®
“ Hum ¥

Taylor’s face was still set in its aceus-
tomed frown. No ]ig!'l[: of enthusiazn
Elﬂwad there, and Bilas wondered if,

eép down in the old man's heart, the
enthudiastn waas still burning brightly
thetre, and that the face was but a
mask. How elee, he ergued silently
conld one account for the foundation of
this football elub that had been the old
man's sbsorbing task when first he had
como to Langsdale?

“What's the time, Silas?” snapped
Marchant Taylor.

It was remarkable that the million-
aire didn't boast a watch of any sort.
Yet it was a fact in the case of
Marchant Tavlor.

Hilaa Chishelm grimaced.

“That's the fourth time vou've asked
me the time within GBfteen minutes—-""
he began.

“How long has the maich Eo
now ™

Marchant Taylor's mood weas aggres-
siva and authoritative at the same
time. ; i

“Fifteen minutes to go,” replied
Silas curtly; and he moved away.

For a fleeting second szomiethi

to

in

‘the nature of & smile crossed Marchant

Taylor’s sour face. In a child such an
expression would be put down to the
dawning of a mischievous adventurc.
But mischief of that kind could hardly
be reconciled with the founder of the
Langsdale Wamnderérs.

And vet the moment Silas Chisholm
was out of sight Marchant Taylor did
something he had never been known
tg do sineeé the day Langsdale had
first donned the BRoyal blue jerseys.

He cheered! ;

At least he meant it for a
cheer. But few indeed wha heard it

laced 1t in that category. One or

wa in the stand glanced round as a
croaking voice rasped out, and at once
El.tt this local effort of their managing

ireetor down to “eccentricity.”

Really, it 15 astonishing what eccen-
tricity can be capable n?1

As if he read the mild teleration in
the frces momentarily turped in his
direction, Marchant Taylor thrnst out
his lower lip, narrowed his eyes, ond
relapsed into his accustomed silence.

The game, meantime, had taken on
the form of & processzion, as is usually
the .case when the sides are unevenly
mutched. Eleven Wanderers against
the demoralised Treadwell team of ten
secemed to bo magnified into & hundred
Wanderers as the minutes passed.
Here, thers, and everywhere were the

famous Royal blue jerseys.  And the
visiting “ten ¥ were literally raced off
their fect,

It eame ag no surprise when Curly
Tavlor received posscssion of the sphere
ithat a wyouthful optimist bellowed
“Gonl! long before that point
materialized. As a maltler of fact, that
pariicular goal was fiereely contested.

-man ' grabbed him
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The moment Curly had glanced round
the field and set off on his mission the
opposing helf-backs closed in. Thon
the crowd was treated to a pretiy piece
of football finesse. Curly alldwed tho
burly halves to come close enough to
practise the “Noal's Ark ™ trick of
sandwiching. It was cbvious that they
intended to carry out this part of the
programne, but theory and practico
are two entively different things.

A quick flashed between tho
Treadwell balves as they ranged along-
side the home centre-forward. Inci-
dentally, too, a Hicker of a. =mile
::J::Iurved- the Iips of Curly Taylor.

ud!

The sound of two bodies meeting in
violent contact was heard for yards
around. But the vietima of the charge
were tha two half-hacks from Tread-
well, for at the critical moment Curly
had checked his inrwtrd pace and then
had stopped dead in his tracks.

The two heli-backs saw too.lale that
their wvictim had escaped and d -
ately tried to change their tactics, &
the charge had been launched,

B0 vigorous was that charge that the
two exponents of the sandwiching trick
gasped and spluttered on the ground
for at least two minutes, all the breath,
or most of it, at any rate, knocked out
of their bodies,

A derizsive cheer rang out from the

vast concourse lining the field of play
for the especial benefit of the two hali-
backs, but as awiftly cheer was re-

directed to Curly Taylor, and the toun
of it changed to approbation.

“"Brava, Curly ™

The home centre had flashed round
the left-back with an case that made
the “bigger foellow look s=illy, and the
goal that was to follow locked easy
meat for Curly. But with that generous
instinct that made him so popular with
players and spectafors alike Curly gave
that certain goal to his inside-right.

Boomph §

The inside-right did not let the grass
grow under his foet. He sent In a
glorious shot that was a goal from the
moment it left his boot. g)iﬂlm custodian
of the wvisiting eleven “never saw -t."”
True, he mada a feeble attempt to
spring in the air and arrest its passage,
hut the leap started at the very moment
the muddied ball sang its pleasing song
against the rigging at the back of the
nak,

“Good, Johnson! Brave, Curly!™

The centre and the inside-right
divided the cheers of the crowd, so to
speak,

“ Five—nil 1" -

Bilas Chisholm in the stand rejoined
Marchant Taylor

“Isn't he greati” declared thae
former,
“Oh, shut up?” snapped Taylor.

“Isn't there anyono else in the team you
can shout sbout for a change 7

3ilas loocked amazed, but refrained
from making further comment. Ha
was about to stroll away from Taylor's
undesirable mm[;mn{ when the “old

y the sleeve.

“ How many more minutes ta go?" ha
queried, and there was a suggestion of
excitement in hia voice,

Bilas, with a bottled sigh of protest
and impatience, pulled out his watch.

“Three minutes—"

“You'ro surei” snapped
Taylor,

“Threa minutes—less five scconds!”
zaid Silas dryly. “And for Heaven's
sake go and buy yourself a waich! I'm
sick of 1t "

Tre Maicwer Liriny.—No. 034
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He stamped awany, and Taylor glared
after him.,

“ Impertinent fellow '™ he muttered,
as if Silas might have been a school-
boy. “Ugh!"”

gt.ill muttering, the old man ;‘nnmd
away and no one marked his exit, for
the game offered far more entertain-
ment to the spectators than the sour-
faced Marchant Taylor,

Treadwell weore rallying for a last
mingte offensive. You can walk over &
team, you can pile up the goals, yet
there always comes that spasm ' of
energy from the under-dog when they
have, apparently, heen trodden into
insignificance, o

It was 6 with the Treadwell ™ ten.

Their skipper urged his men to
notch one point at least, and so strong
was his appeal and &0 moving his
brief oratory that the demoralised
Treadwell men woke up for a glorious

ninety seconds, Eon

The skipper himself led the raid into
enemy territory, and, giving credit
where credit was due, his manipula-
tion of the ball, his nursing of the for-
ward line was superb.

The Treadwell inside-left found the
net with a low, rasping shot that
ghould have been in evidence in the
earlier stages of the game. It gave
the visitors their first point, and 1t
gave the referee the task of blowing his
whistle twice with a break of about a
second or two between them.

The game was over. Langsdala
wére the victors to the tuno of five
goals to one, and of those Curly Taylor
was responsible for the lion's share.

The delighted roars of the spectators
made pleasant musie in Curly's ears;
for who is not human encugh to revel
in the-chesrs and approbation of one's
fellow men?

And the home team were not to be

outdone, either. At a nod from the
two sturdy becks the rest of the
woarers of the blue jerseys surged
round their centre-forward and heisted
him aloft,
" In this trivmphant fashion the pro-
cession headed for the dressing - room,
two of the three Langsdale directors
bringing up the rear,
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But on the threshold of the dressing-
room the. jubalation dicd down of a
sudden, for the unmistakabla sound of
a revolver shot sereeched out.

“What's that "

In & moment Curly Taylor had been
lowered to the ground, and the whole
team crowded into the narrow doorway
of the dressing-room.

And  what those sturdy, healthy-
minded fellows saw was enough to send
a shiver down the spine of the sturdiest
of them.

For stretched out in a significant heap
upon the floor was the figure of Mar-
chant Taylor. And kneeling over him,
s smoking revolver in his trombling
hand, was Sanky Badger, the trainer.

Mysterious !
L1 00D heavens!™
] The cry was wrung from
Curly Taylor’s lips as he
pushed his way forward, and
it was echoed by Silas Chisholm.

Sanky Badger's face was white and
horror-stricken. The revolver dropped
with a clatter to the floor. ]

For a few tense seconds no one in the
dressing-room seemed capable of specch.
Then Curly Taylor, recovering [rom the
shock, cleared ﬂia throat.

“What have you done, Sanky?” he
faltered in a tone of desp reproach.

“1 haven't killed him !” Banky found
his voice, and his passionate denial
jarred and echoed round the dressing-
room. **I swear I haven't killed him ("

“You scoundrel!” roared Silas Chis-
holm. “You—"

&1 found him stretched out like this!"
explained Sanky, cowering under Eha
sting in the director's cutburst. *I
swear I haven't killed him. I found
him dead! I found the revelver by his
side when I came rushing in!”

*You lie |” stormed Silas. “I for one
know your past, you scoundrel! I it
was who strongly advised poor Marchant
Taylor not to have anything to do with
you, I know, and always have known
vou for an ex-convict who has served ten

vears for manslaughter. Oh, you szeum
*F

8ilus Chisholm's words sent a thrill
through the players.

“Look at him!" said Silas, his voice
trembling in his passion. “Look at the
man whom Mr. Taylor helped along
when he was down and ont! Ses how
he has repaid the kindness!™

An angry murmur rang through the
assembly, and kindly hearts became
anxious to avenge the murdered man,
In the heat of the moment no ono
seemed capablo of bringing a clear and
unbiassed mind to boar upon tho situa-
tion. Marchant Tavlor was dead, there
was no doubt in anyone’s mind, though
beyord a cursory glance ab that still
figure on the floor no one had taken the
trouble to make an examination.

Curly Taylor it was who first hecame
calm, He made a step forward to see
if anything could be done for his stricken
uncle. But Sanky waved him hack.

“Don't touch him ! he said hoarsely.
“He's a gonner!  Don't let him be
touched until the police arrive!™ he
pleaded.

Curly fell back.

“Y can sce that T shall be accused of
his death,” said Banky hoarsely. “For
Mr. Chisholm speaks the troth when he
savs that I'm an ex-convict. In all fair-
ness to me, then, send for the police.

S e ———

Mr., Tayler must not be touched until
official. eyes have seen things for them-
selves, ]?c]nirn it as my right,”

There was a stir in the crowded dress-
ing-room.” Sanky would undoubtedly be
accused, and it was a reasonable request
of his that the dead man should not ba
touched -until the palice made their m-
vestigation.

Silas Chisholm turned on his heel and
strode away hurriedly. In lesz than
three minutes he was back in the dress
mg-room amongst the awed and horror-
stricken footballers.

“I've phoned for the police and &
doctor,” he said harshly. * Meantime
we'll make certain of this scoundrel,
Seize him! I know him for a slippery
customer,

It was a few seconds before the Wan-
derers found any enthusiasm for the job.
Sanky the trainer was popular with
them, whatever his past might have
been, They wavered, and another
glance at tho still figure on the floor
seemed to unnerve them.

And in' those few seconds Sanky
Badger acted.

With surprising agility for a man of
his bulk he sprang straight as a die for
the nearest window and passed through.
And those who saw that amazing leap
were astonished to hear oo sounds of
breaking glass, It was not until they
surged.- to the window that there came
enlightenment, for the window frame
held no glass,

“ After him!"™ yelled Curly Taylor.
“Wo .mustn't let that man escape.
Aftar him ™

The inaction of the Wanderers was
gone now. They crowded to tha win-
dow and- the doorway. Those at the
former saw Sanky leaping astride a wait-
ing motor-bike, and those at the door
saw a hgure astride a snorting machine
flash like a streak of light across their
vision, and then was gone.

“ Aftor him (™

The cry was taken up on all sides now
as the players raced out of the dressing-
room. Silas Chisholm and his fellow-
director panted after the players, hardly
reconciled to the fact yet that a tragedy
had happened in their midst.

And not a thought was given to the
victim of the tragedy-—that still, ominous
figure lyving stretched. out upon ihe
floor of the dressing-room,

By the time the footballers had
reached the road running alongside the
club grounds Sanky Badger and the
cyvele were almost lost to view,

=ilas Chisholm was the man to come
to the rescue.

“By car!” he panted, racing across o
stretch of asphalt. " Quick, boys!™

In less than a minute the touring car
waz roguisitioned, and the footballers
clambered on board. Silas himself took
the wheel.

With bhis fool hard down on the accel-
erator, the direetor swung the car out
on to the main road, and with a zip and
a roar the chase started

Pedest: .ans turned and stared in mild
surprise at the sight of a cvowd of foot-
ballers, still in their uddied attire,
seated like 8 pack of sardines in the big
car and Silas Chisholm at the wheel.

HThere he poos!” exclaimed Cuorly

Taylor, who was watching the road
ahead.  “Ha's just turned into Welbeck
Street.” i

Bilas nodded grimly. and serewed

another milo an hour out of the hig car.

Meantime the footballers were yelling to

the townsfolk to stop the fugibive.
“Stop him!"™

=l LELLY. _— s r——
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“ Speed her up !’ shouted Curly Taylor as the big car swung round the corner.. ** Can’t you see Sanky’s game ? *
There was the sound of an approaching express as the fugillve on the motor-cyele raced through the level-crossing

just before the gates slammed home. (Sez thiz page.)

“Him " being an unknown quantity
to the peoplé who heard these injunmc-
tions, 1t 15 not surprising that they
simply gaped with open-mouthed "aston-
ishment at the car load going by.

But the chase was narrowing. Already
Bilas had gained on the fugitive. Wel-
beck Street had been reached, and at the
foot of the slope of this well-known
thoroughfare could be seen a motor-bike
travelling at & pace well above the speed

limit. Undoubtedly that was Banky
Badger. _ ]
“Speed her un!” cxclaimed Curly

Taylor. *Can't you see Banky's game?
The level crossing.” The six o'clock ex-
press is due in about a couple of minutes,
Oh, let her rip, sir!”

Bilas started in his seat. He had for-
gotten the level crossing that lay somce
distance away from the end of Welbeck
Strect. He set his testh grimly, and hix
knuckles showéd white against the black
vim of the steering-wheel. B5ilas was no
real friend of Marchant Taylor, but he
was going to see a thorough rogue
brought to stand his trial.

Qiddenly above the whistle of the
wind came the shriek of a train.

“That's the express!” hreathed Curly
Taylor through set lips. “Wa shall just
manage ik, sie”

The level crossing was in sight now.
Indeed, the motor-cycle and its fugitive
was just crossing the'track. Away to
the right could seen B smoke trail
that befokened the nearness of the six-
thirty. )

It was a question of doubt whether
the touring car would reach the crossing
before the gates slammed home,

“We'll do it!™ panted Silas, his foot

jammed hard on the accelerator, “or

I'll bust!™

He never zaid a truer word, for at
that moment -there came a loud report,
and the car almoit lurbhed over., It
swung round in a complete ecircla before
Bilas, hiz hands a-tremble, brought it to
a standstill. No need to look far for
the-trouble—evervone in the car knew
that a tyre had burst. Everyone knew
too, that he had had & lucky escape from
a8 sorious accident.

It was a bitter blow to Silas Chisholm,
and he ground hi= teeth -with rage as he
gaw the gates at the level crossing wersa
shut, that the express was thundering
through, and that all sight of the fugi-
tive was lost.

“ Confound the luck!” he excldimed.
“That man will get a clear run now,
and Heaven only knows when the police
will apprehend him. He's a wily bird.
I knew it from the beginning.”

RueEullI}: he turned to where a couple
of the players were fixing on a spare
wheel.

“Take your iime, lads,” he muttered,
“We've lost the trail. Nothiog for it
but to turn back. Sanky could take any
voad out of the five that branch at Mer-
rard’s Cross and we should be none the
wiser,”

The spare wheel was ready at last,
and the footballers elambered aboard the
car. Then came the run back through
the town. where news of the chase had
circulated. as news of that type will.

And as they headed for the football
elub a police ear swept past them to
take up the trail of the fiving fugitive.

It was a very dismal group of playvers
that - at' length reached the club’s en.

closure. Very guiet and respectful as
hefitted the occasion, they entered the
dressing-room,

And then came a murmur of swrprise
that grew into a miniature uproar.

“Where's the bod}vl T

They might well have asked the ques-
tion, for the room in which Marchant
Taylor, supposedly dead, hed been lelt
wes now empty save for themselves,

All trace of the dead man had gone!

For some few minutes the footballers

azed. in open-mouthed astonishment ak

1at section of the flooring upén which
they had last scen their managing diree-
tor. Then the snappy tones of Inspector
Towley, of Langsdale, broke in upen
their silence:

“Where in the name of thunder is the
murdered man?” he boomed, flashing a
deprecatory look at' Silas Chisholin.
“Here am I, and the doctor, hunting
through the Langsdale Club premises
for signs of a murdered man. here is
the man ** he thundered, looking fiercely
at the speechless director.

Bilas Chizholm licked his dry lips.

“It might sound like & fairy-tale,™ ho
ejaculated at length. “But when weo
left here  twenty  minutes ago poor
Taylor was lving stretched out on ‘the
floor dead. DBut—well, look for your-
sclf, inspecter. There's no body here
now [

The local inspector looked the scorn
he felt as tho director told his tale.
YIf youw're having & game,
Chisholm——" he said pompously.

It's no game, vou fool!” Chisholm
was frank to the point of rudeness, “ Do
you think me capable of that kind of

THe Macwer Lieriary.—No, 938,
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tlung That body's gone, inspector, and
ou're a representative of the Langs-
ale police it is up to you to find 1t
hnfur{: there's any “trouble:”

“1 requirc no orders from vou, Mr.
Chisholm,” said the mspe:-tﬂr nmfl;
“Will you kindly acquaint me with the
details of the case.

Silaz Chisholhn 1‘.:1:]13:1:&

A3z he concluded the pu:-hm officer’s
face broke into a scornful smile.

*1 suppose you were all too busy lay-
ing the policoman to give a thought to
the murdered man!” he sneered. © That
iz, 1f Lo was murdmtd ix

“What do you mean—"il he was mur-
dered * 7 demanded Silas  Chishelm
hotly.

“ Well, nobody SCCAIS VOTY elear upon
that poiut,” said the inspector., “No-
body -examined him——"

“But Sanky, who is fairly skilled in
medicine, declarcd that My, Taylor was
dead,” retorted Silas hotly.

“ Hamph!” ' The ingpector scratched
his chin. “I supposa it must be taken
for granted that he was dead,” ho mut-
tered. * Beeing., ﬂmt- Sanky whom Fou
accused of the crime did a bunk. 'But
it's going to be a ticklish job to satidfy
the coroner, I'm thinking.”

His glance rested on Curly Taylor
aund it rosted toa long for the peace of
mind of that sensitive you

“You'ra Mr. Ronald Ta.ﬂor. aren't
you ?” queried the inspector.

“1 am |”

“And I suppose his next of kin,” mut-

tet*e.:l the uupeﬂtur hall to himself.
“YVes, I am! What about it?" said
Curly stiffiy.

The reply certainly pulled up the local
ingpector with & jerk. All unthinkingly
he allowed his hali-formhed theory to get
the bettor of hiz official common-sense.

Everyvone in that little group seused the-

train of thought that had passad t.hrqugh

PFRIGE
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the inspector’s mind. Ho wasz hnnting
for a motive of the tragedy, and hiz in-
tellectual wers had seized uvpon the
name of the person whom iu‘: thonght
would benefit by the old man's cnd.

“I beg your pardon,” he said grofy,
“1 must H.L-.H. the—ahem—alleged de-
coagerl :nana house, Will you accom-
pany me?"

Biting his lip, Corly Taxlor nodded in
gszent,

The journey ‘was accomplished in
gilenee until the great iron gates at the
ond of the drive of the Rookery were
reached,

“Will you lead the way®” said ths
inspector politely.

Curly pulled ™ himself together and
walked aln:mg the well-kept - drive,
m:snﬁrmg in - mmas'.lln,h!ﬂ the guick-
fire guestions the inspeetor put to him.

**Had your uncle any rcason to fear
an atternpt on his life?

II'H' 5

g Has he an enemy §*

“Not to my know lm:lp:c:

“Hum ™

Thus it went on uwntil the twain
cntered the-house. An ancient-lookmg
individaal in unilerm met them- at the

Fa
He had heard the news, evidently, for
there was a suspicion of moisture about
his oyes, and his wrinkled hands shook
tremulously.
“Tho maste

* he began, giving

Curly-an imploring look.

"Wa fear thoe worst,” said Curly
guietly.

And then the gruff fones of the in-

spector broke in: _
“Put aside this snntmmnf for the
moment,” he commanded. “And give
me vour help. Do yvou know of anyvone
or anvthing that can throw light .apon
this tragedy ¥ he added, turning to the
gervant,

A I—-I thought =omethin
sir, "
work.

The inspecior looked interested; whilst
Curly's face reglstered surprise,

“Why should von think something was
w 'r'cmg"'” ‘ill:-l'] ihe inspector gently.

“Well, siv, when I taok the master's
paper in this torning L zaw he had been
reading o lettor that, bad upset- him,
His face was all drawn and—"

“Lio on,” said the inspector encourag-
ngly,

¥ The master ’cru_-ﬂ to pass it off as I
came in the rpom, siv.” continued the
sorvant. “Hix hand cloied round the
letter, crushing it, and then with a care-
less ' laugh—I remember that laugh *—
ail the servant shuddered—"he threw
it into the fireplace.”

“Ah!” The inspectar’s face foll,

“But I took the hberty to retrieve that
letter, sir,” said Turville, rather uncom-
fortably. “I-—"

“0h, pood!".
brightened sgain.

ﬁ have it here,” resumed the servant.

 With trembling hands he withdrew a
plece of ernmpled paper from his pocket
and straightened it ont,

“ Lot me see it.”

Inspector Towley was eagerness itself
to read that strange missive.

And strange énough it was in all con-
seieince, for the message was couched in
the following words:

“TO-DAY AT FIVE-THIRTY W
STRIKE!"

Mo signature, just those few words
that eould mean so little and yot so0
much 1

(Was the wriler of this strangr migsite
wkpnmm!r for"the murder of Marchant
Aayler? On no aecount, chumsz, should
i, vefag pext weekls :i-'q_ﬂ'i'.rm;r fine instal-
ot of flria: mmmﬁem: srrial—tlipre's
e dhrill in coery Te.)

WS '-1.mﬂ
mttered Turville, the mon-of-a

The inspector’s face
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ou atked the average lootball ep.
thusiast whom Il considered the
atest Eoglish lorward of the day,

dara say he would paunse between two
names—amnd those two would be William
Walker, of Aston Villa, and Charles Buchan,
now of the Arsenal, and, until the beginning
of the present seozon, Sunderland F.C. It

is difficult, il one s making & comparison,
which of thess two players to put frst: but
we dre not m_:lﬂnf comparisons, ank
oodness, This article is slmply written to

ell you the story of Charlie Buchan.

I suppoze quite & few of you ardent footer
fans have seen the great Charlie in action,
If that's the case, 1 know yon are looking
forward to seeing him again, I have heard
it said that be is pot vigorous epnough in
foothall, that he does mot ron about sufli-
eiently. Dut of what ignorant mouths such
words come! There is o oeed Jor Charlie
to be either vigorous or amﬁﬁr. Hall his
football ts played with his .

He -gets through twice -as much effective
work on the field of play than'any forward
I know, HRarely Ia it that, receiviog the ball,
he does not do something with it. You
wateh him next time you see him—and you
nizrk what I'm telling. Charlie is the man
who does the maximom asmount of work
with the minlmom amount of effart.

A wonderful foothaller Indeed, apd nne
of whom Londoo is parbicolarly proud. For
Charlia was born at Plumstead, on
Beptemher 22nd, 1881,

ery keen on football was Charlie in his
boyhood days, ¥e was always one of the
firat at school in the morniogs, and after the
morning break for dinoer owme of the first

“ Qharlie "
gets hia
hend to It.

Tae Maicxer Lispany.—No. 938,
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back. Not that scholastic ambition inapired
him at that time. Not a bit of it. By
getbing to school early there was always a
chance for a kick-about in the school play”
ground before lessoms. It was not until

e chad reached the age of ten that he

found a place I a real team, however.
Charlie’s debut with this fean woas as a
goalkeaper, if you please—the goal In
question being two plles of eoats and caps!

He was pot a success in that position,
Charlle Itehed to score -goals himself, not fo
stop other ple seoring, and very short
ba was fehing for o place in the récognis
school eleven, Yery shortly,. imie]t}h talent
wias recognised, and he was seleg to play
as a centre-forward in a practicé match. He
did—geared- four goals his owo bat, and
thereafter established himself !

When, at the tender age of eleven and a
half, Charlie left Blotmfield Road Higher
Elementary
sadly. e bhad to leave, as o mabter of
fact, for his scholastic abilities had won him
promotion, and it was the headmasier of
Woolwich Polytechnie Becondary Bchaol who
welcomed this budding foothall genius upon
hiz frahsfer. Almost Immediately Charlie
won & place In the school tesm, and with
that team remained wuntil he was npearly
sixtéen,

It 18 worth remarking, in passing, that
young Buchan's first position in the Poly-
technic eleven was &8 a left half-back, but
even here. he could not eruzh down the
urgent desire, always present on the field of
play, to score goals. As a left-hall he scoréd
four in one mateh; and there was another
match, which the “Polly " won by nineteen
to nil, In which Charlie scored—eh, I forget
the number!

Despite the fact that the Palytechnic
played two matebes per week—on Wednesday
afternoons and Saturday mormings-—the foot-
ball appetite of Charles was by no means
appeased, and g0, with the hiea of getting
in & bit more practice, e joined a Saturday
ufterpoon club called Bostall Albion. For a
whalé year he served them and the school
in the capacity of centre-forward, The
following year, however, he transferred his
affections from PBostall to another strong
letal junior =si in Plumstead Celtie,

With his third year ot the Polylechnic
Charlie was made skipper of the team, a

position he kept until he left the school, at

the age of sixteen and a half.

His first experience of senior amateur
foothall came in 1908, when, having left the
Polytechnie, he }juineﬂ the school's szemior
team—and so well did he account for himself
that eré a full year had passed he was
playing in the ranks of the local zenior
team, Plumstead F,C. It was there that the
Arzenal first spotted him, and, persvading

him #o0 elgn amateur formsz, plaved him in

four reserve matehes, and on two other
occasions sefected him as first rezerve to the
Leapgue team itzell.

Bat playiong possum 4id not suit energetic
Charlie, and, a3 hé conld not see any
regular apportunilies with the Arsénal, heé
joined up with NorthBeet, and-from there,
after a brilliant four mooths in which he
assisted the club to Uit every county trephy
they had entered for, was transferred to
Léyton F.O." Fulliam were kfen on hilm at
the time, and jovited him to slgn professiopal
forme—on terms, however, which did not
suit Charlle.

23 to Leyton he went, and with them
became a “pro.” He playéed hiz first game
for them In September, 1009, but in March,

Behool the. elub missed him |

1940, he was transferred to Bunderlagd for
ra fee- of £1,000. It was with Bupderdand
that his real genius came £o 4the front,- with
the result that in 1913 he played for his
eountry against Trelgnd. Up to the begin-
ning of the preséent esedson he served
Sundeérland consistently, the years of war
excepted, when he e his country, first
bas a private soldier, then as & commissioned
officer in the Beots Cuards. Is thers any
oeed for me to delve further into Charlie’s
history? Beyond appending ‘this table of
| hls honours, ¥ think mot. It Iz too well
kmown to you all,

F INTERNATIONALS.

1913, —Far England %. Ireland.
10248-31.—For Fugland v. Wales,
1024.—For England v. Seotland,

“VICTORY " INTERNATIONALS.
1919.—For England v, Wales,

OTHER INTERNATIONALS,
1921, —For England v, Belginm,
1928 —~For England v. France,

AMATEVRS AND DPROFESSIONALS.
1925.—For Pro's v. Amateurs.

! TrRIAL MATCHES.

101%-20-20-23. —For England v. North, Bouth,
and’ tha Rest.

1013-21.—For North v. England.

ISTER-LEAGUE MATCHES.
f1912-18.15-21.23.—V, Seottish League.
1918-15-22.—V, Irish League.

1119.—V, Bouthern League,
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Interesting Information about the King of Winter Games

HisToRY!
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By GEORGE WINGATE

(Captain of Greyvfriars.)

Herbert?" might very well form

the basis of a new and wvery

popular song, For “Where did
football come . from?” i . & qgueastion that,
with the gﬂ:rty rowth and development of
the most fascinating of all winter pastimes,
clamorously shouta louder and lowder for
ventilation.

I don't think anybody knows, really. In
this, ms in other historical matters, the
experts are hotly at variance. 'We know,
of eourge, that the official birth of foot-
ball was im October, 1803, when the Foot-

HWT'HER‘E did faothall come from,

ASTON VILLA FOTBALL GROUND.
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[Reproduced by permasson of Aercfilma Lioifed,

A bird's-eye view of the famous gend at Trinity Road, Birmingham.,
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bajl Association was ealled into being, but
that by no means constitutes the real birth
of football,. For the early origio of the
game we must dive into the musty archives
of & still mostier past.

I bave read most histories on faotball:
here, at my elbow us I write, T have a mis-
cellaneous  collection  of  cutdings and
récords. Historians here, 1 notlce, eclalm a
widespregd koowledge of the birth of foot-
ball, but hardly one agrees with the other.

Vexing, wvery, especially as none of tfhem
comneides with my own opinion, 1 notice
that Qreece, Rome, and Pheenicia are

named nz probable birthplaces; Babylomia,
Assyria, and Denmark arte clucked in as
possibles. Bub none of these lcarned seribes
mention: Egypt.

Now, I contend I've got as mnch right to
my opinion as they have to theirs, and ['ve
cerfainly got as muoch evidence. It's not
evidence of a conereta sort, aeruimﬁ;‘ihur
thien, nefther is theirs. My own of

footers birth Iz that it took place In
Faypt zome 2,000 years BC. 1 base the
view on the copy of a papyrus, I was once
plzil'rléeged to see—io the British Museum, 1
think,

I was a whale on Egyptology some years
ago, and I've always remembersd this ple-
ture.  There were three Egypltians in It
and between them they were
round object towards a palr of sticks which
might easlly have passed for modern goal-
posts.  They weren't in footer togs, of
course, ‘and they didn't wear sandals even;
but the idea was there, all the same, If
those chaps weren't mlilmg footer, what, in
‘hilula. I;Tnma of Billy gnter, wera they
on

Still, that's only my view. The evidence ls
thin, pechaps, ‘but what of the others? The
gentlemen who proclaim  Pheenicia, Baby-
lonia, Denmurk, and the rest, have, 1
gather, no possible proof to0 back up their
assertions. The Greek champlon bases his
discovery on the fect that ball games wére
popular among the Greeks;, but mentions
that sueh games were especially favoured hy
Grecian ladies and girls, who loved them be.
cause it improved their Agures and added
Lo thetr gracefulpess.” Now, 1 ask You—is
there anything In modern foothall which
txnds to improve figure or add to graceful
ness?

There is mnot. Modern football rather
tends to the opposite direction, though it
miust be admitted that it takes a fellow
of remarkable stamina and speed to play
it. Coming to the Roman version—lere, at
least, we have something slightly tnore satis-
fuctory to go upon.

Thia was a game played about 00 B.C
The held was laid oot with three parallel
lincs—ong at ench of the extreme ends: of
the piteh, tha otber in the centre. Two
parties of players lined up on the central
line, & ball was thrown among them, and
it wags the lot of the players to carry the
ball over the goalline to their immediate
fronit. There's & Rugger flavour about that,
amild I6 i3 possible that Hugger was korn
ont of it. If that's the caze, then there's
small doobt that this ratber tame Roman
game was the parent of Borcer, fop-Soceer,
iz we know, grew out of Rugger.

Well, that's the wery oarly liistory. A
span of seweral hondred years elapses Tee-
tween that and my pext record of footer
history, and this is the Chester Legend,
which concerns & very impromptu game
played im the town of that name some-
where about the time of the Danksh Con-
guegt. Inm this the inhabitant: chopped off
the head of an invading Dane, and with
mueh gusto used it az a [oofball Lo cele-
brate the fact. What happened to the
Chester footballers after this great game
history does not say, bub it is pretty safe
to imagine that someone gob it In the neck!

Then there was the Scottish footer, In
which & large ztome was uszed as a ball,
the stone being succeeded [ater 'hf' an in-
Aated pig's hladder, and later still by the
oval-shaped ball,

A little story regarding this Beottish
Roecer is among my records here, and
think it may interest you Lo paze it oo, for,
could it be proven, it might ix the dale
of the first International maich ever played
between England and Scotland.

Thiz story goes hack
Agez, somewhere about the time when
Bruce was tickling the spider. You remem.
ber—well, yon don’t remember, of course,
bul you've heard—ttat about that timeé the

ieking some .

into the Middle 1
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border which divides the land o' cakes from
our own was the .sceme of frequent and
terrible strife, 'When there wasz no big
gerap in the offing, the feree {ribes of
Northern England wonld make occasional
sallies nto the enamy country.

Hut sometime there came a lull. Pen
haps both sides wers tired of the one game,
perhaps they wanted to play another. Any-
way, pay another they .did, and, to judge
by reports, found b even more exhilarating
than the raids.. A party of MNorthern war-
riors pear Kildear Castle took It into their
heads to challenge & garrison of Scots ditto
in Liddlesdala to a footer mateh. The
Sfﬂt:dpmmpt-ly accepted, and the game was
Pla A

vt, oh, what a game! The English side
wion, but their casoalier in the &#nd wers
greater than those of the “visitors.,” Bo
hard, &0 keen, and so terrific was that en-
eounter that only half thé playvers survived
it. At the finish both sides simply Ilnpge-:l
ont on the Aeld, !m:relhh of rising, while
several othera just died of sheer exhaus-
tion. The ball used, I belleve, was a large
round stome,. and ihe “field " wus some
squars miles in areal}

atill, here again you will notice, Is an
absenca of authentia proof, and in that
| absence we cannot give this as  officlal,
Until A.p. 217, indeed, when the citizens of
Derby Kicked the Romans out of thelr town
and played footer to celebrate the victory,
we have no definite dates to support any.
thing, I don't supposa the early stages af
the ganie will ever be authentically arrived
at—unless, of course, some noted archmolo-
ghat arizes to sapport my theory found in
the Egyptlan papyrus!

Wall
saved
goalje |,
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