


L

POOR—BUT PROQUD !

2 FRANK RICHARDS AT WIS BEST—READ THE FINE STORY BELOW!

Mark Linley, expelled fram Grﬁmmm, weranled nrich prefer to remain amongst the honest folh

of a Lancashire factory than go back to the school to stand a fresh tvial. . But Bob Cherry, his chung, large in the
feet and larger still in the heart, thinks otherwise !
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A New Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars, describing Bob
Cherry’s plucky fight in defence of his absent chum.

'THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Cherry Speaks Out !

1 HARTON ™
\N;‘ “Yes, sir!”
Harry Wharton steod up

in hiz place in the Remove
shym-room &t Greyfriars. He locked
rather anxiously, at Mr. Quelch,
fanciod he could guess what the Bemove
mastor wanbed,

“It ia now ten minutes since lessons
bogan,” said Mr. Quelch, “and Cherry
has pot yet put in an appearance, Whar-
ton, Do you know where he 151"

“Nemo, sic!” .

“ Have vou any ides.as to the reason
for Cherry's absence, Wharton 1"

Harry YWharton c<oloured. Though
he did not know where Bob Cherry was,
ho fanciod he knew why Bob had not
t.u;r‘ued up {or morning classes yel.

[—I—— That is, not exactly, sir.”.

“'Fhat is no answer,” Wharton,” said
Mre, Queleh tostily. “Vou are & chum
of Lés, I undorstand ¥

Again Harry Wharton coloured.
™Intil a few days age he could have
answered that guestion promptly in the
aflitmative. But he could not do so
T, Neither he, Bull, Nugent, nor
Nurree Singh were on speaking terms
with ok Cherry. There was a2 “split ™
in that select circle known as the
Famous Five. _

" I—1I was, #ir,” ho stammered,

" Very well,” said Mr. Quelch, appar-
ently not noticing the past tense in the
junior’s reply. *“Then for that reason
and because you scem unwilling to give
me a direct answer, I strongly suspect
that you have some knowledge of
Cherry's whereabouts.”

“T don’t know where he is, sir "

“ But you suspect!” said Mr. Quelch,
eyeing the captain pf the Remove
fixadly. :

“ [—I—sir—"’
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“ Answer me, Wharton '

There was an ominous note in the
master’s command. Harry Wharton
groaned. At loggerheads with DBob
Cherry as he was, his one desira was
it) shield him. But there was no help
or it.

“I—I think he must be saying good-
bye to—to Linley, sir!” blurted out
Wharton, “Linley was his best chum:
he's awlully cut up about him geing.”

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“MNonsense ! he said, though his tone
was milder. * Linley has beon expelled.

-He has been escorted to the station this

morning by Wingate, and should be in
the train by now. Cherry has had
ample time to say good-bye befora
lessons. You will po and search for
him without delay, Wharton. Possibly
he is in his study or doermitory.”

“0Oh, yes, sr!"”

Harry Wharton started to Ileave his
place. As he did so the door opened,
and a junior came in.

It was Bob Cherry, and at sight of
him the Form stared. He appeared to
be drenched through to the skin; his
clothes glistened with rain and sleot:
his hair was wet and bedraggled: his
face. was white and strained, and his
eyes were red-rimmed.

“Great pip!” murmured Bkinner,
grinning and winking at his chum Stoit.
“He's been inpmg his eyes—fanoy Bob
Cherry snivelling | Oh, my hat "

As he came into the room the juniors
stared at Bob Cherry. Bob was the
“fighting man " of the Remove, and
it was something quite new and amaz-
ing for him to show signs of having
been “piping his eyes,” as Skinner
termed 1t. TFellows like Skinner

rinned: but most of the Remoave
ooked uncomfortable and sympathetio.
Though Bob was “in Coventry,” they
felt no enmity towards himi. He had

been sent to join Mark Linley there be-
cause he had persisted in defying the
Form by speakmg to Mark, who was his
chum, It was the just rule of the Form.

Mr. Quelch gazed at the drenched
figure as if thunderstruck.

“Cherry!” he gasped. “Where have
vou been wntil now? How dare you
appear in class in this state?™

“I've been to the station, sir,’” said
Bioh, in a voice that trembled slightly,
“I've been seeing Mark Linley off.”

" You—you've what 7"

“I've been sceing Mark Linley off at
the station, sir!™ said Bob Cherry, his
eyes gleaming.

“Bléss my soul I gasped Mr. Quelch.
“You dare to—to—"

Ha broke off abruptly. Ha had just
noted the significant redness of Bob
Cherry's eves. When he spoke again,
Mr. aueulch’a voice had lost its sharp-
ness. :

“¥You have seen Linley off at Friar-
dale Btation, Cherry?” he exclaimed
quiatly,

“Yeos, siri"?

'“‘Waa not Wingate with Linley?"”

“Yes, sir. Tt waz not Wingate's
fault; he orderad me to return to school
at once. I defied him, and refused to
roturn,” said Bob simply,

“Oh, indeed!” zaid Mr. Queloh,
rather taken aback. “ And—and why
did you do this, Charry "

Bob Cherry raized his head and stared
about him with glistening eyes.

- * Because B‘IEL[‘%‘I Linley was
sir,'” he said, and his voice
little. “TI wasn't going to let him leave
Greyfriars without a friend to see him
off. Linley has been treated shame-
fully. He was innocent: and he waa
condemned without a fair hearing. Ha
has been treatad unjustly 1"

*Cherry 1™ '

“1 don't care, sir,” said Bob thickly,
“I'm speaking the truth! Some day
the truth will be known, I'm certain,

chum,
roke a
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Linley was the victim of a plot—a foul
plot to ruin pim. He has gone, but——"

“That is enough, Cherry!"” said Mr.
Quelch sternly. "1 can make allow-
ances for the faect that Linley is your
friend. - But you must not speak like
that. Linley was proved guilty of thoft,
and he received the only possible sen-
tence—that <of expulsion. His own
parent was the means of bringing him
to justice. I deeply regret—="

“He iz innocent, sipee—"

“Enough!"” said Mr, Quelch, raising
his hand, * This is neither the time nor

lace to discuss that, Cherry. You had

ttor change your -clothes without
delay. Why, you are drenched, boyl
Is it possible that you went to the
station without cap or coat, Cherry?"

“Yes, sir!” said Cherry, in a low
tone. I didn't intend to %ﬂ, siv; I'd
already said Eﬂlﬂdvtj'ﬂ'- ut—but I
couldn't bear the thought of nobody
seeing him off. ‘At the last. moment I
rushed out, and I eaught them up at
the station. But—but I know I've done
wrong, and I'm ready to take my pun-
1ishment, sir."

Mr. Quelch eyed him steadi]y. Bob
Cherry's lips wera guivering, and the
master could not fail to see that he was
unnerved and overwrought.

“I shall not punish you, Cherry,”
. he said quietly, “You have- committed
a sevious offence. Yot I cannot help
admiring you for your loyalty and belief
in your chum, and I understand. You
are excused lessons this morning, Cherry,
You may go.”
“Oh, sie!” whispered Bob Cherry.
ank you, sir.”
He walked out slowly.
immediate buzz of whispering, a buzz
that ceased as Mr, Quelch’s glance went
round the class. :

“We will now resume lesgons,” said

the Remove master frigidly. * Any boy
who speaks will bo caned.”
: Nobody did speak. There was a note
in the mastar's voice that discouragod
talking. And after that the lesson pro-
ceadead.

But there were very few fellows in
the Remove who could give their mipds
to lessons that morning. DBob Cherry's
strange conduct, and his unexpected out-
burst, had amazed them, and in Lhe
case of Harry Wharton & Co., ab least,
had made them strangely unecasy,

It was not only on Bob Cherry's
account, however. More than one of the
juniors, during that long morniog, felt
their thoughts .dwelling upon Mark
Linley, the scholarship bov, who sven
then was rushing northwards and home-
wards, expelled from Grerfriars, and
sent home 1n disgrace, a convicted thief,

And more than one felt a strange lump
in hiz throat at the memory of Mark
Linley's quiet good-nature. his steady,
honest gare, and frank, cheerful faece.
More than one, alse, remembered him
on footer field and cricket-pitch—always
steady and reliable=—a good bat and a
useful forward, and a fellow who always

layed the game as it should be played.

hey romembered when he had first
come to Greyfriars on a scholarship, how
he had fought a gallant and uphill fight
against prejondice, against the snobbich
=ot who affected to look down on the
“factory cad.”

But hard wotk and perseverance, allied
to pluck and pood temper, had won the
day, and very soon the Lancashire lad
nad counted the best fellows in the
Romove as his chums—until this had
happened. Now Linley was gone, never
to return; gone in deep  disgrace,
scorncd by all, even by the fellows who
had called him friend—all, that is, with
the exception of Bob Cherry.

i
There was an

And now that outburst had mado
many of the Removites strangely uneasy
and disturbed.- Was it possible that Bob
Cherry was right—that Marck Linley was
innocent, and that he had been treated
unjustly ? They could not help wonder-
ing a little.

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Friends Divided !

] OB, old chap!”
Harry Wharton spoke awk-
wardly. He was standing in

: the doorway of Study No. 13 in
the Remove passage, and behind him
were his chums, ﬁzhnu}' Bull, Frank
Nugent, and Hurree Singh: And he
was speaking to the fellow who had
been, until recently, the remaining
member of the chums known as Harry
Wharton & Co.

Bob Cherry was alone in the study.
He was scated at the table, head m
hands.and elbows on the table. His face,
or what could be seen of it, was dark

and bitter. _
It was just after morning lessons.
Immediately after leaving the Form-

room the four chums had repaired to
Study No. 1 to diseuss the situation,
And they had very quickly arrived at a
decisidn, and that was to speak to Bob
at the earliest pogsible moment, and to
do their utmost to * bring him round.”

True, Bob was still ip Coventry. They
were not supposed to speak to him, Buk
now Linley had gone there was no reasen
why Bob Cherry should remain in
Coventry any longer, He had been senk
there mierely because he had insisted
Tn defying the Form, and speaking to

ark Linley. Now Mark Linley was
gone.

A3z a matter of fact, they would have
ipﬂ!—:ﬁn to Bob isng ago, despite the

orm’s decree, had they been sure that
Bob would have answered them:  But
Bob's attitude had been unmistakahle,
He had refused to speak to them be-
cause they had refused to speak to Mark

inley. ;

That was why Harry Wharton spoke
awkwardly and hesitatingly now.

“Bob, old chap!” he repeated, * For

oodness’ sake let's drop this rot and be

riends again. We'ra quite ready to
shake and make it up, if you are.”

* Yas, rather " _

“The readyfulness is  terrifie, my
esE_Elem‘nd Bob,” 'said Hurrce Singn
zoftly.

Bob did not move, but his old chums
entered the study grimly, Harry Whar-
ton closed the door,

“We ought never to have fallen out,”
went on Harry Wharton quistly, *“Just
at first we were a bit sore at your ntti-
tude over Linley. But we undorstood it
afterwards, old chap. You honestly be-
lieved Linley innocent, and you did the
only thing you eould do by backing him
up. I only wish I could have believed
in him as you did. T always liked the
chap, and believed him a jolly decent
sort. But—but—""  Ilarry Wharton

aused, and went on pleadingly: * Look

cre, Bob, let's forget it. Poor old
Linley’s gone, and it's ended,”

Bob Cherry looked round then. He
turned burning eyes on hiz old chums,

“Bo you think it's ended, do yau?”
he zaid in a hard voice.

“Well, yes: he's gone ! .

“Well, it hasn"t onded!" said Roh
Cherry through elenched teeth. * Linley's
gone, but he's coming hack, I tell you--
coming back with a clean name! I'm
going to see to that, Wharton, It's not
cnded yef. T fell you, No! TPonsonby's
won tho first round, Wharton, Ic's

rd

done what he vowed to do—hounded
poor old Marky from Greyiriars. Bui
the game isn't ended, Fonsonby has me
to reckon with vet!™ -
“Ponsouby' ! - said Wharton with a
start. -

“Yes, Ponsonby —ithat Highelilio
cad!" said Bob Cherry, his eves blazing.
“The dastardly scoundrel ﬁ:}'s at the
bottom of this. Oh, you foolzl Cannot
vou see that this is Ponsonby's revenge
for the hiding Linley gave him the othar
dav? Hasn't he alwarvs hated Linley,
just as he's always hated us, the treach-
erous snake?”

“Yes, DBot—but——"

“You've known old Marky for terms,”
said Bob huskily, “Have you ever
known him to be anything but a white
man? Have you ever known him not to
play the game, ta do an underhand
trick or shady action, let clone to be
dishonest or cowardly?  Answer me
that 1" .

“Well, no,” said Harrv Wharton
promptly, but uneasily,

= course vou haven't! And have
you ever known that rascal Ponsonby
to be anything else but a treacherous
snake—a dirty trickster and spitelul,
vengelul cad? No, you haven't! And
I supposo it hasn't occurred to you that
it's possible that this theft business was
all a plant—all a dastardly scheme to get
Linley disgraced ?" said Bob bitterly.

. " But that banknote—"" Harry Whar-
ton was beginning, when Bob Cherry eut
him short savagely.

“Banknote (¥ he =aid. “Isn't Pon-
sonby the sort . of fellow who'd lose a
dozen. fivéspound notes to pet his re-
venge? Yes! Now listen to me, you
fellows. You know how this affair
started? It started when Linley. caught
Ponsonby ill-treating that village kid in
Friardale Lane in the snow, He chipped

“in, and gave lhe bully a well-descrved

thrashing, didn’t he?"

“That's so, I believe,” said Harry.
“That is Linley's story, anyway.”

“And it was true,” said Bob Cherry.
“Well, tweénty minutes later we come
into the picture. We happen along the
lang, an | we catch Ponsonby bullying
egain—this time poor old Alonzo Todd
Wealso find Mark Linley on the spot,
just returning from the village.”

“And he ran-away and left Alonzo to
ilI:J!” lslaid Harry Wharton, with a curl of
the lip.

Bob Cherry nodded, his face grim.

“Yes, Linley ran away. We saw him
bolt, though he didn't see us. Ewvery-
body thought then that he had plaved
the funk—had funked a scrap with those
four Highelife cads. You fellows said
he was a disgraco to the Remoye, and
vou sent him to Coveutry. You also
sent me to Coventry, because I backed
my chum up—becanse I accepted his
word that he had not funked, and
becausze I insisted on speaking to him.*

“It's the rule when a chap’s in Coven-
trv., Bob. You know that.™

“Never mind that now,” zaid Bob
quietly. “Well, Linloy refused to say
why he ran away, and he was condemned
because of that. He was scorned and
shunmed, and in deep disgrace. Dot
waz Ponsonby satizficd wijh that? Not
n bit of it! _ He came along to Groy-
friavs that same ovening, and charged
Marky with theft—said Lhe had picked
np a banknote of his and kept it.  What
did somo of the fellows think then?*
They changed their minds, They agreed
with Ponsonbgr that Linley had not
funked, but that he had run awaw
becanse he dare not risk being captured
for fear of the [ive-pound note being
found on lLim.”
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“They dida't-think that at frst,” snid. they seemed too wild and improbable to THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Frank Hugehit. Ly b, sdtiolisly cohalc Ao What Skinner & Co. Knew !
‘I know that, . Ponsonby kicked up &  “Rob * he said, in amazement, * that's E

fuss, and Quelchy ordered a search to ba
made -of: Linley’s belongings, But
nothing was found—no trace of the
banknote. . And Ponsonby went away,
and the fellowa didn't know what to
make of it, -~ I myself dido’t. I won-
dered what FPonsonby's game was. I
didn't dream then that that spoof search
was all part of the rascal's deep scheme.™

“But, hang it all, Bob— ;

“ Wait, and let me finish,” exclaimed
Bob Cherry, holding uwp ks hand.
“ Wall, several dawys passed, and then
the bombshell fell, A letter came for
you, Wharton—a letter suppozed to be
from Linley's mother, thanking you. for
the gift of a fiver sent on by Mark, but
:m:.rm%1 that things were better now, and

t

that the money was not needed. Inside
the letter wes a bankuote for five
pﬂunda."

Bob Cherry paused & moment, Then
hae went on bitterly :

“Well, that did it. Evervbody knew

Linley hadn't a penny to bless himself
with. They jumped at the same conclu-
sion that you clij:e Wharton, They said
that Linley had stolen Ponsonby's fiver,
after all, and had sent it home to his

ple, knowi they were “hard -up.
Then his . mother, "not needing the
money, and little dreaming how she was
hrinﬁmg_ruin on Marky, sent it back to

ou

“How could we think anything else 7
eaid Harry Whakton _|3;'r|.|.'l";i]§+

“You dida't, anyway. You went to
Linley, and there waz a row. Quelchy
compared the number of the hanknote
with the number of the note Ponsonby
said he had lost. The numbers ‘were
the same. 'Linley was taken before the
Head, and searcely given s dog’s chanece
to defend himself. He was sacked, and
he went home this morning,” Bob con-
cluded with a gulp.

“That's all true; woe know it all,” said
Harry Wharton, o trifle impatiently.
“'Why are you going into it all again
like this? fammt zseec what gpood—"

“T11 tell you why,” said Bob Cherry
savagely. “1'm telling vou it all because
I don’t want you to forget the facts. I
want you to think it all over again. I'm
trying to make you see what I see—that
the whole thing is a dastardly schemo
of Ponsonby's to ruin poor old Marky 1"

“But—but that's all rot, Bob,” said
Harry Wharton slowly. “The thing
was pldin enough. Linley was given
every chance to defend himself. He
.I'qfuae-:l aven to give a reason for run-
ning away that aflernoon. He refused
to open hiz mouth and make any excuse.
Wh_‘i' ?u

“I wish I knew that,” =aid Bob

huskily. “But he refused to tell me—
why, goodness only knows! But that
made no difference to me. I knew he
could never funk, and I knew he could
never, never be a thief.”
. “But facts are facts,” said Frank
Nugent quietly, “Linley himself ad-
mitted that the handwriting of the letter
was his mother's, or like it. You can't
get over that, Bob. And the postmark
on the envelope was the postmark of
Linley's town in Lancashire.”

“Y don't care,” said Bob fiercely. T
don't tend to understand how it was
worked. But I'm certain it was worked
by that scoundrel Ponsonby., Either he
sent the banknote up to Linley's mother,
and imitated Mark’s handwriting, or
elso he imitated Mark's mother’s writ-
ing, and had the letter posted in Linley's
town."

Harry Wharton started. He had not
even thought of such possibilitics. Buk
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impossible. - Even Ponsonby would
never try such a rascally scheme as that.
He might I'll admit, be able to imitate
Linley's fist. But evén if ho did know
anyone in Bowdsley—which 1sn’t likely
—how waould he know Linley's address?
Besides, he would never have the nerve
to earry through such a deep plot, It—
it's impossible, Baob.”

“It's not, I tell you! That raseal is
capable of anything. I tell you the
whole thing has been worked, and
nothing will ever make me beliave other-
wigse,” vowed Bob Cherry. . * And what's
more,” he went on, banging his fist on
the table, I mean to prove what I
believe. I don't mean to rest until I've
cleared old Marky, and shown that High-
cliffe cad up for -the raseuily, plotting
hound that he is!*

There was a silence, The others looked
at each other uncomfortably. Certainly
Bob Cherry’'s words had raised vague
doubts, dim suspicions in their minds.
Yet they were far from being convinced.
They could not get over the factz—as
they knew them. They could not believe
even Ponsonby to be capable of such a
deep, villainous plot.

Bob read their thonghts as he
walched their faces, and his own face
grew dark and bitter again.

" You're not convineed ¥ he exclaimed
harshly. " You still believe ¢ld Marky
guilty 7

“T'm surr% Bob,” said Harmry
Wharton. “I-I only wish I honestly
could believe him innocent.”

“Even though you've always known
him to be as straight as a die—a fellow
who would never do anything but play
the game?” insisted bitterly.
“It—it was just & moment’s tempta-
tion, I sup »" sald Harry Wharton,
“He was thinking of his people, poor
beggar, It wasn't for himself, T know.
I'm sorry for him, Bob; byt— bute——"

“But you can’t believe him innocent

“I only wish I could !

“You mean that?”

“I—I supposa so[?

Bob's face was red now, and his eyes
glowed strangely,
~ “Right!” he snapped. “That scttles
it, then. You came to offer me the hand
of friendship again, But I tell you that
it's 1mpossible——"

* Bob, old man—"

“It's impossible, I should feel T was
not being loyal to poor old Marky if I
accepted,” said Bob thickly.  “I refuse
to be friendly with fellows who believe
Linley a thief. That's my answer,
Wharton. When wyou can come fo me
and say honestly that you believe he was
mnocent, after all, and that von were

wrong, I will be {riends again—not
before."”
“Bob! You—yu don't mean that,

Bob ?* gasped Harry, in utter dismay.

"“¥es, I do mean it! The Form has sent
me to Coventry. I'm going to remain
in Coventry until the %ﬂuﬂw‘s see that
they were wrong—until I've proved
Marky innocent, and shown up Ponsonby
for the scoundrel that he is!”

And with that Bob Cherry marched
out, his eyes shining strangely. The door
opened and closed upon him. Harr
Wharton and his chums looked at each
other blankly, in utter dismay. They
had taken it for granted that, now
Linley was gone, would come
round—would be friends again. And
they had badly wanted him to be friends
again. But they realised now that,
unless & miracle happened, Bob Cherry's
friendship was lost to them for ever!

fHver in it.

i ELL, that factory cad’s gone !”
remarked Bkinner.
“And you're not sorey, I
bet!” grinned Btott. “ He's
made that boko of yours swell more than
once, I fancy, Skinner, old chap. You
always were up against him,” =

“Well, I won't go zo far as to zay I'm
sorry he's gone,” smiled Skinner care-
lessly, “In fact—""

“In fact, you're thunderi gled,”
grinned Snoop. *““Jolly good riddance—
what #"

“Well, now you come to mention it,
those are my views exactly,” agreed
Skinner. “8till, it was rather thick, yon
know. Old Pon's fairly a goer when it
comes to the giddy vengeance bizney.
Blessed if I ever expected this!”

“We understand now what that spoof
search meant the other night,” grinned
Stott. ' Old Pon knew jolly well the
fiver wouldn't be found, of course. It
was just to prepars the way for his little
surprise.””

“Of course, it was,” smiled Skinger,
rubbing his rather long nosza reflectively,
“83till, 'I'm "thumped if I know how he
wangled the whole bizney, chaps, It
beats me hollow—unless M

“Unless what*

“Unless that lotter explains it,” said
Skinnor, his eyes gleaming. "My hat!
That's it, chaps! You remember Pon
found a letter of Linley's just after their
scrap. It was a letter from Linley’s
mother. He wanted us to plant that
fiver in it and shove it among Linley's
belongings, didn't he? He wanted us
to plant the fiver on Linley like that—to
do his dirty work for him. Well, we
refused, of course, And this is how he’s
wangled 1t."

“Thumped if I zee,” said Snoop.

“It's plain encugh,” said Skinner.
“He's copied the “ﬁaahﬂd ]}andwrit.in.g
in that letter, of mursﬂ-—m;:lﬁd Linley's
mater's handwriting. Tha

! . hat's why even
Linley himself thought it must be his
mother's letber,”

“ Buf—but——"

“1t's as plain as a pikestaff,” said
Skinner, with & sniff. " That letter was
written by Ponsonby himself to Whar-
ton, and Ponsonby himself shoved the
He had the addeess, of
course, from the other letter.”

" Yes, but how did Pon get it posteid
in Bowdsley

“That's the question,” said Skinne
weflectively. “ But if Pon happened to
know anyone who lived near there, it
would be easy enough, of course, t
was easily got over, 1 fancy. An’ywn.yi
that’s how Pon worked it, there's not
the shightest doubt about that, He knows
all about Linley's people being poor, and
all that.”

“Jolly good thing for us it came off,”
said Stott.

“ Well, it was a jolly good thiu;g' for
us Ton didn't fail, at all events,” said
Skinner, in a low tone. “You know

what he is; he's as dangerous a friend
as an enemy. Ho wouldn't have hesi-
tated to drag us down with him if he had
failed, I dide't approve of the schema
at all, and don't. But—it's a good thing
for us it came off.”

“We're safe enough now,” grinned
Stott.:

“I wish T could be sure about that,”
sald SBkinner uneasily, 1 hear that
interfering fool Cherry's vowing to go
into the dashed bizney again, hang him !
And then there's that [col Bunter,”

“Bunter won't daré to let it out—"

“"He's ass enough to do it acadent-
ally, though,” said Skinner giumly, "It
was robten luck that he happened iv
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overhear Ponzonby asking us to plant
that fiver for him. The fat fool may let
it out any time. We're all in the soup
if ho does.”

" He daren't,” repeated Snoop, though
hiz woice was uneasy. '“He's screwed
ten bob out of Pon already. Pon has
his dashed signature proving that the
fat fool tried to blackmail him. Bunter
knows that if Pon showed the Head
that, it would be the sack for him, too.”

“All the same, I don’t like it, chapa
The fat—""

Skinner broke off abruptly as the
door-knob rattled. Then the door opened
and & junior entered. He was.a tall,
languid, elegantly dressed junior, and
he wore the Higheliffie colours. He also
wore a glaaming monocle, fixed in a
slightly discoloured eye. His features
were rather cynical and haughty, and
they bore more than one sign of haying
recently been knocked about. :

It was Cecil Ponsonby, the Higheliffe
dandy. -

Skinner & Co. jumped up and stared
at him in some‘alarm. :

“¥You here again so soon, Pon!”
gaapeﬂ Skinner. “Qh, vou idict! You're
asking for trouble !™

"“Think z0!" amiled Ponsanby.

“OF course. Yoau've just got oné of
out fellows sacked, apd you're not very
welcome here, I can tell you. 1 don't
mean this study, you ass! I mean the
rosk of the fellows.”

"My dear man, I know you mean
them,” remarked Ponsonby carelessly.
“The fact iz, T've just biked over before
dinner to see you, Skinner, I had fo
come, to get to know how things are
going. Has Linley gona?®

Skinner nodded. ] ]

“*Yes, he's gone,” he said grimly.

“ Anvthin' come out?” asked Ponsonby
carelessly. ““Any danger at all?”

Skinner smiled slightly. He saw that
Ponsonby’s apparent carelessness was all
put on, that E: was almost trembling
with anxiety. .

“ Nothin's come out,” he said, with
a slight sneer. ““You're safe enough,
Pon, Your scheme's come off abso-
lutely ! Linley went home by the first
train this morning. You've done what
you set out to do—yeu've hounded the
poor beggar from Greyfriars.”

“Poor beggar!” echoed Ponsonby,
raising his eyebrows slightly. “My dear
man, you talk as if you were sorry for
the factory cad. I imagined you would
have been delighted, by gad!™

“I'm not sorry,” scowled Skinner.
*Come tp thak, I'm glad to see the back
of the cad, But—but it was a bit thick,
Pon! How did you work it " he added,
ﬁlan;iug euriously at the Higheliffe

andy.

Pnﬂsnnhy smiled, and sat on the table.

“PBest for you not to know that, Bkin-
ney,” he remarked. )

“1 suppose you copied the handwrit-
i.ng'_?i;:. the letter—Linley's mater’s writ-
g !

“Did 1% ;

“But how vou got the dashed I,111|‘:%
posted 1n Bowdsley beats me,” sal
Skinner. *‘Have vou any friends near
there, Ponsonby ? I suppose you have !”

“So long as you only suppose, and
don't know, vou're all right, Skinner,”
smiled Ponsonby blandly. *Take my
tip, old beans, and don't worry your
little hiends about it. Forget it, And
the less you say about it the better,” he
added meaningly. “What about
Bunter ?

Bkinner frowned.

“T've talked to the fat little cad,” he
said. * But it's up te you, Fon, not to
got his back up again.”

Ponsonby's eyes glinted.
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over him.

hounds ! ** spluttered Ponsonby,

“ Out with the cheeky roiter ! ™ cried Harry Wharton.
rush, and Ponsonby went down with a ¢rash, with the Greyirlars juniors sprawling
The dandy from Highcliffe was rolled over and over, and his head
was rammed in the cinders on the hearth.
struggling
{See Chapler 3.)

There was a combined

*“Yowp! Oough!
furiously. **

0Oh, wyou
I—groooh ! **

“I'll soon settle his hash, if he comes
any games!"” he said, his face becoming
suddenly ugly, it
worm to tryv his dashed blackmailing
dodges on me !+ I’ll make him—-="

Ponsonby broke off abruptly, and
slipped from the table. For at that
moement the door opened, and a fat
face, adorned by a huge pair of glimmer-
ing spectacles, looked into the study.

“ Bunter " snapped Skinner.

It was Bunter. He rolled into the
room, and closed the door after l:nilln,
giving Tonsonby a grinning, familiar
nod as he did so.

"How do, Pon?" he asked cheerily,
“1 was wondering when I should see
vou again, old top. Lucky I just hap-
pened to spot you come along here,”

IPonzonby breathed hard, and he set
his lips, ‘'o be addressed as “ Pon ™ and
*old top ™ by the fat and fatuous Billy
Bunter made the hanghty and aristo-
eratic dandy in}'.:ar_d!;i‘ writhe with rage.
But only the glint in his eyes showed his
real feplings. LA

“How do, Bunter?” he smiled back.
‘f-f:'-crﬂ vou spottdil fiie coming along, did

-DLI. ? ik

’ “Trnst e not bo miss much ™ grinned
Bunter. *T sav, Linley's gone. Dhud
you know, Poni"

(11 -EUE*;J

#1011 teach the fat little.

“He, he, he!"” grinned Billy Bunter.
“Wouldn't there be a rare old rumpus if
the fellows got to know what we know—

what? 1 must say, you worked it jolly
neatly, Pon,”
L b h s

“Yes, rather! I knew you'd some ﬂecﬁ
gome on when you started that jolly ol

search the other night. I was surprised
when” the giddy banknoete wasn't found
after all. You could have knocked me
down with a feather, But I knew you

hadn't finished at that. He, he, he!” -
“I don't understand you, hunt«ar,’
said Ponsonby carelessly.

Bunter winked,

“You can't pull the wool over my
eyes like thet, Pon!”, he grinned, "1'm
just-a bit too wide, you know., ¥ou
couldn’t persuade Skinner to do your
dirty work, so you did it yourself. He,
he, he! I spotted it at once. But I'I'::IlI
not g‘uing to give you away, old chap.

“Aren't wyou?” said  Ponsonby
smoothly.

“No, not as long as you treat me‘de-
cently, of course,” said Bunter, shaking
a fat finger at the Higheliffe dandy.
“Mind you, I never did like that factory
bounder; I don't approve of scholarship
chaps at all, in fact. I'm glad Linley's
gone. He kicked me more than once
the low cad! But I don't approve of
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the dirty, low-down, eriminal frick you
pIa?rm:l- inley, Pon,” o

“Don't you " said Ponsonby thl{:kii.'.

“Not at all. In fact, it's really only
a fellow's bare duty to report the matter.
But I've also a duty to my pals, Fon.
As long a3 we're pals, I'm going to
stand by you, Pon. f)nl:,.r you've 'got
to toe the line, mind youl” :

“Y think I see,” said Fonsonby, 1n
low, concentrated tones. *So—so you
ropose to go on blackmailing me,

unter " . g o

“Certainly not!” said Bunter indig-
nantly. “That—that ten bob you gave
me was only a loan. Nothing else! And
agll I want you to do now iz just to
change a postal-order for me, Pon.”

“ Let me see the postal-order, Bunter.”

“I haven't got it yet, old fellow,”
explained Bunter. "I expected it by the
first post this morning, but it didn'é
come. It's bound to be here to-morrow
at latest. These postal people are dashed
slow, but sure, vou know,” explained
Bunter, shaking his head. “Just a little
loan between pals, Pon. ¥ou hand me
& quid nete now, and I'll hand you the
postal-order when it comes to-morrow,
old chap-—see?” .

“Yes, I see,” said Ponsonby, eyeing
Bunter with glittering eyes. “ But
vou're fprgetting one thing, Bunter.
You're forgetting that paper you signed
the ntharrﬁa:.f—t e paper which proves
that you blackmailed me. If Dr. Locke
saw that——"

Bunter grinned. ]

“1 ghould just deny it,” he jeered.
“1 should swear it was your giddy
revenge against me for piving you
away, just as you treated Linley. You
forged Mrs, Linley's name to get your
own back, and I should swear you'd
forged my signature just to get your

own back out of me, SBeel” :
“You—you fat sweepl”  hissed
Ponsonby.
“Ho, he, he! Pon, I fancy—

Yarrocoop |

Apparently Bunter had fancied him-
tolf the master of the situation. But
his glee was shortJived. That fat
cackle proved too much for Ponsonby.
Never a fellow with much control over
his temper, he lost it completely now.
He was on Bunter with the sprin of a
tiger, and Bunter went reeling back with
a wild howl, and crashed down with
Ponsonby on top of him.

Thump, thump, thump, thumpl

Mad with rage, the Higheliffe dandy
thumped and pommelled Bunter’s fat
form with &ll his savage force. And
Bunter's wild howls awoke the echoes—
or they would have done but for the
fact thiat Bunter’s fat face was jammed
deep into the hearthrog.

“Btop it, Pon, you feool! QOh, you
fool 1 shouted Skinner, almost beside
himself with fear and apprehension.
“You'll have the beaks here, and it
will all have to come out then. Oh, you
fool! Let Bunter alone! You fellows
help me—qguick '

Skinner sprang on Ponsonby and
tried to wrench him from his _:,ra'[I'_ing
victim. Snoop and Stott, as terrified as
their leader, sprang to his aid; to-
gether they wrenched Ponsonby away,
and sent him reeling. And as they did
~0 the door flew open and Harry Whar-
ton, followed by half a dozen more
juniors, looked in.

“Halloa! Whe's killing Bunter?”
asked Harry Wharton. “Oh! You,
Ponsonby 1™

Harry Wharlon's voice ended on an
angry note as he recognised the High-
cliffe junior. 'The sight of Ponsonby
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just then was like a red rag to a bull
to Harry Wharton—and to the rest of
the Removites there also. Ponsonby
was cordially disliked by all the decent
follows in the Remove. And though
they believed Linley guilty, they felt
hitter and an%‘ry with Ponsonby for
having been tho means of gettlll%‘ &
Remove fellow sacked. Ponsonby had
done & dangerous thing by wvisiting
Greyiriars that morning.

The fact that P::msmﬂf:,- had obviously
been bullying Bunter was not likely to
make the Grevfriars juniors fecl any
better disposed towards him either.

“You, Ponsonby!” snapped - Harry
Wharton, his eyes glinting. " You've
dared to come here s0 soon after 'what's
happened? I should think you would
RHB had more decency than to venture

ere.’’

“And bullying a Remove chap, too!”
snorted Johnny Bull. *Smash the cad
—kick him out of Greylriars, the mis-
chief-mnaking hound !

Cecil Ponsonby ﬂnnt&d, and glowerad
at the juniors in the doorway. Skinner
& Co. were white, and their eyes were
fixed on DBunter, That fat junior
scrambled up, his eyes glittering with
rage behind his big spectacles.

“Ow! Oh dear! Oh, the awful
beast ! he gasped. “Ow! He's nearly
killed ‘me! Ow-wow! Groooh! All
right, Ponsonby, you beast! I'll make
vou sit up for this! I'll tell everybody
what T know. Tll give you saway for
this, vou plotting rotter! 1 know all
about .it, and——"

“ Bunter ! hissed Bkinner, " ¥You——-"

“¥ou shut "up, Skinner, I don't
care ! raved Bunter, glaring fiendishly
at the cowering Ponsonby., “I'm going
to give him away a'g—"

Bunter got no further than that—un-
fortunately. At that moment Pon-
sonby, terrified himself now, sprang on
the fal junior again, this time with the
obvious intention of stopping his mouth
at xll costs.

As he did so there was a yell from
Harry Wharton and his chums.

“Bmash the cad! Out with the
cneeky rotter [V
There was a combined rush, and

Ponsonby went down with a CIE&E, and
with half & dozen fellows swarming
over him, And after that Ponsonby
scarcely knew what happened to him.
It was the.biggest ragging the High-
cliffé cad had ever received at Grey-
friars. He was rolled over dnd over,
and his head was rammed in the
cinders of the hearth. Then red and
black ink was poured over his head and
{ace, and rubbed into his hair.

“Yowp! Qouch! Oh, you hounds?”
spluttered Ponsonby, struggling
furiously. " I—— Grough!”

When at last the Higheliffe dandy
omerged from the melee, he was & saght,
His clothes were elegant no longer, and
he was no lenger a dandy—far from it.
His features streamed with red and
black ink, and his collar and tie were
torn away, and his coat and waistcoat
torn oper. 3 3

Skinner & Co. looked on in terrified
silence. They oxpected their own turn
to come for having harboured - the
rascally Higheliffe jumor.

But it dide’t. The Removites had
forgotten Skinner & Co.—they had for-
gotten Bunter. They were naturally
mcensed at o Higheliffe fellow—most of
all Ponsonby—daring to praclise his
bullying games at Greylriars,

“ Ount with him—{rogs-march him out,
chaps !¥  ordered arry  Wharton.
“Wg'll teach the rotter a lesson—wa'll
teach him to steer clear of Greyfriars

after this. He's caused enough trouble
already. Out with him "

“Yes, rather!" _

Other fellows had come along now,
and with angry faces on all sides, Pon-
sonby was twisted - over despite his
furious struggles, and then he was
rushed out into the passage. Luckily
there happened to be no masters or pre-
fects about, and Ponsonby was frogs-
marched with a rush down the stairs,
and out into the Close. Then he was
rushed out to the gates and flung neck-
and-crop into the %ﬂ.na without.

Ha lay there gasping and groaning.
Then he serambled up, and, turning a
face fiendish with fury to the juniors,
he shook his fist towards them and
limped away. It was more than likely
that Ponsonby bitterly regretted his
thoughtless and indelicate visit to Grey-
friars that morning.

The crowd of Removites trooped in-
doors—the bell for dinnef was just

ringing. But now the excitement was
over, Harry Wharton suddenly remem-
bered the significant words Billy Bunter

had uttered. And the captain of the
Remove hurried back to Skinner's
study. He found Bkinner & Co. there,
and he also found Bunter there. The
Owl was eating a large cake, and was
being helped to more by Harold
Skinner. Stott and - Snoop hovered
round with anxious looks at Bunter.

Harry Wharton stared at the strange,
unexpected sight. Then he stepped to-
wards the fat junior.

“ Bunter,” he said quietly, "you said
soma peculiar things a few moments
ago. You said you knew all about it.
You said you'd give that plntt.inﬁ rasonl
Ponsonby away and that you'd tell
overybody, What did you mean "

Billy Bunter ewallowed &. chunk of
cake, and took another slice from
Skinnar.

" Nothing ! he said calmly.
“ MNothing at all, Wharton, You mind

our own dashed business, It's just
ike vou to come buttin' in here, you
know, like this. Tsn't it, Bkirner, old
chap 1

Harold S8kioner said nothing. His
face was white and strained, and his
ayes fell before Wharton's steady look,
He could find nothing to say—nor could
Stott and Snoop.

“Then you've nothing & say,
Bunter " exclaimed Iarry Wharton
grimly,

“Nothing! Why should I? T just

meant that I'd tell vou fellows that 1’on
was bullying me—that's all. ¥Yes,
that’s it."

“That's a lie, Bunter [

“0h, really, Wharton

Harry Wharton turned abruptly and
walked out. He knew it was useless to
ask further questions. He saw quito
glearly what had happened. Bunter
had baen about to let something out in
his rage and pain—something Bkinner
& Co. did not want io become common
knowledge, as it were. And, while the
juniors had been dealing with Pon-
sonby, Skinner & Co. had been desling
with Bunter. They had, probably by
meana of the cake, probably by means
of money and the cake, succeeded in
persuading the fat junior to keep his
mouth closed.

Harry Wharton felt quite certain
about that. But what was it Bunter
had been about to divulge? Wharton
wondered and as he wondered, his sus-
picions grew. Was it something to do
with the Linley affair? Was Bob
Cherry right after all—was Ponsonby’s
scheming at the bottom” of Mark Lin-
ley's downfall?

1]
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
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[ ETTER {for you, Masfer

l Cherry! Master  Wharton

asked me to bring it up, sir.”

Trotter the page handed the

leiier over to Bob Cherry as that junior

lesped eagerly to his feet, and then he
withdrew from Study Neo. 13

Bobh Cherry tore open the letter
alinost feverishly. A shade of bitter-
ness erossed his face for a moment as
he reflected on Trotter’s words:
“Master Wharton asked me to bring it
up!” In the ordinary way, Harry
Wharton would have brought the letter
up himself—cheerfully . and willingly.
But things were different now—though
it was Bob's own attitude that kept his
old chum at arm’s length.

But Bob did not reflect long on the
matter. He was far too anxious to
read the letter. A glance had shown
him that . the envelo bore the
Bowdsley postmark, and he knew it was
from Mark Lioley. It was now two
days since Mark had left Greyiriars,
and Bob had been anxiously waiting to
hear from him, 2 _

It was from Mark Linley, and Bob's
eves shone as he read it. The letter
ran as follows:

“Dear Bob,—Just a few lines to let
you know that I got home all right,
and to tell you how I found things.
will write a longer letter soon. :

“VWell, as I expected, my people were
terribly eut up. It was hard, Bob, after
the way they had scraped and worked
to allow me to stay at Greyfriars—hard
to have me come home like this—in deep
disgrace. They had such great hopes of
mc—hopes that I should do well, and be
a credit to them. And it has all ended
in this. To-morrow mornipg, I start
work at the factory again. But it will
go against the grain after Greylriars,
as yYou can imagine.

“Need I tell you, Bob, that that in-

famous letter was all a trick? It was!
My mother had never written such a
letter, nor had she seen anything of
the banknote. It was a dirty trick, as
I suspected. My father and mother
were amazed when I told them about
it. My father was an I::f' too—very
angry. It was all I could do to prevent
his bringing me back to Greyfriars to
domand justice. But I persuaded him
against doing so—I did not want any
more trouble, He is writing to the
Head, of course; but it will be useless,

“Tt was Ponzonby who worked the
scheme 1 have not the shghtest doubt.
I can ounly suspect how. He must
have had someono here to post the letter
for him, of course. But I have a
suspicion as to how he managed it—to
copy my mother's handwriting, and how
hae pot hold of my address, I mean.
That day it all started a letter came
for me from my mobher. I glanced
through it quickly, and shoved it in my
pocket just before starting for the
village that aftorncon. I have not seen
it since. It is not in my clothes or
belongings; and I'm certain I did not
destroy 1t because I wanted to read it
again, Well, if Ponsonby found that
letter—if 1 dropped i6 during that scra
and he picked it up—then that wil
explain just how he could have worked
this desnicable trick. He wrote that
letter, umitating my mother’s hand-
writing, . and epclosed that  fbver,
addressing it to Wharton, and getting it
Hmhzc! I:I]y someone here in_Bowdsley.
‘hat is the only explanation I can think
of. Abh, well, it is useless going into 1t
now again. It is ended, Ponsonby lLas
von—he has had his revenge, gained

it by low scheming and dastardly
trickery,

“Hut, Bob, old chap, therc iz one
thing I feel I must explain to you—
to you alone; and I want you to kee
it secret. Tt is the real reason why
ran away that- afternocon, leaving poor
old Lonzy to his fate. You will remem-
ber that when vou chaps rushed up you
saw me standing on that high bank
beyvond the hedge—I was just about to
jump down into the lane to Lonzy's
elp. I swear that, just as I was going
to do so, however, I heard a ory behind
me—a cry for help in a girl's wvoice.
I turned round and saw a girl strug-
gling in the lake of Friardale G—mn¥ﬂ
groundd, ¥ou know &, Bob. Well,
what could I do! It was either leaving
Lonzy to _
kiddie to drown. I decided promptly,
and rushed across the feld to the leke.
I managed to fish the kiddie out—it was
what any chap would have done. 3he
was excited and upset. She seemed
terribly afraid of anyone knowing that
she had ahuegl in the water; her mother
was seriously dll, or something. Any-
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way, she begged me not to tell a soul
about it, and I promised.” I haven't
told a soul wumtil now. In any case, it
wasn't a thing a chap would make a
song about.
man. I'm telling you now because I
think you have a right to know the
circumstances, I know you will say
nothing.

“I will close now—I can’t say any
more, old chapg. Good-bye, and thanks
for all the kindness you have shown me.
You have been a true pal, Bob!

“ Ever your pal,
“Marx Lixver.”

Bob Cherry read the letter again, and
a gueer lump rose in his throat. His
eyes, too, were strangely moist,

“Poor old Marky,” he whispered.
“So—so that was it. And—and we
never dreamed of the truth.”
* For a long time Bob Cherry sat at
the table, his eyes fixed mistily on the
letter. He had. vowed to clear his
chum’s good name—to bring him back
to Greylg'iars. But he had done nothing
‘et— he had not known where to start.

ut here, at last, was something to start
On.

‘A knock sounded at the door, and it
opened quietly, revealing Harry Whar-
ton: behind Wharton were Bull, Nugent

those brutes, or leaving that .

" aver that

T‘Eell, that's the truth, old

and Inky, the Indian junior:  They
came into the study, and Harry Whar-
ton clozed the door gquietly.

“Bob, old man,” he said gently,
“We want a few words with you.”

Bob Cherry looked up, bué did not
speak. He had not exchanged words
with a [ellow in the Remove for two

da;{.-s.

* Bob,” went on Harry steadily, “the
other day you said that when we came
to you and said that we honestly
believed we had been wrong, and that
Linley was innocent,  vou would be
friends with us again—and not before.”

Bob Cherry nodded, a sudden eager
look on his face. But he did not speak.

“Well,” went on Harry, "that time
has now come, Bob, I believe we can
honestly say that we were wrong; we
can honestly say now that we believe
old Marky to be innocent—that he has
been the wictim of a rotten, despicable
plot to ruin him,”

“What "

Bob started up from his seat, his eyes

fhining. He knew his old chums batter

than to doubt the sincerity of
words,

“We were wrong at first—until the
day Marky went,” said Hdarry quietly.
“Yon heard about that rumpus In
Skinner’'s study that day—when we
caught Ponsonby there bullying Bunter,
and slung him out neck and crop?”

“¥es, I heard about it,” said Bab.

“Well, Bunter let something om
then—something that started us think-
ing semously about things. It was
nothing actually; Bunter just lost his
head—said ha’g ive Ponsonby away,
sort of thing. %ut it made us very
suspicious—especially when we saw thai
Skinner also was terrified of Bunter
letting out what he knew. Anyway,
Skinner managed fo shut Bunter up,
and it didn't come out. But in my
mind, at least, there's no doubt what-
it concerned Linley's affair.
Ponsonby has some guilt;,r gecret, and
Bunter knows what it 1s.”

{f(‘rﬂ nn!il

“That started wus thinking.
remembered what Ponsonby
he's capable of any rascality., We also
remembered what a splendid fellow old
Linley has always proved to be. We've
talked it over for hours, Bob—and the
more we've talked it over the more
cartain we've become that we had made
a ghastly blunder. I zec now that
Marky isn't the sort to fall for a
moment's temptabion, however powerful,
He couldn't do it.” :

“I'm glad—thankful to hear you
gay that, Harry,"” breathed Bob.

“That's not all, though, We had a
bit of good luck this morning, Bob,”
went on Wharton. * We met that Friar-
dale chap in the village—the chap Mark
roescued from Ponsonby's hands, We .
asked him if he remembered whether
Marky picked enything up as they were

Harry's

We
15—that

leaving Ponsonby & Uo. He said he
was absolutely sure Marky picked
nothing up whatever.  He said Pon-

sonby was lring—that his claim to have
seen Marky pick the banknote up was
utterly false. The willage chap said
he was ready and eager to swear to that
before our Head, or before a magistrate
if necessary,”

“0Oh, good!” panted Bob.  “I-I
never t.lmughb c:i. that—1 never thoughl
gf questioning him about it."

“Weall, that eettled us,” said Harry.
“We feel couvinced now that poor old
Marky -is innccent, Bob. We've come
new to tell yow this, and to ask you to
boe friends again. If vou will, old man.,
we'll work together, and we’ll never rest
until we've proved what we believe to
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be true.
chap !"' . .
o held ot his hand frankly, and

Bob fairly leaped to grasp it He

There's my hand on if, old

shook, and then he shook hands -with.

the others, His heart was thumping
with a strange feeling of %;]adnass The
faces of the others were bright.
“Good man, Bob!" said Frank
Nugent thankfully. *“This is rpping.

S0 evervthing's all right now.” ,

“Not yet,” said Bob.  “Not until
Marky 15 back at Greyiviars, you
fallows. I'm glad—thankful that youn

came to me like this, before you saw
this letter. I meant to show it to you.
It's from Marky, and it's just come.
Read it!" '

He hanced the letter to Harry Whar-

ton. Harry read it with a growing
ex ion of amazement on his face.
Then he it silently to the obhers.

They vead ‘it and whistled. There was
silence for o moment.

“8o—so that was why Marky ran
away |” breathed Harry at last, his voice
husky., * And—and we never dreamed of
gsuch a thing."

“And we called him coward " mut-
tered Frank Nugemt, his eyea shining
strangely. “0Oh, poor old Marky!”

“Nobody could have guessed that,”
asaid Bob quietly. “I never guessed
such a thing myself, though I believed
in him. But—but you fellows saw that

about the letter—Linley’s mother’s.
letter ¥  That was how Ponsonby did
i_l_ Tk

“MNo doubt about that!”
“The scoundrel!™
“He's all that,” said Bob hercely.

“Well, weo've Ej?t something to go on
now. Do you know what 1 am going
to do? I'm going with this letter to

to demand that

LR
n

Quelchy, dnd I'm goin
the inguiry be reopene
“ But—but Marky asks you to—"

“He nska me to keep that rescue
matter a seeret, 1 know. But for Marky's
own sake I don't intend to. I'm going
to see justice done, I tell you.”

“1 agree with you thers, Bob,” said
Harry. ‘“Marky doesn't realise what
that means to him. T'll coms with
}rﬂ'". L]

“There's the bell,” said Johnny Bull.
“Potter leave it until after afterncon
class, then."

And as the bell for afternson classes
waa ringing Bob gave way, and the Co.
settled upon that. Bob's heart was
lighter now than it had been for days.
He had vowed to clear his chum, and he
began to scb a faint prospect of keep-
ing hiz vow now. Moreover, the breach
was healed—once again the Famous
Five were united.

Bob and Harry went into classes arm-
m-arm, and wmany fellows noticed 1t
and wondered. Skinner observed it,
‘aud he felt a voapue sense of uneasiness.
Bob Cherry alone he did not fear; but
Harry Wharton & Co., united, he did
foar. The cad of the Remove had gond
{fﬂ'sun to feel uneasy had he only known
it.

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.

A Surprise for the Remove !

i TTENTION, boys!”
Mr. Quelch’s voico rapped
sharply in the Remove Form-

. room. The juniors were map-
drawing at the Llime, but as that
sharp  order  ran through  the

quiet room, they looked up from their
mapping-hooks. Then they understood,
and there was 'I:|l.1.r1'im.{ seraping of
feet as every boy in the room serambled
up fo atbtention.
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The Form-reom door had - epened
gquietly, and’ Dr, Locke had ontered;
and he was followed by a gentleman
and a pretty girl of about fourteen
wears of age. _

o jumntors stared in wonderment.
What such a visit meant in the middle
of afternoon classes was a puzzle. Most
of them knew both the gentleman and
the girl by Ei!;illt.

“Phew " whispered Harry Wharton
to Bob Cherry, “It—it's Mr. Walsh,
from Friart]ai'a Grange, and that's his
daughter. She's the kiddie bld Marky
mentions in his letter.”

Bob Cherry nodded. His oyes were
gleaming with sudden hope and ex-
pectation. What did this mean? Could
thiz visit possibly be in connection with
Mark—with the incident Mark Linley
had mentioned in his letter?

Bob was very soon to know.

The Head moved towards Mr. Quelch

and spoke quietly to that astonished
gentleman. Then he faced the Form.
- “You may sit down, boys™ he said.

With a rippling rustle and scraping,
thé Removites resumed their seats.

“Boys,” exclaimed v, Locke, with &
glance towards. the visitors, *this
gentleman, as you doubtless know, 1s
Mr. Walsh, of Friardale Grange, "and
this. young lady is his daughter. They
have called upon a matter that concerns,
I understand, a member of this Form.”

The Head pavged and smiled on the
Form.

“ Last Wednesday,” he went on, " Miss
Walsh was sliding on a small lake in
the Grange grounds when the ice gave
way, and she was enly saved from the
deadliest danger by the promptness and
gallantry of n Greyfriars boy. That
boy, whose name is unknown, but whose
ape Miss Walsh assures me must be
fifteen or thereabouts, is evidently a
member of this Form. I have already
visitod the Upper Fourth Form, but the
boy is not a member of the Fourth.
He is apparently seated amongst you,
and T w‘SF ask him now to stand up.”

Every fellow in the Remove looked at
hiz neighbour; but no fellow stood up.
Miss Ethel woas scanning the juniors
with a pugzled face,

“1 should add,” went on Dr. Locke, as
there were no signs of anyone moving,
“that at the time of the occurrence Miss
Walsh's mother was very seriously ill.
MNaturally, Miss Walsh was terrified at
the thought that her mother would
learn that she had been in such danger.
She foared the knowledge would have
grave rosulis: she was a 50, 48 Ohe can
imagine, unnerved and agitated. Dliss
Walsh, therefore, hnf;gﬂd her rescuer to
keep the matter a close secret, and the
boy gave his word that he would not
mention the incident to anyone,

“8inee then, happily, her mother has
recoverad, and Miss Walsh has told her
of the accident. She has aslso realised
that it was somewhat unfair and un-

rateful of her to extract such a promise
rotn the boy who had saved her hie at
the risk of his own, and she is here to-
day to seek out that boy and thank him
in public for his undoubted heroism, I
agrain ask the boy to stand up.”

There was no movomoent, and I,
Tocke smiled again, and glanced ab
Ar. Walsh.

“The boy is apparently too modest to
admit hiz heroism, Mr. Walsh,” he re-
marked, “Perhaps Misz Walsh will
pick the modest fellow ont for us. We
cannot allow him Lo hide his light under
# bushel™

There was a dutiful laugh. Buot Miss
Tiehel id net lungh, She wos looking
bitterly disappointed.

“"The boy 13 not
answercd.

hiere, sip,"™ she

- faces of his Form-fellows,

“Are you sure:” asked the Head in
SUFprise,

“ Yes; gquite sure,”

There was & silence. A junior sud-
denly stood up, his face red but deter-
mined. It was Bob Cherry.

“Ah! It waos you, &urrﬂ” ox-
claimed the Head guickly.

“No, sir!” Bob Cherry's voice rang
out clearly in the silent room, *It‘was
Merk LillIE}" who did it1” '

“Linley ! exclaimed Dr. Locke in
astonishment. " How do you know that,
boy? Did Linley tell you?”

"MNo, sir. But I'm certain—in fact,
I know it waz Linley, That was tho
real reason why he ran away last
Wadnesday afternocon, sir,” added Bob
bitterly, glancing about at the startled
*1t was not
because he feared being searched by
Ponsanhy, or because he funked—I
mean, feared him. From where he
stood on the bank overlooking the lano
he could see the lake. He saw Miss
Walsh struggling in the water, and ha
dashed off to her aid. That is the
truth, sir.”

There was dead silence in the room.
Mr. Quelch %ad glanced quickly at Dr.
Lacke, who was -eveing Bob Ch like
one petrified. Mr. Walsh and his daugh-
ter stared in puzzled astonishment at
tha i]unim'. But the Remove weare not
wizzled—nor were the two masters.

Bob.  Cherry

Thay understood what
meant only too well.

“Cherry!" .gasped the Head, scarcely
knowing whether to be angry or other-
wige. " Is that true, my boyi. Can
you prove whab you say ¥ )

"Yes, sir,” said Bob steadily, ™ Lin-
lay wrota me a letter—it came to-doy
—in which he told me about it, men-
tioning no names, of course, and in
gtriet confidence.  But—but it can- be
very easily proved, sir. I have a photo-

raph of Linley in my study. ay I
Ering it so that Miss—Miss Walsh can
identify ' him? Please let me bring it,
ST, ,

The Head was silent for a8 moment,
then he nodded. :

“Certainly, Cherry. You may bring
tha photograph. If it should prove to
he Linley who did that act of gallantry
I shall be very, very glad indeed. You
may go.”

Bob Cherry almost ran out of the
roont. He was back again in less than
a minute. He handed a photograph, in
a silver frame, to the Head, who

lanced at it and handed it to Miss
Valsh.

As tho girl's eyves fell npon the faco
of the photograph they lit up jggfully.

“Yes; that is the boy who saved me,”
she gasped impulsively. "“0Oh, I am so
glad we have diseovered him at last!™

“Yon are sure!” asked the Head.

“ Absolutely certain,” said the girl
excitedly, “I could not possibly make
a mistake. But—but where is he 1™

The Head's face went suddenly grim.

“T am sorry, Miss Walsh,” he ex-
claimed quietly. " But Linley, the boy
who sav qou last Wednesday, has now
left this Eﬂﬂﬂl}l. He left—ahem |—{irey-
friars two days ago! I can quite under-
stand vour desire to thank the boy per-
sonally, and I am only too sorry that
he is not at present a member of this
school.” He poused, and thon went on
az if & sudden thought had struck him.
“By the way, Miss Walsh, may I ask
what time ti;a accident took place lazt
Wednesday ¥

Ik hn.FpenEd
ves, yes, she went on cagerly.
remember  hearing  the church
strike three ™

“Thank von very mueh.”

The Head spoke quoistly for o moment
to My, Walsh, and 1hon ho led the way

about three n'cIuclE;E
clock



EVERY
MONDAY.

out of the room. There was a sudden
murmur of excited voices as the door
c};uaed. Mr, Quelch raised a hand for
sllence.

“That will do, boys,” he said grimly.
“¥ou may discuss this—ithis matter
after lessons—not now. Silence!”

There was silence, and lessons pro-

“eepded amidst a tense atmosphere. DBut
for tho remainder of that afternoon Bob
Cherry was the recipient of glances from
all parts of the room—ecurious glances,
And more than once Mr. Quelch him-
‘solf eyed him very curiously. But Bob
searcely noticed these attentions. He
was inwardly shaking with suppressed
excitement, Ho longed for lessons to
finish, and when atl%aat they did finish
he did not leave the room with the rest
of the Remgve. He walked up to the
Form master's desk, his face set and
determuned. He meant to strike again
whilo the iron was hot—strike another
blow for his absent chum,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,

The Head Agrees !
1 ELL, Cherry

M. gu&leh eyed the

junior rather grimly, As a

matter of fact, the -Bemove
master had been about to call Cherry
back to speak to him, in any case,

“1 wanted to speak to you, sir,” said
Bob Cherry calmly. *“You—you Lknow
now that it was Mark Linley who saved
Miss Walsh from drowning, and wou
know now why Lihley refused to sdy
‘why he ran away from that hound—that
—that Highcliffe fellow, Ponsonby?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Quelch gquietly, I
know now, Cherry, Youn should, per-
haps, not have said quite so much as
rou did before strangers, Cherry; but

am exceedingly thankful that you did
aﬁbﬂ.k up, for all that. I have no douht
that Dr. Locke will wish to spesk to
you in regard to this matter, my boy.”

“That is just what I want, sir,” said
Bob eagerly. “I—I was going to ask
Euu to take me before him, sir. I—I

now it's cheek, sir, but—but you don't

know what Linley’s going has meoant
to me. And there is something else in
that letter from Linley that I think you
ought to sce, Here 13 the letter.”

Bob Cherry drew Mark Linley’s letter
from hiz pocket and handed it to the
master., Ha watched Mr. Quelch's face
almost feverishly as he read it. But
Mr. Queleh showed little amazement.
I-%]is eyes grew a trifle steely—that was
all,

“I am very glad indeed that you
showed me this ﬁﬁt‘-h:r, Cherey '™ he ex-
claimed. “It has added strength and
clearness to & vague suspicion that has
been growing in my mind for days. The
expulsion of Iinley was a great blow
to me, my boy, He was a boy in whom
I had every liope—every confidence.
Despite the overwhelming evidence I
could not convinee myself that a boy of
snch sterling chavacter and worth could
fail to resist a moment's temptation.
Yet his guilt seemed certain. His
rofusal to state why he ran away that
afternoon was a very strong point
against him. What has transpired this
afterncon—what you have brought to
light, Cherry—has now made his silence
understandable.”

“You—yon have read that paragraph
—the one relating to the lost latter?®™
gaid Bob earnestly.

“¥eg, I attach a great deal of im-
portance to that oatter. Cherry. The
Head mustk eertainly see this letter, Tt
rings with sineerity., and ita trath
cannot be doubted, Have yvou anything

more to tell me, Cherry?™
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on her preity face, *'is not here ! ™

** The boy who rescued me from the lake,' said Miss Walsh, a perplexed frown
Suddenly Bob Cherry jumped to his feet.

** Ara you sure 7 " asked Dr. Locke.
“1I know who it was, sir,” he said.

**You, Cherry ?** said the Head. **No, sir,” replied Bob. *'It was Mark
Linley ! ** (8ee Chapler 5.)
“Mothing, sir—exe that, if only to the anxious junior before 'I'rotter,

yvou knew the sort of fellow Ponsonby is,

u would never hesitate to accept

inley’s wview of how the plot was
\*:-m:;l:a&. Ponsonby is a heartless rascal,
8ir,

Bob Cherry did not trouble to wonder
if he was sneaking er not in speaking
thus of a fallow %.mm another school.
Bab was fighting for his chum’s honour
and carcer, and he meant to fight with
every available weapon,

Mr. Quelch pursed his lips.

“1 think I wnderstand, Cherry,” he
said grimly. "1 had already formed
my opinion of Ponsonby's character,
Yet I can scarcely credit that any boy
could be s0 wicked as to do such w
dastardly thing as vou and Linley him-
solf sugpest. And you say that this boy
—this Friardale boy—is willing to come
and give evidence if necessary ™

“More than willing, sir!"

“Very well, T will see Dr. Locke
without delay, though 1 must warn you
that it is unlikely he will take any
drastic action in the matter. 1 will,
however, do my utmost to convince him
that these new developments warrant
the reopening of the case. You had
better remain here untill you are sont
for.”

“Yos sip"

Mr. Quelech rustled ont, and Bob re-
mained alene in the Form-room. The
minutes ticked by, and it seemed an age

the page-bow, brought the message.
“Which the ’eadmaster. wants to sce
you, Master Cherry,” he announced.
Bob nodded and hurried away fo the
Head's study. He found Mr. Quelch
seated in earncst conversation with Dr.

e,

“Ah, come in, Cherry!” said the
Head in his quiet way. *“I was abount
to send for you, my boy. when Mr,
Quelch came to me. He has informed
e of what transpired between you, and
I have resd Linley's lotter to you.
am very thankful indeed that you spoke
up 1n your Form-room this afternoon.
'ﬁw news that Linley was the boy whao
rescued Miss Walsh from the lake was
o great aurﬁns& to me—and a pleasaut
surprise. ad I been aware of this
befora Linley left Greyfriars it would
doubtless have made a considerable
difference to his sentence.”

The Head paused. and Bob's hopes
ran high.

“That 13 nok all, however,” went on
Dr. Locke grimly. *“ By making known
the reason why Linley ran away that
afternoon wou have also completely
shaken ml_yi conviction that the boy was
guilty. is refusal to speak on that
point woighed heavily against him in

my view. And Linley's own stalemenis
in that letter have shaken my con-
viction still more, my boy. Indeed,
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they have satished me that I shall be 11:%I you trot all that way u
- shire!

justified in reopening the case."

“Oh, sir™

“1 propose to write fo Linley’s
father, asking him to &llow his son to
return to Greylriars for another trial, I
have dizcussed the matter now with Mr.
Quelch, and we are agreed that a strict
and thorough investigation 15 called for,
1 shall also consult with Dr. Voysey, of
Highcliffe, regarding this boy Ponsonby.
You may “go now, Cherry, Your
staunch f::q,:aﬁty and honest belief in
your chum does you the greatest credit,
my boy. 1 sincerely trust that your
intervention will lead to our discovering
the truth of this regrettable affuir.”

" The Head nodded his dismissal. DBut
Cherry did not go. e stood where he
was, his face scarlet,

“Well, Cherry? zaid Dr, Locke,
ratsing his evebrows slightly. _

“It—it's this, sir,” stammered Boh
Cherry, “¥You speak of wniting to
Linley's father, asking him to allow
Mark to return for another trial. I'm
afraid it's vseless, sir. I know my chun
too well. Haea's lgl'oud, and so 13 his
father. He would never return to go
through the humiliation and strain of
another trial. . I'm certain he wouldn't.
His father would net allow it.™

“Then I fail ta see what can be
done,” eaid the Head & trifle testily.
“What 1z it you wish me to do,
Cherry i” .

“I—1 know it sounds cheeky. sir
pasped Bob. “But—but ecould you
allow me time to go up to Lancashive to
see him 7 I know I could persuade him to
come down again—I'm certain I could.
I know I could persuade his father to
allow him, too. Marky—I mean Linley
—will do anything for me, sir. If sounds
checky, but—but—"

“ Bless my soul ™ :

The Head gazed at Bob Cherry as if
thunderstruck,

“Cherry,” he gasped, “such a course
ia impossible, my boy ! I could certainly
not allow a jumior boy to go such a
dmtance for such a purpose! It is
absurd 1"

“Y could do it, sir! And Wharten, or
someons else, could accompany me!”
{ﬂeaded Bob eagerly. “T'd pay my own
are willingly, sir! Oh, plense, lot me
go—please do! It need not teke more
than a day, and I'm certain I should
bring Linley back with me. Please let
ma go, sirl I have heen there omco
hefore, with Marky—Linley—on heoli-
davs, sir.”

The Head raised hiz hand.

“That will do, Cherry. Kindly leave
the room. T will diseuss with Mr.
%u{-k:h what is to be done in this matler.

oun. may go."
And Bolb Cherry went, his head
Yowed. His hopes wero drooping now.
He knew only too well his chum's proud
nature. And he felt convinced that no
Jignified and official leticr would ever
pring Mark Linley back for such a
purpose—even though it did clear his
good name, It was hopeless,

Out in the passage Harrvy Wharton,
Johnny Bull, Frank Nuogent, and
Hurree Singh were anxiously waiting,
and they surrounded Beob at onee,
bombarding hum with eager questions.

“Come along to our study,” muttered
Bob. “I'Nl tell you there:”

A few seconds later, in Study No. I,
Bob was relating his interview to his
chums, and they whistled loud and long
when he finished at last.

“Well, my hat!" breathed Harry
Wharton, staring aghast at Bob., " You
—you had a nerve, Bob, to ask the
Heod that! Cireat pmp, as if he would
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to Lanca-
But—but it certainly looks more
hopeful.”

“ Yes, ratherl”

“It was jolly decent of the Head to
talk like that, after all,” said Harry.

“T14 was rather a climb-down for him,
vou, know, e sentenced him, and ik

must have made him wince to acknow-
ledge even the possibility of r old
Marky having been treated unjustly.”

“He—he ought to let me go!™ said
Bob thickly, *It’s the only chance. I
know ¥ izl It's pretty hopeless even

now.* .
But Bob was wrong there—quite
wrong. Five minutes later he was

sgain summoned to the Head's study—
and this time Harry Wharton was
summoned also. They found Wingate
of the Bixth in the study with Dr. Locke
and Mr. Quelch, ]
“Cherry,” began the Head quictly, *'I
have discussed thiz matter with Mr.
Quelch, and we have agreed that the
course you suggest is the better one.
You wiljlr go to Bowdsley, in Lancashire,
pnd will do your best to ]pcrﬂlmldﬂ
Linley to return, Wharton will go with
you, as will Wingate,- who has been
instructed to ' return ab the earliest
possible moment on completion of your
task. I have instrocted Wingate fully
as to what you will eay and do, and
you will, of course, ohey Wingate 1n
everything, You will get together all
personal articles necessary for the
journey, and you will travel by the first
tiain from here in the morning. That
iz all—excepting that 1 sincerely hope
and trust that your visit will be success-
ful and that it will result in _the
complete exoneration of Linley. You
ml}. EﬂlJJ ]
The juniors withdrew, confusedly,
hordly believing what they had heard.
But it was true enough. That evening
the Remove buzzed with the strange
news, and the evening to Wharton and
Cherry seemed endless, and they got
little sleep that night. But they were
up early the next morning, for all that,
and altor a hasty breakfast they gtm-ted
out for the station with ingate.
Before morning lessons had started at
Greyfriars the trio were in the train,
en route for London, where they caught
the train at Euston, and were soon
speeding MNorthwards for Lancashire.

i

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Amazing Meeting !

€4 OWDBSLEY ¥ .
B “Here we -are, kids!

you get!” called Wingate.
“Thanlk goodness!” said Bob
Cherry, yawning, “Phew! I'm stiff all
over, Now for Marky [ :

And Bob Cherry grabbed for his hand-
bag on the luggage-rack, and he was the
first out of the mrriaga as the tramn
steamed into the station of the Lanca-
shire town and slowed to a standstill at
the platform. ; :

. Harry Wharton followed him out just
as thankfully, and Wingate jurnped out
after him. - .

In the dull February afterncon the
somewhat dingy station of Bowdsley did
not seem at nﬁ?a cheery sort of place—
far from it. And seen from the train as
they steamed in, the town did not seem
an inviting sort of place, either. A
drizzling rain was falling, and the town
loocked dingy and smoky and dismal.

It was not the first visit of Hnrri
Wharton and Bob Cherry to Mar
Linley's home town—they had spent part
of their summer vacation with Mark
once; 8o the place was not new to them.

Out

But it was new to Wingate, and he
glanced about him with a grimace.

“8o this is the place,” he remarked.
“Let's get & move on.”

“Make straight for Linley’s home, 1
suppose i remarked Bob Cherry eagerly.

“Let’s get some tea first,” said Harry
Wharton, *It's well after four.”

“Weo'll do neither yet,” grinned Win-
gate. “OQur first job is to get rooms,
kids. We had a good feed in Man-
chester, and vou chaps had something to
eat and drink at every dashed station—
m}f;_}:u mention lunch in the train, Como
on !

The juniors followed Wingate as he

ave the tickets up and left the station,

They were tired and stiff after their long
journey, but they stepped out briskly and
eagerly enough into the wet, ghstening
street of the Lancashire town,

A policeman was standing just out-
side the station, and Wingate crossed to
him. MHe came back a moment later,
and pointed to a small, drab hotel across
the street.

“There we are, kids,” he said.
“Doesn’t look much of a show, but the
bobby says it’s the best hotel in the
town, That's our place.”

The three Greyiriars féllows erossed
the. street, and entered the hotel. Win-
gote sought out the manager and fixed
up rootiis fﬂf‘ the party, while Harry and
Bob waited in the vestibule. Then, after
a woll-needed wash and brush.up, tho
three had tea, and turned out into the
gtreet again,

“Sure you know the place all right *”
sard Wingate, as they tramped along
with coat-collars turned up. “What
about e texi, anyway—if there are any
to be got in this show

“Bearcely worth it,” amiled Harry
Wharton, “It isn't far to Marky's
home, and in any case we don’t want Lo
get there just as they're having tea.”

“My hat! Bupposing Marky isn't
there ¥ exclaimed Bob Cherry.” *“*He
said in his letter something about start-
ing at the factory.”

“We'll have to risk that,” grunted
Wingate. “ Sooner we get this business
over the better, anyway.”

The three hurried on, traversing
several streets, and passing one or two
huge factories, humming and whirring
with busy activity, They soon reached
the outskirts of the town. DBob and
Harry stopped at last before a small,
neat villa, one of & row of semi-detached
houses in & pleasant, tree-lined road.

“Ivydene—this. is it, Wingate,” zaid
Bob, “At last!”

Wingate nodded, though he looked
shrprised—apparently at the smallness
of the house. He followed as
Cherry led the way up the little front
path, and knocked on the knocker.

The door opened suddenly, and a
pleasant-faced, homely-looking woman
opened the door. Bhe started back at
Eifht' of the Greyiriars fellows. Harry
Wharton raised his cap, as did the
others, ,

“¥ou remember Cherry and myself,
Mrs. Linley ¥ he said, smiling, “We're
from Greytriars. Iz Mark

“OF course [ remember you!"™ Mrs,

Linley exclaimed, smiiing;, though a
shade crossed her face. * Please come
inside 1"

“This

15 Wingate, the ecaptain of
Greyfriars,™ ﬂai% Harry Wharton.
“Mark will have told you about him,
I'm sure.” : -

He presented Wingate, and the skip-
per of Greviriars shook hands smilingly.
Then Mrs. Linley led the way through
to the cosy front room.

“7 am naturally amazed to see you
here,” she said, her volco still showing
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her astonishment, “You—you have
come to seo Mark——"

“We've come to see him, of course,”
said Bob Cherry grimly. “ And we hope
to take him back to Greyfriars with uvs,
Mrs. Linley. You've heard all about
the trouble there—why Mark left "

Mrs. Linley nodded, a cloud over her
kindly face, .

“ Mark has told us all about it,” she
said guietly. “‘It was a blow to us—a
severs blow! It is a wicked shame—the
poor boy lias been treated shamefully.
Mark's father was very angry indeed,
and he would have written protesting
strongly against such unjust treatinent.
But EIEH"{ persuaded him not to. You
—y?‘n say you have come to take him

C *

“We want him  to veturn with us,
Mrs, Linley,” said Wingate. “ Certamn
things have come cut thal make the
case look better for vour son—the Head
wishes Linlev to return, when the matter
will be investigated more thﬂrnuEhI}i. Is
Linley at home ?” he went on guickly.

“MNo. He 15 at the factory! He was
taken on again at once, as, of course, he
will have to carn his own living now, It
13 hard after what he has been used to
at Greyfriars, poor boy. Dut he has a
better job now—is in the office.” But I
am forgetling; have you had tea yet,
h '8 ?]‘J

“We've had fca at
Hotel,” said Wingate, smling.
will Linley be home ¥*

“In twenty minuces or so,” said Mrs,
Lit ley, looking at the clock. " But do
stay and makc yourselves at home"

“I-think it wouldn't be a bad idea
for us to go and meet Linley,” said
Wingate. “If you will tell us how to
get there—" '

“Why not wait? You must be tired
after your long journey. Sit here.
Besides, it is rainimg—"=

“Wa're not afraid of a drop of rain,
Mrs. Linley,” said Bob Cherry, “We'rc
only too anzicus to see old Marky. And
'-'l'&:}'u going to make him return with
us.

Mrs. Linley frowned.

" S T'm afraid vou won't find that ena;..r,”
ghe said uneasily.  “'The boy iz feeling
very bitter, and he says he will never
return until his name i3 cleared. 1 do
hope he will, though, and that all will
come right” :

“We hope so, too,” said Wingate
quietly.

The Greyiriars fellows left the house,
after Mrs. Linley had directed them to
the factory, and they very easily found
it. It was a huge, ugly brick huildinﬁg,
and even as they reached the big double
gates scores of youths and men and girls
came pouring out.

“Just in time, I faney,” said Win-
gate. “Hallo, that looks like the
office I

Thay moved over to the offices which
looked on to the strect, and they waited
there eagerly, Several men and youths
came out, and at last Linley appearcd.

He was dressed in a neat lounge suit,
and wore an ordinary cloth cap, but they
recognised him at once.

“Marky ! cried Bob Cherry, jumping
forwerd. “Marky, old-fellow!”

Mark Linley started violently, and a
lock of amazement came over his face

as he recognised the Grerxfriars fellows.
HPBob—Bob Cherry—you " he gasped,

tha Railway
“When

a3 Bob grabbed at his hand and wrung -

it. hera®"

Harry

“What are you fellows dein
He shook hands dazedly wit
Wharton and Wingate.

“You—you've come to see mel?” ho
said  huskily. “Has—has something
come out ?

‘epke—I simply had to do it

%
i)
i1

T;..,.-,r.";_

it ey

he was off the pavement.

“ Look out I * Wingate yelled the warning in a frightened voice ; he was too late

to do anythidg. But Mark Linley was not. He was the nearest, and in a flash

Leaping into the roadway, he made a wild grab at

the sprawling youth, and pushed him out of the path of the approaching lorry.
(See Chapler 7.)

“Yos, 1t has, kid,” said Wingate
grimly. * It isn’t much, but it's enough
to convines the Head that there's more
behind this business than he thought.
He's sent us to fetch vou back to Grey-
friars, Linley. ‘The matter is going to
be threshed out again—more thoroughly
this time."

Mark Linlov'z oves blazed, and he sct
hia teeth.

“T won't come ™" he said,

“Don't be a fool, kid!” said Wingate
sharply. *You've got to come.
think I can promise vou that however
things turn, yvour expulsion will be can-
celled, You've got to come !

“1I won't come!” ropeated Mark
fisrcely. “I've been condemned-—con-
demned without a proper  trial, and
sacked. I'm not geing through it all
again.” '

“Marky, old man’ begged Bohb
Cherry. “ Do be seusible! ou'll ind

things different wlen you return, I can
promise you, old fellow. Listen.”

He told the white-faced Lancashire lad
all that had-transpired since he had left
Greviriars, -

“1 hopa you won't be upset about my
showing that. letter to the Head,” said
Bob guietly. “But I did it for your
Marky,
don’t forget”von've got good pals .at
(Grreyfrints to back vou wup now.
Quulluh;,r means to back you up, too.
Don't feel like that about it."

“We mean lo clear you—and wo
will,” said Ilarry Whavlon, * It—it's

good of you to shake hands like this
after—after the way I've treated you,

Marky. 0ld Bob was rvight, and we
were wrong, We see if now. You'll
come?'"”

Mark Linley was zilent, lus face pale
and sat.

“Let's go home!” he said thickly,
“We'll see what my people say., You've
been therve, 1 suppose?™

“"Yes. We only saw your mother,
though."

“The pater will be home by now™
said Mark Linley. * Wa'll sec what he
has to say. 1 want to come; you [ellows
don't know what a wrench it's been
leaving Grevfriars. But—but——"'

““Never mind that now, Marky,” said
Boh gently. “Come on,'

They turned and walked away, Mark
Linley's eyes glistening strangely. It
was plain that, despite his bitter feeling,
he was excited and filled with new hope
at their unexpected visit. They walked
along thoe pavement, and then they
stepped off {o cross the road. As they
did =0 a heavy, lumbering dray came
rombling round the corner, and the
juniors stepped back on to the pavement
again, _ :

A rather elegantly clad vouth whe was
just in front of themt stopped as if to
step back on to tho javement, and then,
changing his mind, he made a dash
across the road. )

Then it happened. Iis fcet slipped
on the wet cobbled strect, and he went

Toe Magxer LiBrary.—No. 539,
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crashing down—full in the path of the = “Hold on!” eried the newcomer ma to do something for hini. You chaps

huge, lumbering draw.

EL{::.I; nut!”g =

Wingate _ yelled the warning in
affright, but he was too late to do any-
thing. But Mark Linley was not. He
was the nearest, and in a flash he was
off the pavement. Leaping into the
roadway, he made a wild grab at the
sprawling youth,

That was all the Greyfriars fellows.

gaw, The next instant the brewer's dray
had thundered over the spot, amid a
wild shouting and e shricking of hastily
applicd brakes. '

e

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
The Plot Revealed !

i 00D heavens!™
With a hissing of steam tha
bhig tractor. drew up to a lum-

berving halt, And just for one
terrible moment it seemed to the
stunned juniors that Mark Linley and
the fellow he had leaped forward o
save were crushed bencath it. But as
they rushed round, with blanched laces,
Harry Wharton and his companions
gave cries of heartfelt relief.
Tho stranger was just scrambling to
his feet on the far side, apparently un-

hurt. Mark Linley was lying in the
glistening roadway; buf as they rushed
to him he staggercd Up, gasping and

rubbing his shoulder,

“I'm agll right!” he panted, as Win-
gate gripped his arm, in an agony of
apprchension.  *The—the lamp, or
something =iurit. caught my shoulder. It's
all gorene!™ :

'“Bure, Linley? snid Wingate, .

“¥os, but—=— Oh, my hat! I'm in
a mess, and no mistake!  That—that
chap all right?"

Apparently he was. The lﬂrr;‘-dri\'er
was storming at the youth angrily as he
stood trying to brush some of the mud
from his clothes. A ecrowd was already
beginning to gather, and a policeman
wag seen to be making his way towards
the scenc.

"Come on ont of this, chaps!™ gaai:e.d
Mark Linley, in alarm. “That fellow
geems to be 0. K. Let's get on”

“Yes, rather!” said Wingate grimly.
“Qure you're all serene?”

“Yeg yves! DBuek up!l”

Mark Linley fairly rushed them away,
and they hurried along the wet street,
ghining in the dim lights from the street-
lamps, Wingate, Bob Cherry, and
Harry Wharton seemed far more axcited
and agitated than Linlev himself.

“Jove ¥ panted Bob Chervy, *That
was & jolly narrow squeak, Marky !
Another inch and you must have heen
squashed to a jelly! Good for you, old
man !

“Jolly good!™ said Wingate, glaneing
with no little admiration at the Lanca-
shire lad. “And—and a few days ago
1 believe some of=you Remove chaps
were calling Linley a funk, Wharton."

“We—we  were fools!"™ said Harry
Wharton. “The fellows shall hear about
this when we get back.” .

“The Head shall, too!" zaid Wingate
grimly.

‘“Oh, for goodness' sake, don’t go and
make a song about that!” exclaimed
Linley, in great dismay. “I just hap-
pened to be nearest, you asses! It was
only what—"

He broke off abruptly, for at that
moment running footsteps  sounded
behind them, and a vouth caught them
up and gripped Linley by the arm. The
four halted. :

Tie Macxer Lipnary.—No. 838,

cagerly, “T've something to say to
vou.” He peered into Linley's face in
the light from the street-lamp. * Yes,
you're the chap who saved my bacon
just mow.” I was too busy slanging that
rotten driver merchant to notice that
ygu'd faded away. Lauckily, I just
spotted you along the. street.” '

“Well, what about it?"” said Linley,
smiling faintly. “Is it a scrap yon
want, or what? T admit I handled you
& bit roughly—"

“Great jumping snakes, no!” snorted
the youth, snatching, at Linley's hand
and shaking it. * What do you take me
for? I want to thank you for saving
my giddy life, my pippin! But for you
1 should have been worth a little less
than minecemeat. You vanked me out
of that mess in fine style. I want to tell
vou I'm grateful.”

“That's all right,” said Mark Linley
awkwardly. “Glad I was in time, you
know. ou're not huort, I'hupe? I'm
afraid I sent vou rolling a bit."

“Not hurt a gcrap, thanks to you! It
was jolly plugk—" -

ghs hastily. “We

Good ! said Mark
were lucky !

He was walking on, when the youth
gripped his arm again.

“Hold on a bit!” he said, smiling
good-humouredly. “I'd like you to have
a little of my fascinating society a bit
longer. I'd like to know the name of
the chap who did that for me. One
doesn't get one’s life saved every day.
It's rather an event.
telling me your name?™ :

“We'll tell you that,” grinned Bob
Cherry, as _Linley remamned silent.
“His name's Linley—Mark Linley—not
Modesty, though you might think so.”

“Linley,” exclaimed the youth,
wrinkling his brows, “I've heard that
name before—recently, too. You

fellows don't live here, I faney?” =

“We don't,” said Wineate, cutting 1n
suddenly. He was staring -rather hard
at the strange youth. “Linley's home is
here, But we come from Greyfriars—a
school in the south of England.”

*Greyfriars P said the youth, with a
start. “You fellows come from Grey-
friars 1’

i:*ires.ll'

“That’s funny—jolly funny!" went on
ithe stranger, staring at Linley rather
enrionsly. “ It was only a few days ago
that I posted a letter to a fellow named
Wharton at Greyfriars. Jolly curious
coincidence.™ : -

“What 7"

There wasz a simultaneous gasp—a
gasp of ntter amazement. ;

“(Freat Seott!” exclaimed the captain
of the Remove. “I'm Wharton !"

“¥You are?” .

The Grevfriars fellows looked quickly
at each other. Wingate was the first to
recover himself, and he gripped the
stranger’s arm fiercaly.

“You posted a letter to Wharton at
Grayfriars?” he said in a hard voice.
“You posted a letter to him from this
town—Bowdsley ¥ ‘

“Yes, I did. Why? Is enything
wrong!® he exclaimed, staring at the
suddenly white faces of the juniors. It
was a letter a cousin of mine—a fellow
who's at Highcliffie 8chool, in Kent—
sent to me, ashin? me to post 1t here.
Why, goodness on ):'Pl-:nnwnsl”

“YWas his name Ponsonby "

“¥Yes, My name's Ponsonby, too.
I'm what my dear cousin calls a * poor
relation,” ¥ the yonth went on, with o
faint grin. “Ho fairly rolls in filthy
lucre; I slog out a living in a dashed
bank here. The only time the dear chup
ever wrota to me was when he wanted

Would you mind .

happen to know him, then™

“EKnow him?" hissed Bob Cherry,
unable to restrain himself. *Yes, we've
thondering good reason to know the
scoundrel ! We'll toon tell—"

“Shut up, Cherry!"” snapped Wingate,
raising his veice sharply. *You can
leave this to me now."”

He turned to the youth quietly,
though his eyes gleamed strangely in the
yvellow lamplight. :

“You say you addressed a letter to a
chap named Wharton, at Greyfriars
School, Kent, and that you posted it
here '
¥ Certainly !”
reply. “Wi:
about 1t7
wrong in it?
gtand this!™

Wingate looked hard at the youth
before answering. What he zaw satisfied
him very quickly. The fellow's face cer-
tainly bore a striking likeness to Cacil
Ponsonby, of Highcliffe. It was refined
and handsoine, but it lacked the weak-
ness and signs of dissipation in Pon-
sonby’s own features, The eyes were
bright and clear, the face open and
frank and geod-natured. .

“Yeos,” said Wingate quietly, “there
was something wrong with that letter.
By posting it you have—unknowingly,
I'm certain—done the fellow who has
just saved your life a cruecl injustice. A
few days ago he was at Greyfriars—a
fellow liked by all, or neﬂ.rlq all—with
good prospects of doing well, ~ That
letter was the cause of getting hym dis-
graced and sacked—expelled as a con-
vieted thief 1 .

Walter Ponsonby—for that was his
name—staggered back, his face dark.

“You—youn mean that?? he stam-
mered. *I=—I thought at the time there
wag something funny about it. I never
got on with my cousin—couldn’t stand
him at any price. But when he wrote
to me, enclosing that letter and askm%
me to post it here I couldn't very wel
refusa; It seemed a little thing to do.”

“l(uu'd no idea, then, what was in
the letter?” z

“OF coursa nott I remember notic-
ing that the writing on the envelope was
in a woman's hand, and T ccrtainly
wondered, Ceecil said something about
playing a practical joke on a chap named
Linley. I—I didn’t dream that there
was dirty work afoot. But I couldn’t
understand where the joke came in if the
letter was addressed to Wharton, Look
here, tell me all about it."” s

“T'11 soon tell you that,” said Win-
gate grimiy. r

And he did, k:lped by the eager and
excited Boh Cherry and Harry Whar-
ton. Mark Linley stood by, saying
nothing. ¢ -Bubt his face was strangely
flushed,

Wingate finjshed at last, and Walter
Pansonby's eyes wern ablaze by then.

“0Oh, the rotter!” he ecried. “ The
unspeakablo worm! Oh, if T had my
hands en the howling cad now ¥Yd—I'd
wring hia dashed neck! I'd teach the
frightful blighter to make a tool of me
for his dirly plotting! Look here,” he
went on earnestly, turning to Linley.
“¥ou believe me when I swear to you
that I knew nothing of this—that I acted
absolutely innocently in the matter ¥

Mark Linley nodded.

“Yes, I do,” he said quictly and com-

was the astonished
¥! Do you know anything
Was—was ihere anything
I'm dashed if I under-

posedly.
“Thankz!"” breathed Walter Pon-
gonby. ‘*And to think you are the chap

who just saved my bacon, and I hap-
pen to be the chap who all but ruined
(Cfontinued on puge 17.)



Flag-Kicks and Pendaities

PARS ABOUT FOOTBALL
MEN AND MATTERS.
By The Man in the Street.

Jh[!ﬁ HILL, the famous centre-half, hias starled a gents out-

fitters business in Burnley, where hé plays. Bat it should
not be assumed that this ia the reason why some of
Burnley's games have f{]ﬂﬁi Ia a tie.

Mr. Joln Lewis, the famouns football legislator, once said that all
payers of games would be more suecessful if they were "teetotal:
Obvicuely, a firm believer In lemon-aid,

Did »ou know that in America they play football on motor-cars?
They'll be using railway-engines for ericket next!

Forty years ago Arbroath beat Bon Accord in ihe Scottish Cup
Wi ponls to nil. That's & reeord! ZEomebody says thet the Bon
Accord poalie had dropped s threepenny-picee in the grass and
wag busy looking for it, with the backs helping him; but there's
ng Lruth in the rumour. :

The Fourth Round of the Cup has just been played. Lord
Muonleverer wants to kmow why the dooce they can't raflle the
thing instead of making all thiz fuss about it.

A pentleman named Mr. Brodie invented goal-nets in }Eqn. One
ar two goalies wish he'd invented a net that hangs down in front
of the gool; he'd have made o real job of it then.

During frosty weather of last year the Spurs covered their
plaving-piteh with 3,000 trussez of ztraw., We understand that it
wh: only with the greatest difficulty that local chickens were
restrained from ruvshing out and layiog eggs ali over the ground.

It is estimated that 115,785 people will go fo see the Cup Final
thiz year. Eilly Bunter culeulates thal if everybody passing through
the turnstiles brings him a doughnut, ho will have enough to seo
Lim throogh until the start of the cricket searon,

In Scotland there Is a foothall team which goex by the name
of Clachnacuddin, With a name like that they ought to be able
to beat any ordinary eleven.

It is gaid that £6.500 was paid by Sunderland when Bob EKelly
wag transferred from Burnley a few weeka ago. Wa understand
tlmtl the Burnley directors will now wear silk hats instead of
howlers.

Thiz Is snpposed to be the coldest winter we have had for 140
¥ears., Weo sha'n't belleve it until we see the Wigan directors psing
Tot-water bottles to thaw out the touchlines.

We have an inquiry from a reader who wants to know why some
plavers wear bandages round their knees.  Borry, but this is a
trade secret.

“SHOULD CHARGING BE ABOLISHEDY' asks & newspaper.
We liuive nsked the opinion of Aberdeen supporfers;, amd Lhey all
peree Lhat charging ab the turnstiles should be abolished.

A mupggestion haz been made that International fcoma should
play matches in national costume. This 3 all right up to a point
seotsmen could wear kilts, Americans could wear hori-rimmed
spectacles and chew gum; but Italians would be rather hapdi-
ciapped in macaronf mufers, and you couldn’t cxpect a Bwiss
teaen to play in edelweiss and skis!

A little while age the Arsenal were Invited to dioner at the
lovge of Commons, We wonder il they would Lhave been iovited
il they “ Haden * got “ DBrain * iu the team )

]

- has to kick off. But as they are then leading by ten
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| arry Wharton's
| Sootball Supplement—
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I have meanaged fo secure the services of some of the finest
foethall experts in the counfry as contributors fo owr new
Supplemnent,
be sure of getting the very latest and most ceclusice news,
infcresiing gossip end information. —H. Wharlon, Ed.

MAGNET readers woho follow it vegularly can
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SIZE OF THE GROUND.

HERE are some very funny things about thiz game of foot-

ball, as anybody who reads the roles carefully must realise.

It is years and yeari since these tules were first framed,

and additions, sobtractions, and alterationz of &ll sorls

have been made from time to time. Yet there are some points

which are still badly worded, and in other directions it is amazing
to find that-they are lke elastic—stretchable.

Take a glance at Ruole 3 with me. It says quite distinetly there
that “after a goal haz been scored the lmiln% side shall kick off.™
Of course, the rule doesn't mean anyihing like it says. A side
which i3 ten goals up may have a goal scored against them, and
when the ball ls taken back to the centre of the field that-tﬂ:;
B
one, how on earth can they be called the losing side? mt the
rule means is that the side which.has just lost a goal ehall kick
off, but it i3 amazing that it doesn't say o,

The goalposts and the crosshar are clearly important features of
football, and yet we find that clubs are allowed to please them-
selves what aort of goalposts they have, so long as definite dimen-
slons as to thickness are observed. Not only are the clubs allowed
to . choose for g'hemaelma, but they do, and consequently there are
various kinds of posts in use on the big groands on which the most
important clubz in the biggest League play. The majority have
gquare posts, as my readers are no doubt aware, bubt some have
oval ones, and some have round ones. 'Amun% the clubs which
have Installed the round posts are Manchester City, Notts Forest,
and West Ham United, snd 1 fined that the tendency to nea this
gort of posts ms distinet from the square ones is spreading.

It can be arguned that the sort of posts used doesn't matter
a great deal; bot it does matter in rome cases, and [ am sorprised
that the rule-makers have not lald down definitely the sort of
posts which ought to be ndopted. ;

In the frst place, the square post 15 more dangerouns, and apt to
result In & more serious injury to the player who runs his head
or hiz body into them than the round posts. In the Cup Final
of 1024 I saw Billy Walker, the famoug inside-left of Aston Villa,
knock himeelf elean out by dashing hiz chest into the sharp corner
of the post. The hurl might have been less serious if the post
had been round.

Then, too, the matter of sgquare or round posts affects the resulés
of some matches, When the Lall from certain angles strikes a
rounded post 1t goes Into the net, whereas €he same ball, driven
against a square post, would come back inte the field of play.
Early in the present season I saw West Ham score n goal of this
sort against Newcastle—a goal which would not have been scored
if the Hammers had been using square posts, I say they ought
to be standardised.

Perhaps the most amazing thing about the rules so far as the
big games are concerned, though, is the fact that, roughly
speaking, the clubs are allowed to play their matches on grounds
of all sizes and shapes. It may surprise those of yon who haven't
read the rules to know that a pitch may be as long as 130 yards
or a3 short as 100 yards, that the maximum breadth is 100 yards
gnd the minimum & yards, I don’t know of any pitch which s
ahsolutely sguare, but from the foregoimg it will be seen that a
club could play on a plteh 109 vards wide and 100 yards square,
and yet keep within the rules. .

We often wonder why, in the majority of first-class games, the
homa teams usuatly succeed. Surely the size of the pitches may
be one explanation, Imagine a team, accostomed to play their
matches on & pitch of the maximum length and width, suddenly
called upon to perform on n pitch of the minimum size. They
would feel all on top of each other. Indeed, the difference to a
forward line between playing on a piteh 100 yards wide and on one
50 yarde in width iz so obvious that the point need not be
emphasieed. Strictly speaking. it is o dilferent game.

Tee Macrer Linrary,—No. H'..’ﬂu
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Tiicks of the Trade

E'S the lad who knows what fuotball
really iz! Of all the posilions on
the Held, not one can compare with
centre-half eo far as continwous

work 15 concerned.

Tha wingers may frequéntly have oppor-
tunities of discuzeing -the play with touch-
line spectators, or even partaking of o little
refreshmeént. The goalie, if he's lucky, may
have a quiet snooze up against one of the
uprights. But the dentre-half—Hke's in the
very thick of it from the kick-off to the
walk-off.

Ohvicouely, therefore, he must have almost
the stamina of a Sahara camel, the strength
af an elephant. the speed of an antelope,
and the hrainz of n professor!

That sounds & tall order, but it's not far
off the mark. ;

One must remember that when the defénce
Ands itsell working up a sweat, the centre-
Lalf has got to be right there; in midfeld
play he's the pivol around which the tussle
revolves: In attack he must kKeep up to lend
the forwards a hand—or, rather, a foot, of
course.

On the face of 1t. the centre-hall seemes
Lo be in for & rough time .all round. But
the right chap glorles In the position, for
he's o player right through the match.
Never does he become a spectator. If the
opposing side are far superior, he's kept busy
attempting to hold back their forwards; il
the others are inferlor. he's backing up his

own forwarde.

" The nahility to tackle well is essential.
Flils entails hoth neat footwork and clean
shoulder charging. And as a dribble often
follows, another art i3 added to the list.

The centre-half should not indulge in o
1ot of dribhling. 1f one of his forwards I8
yomarked and inm a favourable pesltion, in
{act, he should not retain the ball at all,
hut punt it across. Judicious passing 18
alwaye better than dribbling.
. Bpeed iz vitally important, as it is the

centre-hulf's husiness to help to break up
opponents’ aftacks before they are able to
neat the full-backs., Oftentimes he may
have a centre and two inside forwards to
deal with, and find it necessary to sprint
from one to the other. If he were slow,
therefore, he would be left in the lurch
every time. .

It is- an excellent plan to have o definite
nndarstanding with the other two halves
and the backs. For inatance, the centre-hall
may agree to tackle the opposing centre-
forward every time the latter gets the ball,
wihilst the other halves mark the wing men,
wnd the backs concentrate on the Inside
forwards, Combination movements ecould
nften be broken up in that way.

Another wheezse is for the centre-hali to
tackle a dribbling forward with a charge
whilst one ‘of the backs goes for the ball.

Naturally. such pre-arcanged plans can only
“come off ' when the conditions are favour-
alble, Bubt with practice and pérseverance
each deféender would pet to know his
partner's method of attack.

The centre-half shoold be able 1o wze the
rutaide .of his head as well as the inzlde—

that f&, his head should be as useful as &}

third foot in propelling the ball, whilst his
hening shonld always ha working overtime. -

Just =topping the bhall with the head is
ot snflicient. THis aim shonld be to direct
the flight of the leather in any desired dires-
tiom. This can come oply through practice.

Endeavour to eatch the ball just on the
epot where the halr beging on the forehead
—unless you are bald. of courze, in which
cate you must remember where the hair used
tn etart!

Heading practice with a tennis-hall iz mask
uzefnl. Get o pal to piteh the ball into
the sir. dodge to one side, and then let
vou attempt to head it back to him; or, if
vouu are alone, you could fry heading the
teall b o mark on o wall

Tur Macxer Lirrary.—XNo. 5530,

¢ -CENTRE HALF/ E

SOCCER’S NEVER-STOP.

Make your head meeb the
ball any add impetus to its
rebound, otherwi:e it will be
propelled only a few [eetf,

The centre-hall can be of
enormous  assistance ' during
an attack on his opponents'
He should not hang
in case of a hroak-
awny, but add his efforts to
those o©f the forwards. As
soon as the ball vomes out
he must punt it back, and
if bhe seed hall a chance he
should let drive at the goal
itzell.

On days when the ball is heavy and gressy
long ehots are well worth while. Likewize
they are partioularly dangerous when there
is & strong following wind. Ask any goalie
Ihow he feels In such cazes!

There is a strong temptation to the centre-
half to wander, especially il the opposing
cenbre-forward Is of & roving disposition. To
a certain extent he may follow the play to
varlows parts of the fleld, but he must
always bear in mind that he is responsible
for the centre section.

High pasze: to the forwards are not nearly
g0 acceptable ns shots amlong the ground. In
gome cases it Is necessary fo lob the ball
over an opponeént’s head. As a rule, how-
ever, the best passeis that which travels
low, and is directed ahead of the intended
reciplent.

The importance of “atieking 1t " cannot
be over emphasised, 8Should you be beaten
in o tussle for the hall, do not give it up
as a bad job, even if your chances of retriev.
ing the ball are remote. Peg away after
your opponent, and hang on to him elther
until you beat him or force him to pass.

Continually be prepared to take up the
position of one of til:e other halves should
he be tricked. Make it your object to. worry
the rival attack as & dog does a rat. Imter-
cept every paszs possible; . attack instantly
any opponent who bas- the ball in your
gection of the Reld. '

Eeep your eyes skinned for opportunities
immediately following goal-kicks from either
end, Althaugh in #neh cases the bhall should
ba directed to the wings, it more often than
not ig ballooned to the centre. The half
thus hkas & chance of trapping it and start-
Ing & movement amongst the forwards which
might casily lead to a goal.

Lastly, nz his position s tha veritable
bBackbone of a team, the centre-hall should
keep in strict training, and avoid like the
plague anything which may endanger his
fltness,

goal.

N N N T A N N N Y Y S T AV AT,

LIGHTNING SKETCHES OF
FOOTER CELEBRITIES.

L

Jimmy Seed gives ua an impression of
Stanley Seymour, the Famous Qutside=
left of Mewogastle Linited.

HARRY WHARTON'S FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT!

USEFUL HINTS TRAIMNING FOR

FOOTBAILL

HOW TO BEAT THE WEATHER,
By Percy Longhurst.

YER heard of ©“3Lill FRunning ¥?

W. G. George, the man who made

and kept the world's mile ronnin

_ record for twent-five years, took hol

of this wonderful exercise, named It the

1M Up,™ and tralmed himself by means

of it for his races. The 100 Up will help

you beat even the vagaries of the English
climate, for you ean practise It at home.

There are cvenings when outdoor running

Iz out of the question, I know; but the

100 Up will give you your run just the same.

It is {uat ordinary running, with the excep-

tion that you don't throw your feet forward

st every step, but bripg them down on the

game place each time. Ji's not o bad plan
to mark & chalk-mark or something on the
foor, o that you can bhit the same place
each time. If you can get the use of a
gehool-room, meeting-hall, gym-—any place
with four walls and a roof—practize the
100 Up there. You move just as you should
in running—head up, arms working, knees
well liited each time—but don't carry your
heels up too far behind. You can runm thus
either slow or fast. But for your footer
training von don’t want to run fast, unless
—when you're well vsed to the exercise—youy
care to put in a "sprint * of ten or twenly:
steps now and again. One hundred steps
with each leg will make a nice spell. Hest
for a few minuotes, and then indulge in
another spell. That will do quite well for
an evening's work, though if von like—and
it's & good plan—yon can follow up with &
few minutes’ skipping. 1t may be con-
gidered a ** girl"s game,” hut skipping enters
largely into the training of hoth sprinters
and boxers, athletes who know” the valoe of
quicknesz, good wind, and stout leg muscles.

But, to return to the running. I don't
advise you, chums, to take the Full hundred
steps with each leg the flrst time yon try
thiz exercize. Begin with o spell of forty;
for, simple as it is, 1t {3 o powerful exercisc
and it tokes some getting wsed to.

Oh, and beres another tip! Wheraver it
is you do your 100 Up, see that the room
in which you are exercising is well venti-
lnted. Get into your togs just as i you
were going foar an  outdoor mmin, work
honeetly, and, even If there isn't n fire going,
vou'll goon be warm enough. Practise the
ind Tp every day, morning or evening—the
firet for choicn—and just ns regularly as yon
have your breakfast. Do It, anyway. even
il vou can work in your two-mile trot twice.
a week, I do it every morning of my life
tn help me kecp fit.

If you are so lucky that you don't have
to leave home very early in the morning
tor go to work, there’s another tip you can
take advantage of. Go for an early-morning
run before breakfast. Yes, even if it means
petting up ten minutes earlier. And the
ron need not take more than ten minutes.
Start it by wilking fast, ns fast as yom
ean for a guarter-mile—half .o mile if you've
the time. I'rhen turn and trot quietly home.
Finish the ron with a thirty ¥'lr-rls _:aipr{nh
and you'll tackle your breakfast with a
keener relish.

The slow run, the 100 Up, and the skipping
are means to fitness that every footer player
should adopt. In addition, there.are train.
ing hints suited to every position on the
field T want to tell you about. Carrying
them ont meanz more strength, more staying
power, Increase of activity, and an all-bver
soundness and fitness. These combined pro-
duce the well-trained player, and no player
can do himself justice If he fsn't fit.

S0 many remarks had been gddressed
ta the referee by one particular spee-
tator ot & recent match that eventually
the man with the whistle stopped the
game and went up to the talkative eritic,
“Wheo is refereeing thizs match, you or
e he asked. Quick as highining

came the reply:  * Well, you're not,”
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(Continucd from page 12))
Fou1. Look here,”™ he went on

savegely., *“I'm going to put this right,

if I bave to come down to Greyiriars

myself—if I have to take my cousin

by the neck and drag him .before the
master.”

“That won't be necessary, I faney,”
satd Wingate smiling. 1 suppose you
won't mind writing and signing a note
saying what you did—some proof that 1
can show our Head.”

“I'll do maore than that,” said the
youth, breathing hard., “If you'll come
along to my digs now I'll" give you all
the prool vou want. I've got the letter
he sent me still in my wrnting-case,
luckily—the letter Cecil wrote me asking
me to do the job. Come on!”

He led the way without waiting for
an answer. Wingate nodded to the
juniors, and they followed quickly
enough. They were fairly trembling
with excitement, and no wonder. It
seemed like -a miracle, and yebt it was
nothing strange, after all. Mark Linley’s
face was still composed, and he seemed
the least excited of anyone. Bob Cherry
squeezed his arm more than once. His
own .htart was too full of thankiunlness
for words just then.

They had not to go far. Walier
Ponsonby stopped at last before the front
door of a small villa and let himself in
with & latch-key. He took them into
the front room, where a cheery fire
was blazing. On the table tea was set,
but Walter shoved it to one side.

The next moment he had a writing-
case open on the ifable, and was rum-
maging among the  litter of papera
within. - He withdrew a letter and
handed it to Wingate, Wingate read it
and after letting the juniors read it
he shoved it carcfully in his pocket-wallet
—at Walter Ponsonby’s request.  Then
the bank clerk seated himseli at the
table and started to write, and the letter
he wrote was addressed to Dr. Locke,
at Greviriars. It was s short letter, but
it told-quite enough, and after signing
(it Walter Ponsonby handed it to Win-
gate, who placed it with the other.

“There you are!" snapped the youth
then, *If that isn’t enough evidence to
clear your friend I'm more than willing
to come down -personally and give
ﬂvid’mmc. You've only got to wire for
me, "’

“J don't think that will be necessary
at all—in fact, I give you my word it
won't,” said Wingate grimly. “* We're
thundering grateful to you for this,
though. It's good of you, after all 1"

“You're not hali so grateful to me
as I am to thizs chap,” said Ponsonby
with a lavgh. “The giddy bank very
nearly lost a member of the staff to-
right.”

The juniors laughed, and after de-
chining an invitation to stay to tea, they
satd good-bye to Walter Ponsonby and
left the house. In the street again, Win-
gate turned to Mavk Linley and laiwd
‘& kindly bhand on his shounlder.

“1 fancy you'll come back with wvs
now, kid,” he said. * Neither the Head
uor ihat cad Ponsonby can dispute this

avidence. It clears _you completely,
Linlev. You'll come, of course?

“We'll thumping well scrag him bald-
headed if he doesn't agree to como!"
said  Bob Cherry darkly. “We'll yank
him to the station ourselves by the scrulf
of the neck. Understand, Marky, vou
sold mule?”

Mark Linley langhed—his old, cheery
langh.

“Well, if you chaps really want me
to come, I suppose I ought to: I can't
be so ungrateful as to refuse. You're
fmd chaps—true pals. Bob, old man,

‘vo you chiefly to thank for this. I
know it! You're the best pal——"
“Cut it short !" said Wingate grufily,
though he chuckled as he . spoke.
“Thumped if I ean see why we're stand-
ing in this dashed rain gassing. If we're
'iomg to Linley's home let's moving.
1 suppose we'd better trot along there
in case Linley’s pater needs persuading.”

“I don’t think he will—after this,”
laughed Mark Linley.

Nor did he. When the four reached

“Ivydene they found Mr. Linley at home,
tlso Mabel, Mark’s sister. And a right
royal welcome they all got!  Their
amazing news waa received with deep
thankfulness by Linley's people., There
was 1o question of not getting Mr.
Linley's permission after that. Linley's
parents insisted upon the Greyfriars
fellows having another tea—they were
true, hospitable Lancashire people—and
after tea the whole party went to the
local ecinema. Then back again to
supper, after which Wingate, Wharton
and Cherry tramped back to their -hotel,
tired out, but happy. :

“I'm glad we came, kids—jolly glad !"
zald Wingate, as the three went up to
bed that night. * Everrvthing will be
as right as rain now, I fecl cortain, But
wo're risking nothing. We'll make a
job of it. When wo get off the train
at Friardale I'm going straight to High-
cliffe, and T'm ﬁ_}:in to tackle friend
Ponsonby. 1 shall tell him what cards
we hold, and give the dirty hound a
chance to confess on his eown—though he
doesn't deserve it. DBut if he won't own
up, then. we go to our Head and let
him do the rest. Night-night!? °

And the three revfriars fellows
turned in to make suve of a good might's
sleep 1n preparation for their ﬁcmg
jowrney on the morrew. Their expedi-
tion had been successful—far more sue-
cessful than they had dreamed it wonld

Theve was a surprise for Cecil Pon-
sonby in store—a very unpleasant sur-
prise.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Apprehension I

13 DON"T like if, you fellows!™
‘Harold Skinner muttered
words in a low tone.

Skinner & Co. had just finished
tea, and they were discussing matters
with glum looks on their faces. Since
that sceno in the Formeroom and the
revelation of Linley's hereism, Skinner

& Co. had been more than worried.

They had been more worried still
when the news leaked out that Win.

the

gate, Wharton, and Cherry were to go.

MNorth in order to bring Linley back
for & more thorough investigation of the
banknoto affair.

It filled the guilty trio with appre-
hension.  They were not afraid on Pone
sonby's behalf, It was more likely than
not that Skinper & Co. would have becn
more relicved than otherwise to zoo dis-
aster overtake Cecil Ponsonby, if such
could eome abont without affecting
themselves.

But they knew it would affect them.
They knew Ponsonby's vengeful, spite-
ful nature only too well. Ponsonby had
vowed that if he went down SBkinner &
Co. should also go down with him. They
had stood by without speaking and.
allowed a grave injustice to be com-
mitted, That alone was serious enough,
But that was not all. Ponsonby knew
far too much conecerning Bkinner & Co.'s
little shady games for their comfork
and safety. Bkinner & Co. had very
guilty consctences on that score,

And Bkinner was thinking about this
now when he stated gloomily that he
didn't like it. :

“*We ought to warn Ponsonby,” went
on Skinner moodily. *“He thinks he's
safe, He isn't safe, by any méans,
With Linley back again there's no
]‘-r.nuwmg what may come out. I don't
lika it !

“Neither do 11" muttered Snoop.

“The fellows hera have turned since it
came out about that dashed rescue
bizney,” said Stott, with a sneer. “It
was that cad Linley before; it's poor old
Linley now. Now they kmow just why
Linley ran away, they're beginming to.
think, and they're beginning to suspect
old Pon.”

got the

Skinner
suddenly.

“Come on ! he snapped. “"We've got
to warn Pon to look out, you chaps!
We'll walk over to Higheliffe. Plenty of
time before call-over. We'll tell -lum
what to expect, and we'll warn him to
keep his peepers open for danger. Oh,
the fool! Why did he risk such a
dangerous game

“*And why did he drag us into it, hang
him 1™ snarfed Stott. “Anyway, vou'ro
right, Skinner. Wea'd better go 1V

“Yesz, ratherl!” :

Skinner & Co. Jost no time. They left
the tea-things on the table, and snatched
their eaps, and made their way out into
the dusky Close. As they passed ont of
the 8chool House a fat junior camo
running after them, cramming his cap on
his head as ho ran.” :

“1 say, you fellows, wait for me!” he
called out. “I'm coming, you know !”

“¥Y¥ou'ra not!” snapped Snoop.
“Here, back you get, fou fat worm !™

He grasppd Billy Bunter, and was
about to plant a boot behind him, when
Skinner interposed,

“Let the fat ass come if he wants to 1"
he grunted. “IFll remind Pon of his
danger when that burbling duffer starts
gassing.”™

"Gh,
Bunter.

* Comao on, hang you ! hissed Skinner,
giving Bunter a glare. *I'm going to
tell Pon to talk to you, my pippin. ¥You
jolly nearly gave the gonme away the
other day when he was hero!”

The Owl of the Remove grinned a fat
gren. )

“0Oh, really, Skinner, that’s all rot,
vou know ' he said. “Y'm too wide for
Wharton's lot, or anyone el:e. They've
got nothing out of me, though they tried
to. I'll talk to old Pon all right., I
want him to change a postal-order for
we, ¥ think he will, don't yon? Especi-
ally now the Head's on the giddy war-
path. He, he, hol”

“Oh, shut up!* hissed Skinner.

Days apo Skinner would have kicked
Bunter "away with more foree than
paliteness had he tried to tack himself on
to them for a walk, But he did not do
o mow. Ho know that tha chief donger
lay in Bunter's wagein: tongue. It was
policy o keep in with 'Hi'[t_u,r Bunter just
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up from table

really, Skinner——" bhegan
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now. A few blundering or spiteful
words from him ‘ana they were done,

In glootuy silence the juniors tramped
glong Friardale Lane, Bunter trotted
slongside them, but he was not gloomy
or silent. He chatied cheertully, with-
out gotting, or expecting, a reply. The
lights of Highcliffe oomed up at length,
aund soon they were tramping into the
ball-way of the rival school.

A number of Highclilie jumors were
in the lighted hall, and they stared in no
little astonishment and with no little
hostility at Skinner & Co. A visit from
Creyfriars fellows was unusual, especi-
ally in the evening., Skinner & Co.
ignored them, and walked on’ towards
the Fourth Form quarters, and knocked
on the door of Ponsonby's study. _

Thers came sounds of hurrled scufiling
from within the study, and then suddenly
the door opened, and Ponsonby looked
cukt.

“Good gad! It's you, Skinney!" he
gasped, staring in some alarm at the
Grevfriars  juniors. “What's upt?
MNothin® wrong, 1 hope ¥ :

Skinnar walked into the room, with
Stott and Snoop at his heels, and j]u_ntﬁr
trotting behind, Skinner grinned taintly
a2 he sniffed the aromo of cigarettos.
Apparently they had disturbed Ponsonby
& Co. in a surreptitious smoke. In the
study with Ponsonby were Gadsby and
Yavasour, o

“Here,” snapped Ponsonby, glowering
“at Bunter, “get out of this, you fat
elam ! Ne fat pigs allowed in here!
Qutside !

He raised his boot towards Bunter, but
Skinner held up his hand. )

“Let the fat nss stay 1" he exclaimed

significantly. “ You were asking if any-
thing was wrong, Poni"”
“Eh? Yes, yes, Is anythin' wrong,

Bkinner? You look—""

Skinner closed tha door coolly, and
gat on the table.

“¥You're not so thundering safe as you
thought you were, Pon!” he announced
grimly. "**We've walked over to warn
vou to look out."

“Rot 1" said Ponsonby, thnu[gh he eyed
Skinper uneasily. “L'm sale enough,
you fool! You'se a funk, BSkinney!
Linley's gone now, and——" .

- And he'll most likely be back again

this evening, Pon!"™ zaid Skinner
deliberately. -
(g4 whatl?!l.l

The cad of the Remove nodded, rather
enjoying Ponsonby's startled face,

“It'a all right—so far,” he said quietly.
“But something came out two days ago
—ihe real reason why Linley bunked
the other afterncon. He'd happened to
spot a kiddie fall through the 1ce on the
GGrange Lake, and he rushed across that
field and vanked her cut. That was why
he bunked.”

“What d'vou mean!” muttered Pon-
gonby. “I don't see—"'

“I'll explain, then,” said Skinner,

And he oxplained.

Ponszooby’s face cleared a little at the
end. :

“Well, that won't affect me,” he
eneered. “‘He's sacked now. But—but
"Di.'l.k saic*:’ something sbout his coming

a{_‘_ e

“1 did,” said Skinner. “ That dashed
rescue affair's made the Head look at
things differently ; he's suspicious of you
now, Pon. He's sent Wingate, Wharton,
and Cherry up north to bring Linley
back ngain. They're expected at Grey-
friars to-night, The Head's going to
hold another investigation into tha whole
bizney. Now do you understand 7"

Ponsonby went a trifle white.
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“Oh gad!" he breathed., *They—
they've gone up to Bowdsley?  If—if
they happen to stumble ageinst my
dashed cousin—""

He broke off, amd gritted his teeth,

“Bo that's how you managed it?"' said
Skinner, opéening, his eyes wide. “ You
kave a eousin there, then? You got him
to post thoa leiter there for you—what "

“Yes, I did!” snarled Ponsonby, “I
don't see why you shouldn't know how 1
worked it I imitated Linley’s mother’'s
handwriting—you remember that letter
1 found *—and 1 seni my letter with the
banknote up to my cousin. He posted 1t
for me. It was all beautitully easy.” b

uk

Ponsonby spoke  boastingly,
Skinner frowned,

“I hope you've destroved that letter,
Pon,” he exclaimed suddenly—"'the
latter of Linley's you found, 1 mean ! If
that's discovered in your possession——"

“1 haven't destroyed it yet, but I'm

oing to,” said Ponsonby, taking out
15 pocket-wallet and extracting a
crumpled letter. “*There i1t 15, 1 was
hoping to make further use of it if the
octher wheeze failed.”

He shoved the letter carelessly back
into his pocket.

"Hang it all, why should I fear any-
thing !" he growled. “The cads are not
likoly to hit up against him, after all.
I'm safe enough, Skinner, They can
prove nothing, even if they do suspect,

ou fool! Kick that [at worm out, and
et’s have a game of banker now you're
hare !

“h, really, Pon!" grumbled Billy
l'iuintur. “That's not the way to treat a

al.
Eﬂusenac. If wou won't toe the line I
shall know what to do. I've only got to
speak a word and you'd be in o mee hole,
wouldn't you ¥

“Shut up, Bunter ! hissed Skinner,

“I sha'n’'t shut up,” grinned Bunter.
“I've got something to tell you fellows—
something you'll be jolly interested to
hear. ou fellows back me up, and I'll
back you up, you know. ut I just
want old Pon to understand that I'm not
standing any nonsense first, Old Pon
had better toe——  Yarooch! Keep
him off ! Wait! I tell you—"

But ® Ponsonby didn't wait. With
eves blazin witﬁ fury he rushed at Billy
Bunter, ang sent him spinning across the
room with & vicious elout. Then he
pgrabbed tha fat youth, and started to
punch him unmercifully,

“Leggo!" roared Bunter. *I tell you
I know something ! If yon don't lemme
go it'll be too late, and——  Yarpooh!

Ow, ow '

“T'll teach von to talk to me like
that !’* hisszed Ponsonby. “You got me
a ragging the other day, you fat worm,
and I'm going to take it out of your
hide now !

Skinner jumped forward and grasped
Ponsonby, dragging him away by sheer
foreo,

“Let him alone, Pon, you fool!” he
eried, “Can’t you sec the [at worm
knows something? What is it, Bunter 7

Ponsonby drew away, hreathing hard,
his eves glittering with ungovernable
furv. Bunter glared at hium, :

“Yarooh! I've a {ull;,r good mind—
grough '—not 1o tell you now!” ha
proaned, “And if it wasn't for that
paper you've got of mine 22

“Tetter tell ug, Bunter,” said 8kinner,
eveing him curiously. “You're in this
with us, you know."

The Owl of the Remove evidently

realised that only too well,

“Oh, oll right!" he grunted. *1I say,
it's all up with you, Pon, unless you do
something. Wingate's bringing Linley
back, and, what's more, he's iringing

I tell you I'm not standing any’

proof back—proof of what you did. They
me} & chap at Linley’s town—that cousin
you Ejlﬁ-bkﬂ asbout. Yoa said they
wouldn't hit up sgainst him, Well; they
must have done. IHe's given them your
letter asking him to post that letter in
Bowdeley, and he’s written a letier to

the Head explaining how and why he

did it—a blessed confession! Fact!”

Pensonby staggered back, his face
ashen.

“It—it isn't true-—ik can't be irue!”™
he panted.

“It's a faci, 1 ftell you!" gasped
Bunter. “He's u blessed bank clerk,
isn't he, named Walter Ponsonby ? He's
sick about your tricking bim .into doing
it, vou know."

“How did you gel to know thie,
Bunter " panted FPousonby, * Nobody
knew I had a consin there—a bank elerk,
And that's his name. (Good gad! It
must be true!” :

“1 heard Nugent on the phone,” said
Bunter., “I—I happened to overhear
what he was saying. They'd rung him
up from somewhere, saying they were on
their way home, and what they'd done.
1 heard Nugent telling Bull and tho
others afterwards, too. They were jolly
excited, I can tell you!”

" There was a silence. Ponsonby was
looking dazed and shaken. He knew
that nobody at Greyiriars could possibly
have known about his cousin, and hbe
knew that Bunter must be speaking the
truth now. Skinner & Co., and Gadsby
and Vavasour were looking more than
seared.

“{Zood gad!” breathed Ponsonby.
“I'm done! That—that letter I wrote
to my dashed counsin will finish me. [—

He broke off suddeuly, his eyes gleam-
ing desperately.

“What time are they
arrive, Bunter?” he hissed.
know " :

“8ix-ffteen, Nugent sand.”

“0Oh, you fat fool! Why didn't you
tell us before this?" groaned Ponsonby.

“I rushed out after Skinver as soon
az I knew,” grunted Bunter., “You
never gave me a chance, though, when
we got here. And—and I was going to
make you gimme that signed paper back’
before I told you,”

“Hang you!"

“ Listen, you chaps.

expected to
“Do yow

snarled FPonsonhy.
There's only one

chance. You've got to back me up in
this! If vou don't, I'll see to it thak
you'll all sorry for ik, Rush and gel

Monson and Drury here, Gaddy. They ve
got to help, too. We'll be cight to four,
not counting that fat fool. He'd better
keep out of 1t."

“ But—but what--—" .

“Thara's only one thing for it™
suarled Ponsonby. s=natching out his
handkerchief. *“We've got to waylay
those cads when they leave the station,
and we've got to get those confounded
proofs. Thore's nothing else for it. We
cah make masks out of our handker-
chiefs, and we'll take 'em by surprise.
You chaps can leave the rest to me.”

“But—" began Skinner again,
aghast.

“There's na * but* about it." said Pon-
sonby through his teetli. *“It's got to
be done. Vithout that proof—that
lotter of mine—they can prove nothing,
absolutely nothing. We've gt}f lo gob
it. If we don’t, it's the high jump for
most of us.”

Ponsonby's “friends ' were staggered
at the scheme. But there was nothing
elso for it, they saw ihat. DPonsonby
was in deadly earnezt, and they knew
him toc well to refnse. They saw thut
his danger was their danger. Gadshy
rushed ont te bring Monzon and Drury,
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and those shady juniors scon saw the
wisdom of obering the rascally Pon-
sonby, They dare not refuse o oboy.

They wera ready at last, There was
nong too much time, Afler tearing holes
in their handkerchiefs they donned
coats and caps, and left the school,
leaving Bunter to his own devices. Al
that fat youth, feeling more than a little
apprehensive now, started homewards
for Greviriars

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby*s Last Card !

INGATE and the threa Remove

w_ juniors stepped from the train

at Friardale with grunts of

relief, and glaneed about the
badly-lighted but familiar platform.

“Thank goodness!" pgrowled George
Wingate,  Lancashire's not a bad show,
Linley, but give me Friardale and Groy-
friars. _ Buck up, kids, and let's ko
moving.'

“You told Nugent what {ime to ex-
pect us when you phoned, Harryi”
asked Bob Cherry, glancing about him.
“1 hoped the asses would be here to wel-
come old Marky back again.”

“Yeos, I told them all serene,” grinned.

Harey Wharton. * They'll be along pre-
sentlv., “ Look out for them."”

The party left the station, and started
out cheerfully on the tramp for Grey-
friars, swinging their baps as they
walked., It was a cheerful home-coming,
and a succezsful end to their expodition,
anel they all felt thankful and light-
hearted. Even Mark Linley's face was
bright now. Ile knew that it was only
a matter of kime now before hia good
name was restored.  Moreover, Wharlon
and Cherry had assured lnim that a wel-
comn awailed him in the lemove, and
that alone was more than comforting.
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1 Wingate fought hard, but his assailants

were too many for him, however. His
arms were gripped and held, and he felt

‘hands fumbling in his pockets. Then .a

light pierced the gloom, and ils narrow
beam shone on a hand holding papers—
papers taken from his own pockeis.
* Got them ! ** came a voice. ** All right,
chaps—run forit I ** (See Chapler 10.) .

The juniors kept their eyes open for
a sight of their chums coming to moet
them. They knew Frank Nugent, Johnny

‘Bull, and Hurree Singh would not fail

to meet them if they could. But the
outskirts of Friardale was reached, and
the three did not put in an appearance.

“Blow them!” grunted Harry Whar-

ton. “I suppose Quelchy or someone's
stopped them coming. Anyway—
Hallo ™

Harry Wharton stopped suddenly az a
quick series of rustles sounded from the
hedge on either side of the dark lane.
The lamps had been left behind -on the
outskirts of the village, and deep dark-
ness lay around the Greyfriars fellows,
But it did not prevent them seeing the
dim forms that leaped suddenly from
the hedges the next instant.

“Look out!” yeclled Harry Wharton
in great alarm.

He caught a swilt glimpse of dark
forms with gleaming eyes showing
through holes in masks, and the next
instant he was struggling fiercely with
two unknown assailants.

Harry was the only fellow who had
glimipsed the attackers, and he held his
gwn for a time, fighting fiorcely. But
the others were taken completely by sur-
prise, and they went crashing down,
dazed and bewildered. ; ‘

Wingate found himself on his back in
tha muddy roadway, struggling in the
grip of three attackers. The sudden
attack had dazed him for the moment,
and the heavy fall had almost stunned
him.

He fought hard, nevertheless, but his
assatlants wora too many for lum, how-
ever, His arms were gripped and held,
and he felt hands fumbling 1n his pockets.
Then a light pierced the gloom, and its
narrow beam shone on a hand helding
papers—papers taken from Wingate's
pockets.

“Got them!" came a voice. “All
right, chaps. Run for it!" -

onsonby, for he it was, crammed the
papers—Iletters they wero—into his coat-
pocket, and was about to leap up him-
self, when there came a whirring of cyelo
wheels, and three lights fashed mto view
round the bend nearby.

Harry Wharton knew in an instant
what thoy meant, and his voiece rang
out:

“Rescue, Remove! Rescue, Johnny,
Nugent, Inky! Quick ™

What followed was confusing. Thgm
sounded the grinding of hastily-applied
brakes and the clatter of falling
machines. Then three juniors rushed
up, one of thcm‘ﬂmding the scene with
hgr t from his bicvele hm?]'

b was Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull,
and Hurree Singh. They were just in
time to glimpse five dark forms as they
vanished into the trees bordering the
shadowy lane, but only five.

“Quick with the light!” came Win-
gate’s voict sharply. *“I've got one of
the rasealsi™

“"And I've got another!"” sang out
Ha.rr;ir Wharton.

"Hﬂ"‘r"ﬂ I!”
“And I fancy I know the merchant.
you don't b’

He hecld on grimly te his wriggling
captive. Frank Nugent jumped to obey
Wingate, and he flashed the light on to
the eaptain of Greyfriars. He was still
on the ground, and ho had a maskad
follow held tightly, As the light flashed
on them, Wingate released one hand and
snatched the mask away. :

“ Ponsonby 1" gasped Frank Nugent.

w‘_‘ Yes, it's Ifriend‘ Ii_lI‘-:}nmnhp:” said
ingate grimly. ‘He was jumping
away, but I just grabbed him in time.
Who are the other masked beautiea?”
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chuckled Bob Cherry.
No
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The light scon shone on them, and
their masks were wrenched away despite
their frantic struggles. One was Gadsby
and the other was Harold Skinner. The
faces of all three captives were livid
with fear and apprehension. ;

“1 think I can guess what this
means,” said Wingate, getting to his
feot, but still holding on to his captive,
*“The merchants must have got wind of
our coming and all about it—goodness
knows how! Well, Ponsonby, you've
played your last card, and lost!”

Fonsenby groaned. He had lost, and
he knew it. He ground his teeth with
helploss rage. Skinner and Gadsby were
trembling. They also knew the game
was up. ] )

“You chaps leave your bikes in the
hedge. They'll be all right there for a
bhit. Wa'll keep to our original inten-
tion, and visit Higheliffe, -I think. We'll

it this business fixed up teo-night.

‘ank them along!”

““Yes, rather!

“Let mo go!” hissed Ponsonby. “It
—1t was only a jokel I—I didn't know
it was vou, Wingate. I—I was just play-
ing a prank on these Remove chaps, 1
thought.”

“You weren't after these letters, were
vou?" grinned Wingate. “Oh, no!
Come on, or I'll boot you aleng, you
precious fugh'?-'ay robber ! _

. And Pansonby, Skinnor, and Gadsby
went along, They had no choice in the
matter.

With their eaptives, Wingatoe and tha
Famous Five and Mark Linley tramped
into the hall of Higheliffe S8chool. There
was a shout as they entered, and several
fatlows who were standing about chat-
ting came rushing up. They stared at
the amazing sight of the Grerlriars
fellows and their prisoners.

Langton, the skipper of Higheliffe,
came hureying up, his facé showing his
amazement. '

“‘What's this, Wingate " he gasped.

“Take usz somewhere whore we can
talk, and I'll oxplain,™ said Wingate.

Langton, though captain of the rival
echool, was on friendly torms with Win.
gate: and, after staring for 2 moment,

he nodded.

“Bring them along here,” he said
grimly, “I suppose Ponsonby’s been up
to some of his usual rotten games!™

He led the way along the passage, and
Wingate and the rest followed, & staring
crowd of Higheliffe follows behind them.
Langton pushed open the door of =
large room, and they went inside. It
was the junior Common-room, and a
swarm of juniors were round the fire.
They jumped up and stared in astonish.
Taent.

HNow, what's this game?” asked
Langton. “What's Ponsonby been up
to—lozing more Avers?

Wingate smiled grimly.

“It's in connection with that fiver,
Langton,” he said. “That precious fiver
was never lost. Ponsonby enclosed it in
a lving leiter, and got his, cousin in
Lancashire to post it there,” '

“Wha-a-at¥

There was a deep murmur,

“You've heard the story, I expect,”
gaid Wingate, his: face pgoing grave.
“Ponszonby charged a Greyfriars fellow
with stealing it. That fellow was
Linley here. He was convicted, and
expellesd from Groyfriars for it.  I've
now got procf that the fiver was never
stolen, but that the whole thing wasz a
dirty, raseally plot on Ponsenby’s part
—revenge an Linley here.”

There was another amazed and angry
murmuy, Ponsonby shivered as he met
the glances of his own schoolfellows,
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“It—it's & lie!” he breathed, his face
livid with fear. “It's a liel It's gll rot!
I deny it utterly.: I defy Wingate to
prove a word of it!"”

Wingate gave him & glance of scorn.

“You mean to deny it, then—to bluff
it out "

“Yes, of course 1 do deny it.”

“Even though you know I hold the
letter wou wrote to your cousin ab
Bowdsley, asking him to post that letter
for you¥"

“1 know nothing about any letter,
hang you!”

Wingate set his lips, and his eyes
gleamed,

“Yery well,” he snapped. “We'll
have it cut before your headmaster or
ours. I've given you the chance to
own up yourself, If you won't take it,
then tgat".i your look-out. Look at this
letter, Langton, and this!™

He handed Ponsonby's letter to Lang-
ton, also Walter Ponsonby's letter, ex-
posing his cousin's rascality. As he did
s0 Ponsonby gave a snarl, and then, with
a sudden leap, he snatched the letters
fﬁmm Langton's hand and ltaped for the

re.

But someone else was quicker. It was
Bob Cherry. Like lightning his foct
shot out, and Ponsonby took a header
aver it, crashing down on hands and
knees, Bob Cherry snatched the letters
out of his hand as he sprawled there.

But the rascally junior was up again
in & flash, and he flung himself in a fury
at Bob Cherry.

There was & struggle, but Beb Cherry
sont the desperate schemer spinning
away. In a moment a dozen hands were
holding him back. Ponsonby's face was
like that of & fiend now. :

“If anything were wanted to prove his
guilt, that does,” said Wingate guietly.
“But you'd better read the letters,
Langton. You know the full story, of
course, how Linley was supposed to-have
sent the money home to his people, and
how his mother was supposed to have
written o letter, sending the money
back, and thus giving her son away.”

*Yez, yes; everybody's heard that”
said Langton. He tock the letters and
glanced at them, though he was already
convineed. “I don't understand quite
wow it was worked, though ™

“That's oasy enough,” said Wingate.
“He had found a letter of Linley's from
hiz mother, and he copied her handwrit-
ing, taking the address from that.”

“ Phow "

Fow failed to understand it now.

“But what's Gadsby and Skinner got
to do with it?" demanded Langton.

“That's -what I'd like and mean to
know,” za1d Wingate, ayein
trembli faca sﬁarpiy. "%kmncr, if
vou'll take my advice, vou'll own up to
what you know of this. It's bound to
come out now."

Skinner licked his dry lips. He saw
that only too clearly now. Ponsonby
was done; it would have to come out.
He knew that Ponsonby would give
them away, and he knew he could never
hoodwink Dr. lLocke over the matter.
He gave a hunted look about him.

“I—-I'll own up,” he panted. " But—
but I swear I had noe hand in the plot.
Poasonby worked it himself. He came
to us first—Stott and Bnoop and myself
— and askod us to plant that fiver among
Linley's belongings at Greviriars. We
rofused, and he did that—he worked it
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on his own. But—but we daren't let ik
out; he swore to ruin us if we did. You
know what he 18"

“Well, the rotter !

“If any of the fellows present had
doubted Ponsonby's guilt, they could not
doubt any longer. Ponsonby simply
shrivelled under the glances of scorn and
contempt.

“And that aitack on us in Friardale
Lane to-night,” said Wingate. *“I sup-
p-ncsE that was to get the evidence from
me ¥*

“Yes, yes. Bunter overheard Nugent
on the phone, and we hurried over to
warn Ponsonby,” stammered Skinner.

* Bunter knew about it all; he was listen-
ing when Ponsonby asked us to plant
that fiver that afternoon, and Pon
frightened him into keeping silent about
it, too. He made us all ﬂlﬁ him to-
mght to attack you to get the proofs.
That's the truth; I swear it. Isn't it,
Gaddy

Gadsby nodded dumbly, He was
shiverin

HWE]E.. upon my word!” breathed
Langton, gazing at Ponsonby's livid

face with utter scorn.  * You—you
ilvmll‘.]mf’l T,I,m Head shall know all this.
shall—

He paused as the door swung open,
and two gowned ﬂ%ma entered the
room. One was Dr. Voysey, the Head
of Higheliffe, and the other was Mr
Mobbs, the unpopular master of the
Fourth.

Dr. Vowsey glanced round, him in
pmazement.

“What doea thiz mean, Langton ¥ he
asked stornly. “ What are these Grey-
friars boys doing here "

Langton explained in cool, level tones,
and the two masters listened—Mr,
Mobbs in horrified alarm, and Dr. Voy-
soy grimly, with an ever darkening
frown on his brow. His face was thun-
derous as Langton finished and handed -
him the two lettérs.

“ Ponsonby 1 he %aspecl. after reading
the letters. T am shocked—scandalized |
Is it possible that yon can have been
so incredibly wicked as to do this
thing #*

“Tt—it's all lies, sir1” whispered Pon-
sonby. * Lies!”

“I do not believe that such is the
case, Ponsonby,” thundered Dr. Voysey.
“ Bitter it 13 to me to realise it, but I
have not the slightest doubt that Lang-
ton’s story is the truth. Dr. Locke, of
Greyiriars, has already related to me
the story of this boy, Linley's, hercism
on the Grange Lake, aud he has sug-
gested to me already that there was a
possibility of a grave miscarriage of
justice having taken place. Dr, ﬁcka-
and myzelf were only waiting for the
return of this unlortunate boy to have
the matter thoroughly thrashed ouk
Buch & gourse will not be necessary now.
Do you still persist in denying the
:;utg‘l# of this story told me by %ﬂ!lg—

I

Ponsonby's
snake’s. ;

“Yes, sir,” he zaid, almost insolently,
HI dD.H

Dr. Voysey turned to Wingate and
questioned him closely, after which he
questioned ‘each of the Groyfriars
juniors in turn, finishing up with
Skinner. Then he guestioned (Gadshy,
That cowardly youth ecounld zcarcely
]E[]EE.IE, but he gasped out the truth at
ast. ]

Dr. Voysey bent a2 grave,
hagga.rd leok on Ponsonby,

* Ponsonby,” he said, his voice terrible
in its 1ey sternmess. " 1b would have
been better for vou had you confessed,

eves plittered like a

almost
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rather than adopted this defiant attitude,
You have disgraced yonr schoel, you
have acted .the part of a scoundrel!
There 15 not a redeeming feature in
vour conduct throughout. There is no
need for me to consult with Dr, Locke,
of Greyfriavs. I am quite satisfied that
you did this thing in a cold, caleulating
spirit of base revenge. This school iz
no place for you, ¥ou will leave High-
cliffe by the first train in the morning.
I will wrife and explain the full cireum-
stanees to vour father

Ponsonhy starcd at the Higheliffe
Head as if turned suddenly to stone,
Then quite abruptly he -seemed ito
crumple up and his inzolent defiance
left him. He fairly grovelled before Dr.
Yowsey,

“ Not that, siv ' he muttered hoarsaly.
“Mot expulsion! My father—my father
would kill me! He's hard—hard as
iron. Ho—he'd horsewhip me if he
knew. Oh, pleaze don’t vxpel me, sirl
I simply daven’t home |

“¥ou should have considered that
before cntering upon such a rascally
course of conduct, Ponzonby,” said Dr.
Vovsey, glancing down at the grovelling
coward. “ Yon deserve neither pity nor
merey. Mr. Mobbs, will you kindly see
this bay to the punishment-room*"

*Y.pa, sir,” stammered Mr. Mobbs,

He led the panting Ponsonby away—
hiz smug face showing his dismay, Dr.
Vovsoy turned to Wingate,

“You may return {o your school, my
hoye,” he said a trifle stifly, 1 will
ving up Dr. Locke without delsy and
aequaint bim with the facts, T am glad
the truth has conie to light,” he added,
glancing at Mark Linley.

“Yeos, sir,” said Wingate,

Wingate nodded to the Greyfriars
juniors, and they followed him out.

“Well, that's that!” breathed Win-

gate, as they started for Greyfriars. -

* A1z well that ends well, Linley. Glad
you came now, what

Mark Linley said nothing, but hizs eyes
were shining with thankfulness, and he
linked his arm in Bob Cherry's. It was
Bob Cherry who had done it all—Bob
Cherry who had proved staunch and
time in the hour of trouble—a true
chum. Mark Linley felt he had a lob
to be thankful for. Johuny Bull, Frank
Nugent, and Inky found their bikes in
the hedge, and the party tramped back
to Greyfriars—all of them happy with
the exception of Harold "Skinner. That
junior was silent and white-faced. He
had slways known that Cecil Ponsonby
was a dangerous friend az well as an
enciny, and he had geod reasen to know
it more so now.

“You'd better go to vour study and
remain there in case vouw are wanted,”
said Wingate to him, as they entered the
School House. “Linley, you'd beticr
come along to the Head with me. You
other chaps can report to Mr, Quelch.”

Wingate and Linley found the Head
in his stody, and they discovered that
he was already in possession of the faets,
He wa= just putting the telephone re-
eeiver down as they entered the stady.

He listened to Wingate's repert in
silones, and then he turned a smihng
face to Mark Linley, and held out his
hanid,

“Linley, my Dboy,” he said quictly,
“yeur have lween through a  trying,
wretched time. I am only thankful to
be ahle to welcome you back to Grey-
frizrs, and to he gracful to Providenca
that T am. able to adjust a greve mis-
carviagn of justice. You are fortunate
indeed, 1 may add, in having such o
stalwart champion ax Roboevt Cherry for
a chun. I will sey no more at the
moment, It {o-mareaw morming I pro-
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The central fgure in the present series of stories, Mark Linley’s photo

holds, perhaps, a double atiraction for you.

Despite the ** faked ** evidence

of such a base and misguided youth as Ponsonby of Higheliffe, Mark Linley
is a fellow with a heart of gold, straight as a die, and as hard-working as a
thousand Ponsonbys put together, A good sportsman, Mark is a prominent
member of the footer and ericket elevens under fhe captaincy of Harry

Wharton & Co. Whatever Matk

uts his hand to he does thoroughly,

and this wholehearted enthusiasm of his has earned bim the respect of his

Form fellows since he won his way to Greyfriars on a scholarship—leaving

out the cloud which has temporarily estranged him [rom them—and the

admiration of his Form master. Shares Study Nu. 13 with Bob Cherry,
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, and Wun Lung.

poso to place the full facts before the
school, also to commend you publicly for
the two acts of heroism you have shown
in the past few days. You may go.”

Linley left the siudy, and & few
minutes later he wasz listening with a
crimson face to kindly words of welcome
and congratulation from Mr., Quelch.
Later still, in the rag that evening, the
Remove had a great deal to say to the
Laneashive lad. They had given Linley
a rough time, and they realised it now,
and they were only too anxious to make
atnends.

L] L] L] L] L] L

There were two publie COTrCIMonies in
Big Hall the next morning. One was in
honour of Mark Linlev, and the other
was in honour—or, rather, dishononr—
of Skinner, Stott, Sncop, and DBuntor,
Boing an exceedingly modest fellow,
Marky wonld have cscaped his ceremony
if ho could have done. Al being very
modest follows—on such cceasions—the
shady quarteiic wenld have cscaped
theirs could they have dowe 0. But
ihere was no eseape for then,  Certainly
they had not Leen an active party to
Ponsonby™s plot, but they had stood by
and allowed an innocent follow to solfoer
when they econld have spoken oul and
saved hine  And o publie logging cach
wirs tho least e, Locke decided he gonlded

administer. So they were flogged—and
a severe flogging it was. It was lucky
for Bunter that it did not come out how
he had “blackmailed * Ponsonby, or it
would have been something worse than
a flogging for Billy Bunter,

That morning the news came through
to G]“E}'friﬂrﬁnﬁ’lﬂt Ponzonby had been
expelled—that he bad gonc from High-
cliffe. And all that day Skinner, Stotr,
and Snoop shivered in apprchension,
lest the spiteful Ponsonby should
“sneak * to Dr. Locke of their shady
proceedings, for Ponsonby held ampla
proof of Skinner & Co.’s cxenrsions into
blackguardism. But he had not done =o
apparcutly, for the cxpected call from
the Head did not materialise, and by
bed-time that night the guilty trio began
lo feel safo,

They had little to be thankful for,
however, had they only known. For,
thaugh cxpelled, Cocil Ponsonby was not
finished with, Skinner & Co. and Lirey-
friars wore to hear more of Pousoniwy
before many days were out.

TIIE ENI,

(This iz nat the end of Cred Ponsanln
et Ny uny means!  Manl gow reod
“oiffee Hildew Foel™ ha Frawk Biehonis,
in opert reek’s hamper isswe of the
Al anskT. )
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MEET THE PRINCE OF DETECTIVES—BELOW!

WHAT MANNER OF MAN is it who ill stand by and hear nasty things said :
wwakes up the wrong passenger when ke tounts Curly Taylor with his mother's humble
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about his mother ¢ Lionel Speediow
circumatonces !

A Powerful New Football and Detective Story, featuring Ferrers Locke, the private
investigator, and his. clever boy assistant,

Engaged by the Crown !
IHE‘PEGTDE TOWLEY eyed that

letter for quite ten minutes and

seratched his head by way of seek-

ing inspiration. But the only con-
clusion, that he came to was that the
writer of the message was responsible
for the murder of Marchant Taylor, as
a glance at his notes told him that the
time the tragedy had been discovered
was & minute after half-past five!

And wet if an unknown had been Mar-
chaut Taylor’s assailant, how ecame it
that Sanky Badger should ke found upon
the scena? ¥ was it that he had
Hown? Why had he been holding a
smaking revolver in his hand ?

Inspector Towley might well have
scratched his head, a far more com-
petent officor would have had ample
mystery upon which to exploit his
powers of deduction,

He turned to Curly Tayler, who was
standing there, the shock of the whole
affair shill written upon his youthful and
honest countenance.

“It's m mystery with s capital *M,' "
the inspector grunted. " But this letter
will satizsfv the coroner that foul play
was premeditated.”

" Yes, but it won't explain what's hap-
pened to the body of my uncle,” said
Clurly. “If we could pierce that part of
i:]:lln?,f mystery the rest would unfold -
Bi I-J!

And the only answer Inspector Towley
could make to that sage remark was a
non-commikbtal grunt!

[ i o r L =

It was exactly three weeks after the
tragic end of Marchant Taylor and the
finding of the mystericus missive which,
from & point of evidence, seemed

prophesy his death, that Ferrers Locke,
the celebrated private investigator, re-
ceived & summons from Mr., Jefferson
Beeks, the Home Hecretary.

Without loss of time Ferrers Locke
ordered a taxicab, and was soon speedin
towards the drab building in Whitehall
that sheltered one of the highest officials
in the land,
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to

After what seemed & lengthy formality
of red tape, Ferrera Locke was at last
ghown in to the great man's room.

“ Ah, Mr. Locke !” grected Mr. Jeffer-
son Beeks, * You have lost no time,"

The great detective bowed, and then
seated himself in a red-leather chair
pushed forward for his benefit. For
some fow minutes silence reigned in that
official-Iooking reom, during which time
Ferrers Locke had opportunity to note
the careworn expression on the intellec-
tual face hefore him

Mr. Jefferson Beeks was undoubtedly
n hard-worked man, for the duties of
Home Secretary ' seemed to embrace
everything that went on in the public
and official world around him.

He logked up at last from a pile of
papers on his desk and sat back in his
chair.

“I expect you sre wondering what
business has brought you here ?” he said
at length, and his long, tapering fingers
plE}'ud a nervous -tattoo one upon the
other,

“I am presumptuous enough to think
that I know already,” returned the great
detective shrewdly.

“The dickens you dol!™  Jefferson
Beeks was mildly surprised. -
“I have taken tha liberty to watch

vour lips while I have been sitting here
these fow socconds,” said Locke quictly,
“and twice they have formed the name
of MarchHant Taylor."

“Ah!” The Home Secretary was more
aur';uriﬁ.eqi than éver, ]

*““Also,” continued the detective,
“thoere are two shoaves of papers lying
upon your desk, each of which bears the
typewritten name of Marchant Taylor.
They are, presumably, the reports ot
the special sittinF of their lordships at
the High Court.'

“You arc indeed an observant man,
oxclaimed the Home Secretary in
admiration. y

Ferrers Locke inclined his hoad at the
compliment. :

“Tn my meuss-lﬂn, gir, one has to be
observant.’

“¥Yes, ves! Buot to business, Mr.
Locke,” said Jefferson Beeks hurriedly.
“You are no doubt acquainted with the
remarkable facts of the shooting of this

Jack Drake.

—er—Marchant Taylor, and of the amaz-
ing disappearance of his body."

“1 have gleaned that much from the
newspaper ‘réports,” said Locke grava!jr.

“Then you know about this uliar
letter that was found at the deceased
man’s house that seems to throw some
light upon the whole remarkable affair?"

“I have seen a_ reproduction of it n

the newspapers, sir.” (o p
“Ah, and what 13 your opinion of it,
Mr. Locke?"

“My mind 15 open,” came the reply.
“Rut the letter would e-erta:n‘ty seem
to supply a starting-point to the motive
for Bufﬁplmhant T:!,:ria.:u-P.::I tragic end.”

““Then you think, as do their lordships
who have tried this amazing case, that
the letter came from the head of a
secret organisation !’ queried the Home
Secretary ~agerly.

*I have yet to be convineed," came the
answer. **But for the moment that
theory will provide a starting-poink.’’

“DBut this nlan Sanky?" said Jefler-
son Beeks. “Do you think—I am ask-
i“ﬁ: gau your unafficial opinion—that he
killed Marchant Tavlor "

Ferrers Locke was a fow seconds mn
replying. S

“You asked for my personal opinion,
gir 7" he said gravely. * I, personally,
don't think thizs man Sanky did kill his
master and beénefactor. But, again, the
evidence almost proves conclusively that
he did, for he took to flight.””

“Yes, yes. But I am wandering from
the point at issue.” exclaimed the Home
Becretary. ‘I have called you here to
ask you to investigate the case generally,
but to pay most attention to the letter
found at the house of the dead man, fore-
telling his death. In the opinion of the
police the whole affair is the dreadinl
work of s seeret organisation that is a
menacg o the country. Newspaperdom,
too, has developed what was an opinion
in the first place into a practical cer-
tainty. As Home Secretary, thorefore,
it falls to my lot to stamp out secret
organisations of this kind. If you will
oblige me by taking up thit case you
will be doing your country a service,
and will, incidentally, earn the overlast-
i:g nj:nt.itudn of a harassed Home Secre-

Y.
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“I am ab your service,™ said Locke
quietly.

“Thank wsou, Mr. Locke—thank you,
indeed! I say without Hattﬁrﬁ that 1f
yau can’t get to the bottom of this affair,
then no one will. You see,” he added,
with a radiant smile, * your excellent
reputation has even reached the ears of
a Government official surrounded by red
t&m.l, .
“You are very kind, sir,”

The Home Secrotary smiled. The
worried |pok had left his handsome face.

“Of course, you may have carte
blanche in the matter of expenses,’ he
said, “And at the satisfactory con-
clusion of the caze 1 am empowered by
hig Majesty™s Government to hand you a
cheque for two thousand pounds.”

But Eerrers Locke was on his feet
now, and his hands waved a protest.

“If I mav b permitted to say so, that
two thousand could be put to better use,”’
lie srid respectfully. “If I can be of
gservice to my countrv, and,” he added
with a flicker of & smile, **earn the ever-
lasting gratitude of its Home SBecretary,
my reward will be great enough.”

“As you willl” smiled the official,
vising to his feet.

The movement indicated that the in-
terview was at an end, and Ferrers
Locke reached for his hat and gloves.

“1 feel much lighter in my mind now,"”
remarked Jefferson Beeks, as he shook
the cclebrated detective warmly by the
hand. “*You will, of conrse, keop ma
posted from: timer to time as to the
sueccess of your - investigations ™

“That 1 most certainly will,” said
Locke. " ¥You are optimistic in thus
speaking of my suceess beforehand. 1
will endeavour to justify your encour-
agement, sir,”

" Five minutes later the great detective
was being driven back te his chambers
in Baker Street.

Jack Drake, his boy assistant, awaited
him in the sitting-room.

“Jack, my lad,” said Locke, pulling
off his gloves, "wo are motoring to
Lan?-adaﬁs within the hour.” -

“Langsdale!” eoxelaimed Drake, his
ayes opening  wide with excitement.
¥ Why, that's where this fellow Tayler
was killed.™

“Exactly " sgaid Locke. “And we
have been eommissioned by the Home
Secrotary to round up tho seeret organi-
sation that hrought about hiz end—if it
exists,”” ha a.dr,]eg beneath his breath.

" Topping " exclaimed Drake, " We've.

had o week’s rest since that Lone Manor
affair, and I'm beginning to pine for a
little more excitement than filing nows-
paper cuttings.”

The great dotective =zmiled
gently, i

“No doubt you'll find all the excito-
ment you want,” he said. * And there'll
Lbe plenty to keep you busy, for all we've
got Lo start us on our gquest is that bricf
letter the Langsdale local inspector found
at the deceased man’s house.”

“Talking of that,” said Drake, un-
folding a newspaper, "1 see the verdick
of the High Court concerning the death
and the pysterious disappearance of the
body of old Taylor is * wiliul murder
agrainst Hanky.” Doesz that mean that
the estate will be wound up, and Lhat
the will of the murdered man will
proved ¥

"It does,” said Locke. “For it was
npon the unigue, although not unprece-
dented circumstance of an inquest being
held upon an imaginary dead body, that
the case was referred by the Langsdale
coroner to the High Courts. If their
lordships were satisfiod that Marchant
Taylor waz killed, the estato would be
wound up in the usual way.”

“H'm!" ejaculated Drake, *Their

indul-

lordships, after a. three days’ sitting,
appear to be satisfied, but I'm blessed if
I am,"” he added thoughtfully.

Farrers Locke looked, up sharply,

* What do you mean " he asked,

“Wall, there’s something jolly fishy
about the whole affair,” replied his as-
gistant. "I can't say where, how, or
why, but my  instinets tell me that
there's more in this Marchant business
than their lordships have heard up till
now.

“Maybe you're right " Ferrers Locke
was voleing his thoughts aloud unknow-
ingly, and Drake, asz he heard them,
felt & thrill of satisfaetion run through
him. And then, in his usual voice:

“Get the car out, my lad.”

And Drake, whistling the air of a

popular dance tune, hastened to do his
master's bidding. '

The Cousins !
T the same time that Ferrers
Locke and Jack Drake set out for
Langsdale, a smart two-seater

car pulled up outside the late
Marehant Tavlor's house. Scarcely had

the auto been brought to a standstill

than the man at the wheel started to

make the air hideous with a series of

ﬁiﬂming shrieks from the Klaxzon horn at
is elbow, '

“Confounfled  sleepy  hole!” he
growled. :
_In less ‘than twe seconds after the
initial shriek from the Klaxon, the door
of the old house was opened and the
surprised figure of Turville stood framed
in the aperture, .

There was an expression of disapproval
on hiz face, for, in all his years of ser-
vice, the ancient retainer of the Taylors

d never been summoned in so peremp-
tory a fashion.

But as his eves rested on the man at
the wheel, the expression changed from
annoyance tg impassive civility, for he
recognised his late mastor’s nephew;
Lionel Speedlow. :

“Welcome howmne, sir, if I might use
the words in all respect,” he greeted.

Lionel Speedlow's lips curved in a
secornful smile, and with an overdone
Eenutra of affectation, he caught up the

lack silk ribbon of his monocle and
slipped the eyeglass in his eye. Really,

THE OPENING OHAPTERS.

MARCIHANT TAYLOR, an e¢cceniric old
gentleman, whose only inderest in life
appears o be the Lanpgsdale Wanderers,
tohich teamn he {nund:d and nursed Lo itg
present stage of popularity and stuccess.

SILAS CHISHOLM, hiz fellow-director.

CURLY TAYLOR, Marchant Taylor's nephew,
a laed of eighteen who livesr up at his
uncle's houwse, the Rookery, and plays
centre-forward for the Wanderers,

SANKY BADGER, the trainer.

& L] [ ] L] = L]

At the cloze of a thrilling mateh betwean
the Wanderers and Treadwell F.C. the home
gide find o shock awailing them in their
dressing-roon, for slréetehed upon the floor iz
the lifeless figure of their managing-director,
Marchant Taylor, and over him. holding a
emoking revolver, i= Badger, the trainer.
Badger iz accused of the erime, which he
stoutly denies, and succeeds in making hiz
cacape from the ground astride a motor-bike.
The footballers and Silas Chisholm give
clase, but Sanky eludes them, Returning to
the dressing-roont, the Wanderers find
anather shock moaiting them, for the body
of Marchant Tanlor kas disappeared. In-
spector Towley, a local police officer, takes
charge of the affair, and, accempanied by
Curly, visits the Kookery, Here a mystifying
picee of evidence iz picked ur in the zhaps
of o letter bearing the jJollowing words:
o Po-day at five-thirty we strike.'' And
Marchant Tawler recelved that leller a few
hours before hiz end/

Speedlow had no ocause to wear &
monocle, -for his evesight was of thd
best, but a certain clique amongst whom
he had moved had adopted the monocle
as & mark of distinction befitting the
gentleman,

The action with the monocle brought
back the frown of digapproval to Tur-
ville's wrinkled faaturﬂ,ﬁ_,—{:ut. a3 the glasa
was smeared with méisture, - Speedlow
gaw not that frown. Indeed, all his
attention was taken up in keeping thia

refractory eyeglass in his eye.  Ejye-
glasses have their uses after all.

After that initial survey through the
monocle, Lionel Speedlow climbed from

his seat on the car and stretched himself.
Ho was a tall fellow, well proportioned.
Hiz clothes- fitted hini like a glove, and
bore the outward and -visible sign of a
high-class tailor. = His features were
handzome enough, but hard living had
left its mark upon them, and weakened
the mouth for all time.

Taken altogether in a gquick survey,
Lionel Speedlow’s clothes were the best

part about him.

‘Hé murmured something unintelli-

gible to the servant, and walked into
tha hall of the great house. He sniffed
the air deprecatinfly, and once again
the menocle eame into requisition.
_ " Beastly dirty hole!” he remarked
in a languid voice, turning to the ser-
vant, who stood at a respectful distance
from him. “Hasn't had a clean for
yoars, I should aa;.r.”

It was on the tip of Turville's lips to
say something to this dude of a fellow
with a piece of ordinary glass stuck in
his eye, for the old servant had kept that
great house clean day in and day out
regalarly., But the sensitiveness of the
human was buried under the coat of a
paid servant, and Turville said nothing,
although doubtless he thought the more.

“Where iz Mr. Ta';.flm‘i!” drawled
Speedlow, at length. "I believe he is
my cousin—or somethin’.”

‘I am here, Lionel,” came the words
fn?a far from welcome tone. *‘How goes
it 1

Out came the monocle, and Curly was
treated to a survey as if he were some
:{:ra.nga insect from a naturalist's collee-
107,

“How goes it " muttered Speedlow.
“ How—how goes what "

Curly Taylor crimsoned, It was the
first rebuff of the many he had antici-

ted when he had learned that old man

aylor had left the management of the
estate to his eldest nephew,

“¥oul” explained Curly.
you

* Oh, ciuit& woll,” came the ungracious
reply. I understand that you are liv-
inF ere—er—Taylor——"

‘Correct ! Curly Taylor's answer
couldn’t have been more brief, and he
turned on his heel and walked back into
the room. ,

Lionel Speedlow followed him in.
Curly stood with his back to the fire, a
scornful expression on his face that he
toock no pains to hide. He didn't like
thiz newcomer to the house that had
sheltered him for three years. Come.to
that, he hadn't got on well with his late
uncle ; but Marchant Taylor, with all his
eccentricity, was mora preferable to this
well-dressed bundle of affectation.

Tha new master of the Rookery lookad
about him with interest, His rather
beady eyes were swiftly making a valua-
tion of all the room contained. They
dwelt on the wonderful oil-paintings that

raced the walls, the eabinet of antique

inesa silver, the enormous Satsuma

vases with their inlay patterns wrought

in gold. The massive furniture of the

comfortable suite appealed to him, for
Tee Macser Linrary,—No. 939,
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he redkoned it must have cost at least
five hundred pounds.. And the thick pile
carpet that gave pleasantly to the feet
must have cost a hike sum.

Lionel Speedlow was well pleased with
his new possessions, and he turned a

greedy face to his less fortunate cousin -

that Teflected his obsession for pounds,
shillings, and pence—chiefly pounds!

“Not a bad old hole, you know,"” hn
remarked. I should say this room alone
would fetch five thousand of the best
under the hammer.™

“Indeed ™

Curly's tone was not inviting further
valuations, as it were. He had made u
hizs mind now that he and Lionel woul
never *hit it.”

Eq{eedluw sank 'I.anguidl}{ into a chair.

“¥ou might give a fellow a glass of
something,” he said meaningly.

MIi's there, if you want it,” said
Curly, with equal meaning. “ The house
is yours, you now,"'

Ah, that reminds me,” remarked
Lionel, dragging himself to his feet and
walking over to the sideboard. " We
must have talk, consin, you an' LV

But the “talk” was a secondary
matter, for Speedlow emptied two tuom-
blers of a fiery liquid before he reseated
himself,

Curly had looked on in growing dis-
gust., He didn't despise a man for hav-
ing a drink—the world has grown out of
that hypocritical stage—but two tumblers
in 'as many minutes— -

“"That's better ! exclaimed Speedlow,
stretehing his legs to the blazel “ Now
let’s talk.™

Curly inelined his head.

“You know, old man Taylor waz a
neculiar cuss!” started Speedlow. * His
tlessed will is wrapped up in all sorts
of conditions. You, [or 1nstance "—he
paused, and fished for his monocle—"*are
to stay in this house until such time as
you marry. Devilish queer way of leav-
g his money. Old Taylor says that
we are to be friends, dear cousin, that
you are to recelve from me—from me,
you gebt that?—an allowance of ten
pounds a week,”

Clurly Taylor felt a wave of erimson
flushing his face, He hated the idea of
being beholden in any way to this fop
of humanity. But he said nothing.

“But you've got to earn your salt,”

continued Speedlow, with a smile that

Curly would dearly have loved to punch

an’t
miss
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into eternity. * According to the will,
_E:;u are to continue playing for the
ngsdale Wanderers—"

“I am quite aware of the terms of that
extraar&ilmri; -will,” said Curly, at
length. *I know that I am pledged -to,

lay for Langsdale as long as I can play

ootball at all. .That was understood
beiween uncle and I when he stopped me
joining the Ar i

“You play for the Arsenal?” echoed
Speedlow, in a tone that was meant to
be insulting. “My dear cha 4

“I had practically signed on!” re-
torted Clurly. “Andaf the Arsenal man-
agement had insisted, I could doubtless
have been made to keep to my word to
play for them. But uncle brought pres-
sire to bear, and they released me.”

“Indeed ¥ 8 low rose to his fect
and yawned. “ Well, I give you to under-
st.nng, Mr. Taylor, that although a con-
founded uncle haz insisted that you
remain here at this house of mine, I'[l
brock no interference from you. HEe-
member, too,” he added, waving a well-
manicured hand to stem the hot retort
that rose to his cousin’s lips, " you've got
to work for your living—"

“You're a bigger cad than your repu-
tation at Oxford teld us!™ said Curly,
in a sudden blaze of temper. * You've
lost no time in showing yourself in your
true colours! Tnele desired that we
should be friends—"

Lionel Speedlow interrupted with a
flourish of his hand.

“Cut  that out!™ he =aid eurily.
“Friends—Iiriends with a country hobble-
dehoy? Look at your hands! Look at
vour clothes ! Friends with Lionel S8peed-
low, of the Oxford smart set? Haw,
haw, haw! I don’d pal on with low
fellows, I've not forgotten how your

mother came to us and asked for charity
when—"

But Speedlow got no further. If there
was one thing that Curly had clung to
in an up-and-down life of adversity, it
was faith in his mother—the grey-hatred
old lady who had worked hard for him,
and died working so that he might be
educated encugh to bear his pame
proudly.

SEmack |

Speedlow staggered back with his
hand to his insipid mouth. A stream of
crimson gushed out upon his well-mani-
cured fingers, '

“You low cur!"” he almost screamed.
“¥ou dare to lay your filthy hands upon
me "™

“I'll ' more than dare if ever you speak
of my mother like vou did 1™ said Curly.

So masterful was he, o formidable in
his passionate defence of his mother, that
the eraven in Bpeedlow came fto the
surface,

But blood had been spilt between these
eousing, It was war; Speedlow had
already, in his spiteful, malicious nature,
decided on that. But whereas Curly’s
weapons were and would be his hsts
those of Bpeedlow’s were of unprinei
pattern, 1n keep with his szhallow
character and spiteful mentality. When
they clashed, 1t would be time enough to
sep their merits, but of these tuﬁafiﬂ to
come Curly Taylor gave no thought as,
with head evect, he strode fiercely from
the room.

speedlow watched hind go, all the hate
that a damaged pride and & damaged
lip could muster showing in the mean
face turned wpon Curly's broad back.

“The cub!” he hissed between
clenched teeth. *I'll made him sorry
for that blow, or my name isn't Lionel
Speedlow |7

led .

The Yellow Sireak !

OR quite half an hour Lionel
Speedlow stared moodily into
the hre, brooding. upon his

. fancied wrongs; end with the
passing of the minutes so grew his un-
reasonable hatred of Curly Taylor.

So precccupled was he that he failed
to hear a rcspectiul cough that pro-
ceeded -from Turville as he entered the
room. ; :

The servant coughed again.

Liongl Speedlow started guiltily and
slewed round in his chair. His face
grew crimson with annovance,

“What the thunder do you mean by
padding into a gentleman’s room " he
demanded,

Turville's face set hard.

" Begging vour pardon, sir, I knocked
twice, and then I took the liberty "—the
sarcasm dwelling on this last word was
marked to a degree—"to enter when I
rocoeived no reply.”

“Well, what do you want "

For answer the man handed his
master the salver he was carrying.
it, looking ridiculously small, was a
piece of pasteboard.

Speedlow snateched it up, with glower-
ing brows. His face grew dark as he
read the inseription on the card.

“Bhow him ind" he snapped .at
length.

The servant bowed, -and retired. A
few moments elapsed and then he
ushered in a florid-faced gentleman of
the bookmaking wvariety whose loud
check suit spoke eloguently enough of
his profession and his tastes. A bowler
hat was set at a rakish angle on his
bullet head, and & foul-smelling cigar
hung looszely [rom his thick lips.

“'Allo, Lionel!"” was his affectionate
greeting. “My, I am glad to see yer !

The gladness seemed to be all on the

. one side, for Speadlow’s brow was black

az he motioned his visitor to s chair.
“My, this is a grand place!” ex-
cla:imutfl the gentleman in!‘;|I the check
suit, pushing hiz bowler hat back on his
head. " You're a lucky cove, Lionel!"

Bpeedlow frowned, as if mentally cen-
suring himself for ever having tolerated
this use of his Christian name from such
a specimen of humanity. Why, the
fellow was worse than hiz confounded
cousin, he reckoned.

“Do you mind removing vour hat?™
Speedlow said curtly, “We are not at
the Coach and Horses at Oxford now,
Slatey.™

Slatey willingly ohliged,

“}Nmr what do you want with me?”
snapped Speedlow.

. Blatay locked injured.

“Well, 1 likes that!” he ejaculated,
almost swallowing a quantity of smoke
from his foul eigar in his agitation.
“Ain't T always pleased ter see yer?
Ain't I always been a pal, Lional

Lionel winced, ;

“¥You have certainly helped me out
of & few difficulties,” he replied. “ But,
Elamﬁ; I've always paid you well—"

“That vou ‘ave, sir. There ain't a
more generous gentleman than youn
Lionel Speedlow in all the bloomin
world. But "—and Slatey winked slyly
—“business is business! You knows
that vou owe me a hundred quid—"

“Oh, that!” said Speedlow, with a
sneer. “ A trifle like that [

“ Just that,” smiled Slatey. *“ Mayvbe
a trifle to a grand young gentleman
like yourself who's ‘herited over =a
millicn, but a young fortune to your old
pal Slatey."

“Right-ho, old man!™
tone was more cheerful as

Speediow’s
iis hand
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dwelt and fastened on a new cheque-
book in his pocket. “I'll write you out
a cheque for & hundred now.” ;

Slatey rubbed his hands together with
great satisfaction, and then looking
round, began to smack his lips after the
manner of his kind. The hint was not
lost upon his host, for Lionel smiled and
pauntered over to the sideboard.

Two minutes later the pair of them
were partaking of refreshment,

“'Ere's to ver, Lionel,” said the
bookmaker. “May your shadow never
grow less. Lumme ! he suddenly
ejaculated. “Leavin’ your shadow out

of it, what's happened to yver lip ¥

A scowl Hashed across Speedlow’s
face, to be replaced in an instant by a
cunning grin. Fate had sent him along
the very man to give his pugilistic
cousin & tousing! And at that very
moment a shadow was thrown acrosa
thea window, Lookin up, Lionel
Speedlow saw Curly waﬁcing out of the
house,

Slatey followed his host's gaze, and
spw the changing cxpressions in his
faca.

C“Did e do that?” demanded Slatey.
Erklng his thumb in the direction of
urly Taylor.

“Yes, confound him ! zaid Speedlow
savagely. “I'd give fifiy quid to the
fellow who could return that blow for
tae,” he added insinuatingly,

‘Blatey rose to the ocecasion.

Fifty quid for “wiping o youngsier a
catcher across the jaw,” to quote his
own parlance, was easy money.

Lionel Speedlow from half.closed lids
saw that the bait had been snapped up.
He pulled & cheque-book from his
pocket and uncapped his fountain-pen,

' Leat me see,” he muttered half aloud.
“It was a hundred gquid, wasn't it,
Blatey 1

“Mako it a hundred an' fifty while
you're about it,” said Slatey evilly, *an’
J'll give that young fellow wot dered to
lay hands on & gentleman friend of
ming the lesson of his life.”

With a feeling of satisfaction Lionel
Bpeedlow wrote a cheque for the
requisite amount—his first dissipation
of the large fortune his uncle had left
him. It was a bad start; but it was
Lionel Speedlow to the lile.

Slatey wailched him with & cunning
grin. The bookmuker was beginning
to think that his friendship with this
fop waz worth a considerable amount
to him if he played his cards carelfully.

Curly Taylor tramped along at a
swinging stride, and the rush of the
keen air upon his handsome features
brought the colour to his cheeks and
drove away the fit of depression that
had settled upon him since the arrival
of his coysin,

He headed for tho spaciona enclosure
of the Langadale Wanderers Club, for a
new trainer had been called in to take
the place of Sanky, and the newcomer
was & stickler for practice,

Curly arrived at the ground a full five
minutes before the scheduled time of
the praciice, and found Mr. Silas Chis-
holm waiting in the dressing-room.
The director was moody, but his face
brightened considerably when he saw
Curly.

“Hallo, my lad!” he exclaimed, giv-

ing Curly & warm handshake. "Have
you met your cousin?
At mention of his cousin it was

Curly's turn o front
[ L] Yf‘ﬁ Il.l
Bilas was a man of quick perceplions,

a moody face,

e

|

'

“ What ! ** cried Speedlow furiously. ** Be friends with a country hobbledehoy 2 :
I've not forgotten how your mother came to us and asked for charity——**

smack !

Speedlow got no further, for Curly Tavlor’s fist suddenly shot out and sent

him staggering back with a stinging cut to the mouth. (See page 24.)

and he saw at a glance that the meeting
between the cousing had brought
trouble in its wake. He was not-sur-
prised really. Indeed, Silas Chisholm
was at]ticii.)ating a lot of trouble now
that Lionel Speedlow had dawned upon
Langsdale, for the fellow’s unenviable
reputation had preceded him. More
than  that, according to the strange
terms of Marchant Taylor’s will, Lionel
Speadlow was the virtual owner of the
anderers Club.

When Marchant Taylor had [ounded
the ciub and had seen it prosper, he had
convertad 1t into a limited company.
The bulk of the shares were held by
him, and according to the terms of the
contract entered into.between the hun-
dred shareholders the club boasted, the
management of the club was to remain
for all time in the hands of Marchant
Tavlor and his heirs,

With Marchant Taylor as the chair-
man and managing-director,  this
scheme had proved entirely to the satms
faction of tho sharecholders, for with all
his eccentricity Taylor had been an
honest man. ut this Lionel Speedlow
—with all the aira and graces that were
said to be his stock-in-trade, his un-
warrantable extravagance and loose
principles—where were they going to
take & footer club that was noted for
its pood management and efficiency ?

Curly seemed to read some of the
thoughts passing in hiz director’s mind.

“Perhaps it won't be so bad as we all
expect,” he said gently,

“Just like you to he charilable fo the

fellow who has superseded you,” mmnt-
tered Silas. * You could have knocked

me down with a feather when I read
the terms of vour unele's will. In fac,
gll Langsdale is still talking about it.
They fully expected to see you step into
your uncle's shoes and Langsdele to a
man were glad.”

“It's nice of vou to say s0,” replied
Curly. “But, after all, 2 man is
entitled to dispose of his fortune as he
likes—not as other people like. I'm not
grumbling. My uncle has left me pro-
vided for—only if he could have fore-
seen the unpleasantness that will ariszo
out of this provision, perhaps he would
regret having made it so.  Still, that's
up to me now."”

“I'm thinking: it's & bad day for
Langsdale when this foppish dude
peedlow takes charge of the club.”

Curly was thinking the same, but he
refrained from wvoicing his thoughts
aloud. And at that juncture the rest of
the players turned up. They came for-
ward to & man and commiserated with
what they termed Curly's bad luck;
but he gave them the answer as he had
given Silas:

“A man iz entiiled to dispose of his
money as he likes.”

“Teue!” grunted Woodward, ile
captain of the side grudgingly. *We
might have known that old man Taylor
would do the opposite to what we all ex-
pected. Hallo, here's the trainer!”

A man in & sweater entered the
dressing-room, and Silas  Chisholm
walked towards him. He was a power-
ful chap, this new trainer, and one and
all liked his breezy [riendliness and
never-ending energy,  Alrcady at the
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IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT—SEE BELOW!

top of the League, Langadale Wan-
devers, with Bulldog Dunstan training
them, were likely to remain at the top
throughout the season.

“Come on, you fellows!" he thun-
dered, rubbing his great hands together.
“There's a nice cold snap in the air
that'll do you a power of good! Turn
out " '

The echoes of his powerful voice were
still ringing in the dressing-room after
the Wanderers had "t.urnn.::ig out.” And
for the next hour hiz voice boomed
backwards and forwards across the
playing-pitch, encouraging here and in-
structing there, in the same good-
natured, patient spirit that had marked
his arrival in Langsdale.

“You'll do!” he roared at the con-
clusion of the hour. “*You're a fighting
crowd, an' if you can't wallop Peterham
B%I:E-crs on Saturday I'll chuck up my
job !
The players surged back. into the
dressing-room for a tub and a rub-down;
and then, receiving orders for the prac-
tice due on the morrow, they went their
different ways.

Outside the gates of the club a man
in a loud check suit was lounging, mak-
ing severzl ineffectual attempts to light
the stub of his cigar,

Curly noticed him as he passed and
thought no more about him, stranger as
he was to Langsdale. But he was to be

reminded of that coarse, dissipated face -

hefore many minutes passed.

The young footballer strode out across
the fields, over which a thin mist was
coming up, taking a short cut to his
heme. And at a safe distance behind
him trailed Slatey, the bockmaker—for
such the man in the check suit outside
tha club was,

“HEasy!” he muttered. *“Fifty quids
for this. Lumme, I'll chuck up making
an honest living after this!”

Honesty and Slatey not being ac-
gquainted, the bookmaker was speaking
of the impossible; but the reflection

pleased him, for he smiied, showing a

row of dirty, uneven teeth. »
All  unconscious  of the menacing
figure in his rear, Curly stroda on.
For gquite ten minutes-Slatey trailed
his man; and then, Lhinking that the
right moment was approaching, he
quickened his stride.  Curly glanced
gver his shoulder once and saw the
figure of the bookmaker, but paid little
attention to it, for the ground he was
traversing was common land, and any-
one possessed the right to tread it.
And then, as those heavy footsteps in
hiz wake grew louder, Curly began to
sense instinctively that there was danger
in the sir. He slackened hiz pace pur-
osely and waited for the man to pass

11T},

But Slatey didn’t pass him. He drew
level with the voung footballer and
roughly gripped him by the shounlder.

A Timely Intervention !

b ? RE, I want you!” he growled.

E Curly tore the vough hand

from  his  shoulder
straightencd himself.

“The want 1z all on your side,” ho
replied, measuring his man, for that
sense of danger was very pronounced
now.

“Mone of wvour cheek, now,” ox-
r:]nirr::led Slatey Bercely, “or I'll dot you
ong "

Curly's lip eurled scornfully.

“Go home, man!” he answered.

and
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““_‘;!'uu’ra tha worse for drink; you posi-
tively reek of it!"

e spoke the truth, for Speedlow had
well primed his man before setting him
out on his fell purpose.

“Worse for drink, am I?" declared
Slatey. *“ You cheeky young cub! 'Old
that I .

“That "' was a ferocious sweep of his
clenched fist that would in all proba-
bility have stretched young Curly in &
heap 'at his assailant’s feet. But the
footballer moved with the speed of light-
ning, and the massive fAst, crashing
through the air, did no more damage
than to send its owner swivelling round.

A torrent of savage imprecatidns
flowed from the thick lips of Slatey.

A GREAT OPPORTUNITY
FOR ALL!

Two of

these Handsome

7-Jewel * Cymrex*
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Puzzle Competition in the
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Get a copy to-day and try
your hand.

His fifty pounds was not being earned
g0 easily as he had bargained,

“That's enough I" said Curly, his eyes
flashing. *If you are asking for trouble
you can have as much as you like! If
vou're drunk, take my advice and go
home.™

“You young cub!” Slatey
teeth together and rushed at
ful victim. “I'll learn yer!”

But he met with more resistance than
he reckoned with. Curly was not the
type of fellow to hit a2 drunken man
without smple cause, but he saw now
that Slatey was determined to row with
him. A straight left, therefore, flashed
out as the bookmaker advanced, and it
caught the man full between the eyes.

“ Qooooh 1

round his
15 youth-

Slatey was surprised—painfully sur-
Erised_-—nt the strength behind that blow,

ut his rage overcame his astonishment
and he sailed in with Hashing fists.

It was a strange sight this fight in the
solitude of Wrexton Common between
the bov of eighteen and the hulhilﬁ
man of forty, and would have provi
thrills in plenty for screen lovers. But
this was no play, as Slatey could have
told you when he staggered back, cares-
sing for n second a.rapidly swelling eye.

d ur]f, too, had algns to show of the
struggle. With all his skill and agility
the footballer was fighting an uneven
battle. The 'weight of his assailant was
compelling ; it drove Curly back step by
step. And the bookmaker's thick skin,
like his thick nature, was made to stand
pain, Blows rained on him at ever
sccond; but he shook them off, wit
grunts, as if they had been mere ficks.

Thud, thud![ Patter, patier!

Their feet made strange music on the
carpet of needles that had dropped from
the tall pines that grew around them,
and their breath came hot and fast, But,
for all Curly's pluck, for all the strength
in these clenched hands of his; he knew
the end was in sight; Slatey was gradu-
ally gaining the upper hand.

And then it happened!

As Curly retreated before that smash-
ing onslaught his foot caught in a
twisted root of a tree. Down he went,
o terrific drive helping him in hia
descent.

i Ay |7 .

The note of exultation in that ejacula-
tion sent a cold shudder down Curly’s
sping, The man was out to injure him;
it was written in that gloating face, in
the narrow, cruel eyves.

And they were alone!

Fresh energy came to the young foot-
ballar as he realised the fact—the energy
of despair. Why he had beon set upon
in this manner he had not the slightest
idea.” Indeed, he had had hardly time
to ponder over that circumstance. :

A heavy fist came down gt him that
would have felled him like an ox; but
in the nick of time Curly turned it
aside, and then struck upwards at that
glanting face. The blow landed on

latey's mouth and sent a spurt of
crimson from it.

And in that moment Curly scramblod
to his feet,

With a roar like a wild animal that
has been deprived of its prey Slatey re-
bounded to the attack, his leg-of-mutton
ficts lashing his vietim’s face in a never-
ending tattoo.

“Help!”  Curly knew he was a
beaten man. IHe could make but r
impression upon the mountain of Hesh
that loomed in front of him.

“You can ery for ‘elp!” roared
Slatey, licking his broken lips. “ But
by the time help comes, me cocky feller,
you'll be past wanting it!"”

He followed up his words bi
a set of ugly knuckles full in t
foothaller's face.

't HEIP !r: :

Curly Tavlor had iust time enough io
send out that appeal before he collapsed
into unconsciousness, But even so he
had been heard. For from the mamn
road, twenty vards to the right of the
svene that had just been enacted, came
the sound of a motorist applying his
brakes. Slatey heard them and licked
his broken lips the more. Hn_atnred
first at the prostrate figure at his fect,
and then in the divection of the read.

And ss he stood there undecided two

driving
o young
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fignres burst through the hedge lining
the rond. That was enough for Slatey.
With a muttered eurse he took to his
heels and ran for his hife.

“Jook after that fellow on the
ground !" =aid the taller of the two
motorists who had appeared. “T'm
going alter that lumbering brute ahead !
Sha'n't be long, my lad.”

** Right-ho, guv'nar!” eame tho reply.

Ferrers Lipcke—for he the tall motorist
was, and Jack Drake was his companion
—sprinted across the carpet of  pine-
needles in chase of Slatey. It was an
ensy task, for the celebrated detective
was in the best of trim, whereas Slatey's
wind was impaired by hard living.
Added to that, the bookmaker's wind
hadn't vet recovered fram the calls that
cnergetic scrap had made upon it

Slatey stopped. and wheeled round
'nbrupﬁyy as the [ootsieps in his. rear
drew too near to be pleasant. His - ag
fists ¢ame up menacingly, and his red
faee hroke into a fierce, challenging
seow]. But as his bleary eyes caught
sight of the man who had chased him
Slatey's lower jaw dropped, and he felt
hiz fierceness oozing from lim,

“Lord! he muttered huskily, *Fer-
revs Locke !

The detective drew  level, and his
memory at once supplied the eriminal
history of the man before ham,

“8latey, alins  Markham, alins
Wringer ™ he said pleasantly.” *And
what brings you to Langadale—ch "

Blatey was silent. If there was one
person in the whole wide world Blatey
was afraid of it was Ferrers Locke, the
detective. Three times had the book-
maker sampled the pleasures, or other-
wise, of his Majesty's prizons, and each
time the man responsible for his in-
carceration had been Ferrers Locke.

“What bringz vou here?’ repeated
T.ocke sharply. “Or perhaps I should
say * who?' " he added. .

Slatey was still silent, but for all that
he commenced to retrace his steps at the
detective’s request.  And, needless to
say, ho tock three times as long: to
arrive at the scene of his savagery as
he had taken to flee from it

By thiz time Jack Drake had revived
Curly Taylor, and the young footballer
was on his feet, supported by Drakeé's
strong arm. IHe clenched his fists as he
saw hia late assistant returning.

#That's the scoundrel I'" ha exclaimed
ta Drake. “ I you and your friend hadn't
arrivad on tho scene I den't know what
would have happened. That brute was
prepared to mark me for life, I'll

swear 1"

. *Myr, Locke will see that the brute
answers for it,"” said Drake, “You
trust the guv'nor!”

Taylor was yet to learn that the tfall
motorist who had come to his rescue
was the [amous detectiver himself, and
that the lad supporting him was his
vouthful assistant, Jack Drake.

Slatey was sullen and silent as he came
to a standstill before Curly Taylor. lie
-was recalling, as a matter of fact, the
drab surroundings of his prison life, and
already repenting him of his eagerness
to earn Speedlow's fifty quid.

4 And so you'va never had the pleasure
of meeting our friend Slatey before?”
. said Ferrers Locke, when the young
footballer had recounted the events of
the last twenty minutes. *TI'll wager
your cousin couldn't say tha same,

Both Slatey and Taylor shot the de-
tective o keen look,

“My cousin——" hegan Curly. K

¥ Your cousin, Lionel Speedlow,” said
Ferrers Locke. " He knows Slatey well.
Doesn’t he, Hlatey?”

(Continuwed on page 23.)
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Your Editor is always pleased to hear from his chums. Write to him when you are in
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troubla or nted advice. A stamped and addressed envelope will ensure a speedy reply.

THE NEW SUPFLEMENT.

OW that you have sampled the
'I'i,i'st two issucs of the new Sup-
plement, I feel confident that

ou will be looking forward to
Number Three, As the weeks roll by yvon
footer fans will be able to collect a lot of
useful information concerming the great
winter game, for the footer field ia
viewed from every aspect by Harry
Wharton's contributors — contributors,
let it be said. who spocialize in this type
of work, ‘and therefore know their job
thgronghly, The cartoons by Jimmy
Bead, tha famous International forward

of tho "Spurs, will ba well worth keep-_

ing, likewise the aerial pictures of tha
various -football grounds. If any of yon
are struck by brilliant ideas that wil be
intoresting o your fellow-readers, do
ma the favour of jotting them down on
a’ postcard, and then send them along.
Mow I want you all To spread the good
news. There must be hundreds of chaps
in your districk who don't
Macxer. Well,. it's been their misfor-
tune, their loss. We arc told that it is
naver too late to mend. It isn't. These
non-readers must be given & chance of
secing for themselves exactly what fare
is offered in our grand paper from wesk
to week, I personally would like to talk
to tham individually, There wouldn't
bo much persuasion needed. But that
course 15 1mpracticable. This is whora
I rely on you chaps. Just once a weak
single out a non-reader pal and ‘see if
you can convert him to our circle. If
yvou do this no one will be more grateful
than myself, or more grateful than the
fellow who, up to now. has missed the
MaGgrer's wonderful attractions,

el

AND THE NEW SERIAL.

While we are on the subject of foot-
ball, a reference must be made ta the
excellent serial story now running in our
pages. The suthor knows the game in-
side out. and konows just how to weave
sufficient plot into a footer yvarn with-

uk  spoiling the sporbing interest,

errers Locke figures in this story, like-

wise Jack Drake, and between them they

untavel as pretty a plet as has ever seen
the light of day, This new feature, boy,
ghould be recommen to your non-
reader pals, for surely there isn't a boy
on carth who hasn't seen a game of
football, who isn't interested in this
hoalthy sport, at some time or another.

AND THE GREYFRIARS STORIES.

In this number yon have just read of
the entanglements that have gripped
Mark Linley in a very tight em-
brace., ‘The story 13 well told, and is
“full of meat.” There's a sequel to ik
chums, that must not on any account
ba missad. Frank Richards is here
shown at his best, and that should be
sufficient recommendation for . you to
rna.t-:z certain of reading this coming
trea

read the.

A FILM SUPPLEMENT.

'There comes a suggestion from Morth-
ampten that the Macxer should devele
four pages a weck to the doings of cele-
brities in the film world. A good idea,
but at the moment, of course, it 13
impracticable. We couldn't very well
have a four-page Footer Supplament
and a four-page Film Supplement at oue
and the same time. Still, I"ll remember
the neotion, and when an opportunce
time arrives will put it again befove
vou all for your consideration. Mang
thanks, my Northampton chum, for the
suggestion.

FOR AMATEUR JOURNALISTS.

I have a letler to hand from F. A.
Bottomley, 48, Downhills Park Road,
Tottenham, London, N.15. In this ka»
asks me to tell Magnotites about the
United Amateur Press Association. I
am glad to do as he requests. Hosts ol
MAGNET readers are keen on the subject.
My Tattenham chum tells me that the
U AP, offers many advantages. Thase
inélude & correspondence, exchange and
back number section, and halp with the
business of story writing.

KEEPING COOL.

I'm not trying to be funny—naver was
much of & success in the humorous line
—but merely referring to the subject of
contrel. The boy who can keep cool in
emergency is going to develop inte the
right sort of man. The lesson of con-
trol is & hard one and irksome to a
degree, but it can be practised from
very small beginnings,  Teske, for in-
sfance, the chap who quarrels with his
neighbour—and we've all done that at
some time or another. If he blazes up
so much that his temper obsoures® kis
common-sense, his power of control
vanishes. Often as not, in these cases
the weaker fellow, providing he's got a
grip of himself, surprises aw?'oua by
making the bigger chap look silly, Then
again, the chap who won't, or can’t,
keep cool, often jumps to conclusions
and acts upon them, only to find, some-
times when it's too late, that he has
made o terrific mistake, It's just a
guestion of control.

—_—

For Next Monday !

#“THE HIDDEN FOE!™"
By Frank Richards.

“THE CASE OF THE LANGSDALE
WANDERERS 1 ¥

SPECIAL FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT |
By Harry Wharton.
And another topping portrait of &

Gresfriars cclebrity to add to your
ﬂ;('l:fur;'_.f. Order carly, chums,

YOUR EDITOR.
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The Case of the Langsdale Wanderers

(sl frpieeel fravm e E'T]

Y Awe ond it ont ! smi'l R nn-nkmnl-.-:'r
uhn Wis. ANKIoE ir) !—-.i'rl.'}h hiz inte, L
©ov And f Blatey’s i Langsdale it's

faivly site to say that Bpeedlow 35,7 re-
trackedd the defociive.

’ “Well, von're right ilwore. * admil tedl
Carly, “le eame ahont o couple of

Liours aga.

The ;::r{-n:l hnivﬂpu- soemed iniepested,

S Towedeerd | ]E 5 remarkable that SBlater
shemld Tie npto his fricks with vou =0
voon  atfor '-.pnu!]rn comes 1o Langs:
dale, O might. a
vour i qum*:{*llmi with vour consin,
and-—--"

“yWoll, we did have a few words™
said Curly, fand 1 biffed- him in tho
chivey for “-[rf‘H.kH'!j:’ ill of my mother,™

“Ah!?  ejaculated  the  detective.
“Then it is casy {o see thal yon have
to thank vour Lind-hearted cousin for
the W cleome atlentions of friend
Hlatey.’

Anel he shot the bookmaker a challeng- |

‘g glance.

The . seoundre]l  wilied beneaih - it—
Thettor tostimony 1o e denili of Locke®s
bold statement than any words,

Clurly started.

fwoat. imagine that.

ihe subject, are ven going to charge
this man " he added, indicating Slatey.
Curly Taxlor shook his head.
SNo: let the ‘brute go. After all, I
gave hum nearly as goodd az he gave me.
Aiil in- the fulure T shall know hmx to
deal with Mr, Blatev, ler him go!
Slatey did not lose any time. He was
away like the wind,
Ferrers Locke watehed Lim dizappear,
A =mile playving abont the cornera of his

maont .
ot | 3 | mn.gwf_- you o lift to vonr
Jlmw:: Mr. ‘Taylor,” he r:md at length,

nn chr 18 ol 1.-::||.L SO iee,’

“Yan are very kind,” answored the
footballer, “but I have only a couple
wt hundred vards to go now. But before

T go, mary I ask wou,  with- all ‘due
respoct, how 1t s :-rnn kﬂﬂ‘.‘i‘ of my
cousin's  association  with the man

Slatey ¥

“Nothing remarkable in that,” re-
marked Ferrors Locke, * A detective’s
business brings him into touch with
‘rogues of all sorts.”

“Then youn are a defechive?” ex-
claimed Curly. I heard your coem-
panion refer to yvou as Mr. Locke: Are

grub with vz, Mr. FI'm.‘l:n:r.

Jdad followed his successex as recorded by
the newspapers, with glowing nterest.

But he had never dreeamed that he woulid

meet him in Langsdale, and cerfainly

-nevee. under the conditionz in which he

had. _
Forrers Twcke | looked on at  the
youngster's  coufusion  with twinkling
iy L Then he fumbled in s waist-
coat pocket -mnd deew out a visiling-
eard,  Heribbling his new address

beneath his Raker Sireet one, he handed

C “When yoi've  get can evemng (o
spare, come along-and have a bite of
Lie said.

* exelnimed Curly

the eard 1o E‘nrh

- U IH be délighted I
jovously,

He pocketed the eard, and then shook
hands with bis two resencrs,. rf'lftratlng
his thanks time aml time agein.

had

And when Tocke and Drake
sauntered back to their car 'E'url:r felt
for the picce of pasteboard. “It nestled
like a fricnd in lns waisteoat-pocket, and
it cheered him considerably,

“Fine fellow!” he muttered, oz he
strode out-for home., *“DBut 1 wonder
what he's doing down here® Tloesn't
think wwuel: of cousin Lionel, Which
reminds me I've something tosay . to that

rotter I

And ten minutes later young Curly
was. saying. it !

you, then,
detective ! prs

he weoeulda't e worm
cnongh 1o get » Imlking- hrute like this
to st about me? * he exelaimoed,

“1 am afrald vou don’t know vour
cousin vof,” eame Locke's answer, “ And
neither dloes Langsdale.  Dui, changing

¢ Pub. sorely

amiling gently,

Ferrers Locke, the famous

“1 am called that.’

Curly Taylor's delight was manifest,
He liad read about the criminologist,

(Liancl Bpeedlowt fisz lost na time i
showing himaself in ik truc colours! Scr
hiowe he forca {n his  allempt  tn
“ganage ” the Wunderers, in nert
week’s fine ingtalment, boys.)

* roplied Loeke,
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s ——==" A Biography of this Famous Inside-Right. Contributed Specially by  REFEREE."

HERE is a Jittle town In Ayrshire,

Scotland, which [s called Galston.

They do many things In Galston,

chisf among which s the manufac-

tufe of Ince curtains of HBimsy and extrava-

gant deslgn; they pirrfy"hmlny games, chief

of whieh is football. ey have a fine body

vl police and an expert enllection of firemen,

complete with hose and engines. Neverthe-

lees, it Is for none of these things that the
township of Galston is famous.

For Galston I3 famous—oh, very! And the

gecret of s fame is—Conninghamd

I refer to Andrew of that ik,
familiarly termed Andy.
Galston, you see, and in Galston learned his
football. And ounr friends narth of the
Tweed, who have seenm it 20 often at Ihrox
Park, wilk tell. vou, in glowing terms and
with warm enthosiazm, that it [ the most
Wwopnderfol foolball in the world !

Is it? Well, honestly speaking, I can't
nake up my mind. 1've seen Andy play at
Ibrox Park, which iz the Hangers® native
home; 1've aleo scen Buchan play, both for
the Arsenal and Sundeérland; and I've seen
EKelly, the BSunderland stalwart, play, not
only at Bornley and Koker Park, but on a
dnzen other grounds, Now, cach of those,
did not modesty in each ease forbid, might
lay claims to being the greatest [nside-right
in the world

it is not for me to jedge. T am not here
a8 o football critic, but simply to write Mr,
Conningham's history. Bot if yoo want my
dpinion—1 give it for what it's worih—
there's mot a snap of the finger to judge
between the three of them.

No, indeed. Tn many ways Andy iz remini-
geent of Charlie Buchan; in many ways iz he
reminfecent of Eelly, He might be o dash
of both, with a lump of Cunningham versa-
tility and craftiness chocked In. You can't
tell Andy anything about his jobh, and
neither can T or anybody colae, thoogh 1'm
not zaying, mind you, that e wouldn't be
propared to listen.

If you gaw Andy yon'd take to him at
once, T did. He's one of the big sort, you
know, with ever a weleome smile and ever
.a ready handshake. He's tall—stands five
foot eleven in his socks—and ki= fresh-com-
lezinned face, framed in a medinbreropped
endd. of Fair hair, impresses you a8 the face
of a gentlemran nt once, - And that's just
what Andy lse—both on the feld and off.

Well, then, fo get on with the washing.
Andy, ne I say, was born in this famous
Galeton place,. When?  On Javuary 21st,
1501, §if vouw muost hoave the date. He went
to sehinol there, and played such o lob of
football that, early In 1808, we find him
fguring with conspicuous success in oa
gtrong local junior side called Xewmilng—so
conspicucns, indeed, that hefore that wear

mara
Andy was born in

was out he had earned junior International

hoonours. It was while playing with this
tanm im the followlng year—1000—that &
Kilmarnock scount, keenly searching the dis-
trict for promising talent, spoited Andy,
and, fanecying what a dash he would cot in
the ranks of his famous Scditish League
cluly, immedialely snapped him up.

Strange, Indeed, how the wheel of colnel-
dence turnsa!  Andy’s Bret game with the
geniors was agrinst the club that he was
destined to serve 0 ably im foture years—
the great Glasgow Bangers, indeed! And if
one iz to ]udge by the reporis of the time,
plght well did Andy aequit himeelf o that
match,
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Right well did he play in every malch,
indeed. Having takem to footer ma a pro-
fession, Andy was determined to shine at It
of bust. For six long years he delighted
the Kllmarnock erowd, and during those six
yvear hiz first blg honour in the shape of
an inter-League medal, cama to him; for in
1912 Andy was picked by the Scottish League
to play against the English League. That
he did well In the mateh zeeme to be Indi-
cated by the fact that the selectors called
opon him again in 1014, when the Scottish
League played the Irish Lesgue. A proud
man was Andy in thoze days, just approach-
fng the zenith of his fame.

Had he pursued that career unhampered
the honours list which concludes this article
might have been f(wice the length it is;
but you will remember that 1613 was a

for it was during the following year that
the War, that great upsetter of sa many
promizing cureers, [oothall and otherwize,
broke oub. It did not lmnu:diat-cll-.' alfect
Andy, however, for ere it absorbed bm fwao
great eventa happened to him. Ome was his
transfer to (lasgow Rangers, the other his
marriage. 5

The Br:t happened In 1815. For long the
Rangers had cast envicous eyes at this superb
[ [oothaller, and in this year they elinched
thie bargain by paying Kilmarnock £1,100 for
inm—not an exorbitant fee az present trans-
foers go, but reckoned to be high in those
days, when tha English record of £24600—
which Manchester Oity had pald to Derhy
Counts for Barnks the vear before—was still
a fgure to be discussed among millionalres
only. The second event—his marriage—being
n purely personal affair, has not so much
interest for ws, but it iz worth mentioning
in passing, seeing that this iz a !Jmnraﬂhr-
1t took place om April Sth, 1814, when,
having apparently profited in maore than one
rense from his associntion with his junior
team, K ilng, Andy marrled Miss Jessie
Hhilelds of that town.

After that, one gathers, Conningham went
for a soldier. He jolned op In the R.G.A.,
and while training for a commisslon for that
corps in London, threw in his war-time lot
with West Ham. Foothall was an  easy
come, easy-go affair then, and clubs, while
not taking part in competitive Toothall, were
anxious to get anyvbody to play for them.
Andy opened the eves of the don foot-
ballers, and ‘tis sald that the directorate
round West Ham way still eigh for a sight
of the Seots International In o clarei-and-
hiloe jersey again.

But “twas not to he. Tn the fulness of
time, having done his bit, Andy returned
ta the ranks of the Rangers, to show that,
despite the loterruption to his career, the
War had done him IHtle damage. In 1919
he started collecting International capa, and
to-day he still goes on,

But Andy's collection 15 not econfined to
caps. (bh dear, no! Quoite am Impresalve
collection of other trophies fills his football
misent, and among these are five League
‘Championship medzls. Right well has Andy
pcarned those medals, too, for had it not
been for bhis craft, - hls brilliance, and his
bprolifie goal-scorlng ability, It Is zafe to say
| that the Rangers would not have lifted the
championship five {imés since the War,
Many & time bhas Andy turned a poszible
draw Into wictory with' a deft and bewilder-
ing turn of that amazing right fool of his.

In SBeotland Andy, despile his growing

x

vears, =Ll elands =upreme as the master

perilous year for budding Steve Bloomers, |

Inside forward. I say inslde forward
advisedly, for Andy has distinguished him-
self in both the Inside-right and the inside.
left tions, and has even played for his
country in both positions,

As ever, rumour and Conningham’s name
Fare busy. For the last flve or six years,
mocording to the people who are supposed
to know, Andy has heen on the point of
becoming transferred Souwth. The same yarn
i+ golog the rounds now, and will do, I
- 8'pose, until it either actually happens, or
Cunningharm  retires. I cannot sesa muoech
likelthood of I1t, bowever. Andy s doing
quite well ad he ls, thank you; -for, in addi-
tion to playing regularly for the Rangersz,
he is proprietor of a thriving tobacconists
and eports outfitting establishment in
Govan.,

His chief hobbies, apart from Bocecr, are
ol and tennds, in both of which he is an
adept.

A Tull list of hiz homours follows hera:

INTERNATIONALS.

1621-23-24.—=For Scotland v. England.
1921-23.—For Seotland v, Wales.
10802024 —For Eeotland w. Ireland.

INTER-LEAGUE.
1012.00.21-22-24.—For Scottish  Leapgue w.
Foothall League,
1914-20-22. —For Triah

Beottish League w.
League.

Cre FINiLs.
1922 —Runners-up medal.

EcoTrign LEAGUE CHAMPIONSHIP MEDLLE.
1919-20, 1920-21, 102228, 102824, 1984-25.
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A Few Useful Hints for vou Footer Fans.

EXPECT every lad who plays football
at all—and ‘there are few who don't
play—dreams his dreams. Tn imagina-
tion he eees the day when he Is o
a big side, a popular hero in a Cup-winning
team, or member of a slde which carries off
the First Division championship. ¥Not all of
us realise these youthful dreams, of course;

kut it is just as well that we should have

thiom, because you cannot be any worse off
for hitching your wagon .to a star.

There follows on the dream a perfectly
natural guestion—the way to set about the
business of realising that dream. How does
o lud sscend the ladder from obscurity to
fume, and what are the things he must do
tv ennble him to take those steps with any
degres of certainty?

Az n matter of fact, so far as the 'Brst
few steps are concerned, b iso't as difficult
wi mnu{ people believe. The lads of to-day
are lucky, for this reason—that the supply
of good footballers is t|!ul1'.t unequnal to the
demand, - Never werta the manggers of the
lvig clobs g0 mearly at thelr wits® end to
find the sort of fouthallers they require, and
never was the orpanisation for finding and
truining thess wyoung footballers =0 highly
develaped, Every big elub has a small army
of soouts eearching the highways and th
byways for the young players of ability, an
the geperal organleation Is g0 corhplete that
there iz precious little chance of a player of
real promire going for long unseen or without
s chance to show what he can do in better
Ccompany.

Here's the rub, though. Far too many
Iads, promising players at school, are juost

nllowed to drift hither and thither during

the yeara between leaving school and the

. time they are old enough to play in men's

[Mepraduced by permizalon of Aerofims Limiled.

A bird's-eye view of the Club's ground at White Hart Lane.
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beams.
don't develop as they should., ‘There [s
nobody th tell them the things they: are
doing wrong, and many of them are actually
woree footballers, in the real sense, at the
agoe of eighteen than they were at fourteen.

Well, thank goodness the people respon.
gible for running the big football cluhs are
beginning to realise at long last that it pays
to look after thesa luds. Several of the bi
clubs are mnow running what they eal
“ nursery ' teams, and from these they hnge
}ﬂ-t find their frst-class footballers of the
e,

The ease of the Folham club can be taken
a3 typical. let me- tell you what Fulham
have done since  Andy ' Ducat took over
the managership. They have got togelher a
lads" team, up to sixteen years of age, given
‘those lads a ground, and arranged o com-
plete list of Axturea for them. Thus they
have regular matches, bot this is mot the
niugb important point. Those matches and
those - leds are watched from time to time
by one of the several experts on the stalf
at Craven Cottage—Manager Ducat himself,
Fred Splksley, the old International winger
of the Wednesday, or James Bharp, one-time
Seottish Imternational full-back of Chelsea.

These Tads are given expert advice, taught
Hitle tricks, given Idens of team play and
tactica generally, and are earefolly watched
lest they develop in the wrong way. It's a
jolly good idea; for, in addition to getting
the right sort of advies, the lads know that
they have their feet on the ladder, and
that if they don't climb it is their own
fault. As yet It Ia impossible to say what
fort of harvest will ba eventually gathered,
Lecpuse it is only a few monlhs since the
idea was started. Buot I don’t kpow the
etuff of which young lads are made §f this
nursery of Folham, and the nurseries run by
other clubs, don't produce the really fnished
article In due season.

In ‘a recent West Ham team there weére
eilx yonng players who had first been noticed
when they were playing as schoolboys. Anad
the minute they IIq:l't.. rehool T-llt'ii' were taken
in hand by people conpected with the West
Ham eclub, coached, and trained nntil ready
for real promoltion. I have no patience with
the folk who declare that we can't produce
the foothallers like we used to produce them.
You lads of to-day are ns good as the lads
of any other day. What iz wanted iz for
the managers to fpend more time looking
at the youngsters playing on their own
doorstep and less time dashing uwp and down
the country for the ready-made material. 11
 my readera who want to get on in the fool-
hall world know of big clubs pear abt hand
which are developing this nursery idea, they
should apply for a trial or two. And when
they met those trials they must not forget
that it will pay Lo listen to the adviee of
tha experts.

I am ol suggesting that. it will he pos-
sible for every fellow who i3 dreaming his
dreame to get right into one of these nursery
teamns Immediately. Bome of you will have
to develop  on your awn,” as it were, Here
is o hit of advice I want you to follow.
Never ldse an opportunity of watching the
fellows who bave made a name at the game,
Watch for the way they do things—thelr
tricks, thelr tactics, the way they trap the
ball—and when you go from the mateh to
play in your own lad’s team, remember the
Lhings you saw and mould your play pecord-

ingly. You won't ba a,Charlie Buc'[lm. A
Huhﬂ iell::qr. a Frank Osborne, or an Llsha

By “OLD 'UN.”

In those years of drift the lads

Scott in five minutes, but you must inevit-
ably improve your game in the leng run if
¥ou keep on trying to copy the mastors.

Lat me tell you what the Glasgow Rangera
| elub did & year or two back, T signed-on
& young inside-right, but for a whale feason
they never let him play in one Baturday
mutch. What they did was to provide this
young player with a seat In the stand for
every one of the Glasgow Rangers games,
and they tald him to watch the team play,
and keep & speclal eye on the doings of
Andy Cunningham, whoe played at inside.
right, tha position which the lad favoured.
They were wisa people, the direetors of
Glasgow Rangers, because they realised the
value of glving the lad the upEOrtunit.y of
watching a master-hand at work,

Now,; let us suppose that you have gob
your chance of showing what you can do
with a sida high up In the fosthall world.
Thera is need for care as to how the chance
iz used. Don't try t0 do too much in the
trial run which may bo given, The expert
who, s watching will not be impressed by
the amount of dashing up and down the
fieldd done by the young player. Anybody
ecan run abont, He will ba watching “for
signa of real foothall.

And if, as T hope, you do gel your foot
well planted on the ladder which leads fo
foolhall fame, always remember this—that,
although it may not be easy to get on the
Iadder, it Iz very easy to slip off again.
“ R[illy ** Meradith plaved first-class foothall
in hiz Aftieth sear. This is what he said
to me when he wns on the verge of retire.
ment: "1 wigh T hadn't got old, becanse
there are still so0 many things akout football
I want to learn.” That's the. spirit—tha
fdea that there is alwaye something to learn
I—:dhich gets the lad right to the top of the
ndder.
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The prosperity of Neweastle depends npon
two important things, and, bappily. they
geem to be gebtting both In plenty, Coals—
and goals!

Unhappily, however, the price of hoth [a

dear. Dont forgeét the Novecastrians aré
reported fo bave paid £6,000 for ITogh
Gallacher |

Baker, Buchan, Brain, Blyih, Butler—theze
are the Arsenal’s busy B.'s!

A nickname conferred on Stoke (= the
o Potbers"  Wonld not a better name be the
i Pot-shotters "7

sunderiand still have a right ta he dubbed
the team of all the © talenta ' when they
can pay £6,500 for an inside forward.

Lelcoster City's gronnd is In Filbert Street,
Leicester—which  accounts, probably, for
their reputation of being bard nDots te

creck!

 Bedford scores three goals off his owg
haot.” says o contemporary. Rather astonishs,
ing il he seored 'em off somebody elaes!
Tre Micxer Lasrary.—No. 239,




