


*  THE PRINCE OF STORYWRITERS—FRANK RICHARDS!

HARD LINES !

of haeing to malke his oven will !

-

: T e,
iy = .—_.EL._ 'i

N

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter is Bereaved !

14 UNTER
B Thus Ar. Queleh, masier of

the Remove Form at Grey-
[riars.

Hiz eyes were fixed with a basilisk
sfare on the corpulent form of William
George Bunter, the fat and spectacled
Owl] of the Remove. But Bunler did
not heed him, or hear him..

-The Form was engaged in Luiin con-
strue, never a pleasant or agreeablo
diversion to the Owl.

“Bunter !

“Ow! Yes, sird"

Bunter came to himself with a stark,
and gazed at his Form master. *

“ Bunter!” said Mr. Quelch, in stern
tones. * You do noi seem to realise it,
but you are sent {o this school for the
purpose of being educated.  You were
not attending.”

“¥es, siv. That iz {o sav, no, sir. [
mean—""

“You will cease making those ridicu-
lows  remarks at once, and {ake =&
hundred linez for inattention!™

“Really, sir, I—"

“That will do!" snapped Mr. Quelch.
“You are apparently not aware of it, 1
say7, but we are endeavouring to con-
strue Latin. I asked you to Jet mie hava

our version of the phrase * SBatis ver-
orunt.” You have dlgmu YCOUr prepara-
tion, I assume?” '

“0h, yes, sir!"

Billy ﬁuntﬂr smiled sweetly.

“Very well, then, construe.™

The Owl goggled at his book as hope-
fully as if it had been a crib. DBub it
was not & crib, '

' Er—eatis—satis——""

“¥Yes, vyes'" snapped M,
irritably. *Go on?”

“8Batiz  verborum,”
Bunter, with & rush.
library." ™

#What !" shrieked Ar. Quelch. i

“ T mean, ‘ gatithed with his library," ™
amendod Bunter hastily, while the rest
of the Form tried to suhdue its tittere,
"Twae Micxer Lipnany.—No, 941,

Quelch

repeated  Billy
HIEr—" zat in his
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“Boy," exclaimed Mr. Quelch, “come
out to the frant of tho eclass at onco ke

Buntler came. - He raised his ponderous
bulk and rolled dewn the sl at the
side of the desks, and stwdqﬁsidu his
almost stupefied Form master. There
he stood blinking in his fat surprise at
-the rows of grinming faces that con-
fronted him,

AMr. Queleh gripped his podgy shoulder
and shook hllf Eﬂillltf. Gl

“Here is a boy,” he said, “who tells
us that 'satis verborum ' means ° safis-
fied with his hibrary. Bunter, you will
now tell the Form how you reach that
remarkable conclusion.”

“Er—really, sir, what I meant was
‘fed-up with his library.” That is,
‘ had had enough of his Library.” Satis,
sou know—er—satished.”

“He turned hiz beaming spectacles upon
Mr. Quelch and smiled an oily smile. Hs
took a step to go back to his place, but
the master's hand went out and detained
him, Billy Bunter's sleek wiles were
apparently lost on the master of ihe
Remove at this inopportune moment.

“Yerborum ! thundered Mr. Quelch,
* Does that word convey nothing to you?
Verbum — verb — verbiage — verbose—

verbal! ¢ Verbum—the word.! Words—
words 1"

M0Oh, yes. sir! Verborum—a dic-
tionary. That's what Ivwas E:-DI'MF to

sn{w—.‘ Fed-up with his dictionary.” '

Mr. i%uelu 's hand ,dropped from the
Owl’s shoulder, and he almost shud-
dered. :

“Linley."” he zaid, “donstrue the pas-
H%’a for this—this—for Bunter, '

‘Mark Linley straightencd his face and
got up in his place,

“* Enough of words,” " he construed,
“f Bufficient has beén said.’

“Near enough, conceded My, Quelch.
*“ Bunter, in addition to wriling ®*the
hundred lirez I have given you for in-
attention, you will write that phrase a
hundred times, in srder that it may pos-
zibly be fixed in your memaory should yon
want it in future. You will bring both
the impositions ta me by «ix -o'clock to-
night. Go to your place!™

; Billy RBunter’s stories about his wealthy, litled relations and the falbulous swars of nweoncy that il
one day pass fo hivk have alwways been taken with a g‘rﬂiﬂ of salt, : s unt Eil:

Butl, strange as it miuy seen, his funt Eliza
does actually bequeath somcething to ki in ey welll—on condifions ! ’ g

lned those conditions pul Burler in danger

£ Egl'ﬁl TAFRIAEREQENIH T
b ok e B A e e b B

FRAEFEIRIAESER
MHEHIM&E
A Magnificent New Long &
Complete Story of Harry d
Wharton & Co,, at Grey=~ &
Iriars, with Billy Bunter
well to the fore.
b
H.‘”

By FRANK RICHARDS. §
PR PRt b Ok o b ke Kl 7 e A 9 3

Bunter rolled away, and My, Queleh
continued with the leason.

“Redwing, you will take the next
passage. ' Oderint dum——-" Bunter!™

The Owl of the Remove turned again
and faced his Form masier He had
nearly reached his desk, but did uwot
geem 1o be in any hurry to do &n,
Instead, he had yanked out a large and
not over-clean handkerchief, and, with
his ‘spectacles in one podgy hand, was
mopping his eyes with the other.

“Y-yes, sir™ he blubbed.

“What is the meaning of " this?"
rapped out Mr. Quelch.
“Gug-gug-grief, sir,
whelming grief.”
“'El'iﬁ ?il 5

William George nodded, crocodila
tears hopping off his fat cheeks.
“Do you mean to assert that & well-

o o P e oo
ool

&k

Sudden, over-

Eﬁzltt:&”{mwmmu CAUSGE  you _griel‘,
. " ¥es, sir. That is, no, sir, T mean,
it brought it on.”

“ Explain yourself! Tnless you are
atfe to account for this—this childishness
in a eatisfactory manner I shall regard
this outburst as an impertinence, and
your imposition will be doubled.”

“I -am suffering grief, sir,” answered
ihe Owl, in mulﬁed tones throogh the
handkerchief. *“ All the morning, sir.
A death in the family.”

“A death? Bless my-soul !

The faces of Bunter's Form-fellows
became suddenly grave. This was news
te them. Several of them rela¥ed next
instant, howerver, including that of
Skinner, who was now wearing a mali-
cions smile. Evervbody was “wise ™ to
the ways of William George Bunter, not
even excepting Mr., Quelc]'h

“A death, Bunter”

“¥-yes, sir. One of my titledq— I
mean, one of my relations, The funeral
will be next Tuesday, and if you could
giveé me an exeat to go—"

Mr, Quelch’s lips ughtenod, and his
eves glinted,

“Are vou lelling me the
Buntert™ he demanded.

“Really, sire——"

truth,
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“That will 30! I insist on an answer.”
“0Of course, sir. My Aunt Sarah——"
Bunter gave ancther sob.

“You imply that your Aunit Sarah
has—¢r—passed away?"”

“¥Yes, sir, On the 12th iosl.”

“On the what?"

“On the twelfth of thiz month, sir."
Punter mopped up a stray tear- and
Llinked at his Form master patiently.

“Try to control yourself, my lad”
said Mr. ‘?uclch, his tone sollening a
little. * You seriously inform me that
vou have heard of the death of your
Aunt Sarah?"

“Yes, sir. She passed away peace-
fully, lamented by all whoe knew her,”
replied the Owl solemnly, as if ho wora
aquating something he had read in a

ok.

Mr, Quelch lxoked at lim fixedly, the
hard look relurning to his eyos.

“ Bunter,"” he said grimly, “I hope,
for your sake, you can couvince me of
the truth of what you arc sayving, I
have & recolleation of a former occasion
when you stated that a reclative was
dead, and asked for an exeat Lo go to
the funeral,

Y Fully belioving your story, I granted
vou the exeat, only to Gnd afterwards
that you had been lying, and that you
wanted the execal for the sole purposo
of attending a thoatrical performance at
Courtfield, to which you hoped to be
admitted on a ticket vﬂliuh you had mis-
appropriated—I will not usc a harsher
term—from Coker of the Fifth IForm.

“Pause and think before vou plunge
inte further deceit, Bunter, for if you do
you will assuredly be most seveorely
punished I~

Y 0h, sir, I would not tell a lie!™
wailed the Owl, blinking his fat, tcar-
filled oyes. “Can't you lake a fellow's
word, sit? That Courtfield bizney—er—
that Couartfield stunt was a misundoer-
standing, sir. My prief this tinme——
I only heard this morning—— I was'my
Aunt Hannah's favourite niece, 1
mean, she was my favourite aunt——""

“Enough!” rapped Mr. Quelch.
“What did you say that her namo was?"

“Hannah, siv. My Aunt Hannah
Bunter.™

“But vou =zaid Sarah at fivst "

Buniter blinked and thought for a
morment.

"Yes, sir. Sarahh Hamnah Bunler.
Sometimes we call her Auntie Sarali—
when we were young, of course, sir-—
and sometimes Auntie Hanoah.”

There was a sudden outburst of
giggles among the Remove.

“Bilence ! thundered Mr., Quelch,
““This 15 no occasion for unsecmly lovity.
Bunter, stop glaring at Cherry, and put
that handkerchief away !

“Really, sir, when a fellow is over-
come with grief——" ;

The master stlenced hin sharply.

“We shall see; we shall see,” he said.
“Now, Bunter, I have uo wish to be
hard with you, cspecially if vou have
actually suffered a beveavement, bub
after having been once deceived in you,
I intend to make sure. I must ask you
te show me satisfactory evidence that
your Aunt Sarah Haonah——"

“Bot-hoo ! hooted Bunter again,
breaking oub afresh at the sound of that
beloved name, now gone bevond recall.
He reached for his handkerchicf and
dabbed it on his fat face,

Mr. Quelch gazed at him in silence,
sorvely perplexed.

Even in cases of bthis nature it was
not usual for his pupils to give way to
narestrained tears, He had not lived
and moved and had his being in the
same building for whola terms with the
artful Owl without learning sowmething

.prospect  at

of his capabilitica al prevarication, of
courso, so thizs sudden outburst did not
entirely convinee him, though in an-
other fellow such grief would have
been embarrassing.

¥ Uontrol vourself!™ said Mypr. Buelch
again, though a trifle more sharply than
before. *If you can ofier me any proof
of the dﬂﬂ.tﬂ of vour Aunt Hannah
Sarah—er, of your aunti—I will condone

gur inattention. Your imposition will

o waived. In fact, you may be excused
from class for the romainder of the
morning, for if your tale is indeed true,
vou are obviously in no fit state to
study.”

“Thank you, sir!” zaid Banter,
brightening up macvellously, and start-
g down the aizle at the side of the
desks, on his way to the door. *And
if you will please let me have an exeat
for the funoral i

“Your proof!” demanded the Foru
master sternly. © Where 13 your proof !
Have you nok received & letter ¥

“Yes, sir., That 18, not yet, sir. Buf
I can prove it, really. I have a paper.
In my study.”

Mre. Quelch loocked at his fal visage
doubtiully.

“Fetch it here at once, Bunter!” he
boomed portentously. “And if I find
you are trying to deceive me———"

But Billy Bunter had scuttled for the
door. .

“What s giddy merve!” whispered
Harry Wharton, the captain of the
Roemove, to Hurrce Jamset Ram SBingh.
“He'll come back and say the cat's
eaten 1t, or something !

“The nervefulness is terrific;” agrecd
the Nabob of Bhanipur, who was
“Inky ” to his familiars. *“You can
drivefully drive -a horse to the water,
but you cannot make him bring back the
stitch in timefulness.™

Harry Wharton grinned at this
wonderful English proverb. - Inky prided
himself on s pure English, and the
aptness of his quotations especially.

The whole Forim was 2 buzz of whis-

ered remarks and sinothered titters

uring Bunter's cross-examination. No-
body was trying to lude his enjoyment
of this really refreshing interlude.
Mingled with the pleasure of the Owl's
Ereo entertainment, hiowever, was a trace
of puzzlement.

The Ananias of the Remove was
notoriously not lost for *neck,” but ho
usually liad the sense not to go too
far in class, and previously none of the
juniors had even heard -:-? the lament-
ahlo demize of Aunt SBarab—or was if
Aunt Hannah?

None of them, that iz, except Iarcld
skinner. The smile on the face of the
cad of the Remove seemed to be rather
moro knowing. Ile scemed to be wait-
ing expectantly to sec how Mr. Queleh
might regard the “paper™  which
Bunter had mentioned. Perhaps Mr.
Queleh might nof admit it to be proof
at all, in which case there would be
disaster for the prevaricating Owl—na
) the  thought of which
Skinner's smile deepened,

* Bilence !

Mr. "Quelel: turned round from the
door sharply and rapped out the com-
mand.

“We will proceed from the point at
which we were intercupled, Redwing—
construe ™

Bedwing stood up and fook his turn
at grapp uu}:; with the claszies, a task
for which he was rather more fitted
than ithe egregious Owl, apart from the
schelarship attainments which had won
him a place at Greyviriars Behaool.

The lesson continued on ite implac-
able way for the space of fve minutes—

._l_'\.'|I

then ten. Idves bogan (o roam from desks
to doorway Bunter was taking his
time. Naturally, he was putting the
evil day.

Even the Form mastcr himsclf turned
ab last as the door-handle rattled and
Willlam (eorge Bunter opened the
portal and rolled in.

His fat little eyes blinked behind hia
spectacles as he glimmered at the clasa
and then at Mr. Quelch. His grief
appeared to have been forgotien for
the moment, and he did not scemn to be
cxpecting a licking, eithor.

Under his arm was tucked a bulky
newspaper.

“Well?” snapped My, Quelell. Ha
had noted how quickly Bunter had re-
covered from his tears,

“This is the paper, sir,” said the
Owl, in a manner that implicd he was
willing fo rveturn good for evil, “The
*Times,” sir"

He pushed a fat forefinger at a cor-
tain place on the folded pago and
handed the paper to his I'orm master.

Mr. Quelch read where he pointed, in
the “Deaths " ecolumn,

“BUNTER, Eliza Judith, at her resi-
dence, 127, Cumberstoke Hill, Hamp-
stead, on the 12th inst. Funeral at
11 a.m., Tuesday next, No flowers, by
request. Deeply lamented by all who
knew her.”

“Bless my soul! muitered Mr.
Quelch. “ How sad!™

The Remove master clicked his tongua
sorrowlully, and then something scemod
to strike his attention,

“ Bunter I* ho rapped,

Billy Bunter had been looking tha
other way when Mr. Quelch had turned
ltowards him, making faces at Skinner,
who was returning the complinent in
the same mauner.

The Owl jumped.

“KYes, sir? he saund,
pm];:'?rly sad at once.

“What was the Chrizstian name of
your decessed asunt

“Eliza, sir. Dut soemetimes we called
her Aunt Judg.”

“But you told me her name was
Salt!'.?.lill I-:',[Eamiall 5 -

illy Bunter goggled,

“¥Yes, sir. So I did. J—-
meant to say wazs——"

“Be carciul, Bunter! 1 shall punish
severely any deceit on your part!™

“What I meant to say was that they
—they were twins, sir. Got mixed up
coming home from the christening, you
know,” gasped  DBunter. “* Changed
over, somebody, you know, sir. Nobody
could ever tell which was which after-
wards all ther lives; ihey were so
much abke. But one of "em's dead, and
it must be Aunt Eliza. 8o if you could
give mo an oxea i .

Mr. Quelch glared at I, Bunter's
ready invention had rather taken the
wind out of his sails.

“Have vou had a letter from your
father about this?" he dewanded, tap-
ping the noewspaper,

" Nunno, sir.”

“Then yvou do not know whether this
refers to your aunt, or merely to a
namesake? A coincidence of names,
perhaps

“A lot of wy hitled— A lot of my
velations live at Hampstead, siv.”

“That may be so, Bunter. I do nok
wizsh to doubt vour word, especially in
a matter of this kind. Nor do I wish
to add to your grief, if rcal, by dis-
believing you. But alter past ex-
periences, I must satisfy myself fully
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before allowing you to leave the school
for a day to attend the funeral. I
suppose “you did not cause this ad-
vertisement to be inserted on your own
initiative, Bunter 1” he added suddenly.

The Owl's fortitude broke down again
at this, His fat eyes blinked, and he
reached for his handkerchief.

* Boo-hoo !” he scbbed.

“Do not give wayl” exclaimed Mr,
Quelech  hastily. “You are eéxcused
further  ¢lasses for this morning:; you
are unfit to concentrato your mind on
gtudy at present. Your imposition i3
suspended in the meantime, and I will
telephone to your father later in the
day to obtain confirmation of this news,
If it iz true, wou shall be allowed an
exeat ; if it iz not, I shall severely cane
you, and your impodition will bo
doubled, You may go.”

“Thank you, sirl”

And Bunter rolled away triumphantly,
bestowing a fat wink on the door as ho
tarned the handle and vanished into the
passage.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Bit of Spade-work !

& SAY, you fellows—"
"Roll on, porpoise ™
“ Amble saway, old puff-ball |"
“Buzz off, Bunter!”

There was a mournful and woe-begone
look on the face of the Owl of the Re-
move as he rolled to a stop by the group
st the letter-rack. The sfterncon post
bad just come in, and »°lot of the
fellows had turned up here straight from
the Form-rooms, to see whether their
Iuck might be in,

“Really, Bob Cherry,"” complained
hunt.e-r, m an aggrieved wvoice. * Yon
aren't ithe only one entitled to look at
the letter-rack, you know. I am expect-
ing & post——"

“The same old postal-order [ mur
mured Bob Cherry, grinning,

“Poast! 1 was going to say I am
expecting o postcard at least, from
mF_JI

“From your titled relalions?”

“From my patoer. He might at least
sond me & card to tell me my aunt 13
dead. ought to realize how this sus-
pensa tells on one of my delicaie con-
stitution.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The Removites did not secem to be
highly impressed with the roality of
Bunter's aunt, or with the reality of
his sorrow, either. There was a grin
on all their facea as they watched the
Owl workiog bard to produce a flow of
grick.

A bercavement is no laughing matiar,
but really tha fellows wero not t3 bo
blamed over-much for their unbelicf,
Bunter, on the strength of the name in
the newspaper, had managed to impress
Mr. Quelch sufficiently to be exeused
morning classes, but somehow the shock-
ing news had not in the least impaired
his appetite for dinner in Hall,

The Owl had, in fact, wolfed up threo
large helpings of rabbit-pie to such pur-
pose as nearly to clean up the crack in
the plate as well,

Alfternoon classes had seen a return
of his melancholy, for he had haped to
repeat his success of the morning and
get the whole day off. Mr., Quelch, how-
ever, had refused to rise to the bait =
second time, He, {oo, had not been
unobservant in Hall,

At first he had been undecided, but
when Bunter had let out & groan a3 o
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feoler, he had pulled him up sharply
and ordered him to keep his sorrow in
control. Moreover, he had informed
him that he had telephoned te his
father, but unsuccessfully, for Mr,
Samuel Bunter was away from his oflice.

But the porpoise of Greyfriars had
not yet given up hope of that exeat for
Tuesday.

“My pup-pup-poor aunt!” he wailed,
ostentatiously going through the motions
of wiping away an imaginary tear.

“If she’s poor, I can’t imagine why
you &re so cut-up about her,” Eugg_m-.ted
Vernon-Smith heartlessly, * Now if she
wore rich——"

“*You're & rotten, unfeeling beast,
Vernon-8mith 1” howled Bunter. *3he
is rich, of course. All jny relations are.
But if she dido't have thousands and
thousands of pounds it'd be all the samo
to me. I don’i value wealth for itz own
sale,

“Ha, he, ha!” ]

This waz too much for the Remorvo
fellows—coming from Buntor,

“What are you beasts eackling at?™
hooted the Owl, “Can’t you see I'm pro-
strated with grief? 1 ean’t help blub-
bing a bit, even though I am left in her

will. Any of you low rotters would be
jumpin r joy if you'd been left what
I have ™

“Aré voun going to get that postal-
order at last, then?"

“It may interest you fo know, Ver-
non-SBmith,” replied the Owl haughtily,
forgetting his grief and blinking at the
Bounder severely. "It may interest
you to know shat I waz her favourite
son and heir."”

“Ha, ha, ha®

“Er—I mean her favourite nephew,
I'm in her will for a huge sum, you
know. The lawyerz wouldn’t tell me the
exact amount, but it"s not 1éss than ten
thousand.™

“Whera do I come in, then—ech?”

Billy Bunter turned round as the ques-
tion was asked behind him, and nearly
knocked over Harold Bkinner. He had
just come up. A smile flickered over
the crafty countenance of the cad of the
Remove, like unto that on the faco of the
tiger 1n the limerick—the tiger who had
pssimilated the lady of Riga.

“Oh, it's you, Bkinner! You always
were a low cadger,” said Bunter loftily.
“I don't encourage cadgers as & rule,
but considering it was vou who first
broke the good news—I mean the sad
news—to me, I don’t mind dropping vou
filty quid or so—when it arrives.”

1t was Hareld Skinner who had first
noticed the annopneement in  the
“Times " of that samwe morning, when
he had been prowling round Mr.
Queleh’s room during that master’s tem.
porary abzence. His eye had fastened
on the Owl's name displayed in capitals
on the front page, and he had *bor-
rowed ™ the paper and later handed it
ta Bunter,

His reason for this had been fwo-fold.
First, heé had put the fatuous Owl up
ta trying to get some advantage out of
it; and, second, ha had hoped that when
the paper was produced as evidence, Mr.
Queleh would remember that his own
copy was missing from hls study, and
draw the obvious conclusion. In which
case, Bunter's ill-advised énterprise
would have brought the vials of wrath
down upon his bead—sa spectacle which
would have wvastly smused the artful
Skinner, and which he was confidently
expecting from the moment that William
George set the ball rolling.

This  delightful rofgramme  mis-
earried, however. Mr. Enelcfi Was B0
surprized st Bunter's news that he for-
got -about his missing *Times ¥ ; “or,

—

perhaps, he did not know that it was
missing. Moreover, on the other hand,
Bunter had “got away with it ” to the
extent of being excused from morning
classes; and it was this fact that con-
vinced the mind of 8kinner that he was
dug for some reward, anyhow.

_ "Filty pounds!” he oxclainied, un-
impressed by the magnificence of Billy
Bunter's offer. “I'd rather have & bob
now than fifty gquid when it arrives,
porpoise, ™

“You're an unhelieving beast, 8kin-
ner! I've a good mind to wash out my
generous offor altogether. But io show
you I don't bear you any malice in the
hour of my affliction, I'll give you your
bob now.”

“Halves " said Vernon-Smith.

" Bunter—Bunter |

The voice of Johuny Bull echaead from
the next passage, roaring like his name-
soke of Bashan,

The Owl looked behind him, seeking
a way of retreat. Fellows who went
about yelling for Buntor usually had
some urgent reason for so doing, and the
results, when they found him, werc
mostly unpleasant for Bunter.

The fat junior forgot the matter of
his offered shilling in the panic of the
moment, and was about to send off into
safety when Johnny Bull  himsolf
appearod round the corner. -

““Oh, here you are, old fat barrel 1™

he greeted. “Beon looking for you all
over the place. Cut along to Quelchy;
he wants you !
“The unfair beast!”™ hooted the Owl.
He let me off that impot. You all
heard him say so. It's not fair to a
chap stricken with grigf—" .

“Cut along, Tuhﬁj' ' advised Bull.
“¥ou'll be stricken with a cane if you
don't 1™

“I expect it's to tell me be’s plioned

to the pater. He's heard that my aunt
Eliza is really dead," said Bunter, moro
brightly. * ¥You chaps'll be jolly sorry

you haven't been more kind to me in the
hour of my grief when you see the huge
cheque I'm going to get from my
lawyers |

“Bowl, barrel, bowl!" said Vernon-
Smith, giving hin a playful shove with
hia boot.

And Bunter bowled,

-y

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Result Is Unsatislactory !

ki OME in [*

Mr. Queclel’s deop tones
came through the woodwork
of his study door as William

George Bunter gingerly tapped thereon,

The Ow] hesitated for & moment, The
voice was muffled a bit, and he could
not make out whether it sounded
Errmmar than uwsual, or not. Mr. Quelch

ad certainly given him an imposition,
but it was not yet six o'clock, so he
could hardly be expecting it to be done.
Besidez which, he had suspended sen.
tence till he could find out the trutl
about Bunter's aunt.

The voice of the Remove master cor-
tainly did sound a bit grima, "evhaps he
had phoned Mr. Bunter, and the denial
of any death-in the family had had the
result of producing this grimness. :

Best not to let Quelehy see he ex-
pected anything of the kind, though, de-
cided the Owl. It wouldn't do to go
in ag if he were expecting a licking.
Botter put a face on the matter,

[ ﬂﬂME 11 1”

Mr. Queleh’s voico was cortainly im.
patient now, if nothing more.

JBunter opened the door and pushed
his fat face, and then his fai body, into
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the study. He blinked cheerfully, put-
ting on his best sniile to disarm the
Form inaster's wrath.

“ Yes, sir,” he said.
“me, sicr?"

“I did, Bunter,” remarked Mr,
Quelch. “You were & long time ro-
sponding to my injunction to come in.
C “Y.yes, sir,” stuttered Bunter, *I-—I
was blub-blubbing, sir. I didn’t want
vou to see my tut-tut-tears, sir! I was
wiping my eyes, you know. My
aunt—->"" i -

“¥Your present facial expression i3 a
.very strange one for a person in the
throes of grief,"” ochserved the Form

“¥.-you sent for

master.  “ You came into this study
smiling in a way that I can only
deseribe  as  fatuows and  imbecile.

Indead, vou are still smiling!™ ;

Billy Bunter's face immediately con-
torted itself into .what he hoped was
a sad expression—sadness mixed with
fortitude.

“"Yes, sir. I—I've been trying Lo
bear up under my affliction; to keep
a smiling face to the world, you know,
as the poet says, like—like——""

“"Indeed " :

Mr. Quelch looked at him searchingly.
He did pot quite know what to make
of Bunter just at present. The beam-
ing smile with which he had first
entered scemed to be gonuine cnough,
even if only conciliatory, and there ap-

red Lo be traces of vamished tears,
com the black smudges encircling his
fat eyes.

I have telephoned to wyour father,
Bunter,” went on the Remove master,
after an interval.

HY.ves, sir?"

: Ei:tﬂrim result is unsatisfactory.”

Billy Bumler let out a liltlo gasp, and
his eves strayed to the cane that lay
handy to BMr. Quelch’s reach.

“Why do vou glance at the cane,
Bunter?"

#] o  Oh, nothing, siv! Tt
merely caught ny eye, you know.”

“1 sincerely hope that it will ecatch
nothing more painful,” remarked Mr.
Quelch dryvly.

“% s, sir,” agroed William George,
with a 5ni,gg§r. “Of course, sir, vyou
can't really blame me for thinking it
was my aunt, you know. The same
name, sir. PBunter is not a common
name—not like Smith, or Quelch.”

llEh ?lr

“1 mean, sir, if you saw your name
in the paper, you'd naturally think it
was your aunt., And, after all, it
wasn't me who bagged vour beastly old
‘ Times.! Really, sir, I teld Skinner he
was a silly idiot to risk it, you know!"

It was Billy Bunter's eye that had
previously strayed towards the cane;
now it was Mr. Quelch's hand.

“Bunter, what do you mean?" he
arid ominously.

“Nun-nothing, sir.
ing. This grief, you knew—it unnerves
a fellow!”™ said Bunicr haslily. * But
cven in the midst of a boreavement like
mine I can’t help sticking to the truth.
1 always act up to the standard of
William Tell, =sir, and T would scorn
io tell a lie. You remember, sir, when
ihey asked him who cut down the apple-
trag——

“Cease this  irvrclevant prattle!”

- thundered the Form master. “Do you
imply that it was Harold Skinner who
m[sap%upriatad my ' Times ' this morn-
ing? Bless my soul ! he added to him-

self. “I hadn't even missed it!"
“I told him you might miss it, sir,”
replied Bunter immﬁcnﬁy.

I wasn't think-
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Billy ‘Bunter mopped up a stray tear and blinked at his Form-master patlently,
** Try 1o control yourself,"” said Mr. Quelch.
have heard of the death of your aunt Sarah ? ™
peacefully, lamented by all who knew her,” replied the Owl, as 1 he were quoting

something he had read in a book.

““ You seriously inform me that you
“* ¥es, sir. She passed away

(See Chapter 1.)

“¥ou may send BSkinner to me”
exclaimed Mr. Quelch; and Bunter
turned to go, much relieved,

“After
concluded Mr, Quelch.

ilﬂh !.“

“In the ordinary course of events™
went on the Bemove master, “I should
not  hesitate to adminisier a severe
caning to  you, Bunter, at this
juncture.”

“Really, sir—"

«“But in wiew of the doubl—I say
the doubt—which exists as to this
alleged berecavement, I shall hold my
hand. Your answers seem fatuous and
contradictory—this 1s quite usual—but 1n
spite of that Lhere is just a possibility
tﬁat- what you say as correct, If it is
not your aunt who is dead, however—
if you are merely trying to deceive .mo
by means of an accidental similarity of
names into granting you an exeat—your
punishment shall be such as to make you
deeply regret making the attempt.’

“Yoyes, sir!”

Bunter blinked checrfully. He was re-
prieved for the moment, anyhow.

“I have again telephoned to your .

father's office," wenl on Mr, Quelch,

Lave fhnished with you!l"

“"hut I find that he has been abzent from
business all day. I was told he was
unexpectedly called away vyosterday
afterncon.”

“To my dear aunl’s bedside,” mur-
mured Bunter.

That aunt would conbimue to be &
reality to him until, like the Mrs.
Harris, of Bairey Gamp's imagination, it

was proved thers was “no sich a
person.”

“1 have also telephoned to his
private house,” pursued the Form

master, “but can get no reply. It
seams that there is nobody in residence.
That is all I have discovered at the
moment, Bunter; but in order {o take
no. risks. if there is actually some sub-
stratumn of truth in your contradictory
statements, and so thal you shall not
be deprived of an opportunity to attend
the funoral, I have written a letter to
your father. It must be'posted so as
to catch this evening's collection.”

Bunter held out Lis hand for tha
lotter which lay in front of Mr. Quelch,

“That'll be all right, sir,” he said.
“I'll=T'1l post it for you, sir!"

Y Tue Magner Liskary.—No. 841,
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The master was about to give it to
him, but on second thoughls his hand
drew back. Per]mga he remembered the
unreliability of William George where
posting letters was concerned—cspeci-
ally ithe posting of those which might
bring unpleasant results on himself.

“You need not trouble, Bunter,” he
remarked coldly., “Bkinner shall post
it—after I have punished him. cnd
him to me at onee,”™

Bunter turned and rolled out of the
etudy, feeling, on the whole, rather
relieved.

He found Harold Skinner én Sludy
No. 11, bending over the fire ioasting
a slice of bread in preparation for tea.

“1 say, vou fellows,” he began,
heaming through his spectacles at the
appetising scene, “that toast smells all
right, you know! I expect you've been
looking all over the place to invite me
io tea, but 1I've been having a chat with
old Quelchy., He isn't such a beast, after
all—in fact, he's jolly decent some-
tirnes, ozpecially when a chap s
prostrated with grief, He——"

“¥ou'll be prosirated with a {oasting-

fork in & minuie, vou fat lhippo-
potamus ™ snorted Bkinner. " Fade
oway ™

“ Oh, really, you knows—"

“ Absquatulate M ;;'L'l]ed ilic  nasal
voice of Fisher T. Fish. the Amcrican

junior, who had been asked to tea. 1
guces you take this study for a broad-
line, like they have in Noo Yark, Ne
free meals served here!”

“Bah}l PBeasiz! T cameo on business,
Quelchy wanizs you, Skinner.” weont on
the Owl. “Heo's in a frightful wax!
You mneedn't think I told him you
bagged his copy of the *Times ' when
he licke vou, beecause 1 didn't. I tried
to shield you, in fact!”

“You sneaking  roller!™ Thowled
Skinner. “I'll slueld you!™
Bang! Crack!

Harold 8kinner's knuckly fist collided
violently with DBunter’s fat jaw as the
cad of the Remove dropped hLis toasting-
fork and leaped after the Owl, whe
had hurriedly retreated oui inio the
passapge Aagain.

“Yaroooh! Owch! Groooh!" groaned
William George, 1s his head rat-talted
sharply against the opposite wall.

“Docz he really want me, or are you
spoofing " demanded Skinner, shaking
hig fist in the Owl's face so that he had
to squint down hLis podgy nase at it

“¥.ves, of course he does!™ stut-
tored Bunter. “I'va been a long time
finding you. He'll he waxy!™

Harold Bkinner glared at him for a
moment doubtfully, and then presented
the spectacled Owl with & jab on his
fat equator on general principlles. Then,
breathing 1{hreats and slaughter, he
moved off  reluctantly towards Mr.
Quelch’s study.

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter.
“¥You'va forgotien io stuff some exercisec-
books in your bags, Skinnor!”

“RDS]I. in'.l !H

The wvoice of Fisher T. Fish floated
from the open door of Biudy Ne. 11,
und he emerged, followed by Stolt and
.‘-}non% who had until now been too busy
to take much notice of what had been
going on,

But Bunter was alrcady executing
what is known in military circles as a
strategical retreat. Ho had jumped
violently et Fish's first bark, and was
now huriling ileng the Remove passage,
his_fat little legs going like elockwork
uader him,

Fizher 1. Fish and the study-mates
of the unfortunate Skinner did not
follow lim, They had other attractions

ITne Macxer LisBsry.—No. 941,
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besides taking it out of Bunter just then,
and with a laugh went back to their
interrnpted preparations for tea. _

The Owl slowed down when he heard
the door close bahind thetn, and turned
round, blinking saogrily  down the
Passnie,

“Beasts ™ he roared. “ ¥Yah!"

The row of study doors streiched
before him—all closed. Behind them
tha fellows were all making or having
tea. The prospect of being a guest—
even an umnvited guest—at one of thoso
tea-tables attracled Bunter for a {ime.

He pauvsed and struggled with him-
gelf. The tempiation to go and barge
in somewhere for a free feed was strong
within him. But stern, rclentless neces-
sity won. Boanter had important business
clsewhere,

With a sigh like unto a Westinghouse
air-brake he turned from temptation,
and followed in the wake of Harold
Bkinner towards the sanctum of their
respected Form master,

—_—

THE FOURTH GHAPTER,
Skinner is Wrathy !

WISH !
S A fat smile lit up the face of
William: George Bunter as he bent

a little lower outside the door of
Mr. Quelch’s study.

Swish !

The sound was repeated, this {ime
followed by a howl of anguish,

“ Wow I®

Skinner was getting it hot!

Two more swishes, and iwo nore
howls that blended at the finish into
one sustained wail, announced that
vengeance had at last overtaken the pur-
loiner of Mr. Queleh’s newspaper.

The swishing stﬂﬁp-ud There was o

ause, duving which the Owl could not
distinguish anything except the dymg
velps Harold EBkinner, and a
thunderous bark on the part of the Form
master that eventually produced silence.

“Giving him the lettor to post,™ nmmt-
tered Bunter.

He judged 1t finie to be gone. He
did not want the door to open suddenly
and disclose his fat presence there in the
act of eavesdropping. Bunter had no
hesitation about listening-in on moral
grounds, but he was a great respecter of
the law which says: *“Thou shalt not get
found out.™

He straightened up and scnitled along
the corridor, where hea took up his
position round the fivet corner.  Ar.
Qu::elr:h’a door openced aud Bkinner cane
out.

“ Never enter my study again without
express permission !” boomed the tones
of the Remove waster, and DBunter
grinned in glee,

Thera was no audible reply. Perhaps
Harold Bkinner's feelings were too deep
for words., Next came the sound of the
closing door, and in a few more seconds
Skinner himself came face to face with
the Owl. :

Each of his hands was tucked below
the opposite armpit, and expressions of
agony chased each other across the face
of the cad of the Remove. In one hand,
however, his tingling fingers held a
letter ; and it was the letter, rather than
Skinner's eufferings, that Bunter was
more interested in just then,

“Poor old S8kinner!” he said, with o

smirk,. 1 eay, 1sn't old Quelchy a
beast! How many did he give you,
Bhkinny "

“¥-you rotten sncak !" yelped the cad
of the Hemove. *VYou told him about
that paper |"

“1t is false!” replied Bynter loftily.
“I would scorn to do guch a thing. Tt
i3 nobt my way ifo sneak on a pal
Bkinner, ¥You have beon my friend
long enough to know that!”

“Friend !” hooted Skinncr.

“Well, of course, I wouldn't like it
to be generally known,” went on -the
Owl, in his fatyous way. “ A fellow in
my position has to be careful, you
know, These things get about, and if
it got round to any of my titled relations
they would disapprove, naturally, Btill,
between ourselves—-—""

Skinner made & dash at ham, but with-
out removing his hands from the com-
fortable position they occupied under his
armpits. DBunter backed a pace or two
in alarm.

“Don’t get ratty, Skinner, old chap,”
he said soothingly. “I don’t see why
you should suspect me of sneaking on
vou. Quelchy asked me whether it waz
you who eneaked his *Times,' and 1
simply dented it, straight from the
shoulder. 1 said it was Jying—"

“It's you who are lying!™ snorted
El:irinﬂr, ] v i

"“1 merely said it was lyi in your
study. It nught have bem?gﬂtntfr, or
IFish, or Snoop, or anybody. You see, I
was tryving to eghield you. Of course, he
wormed it out of me that yon showed me
that bit sbout my aunt. Yon know
what a one he is for worming things out
of a chap.”

“1 know what a worm you are 1™

“Really, Bkinner-—"

“¥You wait till I ecan use my hands
again ! r

“He, he! They're pretty sore, aren't
they " grinned DBunter., “JI say, old

uelchy can be a bruote sometimes,
although he's nice as pic to a fellow he
takes a liking to—me, for instance.
MNow 1've been bereaved he's like a
father to me. He's phoned to my
patér and found out it's truc about my
aunt, and I've got an execat for Tuesday
to go up to London for the funeral. He
said he was geoing to write a letter lo
him, confirming it in writing. He's
going to lock up the times of trains for
me, and all that.”

Bkinner glared to him malevolently.
Bunter apparently seemed 10
having all the luck! Excused morning
classes;, and now a whole day in London,
just because some old aunt or olher had
kicked the bucket. ‘That was the
gmiable way Harold Bkinner looked at
it, and he saw no reason to doubt cveu

the Owl's words, either.

All the facts, az he knew them, tallied
with the usually unveracious Owls
statements.

“Yes," continued Billy Bunter: “he
started to write it as I left the study,
and told me to go back for it after he'd
finished caning’ you, so that I could take
it to the post. I say, is that the leticr
you've got there?”

“Go and eat cokel” was Skinmer's
ungracious suggestion.

“T'm sorr é.'uu'vc had four—or was i
six " chuckled Bunter. * But it wasn't
my fault, you know. did my best,
really. 8till, to make up for it, Tl
give you the hfty quid 1 promis ol
as goon as I touch my legacy. And Il
post that letter_ for you, too. Hand it
over, old fellow; I'd do anvthing fo
oblige one of my oldest friends.”

Bunter held out his fat
invitingly.

Harold Bkinner was not having anv,
however. He squirmed away, and the
letter just slipped between Dunter’s
ﬁngerﬁ as they grabbed for it

"You fat burglar! he velled. “You
don’t touch this leiter i 1 know it

hand
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“But I can see my pater’s name on
it I” hooted the Owl,

“You're good at sceing things not in-
tended for {uu, you fat beast !" retorted
the cad of the Remove., " You had your
ear at Quelchy’s keyhole; didn't you
hear him tell me to post it myself, and
not let you touch it on any account "

“That was only his little joke,” ex-
plained Bunter ghbly, * What he meant
was that a fellow of my class could not
be a:c{vcf:tf-rl to run about posting letters,
you Lknow, Ifs different with you, of
course ; it doesn’t matter, treating you
as ane errand-boy, because you're not in
the same high social position. DBut
that's all right, Skinny, old man; no-
body can accuse me of being snobbish.
Gimme the letter.”

“You fat, puffed-up toad!" roared
Skinner. “ What do you want to do
with it—prize it open bo see if there's
a postal-order inside?”

* Really, Skinner g

“Roll out of the way, lavd-barrel! 1
wouldn’t trust you with o blank post-
eard, let alone a letter. ¥You'd pinch
vonr own pater's posktal-orders 1™

Harold Skiuner shoved the Owl out of
hiz path, and proceeded on his way
along the passage. Bunter trailed along
behind, vsing his most persuasive efforts
to make My, Quelch's victim part up
with the precious letter.

A worried look Hitted across his fat
vizage between the intervals of his coax-
ing. The egregious Owl realised that
hiz father would certainly be vory sur-
prised to note its contents—to hear of
his =zon's grief awd his claim to be the
nephew of the lady mentioned in the
newspaper notice,

The fact that somcbody namwed Bunter
had expired was, of course, indisputalle,
and ., when Haroeld Bkinner had shown
him the newspaper the imagination of
William George  had  without  the
slightest difficulty convinced him that
she was his aunt—his rich aunt, * Ile had
made use of the wncident while the going
vas good, and it had scemed that a
day's excat might easily be “worked ”;
but Quelchy had been suspicious, and
the Owl was beginning to have his
doubts. To keep the thing up might be
too rvieky.

Bunter was a fool in many ways, but
Lhere were tinies when he knew whon to
stop,  Thiz was ono of them. It was
lucky that his pater had been away from
the office all that day, and even more &o
that the phone at home was somehow
out of arxj-lnr. Mr. Quelch had been un-
able to pet in touch with him so'far, and
the Owl mecant to see to it that they
shonld remain oul of touch if e could
manage 1t.

All he needed to do, of course, was
to get lold of the letter and .refeain
from posting it, If no roply turned up,
Mr. &:feicta would naturally think that
his father had iguored the matter, or
did not with his sons to attend the
funeral, and theh the whole thing would
blow over,

At least, thal was the way William
Creorge Bunter reasoned,

All the way to the ]}msi‘-bnx outside he
followed the vengeful ecad of the
Eemove, lavishing on him his best
flatiery. But somehow Bunter's fAattery
secmed to have the opposite effect from

what it should have had. Skionner
scemed to become insulted rather than
soothed.

Promises of tempting shares in the
mmmj legacy were ol no more avail
than downright threats to give Skinuer

a good hiding then and there. Skinner
apreared to be merely amused at either
prospect.

[ S T

Skinner was adamant, and they
arrived together at the postbox with the
cad gloatiug over his imminent revenge,
and Bunter more desperate than ever,
but still haflled.

“Watch carefully, porpeise!™ said
Skinner, inserting the letter in the slit
and guarding against A rush from Bun-
ter. “No deception; the guickness of
Ewl hand doceives the oYL, Presto !

II:}.F? °

He jerked his hand, and the letter dis-
appeared nto the safe intcerior of tho
box. The Owl made a grab, but just
too late,

“Ow! You beast, 8kinner! You may
consider that filty quid washed cut, so
far as you are concerned—definitely 1™

But Harcld Skinner was already on
the way back. BSomething szeemed to
have cheered him up, and the sting of
Mr, Quelch's cane to have heen fou-
gotten, He was whistling & jolly tune.

“Rotrer ' muttered Bunter., “T hope
he won't be able to hold a toasting-
fork for a week !

The fat Ow] of the Remove stood and
blinked short-sightedly in the gather-
ing dusk at the letter-box. "The incrim-
mating missive to his father was as safe
in there, he knew, as it would have been
in_the vaults of the Bank of Enpland.

It would net be the slightest use his
walting for the postman when ha came
round to collect, and asking for the
letter back on account of an alleged
mistake in the address, or something
like that. It was against regulations.

Bunter knew this as well as the post-
man. Ie had tried the same dodge
before.

With a grean, William George gave
a last long look at the prave of all his
hopes, and rolled moodily away.,

——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Unexpected Happens !

i OTTEN !
Billy Dunter uttered
waord and groaned,

The bell was rinﬁing for
classes on the morning after the Owl's
unsuceezsful attempt to induce Hareld
Skinner to listen to his blandishments at
the pillar-box just outside the gates, and
its brazen clanging reminded that faf

that

and fatuous youth that his prescnce was
réequired in the Remove Form-room.

The rest of the fellows were making
acrogs the quad for the school buildings,
and Billy Bunter rolled glumly along in
the same direction as much in the rear
as he dared.

“Rotten ! he groaned again. "It
isn't fair! Quelchy's a beast! A chap
who is wmghud down with grief like I
am oughtn't to be expected to study.
It's too much to expect of flesh and
blood 1™

There was plenty of flesh and blood
about Bunter, certainly, and as vet none
of it had dwindled away as the result
of his carking care, so far as was
visible to the naked eye.

Now that the letter had gone off to
his father and the die was cast, the Owl
had fallen back on his usual attitude of
making hay while the sun shone. If
there was one thing more than another
that his fat mind did not exercise itself
in, that thing was to worry aboub conse-
quencos,

The Remove master’s unexpected
action in writing the letter had given
Billy Bunter a jolt, but now that the
thing was off his mind for the time
being his imagination had steadied
down on an even keel again. Had he
been ahle to regain possession of it
before Skinner posted it he would have
forgotten his deceased aunt forthwith,
but as he hadn't he naturally fol-
lowed the course of trving te make
capital out of her.

The previous evening, when he should
have been doing hiz prep, the fatuous
Owl had spent in trying to raise a loan
ostenaibly to cover the cost of a wreath
and the price of a railway ticket to
London.

He had tried the Famous Five first of
all, but had drawn blank. Even when
he promised them a thumping share of
his Fmge- legacy—when he got it—nobody
was having ony.

“The shy dogp once it gathers no
moss,” as Hurree Singh had remarked.

Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars, and a fellow with enough re-
sources to satisfy even DBunter, had he
been inclined to, would not rise to the
bait: and the tale was the same from
one end of the Remove passage to the
other.
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Billy Bunter's fat face had smirked,
and his round spectacles had
into every study, bubk he had not even
gained sympathy, let alone coin of the
realm. The only bright spet on the
evening was when he had almost touched
tha heart of the easy-going Lord
Maulaverer, but waz booted out of
Btudy No. 12 by Mauly’s study-mate,
Sir J;';mmy Vivian, before he could lead
up to the question of cash.

o _Etmgr beasts|” mumbled Bunler,
rolling along a trifle more quickly as he
saw that all the other fellows had van-
ished inside the building.

He gained his place & trifle late, but
luckily did not run inte Mr. Quelch,
who was late himself. He had been
delayed by talking to Mr. Lascelles, who
was to have taken the maths. class, but
whoe had a cold and a sore throat, and a
temporary alteration in the time-table
had been arranged. Mr, Quealch had
agreed to take that class in his stead,
and to take it first,

Buanter seemed dreamy and dosy—
absorbed in solemn thoughts. In the
presence of Mr, Quelch he was keeping
up a proper grief,

The Owl was blinking through his
large round glasses when the master’s
voica at last arounsed him. He was
being asked the answer to an eguation,
end the problem had formed part of the
preparation which he was supposed to
have done the previons evenipg. Bunter
wag hearing of it now, however, for the
first time,

“A horse eats a bushels, and a donkey
b bushels of corn in a week,” boomed
the voice of the Remove master. * How
many bushels will they together consume
in n weeks T—Bunfer |

"The Owl jumped an inch or two off the
form.

“Y.ves, sir.”

“¥ou heard the question,” rapped Mr,
Quelch. “What iz the answer ?”

“Tut-tut-ten thousand pounds!” stut-
tered Bunter,

T W-Whﬂ.t-f”

“Ten thousand pounds, sir™

Billy Bunter's eves blinked s:}]emn]{,

The rest of the Remove chuckled
audibly.

“Bilenca!” thundered the TForm
master, *The pitiable state of this boy's
mental faculties is no opcasion for mirth.
What do vou mean, Bunter I™

“ Mum-mean, sir?™

“You heard what I said. What con-
nection is there between bushels of corn
and ten thousand pounds?™

“ Bub-bub-bushels of corn, sir }*

“Dan’t keep repeating after me like a
parrot 1" snepped BMr. Quelch. *“Other-
wise I shall cane you severely. I am
making great allowances for you just
now, but I refuse to indulge vou too far!
What did you mean by your absurd
answer ! What has ten thousand pounds
to do with this equation? TUnless you
can immediately explaln to my satis-
faction, I ghall regard this as an im-
pertinence, and punish you accordingly.”

_¥I—I was thinking of my poor aunt,
sir. Ten thousand pounds; that’s what
!l.ﬂhﬂ;a left me in her will, sir,” replied the

Wl

His face brightened up considerably at
the thought of this comfortable inharit-
ance—a purcly imaginary one, of
COUrsea,

“8Bo vou are more concerned with the
money that you believe is coming to you,
rather than with sorrow at the loss of &
relative ” asked Mr, Quelch grimly,

o oeally, sir—" protested Bunter,
Naot at all, sir. I'm really prostrated

with grief. Been going off my feed,
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limmered,

sir. Haggard, sir; that's what I'm goet-
ting.”

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“You will take a hundred lines,
Cherry, for laughter in class!” rapped
the Form master.

Bob Cherry's face became meek., Mr.
Queleh’s glare wiped the grins off the
faces of the rest of the Form, too, as it
swept round the class. Everybody was
willing to enjoy the Owl's funny turn as
an oasis in the dreary desert {}¥ maths,,
but not at the price of a hundred lines
a time.

tha

“ Bunter,” continued niaster
severely, “I am giving you the benefit
of the doubt. Until I have heard from
your father direct that this intelligence
iz well founded, and that you have in-
deed lost an aunt, I am refraining from
punishing you as I believe you deserve.
But if the letter T expect to receive
proves that you have been deceiving me,
your punishment will be more than
severe. I shall take inte consideration
your foolish answers in class, and your
general inattention as well. Bunter, you
may sit down,”

“ X -yes, sir,”

Bunter sat down—with a thump that
made the form ereak.

His face became even more solemn
than before. Mr. Quelch’s remarks had

‘given him something to think about—

but not about maths.

Even his fatuous mind realised quite
well that his father had a businesslike
habit of answering letters, and usually
brﬂmptli{. When Bunter senior wrote to

eny all knowledge of a death in the
family there would be trouble—big
trouble!

To-day was Triday,
The Jetter had gone off hy the previous
evening's posl. Even if his pater replied
immediately he received it, the answer
could ot arrive at Greyfriars until
Saturday morning at the earliest,

Probably it would not arrive on Salur-
day at all, end as there was no delivery
of letters on Bunday, disaster could not
befall till Monday morning, Even then
it need not be disaster. Bunter blinked
as he gazed at his Fuclid—open at the
wrong place—and thought it all out in
advance. Ho decided fo stuff Quelchy
when the time came with a convincing
yarn about hnrinlg a real aunt of the
same name. Quelchy was a suspicions
brute, but he couldn’t disprove that, any-
way. And as for the address at Hamp-
stead given in the paper—well, he
couldn't be expected to remembor where
all his relations hung out. It was enough
to do to keep in mind the titled ones,
and so—m

“As I was saying, Bunter—"

. The voice of Mr, Quelch again broke
in on his meditations.

The Ow] jumped a second time.

“What iz the matter with you, boy i
demanded the Form master. “You
are still inattentive. If you will kindly
favour us with your attention, the class
will endeavour to go on with these
equations.’

‘ap-tap !

Mr. Quelch frowned, and turned his
sarcastic glance on the Iorm-room
door,

He was distinetly annoyed. Bunter's
answer to the horse aund donkey
problem had not altogether soothed his
nerves, and he did not like being inter-
rupted in class at any time.

"Come in " he snapped.

The door opened. A youth in the
uniform of the telegraph mcessenger
servica entered.

“Mr., Quelch?” he asked,

he speculated.

“I am hel” said the Remove master
portentously,

“Telegram for you, sir”

Mr. Quelch tﬂﬂg the telegrami. Ho
opened the envelope impatiently, and
focused his gimlet eyes on the words
written on the paper inside.

“"Bless my soul!™” he murmured.

He turned to the telegraph boy.

“There 15 no answer,” he said.

The hbay ssed out through the
door. Mr. Quelch read the telegram
again, as if unable to believe his eyes
the first time. The Remove looked on,
wondering.

“Dear me!” murmured Mr. Quelch,
at he took in the sense of the message:

_“News unhappily troe. Lady men-
tioned in letter is my son’s great-aunt.
Inconvenient for either William or
Samuel to attend funeral.

“BuNTER.”

Mr. Queleh’s eyes rose from the tele-

ram and sirayed to the Owl, who sat
linking fatuously. The expression on
the Form master’s face was less harsh

an it had been when he had looked
that way before.

William George seemed to be taking
a great interest in the telegram. His
fat eyes goggled behind his glasses as
if he were tr:.-inq to read it from that
distance. Bunter's curiosity in matters
that usually did not concern him, was
as much a byword as his economy
with the truth, but the other Remove
fellows were hardly less interested in
the message that had interrupted morn-
ing classes and made such an obvious
impression on the master.

Mr, Quelch was sbout to speak, but
he stopped bimself. He seomed ‘sud-

denly to think of something—to become
SuspIclous,

He looked at the telegram once moro
—at the ﬂnﬁbnﬁiﬂe entry which showed
where it had been despatched.

Hampstead !

%;hat 1ira3 the word imf BAW.

perhaps accounted for Mr. Bunter
huﬁnﬁ been absent from his office and
from his home when Mr. Quelch had
telephoned, My, Bunter did not live at
Hampstead. It locked ms though he
had becn called from his office and gone
straight to the residence of the deceased
lady to take charge of affairs there.

Mr. Quelch, like David of old, had
said. in his haste that all men were
liars. At least, he thought it applied
with particular force to William George
Bunter. But he realised that he had
been guilty of a hasty conclusion in this
matter—a wronglul suspicion.

He had imu%ined that his fat pupil
himself might have found opportunity
to send the telegram off in his father's
name, But to do that he could not
have gono far. He might conceivably
have gint._ to Courtfield in the short
interval between the sending of the
letter and this, the next morning.

But there was the official entry—

Hampstead! It was genuine, after all.
“Bunter,” he said magnanimously,

“I must apologize to Fou. have
wrongfully ciﬁ.nbbed vour word. I have
here a felegram from wyour father

which confirms vour statement. I am
sorry to tell you that it is indeed your
aunt—or, rather, your great-aunt—who
has passed away.”

“ Mum-mum-my aunk, sir?”

The Owl seemed more amazed fhan

hiz Form master.

“Your great-aunt,” corrected Mr.
Quelch patiently.

“Bub-but, sir—" stammered Bunter.
“Did you not say you had been—er—
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bereaved?’ demanded the

master
curiously,

* Y.yes, sir. But
roally—

" ':‘:l-';h_-,r do vyou seem  astonished,
Bunter 7" ;

“It's the—the shock, sir.”

“Shock? I really do not know what
to |_:|:|.a.|m of you, Bunter! Bubt you dro
obviously not in & fit state to attend o
vour studies now, X will exetuse you
further classes for the day, and if you
will come to my study after morning
classes I will acguaint you with your
father's wishes about the funeral. You
may go now,”

Mr, Quelch's Hrst impulse had been
to inform him as to these wishes, but
he saw that his pupil was confused and
surprised, and he decided to refrain
from: giving Bunter what he imagined
must be a disappointment until the first
shock of the official news had worn off
somowhat.

In spite of his grief, Billy Bunter
got up with alacrity. He was still look.
ing & little da at what his Farm
mdster had told him, but. with the
prospect of cutting olasses he gobt up
with alacrity.

“Er—Buonter I

Mr. Quelch’s volee stopped him just
as he was reaching for the doordknob.

“Y.vos, sirt*

“Does vour minor know of this sad
news

" Nunno, sir.”

£r ND?"

*I didn't believe it, sir. That is, T
thought he wouldn't believe i, I didn't
want to break hiz heart, sir. Too
voung, you know. Besides, the liftle
beast—er—my little brother wouldn't
have wanted to barge into the funeral
as well. ¥You needn't think that, sie.”

Mr. Quelch stared at him.

“Bless my soull” he murmured. “I
hardly know what to think! You are
A very curious boy, Bunter. You may
go.

And Bunter went.

i

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
The Great Day Passes !

1 IME to get up, Bunter !"

Harry Wharton grasped the
mountainous ptle of clothes
which represented the recum-

bent William George Buunter, and
shook vigorously.

“ Grooh! Gerraway!”

“Time to get up, Fatby, if you're
going to catch the first train tp Lon-
di:ill!” said Wharton, more émphatic.
E' :r"

But the somnolent Owl did not seem
inclined to get up. He merely snorted
in a sleepy way, and withdrew his head
beneath the sheets like a tortoiss re-
treating into ita shell,

“Doon-wanner-gerrup!” ecame the
muffled protest. “'Tisn't time! Not
vising bell yet. G'way, Wharion!”

The captain of the Remove glared at
the heap of bedclothes wrathfully. It
almost scemed, for a moment, that he
wag about to wrench them from off the
fat form lying there. A gentle znore
filtered through the blankets, and
Whartons face relaxed. With a wry
ﬁrm, _he made his way back along the
ormitory and got into his own bed.

“That's all the thanks onc gets!” he
murmured,

Certainly it was not getting-up time
vek,  Rising-bell would not clang out
for fully another half-hour, so that, on
the face of it, the Owl was justified in
vesenting any attempt to turn him out
before he was compelled.

Of course, sif.
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'aiunnar jerked his hand, and th® letter Billy Bunter coveted disappeared into the

sale interior of the post box.

Bunter made a grab for it but he was jusi ioo late.

“Ow ! You beast, Skinner ! ** he roared. (Sec Chapter 4.)

e

What altered the casa entively was
that this was the all-important Tuesday
—thoe. day on which, according to
Bunter, that youth was due in London
to attend the obsequies of his deceased
groat-aunt at 11 o.m. _

With this fact in mind Harry Whar-
ton had climbed out of bad into the
chilly morning air of the Remove dor-
mitory., At some discomfort to him-
self he had tried to awaken the slum-
bering porpoise, but in vain. At least,
ha believed it to ba a fact that it had
heen arranged that Bunter should go
te London: it was not till afrerwards
that he found that he was labouring
under a delusion, as were the remainder
of the Owl's Form-fellows.

When the fat and fatuous Bunter had
firat published his desolating lozs, he
had met with unbelief, and even with
derision. His sadnesz and crocodilian
tears wara, with the Remove, chickens
that would net fight.

,The Owl had been sad on other oceca-

sions, and aunts had died on other
occasions, too. Bunter had a remark-
able koack of becoming sad when need
demanded, and an egually remarkable
knack of acquiring deceased relations.
Even when the newspaper cutting was
produced thers were some who were not
above hinting that the scheming Wil
liam George ﬁad himself caused it to be
1nzerted,

But tha telegram which Mr. Quelch
had received offectually settled that
question. The news was proved to be
true; it had been officially confirmed 1n
tha rarf Form-room, in the presence of
them all, ) '

Until now Bunter's doceased relations
had been mythical, He had invented
them as required. They had had no
more golid existence in the flesh than
thosa othera he so often referred to—the
titled onea,

But thiz time it was true! A

That had been four days ago, on the
preceding Friday. In the interval the
aptimistic Owl had done hiz levael best
to raise the wind on the ground thag
ha wished to buy a wreath.

He had been sucecessful to the extent
that the sympathetic Lord Mauleverer
had q.rteriv up with a ten-shilling note
for that laudable, but quite fictitious,
gurpusei But when the porpoise of

reviriars was discovered immediately
afterwards gorging himself at DMrs.
Mimble's counter, and that all that waa
loft of the note was the memory of it,
the rest of the Remove froze up the
founts of compassion, and the well of
sympathy grew dry. '

All the more decent fellows wers
sorry for him in his bereavemeént, but
the general verdict was that 1f William
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George lacked the price of a railway-
ticket up to London, he would have to
walk; or that if he wanted a wreath he
would have to save up for it. They
knew Bunter!

B0, like Rachasl of old, the Owl
mourned and would not be comforted—
at least, g0 far as cash was concerned.
Curiously enough, he appeared tomourn
about the bereavement itself not at all.
At times, when he forgot himself, he
was almost jolly.

Harry Wharton lay thinking of theso
things as he waited for the sound of the
rising-bell, for he had awakened fresh
and was in no mood to emulate the
- Owl's sluggardly slumber,

When at last the bell rang out he
tried onee more to induce the fat
gleepar to the need for hurry. But,
somehow, Bunter showed no signs of
wishing to catch the first, or any, trein
to London that day, The thing seemed
inexplicable: but the juniors would not
hava wondered, and Harry Wharton
would not have left his bed so early
could they have seen the telegram Mr,
Quelch had received.

Mr. Bunter had said nothing about
catching trans,

Billy Bunter had gone to the Form
master's study after morning claszses, as
instructed, to be acguainted with his
father's wishes in the matter. He had
gone there fully expecting to be told
what arrangements were to be made
abaut hiz journey to town. He had
baen told instead that his father  had
definitely stated that his presence, and
that of his minor, were inconvenlent.

That statement had come as rather
more of a shock to the Owl than the
original news.

He had been building on tliat exeat.
He had been thinking of it with gleo
from the moment when he was released
from the Form-room till the time he
interviewed Mr. Quelch. A funeral
wasn't a very jolly function, of course,
but 1t was ter than maths or
the Aeneid—and it was cerfain there
would be plenty of tuck about.

To all his grieving protestations Mr.
Quelch had been firm. He had pointed
out to William George Bunter that he
contld not, in any ecase, ignore the ex-
plicit wishes of Bunter senior. There
was no doubt about the Owl being dis-
appointed. He had even hinted that he
didn't really believe his father could
have said such a thing; or if he had
that he could not have meant it.

At any other fime hiz disbelief would
have gained him & furthar introduction
to Mr. Quelch’s cane. But Mr. Quelch
was patient, and showed him the tfele-

ram instead. In fact, he gave it to
ﬁim to show his minor.

But the fat mind of William {,-‘.enrﬁe
had known better than to show the
document fo Bammny. Bammy might
have wanted to raise the wind amongst
his pals of the Becond on his own
account, or to barge in on his major's
plans in somoe way or other. Probably
he would have revealed to some of
Billy's Form-fellows that there was no
possible chance of an exeat for either
of them on Tuesday. It was just the
sort of thing he would have done,
Buanier reflected.

Therefore, being in the separate
 watertight compartment of the Second
Form, and not coming rmuch into eon-
tact with f{cllows of the Remove, S8ammy
Bunter was still in ignorance of the
tragic event in his family.

The fat Ow] ambled lcisurely through
his dressing, but made up speed with
his breakfast, which he demolished in
record time, Grief and Bunter seemed
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far apart, for though the fat junior
looked round eagerly for more, hiz eyes
biimked placidly through his large
round spectacles.

“What about the jolly old [uneral #*
asked Bkinnor, with & malicious grin,
a4 the bell for fivet classes went, and he
and Bunter were on their way to the
Form-room.

“1 have decided -not o go,” replied
Bunter somewhat peevishly, I have
never mot such a lot of mean-spirited
fellows in iy life. There isn't one chap
in this rotten place who will advance a
slight loan to tide me over till I get
my huge legacy, Not one! There is
nobody who will take pity on a fellow
who i3 crushed down with grief and
suffering and lend him a few measly
bob for a train-fare !

“What about your rich relations?”

“My pater was to have sent me a
postal-order,” groaned Bunter, **but he
must have forgotten it! Can't
wondered at at o tim&ﬁe this, really.
The shock must have n terrible, to
say nothing of the gigantic financial
oporations ﬁn had been engaged in. So
Fve pot to stop here swotting over
rotten Latin verbs or something while
my pup-pup-poor annt——"

“Do yon want an onion?” asked
Skinner solicitously. *To work up some
tears with, you know. Quelchy might
let you off classes again.”

Bunter looked wp from the ground
and blinked, It was an idea, certainly,
but the trouble was that there was no
time to got an onion.

“Neover mind ¥ he said, thinking of
his troubles, “In a few days from now
T'll be rolling in wealth. My legacy
will be ten thousand pounds at least.”

He beamed brightly,

“How much do you want for iti"
asked Skinner.

“Eh "

“How much do you want for it now?
Cash down. T'll give you fourpenca!”

The Owl drew himm.{f up hanghtily,
and then thawed a hit. :

“Well, Bkinny, old chap,” he said,
“I don’t mind your joking a hit. I
shouldn’t sell my legacy outright for
fourpenee, of course, but if you'll lend
mo that for a few days I'll give you a
—a shilling.”

“8kinner! Bunter! Why are you
dnwdhnF? The bell is ringing for
classes !

Mr. Quelch appeared suddenly from
behind & corner, and his voice rasped
sharply as if he were on the warpath.
The two juniors scuttled along at an
increased pace, leaving the disenssing
of the selling-price of Bunter's -en
thousand for & more fitting opportunity.

The fatuous Owl tricd cne or two of
his tricks in class, with the ohject of
bringing to Mr, Quelch’s notice the fact
that this avas the day of the funeral.
Mr. Quelch, however, was not having
any. He recalled that it was the fate-
ful day without any diffieulty, but in-
timated to Bunter that he would be far
better ocenpied with his lessons than
with mooning and moping on his he-
reavement outside. He stated definitely
that Bunter nesd not expeet to be
cxcused any more classes,

One thing which appeared to be
strange until the Remove fellows hegan
to realise that the Owl had been spoof-
ing them was that Mr. Quelch made
no mention at all of his fat pupil’s
cxeat. There was no suggestion that
Eﬁ was to have been up in London that

a.}'.

S50 Tuoesday passed. Bunter's grief
worea off, There was no purpose now
in kecping it up, so far as he could

see. His deceased awnt had been use-
ful while she lasted, ag it were, but her
usefulness was now at an end,

The following day brought nothing
to remind him of her save a few jecrs
fraom Bkinner about his offer in ex-
change for the legacy, and by the
¢vening DBunter had proactically for-
gotten that such a place as Hampstead
existed, or that aunts and other weari-
some peaple lived there,

But on Thursday something hap-
pened to bring it all back.

P
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Astonishing !
& ERE, DBunter, herc's your
postal-order come at last!”
Tom - Redwing took an

envelope from the letter-rack
and tossed it mcroz2 to the Owl of the
Remove, who promptly fumbled it and
dropped it, ;

Bunter sniggercd self-conscicusly as
he saw his name on the envelope. He
had come there as soon as he hed
heard that the' post had -arrived, not
in_any great hopes of there Leing amy:
thing for him, but more to discover
what other fellows were lucky in the
way of receiying remittances. Know-
ledge of this sort was very acceptable
to one of Williamm George Bunter's
borrowing tempérament,

“You're wrong, Redwing!” snig-
gered Harold Bkinnor. “It's a sum-
ons or & writ or something like that.
There's the name of a firm of lawyers
on the back.”

Evidently Harold Bkivner had
already well serutinised the envnloiga

b

and got from’ it all the information
could, short of opening it.
Bunter sniffed dizdainfully as he

picked up the letter.

“You can't put the wind up me like
that, you rotter !” he annotinced. “This
15 the sort of envelope my titled re-
lations always use.”

In spite of that gjptement, something
impelled the unveracious Owl to turn
the envelope over, For once Harold
Skinner was speaking the truth. Bunter
glimmered surprise-df ; at the noat device
embossed on the flap, and read the
words thereon.

“Bprowle, Sprowle, Sprowle &
Gahhﬂtm, Solicitors, Seriveners' Tun,

That was what Bunter saw; and his
face wont suddenly whire, What past
sing he might have committed he could
ni?t thﬁ;tk.f Hi‘?‘.a:, mim}i_ was w:nft:;ad. He
thought of wri ieemen, and prison
cells. The gvcwcl]:q “ Bunter {,'Eurt- e
flashed into his fat and turgid mind.
He had had a narrow escape in the
matter of defravding tradesmen during
hiz ezcapada during the summer vac,
when he had posed as the owner of a

alatial maneion and lived in it rent
ree for weeks, chauging the name of
the place to Bunter Court, and running
up gigantic bille all round.

He thought that that majter had
blown over, but it scemed that it
hadn't! In the state of mental up-
heaval he was going threugh then he
could think of nothing else big enough
to warrant such an ominous letter from
a firm of solicitors.

“Ow 1™ he groaned. “Oh dear !

Bkinner moved forward, as if to help
him read the letter when he shoulid
summan up courage to open it.

But William George forestalled the
artful design of that youth, He whisked
the letter out of sight into his pocket,
and rolled away in seavch of a guiet
place to read it
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There were not many fellows under
the elins at that time, and Billy Bunter
found ‘a secluded bench. 2

“0h dear!” ho moaned again, as he
collapsed on. it,

He drew out the letter again and
Llinked at it confusedly, not yet daring
to open the envelope. In all the Owl's
fatuous escapades it was his habit to
plunge ahead blindly, hoping that every-
thing would come out all right in the
cnd, and that the consequences of  his
actions would not, like the celebrated
Marloy's ghost, turn up to trouble him.
“ Bufficient unto the day” was & goed
working maxim, and Bunter never
troubled irouble till trouble troubled
him,

But now, it seemed, one of his sins had
come home to roost !

At last, with a fresh groan, he opencd
the Hep and pulled out the enclosure, It
was & letter, and ran this:

“To Master William George BDunter,
“Greyfriars Scheol, Kent.

“Dear Sir,—In re Eliza Judith
DBunter, deed. We have the honour to
advise wou that your name appears as
one of the beneficiavies under the lask
will and testament of our late client, as
above. The provisions of this will were
made known to interested parties,
legatees, and others, at the reads
thereof after the funeral which too
place on Tuesday last, but at which wo
believe you were not able to be present.

“Wa have to apprise you that our late
client has devized and hoqlqaat._her.l to you
the sum of £50, to be applied in specified
ways and subject to certain mumplo con-
Jditions. Further parbiculars will be
notified vou as scon as the necessary
stepa have been taken and probate ob-
tained, when we shall be-glad to bave
your estecrmed nstroctions,

“Wa are,

“Xr obdE avts, X
“pp SPROWLE, BPROWLE, SPROWLE &
(GABBITAS, :
“(Bigned) J¥0. GapBITAL."

“Gug-gug-good gracious!™ etuttered
Tiunter, “gheu he had slowly spelt
through this legal jargen. *I—I—
Then she left me something, after all !

There was no mistake. The legacy
was meant for him. There was his
name in full, and the name of Greyfriars
School. And this from an aunt he could
harely remembar, if he remembered her
nt all! The pater's aunt, really—one of
a_previous generation.  Fifty golden,
clinking qwds! Half a Thundred
poands !

Visions of fuclk inexhaustible floated
bofgre the enraptured mind of the Owl.

There was a footstep on the gravel
e looked up. Skinner was alpprmch—
ing, and there was a crafly smile on his
Lthin countenanca,

* What-ho, old fat man![” he ted,
with an atlempt at joviality. * What
aro they going to run you in for this
time?  Burgling the tuckshop, or
merely forging postal-orders?” Harold
Skinner waa determined to gloat over
fronhle wherever he found it

William (GGeorge rose with dignity. He
was & moneyved man now; he could
nffard to be dignified, and patronising,
100,

“Its my logaey,™ he sald briefly, and
Liinked haunghtily.

“Ila, ha, ha! What.about that four-
pende 1 offered you? It's still going
begging !'"

“"You rotter!” snorted Bunter. “If
voy don't believe the word of an honest
chap Who has never told a lie in his life
—then look at this!”
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“I guess we'll get this stralght,” snapped Fisher T. Fish.
per ceni interest on any loans I can raise from the galoots hyer
“ Of course,” sald Bunter airlly.
fellow in my position, you know."” (8ee Chapler 8.)

ofier 2 hundred
on your behalf ?*

“*You allow me to
“* Money Is nothing t0 a

With a condescending flourish he
drﬂ.Egnd the letter out of his jacket-
pocket where he had thrust it, and then
he hurriedly put it back. Bkinner’'s faco
fell. A sight of that letter was what he
had been working for, in his crafty,
roundabont way, and ha was dis-
appointed in the moment of victory, a3
it were.

“]—I— It's private, vou know,"
explained Bunter wnconvincingly.
“There's no reason why I should show
it to cads like you, snywar.”

A jeering laugh followed the Owl of
thoe Remove as he turned hiz back on
Harold Skinner and headed towards tho

House. But Bunter didn't mind that;
he had just been seized with & brilliant
idea.

o rollod along to the Remove studies
and openad the door of No. 7, which
he shared with Tom Dutton, Peter
and Alonzo Todd, The study was
empty. Bunter blinked oxcitedly, and,
on some strange impulse, tiptoed into
the vacant stndy and carefully locked the
door after him.

He croszed to the cupboard and tock
out an inkpot and the pen with which
he usually pretended to struggle with his
prap.

“He, e ha!” he chortled, as he pro-
duced the solicitors’ letter again and
opened it out on the table,  “This'll
make 'em sit up!”

The hand that had written the neat
legal phrases had perhaps paid more
attention to copperplate caligraphy than
to' any possible schemes which the
recipient might get up fo, Had that
lawyer's clerk known Williamm George
Bunter, he would doubtles: have been a
little mmore carsful.

The figure £50 came at the end of a
line, and there was a convenient space

=l

after it. This space, ta the Owl's
fatuons mind, would be vastly improved
by being occupled. Bo, imitating the
lawyer's fist with & fair amount of skill
he carefully drew in two noughts, .?_l.‘IICi
placed a comma after the 5.

“He, he!” he chortled again. Bunter
hold out the letter at arm’s length and
surveyed  his handiwork. “Fivo
thousand. That looks better !

It was s really creditable bit of
forgory, and many a professional in that
unhonoured calling could hardly have
improved on it. The Owl did not look
on it in that light, however. Ho waa
not & knave in tha rather despicable
sonse that the caddish Skinner was a
knavo: this tampering with the docus
ment in the vague hope of being abla
to profitt by the tampering merely
geomaed to be the obvious thing to do, 2o
far az Billy Bunter was concerned.
Therefore he did it.

Ho put the letter down so that the
ink could dry, and blinked at his handi-
work as if it were the greatest piece of
art ever achieved by the hand of mortal
AR,

The wisions which the reality of the
original £50 conjured vp were as nothmg
to the magnificent daydreams which the
magnificent total of the fictitious five
t-hﬂu&mnd flooded hiz fat and fatuous
manda.

No need in future to excuse himself for
the non-arrival of his historic postal-
order. Ho would run a bank atcount—
acatter cheques right and left.

He would have a car, of course; per-
haps two. One small runabout, and one
limousine complete with chauffeur—
equipment that was really much more
suited to his social position,” and which

Tme Macner Liersry.—No. 042
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unaeserved poverty had hitherto denied

1111,

From now on Mrs. Mimble would
fawn npon him. He would have a stand-
ing account there, and have tuck sent to
his study daily. A really decent easy-
chair in the study wouldn't come amiss,
either. Ono could take a nop in the
present one at a pinch, but it wasn't
what could be called luxurious.

Bunter’s face beamed ns he thonght
of all these wonderful things.

Fifty pounds would not secure them,
of course; but five thousand—that was
a different maiter.

The fact that the latter figure was his
own inspiration somehow escaped the
Owl. The merc act of writing it into
the lawyers' leiter seemed to convince
him that all that money was actually
to be his.  He did not even realise that
he could not touch so much as the fifty
pounds as yot, because of the aggravat-
ing nuisance about obtaining probate—
whatever that was.

But the lawyers' delay dido't werry
William - George Bunter. All that the
fat Owl cared about was that he would
certainly be able to borrow hu
amounta on the mere production of this
letter. It was the finest scourity he had
gver been able to offer.

— s

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Bombshell 1

HI EA'!E',E!-}Inrry, old fellow !
L1} , ! r!:
Harry Wharton stopped dead
in hiz surprize as that remark
was made to him. The remainder of the
Famous Five stopped, too. The captain
of the Greyfriars Hemove, together with
Inky, Johnny Bull, Cherry, and Frank
Nugent, had just returned from kicking
& footer about in the guad, and were
coming along the Remove passage,
making for Study Neo. 1 and tea,

The remark itself was ordinary enough.
It wasn't thet which had cansed their suy-
prise: it was the condescending tone in
which it was utiored and the person who
uttered it.

“I say, Harry, old fellow,” repeaied

Bunter I{at.rcmirsingl:-f, glancing at the
football Wharton was carryving, “I hope
yvou've been having a nice game.

Healthy, vou know, always like to sce
vou chaps enjoying vourselves: it does
e good 1Y

“What on earil’s the fat chomp bhurk-
ling about ! gasped Bob Cherry.

“The fat and hdieronz Bunter seema
to be madfully off his esteemed rocker,”
purred Hurree Singh.

Tha Owl drew his podgy bedy up to its
full height, and g:'[nnces at the Co,
hzughtily. His manner certainly seemed
strange. As Johnny Bull remarked, one
would have thought that he had jost
hought Greviriars School and overybody
in it. Quite unlike the normal Bunter,
who was conciliatory or mildly indignant
by turns, sccording to the treatment he
was getting. But fhu hauteur of his mild
indignation was as nothing compared to
his present patronising aloofness,

“What's the idea " demanded Harvry
Wharton. “I'm usually ° Harry, old
fellow,! to my friends—not to  every
bloated borrower in the Remove !

“1 thought that perhaps you would
core to be my friend,” replied Bunter
calmly.  “You ought to think it's an
honeur, It's econdescending on iy part,
really.”

i TE]EI.L?"

“I expect he's leading up lo a slight
loan,” said Nugent, grinning.
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“Owing to non-arrival of a postal-
order,” added Bob Cherry. “Go ashead,
old lard-barrel I”

“Really, Cherry, you misjudge me! 1
cortainly was about to mention the guoes-
tion of a small loan to earry me over, but
the circumstances are not what you
think. A fiver would see me through for
a day or two, il any of you happen to
have any small change on you,  What
about you, Inky? You've gencrally got
lots of tin, for a nigger.”

The Nabob of Bhanipur grinned.  He
took no offence at the fat junior’s diplo-
matic remark; he was used to Bunter,

“T sorrowfully regret, my esteemed fat
toad,” he said, “that I cannot sparefully
part with Avepence,” he said.

“A fiver 1 said,” corrected the Owl
patiently. “Five quid, you know.”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors roared with laughter at the
idea of accommodeating Willlem Geor
Bunter to the tune of five pounds. e
might just as well bhave asked for o
thousand !

“You can cackle, you rotten paupers!”
hooted the ﬂwl', suddenly forgetting his
hanghtiness. “¥ou'll all be fawning
round me in a day or two, like everybody
else, now I'm rich. You'll see what &
chanee you've missed when I offered you
my friendship.”

“Rich!” howled Bob Cherry, doubling
up with mirth.

“ Friendship!” gasped Wharton.

“This is too rich!™

But Bunter had already withdrawn his
offer, and was velling away with stiff
dignity. He turned and blinked over his
shoulder as he went.

“You're a8 lot of rotters!” he said.
““But you can look on the notice-board,
if you don't believe me,”

The Famous Five grinned again at his
retreating back, and resumed their way
to Study No. 1. The Owl's mysterious
hint about the notice-board was no sooner
uttered than forgotten. They were
familiar with Bunter’s bluff. They
would have thought no more of it had
they not met Vernon-Smith as they were
about to enter the study.

"Hay, you chaps,” said the Bounder,
“geen the notice-board?  PBunter, you
know-—Bunter's latest.”

L1 Eh TFJ‘

“What the thump-—-*

" What's the idea, Bmithy ¥V

“The lmtim-hmrdl,” repeated Vernon-
Smith eryptically. * Go and have a look
at it.”

The Bounder did not stop to explain.
He merely grinned, and before any of the
chums could ask him for details hie had
vanished round the corner of the Remove

pﬂmgl!' ] * [
“Must be Eﬂﬂlﬁthlﬂjll; in it,” said
Nugent. “Let’s go and have a look !
“Bomething on it, anyway,"” amended
Bob Cherry. “ Yeg, lot's!”
There certainly did seem to be an ex-
traordinary interest in the notice-board,

for as the Famons Five approached it

they saw it was hemmed in by a crowd
of excited juniors.
“I gucss that this hyer beatzs the

band ™ came the nasal tones of Fisher T.
Fish, the American member of the
Remove. “I reckon it's up to me to pet
back that half-dollar I lent the fat galoot
the term before Jast!™

Harry Wharten pushed forward and
azod between the swaving heads of the
ellows in front. The first thing he was
able to distinguizsh was the neat nofo-
heading of the lawyers in Berivener's
Court, and then he began to decipher
the round, copperplate handwriting
beneath,.
. "I say, vou chaps!” he said at last,
1 tones of surprise, turning to his four

chums just behind him. “Five thousand!
The fat chump wasn't bluffing, efter all!”

William George Bunter, by way of
broadeasting his good fortune, had con-
ceived the brilliant notion of posting up
on the notice-board the letter he had
received. It was an idea that he rea-
lised would save him a lot of laboricus
qu]a.tla,tiun and disbelief. He had in-
dulged in a fat chuckle when he had
crept along and placed it there while
nobody was about. It would have been
o good scheme to back up the request
for a loan—strictly temporary—with the
casual production of &he letter as
security ; but this was a better way—far
better!| Moreover, the sensation it would
cause would be as balm and sweetness to
& nervous system mmured to jeers and
jibes.

“Five thousand 7" asked Johnny Bull
grufily. “Five thousand what

Bull had been unable to get a sight
of the letter, and was accordingly
mys{i_:ﬁad at the cause of all the excite-
ment.

" Bunter's legacy,” explained Wharton.
“Been left him by his aunt. I.'-'un"aii:r t.'ﬂl
remember the announcement in ‘ The
Times ' the other day ¥

“It's an ill wind that blows the gift
horse in the mouth!” observed Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “Perhaps in future
the ludicrous Bunter will stopfully ceaso
from the borrowing caper,”

The group around the board had by
now becoma thinner, and the Famous
Five re-read the astonishing letter more
at their ease. Most of the fellows had
stayed only to confirm with their own
eyes the incredible intelligence they had
received, and which had caused them to
come there, and then thoy had sped away
to itpart the news to _others who were
a3 yet 1n darkness, For really it was
quite understandable that ¢ im-
poverished Bunter being the proprietor
of five thousand pounds shenld cause a
sensation.

Harcy Wharton & Co. lingered only to
scan the letter a second time, and then
returned to their own study on their own
immediate concerns. They were glad to
hear of the Owl's good fortume, and
resolved to congratulate him on the first
opportunity ; but there were others to
whom the news meant something more
personal,

The crowd had dwindled to three in a
few minutes—Fisher T. Fish, 8noop, and
Harold Skinner. The cad of the Remove
had, of course, been incredulods when
Bunter had told him the letter had
annoynced his legacy, but now he saw
for himself that the fat Owl had been
speeking the truth for once,

“Chance for us—eh, Snoopoy, old
man?” he suggested to his bosom pal,
with a sly grin. “This seems genuine,
anyway. What gbout a bit for ns ¥

1 kinder guess thero's going to bo a
bit for me, anyway!” opined Fisher
Tarleton Fish. “I'm going to make a
Bist "nf what that pesky fat clam owes
me. '

At that moment a pair of large round
ﬁflﬂ'ﬂtﬂﬂl?ﬂ glimmered round the corner of
the. wall behind them, and a pair of fat
eyes blinked as they aurr:it.}rﬁd the scene.

"1 say, you fellows——

The tric turned at the sound of that
familiar voice.

“Hallp, Bunter, old chap!” grested
Skinner ingratiatingly.

Wilham George Bunter rolled forward,
with & glanece of disdain for the affable
Skinner,

“I say, you fellows,” he repeated,
“have you seen my chauffeur about 1

1 guess I've seen a debt-collector
about,” declared the transatlantic junior,

(Continved an page 17.)



Special Cup-Tie Number!

Flag-Kicks and Penaities

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

: SEED why he hnad been warned, a first-class plaver was

recently told by the referee that he had retolinted.
““That's all right,”" replied the player: “but von must
remember e retaliated first !

A lol of yonng referees were up for examination, and one after
another this poser was put to them: © What would yvon do if the
ball stuck on the crossbar?” Right down the line went the gues
tion wilhoul a single answer being fortheoming until the last in
the “elasz ™ was reached, “I should call everybody round io
prove that the age of miracles has not pazzed!®

O all clubs Liverpeol have the reputation for Being either at
the top or the bottom, They EErtﬂiTll{ don't seem likely {n bo
b the top thiz season. There I must leave it.

There iz no prize offered, but T am eagerly awaiting news ot
the football clubs whose players are distimguished for the fact
that they don’t play golf as a part of their Cup-tle training,

Fack Hill, {he famouz centre-half, has started n ments' ontfitters
Luginess in Burnley, where he plays. But it shonld not be asspmed
that fT,llni:- i= Lhe reason why some of Burnley's games have ended
in o tie,

Perhaps you didn't know fhat there is a Referecs” and Linesmen's
Insurance Corporation; bul having seen how these gentlemen pet
on in big football, you won't be surprized to learn that the
premiums are sald to be a bit high.

When T saw n mewspaper heading the other day. ™ West Ham
Bequire Anothier £300,000," I thought it was the foothall elub
which desired the money to buy a eouple of plavers or =n. Further
investigation proved that it was the Board of Guardians which
wanted the money.

Everton are the only ¢lub among the original members of the
First Divizion who bave neither dropped into the Second Teague
nor had to apply for re-admizsion to the First Division, Evidently
they know how to stick to their toffee.

Professionalizm was legalised In Fuglish football in the summer
of 1586, but it is hinted that qruita a lot of Beottish plavers hac
been paid for thelr servlees before that time,

In all Tnternational matches goalkeepers must wear o =hick of
ieep yellow colour, Thia role, however, has not, prevented several
Englizh goalkeepers from going into deep mourding alter matches
againsk Seolland,

The bigge:t crowd which has ever attended any foolball mateh
asiemibled at Wembley for the Cup Final of 1933, As many as
00,520 people passed through the turnstiles, and something like
:Jmt- Ililtummr did not iake the trouble to go throngh this
wrninality.

In the courae of his football career Steve Rloomer scored 352
goals. XNo wonder the goalkeepers of hls time could never undag-
stamd why he wns called Blonmer.

PR ar—

larry Wharton's
Sootball Supp

| T,
" i I
T —

I have managed fo secure the services of some of the finest
football experts in the country as contributors fo our ncw
Supplement,
be sure of fickting the very latest and most crelusive RnECICs,
interesting gogsip, and information . —M, Wharion, Ed.
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February 20th, 1926,

MAGNET readers whe followe it vegularly can

Dity the Door Goalie!

HOW A BAD JOB HAS BEEN MADE WORSE BY THE
ALTERATION OF THE OFF-SIDE RULE.

NE of the things I can never understand about football Is
why in the world there should be un impression that
any fool ¢an keep goal. Yet it is o fact that thers i3
such an impression. Lef any lads’ team turn up for a

malech short of a player, and I gunrantee that when the eleventh
lad is found ke will be pul into gonl, regardless of whether he has
had any experlence of © guarding the fort * or not.

Yet, on the face of it, the goalkeeper has & most important job.
When he lets one soft one go through it means that hiz forwards
have to score twice in order to win the match. Thank goodness
that, zo far as big football is doncerned, there are slgns at long
last that the real worth of a star ‘goalkeeper iz being recognised!
Jugt recently the Arsenal paid fve thousand pounds—at least—for
the services of goalkeeper Willlam Harper. And when it becomes
obvious that the big clubs realise that the fellow who stops the
reoring shots is worth at least as much as the man who scores
goals, then the junior organisations will perhaps follow suit.

Thiz new state of things—thiz recognition of goalkeepers who
have gone far too long unbenoured and unsung—is being brought
about by the new foothall which has followed thie chahge in the
citside rule. -

Get out your hondkerchiefs, and we will do a quiet little weep
with the poor unfortunate fellows wha are so misguided as to
become goalkeepers, Think of him on the day when those instru-
ments which are wsed by the elerk of the weather are registering
uimpteen degrees of frosk. The goalkeeper may have the biggest
difficulty in the world in Keeping himsell warm, one shot per apa3
cvery quarter of an hour, which finds his hands so cold that he
dogsn't even know when he has made a save. Then there are
the muoddy days, when the goalkeeper §s given, almozt without
exception, the place where the mud iz thickest.

A few weeks ago I saw a goalkeeper completely stuck In tha
mud and absolutely helpless to gel across to n shot. The next
morning he was severely slated in the uewspapers for not making
m%. attempt to reach the ball.

hese have been among the worrles of the goalkeeper all alonz
tha line. Now take a glance at the job as he now knows it under
the new offside rule. The favourite attacking scheme in these days
is for the hall to be pushed through for the centre-forward to dash
between the backs, and time after time in thizs new game the
poor goalkeeper secs the centreforward coming tearing towards
him like a tornado. What shall the man between the stleks do?
There ore two alternatives--he can elther stop in his position
ond be besten, or he can take his chance and come out,

Think of the rottennesa of his positionh and the consequencesz. If
he stays under the bar and the ball is Bashed past him into the
net, he Iz tald by the spectators that he should have gone out:
il he goes out and is still bealen, then he is told that he should
have stayed at home. Personally, when the goalkeeper iz in the
“last hope " poeition he should always come out, and Elisha Scott,
the Liverpool goslkeeper, who is perhaps the best in the wiorld,
agrees with this verdiet. 1 have had to come out three times
as much this seazon as last,” he told me not so long ago, when
we were shedding a tear together over the poor goalkeeper.

Alnz! the gonlkecper who does come out and try to get e
ball from the toes of the tornado centre-forward is almost literally
taking his life in his bhands. Bometimes he is compelled to fling
Limsel! right at the foob of the forward in the effort to get the
ball, and sometimes, too, ha gets a lovely boot on hizs shoulder or
in s chest. These are the risks the goalkeeper runs.

However, having shed our tears with the goalkesper, let us Just
say this for him: If, by dashing, adventurous play, he saves his
side, then the eredit Is always given to him.” He i3 on hiz own,
and thet iz why =0 many fellows love to keep goal,
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Youngsters Who

Will Go Far

Romance behind the rapid rise of some
of the promising lads of to-day.

B}r L1 GLD !UN'H

ALEIK(G about youmg lads who ara

likely to rise to the top of the foot- |
boll tree is very much like skating.

on thin ice—you never can tell when
you will be let down. 1 every promising
lad introduced to the game fuldlléd his
promise to the hilt there would be more
g:racl [oothallers fhan could
by the big clubs, Bome .
because they are nagt possessed of the right
temperament; some are spoilt by success,
nod others are worried by early failures
when they secure promotion.

Most important of all, however, is the fact
that, right down at the botiom, the advance.
ment a player to o helght above his
colleagues depends on the player himsell.
I have seen munagers pufl cut their chests
and pat themselves on the back over a
young player who baz made good, and the
suggestion of these managers is that they
have made the genius, Now, coaching can
do something; training can alse belp, and
good advies given and accepted will prove
peeful to the boy player. But the last yard
—that something which makes the genius In
foolball a3 In every game or walk in life—is
in the person himeelf. It cannot . be put
Lthere.

Having said that—by way of apology, if
vou Hke to put it that way—we now go on
to talk about the promising lads in current
feotball, and when we do consider them it
i2 epay to realise how careful ara the
maenagers in watching youngsters right from
their schoolboy days. Harry Gooney has
ooly just passed his ffteenth birthday, but
he i3 actually on the ataff of the Sheffield
United club, present bolders of the Cop.
tinly last year he was captain of the
Fngland school team which beat Wales
i the ground bf the West Ham eclub, and
Iiz play was such om thot day that the
Bhefleld United officials thought they had
hetter take time by the forelock before some
other club took this Sheffleld hoy from their
doorstep. One of these days Gooney may
play for England in a redl International.
Anyway, here's luck to him!

Mentlon of West Ham reminds me that no
club has been more energetic getting young-
sters right from the schools, and at the
present moment the Hammers have . in
Barrett the youngest centre-half in Big foot-
ball at the present time. He iz only nine-
teen years of age, but has shown form good
enough to keep such a fine captain and pivet
ag George Eay out of the team. Ancther
young centre-half on whom I am keeping an
eye iz Harry Skitt, of Totfenbham Hotspur.
But perhaps I may whisper & word dn bis
ear, He must not forget that even under
tha new offelde rule It is stlll necessary for
the centre-hall to be an attacker. e s
spoiling his game, in my opinion, by staying
too much among the boeks. ;

Centre-forwards are always In demand, and
seldom giving satisfaction. Though Sunder-
land have Halliday, on expensive Scot, at
the moment in their firsl team, they are
not forgetting the requirements of - the
fufure, and with thizs end in wvlew have
signed® om A seventeen-year-old boy in
Eobert Gorney. He comes from Bishop
Auckland, and I happen to know that such
a good judge as Charlie Buchan thinks a lot
of him. Young Gurney scored nine goals
in ong mateh for the Senderland Reserves.

It is clear from fhe experience of another
promising lad—Tomim ordue—that one of
the lessons my ambitions readerz have to
learn i3 to take disappointments. Young
Tommy—n pephew of the former Sundsrland
cutside-right of the same name=—js nineteen,
and recently got into the Neweastle first
team® after getting n lot of goals for the
regerves, He did well in the first team, too,
bitt just then Newcastle signed on Hugh
Gallacher at a tremendous fee, and back to
thie reserves young Mordue had to go. How-
ever, he needn't worry, His turn will come,
and he won't be any the worse for waiting
o hittle longer.

Everton have & voung left half-back in
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ossibly be used

il to - advanca,

-

¥irr, of whom great things are expected. Ha
told me that as a lad he once played on the
Everton ground, bub little dreamt then that
he would eventually be in the League team
of the same club. His rise has been rapld,
and so has that of young George Camsell,
centre-forward of Middlesbrougli. He, strange
to relate, tells me that be never played foot-
ball at all as a schoolboy, and that it was
enly [our years ago that he first became ot
all interested in the sport. Another Northern
ceptre-forward whe must be watched s
Jimmy Loughlin, who iz also a paid player
for the Newcastle United club. iz rize has
been the sort of which many lads dream.
A year ago Loughlin was playiog for a
Sunday-school team in Durbam, and immedi-
ately began to atiract atitention by his goal-
BrOFing nxﬁntnilﬁ, Newcastle signed him on,
and early In the present season he was putb
in the first team for the match against
Leicester City. And in that very Hrst match
in the best company he scored all the three
goals which went to his side. That's the
sort of start you read about when the fiction
writers get busy, and there's only one thing
wrong with a kick-off like that—it takes a
frightful lot of llving up to.
ahove all who hhdr the Betion writers beaten
was young Fred Howard, who stepped out

of obscurity to fame a year or two bhefore
the War. e was signed on by Manchester
City on the Friday from a local club at

Walkden. On the Saturday he played in fhe
first team, and within a quarter of an hour
he had scored three %nala, while he added
another one before the end of the' game.
Talk about setfing "em alight!

To get back to -the }runn%l playera of the
prezent day=lads who ought to play for
their country In dne course f they have
the Iuck and keep a cool head on thelr

shoulders. ~ I have mot the space to give
details of them all. But here is & little
lizt af which readers can make =a

nate: Thaln, Cheleea’s Inglde-right; Leonard
Langford, Notts Forest goalkeeper; Jackson,
Leeds United oubside-left; George Armitage,
Charlton Athletic centre-half; James Sul-
livan, centre-forward, and Ueorge Taylor,
outside-right, both of Notts County. James
Broin, of the Arzenal, i2 n centre-forward
to be watched: and whenever Elisha Scott
ceases to keep goal for Liverpool they have
n young South African in. Arthur Riley who
ma.%' turn ount just as good. Others, too,
conld be mentioned; so heré’s wishing sue-
cess to oall the lads who want fo get on
and who are worthy of progress!

LIGHTNING SKETCHES OF
FOOTER CELEBRITIES.

Jimmy Seed, the famous International

forward of Tottenham Hotspur, givea us

a vigorous Impreesion of E. VIZARD,

the well-known Welah International cut-
gide left of Bolton Wanderers,

But the lad Y

HARRY WHARTON'S FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT!

TRAINING FOR
FOOTBALIL

HELFFUL HINTS FOR THE
FORWARD.

By PERCY LONGHURST.

OU, chum, are a forward, and you'll
say that, as you have all the run
ning about to do, all the training
exercise you need will be provided

by the weekly slow runs that you take.
Well, g0 far so good. But a forward, especi-
ally if on the wing, needs speed as well aa
staying power. Therefore, 1 pm recommend.
ing to you, when faking your weekly runs,
to sandwich in a few bursts at high speed—
just short sprints, thirty or forty yards.
One of these in each quarter-mile will bo
encugh. They improve your pace; and if
¥ou can practizge them without making it
necessary get A standing - start, just
qlulckepmg your pace without checking the
slow trot, your ability to start a quick run
promptly when called upon to do 80 on the
actual field of play will be increased. More-
over, you are at times a sprinter, 2o don’t
l.'-:rrfet. what I have mentloned before about
sprinters and skipping.

I'm quite alive to the fact that your
leisure time for training is going to be some-
what limited; so, hlfh!y a3 I think of the
waekly slow trots, 1 “think that occasion-
ally it would do you and the other forwards
pood if, Instead of one of these, when it fe
light encugh for training practice to
take place on the footer fleld, you should all
gather there and spend twenty wminutes.or
50 in dribbling and passing practice. You'd
thus get a fair amount of actual running,
and Fou would raise the standard of your
passing, ete., by o 100 per cent. Too often
what I see going on dorlng fleld practice is
mnst of the side seattered about in front
of goal taking haphazard shots,

Well, shooting at goal §s all right—the
fellow who can be depended uwpon on a
ghooter iz valuable=hut don't forget that in
n match, before the shooting can take ploee,
the ball has to be taken to the place from
which the shot is made. This can only be
done by a combination of dribbling and pass.
ing. Dut training ‘in thete two Important
directions I wvery rarely see. Suppoze you
pive others a lead. You and the others

line up right acress the grownd, the hall
with the centre-forward. He starts with a
dribble, passes right or left, and the player

who receives dribblez a bit, and then passes,
and so proceced right down the length of
the field and back agaln, taking care that
every chap has a share in the work. 'Try
to make as few stoppager as possible. That
is the way in which old-time profeszional
fenms weed to Improve their dribbling and
passing, and the value of these I3 not much
less to-day fhan ever it was. 3

And now let me eonclude with a few
general hints that will be useful. Whatever
tralning you mean dolng, don't attempt it
on & full stomach. Two hours after a square
meal Is & sale time for any vigorouws ruen.
ning about. Don't eat sweets or fruit
between meals.. Eat froit by all means, but.
only as part of your regolar meals. Dan't
drink more than is necessary to quench
thirst. It makes one lazy, and is bad for
the wind. Don't smoke at all, il possible:
for without appearing £o be old-Tashioned, 1
geny that it is pob geod for sonvone wnder
cighteen to smoke. The nerves, heart, Tunpgs,
and digestion are Afected. For you chap:
over eighteen. don't smoke at all en a mateh
day, or, what iz even worse, stroll down in
the ground with a fag between your lips,
And, above all, don't inhale., Most men do.
never thinking of the harmn they are doing
to their longs.

I'm not meaning to preach at you. chum:
I'm telling you exactly what knowledee and
experience has taught me i3 pood for the
footballer and what is bad. And inhaling
tobaceo emoke i3 bad., Where is the gense
in taking yseful teaining In one way if Fou're
moing to spoil the effect of it by indulgence
in something that deoes no good at all?

Beecham, the yonng goalkeeper of Fulham,
who recently had the experience of being
carried shoulder-high from the ground at
Craven Cottage, is rather small for a gonl-
keeper. But, nevertheless, he manageés Lo
‘reach ‘em.
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(Continued

from page 12.)

“Really, Fish, I am not concerned with
debt-collectors,” said the Owl loftily. 1
arrangéd with a man to come here about
a job as my chauffeur. I am buying a
Hmousine, and I must have somebody to
drive it about for me, you know. Now
that I have come into my forlune——"

“Now that you have .come into_this
hyer fortune,” interposed Fisher T. Fish,
“I reckon you've got enocugh durecks to
pay me that half—goliar e

“Really, Fishy,” said Bunter, “e¢an't
vou wait a day or twe? I'm expecting a
huge cheque from my bankers. In the
meantime, I was gﬁinlg to ask you if you
would lend me & couple of bob.™

“What " shrieked Fish.
world—"

“1 may have come into a fortune”
said Bunter peevishly, “but it'll be &
day or two before 1 get it. The
lawyers, you know—they've got to settle
up the estate, or something. Until then
I must rely on my old friends; I expect
thema to rally round, you know.”

“1 guess I'll rally round, all right!™
declared Figsher T, Fish. “T'I1 rally
round with my boot. What about that
half——"

11 tely the

“You're too hasty, Fishy,” put in
Havold Bkinner. “If Bunter uires
temporary accommodation, he need not

look any farther then his old friends for
it. Anything up fo ten bob—""

Billy Bunter blinked at the cad of
the move in some surprise. . He
hardly expected this wvoluntary offer

from that guarter—but he had over-
looked Harcld Skinner’s ecrafty little
WaYyS. His face had worn what he
intended to be an affable smile, and his
elbow had gently nudged his ecrony
fSnoop, but he was guite serious in his
offer,

There was now no doubt of it; there
was the documentary proof on the
nolice-hoard. Bunter was rich at last—
and anybody who was rich was, in the
caleulating eyes of Harold Skinner, dis-
tinctly worth cultivating. He regarded
any loan he might make the suddenly
n.ﬂirucut Owl of the Remove as the bread
mentioned in the Seriptures which, cast
upon tha} waters, would rveturn after
many days.

“Thanks, Skinny,” responded Bunter,
after his recovery from the astonishment
of this offer. “J don't mind accepting
your lean. Can't you manage more
than a measly ten bob, though? I
really need about twenty quid, vou
know.  Stricitly tfemporary, of course.
I'll give I O [fj:ﬁ, ﬂlx?fll pay back double
when I get my tin from the lawyvers.”

A hundred per cent interest?™ ex-
claimed Fisher T. Fish, the business
man of the Remove.

“Certainly,” agreed the Owl. “ Money
is nothing to a fellow in my position.
Even when I was poor I was famous for
my generosity.” He blinked loftily at
the three juniors.

“I guess we'll get this thing straight,”
snapped the Transatlantic apostle
business " pep ™ and hustle. “You
allow to stand for one hundred per
cent interest on any loans you can get
from the galoots hyer, payable immedi-
ately your coin comes through?™

“Sure!” said Bunter.
yez 1™

“ And will you allow me a commission
of ten per cent on all the durocks I can
collect for you? I guess that's a square
deal, ¢h? I raise the dough, and you
sign the I O U's, and my commission
note, I reckon to use your lawyer's
letter as authority. I kinder reckon you
won't get better terms in this hyer
school, It's the gencoine goods, Bunter.
What-say to the ideai™

“He, he! Jolly good wheeze™
chortled Bunter. “It's beneath the dig-
nity of a chap of my high social position
to go round borrowing from the fellows
like a pauper, you know.”

“I guess it's a cinch!” declared Fisher
T. Fish. He stepped to the notice-
board and took down the letter which
was fo be the means—plus his persuasive
American  salesmanship—of extractin
coin of the realm from fellows who like
the idea of their bread returning to
them after many days, increased one
hundred per cent,

L7 ¢ %llﬂﬂ-ﬂ we'll buzz along to my
study, fatty,” he said, “and you can sign
the agreement.”

Harold Skinner and BSidney Bnoop
watched them go, with mingled feelings.
The busines: acumen of the American
junior had rather eut the ground from
under the feet of the cad of the Remove,
rnd there was a malicious sneer on his
face as he thought of the scheme.

But it was an arrangement that, in
the businesslike hands of Fisher Tarle-
ton Fish, was going to get results,

“HEr—I1 mean,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

A Welghty Matter !
"W

OT 1 sez is this' ’ere, Master
Bunter; it's remarkable
eavy, and wot to do with it

I dunno! Which I sex to
the carrier when 'e delivered it at my
gate—-7"1"

Gosling, the Greyfriars gatekeeper

and porter, paused for breath and drew
his sleeve across hiz forehead.

“ Are you sure it's addressed to me?”
asked Billy Bunter.

“Which I reckons as I can read,
even admittin’ I ’aven’t ’ad the advan-
tidge of the eddification wot you young
gents 'as,” declared Gosling. “ And if
vou don't belisve as ’ow it's addressed
to you, all T've got to say is this ere:
Come and lock at it for yourself. That's
wob I says!™

With those words Gosling turned and
shuffled off in the direction of his lodge,

and Bunter rolled along thoughtiully
beside him.
It was the interval eafter morning

school on the day following the Owl's
business arrangement with Fisher T
Fish, and the school ,porter had run
the fat form of DBunter to carth wvnder
the elms, where he was mealf-:ing about
in the vicinity of Mra. Mimble's tuchk-
shop with the object of trying to get
someone to stand him a feed preparatory
te dinner, on the strength of his new
wealth.

When they reached the gates Bunter
saw that, just outside on the road, the
carrier's cark was standing, and that a
big packing-case higher {ban himself
was propped on a hand-drolly al  the
tail of tha cart.

“Wh-what iz it, Goeling? he stut-

tered, peering at the thing short-
sightedly.
“Five 'und'd-weight chunks o lead,

by the feel of it,” sugpested Gosling.
The Owl blinked more closely at the

label. There was his name, wit.hqut

doubt, It was certainly directed to im

plainly enough. But what could it be
and who could have sent such a colossa
rcel?  Bunter thought of tuck, but
then he realised that eatables. could
hardly weigh so much as Gosling had
suﬁﬁabed.
e'd better open 1t!"” he suggested.
porter was quite agreeable to
this, for he was no less curious than
Bunter. He vanished inside the lodge
and returned in & moment with a
hammer and a hatchet. Beveral lusty
blows split off a plank or two, and then
the side of ¢ packing-case was
knocked away.

There stood disclosed a big weighing-
machine, such &z is eeen on railway-
station platforms. The mysiery of the
contents was solved, at any rate, but
when the remainder of the casing was
removed there was no note or letter of
any eort to say who had sent it, or why.

The flustered Owl eduld think of no
better place for it than the Rag, and
the carrier and Gosling wheeled 1t
there between them on the carrier's
trolly.

When at Jast it was in position, after
much perspiration and effort, the carter
intimated that it had been & thirsty
job, and locked around for the owner
in expectation of & handsome tip. But
Bunter had anticipated this, and had
discreetly vaniz]ue£ The carrier de-
parted muitering various uncomplimen-
t-ar[i; things about the modern sohoolboy,
and “fat young pigs " in particular.

Already the thing had caused some
comment, and when William George
cautiously returned to view his suf-
prising acquisition, he found it sur-
rounded by a crowd of Removites, who
were struggling together on the plat-
form of the machine, trying to get &
ahance to test their weights.

“Where did this thing come from®
asked Peter Todd, of nobedy in -
ticular.” “ What the thump's the iiﬂ.,
anyway? Who does it belong to?”

“It's mine! announced the Owl,
blinking.
“Yours? Ha, ha! Thal's a new one.

I say, you chaps, Bunter's had a weigh-
ing-machine sent him, so’s he can take
an interest in hiz fat carcase and keep
his aveirdupols down ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

Several of the juniors left the strug-
gling throng and gathered round at
Peter Todd's announcement.

“Did your sunt leave it fo you with
the five thousand? ineuwired Tom
Erown.

“MNunno. 1 bought it,” replied the
Owl. "“A whim, you know. Rich
fellows often indulge in whims. 1 don’t
suppose 1 shall vse it now I've got it,
but what does that matter? One has to
do something with one’s monev.”

“Zet off that thing, chaps 1 exclaimed
Peter Todd. “Let the owner come
ahoard; let's see if it'll go bust when
Bunter steps on it !

Todd winked to Hazeldene, who was
standing by, and between them they

rushed the fat junior on to the machine.
The needle gquivered and gave a wild
jerk round the dial, finally hovering

around the fourteen-stone mark.

“I say, you fellows! expostulaied
the Owl, putting his glasses straight on
hiz podgy nose. * That isn’t fair, you
know. I bought it for your benefit,
not—"

“ Bunter—Bunter 1"

The face of Harold Skinner appeared
round the door of the Rag, and he was
yellimg that namo as if he were the
satisfied bearer of bad tidings for the
owner of it, for hia characteristically
crafty grin was on his thin features,
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The grin vanished when he caught
sight of the weighing machine, and for
a moment curicsity took its place. But
he had seen Bunter, too, and he came
forward., : :

“There's a chap. wailing outside [or
you, barrel,” he- announced. :

“Ts—is it the carrvier?” stuttered the
Owl, blinkimg at the door.

Bunter's conselence  wak  nob  eas
about the tip he might have bestowed.

“ Dunno aE{:ut the carrier,” answered
Skinner. “He said something about
being a driver.”

* Dud—driver?” echoed Bunter. -He
seemed dismayed for a second, but he
pulled himsell together. The dignity
of Lis newly-acquired five thousand
pnunds—whic:fj ha believed in aven moro
firmly than the fellows who had been
taken in by his bit of forgery—eame to
hiz rescue, and he blinked impressively.
“Oh, ves,” he gaid. ' Y1 fargot! I
ordered him to attend me here to-day.
It's my chauffeur—the man wha is going
to drive my new limousine. That's what
he meant by driver, 8kinny. He, he!
Where did you say ho was?

“I showed him wup to your study.
Roll away, old puff-ball! ;IEI- looks as
i he's going to touch you for his first
woek's wapos in advance.”

Harold Bkinner sniggered unpleasantly,
and turned his attention to the novel
sight of the new and shining weighing-
machine, while Billy Bunter rolled
away with stately  dignmity, ralher
alarmed, novertheless, as {o who this
Irgam could be and whal he wanted of
nm,

When the fat junior opened the door
of Study No. 7 and cautiously glimmered
ithrough his spectaclos round the edge
he beheld a lean, cadaverous young man
sitting in tho easy-chair by the fireplacs.
ITe turned his head ss Bunter entered,
and stood up.

“* Master Bunter?" he inquired.

“Yeyes, sir,” said Bunter, abashed.
There was something about this stranger
that made the *‘sir™ slip out. He re-
collectod hia wealth the next moment,
though, and added: I was told that
a driver was wailing to see meo. If
yop—"n

“*My nama is Driver,” corrected the
man—"Joshua Driver., I am the
managing clerk to Messrs. Sprowle,
Sprowle, Sprowle, &—"

“0Oh, the lawyers!" chimed in the
Owl. before he could recite the names
af all the partners in that multitudinous
firm, DBunter boamed l‘.an;,thl;.r; naow ho
was pgelting down to business at last.
The inherltance had merely existed on
raper up to now, but the appearance of
this lawyer's clerk seemed to be the
prelude to hard cash,

“Yes, the lawyers,” agreed tha man.
“You have doubtless already received
the leiter advising you of the beguest
an the part of your aunt, and your gate-
porter told me that the weighing-
machine arrived this morning.”

“The w-w-weighing-machina "

“Yes—but T will come to that in a
momeont, You will remember that our
letter  spoka  of  certain conditions
governing the legaey, and of certain
secified wars in which the fifty pounds
was to be applied.”

“Tuf-ffty !  stammered the QOwl
faintly.
“That was the figure,” said Mr.

Diriver, locking at him doubtfully,

Billy Bunter Eﬂggl_ed, but nodded his
agreement., The far more satisfying
total of fite thousand had become so
real 1o his fatuous mind that the mention
of the meagre but real one of ffty
rame 83 a sudden shock.

Tue blaewer Linmant.—No, 041,

“I have come to inform you,” wenb

on the visitor, “of the terms and con-
ditions our late clients made in connee-

tion with the bequest.” Hﬁmped in
a

his breast-pocket and produ shoeaf
of papers fastened together with a
i‘uh'_l.:.crdbaﬂi Selecting one, he began
o read:

LI
L

the sum of fifty pounds to
my great-ne&haw, William George
Bunter, of Ureyiriars School, Keont,
subject fo the performance of the con-
ditions hercinafler set forth, failing
which my exeeutors shall divert the said
memey to the funds of the Amalgamated
I’GriEine Designers’ Benevelent Fund

" I1—I say, Mr. Diver—"
the Owl,

“Driver " corrected the man of law,
looking up irritatedly.

“No matter,” said Bumter airily.
“ But about this—this fifty pounds. You
needn't read out all that stuff about
hercafter, and all that. Can't vou tell
it to me In your own words?! Simpler,
you knmj'. He, ha! Of course, a fellow
of my intelligence understands it all
right, but I thought, perhaps, you might
find it easier.”

Mr. Driver seemed about to express
his doubts, but he refrained.

interrupted

“Certainly, Master Bunter. What
our great-aunt has instructed us, as
er—ahem [—legal advisers, is this:

You are to receive the sum of fifty
pounds from her estate, payable any
time up to eix months after your ae-
ceptance of -these conditions, provided
that you reduce jnur'—é-r—weig};]:t to the
figure more nearly n%pmximating the
normal weight for Ei]' oy of your age
namely—" Mr, Driver paunsed an
looked at his papers again. * Namely,
seven stones——"

“{Oh dear!™

Billy Bunter groaned,

“Furtherinore,” continued the man,
“should there be any atiempt at trickery
or deception—you will forgive me,
Master Bunter, for suggesting this, but
I am guoting the \'FDI'gS of your—er—
estimable aunt—should there be any at-
tompt at deception, we are empowered
to transfer the amount of the legacy
to the—ahem !—worthy cause she has
named. We, as executors, are, more-
aver, instructod to satisly ourselves that
you do not weigh more than the re-
quired seven stones, and I ghall be
pleaszed to visit you heare at thiz school,
when nm‘:cmnrj]'; for that purpose. Do
you accept these conditions, Master
Bunter "

“0Of course, fathea—of courss, Mr,
Driver. If you'll let me have the money
now I'll sign the receipt.”

“The money is not payable until yon
can satisfy us that you do not weigh
more than seven stones. I believe your

reat-aunt, Master Bunter, had a strong
dislike to—eor—stoutness, ecspecially in
schoolbovs, for she was somewhat
thin and—shall I sayi—angular herself.
I should imagine that you weigh rather
more than that, Master Bunter. Do
vou atill aceept these conditions?"

“Ow! Oh dear!”

Billy Bunter groaned again. He had
a momentary vision of the weighing-
machine needle quivering over the mar
indicating fourteen stones. Seven stones
was a lot of flesh to lose; but fifly pounds
was & lot of money to lose, too. Like
throwing money down a drain to refuse.

“Everything has heen made esasy for
vou,”’ continued the man from the
awyers. " Your relative has thought-
fully provided a weighing-machine so
that you can ascertain exactly how near
you are to the required weight,"

silence,

“V-yes, I su o .I'd bettar try it
on,” ecided tggmﬂw], blinking furi.
onsly,

Ha reckoned that he may as well be
in the running for the legacy, even if
he couldn't train down sufficiently to
ciaim it. Beticr not hand it over to the
pork-pie designers without a struggle.
Besides which, Bunter's artful fat mind
began to play with several ideas by
which he might be able to get the money
without {he disagrecable necossity of
reducing himself to a skelelon for it.

Mr. Driver at once produced a legal-
looking paper, and invited Billy Bunter
to affix his signature thereto. '?I"ha Owl
saw that it was a statomiont that he had
understood the conditions of the bequest
and undertook to abide by them,

“Bign here,” said My, Driver, pro-
ducing a fountain-pen,

_Buntor's podgy fingers traced his
signature, rather blottily, and the legal
man regained his pen just as tho forget-
ful Owl was absently placing it in his
pocket.

“ Er—T say, you know," asked Bunter,
“when do I get the money?”

“As soon as you have satisfied us with
regard to your weight,” replied Mr,
Driver. f‘ But, strictl spﬂuﬂing‘. FOL
yourself will not actually handle it at
all. It is to be used for the purposcs
of wvour education—providing school
books, and so on.™

"What?" hooted Bunter indignantly,
“Then I refuse! Gimme back my
R1$nature g

‘I am sorry, I eannot do that,” said
the. man of law, with a grim smile,
“ This document is your written accept-
atce, I am afraid I must ask you to
adhere to it.” .

Bunter goggled at him wrathfully
There was s look in Mr. Driver's eve
which denoted that Myr. Driver was
rather taken with the idea of this fat
youth training himself down to seven
stone.  Perhaps he, too, did not like
stoulness in schoolboys.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Bunier Training Committes !

111 WON'T do it!"

I Billy Bunter blinked disgustedly
through his large, round spec-
tacles at the door which had just

closed after ths grim and astute i]r.
Driver. He was alone in the study now,
and the retreating footsteps had died
away down the Remove passage into

“ Rotten, beastly sharper!™ he mut-

tered. “I don’t want his measly ffty
quid. Education! Just as if T need

education—a fellow of my ability | He
may have my signature, but I'm not
omng to got my weight down for him,
Il jolly well tell old Gosling to kick
him out if he shows his nese here again!
It’s trickery, that's what it is—getting
me to sign away m'{ rights "

Billy Bunter’s wild accusation was not
strictly accurate, but, on the other hand,
the lawyer's clerk should have known
sufficient of the law to allow the logates
to withdraw his consent if he wished,
Probably he guessed that a fellow who
was so obviously anxious to touch the
money a3 the Owl had shown himself to
be would, alter all, not really wish to
refuse, ﬁ.nd. also, of course, he rather
relished the idea of such a fat and
greedy-looking ];'uuth becoming slimmer
and more sightly,

“He, he!"” laughed the fat and fatu-
ous Owl to himself, a bright idea striking
him. “He can't make me geot mﬂ

weight down, and if he's going to ro

me 6f my fifty quid for that, I can sell
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his rotten weighing-machine! I'Il try
an advertisemant in the Courtfield

s 4o g ;
efore William George ecould outline
his plan for this move sgainst the enemy
the dodr of Btudy No. 7 suddenly swung
open.

“1 guess it's all serene—O.K., in
fact! I reckon I'm the genocsine goods
all right—the real slick business gink
of this hyer outfit.|”

It was the votce of Fisher T. Fish, the
hustling junior from Noo Yark—at least,
that was the way he pronounced the
name of his native city.

Fisher Tarleton IMish held in his hand
two preces of paper, which he slapped
down with & flourish on the study table,

“1 guess all you've pot to do, old
fatty, is to trust to s real live galeot
hike me, and sign on Lhe dotted line.”

Bunter blinked doubtfully at the two
slips of paper.

“I—Fm not Eﬂini{ to sign any more
haasﬂjr PApCrE, L 12 s34 [jmvi.-sh l:l.'.'
“I've already signed away my rights to

my Bfty .quigd——"

"Waal, I swow!" exclaimed tia
transatlantic jumior. “You've signed
away your legacy? I guess 1 sew o

pork aloot goin’ along the passapo,
e Y E E E P B

“MNunno. Not at alll I merely
signed away fifty quid of it—legal
expenses, you know,” =zaid Bunter
hastily, “A mere nothing, of course,
out of five thousand, Ay lawyer—the
man. who's just gone out—says I shall
have the money inside a month.”™

“T caleulate it'e a  einch, sura!”
snapped Fish in & businesslike tone.
“Twenty-one dollars—that's what I've
raised already, and I guess I'm mnot
started yet. ?['wn dollars and ten cents
my commission——"

“What are vou cackling sbout, [at-
head ¥ demanded Bunter irritably., "1
can’t understand your idiotic dollars.
Say what you mean in real money.”

“Waal, of all the galoots! I recken
the dollar system 1s real horse-sense—
better'n your whiskery old pounds and
shillings. That's it, sure—whiskery!
Anyway, I've raised five guineas,
guess, Aly ten per cent. commish comes
to ha'f & guinca—plus ha'f a dollar you
diddled me out of last term ; that brings
the total up to thirtcen shillings, 1
reckon. Sign these I O U's, old fat man,
and the durocks are yours., You're due
to pay ten pounds ten shillings when
you touch vour capital—which, I guess,
is just one hundred per cent. on the loan
I Law raised herewith. Gee whizl I
rackon this place wants livening up
some—latest methods from Noo Yark.
I'm the only gink on this hyer outfit
that ain't solid bone from the neck up.”

Fisher T. Fish pnshed forward the two
1010.s and handed over a fountain-

pell.
“ Bu-but where's the money?” stut-
tered the Owl doubtlully. He gathered
that the sum of four pounds twelve was
availabla for him, allowing for his
apent's deductions from the five guineas
that had been borrowed. It seemed
rather too good to be true, even though
the transatlantic junior had used the
anthority of the solicitor’s letter. 1f
Fizher T. Fish had indeed raised that
sum, he was certainly what he claimed
to be—a hustling business man. ;
“Where did wyou get all that?"
demanded Bunter. “Who lent it to
yvou " ;
“T guess that's my bizney," retorted
the ¥Yankee junior.
at tha bottom of those papers, and I'll
part up. 1 managed to get these two
galoots to shell out the dough before
getting this hyer pair of doc-uments, but

“Bign your name

—r—r———
!
]

-I-:p-:'l-

gl

i i

* You are to receive the sum of fifty pounds from yoor auni’s esiate,’’ droned Mr.

Driver, ** providing that you reduce your—er—weight to the figure more nearly

approximating the normal weight for a boy of your age, namely, seven stones !”
** Oh dear ! ** groaned Billy Bunter, (Ye¢e Chapler 9.)

I've got to hustle back with "em, I
guess,

There seemed to be real money about,
aud accordingly Bunter signed, glancing
closaly at what was wrnitten on the
papers, however, to see that he was not
committing himself. There was only
the bald statement that he owed the sum
of five pounds to one person unnamed,
and fiva shillings to another, each sum
to be repaid at one hundred per cent
interest on the receipt of his legacy
money.

Fisher T. Fish watched him with =
businesslike smile. The reasons he had
for refusing to divolge the names were
businesshke, too, and guite normal, but
he conveniently omitted to mention the
methods by which his contributions had
been obtained.

Lord Mauleverer had been one of the
parties, He had stood the nasal drone
of the Remove business man for ten
minutes or more before he yielded, and
then he had languidly detached & fiver
from the wad in his wallet and handed
it over, more intent on getting peace
and quietness than on ¢ne hundred per
cent interest.

Alonzo Todd had been the other
victim, but with him Fish's procedure
had been rather different. He had held
out no hait of big interest, but had
roused ‘the charitable impulses of the
gentle Alonzo by appealing to his better
nature and the thoughts of Alonzo's
Uncle Benjamin, The pretext was that
DBuntar was overcome with grief, and
unable to make known on his own behalf
the fact that he wished to send a wreath

as 2 token of respect to his deceased
aunt’s mamory.

Fisher T. Fish prided himself on his
knowledge of psychology, and in this
case it worked to the extent of five
shillings. He had prudently changed
Mauly's note, .and now had the exact
amount due to the Owl ready to hand
OvVer.

“There you are, Fishy,” said Billy
Bunter. “Now gimme the money."”

Fisher Ta.::*l@.-t;:n_:]l3 Fish sm'uténiseq the
iwo specimiens of Bunter's smudgy signa-
ture, and produced the sum of ﬁur
pounds twelve shillinga,

The Owl's piggy little eyes blinked
behind Hia spectacles, and hizs fat face
puckered up into a satisfied %im

“That'l¥ do for a start, Fishy,” hea
said patronisingly, “Go ahead like that.

]]::nuw, an f’]l sifn any number of
I0Us He, hal suppose it'll be
dinner-bell beforea ¥ can get round io
Mrs, Mimbla's. Ne'mind, plenty of
time to go there afterwards and get o
hit of something fo cat. They don't
give us half encugh grub at this measly
school to keep body and soul together.”

“PDon’t bust :&Elt.lrse'lﬂ you [at frog,"”
adviged Figher T. Fish as he departed
from the study. *I¥ guess I want to get
a bit more commigiion out of your litile
swindling stunt yet”

“Gwindling ! hooted Bunter indig-
nantly. But his Jprotest fell on the
ompty air. The American junlor ha
hustled away,

In a mothent the door had opened
again, and he was back. :
TaHE Micwer LiBnany.—No. L
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“¥ou thieving, Iiat Fulmt!“ he
velped., 1 guess you won't try any of
vour low-down tricks on & guy from
Noo Vark, I reckon I've lwf my eve-
teeth cut. You dido't gimme back my
fountain-pen ¥

“Ful-fountain-pen?” cochoed Bunter,
fntting hisz podgy walstcoat with o [at
wnd, “He, heel Borry, Fishy, old man.
Absent-minded, yon ;
habit, and all that. I didn't mean to
keep it, of course, I forgot I put it
there. I meant to give it back to you
some time—at once, in fact.”

Fishor Tarleton Fish grunted, grabhed
hiz pen, and—to use hiz own expression
—vyvamoosed. He was a busy man. He
had no time to waste on fat robbers—
except to get ten per cent commission
in_raising loans for them.

His pursuit of the almighty dollay was
destined to slacken speed somewhat,
however. His enthusiasm for the raising
of cash was, like the breath of the morn-
ing deseribed by the poet, te wvanish
away. Or, to be more precise, an
obstacle was to arise which would make
the rasing of cash so difficult that even
the enthusiasm of Fisher T, Fish would
be dampened,

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“%If that isn't the giddy limii !™

“The rotten fat spoofer.”

Those were the remarks that greeted
the Americen junior’s ear as  he
approached Study No. 12 in search of
Lord Mauleverer and to hand the signed
10U to his lordskip. They came from
a group of fellows some lLittle distanco
farther along the Remove passage, and
the group seemed fo be centred around
Peter Todd.

Peter was holding a pieco of notepaper
in his hand—a lettar. Fisher T, Fish
never neglected chances. He continued

ast Mauly's study and hovered on the
vings of the crowd. “Fat spoofer”
meant William Georgo Dunter, and, if
ha was spoofing, Ficher T, Fish wasz
decidedly interested.

“Read out that bit again, Teddy.”
rald Vernon-Smith, “ We didn't all hear
it."”

“On the balll” said Beb Cherry.
“*Bhoot, T-:n:Id;; Lk

“Right-ho ! said Peter Tadd, * Don’t
shove! * Dear Peter,' ™ he began, read-
ing from the letter he had received =
fow minutes before from his father, who
waes a solicitor, “f Dear Peter, I am
rlad to hear that yvou——" Oh, that bit's
private. Here wo are: ' You will be
interested to know of a little coincidence
that happened the other day in con-
nection with one of your schoolfellows.
T believe the name is Hunter, or Gunter.
At any rate, T was told he is one of the
Civeyiriars boys, so you will probably
know the name—-"*

“I know it, anyway—it's Porpoisc!”
put in Hazeldene.

“ Shut up, Hazel !"

“¢1 learned the nows from a friend
of imine, a brother solicitor, with whom
[ was innching, and it appears that this
boy has been left & legacy of £30 by a
relative under rather wnusnal condi-
lions. T gather that the boy in question

i= rather stout—""
BXF

“The ratherfulness is tervific!
mtured the voice of Horree Singh.

“! Rather stoub” coniinued Peter,
“1 and that the rolative who left him the
money was greatly adverse to stoutness
in other people, having been on the thin
side herself. Mr. Gabbites—that is the
natne of my seliciter friend—said that
she was particularly so in the case of
Loys, She has therefore left him this
sutt of money on the condition that he
gots hiz weight down to that of the
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know—force of

el

normal boy of his age in a couple of
months, or some such peried.’
“Ha, ha, ha!"
'“"I_'l":n cream of the joke, so T am
informed, is that the iad:l.r expressly
atipula.te:'l that, even should Hunter—aor
Gunter—train down to the ceduced
weight, he should not be able to touch
the money himself in case ho used it to
buy food and thus increase his weight
again. The fifty pounds: will, in that
CRES, devoted to the purchase of
school books and other
objects. T
" But I expoct this will not be news
to you, Peter, as ]i}rnbn.hl yvour school-
fellow himself will by this time have
heard the facts and have told you the
oke against himself, otherwise 1 should
ardly have mentioned the matter. It
was not exactly told to me in confidence,
and that is why 1 venture to speak of it
now, in casa you have not already heard
it direct from the boy concerned.” ™
“Oh, hold me wup, somebody!”
laughed Bob Cherry. “Bunter's latest !
Fanoy him training down to soven
stona! He's more like fourteen.”
“He's over fourteen, anyway,” said
Peter Todd. "I shoved him on his own
weighing machine and saw that for
mysell.”

“"Waal, I swow!" exclaimed Fisher T.
Figh, edging forward. * What did you
say that figure was, Toddy? Fifty
pounds "

“Yes, fifty," agreed the solicitor's
son. “ What's biting you, Fishy "

The transatlantic junior was locking
strangely concerned, He dived his
hand into hiz pocket and produced
another letter, Tt was the document
from Bunter's solicitors with which the
Owl had entrusted him.

“Bee here!” he yelped. " Some-
thing's wrong somewhere. Just give
this the once over. 1 guess it says five
thousand here, not fifty. If any of you
Ellmtsd_.ll

Peter Todd took the letter and looked
at 1t closely, while the other juniors
crowded round to get a sight of it also.

“The ink's not the same !” said Todd,
after a lengthy inspection. "I say, you
chaps, there's been two noughts added
to this original figuro. Fifty has been
altered to five thousand !"

“The fat, spoofing villain [ growled
Hazoldene.

There was a chorus of indignation,
Some were for rushing along to Study
No. 7 and dregging out the artful Owl,
but there was & diversion,

“1 say, Fishy, what have you gob
there 7"

Bob Cherry asked the question, and
glared meaningly at the two pieces of
paper the American junior still held.
For Bob Chorry had glimpsed the
smndgy signature of William George on
one of them—and what concerncd Bunter
was evervbody's business just now,

“] guess that's no bizney of rvours,
Cherry " howled Fisher T, Fish, back-
ing away. "I reckon I'm a business
man, with business methods. In Noo
Yark—— Hyer, keep your pesky hands
off me, Bob Cherry !” '

The live wire of the Remove did not
finish what he might have said about
Now York. He was mora intent on
getting away and keeping the secret of
Bunter's T O U's. LEven now that this
obstacle to fresh business has arisen,
there might still be time. to raise a
further. loan or two before the news
became general—and to raise further
commission, too. Fisher T. Fizsh was
not very much concerncd with whether
Bunter was going to be able to pay out
his ecreditors or not.

educational .

But Bob Cherry had something to say
sbout that, The. American junior had
hardly broken through the crowd before
Euh_ was on him and the papors were

is.

“1 say, you chuEg,” he said grinning,
“what d've think of this? unter's
I O U's—one for five quid, ‘and the
other for five shillings. rrowing on
the strength of the fifty bhe's never
going to handle '™

“Hyer, gimme those papers!™ panted
Fisher T. Fish, springing up.

Bob Cherry grabbed him by the
shoulder and fended him off.

*Fish's writing ; Bunter’s siﬁu&turu,"
he said, waving tha I O U's. "I've got
it—you've beon acting as his agent,
raising money,” he added to the baffled
hl;sitmss mat. “That's so, Fishy, isn't
it E LR

“1 guessg——""

“Don't guess; get on with the wash-
i_ng.!::

“1 ealeulate—"

"No caleulations, by reguest,
simple truth, Out with it!*

“Bea hyer, you mugwump—""

Fisher T. Fish squirmed out of Bob
Cherry's grasp, and was straightway
grabbed by Vernon-8mith, Hazeldene,
and Hurree Singh, and bumped—hard.
Evidantly the truth was not io be forth-
coming. Finally he was dribbled a few
f-a.rn;_]a along the Remove passage, when
e jumped up, yelping vengeance, and
seudded out of sight round the corner.

“J1 sav,” said Peter Todd, coming up
and scrutinising the I O U's over Bob's
shoulder, “There are no names on 'em.”
Potor's legal mind had noticed this fact
at once,

“The fat frog's obviously got five
guineas of somebody’s money,” said
Baob Cherry.

“And they'll never get 1, even
if . Bunter gets his weight down
and qualifies for the legacy,” put in the
:f]in.ur?(]nr. “JIt's up to us to see justice

one."”

“Justice 7" echoed Peter Todd. ™ You
don’'t mean we'ra to sub round and

The

- raise the amount to pay off that fat

swindler's debts?”

“Nunno!” said Vernon-8mith, with a
grin. “But we can see to it that
Bunter works for the money, even if he
can't pay it back. I mean, if we can
make him qualify for the fifty quid, it’ll
be the next best thing toe him actually
paying his debts. The cash is supposed
to be for educational purposes, according
to your pater, Tuddr, but there's just a
chance that his solicitors might allow
him to pay his creditors. Anyway, if
that fat toad gets his weight down, he'll
have done his best to pay up—even if
we have to make him."”

“You mean—" began Bob Cherry.

“You've got it! We haven't done
aur good turn for the day: let’s take
on tﬁ: job of getting the fat barrel's
weight down to seven stone. We'll get
him in striet training—running, exer-
cises in the gym, and all that.”

“The DBunter Training Commitiee
chuckled Bob.

“Good wheeze, Smithy [

“Yeos, lot's!”

“I'm on ! said Peter Todd., *“ Buf, I
say, we ought to come and talk this
over somewhere. I ean't ask you into
my study, because the fat porpoise—"

" Come n.I::m?; to Study No. 1," said
Bob Cherry. " We'll get Wharion and
the others in on this, too,”
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hard Work for Bunter !

i AKE up, fatty!¥
W The hand of Harry
Wharton gently turned back

the coverlet of Billy
Bunter's bed in the Remove dormitory
and shook the pedgy shoulder that rosc
like & miniature mountain as the Owl
lay on his side and snored. ;

%t was the morning after the visit of
Mr. Joshua Driver to Greyiriars, and,
though it would be fully an hour before
the rising-bell roused the school to
another day, four junigrs were gathered
round the bed of William George
Bunter, already dressed. Their attive
was not the usual rig of long trousers
and short jackets, however. Their
Etons would not be reguired till the
official rising-hour, and their present

custume of shorts, sweaters and running

shoes dencted an immediate purpoese far
from the purely scholastic.

The four were: Harry Wharton,
Poeter Todd, Hurree Singh, and the
Bounder of Greyfriars, Vernon-Smith,
and they represented half of the mem-
bers of the self-elected Bunter Training
Committee. The remaining four werc
Johnny Bull, Nugent, Hazeldene, and
Bob Cherry. The eight members, meoet-
ing in committee on the previous after-
noon, had decided that four at a time
werea ample for the Owl's training, and
that they should divide themselves into
two parties and relieve each other in
their voluntary duties, devoting all
their spare time to the job.

The training of Bunter was to be n-
tensive. It had to be, to get any notice-
able results, and so it was decided to
use every sparge moment of the day.
The fArst day of the Owl's training was
now beginning; but as yet he was not
aware of that fact.

“Wake up, fatty!” said Wharton
agaln,
“Errrr!  Grooopoch! Gerraway !”

murmured the sleepy porpoise.

A gurgling snore indicated that
William George Bunter was not yet
ready to wake up.

“¥ank him out!™ suggested Vernon-
Bmith.

“The yvankfulness is the proper caper,
my esteemed chums,” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur, with a grin. “The hand
that rockfully pushes the cradle docs
not let the sleepinl dogs lie.”

“8leepful hog!" put in Peler Todd.
“That's more hke it. Hark at the row
he's making! Come on, chaps, -all to-
gether [

Four pairs of hands gripped the side
rail of the bed and slowly elevated it.
The fat Owl, still snoring, ntly
slipped over the other side, and fell in
a tangle of hedelothes on the dormitory
floor with a sound like a sack of mashed
potatoes falling on & bass drum.

“"Yarcooh! Ow!” velped Bunter,
rubbing his eves with his fat knuckles.
“You beasts! Wasser time? 'Tain’t
vising-bell yet. Where's my glasses "

He sat on the floor, blinking short-
sightedly at the four grinning juniors
Slowly their unuzual costume dawned
on his fatuous mind.

“He, he! I say, you fellows, what's
the game? course, I can stand o
joke az well as anybody, even if I am
one of the richest fellows in Greylriars,
but——"

“Here's your glasses,” said Harry
Wharton, ﬂlﬂ-lﬁpihg’ the Owl’s big round
spectacles on his fab little nose. *Stand
up, old fat man; we're going to give
¥ou & bit of exercise.”

: : #i iy ,/‘"r I
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Four pairs of hands gripped the side rail of fhe bed and slowly elevated it. The
fat Owl, still snoring, gently slipped over the other side and fell in a fangle of
Ow 1" howled
time P ‘Tain’t rising-hell yet ! ** (See Chapter 11.)

bedelothes, ** Yaroooh !

Bunfer. *“ You beasts I Wasser-

“Ex-excrcise " stuttered  DBunter.
“Really, you flellowsg—"

“There's no charge,” announced
Vernon-Smith, with a grin.

“Yes, excrcise—running,” added
Wharton. “It might get your weight

down, you know."

The fat Owl blinked at the captain
of the Remove. The word “weight”
seemed fo recall. something to his
mental faculties. He was still a bit
zleepy, but Harry Wharton's mention
of that word, together with his grim
tone, roused him somewhat,

Billy Bunter struggled to his feet and
regarded the four juniors with lofty
condescension,

“Really, you fellows, you can’t expect
me to go on honouring you with my
friendship if you play these vulgar jokes,
you knuw! " he said with a hint of peev-
ithness. Y I'm a generous, good-natured
chap, as you know, but—"

“The most generous ﬂliuﬁ about you,
Fatty, is your ligure,” said Harry Whar-
ton., “And we're going to have a shot
at reducing that for sou. It's worth the
effort, to get your weight down to seven
stone, and your bank balance up to fifty

ounds. You can pay your debts, per-
waps, if you E‘ﬂt that legacy.”
“ L-leg—" stuttered DBunter. It

began to dawn upon his fatuous mind
that these fellows knew more than he
thought they did. But how— _

“Biop talking about wvour leg, and
shove it into these fat bags,” chimed in
Peter Todd. He held up a pair of
voluminous running shorte—DBunter's—

*

which had been ravaged from the Qwl's
poszessions while he yet slept.

Billy Bunter's feebls struggles availed
him nothing as the four got to work.
In two imore minutes his pyjamas wero
off, and the shorts, singlet, end running
shoes were on. The Bounder tipped out
water in a basin, and the fat face of the
Porpoise, spluttering and protesting,
was ducked into it by way of livening
him up,

“ This way, the Training Committee!”
cxclaimed Poter Todd., And, followed
by the grins and unfeeling remarks of
most of the other Bemove juniors who
had been awakened by the noise, Billy

Bunler was propelled out of the dorm:-

tory.

I:{ad there been anybody in the Quad
at that early hour the;.' would have geen
a very entertainin EuF_hl‘.i They would
have ngu reminded of a line of football
forwards deibbling the ball towards o
distant goal, Harry Wharton and his
three chums being the forwards, and
Billy Bunter the balk

It was really incomsiderate of William
George not to respond to the free aund
voluntary sorvice that was being done
him, but semehow he did not. On the
contrary, it zeemed to be the last thing
he wished to do on this crisply cold and
bracing morning, to ]iura.ctiae a little run-
ning exbreisze. %ut pur well-shod feet,
backing him up as it were, had a won-
derful effect uwpon him.

“Keep it up, Porpoise 1" said Vernon-
Smith, grinning, as the fat junior puffed
and wheezed aﬁ:ng a yard in front.

Tre Maicxer Liseany.—No, 941,
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#1—I—1I say, Bmithy— Ow! You
beast, Toddy! i {

“Rixth time round,” said Wharton.
“Jive. him & breather when we've done
the seventh.” _

The Owl totteréd forward afresh,
snorting and blowing like a grampus.
He groaned at Harry Wharton's words.
Only six times round the Quad, and it
seémed like sixty, He felt as if he had
been running all might. The promisc
of a respite was the only thing that car-
ried him round the last lap, and when
at last he' came to the end of it he
stopped dead, and the others cannoned
into him,

“Tt'1l be rising-bell soon,” remarked
Harry Wharton, “Thet's enough for a
start. We'll get along to the Rag and
try his welght."”

he fat Owl, too breathless for any
rotest, was dragged speechless to whare
Eis new and shining weighing machine
stood in the Rag, and hoisted on the
platform.

“Fourteen stone two -pounds ™ an-
nounced Peter Todd, " No improve-
ment on vesterday yet. We've got a
long way to go.”' :

“Practice makes perfect the mossz on
the rolling stone,” said Hurree Singh
aag-?ly}'l. .
“There goes the bell!” exclaimed
Vernon-Smith., And Billy DBunter was
hauled off the machine and hustled away
upstairs to change. Could he have
had his own way he would just have sub-
sided where lie was and had a refreshing
sleep.

The Training' Committee had con-
sidered the question of reducing the
Owl's portions at meals, but this was
turned down as being out of the gues-
tion. It was quite pnxaih!e.rhnwnmr,
to keep him from stuffing himself be-
tween whiles, and when he furtively
headed for Mrs, Mimble's tuckshop
immediately after breakfast, to invest o
further instalment of his five guineas in
doughnuts and jam-tarts, he was headed
off by the second coatingent of the com-
mittee and escorted o the gym, to go
through another bout of exercize—ihis
time with a pair of dumb-bells.

Morning school—even the diabolical
ordeal of Latin conjugations and the
agony of Euclid—came ss & haven of
refuge to Billy Bunter. Not only had
he %u-st a good hour of what the
poptaster, 1n his exuberant fancy, terms
“fired Nature's sweet restorer, balmy
sleep,” but he had been compelled to in-
dulge in a lot of viclent physical exer-
cise, and degnw:.-d of legitimate refresh-
ment after breakfast at Mes. Mimble's,
The double outrage wos really too bad.
The Owl was now 1n consequence
aflicted with an achiog void in the
region of his equator, and “that tired
feeling.” He cpuld do nothing to ap-
pease the void, but hedecided to indulge
the tired feeling. So ho gently dropped
off to sleep while Mr. Quelch was ox-
pounding the twelfth axiom of Ruclid
and the proof of theorems on parallel
lines.

A sudden snore drew evervbody's at-
teption to him, including the Form
master’s,  Mr. Quelch then proceeded
to produce a fow parallel lines on the
fat shoulders of Wiﬁ?ﬂm George Bunter,
with the result thai he was remarkably
attentive for the rest of the lesson.
_The Training Committes let him off
lightly during the morning break, and
enly administered walking exercise, but
it was af o pace that far oxceeded what
the Owl considered a dignified one,
~ Thus the first day of tho fat junior’s
intensive training dragged on. At least,
it seemed to him to drag on. 1€ did not
appear to pass half az quickiy as normal
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days, when there was no escort for his
spare time, and no censoer to watch
avery mouthful he ate.

There was no lessening in his weight
when he was prodded on to the scales
just Before prep that night, but on the
next day the committee let out a whoop
of enjoyment. Billy Bunter now regis-
terad two and s half pounds less than
he had done when they started on him.
This was distinctly encouraging. The
fat junior of Greyfriars would be & thin
juniar if they could progress at this rate,
and he would earn his legacy, after all,

To the sufferer himseli this meant
nothing. His one consolation was of a

very different nature. For, unseen
during the French class the previous
day, ﬁe had managed to write out an

advertisement offering a brand new
weighing machine for sale.  And, to-
fnthnr with a pestal-order—one he had
ad to buy himself with a part of the
vesidue of hiz borrowed money—he had
managed, later in the daw, to slip out
and post it to the office of the Courtfield
HOWSspaper.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Far from Happy Ending !

14 HERE'S Bunter? Anybody
seon Buntor ¥

Harry Wharton voiced

those question in a loud tone

as he put his head in at the door of the

Rgg. The faces of Hurreo Singh, Peter

Tadd, and Iob Cherry appeared behind

him &s the few fellows inside turned at
the sound.

“What-ho the Training Committee !
exclaimed T'om Redwing,

“Has he got =0 thin that you can’t find
him?” asked Squiff, who had paused
in a brisk scuffle with Tom Brown in the
further corhoer.

“Don't rot, yon fellows,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove. *This iz the first
half-holiday since we've had him under
our wmﬁ, and the fat puff-ball’s dodged
away when we weren't looking.”

“He has hdﬁfu"';—ldﬂm the vanishing
trick,” chimed in Hurree Singh in an
aggrieved voice,  YBufficient for the
dayfulness 1s the opinion of the bhird in
the bushfulness. But it is nover too late
te mendfully repair the lossfulness.”

Billy Bunter was assuredly not in the
Razg. He could hardly have hidden
there, and the juniors present would

have gladly yielded him up if he had.

Bunter's weight was an enjoyable topic
nowadays in the Remove, ' Harry
Wharton and the other members of the
Training Committeo wandered away to
search elsewhere, firmly resolv to
make up for lost time when at last the
should find the fatuous and evasive Ow].
There would certainly be enough for
the task, for the whole eight of them
were going tc devote the afternocon to
W. . B., there being no really impor-
tant footer matches to distract their
attention from him.

The only reminder they had had of
him so far was the sight of his weigh-
ing-machine in the Rag. And, if they
could but have known it, the missing
owner's preient whereabouts were not
altogether unconnected with that piece
of ironmongery.

Moreover, had they chanced to visit
that spot enly & matter of five minutes
before, they would have seen a stumpy,
rather grimy-looking man regarding the
machine, peering at it from all points
of view, and testing it by standing on
the platform. And his presence may pos-
sibly have given them a clue to the
individual they sought.

However, at the moment the Training
Committes were strolling away from the

Rag, William George himself was stand-
ing outside Gosling's lodge, in earnest
conversation with the s=ame stumpy
stranger.

“Well, now you've seen it, what do
you think of it?” demanded Bunter,
blinking at the man, who, according to
his own introduction of himself, rejoiced
in the name of Gabricl Hemstetter, He
was, by the same token, & marine stors
dealer of Courtfield, and he was the
first of the fish who had nibbled at
Bunter's bait.

J'Well, young gent, maybe T thinks a
bit this way, and a bit that way, It
looks all right; T'll say that much. But
do it work orl right?® .

“"Work! Why, it works like—like a
house on fire,” assured the Owl,
“What'll yon gimme for it—cash?”

““That ain’t the way I doos business,”
countered Mr. Hemstetter, * You name
yer price, young feller, and I'll tell ver
whether it soots me.”

“T-ten quid,” replied Owl,
E}Iiilli-l'.il::lg ngain.

“What 7"

“Well, nine-pound-fifteen, then.”

“A couple o' guid’s my limit. Ewven
then my kids'll have to starve for a
fortnight.”

“What about me, then?” szaijd
Bunter. “Don’t be hard, vou know. I
—I haven’t had anything to ecat for
days. A mob of rotten E&as’cs here are
systematically robbing me of nourish-
ment. And I've just had & terrible
grief, too. My only relation’s just
Eugged out-—cr—died, you know, and I

aven't had a postal-order for months.
I'm expecting one from my other rela-
tions, tho titled ones,—that is—er—I
mean, my uncles. Dukes and earlz, you
know. He, he! But they're away now,
in Spain for the skating season. 1
meant, my poor aunt was my only
female relation. and now she's gone I'm
the poorest fellow in this school, If I
had my rights—"

Billy Bunter pulled out a grubby
i@audkemhiﬁf. and wiped away a pious
par.

“1 don't wanner stan' ‘ere all day
listening to yer fambly istry,” remarked
Mr. Hemstetter, *Take me couple o
quid, and I'll take the machine orf yer
‘ands straight awav. Me cart’s outside
these 'ere gates at the present mirnit.
and I've got a receipt ready, wot's

the

more.
“Which T say this ’'ere, Mauster
Bunter. You'd better look out. Them

chaps is coming down the drive now.”

Billy DBunter turned swiftly, and his
ayes gﬁggled as the face of Gosling
appeared round the angle of the Lodge
wall, He had faithfully reported the
approach of Harry Wharton & Co., az
Bunter had—with the aid of a be.
grudged sizpence—arranged.

“Quick, then, wyon rotten
Gimme the two pounds.”

“Fraud verself!™ rotorted the indig-
nant marine store dealer, who was gof-
ting a fifteen-pound weighing-machine
for a mere fraction of its value.

But he realized he would have had to
ay much more had it not been for this
at schoolboy's obvious panie. He pro-
duced two very dirty Treasury notes, a
stamped receipt for the money, and a
fountain-pen. It almost seemed as if he
were used to driving such sudden bar-
gains, judging by his readiness to con-
clude t.fm gal.

Bunter signed, with hurried ;ﬁllncm
over his shoulder, and pocketed the two
notes. The man then weénk out to lhis
cart and returned pushing a trolley. He
passed the Training Committee with it
on his way up to the Rag to collect the

fraud!
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machine at the same moment that they
arrived at the gates. .

“Here you are, then, Torpoise?™ de-
mended Bol Cherry in a thunderous
voice, “Been having a game of hide-
and-seel, oh 77

" Really, Cherry——"

“I say, chaps, what's that he's got
in his hand?" said Wharfon suddenly.
“Another I O T, by the look of it1”?

He jumped forward, The Owl jumped
backwards. DBut ho was not quick
anough, Tha paper was now in Harry
Wharton's hand.

“ A receipt I he exclaimed, sesing the
Owl's rambling signature across the
twopenny stamp. “A receipt for—for &
weighing-machina. No for two pounds
for a weighing-machine. I say—""

“He's sold the machine! The fat
swindler !

The juniors crowded round. 2

“He desorves an extra run for thisl”
said Johnny Bull grufily. ¥

“1 suppose I éen sell my own properiy
if I like, can't 17" hooted Bunter, “Tt
belongs to me, doesn't it? 1 suppose
even a lot of beastly rotters like you
won't deny that, will you?"” -

" Perhaps not; bub I willl”

The voice came from behind the fat
and. indignant Owl, and once again he
turnad hastily. At his rear, having just
cntored the school gates, wag the law-
vers clerk from London.

“Mr. Diver!” ejaculated Bunter.
“W-what——"

S Mr.  Driver,” corrected the new
arrival. “What have I come down for
Tou were Eﬂi"%. to ask? I have jour-
neyed down to Greyfriars to see whether
yout have commenced any effort to
roduce wour weight, according to your
lamented aunt's wishez, and, if not, why
not? O, a]t.ernativerlg;, if yon have,
whether vou have made any progress.”

The juniorz grinned at this precise
legal statement of the case.

“He iz—he has!” chuckled Bob
Cherry. * Or, rather, we've commenced
it for him. He's a couple of pounds-odd
lighter gince you saw him, Mr. Driver.”

“Indeed? I am glad to know that
that iz the case. But "—here the legal
ambassador of the Bprowles pointed a
gaunt finger up the drive—" what is the
meaning of thist™

Approaching them was the unlovely
farm of Mr. Gabriel Hemstetter, shoving
a trolley on which reposed the glitter-

ing new welghing-machine.

‘I—I've =sold it!" stottered Billy
Buntor. “He, he! Tired of it, wyou
kunow.™

“Oh! Isthet 505" utbered Mr. Driver.
“Then allow me to inform you that you
have done a foolish thing™

He dipped into his ket and pro-
duced, 151;?‘:?1 a tlrs.maﬂ?: flourish, Fti'le-
paper which the Owl had signed—the
pnFer which stated that he would be
willing to abide by the written condi-
tions. He opened it, and tepped a para-
graph with his knuckly f{:-ragng ,

“Clause four,” he read. ""*I also
hereby undertake, as & condition of this
legacy, not to scl]', destroy, hire, let, or
otherwise part with possession of the
weighing-machine which shall be pro-
vided. Failing which I agree that my
entire claims on the above-mentioned
estate shall be null and voud.’

“That means,” said Mr, Driver, * just
what it says. From what I overheard
I understood you to say that you had
sold the machine te—to this person.” He
stepped nimbly aside as Mr. Hemistetter,
with the loaded trolley, rumbled past.
“In that case, Master %unter, you have
na further interest in the estate. I shall
write you later confirming .that, when I
have conferred with myv principals. I

“MAGNET” PORTRAIT GALLERY.
No. 24—Dicky Nugent (of the Second Form),

The recognised leader of the Second Form, Dicky Nugent, is & typleal
schoolboy of .the younger grade, full of high spirlis and misehief, All
the same for that, Dicky has his head screwed on right, being s bit above
the average in Form work and a good all-round sportsman to boot, Al

ready to champlion anyone in distress, Dicky has foaght for and earned the
respect and popularity of his Form fellows. Perhaps his greatest pal is
Gatty, although, as is usual in junior Forms, friends of to-day are often at

logger-heads to-morrow.

A boy who will make his mark at Greyiriars,

Dicky Nugent s 3 true, sturdy product of old England. Has a major
In the Remove,

have the honour to.wish you good-
dﬂf."

And the man of law, replacing the
document in his pocket with a flourish,
turned round and strode out of the
gates.

“ But—but I say—" wailed Bunter,
running after him for a pace or two.

" MNothing deing, Fatty,” said Vernon-
Bmith. “Your fat legs'll never catch up
with his thin and spidery ones.”

“The leglncy‘ii go west now,” added
Johnpy Bull,

“To the Pork-pie Designers!” hoated
Bunter. He had never hated dpurk-piea
so much in his life as he did at thag
moment.

"Come and have a  croes-country
gallop to take your mind off it,” sug-
gested Bob Cherry.

“MNunnoe,” said Bunter, with emphasis.

“I've got the idea!” exelaimed
Wharten. __ “You're in funds now,
barrcel. You can either pay up your

creditors in full, or go on with the
training. Which do you prefer?™

“ Neither,” said the Owl, clutching the
notes in his ket, “I—"

“One ¢r the other! And now, you
fat frog, we're going to bump you wgﬁa
you make up your mind!”

“"Ow! Ouch! Yarcoogh!"™ howled the

fat junior of the Remove.

“Let him down, you chaps!” com-
]I:rti_&ng!ed Wharton, *“And I'll search

.

Billy Bunter’s pockets yielded a rich
harvest—for him. Enough to pay -all
his debts, on the strength of the two
pounds, for he had been kept from Mrs.
Mimble’s tuckshop while the committec

had had him under their care. His
creditors would not get their promised
hundred per cent., of course, but even

mere repayment was somebhing wherg
William George Bunter was concerned.

“"¥Yabhl DBeasts] Rotters!” hooted
Bunter peevishly as he stared after tho
retreating Training Committee. But
even these epithets brought him little
solace.

There would certainly be no more
training, but he had lost his chance of
the fifty pounds, and what little money
ll:g had possessed was now filched from

im.

A tragic ending indeed to the magni-
ficent prospects’ opebed up by Billy
Buntor's Legecy ]

THE EXI:

{Billy Bunter shows lo greet advaniags
in nexd ‘week's roysing story of the Grey-
friars ‘ehums, entitled - " The Mysiery of
the Head's Study 1 Aind you read i)
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THE APPAREL OFT PROCLAIMS THE MAN !

When Lionel Specdlow furns oul for the Wanderers gpick and spon

in newe footer fogs, shin-guards, and with his hair very carvcfully brushed, the crowid sifts up end fakes notice,
ITuf when it gets a glimpse of Sp«eerll'-nw*a monocle — that does it !

c% CASE o~

F

fntroduction on
page 25,

ﬂ%% LANGSBDALE
y %?é%%g%%%%

A Powerful New Football and Detective Story, featuring Ferrers Locke, the private

investigator, a
An l]n&xpauted Visitor !

§i E'RE conung, Dunstan,” called
W out Htrang. “Hold on—
don't Leat it without saying

good-bye, old chap!”

The Langsdale pfa;ms grabbed their
hats and coats. Strang was the first one
out. He had to pass Speedlow on the
way, and he could not restrain the im-
pulse to say something to him.

“Fool! ¥ou fool ! he hissed.

It became a procession after that, for
every member of the two teamns followed

Strong’s  example. Here are the
srumlpal ingredient: of that wordy
eparture : '

“You dressed-up pinny M

“You mie-eye-‘.l swanker !"

“Mamma's darling—go home 1"

“We don't want you in Laugﬁl:la.!e P

“Mind the d{:alngitai Society doesn't
get to know that vou're here!"

“Out of my way, windorpane !

And so on. Never had Speedlow
collected such a string of honest opinions.
But the one amazing part of Specdlow
was hiz nerve.  Another man would

kave trembled at the havoe he had
wrought., Not so Lionel Specdlow. He
siniled,

“Well, I am popular!” he muttered

good-temperedly.

‘Curly Taylor was the last to pass him.

“You've done it now, Speedlow,” said
Curly, “But if you break up Langsdale
footer I'll break you, you hear 7"

“Who couldn’t,” smiled BSpeedlo®.
“Your voice would compare [avourably
with a foghorn. B-ut, I am detainin'
vou. Your friends "—he grimaced, as
Ite mouthed the last word—"are doubt-
less waitin® for you "

Curly  passed out without another
word, He saw the footballers talking, to
Dunstan at the gateway, but he had no
wish to be brought into any discussion of
rebellion, and so he skicted the gateway
atnfl walked out through one of the turn-
stiles.

Like a lost sheep he felt as he reached
the Raookery, for everything in it be-
lenged to his cousin,  And that night he
knew Lionel was entertainiog a “ gang ’
of hiz awell friends Emm Oxford.

When Lionel came in there was a
radiant smile on his face. He was look-

THE Macner Ligmary.—MNo, 941,

and his clever boy assistant,

ing forward to seeing his old pals from

Oxford. Quantities of wine and cham-
pagne had been brought up from the
cellars, and he had selected the menu

himself. He grinned still more when he
saw the gloomy frown on his cousin's
features.

“1 must ask you to keep out of my
way to-night,” he Eald and thEre Was
an unpleasant ring in lus voice. ' My
fricnds from Oxford are rather particu-
lar, you know.”

Eurli felt all the old longing surge
through him te punch that dissipated
face, but Speedlow thess doys knew just
how far to go with his taunts without
inviting blowa.

“Don't worry. 1 hwuldn't, ba any-
where near your pals if. they are any-
thing like you!" was Curly's retort.

“Then we shall both bo satisfied,” said
Bpeedlow. “I—— [Hallo! What do
yvou want?” he growled, as Turville
stood in the doorway.

“A gentleman to see you, air,
the servant.

For a moment Speedlow thought that
one of his guests had arrived, and his
face brightened up, but a scowl quickly
settled on his features as he read the
inseription on  the card the servant
handed to hym.

“ Ferrevs Locke,” he muttered, pawing
hiz chin nerveusly. “ What the thump
docs he want hera 7"

Curly started as he heard his cousin
voice the name of the man who had
comwe to his rescue a few days ago.

" eand

“Ferrers Locke? he exclaimed in
delight. “Did you say Ferrers Locke!”

Licnel Speedlow smiled in & suporior
fashion,

“Mind wour own business!"  he
shapped. ‘*Show him in, Turville.”

The servant bowed and withdrew, to
re-enter the room a moment or s0 later
with the stalwart bgure of Ferrers
Locke. .

The keen eves of the ﬁ'ﬁrld-l’amuu&
detective embraced that apartment in
guick survey that would only bo nutu:c-
able to one in his profession. The next
moment he was smi :mg at l:urlf.

“ Halla, Mr. Tuylor ! he said warmly.
“Ah, I beg your pardon, Mr. Speed-
low [

Az a visitor it was the slenth’s business

Jack Drake.

first to greet hizs host, but he had broken
the rules of etiguette purposely, He
knew the life Taylor must be living with
Speedlow as the master of the house.
It was just a dig at that overdressed
individual—and it went homa.

Specdlow had advanced with out-
stretched hand, with a smile on his face;
and the dutectue had looked through
him, over him—anywhere but at him
just for those few seconds. And his
greeting to Curly had been full of
cordiality, whereas to him it was stiff
and formal.

1 am sorry to intrude, Mr. Speed-
low,” he remarked easily. " But [ am
authorised by the signatories of this
document "—here he produced a Dbluc
paper signed by the Home Secretary
and the Chief Commiszioner at Scotland
Yard—"to investigate the strange dis-
appearance of the body of your late
uncle. It is necessary, tir:rr:[ure, for me
to interrogate the servant Turville and
Mr, Taylor here. You, of course, will
hove no objections? It must be a great
shock to you that the hﬂd‘;,'r of your uncle
has never been found—

There was a faint suspicion of sarcasm
m the last phrase that Speedlow did not
fail to abserve. But for the look of the
thing he must submit graciously to the
intruston of this celebrated detective.

“A great shoek,” he admitted, and
Curly marvelled at his hypocrisy, A
great shock indecd. By all means, Mr,
Locke interrogate—er—er—Tavlor and
the servant. There is little to learn, 1
fear, but you detectives have a happy
knack of makin® somethin’® out of
nothin'. Perhaps you'll find out some-
thin'."

Ferrers Locke wolced his thanks and
turned to Curly, From that youth he
drew the facts concerning the epnd of
Marchant Taylor, winding up with the
!‘udmﬁ of the mysterious missive that
seemed to prophesy his death. And this
later portion of the evidence was corra-
borated by "I'ur'.r'iﬂna:J the servant, whom
Locke called in. .

Meantime, Speedlow looked on with &
supercilious smile w:mdermg Hh} a man
should waste his time yarning with
people when all the facts had been
printed in the newspapers time and time
again,
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While Locke was cross-questioning
Turville he drew from his pocket the
iece of puﬁcr which bore the now well-
nown words

“TO-DAY AT FIVE-THIRTY WE
STRIKE,”

* NMow look at this paper,” said Ferrers
Locke, smoothing out the gheet for the
benefit of Turville. * Would you swear
that the writing was not that of your
master—Marchant Taylor?”

The old servant looked amazed,

“Of course I would!” he exclaimed.
“ Anyway the words are printed in block
letters, ™

“1 know that,” replied Ferrers Locke.
“But from investigations in other
quarters it appears that Mr, Marchant
Taylor waz often given to writing
mezsages  and  instructions in  block
letters to aveid any possible mistakes in
their interpretation.™

“Well, that's so,”” admitted Tuorville.
‘“8till, Mr. Taylor wrote a thin hand, if
I might use the term, sir. And these
letters are bold and broad.”

“Quite right,” agreed Ferrers Locke.
“ Mow, Turville, are you absolutely cer-
tain the envelope that contained this
memage was destroyed 7

The old servant nodded his head
vigorously,

“Yes, sir,"” he answered. © The master
{hrew, the envelope and the letters he
had no further need of into the waste-
paper basket, which I emptied into the
incinerator,”

“And yet he thrvew this particular
meseago into the fireplace,” muttered
Ferrers Locke thoughtfully. ]

““Yea, ' gaid Turville, * 1 picked it up
from the fireplace after the master had
gone out of the room."

“Thank wou, Turville,” said Locke,
“That will ie all,”

The servant vacated the room, wonder-
ing what all this eross.questioning led to,
cspecially as he had recounted the same
story a score of times )

Speedlow rose from the armchair and
wal over to Ferrers Locke.

“Have you discovered anything ¥ he
asked rather scornfully. )

But the detective wos paying no atten-
tion to Speedlow. His eyes had become
viveted on an escritoire at the far and

of the room. He crossed over to it, and
picked wup what had arrested his
attention.

It was a quill pen. Next his eyes
swept the hI-::attmf;-pad on the fap of the
escritoire.  Curly, who was wabching
these actions In genwine admaration not,
it must be recorded, unmixed with
wonderment, saw & gleam come to the
cyes of the celebrated detective ag he
peered closely at the blotting-paper,

Then Ferrera Locke turned round.

“] must ask your permission to take
away this top sheet of blotting-paper,
Mr. Speedlow,” he remarked, 1n an
anemotional voice; “also this quill pen.
In dug couree I will return them both,”

“Take them by all means”™ said
Speedlow, *IHave you discovered any-
thing 1"

“1 have not yel made somethin’ out
of nothin',” satd Locke, in a perfect

imitation of Speedlow's own voice; *iE

that is what you mean,"

“Oh!" 8peedlow bit his lip and then
shrugged his shonlders,

Pcﬁ:f:eting the guill and the piece of
blotting-paper, Ferrers Lockéd turned to

Curly.

H Ega-w what about that littla dinner
we spoke of the other day?” he said
gmilingly, * Feel up to it to-night 1"

Curly's eyes gleamed,

“ Rather 1" he exclaimed.

“Well, get your hat and cont and
come along in the car. You can amuse
Drake at the hotel for half an hour while
I attend to a little correspondence,
Good-evening, Mr. Speedlow,” he added,
turning to the young master of the
Rookery. * And many fhanks.”

apeedlow, from the dining-room
window, watched his cousin and the
stnlwart figure of the detective vanish
into the dusk, :

- “Wonder what that fellow came
meddlin’ here for I he muttered. ° And
what the deuce does he want  that

blotting-paper and the quill pen for?"

Little did Speedlow know what sig-
nificance Locke attached to thoese two
ordinary articles. Bubt if he could have
brought his beady eyes to bear upon
that * hittle correspondence ™ the detec-
tiva had spoken of he would have
enjoyed with less enthusiasm the whirl
of %a;aty and dissipation the evening was
to bring him, for the great detective was
wiring a repori to the Home Secretary.
And the information it contained wis
startling in the extreme,

Asking For Trouble !

b OME on, Wanderers!” .
That single shout echeoing
out from the sixpenny enclozure
of the spacious ground at
Langsdale was like unto the applica-
tion of a match to a bundle of straw,
for on the instant it was taken up by
twenty thousand throats and hurled
hither and thither across the marked-out
playing-pitch.
“Come on, Wanderérs!"”
There was san ominous ndte in the cry
that caused the local police inspector,

=
— e i

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

At the close of a mafch belween The
Wanderers and the Treadwell F.C., the home
cléeven, upom enlering their dressing-roon,
digcover ‘the body of Marchant Taglor, the
founder and managing-director of the Wan-
derers, sirelched out on the jfloor in an
apparently lifeless heap. Over hiin they see
Sanky. Radger, the trainer, Lknedling, a
smoking recvolver in hiz hand. Sanky iz
agecused of murdering the old man, but he
stoully denies the charge, and fhen, seizing
an opportune momeint, bolts from the dress-
ing-room. The feam give chase, but Sanky
eludes them.

On returning to the dressing-room  the
Wanderers find that the body of old man
Taylor has mysteriowsly disappeared, A vlait
to the Rookery by a police-inspeclor elicils
the slariling information that Marchant
Taylor receiced an anonymous letler on the
day of kiz death couched in the following
terme: “TO-DAY AT FIVE-THIRTY WE
STRIKE." Thke police theory iz that Taylor
was aszaszipaled by a wmember of o pecret
sociely, and the Home Secretary, who has
swoorn to exterminnfe secred socielies, éngages
Ferrere Locke o track dotbn Lhe murderons
gang.

After a deal of Tegal argument Marchant
Taylor's will {5 admitted to probate. IE i3
then diseoversd that the old man’s entire
fortume Ffear beew left to hiz eldest nephew,
Lionel Speedlow, Curly Tayler recefves ton
pouhds a week from hiz couwsin, on  the
understanding that ke continues o ploy for
the Longedale Wanderers, Speediow loses no
tine fie showing himself in his Irue colours,
for, after hiring a ruffian {0 “oud ¥ young
Curly, and acting the puart of (e eaqres
dropper at hiz firet board meeling, fhe new
managing-director crealesr a  sensalion by
gritictating the team and ilz management.
And his ascathing remarks ore not without
effect, for at the next practice mateh—after
Speedlow har suspended two of the feam's
most  valwed players — Dunstan, the new
troiner, resenting the inzulls thrown out at
friwy, fenders his resignalion, and sirides out
of the dressing-room.

(Now read onl)

who had charge of o handful of con-
stables spaced out at ridiculous intervals
around that gigantic enclosure, to paw
his moustache in & nervous fashion. He
felt instinctively that trouble was brew-
ing. :
. And yet the fifty thousand spectators
who had psid their entrance money to
the ground to see the match etween
Langsdale Wanderers and Petarham
Rangers had just cause to feel annoyed.
The game was billed to start at two-
thirty sharp. So far, however, the only
promise of a slart rested with the visit.
Ing players, who had turned out (o tine
and were now idly punting a muddied
ball about and cursing their opponents
pnd the referce under their breath by
way of varation. :

- It was now 8 minute to three, and
atill the home side had failed to show
up from their dressing-room. Heally, it
Was OXAas r.-ratmgin

The Langsdale crowd around tha
touchlines were not generally given to
shouting and bosing before a match, but
on this particular occasion the booing.
onee started, seemed in danger of going
on indefinitely.

And while all this rumpus was going
on outside the dressing.-room the Langs.
dale Wanderers were indulging in a
rumpus on their own. The team,
despite the individual declarations from
its members that no one was going to
turn out “on Saturday,” had changed
to & man., Only, where one expected
to sco but eleven players, the cbhservant
onlooker would now sea twelve,

And the twelfth man was
Speadlow |

He was decked out in the roval blue
jersey of the Langsdale Wanderers; his
delicata feet were encased in brand-new
footer boots, his delicate shins were en-
cazod in brand-new shin-guards, and his
hair was carefully oiled and brushed.
Even his monocle was suspended from a
ribbon round his neck. Really, but for
his face, which was now Aaming with
passion, Lionel Bpeedlow would have
done credit to a pushing firm of sports
outfittera. Certainly, ﬁis appearance
gave small promise of his doing credit
to the club whose colours he was now
Wearing,

Grouped around him werve the “real ”
members of the team, -and the referee—
a mild-looking gentleman whose proper
place undou Iy ought 'to have heen
it the outhitters’ shop showing off such a
“fnished model ™ as Lionel Speedlow
now presented, rather than in that dress-
ing-room. He listened to the snatches
of conversation like a salesman humour-
ing a customer, when he should really
have been exercising his authority and
ordering the belated team on to the play-
ing-feld,

“I tell vou, :Em are not going to play,
Woodward ! shrieked Lionel Speedlow,
for about the twentieth time. * Neither
are you, Abbot. You have both been
shifted to the Reserves,”

“Oh, cut that out!” snapped Strang,
tho inside-right. " We told you that we
wouldn’t turn out the day before yvester.
day, but we've changed our minds. And
vou've jolly well got to change yours.
my voung cocksparrow!  You're not
playing! I don't care—none of us do—
whether you are managing-director or
the Prime Minister himselt-——you're not
going to muck up Langsdale footer.
Woodward and Abbot are playing—or
else we don't] BHee?"

“Hear, hear!™ The rest of the teamn
were in support of that rebellious stare-
ment,

“You see,’”” continued Strang, “we
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don’t carg what happens after the match.
But we are nob going to play you
against the Rangers.”

“You—you—" spluttared Specdlow.

“(Gentlemen, gentlemen,” began the
referge, fingering his watch nervously.
#'I'he match ought to have started half
an hour ago. I beg of you— Hum!”

Nobogy seemed to take any notice of
the ref. All eyes were focused on Bpeed-
low, Ha was in a towering rage. His
fingers clenched snd unclenched spas-
modically, hiz dissipated face worked
convulsizvely.

*“I'll not consent,"” he ground out at
last. “You will do what you are told.
MWoodward and Abbot will stay in the
dressing-room. The rest of you I order
on to the ground at once.”

“Oh, .shut up!” execlaimed Btrang.
“yWe'll all stag in the dressing-room,
You go out and show your silly phiz to
the crowd., Hear them?” he added,
jerking his thumb in the direction of the
door, as a prolonged outburst of cat-
calls, mu% and whistling sounded
through the heavy oak panels.

Speedlow heard them all right, but
he was in no mood to take notice of that
ugly temper spreading around the
ground,

“All right,” he declared at last. “T'll
go out to them. I'll tell them what a
crowd of fellows vou are. I'll tell—"

But the players had turned their

backs on him and were now sauntering
to the far end of the dressing-room, chat- .
ting amongst themselves, ith a mut-

tered imprecation falling from his lips,
Lionel eedlow strode towards the
door of the dressing-room and passed
along the narrow gangway that ap-
proached the playing-pitch.

At his appearance a deep silence
settled on the wvast concourse. The
thousands of Langsdale fans, who ware
used to secing the same faces in the
team week in and weck out, stared and
riubbed their eges as Lionel Speediow
dawned upon them.

He walked out on to the short turf
outside touch and fumbled for his
monocle. That did it! Even a crowd
mmpatient over a delay of thirty-odd
minutes saw something funny in that
monoele.

“He, he, hal”

“Ho, ho!”

“What 15 i7"

“Gentlemen——" began Speedlow;
but his voice was losl in the wave of
laughter that rose on all sides.

“Ain't 1t rich " .

“Is 'a goin’ to collect for a charity "

No one in the crowd for one moment
imagined that Lioncel Speedlow had
donned footer garbh with the intention ot
playing for the Wanderers. They had
that to learn yet,

“Centlemen——" shricked Speedlow,
waving his arms about like those of a
windmill.

But he called upon that vast crowd
for fully seven minutes before the
laughter died down sufficiently for him
to make himself heard.

I am Lionel Speedlow,” he began.
And there was & f[resh roar of merci-
ment. "I am the new managing-direc-
tor of the Wanderers——'"

“Qh 1" !

The laughter that seemed to be break.
ing out afrosh was killed on the instant.
Now a hush had settled on that great
crowd. [Everyone present was eager to
catch Speedlow’s next words.

“1 am sorry over the delay,” bawled
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Speadlow, eupping his hands trumpet
fashion. * But the team is in revolt.
They refuse to turn out becauze I have
moved two of the players into the Re-
serves. I ask you, gifutlamen. is that
playin' the game with a newcomer to
Langsdala P

“MNo!” The snswer cams in & boom-
ing roar. Langsdale prided itself on its
sportsmanship, and thiz certainly wasn't
ap::rrting. . :
Specdiow beamed upon that section of
the spectators nearest him, -

Then came one of those awhkward
questions that bring trouble in their
wake,

“Who 'ave you suspemded, guv'nor?”

Licnel Speedlow flashed round in the
direction of the speaker.

“Two players who never should have
been in the first eloven,” he said.

“Who are they I persisted the inquisi-
tive gentloman,

d the crowd, or, rather, that sectioh
of it which could catch Speedlow’s
words, waited expectantly for the reply.
® “Their names are Woodward and
Abbot-—~" began Bpeedlow, but the ter-
rific cry of indignation that suddenly
boomed out made him quail.

Quickly those two names were passed
around the stands. Bad news travels
quickly, and in less than five minutes
overy member of that 6Gfty thousand
crowd knew what had happened. Im-
mediately the ground was in an uprear,

“¥You rotter!™

“"Woodward and Abbot—Woodward!™

“The man's mad!”

Speedlow stood there unnerved and dis-
mayed ol the storm he had brought about
his head. And the crowd, eyeing this
newcomer, this fop wearing tﬁe Langs-
dale colours, wanted to show at closer
quarters its opinion of the man who
dared to suspend Tiny Abbot and Wood-
ward, of all players.

From all parts of the ground the spec-
tators hegan to swarm over the barriers
like flies. In a terrifying circle they
closed in on Lionel Speedlow, eyeing his
spotless. clothes, his suparcifiﬂua face—
although at the moment no supercilious-
negs rested there—and every portion of
him with rank disfavour, The few
policemen on duty did their best. But
what can B‘hﬂ.nﬂf{l]. of police do with a
crowd running filty thousand strong?

Even at that dangercous moment Speed-
low might have staved off that angry
mob, but he tried to “boss " them. And
for a strauger in Langsdale, who had
suspended two of its favourite players,
and who tried to come the “heavy ”
stuff with a crowd that had been kept
waibing over half an hour, the result was
only to be expected. '

; Eﬁ:‘neﬂnﬁ gave Speedlow a shove in the
ack.

“Fou low fellow!” exclaimed Speed-
low savagely, * ¥You—m©"

“You low fellah!” mimicked the
“shover,” “(o home and get your
mummy to put you to bed. What are
vou doing in those clothes—eh? Sup-
posa you thought yeu were poing to play
instead of Woodward—eh 7

“Tm play? Why, ‘e couldn't play
bubhles without getting 'is feet wet!”
“Ha, ha! (o "ome, &usszr!"

““Sot him off, boys!"

e Attt Al i i i i =i A

NSWE Rs

Every Saturday --PRICEZ?®

. ANOTHER LONG INSTALMENT OF THIS SERIAL NEXT MONDAY!

—r——

The “boys” set him off. Speadlow
found a heavy boot plamted on his spot-
less knickers. Several other boots fol.
lowed suit, and Speedlow bad nothing to
do but find & way out of that angry
cirecle. Bul that was easier thought of

“than done. It togk him quite a quarter

of an hour {0 break free from those
Langsdale folk, snd during that fifteen
minutes Langsdale left its mark upon
him. When Bpeedlow at last broke
through the ecircle his clothes were
covered in mud; his hair was all awry:
his monoele ribbon was twisted round his
neck ; his jersey torn up the back,

The crowd had played with him more
than assaulted him; but, for all that,
dpeedlow had repented him of striding
on to that pitch, and he now seemed in &
fearful hurry to put it at a safe distance
behind him.

“Chase him off I*

As Speedlow streaked for the turnstiles
the spectators gave chase. A tuft of
grass, caked in mud, caught him fair and
square on his prominent nose as he
turned to see how near or how far were
his pursuers, After that Specdlow kept
his tace turned to the turnstiles. o
passed through them like a hunted hare,
and dashed out into the main road, eriea
of derision and roars of laughter being
hurled after him,

Then, having seen Speedlow safely off
the premises, as it were, the Langsdale
footer fans turned their attention to
exhorting the Wanderers to “ come on.”

The Wanderers came on. Indeed,
they were sprinting on to the pitech even
as Speedlow was sprinting out into the
main road. :

A roar of welcome greeted them.

The whole scene had no precedent i
football history, and the Langsdale
people made the most of it.  They
cheered the feam—everr man-jack of
it—separately. They even cheered the
ref, a thﬂugﬁ he, poor fellow, was won-
dering what the Association would have
to say of the affair when it came to their
CATs.

The cheering died down at last, and.
the two skippers—Woodward naturally
taking that position with the Wanderers
~-tassed for choice of ends.

And inside five seconds from the time
the toss was made the game broke into
life, to the accompaniment of a storm of
cheers.

e e—

Hﬂlug Up for Lost Time !

HE visitors were the first to make

& breakaway from the scrum that

ensued in tgn region of the half-

way line. Their skipper, a bow-

legged, stocky little fellow, saw his oppor-

tunity as the ball jostled out of a heap

of struggling players and landed on his
toe.

A mighty kick and the leather had
hoen swung out to the right-winger,
whose nickname, apparently, was Streaky,
He was a trifle on the thin side, but has
fine turn of speed left the spectators gasp-
ing. Down the line he flashed, the Wan-
derers’ left-half hard on his track.

“(o it, Streaky!”

Streaky wanted no injunctions on that
score. He was going—goeing it far too
much, in the opinion of the Wanderers'
left-half, who had seen the gap bebween
him and the szpeedy winger pradually
widen. :

And as Streaky drew nearer the corner-
flag his forwards moved in a machine.
like fashion in line with him, Tt was a
l‘u‘eﬂ:y sight, and it beded ill for the
iome team's geoal. Buib then, just as
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When Speedlow at last
broke from the crowd, his
clothes were covered In
mud, his hair was all awry,
his menocle ribbon was
fwisted round his neck,
and his jersey was torn up
ihe back. A roar ol derision

greeted his appearance.
“* Chase him off I ™

Sireaky steadied himsell preparatory to
eentring the spliere, he slipped on s
slanppy piece of turf, ;

ll' Illlu full-back, who hnd dodged and
frotted a yard or so in fmont of the winger,
not knowing whether te advance upon
him or retreat with him, now saw has
opportunity. In a flash his long leg shot
out, his large size in boots caught the
leather foir and square, and away =ailed
the Lall up into the encmny half,

“(leared, sir!”

The relief of the home partisans was
alwious, and their faces now wore
superior smiles as Woodward, getting s
head to the ball, deflected its passage 1o
hiz contre-forward. Curly Taylor was
inte his stride before the ball bounced

once, and, showing delightful control, he -

zigzagged o passage up the field, beating
the opposing centre-half and his com-
panion, A clever pass put Woodward,
who had moved up, in possession. o
beat the right-half with an ease that
dreav a roar of appreciation from ihat

vast andience around the touchlines.

And this was the man that fool Specd-
low wag trying to put into the Reserves!
This was the man who was pretty certain
to get his cap in the next International
mateh. -

In the Reserves! The Langsdale spee-
tators ground their teeth at the thought.

It was only fitting with the humour of
the crowd that Woodward should be
rosponsible for the first goal. It was a
beauty from about fifteen yards cut. The
goalkeeper saw the muddy leather speed-
ing in his direction, thought he knew
exactly where it would pass him, and
dived headlong accordingly.

But there was a peculiar rising twist
to that simple-looking ball, and while
the goalie prostrated himsclf in the mud
almost parallel with the goal-line, the
leather shat over hiz wildly-elutching
fingers with a foot or move Lo spare,

‘noon !

ak Uﬂu'l]ﬂl

How they shouted! Langsdale had
good lungs, and, by Jeve, they were using
them to advantage that memorable after
First blood to the home team.
Long after the restart the spectators were
calling Woodward all manner of affec-
tionate names, : .

And up in the stard sat old Silas Chis-
holm, rubbing his lean hands together
with satisfaction. He it was who had
;rarsumhd Woodward to reconsider his
decision on the subject of resignation
from the elub—he it was, too, who had
prevailed upon the rest of the team lo
stand by that afternoon. But cevtainly
he had noever expected Lionel Speedlow
to_make such a _hopeless fool of himsell.

It mettoded little to Sias now, how-

ever, that Speedlow had got mwore thau
he bargained for in addressing the crowd
g5 he had done. Langsdale footer was

not to be spoiled if Silas could help it.

He watched his “boys ™ playing up
like Trojans-with that goal lead in their
favour.

But the Peterham Rangers were ount
for blood, too, in a manncr of speaking.
Their play was clean and finished to a
degree and fifty thousand ‘Fmra of eyes
saw plenty of thrilling and clever foot-
ball during the next ten minutes. A
triflc heavier than their opponents, the
Wanderers - seemed to  boast  inore
stamina, but for sheer “SliP‘llJm‘l"ﬂEE "
the Rangers "wore all round them.

Their combination, however, fell all
to picees of a sudden, and as their for-
ward line was broken, the curly head of
youngsTavlor was seen to great advan-
tage. It was wonderful how Curly con-
trolled the ball with that well-shaped
hoad of his. And there 18 nothing

rettier to watch in football than clever
wad work. His partners on the left
wing worked in complete understanding
with him, and these three Wanderers
maved for their ohiective in zuch grim

fashion that
and the right-half ‘elosed in on them,
whilst the centre-half hovered in the
near vicinity. ;

Curly saw the danger as these heavy
Rangers closed in on him, for he was
by & stone and a half easily the lightest

the opposing right-back

weight on the feld. But he dallied
with the ball as long as sunted his plan.
It was disastrous for him, for he receiv
a {'mu]‘l e of heavy charges and was sent
f-f.mw ing in the mud, but he had
rawn the altention of the ?pﬂml
halves and the fullback wpon himzelf.
The ball, however, left hiz foot at just
the right second, and  Curly had the
satisfaction of secing—while he himself
lay stretched out on the short grase—
the lithe figure of the outside-left gather
up the ball in his stride and go speed-
ing down the touchline like a greyhound.
*Played, sir!"
3 nnes, the left-winger, judged
‘his to a wvicety. He, too, waited
until he had drawn the major portion
of the defence npon him before he swung
the ball to Curly at centre. True, ha
was senb spinning over the line for his
trouble, but Tavlor made it worth while,

Boomph !

The sound of bhoot mweating leather
sounded dully over the field, and for the
second {ime the custodian of the Rangers
was called upon to save his ctade], Thia
time hiz eager fingers touched the ball
—more than that, they fumbled with it.

And while the goalie fumbled, Wood-
ward, rushing up, swifdy dispossessed
him of the sphere and practically walked
it into the net.

r!’ﬂﬂ&i [:: T

{Phe Wanderers are playing well—lwo
goals up in twenfy-fire minuies! Bul
they are not going la hace things nll
their own way! Be sure you read next
week's thrilling instalment of this mag-
nificent footer gerinl. chume.)
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HOW AN IRISH GENTLEMAN BECAME CAPTAIN
OF BOTH HIS CLUB AND HIS COUNTRY.

By REFEREE.

T OU cannot have hair and brains'™
some wize wag once told me.
Bimilarly, " You canpot Thave
youth and no hair!"” a wiser wag
has said.

fMow, both are—well, to Le quite Lhe little
gentleman, story-tellers. It is oo purpose
of mine in this little article to start a cons
troversy, but I most definifely aseert that
yoo can have hair and brains, and slso that
you can have youth and no hair, Look at
(Charlie Buchan. He has hair, and fobod
will dizpute that he has brains. And loo
at Walker and Clay and Halliday! Why, I
could flll this Bupplement with the names of
pien who have both hair and brains,

And, agsin, you can have youth and no
hair. How 30F Hecause n thinnesz of the
thatcli doeg not mean o thickening of the
years. Take half a dozen footballers you
know with heads that are bald, and I'll bet
that the average of thelr ages doesn’t work
ot to mueh above thirty, An ontstanding
cage which is & telling answer to both polnts
Is that of William Gjllespie, the Irizh Inter-
patiopal ekipper of Sheffield United.

Kow, Willlam—aor  Billy ""—is thirty-four.
That is not exactly a vouthful age as foot-
ballere go, T know. But half o minote!
Undenfably William—or Billy—is bald, but
that baldness Iz not the result of wear. In
1914-16 Gillespie hnd as rich s head of hair
as Hurree 8logh: it was the War that made
the difference. In 1918 he was as bald as
you see bim to-dey, and 1818 is eight yeare
back. Therelore, Billy was bald at twenty-six.
And you eouldn’t call that old, conld you?

1 should think I am right when I say that
Gillespie has won nearly every honour that
the game has to give. We know, at least,
that he has the priocipal ones; for, in addi-
tion to wioning an F.A, Cup medal last
season, he hazg & red eighteen times for
his eountry, and earned an Irish Junlor
International cap in his youth.

Well, then, Billy was born alt Londonderry,
ahd it was there that the buds of the foot-
ball genios that were in him first sprouted.
His first elob in that town was one . which
helonged 1o a minor league ealled Derry
Distillery. He stayed with this clob just
a sengon, after which he joined another
Derry  club—the institute - of thot town,
which oecupied a prominent position In the
Irish Junior League. It was while in his
kecond senson with Derry  Toetitute that
Gillespie, who was not then guite eighteen,
was pelected to play for the Irish Juniors
against the Scottish Jonlors at Glasgow,
The match—the fArst of itz kind In which
young William had ever figured—was o
declded  trlumph for him; for, though
Ireland only managed to draw {2—2), it was
Gillesple who  kirked bolh hiz country's
goals,

Kow, ¥ykoow, ¥yoongsters can't play in
thwsa sork of matclhies without having the

eves of the senior football world upon them, |

and thizs match was no execption. Linficld,
whom you may probably have heard of as a
very famous Irish senior club, had thelr
representative ot  Glaspow, and, if the
sequel Is anything to judge by, thiz repre.
sentative was very impreszed by young
William's display. Anyway, to “dock ™ a
long * fale ¥ —forgive the pun, you Tellows!
--uB'TIlr was Asked by this club if he'd Hke
to turn pro and &ign on for ‘em.

You can guezs the elfect of such an Invita-
tion as that to a lad who had foothall in
his. blood apd who lad just emerged wilth
honoors in his Arst Interoational game, 1id
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he hesitate? He did not. He sald * Yes"™
and as & result was given a trial.

Tha trial was a Belfast Charity Cup game,
and young Billy plaﬁed r-nl.l{vwalll. But he
wasn't signed on—oh, no! hy? Because
Linfleld dilly-dallied over the husiness, and
becanse somebody else besides their repre-
gentative had been impressed with the young
Irlshman’s achievement in the dlasgow
mateh. That someome was Mr. Scott Wal-
ford, the then manager of Leeds City, wha,
travelling to Erin in search of talent, took
the n?mrtunit.y to persunde William to joln
the playing stremgth of his club.

And so Gillespia’s eareer in English Teague
football began., On Septembor Srd, 1010, he
made his fArst appearance with the Leeds
City club nagainst Blackpool as & centre-
forward, and lived long eéncugh in Leeds to
play in twenty-lour matches and seore ten
gouls. Towards Christoaz, 1911, however,
Hhefeld United were successful in  their
application for §iz transfer, and Lhos
Glllespie hecame a * Rlade™

And with the United Billy's career can be
gald fairly to have begun. From then untll
the begioning of the 1914-5 sepson he ren-
dered both the League and the reserve teams
of the Tnlted yesman service, ond won
Eoldan opinions from all hiz intimates. At
he beginning of 1814-156, however, bhe had
the misfortune to break a leg in the
United's game with Sunderland, and when
that was fairly healed and he wus fit again,
the eall to.arms was sounding through the
coantry, for the Empire was at war.

#o Billy, never a shirker, joined the Army.
Ar u recruit in Kitchener's Army, he had,
na I helieve T have mentiongd, a rich hedd
of black hair. As a discharged veteran in
1918 he waz almost bald, and the hand of
wat had Iaid the impression of age across
hiz once ruddy and voutbful festurez. Bot
thi= did pot prevent him once more return-
ing to the pursuit of the game he loved,
and 8o, In the October of 1819, it I pot sur
prising to lemrn that he had once more
joined the ranks of his old elub.

Hi=

Weed T say much more? I think nof.
International record appended speaks  ton
loudly of itself to call for comment here.

That Gillespie Is a geulus thers cam be
no gainsaying. Thoat be §s siill the bralng
of the Sheffield United club is beyond dis-
pute, for it iz sdmitted that, without
Gilleepie, the United would never have won
the Cup last eeason. That he is the finest
inside-left Ireland has ever produced iz o
statement no one will guestion. and that he
iz o football genmeral of the first water i=
elogquently borne out hy tha fact that he is
the captain of lLis ewn club, and, whenever
he plays for Ireland, of the Internationnl
team also. OF the fleld he ia o quiet-spoken,
pnazsuming pentleman whose chief hohbles
are golf and howls.

HIs RECORD,
Junmon INTERNATIONAL.

1010, —For Treland v, Scotland.
ITHIERNATIONALE, ¥
1519-14-21.99.09.24.25, — Faor Trelnmel L

England.
1818-20-22-2%.24. 25, —Far Treland v. Scobland.
101 4-21022.25.24. —For Irelond v. Walea,
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When the England teapy tours In Cansds
next summer, no fewer than thirteen nights
will have to be spent in trains tmwltin%
from one place to another. This may wel

| be considered @ new form of spetlal training,

i OV should come to
thie ground every
week," sald Sam
Wadsworth, thn

et left-back in the world,

a8 I sirplled on fo their
round ot Lesds  Road,
hen T asked him wll:i',
lied, with a twinklo

HUDDERSH

T

in his eowye: " Well, t's
rather nico yving here,
yor Enow, canse  after
EVETY EOme, VOIL con go
round and shake hoands with

both the spectators.”

Bam—he of the curly
locka, the Owen MNares of
football a3 he haz been called—was merely allnding In 1=
'Elqrml wiay to the fact that of nll the clubs In the First

ivislon, Hudderafield get the emallest gates on the ave ;
‘That being 20, it is really amazing that the team s
at this moment, be in the running for & wnique football
honour—that of winning the championship of the First
Division for the thind season in suecession, They think
they can do it, too, cspecially ns Ted Taylor, the goalkeeper,
has got back to his best form. Ted onght to know every-
thing about the rise or fall of things, becangs he is on t
:‘:':toci Exchange. And he told me aof a rather strange
experience he had not so Jong ago.

Taylor, who o= von know, has played for Englamd as well
aa Huddersfeld, lives ot .i%ﬂm‘t. and there is nothing
he Joves better thean o bit of goalkeeping practice during the
week,  Not so long ago e saw some lads playing on o piece
of spare gronmd wesr to hia home, =0 he glpped on his
football oots al went out, volunteering to be the * Aot
Sally * while the lads sent the ball in.  ¥or half an hout
they peppered him, apd Ted fsted them out left and right.
At the end of that time one of the lads came up to him,

" Are you playing for anybody on Saturday ¥ hie sk,

* 1 am afrald I aom,” replicd Taylor. * Why ™

*“ Oh, we've got o mateh on and I thought if yon weren't
ecngaged we might give you a tial in & real game '
went over to the dressing-room to see my old friend |
Charlic Wilson, It struck me that he wasn't showing his
old tooth quite ao much a5 usual.  For two seasons he has
%tm their demon goal-scorer, bnt ihis season has becn
under & hit of a clond, He starbed off with an injory, and
has never completely recoversd.

* The trouble 18, he suid, ™ I lost my Jucky bit of coal—
had to bum it last winter when It was a very cold night.”
Uharlle |3 nothing i not superstitions, and he was re-
ferring to the time when he was with Tottenham Hotspur,
and the andlady of his howmi Fun.'r him o plece of cosl to
puet in his ket—for luck-—when he was going to play in
o big Cop-tie for Cardiff. He gcorcd the oniy goal of the
garne, o0, :
~Of comrze, T wanted to soe Alee Jackson : he's the
“wn,rhl'ﬂ wonder oulside-right, 20 I am told, but T eonldn’
fel M.
* I expect he's wandering ag u=nal,” zald the trainer,

which war an allusion to the fact that the Seottish Inter- housands of worms.
his positlon on the !

national doesn't believe in kup!n{ to !
fleld. Rt ““"‘:‘#{ lemes  hilm, ise bt wanders Lo
good purpose. en I did find Jackson he told me that

WITH Tue BOYS or

By “ PAU’. PRY.”

{Our Travelling Correspondent.)

t‘ﬂmlamn meazt, but just as m

though there may be no place Hke home, thers ia ong place

WHAT WOLVERHAMPTON'S GROUND LOOKS LIKE FROM ABOVE.

which Is very much like it—
Huddersfiold |

Tom Wilson used to be
the captain of the side—
big Tom, who never plays
& bad game—but a change
was made because he didn't
talk enough. Now Clem
henson haa the cap-
tain’s job, and he talks even
less, PBut the old Aston
Villa mon docs things, and
it Bllly Smith, the outslde-
I Isn't so0 young as he
used to be, he can still use
those subile passes from
Clem like a mastar, Billy
I. the maft wha acored the goal by which Hudderefield beat
Freston North End in the Cup Final of 1822 and when I
rrminded him of the incldent, he zaid it was the Alsddin's
Iiynp which cansed him to do it. You see, Smith is as
wapergtithons as Charlie Wilkon. That lamp—it is only n
stage property affair—adorns the director's room, and just
before the players went on to the ficld to play in their final
tie, they formed up In & solemn gueue, and every man
in the team tonched it as he pa out on to the arens
at Stamford Bridge.

T mibszed the smiling face of Manager Herbert Chapma,
ot Huddersfield, but Mr, Potter can smile, too. I hope he
won't have the same experience as he hod at Derby, Tor

e

L0 TOWN

hen he was manager of Lhe County ﬂleilunt missed Second
: 1.'ils:.lq:un honours two seasons mnning by the skin of thelr
B,

" But we are golng to glve him a treat at the end of this
geason,” said the hop o' my thumb of the teamn—Ilittle
Willinma, When [ expressed a bit of doubt, Willlams gave
mo this parting wur:R

“You simply have to believe it, because it is the waord
o & prophot.”

All the way hack to the station T was wonderlng what
train came in, 1" rumbled *

s Tor his Chirlstlan name {s Josyua,

IT the reporterz of our football matches eare to
imtroduce novelties into their reports Lhey should make
a habit of studying the American papers. Here i n
choice deseriplion of the scoring of & goal which [
meliced the other day in an American paper: * The ball
was tipped over the patroller’s dome and into the
draperies.” The patroller as a name for {he goalkeeper
is good, but it 8 surely stretching a point to call the
net # deapery.”

——

There haz been much comment {hi: zeason over the
fact that the Millwall piteh has improved tremendousty.
Moore, the groundsman, declares that this improvement
is due fo the fact that be introduced hundreds of
With this example before them
the Millwall players certainly ought to bp able to turn,
but we have not heard yet that the worms have
apperled to the referees to have the stods on the
players’ boots examined.
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LOOK OUT FOR A SPECIAL SIGNED ARTICLE BY F. C. KEE“9R, THE FAMOUS WELSH INTERNATIONAL, NEXT WEEK.
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UP-TIES and excitement are inevit-
ably mssocinted because of the life-
and-death nature of the competi-
tion. Just as the spectators get

wound op fo o high pitch, so do the players;

and one Tumous fociballer, recently nsked to
recall fis most amaxing Cup-tie, replied :

“The last one slways seems to me the most

exciting, because it is the one about which

I remember most.'” However, despite the

difficulty which sone playvers experience of

Axing on woy particular Cop-tie az the out-

standing one ul their careers, sbine specially

thrilling contests are recalled by the opinions
of famous men given below,

8. C. PUDDEFOOT (Blackburn's famous

forward}.

Certainly the most amozing Cup-tie in
which I hawe ever taken part was that in
which West Ham played Hurir in February,
1020. The @rst half waz fairly even, and
nelther side had scored a goal before the
Interval, so nobody could hove snticipated
thut we should eventually win the mateh by
six goals to mothing. Yet such was the
case.  Especially do I remember the game
becanse it is the only one in which I have
been called upen to toke three penalty-kicks.
But the Bury defenders, drivéen almoat to
Eheir wits" end by the sudden streak of good
farm on the part of the Hammers' forwards,
were driven to desperation. After I had
scored three times there came yet another
penaliy-kick to wus, given agoainst the goal-
keeper. He was rather upset about this
decision, and for o little while refused to
stand between the posts while it wos taken.
Eventually biz captain prevalled wpon bim
to do so; but the sitwation was strained,
and T thought it good policy to miss scorin
deliberately, and everything passed offl o
right alterwards. As a rule. one does nol
get Cup-tiea in which opportunities can be
thrown to the winds. Henee the remarkable
part of this mateh.

FRED C. KEENOR (Cardiff City).

It is not easy for me to decide on my most
amazing -E-"ulp-t ¢, because I have plaved in
ruther a lot during my thirteen years'
nssociabion with Cordiff City. Bot for some
things I shall never forget our Third Round
game of 1021 against ufhhampton at the
Dell. It was a strange mistore of good
and bad Iuck, that Cuop-tie. We got a
goal im the frst half, but later three
of oor men werg hurt, and two had to
ba carried off the feld, to take no further
art In the contest. Durlng the second half
he remainder of the players, without excep-
tiom, turmed themselves ipto backs, and the
forwards of the Sainte struggled and
struggled without avall to break down our
defence, FEven thoogh many of our men
played inspired football in  keeping the
Ealots out right to the end, I think we
had some good lucks for the Bouthampton
forwards limd enough chances to win the
BAmMmE,

DICK PYM (Bolton Wanderers).

1 would single out our away match
against Huddersfeld in the Third Bopnd of
1923 na the most exelting and, in gome ways,
the most trylng Cup-tie in which I have
aver played. You will remember that the
Yorkehiremen were warm favourites at the
time, and they were also the holders of the

.
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rMeprodaced by permiasion of dernfifms Limited.

trophy. The ground was in a terrible con-
dition following heavy rain, and this was

T
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A SYMPOSIUM RECALLING SOME OF THE
MOST THRILLING GAMES OF HISTORY.

By S.C. Puddefoot, F. C. Keenor, Dick Pym, Fred Tunstall,
Harry Chambers and Tom Magee.

e

suppoged to make our chances of tting
through even moroe remote. But oor fellows
ghowed that they could do a little -
lurking., too, a ecarly in the first half
David Jack gave us the lead, This was
held sgainst many stormi attacks until
twenty minntes of the second half had gone.
Then Walter Rowley, our right’ back, haal
the misfortuoe to be ordered off the feld;
and, o3 Huddersfield quickly equalized;, we
lind for the remainder of the game, to carry
on on unequal duel against the Town
attacks. What aoxious moments we went
through before the fAnal whistle sounded!
But we forced a replay, and from that
maoment I felt that we bad overcome the
biggest hurdle on the way to Wembley., So
events proved.

FRED TUNSTALL (Sheffleld United).

I have little hesitation in describing our
Bemi-Fingl game againgt Bolton Wanderers
in the season of 1923 as the most amazing
Cup-tie in which I have ever taken part.
Personally, I sent in during that mateh two
of the best ehots which have ever left my
hoot, and on each occasion, as I hit the
ball true, I said to myself ;: * That's a goal}'"
But 1 was wrong, because Dick Pym, in the
Wanderars al, somehow managed fo pre-
vent the ball from going Into the net each
time, More amazing goalkeeping I don'c
think I have witnessed. Weo played under a
big handieap, too, for after a quarter of an
hovr, Plant, our lelt-half, was hurt, and we
were handicapped for the rest of the mateh.
Holton  got & goal—rather fortunately, 1
thought—but we stuck to our job., However.
all the scheming of our captain, all the shots
which were banged towards the Bolton net,
failed to bring uws the equalizer. Az we
ebruggled, the crowd, often over the touch-
line, became more excited than any before
which I have played. Belleve me. It wae
hard for vas to lose that game, becnuse we
bad fought fhrongh to the Semi-Final, in
spite of the fact that we had four times
heen drawn away from home. However, the
Cop would not be the competition it is If
luck did not play itz part.

TOM MAGEE [(West Bromwich Albion),

Looking back on my Cup-ties, the game
whicli 1 reeall most Irer‘uenur was the
Beeond Round contest at the Hawthorne in
1923 between the Albion and Sunderland.
Peopke often talk about Cup football as if
ihese games were nothing but kick and rash,
but that particelar contest was about the
finest exhibition of sclentific football in which
I bave taken part. And three goals were
seared, of which we got two after falling
with o rennll}‘. while Charlie Ducham gof
one of the {yvpe only possible to a player of
hiz genius. There were many times in the
later etages of the game when I thought
the Sunderfand men would foree a replay,
but we held oot

HARRY CHAMBERS (Liverpool).

The most exciting match 1 remember of
the knock-out reries was the one we played
against Sonthampton in the Third Roond of
1924, There were two minutes to go, and
uo goal had been scored. A few seconds
from time Dominy, the Baints forward, sent
in n fine shot from twenty-five yards which
made us hold our breaths. Fortunoately, it
rose inehes above the crossbar,
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