


»  MEET THE FUNNIEST SCHOOLBOY IN THE WORLD—BELOW!

THE LIMIT ! .Billy Bunter’s fatuous folly has led him info some wild escapades from time to time, but
has he got himself into such a pickie as in—— ] e f: me fo time, but kardly coep
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Ventriloguial !

[ 1} LE3S my soul I
Feter Todd jumped.
It was enough to make any

fellow jump. :

_ Thoe words in themsclves were not, of
caurze, very starthiog. Often and often
bad every fellow at Greylriars heard
Dir. Locke, the headmaster, utter that
ojaculation. And the headmaster’s
volice, though deep, wak quite a pleasant
one; there was nothing startling in that.

Yet Poter Todd jumped, in utter
amazenient.

For he was coming up the Remove

mssage, and it was from hie own study,
va. T in the Remove, that the ejacula.
tion procéeded.

Tha door of Study No. T stood slightly
ajar. Peter. could not see into the
study 3 but he could hear.

And that was what he heard--the
deep, familiar voice of the Head uiter-
ing" that ejaculation—in Peter's own
study.

“My only hat!"” murmured Poter.

He halted.

What the Head could possibly he
doing in his stndy was & mystery to
him. Bometimes Dr. Locke visited the
juniop quarters of the school, on a tour
of inapection, But then he came In
alate, as it were, with thoe Remove
mester—a  sort of stately proeession.
. Remave fellows, spotting him from a
distance, would have their rooms all
ready to- meet hizs  august eyo—Bob
Cherry would take his football hoots off
the mantelpiece, and Skinner would slip
hiz cigarettes under the hesrthrug.

For the Head to dodgs, us it were,
into & fellow's study 1n lus absonce, 1n &
sart of surreplitions way, was absolutely
unknown and uoheard of; and Toddy
would not have believed it possible.
The Head might drop informally into a
Qixth Form study for a chat—say, Win-
gate's or Gwynn's study.  But he did
not, of course, drop in on Lower Fourth
fags for purposes of chatting.
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8n Pater Todd stood amazed, staring
at the door of Study No. 7, wondering
whether, in the amazing circumstances,
lic could venture to enter his own study.

“Hallo, halle, halla ™

Bob Cherry camo up the Remove pas-
suge, and greeted Toddy with a smack
an the shoulder. The smagk rang a

ood deal like & pistol-shot; Bob had a
ﬁem- y hand.

“Ow " gasped Peter. " Keep off, you
ass !

“What's the row?” asked Dob.
“ What are you standing here for blink-
ing at your study deor? Anything up?”

I Huﬁh L.I‘J

“Eh! Why hush!”

* “The Head !"” whisperad Peter.

Rob Cherry stared at himn, and then
stared round him. There was no sign of
ithe Head in the Remove passage, that
Hob could sce.

“ What the thump—"" began Dob,

“ Hush ! breathed Peter. “I tell you
the Head—"

“The jolly old Head isn't here,” said
Nab blankly.

Poter made him & frantic sign to be
silent. Bob's woice, undoubtedly, was
audible in Study No. 7. What would
Dr. Locke think, hearing himself
described as the jolly old Head?

The surprised Bob was about to speak
again, when there wos a volte from
Study No. T—s familiar veice, but very
startling in that quarter.

“ Upon my word 1" )

Gob Cherry jumped, just as Peter
Todd had done. .

“(3h 1" he gasped. * The Head I

He stared at the door That door of
Btudy No. T seemed to fascinale Ehe
gaze of both the juniors. ;

 He's in my study ! whispered Peter.
“@omething’'s up! Goodness knows
what's the matter, but I suppose 1t
means & row. The Head wouldn't come
up to the Remove passage for nothing.’

Four juniors came up the stairease,
and glanced along the passage towards
Bob snd Toddy. They were Harry
Wharton, Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent,
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  They
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were about to go. into Wharton's study,
Na, 1; but their gaze was attiacted by
t;\ije t.‘;m juniors staring blankly at Study
Yo, .

“What's on there?"” called out Harry
Wharton. ' ;

“Bunter burst?"” asked Johnny Bull.

Peter made & sign of silence, and the
mystified juniors came along the passege
in wonder.

There was no need then for cxplana-
tiom ; f::ur tha voice from the study went
on again;

“Bless my soul! T must speak-of this
to Mr. Quelch.”

“The Head !” breathed Wharton.

“What on earth——" began Nugent.

“HBeats me ! whispered Peter Todd.
“It's not like the Head to sneak into a
fellow's study like this. I went down
only ten minutes ago, and left DBunter
there. Now—"

Hea broke off as the voice went on.

1 shall certainly speak to Mr.
Quelch I Bunter [

“"Yes, girl”

Thet was the well-known squeak of

Billy Bunter, the Owl of the Remove.
The juniors exchanged glances. Appar-
ently Billy Bunter wae in S8tudy No. T,
alolig with the headmaster. .

“What does this mean, Bunter "

“ What, sir?"

“The untidy state of this study,
Runter ! T am surprized, Bunter—1 may
say 1 am shocked! Whose are these
booteg 7 -

“Toddy's, sir.™

“ Does Todd gencrally keep his foot-
ball boots in the bookeasc ™

Peter Todd, in the passage, made a
grimace. It was true that his football
boots were in the bookease in Study
No. T: but he did not generally keep
ithem there: neither. would t-heg hase
heen there, had he expected a visit from
the Head. But this eccurrence was ex-
tremely unexpected.

“Waell, sir, Toddy's rather slovenly,™
came Bunter's voice, “I do my best,
gir, to keep the study in order. But it's
rather hard with a study-mate like Peter
Todd.”

“Is it, you fat villain?"” murmured
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Peter, under his breath. _Dnlg that
afternoon he had been slanging Bunter
for untidinesa.

“T am sure of that, Bunter,” resumed
the Head's voice. “I have the highest
opinion of you, Bunter, and I am
assured that you do everything in your
puower to restrain the slovenly habits of
your study-mate.”

Harry Wharton & Co. blinked at one
another. This was the first they had
heard of the Heads high opinion of
Willism George Bunter. Upaon what he
founded it was & mystery to them.

“Thank wou, sir !” squeaked Bunter,

“I shall certainly speak to Mr. Queleh.
I shall request him to administer same
correction to Todd.”

Peter made another grimace.

*“\Where is Todd now, Bunter i’

“J think he's hanging about outside
the study, sir,” squeaked the Owl of the
Remove. 1 fancy he can hear every-
thing you're saying, sir.”

Peter’s expression was guite indescrib-
able as he heard that.

“Bless my soul! Todd! Todd, I say!
If you are.thers, come into the study at
once 1™

“Oh dear!” murmured Peler,

And he pushed open the door of Study
No. T, and entered.

e o

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Only Bunter ]

ILLY BUNTER grinned cheerfully
B at the newcomer.
The fat junior's face was, in
fact, irradiated by its most ex-
pansive grin. Bunter seemed to be im-
mensely entertained sbout something.

But Peter was not looking at him.

He was looking for the Head,

A bewildered look c¢ame over Peter's
face. He had entered the study in
response to the Head’s command., But
amazing to relate, the Head was not
visibla within the walls of Study No. T.
Billy Bunter was there, fat and grin-
ning. But Dr. Locke was not to be
EeeTl.

Peter Todd blinked about the study,
bewildered, almost unnerved. TUnlesa
the Head had vanished suddenly up the
chimney, Peter could not guess what
had become of him. :

“What—wha-a-a-at—"  stammered

Toddy.

“He, he, ho!"

“What—where's the Head 1"

“He, he, hal" chortled Bunter.

Peter stared round tho study again,
and then his Ei.‘EE fixed on Billy Bunter
with & deadly look. - L

“You—you—you fat villain! This is
ona of your ventriloquist tricks, is 163"

“He, he, he!” cackled Bunter. "I
hmir I pufted your leg, old bean. He,
he. hel”

*You—you—-=>" gasped Peter.

Bunter chortled spasmodically. There
was no doubt that the Greyfriars ven-
triloquist had pulled Peter's leg—most
cffectually and completely. Not for a
moment had Toddy dounbted that the
Head was in Study Neo. 7; he had never
evon dreamed that the dialoguo ho had
heard from outside was carried on
entirely by Dunter, speaking alternately
in his own voice and in the Head's.

Bunter grinned at him cheerily.

“You soe, 1 heard you coming!™ he
cxplained. “I thought I'd make you
jump, you know. He, he, he!”

Petor breathed hard and deep.

“Well, you did make me jump,” ho
admitted.

“Heo, he, ha!®
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“And a3 one good turn deserves
another, I'm going to make you jump.”

*1 say, Peter—— Yarooooooooh!”
roared Bunter, as Peter Todd grabbed
him by the collar and proceeded to tap
his head against the study table.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

*“What——"

Harry Wharton & Co. stared in, There
was no sign of the Head in the study,
but Bunter's head was rapping on the
table in a series of postman'’s knocks,
and the vells of William George Bunter
rang the length of the Remove passage.

“I say, vyou fellows, draggunoff!”

yelled Bunter. “Yaroooh! Only a
joke—only a j-j-J-joke! Whoop! Stop-
it I'll jolly well lick you, Peter Todd !
crumbs | Dragﬁimuﬂ’ i
Crack, cradk, crack!
“You fat wvillain!” gasped Peter.
“I've warned you what would happen if

vou played wour beastly ventriloguial

tricks in this study any morel Take

that—and that—and that——"
“Yarcooozh | Rescuel” velled Bunter,

struggling frantically.
Harry Wharton & Co. rushed to the
rescue. Tho excited Peter was collared

and dragged off his victim.
“Hold onl” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Enough’s as good as a feast, you know,

Toddy.
"Mﬁmtn*t slaughter Bunter!™ said

Johnny Bull.
“Leggo! I—I—I'll jelly well burst
him!" sxclaimed Peter Todd. * He made

me believe that the Head was here—
oing to report me to Quelchy for sloven-
iness | He—" )

“Only a jest, old man,” said Harry
Wharton soothingly. **You really might
have gpuessed that it was Dunter, konow-
ing his tricks."”

“You didn't guess!” snapped Peter.

"Well, no,” admitted the captain of
the Remove. * Bunter had the Head's
toot wonderfully. Blessed if I know how
he does 1t.”

“Ow!"” gasped Bunter. *“Keep that
idiot off ! It's & gift, of course—a won-
derful gift—" )

“Must be s gift,” said Bob. “II it
needed brains, you couldn't do it,"

“(h, really, Cherry o

“Will vou leggo?" roared Peter Todd.
“T tell you I'm going to squash himl
Ventriloguism is barred in this study.

“Todd!™ It was a sharp, stern voice!

outside the door, the voice of Mr,
Quelch, the wnaster of the Remove.
“Tadd ! What does this violence mean?”

Peter Todd jumped, and the Co. re-
leased him at once. Apparontly the
terrifie velling in Study No. 7 had
brought the Remove master on the scene.
Cortainly Bunter's frantic howls must
have beon heard all over Groyfriars,

""[?.h, sir!” gasped Peter. Y I-—I—I

“How dare you, Todd?"

Ly, AR

Peter hroke off. The door was wide
opon, and there was nothing to be sven
of Mr. Quelch there, 1'oter underatood
all of & sudden s really it was imfiossible
that Alr. Quelch should be keeping out
of sight round the corner while he was
speaking to Todd., It was the Grey-
frinrs ventriloguist agam!

Bunter's faculty for imitating voices
was really marvellons. DBut his weird
gift carned him more kicks than half-
{A{'Ilﬂ'ﬂ, so to speak, in the Greyfriara

CmMove. ]
“Quelchy's not there,” said Bob
Cherry. *It's Bunter again! How the

dickens does he do it?"

“He, he, ho!” .

“ 11 —I'll make an example of him!"”
roared Peter, * Why, a fellow's life 150"t
worth living with a potty ventriloquisk
in the study! [I'll burst him "

“Whooop !” roared Bunter.

Peter's grasp was on him again, and
he was yanked out of the arm-chair. He
bumped on the carpet with a heavy
bump.

“There !” gasped Peter.

“Yow-ow-ow| Help "

“Todd! How dare you?"

It was Mr. Quelch’s voice again, but
this time it was the genuine article; the
din in"the Remove passage had, in fact,
drawn the Form master to the scene,

Mr. Queleh came whisking along to
Study No. 7 with & frowning brow and
& cane in his hand.

He stared into the study wrathfully.
FPoter Todd, with his back to the door,
was bumping Bunter's hapless head on
the carpet.

“Todd! Cease this at onee! You ruf-
fianly boy, how dare you?" exclaimed
Mr. Quelch.

“0Oh, cheese it, you spooling rotter!™
howled Peter Todd. " How the dickens
you do it while I'm bumpi.nﬁ your head
13 & mystery to me, but I'll jolly well

Ett:{l {'uu!‘”

.., As Peter had his back {0 the deor, and
did not see Mr, Quelch, it was natural
that he should suppose that it was some
more of Bunter's ventriloguism,

Bump, bump!

“Yarooooh! Help!”

“Toddy ! gasped Wharton.
“Todd!" thundered Mr. Quelch,

“Are you out of your senses?”

“Bhut up, I tell youl”

“What 1" y

“I'll jolly well make
somehow, vou silly idiot [’

Mr. Queleh stood transfixed.

Really, it was incredible that a junior
in hisa own Form should talk to him hke
this. But he had to believe his own
ears.

*Toddy ! yelled Bob, *“You frightful
ass, it’s really Mr, Quelch this time!”

" What 1"

Yeter Todd released Bunter as if hae
had suddenly become red-hot, and spun
round.

His jaw dropped at the sight of his
Form master in the doorway.

“Oh, my hat! Oh crikey! Mr.
Quelcht Oh!"

“Todd!" stuttered the TRomove
master. ' You—you—you unruly, dis-
rospectful young rascall You—you—-m
How darc you? I shall take you to the
Head for a flogging! I—I—"
®40h, sir! SBorry!" gasped Peter, in
dizmay. "I—I thought—— I didn't
know it was yvou, sir; I never knew—I[
ewear—=""

His utter dismay was convincing. Mr.
Quelch calmed down a little, :

“1f you were too cxcited to recogniso
my voiee, Todd, Fhat is very littla excuse
for you, I zhall cane you severely for
creating this disturbance, and for not
paying Immediate attention to your
Form master."

“[—[—I—=" Labbled Teoter.

“Bend over that arme-cheir, Todd!™

“Dh dear!”

Whaek, whack, whadk, whack, whack,
whack ! . .

YPeter Todd squirmed and “'rlgg]nd
and gasped ans he received “six “"—the
goverest “six " he ever had ]'ECE'H"E'I.‘].I

“ Now, let there be no more of this,”
said Mr. Quelch, tucking his cane under
his arm. * Any ropetition of this dis-
orderly conduct, Todd, will be followed
by a flogging from your hcadmaster.
Tako care!” : )

And M¢#, Quelch, with & grim warn-
ing frown, marched out of the study,

you chuck ik

leavit Petoer Todd wriggling in
anguish. :
Bunter rolled out aftor him. Just

then Billy Bunter did not regard Study
Mo, 7 as & safo place to linger in; and
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undoubtedly he was right. Peter Todd
‘leaned on the table and gasped. .

“Oh dear! .0Oh crumbs! I-=I'Il
burst that fat villain! Ow, ow, ow!
What are you grinming at, you silly
owls? Ow! Is there an:.rthin%; to grin
at, yvou chuckling chumps? et out!
(bw, ow, ow 1" o

And Harry Wharton & Co. gob out,
still grinning, leaving Peter to gasp
and groan till, at long last, gasping and
groaning brought him relief,

THE THIRD CHAFPTER.
Bunter Asks For Ii!

&g SAY, you fellows——""
I Bob Cherry looked astonished.
“* How did Bunter know we had
a cake for tea?” he asked.

“ Oh, rveally, Cherry! I didn't know
you had a cake! Still, I don’t mind
taking a whack, as you ask me." )

“ Mobody asked you, sir, she said,”
sang Frank MNugent. And the chwns of
the: Remove chuckled.

Billy Bunter rolled into Study Neo. 1.

There was & large cake on the table,
and the Famous Five were beginning
tea with bread-and-butter, mtending to
finish with the cake, Billy Dunter
decided to start on the cake. He picked
up & knife; sliced off about a guarter of
it, and started.

“1 haven't really cbme to tca,” he re-
marked. “TI'll leave you chaps all the
bread-and-butter.” ‘

“Go hon!” said Bob sarcastically.

“You might leave us a little of the
cake, too, if it isn't asking too much,
Bunter,” remarked Johnny Bull, still
tnore sarcastically.

But Bunter had no attention to waste
on sarcasm. His attention was concen-
trated on the cake.

“You're not tea-ing in Fyour own
siudy 1" asked Harry Wharton, with a
laugh.

After the ex@:itiu{; cvents of the after-
noon Wharton could guess that Bunter
was not keen to revisit Mo, T until he
had to. -

Bunter shook his head with his mouth
full.

“No; I'm fed-up with Toddy. Dut-
ion told me he's got & fives bat on the
table waiting for me to come in to tea.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Rlessed if I see anvthing to cackle
at! Pretty hard cheese for a fellow to
e kept aut of hiz own study in this
stvle, I think,” said Bunter warmly.
“I've a jolly good mind to go straght
to No. T and give Toddy a hiding with
hiz own fives bat. But—but I won't."

“No; 1 think I wouldn’t,” grinned
Dob Cherry, * It would be a jolly pain-
ful thing—mnot for Toddy.”

*The fact is Quelchy’s licked him, and
I'm letting him off,’" said Bunter mag-
nanimously., "I say, you fcllows, this
is & rather decent cake. Not like the
cakes I get from home, of course, but

quite good. I'll have scme more.”
And he did. -
“Tont mind wus!"  seid  Frank

Mugent, also in a deép, sarcastic vein.
“Right, old fellow, 1 won't! 1 like
cike better than bread-and-butter, my-
self ; but every chap to his taste,” said
Bunter.  “I'11 do some ventrilogwal
~tunts after tea, if you like. 1 don't
mind £
“Wao do,” said Harry Wharlon.
“Jolly queer thing, #n't it, how fel-
lows are jealous of mwy gills? saud
Baunter,  “Jealonsy amd delraction all
romned, that's what T'm oeenstonmsd {o.
THe Macxer Lierary.—No, 942, -

I suppose it's a sort of penalty for being
clever.”

“(h, my hat!™

“The cleverfulness i3 not
terrifie,” nurmured Hurree
Ram Singh.

“If you fellows eould do what I
do—-"" ‘went on Bunter.

“We'd like to, but you ve got all the
cake,” remarked Johnny Bull.

“1 wasn’'t alluding to the cake, fat-
head."”

“1 was,"” said Johuny Bull.

“I hope vou're not going to be mean
ahout a cake. I'll let you have the next
one they send me from Bunter Court,
if you like,"” )

“Weo shall be past cakes then,” said

Cherry, * Eau}’:la don't eat cdkes
in "extreme old age.”

l.lirall I!J

Bunter sliced the cake again. Harry
Wharton reached across the table and
rescucd what was bkeft. It made o
moderate slice each for the owners of
the cake. -

“I say, you fellows, T really came mn
to tell you the news,"” =aid Bunter,
munching busily. *The Head's son

is voming honre.” S R e
“Lh foofle

really
J amset

“Is he i said Bob.
tell you so?”

“¥Yes: confided 1t to fme,”” said Bunter.
“1 don't think anvbody else at Grey-
friars has been told. You krow young
Locke is in the Army. He's heen out
Mespot, of somewhere, a jolly long
time. Well, he's coming back to
England, and may land at Southampton
any day—the ghip’'s been delaved by
foul weather, or gomething.™

Harry Wharton & Go. were mildly
interested. They were acquainted with
tha Head's son, Mr. Percy Locke; he
had been at Greyfrinrs, some time ago.
He was quite a nice young man, they
remembered, and they had no doubt
that the Head was attached to him, and
glad he was coming home, again.

“The Head's going te Southampton
to metet him when the zteamer gets
in,” =aid Bunber. “He'a rather
bothered by tha delay, you know, as he
can't get away from Greylriars for
long; but he wants to be sure not to
mizs Percy when he lands.”

“He told vou all that 7" grinned Bob.

“¥Yes; we had quite a chat. I under-
stand that Quelchy will be left in charge
while the Head's gone. Quolchy’s the
Head's right-hand - man, you know,
though ‘he's only Lower Fourth master,
From what old Locke was saying 1
think the steamer may ‘get in to-mor-
row; if .so, the Head will buzz off in
hizs car at ouce, leaving Quelchy in
control. Any more cake®”

“Nix.”

“Not much of a spread to azk a fel
low to,” said Bunter, with a smff. “1
rather wish 1 had gone to Smithy’s study
I'.Iﬂl‘i'-"..”

 And so eay all of us!” zaid Dob,

“Ha, ha, hat™

*But about young Locke,” went on
Bunter. *‘The Head said he was think-
ing of giving Greyfriars a holiday when
the chap comes home.™

“"Good egg!”

“Good old Ilcad!™

* Bravo "

Thiz was much maore inleresiing nows,

“Phe goodnessful i3 terrilie, il trne,”
remark 1urree Jamsel Ram Singh.
“But how docs the esteomed and fat-
headed Bunler know 7™

“The Hend told me,” soid Buanler
ealmly. *Ile wos quite chatiyv, in fact,
T dan't know whetlier #t's 10 e a whale
holidey or a Dhalf; the Llead was jost

going to say when Quelchy looked round
and I had to clear—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I—I mean the Hoad didn't mention
that in his chat-with me. I don't see
anything to cackle at. I say, you fel-
lows, it will be ripping to get an extra
holiday, especially if it’s on a day when
we have maths, 1 thought I'd tell yon
follows, as you're pals of mine. If
you're: done with the fable you might
clear the things off, will you? f‘m
going to do my lines here,”

The Famous Five looked at Bunter.
Harry Wharton dnd Frank Nugent, io
whom Study No. 1 belonged, did not
secemn in the least enthusiastic abour
Bunter doing his lines there,  Neither
did they seein keen fto c¢lear. the tea-
table for tha purpose.
~ “%¥ou see, Toddy'll be cutting up rusty
if I te my own study,” explained
Bunter, “and I've got to get through
the liwes, There's two hundred now—
they've been doubled twice becouse 1
haven't dono them. Quelchy's told me
1t will he a iiﬂkim_f if they're not handed
in by five to-day.™

“1t's live now ! said Nugent.

“¥Yes; all thie more reason for huvry-
ing. If I don't take them to Quelchy
he will come up here inguiring after
them, you kiow, and ithat means bend-
g over,”

“Then it means bending over,” said
Harry Wharton. “You can't sibly
get two hundred lines done in time.”

“1 expect my old pals to stand by
mie, espeeially when I've come here to
tell you the latest news,” said Dumnter.
“Two hundred lines won’t take long
with all of us working at them.”

(1] Dh !-I‘l

“I'll do a line# at the fop of.cach
gsheet, sce, and you fellows can copyv
my fist,” said Bunter. “Ii enly neccds
a little sense.”

“0h, my hat!"

“"You've got a Virgil here,” saiil
Bunter. 1 deon't want to go to my
study for mine. Now, there's no {ime
to lose. Clear the table sharp.™

The Famous Five did not stir.

They were not looking for lines to de,
as a maiter of fact. To Billy Bunter it
was extromely important that those lines
should bo done in a hurry, and he con-
sidered that it was a case of all hands to
the mill. The importance was not so
obvious to the Famoua Five.

They considered that if Bunter did nos
want a licking for leaving his impots
unwritten, he should have written themn
while there was vet time. That con-
sideration did not seem to occur to the
Owl of the Remove,

“Deaf " asked Bunter, locking round
irvitably at five grinning faces. "I keep
on telling yon that there's no time (o
loge. If Quelchy remembers my imgo:.
he may como up here any minute aftee
me.”

** And eateh ns all copying your fist!”
chuckled Bolb Cherey. * Not quite gootl
cunugh, Bunter.™

“"I'he not-guitefulness is terrific.”

“I say, vou fellows, I'm relying on you,
vou know,” urged Bunter. “I've had
the rotten impot doubled twiee, and
I:..';unlchy always makes it & licking alicr
that.”

“Why haven't you done your lines,
lazvhonea ¥ demanded Johuny Ball, * Do
-on think wo're going to do two landred
i’]:-{:uum yvou're too jﬂﬁy lazy to do fifiy "

“ (i, veally, Bull—"

”li..‘ur!, in zomg other study,”
Mpreatt.

’?{ sav, you fellows, I expect mx ol
pals (o stamd by me at a time like thi="
spid  Bomew  veproachiully, 1 really
think they onght.”

et
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“They ought,” *agreed Bob Cherry.
“Go and tell them so, whoever they are.”

"g&, ha, ha!”

WOk, ecut the cackle! exclaimed
Bunter. “I tell you old Quelchy will ke
after me if I don't bung those lines on
him soon. Look here, are vou going to
pile inte those lines, or are you not 7

“Not ! said five voices in unison; and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh added em-
phatically that the notfulness was ter-
rifie,

“Wall, this is rather thick,” said
Bunter in a deeply aggrieved tone, * You
won't write my lines in an cmergency
like this, when I've come hera specially
to tell you what old Locke told me, about
having g holiday when woung Locke
comes home——  What are vou making
taces at, Wharton 1"

Wharton was making an extraordinary
face, intended to convey a warning -fo
Bunter to ring off. The door of Study
No. 1 was wide open, and a figure in cap
and gown was passing—the figure of Mr.
Quelch, the master of the Remove.
Obviously the Remove master was on his
way to Btudy No. 7, in search of Bunter
and the—az yvel—unwritten lines.

Bunter's voice Hoated out. of Study
No. 1, and Mr. Quelch came to & sudden
halt and turned to the door.

Then the Owl of the Remove learned
the cause of the extraordinary expression
on Wharton's face,

“ Bunter i*

“(h, lor' ™

Bunter spun round like a teetobum,
His fat knees knocked together as he
blinked at Mr. Queleh, his eyes almost
bulging through hizs spectacles with
terror, -

“Bunter,” thundered the Remove
master, *'is it possible that you were
alluding to your headmastor as ‘old
Locke " 1" :

“Oh crumhbs! No, sir!”  gasped
Bunter., “Certainly not, sir! Ipil
wouldn't dream of sueh a thing, sirl”

“1 distinctly heard you use the words
‘ old Locke,” Bunter.”

“Did-d-did you, sir " )

T did, unter!™ exclaimed Mr.
Qualch, with a ierrifying glare at the
hapless Owl, “ How dare vou deny using
worda which I distinetly heard you use?
Such an expression applied to the head-
master of this school—"

“1=1 wasn't speaking of the Head,
sir!"” gasped Buntor.

“What, boy " ;

“J—I waz speaking of—of—of—"
gtuttered Bunter,

“Dh whom ™ said Mr. Quelch
grinding voico.

“Nobody at all, sir,” gasped the ter-
rified Owl. “I—I was speaking of—of
the lock on & door, =ir."

“Wha-a-t#"

“The—the lock on my study door, sic,”
babbled Bunter. “I—I was saying it
waz an old lack, sir, and—and, we want
A new one, sir. That—that's all, sir, I
-—I hope you believe me, sir.”

“ O, my hat " murmured Bob Cherry,
almoat overcome.

Tho chums of the Remove gazed nt
Bunter open-mouthed,

Bunter was a fabricator of unusual
powers, His first resource in & scrape
was to roll out the first *“ whopper * that
came into his obtuse head, and to back
it up with more and more “whoppers,”
higger and htggﬁr, like Pelion piled on
Oz, But if Bunter hoped that Mr,
Quelch believed his extroordinary ex-
planation, it showed a remarkably san-
guing disposition on his part. His hope
was not destined Eo be realised.

“Boy,” stuttercd Mr. Quelch, "how
dare you—how dare you, I say, look me
in the face and tell me such absurd
uwntruths 7

in a

I

Ei

Bump ! Bump!

on the carpet. ** Todd !
ruffianly boy, how dare you? ™

* Yarooooh ! Help!* Mr, Quelch stared into the sfudy at

Peter Todd, who, with his back to the door, was bumping Bunter’s hapless head

Cease this at once | ** he gxclaimed angrily.

But Peter heeded not. With his back to the

door he did not see the Remove master, and naturally concluded that the volce
was another sample of Bunter's venirlloguism. (See Chapler 2.)

“ You

“Oh, really, sie—"

“You were alluding to your head-
master in the most disrespectfnl terms,”
oxclaimed Mr, Quelch. * But worse than
that, Bunter, you were speaking of a
Erivul.e matter that has hitherto been

:nown only to the Head and myself, sut-

sida Dr. Locke's own family. I deman-
to know how you became awaroe that Dir.
Locke's son is about to return home [rom
abroad "

Bunter's teeth chattered.

He had told Harry Wharton & Co. that
he had been having a chat with the Head.
But even Bunter was not likely to make
that statement to Mr. Quelch.

“You have been cavesdropping,
Dunter,”
“Oht No, sir! Ob, nol!" gasped
Buntor.

 “The matter has not been mentioned
hefora to-day. You must have listened
to Dr. Locke's conversation with me.”

Y Certainly not, sir! I—I wouldn't.”

"Then how do you know anything
about the matter, Bunter”

I—I—1I don't, sir.”

** What " - :

“I—I don't know anything about it at
all, sir! It—it's aquite a mistake .to—1io
think I know anything about it.”

“ Arg you out of your senses, Bunter?
I heard you making the statement to
these juniors—"

“I=I didn't know you were histening,
H-[r 1"

“WHAT ™ s'ElrIq{; 1 Mr. Quelch.

“I=I mean, I :1:5111 know you were
passing, sir. Oh dear!"” gasped DBunter.
M [=I=—=L wasn't rveally telling these
fellows about voung Locke coming hoine,
i, don't know anything about it
really, sir. I—I was only speaking m--
in o general sort of way, sir.”

Mr, Quelch breathed hard,

* Bunter, go to my study at once ™

“Wha-a-t for, sic?"

“I am going to punish you, Buuter,
for outrageons untruthinlness, and for
lis.._t‘r:mng' _tu: a prw?.tu conversation.”

o RE] R

TR0 thundered My, Queleh,

The hapless Owl quaked and went.
Mr. Quelch whisked away after him.

Harry Wharton & Co. locked at onn
another,

“VWell,

my Lhat!" murmured Bob
Cherry. " Bunteor does take tho cake--
ithe whole cake! Ananias was a fool to
him; he could give George Washington
fifty in & hundred and beat him hollow I

“Poor old Bunter: he's for ib now!™
said Harry.

“Well, he asked for it, and no mis-
take.”

There was no doubt that Bunter hadl
asked for it, and no doubt at all shat
he was getting what he had asked for. A
few minutes later loud sounds of anguish
were  heard proceeding  from  Mr.
Quelch's study—the wvoice of William

Tree Macxerr Linrany.—No, 942,



L -

®  LOOK OUT FOR NEXT WEEK'S GRAND SCHOOL STORY, BOYS!

George Bunter raised in woeful laménta-
tion. The vials of wrath were bein
poured upon the Owl of the Remove, an
the celebrated lamentations of Job wero
a meve jest compared with the lamenia-
tions of William George Buhter.

-

THE FOURTH IGHAPTEH.
Woelul !

ETER TODD glanced round, and
reached for the fives bat that lay
handy on the study table, The
ﬂ?‘ﬂ-ﬂ.—%ﬂt was &ll ready for Bunter

when he canma in, and Bunter wascoming.
There was a well-known footstep and a
well-known grunt in the Remove passage
ountside Study No. T.

The door opened. ;

Peter gripped the fives bat with a
business-like ri;;.

But as the Ow} of the Remove rolled
in Peler unloosed his grip. It needed
only ome glance at Bunter's anguished
facd to tell that he had been gathering
up punishments somewhere, and that
he was not in need of any more.

The Owl of the Remove blinked at
Petor, with & lack-lustre eve. IHe had
iﬂanttEn the fives bat.

“What on earth's the matter ¥ asked
Todd, staring at him.

sroan !

“Loder been Licking you "

Groan !

“Too much tuck, and a pain amid-
ghips?" asked Peter.

roan !

Bunted limped across the study to the
armchair, and-sank wn, The next
moment he leaped to hiz feet, with a
howl. For reasons of his own, the
hapless ‘Owl did not want to sit down.
As a rule ho never stood if he could
2it; just now he was keen on standing.

“Licked, I suppose?” asked Potor.

“Ow! Wow! Yes! Wow! Owl”

“Well, don't make such a row about
it. old chap!*

Groan!

“I'll let you off the fives. bat," said
Peter generously. “There! You were

going to get a licking, anvhow! 8o
shut up!™

Groanf

“"Chuck it, old man "

Ciroan 't

Billy Bunter leaned on the table, and
groaned as if he were getting his form
up for a groaning :.-rum:g+

Peter eyed him, could see that
the fat- junior had been through it
severely; it was not hulmbug this time.

“Well, if you've had it bad you can
groan a bit, if you like,” he said.
* Dagh it all, you can howl, if you like!
Tt& howling ¥

roan :

“I'll get out of the study, if you
don't mind,” said Todd, rising. " Keep
it up if it -relieves o, old {at man;
but it's a bit horrid {o listen to!™

Groan !

Poter crossed to the door. But he
turned back., Bunter was not a fellow
whose ways were likély fo make him
popular or beloved; hut Peter could

feel for him in this dr | state., H
e T e T Drowdial e ?

‘_:i‘[-va got a packet of toffee here,” he
H-ﬂ-il "

Obviously, Bunter’s sufferinga were
acute. For he showed no interest in
the toffee.

_ Peter took out the packet, and held
it out Bunter. The %‘WI of the Re-
move shdok his head feebly.

“Mean to say you can't eat tofeo
now?" asked Pefer, in wonder.

THE Macxer Liprary.—Ng, 842,

Lrroan ! -

“Grpat Scott ! -You must have it bad !
Well, if vou don't want it, I de.” said
Preter, and ho was about to slip the
toffee back inlo his pocket, when
Bunter- held out' g fat hand, *Oh,
changed vour mind—what? Well, here
vou are.

Bunter accepted the toffce. DBut he
did not transfer it immediately to his
wmouth, as he generally did with any-
thing eatable that came into his pos-
session. He slipped it into hiz pocket.
His intgrest even in food was al a low
cbb in this state of suffering; but even
i the midst of his woes he had an eye
to the future,

Peter Todd grinned.

“Well, you can have the study to
vourself, till you've done groaning,” le
zaid. “Get through %ﬁfare prep,
won't youl

Groan!

Pater Todd left the study, and Bunter
was left to grean, which he did leud
and long. Mr. Quelech had not spared
the red; he had felt that this was an
occasion for severity: and he had
handed out & dozen of the best. No
doubt the Remove master was quite
right, from his own point of vigw ; but
his point of view and Bunter's were
wide: as the poles asunder.

Bunter leaned on the table in deep
tribulation, and the sounds of his woe
cchoed through Btudy No. 7.

He was still groaning, quite a con-
‘siderable time later, when the door was
tapped and opened, and Lord Maul-
everer's kind face looked im.

Bunter blinked dismally at his
lordship.

“I hear you've bLeen through it
fatly,” remarked Mauleverer, with a
sympathetic lgok at the Owl of the
Remove,

Groan!

“Feelin' awf’'ly bad®

“Oh! Oh, dear! Yes' TFrightful!™

- "Can't take an interest 'in anythin’
just yeb—what "

‘wa! h‘t}l'lﬂ

“Neo good askin' yoa to supper in
my study, thent”

“Eh"

Bunter pricked up his fat ears. Tt
dawned wpon him that his painzs and
aches had considerably lessened, and

that he was still groaning from, as it
were, force of habat.

“Don't feel like supper?” azked the
sympathetic Mauly. “We've got fish
and chipg—-"

“Oh 1>

“And a ple—-"

gy 0

“And a cake! But if vou don't feel

equal to it—"

“I da!", gasped Bunter, in a great
hotrry. “The—the fact 15, I feel a lot
better now, Mauly! Lots and lotst”

Lord Mauleverer grinned,

“1If you're surg—"

£l Quliﬁ.”

“Come on, then, old fat bean!"

And Billv Bunter rolled after his
amiable lordship fo Study No. 12. He
had & twinge as he sat down at Lord
Meuleverer’s hospitable hosrd, and
gasped; but the feed consoled him. His
woeful face brightened over the fish
and chips, he was smiiing when ha
came to the pie, and over the cake he
grinned with expansive enjoyinent,

Bunter was himself agoin!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Sticking To It [

R. QUELCH frowned o he
glanced ‘at Bunter, in the Re-

M

move Form  the ' following
morning.
Really, there was no oceasion for

frowning, for the moment. Bunter, so
far, had given no offence that day. .

In fact, ]31.1.1'.1!43\'.r having got over the
licking of the day before, had almost
forgotten the incident. Hizs mind was
chiefly occupied now by the circum-
stance that he had not had enough for
breakfast. Having had only enough for
two or three foellows, he was troubled
with n sinking feeling. That, at
present, was the only thing that mat-
tered in the universe, from DBunter’s
point of view.

But Mr., Quelch had not forgoiten.

That & junior should dare fo listen
surreptitiously to his conversation with
the Head, and should reptat what he
had heard, up and down the Remove
passage, was an extremely serious and
decp offence in Mr Quulcﬁ.’a dyes.

Bunter had been caned for It, as he
deserved; he had had a dozen well laid
on. The matter was closed. But Mr.
Queleh remembered it, and Bunter was
in his black books on account of il
Hence the frown with -which he glanced
at the fat junior in the Form-room,

Bunter's punishment lbad been more
than adequate, in DBunter's opinion.
But Mr. Quelch rather regretted that
he had not sent him up to the Head for
a fAogging.

Howover, it was 400 late to think of
that: and Bunter was safe till his next
offence.

Any fellow but Bunter would have
been wary; he would have noted his
Form mnaster’s frown, and taken warn-
g thereby; he would have rememn-
bered “that he had lately given dire
olfence, and wounld have been extremely
circumspect. Not so Dunten

He was thinking almost entirely of
his inner Bunter; and so far from
observing the dangersignals, he was
not thinking of Mr. Quelch at all.

Far mmore important considerations
ovcupied his fat mind,

Harry Wharton was called upon to
construe, and Vernon-Smath [ollowed.
and Ogilvy followed Smithy., Bunter

was not giving much attention: he
haped that he would not be called upon,
but if it happened, he was prepared o
render his usual excruciating consbrue,
which certainly would have made P.
Virgiliuse Maro tear his hair, eould that
andient elassic gentleman have been
present to hear it

While the other fellows were giving
Virgil beans, so to speak, Bunter was
groping in his pockets.

He was hungry, and geiting hungrier,
He groped in Lis pockets in the faing
hope of Hnding some artivle of o
comestible nature overlooked there, A
chogolate, however dusty, a fragment
of liguorice, howsoevor sticky, even a
single anisced ball, would guwa becn
very welecme,

Bunter’s fat face lighted up as his
groping fingers came in contact with a
toffec-packet.

It was tho toffee Toter Todd hacl

iven him in the study the evening
efore. In the enjoyment of Ford
Mauleverer's munificent feed, Buntcy
had forgatten all about that toffee,

o zmiled.

That toffes tame now like cormm in

Egypt in oug of the lean gEars. It was
the right thing in the right place}
Surreptiliousty, wnder iz desk,

Bunter extracted the toffce from the
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packet, and. then, stooping down 1ov a
dropped. pencil, he transferred a chunk
ufﬁhtn liis mouth. ; I
e sat" up again happily,
Mr. Quulg'h’a aEt.u:m.:J;n was Gxcd upon

l'{édwinpé; who had been called upon to
follow EEI\-L For the moment, at
least, 0 had no eye:z for Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove chewed away
at the toffee, in & happy and satisfied
state.

“That wili do. Redwing.
go on, Bunter.”

Bunter ;umpad. ‘

Mr, Queleh’s gimlet-eye was upon him
oW,

Bunter .thought wildly of bolting the
chunk of toffee. But it was too bulky
fe be bolted in a lump, without irmi-
nent danger %t; choking. And he could
not construe Viegil with a large chunk
ol toffee in hiz mouth. It was n
desperate moment.

The Owl of the Remove brought his
teeth together on the chunk of tofiee,
to bite it in halves.

Thus divided, it could have been
holted rapidly in (wo gulps—at léast,
that was Bunterls idea, FPerhapa 1t
was fortunate for him that ha was pre-
vented from disposing of the toffee in
that heroic manner. Irevented ho ecor-
teinly was. His teeth almost met in the
eticky chunk as he bif at it desporately,
hut they would not come ont egain. To
his utter horrpr, he found his teeth fast
in tha toffcc, stk as if they wero
g'h}e:i.

“I called to you, Bunter!” snapped
Mr. Quelch, guite uwnaware so far of
the agony of mind that cppressed hia
hapless pupil.

Bunter was quite willing tp respond
to the call, and render a construe as bad
as nsual, Buat he eouldn’t.

Tho effort he made to draw his testh
from the toffee almost uprooted the
teeth from.his gums.

And they wonld not come out.

In fact, they seemed as likely to
come ouk of his gums a3 to come
ont of the toffee inte which they wero
deeply driven.

Bunter gasped and spluttered. his face
growing as rod as a turkev.cock’s. His
eves goggled hoveibly.

“Rupter ! exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

Peter Todd reached out & friendly
foot to kick Punter, as a warning to
attend to his Form mastor.

But a kick was no use to Bunter. He
wanted a dentist at least to help him
out of this fearful predicament.

Mr, Quelch frowned portentously. He
wad already displeased with Bunter—
csbeemely «ispleased  with him. It
eeomed to him now that the fat junior
was adding deliberate insolence to his
other many offences. Called upon to
ronstrue, he did not rise to the oceasion,
but sat with his mouth tight shut, Lis
eves poggling at  his  Form-master.
Tteally, it was bevond all patience.

“Bunter! Will vou heed me. or will
vou not?" thundered the DRemove
master. “"Aro you deaf, Bunter?
What docs this mean? Answer me !™

“ Mmmmmmm !"

That was the best Bunter could
nand out in the way of an answer. A
fellow whose teeth wers stuck together
by toffeo was not in a state for con-
versation.  Punter, as a rule, was an
meessant talker. In scasom and out of
season his fat voice was heard. Often
and often—in fact, unnumbered times—
Itemove Mellows had implored hin to
st ip. Now he had shut up with a
vengeanee !

“HBuntor I thandered Mr. Queleh,

“(iooooogh 1

"El}}' i

You will
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Mummmmmmmmmmm !

to the waste-paper basket.

** Qooooooocoooch | " mumbled Bunter helplessly. Strive as he might he could
not drag his teeth from the toffes. Shake, shake, shake ! * Mummmmmmmmm !

“You greedy, disobedient, disgusting boy ! " ex-
clpimed Mr. Quelch. He marched Bunter out of the ¢lass and hooked him over|
“Now eject whatever is in your mouth ™

(See Chapler B.)

“ Mocooogooooh ' nnmbled -Bunter
helplebsly.

The Removites stared round at
Bunter, Nobody knew what was the
matter with himn—unless he had sud-
denly taken leave of his senscs. Why a
fellow, if sane, should sit there making
a mooing noise like a cow was a mystery
to all the Remove.

Mr. Quelch ztrode towards him. He
cane among the forms with thunder in
his brow, and his eyes fairly gleamed at
Bunter,

“Btand wp. DBuntor ™

Bunter stoad up.  He could obey that
order.

" Wow answer me .

Bunter gurgled. That was an order
he conldn't obey.

“De vou hear me, Bunter ¥

“ Mmmuummmmmin 1

“Have you something in  vour
mouth " exclaimed the Remove master,
beginning to comprehend what was
WIOnE.

“ Mocoooaoh |

“You are cating in clazz, vou greedy,
disgusting bov 1™

“ Moooooooh ™

“What are you ecating*”

“Ug-gug-gug-goch !

“How dare you utter such ridiculous
gounds, Dunter?” roared the Form
master. ¥Thiz is deliberate insolence !

“ Mmmmnugmm !

Mr. Quelch had been sorely tried by
Duoter, and now he was tried agam,
and his temper was found wanting, 1le

grasped the fat junior by the collar
and shook him vigorgusly,

*(Oooooogoooch ! mumbled Bunter
helpleasly.

Btrive as he might, he could not drag
his teeth from the toffee. And as ho
was trying to answer Mre. Queleh, ho
really eould not help uttering what the

Form master described as ridienlous
sound-. Articulation was ont of tho
question.

Shake! Shake 3Shake!

“Moumomommmim § Mmmmmm ™

“NFou greedy, disobedient, disgusting
boy ! exelaimed Mr. Quelch, and ho
marched Bunter out of the class and
hooked him over to the waste-paper
basket. “Now eject whatever is in
your mouth!”

* Moummmummmooooh [

Bunter would have been only too glad
fo chey. But he couldn't! ’{‘lm tolfce
had the last word in that matter.

“For the last time, Bunter, will you
abay me?” thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Qocopoonch [

Bunter pointed desperately to  his
month. Ile tried to make Mr. Quelch
understand that he conld net speak.
That fact dawned on tho Form-mastee
at last, but it did not lesson his enger.

“Is that an adhesive substance
Your mouth, Banter "™
“Munommmmm
“Taoffee, or butterscotch, I presume ™
Licoted Mr. Quelch.
¥ Moooooooh I
THE MaAcyET LiBRART.— o, 542,
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“Ha, ha, ha!” came in & roar from
f‘ha Remove, They could hold it in no
angoer,

They knew that Mr. Q}llmlu::h was in o
dangerous mood, and they were well
aware that it was not safe to laugh.
But they could not help it. There was
a limit to human fortitude, and the
Rewove broke out quite suddenly into
@ Toar.

Mr. Quelch glared round at his class.

“Silence ! he roared.

The laughter died away. The look
on Mr. Queleh’s face would have in-
duced gravity in an ancient jester or a
modern judge. The Lower Fourth were
tnddenly zolemn.

“Lvery boy present, will take a
hundred lires ! hooted the Remove
master, greatly incensed. i

The gravity of the Remove, il pos
sible, increased in intensity. It was
really impeossible to foresse what another
uhuci]c might have cosk

“Thera 13 no occasion for merriment
in this disgmtinﬁ. this revolling exhibi-
Hnnmuf a greedy boy!¥ hooted Mr.

uelch. .

The Remove did not agree with him,
but they tried to look as if they did.
Form masters, especially in Mr.-Quelch’s
E:nsdﬁnt mood, had to be given their

ad.

“ Bunter | o .

Mr. Queleh turned to his vietim again.

“Qh™ gasped  Bunter. “Ow!
Grocoogh I

Desperate offorts had brought success
at last. His teeth emerged at long last
from the clinging toffee. _

His face was crimson, his eyes
wotered. e blinked in the direst
apprehension at Mr. Quelch.

e had cause for apprebension,

“{(rh! You can speak now, Bunter!"

“Ow! Yoz, sir! 0Oh dear! Oh,
quite, siv ! stuttered Bunter,

I shall not cane you for this disgust-
ing exhibition, this reckless interruption
of classes, Bunter.”

“Oh! Thank you, sir "

1 shall send you to the Head I

1) ﬂ\‘f ‘!JJ

“I shall request Dyr. Locke to ad-
minister a severe flogging.™

“Wow "

“Stand there while T wrilte you o nete
ta take to the Head”

“0h dear!™

Mr. Quelch scribbled a note at lis
dosk. 'The Remove watched him in
Lreathless silence, Bunter in quaking
ferror. Mr. Quelch eealed the note,
handed it to Bunter, and glanced at the
Vorm-ronm clock. It was not yet time
far I'r. Locke to have taken the Sixth.

“{in to Dr. Locke's study, Dunier, at
onee ! Hand this note to him.”

“{h dear! I—I say, sir—"

“* Bilence 1"

e Eut_"__.u-

Mr. Quelch grasped DBunter by the
shionlder. and Wwalked him across to the
toor of the Form-room.

“fio "

“0Oh crikey !

Bunter went: and the Form-room
door closed after him. While Mr.
Queleh’ back was turned, smiles had
erept round the Remove. Buat as soon
s ho turned back, an almost preter-
natural gravily reigned. Mr. Queleh
zave his class a suspicions look.

“Wo will now resume ! he said, in 2
grinding voice.

And they resumed; and for once in
their career the (ireyfriars Remove were
#n absolutely faultless Form. In Mr.
{lueleh’s present mood, they had to be
eirewmspect ; and they were very, very
cireumapect indeed.
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THE S1XTH CHAPTER.
Bunter®s Luck !

AP!
Buzezez !
Billy Bunter tapped on the

door of Dr. Locke's study, and
at the same moment, the telephone-bell

rang in the room~—just as ii Bunter’s
tap had started the mnslroment,

Bunter opened the door, having
tappead.

“ Bless my zoul !

Bunter heard the Head uller that
wall-known ejaculation, as he blinked
into the study,

But the Head was not looking at
Bunter; he was standing at the tele-

hone, with the receiver in hiz hand.

unter had only a view of the back of
is gown,

Bunter blinked at the Head's back.

He had a note to deliver to Dr. Locke,
and he more than suspeected that the
note was to elicit a Head's ﬂﬂi:ginﬂ. In
the circumstances, it was really too bad
ta ba kept on tenterhooks like this.
Buonter {elt rather bitterly that the
Head might have done his telephoning
at & more convement fime.

With a flogging impending over his
head, Bunter was still Bunter! What-
soever the Head had to say on the tele-
phone was no concern of his; so natur-
ally he listened with both his fat ears.
That was Bunter's wav.

“My dear, dear boy ! Immediately I
the Head was saying into the trans-
mitter.

Although Bunter could seo only iha
Head's back, he could discern that the
old gentleman waa a little agitated.

“Certainly, my dear Perey 1™ warit on
the Head., “I shall order ithe car in-
mediately—I shall be with you at lunch,

hope. Yes, yes, and you will return
with me in the car. My dear bo'{ i

Obviously, Dr, Locke was speaking fo
his son, who must have landed from the
steamer which had brought him home
from Moespot.

1 shall lose not o moment ! said the
Head, in a voice of happy agitation,
“And yon are well, iny boy—quite
well? T oam thenkful for that! My
dear boy, I shall vse the greatest haste.™

Dr. Locke hung up the receiver.

ITe turned from the tolephone, wandd
thero was a brighter smile timn Ianter
had aver seon before, on his kind old
face. Evidently his sen’s return from
the arid sands of Mesopotamia had de-
highted the old genileman. D, Locke
fook a tnrn up and down the study, not
even nobicing the fat junior in the door-
way, for the momaent.

Bunler coughed.

He was wondering inwardly, whetlier,
in this happy mood, the Head would be
likely to lend ear to a plea for mercy.
Certainly, v, Locke did neb look as if
he would have cared to flog anyone that
NIOTIIng.

Bunter had slipped Mr. Queleh’s nole
ito his pocket. EIE decided to try the
effect of lus cloquence on the hend-
master, befove he lhanded over that
epistle, :

Dr. Locke starled a litile as Dunter
vonghed, and looked round at him.

“What? What? DBunter! What arce
you doing here, Bunter ¥
“Mr. Quelel sent me, sie—-" began

Bunter,

The Head interrupted him.

“DBut it iz fortunate, as it happens,’
e said, without heediong Bunter,
perhaps even hearing him. * T have nor
a moinent to spare. You will take o
message to Mr, Quelel.™

*1f vou please, sir—"

Dr. Locke made him a sign to he

silent. He turned to the telephone
again, and rang up the garage.
“The car immedistely for Southamp-
ton. Lose no time. No! T will walk
down to the garage. I have not =
moment to lose, Very gobd !

The receiver jommed on the leoks
again,

The [lead tirned to Dunter, That
vouth was feeling very impaticnt. Al
this was all very well; but what about
Bunter’s flogging? He did not want
anything like that hanging over his
head, like the sword of Damoeles, all
the time that the Head was gone to
Southampton. Desides, thizs was the
most favourable moment imagindble for
testing the effect of his elogquence on the
Head, Burely the old scout wouldn't
flog & chap, when he was just stacling
to meet his only son, home I!rﬂm forcign
parts.  And he couldn’t be unfeeling
enough to leave a chap under sentence
all day while he was gone! I[ only
Bunter eculd g{-t a hearing—

But he couldn't!

The Head did not secem to think that
Bunter mattered at all. He was too pro-
oceupied to think or eare why Bunter
hed come tg the study. He was, in fact,
absolutely regardless of Bunter, cxcept
from the point of view of his usefnlness
as a messenger—the Iead ri:'quiring: 9
messenger at that moment of pressing
haste,

“If you please, sir——"

Dr. Locke waved .away Bunter's in-
tended remarks, with & wave of the
hand.

He had no time fo listen to Bunter.
He was totally ignorant and regavdless
of the importance of hearing him.

“DBunter, you will go to My
Quclech——"

I Eut-, Eil‘—-—-”

“Tell him I am called away, to mect

Mr. Percy, at Southampton, He will
understand.” )
“Yes; but—— Yes, sir. But—-"

“ Request him to take the Sixth Form.
and make what other arranpements are
neocssary.’”

“Yes, sic! T—"

“That 15 all, Bunter ™

e Hul‘., ] e —

But the Head was gone,

Billy Bunter blinked afier him, as he
hurried down the corridor, with & haste
very unusunal in the grave and dignified
old gentleman.

“Well, my hat ! murmured Bunler,
in utler disgast.

“Really, 1t was too Lhick !™

The Head seemed to think that his
own trivial family matfters transcended
i importance the weighty alfaivs of
William: George Dunter, of thoe Remove,

It was another sample of the selfishi-
ness to which Bunter was aceustomed !

It was Dunter's duty to repaic imme-
diafely o the Rermove Form room and
deliver the Head's message to  Alr.
Quelch.

[t Bunter was in no hiurry,

He had himsell 1o think of, thongh
ihe ITead, apparently, did net consider
ltim of any consequence.

Tuking the Head's messope to M
Quelch was all very well, but what was
in happen {heu? The fogging, doubi-
less, wontld bo off. The probability wa-
that Mr. Queleh would {ake Dunter's
punislhment  into his own hands, afrer
all.  On reflection, Bunter considereod
that most likely,  Ie would have a
caning from Mr. Quelch instead of the
thrrvatemnd Head's flopeing. !

ot Buntoer did not wanl a caning,
gy ore than e wanield o flogeing.
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The matter, therefore, required think- Quelech to remit the puuishment, ecither

ing about, even if the Head's trivial
aifairs had to be a little ﬁlqﬂed.

Bunter rolled into the Head's study to
Lhink it out.

There was no hurey.

The Head was in a burry, but Bunter
wasn't ! AMr. Quelch, supposing that he
was gotting a flogging, would npk expect
him back in the Bemove room yet.
Dunter had time to think the matter
out, The Head was gone. IHe was
already in his own house, dressing hur-
riedly for the motor-car journey, no
-doubt. Certainly, ho had not expected
Bunter to remain in his study, but it
was guite safe for -Bunter to remain

there. He closed the door, so that no
chance passer should see him. Then he
reflected.

Buppose he returned to the Removo
roorm, leaving Mr. Quelch to suppose
that he had had hiz fiogging! Bunter
dallied with the idea, but he was foreced
to give it up. Quelchy was a suspicious
beast, and as sharp as a razor—and he
mmight ask the Head later, top! !

Bupposing he had given Mr. Quelch’s
note to the Head—who had shoved it
into his pocket unread m the Ilurr];.; of
the montent! That might really haxe
lhappencd, and Bunter felt that it was
more plansible.

The fat junior extracted Mr. Quelch's
note from his pocket and dropped it
into the Head's grale.

It was consumed n & mioment.

That, at least, was done with.

Bunter figured it out in his mind, In
considering this important matter ho
quite forgot that he had an urgent mes-
sage to deliver to Mr, Queleh,

The Sixth Form would be going to
their room in a few minutes, and would
not find the Head there; neoither would
he eome! The high and mighty Sixth
would be left at a loose end.

Btill, that did not matter. Bunter did
nok give that the fag-end of a thought.

The great question was, how was
Bunter, having cscaped a licking from

the Head, to escape a licking from Mr.

Quelch in turn?

Faintly, from a distance, Bunter heard
the echoing sound of a f]q[mrtiug CAr.

The Head was gone! Already he was
ot the road, with s back to Grey-
briars; speeding away frem the school,
lis face towards the distant seaport, and
iz thoughts already there! Bunter was
done with the Head for the day.

If only he eould have heen done with
Mr. Quelch also! Mr. Queleh, unfortun-
piely, remained to be dealt with,

The problem was & difficult one. IE
beat arything in Fuelid. From what-
ever aspect Bunter considered -t the
certainty seemed that, since his punizh-
ment had not been administered by the
Head, 1t would be administered by Mr.
Quelch. The Head had been in a melt-
ing mood; Mr. Quelch wes not likely
to be in anvthing of the kind. If the
flogging was off the caning was on—that
spamed cortain. It was an improvement,
but it was not good enough !

Witht that prospect before him on his
return to the Remove-room, Buntor was
neturally in no hurry to rvoeturn. The
Head's message to Mi
eourse, could wait,

But the minutes were passing.

The Sixth had gone to their Form-
room, &nd Mr. Quelch would soon be
‘wondering why Bunter did not return.

Bunbter was nob much aceustomed to
thinking. DBut his fat wits were hard ab
work now. If Mr, Quelch could be made
to believe that Bunter had had hs lick-
ing, or if a fictitious message could be
invented from the Head, causing Mr.

Cuelech, of

would do. DBut—

Dieep in that problem, Bunter heard
a sound of footsteps in the corridor ouk-
side,” approdching the study door.

He started.

Back into his fat mind came the recnl-
lection of the Head's reference to the
Sixth Form, which Mr. Quelch was fo
“take ¥ in Dr. Locke's abseneco.

There wes no one to “toke” the
Sixth, and they had obviously been
waiting, and now some beast was coming
along sbout it: Bunter even thought he
recognised Wingate's footsteps. Of
course, with nobody in charge of the
Sixth Form room, the head - prefect
would naturally come to the Head for
instructions,

Bunter quaked. :

What wonld Wingate think, finding
Bunter i the Head's study—a room in
which no junior had a right to be?
What would ha think—and what would
he do, which was more serious. At the

very least he would march Hunter back
ta his Form-room and hatd him over
ta Mr. Quelch’s tender maercies—with
his problem still unsolved.

Bunter hardly stopped to think.

He crossed rapidly to thd door, and,
silently, softly, turned the key 'in the
lock.

He was only in time.

Tap !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
His Master’s Voice !
ILLY BUNTER breathed hard.
B Wingate, or some other Sixth
Form beast, was tﬂ}:-piug at the
door of the Head's study—mest
likely Wingate.

Bunter made no sound.

If Wingate supposed that the Head
was npt there, and did not look in, all
wans well, Buntér would have gained
& reepite, at least, and would still have
time to solve his problem.

'I..I‘E-P l ]

The newecomer knocked again.

Then the handle turned.

"By Jovel!” _

Bunter heard George Wingate's voice
murmur that ejaculation. Doubtless the
captrin of Greyfriars was surprised to
find the Head's door locked, and teo
receive no answer to his knock.

Duntor stood silent, ]u'ls fat knees
knocking together, wondering what the
prefect would deo.

Knock!

It was o leuder knock ﬂlE.l':tthﬂ'l‘rE:.
Bunter's eves gleamed through his big
speatacles.  Why eouldn’t the beast go?
He must know that ihe Head didn't
want to be disturbed if he had locked
the door and didn't answer a knock,
DBut Wingate did not go. He was sue-
prised, and poerhaps startled.

Knock ! _ i

“ Are you there, sir?" called out Win-

ate of the Sixth, *“The door scems to

e locked, sir!™
ﬂ'll"||||H|H||II'II=I1I|1IIt!l[lltl’lll!t!ll:l'ltlll”!llllllllill:lllli_lf.
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Bunter breathed hard.

“Dr. Locke!" called out Wingate,
and there was a note of uncasiness in his
*-Iui;;?_ now. “Dr. Locke! Are you ill,
1T

;Eh, dtem' [ breathed Dunter.

o silly aszs actually s d that
tha Haa.drwa.a. ill, barguuﬁuﬁlﬁid nok
answer ! Knowing nothing of Dr.
Locke's sndden departure from Grey-
friars, and finding the Head's door
locked, Wingate could really hardly
suppose anything else. But it was
extromely irritatipg to Bunter. Tt
meant that the boeast wouldn't go!

“Pr., Lockel!” Wingate called out
again,

And then, like a flash, came Bunter's
brain-wave. Thers was'a way of satis-
E%mg Wingate—quite an easy way,
though Buntar had not thought of it
biefore, The ¢picods of the previous day
in Btudy No. 'Fiit was only necassary to
repeat it.  The ventriloquial voice that
had deceived Poter Todd and Harry
Wharton & Co. was good enough for
Wingate of the SBixth.

Bunter gave a little fat cough, his
usu%I Ipm!,imfnar  to vontriloguial stunis.
“Bloss my soul!” _
“0Oh, you are thers, sir!” exclaimed
Wingats as ha heard that well-known
jeculation in the study through the osk

oOr.

“¥es, cerfainly, Is that you, Win-
gata "

It was the Head's voico to the last

tone !

“Yes, sir. I knocked, and you did not
answor, and I thought perhaps you might
be ill, sir”

“Bless my soul! Not at all, Wingate.
1 have—hem !—locked my door so that I
shall not be disturbed. I have a very
important matter of business to deal
with.”

" Yos, sir,” said Wingata, in wonder.

“As I shall not be at liberty this
morning, Wingate, I desire Mr. Quelch
te take the Sixth. Will you tell him 30,
and will you take charge of the Remove,
Wingate 1

" Very well, sir.™

“You will inform Mr. Quelch that I
have dealt with the boy Bunter, Wingato.
Bunter was sent to me for panishment,
and I have dealt with him."”

“Yes, sir.

“Kindly inform Mr. Quelch, also, that
I have given Bunter leave from class this
morning,” went on Bunter, almost sur-
prizad at his own facility of Invention,
and still in the Head's voice. * After
administering—hem l-—a gevere punish-
ment, I considered 1t judicious to excuse
him from class. You will tell Mr, Quelch

“Yary good, sir 1"

And Wingate, greatly to DBunter's
relicf, walked awny down the passage.

Bunter grinned.

The captain of Greylriars, obvionsly,
had not the slightest suspicion, though
doubtless he was a little perplexed.

Bunter was safe!

Safe from the Head—safe Jfrom Mr.
Quelch—safe from classes! He had a
morning off, instead of a flogging or a
caning! Heally, it had been well worth
while to cultivate his weird gift of ven-
triloguism,

He sat down in the Head's comfortable
armechair, and put his feet on the Head's
mantelpiece. _

He was in no hurry to leave the study,

It was judicious to waik till Mr. Quelch
was settled in the Sixth Form-room with
the soniors, and all the school at work.
Then he would be able to slip out of the
study without the slightest danger of
detection.

Tae MigyeT Liensry.—No. 542,



16

““THE FEUD WITH THE FOURTH!"—NEXT WEEK'S ROUSING -

Tiue, he had not yet delivered the
Head's message to Mr. Quelch. He had,
in fact, forgotten that, in the stress of
circumstances. But that could come
later. For the moment, obviously, Mr.
f%ualf:h could not be allowed to know that
the Head was gone, since he was to
belicve that the Head had just been
giving Wingsato directions,

Bunter sat in the Head's armchair, and
groped in his ket, He still had o
chunk or two of Peter Todd's toffee leff,
znd he proceeded to dispose of it with
satisfaction.

Footsteps again !

Bunter started up. .

If that beast Wingate was coming
back, or Mr. Quelch——  Fortunately,
the &uﬂr was locked. PBunter listened
with painful intentness. Then he recog-
nised the heavy, ponderous -tread of Mr.
Prout, the master of the Fifth. Portly
i) o Ig‘mut. had a tread that was unmis-
takable—indeed, Potter of the Fifth had
applied to him a quotation from
Macanlay, describing him as the “huge
earth-shaking beast.”

What the thump did the Fifth Form
master want ! He cught to have been in
his Parm-ream with his Form, but here
he was!

KEnock! i

The Greyfriars ventriloquist answered
&t once; he did not want Mr. Prout o
hecome: suspicious.

"“Who 13 there 7

“It 15 I, Dr. Locke,” answered Mr.
Prout's portly voice, and he turned the
handle of the door.

“The door iz locked, Mr. Prout. 1
smust not ba disturbed this morning. 1
an engaged upen—hem [—some pressing
business, ™

“0Oh, quite so, =zir!” said Mr. Prout.

I amn sorry to disturb yon, =ir, in that
case, but as you instructed me to come
at ten-thirty-—"

I‘Eh a1l

“Perhaps you could spare one moment,
sir, to hand me the Latin paper for which
I have called, and for which wyou
instructed me to call,” said Mr. rout,
with & faint note of sarcasm in his voice.

Bunter breathed quickly.

O all unlucky things it seermned that the
Itead had been preparing a Latin paper
far the Tifth, and told Mr. Prout to ask
him for it thalt morning! Really, it was
not an unusual incident, but it was very
winfortunate in the cirenmstances—the
~peuliar cireumstances. Bunter was at a
azs for a moment, and did not know what
12 reply, and Mr. Prout went an:

“I have heen to the Sixth Form-reom,
¢, and was told that you were in vour
~tade, sir, 50 I came here. I am loth
1o disturb vou, sir; bt your own in-
etrnotionge—"

“Yes, ves: quite so, Mr. Prout,” said
Bunter, in the Head's voice—"gquile so0!
But the fact is—the—the fact is—"

“Yes, sirl”

Mr. Prout ovidently wanted to know
what the fact was!

“Tha—=the fact i5=—"  Bunter oud-
gellad hia fat broins. “The—the fact of
ihe matter is—is this, Mr. Prout—I have
gone to Sonthampton to meet——"

“What "

“]—I mean, I am going to Bouth-
ampton to meet my—my son, who is
relurning from India—"

“ From India, sir?”

“1 mean from Mespot—that iz to say,
Meropotamia. I have had a telephone
meszago from my—my son, Mr. Prout, to
say that he has landed at Northampton

“ At Northampton ™

“T mean Southampton. In the ecir-
cumstances, Mr. Prout, T guite forgot
the Latin paper, and I have not—not
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prepared it. T shall have no time to
attend to the matter to-day.™

“Very good, siv” ,

“I am now expecting a trunk call from
Southampton, =o I must not be disturbed.
Kindly go back to your Form-room ab
onca, Mr. Prout, and remain thera!”

“What "

;.ll,?mmi" lhm:li” ; ? i

ere was a sort of gurgling grunc out-
side the Head's door. li)r. Iirclta was
extremely popular with his staff, for his
urbanity’ of manner, his old-world
conrtesy, was unfailing. Bo this kind of
talk from him was very surprising and
disconcerting, and Mr. Prout was very
much surprised and very mueh offended.

“Dr. Locke !

“ Yoz, yea!™”

“You will exense me, sir,” said Mr.
Prout, his portly voics trembling with
resertment. “You will exeuse me, Dr.
Locke, if I take exception, sir, to this
mode of address, to which, sir, T am
unaccustomed—quite unaccustomed. I
oame to sée you, sir, on your own instruc-
tions—vour instructions, gir, given to me
personally., I will return to my Form-
room, gir, immediately, and I shall cer-
tainly rémain there, sir—most certainly ;

but, although you are my chief, sir, and.

I respect you highly, sir, I am bound
to sav that I take exception to such a
mode_ of address, sir—Iam bound lo say
that, Dr, Locke!”

And Mr. Prout, extremely offended,
marched away down the corridor with
hig heavy tread.

“Oh, my hat!” murmuared Bunter,

He had escaped again, at all events;
and. the offence taken by Mr. Prout did
not matter much—to Bunter. He zat
down in tha Head's armchair to finish

the toffee.
The toffea finished, DBunter decided

that it was time to get out of his present
quarters, befora some other troublesome
person came along. i

He unlacked the door quictly, opened
it a few inches, and blinked into the
corridor,

Like Moscs of old, he locked this way
and that way, After what had oceurred,
it was oxtremely important that the
Greyfriars ventriloguist should not be
seon lenving the Head's study.

The next moment DBunter's head
popped back into the study, like that of
a tortoise into its shell.

A few vards along the corridor was a
window. At that window steod Trotter,
the House page, polishing the glass.

Bunter's heart thwnped.

He closed the door again softly, and as
softly turned the key in the lock.

“Oh, my hat ! murmured Bunter.

He hacd not been seen, but the esca
had been narrow. Evidently he -could
not leave the Head's study yet.

““Oh dear !

Up to that mement all had gone well—
remarkably well! But the peculiar
sitnation {I-ﬂ.{l developed awkwardness!
Billy Bunter wa+ a prisoner now in the
Head's study, and how long his imprison-
ment wos Lo last was a troublesome gues.
tion to which there was, as wvet, no
ANSWar,

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Mysterious !

i ALLO, halle, hallo !" murmured
Boby Cherry,
“NWot Bunter!™
Nugent,

The door of the Remove Form-room
had opened, and all eyes in the Remove
turned unpon it, in the expectation of
sceing Billy Bunter.

whisperad

—

All the Remove knew what Mr
Quelch’s note to the Head meant, It
meant that the ITead was requested to
give Bunter a flogging.

S0 the Remove fellows expected to see
Bunter return to the Form-room in o
crumpled condition, sguirming,

But it waz not Bunter--it was Win-
gote of the 8ixth who entered the
Hemove-room,

. Mr, Quelch glanced at him in surprised
inguiry.

“The Head sont me, sir,"” said Win-
gate, "I ain to tell you that he is very
busy this morning, and desirez you to
take the Sixth Form in hiz place, sir.”

“Indeed 1" said Mr. Qne'lcﬂ

“1 am to take the Hemove in your
absence, sir.”

“Very good, Wingate I

“The Her 1 desived me to tell youn that
he has pumished Bunter, zir, and has
cxcugsed him from classes this morning
m consequence of his punishment.”

Mr. Quelch rais- | hiz eyebrows a
little,

“TIndead !
class 7
_“The Head said I was to tell you so,
gir,”

“Yery good!” said Mr. Quelch, com-
pressing his lips o little,

Mr. Queleh saw no reason whatever
why DBunter should be excused from
classes, simply because he had been
flogged. But this was not the first occa-
sion that Dr. Locke had taken a more
lenient view than the somewhat severo
Remove master, It was slightly irritat-
g, but 1t was not & maller of surprise,

Mr. Quelch glanced over his class.

*I shall leave yout in Wingate's chargo
this morning,” he said. “ Wharton, you
will acquaint Wingate with the order of
work for the lessons, I shall expect
ovder to be kept in this Form-room
during my absence,”

And Mr. Queleh left the Remave-room,
and went away to take the -Bixth,
nothing doubting.

The Remove brightened up
siderably.

Mr. Quelch's temper had hoen very
tart that morning, and the juniors wero
by no means displeased to change him
for Wingate.

First lesson was over, and second
lesson went off quite amicably with the
captain of Groyfriars in control.

Then came morming break, and the
Removites were dismissed for a gquarter
of an hour, and they streamed out
cheerily into the sunny quadrangle,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Where s
Bunter " inguired Bob Cherry.

The juniors had expected to find
Bunter in the quad, but he was not to be
secn,

“Lucky bargee, lo get off classes for
the mornmg,” said Bkinner., * Almosi
worth a flogging.”

“ Not quite, I think,"” zaid Bob, laugh-
ing. “I'd rather have Quelchy and
Latin irregular werbs than a Head's
flogging. I wonder where he is?

“{zone up to the study to sleep it off,
perhaps,” suggested Johnny Bull,

“ Poor old DBunter!”

“The sufferfulness of the esteemed
Bunter s probably terrifie,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Let us
seckfully look for him, and administer
the harmless and necessary sympathy.”

“Good ! said Bob. %*I've got a
packet of choes. They’ll help to comfort
Bunter.™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton & Co, proceeded to
the Remove passape to look for Bunter,
with sympathetic intentions, No doubt

Bunter is exensed from

Coal-
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.Hr. Prout turned the handle of the door. “ The door Is locked, Mr. Prout ! ™ The Greyfriars ventriloguist answered up
at once, imitaling 4he well-known voice of Dr. Locke.
hem—some pressing business | ** There was a gurgling grunt outslde the Head’s door. (See Chapler 7.)

“*1 must not be disturbed this morning.

I am engaged upon—

Bunter had asked for trouble that morn-
ing; stilly a fellow who was up against
irouble emtisted | the svmpathy of the
Leroos of the Remove. ]

Bunter was not to be found in Study
No 7. )

The juniors looked in  the other
stodies.  Kunowing Bunter's little ways,
they would not have been surprised lo
find him raiding some fellow's study
ouphoard.

ut the whole Hemove passage was
drawn Llank. DBunter was not there.

“0Oh where and oh where can he ba?"
gang Bob Cherry,

“Alight have gone up to the dorm for
a snooze " ﬁaif Harey. "I think he
likes sleoping next to ealing.”

“Let's look !

Thoy looked,
lory wis drawn blank.
was not there.

Tt the Remove dormi-
Billy Bunter

The ]I(Lmi-:-fs came downstairs apain,
and laoked in the Rag. 'The Rog was
vacant.

It was rather a puzzle where Bunfer
eonld be. Ho did not seem to be in-
tloors, and he could not he seen out of
dnors,

“Can't be gone oub of gates,” anid
Johony Bull, “'Thore's no leave out of
pates till efler thored [esson I =ax,
Toddy, where's vour prize pig?

Peter Todki] cams up to the Famous
Five in the gual. He was locking
progzled,

“I've heen leoking for him, and I
ean’t Mined him anywipere”

“EHame here ™ prinnod Boh,

“0f eonrae, he doesn’t matier,” e=and
Teter; “hub a. the fat duffer seems to
have had a flogging, T thought I'd look
for bime.  IF the Tlead s given him leave,
b way have given lnm leave ont of
wnbey, though”

“Taet's a-k Gosling”

The Removites walked cdown o the
schonl-porler’s loddge, 'Phe aoscient and
puarlad Willion Gesling was sunning
bimeelf in bi- dooeway,

“Hallo, halio, hallo! Seen a porpoise
rolling by this morning, Gossy ¥ ashked
Ioh Uherry.

“Has Bunter gone out, Gosling ?""

f}miingl; shook hiz head.

“Agin' orders,” he answored, “and
wot I says is this "ere, vou young gentle.
mon ain't going out, neither ™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Wo're not after that, Gossy; we'ra
looking for Bunter. He's got leave {rom
clas: this morning, and he secinz to have
vanished. The Head let him off class
after giving him a flogging.”

Gosling eyed the captain of the
Demove.

“Gammon I he answ .

111 ];:hjlll

“You can't pull my leg, Mazter Whar-
ton. I don’t know why yau're spinning
e Eois varn, sir, but wot T =ays is this
"ore, w1 cant pull my leg!™

Wharton stored at him.

“Tut I'm net pulling veur leg, old
Liean,” he answered. * DBunter was up
for a flogpging in first lesson, and the
Head let him off claws afterrards,™

“Chuek it ! sald Gosling derisively.
SThink I whuldnt know if a feller Lad
been flogged ¥ When it's a Head's Nog-
Eing, At I :l]“':l:,.'.-t ealleed in ™"

“Well, woeren't you ™

No, I woasn'L!” said Gosling. “ And
I know the ad'a heen too busy Lo flog
envbody tlis morning, too, sceing (hat
he's gone off to Southampton in his car
guite early.”

“The Heads gone to Southampion,
has he " askod oD, * Docs that mean
that Mz, DPerey Locke has landed, alter
ally™

“Tb do!™”" =aiddl Gosling. “The *Fad
was off mighty quick; I «'pose hn "ad it
hy telephone,  Jest a ward as e went—

he knewed ‘ow plad T oshould be ta
tar that Mr. DPevey wos xafe "omn
again.  losding's  erosty face was

quite getial for s omoment, 8o don't
you =pin e any yerns about "Ead's

Hoggings, Master Wharton, ‘cause why,
I know He ain't flogged anybedy !

“Well, my hat!” said Harry,

The juniors walked away
{zosling'a lodge, quite mystified. In an
officinl Head's flogging, Gosling had a
part to play;: and certainly he should
have known whether it had taken place
or not.

“1 suppose’ it wasn't really a first-
closs, gilt-edged fogging,” said DBob
Cherry, with a grin. *'The Head just
madoe him bend over, like a prefect, I
suppose. When it's an official cere-
mony Geossy has to lhoist the giddy
vietim. "

“1 supmopse that’s it,” said Harry.
“"Quelchy was  awfully ratt with
Dunpter; but I dare say the Head didn't
quite sea it. He isn'b quite such a
Tarter as Quelehy.”

“That’s s0."

S But where if Bunier ! asked Poter
Todd, “If he's only had & wmld lick-
ing, he mwst have gobt over il before
this. Whore 12 he? Wo've looked
everywhers.™

“Gooines: knows.™

It was near the end of morning breal
now, and larry Wharton & Co. walked
back to the-Iouse, much puzzled. In
the fuad they passed Coker and Polter
and (rreone of thae Fifth. The three
seniors were chatting and chuckling.

“Prouty was quite wild!"” Polter was
anying. “Can't quite understand 3t ;
but the Tlead must have said something
fo mot hia vagp out. Ind you spot hia
face when he came back to the Form-
roomm in sacond lesson 7™

Coker and Greene chortled,

“IDidn't we?t" soid Coker. 1 dara
say the Head sabk on him. My opinion
iz that D'routy mnceed: =udting on nk
times,"

“llear, hear! grinned Greene.

“And he didn't give us the Head'a
Latin paywr, vither." remarked Doiter,
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“And he was in a fearful temper!
w%:der what the Head said to him."”

arry Wharton & Co. paused and
locked a6 one another. 'Then the
walked on, leaving the three senjors still
discussing—with  hilarnty--what  the
Head could possibly have said to Mr.
Prout in second lesson.

“I gay, that's jolly queer!” said
Wharton. “¥You heard what those
chaps were saying—the Iead seems to
have regged old Prout in second
lesson.™

“And Godling says he was gone to
Southampton,” said Beb, with a mod.
“Wingate told Quelchy that the Head
was too busy to take the Sixth this
morning—that miist have been when he
wasg going off, I suppose, But that was
before second lesson.™

“It's jolly odd '

“The oddfulness ia terrifie!”

According to Gosling, the IHead had
departed in his car quite early; and it
was aft the close of first lesson that
Wingate had come in to tell Mr. Quelch
to take the Bixth in the Head's place,
That should have marked the time of
the Head's departure.

Yet aftor that—some timo after that,
in second lesson—2Ir. Prout appeared
te have had an interview with the
Head, according to what the Filth-
Formers were saying. And Wingate
had brought the information that
DBunter had been flogged: and, accord-
ing to Goshing, there had been no
flogging. And Dunter had mysteriously
disappeared! Really, it was very,
very puzzling and mystifyving, and the
heroes of the Hemove did not know
what to make of it.

The bell for classes called them in 1o
third lesson; and they found that Win-
gate of the Bixth was taking them
agaln, in place of their Form-master,
Apparently, Mr. Quelch was fo stick
to the Sixth that dav—Ilor which relief
liis Form were duly thankful. Yet how
add it was that the messape had been
that the Head was busy, and not that
he had left the school for tha day!

In third lesson the juniors fergot the

* matter—Wingate kept them wp to their

work., But if they had thought about
it, with wet towels round thelr heads,
they would not have been likely to
guess the astounding truth, and still
lesg likely to guess what was te follow
?uring that remarkalle day at Grey-
riars,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Unprecedented !

R. Queleh walked down the car-
ridor to the Head's study with
a very livm step amd a knitted
brow.

The Remove masler weas not in the
Lest of tempers.

Ila was annoved, and, like ihe
ancient prophet, hLe felt that he did
well to be angry.

The Head only the day lbefore had
been kindness and courtesy iiself ; dis-
cussing with Mr. Quelch hiz eson’s re-
turn in the most amieabie spirit.  That
waa only yesterday: and to-day there
vras an unpleasant change. To-day the
Flead lacked his usual polished polite-
neass, alwavs unfailing to hia subor-
dinates. He had lot Bunter off lessons
—although the mere fact that AMr.
Cueleh had sent Buupiter to the IHead
vdoemonslrated that fhe junior was most
seriously an offender.  IIn had sent
guite a cavalicr message to Alr. Guelch
—-nmerely sayving that ho was busy and
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I that Mr. Quelch was io take the Bixth

while Wingate took the Remove.

Really, the Head, however busy,
wight bhave found time to tell Mr.
Quelch this personally.

The Head's word was law, of course;
but that only made it all the more im-
perative for a gentleman, in a position
of unquestioned authority, to be meti-
culously considerate of the feclings of
subordinates who were bound to obey—
to temper the wind to the shorn lamb,
a3 it were. ,

Seldom or never had the Head failed
in this way. Now he seemed to have
failed, and Mr. Quelch was annoyed.

Really, & gentleman, though only =
subordinate, could not be treated with
friendly courtesy one day and off-hand
casualness the next. That was not the
way to treat a Form master, a Master
of Arts, an elderly scholastic gentleman
of dignified character and rather touchy
temper. It was not the way at all.

Moreover, it had not been stated how
long Ar. Quelch was to take the SBixth
and how long Wingate was to take the
Bemove. Buch matters, too, could not
be settled off-hand by a careless verbal
message. If a prefect was to take his
Form for a whnﬂr day, Mr. Quelch had
to arrange matters accordingly. He
was left quite in the dark as to what
the Iead really wanted, after third
lesson. Tt was quite unprecedented.

Foar which reasons Mr. Quelch’s brow
was knitted, and his step had an un-
usual dectded firmness, as he ap-
yrogched the Head’s study in morning
Lmuk. He wanted to know.

Knock !

It was 8 very decided knock at the
Head's door. As the Head's message
hed been that lie was busy, Mr. Quelch
supposod that he was busy in his study.
Mrs. Locke was away, so it could hardly
have been any houschold matter that
had so saddenly claimed the Head's
special  attention.  Neither did Mr.
Quelch suppose that it was any news
of voung Mr. Locke, for in that case
the Head surely weuld have told him,
after their very friendly discussion on
the subject the day before.

Knock!

Mr, Quelch turned the handle of the
door.

“Upon my word ! ha murmured,

The door was locked on ihe inside.
That was proof that the Hcead was
there—at all events, it was naturally
taken as such proof.

IIad the door eopened, Mr. Quelch
would have Leheld a fat and torrified
junior shaking in lis shoes.

Fortunately, it could not open.  Rilly
Bunter was sale from observation. oven
if Mr. Quelch looked through the key-
hole—which he was not likely to do.
Bunter, judging others, even Form-
masters, by himsell, kept out of the line
of vision from the keyhole,

Ile knew that it was Mr. Queleh who
had knocked=lie knew that determined
tread. Ho knew that it was Mr.
Queleln, and that Mr. Queleh was in an
annoyed temuper.  Aud Bunler guaked,

Rut ventrviloguial tricks wore sccond
natinre to DBunter now; his facility in
that enrvious line never failed him. If
was in the Head's voiee, to the final
shade of a tone, that he spoke, as he
answered the knock, _

“Rless my soal! Really, T should net
he disturbed lLike this, when I have
given strictk injunctions that T should
not be disturbed this morning! Dless
my soul!"

*Dr. Locke!™

“Ah?! Ishat vou, Mr. Quelchi?”

"It is I, =ir.” answered Are. Quelch,
in his iciest tene. Chilly dignity now

enwrapped Mr. Queleh as a garment,
“1 have no desire, sir—mo intention to
disturb you.”

“Very pood, Ar. Quelech! The fact
is I amn exceedingly busy.™

“I simply desire to know your wishes,
sir,” said Mr. Quelch frigidly. *If %
am to continne to take the Sixth——""

“{h, certainly 1

“ For the remainder of the day—"

“ Precisely.”

“In that case, I shall instruet Win-
gate, I presume, to remain in charge of
mly l:urm for the remainder of the day
also "

“ Just so0, Mr. Queleh,™

“ Very good, sir! That iz all 1*

Mr. Quelch's voice trembled & little, in
spite of his icy self-control. It was the
very first time in his long experience
that he had ever been kept on the door-
mat in this siyle.

He had never expected to talk with
Dir. Locke through & door—the Head not
even troubling to unlock the door io
answer him. It was treating him like—
like—Mr. Quelch scarcely fmew what.
But he knew that he did not like it—he
knew that very clearly,

Bunter’s fat heart was thumping.

Ho knew that Mr. Quelch was gﬂﬂ]‘ﬂ}',
intensely angry; which made it all the
more important that Br. Quelch should
not discover him in the Head’s study.
It was no time to think of remote con-
sequences—even  if Billy Bunter had
been aceustomed to looking far ahead.
The immediate danger was pressing—
Mr. Queleh had to be barred off.

“One word more, sir——"

“Really, Mr. Queleh, you are disturb.
ing mo seriously.”

“T am sorry, sirl? {fﬂ-ﬁ]‘n:sd Mr.
Quelech. “Buat I am bound to ask yon
concerning Bunter., Is he excused from
third lesson as well as earlior ¢lasses ¥

“Certainly.”

“Oh!" said Mr., Quelch.

“In fact, I have decided to excuse
Bunter from classes for the whole day,
Mr. Quelch.”

“"What 1"

“The boy appears to me to be some-
what delicate, Mr. Quelch. Considering
everything, I have given him & day’s
leave.™

“Tt is for you to decide, of course,
sir,” said Mr. Quelch, almost choking.
“ As Bunfer's Form-master, I feel com-
pelled te say that I do not share your
view. But, of course, it is for you to
sy,

“ Quite so.™

“Ts that all, sir ?” gasped the Remove
master, pale with anger,

“lot moe see!  Yes! T have becn
somoewhat disturbed by someone elean-
ing windows in the corridor, Alr. Quelel,
Please give instructions that no one is to
enter this corridor again unless I ning—
either the boys or the servants.™

“Regarding tho servants, sir, doubt-
less you will ring for Mrs, Kebble and
give her instructions.” .

“71 have given you Instruclions, Mr.
Queleh, and I expect you to carry them

out."
0K

Mr. Quelch glaved at the oak door.

“iundly convey my wishes to Mrs.
Kchble, sir”

“ Vory well, Dr. Locke.™

“Iliat is all,” said the voice frem the
sludy, “ You may go.”

Mr. Queleh trembled with wralh., He
was tald that he might go—as if he wern
a fag of the Becond Form—or Trotter
the page! 1le ecould not trust himseli
to speak. Ile wenk

Wentineed on page 11.)



A STRAIGHT TALK TO THE
BARRACKING SPECTATOR.

ERE'S for a straight talk for a few minutes to tle man
who witches foothall—to those speetators who are not
always as faif as they might be. I can quite understand
the attitude of the ultra-partisan follower of this or that

club. Indeed, I like to see the fellow who is desperately anxious

for the welfare of his favourite side, for thiz is the fellow who

will travel & hundred milez or more to give his favourites a cheer

ftlrle an away ground—a cheer which puts hesrt and courage into
m.

All the same, thers are spectators who do need talking to in
a tatherly sort of way, for it is undoobtedly a fact that plenty of
players have been killed, in a football sense, by criticism. First of
all, there is the fellow In the ¢rowd who goes to the match with
one eve closed—who ﬁnlf sees the eide in which he ia specially
interested; who will howl at the mildest ci-iouls committed by a
member of the visiting team, and almost literally encourage the
player of his own side to dirty play.

On thesz lines I recall one most promising player of my acquaint-

upce. Inm oa certain mateh he was not too well treated by the
vppesition, and when he retaliated .he was given a cheer, and
told, in w0 many words, to go ahead with the business of getting
hls awn back. He foolishly copied. the alvice, and wns sent off
the fleld, received a month's suspenslon, and was never the same
Moyer afterwards, **Qetting your own back ™ is a game that
aoben't pay, and tha apeetators who g-iy_e wlvice og these lines
are tiaitors to the game, and no {riends of the players to whom
they give such advice.
o Sometimes we are told that foothallers are too much alike,
that they are all tarred with the same brush, and that the great
majorlty of them play the same pame io exactly the same way—
that the sport is lacking in originality. T zomethines think this
criticlsm i truoe, but certaln spectatprs are to blame beciuse they
won't stand for originality d by their attitude they kill the young
player with ideas of his own.

Let a lad be intreduced to a team who docs not play the
game in the orthedox way—a full-back” who dribbles a bit, a half-
bick who gocs right up- among the forwards occaslonally, or a
forwvard who taked on a roviog commission, These lads are quickly
told sbont it by peopla in the-crowd who ean't see bevond the
ends af Lieir noses, who think that originality is suere to lead to
fuillure. Most of us who have mueh experience of foothall have
rcen lads come into the game with original ideas, but their
eriginality has been quickly killed by severe criticism from the
onlookers. I want to make an appeal here for such plaverz to be
given a chance.

Muore earncstly still, however, do I think It necezsary to make
an appeal for fair treatment for the player on tripl—the lad
who lus his gpnrs to win ®nd who gets a chance of winnine them.
Now, every young player has not the temperament which cnables
“himy, when promoted to a first-class side, to play up to his own
slandard. - He is apt t¢ be nervous and ‘worried, to do things
wrong in his carly triale. This player Is not deserving of criticism;
he Bs dezerving of sympathy, and if he gets it Is much more likely
to “come on ' at a quicker pace than if his early ciforts are
fecred ot. Give the lads their chance to make good Is the saundest
and fairest bit of adviee T can give, I have kpown young plavers
who have actnally shed tears ab .the end of their Ort pamae:
vhey have Enown that they have not done themsaelves justice, and
the remarks of the onlookera have cut them to the heart.

There i3 another type of spectator whose nttitode of mind 1
have mever been able to understand—the one wha barracks the
eiforts of s favourite team nx o whole. 1 know that failure is
gulling to the enthnsiastic partizan, but just a8 there muost be
wime club ab the top of the Leazue, so there mast he some elub
at the bottom, Early in the present seacon Sheflicld United were
dning badly--there Is ne doubt about that—and some of the players

of the teamm were subjected to really harsh criticizin, while the |
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I have meanaged fo secure the serviees of some of the fincst
football experts in the country as contributors fo our sew
Supolenzent.
be sure of gefling the very latest ond most crclusive news,
interesting gossip, ond information.—FH. Wharton, Ed.
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efforts of the side as o whole were not given any ecredit ot all.
The capiain, Gillesple, threatened to leave the club if this harsh
treatment was persisted in, and he would not have been the first
fine player to be driven from this or that team by criticism.
Bat one day Sheffield United won a mateh away from {wma. The
supporters immediately relented, cheered thé players on their nexs
uppesrance al Bramall Lane, and from that moment Shefield
United went from suceess to success.

This was a perfect illustration of a fact which I8 all too often
averlooked—thut many & team has beén cheered to victory, but
that no team has ever heen jeered to Euccess.

Flag-Kicks and Penaities

PARS ABOUT FOOTBALL

MEN AND MATTERS.
By The Man in the Street.

ETER McWILLIAM. the manager of Tottenham Hotapur,
says he greatly prefers married players to the single variety.
But, then, the former Newcastle balf-back always did
consider football & partnership gama,

Davld- Jack recently scored his hundredth | since joining the
Bolton Wanderérs club, But he didn't sing about it, although his
second name is Nightingale,

When blg crowds assemble at Stamford Bridge men go roumd
with megnpliones to get the people packed in their proper places,
Wouldn't it be n better iden to employ fellows who have had
experience in the sardine-packing industry?

Burnley have never been the same team pince thelr former
centre-hall retired. In other words, they bave gone off the Boyle.

In a recent Welsh Rugger team there were five policemen. Small
wonder that after the gume some of the English players declared
that they had been * pinched.”™

Preston North End have this season pained a reputation for
being oneof the hest clubs in the coantry at hoine and the worst
when playing on their opponents' grounds. The favourite ditty of
the players 15 said to run like this: * Be It ever so0 humble, thore's
oo place like home.™

Quite a number of schoolmasters are now associated with the
leading clubs, Whatever else bappens, they should certainly be
able to * stlek ** it.

The directors of Hull City recently gave it out that unless thoy
gob blgeger gates they would have to dispoze of some of their men,
It would indeed be tragic if they had to sell the = hull ™ lot.

Andy Wilson hus been telling the world that he has developed
4 series of secrct signals for use on the field by players of the
Chelséa club. I hope these weren't rendergd necessary because
Andy’s colleagues could not understand hizs Scoteh accent.

A well-known manager says that he sees no objection to playera
congratulating each other by handshakes when a goal is scored,
but he does pob think the congratulations ought. to extend to
kiszing the successful marksmen. We agres, We have seen some
of the foothallers.

Alexundgr Keeping, the young full-back of Southampton, Is very
keen on Aying, ond we know some forwards who might also take
up aviatlon to enable them to reach some of the passes which are
made to them. R

Noel George, the gonlkeeper of Wolverhampton Wanderers, hias
such Lig handa that 16 is easy for biin to grip a full-sized football
and pick It up with one hand. When he does this his collengues
exclnim : ™ By George!™
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HARRY WHARTON'S FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT!

Superstitions of:
Fam%ﬁls lootbailers

1
. ] 4, picked it up, and put
Fads Alleged to Brlng G-ﬂﬂd L'IJ.C]L 4t frf:: hli]! pocket. This par-

the present serles of Cuptics was

being played I happened to be walk-

ing into the grouwnd of & big club
with ‘the manager of one af the teams con-
cerned in the important game. Suddenly the
manager darted away from me, and I heard
him telling & fellow who wes eelling cough-
lozenmes, or something ke that, to get away
from the entrance to the ground as qulckly
as possible. This action oo the part of the
menager, whom I knew to be o kind-bearted
muatt, surprised me, and when he came back
I asked him why io the world he had sent
the geller of the sweets away.

“Didn't you notice,” said the manager,
““that bhe bhad & promounced squint?
players will be alopg In-a mioute, and
they happencd to see that fellow with the
squint they would be as certain as anything
‘that it was g ture eign of bad luck, and
that they would Ioge our mateh to-day.*

This-explanabion of a quaint seperstition—
that to meet & perton who equints o bit is
sure to be followed by bad luck—set my
mind tunning on the superstitions of [oot-
hallers in peneral, and T hope vou will be ds
interested as I was to discover the quaint

OH the day when the Fourth Round of

fads and fancies possessed by some of our.

leading players. T would not go so far as
to gay  footballers™ are more superstitioos:
than other people, but they certaioly do
talk a2 lot about fthe thiogs which bring

ﬂrﬁ'm good luck or bad.
F way of example, It has freguently been
noticed that Jock -Rutherford, the [amous

ontside-right «0f the Arsenal, whom we were
all glad to welcome back to the game
reeently, I8 invariably last out of the dress-
ing-room when his team is playing a match.

I know why he does that,” said a lellow
to mt the other day. “ It Is g0 that he can
get an exbra cheer all to” himself.” This s
not the explanation at all. Jock #rimly
Lelieves that unless he goes on to the field
last, that match is golng to be mn unlucky
one for him and his team, and right through
his career he has always made a practice
of boing last out of the dreseing-room at
the start of A game and also at the restart
after half-time. A soperstition very much
on the same lines i3 that - held - by Neil
McBain, f Everton, who has come to the
conglusion that if he ia the last of the feam’s
players to arcive at the ground. he will have
A pood day.

Meredith's toothplek provides a  classle
Instanea bf the fads of famous foothallers.
The most wonderful wingar of all time would
naver go on the fleld withoot a toothplek
stuck in his mwonth, and there were people
at Matehester who oeed to.say that they
conld tell whether Meredith would be io
wood form or not by the angle at which he
held the toothplek.

I once knew a E,I{““ who decided that he
would copy the Meredith toothpick idea.
The game had no sooncr started Cham this
player, heading the ball, completely forgot
about the toothpick, and he had to retire
for o few minutes while ib wos extracted
from his throat. e never tried the tooth-
pick as A talisman after that, having doubt-
less come to the conclusion that. although
it might be lucky for Meredith, it was
unjecky for him,

As Meredith wears his toothpick, so Is Dick
Pym always to be seen - wearing a partienlar
cap, and, although & 12 sald at Bolton that
it iz high time the lkeeper pot & mnew
noe, ha still standa F the one which he
decleres has hrought him luck., DBut Pym is

a fsherman, .and, a3 we all know, the men |

who po down to tha sea in ships are about
the most superstitions of all people.

Our old friend, Dick Roose, who was killed
in the War, could never be persunded to puot
on a ¢lean pafr of knickers. The more muddy
the state of hiz apparel,” the better pleased
was he; and I.shall never forget, prlor to
the start of one big match, sceing him go
out to the back of . the dresging-room and
rith the knickers he was to wear in some
thick mud. FHe had bean provided with a
nica clean palr for the occasion, but ha just
hated to put them on. ;
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[ to his colleagues, énd one doy while they

My,

The superstition which is held
by many people aboot It being
uinnlucky to pass o pin without
pleking it up is shared by many
footbullers, and onge prﬂp&]l:ﬂht
player rather varied this. He
could never pess o hairpin

ing on the road, but always

ticular spperstition waz known

were out for a long walk as part of their
training & good practical joke was played on
the * halrpin * mun. Several of the playera
bought a packet of hairpine each, and, taking
up their positiors ahead of the superstitious
player, dropped. these halrpins at frequent
intervals. Not one of them wonld the super-
atitipns player pass, and it i3 said that he
had a bad ache in the hack bofore he had
finished the walk through bending down to
pick up all the halrpine. which he found
lying abont. KMot until he was back in the
training quarters, with two porkets bulging
full with hairplns, was the joke explained
Lo him,

There ara many footballers who object to
biing photopraphed just prior fo o match
because they [eel certain that bad luck will

hee the onptéome. Among theza i3 Alberd
Tremonger, the famous Ikeeper of MNotts
County, who bas sorprized ma A Fress

photographer by resolutely refusing fo- be
hotographed before the start of & game,
hera are whole tearms which share this
?uplfrs![tiun that to be photographed is bad
b1 LH

Cliarlle Bachan zays that he has no super-
stitions about walking under a ladder, but
he never does it beceuse a palnt-pot might
come down on his head. Bot 1 happen to
know that Charlie I3 not so free from super-
stition as be himself somnetimes tries fo
make out, and i by chance he puts his
frootball jersey on inside-ont he would not
dety Fate by changing it.  Billy ' Walker,
the Tamous insideleft of the Villa, always
puts his left foothall-boot on frst, hecaunsa
it wonld be unlucky to start with the right
one. And so we could go on.

Of course, you don't belfeva, and I don't
believe, that these things matier one little
kit. But we should be a much less interast.
ing people if we didn't have these funny
Links in our make-up.

Bt L, R R n S R cs p s s s S B B e e P e

LIGHTNING SKETCHES OF
FOOTER CELEBRITIES.

An impression of A, J, CAMPBELL,

the famous centrs hall-back of

Southampton, by Jimmy Seed, of
the Spurs.

TRAINING EOR

FOOTBAILL

The Benefits of Walking.

By PERCY LONGHURST.

HERE iz one means towards gelting
amd keeping fit which Iz far too little
practised. 1 refer to walking. [

euppose  the prevalence of the
Licyele, the motor-bus, and the tramcar
have something to do with the neglect of
wilking; but the fact remains that walk-
ing as a training exercise ia neplected except
by the few. Long-distance and cross-country
runners know how extremely useful Is walk-
ing as a means of promoting extra etayiup-
vowers; swimmers—not sprinters—value the
eterciee; and walking is still just as much
a part of o boxer's training as are the -
tice bouts with his agarrl‘n partners. ﬁil:w,.
if a boxer, who needs bth endurance .and
fquickness, finds walking valuable, most cer-
tuinly should the football player. Too many
fellows, however, look upon walking as a
disagreeable neccssity. They utterly fall to
realize the benefleial results to be obtained
from the habit of taking a really long walk
when the opportunity offers.

HSundays give the chance to most of ups
for taking a good walk—not the {dle saunter
of a half-mile or &0 along the pavements,
but a {f.r]l_'r good ‘stroll lasting several hours.
There Is no need to make such an ooting a
race, very far from It. WWhat I sug is
# five or six hours' stroll at a paca nﬁhtm
und a half or four milez an hour. Any slight
stilfness resulting from the wigorous exercise
ol the previous afterncon is very quickly
worked off, From such a walk, particularly
if taken in company—say; half o dozen
fellows—a power of good will result, mental
and physleally. The heart and longs wi
he etrenpgthened, the power of endurance of
the leg and thigh muscles increazed, not to
mention the invigorating Influence that the
combipation of moderate exercize and fresh
air have uwpon the nerves. Buoch strolling
parties should not be diffienlt to arganise,
and  they arc not impozsiblea even if one
happens to dwell in & larpe city. A walk of
the length suggested should take one well
heyond the extent of puvements and: shops,
and putting in now and again ‘a fairly fast
sprint of & guarter of A mile or so without
attracting attention or helng inconvenienced
by other pedestrianez.

There is other walking éxercise which the
chap anxious to keep fit shonld net neglect.
Thiz iz d really fost two miles jaunt, belng
carefel to take short strides. Buch an exer-
clze, taken once a day, §8 a great favoorite
with certain boxers who are anxiouz not to
fose rapidity of foolwork. And, although
the average football club member has not as
muech tlme to give to his training as the
professional boxer preparing for a contast,
he should not find it impossible, with a littls
self-denial, to find the-opportunity for such
a training walk two or three times in a
week. It might well be taken fairly late in
the evening just belord supper. couple
of miles can be got through In hall an hour
at the outside, and such a finish to the day
is mo&t beneficial. For one. thing, such an
evening walk s pretty certaln to ensure a
night's rest. No need at all to get into
athletic togs for it. Ordinary clothes will
do, with rubber-soled shoes to be worn
when there is no rain or mud abount. And
when taking suoh a walk, don't Yorget that
the swinging of the arms i8 a neceseily.
Goodwin, that prince of trainers, urges that
he hands should be brooght wp almost as

igh as the shoulders every time. This Is
a4 dodge that not only loosens the shoulder
muzcles, but, by lifting the ribs, allows of
a greater quantity of air being token into
the lungs. Now and again the pace should
ha lessened for a hundred yards or so to
enable the walker to indulge in a spell of
very slow and deep breathing.

Fnst walking at firat is liable to moke the
shins feel a bit sore, but continnanee of the
exercize will surely cure that, and the walkor
will havae the added satisfaction of knowing
that he i developing a muscle that comes
in mighty useful when kicking a ball,
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({Cantinucd from page 12.)

Billy DBunter breathed more [reely
when his footsteps receded along the
corridor. lle had escaped once more—
and if the corridor remained unvisited
after that, he had an excellent chanece of
dodging unseen out of the Head's study

later. Dinner would be coming along
prosently, and dinner could not be
missed. That was very important.

Mr. Quelch’s face was very set as he
turncd out of the Head's corridor. By
the corner ho met Mr. Prout, the master
of the Fifth. There was an unusual
frown on Mre. Prout's fushed, portly
face, He stopped Mr. Quelch.

“¥ou have been to sece the Head,
Quelch T

“1 have T said Mr. Queleh.

“ Possibly you have noticed something
a liltie unusnal in the Head this morn-
ing,! my dear Quelch—a lack of respect
an¢ consideration which members of Dir.
locke's staffl had always considered that
they had a right to expect.”

Mr. Quelch started a little,

“1 have certainly noticed it, Mr.
Prout. May 1 ask *f your expericnce
las heen the same ¥°

“It has, sir!"” said Mr. Prout.
decidedly, siv !

“Tt has pleased Dr. Locke, on this
orcasion, to talk to me throngh & locked
door,” said Mr. Quelch bitterly.

* Precisely the same as my experience,
sir,” snid Mr. Prout, “and the expres-
sions nsed by the Head, sir, were nof
such as T am accustomed to hearing.”

*I can quite eredit it,” =aid Mr.
Qiwleh, compressing his lipe. “ My ex-
perience is similar.’”

“It is very unpleasant and disconcert-
ing, Mr. Quelch.”

“It is ﬂmeeﬂizzgly sa, Mr. Prout.”

“I scarcely understand Dr. Locke this
morning, Mr. Quelch.”

1 Iail to understand him at all, Mr.
Prout.”

" Mozt

“1t 15 really extracrdinary !V |

“ Unprecedented, siv—unprecedented 1™

And the two masters separaled, hav-
ing comforted one another a little by a
mutual grouse,

Really, the procecdings of the Head
ibat morning were decidedly exira-
ordinary and unprecedented,  But the
peenpant of the Tlead's stucdy, at that
time, was also rather extraordinary and
unprecedented, i the iwo masters had
only known it

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
No Exit!

ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER
W gasped with relief when MMr.
Queleh'a footsteps died away

down the corridor,

There was  silenee; and Bunter
Erinnoed.

Me. Queleh was pone, and was nob
likely o relurn. The supposed Head's
idructions wonld keep the corridor
elear—-amd as zoon az all the fellows
werg faiely seliled down o the Forin-
rovuns for third leszon, e {at jlu]inr

would Lo able, gt lzsi, <10 make hia
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escape from the Head's study. The
coast would be clear at last,

Onee he had escaped unseen, who was
ta koow that he ever had been there?
Mr. Quelch did not know at what time
the Head had started for Southampton
—he did not know yet that the Iead had
gone at sll. When -he lecarned that
much, he would not know how long the
Head had been gone—he would suppose
that he had started during third lesson
—after that telk on the doormat. That
was & reasonable expectation—and if it
so turned out, it would see Bunter clear.
Once he was safe out of the Head's
study, all was serene—only it was fright-
fully important to get out unseen. he
mera thought of the facis coming to
light made Bunter shiver.

¢ waited: and a glance from the
window showed him the quadrangle
deseried. The Greyfriars fellows had
all gone in to class,

Mow was the time.

Tap! ecame at the door, as Buonter
turned from the window, llis eves fairly
glinted through his spectacles! Tk
seemed to be raining visttors at the
Head's door that morning.

“Who i3 there®" calloed out Bunter,
with the amazing imitation of Dr.
Locke's voice, which was now growing
habitual.

“Me, sir!” replied the voice of Mrs.
Kebble, the house-dame,

The handle turned.

“I caunot be disturbed now, Mrs.
Kohble. Another time—"

“The door don’t open, sir™

“I have locked it, Mra. Kebhble, in
order not ito be disturbed. Kindly go
away at onee”

“What! What did youn say, sirf"

(3o awa ' ak once, my good woman !
I am exceedingly busy.”

Mrs. Kebble bridled, outside the study
door. Annoyance scemed inevitable for
all callers at Dr. Locke's study that
morning—just as if it wero catching,
lika measles,

“Far be it from me, sir, to disturh
you, you being a busy gentleman, sir,™
siid  Mrs. Kebble, with dignified
acerbity, * But you will remember, sir,
I'm sure, that I asked you most particu-
larly whether your study could be done
this morning,”

“Rhy™

“Now Mr. Quelch, sir, comes to me
and says that no one is cven to enter the
corridar, sir.”

*Quite 20, Mre. Kebblo—gnite o0 !

“1 thought, sir, that 1 lad Delter
speak to vou, siv, as it was most dis-
tinctly said, sir, that vour siudy could
he done this morning while you was in
the Sixth Form, sir.”

“ Monsensoe !

“Ehrt

“You are interrupbing me, Mrs
Kebble., 1 am exceedmgly busy with—
with a Greek iranslation. Kindly go
away.'”

aid g; r 1!‘1

“Go away at ance, Mre, Keblile,™

Tlhere was o sonnd of ﬂl:mni'illg' in the
corriclor, Mrs, Kebble was going away
—in a frame of nund that made things

nnpleasant for the maids when  she
arrived below stairs again.

0, my lhat? murmored Runter,
wipisg  his fat forchead, which was
porspiring.

A good part of thivd leszon  had

clapswed—and Hoanter simply had to he
clear of (e Head's study  hefore gt
‘I"]I{I'I'{l. lll]].l""':‘-:ﬁ IILI Wi ‘h} ]'-!"I]IJI:i]‘I t!l-l"l'l"' ik
prisaner, e waited anxionsly at the
door,  listening. giving  Mrs, Keelle
pliany of time 10 get clear,

There was silence, and Bunter softly
turned back the key at .last. Soltly he
opened the door.

Foolsteps |

With feelings too deep for words,
Bunter shut the door again and turned
the key once mare in the lock. There
was a renewed sound of flouncing in the
passage. Mrs. Kebble had come back?
In the name of all that was unfortunate,
what did the woman want now?

Knock!

“Dr. Locke, if T may make so bold zs
to say a word, sir,” said Mrs. Kebble,
with dignified indignation.

“What is it how, Mrs. Kehhle?”

“Which I am not accustomed, =ir, to
speaking to a gentleman through =
locked door, sir.'

** Nonsense [

“Bir 1

“({Ho away, my good woman 1"

“I have come back, sir, to ask you
whether the corridor floor, sir, may ba
done?  That being the arrangement
made. You will remember, sir, that you
told me quite distinet—"

“No!" roared Duntor,

“Very well, sir—very well But I
presume, sir, that it will not disturb yon
in your study, sir, if Trotter polishes the
window fastenings. I will teﬁ him to be
very fuiet,”

Bunter shook a fat fist at the door,
It was plain that Mrs. Kebble was
annoyed at havirig her houschold ar-
rangements thrown out of gear in this
inconsiderate manuner. She was annoyed,
and she actually wanted to annoy the
Head in retaliation. EKnowing—at least,
believing—that the Head was very busy,
she was interrupting him again from
sheer irritation of temper.

" Y Go away, Mrs, Keobble!™ snapped
Bunter. “Go nway, and do not let any-
ono come anywhere near my study

“Very well, sir—oh, very well! I will
tell Trotter not to come nearer than the
corner of the passage,™

Mrs. Keblile Aounced away apain.

Bunter stood rooted to the fAoor. If
Trotter was going to polish window-
fastenings at the corner of the corridor
he might as well Lo just ontside the
Head's study—DBunter could not peg
away without being scen.

“Mrs. Kehhle!”

But Mrs. Kehbla was gone.

“Oh crikev!” murmured the new
Head of Groyfriars, in dismay.

He had not calenlated on this. Natur-
ally ho hadn't! Bunter had not coma
into personal contact beforp with the
workings of the houschold, He had not,
a5 1t were, seen the wheels go round,
But, naturally, they went round all tha
sam, Mra., Kobble and her staff wers
ax husy every day in the performance of
their own  dutirs aa the Greyfriars
fellows were 1n the pursuit of classical
knowledge, But DBunter had not fore-
seon anything of this kind. As a matter
ol Iﬂﬁt, he very seldom foresaw anything
at all,

Tha Head's study, which had been a
refuge, now hegan to appear to Bunter
a good deal like a lion's den—which it
was easy to enter, bul extremely difficult
to get out of.

“Oh erumbs! What's a fellow poing
to do?" murmiured thoe dismayed Owl of
the Remove,

He dared not open the door.

Trotter was practically certain ta sco
hinm if he emerped. Besides, as likely as
not, Mrs. Kebble might be keeping an
cye on ‘Protter, to sce that ho did his
work thoroughly—which Trotter did not
always do unless an eyvo was kept on him,

But to reman m the stiudy—
Fater, donlitless, there wanld e |'|l:"tlL:F
aof apportumities ol eseape, Dot what
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about dinner? Missing dinner was abso-
lutely imposaible |

And the minutes were passing fast!l
Every minunte was precious te Bunter in
this  peculiar” “predi¢ament—and the
minutes ware poing |

Ha turped to the window ot last,

It was risky. He might be seen drop-
ping from the window--Gosling mignt
gea him—Mr.” Mimble, the gardener,
might see him--hoe might be ohserved
from scme other window.

But Bunter wis getting desperate. He
longed and yearned to be salo out of
the Head's study.

He blinked from the window and
groahed. There was Mr. ‘Mimble, the
gardener, sedulowsly . attending to -a
grass border on the Sixth Forin green—
in foll view! What ho would think il
he saw a junior dropping from  the
Head's siudy window Bunter vould not
guets, But he knew that he cou'd not
afford to give Mr. Mimble an incident
of that kind to think about.

Fle watched the gardener savagely.

Mr. Mimble moved off at last. Bunter
watched him go, and then——rv ;s

Then there was s sound of a joyohs
whoop ‘in the quadrangle. Tho spaces
that had been silent and deserted sud-
denly swarmed.

Third lesson was over, and .the Grey-
friars fcllows were cutd

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last |

ARBRY WIIARTON & C0. came
out of the Bemove room after
third lesson and trooped
cheérily into the gquadrangle.

They were the frst out, buf the Hourth
avere only a minute behind them, and
then came a riotous swarm of the Third
and the Second. The old guad was alive
with voices. . :

Lattle r.lrﬂa.mn:(lf of the dismay their
appegrance caused to a {at jupior waich-
ing ‘Trom the window of the Head's
sudy, the Greyfriavs fellows chmne ott
into the sunshine in chepry moo

“Halle, hallo, hallot Anybotdy sfen
Bunter®” called out Bob Cherry.

Nﬂbﬁdf‘{ had ! ] -

“The fat bounder's disappenred I saig
Harry Wharton, ““He must have gone
fz:':t of gates without Goeling noticing
iim.

“He'll be back for dinner!” grimned
Bob

“Ha, ha! That's a dead cert{”

But it did not turn ont to be a "cert.”
¥When the Remove fellows werit in to
dinner a place at the Remove table was
empty. William George Dunter did not
join up for dinner.

Mr, Quelch took his usual place at the
head of the Remove table, with an un-

nisual acerbity of manner. ﬂhnnﬁued
at once that ope member of his Form
was missing—the momber who was

already in his Hack books,

“Wharton 1" be vapped out.

¥ ea, sir?"”

“ Where is Banteps”

#T don't know, =ir.”

“ Whatt Todd, yqu pre Bunter's study-
mate. Do you know -where he iz, and
why he has not cdame in Lo dinner”

Mo, sir,” answered Peter.

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips hard.
The Head had given Bunter a-day off,
as it seemed, and perhaps DBunter con-
siderad that he was free to go out of
gates ond “eut tiffin.” If so, it was a
inistake on Bunter's part, for whith Mr.
Quelch intended to call him to sovere
account when he turned np again. .

Tar Macver Lirary.—No. 942,

Dinner over, the QGrevfriars fellows
marched out, the Remove discussing
Bunter's absence in wonder. It was
remarkable—indeed, amazing—for the
Owl of the Remove to miss & meal.
Such & thing had never happened belore
i the memory of the oldest inhabitant.

“ Bunter's going it and no mistake ™
saik Bob Cherry, as the chums of the
Bemove went out after dinner. “Tho

can't have given him leave to cut
tiffin."

“Quelchy
Nugent:

There was no doubt about that. Mr,

Guolch E:sﬂed the juniors with rustling
gown, like a thunderstorm.
The Remove miaster went to his study.
He did net =it down therc and take

up a newspaper, as was his wont after
lunch.

He was too disturbed and angry. In-
deed, Mr. Quelch “‘ﬂs_scrinl’l_slgjr think-
ing of tendering his resignation to Dr.

looks waxy!"” murmured

Loacke. he Sixth had not had a
}.ﬂm!:'-;mt time with Mr., CQueldlh that
lu:}rn[ng._

Buszeerz !

Mr. Quelch started angrily. He did
not want to be worried with the tale-
ahone just then.

Howoever, he jerked the receiver off
the hooks. _

“That is Courtfield 2427"

“*Yes," snapped Mr, Quelch,

“A trunk eall from Southampton.”

Mr. Quelch sniffed. Then his face
cleared o litile. Df. Locke's son was
expectod to land at Southampton any
day; possibly tho call was ‘from Mr,
Perey, a pleasant young _|_:;:u:ful;lem:rni1 to
whom Mr. Quelch was rather attached.
Yet it was odd that he should ring up
Mr. Quelch, instead of ringing up the
Head=4f it was Mr. Peroy Lacke.

“Is that you, my dear Quelch?” came
the voice over the wires.

Mr. Quelch almost ?311 down.

It was not Perey Locke’s voice. Tk
was the voice of Herhert Henry Locks
—Dr. Locke, the Head of Greyfriars!

“Mr, Quelchl"

The Remotvemaster could not answer,

He could orly stare dazedly at the
instrument.

Was the Head ringing him up from
hiz own study? Yet they bad,said from
tho exchange that it was a trunk call.
What did it mean¥ Mr., Quelch
wondered whether he was droaming.

T Ara you there, Mr. Quclch?"

The dazed master made an effort, and
spoke.

“Who i_s speaking *

o E:- Locke, from the. Grand Hatel,
Southampton. Do you not know my
volce, my dear Quelch? 1 recognise
yours guite distinctly.”

Mr. Quelch's head spemed to bo turn-
ing round and round.
nf}crl:::in!:,‘. he knew the ITead's yoice,
just as he had known it from his study.

Thore was no difference that. Mr, Quelch
could detect. But what could it mean?

What could it possibly mean, in tho
name Fﬁ' all that was mysterious and
miracidous? It was a {ong fourney to
Southampton ; Dr. Locke could not have
made that journey since Mr. Quelch had
spoken with him at his study door.
What could it moan?

e il il e Al e A S o i il il i i A

ANSWERS

“ My dear Quelch, are you there "

“Yes,” gasped the Remove master, *1
—I.am hera! But t-{nu-—-urg- you there?
I do not understand this.”

44 Whﬂ.t-?”

“Are you not in your study? T mcan
prge—"

“Mr. Quelch 1™

“Is that really Dr. Locke who i=s
epeaking " stuttered the astounded
Mr. Quelch.

“Cortaiply, 1t 13! T have rung you
up, Quelch, because I left in so great
2 hurry this morning. My son tele-
phoned that he had landed, and I left
mzfantly to meet him here, 1 am glad
to say that I have mot him, amd he is
well—fit and well. You will be glad fo
hear that, Mr. Queleh.”

" Indoubtedly, but—"

“Bunter gave you my
presume "'

“ B-b-bunter 7"

“Yes. Dless my soul, is it poesible
that the boy did not give you my mes-
sage, Mr. Quelch "

“Bunter gave me no meossage. sir.
T have not scen Bunter sinee I sent him
to your study during first lesson this
maorng.”

*filess my szoul !

“1 received vour mescaze bvy Win
gﬂm__ll

“Wingate! I have not spoken to
Wingate thiz morning. I have not scen
Wingate! What do you nean, M
Quelch "

The Remove master's head spun, This
was too much for him.

“Dr. Locke!" he gasped. *I-—I sup-
pose I am® speaking to Dr. Locke?. I
cortainly seem to know your voice. You
—you are at Southampton #*'

“Cortainly 1™

“Then—then  what—who—how—*"
My, Quélch became almost incoherent.
“I. Locke! When—when—when did
vou leave Greyiriars}™

“During first lezsson, Bunter had just
comt to my study, and I gave him a
message for you—>"

“ Lpon my word ! Yon—you—you left
Gregfriars  duping the first lesson®™
bibbled Mr. Ouelch,

“Certainly 1"

“DBut I epoke to you, sir—I—I spoke
to you in your study, sir, after gccond
[esson—""

L] E’IIT'?‘

"“In the morning break, sir, I spoke
to you at your study door——"

“Mr. Quelch!™

“'There is wowme trickery here!" ex-

claiined the Bemove master, ** You, sir,
cannot be in two places at pnee. I you
are indeed Dr. Locke gpeaking it chn-
not be you who apcgca to me froin your
sbudy this morning.”
_ “Decidedly not. Arc you—are you
ill, Mr. Quelch?” The Head'r tone
seemed to imply that Lie Teally mcant
nad Mr., Quelch been drinking !

“No, sir; I am. only amazed—
astounded—dazed, sirl There i3 some
trickery -at work here! 8Sir, if you are
Dr. Locke speaking, and you lLiave mel
Mr, Percy, &nuh!ﬁcsﬁ Porey T.ocke i
with you.’

“He is at mf clbow now.™

“Then kindly ask him to speak to
me; I shall kdow lis voice.  If you
reajlj are Dr. Locke there i some un-
known person locked in your study here,
prefending Lo e yon,™

“frood heavens, Mr. Queleh !™

“Lot Mre. Perey speak to me”

“Corlainiy " '

There was a panse, nud then o Fresds,
cheery young mauw's voice cnme through
over the wires.

messagoe, I
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“ Are you there, Mr. Quelch? Do you
know my voice, my old friend, after I
liave been away all this time?" ;

“Yes, ves,” gasped Mr. Quelch. I
know your voice, Mr, Perey. I am not
likely to forget it, my dear lad. Your
father is with you?"

“Heo is hero now."

“'Thon that iz proof !
—gome wretched rogue and criminal—is
locked in your father's study at this very
moment, imitating Dr. Locke's voice

Some impostor

with such eoxtraordinary skill that he

kas deceived everyone who has heard
Lhim egpeak. Now I understand why the
door waa kept so earefully locked, Bome
eritiinal—probably a burglar or thief—

eusa me, I must go instantly! He
must be scized—arrested M

Mr. Quelch hardly stayed to jam the
receiver back on the hooks ere he rushed
from the room. He left the telephone

racking,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
An Amazing Discovery !
BILLY BUNTER groaned.

Ile proancd dismally.
The Owl of the Remove felt
that it was hard cheese. Dinner,
the most important event of the day, the
centeal faet round which the whole
universe reyolved, dinner was going
on, and Bunter was not there! Bunter
wa3 & prizoner in the Head's study. Oneo
his refuge from classes, from lickings,
frem Quelchy, it. was now his dismal
prisan. Like the flighty little fly whe
walked into the spider’s parlour, he was
i1, and he could not get out.

After his series of amaszing tricks he
dared not—szimply dared not!—let it be
known that he had been in the study
et all. He could not—must not—be seen
leaving the study, Even the thought of
dinnar did not tempt him to run that
awlul risk. The flogging he had escaped
would be as nothing compared with the
Hogging he might expect for playing
such an astounding series of tricks—aven
dinner was not worth it. But it was
hard, cheese! Bunter had been hungry
after breakfast—that had eaused all the
irouble. So at dinner-time he was
[amished. He understood, and sym-
pathised with, the feclings of fellows lost
it open boats at sea as the dinner-hour
glided by dinnerless. He knew now what
they must feel like!

Until the school had settled down for
sfternoon classes he dared not venture
forth.

By that time ha was likely to be in a
ravenous state, almost on the verge of
cannibalism.,

But it could not be helped.

He reamed and rolled round his
fI'IEGIII, his only rolace the fact that the

Iead was far away at Southampton,
and safe for the day, unlikely to return
wnd give the gapmwe away.

That was & solace, as far as it went.
Jut it cama to little, when a fellow was
s0 fearfully hungry. Missing classes
was all to the good, but Bunter would
have perferred even mathematics to
famine, More than once he thought, in
his desperation, of chancing it:; but
some sound without warned him, as he
Jeid his fat hand on the door, that it
was not safe, and he backed into the
study again. Not until the Greyfriars
crowd wera busy in the Form-roomas
cice more could he venture forth. And
then—then there would be a “grub
raid ™ in the Remove studies that would
l#cak all previcus records.

I'oatsteps In the corridor again, Was
rverybody al Greyfriars coming to the
licad's etudy that dayi Really, it

r“\\l\’ﬁ‘ifH||[““;”r:
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the corridor.

Bunter unlocked the Head's door quietly, opened it a few inches, and blinked lnto

The next moment, however, his-head

like that of a tortoise into lis shell ; for a few yards along the eorridor was 3

window, and at that window stood Trotter, the House page, polishing the glass.
Bunter's heart thumped. (See Chapler 7.)

popped back into the study,

secmed hke 1t, for this time the foot-
steps came in a swarm. Quite a crowd
was gathering outside the Head's
study, much to  Bunter's surprise and
alarm.

Knock !

“Blesa my soull  YWho 13 there®
Bunter put on the Head's voice again.

“Kindly go away at onco. 1 am very
busy.™

“Open this deor!"

Bunter's heart thumped. Was it

Lecause *the Head * had not left his
study for lunch that 4hizs crowd had
come along?

“Nonzenso ! he rapped out. “"EKindly
go away! I repeat that T am busy; 1
shall lunch later "

“Upon my word, Mr. Queleh I came
Mr. Prout's deep wvoice. “Are you
sure, sit, that you are not mistaken?
That i3 certainly Dr, Loecka's voice ™

Dunter sefarted.  Thid T.ha.s, mean that
Quelchy was getting suspicious?  Of
old, Bunter knew that Queclehy was a
downy ald bird.

“Ar. Prout, T am not mistakon.”

said Mr. Quelch’s voice. “Dr. Locke
13 at Sounthampton at 1lus  very
maoment. "

Bunter quaked.

“There's no doubt about it, . sir,™
came Wingate's voice. "1 have spoken
to Gosling, and he savs that thie Head
left early in his car. hn saw him go."

Y Amazing 1" said Mr. Prout. “ That
cortainly scems to place the malter
beyond doubt. Dut the veice——"

“The voice is undoubtedly remark-
ably like the Head's, but it cannot be
tho Head's voice, az Dr. Locke is now
in Southampton,” came Mr. Quelch’s
ey tones. “ Some wretched impostor—
some criminal—has obtained admisgion
to the school. T have little doubt thab
he has robbed the Head's safe, and is

now waiting for sn opportunity of
cscape.”

“Vory probable, sir, very probable,”
satd Mr. Pront. “Indeed, the scoub-

drel can scarccly have any other motive
for thizs extraordinary imposture.”™

DBunter Ieaned on the Head's table,
scarcely breathing.

EKnock !

“Open this door, whosver you aral”
said Mr. Quelch grimly, “I warn jou
not to resist arrest; vou will be seized
and handed over to the police. Ivery

point s guarded, and you cannot
cacape.’”
O 11
“Will you unlock this door, you

scoundrel. or shall it be forced?' do-
manded Mr. Queleh.

Punter groaned. _

The gamo was up now, with & ven-
goance! This was worse than missing
dinner.

He rolled hurriedly to the window,
At any risk, now, he had to got out of
the Head's study before the door was
foreed. i

But a glanee from Lehind the window
eurtaing made him jump back.
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Outside, there was a swarm of Grey-
friara fellows.

Evidently the alarm had spread; all
Cicoyfriars knew that some unknown
person—prohably 8 burglar—was
hidden in the Head's study, no doubt
robbing the zafe!

Runlﬁir it was not so bad as all that!l
But that was the most natural suppe-
sition, in the strange circumstances.

The window was guarded. Under
it stood Loder and Gwynne of the
Sixth, and hali & dozen other sturdy
soniors, and Mr. Mimble, the gardeoer,

and &8 swarm of the ¥ifth. Behind
the sepiors was an army of juniors, all
watching eagerly, all keen fo lend a

hand in collating the unknown scoun-
drel, if he attempted to escape by the
window. Harry Wharton & Co. wore
there, half the Remove with them, and
a swarm’ of the Fourth and ﬂ'lﬂlhheﬂ.
Bunter backed away from the window.
There was no cicape that 3wl
In desperation, he thought of the chim-
ney ! - Bot there was a blazinp fire 1n
grate !
“Oh dear!” groaned the Owl of the

Knock'! i

“¥For the last time!" came Mr.

uelek’s grim voice. “Will you unlock
this door, you scoundrel 7*

The “scoundrel? was not likely to
unlock the door. Bunter made no
apswer—it was useless to mimijc the
Head's voice Farther, now that the secret
was out. Of all that crowd of Grey-
friars fellows, not one wes likely to heed
¢ his master's woice "—in the circum-

atanoss. .

“Very welll Gosling!”

“Yessir?"” ;

“You will force the lock, Gosling. You
have your fools.”

* ¥Yeamr.”

“Oh crikey ! moaned Bunter, ss Gos
ling began operations on the lock of the
Head's door.

He blinked wildly round the study,
his eyts almost starting through his big
spectacles. Almost, he forgot that he was

h !
b Creak! Creak !

Crack !
Crack! . .

' The Jock was strong, buk it was gn'm%!
In & few miputes the door would be
open  And then—— :

Bunter dived under the Head's writ-
ing-table. There were flaps to that table
which let down: when not in use. Be-
tweon the flape Bunter was well hidden
from sight.

Really, there was litlle to hope from
taking cover, The study was certain to
ba searched. Bub it was a case of any
port in a storm. Perhaps Bunter in-
dulged a wild hope of being overlooked ;

Croan!

YOoU MUST READ

“SCORNED BY
THE SCHOOL!”

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

A Powerful School Story of tho
Chuma of St. Jim's, [eaturing
Ernest Levison, once of Grey-
frisrs, in thia weel's issue of

“The Gem Library.”

On Sale Wednesday. Price 24d.
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at all events, he was poatponing the
awiul moment of discovery.

Crash !

The door flew open.

“Take care, my dear Quelch!” cama
Mr. Prout's portly voice. " He may be
armed—he may have fircarms! Take
caral”

Unheeding, bMr. Quelch strode into
the Head's :utudly- :

Mr. Prout followed him in

and Mr,
Cappér, and Wingate of the Sixth, and
saveral more hefty seniors, The rest of

the crowd blocked the doorway, ready
for a desperate rush on the part of the
corncred *f ecoundrel,”
But tha secoundrel was not to be seen !
Mr. Quelch stared round the study,
“Where is he?"
“The window fis shut—he has not
ascaped that way,” said Mr, Capper.

“He ia in concealment!” exclaimed
Mr. Prout. " The scoundrel hasz hidden
himself! Take care—he may be armed |
{ne moment while I get the poker.” The
Fifth Form master grabbed u§ the
heavy poker from the grate. “Now I
am ready for the villain!” _

“ Search through the study1” said Mr.
Quelch.

“Come forth!™ rparead Mr. Prout.
“*Scoundral, come forth!™

The scoundrel did not come forth.

“Under the table, I think, sir,” said
Wingate. *There’s no other place. You
fellows stand ready to.collar him while I
pull the table away.”

4 _Dw !?1

“7 hear him'"? exelaimed Mr. Prout,
uplifting the poker. * Drag away the
tahle, Wingate, and I will stand ready!
I will brain him if he lifts a Anger—
before he can use his covolver—*

id Wq“.JJ!
Wingate grasped the table and
whirled it away; There was a yell of
terror from the revealed scoundrel

“Ow! Keep him off! Keep that

poker away! Yarooooooch!"
H“BUNTER IV
"E:}ﬁa{.‘r ~ Christopber  Columbus 1™
A8 ingate.
g ‘E%untf—:r!’g shrieked Mr. Quelch.
“Bunter 1" went in & yell down the
corridor.
“PBunter! It's Bunter!™

Mr. Quelch gazed spellbound at the Lat
junior. Mr. Prout, with a rather sheep-
15sh look, dropped the poker nto the
fender with &’ clang. Evidently that
weapon' of war was not required.

“B.B-Bunter !™ stammaored
%ne!ch. “Can I believe my eyes!
unter, is—was anyone else in this study

Mlr.

with youl” :
Yee, zir] No, sir! Oh, sir! I=I=I
wasn't——""

“What "

“ =1 didn't 1 never—"

“Skand up!” bawled Mr. Quelch.

Billy Bunter quaked to his feet.

“Bunter! It's Bunter—Bunter of the
Remove! It's " Billy Bunter!” the
follows in the corridor were yelling, and
word passed out to the eager crowd in
the guadrangle.

“ Bunter ! howled Bob Cherry.

“h, my hat! That's where Bunter
was all the time, then!" gasped Peter
Todd. i

“Bunter! Great pip!™

“The Bunterfulness 1s terrific.”

“Bunter ! stuttered Harry Wharton.
“ Puuter | The giddy ventriloguist! You
remember his game yesterday mimick-
ing the Head's'toot] That's it! Bunter's
gigd\' vontrilequism—-"

& ”I‘Iﬂ-, ].'IH-, ha '™

“0Oh dear!” gasped Poeter.
will be the death of ma!”

“1 fancy Quelehy will be the death of
him=—or jolly near it."”

¥

* Bunter

“Hﬂ, h'll,. ]-'lﬂ 1o .

The roars of laughter echoed in the
Head's study. But in that apartmont
there was no merriment. Billy Bunter
stood quaking before his incensed Form
master,

“Bunter ! Mr. Quelch’'s volee almost

——eee———

scemed to bite.  * Bunter!  It—it—it
was you! ¥oul ¥You have been locked
in the Head’s study during his absence
“No, sir! I—"
" What 1"

“1—I mean yos, sir—"

“You have imitated the Head's voice.
I romember now that I have had to
punish you for similar trickery, though
never before have you ?ent.u-rEd, to play
tricks involving yoiur headmaster, Upon
my word ] This is almost boyond belief 1

“Wretched boy!"” thundered « Mr.
Prout. * It was you—you who answered
ma through the deor, and made me be-
liova that Dr. Locke was speaking to e
discourtecusly.”

i ﬁﬁf'sir! Oh, sir! Oh
dear !’

“You I gasped Mr. Qualch.

"(Oh-dear ! The [act 1s,
gir, I wasn't here! I mean, it wasn't
me! I never did, sir—-1 wouldn't!"
stutbered Dunter.

:Ra.sca.l I hoomed Mr, Prout.

1

Yes, sir!

[—I—f—

Mr. Queleh calmed himself with an

effort, e

“Wingate! Take that wrétched boy
to the punishment-rgom and lock him
in! Ha will ba expelled from the school
for this offence; and he must remain in
socurity till the Head returns to deal
with him."

di “an !.IJ

“Come along, Bunter,” said Wingatc,
gmpping his hand on Bunter's fat shoul-

'Er-‘-

“I1—I zay, sir—"

“Bilence! Go!"

And Bunter guaked and wenl.

L] L u L] w

Croyfriars was in a buzz that after-
noon over the mystery of the Head's
study and ils amazing cutcome. There
was only one opinion on the subject of
Bunter—it was, as Smithy put it, Bunter
for the long jump! Bunter, as a maotter
of certainty, would be “bunked " from
Cireviriars. The Owl of the Remove, a
dismal prisoner in the punishment-room,
was of the same opinien, and fellows
wlio passed near his gquarters heard dis-
mal groans proceeding. therefrom. If
was not a happy day for Bunter.

Mo doubt it was forfunate for Bunter
that the Head, returning to Greyfriars
with his son, was in a happy and ami-
able mood—a mood to regard. even Bun.
ter's heinous proceedings with a lenient
eye, Certainly the Owl of the Remove
had fairly asked for the “sack,” and it
seemed certain that he would get it
Dut under the influence of Mr. Ferey's
happv humecoming, the Head was unex-
pectedly lement.

Bunter was not “bunked."” IHo was
handed over to his Form master for pun-
ishiment, And Mr. Quelch did his duty
well—too well, in Bunter's opinion. For
a long, long time after Mr, Quelch had
doné Hhriat duty, nothing more was heard
of Billy Bunter's ventriloguism, Buuter
Was [ucif-up with ventriloguism. And the
Ovl of the Remove was chiefly occupied
with groaning, while the rest of the
school were chuckling over the mystery
of the Head's study.

THE BXD.

(There will be another rﬂi!ﬂ‘.}!ﬂ" fine
sarn of Greyfricrs negt week, entilled :
Yohe Feuwd With The Fourth!"™ by
Frank Richards. Mind you ordcr your
Magrer tn good time.)
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page 22.

FLionel Speedlow in discorvered in the Libravy teaving wilth savage energy the hanks from the s Tren,

%;CZ_Q CASE o~
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A Powerful New Football and Detective Story, featuring Ferrers Locke, the private

investigator,

A Close Game !
i LAYED, Woodward!™

P “ Two up "

The home supporters wanled

io dance o jig in their oxuber-

ance:  iwo up in iwenty-five minutes.

Why, it looked as if the Wanderers

would walk over their opponents. Foot-

hall. hiowever, is full of surprises. And

thiz was proved a couple of minutes
after the ball had been kicked off.

The Rangers went away like the
wind. Half-backs were passed like so
many hopeless marvionettes on a bit of
aring, and the two {ull-backs—hefty
fellows both of them—were mado to
look foolizgh. It was one of the quickesk
goals ihat had ever bheen scored from a
Lick-off on the Wanderers' ground, for
imside a minute and a half the ball
was devmning its harsh note up against
the ricgiog at the back of ihe home
=ide s et. ;

And no one scemed more surprised
than Reggic Baker, the gealkeeper.

“(3h, well played, Rangers!”

“Played, sivs!

The ground rang “to the ehounts of
ihou=nnds of throats as the ball slammed
henie.

Two - one!

Afier the restart it Jouked for all the
world as= if the visitors would repeat
thal thrilling race for goal, and the
point it had brought them. DBut Tiny
Abbet, the full-back, came to the rescue.
Two forwards crashed upon him as his
fool woent out to the leather, but Abbot
was o mountain of flesh that eould not
Le Lowled over. The big hack’s poweriul
kick ¥ was o familiar sight at Langs-
dale. and no one in the home audience
apemied  gurprised when they saw  the
hull =ailing almest wup to the penalty
liier i the encmy half.

Tk faces were soon aglow around
the tonellines when it waa seen “that
t'wrly Taylor was on to that dropping
ball like & cab pouncing on o Inowse.
He didn't wait to sight his shot [or
gou!, but instinetively his  right font
wwung af the requisite angle and the
hall  flashied away and just  scraped
nnderneatls the erossbar.  The goal-
koeper made a fulile attempt to save
it, but all he got for his pains wos a
nasty  poid-bath as Le Jowded on all
faurs i o ponl of erfL-earth and rain
waler,

and his clever boy assistant,

Goal—good shot, Curlyi”

Three—ona !

The Rangers were on their meitlo
now; they were defermined that no
more pointz should be notched during
the remainder of the initial.half unless
they were scored by & momber of their
own side, And their determination bore
fruit—a free kick a couple of seconds’
hefore the interval bringing them into-
position to score ‘their second goal.

Three—two! :

Mot so much in it after all, the wise-
acres declared as the two teams came
off the field. But these smmne wistacres
wondered how much there would have
heen in- it had Woodward and Tiny
Abbet been out of the home team. And
having conjured ‘up a score resembling
in total a page from & cricket scorer’s
book, these old lovers of the king of
witter games lelt it at that,

[ L] L] L] L] [ ]

Lionel Speedlow chiartered a taxicab
ns soon a% he was at a safe distance
from the Wanderers’ ground, and com-
manded the astonisheid driver 1o "run
like the dickens for the Rookery.”

In less than ten minutes the managing
dircetor of the Langsdale Club was key-
ing himself into the house, Turville, the
Lutler, eyed his masler in some surprisce,
trained servant though he was,

“Ton't stand there like a inumny,”
Iissed Specdlow, brushing past him un-
ceremontonsly, “or I'll fire you !

Specdlow was  Jooking for someone
upen whom he could vent hiz wrath, and
the butler happened to be the first scape-
Eoat.

“Pardon, =ir!” multered Turville, and
e coughed.

“ Don't stand there barkin® like a dog
and talkin® like & parrot ! raved Specd-
low. “Giet ont my grey snit, And—and
gel my bath ready :

Turville hastened to obey, what time
Speedlow hurried into the diming-room
and poured himself ont a sLiff measure of
spirit.  As hie did so0 his reflection pecred
out at him from the mirror at the back
of the sideboard.

“Good gad!” muttered the new owner
of the Rookery. “The hooligan-! I
have the police on their track. I'I1 s
mons= the lot for as<aull. Look at nu--
me! Why, 'l "

Waords Tailed Speedlow, for he pre-

Jack Drake,

sented & truly amazing spectacle: Never
in all his twenty-eight years of life had
he been handled so thoroughly, Ile
stood staring at his reflection for over
t-leu.1|1 minutes,

“The low rotters!” he hissed. “The
curs! I'll make every man-jack of them
:t[a?ﬁrj !Er this before I'm much older.

“Your bath is ready, sic,” Turville's
voice broke in.

Speedlow glanced savagely at the sesr-
vant, and then, his fury scoking an
outlet, he- picked up the decanter from
the sideboard and hurled it at the inno-
cent head of Turville.

Crash!

Turville dodged just in time, and ihe
decanter struck the door of the dining-
room and dropped in & shower of glitter-
ing pitees on to the carpeted floor.

And befors Turville had recovered
from tho shock, before he had time to

congratulate -himself uwpon his lucky
escape, Speedlow tore past him _amdl
mounted the broad staircase.. Next

mmoment came the sound of a key tuming
in the lock az Bpeedlow eutered the bath.
T OInL,

Muttering under his breath to the
cffect that he was going to give notice,
old Turville stood staring down at the

littering pieces of glass on the carpet
or some minuies, until a ring ot the
outer door-bell brought him up =harp.

As he swung oper the massive oak
door a messenger-boy smiled checkily at
him, and presented a scaled envelope,
addrossed to “Richard Taylor, Esq.”
Turville signed the receipt-book, shut
the door, and placed the letter on the
silver salver on the oak hall-scat.

Perhnps if he had known the contents
of that missive Turville would have been
miore particular as Lo where he left it;
but ipnoranco is bliss, and the old ser-
vant thought no more about it as he
busied himself with clearing up the
piccoz of lhe hroken decanter.

But Lionel Speedlow, resplendent in a
new =uit und a coinplete change of linen,
saw that letior addressed to his cousin
twenty miantes later, and his curiosity
geiting the hetter of him, he stooped and
zwiftly pivked 1t up.

The writing on the envelope conveyed
nothing 1o his prying eyes, for the name
anel  address were printed in capital
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letters. Buot inside two minutes his
fingers were busy fumbling with the edge
wof the envelope. 3

He had just drawn the single folded
cheet of paper from its interior when
there came an Impericus suminens on
the door-bell. Stufing the letter and
the envelope hastily nto his jacket-
pocket, Speadlow swung open the door.
He started guiltily as he came face to
face with IFerrors ke,

“ Ah, good-afternoon, Mr. Speedlow!”
smiled the great detective, noting at
onca that guilty start and the faint
smudge of crimson that came and wenf
i Speedlow’s face, “I  wondered
whether I shounld find you at home,”

“Won't yon coma Ini"

Speedlow licked His dry lips. Some-
how or other, he never felt at ease in the
presence ofthis detoctive with the Iynx
eyes.

“No, thanks,” replied Locke caailﬁn
“I merely calied to say that the quill
pen and the giece. of blotting-paper 1
took awsy with me the day belfore yester-
day are now in the possession of Scotland
Yard, When they are returned rests
with the officials there”

*0Oh, those!” smiled Speedlow. “¥You
needn't have botheped to call about such
s small thing as that, Mr. Locke.”

“It's the small things that count in
this world,”. replied the detective, with
s petoliar smile, * But as I hold myself
ra;ggnnsihla for taking them from here, I
thnu%}'ﬁt it right to acquaint you of what
had _
articles are.”

A3z ‘he spoke tho detective’'s eves
roamet casually over Speedlow’s well-cut
suit, and they steeled imperceptibly as,
for a fleeting second, they came to rest
on the portion of an envelope that peeped
out of gp«eedlbw's jacket-pocket.

Thero was nothing surprising or exbra-
orditiary in the fact that Speeidlow should
have an envelope in his pocket, but that
the name on-the envelope shpu'ld bo
“Richard Taylor, Esq.,” certainly was
surprising. Knowing the bad fecling that
existed between the two cousins, Ferrers
Locke began to wonder how it was
Speedlow came te be in possession of
something evidently belonging to Curly
Taylor.

And then in a flash he remembered the

uilty start Speedlow had given as the
ﬁhur had been opened.

Strange thoughts passed through the
detective’'s mind as E& stoad smiling 1n
the doorway—thoughts that flashed and
wora gone i1n & couplo of scconds.

“Well, I'll be off, Mr. Sl_:rszmillow." ha
gaid, with a genial smile. ° Good-day !”

Speedlow murmured something and
shut tha door after his departing visitor.
Then, as tha detective’s feet crunched
through the gravel drive, Speedlow
entered the dining-room, and, seating
himself in an armchair, pulled out the
latter intended for his cousin,

_And as he read the peculiar and start-
ling message on the single sheet of note-
por his faco went white and strained,
is Kanda shook; for in & spidery hand,
tracod in bleck capitals, wero the follow-
g words:

“LOOK BETWEEN THE PAGES
OF * NICHOLAS NICKLEBY '
AND ¥YOU WILL FIND A WILL
LEAVING THE ESTATE AND
FORTUNE :
OF THE DECEASED MARCHANT
TAYLOR
TO YOU.

FROM A T'RIEND.”

Might well have Speedlow’s hands
shaken, for in hiz mind’s eye he already
saw himself deprived of the vast fortune
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appencd to them, small as the.

that had come his way—already saw his
hated cousin reigning in his stead over
that fine old house.

"‘bi'ab{i.chn!aa Nickleby,”” ha mut-
tered, and beads of perspiration broke
out upon his brow. “Heavens! What a
lucky stroke that made me pick up this
letter 1™ )

He glanced about him furtively, for
fear that someone had seen him give way
to his terror.  But the.room was deserted
save for himself, Certain it was he did
not see the face of Ferrers Locke that
had peered in at the window—that had
chserved his over
witnessed those sﬂuking; hands and tha
look of terror, for the face of the famous
dejective was withdrawn a second befora
Hpeadlow had glanced up from the letter.

Pulling o silk handkerchicf from his f

pocket Spcedlow mopped his brow, and
then sat staring dumbly into the fire.
The realisation of what that letter meant
to him, if it were,trug, if Curly once got
hold of it, b:ul.l;cgai'lh him to his feet ex-
citedly.. The envelope wag first cast to
the flames, and a sardonic grin spread
over Speedlow's face as he watched it
burn. - Perhaps he spent top much time
watching the envelope burning, for he

id but half as much attention to the
etter confaining that all-important
news. It was tossed on the fire, and the
corner of it began to smoulder.

Then, with a cunning laugh, Speedlow
turned on his heel, and almost ran ont of
the dining-room.

“The library,” he muttered. “Of
course. I'll find that will. TI'll seo
whether my cousin will rob me of every-
thing, the worm!"

In his haste to find the volume, Speed-
low naturally thought only of the
library, and once in that apartment he
commenced to tear the books from the
shelves as though his life depended on it.

But the moment he had passed through
the dining-room door the long french win-
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THE OPENING CHAFPTERS,

At the close of a .match between the
Wanderers and the Treadwell F.C., the home
eleven, upon exlering thejr dressing-room,
idiscover the body of Marchant Tagior, the
founder and managing-director of the Wan-
dererz, strefched out o the foor th an
apparently lifelesa heap. Knedling over him
they #see Sanky Hadger, the trainer, a
soking revolrer dn Nis haond, Sanky ix
acewzed of murdering the old man, but he
stoutly deénics the charge, and then, seizing
an opportune moment, bolte from the dress-
ingroent, The Ceanr gives chage, butl Sanky
elndes fthenm.

fi returntng fo the dressing-room  the
Wanderers find that "the body of Marchant
Taylor has mysterionsly dirappeared.

Inuvestigations lead to the finding of .an
anenymous lelter received by the eld man
fust before hiz death couched in the follow-
ing terme: “T0-DAY AT FIVE-THIRTY WE
STRIKE." The police theorite thot the
aspqaaginatton to the work of a secred zociely,
and the Home Secrelury engages Ferrers
Locke to investigate the affair.

Meanwhile, after a deal of legal arguinent,
Marchant Taylor's will iz aseltled in favour
of hiz eldest nephéw, Lionel Speediow, who
receices the extire forlune, wilh inalruciions
to allow Curly Taylor, fifs cousin, fen pounds
e week, ¢n the understanding that he con-
tinwes to play for Langsdale Wanderers,
Speedlow, in hiz new role of managing-
director, losex nwo time in showing himself
tn hiz true colours; for, after a set-to with
Curly, he creates a great sensation by sus-
pending fwo of (ha team’s wmost valued
players. A heated discussion takes place in
the dressing-room prier to the Wanderers
wexd mrateh, and Che deldyed game raisez
the ire of the Ffty thouwsand spectafors.
Speediow fries to pour oil on the troubled
walers, but with no avail, for the angry
croied, resenling hiz rash actfon. swarn on
to the jfield of play and force the elegant
dandy te make a hurried erit. Then the Wan-
derers kick off, and fwenty-fire minules later
tiee goal: aré scored in their farour!

(Now read on,

movement—that had.

dow of that apartment was suddenly flung
open and the stalwart figure of Ferrers
Locke trod noiselessly into the room,
What had made him come back to the
dining-room window arid play the spy the
great detective hardly knew, but he was
convinead now that something. of _great
importance had been committed to the

flamés

Without loss of time, thercfore, the
slenth was dcross the dining-room in two
strides. His right hand shet out and
fastened on the burning letter that
Speedlow had so carelessly- tossed into
the q,-rn.ta_s- His disengaged hand
crumpled the half-bufnt sheet gaf paper
to stop the flames from spreading over

1t
But what he had salvaged from the

re was meagre enough in all conscience,
for on the strip of paper were the fol-
lowing words:

LOOK

OF NICHOLAS

YOU WILL FIN

LEAVING

OF THE

TO

e ————

Making Hislory !

HE detective gave but a glance to
thess meaningless words, for his
business was to make himsclf
scarce as quickly as possible.

Carcfully placing the burnt scrap of
paper in his coat pocket, he darted to
the french window, passed through it,
and closed it to, and then made his way
by & circuitous route out of the grounds,

Barely had he gained the main road
when a roar fs of distant thunder walted
slowly towards him from the direction
of the Langsdale playing-fields. The de-
tective smiled grimly as he caught the
senso of it, for it signalled something
noteworthy that had happened in tho
match between the home side and Potou-
ham Rangers,

As a matter of fact, Curly Taylor had
started off to notch another goal for the
Wanderers—five minutes before the long
whistle. During that second half, Peter-
ham had scored their third goal, thus
drawing level with their opponents.
Thence onwards had been seen a ding-
dong struggle for mastery.

The Wanderers had played like a
“book,” as one of the reporters had re-
marked, and the Rangers had run them
cloye,

Backwards and forwards went tho
play, one minute in the home half thn
next almost on the goalline of the
vigitors. Never had a game been fought
out at such a pace. And then, when
Curly, secing his opportunity, had got
poszsession of the ball, the crowd around
the touchline had let themselves go.

“ o it, Curly !”

“Curly’s the boy for us!”

Curly was the boy, He was speeding
Ln:an.rg{a the Rangers' goal like a meteor
—his turn of speed surprising oven him-
self. 11is ears were tingling with execite-
ment, his nerves were thrilling with the
roars of oncouragement from the crowd.
It his football sense remained un.
impaired. He knew that it was vseless
to pass to Woodward, his skipper, for
that redenbtalidle player was three vards
at least in his rear. "The rest of the
forwards were straggled out too in an
uneven line behind him. He musi go
through on his own.

It was delightiul to watch that passage
through the defence. The burly centre-
half came at him, his face set with a
deadly purpose. DBut Cuorly made as if
to boot the ball straight at that set face,
and for once in a way the centre-hall
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was ceught napping.. Insiinctively his
head half thrned so that the foreq of the
travelling ball should not ¢ateh him on
the tip of his nose. - It was an old trick
—frightening & man=—and it worked.
Curly sped round him like an eel, and a
voar of laughter, anxious laughter for
all that, resoanded through those four
wells of humanity gracing the stands
and ferraces,

“It'e yours, Curly [

“(h, well played, sir!™

Two half-backs came tearing down the
furf to méet this intrepid invader
their territory. Two half-backs hurle
themselves af him in quick succession;
two half-bagks mef Mother Earth with
more force than gracefulness; and twg
half-backs sprawling in & heap had the
mortificatfon of seeing their erstwhile
opponent racing goalwards,

“That's the gatne, Curly.™
“You've got "erty beat !

Now the full-backs were closing in on
him; Curly saw them 'signal to each
other as he sped on. The right-back, a
hulking fellow shambled forward like &
mountdin in eruption. His feet agemed
to spread out in all directlons, and those
feot gave Duri'y his opportunity. As
they parted—one to the righkhthﬂ other
to the left—he tapped t sl between
two massive legs, heard the muttered
curse fhe back let fall from his lips, and
thén was racing tound the other side of
the fellow, the ball still at his feet,

The crowd was in hysterics now.
Never had such wonderful “solo ™ faot-
ball been seen on the Langsdale ground.

The remaining ack lucched forward,
feeling instinetively that he was to be
beaten. Perhaps the wish was father to
the thought, fdg €nrly made hin look
fnolish in the shgrt skirmish for posses-
sion thalf ensyed, and he sped on with
atily the goalkesper to beat now.
wor fellow, little liked the responsibility
ihat rested on his gtalwart shoulders, 1§
lie failed fo sto tsia shot that was tom-
ing he knew full well that after the
match thera
CAger ::-.:uc? willing to tell him how *they
would have stopped it.”

ile dauced up and down in his eitadel
like & Jagk-ip-thg-Box, knowing not
whether it would Be better policy to stay

PV AVt N ¥ avarar,

L ELEL Y ] safiasagpprdinanaEsaanaas N AR NN p!

COLOURED
INDIAN

i
i
g

Tou'll

Hersa's o thponotele gidl, boyal g
fnd & splendid diamr  lwead-deess in ]
tright and slartlpg cplovrs FHEE
Insida this weeh's COMIG LIFH, now &
on sale, Thia jolly paper i packed with =
first-rate  slorles of pcbool llfe and
adventure and {onny COLOTURED plc- =
1ures. Tiop't mise thls wesk"s special =
giflt stmber, Ask for E

B

5

-

w

-

Comc e

QOLOURED COMIC

pEEEEsEER RS arasaeRepERd bt il b RINENEN NN ERNEEE (TP TEERERLER I L

s e sade., Bag YOur Copy TO-DAYT

=
dinniNa @R ENERNERATRARAdN AT lliIIIIl'iii

THe Maaser Lisrary.—No. 842

ould be heaps of people.

thera or come out. And with every pass-
ing second of his hesitation that curcly-
headed youth in the royal blue jersey
draw nearer. j

Ah, Curly was seen to steady himself
for his shot. A great silence rested on
the fifty thousand people present, a
silence that the newspaper reporters
madg full play on when they came fo
?ll'itn up their copy. It could almost be
elt.

The goglkeeper anticipated the direc-
tion in \‘Iﬁﬁlﬂ] the ball would come; he
saw that Curly's foot was shaping to
drive the balk in the right-hand side of
the net. Anxiously, the custodian
Hashed a lodk in that direction, fa re-
assufe himsgelf that he hadn't under-
estimated the distdnce. Then, just as
Curly’s right foot was about to meet
the Yeatlmr and send it on its fateful
journey, a startling ’[.h.illg:‘ happehed.

With inoredibly swiftfiess &aﬂ young
forward chapgod fect. Some there wero
in that vast spoéctatorate who silently
censured Taylor for his folly, but they
wexe nob bléssed with overmuch fuith or
optimism.

Folly or not, that sudden change threw
the aifmh'u completely off his ﬁl‘mm,
comp ete!y'ug!qi hls faculties of antici-
patfon inasmuch as he leapt for the
rightaﬁnnd side of the net like 8 panther
whilst the ball whistled into the left-
hand corner of the neé

'%I‘fb shout that went up was heard for

miles round; it seemed to shale the

gtanda to their yvery foundatians. HEEE-
tators young And old were waving their
hats, were yelling themselves ree.

Raftles and frumpels with wh the

rounger members fn tha sixpeprw stands
ilﬂ.-{i thuuﬁhﬁﬁ i pmvicfecF t%cg plvesy
gank forth thels screechirig nofes of
acclamation; and In the midst of it all
Curly felt tran% and Woadward
deliver twg hearty thumps of dongratu-
lations on hia uf ful back.

“ Well done, Curly boy I

The remeining three minutes of play
pre not worth mm‘{diug, The Hangers
ware mmpretaq‘ emoraltsed E:% that
solo offort of Chrly Taylor's, and they
muddled and fuddled with the ball until
the calk of time.

And then, as the teams trudged off
tl_{g field of Battle, for a baitle of the
giants it had been, the crowd lef them-
selves go once more. They had had
their moneysworth—more than their
maoneysworth; {hey had ex ertencod an
afternoon’s entertainment that was not
likely to be repeated for many years to
come. Starting with a wait of gﬂrty
minutés, follow _,hg a mild ragging of
the new mianaging-divector of the club
they supposted, these footer fans ha
wound up their afternoon with a game
that would rank as one of the most
historic in Assoclation football.

No wondér CPHI&.T Taylar fﬂlh QJ'MEd
with himself ?3 ig gama oub of thg dress-
ing-room.  Klatjon was in the dip. All
the Spgedlows the world could not
dﬂmn 1t. f"l'l'i.i.m 16 i\:ua gﬁ;ﬁ_r;iérf the

ookery, feellng E aged Wi n

general and Lan _foofew In paz-
ticular. In his gBueros o Mguired
of Turville where v was, BRFer.

o tell him f}:g;: the Bangeys had been
eaten, forgetting T Fifs excifemant that
Speedigw was tiob Jikgly to Be very in-
terested whethep t ngers Rad feen
beatets or whether the Wanderers had

been blawn sky high Por that matter.

“Hg's in the [bhrary, sie” said Tur-
vﬂle!,iﬁ:wer! & | vui’c%. "i_ are ¢ Bnow
what Hhe's doidyg. 1 hﬁﬂ‘mi Nid the
nerye to go fn there. But T can hear
him mntterirtﬁtﬂ himszelf, Beivween you

and me, sir, I shouldu't wonder if My

Speedlow isn’t a bit woozy in the head.®

“Woozy T queried Curly.

“Potty, sir—loony! FEvery now and
then I've heard a thump on the floor, a3
if he's smashing somethimg.™ '

Curly laughed at the old man's
seriousness. b o

“Why, you're imagining things, Tur-
ville 1" he chuckled. =

“There ain't no imagination about
that decanter which the master hurled
at mal” he said, jerking his thumb in
the direction of the broken decaiter tha
now reposed on the sidebdard. ot

And to Curly,the old sérvant quickly
outlingd how that decanter had. come to
huci]:;i'gln en. 1

rly listened In amazement.

“Tha cad I” ho sajd Reaily, Speed-
Iow is the limit! Halle! What's—"

He broke off and stood listening as
there came the sound of something heavy
falling on the Ooor of a room not far
away |

“That's him 1" said
80 . "“Hounds as if he's pushed a
hm‘l’. Tm aver 1:!* " i

“Ill go and sea what's happening,®
saidd Corly, knitting his brows. i

And, followed by the nervous servank,
ha strode towarda l:gn door of the
library. As o stood for o moment hesi-
tating putside he Meard for himself the
muttdring ﬂiF hig cousin, followed by the
rending o per. .

Without turthex gdo Curly thrust open
the door of the library and looked in.
Altr astonishing sight met his gaze. Tho
cenfre of the room was littered with
booka of all sorts and sizep that had been
torg fram the shelves of the bookeases
ranglng the walls of the library. |
Enq case, its glass doors smashed to
it qree:'lg'erﬂsiﬁ at an uncertain angle
against a pile of reak works that had
been the apple of old man Tavlor's eye.

And at ono end of the room, standing
before a range of shelves that had been
half denuded of thelr contents, was
Liofiel Speediow, a maniscal light in hia
eyes, In his hands was a book that he
Irad half tqrn through, the entry of his
cougin having arrested him in his work
of destruction.

At sight, of Curly, Bpeedlow’s jaw
dropped, Ris eyes opencd wide like thasa
of a hunted anlmal, and then passion
surged -gyer him in & terrifying whirl
that caused Curly involuntarily to start
back.

“Woul" sereamed Speedlow, his hands
warkin_:?’ convulsively at the damaged
book. *'(et ouf ! His voice rose to a
shriek. ' Get out, or Tl kilk you [

Turville, locking

Speedlow Schemes Revenge !

IONEL  SPEEDLOW  locked
capable of killing anyone at that
maoment, ‘but Curly never
Afnched.

“Whdt's the game, consin Lionel?” he
asked canlly.
“Hamet shridked Speedlow, foam

H_a:therﬁ_:r:; at the corner of his mouth.

By Harpg—-"
Eﬂ-hh-B glrl knew what wos halil n-
ing the book Speedlow had been holding
Hew threuph iho air. It caught Curly
full between the eyes and momentarily
blinded him. "Then, before he could
recover from the shech, before the ter-
rifiod Turville could fntozvene, S -
low leapt of his cousin and dragged Nim
to the floom ;

next. few moments Curly “i.-?h
not likely to forget l:;l iz lifetime. Ho
seemed da uﬁmha ih the ﬁugﬂ. manfaeal
sfrength of hisz cousih. 'd between tha
blows dlow rafhed upon him camé
patches'of incoherent talk,
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“CFou’d take it away from me—— The
book! You young cub—— Mine—all
mine 1"

Curly strugegled desperately to shake
off the grip ﬁis consin had fastened
rolind his throat, and hit out with all
his strength at the rage-distorted face
bent above him, But, for once in a way,
E:?eﬂl-:rw was blind and insensible to
pain.

Then it was that Turville recovered
hig power of movement. With a muffled
roﬁ‘ he sprang upon Speedlow’s back,
and, getting & powerful grip round the
yodunger man's neck, gradually drew his
heall hack, It'gave Curly the respite ha
nedged. Those choking fingers relaxed
their strangling hold; and, with a
degperate push, Curly sent his cousin
veelipg backwards,

Thud!

835 he fell Speedlow’s head came into
contack with the floor, and he collapsed
and lay still.

“Heavens!” quavered old Turville.
* He's not—-"

Eu:ly sensed the meaning of the, un-
finighed sentence, and bent over his
cosin,

“‘He's all right!” he muttered. *Just
pactially stunned, I think. But what
do you make of it all, Turvillel Has he
gone potty

“Lor' bless me, air!” answered the
old servant, with a shake of the head.
“He secmed reg'lar crazy, didn't he?"”

““I should leave him to get ower it,”
said Curly, straightening his tie, as Tur-
ville knelt down beside his master. ** No,
no, Turville; do as I sayl Let the
féllow look after himszelf. TIf he found
vou hanging rpund when he came to
ha'd probably bite your head off. Beat
ity Turville!"

Washing his hands in invisible soap,
thé old servant hurriedly withdrew, As
a Yhatter of fact, ho had no great desire
to be near Speedlow when he recovered
from that blow on the head—and a
memory of tha broken decanter helped
to :;'Eecd his aged footsteps below stajrs,

hen he had gone Curly stood locking
down at his cousln, a thoughtful expres-
sion upon his clean-cut features.

“Jolly rummyt1” he reflected. “ Npw,
what the thump was cousin Lidnel look-
ing for? That he was hunting for some-
thing is obvious, Why, he's ruined the

]igar}' L
ut ne selution would come te Curly,
puzzle his wits as he might; and, with a
shrug of the ghoulders, he passed out of
the room.

Ik was some five minutes before Speed-
low recovered complete conscigusness.
He sat up and 51:3.1:4:5‘ abont him, in be-
wilderment. ‘Then “‘#mory came back
to hun' with & Hood of paZsionate rage.

He scrambled to his feet and swayed
unstegdily,

“The book!” he muttered. “The
young hound muystn’t get that book I

He pulled himigelf up sharp, as though
fearing his !.'-'2?33 might  have been
overheard. But the house, save for him-
self, waas deserted, Turvilla having
hastened down to the town to interview
o friend, whilsgt Curly, in accordance
with a previeu$ arrangement, had de-
cided te give Ferrers Locke a look-in.

Having eatjzsfied himself that the
house was -deserted, ksw im-
mediately made tracks for the study., A
small bookpase stood in the corner of
the apartment, and with scant caremony
Speedlow tore the hooks from ity shelves
and scanned the titlgs of each volume,

But the book he sought was not
amongst the number, and with a
muttered curse he retraced his steps to
the dining-room. There he poured him-
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sclf out a stiff measure of spirit, and
then settled down in the big armchair
befora the fire.

“What a2 fool T am!" he muttered
thickly. *“For all I know that con-
founded letter might have been a hoax.
Bah! I've turned out every blessed
book in the house! SBomeone playing =
practical joke, I expect.”

But for all these reassuring thoughts,
something kept on' hammering into
5 low"s brain that the missin? book,
when [ound, would reveal all that the
writer.of the anonymous letter had said.

“If the worst comes to the worst,” ha
muttered moodily, “I'll fira tha blessed
houwse! That will settle Mr, Nicholas
Nickleby, anyway !

The idea scemed to please him the
more he ruminated upon it, snd then
hiz thoughts reverted to the affair of
the afterncon—to his unhappy debut
amongst the Langsdsle folk.

“How I hate them !” he ground out
betwixt clenched teeth. ““They adore
football in Langsdale, do they? Well,
I'll teach these Langadale curs that the
can't handle Lionel Speedlow with
impunity | I'll pull down their footer!
I'll make the name of the club stink in
the nostrils of everyone connected with
footbal] [

That wicious thought alse helped to
restore Licnel Speedlow to a state of
good-hymouwr, and then his thoughts
fastened on his cousin again.

“And as for that whelp, I'll put him
AWRY——

_0f a sudden Speedlow's eyes gleamed
cunningly. Prison! Why hado't he
thought of that before? A dose of
prison life would knock all the conceit
out of his cousin.

And it could be worked. Speedlow
knew enough sbout “frame-ups” to
tell him that, properly handled, a
charge could faked for Curly's
especial benefit. For a few moments
longer Speedlow sat musing before the
fira; then, of a sudden, he jumped to
his feat.

“I'IL trot round and see Marlow,” he
mul'ﬁareci. “He'll work the trick for
nte.

The *trot round ¥ meant a journcy
to London, but that was not sufficient to
dizsmay Lionel Bpeedlow, for his im-
petuous nature drove him into action
the moment & thing suggested itself as
being worth while.

In less than five minutes his fwo-
seater car was snorting outside the
garage door; five minutes later and it
was racing through the gates at the end
of the drive. A beam of light from a
streat lamp seitled for a few seconds on
Speedlow’s face as the car was swung
out on to the London road. The expres-
sion on it was one of anticipant triumph
that baded 1ll for the peace of mind of
Curly Taylor.

The Anonymous. Letter.

i EATS me, guv'nor 1"
The exclamation proceeded
from the lips of Jack Drake.
Locke’s boy  assistant  was
seated before a blazing fire, & scrap of
burnt paper in his hand, There was &
corkscrew twist in his brows that more
than indicated puzzlameont.

Ferrers Locke, seated opposite his
youthful assistant, nodded grimly,

It was half an hour since ir;a had
{)Iﬂ-}‘&ﬂ. the burglar at the Rookery.
Vith all speed ha had hastened back (o
his suite of rooms at the Princes” Hotel
—about a quarter of & mile from the
Rookery—bent uwpon reconstructing, if
possible, message which h B0
alarmed Lionel Speadlow.

#Bo you ean't make any sense of it,

my lad 7" he remarked, mors to himself
than to Drake,

“Only nonsense,” replied Drako
rusfully, surveying the fragment of
paper which contained the followin

wordst “LOOK . .. OF NICHOLA
.., ¥Y0U WILL FIN...LEAV-
ING ... OF THE , .. T0."

“Yt was & rare pity I didn't get more
of that message,” sald Ferrera Locke,
his long tapering fingers beating =a
tattoo against each other, “for I have
not the slightest doubt that the letter, or
message, Was addressed to Curly Ta}rinr.
That it contained some very alarming
news was obvious by the general un-
casinesz of his cousin, I dowm’t trust that
fellow Specdlow——"

“Trust him !” exclaimed Drake with
soma heat. *I should jolly well think
not! Personally I wmtidn’t trust him
round the corner with a ha’penny.”

“Perhaps I ought to give young
Taylor the tip,” mutterad the detective.
“But I rether fancy he will be along
shortly.”

“Good I exclaimed Drake. ®Perhaps
he will be able to help us. I must con-
fess that I can't make much of this
message except——"

He panpsed.

“ Kxcept ?” said Ferrers Locke gently.
“Well, guv’'nor, I don’t suppaze you'd
entertain the notion for a . moment,
otherwise you'd have remarked upon it
vourself ; but——"

“Except?” repeated the detective. a
smile playing at the corners of his
mobile 1ips.

“Except that the message—or what
we have of it—pgives me tha impression
of having been written by the merchant
who sent Marchant Taylor that cheerful
little note announci 155 fate.”

Ferrers Locke sat bolt upright,

“Give mo the letter [

There was a tense note in hiz voice
which Drake noticed and marvelled at.
for Locke seldom allowed emotion of
any kind to disturb him.

The torn serap of paper waa given to
the detective, and for several minutes
dead silence veigned in the room, Then
Ferrers Locke looked up.

“Now the letter. that was sent to
Marchant Taylor,” he said eagerly.
“You'll find it in the secret compart-
meant of my razor-casze."

Drake rose to his feet with alacrity,
eome of his chief’s enthusiasm spurring
him on., He knew the secret compart-
ment in  Locke's razof-case—a very
simple hiding-place for anything of
documentary 1mportance—which  the
detective often used when travelling.

Inside fwo minutes Drake had re-
turned to the sitting-room with the re-
quired paper.

“Ah!  The moment Ferrers Locko
compared the writing of the two mis-
sives that ejaculation escaped him.

In formation the printed capitals were
oxactly the same, the only difference
between the two writings lay in the
fact that where one was thick and bold
the other—the burnt scrap—was thin
and spidery.

“My Iad, you've hit the right nail on
the head,” said Ferrers Locke at length.
. “Then the message might be & warn-
ing to Curly Taylor i said Drake. “The
same as his uncle reccived before he was
killgd—"

Ferrers Locke shook his head.

“I think not,” he replied, and his eycs
gloamed strangely, “If I could only
learn where the second letter was posted
I should have a story that would causo
a great sensation,” '

“Then yvou think——* began Drake.

Ferrers Locke's reply was, strange to
say, tho least indicative that he had,
perhaps, said more than he intended.
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et By %J.ruliu's face fell. Ho knew
imstinelively that Ferrers Locke had in-

deed hit u

n a likely theory, and the
lagd was al

agog to share it.

Fervers Locke noticed his assistant's
diaupp::lilttmr_-ni- and smmled.,

“All in good time, my lad!™ ho said
genblv. " You shall be the first to be
let into the scerek, This miveh I will
tell you now. The fragment of the
message I burgled from  Speedlow's
house to-night was not—I feel positive
on the point—couched in the rsame
tonns as the message that seemed to
predict Marchant Taxlor's end, so you
necdn't begin to feel worried on young
Curly Taylor's aeccount.”

“ M, o 17 broathed Drake.
“Young Curly's o nice chap. I'd much
sooner see him handling the old man's
money than that waster Speedlow.™

“"Perhaps you will—ona day,” said
Lacke,  “Romehow I think that the
broken message, were i made com-
pleie, would Lring that about.™

“Too deep for me,” said Dreake, with
a tuefnl grin. *1 don't met wvou.
Harely you ¢on't mean that thes message
gave direclions as to where anather
will would be found—a  later will
leaving  the old man’s money and
eslates 1o voung Cuarly 3

Ferrers Loeke smiled,

""T'is nol improbable,” he answered,

“ireal,  Senit!”  ejacnlaled  Drake.
“That eertainly wonld aceonunt  for
Mpecdiow wislhang 1o destroy the mes-
s, Pl 6 omeans, ton, ff we aceept
the tlwary, ilat Le will destroy alo
the will 1™

“T st eonifess:

1 thal point worries
e, sand Lok
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not vnduly. We must keep o close
watch on Speedlow from now on. And
I'll have a talk with young Curly when
he turns up to-night. ut for the
moment we will endeavour to picce to-
gether, from imagination, a message on
the lines wo have just remarked upon,
taking care to fit it with the key words
wo. have on this torn picee of paper.”

“Good ™ whooped IDrake. * Much
hetter than a Cross Word puzzle. Now
I have somothing to work upon.™

Detective and essistant drow up their
chairs to the table. Before them they
placed tho torn fragment of the letter
which Curly Taylor shonld have re-
coived,  And for tho next hour they
grappled with the task of flling in the
missing words,

But tha task was more difliculf than
it looked, and the twein had made little
hoadway when thore came a discreet
tap ok the door. The pageboy ontered
in angwer to errors Locke's invita-
tion, and he presented a visiting card.

“Young Tayler.,” satd Ferrers Locke
in an aside to Drake. Then: “Show
him np. ™

The pageboy departed and reappeared
within & few moments with Curly
Tayvlor at his heals.

Ferrers Liocke rose to his feet -wilh
a smilo amd a greoting, But Curly
soemod to bo labouring under some eox-
citemont, for he paid but a scant hoed
to either.

et it off yvour chest,” said Focke
eneonraringly aa Drako pushed forward
a chair for the vistior.  “Yen have
some censaiional news for me, Corly ¥

T don't know about senzatianal,” re-
plied Carly. “Tiat I have just conw
fromm  the Rookersy, which  at ihe
moment =eemns (o Lhouie o lonalne™

“ What’s the game, Cousin
Lionel #** asked Curly coolly.
“Game |1 *" shrieked Speedlow.

“By Harry—"' Before Curly,
knew what was happening the hook
Speedlow had been holding Hew
through the alr, It ecaught Curly
full between the eyes and momen-
tarily blinded him. Then, before he
could recover from the shock,
Speedlow leapt at him, {See prge 23.)

* Explain I7?

Curly drew in a decp breath and gotf
a botter grip of himself as he gazed
at the reassuring face of the greest
detective.

“Wall, [ ¢ame home from the maleh
about an hour ago,” he said, "and dis-
covered my hbeautiful cousin turning
ont the books from the shelves of the
library,”

"PBookz!" whooped Darke, his mind
fastening on onoe word in the burnt
fragment. “ Guv'nor, I've got it!”

Ferrcrs Locke's eyes glinted.
“ Niclholas Nickleby 1" he ejaculated.

"That's it ¥nor!”  exclaimed
Drake; and Curly Taylor wondered
whether he had bumped into anolher
pair of lunatics.

“Wo must explain,” said the detege
tive, reaching for the fragment of the
letter. " Drake and I are trying to
reconstrnet  the original text of  this
letter which was, incidentally, addressed

to you—-="

“Eh " Curly Taylor’a lrows
wrinkled in perplexity. * Addressed
to meo "

“Exactly! Only cousin Lionel appro-
priated it this aftornoon before you sct
cyes on it,” said Ferrers Locke.

“Oh. my giddy aunt!™ ejaculated
Curly fechly. "My head’s in a whirl
wilh all this! Be ocasy with me, Mr.

Jawcke, and kindly explain what it's all
about,™
And Ferrers Locka dicd,
Carly  Taylor  listened
wonder and interest.
“Phon vou really think the wriler of
thiz letler pave wformation as to
where aoother will smonld bhe found 2™
Tue Macxer Linnary,—XNo, 942,
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he exclaimed as Ferrers Locke con-
cluded his sccount of how Bpeedlow
had destroyed the letter.

“I do!” )

“RBut why & will?” asked Curly. “It
might have been a_message about any-
thing. Again it might be a practical
joke on somcone's part.”

Ferrers Locke chuckled.

“It's no practical . joke, my lad,” he
said. "“The writer of that letter is very
well disposed towards you—very well
disposed. How I reach that conclusion
I need not explain at thiz juncture.
But let us take the words on this frag-
mént of the message. If commences
with *LOOK, is followed by fOF
NICHOLAS, by ‘YOU WILL FIXN/
E} 'LEAVING,” by *OF THE, by

¥ i

“YWhich is all double Dutech to me!”
grunted Curly.

“But even from those scattered words
we can build up the theory of a fresh
will,” smiled Locke. “IFrom your own
aecount of what has been going on at
the Rookery it is reasonable to as-
sume that °Nicholas' was originally
coupled with WNickleby — ona of
Dickens” classics.”

“My hat! That certainly would
account for Cousin Lionel turning out
the library,” agreed Curly.

“Right, then,” said Locke. *Take the
words ‘ YOU WILL FIN. Obviously,
the unfinished word is ®find,’ if we
accept the first word.of the messuge as
being a term of direction.”

“I get vou!” exclaimed Curly, his
eves lighting up. “I suppose the mes-
sage began something like this, * Look
for a book by Nicholas Nickleby—"

“Not quite like that,” corrected the
détective. . “For the message says ‘ OF
NICHOLAS, which implies something
on these lines, ‘Look through the
volume of Nicholas Nickleby,! or
‘ Look through the pa of Micholas
Nicklaby,” I think t ugﬁ:bﬂ is nearer
tho bullseye. Anyhow, for our purpose,
either of those will do. We have made
a atart. Now, then, accepting this
phrase, fLook through the pages of
Nicholag Nickleby,” as being the correct
one, and remembering the sense of the
phrase, we can, I think, fill in the word
‘and' to follow it.™

“YWhich gives us, * Look through the
pages of ?{ichu'lns Nickleby, and you

“MAGNET” PORTRAIT GALLERY.
No. 25—Harold Skinner (of the Remove.)

Kot at all a pleasant character to write about, for Harold Skinner is a
mixture of cleverness, cowardice, envy, hatred, malice, and all uncharitable-

ness, He is for ever deep In some inirigue to blacken the characters of

those who itell him plainly what they think of him.
Skinner’s plans recoil upon his own head.

Usually, however,
Possesses a sarcastic tongue

which comes into frequent use and which, it must be admitted, carries a

nasty sting with it.

Is & cartoonist of no mean ability.

Exerclses an un-

wholesome influence over the weaker-minded fellows in the Remove, such
as Snoop, Stott, Bolsover, Hazeldene, etc., who seem to think that smoking,
card playing, and gambling are better forms ol amusement than cricket or
football. I Skinner employed his talents in the right direction he would
make a name for himsell—as it is the name he is known by now is the

Cad of the Remove.

.entire fortune.'

will find—blankety-blanlk!” said Drake
ch:'rﬁ)ing in.

“Kxactly!” said Ferrers Locke,
“8till, remembering the sense of the
theory we have formed,” he added, “let
us construct still further. We will add
the worda ‘a will,’ which is then fol-
lowed by *leaving,’ again to be fol-
lowed by an imaginative phrase of *the
Next we come to the
words ‘of the’ To them we will add
‘ deceased Marchant Taylor,” which
again fits in with the one remaining
word “to. After that word we fill in &
] ‘,ﬂu.‘r Jr

"While Ferrers Locke was speaking
Drake swiftly filled in the blanks of the
meszage which now read as follows:

“LOOK THROUGH THE PAGES
OF * NICHOLAS NICELEBY '
AND YOU WILL FIND A WILL
LEAVING E ENTIRE FORTUNE
0OF THE DECEASED MARCHANT
TAYLOR TO YOU.”

Curly Taylor eyed it
astonizhment.

“It certainly reads sensihl% enough,”
he remarked. “My hatl But if it's
true that scoundrel Speedlow will have
destroyed the will.”

“I don't think =o," replied Locke
thoughtfully, *“for from your own state-
ment he attacked you; that he was in
a state bordering on frenzy. Both go
to prove that he had been disappointed
in his search, But yon must lese no
time in acting upon this information.
Do you happen to know where this
book, ‘Nicholas Nickleby,' is con-
cealed P : -
 “Not the foggiest idea!” admitted
Curly, with some reluctance. “I'm not
given to reading a great deal. But, as
yvou say, it could not have been in the
library.” _

“Then you'd better get back to the
Rookery without delay and start a
search,” advised Ferrerz Locke. * But
cousin Lionel must not be put wise fo
what you are doing. Just go about the
task in a quiet way when he is not
about, If I accompany vou he might get
wind of our intentions despite the fact
that, in his own mind, he thinks ho has
destroyed the message sent to you.”

“Right-ho!” agreed Curly, who was
now eagerness itsell to get back to the
Rookery. “DBut vou don’t think the
whole thing a hoax, do you, Mr. Locke?
Remember, we have no signature to
tell us from whom it came.”

“1 know," pdmitted the great detee.
tive: ““and I feel confident that no
signature was attached to the message.
All the same for that, I could tell yon
now—if it were not inadvisable to do
so—the identity of the writer of that
mesagge, ™ : :

Curly Taylor and Drake locked up in
astonislunent. 2 .

“ What?" theyr exclaimed, in. umson.

“T am not talking through my hat,
I assure you,” returned Ferrers ke.
“Put the name of the writer of the
message is my little secret just now.
Just Lide your time, and you will know
all.™

It was evident that the great detee-
tive rogarded that side of the discus-
sion as closed, for ho moved doorward:
and beckoned Curly towards him.

“Get busy on the job I have sef you.™
he said kindly. ““And don't get ex.
cited about it. Everything will come
right in due course. Good-night, my
dear chap, and good luck.”

(Continued on *m'r:lﬂﬂ.]
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TWENTY PRIZES A WEEK {

N addition to the bumper programme of good things
for next weck, as outlined below, I am introducing a
little feature—a sort of competition, delightfully
simple and attractive to_all—te which I am attaching

an offer of T'wenty Magnificent Prizes each week. Now
these prizes have got to be won, you understand?  And
you can’ take it from me they ave reelly worth having.
Unly one more thing am I going to say in this week's
Chat about this little treat, and that is—although the new
feature iz connecied with football, it iz not a forecasting
competition of match “results, or a picture puzzle; it's
much easier than either of those. Twenty prizes a week,
my lads! That gives a lot of you a chance, doesn’t it?
Right, then; look out for this new feature next weel!

A “ MAGNET * LEAGUE !

A request comes from a reader at Rock TFerry for a
Macxer League. I'll admit that the notion iz & good one;
but unless I receive a few thousand similar requesis from
my chums, I'm afraid it will have to be ghelved. If I ran
such a League merely to please a very emall minovity of
my readers it would mean that a certain amount’ of space
now develed to reading matter or illustrations in the
Maaxer would have to be used for Leagne announcements,
rules of membership, ete. While doubtless this would pleaso
the fellows keen on the League, it would rouse the
antagonismn and disapproval of those not interer:t&q. And
my idea always, as you know, is to please the majority. Ba
if any of you chaps are in sympathy with my mrrmpam'llent
at Rock Ferry drop me a line, and we'll see what can be
done.

For Next Monday !

«THE FEUD WITH THE FOURTH!"
By Frank Richards.

That's the title of the next grand, long complete story of
the Chums of Greyfriare. Cecil Temple, the skipper of the
Upper Fourth, thinks it high time his F?'rm tn-nkq its proper
place in junior sports at Greyfriars. This reflection on the
lordly Temple's part leads to some friction*with Harry
Wharton & Co. of the Remove. A good story, boys—don't
mies 1% !

THE FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT,

Already letters are pouring in praising thia new venture
of Harry Wharton's. Good! I don’t like the man who
habitually comes out with—"I told you seo.” Btill, an
Editor iz a privileged person. 1 knew that supplement
would catch on like hot gakes. Look out, boys, for another

next week !

“THE CASE OF THE LANGSDALE WANDERERS ! *

There will, naturally, be another long instalment of this
popular footer and detective story for next week. This 18
just & reminder that the MAGNET comes out on a Monday.
Leave your order until Wednesday, and perhaps your news.
agent will say, “Sorry; sold cul.” Now, don’t let that
bappen. Cheerio, chums!

YOUR EDITOR,

Make this,

Bedstead
at homem

1

Mr. ¢, FPOWELL,
Urawe, Cheshirg,
ERTR -

HThey are inded all
rou <laim of thene,
and my only regret ia
ihing I dld not obinin such oxpart
koow ledge cxrlior. The ceaftaman,
ba he amatenr or shkilled, slould
equip hims=2lt with thls cxpere
kaow ledge.™

and save

money

Every man has a natursl skill in Coarpentry work,

#o that all you really need is a little practice and

round guidance to enablo you to turn out numerous

articles of furniture and no end of wseful fitments
without the slightest difficulty.

The PRACTICAL
WOODWORKER

iz a complete working guide to

Carpentry and
Cabinet Making
Upholstering, etc.

The great polat about ihis book §s that it teaches you the
graftsman’s way of doing every job, and enables you to do work
that would do credit to the most highiy-skilled tradesman.

YOU can make

All kinds of Kitchen Furniture, Chairs, Tables, Cuphoards, and
W ardrobes, Bed Rests, Bedsteads, Bechives and Fittings, Tents,
Zollg, Bookeases, Bool and Shoe Racks, Cahinets, Chair SWinge
for the Garden, Cheatarfield Seliees, Chess Tables, Pigeon Gotes,
Rabbit Hutches, Poultry Houses, Chests of Drawers, Dressing
Tables, Greenhouses, Clocks, Gramophone Cabinhels, Furnilure
for the Hall, Incubaters, Picture and Photograph Frames,
Kennels, Mirror Frames, Office Gupboards, Docasional Talbles,
Ruslic Arches, Garden 5€als, Pergolas, Wheelbarrows, Window
Framcs, Domestic Woodware, Flower Stands;, Stool and Book-
trough combined, Tea-caddy, Garden Ganopies, Toys, Umbralla
Slands, Uphalatered Zeats, hl’allung Stiche, Hat Racks, Rustic
CGarden Furniture, Garden Frames, Tubs and Churns, Summer
Houses, elc.

Send for FREE Booklet
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NO MONEY REQUIRED

Tear off and post to-day

To the WAVERLEY BOOK CO., LTD. (Dept. Mag E.),
: 86 & 97, Farringon Street, London, E.C.4.

Please send . me, without charge, your Free Hiustrated
Booklet, containing all particnlurs aa to contents, aothors,
ote., of “THE PRACTICAL WOODWORKER " ; also ipforma. -
tlon as to your offer to send the complete work for merel; [
nominal first payment,. the Talance to be pald by a few
ﬁmall monthly payments, beginning thirty days after work is

elivered,

(8ond this form in woscaled ¢nvelope with dd. stamip.)
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THE CASE OF THE
LANCSDALE WANDERERS'

(Continued from page __@6}

Curly 'ﬂ“miarnpmﬁmi the hand of the -
detective warnjly, throw a cheel‘ﬂ] “Be
long, old*scout!” over his shoulder to
Jn‘ .-Drake, and -passed out u[ tite

I—E&' felt” a thrill of.satisfaction” wheén,
i#mngr at thie house;. ,]m aaw the bpun
potes of the gerage’ — Lionel's two-
seater car awvas not.fo be seen--sure sign
that . Speedlow himself was not at the
Ih:-ﬁ tﬁr 3
oth ltke ‘a good statt!'. mput:
tered Eufflg:,- as He keyed himsalf into
the: house.- '-“I Il° get. busy right now.”

And -get bysy. he did. PBut nothisg
in_ the shape.of the-required \ulumu re
“ardcrd his labours.

" For th{- REX .fq,u. ﬂ&;ﬁ {Jm‘HEL E&Eﬂﬂ
low was amiabiljby .itself to his cousin;
which gave thet youngster a nasty feel-
ing_that. something wak in the wigd.

Aumiability and. Spesdlow  were :méver |k

allied, "unless it Was 'to someohe @lge’s
dl, antage, and diséomfort.

& and- once only -did ‘he e;y-cﬂ'-
ma-htmn the , worde  “Ni

Nickleby,” ablr.mg E’ur]y, ':Luf B EBEIJ.IB-I. 2

tone, if ke had seep the book lyihg
aig:ut.t Carly had Lk ood. grip, on
Eumﬂf as heo mﬁli]el?: mﬂt ctm-gatnch
ut tho ry fto im” FHainly enoug
that Epu:hluw hadn't i'm.md tho prw%:::ua
wluua .
3 l'rn&- ﬂppﬁ.lﬂnﬂ}" gwmr up _the
E-E'sﬂr:.‘,h for the boolk; ehq_u_smg,tn 11;55.1{1
the wholy-affair as a-hoax; but {"Euh,
unbBeknown to his fousin, [J.m:ﬁim ered” 1
the fask—always with: the same l‘ﬂ'ﬁnlt
A blank! Really, it spemed that:cvery:
bobk “which had ever
had found its way into Mirchant
‘Taylor's library or -House, withy .gne f:'.‘i
r.eptltFn namely, “ Nichalas Nickioby.”
tzmely aanterk nls _between " those

‘heen: publighed -

the gleat’ cibtéf.-i,ue .'Iﬂ.!’.‘cl‘:.l'-. adfmﬂi lﬂ-m
to persovere,” kaying that he. felp con-
vinced the writer of -the anonymous,
ndte kiow,of ifs, cmhtmw% in the lioute,
leré wp.a 4y, it -ui' mpystery abotit
the. whole thing; l:cmc.u*ﬁ. that striel
L‘ur]x"lﬂtlh,grq:n ing fm;-:'e frvery-time
considere . Wha' possibly coul
kunow .6f thi nmbt?nm of this lmu'ﬁ: OuE
side” pld 2 11“'.III-|'_", for -wo-was the enl:
.a{:h@.n arehant- Tﬁ%]ﬂl‘ had “ever liat
with El},a tception_of g cook] who was
COns Emﬁ.-a # daily hedp.” .
¢ The more Curly thought about it thg
more -jnclined he was to regaid it Eli
aft-il-timed: practical J.ulm hunsel
and=:with the pasfing: of “days bis ens

!lﬂ.t it mn‘:h{m ﬂﬂrl:. informod  thusiasm:for-the seafch su Apart
Forrérs Locke of- Eﬁ mon-suceess ;. but  from ti'm book, “too, Iapﬂ:m'i i;!upn.n.-;]:.a:
: ; - reat pm:ﬁ in-his mind, “fgr - everyond
' ﬁilm-.mﬁctha _h EE Eu-grl-n‘.l “M:'l ng fho

thaii w that Speediowy had show
' ﬁm- angsdate folk exactly the Sort n]g

Hfolow b was, local intevest ‘I‘]: l'hk- lue

ofrthe -Wandevers ways -not so a-é; 1;
- :beforg: . big comin The pu s
npenly,mlygph-med the -end. of - ‘the toadi
force,.and their poasip
WaG ]ﬂ ;ﬁgd an the” nekxt mateh tha
Wandérer plaved,

AWfeere @il Vessdm ¢ aﬂ;ﬁhr@-;tiyutwm
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E'YE all heard of Hugh, of course,
Whe hasn't?=I1'd like to Know.
I seem {0 have heen hearing of
him for the lazt fve years, and

W

glwayz o one  connection—goals—which,
when you come to reflect upon i, ehaps,
is just the conmection one showld associnte

# eentre-forward with, And Hyph Gallacher
1z a centre-forward=—very mich so.

I don’t sct oub, te be o foothall crific--
which, perbaps. is just as well for me—but
I'm entitled to an opinion, 1 hope, and
that opinion, with your permission, I'Il set
down upon paper. I've seen Gallacher _ﬁ..
and Fve enjoyed watehing him. I wouoldo't
call him the greatest ceptre-forward ever,
of evel the greatest cemtre-forward of the
present day,  Bul I will gay this for him—
Ie's one of the preatest, and, could o vote
ba taken a8 to the greatest modern centre
forwards, I'm willing to wager you'd find
Hugh wery near the top.

The prinmary duty of o centre-forward s
to score goulz, and that’s just . tha thing
Hugh duoes. He Jdoes if, (o9, in o manner
that makes goal-scoring look exsy. When
Ike's in furm be does not score them fo ones
cikber, Two Is o eommon bag for him; three
iz not uncommaon, and I have known timez
wheti e has scorcd fouwr, and even five, lo
& mateh,

That's leadership for you, il vou like! Tip
to the end of lost year Gallacher had playeu
in seven representative pames for Scotland
=Intecnationnls and inter-League matehes—
atnd in fhose seven games he hod managed
Lo score mo less than eleven goals., As a
Cup goal-scorer, too, e wants a bit of
benting; and as for bis Leaguoe record—
well, how does 81 goals for 111 - matches
sound ¥ For that was the pumber he mettea
for the Airdrieonlans whilst he  Bgured on
thelr books=most of them scored under the
old system, too, whén goals were jolly hard
to come hy.

Both goals and Gollacher begin with a
“G" and both are synonymous., TE Hugh
ism't among the Arst three of the most
prodific gool-seorers ot the end of the season,
then 1°H never venture an oplolen again.

So. mmch for his mnet- fnding fents.
Exumining the history of the player himself,
we are struck ab once by the meteorle rive
to fame this goal-ecoring ability has gained
for hime. We can't say o lob about his
vk, I afrald, for the simple rearon that
there'a not much to be told. Such ms there
fe—here goes!

Well, then, you mezt know that Hugh i
Twenty-three years of age. He was born in
Helskill, o Lanarkehire town, and there, pre.
sunbiy, found his liking, and developed hkis
inborn tadtent for the Hcoteman’s greatest
pamie,  As a-yvouth, after ploving o mapy
pames where coats and goalposts and a slag-
lieap wis the pitch, he became attached to
Bielshill Athletic.

It was here that he started to score goals.
Even in those early doays be was noticed,
i those who saw lim always lind & good
word to say for him. Dot bhe did not seb
the heather on fire, amd, in fact, wWon no
pitbetanding juninr honours.  In 102021, how-
ever, Queen of the Soulh became interested
in young Hugh, and the Queens, seeing that
Gallacher waz a lad likely to suit them,
miade wp their minds to place him pn their
era ks,

&honld
of corse,
Sputh., 10

you bre a Seotlizli resder you will,
Enow adl " about Mueen of the
you belopg to this side of the
Border the chanece are that you will not,
fur, unfortanately, a preat deal of pablicity
iz not given to Scottish Becond Division foot.
ball in our newspapers, But Queens have
had almost as rapid & push fo the front
as Hugh Gallacher, the -lad they made.
They were n comparatively pew club when
Hugh julned them, and ot the time were
bakipg part o junior feotball. Since then
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they have won the 2cottish Qualifvieg Cup
.“E_EW and last season won promotion from
the Third Division of the Scottish League
Lo the Second DLivision,

Well, then, Guecns signed on Hupgh Gal-
lacher, and with Queesnte Hugh began  to
develop. He scored goale, he learnt all there
was to koow about the centre-forwurd's jub
that, before the end of one seazon with his
new elub, several ctber and bigger clubs
hied east anxicos eyes upon him.  Among

thoese were the Alrdriconians, who have made

Jeottish  foothall bstery during the Iast
few years. They liked Gallacher from the
moment they set cyes upon him.

Therefore, it will come ng no surprize ia
you to learm that in the end they signed
Gallacher on, That woas in 1821-22; but, being
wize, the Aflrdrie organization did oot find
himm a8 place in their First Diviclon eleven
immediately, preferring to allow him 1o
develop with the reserves. Only once or
twice wus Young Uungh called upon to take
the feld with the m_..._“"_c_.. ecleven that season,
but the displays he gave satisfied everybody
that the Airdrie management had picked
upon a winner. The following seazon, how-
ever (1923-2%8), Gallacher came out with a
veugeanee,

It was largely due to Gallacher’s prowees
lo the goal-scoring depaftmédnt that Ajrdrie
that geason won the Bcottish Second Eleven
Cup and also the Scottish Alliance Cham-
pionship. After that, of course, he was
ronde, sod fromn then on became o regular
member of the League side. In 192324 he
waz one of the men who so ably assisted
Airdrie to win the Scottlsh Cup and finish
a3 ronners-up In-the league ...H__u__._.._m_mn.___;__.
table, In  1924-25, Though Airdrle were
knocked out in the Third Bound of the Cup,
he again had the hopour of helping them
to finish a3 renners-up in the Lewgoe.

In addition to this, he had caught Lthe eye
of the Scottizh Iuternational Zelection Com-
mittee. His first appearance as the leader
of bis country’s forward line came on
March 1st, 1624, at Parkhead, Glaspow, when
he played against Ireland. The Bcols won—
doubtiess you will remember—and Gallacher,
though he did not score himself, earned
polden opinions from all who saw him. He
has more than  vindicated that omisaion
since; for, besides having played for Scot-
land against England, Ireland, and Wales,
he seored five of the eight gonb: which last
segson  earned mﬁ&.ﬁ_n#ﬂ% thee Internationol
Chumplonship.

Ote, ves, a great lad la Gallacher—a ladd,
if pregent indleations are anything o go by,
who i3 going to become even greager, and
who may add an Eaglish Cup medal and an
English Champlonship medal to hiz already
crowded case of foothall trophies! At
present, of courze. ke 18 scoring goals for
Newcastle United. Lo which ten:n. for o oo
gitleration suid to be over LG.OBG, Gullncher
wag  transferred last December. Airdrie
dida't want to part with Iim st bhe Line,
but Newcastle were desperatoly heen.

That was during the hig transfer bonm of
last year, you will remember, when &
peandalized sporting  Press  viewed  with
dismay the sensational tranefers of Heattish
players to Buglish clubs, and onee pgan
rehashed all the ofd tripe that hns hegn
written about Lig priees.

The gquestion i, one oewspaper wopoted {o
know, i3 Gallacher worth £6.006% 1 unhes.
tatingly answer * Yes."” A pgoal, a b clulb
cluh manager once told me ithia seaaon, is
workli every penny of a £100; amd il we
are to accept that figore, then Gollacher s
only to seore sixty to reimburse the New.
eastle ¢lub for their expenditure. He's
started, anyway. Im Ids debut ngainst
Everton on December 1%th he pot two, in
his second game for his mew club against
Manchester Ciby- he pot one.  lloring  the
Christmas holldays he scored four, and on
Janoary fnd he got four. A good and
‘promizing beginning, anyway.
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pabgtit add  thero i o0mR-

KE of the unsolved Iy
myvatertes of foot- shilesablo  Jisensslon at
badl is why the m...u_.m m‘. times  ns  to whether
grownd  of the Hinton or Oshame {8 the
,_Hn___“wmiuﬂ_ﬁ :anmm_..ﬁ._.ﬁ_—um.ﬂ e 4y ﬁm?.gwnﬂm H_Hﬂ_u:“_m.h_uﬂ. i1
3 known aps " White o game to-day, WAL
Hart TLane,” oand is mu‘w ﬁkp.—.mr ﬁ.md.n.... told at Tottenham that
alwaya referred  to as (Gur Travellity Correspondent.} these were 1he only fwo
guch, Tho oply thing runners for tho title, for
wrong with tha name 18 the Owen Naores ™' locks
that the geound is not at White Havt Tane of all.  How-.of Hinton, and the Greek—T think it s Greek—profile
ever, that is a detall which we con pass over, becanse thueol I'mnk Oshome fake a bit of beatine. I am not going

Spurs are =0 rich—with more money In the bank thas o o award the prize, preferring to lot Ehem
other elub: in the eountry—that it doesn’t matter very“mattor ont amomg themseives,
much what they are called.  Dut when I strolled info the]  As for the other talent at Tottenham, vou should hear
Spurs’ gronnd the other moming I did salve one mystery— Maott " Forster play the plane, He is very muwch in
why these players of Tottenham Hotspura are so _E..__un:ju__uaﬂjn at concerls, and when the Spurs plavers go oub
lately turned out, with their white shirts always o spotless  Jimmy Sced 18 always asked to do skotches of all the people
and their knlekers froned o that they have a crease downjat the dinner, My readers know all abowt the drawings
the middle like thoee new tronsers 1 had five or @ix “__EE_E deed, but 1 had o deaperate struggle to get him o do
haek, aml which are not paid for yot! _ (one of himscli to put infto these notes, Pergonally, I think
The secret of the clean ehirts and all that soft of thime it i s womst sketeh he has ever done, but there l& one
connected with the Spurs i that they do their ovn lnundry ehing 1 must add-—that 6 docen't Aatter him ]
work on the premises. I know of no other foothall eln _ By the way, having tokl vou of some things which Seed
which does thiz, and the renzon is not hecanse they haveican do well, sketeh and piny football, I will tell you some-
a Seotsman ag manager. However, thore may bossibly be thing he ean't do very well—that [s, play lawn tennis.
some ribtle conuection hetwoen the fact that the Spurs|Possibly he thinks he can, but there iz a follow who goes
never have a lmvndry bill to pay—or any ofier bill .___..E__..._f._z._n_..u. Lhe mame of * Panl Pry ™ who pot his thirough it ong
they can possibly avold—and the fact that they are theiSatunday morning, Jhnmy Skinner keeps  the  lada
richest cluly in the countoy. stipplicd with ntee neckties, for he owns a draper's shop ;

Firgt of all, I blaw fnte the Wiliards-room o6 White Hart jwhile another hali-back, in Bert Smith, has somo racing

argue the

Tane, snd found that Spurs’ officials give carelul considern-f plgrons which, he says, answer to thelr names ond cat out
tion to the creature comforts of their players.  Indeoddof his had,

1 sm enrprised that the Spurs players ever do any __H...,._n...._ By the thme these notes appear T hope we ghall all have
traluing Desidea walking round their billineds-room, but!seen Arthur Gramsdell brek in his place in the toam. but
they do—onur old fricocd Eilly Mioter stili ¥ when Isaw him Inst he was hobbling about
sees to that,  Tommy Clay 1s one of the best with » big etick.

blilinrds plavers on the etaff, but he was .___.EJ Thera are several things regrettable
not playing that moming when I went in ; i about the White Hart Lame ground just
he owas trving to Impress some of his pals .&..- mow.  One s Seeretary Arthor Turmer's
with wm._..ﬁ.m “_.,u.zm_.“___ gtory. Im the summer - pipe.  Another i3 that Fanny Walden no
It —

longer Plays in the host tcam, beeause it
wis always possible to hnve o good Joke ak
the lUttle "on's expense, T remember onee

e unusual thing to seo
Tommy off with hiz rod and line st slx In

: e T
the moming, and * Pat* MecWilliam, the )

manager, is the only fellow Clay doesn't 153 7 when the team was travelling they bought
tell his yvarna to. Mac Knows 0o much et | ten ordinery tickets, and one_child's ticket,
about fishing himself, your soe. the Intter Belng for Walden, But Fanny ™'

had the last langh, becanse he got through
with the half-fore ticket |

Another regret is that Jinuny Canlrell has
Ieft tho club. Jimmy Dimmock did so love
to carry Canbiclls goll olubz, and o kid
hirngell that hie was a galfer. Tho outside-
leit has now palled up with hiz wing partoer,
Jack FElkes, and I may tell you that although
Jack has pulled pretty neacly cvervbody's
ltg—Including my own—he has not ek
been able &o m;.wan o good one on Dime

It 18 Just as well that there are some
talkers on the stafl at Tottenham, for thera
are some very silent-members, too. It is zoid
that the centre-hall, Harry Skitt once gave
the whole of the plasvers a tromendous shock
hw E.E._::ﬂ one golitary word on the foot-
ball fleld, but thers 15 no confirmation of
this yarn., At lesst, Skitt himsell wouldn't
confirm .

Thero is very real tatent In the Tolttenham
team, however, and never a Jdoll moment

when they are travelling. Goal-keeper Yred ..___..___!-__..., SEED mack. DBuet Klkes lives in hape. A happy
Hinton will sing o classic song any time in e 3 s faruily, these Spurs,
% et (As* Beod * byhimsell.)| "0 ok to lem |

a nice and jncidentally I
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WHAT CHELSEA'S GROURD LOOKS LIKE FROM AN AEROPLANE!

tenor voico g

[Reproduced By permizaion of derofilors Limifed,

Muaw it ranks as one of the leading clubs in the Metra-
The Pensicners, as they are knewn, can bosst of one of the finest grounds in the country. Their

In 1904 the famous Chelaen Club did not exist.

lia.
Wu..n__n.%:_mnu_.._n grand-stand is 120 yarde long, 70 fest high, and-will accommodats 5,000 people. The

round iteslf holds 80,000 spectators, and there s etlll room for expansion. Ovriginally the Stamford

Wq_nnn Athletic Ground, no money wis gpared iniorder that the enclosurs might be perfect in avery

datail, Chelsea holds thas distinction of being the Unly club ever alected to the Football Leagus before
taking part In any cempetition, or even in a friendly.

aters onee they have been found.
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The Trouble with Yound,
& Footballers is thaf theythink -
;fi,.:. they know Everything-..
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By FRED C. KEENOR,
(The Welsh International Centre-Half of Cardiff City.)

: HE other day I was chatting with a
_ friend about the promising players
of thic present foothall senson, com-
paring ootes as to the players we
thought likely o make good. Hée compiled
n ligk, ool I was rotber surprised at the
nimber of young and coming players of
whom (b secemed reazonable to hold  high
hopes, -When we had put, down several
names, my friend suddenly turned to me
whth thiz remark:

“1 say, Fred, waat bappens to sll these
voungsters who come up 50 regularly? Every
senzon seems Lo produce plenty of promibsing
lads, but before they have Iully developed
they drop back, apd pothing more iz heard
af them.*

The remark of my friend set me thinking
serionzly, It @z ‘A fact that every season
witneszes the arrival of & falr number of
young lads who seem to have It in them to
make good in the football world. It i
equglly true. however, to say that, so far
a8 A fair pumber of them are concerned,
they [ade away almort as rapldly as they
come ta the front. They fall Lo come any-
where near expectations.

PLENTY OF MATERIAL,

One thing we can say with a falr amount
of assyrance k& that, il the young lade
who find their way into foothall season after
season did fulfl the expectations which they
raize, the seramble for real foothallers would
not be anything like =0 desperate as it is
at the moment. Every club wanls players,
wants them badly, and Iz prepared to Jdo
everything possible to bring on the young-
There {r
tow material in plenty: Indeed, that Is
inevitahly the case with a pame which |2
=0 widely played from mﬂ—_nﬂ_nnuwm" upwnrds
by hondreds of thowsands of Iads.  Then
why don't they develop steadily?  How iz
it that so many of them vanish almost ne
guickly as they arrive—go back to ohscurity
without ever reallsing the expectations of
thele friends or their employers?

FPROMOTED TOO 3S00N.

There are several possible answers to the
forepoing questions. For instance, 1t might
be spid-and I think with a certain degree
of truth—that some of the fallurez are due
to the fact that the ot for good men Qs
g0 desperate.  The right sort of material
Leing as searce a8 it pndoubtedly iz, it neces-
garily follows that clube are apt to gamble
with the lads they do find., They promate
them in a hurey, and in a sort of forlorn
hope that they will make good In the hest
class of foothall. Tere amd there these men
whe jump from obsourity to fame in a night,
as it were, =tick . Bot the preat majority
of them don't, and it is my opinion that o
proportion fail hecause they are not rendy.
Reing woready, they get downheartced and
dizappointed.

A FATAL MALADY.

80 far as my experlence goes, however, 1
think there is a deeper reason for the fuact
Ehat the fads do pot all develop as they
are expectied to do, This reasom is that
they very rapidly get too bhig for their
shoes, | know plenty of luds who have got
joto first-class football around the age of
twonty. They bave been promizing lads, Loo,
possessed of o certakn amount of footballing
instinct. Alas! far {00 many of them have
coffered from that ferrible malady which s
best described by the words  swelled head.™
They have acted as theugh, once having got
inta a frst-claze side, they know everything
there is to knoew about (he same. “They will

scarcely listen to the advice of those who
have been much longer in football, and the
result s that, instead of progressing, they
stand stil.

SPOILED BY HIS FRIENDE:

I om not just merely giving these lods a
good Liding, as it were, becouse I can quito
ynderstapd them. They gpring up like mush-
roctns in the night, and wake to find them-
selves famouvs, ‘Fhey are popular heroes, and
every man they know--and many they don't
know—iz ready to take them by the hand.
But meny of the so-called friepds of the
footballer do not lead him the right. way.
On tha contrary, they tempt him fo stay
out late, perhaps to have more to drink
than is good for any young lad who wants
to get on in football, with the result that
the youth can't stand the hurly-burly. His
hoad is turned. He iz the great <1 am.™

THE EXAMPLE OF MEREDITH:

Personally, 1 am always very sorry when
I eee young lads golng that way, and T
slionld like to refer them to the. grentest
foothaller  ever produced by my native
coantry of Wales, [ refer, of course, to
 Billy ¥ Merediths Meredith was a great
natiaral fosthatler: but, as he will tell you,
he owed a great amount of his continued
success in the game to the fact that he
was always ready fo learn. I remember
talking to Meredith zome Mttle time back,
and this iz what he sald: “I wish I could
Lplay for o few more seasong, becanze thera
are gome tricks I should still like fo prac-
tiza and to perfect elf in.* When Mere-
dith used those words he was nearly ffty.
and had been am acknowledged master of
the game for thirty years. The man who
thinks that at the ‘ape of twenty-two he
knows everything sbout football is riding
for a fall. The man who I8 always trymng
to learn new tricks, o perfect the old ones.
wha is ready and willing to put in a bit of
extra practice Inztepd of E.E:m to dodge
the practice which fa arramged for him, is

the pleyer who iz going to develop.

THE LAD WHO GQETS ON.

After all, tha young players of fo-day have
‘a much better chance than the young
plavers of previous penerations, Practically
all the big clubs have their expert coaches
nownadayi—men who know the game, and are
ready to teach the youngsters In the right
way. 1 know that there are limits to what
can ba tawzht: but, on the otber hand, T
have come across plenty of youngsters who
failed to make good hecause they conshdercd
that they knew better than the men whose
buositiess it was to teach them.

There is just one thing more I would sdy
in the plavers who deecline to learn—who
think they know cverything.” Tt is this:
The heroes of the football fleld are only

horoes eo long as  they are successful.
Ttemember that, you lads. Tt la o zobering
Lhonaht. ;

“When T was qulte a boy.” says Steve
Bloomer,' * 1 was always impressed with tho
teaching that, if yon found & centre-hall, you
eemld bulld a team round that one gpood
player: and if you were lucky enough to
Thave o brilliant centre-nalf and a brilliant
centre-forward—well, the rest of the team
dido't matter 20 much.™
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