


2 WRITE TO YOUR EDITOR ABOUT IT!

trouble or meed advice.

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from his chums. Write to him wheén you are in
A siamped and addressed env

L P
e s

will ensure a speedy reply.

Lotters should be addresged: The Editor, THE MAGNET LIERARY, The Amalgamated
Press {1922), Lid.,, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, Lendon, E.C.4.

“THE PHANTOM OF THE DOGGER
BANK ! *

HAT'® the title of the extra
special treat in store for Mag-
netites  the week aflter mnext.
Yes, yes, it -is a detective story,

and Ferrers Locke does come into
it—he's very much in the picture, az a
matter. of fact. From the foregoing,
then, you have gathered that “ The Caszn
of the Langsdale Wanderers ¥ comes to
an end in next week's isue of the
Magyer, 20 this is the right season to
be talking of its suceessor. PFor some
vears Ferrers Locke has figured in your
favourite paper, and I feel sure-he 13 as
well received now as he was in the
beginping. His latest case is truly a
tricky one to solve, From the title you
can sea that it concerns the great North
Sea ﬁshing grounds, and as & starting-

int the “Dogger ¥ 1s rather uniqoeg mn

ys' fiction. I shall ba able next week
ko give you more particulars of this
fine serial, so look out for our little

weekly gossip,
DAVID GDODWIN.

Talking of new serials remindas me
that I promised you something definite
in the way of news concerning a serial
story by famous David Goodwin., I told
you in last week’s Chat that I had gof
nto tonch with Mr. Goodwin, and made
t quite clear that Magnetites were
velling for & Goodwin yarn. He smiled
n that nice way of his, and promised
me on the spot a Goodwin story. More
than that, he tackled the job lt-ﬂat T
day, and now I have in front of me the
full synopsis of the story he proposes
to give you chaps, and the opening
chapters wrrtten up,  And my word,
chwns, you're booked for something
extra good. I won't make personal
romparisons, for they are odious; but
looking found for something, or, rather,
gomeone to illustrate my opimion of
-his new story, I can only say—and I
welieve it will go home—that David
Soodwin has beaten himself, for I've
aever had the pleasure of reading so
fine & yarn from his pen. When does 1t
start? Of course, I'm keeping you on
tenterhooks! Sorry ! Well, then, my
chums, it is bhilled to start immediately
“The Phantom of the Dogger Bank ™
hnishes. Now, that's somme programme
to look forward fo, i-n't 1t? What-ho!

ME. RICHARDS AND INDIA'!

While I am on thiz subject of |.::'ri‘.'--
grammes, let e whisper it that Mr.
Richards is preparing now a special
summer series of Harry Wharton & Co.
varns, the plot of which is staged in
India—in Hurree Singh's native
country. And old Inky is going to be
wall . mm  the limelight. . Eeﬁ your
peepers open, Magnotites, for this year
I'm going ont to beat all records. I
have other things up my sleeve—yon'd
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go mad with joy if you knew them now
—but you understand that it is not good
policy for mie to let on too much of
what I've got written in my “book of
words ™ so much in advance of the time
when these things will see the light of
day, as it were, Still, I can ask you
all to keep the old flag ilyirig and put
your trust in me. Which reminds mo
that I'm rather niggardly in my thanks,
for just recently the net sales go to
prove Magnetites have been doing a
little recruiting.

AMBITIOUS !

Really it is most gratifying fo see our
old paper leading the way in the boys’
fiction market, and I thank you all from
the bottom of my heart for. your good-
natured efforts. At the same time—you
will think I'm a greedy fellow—I do
ask you to continue, It helps you all
in the long run as well as me, for the
bigger the circulation the greater scope
13 mime to secure the very best stories,
competitions, FREE GIFTS—and =&
pretty tale about these T could tell were
my lips at this stage not sealed—and all
those things necessary towards produe-
ing o really tip-top paper., Not that
the MaGXET isn't a tip-topper. Not &
bit of 1t! But I am ambitious, and
doubtless you are the same, to see the
MAGXET in every house in the kingdom.
Thiz we can do, and will do, if we pull
together. When you meet a chap wita
a long face vou can bet your sweet lifo
he izn't a MacxeT reader. Just yon try
and cure him. You won't have to say
much. Shove a copy of the old paper
inta hiz hands, and then have a squint
at him about an hour later. I'll bet Lis

i WY

Don't miss this week's
ALL SPORTS! Every-
thing you want to know
about the Semi-Finalse—
facts about the clubs,
their prospects, and all
about the teams. Be
sure to ask for

AlL SPORTS

Every Thursday - - 2d.

blues will disappear for keeps. . You
will have enrolled a mew chum under
the Magxer banner, you will have done
a good turn, you will haeve helped to
add another brick te the already
colossal -structure we are building
against the skyline, representative of
the Maoxer’s steady  progression,
eminence, and high quality. Btick to
it, chums!

SENT TO COVENTRY !

A kean Magnetite who signs “himself
“J. K." sends me a ripping letter of
congratulations about the Meiu-nm', the
Football SBuplement, and Bunter. . He
asks me for the meaning of the term
being “sent to Coventry,” It comes
from very old times when, owing to the
disturbed state of the country. a strong
ﬁfimn was thrown- intg Coveéntry.
The Coventry people resented this atfen-
tion, and gave the cold shoulder to the

military. So it about that being
sent to Coventry meant that you got tho

cut direct if you were in the Army,

TWENTY TAEBLE FOOTBALL GAMES
OFFERED EVERY WEEK !

All you have to do to win one of these
fasvinating pames—a picture of which
is shown on page 27—is to send in &
“par “—not more than three hundred
words in length—deseribing any incident
which you consider intemsﬁllg, BEEN OF
heard on the football ground. Now,
thizs is delightfully simple; one ean
hardly call 1t & competition, as it is
within the rvach of evéryone. For the
best twenty efforts sent in each week, I
am going to award twenty toppin tg'l':llﬁ
games. o picture on page gives
you on idea of the game. Note the
miniature footer boots attached to the
fingers of the hand.  Practically the
same tricks and movements as played on
a proper football field apply fo this
table game. There's a football, there
are two sides, there are the footer boats.
What more would you have! Now pile
in with those pars; you can send in as
many as you like. All efforts must be
addressed “Pars.” No. 4. The Macrer
Library, Gough House, Gongh Bquare,
London, E.C. 4.

Your Editor reserves the right to pub-
lish any prize-winning paragraph, Now
get busy ! '

For Next Monday.

“THE CIRCUS SCHOOLBOY 1™
By Frank Richards.

Another ripping story of Harry
Wharten & Co. at %res*frmrs, featuring
also, Pedrillo. the boy acrobat. Don't
miee it, chums !

e

“THE CASE OF THE LANGSDALE
WANDERERS ! **

Look out, too, for the conecluding
chapters of this pular fooier and
detectiva story. ere’'s 3 big surprise
in store for you before the curtain rings
down on this Langsdale drama. "Nuff
2aid !

FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT No. 10

No. 10=and it'll be better than the
first nine nnmbers, this new supplement
of ours! Mind vyou read it, boys!

THE PORTRAIT GALLERY !

In next week’s issne will be found an
excelent picture of Georga Blundell, the
bluff, good-natured skipper of the Fifth
at Greyfriars, Ses that you add his
cheery chivvy to your collection.  all

e best, chums!
¥ R YOUR EDITOR,
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DECIDEDLY AWKWARD!

Hobson of the Shell is forbidden by his father to speak to Pedvillo, the circus boy ecrobal,

toho is temnmpororily stoyging at the school, Being a dutiful son, Hobaon agrees to obaerve his father's wishes, buk
Fre does not bargein on having Pedrille thrust upon hin as a study male ]

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter's Wonderful Wheeze !

“S ENCOR "
ik E'h -E!:
“Yo lo tengo!™

It was Wilham George Bunter
of the Greyfriars: Remove who made
those surprising remarks.

The Remove were coming in for third

lesson; and Harry Wharten & Co., as
they walked in, found that Bunter was
already in the Form-room,
% That was extremely unusual; Bunter
was gencrally the last to turn up for
any lesson, and he had received more
lines for being late than any other
fellow in the Lower Fourih. .

But there he was, sitting at his desk,
with o book Lefore him, and & fat grin
on his face.

Mr. Quelch, the Remove master, had
not vet cotne in, Bunter addressed his
remarkable remarks to Harry Wharton
& Co., who stared at him blankly.

“YWhat's thiz game?’ asked Bob
Cherry.

Y Potty T inguired Nugent.

“Muy bien!” answered Bunter.

“What on ocarth——" began Johnny

Bull.

“(an  gusto!” went on  Bunter
cheerily.

“Jz that Latin®' inquived Johnny
Bull.

A emile of lofty disdain wreathed the
fat features of Bally Bunter.

“You're jolly ignorant, Johnny Bull,
nat te know Spanish from Latin!” he
said.

“Ol, it's Spanish, is 167 said Johnuy,
“ And what are yon babbling Spanish
for, vou howling ass? Yon're nol learn-
ing Spanisli, T suppose? If von've got
any time on your hands you ought to
put it into learning English, and then
vou may leave of mixing your nonina-
tives and acousabives, and sphitting your
giddy infinifives.”

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“PRut what dees it mean?” asked Bob
Cherry. “You never learn anvthing
unless you're going to be licked for not
learning it, Bunter. Is this a gamef”

“1t's 2 wheeze!” said Bunter.,

“Blessed if I see where the wheezo
comes  in!” said Bob, utterly aston-

ished. *“You're learning Spanish for a
wheeze? My hat !

Billy Bunter had succeeded in aston-
ishing the Famous Five.

Really it was very surprising.

Bunter's English left much to be de-
sirecd, and only the dread of Mr
Quelch’s cane could drive him to the
study of Latin, while his French made
Monsicur Charpentier tear his hair. Yet
here he was, apparently mugging up
Spanish, a language that was not in-
cluded in the Greyiriars curriculum,
aud of which he was nct under the
necessity of knowing s single word! It
really was amazing !

“Where does t?m wheeze come in!"
asked Harry Wharton.

Bunter chuckled a [at chuckle. ]

“We've got Latin prose in  thivd
lozson,” he said. “I fancy I'm going to
get out of it. See? Quelchy 15 never
satisfied with my Latin prose.”

“Ho would be jolly casily satished if
he were!”

“(oh, really, Wharton—"

“PBut tell us the wheeze,” said Bob.
“I'm not jolly keen on Latin prose,
and if there's a way of dodging third
lesson I'm on to it. I'd rather punt
about a footer on n fine moruing likeo
this."

“No ond of o wheeze,” zaid DBunter
itnpressively.  * You see, heing the only
follow at Greyvirizavs who can speak
Spanish——" ]

“Can von speak 107 grinned Frank

Mugent.
“Well, perhaps I'in not  what you
would eall  fluent,” said  Puntev

caunticusly.  “Yon can't become Auent
in a lungnage by veading it up for an
hour oy so=—==""

“Ha, ho, ha!"

“Phe fluentfnluess wonld not be ter-

vifie ™ elmekled Fueree Jamsel Bam
Singh.
“Rut Quelchy  doesn’t  know any

Spanish, of eourse, so it will be good
cuongh Tor him, " explained Bunter,

“My only hat! You're going to talk
Spanizh to Quelchy " exclanned Harry
Wharton.

o . R o, |

g A Grand New Long Complete
% FRANK RICHARDS.
EZ

iy

at  Greyfriars, featuring
Pedrillo, the boy acrobat.
- %

story of Harry Wharton & Co.
G B er e i s o

“Just that!" grinned Bunter.

“And that will get vou off third
lesson?!

“I hope so—and a good many more
lessons, too!” suid Bunter cheerily, *I
van tell you it's the wheeze of tha term!
Mind, you fellows are not to bog it:
it's my wheeze, and ' sticking to il
I thought of it first, you know, and 1t's
mine !

The chums of the Remove gazed at
him. Be did a good many more of the
Removites who heard his astonishing
remarks,

Peter Todd tapped his forehead
significantly.
*Quitc off " he remarked.
“0h, really, Toddy—" ;
“Wandering in hiz mind,” zaid

Vernon-Smith.

“The question is—has he any mind
to wander in?" asked Skinner.

“But lot's hear the eiddy wheeze,”
anid Bobh.,  *Quelchy will be coming
along in & minute or two. Cough it up,
Bunter I . I

“Mind, vou're not to bag it!" said
Bunter. “You see, o lot of fellows
couldn't work the same jape. Quelchy
wouldn't give the whole Form permis-
sion to go and sit with an invalid, of
courge,”

“Ehi"

“What "'

“Which?"

“1 suppose you [fellows haven't for-
gotten the accident at the eircus at
Friardale last week®” said Bunter. *You
know that Spanish acrobat—what’s his
namag—-~"~

“*Pedrille ! said Bob.

“That's it! That acrobal kid, Ped-
rillo, took & tumble, and the Head let
im be brought here to the school hos-
pital. Now he's recovering——"

“PBut what——""

“ How—"

“ What the thump——"

“Don't you see!” grinned Dunter.
“Iere's & poor fellow—a Dlessed
foreigner, who most likely can’t speak
e word of English—laid up in onr saupy.
The nurse doesn't speak his lingo, of
cougse: and old . Pillbury wouldn't

I'ne MacxrT Lisrapv.—No, 946,
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know any Spanigh. Think of the poor,
unfortunate fellow Iying there, yon
know, unable to spenk to a soul!
Pathetie, ain't it?"

‘" But what—" ]

“\Well, vou know what a kind-hcarted
chap I am——"

“Great pip

“ Always thinking of others——"

“My only hat!™

* Always sacrificing myself for the
good of other fellows—"

“Yeo gods!”

“PBeing that kind of generous and
liind-hearted chap, you know, I thought
of going to sce the poor, umfortunate
iavalid and talking to him in his own
languages.™

* Phew "

“Quelchy is a bit of a crusty eold
ard,” said Bunter. * But he must ha:n.;a
1 heart—stands to reason he must. Hes
hound to realise what a rodsend it will
be for that blessed foreigner—I mean
that poar unfortunate, unhappy invalid—
to have a jaw with a chap in hiz own

langnage. See? Well, then, as 1 know
Hpanish, 1'm the man."
E1l 0'.1' !:-'

”]Iiuf. 3'{:1;: hl'i::m’f:- know Spanish!"
howled Bob Cherry. :
“That's all right if Quelchy thinks I
Jo. T know enough Spanish for Quelchy,
if ﬂ'::}lifnr Pe}?rﬂ o

T ‘- m “ IH

3 uel::h{- is bound to be touched when
[ tell him I'm going to_comfort the
sick and aflicted, and all that. He's
<ure to be touched——" -

T shall think he's touched, certainly,
if he's taken in so easily as all that!”
chuckled Bob Cherry.

*“Ha, ha, ha!” ;. .

“Think of that poor ‘foreigner lying
there—-=" caid Bunter.

* While you're Iying here ! remarked
.“ikir&:&r.i b 1

“Ha, &, ha .

“Oh, shut up, Bkinner! You fellows
watch me work the oracle,” said Bunter.
“T've been practising Spanish o lot—
it's easy, if vou only want to gas a few
words, vou know, I think it's jolly
kind of me fo think of that blessed—I
mean, that unfortunate invalid. It's
rost 1ne ‘oney, too, I gave threepenco
for thiz book second-hand at old
Lazarua’.”

“ And vou're rveally going to try that

ame on Quelchy E’F asked {Inrr:.'

harton blankly.

“Yes, rather ] Knowing that I speak
Spanish, he will be glad to send me to
lave a friendly talk with that vohappy
invalid- 1n sanny,” explained Bunter,
“Tt may surprizse him to learn that I'm
a Spanish scholar—"

“1t may! Ha, ha, ha !

“But when I aling somé SBpanish at

lim it will. be all right, You fellows
watch.”

“Hallo, halle, lhalle! Hersa comes
Quelchy 1"

#Not & word [ breathed Bunter.

The Spanish menual disappeared into
Bunter's  pocket. The Removites
hurried to take iheir places as Mr.
Queleh's step was heard in the corridor.

The Remove master came info the
Form-roon.

All eves were turned on Bunter.

In the way of inventing dodges for
cluding work Bunter had a fertile bram.
Many and various were his stunts for
that noble purpose. But certainly even
Williamm George Bunter had never
llffpﬁg. developed so surprising a stunt
wu this,

Undouhbtedly, if it was dizpovered thab
z Greviriare fellow could speak Bpanish,
it was likely (hat that fellow would be
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allowed, and even requested, to visit the
injured acrobat from Zorro's Spanish
Circus who was now lying in the school
sanatorium. It was not unlikely that
such a wseful fellow might be excused
a class or two [or the purpose. But—

As Bunter's knowledge of Bpanish
was derived from a few hasty blinks at
a Spanish manual, the success of his
remarkable wheeze was really quite
doubtful.

Certainly, Bunter was not bothering
about his ability, or inability, to carr
on a conversation with the SBpanish
acrobat,

Once he had secured leave from class
he was not likely to spend many of tho
minutes of his leave.by the side of
the stranger from afar.

What e was bothering about was get-
ting out of the Form-room before third
lesson started, and escaping the horrors
of Latin prose.

Bunter's fat face was confident. But
the other fellows doubted very much
whether so old and downy a bhird as
Henry Quelch would g0 easily
caught. And they watched with breati-
less interest as Billy Bunter proceeded
to work the oracle.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Trying It On !

i R. QUELCH! Sir!™
Bunter etood up in his
lace and blink at his

‘orm  master
big spectacles,
ha Remove master glanced at him.
“You may sit down, Bunter.”
“But, sir—"
“If you have anything to say, Bunter,
ba brief!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch im-
patiently. “What is it ?”

through his

“Being a Auent Spaniard, sig—"
-I:I'“That?:}
“T mean, & fuent spesker of

Epuniards-—-f mesn, Spanish,”  stam-
mered Bunter, a little disconceried by
the steady stare of Mr. Quelch’s gimlet
eyes, ' I—I thought—"

“What do you mean, Buntar?"

“That unfortunate blessed foreigner,
slp—m-="

i “’hﬂ.t -El.rl

“T—I mean, that poor unfortunate
invalid, sir, in sanny,” said Bunter. "1
—I keep on thinking of him, eir, lyivg
there with nobody to speak to. He
must ba foeling: frightiully lonely and
down, sir, 50 far from his native country,
and—and nobody talking his language;
siv. J—I feel very much for him, sir.
It really keops me awake of mights—"

“Bless my soull” said Mr. Quelel
blankdy.

“Ba I—I thought, sir, az the doctor
savs ho's getting better, that he might
like me to sit g;:r hia bedside, sir, and
talk to him in his own hngo—"

“In what "

“I mean his own language, sir. It
would buck him ne end=I  mean, it
would cheer him up a lot, sir. And
being so fluent in Spanis 3
© 9T was not aware, Buntar, that yon
had any knowledge of-the anish
tongue,” said Mr. Quelch, staring ab
the fat junior. =~

“0Oh, ves, &ir;
study,” said Bunter.

“If that is the caze, Bunter, I am
very glad to hear it——" :

wI—I t'E:u_:mght vou would be, sir," said

Bunter, encouraged.
" “But as you are the very reveree of a
studious I::::njr, I doubt your statement
very much,” went on Mr. Quelch, in a
grinding voice.

it's my f[avourite

“Oh, siy! I—I'll epeak some Spanish
to you “if you like, sir,” stammered
Bunter, “T've got it all at my finger-
tips. I—I really speak' Bpanish rather
better than Iinglish, sir.”

“Even 'that would not prove a close
acquaintance with the language,” said
Mr. Quelch grimly.

“That's earc,” murmured Bob Cherry.

“I—1 thought, sir, that if you

approve, I'd walk across to sanny now
and cheor the poor unfortunate %qllg’w
up by talking to him in his own lingo—
language, eir.”
. “¥You would be willing to miss third
lesson for this purpoze, Bunter 7" asked
Mr. Quelch, evidently in a sardonic
vein.

“I—I wouldn't mind, sir.”

“I believe that statement, at least. I

~am quite sure that you would clude any

lesson, Bunter, at the cost of any pre-
vericatiog.”

“Qh, sir!"”

“But if you speak Spanish, as you
say—m="

“Certainly, sir”

“If so, Bunter, you are ocnlitled to
commendation, 1 certainly never sus-
g;ected Eyuul of such devetion to study.

our English and Latin show no signs
of it whatover.”

 The—the fact is, sir, thai—ihat I've

iven 30 much of my time to—to

panish, sir, that—that my Latin has
suffered a little in consequence. That's
;I-Jw .it iz, sir, Deing a studious chap

“Very good! With what Spanish
w'?%i ?:l;u vou acquainted, Bunter I

Bunter cudgelled his fat brams.: He
was acquainted with as many works im
Spanish as in Chinese or Hindustani,

He was . just able to remember the
name of one Spanish work.

“Don  Quixote, s=ir!” he gasped.
Bunter had heard somebody speak of
Don Quixote, and fortunately remem-
bered tliat the author was a Bpaniavd.
“That—that's my favourite work, siv.”

“Indeed! How is the name of your
favourite work spelt in Spanish,
Bunter 1"

The Remove looked on hreathlessly.
Mr, Quelch was in one of the sarcastic
moods that his Form knew so well, He
was, as the juniors knew, playing
Bunter like a fish. Only Bunter eould
not sea it. . '

QU-I-X-0-T-E I'” answered Bunter

brightly, He considered that an casy
one.
“The work you mention s your

favourite work in Spanish, but you are
not  aware that Cervantes wrote
* Quijote,” and not * Quixote,”  eaid Mr.
Quelch, '

It was the first Bunter had heard of
either Cervantes or "&uijntu."'" But he
felt himself equal to the odcasion,

“Oh, yes, sir! Quitel”

“And how is this name, with which
vou .are so familiar, pronounced in
Soanish, Bunter 1"

It was dewning upon the Eomove that
their Form-master was not so un-
acquainted with the Bpanish languapge
as had been supposed.

But it did not down on Bunter. The
Owl's fat intellect required plenty of
time to get iuto motion.

“Quixote, sir,” answered Bunter
brightly, pronouncing the name as it i3
aﬁet in English, unter considered
that an easy one, so to speak.

“¥ou are not aware, Bunter, that in
Hpanish the name is’ pronounced in three
syllables 7'

Es GI] [lf

“Your knowledge of the language,
Dunter, does not enable you to spell or
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ronounce an exceedingly well-known
Spanish name ™"

“0Oh, yes, sird
fact 1s—"'

“Well, what iz tho fact, Bunter?™ in-
quired Mr. Quelch in a voice that re-
minded the juniors of the grinding of &
ERW.

“I—I—if vou like, sir, I'll sling some
Spanish at yvou—I mean, I'll speak somo
Spanish—lots of it—any amount, air!”
gasped Bunter. " F'rinstance, yo lo
tengo, senor !

“Upon my word !" zaid Mr. Quelch.

Bunter prononnced the word “senor ™
as spelt in English; indeed, he could do
no othor. Ha was not in the least aware
that in Spanish it is pronounced as if
spelt “senvor.”

“Give me any sentence in English,
gir, and I will translate it at once into
Snanish, without even stopping to
think,” said Bunter.

“I will do 50, Bunter. Trauslate the
sentenee. 'I oam speaking to a foolish
and untruthful boy." ™ said Mr. gueiuh.

Some of the Removites grinned.

“Certainly, sir," aaid Bunter.

“T am waiting, DBunter.”

But Billy Bunter did not keep the Re-
move master waiting. He had & Spanish
sontence all ready, and he rattled it off
cheerily., Quite a lot of trouble had
Bunter taken in memorising that
Bpanish sentence. He was, of course,
relying wholly upon the fact that the

No, sir! The—the

e B T Sy
————

.JI

Remove master, though a8 “whale " in
Latin and Cireek, was unacquainted with
Spanish. He had vet to learn that that
was not a fact.

“QOtras personas asoman a sus bal-
cones v pasap allt una hora o mas!”
rattled off Buntor,

Mr, Quelch jumped.

_ The Remove fellows stared. Rnnlli;,
1t was surprising to hear Bunter rattlo
off a Spamish translation at & moment's
notice like this. There would have been
causa for surprize had it been a transla-
tion of the sentenco given by the Form-
master,

* Bless
Quelch,

Buntér smirked.

“You ges, sir—"

. 1 see that you are as absurd and
ieredibly stupid, Bunter, as you are
untruthful " thundered Mr. Quelch.

It was Bunter’s turn to jump.

“That—that's good Bpamsh, sir[" he
stammeread.

“Is it & translation of the sentcheo
I gave you!" hooted Mr. Quelch.

“(Oh, yos, sir'! Quite ! _

“Upon my word! You have learned
this almost meaningless sentenca by
heart, Bunter, in order to attempt to
deceivea me,”

*Oh, really, sir

“The Spanish words you have uttered
mean, ‘Other persons show themselves
on their balconies and pass there an
hour or more,” " exclaimed Mr, Quelels
“You do not even know the meaning of
the words you have quoted like a
parrot.” .

“Dh dear !" gasped Bunter.

It dawned on him at last that My

my soul!"” ejaculated Mr.

LE

- Quelech knew Spanish.

- He hadu't thought of that, How was
he to think of it7 A fellow couldn't

wd (|
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think of cverything. At least, Bunter
couldn't.
“*Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd the Removites.
“8Bilenee! This boy's dizshonesty, this
boy's provarication, this boy's crass
obtuseness, are not matters for merri-
ment !™ thundered Mr., Queleh.

Tho  Remove did not-quite agree with
their Form-master on ﬁmt point, Dut
they ceased to laugh, guite suddenly. A
Form-master had to be given his head.

“Bunter, you have deliberately at-
tempted to decoive me in order to clude
instruction!™

“Oh, no, sir! Not at all, sir [** gasped
Bunter, *I—I didn't want to cut class,
sir. It—it would have been a blow to
e, sir!l"

“* Bunter——"

“1 was only thinking of that poor un-
fortunate  chap, sir, and how nico it
-.va:lrld be to speak Spanish to him, sirv,
an _I‘l

“3tand out beforn the class, Bunter!™

“Oh dear [V

Bunter rolled out reluctantly.

Heo could see now—what the other
fellows had seen from the beginning-—-
that his wonderful wheeze was not =

T SLCCaEE,

“ Bunter, your conduct is wtterly un-
gerupulous——"

“1Is it, sir?" pasped Bunter.

“It is absolutely depraved, Bunter!™

“Oh, erikey!”

“ Bend over that desk, Bunter!"

“Oh dear! I—I say, sir! I—I didn't
mean—that is, I wasn't—I—I mean I
never knew you knew Spanish, sirl"
groaned DBunter.

“Very probably!” rapped out Mr.
Quelch. “*Even you, I presume, would
not have attempted so bare-faced an
imposture had you known that it would

il

“] was not aware, Bunter, that you had any knowledge of the Spanish tongue,’ sald Mr. Quelch.
* Well, what is the fact? " inquired the Hemove master.
Bunter, " I'll sling some Spanish at you—I mean, I'l speak some Spanlsh.

The—the faet is——*

(See Chapter 2.)

“Oh, yes, sir!|
“1—I—f you like, sir,”" stammered
F'rinstance, yo lo tengo, senor.”

Tue Maoxer Lipriny.—No. 946,
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po dotectod immediately. 1 have told
vou to bend over that desk!"

“But, sir—— Yarpooooh!”

A lick from the cane hinted to Bunter
that hiz Form master was waiting for
him to bend over.

Tha (hyl of the Remove bent over the
dosk.

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

Four loud whacks echoed through the
Form-room, aéeompanied by four terrilic
vells.from Williain George Bunter,

“There!” said Mr. Queleh. “ Now go
hack - 4o vour place, Bunter. You will
o detained half an hour after class, for
rhe time . von have wasted.”

“Oh dear !”

Bunter crawled back-to lus place.

He sat down dismally and immediately
rose agnin, Mr, Quelch’s eve gleamed
at him.

“ 8it down at once, Bunter!”

“Hl.lt. i'i‘-i-li'—_""

“T decline to hear ome word further
from you, Bunter! Sit down!"

" But—but—but—m-m-may I stand up,
siv " gasped” Buntel., “I—I1—T'd like
io stand for a-—a—a little while, sirv.”

Mr. Quelcly stared at him, and then
his grim face broke into a smile,

“Oh, very well. You may
througlh this lesson, Bunter.”

Anmd  Williamm  George Bunter took
third lesson stonding.

stand

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Roland for an Oliver!
" began Hobson

L 111E Remova
of thoe Shell. _ ,
Maunde Hoeking, Hobby's

stucy-mate, did not seem to

heav.

Hoskins was sitting at the study table,
with & pencil in his hand and a sheet
of muzic-paper before him. His left
hand was running through his hair,
which Heoskinsg wore rather Jonger than
most Groyiriars fellows, being musical.
When Hoskins of the Shell was running
lis fingers through his hair, and staring
at a sheet of music-paper, any fellow
might have kpown that he was in the
throes of composition. But James Hob-
son’ did not seem to notice it.

“The Remove,” he repeated. **1 say,
Hosky, the Remove are playing the
Fourth at football this afterncon.’

'l..Eh ?F!

T Ti'l.ﬂ R{"Iﬂﬁvﬂ-—'—'“

“Gono!™ said Hosking.

“Eh, what? They're not gone yet,"
said Hobson, staring. " Kick-off is at
thyee,™

Hoekins smiled bitterly. He was much
attached to his study-mate, the cheery
amd stardy and good-natured captain of
the Shell. They were very unlike one
another, and perhaps all the [Grmer
friends for that reason. HBut there were
times when Hosking could not help_feel-
ing that old Hobby was a bit of a Fhili-
stine,  just as there were times when
Hobby, with all his loyal admiration for
his musical chum, could not help think-
ing that Hosky was & bit of an ass.

“Gone [ repeated Hoskins. *If yvou
hadn’'t spoken, Hdabby, I should have
jotted it down. I just had it.*

“What was it?" asked Hobson.

“Only an inspiration!” said Hoekins,
with exaggerated indifference.

“Oht Well, if it's gone, it's gone!”
said Hobson comfortably. “Perhaps it
will turn up againi  About the
Remove——"

““Bother the Remove ! said Haskins.
“1 suppose .we're not concerned about
l'aﬁs in the Lower Fourth."

‘They're playing the Upper Fourth
thiz afternoon.”

“Tet fom.™

“But you don't see—"

“No!" aaid Hoskins. :

Hobson coughed. The loss of his in-
spiration seemed to have made Hoskins
& little cross. Hobson, not being
mnusical, was uwrable to. realise the
magnitude of the loss. Possibly, how-
ever, the magnitude 'was not so greal
25 Hoskins supposed.

“Blow the Remove! added Hoskine.
*“Y think I'll take a stroll in the quad.
It may come back.” He was alluding
to the lost inspiratiomn.

“But you remember they ragged ihis
study last week !” urged Hobson. “The
day Dbefore all the fellows went to
Zorro's cireus, you know—you remeni-
ber, I suppose? Wharton and his pals
raided thiz study and ragged 1t night
and left, You haven't forgotien that,
Hoskins

Hoskins threw back the hair from lis
intelleetual brow with an impatient
gesture, A fellow who had just lost
an inspiration really ecouldn't bother

about such trivial things as study rags.
“They upset a lot o '_}'ﬂur music, you
know,” said Hobson sly

yv. “That was

%
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really - the wovrst part of the whole
affairt™

Haskins sat up and took notice, so to
speak.

“That’s so,” .he zaid. “I had no end
of a job sorting it out aﬁain. They
mixed up my sonato in E fat with my.
march in G major.”

“They did,” said Hobson. *““If only
for that, we ought to give them a jolly
good ragging in refurn. And as it's o
half-heliday to-day, and they're playing
football, now’s our chance!™

“Good I

“It's not so jolly easy to rag a Remove

study, you know,” went on Hobson
of the Shell. *“A fellow's ﬂ!waf linble
to stir up a hornot’s nest if- he goes

ragging in their passage. Fven Loder

of the-Sixth deoesn't really like going

there, though he's & prefect. DBut with

the whole mmob of them on the football

field "it's all clear—what ? And after

they mucked wup your march in
major—"

“My sonate in E flat, you mean.”

“Ye-ges, that's what I mean—mixed
i all up with your symphony in
{+ sharp——*

“My march in G major."”

“Exactly. 1 knew it was something
of the kind. Well, then, we'll take a
few of the fellows, and give Wharton'a
study what he gave ours—what? Ome
good {furn deserves another,™

“Good egg!” agreed Hoskins.

James Hobson glanced at his waich.

“They'll ba kicking off in lhalf an
hour,” he said. “We'll wait till they're
all on Little Side.™

“TN

“Right-ho!" agreed Hoskins.
play you something, if you like, ITobby,
while we're waiting.” Heoskina picked
up his violin case. “There's a little
thing of my oap—"

“Thanks ne end, old man!" zaid Hob-
son hastily. “But I think I'd better
go and tell SBtewart and the other
chaps—"

“Lots of time for that— -*

“Well, they may be going out ¢
gales, you know, as it's a hali-holiday.
And—and we don't want to lose this

chance of giving the Rewmove the
kybosh.” i
And, without waiting for

o : ai_-l;r re-
joinder from Heskins, James Hobson
quitted the study in quite a hurried
nanner.

Strange scunds followed him as he
went,

A stranger in the Shell passage mfgiht
have supposcd that some especia 1;;'
hard-hearted vivisectionist was experi-
menting upon protesting cats apd dogs

in Hobsow's study, or cven that a
dhmad[ul marder was being  commiiled
there.

But it was not so bad as that. It
Wi mﬂ,y Ulande Hoskins I‘:Ia.:fillg 0
littla thing of his own.

Hoskins was =till playing half an hour
later, when Hobson came back with
Stewart and Chowne and Carr, and two
or three more of the Shell, all ready to
go on the warpath., Whether be was
atill pla}ring} the little thing of his own,
or some other little thing, it was im-
possible to tell. Hoskins' ways with
ihe fiddle were not ay the ways of other
liddlers.

“Ready, old Hobson.
“Come onl™
Ilgmkilza Jnid down tho violin with a
sizh. .

“Right-lho! I'm ready. If you fellows
would care to hear——"

“"Those lags have gone down to Liflls
Bide,” sgid Btewart, *“Come om, lel’s
get on with it 1" '

“Let's[" satd all the Shell fellows
topother.

bean ™ =aid
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And they started.
" From the landing window Hobson &
Co. had a. partial view of the football
round, and they glanced out, and
held the Remove footballers, 'Est be-
inning the game with Temple, Dabney
i Co. of the Uppér Fourth.

They grinned at the sight.

Evidently the heroes of the Remove
had no suspicion that the Bhell were on
the warpath that afterncon.  Harry
Wharton and Co. were thinking of
Soccer; and. indeed, they had almost
forgotten that shindy with the Shell of
a week before. IMobson, whose study had
heen wrecked, naturally had a rather
longer memory.

“All clear!"” grinned Hobson., *The
Remove always get & good crowd from
their own me_nmrgru all the young
rascals are there, plaving or looking
on, If there's any left 1 the studies
we can handle them!"

“"Yes, rather I

“This way!” chuckled Stewart.

And the raiders headed for Study
Ne. 1, which belonged to Wharton and
Mugent.

“Here we are! Nobody at home!™
chuckled Iobsan, as he threw open the
door of Btudy No. 1.

“I say, you fellowsg—-"

“My hat! Dunter!™

Billy Punter was reposing hit ample
form 1n the armchair in Study No. 1.
He juinped up az the Shell fellows
crowded in, and blinked at them in
alarm through hiz big spectacies,

Bunter mennged to No. T, but once
upon a time he had been a member of
Study No, 1, and he still regarded him-
self az entitled to make himself at
home in the study.

“Jt's that fat freak, Bunter,” said
Hoskinas.

“h, reglly, Hosking——"
“What the thump are
here '  demanded bson.

Wharton's grub?”

“There isn't any hers,” said Bunter.
i | menn—rertainﬁ' not! That beast
Toddy has turned me out of my study;
he's doing what he calls his legal
atudics, the silly ass! Won't let a
fellow take a snooze in his own arm-
chair before his own fire, you know.
At loast, it's Toddy's armchair, but all
the sampe-—— :

“Kick him out!” said Carr,

#J—1 say——  Leggo!" roared
DBunter.

Three or four Sholl fallows mlilarged
the Owl of the Remove, and spun him
to the doorway. Bunter spun round
like a very fat humming-top, and
collapsed in the passage,

“Now cut!” grinned Hobson.

“Yarooogh!™

“Chuck the inkpot at him, Cave!"

Bunter did not wait for the inkpot.
He picked himself up and fled. And
then Hohson & (Co., with many chuckles,
proceeded to get busy in the study of
the captain of the Remove.

doing
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Back Up!

ETER TODD reached for a ruler.
P Toddy was sitting at the table
in Study No. T, with threc or

four huge volumes before him.

A ecrocked knee caused Toddy to be
loft out of the [ooiball that afternoon:
and he was improving the shiming hour
with what he was pleased to call his
legal studies—Toddy being' the son of a
solicitor, and ambitious to follow in
his father's footstops.

Petor waz supposed, in the Remove,
to know an immense amount about the

1" R
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once, Bunter ! ' he ordered.
gasped the Owl of the Remove.

Wriggling with pain, Bunter crawled back to his place.
and immediately rose again. Mr. Quelch’s eyes gleamed at him.
* But—bui—but—m-may I stand up, sir?*
¢ J—I—I"d like to stand for a—a—a little whils,
sir ! ** The Remove Form-master’s grim Tace broke into a smile.

well, then ! ** he sald,

He sat down dismally
“git down at

*““ Oh, very
(See Chaptler 2.)

law and to be able to demonstrate that
black was white, and white was black
like a genuine legal luminary.

When Toddy was at lis legal studies
he did not like to be interrupted.
Bunter had been ruthlessly turned out
of the study. Whether he talked or
whether he snored in the armchair, his
presence was undesicable to a student
of the law., And he was certain to do
one or the other. 2o Peter had driven
him forth. ]

Now he had come back—which was
why Poter Todd reached for the ruler.

“You again!” he said.

“ Look here, Toddy I

“Come in!" said Peter, brandishing
the ruler. “I can't reach yon there!™

Bunter blinked at him, with the door
half-open. He didn’t want to be reached
with the ruler. He had bhad some!

“Toddy, you beast, a lellow can take
a nap in his own armehair before his
own fire if he likes, you beast!”

“It's my armchair and Dutton's fire,
az Dutton stood the coal!” grinned
Peter, “You mnever stand anything,
vou fat fraud! But you expoct fellows
to stand yon! Hook it, before I shy

thiz ruler at vou!”

“0h, really, Toddy !"

“(io and snore in Study No. 1, if you
must snore; thoe fellows are out at
footer.” :

“MThose Shell beasts are there ragging
the study,” said Bunter.  “They've
turned me  out-=Hobson's gang, you
know 1™

“What "

Peteor Todd jumped up.

“Hobson's gang ragging Wharton's
study 7 he exclaimed.

“Yes, s0 you seal”

“You fat dummy, why couldn't you
say so before? The awiul rotters, rag-
?iug a study while the chaps are at
agoter! Lucky I'm here!

Bunter! Ewen you will have to back
up now; there's hardly anybody in the
studies.”

“I—I say!"

“Follow on, you fat frog, and back
nte up !

Peter had forgotten his legal studics
now. A raid on the Remove passage
was & more important matter.

He rushed ouwt of Study No. T.
Dunter blinked after him, but he did
not follow., The Owl of the Remove
wasl not anxious for a shindy with the
Shell.

“8illy ass!” commented Bunter,

And he olosed the door aftér Peter
and sat down in the armchair. IHe was
rather pleased than otherwise that the
Shell were raiding that afternoon. It
gave him a chance to get his nap after
all while Toddy was busy with the
raiders,

Really, Hobson had chosen his time
well. Eleven of the best men in the
Remove were in the football, and most
of the others had gathered on Littlo
Zide to see the match. Few of the
Form wera likely to be in the studies
on that fine afternoon with football
going on, DBut Poter, as he heard in
tho passage the sound of crashing in
Study No. 1, realized that he could not
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teckle & mob of the Bhell single-handed.
He ran along the Remove passage to
call to arms any Hemovites who might
happen to be on the spot,

ut most of the studies were vacant.
Study after study was drawn blank. In
Study No. 11, however, Peter found
Skinner and Snoop and Stett. They
were at home, passing their half-
holiday as they sometimes did when
they felt secure from masters and pre-
focts. "L'here waa a haze of cigarette-
smoke in Study No. 11, and Skinmer &

Co. AV AP,
0. werg 21 nEiII 11?11 to take a hand,

“ Hallo ! .
Toddy 7" ssked Harold BSkinner geni-
ally, ia the excited face of Peter '%n-dd
locked in, i

“ No, vou smoky rotter! )

“Thanks! Buzz off, then! Yon
shouldn't put a face like that too sud-
denly into a fellow's study. It gives a
fellow & bit of a shock }”

“There's a Shell raid—"

“Let 'em rip!” e :

“They're wreching Wharton's atudy ]"

“Mora power to their giddy elbow,
paid Skipner. “8hut the door after

o,

s “Line up, you slackers!™ howled
Peter Todd, “Back me up, and we'll
ginateh them bald-headed!”

“Dear man, vou go and snatch them
bald-headed and we'll come alang later
and. pick up what's left of you.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” chortled Bnoop and
Stott. |

% You rotten funks!” roared Peter.

HGood-bye!" .

“VYou've got to back me np,

“ Shut the door after you !”

Pater Todd glared ferceiously at the
slackers of the Remowve. Obviously,
Skinner & Co. were not going to leave
their littla game in order to deal with
the Shell raiders. They chuckled at the
iden. :

“You won't come?” demanded Peter.

“Ha, ha! Not quite.”

Peter Todd strode into the study,
He really had no time to spare, but ha
spared a minute for Bkinner & Co.
Before the young rascals knew what his
intention was, he grasped the study-
table and upended it. There wae a yell
of rage from Skinner & Co. as they
jumped up, and cards, cigarettes, and
other articles ghot off the table in a
peattering heap.

“¥You cheeky rotter:”

“Kick him oat[”

“Collar him !

Peter Todd pgrinned and retreatod
from the study. He left Skimer & Co.
busy picking up cards and cigareties
and scattered cash, while he hurried
farther on in search of recruits.

But it was not till he reached Study
Mo, 14 that he found anvbody at home,
and then he found only Fisher T.
Fish. the transatlantic junior. Fisher
'['. Fish was sitting at the study table in
Study Mo, 14 with a pen in his hand
and a deep wrinkle in hws brow., Fishy
wag caleulating  exactly how much
money he had spent since he had been
at Greyfriars—an occupation in which
he found great entertainment. There
was & sum of three-halfpence that he
conld not guite trace, and the dreadiul
thought was in lis mind that he might
liave lost 1t. He knew that he had not
given it away. Ha was absolutely cor-
tain of that. But where was it?

*Tishy., old man—"

Fisher T. Fish waved an impatient
pen et Peter.

“Vamoose the ranch!™ he snapped.

“There's a raid—"

“T guess that cuts no ice with me!
Absquatulate [*
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“The Shell—"

“ Levant!"”

“1 tell you you've got to back me up.”

1 G]’t !”

“You fishy idiot!"”

“Vamoose, I keep on telling you!”
roared Fishor 1. Fish., * You're potting
ne out in my accounts !”

“They're ragping Wharton's study !

“Blaow Wharton and his siudy!

pEg——"

“ Look IErs. Fishy !* i 8

Fisher T, Fish dipped his pen in the
ink again and shut ?115 cars to Peter’s
importunzte voice. He had to solve the
mystery of that three-balfpence some-
how, and he had no time to waste on
lezs important matters.

““Will you come snd lend a hand$”

yelled Peter.

£d ana .I"
Peter Todd wasted no more words on
Fisher 1. Fish. He grabbed at the

inkpot, inverled it over Fishy's trans-
atlantic “head, and quitted the study.
Fisher T. Fish jumped up with a roar
of rage. Ink streamed over his hair and
his bony features and ran down his
skinny neck. 3

“You pesky galoot!"” howled Fishy.
“1 guess I'll make qﬂh#ﬂ-—mrnpmgs of
you! I guess I'll—FI—1"'I1I—"

But Peter Todd did not stay to listen
to Fishy's guesses. From the other end
of the passage came a din that showed
how exceedingly busy Hobson & Co.
were getting in Wharton's study. And
Peter was single-handed to deal with
them. Theré was no time to gather
recruits from the football-field. Peter
thought hard for & minute or two, and
then he grinned. Single-handed, it was
not much use to think of tackling the
Bhell raiders in combat. But thero
were other ways and means.  And
Peter had thought of both a way and
a means! And for the next few min-
utes Peter was as busy as Hobson & (o

i

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Whip Hand !

it EGINNING to look a Lit nn.
B tidy,” remarked Hobson.
“Just o
Stowart.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Study No. 1 in the Remove was look-
ing more than a “bit " untidy,

Hobson & Co. had by no wmeans
finished ; in fact, they had hardly started
vet. DBut Btudy No. 1 was already look-
ing as if o whirlwind had broken loose
within its walls.

The carpet was up, and more or less
gracefully draped over the hookease,
which lay on its side,

Books were seattered far and wide,
mingled with cinders, ink, peneils, peng,
and indiarubbers, 1mpot paper, tea-
spoons, and ecops and saveers, amd all
sorts and conditions of things,

Harry Wharton & Co. were very keen
footballers, and wcry keen on beating
the Fourth Form; but it is doubtiul
whether they would have given their
whole thoughts to the Form match then
going on had they been aware of what
was happening in the study.

Fortunately, they were not aware of if.

“This clock doesn’t seem to be going,”
otserved Carr of the Shell, taking the
study elock from the manteipiece. *I've
got an idea, too, that it won't go again
in a hurry.”

It seemcd improbable, as Carr pro-
coeded to pour & bottle of gum into the
works.,

“We haven't doma the table-drawer
yot,'" gaid Hoskins,

“That won't take long,” said Chowne,

few ! grinnoed

Tt did not take Chowne lang, cither.

He pulled out the table-drawer, and
sent it whirling through the air. It
dvopped into the fender, scattering its
cvontents over the room.

“Good egg!" chuckled 3towart.

“I wonder if those fags will be sorry
for having wrecked my study when they
ser this 7" remarked Hobson,

“Ha, ha! Very likely.”

“{M course, wa're giving them & little
more than they gave us. As n senior
Form, we're bound to deal liberally with
faps™

E?gs, rather "

“ Berides, they were interrupted, and
we're not going to be interrupted,” said
Hobzon cheerfully,

“No?” asked a voice at the doorway.

The 2hell fellows stared round.

Peter Todd stood there, grinning at
them cheerfully. For o moment the
raiders wern alarmed, under the impres-
sion that a crowd of Removites had come
in from the playing-fields. But they
saw at once that Peter was alone.

Hobhson laughed.

“You can interrupt us, if you like,
Todd,” he said. “We'll bury you under
the wrecknge, as thoze fage: did me last
week.™

“Caollar him " said Stewart.

“Well, he dida't have a hand in the
vag that time," sald Hobson con-
siderately, “ We'll let him cut off.”

“Hook it, then!” said Stewart. " Go
while the going's good, if you're & sen-
siblo kid !

But Peter Todd did not hook it.

“I give you one minute to clear out of
this study without doing any further
damage,” he announced,

“Can 161" sald Hobson derisively,

*“Yon wont't go "

“Not quike 1V

“Uollar the cheeky cad and rvoll him
in the cinders!" exclaimed Stewart
impatiently.

Two or three of the raggers made a
movement towards Fetor Todd,

Peter’s hand was behind Lin. It came
swildlenly inta view, and it held a largo
parden-squirt.

He levelled that unexpected weapon,
vnel the Shell fellows backed off very.
rpieickly.

. “There's mo water in il,” grinned
efol,
“0Oh! Then—"

“But there's ink—"

“Wha-at !

“Tuk :” grinned Petor Todd., “ Chock
inll of ink, red and black mixed, with o
dose of  idelible marcking-ink  added,
Who wams it 37

Judging by the looks of Hobson & Co.
nchody wanted it.
~In fact, the raggers of the Shell almost
shuddered at the thought of receiving
that ]émrribfe compound from the garden-
":li'l.lll' ra

“You, Hobby——"

“Btop M shouted Hobson, backing
away hurriedly to the window. *If yon
squirt that muck over me, I'll-I'Il—"

“You'll change colour!” grinned
Todd.

*Look hereg——"

“You want it, Stewart !

“No!" roared Btewsit. “I'll spifli-
cate you if you squirt it this way 1"

*You, Heosking——"

“Reep off 1" yelled Hosking, in alarm.

*Youn, Carr—"

Carr did not answer, but he backed
away behind Chowne. Chowne tried to
back behind Carr. There wos a scuffle.

Peter Todd grinned trivmphantly at
the raggers. 'There were seven of
therr;  but Toddy held the trump
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oard, in the shape of the big squirt
loaded with ink,
“Took hera! You cut off !I”
Hobson. *This isn't your study—
“ No bimey of yours,” said Hoskins,

“It's a Removd study, so it'comes to
the same thing," said Peter, “ You've
got to go! I'm going to watch you off
the premises ! Now, then!"

““You cheeky fag—"

" Are vou poing, Hobzon?"

“ Mo 1" raared the captain of the Shell,
Hea made a furious stride towards the
junior, but stopped suddenly, and backed
ofi, as Peter took aim.

“I gave you a minute,” smd Peter
calmly., ‘“'The minute’s up! Got going,
or I bagin! All of you will get some of
it—there’'s a pallon nearly, and it's
mostly ink. [t won't be ensy to get the
marking-ink off, sither. Now. then, I'll
let you pass one at a time. You're to go
first, Carr.”

# =1 wom't "

“Yery well, You'll want some wash-
ing after this!" said Peter, taking care-
ful aim at Albert Carr,

Carr glared at him, rapidly ealeulating
the chances of a rush. But it was only
too clear that a roush, howover swift,
wounld not save him from the horrid con-
ients of the parden-sguirt. Rather, it
would roake matters worse, for the
nearcr he pot to Poter Todd the more
cffectively he wouyld be swamped by the
ink.

“Hold on!"” he exclaimed,

“Arg you getting out ™

“You—yvou don't dare——""'

“I wouldn't bet on that,” said Peter,
with a gleam in his eves. “I've told
you to go first, Carr, and if you don't
Eo, you get it, honour bright !

“1—1 say, Hobby——"

“Don't ol snapped Hobson.

“Yon tackle him, then, and get Lhe
ink !" snid Carr warmly., “After that
I'll mop him up fast énough 1™

Hobson did not seem prepared to act
on that suggestion, e was resolved
not to quit the secene of his labours at
the order of a Remove fag, PBut he did
not want the ink, Possibly he hoped
that Carr would get it, and thus leave
himn & clear field for dealing with Petor
Todd. Onco Peter had discharged his
artillery; so to speak, a rush of the Shell
fellows would have overwhelined him at
once, And he had enly the one shot.

The difficulty was that no man in the
study was willing to take the fire, and
sacrifice himself to the common good.
It was no joke to be drenched from
head ta foot with mixed red and black
ink, with a doszo of indelible marking-ink
ndded theveunto,

That was the way Carr looked at it.
As his Jeader refused to lead, Carr had
the ehoice of standing the fire, or march-
ding out of the study, He sagely chose
the latter course.

“Alter all, we've pretiy well wreeked
the place,” Le said.

“ Leook here, Carr—"

“TI'm joily well not going to hag that
gallon of ink " exclaimed Carr excitedly,
“You bag it, and I'll handle that checky
fag fast enough ! ;

Hobsom did not seem to hear,

“Times ap!™ said Peter
then-—"

“Hold on!" exclaimed Care hurviedly.
“I'm geing.”

“*Buck up!™

Peter Todd stood back, and Carr of the
shell passed out of the study. He gave
Peter a glare; but the squirt still bore
steadily upon him, and he did not ven-
ture upon anything more than 8 glave.
ke ztvode away to the staircase.

said
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No. 29—Montague Newland (of the Remove).

A fine upstanding character, all the more interestlng because
he springs from an ancient race very much maligned by somse

peaple.

Newland has proved that a Jew can be as decent a

fellow as the Englishman, Irlshman, Welshman, or Scotsman.

Good-natured to a fault,

generally falls to his lot.
Treluee, and Trevor.

“et out of sight!™ called out Peter.

“If I see the top of your head 1n two
soponds, look ‘out for squalls—ink
sualiz

Carr fairly ran down the staircase.

In Btudy No. 1 two or three fellows
converged towards the doorway with
furions looks. But they baﬂlgcd inte the
room again with abinost ludicrous hasto
as the =quirt bore on them.

“ YVon next, Chowne.”

“I—I—"

“ Are vou going "

“Yes ! pusped Chowne.

And he went. James Hobson pave
Toddy a glave of concentrated fury. With
astute strategy, Peter was ordering oft
the raiders one by one; and cach one, in
turn, unwilling to face the dischar o
ink, eheved his order. The Shell follows
had probably read the story of that
ancient patriot who threw himself upon
the enemy'z pikes, to open a way for his
comradez. But nobody in Study No. 1
spemed disposed to imitate that hevoie
example.

“You next, Milsom."

Miltom of the Shell wont without a
wari,

Y Wow vou, Gilbert.?

“Don't gpo, Gilbert 1" hissad Hobson,

“I den't want any ink, thanks!”

Gilbert of the Shell walked out, glared
at Toddy, and went down the stairs.

generous, and plucky, Montague
Newland may be one of the ** quiet ** ones In the noisy Greyfriars
Remaove, but he js ** all there.’’
finance Isn’t worth knowing. Good at lessons, a trifle above
the average on the playing fleld, and a dangerous chap to tackle
in a serap, Monty deserves, perhaps, more prominence than
Shares Study No. 9 with Penfold,

What he doesn’t know about

“MNow, Hoskins!" gaid th h
Peter, et

“I jolly woll won't go!” hissed
IToskins.

~ “Dear man! You'll have no end of a
jeb sorting the indelible purple ink out of
your hair! I may quite spoil that
artistic curl on your forchead—the oue
you put mto curling-pins at night.”

Hoskins of the 8hell erimsoned. Pos-
sibly, however, the danger to his artistio
eurl daunted him; for, with an apologetio
glance at Hobson, he quitted tﬁz study
and disappeared,

“Btowart!” rapped out Peter nexk

Stewart langhed.

“It's a fair catch, Hobby,” he said,
“I'm jolly well not going to be washed
in ink. Letl’s cut,”

“Rats!"

“My déar chap—"

“Rot!"

Stewart shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, I'm going,” he said.
~ He left the study, and paused a sécond
in the passage, tempted to hurl himself
on Pater Todd, in spite of the squict. But
the huge tube, with ink dripping from
the nozzle, was too threatening. Stewart
decided that discretion was the better
part of valour, and walked away to tha
staircase and disappeared.

Tue Macser Lieranr.—No. 946,
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Petar Todd grinned cheerily at James
Hobson, the last of the vaggers to remuain
in the study. )

“Your turn to ocut, Hobby,” he said
humorously.

Hohson gritted his teeth,

He did not feel equal to rushing upon
that.deadly weapon. But he was not dis-

sed to quit the study et the order of o

smovite, e was quite determined not
to do z0.

“Going I inguired Peter,

“*MNo!” reared the captain of the Shell.

“Then you get the prize! Where will
you have it "

Hobson of the 8holl locked as far away
as he could, glaring at Toddy a good deal
like a cornered tiger. ‘Toddy stepped
imside the study to take better aim.

“You—you—youn  young  villain 17
panted Hohson, *If-—if you squirt that
muck. over me, I'll z=mash you alter-
words "

“I'll chance that, old bean, Stand up
to rt!"” sand Peter Todd encouragingly.

“"Keep off 1" yelled Hobson.

e dodgéd round the study in a hurry,
but the nozzle of the squirt bore upon
him as ‘he moved. Ile snatched vp a
chair, with & mixed idea of vring it as
o shiold, and hurling it at Peter Todd.

Awonnooop |

Bwish !

“Grooaoooooh I

A stream of ink zhot from the sgnirt,
and it eaught Hobson of the Bhell fairly
under the chin. Thore was a crash as
the chair dropped fram his hands, and
Hobzon staggered against the wall.

Mixed inks streamed all over him. His
fare had diseppeardd under the ink: his
hair was drenched with i1t. His collar
was . inky, his tie was sozked. Ink ran
down him in streams. Ink was in his
cafas and noea and mouth, and hf;-fﬂﬂpﬂd
and spluttered and gurgled horribiy.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd Peter Todd.
"“¥You asked for it, Hobly ¥

"Qug-gug-gug 1™

IIﬂhagcm made a blind rush at Deter.
Ha tripped over a fallen chair and rollal
on the floor, There was a furious howl
a4 .his head came into contact with the
ovarturned bookcase.

Peter Todd whipped out of the study.
He had stopped the rag, but he did nnt
want a hand-to-hand encounter with

Hobson. Besides, Hobby was too ink:
to touch.

“Grooogh!  Gug-gug! Oh!  Ow!
Onooch !

Wild and weird sounds came from the
hapless Hobson as he struggled up.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Master Todd!” Trolter, the page,
ecame along from the staircase, looking
round him. “ Excuse me, sir, can you
tell me where to find Master Hobson of
the 8hell? I've looked in his study, and
he ain’t there, and——"

“ZSomebody want Hobean " ejaculated
Pueter. “My hat! T hope it's not the
Hlead! Ha, ha!”

“It's his father, sie.”

1 Eh ?‘-.IJ . )

“Qiy James Hobson is waitin' in the
visitors’-room, sir, and he's getting im-
patient,” seid Trotter. *“'Tain’t my
fanlt. I've been looking for Master
Hatson everywhere, I believe 8ir
James Hobson's follering me upstairs
“”“i.} unﬂ—-—-;"'

" (iraa ip!’

An ‘!'.JI[-I.}F and infuriated youth
charging out of Study No. 1.
Todd jumped away. ‘

“There's Hobby, if you want him,” he
el utierad.

“0h, lor' ! gasped Trotter.

“Haohby, your pater's called!” shrieked
Potor Todd,

I'ng MagReT Lisnany.—No. 346,
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And he vanished along the Remove
|rassnge.

“Wha-a-t!” ejaculated the inky Shell
fellow, "My pater? Rot! IHe hasn't
wiitben—" £

Ere he is, sir!" gaid Trotter.

*Oh erumbs !

A tall, hard-faced gentleman had ap-

‘peared on the next landing. It was Sir

James Hobszon. Hobson of the Shell
blinked down the BHemove staircase at
him—an inky and terrified blink. The
tall baronot <tared up at his remarkable
visage, not recognising his son.

“Grreat gad! Who—whbat s that?
Boy, have you found my son?" he ex-
claimed, turning his  eyveglass angrily
upon the page.

Trotter, bereft of speech, i"'iﬂ,md. at
o

the inky and unrecognisable junior.
Hobson almost collapsed on the banis-
tors.

“Eather!" he gasped,

fl:Eh-?i.l‘

id I"“r-—_‘] P T

“Boy. what—— Is that—that James,

my son
“Ow!. Yes. Groogh! I—I—*
Peter Todd, further along the Remove
paszage, locked the door of hia study.
Ha felt that it was safer to have a locked

wloor between him and Hobson of the

Bhell, and Bir Jomes Hobson, too,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Hohson’s Washing-Day !

Pé OBRY'S pater!”
H “0h, -mx hat!”
“Paor old Hobby:™

“Phew 1™

Stowart and Hoskina and  other
Shell fellows looked on, with horrified
whispers, as a grim-faced, tall gentle-
man came down the staircase, with an
inky, unrecoguisable junior slinking
dismally by his side, dropping spots of
mixed ink at every step.

Sir James Haobson’s stern glance fall
upon them, and they vanished round
corners: They were sorry for poor old
Hohby, who had to-interview his father
in this state; bot they did not want to
interview Sir James aleo. The expres-
sion on Sir James' face was distinetly
disconraging.

“ James!”

“ Vg, datl!” groaned Hobson.
“"What daes thia mean?™

" N-n-nothing. father.”
“What ? thundered the haronet.

“1—] mean——" mumbled Hohson.
“Well, what do you mean? I call to
see my son, and I find bin in this

state! In  this state!” repeated the
baronet, with a snort.
“Tt—it's only a rag!” gasped Hohson.
“What! T shall take yon immedi-
ately to your headmaster, and you will
name the bovs who have done this. and
I shall demand their punishment.”
Hobsan spluttered with apprebension.
“No! Nunono! Don’t! You see—>"
“2ame boy threw this hovrible ink
aver you-—"
“Yes, but—"
“The young ruffian—
b T N T T i ’
“Phe raseally yonng scoundrel——"
“It was o, rag!" groancd Hobson.
“You—vyou scc, I was ragging a Re-
move study, and a Hemove kid inked
- i e o el i i e e e e i -y
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me—yon seo—'tain't & maiter for the
Head, father! Not at all! Nothing of
the kind!™

“Do you mean to say that vou pro-
voked this usage?”

“Oh dear! Yes. in a way. You
50G-—m !

“I do not see!” thundered Sir James,

“0Oh dear!”

“Go to a bath-reom, and clean your-
self at ovee!™ snapped the baronet.
“Then come to your study=—I will wait
for you there.”

“Yes, father! groaned Hobson.

Sir James  strode away to Hobson’s
study, and Hobby only tco gladly
headed for a butﬁ-:"ﬂmu. What he
wanted then, more than anything else
—egven more than a talk witﬂ his pater
—was steaming hot water, and plenty
of it.

Steweart and Carr joined him in ‘the
bath-room., to lend a friendly hand.
Hobson really needed help.

“Hard cheese, old chap!” said
Stewart svmmpathetically, “Fancy your
Put your

Fa.ter dropping” in like that.
wad vnder the tap”

“A fellow’s paior oughtn't to take
him by surprize like this,” said Carr.
“Tain't really playing the game.”

Splash! SBplash! Splash! - Steaming
water amdl lathering soap brought some
comfort to Hobson of -the Shell,

“It's rotten,” he said, through a
cloud of steam. “Mot a line, you
know: I no maora expecttd to seo the
pater to-day than I expected to see
Julivs ¢ {(Columbus  or  Christopher
Chesor--1  moan  Juliug Cssar  ar
Christopher Columbus! Groo h1"
" Fellows' ters always Jet them
know 1" spid Stewart ndi nﬂ.ﬂt-l",l'. i |
should be pretty stilf with my pater. if
Iee butied in like this all of a audden!
Jolly stiff 1™

“Sameo here.” agreed Carr. “Let me
have a go with this serubling-brush,
Haobby—vou are a picture, and no mis-
take. I'm afraid all that won't come
off—some of 1t's indelible ink—"

“Grooogh!” .

“We'll jolly woll sealp that Remove
fag!™

“Mmmmmm "

“Tuke vour breath for a minute, old
bean " said Stewart kindly.

"I—I've got te hurry—my pater
doosn't  like being  %ept  waiting !
gasped Flobson breathlessly.

“That's all very well: he shouldn't
have come without leiting you know.
Lot him cool his heels a at.”

Hobeon lathered and scrubbed. Bir
James Hobhson was rather a° Roman
parent; and Hobby almost trombled at
the thought of keeping him cooling his
hoels,  But the ink was obstinate—
especially the marking-ink. Hobson's
face was scarlet with exertion and hol
water, an he gasped for breath as he
rubbed and serobbed, and serubbed and
rubhed.

“1 hope it isn't a row, old follow,”
said Carr, “Ts the pater down on you
for anything® Been asking him for an
extra fiver?”

Hobson shook a streaming head.

“No; I wrote to him yesterday—he
eould only have got the letter this
But there was nothin

]

MOoTning. 1 In my
letter—I only told him about the acci-
dent at the circus, and that kid

Podrille being brought here—I thought
it might interest him, you know—a
fellow never knows what to put In a
lettor home. He deesn’'t want to know
that Hacker has given me o Georgie,
or that Angel of the Fourth has been
caned for smoking. Can’t be fhe cireus
affair—-I specially told him 1 hadwn’t
been to Yorro's UTircus, a3z he had
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written and told me not to go.” If I'd
been, you-know, I could understand his
being ratty. But I never went—did I?"”

“You didn’t, old chap; and that wasz
all rot, too. Why shouldn't vou have
come with us?”

“Goodness knows! Dut he wrote
specially and told me not to go, and 1
never went.  Bub something's up—I
could see it in his face!” groaned Hob-
son. “I know the patec’s look when
sgmething's up. I'm jolly. glad I can
prove, if necessary, that I never went
to the cirens—hg's down on circuses,
guT_:!]mss knows why. I say, 1s it all

off !

“W-n-not quite, old chap! In fact,
it's pretty thick in places.”

“Horvid thick I said Stewart.

“Oh dear! Just my luck o be
mucked up like this when my pater
comes in unex ly, in a temper
about goodness knows what!” groaned
Hobson. “I'll scalp thet young villain
Todd! Oh dear!”

Hoskins of the Shell put his head into
the bath-room,

“I say, is Hobby here? Chowne says
—oh, here you are, Hobby! I say,
yvour pater's in the study, and he's in
a bate.”

“Grooogh!” said Hobson from & sea
of soapsuds. ;

“I was plaving the violin.,” said Hos-
kins, breathing hard. “.Just putting
out a Ilittle classical bit, vou know—
when he stamped in. He glared at
ma—glared I

*Mmmmmm "

“He told me,” aaid Hoskins, “to stop
that noise!” p

“Did he?” murmured Stewart, with
a glance at Carr.

Carr turned his face away, and
winked at the steaming tap.

U WNaize " zaid Haoskins. “Told me to
stop that noise!. In & fellow's own
study. Luckily, I remembered in tune
that he was Hobby's pater, or I should
have talked to him! 1 should have said
to——"

“Groooogh 1" )

“T ghould have said—"

*Mmmmmm !

n:I ﬂh:}uld—” . :

“Give mo that towel, Carr; this will

have to de,” said the breathless Hob-

son. "I can’'t keep the pater wajting
any longer. Oh dear!”

Jamez Hobson towelled away desper-
otely. While he towelled, Stewart cut
off to felch Lim a change of clothes
At lonpg lazt, Hobson of the Bhell was
newly swopt and garnished, and he léft
the bath-room with a erimson counten-
apce and traces of indelible purple ink
atill lingering about hiz ears and the
roots of his haie. And in & frame of
mind that was anything but happy
and comfgrtabie, Hobson proceeded to
iz study to interview his pater.

Really, it did not seem to be Hobby's
lucky dav. ¥rom the hottom of his
licart Hobaon of the Shell wished that
he had lefi unimproved that excellent
apnortunity of rogging Study No, 1
while Harry YWharton & Co. were on
the foothall field.  Reallv, it had not
turned out so well az a fellow mighi
have expected !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mysierlous !
SIR JAMES HOBEON was standing

by ihie window, staring ont inig-

the Ceoviviars guadrangle, when

Hoh:azen of the Shell came-in, The
iall gentlemian turned from the window
and lixed his eyes upon Lis son,

patiently.

“1'l1 give you one minute to clear out of this study,”’ sald Peter Todd.
collar the cheeky cad and roll him in the cinders [ ** exclaimed Stewart, im-
Hobson & Co. made a movement towards Peter Todd. Peter's hand
was behind his back, but it came suddenly into view, and it held a large garden
squirt, He levelled that unexpected weapon, and the Shell fellows backed off

very quickly. (See Chapler 5.)

(1] ﬂh’

There was some reosemblance of fea-
tures between the father and the son,
but in other respects they differed
widely., The stern, hard expression on
Sir James' face differed very much
from the cheery, Imppy-ﬁo-lucky expres-
tion that Hobby generally wore, Cer-
tainly, there seemed to be very little of
what was cheery and happy-go-lucky in
the baronet's loock or composition.

Yet he was, as Ilobby knew only too
well, & kind and . affectionate father.
There was little 1n hus talk or his manner
to indicate as much: he never addressed
Hobson as “Jimmy " or “Jim ' instead
of “James ¥ : even with hiz son his man-
ner was alwava formal, indeod cold.
Ilobson's friends regarded him as a
"Tartar, and often compassionated Hob-
enii on that account; but Heolson was
aware—he hardly knew how—that he was
regarded with the deepest affection by
the grim old gentleman; and he could
not help being aware that he had never
expressed a wish that his father had left
vngratified,

There hatd been r time, before 8Bir
James had inherited his present title and
pefates, when money had been scarce
in the Hobson famihv; and [Habby, look.
ing back on thoze past days, knew that
hiz fathoer must have made many-sacri-
fices to provide for him as he had done,
though he had not known it at the time,

Hobson, indecd, was very fond of his
father, though he was almost afraid to
let it be seen. Even when, the week
before, he had reccived Jir James' com-
mand not ta visit the eirens. he had nover
thought for a moment of disregarding
it. utterly unreasonable as it hagl seemed,
e eomild have gone with the rest of
Uirexlviars, aned Sir James wonld never

Eave known; but it had not oceurred to
Hobby's loyal mind to do so.

Sir James stood with hiz back to tha
window, a tall, dark figure against’ the
light, and Hobby stood before him, red
and uncomfortable.. Sir James' eye-
F,'Ia.a.s gleamed at him from a stern, sct
ace. Hobby fully expected a severe loc.
ture on the subject of schoolboy ragging
—n matter at which the severe gontle-
man could not be expocted to look ns &
Groyiriars junior did.

But Bir James did not refer to the rag,
or to the state in which ho had dis-
covered his son and heir.  Some other
matter waa ovidently ocenpying the
barcnet’s attention. :

“1 have taken von rather by surprize
by thiz sudden visit, James!"” he said.

“Yes, father! Won't you sit down ™™
asked Hobby timidly. .

“Thank you, no! I have little time
to remain—I must catch my trmn st
Courthield."”

"IT;I hoped you would stay to tea.

“ Impossible, James, Another time.”
gaid the Laronet. "1 received a letter

fromm you this h‘lﬂi‘!‘lil"l%.”
“Yer, father,” said Hobby, wonder-
could possibly

ing desperately what
have been in hia letter to bring ilhs
dark cloud to his father’s face,

So far as he could remember, the letter
hiad been an abzolntely trivial enc—the
only item in it that was nol utterly com-
monplac2 being the refevenceto Pedrillo
the injured acrobat. who bhad been
brought to the Greviviars school hospital
after the accident, That waz a rather
unusual ineident, and Ilobson had men-
tioned it as an item of noews, and as show.
ing what a “sport ™ his headmaster was

Tue Macsker Laprany.—No. 846,
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te gake the stranger in 1n that kind-
hearted manner. But that, of course,
conld not have perturbed Sir James; at
Least, Hobby could not sgee how it could
have perturbed him. )

To his astonishment, however, his
father's next words revealed that that
was indeed the canie of perturbation.

“ You mentioned & very singular epi-
gode, James, in your letter.”

“Did I, fathert"

“Concerning an accident at a circus
that was, at that time, at a village near
Gireyfriare. It seems that an acrobat
was injured, and Dr. Locke took the very
extraordinary step of allowing him to
be admitted to the school hospital.”

“The fellows think it was jolly sport-
ing of the Head, sir.”

“Indeed !™ eaid Sir James dr}'l;r.

“You see, father, the hospital at
Lantham is a jolly il:nng way off, and
the circus kid was in a serious state——"

“How do you know? Have you scen
him 7 exelaimed the baronet, interroapt-
ing hiz zon hastily.

“0Oh, no; I wasn't there, father. You
remember. you wrote to me not to go to
the circus,” said Hobwon simply.

Rir James gave him a very keen look.

“1am glad you paid due regard to my
wish,” he said.

“Of course,” said Hobson, “T couldn't
understand if, but as you said 1 was not
to go I didn't go. 1 had a preity rotten
afternoon, wiiﬁc all the other fellows
gone. Why—" L

“Neaver mind why,” said 8ir James.

. “'Pha Head let the other follows go,
father. Dr. Locke thought the circus
wns afl right for us to go o'

“No doubt! I do not approve of such
entertainments,” said the baronet coldly,
“gnd even if vou fancied that my com-
mand was not whollvy reasonable, James,
I am sure vou would not willingly disre-
gard your father's wishes.”

“Certainly mnot,” said Hohby ; "1
staved away all right.”

“Then vou have not seen the boy 7"

“*MNo: no fellow’s seen him since ho
came into sanoy here.  He's still pretiy
bad, you know."

Sir James Hohson breathed hard,
scemingly with relief. Hobby locked at
Im curiously, wondering blankly what
vould possibly be his father's interest in
the circus waif.

“ No doubt the hoy will be sent back
{o his circus when he is able to travel,”
said Sir James,

“ I suppose z0.”

“Tho Head will scarcely allow o boy
of such character to come into contact
with Greyiriars boyvs while he s hera?”

“1 den't think there's anything against
the kid, father. Some of the chaps have
beon talking about visiting him in =anny,
fo cheer him up a hit, as soan as the
doctor allows it. 1 was thinking of it
myzelf.’

“¥ou must not de =6, sail the
baronet harshily., “ T think it was a most
extraordinary step on the part of Dr.
Locke to allow this—ihis wandering
viegrant to be brought within ilhe pre-
cincts of Grewfriava. llowever, that
iz done and cannot bie helped; bnt you
m=l hie careful not io comae into contact
vith the boy, whaiever your friends may
do, You ere nol to visit him in hos-
nlt

“Nery well, father.™

* Pogsibly, when he is convalescond, e

be allowed 1o walk in flhe llead's
satden, or in the gquadrangle even, In
ival oaee, Janes, T require yon 1o avold
Lt and pever speak a word 1o hinm™

Yoz, futher I eaid ITobby, more and
e astoni<hod,

I othe 1lead will not Leen 2uele a

Taey MacxiT Jaspany.—Nn, ME.

LN

character from contact with Greyiriars’
boys I at least have the right to keep my
son awey from him,"

“I=I don't suppose I should see him,
anyhow, father. Bome of the Remove
fellows have seen him, and they say he
looks quite & decent kid—only a kid, you
know, hardly my age.”

“ He 15 at all events a foreigner—"

“$Well, his name's foreign,” said Hob-

som, “‘and he belonged to Zorro’s
Spanish Circus; but Bob. Cherry, who
saw him, says he looks gquite Engfm'h n

his face, and——"  IHobson broke off
suddenly. *“*What's the matter, father 1"

The baronet had given a sudden
violent start. But he recovered himself
in & moment under his son's astonished
gaze. With a frown he took out s
watch.

“I must go in a few minutes, James,
You will remember my command, and
rau will be careful not to speak to this

panish boy,"

“Cortainly I won't, if you don't want
me to, father,” said Hobson, *“‘I've got
nothing to do with the fellow, of course.
If he's a bad character, as vou seem to
think, naturally I don't want to have
anything to say to him.” .

“I do not say he is & bad character,”
muttered SBir James, ''But he is not a
character with whom I desire my son to
come into any kind of contact. You will
remember this, James.”

“ Certainly, father. I'll keep clear of
tho kid if T sea him—and if he walks in
the guad I'll walk the other way if I
spot him,” said Hobson with a grin.

“Yery good; I rely on you, James,
You may walk down to the gates with
mte—1 must see abont my train™

Hobson walked down to the school
gates with his father, and the baronct
shook hands with him very kindly and
left - a five-pound notfe in the Bhell
fellow's palm, Hohby stood staring after
the tall Aignre as it etvade away towards
Eourtfield, He was too astonished even
to hegin to understand this mysterious
matter, .

“ A fiver, by gum!”® Sir James had
disappeared from sight, and Hobson
stared at the generous “tip ” his father
had loft him. “My hat! Blessed if I
can make it all out!™

Hobzon of the Shell walked back to
the Flouse with a wrinkle in his brow,
cogitating. But the more he cogitated
the less he conld understand, and he
rave it up by the time he reached tho
Houze.

“ Jawed to the wide, old bean?”
asked Stewart sympathotically, as he
went in.

Hobson grinned, 4

“No fear! I ecan't make it out,
Stewy—it beatz me! Look here, you'ro
Sooteh—see if you cen understand it
Last week tha pater wroic me specially
not fo go to the ecircus.” ]

“Tawn on frivolous entertainments!"”
grinned Stewart. “ He looks it, too.”

“T1 happened to mention in my letler
about that circus kid being here in the
sanny, and be's rushed down the same
day he got the letter to warn me to
keep clear of him. Mustn't sec him in
the sanny; mustn't even zay good-morn-
ing in the quad!"

ﬁt{rwnrt wtllis.l]nd,t - ]

our pater's got & prejuwlice against
circus people,” he said. "I daro say
some of Lhem are preity tough., 1'r'aps
gome circus chaps have pinched his
rabhbita some time or ofler.™

“But isn'{ it queort”

“(h, thore's no accountin for
Iminrs!”_saiﬂ_ﬁmwart §npj'¢!f. “ A chap
s fo give his pater s head. T never

argiue with mine ™

“1 wish I understood, though," said

Hobsen, with a sigh, Really, he was
feeling qta.'lita mystified,
“The. best thing,” eaid Stewart, “is

to let ‘em run on when they're waxy,
They tire out then, you know. When
they've blown off steam they come
round. Mine always does—and patera
are much of a muchness,”

Stewart of the Shell seemed to be
well up in tihat important branch of
knowledge, paters and the proper treate
ment thercof,

“But my pater wasn't waxy,” said
Hobson. *“He's tipped me a fiver!”

“Crént Scott ] E. whole one "

“Look I

Stewart of the Shell beamed.

“I say, Hﬂhb:.l'; your pater’s a brick!
I dare say he's quite rvight sbout
circuses, too—scrubby lot. A fellow's
pater knows, vou kpnow! A fellow
aught to listen to his pater, I always
listen to mine, even when heo's talking
rot, I say, Hobby, I really think your
father is the goods—the real goods!
What about a spread?”

“What-ho!" said the genial Hobby,

And at tea-time there was a royal
spread in Hebhson’s study, with half the
Shell cramined into the room,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Unfortunate Misunderstanding !

& ALLO, hallo, hallo! What—"
¥ What—whatr—who——"
" Groat pip 1™
Harry Wharton & Co, had
come in. They stood at the deorway of
Btady No. 1 and stared into that apart-
met.

The football matech was over. The
Fourth Form had been beaten by a
comfortable margin of four goals to one,
The Remove footballers were feeling
satislied with themselves and things
generally, and quite ready for a sub-
stantial tea in the study. And then——

They gazed blankly into the wrecked
study. Interrupted as the raggers had
been by the masierly strategy of Poter
Todd, they had done enormouns damage.
The stndy looked as if a eyclone had
strock it hard. And the Famous Five
stared and glared, and some other Re-
move fellows, looking in- over their
shoulders, grinned. There was some-
thing a liltle comic in the aspect of
the dismantled study, to the eyes of o

follow to whom the study did not
belong.

"My only hat!” exclaimed Wharton,
with a deep hreath. * Whe's done this?
Why, the place iz wrecked |

“The wrockiulness 1is terrific!™ said
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. “My
cateemied chums bhad better come along
to No. 13 to tea.”

“¥es, rather!” agreed Bob Cherry.
“Tea in my study, old chaps. Yours
T_F'i'ﬁ:l"l:'ﬁ somo sweeping and giddy garnish-

Wharton and Nugent did not answer
for the moment. Stody No. 1 was
theirs, and though they were ready for
tee.  they forget for the moment
a3 they gazed into the wrecked room,

“Ti's a hit thick ! said Johnny Bull,
“Look at that ink splashed over the
rocin—that's really the limit! Some-
hody seems to have heaved about half
a gallon of ink about!’

Wharton knitted las brows,

“I's oo thiek!™ he said.
to knoivy who did it 1™

“What about tea first!” murmured
Boh Cherry, Bob had a healthy appe-
tite, rendered very keen by football:

(Condinued an page 1%.]

“T1 want
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Flag-Kicks and Peraities

PARS ABOUT FOOTBALL
MEN AND MATTERS.

By The Man in the Street.
T HE Foothall Associstion is annowncing its intention of doing
football §s more Important than lessons a few lads we
know would be pleased.

a lot more in the way of assistiog footbail in elementary

Bradshaw, of Bury, I3 about the biggest centre-half In top-¢luss
l'nnthnlil. and that, of course, is an all-sufficlent reason for him
being given the pet name of * Tiny."

Len Hill, the Zouthampton goalkeeper, referring fo his early
doys, savs: “ At school they dump me into goal because I
weighed more than anybody else.” In other words, they thought
his pame was not Hill, but Mountain.

Stanley Seymour, thd Newcastle TUnited outside-left, belleves
that the abolition of the bonus and strong eritleism by the Press
will eheck foul play. That is what might be ealled * asking for i."

James Tonner, who bas played at eentre-forward for Burnley
recantly, ia the smallest player on the books of the club, standing
only 5 ft. 4 ins. Yet, in addition to being a powerlul marksman,
he is guite a good wrestler; so at Burnley they call him the
“ Ter-Tonner '

Thirty people were arrested at a Scottish football mateh recently
for tryipg to break through the turnstiles without p:.i,'imirl. They
ware all Hoed; but my suggestion s that they should have all
beent compelled to referee a mateh instead.

It e the enstom at big football matches on the Continent for
the captain of the home team fo hand the captaln of the visitin
texm a bouguet before the gaome 18 commenced. When the mate
gets properly started, however, there are often other things
besides bouquets Aying about.

Grimsby Town I8 the only club which has played In all Tour
Divisiots of the Pootball League—First, Second, Southerp Third,
and Northern Third, They ought to be known oz the * Jugglers.”

Hugh OGullacticr, thoe Newcastle United centre-Torward, zsnya:
“The game in England is diferent; you have speeded it up con-
siderably. It demands gquicker thought and qulcker actlon, and
iny own lmnpression sinee I joined Neweastle United Is that I am
nt o new school learning new lessons.”” Judging from the number
of poals Gallacher has scored, hie Is & pretty apt pupil,

Although they have English, Welsh, and Irish Internationals on
their books, the Wednesday club, of Bheffield has no Scottish
player. DBut they have a Scotaman named Craig im charge of fhe
Leam, 50 cvidently the Scots can’t be left out completely.

When Dr. Paterson recently turned out for the Arsenal he was
described asz “ A, N. Otber 7 on the programme.  After the mateh
one of the opposlng players sald that he had played so well that
fie onglit 1o bave been ealled ® Two Otherz”

Plymonih  Argyle have finished Im the second place In the
Eputliern Third Division tdble for the past four geazons. So near
and vet so far! -

Tondon's telephinne exchanges have 250,000 calls an Lour, =0 we
pre kold. A referca frlend of ours declarss thnt he has often bl
mare calls thao this in the ceurse of a game,

T
"no.0 (Haw Sertes). vnl,'.",'!”“!mrmrumnmmurnnumnu|immunmr||mrrrr

1 have smanaged fo secure the services of some of the finest
football experts in the country as contributors fo owur new
Supplement,
be sure of getting the very lafest and most exclusive news,
interesting gossip, and information —H. Wharton, Ed.

r- ’ {?[ : 1!13
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March 27th, 1926.

MAGNET readers who follow it regularly can

[ootballing Iamilies

By “ Trainer.”

OT so long ago the chalrman of Bolton, Wanderers, in the
course of a specch, Heclared that they always made a
point of aignihg on the gons of their foothallers as foon
as they had been christened., This remark made an

allusion to the fact that the Wanderers have been very succesaful
in these modern days with sons of players of olden time. There
ara at the fr!sent moment on the Wanderers' books three sons of
Robert Jack, the manager of Plymouth Argyle, who at one time
played for Bolton Wanderers himself, Of course, the manager of
the Bolton club did not expect to be taken very seriously when
he-sald that they signed on the soms of thelr foctballers as soon
as they were christened; but, as a2 matter of fact, football cluly
directors might do worse, for there is plenty of evidence that foot-
ball ekill does run in families. Seores of present-day professional
footballers are the sons of former players, men- like Johnzon, of
dhefleld United, Walker, of Aston Villa, being taken as tvrpical
Instances of foothall skill handed down from father to son.

There are many coases, too, of fooiball brothers who have made
good. John Wren, the hall-back of Noits County, once told n
story of a remarkable mateh in which ho played az a lad. Wron
was then at Bristol, and the whole of the eleven players on one
gide cousisted of members of the Wren family. They put op o
very good game, too, but it must be well-nigh nnique in the history
of football for the some family to sucrpiy o player for one teamn
for every different position on the fteld.

At one time Middtesbrough had na foewer than five members
of the Carr family on their books, but some of these have now
delfted away-—=George having gone to Lefcester Clty, for example.
But for vears and wears it hasz scarcely been poszible to wateh »
Middlesbrough side without there being a Carr in it, and I ¢oan
tell my readers that there has been po prouder man in the North
of EBogland than the father of these Carr hoys as he has seen
them grow np and take their places in Lhe Teer-tlde team one by
one., I used to teach my lads footbgll almaost as soon a3 they
could walk,”t zaid the father of these Carr bovs to me on one
occasion, “but I was always careful not to teach more than one
the duoties of the anme posillon, becavese T did -not wank them to
RTOW ”"F' to compete with each other for places in the same
fenm.

That was a wise move on the part of the fatler of the Carr
boys; but, on the other hand, there are Instances of hrothers whe
have mnde good in the same position. Not eo long ago on one

Haturday there were three brothers Cock playing in the centre-
forward posltion for three differcnt first-class t&nma-—{.‘.:]ac'ii Cock
e Is now

fur Plymaouth Argyle, Donald Cock for Notts Count
with Clapton Orient), and Herbert Cock for Brentiord.

At one time Aston Villa had three members
of the same Stephenson family on their hooks—
James, -George, and Clem—but ounly one now
remuing, though the other two are still playing.
And all these Stephensons were forwards. On
the other hamd, the Page foamily has had four
fellows occupying differeut positions In first-class
cluba at the same time, the most notable beng
Jumez, who plays full-back for Cardiff Clty, and
Louis, the outside winger of Burnley.

A remarkable record is held by three members
of the famous family of Ashton, Gilbert, Claunde,
and Herbert being captaln in turn of the Soccer
eleven at Cambridge in three successive seasous.
And g0 we conld go on with illustrations showing
how foothall runs ig the blood, bot I wil finish
with a wunique  inetance. During the present
geason Jack Rutherford senior and his son Jock
have lih-n-i,h. played at ountside-right for the
Arsenal.

JAMES CARR
ol Middles-
brough.
Toe Magwer Lisnany.—MNo. 836,
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F you mention certaln positions on the
foothall feld there are names to fill
them which instantly occur to the
mind. ¥For instamce, inside-right Is

syponymous with Buchan, and inside-laft
with {Fame:. ¢ hTﬂEﬁﬂ. Ttr}dnuht—edlg.ﬂ :rgléll?ae
hest men for e posifions you ¢ :
You might pame several good half-backs,
4nd you might differ in neming the full-
hacks. But when naming the man for goal
vou would have no hesitation, for there ia
one whe springs to the mind without con-
gelons effort. He s William Harper.

Harper is an Anglo-3cot. By that I mean
that he i3 a Seotaman who plays with an
English club, For the major portion of this
season. he has flled, very conspleuously, the
wide, blank’ space between the Arsenal
uprights, while befora that he assisted the
Hibernians.

Just wateh him onece, and yom will lfr“'.
(an you mention any goalkeeping gqualifica-
tion that Harper has oot got? You cannot,
and, what's mers, Fou cannot mlention ong
that thiz Scottish wonder does not possess in
s most nncommonly marked degree. Anticl-
gatlon, Indgment, the knack of doing the
right thing at the exacl piychological
moment, keenness of vision—oh, Harper has
all theee and a good many more!

He was born at Tarbrax, a small borough
In Scotland, and if his present proportlons
are anything to go by—:lx foot in belght
aod correspondingly broad—what = LR
bonnie, bouncing babe he must have been!
The Gimners’ custodian does not remember
many things about the town of his birth,
for st a very early age Willinm'e parents

declded to move from Tarbrax, and, un-

deslrous of leaving their oftspring behind,
they took him with them.

It was to Winchburgh they went, where
Willlam received his education. That educa-
tion wnz not so notable for its scholastie
achievements a8 wos Willlam's early and
rapid rize to & place In the school Soccer
team. That place, It is hardly needless for
me to tell you, was between the sticks or
the coats, or whatever It was that served ns
goalposta in fthose days.

The time came, ag all time: must come,
however, when William left the school and,
incldentally, the team. His parents, who
had quite a number of responsibilities wpon
their shoulders, seeing that there were seven
vther jj_ll;mir;:n: Harpers besides Willlam, decided
that hiz Mitare ghould be mouolded in a
blacksmith's shop. so to that profession they
ultimately apprenticed him.. William was
content, but, belng one of the lada who
belleve in comblnlng business with pleasure,
he joined up in the ranks of a Juvenile feam
which rejoiced lp- the name of Winchburgh
¥iolet, After playlng with theze for one
season he left to join Niddry Strollers, a
club farther away from his homa, and who
were doing great things in their clase.

You will percelve by this that William,
even at that early age, had football ambi-
tions, These ambition: grew apace. He
hopgpured Niddry Strollers with his presence
for just ona season; then, #ying after still
higger game, he slgned on for Broxburn &t.
Andrews, Broxburn welcomed him, and, to
their intense delight and satisfaction, played
!Hm in two matches, and then cama the

'Ar.

Renonncing football, blacksmithylng, and
eversthing else. young Harper joined the
Coloyrs, and within & short space of time
was packed off to France. 3

For six montbs thereafter William knew
the joys of golng over the top—went out
with wiring parties, and realised what it was
like to he In close proximity to a bursting
shefl. He knew aleo what it felt like to
stroll about at midnight In Ne Man's Land
under the all-revealing rays of German stor-
shells, and with the cnemy, armed with
machine.-guns, watching their opportunity.
All these joya were William's for six months,
after which he had a change. He was glven
a trade test, and transferred—in a strictly
milltary senze, of conrse—to the Boyal Fiying

Corps.

LACKSMITH!

The story of William Harper, who holds
the Fort for the Gunners at Highbury,

HARRY WHARTON'S FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT!

In & very short time William
proved himself one of the most
“fy* of  the Royal l'lﬁ!.ug
Corpa. 0Oh, wes! efore lon
he found himself the leader
fi{te Hm%:i 1thh§ dti.ai:hnﬂ

ugger Leam, ping m to
win the divisionsl champlon.
ship. Thus inspired, he plunged
into cther things. For instance,
he captained the team that
won the divisional tug-o'-war,
and helped the Boccer team to the Final of

Fthe Divislooal Cup. Better than ever, he dis-

covered that his tremendous fAsts could do
other work than punch a football away, so
he went in for boxing. To some tupe, too.
Ere he had fnished with huxln%th& had

annexed the brigade heavy.weig cham-
plonehip.
Thesnt, of course, the War ended, and

William, one of milllons, came back to hls
native beath and hearth. He foend that his
old club, Winehburgh Violet, had grown
gince hiz severance, and was now a strong
jumior elub. He rejoined them. Then he left

again, this time to join another junior club,

composed mainly of helty miners. Thiz clab
was pamed Winchburgh Thistle, and Willlam
stayed with them Just long enongh to help
them win the East of Scotland League
champlionship.

But our Willlam, "tz fo be.feared, had-

developed rolling-ztona tendencies, for very
soon after this we find him playleg for
Edinburgh Emmet, For six weeks he kept
the Emmet's fort glorlously, belng after-
wards transferred to Edinburgh Hibernians.
It was with the Hibs, of course, that hie
early promise fructifled, and a great Inter-
national career launched wpon., It was with
the Hibs, by the way, that he found hlmeelf
pli}rlﬂg in the Scottish Cup Final of 1022-28.
ow the Arsenal bave got him, having
eecured his transfer for a. considerable sum
last November. And who shall say, of all
tha Arsemals blg guns, that William Iz not
the biggest? Here 13 his record ;
INTERNATIONALE.

1023-24-25.—For Scotland v. England.

19252425 —For Scotland v. Wales.

1823-24-25.—For Scotland v. Ireland.

INTER-LEAGUE.

1023-28.—For the Scottish League v. Foot-
ball League.

1028 —For the 3Beottish League v Irleh
League,

LIGHTNING SKETCHES OF
FOOTER CELEBRITIES.

HAT the foot-
baller's life
is & short,

evelm i a
merry oneg, is a fact
obvions to all’ who
tuka any real in-
terest in the gamie,

'B‘é’;‘gﬁs

Previously in  this
Supplemnent I have. ld
explained that the

pald foothaller does
not earn  mearly
enongh  to  enable
o save up a fortune
againat the day when
ha i mno longer
capable of earning
his living at foot-
ball. 80 the quas.
tion of what he
will do for n
career §s fAniahed

Pr?s

&
By “Old 'Un.”

living when his active
mist éver be -a matter
for serious consideration by the foot-
baller. And In this respect it has to be said
that the modern player. speaking gemernlly.
hus shown that he has hiz head screwed ou
his shoulders in the right way. In the old
days the pald players thought little of the
futare; ¢ Just took their wages while
they were playing, spent most of the money
they got, and the cobsequence was that some
tragle stories could be told of the way in
which the football heroes of the past earned
—or tried to- earn—a living when their
playing days were over. ‘The footballer of
to-day looks after himsell while he I play-
ing, and keeps one eye on the requirements
of the time when he I3 “dome ™ in the

active sense.

The loregoing explalng why 80 many modern
footballers “hang en® {0 thelr jobs In
addition te playing as professionuls. Per-
sonally, T don't think any footballer is the
worse for following some light ocenpation
during the week—for carrying on with a
job which does not take too muoch out of

him, dnd which still leaves him free to do

the necessary: amount of training. So far
03 thess fellows are concerned, thay have
little worry about what is going te happen

to them when apge or accldent puts an eml
ta thelr footballing days.

Even those who do not keep up thelc
* trades ' geperally make some eorh of pro-
vislon for the future. Most of the trainers
of the big football elubs of to.day are
former stars of the pitch, and the tralpers
job Is mot at all & bad one.

Other players, aiming a blt ligher, get
managers’ jobs, and in this comnection it ix
rather a notable fact -that something like n
dogen men who have plaved for Newcastla
Unifed fn the past are now in possesslon of
managers’ jobs with first-class elubz. Thesa
managers” jobs are certalnly worth having.
I know one manager whose salary s £1,250
A year—#£25 a week—and there ts an addl-
tional bonus for him of £250 if, and when.
Live side which he manages finishes first.

There are many directions, too, in which
the retired professional foothaller can make
nse, in & buziness sense, of his personal famie
and popularity. Men like Charles DBuchan
and Jack Mew. for example. have sports
mitftters’ establishmenta, and there are many
[ players of other day: who have st up in
a similar capaclty. There are other busi-
nesses, too. in which ‘many old players are
to be found. Tohacconists" and newsagents
aliops are often taken over by old plavers,
while many are ploced In managerial posi-
tions in hotels.

AMany old plavers who do not get actunl
appointments as managers, coaches, or
trainers of football teama are employed as

An impression of FRANK BEARBON,
the English International centre-halt
of Manchester Unitad.

“apotters " by the big clubs, being zont ot
week after week to wateh this or that young
player whose form is abbracting atfenifon
locnlly.

BRIEF REPLIES!

“ Gates ™ (Birmingham).—Nobody will ever
koow exactly how many people attended the
Cup Final of 1023 —the first ever played at
Wembley—for the simple renson that thouo-
safids got inte the ground without paying.
and consequently unchecked. The naetual
number who ?aln:l was 126,047, and an offloial
estimate is that 60,000 more got In without
pryment.

H. 8mith (Blackpool).—A profeszionnl
player canpot demand a bencfit at any time.
but e may be given one after flve years of
continuous service with the same clab, the
L amonnt of sueh bepefit being limited to

| £650,



EVERY
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPEMNEE.

7

(Continued from page 12.)

and lie had a bundle under his arm
from the tuckshop. 2

“ Never mind tea yet,” said Wharton,
“I want to know who wrecked this
room and splashed ink over our things.

“He, he, hal” - %

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Who did it,
Bunter? Ten to one in doughnuts thu_l;.
you were BF}'EI‘.I% around at the time :

“Qh, really, Cherry— ;

“To vou know who did 487" de-
manded Wharton,

“He, he, he! I say, you fellows, it's
o bit thick, isn't it?” said DBunter,
blinking into the study. “Fancy
squirting ink about a fellow's room

from & big garden-sguirt, you know!"
“Then you saw it?" exclaimod
Wharton.
“He, he, bhel™ ;
“That's what 1t looks like, yon

know,” said Nugent, glancing into the
study again, “Just as il some ass has
been squirting ink about thé room,
Laok at that splash -on the wall, and
over our books! E!-umu]:ady{_s bagged
Toddy's sqnirt and done it. You know,
Toddy's got a big squirt—ihe one he
donsed Coker with once.™

“He, ha, hol” .

“Who bagged Toddy's squirt,
Bunter?' demanded the captain of the
Remove.

“He, he! Nobody!"™

“But you said o

“ He, he, ho!” chortled Dentor, “1'm
not going to tell you anything. I'm
not going io sncak about a sludy-mate
of mine I ) j

The Famona Five starrd at him.

They were aware that Toddy was the
posseszar of a big garden-squirt, but
certainly they had not sispected that
Toddy was the ragger of the study.

“Do yvou mean Toddy?' demanded
Wharton.

“"Ha, he, hel”

¥ Gammon " said  Doh.
worldn't da it. Why
You're friendly enongh
Might have beon Bkinner.
some of the Shell—"

“He, he, ha! T'm not going lo say

“Toddy
shonld he?
with  Toddy.
Mora likely

anything " chuckled Buanter, *I'm
mum! Toddy's my pal, you know—
I'm not giving him away. He's turned

me out of my study—just because I
wenk to sleep in the armchair, and he
savs my sporing disturbs him. Turned
g fellow out of his own study, you
know! Cheek—what? DBut I'm neot
oing to give him away—yon wan't get
anything out of ma!"

“You fot idiat!”

“h, really, Wharlon—"

“Tdo you menn lo say that Toddy
ragged onr study?”

“T don't mcan to say anything!
“That squirt may be standing in the
corner of No. T now. all inkv—and it
may not. I may have seen Toddy como
back with it—and I may not. 'm not
gaing to say "

“Ratz!"  grunted DBob. ““Bunter's
irving to pull onr leg. Toddy wouldn't
rag the stndy. Al bunkum (™

“0Oh, really, Chorry—"

=

“Tt is terrific bosh,” said Hurree
Jamset Rarmg Singh. ‘' More likely the
honourable - an disgusting  Shell
fellows—""

“Well, Toddy's been in, while we've
been out,” said Harry. " We'll ask
him. He wmust have heard something
going on if he was in his study when
our room was ragged. Whoever did it
mu131: have made a fearful row. Comae
ﬂﬂ |”

“He, he, he! Mind he doesn't give
you the ink!" chortled Bunter.
“Toddy's in a jolly bad temper. He's
doing his legal studies, you know. He
chucked a book at me, just because [
asked him whether he was learning to
chisel people like his father. Look out
for lus squirt "

Heedless of Bunter, Harry Wharton
knocked at the door of Study Neo. T
and threw it open. Nugent followed
him inte the study; the other three
members of the Co. remained in the
doorway.

Toddy looked up impatiently.

His legal studies -that afternoon had
been severely interrupted. First he had
had to kick Bunter out of Study No. T;
then had come the Shell raid on Study
No. 1, and Toddy's effective interven-
tion; then he had had to kick Bunter
out of Study No. T a second time.
Legal studies under these conditions
were’ not easy; and now there was
ahother interruption. Ha waved his
h.m‘u:]‘I at the juniors before they could
speak.

“Hook it " he =aid.

“ Just & minuto=———-"'

“Not & second ! I'm busy 1"

HWa've just soen our study ™
Wharton.

“Go and see 1t again!”

“It's wrocked——"
“I know—I know! Shut the door
sauirt 1" axelaimed

after you——-=="

“There's the
Nugent, pointing to the big garden
syringe, which steod in & corner of
Study No. 7. There were ample traces
about it of what it had contained
recontly.

“Took here, Teddy, did you—="
THCut

“Did you squirt ink from that dashed
squirt in our study ™ bawled the capiain
of the Romaove.

“Yeoz, ass! Hock it. I tell you!™

“*¥You did? roared Wharton.

“OFf conrse! TN tell you abount it
preaently I exclaimed DPeter Todd im-
patiently. “Yon've interrupting me
now. You necdn't trouble to thank me,
if that's what's worrying you——"

“Thank you?"” gasped Wharion.

“Yea; wo'll take all that as
Good-bye I

Wharton and Nugent staved hard at
TPotor. They would never hava he-
licved Bunter's hints that Pater had
ragged their study. But they conld not
diseredit Peter's own statements !

Toddy had already turned to hig hig
hooks again. As o matter of fact,
Taddy was perploxed by thoe legal
thrageology of the volume he was study-
ing, and found it difficult to follow the
meaning thercof—if anv. By concen-
trating his mind wpon it he seemed ta
catell a glimmer of meaning, even of
sonse, but it reqnired concentration. It
was uo time for fellows to butt into his
study and talk.

The schoolboy lawyer was reconcen-
trating his mind uwpon the perplexing
page when he wns inlorruuln’i onee
more.  This time his visitors did not
talk—they acted.

As if moved by the same spring,
Wharlon sznd Nagent juinped simultane-
ously al Toddy,

roarcd

anid.

Two pairs of hands collared him, and
he was jerked away- from his char,
which went Bying. '

Bump !

Peter landed on his back on the carpet
with a roar.

“Oh! Whoooop!"

“So you did it!"” shouted -Wharton.
“¥ou own up, do you? Well, you're
going to have some of your own
medicine 1"

“ What! I—— Oh, you— Yoooogh!"

Wharton grasped the inkpot from the
inhle and up-ended it over the face of
the sprawling Toddy.

Swish |

“ Groogoogh !

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Go it! SBauce for the goose iz sauce
for the gander I

“ Vug-gug-mmmmmm "

“Now wreck the room!” shouted
Nugent, “I'll begin with the table!”

Orash !

The study table went over, and Peter
T?dtl's legal volumes erashed right and
laft.,

Pater struggled to his feet, mopping
ink blindly from his face.

“Vou potty dummies!” he roared,
“YWharrer you mean? Have you gone
off your rockers? Are you barmyt
What's this game? You howling idio
next time the Shell rag your study I'l
let them ript"

Wharton jumped.

“The 8hell?’ he ejaculated.

“ Groooogh!"

“Didn't you rag our study? yelled
Nugent.

“Fathead! No! Ooocchi! Why
should T, mes? Mmmmumm ! Oh crumbs!
You chuckichended chumps, it was
Hobson and his mob, of courszal
Qoooch 1™

*But you sajd——"

You said vou L

“You said you squirted the ink about
tha room1” roared Johnny Bull. “We
all heard you.”

“Tha hearfulness was terrific!”
“Gug-pug-gug !’  Peter Todd splut-

tered ink from his mouth. “Yon born
idiots! Groogh! Hobson and his gang
wera wrecking the study, and I drove

them out with a squirt full of ink!
That’s how it was, you footling frumps!
Ow {"

“0Oh!" ejaculated Wharton,

“Ah!"” excloimed Nugent.

‘" Ha, ha, ha!"

“Yau fathoads—you duffers! Look at
ma P yelled Peter Todd, mopping at the
ink. "“J.ook at mo! This is what you
give me for shifting the SBhell out of
vour study! Why, I'll—"

“Horry " gosped Wharton,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“VYou should have explained, Toddy.
You owned up to inking the room—"

“You silly ass! o

“Tf you'd told us—" gasped Nugent.

“¥You footling chump 1"

“Much obliged. old man!" said Harrly
Wharton, *Really much obliged, If
you'd enly expluined in time—""

“¥ou hurhling bandersnatch 1"

“You—you goo——="

“You frabjous fatheads!™ Poter Todd
made a jump for the fender and grasped
the pokere, "TDII—"

H1look it !" gasped Bob.

The Famous Five fled from Study
No, 7, laughing as thoy went. Really
it wns a vory unfortunale pusunder-
standing.

“IIr, he, he! T say, you fellows—"

Rump |

“Yarooooh!" roarcd Bunter.
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“Jump on him!" said Bob Cherry.
“He jolly well knew it wasn't Toddry,
and he said—"

“ Whoooop I"

“Maow, all together—jump!”

Billy Bunter squirmed away. and fed,
Harry Wharton & Co. proceeded to
Study MNo. 13 for tea. Btudy Ne. 1 re-
quired oxtensive rehabilitation before
it could be used again—though, thanks
to Peter Todd, Hobson & Co. had not
dones so much damaoge ms they had
intended.

“ After all, it's only tit for tab,” aaid
Bob Cherry. “We wrecked Hobby's
room last week, I dare say the checky
cads would have ragged my study, too,
if- Toddy hadn't chipped in Poor old
Toddy——"

“Ha, ha, ha! If he'd sxplained—""

“Let's make him come to tea,” said
Nugent, laughing. “We really owe
Tc:c?d;.' o lot of thanks, though—— Ha,
ha, ha!”

“Good egp! Let's!” i

And Peter Todd—after some much-
needed ablutions—came to tea in Study
No. 13, as a distinguished and honoured
Eu:e&}ti, and once more all was calm and

right.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Circus Walf |

id ALLO, hallo, hallo!
the cirens kid 1™
It was the following day,
and Harry Wharton & Co.
were sountering in the quad in morning
break.
the Head’s privhte garden; and there,
leamiig on the gate, !11&:.- caught sight of
the ¢ireus lad, Pedrillo, whom they had
not seen since the day of the accident at
Friardale,

They regarded him rather curiously.

Pedrillo was a good-looking fellow,
rather bigger and older than the
Removites. Although he bhors o
Spanish name, and belon to Zorro's
Spanish Circus, he did mot look in the
loast like a fnreignm. His features
wérs obvigusly Anglo-Baxoen, his hair
fair, his eyes blue,

He glanced at the juniors, evidently
without knowing them. Harry Wharton

Co. had-rendered him assistance after
the saccident at the eireus, but Pedrillo
had becn unconseions after his fall from
the trapeze.

“Let's speak to the kid,” murmured
Nugent. “Now he's out of sanny it
would be only ¢ivil to ask him how ie 8
getting on.”

"Yes, rather!”

“We want Bunter
grinned Bob Cherry.
know any Spanish 1

“I know one word—Armads,” said
Johnny Bull,  “But suppose it
wouldn’t be the polite thing to speak to
a Spaniard about the Armada.”

There's

to interpret,”
“ Anybody herc

“Fathead! Perhaps he knows somu
Englizh,” said Boh. “[’ll try him, any-
how. If he doesn't. T'll try French.

He may know French.”

""Wot Remove French, I fancy.™

“ Bow-wow ¥

Bob Cherry walked up to the gate
and lifted Mis cap politely to the young
acrobat.

Pedrillo returned the salute with a
smile.

"Que quiere usted,
asked:

“0Oh. my hat! We're not well up in
Iﬂepamsh,“ explained Bob Cherry,. “ But
if you catch on, we'd like to ask you
how dn von do, ses?"

Tur Macxer Lmrary,—No. ™6,
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Their saunter took them near

“Muchas gracias, caballero, I aspeak
English,” eaid the circus lad, smiling.
It is my own tongue.”

“Oh, good!” said Bob., “Feeli
better -

“Much better, thank vou,” said
Pedrille. “I have been very lucky,
especially in falling inte such kind
hands, EL senor schoclmaster is the

best of men,”

“The Head! Yes, rather 1" said Bob,
“The Head's a brick! He licks us
sometimes, you know, but we let him do
it—we don't mind. He's a jolly old
sport 1"

“He hae been very kind to me,” said
the circus lad simply. I have had the
best of cate—I, a stranger to him.”

Pedrillo spoke with feeling, Evidently
the kind hospitality of the Head of
Greyfriars had touched him deeply.

“"We're jolly glad to see you out and
about again,” said Harry Wharton.
“"We've seen you before, you know.”

“ At the circus ™

“¥Yes; on the trapeze. And we
carried you to Dr. Locke's car after the
accident,”

“Ah! It was you, then? Muchas

“1 mean, many

racias,” said Pedrillo,
anks! I have lived so long in Spain
that Spanish comes nntm:alﬁ' to me;
but I am English.”

though,™

“Your name isn't,
nish—Padro,™

Bob,

“Yes, my name is 8
said the cirens lad. “Pedrillo—that is
to say, Little Pedro.” _

“ And your other name? asked Bob.

“1 do not know.”

*¥ou don't know your surname?”
ojeculated Bob.

Pedrillo shook his head.

“I am called Pedrillo, that iz all,” ha
answered. “Senor Zorro has told me
that I was a waif, whom he toock com-
passion upon years ago, when last his
circus wes travelling in Inglaterra—in
England.”

“Weall, my hat! He must be rather

an old sport, to take a kid on his hands
like that."

“Yes; if it is true. I do not know,
He iz a hard man,” said Pedrille, with
a sigh. “Not that it matter: now. He

will not want me now that I cannot be
usefal to him.”

“You will not be going back to the
circus "

The acrobat shook his head again.

“After what has happened I ecould
not do the trapeze act as I used. I do
not think that Senor Zorro will take me
back., But I do not wish to go back to
him. I had already resglved that 1
would leave the circus when they re-
turned to Spain. I wish to remain in
Inglaterva. It is my country, though I
had not seen it since I was a little nino.
The senor schoolmaster =ays I am to
remain here till I am quite well, then I
shall find semething to do. I shall not
o back to Senor Zorre.”

The boy's face darkened, and his eves
glinted,

Harry Wharton & Co. recalled the
hard, swarthy face of the circus pro-
Er:etﬂr, and they could easily guess that

enor Zorro. had not been & kind
master,

Two 8hell fellows came strolling by—-
Hobson and Hoskins,. The latter
glanced at the circus lad az he léaned
on the gate speaking to the Removites.

“Hallo, Hobby, there’s the ecircus
kid,” he remarked—"the chap who fell
off the trapeze, you know! Lef's say
good-morning.™

Hobson stopped.

Hobby was quite willing to sav a civil
word to the stranger within the gates,
but his father's strange injunction came

said

llllll

back inte hiz mind. He ecolowrsd un.
comfiortably.

“I'll cut,” he said.

“Don’t you want to speak to him?"
asked Hoskins, in;surprise. “He looks
a decent kid, and he's been ill.”

“The pater told me to keep clear of
him,” muttered Hobson.

‘" What on earth for?"

“Goodness  knows—I  don’t,  You
s.ptua!: to him, Hosky, if you like. TIl
ocut.’ .

Hobszon of the 8Bhell turned away and
walked towards the Houze. and
Hoskins, much surprised, followed him,
Harry Wharton & Co. remained chat-

ting with the ecircus lad till the bell
rang for third lesson. Bob Cherry
reng out.

started as the clan

“ Hallo, hallo, ﬁtﬂ lo"!  There's iha
giddy bell! Tata. Pedrillo!”

“ Adois, senores !"

And the Famous Five ent off to the
House.

“That kid’s had a hard time,” Bob

erry remarked as they went to their
Form-room. “That circus man, Zorro,
lpoked a jolly hard case, I vemembeor.
And 1 hl'mm:l ]ui _{Ifasn’t Been here 1o
inquira how the kid was getting on.”

E?T]m circus has mm‘ﬁ mi*g;:r from
Friardale,” romarked Nugent. “I think
it's over at Luntham now.”

“The kid secmss to be stranded if
Zorro doesn't wWant him back,” said
Harry. “If he ¢can't carry on with the
acrobat business; T wonder what he
will do? It's hard cheess [*

“Porhaps the Head will find some-

:*;'hi'n for him," gaid Bob hopefully,
‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's Hobeon '
All together 1

The captain of the Bhell was going
along the Form-room passage. Tho
Famous Five made & rush, and Flobson
of the Bhell fourd himself sitting down
suddenly. By the time he had
serambled wup, red with wrath. the
herces. of the Remove had vanished,
chuckling, 'into the Remove Form-rocm,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Something On !

i 2AY, vou fellows, theve's some-
thing on !
:: Euw-wﬂl? g
ut thera 1a'" sisted
Bunter, blinking at the anmzf%'r ivg in
great excitement through  his big
spectacles. “That cirens kid—*

. “"Hallo, hallo, hallo!
him " asked Bob Cherry.
It was some days since the Famous
Five had talked with Pedrillo over the
gate of the Head's garden, and feveral
times since then they had seen him, and
oceasionally exchanged 8 word with
him. The peculiar cirenmstances undes
which the waif had become an inmato
of Greyfriars rendered himi rather an
object of interest to Harry Wharton &
Co., and they rather liked him per-
iﬂ.jqﬂa“?, from what they had scen of
im.

Bo for once they gave ear to Bunter's

What about

news.

“Is ho gone " acked Wharton.

“No fear! Fle's in the ITead's
study,” said Bunter, “and IHacker's

beon sent for.”

Mr. Hacker was maszler of the Shell
at Greyfriars. Why he should be sent
for, when Pedrillo was with the ITead,
was rather a puzzle. Billy  Bunter
divined that something was on. and he
was intensely curioua fo know what tha
something was,

*1 heard the Head tell Hobzon" wont
on Bunter. “He told him o ask Mr.
Hacker to sten inlo the slody. Pedrillo’s
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** 80 you did squirt ink in our study ? "
shouted Wharton furiously. ** You
own up, Toddy, do you ¥ Well, you're
going to have some of your own
medicine ! ™  *' What ! I—oh—you
—yooooooogh ! ** The captain of :,gu
Remove grasped the inkpot from the
table and up-ended it over the face ol
the sprawling Toddy. Swish !
“Groooogh!* *“Ha, ha, ha!"™
roared Bob Cherry. **Go it ! Sauce
for the goose is sauce for the gander ! **
(See Chapler 8.)

e ]

there., vou know.  Naw, why has he
asked Hacker to step in?"

“The whylulness is  terrifie, my
csteemed, Inguisitive Bunter.™

*“Weaill, " guid Holb Charry humorously,
“ho couldn't ask him to Hy in.™

Ld I‘:h rl::ll

“Or to dive in”

“What v

“&o that's why he asked Lim Lo step
in,"* spid Bob, with the air of a fellow
who had guessed the riddle.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“You silly az:!"” howled Bunter, 1
mean, what's vp? It's a bit thick having
the cvircus kid about the school at all,
inum:,.r opinion, 1 never approved of
it. :
“Deon't let the Head know that,”” said

L+ E;rra,\'e:!}-. “It would break luos
hoave. ™

*iih, really, Chovry!
thing's on,” said DBunter.

I'm sure some-
Y1 sy, you

fellows, T want you to back me up. I'll
get along to the Head's door——"

“What 7"

“And you fellows can waich in the
corrider, and warn mo if anybody comes
along while 2

“While you're at the keyhole 1" ejacu-
lated Bob.

“Yes, that's 18," snid Buntor eagerly,

“Hee? Then we spail all know about
it I'll tell you, of conrse.™

“Why, you--vou——"

“Just whistle if anybody comeos in
gight, that's all,” =zaid Bunter. * Comrp
on, there's no time to waste. Hore—I
say—leggo--wharrer you at? You silly
asses! Leggo! Whoooop!™

For some reason, mmexplicable to
Bunter, the chums of the Remove did
nat scent to catch on to his bright idea
for learning what was going on in the
Ilead's study.

Instead of hurrving off with DBunter
te the Head's corridor, they collared
Bunter, and sat bhim down in the Form-
TOOM PASSEe.

Bunter sat and roared.

Harry Wharton & Co. wulked cheerily
down the Forn-room bassage, passing
the open door of the Shell Form-room,
1'he voice of James Hobzon of the Shell
was avdible in ithat reom as they passcd,

Evidently, tho master of the Shell was
there,

“I you please, sir, the Head wishes
you to step into his study.™

Hobby was delivering his meszage.

“Wery well, Hobson,” answered Mr.
Hacker.

Hobson came out of the Shell Ferm-
room and almost ran into the Famous
Five,

"Halt 1" said Beob Cherry.

Hobson made & werning gesture.

“No larks,” he said. “*Hacker's in
there. He will hear me if I mop up
the passage with you checky fags.”

The Removites grinned. Really, it
would noet have bren a facile task for
Hobby to mop up the passage with five
sturdy juniors.

.__.,n I:u AT
Ly .l'fr I"I. i: },ll I
Al

“We're not going to rag you,” said
Bob, *but I've got a bone to pick with
you, What sort of manners do you learn
in the Shell 7"

wil Eh l.ll1'"

“You're not generally & bad sort, in
yvour way, saul IBeb. “Of course,
you're a Shell-iish, a falhead, and a
duffer, and think a good desal teo much
of yourself."

“You checky young ass—"'

“But what do you riean by it 1" weng
on Bob., “Three sevarate times 1've
soen you eut that kid Pedrille, when he
waa trotting about. Fvery other chap
who comes across him has a civil word
for him—a kid who's had an accident,
and iz & bit down on his luck. Even
Skinner, of our Form, has spoken to him
vivilly,  Buot you——"

Hobson flushed. )
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¥You—you see—" he said awk-
wardly.

“It's rather thick, Ifobby,™ esaid

Wharton seriously. * Yesterday, in the
guad, vou really turned your back on
him. If he noticed it, it would hurt
him: Dash it all, a fellow's bound te
be eivil to a stranger. Now he's well
enough te walk in the quad, surely any
chap can give him a nod, or say good-
morning !’

“ Yes, but—""

“He's reslly the Head's guest here,”
sald Nugent.  “Civility doesn't cost
anything, Hobson."

Hob:on's rugged face waz very red.

“T—I know. I've got nothing agamnsk
the kid,” -he said. " He looks to me o
decent chap enough.”

“Then why the thump are you un-
civil to him?" demandad Wharton.
“¥ou nearly ran into him when we
were speaking to him yesterday, and
vou turned rght round and
walked away.” :

“ Rotten bad manners,” said
Johnny Bull. .

“I—I ecan't help it!" mut-
tereedd  Hobson., ™ Yeou—you
sec, my paler's got a down on
E'E]"'L':I.'I.ﬁ I'IEGI]]'E! fm' BOTHER TEREOI.
You remember he wouldn't let
me go to Zarro's Cirous when
it was at Friardale. He came
down to seo me the other day,
and told me not te have any-

thing to say to that acrobat
chap, if T could help 1t.. Of
course, he doesn’t W any-

thing about the Fellow, and 1
suppose he thinks be's some
rough oharacter.”

“Does he think the Head
would let & mough churacter
wilk about the gquad, and talk
to Groeyiriars chaps¥™ grunted
Jolway Bull,

“Well, that's whet he sdid,”
Enswfrnﬂd“ Hadwson. - “I'm

oan to do as my pater says.”

“Thuat's right emough,” said
Wharton at once. ™ OF pouree,
we never know all that, Still,
I don't suppose your pater
wants you to be uncivil, all tho
same.’”

“Well, T den't mean to be,”
said Hobson, “If 1 run right
into the kid, of course, I'm
hound to be civil to him. Buot
I want to keep clear of him, if
I can, after what my pater
said. Not that it matters fo
vou cheeky Remove kids, any-
way,” added Hobzon, remembering swl-
denly hiz lofty dignity as captain of the
Shell.- “Go and eat coke ™

“Let's bump bim " said DBob.

Mr. Hacker came oubt of the Form-
room as Hob was speaking. He stopped
and glanced at the Removites.

*What did you say, Cherry?” lho
Ingpuired.

“(h, nothing special, sic ! stammered
Bob.

“I thought I heard wou suggesting
horseplay in the corridor?”

“Oh! Dod-d-d-did you, sir?"

“T did, Cherry!"” said Mr. Hacker
severely,

Hobson strolled away with a grin on
his face., Mr. Hacker, although he had
been requested to step into the Head's
study, wasted several minutes vpon the
chums of the Remove, on the subject of
ragginug in the passages. Then Lo
whisled away, lenvingir them looking
properly ropentant till  his  back was
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turned.  And then, awiul to relate,
they grinned.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Pedrillo of the Shell |
R. LOCKE wasseatedat hiswriting
D' table, the circus wailf standing
before him, when Mr, Hacker
arrived Im the Head's study.
Tlic master of the Shell gave Pedrillo &
rather curious glance. e had seen tho
cireus lad befora, abeut the guad, but
he: was rather surprised to find him in
the Head's study.
“Pray take a seat, Mr, Hacker,”" said
Dr. Locke. *“1 wish to copsult you con-

corning this Jad.™ _
“prtainly, sir!"” said Mr. Hacker,
marn surprised still.
“¥ou are aware in what circumstances
this boy came to the school, My, Hacker.
Happily, e has almost completely re-
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covered from his accident, and the ques-
tionn of hizs future has been oceupying
my mind. He has & very strong disin-
clination to return to the circusz, and
indeed thare scem to be difficulties in
the way, as he can no longer carry on
his former occcupation. The circus pro-
prictor does not seem to desire his
return, as he has made no inguiry what-
ever for him, and the circus has now
mioved & considerable distanco away.”

Mr. Hacker listened respectiully, but
with increasing astonishment.

Il could not quite see how the future
of thiz unknown stranger affected the
Head, or himself, 1n any way.

“The lad has told me a very strange
story,’ resumned the Head. It appears
that he is English, but at a very early
apge was taken into the Spanish circus,
at that time travelling and performang
in this country. He koows nothing of
his relations, and does not even know
what lils surname is."

“Bless iy aoul !” zaid Mr. Hacker,

“In these circumstances I feel that it
is my duty o befriend him,” explained
the Ilead,

EVERY WEDMNEEDAY.

“It is like you, sir, to think s0,” said
Mr. Hacker. “ But surely his former
employer should net be allowed to leave
him on your hands in this unfealing
manner !"

Pedrille, who had listened 1n silence,
Aushed erimson,

“Surely, sir, you are not eallad upon
te fake up what may he a serions
burden nng responsibility ¥ said ihe
master of the Shell.

“Senor,” exclaimed Pedrille, "I de
not. with to be a burden upon this
goentleman—upon anyome. 1 have told
the senor schoolmaster that I will rot
return to the circus. I will not go
back with Senor Zorre to in! Bnt
I have my hands to work with, and 1
can earn my bread. Now that T am
well I am ready to leave., Anfl T shall
always remember the kindeess I harve
recelved from this noble caballern!™

The circus waif made o movement
towards the door.
tDr. Locke signed to him to
stop.

“Mr. Hacker did not mean
to  wound your feeclings,
Pedrillo,” he said. *Btay.”

“Not at all, my boy,” =aid
Mr. Hacker—“not in the
Jeast M

“I have been thinking of
what can be done,” went on
the Head. “I think I shall
hava to see the man Zorro,
and learn from him what par-
ticnlarse I ean of this unfor-
tunate bov. It is possible that
ke may have relatives in Eng-
land who miy be discoverad.
In that case, natorally, hno
would pass into t

heir care.”
Y Naturally,” assented Mr.
Hacker.

“In the meantime, he must
remain here,” zaid the Head.
“But I do not desire him #n
remain in 1dleness; and in
many respects, of course, his
education has been neglected.
I think, therefore, of keeping
him at Greyfriars until some-
thing definite can be decided
upon. And I consider that the
time should be utilised, so far
as may be possible, in improv.
ing his education.”

A very oxcellent plan,”

il asgented the master of the
Shell. .
- “ A difficulty is that he is too

old to be placed in one of the
lowest Forms, and scarcely
fitted by his attainments ho
take a place in a higher Form,"” said
the 'Head., ““He i3 not aware of his
preciso ago; but I judge him te be over
sixteen. Obviously he eannot be placed
in the Becond gr Third, or even the
Remove. If vou have no objection, Mr.
Hacker, 1 think that, as a temporary
measure, he may be placed with the
Shell,”
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“Naturally, he will not be able to
share in all the studies of your boys.
Mr, Hacker. But he will share their
lessons so far as he is able, and I my-
self will give him some special tuition
in my leisure hours, He is very willing
to learn. Is that not zo, Pedrillo®*
said the ITead, with a kind glance at
the wail,

81, zenor,” sald Pedrillo.

Mr. Hacker coughod.

Ho was a kind-hearted man, though
lits manners and enstoms wera Bome-
times a little erusty. DBut he saw a
food many objections to the Head's

ind scheme. Nevertheless, he could
gee that Dr. Locke had already decided
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the matter in his-own mind. And the
tHead's word was law at Greyfriars.

“As a temporary measure!” ho said
“Oh, quite so! I need not ask you
whutji.tﬂr yvou have ascertained that this
lad 1s—hem !—likely to prove a suitable
associate for Greyfriars boys. 'That
would naturally be your firat considera-
tion, sirl”

“Quite so. And I have satisfied
myself on that peint, Mr. Hacker.”

“Undoubtedly the boy should he
tuken care of, if there iz o possibility
of discovering relatives, whose duty it
would be to take him in hand,” said
Mr. Hacker. ]

“I am glad you agree with me.”

“Certainly. If you place him in r::?‘
Form, as a temporary measure, I will
do the best I can for him, sir.”

“I am very much obliged to you, Mr.
Hacker !” said the Head courteously.
“In finding him quarters in your Form,
you will doubtless select some study
where—whcre the occupants can be re-
lied upon to treat a stranger good-
naturedly. Pedrillo, of course, 15 quite
new to our ways, and anything in _tl'u]
nature of what the boys ecall rnﬁ:mg.
though harmless in itself, would be
quite out of place.” . P

Y shall take care on that point, ﬁu_'.'

“ No doubt you would like a talk with
the bov, Mr. Hacker, as he will be
chiefly under your care for some days,

erhaps weeks, Pedrille, go with Mr,
¥Iackar!” i

“2i, senor! Muchas gracias.”

Pedrillo  obediently  followed  the
master of the Shell, and Mr. Hacker led
him to his study.

‘There, after a long talk and a rather
keen examination of the circus waif,
Vr., IHacker felt a little more satisfied,
and decided on ithe whole that the
IMead's kind-hearted scheme was not o
bad one. ]

And so it came about that the circus
waif became “ Pedrillo of the Shell "—
which wes to be rather & surprise to
Gireyfriars gencrally when the .school
learncd of it. . ) i

Billy Bunter had been right in opin-
ing that something was “on.”

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Up to Hobson !

I.D and weird sounds floated

W from Study No. & in the Shell
passage at Greylriars,

Fellows who passed that

study stopped their ears as they passed.

Claude Ileoskins wag at violin prac-
tice.

The door was locked. Hoskins had
fonud it judicions to lock the door on
antch oveazions.  Infuristed fellows had
sometitnes  invaded the study when
MTasky was torturing the fiddle and the
Form simultancously.  Hoskina had
knawn what it was to have his head
shoved inte the coal-locker by wraﬂ‘:fui
Shell follows who had no ear for musie—
ar who had, at least, no ear for IHosky's
mugic.

Behind the locked door Hoskius prac-
tised in safety,

That i=, if he was lﬂt‘actisingl Fellowa
never could tell whether Hosky was
practising or tuning his fiddle or play-
ing sowme very classical piece of his own
romposition. Hosky knew—or was sup-
posed to know, Nobody clse knew, or
ponld even puess,

Mr. Ilacker, coming Indo the Shell

assage with a lithe, handsome lad by
l{‘:iﬁ gide, started.

' Bless my soul!
exclaimed.

What i3 (hat®” he

. S—— et il
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Then he rvealised what it was and
smiled. . His ewn quarters were far
enough from the Shell passage to keep
him out of range nf'éjlaudu Hoskins'
nmnsic.

‘The Form master tapped at the door
and turned the handle. It did not apen.

“Cut off, blow you!" came Hoskins
volee from the study.

“Wha-a-t " 4
. "’]'l'cln’t come bothering now,
it 1

Evidently Haoskins supposed that i
was some suffering Shell fellow at the
door.

::Hiu:jl_dns:" shouted Mr. Hacker.

J-EY:

Hoskins recognised his Form master’s
voice and jumped up and unlocked the
doar. y

“Excuse me, sir!”
“"I—I thought e

Mr. Hacker waved him aside and
entered the study. DPedrillo followed
him 1in.

Hosking eceased playing hia  wviolin.
The Form master’s visit surprised him,
and he was still more snrprised to see
Pedrille.

ook

he stammered,

“Hobson iz ot here®” aaid Mr.
Hacker,

“No, sir. He's at the footer,”

“Very well. This is your new study-
mate, Hoskins.™

Hosking almost fell down in  lis
astonishment,

“Te—is—is if, =ir?" he babbled,

smm.
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“Yeos, Hoskins,. Dr. Locke has de-

cided to place Pedrillo in the Bhell, and
I have selected this study for hun.”

“Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped IToskins,
“Pedrillo, this' is oskins, of . the
Shell,” said Mr' Hacker. “You will

have another study-mate, whom you
will zea shartly., I trust you will all he
good friends in this study.”

*0Oh, certainly, sir!” said Hoskins good-
naturedly. * The kid's quite welcome
hem, sit. I'm jolly glad to see him look-
1||ag' so well, after such a beastly acci-
dent.”

“ Muchas gracias,” said Pedrillo. "1
mcan, many thanks, ™

Mr. Hacker smiled approval,

“I am glad to ree vyou welecome

Pedrillo in a friendly spirit, Hoskins,™
he said. “I have selected this study for
hime because I am aware thar both vou
and Hobson are good-hearted boys, and
likely to be kind to a stranger who does
not yet know our ways, and to give him
any little help that may be in  your
power.”

“Certainly, sie.”

“ As Hobson iz captain of the Form, I
rely upon him to see this lad through any
little difficulties that may arise,” raid
Mr. Hacker. “You will tell him so,
Hoskins "

“Yes, sir. T know Hobby will play
up,” said Hoskins.

“1 will leave the boy with vou now,
Hoskins

And Mr. Hackar retired from
~tudy.

the

following In his wake.
sir, he's at [ooter.™

study-mate, Hoskins.*
babbled. ** Yes, Hoskins,

Hoskins ceased playing his violln as Mr. Haocker entered the siudy with Pedrillo

‘* Hobson Is not here, then ? ** sald Mr. Hacker.
“ Yery well,” said the Form-master. * This“is your new
Hoskins looked astonished.
Dr. Locke has decided to place Pedrillo In the Shell,
and I have selected this study for him!** (See Chapter 12.)

** No,

“Is—Is 1t, sir?** he

Trr Maaser TapRARY.—No. 0.
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“Well, this 15 & go!” said Claude
Hosking, with a very curious look at his
new companion. “ 'What's your name "

“ Pedrillo, senor.”

“Your other name, I mean. We don't
call fellows by their front names at Grey-
friars.”

Peodrillo hesitated. and .coloured.

“1 am called only Pédrillo,” he said,

“My hat! Is that a eustom in wvour
country " asked Hoskins,

Pedrille amiled.

“Eongland is country, thonugh I
have hved mﬁst?::?m:,r life in Bpain,
caballers.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" rpoarcd Hozkins.
“You'll have to chuck calling fellows
caballero and senor. Call me Hoskins.”

“Muy bien—"

" What on earth does that mean®"’

“T—I mean—very well, Hoskins.”

“That's better. Muy bien sounds very

etty; but we're not strong on Spanizh
m this study,” grinned Hoskinas, My
word, though, T'l get.yvon to teach me
some. It will come in for some Spanish
pong: I want to get on to, Know any-
thing about music?”

Another follow would probably have
g.siitled Pedrille whether he played foot-

n

L1} ":i‘

little, amige,” zaunl Pedrillo
modestly.
“Good! We shall be friends, 1 see.™

pald Hoskins. “ Nobody at Greyiriars
knows anything about music excepting
me.  The music-master knows absolutely
nothing. What do vou think? He tells
me not to use consecutive fifths.”

“Verdad?”

“Honest Injun, he dees! Why, I've
pomposed a sonata that fairly bristles
with consecutive fifths,” said Hoskins
proydly., “Ii will knock them at the
Albert Hall some day, when it's given to
the publie. That won't ba just yet. of
courze. 1 say, where's yvour books$"

“The zemior schoolmaster 1z going to
give me school books,” said Pedrille.

“IWho on carth—— Oh, the Head! I
gee. Beén to school before !

Pedrillo shook his head.

“By hat! You'll have a hard row fo
hoe, then.” said Hasking cdcommisera-
tingly. “Bit fatheaded te put you inio
the Shell to begin with.  But I sup-

se you're too big for a fag Ferm. Tl

alp you in prep and all that, and so will
Hobbw ™

"You are very kind,” said Pedrillo
softly. "It is like a dream to me fo find
so0 much kindness here. The senor
schoolmaster—the Head, as von eall him
—is the noblest caballera I have ever

gecn.
“0h, the Head's all right.,” said
Haskins. “Quite an old sport. Can you

write music—the old notation ¥
Another shake of the head.

“That's & pity. I have & lot of copy-
g out to do, and I'd have asked yon
to do it,” said Hoskins. " Wastes a lot
of my time, you know.™

“Werdad ?” murmured Pedrillo.

* Ever played the fiddle?” ,

“Only by ear. But I have played it
in the circus, and for the caballeroz to
danco the fandango.”

Hoskins picked up his precious instrn-
ment. X

“Let’s hear it,” he said. .

Pedrille took the wiolin willingly.
Hasking watched him with o friendly and
suparior amile ag he drew the bow across
the strings. DBut hiz expression changedd
a5 Pndriﬁu proceaded to play. In a few
minutes he was aware that Pedrillo was
“gome " fiddler.

The strains of a merry Spanish dance
tune echoed from the Sfudy and along
the 8hell passage.

‘The Maoxer Lismary,—No, 946.

The door suddenly opened, and Btewart
of the Shell put his head inu '

% Great pip! You've really learned to
play. the fiddle at last, Hoskins!” he
exclaimed,

““You silly ass!” snorted Hoskins,

“0Oh, 1t 130't you!” said Stewart, star-
ing at the player.. “Might have guessed
that, as it's in tupe.”

*“ Hook it, you dummy 1”?

“I.say, that kid knows how to handle
the fddle,” said Btewart. “I say, give
it to him, Hosky—give it to him, old
man, and tell him to keep it locked up
when he's not using it1”

Stewart backed out. of the study just
in time to eseape & whizzing Latin die-
tionary.

“"You can plax. & bit, kid,” said
Hoskins condescendingly. * Blessed if-1
know how you picked it up in a circus.
Look here, play this over for me; it's o
little thing of my own,*

Ho:zking dragged out a shest of music-
paper, covered with what seemed to be
hicroglyphics.  Hoskins had a rather
hasty hand -in writing musie.

“I do not play frem music,” said
Pedrillo, with a sigh: *I caninot read

it

“Oh, that's rather rotten!" said
Hoskins. “I'll jolly well teach you to
read muszio, and then von will be able to
play my things. I don't mind telling
vou that you play the vielin jolly nearly
as well as I -do.”

Thera was a chuckle outside the study
doorway.

“ Hool it. Stewart. yvon cheeky ass!™
roared Hoskins, exasperated,

“Give him  the fiddle!” implored
Stewart. “Give it to him, old man,
and we'll pass a vole of thanks in the
Shelk

Hoskins picked up a fives bat and
rushed to the door. Biewart vanished,
chuckling, along the passage.

“That's Stewart. ona of the biggest
asses in the Shell.” Hoskins told
T’edrillo when he came back,. “He's a
born idiot, you know—npractically an
imbocile.  He's rather a whale on
mathematics, and Latin and Greek, and
some other things; but he knows
nothing about muszic—a crass ass, you
know! He can play football all right,
but when it comes fo music—he actu-
ally ean't tell the difference, when
1I'm playing my march in (G minor, and
oy fantasia in T flat. What are you
grinning at, Pedrillo?”

1'edrillo did not explain what he was

grinning at.

“Hallo! Nearly time Hobby was
in,” said Hoskins. “I was going to
have tea ready. Youn can help mo if
vee Jike ™

“(lon gusto,” said Pedrillo at once.

The eireus wailf's face was vary
bright. Undoubtedly Mr. Hacker had
judged well in placing him in Study
No. 3, Hoskins, with all his weird
foiblez, was a kind-hearted, pleasant
fellow, just the fellow to make the
stranger feel at his case in his new
guarters. And Hobson, big and rugged
aml good-natured, was cevtain to take
the same line.

Pedrillo—greatly intorested in a way
of life that was quite new to him—
helped Hoskins get the tea ready for
the other fellow who was comuing n
hungry from football practice.

Hosking spoke and acted as if he had

known Pedrillo all his life, in the casy .

Grevfriars way: and that alone was
enough to put the newcomer at his case.
“Luckily, we've got enough crocks to
go round,” said Hoskins.
Then Hoskins paused, struck by a
sudden  thought. He  remembored
what ITobson had told him concerning

Pedrillo, and the severe instructions of
Sir James Hobson.
“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Hoskins,
He looked quite dismaved.

“What is it caballero?™ asked
Podrille, glancing at him.

“{h, nothing! Can't be helged now,
anyhow,” said Hoskins. "Dﬁ']] Grim-

Fuace should have spoken to Mr. Hacker
about 1t; but, of course,’ he never
knaw——  Oh, my hat! What will
Hobby say?”

“But what—"

“It's all rok1” said Hoskins decidedly.
“1f Hobby's pater saw you; he would
see that vou're all right. If the - Head
thinks -you're all O.K.—why, you are
all 0O.K. What?" .

“PBut I do not understand,” =aid
Pedrille, -puzzled.

“Never mind—it's all right. Hobby's
bound to do the civil thing. Make
sotne more toast, kid—Hobby will be
hungky after the footer.”

“Muy bien.”

Pedrillo asked no more questions, as
Hoskins evidently did not want to ex-

lain.: Indeed, it was scarcely possible
or Hoskins to tell the now junior about
the  commandas Hobson had received
from his father. . Bir James, of course,
had nover for a moment contemplated
or dreamed of the present juncture of
affairs. In the ecircumstances, Hosky
considered, Hobson was bound to play
up and be civil to the new fellow.

There was a heavy tread in the pas-
sage A3 the two jumiors finished their
preperations for lea,

“That's Hobby!" said Hoskins.

Hobson: of the Shell came intoe the
study, red and cheery after football

“Tea ready?” he exclaimed.

“Yes, old scout.”

“Good! Why—what—who——" Hob-
aon stared at the new fellow in the
study blankly.

“1 am Dedrille, senorite,” said the
new junior as he met the amazed stare
of the captain of the Shell.

“Yes, I—I know,” stammered Hob-
son. ** But—but——" )

He turned a reproachfnl glance on
Haskins. For the moment he supp
that his friend had asked the circos
walf to tea in the study, forgetful of
the awkward position in which 1t would
place Hobson,

" Look hera, Hosking—="

“Can’t be helped, old.man. The kid
belongs to Greyiriars now,” said Hos.
kins. “They'va put him in the Sheil,
and Mr. Hackor zavs he's to share this
study, and we're to back him up.”

“{Great Scott!™

“Play up, old man? said Hoskins,
“The kid's all right—knows something
about musie, too. Your pater wouldn't
mind, if he saw him, you know—it's
just a silly prejudice becaunse ha's
never seen the kid.  Anvhow, it can't
he helped—he's here™

“Oh!” said Hobson.

Pedrille’s bandsome face erimsoned.

“Senor Hacker brought me here,” he
said. “But if I am uwnweleome, amigo,
I will ask him——"

“No fear!” said Hobson. “It's all
right, kid." I'll write to the pater and
explain—I mean, never mind about
that. If vou belong to this study, vou
belong to it, and we're going to be

friends.”

And Hobson held out his hand to the
new junior, frankly and cordially, and
gave him a vigorous grip.

THE EXIN

(The friendship thus started between
Hahzon and Pedrilla iz destined o bring
ahout some astonislhing results.  Mind
you read © The Circus Sehoolboy '—the
next story in this aplendid series.)
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An ordinary copy.of ** Nicholas Nickleby ' is olleged te contain g will, leaving a foriune lo
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A Powerful New Football and Detective Story, featuring Ferrers Locke, the private
investigator, and his clever boy assistant, Jack Drake.

50 Near and Yet——

URLY needed no second bidding.

‘ He was across the room and at
the doorway In a couple of
strides. Looking up from her
apron, Harvah Munnings saw, to ber
amazsment, ler two visilors Lﬂ.kit:g the
fight of steps in front of her house at

A bound. Next moment they were
swallowed up in the gloom,

“Well, T npever!” she sawd. " All
over a taste for the classics, Never
again, Sarah! Honesty is the hbest
policy—better'n Dickens, even!™

And while Sarah congoled horzelf

thuswize, Drake and Curly were speed-
ing towards the Rookery as fast as their
legs could carry them,

“Put a spurt on!" panted Curly, wild
with  anxiely and  excitement now,
“Goml heavens, if thot book has been
desivoyed—"

“Noever mind about the gloory side
of things,"” said Drake. "Juﬁt you ra-
membey, my buck, that we've pot to
bourgle our way inio the 'Rnnklr:.r
Yoo re kicked out now, you know."

Corly had oworlooked that important
fact., Mince
Wanderers, Curly had been ordered out
of il howse by his cousin., Not that
Curly Jad uny desive o slay within
ithose walls with his amiable cousin,
aftor what had happened in the affair of
the ‘robbery at 1;) cluby offices.  Still,
e was forbidden the place now, And
if the hook e :—{:ugl:ll'. WG 5.1';:*:‘1}14:-:!
there=— Ho ground lus tecth in an
agoby of susponse as he forged on,

Peake was not 2o despoudent,

“Chesy np, old =cont 1™ he said on-
1'1:1"‘.'ilj..':il][5'1|:|-'. “We'll goif that book,
pever fear ! We'll god it if we have to
Bargie the Rookery from top to bottom !

Loty wie, sl ¥ — e ning Barah—
Yaand 1l inp shelf in the libe aiy.
Yo'l know  befler where (o locale
that,  Teld von whal, ald spoct—=I'11 =k
o e Speedlow, Tl swing him the

varh 1hat T kepow something abont the
bouk le's loaking for. 1'11 tell him I
know of = hiding-place, and for & con-
silesarion will tell im where i1 15
sava vy He'll jump to the bait, T Ll
Riwhi; then we'll elun-wapgp for alboal
half an hour m the diving-room or the
silting-room,  whaet fime, oy lad, vou
seant round the back of the house and

the  disbanding of the-

enter the library. You'll snafile that
book in n.hnul. a couple uf shakes am.l
get out again. Once you're aw ay g:n'-u
three whistles, and I'll know it's time
to pack up 1y conversation with friend
Speedlow,”

“It's & good wheeze,” said Curly, as
he raced along. “ But it's risky for you,
Jﬂ-ﬂk."

“Rot!" exclaimed Drake. “1'

enjoy mysclf no end pulling the leg of
that fatheaded cousin of yours!”

They ran on, and soon the twinkling
lights of the Rmkﬂr}r came in sight.

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

FERRERS LOCKE, the warld-famous
criminal invcstigalor, is called in lo sift the
peculiar  evidence surrounding the death
of MARCHANT TAYLOR, founder and
Ezﬂnugmg dtrec!ur of the i.angsda!g Wan-
EFETE.

Locke learns that, afler a deal of legal
argument, {he entire forlune of Marchant
Taylor has been left toe LIONEL SPEEDLOW,
Lix eldest nephcw, while CURLY TAYLOR,
Specdlow's  eighteen - year - old  cousin, is
allowed ten pounds a week, on fthe under-
rtanding that ke contenues to play for the
Langsdale Wanderers,

There 65 ne love lost Detwcen (he fwo
cotsing, and in hiz new role of managing-
tlircctor Speedlow from the slart earms Lhe
dicplensure of the football lorers in Langs-
dale, Thereafter, in- a spirit  of spileful
repenge, fe goes all oul {o ruin the Janous
Langsdale club,

Loter conies newws fo the offect that there
tz a second will In exbsbence, leacing Mar-
chunt Tayglor'z foriune {o Curly, and this
will, it B alleged, i8 fo be found in
the colume, ‘entitled ™ Nicholas Nickleby."
Speedlote  and his  cousin  scarch for this
rolwine, but it iz not Lo be fownd.

Fearful of the consequences—should Curly
cieentually discoper if—8peediow decides Lo
get his couszin out of the way, HBut his
rascally efforts prove of little avail, and the
plot  reécoils on his own shoulders iwith
stariling suddenness, Feérrers Loclke then
nptercicws Turcille, Speedlow’s late butler,
from whew he learns that the allimporiant
volume containbrg the fater wbl hos been
borrowed by  Saralk  Munniags, a * daily
feclp ™ ebf  the HNookery. ' Locke af once
despadehes Cuely ond Draekc o ker RBowse,
Here the youugsters learn, o fheir horror,
that Sarah hax returned the preciows volume
te the librery at the Rookery. HRealising
that the will is now within reach of Speed-
fe's destreefive hand:, Drale, tnterrupting
Harah®s lamentations, wrgcs Curly” te make
wdl epeed Jor the Hookery.

(Xow read on.)

Very eerie and depressing it looked
just then, and Curly felt his hopes sink
within him. Would their plan, =0
simple in theory, turn out as simple m
practice !

“Bsssh 1" whispered Drake, as the
muin gates looked up out of the dark-
ness. ' Basy does it now "

They slowed to a walk,

Curly led the way to the rvear of the
house glmmds, for he know of a simple
entrance in  that vicinity. Thex
traversed a hundred yards or so of the
spongy ground in silence, then Curly
signalled a halt.

“Wao'll nip over the wall here,” he
whispered. “1i looks dangerous, bul iv's
quite easy, really.”

Ile shinned up & young ifree as he
spoke, and began to swarm along o
branch that wound its way over ihe
high wall of the estatoe.

rake wetched him from below unil
he disappeared from view. Followed
the sound of a fall as Curly dropped
from the branch to the ground on the
inuer side of the wall, Then a solt
whistle, It was Drake's turn,

Locke's assistant was shinning up that
tree with the speed of & young monkey
almost before the last note of that -sofi
whistle had faded away on the hreeze.
A couple of sceonds later and he was
beside Curly Taylor

“Trespassers will be prosecuted,” he
saidd, with a grim chue |T_"f “if they're
caught. Now for it! [I'll give Mo,

Specedlow a surprise call!  The mere
fact that I didu't come in by the main
gates will help wy story that I want to
make o it of mmoney without 115 getting
back to the cars of my guv'nor. Do
vou follow?!

“If he docsn't see through ithe yarn
wao shall do the trick,” id Curly.
“Of you go then, Jack, and good-
luek 1 _

" Same to you, old bean!™

Drake moved off, sssuming a very
snspicious slinking gail that took him in
full view of a lighted window, across
which, from timo to time, mmpd &
silhouetted figure.

“That's Mr. Speedlow!” chaekled
Drake. “Bet he'll spot mo, which is
exactly what I want.

Drake hod his wish, for the lean
features of Speedlow locking out across

Tiug Macner Lisrany.—No. 946,
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his lawn: saw the shadow of a slinking
figure. At once Bpeedlow thought him
of Messrs. Jaggers, Spindle & Bowsley.
Had they come to “take it out of him ™
again?

For the moment he grew nervous, but
a pull of the bell-rope and Thompson,
his new butler-valet, appeared in the
rooim like & piece of well-ordered
machinery.

“Thompson,” said Speedlow easily,
“there's somebody slinking about the
grounds, Hop out and ses who it is,
there's a good chap!”

“Certainly, sic!"

Thompson withdrew, He made
way outside the house, sighted
shadow, and, in turn, shadowed it.

“Unly & youngster, whatever nis
business,” he muttered to himself.
“8till, I'm not taking any chances!”

Thompson stalked his man, or, rather,
his "boy, with great caution, and then
taking cover behind & bush he awaited
his chance. The intruder was making
for the front door of the house, " To do
that he had to pass the bush wherein
Thompson was concealed. Drake knew
where the man was, and hugged himself
for joy. ‘Thompson's presence there
meant that the coast was clear  for
Curly to make his entrance elsewhere.

He passed the bush just out of reach
of arm's length.

“ot you, my young scallvwag!”

With the words Thompson pounced
out of hiding, and ni:n¢£ A& swipe at
Drake’'s head. It fell short, but, seeing
the lad make no movement to resist
Thompson thercaller contented himself
with fixing a stout grip on Drake's
collar.

* Now then, you young sneak thief,”
said Thompson triumphantly, * vou
cone along and see the master!”

“1 want to see him,” said Drake, in
a whisper., “Take me to him!"”

“You want to see him, de you?"
gulfawed Thompson,  “ Ay’ that's why
vou come-slinking in over the wall—eh?

on didn't come in at thoe drive gates.

his
the

that I do know, for m{l good wife
would have settled vour hash! Come
along with me!”

lad for-

Heo prni}élled the unresistin
ward.. The steps of the Rookery were
passed, the door of the dining-room was
reached. In that apartment stecd
Speedlow. A look of astonishment
crossed his face as he recognised Locke’s
assistant. :

M Bring him in, Thompson,” he said,
with a cruel smile, “8Spying round the
house, was he? Right, my voung noscw
Parker ™ :

“Shssh!” hissed Drake dramatically.

That made Speedlow stare in desper
armazement,

“What's the game?” he snarled, at
length,

Tirake took one pace forward, thia
time free of Thompson's restraining
hand, and said- two words in a low vaice

to Speediow.
“ﬁ.‘hnius Nickleby !

The effoct was olectrical. Speedlow’s
cyes opened wide. Into them flashed a
momentary look of terror. ‘Then he
recovered . himself . and stood staring
down at Drake, That worthy, by means
of fecial sign&ls. intimated that he had
something of a secret nature te impart,
and thereby suggested that Thompson
should make himaelf scarce.

Speedlow, safe in the knowledge that
he could handle this youngster if he
tried any tricks, turned to Thompson.

““Just Hapng around in the dining.
roomi  for. a little while, will you,
Thompson. If I need you, I'll ring.”

Thompson inclined his head respect-
fully, bowed, and withdrew, greatly
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wondering beneath hiz servant's cloak
of impassiveness. Once he had gone
Speedlow signed to Drake to seat
himself,

“Now, what's all thiz about?” he
said, in a hoarse whisper. “What do
{nu know about 'Nicholas Nickleby?
W hy should syou think it interests me?
Why were you slinking about my
grounds

“Une at & time. old sport!” said
Drake. * Last one first, I was slinking
about ‘cos I don't want nty chief to
know I've been here—savvy?

“Ferrers Locke !” muttered Speedlow.
“Poes he know about Nicholas
Nickleby 17

Drake nodded impressively.

“But I'm on wvour side.” he s=aid,
with a curious jerk of the lips that im-
pressed Speedlow. “I'm out to make
a bit, T know what that book’s worth
to you—"

“You do, do you?"” breathed Bpeed-

low, something of his old terror
returning.

“Oh, I know abhout the will and-
young Tayler,” went on Drake, enjoy-

ing low's discomfiture. ““But, as
I said before, I'm open to make a bit
on my own.”

“ Do vou know where that confounded
book 18" demanded 8peedlow hoarsely.

Drake winked ahd nodded.

“OFf course I do,”. he returned, in all
truthfulness, and divined. at once that
Speedlow, at any rate, did not know
that it was reposing on the sheif in the
library.

-“Then tell me where it js—--*

“Not so fast!” said Drake, and he
plaved his part welll “I'm not doing
this for thé benefit of my health.”

Speedlow bit his lip, and regarded his
youthful wisitor narrowly.

“I'll give you a thousand quid—"

Drake lavghed—openly laughed.

“A thousand!” he exclaimed szcorn-
fully. " Poof ! '

And so it went on, Speedlow raising
the price he was prepared to pay,
Drake rejecting each fresh offor with
that scornful shrug of the shoulders. It
was a dangerous game, for it served to
work Speedlow inte a fury; but Drake
was enjoying the risk. He was thinking
of Curly, and wondering how lie fared,
was  wondering whether he had yet
reached tha library.

Aa the scconds ticked by Drake folt
reassnred. Ho and Curly were bound
to win, But he was yet to learn the
trath of the old saying that *There's
ir'gm{r.:.f'a slip "twixt the cup and the
ip,

Folled ]

2 Drake moved off in the shadows
Curly sought cover behind a
clump of laurels,
until Drake had

minutes’ start.
with ease through that gloomy strete
of * natural parkland, arrived at the
back of the Rookery.

At a glance he saw that no lights
gleamed out  fromr  the . servants'
quarters. If the man Thompson was at
home, he was not; at least, in the rear
of tho premizes. With beating heart
Curly approached the window of the
scullery.  He knew that it would prove
his easiest means of ingress.

“(h, good!™

The exclamation escaped him az he
found the latch of the window un-
clasped. It was only the work of a
moment to raiso the sash,

Then, his heart thumping like a
steam-hammer, Curly waited and
listened. But there came no disturbing
gounds, A guick glance about him gave

and waited
had five

Then Curly, mm‘inﬁ_

him the full geography of that window.,
Then he was standing on the stone-
flagged fAoor the other side, panting a
little, but triumphant.

Don’t like this burglar business a
bit,” he refected, with a wry grimace.

He moved forward. His feet scarcely
made a sound as he traversed the
passage and stairs leading to the
entrance-hall dbove. He saw ahead of
him the lighted dining-room, the lightad
gitting-room; heard the soun of
muffled voices. Evidently Drake was
carrying out his programme to the
letter.

There was no time to be lost,

With cautious tread Curly drew near
the door of the librarv. It creaked a
little as he pushed it open. It ereaked
again as he closed it behind him. But
no one scemed to have heard those
creaks.

His heart racing enongh te burst,
Curly pressed down the switch of the
elettric light. Momentarily dazzled, he
paused; and then, as his eyes became
accustomed to the glare and they em-
braced the top shelt in the library, he
felt that the missing will was as good as
in his possession.

In his eagerness he rushed forward
with outstretched hand. But to his
chagrin his fingers fell 8 good six inches
short of the sheli whereon reposed
“Nicholas Nickleby,"

“A chair [V
 Breathing heavily with suppressed ex-
citement Curly drew forward a chair
and mounted it. His eves saw the
volume he wanted, his- hands went for-
ward eagerly to possess it,

They closed on it!

Still standing on the chair Curly
faverishly turned over the pages of that
classic by Charles Dickens, but no sign
of the miszsing will came to light. A
look of keen disappointment flashed
across Curly's face, to be replaced on
the instant as an inspiration flashed
through his brain.

_“The binding!" he muttered. * Feels
like & pocket in the binding.”

He was right. The back binding of
the volume did contain a scerot pocket,
and from. its narrow interior young
Curly drew a sheaf of papers.

“The will 1™
~ He uttered the words involuntarily;
instinctively, ioo, and perfectly natural
in the circumstances, he unfolded the
sheets of paper and “quizzed ” at the
spidery handwriting on them, Well he
knew that hand, well he knew the signa-
ture at the foot of the document, well
he recognised the signatures of the two
witnesses to that deed; although, like &
good many other people vﬂm have
signed similar documents, little he
kuew  the importance of those
slgnatures,

There it was, all legally drawn up
and witnessed—leaving the entire for-
tune to “my nephew Richard Taylor
and his heirs—" ete,

. Curly could have let out a whoop of
joy at that moment. He forgot he was
playing the burglar in what was by
rights his own place. He mbved on the
chair, forgetful of its slender balance
and security., The action was fatal.
He lost his balance, steadied hinself,
and clutched at the top shelf of the
bookcase. And then, with a splintering
of wood and plaster, the whole contrap-
tion parted company from the wall and
collapsed to the Hoor, taking Curly's
atruggling gure with it,

The noise of the fall eould be heard

ards away. Speedlow heard it:

rake, too. They eved each other, the
man and the boy, and then Speedlow
sprang at Locke's assistant with o roar
like an euraged lion,
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A vicious blow took Eurl{l
cousin snate

As Curly, half-dazed, staggered out from the wreckage of the bookshelves, Speedlow darted In with clenched fist. Thud !
% ¢ full on the chin. Then, before his senses lelt him, Curly had the mortification of seeing his
from his hand the precious document that made him a millionaire, (See this page.)

“You cunuing hound [ he screamed.
“You've fooling me! There's someone
olge i this house ! Thampson!” :

Thommpson came out of the dining-

rooil !iﬂa a flash of lght. He had
Lieard that ominous crash. DBut he first
rinshed to Liis master,
" *Hold that young hound, "Thomp-
son ™ roare Hpeedlow, who was
~truggling with Drake like & wild-cat.
*Hold him—-quickly!”

He almoat hung Diake at the man-
servant, and then dashed fromy the
roont. He knew where that crash had
evimanated.  He reached tho library in
half & dozen frawviic zteps, and swung
into tha room,

Curly was scrambling to  his fect,
somewhat dazed by his fall.  In his
hand was the will; Speeadlow realised
that without swaiting for further evi-

dence,  Besides, there, on the floor, was
the misszing volume—" Nicholas
Nickleby.”

With & scream of Jdemoniacal rago
Specdlow langed in with thrashing fists,
They took Curly at & distinet  diz-
advaniage. A sickening left connected
with his jaw, & right like & kidk from a
sule feok him full betweoun the exes.
Then, just as g senses were leaving
L, Curly el the precious docunent
ithat made him & willionaire snatehed
fraw his unresisting fingers, saw ihe
cpplosting face of his rascally cousin as
throngh a sk

Then all was o blank?

A Dastardly Scheme !

NE pglance Speedlow gave the
document in  his  trembling
hands, but brief though it was, it
was sufficient to tell him the

truth. He was not the heir to old
Marchant Taylor's fortune, after sall
The will that had so fortunately come
inte his possession revoked all former
beqguests, for it was dated two days
Lefore Marchant Taylor had mystevi-
ously met his end.

But the will was in Specdlow’s hands
now. If he destroyed it he would be
safe for all lime,

Safe—

SBpeedlow was ont of that library like
a ragchorse. Back again in the sitling-
room—a fire was burning there. He'dl
sottle the guestion of the will for good!
He'd burn it!

His glance fell on Jaclk Thrake, who
was still struggling lercely in the burly
grasp of Thowpeon, and he langhed. 1t
wis ‘the moment of Lionel Speedlow’s
triumph. Coolly now, for he held tha
whip-hamd, Specdlow crossed Lo Lthe fire-
place and calinly deposited thal precions
document in the ftiercest part of the
fire.

“You cad ™ roarcd Drake, struggling
like s wildwat., **Oh, you despicable
hound 1™

(1] HR’ .E.I.ﬂ t.'l

For answer Speedlow’s mocking langh

rang out, It goaded Drake to despera-
tion. With a superhuman effort he
threw off the burly Thompson and raced
towards the fire. Bpeedlow's laugh
changed on the instant, The will was
in the flames, but should even a portion
of 1t be retrieved it would be dapngerous
from his point of view, Like an animal
at bay Speedlow grabbed up the poker,
and raised it aloft. .

“Come. near this fee,” Le hissed,
“and I'll brain you—"

Almost before the words were out of
Iz mouth Jack Drake had dashed in
under that threatening poker.  His
vlenched fist took Speedlow full between
the eves. A second later the two were
at grips. The poker desconded lo the
lireplace with a crash and a clatter as
the two exchanged blows, It was o
gallant . effort, while it lasted, but
there could m:i;r' be one result. ﬂlunlp-
gon was even new  rushing 4o his
master’s assistance, what tima t!':n-llE':ﬁJ;
ing flames of the fire consumed
valuable docwment with feverish energy.

“Hold the young cub!” gat&d

rake

Speedlow, as Thowmpson caught
ranitid] the neck. ] b .
And Thompson held him—hald him in

a police grip from which there was
o cacapo, =
Ferrers Locke's assistant had the

mortification of secing Lionel Speed-

low poke the swall remaining portion of

the will, so far untouched by the Aames,
THE Macser Liprany.—No. 346,
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into the heart of the fire., The flames
swallowed it up; a scattering of blue
grey ashes—as Speedlow poked away—
all that remained to tell the tale, And
ashes would never bring Curly Taylor
into his rightful inheritance.

"Drake ground his teeth in savage
edlow's

Thge as Spe mocking lauﬁh
again rang throngh the room, e
thought of Curly! Where was he—

what had happened to him?
With the reflection there came an
answer, for the door of the sitting-room

was pushetl open and a figure stag-
gered rather than walked into the
apartment. It was Curly! Drake let

out an exclamition of anxiety as he
noted his chum's pale face, pale except
where & dark pateh of blue, just
beneath his left eve, disturbed it.

“J-Jack!” gasped Curly, trying to
straighten  himself, “The will! 1
found 1! This swindling hound
sneaked it——"

“ Apd bornt it!” brake in Bpeedlow,
realising that he was master of the
aitnation.

Curly's face went
Burnt-

Speedlow talked on, now thoroughly
enjoying himself.

“What's more, I'm going to give you
in charge—hoth of you, for breaking
into my premises with intent to commit
a felony. You can tell the court all
about vour will—thev'll believe you, I
don’t think !"

What Speedlow said was only too true,
Curly and Drake realized -that, for no
court would be prepared to listen to
such a “fafry” tale, without some
pretty convineing evidence to back if.
Moreover, it was known that Curly and
his cousi: were at loggerheads, and
that Curly had been turued out of the
Rookery upon ceasing to play for the
Langsdale Wanderers., Indeed, he was

uilty in the eves of the law for break-
ang into the Rookery.

“You cunning rotter!” said Curly,
his  hands clenching and unclenching
with the emotion that consumed him.
“You hold the whip-hand, But 1t
sha'n't stop here——"

“ Neither shall you!™ broke in Bpeed-
low coolly. *I'm going to ring for the
police.”

Curly’s mind worked swiftly then.

“Jf sha'n't stop here,” he said, with

equal coolness, ' There's ]iual: ane thinﬁ'
my dear cousin, that youw t

paler than ever,

1ave lost si
of, Just one thing.” He was blufhng
now with wonderful confidence. " Merel
e copy of, that will, duly signed an
witnessed "

It was & wild shot when it came to
be analvsed, but it went home for all
that. Speedlow's iaw dropped, his face
worked convulsively.

“ A copy—" he began hoarsely.

Curly nodded.

“By Heavén you sha'n’t beat me!l”
roared Speedlow, in a sudden passion.
“You sha'n't cheat me if I have to——"

He stopped, his eves narrowed. A
meaning glance passed between him and
Thompson. And then, before Curly
fully realised what that peculiar glint
in his cousin's eyes meant, before Drake
could vell a warning, Speedlow had
caught up the poker.  With a single
bound he was acrosz the room. L
poker swung aloft. Curly saw it, tried
ta F.tl?i‘.l aside, But was not quite gquick
CHolgh.

It struck him a glancing blow on the
shoulder that spun him to one side. It
came down again, this time with stun.
ning force on his head. Without a

[itn:m.n, Curly dropped to the carpeted
tioor.

“You murderous brute!” anted
Drake, who was fighting and kicking to
free himself of Thompson's grip. %ut
Bpeedlow was paying no heed to Drake's
words. He was stooping over the hnd]',;
of his cousin, afraid that he had struc
top hard, for his intention had been only
to stun him. He satisfied himself that
Curly still breatlied, then he straightened
himseli.

His narrowed cyves glanced round the
room, and suddenly came to a stop as
they fastened on the silk cords that
looped the long wvelvet curtains at the
windows., In a few seconds the cords
had been torn from their hooks. He
returned wikth them to where Drake and
Thompson stood.

No words were uttered, but in less than
five minutes Drake was securely trussed.

A big hand was kept thrust over his
mouth te prevent his eries, and later the
hand was replaced by a gag. Then, his
cyes gleaming the hot words he could not
voice, Drake was dr d to the floor
whilst Specdlow and Thoempson bound
the uneconseions Curly.

The task was done at length, and then
Thompson, who had not guestioned his
master's lawless actions, cleared his

throat.
do with

“What aro you
them " he asked,

“Tig with them ™ said Speedlow, and
he followed up the phrase with a ner-
vous langh, " Why, I'm going to send
them for a trip round the world.”

“Q@n vour yacht?” questioned Thomp-
S01L.

Spocdlow mnodded. He looked af
Thompson shrewdly, and found that he
had. not been- mistaken in the fellow
when he had engaged him. Thompson
pbviously was prepared to do anything
requested of him-—for a consideration, of
course.

“On the yacht,” he muttered thought.
fully. * You will take them down in the
car to Merzea."

“ Not like this—"

“No, no, you dolt! They will be
shoved into a couple of packing cases,
you understand. You will take them
aboard the Eagle, with a° Jeiter to tha
captain authorising you to deliver them
at Cairo. But on the way "—8 low's
voice dropped to & whisper—™1 think
they might happen to get washed over-
hoard I !

Drake heard the first part of this
amiable arrangement, but he was only
shle to guess the remainder. A glance
at Speedlow’s face filled in the blanks,
a3 1t were.

Thompson laughed, and his usually im-
passive featurss, thus relaxed, showed
him up in his true colours. If anything,
he was & greater scoundrel than s

master, :
“ Basily done,” he replied, rubbing his

golng to

hands with great satisfoction. " And
what do I get out of it?" :
Speedlow had anticipated this. He

knew his man, hiz price, his limitations.

“You get five hundred pounds before
the trip,” he said slowly, *and five
thousand when you return here with the
job satisfactorily carried through.”

“I'm your man!” szaid Thompson
briskly.  “I don't know what all this
talk of another will means; but, as far
as I can sec, it meant that if it hadn’t
been burnt I should have been compelled
ta look round for & fresh job and a fresh
master. And men as useinl as Thomp-
son,” he added, with a jerk of his thumb
:iuwa:}-cls hiz chest, “ aren't required every

av.

—

Speedlow smiled wryly.

“Your PEI.’E]_‘.iJ.E!u'Eit}' does vou  credit,
Forget this talk of the will, you under-
atand ! You'll ind me a good master,
Thompson. Now get busy!”

And get busy Thompson did. He was
helped by his master, and Drake was
carried below stairs, to be joined & few
moments later by Curly Taylor, )

Then Speedlow” left Thompson to k.
That individual dragged into view &
couple of packing-cases. Inte the
smallest of them he bundled Drake with
as much concern as if he were packing
straw. Then four strips of wood, form-
ing the lid, were nailed into place, and
Drake was left to darkness and despair.
With 2 grunt, Thompson next turned
his attention to Curly. An imimﬂsed
gag was made out of a dishcloth hang-
ing near at hand. Then into the second
packing-case Curly was bundled. The
lid, was nailed home, just permmtting
enough air through the interstices of the
planks to keep him alive, and the first
part of Speedlow’s dastardly purpose
was aceomplished.

When Thompson returned to the upper
rogions of the house he found Speedlow
att,empting to put the library to rights.

“Mustn't leave too much evidence
lying around, Thompson,” he said, " in
cnse that meddling detective Ferrers
Locke comes here on the prowl,
rather think that those two young whelps
came here on their own, without letting
Locke into the secret, otherwise he would
have accompenied them, Have you
fixed the cases?” ]

“ All ready to take aboard,” replied
Thompsen, with a leer.

#Right, then I'll writa vou the letter
ol ﬂittﬁul‘il}' to Captain Mooney; giving
him insteuctions to get the Eagle under
wav at the fvst tide, and for the cases to
ba lashed on deck. He's an unsuspicious
old buffer—can’t see beyond the end of
his nose. Il be an easy l_ml; for you to
cut those lachings adrift when you're out
at sea,” ey

“ You leave that to me,” said Thomp-
son. “I'll be back here well within the
week, sir.” .

Mo more was said. A big car wes
driven out of the garage. Into it ivere
packed the cases containing their human
cargo. A roar amd a aplutter, .as the
engine broke into life, then the crunch
of gravel as the wheels began to revolve.

The journcy to the East Coast had

begun.
N
Ferrers Locke ceased his
perambulation of the carpol
and stared at the clock on the mantel-
piece. It registered the hour as a
quarter to eleven—three hours since ha
had despatehed Curly and Jack Drake
on their errand.

“I'll give them until eleven e
muttered, filling his briar with a plug of
tobaceo.

" The clock ticked away the ffleen
minutes, and still Drake aud Curly had
failed to.show themszelves,

Ferrers Locke began to look anxious,
Sinee the voungsters had been gone he
had been exceedingly busy himsell. The
expected trunk-call had come through,
and with it some excellent news, judging
by the satisfied smile on the face of the
eriminologist as he jammed down the
receiver. The next hour he had spent in
a visit to the Langsdale Cottage Hos-
pital—a visit that was to provide a nmne

Nipped in the Bud !

OW, I wonder where those two
voungsters are all this time "

i1
r
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days' wonder to the reading public when
certain facts were made known,

“Hang thut book and the will I mutl-
tered Locke, as the last chime of eleven
rang oubk. "I need not have zent them
for it. I wonder——"

‘Whatever frain of thought he had
fastened on, it served to rouse him into a
state of activity, for he grabbed his hat
and cont and swung out of his room.
Qutside the hdtel he minde tracks for the
house of Sarah Munnings, the daily help
at the Rookery., He found the good lady
in, and learnt from her that her late
visitors, Curly and+ Jack Drake, had
bounded out of the yoom upon learning
that the much sounght-after book,
“ Nicholas Nickleby,” had been returned
to the library at the Rookery.

“That's where the youngsters have
made for,” reflected the detective, as he
gwung outof the house and took the road
that led to the Rookery. Dy thunder,
if anything Lias happened to them—"

He gritted his teeth, and strode on,
battliing his way fiercely against the
strong wind that hod sprung up.

The Rookery came in sight at last. A
light gleamed from one of the windows
in it—the sitting-room Fervers Locke
judged it to be. He pressed hard agninst
the Lell-.puzsh at the side of the mamn
gates. A woman appeared,

“What do vou want?” she asked.

“1 want to see Mr. Speedlow without
delay,” replied the detective, fretting at
this fresh delay. “My name is Ferrers
Locke I

“Just one moment, sir,”” came the
answer, “I'll phone through and see i
Mr. Speedlow is disposed to see you.”

Ferrers Locke had not long to wait.
There was a telephone in the little lodge
connected with the big house. Speedlow
gave o jump as he heard the name of his
visitor, but he realised that his best plan
was to see him, to greet him with a
cortain amount of cordiality.

“Qand him along.”

A moment later the gates at the end of
the drive were being opencd. Locke was
about to paz: through when a sudden
thought struck-him.

“Has ecither Mr. Richard Taylor or
Mr. Drake becn along here to-night ?" he
asked the woman at the lodge.

" *No, sir! This 15 the first time to.
night I've had to open to visitors,”

“Thank youl”

The detective swung along the drive
and reached the porch of the house.
gpeedlow awaited him there. There was
an ingratiating smile on the scoundrel’s
face, ~

“ Qoad-evening, Mr. Locke!™ he said
cordially, “Thiz 15 an unexpected
pleasure !”

Hea invited the detective to enter, and
Ferrers Locke found himself in the
sitting-voom. Speedlow pushed a chair
forward for him near the little writing-
desk, so that the full glare of the light
fell upon his :trong face, Speedlow him-
self adopting a chair a litile more in the
shadow.

. 1 won't beat about the bush,” began
Locke gravely, *I want to know what’s
happened to yonr cousin Curly and my
a=aistant Drake 3

“(ousin Richard—your assistant?
exclaimed Speedlow, with well-feigned
snrprizse, that Locke hardly knew
whether the man was seting or not.
“ My cear Locke, I haven't set eyes on
cither of them for days. But why should
you eome to me for information?” he
added gerionsly, ' T'm hardly popular
juet now with my consin—m-=>”

“Enough of thia by playl™ rapped
Locke, and Speedlow guailed momen-
torily benearh the searching gaze bent

-
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upon him. ‘I happen to know that
they both came to this place about three
hours ago—"

Speedlow shook his head.

“You are making & mistake, Alr.
Locke,” he said gquietly. *“*I have not
bheen out myself :‘ll the evening, and I
assure you I have received no visitors.
But I can verify that,” he added, with
a ghost of a snlile. “You may ring
down to the lodge if you like. The
woman there will bear out what [ say.”

Locke bit his lip. He had naturally
enough jumped to the conclusion that
Drake and Curly had made all haste to
visit the Rookery. Indeed, that was the
only possible theory he could adopt in
the circumstances. And yet Speedlow
seemed to be telling the truth., Secmed
10 Locke fancied, as he gazed
hard at the seoundrel before him, that
the cordiality in the first place had been

overdone. Speedfow was a-consummate
actor, :
“Yaou don't believe me?” went on

Speedlow. “I'm sorry. I know I've
got a bod name in Langsdale. But
why don’t you rving the lodgekeeper?”
Ferrers ]incku faced his host squarely.

“ Beeause I don't expeect for one mo-
ment that either Curly or Drake wounld
—ahem !—enter these grounds via the
main gates,” he said evenly.

“Oh! Then I'm wfraid I don’t aquite
catch on.” said Speedlow stiffly. “ You
talk as if thesa two EmmF friends of
vours were playing at burglars or some-
thin®.”

Locko smiled.

“You're not far wrong,” he replied.
“You see, I know how the cards were
laid out for this particular eveming.
know—-"

He hroke off as his oyea came to rest
on a portion of the cornflower hluc
carpet.  An  ominous erimson  stan,
obviously fresh, steod out unpon .
Locke looked up at Speedlow sharply,
eatching the expresdion of alarin in that
individual's face.

“Then what does that mean, Speed-
low?” asked Locke, standing mow, a
grim ~forefinger ‘pointing to that stain.

“Er —er—=my-  nan Thonipson
dama his hand, vou know,” said
Spcedlow lamely. .

“Liar!” said Locke. “Tt's written
all ever your crafty face. Let's cut out
the palaver. I've got you, my beauty,
in & cleft stick, did you but know it. If
you've added murder to your list of
crimesz, by heavens j'ult’i pay the
penalty™ :

“AMr. Locke—" —

“I want the truth,” snapped the detec-
tive. “I know=—I know, mark vou, that
Drake and vour cousin-came here to-
night. Where are they now " .

eedlow eyved the sleuth narrowly.

“How should I know " he said, with
a scornful curl of the lips. I have told
vou that they haven't been here. You
say they have. Very well, since you
know so much, find out the rest. Mean-

time, get out of my house.”

It was as much as the detective could
do to keep hiz hands off the arch-
seoundrel before him. He who was
uzually so calm and pozeessed np matter
the circumstances, became ordinacily
human at the thought that something
terrible might have ﬁ;pﬁen-:-d to his boy

assistant. Of Curly Taylor Locke gave
scarcely a t'hcrught now. It was of
Drake he was thinking. A fierce reply

trembled on the detective's lips, but
before he could utter it there came tho
whicrring sound of the telephone bell.
The instrument was at Locke’s elbow,
almast, on the tiny writing-table. With
sudden decision the detective picked it
up. Speedlow watched him like a man
in & trance. He was afraid of tlis
detective, although he had “ordered ™
him out of his houze. He was tempted
aven now to rdsh forward and protest,
but Locke was at that moment speaking
jnto the transmitter, whilst his eyes
hinld Speedlow in submission,
“Fog” This in answer 1n the query
Tne Maoxer Lirany.—No. %46,



28 EVERY
HﬂH‘D.I.'l'

———— e e

THE CASE OF THE
LANCSDALE WANDERERS'

(Continuwed from previous puyge.)

“What <o von Wm:lf'”
Lle reply -:umu thu:-ugh_

: . that
tmhm or no Speedlow was speaking. -

_ THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

bt seitles vou for a Lit,” rapped
the detective harshly. - You' 1l.-be com-
fortable in o prison cell in hall a nily.
Meantitne, [ must put a slop to the
spiling of the Fagle, "'.i"[-W nscful man
«llow Thompson,™

The detective elnekled grimly az be
pieked up the telephone receiver again.
In hiz right hand he held a revelver,

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

matber,  The wowan at the g&ns stared
in surprise and cousternation when s
saw her master, the handeufls gleaming

‘on hig wrists as the light from the gate
Jump fell upon them, 1.1.n"]i:mg alon
the stalwart fignre of Ferrvers L

=itle
e

Outsidé the gates a cah had driven
up-—n quick response to l.u: ke's plione
call to ithe Langsdale polico-siation.

"'.lJlu1|:.||_:-u:|t ihis Elld sir. All's well.
The ¢uses are aboard—on deck. Mo
sispicions. ‘The Eagle will be heading
ot to sea in an hour's time on the
flood tide, Thovght 1'd let you know,

“Thank \m'l—-rr—lllm:np'em: replied
the detective, pssuning AS NCAT 8 he
Lnui:l speedlow’s voice.  Goodtbye !”

He jemmed the receiver on the hooks
and tlien faced Bpeedlow.

abeved.

cards.

hy] the

which he levelled at Bpeedlow.

“Just sit tight in that armchair for o
bit,” he said eoldly,
1:]1'[1]. you, but if yon play any monkey-
iricks vou know what to cxpect.”

BT, With something like a
-Ho zaw.-.all -
plams " tumbling  down - hlm a pack of
Hiz eyes were® burnin
hate as he histened to Ferrers Locke call-
coastgnard station at Mersea,

And five minotes later Litdiel Specdlow
‘wax safely lodged in the cells. Belore
‘Tocke ‘had finished chatting with In-
spector Towley—a very surprized police-
oflicer indecd-—a nwssnp;rr caine {hrough
from: Mersea  to "zay that™ the racht
Kagle had béen prevented from =ailing,
that Thempson had “heent arresied, and
that the two packing-cases when o pened
hat revealed the bound hgures of Liroke
s Curly: It transpired -that Drake
was -oven then moloring up' o L&urﬂ-

o

4 should hate to

]'ﬂ'\.l]. ] HPW [.:I ] [.'I-;l.'l.'
murderous

their

“Yrom your_ man '.[hnmpwn * e A8 he heard Ium giving justructions fer _dalﬂ.f.li't.-‘l'mil well, and that Crrly. Tay
snicl. *"Lmi veiy injeresting. 1 “fancy the yacht Yagle to be defained, for the witi/"a" ,asty head wound was, being
1 know, what ‘the two cases contain. two packing-cases to ?',3 3hlpf"e'ﬂ uqhm'-u 'frunt;;-d at the Fisherman's ~ Hut,
Ah, that's betlor!” and for the man Thompeon 1'ill3‘ Mersea -

While' he had been speakinig, Ierrers “r:;ﬂtﬁﬂ' . .
Taocke kad sauntered closer towards the And Cthil's  that! said Tocke, . {Dunt ming the coneluding ehe prlers {.Jr

ghrinking, E:-peedluu A qhick move-
ment of his humls_, and a parr of hand-
cuffs wege“encircling Speedlow’s wriats
before- that aﬂtmuaﬂmd individual knew
wha! they were even.

to Speadiow,
RCCOIADANY B

Locke all vight ;

pocketing the revolver and walking over
" Now I must ask you to

Lionel Epeodlow accompanied Ferrers
hiojhad no choice in the

iz ﬁua slory. boya, Jor there Hre. Sowe
ﬂrr,l‘-r
wert week's MAGKET how aud hus i Gl
.Il.'_a_riqj_r:rm'm {:IJJ.,]_

ﬂnm::uiﬁr ‘verolatinng ﬂq zlare.
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FOR NEXT WEEK: “A PLAYER'S BEST AGE"—SPECIAL SIGNEP, ARTICLE BY ANDREW CUNNINGHAM, OF GLASGOW RANGERS!

,R,r_.,._
FRED TUNSTALL

The Famous International
outside-left of Sheffield
United.

there is a lot of taik about what a

called * the game Lthat wins the Cop.”

From all this talk one wonld get the
impression that there is some straight and
sure eut to syccess in the Cup—that certain
teams win because they play a particular
type of football, and that those whose name
has never been inscribed onm the trophy have
falled repeatedly becmuse their game is all
wrong from a Cup-winuing point of view. In
my owia mind, 1 have no diflculty in
summing wp this talk of a sc-called game
which wins the Cup as being just so much
fdla elamour. ‘There is, in my view, no soeh
iling ms n style of play which wins the

Lup,

m,__..u:..;. year ps Lhe Cupties come along

THE VILLA METHOD.

Perhaps it will be said that the sxperience
of Aeton Yilla, to give one example, shows
that there Is a Cup game. The Yilla bave
won repeatedly—more times than any other
club. 1t §3 o wonderful feat, considering the
genergl level of equelity, for & team to win
ihe Cop elx times, and alzo to do well even
jn those years when they bave been knocked
out before the Final. Bot I don't think
that It Is because the Villa play any par-
ticular style that they have won the Cap.
Indeed, I would go a littla further, and
declare that the real secret of the Villa's
couslstent euccoss is that they have always
played what wae to them their patural
gnmes of the mement. No matler who their
apponents bave been, the Villa have just
gone on playing their Cup games in their
own sweet way. laking the broad, general
view, we might say thut the Villa have waon
by tactics, and that the keynote of their
tactics has been just this—" carry on.™

ODD-Q0OAL FINALS.

Whenever a Cup competition starts it Is
u_ﬂnw.u posaible to name about twenty clubs
which seem to have reasonable ground for
Loping that they will eventually h:,.:
througl, This fact demonstrates what is
undoubtedly true—ihar there is in football
in these days a general level of equality.
Beiween the teams which compele there is,
fn the ordinary way, little to chogse. That
being #o, I think it essentially follows that,
tire luck being evenly distributed, tactics
huve o very great deal to do with the
destination of the trophy. 50 many Cupties
arg won by the odd goal—isa't it the odd
goal which has won the Fiosl tie in four
out of the last six occasions?--that the
resulés of any Cuptie must, of necessity,
depend om the incidentals of the gume,
though it may not be strictly true to refer
Lo tactice as Incidentalz.

BEATING BETTER TEAMS.

There were some fine illustrations of the
way Lactica tell in the expericnce of Ehefficld
United last zeason. We won the Cup, as
you know, and [ say quite frankly that we
won in spite of the oppositions of some teams
which were, man for man. better tham we
were, Bub on more than one occasion tactics
pulled ne through. In this conmection I am
tempted to wonder to what extent news-
paper talk and gossip affects the destination
of Lhe sllver haukle. As goon as the draw
for ithis or that roond iz made, the news-
parpers, and the people who resd the pews-
papers, hegin to discuss the fortheoming
pafeh fn delail, They suggest that this or

P Mowxer Tapnany.—No. 946,
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that will happen. and ihe players who are
not afected by all this talk can say thut
they are men of strong will.

WORRIED INTO DEFEAT.

When we were due to meet West Tirom-
wich Alblon in the Fourth Round of the Cup
last season, it seemed Lo be a matter for
general comment in the pewspapers that il
tha Albion coald hold the Shetfield Unlted
left wing they woold win the match. 1
don't think this summing-up wae right, bub
that dossn't matter for the sake of the argu-
ment 1 am putting forward. The game had
not been long in progress before it becama
ohvious that certain West Bromwich Albion
players had, to uze n popular expression,
got oor left wing “on the brain.” Gillespie
especially was the mun to be watched.
well, the delendera watched Gilleapie,
shadowed him here and there. There was
nothing which ecould have pleased * Billy,”
the master tecticlan, more, He led those
defenders of the Alblon Into wrong positions,
caused them go chasing him over to the
right wing, and then Billy swung round and
banged the ball In my direction. A frst
and very important goal was the oulcome.
It was comparatively easy for we to win
after this, becouse our opponents wers
worrled and had lost [aith in their scheme.

THE CUP-WINNING GOAL.

Those of my readers who were present at
the Final tie last scazonm may recall that
toctica playved their part in that victory,
too, It will be recalled that the right win
of our team was not definitely announce
until just before the match starfed, and 1
fupey that _m.__..._ﬁ_vn_n_ﬂ thought the danger
would cowe from the left. But, as o tactical
mwove, we decided the right wing was going
to play Its part in that game. In the fArst
hall-hour or B0 I, omn the cxtreme left,
scarcely ever “eiaw ** the hall. Over to the
right it kept going, and the right wingers
responded wvery nobly, too, so much so that
the Cardif players evidently got a  bit
worrled over this flank, and they started to
pey it much closer atteotion. This was
what we wanted to bappen, and presenily a
stray ball came over, which I selzed on to
ecore the goal which won the match. These
are the lttle things which count in the
Cup, and it is when tactical moves of this
kind come off that one really begins to
apprecinte to the full the value of round-
table talks om tactles before meeling any
particular opponents,

""THE BEST-LAID SCHEMES——"'

1t occurs to me, however, that the remarks
abont tactica in Cupties may bring me an
awkward guestion. Somebody may ask why
the team wihich prides itsell on its sound
tactics doesn't always win? The reply to
such a question §s that we must alwaye
rempember that on the football Beld there
are dlways two feams, and for every
tactical move by one eide thers may be un
even better tactical mwove by the other
fellows, You can think out youwr schemes,
but-the other fellows may prevent you from
putting those schames into execution. And
tha test then becomes a question of adapla-
Bility. As a Iast word, even in regard to
foothall tactics, it is often true that the
best-lnid schemes gang aft apley.

e AP AR

when he I8 as calm as & dish
of eress. I {nked lifnn loss
the to dress than any other
club player when "preparing
for & match; and after a
game hoe hoas oftem been
kpown fo ecateh a train
teefore the rest of the mem-
bers of the side have got
t1heir shoelaces fastened.
The men "' on the staf ™
At Bunderiand are rether o
gquecy mixture, for whereas
they have some of the most
expenslve plavers In the
: gomne, 83 reckoned by the
tranzier fees paid for them, there ard some others whom they
ve pronght on from thelr bovhood days.  An Instance
the Iatter sort is provided by Bob Marshall, who has
ved practically everywhere in the forward line, for he
k a henefit at the age of twenty-one, When you re-
{member that a player mnst have been on the books of the
Calling on Mr. Bob KEyle—he of the managerial chalr andisme club for five years before he can have a benefit it is
the ever-ready smile—I suggested to him that just as the{easy to reckon at what nm_” Marshall was signed on. They
EBunderland club used to stand of the expense of thel{bave also at Sunderland now o le of lads who may
vititors in the old days, he might consider tha advissbilityibe beard of in the fotore—Tait and Gumey, north coontry

HOUGH it may scem
Incredible in these
daye,

land elub only got into bi

u gob in g

League foothall when the
officials promised to pay a
Bepeiss ot Al b chibe
X penata cluls
which wizsited them,  Ewl-
dently the people connected
with football in those davs
didn't think much of the
gort of sunehine which is
Mded by Bunderland,

ut sinee then the F
brilisnce of Sunderland has at thoes been positive
georching. Indeed, as 1T was reminded when I put in gr
appearance at Roker Park the other day, there must haw
been ocenslone since those long-ago days when the nwﬁ
clubs have regrotted that Sunderfand were altowed ad
sion to the League even on those unique terms.

Mﬁ Team om2~
“Talotits 5%

{Our Travelling Correspondent.)
PUTTING THE SUN NTO SUNDERLAND.

&

of giving me part of my expenses in golng to Sunderland jlads; who have carned fame as schoolboys, and who arc
My exit from the office was hurded. Ii it hadn't beertstill short of elghteen years of mﬂ.
speedy It might have been painful, so I roshed through thej These Jads, and all the other mm__. at Sunderland, are
oor to see some of this team of oll the talents, That wes{cky, In that they have in ** E..ﬂ. Williams a2 treiner a
the name by which Sunderland was known for years, andfman who is generally admitted to be the best trainer in the
they deserved that name, too, Seeinciepontry.  Mind you, Billy hasm't
that they won the championship o ad popularity among his men be-
the Firet Division In three season 1 deals with them " softly.’
out of fonr and in the one scasopgdie 13 the trainer of the irom hand,
during that glorlous run when' but: behind It §s the soft heart. ™ He
didn't finish cn top they linksh like & father and mother to ne’
gecomd, Comparison with the Son- one of the Sumderland players,
derland team of thosa times with the™ and I have known him zit up all

3

Sunderland team of to-day would -bomight with a fellow who might require
futile, not to say silly. The glants aervices,

other days have been followed” byl There was no more disappointed
gianta of the present, men who méan about Raoker Park than Tralner

to do, seoner or later—and the soomer Willlams when the side went out of
the better—that one thing which hasthé Cup for the present season. The
plways elnded the players of ﬂs.....umﬂ:._mnu._wﬁ_... of succesd sepimid 20 rosy,
derland club—that is win the Cup: _and” Billy ** was confident Hiat he

When I got among the players Lhad-got hls men just fn the proper
asked them if they felt in the m Btat: of physical finess to carry off
for a fight to the death, and it e trophy. On¢e more, however, :
only when this guestion was ted with a broad smile n'? wlil have to walt, and when the Cup-ties come
right, and some knowing winks, that I remembercd tha d nrgain next season wo shall stil have o write that

B A v

A. MoclNROY.

wi Er :zﬂ ¥
CRESSWELL.

among tha Sunderland players = one with the peeuliar nome Bunderland have never yet won the trophy.
of Death. There was a time not so long ago when thel Tt i not the habit of the Sunderland people to gronse,
Boker Park management thonght that Death should nd they know how to take defeat in the proper spirt,

ft outside, but now he is the recognised first choice fofdut they were cerfainly very much upset by certain
Wﬁﬂ._n_m._mq?. Hneidents which ann...___..:uﬁ“.___._.:__i h.m..q—ﬁ_u. dismizzal (rou the Cup

Then I ran up cgalnst Bob Kelly, who cost & fortunc/this season at the hands of Manchester United. In the
when he was transferred from Bumley not so long ago, Téplayed Afth round tis between Sunderland and Manchester
But 1 had difficulty in recognising Kelly, becanss he looked United, the Manchester side got two goals ahead In the
more like & canary than o f aller dolng his training, first half, and then the flghting spirit which s behind the
He was wearing & —E.ﬁi. w..a__n____u__. gweater, which, he H&HmE_ﬂE.T..__P_:H tram was folly demonstmted. One of ._____.__w.
mk, was once worn by Mitchell in an English International ars was mubbed off, and a little later " Demon David
match, The changing of shirts on these occastons ls aHalliday got the ball into the met agadn. The referce
popular little _.E._L,Mm-i:r %HEEE_ footballers, and itsignalled a goal, but was immediately surrounded by the
Wis in exchange t Kelly got his jersey. Bob i thefManchester United players, who appealed to him that the
sphinx of the team, with a ** poker face," which never by storer was offside, and wonld not be happy untll the reforee
any ‘chance gives away what i# thinking, 1 could s consuited the linesmen.  his the man with the whistle
o of o dny when Bob was at Bumley Hﬂn: be ama entually did, and then reversed his declsion, disallowing
wu.u colleagues by handing themy each a piece of weddi gl on the ground of offide,

cake, Beelng that they n't even heard that Bob hady As =0 wnany different, statements were izsued at the tme,
héen - ma that mormlng they were a bit I was at conshdemble pelns when in Sunderland
surprised, but Emﬁ needn't have » for Kelly to aseerfain the faets, It is not tiue to say
s just ns mys s off the fleld as he is to that Sonderland appealed to the authoritles
opposing halves and full-backs on the field. agkinst the result standing, for they knew well

enough that the decision of the referce of any
oatch regerding incidents on the feld has always
been acocpted s inal. ' What they did object to,
however, was the alleged weakness of the referee
in :ﬁmsr.ﬁ to the clumour of the Manchester
_.:.__H__“_%F__._..ﬂ anud consulting his Hnesmien about
an Ine toon which he himseli hod apparently,
no doubt, and on which be was in s poition
Lo give his judgment without asking the opinion
of anybody clee,

Mr. Bob Ksle s of opinion that the referee
wha does ask his Uocsmen for their opinion when
b himeelf is in o position to ses 8 asking for
tronble, and is very Likely to it. The Sunder-
Banid manager s aleo of apinfon that the [aet
that, thie referre did li=ten to the appeals of the
Manchester Upited men will induee the playors
of other clubs to make similar appeals, and
thug we shndl gek all sorle of stenes,

* For goodiness seke, though," =aid Mr. Eyle,
o't ket anybody ineagine that we cpn't take
alefent withont sgucaling, We were all dread-
Fully disappoluted, amd if we had felt that we had
becn beaten on onr mwerits we shonkl
hav e b the first to hold out e hand
of copgratulation, But haviug gained
wlit we ol thought was o very good
gaal, aml having ouee been awanded
that goal, wo naturly Gt o WE huet.
But wvow we propose o jorget it, and
to renll that Mne which we used to
write in our copy-books in the kng ago
doys--* 00 al tiest yoa dont saeeesd,
{yy, try, iy ogain” ™

the billards-room was Dave Halliday, who
is a8 Beotch as they make them up ot Dundee,
and a8 hard as the granite which is found there.
Dave ecan moke the ecoring of bg billiards
breaks look easier oven than his scoring of
goals, and he showed me & nlce Hitle memento
of an occaslon when he won an open billiards
toumament at Dundee.,  As company for (his
Scot there s * BHI™ Clunas, who aleo knows
how to weara Beottish  Inermational cap,
Another fellow ought to be Bcoteli, but he isn't.
This is _mnwﬁnﬁﬂﬁ Melnrow, and if vou know a
better kindly senid o note o any manager, and
vour pal will immedistely be sgned op,
sSkipper Parker, and centre-hali, s uone of tha
many expensive jewels o the Sunderland
erown, end he came Trom Stoke,

As Kelly b= the sphinx g0 are the full-backs
the rockes of the teami. . To have a player
paed ﬂum__ﬁn Ia Eﬁ_ﬂu_ﬂE.E something, and
In & chat with him he told wme, with o smile,
that there are two reasons why he hasn't been
given o cap for England, Ooe is that fo have
i player named Epngland in an Esgland
ajde would confuse the reporters when
they came to deserfbe the wmatel, and
the other [e that Sunderlend will have to
oy an sdditioual fee to the Shivebrovk
{Notta) chub, if and when England does
Emm for England,

word of warning B doe {o any
reragn who s likely to go to Sunderksnd,
veep a sharp eyve for ™ Warney ™

niﬁ.ma_wnf:w.;_:h _...1”_,_.
axcept when e 13 actually on the Oeld,

Struggles.

"opppumom®®
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RECALLING SOME AMAZING STRUGGLES AND

THE

HEROES WHO TOOK PART IN

THEM.

Eiaﬂuﬁ?iﬁhﬂ?&..ﬁi&:_FH_EP.E..?IEanwEEIE.Epﬂ?ﬂﬁ&i: _._Eh_.wm
poal wekich meant &l he differcnce bebieen vickory and defeal (e a8 thrilling Cup wmale
described in he arlicle appended belowr,

T 14 a eertainty that every one of the
H four clubs which i3 in this season’s
Bemi-linal hope to win the Cap—nay,
they are all firmly convipeed that this
is to be thelr year. All save one of the four
clubs ig going to be disappointed, of course;
bmt when the Semi-Final stage 1s reached
the Cup fs, almost literally, pnwr&am‘n. 1t
iz at this stage of the competition that the
advantage of choice of ground ceasea to
operute, the Semi-Final games helng played
on neptral grounds, of course, This [act,
coupled with all the nervous excitement
which is in evidénce on these occasions,
resulta in thrilling and mostly very close
Usurlly there fs only opne goal
between the Semi-Final teams at the end of
the game, and, as demonstrating how closely
matehed the Semi-Final teams usoally are,
it may be recalled that in 1012 two Bemi-
Finuls were played without o single goal
being scored in either of them, and both the
replaye were decided Ly the score of one
goal to mil.

I have seen s=ome wondoriul
Zomi-Final struggles in my time
—gome  games which have been
won by fluke goals, and others in
which players have cither made
ar greatly enhanced their reputa-

tions., For the bepeflf of my
readers 1 will recall some of
those gaiics.

Perhups of all the players 1

remember who really jumped into
fame by reason of a great Hemi-
Final display was * Renny ™
Sewell, the goslkeeper who I8 pow
with Blackburn Rovers. He was
at that time--in 1Ml4—a Teserve

opposite end of the fAeld ke a hare. Four
Iolton men were tricked in that amazing
run, and the final kick of Utley's zent the
hall whizzing into the net. By that dramatio
goal did SheMeld United triumph, and they
wenb on €0 win the trophy, thus illostrating
the value of a slongle effort.

For thiz reverse in 1915 Bolton Wander
teok their revenge over Sheffield Unite
when these clubs were again drown to me
ench other in the Semi-Final of 1023, Bu
just aus the previous Semi-Fioal meeting
between tleess two teams was won by a
really great goal, so was this recond match
decided by what most people considered
“ fgke **  &ffort, Two minules after tha
restart, and in the presemce of Lhe bigpest
erowd which bhas ever wiltnessed any gome
har the Final tie, David Jack, the Holton
Wanderers inslde-right, while in the act of
falling over. just managed to get his foot
to the ball and lab it In the direstion of
poal, The Sheifield United goalkeeper—and
practically everybody else—thought tha bail
wonld go over the bar, and It 18
dogbtful H Jack renlly expected
to acore, Dut at the last minuta
the ball © dipped ' in tha mokb
unespechted way, and * sneaked
in under tha bar.

As one goal so  frequently
decides (he pames in the Hoemi-
Finul, It ta matural that every
effort is made by the compeling
clubs to get thelr nosez In front.
I ave often womlered what were
the feelings of Albert Iremanger,
the Notls County pgoalkeeper,
when the first goal was regizterad
against him In the Semi-Final of

n at Burnley., In ihe Azt 1928, Huddersfield waere the
ﬁwqﬁ..n .,m_._.—.m,_..w_ Turnley  nnd R. SEWELL npponents of Notis, amd very
Sheffield United in the Semi-Final H ' early im ihe game Mann, the
of that season Scwell did not Blagkburn Huddersflold forward who s now

Rovars. i balf - back for Manchester

keep goal for Hurnley ; but in that
first match their regular  goal-
kevper was hurt, so the n_mm,_i.“_q had 1o he
bronght up for the replay. 1 can assure you
that there were people connected with the
Burnley club whose hopes of victory in the
replay drop when it was knpown that the
reserve goalkecper would have to turn cut.
lint Sewell proved himself the big hero ol
the :.._w._“;.-. ept oot all sorts of shots, was
never beaten in the course of the mateh—
and, after Mernley had won by a single goal,
this last-minute goalkeepor was cuarried off
the fleld ehonlider-high. :

Mention of Sheflicld Unlted reminds me of
perhaps the most hellliant goal 1 have ever
ceep scored in w Semi-Final, and it was all
the more remarkable because it was obtained
by a hall-back, George Utley, whe was then
the eaptain of Shefheld United. and who is
now Lrainer to the Fulham team. Tn ihia
Semi-Final to which 1 have referred Shefield
Lnited had Buollon Wanderers as apponents
at Dlackborn, and #o hard did the Wan-
derers press in the Arst hall that it geeined
long odds an the Bolton team winning. Just
pefore half-Lime, however, when the pressure
on Ll Shefeld goal was very sovere, George
Liley seenred possessioni of the ball in his
povrr lalf of the Bohd. O be weni for the

United, rent towards goal what
seemed to be w simple sort of eflort.
Iremonger, In the Noits goal, stuck out his
foot, but the bLall passed over it, and posi-
tively * trickled ** into the net.

In the same season there was played one
of the most-talked-of Semi-Final ties of all
time—a game which, so it was said, was won
nn champagne. This was a contest hetween
Tottenbam Hotspur and Preston North End
on the Wednesday ground at Sheffield. In
the first half the Spure were much the betler
team, and it seemed certain that they would
win. The Spurs were a goal up at half-time.
In the second half, however, the contest
eompletely switehed round: Preston over-
ran their opponents to an amazing extent,
seared o couple of goals, and won a dramatie
victary. It was said afterwards that reveral
of the Preston players had a sip of cham-
pagoe at hall-time, amd that gave them new
Mfe and zest for the remainder of the mateh
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A s=pecial article dealing with Eoglap
football—for next week !
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