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~ WRITE TO YOUR EDITOR ABOUT IT!
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A et W o T SR N e S

Your Edifer is atways pleased to hear from his chums. Write to him when you ard in
trouble or need advice. A stamped and addressed envelope will ensura 3 speedy reply.

Letters should he addressed: The Editor, THE MAGHNET LIBERARY, The Amalgamated
Prets {1922), Ltd.,, The Fieatway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

“THE PHANTOM OF
DOGGER BANK 1™
EXT week Magnetites will have
the . ondoubted
reading the opening ch?iﬂrs
of this amexing story of detee-
tive adventure on the high seas. Ferrers
Locke, the clever Baker Street detec-
tivd, and young Jack Drake, hiz asis-
tant, sign on,as trawler hands on the
North Star, but they aré not doing. the
trip just for the benefit of thewr health—
not a bit of it. There's some pretty
dirty work going on, and Locke and
Drake arc engaged to discover who 15
at the bottom of it all.’ The story
abounds in thrills and the North Sea
setting 1s something unique. You will
be able to join hands with the author,
with the sturdy British characters who
“go down to the zea in ghips ™ and for
the period of this gerial story you will
moreg than imagine yourselves to bhe on
board a fishing trawler. It'll be a grand
experience, and one that seldom comes
vour way., ego.make the most of it
Next week, then, yhu'll be ready to
stgn on for the voyage.

“A CANDID CRITIC!*

Such is the nom da}?lume of & reader
who writes from 3t. Helens, And he iz
very candid, without -being offensive.
My correspondent declares that he
doesn’t like the Football Supplement,
and hazards a statement that there are
a good many Magnetites who think the
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legsure of

same way as himself. Doubtless there
are a fesy who would prefer to see the
old “Greyfriars Herald ” occupying the
fonr pages now devoted to the foatball
supplement, but, without a word of a
lie, T have -only reeeived two letters
from readers disapproving of the footer
supplement since its inception. That
surely indicates—especially with the net
sales figures before me to point the way
—the popularity of this new feature.
My candid eritic must remember, too,
that the MAcxET cireulation goes info o
pratty formidable array of thousands
and that, obviously, there must ba one
or two readers who don't quite approve
of this and that. Weall, well, can
appreciate their point of view; it would
he a poor world after all if evervone
thought cxactly the same as the next
man; still, an Editor's job, as I have
pointed out before, is to please as many
people as he can.  Burely my candid
friend realises how impossible it would
ha for me to grant the requests of every
Ascker reader, There's nothing I
shonld like better than to do that, but
of courze, it is out of the question. My
chum then goes on to say that he ex-
pectad Wharton to blossom out as an
editer of all kinds of sports, but o
far he has devoted all his energies to
foothall. So far—yes! But as soon as
we have prepared the supplement for
Cup Final Week—which even “candid
eritic ¥ must realize iz & week of great
excitement and interest for lovers of
football—Wharton will begin to -con-

rontrate upon a specidl ericket supple-
ment. And with tha Australians
ecoming over here, Magnetiles can
expect something exira special during
the run of - this ericket supplement.
Glad yvou 'like.-tha MaGxer school
stories, my candid pel, and s regards
vour other ‘mﬁ?ﬁth{z serial in ques-
rion  was writtén' by Hedley BSeott.
Cheerio. and_ many thanks for jyour
straightforward Ietter. .

TWENTY READERS WIN OUR
‘FASCINATING TABLE 'GAMES.

I am able to ioclude in this izsué of
vour fevourite ‘paper the names and
agldresses of the Wwinners of our " Pars ™
CContest No. 1. -The Tesponi¢’ was excel-
lent, as I expeeted. Ay only regref is
that I can’t givg every reader wko
epterad for thia simpla competition a
prize. Still, I know you are sportsmen
enough to “appreciate that. To . tho
twenty fortunate ones I offer my hearty
congratulations. Here are their names
and addresses: '

T..&. Morgan;. jun., 99,  Crampton
Street, Walworth, S.E.17; ‘James
MacEver, 50, Dixon Avenue, Crosshill,
(3lasgow: L. AMorgan, 10, Beechwogd
Road, Uplands, Swansea: A, E.
Howarth, 56, Regent Road, Black 3
J. Turner, 65, Salop Road, Wrexham;
A. Foster. 105, Abbey Street, Derby;.
1. Evans, 69, Westgate, Hale, Cheshire;
P. 8. Scaman, 5, Gill Street, Hanley,
Stoke-on-Trent: W. Gouold, 6. Walden
Road, Lordship Lane, Tottenham, N.17;
Harry Hall, 2, Lea House Road, Stirch-
ley, Birmingham; Cyrilf Embleton, 152,

Common Lane, Mile End, E3; F.
Crowley, 12, Sotheby Road, Highburr,
N.5: R. Slater, jun., 6, Bt. Btephen’s
Avenue, Willenhall, Staffz; Master J.
Winter, 192, Hillingdon Street, Wal-
worth, London ; Chasles Cox, 22, Caven-
dish Btreet, Bedford; D. Griffith, 45,

Penwortham - Sanderstead,
Surrey; 6. Wadmore, Moors Road,
Colden Common, Nr. Winchester,

Haunts; Stanler Swannell, 12, South-
gate Road, Hackney,. N.1; Masfer A..
Russell, 189, Lodge Road, . Winson
Green, Birmingham:- 8. Wright, 12,
Mount Plegsant, Plumstead.
(Continsed on page 28.)
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A magmificent
story of scheol
life and thrill-
ing adventure,
featuring
Harry Whar-
ton & Co.at
Greyfriars, by

FRANK
RICHARDS.
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SCHOOLBOYS’

GOOD WEEK-END RING !

A rousing
yvarn of
school life at
St. Katie's, by
that popular

author

MICHAEL
POOLE:

ASK FOR THE

OWN

Nos. 23 and 24,
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TH MYSTERY !

Why Sir James Hobzon, a wealihy baronet and father of Habaon of the Shell, shiould be on such

fomiliar terins with a fravelling showman, has pussled Horry Wharton & Co. a lot, especially as they feel instinc-
reely that this allionce ia to the detriment of Fedrillo ——

| r’J'}‘.f.,

bt el
1! |

A Magnificent New Long Complete Story of the Chums of Greyfriars,
introducing Pedrillo, the Circus Waif.

By

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Too Clever !

i EAR old Peter!™

D _ Bunter spoke in his most

wigratiating tones,

S0 affectiwonaten mode of ad-
dress ought really to have touched Peter
‘Todd deeply. It ought to have elicited
n very friendly reply, st least. At the
vory least, it should have brought a kind
smilo to his face.

But it did none of these things.

Peter Todd, utterly untouched, did not
riake & very friendly reply, neither «id
lip smile kindly. Without cven locking
at Dunter, he snswered, with a brevity
warthy of a Sparian:

" Rats "

Whereat & Co.
chinckled.

Peter Todd was talking with the
'amous Five of the Roemove. in the
gquad., when Bunter volled up to them,
"gssibly he did oot want to be inter-
rupted.  Possibly the pleasures of Bun.
fer's  conversabion—if any—had long
eiictr palled on him,  Possibly —indesd
probably—he suspected that *dear ol
'eter’” waz the proliminary to a requoes
far a litele loan.,

At all events, he was no mora tonched
biw thie outburst of affection on the part
of his fat study-mate than a stone iinage
might have been. And his answer was
laconic and emphatic.

“Peter. old chap—-—-=""sail Bunter,

“Ratz 1" o -

“rear old follow—="". -

TT've said ‘rats” twice,” said DPoeder
Tadddd impationtly. ™ How often do yon
want me to say if before you ehul up.
anter 27

“O0h. really. Defer——"

“Tt lnoks like being fine thiz afier-
noan,” reicarked Elarry Whartoan, con-
rinitgg the conversation whish the wl
of the Hemove had interrupted. " We
<aight have the hikes oul.™

“Tana of mud betwoen here and Tane
" arm. thouele” sand Nuagent,

Harry Wharton

P ]
¥

gaid

FRANK

“The mudiulness iz terrifie,” concurred
Iurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Oh, we don't mind a liftle mud,”
said Bob Cherry. *“If it doesn’t rain,
Iet's clear off after dinner on
jiggera™

“Jat's M agreed Johonsy Bull,

Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully at the
Famous Five throngh hiz big epectacles,
They were going on discussimg a bike
apin to Lantham that afternoon, just as
if William George Bunter did not matter
at all.  Amd Buonter matteved very
e,

"1 say, vou fellows-—1

“You ger out your bike and come, too,
Bunter,” said Bob Cherry genially. * A
apin of ten miles or so will do von peod.
It will bring down your fat—and you'll
feel no end better with a couple of
hundredweight gone.™

“0h, really, Clerpy =——"

“1i's & go.” said Petor Todd, “T've
got two hundred lines ta do foor Loder,
bt they will keep.”

“Peter, old chap---—

Ll RII.IS :h

“Dear old fellow-—"

* More rais!"

* Look here, Pebtor Todd ! bawled
Bunter, “1 want to apeak o yvou, wou
gilly ass ! Can’t you listen o a chap?”

“Whal's Llw good?" demanded Peler
impatiently, “T've gol exactly one bob
in my porckel. and it's going to stay
there. Hn whal's the good of calling me
dear old Peter, and old fellow, and okl
chap.™

“Ha. ha, ha!™

“The goodfulness i3 pol tervifie, my
catermed Duoler,” grinned Hurree Jam.
seb Ham Singh, " You had bLetter ad-
drezs mie aldwhapfully, as T have o large
number of excellent bohbs in my rospect -
able pockets. ' .

“Tear old Toky -~

“Tla, ha, ha'™

“But [ am wob giving vou any of
them, v estecined Bunler = =7

“You shat ap, von blessad migger !
You've inlerrapling me,™ said Bunter,

¥

the

RICHARDS.

** Ha, ha, ha "

“Peter, old chap, I want vou {6 help
me out,” said Bunter. “I'm not after
your measly bob, I've got a bob to pay
admission to the circns at Lantham.™

“Whoso is it ?" asked Johnny Bull.

“¥ah! And I've got ninepence to pav
m%i fare to Lantham, too,” said Bunter
14,': t.||_1.-'r

“Whose ia the ninepence ™

“Deast! DBut I haven't got my fave
back,” said Billy Bunter. “That's the
difficulty. I'm going over to Lanthaw
ta see the arcus—you know the ehow we
zaw at Friardale a couple of weeks
was mucked up by an accident—that :':ﬁ?
acrobat falling off tlie trapeze. Whe
ought really to have had our moucy
back.”

i Rﬂw-wuw !!1

"Well, we didn't sco . mnel more than
half the show,” said Dunter. [ asked
gome of Lhem to - 2turn my money. at
the time; but they seemed to be tﬁink
ing only about the blessed ncrobat who
fell and smoashed himszelf up, and dida't
even listen to me"

“Fathead !"

“Well, we had most of the show, and
a bob 12n't much,” eaid Harry Whartea.
““And the chief thing is, that tlhe acro-
Lat wasn't hurt so Dbadly as we sup-

posed, ™

“Rot!" anid Dunter. “"Bubk never
mind that., The trouble iz, that if I
go over to Lantham thiz afterneon,
can't pay my fare back. Of ronrse, if
vou fellows like to stand i —--"

i 'I'E]"!

“T don't think !

“Can’t bo done.” saul Harry Whar-
ton, laughing. *“We're all in Slony
HSireet ak present—only Tnkyv i3 in fonde,
and he's gol to stand acdmission for the
Int of u=z if we po to the cirens at Lan-
tham. That's why we're going over on
our bikes—to save the fares.”

“Well, then, Peter will have 1o help
me. Yo nesdn't Lbe glarmed, Peler
Teodi.”  added DBunler  rarcastically

Tur Manxer Tasrvry.—No. 947,
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“I'm not going to ask you for your
measly bob.”

“All the same if you did, old fat
Jnanﬁ;’h;n&w:réd .’E‘ﬁt.a:-ggrg_:ﬂly. .

*E not go on your bike, as were
going tj::t do1” asked MNugent.

Bunter sniffed.

“My bike's punctured—" ;

“Lots of time to mend it before this
alternoon.™

iiI'va told Bob Cherry twice that I
want him to mend it for me, He's
refused. HSoma fellows are so selfish.”

“Can't you" mend a puncture your-
sell 77 roared

“Qh, really, Cherry—"

“You'll want mending youreelf hoon,
if you don’t roll away, you fat bounder,”
growled Bob,

“I'm not going to bike it, anyhow,”
said Bunter, Igjust want you to back
me up, Peter, and I shall manage all
right. You see, I've got the bob for
the circus, and ninepence for the f[are
to Lantham, and a penny over. That
will just do it, with your help.”

Peter Todd stared at him.

“Am T to ask the railway company
to bring vou home for a penny?’ he
demandad.

“MNeo, you aze. I've got a wheeze.”

“Let's hear the Wwheeze,” said Boh.
“If there’'s any way of getling back
from Lantham for a penny, we'll ba glad
to _know abeut it. It may come on to
rain."

“Well, I've thought it out, you know,”
zaid DBunter., *“1'va got rather more
Lbraing than you chaps, and 1 get these
icleas, you know. You see, after the
ecirenge I go into the railwav station at
Lantham and buy a penny platform
ticket.™

“You can't travel on & train with a
platform ticket,” said Harery Wharton.

“T know that, sea. T get on the plat-
form with that.” Bunter gave a fat
wink. “DBut once on the platform,
what's to keep me from stepping into
the Friardale train "

[ Eh?l]

I‘What?]‘]

“Honesty, T snould think,” growled
Johnny Bull. »

“Oh, really, Bull—*

“But supposo you did " howled Peter
Todd, “When you get to Friardale
you have to give up & ninepenny ticket

from Lantham, nef s
ticket, you howling ass!’

Dunter winked apain.

“That's where you come in,” he said.

“Eh! How?!"

“You meet the train at Friardale 1"
explaiped Bunter, “You go on the
Friardale platform with two platiorm
tickets ™

“Well, ass?®

“You meet mé getiin
and give me one of the
form tickets—"

(] Eh?i}

“And I walk out. of the station, and
give it up—just as if I'd only been on
the platform at Friardale!” concluded
Bunter triumphantly.

The 'Owl of the Remove blinked at the
juniors, waiting for a burst of admira-
tion for this brilliant wheekze.

It did aggt come, .
Harry Wharton & Co, stared at him
“You—you—you've thought all that

blankly.
out, as a dodge for bilking the railway
company ™ stuttered Wharton, at last.

penny platform

off the train,
riardale plat-

“Oh, railway companies are [fair
game!” said Bunter. “Look at the
fares they charge!”

“You fat villain!™

*0Oh, really, Wharton—"

Peter Todd spluttered.

“"“And I'm to help yvou, am I? I'm to
take a hand in cheating the railway

company, to save you the treuble of
mending & puncture in your bike! Am
I to go to chokey with you when you're
copped ¥”

‘0h, really, Peter—""

“You fat scoundrel!™ woared Peler
Tadd.

“MNaw, look here, Peler, old chap,
don't be a guat!” said Bunter, im-
patiently. “Ii's as safe as houses.
penny platform ticket at Lantham—and
& perny platform ticket at Friardale—
and it's all serene. You needn't ba
jealous because I thought of the wheeze ;
some chaps are clever., It's not your
fault that you're not clever, Peter; it's
simply & misfortune, I don’t blame you
for it; I pity you. Now, old man,
31:-1:.’;? going to help me in this, aren't

on
. Pater nodded.

“Yes: I'm going to help you,” he

gaid,
"Dear old Peter! Thanks!™
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“Don't thank me |
hurry,” said Peter grimly. "“I'm going
to help you—not fo bilk the railwey
company, but to keep out 'of chokey. T'm
gomng to impress on your wmind—if
you've got any—that honesty-is the best
Euln_c_-,r. And this is how I am going to

o 16" .

“Yaroooh !™ rosared Bunter, as Pater
Todd grasped him with great encrgy.

Bump |

“¥Yow-ow-ow-w! Helpl”

Crack, crack, crack | ; :

. ¥eter Todd proceeded te bang ihe fat
junior's head on the trunk of the nearest
elm, Fiendish yells rapg out [rom Billy
Bunter.

“Yarocooh! Helpl! Draggimoff, you
fellowsl 1 say, harton—Bobh, old
chap———Yaroaooh !

But the Famous Five were not likely
to render aid. In their opinion, Bunter
was getting exactly the reward he de-
served  for his  brilliant  scheme for
swindling the rl.:i]Wl:__? company.

“(Can %hl‘:]p you? askedpﬂu

"?"u.rumgli! YE&I‘I‘?ET"

“1'm speaking to Toddy,'

“*Ha, ha, hal” !

Bang, bang, bang! .

“Whooop! Fire! Murder! Tlalpt™
voarcd Bunter. ,

Peter Todd did not seem in need of
any help. Bunter was—hut there was
no help for Bunter. The way of the
transgressor whs hard—and szo was the

in too greal B

Cherry.

trunk of the elm,. Bunter roared el
squirmed and wriggled and  yelled
frantically.

“There!” gasped Peter, at  last,
“There! Are you still thinking of bilk-
ing the railway company **

*Yaroooh [ roared DBunter. “No!
Certainly not! Yoooop!”

“Good! Tell me next tima vou think

of it, and I'll give you -some more of
the same.”

“Deazt! Ow! Wow!™

Peter Todid walked away with the
Famous Five. Billy Bunter sat under
the clm, and rub his lead, sl
f;uspecl amdd groaned. He was feeling
wurt, and he was burning with indigne-
tion. This was his ceward for DLeing
cleverer than other fcllows in  the
ERemove—for thinking of brillians
wherzes that other fellowa nover dreamad
of thinking of. This was hiz reward;
and it did not even eccur to William
George Bunter that it wa= cxacily (he
roeward he deserved.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Unpleasant for Hobson !

1" N oun Jllg.ﬂ.?‘ ile la Mancha-——"

E * U

“Doe euyo nombre no gnicin,
acordoerpg —--"

gl |

“No has mucho tiempo quo vivia v
hidalgo——"

*oem !

Hobson of the Shell grinned.

Hobby had come out of the louse, in
morning break, with a deeply though-
ful expression on  his rgged  facr.
Haobzson—mnoet usually given to  deep
thought—was abyviously deing a Int o
thinking that morning; o obvionsiy
that several Shell fellows asked him
what was the matter, Stewart of -
Bhell even asking him 3 it gave him =
pain. i

That he was not thinking abont =
Forin work was elear, ot Jeast, to Ar.
Hacker, the naster of the Bhell.  M:
Hacker hud fonnd Hobby quite inalien-
tive, amnd had hustuwcdﬁ npon him a
handeed  lines  in romseqnence,.  Dut
Heobby wa< vol thickinge even abrmd tho
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lines. More serious matters apparently
occupied his thoughts.

8till, he, grinned as he came along the

ath under the old Greyiriars elms, and

ound Hoskins of .l;h-ereghell sitting on a
bench there, beside Pedrillo, the new
Bhell fellow.

.Pedrillo had a book in his hand;
Hosking had a book slso. Pedrillo's
book, ewvidently, was a copy of “Don
Quixote,” in Spahish. Hoasking' book
was & ‘music hook.

SBinco the Head had . decided to put
Pedrillo, the circus waif, into the Shell
there had been three fellows instead gnf
two in Hobby's gtedy in the Shell
passage. And, extremd tﬂ unlike as all
thres wera to ‘one another, they were
great friends.

Hoskins, the musical youth, had
always been very chummy  with Hobby,
the rugged footballer. He would talk
muasic for hours with Hebby, and Hobby
did not mind very much, so long as he
was not-expected to answer ‘'or to under-
stand. .In return, Hoskins would some-
times listen to Hﬂhb{' on the subject of
Soccer—sometimes, but not se often.
Claude Hoskina had the artistic tem-
perament, and consequently was not a
good listener. Both of them had struck
u;;l e friendship with the new fellow—
who had been an acrobat in Zorro's
circus before he come to Greyfriars,

‘Hoskins liked him because he knew
something about music. Hobson liked
him—he hardly koew why., Pedrillo
was & pleasant tellow enough; but there
were plenty of fellows in the Shell quite
as agreeable. Hobby hardly knew why
he liked Peadrillo; but . he did, and he
was plad that Mr., Hacker had put him
inte Study No. 3 in the Shell.

Pedrillo was already benefiting from
both his study-mates. Hoskins had
undertaken to instruct him in music—
Hobson in football. Probably Pedrillo
benefited more by Hobson's instructions
than by Hosky's. He d to take
rather to foothall: but he seemed a
little slow on the uptake, so to speak,
when Hoskins got on the subject of the
chord of the minor ninth. ;

There was something that Pedrillo
could teach, in his turn. Having passed
mest of his life in Spain, with Zorro's
Clircus, he spoke Spanish as easily as
English, if not more easily. He was
fnore than willing.to instruct his study-
mates, if they so desired, in that beauti-
ful end useful language.

Hobson did not so desire. He found
Latin and Freénch, which were compul-
sory, a8 much as he-could stand—a little
more, in fapt. DBut Hoskins was keen.

Hoskins was keen on the subject of
Spanish ‘music and Bpanish songs; and
a knowledge of the language would help
him there. S0 thera was an inter-
change of instruction in Btudy No. 3
in tho Shell. But Claude Hoskins being
blessed, or the reverse, with the artistic
temperament, the time.table was no:
alwavs adhered to. When music waa the
subject, that subject was pursued to the
end, the bitter end. When Spanish was
the subject, tho lesson was only too
liable to be cut short, and turned some-
how into a telk on the subject of music,

This it was, and for this reason James
Hobson grinned as he came up to the
iwo juniors on the bench under the
elms,

In morning break they were to havo
a “go" at Spanish for ten minutes.
That was the arrangement.

Pedrillo was reading out & section of
“Don Quixote,” which he was to ex-
plain and translate to Hosking, by way
of o lesson,

Dut Hoskins, during second lesson
with the Shell, had thought of some-

Hobson.
are, Juan Zorro 177 **
will be given back to me."”

“* Pedrillo must be got away from Greyiriars—at once, at once,” said Sir Jame?
‘* No stone must be left unturned—you understand thaf, fool that you
** Do not trouble yourself, senor.
Billy Bunter, hiding under the van, blinked at the feet
of the speakers, and wondered whether he was dreaming. JSee Chapler 5.)

I will claim him, and he

ninths.  Hesking was fairly bursting “I know, old fellow, I know,"” said
with it. Like a loyal follow, prepared Hobson. * But the fact is—"

to play the game, Hoskins was ready
to stand the Spanish, and to keep the
minor ninths bottled up, as it were, In
hiz musical breast. But it really seemed
as if the minor ninths would burst all
bounds and averflow,

Hoskins fairly wrigglod on the bench
under the stress of the situation.

Soon, too soon, he had to raturn to
the Form-room, to Mr. Hacker, to Latin
prose, or some such rot. And Pedrillo,
who did not know his new friend very
thoroughly . yef, remained. in ignorance
of his almost bursting state, and went on
innocently wicth the Spanish.

“En un lugar de la Mancha," repeatead
Pedrillo, explaining n  his pleasant
voice, ' As who should sav, in & village
or hamlet of La Mancha, which is a
difitgﬁﬁ;jn Spain, Hoskins,"

“Da enyo nombre,” went on Pedrillo,
while Hobson stoed and grinned. Hoblby
knew Hoskins better than Pedrille dad.
He had been there before, so to speak.
“ Nombre is in Englizh ‘ name," ™

“Um!™

“Now, if you ropeat the sentence,
you will learn the pronunciation,” said
Pedrillo. “En vun lugar—"

“Th, what did you say, old chap?”
asked Hoskina, waking up, as it were.
“J1—T see, quite! Splendid! T was
going to teil you about a little thing
'va thought of—something absalutely
new and novel in the arrangemont of
minor ninths. And now we've finished
the Bpanish—"

Pedrillo laughed. .

“Verdad,” he said, closing the book
good-riaturedly. It is done. I am
listening."”

“ MNaow, when vou use the chord of the
minor ninth—" began Hoskins, his
face lighiing up with sheer happiness.

“Hold on a minute, Hosky," broke in
James Hobson at this point, “I want
to spealk to Pedrillo.”

“Don't interrupt me, old chap,” said
Heoskins reproachinlly.  *This is rather

thing really striking in the way of minor important, Hobbyg."

“The chord of the minor ninth—"
resumed Hoskins,

“My father's coming down to Grey-
friars this afternoon, soon after dinner,
I think,” said Hobson,

_ "“Well, let him come,” said Hesking
impatiently. * What does that matter?”

“Well, it's a bit awkward," said-Hob-
son, colouring., *I=I sav, Hosky, I
know minor nineteenths are awfully
clever, and all that—"

“ Ninths!" yelled Hoskins.

“1 mean ninths. I know they're ne
end clever, but I'm really worried about
this,'" said Hobson. *“I am, rcally, old
fellow.” "

Hobson did indead look worried and
distressed.

Claude Hosking looked at him.

He sighed, and manfully bottled up
the minor ninths again. It was a greater
sacrifice than Hobby could have
imagined. The man who gave his life
for his friend was not “in it " with an
enthusiastic musician who bottled up
his minor ninths from the same cause.
¢ ;;Gt} it, Hobby," said Hoskins man-
1w,

“Thanks, old chap.” James Hobson
zat down on the bench. *It's like this.
Pedrillo’s .in _our study now, and we're
jolly goed friends, min't we, Pedrillo?”

“5i, amigo,” said the cirens wail
soltly. ]

“We're jolly glad to have him there,”
said Hobson.” " We pull together won-
derfully well. He's coming on with the
footer, too. At games practice yester-
ﬂgy. Hosky, vou ought to have seen

im."

“Mean to say you want to talk fool-
ball 2"

Hobson started guiltily, He realised
that he was wandering from the point.
Boccer was to him what minor ninths
were to his pal Claude.

“REh?* Oh, no! But vou remember,
tmy father has got o down on rcircus
people.  I've told vou about it, Pedrillo,
and von don't mind, do vou, old zconi?
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You seo, the pater’s never seen you.
Ha doesn’t know you from Adam. That's
how it 31s. But—but—"  Hobsun
rubbed his ndese. * He ordered me pot
to go to the circus when it was at Friar-
dale, and, of course, I never went. When
he learned that you'd been injured in
an accident, and the Head let you be
brought into sanny here, he came dowi
to see me, guite ratty.”

Pedrillo nodded.

“He told me to keep clear of you—
vory clear. No offence to you, persou-
ally, old scout, you know that, It's just
a prejudice, and he's mever seen you.
But—but when the Head put you in
the Shell, and Hacker shoved you 1n
our study, and asked Hosky and me to
lend you & Yriendly hand, what was a
fellow to do®" : ,
C“What you did,” said Hoskins,
“ Pedrille’s a good sort, and we both
like him, You were bound to be friends,
and write to your pater and tell him
how i wae™

“Phat's what T did,” said Hebson.
#“1—T didn't write at once. I—I didn't
exactly know how to put it best. But
I wrote."

Pedrillo’s handsome face clouded.

*1 hope your father 18 not a_pngrf!:.s'ﬁh
you for making me your friend?” Le
sxid. )

Holson rubbed hiz nose again,

“Well, he must see that a f-u!.;'!'!nw
couldn’t be a pig in his own study,”” he
snid. * Besides, I told him you were a
f’uiiy decent chap, and that I'd taken a
iking to you.” ] )

o Ehgm:haj; gracias!” said Pedrillo with
& smile. . i

“But le's caming dewn to-day. in no
end of & hurry,” said Hebson, ' Whether
it's upset him or nét I don't know,
But the pater iz the best chap going,
vou know—one of the very best, but a
Lit stiff. Some chaps think him & _mti:r_-r
grim dodger. I—I wondered—

“You wish me to change out of your
studv, amigo?” ]

Hobson shook his head vigorously.

“Na fear!"” .

“Couldn't have that,” said Claude
Hoskins decidedly.,  “Pedrillo is the
only fellow in the Shell who understands
anything about musie. I'm not parting
with him."

“1—1 was thinking—"" Hohszon
rolovred. “ Zorro's Circus 18 bver ab
lLantham now, you know. I—I was

thinking vou maght like to run aeross
and acﬂgif-_. As ;nu don't belong to 1t
naw, you might hke to sce the show,
as a member of the public, you know.
Hasking would like to go with you,
wonldn't you, Hosky? ' . =

“ Any old thing,” said Hoskins, " But
I'm quite willing to stay in and_ help
vou stand your pater, ‘Hobby., Don't
say I'm leiting you down,”

“Neo, no! If vou'll take Pedrillo over
to Lantham-——"

“Right-ho!" :

Bﬁt it was Pedrille's Lurn to shake his
head,

“I do not wish te go to the cireus”
lie exclaimed gquickly, “I—I dislike it
very much.”

“Oh dear!” mumbled Iohson.

He had a helpless look. Hobby was
o great man with his hands and his
feet, but when it came to thinking
things out, and laying plans, and schei-
ing schemes, Hobby was not yuite in his
element.

‘Evidently he bad given deep and un-
mustnme(f thought to this liitle schemo
for keeping Sir James Hobson Irom
meeting the circus wail at Greyfriars
Now he was floored.

“I do not wish fo see Senor Zorro
again,” gaid Pedrillo, his face flushing.
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“He was & bhard master to me—a crucl
master, No, no, amigo, I cannot go fo
the circus !

“But that's jolly odd,” said Hobzon.
“Haven't you told wus that that man
Zorro picked you up somewhere when
vou were a kid and took you into lns
circug becanse you had no home?”

“Verdad! He has told me =so,”
anawered Pedrille.

“Well, then, he can’t be such a bad
gort, can he?

“He is a hard and cruel man, and I
unmt"fn near him again if I can hch
it,” said Pedrillo. “If the senor school-
mastér had not so kindly allowed me to
stay at Greyfriars I should not have
gone back to the circus! Never!”

“Well, thsat's that, then!" said
Hobson, discouraged.

Peadrillo smiled. )

“But it ig easy,” he said. “I will go
out of gpates for afterncon. 1 will
not let yvour father see me f he dislikes

me.” .
“Tt isn't that. He can’t dislike a kid

he's never seen,” said Hobson. * And
he's got & kind heart, too. You
mightn't guess it, looking at him, but

he has. But it's & fact that he's zome-
how got such a down on circus people
that he won't listen to reason on that
gubject. If—if vou wouldn't mind keep-
ing clear of the study till he's gone, old
chap—— 1 know it’s a shame to ask

-you—a rotten shame; but——"

“Caro amigo, it is mnothing,” said
Pedrillo. “There is little I would not
do for friends who have been so kind
to me—a nameless waif from a eircus.

Your father shall not see me. I will
take a walk until teatime. I am very
glad to ees the countryside. I have

scen so little of England.”

“Tf you wouldn't really mind, old
bean.”

“0OF course not.™

“Y know it's a shame. You ain’t
stuffly about it, are you?" asked
Ilobson anxiously.

“Atufy? Angry? Oh. no! Why

should I be?' smiled Pedrillo. “It s
nothing—nothing at all.”

“That's all right,” said Heskins
cheerfully. *“ Pedrillo can take a little
walk with me, and I'll tell him what I
was thinking about a new arrangement
of the chord of the minor ninths—-"

Clang !
There's the bell

“0h, dear!
third !

And the 2hell fellows went to their
Form-room for third lesson, James
Hobson locking considerably relicved,
and at the same time a little clouded.
That extracrdinary and unreaszonable
preéjudice on the part of his father was
a warry on his mind—more so than
ever since he had chummed up with the
CITeus junior.

To Hobbs's simple mind it had
seemed a good idea [or Bir James to
meet the circus lad, when he would see
at once what & decent chap he was.
But for reasons which poor Hobby did
not even begin to uwnderstand, Sir James
had told him explicitly that he was re-
solved not to tee the hoy.

It was very puzzling and wvery un-
pleasant, but Hobby had no choice but
to respect his father's wishes.

As they were going to Mr. Hacker's
Form.reom, Hobby tapped the circus
junior on the arm.

“Bure you're not sluffy ?7 he asked.

Pedrillo laughed.

“Not in the least.”

“Quite sure ? asked 1Tobby anxiously.

" Quite,

“That's all right. then, old chap,”
said Hobson. “I kupw it's & shame,
but if wvou're not stulfy about it, =all
right.”

for

And Hobson of the Shell went in,
relieved in his mind, and was able, n
third lesson, to bestow a little attention
at last upon Mr. IHacker and 'his
valuable instructions.

e wE gem

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Two of a Kind !

(14 AMMY, old fellow.”

Bamniy Bunter of the Secand

Form winked.

When Bunter major addressed
Bunter minor as “old fellow,” it was
obvious to the meanest intelligonee that
Bunter major was going to ask for
something.

‘Fratarnal affection did noi flourish in
the Bunter family. In that happy
family circle it would have been difficuic
to let brotherly love continue, because
it had not begun.

“Bammy, old chap—""
¢ ’1‘1[3“. it !” said tho fat fag disrespect-

udly.
“Old fellow ¥ and "old chap.” indeed,
wera as futile with Sammy Bunter as
“dear old Peter  had heen with Peter
Todd., William George Bunter was a
little too well known. :

Bunter gave hiz minor a wraihiul
blink through his big spectacles,

“Look here, you Fﬂunﬁ: rotter—*'

“"That sounds more like you, Bill{,"
said Sammy of the Second agreeably.
“What do you want? I'm not giving
anything away.”

“I'm hard up.” .

I;‘Nut really " said Bammy sarcastic-
ally.
“Yes, really, old chap.”
“Been disappointed about o postal.
aorder 7" inquired the fat fag, with deep
derision. _

Billy Bunter hreathed hard. Only
the fact that he required the services of
Bammy DBunter zaved the fat fag from
an unbrotherly hack at that moment.
But Billy Bunter controelled his just
wrath.

“I'm going over to Lantham io the
cirens this afternoon,” said the Owl of
the Remove. “I've got the bob admis-
sion, and the fare over. It's getting
back that's the difficulty.”

“Don’t get back,” suggested Sammy
brightly.

TE Eh_?"

“Look how it would improve Grew-
friars if you didn't.,” argued Sammy.
“There's Jota of fellows would stand
you your fare to any station in ihe
kingti’nm if you wouldn't take & return
ticket."

“I—I—I * spluttered Bunter.

“Is that all?" asked Sammy. “I'm
stony, as it ha pens, All the samo il
I wasn't, thou IEJ 3

“T'va got a little scheme ——"

“FBow-wow !

“I want vou to help me, and I'll dn
the same for you ancther time,” urged
Bunter, “Dash it all, brothers ought to
back one another up.”

“They ought ! agreed Sammy. * Lais
of things that ou Si':t te happen don'i
happen, though. Haven't you notic:d
ithat "

“You help me this time, and I'll help
von next time yow'rn stuck for & raii-
way fare,” eaid Bunter, “That's
ericket.”

“Well, let's hear it, anyhow,” con-
ceded Sammy.

William George Bunter proceeded, io
explain the brilliant scheme he had nn-
folded to Peter Todd with such
dizastrous resulta.

But Bammy's ideas on tho subject of
honesty did mot resemble Peter Todd's.
They rather resembled Billy Bunter's.
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In all things, there was a strong family
likeness in the Bunter clan.

“He, he, he!” cackled Sammy.

“Good wheeze, what?” grinned Billy
Bunter. 3

It was said of old that a prophel is
without honour in his own country. But
William George Bunter was certainly
getting more appreciation from his
brother than he-was likely to receivo
from anvbody else at Greyfriars,

“But where do I come in T demanded
Sammy. “Looks =ss if you'll get
through sll right. But I d .

“I'll 'do the same for you next time
vou're up against it,” said Bunter.
“ Ona good turn deserves another, you
know."

“Well, that's fair,” agreed Bammy.
“What train do you get in by?"”

“Five-thirty at Friardale. You'll be
on the platform with two penny plal-
form tickets—one for you and one for
me.

“That will cost tuppence,”
sammy, holding out a fat paw.

“Well, you've got twopence, I suo-
pose "

“Buppose again!” suggested Sammy.

Billy Bunter unwillingly extracted
two pennies from his pocket and passed
them to his minot,

“Done!" said S8ammy. “Mind, you'll
have to play up when my turn comes.
I'm going over to Canterbury next
Saturday.”

“ Right-ho I"*

And the precious pair parcted, with
mutual satisfaction.

Billy Bunter rolled in to dinner, feel-
ing pleased. That great difﬁeui’t.;,' of
the return fare from Lantham was off
Lis fat mind now—owing to hiz brilliant
schemning and the assistance of his
minor. Bunter was feeling very pleased
with himself.

There was only one difficulty loft—ho
lacked a penny now for his platform-
ticket at Lantham. PBut that was a
small sum—DBunter was equal to that

sal:l

emergency, He tapped Peter Todd on
the arm when they came out after
dinner.

" Peter, old chap——"

“3hut 61"

“"Lend me a stamp!” urged Dunter.
“T've got to write home; you don't
want & chap to neglect his parents,
Toddy. My father's gothing q“i.l:-n
anxious about not hearing from me.”

“Tro you mean give you a stamp?”
asked Peter Todd grimly.

“Well, yes, blow von!"

Peter grinned.

“I've E:ot a stamp you can have. Hero
vou are!” And DPeter Todd gave Bun-
ter a three-halipenny stamp for his
letter home.

Billy Dunier blinked round the pas-
sage, amnd blinked round the quad, and
rolled inte the House again, and made
his way to the Remove passage. Had
Peter Todd cobserved hun he might
have supposed that he was going to
Btudy No. T to write his letter home.
But it was to Study No. 14 1in the Re-
move that Bunter directed his stops.

Fisher T. Fish, the Ameriean junior,
was there, It was the vouth from New
York that Bunter sought.

“1 zay, Fishy, can you

“Nope!” said Fisher T. Fish, at once.

“Lan yvou—"

TR A
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“Give me three-halfpence for a
stamp—"
“Oh! Nope, all the same. I'm nol

buving odd stamps from fellows" en-
swered Fisher T. Fish, “T'll give yvon
a penny for it. if youn like.”

‘Ilone ! said Dunter.

Fisher T. Iish reccived the three-
balf-penny stamp, and Bunler received
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wilth the bundles followed suit.
** Ticket, sir."* Bunter gasped.

The red-faced farmer handed over his tloket for inspectlon, and then the old lady

The Iinspaﬂur held out his hand to Bunter.

[ 14 I- o LR

inspector fixed an eye on the Owl of the Remove that was like a gimlet.

show your ficket here, sir ! Quick, please ! Can't keep the traln walting ! *
(See Chapter B.)

YL Tie
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“ Ticket 1’

the penny e needed. He rolled away
satisfied, leaving Fishy equally satished.
Making a halfpenny on a “deal " was
quite enough to bring a smile of happy
salisfaction to the sharp face of Fisher
1. Fish. And Bunter really was not
much of a loser by the transaction—he
had got the stamp very cheap. Tt had
cost i only & “whopper "—and that
was a trifle light as air to William
Creorge Dunter,

A c¢uarvter of an lhour later Dilly
Ihanter rolled out of the House. IHarry
Wharten & Co. were near the steps,
and Bunfer Llinked at them in passing.

“You fellows grinding through the
wd this afternoon?” he asked, with a
grin of derizion.

“Yee, old fal top!™ said Bob Cherry.

“milly asses! I'm poing by train!”

“Well, we could go by train, too, if
we were bilkers,” said Jiob. "I hope
vou'll have a good time picking oakum
when you're copped !

“Yah!”

Bunter rolled on.

“Runter, vou fat (duffer——" called
out Ilarry Whartan.

Yo and eat coke!™

And William George Dunter rolled
away, and caught his train [or Lan-
tham, with & shilling in his pocket for
the cireus, and & penny for a platform-
ticket, and a happy belief that he was
going to travel homeward later on al

the expense of an unsuspicious railway
company. Which happy belief might
have been well-founded—or, on the
other hand, might not!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Hobby's Pater |
(1 OW, old chap, the chord of the

N minor ninth=——"

“Fla, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharten & Ca.
chuckled ; they really could not help it,
Hosking of the 8hell passed them, & fow
minutes aftor Dunter was gone, coming
out of the Houso with Pedrillo.

Claude Hoskins was losing no time., ITe
was going for a long ramble with
Pedrillo, to show tho circus 'uninrjinr
English countryside, now looking brigl
and cheery in the early green of spring.
He had somo hours before him
which to enlighten hizs comrade on the
subject of minor ninths, Buat he was
not wasting a minute. Minor nintha
started st the same lime as Hoskins arul
Poedrillo.

1loskins glanced round at the Famony
Five, ;

Pedrillo gave them ® pleasant smile
and nod. The cirons wailf was very
friendly with the heroes of the Remove,
who had come to his aid after the
accident at the circus. _ .

“What are you fags cackling a
demanded Hoskins graffiy.

Tue Magxer Linnary.—XNo. 947.
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“(oing for a walk with the minor
ninety-ninths, old bean?” asked Bob
CUherry.

“He, ha, ha!"

“Oh, rats! Shut up! Come on,

Podrillo! Don't take any notice of these
cheeky fags!” said Hoskins loftily.

And he walked on with his amiling
chum; and a moment later forgot the
existence of the cheeky fags. — Minor
ninths e¢laimed all. his attention and
filled up his universe.

“About time we wheeled out the
jiggers,” yawned Bob, “Is that ass
Teddy comingt” .

Peter Todd came out and joined the
shums of the Remove. Evidently he
was letting his lines for Loder * keep.”

“Ready*” he announced.

And the six jumiors proceeded to
wheal out their machings. They
whealed them ont of gates, and in the
road came on Hobson of the Bhell. He
was standing .outside the school gates,
with & cheerless expression on his
rugged faco.

“Hallo, hallg, hallo, Hobby!" ealled

ont Bob Cherry.
Shell glanced

The captain of the
round. .

“You're looking merry and bright!"™
said Bob. “Get your jigger and como
along with us to the circns!™

Hohson shook his head.

“My pater's coming,” he answered.
“Besides, I don't go to the giddy circus
—the pamr‘s down on it, Have s
tima !’

“Hard cheeszo, old bean!”

The juniors mounted their machines
and rode away, leaving Hobson of the
Bhell at the gates, eovidently waiting
there for his father's arrival.

A mile along the road a car came in
sight, speeding in the direction of Gray-
friars. A tall, severe-featured man,
with an eveglass screwed wto his eye
sal bolt upright in it.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! That's Hobby's
pater I said Bob Cherry.

The tall baronet did not glance at the
assing cyclists, There was a frown on
1is. brow, and, judging by his expres
sion, the chuma of the Remove did not
think that Hobby was booked for a
pleasant afternocon. The car rushed by,
and was gone in a few moments,
“Muddy—what?" said Bolr Cherry,
as the juniors turned into a lane that

led towards Lantham by way of
Redelyife.

““The mudfulness ig*terrific!™

“Can't be helped,” said Harry

Wharton, * Put it on!”

. There had been recont rain, and the
country lanes undoubtedly were wvery
muddy. Billy Bunter, in the train, was
undoubtedly travelling more luxuriously
than the Famous Five and Toddy.

Up hill and down hill, by lane and
byway and field-path, the Greyiriara
juntors ploughed on. They were good
riders all, Lut on the aticky mud the
going was not good, and progress was
not very rapid,

All of them wera glad when ihey
rame out of tha lanes at laszt into the
fantham High Road.

“This "is better ™ remarked Bob
Cherry,.  “My hat! We've been an
hour and a half grinding up the mud.
We can put it on now, thnugh. i

And the juniors put 1t on, and
w i on towards the town of
Lantham.

Jorre's Bpanish Circus was camped in
a field at a short distance from Launtham
Hailway Station. The juniors came In
sight of the big marquee, and heard the
sound of the thumping of -a hig drum.
1t was a fine afternoon, and a guod
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many Lantham folk were heading for
the circus. DBy the roadside 2 man with
& barrow was doing a good business with
ginger-beer, buns and bullseyes. FHarr

Wharton & Co. dismounted at the rail-
way station, to put up their bicycles
in the building. Then they walked to
the circus field, and joined the stream of
people heading for the tent.

*“1 say, you fellows——"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Bunter
=turned up like & bad penny.”

“Did vou get muddyi”
Bunter.

“The mindiulness was !

“"Terrific,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“ And we shall get muddier going home
—but what's the odds eo long as yan're
appy. You'll get samething worse when
you go back, ﬁuunﬂ',”

“Eh, what?” asked the Owl of the
Bemove.

“You'll get copped!" chuckled Bob.

“Yah "

Billy Bunter sniffed and rolled away.
He¢ was heading for the big tent, but he
paused at the barrow of refreshments by
the roadside. IIe blinked at the refresh-
ments with longing eyes. Then he
blinked at the circus tent, and then he
blinked at the barrow pgain. Harry
Wharton & Co. grinned as they
watched him.

Evidently the fat junior was torn be-
tween his desire to sample the refresh-
ments, and the grim necessity of keep-
ing his shilling if he wanted to go into
the circus. He blinked round at the
chums of the Remove,

“1 sy, vou fellows—"

“ Nothing doing!" chuckled Dob,

TF E!Eﬂt !l?‘

Bunter rollad on, but he seemed un-
able quite to detach himself from the
sicht of the refreshments. He rolled
back again. and stood gazing at the
barrow. There was a hoot of a motor-
car on the road, and it stopped, and a
tall gentleman stenped out and crossed
into the eircus field with a quick stride.

“My only hat!” ejaculated Johnny
Bull. “Hohhy's pater i3 haunting us
this afternoon.* :

“It's jollv old &ir James!" said Bob
in amazement. :

“Going to the cireus!” grinned
Nugent. *“ He doesn’t let Hobby go—
and he's going himself! 1 don't call
that erickat.”

Harry Wharton glanced aftor the tall
figura of the baronet in surprise.

grinned
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Nearly a couple of hours ago the
juniors had passed his car, then heading
for Greyfriars School. Evidently the
baronet had not spent & great deal of
time with his son, for here he was—at
Lantham. But the surprising thing was
that he had evidently come over to
Lantham, after going to Greyfriars, on
account of the circus, :

“Well, that's dashed gqueer,” said
Harry. ‘““He can't be going to see¢ the
show, surely, or he wouldn't mind
Hobby goi

ing.
"I'Co-flfe'aggqing round the tent,” said

Bab., “Circuzes can hardly in his
line, I should think."
“It's jolly odd,” said Nugent. “You

remember we saw him talking to that
man Zorro, the day the circus was at
Friardale—the dayﬂf’edril{u had his acci-
dent. Fancy a stiff old stick like
Hobby's pater knowing a circus pro-
prietor—and calling on him." .

Sir James Hobson's tall figure dis-
appeared beyond the big tent, and the
juniors knew that he muﬁ‘l only be head-
ing for the camped caravans behind the
tent. It was odd enough to sce him
there, after his stern prohibition to his
gon, and the juniors could not help
realising how extremely odd it was.

But they dismissed the wmatter from
their minds ns they joined the stream
of people pouring into the big marquee.
The rformance was beginning, with
galloping horses thundering round the
ring, and the chums of the Remaove took
their scats and gave their attention to
the circus.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Makes Discoveries !

ILLY BUNTER hesitated. ;
B It is well said that he who hesi-
tates is lost.
Bunter was hungry.

That was not aurprising, as It was a
couple of hours since dinner, and at
dinner Bunter had only eaten enough
for three Fellows.

He had manfully resisted the auto-
matic chocolaté machine at the station.
But the barrow of refreshments was too
much for him. :

Ha wanted to go to the n:rt-ua--!:a
had come over to Lantham for the cir-
cus, taking the risk of ' bilking” the
railway company on his journey back.
But when Bunter was hupgry, all minor
considerations had to go by the board.

Beaides, Bunter remembered that he
had once seen & circus by the extra-
ordinary expedient of crecping under
the edge of the tent canvas, and thus
insinuating himself into the audienco
without paying for admission. On that
occasion, unfortunately, he had not becn
detected and kicked out.

80 he was tempted to try his luck
ugiain in the same way. anaiz

n unfolding his scheme for bilking
the railway, Bunter had explained to the
juniore that railway companies were fair
game. Perhaps he considered circuses
fair game also. There were, in fact
few things that Bunter did not consider
fair game when it was a tuestion of
hnneluFtirlg W. ;. Bunler of the Remove.
Perhaps, however, Bunter did not think
at all; he wns not, as a rule, much
given to thinking. :

Bunter’s shilling passed over to tho
keeper of the refreshment stall, and re-
freshments, liquid and solid, to that
value, were disposed of by Bunter in a
very few minutes, i

VWath his financial possessions reduced
to one penny—which was absolutely
essential for & blatform ticket when he
E:nt back—Bunter rolled away, feeling

tter.
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He did not head for the entrance of
the big tent now, however, ‘Lhat was
useless as there was a helty gensleman
standing there to take the money as the
people went in.

Bunter, assuming an awr of exagger-
ated carelesznecas, strolled round the tent,
tr}'inf; to loox like a fellow who was
merely sauntering about admiring the
landscape.

Between the tent and the camped
vehicles belonging to the circus was &
deserted space, and there Bunter

atnlgpﬂd+ d

& blinked round him very cautiously.
and stooping, pulled up the E{igﬁ of the
rough canvas where it touched the grass,

The lighted interior of the circus tent
burst upon his view, and he had a
glimpse of packed spectators and ﬁatlup-
ing horses, and & clown jumping through
a paper hoop. .

But it was only a glimpse,

- The next moment a grasp that seemed
like &an iron vice closed on Bunter's arm,
and he was jerked to his feet—outside
tha tant.

it Gw ]FI‘

*You young rogue!”

It was one of the circus attendants, a
horsy, rough-locking man. The short-
sighted Owl of the Remove, when he
blinked round to make sore that he was
unobserved, had been.in full view of the
hersy man, without seeing him. The
man. had watched him in blank astonish-
ment as he stooped to worm his way
into the tent in the happy delusion that
ha was unseen.

H1—1 say——'

“¥You young rascal !”

“Ow ! gasped Bunter,

*

a3 the ecircus

man shook him. “Wow! Leggo! I—
I wasn't going in—"

Shaka! Shake! Shake!

“Yaroooh! Iegro! Helpl!®

Bhake! Shake! Shake!

The man was a rather rough fellow,
and no doubt he considered that Bunter
needed a lesson for his dishonesty. He
proceeded to give him one.

Bunter was shaken till his teeth chat-
tered, and his little round eves almost
bulged through his glasses.

“ 0w ! ov beast!: he
spluttered.

In sheer desperation the Owl of the
Remove hacked the horsy man's shins,

It was the circus man's turn to yell
then. .

He released Bunter aunite suddenly,
and staggered against the tent, with a
vell of anguish, Ik

The next moment he was springing at
the Owl of the Remove, with an expres-
aston on hiz stubbly face that was guite
alarming to contemplate—had Bunter
stayod to contemplate it.

But he didn't. The instant he was
released Bunter spun away and fed
wildly.

There was &
steps efter him.

Bunter fled round the camped vans
and shelters belonging to the circus,
panting for breath; and then, stopping,
he stooped and dodged under a van. He
knew that he must be caught long before
he could get across the field and escape,
and he was right: for he had hardly dis-
appearcd under the van_when the pur-
guer came tearing round the van after
him. Had Bunter still been running, he
would have been clutched a moment or
two later.

TUnder the von, Dunter crouched and
palpitated, wntciﬁng with a terrified
gaze the rough trousers and boots of his

ursuer, which were all he could see of

im.

Fortunately, those trousers and boots
passed on. . )

Bunter gasped with relief.

Leggo!"

tramping of heavy foot-

111
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Evidently, the man had not guessed
that he had dodged under the van, and
was running on, expecting to sight him
somewhere, scutthng  among tho
vehicles.

“Oh dear!” mosned Bunter.

He gasped and panted and palpitated,
and fairly squirmed with apprehension
when he saw, through the wheels of
other vehiclps, the trousers and boots
stop and turn back. Was the beast com-
ing back to root him from under the
van?

But the man stopped again as & sharp,
hard, authoritative voico spoke suddenly.

“Here, my man! Where is your
master—Senor Zorro?”

Bunter started. He had heard that
voice before, though he did not remem-
ber where and when. Certainly it was
not the voice of anyone belonging to the
¢ireua,

“In the tent, sir,” answered the
gttendant who had shaken Bunter.

“This iz his van, I think "

The speaker was standing on the steps
of the van, under the other end of which
Bunter had dodged.

“Yes, air.”

“T will wait here. Tell Benor Zorro
that I must see him_at once.”

“The show's going on now, sir,”
pnswered the man gruffly. “Mr. Zorro
won't leave the tent now.”

“Give him my message!” rapped out
the imperious voige.

“What name shall I say, then?”

Thera was a moment's pause.

“8Bay Sir James; the other nameo does
not matter.”

“Very good, sir,”

The trousers and boots E:-Dl‘- into motion

again, grgaﬂ;.r to. Bunter's relief, ond
vanished in the direction of the big
marguee.

Bunter lay on the grass under the van,
still palpitating, but with funk giving
place to keen curiosity. He knew now
where he had heard that sharp, com-
ll'iﬂ'ﬂdlnf_‘ voice hefore—the name of Siv
James had given him the clue. It was
Bir James Hobson—the father of Hobson
af ‘the Shall—who was standing on the
steps of SBenor Zorro's caravan.

unter was quite amazed. i

Harry Wharton & Co. had noticed the
baronet's arrival at the circus pitch, but
Bunter had been too interested in tho
refreshment stall to observe anything
that was not eatable or drinkable.
Bunter knew how sternly 8ir James had
prohibited his son from visiting the
circus. Yot here he was himself, asking
to see Benor Zorre., It really was very
extraordinary. It was astonishing that
a man in Sir James Hobson’s position
should have any acquaintance with a
strolling foreign showman at all.  In-

wisitiveness was Bunter's besetting sin.
;-l{a had intended to hide under the van
until it was safe to emerge and flee—now

Tue Magxer Lizmary.—No. 947.
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e gdid not think of emerging. For the
presont, the Peeping Tom of Greyfriars
intended to give his legs a vest and use
his ears.

Minutes passed, and Bunter heard an
impatient exclamation from the baronet:

he tall gentleman descended from
the caravan steps, and moved to and fro
beside thHe van, impatiently pacing.

Hiz boots passed and repassed in
Bunter's range of vision, only a few [eot
from the concealed Owl of tha Remove.

8ir James stopped at last, and swung

round, and Bunter, blinking out from
inder the other side of tha van, had a
view of another pair of boots, doubtless
worn by Senor Zorro, the circus -pro-
prietor.

“*Benor 1?

“I have been walting here,” zaid the
baronet harshly,

“1 was not expecting you, senor,” said
the Spaniard in English, but with a
strong foreign accent. “You have called
me away from the performance——="

“ Nonsense!” rapped out Sir James.
Evidently the performances at  the
Hpanish eirous were & very lght matter
in the haughty gentleman’s eyes. I
must speak to you at onca.”

“Bpeak, senor,” said Zorroe sulkily.

“I1 have just come from Gréyfriars.”

" Verdad ¥

“The boy is there "

“Pedrillo! 8i, sénor, he Is there; he
was taken to the school hospital after his
accident, But the senor knew—-_"

“I knew—yes. It was o disaster,
hllt—__l—fu

From the motions of 8ir James' hoots,
Bunter knew that he was glancing
round Lumim{ as he glanced, evidently
to make sure t tat no one wis in hearing.

Fortunately for Bunter, 1t’did not ocour
te the baronet to look under the van.

" Well, then, senor I said the Spaniard,
iun the same sulky tone,

No doubt the cireus performance was
a greater matier to Senor Zorro than to
s visitor,

“It was a disaster—a dizaster,” re-
peated Siv James. “You should have
laken nroro care™

The Bpaniard shrugged his shoulders.

“The accident was no fault of mine.
How could-I foresea it? How could I
foresee that a car would be stopped to
take the bov io hospital—that it would
e the schoolmaster's car? The boy will
leave the school when he is well, What
matters I

“YWhy did you bring wyour eircus to
Eoglend again at all? exclaimed the
lraronet passionately, “But for that
T

“After all ihese years, what mabbters?
A man with his bread to earn followa

Fortune wherever she leads™ said
forro sulkily., “And after all these
voprg——="

T tell you the boy is at Greyfriars
School. He is well again, and the head-
master 18 keeping him there”

“Carambo! And why?”

“To care for him while some effort is
made fo trace his English relations®

"Por Dios! Verdad ¥ said tho cirens
proprietor.  “But, even so, what can
ihey discover? 'The boy does not even
know his ovwvn name.”

“That 15 not all. My son 13 at Grey-
friave.”

“¥our son i )

“And the Head has placed tlie boy in
liia Form—in his study. Thoey have met
—they have become friends !

“Por Dios!" exclaimed Senor Zorro
ngain, and this tima his voice showed
that he was startled. ;

Undor the van, Billy Bunter blinked
at the feet of the speakers, and wondered
whether lic was dreaming.

“He must he got away from

Tur Micxer LiBRARY.—No) 947,

the

school—at once—at once,” said Six
James. “No stone must be left une
turned. You understand that, fool that
you are, Juan ZLorro

“Do not trouble yourself, scnor. I
will claim him, and ha will be given
back to me. He iz useless now for his
own work, alter such a mischance,
but—"*

“What does that matter 7 ground out
the angry baronet. * Have you not been
paid?  Are.you not being paid? I tell

l:ﬂ.l—-——”

“As the senor wishes, To-morrow

“Tomorrow!” snarled the baronet,
“Yes, to-morrow is always the word with
a .E:p&niar-:l! To-morrow will not do:
you must take the boy away to-day.”

‘“But my eireus—"

Senor, ZLorro. broke off, perhaps
daunted . by the expression on the
baronet's face. - He went on sulkily :

“1 am at your orders, senor! 1 will
go to the school to-day. I will leave
the circus in’ charge of others. Satisfy
yourself, senor—the boy shall- hot re-
main another night under that roof.”

“Let it be so, then!  Axnd hearken to
me, Zorro.  Immediately he iz in your
'ﬂ_qlqu, strike your camp and travel from

ere.”

*We are doing good business here,”
said Zorro sullenly, '

“I tell you—" Bir James Hobson's
voice was harsh and rasping, savagely
threatening in its tone. * I tell you, you
will travel from here this very 'might,
with the boy in your keeping, and you
will leave England again- irnmediately.
Not a word. I will make it worth vour
while to go, But you leave at once—at
once—and you never return.”

“But after so many years—"

“Enough !”

" As the senor pleases.™

“Go, then!"™

Sir James Hobson strode away. Senor
Zorro stood by the van, so near to
Bunter .that the fat junior could have
touched him by stretching out a hand.
He was staring after the baronet, and
muttering to  himself in  Spanish.
Bunter did not understand tha words;
but the tone was sufficient to tgll him
that the circus proprietor was swearing
savagely.

Zorro moved away ab last, but he did
not return to the marguee, He went up
the steps into his van, and Bunter heard
himm moving about overhead. And the
Owl of the Remove, in a state of ahso-
lute amazement at what he had heard—
almost wondering whether he had been
dreaming—ocrept out from under the
van, and took to his heels,

Py

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Too Clever By Hall !

i“ H dear!” gasped Bunter.

O The Owl of the Remaove did
not stop till & couple of ficlds
lay Dbetween him and the

cireus pitch.

What he had Lheard had amazed him,
perplexed him, and at the same time
terrified him.

The bare thought of Sir James Hobson
learning that he had played the caves-
dropper, made Bunter feel cold alon
hiz fat spine. The grim-faced, hard-
eved baronet was rather a ilerrifying
person at the bost of times; and the
swarthy Zorro, with hiz black cyes and
black moustache and cruel mouth, was
almost equally termiying. Bunter's

podgy heart almost stopped beating at
the tinught- of being spotted by cither
of them,

But he was: safe now. e zal down {o

rest on a felled tree, two fields away
from the Spanish Cireus, and pumped in
breath.

He blinked several times uncasily
through the hedge, behind which he sat
on the log; but there was no sign of
pursutt.  Nobody, in fact, was taking
any heed of Bunter's existence; and for
once the Owl of the Remove was glad to
be ignored.

Having recovered his breath, Bunter
mopped his perspiring brow, and re-
flected on what ha had overheard.
Bunter was not much given to reflec-
tion, but what he had heard wad so
strange, so amazing, that it filled up
his fat mind, and he could not help
thinking over it, and trying to elucidate
what it might possibly mean.

Sir James Hobson—the wealthy
baronet,  [ather of the captain of the
Shell at Greylriers—was leagued with
a more or less disreputable circus man—
a  foreigner, & strolling showman.
Bunter rubbed his little fat nose as he
thought it over, blankly amazed. What
would Hobby say if he knew? What
would the fellows say? Bunter, who
was fond of discovering details of other
people’s business, had discovered some-
th%}% with a vengeance, this time.

. What did Sir James know about the
boy Pedrillo? Why dida't he want
Pedrillo at Crevfriars? Why?

It was inexplicable,

Bunter did not care much now .about

aving missed the circus performande.
‘He had struck something much more
eptertaining. In fact, it was not till he
noticed, in the distance, a crowd, pour-
ing out of the marquee, that he remem-
bered the circus at all.

The performance was over, Bill
Bunter rolled away in the direction o
the railway station, reminded that he
had a train to éateh. Bir James' afaivs
had to be dizmissed from hiz fat mind
for the present.

At Lantham Station he came on
Harry Wharton & Co., taking out their

I:ic;? 8,

“Hallo, ballo, hallo! Here we are
again!” exclaimed DBob Cherry, "1
didn't see you at the circus, fatty.”

“T1 decided not to go, after all,” said
Bunter.  * Rather a kiddish sort of
show, wou know, All very well for
fellows like you.”

L4 ] Dh !Jl : ;

“Just about on & level with your in-
tellects, what " said Bunter agreeably.

Johnny Bull made & lunge with hLis
boot, and Bunter skipped into the
station. Harry Wharton & Co. mounted
their bicycles for the ride back to Grey.
friara.

Bunter was going back in a much
egsier manner. At Friardale Station,
he was to meet his minor—armed with
two Friardale platform tickets, accord-
ing to arrangement. Bo far as Bunter
conld see, the scheme would work with-
out a hitch, and he was to have a free
vide home. As for the dishonesty of the
scheme, Bunter rea!!i.r_ did not seem
capable of understanding that at all.
Perhaps he could not see it; an:‘] per-
haps 1t was a case of none being s2
blind as those whe refuse to see,

He rolled inte Lantham Station, amd
extracted & platform ticket from the
antomatic machine, by inserting his final
penny.

Then he rolled away to the

“Train in from Woodend "
ithe ticket-collector.

“Five minutes, sir.”

“0Oh, I'll go on and wait, Lthen!”

Bunter showed hia platform ticket, anti
rolled on., Tha train from Woodend
was the one that went on to Friardale,
by way of Blackwood and Redelyffe,

Bunter moved along to the farther

latfarm.
e ashked
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The train stopped, and Hoskins and Pedrillo noticed an inspecior
enter one of the carriages. The next moment a fat flgure emerged
i quite suddenly, helped by an iron grip on his fat arm. ** Hallo,

know. He's landed in trouble.”

thats Bunier I* remarked Hoskins carelessly.

Pedrillo paused 1o glance at the
fal junlor, (See Chapler 7.)

‘A Remove fag, you

vad of the platform, where a number
af people had gathered to take the
ATIRLL.

Tliere was a cheery grin on his face,

All these people aboub him had paid
for their tickets—not possessing the
brilliant cleverness of William Ueorge
Bunter, who fattered himself that ﬁu
linow a trick worth two of that. He was
the only fellow there who was bright
wnough to travel on the rallway without
buying a ficket. It was to be hoped
that ho wasz also the only fellow there
who was unscrupulous cnough; but
Hunter did not thing sbout that aspect
of the n:atter.

The train camn in from the direction
of Woeodend, aud stbpped. A dozen

passengers took their

places—DBunter
among them,

His platform ticket, price one ponny,
was in his pocket; there was nothing to
indicate that he did not possess a
travelling ticket like the rest,

He [elt o slight throb of uneasiness
az he sat down, however, wondering
whether the Lantham ticket-collector
might possibly have an eve on him.
Apparently that was not the case, how-
cver, The man was still at the gate
punching tickets as passengers came in;
and the porters on the platform, of
vourso, knew nething absaut the variety
of ticket that Bouler had provided him-
sell with.

Still, he was relieved when the train
started,

It rolled out of the
Bunter grinned cheorily.
off —ticketless |

There werp two other
his carriage—a plump, red-faced tarmer,
and an tﬁd lady in black who carried
several parcals, {mﬁng :p&nrentl ‘been
shopping at Lantham. he -0[5 lady
became busy in wrﬁng out £ ticket from
her bag, The farmer's ticket was stick-
ing out of his waisteoat-pocket.

station, and
He was safely

RISCNEOrE in

A

%

Buuter felt o sonse of inlei]ect-t:tnl

superiority.,  Neither of these peopls

knew how to travel cheaply hke

Duntee -
Why, it was as casy as faliing off a

form! At Friardale, he would step out
of the train, and meet RSammy, Sammy
would hand him a Friardale platform
ticket,

All he had to do was to show that
penny ticket when he left the station--
just &5 if he had been: on the platform
with SBaminy to see somebody off in the
tramnl

What could be simpler?

Really it was easier than falling off &
forint  Haminy wauld have the licket

THe AMicxeT Lamaanyv.—Xo. 947,
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all ready, with a hole in it as if it had
been punched at the barrier when
Bunter walked on. Really this wheeze
was no end of & catel ;. it ‘was worth ad-
vertiging in the papers as an improved
method of travelling cheaply.,

The train stopped at Blackwood.

The old lady had not yet extracted
ner ticket from among the other numer-
oue contents of her bag, and she looked
VOry Nervous.

“Po they look at the tickets here?™
tha asked, addressing the farmer.

“No, ma'am, I think net.”

The train restarted.

But the cheery grin had faded from
Billy Bunter's face now., The old lady's
remark had given him a sudden chill.

The best-laid schemes of mice and
men gang aft agley! Bunter, with all
hiz astuteness, had overlooked that little

point.

There was another station before
Friardale.  The train would stop at
Redelyffe.

" Buppose some beast—some awful beast
—gome unspeakable beast of an inspee-
tor, askod to sea the tickets there!

Bunter remembered, with a horrid
sinking in his heart, that it sometimes
happened.

nstead of the tickets being collected
at the journey's end, it sometimes hap-
pened that an inspector camo along the
train and looked ot them Dbefore the
journey's end.

Suspicious beasta! Just os if they
suspected upright and hononrable mem-
bers of the public of Dbilking them!
Bunter was greatly disgusted with such
suepicionsnoss.

He sat in a iremor while the train
van on to Redelyfe. The train stopped
in that station—tihe last before Triar-
dalea.

Buntor quaked.

Only too clearly he recalled now that
tickets sometimes had to be shown there.
He had never known why.

Was it possible that his astute wheeze,
his  wonderful scheme for travelling
without paying his fare, was not so new
o8 he had supposed—that the railway
company was “wide ™ to it—and that
they sometimes had the tickets inspected
rn route, in order to catch just such
clever fellows as Bunter!

Bunter listened with all hia ears, and
he felt almost sick when he heard a
voice outside the carriage.

“Tickets, pleasc !

He suppressed a groan.

The door of the carviage opened. A
ticket 1nspector’s head was nserted and
a hand was held out,

“Tickets, pleasa!™

Bunter sat Jdumb.

Farther down the line Sammy Bunier
was waiting at Friardale with that plat-
form ticket lor Bunter, which was to
liave enabled him te bilk the company
g0 cleverly.

But SBamiuy and lus olatform ticket
were not of nmich wvse to Bunter now—
nt Redelyffe, with a suspicious beast ask-
ing to see his railway ticket, )

The red-faced farmer handed over his
ticket for inspeciion, and then the old
lady with the bundles followed suit.
The inspector held out his hand {o
Bunter,

ETitt:lwi:-, Eii“!:;

uiiter gasped,
i II_I_g__“I
:: Tn:!-rept; i

The inspeclor fixed an eye on Bunier
ihat was hke a gimlet, )

*You thow your ticket here, sir.
uick, please!  Can't keep the train
waiting 1"’ )
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“ All—all right!” gasped Bunter.

Ha had one hope left—that the train
could not be ke waiting while he
mede a pretended search for his ticket.

He groped in one pocket, and then in
another,

“J=I forget where I put it!" ho
gasped.

“ Look herg—="

“I=I'm trving o fnd 1L ™

“T'm waiting 1 said the
grimly.

The guard camo
glamming doors.

" Hold on, George " said ithe imspec-
tor. “Herc's a young gentleman can’t
find his ticket !™

The inspector’s look was grim and his
tone was ironical. The guard grinned.
And it was borne in upon Bunter's nind
that the inspector knew perfectly well
that he hadn't a ticket. Bunter was not
the Arst “bilk " in that railway gentle-
man's experience.

“ Now, sir—sharp!”

HI—I—-1 can’t find it——"

“The train can't wait!"”

“ But—but I—"

“Kindly step out of the train!”

“But—but 'n going o Friardale ™
gasped Bunter. ) .

“If you show vour ticket—coriainly [
said tho -inspector, with grim humour.
“If not, wyou're going to Redclylfe
police-station, sir "

dd ﬂh !'I‘l

Bunter collapsed.

inspector

along the {rain,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Friend in Need !

i BIT fagged, what? said
A Hozkins.
Pedrillo nodded.

The two Shell fellows had
had a long ramble that afterncon.

Pedrillo was guite keen on it—and, in
any case, he had resolved to remain out
of gaics nntil Hobby's pater had come
to Greyfriars and gone again,

He onjoyed the ramble among the
F’Imm:t. fields and woods of Kent—per-
japs not enjoying quite so much tho
musical conversation of his {riend
Heoskins.

Hoskins had poinfed out many objects
of interest in the countryvside. But he
hod been chicfly occupicd in pointing
out what he was doing in music, what
he hoped to do, and what it was up to
him to do, as the ouly musician of
modern times who really understood the
subject. Especially was he cloquent ou
that burning topic, the chord of the
minor ninth.

On their homeward wav the two Sheil
fellows walked thrwﬁil Redclyffe, and
by that time Pedrllo was feeling a
little tired, cither from ihe long walk
or from the minor ninth. ;

Hoskins, as = malter of fact, was
rather tired, too; deeply engrossed in
the luminous exposition of his views
on music, he had really not uoliced how
many miles he had walked. Bul he
realised now that he had walked a good
many. _

“Wa can take the {rain fram here,”
he said, locking at his walch., “The
530 at Friurdnﬁ: gocs through Red-
lyffe at about a quarter-past five. We
shall catch it all right.” :

“Muy bien!” assented Pedrillo.
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And the chums of the Shell went inio
the station, bought their tickets for
Frinrdale, and walked on the platform.

“There she comes!” remarked Hos-
kins, o3 the train came in sight from tho
direction of Lantham,

The train stopped, and the Shell
fellows noticed an inspector going along
flic carriages examining tickets, with-
out giving him any particular attention.

But they sat up and took notice, as it
were, a3 & very  unusual  incident
crcurred.

From one of the carriages a fat figure
vinerged quite suddenly, helped by an
iron grip on its fat arm.

“Hallo! That's Bunter!” remarked
Hoskins ' carelessly. " A Remove fag,
you know | He's landed in trouble.
Well, here's our Earriage, old chap.
Como on I

Pedrillo paused to glance at Bunter.

It was only too plain that the Remove
fag had landed inte trouble. His fat
face was the picture of woo.

“I—1 eay, I—I've lost my ticket!”
he howled. “How—how dare you say
I'm travelling without a ticket! Think
I'm a Wlk?”

“Come on, old chap!” said Iloskins.
“We don't want to lose this train.”

"“Hold on & minnte!” Bunter—"

“(Oh, bother, Bunter ™

“Ho says he's lost his ticket,” said
Pedrillo.

Hoskins lavghed.

“Gammon! Travelling without a
ticket, moro likely! He's an awful
young rotteri”

Bunter spotted the two Shell fellows,
and yelled to them.

“1 say, you fellows—I say, Hoskins,
old chap—"
“Go  and

Hoskins.

“1 say, this man says I'm travellin
without a ticket!” roared Buwmter. “
=ay, you [ellows, stand by a Greviviars

eat coke!”  answered

chap.”

“Rats!”

“Beast! Tell him I'm a Greyiriars
man, and that you know I wouldn't

travel without a ticket ! howled Bunter.

Tho inspector glanced at Hoskins.

“Do wvou know this young [cllow,
sir 7" he asked.

“Not exactly,” said Hoskins. “I'm
in the Shell. I've seen him about
Ureyiriars.” ) _

“You hal Letter come quielly with
we, my boy,” said the nspector,” “It is
quite clear that you have no ticket, and
you are answerable for attempiing 1o
defraud the company.™

“1 zay, you fellows—

“Come "

“Help ! yelled Bunter desverﬁiﬂy-

The train windows were lined with
fuces, slaring at the scene. The Red-
vlyfie porters had gathered round, grin-
ning. Hoskins reddened with annoy-
ance. Tt really was very disagreeable
to be cloimed as an acquainiance by a
fellow who was being taken up fow
defrauding the railway company. But
Pedrillo, who did not know Bunter so
well as other Greyfriars fellows did,
{elt wore commpassion for the terrified
voung rascal. ;

" Let's see hun through, lloskins™ L
pait. “Ide says he has lost his ticket,
you Know=—"

Y Gammon |V

“Let's help him out;
lrue,” : :

“That inspector jolly well Lnows it
mn't, or Le wouldn't have collared
him.*™ _ .

“AtLill, he's a Greyfriars kid,” sanl
Podrillo. “He may not have inlended
to cheat.”

(Cunliiued on page 17.)
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'I he Career of
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U one will, I venture to say, dispute
the fact that Huddersfleld Town is
the gremtest elub in the Football
Lengue, Since the War, indeed,

they hoave made football history which, as
it grows with Father Time, bids falr io out-
snink the magnificent record of the famou~
Villa of Aston. ‘In ‘five seasons they have
appeared twice in the Cup Final; twice in
succession have they won the First Bivision
champlonship, and at the moment of writing
they are looked upon as potentlal winoers
of the champlonship again, To carry off
guch an achisvement nesds § really great
nod Imnsiste’nu eleven. Hupddersfield have
got k.

Btrong In both attack and defence, the
Town, perhaps, Is more notable for its rock-
like defence. With Tavlor In goal and Wads-
worth and Parkas in the full-back divlsion
there are few forwards who bave a happy
time when Huddersfield are thelr opponents.
Of thizs defemce the greatest is, porhaps,
Taylor, England’s custodizn. But nlmost as
great, if not as great, I8 Samuel Wadsworth,
who plays ab lelt back. and who, sineo his
enrly connection with the Town team In
1521, has asslsted them in all their many
triumphs.

Have you scen S8am in petion? He s
A polished . defender. His keenne:s, his
tlioroughness, his anticipation, his clean
kicking, and, above all, his abundant pluck,
stamp him as a master. Samupel {8 one of
the * never-say-die " type, and until the last
rolo upon the whistle of the referee is played
he goes mll cout. A great defender, indeed,
who has piayed many sparkling games for
his ¢lub and glven many brilliant exhibitions
for his coyntry. 1f you've never seen Wads-
worth, L ml.))' tip and pay a visit to your
nearest Firat Divisloners next time the Town
are visitora.

His age, 05 near as I can tell you, Is
twenty-five. It may be twenty-six, but as
I have uo means of ascerlalning within a
month or so, 1 showld say that tweoty-fAve
is the more reliable figure. This I do know,
lhowever—that Samuel is a Lancashire-born
lad, having first come into the world at a
cortain little town famous for its cotton and
goal industry pamed Darwen.

And o Darwen Sam spent his boyhood.
He aspent it, w8 you may gueas, chiefly ii
playing football and laving the foundation-
stones of the great career on the playing-
flald which has since bheen his. Like other
lads of his temperament, he played the game
in all its forms, and, drifting from one club
to another. waz-foally spotted by a repre-
sontative of Blackburn Rovers and signed on.
"As a Hover, however, Samuel did not

leage. The management of the club failed

gce the promisa amd the possibilities in
the youngater,” and so offered no objection
when - Nelson came forward and asked to
kign him on. 8o to Nelson Samuel went,
‘and for Nelaon he played well—so well,
indeed, that the scouts of Huddersfiald got
to hear about him, and eame to watch him;
and, Bnding that he fulflled their every
expectation, strongly recommended  This
traoster to the Town of Huddersfield.

Huddersfield, we know, have never been

plow in spotting potential - Internationale.
They recognised ome in ¥oung Samuel, and
60 made no demur when Nelson asked £1,000
for bis tranzfer. Thot was Ino March, 1521,
and when Bamuel became s Towhic ™ he
realized he wonld have to do something
exeeptionally brilliant to displace Eli Bul-
lock, the then left full-back of the Town
whom Sam was put fo understudy.
. Yery goon Sam proved himsalf to be Eli's
master. He got hiz chance Int the first team,
made good, and, incldentally, mada the posi-
ticn his own. Though he only played alx
times for the Leagoers that seazon, ha was
already heing' spoken of as ‘a coming Inter-
natlenal when that season ended,

Two seasons later that honour was his, for
in 1922 he earned bls cap against Bcotland,
and =0 colected tha Arst of what was
destingd 1o be o big bupch of football

Tur Macxer Liprary.—No. 947,

_ spields
Onternational [eft 13ack
By “REFEREE.”

_ honours.  You will find ghe list

ml i appended to this artiele, but

@ Against Wales mentioned therein.

Ham was selected for this, and

would have appeared had not

the 'Alu demon got him iu its

grip o the very day of the
mateh.

At the moment he ocun
clalm elght International caps;
but, a&part from this, Do can
also claim a Cup-winner's medal (1922), which
was presented to-him at Stamford Bridge on
the ocecaslon that the Town won the Cup
by virtue of a penalty goal against FPrestop
H‘{}rth Epnd. He can also claim two cham-
pinnship medals, with the possible additlon
of the third at the end of the present season.

His last distinction, at the time of writing
thiz article, was to play against Wales, That
was in the February of this year, and as
partner to Cresswell, of Sunderland, bhe
proved himself as good as ever. England,
we know, lost, but that was no {ault of
Samuel®s, who was easily the best back on
the field. I am confidently expecting when
the team for Scotland comes to be chosen
that Samuel will again find a place.

It will be plcked by the time you read
this. I hope to ses Wadsworth's name In
it. T hope also thas Tommy Clay will be
recalled us his partner, tor ln the past the
Clay-Wadaworth hack division has been the
best that England has tried since the War.
With Tommy on the right and Sammy on
the left, Scotland’s forwards should find
their sharpshooting activities very limited
indeed !

Off the feld Wadsworkth is an enthusiastic
ericketer, and as such ia a playlng member
of the Darwen Cricket Club, where he has
gained Jawrels both as a batsman and
bowler. Oh, a great lad is our Bamuel In
every sense of thé word—a great lad belong-
ing to a great team! T wonder, you chaps,
how much Huddersfield really owe to thelr
brilliant full-back, and how many times now,
it it were possible to judge i, he has repald
the Town for the initlal £1,000 spent on his
tranafer way back in March, 15217

Hege iz his record :

INTERNATIONALS,
1092252495 —For England v. Scotland.
192425 —For England v. Treland.
1828.—For England v. Belglum.
1920.—For England v. Wales.

Trisr MaTCHES.
1924 —North v. South.
1924-25.— Amateurs v. Professionals.
1923-24.—England v. Soulh and the Restb.

IXTER-LEAQTE.
1022.23.24.—Football League v,
Laage.

1025, —Football Leggoe v, Irish Leaguo,

B R T AW W T AT LY

LIGHTNING SKETCHES OF
FOOTER CELEBRITIES.

Bcottish

An impression of Hugh Qallacher,
the famous cantre-forward of MNow-
castle United.

you will not find the 1024 malch |

HARRY WHARTON'S FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT!

OUR QUERY CORNER.

“Historian " (Ruchdale): Ouly twe
teamns  have won the Cup and the
Champienship in tho same season--
Preston North End in 1888.9, and
Aston Villa in 1894-5. Whether any
team will do it again is a mnatter of
opinion.

J. McGregor (Aberdeen): It used to
bo & regulation in the Scattish Leaguc
that if two teams finished at the top
with the same number of  points, =
deciding game should be pl nrﬂﬂﬂtw&en
them for the title of champions. Now.
adays, however, the same principle
applies as in the English Leagn ¢
goal average deciding.

H, Carpenter (Shefiicld): The bonus
which is paid to the players of the win
ning teams in the semi-finals of the
English Cup iz £4 per man. - The
winners of the Final Tie recoive £8
each. The bonus for League matches
and all other Cupties is £2 per man for
a win and £1 per man for a draw.

“Pro” (Brightan): A player who has
been a *“pro™ canmot pi’;:,.' for an
emateur team without the consent of
“the authorities, but of course there i:
nothing to prevent him playing for »
“pro” team without I;aymﬂnt.

“0 ¥ [Diaqmn} : The last club ocutside
the First Division to win the English
Cup was Barnsley, in 1912, Since {lmu
thera have been three Second Division
cluba in the final=Huddersfield Town,
Wolverhampton Wanderers, and Wes:
Ham TUnited—but they have all been

defeatead.
Young (Nottingham): Yes; Ire-
monger, of Notts County, is the tallest

goalkaeper in first-class football to-day,
standing 6ft. 5{in=.

W. Igﬂlly {(Decby): In the course of
his carcer Bteve Bloomer scored 458
goals in League football alone. This is
easily a record, but I am sorry there is
no reliable record of the goals he
scored in other competitions,

“Careful ¥ (Wolverhampton): Wesl
Bromwich Albion share with Liverpool
the eredit of having obtained more
points in any one First Division season
than the other elubs, The Albion
totalled 60 in the first season after the
War. In the same season Tottenhanm:
Hotspur also gained the championship
of the Second Division with a record
number of pointa—namely, T0. Both
these clubs also scored over 100 goals.

J. Fern (Grimsby): The football
clubs first started to pay Entertainment
Tax in the season of 1916-17. How mucl
they have paid between then and now
nobody can tell, but some of the clubs
wqtid liko to have the amount in the

ank.

-Granite (Aberdeen): The most notable
of receni cases of a playver leaving an
English club for a Scottish one is 8yd
Puddefoot, the resent  Blackburn
Rovere forward, who went from West
Ham to Falkirk in 1822 for a five
thousand pounds transfer fee.  Scottish
clubs do not often pay big prices for
Enghish players—the boot being usually
an the other leg.

T. G. (Glamorgan): When Wales won
the Iuternational Championzhip in
1923-4 scason, they won every one of the
three games against England, Scotland,
and Ireland, and only conceded one
goal. It i3 difficult to say whether
their success was due to kecping the
samo icam together, but it iz signifi.
csnt that for the three matches only
twelve players were called upon io:-
sorvice, and they wore given special
medals to commemorate their fine per-

formmance.
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And Pedrillo hurried. up to the group.
Bunter, in his sgony of terror, clutched
at the ecircus junior's arm, and held on
to him like a drewning man to & plank.

“Pedrille, old chap, Lelp mel” he

rasped. “8Btand by a fellow! Oh
dear!l L'll never do il aguin—I mean,
I haven't done it! Pay the fare for
me, old fellow, and I1'll settle np as
oon 8% wo get to the school—I'm ex-
pecting a postal-order. Help me out of
this, old chap.”

“There goes the trainl”
Hoskins.

The train rolled out of the station,
vearryving  off its swarm of grinning
faces.

“We kpow this chap, inspector,” said
Tedrillo. “He Lelongs to our school.
I'm sure—I menn-gl hoper——  Ha
didn't mean to do anything dishonest.
I'm willing to pay his fare.”

“Come along lo the stationmaster
and we will see,” said the nspeclor
dubiously. )

“"Well, iny hat!" said Hosking in dis-
frust. .

Claude Hosking remained on  ihe
platform, while Pedrillo. DBunter, and
Lhe inspector proceeded lo the station-
master's room—DBunier still clutehing
desperately hold of Pedrillo’s sleeve, as
if fearful that he might cseape.

It was ten minutes before Pedrillo
ivined lis chum again. He came back
with & sunling face, and Bunter came
with himy, still gosping with terror at
the ordeal he had been through.

grunted

William George Bunter had had the

fright of Lis life! Never., uever again
was he likely to evolve Lrilliant schemes
‘or travelling free on the railroads. The
bare thought of it made him shudder.

“Have they let that young scoundrel
off 1" growled Hoskins.

FPedrillo smiled.

“We've arranged ihe matter,” he
satd. “I'm sure Bunter did not mean
any harm. e says so, at least.™

“"He's a spooling bilk!? prowled
(Yaude Hoskins.

“0h, really, Hosking—"

“8hut up, Buanter!”

“ywell, it's all right now.” said the
civcus junior pacilicslly. “If DBunler's
dane wrong hie’s had a lesson.”

“Wa doubt about that!™ grinned Hos-
kins. " He's still shivering like a jelly
with Live funk.™

“ [—I—=T—" stutiered Bunler,

“Look lere, are wo going lo travel
with that Romnove fag 7" snapped Hos-
king. “Have vou gol him e ticket?”

“Yeu,” raid Pedrillo. -

“Well, pive it to him, and let lam
sheer off, then. We don't go shout
with Remove fags in the Shell.™

“Oh, really. Hosking—-"

“Cnt off. Dunter!” ] )

Billy Bunter tock ihe lichet which
had been so providentially supplied, and
volled away., He was «1ill in & siafe of
fright; and he gripped the fickel hard
in hix fat band—the tickel that saved
him from awful and unknown penal-
Lios,

Hoskins and Pedrillo chatied while
they wailed for the poext traing Bunter
sat in a fat trowble on one of Lhe

Bl train stop

seats, “When the next train came along

from Lantham, Bunter dived into it

Hoskins—as befitted a lofty member of
the Middle Bchool—going into another
carriage, and taking his c%um with him,

Bunter gasped with reliefl when the
d at Friardale, and he was
able to bolt out of it. He did not even
look round the platform to see whather
Sammny of the Becond had waited for
him. He scudded out of the station and
started for Greyfriars. Hoskina and
Pedrillo walked past him in the lane
Hoskins loftily regardless ; ut
Pedrille, who had not been long enough
at Greyiriars to realise that between
Lower Fourth and Shell there was &
great gulf fixed, gave the fat junior a
pleasant nod and smile in passing. |

The two Bhell fellows disappeared in
the direction of Greyfriars, and Bunter
plodded on after them, still palpitating
a little.

Near the gates of the school he
sighted a fat fag, who blinked at him
reproachfully and  discontentedly
through big spectacles,

“You didn't come by the five-thirty [”
snapped Sammy of the Second.

“ Br-r-r-rr!”

“1 went to the station to meet it.,”
said Sammy indignantly. “The train
came in and you weren't in it, you fat
duffer I

“1 ecame by the six train,” said
Bunter. “ Never mind.”

“You silly owl=—making a fellow walk
fo the station for nothing! And how
dil you get through withont a ticket?
I jolly well wasn't going to wait for the
next train,” said Bunter minor. “Ihd
vou pet copped™

“Don't you be cheeky, Sammy "™ said
Bunter severely.

“Muean to say vou got through with-
out a ticket, and without me to help
you at this end?™ exclaimed Sammy.

“"Certainly not; T paid my fare,” said
Bunter haughtily, “ At least, a friend
in the Shell paid it for me. I hope
yvou don't think I'd travel withont a
Licket, Sammy, and defraud the railway
company §"

“Eh

Sammy of the Second slared, as well
he maght.

“Mothing of the sort,” sawd Dunler,
“You may be capable of such things,
Summy—I'm afraid you are! You're
dishonest. !

And Billy Bunter rolled in at the
s:hool gates, leaving SBammy of the
Second still  staring alter him as if
rcsmerised.

o —

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
The Head Refuses !

i ELL, Trotter "
W Dr, Locke glaneed at the
Houze page over his glasses.
“A bloke, sir—"" gaid
Trotter,

“A—g—a what?” ;

It was a half-holiday to IDr. Locke as
well as to the Greyfriars fellows, and
in his own siately way he was enjoving
ithe respite as much as ihe Famonos
Five m their less stately and  more
sLPenuons manietr,

He had had s chat with Mre. Quelch,
after lunch. on the absorbing and en-
thralhing sulijjoct of Acschvias,

Then he had a little chat with Mr.
Hacker, the master of the Shell, arnd
learned how the new fellow, Pedrillo,
vwas progressing in Mr. Hacker's Form
—-excellently, according to Mr. Hacker,
who liked the quict ndustry and re-
spectful atfention of his new pupil,

Then there was & talk with Wingate,

. Hobson
!

the captain of the school, on many little
matters connected with the general
administration of Greylriars,

After that came a call from Sir James
who paid hiz respects to thg
Head, having come down to Greyfriars
to see his son. That little interlude was
not very enjoyable, however, as the
baronet seemed very curt in manner
and presgsed for time, Dr Locke was
not quite sorry that Sir. James was
pressed for time; he bade him good-day
with & certain amount of relief.

Lator came the vicar of Friardale,
and there was a pleasant little talk about
local charities, which Jled to the Head
unlocking & drawer and taking out a
cheque book.

After that there was a littla walk
round the Head’s. privaete garden, and
instructions to Mr., Mimble, the gear-
dener. _

Then the Head walked, slow and
stately, to his. study, and sat down to
prepare some papers in Greck for the
Sixth Form.

That duty fnished, Dr. Locke be-

‘stowed his scholarly figure In & com-

fortable chair by » pleasant fire, and
opened a volume upon the cover of
which appearced the name of Quintus
Horvating Flaccus.

With hiz old friend, Q. H. Flaccus,
he settled down for s really enjoyable
hour, going over the Odes, after which
he was due for tea in his house, with
Mrs. Locke and Molly, two or three
olderly visitors, and one or two specially-
honoured prefects of the Sixth.

But that hour with Horace was
destined to be interrupted. Cue nioro
visitor was coming, this time un-
expected. But as Trotter presented himi-
sclf to annonnce the caller Dr. Locke
vatsed  his eyebrows and stared at
Trotter over (), Horatiua Flavcus. Many
langnages the Head knew, and English
was his mother-tongne. But he was un-
acquainted with blokes,

“What did you say, Trotter ?" asked
the Head mildly. * Has someone callad
to see me, Trotteri” )

“Yes, sir. A bloke—I mean, sir, n
cove—well, sir, a person.”  Trotter
seemed to find it difficult to explaim.

“Do you moan that a gentleman haa
called, Trotteri® asked the Head
severely.

“ Mo, sir, not at all, sir]1™ said Trotter.
“"Ho sin't a gentleman, sir—what 1
should eall a person, sir.”

“Bless my soul !™ said the Head.

U A circus person, sir,"” said Trotter,

“ RBut what—""

“ Not knowing whether vou would see
siwch a bloke, sir—I mean person—""

“What name has he given you,
Trotter " asked the Head. _

“He says his name i3 Thorough, sir;
bt that ain't & name, sir."'

“Thorough,” repeated the Head,
quite surprised. %ﬁmmly Dr. Locke
had never heard of such a name.

“Yeog, sir.  Shall I tell him to go
away, sirf"

“No, Trotter.
said the Head.

" Yessir.”’ .

. Trotter retired, and the Head laid
down Q. Horatiug Flaccus. He wou-
dered who this visitor was, and was
rather eurious to sce him.

Trotter returned, conducting & rather
burly, swarthy-faced man with black
hawk-like eyes and a black moustache.

You may admit him,”

The man, whoso face was sulky in ex-

ression, had a slouched foreign hat im
r;ia duzky hand.
“ Mr. Thorough, sir,” sald Trotter,
And ho retired, leaving Y
Thorough " with Lhe Head.
Tue Macxer LiBrany.—XNo. 947,
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“RIGHTING A WRONG!"—NEXT WEEK'S TOPPING STORY

el

¥ (1ood-afternoon, sir!” said the Head,
rising and bowingpolitely. "1 do not
think I have the pleasure of knowing
vou." Ho was more surprised than ever,
as he scanned the black-looking, bri-
gandish aspect of his visitor. :

“My namo is Zorro, seior,” said the
sgtrapgoer. :

The Head smiled. It was Benor Zorro,
the proprietor of -the Spanish cirpus.
The name being pronounced in 'the
Spanish way, the Z like the “th™ in

nglish, 1'rotter had made a little mis-
take in catching it, Trotter's knowledgo
of fure'i\gn tongues being strictly hmited.
© #AhT You are the proprietor of tne
circus that was rocently at the village
near this school?” said the Head.

“3i, senor,”

“Pray take & seat, Senor Zorro”

The showmen sat .dnwn,-a.wkwa-.rd_li,:
enough, obviously unaccustomed to suc
company 4as  that of tho stately aod
scholarly headmaster of Groeyiriars
Sehool. He  twisted the  black felt
slouched hat in his swarthy hands. The
Head regarded him benignly.

*You hive called with regard to
Pedrillo, tho-lad who met with o sad
an accident in your ciréus, senor?" sad
the Head.

81, senor.’”

“]1 am happy tq be able to tell you
that he is guite, or almost guite, ro-
covered from his tnjury,” said the Head.
“The accident might have been very
gorioud indeed, but fortunately did not
prove.sc ‘The boy is in good health
now, Senor  Zorre. It 1s a great E!Eﬂ-‘
sure towme to be able to tell you so.

The black eyes watched the Head's
kind face sharply, cynically. 1" Dr.
Locks had knowd as much about men
as he knew about books he would have
seen that it was not concern for Pedrillo
that had drawn the showman to Grey-
friars that afterncon,

“Tkt lad has made mauy friends
here, sit,” went on the "Head, in the
happy delusion’ that” Senor Yorro would
be fa-d to hear it. “He soems & very
well-bghaved, well-mannered boy.”

% Vordad! You say, senor, that hia
Loalth: 35 restored "

“Quite sp. "

“Then he is ready to return to the
cirens.” s

Tir. Locke started a little.

“You, desire him to return to the
circus, Senor Zorro?’ he exclaimed,

“8i, senor."”

“Yrear mo!” said the Head, blinking
at the Spanish showman over his glasses,
“Pless my soul!™

The man shifted uneasily.

“J regret, sir, lm.'."ing the boy on your
hands so long," ho said. I am a busy
man—] have many affairs—but it was
my fault. 1 a}mutﬁ not have let you bu
troubled with him. Vaya! TThat is
soon mended. Any expepsa to which
the zenor has been put—="

Ir. Locke made a gesture,

* Pray do not meontion anything of the
kind,” he said. :

*As you please, senor. The boy is
here, I suppose ¥

*“He is in the school.”

“Then I can take him with me.”

Dr. Locke paused, regarding the show-
man in a very perplexed way. He felt
that the situation was awkward,

“That is a matter that must be dis-
cnssed, Benor Zorre," he said. “Fromn
vour not having ecalled before, and
having made no inguiries with regard
to the boy, I naturally concluded that
you were not anxious for him to return
te you. The boy himself supposes that
you do not desire it, as he will be un-
able to continue his work as an acrebat,”’
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“1 desire his return, senor,” said the
showman doggedly. :
“*MNot against his own desire, 1 pre-
sume? Pedrillo has expressed his wishes
very clearly not to return to the circus.™

The black eyes glinted. ;

“He is in my service, semor, and 1
shall not part with him. I ask that the
muchacho be handed over to me.”

-+ Against his will, sir?”

The Bpantard shrugged his shoulders,

Dr. Locke ohserved the man now with
more attention. He rdad the hard,
swarthy face, the cruel lines about the
mouth, the shifty gleam in the deep-set
black eyes. Dy, Locke knew more of
books than of men ; but he knew enocugh
of men to be able to sée . that Senor
Zorro was & hard-handed ‘and hard-
hearted man, and that Podrillo had told
no more than the truth in saying that
the Bpaniard had been a hard master,

ere was a pause, during which
Zorro shifted, and twirled his black felt
hat, and his eves glinted at the houd-
master of Greyiriars.

“1 will not waste your time, senor,”
he broke out abruptly. “Give me the
I}GF, and Jlet us go."

‘T fear that I cannot do so, senor,”
satd -Dr. Locke quictly, ‘" Pedrillo does
not desire to return to the circus. Ile
is an English ‘boy, and does not desire
to return to Bpain with you. He has
every right to please himself in the
matter."” 2

“Benor! Do you desire this boy, this
nameless vagrant, to be left on your
hands?™* cxclaimed . the showman,
astonished and angry.

“Wao, sir; but T have offered him the
hospitality of Greyiriars, while an effort
i made io discover his relatives, if any,
who may be still living,"” said the Head.

“Por todos los santos!" murmured
the Spaniard.

“For that reason, sir, I have desired
to see you, and had intended. to com-
municate with you,” =zaid Dr. Locke.
“As the boy has been so long in your
charge, vou can doubtless give me in-
formation with regard to his name and
origin, and 1 i

“ Nothing of the kind, senor. The
hoy was & ragged, penniless waif when
I picked him up under & hedge, ten
vears ago and more,” said the showman
gruffly. *I knew nothing of him, but
took him into my caravan from pity,
that ho should not starve.™

Dr. Locke eyed the man.

Never had he seon a man who locked
less likely than Juan Zorro to perform
such an act of charity.

“You do not know his name, then,
senor
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“Nor his origin?”

u!Nﬂ!lr

“ Any particulars of any kind—"

“ None,"

“That is very extraordinary,” eaid
tlic Head.

“The boy 1% In my service,” said the
showman, *“I desira him Lo return with
wme. I am responsible for him, sencr.”

“You have n slow, sir, to realise
vour responsibility,”  said Dr. Lodke
guietly,. ™ You have left him in the
hands of strangera for wecks. Had he
died a3 o result of his accident, you
would not have known—unlesa 1 had
taken tho trouble to trace out your route
after you moved from this district. [t
i5 a little late, sir, to talk of your
responsibility for the boy."

“I demand——"

“It 1z useless to make demands,
senor,” said the Head calmly. *The
Loy is, 88 I judge, about sixteen years
ﬂlfi‘. old enough to decide for himself
whether he will return to the circus, or
take advantage of the offer I have made

2ify—

him to remain at this school while some
effort is made to discover his family.
In the meantime, his education, which
scems to have been very neglected, is
being cared for, and he wants for
mthgg. If his people cannot be .dis-
covered, after due-inguiry, I shall make
it my business toe find him some usaful
employment at a later date. If vour
feolings #owards him are kind, this
should satisfy you.”
he showman scowled.

“It does not satisfy me, senor. The
boy- is mine, and I-demand that he
leaves this school in my charge.”

" The boy assuredly is not_yours, and
i3 not even of your nationality. You
can have no rights over an English
boy,” said the Head. * I certainly shall
not allow him to be taken out of the
country againat his will.”

“8Benor, if you keep the boy here, it
i5 kidnapping !™ exclaimed Zorro.

‘Nonscnse '

“What is he to you? What does he
matter to vou, sir? . You.make all thia
trouble, this fuss, over a strapger——"

“If no trouble had been taken over
this stranger, senor, he would hardly
have survived his aceident,” said the
Head sternly. " But for the prampt aid
of some Greyfriars boys, of the school
doctor, and the accommodation of the
school hospital here, the boy might heve
died. You concerned yourself very little
about it a4t tho time.”

“Carambo! Did I think that he
would live after such & fall?" snapped
the showman,

Dr. Lodke knitted his brows.

. ""And thinking that he would die, _';lau
left him on my hands; and now that
he is recovered, you claim him!" he
cxclaimed. “You can .'mumpiy expect
mo to recoguise such a claim, SBenor
forro.” |

“ Lot me soe the boy, then !™ exclaimed
Yorro impatiently. ‘" He will not refuso
to return with me.”

““If that rieans, as it can only mean,
that you thifk you may influence him
by menaces, I certainly shall not allow
hin to be Lrnught into your presonce,
senor.”

Zorro gritted his tecth.

“You trefuse to give him up, senort™

“ Undoubtediy.”

“"The law ---ilf compel you to do s,

Dr. Locke smiled contemptuousiy,

“The law s at your service, Senor
Zorro, if you care to invoke 1t,"” he said.
“I have acted towards this unfortunate
lad as o gentleman and a Christian was
bound to act, and I am fully propared
to snswer for 16"

The Spantard eyved him surlily, and
rose to his [eet.

“Then you will not give me the boy 1™

Y Mot againat, his will.™

“Let him be sent for—"

1 will ask him, seriously, whethor he
desires to return to you, and allow him
to decide for himself. Thatl is all I can
say,” answered Dr. Locke; “and [ will
say frankly, Senor Zorro, that it
appears ineredible to me that you know
so little of the boy's origin. You speak
of the law; and [ can assuro you, sir.
that the law will require you to give an
aceount of the boy, for 1 shall leave ne
stong unturned in iy efforts to trace
his family. You speak of kidnapping,
senor, and I will tell you plainly that
I strongly suspect that the boy cgme
into vour hands in the first FI_MIJ as the
result of somothing of the kind."

The Spaniard started violontly.

“Nothing of the kind.” he muttored.
“I tell you I found him—a starving
waif-—-—=" )

“Even so, vou had no right to take
him out o tlie country,  without
acquainting the proper authorities, even



MONDAY. THE MAGNET LIBRARY. TWOPENGE, 19

** Help ! ** shouted Pedrillo. Bunter sat up
dazedly. ** I say, you fellows, pilein I ** The
¢hums of the Remove did not need urging.
The sight of Pedrillo of the Shell, flghting
hard in the savage grip of the cireus showman,
was more than encugh for them. They jumped
down from their machines and fairly hurled
themselves upon Senor Zorro. (See Chapter 0.)

if your intentions were charitable,” said
the Head.

“We are wasting time, senor,” said
the showman harshly, *“If you refuse
to hand over Pedrillo——"

“I refuse absolutely.”

“Enough, senor! Adios!"

And the épaninrd, without waiting to
be shown out, left the study and
tramped angrily away down the
corridor.

Dr. Lodke was left with an extremely
thoughtful expression on his face. Ha
did not turn back to Q. Horatius
FFlaceus. He was thinking of that angry
interview, and of the boy Pedrillo; and
A vague suspicion that had been in his

mind—that the circus waif had been kid- SR e T T
napped in his early childhood—had . - T e
bardened now almost into & certainty. “Pedrillo! Bo I've found you.” FPedrille caught Claude Hoskins' arm.
“What the thump—" exclaimed “8tand by me, amigo!” he panted.
—— Hoskins, “Whe's this man, kid " “Help me now! Do not let that man
“It iz Zorro, the showman,” zaid take mel"”
THE NINTH CHAPTER. P-E‘{]ri”ﬂt Ea.ir:oﬁ. “The man who was ]1” I"-Iu:ni iﬂiljﬂ t'?:ar!” ﬁaid : H{i}ﬁkilila
my master at the circus.” cheertly, “Don't you be afraid, o
A Fight for Liberty | “Oh, I remember! Isaw him there,"” man. %uu'm in 'Engla.n now, the jolly
o EDRILLO:™ said Hoskins., “Here, keep jour diz- old land of the free. Nobody can make
*Youl” ] tance, my man! What do you want?” ven do anything you jolly well don't
Clande Hoskins stared. Zorro did not heed Hosking of the want to.  Keep your ‘g&mnm, you
The two Bhell fellowa had Bhell. foreign bounder 1™

nearly reached the gates of the school, He grasped at tho cirens watf, and . . .

1.1;heufa burly, swnrthgy man, with a surly Pedri]!ﬁr} E-Frang back and eluded his P?ih?ll Epm"&m:h Elﬂ’fﬁdu mw ;}Eaﬁnwgg
salky face, came swinging out. It was grasp. reﬂr it B t'ﬁ I?:EI'E t,E:; al n do’
Senor Zorro, fresh from his interview “‘ylﬁhat do you want?” he panted. "1 s -'WT‘?’WH:;;E HI‘: T t-"lg “t!" t.l:':!
with the Head of Greyfriars. He shall not return to the circus; I shall %rn‘h_l lﬁ ack, glin 1:;3 e]_‘,irea o mra
started as he came fair]i.' face to face no! return to Bpain! I belong to the ;I_?a_ms:i 5{?"""?“‘". ReCING t'?[ i‘“ . l;i':i
with Pedrillo, and his black cyes glit- school now.” et g W ascmating efiect on the

tered as he called out his name, “That's 50,” said Hoshing, “Hands waif, like the 1‘9.'-"!'*5 of a dﬂem‘“-“lf-
Pediillo started back. off, my man !” Zorro grasped at him again and caught
The bright and cheery expression “¥Yon will return_to the ecireus with his shoulder,

faded from his face—a hunted look came me, Pedrillo,” said SBenor Zovro harshly. “ Come, muchacho ™ ]

into his eyes.  The *hurly Spaniard " Come!” Pedrillo struck fercely at his hand.

alrode across to Lim. “I will not! I will yol ™ ThE MagueT Linrany.—No, D47,
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“Carambo 1" ]
The Spaniard awore savagely as his
&sp was struck away.
“"Hands. off, Jusn
Paodrillo, between his teeth. “f will not
come with you. Neverl Never! I will
fight while I have & bresth left, rather

Forre,”  eaid

than come with  you, Help me,
Haoskins | ] .
“You betl” exclaimed Hoskina,

“Why, you lawless scoundrel, what do
you mean by collaring my pal? Hands
off, I tell you!™

Hoskins forgot all about minor ninths
now, Ho clenched his fists and stood by
Pedrillo.

Zorro made g apring at the circus waif

and grasped him savagely. Hoskins' fist
was in bhia swarthy face the next
moment, and the showman gave & curse.
Then his swarthy fist dashed at Hos-
kins, and the Shell fellow sprawled in
the road. Hobson of the Shell would
not' have gone down so easily; f{ootball
had & r&tﬁar more develaping effect on
the muscles than minor ninths, But poor
Hosking went haadlang. and sprawled m
the road, dazed and dizzv. His muscle
was not equal to his pluck.

Podriflo struggled furiously in the
grasp of the showman.

He was & sturdy lad, but he was- like
an infant in the burly man's grasp.

“1 zay, you fellowa!" Dilly Bunter
cams rolling up the road, and he stoppad

to stare ab the scene, with his Iittle round
eyes alomst bulging through his spec-
taclea, *I—I ea *

“Help1" shouted Pedrillo,

“ Oh, crikey ! gasped Bunter. .

Buntor was not of the stuffi of which
heroes are made. But even Billy Bunter
ramembered the service Pedrillo had
rendered him at Redclyfe Station, and
he made & move to chip in. Back into
his fat mind came the talk he had over-
heard at the circus, In hia exeiting ad-
veutures as & “bilk * on the railway he
hagd forgotten all abeut it, but he remem-
bered it now.  He remembered how the
grim old baronet had ordered Zorro to
fetch Pedrillo_ away from Greyiriars.
And this was how he was doing it, ap-

arently. Billy Bunter summoned up all
Ei_ﬂ. pourage—it was not much—and made
a rush to help Pedrillo.

“Yaroooh [V

A thump on the chest sent Dunter
spinning. He prashed down in the road,
and lay there, winded.

“Help ! shrieked Pedrillo azx the
burly showman dragged him  bodily
BWEY.

Thero was a whir of bieyeles on the
road. Six juniora came in & bunch—
the Famous Five and Peter Todd, They
had to jam on their brakes hurriedly to
avoid crashing into the struggling pair,
and into Hoskins and Bunter sprawling
in the road.

“Hallo, halle, halla! What—"

“Halp 1" shouted Pedrillo desperately.

“Wheat-ho "

Buuter sat up dazedly.

“1 say, vou fellows, pile in!"

The chuns of the Remove did not
need” urging. . The sight of Pedrilio of
the Shell Eghtiug hard in the savege
grasp of the eifcus showman “was more
than enough for them. They jumped
down, letting their bieyeles run winther
they would, and fairly jumped on Senor
Lorrao.

“(ollar him ™ roared Jelinny Bull.

* At him ! panted Dob,

“The terrific rascal !

Bix pairs of hands
Spaniard.

He went down in the read with a
crash, dragging Pedrille withh bim.
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Callar him !
weres  on Lhe

‘erimaon from his nose.
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Hoskins staggered to his feet., He
was damaged, but he was plucky, and
he stayed only to dash a stream of
Then he piled
in to help the juniors.

Thére was a desperate struggle in the
muddy road.

By thiz time, however, the struggle
had atiracted the noticea of other Grey-

friars follows. . Five or six fellows had
come out of the gates to see what was
going on, among them Hobson of the

THE SLEEPWALKER!

A Special Contribution by
DICK PENFOLD,

the Poet of the Remove,

HEN the stars begin to peep,
Bunter waddlea in his sleep.
In the morn they miss a
rabbit
Bunter took, from force of habit |
P'r'aps they miss a pie as well,
And a pudding—who can tell?
Piea and pudcﬁngs will not kee}),
S0 Bunter scoffs them—in his sleep !

When the golden moon is gleaming,
And the fellows lie a-dreaming,
Bunter’s stealing down the stairs,
Raiding studies for their wares.
Cakes and tarts and buns galore,
Augary doughnutis by the score—
Like a fat mouse he will cree

Upon those dainties—in his eleep !

Onee, returning with a cake,

Hoping no one was awake,

Bunter cannoned inte Prout—

Winded him, I have no doubt.

“Bunter ! gasped the angry master,

Reeling . from that dire disaster.

“Are vyou stealing, you young
sweep T

“No, sir—walking in my sleep I”

The excuse did not avail;

In the morning, cold and pale,
Bunter sang and squirmed with pnin
'‘Weath the lashings of the cane.
“(h, sir! No, sir! Yow ! Yarooooh!
What a heartless thing to de!

This punishment 1z much too steep

| Just for walking in my sleepl”

Onee, upon hiz nightly prowl,
Bunter gave a startled howl;
Met o fimire, weird and odd,

The Ghost of Greyiriars (Peter
Todd ). .

“Tremble, porpoise! Shake and
ghiver !

That plum-cake to me deliver V"
Oue loud shriek, one frenzied feap—
The Owl was running in his sleep !

Shell. Hobhy, in fact, was the first of
the new arrivals to reach the spot.

“What'a the row?"” exclaimed Hobby
in amazoement. *‘Clande, old map—"

“[t's that circus villain trying to bag
Pedrille ! exclaimed Hoskins breath-
lessly.

17 ﬂ?hat?rr

Zoreo, with a frantic efiort, drogged
himself free of the juniors and sprang
to his feet. He was still grasping
Pedriile, wha was struggling Oercely to
get loose.

Hobson of the Bhell fairly leaped at
the swarthy ruffian, and drove his fhst
into Zorro's face.

Crash!

The showman went over again, and
this time Pedrillo dragged himsell loose.
He staggersd away, panting.

“Now get up and have another, you
scoundral /" roared Hobson of the Shell

““Bhove the cad into the ditch!"
shouted Beb Cherry.

fiﬁmd c:gg !!F )

"1 say, you fallows, let me gorrat

him! He's knocked me over,” howled
Bunter, “Let me kick the beast, you
chaps !

“"Roll him into the diteh [

“Hurray ™

“"HBoys! What—what——"" It was
Mr. Quelch who had arrived now.

“Cease this at once! YWhat does this
disturbance mean? How dare you—->1:"
“That rotter's trying fo  kidnap
Pedrille, sir!" gasped Harry Whartion,
“We came up just in time to stop him,"

“Upon my word.”

Zorro staggered up, his dark face
black with rage. In the prescnece of the
Hemove master the Greyfriars fellows
did not touch him again, DBut they eyed
him o good deal like wolves,. The show-
man panted for breath,

“That boy,” he pantad. He pointed
at Pedrillo, “That boy, he belongs ta
me—to my circus. 1 will take him. 1
wi]l=—=""

“¥ou will do nothing of the kind,"
said Mr. Quelch sternly. *Go—go in-
stantly, or I will have you detained and
handed cover to the police !™

“Carambao [V

“2o!" ropeated the Remove master.

And  ZForro, grinding his  testh,
tramped away., ‘The Remove [ellows
were rather sorry to sce him ge. The
would have been very pleazed to pitc
him headlong into the ditch.

Hobson  shpped his  arm through
Pedrillos.

“All serene, old man ! he said.

“81, st. I am safe from him now,”
said Pedrillo. Y1 do wnot understand
why he should want me, but I will uot
go. I never will go!”

“Mo jolly fear ! zaid Hobby., “Ye'll
jolly ".'.'E’H look after you, old chap. Come
un !JI

And Hobson and Hoskins took an arm
each of their new chum and marched
him in trivmphantly at the gates of
Greylriars,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
For Valour !

1 SAY., yvou fellows!"
I “Roll in, Bunter!"™
William George Bunter blinked
into Btudy No. 1 in surprise.

The Famous Five had gathered there
le ten: and 1t was a suhstantial fea, an
afternnon out on the bieveles had made
them hungry. By the greatest of good
fortune Johany Bull had found a letter
in the rack, from his Auntie DBull, and
the letter had contained a whole pouwwd
pote ! When one member of the Famous
Kive was in funds all were in funds, and
a handsome spread in Harry Wharton's
study was the ontoome,

Naturally, Bunter had scented that
gpread.  Seldom waz s spread toward
it the Eemove studies, unscented by
Bunter. e had the nose of a hlood-
hound for such things.

But he was surprised at the greeting
he received as he presented himself. Ilad
the juniora said, ““Holl out, Bunter "—
had they buzzed books or cushions at
him, he would not have been surprised.
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But really it was surprizsing to be greeted
by a general and genial chorus of :

“ Roll in, Bunter.”

“I—I say, you [ellowse——" Dunter
was so surprised that he blinked sus-
piciously at the chums.of the Remove.
W]—1 say—no larks, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“No larks, old fat man,” chuckled
Bob Cherry. ]

“Tha larkfulness is not terrific on this
esteemed occasion, my fat and ludicrous
Bunter."

There was a step behind Bunter, and
Peter Todd came along—Peter being a
vest at the spread. Toddy grasped
%untar by hiz fat shoulders and relled
him into the study.

“Ow! 1-—1 say, Peter, old chap—"

“Roll him in,” chuckled Nugent.
“ Here's a chair, Bunter ! 8it down, old
barrel ™

“Well, my hat !" ejaculated Bunter.

It was not & “rag.” Bunter, for once,
was & welcome guest. He did not un-
derstand, but there it was. He sat down
.at the table with a fat smile of satis-
faction on his face.

"1 say, you fellows, thiz is a ripping
spread,’ hr:;a said, “I'll begin on the
ham end tongue.”

“Qo it.” eaid Harry Wharton.

And Bunter went it.

Mot till he had dispogsed of sufficient
tea to make three dinners for any ordi-
nary fellow did Bunter bother his head
to think why be was. made =0 welcome.
Tt certainly was unusual

“Try the cake, old bean”
Johnny Bull,

“Thanks, I will.™

Bunter apparently thought that he
was being requested to try the. whole
cake. At all events, he shifted it bodily
to his plate.
© “0h, my hat ! murmured Bob.

“Rh1 Did you epeak, Cherry?”

“Nunno! Go it, old bean!”

“This 18 a decent cake,” said Buunter.
“Not like the cakes 1 get from DBunter
Court, of course; but quite good.”

Skl FRF

anid

* Jolly decent of vou [ellows to stand
me a spread like this,” said Bunter.
“The fact i&, T am bard up at present.
Iid 1 tell you that I -was expecting a
postal-order 1"

“Hd you ! murmured Nugent.

“Did you not?" grinned Bob Cherry.

“The dildfulness was terrific.”

Tt hasn’'t come,” said Bunter. "I
looked in the rack. There's been a delay
in the pest. It's annoving.”

* Horrid,” agreed DBob Cherry sym-
pathetically. “The Postmaster-Gencral
ought reafl:.- to order an inquiry after
all these postal-orders that get delayed
in the post. There must be hundreds of
them hanging about—all the lot that
Bunter has Eaen expecting for whole
terma—"'

“Ha, ba, ha!"

“0Oh, really, Cherry—" DBunter
finishod the cake, and looked round the
table and annexed a plate of tarts. 1
say, it places me in a rather awkward
position. I owe a chap ninepence.”

1 Gmt 1[1!“

A Eh-eﬁi chap,” said Bunter. *0f
course, & fellow doesn’t like being in
dobt. I know you fellowa mre rather
carelesa in such things; but T'm a bit
particular myself.”

[E] h IH

# 89 if you fellows would lend me nine-
pence to square Pedrillo, T'11 settle out
of my postal-order, when—when it
mm%f’

“When !"” murmured Bob.

“That chap Pedrillo is jolly decent,”
said Bunter. “1 was rather against the

bRICH
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unrecognisable.

““ Into the ditch !** shouted Hobson. Splash! * Ha, ha, ha | Yelling and
spluttering, Senor Zorro rolled into three feet of water and mud. His hat floated
away, and he came up drenched with water, smothered with mud,
His black eyes blazed with fury at the Greyfriars lellows..

“Carambo I * he yelled.

and almest
(See Chapter 11.)

Head's 1dea at first, of letting a circus
bounder into the school.”

“Did you mention that to the Head "
asked Dob.

“Nuapno! DBut I'm jolly glad, as it
turns out,’”’ said Bunter, with his mouth
full of tart. * Pedrillo stood by me like
a brick in a tight corner. Hoskins of
the Shell would have let them march me
off to tho police-station. Pedrillo played
up hke a little man, you know."

“"What on carth have you been up
to?” asked Wharton, staring at the
fat junior. “0Oh! Were you caught
bilking the railway company, you fat
fraud 7" .

“ortainly not! I lost my ticket—"

“You mean you were travelling with-
out & ticket, yon fat frog,” roared
Poter Todd. *“*You carried out that
scheme, after 1 toock all the trouble to
bang your head on a tree.™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Of courso, that was only a joke™
gaid Bunter. "1 you think I fixed it
up with S8ammy to meet me at Friardale
with two platform tickets, you're makin
a mistake. DBut I can tell you I felt
pretty bad when that ticket inspector at
Red-lyfe wanted me to show my ticket.”

“8o0 you were copped after alil”
grinned Boly Cherry. * Berve you jolly
well right.” .

“ And Pedrillo came along and paid
your fare?" asked Harry.

“Yes, They actually suspected me of
trying to bilk the company, you know "
said Bunter.

* And what else were you doing 1"

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

The Removites stared at Bunter.
Apparently his fat conscience was quite
at ease regarding his peculiar adventures
on the raitlway. But Billy Bunter was
blessed with a very accommodating con-
goience, :

“That chap spoke up for me,” said
Bunter, “ Ho said he waa sure I wasn't
doing anything dishonest, and answered
for me, you know; and after & lot of
palaver they let me go.”

“ He doesn’t know you wet,” grinned
Bob. " When he's been a bit longer at
Greyfriars he will be ready to answer
for it that you are never doing anything
e e, hs, bat”

“Ha B, 1

“Padrillo will live and learn”
chuckled Nugent. *“I dare say he even
thinks that Bunter will pay him the
ninepence.’’ -

“1 don't suppose the kid's got too
much money,"” eaid Wharton, " Bunter
ought to pay him, if he pays nobody
else. You're in funds, Johnny.”

Johnny Dull nodded, and Jaid nine-
pence on the table. Bunter gathered it
up at once.

I.:”l.’!u.a.tﬂu'.s. old man,” he said. “Will
you have this back out of my mnext
allowance, or out of tho postal-order
I'm expecting "

“Out of your
like," nm;:remd J ull:pn;r"BulL
come to the sama thing.
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" Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter blinked round the table,
The chums of the Remove had finished
their tea, but Bunter was not finished so
long e there was anything left to eat.
He gathered up the last few biscuits.

A3 he munched them, he blinked at
tha Removites, He was still in the dark
as to why the hospitality of No. 1 Btudy
had been extended to him so genially.

“Guess !” chuckled Bob Cherry, who
read the thoughts of the Owl of the
Bemove easily enough.

“Eh! Guess whatt” asked Bunter,

“It's a reward,” explained Wharton.
“We saw vou lending Pedrillo & hand
when that circus johnny was grabbing
*him. You weren't much use—but you
did your best—"

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“You could have knocked me over
with a telegraph pole when I saw it,
gaid Bob Cherry. * Bunter joining in &
scrap to help a fellow out! Who was
it said the age of miracles was past?

“Ha, ha, ha!” Loz

“Jt's really & case for the Wictoria
Cross,” said Johnny Bull, “hut we
thought you’d rather have a feed,
Buanter.™

The Owl of the Remove comprehended
at last.

“Oh, really, you fallows! Of course,
that was nothing--I was bound to chip
in,” he said. *That's me all over—

brave as & lion—"

“You mean a rabbit?” asked Peter

d

T{ﬁ]ﬁﬂ, I don’t!” reared Bunter. I
mean what 1 say. Did you sée me
knock that fellow Zorre spinning?”
~¢0h; my hat! Not quite! We saw
him knock you spinming.”

“The spinfulness was terrific,”

“Oh, teally, you fellows! -Bunter
lanced round tga table, hut there was
ardly & crumb left, and he rose to his
feet, breathing rather heavily. “Tll
get along and settle up with Pedrillo
now. °~ Thanks ‘for the spread. I'll
stand you fellows ono when my postal-
order comes—something a It more
substantial.”

high
-haiind the alms.

“0Oht

““Bomething that a fellow really can
call a spread; you know,"” said Bunter.

And having thus gracefully expressed
his thanks. William George Bunter
rolled . out of the study, leaving the
juniors grinning.

He rolled in the direction of the 8hell
passiage, but paused on the landing,
and, after some refloction, rolled away
to the stairs,

Five minutes later he was seated on a

stool in Mrs. Mimble's little shiop
There he disposed of
additional provender to the exact value
of ninepence He had decided to leave
aver the little sum he owed Pedrillo
until his postal-order arrived.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Warned Off !
£ OBBY, old chap!”
Hobson of the Shell stared,
He bestowed upon Billy
Bunter such a stare as the
fabled Gorgon of old might have
bestowed upon its hapless victima,

It was a few days later, a Saturday
half-holiday, and Hobson of the Sheil
was about to take hizs new chum,
Pedrillo, down to the football ground
for practice. Pedrillo was getting on
quite well ab soccer, which was & new
gane to him, but to which he took
very keenly, much to the satisfaction of
Hobby. Hobson had grown extremel
attached to his new [riend—indeed,
there micht have heen some frietion on
the subject in Study No. 3 in the Shell
but for the fact that Claude Hoskins
was equally attached to him. Pedrillo's
progress an the great winter game
delighted Hobson, but Hosking was

ually pleased with the interest he dis-
pnyecf in the more important subject

of music.
Sometimes, when the thres walked
together, Hosking would talking

music into Pedrillo’s right ear, while
Hobson talked football into the left,
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FPedrillo did not seem to mind—
indeed, he was 50 happy at Greyfriarvs,
and so delighted at having made two
such loyal friends, that he would gladly
have placed hali-a-dozen ears at their
sarvice had he possessed so many.

On the presént occasion Hoskins was
joining up for football, having heroic-
ally given up minor ninths, avgmented
seconds, and consecutive fifths to pleasa
his comrades. The three wers walking
amicably down the Shell passage when
Bunter rolled up and addressed the
captain of the Shell as "old chap.”

e

Hobson was in a good temper,

nourished a hope of getting Pedrilln
into form to plav in a match before the
and of the s=eason., That alone was
enough to make Hobby beam with good-
humour. But “old chap ” from Bunter
of the Remove was a little too much foc
the best-tempered fellow in the Shell to
tolerate. _
_He stared st Bunter with a gorgon-
like astare that really ought to have
turned the Owl of the Remove into
stone on the spot.  Instead of which,
Bunter blinked at him and went on:

I say, Hobby, old fellow—"

*“Kick him!* suggested Hoskins.

Pedrillo smiled. He was learning
now that he belonged to & Form com-
pared with which the Lower Fourth was
as moonlight unto sunlight, ms water
unto wine—in the opinion of the Shell,
Opinion in the Remove was a little
different, of course.

“I'm going to,” said Hobson, “You
cheeky slug, turn round.” '

“(h, really, Hobby- —"

Hobson took Bunter by the eollar to
twirl him round and place him in
position for the penalty-kick, as it weve.

“I say, leggo!” howled Bunter,
“You cheeky beast, he's after him, and

came to tell you! Leiggn! I sav,
Ped:l'ljll{:r, make him leggo! He's after
rou !

“Eh? Who's after Pedrillo?" aske:d
Hobson, stopping his foot just in time.

“Ow! That cirens man, Zorro!
Leggo 1™
“Oh!” exclaimed Hobson, He re-

leased Bunter. “That’s no reason for
calling me old chap and old fellow.
Mean to say that that man Zorro is
hanging about Greyfriars?”

Pedrillo’s amiling face became hard
and set now. The mention of his late
task-master was enough to drive the
smile {rom the face of the circus school.

bov.

HI've seen lum ! gasped Bunter in-
dignantly, “Nice way to treat a chap.
who came to give vou the tip! I say,
if you let Pedrille go out of gates this
afternoon that brute will bag him! I
tell you I saw him in the lane—hanging
about—looking as savage as anything.
I'd have knocked him spinning, same az
I did the other day, only—only I
thought I'd come and tell you.”

“Much obliged,” said Hobson. * Still,
don’t call me old chap again, or you
will get the boot ™

“Muchaz gracias, Bunter,” said
Pedrillo. “Thank you very much. It
15 kind of you.”

Bunter grinned amicably. .

“That's all right, old chap! Dou't
yau go out of gates, that's all.”

And Buntor rolled- away, Pedrille
glancing after him rather curiously. He
had learned a good deal about Bunter
by this time, and lie was aware that it
waa not one of the fat junior's custon:-
to bother himself about other fellows
welfare. But a kind action 13 never
thrown away, and Bunter remembered
that Pedrillo had saved him from the
disastrous re:ults of his cleverness at
Redelyfe,
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“I aay, this is rather thick, wyou
know,"” said [Hoskins. *We're not going
to have that ruffian hanging about after
Pedrillo, Hobby.”

Hobson set his lips. : .

“No fear! He's not going to hang
about Greyiriars!” be ssid grimly.

“The Head——" murmured Pedrillo.

“Never mind the Head!” said the
captain of the Bhell. “"We'll go and
re@ the man—and take a few fellows
along with us, and give him a lesson
.about hanging round the school. He
won't be in a hurry to come back after
wo've tipped him the wink.”

“Jolly good idea!™ agreed Hoskins.

Pedrillo laughed. .

“Muy bien! Let's!” hé exclaimed.

Football was left over for the present.
The three Shell fellows left the House,
and Stewart and Chowne of the Shell
were called up in the quad. Harry
Wharton & Co. were there and the cap-
tain of the Shell called to them.

As soon as he explained what was
toward, the Famous Five gladly joined
up., Peter Todd and Vernon-Bmith and
%!I.Liﬂ' joined up also at a word from

arton—and two or three more Shell
fellows came along., Jt was quite a
little army that marched out of the
school gates and procecded along the
lane to look for Senor Zorro.

“Tha choeky brute!” Tiob Cherry re-
marked. “Can’t imagine what he
wants Pedrillo so much for; but he's
jolly well not going -to !:idnnp him !
That's what it is—kidnapping.”

“He won't come back after we've
done with him!” said Hobson of tho
Hhell.

“Hallo, hailo, hallo, there he is!”

“Don't let him get away!” said
Hobson.

‘*Whﬂat'hﬂ :H

Senor Zorro, of -the Hpanish Circus,
was Jlounging against a stile in the
lane, smoking & black cheroot, and
staring sullenly in the direction of the
achool. He gave the juniors a dark
Iock as they came up, and his black eyes
gleamed at the sight of Pedrillo in the
throng. Hobson halted directly in front
of the showman,

“You aren't wanted here!” he said.
ITobson of the Shell was a direct
speaker. ' Catch on?”

The Spaniard scowled at him.

“Carambo! What do you mean,
muchacho?* he growled., *“Pass on
your way!"”

“What are yon doing here "

“That iz my business!”

“You're after Pedrillo!” said Harry
Wharton.

Yorro did not answer. DBut his pur-
pose in hanging about the vicinity of
the school on & hali-holiday was obvious
onough. No olher business could have
brought him in the direction of Grey-
friars, with his cirens then giving a
performance ten miles away.

Hiz eyes ghttered at Pedrillo; but he
realised that he had no chance of effect-
ing his purpose with the ecrowd of
Groyfriars  fellows round the circus
schoalboy. He leaned back on the stile
and smoked his cheroot sullenly, It
had not occurred to him so far that
the juniors were on the warpath.

“We know what your game is, you

rascal '™ said Hobson of the Bhell.
“You'vo tried it before, and you're not
going to try it a.p_:’miu'. ou're mnot
wanied about here.”

“VYaya! I shall please myself,
senorito ™

“That's exactly what yon won't do!”
grinned Bob Cherry.  * Now then, Hob-
son, give the word=—what's the pro.
grammaf
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“Collar him ! said Hobson,

The Spaniard threw away his cheroot,
and pulled himself together. His klack
eyes fixed on Hobsori of the Shell with
a strange, startled expression.

“Hobson!® he ejaculated. “1l
nombre, your name i Hobson®!"

Hobby stared at him.

“That's my name, 1f you want to
know,” he said. “You don't lLappen
to know me, I suppose?”

Zorro laughed—a strange Taugh.

“¥ou had bettor not molest me,” he
said. *“Your father would not
pleasdéd, Senor Hobson.”

YW hat the thump do you know about

my father?” oxeclaimed Hobson, in
astonishment. “Don't be a cheeky
cad "

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged

lances. The circus proprietor's words

rought back into their minds the two
occasions when they had seen Bir James
Hobson at Zorro's Circus. They knew
that there was some strange connection
between Hobson's father and the
Spanish showman—they knew  the
reason of the mocking, malicious grin
on ‘Zorro's face.

But Hobby had ne suspicion, and they
were not likely to tell him.

“That's onough!” broke in Harry
Wharton. * You're not wanted here,
Scnor Zorro, and you're going to have
a lesson] VYou'll get the same nﬁmn
every time you're found hanging about
the school. Collar him."

“Carambo! I—"

The Spanish showman broke off, as
there came a rush of the Greyfriars
crowd. The next moment he was down,
struggling Turiously. :

But he had no chanece, with innumer-
able hands grasping him on all sides,

“Into the ditch!” shouted Hobson.

Splash!

“Ha,: ha, ha!™

be

B e ¥ e e e B e e -

Yelling and spluttering, the showman
rolled into three feet of water and mud.
His hat floated away, and he came up
drenched with water, smothered witl
mud, and almost unrecognisable. His
black eves blazed with fury at the Grey-
friara fellows.

He was scrambling out of the ditch
when Hobson's boot drove him in
again, and he splashed and foundered
and spluttered.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Carambo !

The Spanish showman crawled out on
the other side of the ditch, scrambling
his way through & tharny ’hedgﬂ‘ The
pmiors, yvelling with laoghter, pelted
iﬁm' with turfs as he scrambled away.
Senor Zorro burst through the hedgo
at last into the field, drenched and
dripping, squelching mud, and torn by
bram3le and briar.

“Aftor him!" roared Hobson.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

A muddy, hatlese figure went tearing
away across the field, followed by shouts
of laughter. In a couple of minukes
Juan Zorro had vanizshed from sight.

Hobzon of the Bhell chuckled.

“1 faney he won't be in a hurry io
come here after Pedrillo again—what?
Come on, old bean, lots of time for
football 17 .

And the Groyfriars juniors, grinning,
walked back to the school—satisfied that
they had finished with Senor Zorro, of
the Spanish Circus. If a doubt lingered
it was in the mind of the Circus
Behoolboy.

THE END,

[(¥ow look okt for the concluding story
af thiz magnificent series in next week's
bumper fasue of the Magwer, The title
iz " Righting A Wrohg!"—and 's a
peach of a story, boys.)

‘Pue MaceT Linragy.—No. 84T,
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A Sensational Story!
court was crowded,

HE
Lionel Bpeedlow’s arrest on a

for

! charge of attempted murder
was atill, and .had been, the talk of
the town for daye. And during that
time Cuily Taylor had been recuper-
ntimmp down at Mersea, whilst Drake
and Ferrere Locke had attended Lo a
little businegs of their own. Now,
as the presiding magistrate took his
place, & hush fell npon the crowded
court.

There was an ¢lectric tension in {he
air that promised something surpris-
ing in the way of evidence—a tension
that grew as the case proceeded.
Speedlow, very pale aud haggard, sat
in the dock. Beside him was the man
Thompson. Some distance away eat
Curly Taylor, his head in bandages,
Jack Drake, and Ferrers Locke.

All -eyes turnad on the last-named
ae he rose to his feet in answer to the
emiling signal of counsel for the

rosecution.

“ This witness for the prosecution,”
said counsel, in an introductory pas-
sage, *has an extraordinary story to
tell, and as he has been engaged by no
less a person than the Home SBecretary
to sift the peculiar evidence attached
to the death of Marchant Taylor, I
crave the indulgence of this court
that he should give his evidence in
his own way."”

“Has witness' slory any direct
béaring upon this case?” asked the
magistrate.

“It has,” came the reply.

*He may- proceed.” ‘
“I anr going to tell you a fantastic
story, which Y ehall, nevertheless,

nsk vou to believe,"” began Ferrera
Locke; and a pin could have been
heard to drop, eo still and silent was
the court; "a story which starts with
the shooting affair at the Langedale
Wanderers™ football-ground.

“The evidence on that occasion
went to gshow that Marchant Taylor
had been murdered—that he had been
murdered by one Sanky Badgers, the

T MaonsrT Lisrary.—No. 847,

tr:éner of tl];c c%lub. I{t,t also prmifﬂd
Badgera to be the gui party, be-
cu_ua% he fled fru:}mg ti'uan;|i|r a-:ﬁng and
made good his escape. You will re-
member, doubtlesa, the mysterions
disappearance of the deceased.” Upon
these things I will build my case, for
it was upon those things that prisoner
in- the dock came into Marchant
Taylor's fortune.”

The Baker Street detective paused
and drew breath.

“Now I am going to ask you to
diseredit that evidence,” continued
Ferrers Locke; and his words gave o
shock to all present except his coun-
geel. “I am going to ask you to
believe that Marchant Tayler was not
killed—that Sanky Badgers was no
more guilty of murder than any one
of you!”

“Oh "

A pasp of amgzement went up from
all present, and it was some time
before the court usher succeeded in
enforecing silence.

“I am going to suggest that Mar-
chant Tayvlor framed his own death,”
went on Locke; and there was a
greater semsation. “IHo was a8 pe-
culiar man, ¥ou wmust remember—
wealthy, eccentric to a degree, and
something of a hermit. His one de-
girec was for peace and quietude, A
wealthy man much in the public eye
often tires of the petty worries of the
day. He lifts his finger, fipuratively
apeaking, and the Press will make a
story out of it. Upon that antipathy
to anything approaching publicity, I
base my case as it affecte Marchant
Taylor. Well, then, we will assume
that he looked round for a way out
of his troubles. Into his eccentric
mind e¢ame this wild plan of framin
hiz own demise, A letter was foun
in his house, intended to give the

impression that he was alveady
gingled out as a vietim by a conm-
grasping . secret  society.

apiring,
'Iﬁu: actual contents of that letter are
known to you, 2o I will not weary you
with them. But what iz not known
to you is the very important Iact

EFFORTS ! Lionel Speedlow ia forced #o realse that all his precious scheming fo keep his younger cousin
o forfune has come to nought, for the money he has so trescherously sought to hold, belongs fo neither of

#% CASE o~
= TBSE EANGSDALE
™ ﬁéﬁ%gagﬁ%

and detective story.

that Marchant Taylor wrote that
letter himself ! :

“What! Are you sure of thatz®
asked the magistrate, in astonish-
ment.

“I am perfectly sure of it,” came
the even :_E?:Ij. “That letter was
written by Marchant Taylor the same
day that it is alleged he met his
death. The letter, almost word for
word, is recorded for all time, for all
ractical purposes, on the sheet of
glntl’-in -paper I found in Marchant
Taylor's own home."

“You mean the letter was written
and blotted on the pad in Marchant
Taylor’s house #”

“T do! affirmed Ferreras Locke.
“More than that, I can prove that
the sheet of paper upon which the
message was written was sent 1o
Marchant Taylor the day before by a
firm of paper manufacturers to whom
he had applied for a sample,” he
added impressively. “Again, the
message was written with a quill pen
—experts have agreed with me upon
that point—and 1t iz known that
Marchant Taylor was in the habit of
writing with a quill. The particular
quill used on this occasion can be
produced, if mecessary. To proceed,
assuming, therefore, that Marchant
Taylor for some very good reason
wished to disappear, we can throw
some light upon the remarkable die-
appearance of his body, for I repent
that he was not killed—that the
shooting affair was faked very care-
fully from beginning to end. I sug-
gest that Marchant Taylor miade his
getaway from the club premises a few
moments after everyone had started
in chase of Sanky Badgers."”

*“This is amazing " breathed 1ho
magistrate, hiz pince-nez falling on
hia nose in his agitation.

“Now we come to the decision of
the High Court concerning the dis-
posal of the property of Marchant
Taylor,” continued the detective. "It
is well known that Lionel Speedlow,
according to the will, was the fortu-
nate person. Right, then. He took
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up his abode in Langsdale, and lost
no time in incurring the animosity
of the townafolk. The Langsdale
Wanderers sampled him as a manag-
ing-direcior, and at once this famons
club hegan a path downhill. Shall I
tell you why, geutlemen? Shall I
tell you why Speedlow delighted in
raining  the anderers’ Club, al-
though it meant a losa to his pocket?”
There was an impressive pause. * Be-
cause jusl prior to the foundation of
the eclub, Speedlow had {ried fo in-
terest his uncle in o bunsiness propo-
silion that was nothing more nor less
than a swindle. 0Old man Taylor,
liowever, wonuld lLiave entered into
That propesition but for the fact that
Iie had sunk all his available.read
cash into the Wanderers’ Football
Club, Speedlow left his uncle after
1that unsuccessful interview, wvowin
ihat if ever he could ruin what ha
heen the old man'’s hobby—namely,
the formation of a sucoeasful football
club—he would. ipeedluw’s nature
i3 entirely destiructive. His record
will prove that. Right, then! The
chiance came his way to ruin the club
—and he did it pretty effectually!

"Meantime, Marchaut Tavlor, not
knowing the frue nature of his eldest
nephew, had left the managership of
tha Wanderers, togother with This
vast fortune in the handa of this
arent of destruction. But at the
same time o prain of su<picion must
have entered his head. I will prove
iater that Marchant Tavler, miles
away from Lanpgadale, slill took an
interest in Langadale fooihall—al-
wmost a fanatical interest. He read
of the club’s downward progression,
of Bpeedlow’s mismanagement, and
ab once set oul to rectify it. He gent,
therefore, an anonymous message to
the younger nephew, Richard—a mes-
wage written in block capitals—in-
forming him that {here was another
will srereted in o book entitled
* Nicholas Nicklely.” Huther a fan-
{astie, or shall we gay an ecoentrie,
Liding-place ! But there was method
it thet madnessz if you iry and follow
my line of argument, for the second
will was deslined never to be found,
nnlesz it became imperative —for the
suke of the Wanderers” poodd name--
to whift the management of 1hat elub
v Lo more worthy shoulders.™

The detective looked rouud upon
his awdienee and continuaed

“It must be realizod also that this
cecenirie gentleman, Marchant Tay-
Ior, thought at the Lack of hiz mind
thal he could relurn to Life, oz il
woere, should thines run contrary lo
his  expectations.  Right, then! 1
stite thal the anonvinons letier was
elizpateled to young Richard Taylor
Lo give him o chanee of handling
wienlile :'H],d ]Jt].-:Hiu!ll. -[':"-'iﬂ{'ui.l:l,l' ol
wan Faylor wanted 1o wee bow s
nephows would shape, whereas most
men are econtent 1o die amd leave
things {o work vid a2 they will, That
wegsnge, gentlemen, was =ent via o
sumber of towns {hroush the medinm
uf the messenger serviee, awl wos
cventually infercepded and partly de-
~troyed by the acewseld hefore Ricliird
Taglor had ever eel ove: wn i, To
el a Jong storvy shurty 1 managed 1o
recoppstruct the wessaope, Fha hook,

however, was not to be found. Mean-
time, I endeavoured to trace where
this message had come from, for I
was convinced that the writing of
ithe message was identical with that
of the letter alleged to foretell Mar-
chant Taylor's end—identical except
where one was bold writing, the other
was spidery. In the main, however,
they were identical, which meant, in
support of my theory, that Marchant
Taylor was very much alive. Sub-
sequently, I traced the starting-place
of the messape to Birmingham, In
thie town I institnled inquiries, Firat
I was given the confidence of the
banks, for I held sufficient authority.
even to do that. I requested the
name of a man who had opened a
current account, on or about the time
it was alleped Marchant Taylor met
his end, with {wenty thousand
unds. "
“Why that amount?” asked coun-
sel, acting on a prearranged plan.
“Becanse Marchant Taylor drew
that amount from his benk at Lange-
dale two days before he disappeared,"”
reéplied Ferrers Locke, "and it wae
safe to assume that he would bank it
somewhere else. Fortunately, such an
account hiad been opened in Birming-
ham during the weck following
Taylor's disappearance, in the name
of Appleby. Now this man Appleby
roved & diffienlt person to trace to
is lair, but at last my special agent
got on his track.”

“And how did he do {that?”
prompted Locke’s couneel.
“By making inquiries at all

etationers in the town for news. of
any man who was in the habit of
purchasing, or had purchased, quills,

(Juill pens are not popular in these
modern times,” went on Ferrers
Leeke, “so 1 knew that if my agent
persevered he would eventually locate
the party T wanted, He did. Un-
fortunately, however, this man who
called himself Appleby teck- it into
hie herd .« leave Birmingham in a
hurry. That wonld be on the occa-
gion of the match between Langsdale
Wanderers and Banrable, where, if
memory serves me right, the Wan-
dereras were beaten to the tune of
twenty-seven nil. As I have gaid,
.e's.[ppleby was in great haste to get ont
of Birmingham. Why? For the
simple reasom that Appleby was
Marchant Taylor—that he dould -no
longer stand. idle and see his beloved
football elub ruined by Lionel Speed-
low. It must have struck him- that
the anonymous mesaage telling his
vounger nephew Richard that there
was a will to be found, leaving every-
thing in his favour, had somehow or
other gone natray. In his rage and
anxiety, it is easy to see that he in-
tended to resurrect himeelf, as it
‘H"EI'Eq"

Interest was at fever pitch now,.
Fveryone present hung on Ferrers
Locke's words. Fantastic as the stoty
seemed, the facts were there, solid
and proven.

“Mr. Appleby, alias Marchant
Taylor, took the express South,” went
on Ferrers Locke. “ We all know of
the terrible accident that happencd
to that express. And Marchant
Taylor was in it; he was dangerously
near death, He was taken to hos-

ital, Lut there was nothing -about
iim to identify him. It transpires,
liowever, that le uttered the word

BREATHLESS THRLLS AND ADVENTURE |
ON THE H.GH SEAS!

Look out for the opening chapters of this amazing
story, featuring Ferrers Locke, the wizard detective,

NEXT MONDAY’S ISSUE!
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‘ Langsdale ' unceasingly in his de-
lirium, and te Langsdale Cottage
Hospital he was sent, in the hope that
gomeone would eventually come for-
ward and identify him. There he is
now !"

This time no usher in the world
conld have kept that crowded court
jin order. The revelations were amaz-
ing. Speedlow, Curly, and Ferrers
Locke were the cynosure of all eyes.
The magistrate, perhaps, was the
most surprised persom amongst that
assembly. He had entered the court
as he thought to try n case of
attempted murder; instead, he had
listened to the mest amazing stm'-f u£

o

his career. Order was enforce
last.

The magistrate wiped his pince-nesz
carefully.

“ A very extraordinary story ! he
sommented. * But it wonld seem to
be irrelevant to the case.”

“I respectfully beg to disagree,”
gaid Fervers Locke. “To go back a
point, much of the antagonism be-
tween prisoner in the dock and
Richard Taylor was sprung from the
poseibility of there being another
will—the whereabouts of which 1
ptated in my previous evidence, And
that antagoniam drove Speedlow to
do more than one desperate deed. Tt
iz known in this town how Richard
Taylor was arrested on a charge of
breaking into the <lub offices and
abstracting a thousand pounds, The
real truth of that affair has yet to
see the light of day, for Bpeedlow
connived with a friend of his to make
this momstrous charge watertight in
case his plans went astray. But he
was not quite clever enmough. Go
astray they did; likewise three mem-
bers of the Wanderers Foothall Club
who were none other than three

notgrious cracksmen. They are in
custody mow, at least, so I was in-
formed ' two hours ago by Inspector

Pyecroft of the C.I.D. at Scotland
Yard, snd are willing to give evi-

dence on- oath againet Lionel Speed-

Jow should Richard Taylor wish to

charge him on that account.”
“Very amazing,” muttered the

magistrate, “and very irregular!
Wiﬁ you proceed with your evi-
denee P

Ferrers Locke bowed slightly.

“My client, Mr. Richard Taylor,
also my assistant, Jack Drake—both
present in court—are prepared to
swear on oath that the will was
eventually found; that a moment or
go after its having been found Lionel
Speedlow came into possession of it
and destroyed it in the fire. Mr.
Richard Tayler discovered the will
even as the anonymous message had
statcd—namely, in the volume en-
titled * Nicholas Nickleby." More-
over, hie read it, recognised the sig-
natures of the parties who had wit-
nessed the will, and doubtless was
congratulating himself on his good
fortune, when he had an accident.
Half stunned, he had the mortifica-
tion of sesing his elder cousin snatch
the precious document out of his
grasp and race away with it. My

DON'T MISS NEXT WEEK'S BUMPER ISSUE!

agsistant saw that will actually burnt
before his eyes!”

“If all this be true, the ease should
go before a higher court,” broke in
the magistrate. “But I still repeat
that it has Iittle bearing on the
charge of manslaughter preferred
against the accused.

“With your permission, I will pro-
ceed to justify my earlier statement
that all this evidence iz relevant io
the case,” went on Ferrers Xocke;
“for Richard Taylor, recovering cou-
sciousness, was threatened by his
cousin to be given in charge on the
count of nnlawfully breaking into the
house of the aceused with intent to
commit o felony. Accused taunted
him that the will was burni—that he
could say what he liked in a court of
law, but he would never inherit the
property. Then it was Richard
Taylor attempted to bluff his cousin.
He stated that there was a duplicale
copy of the will in existence. The
bluff told, for accused made up his
mind on the spot to get rid of his
cousin, and the lad Drake, whom he
thought knew too much. Aceord.
ingly, he rendered his comsin uncon-
scious, bound, and gagged him. The
lad Drake, my assistant, was simi-
larly treated. The man nlongside
Speedlow in the dock, Thompson, was
given instrictions to take Richard
Taylor and Jack Drake aboard the
yacht Eagle, belonging to the ac-
cused. You have the written state-
ment from the man Thompson, which
wag taken down in the presence of
police-officers, stating that his orders
were to throw overboard the packing-
cases which contained TEI.]{JCI-‘.L' and
Drake when a suitable opportunity
oceurred. That I venture to suggest
is sufficient evidence for the charpe
of manslaughter. - My previous evi-
dence, which goes back to the time
Marchant Taylor was alleged to have
met his death, I beg to repeat is very
neCessary to this case,” added Ferrers
Locke; "for Marchant Taylor is ly-
ing dangerously ill. The doctors
have given up all hope of his re
covery i

——

The Vielors !

ITH a slight bow to the
magistrate and jury,
Ferrera Locke stepped cut
of the witness-box. Immediately the
court was in an uproar. Order was
called for time and time again; but
order was disregarded. The Langs-
dale folk were cheering—eheering
Ferrers Locke, cheering Jack Droke
and young Curly Taylor—and then,
as a contrast, they began to hiss for
the especial benefit of Lionel Speed-
low.

He sat like a2 man in a trance, his
face pale and drawn, his eyes
strangely bright and unnatural.
The evidence had come ns a shock fo
him. To think that he hod com-
mitted these erimes in a desperale
attempt to lold something that waa
neither his nor his cousin's, but lis
uncle’'s—the man whom he had fondly

ORDER EARLY!

imagined to be dead and dene with
months ago !

The crowd would have lynched Lim
on the spot; they were in that ugly
linmour. But the magistrates con-
ferred, and the chairman eventually
remanded the case.

Speedlow was taken below stairs
to the cells, thankful to get away
from the hundreds of hostile eyes.

- Cwly Taylor, meaniime, was shak-
ing” Ferrers Locke by the liand. The
whole case had come azs n bombshell

to him, whilst Drake was no less
astonished.
“Drake, vou're a fool!” he 1e-

marked to himself, in tones | lowd
enough for Fevreva Locke to lear,
however.

“Whnt do yom menn, my lad?”
gueried Ferrers Locke,

“Why, to think that I was Iving
next to old Marchant Tayler in the
Cottage Hospital without hitting on
hiz identity {” he said.

“You can hardly blame yourself
for that,” said Ferrérs Locke: “for
he's so badly damaged that no one
would recognise him Ei:-;i' his features.”

“You don't think uncle will live?"
said Curly, who wae all anxiety now.
“Qughtn’t I to go and see him?”

“ Afraid it wouldn’t be much use,”
replied Ferrers Locke gravely, “He's
not able to talk to anybody. When
he's able, it will be necessary for him
to sign a statement, which I propose
to draw np in the presence of a com-
missioner of oaths—a statement
identifying himself, as it were; alao
a statement to the effect that he left
another will 'i:{:-:;umn;hin;il his property
to wou. Certain it is he'll have no
wish to let Speedlow handle it aoy
longer, for it must have been in a fil
of rage that the old man hurried
away from Birmingham.”

That evening the mewspapers were
apreading the amazing story unfolded
in the court of the camse celecbre az
the Case of the Langsdale Wanderers
became {o be regarded. It was more
than a nine days’ wonder; for closely
atop of the memorable scene in the
Langedale Court came the news of
Marchant Taylor's end.

But before the eccentric old gentle-
man who had founded Langsdale
football breathed his last, he waas
able to recognise his younger nephew ;
was able to affix his signature to n
freali will, leaving everything fto
Richard Taylor. At the same time he
cleared up a point that had baffled
TFerrers Locke. mamely, the where-
abouts of Sanky Badger. The ex-
trainer of the Wanderers was. ap-
parently, comfortably settled in
Anstralia.

Lionel Speedlow languished in gaol
for gome time before his case come on
at the Old Bailey, and again news-
paperdom revived the astonishing
story of his nccession to wealth, and
all that preceded and followed it.

The charge of attempted murder
against  Speedlow  was  alfered o
attempted manslaughter, and Speed.
low was sentenced to serve a lengthy
torm in oue of his Majesty's prisons,
e was a beaten, broken man as he
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| As the encouraging roar burst forth from a hundred throats, Curly sent.in a shot that seemed to have cannon force
‘behind it. The gualkaupar_ made & desperate aftempt to save it, but he was a beaten man.the moment the

foot. (Ses this page.)

_]mll left Curly’s

stepped out of the dock after lis
trial, and yomang Richard Taylor felt
compassion for him, and would, had
it lain in his power, forgiven his
mscnllfrr cousin everything and started
lim afresh in a new country. But
that was not to be. The law was a
pigantic machine that revolved
slowly, but its progress was sure and
gould wot lightly be arrested.

Lionel Speedlow was to pay the
price !

& L] - = L]

It was exactly a wear later, osnd
Ale Langsdale Vietors were in action
against  the Banrable eleven—the
team that had made sensational his-
tory at lhaving bealen the onee
famous Langsdale Wanderers to the
fune - of {wenty-seven nil. History
wns not destived to vepeat itself; for
on thiz oceasion the Banrablz eleven
were down four goals in the first half,

It was a great game—so far as the
Langsdale folk were concerned, at
any rate—for the Vietors were aptly
named, having won every match that
sepson. At their head was young
Richard Taylor, and a hetter captain
no team could wish for. To watch
him then was to remcember something
lor all time. The hall was at his
fecet: he was racing away with it.
The visiting centre-half came at him
with a rush; but €urly, to give him
hig nickname to the last, simply made

rings round that hefty merchant.
Then away he aped.

Boomph ! _

The ball left his foot and described
a heauntiful are, to fall finally at the
foot of his outside-right. Away raced
the winger in his old style, a dazzlin
feint, and the opposing left-half h
been passed. Then a perfect centre.

“Go it, Cuarly ™ |

The Blood rushed to Curly’s head as
he heard that encouraging roar, but
his footer sense was not lessened
thereby. He took the bhall on the
bounce and sent in a shot that scemed
to have cannon force belhind it. The
goalkeeper made a desperate attemtpt
to save, but he was o beaten man thea
moment the ball left the foot of the
Vietors' captain.

Four up!

True, the amazing score Banrabie
had made Lhe.year previous was nevey
equalled; but a fresh record was
created for the season, anyway.
VWhen the Banrahle eleven eventually
came off the field they carried with
them the painful knowledge that they
had heen licked hy ten goals to nil.

It was fitting, in a way, that the
first meeting botween Banrable and
the new Langadale Victors should
end thus. At least, the directors up
in the stand thought so. Silas
Chisholm, Ephraim Woodley, and ihe
rest of 1hie footer fans of Langsdals

were very pleased with the world in
geniéral, and Langsadale in partienlar.
Their faith in Langsdale jooter had
been justified. On the ashes of the
old had arisen the new. And wheo
should say at this stage that the
“New ” would mnot ouitshine the
“Old” with such a wonderiul
season's record behind ite

Just o few yards from Silas and
hia directors stood Ferrers Locke and
Jack Drake. The formsr looked
mighty pleased with himself, whilst
Jack Drake was wildly jubilant.

“I'm’ glad we came down to ses
this match, my lad”" remarked the
world-famous slenth. “Because ]
think—"

“GFlad ' exelaimed Drake boyishly
“I should jolly well think se, guv’
nor ™

“I was ahout to say,” continudd
Locke,; with a twinkle in his eye ai
lis assistani’s enthusiasm, “that 1
think it is indeed a fitting end to the
case of the Langsdale Wanderers !

THE END
S Phe Phawlene  of  He Bogger
Bank.'" That's the tille af the pe-

murkable  story, featuving Ferveys
Fooke's Intest case, Dilled 1o appes
in nexet weeel’s 5 Maguet,”r  FLoof: ouw!
for the opening chajpiers.)

Tite MacueT TannanteNo. 947
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TO AND FROM YOUR EDITOR.

(Continwed from pane 2.)

i

Now, vou Magnotites who were not 80
fortunate still” have ample opportunity
to bag one of thise topping games. Why
don't vou have snother shot this weck?
All you, hava to do--as I have said
hefore—is to send in a par, not longer
than three hundred words in length,
deseribing as crisply as you can_ any
incident you have seen, or anything of
interest. vou may bave heard on the
footer finld: Come. there most be hun-
dreds of news tit-bits going begging 6n
the footer field every week, ruch, for
oxample, as the ease of thg player who
sat on the ball and resisted all the
offorts of the opposing team to shift
him until the referee took a hand. And
lot m mention it again, these Table
Football . Games I am offering every.
“wenk ‘to.the twenty readers who send
in the best “pars . are -roally worth
having., Turn to page 23 ‘and have &
look at ihe illnstration en that page.
Um sure youw'll be interested.

———

THE * GEM.”

‘Our grand Companion paper is aptly
named, for I, doubt whether—leaving
ihe MaAGsET out of it for a bit—there’s
another schoolboya” story’ paper gninﬁ
to cqual it, let alonc beat it. Eae

wedk, entitled: “April Yools

: tw{:—pgﬁ

week the “Gem™ containe a fagni-
licont Now Long Complete Story of
Tom~Merry & (o, of 8t Fim's, writien

by the eclobrated® author Martin
Clifford. 1f Magnetites want to spend
another fwopence overy . week they

roally couldn’t do -better:than get a
ropy  of this fopping little paper.
There's “n seronm: of (o story i it this
D All1*
which iz worth reading, to say nothing
of an excellent long complete adven-
ture story by Sidney Drew, a special
v gupplemen’  contributed © by
Tom Merry & Co. themselvés, "and a
Joke competition offering delicious
Tuck Hampers and half-crowns for
prize-winning jokes. Trot round to your
newsagen!  and have a look at.“the
“Gom,” Iz on sale every Wednesday:

IS IT SPORTING?

A footer enthusiast, who reads the
MaoxeT every woek -and who pays par-
ticular atiention to the “excellent
footer supplement,” tells me that. e
was playing-in a mateh when the oppo:.
sing side—under the instroctions +.o:
their captain—calmly walked  off  the
field as a protest agsinst the allogod

unfair decisions of the referge %My

correspondent wants-to know if such a

_THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
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thing s allowed, and whether T con-

gider it sporting?  Well, stricily

speaking, the-moment two elevens Legin

a match they automatically come under

the ebsolute control. of  the reterec,

anf unléss he gives jany particular

memher- permission “to leave the field
no one has. the right to do so. Of

course, - there  are  exceptions  to the

recogniged rule, such as the case of a

man, or bo¥, who receives an injury.

Hub eertainly no. skipper.of a team has

the right t& walk nt%)ﬁm field in the

manner’ my<ehnm describes,  Not oply

is zuch: an petion agoinst-all the riles

of fpotball, but it 15 Very ansportsmman.

like, Remomber, a teferes's job is not

an envious one, Ijt a way, he may' be
compared to an Editor, for #us decisions
are cxpected to plepse everyonc, and,
of course, they very seldom do!

Far HﬁxL,Hnnda}g._-

“ RIGHTING A WRONG!"
By Frank Richards.

The concluding story in the splendic.
sihicol and citeus series. Don't miss it.
“THE PHANTOM OF THE- DOGGER
BANK ! ™

The opening chaptets of our’ magnifi-
cent story of delective ‘adventure on the
high seas. *And -g-.%:_gcinl 3

4-PAGE ‘FDOTBAEL SUPPLEMENT,

containing. o fine .&igned a".:"j.'iclﬂ by

William' Heéle, 1hid. Welsh™ International
uf’ Hnms_gq'u;?i’ﬂ'.m-.*.

Your €ditor,

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

E

THE FINEST CAREER FOR BRITISH "BOYS.

and Signalling Branches).
Men also are required for

- - - -

STOEKERS i
FORCES

ROYAL MARINE

GOOD PAY. - vd
EXCELLENT CHANCES

‘Boys are wanted for the Seaman Clazga {from which
selections are made for the Wireless Telegraphy
Age 151 to 165 years.

ALL FOUND.
FOR PROMOTION.

Age 18 1o 25
Age I7 to 23

N YOU PAY 2/6

in advanca-for oma of oor Torlddamed” €00 “Medd

Méad &

- Bloycles! «horhing morg'to cemiz til
i

Alear fou luive chiden the cycle Ml s
“MARVEL" No 400 €4 155 '84 CASH
We pack FitB¥.pay carriage ped duarantee soagis-
tign or Eafu
trﬂ:‘ﬂllﬂh.ﬂ. SR Esarie s amd
fﬂ:lces. “Weita TO-DAY for tea
uetrations aitd. reduca? wh i
now groles, mlse special offer of sample machine.

your monay. Factoryr-falled
T'[,'rca at popalar
utifally coloured

leza ¢ prices of 2

Y ZLE ©O.:INC. (Dept.B6801)
SPARKBROOK. BIRMINGHAM

A by -lettor to thd Reocruitio LAl

Epmﬂ-{fﬂn{t. ‘Strect, Dirmingham :t %1

%0, Canning - Place, ' Liverpool ;

Eﬂh, Dreansgata, - Manchesrer: 106, Eyo Hill
G, Wazhinglan Terraro, Quoen’s

Officor, B.N. and H.M.:
¥ictorla Btreeck, 1
. Whitchall, Lotdon, 5W.1:
Keweastle.on-Tyne; of
Park, Soulhampton,

Hriaiol ;

POSTI SoENE a0 FFIEREE
Metal Tweezers. 100 Gummed  Album - Lendings, -British
Colonials, 62 Different, Stal

Mounts— Absolutely. FREE, “Just

LISBURN & TOWNSEND. London.

2 {50 Unused), Peelable Stamp
ozt Approvals.
ad, LIVERFOOL.

FREE PRESENTS FOR ALL
.. SEND NO MONEY—WE TRUST YOU.

Far sciliog our High Grade FPleture Posteards at 1d. eoch to your frionds
these Presents ABSOLUTIOLY FEHBE-—Dicycles, Wireleas Bols,

Footballs, Peobiz . Racquets, . Jemellery, Tors and.Gancs,
tehes,  Olocks, eve.; ete.  Writs toudny for' o
giteotion ‘ol 72 Oards and Proscuts List. Orvereeas Applicanis inust send
cover oot of packiog and poslage.

wo gy
Iy anrihehos,
;. Fogntain Fend, -Wa

T 2,6 [not wtamps) as deposit and to
Thig cun ba deducted from Cards sold

The PREMIER CARD CO. (Dept. E), 8, Chiristopher St., London,

Bo

nd Foor Penny Etamps. :
" ILLUSTEATED M
derft Japanczo<nrt, of o Beil-Dofence. wilthomnd - WoADODE.
Ecttcr than

. DON’T BE :BULLIED

Tor TWO SBPLENDI
in JTJLTAT ; the nnn:

Troxiwg ans olber scienco cver lnvéntsd,
Léarn to iake carp of Founracl! npder ALL air-
camstaoers and feas . mo man. ¥You can have &

MONATER

1 INgstented Tortlon fer PO
“Hed, SEN ) b Y AWAR

A" [Danpt.

MNOaT -A-..
Takes Porfoot

eoe. |

UNBOCOEIETY .
-~ KNothin

MY

o

ol ment terma.

rlen

1 supply the Aneat Coventry bullt eycles ON 14
-DAYS' . APPROVAL, PACEED FREE
| A AND CARBIAGE FPAID, oo resedpt of & | |
. C— small dopoalt, Lowest cash prices, dr 43ty pay-

1 Write for Free Bargals Lists HOW.

THL WL LRI, STETCLE BEALER {527
18 COVENTRY. :25]

GUINEA P

-

. p o ]
AP.27), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, MIDDLESEX,

TOY — REAL ' PLATE - CAMERA.
Bictures=the
b _fal ~Lone, : 8pri

ar Mpll.-Posicord elie. Power.

Bk ter, xod * Forus  romdering  expericnos

Ificluded frea—plote,” pridting: P oand elemicals,
Imu-fﬁ:]ll&:gl'ﬂ:, nctin :hn:_fp Ay, - E‘.'Tf

ilar
GOLD nid 18-t Tridiam ‘tinped) . 2/ 5t Tema
3. LTS, 37, BOUNDARY BOAD, PORTSLADE..

1/8, pout frool
Pen, with SOLID

1=
BUSSHEX.

Lavcer Scll-Fiili I-'uup'min

2/8

.8 inches e
“Without
 THE FAMOUE O

wprimy il

tinneos—idrugs
IVE EYE ]
Complote Gourse 87- PO, post.frée, of Turther parcies. siamp. e
¥. A, CLIVE, Harrock Honse, Tho Qlose, COLWYN BAY. AR

HEIGHT INCREASED. 5/--°330* a3

ONE MONTH. .
"—ur-dinlirlg, - SR
M NEVER FAILS.

.'!.In

STOP STAMMERING !

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.0.1.

‘Cure yourself as I did. pa!r"
Alenjiars Freo, —FPEREANE

T

DEATH'S HEAD PACKET

weorld, The packaf &lsd, :mhﬂni
{ohdalete), J.&,Ehlﬂﬂ PIOTORIA ITroo
HARDING MEMORIAL S8TAMF, EENYA COLONY
nitractive vﬂml‘&!.l'

: OTDORE BANOROFT. MA

NN

. FREREEII .
Included © o thit month's” FEEE OFFER is the poculisy BEERDRTAN -1004
HDEATHB MASK " BTAMP which is famotis throu
8 "BEAUTIFUL - DHI_EEJ d p

Embarking), PR DENT
, and o E2ore of other
‘Hend posteard ssking for approvals.

out the philatolio
E iy,

MAGIG TRIGKS.

Pricedd. each,4forl/-—T. W.Harrison, 229, PentonyilleRid., London, N.1.,

_etg.—~Parcels, 20, 68, Ventriloquist's
Instrument. Invisible. Imitate Birds,

- "WORTH

OO, HAGKETT'S WOR

CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. — Samples,

catalogne free: 12 by 10 Enlargement, any photo, 8d.—
IEE.. July - Read, "LIYERPD

oL,
3-4-26



14

FAMOUS INTERNATIONAL—NEXT WEEK!

15

When does the average player

—n:.nrrm-#mnrmu..mn..uuw
HERE are a lot of people who would

very muoch like to be able to =ay

definitely at what age any particular

plaver would reach the highest
pinnacle of form. The managers of the hig
cluba, for Instance, would no doubi feel
much less. worried, when arranging the
transfer of any partienlar player, if they
knew that for three or four seasons he would
go on improving. But you never can tell.
We have een lads of twenbty or twenty-one
chaping like world-beatérs, and then from
that age they have steadily gone backwards
and never completely fulfifled the promise
of these early dave, These lads werg at

their best when they were still luds. On the-

other hand, we have sean fallures who have
done nothing wonderful ap to thirty years
of age or so, and who have then blozsomed
ot and fmproved so that they bave been at
the top of their form when well paet thirty.

EXCEPTIONS H-..__,_.-hm: PROVE THE

The foregoing poragraph will serve ia
show, right at the ontset, some of the diffl.
eulties of arriving at a really sccurate
decision s to what is the footballer's hest
age, For every Idea which I lay down here,
I reulise that it will be possible to bring
forward plenty of exceptions. All the satme,
I think we ¢ean generalize on the age at
which a footballer wili, in the ordinary way,
e at hiz best—the average footballer, that
is—leaving the exeoptions to look after
themselves.,

THE ORAIE FOR YOUTH.

In theory most people believe in the policy
of ecatching ‘em young. Well- I am guite
preparcd to agree that the best way o
build op o successful football Léam is to fnd
the right s=ort of ¥oungsters ¥ wou can,
coach them In the right way, and promole
them fo the top class in due course, By
thiz sort of building yom are most likely to
et o team as distinct from a sct of in-
ividoals. The young players—the lads of
twenty to fwenty three or foor—have thelr
value, too. They bring ndless energy o
bear ou thelr play, and often they have the
pace which may be a valoable nsset, though
not so indispensable as some people would
have uws believe. I am sure, thoogh, that
the craze for youth can be carried too far.
Plenty of miest promising lads have been
spollt by being pushed on at too early an
age—before they had the right balance to
stand promotion.

A PAINFUL LESSON,

The young lad will often do things which
he will réalise, when be gets older, ought
not to be done bacanse they have no part
im the team game. I remember some little
time ago seeing one of the most brilliant
youngsters it has been my lot to come
actoss, He was an extreme wing man, and
for sheer clevernesa and dribbling and
* diddling " it would be necessary to gn n
long way to find his equal. Alas! he never
knew when he had dooe enough of the clever
ptuff. He wounld benat his [ull-back, and {ihen
wait for the same player to come again to
ba * diddled " o second time. All very fine,
uf courie, and the antics of this lad made
the onlookers laugh. There came a day,
though, when this youngster found himself
in hospital., He had exasperated a veteran
full-back into kicking him. Now, st the age
of twenty-one that lad was a wonderful fool-
biller, but he had not reached Lis best age,
because he did not realise that it was
against his own Joteresis, and against the
snterests of the team, to beak the eame
apponent two or three times in  one
mavement,
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ANDREW CUNNINGHAM.

(The Famou: International
Forward of Glasgow Rangers.)

CAPTURED AT THE RIGHT AAQE.

On the everage, ibeé Young player i3 oot
quite so0 successful ma his older colleaguoes
becapse be i3 lacking in cxperience, in the
Pret place, and in what 1 might call * nose,”"
in- the secopd place. Just recently, amid
the many transferz of prominent players
from Scotland to Buglend, there has been
comment over the fuct that the majority of
the plavers have been comparatively young
men—fellows of twenty-four to twenty-five.
In paying big transfer fees for players
arpuud this age I think the managers of the
English clubs have besn wise, The avers
footballer of twenly-Ave ur &0 has usually
got  past  the swelled-head slage—has a
certaln amount of experience to mid Lim in
bis development, and s still young enongh
to put that life aond energy loto the game
which are s0 necessary from a proportion
of the players In every team. Some of the

luyers who Lave recently gome from Seot-
and to England should have several years
of most useful service in front of them,
wnd $0 long as they remember that splendid
dictum  of Billy Meredith’s—that even atl
forty-five a player Is nof too old Lo learn—
they ehonld go on improving for some Limme
fo cowne.

THE WIBE OLD HEAD.

Although T fopsist that the comparatively
yonng player—the man of twenty-five or so
—should in the ordinary way prove the best
inveatmoent, there I3 sometliing Lo be said
for the older player, Being mnyself in that
cutegory, you will not be surprised that 1
an golog to say it. Btill, leaving the ely
porsonal side vut of the quesiion, I think it
is sopmd argmment to say that there arc
times in the history of most foobtball clabs
when a plaver beyond the thirty mark has
his wees far beyond even bis own ability, I
have pot lad opportunitics of seelng the
Arsenal foothall club this season, but [ have
talked with fellows whp know them luti-
mately, and one man put the seoret of thelr
smecesa in this way: “They owe nearly
everyiling to Buchan, not so mueh for what
he ia doing hinieself as to his infvence on the
play of the side,'

ENERQY UNDER DIRECTIONM.

My friend went om {0 esplain that for
years there had been no lack of energy in
the Arsepal tesm, bnt thal the coming of
Buchon hiad miade all the difercnes ta the
way thiz energy was appiicd. Buchan set
the cxample of doiog thiugs more or less
slowly, deliberately taking hiz BHme owver i,
and the whole tenm forthwith sleadied down.
The wise old head in a comparatively young
team cvan make a lot of difference whilsmt
A douwbl. Sa il the waneger of  your
favourite club pays s big price for & player
over the thirty moerk, don't jump to the
cotclusion that Lie bas gone mad. He may
have got the player who, for the particalar
purposcs of the side, iz at hie best wge,

Taking everything ipto  considers o,
bowever, and alwuys rewenbering Lhat we
are talking of ithe average player, T should
say he Is st biz best at twenty-=cvon. At

that: time in the carcer of & ployer e
ought {0 have what I& extremely Imporfant
—u siense of proporbion, il he propeely

balanged. ¥e has the experience which givia
hita the confidence to keep o level liemd,
nnd s sUll sufficiently energotic to he ahle
Lo bodd His own against tha foughest of
oppoucuty,
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“THE ROMANGE OF SWANSEA TOWN'—BY WILLIAM HOLE

Qn%im %ﬁa aine

EARING the Mau-
rhwster City grouwml
I dfound mvecti

imvolved im an
argument. Not beiong gnite
snre of the way-—and as It
wirnt & Baturday, there
was o possibility of follow-

Yoad a

ing the crowd—I asked a BY “ PALL PRY."
man fo dircet me to 1he : 7
Maine Road gromm, {Our Travelling Correspondent.}
*You mean the City .
ground ot Moss Side,” he =aid. T insisted that T meaodgigned on, but  (his
the Malne Road gronnd, for there i= no getting away from' ason was delighted to
the fact that the ground is st Maine Hoad. (Play in un Enghand
o That's all right,” sald the man 1 had questioneddarial matel.
hut we supporters of the Clty are going to eall it M Of  thelr ontadde-

i

Bide breause we Hke it better,”” : :
Feeling In the mood for pulling the of this sapporte n.ﬂe.*u i _ﬁ_uﬂ.ﬁ_ﬁ“

of the City, 1 told him that 1 Enew why preforred M By exprect w Jot
Side to H-._:.....Eﬁ..- as the namao for their groond. .— Meredith  was
o Why ? " he asked. he Tellow who set the
Beonuse,™ T replied, | ! ! dord;, and ™ our s
Maine Road to tlie Se¢ Divigion and you don'l want 88 anmey ' - —whose other
be reminded of it." At that, of conrse, 1 had {o caca me 15 Austin-—§s 1lie
Bow who i8 trying th

88 fast am my lege wonld carry me, and the last reeollection
that he was telling me that thilgaiaw i the footsteps

ou are afrald the team s on the

of my friends volee was

City wouldn't go down to the Second Diviston, =0 1 coubllypy 4he  * tooth »
put that into my pipe and smoke it. | umﬁﬂh: .b:w._m_ﬁ __ﬁrm

1h this supporter of the Manchester Ully was righ sed one eap  this
but it is undoubtedly a fact that there have been many 1,  und he o owas

anxlous moments for the players, officialz, and suppert:
of the olub during the present season when things havedt to me, becanse, ns
first zecmod to bo going right and then have suddenlvihe paid, it was with
taken the wrong turnlug. - As an example of this topsve be obhject of advancipg
turvy form of the Manomiang=—what a horrible wond thathn foothall that he left
is I—they surprised the world by beating Huwldersfiell{Norwich City to  join
Town in the fodrth round of the Cup by four gosls he ofher City.

nothing, Bnd the following week, on the seli-same ground,}, T, :
they lost to Huddersficld Town in the Ieague by Hve go i T
to one. y, Including Cowan,

My real reason {or hoplng that the City won't go Into
the Secdnd Division i2 hecause in E,.qqm..__:;wﬂv thoy havn F
a ground worthy of any First Division side. iy an after-| | Lowas told that he
nogn have I spent on the dear old, funmy old ground atiqpends half his trainin
Hyde Homd, where they played for so many sears and@Eiomoe: renning: his hea
around three sides of which it least it seemed L there & brick - wall in
were always trains munnlng. [ am afrald some of thosshander that he will get
trainz nzed to be very late, because the drivers inslsted on niod to hepding
stapping to watch the City games, thongh there jano troth o -hardest  footballs

 tentre-half back.

In the stary that if the City were Josing and their opponentsiamt cver comne his way.
were plaviug against the wind, these englne drivers tumed{*nut " to crack of any player 1 have ever come actoss,
on black smoke to blow intp the eyesof the City's opponents, (When e wos at Doneaster he headed thirteen goals In

f the course of one season from the cemtre-lalf

back position, snd T honestly Delipved that he
prefers to play the ball withe his head rather
than hig feet. Whatevor olse happens to the
Uity they have a Goodehild in goal, and ore as
sonnd a3 & Hell so far as training goes, becanse
ihey have the former Manchester United mao In
Alee Bell to keep them up fo scrntch.

ull,
inferceting player commected with Manchestor
T [ City, from tho general point of view, Is
: i HWE—.._..___. MeMultlan, the
obtained from Partick
This player I3 a8 Zecotch as  the thistles
ighlands, and ho
are the best-looking lot of players in the conntry.” - ® bane whea his {iansfer was secured o fow  weeks

_H_Su.w__......:...mﬁazn_.._mrc__.a__._:;#.u.n
ou call 1t Maing ltond oF ﬂn&uﬂ?, Ik was
nlit by the same people who erceted the
Stadium at Wembley ; can hold 80,000 people,
and I= so construeted that even with such

an attendance all the people can get away in

a very few moments through the twenty-two
wide cxits. The last word in luxury hag heen
said in completing the mad  arrangements
#0 far as playvers sand officials wre concermned,
Muanchester City lay claim to one recond—

that on the average thoy get more lad i .

spectators at thelr matches than any other clu LY

in the eountry. 1 can tell you why that 1=, F. ROBERTS.

said fnll-back 1'hil McCloy, In a Secotch acoentb |

which I do not attemnpt to reprodoce.  ** It I8 because wetvhich grow on the

Adfter

<

B statement cannot be accepted, becauso it i2 o obviously
biaged ; but even i It iz not true that Manchester City):
have the hest-looking Jot of lards, they cortainly have s

k.

cheery a crowd as any I have come across In my wid
travels, There secms to he a continmal smile competitiond’
i ot Maipe Road, but up to now Tom Browell 1= an oa
firsr, and ifitends to
| 4 gtay there, witli the
st lagging  wome

where behlml., |

remember when Tom ¥ Bince.

Hrovwell Barat on th
foothall horizon i
earthquake farhion,

venrs of age, and hi

He started geth
popba like & wvet
and has been gt
iheny ever sinee. Hae
was ealiod
Froweld "' then, an
hag bern known ap
:_ Boy Browell ™ ovis
snec.

1 sidie,
i leader,

£ was- obvions,

et on thae field ool
off, and _con well La

ddeacpbed a8 " thep!
©Peter - Pan'c ol
fourttan'l, thie lad wh 1

RCVOr STOWS Upy Ve
though it in row
wivma &iNirn - e
sinee e <hecked o8

=

Ry

C. PRINGLE. ail.

.

nchester

Home of my readers may remember about MeMallun,
ears a0 he staggered the football world by Joaving his
gtive Scollaod, not to play for some club in Hoaglnd
th a high-sounding name, but to throw in his ot with the

idstone United, o elub n the Mid-Kent Leage,
@id that ta gn there he received an offer of fiffeen pownds
b week, but whether this fs so of nok, 11 may be taken fior
ranted that MeMullan did not Jeave his pative heath
without somo consdderation In the sha

Ssome of you may 2 Gobling.” . Even whiile he was ot Maldstono he played
hot be old snongh todor Beotland o an Interoational malch, and has play

But although we think of the Scels sz ultra-patriotic,
gt is w Mt that almost immediately after he was trapsferred
Mo was then sixteen:™ Manchoster City MeMuoltan asked to be weleased [kom a
sottieh Intermational mateh against Ircland inorder that he
eluby was Hull Cikymight azsizt s new chab,
was regarded may be jndged from the fact that the first
me he wore & Manchester City jersey ho was caplain of
Homie people said it was a Jdoubtiul policy to
w Loyl Eve him that position &n soon, it as 1 sce, McMullan is a

L Agalnst Clupton Orlent in the sixth rouand
¢ Cup his infuence on the Manchester City side as a
Ho comnselled, snggested, and set a
Ho weara siwonderful example dabt through that mateh, and though
conbiunal  boyishiy was the forwanls whe ratiled on six goals against the
drient, it was McMnllan who worked vut the schemcs which
to the opoulogs belng made,

After that wmaten T Lad s fow words with young Appleton,
left. foll-back, who lhad made bis how in (hat gume,
aeked him I he was nervons,
a.gald, * byt onee the game startod L was all 1ight, becansé
' MeMullan was always giving me an cnevitmging
(word,”  That §= real eaprafney,

. THE

"W ought Do et gosls, I
B id Browell, * beenusce, o8 1
a mule, we have three coenbne-
forwards In  our attack.”
Tom wag alludlng to Trank
Roberfs, who came from
Folton Wanderers, aad whi
atifl resides In Bolton, whers
e D a repatation for helng
the Ideal host, and Tom
Johnson, the ingide-left, He
wasd only s lad when he

T. BROWELL.

Aoywuy, Tw lias the hardeat

hoowwever, perha the  mnst

_._:EFE.EEEE
,H.ﬂ._.."i? v

vost: u sl

It was

of ' Jimany

in

Ihowe Mz arrfval at Maine Road

“ 1 was before thic naateh,™
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LEAGUE
MATCH

A peep at the players’
formidable programme
of work for Easter.

Fhemi now, There s no surprize in

the Easter cgg of the Toothaller,
and not even a change, for all that he gets
in.the shape of a boliday iz football, foot-
badl, amd n sorme more football on .._Dm. of
that, whether he §2 tired or not. Ever slnce
the League programme was extended it bas
heen mecessary for the clubs to use prac-
tically every avallnble date in order to get
throogh the long programme. Saome people
are very fond of comparing the old-time
[footballer with the modern player, and of
declaring that the present-day man §s nothin
like such a good footballer as the giants o
otbher days. It may be go, but the present-
day footballer ceartainly hag more work to
do for bis money., When Preston North Bod
won the Cup and the Leagoe championship
in the same geason their League programme
copgisted of twenty-two matches oniy.

HARD WORHK.

Now the Leagne programme of every big
club consists of forty-two matches. Thus
has z. calling which might, in the long age,
have been considered a mones-for-nothing

i become muoch more like hard work,. and
t fa not surprizsing if the foothaller does
not remain quite s0 good right to the end
of the season, In foct, by Easter-time he
gets like zome of the eggs we oceasionally
hove served up for breakinst—not too fresh.

I know that the blea of football being
akin to hard work often strikes people as
funny. and brings forth o knowing sort of
emile. But T have Just been looking throogh
the Ust of fixtores of matches down for
degision  this weck:end, and, believe me,
eﬂ.ﬂ.m iz no holiday ahead of tho average
Muyer.

HOSE who have teare to zpare for
the footballer can ged ready to shed

FOUR GAMES IN FIVE DAYS.

Practically all the big olubs bave three
mabehes  in fowr  days—on  Good  Friday,
Saturday, awl Easter Mondoay, To  make
mutiers eren worse, there are somo cloba
whicl: have o matelhr on 'Twesday, or lour
games in five daxs. That, a5 we might say,
is o bit thick. Look at the programme of
Aston Villa beiween Friday amil Tuesday.
Here 16 s

(Joo] Friday.—Ardenal at home,

saturdn ....Iwn___ﬂ-.__.a___. at haome.

Eagter Monday.—Arsennl away.

Eagter Tuesday.~=Liverpool at home.

The programme which awalts the Liver-
poot elub i equally formidable, for they
have (o play two games against Bolton
Wanderers, oue against Birmingham, and
oy pgainzst Aston Yilla, There ia not only
the nactual plaviug to be corsidered im
reapect of  those matchier, for obviowsly &
cousidernble amount of travelliog is also
involved—travelling which may not be par-
Licularly comfortable, in view of the heavy
traffic which is wsually found ou the rallways
at thiz gepcral holiday seazon.

PLAYING INSTEAD OF RESTING.

There bs a point In regand to a succession
ol imabelws day after da¥ which is apt to
be overlvoked. When there 8 a8 week
between the gamez a player has to take part
In e iz given time to recover from the
slight jujuries which ere o part amd parecl
of the focthaller's Int, Bod when the gamaes
tumble wver cach other (Ris period of

‘ TUES. _
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“OLD 'UN.)"

recuperation Is Larred, which means that in
many cases pla have to torm out when
oot really #t do so, and quite zlight
imfuries. are thus apt to be agegravated and
becomo serions.

It might be zald that the big football
clubs are provided with plenty TESEEYES,
and, though this iz true t0 & certain extent,

oo monoger. likes to make a great nomber
of ehanges, and T ¢4n assure youo that this
week-end there will be managera who will do
& conslderable amount of lead-scratching
over the comstitution of their teams.

THE " FED-UP " FEELING.

The worst feature of oll about these
Easter eggs [or the pro foothaller iz that
they are sent near the fag-end of the seasoh.
At the beginning of the campaign no foot-
bauller miods playing three or four matches
in & like nomber of days, becavss he is
then keen and eager for the fray, and the
games have the efect of petting rid of the
superflacns  fleshh which he hus . probahly
pcconmulated during the summer monthz, By
ihe time the footbzll scason has been run-
ping for eeven montha or =0, the player no
longer rvegards the games with the samo
freshness of mind, He is getting rather
fed-up with the gume generally, and is likely
sufiering to a certnin extent from that stalo
feellng which comez to many players in the
Intler months of the season. He has lo
“egarey on ™ however, giving of his best and
providing the spectators with value-for-
rnmey exhibitions as fur as be can possibly
find energy to do so.

When ¥you look at the wvarious League
tables, and notiee how in most cases the
clubs are bunched together, it will be seen
that very few of the teams can afford to
take thelr Euster egg coalmly or balf-
hesrtedly. Points are precious, and It iz nob
guing too far to say that in the past mwapy
a c¢lub has thrown away its championship
chancet by & run of bad, luck over the
Euster holiday games, while other clobs have
enved themselves from relepation by putting
up good display: and scoring many poiots
while felfilling {thelr Baster programime,

NO OCOMPLULSION, BUT—

In view of these things, one might expect
that the foothaller would welcomea an oppor-

tunity to cry -offl some of the fxtures at
Faster and Dave a bit of a holiday, Bub
he doesn't. 1t @5 vot generally known that

ihere is a rule on the books of the Football
Association that no player ean be compelled
to play lor his club on Good Friday i e
expresses any objection o doing o, Yet
there are very few players who avail them-
selves of thia opportunity to “ery of.™
This rule also  apples to Christmas Day
foothall.

Until quite recenbly the Arsenal were not
allowed to play any Tootball mateh of any
kind on their ground on Christmas Day or
Good Friday, tlhere beiog a clayse in their
agreaemont to prévent Chemwm Trome dodng this,
Within the last twelve months, bowever, the
Arsenal bave bought th ground, and are
free to play as :.nw_ likees All the clubs like
to have those holidays games because the
crowds are viually above the normal.

Tue Maicwer Lisnany,.—No, B47.



