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A Powerful and
Dramatic Story of
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For fourpence a volume
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T HIS week I am able-to- give the names and addressos

“of the second hat&E ‘of prize-winners in tion

with our “Pars?' Conipetition, The Twenty ing

Tablé Football Gafnes offered cvery week are teally
worth having, and you, my chuins, have very little to do' to
win them. -In case vou have missed-the previous anpounces
ments on this subject I will. repeat the offér in detail,

PARS OF INTEREST!

All you have to do is to deseribe in detail any incident
connected with foothall- you may have seen, or heard of,
whichh you consider-interesting, 'To the seriders oF what, in
my_judgment, are the bést twenty efforts sent in I will award
twenty table football games. Pars should not be more than
thrge hundred words in length. All efforts should he
addressed " Para” No. b, The **Magnet Library,” Gough
House, Gough Bquare, London, E.C. 4. Now, there's nothing
véry difficult about that, is there, chums? o wire in right
naw. era's only s hmited number of thess games at my
dizposal, .50 don’t leava® your entriez too late, E;erhnps tho

Afollowing list of p}hﬁr:pum to each of whkom a table foot.
izpa

ball game has iched, will spur you o2

C. F. Davis, Bank House, Lombard 5treet, Vest
Bromwich, Btaffs; Gordon Norey, 45, Gloucestex Road, Dart-
ford; Geofirey Cookson, Tyndale Honse, Herna Bay, Kent ;
;. Jones, Faxton, Market Harboro®; Waltar Wa 24,
Chorlton 8treet, High v, Manchester: J. Reid, 38,
Berkeley Btreet, Glasgow, C. 3; Ronald Vine, The nta,
21, Green Heys Road, Liverpool; Leonard Davey, 6, Bekes-
bourne Buildings, Ratehff, Stepney, E. 14; G. R. Wynne, 75,
Shrawsbury Street, Old Trafford, Manchester; Master J.
Green, 17, Houghton Street, Blackburn, Lancs; A. R. Dunn,
51, Howell ‘Street, Gran . Cardiff; P. T. Gale, 8, 5t
Andrew's Street, Bury St. Edmunds, Suffolk; W. Horton,
Baskatoon, Wainfleet Road, Skegness, Lincs; Victor Lawis,
46, Wick Road, Teddington, Middlesex; Bydney Aston,
Evesham Road, Crabbs Cross, near Redditch; Harry Tyzon,
Cherry Buton, Beverley; Leslie Kirk, 33, Strathmore Drive,
Harehills Lane, Leeds, Yorks; E. J. Johmson, jun., 15,
Bramhall Street, Cleethorpes, Lincolnshire; . Fraser, 19,
Falkner Square, Liverpooﬁm éiliﬂﬂ'jl' A, Over, 30, New Col.

tages, Carnmoney, Belfast, Ireland.

For Next Monday !

“PETER HAZELDERE’S TEMPTATION!"

This story for next week shows Feank Richards in serious
vein. But don’t run away with the idea that it’s all serious-
ness—not a bit of it! COur popular suthor can combina
drama and humour as no other author living can do. Lonk
out for this yarn, boys.

“THE PHANTOM OF THE DOGGER BANK!"™

Yon will need little nrging from me to loock out for naxt
week™ instalment of this grand detective serial. This werk's
openiog instalment will have whetted your appetites for
more, But I'll say this—the second “ belping * of this varn.
i3 'ﬁtgr than the appetizer you have just sampled. *Nuft
said !

AND THE FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT !

Thia four page “special feature ” will be there as large as
life again next week, J. Ewart, the famous Beottish Inter.
national, contributes a splendid article on “Why Sootlan:
Beais England,” which will be well worth your while to
read,

P

THE GALLERY !
In next week's issne, too, will be included another gallery
portrait of a Greyfriars celebrity, namely, Mr. Uuelh,
Lon't leave him out of your zet, hova,

(Cheerio,
YOUR EDITOR.
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BARONET! Schoolboy though he is, Hopry Whorton hos no hesitation in speaking his mind to Sir James

Hobadn, tohkom he knows 1o be concerdied in the kidnapping of Pedrillo, the circus weolf. And Wharton's

wieels wilth succviag T

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hunilng Bunter !

« gy UNTER!"
B “Whére's Bunter '™
“Hallo, hallo, halla!

Bunter!” roared Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter gquaked.

Bob Cherry's powerful vowe boomed
along the Bemove passage. and echoed
up the boéx-room stairs, where William
George Bunter stoad quaking.

“0Oh dear!” murmured Bunter.

William George Bunter was not
exactly & popular fellow in the Grey-
friars Remove. Fellows conld gener-
slly dispense with his company, without
missing it very much. But on the
present occasion he was very much
sought after!

seping out of sight, where the box.

room stairs ascended from the Remove

saage, Billy Bunter gquaked and
iatnned,

“The fat bounder caine upstairs!”
That was Johnay Bull's voice.  "“Ha's
dodged into one of the studies.”

“We'll root him ont!™ camo the tones
of Harry Wharton, the captain of the
Homove.

“The rootfulness wil he terrific.”

That was the silky voice of Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, the nabieb nf Bhani-
pur, as well as his unmistakablo variety
of the English language.

“Beosts ! murmurcd DBunter.

“Try Study Wo. T fivst.” zaid Dob
Uherry. ""Thai’s the fai rolter’s sbudy.
Most likely he's therg.”

There were footsteps in the Remove
passage, coming along B Snwdy No.o T,
Bunter felt thankivl that le was not
there!

The Owl of the Henwve evidently
wus booked for tronble with the Famons
Five. That was uo new experience for
William George Buanter; hiz manners
sl eustowms  ofren landed him  in
Trouble.

Pt he did nol like the prospect.

“Hallo, halle, hallal” 1t was Boh's
powertul voire at the door of Koo 7.
“You here, Toddv? Where's Bunter ™"

"BFunter!  lle lookml in o niinute
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Ho scemed in rather o

. pnswered - Pater Load.

didn't stop.
hurry.™

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Sp aro we" grilmed ‘Bob. “Wa
want Bunter, Lot's draw the box-roon,
you fellows.”

“LCome onl"

Footsteps came farther elong the
Remove passage towards the little
staircase to the box-room.

Bunter did not linger.

On :g:toe he scudded up the stairs and
plun into the Remove box-room.
He :ﬁ'lut the door after him, and would
have locked it had -there been a key.
But the key was wanting.

Tramp, tramp(

Harry Wharton & Co. were alroady
o the stairs. Bunter blinked wildly
round the box-room for a place of con-
cealment.

There were many empty boxes and
trunks: but the largest of them would
have boen o close it for William George
Bunter. He had his cirenmference to
consider, ..

“Oh dear!” gasped the fat junior.

In & shadowy corner of the box-room,
farthest from the window, some trunka
had Leon stacked, one on another, out
of the way. Tle topmost one was
within_a couple of feet of the ceiling,
and the recess above was deep
shadow. Billy Bunter was not much of
a climber: he had too much weight to
lift. Dub it was a case of sny port in
o storm.

Heo clambered desperately up the pilad
trunks, and plunged on top of the
stack, gasping amd panting.

Then he crammmed himself inte the
eyl lest EYIETEE ]IﬂﬁﬁﬂlIl}, with  Lis fat
back wodged into the angle of the wall.

here was an ominous swaving of the
trienks. They had lbeen stacked on one
another carelessly, and the stack was
not very secure.

Bunter caught hiz breath and
very skbill,

1t was foo late now lo look for o

sat

safor hiding-place: the footstops of the.

pursuers were already at tho door.

A magnificent new long
complete story of Harry '
Wharton & ©Co., at

Greyfriars, featuring |

Pedrillo, thebsy acrobat, ]

The box-room - door ' flew open with =
crash, . _

“Hallo, hsllo, hallo!™ hoomed Bob
Cherry. “Bunter! Bunity! Bunter!
Where are you, you fat viHain?

“He's haro right enough!” growled
Johnny Bull. _

“Have him out!" chuckléd Bob.

. The chums of the Remove tramped
into the box-reom.

Bunter held his breath.

The juniors were looking round the
room, among the boxes, and into the
cOrners.

“Naot here!” said Frank Nugent.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo "

Bob Cherry came to s stop befere the
stack of trinks in the .corner. FHe
looked up and grinned.

* Bunter ["

Buntar gquaked and was silent.

*You fat asal” shouted Bob, “I can
see your hoof!"

“"He, ha, ha!"

Bunter jerked hack his foot hurriedly.
The stack of trunks ‘swayed dgain.
Whoever had stacked them out of tho
way in that corner had not anticipated
that an unusually fat junior would over
seek refuge on top of the pile. Cer-
tainly it wes nol a  safe place for
Bunter.

“"Come down, Bunter!™
Harry Wharton.

No answer,

“Fou fat dummy, we know you're
there ' shouted Johuny Bull,

“Come down |"

“Pitch the boxes over!
down then!”

“Fla, ha, ha"

“J—I say, you fellows, I -1'm:  nol
hera!™ grsped Duunter,

“Oh, my hat!"

“]=I—1 mesn—— Look heve, what
are you after me for*" demanded
Bunter, "I don't want to see you—
vou're & lot of rotters, and I don't
want to have anything to do with you.
Cio and ecat coke!"™

““Come down!" roarcd Lob.

113 ifah !JJ
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“I'll have him down in a jify!"” said
Bob cheerily., And he clambercd on

the frunks,

“I'll jﬂ]];; well kick you!" yelled
Bunter. “0h, my bhat! Look outl
Yaroooh! Whoooooop !

The pile of trunks swayed as Bob
elambered up, and DBunter squeezed
farther back in the corner. This time
the stack swayed over.

“Look out, Bob!” yelled YWharton.

“Oh, my hat!”

‘Crash! Crash!

Bump!
Fr ﬂ.lwl:u

The trunks rolled over, crashing right’

and left, and Billy Bunter camo hurt-
ling down.

b Cherry was in his way, and
Bunter landed on him!

His fall was broken! And from the
wild yell that came from Bob it might
havo been supposed that Robert Cherry
was broken. too.

“Yarooopooh ™

“Oh dear!” gasped Bunter.

He rolled over and sat up.. Bob
Cherry sprawled on the floor, roaring.
The éo. rushed to his aid. = For the
moment Bunter was ‘unheeded; and he
made the most of that moment. - He
jumped up, made one leap out of the

x-room and fled for his life.

= prien e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Punished by Proxy |
it EDRILLO! I say, Pedrillo I
P Padrillo of the Shell looked
round. He smiled as he looked.
Pedrillo was wheeling out a
bicycle w}gn Billy Bunter's panting
voice hailed him.

The fat junior came flecing from the
direction of the House, hatless, with

rspiration bedewing his fat face. His

ig spectacles slanting on ‘his little fat
nose, his mouth was wide opon and
asping. If ever a fellow looked as if
1 was pressed for time, Willam George
Buntsr did at that moment.

The: circus schoolboy smiled, and he
waited for Bunter to come up,

It was p half-holiday at Greyfriars.
On & balf-holiday the new-fellow in the
Greyfriars Shell was generally with one
or other of his chums, Hobson and
Hoslins, or with both. But on this
oapecial afternoon, for once, Pedrillo was
loft on his own. James f[-Inhsun, cap-
tain of the Shell, was plaving in a match
with the Fourth Form. Claude Hoskins,
the musical genius of Greyfriars, was in
the musicroom, extracting wild and
wooful gounds from the piano there,

Padrillo had locked on at the football
for a time, glad to seo his pal Hobby
distinguishing himself in the ranks of
the Shell. he had looked into the
mugic-room, fo hear Claude Hoskins
play over a little thing of his own,
Hasking' own wonderful arrangement of
minor minths and other things, which
Hosky had assured him would moke
rather 4 noise 1n the musical world when
played at the ?;.IE-ETI’& Hall or the Albert
Hall. Cerlainly it made plenty of noiso
when played 1o the music-room.

Pedrillo was a good pal; and he stood
it to the bitter end. But when Hoskins,
i order to moquaint him thoroughly
with the besuties of that little thing of
his awn, offered to play it over a second
time, Pedrillo was smitten with sudden
deafness, Ho retreated from the music-
room—or rather, his departure there-
from was rather a rout than a retreat.

Hosking shopk his head sadly, and
want on warr}'inlg the piano, Pedrillo
was the only fellow al Greviriars who
could stand minor ninths, and even

THE MacXET LIBRARY,—No, 948,

Pedrillo could not stand them for long.

Now the circus schoolboy was wheel-
ing out Hobson's bike—which Hobby
had placed at his disposal. It was & fine
spring afternoon, and Pedrillo intended
to improve it by taking & spin round
the country till tea-time, when his
chums would ba disangaged.

Thus it was that Bunter, feeing for
hizs life after being routed out of the
Remove -box-room, found him at the
gates, and shouted to him, Behind

Buntor five fgures emerged from the
House, and looked round for the
fugitive,

“In a hurrf, amigo?” asked the cirous
schoolboy. ' Pedrillo had been some
weeks at Greyfriars, but he still mingled
Spanish becasionally with English. Meost
of his early years had been spent in the
Peninsula with Zorre's Spanish Circus,

“Yeos," gasped Bunter, “ Going out
on the bike, what "

* 81, genorito.”

“*Give me a lift,™

it Dh EJ? .

Pedrille was an obliging fellow. But
giving Bunter a [ift on a bike was m? a
small matter. It was, in fact, a whole-
sale order.

“I can stand on the f[oot-rests and
hold to your :-thuuldurar” gasped Bunter.
“1 say, old fellow—-"

ut_‘__ll

“Only & hundred yards down the road,
to give me & start.”

"But why——""

Pedrille  glanced back towards the
House. Bob Cherry's powerful voice
boomed from the distance.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!., There he is!"

“Quick ! gasped DBunter. * They're
after me |

FPedrille Janghed.

“Come on, then,” he =aid, good-

naturedly, “I'll give you a lift—if it
doesn't burst the tyres.”

“0Oh, really, you know &

Pedrille ran the bike out into the
flq-a.d, and Bunter rolled hurricdly after

1.

“Stop!” zhouted Harry Wharton,

“Yah!"

*Stop !" bawled Bob Cherry.
"‘le.{:k!" gasped Bunter, )
“Here you are, amige.” Pedrille had
a sturdy leg over the machine, * Now
then—hold on to me—ihat's right,”

Dunter stood behind and held on to
Pedrille's shoulders, and the bike glided
away as the Famous Five came whoop-
ing out of tha gates.

*Btop 1 -

“Drop that fat Lounder, Pedrillo!™
roared Johnny Bull.

" S‘Eﬂp thief ! yelled Frank Nugmt.

“He's been seoffing our tuck ! bawled
Pob Cherry. “Chuck him off, Pedrillo !
Do you hear ¥

Pedrillo heard, but he heeded not.
Having told Bunter that he would give
him a lift, he did not feel entiﬂeg to
“chuck * him off. He poedalled away at
6 good speed with the Famous Five
racing on his track. -

“Put it on!” gusped Pob Cherry.
“We'll jolly well run bim down, with
that weight behind him."

“The run-downfulness will be terrific.”

Harry Wharton and Co. put on a
burst of seed. But Pedrillo was driv-
ing hard at the i.'n-&:-r.!ﬂ.ls.i and the bike

1
d

slmost flew. With all their efforts, the
chums of the Remove dropped farther
and farther behind.

And then Pedrillo furned imto the
lane towards Redelyffe, where the
ground sloped, and went whizzing down
the hill on the free wheel, and the bike
vanished with its double burden.

Ha”t Wharton . halted and burst
into_a breathless lavgh,

*“(zone [

_succession o

“Tho gonefulness is—"

“Tarrific ™ chuckled Bob Cherry.
“TIl jolly well kick Pedrillo for this!
Cheek ™

“We'll jolly well kick him all round,”
agreed Wlmrtun. “He's a good chap,
and I like him:; but we're bound teo
kick him for butting in like this, The
Shell are getting too checky,”

Pedrillo and the Owl of the Remove
were gone. In a rather breathless state,
Herry Wharton and Co. turned to
wilk back to Greyinars.

Bunter had escaped—for tho time at
least. More serious than that, he bad
escaped with his plunder. Bunter, the
grub-raider, had been at his old game,
and though it would be easy, later on,
to” recapture Bunter, it was quite a dif-
forent matter with the reided tuck.
Bunter would be seen again; but. his
plunder would never be seen by mortal
eye after Bunter had had & little leisure

to sttend to it
fat wvillain!™ said

““The cheeky,
Johuny Bull, * Bag;ging a fellow’s tuck
right undar a fellow's oye. Five 2

worth, tool™

“Bang goes five bob!"” grinned Bob
Cherry., " Gone for good—unless Bunter
settles up qut of his next postal-order!”™

“Ha, ha, hat*

“T'1l jolly well burst him—and that
checky Shell bounder, too, taking him
off under our oyes!"

*1 don't suppose Pédrillo knew that
ha had our tuck,” said Harry Wharton,
Ia.ufg'hing.

“Btill, wa told him to stop! Shell
fellows ought to do as they're told.
We'll bump him for it "

iE HE-II-I", oAy ]:“'

The chums of the Remaove went in &b
the gates and walked over to the House.
They passed the windows of the music-
room, and jumped as they heard a
wild and weird sounda
from that apartment.

“The chap who's tuning that piano ia
putting his beef into it,” remarked Bob
Cherry.

Wharton chuckled.

“I fancy it's Hoskins! That's modern
music—Hosky's sort. Let's go in and
soe him.™

“While Le's making that row? No
fear ™

“It's a wheeze 1™

“0Oh! Al right!™

The Famous Five entored the House
and made their way to the music-room.
Farthquakes, air-rgids, and horrible
murders seemed to bo going on there, to
judge by the sounds. Harry Wharton
opencd the door and the juniors looked
in, stopping their cars.

Claude Hosking pivoted round on tho
music-stool, ;

“That you, Pedrillo? Lizten to this!

Oh, vou kids! What do you Remove
{.95” want?  The room's booked Lill
.‘.E'J‘f

“Pedrille’s a pal of yours, T under-
stand ' said Wharton,

“Eh? Yes™ ;

“He's just helped Bunter to got away
from us, after the fat bounder's bagged
a bag of tuck.”

“What does that matter?
terrupting me"

"Tﬁut’a all right; never mind that.
Pedrilio's got to be bumped for his
cheelk 1 :

“Cut off 1 said Hoskins.

“DBut as he's & sort of guest at Grey-
friars, and we rether like him, and we
feel bound to honour the guest that is
within our walls, and all thet sorl of
thing, and as you're his pal we've de-
cided to bump you instead.”

L3 Eh ?JI

“Ha, he, ha!*

You'ra -
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“Good egg!” roared
Bob Cherry. “You
can pass . on to
Pedrillo later, if "you

like, Hosky.”

“Look here, you
cheeky fagsg—"
shouted Hoskins., * Oh,
my hatl: Mind my
musie] Oh crumbs !

Five. pairs. of hands
jerked the Shell fellow
off the music-stocl. He
sprawled on the floor
in the grasp of the
ETihning junlors.

% Now, then—"

"Leggo!™ yellod
Xloskins.

“All together!”

Bump!

“Yarooooogh "
“zive him another!”
bl
% Wheo o
“Ha, hg?? i L
Harry Wharton &
Co., chuckling, crowded
out, of the music-room,
leaving Clande Hoskins.
on the floor.  They
shimimed the door and
departed. - From _the
music-room sounds both
emergetic and emphatic :
followed them. Dut-tha noise was 'nob
made by the music now-=it was made
by the musician.

N e —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Hand of the Enemy !

1 BRE you are!” said the circus

H sclioolboy cheerily,

The bicycle halted at_the

bottom of the hill in Red-

elyfie Lane. . ObGliging as he was,

Pedriilo did not fecl disposed to attempt

the azcent of the opposite acclivity, with

Bunter behind him on the machine.
There was a limit.

Dunter jumpod down.

“All serene now,” said
schoolboy, with a smile.
good mile from Greyfriars.”

“Right as rain!” grinned Bunter,
“Nao end obliged to vou, Pedrillo.”

“Oh, don’t mench ! i
s Hold on a2 minute,” said Bunter, ns
the circus schoolboy was about to re
pount the machine. *“Wait a bit,
Pedrillo.” :

“What is i£2”

“ Look t"

Padrillo looked—in faet, stared, as the
Owl of the Remove proceeded to turn
out his pockets. From one pocket came
s bag of chocolates, from anocther, a
packet of toffee; from another, & cake—
in rather a dismantled state. From
other recosses Bunter draw several other
articles—all of a comestible kind.

‘The Shell fellow burst into a laugh,

“What is it—a picnic?"” he asked.

“That's 1t," said PBunter. “*Thoze
follows wera after my tuck, yvou know.
I say, I've got lots! Have some, old
fellow."” .

That wasz an unusually generous offer
on-tha parvt of William George Bunter,
It was rather his way to retire to soli-
tude and devour his prey, o to speak,
without offering to share. But Pedrillo
lind gaved him, and for once Bunter was
nok ungrateful.

Bui the Shell: fellow eyed him rather
surpiciously.

“ Dipes Il:lurﬂ.t- tuck belong to you, Bun-
tor i ho asked.

tha eircua
“You'ro &

my music ! Oh, crumbs [ *
the Shell off the music-stool:

* Look here, you checky fags!®’ shouted Hoskins.

“Qh, my hat! Mind]|

Five pairs of hands jerked the musleal genius of
He sprawled on the floor In a gasping heap.

“0h, really, Pedrillo—"
_ “I think I heard those fellows shout-
in -

“0Oh, they'd say anything,” said
Bunter hastily. “Ion't take any notice

of them. Rotters, you know.”

“Rats! It seems to me that I've
helped vou get away after a raid, you
fat boundor 1 said Pedrille warmly.

“ Nothing of the sort, old chap! 'This
tuck came specially from Bunter Court
this aftornoon. If vou think I saw
Johnny Bull getting i in the school
shop, vou're mistaken. - I haven't been
in the tuckshop this afterncon at all.”

“What " _

“ Bosidos, when I picked up the parcel
I was only going to offer lo-carry it to
the House for them,” explained Bunter.
“You know my obliging way—always
doing fellows little services.”

“Oh, my hat!"

“And before I got out of the shop
thera was Johnny Bull yelling out that
T'd bagged his tuck,” snid  Bunter in:
dignantly.  *After that, of course, 1

lots of things like this.

(See Chapter 2.)

should have refused to let him have it.
Suspicious fellows like that ought to" be
punished. SBerve him right, what?"

“8o it belongs to Johnny Bull 1"

“0Oh, no! - I've told you it doesn'i!
1t came by special messenger from Bun-
ter Court.” _

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Pedrille,

“Blessod if I gee anything to cackle
at " said Bunter. "My pater sends me
Those rotters
were going to bag it, you krmw—thgﬁ
chasod me up into the box-room to ral
it—my tuck' from Bunter Colrt, Fou
know! Bit thick, what?”

“Oh dear[” .

“Have sonie, old fellow,” said Bunter.
sitting down on a fallen lég bestda the
lane. *“Coéme on—I'm inviting you %o
my pienic:” '

Pedrillo chucklad.

“1 think I'll wait till Johnny Bull
invites me,” he said.

“ Oh,- really, Pedrillo——"

“ Good-bye, you fat bounder !

Tue MAGKET LiBRARY.—No. B48.
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Pedrillo put a leg over hiz machine
BEain,

“1 say, Pedfillo!” called out Bunter.
“I really moan it, you know. I'll be
glad of your company, I know you're
only a bounder who used to play acrobat
in a circus—but I'm not snobhish. Not
A bit!”

“You put it so nicely,” said Pedrillo,
laughing: !

“g'lnthing snobbish about me,” said
Bunter fatuously. “Fellows of really
good family aren't, you know."

“Verdad " grinned Medrillo.

“ Pesides, you'd better be careful, you
know,” said Bunter. *That circus man,
Zorro, was hanging about the school
last week, and he tried to bag you to
take you back to the circus.  Better
sit:?ly with me. ;Irf he tries 1t on again

ro O,

o !Euélaf: }ruciaat” grinned Pedrillo.

“1 moan it,"” said Punter. “Rely on
me, you know. Bit down and have some
of these chogs. They're specially made
by a French chef that my pater keeps at
Bunter Court, at a huge aalary.”

Pedrille laughed and shook his head,
and ;Emmtad his machine, Bunter gave
n eniff.

“Co and eat coke, then: all the more
for me !

“ Adios '™ said Pedrillo.

And he rode awsay up the slepe of the
road towards Redelyffe. Billy Bunter
sat on the log, elready busy with the
cake. Tha cake was disappearing at a
great rate; Bunter was hungry. Tt was
a couple of hours since dinner, and
Bunter had had only two or three snacks
gince that meal. 80 he was in a state
bordering on famine.

“This is jolly, good I"' murmured Dun-
tor. “Mrs. Mimble can make cakes!
That ass Bull might have got a bigrer
one—some fellows are mean! il
thera's the chocs, &nd the toffee! Oh!
Great Boeott !

Bunter broke off, with his mouth full,
but quite forgetting to eat.

A hundred yards from him, slong the
lane, Pedrillo was in full view, slowly
climbing the hilly road on the bicycle.

BSuddenly, from a gap in the hedge,
two men rushed nto view. -

Tha distance was too great for the
Owl of the Remove to ses clearly: but
he recognized the burly form of Senor

Zorro, the proprieter of Zorro's' Spanish
Gwlr:ua, The other man was a stranger
to him.

The two rushed right at the cyclist,
and before Pedrillo knew what was hap-
pening, he was grasped armd dragged
from the machine, .

Hobson's hBlevele went reeling to the
roadside, and Pedrille struggled in the
ETASD of hiz assailants.

Bunter sat staring with
eyes and mouth.

Neither of the ruffians glanced in his
direction, evidently not knowing that the
fat jumior was there. Dunter sat with
his gaze glued on the startling scene, his
little round eryes almost bulging through
his spectacles,

Padrillo struggled fiereely; but he was
powerless in the grasp of two powerful
ruffians. Tn & few seconds he . had
been dragged through the gap in ‘the
hedge, and had vanished from Bunter's
sight.

& Oh ! gasped the Dwl of the Remove.

He blinked at the deserted road before
him. The high hedge hid Pedrillo and
his kidoappers. By the roadside lay
Hobzon's bike, ecarled up on its side—
and but for the fallen bike lving there,
Bunter would almost
that the startling happening had been a
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wide-opan

dream, But ‘thé bike lay there—and -

somewhere beyond the high hedges
Pedrillo of the Remove, once the
gcrobat of Zorro's Circus, was a prizoner
in the hands of his enemicé,

T ——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Starfling News !

£ BAY, vou fellows—"
I “Collar him™
Billy Bunter, hatless, breath-
less, sping, spluttering,
pounded at the school gales, perspiration
streaming down his fat face. ]
He looked as if he had been running
hard, and he stag;i;::ed against the gate,
pumping for breath, :
Harry Wharton & Co. spotted him,
and came up at & run. They had been
waiching the finish of the match between
the Shell and the Fourth, kindly giving
Hobson of the Shell & cheer for kicking
the winning goal. They had been
thinking of tea: but the
tea at the sight of Willam George
Bunter, They had a little score to ssttie
with William CGeorge.
“ollar him " roared Bob Cherry.
“ Caught!” grinned Johnny Bull.
“The catchfulness is terrific”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“and the bumpfulness is the proper
caper in the esteemed circumstances.”
*“1—1 say, you [cllows—""
Bunter gasped wildly.
“Leggol Kceep off | I=—I've come to
tell you—-""
“To tell us what you've done with the
fuck 1" asked Bob. *“We know what
you've done with it, you fat spoofer1”

“MNunng! I—I—— Hands off!”
wvelled Bunter desperately.  “They've
got him!”

“Eht What?"

“Who's got whom?"

“ Pedrillo ! gasped Bunter. :

Harry Wharton & Co. became serious
at once.

“Something bhappened to Pedrille?”
oxelaimed the captain of the Remove.

“They've got him! That Spanish
chap, Forro—""

“My hatt” .
“Bagged him fairly under my eyes!
gasped Punter. “I've run all the way
from Redclyffe Lane lo give the alaym!
Oh dear! I—1 fcel quite faint! Oh

crumbs !

“Tll  us exsctly what's happengd,
Bunter,” said Harry Wharton quietly.
“If this 1= true, the Head must be
warned at once.”

“J—I saw them! They—" Bunter
spluttered, and mop perspiration
from his fat brow. Ee".l.‘m:r of them—
Yorro and another man! Oh dear!

Pedrillo gave ma a lift as for as Red-
clyffe Lane, you knew, and then left
me—though I told him I'd protect him
if he stayed with me!”

“Fathead! Get on with it!"

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Get on with it ! roared Bob Cherry.

*They—they jumped on him, and

ruhbl;d) him off his bike!"” gasped
%’mnt«en “They dragged him through a
hadge—="

* And what did vou do?”

“J was too far off to belp—they were
gone in 2 minute. I—I heard a motor-
car across the fields. I think they got
him inio a car—it started up just aflter
they got away with him™

My hat! said Nugenl, with a
whistle,

s : saw it all, and—and—and—the fact

hava. supposed js——

“Wall 1" _ ]
“I—1 rushed up,"” =aid Bunter—ii

forgot about:

Jleg, vou'd hetter go and tell the

really was impossible for Bonter to keep
to the facts for long—*I rushed on the
scene rogardless of danger—you know
my way—-"

‘{Oh, can it ™

"1 knoecked one of them senseless, and
—and another into a ditch; but the rest

of them——""

“Tha rest of the twol!" shricked
Wharton.

“Did—did 1 say two! stammered
Bunter.

“You jolly well did "™

"I moant six."”

M 0h, miy hat!™

“The rest of the six held me hack,
while the others got away with
Pedeillo—— Yarcoooh!" roared Bunter,
as DBob Cherry grasped him by the
collar and tapped his head against the
gate, "“Yoop! Ia:ggal Wharrer you
up to, you silly ass?¥

#MNow tell us what's happened, with-
out any trimmings,” said Bob,

“Yaroooh 1"

“Look here, Bunter—-="

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“How many were there of them?®"
roared Bob. taking a tighter grip on
Bunter's ¢collar,

" Rix—I mean twol”

“And they collared Pedrillo and took
him away i’

“Yes!" gasped Bunter,

“*You saw it from a distance '

“*I rushed uwp——  Yarocoogh! T

‘mean, ‘ves, I saw it from a distsnes!™

howled Bunter, Q0w !

“And vou heard s car immediately
afterwards ¥

“Ow! Yes! Hobson's bike is still
Iying there. . I—I didn't go and fetch
it to get home on, in caso some of them
might be hanging about the place—I—I
mean Hobson's bike is too big for me,
vou know, and I thought I'd cut across
the fields—"

“Yasz, we know,” agreed Wharton.
“*Mow, vou fat bounder, if there's any
truth in this, and you're not pullin ﬂu:l'
L3t
at once. Come on!"

** Right-ho!"” gasped Bunter.

The Famous IVive led him off to the
House, still apluttering.

Bunter's inventive faculties were
rather well known in the Remove, and
Harry Wharton & Co. would not have
heen surprized had it turnod out that
the Owl had invented the whole story, as
a means of escape from the ragging that
was due to lum.

They were quite preparad for Bunter
to altempt to dodge away as they led
him to Dr. Locke's study.

But Bunter marched up t0 the Head's
door quite confidently, and it was borne
1!1 upon their minds that the lale was

rie,

Harry Wharton knocked al the door.

“Comeo in!"

Wharton opened the door, and gave
Banter a push into the study, By this
time Bunter had recovered his breath
a little, and he was swelling with a
good deal of importance as the bearer
of stariling news.

Dr. Locke glanced at the juniors.

“What 15 it, Wharton?"

“Bunter says that he hos seen
Tedrillo of the Shell, sir, taken away by
force by the circus man.”

“What?™

“ Zorro, sir!" gasﬂad Bunter., #I
saw it all, sir! They've got him, I
think, in 2 motor-car 1"

" Bless my soul '

Dr. Looke rose to his feet.

“You did quite right to come to mio
at once, Bunter. Tell me immediately
what has happened,”
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Harry Wharton & Co. rvetired, leav-
ing- Bunter breathlessly re]ut.ingL the
siartling occurrence in Redelyfe Lane.

In the corridor the chums of the
lemove looked at one another.

“It's true, then,” said Johnny Dull.
“I more than halfi thought it was all
oammon.”

Flarry Wharton nodded.

“True enough,”™ he said. “Poor old
Pedrillo ! He's a decent chap, and
evervbody likes him here. I can’t make
out what the circus people want lhum
for, when he ddesn’t want to go back Lo
them, though. According to what he's
tald 114, he wdn't b much more use as
un acrobat since his accident.”

“It'sa a .giddy mystery,” said Bob.
“Buat it's plain that they do want him.
This 12 the secormd time Zorro has tried
it on, and this time he's got there.”

*He will have to send the kid back
it the Head calls in the police,” said
Nugent, “Pedrillo’s English, and- Zorro
ran't have any right

to keep him in the
circus  against  his
will.”

"That's =0."

“This will ba
rather vrotten for
‘Hobby,” said Dob.
“He's got no L-E!I'I:d.
chummy with
Pedrillo  since the
kid has been at
Ureviriars, We'd
better tell  him his
bike's lying round

dreoped over his forehead—a curl that
cost Hoskins mueh labour. But when
it was a case of a new and striking
arrangemoent of minor ninths, oven that
arkistie curl beeamne o secondary con-
sideration.

“We beat them!" repeated Holson
The burly captain of the Shell tramped
i heavily, full of victory over the
‘Foavth Form. and vegardless of mino:
ninths,

“ Shusli ™

L1 Eh '__il”

“1've gob it !

“Headache, old chap " s:ked Ilobson
ﬂjmgatlmlienllj;, misunderslanding Hos-
king' ‘geatures as he ran lis fingess
H'm:}ug‘h_ hais lair. “Too bad! SOl
ought to lhave given music the go-by
this afternocon, and played in the Form

match, We—-—'
“No! Ye:! Rata! Shal np!”
ORI

Iobson realised noew thalt he had

Lbutted o at an inopportunc moment.

Ffatnonzly. “ Goodd !

Ilobson procecded to geof tea on tip-
Lo,

Hoskins groaned.

He liked old Hobby—thoy were great
chwms,  But when Jomes Hobson came
i at the door guniet flew out of the
window. IHobson, even on tiptoe, made
the wheole study creak.

“I'll have tea ready for yon when
vou've finished that aymphony, old fel-
low," said Hobby. “Is it a symphony "
“No! Shurrup!”

“ A gonata, what 7
. Hozkins gave another groan. . The
Inspiration was pone—a Very scruous
loss from MHosky'= point of view. . *os-
sibly, however, the loss. was not z6
great as he supposad,

He rose from the table and put his
mMusi¢ AWay.

“Finished already " asked, Hobsoh
Mow let's have tea.
I'm & bit sharp-set after the game, vou
know."”

*f Right-ho, old fellow,” said ITeskinz.
resigning hitnaelf “to his fate, * Let’s®

There was a tramp of fect in the
Bhell passage, and Harry Whavton &
{’o. looked in.

Ilosking gave them o glare.

ITa had not forgotten the incident
in the music-room. thongh more int.
portant matters had driven it from the
mimds of the Famons Five,

Ei?

A L

Redelyfe Lane some- R 2
wh&:e, too. .I'{f 1;:' 1l e i
want to get 1t back.’ 3% ety

= Yes;gﬂmmn on." ‘ ”‘G"‘{’;'r,-' :
said Harry. “We'll = it
tell Hobby, and then : -
'ﬂ!ﬂ: off htu Hpul the . =
place whore 1t hap- .
pened.  If they gol . . (: \
the kid into & motor- T -
car he's for enough .
away by this time; >
but wa may pick up -
é¢ome irace of the ¢
totters, We haven't
hween scouts for noth-
ing, Come on!™ %

“Yes, rather!” L

And the Famous W
Tive, while Bunter ' o
was  tellin his v,
lireathless tale to the
lead, hurricd away h
to James Hobson's . J, A
stundy  in the Shell { A
s
iold nﬁ,f?.-:fgr“ L;?f Bunter sat staring with wide-open eyes and mouth s
tain the news  tha as, in the distance, he saw Senor Zorro and another 7
quicker they ecould man—a stranger to him—rush at Pedrillo and.drag !
inlie aclion, him off his blke. **Oh!" gasped the Owl of the =

Remove. (Ser Chapfer 3.) Ty
THE FIFTH CHAPTER. Hebson of Iilu'- Shell Ii\'s't'lir:'h*lc-ﬁj' for %
3 football iu the present, and crviekel in ~4 L
ThE Famous Five ??LE .a Hand ! the neavy future; but he wos Viry o0mn-
& E beat them! prlml HMobson ol siderate 1o hiz musical slndy-mnte, andd
the Ehﬂ'“ f‘:’l'l-&l'."?i]}". inrtt.r.,rl Hfltﬂiiﬂl L nl.;l [."J““d{r b im J
J“”:H_ Hobon made 1""! mensely. Hobson did nol know the

Ginde N abservation as he came into  iFerenee, if any, belween o minar i
sndy Mo, 5 odn the Shell, and be il and & majer third, but he Hhoughe e
rddressed Clawde Hoskins, it wa~ tromendonsly elever of Hoskins f %‘f

Hnskins was seated at the study talle, 1y know all these myslorions hings, : e
with o sheaf of music-paper hefore hin, s i ; 4 - %ﬁl
@ fountam-pen in his hand, o spot of “Disinrhing yvon, old  ebap? he : .
!Irl--'I an his nowe, and a far-nway look  o-ked = o
i e Pyes, UM tlear ! Yer' Py g ~e-

He did not leok up. T was pasy 1o ,,:l.,I - . :.' Woaer WIS ” ; -;' |
seev that Clande Nacking was in the Ciivvpin ]y, | old ellow™ - raid e - gl
throes of composition. e ran s chligivyg  Hobsom, @ P going i ol 'h, T

fingers throngh his hair. nnd even <dis.
greanged  the Tittle avtiztic enel tha

teae, bt T osveend’ D renke o sovnal.”
i 1Y ST

Mouwesrr Fanraey, SNa, D4d.

e
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“You cheeky fags!” ha exclaimed.

[ 11 i

“Pax 1" said Harry. “There’s somo

jolly serious news for you chaps, as

i’ rillo’'s & chivm of youra™
" Padrillo! He hasn’t come in yet,”

gaid Floskins. *What—"

- “He woén't coma in now,” zaid Harry.
Hobson's face was anxious. _
“Has he had & =pill on the hike?

What——"

“That cirews johnny, Zorro, has got
him. RBuantoer saw 1t, and he's reporting
it to the Head now.”

“That—that villain ! exclaimad Hob-

son; oghast, “He's got hold of
Pedrilla ™
“Yer"
“The awiul rolier!”  exclaimed
Hoskine.

Harry Wharton explained coneisely
what he had heard from Bunter. Hob-
son of the Shell sk his teeth,

“I'm going after him!" be said.
“T'lIl take your bike, Hoshy—~"

“Take Stewart's, 1'm coming, too,”
taid Claude Hoskins. :

“Coma along with us"” said Harry
Wharton.* “We've going. ‘There's a
chance of picking up some trace of the
chap. They won’t hurt him, of conrse.
He's not in any danger. But——"

“I'm not so sure thout that,” mut-
tered Hobson huskily. “What do they
want him for? 'I"hs}'ﬂﬂnd believes that
he was kidnapped by that Spaniard
when he waz a little kid—everythin
points to it. He's English, and he's
told me that Zarro uzed {o beat him for
speaking English, ‘Ihe brute wantled
him to forget that he was English. TIi
they don't mean to harm him, I know
they mean to get him out of the
country. That villein Zorro iz afraid
of it all eoming ont now that the Head
hes taken up the matter. By gad! J—

Ir

Hobson hroke off and rushed out of
ihe stady, quite fnrglﬁtling’ that he was
hungry and wanted his tea,

IHoskine followed him.

“Come on, you chaps!™ cxclaimed
IMarry Wharton.

And fhe Famous Five [ollowed the
iwo Bhell fellows to the bike-shed.

In a few minutes more seven juniors
were pedalling away [uor Redelyffe
Lane.

Heobson of the Bhell rode hard, keep-
ing ahcad, his usually ruddy face palo
and set. It was evident that the kid-
napping of his new chum was a heavy
blow to Habson of the Shell. Hoskins
seemed to feel it alirost as deeply., Ie
ground away at his pedals as il he were
riding for his life, all remembrance of
minl&r ninths banished from his anxioua
mind.

After the chums of the Shell came the
amous Five in a bunch, and after
them came half a dozen fellows who had
vaught something of ihe news.

“Theve's vour jigger, Hobby 1" called
sul Bob Cherry suddenly as the eyelists
~wapt down the slope in Redelyfe Lane.

Hobson jumped off Stewart'z machine.

His bike lay beide the road, whern
ir had fallon when Pedrillo was
dragged from il by the kidnappers.

Hobzan framped inte a gap of ihe
hedge giving on & feld, where framp-
ling fmﬂu-iula were ocasily discerned in
the mnud, shoewing where the erpcus
-vhoolboy had struggled for his [readom.

The captain of the Shell stared across
1he field,

Only a mumber of sheep were fo e
won Lhere, and tvwo or three cows in one
vorner, under o bunch of trees,

. {Ilnrrj Wharion joined Hobsan in ilie
el

TrHE Macser Taseany. Nao,o B,
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“That's the way they took him, ac-
cording to Bunter,” he said. “'l'here's
a road on the other side of the field;
that must be where Bunter heard the
mF—P?

Hobson gritted his teeth.

“If they had a car they'ro far enough
away,” he muttered. ** But—"'

“But they can be ollowed. We may
find somebody who saw the car wait-
ing,” said Harry. “You sce, they
couldn’t have known that Pedrillo was
comming this way this afterncon; they
could only have Leen hanging about on
the chance of seeing him, and thiey
may have been hanging about for hours
~—perhaps all day.”

“In that case the car's been scen, mosk
likely—if they had a car,” said Hobson.

He started af a run across the field

by the footpath. The other fellows [ol-
lowead, whealing the hikes,

They came ont into the road by a
gate. By the pate-post an old country-
man was leaning, smoking a pipe. He
regarded the juniors sedately, and
Tqm‘-hcd his hat os Wharton came up to
i ™

“We're looking for somebody,” said
ITarry., ““Have you been here long ?"

“A couple of hours, sir.”

“Then yon must have seen them!"
exclaimed Harry. *“Did you seec any-
thing of two men, one of them a
foreigner, and a schoolboy?”

The man nodded.

“Where did they go!”

“They got into the car, sir,”” answered
ithe man. “I opened the gate for them;
tha lad was ill and his fatheyr was carry-
g him——"

“His fathar 7"

" Leastways, the dark
thiat hiz son was ill, so
his father, sir.”

“The wvillain!" muttered Hokson.

“Which way did the ear go?™

“Lantham way, sir.”

“Pha eireus is at Lantham—or was,”
said Bob Cherry.

“Did you wnotice what the car was
like 7 asked Harry.

YA large car, sir, very handsome,™
snid the man, *“I don’t know Lhe makes
of cars, but it was a big, expensive car.”

“ Ever seon it before aboul here®™

" ¥es, sir,” said the man. ‘1 saw it
on the Lantham Road lask week, ‘with
a tall gentleman in it, with an eveglass.”

“ Not onc of the men you saw to-day
with tha schoolboy "

“0h, no, sir!”

“What colour was fhe car®"
ITarry.

“Dark green.”

““Oh, my hat " ejaenlated Boly Cherry
involuntariliy.

Hobson looked at him.

ntleman said
g'pose it was

asked

“IDo you know anvthing about if,
Cherry T Ever soen it

“I-—=I—well. lots of ecars aro dark
green,” said Pob, reddening. “'1 don’t

suppose I've over seen it bofore.™

“That's s0. My pater’s car is dark
gresn,” said Hohson. *"IHe came down
to Greyiriars in it Iast weok. J.ois of
thern about, Baut this chap ought {o tell
ihie police what he's seen. The Head's
sure to call in the police.”

Hobhson remained questioning  the
man, while the Famons Five remounted
ihoir bicyeles and rode away in the
direction of Lantham,

They had no hope of sighiing the car
on the road; bnt the SBpanizhh Cireus,
when they had last heard of it, had been
at Lantham, and it was there that they
suppozed Senor Zorro had taken his re-
caplored arrohat,

The Famoos Five pul on speed and

i

covered the distance to Lantham in
great at{lle.

But when they reached the field near
Lantham railway-station, where the
circus had been pitched, they found it
vacant,

Zorro's Spanizh Clireus was gone.

A good deal of rubbish had n left
about by the circus and its patrons, and
a man was occupied in clearing it away,
Harry Wharton called to him.

“"How long has the <ircus
gonet?'

“Threa or four days.”

“Oh, thanks ™

And the juniors turned their hicyclea
in the direction of (roviriars, and rode
back in the thickening dusk.

been

—— l—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Knew !

i HAY., vou fellows!™
“Don't bother mow, DBunter!™
“Tt's important |
“Rats "

Harry Wharten Co. were in Study
No. 1. They had come in late to tea
after their ride to Lantham, tired and
hungry, and rather troubled in mind
about Pedrillo.

They had finiched tea, and were dis-
cngsing the matter, when Billy Bunter
rolled in.

The chums of the Remove were in
no humour for William George Bunter,
however, as their looks testified at once.

But the Owl of the Remove did not
heed their looks. His fat face was un-
usnually serious,

Hea came inte the study and shut the
door after him with & mysterious man-
tier that made the juniors stare.

“T've t something to tell you
fullows,” ﬁ said in a low voice.

“ Bother !

“* About Pedrille.””

“ Well 7"

“And Hobson's father.”™

“What$"

“T daren't tell Hobson," said Buntar,
“He's no end cut up ahout Pedrillo—
scems (o bave liked him, or something—
but if T told him what I knew, of course,
he wouldn't belicve a word of it, and
lic'd knoeck me down, as likely as not.”

“What on oarth are you driving at?"

“Mind, T haven't told the ﬁmd,’*’
zaid Bunter. “I didn't think of it while
I was in his study, telling him about
Podrillo being collared. I've thought
ahout it since, and wondercd whether
I ought to tell him. 1 want you fellows
to advize mo.”

“h, cheese 1t!" said Johnny Bull
pruffiy. “This isn't a time for your
thumping yarns, Dunter.”

“DE_ really, Bulle——"

““ What has Hobsen's father to do with
Pedrillo ¥ asked Harry Wharlon. with
rather a strange look at the fat juniorw,

“He'z had o hand in this.”

“Tn what " exclaimed Nugent.

* Kidnapping Pedrillo.”

“Yon utter asg !t

“Oh, really, Nugent——"

“Tha fatheadodness of the esteemed .
Bunter iz terrifie,”
Jamset Ram Singh.
is the proper caper.”

i Hnﬂi on !’ said Tlarry Wharton
quietly. * Let Bunter get on with jt.
Tell us what you know, Bunter—or
what you think vou know,™

“Pait it's utier rot,” said Johnny
Bull impaticntly,

“Let Dunter get on,” sand Harrv,

“1 don’t sav I wunderstand it,"” said
Bunter, blinking at the Famous Five
through his big spectacles.  *F1L lwats

romarked Hurree
“The chuckfulness



EVERY
MONDAY,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY,

PRICE 9
TWOPENOE.

me hollow. But I know what I heard
Sir James Hcbson say with his own
tongue.”

“ Gammon |” murmured Jolinny Bull.

“You fellows remember we went over
to Lantham last week to see the circus,”
gaid Bunter. "I got into a row on the
railway, coming back, owing to losing
my (i'.)iﬂ Ht—'—’fb i i
“Owing to bilking the company—"

“Oh, r%a'lljr. Cherry—"

*Get on, Bunterl”

“That chap Pedrillo butted in, and
pald my fﬂ.l'l!lli and got me out of an
awful acrape.” said Bunter. “He's a
decent chap. He helped me again to-
day’ when' you rotters were after me.
Weall, I'm not going to ses him done
in, after that. Whe's old Hobson, I'd
like to know? Looking ot a fellow
with his blessed ayeglass, as if a fellew
wasn’t theral I don't think much of
baronbts—with lords in my family—"

“Get on with it!” exclaimed Whar-

ton.

“Wall, with all his airs, and taking
no notice of a n’nn? who was 'willirlﬁ
to speak to him civilly, I can jolly we
tell you that Hobson's pater will bear
watching,” said Buntar. *He's hand-
in-glove with that circus johnny, Zorre,
and I know if—see?”

“"Rotl"

“The rotfulness is terrific!”

But Harry Wharton did not speak.
To the nur% ize of his chums, excapting
perhaps Bob, the captain of the Remove
was listening to Bunter with deep atten-
tion.

“How do you make that out?” he
axked,

“¥ou fellows know that when the
Spanish Circna first came to this neigh-
bourhood old Hobson wrote to Hobby
that he wasn't to go to 1t 1f it came
near Groyfriars.™

" Yes, yos.” .

“ And when Taedrillo had his accident,
and was brought into sanny here, after
he got about, Hobson of the Shell kept
away from him, and it came out that
hizs pater had ordered him to.™

“That's ancient,” said Nugent,
“What does it matter, anyhow? I daro
say Sir James Hobson had his reasons
—and it's no jolly business of ours, any-
way.”

“Tan't 1t7"* said Bunter. “I thought
it jolly queer when I saw old Hobson
himnself wisiting the circus.”

“Dh! You saw him ™™ -
“That day at Lantham,” said
Bunter. “You see, a beast suspected

me of trying to get into the circus
tent without paying—~ ]

“Saw you trymg to do it
mean ™ asked Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“For gooduess' sake get on!™ said the
captain of the Remove impatiently.
“Don't interrupt Bunter, you chaps!”

“ph, my hat!” said Jobuny Bull. Tt
was the fivst time on record that Bunter
had been loocked upon as a fellow who
was not te be interrupbed.

The Owl of the Remove grinned.

“Wharton's got more sense than you,
Bull,” he remarked. “He can see that
it's jolly important.”

*Hats!™

“(Jo on, Duntor!” said Harry.

“Well, with that suspicious beast
after me, T dadend vnder 2 van,™ said
Bunter. “I had to lie doggo for a hit
—the beask was kicking e, Actually
kicking a public school man, you
Loy —"

“1 hope e kicked sou hard!™ growled
Johnny Bull .

“Look here——" roarcd Bunter,

“Are yvou ever going to get to the
point " demanded Bob Cherry.

you

“If Bull
minute—-—"

“Rats!” growled Johnny.

“Checsa 1t 2 minute, nﬁi man,” said

will shut up for a

Harry Wharton, “Get on with the
washing, Bunter."
Johnny Bull snorted and relapsed

into silence. The Owl of the Remove
gave him a viclorious blink, and went
O1l.

“While I was under the van—it was
Zorro's van, a3 it turned out~—8ir
James Hobson came along. Ho had
been at Greyfriars that afternoon in

his ecar, I believe, and came on in it to
Lantham,”

“That's so0,” said Nugent. "We
happened to see him when we were
going into the circus tent.”

Johnny Bull nodded, and displayed
at last a little interest in Bunter's
narrative. He romembered having seen
the tall baronet that afterncon at Lant-
ham, and rememboered how surprised he
had been to ses Hobson's pater there.

“"0ld Hobson teld the man who was
looking. for me to fetch Zorre,” went on
Bunter, “The man fetched him out
of the marquee, though the perform-
ance was going on. Well, he came to
the van, where Sir James Hobson wan
waiting for him. They didn't know I
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was under the van, of course, And I
heard *

Brort from Johnny Bull. But he did
not interrupt.

“I couldn't help hearing, when they
wers only a few feot from me,” said
Bunter. "I jolly well wamn't going to
show myself, I can tell yvou. Well, T
can't remembar all they said; but old
Hobson told Zorro that he had to got
"edrillo away from Greviriars, =ome.

how or other, becanze his son was
there—that is, old Hobson'z son. That’s
Hobson of the Shell, you know.”

“Lireat pip!"

“And what did Zorro say ¥ asked
Havey.

“He didn't scem keen on i6, and lin
said something sbout 1t wasn't matter-
g after all these years.,” suid Bunter.
“1 don't know what he meant, but
that's what he said. And old Hobson
ordered lim to do as he was told, as
if Lie was w foolman.”

“And he egreed?™

“Yes; and & rIui: or two alter that.
vou fellows remember, 1 saw him hang-
ing aboub- the school, and warned you,
and you ducked him.”

1 remomber™

“T haven't told anybody whatl T heard
under the wvan,” =zaid Bunfer. e O |
know Ilobson wouldo't bebieve it”

“Of eoursa ha wouldn't,” said Nugent.

“If you told me that my pater waa
eonspiring with a cireus johnny I'd
jolly Wﬂlf burst you. Heobby would feel
the same.”

“But it's true!” howled Bunter.

“Trus or not, you'd better not spin
that varn outside this study. You won't
be  belioved.”

“®Think I don't know that?” ex.
claimed Bunter, greatly apgrieved.
“Fuellows would say I'd made it all up.”

“And you haven't ¥ asked Nugent.

“No!” roared Bunter,

“Youwva shown more sense than
usual in" keeping it to yourself,” said
Harry. “You're a bit too well known
a3 & romancer, Bunter, Nobody would
believe & word of it, and Hobby would
smash you into little pieces for spin-
ning such a yarn about hizs father.”

“And serve you right, too,” said
Nugeont,

“I sar, you fellows, it's trug—->

Gammon!” said Johnny Bull.

“The gammonfulness is terrificl”
F‘Euutar blinked angrily at the Famons

ive,

“You don't beligve me?" asked the
Owl of the Remove.

“:NG'E" answered three voiees in
UrisoIL.

_Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were
silent.

“And if I'd told the Head what da
vou think he would have done?®* asked
Bunter anxiously.

Frank Nugent chuckled.

“Flogged you for trying to pull lis
leg, most likely.”

"And if T told Hobson——"

“Don't—unless you're tired of life, old
man 1"

Bunter snorted.

" Just what I thought!” he exclaimed,
"Well, it's up to you, Wharton.”

“Ehl What's up to
Hn!;;}', staring at him.

“¥ou're caplain of the Remove., T'va
told you just what happened. You take
the responsibility. You can believe me
or not, just as you lika, but I've tald
vou, and I wash my hands of it.”

“They ecan do with a wash,” re-
marked Johuny Bull.

“Boast 1"

“Dut iz that all?” asked Jolmny in 2
sarcastic vein, “Didn’t Sir James say,
‘Once aboard the lugger, and the lool
is ours "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No!” roared Bunter. “He didn't,
you silly ass! Look here, Wharton, I've
told you, as captain of -the Form. You
can do as vou jolly well like about it—
I wash my hands of ik, Sec?”

And with that Billy Bunter rolled out
of Btudy No. 1, and closed ihe door
after him with & slam that rang the
lengthh of the Renwve passage.

me?" asked

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Poor 0ld Hobson !

ARRY WHARTON remained
silemt, with o thoughiful frown
on his brow.

Bob Cherry looked at him
without speaking. Johnny DBull gave
a contempbuors snort ; Nugent and the
nahob were grinning. Three member:
of the famouz Co., at all events, evi
dently looked wpon Bunter’s narcabive
as one more sample af his remarkable
inventive powers,

“What do vou think, Harry?" asked
Bob Chevry at last, breaking the silence.
“ Bunter's thickest wyarn, sz0 far—
what " asked Nugent.
“he thickfnlness is ferrific,” chuckled
THEE MacxeY LIBRARY.-—Ino, 998,
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Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The
worthy and Indicrous Bunter has cx-
colled himself.”

Harry Wharfon shook his head.

“It's truey” he said guietly.

“What "

e Hl'l:lt-!" I

“My esteemed chum—"

“Tt's true, I think,” =aid Harry.
“There's o lot of thinﬁs that bear it
out, ¥You think so, Bob?"

“Yeas,” said Bob  Cherry . slowly.
“YYhen that maon at the gate described
the car this afternoon that  Zorro put
Pedrillo into——"

He paused.

H';]‘ﬁ"hﬂt ahout the car? asked Johnny
ull.

“It was an expensive, dark green car.
You saw that car thet Hobson's father
came to Greyiriars in last week.™

“Jots of cars look alike,” said
Johnny., “8ir James Hobson-isn't the
only man in Kent with an expensive,
dark green car, 1 suppose

“No. But the man said that he had
seen the same car on the Lantham road
last week, with a tall gentleman in it
who wore an eyeglass.™

“"Hobbiv's pater ™ said Nugent, with
& whistle.

“Well, it struck me."” said Bob.
“But—but to think that Hobson's pater
would lend his car to Zorro for = kid-
napping stunt—it seemed too thick,
although—"

He paused again,

“*Althdugh what?™ grunted  Johnny
Bull, .

“ Although we knew already there was
something between hose i{weo,” sald
Baob., HTwice we've seen Siv James
Hobson et Zorro’s Circus—and it was
queer, to say the leasl. He knows the
man, we know that—and at the same
fime he was awfully anxious that Hobiby
should never see any of the circus
people. And—and that day we ragged
Zorro for banging about the school,
Hobby was 1."ritlgi us, and Horro warned
him that his father vwonldn't be pleased
at what ho was deing—"

“1 remembear that.” seid Havry.

“But it's impossible,” =aid Nugent
Wankly. “Why should the father of a
fellow in the Shell know or care any-
ithing about a circus acrobat? He's
11}.1';';;1' even seen Pedrillo that we know
al.

Wharton nodded.

“He may know something of him, all
the same, The man Zovro bas sowme
strong reason for wanling to get hold
of Pedrillo again. He ecan't want him
for acrobatic stunizs—ho could get all the
acrobats he wants—and meore, for that
mutter, e can’t want him for his
eompany. Pedrillo's told us that he was
i hard and eroel master, and never liked
hitn. What does he want him fort”

“Goodness knows !

“"He never tried to get him back till
alter that day we were at Lantham,”
went on Wharton, “It's pretiy plain
that he never wanted him. That day,
according to Bunler, he received orders
to et Eim back—aml it Jooks as if
Bunter is on the wickef,™

“Rlessed if it doesn’t begin to look
Tike it," =ald Nugent. “ But—but--lut
why "

“It's 2 bt teo deep for me,™ said
Johnny Bull, shrugging his shoulders.

Wharton's brow was sombre,

“We know what the Head thinks
about Pedrillo,” he said. *“He's kept
him ot Greyfriars sinee his accident, and
pul lim_ in the Bhell, and he’s wengaged
an inginry ageubt to find out if he can
goincthing about - Pedrille’s  people.
Zorro prelends that he picked tlm kid
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up ag & starsving waif, and took him in
out of compaszion. ‘That doesn't agree
with his being & hard master to poor
old Pedriilo while the kid was at the
circus. Tho 1llecad’s belief is that Ped-
rille was kidnapped as a kid—and, 1n
fact, there's nothing else to think, And
it's  pretty well” proved by Zorroa
anxiety to get hold of him again.”

Nugent whiztled,

“You're piling it on, old man!” he
said. “Thal's :ﬁ as good as saying that
2ir James Hobzon. had & hand in the
original - kidnapping, and got scared at
Pedrillo findiug friends here who began
trying te find out his relations.”

*“That's what T think!” said Harry.

" Oh, my hat (™

“ Nothing clse would account for
what's happened,” said the captain of
the Remove. “ Pedrillo fell into Zorre’s
hands as a mere kid, when the circus
was travelling in England ; he was taken
to Spain, and. Forre used to beat him
when he spoke English—he wanted him
to forget his native language. And
Pedrillo, of rourse, got inte touch with
Enghsh people whenever he could, so
ag not to lese his English.,  All that
points. to kidnapping. BSBomebody paid
him fo keep the kid out of the country
and to keép him in ignorance of his own
name. Who—if not the man who has
now ordered him to get the kid away
from: Greyfriars at any cost?’

HY]—1 say, at that rate, Hobby's
father must Le an awful rascal!” =aid
Nugent, aghast,

1 don't know: we don't know all the

circumstanees, But, it does look like
it,"” gaid Harry.
“Buot—bait, 1f that's the case, the

Head oupht to khow,” szaid Frank.
“Unly—only he wouldn’t believe it, you
know,™

YTt sounds rather too thick,” =aid
Johnny Bull. * It begins to look trues
but it's not a story I'd care fo tell to
the Head.”

“And poor old Hobby!™? said Beb.
“What a frightful facer for him if it
cama out

Wharton contracted his hrows.

“Teeast =aid, sconest mended,”™ he
said: “ But Pedrillo iz poing to be got
out of that sconndrel’s hands—even if
wa have to let HHobby know about his
father, Bul not a word at preseui—-="

Y No fear "

Tap!

"Come in!" ealled out Harey, az o
knock came at the study door.

It was Hobson of the Bhell who
entered,

The Famonz Five could not help feel-
ing and locking scif-conscions. Bul poor
Hobson was too deep in his own trouble
to nolice theiv looks. His rugped face
was darkly clouded.

“ Any nows, old chap?' asked ITarry.

“I came ta tell you fellows," =aid
Hohson, “I've just seen the Head.
He's seen Inspector Grimes, from Court-
field—I suppose you knew that—alouk
Pedrillo. Now he’s had some news on
the telephone. Zorre's Circus is gono
from Lanthaw, and Grimes has found
it at a placo about ten miles farther on
towards London.™

“And Pedrillo®”

“He's not there., Neither iz the man
Zorroe. Benor Zorro has been away from
the circuz ever since it left Lantham,
and nobody knows where he iz We
{ﬂlly well know where the brnle has
werr,”  went on Hobson  savagely,
“He's been hanging about Groyfriars,
looking for a chance io nail Pedrilio.
But where he iz now gooduess kuows1”

“Then he's not taken Pedrillo back to
the elrcu=%" asked Bol. )

“No; I suppose he knew the kid

would be looked for there first of all.™
Hobson passzed his hand over his fore-
head. It beate ne, you chaps! What
do they want him for? I dare say Zorro
got him cheap as an acrobat, but that
wouldn't account for it. Besides, they
havén't got him at the circus now,
What ¢an they want him for? There's
something behind. it that. a fellow can't
understand,”

Thz chums of the Remove were silent.
There was something behind it that
Hobzon counld not understand, at all
events; and thﬂ-{ hoped he never would.

* Hoskins thin —* went on Hobson,
“Hosking is a rather cute chap, you
know, though he's musical.”

" What does Hoskina think "

“Well, you know the Head believes
that that Spanish seoundrel must have
kidnapped poor old Pedrillo years ago,
and it looks likely,” said Hobzon. *“Of
course, after so many years, the man
wouldn’t care much if Pedrillo cleared
off—1t was too late for the poor kid to
find out anything—not even knowing
his own name. What could he have
done? (ot a job in another circus,

rhaps. But landing like this at Grey-
tigrs, end making [riends here, and
the Head taking up his case, that made
it dangerous for the awful villain who
had m  kidnapped. when he -was a
nipper—see?  With the Head stirring
into it, something might have come out.
That's what old Hosky thinks—that the
awful rotter, whoever he iz got alarmed,
and made Zorre collar the kid again,
just because he was among powerful

friends, and the thing had becomo
dangerous. What do  vou fellows
think "

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
gnother.

They scarcely knew what to say, and
Hobby's rugged, distressed face touched
them decply.

Not for worlds would they have
breathed a hint of what they =uspected—
or, raether, what they knew,

“You fellows think that Hosking has
hit on it?”  asked the captain of the
Shell, “Ha's jolly cute in some things."”

“I—=I think it's very likely,” said
Harry Wharton, with an effort. * But—
but, in any case, Hobby, we'll get Ped-
rillo back all right., I'm certain of
that 1"

“I wish I felt certain,” said Hobson.
“He's such a decent chap, you know. A
fellow can’t help liking him, Hoskins
thinks as much of him as I do, and you
know what a clever chap Hoskins is.
sa{. that farmer's man has given the
police o deseription of the car that was
used, and another man’s been found
who saw it going .through Woodend.
From what [ hear, it's a car exactly like
my pater’s."

e ﬂ]l !:1

“ Hoskinzg thinks that’s a point, too,”
gald Hobson. “It makes i’x{m suspech

that——"

“Whom 7" exclaimed Wharton, with a
gtart. )

“0h, nobedy! It makes him suspect
that the car belongs to Zorre’s emll::}ﬂj.'er‘
—some rich rotter, you know, Hoasky
says it's too jolly expensive a ecar, from
the deseripiion, to belong to o eirvena
man. I hadu’t thought of that; but old
Hosking thinks things out, you know,
No end of a brain.”

The juniors were silent.

"If wa could find out the make of the
car, Hoskins thinks an inquiry at the
mnaker's might lead to something,” said
Hobson. “ They might help {o trace the
man they sold it to. Sec?™

“I—I zee.”

" And Hoskinz says my father—"

“Your father?’ repeated Wharton,

“¥Yes; my father's car being =0 like it,
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from the description, he says that my-

father may be able to help.”

di DI‘ !J‘J

“The pater’s car is & Rolls-Royvee,"”
said- Hobson. “If this car we're speak-
ing of really is so like it, it may bo u
Rolls, too. Well, Hoskins suggests

tting my pater to come down here in
ia car, and letting the twe men sce 1t
and then they nay’ bo able to =ay
whether tho car Zorro had wasa Rells—
sen?  DBut—="

“But—-""_said Harry.

“The pater's so jollv atiff about those
circus folks, and Em secied to dishke
Eoor old Pedrillo, without even seeing

im."” said the distressed Hobson, “It's
a bit difficult for me to ask him any-
thing of the kind. Still, I'm thinking of
i ™

And, with a rather dismal nod to the
chums of the Remove, James Hobson
ramped out of the study with his heavy
tread.

IMTarry Wharton & Co. locked at one
another.
~ " Poor old Hobby ! sail Bob Chorry,
in & low voice,

“WNot & word-—to him, of all people !
snicl Harey.

“No fear!™

“"If he Lknow that his [ather—"
muttored Mugent,
“He mustn't know!" said ITarey

Wharton hastily.
“But—but Pedrillo! The kid has got
to be saved from thoso rotters !
“That's what we've got to think out,”

gaid  Ilarry., “But not a word te
Hobson about hiz potor! Foor old
Hobson '

[ ES—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Unknown !
EDRILLDO sat in the car, lost in
P wander.
The big ecar was closed ; the
windows curtained: he sat in
darkness, unable to obtain & glimpse of

the road by which the car was
travelling.
Senor Lorro was driving, and beside

TPodrille, on tha cushionod seat, was the
other ruffian, his grip on Pedrillo’s arm,

Oneo the kidnapped schoolboy had
rolled out at tho sound of a passing car,
It & Berco grip on his throat had
sileneed him.

Aftar that he was silent, wondoring.

How many miles had been covered
sinco he had boen placed in the car,
zince he had Dbeen taken away from the
fielll by Redelyfe Lane, he did not
know; but he knew that tho uistanre
was great, Dackness had long fallew,
and] still the car was whizzing on, deiven
L tho silent, swarthy Spaniard.

Where were they taking nim?

It was o mystery to Ltho eircus schand.
bev why the Spaniard should seek him
at aill, Buot he had taken it Fov gronted
that Juan Zorre’s motive was lo feice
him back to the circus.

MNow Lo realised that i was ot 10 the
cirena ho was being falen. 1t was o
long journey that was e tong made-—-mile
after mile bad raced vwnder tho Nashing
wheels, and still the ear vas racing on,
The eivens had no doobt moved on from
Lautham ; but iv could not have moved
I ser groat o distanee,  But if they wora
ot faking him to the eireus, why was
hee taken atl  all-—aml where was he
oing T

Mot & word was spoken by the circos
proprictor, or by the lnoly roflfian who
«at beside the kidvapped sehoolboy.  The
the strong grip on Redrillo’s arm never
rrlaxed,

Pedrille could only wonder. 1Tea was
nol alarmed for Lis zafely. IL was only

e s T T

kerchief,

Pedrillo ? ** ** Yes !

replied Pedrille.

With a scowl at the kidnapped schoolboy Zorro drew the door shut, leaving
Pedrillo with the iall, sombre stranger whose face was masked with a silk hand-
The man broke the silsnce
“ What other name have youn ? '

at last. **You are the boy called
*“1 do not know,"

(Sre Chapter 8.)

his liberty that was threatened. Dut
why ¥ That waa a guestion to which he
contld find no answer.

The car slowed down at last. Tt
halted, and Podriile understood that the
destination, whatever it was, hacd bern
veached.

Sonor Zorro alighted, and opened the
door of the car.

“Got down !

Podrillo, still with the grip on his arm,

alighted.  He stared round him in the
gloom,
The car had stopped b o gate,

Beovond, he dimily made out the shape of
a bungalow, in a garden planted with
trecs and shrubs, Froan the distance
came & low, dull, boowing sownd, amdl
he knew that he wos near the sea.

Senor Zorro grosped his oarm, and
spoke in n low voien Lo lis nssociate.

The cireus =choolboy was led up the
path to the bungalow, and as he went
he heard the ear driven away.

Mot a single light gleamed from the
Luilding.

Thoe Spaniard oponed the door with a
Yale key, drew Mednlle into the dark
lwiilding, and closed the deor again,

His foolsteps awoke echoes in the
howse; but there was no other round.
The bnildmg was untenanted.

“"\What is this place, =enor 1™ asked the
-!"l't‘i*ll*s schoollov, breaking the silence at
ast.

Lorro wads no answer,

Yo pie nol  taking  me
Circns s
'L :\'lc.r 53

ey h:;r—'*-

to ihe

" Zileneo I

Tho Spaniard groped his way acrosz a
littla hall or passage, still holding
Pedrille's arm in a grip of iron,

The eireus schoolboy was led into a
room, and there his captor released him,

Sonor Forro struck a malch amd
lighted & candle.

In the light, Pedrillo conld see that
he was in a large room with two
windows, both shuttercd on the outside.

Ho fooked at tho cireus propristor.

Zorro's faco was dark and surly., He
frave the circus schoolboy a scowl, but
ne word, and stepped out into the hall
again, drawing the door shut after him,

“Am I to stay here, senor!” ex-
claimod DPedrillo.

L] El !'F

“For how long?"

Thera waz na answor to that question
Zorvo slanmmied the door and turned the
key in the leck on the oulside,

Iedrillo siood staving at the locked
door, lost in amazement,

Ho procecded to make an examina-
tion of tho room, but yery =oon
azcortained that there was no possi-
Lility of cscape. Thoe walls were solid
enough: the window-shutters were thick,
and fastened on the outside. Ho sat
down at last to wait.  Ilia Lrain was
almost in B whirl with amazement.

(Inee or twice ho heard movements in
the bungalow; the Spamiard was slill
th e, Podimi®le Tendoad at s watehi s it
was half past eight. At that hour the
Liveyaaars feliows would be at prep,
Hobson and Hosking, in Stedy No. 3

Tue Maaxer Lisrary.—iNo, 948,
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in the Shell, wondering,K what had be-

vome of him,

What would they think of his
absence? |, They waufd guess, perhape,
that Zorre had taken him. A search
wight Le made at the eircus. DBut he
would not be foend at the circus; and
who was to guess that he was a prisoner
in_ a lonely bungalow near the coasti
What did it all mean?

The minutes dragged by slowly for
the imprizsoned schoolboy,  But he could
do mnothing but wait, He realized that
there was something to come—that
Senor Zorro wasz not alone in  this
matter. FThe cireus proprietor could
liave no imaginable motive for the kid-
napping ; the car and the bungalow
could not belong to him. Someone else
wig concerned in the afair—some enemy

of whose exislence he liad never
dreamed,

Pedrillo gritled his testh.

It was Dwr, Locke's belief that the

boy had bLeen kidoapped in his early
vears, and the Head had set on foot
A inguiry. Was that the reason for
this lawless act—was there someane who
feered that ihe truth pught come to
quht'."" It seemed the only possible ex-
anation; for ik was obvious that Senor
Zorro was acting under orders, and that
the recaptured acrobat was not o be
taken back to the circus. Not, at least,
so long as the travelling cirens was on
British soll. He was certain that Dr.
Locke would cause a rigorous search to
be made for him; the kind" old Head,
having once befriended him, would not
desert him now. It would be impossible
far the search to be eluded, if he was
willi the cirens, until Senor Zorro had
crossed the sea again. That was wh
he had been hidden in this lonely -build-
ing. at the orders of iz unknown
onemy.

There was the sound of 8 motor-car at
lazt, and Pedrille sprang to his feet.
=He heard Senor Zorro hurry to the
door of the bungalow and open it
There was a heavy tread,

“Tha boy is here?! )
Pedrillo heard that deep voice in the
passage,

Hi, zenor.”

“There was ug pursuit?”

*No, senor.”

“AQ s sale,
Lnown i

“ Wothing, '

(13 l_.':ﬂﬁd :I!l

“Tha senor's orders heve been
carvied out,” zaid the Spaniard, in s
surly, sulky veice. " Fortune favoured
e to-day—the boy fell fairly into my
hands. He was cycling—alone. For
dayve and days I have been watchihg,
and at last the chance came—heiter
than I could have hoped.”

“ile was alonei”

“E, gonor”

“And no one saw?

£i Nﬂbﬂd}%"

Pedrillo grinned as he Lstencd.

Evidently Senor Zorroe had  seen
uothing of Billy Bunter, sitling under
the hedge devenring his raided luck;
but i was [airly certain that Bunley
minst have scon something of the kid-
napphg,

“ It will be guessed that 1he boy has
fullen nlo vonr hands, Zorro”

“They will nol find bim at my circus,
senor.””’

*Trae™

“I shall be there—I shall deny all
Luowledge of the oy, From this hour
ler ba pieyouy hands.™ N

* Enonghl Where g lic™

The door of Pedrillo’s ronm was un-
beked and threwn epen. A tall man
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then—nothing  is

m a dark overcoal stepped into the

CI0Y.

Pedrillo’s gaze was lastened on his
face at once. Bug the newcomer's face
was hidden fromn his view. A silk
infer was drawn over it, with slits
cut in the silk for the eves and the
mouth, eowmpletely masking i,  Ped-
rille could sce nothing of the man but
o pair of dark, penetrating eyes.

Zovro, with another scowl at the
circus schoolboy, drew the door shut.

Pedrille was left alone with the tall
sStyanger,
For zome moments the man sfood

looking at the boy, scanning his hand-
EPTE! faen n the Hickering candle-
ight.

Pedrillo etood silent under his zaze.

There was something terrifying in the
tall, sombre, stlent higure, and the circus
schoolbay felt his heart beating faster.

The man broke the silence at last:

“¥You are the boy called Pedrillo®™

il ‘EES_IF

“What other pame have you!"

“1 do not know.”

“You have never known it

“Iq;u.:l'l'

“*You sprak English well”

“I am Eug]ishﬁ’

“"How do you know that?” said the
tall  stranger harshly. “"You come
from Hpain, with a travelling ecircus.
You bear a Spanish name,™

“I know that T am English,” answered
Pedrille quietlv. *1 was a child when
Henor Zorro ook me into his circus, but
I spoke English then; and, knowing thatl
I was Enghish, I havo always taken care

to keep up .my knowledge of the
language. There wore Enghsh and

American performers m the circus, and
it was casy—though the senor used to
beat mo for it., But T let him beat me.™

The tall stranger muttered something
under his breath.

“Heo beal you, you say?"”

“He is o eruel man,” said DPedrillo.
“He beats his horges—but in Spain they
do not think mueh of that, He hoal
me—ha wonld beat anvone who was not
strong cnough to beat lim. If T were
a man—" Hen broke off.

“The brute!” mullered the tall man
savapely.

“It 13 by vour orders that he has
taken me away from Greyiriars and
brought me here,” said Pedrillo.

“Greylriars is no place for you, my
boy. ou belong to the arcus—why
should you not return to it? You are
not a c¢hild now—Zorro will not beat
vou again. I will give him orders—I
will see that you are welt treated. 1
will see that vour pay is good, You
shall have an easy life—casier than you
have ever known. You will return (o
the eireus.”

P*edrillo shook his lwead,

Y Never '™ he answored.

“*And why not?

“Tr. Lockea has heon a good friend
to me,” said Pedrillo.  * When T was
hurt in an accident at the circus the
good doctor let me be taken inlo the
scho#l hospital. I might have died for
anvthing that Senor Zorro would have
ddong for me. He did not care. He lhas
told me that long ago he took me into
the eireus from pity—as s  homeless
wail; but I know ihat he lied, 1 know
that ho stole me as a cluld, though I
de not know why—and Dr. Locke he-
licves so, too. The good doctor is try-
ing to discover my relations—my nameo ;
he has an im{.uir:.r agent at work., T will
never leave Fngland again—never '

“¥ou think that you have relations
in England 1"

- Emaw

“Why nott” said Pedrillo. * Every-
ane has refations and a pame. Why not
I-as well as otherst” :

S And if you bave relations, do you
think that they will desire to se¢ you—na
circus performer—an vneducated waif ¥

FPedrillo ¢rimsoned, :

“I hope =0, he said. “I shall not dis-
zraco them. I have made friends at
Greyiriars. I have made a friend
who is one of the Lest fellows in the
the son of a titled man—a
baronet. He calls me his ‘friend—ho is
attached to me. I know that he will be
distressed by what has happened o e,
If he iz not ashamed to eall me his

school,

friend, my relations necd pot b
ashamed of me.”
“Who is the boyv vou speak of ¥
“His name 1s Hobeon”
“He is your friend ¥
“Phe hbost friend a fellow  conld

have,” said Pedrille, his voiee amd bhis
fuco softéning. “T never knew vhatb ik
was to have & friend—but now [ know.”

The penetrating eyes gleamed at Lim
from the slits in the mutfler,

“You arce attached to thiz bhoy-—what
did you say his name was?”

“* Hobson.”

“You are attachoed to him?”

“7 would die for him, if there wern
need,” said Pedriilo.

“ And you sey he is attached to youl”

“He is my chun,” said Pedrilln
proudly, “Hao has been the best fricmd
a fellow could have. He has wade
gverything casier for me—it, was very
strange for we at the school, al first,
I am only a circus performer, a naine-
less waif, 1 know—but he does not think
of that. He has made me his friend--
and he is the captain of his Form, aml
wealthy, and the son of a Litled man.
And he does not care anything about
my being a nameless waif.”

The tall man moved away and strodo
to and fro in the room for some minuies
in silence.

Pedrillo watehed him, every now and
then catehing a gloam of the penetrating
eyes turned upon him,

Ho weited; till the man came o B
halt at last. -

“We are wasting time, boy. You can-
nnt remain at Greviriars, and you szt
retnrn to Spain™ :

“I'hat 3= not for you o decide™

“What " ;

“J am my own master.” said 'edrillo
stewndily. “If I find that I have »
fathor, he will give me orders; until
then, T tuke orders only from Dy, Locke,
iny henefactor.™ :

“You have no father,” said the (all
stranger  harshly.  “You have no
parent:, and no nenr relations™

Pedrilla’s heart throbled.

“You know that 7' he nsked.

“1 know it, and T tell yvou #0.”

“Then you know my name ¥

“What does that matter?  "The oo
vou bear iz Pedrille, and that is the
name you will alwaya bear®

“Not if the good doctor should =ue-
coed.” said Pedreillo, “IHe is doing oll
that he can for me: and when Zoren
15 made Lo {ell what e knows——"

“Juan Zorro Jdoes not know yoor
pame,  Your neme is koown only o
e, and yon are believed (o be doad,”
said the tall stranger.  “There is 0
one Lo wiss you—yvoun have no blood
relations nearcr than o secomd ecoego--
anel that i3 far enough away.”

“T have a unmoe at lead,” zaid
1edrillo,

“Eunough! You will veturn (o #Fpnin
with the eircus, and yon will live as von
have lived before—as Pedrillo, 1T yon
consent to this, everything will he minte

(Continued vn page iT.)



“PAUL PRY" BUMPS INTO THE *'GOTTAGERS "—INSIDE! 13

narry Wharton's
‘Jootlall Supp ,

By
B 11 ewseries. vor s A

I have managed fo sceure the services of some of the fincst
Jeolball cxperts in the country as contributors to our newm
Supplement,
be sure of getting the very latest and snost exclusive news,
inlerceting gossip, and information.—H. Wharfon, Ed,

Flag-Kicks and Peraities

PARS ABOUT FOOTBALL

MEN AND MATTERS.
By The Man in the Street.
WHEH Epgland and Scotland firzt met in 1372 the gate

receipbs just totalled £1.000. . Since then nearly £7.000

has been taken at one match between the two countries.

We have not, however, found apy old player who thinks
that the quality of ‘the football is now so much better tham it
used to be.

It i3 said that the selectors of the Welsh team had o much
difticulty in fixing on the men to play against England that ihe
lagt fo® places were declded by ballot, puttinsé the names of
several men into Lhe hat. Yet that Welsh team beat England by
three goals to one, and the snggestion iz that the English selectors
might do better if they adopted the same method

The Wednesday of Sheffield, who huve made such a good fight
in, the Beconrd IMvision, have abont the youngest team in big
foothall. OF their regular elde no man is more than twenty-seven

years of age. Surely an illustration of the old adage that youth
will be sarved.

V¥oice In Lthe erowd, addressing the referee tima nfter flme with
these words: © Wlere's vour dopg?” AL length thoe referee stopped
the game, and went to the spectator and asked him why he
J-reIpf. on shouting * Where's your dog?" “0h," safd the spectator,
1 always thought blind people had a little dog to lead them:!”

How does this go for an up-to-date version of an optimist—the
fellow who enclosed o stamped envelope with his football forecast?

There Iz 2 movement on fool to got the wages of the foothallera
reduced next season, bub we have not yet heard that the sugges.
tion has met with the ununimous approval of the players.

Bert Eggo, the captain of the Reading team. recently passed the
century mark for conseculive appenrances for his club. Not a bad
Egro, avidendiy!

William Tockett, the famouws lorward of Northampton town,
recently gave a bit of advice. to foothallers. “ Don't go bald too
#00m," he sald, * because it is bad tactlee.” » On the other hand,
Jork Rutherford reminds ws that hair and breins cannot exist
together. What are we to do?

A player named Muotch was recently secured by Walsull from
Falkirk, As he Is a forward, it is expeeted that Muteh will soore
Nora.

Lven when the England v. Sentland mateh I played In England
Scotsmen wsunlly parade the piteh before the start of the game
with bagpipes. It really isn't fair to impose such a hondicap on
the nerves of the English players,

The General Purpazes Committec of the Norwleh City Counell
proposes Eo eonstract a2 new foolball pround for the Norwich City
Fonthull Club with accommadation for 30,000 people. The propased
rito iz in Unthank Ioad, but the Norwich officials zny " Thank
¥ou i very heartily.

Englaud Is the only one of the four countries of the British Tsles
which dees not eall on players operating in other countries for
International matchea. And thut may be one reason why England
doesn’t often win,

“Crooks Progress Arrested " was the heading in a newspaper
the other day. Tt sounded good, bt it only referrad to Lhe exit
of Crook Town from the Amateur Cup Competition.

iy [

April 10th, 1928,

MAGNET readers who follow it vegularly cun

The

- Romancesr Swansea Slown!

A STORY THAT SHOULD PUT
COURAGE INTO EVERY FAINT
HEART.

By William Hole (The Welsh International of the * Swans.").

T was not surprising that when, in 1912, the notion of having
a’ real Associadion club in Swansea was put forward there
werg people who called itk a “mad idea,™ Dut-Mr. Owen
Evans—a man who had played the Assoclation game in North
Wales—having set his band to the plough, he deelded to go
through with it, io spite of the fact that the faint-learts of
sdwansea did not come forward with thelr eash for shares to the
extent which had been anticipated. Nor did the Swansea publie,
even after the team had started In the Second Division of the
southern League, show any great tendency to flock to the ground
in their tens of thousands. Indéed, I believe I am well within
the mark when I say that the total receipts in that first season
did not amount to cne thousand pounds, That was only fourteen
years ago, vet Inst season the club took ever thirty-fve thousand
pounds in gate-money. And to-day the team is playing in the
second Idvision, with the gate open to the vory highest class of
football, and has created a sensation in the Cup.

Perhups I may recall here zome red-letter days In the history
of the club. I don’t suppose there was any event in the story
of Swansea which did so much to flre the imagination of the
people of this part of the world as that ultra-dramatic victory
over Blackburn Rovers in the First Round of the Cup in 19106.
Before the match this newly formed Southern Sccond Division club
al Swansea hadn't a chante—on paper. But after o most remark-
able game the Swans won by a goal to nothing, to set all the
world talking about them—a world ontside Swansea which had
never Fr&vt&ualf mentioned the name of the club. The possibili-
tigs of Bwansen as & centre of Association football seemed to
strike the people from that mroment, and there was more wild
rejoicing in the Second Round, when they held Neweastle United
at Neweastle, only to be beaten in the replay,

The years of war were bad for the Swansea club as for every
other foothall club, of course; hut there was another great day
in the histbry of the side when, at the conclusion of the conflict,
Swansea Town were voted to a place in the First Division of the
then Southern Leagne. We did pretby well, too, in that first
season in better company, bub one of the red-letter days which
1 personally shall never forget was at the end of Iast season.
Out of the last two games at home we had to get three points
to make sure of promotion. Reading put up & hard fight as the
first of the two clubs, and it was not until the last five minutes
of the f:ama that we scored the goal which won the contest.
That left wa with only one poinlt to obiain from the. vislt of
Exeter City to “go up.’ As a matter of fact, we got two, and
there was not so much excitement during the mateh as there
Liad been against Reading.

What a reene there was in the streeis of
Awnnsea afterwards, thongh! Nobody could
have failed to think beck over the day when
the launching of the Swansea Town club was
baHed as a mad ldes. This scene was mad
In another direction—mad enthusingem for an
objective attalned.

Az to the reazon for Swansea's rise, who
cun say with any certainty? Terhaps that
pever-say-die spirlt 1s the real seeret.

Tur MaoxeT Lisrary.—No. 94B.
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A YOUNG CENTRE-HALF WHO
HAS EARNED FAME !

Foe

By “REFEREE.”

HIS Is the tale of Townrow, the tall,

biack-headed centre-hall of Clapton

Orient, and conspicucus among foot-

ballers in that he iy one of . Lhe
two men who has ever risen to Internationnl
fama with tha Lea Bridge concern. Owen
willlamds, outsidedeft, was the other: but as
Owen iz now with Middlesbrough, we will
leave him out of the question.

I may say at once that, of all m
balling acjuaintapugs, John Townrow occu-
pies & place of respect and csteem in my
gflections. He sharfs with Juchan and Clay |
and Wafker apd Copningham & little miche
in wy regard which I have.vever found

fool-

cccasion to alter, For Townrow, as you see
him on the Aeld ot play, is just gamy
rnan off-=big and strofig, with a fGhiet Torce-

fulpess and uprofled disposition tlmt never,
under any circumstantes, - changes, and
which, Just as it has carried bim a long
way up the Indder of fnathall fame, has won
him & strong and lasting place in the affec-
tiops of all those who Know him,

Londoners  eapecl-
ally like Townrow,
for Jn!}n is 2 Lon-
doner Wmself, hav-
ing been borm At
deratford, which,
Enst- Londoners will

tell yon, B quite
near  Wesh | Hoam's
groand, and only

the matber of hall
an hour's iourney by
car  from Clapton
Orient. As o yOumng-
gter he .went to
gechool M West
Ham, and at school
learned how to play
his favourite game,

J. TOWNROW,

R S S ——

OUR QUERY CORNER.

A. B, (Carshalton)—Albert ¥. Pickles is
the secretary of Durnley F.OU, He was
appointed in January, 1025, and previous to
that had
oléven years.

v Gid * (Plymonth).—The actoel amount of
Lthe [ea.that Durnley pald for John Hill,

made public, but wad rumoured at the time
that It was close in the neighbouchood of

heen assoclated with ibe clubf

their centre-half, has never heen officially i

HOULD 77
Wy

—

L£46,000.

i Mae " (Glasgow)~—The Scottish Cup was
instituted In 1573, and the Arst winners were
{Jreens Park. .

J. W. A. (Swapsea)~Cardiffi City have
won the Welsh Cup four times—in 101112,
161920, 1981-22, 1622-E,

the ¥.A. of South Afrlea toursd England in
(024, and during that 1iime played 26
matehes, of which they won 16 and lost 10
The goal average was B2 for and 43 agalnst.

A. McKim {Edinburgh).—The top scorer in
Division I. of the Scottish Teagne last
seagon waz Devlin, of Cowdenbeath, who
finished with 33 goals ta his cre.d.n;} Second
on the list was Gallacher, now of Neweastle
Tl and then of the Airdrieonlans, who
ﬂu'lsnua:i with 32. Perhaps the most praise-
worthy performance of the two, howewver, Iz
that of CGallacher, who regiatered 32 in 32
matches. It took Devlin 33 matches to
ol hLia bag.
it gepateur " (Bydenham).—The Corinthlans
played 31 matches last season, of which 15
wera won, § lost, and 7 drawn. In thelr
Canadign-American toar durfng the summmer
momths of -192¢ they played 22 matches—
0 drawn, 8 lost, and 4 drawn.

s gunmer " (Islington).—{1)} Arsenal have

never won the Cup or the chnmg}mm‘hip of
the Leagpe. (2) apd did notbing in the
st :ﬁc. gimes, for the simple reason

thot ¥ dld not compete.

A. Yackson (Leeds)—The F.A. Cup must
hp restored to the Foothall Association by
the lholders before the first day of February
following the year in which it was won.

« Stmon ¥ { Wednesburyh—(]) 1.182 goals

wara alo in tha First Division Jast ycar.
(7 Walsifl's ground will held 25.000,
i ﬁ W. (Southpate).—Have sent ¥ou a

letter explaining in detail the present con.
struction of the F.A, Cop Competition. The

auestitm is too lengbhy to deal with here.
L W W W W VAT A

LIGHTNING SEKETCHES OF

Tt was while he wat with the Pelly
Memorial School In that dizkeict that his
junior ability brought his first lanrels of
football fame. In 1815 he was aelected by
the ES.F.A. fo captain Enpland's slde
against Wales, and, after plving a brilliant
account of bimself, was selected Ly the same
body to represent his country agalnst the
schoolboys of Scotland.

Thuzs early In his career did our now
famons John ocomMmence coliecting honours.
After the War he was signed oo by “ Doc.”
Holmes, the late manpager of Clapton Orient,
and as & professional in the Orient’s ranks
gottled down to make {he ceptre-half berth
his own. Since then he has played a steady;
il not & brilliant, game, and such marked
impmwmagt'has he shown that Inst season
the Epglish selestors woke op to the [act
ihat a budﬁiﬁ International lay under their
WEry nases, ay thersfore gave him o try-
put in an English trial match. The sequel
to that trial was setn in the following April
when, much to éverybody® surprize, Jobn
Townrow was selectéd as the pivet of the
English team against Scotland,

Now, of conrse, the talk s all of Toworow.
Whatever may be said of his play, every-
hody 18 in agreement that hoe has the big
match temperatrent, and, mﬁeaarﬂﬂ such, is
an mvaluable acquititidn any side. Pro-
hably the selectfirs were thinking of that
when they chdote RITn again this fear to
fill the centre-hall berth againat Walea, and
prohahly—who  knows 7—it will &t ba in
their minds when the team to meet Bcotland
is ~lecided upom.

Barson and a few ofbers may be more
brillipnt  individually, but for all-round
thordughoess and reliability John: Townrow,
the pride of the Orfent, has no compeer.
Whatever may comg _ his - wa¥, John
thoroughly deservés the honourd!

Tue MacxeT Linkany.—No. 548,

CELEBRITIES.

FOOTER

o

= T t—lﬁ...rp..q. I e
An Impresslon of ALEC JAGKSON
ihe famous Scottish Intornaliona

i
gutasidea-right of Hudderafiald Town,
by Jimmy Sesd of tho 'SBpurs.

0. W. (Saiford).—The team representing

KOTTY problems crop up somctimes
in connectlon Wwith thiz game of
foothall, and one of my readers has
gent me one which I think is worth

answering at length, The questign s this:
Should the foothaller tell the referce when
e has made & mistake over o certain
decizsion ; L

It iz a reader of Bolton who zends me the

question, and the circumstances which gave

rise to It are these: In a recent Firad
Njvislon L Dick Pym, the ton Wan-
derers eeper, made a flying  save,
touching the ball with the tips of hils fingera

and turolng it roond the post. The referce
mave the Bolton team a goalkick, when the
Emfﬂ depcigion should have becn & corper-
ilck. Alfter the game one or two crities
took the Bolton poalkeeper severely to task
for what they called a lack of sportsman-
ship on the park of Fym in not golng Lo
the referee and telling him that he should
have given a corner, and nmot a goalkick.

correspondent wants fo know i there
eritles were right.

My opinion [z that the critics are wrong
and thal to accuse the podlkeeper of Bolton
Wanderers of lack of the sporting  spirit
berdnse he didon't tell the referee iz unialr.
Fxaming the itlon carcfully. The raferce
of a foatball match iz appointed by the
rilers of football to take charge, and to
‘assist him in his task of glving correct
decizions e bas two linesmen.

Morenver, the players have been told in
tha stralghtest possible manner that they
are pod cxpected ‘4o arpgine with the refereo
over Nz decislons, but #o accept those
decisions a® sportsmen without question.
Personally, I think sach an instroction was
meant Lo apply to decisions given wrongly
in favour of a side as well as decisions given
wrongly against that team.

Suppose for & moment that Pym had gona
up to the referce and told him that the
decislon |n that partieular case ghould bave
heen a corger-kick, and not o goal-kick.
Bnch an act-wouold havé pointed out to the
whole of the people present that the referce
had made a mistake, and thua the confidence
of the people in the referee would have been
undermined. 1 kpow that the watechers of
football often think that referees make mig-
takes, hut it does not follow that the player
is justifed in pointing out to the crowd
the mistakes made by the man with the
whistle,

Again, supposing the goalkeeper had told
tlie referes, and that the man with the
whiiztle had changed his declsion. Then, a
fow minutes later, perhaps, the referse had
given & goul agninst the Wanderers in a
iifzbake. Pym wowld have been justified in
going up to the referee and telling him
that he Dad muade g blunder, and I submit
Lhat, if the referee bad believed the player
ciee and changed his declslon, he would
havo had to bhelieve the player a sgeeond
time. Obviowsly. no referegs could go on
changlng his  Jdecisions  time  after time
hecanse of the statement of thie or that
player, We -should gel argumeént matches
instead of fontball matches.

Yon must remfember that even on the
field there i3 often diference of opinion as
to certain Ineldents. I have heard players
of the same slde after a mateh argning as
to the correctness or otherwise of a decislon
apainst them. Some thonght the decision a
pood onp, others thought it o bad one.
When players start to argue with a referce—
and when the referce starts to listen to tho
plavers—confusion muost follow ns eorely as
Lhe night follows the day.

Bo my conclusion is that it Is carrying onb
the true spirit of sportsmanchip for the
players of every elub to accept the decisions
of the appolnted official without guestion o
arpument, If every [oothaller carried oo
that ideal the task of our referees would h
ever &g mueh easfer. The man with the
whistle will make mistakes, bnt I he ia
worthy of the trust imposed in him the
wlstakes will be quite conscientious oncs.
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[Cwatinued from page 12.)

easy for you—you shall prosper in cvery
na.y.;q I;'f not that good enough for you ¥

“MNo.

“Tf you refuse, you will e taken out
of England, nevertheless, and handed
over to Benor Zorro in Bpain. Then he
will deal as he likes with you—under
orders o see that vou do not eseape ol
any cost—even at the cost of your life”

Pedrilla’s lip onrled.

“You caunot friphten me,” he said.
“ Byen if it is as you say, T wil never
leave England if I can help it, 1 1
am Laken by force, I will escape al the
first opportunity.”

“Tn that case youn will have no appor-
tunity.™

“T shall tako the chance”

There was & brief silence,

“You will have time to refleet upon
the matter,™ said the tall stranger at
last. *“Tor the present you w=ill re-
matn here, woll p;'u.artlc-fi. I shall sca
vou apuin in o week, and hope to re-
coive a Jifferent answer.”

He mioved to the door.

BT peend, nip M avelaimad
Pedrillo, following. “Why have you
done thisy Why did vou give me to
that ruflian when 1 was a child—"

“How Jdo Yo kunow that T did so®"

“It must have beon =0, hecanse you
are afraid that it will all rome out now
that Dr. Locke has befriended me,” said
the circus schoolbav, “If vaun wera not
guilly you would not be afraid.”

The gleuming oves were fixed on hin.

“Yaun are afraid,” repeated 1edrillo.
“Afeaid of punishinent far what you
ddid then. But if you will set me frea
and tell me wy nmme 1 shall not wish
o punish yeu, I will forget all tho
harm you have done me if yon will do
e no nore.”

“Too late!™ =aid the tall stranger.
“Too late! What T did, was done for
ilie sake of ancther—for my own sakeo I
would have died sooner—it wasg for the
sake of one worth a thousand such as
yvou., It was a erime—and it was necos-
sary, a5 il proved, for only n few years
later, fortlune came {0 me—all 1 needed
for wy boy, wud more, Bt what is
done cannot be vodone—the past is the
past.” The man seemed to be speaking
tor ez rather fhan o Pedeillno. " IE
hias weighed on 1wy conscience—it has
e e hord and Liller—in all tho
world Tl one! T did not know you
were hiavshly treated.” He locked al
Pedrillo agein, 1 pave the scoundrel
inslvactions  that  vow  shonld  receive
every care and kindness=he has drawn
iy pay gl these years for that, and he
has decoivedd e, from what you zav.
Listen !  TIf vou choose, von zhall not
rebirn (o the civens—=you shinll never see
Zovro or Bpain again, You shall ga 1o
Mveriva=you <hall e rich—all that vou
Liave lost shall Le restored to yon=—il yon

will b sifend, and wever retnrn to
Englond., 1s nol that good enongh foe
v

Pesdrillo slisch his hicnsl,

“Take sonr choice, then!™ said the
full stranpger =avapelv, Amd he slrode
from the romn, and the door was elosedd
ored locked again.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton's Problem !

1 O0OR old Hobby 1™
P I'ob Cherry made that re-

mark a few days later in thic
quadrangle at Greyfriars.

The Famous Five were walking in the
aquad after morning class, when Hobson
and Hoskins of the Shell passed thém.

James Hobaon was looking gloeomy
and glum. Hosking was trying to cheer
him up, and the juniors caught the
words “minor ninths,” a3 Hoskins
prassed. Claude Heosking was on his
favourite topie, which apparcently had a
consoling angd cheering eficct upon him-
galf. Dui it zeomed to have no effect
whatever upon Hobzon of the Shell wheo,
as & maticr of fact, was not even listen-

ing.

The days had paszed without any news
of 1'edrillo,

Dr. Locke had taken every possible
measure,  The police had visited the
Spanish Circus more than once—bnt
they had not scen Senor Zorro. INo
doubt the Spanish showman had Jearued
in timao that the kidnapping of Pedrillo
had been witnezzed, and he had taken
care to keep awayv from the cireus.

Both Zorvo and his  wvictim  had
vanished ulterly: uo trace had been
found of the dark green car. It wos as
il the circus schoolboy had disappeared
inte space,

Only Harry Wharton & Co. posscssed
a clue, in their knowledge of Sir James
Hobson's intervention in the matter.

S0 fur, they had kept their knowledge
to themselves.

Whalever might be the baronet's
motive, if really he wasz at the bottom
of the kidnappmg, it was impossible to
suppose that eny bodily harm was in-
tended to Pedrillo. He was & prisoner
sorpowheve, but be was in no personal
dunger, The certainty of that much
pave the juniors {ume to think over the
natter.

Billy Bunter, cortainly, knew a good
deal of the matter, but having passed
on his knowledge o the captain of the
Remove, DBunter was giving it no
further thought.

1f there was anything to be done,
any risk to be taken, Bunter's view
that it was up to Wharton, and he
quite contenl to leave it at that.

Indecd, afier o few days DBunter had
alinost forgotten the mauter; his fat
mind wos concentrated upon a postal-
order thal e was expecting-—a much
wore  unporiant matter, lo DBunter’s
inind,

Wharion thought the matter over a
greal deal and disenssed it wilh hia
chume, but it was hard to see clearly.

Ta wmuke =uch an aceusalion agamst
a man in Jie James Hobson's position
WAs SOTIONS Clon ]'l1 aned if it came to
proof, wlhat prmlf wax to be addueced?
Clidefly the evidenee of & young rascal
who had overheard & vonversation not
intended for his ears,

Tl  thousand litle  cirevmstances
which econfirtned the juniors in thoir
belicl wonld woigh ]‘ii.tliu il repealed to
aotler=, Tt was =earcely probable that
Dr. lLoche would take zuch o story
sevionsly,

Bt oven that waa not the elief (Giffi-
suliy. It was the Fact that the suspocied
man was lobhsou's [ather.

Holison of (e Bhell mizzed iz chun
sorelve. Even Iis inderest an gaines
secied to have slackened down i his
distress of mind. Bul what would Hab-
=oi's slato of mad be of be learned that
his futher=the father sl lie loved
atul pespected —had bad a hand in the
kidooppang of his cluom Y

and
WS
Wikd

He would not believe it—he could not
believe it! _But if he wes forced to
believe it, what then?

Flarry WWharfon shrank
thought of it.

Ho was on the horna of a dilemma,
If he told thd story and it was not
credited no pood eould be done. If the
suspiciont was unfounded the less =aid
shout it the hetter. ut if the story
was taken seriously, and investigation

frotp the

proved 5t fo be frue, it would be an
absolutgly orushing Dblow for poor
Hobson.

I matieras wera as the Famous Fivo
believed, Sir James Hobson was & con-
spirator; he had outraged the law. Tho
matter could scarcely be brought to
light without the baronet's arrest
following.

That meant the end of all things for
Hobzon of the Shell—a flood of shame
and disgrace against which he conld
never again hold up his head. He would
have to leave Greylriars; ho would
never e able to lonk a Greyirigrs fellow
in the face again. Hohson of the Shell
—rugged old Hobby, whom everybody
liked, who never had an enemy—one of
the best fellows at Greviriars—branded
for lifa as rhe son of & man stained with
crime ] Wharton's heart failed him as
he thonght of it

“Wo pan't act in a hurry, anyhow,”
he told his womrades, and they [ully
agrecd,

“ After all, the kid must be safe if
il’s really Hobhy's pater at the bottom
of it."” said Dob Cherry. * Goodness
knows what his game is, but he can't
really be a villain, The kid's sefe; and
he'd rather wait, if he knew, than bave
his best chum ruined,#?

“1f be knew. I believe be'd stand any-
thing rather than haye old Hobby dis-
graced for life,” gaid Wharton, MI'm
sure of it. Poor ohl Hobby? After
all, they ecan’t get the kid out o
tngland, with the palice hunting for
him. Wo've got lime'¥

“QOnly, what's to be done®” said
Nugent,

“We'va gob to think it out.”

" Tha fhirlkh:iuﬁ"ﬂ is ternific, “_ I
markod Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“hut the resultfulncrs does not scom Lo
o great.”™ ]

“Peddrillo may be found.” said Harry.
“That mau Zorro is a forcigner. He
will bo noticed. He can't stay in luding
for ever, Dodreillo may be [ound with-
out aur chipping in &t all.”

U Pt i he dsn't Y

Wharton's brows contracted.

“We ahall have to do sowething. But
ilobson's name will have to be kepl ouk
of it somchow.'

“1gor old Hobby 1™ .

Harry Wharton crossed over to Hob-
son of tho Shell as he walked under the
ching with the comforting Hosky.

Hobagn gave him a glum look.

“# Mo news*" he said.

Mo, enid [larry. “Bul you wera
saying the other day you thought of
usking your father——"

“Pya asked him. He has wrilten lo
mo that he has no tima Lo come to Greoy-
friars, and that he iz assured that
Padrillo has gone back to hiz friends,
and that it is the best thing ihat could
have happened.”

“Oh P said Harry.

“Of courze, the pater doesn’'t know old
Fedrille,” =aul Hobsen., *“Ie thinks
he's somo ounlsider, not koowing hin,
you kuew. I wish ho eoubd have teen
him. Fgo late now 1™

“Rotten ¥' said Hoskine.

“ Nat that it would be any gomd, as
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it happens, for the purpose 1 was think-
ing of,” said Hobson, *1I told the pater
anbout Hosky’s idea te show his car to
the two meu here who sew the kid-
nappers’ car, They might have been
able to say whether it was the same
make, and it would be a bit of & clue.
Hosky thoughs so, didn't you, Claude?"’

Claude Hoskins nodded. ,

*But the pater told we that he's sold
his car,” said Hobson, “so it wouidn’t
be any good. IHe's gob a new car now—
a Daimlor. So that i1dea’s knocked on
the head.”

“Rotten " said Whartor

Hpa left Hobson with & thoughtful
shade on his brow. If he had needed
any Further .proof to convince him he
had it now, Sir James Hobson had sold
his car, and Wharton had no doubt
whatever that he had sold it after hear-
ing from his son that the police were
seeking & dark green expeusive car that
had been scen near Greyfriavs. Hag
Hoekine' idea been carried out Wharton
had no doubt that the two witnesses
would have recognised Sir James Hob-
son’s car, and the baronet was not likely
to put thae matter to the test! FPoor
Hobson little dreamed of tho effpot his
unsuspicious letter must have had on his
father's mind. He weas not likely to
droam that in seeking to discowor. the
kiduapper of his chum he was tracking
down his own father!

Wharton bit his'lip hard,

What was to be done was still a per-
plexing problem to him, but one thing
seomed clegr to his mind;: he could not
let fall the terriblo blow that impended
over tha unsuspécting head of Hobson
of the Bhell.

1t was by dint of hard thlnii'ﬁ; that
Harry Wharton came fo a declsion at
last, mnd that evening & letter was
written in Htudy No. 1 addressed to Bir
James Hobson, Baronet, in London, and
ditly posted in the school letter-box.
And then the chums of the Remove
waited patiently for what would come of
it. d while they wailed there was
still fio news of Pedrillo’ of the Shell.
Stilt iF ed as if the carth had
opened and swallowad up the circus
schoalboy without leaving & traco
behing.

e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Putting It Séraight |
W

HARTON I
Shell.

“Hallo, Hobby !
“Bit of s surprise for
vou," said Hobeon of the
James Hobson was looking swrprized
himself. "In fact, he was leoking amazad
as he came up to Harry Wharton in the
guadrangle on Saturday aftcrnoon.
Wharton eyed han curiouslyv. He was
not surprised himsaelf, though Hobson
evidently ox d it. He had seen a
handsomae Daimior car glido in at the
gates, and he know that Sir James Hob-
gon was at Greyidars agmin.
“AWhat i3 it, Hobby " he asked.
“My father's come—"
“Has he?’ murmured the captain of
the Removo.

“Yes. Only the other day he tpld me
he had no time to como down.to the
school, and now he'a butted in quits sud-
denly,” said Hobson, with o perplexcd
brow. ™ But the odd thive <« Te wenis
to sce yvou."

" Does ho ™

“I didn't know you knew vy pater,
except by sight, of courss™ said
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Hobby., “But he's asked for you— "How can I have seen him 7' ex-

Wharton, that's the name—and you're
tha ¢nly giddy Wharton at Greylriars.
Will you ¢ome in and seg himi"

" Ploased,” said Harry.

“He's in the visitors’ room, waiting
for you,” said Hobby. "I'm afraid he'a
a bit—a bit—a bit erusty to-day.
Fellows  often  misunderstand my
pater—he's a bit crusty on the out-
side sometimes, but no end of a sports-
man, roally.”

Harry Whartorn, smiled.

The captain of the Sholl was not only
surprised that his father desired to sea
Wharton, but seemed a little uneasy lest
Wharton might find him partieularly

“eorusty.”

“It's all sercne, Ilobby,” said the
Removite. “I'll come in with pleasure
—trot on”

“ Jolly queer that he wants o seo a
Remove kid, isn’t it zaid the puzzled
Hobby as they walked to the House.

“I think yeur father knows my uncle,
Colonel Wharton,” zaid Harry.

“0Oh, that may be it—a message or

epmething. Don't mind if my pater
snaps & ﬁit—hia bark is worse ihan his
bite.”

91 sha'n't mind,” said Harry, smiling.
“Well, herb you are," said Hohson as

they reached the door of the visitors'

room. ‘ Father, here's Wharton.”

“Thank you, James."

Wharton ontered, and a tall tla-
man rbee to his feet from a seat by the
window, and an eveplass was turned on
the captzin of the move. Hobson
lingored in the doorway.

B vou want me, father ?”

“ No, James."

“Then I'll cut.”

“Dol'" said the boronet briefly.

And  Jamea Iobson accordingly

(4 cuﬁq 15

Harry Wharton closed the door of the
visitors’ room, and came aoross towards
the tall Laronet, his heart beating a

littla fast. But he was guite cool and

collected.
8ir James Hobson stood like a rock,
tall, commanding, grim, unbending.

Hiz vyes seemed to glint ot the junbor
from hiz hard. gritn, unsmiling face.

“You are Harry Wharton?"

“Yoa, sir.”

“You wrote a letter to me?”

£ ?Eﬂ- a2

“ (oncerning some ecircus  wail  who
was taken into the schoel, and has
sinoe disanpeared

“¥oa sir—Pedrillo,” said Harry.

“You hint in four loiter that T may
e ablo to assist in the scarch £ this
missing boy ?" . :

“T did not want to put it more plainly
in writing, sir.” said Harry., ‘'] should
hava had to do so if you had not con-
sented bo cono hera and speak to me
eliont it.™

The baronct’s jaw squarerd.

“1 fail to vnderstand you, Wharton—
if that iz your namo. For what reason
can yvou possibly suppose that I know
nrt_\.'H:'Ling' of this nameless waif, whomn
I have not cven scen at the school?™

“If you had known nothing of him,
sir, you would nct have come here in
answer to ny letter,” answered Harry
Wharton quictly, “and if you have not
seen Pedrillo at the schoel, you cannot
say that you have not scen him else-
where”
e . L
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claimned Sir James Hobson harehly,
“What do you mean? Is this merely
impertinence 1"

“MNothing of the kind, sir.”

“Then what do you mean? Speak
plainly ! rapped out the baronet.

Wharton drow a deep breath.

“I will speak plainly, zir. Zorro, the
eircus man, was induecd, or ordered, to
kidnap Pedrille, and take himm away
from the school by—"

“By whom?®

"You, sir!” said Harry.

Sir James Hobson stared at lim, lis
face changing. Wharton saw his fingors
clutehing couvulsively, in the effort he
wade Lo master his emotion.

“Ars you mad, hoy 1" exclaimed the
baronst at last.

£ N'D‘.-"

“Do you want me lo take von to your
headmaster, and demand a sovere
punishiment for this reckless insolenca?”

“ Mo, sir,” said Harry quictly, I hope
that Dr. Locke need be told nething,
for Hobson's sake.”

“For my son's sake?” ropeated the
baronet. “Do you mean that vou e
o friend of my son?”

“MNot exactly a friend—we're in dif-
ferent Forms; and wo have rows enough
nt times,” zaid Harry. “DBut evervbody
at Greylfriars is Hobby's friend, more
or loss—everybody likes him !™

“ITndeed,” zaid Sir James, his hard
face softening a little. *T1 am glad to
hear that my boy is so popular.”

“I've bean no end troubled abont this,
sir. between knowing what I ought to
tdo for Podrillo, and Eni'ng afraid to dis-
grace poor old Hobby,” said Wharton.

“Disgrace! Do you dare to mention
that word in connection with my son?"

“It iz your fault, and not mine, sir.
that I have to use such a word,” said
Harry calmly. “If it came out that
Hobson's father had cauwsed a boy to
be kidnapped, it would brand him for
lifo with disgrace. He would be done
for at Greyfriars.”

“How daro you sugeest that I have
done such n thing?"™

“ Because 1t is the truth,” answered
Wharton. “DBecause vour talk with
Scnor forro, when you gave him orders
at Lantham, was overheard, and for
other reazons.™

sir Jumes Hobson wineed. Heo almost
stazgered to o chair end sat down in
if.. Whatton remaoined stonding, facing
1im,.

“Overheard?” breathed the haronet.

“Yer, sir., Why you havo done this
I don’t know-—you have zome reason, I
know, hut it's & mystery to me. Yon
kpow where 1Medrillo is, and son mmnst
send himm bock to Greyiriars”

“Roy "

It seemed, for o moment, that the
haronet would strike the cool, resolutn
faca of the junior standing befora him.
Wharton did not flinch, and the
VLaronet's arm dropped to his side agamn.

“Have vou said anything of this—thia
absurd suspicion, to my son " asked Bir
James; and his voice was  almost
husky,

“WNot & word., It was lo save him
from knowing anything about it that [
wrote to you." sanl Iarry. “Bul for
that I should have =poken out long
ago,"”

E\."':Eiuir James Hobson sat silent [or a fow
moments, staring havd ab the Junior.

“What do you know—or Lhink yon
knew " he azked at last,

“1 know that you divecied Benor
Yorro to get Pedrillo away from Greys
friars at any ecost,” said Harry, &
Lnow that you lent him vour car fil'll!.‘
the kidnapping. There are two men 1
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the neighbourhood who could identify’
that car if they saw it. I am quite
sure that you have sold the car for that
reason. There are other eircum-
stances——"'

“ A childish tale.”

“] may be mistaken,” said Harry
quietly, *‘If I am mistaken, there can
be no harm in my geing to the Head,
or to Inspector Grimes at Courtficld,
and telling all I know, or think I know.
It 15 for I‘%ﬂrbﬂm'llﬁ sake that 1 have said
nothing. But if you, Hobson's father,
tell me that there is nothing to
feared for Hobson——"

“Then vou will keep this suspicion to
yourself 1"

Wharton smiled faintly.

“No, sir! I ghall go to Inspector
Grimes.”

‘;_J‘.l'{}d relate this absurd fable to the

Ic&..:ll

#If it iz an absurd fable, so much
the better,” said Harry. *1 leave it
to vou to decide, 8ir James. If yom
know where Pedrillo is, and can send
him back to Greyfriars, I shall make it
a point to forget sbout the whole
matter. T shall never speak a word of
it. But if you tell me vou can do
nothing, I am bound to go to Inspector
(irimea and tell him what I know—or
what I thionk I know."

Wharton waited.

The baronet was in a clefl stick, and
he knew it, and the junior Knew 1t
There was only one answer that Bir

ames IHobson could make—now that
he knew what the Greyfriars’ junior
knew.

Theree was & long silence.

The 'captein of the Remove wailed
patiently. Ii his suspicions, ‘or rather
certainty, was unfmmgud.ii.w% obvious
that 8&ir James would care nothing
whether he went to the inspector at
‘ourtfield or not. Indeed, if Bir James
had nothing to fear, it was cortain that
he would procesd to Dr. Locke and
demand the punishmént of the junior
who had insulted him.

But if the baronet was guilty. he
had only one course to take—he dared
not let what Wharton knew become
known to the police. Above all, he
dared not let it become knownto hisszon.
He dared not let the shadow of shame
fall upon the boy who was all in all to
him. If he was guilty, Wharton was
offering him a chance to save his son
from the shame of that guilt; a chance
that would not recur.

“What do you ask of me?"” said the
haronet at last, in a low, shaken voice
“Buppese—suppose 1 can discover whae
hus become of the boy, and help him
to return to the school? Let us sup-
pose that such a thing is possible. That
cuds the matter?”

“So far as I am concerned, yes"

said Harry. * Buot—-" :
“Put what?' =aid Sir James
harshly.

+Dr. Locke has instituted an inquiry
to discover Pedrillo’s name and family.
You mumet know who and what
Podrillo is, or you would not have
acted as you have done. Now that I
know that, I am compelled to let
Pedrillo know in what direction fo look
to find out the truth. I you will not
tell him what you know about his name
and family, I must tell him, or the
Head, that you have the knowledge, so
that inquiry may be¢ made in the right
guarter.”

Ancther long silence, :

8ir James Hobson scanned the junior's
face with something of wonder in lis
oWl

The junior's knowledge of the facts
waiz a stunning blow to him; it came
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like 2 bolt fram the blue. It mattered his mamo and parventage. Whatever
little how Wharton had learned so can be done,, I shall do. Dpes that

much—it was obvious that he knew;
the baronet’s cool, hard mind grasped
that at once. '

A few wminutes’ reflection convinced
Sir James Hobson that he was beaten
at every point; beaten by a junior
schoolboy of the Lower Fourth -Form at
Greyfriars. It was bitter enough; but
the hard, grim man vwasted no time in
futile anger.

Ho broke the silence at lastk

“Haove you spoken of thiz matter to
anyone?”’

“My friends know—but they are
sufes they will say nothing, any more
than I shall, if justice iz done to the
circus boy.”

Sir James Hobson smiled grimly.

“Y admit nothing,” he said.

“I do not want you to admit any:
thing, sir,” said Harry Wharton. "I
want you to admit nothing at all—to

satialy yom, Master Wharton "

“Perfectly, sir

“I shall lose no time,” said Bir
James, rising. “You may tell my son,
Master Wharton, - that I have decided
to engage in the search for the missing
boy, Pedrillo, and that I hope to bo
successful,™

“F will tell him, sir.”

“Yory good.” .

With that, and without another word,
tha baronet walked out of the reoom.
Ilis hard face was domposed, almost
expressionless, as he went out to lis

cer,
A pond many Greyfriars fellows

glanced at the tall gentleman, sitting
upright as a ramrod in the handsomo

aimler, as the car glided away. No
one guessed the thoughts that were
passing behind the cold, hard mask of &

““ Why you have caused Pedrillo io be
kldnapped, I don't know," said Whar-
ton quietly. ** But you must send him
back to Greyiriars.” *“Boy!"
seemied for 2 moment that James
Hobson would strike the cool, resolute

say nothing. I want Pedrillo to have
his rights, whatever they are; that
ends it."

Another long silence.

“Mv son secms attached to this boy
Podriilo,” said Sir Jamea at length
“He has written to ask me to make
some move in searching for him. I
have decided to accede to my son's
request,”

Wharton made no reply. 5 p

If the baronet chose to pub it like
that, it mattered little. In fact, the
junior was glad to allow the defeated
man to save his face as much as
possible.

“] shall make every effort to irace
the boy,” continued Siv James Hobzon,
“u% my son is attached to him, I shall
make it my duty to doso. I hnipa that
I shall ba successful. I hope that, in
finding him and helping him to return
to Greyfriars, I may also be able to
make some discovery with regard (o

1t |

face of the junior. (See Chapter 101} |

face. Least of all could Hobson of tho
Bhell have guessed—and Hobson of the
Shell was never to know.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Righted At Last !

il SAY, vou fellows!” yelled Billy

I Buntar.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ™
"“He's come back "

“ Who, fathead ™

“ Pedrillo 1

“Hurray!"

It was Wednesday afternoon; four
days dince Sir James Hobson’s visit to
Greyfriara.

Harry Wharton and Co. had waited
pafiently, On Monday, Hobson of the
Shell had left Greyiriars to go home,
with speeial leave from the Head.

The chums of the Remove wondered
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whether Hobby's vigit to his home had

any connection with the baronet’s
“eparch ™ for the missing circus
schoolboy.

It seemed very® probable.

Hoskins of the Shell, deprived now of
both hiz chums, comforted himself with
minor. ninths and consecutive fifths in
the study, and with fantasias in F and
marchezs in (G major, in the music-
room. With these weird resources to
console him, Hogkins boroe it very well.

Cllaude Hoskinsg was even now in the
mucic-room, deriving solace from a
terrific coneatenation of unessential dis-
cords, . when the news spread that
Podrillo had come back. To Hosky's
credit, be it said, that although he was
in the midst of a little thing of his own,
he sabandoned the suffering piano at
once, and blessed silence descanded on
the music-room as he rushed out to
greet his chume.

Harry Wharton and Co. gathered,
round the taxi that had brought
Pedrillo from the station. Hobson of
the Shell descended [rom the taxi with
the circus schaolboy.

DON'T MISS NEXT WEEK'S FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT!
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“Hobby, old chap—Pedrillo " gasped
Hoskins.

“ Hurray "

Hobson grinned joyfully.

“Hore we arc!” he exclaimed,
me introduce this chap——"'

* Let

“Eht We know the echap, don't
we?" said Harry Wharton, shaking
hands with Pedrille.

“You jolly well don’t!” chuckled
Hobson. " You think vou do, old man,
but you don't. It's my Cousin Peter [

(18 “fhatl?!d‘

“Which

“How 1"

“My hat!"

There was & buzz of astonishment.

“Ain't you my cousin Peter, old
bean?" chortled Hobson, giving Pedrillo
a joyful slap &n the hack,

“Ow 1™ gasped Pedrillo,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ A"t youl” roared Hobson.

“8i, 2i! Vedad! 1 mean vyes, it is
true,” said Pedrille. *“Amigos, it is
true!  Hobson's father—my Tlncle
Hobsone——"

“Hiz Uncle Hobzon ! breathed Bob

Hobby's rugged, simple face was i
beaming. Pedg;illu looked very bright. "EEE';I; pip I

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob  “ My Uncle Hobson found me,” said
Cherry. “Here we are agsain!" Pedrillo. “ At least, he found Zorro,
N, ' o
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No. 31—Gerald Assheton Loder, Prefect,

The most unpopular Sixth-Former in all Greyfiriars, Loder seems to take a
delight in showing the worst side of his nature and in abusing his position
os prefect. A bully of the first water, vindictive, unnaturally ambitious
and unscrupulous, Loder would soon be stripped of his powers if the

authorities at Greyirlars knew his real character.

Enjoys the society of

Carne and Walker, also prefects and * birds of a feather.” I he knew
what the term ** sporfing ' really meant Loder would shine to advantage
on the playing flelds for he is quile a decent footballer and ericketer.

As it is his viclous temper often spolls his play. His ** spd

rling ™

propensities in other directions have, in more than one case, nearly ended
in his being expelled from the school.
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and forced hin to tell where I was, and
fetched me away—that 15, he made
Zorro fetch me away and hand me over
to him. As zoon az he saw me he re-
cognised me. Then he found out that
I was his relation, and Hobson’s rela-
tron. It's wonderiul 1™ :

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glances.

They had wondered
truth of the stran
had not expected this.

“Well, my only hat!" said Johnny
Bull. *It beats the band!"

“The beatfulness 1s terrifie.”

what was the
mystery, but thoy

“I am glad, but I am sorry,” said
Pedrillo, smiling.
“Borry?” gasped E?Iﬂhim‘ “ What
1d?

are you sorry about,

“1 am glad—very glad—that T am
Hobson's relation——"

“Hear, hear!” grinned the joyous
Hobby. ,

“But I am sorry that it will be a bad
thing for Hobson in a way——"

“Hot 1" said Hobby. “What do I
care about the rotten monay, you ass?”

“The moneyi"” repeated Wharton.

“ Hobson will lose half the fortune
that would have come to him now that
I have been found,” said Pedrillo, with
a cloud on his happy face., *'I do not
like that—"

"“Bosh " bawled Hobson.

“Oh, that accounts for the giddy milk
in the jolly eld coconut!”™ murmured
Bob Uha:r{.

It was clear enough to the chums of
the Remova now. They knew why Ped.
rillo had heen kidnapped long years
before; they knew why 8ir James Hob-
son had schemed and run risks to keep
him from discovering his name and his
family.

Not a suspicion was in Pedrillo’s mind
of the true identity of tho masked man
who had seen him ot the lonely bunga-
low. Not a suspicion oceurred to honest
old Hobson that there was anything
more in the matter than met the eye.
It was better g0,

“I must gp to the Head now," said
Pedrillo. *“8ir James has written to
tell him of the discovery he has made.
I owe it all to the Head's kindness.
Had he not taken me in a3 he did this
would nover have been found out. And
next to the Head I owe it all to Hobby,
who made his father take up the search
for me.”

Harry Wharton smiled.

Pedrillo did not dream of what he
owed to the captain of the Remove in
the matter—and Wharton was not likely

‘to tell him.

“Come on, Peter Hobzon!™ grinned
Hobson of the Shell. * You're not Ped-
rilla any more; you're Hobson I1.—szee ™

And "Hobson II. walked into the
Houze with Hebsen I. The Greyfriars
fellows were left in a buzsz

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry,
when the Famous Five were alone.
“This does beat Banagher! Jolly glad
it's turned out all right.”

“Yes, rather !” said Harry.

“The gladfulness 15 ternific.”

“1 say, you fellows! Billy Bunter
rolled up to the Famous Five, "I say,
what do you think of thist 1 say, all
that I told you in the study the other
day was troe—every word of it! And
vet it turnz out that old Hobson iz
Pedrillo’s unele, and he's found him and
rescued him. It doesn't seem to 6t to-
gether somehoaw.”

“Tt docsn't!” grinned Nugent.

Bunter blinked anxiously at
Famous Five.

“I say, you fellows, don't say any-
thing about what I told vou. It would
sonnd—hem t—just az if I'd made it up,

tho
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in these circumstances, It was all true,
though I'm blessed if I understand how
it's turned out like this! But Hobby
would be frightfnlly wild if he heard
anything of the kind."

“He would!” agreed Wharion.

“"Keep 1t dark, you know,” said
Bunter anxiously. “Now that Pedrillo's
hack again there's no need ta say any-
thing. See?’

“1 see!” aszented the captain of the
Remaove.

“Hobby would pitch into me——"

“Very likely,™

“He might tell his pater, and his
pater might go to the Head and get
me & Hogging,” said Bunter anxiously.
“¥You se¢, nothing could be proved now
ithet it turns out that it was [
father who got Pedrillo away from the
kidnappers. It would look as if I'd baen
making up a yarn, you know."

B“!iﬂm:l you ladn't? grinned Johnny
ull.

“No!" roared Bunter.

Harry Wharton smiled.,

“We'll keep it dark,
Buauter,"” he said.

“You see, I was speaking to you in
confidence, wasn't 17" urged Bunter, in
gErcat anxioty,

*“0Of course !

“And you wen'l say & word

“Not a syllable!”

Bunter breathed more frecly.

“Honour bright 7" he azked.

“"Honour bright ! answered
Famous Five solemnly.

“That's all right, then!" said RBunter.
And the Owl] of the Remove rolled away,
comforted. And the Famous Five
grinned.

There was a celebration in ITobson's
study at tea-time. Harry Wharton &
(Co. were specially invited as friends of
Pedrillo, and there were half a dozen
of the Bhell. MHobson had apparently
brought back to Greyfriars & handsome
tip from his pater, for the study table
was fairly stacked with good things,
Hobson e&nd Pedrille and Hoskins
heamed with good humour ; and as some-
hody had hidden Hosky's fiddle and
there could be no musical honours all
the other fellows heamned, too.

Over the festive board Pedrille told
the story of his kidnapping so far as he
know it.
~ He had spent days and days shut up
in & lonely bungalew—he did not know
where. Zorro, the Spaniard, had taken
i away at last and handed him over
to Bir James Ilobson. Ile had been
taken in a closed car, and did not know
whero he had been kept a prisoner.

Dut that mattered little; for Pedrillo,
in his happiness, had no desiro to punish
the kidnappers, and Sir James Ilobson
had advised him {o let the matier drop
where it was. larry Wharton & (o
wers not surprized 1o hear that detail,

"1t seomed like o dream to moe whon
Habbv's father told me who I was,” said
Pedrillo, * e recognised moe—he was
anre of it, Faney Ilobby's father being
the oue to find it all out I

“aney 1" murmured Bob Cherry.

“My pater 15 no end of a sportxinan
roally,” said the loyal IHabson., * e is
a bit crosty at fimes, aund fellows mis-
jaddge b, But he's no ond of & sports-
man, Look at the way ho landed on
Zorro and made him hand Peter over,
when the police could do nothing—
simmply nothing !

*Tiowny old bird ! agreed Hosking.

“I should have thought that he woulld
want to  give the lidnappers Jip,
though,” said Stewart of the Shell.

“Tle looks like that!” subd Heskins,
with a nod.

“He wasz so happy (o lind we for

of course,

ihe

Hobby's sake,” said Pedrilla simply.
“He iz really a kind-hearted man, isn't
he, Hobby®"

“You bot!" said Hobson, “Only
faney, von fellows, that Pedrillo—I mcan
Peter—is o kid ecousin of mina who was
kidnapped when he was a nipper, and
was supposod to be drowned! I'd heard
of him, you know; but you can bet 1
never drcamed 1'd ever see him, And
here ho is, by Jove!l  llis death was
presumed, as the lawvers say, becauss
the war never found—and hero's
the jolly old bedy, healthy enough—
what ¥

“And there was money in the caze,
was there?' asked Johnny Bull

“Lots!"” said lobson. * It was queor,
too ! You see, that was belore my
father came into the title and the Hob-
son money, We were pretty hard npon
those days, I can tell yon—when 1 was
a mpper.  Aund all my cousin Peter's
money camo {o ns, and sct us going all
right, It was years mfter that that my
pader eame into the baronctey, and ten
thousand a vear along with it."

1T see!™ wnrimnred Wharlon.

“OFf conrse, Peter's money will all he
accounted for—every penny ™ said ob.
sann of the Shell. “"We've got enongh
without bagging any of Peler's, Juckily
~-though it wasn't &3 ab onc  tone.
Potor will have as much az T shall when
he's of apc.™

“Tiut I do likp=—="" bhegan
Pedrillo.

“Teats ¥ zaid Hobson cheerily. 1t
T sax, i=n’t my paler n real sportsman?
Some men wonldn't be glad to see n
gildy lost relation turn up lika this and
bag =ach a whacking sum of money-—
what ¥"

“Bome wenldnt ! agreed Wharton.

“Nal omy pater, though; he's jolly
glmd ™

et 9| '

80 am 1,7 sand Halbson, " Xo and
glael ! What daes the moncey mateer?
Here's iy vousin Peter, worth tons of
i ! ANt you, Peter?”

inot

e

Hobson held the door open for Pedrillo
to alight. ** Let me Iniroduce this
chap,”” he szid. *' We know him,
don't we? ' said Wharton. ** You jolly
well don't,"” chuckled Hobson. **Ii’s
| my cousin Peter 1" (See Chapior 11.)

" Verdadi” smiled Pedrillo.
s0, Hobby."

It was a merry party in Ilobson’s
study.

Harry Wharlon & Co. were smiling
when they left, after the spread was
aver.

In Study Ne. 1 in the Remove they
looked at one another.

AN serenc now 1" said Bob,

“Tha serencfuloess 12 terrifiec!™ re-
marked Hurree Jamszet Ram SBingh
“And the silentfulness of cur esieeme:d
selves i= also to be terrifie, my ludicrous
chumes, ™

Herry Wharlon nodded.

“Not a, word!” he esaid. “Not a
srllable! Tut obby's pater must be o
pretty harvd case! I faney it was for
Holliy's sake that he did it, but—but—
well, az justice has boen done it'a botter
for everyhady’s sake that nothing shouwhl
comne ok, 1 dare say his conseionce has
given him =ome punishment, too.”

“Must have, if Le's got sny,” =il
Johnny DBull.  *“Aunvhow, punishment
would hurt Hobhy more than it weuld
hurt hitn—and it would hurt Pedrillo,
too! Least saild soonest mended !

"An}rhnw, it's not for us to say any-
thing," said the captain of tho Remove.
“Hilence 15 golden'! Let's forget 8"

“A still tongne is the cracked piteher
that goes longest (o the well, and saves
n stiteh o time,” remarked lorreo
Jamset Rum Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

And from that hour the Famnus Five
said no word on the subjert even amoingg
themselves, auwd did their bost to forget
what they knew—what was never 1o be
known to Hebson of the Shell, or ta his
newly-found cousin, Flebson 11, oneo
Pedrillo of the Cireua.

THE EKID.

(Now loal: aul for " The Templatipn of
FPeter Hazeldene IM—nczt week's arond
story of ffarry Wharlon & Co, 1104 o
winner, boys.
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Lik:2 gome huge shadow a wigsberiolis, nameless vessel steals acvoss the Novth Sea, leaving in ils wale a trail of havoe
and destruction. In hushed tones the fisher folk refer to it as

-t

The Opening Chapters of an Amazing New Detective Serial,
his boy assistant, Jack Drake.

Out of the Mists!

HE steam-trawler North Star,
beaving the letters LT on her
funnel, above the number, thus
denoting that she fished out cf

Lowestoft, rolled sullenly in the
troubled sea as she steamed slowly
ahead, her trawl down, and the Carr
;’mhjng fleet diligently following ther
E’H *

The North Star was the vessel of the
admiral of the flect, and the admiral was
the finest fisherman on the banks,
Blaize Proctor was his name, and though
now a grey-bearded, peace-loving man of
fifty-cight, in his smacksman's days he
had been o bit of o terror, thus tarning
for himself the name of *Blazes"
FProctor., i

Ha stood in the glass-windowed wheel-
house, staring towards the east. Dy his
side stood the mate of the trawler, a
burly bulk of a man with a big red scar
down the right side of his face, the
legacy of & wild scene in a-smack ?'-IHI.I'F
Lafore, in which Proctor, too, had played
his part. Sear Hosking was the name of
this man, and he was second only to
Blaize Proctor in hizs knowledgs of the
Lanks.

“Thickenin®  up!”  mullered the
skipper, as ha watched the darkness fall-
ng. “ Nothing new for the Dogpger,
this, but a thick night's no gboldl for
fishing, If we get real fog, so that the
flect can’t sce our lights, T'll signal to
lie to till it cloars.”

“This'll be the sort o' weather for our
passengers to soo something excitin,
skipper,” said the mate, accompanying
his words with & guffaw,

“Ye mean the Phantom "

“Av, an' I do! 'Tis nights when the
weather's been thick like this that that
durned Icelander has come Aittin' about
amongst the Carr boats."

Skipper Proctor shook his head slowly,
with a rather worried expression on his
face. .

“I fear nothing on land or sea but
two things, Scar, an’ that's fog an' the
Phantom,” he said. “Woll, keep the

THE MACNET LiBRARY.—No. 948,

deck, will "ee, and let me know if the
fishin' lights astern become invisible.
Then I’ll order the haul, "an’ signal the
fleet to lie to. 1'1l get below for & spell.”

Sear Hosking nodded, and Skipper
Proctor left the wheel-house, As he
assed down to the deck, Hoskin
ooked askant at the hand at the wheel,
and the latter replied with o like glance,
Thore was meaning in it,

Bleize Proctor, rolling to the motion
of the hig trawler, passed aft to his
state-room, a palatial little apartment
which would not have beon amiss as the
cabin of the captain of a hig steamship.
He opened the deor and passed into the

place, which was Drilllantly lit by
electricity. .
At the little table sat two people, and

Proctor rumbled & laugh in his beard as
he took off his sou'-wester and threw it
on to & locker, meeting the eyes of his
“ passengers " as he did so,

“1It's prime weather for the Phantom,
sir,” he saul, as he sal down.

“You think she'll show up?” asked
Ferrors Locke, the famous Baker Strect
detective, for it was he; and his com-
wnton was Jack Drake, his live-wire
oy assistant.

“ Almost sure to,”" replicd Proclor,
“But not for on hour or two, She was
nowhere  visible before dark, but 1
reckon she was lurkin’ ahout beyond
the horizon somewhove.”

The owner of the Aect of which Skipper
FProctor was admiral-—=John Carr—had
sought the services of Ferrers Locke in
an endeavour to get to the bottom of
this mystery of the Phantom of the
Dogger, The Phantom was a big steam
lruuﬁ{rr, a boal of great power, and of
the design which trawlermen know as
“leelander,”  8he could outpace any
trawler on the bauks, and, though she
had been built for trawling in the the
bitter waters of the Far North, it ap-
pearcd as if all her activities were
dirccted towards the Dogger Bank.
This, as Jokn Carr and his trawler-
mazters knew to their eoel, was to cause
damage and destruction to Corr Loats

featuring Ferrers Locke and

and gear whenever safe opporlunity to
do so presented itself.

Thus it eame about that Ferrers Locke
and Jack Drake had “signed on ™ for &
trip on the North Star, in order to start
their investigations in the case, which

romised to be particularly difficult and

afling. Although they had signed as
trawler-hands—this, of course, because
trawlers are not registered as passenger
ships—all the crew of the North Star
realised that they were really passengers.
Sightseers on the trawlers are not un-
common, 50 the presence of Locke and
Drake, unknown, of course, in their “real
capacity, except to Proctor, causced none
but the wsual comment : * Go out on the
Lbanks fishin® for fun, and ye'd go to

LEES

blazes for a pastimoe !

“Well, you'll tell us when we zhould
et out on deck and watch?!™ said
ke,

Proctor nodded.

“Ay, ay!” he said. “We'll keep our
frawls down unless it thickens up more.
But I'm warnin' ye, ve'll see no more
than we have, scorves o' times. Just the
white, ghost-like outline o' thoe Phantom,
which will appear to starhoard or to
port, pass by, and then nothing for a bir,
{ill we begin to got signals from the
fleet that gear has heen lost or damage
cansaed in some way.”

The detective and Procior diseussed
the cazo for some time. : .

1 faney we'd botter get out, sir, an
wateh,” said the skipper at last, glancing
at the elock as he apoke.

Ferrers Locke and Drake rosc, donned
otlskins and son'woesters, and at the heels
of Proctor pa<<ed out into the clammy
night air.

The steamer was still lurching on nf
slow gait, the motion denoting that the
gear was dragging heavily in fairly deep
waler.

The theeo svalked to the lee veranda,
just under the wheel-honse, and stoorl
there expectantly, the mist-wraiths com.
ing out of the darkness forward, twirl-
ing round them and the wheel-house,
then passing astern, Lo be swallowed up
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in tho darkness there, as the trawler
slowly bored her wey onwards,

‘There was something forbidding and
sinister about v.':‘-'ei'ytﬁihg, it seemed.
But that was due to the tension of the
moment, . The . occasional swash of the
water at & heavier wallow of the trawler
wolld have oxcited no notice normelly
But now it scemed an ugly and sinister
sound, The men, whiilpcting forward
near the wioch, would, - in ordinary
times, have talked loudly. It was
weather for the Phantom, and all eboard
expected her.

fu{.-i-: Drake peered astern at the misty
glow of the fishing-lights carried by the
other boats of the fleet. They seemed to
nod and dip to each other as the big fleet
drew its trawls across the sand, Qcca-
sionally a few of the lights would be
blotted from view by a heavier patch of
mist, But they would appear again,
misty, each with its own halo, and
w_ein_ﬂjr continue their nodding and
dipping.

For & tense hali-hour the men watched,
pecasionally an extra thick swirl of mist-
wreaths making a atir amongst them.

But they were all false alarms, No
Phantom appeared.
The timo was getting on. They would

be hauling irawls soon, and, with the
goar stowed on the trawlers’ decks, even
the Phantom could do them mno harm.
And the whispers df the men strength-
ened to ordinary talking gradually.

“8he'll no come the night,” the threo
at the lee voranda heard from forward.

“] reckon it promiszed to be too thick,
an' she'd find us with our trawls stowed,
That's why.”

“Don't be too sure vet, mate !”

Again & period of silence, Then all
wara frozen suddenly to tense attention,
An ominous “slough-slough- " sounded
from ahead, coming down the wind, the
unmistakable sound of a powerful cut-
water tearing into the waves at speed.
A vessel without lights steaming straight
for them. Nearer—

A warning came from the look-outs
forward. Sea-boots thumped heavily on
the iron decks as the men rushed aft.
A babble of talk broke out—alarmed
shouts, nervous muotterings.

“The Phantom ! The Phantom ! She's
mgh. skip, an’ ricin" to pass to port!™

“Stand by all, an’ try to recognise
something about her!™ Skipper Prooc-
tﬂ-r;a voice bellowed out above all the
rost.

“By heaven, she's close 1™

“There she is! T sea her, sir!” ex-
claimed JFack Drake swiftly, pointing to
port. “By jingo, she’s not more than
twenty-five vards distant, and steaming
straight for our bows!™

“Lat Go for Your Lives!™

KIPPER PROCTOR'S great
horny hands gripped the rail
hard ps he watched the ghostly
whita shimmer in the water

whead, But he said nothing at hrst.
l.ocke and Drake watched, too, wonder-
ing what the next few moments would
reveal, There was what looked like a
flving wraith of white just below the
glimmering white of the outline of the
trawler. his they knew. to bo a
smother of foam lashed away from the
Lig lcelander's powerful bows,

Men wore now blundering about for-
ward on the Nerth Star, staggering and
stumbling on the rolling deck.

“Bhe's  slewin®  round,” mnttered
Practor in his beard. “Now she's
pointin’ for our starp—-—"

The ekipper was ioterrupted as the
air obove began to vibrate. so that it
could be felt, the vibration reseolving it-

sclf into the bellowing of the North
star's siren-—two long blasts,

“Why two ¥’ demanded Ferrers Locke
of Skipper Proctor. ™1 thought one
blast followed by the jangling of the bell
wus the fog warning of a vessel trawl-

Ay, ay, so 'tis,” mutteved the skipper,
hiz eyes following the Phantom as the
ghostly form swerved round, describing
a semi-circle round the North Star.
“ But I reckon 8tar’s nerves are at high
tension, like the rest o us.”

The .explanation did not seem to
satisfy the Baker Btrect detective; but
there was hardly tima to think, let alone
to argue at the nroment, for the ghostly-
looking creft on the port beam was now
lunging and storming towards the North
Star's stern. She grew clearer in out-
line as ghe drew nearer.

“Why don’t Harper strike up the
glim——" began Skipper Proctor testily.
Wi ,&h—'—'"

As Le spoke, the powerful beam of a
searchlight on the North Star's anchor
deck stabbed into the darkness, and lit
up the mysterious trawler to-a white,
gleaming glow.

“ Number hidden, no name—as usual,"
muttered Proctor. _

“Not a sign o' a livin® soul aboard o
her,” growled & man standing just be-
low Locke and Drake. . . . “ 3he’s pass-
i’ astarm——"

“"Took at the wheelhouse!” shouted
another man., *Yo can see the spokes
o' t.l;nic wheel movin’, but no man there

“Patn't nateral, matey 1 :

“Wish to thunder wa could recognise
her, an’ get her in law for steaming
without lizhts an® covering her number,
at all events,” growled Proctor.

“Do you recoguise anything unuveual
about her—I medn in designi™ asked
Ferrers Locke a'w'iftlé;e “ A fitting on the
deck, the rake of wheelhoyse, end
g0 on-—-"

“Nothin", *cept that she be one o
them Ieccland fishin’ steamers,” feplied
Skipper Proctor. “They be as lite as
two peas, Jeelandmen; turtle deck for-
‘ard, high bows, heavy gallows for the
trawl, . . . Well, sir, she's gettin’ out
o' view evon o the searchlight now.
We'll soon know by signals whether any-
thing in the way o' trouble happerms 1n
the flect. I reckon it will”

The skipper slipped aft and poked his
head into the wheelhouse, giving an
arder there., Then he advanced towards
Locke and Drake once more, and bel-
lowed to the men forward.

“ A1l hands! Stand by to haul trawl.
Winchman, there, get busy. . . ."

The eloctric light hanging from the
line suspended between the wheelhousc
and the foremast was switched on,
throwing its glow, thaded from the
after quarters and the anchor deck; on
to the biz winch which worked the drum
for winding in the steel traw]l warp.

The winchman stood to his post, and
the grest wire cable was wound In
rapidly.

+ was the first haul and, despite the
hubbub of excitement on the appearance
of tha Phantom. Jack Dralke folt a lively
interest in the fishing operations. He
had never before seen the bag of a g
trawl hoisted, swung inboard, and the
cateh shot out into the “round” on the
trawlor's deck, ®o he walked forward to
the side of the trawler so that he could
gee the trawl appear.

“ Hare she comes,' eried a man close
by Jack. *“Now, lads, manhandle the
net 's if your life depended on i1

Jack saw the shimmering silvery mass
of fish ns the great net was drawn along-

side, ‘Fhe beliying bag of the net was
FISILE But ialing o tile water.

“ Iy hokey, 'tis & great hapl—"

“Hlack away! lts & mine! Black
away, woys, for your lives, Let go, all I

A “trawl hand’s voice boomed out in
starthing power, and the men 1ot the net
ship froin theie Lugers, Jack Drake well
knew-the. peril they were il in, for he
had seén the rounded surfdce of o big
wiine awongst the fish; the evil-looking
horns stickiong up frpm the net.

“What was it{" asked -the_ skipper as
the steam winch rattled off fathom after
fathom  of the warp, the net sinking
from: view below the surface.

" A durned great mine, skipl"”

ipper Proctor etarted,

*B3y heaven,  steady at the winch
there!™ he bellowed. * Slacken :ﬁi@t‘
steadily, steadily. ... Not too sudden-
like—"

The skipper's sentence was clipped
short. _

The blackness of the night seemed
torn into two by o riing etreak of foam
and fire. The trawler reeled from the
shock, and the men were blown down
flat on the deck as’a frightful explosion
sounded,

Jack Drake was hurled yards, and he
landcd on the steel deck with a bump,
only to go slithering down owing to the
tervilying list of the vessel. He felt
stunned, hiz brain numbed and uvseless.
The deafening éxplosion had been like a
smash on cither side of the head with
iron bars. And here was the trawler
listing over further and further till
almost on her beam ends, with showers
of torn fish and debris descending about
the prone, sliding bodies on the dec
And with it all came a cataract of fa -
ing water and fine, driving spray like
mountain rain!

—TTE—

Foul Play!

T seemoed as if overyone had heen
I stunped Ly the shovk of that ter-
rible. explosion. Slowly the trawler
lifted her szide from the lashing
waters, her decks a shambles of mmuti-
lated fish and helpless, senseless men,
washing sbout .in tho water near the

gtarboard scuppers. :

As the vessel's deckline was lifted from
the sea, the scuppers roared like a dozen
newly-opened sluices, and objects on the
deck were swirled towards the openings,
somé to go sucking through, others—
and the bodies of men were amongst
these—to get jammed tightly acrose the
scupper-ports, -the water hissing ard
creaming ahout them as it drained away.

A few hands now came labouring alt
in "the pother, lgrim;:u‘u:n their less lucky
companions, and in a few cases prevent.
'E'Eﬁf them from going completely over-
sirde

Ferrera Locke, though' he had becn
knocked senseless with the others who
had been close by in the hauling of tho
trdwl, was the first of those aft to como
round.” His senses scemed to clear like
magic. 'The detective's keen bramn
never remained fuddled for long once
hiz limbs were capable of movement.

Ho  remembered sesing Jack Drakae
fiving backwards, six feet in tho air.
He remembered where the boy had
pitched, and, one purpose omly in his
mind. he clawed his way to where he
}h::iughl:- his 'young assistant would be
ving, .

‘There was not a single light on the
deck. 'The explosion bad blown every-
thing out. Even the fishing lights
nbove had been exti.nguisheﬂ. and Locke
shouted to a man who came labouring
round. the ‘whetlhouse at that second.-

Tae MicwET Lisnany.~—No, 848,
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+#“Go and get a lantern,” ordered the
detastive. *“Tell tho others to get
lanterns, too. We'll do ten times as
much work withh & bit of hght om the-
subject. Come back here, will you, as
soon 83 you have some sort of a light?”
' The man elumped away towards the
lsmp-room, and Ferrers Locke continued
his kearch for Drake. His fears lend-
ing him additional strength, ha shifted
& grbat weight of debris at each pull of
the torn netfing.

A ‘sharp exclamation at last escaped
his lips. He saw . something dark
caught on the top of a. belaying-pin.
It was a fragment of his assiztant’s coat.
The boy. must have cauglit up theré as
the, water swirled hitn*forward when the
trawler began to lift. - Hence he had not
gond complotely averside.as the trawler
drove-her starboard -side under. Thare
was. hope ‘yet !

Locke drew back from the scuppers
and ‘stood thinking: for a Few  seconds,
trying to visualise the rush of water as
the vessel lifted. _ .

“He would have Leén carried For-
ward,” mused the detective. ““He was
wept past"this pin in a forward direc-
tion. There's a o of net and rubbish
near the gallows,’ That'll’ be the most
iikely place.” _

The detective was now joined by the
man he hed sent for & lantern. Skipper
FProctor accémpanied the man. -The old
trawler master’s-face was cutb and bleed-
ing, “and ‘one gleeve of -hiz oilskin was
ripped right up to the shioulder.

“Thank Heaven you're safe, dirl"
gasped Bkipper Proctor. “ Bilt, here,
islls me as you'vel i

“If he's aboard he'll be over there,
near the gallows,” cut in Locke.

The three men soon cléar®dd #he mass
bf debriz collected near thas p’ti‘_-";iml’fa:'r
scupper-port. _ At first it appeared as il

hey would draw a blank. But Locke
at last felt something solid 4n hig Liand.
He '%:rip'ped and pilled, gently, and with
s gla

A LRl

d ¢ry drew Jack Drake from the
rafle of torn net and fish.

Although in' & terrible state, thé de-
tective could see-that the ‘boy was not,
in any case, very badly damaged. 'The
blood upon him might be that of fish,
and Locke gently wiped his facé olear
with his hand.

With the wnited efforfs of Proctor

and Locke Jack was borne dft—no casy
matter on: that slippery, lifting deck,
The hand carrying the lantern lighting
the way.
. “'Into my cabin, sir,” said Proctor.
“Bomeone's switched ~ on  the lights
already. Ah, "tis you, Scar!. Well, go
an' see to the ship, can't yei"

Bear  Hoslung, locking confused,
Turched out, shutting the door behind
him, "and JFack wab deposited carefully
oo tho fHoor. Ferrers Locke ab onte
busicd himself examining the boy. As
he was runding his long, lean handz over
Jack's' limbs the eonginé-room boll
olengéd, and the steady stamping of the
engines again Younded.’

- The deor of the cabin openced, and the
kead of & deck hand appeared,

** The fleet’s overshootin’ us, skipper,”
said the newcomer. ‘*Soar’s got her
movin® again, an’ will keep her in the
lead, for the present. -The Sirius, the
Castor, and the Aldebaran have been
sighalling us. Sear’s replied as we den't
need assistance. . Mac says the engines
are sll right. We be leakin' a bit zome-
where, but 'tis nothing {o worry about.”

“Right-he! I'll be on deck 2n a

~minuke, Tom, Tell Scar tg keep the
lead, an’' after thése that bave bepn hurt
MagRET LiBRART.—No. 936,
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are seen to, get to clearin’ the decks and
Ih'ave all the rubbish overside—"'

- “"Wart ! said Locke, holding out his
hﬁn&. Ther he sard & few words to the
skipper. -

Ay, ay, you're right, sir! Tom, on’y
h'ave over any fish rubbish. We might
find something in the debris that will
tell uz o hit about that thera Phantom.
Only the fish rubbish, mind !

i .ﬁ.j", BY por

The man left, and just at that second
Drake opened his cyos.

“How do you feel, my boy " asked
Locke anxiously.

“Great "' replted Jack weakly. ™ Was

it & steam-roller went over me, sir, or

has my birthday come?”
Ferrors Locke smiled,

“You've had a very narrow. escapo,
my' lad,” ‘he said. “I" fancy that your
peril has been greater than that of dny-
cne else on this vessel to-night. Do you
think—" '

“0Oh, I'm all, right, giy'nor!” said
Jack, “I—I feel stiff and 3zore, -of
course, but I don’t_think I'm hurt much.
Did the mine burst, then?"

Skipper Proctor's relieved * Ha, ho,
ho!” rang .out in the cabin.

" Did you think it was someone burst-
iNg & ‘paper ha.Ig alongside vour. ear 7"

id

*I reckon you're lucky to

e.and the skipper-helped Jack on
te one of the seats in.the state-room.
“If yon can let.me have.some -dry
clothes, skipper, you.can leave Drake Lo
e, said the detective.  “I expett
you're “itching to get on-deck.”
“ Ay, ay, #ir ;. I reckon I'm ankious to
have » look over things wi' my own
cyes, ‘There's plenty o clothes in that

. thers ¢upboard. :They’ll be a bit roomy
for -tho young 'un, but I reckon they’ll

be better than these here fishy an’ wet
things-he's got on. ‘T'll be careful as
anything that might interest you, sir,
don't go overside. I'll have to get. the

old ship ‘home after that- little bit of & .

bang. She may be shook to picees, you
zee, even if she lsn’t leaking very badly.
Right-ho, sir; T'Il leave you now."”

Jack Drake, for all his words to the
contrary, was almost helpless, but with
Ferrors Locke's aid he stripped, had a
wash down, and then’ got ihto Proctor’s
roomy but comfortable c¢lothes. Once in
his dry things, and with his own messy
itched -out on to the deck to
be . washed, the youngster felt & great
deal better. '

Silence reigned in the skipper’s state-
room as Looke. studied a fishing chart
he had picked up from the foor. Jack
clozed his, eyes, thankiul to be able to
rest, The trawler was lifting steadily
over the seas, the engines stamping
slowly, occasionally tho swish of wash-
ing water sounding as a wawve-crest camo
ahoard, '

Before long Bkipper Proctor came in.

“1 reckon things aren’t so bad, sir,”
he said. " Owur trawl has been blown
to blazes, o' course, but there's né one
fatally hurt, thank heaven. Are ye just
havin' a-loock at the chart, sic 7"

“Yes,”  replied Locke. "“This is
where you were trawling, I take it—
just above this place called Brucey's
(Garden, with & bottom of fine grey sand
with -black specks?"

“ Ay, ay, that's the spot. Forty-six
fathom o' water,-an' we had & hundred
an' fifty fathom o' warp out—"'

“Ah, that's what I wanted to know.
Well, skipper, it has struck me that this
trouble mught well have been foul play
by tha Phantom."

Ay, we don't doubt it for & second.”

“On  the other band,” contipued

Locke, “it might have been a War
mine strayed from the area where wa
know they still exist. This part shaded
pink on the chart marks such an arew,
I take it.”

Ty . {I.}"j"

“Well, that"s not so far off where we
were drawing, is 18 You know, we

mustn't i]l.m'ni_i to conclusions. Mind, -X

don't believe it was anything but the
Phantom, but it may have been ono of
thoser undiscovered War mines broken
adrift—"

"Both men suddenly swung.round as a
cold blast of air, struck them from the
doorway. There they saw the deck-
hand called Tom Harper, an expression
of preat excitement on hig face. .

“"Twaen't .no War ‘mine, then, sir,”
he cricd, evidently having overhoard
Locke's last words. - “*Just you como up
on deck, skip, an' see what we've
found 1™

A Man Worth Wailching!
ACK DRAKE instinctively started
J up from his couch; but Ferrera
Locke gently pushed him ‘back
again. At

“You must rest, Drake,” said the
detective. 1

Then he slipped out of the stale-room
on to’the wet, slippery déck of the
trawler. s
. Thoe man led Proctor and Locke well
farward, where a group of men were
bending ‘over something at their fect.
They %m.'rred up as the newcomers
‘arrived, dnd made way fbr Proctor to
il - : :

“Fury take that murderin’ Phantom!”
growled one of the men.. “Jest look at
that, skip! That ain’t an old mine, but
one fresh from a blinkin' mine factory,
though what mine factories is doin'
Euncﬁm:in’ now I don’t know!™

Locke and Proctor bent over the
fragment of the mine on the deck. It
waa not crusted, but fairly smooth, and
was obvionsly a new mine. 1

Fetrers Locke closely cxamined the
fragment of casing, and turned it over
on the deck.

“Hallo!” he said suddenly. “ Hero's
a bit of the mooring cable atill
attaghed—"

“rPain't & bit, sir, but the whole
shoot o' it—ay, an’ the moorin’ block
at the end. We can't understand it.
That ain't how the War mines wero
moored. See, an' the steel cable's o
new stuff, too! An' thia spherical
moorin’ block is a knockout1” .

“Tt is really very mystifving,” said
Locke, straightening his back, and sign-
ing to Skipper Proctor with his eyes to
come back to the state-rocom.

“Have you a salety device in your
trawl to prevent mines from nnttrrin%?"
asked the detective as zcon ss they

were back with Jack Drake,

“ Ay, sir, you bet-we have! Wa never
fish in or near those mined areas wilh-
out it. It fair knocks me over how that
there mine got into the net.”

Jack Drake had raised himszelf on his
clbow, keenly anxious to hear what had
been seen on deck.

“Well, now, attend to me for a
minute,” said Locke. “You say you
were fishing in forty-six fathoms of
water with, roughly, three times that
length of trawl-warp out? We saw the
Phantom ‘sweeping round astern of us,
did we not, while the trawl was down?"

“Av. oyl .

“‘.\;hun the Phantom was well on onr
quarter ' the trawl-warp—ours—wonld
have been about fifteen feet below her,”
continued the great detective impres-
sively. “Say that mine was then
dropped overside and -towed along in
the water by its cablo till they felt



EYERY :
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

DI .

il

The blackness of the night seemed torn Info two by a rising streak of foam and fire. The trawler reeled from the ihul;—]

and the men were blown down flat on the deck as a frightful éxploslon sounded. (Fée page 24.)

it foul our warp. The spherical
woight would then be let drop, it would
doscend the oiher side of our warp, the
cable Lhus being looped over, and hold-
ing the mine and weight thus. The
mine, of course, would be zo ballasted
thut it would sink by itself.”

“Well, I don't get what you're drivin’
n-t i

“Now, Imagine us hauling, with that
mine's cable looped over onr warp,”
continued Locke., “The mine and its
cable would slip along our whrp ns we
haunled, to the end, be caugnt on the
bridle-shackle, and then tho mine wounld
swing {owards our otterhoards or the
net. It would ouly have to touch one of
it hors on something hard——"

Skipper 1’roctor brought his great fist
crething down on the table.

“Ty Heavan, vou've got it, sir!
murderin’® villains.
for sure!”

It 13 mi Jeast & likely reconstruction,
H!iipp&r,“ sated Lhe deteetive, " Now,
I've wanother matter to talk about.
Where was Scar Hosking when the mine
burst ¥

“ Bomewhere safe!” growled DProctor.
“"Pwasn't itr the wheelhouse, for all the
g]ﬂ!-?l was broke,  He didn’t even got
wet !

“The mate onght {o be supervising
the haul, is that not so*"

“Av, ay! DBut we're no sticklers for
doin’ things by numbers out hore on
the banks. We leave that ta Army
an' Mavy peaple—~"

# 2kl doos F{mking nsnally sipervise
the haul?™

Tha
That's how it was

e .
e

“ Always, befora this, sir,” lied the
skipper. “An" I'll have a wu;:é‘nr two
to say to him for not doing it thiz time.
But we surely can't howl top loud about
a small point like that, considerin' the
confusion.”

“Quite s0,” said Locke, thoughtfully
rasping his chip with his long fingers.

nd Proctor dismissed the point from
hizs mind from that moment. :

But Ferrers Locke had not. Neither
had Jack Drake. Doth had made a
mental note at the same instant—that
Bcar Hosking was a man worth walch-
ing. .

And waich him Ferrers Locke did,
The result of his vigilanece wag that ho
heard Bcar Hosking talking to the man
who had beon at the wheel as darkness
fell—a short, thickset man called Jumn
Bollew.

The pair were near the rail, and
Ferrers Locke was Iying comiortably on
the bottom-boards of the heoat which
was carried by the trawler on the chocks
under the mizzen-sail which is often used
to steady the trawler in her steaming.

“I didn't veckon as they meant to
use it on the North Star's gear,” Hosk-
ing was saying, his voice very low, but
with a note of smonldering anger in it.
* Otherwise, I wouldn't have voted it
such a durned fino idea. Nearly blow
us all wp, it did " .

“An' ye gave them the signal, ton”
replied DBellew, with an eath. " Two
longr blasts on Lhe siron. "Tain't Ela in
the game. Nearly did for us both, they
did, an® might have done so, for all they
knew—an' ecared!™ :

“Stromsund’ll hear of i, by thunder1”

rasped Hosking. “ DBy Hoeaven, we'll
have a talo to roll if he don’t come to
an understandin’ with us arter this—"

“¥ reckon ye'd !;Eut.tar get forrard now,
Secar, gr someone'll be wonderin® whas
weo're yainin’ about aft herve.”

Ferrers Locke laughed softly to him-
self as Ne got out of the boat when the
way was clear, and made for the ski
per's state-rbom. The red light of &
Corton Lightvossel and the lights in the
towers at Lowestoflt Ness were in view.
He and Jack Drake had something use
ful to. work on. On no account must
Scar Hosking be lost sight of, once
ashorg.

Ile might prove a most capable guide,
as Locko told himsell, with a quiet
laugh, 10 lead Jack Drake and himself
to the root of all the trouble on the

Dogger Bank. 2
Aud, as_tho detectiva had surmised,
a 1n severigg

Scar Hosking lgst no
hiz connection with Proctor’s fleet once
ho was ashore, for the mate of the North
Ster had, as he thought them, better
prosflects offéred him alsewhers,

i

Phantom Meets Phaniom !

T was threo days later and the
North Star had arrived at Lowes-

ft and was now in dry dock.
errera locke had given Jack
Drake the task watching Bear
Hosking, bot so [ar the man had mere-

ly carried out his duties. Jim Bollew,
too, dona nothing out of the
ordinary. The twain had posted letters,

but to whom these Ielters were sent or
Tae MaGHET Lpnany.—No. 848,
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what they cmtm;le{vgl Drake hsl had
p opportunity o iscovering.
ow . Ferrers Locke and Hkipper
Pmctur had called on Mr. John Carr,
tha owner of ‘Pmﬁﬂﬂrs floact, for -the
third time since the North Star bad
docked.
“Well, T have her, I'-!Ir ﬂi{ﬂ?" paid
tha trawler owner with su mu.
“Hut I was run up to a terrible
at the roup [the sals) by & man Iad
Bjromsund, who bought "the sist
agent, ‘who, in gccordance wi l.rq:-u:
idvicn, ia not known to have
nection with me, but has hinted £ nE he
id buying for = Hew_ Eanlmd {irm
siys there is little, if mgl
chooss betiwesn the two veaads t is
fucky they were to be sold separately a.l;
the roup. I'vé gob the Btormeock, and
Stromsund hes the Trumpeter. Bo!
boata are splendid types of Iceland
trawlers, high_ pressure boilers, branod
naw, mm tn{ﬂu expansion engines of
unusually ‘high power.” X
“That ;ia gu-ud hearing, Mr. Carr,
remarked Locke, ™ Vou say jou “have
slready warned ® crew to work in
mcr%@ with Pm:tg;ﬂ:;nd ?Imwt
*Xes, Fes ieally the crew,
langmavi'ﬂﬂm, and stokeholéd men of the

North Biar. know old Elazes
h;a and will go t{erﬂ with him af .!EH'
tells them tol"

Mr. Cesr laughed jovially and gavd
his old admirsl: & hesyy dig do.the
ribs. Proctor laughed with - bisi-om-

1 In other years these Ewo mew
E?ﬁah&ﬂ together. Mr. Carr hed been
& smacksman, end he fooked it. His
hedvy-jowled,
shaven, and ‘his brown ey had that
iarcing look of the seafirer. Buk
?rﬁ-uma had smiled on Johi Carr, and
for many years past he had spent his
time in the swivel vhum in his com-
fortable office, directing the business
of his company.

“Jt has meant s big-outlay of capital,
Mr. Locke” coptinued +the trawler
owner serjously. © But the evil work of
that Phantom, too, has, meant & big
outlay of capital. Many & hma has
Proctor given thase. - But a?{t ¥8 he
bas been out-steamed by the P gntom,
and what can un’ﬁ do then? Mo, ruina-
tion stares mo in the face unless we

Look here, lads| Here'

& Bensational g
e A %ﬁ“&%ﬁ
[
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strong face was clean-

can settle these Dag?’er disgraces once
and for all.

phantom—eh? 'Pun my soul, I wish I
eould come with you. But the affairs
of the company have got'into such a
state that T-raust just spend more time
then ever in the ¢

Mr, Carr stared micodily out of the
window,” and his Enm nluude.d as he
thong| ht’ of E!-c.lr ]:ﬁa That oneo
of hm employees -::-u]d have proved
troacherous fil ad the old trawler owner
with a™ burning angér. ° At last be
Aashed  round on Fafmrﬁ Lﬂdif't ]whu
had. IJ-&nn sitting quietly, saying little

“¥ wish™ FEI.I w}ul me have that
nl]mﬂii‘ Iﬁrrall:eﬂ "Mr. “Locke,” hé hurst
uuL t goes ag'n m grnm—-
I,‘.-no‘ka: h fﬁﬁ %:hglﬁr’ o Tt

o up an ou
that nnyﬂqng d proved  against
him - to ‘ﬂm nm:l whether  he
wnu!d; éali’; -is too doubt-
ful ‘for ua t-u rely on it
on my only;link with. | I:.ha parpetrptqr
of those Du-a:;ﬁr ‘outrages being -left un-
molested for my own' particilar se.
Hosking will get his'deserts in the long
rim, m:var fear. .- But” remember he is
megely & Rk,

Tha .'door . of Mr.. Cart’s bLbrary
upanﬂ& following 8. knuck and the man-
servant an Mr. Jack Drake.

Locks looked up smt'l:'l;r. 3¢ Drake
had left  his ['ml:l Something im-
Eﬁ%’ﬂﬁmuaﬁ hayve hnpp&nnd k-

CAIe . 18,

“T'va heen watching the Trumpeter
in Traw! Basin all the morning, sir,’
he said to his chief lftﬂr a formal
greeting to the -:ump-ln,?- “ Hoiking has
not - come’ and nnw there are
signs that al:enm 16 ug on the vessel.
ﬂn!lcﬂman on the fis

e?mg an eye on the trawler now,

and he'll teﬂ me when I get if
man has left her, I've run round

qm-::klr. sir, because 1 believe the

Trumpeler. is gmnﬁ to haul out.”

Mr. Carr uttered ‘a sharp exclama-
tion, and- Ferrers Locke shot a glance
in frhﬂ ﬂil"ﬂﬂﬁm‘l ﬂ-f the trawler owner.

“Proctor, old friend,” said Catr
suddenly, putl.miwhm hand on the ul::‘l
trawlermaster's ulder, I:?F“ busy.
charge you to keep track of that veﬂHI
and that villain Bcar Hmk:ni

“We'll haul out close in the wake o'
tho Trumpeter, slr" replied - Bioctor,
“T've got & head o' steam up on the
chance o' some such order. Now, Mr.
Locke, perhaps you and your assistant
will just pack yourselves abosrd, and 'i:ra
prepared for & I-:mg tnp at sca,
bunkers are fu'll an’ I'll not give tig
Eh& nhﬁ?“ till the furnaces are beggin
or fu

Ferrers Locke nodded approvingly,
and Mr, Carr shook hands all round
them hurried the par;.ly to the front
door. It was plain that the trawler
owner was strung up with excitement,
and that he was desperately afraid that
GSear Hosking would get away in the
Trunpoter nnd 80 - clisappear.- For it
was the opinion of Carr and Proctor—
and Ferrera Locke agreed—that the
Trumpster had been bought to be
skippered by Hosking, with the idea of
another ' phantom ™ being at work on
the Dogger, thus causing double the
damage to the Carr fleet.

On the way down te the boat
I'roctor, dodging into a tavern whero
it was agrecd his men should sit tlghl:-
and be ready for action at & moment's
notice, wad like a boy again. His keen
pyoes shone, and there was a ring in his
voico as he spoko.

antom to catch =

- I must insist -

' Here come
-beans. Come on, sir.

hmarket beat ig

“Glory, my old friend John meant
what he said when he wished he conld
come with us, r. Locke.” Proctor
slapped his hands together as he
walked, and rubbed tile horny ‘palmas
one against the nﬂmr in evident relish.

“Them days wi’ Jﬂhn Carr on the
smacks were lawless an' cruel; but they
wsara brave days, sir, hrﬂ.‘m dl.;m. An'
it looks to me as if we're to see hraver
before the Trumpeter and the Storm-
cock have been to sea very long.”

Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake
laughed. Tt was good to see the hem't&
old gkipper so excited in anticipation

riess knew what !

“By hokey, we'll make the Btorm-
cock move, sir!" rattled on the skipper.
Then, * Aht”

Skipper Proctor halted dead and
poin out towards thé entrange  to
Trawl Basin, “The Trumpeter was just
stesming through.

he tops the

"Gﬂ.n we gﬁt’uut Bsura
horizon, n‘lnpmr?" ask hglwma'ck kf
smoke

“Therﬁ" & line o ;
from the Btormicock’s = amokestack
bluwm thm out towar Ya:;mnuth be-
fore he pnt the Newarp Light ‘astérn
of ' replied . Proctor grimly,
the boys merry and full of
Let's get ahnnr_gl.
1 sea Mac's been stokin’ up heayy
snticipation o the sort ui‘ order Ill
give soon’s we set foot on deck,”

Within® three-quarters of an hour the
Stormeock slewed round for  the
harbour entrance, pointed out, then
went storming through for the open
BO4.

“There's our Trumpatar. gir,"
Procior,

]:Im,

said
Eﬂzhng to & smudgse of smoke

on the horizon to the north-cast as
soon as they were in en water.
“There she is, wither her & Don't

it da you good to feel the pulsm power
of this vessel, air? reckon the
Trumpeter dan’t dream as she is 'bein
chased, so we'll make up alongside
har durmg the night—-""

“Hold hard, skipper,® laughed
Locke. ”Wlml; will you do then?
Shout out * Boarders away!"'} no,
don’t EeEt&gruul: fermurghrun lluwa.j'iwith
YOu. P her 1n & tnnj',puqe
and don't let her know she is bein
followed. Bhe's leading us to her head-
quarters, remember. Don’t forget what
we've talked about.”

E-Il: per Proctor laughed

ou're right, dur g-I reckon I'm
gottin’ a° dod arin’ old quJ But I'll -
cool down soon, Mr. Locke, never fear.

And your orders shall be carried out to
the letter.”

But they wera not. That was not
Skipper Proctor's fault, however. Con-
trary to all expectations and shipping
reporta, fog descended on to the Eastern
Fishery District during the -night, and
the Trumpeter was guite lost track of.

Proctor raged like & madman. But
Forrers Locke, s he and Jack Drake
stood with him in the cabin, calmed the
old trawler master,

“There's a phmm'lm still out on tho
Daogger, skipper,” szaid the deteciive.
S ti’ler %a another, Make for the
MNorthern Dogger where the Carr feel
is, and we'll get on the track of that
asteamer which nearly blew up your
North Star, and us with her.”

Proctor quietencd down at once, and
instantly went to the wheelhouse to sei
the new course. He was cager to gel
to grips with his cnemies, it was plaiu
to se0.

And the next evening, the falling darh.
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ness thick with mist, ideal weather for
their work, they drew up with the Aeet.

The Stormwovk bad weighted plates
lowered over her name and number,.and
the marks on the funnel, teo, were
m;lr.-rad. -

£F appearance amongst tho LELE

cansed mI::Eh consternation, All aboard
her kept from wview, lor it was inadvis-
able to let even friends know what was
happening. And the crew, as they -lay
hidden under the bulwarks, guffawed as
théy distinetly heard the shouts and the
yells of rage [rom the trawlers they

“*The Phantom! The Phantom !™
But the Stormeock pazsed ob,.as mys.
terions and sinistor-as did tho other evil-
docr, manceuvring about somewhero
near the Aeet, '
“At midnight Ferrers Locke and Jack
Prake were standing near the ‘gallows,

keeping a keen look-out, and with their-

oara an the alert. _
* Listen, sir 1" said Jack Drake at Jast,
Ferrers Locke turped his head side-
ways and listéned. The powerful slough-
alongh of & cutwater wag faintly audilﬁc.
Proctor had heard it, too, and hé gave
orders to stop the engines, '

The Stormeock, wallowing like o log

in the -seas, slowed down, and at last
} .y to, rolling heavily. The vessel ahead
~arried no lights. - Was it the Phanitom?
1i so, she must be allowed to pass with
no-¥nowledge - of * the ' presence of the
Stormeock. When passed, they’ could
keep on her track. She was making for
the flect, so théy would scon find out if
sha wera the dreaded Phanlom or not.

-But the surging of the water at the
-approaching hoat's forefoot grew louder
and louder. DProctor walked soltly to-
waris Locke and Drake.

“1 fear she's comin' dead on for us,
sir,” remarked the skipper.

CHIE will be an

chidnca if she does come close enotgh, to

seei g renlied Torkes % However, 1t

iz out of the guestion to start the engines
again now, and remain undiscovered, so
wao must just lio to and wat.”

Fortune, howover; did not favour the
Stovmeock Lhat night. The anpproaching
vessel eame surging on straight for her.
At Jast she .was seen, and a shout or
two wera heard on the other crafi. She
slowed round suddenly and lay wallow-
ing in the seas, her great bows facing
ihe Stormeock. She was undonbtedly the
Phantom, for her name and letters and
numbers werg covered,

AL last came a hail across the water.

“Trumpeter ahoy !

Tocke started. So they wera mistak-
ing -them for the Trumpeter, sister ship
1o the Stormcock? The detective's
brain worked nquickly, while Proctor
stnod by, his great hands gripping tho
rail hard,

“Order all to ronceal  themselves,
Proctor,” snapped Locke. *Leave this
to me.” Then, shipping into the wheel.
honses and rotufning with a megaplione,
e raized the instewment to his lips.

“ Ahoy !V

{‘ame the answer fainlly aeross the
walor.

“Thought von were bound for home
ta lit ont for the Dogger?™

+&tramsnnd often changes hiz orders,”
shauted bdck Locke, disgnizing his voier,
“We're to work this siide o the fleet, yon
t'othor, . . "

“Wha's speaking 2"

“ 4 aew skipper on o new phandom.
Yao'll know me well =oon,™

The ather craft had forged <lowly
abead as the talk wenk o and she was
wow quite cloe.  The megaphones were
deapprd.  The talk of the men ennbd
b ili=tined by heavd.
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shouted the master of the Phantom,
But an excited shout on the Phantom
interrupted the conversation. At the
same instant, ithe wireless operator on
the Stormcock came slithering  and
lurching towards Locke.

“Just picked up a broadeast message,
sir ! gasped the young operator.
v Sirange call letters, but 1 goces it was
meant for the Phantom and came from
the Trampeter. It reads: * Ieclandman
Stormeock bought by Carr. Walch out
for her on the Dogger.”

“Their having received this messago

too, is the cause of the excitement
aboard thoe Phantom,” sauwd Locke
swiftly, “Skipper, to the wheelhousa

utid stand by to conmand,  Listen ™

Proctar blundered to ithe wheelhouse,
and a3 he did go all heard the ongine-
vanm bell af the Phantom clang.  Tha
theobbing heave of the powerful vessel
eonhl e heavd, She gathered spoed,
nmL worimpedd fo leap lowards the Storm-
E,

-right-angles !

“Wo kuow ze!”™ was bellowad oul
from hér deck, through & megaphone

“ By hokoy, =he's goln to ram usl’

“ Look out!™ . ..

“ Stand by the boat! Wé're donei”

Ferrers Locke gripped Drakels arm
tightly, as ha and his sssistant stood
by the gallows and watched the
poweriul Haring hows, armienred to
sinash thiough 1o when nl‘r.‘Eﬁﬂ%E'!r'p leap-
ing towards them! They would strike
the . midship platea of the Stormeock al
| "i"r'hnkt- ehanr:? ﬁlnulgt that
comparatively weonk part ol e Hiorm-
mck“:t.mad uguiu-,t the heavily armoured
hows of the Phantom?

(F¢ waa o devrible avdeal, hut the crew
of the Ntormencl weaited theer’ {gtr
brarcly.  Look out for some startiing
develapments i next beek’s thrilling in-
atadwrcit of this pawerful scrial, Perhaps
weewrr chaame wonhl ke to read thia new
e tetive stary- tedt Bing ofl plawt 8}



EVERY

28 MONBAY,

vl

= E— A

l!.

MDA AT DALz

WILY WHEEZES ON
THE FOOTER FIELD !
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T is the unexpected move that counts
every- timein Bocoer.

A -pluyer who has only one method
©oof play—and +that the. common or
garden wvarieby — gets gized wup by  an
apponent in'no tlme, with disastrous results
to his performance.

Clgsely waleli” any fomous footballer, and
yon will sbon, sec ‘where he rises above the
level of averape’ players. In ‘most cases he
is mo born genius; his skill has been
obtained by esreful thought and practlce
alona.

Suppose you have the hall at your toes,
and, being unable to pask to advantage, you
decide to dribbde throngh. The meruge
player In such circumelances may get up o
speed, amd truatft{: that. to forcé him a
wiy through., * In nine cases out of ten,
howewver, the run doesn't mma off. Al &
defender will prebably do s
foot in front of the hall, allow Tis’ uppﬂneﬂt
to fall over it, apd then clear,

A mueh better method of beating o
defender is to feiot in one direction—aay, to
the right, tap the bell past him on the
teft. then double round him oo the right
and spap up the ephere.  Buch®a rosd is
bewildering to & defender; and - invariably
“pomes ofl.” ‘The famous Fanny Walden
frequently gets through in this- "i'.uj"

1o “Juelor football not dearly’ cnough Is

mnngines

SRV

oy

to stlek  his,

made of a throw-lp. The thrower usually
directs the baH to cone of. Tis Elde. and
toustedd luck that -therecelver may find.an
opportunity” of gefting . cid _of (& advan
tageously.

Several rusee are weoll worth trying. Une
iz for the winger to go up the Beld a little
way, but Lo stund about three yards off ths
touchline, The man who marks him will
iovariably stand immediately in froot of
Iiim. That iz all to the good!

.What the thrower should then do i to
fling the ball upleld parallel with the lina
—net the winger—at which the latter should
dash alter it and carry on.  The man who
tearked him, Dbaving been fDearer to the
thrower, would heé léTt standing.

Another gnod wheege is for the thrower

to piteh the ball on to the head of one of
his own side, for that-player to nod it back
to him for ¢learance to the winger.

A free-kick Is likely to be mora successful
if ome player rung forward as if going to
tuke it, but jumps over the ball instead, and
{8 immediately. followed by the man who
really takes it

foalics have fow chapces of mpkinop use
ol .ruses, -emerrt those conslsting of feints
when t¥ying. .to dispose of the ball. One,
Imwnv_ﬂrﬂ iﬂ,m.h ﬂnmet.hues. autoceds fs worth
remembaring 1ﬂluﬂ a° penalty-kick is belng
taken.

Imstead of . tnkul.; your stand In’ i.h& dead
centrd_of _Lhe gﬂu!mulh erpuch “little.
nearer one upr u:rhfr' Tho taker of t.Im kicks.

Now for a tip to penalty-kickers. Take a
few seconds’ look =t one -end of the goal
rmouthy as <t contemplating exactly wﬁfm to
gend -the shall, and thén elam it troe “and
hard abt the opposite end. You may nob
catch the same: gunlla twice in-that " way,
but on foture- occasiond ho will notlknow
whether to take any notice at all of the
direction in’ 'ﬁhich ¥ou look.

Good use ean  Invarlably be made of n
kick-off at the centre in the following way :
Instend "of the centre-forward t.:ltppjng the
ball to_an joslde man, for him to trinsler ik
to tha wlnger—hﬂt probably to Elet it inter-
ceptied - by <ot rival- halt—the nuide man
should turn quiﬂkl;,r and pass baek to the
ceibrechalf. .rMEnnwhile. the rest of the
forwards - should ,dash "well ahead, and be
ready to ren&l:m t-gynm'l the opposlng - -hﬁI?H

Tha centredorward. who - Bnds- himsen
well marked whilst a mrne:--klck Is
taken should retraat Ecveral . :.urda t of
goal as it expecting -the ball-to drop somes
wi:cn: near the p&nult.}' spﬂt.

When the Ieat]mr _oomes  Bailing. over.
however; he shoubd dash forward.to the besp,
posltlon, and ntilige hiz impetus to bhesd the'
ball inte the net. Hall-backs can alse often
geore by adopting this ruse,

Very often an imside [orward may ruah
goalwarda, waiting for a winger to centre
the ball, aod then Ond it 'Iun{flng betdnd
him. In such & case valuable time is going
A0 he lost by turning, capturlng ™ the  batl,

will then’usually” aim for Lhe space. hefondscapnti: t.:l::rninn agaln—time in which the defenco

thﬁ ¢ -murk. ™ Knowin
can be prepared to. divé i that direction—-
R0 aﬂmnhage whicii~hy far” uutweighs the.
risk of lenving the mr:ﬂ]ic of your charge.

g this, though, Lou MRy, g6t into position.

If it is at all pes-
sipl-;r,.,t.hereture. attempt an overieead . kick
b 1? Such shots alwavs catech &
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a . X i Beed In the carleature line 1t he would only | The Players who are Most in Demand in Modern Football.

Football Club Superstitions. By “ Old Un.”

& o previous artiele T had something to
say  about the particular fads and
fancies of individual footballers. That
artiche having obvyiously proved wery

popular—judging from the letters received-—
I nm tempted pow to talk about the super-
glitions of clubs In the general sense.

In this connection it mway be noted, first
of all, that foolball clubs, as a whole, are
not guite g0 “mad ™7 as they used to bel
There waa a time when  practically every
football ¢lub had a live mascot of some
kind, goats, monkeye, cats, and s0 on being
the regular stapd-by lock-bringers. 1 re-
mamber somo Vears ago witnessing a match
b "Newcastie, ..—....__nnmﬁuzmﬁm_w then had a
wonkey g a mascob. It appeared on the
fleld hefore the game started, but when the
players came out the monkey was taken to
ita guarters, of course. However, while the
match was in progress the monkey, got out,
made ibs way on to the field, dazhed up to
the goal, elimbed (he post, and sat on the
wrorzhar, grinolng at the joke, as did every-
hoaly present. It became rather mwore than
qie joke, however, when the game had to be
stopped while the monkey was removed, for
the mascot was g0 keen-on seélng Lhe game
from the vantage point that it clawed guita
savagely of the players who tried to remove
I frow itz pozftion on the crozshar,

A Pst Qoat.

In the year wheén Manchester United won
e Cop, Los, they bad a goat as mascaot,
and this they teok
with them to the
Crystal  Palace 1o
bring them lock. 1
don't kpow whether
the goat bad any-
thing to do with if,
but as tha Unlied
won the Cup it was
generally thought to
have played its part
well, Boon afler
the Fipal fie, how-
aver, the pet goat
died, "sud Charles
Roberts, ithe thed
captain of Mam-
chester United, had
its bead stuffed and
preserved. When
wsked Roberts later
what the goat died
of, he declared thal it eslebrated thelr Cap
victory, not wlsaly, but rather too well.

N. BULLOCK
(Bury).

The Unlucky Numbesr.

Althengh Cardid@ City still have & mascob
parpot, and Black cats are asgoclated closely
with every football team, these live mascota
arg not pearly so prevalent as they osed to
he, But that doesn't mean that clubs are
iead Lo all sense of superstition. Indeed, 1
guarantes that you wonld bave difficulty in
findiog & siogle dressing-room without tha
lucky inverted horseshoe being in evidence
smewhers, - BEqually, you woold fnd it diffi.
el to discover o dressing-roomn with a
lockor No, 13, 1 was at South Shiclds the other
iy, " and noticed that the locker bélween
12 and 14 was numbered “12a *'; but the
worst of it is that locker No. 12a s getting
#  reputation for heing unlucky, a3 two
players who veed that locker early in the
pmiEon bodlh met with serious injury.
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Teasing for Draassing-Roomis.

The Dramell Lana ground—ehers Sheflich!
Upited play-—is, as doubtless youw arc awsire,
a popular venue for ‘neulral- ground goanses
such az Bami-Finals. There are two dress.
ing-rooms there, of course, one for visitors
wnd omne for tha *“home * team. The one
labelled *f visibors ™ has gaimed the repuola-
tion of being unlucky, and, so 0t is eaid, no
¢lub in a Semi-Final which has uvsed that
drégglng-room has ever won ot Bramull
Lanc. This Iz probably a alight exagmera.
tlon, bot the fact remains thet bad luck
i3 invariably associated with that particular
dressing-room. I remember that before one
Zeml-Final which was played there some
yoars bLack both clubs wanted to fight ehy
of the unlucky room, and the only way in
which the question could be decided was by
n".n_mEﬁE_.h:u of the two clobs tossing fer
clhoice,

Rad Buftonhales.

It doesn’t take o great deal to eonmvipee
a football club ihat 5_.....“. cun regard some
little incident ns being onlucky. Three times
in three years the Liverpool club have had
to go to Seuthampton to play a Cuptie. On
the first ocoasion they ____w..__m_,._ ovarnight at
Winchester, and from o particolar shop one
of the directors bought the plavers a red
Aower each. The Liverpool club coloors are
red. Im the two succesding years the same
formuls was gone throngh exactly, becayse
the red flower was supposed to be luocky.
And I can nJ:E you that if Liverpool bap-
pened 1o he playing a partlewlarly Imporkant
muatch this week somebody connected with
the clubh would send to the shop at Win.
chester for red buttonlioles for the players,

Even 8hirta.

There Is scarcely any football club in the
country whose players do not  think it
unlucky to be compelled to change their
jerseys becanse the usual ones clash with
the colours of their opponents, Ona of the
players of Aston Villa told me quite seri
ously that he thought they would have
beaten the Arsenal in the Fifth Bound of
the Cup at Highbory this scason if they had
not  beesn compelled, in order to  avoid
clashing, to play in white shirts Instead of
their nzual elaret and blue,

Yet the strange thing about this snpersti-
tion is that clubs stiek to their colours which
they know will clash with thore of some
of their competitors.

The Winning Tuna.
Crowdz, too, guickly get their likes and

disliker, The other week, when 1 was al
Bolton for o big mateh, [ was amazed nt
the tremendons cheer which greeted Lhe first

nobes of & tune which the bhand played

before the start of the mateh. There didn't

#cemm fa be anything particolarly  striking

about the quality of tha band, so0 I natur-

“.w__% nsked what all the exeltemont was
uf.

* Dh,** came the reply, " ihe people are
delighted becapse that 3 our winning tone!
We lhave pever lost when 1he band hne
ﬂ_mﬁmn that fune belfore o mateh.' I you
mrw Bolton you will’ epsily realise that the
tune ix not It Ain't Going to Hain No
More." That would he considered most
unsuitable, zecipg that it nearly always raing
s4 Malton.

Tool em. "

Awnd when yon look back at the things H.:Enﬁ.
w

have dona this season you

in thoe Cup this season wad
Indeed the silver lining, or !
change the metaphor, was {hig
hig sponge which wiped away
the wrinklea of care which were
sottling down on tho face
all concerned. Bot [rom ® suy-
gestion of o set of fellows " Wea
of life and burdened with it
care " Folham became &' merry BB
party, x|l
One day I went with ‘fher
to Waorthing, where they did
thelr tralnlng for the Cup, and there wazn't a dull moment,
As we st around In the smoking-room after the day's
labonrs—on the goli Noke-—Beecham treated ug tor'fun
on the mouth-organ.’ You know Beecham .
baby of the party—ihe boy with the E::.:ﬁ face.  Haos

=

E

and-hy.

Well, circumetanees so ordained it that Beocham wa
i the tirst team hefore Christmas, and twice In siccceding
rounda of the Cop he was carried off the ficld shoulder
high by his cnthusisstic admirers——the saviour of
the ”__._._._ am l_n_ﬁ. Enf.:.w uﬂnmﬂsﬁnﬁl%qﬂﬂJ
o good one; his second name §s ] bt
one ; -and his third one, well wou talk about heing worth
# guinea A hox—some of his saves have Lecn worthy
thousands of pounds, .

I eould flll up the whole space at my disposal by tellin
yon of the bay Beecham. He is most entertaining, loves
gualkerping, and he told me how he firet
gtarted. Ome day he went to o falr at
Hertfon), and 6s o part of the fair there
wa# 4 man with a foothall and & goal, getting

money with two & penny shots,

iheni,

“ Is there anybody aboub who would
Itke to stapd In the goal and =ave
them ¥ ™ sgked thoe  showman.  Heechain

readily  volunteersd, and saved the shots
so well that the showman gave him two
shillinge, ™ whirh 1 immediatcly proceoded
to spend oo the roundsbouts™ Deechano
added.

By the way, and romcomnbering - that ono
of Hecelmm s paones fs Cromwell, 1 minst nlso
tell you of augther player of Pulbem whose
name §& fliver,

Ho iw the rght-alf, and Twist s tho
other paom:  which e ought  to  have
heem given,  All that he aszks for on
the ficld i more —more work.

Then T ran into big David MeNab, niud
wished 1 badn't, bocanse T bounced off like »
Tk, a8 many op ts have done sinee thiz
big fellow n#?.?ﬂ fromy Portemouth. David
has a brother playfng with Liverpool, and,
pe yvorl keow, Licerpool and Fulhany met ia
the Cop s [ew weeks back, s the Lwo
brothers wer oppoecd {o cach other. In
thir conrse of the moteh David had a fres
kick given agaimet him for tripping his
brothwr—accidentally, of course,

Almost. immediately afterwards the Tiver-
pocl MeNab was tripped again, aod David

et wp to the Fulhaam  man who Jid
it, amd remarked: "1 shopldn't do that
if I worse your,”

" BEul" protesfod  ihe Fawham player,

" you had ® foul given againet you just now
for tripping your brother.”

" ALY waa David  oreply, " that was
liferent, Yon see, 1T showidn't burl my

Dhrol ey, Bl voap peigled,™”

name mow,' eaid Monager Awdy Dueat, * they eall us|ifmmy
o by B e thirgy [

realizo the signifteater of thajgive me (e sketelr Lz madao
BewW  mame, wese Ustiagersid mo for poblication, but he
certalidy  fooled ‘em in thosedaid i6 wopld be far  don
ronnds of the Cop when, althoughs@atterdng and  wonld  give my
lowwly situated in the Leaguestesders’ o folze  bmpression -
they knocked out one Firstdmight oven wake thon think
Drivision team after noother. o owasn't  about  dhe  aglicet

The amazing sncce< of Fulhapehow.-he Dad scen for many

day.
H._u..__.___._..u_._ alap  slwwesd e
etel of Chaplin, who
Tall-baik,
v paln of the skde,
con  ofwere fhe Jetters A 3 O, amd T
wondupd what was the con-
Anecflon between Chaplin  and
phalet, untll 1 rerecm-
that his initlals are A.
Bl H:_“..__ ......m_._ﬂ__.__d“J :.ﬂr
H BRI AOERT 1o D& Abhle G0
fhant mind their “ p's ™ and
Tha Jross of the lot In
aolfing - line s Jorhus Haorrfs,
not ®o- Jomg sgoe, and who §s o brother of the XNeil
. e (Harria Wi
of course;'thé Albert Pupe

ny Iad In fonthall ever had a lke cxperience? Gook part in one of the most ermeathmal translcm
i w___. ﬂ_s P il ﬂ..,n:ﬂm._ﬁﬂunp season he was fourtL#§  recent  times,  He was :..2. playing for the
HF._.E..-.I..._H i the gﬂ-—ﬂm.“ I.E._H._U_.m o m.H-u.—.—- Hﬂ&ﬂ-mn——-ﬁ.h.-”ﬁ-n_.._nwuhh"n.—. _-__...n_-n.w (4] m___..ﬂ._.:-.—.mm....-ﬁ___.h. Tk apear u._...ﬂ.m.._-ug.ﬂ
in easc he should develop into & good man _uu:._ ‘An m_h__._._.q Before  the  wateh,  however,  transfer

ns were grmmoged  Letween Manchester United and
ton Ordent, and instead of ape playiog for the

ol in tho meatch
OF the other wen who are liviog up to the new

sagne of Fool'cmy, there i3 Jack-In-the-hox Fergnson.

Ralarally it was a very Lig blow for Fulham when,
' .:Eﬁ_n
‘aptica this season,
i.ﬂ_xn._..z.. _E:...x.._.".. by iwo goals to one. Thoe luck
= ‘nut with

e AT

skelehing a Dib more serdously.
I tried fo get Linfoot to

{g 2l
Meofel,  amd
Vinder &

gt A. CHAPLIN.
“ihe

who eame from Leeds
plovs  for Notts County. Cenlre-forward
will be remembered as the player who

that afternoom he plaved agalnst

thoee teama from the  First Division in
they fell to Manchester Unitesd

them that  day, howesver, but Frank
captain of Manchester United told me
ihat Volham bad given them tha hardest
flghit  they had d in the Cup this
SOEHTT,

=1 wae tather sorry that wo eoukdn't
Both win,' =aid Barson, " because 1 should

lave  [iked Albert  Pape's  slde fo o geb
throuwgh. You eee, AToert and I went to
gchoal tgether In Yorkehire, and  maoy
wiene __m__.n tusales we had in the school play-
gronaed.""

As g owndfer of  fact, howewver, the

Cuptiea of this sceson proved s blessing
ti3 Fulham quite u.__ﬂ,; from  enabling tho
ercretary fo pay the rent without over-
drawing thejy account at the bank., Those
Cap gmnoes proved that the Coltagers have
poinn adaptable players, .

At the wery Inst mioale previoua to
omo of their Cupties, two men reparted
unfit, and drastic changes had to be made
in the side.  Penn, who had previously
Leen reganded sa un ontside-leit, was ﬂi_ in
the side at left-half, and Barrett, o bright
youmg tad in his first seaeon as & professlonal,
waz played st Jeft-buck, though left-half
Wiy h_:_ provioge posiiion. Both Penn and
Bareets did so well in thesw sfrange places
that jt fa douhtiud i1 either will ever go back
Lo hin original post,

Fullwim wobt being one of the rch elubs
of the rountry, they have pob the capackonus
ilepssing-rooms  which ama s common o
theas dave, Indecd, the ronms in which the
pheyvers change are so =mall that it js o stand-
ing joke that two or three fellows’ have to
g okl befors tho others can find room to
mdre=s, Bt that, a9 Mark Twain need to
say oabowt the announcement of his death
while he vas still alive, was n slight cxaggora-
Ll -

Av oa Disk word about Fullmo sommcbody
will probably, vant to know why they arc
endlisd the Coltagers, Well the answer is
that ibeir offfiers on Tho ground are in

Wesk Ham  United,

whint e | D Be Croven Cdinge,

BE of ihe surprising things ahout
Football iz that for certain posi-
tions on the feld there always Eecm

2 to he plenty  of really officlent
players, while for otheér positions there is
rother an appalling dearth of really HAraf-
class wen. In view of “this [act, Il may
well Le, worlh while for the young player,
thinking sbout his foothall career, {o ask
hinvself in which position there is the
greafert chanee of advapcement.

Miod you, I min not suggesting ithat any
young player sliould,” by way of cxample,
pwiteh from thé right foll-back position to
the eeniré-lorward position simply because
hia thinks ihere is a better chanee for him
to advance. Bub; so [ar as young footballers
are concerped—those on the threshold of &
eureer—it is very often true that with prae-
tice they could become efficient in any posi-
tion, That béing o, it may be n bit of
help 1o point oot the positions In the
average football team which, at the present
time, are the least satisfnotorily @lled. It
ia patural that we should all want to climb
to the top of the ladder, but the more people
therg happen tu ba on that ladder;, tho niore
difficult is the climb,

Thes Qoalia.

If tlicea @5 ape thine more olaiows than
nnother in football of the present day, it
iz that there are very few vaceucies for
goalkeepora. I eonld pame half a dozen
most” efficient goalkeepers in English League
foothall at the present moment who are
abzolotely top class, and yet they haven't
even guot m chance of playing in an Inter-
national mateh becnonse there are others who
have caught the eyve of the selectors. Men
like  Melnroy, of  Supderland, Huftom, of
Tromonger, of Notls
County, uwpd others who could be named,
might all play for Enogland without the
slightest risk of the side being let down.
But above these there are Ted Taylor, of
Hoddersfleld Town, acd Hichard Py, of
Bolten Wandercres,

A “SBafe" Position.

There is anolber reason why good goal-
heepers. have often . 1o kick their leels _in
the reserve tecam—because in the ordinary
wu¥ pgoalkeepers Jon't get burk se fre-
guently as players In olher position=, and
benca vacancies only occur ab long igtervals.
Wond, the goalkeeper of Claplon Orient, has
ployed in every match for his elub for over
three seasons, What chance is there far the
reservo man Lo prove his worth? This idea
that good gowlkeepers are plentiful is shown
by the comparatively few ‘keepers for whom
hig transfer fees arn paid. ‘The Arsensl
gave @ big price for Harper, It 32 troo, Lot
for the meet part goalkeepers
are considered sufficiently plenti-
ful to rewder the payment of
huge sums for their transfor am
._.._-._.n._.-:....._n.n.:u.._._.__. X R,

The Leader of the Attack.
Undoubtedly the Liggest neod
in present-day football is [ov
efficient cemtre-forwards, - I ia
not going too far to sav that
during the present searom half
the big foothall clubs are nob
gutisfled wilh the man wha i4
leading the attack, bl fhoy
carry am with  timsir contrc.
forward becavso Uiy can't fiml
e botter une for Juse or money,

worth fen thousond pounds a veor by way
of salary. Sipee the War—that is, in the
lusk six yedrs—FEnogland bas played something
like ffteen differant players at  conbre-
lorward, and etlll the bunt for the ideal
man _goes on. “Bullock, of Bury, was the last
Engtand centfe-forward. He {54 pood tangn,
But oot Ideal. The facts given above may!
lead &ome” young player to tho conclusion
that he will begin right now fo fit himself
—_a..:_ as o completély efficient centre-forward.
It would not be o bad decislon, either, bmr,
belicve e, the task i3 no easy one.

A Difficult Job.,

I anm golng to tell you why thera are
20 few really good and satlsfactery centre-
forwards, It is because the man who plays
in that position hag, without any guestion,
the most difficult, job in football. He really
ought Lo be seversl players rolled into one.
He muat be a dendly eghot; he must ba ablo
to dribble well epough to cosble him to slip
round defenders: he must be able to kick
equally weld with either foot to enable him
to score goala from any position as well
as to distribute the hall to the right ami
to the left. Mo must have specd, too, and,
Fin addition to ail these other things, the
ideal and the complete centre-Torward should
havo the weight which will enable him to
hostle the bpposing backs, glve bard knocks
as well us take them,

I have gaid that the centredorward has
Live most difficult task of all, This does not
mean, bowever, that he is the hardest-
worked player on the fleld. In this modern
fooiball the fpside wing men do most run-
ning abowut, and there is pleaty of room in
freothall for really good inside men—fellows
who have the stamina to fall baek and help
their half-backas while beiog still - fast and
energetic enough to get back to thelr placea
in the forward lue when thelr own side is
allacking.

*

Insida Mon ! :

Sinee the slferation in-theé offelda rola i6
bag hecome increasiogly common foi tho
| centre-hall-backs in Lig football to turn
themselves info defenders almost purely mnd
simply. And to make up for:thd fact- that
e centre-balf iz now lirgely a centre-fuoll-
Lack, the inslde wing men have to drop Into
the rear to aet as fetehers and carrlers for
their ceéntre-forward and the extreme wing
men. It will be found that the best tz=ams
of to-day-are thoae which have at lepst one
footballing geniua -y an inside wing position,

Ths Spsady Back.
Altlough, as 1 have said. the centre-hail
joby has .m__r.nma In recent linies, I am stiil
comyineed that there is room: for the attack-

{ng ventre-balf sa lung as be can lend hia
asaigtapce to the attack whila
atill lwolding o watching briet
g Lhe opposing centre-forwand.

As the game lhas hecomao
faster than ever, £o necessity
haz arisen for quicker full-
backs, and I put it to every
lad whe 4hinks of making
pooid s B defender that Je
must pob peglect the pace side
of Dis fraining. In the old
days we pever Jooked or ackod
for speed In a full-back. In
this mwodern feotball the full-
back mupst have pace. Sumniesd
np, then, the men ihe game
need most to-day arg specdy
fult-backs, attacking cenbre-

The comch who could lurn oub hinlf-backs, complete cenires
half a dozen compleie cenire- E. TAYLOR furwards, and brainy Inside
forwurds exvory 2euson wonkd be (Huddearafield}. wing mco. ;



