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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Trouble on the Horizon !

5 HANK goodness we're gettiog
near Cireyfriars et last—-
Wow !

Bob Cherry yelped out the
last exclamation as a twinge of pain
crossed his usually cheery countenance.

It did not need any great observation
to show he was limping. He was pul-
ting down his feet with tendernecss and
care; but even szo, he looked far froru
happy. And when he aceidentally
kicked against a jutling stone, as he
had then, his. agony expressed itself

vocally, ]
“Hard luck, Bob!” said Herry
Wharton, grinning, “But cheer up!

We're nearly there” )

“Yes, the esteemed school iz ap-
proachfully getting into sighifulness™
murmured Hurree Singh consolingly.
“But all the same, the hardfulness of
the ridiculous luck is terrific !

“Not half =0 hard as the hardiulness
of this rotten road!” growled ‘Cherry.
“It's all very well for you to grin,
Ioky——"

Bob Cherry broke off, and winead
zgain as his foot caught another-stone.
It was the first time he had realised
that the road contained s0 many.

The Famous Five of the Grexfriar:
Remove—Harry Wharton, its captam,
Johnny - Bull, Hurree Singh, Frauk
Nugent, and Bob Cherry—accompanied
by Peter Hazeldene, also of the Remove,
had walked over to Cliff House aiter
dinner. And now they were walking
back. It was a Wednesday, and a half-
holiday, and as there was no footer
hixture of particular importance, =&
rvamhle had been suggested.

Bob had voted that they should go
over to ClLiIf House School, and that

Peter Hazeldene should be asked to
secompany them., It was at Clhiff House
that Peter’s pretty sister Marjorie was

a pupil, which probably accounted for
Bob’a suggestion—and also for the fact
that he had delayed the rest of the Co.
and Hazeldene while he spent half an
hour changing into a very noticeabls
fancy waisteoat, an even more aggres-
sive tie of many colours, and a pair
of new boota.

It was the new boots that were
troubling him now.
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Hazeldene, with mock concern.

“What the thump did you put these

idiotic things on fer " gru nny
Bull in his bluff way, “You'll never
get ‘em off without machinery !
“They went on casily enough,” re-
torted DBob, breathing hard, © “The

‘trouble is that my feet have been get-

ting bigger and bigger—"

£ HI. . ha 1"

“T mean, they have been getting more
and more awollen,” he added hastily.

Bob Cherry was a fellow who was
often twitted with the snormous size of
his fest. If was a defect which he was
inclined to recognise at times—but only

to himself.
“Perhaps they'll burst the boots
before we get to Greyfriars,” said

Hazeldene.

“1'll burst vou if they do ! threatened
Bob, with an attempt at &2 grin. “ Pity
you._ couldn't have told ws before we
started that Marjorie wasn’t going 10

there—— Ouch !

“Found another stone, Bob!™ askod
k . Bl
I'm not my sister’s keeper. expeck
she's gone out with Clara. We mf;ﬁt
have had a fine walk along the ¢liffs an
our own account,” he added petulantly,
“instead of having to turn back at
once becaunse of yonr bootal”

“1 den’t :ce why he had te change
into "em,” remarked Frank Nugent,

“Or why he had to put on ﬁfmt. joz=
wmsteoat,™ added Wharton.

“And the cleanfulness of the osteemed
collar is terrific!” '

“TPurn your coat-collar up, Bob, old
man ! imploved Nugent. “That tie of
yvours i3 like Joseph's coat-of-many-
eoloura! It hurts my eyes!”

Bob Cherry coloured.

“ Al very well for yon to famns
me, vou chaps,” he said, “but I think
Marjorie would have liked thiz get-un.
Theia beastly boots may be a bit pain-
ful, but they look neab™

“She would have been charmfully
delighted,” grinned the dusky MNabolb
af Bhanipur. “Fine feathers make the
fine hirds end in levers' mectings.”

Inky, besides hiz command of &
weird and wonderful English, particn-
larly prided himself on his knowled
of the English proverhs. It was the
reatlt of the tea:?hing of the fnest tutor
i all his native India, =0 he said.

“They may look neat,” grunted
Johnny Bull, “but what's the use of
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boots you can’t walk a couple of miles
i wit crocking up ¥ .

“Wisth we'd come on our bikes,"” ve-
marked Bob. " Or, better still, I'd pre-
fer & motor-bike just now. You don't
have to shove the giddy thing aleng
with your feet. 3till, the beastly boats
are getting a bit easier, I think.”

“What's up, Hazel?” asked Harry
Wharton suddenly. “Why the look of
agony, old man? Your own -bous
h}f.ve;:‘t started to worry you, bave
t ..".

E:-"Hu,” replied Hazeldene,
smile thab was a trifle forced. *“I—I
thought of something, that’s all.”

“Seems a painful process,” added
Nugent. “Don't overdo it !” .

azeldens did not care to confess if,
but it was Bob’s casual mention of the
word * motor-bike ” that had b ht
that look of distress to his face. Had
his chuma known it, motor-bikes were
very much on hiz mind just then.

“I zay, Hazel, what about all of us
having tea in my study?” suggestod
Wharton. “We'll call in at Mrs
Mimble's and buy some grub.”

“I've got a decent-sized plum-cake,”
announced Bob Cherry.

“Good 1"

The suggestion waa further disevased
during the short time it took the six
juniors to cover the intervening dis-
tanca to the gatea, and they all turped
in off the road, intent on occupying tha
remainder of the afterncon with their
preparations, and finishing vp with a
good spread. .

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, as they came within hearing of
tha gatekeeper’s lodge, occupied by
Gozling, the Greylriars pocter. . |

The Removites stopped with one
accord aa the hen.rcf the seund of
voices—the we‘iiknuwn tones of Goshing
himsaelf, and those of a stranger.

“Not if you was to search the place
with a extra-magernifyin’ mikerscope!
Wot I ses is this 'ere—'o ain’t on the
premises! Which I told sou already,
it's a ‘arf-holiday on Wednezdays, an.l
"o’z gorn hout!"

“(one to try and swindle someono
else, I suppose?” retorted a second
voice, “Hiring somebody  else's
machines he can’t pay for, ¢h? I pitica
‘o if ha smashes up theirs like he's
smaghed up mine! Ten pounds is the
fignre. Ten pounds damages—not a

with a
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enny less! He's had the bill, and now
e's trying to bilk me!™

“Trouble on the horizon!" remarked
Harry Wharton grimly.

“The esteemed Gosling does not giva
the soft answer that makes the clouds

.by,” added Hurree Singh.

F Come on, you chaps! Let's get in
quick I said Hazeldene, pushing by
hurriedly.

“What’s up, Hazel ¥’ said Nugent,
“Why, you've gone white az a jolly old
sheelb 1™

Hazeldene did not answer. He slipped
from the little group and made for the
drive, He seemed rather panicky, and
avolded locking towards the porter's
lodge as he went.

But as he ecame level he stopped
abruptly. Two ﬁg;uras had emerged
from the shelter of the high hedge in
front of the lodge. Further evasion was
useless. He had been spotted.

“That's him ! exclaimed the man
whose voice they had heard, pointin
straight ot Hazeldene. "“I'm sorry %
disbelieved you, ole feller,” he added
to Gosling. I see he was out, after
all. But ic‘s back now, and I want o
word with him.”

The Famous Five looked at the man.
They had only recently seen him in
Friardalg, but did not know who he
might be. A stocky, agpressive-looking
individual hé was, with huge hands that
bore traces of black grease, despite the
fact that they had been recently washed.
‘He wore & suit of new but elumsily-cut
blue serge, and it was plain that. this
outfit was not his ever d]i}' garb.

Johnny Bull mentally summed him
- up a5 some sort of an engineer, and he
was not far wrong, for the man was
the [,I:m rietor of the new motor garage
which had lately been established at
the end of the village. The workman-
like state of his hands was due to the
fact that he did mast of his own repaiv-
ing jobs in the workshop ot the reare
of the premises,

“What do you want? asked Hazel-
i]]-pna sulkily, as the man approached

1.

“You know that very well, my younp
shaver [ replied the man, “I've como
3&:‘& special a-purpose to see you fto-

ﬂ ir

“Come outside in the road, then "

Hazeldene led the way past his chums

and out of Gosling's hearing.

Harry Wharton, with & nod to the
other four, followed slowly after them.

“Hazel in trouble again,” remarked
Bob Cherry grimly. He had forgotten
the pai:& of his bu-ﬂﬁs,d:mw thadl: this un-
ar.}:-ec:tc situation had eropped up.

‘Looks like it,” agreed Wharton,
frowning. .

“Did vou hear what that chap said
about smashing up a hired machine?™”
put in Nugent.

“Ten quid ! exclaimed Bull briefly.

“The silly asa! I suppose he's done
something footling again, He seams to
be ap to the neck in trouble,” said Bob,

“And wants us to drag him out!”
concluded Harry Wharton. “Got fed-up
with behaving himself reasonably, 1
suppose.  Too monotonous,”

“Just like the esteemed and ludicrous
Hazeldene,” utterad Inky.

It was. Anybody whe knew Peter
Hazeldene would have admitted that
hts friends were not doing him any
mjustice.  The strait and narrow
path was one from which he was ex-
tremely liable to slip when anvthin
attraclive on the broader road uffercg
iteelf—especially when he had the cash
to pursue ak,

“Must have been

in  funds" re-
marked Nugent, ’

“But not to the extent of ten quid,
obyiously,” grunted Johnny Bull.

“If that's all the trouble, I think it's
rather up to us, you chaps,” suggested
Bob Cherry, as they stopped a few
yards from where Hazeldene and the
visitor stood talking by the hedge.
“After all, he's 8 Greviriars chap, you
know, and=—and=—well, we don't want
to have Marjorie's broether in disgrace.”

“ Admitted,” replied Harry Wharton,
glancing at Hazeldene's white and
troubled face.. “3till, I wish the silly
idiot would leck before he lea Not
much good regretting things when he's
in_the soup, and his monoy's all gone,”

“He's straight conough,” remarked
Frank Nugent,
“Of course. We shouldn't have

much sympathy for him if he weren't;
but he's weak.- If he wore like Vernon-
Smith, say, he'd go right through with
the consequences. But old Hazel scems
to crumple up, and it's a bit thick that
we have to stand him on his fect again
every time,”

#Well, we haven't done our good
turn for to-day,” said Bob Cherry
hng!‘uﬂy. “What about butting in and
coming -to the giddy old rescue?”

‘Lucky for him he's Marjorie's
brother ! grunted Johnny Bull,

Inky, Harry Wharton, and Nugent
%mnad. And then, at a nod from

harton, they all advanced slowly te-
wards the pair farther along the road,

Hazeldene did not wave them awar,
20 they approached and "listened to
what was going forward,

Y
——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Money is Tight !

i ELL, for the last time, what
are you going to de about
L b
Peter Hazeldene hung his
head. His face was whiter than cver:
hiz lower lip trembled,

He looked up again, and his moulh
opened, but he did not speak., Instead,
he ?‘lanc{.‘d towards the Famous Five,
as it in silent appeal,

“8Speak up, my lad!"” urged the man,
“My time's valyorble, if yours ain't!”

“You'll be paid, Mr. Eillip,” gasped
the junior, at last. - *I1—I've writton Lo
my father, I'm expecting a  remit-
tance.”

The Famous Five grinned,

“Sounds like Bunler!” whispered
Johnny Bull.
“What! Written  to vour fathor?

That's what you told me a week ago!
He could have sent an answer by
now,"

There was nothing blustering on the
part of Mr, Kiili}'), as his namo ap-
peared to be. In fact, he scemed very
calm, if determined. He spoko as ona
having authority; as a man with right
on his side,

“Excuse our butiing in,” said Harry
Wharton ecivilly, as he walked wup.
“We're friends of Hazeldeno's. ?.1
there anything we can do? What do
you say, Hazel?"

The Removite licked his lips.

“I—I don't know. You sce—"

“We sec you owe this man money.
We sce that all right!™ broke in
Johnny Bull grufily.

“If that's all the trouble—m—"' began
Bob Cherry,

“It ien’t 1" multered Hazel.

“Eh?"

“What the thump—"

“It's all tho trouble, so far as T'm
concerned ™ announced the credilor,

g i n~

“All T wants is my money, Ten guid
is the amount—damages. He'll tell you
all about it.”

“How long has it been owing?”
asked Harry.

“8ince last Saturday week,” answered
the wman. “Nearly a fortnight now."

“Well, that's not leng to wait for
ten pounds, ™

*True, it ain't. But what I objec'
to is that I can’'t see no prospes’ of
gettmg it—ever, He ain't got ten quid,
and amm't likely to have it, so far as=
I can see. But if you young gents are
friends of his'n enough to sub round
and ‘clect the amount—why, I don't
much mind where it comes from, so lone
as I gets it. That's me—Joe Killip.”

Harry YWharton glanced round at the
Co. But their faces were as hopeless -
as his own, so far as raising ten pounds
was concerncd.

“Btony, except for a fow bob,” mut-
tered Nugent.

“Bame here,” said Cherry gloomily.

Johnuy DBull shook his head, and
even Hurree Singh expressed himself
as being very short of the “ten-pound.-
fulness.”  TUsually, he was quite well
supplied, and about the richest member
of the Famous TFive, Wharton himself
had a trifle under ten shillings, and
their total wealth would not have come
to much more than two pounds,

“I'm afraid it's impossible,” an-
nounced the captain of the Hemove,
At this present moment, anyway. Ten
E;gnnda 5 a big amount, you know.

¢ very scldom have that ameunt bo-
tween us, except, perhaps, at the begin-

nir:g of ferm.

“All right, then,” remarked the
garage-keeper, without heat. *Now
we know where we are, Master Hazel
dene. I eaid in my lotter that if you
wouldn't pay up by to-day, I'd write to
your headmaster. This is the last time
of askin’, so that is just what I'm goin’
to do. I'm goin’ straight back to my
shop to writo the letter, and I'm goin
to post at to-morrer if I don't hear from
;.rmnt }:ﬂtt]_:l the cash by the first mornin®
post.

“I—1 say——"'" gasped Hazeldene ap-
pealingly.

i “That's all!” concluded Mr. Killip.

Good-afterncon, my lads! Clood-
afternoon, Master Hazeldene I’

And with that he turned his back and
walked off down the road towards
Friardale.

The juniorz watehed him go for some
distance in silence,

“ You silly idiot!"” exclaimed Wharton
at last.

“You burbling eliump!”

“Of all the assps—*

“The assfulness is terrific!™
"“What have you been up to this
time ™ domanded Johnny Bull grufly,

“It's all very well for you to round
on me now!” protested Hazeldene pas-
sionately. “It wasn't my fault! Have
I got to be sacked just for an accident
We have to got back to this beastly
school by lock-up, haven't we? Every-
thing has been against me—and now
youre turning on me! If the rotten
fool of a milkman—"

“Steady on I” interrupted Bull, “Put
the brake on a bit!  What's all this
about a milkman, and being sacked?"

MYeos, take it steady, Hazel,"” urged
Wharton, “Tell us the whole thing,
but not in one mouthful. You kired
one of Killip's motor-bikes, didn't syou,
and had an accident 1"

“1‘3.‘}.”

“And smashfully bnsted the bike,™
murmnred Inky,

Tiueg Maoxer LiBRARY.—No. 049,
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“That's only half the trouble,” said
Hazel sulkily. “The Head wouldn't
sack & chap for not paying len quid a
week or two after an accident. If this
man writes to him, I shall be sacked.
1 shall be the victim of the rotten traffic
management! It isn't fair! -1t might
have happened to anybedy! I—"

“There you go again!" broke in Bob
Cherry. " Hold his head, somebody !

“Why will you be sacked, theni”
asked Wharton suspiciously. “ Where
did you have the accident?”

* Courtfield.”

“ Conrtfield I"

The Famous Five loocked at each other
with sigmficant glances. ;

The town of Courtfiekl was out of
bounds to Greyfriars boys, end hiad been
for thres weeks t. There was a
dangerous epidemic of diphtheria raging
there, and until it had been suppreased
and everything was esafo agawmn, Dr.
Locke had stricily forbidden anybody
from the school, masters included, [rom
visiing the place. ) _

Moreover, he had definitely stated
that if anyone were found there with-
out permission until the resriction was
removed, he would expel him, without
hope of appeal. He had inade it per-
fectly clear that disobedience fo this
order would almoest certainly imtruri] the
health, and porhaps some of the lives,
of the Graeyiriars population.

“Yan prize idiot!” extlaimed Db
Cherry. )

“We shall all be catching it now!”

Frank Nugent, who was standing
closest to Hazeldeme, utlered ihat re-
mark-sharply, and edged awu}j‘.

*You can slang me as much as you
like,” retorted the troubled Hazel, “but
you needn't treat me as if T were a
lapar! I went down to the doctor at
Friardale on the quiet after dinner the

next day, and he had a look at my
throat. 1 haven't caught anything.”
“Don't get ratty, Hazel!"” said

Harry Wharton sharply. * Tell us what
happened, if you want us to help you."”

“Nothing much. I merely hired the
machine for a spin that Baturday, and
it was get‘ciﬂg late, when 1 found [
hadn't much time to get back for call-
over. So I had to take a chance and
cut back through Courtfield. It was the
nearest way, and I did it almost with-
cut thinking.""

“Think a little; repent a lot,” growled
Johany Bull,

“ Shut up, Bull!” snapped Hazeldene,
“"Who are you to preach at me? You'd
have done the same, but you wouldn't
have had my rotlen luck! There was
a fool of 8 man with a wilk-cart on
the wrong side of the road, and I had
to tarn the bike into a lamp-post to
avold charging inte him, that's all.”

“And it happened n Courtfield 7

“Yes. Courtheld High Street. The
front wheel was buckled, and the lamp
smashed, amongst other things. A chap
from a garage nearly opposite the place
shoved the remains over the road and
stored them until I could get back to
Friardale and tell Killip what had hap-
pened.”

“How did vou get to Friardale and
hack to the school by call-over?” asked
Nugent.

“I got a it in a grocer’s van.”

“Was tha ownor of the bike wrathy ¥

Hazeldene forgot his anxiety for a
second and grinned.

“You should have heard him!” he
aaid, “He had to send his van over
for the bike. I've got the expense of
that to pay.for, too.  But it isn't that
that’'s worrying me!™

Ter Masaxer Lisrany.——No. 549,

*“If you went into Courtfield deliber-
ately,” said Harry Wharton, “you're a
bigger idiot than I took you for, Hazel,
It's no credit to you that the whole
crowd of us haven't been down with
diphbtheria " .

‘I tell you T didn’t go there deliber-
ately 1" shouwted Hazelden passionately.
“That's right; now you turn on mel
Everybody else has!”

“Don't bs an idiot!” grumbled
Johnny Bull. “How do you know this
garage man will write to the Head? He
may be bluffing.”

“Poes he look like a bluffer?” de-
manded Hazeldene.

“I'm, dead certain he's not,” said
Wharton. “He was too guiet for that.
But how do you know 1w’H tell Dr.
Locke that you were in Courtfield?
That part of it doesn's concern hin.
All he wanta is his damages.”

*“That's all you koow sbout it,"” re-
joined Hazel. . “He said he would have
to send the whole lot of bills, to prove
hiz claim. And one of the bills is from
the Courtheld garage, for storing the
maching, It's got their name and ad-
dress on it=-1"ve scen it. And the date,
tho. ™

Wharton frowned thoughitfully.

Thiz was & facer, and no mistake!
Hazeldene would certainly be deep in
the soup if ever that information got lo
the ears of Dr. Locke,

“The hole will be hard to get out
of exitfully,” muttered Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh dolefully.

His face was serious, as wore indeed
those of the rest of the Famous Five.

“T say, Harry, old chap,” exelaimed
Hazeldene appealingly, “you've helped
ina ont before. Can't you suggest any-
thing? It wasn't my fault, you lknow.
If T'm sachked—"

“Have vou told vour pater abont it "
agked Bob Cherry.

“I—I wrote and asked him for” the
ten quid, and told him about the aco-
dent. Bot I didn’t say anything about
—about being out of bounds. Ha's
turned me down., I've gone miles be-
vond my allowanee for this term
already.”

“What about raizing it among the
fallows—the moneved ones?" suggested
Nugent. “What about Manly?”

“T've tried, and almost got it, but it
came out about my being in Courthield,
and Vivian persuaded him -not to. On
prineiple, he zaid.”

1 {jt. !.'ll

Herbart Plantagenet, Lord Mauleverer
was the individual referred to as Mauly.
The richest junior at Greyfriars, and
the easiest to obtain money from, he
would have “parted up™ like a shot
had he boen left to himself. But the
urgings of his cousin and study-mate,
Sir Jimmy Vivian, scemed to have made

him tighten his purse-strings, on  this 1

oocasion, at least, and Hazel had gone
empty away.

Bir Jimmy was by no means vindie-
tive by nature, but the revelation about
Hazoldene having been in Courtfield
must have caused him to aet as he did,
without thinking of the consequences.

“How about the Boundoer? He's
usually stiff with money.”

“Not thiz time,” said Hazeldene bit-
terly. " He said he was broke.”

“HSeoms to me you're in & very bad
sort of a fix, Hazel,” remarked Harry
Wharton at last. “You've tried every-
body with money already, I suppose.
There's only one thing to do.”

“Yes?” said Hazel eagerly.

“Make a clean breast o
Hﬁuélh'liﬁfﬂm the letter comes.™

it 1o the

Hazeldene appeared 30 be disap-
pointed. He seemed fo have expected
some solution to his trovbles, as from
an oracle of old.

“Go in to the Head and ask for the
gack, yvou mean? he said scornfully.

“Not at all, If you own up, it'l] ba
a vory different matter from being fauid
out. Tell the Head all that lappened.
After all, you weren't taking too mittch
visk, rushing through the main street on
a -motov-bike.”

“The riskfulness of catching the ill-
ness was smallfully nil,” suggested Inky.
“ But the riskfulness of catching the
accident was largefully great.”

Hazeldene was thoughtful.

Harry Wharton’s suggestion seemied
almost feasible. Heé hadn't looked at it
in that way belore.

“Come along to the School House,
and we’ll talk it over on the way”
urged the captain of the Remaove, as ha
saw his chum’s trouble lift a little.

“Remember Marjnrie " warned DBob
Cherry. "We don't want you sacked,
vou know, Hazel” :

He slipped hiz arm through Hazel's,
and, with YWharton on the other side
doing the same, the thres of them
thrned-” back towards the reviriars
f‘&h with Hurree BSingh, Bull, and
‘rank Nugent bringing up the rear.

It would need an eflort, they knew,
to imake the weak-willed, self-pitying
brother of the pretty Marjorie presénc
himself at the bap of judgment, but if
their pmsuasive efforts could do if, that
feat would be accomplished,

THE THIRD CHAFPTER.
Tempied !

AP
I It was a faint, indecisivo
sound that Hazeldena made on
tho door of the Head's study.
Ilia knuckles rapped on the thick panels
Eifﬁﬂrl}ri

There was no response. Hazeldeno
tapped again twice, a little louder.

Hiz face was still pale and strained
with anxiety. This was no pleasant
ordeal he was serewed up to undergo,
but he had decided to through with
it. . Or, vather, Harry Wharton & Co.
had decided for him.

Lefe to himself, he would have hung
back and waited for the blow to descend.
But under his friends’ wrgings he had
heen brought to tho sticking-point. He
had been made to realiso that this was
the better way. It was the harder way,
too, as he was beginning to fnd, Hia
face twitched as he waited for the repl
to hizs knocking. :

No sound. came from within, He
rapped again—more sha:;}:-ly thiz time.
The loudness of the sound was startling
to one already on edge. It made him
Hmp.

Still there was no sound. Hazeldene
felt a groat surge of relief sweep over
him. ‘T'he Heaf]gwns out; he could put
off the evil day.

His hand dropped, and he was about
to turn B.wa;it;

But then he changed his mind. His
moral fibre was weak, and his courage
was at low ebb; but & sudden resolve
upheld him. He realised that if ha did
not do it then, he would never do.it at
all. Ho grasped tho door-handle and
slowly pushed open the deor.

The Head was not in the study!

1t was plain at a glance that he
had® recent]ly been there. A litter of
papers lay on the desk, and the chair
before it was half pushed back, as if
tha doctor had got up from the task
that had been ocoupying him, leaving it
uncompletad,
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His tasselled cap hung on a peg, but
his pown was not there. He waz not
outside the school buildings, then. Fer-
haps he had slipped out to confer. with
one of the masters.

Hazeldéne tock a pace or two into the
raom, and elosed the deor from foree of
habi. The Removite stood there, wail
ings  His eres were fixed on a door in
the farther wall; it was shghtly ajar,
and communicated with another room.
Most probably Dr, Locke would return
through that sccond door, but mean-
while no sounds came from that direc-
tion.

The junior began to pluck up courage,
like & condemned man who hears of a
temporary reprieve. His eyves began to
stray around the room and tif: desk. The
sight of the doctor’s cane made him
winee for a second., He looked else-
where with o jerk, and his gaze fell
on the assortment of papers.

Even from where he stood he ecould
see that the upper sheets were writton
in Dir, Locke’s own hand. He ecould
read the words penned, in larger writing
ﬂ::ﬂn tlie rest, at the top of one of

am )

“THE WILMOT-SNELL SCHOLAR-
sHIP."

Hazeldene's face Aushed in the instant
that he read those words and realised
what they meant.

The Wilmot-Bnell Scholarship! It was
one of the most sought-after prizes that
Greyfriars had to offer to juniors of the
Lower Forms, so far as scholastic awards
were concerned. It carried & money
grank of £50 to the winner of it, besides
the valuable prize volume which always
went with the money.

Many of the Removites were already
swotting for it. The exam was to take

lace in two days' time. Hazeldeno
iimself had almost forgotten the exist-
ence of the thing:; he was no great
scholar, and because of the competition
of auch fellows as Redwing and Mark
Linley, he had not so much as thought
of entering.

But now he rememborad, The E&D
of the scholarship had seemed a mere
figure to him before—something that
existed only on paper. But now even a
filth of that very real sum would mean
salvation to him.

Unconsciously he took a step or two
nearer the desk.

It was not too late to enter his name.
Applieations would be accepted to noon
of the next day, Thursday. Ihe exam
would occupy the whole of Friday.
These must be the guestions which had
to be answered. He could sea that Dr.
Locke had been copying them out neatly
from a ronghly-scribbled draft that lay
on the left, and the finished set was
almost completed.

Hazeldene stretched out hizs hand ond
picked up the two sheets of paper.

"Ho did not do it furtively, but with
reluctance., It seemed as ii} some foree
other than himself was moving his hands
and controlling his will, The thoughts
which had flitted through his brain had
secmed to come and go in a curious,
detached way, but cverything else was
wiped out as he began to read the ques-
tions and take in the sense of them.

There were fourteen, all numbered
and 1n order.

Y Classical Section,” he read. *Ques-
tions 1—18, Entrants will be allowed
-ten minutes for each question.”

Hazeldene's hand half dropped to the
desk again, as if to replace the pupces.
His face was burning. He had realised
in o flash what he was doin

But he did not replace %1-1& papers,

gasped Hazeldene appealingly.

** I wants the ten gquid,” said Mr. Killip, ** and If I don’ get if by the first post to
moerrow morning, I'll write to your headmaster about it.””
““ That's all ! ** concluded Mr. Killip.
afternoon, my lads | .Good afternoon, Master Hazeldene ! ™ (Sece Chapter 2.)

“ But—I—I m_____“
] Good-

The movement towards the desk stopped,
and then his hand began to come back.
“f—I must see them!” muttered
Hazeldene throngh his teeth, "1 must !
I can't—confess I
*Question One: What are .the two
favourite metros of Horace ? After which

Greek poet and poetess are they
nameod ?

“Question Two: Which Romaun
Emperor——"

Hazeldene's eves skimmed rapidly

over the written lines. His brain was
keyed up, working ut terrifie pressure.
The sense of them he took in almost
hefore  they were read; the details
burnt themselves inte his mind.

I'he Classical paper—the geography
and English sections—and finally the
mathematical. Some of the last.he
paused to read twice, The figures and
symbols had to be memorized perfectly.

Then the junior put the papers back
on the dezsk. He felt &4 wave of guilti-
noss sweep over him, and he glanced
at the Farther door with startled eyes.
He thought he had heard a slight sound.
But nntﬁing happened, and he turned
round and stole out of the Head's study
by tho way he had come.

He gove a gasp of relief as soon as
he got out into the passage, and a fit
of nerveus trembling shook him from
head to foot.

“I've dgnt to go through with
muttered the Removite grimly.

He slunk away, mutiering tha words,
!p:lpd casting an anxious glance behind

. .

Soon he came to a secluded branch of
the passage that was not used so much
as the main corridor, and zat down in o
broad window-seat that overlooked the

it !

elms. He pulled two or three old let-
ters from his pocket and a piece of
pencil, and began writing down tha
fateful questions for the Wilmot-Snell
Scholarship exani, almost word for word
as he remembered them. They were
gquite fresh in his memory.

The handwriting was hurried, and
somg of the notes were sketchy and
brief, but he had the gist of them.
There was ne mistake; it would be
merely a matter of looking up the
answers, and the money would be his,
for, with the knowledge, had come
temptation.

“1 say, Hazel—"

Hazeldene whipped round ﬁhﬁ.rEli}*.
His face was white and strained. The
letters on the back of which he had been
making his notes were thrust inte his
pocket again on the instant, Guilt was
written all over him, had there been
ayes bo see.

But the only other eyes present besides
his own blinked short-sightedly at him
through the thick lenses that were
arched on the fat little nose of Billy

unter. Perhaps, after all, Bunter had
not seen.

“He, he, Hazel!” cackled the Owl,
rolling forward a yard or two. “You
seem pretty quiet! Trying to get up
pluck to go in to the Head ¥

“Head ¥ ropeated Hazeldene.
I_'-_'J?

b | hapﬂnn to know all about it,” ex-

ﬂ'I_.

plained Bunter condescendingly. *I
was %nmg along the Remove g:ﬁsag:.a
and heard Cherry talking about it

just as I passed Wharton's study. You
know what a volce he's got.”

I know what an ear you've got I" re-
torted Hazeldene, recovering himself a
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little. “You fat, sneaking roiter! You
listened at the kévhole!™

The Owl drew himself vp haughtily.
There was a look of injured innocence
on his fat and fatuous face.

“Really, you know, Hazel— 1 hopo
I'm too wall-bréed to do anvthing like
thal! A cha;'.- brought up amongst titled
relationg—"

“Oh, shut up, vou fat snob !

Hazeldene  breathed fast, Had
Bunter seen?

“That's just vour emviousness of my
high social pontion!” Bunter snorted.
“But, really, vou know, Hazel, TI'm
porry about that wmotov-car you l.\fl.il‘E‘li-
Ilard luck that vou should smash it
irito & telegraph-pole, and ail that.”

Hazeldene graped. Bunter was always
linble to hear more than was meant
for him, but it was seldom that his
vavesdropping came out the same as it
went in.

“Tmm  sorry vou lLaven't got the
money to pay for the damage, too,” con-
tinwed the Owl complacently. “I'd
lend you a few quid, but I find I've
been disappointed about a postal-order.
I'm going te write and complain to
tile  Postmaster-General about it. I
expect the Hesd'll give you about a
Jdozen with the cane for not paying up.
He, -ho! I hope they don't hurt too
mueh 1

“You ful sneak!™ yelled Hazeldene,
springing up from the window-seat. “I'll
kick you down the passage if you don't
buze off I '

Billy Bunter backed away hastily.

“No offence, Hazel old man ™ he ox-
claimed hurriedly, adjusting his big
round glasses. “In—in fact, I came to
cheer you up! I've got good news for

you.'
“{zood newsi”
Hazeldene echoed  the  words, and

deopped his hands. Good news would
he welcome just now from anybody,
Bunter inoluded. Bot he forgot for the
mement that it was Bunter who was
bringing it.

“¥-yes, pood news, Hazel. I—I've
wangled an invitation to tea for you.
In Wharton's study, yon dnow. Nugent
and the&t beast Bull pressed me to join
them, but I wouldn't consant unlezz they
mvited you, too, "

EI'Eh ?- L]

“Yeag, OF course that nigger Inky wifl
he there as well, but I could hardl
asle them to kick him ouf, as hels mﬂﬁ
a pal of theirs,” continued the Porpoise.
“But I sha'n’'t mird putting up with
him, if you will.”

The Owl blinked amiablr. :

* You—you—->" stuttered Hazeldene.

“That's all right, old man; you
needn't thank me,” said Bunter, with
another fatuous smivk. “1 alwavs like
fo stand by my friends.”

“¥ou want me to take vou along and

then try and meke out I invited vou!”
snapped Hazeldene, advapeing with his
hands raised to .seize the Owl's fai
shoulders,

“I—I zay, keep ofi—"

There was a sudden tinkling sound
on the linoleum. Hazeldene's sudden
movement had dislodged something that
had been half dragged from his pocket
when he took out the bundle of old
!fttem. He glanced down and picked
it up.

It was a small silver eharm, such as
is worn on_a watchchain. The length
of it was almost an inch, and it repre-
sented - an Egyptian scarab, with two
tiaE- rad stones for wyes. '

unter foeused his spectacles on #
and glimmered iute:esﬂe;]l_-,_r.

“1 ray, Hazel,” he said inguisitively,
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“I haven't secn that before, you kuow,
Where did you get it®”

“Mind vour own business! You
haven't seen everything at Greyfriavs,
aven though you are the nosiest fellow
in the place ™

“0Oh, rats!  Anvbody'd think you
had stolen it, the way you shove it hack
mro your pocket like that.”

“WWhy, you fat toad—"

Billy Bunter backed a few rards,
panie  stricken. Hazeldene looked
threatening now. Hoe torned and foced

about while the other junior fumbled
about, replecing the charm safely at
the boltom of the pocket from which it
lad been dragged.

“I say, you're looking jolly white,
Hazel !" he sniggered. “8erves wou
1'Jjg'ht-—llirinﬁ1 cars under false pre-
tences. 1 hope the Head lays it on
thick 1™

Hazeldene stared at him for a second:
an idea had entered hiz mind—some-
thing that would stop Bunter's tittle-
tattle about himeelf and the Head at
the source; or, rather, that would make
that tittle-tattie sale, seeing that it was
hound to happen.

He bounded forward. His hand
descended on Bunter's collar as the fat
Ananigs of the Romove started to
scamper along the passage,

William George stumbled forward and
then fell sprawhng.

“Ouch I’

“ Now, Iy'uu sneaking, fat rotter, I've
got. something to tell you!"

ﬂi‘li;.;txn't Leggo! You'll tear my collar
Olr -

Huazeldene rolled him over and knels
on the Owl's fat chest.

“I've been to the Head already, and
T've had my dozen!” he said tensely.
“I've taken my punishment, and now
you're going to take yours! Bump!™

“Ow! Yaroooogh!™

Billy Bunter's head smote the linolewm
with a dull smite,

“That's the first of your dozen!" an-
nounced Peter. “Eleven more to

Oh, you beasl! Lemme
up !
But Ilazeldene did not let him up.
The bumping went on remorselessly,
while the fab junior squirmed and

wriggled,

“That's what you get for snooping
araund and gloating over a chap in
trouble [ ammounced Hazeldene, as
William Gaoorge at last seramblod up.

** Beast | yelped Billy Bunter, dashing
off, with his {at legs twinkling beneath
him, He was anxious not to stand upon
the order of his going, but to go at once.
In less then three seconds he had
vanished round the corner of the paszsage
into the corridor beyond,

Hazeldene watched him go, breathin
hard, IHMis face -was grim and vengeful,
but there was a lurking satisfaction in
his eyes.

.He had enlisted Bunter's unwitting aid
in spreading the news that he had been
mn to the Head;, and been punished for
hiz misdeed. There would be no nead to
tell lies oen his own behalf; the news
would be all round the Remove in an
hour, and all Hazeldene would have to
do would be to silently agree that the
thing was true., Bunter would probably
swear o having heard howls of pain
coming from the study, too.

The man from the garage could be
fended off with 'a definita promise of
the money on the strength of the scholar-
ship, and the letter to Dr. Locke need
tever be posted. Harry Wharton would
accapt the news that he had been
ponished and let off with a few strokes of

the cane, the scholarship would be wo,
and the whole incident ¢loge:l when the
woney was paid,

I he was to win, no oune must suspect
that he had been in the study alone—
that he had gone there and found it
empty. ' It might be thought strange that
he should win the prize cver the heads of
such fellows as Redwing and Linley. ‘buk
Bunter's evidence would zafely lofid
suspicion away from him. .

At least, that is what Peter Hazeldéna
thought; but he was overlooking the
poet’s statement about the schemes of
mice and men that * gang aft agley.”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Interrupts !

T HEM!”
A Dy, Locke cleared his throat

and looked round bheneficentily
at the assembled school.

Big Hall was filled with the rank and
file of Greyfriars, from the.cheeky little
fags of the Becond, with their grubby
and shapeless collars, to the mighty
figures of the lordly SBixth. Most of the
masters were there, too, and hundreds of
eyes looked.up nt the doctor as he stood
upon the big dais.

Evening prayers were just over, but
instead of giving the signal to dismiss,
the Head continued to gaze Jdown at the
concourse before him. %‘IG paused, a3 if
trying to remember someth'ng.

“What's he waiting for "

Bob Cherry whispered the question to
“Tﬂﬁétgﬂi‘:lﬁhﬂ st beside him,

=zl !

“Trying to think of a number,” sug-
gested Peter Todd.

“And then double it,” added Frank
MNugent, '

were was a subdued fitter at this, bub
Dr. Locke looked in that direction
guickly, and the juniors’ faces imme-
diately became grave. g

“Ahem ¥ coughed the Head again,
“There are two announcerments I wish
to make to-night, boys, before we
diamiss. ™

“He's thought of two numbers " whis-
peved Vernon-Smith dryly

“The first concerns the Wilmeot-Snell
Scholarship, the examination for which
i3 now imminent,” continued the doctor.
“Details of this have been—or—posted
up on the school notice-board for the

ast few weeks. But, in case any of yvou

ave overlocked the notice, I repeat the
information publicly, as is customary,™

Dy, Locke paused and groped beneath
hiz gown, producing a shest of paper
from his god(et. He affixed his spec-
tacles, and began to read from 1t:

“!The scholarship is open only to the
Lower Forms, and the award consistz of
a handsome prize volume, together with
the sum of—er—fifty pounds. Entranis
will be required to soswer papers on
ntathematics, history, g&ugraEﬂi}', and
Latin. ©Oh, and—yes—Enghsh.' "

“MNothin' doing, begad!” mormured
Lord Mauleverer,

M 8gh ¥ i

“The examination will be held the day
after to-morrow, Friday, and those who

wish to enter will hand their names—if

they have not already -done so—to their
Form master by noon to-inorrow at the

latest. Mr, Quelch has, - I believe,
already notifi what ‘prepavation is
necessgry.

 “"'That is so, sir,” said Mr. Quelch, who
wasg standing at the side of the dails.
“Thank wyou. That is all I need say,
then, about the scholarship, . My other
announcement is one .of a more personal
nature. I have had the misfortune to
lose an—er—item of property. Ti is nob
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valuable in itself, but I am particularly
anxious to regain it for—um—senti-
mental reasons. It was given to me
many years ago by an old friend.”

“1t's a squashed rose, out of a book,”
whi‘:ipc;ed Skinner to Stott,

S This property is a small ornament, or
r;ha'rm, in the form of a scarab,” con-
tinucd the doctor, unaware of Skinner's
savcasm. “ In case any of the boys of the
Lower Form: mav be in ignorance of
what a scarnb is,” added the Head, pecr-
ing benevelently to the farther end of
Big Hall, whore the fags were gongre-
gated, “I will explain the term.”

subducd  scuflle between Gatly,
Nugent minor, and Mryers, of the Becond
Forn:, subsided hastily. Dr. Locke
gazed sternly in their direction for o
moment, and then wenk on:

' Bpoarab ' 18 o contraction of fscara-
beus,” the name of a beetle which was
venerated by the ancient Egvptians—the
Rearabous Sacer. It was often depicted
in amulets, or charrs of stone or metal
or inseribed wpon scals; and many of
these pmulets, which have survived the
flight of—um—centuries, have the names
of their Egyptian ewners upon them.

“Wisdom while said fhe
Bounder, in an pndertone, :

“He's forgotten to bring his magic-
lantern slides,” added Bob Cherry, with
a grin,

" But this ernament of which I speak
is not ancient, but a modern example of
the work.of the—um—silversmith,” con-
tinued Dr. Locke. “I value it merely as
a gift made to me b an old friend. It
13 of silver, and has two tiny red stones
to represent the organs of vision. In
case you may think these are rubies,” he
added, with a dignified smile, I will
hasten to add that they are only of—er—
pasta,

“To- the bést of my knowledge and
belief, T dropped it from my person
during this atternpon, somewhere be-
tween my study and the Sixth Form
room, dnd, though I have consulted the
domestics, I cannot discover that it has
been found. Should any boy happen to
pick it up anywhere within the precinets
of the school, T shall be very .;.Eugm if
he will return it to me. If anyonc herz
has already found it, will he pleage raize
his right hand,”

Dr. Locke stopped, and gozed round
expectantly.

FolL wait

Tha whele school stood motionless. No
hands were raised.
“Very well, then,” econcluded ithe

doctor. I hope, now that my loss has
been made publie, someone will chance
across the scarab, and return it to me.
Dismsgs 1™

In a few minutes the Big Ilall was
emply,

i —

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
Bunter Swallows His Words !

& SAY, Hazel, is that right what

I Bunter's saying about youl

. M at 1if Bunter's !m_ring it,”

replied Hazeldene lightly., " What

idiokie filbs 15 the fabt toad going about
with this time?"

Hazeldene spoke off-handedly enough,
but his face somewhat belied him. is
chums of the Remove had noticed, ever
sinee  the incident outside the gpates
with the garage proprictor the previous
afterncon. that he was locking de-
cidedly worried, and that at times he
tried to throw off zome brooding eare
with & display of forced gaicty and high
gpirils.

He was rather careworn now, Harry
Wharton thought.

It wus the first morning break, and
Harry led watted in the quad some

minutes after the rest of the follows
had emerged from the Form-room,
waiting for Hazel. The junior had not
SN
into the open, but Harey had spotted
him. Hazel's face, when he had
thought nobody was watching him, was
distinctly worried.

“Why didn’t you come out with the
other chaps? asked Wharton, 1gnor-
ing the gquestion.

“What nre vou looking at me so
suspiciously for, Wharten?" countered
Hazel. :

“Am I I didn't mean to. I was only
H‘L'l]ﬂdl'.'l‘itlg '1.1'|:|:r Fou wore late.™

“1 astopped to spenk to Quelehw, if
vou mupst know,” answered Ilazel
petulantly,

“Have you found the Head's scarab,
then

Hazeldone stiffened, and glared at his
chum searchingly.

“YWhat do vou mean?” he broke out
xm!?simmleli.', ~*What are you . hinting
at? Has that ead Buntep——1""

“Hold on, Hazel! Don't get wrathy!
You're looking at me as if I'd accused
you _of stealing it. I expect it's only
another one of Bunter's sgtunts.”

“If vou want to know why I staye
talking to Quelehy," explained Hazel,
controlling hiz- anger with -an obvious
effort, it was to give in my name for
the scholarship. We've got up till noon
to-day, you know™

Harry Wharton looked at him in
surprise.

“The scholarship?' he repeated.
“You're not going in for that, are yon?
The ather fellows miade up their minds
weeks ago, when it was first announced,
They've been swotting for it ever
since. You haven't, have you?"

. ¥ No,” admitted Hazeldene, “But
there's nothing to prevent a chap going
in for it without swotting, is there?"”

He spoke somewhat aggressively, vet
it seemed to "Wharton that somchow
he was on the defensive,

arry Wharton until he came ‘out’

“Why, no, I suppose not. DBut, still,
you haven't got much chance against,
say, Linley, He's going all out for it, and
you know what hot stuff he 1z about
cxams. '

“Izs he? exelaimed Hazcldene, with
a touch of temper. And then, with an
cffort at lightness: “ Anyway,-if I sit
for the exam, I shall dodge YForm-work
for the- day. There's that to be said
for it, even though I'm nowhere in it
with Linley.™

“That's why some of the others are
going in for it. 3till, you don't want
io band in a sct of dud papers and get
vourself into the Head's bad books so
soon after vesterday. He won't forget
he handed you o dozen for being out
of bounds, you koow."

“Is that what you mean about what
Bunter's saying? Did he tell you I got
a dozen?”

“Well, yes, he did say that. That
waz the only news we had about it,
seeing that you were so mum. He said
he happened to be going by the Head's
study - and heard you yelling inside.”

Hazeldene grinned.

“1 was eertainly in thore,” he ad-
nutted evasively, "DBut I  wasn't

Yelling.”

“But that wasa't what T meant about
Bunter,” continued Harry., *He "said
that yesterday; but to-day he's n-in;g-
about u-:'mm'rnq: you of having the Head's
silver” charm.'

“Is hei"

Hazeldene uttered the words coolly.
The  accusation did not appear to in-
terest him. Wharton looked at him
curiously:

“¥ou take it pretty calmly,” he said.
“If I might ml.ﬁpgeﬁt it, Hazel, I'd collar
that fat mischief-maker without delay
and make him swallow his lies.”

Hazeldene considered for a moment,

“I don't see what good that would
do,"” he said. "“Everybody knows that
if Bunter savs a thing it iz not g0, And
the move he says it, the less true it is.
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Besiclos, what should I want to keep
ihe Head's charm for, supposing I'd
found it 7" g

“He says that you found it in the
udy, or somewhere, and that you're
keeping 1t in revenge for having a
whacking. Of course, nobody believes
such vot, but'it might be serious if the
lie got round to any of the masters.
Actually, the Head let you off jolly
lightly with a caning.  After you'd
broken the rule about going into Court-
field, with that diphtheria all over the
place, 1 expected—"

Harry Wharton stopped abruptly and
looked behind him, zeldene looked
alzo,

There was a sound of scufling feet,
and of the voices of six or eight juniors
mingled with tha_gmntmig and howls
of an animal in pain—at least, that 1s
what it seemed to be; but when the
two onlookers realised what was happen-
ing, they perceived that the weird noises
were proceeding from the fat throat of
William George Buunter.

The other juniors had attached them-
selves to his legs and arms, and were
dragging him across the quad, face
apwards, towards where Wharton and

azeldene stood. Dragging iz the cor-
rect word; it would ﬁﬁ‘l’ﬂ been 1mpos-
gible for such & small number 1o have
carried him, so they dragged and
hauled at his ponderous weight, and
Billy Bunter’s back and the seat of his
napacious trouseérs made a broad groove
across the gravel.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" boomed the
deep tones of Bob Cherry. *““Hera he
3! Now let us hear you say it in front
of his face instead of behind his back!™

Bob Cherry was, together with Red-
wing, in charge of one of the Owl's
arimns,

“L~t his legs dewn, Alcky!”
Redwing.
his feet!™

0w 1" groaned Bunter, " Yow!'

“It's Ananias ‘he is, ontoirely, the
spalpeen 1” said Micky Desmond, as he
signalled to the other three fellows to
Eberate the Owl's fat legs.

““This side upy with care—heave!"”

“Ups-a-dalsy

The weighty form of William George
‘was hoisted upright, and his relreat
cut off by an attentive rearguard as lio
tyied to sidle away.

A1 sav, vou fellows—"

“Bay on, Bunter!”

“Now's your chance!”

“He, he! You will have your joke "
miggered the fat junior, with an aly
smirk, “I—I can stand & joke as much
as anypody !

Billy Buntar straightened his spec-
tacles on his little butbon of & nose,
and blinked amiably,

idea ¥

“What's the giddy
Hazaldene,

“Thia fat frand has an idea .in his
fet head,” explained Bob Cherry. “He
shinks that ryou've got the Head's
shingumabob. The watch-chain orna-
ment, whatever it was called, that he
wag spouting about last night. Go on,
Bunter, cough it up. Say to Hazel's
face what vou've said behind his hack !

“Really, you know——"

“Grab hold, vou fellows! We're go-
mmg to bump him until it all comes
hack to him ™

saicl
“Prop the fat Ananias on

sl

You rotters |
\'aroocoogh !

_The ground gquivered s the juniors
sifted  the great weight thal was
William George, and then lot it
descend with a dull concussion.

“Ouch! Yow! I say——"
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“Here let him up! Stand up,
Banter !
Harry Wharton strode forward and

half- & dozen hands helped him to haul
the dazed Owl to his feet once more.
“Do vou. still say you saw Hazeldene
with the Heads property?” he de-
manded, shaking Bunter's fat shoulder.
“¥—ves, That iz, n-n-no,” chattered
the fat Removite. “I say, Wharton,
yvou n-n-needn’t shake me hke that.”
“I'm going to shake the truith out of
vou somehow!” exelaimed Wharton.
“Which is it—yes or not”
“N-no,"” he stuttered.
“You haven't' seen him with
charm? You've been telling lies?®

“I trust I am too well brought up to
tell anyvthing but the iruth,” said the
Owl, drawing his rotund figure up and
blinking with  dignity. * George
Washington——"

“George Washington was ng  rela-
tion of yours, you [at fabricator!™
rapped Wharton, *Come on—out with
it! ¥Yes or no—do vou say you saw
Hazel with the Head's property?"

Once again William George caught
the eye of the Removite with whose
name he had made so free. Hazeldene
!Eml-:ed even more threatening than be-
ore,

Y Nunno sus-certainly noi,” stuttered
Bunter, wncertainly.

“You confess vou've been lyingi”

- “I—I might have made a—e slight
mistake, Dut when the thing dropped
an the floor I recognized it at once,
because Doctor Locke offered it to me
some time &go, vou know. Pressed ine
to accept it, i fact.”

IR

“Yes,” went on  Bunier, ‘serenely,
“as a present, But I had to decline ir.
Not my class, vou know. Oulyv silver.
I 1|:1¢1.'er accept any jewellery less than
o e ]

“What!” yelled Jlazeldene, breaking
out at last. “I'll smash you, vou fat
votter, if you can’t stick to the truth!™

YI—L mum-mean I didn’t see yon
with it afier all,” amended the cor-
mlent Ananias of the Remove hasiily.

Harry Wharton turned to the aother
fellowsa,

A c:hap
fat frand

the

can never tell whether the
5 tryving to speak the truth

o not,Y he vemarked.

“Yez you can,” contradicied Micky
Dezmond, *“1f the fat spalpesn tried to
tell the trath, it's burst he'd  be,
entoirely, be jabers!”

“Ha, ha, ha

“We'll leave it to vou, Hazel™
Wharton, *“*We can depend on you,
ANYWRY. E\‘Erj‘bﬂﬂ;?l‘ here would rather
take wour word than Bunter's. Yean
can squash this romoar naw, before it
goes any farther,”

HMazel nodded grimly.

“Well, then, just as o matter of
formi; have youn got the llead's scarab,
or haven't von " _

“No, I haven't,” replied Hazeldene,
deliberatelv.  “I haven't got it; I've
never had it: and I've never even secen
it. to my knowledge!™ 3

“zood enough!” said Wharton.

“On  the ball! exclaimed Bob
Cheery.  “Gather round, you chape!
We'ra going to bump thiz fat cad
again, and then we'll roll him acvoss
the quad 1 '

“"I—1 sav, you fellows! Heally,
Cherpy——-"

But Bunter's flow of protest was ju-
tecrupted, A dozen hands grabbed
him. His far httle legs were dragged
from under his equally fat bods, awml
he hit the gravel—hard!

“Ow ! Yarmcqh!”

“All togeiher!™

“handling you_ as they did.

sanl

Bump |

-I-I'uuc 1!!‘

“And again!" :

“ Er—what iz the meaning of this
unseemly conducti”

A stern, thunderous voice came from
behind the }gmup of juniors. _

Mr. Quelch stood in the doorway gl
gave access to the quad. He hed
come out of the Form-reom to call
the Remove back to their classez. IHis
cve was grim and his manner frigid.

obody seemed inclined to supply the
answer to his gquestion.

“Ceasa this horzeplay at once!” he
snapped. “ Bunter, stund up M

TE& weighty form of Wilfiam Georgoe
was hauled upright by the three nearest
itlmmrﬂ. _The Owl blinked happily as
1@ straightened lus spectacles once
again. e gloated inwardly at those
around him; he felt that they had been
defranded out of their vengeance, and
that he was safe.

“Cherry, what iz the meanin
this? You seem to have been the
ing spirit in
buffoonery !

“ MNothing,
bumping him.
cyesght, &ir!”

“ Eyesight " )

Mr, Quelch looked surprised.

“Yes, sir. Bunter has been seelng
things that weren't there. We were
trring to convines him——>"

“That will do!™ .

The juniors awaited anxiously for
the wrath to come. The answer was
bold, and might have appeared even
impertinent, %ut perhaps the Remove
Eluter had overheard more of wh

ad

pecie

of
- n td'
this — ¢r — frivolous

sir, We were—ahem'—
Trring to improve his

ak
gnne before than the fellows sue-

. At any rate, the blow did nob
fall. Mr. Quelch’s lips tightened, but
ha addressed Bunter, and not Bob
Cherry.

“1 will not inguire further inte this
affair, ‘Bunter,” he said, “Knowing
what I do of your habit of tittle-tattle,
I think I can salely assume that your
Form-fellows had good reason for—er—
But,” he
added, sweeping his glance roungd the
group, “let us have no more o
harseplay. You will now all return io
the Form-room."

With that AMr. Quelch tuined and led
the advance,

“Baved on tha piddy scafiold ! muy-
mured Bob Cherryv, as he crowded in
with the others some distance in the
rear of their respected Form-master.

“Quelchy did vs out of the fak
freak’s  just  punishment,”  added
Redwing.

“He wan't feel safe till he's back in
clazs,” remarked Wharion.

He pointed to William George. who
was scurrying along well in front. on
the heelz of Mr. Quelch, like & very un-
wieldly cargo-boal being escorted by .
Iean destroyer, :

‘But Peter Hazeldene walked hehind
the group of juniors, alone. He was
thoughtful and 1glnm, and tock no pard
in the whispered comments. :

- He had relied on William George fo
gossip, but he had not expected him to
goszip about the small silver charm
which had fallen out of his pocket.

the timo of the incident, 1t had meant
nothing. But now that the Head had
announced his loss, that trivial occcur-
rence had a deep significance !

It had perhaps been lropped, Dr,
Locke said, in his stndy. And if, the
fatuons Owl's accusations should gek
to any of the masters’ ears, and thepe:
to the Head himself, and Hazeldene
ghonld be taxed with the possession of

thiz .
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it, his presence in the study would have
to come out, in all probability.

He himself had encouraged Bunter
to say that he was in the study, but .
Lockse knew nothing of that. And
when he came to win the Wilmot-
Hnell scholarship Ffrom all competibors,
that fact would Lepin to look exceed-
ingly fishy. The Head could hardiy
liave forgotten that he had left exposed
the list of questions. ) ]

And if that unknowiv visit of his were
te coma out, the Courtfield business
would come out. too. Nothing ~less
than the sack from Greyiriars loomed
in front of IHazeldene at that moment,
and he groaned inwardly.

Stealthily he touched the outside of
hiz jacket. A hard litrle lump showed
that the scarab was still there. A sud-
den thought of throwing the dangerous
thing away crossed his wind, but he
suppressed it .

“I'll stick to 1f, whatever happens
he thought grimly.

And then, with & bLeating henrt, he
followed his chams into the Form-roon..

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Barges In !

REAK ! |
That sharp, metallic sound was
wrung out of the protesting

wires of a certain spring mat.

tress in one of the beds of the Removo
dormitory, This particular mattre:s
was the most hardly used one in lhe
whole school, It sagged nearest the
Aoor, for its unfair duty was that of
supporting the fat frame of Willian:
George Bunter,

Creak ! Sgueak! :

The overloaded springs protested again.
Their fat burden was m'r'ukenin?

Bunter wriggled up so that his little
blob of a noze showed above the bed-
clothes, and hiz eves opened and he
blinked sleepily at the ceiling for sowe
unnubes,

Billy Bunter was trying to wreach
himself into wakefulnes:,

The Owl was not in the habit of carly
rising. In fact, his inclinations were all
the other way. He usually had to bLe
assisted out of bed with the aid of a
slipper applied to his fat person, or elsc
tipped ouk bodily on the foor.

uft this morning, for reasons konown
only to himself, it was different. He
actually wished to be up early. Or. it
nat exactly early, at least earlier. He
had a eertain little job to do, but thern
would be ample time to do it if he aroze
with the first clang of the rising-bell, or
porhaps & minute before,

Billy Bunter struggled to an upright
position, and glimmered round the
dormitory. In the half-light of (hat
dull spring morning the room looked
cheerless and uninviting, and it was
chilly, too.

“Gug-gug-grooh ! murmured Billy
Bunter through chattering teeth, *Oh,
dear ["

Nobody seemed to be awake aa yet
except himself. All the beds were silent
and motionless, except for the soft sounil
of breathing heve and there,

The Owl slid his hand beoeath hisz

pillow and tugged ocut an object that

was as fat amongst its kind as be wasz
amongst his, It was a massive imita-
tion gold watch of the turuip variety.
Nunter often casually mentioned, with a
cemirk, that he had paid twenty-five
wunds for- if.  Actually, however, ir
nd  originally cost somnething * nearer
seven-and-sixpendce.

“Fifteen m-p-n-minutes to rising-
ball,” chatteved Bunter, a: he focpszedd
his screwed-op cve2 on the dial, I

...|||i--|[,_||._ I-'Ifljl :. I [l |

dozen ! " announced Peter.

Hazeldena rolled Billy Bunler ove/ and knelf on his fat chest. ** I've been to the .
Head, and I've had my dozen,” !fe said tensely.

and now youm’'re going to take yours !' Bump!
Bunter’s head smote the linoleurn with a dall smite.
: ¢ Eleven more to come ! **

“ I've taken my punishment, !
“Ow !l Yaroooh!' Billy
** That’s the first ol your 3
(See Chapler 3.) i

spectacles were on the chair beeide lis
bed.

Keeping the watch in his podgy hand,
he dived feet foremost um{z the hed-
clothes once more, and the springs
squeaked and creaked alarmingly.

Warm once again, 'the comfortable
Owl was several tinies on the point of
dropping off to sleep, but he roused
himself with an effort of will that was
surprizing in him. Obviously this little
job he had in mind must be of
umportance !

The szecond time he referred to lhe
costly timepiece Billy Bunter found
that it was two or three minutes to
rising-bell. Usually he would not have
been able to tell the time with such
precision without & lot of exhausting
mental arithmetic, but he knew he was
able to rely on 1t now, for the previvus
evenitg he had pub his watch vight by
the school clock.

Billy Bunter therefore began to drag
himself out of bed, and, shuddering s3
the chilly morning air clased vound lus
thinly-clad person, he began to dress.

"]—{allc-, hallo, halla I come the slecpy
voiee of Bab  Cherry,
Who's that

“8B.sh 1" hissed the Owl warningly,
s he struggled inte his jacket.

“That you, porpoise’”

"E-Sh b

“What's the matter with von? Feel
1ll1 7" demanded Bob. now quite awake.

“Really. Cherry——= Can't a {fellow
get up early without—=""

“Yes, but why? TUaually we have fo
drag vou out, Going to. raud some
body's weuly, or break into the tucks
shop ¥

“Whassup ?

“Bome people have no minds abov.
mere food,” replied the Owl haughtily.
“Don't judge me by your own
standards, Cherry. 1 believe in self:
sactifice. I am getting up before -all
vou snoring heastz to serve the ends cf
justice.”

“Eh? What"

“The ends of
Bunter, blinking.

“Oh

Bob Cherry sank back bailled. The
fat and fatwous Owl always had somas
new stunt on, but getting up before his
had to merely to serve the ends of
justice weas a remavrkable one, and Bol

herry was bafed,

The.conversation had aroused two o
three of tho other fellows, and head
began to rise from pillows, and drowq
exclamations of amazerment greeted th
novel sight of William George Bunt-y
up and dressed before all the rest of the
fellows.

“What's up, old fat man? demanded
Squiff, the Australian junior.

““His conscience won't let him sleep,”
suggested Herbert Vernon-Smith.

“(zoing te look for his postal-ordes,™

juskice,"” repeated

-ventured Redwing.

explained

“All wrong, you Ehnﬁe,”
g about Heo-

Cherry. “He said somet
inE from justice—"
lang, clang, clang !

The vising-bell bLroke out suddenly,
and the Removites who had remained
asleep began to stir,

*Here. what's the game?”

“The fat thief—"

“Throw & pillow at him!
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ON THE FILMS AND IN THE * GEM"—* THE SGARLET STREAK!"—

Without & word, Billy Bunter had tip-
toed across the dorm, and was rum-
maging amongst the clothes by the side
of Hazeldene's bed. And, as Hazel
himself awoke, the Owl grabbed the
Eton jacket and retreated with it to the
middle of the room bhetween the rows of
heds befors the owner could do more
than get over his sheepy surprise at
seeing the fat junior standing over him,
already dressed, :

With desperate haste Bunter dived
hiz hand into the inner pocket. He was
anxiously feeling for something, with
one eye on azel, who was now
scrambling out of bed.

“What the thump—"

“Collar him, Hazel !"

Bunter’s hand come out of the ket.
8o did several other things. A bundle
of letters dropped to the floor, followed
by the jacket itself. Bunter had found
what he wanted.

He dropped everything e t the
little object which he held in his fat
hand, and scuttled down the dorm as
Hazel rushed up.

The junior's bare foob kicked out nt
him, but missed. Hazeldeno did not
geomn inclined to follow him up. He was
more concerned with collecting the
bundle of letters from the floor and
stufing them back into his pocket, Iis
face was white and strained. If any of
the other fellows had had time to
obzerve him they would have sensed that
i_m seamed in the grip of some desperate
aar,

But they wereall concerned with the

robber, not the robbed. Their eves were
fixed on William George Bunter, Thea
letters meant nothing to them,

“He, he, he!"' cackled the porpoise.
"I say, vou fellows, look what I'va
found !

He held up & small shining articlo.
It was a silver scarab. Its eyes were
formed of two red stomes—not rubies,
as the Head had jestingly pointed out,
but -paste,

“The charm!"  gasped Harry
Wharton, who was sitting up in {lhe
nearezt bed. " What the——"

“The fat brigand !*

“This proves I alwavs speak the
truth ! gabbled Bunter hurriedly, “1
took it out of Hazel's pocket, You all
zaw me. He had it all the time. I-—
Ow! Leggo! Ow! Er-rugh!"

Hazeldene had come rushing down the
dormitory at ham.  His bunched fist
cracked againat Bunter's jaw, interrupt-
ing the flow of Bunter's accusation.
Hazeldene's eyes wera blazing, Never
had they seen even him in such o
passion.

“¥ou thieving cad! You pick-
pockat !
Amash! Crack!

. Once again his fist flashed out, catch-
ing Bunter on the side of the head even
as he staggered backwards over the bed-
rail. He snatched back the f[at paw
that still gripped the scarab, and
wrenched the 'nl;]-eﬂt away, ignoring ihe
Owl's yelp of anguish as hia arm waa
twisted painfully, A third time his fst
was ralsed to strike. Hazeldene seemed
to be beside himself with fury.

“ Bteady on, Haze] ¥

“Fasy "

Bob Cherry and Wharton arrived o
Bunter's resene abk the same moment.
They flung themsclves between the pair,
ihrl!ﬂiﬂ%‘HHHEIﬂEHE back.

* He—he robbed me!” panted Hazel.
“The—the——"

“Is it true what he said 7" demanded
Wharton, glancing down at the junior's
clenched hand that concealed the scarab,

“What's the game, Hazel 7" exclaimed
Cherry,  ““Is—is that the thing—"
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cand scowled to himself.

“No, it 1s0't! Mind your own busi-
ness ! snapped Hazeldene, He glanced
defiantly from one to the other, breath.
ing hard. His face was white still, sava
for a flaming :pot of red on either
cheek.

“But we all saw it!" pgasped
Wharton,
“Dw! Oh dear! Oh dear!” preoaned

Bunter, the cause of all the trouble.
He  patted his aching jaw tenderly.
Early rising and aiding the cause of
justice were more painful than he had
expected.

“Perhaps you did all see it!" retorted
Hazeldene hotly. “But that doein't
make it your business. ‘I'his charm’s
mine, and vou can think what you like!
And if that bloated thief comes crawl-
E[r'.ﬁ mﬂ“d picking my pocketz again

“Ow! Keep him offi! Don't let him
get at me, Harry, old fellow ™

William George jumped alarmedly as
Hazel made a ‘threatening movement,
%nh‘edk adged behind Harry Wharton's

As for Hazel, . he ourled his lip in
searn and turned his back on the exeited
group at.thé end of the dorm. He
continied down the gangway until he
came to his own bed, where he started
to dress.

“He, ha, ha!” cackled Bunter, com-
ing forth from his safe harbourage.
“That's the way to handle 'em! I say,
you fellows, did you sec how I put the
wind up him? T'll go along and wipe
the fAlcor with him for two pins! Yah!
Whe stole the Head's watch-charm %

“8Shut up, you fat robber!" rowled
Bob Cherry sarcastically, * Hazeldene
might hear you!"

But Hazeldene did not appear to
hear. His face was flushed and red as
he put on his-clothes, and he muttered
None of the
others venturéd to speak to him; they
knew Hazel's passions of old, and on
thiz occasion hia temper was veéry near
the surface. Harry Wharton almost
decided to go straight up fo him and
demand an eoxplanation, to know from
Hazel himself whether Bunter's acousa-
tion was correct, but he refrained. It
would be better to let his anger simmer
down for a while, and approach him
when he was in a better moaod.

But there was a good deal of whis-
pered conversation among the group of
juniors around Wharton—who was still
in  his pyjamas—and many sidelong
glances in Hazeldene's direction.

And as for Hazeldene, his thoughts
wero bitter,

This was the day of the fateful exam
—tho exam that he could so easily win.
The exam that he must win!

Everything had been clear for him:
every obstacle remeved, He had the
answers an his mind, waiting to be
writben down, The fifty pounds was
practically his. Killip had been satis-
fied, and the fatal letter to the Head
had not been sent. He knew that the
man must have spoken the truth when
he had told hiun that, or he would have
been sent for by mow.,

2aon after the scholarship scheme had
entered Hazeldene's mind he had man-
aged to use Mr. Quelch's phone and to
convinee the garage-keeper that he had
already won a scholarship, and had just
been informed of his success. He had
stated that the prize-money would not
be: available immediately, but that
Killip could rely on: receiving
damages during the following week.

A Killip had been satizfied with
that. He was not vindictive; all he
wanted was his money.

his-

Thus far everything had been pro-
itious, And now the fat, nguisitive

unter had barged in! If Hazeldene
should be accused of having the scarab,
it would certainly come ofit that he was
first seen with it near the Head’s studx,
and at a time, moreover, when the studkr
was empty and the exam gquestions
ware lying exposed.

And then good-bye to the Wilmot-
Snell scholarship—to the chance of hid-
ing his being out of bounds in the
diphtheria area of Courtfeld! Good-
bre, in short, to Greyfriars !

It would mean the sack!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hazeldene Hardens His Heari !

i ACUSE me, Hazel ! .

E Hazeldene looked up with

a guilty start as he heard
those words. Harry Wharton

wad regarding him with & rather
worried frown as he pushed his head
round the door of Study Neo. 2, Wharton
had reason for that frown: for, in
addition. to the embarrazsing affair in
the dorm at rising-bell, his eyes had not
failed to notice the furtive movement
Hazeldene had made in thrusting soma
papers out of sight when he had heard
himself addressed from the copen door-
WAaY.

“What do wyou
Hazeldene sulkily.

“Didn't you hear me knock ™ asked
Harry pleasantly. “I thumped on the
door several times, but nobody answered.
I thought that the study was empty, so
I just looked in to make sure, Hope
I'm not disturbing youl”

“Well 1~

Hazeldendé cast a hnrried look at the
blotting-pad under which he had thrast
the papers, and then got up from the
table at which he had been sitting and
stood with hiz back to it. He still
appeared confused, and the vengeful
siulkiness of the morning had not yeb
left him.

It was the hali-hour between break-
fast and morning classes, and Harry
Wharton had taken this opportunity of
sooking [azeldene and sayving what he
had to say.

“I—I thought the study was empty,”
went on Wharton, " especially as most
of the fellows are in the guad, - Buk
I'm glad 1 found you here alone. I
want to have & word with you™

“Well 1"

“It's about this rotten business this
morning, you know., Bunter and that
scarab thing. None of the fellows
believe what that [at :neak said about
vour having—well; stolen it. But you
must admit it jolly well looks like it !

“Does it?"

Hazeldene's eyves glinted, and his fist
clenched involuntarily. .

“Pon't jump to concluzions, Hazel I
urged Wharton, “Heéar what I've got
to say! Bunter has been talking since
thiz morming. He savs deﬁuitﬂ?}' that
he first saw vou with it in the passago
near the Head's study, In fact, he tried
to make out that he zaw you stealing
it, until we forced him to admit that

want 77 demanded

it was & lie, He sticks to the other part,
though: "
“Oh M ;
“¥Yea. We shouldn't believe even

‘that—and we didn't yesterday, when he-
first said it—but the awkweard part is
that he produced it. Several of the:
fellows saw him take it out of your
pocket—Bob Cherry, for instance. Tt's.
guite likely. that he put it in first, of
course, and what we think is—"
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“What vou think doesn't interest
me,” broke in Hazeldene coldly.

lflarry Wharton looked at him fixedly.
Marjorie Hazeldene's' brother . was a
problem at such times as this, Weak
where .temptation was concerned, he
was dnflexible as iron where obstinacy
andieelf-will set him on a captious
copgse. He was. like” that now. = His
brows were contracted in a sulky frown,
und: his lips set doggedly.

“Lrntil vou.deny what DBunter says,
wea shall have to think that it is true—
that somchow you have got hold of the
Head's scarab. We'll assume you've
found it, not stolen it.” .

“You can astume what you like!™

“ Don't obstinate about this,
Hazel 1" pleaded Wharton, *“Won't
vou scttle this affair one way or the
other 11 .

“No!”

“All right, then. I've done my best.
As skipper of this Form, I've asked you
to do tﬁa roper thing, and you've re-
fused. We're going to allow you until
to-morrow at this time to think 1t over.
I{ you won't return the charm to the
Head by then, or prove that Bunter is
lying, well, then—-="

“Then what?" .

“Don't ba-a fool, Hazel! We don't
want to have any unpleasantness in the
Remove! The fellows are talking of
cutting you unless vou do the right
thing. * Think it over! I should hate
to have to go to Dr. Locke and say
that one of the Remove chaps had his
property, but wouldn't give it up.”

“Ja that all youw've got to sayi’
azked Hazeldene,

111 Thatl‘ﬁ E]..I. !!J :

“Then thanks for your interest In a
matter that isn't any of your business,”
rejoined the jumior. “You needn’t
trouble to ask me whether I've changed
my “mind - this ‘time fo-morrow, because
I'm not going -to. Please close the door
when you go out; I've gat some work
to do, and it'll be morning classes in a
minute.”

Harry Wharton was about to make a
hasty reply, but he shut hiz mouth in-
stead and left thé study. And as he
walked down the Remove passage he
was even-more worried than when he
had entered it ] "

As the door closed behind the captain
of the Remove, Hazeldene crossed over
and turned the kev in the lock. He had
imagined it was furned before, and
Wharton's entey when he had been
absorbed in what he was domng had not
added to his composure.

He returned to the table and took
from under the blotting-pad the paners
he had pushed theére out of sight. They
were the crumpled envelopes on which
ho had written down the memovised
XA quéstions. d
copy” them out afresh, in case he might
e seen doing it, apart from the danger
of being found in possession of such a
plainly written document.

Even the scrawled envelo had had
o narrow  escape when ﬁﬁ:ttur had
diagged them out of his pocket on to
the Aoor of the dormitory that morning.
Rut, lnckily, overybody’s attention had
been fixed on the searab, and Hazel had
recovered the envelopes without attract-
ing. attention. :

zoldene, was now goiug over them
for the last time, so ns to make assur-
ance doubly sure,  The exam wonld
begin. at the time of the first morning
classes—a matter  of minutes new—and
he wanted: to have the fateful questions,
together with the answers which he had
already prepaved, perfeet in his memory.

Az he moved hia left hand touched
the-hard lump in his jacket pockst, and

He had not dared to’

hiz thoughts, already disturbed by what
Harry Wharton had said, flew back to
the charm with full force. It had been
worrying him ever since the door had
closed, and it would have been-a pre-
tence to try and study the exam ques-
tions further. ] _ ]
Hazeldene dived his hand in his
pocket, and drew forth the silver scarab,
He gazed at it earnestly, and his lip
guivered tremulously. as he gazed.

That silver scarab was not the Head's

roperty, It belonged to Hazeldene
Eifm;la»i,l'+ Tt had been secretly treasured
and hidden from his schoolfellows ever
sitice he had come to Gregfriars. It was
hiz mother's gift—the last thing she had

iven him before he left her to go fo

is first preparation school, and he had
hoarded it ever since. The sight of it
had comforted him when the pangs of
zeparation were new and hardest to be
borne; it was a link with home, a secret
proof of the sentimental zide of his
nature that few of his chums suspected,

Yet the simple silver charm which
had been a consolation to him so often
in the past was now a .veritable danger.
Ho far as a verbal. description went, 1t
was identical with the one thak Dr.
Locke had lost. MNone of the fellows at
Greyfriars had known he possessed such
a thing, not even the inquisitive Bunter.
And now that that nosey tale-bearcr had
seen him with 1b pear the Head's study,
it wag quite understandable that they
should think the one the doctor had lost
was the one Hazeldene head alwayvs
poszessed, _

It was awkward.. Indeed, it was -Jiz-
astrous that the discovery should have
been made at this time, of all others.
The .possession ¢of it .wns o danger; if
stood between him and expulsion. Any
stray bit of talk about it and him that
should be wafted to the ears of any of
the masters would bring him before the
Head. .

There was no risk’of haing acensed of
stealing it wheu oww D Locke had

—

“You think you're clever, Linley,”
sald Hazeldene with a sneer. **I
suppose you are—Iior a factory-hand.”
Mark Linley advanced a pace, his fisis
clenched and his mouth open to speak.
But even as he did so, Hazeldene's
hand smacked sharply on his cheek.
Linley fell back a pace, astonished and
dismayed. (See Chapfer 8.)

seen it and failed to identify it as his
own, of course; but Hazeldene knew that
it was very nccessary he should kes
out of the limelight just then, at all
costs. The morest whisper of having
been near the Head’s study, and then of
winning the scholarsthup——

No: he must stand by his guns, and go
through with it! :

Hazeldene drew out his wateh, It was
only a few minutes to nine, The exam
would begin then.

He crumpled up the envelopes on
whith he had written the scholarship
questions and laid them in the grate.
Then he struck a mateh and set the
Hame to the paper. Smoke curled up.
followed by httle tongues of fire that
twisted the mass as ther licked around
it. Boon nothimg was left but ashes,
and the junior stirred.them about until
they were reduced to powder.

Then, with one last look, Lie unlocked
the door and emerged into the Remove
passage. 2

Even as he did so the bell for morniigz
classes clanged out, and he made his
way moodily towards the Remove Form-
reow, towards which the rest of Mr
Quelch's pupils were already heading.,

The Remove were on their best be-
haviour that moming. Even Bunter,
the indolent, affected an air of snart-
ness and interest in his stodies. He
made his entry into the room as il it
were Mrs. Mimble's tuckshop itzell. .

The resson was simple—Dr. Locke
himself was in attendance, waiting lo
assnme’ charge of the scholarship cn-
trants and lead them off to a spare clnss
ropm for the purposes of the exam.

Nearly half of the forty or so Re-
mavites had put their names down te
have s shot at the Wilmot-Bnell—=owe

Tue Macxer Lisrany.~No. 049,
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because they thought they stood a chanea
of winning it, and some because they
would hbea da&'ginp; the ordinary Form
work, and be able to return enswors
sufficiently plausible to get them through
without exposing their real motives.

Skinner and Btott were among this
hopeful band, and moest of the fellows
classed Hazeldene with them. There
was not the slightest suspicion that this
was not the case; in fact, Hazel himself
had encouraged this idea.

But he clenched his teeth as he, with
the others, followed the Iead to the
spare class-room. He was going to have
a surpr]sa for then1, he reflected gﬁmly,

The juniors were allotted their places,
and the fateful papers distributed.

Hazeldene glanced at his set lan-
guidly. The guestionms that the others
wera scanning so eagerly were hack-
neyed bo him, He was almost tired of
reading them, and knew them almost
word for word,

The one about the Homan emperor in
the classical section; the one concernin
the Early English poets in Englis
literature ; the otherwise puzeling query
a3 to the location of the Wirral in the
geography  paper—Hazeldens  hardly
gave them a sccond glance.

“¥ou will deal with the wvarious
papers in the order in which they are
numbered,” said Dr. Locke, sweeping hia

lance over the crowd of Removites and
the sprinkling of fellows from the Upper
Fourth who had also entered. “You
will be allowed ten minutes to answer
each guestion, and Wingate——  Ah!
Where is Wingate? Did I not send
somebody for Wingate?

“Ah! Here you are!” he added, as
the door opened and the head prefect
enterad. “Wingate will supervise
generally, and intimate when the time
allowed for each section is up. One
word more, boys. Answer the questions
briefly, and do not put in other and
irrelevant matter to conceal vyour—
ahem !'—ignorance.”

And then, with a nod to Wingate, the
Head rustled ont and the exam began.

“Ready, kids? said Wingate cheer-
fully, looking at his watch. “Then go!*

All heads were hent.

Soon few sounds save the scratching

of pens and the occasional shuffle of a
foot could be heard.

The Wilmot-Snell
under way !

scholarship was

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
The Insult Direct!

i SAY, you fellowa! He, he! Thero
he 13! Let's iackle the rotter!
Let's show him up !

Billy Bunter's fat face was
wearing an expectant grin as he uttered
those wards,

It was the day lollowing tha scholar-
ship exam, a Saturday. Morning school
was over, and the remainder of the day
was o half-holiday.

Harry Wharton & Clo. did not need to
be reminded of the thing that William
Goorge Bunter was {rying to bring to
their notice. In fact, they had been
hoping all the morning to avoid what he
was now urging them to do.

In fact, r?ha Famous Five, together
with Mark Linley and Ogilvy and Her-
bert Vernon-8muth and a few others,
were gathered in s rather serious group

in the guad discussing the problem as

Bunter came up.

“I say, somebody ought to expose
him ! cackled Bunter excitedly. “ What
are we going to do abeout if, you
fellows? If you take my advice——"

Maaner Lierary.—No. 549,

“I'll take the scroff of vour neck in a
minute, you fat frog!” growled Bob
Cherry.

‘“Buzz along, old barrell"

“Run away and play !

“Take o boot if you can't take a
hint!" exclaimed Linley, as he lifted his
foot and helped Bunter on his way.

The fat junior staggercd and over-
badlanced as he tried to dodge, and sat
down with a solid thump.

“Yaroooogh 1"

“Beat ]| Buzz off, before you're slain
grumbled Jﬂl‘l:m_y Bull, J:na.k:ing a feint
of dashing at him.

“¥ah! Bullim! Bullics and cads!”
hooted Bunter, as he picked himself up
and scuttled off. “You wouldn't have
known H-Tl?‘thillg about the benstly scarab
if it hedn't been for me ™

We shouldn't,

*The fat cad's right.
gaid Harry Wharton

worse luck 1"
sombrely.

“I wish we hada't,” chimed in
Nugent. - “Even though the puffed-up
toad fished the charm out Hazel's
pockef, I can hardly believe that Hazel
knew 1t was there, or meant to keep it.”

“I couldn't have believed it, either,™
agreed Wharton. “But you know what
I told you? Hazel himself as good as
admits it. He flatly refuses to return the
thing to the Head. I told him how the
fellows felt about it, and gave him until
this morning to think it owver.”

“"Well, time's up,” said Li

Linlev,

“Yes, but he told me yesterday he
wouldn't change his mind. Teold me to
mind my own business, ™

“That's his peevishness,"” remarked
the Bounder. "“We all know Hazel's
temper. DPerhaps he's cooled down
now.

“Wall, we'll give him his last chance,
anyway,” said Wharton, “Come on,
chaps.”

’Iﬂsg:athef the group of juniors walked
in the direction of the elms,

Hazeldene was still where Bunter had
pointed him out, sitting on one of the
benches beneath the venerable trecs,
alone, and occcupled apparently with
nothing but his gloomy thoughts.

Even though the threat of cutting him
had not been decided on, the tale of the
scarab had gone round the Remove, and
fow fellows had spoken to him since the
Previous morning.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ greeted Bob
Cherry cheerily, as the group arrived.

Hazel turned his bhead slowly and
deliberately surveyed the juniors. He
had hearr.f their approach, but had
lixedly looked the other way, pretending
he was unaware of their intentjon to
speak.

He zat staving at them for a space of
seconds, but neither made reply nor
stood up., The cheeriness disappeared
irom Bob's ruddy face; Hazel’s reception
of his friendly advances was far from
encouraging. In fact, judging by tho
exprassion on his features it was almost
hostile.
the other fellows felt the same, too.

“Hallo, Hazell™ c¢himed in Harry
Wharton, * ¥ou don't seem very bucked
with lifa this morning.™

“Don't I? What's it got to do with
you, anyway?"”

Hazeldene's face Aushed, and his tone

Was ulant. _

“Oh, shut wup, Hazel” broke n
Johnny Bull grufly. “Don’t play the
goat! You're a decent chap when you're
not in the sulks. What's the matter
with vou thesa last few daysi”

“Whe's in the sulks?” demanded
Hazeldene hotly.

He zprang up and placed himszelf im-
mediately in front of Bull, so that their
chests wera almost touching.  Alresdy

Bob I}herr?' felt snubbed, and.
t

his fists were clenched. Obviously, he
was in no peacable mood.
“Of course, you must butt in,
Johnny 1" interposed Wharton, thrust-
ing himself between the two. -
“Johnny is the Bull whe buttfully
charges into the china-shopiulnesy, ™
su%%lesbed Hurreo Singh.
here was a general grin, except-.an
the part of Hazeldene and Bull, and the
tension was relieved for a moment.
“Now don't get wrathy, Hazel!"
Eieadcd Harry. “ You know we're all the
st of friends, and want to keep so.
Jnh:nn? isn’t as taetful as he might be,
but he's right about your being a decent
chap. We merely: want you to be

natural, and do the decent thing. You

know what I mean.”

“ About the scaralb 3"

“Yes. We want to kuow whether
you're ?ﬂmg to return it to the Head.”

“Well, I'm not !

“¥ou know what the consequences
will be ! asked Wharton., ‘*They won't
be Plnnsnm. for you, or me either.
don't want to go to Dr. Locke and tell
him that & Remove chap is concealing
his property, but it's up to me as tho
captain of the Form if you don’t do tho
gengible thing.”

‘“"Thon't be an ass, Hazel I

H'H‘tum 1'.' !!I'

“YWhat's the usze of tho thing to you,
anyway "

A chorus of exhortation dinned into
the Removite's ears. His face, which
had now turned white with the simmer-
ing passion that possessed him, con-
fronted thosoe of the group of fellows
who were all eager that he should do
the right thing. At least, it was tho
right thing in their opinion, not know-
ing the faets, ;

‘here was a tense silence. Hazeldeno
seemmed to be wavering.

It was on the tip of his tongue to tell
them the truth; to reveal the fact tharc
this mare's nest which the fatwous Bun-
ter had fnearthed was putting them on
the wrong track.

But where 8 stronger character would
have come out with the reality, Peter
Hazeldene's weakness and vacillation
overcame him. He realised that he
would have to convince them against
their will; to combat their incredulity,
Hizs lip curled in scorn as his gaze
flitted into the eyes of one after another
of them, and he thought of their
disbelief.

Besides that, too, was & stubborn
pride and an overpowering reluctance
to reveal tho streak of secret senti-
mentality that none of them suspected
in him. He imagined their jeers when
he should say that the scarab was the
gift of his mother years ago, and that
he had treasured it all this time, keep-
ing its very cxistence from even his
nearest pals. :

In that he was wrong. The jeers he
anticipated might well have come from
Skinner or others of his kidney, but
the fellows before him represented the
hest element of the Remove, and his
revelation would certainly have besn
safe with them. RN

No, he would have to stick it out. He
was paying a big dprma for his immunity
from being sacked from Greyiriars—the
good fellowship of his chums, and the
onset of a growing remorse at having
cheated in the scholarship. It was hard
to have to go through such a lot to get
hold of ten pounds; his lip trembled
with the beginnings of =zelf-pity.

Finally, hiz eyes rested on those of
Mark Linley, who hitherto had said
nn-!.hin%. L

Hazeldene's lip curled again. Mark
Linley—the fellow who reckoned to

(Continued on prge 17.)
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WHY DOES SCOTLARD BEAT ENGLAND? SEE THE ANSWER INSIDE ! 13

Flag-Kicks and Penaities

PARS ABOUT FOOTBALL

MEN AND MATTERS.
By The Man in the Street.

WHHH Swansesa Town are playing at home it is the custom

of ‘the spectators to slng “ Land of My Fathers "—or,
in c-LlE,u}r words, this can be regarded as the ** Swans’
song.

Becently ‘o lot of Reading enthusiastz stayed up till one 1:-_'4:1111:1:'

in the morning to cheer the players on their return from an away
vietory. If Ieading win promotlon we tnke it their supporters
will make & whole night of it.

R —

Different people have different ideas as fo the correct pro-
nunctation of the name Vizgard, the Welsh International outside-
left, Holton enlhusiasts sll get over the difficult, however, hy
calling him the “ Wizard.™

Dick Pym, the Bolton Wanderers goalkeeper, i5 a Asherman. But
even thot scarcely justificd o wit in savine, when be was chiosen
¥ plg;‘ki!nr Lngland, that he hod got his pladidce on merit without
any fAuke.

Huarper, the centre-forward of Blackburn Ilovers, savs he has
never gob eo many knocks in his life as be has reeceived this
season. Evidently opponents think that lis noame should be
larder, not Harper.

Ted Taylor. the goalkeeper of Huddersfleld Town and England,
once had thiz remark passed on his play: “ Yoo cull yourzelf a
poplkeeper ! Why, Fou coulda’t keep white mice!™ '

Scotland have beaten Wales by 8= Lhis zeazon, and Wales have
beaten England by 3—1. What chance have the Englishmen to
win thiz week-cnd ¥ '

Thirty-one diferent playérs named Jones: ave appeared in Inter-
national matches for Wales—a family affair, ohviowsly.

A proverb for all forwardes: * "Tis belier to have sliot and
infzsed than never to bhave shot at all.”’

_

Latest news from Liverpool i= to Lhe effect that the Everton
centre-forward. Dean, 18 to open a shop in which to sell all the
things which have been “ given to Dixie.

What is the piny most frequently acted by football teams?—
A Comedy of Errors™ ;

When certain alterations were Leing made at a football gromnd
vepently & set of False Eeeth were dug up. We understond that
up to now eflorts to fod the body of the referes have not been
sippcesslul. '

Tunstall haz registered nearly twenty zoal: from ontside-left for
."-hem]dd Upited this season. The sort of man to have on your
o €.

Liverpool have tried nine different playrer: al inside-right this
soason,  No club can expect to win a lot of matches unless they
veb their “inside right.”

Oswald Park, a young player who recently made his first appear
awce at centre-half, was recommended to the club by their lormer
centre-Torward, Appleyard. It i hoped he will turn out a peach.

L |

narry Wharton's
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I have managed to secure the services of some of the finest
joolball experis in the country ag confributors fo owr new
Supplement,
be sure of getfing the very latest and most exclusive news,
inleresting gossip, and information.—H. Wharten, Ed.

MAGNET vrewders who follow it regularly can

Should Goal Qverage Count ?

F are now within sight of the end of the foolball senson.

Some of the problems of champlonships and relegation

have slready been practically settled. Other big ques-

tions as to homours or * dishonoura ™ may remain unde-

clded until the very last kick of the season. In some of the

big Leagues the clubs are grouped 0. closely together that it

geems likely that goal average will seitle in the end. This, of

course, has happened in the past, and when it has happened there

has usually been a suggestion from one gquarter or another that

such important questions as championships and relegation should

not be settled on goal average when two.clubs fAnish with an equal

number of points. Hence the question—should goal average be
allowed to count?

Let us admit quite frankly that it does seem hard that this
or that club should lose a championship by reason of a goal
average slightly infertor to the ¢lub which gains the bonour. It
is even more tragic when two clubs finish with the same number
of points mear the bottom of the tahle, and one of them has to
descend by reason of a slightly inferior goal average.

MISEED BY A HAIR'S BREADTH.

Two sensons ago there was a terrific struggle for the champion-
ship of the First Division between Huddersfield Town and Cardilf
City—a struggle which depended on the result of the mateches on
the last day ol the season.. Qardlf Clty wers playing at
Birmingham, and il they bhad managed to score from a penalty-kick
they would have won the thampionship. They dido't manage to
score, and the fallure to get just that one goal cost them the
champlonship. Ip that same eeason Derby County missed promo-
tion . by a hair's-breadth. If they had scored six goals in thelr
last match they would bave "gome up ™ instead of Bury; but
they only managed to score fve, and thus had to stay down in
the Second Divislon—beaten in the promotion race by a mere
fraction o a goal. Any club which loses a ‘coveted position by
stich & small margin i3 deserving of all the sympathy which is
invariably extended to them. It is hard linez. The fact that Jt
iz bard Inck to lose honours or to suffer disgrace by & fraction
of & goal does not necessarily mean that there is anything unfalr
in the system which permits this to happen.

GQOING ALL QUT.

After all, it should be remembered that at the start of every
season the footballers know that goal average may count at the
énd if two clubz Anish with #n equal nomber of polnts. With
this knowledge they ought to be induced to go all out in every
game, struggling after a fifth goal even when they are four goals
to the good and winning easily. I guarantee that the players
of every club which has missed something by mere goal average
wonld he able to look hack and remember some game when they
might have tried a bit harder to win by a bigger margin. Thus
I think that the fact that theze big problems may be decided on
goal avernge has a tendency to improve the football from the
spectators’ point of view, as it still gives the players something
to strive after even in a mateh which Is well and safely won.

SCOTLAND IN LINE WITH ENGQLAND.

Another point abont counting goal average when clubs are equal
on points is that the system is exaectly the same for all com-
petitors. Therefore, there can't be any real grumble coming on
the ground of favouring one side at the expense of another.

Instead of altering the system now In vogue, there are indica.
tions that it iz meeting with gredter favour than ever. For many
years there was s rule to the effect that if two clubs in the
Bcottish League finished In the topmost positions, witli the same
number of points, a deciding game had to be played before the
championship was awarded. Now, however, Scotland liaz come in
ling with England, and goal average decides north of the Border

a5 well as south of it.

Tne Macxer Lisrany.—No. 949,
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HERE are plenty of managers of
football cjubs who will tell you that
therd i3 always one fellow to beat
the good littla 'un, and that fallow

Ia the good big "um. There may be some-
thing In this geperally accepted idea, but
there iz plenty of evidence to prove that
when these managers find the good players
they don't reject them because they “are
little., Indeed, there are [ew things more
gtriking in big foothall than the contrasts
which are provided on the fleld. Giants and
plgmies stroggle for possessiom of the ball,
mnd the big man does not always have
thinga his own way. Now let ns look at
the contrasts. The tallest man in big foot-
Lall st the moment iz Albert Iremonger, the
gonlkecper of Notts County, who stands
ilx_feet five inches. He says that his only
trouble In being a footballer ia that when
they are travelling he fAnds it extremely
difticult to gel & bed which will it him."
In spite of his many inches, Tremonger etill
manages to get down to the low shots, and,
of course, the high ones are easy, seeimg
that he can touch the bar without the neces-
sity of stiretching his arms to the [fuoll
length., It might be considered ahsolutely
eszential that a gdalkeeper should he fairly
tall, but there have been little fellows who
have “kept'™ most efciently. ‘Teddy
Davison, of Shefleld Wednesday, for in-
stanee, i3 about o foot less than Jremonger,
while such famous goalkeepers as Jack Mew,
Diok Pym; and Fred Hioton are less than
the. average height.

If there iz one position more. than another
where Inches would seem to be of real value
It f& at centre-half, becanse ta this player
the ball comes throngh the alr 8o often.
Harry Thoms, of Derby County., rums to
gix fTeet three, and there are plenty of other
big men in the middle of the Aeld—Gomm,
of Millwall, Haslam, of Manchester United,
and * Long John '™ HIill, of DBurnley. Al
these fellows go beyond the six-foot mark,
and I always feel sorry for the poor centre-

LT ¥

MTERNATONAL
SWAPSHATS

HE record attendance for any foot-

ball mateh, except for the Cup

Final at Wembley in 1923, was at

the Imternational ot Hompden Park

on March 23rd, 1012, It was estimated that

127,807 spectators wera present that day.

The gate receipts amopnted to £5197 15,

stands and enclosures £1,600, moking a total
of £6,597 15s.

Here i3 ‘Fngland's complete International
record from 1019 to March, 1920:

Gonls
F.W. L. . F. A. Pia.
‘v. Beotland 4 1 858 2 B 13 1
v. Walea ... T % 4 ¥ 4 10 o
¥%. Ireland 7 % 1 3 10 § @
Total 2040 7 1 24 B2 10

e

Anglo-Scots were Hret brought Into Scottish
tenmus io 1886,

Jaohm I

polds  played for both England

and Ireland, and Bob Evans for England and.

Wales. Evans had playved ten games for
Wales before it was discdvered that he had
a birth quaolification for England, and he
jMayed for England in all "thred games In
geason 1910-11.

_When the first game was played between

England and Scotland, England had ' nearly

100 clubs ‘playing Association foothall; Séot-

land biad 10; so that the goalless draw was

;hn;r:ldltnhta perlormance on the part of the
stle.

Tee Maawer Lipsany.—No, 049,
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The Extremes in

Football prove that

size doesn’t really
maftter.

forward of the stature of Callacher, say,
who has to stand by and watch when his
lengthy opponent takes the ball on his head.

However, as all good [ootballers koow, the
game should be played on the ground, and
not in the air. There are even some foot-
ballers, however, who mansge to geb the
ball when it is in the alr, though they are
stwaller than their opponents. Alec Lindsay,
the Tottenham Hotspor Inside-right, In qguita
g little fellow, but he has such a terrific
lvmp, and at times he springs so well, that
1 have often seen him get the ball on bis head
when opposed to some opponent who could
give him eseveral inches,

Mention of tha Spura reminda me that for
yeara they have had on their books the
smallest player who has ever got into Arst-
class [football. I refer, of course, to
“ Fanny " Walden, who was only five feet
two In hizs stocking feet. He has oftan
told me how hizs parents lauoghed at him
when he expressed Lis intention of becoming
a professional footballer, but he triumphed
over his diffieulties to spch an extent that
he played for England against Scotland.

Tn thesa days Fanny Walden has many
midget rivals in the outside-right position,
Therd Is, for instance,” Joshua Willlame, the
bop-o"-my-Lthumb outzide.right of Stoke City,
while Crawford, who plays In the same pozl-
tion for Chelsea, can only glve Walden about
hall an inch.

Although XNature has bandicapped theac
 little fellows in one way., she has thrown
out compensations in another, for It & nn-
doubtedly true that the midgets generally
geem to be endowed with more cunning,
and are guicker of movement than the big
fellows: alzo, it iz wvery difficolt for the
big fellows to charge the little ones Fairly
owing to the difeulty of getting their
shoplders down properly. Thus the *long
and short of it is " that no young player
should consider thet be is roled out of hi%
[ootball because he hosn't eprouted to glan

proportione.

Quaint and Curious
Facts about the

Biggest Matches of All

The first game between England and Seob-
land was unique in one respect—it s the
ooly one In which hoth sides failed to score.
Nine gonls have been registered on five
pecasions sioce theo.

England first played three hall-backs In
the International miatch of 1885, Scotland
adopted thizs formation in 1887,

England holds the record for high scoring
in - Internationnl matches, Ireland being
beuten by them 130 at DBellust in 1932,
Wales" tallest rcore wae 11—0, also. against
Ireland. Bcotland’s best is 11—0, also
pgalnst the Irishmen, but it left nothing
like the feeling of satisfaction engendered
I:E;‘ the seven registered against England io
1578,

Steve Bloomer scored 28 goal: in Inter-
nationsl matehes—=a record that will take
some beating.

W. Meredith has 51 caps to hiz eredit; 13
[of these were against --Beotland, and- 20
against England.

————

During the course of the 1992 mateh
betwedn England - and Scotland at Ibrox
Park,” Glasgow, one of the stands on the
ground, collapsed, causing the death of 25
persons. Twenty-four others were very dan.
erously Injured, while 403 received minor

Bjuries,

- geveral elubs when the odds

Indesd, the

&E‘Itﬂgl:n inHtJm i i
P ve Man- -
chester  United EA.SM fﬂ!l

Cil el | a place
in the * spot-light,” and t
this season they have done es é

it again in the Cup com-
uetl!tﬁﬂn, knocking  out BY " PAlL
soemed dead against them, (Our Travelling "
There are people who

can remember when fhe chub was more notorions thanpee
famous, They started at a place ealled Nevton Heath
which Is really & part of Manchester, but in thase hm,;k
ago days thera was not much enthusiasm for the gort o ﬁ
football which was played by the members of the team,,

he story goea that the wages of th: playvers n] T
those timics were calculated according to the receipta abiha
the tumstiles, and one playeriall
of the past & sald to havedrs
looked round on going on ol
the Aeld and ther snddenkyio
walked back to the -:In?.-iainp‘gm
room, with this remark: *'Ih

don't supposs the * gata " fo-day b
:w:mld amount hf;:- murﬁ f'hmiﬁm
wopence per player, an am il
not playing on this piteh forime
ninety minutes for twopence,'

Later the club moved w&ﬂ
Clayton, and you may take it I
from me that when tho searchk-
light was put on the Claylh <z
pitch woir found ont Why 1ew
Fo28 was called Clayton, Thera he
: i Pk may have been wores grounds s

y : in the country, bul the oldest par
J. W. BPENCE. football follower I kunow has ba
never been on ona which wasin
worse than the old ground at Clayton, One day at Clay fon Hil
~years ago, of course—when the players came down to the e
ground for training, they found tﬁ-_-ir billiards table beiog| ]
carrled away by the bailiffs, and-the club was literally ineon
the bankruptey court, But stout hearts survived, Half™n
A dozen stalwart enthoslasts put thele eash into o pool, ke
started the club agaln, and reonmed 16 Menchester Vndted, ot
and to-day we lnd at Old Trafford one of
the most up-to-date grounds in the country,
and one of the most prosperous clubs play-
ing thercon, Thers is accommaodation for
70,000 people at Old Trafford, and this week-
end the biggest International mateh of the
sepson will laved on the ground-—thot
between England and Scotland,

The players of to-day don't get pald ac-
cording to the receipts, as 8mith, the ;'Iﬂl.um
Inside- -:H'? fold me with some regret in his
voice, If they did get so pald u-:‘i.' woulkd .
soon be retiving, for they have |} 40, (0
on the ground thizs season for a mid-week

Cup-tie,

Putting the searchiight on these ** United ™
players, in decd as well as in word, you
find some of the most Interesting person-

alitles in  football. That being =0, it s
appropriate thoat they should possesa per-
haps the most dominating personality in o
the game to-day. 1 refer to thelr captain, F. MaN
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WHAT BIRMINCHAM'S FOOTER CROUND LOWK




OR NEXT WEEK, CHUMS! IT'S THE GOODS!

Frank Barson, I wonldn't
go a0 far as to sav that
tha cap which ATROn
ummllhwmm goed wirll
with gold tooth, but
Frank o't the sort of
fellow who cares what
]I.mniijle think, and when

told him that tho cap
dldn't go with his perfect
guit, he asked me If T ex-
than pected him to bé a Bean Brummeil “ all over,”” You ¢an't

*All. PRY.
ing. | ‘asrrespondent. )}

sath wateh o mateh in which Frank Barson appears without
oy ng that he is one of Soccer’s giants in the thinking
rt of Zparboent, He served his football apprentlceship in a
oL, | school at Barmsley.

s In! The Arsenal have a manager named Chapman, and so
3 atibeve Manchester United. The Manchester * boss ™ s
nyvermlled John, and jost an the
have Arenal Chapman is the highest
i toigald manager In foothall to-day,
enlyiw his namesake at Manchester
sing-twas the first manager o get
*Iiv four-fgure salary. Ho has
-flay made some astute bargains, this
ﬂamimmnﬂr, though, even though
| amibls lHking for Clapton Orient
 forimen canged Rennox ta tell me
e, it at one tme 0ld Trafford
| tomemed like 4 snburh of Homerton,
¢ 6] Frank Moann ought fo ho at
urek-Manchester, obvionsly, Hé went
v wEmme from Huddersfield as a
y wprward, " but [ got so bald,”
here he eaid, '"that they thought 1
vde sms too old to play Im that de-
[l esk rtﬂ'lmi:II g T went to half-
hns ﬂuh."‘ “And he's o great Mann
wasin that position,” said Charlle
vion Hikditeh, the Jong "wn, who had overheard our econ-
o b werantlon,
reing! Manchester officials never object to their players having
Iy ingnme business outside football, Frank Barson can play

Halt™ mine host " most eficient!$, and Jack Mew. the  goal-

?wl,_iﬁtﬁcr with thoe funniest legs
it e, o

ou ever saw, i3 in o Eports
tters’ busineas with Cecil Parkin, the Lancashire
bowler, - Parkin himself reckons to bo a bit
of a goalkeeper. [ con tell you that the
buyers at the Parkin-Mow shop never lack
i bit of fun, for Mew jJust bubbles over with
life and wit.

Mew showed me his prondest  foothall
naepssion=—a medel which e had made when
e first played for England,  In the ondinary

way he wonld have recelved six pounds, but
he asked the F. A, to give him a medal instead.
*There I8 one other thing about that Inter-
national match which pleased me as much
the medal,’” said Mew, * That js, it was
played at- my native Sunderland, and my
f.:l.ll;er and mother were there to see the
game,” No opponent ever fell fn the eourse
of o game withowt Mew dashing uwp to seo
what was the matter—he has the soft heart
of tho real sportsman, He has also o hard
hemd, which doesn™s scem 0 mind belog
kicked., I reminded him whan I was at
Old Trafford that on Lhe previons BEaturday

he had nearly been
h dash-
Ing ont. * Well, you
have to do IE, wou

AU WV TV illed thiro

LS LIKE FROM ABOVE !

know,” was all Mew
gaid.

Manchestor United
nre always ready fo
iry expoerimenta
MePherson, who
pow leads the for-
wards, was secured
as 8 wing man, snd
Joseph Waters
Spence, who i now
A wing man, used to
e & contre-forwnnd,

Spence has up in
his honie o frmmed
copy of a telegram.

It was sent from
his junior club at
Beotawood whaen
he first appeared
for Manchester

" United, and It reads;
“Playup! Best
wishes from Beots-
wood.”  Bpence has

.u:p L] E:Fl.'l'

A stalwart of the
defence s Jack
i‘iiimcl:, m mmu:
T, B
beloved of tHa
miusie =hall . eome-
dians—"Wigan  But
thers I8 - nothing  of
the comedian n t
Blleoek's play —he
Is very M.

Yeprodced by permission of Aderofilor Lid.

DAVID MORRIS,
Captals of Bcotland agalnat
Esgland Iait seascm,

T In agtruism that the onlooker secs most
of the game, and behind that general
statement mnst be found my excuse for
writing of football tactits in general.

To a very large extent the goalkeeper Is in the
position of the onlooker. Of course ha has his
work to do at times, and It i not part of my
husinesa here to suggest that the man be:gw:en
the sticks has a * money for nothing ™ job.
All the same, the goalkeeper |2 to soma degree
an onlooker. He must watch, of necessity, the
me being ?‘Il‘l.}‘l‘.‘d before him, and Inevitabl
rma-general opinfons as to the schemes whie
ﬂnumli:,r bring him the bigmest bundle of trouble.

here for a few minutes I should like to talk,

about football from what I ecall the Inter-
national pofnt -of view, and. especially - the
difference between Scottish and English ideas,

THE TWO BlQ COUNTRIES.

After all, when you come to think of it, in
disenssing the difference between English and
Reottish ideas you are really dlacuﬂlnf the
differenmecs between ‘Tootball az found in all
the blg Leagues of England and Scbtiand, for
though it is true that Ireland and Wales take
part in the Internationai ehiamplonship, most
of the players who a in those matehes
have had experlience with English or SBeottish
elnba, and to thia extent subscribe to the
Bocottish or English ideas.

A BTUBBORN FAOT.

From thme to time we are told, In no un-
certain language, that English football is far
too fast for the players of Scotland in par-
thewlar. ‘That s true, but when it s hinted
that in mmmuence Heottish plavers are useless
to English sldes, then I suggest. that the idea
won't hold water, 1If Beottlsh football, ns
sompared with English, I8 8o slow as to be

waeleas  for mateh-winning m&;&

perhaps vou ean tell me how it
g often beata Englamd In International con-
teats, On the lnst oceaslon on which these
eountries met Seotland beat England by two
goals to none, and the result, according to the
unanimous view of the men who toeck part in
that game, did no more than bare justice to
the winning shde.

THE ALL-BCOTTISH BIDE.

That particular result cannot eéven be ex-
ensed on the ground that Seotland toumphed
“hy the uee of players who had been timed np
In England to the Englizh pace., As a matier
of fact there was, in that Iast victorlous
Seottleh side, only one player with any actual
expericnee of football in Englind, and this

slaver was MeMullan, who had o spell with
abdstone United, which clob can
searcely be described as typleal
of English foothall, So the Scota
won by Scottish met and
demonstrated what wo
accept for all time as a
that the nerits of oo (]
should not be judged solely by the
gpeed at which they can travel,

ON THE WRONG
FOUNDATION.

I am not going to say one little
word against the valoe of paee in
tha foothaller. If a man can do
wonderful work with the ball at a
faster pace than his opponents can
‘do the same work, then It follows
that he will have an additional
value. But, having played in
both countries, It has oﬂm struck
me that English playérs, or their
trainers, or managers, or somebody, has the
root principlé wrong, The play of the English
foothaller Is built around pace.
largely the slaves of specd’ stead
| speed serve their more subtle purposes. - To
‘put the matler in one it seems to

that ball purswit Instead of ball control Is
at the base of English football, I am not

Y Why Scotland

By J. EWART,

A SN e— i

8 J. WADEWORTH,

aof England nik
%nl ll:t II:I-I'::i

the famous Scottish International Goalkeeper of Airdrieonians, who says that
the difference between the two countries lies in the way the lads are taught.

eritlel the ‘Idea of England In genemal,
heranse I Enow that English players give their
managers and what they ask

L1 E |
for. But what I do want to inzist upon Is that
you have not necessarily created the most
effective footballers merely becausze yon have
furned ont the fastest and the fittest set of

e,
THE REAL TEST.

Sometimes I think we are apt to Indulge In

a certain amount of confused thinking on this
matter of speed in football. We see the ball
ﬂiﬁaduhﬂrﬂ aa It ean be banged n full-
of the one side, and we see the forwards

of that side race after It helter-skeltar, T8
they get to the ball, however, it s banged back
E‘.‘: an nlil full-back, and there is a helter-
elter In the other direction. We describe
this sort of thing as fast football. I submit,
my friends, that it 13 nothing of the sart. 16
I be fast running, bt befors you can have
r:;grfu-utbnil you must have the ball retalned
in the posaession of the men who are making
the pace. I have scen Scottlsh forwards in
HiAnY & # gama transfer the play from
one and of the field to the other at as fast &
pace a3 it has ever been transferred in Englizh
play, But it has been done by gqulek forward
passes @ from man o man, Ishe*re:l:f move-
ment taking the ball definitely in the direction
of the other ER:I. Moreover, these short,
sharp transfers have had the effect of getting
the defenders Into o more or less hopeless

FASTER THAN EVER.

g In I!]HE or d“rr?n 4:!11::_};H I ]:.m-:“ind with %n lish
votballers during prs BERBON ve
heard It sald that the game in England s faster
than it has been belore, wunc?mut on the
alteration of the offelde mmie. If this is true,
then all I have got to say is that the nerwimcc
must indeed be . But frankly I fall
to =ee how it can real foothall if TETE
who are playing the game at this break-neck
pace have not been taught, first and foremost,
art of ball eontrol, 1 do not eare how fast
can go down the wing. The important
{=—or shoult be—how fast can he
1 the ball under control 7 Obviously, if
't the ball under contrel, 1 don't see how
his speed §s golng to be of real service to the
gide, because he can neither eentre accurately
nor ghoot with any degree of subtlety.

SUBTLETY OF THE 8COT.

And the last sentence brings me to another
is & personal one, IDardng my
pareer I have found it easier to size up the
mtentions of the av L]
than the average Scot forwards, becanss
the former i3 so apt to shoot,
stralght and true, while on the
T N T e, 18
COIm control, Ia
much more subtle and suceeeds In
hiz intentions much
more completely.

WHAT MANAGERS
Reall of ot 3t all- comes
eally, of oo all <o
T e g s
; uty -
baller, aa It is taught by the
trainer, is to ba able to control
the ball. In Engla hﬂl}p i

ncd the
thia all Tuwa:nd to
ia . ol -
ba asked ; tmiﬂ::}nmathn-dn
nre how i 1t t managers

elubs travel to Scotland
for ready-made players ¥

il

Eﬂ_‘
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HARRY WHARTON'S FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT!

The MAN
CAMIEZEY

The football life story of Tom Meloally, who is
helping the Scottish Celts to make club history.

By “REFEREE.”

IERE are three clubs In Glasgow
whose history of success will wie
with any other clubs in the footbhall

and these thres claba
are Celtic, Rangers, and Queen’s Park. The
jatter, az amateurs, have seen thelr day,
however, and the battle for supremacy DoOw
lica hetween the two -professional organisa-
tions, with Celtic so far easy leaders. It ia
no purpose of mine to delve into Celtic's
history in this article, but, as & !:-rt:hmmar:r.
1 would like to draw your attention to their
record since 1000-20.
This is it:

firmarment,

010-20. —Runnersup  League Championship.
”DRea.u:hed Fourth Round Scottish Cap.
 Won Glasgow Cup and Charity Cup.
1990-21, —Ruonners-up  League {:Immpu;rm'hip.
Fourth FRound Beottlsh Cup. Winners
(lasgow Cup and Charity Cup.

1001292 — Winnera of League Championship.
Renched Third Round of Scottish Cup.
Runners.up (lasgow Cup.

1022.28.—Third in League Championghip.
Winners Scottish Cup. Runners-up
Glasgow Cup.

107924, —Third  in  Leagune Champlonship.

demi-Final Scottish Cup. Won Glasgow
Cup and Charity Cup.

1994.25,—Fourth In ‘League Championehip.
Won Scottish Cup. Eunners-up Glasgow
Cup.

T want vou to examine the League record
etpecially, for League results are the only
imethod by which you can judge the com-
sistency of a team. Yoo will see in this
respect that the last three seasons have
been Celtics rottenest, which means that
ilieir standard has not been as high as
heretofore.  And that iz true. During the
lust three seasons the old sting, so character-
istic of ihe Parhead heroes, has gone, and
only with this season has returned again.
I am not one of thoge who maintain that
one man will make & team, but I would
rertainly like to volce the opinion that the
(elt's record of non-success in the League
guring thosa three “dufi ” perinds was
lnrpely becaunse Mcelnally wasz absent.

Bon't pooh-hoo that! The record speaks
for itself. In the three seasons prior to
102225 Tom was centre-forward of the Celtic
club, and seored most by far of their goals.
In the next three seasons they bave had to
to epntent with two third and ome fourth
position. This season, now that Tom is with
them again, they are running strongly for
the Champlonship and the Cup, and have
already played in the Final of the Glasgow
C'up. The comparison, thercfore, is elogquent.
I' don't say that Tom was entirely respon.
sible for the Celt's success, but I do say
that he was, in a large part, responsible
for lt.

Apd now to his history. Tom [z a member
of a footballing family who first saw the
light in Glasgow, and in which town he
doveloped his football. It was as o centre-
frrward i the ranks of the junior elub of
St.  Anthony's that be H#irst came into
prominence, and from that cluh William
Maley, the astute manager of the Celtic,
seepred Dis tronsfer in 1510.20.  As a centre,
then, Tom jolned the famous Glazgow com-
hination, and as a céntre ha soon began
{n make & name for himself. Indeed, it is
almost certaim, had. it not been for the
conelstent brilliancy of Andy Wilson—who
at that time was Seotland's first cholee for
the centre-forward's berth—that he would
have earned hkis cap. )

And g0, improving and Improving. Tem

Tue MacxeT LiBrary.—No. 348,

WHO
RACK!

won his spurs with Glasgow’s
famous Leaguers until, during
the season of 1921-22, came his
unfortynate severance, which,
having its inception in a bar-
racking in¢ident, finally resolved
itzelf into a guestion of terms.
Failing to obtain satisfaction
from his old club, Tom asked
to be put on the trapsier list,

You who remember the inei-
dent will also remember the
throng of cager managers wha
testiflied themselves anxious Lo
negotiate for this young player’s
signature, A etk of them would
take up & considerable amount
of the space at my disposzal,
g0 I do not propose fo worry
yon with them here. Sufice itets say
thnt, after a great deal of correspond-
ence and telephone talk, Tom did not
go to an English eclub as was antiel-
pated, nor did he go to the Scottish junior
club of Arthurlle which was also antiel-
pated. No. The following season—that of
1982 24—saw him in the colours of Third
Lanark, the sum of £3,000, It was reputed,
having been paid by that club as the amount
of his transfer.

And so with Third Lanark Tom réemained.
Tuough satished, however, hiz heart was
with hiz old’ elub, and so it I3 not surprising
to find him re-signing for Celtic during last
close season.  His value to the club, as T
have Indicated, Iz ipestimable, and a8 an
inside-left, e has no serions rival in Beot-
land. Those who saw hiz display in Scot-

{ land's match against Wales last Febroary

are all unanimous in agreeing that Seotland
has found a new forward whose dash, enter-
prise, and superb skill should help keep the
country at the top of the International
table, and help the Celtle to wrest further
laurels from the wreath of football fame.

Off the fleld Tom is just the sort of chap
you would imagine' him to be—a thorough
sportsman o every sense of the word, with
an ever-ready smile and an immediate atten-
tion to anything you might have to say. At
Celtic Park, management, players, and spec.
tators alike love Tom. Ti is quite safe to
gay, indeed, that the Scottich team of all
the talents has no more popular man on ifs
books.

LIGHTNING SKETCHES OF
FOOTER CELEBRITIES.
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i
JOHN ELKES, the inside forward of
the 'Spurs, as sean by hia colleague,
Jimmy Saed.

SIS

OUR QUERY
CORNER.
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L. Davey (Stepney).—The time of play In
a [ootball match can only be extended to
permit of & penalty-kick being fuken. Apark
from this, if the full ninety minutes have
been played—allowing for stoppages—the
referee is correct in blowing for time, even
il the ball is travelling from the foot of
a player towarde the net. Consequently, the
referea was right in nobt allowing the goal
in the Millwall mateh yon mention. Time
was up, and the whistle had gone; buf ib
was hard lines, of courze.

UL
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. F. Davis {West Bromwich).—=It doez not
say in the rules that play shall be com-
tinued until the ball goes out after a player
has been injured. IE is left to the discretion
of referees as to whether the injory is
sufficiently serious to warrant an immediate
stoppage. In the Lefecster match you men-
tion the referee evidently considered this
to ba the case. Once he had blown the
whistle for a stoppage he could notb allow
a goal to count.

. Jones (Manchester)—In the old days
there wera many Cupties in which the win-
ning side seored more than eleven goals, but
there hoave nob been any since $he War in
which the foftal of fMteen, registered by
Manchester City and Crystal Poalace in lheir
mabteh this geason, bas been equalled,

R. Hedley (Sunderland).—Il a player
taking o penalty-kick sends the ball apgainst
the upright or the crossbar, and then pecores
from the rebound, the goal wonld nobt be
allowed, but a free-kick given agninst the
man for playing the ball twice without suy
other player having touched ift.

James Logan {Leeds)—It 1a not permizsible
for players to remove the flag when takiog
g corner-kick. As a matter of fact, most
richt-wing men fake corper-kicks with their
left foot, and left wingers wuse the right

fook. Those who take corners in this way
don't ind the flag o nulsanec.

———

F. PBradshaw (Swansea)—No club i3
allowed to give players a rest from a League
matbch in ordet that they may be kept [resh
for ao important Cuptie. Clubs are ex-
pected to play top strength in every Leapgue
encounter; and a couple of years agoe New-
castle United were Aned £750 becanse they
failed to observe this regulation -just prior
to the Cup Final.

8. Sanderson (Bheffleld).—You are quite
right. 8o far asz it is possible to ascerinin,
the oldest Association football club was at
Sheffield, founded in 1855.

™ Royalty ¥ (Sunderland).—His Majesty
King George has been prescnt at more than
one Cup Final, and he has attended one
League mateh in the provinees—between
Manchester City and Liverpool in 1820,

1 P

Alfred MePhersom o {(Glasgow)—There s
nothing in the roles to say how a team
zshinll be made wup. All that the book says
is that there shall be eleven players on
each side; but no side need have a goal-
keeper il they don't want one.

“Aagnetic *  (Dunfermline). — Strictly
speaking, it is ogainst the rules for a
goalkeeper to swing on the crosshar as the
ball is passing over, bot 1t is very often
done, and [ have never yet seen a releree
menalise the offender.
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carry all before him at Form-work, No
doubt he thought he was the winner
glready !

“Play the game, Hazel!” said Linley,
secing ihat the athoer was regarding hing.
“Don't let the Remove down!"

“I suppose you think you're going to
keep it uwp?”" retorted Hazeldene, with
a sneer.  “You think you're going to
make a good impression by winning the
scholarship?™

MT don’t know about that,” replied
Linley quietly. “We'll wait and seo.”

“You think you're clever, don't
you?" flung back Hazeldene again.
“Cleverer than all the rest of us? I
suppose you are—for a factory-hand '

1t was the insult direct. The fellows
gasped; it had been o utterly unpro-
voked. Even Mark Linley himself did
not know what to think for a second.
He advanced a pace, with his fist
clenched and his mouth open to speak.

Crack!

Hazeldene’s hand smacked sharply on
his cheok; a back-handed blow.

Linley fell back a pace, astonished and
dismayed. The fellows crowded around
and between them. There was a jabber
of excited talk, Hazeldene, thrust back
by Wharton, Inky, and Nugent, panted
and glared at the unoffending Removite,
Many eyes were directed at the windows
overlooking the spot, in case any master
might have happened to netice what was
taking place, and infervene.

Hazeldene's  temper had  suddenly
boiled over. The mere sight of the im-
peccable Linley, with lis scholarship
attainments, Jm!:i been o nameless aopu-
sation against him. He hated Linley just
then just as a poor man hates the begpar
who demands money of him that he
cennot afford to give. The beggar re-
mineds him that he 1= poor, and Mark
Linley reminded Hazeldene that he was
a cheat. Hazel's conscience demanded
that Linley should be made to suffer as
Hazel himself was sulfering.

The clamour suddenly ceased. Linley
was speaking, His tone was quiet and
controlled.

“I'm not going to stand that,” he
said. *“Yon szaw what happened? I
didn't start it."

*No, you dida't!™

“Hazel's mad!™

“Deserves all he gebs!”

“Bpiteful rotter!”

Sympathy was all on Linley's side,
Haz.e'[c}eua stood glaring around; defiant
and tight-lipped.

Harry Wharton throst himself into the
eentre of the group and cleared a space.
The two antagonists found themselves
face to face again.

“You two'll have to =ettle it pro-
perly,” he said. “A proper fight!”

" Both Hazel and Linley nodded, and
glanced at each other grimly.

“ Lucky it's Saturday; they can get it
over and done with to-day,”™ put in the
Bounder dryly.

What about the footer®”

“Directly aflter dinner,
footer starts.”

“In the space behind the chapel.”

There was a chorus of approval to
theso suggestions.

Wharton glanced from one to the
other of the combatants, There would

before the
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be plenty of time for the scrap before
the matches began.

“ Agreeable ¥ he said.

They both nodded.

“Right! You'll have to have seconds.
Evergﬁling in order, you know, Who'll
be second for Linley #"

Half a dozen signified their willing-
ness, W harton chose the nesrest.

* All right, Johnny. You for Linley:”

“Good old Markio!” grinned Bull,
clapping his principal on the shoulder.

“MNow, who for Hazel®"”

There was not the same enthusiasm
this time. The juniors eyed Hazeldeno
with reluctance. Finally Vernon-Smath
spoke up, and Wharton allotted him to
Hazeldene,

“Wea'll have to have a timekeeper and
referce, and all that,” zaid Wharton,
“PBut that can be settled later. 1'll
tako on the job, if necessary, or you
can, Bob.”

Bob Cherry grunted his agreement.

“ All right, then, fellows!™ said Whar-
ton, “ After dinner, in the space behind
the chapel. Now break away; we're
beginning to attract attention.”

The original little group was now
swelled by the addition of fully a dozen
other juniors, some from other Forms.
Many of the fellows in the gquad had
noticed the group congregated about the
two. They had sensed a fight, and had
closed In. The outskirts of the little
crowd was now noisy with questions,
above which the excited cackle of Dunter
could be heard,

But, luckily, the dinner bell rang
Just t}rmn and the whaele assembly broke
up. Mark Linley walked off surrounded
by a knot of sympathisers, but Hazel-
dene shook off the few who would have
spoken to him and stalked away, glum
and alone.

Already he had repented of his rash
action, but his tetaper was still bubbling
and seething within him,

After dinner, in the space behind the
chupel !

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Proper Scrap !

i IME!™
I “Go it, Linley !
i Smash him, Markie !

“Go 1t, Hazel I

The voice of the Bounder raised itself
ebove the clamour. As a sccond, he was
loyally backing his principal, but his
was a?mnst. the only encouragement that
Hazeldone received. It was clear where
the fellows' sympathy lay, and the few
who called his name at all did it with
the purpose of egging the combatants
on; or, in the cases of [ellows liko
Bkinner and Snoop, because they did
not favour such a straight and industri-
ous chap as Linley.

But the flighters necded no urging.
They were most anxious of all to come
to blows.

Vernon-Smith, on one side of the ir-
regular, cleared space, and Johnny Iull
on the other, slipped back when theic
men advanced into the ring, and prossed
Lackwards apainst the surging crowd
behind. Nobody else had claimed tho
job of referce. and Wharton was under-
taking that duty. DBob Cherry stood
with a watch in his hand, and it was
his stenforian voice that had announced
time.

1t was a well-organised affair.  The
grassy space behind the School chapel
had been the scene of many lighis in
the past, but none could have excelled
thiz 1n interest, and in the intensity and
numbers of the onlockers.

The news had flown all yround the
school almnst before dinner bepan, and
the tables had fairly buzzed with whis-
prered discussion of the comming conflict.

“Pile into him, Linley !

“"Give him beans !'

Suddenly the shouting stopped.
pair had met,

Smack !

Thump!

A swilt right. from Mark Linley: &
siart parry by Hazel, and a flashing
body-blow in return, that landed on
Linley's chest audibly.

The spectators let go their breath.
The fighters drew apart, circling round,
watching for an opening.

They had peecled off their jackets, and
waisteoats, and braces. Round theirc
tronsers’ waists they wore gym. belts,
which cach had brought along, and they
had also provided themselves with
rubber shoes, in place of the bools which
their seconds were holding, as well as
their other garments.

Linley seemed to bave the advantage,
<o far as physical stature was concerned.
He was three inches taller than his
opponent, and pounds heavier, Not only
was his reach longer, but his avmsz had
served o stern apprenticeship in work-
shop and factory before his scholarship
had Lrought him to Greyfriars, and he
was tough, and knew how to endure
pumshment. :

But Hazeldene was no fool. e know
anough about boxing to realise that the
man with the temper is the man who
roos down, and he had got his passions
under now that the fight was on. He
was even cool and alert, and what he
lost in reach and stockiness he almosk
made up for in springiness and good
foolwork.

Hazeldeno was dodging about, side-
stepping and feinting, wearing his man
nmngil back against the onlookers that
formed the ring. Linley, on the defen-
sive, strove to get away. The line
pressed back and back till it could go
no farther. Linley was almost cornered,

e was aware of his opponent’s tactics,
but he had his own, too. He was will-
ing to let the other do all the forcing, as
rob.

Y Suddenly Hazel stepped in.

A brisk left to Linley's jaw—turned
azida.

Mark felt hands thrust against his
back now. Ile could retreat no farther. -

Hmack !

A feint with his own loft to the body,
that landed on the face over Iazel's
guard, brought the lighter junior up all
standing. A swift side-step, a smash-
ing right hook to the side of tho head,
and Hazeldene stagrpered and lurchod
s'tirghti:,r.

The instant’s respite was cnough for
Linley, He squirmed ont of his corner
and faced round as Hazeldene tnrned te
defend himself. The positions were
roversed.,

As if he sensed the danger of being
driven where he had driven his
antagonist, Hazel teok the offensive.
They came together almost in the centra
of the ring, and dropped for a few
senonds into a elinch.

“Hit him! ITit him!"

“Proak away, there!”

But the pair were in no mood for a
hugging mateh. Hazeldene leapt back,
ﬂ.ra{‘{ camao in again before Linley was
ready. A double conenssien sounded.
One of Hazel's histz landed on the body
and one on the mouth. y

Linley leaned backwards at the mm-
pact. The silence was complete, except
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for the panting of theic breath and the
low muttering of the crowd. Obviously
Hazel was meaning business!

‘Mark Linley recovered his balanco,
keeping his feet well under him. He
shook his head, as if pulling himself to-
fethe:. ‘Hazel’s double blow had shaken
tim, but he had plenty of power .in
rESCIVE.

He leaned. his head aside, and let
another of Hazel's lefts go by, and
countered with a smashing shori-srm
jab on the other's ribs, following it up
with a resounding tattoo, left-right, left-
right, to the v, taking no notice ab
all of two vicions face blows that Hazel
gob in in return, o

Hazel leapt back lightly in time to
avoid enother jab from Mark's muscular
right, and sprang about mimbly on the
defensive as -Linley came after him.

Flash! Hazel's right camo round in
s deadly right hook—his favourite punch
-~but the’ other’s head was not there.
Linley had ducked, arid swung in a

right-hook of his awn that cennected

more accurately. .

Hazel's feet ‘shot from under him on
the slippery. grass.’ The impetus of his
own missed blow and the impact of
Linley's punch sent him 3}:-1'_&1.1:111;5 for-
ward and-sideways. on his face e lay
panting, with his mouth .in the grass
and his arin outflung.

“One,” began Harry
Hiwo—" 7 7

“Time!" snapped Bob Cherry.

The seconds jumped in as Hazeldens
began to scramble up, and the men
rosumed  their corners. A babel of talk
broke ‘out amongst the onlookers-
Removiths, fags from the Seeond and
‘Third, chaps' froms the Upper Fourth
and Shell, and & sprinkling of the Fifth
and even, the lovdly Sixth,

The first round was over—brisk whila
it lasted, but undecisive as yet. There
was a lull whilst everybody discussed the
contest so far,

The general opinion was that Hazel-
dens was putting up an exceptionally
good show, but that he was not in the
same class ag Linley. Their respectiva
records showed that, apart from guess-
work. Hazeldeno was smarter on his
feet, and perhaps a hit quicker than
Lanley, but ha had not the ex-factory
lad’s skill, or hiz courage, cr s endur-
YLy 5

“Hazel must have heen mad to smack
him on the face like he did,” said
0%:!*-’3-

‘Mad as & giddy hatter!™

“Linley’ll eat himr up—you see!”

“Well, he asked for it.”

Bob Cherry glanced from his watch to
Vernon:8mith, and then to Johnny Bull
in the opposite corner. )

“Time!” hoe announeed: and the prin-
cipals got up off their seconds’ knces
and came out again.

“Linley! Linley!” shouted the on-

logkers.
£ MNobody was

Wharton—

Hazeldene seb his teeth. N
shonting for him| His sensitive nature
noticed that fect quickly, and his self-
control weakenad.  He began to forget
what he had striven so hard to remom-
bor and guard against—that the fellow
who loses his temper loses the fight.

There was the popular favourite, he
redlised, in front of him. He himsalf
was spurned, and of no. account. Well,
he would show them!

He le-a?t forward.

Bmack!

His fist fashed past Linley's -guard
and landed fairly on the cheekbone.
Mark steggered o moment. He had not
heen taken unawares, Hazeldens had
been merely guick: he had 1umgaﬂ in
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with sudden passion, and landed the
blow, despite his shorter reach.

Hazel's ayes gleamed with more than
the cxcitement of the hHight.

He disdained to dodge back and re-
cover himself. He pressed forward, his
arms going eagerly, bub rather wildly,
That much was obvious to everybody.

Linley fended off one of Hazeldene's
body-blows, let another go past his head,
and  regained his balance. He blocked
another whirling rush with bhoth fore-
arms, and steadied himself with a jab to
Hazel's rihs,

Then his lips set grimly.

Hazol's contrel  had  broken loose
already. He was delivering-himself into
his opponent’s hands.

Thers was & sudden hush as the pair
fall into a clinch for a few seponds.
MNothing could be heard save their-heavy
breathing and the occasional muglering
of those who watched. The onlogkers
geemed to sense what Linley himself had
sensed.

“@Go it, Linlay!” yelled several voices,
syddenly breaking the silence,

“Buck up, Hazel!"

The last came from Vernon-Smith.

Hazeldene's second was the only one

whe had any encouragement for him
then. Anyone elza who might have
gDTu so was perhaps too absorbed in the
ght.
The clinch broke. .
Hazel was thinking of something else
for & moment. That lone eall to him,
erhaps. His arms fatled unsteadily as

e stepped back. '

Mark Linley jumped forward, and his
right shot out.

The blow was not iarded, but
deflected accidentally by Hazel's wind-
milling. It ecaught him on the lefé
shoulder,. spinning him round.

He tried to recover himself, but Linley
gave him no chanee,

Crack!

Mark had followed him up, and & well-
timed upper-cut caught his opponent
under the jaw, to one side of the chin.

Hazeldene's feet Hew from under him
and he hit the turf squarely with his
back.

Whartonn began to count. The
seconds were dinned into his ears as
Hazel lay with his face towards the sky
and his hands Aung wide on the grass.

The ring of onlockers prossed for-

- ward, watehing eagerly.

On the count of six Hazeldene pulled
himself togother, and tried to rise. He
Was sﬂhhing in great gasps, partly for
breath, and partly from a sense of
humiliation.

At nine he made a supreme effort and
dragged himself up.

A cheer broke out. He' was game, if
nothing olsa. Everybody could see he
was “all in.”

He took a tottering step towards his
opponent, Linley stepped back a pace,
ready, but not aggressive. Hazel's
hands rose again, and then be seemed fo
crumpls up. He dm]pp&rl onice moroe,
and this time ha stayed down.

The ring broke up in confusion, and
everybody crowded in. Above the din
Harr \-‘ﬂ‘lﬂﬂﬂl‘l tried to. make his voico
heard, giving Linley the decizion; but
there was no need for that. Vernon-
Zmith, Bob Cherry, and a few more
were clearing & space round the van-
quished, trying to restore him.

The fight was fought and won—the

insult was' ave

Mark Linley extended his hand as
Hazeldene sat vp.  The beaten- junior
looked at it for a- moment and. his lip
curled; Hé szeomed to be in no humour
for peace.
But- then in-a flash his better nature
came. on- top, and he eealised what a

avoided him.’

fool he had been. His hand grasped
that of the fellow he had insulted.
“That’s the idea!” said Wharton, “I
knew you'd do the right thing, Hazel!
Aftor this, you'll do the right thin
about that rotten scarab. too, that a
the trouble wasz about. We—*
But Hazeldene shook his Lead.
“No,” he murmured.. -“That’a

ferent. That's my affair.”

dif-

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Disaster !

HE remainder of that day and:
the ‘Sunday and Monday that
followed it were dark days for

. Pater Hazeldene.

The pain of his bruises was as
nothing to the feeling of cstracism
and. loss of popularity that he had to
undergo because of his refusal fo
deliver up the silver scarab.

He had not been marked mueh in the
fight, lockily. The worst injuries wera
& bruised jaw and a lip cut by a tooth,
cdusing . & swallen lip. Though these
pained ‘him fof two whole daya, they
were 4 source of consolation in apother
way. Whirton had decided o refrain
from reporting the matter of the lost
chirm to the Head until all signs of
the fight should have disappeared froun
his face, lest he should get into addi-
tional trouble. :

Meantime, the Remove studiously

That was Hazeldene’s
biggest burden—a burden he had to
bear, but which he knew was unjust.

The Remove was right, according to
their lights. In their view, 1t was &
case of a fellow who had found some-.
thing belonging to somebody else, and
atunh%omhr refused to return it
although the thing was of no use to
him. They could zeo no sense in such
an attitude, and the fellows agreed with
Wharton that Hazeldene had had every
chance, and, therefore, he should be
left alone till he came to his senses,

And Hazeldene grimly resolved to
tread the path he had marked out for
himself. It was either that, or being
exposed as & cheat in the acholarshi
—and the uncovering of the out-of-
bounds incident. _‘:%hich was merely
another name for the sack.

In a day or two he would be the
central figure in another sensation. He
would be announced as the winner of
the Wilmot-Snell scholarship. Perhaps
by then the fellows would begin to
come round to his side, and the silver
charm business would blow over.

Thus Hazeldene thought, in his weak
fashion, and the thought buoyed him
uglfh-atwaan his periods of remorse and
S0 = it B

Tlﬁa ln;:lin‘_mx to hiz troubles camé on
Tuesday evening, after call-oves. _

The ad limself rustled inte Bip
Hall before the names were called, and
in his hand he held -a sheaf of papers,

“The scholarship!” whispered Bob
Cherry to Squilf, the Auvstralian junior,

Samson Quincey Ifley Iield nodded.

“It ‘doesn’t interest' me,” he whis
pered back, with a grin. . “Dida’t enter
for it.” B

“Linley or Redwing's got it,* said
Bob. “E‘n’&l’l chances between ‘em.T

Hazeldene, who was standing within
earshot, clanched his teeth.

There waos a sudden silepece as- D
Locke raised his hand. . ’

““Ahem!” he bLegan, looking up and
down the Hm:ke:i length of Big. Hall.

“Ahem!” echoed a -sgueaky. voica
from the direction of the Second, Foriw
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The Head stopped and stared at Mr.
Twige's pupils with a frown.

“1f any boy is suflering from a cold
he should at once visit the matron!” he
said sternly. *“Is it you who has con-
tracted catarrh, Pettifer?® L

“No, sir.” piped up James Pettifer.

“ Ahem 1™ Eﬁgr_n the doctor again,
staring ot the Second. “I have here
the results of the recent Wilmot-Snell

Scholarship, and

proposa to announce Ao,

the names of the . -."-

successful entrants be- '____.;_

fore calling-over 15 J = 45

proceeded with.” = i
He shufled the

papers, and regarded
themi aver hi3
spectacles.
I;h:-l“'.["lu:: boy who ob-
tained the highest
number ' of marks,”
he said, *is——"
Dr. Locke paused
and pgazed ot the
papers again. Hazel
dene  stiffened and
tried to gain control
of hiz trembling legs,
which were quivering
with excitement. - He
braced himseli up for
tho ordeal which was
to eome. 'The Head
looked wp again and
turned his  eves on
the Remove.

“The highest num-
ber of merks,” he
continued, *“is Mark
Linley of the Remove
Form."

He smiled benign-
antly, trying to locato
Linley, who had
modestly moved his

N

and Hazeldene found himself, with
other of the Removites, outside,

He had not won! Linley had come
out on top, and he was nowherel

Killip could not be paid now; that
was a cortainty! Hazeldene, who had
a few minutes ago i:naFine:l himself on.
the brink of solving all his diffienltios,
was now faced with ruin. Exposure—

and then the sack)

head sideways out of
sight behind the
fellow in front.

Hazeldene, as soon
as he heard Linley's
name, went suddenly
white, and the room
seemed to swim  be-

smack I

head, and

A swift side-
step, a smashing right
hook to the side of the

staggered and Jurched
dizzily. (See Chapler 9.)

Hazeldene

fora his eyes. Linley
had wonl But why
—how ¥t

“1 congratulate vou, Linley, on your
total of ninety-twe marks out of a pos-
sible hundred,” resumed the Head.
“Redwing and Ogilvy come next, with
g total of eighty-cight.”

There waz a burst of hand-clapping,
and the threoe juniors whe had £IL
named were thumped on the back by
the fellows nearest them.

“It 15 a %r&at credit to the tuition
of Mr. Quelch that the threo first places
have been gained by his pupls,” went
on Dr. Locke; and Mr. {Sjue'h:h,, stand-
g near the dais, bowed. “The next
two places have been taken by repre-
sentatives of the Upper Fourth—Phipps
and Tomlinson,”™

Thiz Hazeldena hardly heard. Tis
brain was in a whirl, He had braced
himself for an ordeal, but not for a
shock. He hardly knew what was going
on around him. _

His heart, that had almeost stopped
whon he had heard the name of Linley,
instead of his own, now began to beat
a wild tattoo against his ribs, He
saw everything in a blur. The Head,
with.a genial nod to the master in
charge of the duty to go on with the
calling-over, stepped down from the
dais and strode out of Big Hall, Call-
over went on with his mind in & daze,
until fnally the Hall gradually emptied

30
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He slouched along gloomily, the prey
to an agonising romorse. .

“What a fool I've been!” he mut-
tered. “What a fool! I wish I'd
never seen the rotten motor-bike, or
the cxam papers, or—or anything! It's
not fair to :ﬁﬂwu temptation in a chap's
way like that. I'm the vietim of a
rotten conspiracy; everybody's down on
me for nothing, Anybedy would have
done the same as I cid.”

There was an excited clamour as ho
climbed the stairs to the Remove pas-
sage. There was a group of fellows, all
talking at once. They surrounded
Mark Linley, congratulating him.

“Good old Linley!™

“The Remove again

“1 gucss that two hundred and fifty
dollars sounds 1" drawled the
nasal wvoice of Fisher T. Fish. " Say,
Linley, you oughter lend a galoot a
few duarocks on accoant.™ .

gevera! of the juniors turned as
they mnoticed Hazel's approach, but
they let him go by in silence.. For an
instant passionate anger surged up in
Hazeldene's heart, but hiz mood was
now changed from what it had heen
when the factory lad had humiliated
him in the ring. His schemes had come
crashing about him, and remorse had:
set in in full tide. He was subdued;

(i1
:

|

tha error of his ways was plain. Tha
caddishness of his conduct was now
apparent to lam_ for the first time.

Impulsively he turned. He thrusb
aside two or three who stood. in his
way, -and strode up te Lioley, and
thrust out his hand.

“Congratters, Linley,” he said in &
steady tone. “I'm glad you won!”

“Thanks, Hazell” replied Mark
Eagerl:r, grasping the outstretched
and,

He looked Hazeldene straight be-
tween the eyes, and his own expression
showed that this quiet congratulation
was more welcome to him than all the
vociferous  demonstrations of the
othora.

Hazel's eyes dropped, and he avoided
Linley's gaze.

“I want to apologize, too,” hé said,

ih

' L-”.-,-.':'r'.- l.ljlllll ||-"_

“I deserved that thrashing; I acted
like a cad. It was my temper.”

“That's all right, Hazel. ];i‘anrget it

here's no malice on my side.  The
whole thing’s closed from now on.”

Hazeldens nodded, and, with his
cyes still downeast, shouldered his way
out of the group suddenly, and made
for his own study—No. 2.

Linley took .a pace after him, but
stopped. He had been about to speak—
to ask whether, now that Hazeldene was
locking at things in a different light, he
was going to do anything about return-
in tlmn%lﬂ.d’s charm.

ut there would be time for that
latar, he realized. Hazeldene would

‘certainly resent his trying to foree the
pace and take advantage of hi

his peni-
tent mood.

Hazoldens was at the far end of the
Remove. passage. To get to Study No,
2 ho had to pass all the higher nume
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bers. And, as he went by Study Ne. 7,
he heard the excited tomes of William
George Bunter shouting his own name.

“Have you heard the latest about
Hazeldene ¥ bawled the Owl.

The tons was pitched above his usual
cackle, Evidently he was trying to get
his message into the head of Tom
Dutton, his study-mate, who was hard
of hearing. Hazeldene stopped, but
Dutton’s reply was inaudible. Like
many deaf people, he often spoke in
& low voice.

“No, you deaf idiot!” came Bunter
again. “I didn't say anything about
any old bean. Ha-zel-dene!"

Pause. )

“Btolo a motor-car, and smashed it
up against a tree”

Pause,

“*No, yvou fathead! He didn't blame
it on to mo!l Collision—against a
trec! IHe's got to pay ten pounds
damages 1™

Pause.

“No, you beast, T haven't been lizsten-
ing outside ke;huiusl I happened to
be going by Wharton's study, and the
door was open.”

Huzeldens strelched out his hand for
the deorknob; but he changed his
mwind, No purpose wonld be served by

oing in and punching the fat sneak’s
ﬁnad. That would not stop Bunter's
tongue, In a few hours the distorted
story he had picked up would be all
over the school—if it were not already.

His lip curled in scorn, and he re-
sumed hiz way to Study Neo. 2.- But
in those few paces between Study No. 7
and Study No. 2 a great determination
came to him. He felt in a reckless
moad., Hiz scheme for covering up his
disobedience in going out of boun
had eocllapsed. The whole thing was
bound to come out now,

Wharton’s advice came back to him—
full and frank confession to the Head
sbout his Courtfield escapade, He
would still owe the money, true, _lll.{t-
perhaps a voluntary admission of his
fuilt. would save lim from the thing
e most fearad—the sack from Grey-
friars. EKillip's revelations tfo the
worthy doetor would come a little late
in the day, and the blow would be
softenad.

But about the scholarship papers he
oould not dare to confess,

Then another idea came. He would
icld- up the silver scarab hiz mother

ad given him so long ago. Perhaps
D, cha would - mistake it for his
owt, if it wers at all similar. At any
rate, that act would put him right with
the Remove, There could be no danger
of his being accused of stealing it from
the Head's study, now that he had not
won the scholarship, and that act would
perhaps soften the blow of his Couri-
lield confession.

He walked past his own study with a
firm step. and knocked at the door of
Study MNo. 1, There was no sound
from  within, till somebody  called,
“Come in!" The occupanis were at
prep. :

Wharton and Frank Nugent looked
np as the deoor opened, but they spoke
no word of greeting, They merely
waited for Hazeldene to speak.

There was an awkward pause while
the newcomer fished in his pocket and
produced the small silver charm about
which all the trouble had been.

“I'm going to take this to the Head,
Wharton,” announced Ha:el:dene avenly.
“Ii vou two chaps like, you can come
and see me do it—or, at least, you can
pome to his study with me."
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“(Good man, Hazel!” exclaimed
Wharton, springing vp. ‘“‘You're going
to do the sensible thing at last? Why
the thumP didn't vou do it before, you
silly ass?”

“I wish 1 bhad!” replied Hazel.
“Well, are you mmi:;g, or do you pre-
fer to take my word for it¥"

“We'll come—eh, Frankie, old man?t”
said Wharton. “Not that we dishe-

licve you, IHazel—only for moral
support.’
“Right-ho, then!” said Hazeldene.

“I'd like vou te. You can be my wit-
ness for the other fellows,™

And without further argument the
three left Study Ne. 1 and made their
W ﬁ}i along the passages to the Head's
studdy,

i’ —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Good for the Soul !

AZELDENE'S throat was dry,

and the muscles of his knees

«  twitched as the door of Dr.

Locke's study closed behind

him, leaving his two chums on the
farther side.

He had to undergo an ordeal mow
that his weak and yielding nature would
requive every shred of its firmness to
carry him through.

The study was not unoccupied this
time. It was the wvoice of Dr. Locka
that had bade him enter, and it was
the kindly eoyes of the doctor that re-
garded him now; but there was a hint
of sternness in that kindliness, too.

Hazeldene advanced to the side of
hiy desk. His mouth opened, and he
strova to speak. But nothing but a
croak came rasping through his arid
throat. His face waz white and get.

“Well, my boy?" zaid the dector.

“I—I'va come, sir," gasped Hazel at
last, “to—to tell you——"

“¥es, my boy? Don't hesitate,”
urged Dr. Locke. “You have come to
make a confession, eh?”

Hazeldene started guiltily.

How did the He.ﬂ.g kncw? He had
intended to reserve the matter of the
joy-ride in the di_phthnriu area till he
Lnd broken the ice by means of the
scarab, Had Killip written 1o Dr.
Locke already?

“¥-yes, sir!” admitted the junior.
- But, first of all, I was going to say
that I have found your silver charm.”

He opened his hand and placed the
scarab on the desk. ' :

Thiz time it was the doctor who was
taken by surprise.

“Bless my soul!” he murmured, ad-
justing his glasses and peering at the
object.

He picked 1t up and turned it over
doubtfully.

“It certainly appears to be mine,”
he said. “Buyt—bu =

De, Locke bont down and opened one
of the drawers of the desk at which he
was sitting. From it he drew—another
silver scarab! J

“They are the same,” he muttered.

“No, not exactly the same, but
similer—very similar., Bless my soul,
thiz is remarkable!"

Hazeldene was staring at the two
silver scarabs with hardly less interest
than the doctor himself. As the Head
had discovered, they were almost
identical. They were not of the same
manufacture; but a scarab is of such
a conventionalised design that it was not
really astonishing that two examples of
it should be so alike. ¢

“I thought at first that I had lost
it again,” vemarked Dr. Locke, looking

up with a frosty smiie. *But such, 1
find, is not the case. This specinen
of the—ahem '—silversmith's art 1nust
ba the property of someone cl:e, Hazel
dene., Bless my soul, what a coinsi-
dence [

_ The Head handed it back to the
junior. Hazeldene took it with some-
thing of relief.

“It iz indeed strange {lhat two such
ornaments should be lost in this school
in the space of a few davs,” eaid De.
Locke. *1 suggest that you announce
its recovery by a notice on the board.”

“Yes, sig,” replied Hazeldene meckly.
He reflected inwardly that he would do
no such thing, however, now that he
had unexpectedly got his own property
back.

“I notified my loss when 1 missed
my own specimen,” went on the Head.
“but I omitted to announce the fact
that it had since been found. Indeed,
it had never really been lost. It was
lying on my desk lere, amongst some
papers, and someliow contrived to get
swept off. It fell into one of the
drawers which was beneath it, pre-
sumably, and which must bave been
partly open. There il—ahem '—reposed
until yesterday, when I myself happoned
upon it.”

“Indeed, siv!” said the Removite,
“I—I'm glad lo koow you got it back,”

There was a pause, Hazeldene was
seized with an impulse to flee—to shirk
the dreadod confession. But the
thﬁlli‘lt of Harry Wharton and Nugent
on the other side of the door behind
him made him pause.

“The day on which I last saw the
scarab—the day it was amongst the
papers—wag last Wednesday,” remarked
the Head irrelevantly,

“Yes, sie,” agreed the junior, laking
the plunge. * Bu-but there was some-
thing elsa I came about, too, sir. I've
got something on my mind, =ir. I want
to own up—"

“Yes; go on, my boy,” Dr. Locke
admonished. "1 am relieved to find
that you come to me voluntarily io con-
fess to 1t.”

It!

Hazeldene trembled inwardly. Ap-
parently the Head knew of his escapade
nlmndﬁ. How could he know, except
that the garage man had written de-
mending his damages?

“TIt's been worrying me, sir,” he went
on haltingly. *This diphtheria bizney—
gr—epidemie, sir, I broke bounds a
woek or 80 apo, when ‘we were for-
bidden to go into Courtfield.”

“Indeed "’

The Head stiffened in his chair, ™ A -
hard light came into his eyes.

“ Proceed, boy!"

Hazel proceeded. He told how he
had hired the motor-bike, and how he
had not intended to go anywhere near
Courtfield, but it was a case of either
cutting through the town or being late
for calling-over. He laid stress on the
fact that when he was coming to the

lace he realised there could be no

rm of contracting the disease br
passing through the main street without
stopping, and that he had had his
throat examined by a doctor the very
next day, =0 as to make certain on that

point,
Locke mnodded, but

_Dr.
silent.

Hazeldene gulped. The hardest parl
was yet to come. With a preliminary
stammer, he then launched out on an
account of the real cause of his troubles,

Characteristically he minimised Tis
own share of the blame for the accidend,

remained
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.aIthuugh there wasz no question of
punishing him for that, in any event,

“The long and the short of it was, sir,
that I smaszhed ihis man's bike up, and
he has been asking me to pay the
damage. There has been a bit of delay
=0 ha threatened to write to youn and tell
van all about it.”

“8o you thought you'd come first—
«h ¥ interrupted the doctor, with another
frosty sinile,

Hazeldene nodded. ;

“The monoy'll be all right, siv,” he
added hastily. “The man hasn't got the
patience to wait till I can get it [rom my
sather, But I'd rather come to you and
own up, rather than be sent for.”

He stopped.  There was an awkward
ilence. It flashed into Hazel's mind
that the tale was not all told. That he
might have added that he had come to
make confession before, but that he had
fullen into temptation instead. He
slanced at the place on the desk where
1he fateful exam papers had laid, and
then snatched his eyes away, as if the
11ead might read his thoughts,

He was oppressed and flurried by the
MHoad’s continued silence. He felt 1m-
pelled to say something to 61l up the
portentous pause, The only thing he
could think of was the exam papers, and
he was on the brink of blurting out a
second and even greater confession when
ut last the doctor spoke.

“Ts that all 7" he asked.

Hareldene looked scared.

“Y.ves, sir. I think so.”

“ Are you sure? Think, boy! Open
ronfession i good for the soul, and
though I punish ths wrongdoer to the
fullest extent justice demnands, I deem

ihat the offence is largely expiated if he

comes openly to admit his guilt. Have
vou anything to add to what you have
just told me?" ;

“Yes, sir,” muitered the Removite.
“1 cheated in the scholarship exam.
copied the questions.” Hazeldene's head
waa downeast, and his face was white.
The words seemed to he wrung eout of
.

~ AR Y .

Dr. Locke fapped the desk with his
spretacles,

“J've heen waiting to hear you tell me
aver since vou came into this room !” he
~aid sternly,  © Your guilt was known to
me b’

= Knrown, sir 7" gasped the junior.

“Yes, wretched boy! It was known to
me Lthat somebody had been tampering
with my papers,” went on the Head,
“When 1 returned (o this room last
Wednesday I found them in a different
nrder from that in which I had left them.
I snspected that someone had been here
in my shsence, though I hardly dared to
think that such base uze would be made
of the kuowledge that had evidently been
wained.

 But such evil designs—ifl they existed

had to be frustrated, T altered two of
the guestions.”

“ Altered them, siv?” pasped the
jimior again. e could hordly believe
iz ears. ITe could have sworn the gues-
vions were the same on the exam papers
aa they liad been on the envelopes on
wlich {m had made his rough copy of the
docter’s draft,

“Yes, altered them. But they were
altered in swch & way as to make the
alierations hardly mobiceable. Questions
about the same things and places and
people as in the first list were asked in
ihoe socond, but different answers wero
demanded. I judged that the slight
variation would have passed unnoticed
hy the person who was already familiar
with the original questions; {hat. zeemg

the same names, he would naturally
imagine they were the same guestions.”

Hazeldene nodded dispiritedly.

“That apparently was the case,” re-
sumed Dr. Locke implacably., *I did
not need to wonder further whom the
guilty party could be when I received
the set of answered papers after the
examination. I disqualified you 1mme-
diately, of course. Your paper, Hazel-
denc, contained answers every one of
which would have been right had I not
baulked wyour despicable design. I an-
nounced the real winner of the scholar-
ship to-night, as you know; but, as you
do not know, I have been considering, in
the meantime, what punishment to infliet
on you.”

Hazeldene sicod still and silent, won-
dering what blow was going fo fall.

“I bhave carefully reviewed your
character, wretched boy, and I believe
that there 15 no real viee in you. I am
amazed to think that you could have
stooped to such a despicable act, What,
then, was your motive? Why did you
copy the questions ¥

“1 thought I was going to get the sa—
12 be expelled, sir,” mumbled Hazeldene.
“The garage-man threatened to write to
you sbout the ten pounds, and I came in
here to—fo—"

“To forestall him?*" suggested ihe
doctor, _

“Veos, sir. And I saw the papers, and
%_thl::l;lgllt that if I won the scholarship,

“s5LOn,

“I see—I see!” broke in Dr. Locke
reflectively, “You were fearing expul-
i A sudden temptation. This puts
a different light on the matter.”

He spoke as if to himself. Hazeldene
remalned sient, seizing on every low-
spoken word. The situation seemed
little easier. )

There was a long silence, during which
the junior remained stock still, dreading
1o move.

Finally the Head spoke.

"1 am very relieved,” he zaid sternly
“ihat you have come to make full an
open confession of your fault, Hazeldene,
Had you not done so, the penalty must
have been expulsion. I can harbour no
cheats in my flock. It appears {rom
what you say—and it bears the stamp of
iruth—that you were not a wanton cheat,
however. That you lapsed into sudden
temptation rather than undergo a painful
ordegl,"

Hazeldene raised his head hopafully.

“ Perhaps it was weakness rather than
vice,” the Head continued to himself.
And then, to the Removite: "1 can come
to no immediate decision. I must con-
sider this matter in all ite aspects, and I
shall defer judgment until to-morrow.
Attend me here after morning lessons.
I will acquaint you of your punishment.
You may go.”

Hazeldene turned, with a muttered:
#*Thank you, sir t”

“Stay! Send Linley to me here at
onee "

*Yes, sir,” said Hazeldene, wondering
what the Flead wanted with Linley.

And then he realised, with a stab of
envy. Linley had won the scholarship;
the scholarship carvied a money grant.
Probably Dr, Locke wanted to discuss
that with him.

(Continued on page 2.}

“ Have you anyihing furiher to say,
sit,’* muttered the Removite.
guestions.*”
words seemed to be wrung out of him.

Hazeldene ? ** asked Dr. Locke.
“ I ¢cheated in the seholarship exam. :
Hazeldene's head was downcast, and his face was white. The
The Head tapped the desk with his spec-
{acles. ** I've been waiting 1o hear you tell me this,” he sald sternly.
guilt was already known to me 1 **  (Sce Chapler 11.)

= mk YH,
1 copled the

** Your
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AT CRIPS WITH THE PHANTOM ! Leaping fowards the Slormeock came the armonred Dmes of the Phanfom,

She would strike the midship plate

s of the Stormeach: at right angles.

quailed, All they woanted weas to get to grips with their mpysterious foes !

A Magnificent Story of Deteclive Adventure, featuring
the celebrated private investigator, and Jack Drake, his

Desperate Tacties !

8 the Phantom came surging
towards the SBtormeock, Ferrers

Locke kept a tight hold of Jack
Drake’s arm. It looked like cer-

tain disaster. Already the men wore
tugging and wrenching at the boat on
its chocks asztern, shouting wildly as they

worked.

Tha great bows of the Phantom would
tear lhrough the Stormeock’s side like
ripping into paper! There would be a
rending crash, a sudden heave to star-
Loard, ithen the vells of men as they

leapt overside into the sea, to struggle

clear of the sinking fabrie that had once
been the steam-trawler Btormeock..

Of all on that vessel Locke and Jack
Droke scemed the coolest.  Ferrers
Locke shot a glance towards thoe bridge,
and he had a glimpse of the bleak,
hearded face of Proctor, staring wide-
eyed towards the approaching Phantom,
His big hand shot out to the bridge tele-
graph, and the engineroom  bell
clanged. '

Full speed astern!

Tho engines responded instantly, the
engineer on duty sensing that something
extraordinary was happening above. Thoe
great power of the Stormeock was felt at
that minute. She quivered in every
stringer to the sudden powerful thump
of her propelier, and the water below
where Locke and Drake were standing
was churned cream-white as the power-
ful engines, as if in desperation, forced
the propeller round at speed in tha
resisting  water,

Skipper Progtor had swept the man at
the wheel aside by one movement of his

werful right arm. And, instantly fol-
owing his snatch at the telegraph
handle, he ground the wheel over, over,
till he could not move it another spoke.

The Phantom was now only a matter
of ten vards distant, and smeshing on
at groater s But the Stormcock,
too, was moving astern, her rudder
swerving her steadily round.  And- her

Tur Maower Lisrary.—No. 949,

_going full ahead, the

great engines stamped as they had never
stamped belore.

“My boy, keep away—keep away
shouted Locke, dragging Jack from the
trawler's side,

!jl

“Bhe's striking, sir!" cried Jack.
irItl'l's *p
Crash! :

The Stormeock listed heavily at the
impact. But a rending, greting sound
followed the first shock of collision, and
the great white turtle-deck of the 1’han-
tom slid’ towards the stern, doing little
damage to the smooth side of the
trawler, which iz kept clear of all pro-
truding fittings for tﬁe purpese of easily
handling the trawl.

“A glancing blow!” shouted Locke,
leaping towards the bridge. “IProctor
has saved us, Mon, stand by forward!”

The deck-hands came lurching and
shithering towards the bows again,
headed by Tom Harper, who had often
preved such & useful man to Proctor on
the North Star.

“They're grappling!” shouted Ferrers
Locke. *“They mean to board. Stand
by to beat them off!” i

The Phantom was indeed resorling to
desperate measures. Locked to the
Stormecock's side by grappling-irons,
which had been thrown over to keep the
vessels together, going full ahead as she
was and the Stormeock full astern, both
trawlers movesd .'a-wiftli\'. Iunging into the

seas, their sides grinding hard.

Hpray swept over the Btormeock’s
atern, sheeting past the mizzen-sail
which boomed and bellied on the mast,
And as Locke and Drake reached the

bridge, Skipper Proctor pulled the
nr‘nEginn -room:  telegraph - pointer  to
ir tup.fl

Instantly the engines ceased their
throbbing, and now, the Phantom still
boats began to
describe a wide circle on the dark sca.

“They're boarding!" shouted Locke to
Proctor, as he sprang to the skipper's

side. “Stand by on the bridge. We'll
jump down to where the fight is
ardest 1™

But the brave men aboard the lafler never

'

assistant,

In front of the wheelhouse, shoutin
directions to the men below, t:u-ckel an
Drake and the skipper stood wait-
ing to see where t they them-
selves could be wuseful. JFor the
Phantom's men were leaping aboard
here and there along the length of the
Stormeock. And a- big struggle was
already being forced by the: fishermen,
who were furious at the outrageous
daring of the Phantom,

To and fro swayed the men on the
steel decks.  Handspikes and belaying-
pins were used freely. Tom Harper was
dealing put terrible blows with a fair-
sized 1ron block at the end of a rope.
And many an attacker went down to the
deck fellod by a blow which he would for
ever remember. :

“8kipper,” ordered Locke awiftly, “ we
are groatly outnumbered. The Phan-
tom is swarming with men. You get afl
to whera the grappling-iron iz holding
there. Smash your way to it, and as the
vossels roll together, thus slacking the
chain attached to the iron, throw it
loose. @'l do the same forward, where
the other grappling-iron is. Drake,
you'll stand in the wheelhouse, and -as
soon as you sec the grappling-iron cast
off, ring for full speed ahead, and handle
the wheel so that we'll shoot clear.”

“Ay, ay, sir!” cried Proctor. “'Tis
our only chance. Get to it!”

Jack Druke whisked into the wheel-
house as Locke and Proctor leapt clean
over the bridge-rail to the deck below.
MNoting which way to slam the handle of
the enginc-room telegraph, Jack, his
heart beating heavily with execitement,
stood by an wutche:{.

Ferrers Locke had landed in the
middle of a knot of fighting men, and
Jack saw his hard fist shoot out once,
twice, threo times. Each time a man
woent down. . S

Dodging and ducking, his nglllijj' SAV-
ing him from terrible blows agnin and
again, Ferrers Locke fought his way
forward. .

Tom Harper had ranged up alongside
the detective, and together, shoulder to

Fﬁ:;';ers Locke,
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shoulder, they forced a path towards the
forward grappling-iron.

Jack saw Harper turn and face the
nien closing in behind them. The iron
block flailed in the air, and the men,
-momentarily checked, fell back, Then
the Stovincock rolled towards her enemy.

The vhain attached to the grappling-
iron looped down, and Jack saw Locke's
lean, strong heands stretched to the
prongs of the iron. One quick wrench
and the iron was free. It fell with a
slight splash into the ereamy water
between the two vessels.

Jack now flashed round and looked
astern. Proctor was not meking much
headway towards his own particular
and the men from forward

goal, Wers
now crowding aft, to keep the other
grappling-iron {rom being thrown looze.

ingo! They'll not do it!” mutiered
Jack to himself. “And if Mr. Locke
and Harper leave their place forward,
they'll grapple there again.”

Swift thoughts passed through Jack's
brain. The gl‘t&nl‘.ﬂﬂl was still threshing
full ahead, civeling the locked boats.
{"ould he not, with the. command of the
engines and the wheel, sever the last
remaining chan?

“By Jove, it’s worth a shot!” gasped
Jack to himself, his eyes gleaming.

Then his hand shot out to the handle
of the telegraph, and he slammed it
gver “full astern.” i

He heard the clang of the bell, faintly
sbove the elamour on the decks, felt the
Storimecock guiver, and saw the chain of
the grappling iron loosen as the Btorm-
cock began to move astern, thus reliev-
ing the pull of the steaming Phantom.
hen the chain was at itz slackest,
Jack took & deep breath, watching
closely the while, then cireled tha tele-
graph-handle right over to the opposite
side, “full ahead.”

'The powerful throbbing of the engines
stuppmf, then recommenced almost
instantly. Jack spun the wheel over to
starbosrd, and as the Stormeock
gathered headway the chain of the grap-
pling-iron suddeuf:.r tautened,

There was a snap that could be felt,
and & wild surge of joy welled up in
Jack's breast. They were free!

The men of the Phantomr who had
hoarded the Stormcock now took wild

slarm.
“We're free! We're free!” they
shouted, Jump for it!™

“Back, l‘r::r{ls!

While those on the Stermcock had
Lefore been fighting to keep their
enemies from boarding, they now fought
with redoubled vigour to keep them
from getting back to their own craft

again.
M before the vessels had drawn

beyond leaping distance ot
one another. But guite a number still
remained, and these the men of the
Stormeock  fought hard to  keep
prisoners.

One man among the boarders elected
himself leader.

“Tha wheelhouse ! The wheelhousa ™
he shouled. “ Take the wheelhouse !

A rush towards the bridge. followed,
and Jack Drake set his ieeth as Lo
stood to the wheel, But Ferrers Locxo
and Skipper Proctor, with a few of the
.":'.tnrm::mk:'a hands, <¢losed in on the
wheelliouse ta protect it,

The plate-gless windows received
blows, awd some of the panes wera
smashed as the fight raged about the
lithle structure. One splinter of glass
seared scross Jack’s kouckles as his

LR

A Prisoner!

O3T of the men from the
Phentom managed to get back

hands retained their steady grip of tho
spokes, and the hot blood drippod
steadily to the white planking of Lhe
deck below,

The gap between the Btormeock and
the Phantom was growing wider and
wider. But-the Phanlom had now come
round and was steaming along in the
wake of the Btormcock. The struggle
wag not yet over.

Buddenly the boarders altered their
tactics.
the struggling throng roiind the wheel-
house, a.ng slipped aft towards the boat.

Thiz they found thrown loose and
ready for sliding off its chocks, and
thiey velled to their companions as they

heaved the boat into position for
la‘ultt:hirugl,
Jack glanced over his shoulder as a

wild shout sounded from the men, and
zaw the crew of the Phantom stamped-
in%' for the boat. They were closely
followed by the crew of the Stormcock.
But four of the boarders lined up and
stemmed the rush of the Stormeock’s
men in their endeavour to prevent the
escape of the others in the boat.

The boat splashed overside, and was
tugged along by hér painter. Then tha
invaders tumbled into her, one after
anothear,

At last Ferrers Locke and Skipper
Proctor broke through the defending
line, and headed the men of the Storm-
cock towards the stern. One big fellow
leapt into Ferrers Lock’s path, and
Jack saw the detective’s. [ist connect wilh
the man's jaw.

Down dropped the man like a sack of
flour, and Locke and Proctor turned 1o
keep the remaining three from escap-
ing. But these men sprang to the rail
and leapt overside into the water, and
Jack saw the boat astern in their wako
pick the men up.

The men of the Stormcock, talking
excitedly, came aft in a body. The
senseless form of the man Locke had
knocked out was taken below into the
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NEW READERS BEQIN HERE.

Eigaged by JOHNN CARR, owner of the
Carr Fiahing Fleel, to put a slop fo the
destructive ralds made upon his fleet of
vessels by an armoured leelander which, by
yearen of itz miysierlons: comings and goings,
iz dubbed the Phanlom, FERRERS LOCKE,
the celebrated detective, and hiz live-wire
astistant, JACK DRAKE, sign on for a trip
aboard the North Siar, which iz caplained
by Blaite Procter. Ag iz wsual, the Phanlom
makes ity appearance, but Locke can see
nolhing aboard her to give him a clue ag
to  ler ddentity. But gearcely has the
Phantom passed the Carr feet when - the
trawler-net of the North Star is found o
contain -a Nve mine. . Follows a terrifle
axplogion, and, partly disabled, the North
Star kobblea back o pori. Meantime,
Ferrere Locke haa convinced kimszell that
the mate of the North Star, SCAR
HOSKING, ir a trailor, and the delective
determines 1o keep him uwnder obzervation.

Carr, Blaize Proctor, and Ferrers Locke
kold a councl of war, and -t & finally
decided that the best way to round up the
Phantom iz to set another Phantom on ife
track, Accordingly, Carr buys an Icelawnder,
the Stormcock, and, with a picked crew
wloard under Skipper Proctor, the veszel, at
the head of the ordinary fleet of fishing
trawlers, sets aail. The rister ship to the
Etormeock, whick i named the Trumpeter,
s purchared by a man named Stromsund,
and on this vessel Hosldng is alleged to haps
el sail, At smidwuight the look-out aboard
Focke's ship reports that a ressel carry-
ing ne lghts iz bearing dowon upon them.
It turne oul fto be the Trumpeler. Upon
learning the identity of the Stormeock, the
Trumpeler fa sed on a courke Lhat will drive
her “through the Stormeock amidahips?!

“ By lokey,'* réars Proctor, © the's going to
ram ug!**

{Now read on.)

hree men broke away from -

crew's guarters, and the detective and
the skipper came into the wheelhouse,
“Well done, Drake!” c¢ried Locke
heartily. “You have undoubtedly saved
the -Stormeock from falling into the
hands of thoze villains this night !

“That was a neat move, slackin® the
chain  an’ then drivin’ full shead te
snap it " said Skipper Proctor heartily,
slapping Jack on: the shoulder as the
boy handed over the wheel to & hand,

“We pgot one prisoner, uanvway,”
chuckled 2 man standing by the wheel-
house door. *“That wer a fight if ye
like 1* 5

“'Tain't the sort of fight I'll like lon
many of, though,” said another man,
who had fared rather ill in the struggle.
“Bad cess to them Phantoms! And wa
ain’t out o' the wood yet. When they've
picked up the boat tgey'll chase na™

“But they won't cateh the Stormeock,
matey,” broke in Tom Harper. “Nat

' Blazes Proctor on the hrir?gﬁ and old
Mac below at the engines. Did ye
notice how sudden the signals from the
brid was obeyed below?! Protty, I
call 18"

“Well, we've lost our boat I" growled
Bkipper Proctor to Jack and Locke.

“They'll abandon it,” replied Ferrers
Locke quietly. “They wouldn't keep
such damning evidence of what they've
done this night. BShe'll be set adrift,
and probably be picked up by one of
our own fleat to-morrow.”

_“We have one of their men, anyway,

sir,” said Fack Drake, “so even if the
boat is not found again the exchange
will a good one for ns. That man
may be useful in this case.”

Ferrerz Locke nodded.

“I was determined we would have
ﬂ-n&_dpn&unur, at all events,” he snid.
“Did yon mnotice & light ahead,
skipper ¥

v, &y, sir, that T did!* replied
Proctor as he peered throngh one of the
broken panes of glass in the wheelhouse,
“We be closin’ in on the flest, sir.
Better galb the sidelights ont. Hi, Tom,
busy arcund and get them sidelights pus
up! We'ra hardﬁr the fleet,”

It appeared as if the Phantom had
given up the chase, for though the
Stormeock lay to for three hours, her
lights shining, no Phantom appeared.

Daylight broke, misty and grey, re-
vealing a bald, tumbling sca, with the
Carr Fleet ahead, diligently fishing.

“1 reckon we'd best patrol the feat,
sir,” gaid Proctor. “ Thev'll think wo
are the real Phantom, an' won't wish vs
any good.  But the less talk we hava
about last night's business the better.”

“I entirely agree with you, skipper.”
sard Locke. * Drake, you'd better turn
mm for a few hours. I'll vrouse you at
about midday, then I'll lave a spal!
below. We must get all the sleep wo
can during the hours of davlight: for
darkness means work for us hencefor-
ward,”

“You're right, sir,” said -Skipper
Proctor. “I'll go on tha same tack wi’
the men. I think we'd better keap dis-
tant from the fleet, reservin’ our fuel
and restin’ the engines an’ boilers. To-
night we'd do well to cruise among the
trawlers, and, if we szee the Phantom
up to more ﬂf her games, take a heavy

‘hand in the business.”

“That is what I was going to supg-
gest,” replted Ferrers Locke. " Waell,
get below, Drake. You and T will work
watch and watch together.”

Jack was pleased to be able to turn

in on the locker seat assigned to him in

the. skipper's cabin, and he was soon
asleap. He was roused at midday, and

Tne Macser Ligrant.—No. 349,
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kept on the alert while Ferrers Locke
slept.

As darknezz fell the Stormeock, with-
out lights, closed in on the fleet, and
waited for signs of the activities of the
Pharitom.

. ‘Ferreras. Locke sigred. to.Jack Drake
to come forward with him,

“We'll have a little talk with our
frist}q&r, my boy,” said Locke. “Dut

'm afraid we'll learn little from hifs.
The men say he has been sullen and
defiant ever since he came round.” _

Locke and Drake entered the crew's

warters and found the big man whom

ocke had knocked out sitting up cn
{,}hu lﬂﬂm; drinking tea from a thick
L,

“What's your name?” demanded
Locke sharply.

“Find oub!” returned the man,
scowling.

Locke and Drake looked him over foc
a few seconds. He was massively buill,
and had the heavy, pale features of a
north man.

“¥ou realice, I suppoze,” continued
Locke dispassionately, *“‘that wyou can
be charged with a very serious crime "

“1 reckon I obey orders just hike any
other seaman!™ growled the man,

“Well, you are our prisoner, and will
most certainly be handed over to justice.
But it will be in yvour favour if wvou
assist us to settle these outra on the
Dogger—as they will be settled, whether
vou help or not.”

“Ye mean ye want ma to give in-
formation "

“ Exactly 1"

The man laughed. It was a mirthless,
hard laugh. Dut there was an unmis-
takable ring in it thut told Locke better
than words could that they would get
no information from this man,

Locke turned to go.

“ Better have the man secured in some
way,” he said to Tom Harper, who was
listening intorested]y.

" Ay, ay, sit," said Harper, grinning.
“He he too pretty & specimen to have
losse amongst us, T reckon.™

ke and Drake mounted to the
bridge.

“Can’t get anything out of him, I
s'pose 7 asked Proctor.

“No. I can see ho'll never inform
against his fellodvs,” replied Locke.

“Thought as much, sir. I've zoon
him meself, and I reckon he wouldn't
eplit if he was put on the rack. Well,
we be well up to the flest now., Dut,
so far, things seem all right.”

The skipper, together with T.ocke and
Dl‘ﬂ;kﬂ, leant on the rail, staring at the
fishing lights of the trawlers. They did
not converse, for they were anxious to
hear any unusual sounds from the fleet.

The Btormeock had been manceuvred
20 that the fleet would be to windward,
S0 any unusual sounds would come
down to them.

At last Ferrers Locke held up his

hand.
What's that?" he

* Lasten !
swiftly. ]

A weird muttering nolse was coming
down the wind.

“HBounds to me like distant wvoices
shouting,” said Jack Drake.

“That's what it be, sir, I reckon!"
whispered Skipper Proctor, curving his
hand behind his ear,

“1 think we'll go in among the fleet,”
voiced Locke. ‘It may be the Phantom
up to her kricks, destrc:—:.'ingh the fishing
gear as it i1s towed along the bettom.”

TAy, av, sirl”?

Bkipper Proctor rang for half speed,
and turned tha Btormeock™s head to-
wards the trawlers.

THe Macxer Lierary.—No. 948,
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said

The lights grow clearer, and the
shouting could not now be mistaken for
anything eclse,

" Bhe there, sir, for surc, playin’
ald Harey wi' the gear!” growled
Froctor. *' What's the.-lay, Mr. Locke?
Weo can't board her. Her crew's too
strong for that.”

“YWe must at least chase her off,
skipper,” said the detective. “And we
must keep in touch with her till she
heads for home. Then, without owur-
selves- belng seen, we must follow her
and sea where she goes.™

Within half an hour the Btormeock
was well in the heart of the Carr fAeet.
Trawls were being hauled in hot haste
as they headed for the centre of the
fleet, and whenever they came into the
view of meén on a trawler, savage
shouts and wild threats were hurled at
themm across the water,

: E!-:%lppe-r ‘Proctor gave a rumbling
augh.

“JI.reckon we're puttin' the wind up
them- just as much as the real Phantom
does!™ he said, “We'll have to——"

“"Look, look! Owver there!” cried

Drake, Eminting to starboard. "1 saw
her, sir ™

“Tha Phantom

Ly YEE !:U‘

“ Point over, skipper!”

(1 .A.T’, EF !ll

Skipper Proctor rang for full speed,
and the Btormeock veored round in the
direction indicated by Jack Drake.

“Right ahead, sr!" came a hail
from the bows.

The skipper, Locke, and Drake peered
from the wheelhouse, and soon they saw
the Phantom, rolling gently in the
swell,

The Btormeock leapt towards her
enomy; but the Phantom was quick,
too, and forged ehead rapidly.

Jaclk Drake watched the ghostly form
of the big Jeelander ahead, His heart
was thumping heavily. Would they
come to grips agein? Or would the
Phantom continue to run, allowing the
Stormeock to hold her in chase?

— o m—

Northward Ho ! -

LL the next day the Btormcock
kept the smudge d9f smoke from
the Phantem in view on the
horizon,

the advice of Ferrers ke, had coaled
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his ¢hum in Lk
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to win fame
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through the
invention of & wonderful acroplane coglne.
You'll he thrilied from the very firat word
of this great yarn. Begin it to-day in

On sale Wed., April 14, Make sure of a copy.

Skipper Proctor, on

the Stormeock with “smokeless ™ fuel,
such as warships wuse. Thus, | they
could follow the Phantom and - yet
keep out of view themselves,

The Phantom was evidently bound for
somewhere north of the Orkneys. Bhe
steered on a hair-line course, and
Skipper Proctor was in fine fettle

“Bhe hasn't any doubt about where
she be goin', sir,” he said, rubbing his
hard palms together. * Mebbe %hab
land, mebbe the Faroes, mobbe Ieeland.
We'll zee. This here smokeless coal
stunt o' yours 15 great!”

“Well, what aboubt night-time,
skipper 7 smiled Locke. " We sha'n't
be 1:‘ﬁl:nl\a to sec her smoke then, shall
we f

Skipper Proctor's eyes twinkled.

“We be well up the Long Forties
now, sir,” he replied. "By evening
I'll be able ta judge for certain whether
she be pointin' for Fair Isle or to the
cast’'ard o' Bhetland. We'll just have
to’ hold our course during the dark
hours, that's all, an' pick her up again
the morn. Afier all, the night up here
on'y lasts for three hours this part o'
the year!™
- Northward led the Phantom—cver
northward. A fleet of trawlers busy
oft the Fladen Ground was passed—
Leith boats, relling and wallowing in
the seas as they towed their trawls
along the bottom.

In the late afterncon it breezed wup
considerably, and the wave-erests broké
into hissing spray. The big turtle deck
of the Stormecock was constantly in a
mist of driving spray as the stout
trawler smashed her stem into the seas.

On she pressed. chimbing and falling.
A carrier, floundering like a cow in a
bog, was making in from the Viking
Bank . to .the north. And as evening
fell, and the smudge of smoke aheéad
became ‘hardly discernible, the pas-
senger steamer from Ieeland, bound
for Leith, passed them, hurrying along
with the following sea lifting her under
her stern.

Skipper Proctor was in
trim.

“We've got him, sir,” he =zaid to
Locke. “He's steerin’ to pass Fair
Isle on the starboard hand., It's Ice-
land, for sure!”

Dawn saw all hands eagerly search-
ing the widening horizon ahead.

“There she is, zkip!” szhouted Tom
Harper from the crow's-nest above the
bridge. “ Better slacken speed a bit, or
we'll be spotted. We've hauled up to
her a bit during the night.”

The Etﬂrmmcﬁ was brought down to
half speed as the li%ht strengthened,
and when clear daxhght was broad
aver all, the Phantem was little more
than a smoke-smudge on the horizon
again.

“Faroes well astarn of us now, sir,”
said Proctor, jerking his head towards
a hazy outline to the south-east. * We'll
be looking out for Portland by the
afternoon. By hokey, thiz iz like old
days! I haven't been up round Ieeland
for over ten year. It's been the Dogger

splendid

most. all the time leadin' the Carr
Fleet.™
The Stormecock szcotched wup the

Phantom a bit more closely when Mount
Hekla, Iceland's valeans, was in view,
Just before darkness fell the Phantom
disappeared from wview. She had
steamed inside a cluster of islets, which
Proctor pointed out as the Westaman
Isles.

All were puzzled, but Skipper Proctor
had a possible explanation.

“I know of a fjord bearing nor’-nor’-
east from the Tin ner—that’s ona
o' the istes,” he sanid. *That's mayba
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lowed, closing in a little now that dark-
nesz was falling.

The men turned into a narrow valler,
or gorge, and the detectives followed.
The light was now very bad, but Jack
could make out the wooden gable ends
of two houses, or huts, farther aslong.
The roofs were prassy, and a couple of
sheep, contentedly munching the grass,
scemed to find the roofs quite a good
pasture ground. _ i

“They've gorne in there. sir,” said

Jack. *1 wonder if t-he;' have an ap-
pointment with anyone?’
. "I am inclined to believe ther have,
my boy," replied Ferrers Locke. ““Well,
we must get forward without sound to
a position whera e can listen, and, if
possible, see.” )

“Up where the sheep are, I should
think, sir,” grinned Jack.

“Ie will approach and see,” replied
Locke.

Carrying their shoes in their hands,
tha Daker Strect detective and his
assistant advanced towards the build-
mngs.

%.:‘Eha one into which Scar Hosking anpd
his companion had passed had been
built into & cutting n the rock face,
and it was possible to step from the land
behind right on to the dow roof.

But the two sheep already there were
a problem. If they were startled they.
would most certainly give the alarm.
However, fortune . favoured Ferters
‘Locke and Drake at that moment, for
one of the sheep slipped on the roof-
slope, and Hosking and his com?nnin-n,
accompanied by a typical Tcelander,
wearing a cap with esr-flaps, rushed out.

“It's only them durned sheep!”
growled Hpsking. And Locke and
Drake, sitting, hidden by a boulder,
heard him swearing roundly.
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HIS week I have several extra
interesting  announcements to

“Well, let's get "em off it,"" returned
the other man, whom Locke judged to
bo the skipper of the Phantom. * Heve,
vou, get to blazes out o’ that !

The words preceded a whizzing stone,
which thumped on the ribs of the sheep.
Both animals took fright, and scampered
for the hillside once more. Then the
men went into the house again.

“Now " whispered Ferrers Locke.
“We will get on to the roof and lie Aat
near the eaves, Follow me, Drake!”

With infinite eare, moving only inch
by inch, Locke squirmed forward on his
stomach on the grassy roof of the build-
ing. Jack Drake followed closely. And
soon. the pair were in position at the
eaATRS,

Drake, peering over and down into the
window at that end of the building,
found to his delight that he could sece
inte the room—for room it was—low-
ceilinged, with a rough wooden Hoor.

Ths Icelander with the ear-flapped cap
on 'was haiuling in some wood to the
wide fireplace. A stupid-faced woman
was busying about at the farther ond
of the room. Bear Hosking and hiz com-
panion were sitfing on a form near the
window.

“1 never knew him to be to time yet,”
grumbled the thin-featured man. -"He
comes by pony., He won't have us up
at Ingholdt, though I do know he’s

ot & fine, comfortable house there.
ﬁtll‘. what a hole to live in! Teeland!
And the Hekla country, too."”

“It's the loneliest part, an' that suits
Stromsund's purpose, I s'pose,” growled
Hosking.  “There's the f]inrd handy,
too, for the boats which don’t belong to
hiz reg’lar fleet at Reykjavik.”

“Well, I dunno what he wants us up
so suddenlike for. ’Course, he'll have a

entries, sz doubtless you know. DBut
please look alive. Mind you sre not
behind the fair! You see, I have only
s certain number of these games, so
this opportunity won’t wait, any more
than Time, the train, or trade. DBelow

‘vou have the latest list of prize-winners.
‘Why not have your name in a future

list ¥

RESULT OF “II;AIE” COMPETITION
ﬂf

A Table Footer Game has been

awarded to cach of the following

twenty readers:

Richard Harrington, 20, Hawthorn
Road, Ribbleton, Preston, Lancs;
Edward Armstead, 32, Sunbeam Street,
Beeston Hill, Leeds; Clifford Walker,
17, Michell Street, Durham; John
Wilson, 163, Broomloan Road, Govan;
%, Seotney, 35 Windmill Street,
Whittlesey, Cambs; J, Dawvis, 41, Hol-
besch Road, Catford, 8.E.6; Arthur
Clarke, 247, Monton Road, Monton
Green, Eccles, near Manchester: G.
Rodick, Fairview, Balgores Lane,
Squirrels Heath, Essex: David Brown,
9, Old Grey Street, Sunderland, co.
Durham: H. McEnight, 185, Cromwell
Road, Patricroft, Manchester; Arthur
L. Birchley, 4, Lansdowne, Upper
Welland, Malvern Wells, Wores; 8.
H. Barker, B North Sirect, North
Walsham, Norwich, Norfolk; James
Cash, 18, Dradgete S8trcet, - Ashton-
under-Lyne, Lancs; B. L. Barraclongh,
15, Chapel Terrace, Crossland Moor,
Huddersfield: Master E. . Kilboe,
95, Coppet's Road, Bluswell Iill, N.10;

lot to say to you, Hosking, bein' new
to the game. "

“And to you, I reckon, dfor that clash
last time on the Dogger. An' he'll want
to know why you've lest Blayne.™

“ Better Blayne than some o' the
others,” growled the other. “ Blayne's
a man'll bite his tongue off rather than
speak.”

“Are ye sure as the Stormeock didn't
follow ye?”

“We shook her off at the outset.
Hallo! Here's the chief!” '

There was a clatter of feet in the

orge outside the buildings, then the

oor burst open, and Hosking and his
companion rose to greet the newcomert,

But they fell back in surprise, and
Locke and Drake on the grassy roof stil-
fened 1n every muscle as they watcheds
for the man who had burst in was the
man they had captured from the
Phantom, He must have escaped from .
the Btormeock. And now he was here.

“Langley,” gasped the man, gripping
the forearm of the thin-featured skipper,
“the Stormcock scotched you up right
to the isles. Ferrers Locke’'s aboard o
her, or was. Heé an' his assistant left
this mornin’; don't kpow what. for. To
erret “you out, I expect, for they know
where you put in, oy be in Ingholdt
Ijord at the moment. It's:—" ;

“Outside an' scarch round this
shack !” shouted Scar Hosking, the great
weal down his face turnming white.
“They may be spyin’ on us even now !

(Ferrers ELocke and Jaek Drale
crouched low .in their hiding-place,
watehing and wondertng,  Their dis-
covery seemed fmminent! Look out for
gome startling sifuations in next week's
thrilling instalment of this powerful
gerial, chumal)
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George Harrad, 46, Ealgla Street,
Coventry; Master A, IHendry, I,
Charlotte  Place, . Paisley, Scotland;

William E. Foot, 74, Caversham Road,
Kentish Town, Londén, N.W.5; R.
Gaoffin, 77, Manor Waye, Usxbridge,
Middlesex; John Elliott; 107, Lanang
Road, Sheffield.

For Next Monday.

“«THE RAGGING OF MOSso0!™
By Frank Richards.

Frank Richard: always had a warm
corner in his heart for the French
mastor. Next weck you have the great
authority on French verbs and all the
other problems incident to the mighty
French lingo in a rare old difficulty.
1f M. Charpentier does not have the
time of his life, well it comes jolly
near it! Deon't miss this fine yarn,
boys!
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“THE TEMPTATION OF
PETER HALZELDENE!"

{Continued from page 21.)
ST R T T I,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Exit Mr. Killip !

SULHTHEn

31 FITER a night anid a morning of

gnawing suspense, and aflter a

week of anxious scheming, Hazel-

~ dene was almost happy at last.

He -had been dunned for money ; he had

been guilty of a contemptible action that

rou hiz conscience more than it

calmed his fears; he had been shunned

by the Remove—and all his plans had
collapsed and failed,

The night before he had confessed;
now he knew his fate. His punishment
had been decreed, and a load was off his
mind. He came out of the Head's study
and out inte the quad loeking pale; but
the worried expression was gone,

Morning lessons were aver, It was the
beginning of the Wednesday hail-heli-
day. The quad was dotted with groups of
felfm\-s, lounging about, or making for
Big Fide,

Ign the distance he saw a feminine
figure, surrounded by four or five fellows,
It was his sister Marjorie, and the others
wWera ¥
more, She had come over from ClLiff
Flouse, as she sometimes did, to ask Inm
to for a walk, perhaps. Hazeldene
miade in the direction of the group,

“"Hallo, hallo, hallo!” greeted Bob
Cherry, as he approached. * Here's the
giddy long-lost brother!"

Cherry and Wharton and a few-

“I'm sorry, Marjorie—" began
Hazel, . .

“We're zorry, too,” broke in Whartan,
“We've got to apologize to you, Hazel.”

“Rather !" added Linley, who was one
of the group. ~ We're downrvight socry,
Hazel, old man. Why did vou act the
goat like that? You could ecasily have
told us.” .

“Told you what

% About that scavaly thing.”

[ Eh 1?-1‘? :

“We happened to mention it to Mar-
jorie,” e:plﬁitmd Cherry. -1 told her
what it was like, and =aid that yvou had
found it and returned it to the Head.”

“And then 1t came out,” oadded
Wharton.

“What—about the—" ]

Hazeldene was on the verge of zaying
“fight.” ;

“Ne. About it being your own pro-
perty, you ass|" :

“Why didn't yvou say so before ¥

“Of all the feotling chumps-——="

“Marjorie told us that youwr mater
ave it to you a long time ago," said
!IEH‘Q:", B . 1

“She gave me one, too,” chimed in
Marjorie. And she pulled at a-silver
chain around her neck and brought into
view @ scarab similar to the one the
Removites had seen in her brother's
possession. , :

“That's just the same. ag rFours,
Hazel,” said Wharton, *“The one, you
took to the Head.”

Hazeldene nodded,

“Then why the thump did you take
it to him? Why didn't you tell us it
wasn't his at all?” TLook at all the
trouble you've cansed. That serap——"'

“Wa know how you'ré fixed, Hazel,

ently she had heard all about the fight
already, and wasn't so shocked as szho
might have been.

“Yas, had my reasons,” agrecd
Hazeldene grimly. “I'd rather you
didn't ask me what they were, That
incident is closed now. o

He stapped, and looked past the group
ot an npqmac]un figure. His face set.
It was Mr. Killip, the garage man.
Harzeldene hurriedly asked his sister to
withdraw a little distance 'with Hob
Cherry. He wanted the coming inter-
view to be out of her hearing. Bob
took the hint with alacrity.. :

“ Good-afternoon, Master Hazeldene 1™
said Mr. Killip, as he came up, glancing
from Hazel to the others.

Hazeldene acknowledged his saluta-
tion curtly.

“You know what I've come for ?" said
Killip. “I don't seem to have heard
from you with that ten quid.: This is
absolutely your last chance before 1 goes

to your headmaster. What about my
damages out of your scholarship
money " '

“I—I haven't won any scholarship!”
he blurted.

Mr. Killip looked menacing,. He
glanced at the school buildings, as il
seeking to discover which was the Head's
window,

“Here, halfi 8 mo!" put in Linll‘:ri

T
what's this about scholarship money*"

“J1 promised to pay himn if—if I wen
the Wilmot-Snell.”

"Ten quid, i=n't 1t?" pursued Linley.

[F1] ?‘HE." Ly 1

“ And you haven't got 1it?"

. “No. . And no chance. And he can do

“Halle, Marjorie!” szaid Hazel. “1 expect ho had his reasons,” inter- “’I"‘f-t ho likes.” . e )
“ Looking for me?” rupted Linley. *“I'm sorry now, Hazel, Hold on a minute,” went on Linley
“Vas, Peter. Aren't you coming for a that we came to blows over the thing.” eagerly. “I'm feeling generous to-day,
walk 1" - Marjorie looked concerned, but appar- (Continued on the next page.)

Boys! Iell Dad =

you can have
a No. 4004

Mead Bike for i

26

'%ﬁ

(172
n q'm*;lm'“wu T

r
-

= T ey
i S

Boys !

the world's best

catalogue.
derful

Racing mounts,

Fach model embodies all the latest impmvemcnts, 18

Cycling iz the most g]nrfuus of all pastimes. An
bike for boys is the MEAD. This is
PROVED by the unsolicited letters of praise
g::r send to-day for a Free copy,
page pictorial m‘tfu]lg we illustrate and describe
an extensive range of “ Sporty Roadsters and lightweight

|i:int¢t_l in our
n this won-

:ﬂmsite? enamelled, brilliantly plated, lined in two colours, .dden

sup

you are not completely satisfied.

How you can obtain a magnificent bicycle for your own
riding on payment of 2/6 it explained In our new catalogue.
i W—it 15 a real work of art that you will
delight to peruse and be proud to possess.

rite lor one

ied in a variety of sizes for youths of all ages. What-
ever cycle you select will be sent packed free and carriage n15i
on 15 days’ trial. Money refunded immadiatell; it

- [-__ e , ;
ea £419+4
V. Ve . 1419-6|
CYCLE COMPANY INC. "CASHY
-z (Dept. M601), Sparkbrosck, BIRMINGHAM, - 4
rm—

.i':‘ J
£t '
P N I
¥ £
Fis
A







14

SPECIAL “'GUP-FINAL™ SUPPLEMENT FOR NEXT WEEK, CHUMS!

IT'S THE GOODS!

HERE are plenty of managers of

I football cjubs who will tell you that

thered i3 always one fellow to beat

the pood little ‘"un, and that fellow
fa the good big 'um. Thers may be some-
thing In this geoerally accepted idea, but
there is plenty of evidence to prove that
when these managers fnd the good players
they don’t refect them becauze they - are
little, Indeed, there are few things more
gtriking in big foothball than the controsts
which are provided on the feld, Giapts and
pigmies struggle for possessionm of the hall;
gud the big man does not always have
thinga his own way. Now let ns Jook at
the contrasts. The tallest man in big foot-
ball at the moment is Albert Iremonger, the
goalkeeper of Notts County, who stands
ilx_feet five inches. He says that his only
trouble in being a footballer is that when
they are travelling be Ands it extremely
diicult to get a bed which will * it him."
In spite of his many inches, Iremonger etill
manages to get down to the low shots, and,
of course, the high ones are easy, seeing
that he can touch the bar without the neces-
sty of stretching his arms to the [full
length, It might ‘be considersd absolutely
egsential that a gdalkeeper should be fairly
tall, but there have been little fellows whe
have “kept™ most eMciently. Teddy
Davison, of Shefleld Wodnesday, for in-
stanee, is about n foot less than Jremonger,
while such famous goalkeepers as Jack Mew,
Diok Pym; aud Fred Hinton are less than
the average height.

If there is one position more than another
where Inches would seem to be of real value
It iz at centre-half, becanse to this player
the hall comes throngh the alr so often.
Harry Thoms, of Derby County, rums to
gix feet three, and there are plenty of olher
big men in the middle of the Aeld—Gomm,
of Millwall, Haslam, of Manchester United,
and * Long John '™ Hill, of DBurnley. Al
these fellows go beyond the six-foot mark,
aad I always feel sorry for the poor centre-

ST

NTERNATIONAL
SWAPSHOTS

HE reecord attendance for any foot-

ball mateh, except for the Cup

Final at Wembley In 1923, was at

the Imterpational at Hompden Park

on March 23rd, 1012, It was estimated that
127,807 spectators were present that day.
The gate receipts amopnted to £5197 15,

stands and enclosures £1,600, mpking a total |

of £6,097 1bs.

Here i3 ‘Fngland's complete International
record from 1019 to March, 1920:

Gonls
F. W. L. . F. A. Fia.
w. Scotland 4 1 3 2 B 13 1
v. Wales .., 7T 2 53 £ 410 6
w. Ireland T &8 1 3 10 65 o
Total g 6 7 I M 284 19

Anglo-Scota were Hret brought Into Scottizh
tenms in 1806,

John Reypolds played for both FEngland
and Irelund, and Bob Evans for England and.
Wales. Evans had played ten games for
Wales before it was discdvered that he had
a birth quuolification for England, and he
iMayed for Engiand In all "thred games In
season 1010-11.

When the first game was played between
England and Scotland, England had  nearly
100 cluba ‘playing Association foothall; #éot-
lnnd bind 10; s0 that the goalless draw was
%_hlir:nt:llt-ahtﬂ performance on the part of the

stle.
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The Extremes in
Football prove that

size doesn’t really
maltter.

forward the stature of COallacher, say,
who has to stand by and watch when his
lengthy opponent takes the ball on his bead.

However, as all good footballers koow, the
game should be played on the ground, and
not in the air. There are even some foot-
ballers, however., who mansge to get the
ball when it is in the alr, though they are
smmaller than their opponents, Alec Lindsay,
the Toltenham Hotspor inside-right, In quita
& lUttle fellow, but he has swch a terrific
fjump, and at times he springs so well, that
1 have often seen him get the ball on bis head
when opposed to some opponent who could
give him several inches.

Mention of the Epurs reminds me that for
years they have had on their books the
smallest player who hne ever got ioto fOrst-
class football. I refer, of course, to
“ Fanpy ' Walden, who was only five feet
two in hizs stocking feet. He has often
told me how his parentz laughed at him
when he expressed his intention of becoming
a professional footballer, but he triumphed
over his difffeulties to sgch an extent that
he played for England against Scotland,

Tn these days Fanny Walden bas many
midget rivals in the outside-right position,
Therd I8, for instance,” Joshua Willlams, the
bop-o"-my-Lhumb outside.right of Stoke City,
while Crawford, who plays in the same pozi-
tion for Chelsea, can only give Walden about
half an Inch.

Mthnufu. Nature bazs hondicapped these
f little fellows im one way, she has thrown
out compensations in another, for it k& nn-
donbtedly true that the midgets generally
geem to be endowed with more cunning,
and are guicker of movement than the big
fellows: also, it is very difficult for the
big [ellows to charge the little ones [Pairly
owing to the difHeuity of getting thelr
shoplders down properly. Thus the *“long
and short of it is ' that no young player
should consider that Le is roled out of big
feotball because he hasn't sprouted to glant

Fof  these were against - Scothand,

proportions.

Quaint and Curious
Facts about the
Biggest Matches of All

The first game between England and Seot-
land was unique in one respect—Iit is the
oply one In which hoth sides failed to score.
Nine goals bave been registered on five
peensions sioce then.

England first played three half-backs In
the International match of 1885, Scotland
adopted this formation In 1B8Y,

England holds the record for high scoring
in - International matches, Ireland being
beuten by them 13-—-0 at DBelfust in 1832,
Wales' tallest recore wae 11-—0, also against
Ireland. Scotland’s best is 110, also
agalost the Irishmen, but it left nothing
like the feeling of satisfaction engendered
l:ug:III the seven registered against Eogland io
15878,

Steve Bloomer scored 28 goals in Imter-
national matehes—a record that will take
some beating.

W. AMeredith has 51 caps fo hiz credit; 13
and - 20
against England,

_—

During the course of the 1042  mateh
betwegn England  and ‘Scotland at Ibrox
Park,” Glasgow, one of the stunds on the
ground, collapsed, causing the death of 2§
persons. Twenby-Tour others were very dan
erously injured, while 403 received minor

njuries,

ANY times In the Frank Barson., I wonldn't

past have Man- go 80 far as to say that

-r:huteirﬁd Un:tﬂi “mp which E.I'H.Iﬁ

aeeu a place ENT wears goes wio

in the * spot-light," and with ilu gold tooth, but
thia season thﬂ:,ﬁmvednna Frank Isn't the sort of

fellow who cares what
]I.uan?le think, and when
told him that the ap

it ain in the Cup com-
pettn;. -~ knogking - DUt BY * PAUL PRY.”

soveral clubs when the odds T

soemed dead against them, (Our Travelling | ‘srrespondent.) didn’t go with his perfeet
There are people who guit, he asked me If T ex-
can remember when the club was more notorfons thanpectsd him fo bé a Bean Brummell * all over.,” ¥ou can’t
famous. They started at a place ealled Newton Heath ratch o mateh in which Frank Barson uﬂnmm without
which Is really a part of Manchester, but In thosa lo ng that he is one of Soccer’s giants in the thinking
ago days there was not much enthusiasm for the sort o .mrlmenh He served his football apprentlceship in a
Tootball which was played by the members of the team. ol school at Bamsley.

Indeed, the story goes that the wages of th: players In| The Arsenal have a manager named Chapman, and so

those timies were caleulated according to the receipts atibave Manchester United. The Manchester * boss®™ i
the turnstiles, and one playersled John, and just as the
of tha past fs said to havejdrsenal Chapman is tho highest
looked round on poing on toimld manager In football to-day,
the Aeld and ther suddenlyw hls namesake at Manchester
walked back to the dressing-jwas the fiet manager to  get
room, with this remark @ “Ih four-figure salary. He has
don't suppose the * gate * to-day made some astute bargainas, this
would amount to more thammansger, though, even though
twopence per player, and 1 amibls Hking for Clapton Orient
not playing on this piteh lur]mu canged Rennox to tell me
ninety minutes for twopence."” F&L at one time Old Traford

Later the club moved : likea snburh of Homerbon,
Clayton, nnd vou may take | Frink Mann oupght to be at
from me that when the search-Manchester, obvionsly. Hé went
light was put on the Clayl gen from Huddersfield ns a
pitch wom found ot why mewrward, " but I got =0 bald,"
F was  called Clayton, There he gaid, ** that they thought I
& may have been worss grounds s too old to play In that de-
- — 5 in the country, bul the oldest rtﬂ'lmi:,Il e T went to  hali-
J. W. SPENCE. football follower I kunow hasback,” “And he's o great Mann

never been om one which wasin that position,' sald Charlie
worad than the old ground at Clayton. One day at Clayton Hiliteh, the Jong 'wn, who had overheard our eon-
=—years ago, of course=—when the playera came down to the wermtion,
ground for '.Tl'ﬂillflflﬁr they found tﬁcir billiards table being! Manchester officiala never object to their playvers having
corried away by the ballife, and-the club was literally ineme business outside football. Frank Barson can play
the bankruptey court. But stout hearts survived. Half™ mine host ™ most eficiently, and Jack Mew. the goal-
a dozen stalwart enthuslasts put thelr cash into a pool, keeper with the funniest Inf‘u {nu cver saw, is in o sports
started the club agaln, and rennmed 16 Manchester United, outfitters’ Busineas with Cecil PParkin, the Lancashire
and to-day we Hnd at Old Trafford one of bowler, - Parkin hiotsclf reckons fo ba a bit
the most up-to-date grounds in the country, of o goalkeeper. [ ecan tell you that the
and one the most prosperois clubs play- buvers ot the Parkin-Mow shop never lack
ing thercon, Thers is accommodation for n bit of fun, for Mew Just bubbles over with
?D;i]{ﬁ:mgl:lu nﬂ% ?Hmeﬁm.lmd thllﬂ w-eekf ek life and wit.
en e eat International mateh of the
: M showed me his  proudest  foothall

peanca wiit layed on the ground—that Susdasion—a medal which he had madewhen

between England and Scotland, - 4
; ¥ 1w first played for England. In the ondinary
ﬂ}“ players of to-day don’t get paid ac- way he would have recelved six pounds, but
0 to the receipts, asg 8mith, the ?‘ﬂ“llif he nsked the F. A, to give him a medal instead.
Inside-left, fold me with some regret in his * There Is one cther thing about that Inter-
voice, 1f they did get so paid they would . national mateh which pleased me az much
soon e retiring, for they have } W), (M the medal,” said Mew, * That is, it was
on the ground this season for a mid-week played at- my native Sunderland, amd my

Cup-tie. father and mother wera there to see the

Mu the searchlight on these ™ Unbted ™ pame,” No opponent ever fell In the eourse
players, In decd as well as in word, vou of o game withowt Mew dashing uwp to seo
find some of the most interesting person- what was the matter—he has the soft heart

alitles in football. That being so, it s
appropriate that they should possess per-
haps the most dominating personnlity iu
the gome to-day, 1 refer to thelr captain,

of the real sportaman, He has alss g hard
heal, which doesn™t scem o mind belog
kicked. I reminded him whan I was at
Old Trafford that on the previons Baturday
he had nearly beon
killed thm%h dash-
ing ont, * Well, you
have to do b, wvou
[Lat

F. MANN.
A Y Y N o A e " a VeV Vo T Vo e

WHAT BIRMINCHAM'S FOOTER CROUND LOWS LIKE FROM ABOVE !

koo, was all
eaid.
Manchestor Unlted
nre always ready fo
iryexporimenta.
MePherson, who
pow leads the for-
wards, was  secured
as g wing man, and
Joseph Waters
Bpence, who i now
a wing man, nsed to
be & coutre-forwnnd,
Bpence has up n
his  honie o frmed
copy of a telegram.
It was sent from
his junior club at
Beotswood  whaen
he first appeared
for Manchester
" United, and It reads;
“Playuap! Best
wishes from Hcots-
wood.”  Bpence has
ed up™ ever

A stalwart of the
defence s Jack
i":l!i:cu:l:, E"Tt- mrn.l::

T, B
beloved of tHe
misie - hall . come-
dinns—Wigan i But
there Is - nothing of
the comedian o t;
Bllepek's play —he
is very e,

[Heprodced by permission of Aderefilow Lid.

" Why
JBeat

=ape

DAVID MORRIS,
Captals of Bcotland agalnat
Esgland lait season,

Scotland
E

FE——— i |

By J. EWART,

IR — i

{5 E_ .

8 J. WADEWORTH,
Oaptain of England againgt

Beatiznd Last season,

the famous Scottish International Goalkeeper of Airdrieonians, who says that
the difference between the two countries lies in the way the lads are taught.

T iz agtruism that the onlooker secs most
of the game, and behind that general
statement must be found my excuse for
writing of football tactits in gemeral.

To a very large extent the goalkeeper Is in the
position of the onlooker. Of course ha has his
work to do at times, and It i3 not part of my
huzinesa here to suggest that the man hne:l:w:fn
the stieks hag a * money for nothing ™ job.
All the same, the goalkeeper I8 to some degree
an onlooker.  He muat watch, of necessity, the
me being played before him, and Inevitabl
ﬁr‘m general opinfons as to the schemes whie
penally bring him the biggest bundle of trouble.
%0 here for a few minutes I should like to talk,
about football from what I call the Inter-
natlonal pofat -of wiew, and. especlally . the
L‘tiﬂerencel;}etmm Seottish and English ideas,

THE TWO BliQ COUNTRIES.

After all, when you come to think of it, in
disenssing the difference between English and
Seottish ideas you are really discussl
differences between ‘Tootball az found in all
the blg Leagues of England and Scbtland, for
though it Is true that Ireland and Wales take
part In the In*:e':rauunm ch'?mggmnnmm, mioEt
of the players who appear in 80 Tk
have had experience with English or Seottish
elnbs, and to thin extent subscribe to the
Seottish or English ideas,

A STUBBORN FAOT.

TFrom thne fo time we are told, In no un-
eertain l:}nguahw. ;?ﬂ“" Enittiﬂh fn-uﬂ;-l} is far
too fast for the yiora o nd in par-
theular., ‘That s true, but when it .is hinted
that in mnamumue Heottish playvers are useless
to English sides, then I suggest. that the idea
won't hold water. 1f Scottish football, ns
eompared with English, I3 8o slow as to
naeless  for mateh-winning g4 then
perhaps you ean tell me how it {l tﬂnt Seotland
g often beats England In International con-
teata, On the Inst oceaslon on which these
eountrfes met Seotland beat England by two
goals to none, and the result, according to the
unanimous view of the men who took part in
that game, did no more than bare justice to
the winning side.

THE ALL-BCOTTISH SIDE.

That partieular result cannot even be ex-
ensed on the ground that Scotland toumphed
“by the use of players who had been timed up
In England to tho Englizh pace. As a matter
of fact there was, in that last vietorlous
o T att il Sod this
expericnes o n England, a
L:{la er was McMullan, who had a spell with

abdstone United, which club can
scarcely be described as typleal
of Englizsh foothall, S0 the Seota
won by Scottish methods, and
demonetiated what wa Lt to
anecept for all time as a fact:
that the merits of footballers
should not Be judged solely by the
gpeed at which they can travel,

ON THE WRONG
FOUNDATION.

1 am not golng to say one little

pace aa It
tehes | play., Buot it

critiel kth-u {i’,ﬂ ﬁgﬁmﬂ in igcnml.
becanse I know sh players give their
NN and thelr su what they nsk

s

for. But what I do want to inzist upon Is that
you have not necessarily created the most
effertive footballers merely because yon hoave
furned ont the fastest and the fAttest set of

TELETH.
THE REAL TEST.

Sometimes I think we are apt to ndulge In
a certaln amount of confused thinking on this
matter of speed in football. We see the ball

s hard az It ean be banged a full-
of the one side, and we ses the lorwards
of that side race after it holter-skelter, Before

they get to the ball, however, it ia banged back
by an opposing fall-back and there Is a helter-
ufelur Iin the other direction, We describe
this sort of thing as fast football. I submit,
my fe 'mumt ;t Iuh::]utﬂi:jl of the wrtimlt.

running, oré you can have
ruf football you must have the ball retained

the | in the possession of tha men who are making

the pace, I have scen Scottish forwards in
Hiany & # game transfer the play from
one cnd of the field to the other at as fast a

has ever been transferred in English
has been done b thflﬂﬂk forward
passes @ from man to nen, GVETY THOVE-
ment taking the ball definitely in thel:flrmﬂun
of the other . Moreover, these short,
gharp transfers have had the effect of getting
&u defenders Into a more or legs hopeless

FASTER THAN EVER.

In one oF two chats T have had with ]inﬂ:sh
footballers during the present senson I have
heard it said that the game in England is faster
than it has been belore, nent on tha
altemtion of the offslde mie. If this is true,

be | then all I have got to say is that the new

AW, PACE
must indeed be Buk mu%ﬁ:ﬂ
to see how it can real foothall if e
D S tat anid Tancavcat,
L ta and foremost,
ball eontrol, I do not eare how fast
the wing, The important
be—how fast can he

g
:

=52
H

SUBTLETY OF THE SCOT.

And the last sentence brings me to another
point, which is & personal one. Durlng my
career I have found it easier to size up the
Intentlons of the av s Englizh forward
than the average Scot forwards, becauss

the f?:i:-.lmrllht.rT ﬂP}'—mt: ﬂmmt‘;
stralght an ¢, While, on
m, la the Scot, having the
ball under complets control, Is
much more subtle and succeeds In

his intentlons much
more completely.

WHAT MANAQERS
THINK.
it all comes
In

Really, of eoursé
Mﬂ“ﬁ" nt:-f ﬂﬂft of the foot
i uey o
baller, aa It is taught by the

o e e o v taings, s fo bo abi to contro
wonderiul work with the ball at a e hing.. Toraind ap
faster pce than his opponents can is mﬂtﬂlﬁf’ t on - to
‘do the same work, then It follows ba ssked : mﬁ-)rf.i.h methods
that he will have an additional : are o how is it that managers
bmnmménm]]lgh 'iﬂ:ﬂ; ’“’ﬁmﬁi J. EWART. of English elubs travel t;:rsmtlnn
me that English players, or their for ready-made players

trainers, or managers, or somebody, has the

root, principlé wrong, The play of the

oot Is bailt around pace. They are

largely the slaves of speed’ lstead of making
| speed serve their more subtle purposes. - To

‘put the matter in one it seems to

me that bail pursuit Instead of ball control Is } ——

at the base of English football. I am not



