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BEST BOOKS FOR BOYS!

§ | Erncst Lang-
fiiiley is the sort
of chap that
inobody likes

Il=

M regular Ish-
Mimael mn fact.

1But Harry
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iF o« b (A Wharton sets
e s out to IH.“
rmSCﬁGﬁLBﬂYS QWE this fellow on
e SR | the right road,

and t_'ﬂr hispainsgets . . . . . . 7
Read all about this outsider in the

SCHOOLBOYS OWN
LIBRARY No. 37.

Now on Sale Everywhere.
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Young Grimes, the grocer’s hoy, gets a
chance to g0 to a public school, but
his heart is not m Latm and Greek
-Heprefers

the grocer’s
shop. For all

that Grimes
is a good sort.

Make his jiis
acquaintance 1%
in the won-
derful book- §§
length tale of j34
Tom Merry & [
Co., at St
Jim's, in the

SCHOOLBOYS’
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BOUGHT YOUR ANNUALS YET?
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SEE PAGE 21!
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" Your Editer_ is llurujl!l pleaned to hear from his chums. Write o
Mm when you ars in_iroubls or mesd advies, A siam ancd
addressad -I.'I'I'l'il'ﬂ-]l-l u snture & speady réply. Latiers Id he

: The Edior, THE MAGNET LIBRARY, The Amalgamated
Press (182325, LI, The. Fisstway House, Farringdon BStrest,
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' THE SUPPLEMENT !

AM now in & position to give my chums the result of
the “poll * in connection with the Macxer Supplément,
The concensus of opinion shows that ‘s return of the

I

Dicky Nugent . “shockers ™ is aarnanﬂj desired ; that
the Footer .Bupplement should be given-a rest, and .thet
Mr. Richards’ yarns should be inereased in- lﬂngth I thank

vou fellows for bein

sn sporty as to send me these helpful
lettars: and postca

the responsa to my request was
Very. encouraging. Yﬂu will be pleased to learn, therefare,
that I 'am negotiating for some extra-special Dicky Nugent
‘shockers; that I have persugded Mr. Richards to lengthen
his storvies. And the Footer Supplement, of course, will drop
out. * On speeial occasions, such as ‘the Cup Final, for
instance, I will endeavour to run in some footer news as
topical as can possibly be managed, in view of the fact that
we go to press o much in advance, Just keep a sharp look-
out for next week’s Chat, for in my next heart-to-heart talk
with you I shall be able to let on whon the first of theso
popular Dvicky Nugent shockers will appear.

THAT GIRL CHUM !

You have noticed, I &m dead sure, that heaps of difi-
cultics which one worries about dissolve into thin mir when
they are actually faced. I think thiz is what an “0Old
Reader * will find if he will only let matters take their own
course, These are the facts: my chum knows a girl whose
mother iz a cloge friend of his mother, and he hikes to think
of the girl as a pal. Why not? I cdn see from the thought-
ful note he has dropped me to let me know his perplexities
that my correspondent is one of the nervy zort. [ counsel
him to wash all that out and take a cheerio view of what
haa all the appearance of being o right-down plessant
friendship, than which nothing better.

] TELLING FORTUNES !

A reader wants to know if I sncovrage the prectice of
telling fortunes, Frankly I don’t, as 56 many of thess so-
celled fortune-tellers only gull their victims with betitious
tales of zold and travel and good luck. These, of course,
delight the victims, and sometimes give thetn swelled heads.
On the other hand, * ‘wnlncky ¥ fortunes of trouble, misery
to come, e,te.umer:,r seldom told, by the way—often have the
effect of. spoiling & cha%a life. He often takes these things
to heart and becornes obsezsed with them, to the detriment
of everything he undertakes thereafter, for he thinks he is
doomed to what the fortune-teller has told him, no matter
what he does. The practice of fortune-telling, to my mind, is
an unhe::lthy ong. Give it- a mifs, my ¢ um and make
your own fortune. 'Phe dominant qualities requ:red are
grit, honesty, energy, and an understanding of the next
. chap. ‘These will help you on the way far hetter than the
flcﬂvery words of flattery that fall from the lips of fortune-
tellers,

For Next Monday !

“THE ISHMAEL OF THE FORM ™
By Frank Rischards.

You know, of course, in advence that Dob Cherry is the
centrol figure in this coming story, for you have E‘ust. read, or
are ahout to read, anyway, the first yarn in the promiséd
Bob Cherry series. You'll enjoy every word of next week's
grand tale, chums.

« THE BOY WITH THE MILLION-POUND SECRET!*
There's another fine instalment of this ripping serial on

q THE FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT !

the programme for next week. Mind you read it.

And there will be a topping 4-page Supplement devoted (o
2 aﬁ'ﬁ: £ pﬂ-g Clemn Stophenson, tho
famous captain of udde ﬁﬁuld hns something to say on
whero footer playors are “made.” Make suro of your Lopy
of the MaeNer, chums, by ordering it in advance. Saves

our popular winter

| disappointment, you know. Chin, chial
TYOUR EDMTOR,



SURPRISING THE SCHOOL!
ence fo playing

Bolb's Mtenlions ; right well does he justify the nickname of—

¥hen Bob Cherry slarts fo mug up Latin and Greek in his leisure moments in prefers
footer, his chums conalder il is high time for the skies fo drop ! But there’s no bvnkum gbowt

A Grand Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co,, the
Chums of Greyfriars, featuring Bob Cherry in a new light.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Something New |
[ OB
Bob €Cherry did not answer.
Certainly he heard, for the

door of No. 13 Btudy was wide’

and Ha"ﬁ Wharton's voice floated
:Iaari:,f along the Bemove pasjage.

But, like the celebrated gladiator of
old, he heard it but he heeded not.

Bob was sitting in the study arm-
ohair, with his long legs stretched .out,
and his feet resting on. the table. There
was & letter in iis hands, am_ithfﬁuh
1wl b1

Cherry was reading 1,
Iugubrious expression on his rugged
face.

Generally Bob Cherry's face was the
sunniest at (Gireyfriars, Almost always
he was in the most exuberant spirits.

Now- hizs face was clonded, and he
looked as if most of the troubles 1 the
yniverse had descended in a heap upon
his youthful shoulders.

“Hob!” the captain of the Remove
shouted again.

tthb Chexry looked up from his letfer
an.
*Halle, hallo. halle!™ he called out’
But his voice had not the unsual
cheery ring, And he did not rise from
the chair.

Footsteps came along the Remove
passage, and Harry Wharton looked
into No, 13 Btudy.

“Oh! You're here!” he said.

“Yeu"

“Aren't you ready?®”

“Readw!” repeated Bob vaguely.

Wharton stared st him,

“Why. you haven't even changed!”
he exclaimed.

“Changed?” repeated Bohb.

“Have you forgotten all about the
practice?™

"Forgotten 7

Bob's thoughts seemed to be wander-

ing a little.
My hat! Are Eou under-studying a
parrot?” asked the captain of the

Remove., “Can’t you do anything but
repeat my wotrds like a giddy eche?”

“Eh! Ohl Yes”

“Well, are you going to get & move
on?” demanded Wharton. “ We've only
got half an hour for practice before
class, and it's the Higheliffe match to-
morrow. W hat's the matter with you?
Blessed if I expected to find you
frowsting in a study like Bunter or
Skinner.”

Bob Cherry coloured.

“I'm ngt frowsting,” he said gruffiy.

“You look hike it, anvhow, Getting
lazy in your old age?"” asked Harry,
puzzled.

“I’'ve been reading a
home,” said Hob.

“Finishad it

HWEH; yes.”

“Put 1t away, then, end come on.”

Bob did not move,

arry Wharton was turning away,
but seeing that Bob .did not stir from
the armchair he turned back.

“Lock here, Bol, are you coming?
We want you in the practice, you know,
You're p!ayinq at ngh&liffﬂ bo-morrow,.
I suppose you're Hi7Y

"Tit'as a fiddle,” said Bolby, " bhut—"

“Then come on”™

“I think I'll cut the practice this
time,” said Bob, colowring. “1 shall be
all right to-morrow, you lnow.™

Wharton stared at hio.

“Cut the ‘practice 7" he ejaculated.

“I—I1 think =o0.”

“What on earth for?™

“Well, I—I'd rather. We have Latin
pirose this afferncon with Mr Queleh,
vou lknow,” said Lob.

1 know! Whal's that got to do with
foothall ¥

“Nothing. Duot-—you know what my
Latin prose is like,” said Tiob Cherry
dismally. *I’m thinking of putting in
a little swotting before class, and per-
haps I shall please Quelchy s bit more
than usual.”

“You—swotting " yelled Wharton.
Boly crimsoned.

letter from

“1 know it's not in my line,” h
said,

“I should jolly well say not; and
yow're mnot, as & rule, very keen on
Fiu&ﬁmg Quelchy.  Your comstrue is &

ittle better than Bunter's—a very little
bit. And you've never caved, that I
know of.”

11 mip{nse I haven't,” said Baob.
“But T ought to have, you know. The
fact is, Harry, we—we come to Grey.
friars to learn.”

“It's taken you rather & long time
to think that out, hasn't it ¥ said the
captein ‘of -the Remove, with a laugh.

“Well, perha it has,” s=aid Bob.
“PBut T've thought it out, anyway. This
letter has helped me.”

“Oh!” Wharton's look became more
serious. “ Ragging from home!?”

“BSomething like that.”

“ Wharton " oame Johnny Bull's voiee
along the Remove passage. “ Are you
coming? Waiting for you.”

“The waitfulness is terrific,” chimed
in the voice of Hurree Jamset Ram

ingh.

“%:ut off, Harry,” said Bob Cherry,
“You can do without me thiz once. T
really want fo put i a bit of a grind.”

“What rot! There are times for il
things,” said YWharton. *This is a fime
for footer practice.”

“ Yes—but—"

“Come on, then”

Bob Cherry half-rose, and sat dewn
again, He wanted to get out to the
faoter—he wanted it very much. The
clear, cold day—the fresh open air—
called to him almost irresistibly. DBut
he shook his head.

“The faect iz, Harry, my psaters
waxy,” he said, “Alr. Queleh sent him
a pretty rotten report last term. I—I
suppose I Raven't made the progress I
pught to have made. The pater thinks
I'm qiving too much time to games, and
too little to studies., T daresay hefs
right. He's talking about coming down
to see me at the school—heart-to-heart
tnlk, you know. He wants to sce me

Tre Macoxer Lisrary.—No. 875.
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get on in class—he says, or as good as
aays, that there will be trouble if I
Jop't get o better report from My,
%u?}eh this term. I—I've got to buck
M

K But——" )

“ Nothing like striking the iron whils
it's hot,” said Bob, “I'm making a
beginning to-day. I'm going to grind
at Latin till class, and surprise ald
Quelchy in the Form.room—if I can.
Don't you worry about the match at
Highnhﬁi’{a to-morrow—I'm at tho top
of my form, in footer at.least, and weo
shall beat Highcliffe.”

"% Arg you coming, Wharton?” called
out Frank Nugent. ;

“Oh, all right, if fynu mean it, Bob,”
said the captain of the Remove. "I
think you're rather an ass; but go it.”

And Harry Wharton scudded along
the Remove passige to join his friends,
and hurry down to the foothall ground.

Bob was left alone in the study.

He gave a dismal grunt and read
through once more the letter from his
father. _

There was no doubt that Magjor
Cherry was dissatisfied with his son’s
progress at (zreyfriars, :

e said so, and bhe said so plainly.
There was & military directness in the
old soldier’s way of expressing himself
ﬂi:iphthft no doubt whatever on the
aubject.

That bad report from Mr. Queleh had
avidently produced a very considerabla
effect on Bob's father.

And there was & hint in the major's

letter that if Pob did not show better

results at an early daie, his removal
from Greyfriars was under contempla-
tion.

That was a dismaying possbility to
Baobh.

He read the letter through once
more,- and then, with & deep sigh, he
rosa from the armchair and sorted out
Hiz books.

He had nearly half an hour befors
olass, and in that time he could put in
& little “ swotting,” and prepare himself
fpr 'meeting the onslaught of Mr.
Quelch in the Remove Form-room.

But swolting and Beb Cherry were
strangers hitherts, He had made up
his mind, but his movements were slow.
The spirit was willing but the flesh was
weak. :

It took Bob an extraordinary long
time to sort out his books. When he
was ready, he sat down at the table
and dippﬂ{i his pen in the ink.

Then it oceurred to him that he could
ape the jumior footbell-ground from his
study window, and he thought that he
might spare just one minute to see how
the fellows were getting on in the prac-
brco.

He stepped to tho window and looked
ouk.

In the distance, Harry Wharton &
Co. were going strong, urging the flying
ball, and evidently enjoying themscives
in the keen westher,

Bob stood at the window wafching
them for a very long time. Indeed,
when he remembered that he had stayed
in the study to “swob’ and turned
away [rom ihe window, he found that
tenn minutes had elapsed.

“Oh dear!” murmured Bob.

He sat down at the table again.

. A fat face and a pair of large spee-
tacles glimmered in at the door. 'ifilly
Bunter blinked at Dob in surprize.

“Ain't you et the footer?” he ejacu-

“Can't vou see I'm not, [atiy}®
grunted- Bob.
Tae Maicguer LipraRy.—No, 975,

“He, he, he! TFrowsting in the
study ' chuckled Bunter. '

“You fat 1dipt——"

“0Oh, really, Cherryg——"

I'm swotting at Latin, vou fab
frog!” exclaimed Bob Cherry indig-
nantly,

. Bunter fairly jumped.

Certainly it would have been a sur-
prise to find an energetic youth like
Robert Cherry “frowsting”™ in the
study while the other fellows were at
footer. But, really, it was a great sur-
prise to find him swotting.

“Bwotting—you " asEuad Bunter.

“"Yes Get out! You're interrupting
me,"™

*(Oh, my. hat! He, he, he!*

“Bhut the door after you! growled
Baob,

“Heo, he, he!” cackled Bunter., *You
ewotting! -He, he, ha!” Eunm:} ]Iled
alon e passage: "I say, you fellows,
Chﬂrgéy‘a swotting! He, {le, he !

“Get out!” roared Bob.

He jumped up, and Billy Bunter
vanished from the doorway. Bob
glammed the door after ham, and re-
turned to the table with a ruffled brow.
He could hear a sound of laughter n
the Remove passage. DBunter was

gading the amazing npews that Bob
Cherry was “swotting.”

“(Oh dear!” groaned Bob.

He sat ab tﬁe table, just about te
begin. Through the open window
floated & yell from the football-ground.

“Goal! Well kicked, Wharton!”

Bob stepped to the window again,
The Remove eleven wero playing a
seratch team picked out of the Form,
for practice. Beb's place in the half-
way line had been Elled by Redwing
for the occasion. Bob stared away
towards Little Side with his heart in
his eyes, =0 to speak.

But he tore himself away from the
window st last, and returned to the
table. He mede up his mind to begin.

Clang, d#ngﬁ

It was the bell for ¢lasses

“Oh, my hat?™

The football practice broke up, and
the fellows rushed off the feld, with
five minutes to change for class. Bob
Cherry sat end stared at hiz books and
hizs blank foclseap. It was not much
nse to begin “swotting ¥ with only a
few minutes at his disposal. Bob gave
a dismal.grunt, and rose from the table
again, and left the study, and headed
for the changing-room where the foot-
ballors were.

Bob Cherry’s “swotting " was over
for thet day.

— o pia

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Boh Surprises the Natlves |

‘iNﬂT 50 much row!™
l."Eh?lJ
“What 7

*“Which "

The fellows who were playing passage
football stopped, in sheer astonishment,
and stared at Bob Cherry. 2

It was tima for evening prep in the

Remove, ]
_ Every fellow in the Fourth Form at
Creyiriars ought o have been in his
study, carefully and thoughtiully
labouring over the section of the Eneid
that Mr. Quelch had szelected for the
morning's Jesson.

But in the Tower Fourth Form af
Greyiriars, as in other places, fellows
did not always do exactly as they ought.

Six or seven fellows, at least, were
barging about tho g with an old
footer, and making plenty of din.

Really, it wes not unuswal. What
was unusual was for Bob Cherry to

put his head out of his study and call
for order.

That was very unusual indeed.

The passage footballers  simply
biinked ot him. Bopb was not s quiet

outh himself. Often and often had he
arged up and down the Remove ;;aa
sage in Indoor football, though that
little 'game was strictly against House
rules, and much frowned upon by Mr,
Qualch, the master of the Romove, and
?H other masters, as well as the pre-
ects.

Indead, Bob Cherry seldom even spoke
without wahing a few echoes, He hed
a8 powerful voica, which, according to
some fellows, would have made Stentor
af old turn green with envy. The
ancient Stentor had & voice sz loud as
that of fifty, and the Bounder had
declared that Bob, in his own line, could
give old Btentor fifty in'a hundred and
beat him hollow. And Bob had feet
that were not small, and could always
be heard coming; and if he opened &
a‘tm:liy dgor he aslmost made the study

PO K.

He was the very last fellow at Grey-
friars to be expected to object to noise—
and, indeed, he made as much as any
twa other fellows, Yet there he was,
looking out of his -study window with
& rufied brow, calling oh the fellows
to be quiet. ;

They.-stared at him. In their astonish-
ment they ceased tha game,

“Is that & joke?” asked Bolsover
major at last.

“MNo. Not 20 much row!” said Bob.

“If it isn't & joke, what do you
mean " inquired Russell.

“I mean what I say,” grunted Boh.
“How's & 'fellow to ‘do hus prep when

ou duffers are kicking up such a
rightful shindy ?”

“Are your doing prep?” asked Ogilvy.

“Of course I am, ass! Jso't it time
for prep

“Quite; but we haven't started yet,™
said Ogilvy, laughing. “Leave it till
we do, and come and barge this footer
about with us”

M I'm working.”

“Tuarning over & new leaf-—what i
grinned Bolsover major. * Well, turn.

it ‘over on vour lomesome, old ‘bean.
We're not turning over any new leaves
just now. Shove that 1 this way,
you men,”

“Is Cherry faking to swolting?”
asked Peter Todd, “I heard from

Bunter that he was swolting this after-
noon, but I put it down as DBunter's
rot."

“He can swot if he likes, but he can't
dictate to us™ %'ruwled Bolsover major.
“Bond that bal along.”

“0Oh, give a man a chance, if he
wants to work,” said Peter od-
naturedly; and he went into Study
No., 7, by way of setting & good
exampls. Russell and Ogilvy, equally
goodnatured, followed  the ;;ﬂud
example. But the other fellows did not
seem to see ib, i

Stott sent the ball bounding along the
pessage, and Bolsover major kicked. It
bounced from a deor, and there was a
rush of five or six fellows after it
Hazeldene slipped, and Bolzover major
sprawled over him, and two or throu
move sprawled over Bolsover, and the
din wasg terrific. It was nothing at all
unusual in the Remove passage, well-
known fto be the noisiest passage at
(ireyfriars, but indubitably it was fioer-
rific.

“Narooh! Gerroff [*

“Oh, my hat!"

“On the ball!” .

*Bob tharrﬂu knitted hiz brows.. That
evening he had determined to slog at
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The ball houneed from a door, and there was a rush of five or six fellows alter it. Hazeldens slipped, and Bolsover or

sprawled over him, while two or three more Iéllows sprawled over Bolsover.
In spite of the terrific din ontside his study Bob Cherry knlited his brows,

“Yaroooh I" “Oh,myhat!"” “Ontheball | ™
determined to slog at prep. (See Chapler 2.)

rep—iairly slog at it.  DBut for his
?athe-r’s letter, it was extremely pro-
bable that he would have taken part
in barging the ball along the passage.

Anything in the rough-and-tumble
line had an almost irresistible appeal
for Bob Cherry. But he wanted to
work now; or rather, he was deter-
mined to work though he did net want
to. And with that terrific din going on
it was difficult. Mark Linley managed
it somehow--he was working gquietly
and sedulously in No, 13 in spite of the
din. Bob wondered heow he did it
But Bob had o sense of justice; he
could not expect all the Hemove to
change their manners and customs just
when he was changing his. He realised
that, and went back mnfe his sindy and
closed the door, leaving Dolsover mojor
& Co. to barge up and down the passage
witnout further interfervence.

He dropped into his chair at the
table, jolting the table and causing
Flurree Jamset Bam Singh to drop a
couple of blots, The INabolb of
Bhanipur gave him a mild smile, Mark
Linley locked up from his work with a
rather puzzled grin.

“Got & headache or anything, Beb!”
he asked.

“Eh? I never have a headache.”

“Then what's the matter with a little
noise in the passage? asked Aark.
“You've nover minded it before—in
foct, you generally join in 1t,”

“1 want to work.”

A !‘l-t F'ﬂ'ﬁp?"

" course 17

“The workfulness at the estremed
greir is the proper caper,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh gravely, “But is
it not the mnew departure for the
esteemed and ridiculows Cherry

“Perhaps it is,” grunted Bob, “But
T've got to grind T tell you, My pater's
ragging me for my report last term.”

“The sympathise iz great!” said the
dusky junior,

Crash! Bang!

The door of END. 13 Btudy shook and
rattled as a football collided with 1t
Bob Cherry uitered an exclamation.

“That's cheek P he exclaimed. * Bome-
body's barging that footer on the door
on purpose just because I asked them to
be quiet,”

Crash, crash! Bump!

Boh sprang to his feeot.

“Easy does it, Bob,” murmured Mark
Linley., “Don’t begin ragging the
chaps. They'll have to chuck 1t in a
fow minutes, anvhow, for prep.”

Bob sat down again.

Crash! Bang! Bump!

“Ha, ha, hat"

It was obvieus that a concontrated
attack was boing made on the door of
Mo. 15. as a return for Bob's cxpostula-
tion. Mark Linley sat back in his chair.
He could work under most conditions,
but there wore limits. So long as that
“rag * lasted he had to chuck prep.

- Bump! Crash!

“Look hero, I'm net sfanding this!”
howled Bob. *It's too thick.” And he
jumped up again and deagged the door
open, Just as two or three of the barge
footballors erashed against it

They rolled headlong into the study

as the door openad so suddenly. Wibley
and Hazeldenc rolled at Bol's feot.

Dob stooped, grasped them by the
collars as they volled, and brought their
lieads fogether with o sounding
CONCUSS10N.

Crack!

“Ow ™ yelled Hazel.

*“Whooop ! reared Wibley,

TNow chuck it, you noisy ruffians,”

nted Bob, rolling them out into the

emove passage,

"Why, you cheeky rotter!” roared
Bolsover major. “Leave them alone!

We'll do just as we jolly well lik
seo??  And DBolsover major graspe
Bob Ly tho collar and jerked him away
from {i&ml and Wibley,

““Leggo ! roared Eob.

Bang! .

Bob's head came dgainst the door
jamb, He turned on Dolsover major
the next sccond, hitting out.  The
bully of the Remove backed across the
passage under a shower of hefty blows,
Hob's tempor was roused now, and his
blue cves were glinting as he drovo
Bolsover major Dback, But DBolsover
put up a hefty fght., He was higger
and heavier than Bob, though not quite
cgual to him in the fistical line. The
other fellows erowded vound.

“Lio 1t, Bolsover!™

“Pile m "

Fellows came out of the studies up
and down the passepe. A eerap he
tween two such champions as Bolsover
major amd Bob Cherry was well worth
walching: and it seemed that prep in
tite Remove passage was likely to be
considerably neglected that evening.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Remove !

ARRY WIHARTON paused in
his work in No. 1 SBtudy and
frowned. Frank
glenced at him

study table and smaled.

“They're poing it this evening,” he
remnavked.

“It's a bit too thick,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove. ™A hit of 2 row
docsn’t matter but this is & bit too thick.
We shall have the prefeets up here
soon, at this rate.”

“0h, they'll chuek it soon,”
Frank.

Tee Maoner Lisrany.—No. 875,
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Tho deor of No. 1 Study opened, and
Billy Bunter grinned in.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Shut- that door,” growled Wharton,
“There's noise encugh with 1t shut.”

“Tut I say, you fellows, it's a fight
announced Bunter, * Bolsover major
and Bob Cherry——="

“QOh [*

Wharton and Nugent jumped up at
once and scudded out of the study., If
there was a Gght going on, with their
chumn engaged in_it, they wanted to be
on the scene. Prep, m the circum-
stances, was & lesser consideration, and
could wait.

Half the Remove were in the passage,
crowding up the farther end, where Hob
Cherry gnd Percy Bolsover were going
strong, .

“What's the row about?” exclaimed
Harry Wharton, ealling to Johnny Bull,
who had come out of No. 14 with
En:;'_uiﬂ'.

‘Oh, Bolsover asking for trouble ae
vsual, I suppose,” anawered Johnny.

“(zetting 1t, too,” observed Squiff, as
there was o crash in the passage and
Perey Bolsover went down on his back.

Bolsover major lay and panted.

Bob Cherry was panting, too. Hefty
fighting-man as Bob was, DBolsover
major gave him plenty of hard work.

Bolsover major was up again in a
moment. But Harry %r'hartnn TAn
between the combatants,

“Hold on!" he exclaimed.

“Ob, get away!” growled DBolsover
TNajor, .aBut, as & makter of fackt, the
burly Removite was not sorry te have
the way barred by the captain of the
Form. He wonld not have given in;
but it was rather a relief to be stopped.

“You'll have Quelchy uvp here soon,”
said Harry. " What the thump iz this
scrap about

Bob Cherry dabbed his nose.
streaming red.

"It was a rag, and I got fod-up,” be
growled.

“Only & row in the

It was

ssage,” said

Hazeldene, “We've had a shindy in
Ehﬂ passage before without =Il this
“H.JJ

Harry Wharton frowned.

“Loak here, Bolsover—"

“Eh? Bolzover major glared,
“"What the thump jn you mean?”
demanded Harry Wharton hotly.

“¥ou're not the fellow to make a fuss
about a row in the passage, considering
the row you make yourself at times,
Like your cheek, I think.”

Bolsover major glared at him,

“You silly ass! Who was making a
fuss about & row in the passagel”

* Hazel said—"

“It was Chernry making the fuss!”
hooted Hazeldene,
" Wha-a-at "
“You gobt- it

chuckled Squiff.

Wharton reddened with annoyance.

“ Mean to say that it was Bob making
a fuss about a noize in the paszage?”
he exclaimed.

“That's it,” grunted Bolsover major.
“Just for once he wants to be quet,
50 every other fellow in the Remove
has got to go about on tiptoo—I don't
think.” :

Bob Cherry looked a littla sheepish.

Wharton’s ‘misapprchension was s
natural one; on hearing that Bob had
been mixed up in a *“fuss” about a
shindy in the passage, he had naturally
supposed that Bob had been helping to
1sake the shindy,

“The fact is—" stammered Bob.

“Hang it all, Bob!" excléimed the
captain of the Remove. * Do you reslly
"Tee Magxer Liprary,—No. 975,

wrong, Wharton,”

mean to say you were ragging Bolsover
because he was kicking vp a .row in the
passage ™
“It was too thick!” said Bob., “How's
a fellow to get his prep dona with noisy
asses ragging at his study door " Y
“1've often asked the zame question

when you've been harging’ a [ooter up
and down the passage,” cxclaimed
Harry.

“It's a case of the pot and the kettle,™
grinned Peter Todd.  “Imagine Dob
mmp]ammg of a row in the passage,
you chaps I

*“Ha, ha, ha”

“Dash_ il all, i's the limit!" said
Johnuy Bull. *1 thought Dolsover was
to blame, of course. Bab, old man,
what's the matter with you?"

“I say, you fellows, Cherry's taking

p

fo swotting

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Cherry grousing about a shindy in
the passape ™ chuckled Skinner, **Satan
rebuking sin, you know!”

**Ha, ha, hat™

Bob Cherry's face was crimson.

It was, as he realised, & sudden and
startling change in hiz own manners and
customs. But for that letter from his
fathor, he would probably have heen tha
noisiest of the crowd barging the footer,
MNevertheless, it was not pleasant to be
judged in the wrong by his own chums,

“8Bo Chorry's taking io swotting, end
wao've all got to sit down like lambs,”
said the Bounder. '"“Why, only yester-
day Cherry was using my study door
for n goal.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“You weren't Smithy,”
stammered Bob. :

*If I hed been it wouldn't have made
much difference,” said Vernon-Smith.

Bob’s rugged face grew redder.

“Well, if I've been unreasonable I'm
sorry,” he said. “DBat there's a limit, all
the same.” )

“There's a Hlimit!” satd Skinner.
“ Cherry con see it now. He never could
gee it before, We live and learn.”

“a, ha, ha!”

“QOh, you shut up, Bkinner!” growled
Eob.

“To hear 15 to obey, of course,” said
Skinner, with mock meekness.  “Any
more orders for the Remove, sir? May
we breathe?”

““Ha, ha, hat ]

“T1 tell you what I'm going to do!”
roared Bolzover major helhigerently.
“T'm going to barge that footer up the
passage as long as I jolly well like!
Beet And if von don't like it, Cherry,
you can lump i 1"

“Hear, hear!™ ]

“Come on!” roared Belsover major.

And tho foothall rolled again. Bob
Cherry's face darkened; but Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh laid a dusky hand on
his arm and drew him into the study.

“The sweet reasonableness is the
proper caper, my esteemed chum,” muy-
mured Inky. * Bear it grinfully till they
got fed-uptully.”

Bob banged the door of the study shut.

In the Remove passage the upreoar
went on unchecked.  Harry Wharton
and Frank Mugent went back to their
study, the captain of the Remove frowne.
ing. He felt that he had been made to
loak rather a fool, and he did not like it
In the cirecomstances he did not fesel
called upon to interfere with Bolsover
mejor; and, indeed it would have heen
difficult to stop the rag in the Remove
passage, for a whole mob of the juniora
haet joined in it by way of a jest on Bob
Cherry. "As Bkinner exprossed lt*' Bob
sepmed to think 1t was a case of " when
father says turn we all torn.” And the
Remove fellows rather naturally desired

working,

te show Bob that that was not the case,

But the uproar was not likely to.last
much longer; it reached far bevond the
limiits of the Remove quarlers. Five
nunutes later Wingate of the Bixth came
up the Remove staircase with a cane in
hia hand.

There was a2 shout at once as the cap-
tain of Greyfriars was seen,

“Cavel”

“ Prefect |

And thers was a rush to escape.

 Wingate of the Sixth did not waste
time in words. Hea laid on the cane on
all the shoulders and backs that came
within his reach, and in a marvellously
short space of fime the Retmove passage
was cleared and reduced to order and
silence. Wingatg picked up the footer
and walked away with it—that footer was
confiscated. Silence reigned when the
captain of the school was gone, save 1n
some of tho studies where juniors who
had eaught the hefty swipes of the azh-
plant grumbled and mumbled.

In Study No. 13 Bab Cherry had peace
and guiet at last for his prep. ut he
worked with a clouded face, and stopped
every now and then to dab his nose with
his handkerchief,

Bwotting was not in Bob's line at all,
and his first essay in that direction was
being made under difficulties. He seemed
to have set himself 4 rather thorny path
to tread.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Rough on Bob 1

Y 2AY, you fellows——"
“No room 1”
“But I say—"
“ Buzz 1"

It was the following alterncon, and
the Remove footballers had crowded milo
the brake that was to take them over to
Highelife 2chool. A good many other
fellows had crowded in with Harr;i,'
Wharton & Co., and the brake was inll
—not to say overflowing—when Billy
Bunier rolled up.

“"Raob Cherry ! roared Bunter.

“MNothing doing, old fat bean!”
grinnped DBob {rom the erowded brake,
**No room for & gidd;r elephant I

“¥ou silly ass!™ snorted Bunier. “ Do
you think I want to come over and see
vou foozle at footer? You're wanted!”

“ Gammon 1"

“T tell you vou're wanled!” howled
Tlunter. ~ “ Quelchy has sent me to tell
you, you zilly ass!"

The brake was about to start. Harry
Wharton glanced down at the Owl of
the Remove,

“Is that straight, Bunter? If you
delay us for nothing we'll burst you, you
fat duffor !

Bunter sniffed.

“That's the message!” he snapped,
“Romebody's called for Cherry on Mr,
Queleh’s telephone, and Quelchy told me
to call him. He's to take the call. X
don't care g button whether he takes it
or not' Go anid eat coke ¥

And Bunler turned up his fat littis
nose at the footballers and rolled back
wto the House,

Boly Cherry looked glum. .

“Raolten, at the last minule like thisl”
he said. “Blessed if I know who can
be ringing me up tn Quelechy’s phone!
But if Quelchy zays I'm to take the call,
I suppose 1I'd better.”

He rose from his seat in the brake,

“Wea'll wait,” sald Harry Wharton.

“Right-ho! It can't keep ime a fow
minutes,

Bob jumped ont of the brake apd went
into the House. He tapped at the door
of Mr. Queleh’s study and entered.

“ Bunter says, sit—"
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The Remove master glanced at him
rather severely.

“¥ou have been & lmlf tima, Cherry;
I doubt whether your father is still hold-
ing the line,” he said,

"My father?” exclaimed Bob.

“Take the recmiver!” snapped Mr.
Queleh,

Bob crossed to the telephone and
picked up the receiver.,
“Hallo, hallo, hallo '™
There was no reply.

major had rung off.

“There 13 no answer, Cherry?” asked
Mr. Quelch.

4 Wo, sir.”

Bob hung up the receiver.

“Your father rang me up and asked
for permission to speak to you, Cherry.®
satd the Remove master. ' No doubt he
has tired of waiting, or has been cut off,
You should have come immediately.”

Bob Cherry breathed hard, and
mentally promised Bunter a kick. No
doubt the Owl of the Remove had taken
hiz time in delivering Mr. Quelch’s
message,

Y Probabiv Major Chevry will ving up
again,” zaid My, Quelch. “You had
better wait.”

“0Oh!” zaid Bob.

“You may wail in

“HALLO, HALLO,

Apparently tho

the corrider,™

“Go and tell Wharton that I've got
to wait for a call,” eaid Bob., *“Tell
him to start, and I'll follow on my
bike.”

“Oh, all right!”

Billy Bunter rolled away, leaving Bob
waiting _outside the ove master's
study. Bunter did not hurry himself,
His movements were always leisurely
when he was enpaged upon his
business, and he was not likely to hurry
himself on any other fellow’s business.

Harry Wharton & Co. were growing
impatient in the waiting brake. The
Owl of the Remove® rolled up to tha
brake with a grin on his fat face.

“I say, you fellows—-"

“Where's Diob Cherry ¥ called ount
the captain of the Remove.

"'Eifﬁ:ing his heels in Masters’ Cor-
ridor,” grinmmed DBunter. * He says you
can get off without him.”

1] hat " .

“He's going to follow on his bike,
when he's Anished,” snid Bunter, with
a grin. “HMe's waiting for a eall”

“What rot!” zaid the Bounder.

“Well, that's what he savs”™
answored Buonter; and he rvolled back
inte the House again.

Harry Wharton frowned.

“We'd better start,” he saidd, “Bob

HALLO!

WL

T - ——

The Remove master, busy marking
papers, had probably forgotten the
matter, Teon minutes bhaving elapsed,
DBob began to debate whether he had
better wait any longer. Having missed
himm on the phone, it locked as if the
major had given it up. On the other
hand, he might have supposed that Bob
had not been able to come to %he phone
immedistely—as indeed had been the
case—and might intend to ring again a
little later.

Bob was perhaps a little thoughtless
in some ways, but he was a respectiul
amnd affectionate son, end he would
not have willingly been wanting in
respect to his father. He debated the
matter in his mind, but he folt that ho
could not go. DBut the time was get-
ting close. He would have to put on
speed, on his bike, to overtake the foot-
bellers before they reached Higheliffe.
Reunlly, it was a very disturbing state
of alfairs. If he was delaved mueh
longer, the match at Higheliffe would
have to be plaved without him: and in
that ease, word would have fo he sent
to Wharton that he was not coaming.

. That was ecasy enough. Any Remova
fellow would have cut off on a hike to
earry the message. Dut Bob, naturally,
did not want to stand out of the matceh

IS YOUR NAME HERE?”
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added Mr. Quelch, turning again to the
papers on his table. *If you hear the
telephone-bell ring vou may come in
again.”

* Buk, sip——-7"

“That will do, Cherry.
door after you™

Bolbs Cherry left the study, and closed
the door. He stood in the passage with
a troubled wrinkle in his brow.

If his father wished to speak to him,

he did not, of course, want to miss the
call. It was an bwkward situation. A

Close  the

fat face and a pair of b’iﬁ. speciacles
appeared in the offing, and Billy Bunter
Ilinked curiously at Bob. Daubtless

the Owl of the Hemove was curious on
the subject of that telephone call, As
it was no businesa of Bunter's he
naturally teok an nguisitive interest in
the maiter. Telephone calls for Lower

Tourth fellows were extremely un-
COMMon.
“What's up, old chap?” azked
Bunter.
“EhT
"Somebody ill st home?" asked

Bunter agreeably., “ Your pater run
over, or zomething?”

“You silly ass!”

4 0h, rveally, Cherryp—*

can catch us uri;cn hig bike. It's beastly
awkward, at the last moment like this.
Anvhow, we'd better get off. We can't
be late nt Higheliffe.™

And the brake rolled awazay.

Meanwhile, Bob Cherry waited, im-
patiently enough, in Masters’ Corridor,
The minutes dragged by, and ne ring
came from the Remove master’s study.

His impatience grew as he waited.

He was fccling uneasy, too. It was
very much out of the comumon for Major
sherry to telephone to his son at the
school, and Bob wondered whether it
meant that something was  wrong  at
home, He wondered, too, whether it
mennt that his father's letter was to be
followed up by a heart-to-hbart talk on
the telephone. If zo, the major could
hiardly have choson a more awkward
time for his lecture; though doubtloss,
knowing that Wedneaday was a half-
holiday at Greyfriars, he supposed thak
his son was af leisure that afternpon.
He was not likely to be aware that that
special Wednesday was tho date of one
of the most important of the Remove
football fixtures,

Minute followed minvie, and shll
there wos no ring from Mr, Quelch’s
telephone-bell,

Master S. Allan, [4, Canonbury Road, Islington, N.1; H. Briden, 53, Durants Road, Ponder’s End,
Southbury Road, Enfield, Middlesex; C. E. Kin

Wood, 73a, Marshall Street, Folkestone, Keat; H.

17, Huntley Road,
oung, 16, Heathville

if he could help it. The Higheliffe fix-
ture was always & struggle, and Bob
wad wanted in the grme, apart from his
own koen desire to play football that
afternoon.

Buzzzzzzzezn!

The buzzing of the telophone-bell in
Mr. Quelch's study came as an immense
relief to the worried junior.

Ho made & bound to Mr. Queleh’a
dopr, and hardly stopped to knock
before he entered.

Mr, Quelch was standing at the tele
phono already,

“Yes? Major Cherry?
Your son is hero! Cherry, yvour father
iz speaking; take the recoiver.”

“Thank you, sic.”

Boly Cherry took the receiver, and
Mre. Quelch sat down to his papers
again, with a glightly grim expression
on his fnce. Major Cherry was a gen-

Yeory good.

tleman whom the Remove master
respeeted; but he did not like being
interrupted, &ll the zame. The majos

had apologised very politely for the
trouble he was gi:irng* Nevertheless,
tho iuterruption was an unpleasant fact.
“Is that you, ded!™
“¥es, Bob. I rang wyou up soma
Tue MaguiT Lisrany.—No. 476,
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tine age, bub 1t seems that you were
uwnable to take the call”
“T'm sorry, dad. I—--" .
“Well, well, it does not matter,” said
the major, “I am speaking [rom
Lantham, Bob.”

“Youre at Lantham?®" exclaimed
Bob. )

“¥ea. 1 am coming ta the school
this afternoon, and I stopped &b

Lantham for lunch, as I had some busi-
ness here. I have to sce you, Bob; I
have to talk to you very seriously.”

“ k1™

* As it is a half-holiday, you will be
at leisure. You ara not, hope,
detained this afterngon i

“MNo, dad. But e ) ‘

“T am glad of that,” said the major
dryly. “After the reports I have
received of you, I should not be sur-
prised to hear that you were under
detention.”

* But—"

“However, as you ara free for the
al't&nmun*, come to Friardale Station to
meet me,” continued the major. "1 em
catching my train in & few minutes, and
shall be at Friardale at three o'clock.”

“Oh ™ said Bob.

“I hope you will be pleased to see

our father, although ]:mu certainly
ave not pleased me late ¥ Robert.”

“ Jf-—of course, father.’ ]

"] am glad of that,” said the major
grimly. “Your wvoice did not, I think,
Wmfd Flﬁﬁ'ﬂd'“

18 ne need' to say more,
Robert, I shall expect you at Friar-
dale Station at three.”

“]—— Are you there, fatheri”

There was no reply. M&gn}r Cherry
liad rung off. Deob put up the recciver
and trod quietly from the study, Mr,
Guelch not even looking up from s
mgerﬂ as ho went.

ob’s rug face was clouded as he
left the study. Football that afternoon
was obviguzly “off.” Kick-off at High-
clife was at three, and at that time
Bob had to be at Friardale to meet his
father's train from Lantham. Even
hed he been able fo ex]piaiu to ihe
major, Bob could hardly have told hiz
father that he wanted to go out for the
afternoon, when the major wes coming
down especially to see him, He had io
cit the Highchffe match, and the only
question now was, to send word to his
captain before he started for Friardale
ftation,

Bob hurried out of the House, to look
for some Remove fellow to take the
message after the brake. By that
time the Remove foothallers would
bhave arrived at Higheliffie, or very
nearly; b had haed to wait & con-
siderable time for the second telephone
call. He had no time to bike over fo
Higheliffe himself, Frisrdale being in
the opposite direction, But it was easy
to send & message to. reach Wharton
before the kick-off, and that was all
that Bob conld do. Fortunately. plenty
of Hemove fellows had gone over with
the team; there was no danger of the
Greyfriara eleven having to play & man
short.

Bob looked round quickly in the
quad. Bolsover  major was loafing
nbout with his hands in his pockets,
occasignally rubbing a half-closed eye—
a relic of the fight in the Remove pass-
age the previcus evening. Ha pave
Bob & dark look. Bolsover was feeling
rather painful effects of that scrap in
the Remove passage, and of 2 swipe
he had received from Wingate's cane;
and also he was snnoyed at being—as
usual—|eft, out of the move aleven,
Altoguther, Per%ﬁﬂuimver waz not 1n

Tae MacweT BARY.—No, &75.

a pleasant or obliging temper that
afternoon, and he scowled when Bob
called ro ham.

“Polzover ! Will you et across to
Hipheliffe—"

“No, I won't.”

“71 epan™ go after the iram, and
Wharton's expecting me,” said Bob,
“T'va got to miss the game——7

Mo bizney of mine”

“Look here, Bolsover——*

“Go and eat coke

Bolsover major drove his hands deep
into his pockets, and loafed away. He
was not going to be made use of, as he
veparded it. Bob. who was responsible
for hig half-closed eye, and Wharton,
who had left him out of the Hemove
eleven, had no claim on him, in his
opinion, Lo

Bob compressed his lips.

In such circumstances, he would have
taken any ameount of trouble to oblige
friend or foe. But Bolsover major was
built on different lines.

Unfortunately, a crowd of the Re-
move had gone over with the team;
there were few fellows to be seen about,
Skinner and Snoop and Stott were go-
ing down to the gates; but it was uge-
lozs to ask them. Billy Bunter was there,

linking inguisitively at Beob through
his big spectacles, and Bob was sbout
to turn to him, when Tamﬁla, Dabrey
& Co., of the Upper Fourth, came out
of the House. ggi: turned to Temple.

“You chaps, I'm kept away from the
match +at Higheliffe,” he said, * will
one of you cut across on s bike and tell
Wharton I can't come 7 ]

Cecil Reginald Temple surveyed him
with a lofty look.

“ Jaking 1 he inquired.

“0Of courge not!” snapped Bob.

“I think you must be,” said Temple
airily, “You can't seriously suppose
that Upper ‘Fourth fellows will run
?hc-ul; on messages for Lower Fourth
ags.”

“0Oh, rather!” grinned Dabuney.

Tob  Cherry breasthed hard, Cecil
Rﬂﬁiﬂ&]d Temple’s swank came in very
swhkwardly juzt then.

“Look here, they kick off at three”
he aaid.

“Who do?” asked Temple blandly.

*Tha Remove.™

“What are they plaving ¥

“Eh? Football, of course.”

“Not marbles?” asked Temple,

“You zilly owl!™ roared Baob.

“Marhles would be nearor the Re-
mova mark,” =zaid Temple. “1 believe
I've heard that vou Lower-Fourth kids
have the cheek to fix up outside
matches. Awful neck!”

“Oh, rather |*

“Can't expect us to take any wnotice
of your fap games, you know,™ said
Temple. “Come on, vou fellows: can't
hang about hero ta,liring to fags.”

And Temple, Dabney & Co. marched
on, Erinning..

Bob Cherry clenched. his hands hard.
He was grestly tempted to rush at
Temple, Dabney & Co., and knock them
right and left, and smash Cecil
Repinald’s handsome zi1lk hat over his
cheeky head., But there was no time
for & row with the Fourth.

Bob turned round to Bunter—his lask
rasiurce. The fat junior was grinning
at him.

T HRunter! T want you 1o cut across
t¢ Higheliffe—I must send a message
to Wharton before the match.”

“My bike's out of order,” said Bunter
cheerfully. “There's two punctures—
and yon never mended them for me,
Cherry, though T asked you.”

“You can jake my bike.™

“Too big' for me,” maid DBunter,

shaking his head. “You've got such
thundering long legs, you know.™

“T'll put the saddle down for you."

“The fact is. Cherry 1 m not keen on
a bike ride this afterngon™ sgaud
Dunter. “I'm an obhging l.:imp, of
course , but—-"

& Gﬂme‘ 'un."
“¥ou refused to cash & postal-order
for me  yesterday,” said Bunter
morosely. © After that, L call it a cheek
to zsk favours of a chap.”

Bob Cherry breathed hard and deep.

Bunter blinked at him through his
big spectacles. Bob was quwermg with
impatience:  but William BOTED
Bunter was mnot aware that thero was
any pressure of hurry. Football matches
di&y not count for very much in William

George's fat eatimation,
“Still, T'Il go,” said Bunter gener-
ously, “¥You lend me your bike, and

get it weady for me. By tha way, can
you lend me half-a-orown ™

‘;Eﬁ:u faturatgif——” ”
. really, Cherry—
“Come on!” snap Bob, and he
rabbed the Owl of the Bemove by the
shoulders, and fairly dragged him away
to the bike-shed.

“Ow! I'm coming, ain't 17" howled
Bunter. “Stop vanking at a chap, you
beast, You'll make my specs fall off,

and if+*they pet broken you'll have to

ay for them, I can tell you. Look
ere, Chérry, I'm expecting & postal-
order—as 1 told you yesterday——"

£ Bﬂﬂ'h' 1 l:u

“Dw I"-Bunter rolled breathlessly into
the bike-shed, and Bob took his machine
from the stand, and set rapidly about
lowering the eaddle” to smb DBunter's
little fat legs, "1 say, Bob, I'll obligo
you, ald chap, of coursa, I'd do any-
thing for a pal like you, you know. But
about that postalorder——"

“Cheesa it |

“If wou ean't lend me a bob, yeu
can’t expect me to go seudding aboutb
on & bike to oblige you, Cherry,” said
Buoter, with dignity. " One good turn
deserves another, you know.”

“Fathead! T'Il lend you a bob.”

“Righi-ho, old chap!” said Bunter,
quite affectionately. “Thanksl I'll pet
after them—top speed—you know how I
ride, old fellow.”

And Bunter started, on Bob Cherry's
machine. on the Courtfield road, head-
ing for Higheliffe; and Bob turned his
clonded face in the opposite direction,
E-:rr, Friardale, to meet his father's
rain,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Foothallers at Highellffe !
éé REVFRIARS cads!™

Cecil  Ponsenby, of the
Fourth Form at Higheliffe,
mede that remark, loud

enough for Harry Wharton & Co. to
hear, a3 they armved.

" T!i'ua footballers in the brake did not
ae.

They had come over to Higheliffe fo
lay the junior eleven, captained by
E‘rauk {Clourtenay, and they were not
desirous of trouble with their old
enemies, Pon & Co.

Ponsonby and Gadsby and Monson
stood in an elegant group, eiring them-
salves and their expensive clothes, as it
were; obviously not thinking of foot-
ball that afterncon. There were few, if
any, members of the nutty crowd at
Highcliffa worthy of a place in the
junior eleven, had their ambition lain
in that direction—which 1t did rot.
Pon & Co. contented themselves with
loafing, and sneering at fellows who
slogged at games. .

“ Greyfriars bounders!™ said Gadsby,
following Pon's polito lead.
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Crash! *Oh !* roared Johnny Bull,

There was a catkle of laughter froni Pon & Co.

The hea
W Ha, ha, bal ™

As the Greylriars brake rolled on, Ponsonby pleked up s tur!” from the readside, and whizzed it into the crowded vehisle.
turf landed on Johnny Bull’s features, and almost knocked him over.
** Goal ! ** ehuekled Gadshy.

(Sez Chapler 5.)

And Monson looked over the crowd in
the brake, and shrugged his shoulders,
and remarcked loudly:

“What a crew!”

Harry Wharton did not look at the
Highelife nuts, and his [followers,
taking thaeir cue from him, appeared
deef., They particularly did not want
& row with Highclifle fellows, when
they had come over to Higheliffe to
play football. 4

Ponsonby, however, was quite keen on
trouble. He was almost ez much up
ageinst his own junior captain, Cour-
tenay, as against the Greyinars fellows,
He would bave liked to see trouble
occur every time Harry Wharton & Co.
visited Higheliffe,

So a3 the +Gr::ci.-irmrﬂ brake rolled on,
Ponsonby picked up a turf from the
roadside and whizzed it into the crowded
vehicle.

Crash !

“Oh!™ roared Johnny Bull.

The heavy turf landed on Johnny
Bull's features and almost knocked him
oOvor.

There was & cackle of laughter from
Pon & Co.

" Ha, ha, hat"

“Goal!" chuckled CGadshy.

Johnny Bull, with a Aaming face,
groped for the turf and grasped 1t. Ile
sent. it whizzing back at Ponsonby, a
remarkably quick and acocurate return
which the dandy of Highcliffe did not
seera to be expecting. At all events,
it took him by surprise. The turf fairly
erathed into Pon's handsome face, and
sent him spinning backwards.

Hie sat down by the roacside with &
Lamp.

" Ow, ow, ow!” gaﬁlped Ponsonby.

There was a roar of laughter from the

brake. It was the turn of the Grey-
iriars men to cackle.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Penzonby leaped to his fect, hig face
muddy, and bhlack with rage, his cyes
glittering, But the brake was rolling
on. And aiter a step or twe in furious
pursuit Ponsonby stopped.

“Well hit, Johuny ! chuckled Nugent,

“The hitfulness was terrific,” chortled
IHurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“I've a jolly good mind to get down
and mop up the rcad with the cheeky
cads ! growled Johnny Bull. :

“0Oh, enough's as good as a feast’
said Harry Wharton, “It's rather
awkward rowing with the cads when we
come over here to play fooler.™

“Lot Pon cares about that 1” 2

“"Wall, we care, if Pon doesn't,” said
Harry. “Give it & miss, old man, Here
we are.”

And the Greyiriars fellows clambered
down at the gates of Higheliffe, where
Courtenay and the Caterpillar were
waiting for them. Frank Courtenay’s
face was a little dark. He had seen the
incident down the road. But he made
no remark on 1t, and he greeted the
Greyfriars  fcotballers cheerily and
cordially.

Harry Wharton cast a last glance back
along the road, half expecting to see
Bob Cherry m sight. But there was no
sign of Bob.

Asg kick-off was not till three, and the
visifors were in good time, 1t did not
matter. Bob was a speedy man on a
nggszr, and the captain of the Remove

ad no doubt that he would arrive in
time for the game.

But by the time the juniors were ready
Bob had not arrived, and Harry Whar-
ton was feeling a little disturbed. On a
bike Bob could have beaten the pace
of the brake, and there was no reason
why he should not have arrived, so far
as Wharton could see.

“Why the thump docsn’t
coine ™ asked Vernon-Smath.

a few minutes to three now.”

“Are wo _gnin’g to keep Highcliffe
waiting for him!"” said Peter Todd.

“We'll pive him till three, at any
rate,” said Harry. “Can’t imagine why
he doesn't come,™

“I suppose he's not going at his new
stunt of swotling and forgotten all about
the mateh ¥ remarked the Bounder sar-
castically,

Cherry
“Tt's only

“ What rot!"

“Well, why the thump
come, thent” snapped Smithy,
cliffe are waitin®" for us”

“T'Il speak to Courtenay.”

The Highcliffe junior captain was more
than amenable. He was quite willing to
wait, . i

“As long as you like,” he said
cheerily. And the Highcliffo men began
punting & ball about to keep themselves
Warni,

“Cean't be more than a few minutes,"
seid Harry. *I really can’t understand
Cherry being late, He's generally
keen.'

“It's all right, anvhow,” said Cour-
tenay.

And Wharton nodded and rejoined his
mer. They waited impatiently for Bob
to appear as the minutes ticked away.
Courtensy and his men wers very civil
and obliging, but it was not the thing
to keep the home team waiting in this
fashion. And DBob's absence really was
inexplicable. If he had not left Grey-
friars before the brake arrived at High-
cliffe, he had now had time to bike over
and join his comrades. Yet there was no

sign of him,
Highelifians had

doesn't he
“High-

A  number of
gathered about the ground to see the
match, and among them were the
Removites who had come over with the
tcam. They stared at the idle fook-
ballers, wondering why the game did not
start. HMarry Wharton's brow was
knitted. He was utterly mystified by
Bob's: failure to appear or tn send a
messago, If enything hed happened to
keep Bob away, it was easy enough to
let his captain know.

“Look here, Wharton. Hew long are
we goin' to hang about, coolin® our
heels " -demanded the Bounder at last.

Wharton compressed his lips.

"Tioh can't be coming,” said Johnnay
Bull. “Something's happened 1o stop
him. That telephone call, perhaps.®

“ He could let us know,” said Harry.

“Yes. It's jolly odd.™

Toe MaAcxeT Linrary.—No. 975,
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“Tt's queer,” remarked Nugent. " Bob
knows that he's wanted in the match.
I can’t get on to it. Any [ellow would
have biked over to tell uz if he couldn’t
come,”

“Redwing’s on__the ground,”
Vernon-Smith. “Redwing can
half,”

The Bounder was always ready to put
in_a word for his chum,

Wharton made an impatient gesture.

“We went Beob Cherry,” he said.
“Highelife are in great form, and
we've pot to go all out to beat them.
We want Dob at half.”

_ “Redwing’s here, and Dob Cherry
isn’'t,” grunted the Bounder. ]

“We really can't keep nghehﬂ'& wait-
ing much longer, Wharton,” zaid Squiff,
the Remove goalkeeper.

“1 know., But—

“Bob Cherry's let us down,” growled
the Bounder. * He's not coming, and
he hasn't even faken the trouble to tell
us so.  Are we goin’ to kick our heels
here all the afternoon? If we don’t start
scon we sha'n't be finished before dark.”

The captain of the Remove breathed
hard. o was intensely irritated and
snnoyed, and the Bounder's gibes added
to his annoyance. It was not like Bob
to let his friends down, but really it
looked ss if that was precisely what he
hed done. ] . 1

" We'll Fn'a him five minutes,” said
Harry at last. "' You can tell Redwing
he may be wanted, Smithy.”

“Giopd 1"

“Bob meant to come,” said Johnny
Bull, "Wea've got his things with us.
Something's happened to stop him.”

“Then why doesn't he send word?”
said Harry.

“Goodness knows.”

Smithy cut away to speak to Redwing,
Tom Redwing was there, and keen
enough to play, if it came to that, and
ho was sure to put up a good and steady
game. But he waz not a mighty half-

ack like Bob Cherry, and m a olose
struggle that difference of quality might
make all the difference,

Harry Wharton looked at his wateh,
hoping against hope that at the last
moment Bob would arrive. DBut the
minutes ticked rapidly away and there
was no sign of Boeb Cherry.

said
play

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,

A Higheliffe Rag !

ILLY BUNTER pedalled away on
the Courtfield road, on his way to
Higheliffo, at a leisurely pace. It
was not like Bunter to exert him-

self, but as it happened there was plenty
f time. nothing happened to

unter on hiz way he would have been
i ample time to deliver Bob’s message
to the captain of the Remove. But
am_nqthm was destined to happen to
William (eorge Bunter, and it happened
in the shape of Ponsonby., The ICJ)F;I of
the Remove was pedalling away by the
¥ across Courtheld Common, when
the Highcliffe nuts spotted him,

Ponsonby stared along the road at the
ap‘pmac]i ing eyelist and grinned.

‘Greyfriars cad !™ remarked Gadehy.

“It's Bunter,” said Ponsonby. * Going
over to soe the maich, I suppose. Looks
az if he's goin' o Hi_gh::lil-‘i'e, I don't
know what you men think, but it strikes
‘me that Bunter would have been safer
i the brake with the rest of -the gang
if he wanted to show up at Higheliffe
this afterncon,”

Gadsby and Monson gprinned,

They did not need telling that Pon
wa3 contempliting a rag}l” on the Owl
of Greyfriars. A fat and helpless fellow
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like Bunter was exactly Pon's mark,
when he was looking for trouble,

Pon & Co. had walked out that after
noon, idle and unocoupred as  usual.
They had not cared either to dpia:.r foot-
ball or to watch football, and they in-
tended later in the afterncon to drop
mto some obscure resort where they
could play  billinrds  and  smoke
cigarettes, and feel themselves sporting
ment of the world. In the meantime,
they were prepared t{o amuse them-
zelves by bﬂin?‘ unpleasant to anybody
who was unable to thrash them. "They
had found entertainment in upsetting
a grocer's boy's basket of goods, they
had thrown stones at & horse grazing on
the common and set the unfortunate
animal off at a gallop; and now Bunter
came along just n time to provide them
with a little more entertainment.

So they lined up in the road. grin-
ning, to wait for the fat cyclist to come
up.

The short-sighted Owl of the Remove
saw them, but did not recognise them
till he was quite close at hand,

Then he slowed down in alarm.

The looks of Ponsonby & Co. were a
plain indication that they meant mis-
chief; and Bunter was not a fighting-

man, He slowed down on the bieycle,
blinking through his big spectacles- at
Highelithans in the

the three grinnin
road. He %:_new that he was booked for
a ragging if they 'stopped him; and
Bunter knew what & Higheliffe mﬁng
was like, and did not want any. 1
sheer funk ho made a desperate re-
solve, and suddenly he put on speed
and came fairly charging at the High-
clifiansg. He counted on the Higheliffe
fetlows jumping out of the way to
avoid being run down,

“8top ! shouted Ponsonby, holding
up his hand.

Bunter did not stop; he charged on.

“Btop that fat fool!”

Bunter pedalled on recklessly, and the
Higheliffians, getting out of the way
of the bike, grabbed at him as he flew
past.

The bicycle whirled round, and
Buntor came off in & sprawling heap.
He threw his arms round Ponsonby's
neck and dragged down the dandy of
Highcliffe in his fall. Pon velled as he
went down into the road, with the fat
Owl of Greyiriars clinging to him,
Gadsby welled as he received a crash
on thoe shin froan s bike pedal. And
Monson gave a howl as the bike erashed
on kim in falling, giving him a hard
knock on the knee, and transferring a
quantity of mud to his elegant trousers.

“Ow, wow, wow! Healp!” roared
Bunter.

FPonsonby shoved the f{at junior
savagely off and stagpered to his feet.
Bunter rolled in the road roaring,

“You fat idiot ! howled Ponsonby.

“Ow, wow! Help!"

“Owl My shin!” groancd Gadsby.
“Ow! I'm hurt!

“My knee's crocked IV sald Mounson,
almost tearfully. “Confound the fat
fool! Why didn't you stop when wo
told you, you fat dummy ¥

And Monson, using his uninjured |c15,
pave William George DBunter a kick in
the ribs.

"Yﬂrﬂzﬂﬂﬂh 1:!1

“Shove that bike into the ditch!™
said Ponsonby savagely.

Bunter sat up,

“I say, vou fellows! That's Bob
Cherry's bike—-?'
#All the hotter; shove it in," said

Ponsonby. “We'd shove in Bob Charry,
too, if he were here”

Crash! Splash! Bob Cherry’s bicyele
wenft headlong into the ditch, and

splashed in water and muod. It was 2
reckless net of hooliganism, and quite
in keeping with the manners and
customs of Ponsonby & Co.; who, with
all their elegant ways, were little better
than ruffians at henrt.

“Now for Bunter!” said Pon, with
4 gleam in hiv eyes,

“I=—1 say, wvou fellows, c¢huck it
squeaked Bunter in alarm. "I say, I'm
taking a message to Higheliffe.”

“Ratz!™

“Honest  injun!” gasped DBunter.
“I've gobt a message for Wharton—he's
cxpecting Bob Cherry to play in the
matceh, and Bob can’t come, and——"

“Is he?* grimned Ponsonby. *'Then
he can go on expectin®, my fat pippin.
I hardly think you'll get through with
that message,”

“Hardly " grinned Gadsby.

“Not quite!” chuckled Monson.

Bunter scrambled to his feet, and set
his spectacles straipht on kis fat litllo
nose, blinking at the Higheliffians in
great alarm.  The fate of Bob Cherry's
bike did net worry him unduly; indeed,
he realised how fortunate it was that 1t
wasn't his own bike. WNeither was he
deeply troubled by the prospect of being
unable to deliver Bob's message; if it
couldn’t " bha . helped, it couldn’t be
helped,- and there was an end. What
worried Bunter was what was going to
happen to his own precious person.
That was a really important matter,
and it worried him very much.

He blinked uneasily at the High-
clifians, and bhacked away as he
blinked ; and they followed him up as
he backed, All three of the young
rascals had been hurt in the collision
with the bicycle; epnd DBunter hed to
pay for the damages, as it were.

“Shove him in after the ke
suggested Gadsby,

“Good egg !’ said Monson.

“I-=I savy, Fou fellows /e

“We're goin' past Grevfriers,” said
Ponsonby. “We'll dribble him back to
his schoel.”

“Oh, pood!”

“¥arooooh 1™

“(ff you go, Bunter,”

“I==I savy—  Yooooop!”
Bunter, as Ponzonby lkicked,

The Owl of the Remove started ot a
run.

He had no idea of getting to High-
cliffe now ; it was impossible, even if he
had attempted it. Dut Bunter did not
oven think about it; he was only ‘think-
ing now of saving his fat skin. He
started foar Greviriara at a run; and
afier him ran Ponsonby & Co.

Buntor was not much of a sprinter:
but with thres fellows behind him kick-
g in turn, he put on his best speed.
His little fat lega fairly twinkled as ke
ran. But he could not cut-distance {he
cnemy ; and Ponsonby & Co. easily kept
pace, fairly dribbling the fat junior
along the road.

It was an awful
Bunter.

He ran his hardest, letting out a_dis-
mal yelp every time a boot landed on
him, and one landed every minute or
s0, Cold as the day was, the perspira-
tion streamed down Bunter’s fat foce,

“Ow, owl Wow! Help! Yoooop ™

It was & lonely road over the
common, and there was no help for
Bunter. He ran, and hopped, and
jumped, and welled, dribbling along the
road by the Higheliffe raggers.

It was not till Grevfriars was in
sipht that Ponsonby & Co. paused—not
caring to venture too near the school,
where more dangerous customers than
Bunter wera likely to he found. But
they paused s little too late,

roared

experience for
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of Higheliffe in his Tall,

Pon
him in fallivyg, {See Chapler 6.)

The bicycle whirled round, and Billy Bunter came off, in a sprawling heap. He threw his arm round Ponsenby’s neok, and

yelled @s he went crashing down, with the fat Owl of Greylriars atop
tof him, Gadshy yelled, as he received a crash on the shin from a bike pedal, while Monson howled as the bike crashed on

As Bunter rolled on, perspiring and
yelling, with the three Highclifians
still kicking in turn, three regiriars
fellows appeared from a lane by the
edge of the common. They were
Temple, Dabney, and Fry, of the Grey-
friars Fourth. They stared at the
sculiar scens for & moment grinning.

han Teraple called fo his comrades.

“Higheliffe cads ragging a Greyfriars
man ! Heck into them !”

“0Oh, rather,” said Dabney.
_ And Temple, Dabney & Co. rushed

in.,

Billy Bunter, hardly knowing thav he
was rescued, rolled on towards Grey-
friars stiil howling. He rolled in
breathless and perspiring at the school

ates. In the meantime, Ponsonby &

o. were having the time of their lives,
At Greyiriars Temple, Dabney & Co.
were not considered first-class fighting-
men ; but they were leagues too good
for the knuts of Higheliffe. Pon and
Gadsby and Monson were knocked right
and left; and in & couple of minutes
they were fleeing back the way they had
come—fervently wishing that they had
not dribbled Bunter guile so far,

“Dribble them ™ shouted Temple, as
the Highelifians ran,

“(th. rather!”

And Ponsonby & Co. had the pleasure
—or othdrwise—of taking their turn at
heing dribbled along the road; till
they scattered on the common, flesing
for their lives, and escaped.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Stern Parent !
OB CHERRY tramped along the
B lane o Friardale af a-good rate.
His face was clonded
started to walk, but
cleared by the-time he

when he
it. - had
reached the

village station, A gquick walk in the
keon fresh air, with the wind blowing
from the sea, was enough to restore
Bob's good-humour. e was disap-
pointed at missing the football-match;
but there was the consolation that the
Remove captain had plenty of men to
chooze from to replace him; and Bob
did not doubt that Wharton would get
his message in plenty of time to male
his arrangements. So he dismiszed the
matter from his mind, and tramped on
to ¥Friardale, his spirits rising as he
tramped. . ,
Only the prospect of the meeting with
his father made him rather thoughtful.
The major was not satihed with him,
and Boh was too affectionate and dutiful
a son not to feel troubled by that know-
ledge. e wondered rvefully whether
he might have got a better record the
;;'el'inus term if he had tried harder.
is record in pames had been good
enoigh, and Major Cherry had been
pleased enough in that line. Still, life
was not all games. Cricket and football
and fives had their place, but they were
not everything, And in the schplastic
line Bob was only too well aware that
he was not brilliant. His Form master,
Mr. Queleh, loft him in no doubt on that
point, if he would have dolbted it other-
wise, )
“Swotting * did not appeal to Bob in
the least, and the one or two atfempts
he had mada since receiving his father's
letter had net been very successful. But
he was resolved to “swot,” if that would
please his father, It mi’ght MOoRT giviﬂg
football the goby, to some extent; an
Bob had been very keenly nntmlpnhr._sﬁ
the matches that season. But he di
not attempt to blink the fact that his
Form master was justified in giving him
& very poor report, so far oz class work
waa concerned ; and Dob resolved to pull

up his socks, as it were, and grind. He
only regretted that he had not come to
this good resolution before the major's
“ﬁ_rluuse," instead of afterwards.

¢ reached the station in good time,
and went on the platform to see the
meajor's train come in,

The train arrived from Lantham, and
Major Cherry stepped out. Bob cut
across the platform to greet him.

*Here you' are, dad!”

The bronzed gentleman shook hands
with his son, but his manner was not 5o
cheery and cordial as it was wont to

e.

Bob's heart zsank a little.

His father was more displeased with
him than he had supposed; he saw that
at a glance, .

“I am glad to see you, Robert,” said
the major.

Arid bhe walked down the platform
with hisz son. _

Bob'a cheery face had clouded again,

His father never called him * Robert *
except when he was displeased, and lis
displeasure made him formal.  And
thnse occasions Were TAre. ] .

Bob walked out of the station with
his father in silence. Nobt a word was
spoken az they traversed the old High
Street of Friardale, Boh's spirits sank
lower and lower fill they seemed to
have reached zero,

In the road to Greyfriars, however,
the major spoke again.

“You are looking well, Robert.™

“I'm feeling well, father.”

. Bob  pgenerally called the major
“dad.” but he made it " father ¥’ now,
to suit the major’s “Robert.” There
was constraint on both sides. ;

“I'm glad of that,” said Major
Cherry, “Physieal fithess comes first;
it is worth everything else.”
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“Oh!"” said Bob, rather surprized by
that remark, in tﬁa_cir-c_umstancem -

He fully agreed with it, but he bad
not expected 1t from the major.

“It comes frst, but it i3 not the
beginning and end of all things,” said
ihe major, rather severely. "I would
rather see my son healthy and fit, than
sed him take a Balliol scholarship—much
rather. But a lad can be fit and good
st games without neglecting all other
considerations.”

“Oh, yes!” said Bob. )

“Mr. Quelch seems to think you little
better than & dunce.”

“Does ha ¥ murmured Baob,

“Hea thinks you careless, also”?

“Oh!™

" Physical fitness comes first, as I
said; but it does not seem to have
occurred to you, Robert, that the mind
should be cultivated, also,” Eaiili the
major. " Mens sana in corpore sano—
what 7"

Bob suppressed a 'grin.

The major, in & herd and busy lifa,
had forgotten most of his “book-learn-
ing,” and Bob was quite sure that had
the major himself been in Mr. Quelch’s
Form, thé Remove master would have
considered him a dunce. But the old
gentleman liked to air a few Latin tags
that lingered in his memory from his
schooldays. Bob knew that the major
could not read Livy: indeed, he doubted
sehether Major Cherry could have con-
strued Virgif. He would not have been
veally surprised to sea the old gentle-
aan in difficulties with Ceesar, or even
Eutropivas. Beob wendered why he was
expected to grind at the acquisition of
elassical knowledge which in the course
of time he would forget, as his father
hed forgotten. But the “0ld Boys™
were always hke that.

“Construe!” snapped the major sud-
denly.

“Eh?”

Major Cherry stopped, and fixed his
eyes on hiz astonished son.

“Can’t you construe a simple sen-
tenﬂa?” ho demended,

“Oh, my hat—yes!” gasped Dob.
“Bammy Bunter of tha SBecond Form
coulil construe that, father.”

“Well, I'm waiting.”

“Mens sana in corpore sanc—a
haalthy mind in & heaithy body,” said
I3ob, trying hard not to prin.

“Good!” zaid the major.

And he looked much more cordial as
he walked on again, doubtless pleased
with his own memory of his classical
attainments, and guite unaware that
Bob—dynce as Mr. Quelch ealled him
—could ‘have played his head off, so to
gpeak, in Latin,

. Father and son arrived at Greyfriars,
and the major went to see the Head,
leaving Bob waiting for him in the
quad. After that, ]ﬁajﬂ-r Cherry calied

on Mr. Quelch; and he was quite twenty™ 50

minutes with. the Remove master, and
when he rejoined his son he was frown-

mg.
Will you come up to the study,
father I asked Bob.

“No. I have little more time to spend
here,” said the major,

“JI--I hoped you'd stay to tes,” mur-
mured Bab.

“I have a train to catch,” said the
niajor briefly,

‘Bob was silent.

It waz clear that the interview with
Mr. Quelch had revived the major's dis-
pleasure with his son. - Bob was nof sur-
nrised at that. He did not expect Mr.
Quelch to be really pleased with his
performiance in class,

Meajor Cherry sat down on an oaken
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bench, under the elms in the quad, and
signed to hi: son to_sit besuwde him.
‘Bob sat down-in dismal spirits, He
realised that he was “for it."

“Where are. vour friends this after-
noon ¥ asked the major. )

“Flaying footer at Higheliffie," said
Balb,

“You are not in your Form eleven,
then 7+

“ Not this time.”
. “Does that nwan that yon are slack
Ing at games as well as in class T asked
the major grimly.

Bob coloured with indignation.

“1 had to stand out because—"

“Oh! Because I telephoned 77

“Yes. Otherwise I :Lauld: have been
playing,” said Baob.

The major was silent for a moment.

“1 see, That was why vou were sorry
to hear that I was coming to see you
this afterncon?” he said.

Bob did not answer. HHizs father was
in an unusnal mood, and seemed bent
on “catching him * both ways, as it
were, If he did not want to play footer
he was a slacker; if he did want to play
footer he was wanting in affection as
a son! With an old gentleman in such
e mood as that it was futile and in-
judicionz to argune, s0 Bob wisely said
nothing. _

“1 have discussed you with your Form
master,” said the major, after a lengthy
pause, *He iz far from pleased with
you,”

“Ian't he?” murmured Bob.

“Ho-gave you a very bad report et
the end of last term, as you know.”

Poor Bob knew it only too well,

* According to what be tells me, your
report this term is not likely to be any
better than last, on present prospects.”

Bob was aware of that, alse.

“There must be n change zaid the
major abruptly, “I have said, and I
mean, that physical fitness i3 the first
consideration. Buat yvou must remember
that you have a mind as well as & body,
You know that I am not & rich man,
Robeort.™

“Yes, father."”

“You know that some day you will
have to take yonr place in the world;
your have no prospect of living perpetu-
ally in idleness—like Lord Mauleverer,
for instance, or Vernon-Smith, of your
Form1"

“T don't want to," zaid Bob, colouring.

“Well, when the time comes to fend
for voursell it will not be of much use
to tell a prospective employer that you
caty knock up a hundred runs at ericket,
or kick goals at foothall.”

1 suppose not,” assented Bob.

e wondered mmwardly whether it
would be of much use to te]l a prospec-
tive cemployer that he could construe
Viegil and read Tites Livius in the
criginal, DBut he did not venture to say

Morcover, the argument would not
have beon quite just, for he construed
Virgil rather badly, and so far could not
reng Livy at all!

"1 should not like to see you giving
up games and cmckinF yourself in an
attempt o win a Balliol scholarship,”
went on the major. “I do not expect
that of you, Robert."”

Robert suppressed a shudder at the
bare idea, :

“But I have a right to expect my son
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to acquire common knowledge,’ faid the
major. “Da you agree with mei”

““0h, yes!” gasped Bob,

“You may think—as many peopls
think—that classical knowledge will not
be of much use in later life,” went on
the major. “ ¥You are unlikely to become
* Form master or headmaster in a
sehool—7"

“0h, my hat!™ Bob ejaculated in-
voluntarily. He really thought it very
unlikely indeed himself,

“MNeither ere you likely to become a
tutor, even if I cared for you to follow
that - profession,” said the major.
" Nevertheless, classical knowledge has
its value, though you may not realise it
The Greyiriars curriculum is like that of
sll public schools—many years behind the
times. Dut you may depend on it; my
boy, that the fellow whe is careless snd
backward at his school work, whatever
it may be, will be careless and backward
in the more serious work that follows
after school life is over. If vou studied
Cherokes, or Hindustani, instead of
Latin, you ought to tr:l'.'l to master Chero-
kee, or Hindustani: whatever your work
may be, you m;iht to try to do it well,
It may not be the best work that could
be selected for you; but you will nob
improve matters by being idle and
slovenly,™

“Hi!" said Bob.

“ Do you see that?*

" “Yes, I sea it, father,” =aid Bob:
and—and I'd already made up my mind
te tackle it o bit harder.”

“I am glad to hear it. Now, Robert,
vou will never be o heen scholar like
your friend Mark Linley. You will
never, probably, have a notural taste for
the classics such as I have observed in
the nephew of my old friend Colonel
Wharton. But you can be efficient if
you choose. Any fellow who is not an
absolute fool can make & decent figure
in his ¢lass if he choose, You are not
an absolute fool, I hope?"

“I—1 hope not!” stammered Boh.

“ Very well, then; I expect you to take
your work scripusly,” said the major.
“As a proof of it, I want you to put in
for the Head's Latin prize this term.”

Bob almost shuddered.

i}g{;} under

“The prize 1= open to all

the Fifth,” said the major. ou will
have many competitors; and there is no
reagon why you should not beat them if
vou work hard enough. I shall not,
however, condemn vou if you fail to win
the prize. But I shall be informed how
many marks you obtain for your paper,
and if you are anywhere near the bottom
of the list you may expect me to be
seriously angry.”

Bob was dismally silent,

In his mind's eye he could sea a sue-
cession of footbsll matches going on
withgut him while he wes. slogging at
Latin in his study with & wet towel round
his hapless head.

It was not an inspiriting prospect.

“Well™ rapped out the major.

“1 shall de a= you wish, of course,
father,” said Bob. *I'll put my namo
down to-day.™

“T have already requested Mr. Quelch
to put your name down !” said the major
grimly,

[11 Gn !“ﬂ"

“Mr. Queleh 13 extremely kind and
considerate in the matter,” said Major
Cherry. “You must be well aware that
& Form master here has very little
leisure; but he is prepared, as ha tells
me, to give up some of his leisure m
assisting you to make up for lost time,
ki you desire extra tuition Mr. Quelch
12 prepared to receive a reguest from

you,"” ;
(Continusd on page 17.)
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"HARRY WHARTON'S

Football Supplement

No trouble or ense has been spared
to mmake thia supplernent interesting and
informative. JIn it oll phases of football
will be discussed by wrilers chosen from
Ehe foremost football outhorities in the

” Iand. Readers may, therefore, vely upon
w the facls, flgures, eto., mentioned Jrom
woeel: to week in this supplement as being
atithentic, HARRY WHARTON, Edilor.

Weok Ending Ostober 23rd, 19528.

HAT there ia an unusual - mssociation between the
forward lines of Huddersfield Town and Preston
MNorth End in that they contain two sets of brothers?

- Alee Jackson and William Devlin being members of
the champions' attack, and William Jacksen and Thomas
Devlin appesring in the Preston forward line,

That Durham City have no official trainer, and that prac-

tically the whols of the players of the team do their training
in the evenings riear to their own bomes, and also that they
l&\ra a reputation for being as well trained as the men of
any olub in the country?

—

‘T'hat Burnley's goalkeeper, Bomerville, used to go to
school with Gallacher, the centre-forward of Newcastle
United? The pair have since been in opposition in football
matches several times,

[

That Bury have & free stand at their ground at Cigg
Lane, which iz unique in the respoect that it is the only stand
exclusively for the use of boys under the age of fourteen?
There is no one at the entrance to see that persons over
fourtean yearz old get im, -but the boys make i1t so hot for
any intruders that they don’t remain long.

That there is one First Division club which has on its staff
three players whoe regularly arrive at the ground in their
pun cary for the day's training?

That this seaspn is the first in which Fulham have won
their opening homo Second Division game since pro-War
days?

—

That (. Briggs, who is leading the Bir-
minghaim attacf: in such fine style this
senson, i3 one of the smallest centre-
forwards taking part in League football?
He only stands 5it. 5ins., and weighs
10st. 12 lb., but he makea up for thiz by
reason of his dash and clever ball control.

That the most goals ever scored in =
season in the First Division was Wast
Bromwich Albion’s 104 in 1013-207? The
fewest was Darwen's 26, in 1801.927% Tiver-
poot’'s 106 goals in the Second Division in

FIFTY TIMES CAPPED]

_—

series of real Internationsl matches for tho present
season, and it is specially interesting, therefore, to
refer to some wonderful International records. One
can never think of any International match without at the
same time thinking of Billy Meredith, the Welsh outside-
right, who established s record which may never bo broken—
that of playing for the country of his birth fifty-one times.
Seeing that only three Ifternstional games are played by
any one country in each season, it will be obvious that
Meredith's record was sproad over many years, and, as a
mattor of fact, he played for Wales when he was well on
towards fifty, After he had played his fiftieth gamo for the
Principality he was presented with & handsome silver centre-
piecp by the Welsh F.A., and Meredith has told me that of
all his football possessions this is the one of which he is
most proud.

THIE week Eng;iland and Ireland meet to commence the

OLD BTAGERS.

Robert Crompton, who used to play at full-back for Black.
burn Rovers, and who is now & director of that club, played
for England more times than any other player—thirty-four—
in all, while Beotland’s record is held by Bobby Walker, who
played for his country in twenty-nine Internstional games,

Strange things have happanedv in regard to International
players from time to time. Probably you know that the
only qualification is birth; that is, a player cnn only play
for the country in which he was born, But thiz rule has
been broken by accident on more than one cocasion. There
was the case of Bob Evans, an outside-left, who used to play
for Bheflield United. I don't know whether the Welsh
selectors considered, because he was called Evans, that ho
must have been born in their country, Anyway, he played
ten times for Wales before somehody discovered that he was

born in England. and thereafter he played in seven matches
for England.

HALF AN INTERNATIONAL.

There is one case of & player who can really be said to be
only half an International. This iz Dai Davies, who used to
keep goal for Dolton Wanderers. In & match between
England and Wales in 1808 1.. R. Roose was the Welsh goal-
keeper, In the first half of the game, however, this player
was badly injured, and after the interval Dai Davies, who
happened to be on the ground, kept goal for
Wales. Whether he got half an International
cap for playing in half & game I have never
heard. .

One would not expect Wales, with ita
strictly limited number of, elubs, as com-
parcd Wwith England and Scotland, to carvy
off the International championship, but the
Frincipality has done this on threa occa-
sions. In the season of 1923-4 Wales beat
England, Beotlond, and Ireland, and in
doiug so only forfeited one gna‘!—n very
remarkable recdrd. It was gained, too, by
calling upon only twelve players, ten men
playing- in each of the three games,
these received o special reward.

- s Sxies

18856 has never since bheon ualled, g ' In the old days men who played for
although the Anfielders topk part in only Fﬂ:ﬁ:ﬂ:hﬂ“ w;:f ipl',;;;; England used to get ten pounds per match,
20 schedule games against 42 by clubs in Yor his country Afty-ona MNow they get six pounds per game. .
seasons of more recent date, . times, Tue Macxer LiBrary.—No. B76.
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ROUSING  battle-cry from the
spectators has probably inspired
many a football team to put
forth an effort which has brought

vietory to the elub. And lucky the side
which has a nickname which makes 4
good battle-cry., A team which 15 egged
on by the eall “Play up, the Lions!”
ought to do great things, The name
certainly suggests that they conld “ eat
their opponents. The nickname, Lions,
was given to the Millwall club because
somebody had an origina]l idea that
their ground should be called the Den.
What miore appropriate than the Lions
ghould play in the Den?

TWO OF A KIND.

There are two teams which are known
as the DMagpies—Notts County  and
Noweastle Umted—but Nottingham has
the prior elaim to the tille. In these
days, however, it iz Newcastle wha are
mostly referred to as  the Magpies.
They were given the name because of
their - black-and-white shirts. Magpies
are black snd white, as any student of

natural history doubtless knows, and a

cartoonist connected with a Newcastle
{Jlﬂ?er invariably draws a magpie when
e wants to drive home a pomnt about
Newchstle, whose other name is the
Geordies.

One of the quaintest and most
obscure nicknames 13 that which is given
to the Bury club. They are called the
Bhakers: '_"(‘ha why and wherefore of
the name goes a long way back., In the
eld deys a supporter of Bury was in the
habit of calling on the players io
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This Weeks Big Games! =z

MONG the big games of this week
A there i3 the Wednesday match
between England and Ireland,
to be plaved on the ground of
the Liverpool club. England are ex-
pected to win this time, but Ireland
have more than once sprung a surprise,
and the time has certainly gone when
the chosen of England could regard their
game against the best of Ireland as a
pienic,. Twiee i the course of these
contests hag BEngland scored

THIRTEEN QOALS IN ONE MATCH,

and it must have been very disappoint-
m{; to the representatives of the Bmerald
Isle to lose by thirteen to nothing the
first time they ever played England at
Soccer. Eut though thoy may have been
d:ta.n.;;gﬂmtud, the Irish were not dis
mayed, and they have kept on strug-
gling, and thres times out of forty
games Ireland has managed to win,
while on six oceasions the result has been
a draw, It i3 particularly sppropriste
that the game botween England and
Iroland should be played on tho Liver-
pool ground, for some of the finest Irish
foothallers of all time have played for
Liverpool. In this conpection ome must
not forget Elisha Scott, the famousz goal-
koeper, who has often saved Ireland
from defeat,

Turping from this mid-week Inten
national to the big games of this Satur-

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 876,
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They Got Them.

“shake ™ their opponents. His example
was copied by other supporters of the
club, and thus gradvally Bury became
knewn as the Shakers,

TRADE OR CALLING,

Thero are plenty of pet names for
foatball clubs wiﬁ':ic:.h indicate some
peculiarity or some trade of the town
in which they play. Bolton Wanderers,
for instance, are called the Trotters,

because trotters provide a favourite food ]

for the peoplsa of the town. The
Wodnesday, of Sheffield, are known as
the Dlades, a name which hints at the
cutlery which iz manufactured in the
town; and Everton's pet title of the
Toffces arises from the fact that there
is & brand of sweet, which you have
doubtless esmpled, which 12 called
Everton toffee. Grimsby Town are the
IMishermen; Southend, the Shrimpers;
Luton Town, the Hatters; Northampton
Town, the Cobblers ; and so on. If
you cannct understand why Southamp-
ton should be called the Baints, the
answer to the question is that eriginally-
the name of the club was SBouthampton
St Mary's, and it was in those days
they got the name which has stuck to
the club ever since,

#COME ON, THE IRON '

Another battlecry which is apt to
mystify the people who don't kmow is
the one which can somctimes be heard
on the ground of the West Ham club:
“Come on, the Iron ¥ This cry is &
reminder that before West Ham got into

OR THE SPECIAL DICKY NU(

Thames Ironworks, and i1t wes in an
ironworks that the club had its begin-
ning.

. Another mystery name is that which
iz s¢ often given to West Bromwich
Albion—the Throstles. If you live in
the Midlands or the North of England
you will know well enough that throstle
12 another word for thrush. Now, when
West Bromwich were quite & small
footbell club, with & ground surrounded
‘by trees and hedges instead of big
stands, they played in a district in
whith the thrush was & particularly
prominent bird. So the ﬁmund wasg
named the Hawthorns, and the pet name
of Throstles was given to the team,
Derby County are known as Rams,
becanse Derbyshire is s great sheep-
rearing county, and on the cost-of-arms
of the town of Derby there 15 a8 pioture
of a ram.

Leegue football the title of the club was

Thrilling Tussiea Tor

day, fhere are some matched down for
decision which look

EPECIALLY ATTRACTIVE.

Doubtless the biggest crowd of the day
will assemble on the ground of the Asten
Villa club, for they meet their near
rivals from West Dromwich,  Right
down the line of football history these
two teams have engaged in memorable
struggles. How far this history goes
back will be realised when I mention
that the Villa and the Albion plaved in
a Cup Final at Kennington Oval—
where Surrev now play cricket—in 1887,
On two other cccasions they have met
in the Finsl tie. The Villa have won
twice and the Albion onece. The
“ Throstles™ success in a Final over their
neighbours was in 1892, and it is told
that they owed their success almost
entirely to the fact that for some reason
ar other the Villa goalkeeper of that day
got a bhad attack of nerves and let &
couple of “soft ones * beat him.

The two clubs have often met in the
Cupapart from the Final ties mentioned,
and,  strangely onough, they have
clashed in sach of the last three seasons.
In 1%24-5 two great contests wore played
before the Albion

JUBT SCRAMBLED HOME
at Villa Park, after & drawn game at

F. HUDBPETH {Newcastie United.)
PENNIRNRPORERENENSIGIRODERORRS

energetic little half-back of the Albion,
told me that he had never played two
harder or fairer contests.

Tha meeting of Noweastle United and
Blackburn Rovers recalls a strange ex-
perience in the games between these two
chibs just over a year ago. "The Rovera
had started the sesson badly, and had
not won & mateh when they went to
Newcastle. For the game at §_L James’
Park they made an important team
alteration, putting Huarper, whe had not
previously been considered good enough
in that season, at centre-forward, Harper
proceeded to show that he was pood
enough by scoring five goals, and New-
castle wore beaten by seven goals to one.
Needless to say, Harper was never left
out of the Blackburn team after that,
and before the end of last season he
played for England against Scotland.

During Derby County’s spell in tha
Second Division they have not had to
visit the Spurs in search of L#ague
points, but now thet they are back in
the top class they will pay a wvisit to
White Hart Lane this week.end. And
there are a lot of people who will re-
member

WHAT A BHOCK

the Perby team gave the Spurs and
their supporters in the Feurth Round of
the Cup in 1823, ° Everybody expectad
the Bpurs to get to thesFinal again,
and that Derby County would prove easy
vietims, But- to everybody’s consterna-
tion, Derby won by a gosl to nothing,
and, what iz more, they fully deserved

West Bromwich, and Tommy Mages, the

their success,
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T is not casy to lay down herd and
l fast rules in regard to policy on the
football field., Indeed, 1t wounld be
rank foolishness to make any.
attempt to do szo. The feam which 1s
most likely to come out on top in any
sgazon iz ong which, in the first place,
hes skilful players, and, in the second
place, has what might be called an
elastic policy, which can be adapted to
the needs of each game. It's a [unmy
sport, this football; the sort of thing
about which the players are continually
making up their minds en definite lines,
only to have: their conclusions shattered
by something which happens in a match
almost  immediately -after they  have
arrived at their decision. That iz a part
of the charm of football, that cach game
calls for different methods, and that the
style which does well agains® one set of
eppenents  won't work the fellowing
week when the opposition is different.

NO FAITH IN THE ATTACK.

Although, then, we must always be
careful to guard against laying down
hard and fast rules, I think thero arc
one or two gencrol albservations which
may safely be made concerning what
cun best-be deseribed as “safety first
tacties.  ‘There cannot bo the slightest
doubt that some teams play as though
their first object in hifs was to prevent
the other fellows' fromn scoring goals.
These teams may think they are not too
good in attack, but, being strong in
defence, they more or lefs rely on the
tefence pulling them through, and even
g0 out of their wny to give the defence
additiona] help, For it 15 perfectly true,
rhat no team ean lose & football match
unless the other fellows score at least
ong goal; but on the othier-hand, I must
se¥. that T am'no lover of ¥ safety first ™
tactics,  Rather do I Believe that a rauch
better slogan is: “ Attack iz the best
defence.”

SCOTLAND AND ENGLAND,

The changes in the offside rule last
seagon seemed to have the effect of con-
verting soeveral clubs to the idea that
the forwards must not have quita the
same amount of support as they had been
secustomed to gel, and that the defence
must be given additional help, There
were téams we played against in Scot-
land which seemed to have this ides, and
I was told I:E ona of my many football
iriends in England that many clubs
south of the MHorder sppeéared to have
asdopted * safety first " tactics.

A THIRD FULL-BACK.

When I was in England for the last
International match I took the oppor-
tunity to talk to several Englishmen
and some Anglo-Seots about football n
Foglandd. More than one of them told
me that what they considered English
football had suffored from was too many
cenire-half-backs who had, by their play,
really ceased to be half-backs at all, and
had ome centre full-backs. I was
further informed .that one of the most
Emmising‘ voung centre-half-backs in

ngland had largely epoilt his game by
staying beohind through mateh alter
match to help the defenee. This idea
of the centre-half as a third full-back,
with which so many ¢lubs tinkered last
izason is the plainest indication that
ey had adopled *salcty first ™ tactics;
hat their main idea wos not to get
goels, but to prevent the other fellows
from: getting them.

THE FIRET EBSENTIAL.

I know, of course, that the change in
the offside rule has made it easier for
centre-forwards to stay well up the field

the almost undivided attention of
apposing  centre-half-backs, As I SE0
it, you won't have a good team without
a real cenire-half, because unless you
have a real centre-half your forwards are
not getting the support to which they
are justly entitled. The centro-half must
come back to help the defence when his
side is hard pressed, but he should also,
‘in my view, go up in support of his own
forwards when they are on the aggres-
sive.

THRUSTING AWAY AN ADVANTAGE

. The way I look at it is this: I your
'sida keepz up the attack there is litble
or no danger of your side loging in &
metch. The other chaps can't score if
the ball iz kept in their half of the feld.
(OF, to revert to & former phrase which
.I unsed—attack is the best defence. It
is no nnuspal thing in football to see &
side which has hag' &8 lead of two goals
being beaten before the end of thé game.
It would be going too far to szay that
evary match which runs gn these lines
iz the outconie of the team which has

An lmpression of JOHN HUTTON, by
Jimmy Besd, of the "Spurs,

gained the lead adopting the “safefy
first ? idea. DBut it 13 quite certain that
many teams have thrown away their ad-
vantage by falling back after getting on
top. The time to go on scoring poals
in any game iz when you have started
to score goals, becavse a couple notched
against any defence is apt to get them
w::i:'ricr'd and flurricd into making mis-
takes,

HOW TO KEEFP THEM OUT.
HQuppose, however, that, after having

got a lead of & couple of goals, & team |

By

The Famous Aberdeen am_f Scotland Defender.

Relying too much on the defence gives your oppcments
time to find their feet.
without being continually stopped for off-

side, but I do not agreo that these ad-
vanced centre-forwards should be given

decides, by its play, to rely on defeice
for the rest of the.mateh, Such tactics
give the other fellows a chance to find
their feet; they pull themsalves to-
gether and then proceed to nlsy better
tootball than they would have done if
the other side had kept ‘pegging them
to the defensive, In the veare of war
we used to talk a lot about one side or
other having gained” the initiative,
Now, football 15 very like war, and once
you have got on it iz worth while
putting every ounce into atiack in order
to keop there, The team which is
attacking is dictating the pobicy—there:
can't be any two opinions on ihat,

TOO MANY COOKS.

Especially are olubs inclined, how-
ever, to try the “safety first " business
in Cup-ties. A team-which, perhaps, did
not really ex ‘to win pets the lead,
but instead of playing fo incrcase % and
to make the most of the worries of their
opponents, they concentrate on defence,
with dizastrons results. After all, if a
side has & good defence why not rely on
the members of that defence to do their
own work? It isn't always a help to
full-backs to have the half-backs, and

haps a couple of forwards, as well,
alling back into goal. It may bs &
hindrance.

A GOALKEEPER'S YARNS.

- Talking of his most dangerous oppon-
ents, Dick Pym, the Bolton Wanderers
goalkeeper said: “I am reminded of
the terrors of the uwnknown by my ex-
perience ageinst Hughie Gallacher last
season st Newcastle. His activities on
that occasion saused me to put him on
my ‘' danger ' list, I hope I shall never
apain have to meet him in aimilar
mood, and in similar cireumstances.

“There was & heavy mist over the
ground at St, James FPark on that
Saturday afternoon. At times it was
so thick that I could searcely see the
othor goal, and the figures of the
players came towards me like ghosts,
The prize ghmt was Gellacher.

“"Tour times in the course of that
match hoe came tearing into position to
drive the ball hard past me into the
net., The onlookers, who could not see
a great deal of the football, began to
sing, ‘Oh, Mr. Gallacher! after he
had scored three. I did not s=e tho
funny side of it, and if at any time
now ane of our players thinks he would

‘like to annoy me, he just starts to sing,

* Oh, My, Gallacher |

“Incidentally, I never think of that
experience without being rominded of
the story of & lad who, in an emergency,
was pressed to keep goal for & junior
side. Im the first half-hour of the game
thiz lad allowed” six shots to beat him,
One of the full-backs said to him:
*Why don't vou stop ‘em? ‘Btop
‘o’ replied the novice, * why, what’s
the net fori' "

Tue Maoxer Lispary,—No. 875
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HARRY WHARTON'S FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT

GOAL KICKS!

It is often said that there are so many
good goalkeepers about that ocne or two
can always be mpgned on cheaply.
What most of us want at the moment,
however, is not 80 much a cheap gosal-
keeper as a cheap coalkeeper,

Burnley started the new season in
great style. In faot, after their narrow
escape from relegation at the end of

last soason they may be said to have
turned over a new -leaf. This should
not surprizse us, for they have & player
pamed Page.

“Call vourself a Hull-back? said the
manager, after having watched & young-
ster on trial, " You are much more of
a drawback!"

—
There is a general tehdency to pul

referees on the retired list when they
reach forty years of age. This scarcely

gives the experien whistle-wielders
what might be called a fifty-fifty chance.

Billy Cillespie, of Shbeffield United,
says that he would rather lose the ball

than kick it -wildly anywhere, But
surely to kick the ball wildly anywhere
13 the surest wav of lozing it?

The peenlipr rites of the XEnghsh
language can even be illustrated in foot-
ball. . Head this guickly, and see if you
can make sense of it. { understand that
the players of the Reading Football
Club have been doing a8 lot of reading
about the history of the side since Read-
ing got into the Becond Division,

Notts County should do very well in-
deed  this season, because they are
“Streets ” ahoad of any other club, so
far as their goelkeeper 15 concerned.

A certain Scottish footballer was asked
to take on the captainey of the side, but,
much to the surprise of the manager, he
flatly refused the job. **You see, it's
like this,” said the .lSmt. “T might not
stay with you a whole season.”

Heve you noticed in football that the
team: which fails to stay can also be

said to stay to failf

Here is & story which you can please
yourself about believing: A certain

referee from Aberdeen went son to the
football ground tp control a mateh,
Looking up at the stend, he noticed
that there was & clock there. He imome-
diately stopped his watch !

There is a director of Preston North
End who alwevs haa pressed beef for
lunch when his team 1s playing awsy
from home, because, so he asys, they are

always lucky when he does so. Evident
his motte is: " Bully ' for bully beef.”

The Spurs have in their reserve team
a plaver named Barpet, and there is
alsc & town named DBarnet which is
some miles awsy from Tottenham.
Heunco this little amusing pessage be-
iween two spectators at a recent match,

when the outside-left made & very bad

pass. Fancy a kick like that being
meant for Barnet,” said Spectator No.
1. “Yes,"” replind Spectator No. 2, “the
ball went much-nearer Chingfﬂrci then
Barnet,"

Jack Hill, the Burnley captain, has a
gentlemen’s outfitters’ shop, and he
recently supplied the whole Burnley
team with tles. A little later in the
season we shall be able to refer to this
neckwear as Cupties.
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TRICKS#.TRADE!

A earles of articles, show-
ing how tha experia do
thelr Job.

This week: THE REF.

from the player, He does not give

hiz wheole time o the job. he

players of the big games get
pnough money per week to do away with
the necessity for any other work, but
the referee gets ohly three guineas for
& big match, plus his out-of-pocket ex.
penses, of course. That, however, is no
reason why the man who wields the
whistle should not learn the tricks of the
trade, snd there are indeed a lot of
tricks to be learnt, because the referec
has also to know the tricks of the
players,

The first essential of a referce is to
earn the respect of the players whom he
is called wpon to control. The referee
who hopes to be successful must some.

IN one respect the referee is different

how get the reputation for dispensing

justice on the football Geld

WITHOUT FEAR OR FAVOUR,

and. if sny of my young readers are
tempted to become referees in later
yoars, I want vou always to remember
this bit of advice: make the players feel
thet you are going to rule.

One of the most successful referees for
many years past was Mr, Jack How-
eroft, who has just retired at the age of
fitty. He was zo fully respected that I
have heard him cheered when he has
come out of his dressing-room to control
s match as loudly as the players them-
selves. INot many referees Eam had that
cxperience, and therefore it iz worth
while to inquire inte the secrets of his
sucepss; into the tricks by which he
made himself a master of the referee
trade.

Did Howeroft get to the top of the
referee tres because be never made a
mistake in the course of the matches he
controlled—hbsacause he never gave a side
a goal in error? Of course he didn't.

HE MAGNET LaBrARY.-—No. 975, °

Football spectators are sensible people,
and they realise that the referes who.
MNEVER WMIADE A MISTAKE

dossn’k exist. Howeroft made as many
mistakes as the average referee, but he
had a way with him which made you
wonder whether you were right. When

JAOK
one of our most successful refersss.

HOWOCROFT,

he saw anything happen on the football
field he pave his decizion guickly, and,
havin iven it, he made it plain to
wer;.-'go;ﬁ; concerngd that he would
stand no grgument about b, Conse-
quently the players didn’'t argue with
him, and thus he made his job ever so
much easier.

It was the same in regard to doubtiul
tactics. The players knew before they
started a game that Howeroft wouldn's
stend any nonsense, and as a rule they
didn't try the nonsense stuff.  In the
course of thirty years’ refereeing How-
croft sent off four players, I believe, or
ab the rate of one in seven seasons, That
wasn't because he was weak; it was
because he was strong that the necessity
for sending players off so seldom arose.

He had a way of

NIPPING TROUBLE IN THE BUD

too, und in this connection I may repeat
& story. which was told to me, not by
Howeroft, but by & young player. This
youhg player was taking part in a matel
of which Howeroft had control. He was
an exceedingly clever player, too, the
sort that could make an opponent look
sil |, In this particular match the
playver seomed to be striving to make a
vetoran full-back so foolish that the
cerowd were laughing at the defender.
Of course, the full-back didn’t like it—

‘no full-back likes to be made to look a

fool in the eyes of thousands of people.

Sensing that there *would be real
troubsle if this sort of thing went on,
Howeroft stepped gquietly up to the
voung plaver, and said: “Look here,
my lad. there iz no necessity {o make
that full-back look s fool by beating him
three or four times in one attack. If I
were you I should stop 18, If you don't
stop it the probability is that you will
fnish this match #n the nearest hospital,
and I shall have to order the full:back
off the field for sending vou there.”

It might be said that Howcroff was
exepading the strict duty of a referee in
giving & young player advice, DBut the
referce was avording trouble for him-
solf. There is scarcely a footballer who
won't listen to a bit of guiet advice, just
a3 there is scarcely one who is not upset
if he is obviously preached at by the
referee_in the middle of the field. In a
word, the referee who hopes to succeed
wants, first of all, tact, And on top of
that he wants rome more tact.
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(Continwed from page 12.)

B‘;}Thnt‘s very kind of him!” groaned
ob.

“The prospect does not seem to please
Fﬂu-”
- 8T—T'll do my best.”

“If vou do vour best T shall ask no
more,” said the major. He lodked at
his watch and rose. “You may walk

with me to the station if you like,
Bﬂb.,“
“Yes, dad.™

It was “Beb ™ and “dad” again—
thet was something. Bob's resolve to do
hiz best seemed to have placated the
dissatisfied paront, and he was very
kind and cordial on the walk to the
station. Bob's clonded face cleared
egain; but he was well aware, at the
same time, that there was an iron hand
in the velvet glove, The major was
trusting him to play up; and if he did
not play up, as he bad promised, the
vials of wrath would be poured out on
his dévoted head. The major had said
nothing about taking him away from
Grevfriars, but Bob understood that that
largely depended on the “show ™ he
made in the examination for the Latin
prize. i

Major Cherry shook hand: very cordi-
ally with his son from the carriage
window when he got inte his train,

“Play up, Bob!" he said kindly., “I
rely upon you. Yow've given me your
word, and I know wou'll keep it. I'm
proud of your record in the school
games; but I want you to prove that you
can do something as well a5 play games.”

“Y'll try my hardest, dad |’ said Bob
carnestly.

And he meant ik, s

He walked back from the station in
an unuswally thoughtiul mood. He had
given his father his word, and he meant
to keep his word. But he realised ver
clearly that there:was an U?}Hﬂ‘ r
before him—though he certainly did not
realise how very hard and uphill that
road was going to bal

 E——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Higheliffe Match !

i WENTY minutes past ™ said the
I Bounder sarcastically.
Wharton compressed his lips.
“Tell Redwing we shall
wopt him,”’ he said,

‘tRight 1" : -

There was no sign of the arrival of
Bob Cherry on the footbell-ground at
Higheliffe, and Wharton was forced to
make up his mind to play without the
best half-back Greyfriars had ever
turned out. _

" He was deeply irritated.

Bob was wanted in the game—wanted
badly—but i he couldn’t come he
eguldn’t. But in that caze he could have
sent word, and not kept the footballers
hanging about, keeping the home team
waifing for nothing. It did not oeccur
to Wharton that Bob had sent a mes-
sege, which had not reached its destina-
tion; he knew nothing of the proceedings
of Ponsenby & Co. on Courtfield com-
mon. Desides, what could have turned
up at the last minute to keep the half-
back away if he chose to come? " Hie

& hiz men, Tom

ahsence was intensely annoying; all the
more because it was unexplained. Bub
it was useless to think about it, and
Harri~ Wharton went into the field with
Redwing filling Bob'a
place at left-half, \

The game began, and from the whistle
it was ﬁa.rd and fast. Courtenay and hia
men were in greét form; even tha
Caterpillar, known as a slacker at
games and most other things, showed no
sign of slackness, but played up n won-
derful style.

It was obvious from the start that
the Highcliffe men were at their best,
the whole temm pulling together well,
and every man a trier; and that Grey-
friars wanted to put up their very best
game to keep their end wp. That made
Bob's mbsence all the more exasperat-
ing; he was a tower of strength in the
half-way line—when he was there. Tom
Redwing played up well in his places;
but no one—not even Tom himself—
fancied that he was anything like Bob
Cherry’s form. The teams were so
evenly matched that even o trifle might
have turned tho scale, and the loss of
Bob Cherry was more than o trifle.

The first goal, however, came to Grey-
friars, Smithy putting ihe ball in for
the Remove. Close on half-time, High-
cliffo attacked hotly, and.there was a
struggle befora the visitors’ goal—and
when it cleared Tom Brown was seen
limping. The Greyfriars centre-half
had had a bad knoek on the knee.

The New Feeland junior rf)ia:.re-ﬂ on,
but only by an effort of will; he was
not of much use till half-time. The
waork of the halves had to be done by
Peter Todd and Redwing, and Bob was
missed more than ever; thﬂuﬁh Johnny
Bull and Mark Linley at back played a

reat game. But close on half-time the
E[ighi:liﬁ'a forwards came through, and
Couitenay put in & kick that beat
Sguiff in goal

“Wo're holdin' them,” remarked the
Bounder, as,he sucked & lemon in the
interval, " But they're in great form
to-day.” .

“Tiptop form,” szaid Johnny Ball
“I wish Bob were here.”

“Redwing's doing well,” said Vernon-
Smith.

“Oh, quite! But—" ,

“Well, Bob isn't here, and it can't
bo helped,” romarked Peter Todd.
“How's vour knee, Browney??

Tom Brown made & grimace.

“A gilly chump jammed hiz hesl on
it,” he said. “I've got a bruise as big
a5 an ege.”

“Can you, go ont” asked Wharton.

The centre-half grinned,

“I'm going on whether I can or not,”
he answered. “It's all right, Wharton,
I'll pull through somehow. We'll beat
them,”

“The beatfulness will be terrific, my
esteemed chums,” said Hurree Jomset
Ram Singh. “But i is & ridienlous
pity that the excellent Dob could not
join ue.”
~“0Oh, rob!” said 8mithy. “Football
isn't a8 oneman game. We chall
manage sll right without Cherry.”

"My esteemed Smithy o

"Fudege!"” said the Bounder,

Tom Redwing coloured uncomfortably,
His chum was rether given to pushing
hiz claima in sesson and out of season:
but Redwing was guite well aware him-
solf that he was little more than a

etopgap.
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said Harry  Wharton
abruptly. )
The footballera went back info the
field.

In the second half there was some
hard play, and the onlookers were soon

—

aware that Higheliffe were doing most
the attacking. Again and again the
Gréyfriars men broke sway, but they
seamed always to be s before any-
thing came of it; and always the home
ayers wera ready to follow up with
ot attack. Equii{ in gourl, was given
harder word: then he was accustomed to
in his citadel; at times fhe shots seemed
fairly to rain on him. And Wharion
reluctently realised that he had to think
more sdbout defence than attack—which
was not his usual system,
Tom Brown was making heroic efforts
k¢ keep his end up: but he was limping

-all through, and his face was a little

white. Redwing was playing well, but
he wag not up to the Highelifia form.
Buat for Sampson Quimﬁ] ey Field, in
goal, the secore would have gone high
against the visitors; but the Australian
junior . saved and saved, again and
again, till it Seemed that his citadel was
really impregnable to attack.

The sccond half wors away, with ne
score on either side; and towards fhe
finish the Greyiriars forwards got goin
in great style, and Harry Wharton ha
a chance. But by ill-luck the ball
struck the cross-bar, and rebounded into
the field of play; and the Higheliffe
defenca was too keen to give Wharton
another chance. The leather was
clesred away to midfield, and the rush
of the game went after it; and then
the play was all in the visitors’ half,

As the last minutes ticked away
Clourtenay and his men drove the
attack harder and harder, and Wharton
had to ck his goal and defend,
realising that all he could hope for now
was o draw. But even a draw was
denied to the Removites who had come
over to Highcliffe to win.

A rush of the Highelifie forwards
came through the defence; Tom
Drown's damaged knee failed him, and
he crumpled up, and Redwing was no-
whore, as it seemed; and the ball
whizzed in on Squiff, and wes hatdd out
again, only to meet the Caterpillar’s
head, and to be headed back into the

net before Squiff knew that it was
coming. ﬁrﬂl the Higheliffe crowd
roared :

“Goal 1™ ]
Rupert do Courcy rubbed his head
and grinned, )
“Good man, Caterpillar!™ said
Courtenay.

“Gioal! Goal t?

“Highcliffe wina! Goal!” .
“Five minutes to gol” said the

Bounder, with & shrug of the shoulders.
“Wot our game!” .

The Bounder was right. DBoth teams
wero pretty thoroughly gruelled hy this
time, and the last minutes flickered
away with “nothing doing.” The foot-
ballers came off the field, with High-
cliffe winners by two goals to one.

The Greyfriers fellows knew how to
loza o game, as well as how to win one,
and they took their beating cheerfully.

But Harry Wharton's brow waz a
little clouded when he mounted into the
brake for the return to Greyiriars.

# After nll, we can't always win,
Harry !’ Frank Nugent remarked.

“I know that, Frank. But I suppose
we don't want to go about collecting
up lickings if we can help it,” said the
captain of the Remove rather tartly,

Mugent Jaughed. .

“No: but Highelife won on their
merits,” he said. “They played » splon-
did game.” :

o tguite up to our form,” said Johnny
B“]E{; i

u* othin

THE ﬁ'

to choosze between the two
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tearns,” said Mark Linley. * Courtenay
has done wonders with them ™

“I know,” said Harry. “But just a
little more weight on our side would
Lave done it. It can't be helped,. of
course; and it's no good grousing over
a defeat. But if Bob had been there I
feel certain the result would have been
different.”

“Well, he couldn’t come, or he would
have come,” said Nugent amicably.

“If he couldn’t come, he could have
sent word.” _

“That wouldn't have made any differ-
g¢nee to the .team,” said Peter Todd,
“You'd have played Redwing in his
place, enyhow; 1t would only have
meant that_ we shouldn't have kept
Highcliffe waiting."

“Exactly,” said the Bounder, “But
it’s & temptation to find fault with some-
’l:-::-{l‘i.' after bagging & licking.”

harton flushed,

“Tt's not that!” he =aid. *Ii's not
that, and you know it, Smithy. If Bob
had a good reason for not coming——"

“Of course he had,” said Nugent,

“The goodiulness of the reason must
have been terrific!” murmured Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh. o ;

Wharton made no rejoinder: he dJid
not want to eppear to be criticising his
absent chum,, but, at the same time, he
had & feeling that Bob had let the team
down, and he was feeling dissatisfied.
The footballers were not in their usual
cheery mood after s match, as the brake
rolled home to Greyfriars,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Misunderstood !

[ H, dear!”
Bob Cherry made that

: remark involuntarily as he sat

down in Study No, 13

Having seen his father off to the
etation, %ah had walked back to the
school, debating in his mind whether he
should cut meross to Highelifie to 2ee
the finish of the football matoh,

But the match was certain to be
nearly over by now, if not quite, by the
timie he could get to Higheliffe; more-
over, he had lent his Dhike to, Bunter.
And Bob felt that, in the absence of his
friends, it ‘was a good opportunity to
begin hiz new game of “swotting.” The
Bomove passage was quite deserted; it
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of “swotting.™

was quiet enough ‘mow—too quiet, in
fact, for Bob's tastes. Bob was a Em
garious vouth, end he was never likely
to understand the charms which sages
are said to have seem in tho face gf
zolitide,

‘The- quietude of the Remove passage
had a dismal effect on him; but he knew
that if he was going to keep his word
to his father, the sooner he startéd the
better; and there was no time like the
present. So he gave up the idea of
meeting the Bomove foothallers on their
way home from. Highelifie, and went to
hiz study to “swob.”

He sorted out his books and sat down
at his study table, and concentrated his
attention upon Litin grammar.

If he was going to have a chance at
the - Head's tin prize, there was no
doubt that he had a good desl of lee-
way to make up; and' the sconer he
made it up the Eatta-r,

He would have been glad enough to
Eleaﬁa hig father by gaining the prize;
ut he had little hope of that. But
at least he could make a good show by
a good show of hard work: and on that
he knew depended whether he remained
at Greyfriars or not. He was never
likely to be great in.classics; but he
could work hard if he liked, and con-
vince his father that.he was not wasting
his time st the school. If he got any-
where near the top of the list, it would
sitisfy the major, - satisiy his Form-
master,. and save himself from un-
pleasant . possibilities., And that de-
nded on sticking te his work; and

b resolved to stick to it.

It was not plersant; and he was only
too -conscious that mueh of his difficulty
was due to wasted opportunities, But
Bob was a sticker, and having made up
his mind, he did not faltor.

He worked hard end steadily, nnd
concentrated his pind uwpon his work.
He forgot other matiers, even the foot-

all mateh in which he ought to have
plaved, until a tramp of feet and a buze
of° voices in the Remove passage
apprised him that the footballers had
returned.

The study door opened, and Mark
Linley and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
came in tdgether.

They stared at Bob,

Both of them had wondered, like the
other fellows., what had kept Bob away
from Higheliffe; but certainly they had
not supposed that i was his new wheeze
: Buf finding him shut
up in the study with his beocks, that waa
now their natural conclusion.

“You're here!” exclaimed Mark.

“Eh?  Ves" said Bolb.  “Where
should I be®”

“Bwotting ¥

“ Yo

“Oh," said Mark, and he said no
mare,

“My esteemed Bob——1" murmured
Hurree Jamszet Ram Hingh,

“How did it go*” asked Bob.

“The execellent and ridienlous High-
cliffians beat us by twb csteemed goals
to one,” sald the nahob.

“Rotten duck!"” said Bob.

He turned to his books again. Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh eved him rather
curiously. Johnny Bull came tramping
along the passape and he looked in &t
No. 13.

“Been anything of Bob. Inky?"” he
asked. - “Oh, hore he 15! My only hat!
Awotting, are you!" Johuny stared at
Bol: Chensry.

“Well, why not?” asked DBob, rather
nettled. *I. suppose a fellow can put
in. a little -work somefimes, can't he?”

“There's a time for all things,” suid
Johnoy Bull, “and if you want to swot,

said the captein of the Remove.

you might choose a better time, T
think,"” _

“What the thump do you meant"

“1l mean. that it's not the thing to
let us down over a football match, be-
cause you've got & new stuné in your
silly head,’’ said Johnny Bull warmly.

“You silly ses! I—

“He's here,” Johnny Bull called along
the passage.. “Cherry’s here, and he's
swotting. Too busy to play footer to-

|‘.ia.;7;.Ji
. rrg Wharton came along to the
study deorway. He looked in, and his
face waz very grim.

30 that's 16" he said.

1 don’t understand you,” said Bob,
restively.  “What the thump are you
driving at, anyhow? Is therer any law
g{gama: B fellow mugging up his lessons
if he chooses?"”

“Not at all; but if vou want to swet
on the date {.:-f a fixture, you might at
least say 50, * -suid the captain of the
Femove. . ““ We've been beaten at High-
cliffe, and it was touch and go all the
time—we needn't have been heaten if
you'd played for the Remove.”

uI m sorry. But I couldn't come—

And eouldn’t even say so!" snapped
Wharton, *We hung about for twenty
minutes, kpu];()_:mg. the Mighcliffe men
waiting, thinking that you would turn
up. If it was only this that was keeping
Euu, you. could have come. And, any-
ow, you could have let us know."

*1 did let you know—at least, I sent
B me (1] T

1 pever had any message, if you
did.”

Bob's face flushed.

“IE1" he repeated. “ What the thump
do you mean, Wharton 7

“I mean what I say—I never had any
message from you, and I kept High-
clitfe wallmg twenty minutes, and we've
been licked because you let us down,*
i IE
you want to take up swoiting instead of
football, you're your own master: but
we shall have to-make some changes in
the Remove eleven in that case. A man
who can't be depended on iz not much
use.

“I tell you——" roared Bob.

“Oh, there’s no need to talk—we've
been licked,” growled the captain ol
the Remove. “1I fancied something
must have happened to keep you away
—and it turns out that you're muggin
up Latin. Quelehy has licked you a::ﬁ
lined you, for not mugging it up
the Form-room, when you ought to have
been mugging it. If you're so jolly keen
en swotling all of a sudden, there's
glE:ﬂl.‘-F of time ‘for it without letting us

own In a fixture, We've come home
beaten—-="

“You can’t win every mateh; and a
pood sportsman ought to know how to
take & beating,” growled Bob,

Wharton erimsoned.

EI—I

“We ought to have: won—and we
could have won 1" he snapped. “I can
jolly well tell you——""

“My esteemed Wharten—" tnar-

mured Hiurres Jamset Ram Singh.

The captain of the Remove checked
himself.

“YWell, it's no_good rowing,” he =aid.
“Let 1t deop!” '

And he turned away from the study
doorway.

Bob Cherry sat ab the table, s
pen still in his hend, and his Latin
books before him. staring blankly at the
doorway. His rugged face was red with
anger, Obviously, his friends knew
nothing of his father's wvisit to the
school that day: Dunter’s message could
not have been deliverad. Btill, they
ought to have known that he had not
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lot them down willingly; they might
at least have asked.

It was unusual for Bob Cherry to
feal angry and resentful; but hizs breast
was full of angry resentment now, In
point of fact, Bok's cheery nature was
a little under a ecloud at present; the
talk with bis father had worried him,
the prospect of swotting for the Latin

ize worried him stiil more; and an
our shut up in the study, mugging np
Latin, had worried him most of all.
For o]l that to be followed by the mis-
approhension and misjudgment on the
part of his friends, was really too
“thick,” and Bob felt, like the prophet
of old, that he did well to be angry.

“My esteemed Bob——" murmurcd
Hurrec Jamset Ram Singh, pactbeaily,
‘iwe are going to tes in Wharton's
study——"

“1I'm not!” growled Bob.

“My excellent and ludicrous——"

“Haven't I let the team down?" said
Bob bitterly. “Haven't I stayed hero
enjoying myszelf at Latin, when I ought
to have been playing foothall? Give
uz & rest, Inky; I can't work while you
jaw, vou know!”

U ut—" murmured the nabob.

“0h, can it!"” zaid Bob grofily, and
he turned to his work again.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh left the
study. . Mark Linley looked rather oddly
at Bob, He hardly knew his cheery
study-mate in this kind of mood.

“What about tea, Bob!"” he asked.

“"You generally tes 1m the Hall,”
gronted Bob, i %}

“Yes but if you're tea-ing in the
study, T'll tea with you, old man,” said
Mark cheerily,

“You needn't,” growled Bob.
don't want to tea with a fellow who's
let the teams down and got <hem a
haaiin%* _ .

Mark Linley looked at him steadily,

“1 dare say you've got your reasons,
Bob,” he said, “but this swotting is
rather 2 sudden thing, you know, and

‘you can’t expect fellows to he pleased
ot your cutting a school fixiure for it,
all of & sudden, ond without a word of
warning,"”

" “8p you think that's why T eut the
fixture?"” snapped Bob. ‘**Well, think
so if von like, and be blowed to you,
ghut the door after wou.”

“But'_”

“QOh, give uz a rest!”

Mark Linley left the study quietly and
weant down to Hall to tea. Bob Cherry
was left alone—to swot! He did not
look very cheerful about it,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Not Popular !
Y SAY, vou fellows!™
“Oh, hook it ! snapped Harry
Wharton.
*0Ob, really, Wharton—"

“Hook 1t!"” grunted Johnny Bull.

“The h{u-::n!-:fuflmss 13 the proper caper,
and the sconerfulness the quickerful-
ness,” said Hurree Eingh,

Nobody in No. 1 Study seemed fo have
much evility to waste on  William
George Bunter when he butted into that
celebrated apartment, Even the good-
patured MNugent gave him a glum look.

Harry Wharton & Co. were at tes,
but it was not a joyful meal. There was
very considerable dissatisfaction in No. 1
Study. .

In fact, for once the Hemove foot-
ballers had returned home after a match
in & mood of general discontent.

The beating, in itself, was little; no
team could win matches all the time,
and thers was no disgrace in being

“You.

en him. “0Ow! Owl Wow!

& Co,

Billy Bunter ran his hardest, leiling out a dismal 31&1]’:

Help! Yoocop ! ™

over the common, and there was no help for Bunter. He ran, and hopped, and

jumped, and yelled, dribbled along Ih?smngk% the Highelifle raggers—Ponsonby
£e

very {ime & boot landed
It was a lonely road

ter 6.}

defeated by a good zet of players like
Courtenay’s men at Higheliffie. DBut the
thing had been so¢ near that if the
Remove eleven had pulled full weight, so
to speak, the defeat would almost cer-
tainly have been a victory., And it was
Bob Cherry's defection that had madn
the difference.

If any important reason had kept him
away it could not be helped; but if it
was this new stunt of “swotting,” then
hig friends felt that they had reason to
be deeply irritated., Mark Linley con-
trived to swot harder than any other
feilow at Greyfriars without letting the
eleven down on days when he was
wanted to play. And Bob, while cutting
tha game out, had opparently not even
mrcﬁ to send word that he had changed
his mind about playing.

Other members of the team were dis-
satisfied, &s well as Harry Wharton and
his chums. Tom Redwing wes only too
conscious that he had not filled Bob's
place very adeguately, and it troubled
him; and the Bounder, who had pushed
Redwing's claims so0 persistontly, was
annoyed by the result. Tom Drown was
doloreus about being crocked just when
Bob's absence had required him to play
his wory best, and Peter Todd was
morose about the way the hali-back line

had shown up in the malch. Ewven
Bquilf was dissatisfied ; he had done won-
derfully well in goal, but he had not
even been able to save the game.

As thoe news spresd rough the
Remove passage that Bob Cherry had
cut the game m order to swot, all the
disappointment and wrath of the foot-
ballers concentrated on poor Bob's head.

“Qwobting " wasn't popular, anyhow.
Skinner hﬂg discovered that Bob’'s name
was down for the Head's Latin prize, and
the news caused mockery and laughter
in the Remove passage. Skinner pointed
out that Boh's name hadn't been in the
list yesterday. It had only just appeared
there. Apparently Bob had asked his
Form master that very afterncon to in-
clude him ameng the esndidates. The
idea of Bob winmng anything, off tho
playing-fields, mada Remove fellows
chuckle, The Head's Latin prize was,
according to Skinner, as far beyond his
reach as the head-mastership of Grey-
frinrs itsclf. And whet did he want it
for? If Bob wanted to take up remark-
able new manncra and customs like this,
gll of & sudden, the Removites con-
sidered that he might at least have done
0 on & moro suitable occamon.

Bob had always been popular in the

Tee Maicwer Lirrarr.—No. 975
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Remove, but just then, for s time, at
least, he was tho most unpopular fellow
in the whole of the Lower Behool.

Even his own close chhums were deeply
annoyed with him, and fellows who were
not chummy with Bob made remarks
about him that were frequent, and pain-
ful, and free. .

“He's been in to see Quelchy,” Bol-
sover major told & crowd of fellows in
the Hemove passage. ““Ho came out of
Quelchy's study and asked me to get
over to Higheliffe to tell Wharton he
waan't coming. Catch me, i:im: know!
I suppose he'd asked Quelchy theun to
{I‘:lt his name down for the Latin prize.

"hat a reason for cutting a foothall
match 1

“Well, vou might have cut across and
told us, all the game,” said Peter Todd.
“It would have saved banging about
twenty minutes."”

“Rubbish! Why ecouldn’t he come
himself "

“No reason why he couldn't, I sup-
pose,” agreed Peter, *“If he was going
to swot he could have cut aczoss to High-
cliffe first,” ]

“Fancy Cherry swotting ! chuckled
Bkinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton heard those remarks
as he went into Study No. 1 to tes, and
they drew & frown to his brow.

ga In Etu&;- MNo. 1 was not a very
cheery meal, in the circumstances,

True, if Bob Cherry had come slong
and explained, the air would have been
clerred at once. But Bob did not come.
He was deeply incensed at being so care-
léasly misunderatood, as he regarded it,
and he wonld not say a word to set the
matter right. Let fellows find out
for themsalvas, or let themn keep on their
pilly mistake, was his bitter reflection
as he settled down agamm &0 Latin
grammar,

80 when Billy Bunter rolled into
Btudy No. 1 he found four fellows there
who had no politeness to waste upon
him, and the Owl of the Remove was
told to ““hook it ¥ without ceremony.

Billy Bunter did not immediately
“hook it.”! He had something to say.
He had not rolled in merely for the
sake of the loaves and fshes, as it were.
Bo he blinked at the four glum juniors
gnd recommenoed :

“I say, you fellows, about Cherry—"

“"Hook it, T tell you!"” exclaimed the

ptain .of the Remove impatiently.
" *But Bob Cherry—"

“ Bother Bob Cherry !

“Hies bike, you know—"

“Bother hiz bike!”

“He lent me his bike,” said Bunter,
“ and—""

“And something's happened fo it—
what?"” grinned fﬂ!muy ull. " More
fool he to lend it to you. Cub off I

“Well, it's rather rotten to leave his
Like in the ditch by Courtfield Com-
mon,” said Bunter. “I thought you
fellows might like to go out and get it,
vou know.’

" *Think again, then,” said Hazr
Wharton. *If Cherry was ass enoug
to lend wou hiz bike and youtve

landed it in & diteh it's his loo
Go and tell him, not ua.”

"“Well, I think he might be waxy,”
said Bunter cautiously. *0Of course, it
wasn't my fault, I couldn't tackle three
rotters at once, could I* Two of them
wers . as much as I could handle, and
there were three. But Bob would very
likely cub up rusty when he finds that
his bike's in the ditch Courtfield
Common, and he might kick a chap
without stopping to ask questions
EE n
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“You don't want to be kicked " asked  He did not-speak to his chum; and

Wharton.

id Eh ? Ha-‘f

“Then travel—sharp !

Y0k, really, Wharton——"

The captain of the Remove i}umped up,
and Billy Bunter -hurriedly backed out
of the study and slammed the door.
Harry Wharton & Co. went on with
their tea. They were in no mood to be
bothered by Bunter, though, had they
known if, Bunter coudd have given £
information that would have enlightened
themn considorably. DBut they were not
aware of that.

““1 say, it's rather rotten about Bob's
bike, though,” said Frank Nugent, when
Bunter.was gone,

Grunt, from Johnny Bull.

“He shouldn't have lent it to Bunter,
An;fhuw, he can look after it himself,”
he said. “I suppose we'ré not fagging
out after it, after a football match, be-
cause he's too busy awotting.”

““No jolly fear!” said Wharton.

“There's & thumping row going on in
the passage,” remarked WNugent, as a
series of bumps and crashes rang along
putaide,

Bump! Crash!

A tin whistle and & motor-horn added
to the din. Harry Wharton opened the
door of Study No. 1 and looked out. A
crowd of Remove fellows had gathered
further along the passage, and they
were grinning aa they produced as much
noise as could be extracted from a
couple of fves bats crashing on oaken
doors, = motor-horn, a tin whistle, a
K}k&:r, and & couple of saucepan-lids.

nd the noise that could be extracted
from those instruments was very con-
siderabla.

“What's that thumping row about?"
shouted Wharton.

Bolzover major looked round. s

“We're helping Cherry [ he said,

SWhat ™ ST

* Bob. Cherry’s swotting in his study
chuckled Ogilvy. “We're giving him s
little assistance.” :

“VYou'd better chuck it,” said Harry.

“Rats ! roared Bolsover major, I
s fellow lets down the team to swot,

1#¥

he's going to know what we think of
him. Go it, you fellows!” ;

Crash! Bang! Screech! Bump!
Hoot !

_ Evidently, it was a sort of indigna-
tion meeting on the part of the Remove
fellows. Equally evidently it was quite
impossible for Bob to keep on work-

ing, with “that terrific din going on-

outside his study. As it was not near
time for prep yet, nobody but Bob was
attempting to wark in the Remove
studics; and Bob's ntten;gt was quite
hopeless, in the presence of .this demon-
stration on the part of the Hemove.

Wharton looked on undecided. As
captain of the form, it was up to him
to put a stop to the shindy; and had
Bolsover & Co. been ragping anybody
aelza, he would have done so at once.
But Bob's new stunt of “ swotting ™ irrit-
ated him, at the moment, as much as it
irritated the rest.

As he stood undecided, the door of
Study No. 12 opened, and DBob Cherry
came ouf. i

There was a pause in the uproar.

AH the fellows expected ob to
wade In ™ with his fists: but Bol did
nothing of the kind. His rugged face
was flushed, and his eyes glinted; but
he had not come out of his study with
hostile intentions.

He walked through the crowd of
fellows towards the atairs. Appar-
ently he had given up *swotting * for
the present.

Outside Study No, 1 he passed Whar-
ton,

he did not leok very chummy just then,
any more than did the captain of the
Remove.

As he went on to the stairs, Billy
Bunter ¢mt!§1;t at his sleeve.

"1 say, rrp—=—"

Bob shook off the fat hand,

end
tramped away down the stairs. A
chortle from lsover & Co. followed

him.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last !

ILLY BUNTER blinked after
Bob's digappearing form.
Bunter was & little worried.

%o far as he personally was
concerned, it did not matter what
became of Bob Cherrv’s bicvele. But

he was aware that Bob himself would
regard the matter in quite a different
light. The bicyele really could not
vemain out in the ditch by .Courtfield

Common 2ll night: not that the bike
itself mattered, but what might heppen
to Bunter in oconzequonce matiered
very considerably.

“Well, if he won't listen to a chap,
I can't help i, can I said Bunter,
addressing the Remove passage gener-
ally, “If he doesn’'t want his bike
fetched in, it's his own lock-out.”

- You fat esz!" said Wharton. “If
you've roelly landed & fellow's bike in
a ditch, you'd better go snd gebt it in,
before the gates are locked.”

“Well, I can't walk a mile,” said
Bunter, “and & mile back, too. The
igger won't be in a state for riding.
t's up to you, Wharton, only you're
so selfish.”

13 F‘ﬂ-thﬂ‘-& !JI

“Has Bob been idiot enough to lend
vou his bike, Bunteri” ed Poter
Todd. "He might have known what
1o {{;petm"

“YWell, he didn't exactly lend it to
me,” said Bunter. “It was to oblige
him, you know, that I had it, and to
oblige Wharton.”

_ Harry Wharton, who was going back
inte” hiz study, turned again, and
stared at Bunter.

“What d'you mean, you fat duffer?
What has it to do with me?™ he
demanded.

“Well, T was coming over to High-
cliffe with Bob's message, you know—

Ll

“What? exclaimed Harry.

“Eht Dorn’t yell st a fellow,” said
Bunter peevizhly. “Blessed if I know
why I do these kind, obliging things,

meating with rotten ingratituds all
round, as I de.” )

“Bob Cherry said that he sent me a

message, before the mateh,” snapped
the captain of the Remove. “I never
had it! Do you mean to say that he

sont you, and that you never gave me
the message, you fat dummy?”

“0Oh, really, Wharton! How gould
I get over to Highelife, when those
cads collared me, and shoved the bike
into the ditch, and chased mie back to
Greyiviars?™ domanded Bunter indig-

nantly.
“Eh! Whe did?"
" Ponsonby and his gang, of course.

I couldn't handle the three of ithem.”™
said Dunter warmly. *“I knocked Pon-
sonby spinning, and gave Gaddy more
than he wanted—but—"

“H3o Bob did send a message alter
all?" said Petor Todd,

Harry Wharton compressed his lips.

It was clear now that Bob Cherry
had sent the message before the foot-
ball match; on that point he was ex-
onerated, at least. Only Bunter had
failed to deliver the message,
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“VYou fat idiot!” growled the .captain
of the Remove. “1 hope Ponsonby
kicked vou!™

“(h, really, Whartor 3

“Well if {here were three of the
cade Bunter conldn’t  have Thandled
them,’ =aid Johnny Bull, who had come
out of the study with Nugent and
Hurree Singh., *“Not that he tried to,
of courae.”

“{Oh, really, Bull—"

“Well, what was the message, that

u naver delivered, Bunter?”’
demanded the captamn of the Bemove
seidly

“Only thab Gherr§ couldn't come
over for the mateh, becavse his father
hed telephoned that he was coming
duwﬁhtn reyfriars this afternoon—"

1] ok

Il’“?hnt??:l

HHizs father?

Bunter blinked at the chums of the
Remove, )

"Yes, the old major, you know.
What are you shouting at o fellow for?
You make me jump! Ow! Leggol”

Wharton grasped the Owl of the
Remove by the shoulder, and shook
hi

m“ 1x

:ﬁnu ia-thdtﬂﬁer—-

a4ro !

#Did Bob's father come ta the school
{his afternoom, you dummy? I never
knew anything about it.”

"“Wow! Leggo!”

“ Answer me, you dummy !’ ‘

“Yow-ow! course, he did!”
howled Bunter. “I saw the old mer-
chant jawing Cherry in the guad after-

wards, Ow! Leggol”
“0Oh!” said Harry. = g
e released the fat junior, and

Bunter backed away, blinking st him
in great in-@iﬁnaﬁﬂn. .

'ﬁi‘hia is jolly well the last time that
1 ever do anything to oblige you fel-
lowe [ hooted Bunter. ™I got & ragging
from Ponsonby and his gang, and that
bemst Cherry is sure to cut up rust
over his bike being damaged—and
did it &ll out of good-nature, and not
bacause Cherry lent me a bob—"

“(Oh, roll awayv!” snapped Wharton.

“Yah!"

Billy Bunter roiled away.

The chums of the Remove looked at
one another. That unexﬁﬂm&d informa-
tion from the Owl of the Remove put
quite o different complexion on the
meatter. -

*T say, this is Tather rotten,” said
Nugent, colouring with vexation, "1t
geoms that DBob was kept away by his
father coming to see him."

“ Not for a swotting stunt, after all”
said Johnny Bull “I say, we seem
rather fo have jumped to conclusions.”

“The jumpfulness waz terrific!”
romarked Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

Wharton bit his lip.

He could not blink the fact that he
had been hasty>—very has indead.
Certainly, all the other {fellowa had
shared in the error. Knowing nothing
of Major Cherry's visit te the school,
and finding DBob, on  their  return,
swolting in Fi.ns study, they had ]ur‘nEe&
to a hasty conclusion—and they had
been wrong. That could not be denied.

“Bob could have told wz! said
Wharton, at last.

“Did we give him much time to
vxplain?” asked Johnny Bull, in his
glow, reflective way.

Wharton coloured. He was well
aware that Dob had been misjudged
and conderaned before he had had time
to open his mouth.

“It's rotten,” zald Peter Todd. * Bob
rertainly couldn’t have come over to
Highcliffe when his pater was coming
specially to Groyfriars to see him, And

he did all he could; he sent & fellow on
& bike fo tell uws. It wasn't his fauif
that Bunter never delivered the mes-
saga.’

*You fellows seem to have jumped to
conclusions pretty quickly, and ehout
your own chumy; too,” said Bolsover
major. “ You might have given the
chap a chance to speak.”

“Yes, you might, really, you know!”
grinnad gkl_ﬂhﬁh ) .

Harry Wharton knitted his brows.

“Tt%s your fanit, Bolsover. If vou'd

rought Bob's message, as he asked
you, 1t would have been all right. FPoo-
s::mi):-_r wouldn't have handled you as ha
did Bunter.”

“Well, I never knew,” said Bolsover
major, rather shamefaced. * Cherry
never said anything to- me about hm
pater coming. He simply said that he
wanted me to cut across to Highelifie,
and—and—" :

“ And you didn’t wait to hear what
he had to say, I sugpﬂs:: (i

“Well, perhaps didn't,” growled
Bolsover major. * All the same, you
might have given him a chance to
explain. We've all been down on the
chap for nothing, and it's chiefly your
fault, Wharton.”

“ Mine 7 exclaimed Harry.

“Yeas, yours!” snorte Bolsover.
“You're too jolly high and mighty—
jumping on a chap, and your own pal,
too, without giving him a chance to
speal " .

And Bolsover major stamped away to
hiz study. ) '

*fhe raggers in the passage dispersed,
most of them looking rather sheepish.

Harry Wharton drew a deep bresth,

“I'm going after Bob's bike,” he said.
“Where's that fat idiot Bunter? He
must comae and tell me where to find
it.

‘Bunter was rooted ont of Btudy
No. 7, loudly complaining. He did not,
az ho explained at length, want a mile's
walk to the place where the bike had
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been laft; neither did he wani a mile's
walk back. Bubt what Bunter wanted,
or did not wint, did not seem to matter.
The fat junior was marched off, and
Herry Wharton & Co. walked him out
of gates with them. Gosling, the
porter, called to them.

“Don’'t you forget lock-up”

The juniors hurried along the Court-
field rond. They had tfo talke their
chance of lines for being late for lock-
T .

Bunter grumbled and groused 1n-
cessantly as they tramped along to the
common. But the spot where FPonsonby
& Co. had -pitched the bike into the
ditch was reached af last, and sfter
some search it was found and hooked
out, in a rather shocking state.

In the thickening dusk the juniors
wheeled the muddy bike back to Grey-

friars.
"As they had expected, they found
the schm‘f gates locked. Gosling, with

a erusty grin, took down their names as
he let them 1n. .

“Lines all round for us!” said Johnny
Bull, as they wheeled the bike away to
the bike-shed. il

1 sa ou fellows—

"Bunﬁryuught to have fetched the
bike long ago,” said Harry. “He
ought to be kicked for leaving it
there,”

“Oh, really. Wharton—7" "

“The kickiulness is the proper caper,
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. |

“I say, vou fellows, I shall get lines,
and I think youn fellows ought to do the
lines,” said Bunter. "If you've got any
decency at all, you'll do the lines for
me, after making me late for lock-up
—— Yarooooh!” .

Johnny Bull's  boot  interrupted
Bunter's remarks, and the fat jumior
roared and fled.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked back to
the House in rather a troubled mood.
'They Jooked round for Bob Cherry, but
he was not to be seen. They had

]
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missed e¢all-over, and they had the
pleasure—or otherwise—of being called
to Mr. Quelch's studj'r, and given a
hundred lines each. The lines, how-
evor, did not matter very much. What
troubled themm was the disagreement
with their chum, in which, by this time,
they all realised very clearly that they
had been to blame.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Rilt in the Lute !

OB CHERRY came up the Remove
passage with & rather grim ex-
prossion on his rugged face. It
was time for prep, and Bob had

come in after & tramp in the dusky
quad by, himself. olsover major
looked out of hiz study, and called to
him.

“Borry, Cherry!”’

Bob glanced round.

“What does that mean, if it meansz
anything 7™ ho askec.

# Well, I never knew vour pater was
coming down to-day, or I'd have faken
sour messigo - over to Higheliffe,” said

olsover major. It seems that Bunter
was stoppe h% some Higheliffe cads,
end never got throwgh with it. And—
and we ragged you, thinking you had
let down the football team for wvour
silly swolting ; and now it turns out——"

“Bid you think so¥"” growled Bob. 1
hardly belicve you can think at all,
Bolsover.”

Bolsover major reddencd.

“Well, all the fellows were saving so
—your own friends especially,” he said
angrily. “I heard Wharton ragging
vou for it; and what was a fellow to
tthk?” i

Anything-—with & brain like yours!”
grunted Bob. ;

*Well, I've said I'm sorry, and if that
doesn't satisfy you. you can go and eat
coke!” retorted Bolsover major.

And he went into his study and
slammed the door.

Bob  Cherry tramped along  the
assage. Peter Todd called out to
im.

“1 say, Cherry—*

“0Oh, rats!” =nid Baob.

‘And he walked on without hearin
what Peter had to zay. Peter shrugge
his shoulders.

b tramped into Study No. 13, where
he found Mark Linley-and little, Wun
Lung beginning prep. Mark ecoloured
a3 hig stndy.-mate came in.

“ It seems that there was rather & mis.
take, Bob,” he said amicably,

“Have vou found that ont, tool”
asked Bob satirically.
“Yes,” said Mark quietly. “I'm

rE

sorry !

“ You thought I'd let the team down
without ¢ven a word of warning and
for no particular resson?’ said Bob
sarcastically, ..

“Well, you see—="

“Yes, 1 see,” m’:&p};ﬂd Bob.
drop. 1'm fed-up with it.”

Eﬁfark looked at him.

“I'll let it drop till you're in a better
temper, Bob, at least,” he said.

Bob Chorry grunted and sat down at
tha table. urree Jamset Bingh, who
belonged to Study No. 15, was not yet
there, but Bob did not appear to note
hiz abzence.

Prep went on in No. 13 in an uncom-
fortable silence.

Bob Cherry was very far from being
in his usual sundy temper. It was not
like him to purse a grievance, but for
once Bob was a prey to resentment and
irritation. He had been deeply dis-
turbed by his father's dissatisfaction
with him and the difference it had mado
to his prospeets for the torm. Te was
going to keep his word to his father,
and the task was likely to be heavy and
unpleazant. At such a time he needed
encouragement and sympathy from. his
friends; instead of which be had received
hasty misjudgment and condemnation.

It was not, perhaps, to be expected
that evon so good-natured o fellow as
Bob would be 1n & forgiving mood all at
once. ]

And prep was tronblesome, especially
in his worried and troubled mood. Bob
had never swotted at prep before—which
was ohe reason why so much trouble
had descended upon him se suddenly.
He was determined to do well now and
to put up a pgood- construe in class the
next morning. But it was hard work
and unwelcome work, And Bob was
accustomied to getting a little assistance
from his study-mates in prep, which
really was not a good thing for him
in the long run, but which made the
task easier at the time. Now he was
working alone.

There was a tramp of feet in the
Femove passage presently, and the door
of Study No. 13 opened, and Bob looked
up with a very unusual irritation. His
task was hard encugh without interrup-
tions.
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Harry Wharton & Co. appeared in
the doorway,

The Co. could hardly have come along
at a more inauspicious moment,

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came into
the study; the other three {fellows
remained in the doorway.

“We've got your bike in, Bob,” said
Nugent.

“My bike?”

“INdn't you know that DPonsonby
pitched it into a ditch?”

ik Nu‘?‘.' )

“Well, he did, and we've fetched it
in,” said Johnny Bull, i

“You needn't have troubled,” said
Bob dryly. _

“Bunter's told us that you sent him
over to Higheliffe this alterncon with
o message, though he never got there”
said ‘Wharton,

Bob's lips curled.

“Good! 8o vou believe now that 1
sent a message?’ he said. “You can
take Bunter's word, though mine wasn't
good enough. Thanks!™

Wharton breathed rather hard.

“%Weo secem to have made rather a
mistake, Bob,” he said. “We never
knew anything about father
coming here to-day.”

“You'd have known if you'd asked
me why I didn't come over to High-
cliffe.”

HI=I suppose so. DBut—"'

“Well, you know now—if it matters,”
said Bob. “No need to talk about it
that I can sece. And I'tn working.”

“My esteemed Dob!" murmured
Hurree Singh.

“If yvou fellows have finished, I'll get
on,” said Bob, with grim pohteness.
“I'm swotting, you know—a new stunt
of mine. I'm rather keen on it. Not
keen encugh to make me let the team
down in a foothall match, as vou sup-
posed ; still, rather keen, and I've no
time to waste. Would vouw mind shut-
ting the door after you™ u

“If vou're going to take it like
that—" began Wharton.

“Look here, Bob—"
Bull,

The Co. locked at him for a few
moments, but Bob did not look up. And
then Harry Wharton, Johnny Bull, and
Nugent walked away in silence. Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, with a rather dis-
trossed expression on his dusky face,
drew a chair to the table and sat down.

“My esteemed DBob—" he said
smica.tljr.

Bob looked at him.

“I'm swotting,” he said. "If wou're
going to jaw. Inky, T shall have to work
in some other study. Chuck it, will
youi” ; :

“The jawfulness will not be termfic,”
said the nabob. And he did not say
another word.

When prep was over Bob Cherry went
down to the Rag by himself,

When his friends came into the Rag
later,, Bob was apparently deep in a
book—a school book—and he did not
look up. - Skinner of the XRemove
exchanged a wink with Snoop as Harry
Wharton & Co. glanced at Bob, failoed
to catch his eyve, and walked on past
him without speaking to him, There
was & rift in the lute, trouble in the
happy ecircle of the Famous Five, now
that it contained o swot, a.mj Ekmner,
at least, found entertainment in 1k,

THE EXD.

(Bob Cherry apparently has little time
for his chwms now, With frus nosc fo
the grindstone he plods on—determined
to please hiz father at all costs! Look
out for the next grand yarn in this fine
BETIES, chums, enftetled : "THE
ISHMAEL OF THE FORM!" by
Frank Richards. Il's a corkerl)

your

said Johony



“ PHE SECRET DIES WITH ME ! " Suclhed down in the terrlble embrace of 6 mud flat, the yising tide Heking aboud
his neck and threatening 1o choke him at any moment, goung Tommy Comber woill not give up the secret of Coinberite
to the scoundrels whe could help him in his extremily—nol even for Hfe itself !
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By
DAVID GOODWIN.

A Night Attack ]

(1 HY, yes, I understand it ™
said Dan, examining the
paper. "I reckon 1 could

_ make the stuff myself,
following up these figures here, . and

given time enough to do it. Bnt I

couldn’t remember a quarter of it.”

A Wall, now you've seen it, here
goes,” sald Tommy, and striking a
match he tore the leaves out and burnt
the recipe, ,rubbing away the asheg be-
twean his hands, “We'll take no
chances. I'll give you the details of the
job bit by bit as we go-along. Light
that Bunsen burner over there, an’® pive
me the glass scales out of that case.™

They set to work. It was a long job.
As Dan said, stulf like Comberite
couldn’t be made by stirring up a few
chemicals in & teacup. Everything had
to be gone over with the greatest care,
and tested step by step. For f Tommy
made a mistake anywhere, it was
likely to cost them their lives.

There ia no need to set down here
everything they did. It would he a
long story, and it wouldn’t be fair to
the holders of the secret of Comberite,
which 13  now the most powerful
explosive in the world., But Dan and
Tommy, wha were trained to chemical
work, found it guite interesting and
fageinating, They stuck to 1t for
several hours, hardly noticing how the
tims went, and when night fell the job
was only half-done. Tommy, however,
was jubilant, for it had gone well.

“We're right on the mark!” he said,
locking wp the shed., “Let it rest for
the night—I'm dead sleepy, too. "Tain’t
safe to go on by lamplight. Bet you
a dollar we finish the ,inh and click by
dinner-time to-morrow.”

They attacked the provisions again,
and after a slap.wp meal Tommy went
and fished for flounders in the creck
while the twilight fell, for he said he
wanted a bit of sport to wash the smell
of the chemieals out of hiz head; and
Dan, wha had htought a gun, went up
the creek to Plover’s Qoze, where tha
wild ducks came every evening to feed,
and shot & couple of fat mailard and &
tegl. Then they went to the bungalow
and turned in, but they made a sailor’s
watch of 1t. FEach slept for four hours
in turn whila the other sat up with the
gun loaded, in case any midnight
‘visttors happened to come scouting
round. They were taking no chances
while Comberite was under way.
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The mght passed gquiclly, and the

day broke fresh and fine over Curlew
Island. They had a swim in the creek,
and after a breakfast of piping hot
fried founders and coffea and ham,
they got to work again like bees in
clover.
_ By two o'clock in the afterncon the
job was all but done. They had made
very little of the stuff; as much as
would fill & teacup. But it was enough
for a tést, and it was as easy to make a
lot as a hittle, Too much at first would
have been deadly dangerous,

ound,

HOW THE STORY OBENED.

TOMMY COMBER, sentenced fo three years
detention  aboard the reformatory  ship
Bellerophon  for being concerned in the
wmenrder of kg wnels,

JOSEPH COMBER, a dever chemisl, tnvendor
af a powerful Kigh erplosive named

‘mberite,
CHUFFER FOSS, Tommy's cousin, @ ne'er-do-
wedl, twhose fulte epidence al the trial did
much {0 prejudice the dnnocent Tommy's

chances ;,f acquitial,

DR, SHANFE O'HARA, a skilful su L, ko
shelfers the fuyitive from the B Jente,
and fokes lie fealures so tha! Tommy's

ol %
DAN BENNETT, doesn't recognise him unfil
Tennatey akes brown Lin wdentily.
MERTON HAYNES, a fricnd of @"Hara's,

oo return for the sereice O'Harae has  ren-
dered  himn, nimy—who Enows the secret o
Coiberite—iz asked fo make this veluable
explogive for the doclor and his friend, Tonimy
Aimgelf to take o third share in the partnership,
Tomzny agrees o the proposal,  He wmeets Dan—
ko, incidentally, thinks O'Harg and his friend
@ patr of roguci—and asks him to join him i
preparing Comberite on Curlere o . wlieh
Jormerly belonged to Joseph Comber,  Dan jumps
at the chance,

"Prior {o Me leaving for the dsland, Tommy
digcovers Lhel Be i being shadowed By a slramper
whormt ke nickuames © Baliy.” This man finds
Tommy loo tlippery for him, and 48 himself
shadoteed o ¢ regtaurant B the West End.  Hers
Beldy meels @ Johsn Carfar whom he frice B dreg.

he poungster at once gives Carfax warming,
and then slips out of the restaurgnd unnotived,

To lis surprise, fowever, on reaching Curlew
Teland, Tommy rune up ageing Carfor i,
The two are conversing, when & ey @ bullet
tohizzes post Tom's fuce. Whe the sniper i
Tommy can't fathom, Neo sooner hag Corfar
left then Dan arrives. He relater a thrilling
encounter he has had with O"Hara and Huopnes
inwhich he almozt lost his life—evidentiy O'Hara
aitd Hapnes are not the friends they 1o be t

Later, Tommy de his mind (o the great
secret of Comberite which he hopes will give him
porer over all his enentics.  Writing out the
Jormula fie hands it to Dan, ]

" There's the secret of Comberife,” ke zays.
* See y" pou can undertiand hal I have writlen

down'
(Nt read on.)
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Dan found himself locking with
wonder and awe at a little mess of
dumE grey powder in & metal dish.

“{xosh!” he =sid. “Is that Com-
berite? It looks like nothing but a fist-
ful of wet ashes. But it's the gogds! I
could de a giddy war-dance round it
We've clicked in twenty-four hours'
work ¥

But Tommy was looking uneasy and
rather gloomy. He knew more about
Comberite than Dan. He had worked
at it with Unecle Joe.

“Dan,™ he said, "1 amn't sure! I
fancy 1I've made a bloomer sameowhere,
Those last tests didn't work out quite
right. We can't tell if it's O.K., any-
way, until it gets dry.”

“Well, let's dry it, then™

“lat the sun dey it.” said Tommy,
and damping the stuff a little more, he
carried the metal dish nearly a gquarter
of a mile away, to the centre of the
island, and ‘piling some stones and earth
round it, set it in the full warmth of
the sunlight. Then he took Dan’s arm
and hurried back to the bungalow.

“What have you got the wind-up
for?™ protested Dan. “Hang it, wo
needn’'t be all this way off. The stuff
can't go off by itself, and 1f it did that
little pinch couldn't huart 1

“Can’t it said Tnmmi.
copped like this before. It
gquite safe when it's dry.
made & muck of 1t—*

Boom !

There was a sudden, shattering crash,
way aver in the centre of the island, &
column of smoke and Aame shot high
into the air, like the blast from a
cannon, and & great shower of earth
and dust was flung skyward.

“That's torn it!"” said Tommy.

Dan pave 2 whoop of triumph, and
ran excitedly scross the marsh to the
scena of the explosion. There was a
hole torn in the ground big enough to
bury a amall cart, and the grass for a
liundred wvards aroupnd was blackened
and scorched.

“T'va becn
ought to ba
But if I've

“Well, if that’s Comberite. it's a
giddy terror!”™ exclaimed Dan.
“Gorgeous! There wasn't three Sunces

of it, an’ look at the way it's ripped the
place up.”

“Rotten ™ said Tommy bitterly,
* Absolutely rotten !

“Fh? But why!”

“Can't you see? The amount of
stuff therse was there ought. to have

Tee Maoner Linrary.—No. 875,
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LOOK OUT FOR NEXT WEEK'S GRAND INSTALMENT, BOYS!

done ten times as much damage. It's
pretty thick, but nething to what it
ought to bave been. We've bungled it
Ladly somehow.”

Dan seratched his head.

“There's no  doubt about that,” he
gaid, " Ii's good stuff to commit suicide
with, an’' that's all, If the giddy stuil
has to go off on its own as soon as it

ets dry, it's no more use to enybody
ﬁmn a sick headache!”

"That's because we've mucked 1t It
did. something like this once in "the
early days when nunks was workin' it
out, and 1% would have killed him, but
for a bit of luck. But he got it right
afterwards, and made it as safe as a
lump of sugar—so that you couldn’t
explode it except with & special kind of
fuse. See what I mean? I've szlipped
up somewhere, in the makin' of it”

“Then your giddy memory isn't as

ocd as you thought it was™ said Dan.

Or elze I did something wrong when
I was helping you. I hope it wasn't
me. We've got to find out what's the
matter and put it right.”

“*And the sooner the better,” said
Tommy, leading the way back td the
sheds rather despondently. “Only hope
we can do i, that's all.”

“*Since the stuff’s a failure, I wish it
hadn’t gone off and made all that row,”

said Dan. “It advertises our job too
much for my liking.”
“0Oh, I don't think that matters!™

gaid Tommy. *“You can make all the
row you like on Curlew -Island, nebody
would hear it or take any notice., That's
why ('Iara chose the place. I don't
care a button about anything if I can
only get the stuff right; then we can
snap our fingers at the lot of "em. Trot
out those bottles again.”

They went over the whole job very
carefully and worked it out on paper.
Tommy's anxiety was intense. He was
afraid he was poing to fail after all.
He wrote out the whole recipo this
time, They took two hours searching
for the supposed mistake. Then Tommy
gave n yelp of delight and punched his
pal in the chest. ,

“Here it is!™ he eried. “Look here,
Dan.”

They went over fthe paper

“Youw've hit it, kid!' semd Dan.
“We're bound to get it thiz time. It
was partly my fault. And lock here!
This strontium powder that we've been
using in the mixture isn't nure, for
I've been testing it. It's dud sinff, and
that’'s what made the Comberite weak—
if Jou can call it weak!”

“Bo it is,” said Tommy thoughtfully.
“And (’Hara got that stuff, too.
wonder if he did it on purpose! Well,
1 can purify it myself, and that'll make
the next batch a]rnght‘ All the same,
I wish we had some pure strontium
from London, to make s big lot with.
XYou can only get it in London.”

together.

“Well, shall I buzz up the river and-

get it—I'll be back by morning,” said
Dan. “And look here—I might lock up
Carfex while I'm about it and find what
giddy game he's playing.”

“Fino ides—shove it along!” =aid
Tommy. “T'll go ahead making the
stuff, and-T'll have it ready when you
come back; I'l] make enough to go on
with, and we'll have real Comborite
this time. I can_carry on without vou
till to-morrow. Of you go; the Rood-
tide's rumning an® you’ll carry it right
up to London Bridge.”

. In ten minutes Dan was in the motor-
at, and starting up his engine. But
at the last moment he hesitated.

“I'm blowed if I like leavin’ von hers
all nlone on this game” he seid, “in

TaE MacRET Linrany,—No. 975

case anybody turns up. There ought to
be two to keap watch [

“Oh, I'll be all right!” said Tommy
confidently, ** Nobody'll come, an' if
they did, they'd get nothing I've burnt
the recipe ngain, I won't need it. Trust
me to look after myself, I've done it
before, And I've got your gun.”

“Well, keep a sharp look-out!” said
Dan, and, with a wave of his hand, he
steered out into the creek. “I'll be
down here with the morning tide.”

As spon as he was alons Tommy
stowed away a good meal, and took a
rost; but he could not let the chemicals
alone, Nothing seemed to matter now
except the making of Comberite. He
tested and purified some of the strom-
tivm, and when he had got it to his
satisfaction, he set to work and made a
small quantity of fresh Comberite, cor-
recting the mistake he thought he had
made.

It did not take him nearly as long aa
before; he had got the hang “of it now,
By sunset he had made four ounces of it;
enough fo blow up a fortress, if he had
got it right.

“And I bet it is right this time !” he
sald. ““And safe, ton. We'll test it in
the morning when Dan comes; and if he
brings the new stuff, we can make as
much as we want.”

Comberite was not stuff to monkey
with in the dark. He wetted the grey
powder thoroughly, and locked it up in
tho smallest shed, which was well away
from the others,

“Gee! My head!” he muttered, ns he
put the key in his pocket and left the
place. Tho smell of the chemicals had
glven him a fat head, and made him

rowsy and slightly sick, so that he did
not feel like having any supper. He got
his gun, and walked down to the jetty,
to blow the fumes out of his brain,

There was a fresh south-west wind
blowing, and the day was dying in a
fiery sunset in the west, towards London,
It promised to be a very dark night until

the moeon rose.

When he got back to the bungalow
he was so drowsy and heavy that he
could hardly keep his eves open. All
the same, he decided not to sleap in his
old bed-room. There wete no shutters
to the four windows of the house, but he
got some screws and screwed up the
window-sashes, Then he locked the
front door on the inside, dragged a
matiress up to it, and lav down on this
behind the door, with the double gun
loaded in the crook of hiz arm. He was
& light sleeper, and knew that he could
always wake at the slightest noise,

But he wae slumbering as soon ag his
hend -rested on his arm, and the fumes
of the chemicals, which he had been
playing with for two days, had filled him
up, and acted on him like & drug,
Tommy's mouth was open, and he was
snoring; & thing which, as a rule, he
never did.

The night wind whistled round the
house, but he did not hear it.

L ¥ - L] L]

Tt was nearly eleven o'ulock, and over
the windy marshes of Curlew Island
threo dark forms came stealing, so dim
that they looked nothing meore than
shadows, They were moving from the
sea-wall towards the bungalow,

They were men, not shadows; men
wearing silent rubber boots. All three
of them were masked, and one held a
long-barrelled revolver in his fist. They
came together, silently as ghosts, under
the parlour-window of the bungalow,
and hstened.

“Bure to be here,” whispered a voice,

*And alone,' was the reply. *The

other went off in the motor-boat. Door's
fast. Try the window."

“Bolted. Bcrewed up, too, 1 think,”
whispered the ficst man. “Got the
cutter ! Must do it quietly. The boy's
got & gun,”

iz companion produced a square of
thick brown paper, smeared it deftly
with sticky black treacle, and pressed it
upon the window-pane. Evidently he
kuew how to break through a window
stlently; he was a man who had the
tricks of the trade st his finger-tips.
With a glazier's diamond he zlowly and
carefully cut a circle of the pane, press
mg it gently, and, with skilful move-
ments of his hands, brought away the
round of glass sticking to the paper,
making only the faintest cracking noise.

There was now a useful hole through
the window; he could get his hand in-
side, and, by mesns of the cuttin
diamond and more sticky paper, it too
him only a minute or so to remove the
rest of the plass from the sash, leaving
plenty of space to climb through,

“Good for you ! whizpered the man
behind him. "“He'll be in the bed-room.
Get in and make sure of him, I'll follow
you.” He turned to the third man, who
held the pistel. * ¥ou wait outside the
door.”

Already the man who had cut the
window had climbed through into the
perlowr as noisclessly as a cat, and the

-second one followed him. They seemed

to be familiar with the interior of the
bungalow, for they tiptoed into the bed.
room which Tommy usually ocoupied,
and halted. The bed was empty, One
of them flashed an electric torch over it,

“Not here,” whispered his companion;
“but I can hear somebody snoring like
o lond-speaker not far off. Take a look
round, and-go gquiet.”

They went out into the passage, fol-
lowed thé sound of the snores, and came
upon Tommy Iying in front of the hall
door, wrapped in heavy sb mber, one
hand clasped round his gun.

As the torch flashed upon his face
Tom stirred, and opened hiz ecyes,
blinking dazedly. Then he gave a vyell,
and was in the very nct of heaving
himself to his [eet, when both men
hurled themselves wpon him and
flattened him back on the floor.

The gun went off, and blew p hole
through the bottom of the door. There
was & fierce struggle. Tommy got one
foot free, and lashed out; a squeal of
win came from somebody. DBut he was
opelessly overpowered from the start.
He could not fight two men in the dark,
In a fow moments they hod got him
down upen his face, one of them knelt
on the small of hiz back, while the other

held the torch.

 “Tie him vp! Get him good and
tight. Feet and hands—make sure of
hipa 1™

Tommy's arms were hauled behind his
back, and his wrists were knotted to-
gether with a pilece of rough box-cord.
Then Ins ankles were bound still more
securely.

iy Haﬁn 1" oried a muffled voice outside,
“Got him M

“Yes ! sard Tommy's captors.

“He darned nearly got me. There's r
hole blown through the deor., Get his
gun out of the way, and let me in™

The door was unlocked and opened.
The man with the pistol, who had been
on guard outside, stepped over Tommy's
body. Then the three of them turped
him over on hiz back and took a good
look 'at him by the light of the pocket-
torch.

For a moment or two they said
nothing. Tommy could not see much of
them, except that they wore mesks, He
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« Your life-is worth far more than mine,” sald the {all man, ** You might perhaps buy It. Do you notice that the tide 1;:
rising ¥ 1t’s already up to your chin. In flve minutes it will be over your head—and you will be a supper for the crabs !
Tommy shuddered, for the cold of the clinging ooze was paralysing him. (See page 27.}

had an idea that he knew the voice of
one of them, but was not sure. In-
wardly he was raging, sick with himsell
at having been taken unawares and cap-
tured, when he had thought that he was

safe,

* Bxeellant,”. said - the tallest of the
three men, with deep satisfaction. “ We
can now procecd to business. You are
alone here, I think, young fellow ¥

*1 wag alone,” replied Tommy, * until
vou three sneak-thieves broke in here.
I see your boss isn't with you !”

The tall man turned to the owner of
the pistel, ;

“Boe if there’s a fire in the parlour”

he said quietly; “‘if there isn’t, light
one. And set s poker in between the
hars, and get it hot as quick as you
can.”
" There was no fire, but one was veady
laid, apd Tommy soon heard the crackle
of burning firewood, The tall man
stooped over him, :

“Y¥ou have got something that we
want,” he said, “Weo cannot wait for
it, so we mean to have it guick.,”

" “Dg you?” retorted Tommy. " Guess
again, You're some of that dirty dog
(FHara's Jot, aren’t you?"” )

*“Vou are not here to ask guestions;
what you are going to do is fo answer
them,” said the tall man, with an
unpleasant laugh. “It is no concern of
vours who we may be”™ )

“T suppose thaf's so,” said Tommy.
“For aiFI can tell, a certain bald-faced
buzzard that I socked under the chin tha
other dav may bes among you
shouldn’t wonder. 1 don't know who
von are, except that- you talk like =
Chinaman and you smell like & nigger.”

The other captor gave vent ko an cath,
and drove his boot fwice heavily 1nto
'Il‘:g:-m]r:_wg"s ribs., Tt the tall man stopped
A1k,

“No need for that,” he said -gently.
“We can do much better than that,
Now, my lad, you are making a certamn
powder here on  this island, and you
fiave been successful,™

“What do you know aboubt my sue-
reas?? mutbtered Tommy, “You're fool-
ing yourself, that's all ¥

“I know, because we were watching
this afternoon, when the explosion
cccurred, and we have examined the
place on the marsh, Tt is excellent—
very good indeed. A dynamite bomb
would not have made a tenth as much
havee, But T think it might be better.
You will give us the secret of that
powder exactly as it was worked out by
the late Joseph Comber!”

“Shall 17

“Yes, you will,” said the man, lean-
ir:f; towardz him and speaking very
softly. . “ ¥ou, may think you will not,
but when we get to work on vou, you
will.  And listen, my lad. T am a
trained chemical expert. 1 shall know
at once if there iz anything wrong or
false in what you give me. Angd i yon
have failed, I shall not. We shall prove
it and test it for ourselves. WNow, then,
gquick! Will vou give it us, or shall we
take it 7"

Tommy hesitated, but only for a
moment. i

“Have I got to give you this and get
nothing 7 he szid sullenly,

“If the stuff's right, vou'll get what
we choose to give vou! If you hang
back, we'll twist the life ot of vou, and
we'll have what we want!”

“1 ean’t deo anything against the
three of vou,” said Tommy, still more
sullenly. " 'What's the good? You're
right—I"ve made the stuff. But—but it
isn’t, here.”

“Where i it "

“In—in the small shed over there”
said Tommy; and he added, with a
gulp: “The key's in my pocket.”

DBoth the mien sprang upon him and
searched him for the key, with impa-
tient fingers. They found it.

“Phe stuf-—Comhberitc—it's in a metal
mortar on the shelf, And it's welbted.
There's some papers there, too,” said
Tommy: and, with a sob, he turned his
face away and rolled over,

“Come on!” said the tall man to his
pompanions, sprin ing up.  “We'll see
if thiz s right. {’If"{s re on it, I think.
The kid's tied fast. Shove a gag in his
mouth and make sure of him!”

A  rolled-up handkerchief was

erammed into Tommy's mouth as he lay,
The men were leaving nothing to chance,
They ran across the marsh to the small
shad, taking Tommy’s gun with them.

Tommy made & violent effort to spii
out the gag. He found it impossible,
He was beside himself with wrath and
humiliation,

He had hoped, though hardly ex-
pected, that they would leave him alone
for a few minutes, Tt was a chanea
worth playing for. They would find the
powder, And there were a few papers,
with fgures and sums on them, but use-
less for solving the secret. As for the
powder itself, the tall man might be a
clever chemist, but Tommy knew that
the cleverest chemist on earth couldn's
analyse Comberite and find out exactly
how 1t was made. His uncle had
assured him of that long ago.

Thgy wounld come hack: and it was
plain enough that fo get that secret
they meant to torture him. That was
what the fire was for. Tommy had
rluck, but he was only human. He did
not euppese he could stand torture.
Men of that sort stick at nothing when
Eha:._ft have a million of money to make

¥ it.

A faint hope had shot through hia
brain that the stuff might explode when
they pot husy with it—ag it did in tho
afternoon. If only it would, and wipe
the aruel brutes outl

But he couldn't depend on that; he
thought he had made the slufi safe.
And he was t.wiating and tu_ggmg-[ at the
cord that bound his wrists, t was
badly knotted; the men who had bound
himm were ecertainly not sailors. But it
was gdod enough to hold him—he
couldn’t get it loose unless he had a few
hours to do it in, They would be back
in as many minutes,

And yet, the moment they were fairly
out of sight, Tommy rolled himself
through the open door, bound as he was.
He could not rise; he cauld do nothing
but wrig]gle and roll, but he did it

'There had been a thought in his mind
all the time the three ruffians had been
talking. to him. Tommy had a memory

‘ﬂm MaaneEr LiBraRY.—No, B10.
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that never forgot anything. He remem-
bered that there was a bool-scraper
fixed in the step of the bungalow’s
orch. He also remembered that the
ack of the bootscraper was broken,
and had been'for more than & year.

The broken half had a rough edge of
gharp iron! -

Tommy rolled himself round painfully
on the step, with his back against the
scraper, and heaved himself into & sit-
ting position. He contrived to feel for
the sharp edge with his wrists that were
bound behind him, and, getting the cord
against it, eswed up snd down with a
guick movement of his arms.

All he did at first was to skin his
wrists. He got & cut on the hand and
felt the blood trickling. But he set his
teeth, and getting the cord well against
the edge. sawed ivith all his might. It
folt as if it might take a week, Buf
the box-card was rough and soft; it was
wrapped round three times and knotbed,
If a snilor had tied it hie would never
have lonse. DBut only a single knot
held it, and when & single turn’ of the
cord was cut l;itmufl, he felt the whole
lot give and stretch. A long wrench,
and his hands were free.

With & sob of relief, his Gngers flew
to his vest glmkat, ‘where he had a little
penfmife. He heard the men's veoices—
they were coming back. He whtr}ﬁed
out the blade and slashed the cord free
from his snkles, and sprang to his feet.

Thers was & shout of anger and slarm
from the three men. They came dash-
ing after him as Tommy turned and
sprinted for his life. )
 “Fire, you fool—fire!” yelled a voice.
“Bring him down!" :

There was & sharp click. It was the
empty right barrel of Tommy's gun.
Then there was a roar and a rod flash
i.‘rf ‘gnma ns the left barrel belched its
] ir 8

Betwesn Fire and Waler |

UST as he heard the click of the
J gun, Temmy Hung himself bedily
Y on his face, sliding along the
v grass; it was at that moment that
the second barrel fired, and he heard
the charge of shot whistling over him,
“Got him!” yelled the pursuers, run-
ning. forward to grab him, hey

thought the shot had bowled Tommy

over. But ho bounced up from the
ground, like a coiled watch-spring, and,
turning sharp to the left, ran with all
his might for the sheds,

They came after him with shouts of
bafled fury. They had no more cat-
tridges for Tommy's gun. A charge of
shot would have brought him down with,
certainty if it had hit him. Dut there
was & rapid eracking report as the fore-
most purduer, running ahead of the
others, shot at him with the revolver.

“Don't kill him, yvou fool!” panted a

voice., “If you kill him we're done,
Fire low—take him alive!”
" Tommy heard the song of the bullets
zipping past. It was an unpleasant
sound, but he didn’t mind it nearly. as
mich as the gun. It wes twenty to pne
against their getting him with a pistol
in the dark while he was ronning and
twisting like a bhare. He was a good
runner, and he reached the sheds first,
dodging round them out of sight.

He had a vague idea of getting hold
of the powder. But that wa3 no good.
He couldn’t do anything with it, even if
it was still there. e migflt have
locked himself into the shed and stood
a slege, But that wouldn't do either.
They would soon have him out of it
Hias own chance now was in fight, and
the chief hope waa to get & good start,
and throw them off the track.

He doubled round the sheds, jum
a ditch, and efter & swift glance behind
him, Tommy set off Across the marshes
at full s The men lost sight of
him till was well away; he could
hear them shouting with anger and
consternation. But they could make a
Eﬂﬂ.’-j" guass at t{ié- direction lie

ad taken, and they secparated and
spread out.

One of them got & glimpse of him and
velled a Joud view-hallo to the others.
They were coming on fast now. DBut
Tommy knew the island, snd they did
not, %Irwy were deleayved by the wide
dvkes of water. Tommy knew where
the plank-ways were, bridging the
dykes. -Presently he came out into the
open where there was no water, nothing
but rough pasture and lohg grasa.

Two of the men had lost him, but
one of them stuck to him like glue. He
wag 8 fast runner and he began to gain
rapidly. Tommy ducked behind a low
mound, and crouched in the long grasa
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just beside the remains of & rotien,
tumble-down fence. He knew that if
he couldn’t shake this man. off he was
donea.

The pursuer came up, panting and
staring about him anxiously, There was
a chance he might push on, thinking
Tommy had gone ashead. But he was
coming mnearer. Tommy pulled up an
old, loosened fence-post, and gripping it
in both hands, crouched flat. He meant
to make & last bid for liberty, If they
caught him he was done for.

The man was guartering to and fro,
sparching for the lost fugitive, and camo
within a yard. Suddenly he saw Tomuny
and. darted at him, with a shout of
triumph ; Tommy rose on one knoee and
swung the fence-post round.

The post hit the man neatly on the
side of the hoad, and he went down &t
full length as if he had been poleaxed.
If ha knew anything about 1t at all,
which is. doubtful, he must have won-

dered what hit him. He just lay
there like a h%‘;’n stunned, and Tomm
flung down e pole and bolte

b;.uckmtﬂwar;:iﬂ the ﬂei-wnllll. thdil_:ln*t
stop waste any sympathy on the man
he had knocked out. People who tie
their prisoners up and light fires in the
middle of the night must not complain
if they get hurt. Tommy did mot kitow
which it,was, but it did not seem to
be the man with the pistol,

His cne idea was to get to the jetty
now and escape in the boat. It would be
madness to try and fight the other
two.. Every moment that he was on the
island he was in peril of his life.

But as he ran, he became aware that
the sheltering darkness was no longer
f:-:ling' to help him. It was getting
ighter every moment, for the moon wus
now rising in the clear, windy sky, low
over the sea-wall behind him.

And he saw the other two men ahewd
to his left, and realised that ho was
cut off from the jetty and the boat.

They saw him at the same moment.
Tommy turned sharp to the right and
headed north, towards the creek higher
up. The hunters were after him again,
tn full cev. It was no use letiing them
chase him round the sland. He had
a fair start, and if he swam the narrow
creck in time, he might get right away;
even if they followed they would never
catch him among the salt-marshes and
copses of the mainland.

A glance back showed him the twa
remaining men a couple of hundred
yards heEind. and going for all thoey
were worth. It was going to be a cloze
thing. Ile daslied up over the embank-
ment and saw the creck shiming in the
moonlight below ham, three parts {nH
with the rising tide. He plunged in
and swam with all his might.

It was o very short swim, luckily.
The. ereck at that point was deep Lt
narrow—so narrow that 1t was hardly
thirty vards across—a mere stone's
throw., If it had been any farther b
could never have got out of range of
the pursners in time; but once over
it, he was off Curlew Island, and he
would be away before they could get
doewn to where the boat was, and puli
ACross.

Tommy's clothes weighed him down
as the water filled them, but in a seore
of strokes he was over and felt the
stones and oyster shells grate under hi:
boots as he grounded on the apposife
side. There was a wide mud flat Yo he
crossed before he pot on to the solid
bank, for the tide wasn't right up vek
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He splached clear of the water and
made for the bLank.

He had not gone two steps hefore
hﬂkiwnd he .hagn nade. a terrible mis-
take

Tommy had been, in too much of ‘a
hurr;_n,r to pick .his crossing.
nu.da for .the nearest place. The ﬁrﬂt

E took him right into the mud

iz thighs, He struggled, Haund&re
lnd sank deeper.. In a few seconds o
was in up io his armpils,

“Great Powers! he thought, witl
sudden terror. - “I'm in the Plover's
{}DEE"'

It was the worst place anywhera round
Curlew Island,. ﬁ«era wera -the half-
liquid stret¢hes of siob where the wild
ducks came to feed -abt night. They
wouldn't bzar anything much heavier
then a duck, though they looked solid
enough, and tha:.r were a quarter of a
mile 1o enf up and down the creek,
Tommy <& led it Plover's Ooze; the
marshmen . knew 18 by the name of
Rotten Islet. It might Just. o3 well have
been. called the Death-trap.

+He struggled f(rantically, but only
aa.nk deeper. He' was nearly up to
hiz neck now. - A small, green crab,
runmeg; sideways across . the oaze,
as if startled at seeing a bLoy's

h sticking up through the mud, and
stared at him with its two guggl'i, Bves
that stuck wp on their stalks. It Leld
up its pincers like a boxer puiting his
m up, and slowly backed away from

Tommy groaned. The rising . tide was
creeping up over thﬂ mud, like a silver
veil in the moonlight, and gentl:,r flowed
round his neck. i%-Iu looked round him
:m d-ﬂspmr,.

* There was & rush of fest and the
sound of mmes calling excitedly, The
two men who had been chasing him
sppeared suddenly. on the -top of the
bank opposite, which Tommy had just
deft. They staréd round them, and ihe
next moment they caught aigh-t of him.
One of them was the old ruffian who
had helped bhind Tommy in the hall.
He looked at the boy and began to
] h. An ugly, chueckling ‘Jn.u%li

g've got him!” he said. * Here—
come on!"
.The other man joined him, paniing

from hiz run. They both sat dowo on
the bank, just opposite Tommy, and
locked at him across the narrow. strip
of water. . i
“Thia will do us nicely!” said the
tall man. “Nothing could be better.
Put up your pistol, Jim. There's no

nead of it."”
The moonlight shone on his dark,

grinming face.

gquite right. What
-He had .

i E.E:T.I.
he asked. .

“No!” gurgled Tommy.

“No. You cannot get ogut, You gre
o you think youlr

on get out of that, my lad?™

life iz worth #*

“As much as yours,” said Tommy,
shuddering, for the cold of the ooze was
pﬂ.ra.ljrsmg him.

“It is worth far more than mine,”
said the tall man, “You might pevhaps
buy it. I don’t care whetl'i;er you do
or not. But do- you notice that -the
tide is rising 7. It iz slready u

In five minutes it wil

chin. be over

.your hoad—and you will be supper for

the crabs.

. The Last Shot!
lT seemed to Tqmm:.r that the whole

thing was some horrible nightmare.
He saw the two men sitting ‘oppo-
site him, and he could feel the salt
water oreepmg around his chin. He
knew that they had told hm the truth,
and that he was within five minutes, or
less, of ll']t'*&f.h
“All right!” he said hoarsély.” " You
can sit there and see me done in, [
El‘[]}pﬂSE1 What good'll that do you "

“No good at all, as far as mnkmg a
profit s ﬂnnmrm:d w Emd the tall man
calmly, “'But it 1|.1.1|| be a sat.lﬁfﬂ.cttun,
my lad. You heve piven us a lot of
trouble.™

“What do you want?’

“¥You know very well whai we want
We want the receipt for Comberite
Powder.”

“D'vou suppose I can give it you, up
te my neck here in the mud?™

The leader of the two men tock out a
cigarette and )it it coolly.

“Yes,” he said. "I know that you
pan. ¥ou can make the powder; and
sz you. must know exactly how it i3
made. You've got it in your head;
that's guite plain to me. I'm a chemist,
and I am not & fool. You know the
different things that bave to be used,
and the proportions they have to be
ured in, and the fignfes and all the rest
pf it. Say your pmt'e, my lad; give us
your litthe rmttn.tmn, My friend here
will take it down,”

" ¥You think I'll do thet, do you?"

“You are such an obstinate young
whelp,” replied the man, *thet pro
bably you think you can refuse. All
right. In that case yon have nuthmi
do but drown. We shall stay here while
you do it."

“ Anyway, vou won't have killed me 1™
said Tommy t.hmu?h his toeth, "It
was my own fault for getting into. this

boastly mess. I—I'd ral:he:- die than

to your,

- TROTa,

e

TWOPEHDE:

give in to you, you uglsy, sneering swab |
If Yve got to die you'll never get the

“secret. It diea with :me, an’ t'll be

wiped. out.” -

The tall man nodded.

“Quite true,” he said. * And the time
is-going - fast. If we oannot got it we
cannot, that's .all,, We would much
sooner you were done .in, my boy, than
that snybody -else: should ~ have that
secret,

“Then that's that!” said Tommy, t.rf
ing to keep his voice steady. A ¥l
of water washod over his muut.h Lt
siifl think I'm & foel. - If I gma ynu
the secret you'd laugh at me an’ let me
drown 1"

“No, we should not. Wea should - get
you out of that, and keep you till we'd
proved that what yvou'd given ns was the
right goods. We've got to make sure.
The two of us can pull you out easily
enough,” " said the man calmly. *But
there are only two minutes, left; it is
already almost too- late.  You prefer
death? You will thiik better of it when
the scawater is choking you. Only we
cannot save you then. Have it your
own way.”

Tommy gurgled. DBut he said nothing.
A blind terror had seized him, but it
Was passing now. He felt & sort of

stupor; it didn't seem to matter any

longer what heppened to him. He was
staring across the creek 1115 the tall man's
face, It up by th'E mm:m \g‘hh It wasn't
O'Hars, nor ho was he?
Tommy felt sum lu:. hn.d seon him some-
where, 8till, it bardly mattered now
who he was.

_He had said he would rather die than
iva' in.  But it was -impossible to let
imself drown like a trapped rat. The
water had covered all the mud now, and
was rising round his face. He felt as if
he could scream alound.

“There was no sound but the rush of
the wind over the marshes. and the
mournful ery of curlews away down to-
wards the river. He felt the sting of
the salt water touching his nostrils as

the ripples roge higher, and he leaned

his head back to get his breath. Soom
the tide would be over his head.

He. set his teeth and waited. It
seemed like an age—a lifetime, As if

in a aream he heard the two men laugh.

The tide seemed slower than the hands
of a clock. Why didn’t it rise gnd finish
him? Why didn't the end come quickly?

It was not nearly high-water yet. The
tide would rise for another hali-hour or
Yet there didn't seem to be any
current in the creek. The water was
slack and stationary, like a pond.

(Continued overleunf.)
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Then be felt it gently begin to run
afrain, .

The water was lapping round his
mouth and chin, And then it was Below
bis chin, the ripples slapping underncath
it!

‘Tommy gave a faint gasp. The water
was falling! The current had begun to
um—-—hnt 1t was runting down the creck,

ok upy

He was saved from the tide!

It was as if the hand of Providence
had come between and bidden the waters
fall—as the waters of the Red Sea had
fallen to let the Jsraclites pass through
when Phavaoh's hosts were-in p rauit,

;ﬂmﬁ. is- how it zeemed to Tommy.
And he was right.

- The hand of Providence waz in the
sputh-west wind, which was now blow-
‘ing with the force of a_gale,

At the month of the Thames the
north-west wind piles up the tide and
makes it riso two feet higher than. it
ought, And a south-wester does  just
the opposite. A south-wester kecps the

tide down two feet lower than its'proper -

saved from

height. Tommy
drowning.

A flood of triumph and thankfulness
rose in his heart.

The two men had not yet seen what
was happening. Then ofie ‘exclaimed,
with an ocath:

'“The water's fallin T:DD!{‘!'_‘T]]E
mhud is uncovering! | -:-H'h-a high and
dry soon "

Tommy laughed aloud.

wasa

“Where's  your
now*" he said.

The leader zat up and stared at the
water. )

“I'Hl have it vet!"™ he zaid quietly,
glaring across at Tommy. *“I'll have it,
or Iwill kill you with my own hand 1"

“Not you!™ said Tommy. “You may
try. But yon won't do it !"

“¥ou have uncommon courage for a
boy. You are not afrnid,” =aid the
leader grimly. ' But that isn't going to
save you now,’’

Tommy laughed again.

" Afraid?” he. said. *You sneering
fool," T was afraid. ‘T was scared blind!1
Bt something told me not to give in to
you—and, thank goodness, T'd just faith
eztmugh That’s why I didn't drown !
You're o thief and a brute, an' you'vo
the will to murder me. But you can’t
do- 1"

* Give me your pistol 1" said the leader

to his companion ; and the long-barrelled
revolver was handed to him.
Y Now,” he said to Tommy, I will
show you your mistake! I will have
yvour secret, or yvou will die. I shall fire
three shnta--jus[r. three, and the last will
kill you. But, first, you will see that I
do not miss.

“Turn your head a little; vou will ses
an ayster-shell lying on t]m ‘mud which
i3 UNCoOvering; 11: 15 not & %ard away
from your face. You see it? ‘The moon-
light 15 o litile difficult to shoot by, but
watch 1"

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD,

Commberite Towder

II¢ erooked Iz left armi and levelled
the barrel of the revolver across it, tak-
g aun,

Flash! Crack!

The bullet smashed the oyster-shell to
pieces and spattered the mud over
Tommy’'s face. It was very clever aim-
ing at that ronge—a deadly shot,

“The next bullet," said the leader
slowly and r]ehbe:-ute];,r, “*will hit you
in the right shoulder. But it will not
kill. There will then be an interval of.
one minute. * If you do not speak tho
second  bullet will - be for your left
shoulder., - -Again & minute, and the
third I shall put through your head.
The secret will die with you, Waell, Jot
it die, for 1 shall be content that no
one else can ever have it. Now will you
speak?’

Temmy shut his lips tight. He saw,
that the man meani what he zaid. He
was ' nobt bluffing. The very blood in
Tommy's heart was chilled, and he tried
to speak. But no sound came from him.

The man levelled his pistol, a hard,
eruwel %Imt in his eye.

Fiazsh ! Thud!

It was not the piztol that spoke.
fell from the man’s hand.

It

(Tommy Comber was pelrified with
aarmu&ﬁmem What it-all meant, and
whs' had. stepped ingf ThE crucial,
moment was ¢ mystery to him, De sure
you read the. follow-on of this thrifling
serial in. next week's MAGNET, ‘chums!)
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