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THE PRISONER OF THE BATHROOM !

Mpr. Prout's nephew makes certain that the master of the Fifth does not interrupt the Final I'or' the Coker Challenge Cup
by locking him in the bathroom and screwing iron bars into the uprights of the door !
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2 Your Editor is your best friend—write to him!

SR
IN BRIEF !
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YOUR LAST OPPORTUNITY !

Next Monday's bumper number of the
MaewEr contams the eighth and last set
of the puzzle-pictires in our grand
“Footballers' Names” Compe
There is Iittle to say about this stupen-
clous contest, for most of you are familiar
with #he rules and conditions, and the
phenomenal prize-list speaks for itself.
But bear well in mind—THE LARST
SET OF PICTUORES appears NEXT
MONDAY. Good luck, chums!

“THE REBEL OF THE REMOVE!"™

Mr. Frank Richards jdglin provides
good fare in your favourite paper. This

titiomn, |

latest product of his pen is worthy of a
high place in the long list of successes to

{ the credit of the good old MAgyET. 1]

shall not say who'is the young rebel—-
that would be spoiling a treat all' the
better for the keeping. But be advised,
chums, order next Monday's MAGNET
right now—there’s bound to be a rush at
all the newsagents, for it is the last week
of the competition—and avoid disappoint-
ment.

“A MABRKED MAN.”

Mr. Hedley Scott, in right breery
fashion, takes us over the field in the

next instalment of his splendid story, and |

scores with a well-timed shot. Romnald
Swiveller, the rascally nephew of Mern-
ington Hardacre, attémpts to put into
practice the vile scheme suggested by a
certain disreputable bookmaker in the
town. and all but succeeds. 1 say all but,
for Ferrers Locke intervenes at the

crp-::ia.l moment. Don't miss a I_ine _ﬂf
this fine serial, boys. Jt's'a cup winner!

“BOATING !*

December is hardly the time to write
about boating, I can hear the majority of
you-saying, and perhaps you gre right.
Harry Wharton & Co., however, think
otherwise. In novel fashion, certain ex-
periences on river and sea—choppy eeas
at that—are recorded by the hardwork-
ing comtributors of the “Herald.” The
features of the coming supplement deal
with boating generally, and the oars are
pulled through the summer and wintry
soasoms in eontrasting style. Don’t miss
next week’s supplement, boys; it's the
goons |
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‘YDU can make heaps of
lovely things with a
: Hobbies Fretwork
Outfit, A simple and [ree
design is given every week,
and eackh Outlit contains

- enough tools for you to start.
A lovely hobby, and one
which takes little pocket-
money—and makes more !
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AN EXCEPTIONAL OPPORTUNITY.
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High-Grade Registered Professional Italian Model,
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Buperfine Solo Instrument; Band.
gome FPolished Cabinet, with 12-
fold Metakbound Ballows: 10 Ecys
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address. If entirely to your satisfaction, balance iz pavabla 2/
days, and 3/- monthly until 2
balanee within 7 days 25/6, making Cash Price 28/- only.

J. A. DAYIS & CO. (Dept. 15), 26, DENMARK HILL.
CAMBERWELL, LONDON,
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Further Particu'ars and Free Lists from Dept. 34,
: DEREHAM-—NORFOLK

London—65, New Orford St., V..,
147, Bishopsgale, E.L., T9, Wal-
trorth Rd., S.E.; Olasgow-—3286,
Argule SE.; Manchester—10a, Mreea-
ailly ; Hirmingham=—9A, High 5t.:
lLeeda=—15, Counly Arcade:!
Southaemplon—11, Bridge St.; and
Brighton—68, London Rd.
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NERVOUS FEARS

How many people fear meeting others, travelling in.Trains,
Trams, Tubes, or Buses, mixing in Sociely, going 1_T|l'.{1- a Restaurant,
or of having anything important to do. Such Nervous Fears are
ruination to any man or woman's chance of success in life. Beccme
Nerve-Strong, Self-Confident, Bright and Happy, by sending im-
mediately 3 penny stamps for p:nrtlr:u!nr:a. nf_t]:e Mento-Nerve
Strengthening Treatment. GUALANTEED CURE OR MONEY
REFUNDED.—-GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, LTD. 543, !mperial
Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C. 4.

HEIGHT COUNTS

In winning soccess. Let the Girvan System increase
your height. Wonderful resgits. Send P.C. for par-
ticulars and our £100 guarantes to Enq;irjr Dept.,
A M.P., 17, 8troud Green Road, London, N. 4.
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Keyless LEVER Watch

Take this remarkable opportunity of receiving one af
these hiandsome gold cased watches, complete wiih {rop
ihain.which we are ofiering to readera of this paper on
terms which have never been equalled. Gent's full-
sized, 18ct. gold cased keyleas lever watch,
carefully adjusted balanee, § platas lever
movenrent, clear bold diai, best crystal glazs,
very handzome watch designed for hard wear
and aceurate timekecping, fully guaranteed
5 years,

——

Handsome pocket-to-
FREF mtdnt. oo
Free with every Watch.

Cur Unequalled Terms.
Sosureare we that you will be more |}
than satisfied, we send this handsome §
waiateh post paid upon receipt of Bds
only., After receiving watceh, if satis.
fied, the balance is payable @/= on re. |
eeipt, and 3/« monthly until only 20, |
iz paid.  Cash with order {(or balance
within 7 days) 18/« only. Send €ds
to.day Lo i—

SIMPSONS LTD. (Dept. 261.),
93, Quesn's Road, Brighton.

J-25 North American Stamps FREE to those sending
FH g postage {abroad ed.) and asking to see Approval
Sheetzs.— M. FLORICK, 179, Asylum Road, Peckham, London, 5.E. 15.
FILMS COMIC AND COWEOY.—1.000.-ft. Reclafromn 7/6. Larga
¥ Sample Film, 1/3, post frea. Etamp for Liziz.—TYBON &
MARSEHALL, 89, Castle Boulevard, NOTTINGHAI.
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The foolball fever has caught cn at Greyfriars ani Horace Coker is givepl along in ils embrace. The burly Fifth- Formep
offers a silver Challerae Cup to the cleven that emerges victorious from an inler-ferm contest based on the knock-out

principle.

Maltches are arrongcd by ballot, and some of the results of the ** draw '’ gre ludicrous in the extreme.

Line

up, chaps, and follow tnis keen, heaithy tussle gn the playing-ficlds of Greyfriars and get ready to acclaim the victors.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Merry Meeting !
Coker's at

i ALLO, hallo, hallo!
H it again !”
Thus, Bob Cherry,

Bob and his chums had just |

come in from footeér practice, and they
were looking flushed and cheery. Their
jerseys and shorts were plastered with
mud—indeed, they seemed to have
brought the football-ground into the
building with them! At any rate, the
floor of the Hall was not improved by
their muddy boots.

On passing through the Hall DBob

Cherry had caught sight of an announce-.

ment posted on the notice-board. He
could scarcely help catching sight of it,
for the huge, sprawling letters seemed
almost to leap at ‘him,

Only one person at Greyfriars could
have written a notice in that style in big,
bold letters, with blots and smudges here
and there. That person was Coker of the
Fifth,

“What's Coker got to say, I wonder ?"
grunted Harry Wharton.

“ Let us detectfully discover, my worthy
chums,” said Hurree Singh, asz he
followed Bob Cherry to the notice-board.

What Coker had to say was very brief.
Tt could well have been written on a half-
sheet of notepaper. But Coker's huge
writing had covered an entire sheet of
drawing-paper, which practically monopo-
lised the board,

“NOTISS!
There will be a gathering of the klans in
the Fifth Form Kommon-room to-nite
at B o'clock. A special meeting has been
konvened by me.

(Sined) Horace CoxEer."”

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at that
notice, and grinned.

“Coker scems lo be awfnlly sweet on
the letter ‘k,""” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Wonder he dopsn't spell his own name
K-0-K-E-R."”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

- "“Like Coker's cheek, to call a meet-
ing,” growled Jolhinny Bull, * Anvbodys

=

| siippose,” said Bob Cherry.

would think he was the Head, the way he
carries on."”

“My dear chap, the Head isn't nearly
such & pompous personage as Coker!”
said Frank Nugent, with a laugh, “In
fact, I've heard Coker say that the Head
isn't fit to lace up his footer-boots !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why doesn’t the silly chump explain
what the meeting’s to be about?” said
Harry Wharton. *“Then wa should
know whether it was worth while attend-

ing it or not."”
“Some new Coker's, 1
“1 expect

he's going to ask all the fellows to
petition the Head to make him captain of
Greyfriars.”

“Some hopes!” grinned Wharton:
“The question 1s, shall we roll up to this
merry meeting, or give it a miss?"

‘' Better go and hear what Coke:'s got
to jaw about,” said Johnny Bull. *“If
it's something idiotic we can give him a
jolly good bumping.”

““Yes, rather !

At this juncture the notice-board was
bosieged by a fresh crowd of fellows.
The Famdus Five made way for them
and went along to Study No. 1 for tea.
~ Whatever the object of Coker’s meet-
ing might be, Coker himself was very
secretive on the subject. Not a single
clue leaked out as to the nature of the
meeting. The Greyfriars fellows were in
the dark., There was some mystery here,
they reflected; and a mystery always
excited their curiosity. The majority of
them decided to turn up at the meeting

IL.ong before the appointed time the
Fifth Form Common-room was packed
to overflewing,

It wans a spacious room, but it had not
been constructed to hold all Greyfriars.
Consequently, the fellows were wedged
together as tightly as sardines in a tin.

Every Form was represented at the
meeting. Wingate and Faulkner and
Gwynne of the Sixth had strolled along
to see what it was all about. The Fifth—
Coker's own Farm-—was present to a
man. The Shell and the Upper Fourth
were there in full muster: likewise the
Remove and the three [ag Forms—the
Third, Second, and First,

stunt of

=R, p————

Frank Richards.

T A T T

‘There was quite a babel of voices, and
shrill demands for * elbow room " could
be heard on all sides,

The great Coker was there, of course.
He was perched on a table at the end of
the room, waiting for the hubbub to die
down,

Potter and Greene, Coker’s cronies and
studymates, were present, to give Coker
their moral—and, if necessary, physical—

support,
Gradually the din subsided. Coler

cleared his throat, and gazed at the sea
of faces in front of him.

“Lzentlemen——"" he began,

“ Pile in, Coker !"

“On the ball I

Coker glared at the interrupters.

' Gentlemen, we are here to-day——

““ And gone to-morrow !” said Skinner
of the Remove,.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

If looks could have killed, Coker’s
frown would have caused Skinner to
expire on the spot.

““We are here to-day to discuss a most
important matter,” exclaimed Coker, his

— il | [T il I T
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deep voice booming through the
Common-room. "I won't detain yoy——"

* As the bobby said when he Eﬂt the
wrong burglar by the ear!” chuckled
Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Put that fag out!" hooted Coker.
“I'm fed up with these interruptions!”
. No movement was made to eject the
humorous Bob Cherry, so Coker gave a
snort of annmovance and resumed his
sneech,

“IWhat I have lo say, gentlemen, is
very brief, but it will come as a welcome
surprise to you."

“Hurrah!"”

“You've all heasd of my silver cup—
the Coker Cup—-=>"

“Yes, rather !

“It has already been fought for and
won, in fierce and frenzied foothall fray,”
saldk Coker, maki.g vse of "“apt allitera-
hion's avtful aid.” *“And now I'm going
to put the Cup up again for competi-
tion."

“Oh, good !

“ Bravo, Coker !

“How perfectly ripping ™

A bunzz of excitement ran through the
Common-room. Everybody remembered
the Coker Cup and the stern strnggle for
it~ possession betweon the rival Fors at
Greyfriars, And the news that the cup
was to be again put up for compelition
sent a thrill through the great army of
[cotballers who were present.

Coker's face brightened up when he
saw the impression hiz announcement had
nmiade,

For all his clumsiness aind absurd con-
ceit, Coker was a good-hearted fellow,
and he liked 1o be the instrument
whereby he might hiing happiness to his
schoolfellows, They were happy now, for
there was a glorious prospect of many
stirring tussles {o come,

“There's no need for me to say much
more, gentlemen,” said Coker, ™ “The
thraw for the first round will be held right
iwvay. I'm going to ask twa of the
masters to conduct it, so that everything
will be fair and above-board.”

So saying, Coker jumped down from
the table, Ife happened to land an Billy
Bunter's toes, and a wild wail of anguish
foated through the Cemmon-roons,

“Yarooooh !"

Uoker glared at the fat junior, who was
dancing up and down like a fat gollivog
nn 4 spring.

“"Why didn't you sland  eloars”
growled Coker,
“"Ow-ow-ow! Tleast! Yeu've broken

all my toes and fractured my instep !

"So you won't be able to keep in-
step n  future, Buunly ! =:aid Pefer
Todd, ~

*“*Ha, ha, ha!"

Leaving Bunter to nurze his injuries,
(‘oker strode out of the Common-raonn.

He was back in a few moments, with
Alr. Prout and My, Lascelles.

The enta

ry of the two masters was
grected with a rousing cheer,
i T - LR ] = ]
Now, gentlemen, ganl  Coker,

rddressing the assemhbly, “the name of
cach Form will be written down ou a
~lip of paper, and placed in a hat., My,
Prout has kindly consented to do this.
Mr. Lascelles will then draw tho slips of
paper in pairs,” -

There was a huszh of expectancy while
the preparations for the draw were being
made,

The Remove, in parucular, were
Leenly interested. Which Form would
they have to meet in the first vound of
the competition? Supposing they were

Only one more week, boys.

drawn against the Sixth—tho First

‘“ The Rebel of

THE MacxeT Liprany.—No, 825.

Iileven ?
fying,

The Remove had a dashing and skilful
sile, which eould hold its own against
any team of the same age and weight.
But if they shoulil be called upon to
face the Sixth— well, there could be only
one possible ending to such a one-sided
encounter. A team of Davids could not
hope to beat a teain of Goliaths,

%hﬂ excitement was at fever-heat
when Mr. Lascelles drew the first pair
of ships out of the hat. :

“First Form versus Third Form!” he
announced.

“A battle between two fag tribes!”
murmured Bob Cherry. * That doesn't
concern us very much, The Third
cught to pull it off all right.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Now for the next
muttered,

Mr. Lascelles drew two fresh slips.

“Tifth Form ~versus Shell!” he
exelaimed,

“0Oh, good!” said Coker of the TFifth,
rubbing  his hands together in great
satisfaction. ** We shall lick the Shell
all serene.”

But the general opinion was that it
would be a hard and close game—ihe
sort of match to which any result was
possible,

The TFifth had a good team, but it was
marred by the inclusion of Horae:
Uoker. Blundell, the skippef, would
cheerfully have dropped Coker from the
eleven, and there would have been nc
broken hearts in consequence. But as
Coker was the fellow who was givin-
the cup, Blundell couldn't very well
refuse him a place in the team.

The Shell had a sound and workman.
like side, and they were bound to give
the Fifth a good run for their money.

Mr. Lascelles’ next announcemen!
threw the Common-room into an uproar.
and peal upon peal of laughter rang eut

The only fellows who didn't laugh
were Dicky Nugent & Co., of the Second

The thought was almost terri-

he

pair !"

FForm, for they were actually drawr |

against the high-and-mighty men of the
Sixth !

“Oh, my giddy aunt!” gurgled Tom
Brown of the Remove. * Second versu-
Sixth! Wingdie and his merry men will
pile up about thirty, goals. Tt will be
more like a cricket-mateh !

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

It was a terrible bombshell for the fag:
of the Second. But Dicky Nugent was a
plucky little fellow, and he had no inten-
tion of * ¢rying off.”

There could be only one possible out-
come of such an unequal contest. The
Sixth would win in hollow fashion. Buf
Dicky Nugent & Co. were undaunted
and they meaunt to die fighting, so te
speak,

Mr. Lascelles drew the final pair of
slips out of the hat,

*Remove versus Upper TFourth!” he
announced.,

Harry Wharton & Co. felt like hugging
cach other. They had met the Upper
Fourth in friendly matches many a timne
and oft, and they had gencrally had the
better of the argument. They did nat
doubt that they would once again be
able to geceount for Temple & Co.,
though the latter were a bigger and
heavier team,

The draw was now complete, and the
assembly dispersed.

All the first round matches were to Lie
played on Saturday afternoon, and Grey-
friars was fairly simmering with excite-
ment.

It was the burning ambition of every
footer cantain to lead his Formm to

1

Look out—

victory—to cenquer all opposilion, and
proudly claim  that much-coveted
trophy, the Coker Cup!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Remove's Recruit !

OOTER practice was the order of
F the.day at Greyfriars.

The only people who didn't

bother to practice were the
Sixth-Formers. .

“If we were to play blindfolded we
should wipe up the. ground with tho:c
Second Form fags!’ was Wingate's con-
fident assertion,

“Faith, an’ we should beat them if
wo only fielded a team of halfl a dozen
men !"” said Pat Gwynne,

“The whole thing's too ridiculous for
words !” said Faulkner., “We'can't very
well turn out against a team of dwarfs.
It will look fearfully undignified.”

Wingate nodded thoughtfully,

“Young Nugent happens to be fag-
ging for ine just now,” he said. **He'll
be along in a minute, and when he
turns up I'll ask him to seratch, so that
we can have a walk-over into the second
round.”

“(Good idea, be jabers!" said Gwynne.

The conversation took place in
Wingate's study. And the three seniors
impatiently awaited the arrival of Dicky
Nugent.

Presently there was a tap on the door,
and Dicky trotted in. IHe was grinning
cheerfully.

“¥You want me to go down to the
village Tor you, Wingate?” he asked.

“Yes; but before you go, kid, I shoulil
like a word with you.”

“Pile in!"” said Dicky gaily,

“It’s about the footer—the draw for
the first round of the Coker Cup,” said
Wingate. “As you know, your fags’
team has been drawn against us. Of
course, vou realise that you don’t siand
an earthly #"

*Quite !

" Well, we won't be hard on you," =aid
Wingate. “We won't make you look
ridiculous by piling up dozens of goals
against you. We'll give you an oppor-
tunity to seratch the flixture.”

“Thank you for nothing !™ said Dicky
Nugent.

i 'I"".']tut !!j

“We shouldn’t dream of ecrving off,
Wingate. We've qumite made vp our
minds to play.”

v The  Sixth-Formers
startled,

“Why, you silly young idiot,” said

looked  quite

Faulkner, *“you'll be licked to a
frazzle!™

“Very  likely,” adinitted  Dicky
Nugent.  ““Still, footer's a funny game,

You can never really tcll what's going
to happen. Some of your fellows might
get crocked, fr'instance !

Wingato siniled grimly.

“Do you think we should allow our-
sclvez to be bowled over by a parcel of
fags*” he said. *“*Why, we shall sinply
walk round you! If anvbody gets hnet
during the game, it won't be us. Look
here, kid, do be reasonable. We've
given vyou an opportunity of seratch-
ing— 18

“Very kind of you,” said | Dicky
Nugent, “but we mean to play!”

He spoke cheerfully enough, but the
seniors saw that Dicky was fully doter-
mined, and that no amount of coaxing
or entreaty would get him to budge
from his attitude,

Wingate shrugged his shoulders.

the Remove !’’—next Monday’s long complete—



—for the last set of puzzle-pictures! b

“Very well. Your blood be upon your
own head!” he said. = * After we've
licked you by about thirty goals to nil,
vou'll wish that you'd wriggled out of it
while you had the chance!”

Dicky Nugent merely smiled; and
then he trotted off to the village to do
some shopping for his fag-master.

It was a bright, sunny afterncon in
late November,

On the wide expanse of playing-fields
at Greyfriars the thudding of the foot-
ball could be heard. With the excep-
tion of the Sixth, every Form was at
practice on its own particular playing-
pitch.

Harry Wharton & Co. were there, in-
dulging in shots at goal, Bulstrode and
Hazeldene guarded the net between
them, and the rest of the fellows bom-
barded them with shots. KEverv now and
again there.was a shout of triumph as
the goalies were beaten, and the big
round sphere crashed into the net.

Harry Wharton was in good spirits.

Harry Wharton held: out his hand to
the stranger, who shook it cordially.

“Is your nephew a mnew boy, sir?”
asked

Arry.
Not

““No, Wharton. exactly that.

He has come to Greyfriars for a month.

1 will explain the circumstances.
My nephew belongs to Grandeourt, a
big public school of which you have
doubtless heard. A few days ago the
school was partially destroyed by fire,
and all the boys were sent away for a
month, whilst the work of reconstrue-
tion was carried out.”

“Oh!"

““Carfax has no father or mother, and
I am his lawful guardian,” went on Mr.
Prout. “As a rule, he spends his holi-
days with another of his uncles, but on
this oceasion he has come to me. Now
I do not believe in encouraging boys
in idleness, and there is no reason why
my nephew should waste his time while
he is here. Bo I have arranged that he
shall take lessons with the Remove, and

T EErentla gy
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needed to be takew under anybody's
wing. There was nothing shy or scnsi-
tive about him. He grinned at Harry
Wharton in friendly fashion; and he
grinned at the rest of the Remove foot-
ballers also.

Mr. Prout glanced at his nephew.

“1 will now leave you, James, with
the boys who will bLe your school-
fellows during the next month,” he said.

“Very good, uncle.’

Mr. Prout swept away with rustling
gown. He felt that he had left |is
nephew in good hands,

As a matter of faet, Mr. I'rout was
rather glad to dodge the responsibility
of having to look after Jimmy (arfax
for a month. Mr. Prout did not hit it
off very well with young bovs of a
mischievous turn of mind—as Jimmy
undoubtedly was,

It was a relief to the master of the
Fifth to know that Jimmy Carfax
would spend the whole of his time with
the Remove. This was far better, ho

banquet.

prime ! ’* he grunted beiween mouthfuls of jam tart.

As usual, he was the first to start,
“* Go it, old fat tulip ! ** grinned Bob Cherry.

The hamper was dumped "l:m the 'ﬂacTr 2nd candles were lig'hted. The juniors turned out to take part in the midnight
Billy Bunter entered into the proceedings with rare gusto.

*‘ This iIs
(See Chapter 3.)

Heoe was well satisfied with the work of
his men, and he anticipated a victory
over the Upper Fourth, in the {irst round
of the Coker Cup competition.

Presently Bob Cherry paused in the ael
of shooting. Ho glanced towards the
gate which gave entrance to Little Side,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Who's the merry
stranger?” exclaimed Dob.

Two persons were coming through the
gateway. One was Mr. Prout, the
master of the Fifth; the other was a
good-looking youth of about fourteen,
with a wealth of dark, curly hair which
his eap could not altogether conceal.

The boy was a complete stranger to
Groyfriars. His handsome, cheery face
attracted the juniors immensely; but it
was not a familiar face.

The football stopped automatically,
and all eyes were turned towards My,
Prout and the newcomer.

The master of the Fifth beckoned to
Harry Wharton, and the captain of the
Bemove came up at the double.

“1 wish to introduce my nephew,
James Carfax,” said Mr. Prout.

be regarded as a temporary member of
that FF'orm.”

Carfax made a wry faco at this
Iividently he had been looking forward
to a month's holiday at Greyfriars, He
had wanted to emulato the lilies of the
field, and neither toil nor spin. DBut M.,
Prout decreed otherwise. He had jus
interviewed the Head, and it had been
arranged that Carfax should become a
temporary  member of the Remove
Forin. He was to share Study No. 1
with Harry Wharten and Frank Nugent.
He was to have all his meals, with the
exception of tea, in Hall; he was to
sleep in the Remove dormitory; and—
this was what Shakespeare would have
called the most unkindest cut of all—
Carfax was to take his lessons in the
Remove Form-room, under the eagle
eye of Mr, Quelch.

“I will leave my nephew in your care,
Wharton,” said Mr. Prout. “1 feel
sure you will willingly take him under
vour wing, and make him feel at home."

“With pleasure, sir,” said Harry.

Jimmy Carfax did not look as if he

refllected, than letting the boy run wild.

Jimmy lost no time in making friends
with the Removites. They warmed to
him ut once. He was one of those fel-
lows with a lovable personality—not un-
like Bob Cherry. His sunny smile, and
his happy, healthy outlook on life
swiftly endeared him to Harry Wharton
& Co. They felt that Jimmy Carfax
was a fellow after their own hear.

“Do you play footer, Carfax?" asked
Vernon-Smith.

“0Of course !

“P'r'aps you'd like a game now?”
suggested Harry. Wharton, “You've
brought your footer-togs with sou, I
take it ?"

(1] YE'R..'I

“Well, run along and change, and in
the meantime we'll pick up sides.”

Jimmy Carfax sprinted away towards
the building. Wharton, as he stared
after him, was struck by his athletie
bearing. :

“Carfax might be a useful recruit for
our eleven,” he said. “ Anyway, we'll
see how he shapes.”

—Greyfriars story—right in the net !
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6 Have you solved this week’s set of pictures ?

Harry Wharton and Vernon-Smith
picked sides, and ihe captain of the
Remove made Jimmy Carfax his first
choice. It was rather a risky thing
to do, for the newcomer was an un-
known quantity, so far as foothall was
concerned, He might turn out to be
a vouthful edition of Steve Bloomer;
on the other hand he might prove an
utter failure.

“I've taken a fancy to Prout's
nephew,” said FFrauk Nugent. *“In the
;:mg';:ug(: of the classics he's a sporty
oY,

“I hope he will turn out to be a rod
in the esteemed and ludicrous pickle!"
sald Hurree Singh, ‘' He looks as if he
knows how to kicklully shoot, and dodge-
fully dribble.””

“We've a strong team, as it stands,”
cald Wharton, *“But' if we can make
it any stronger, so much the better.”

“¥Yes, rather”

After a brief interval, Jimmy Carfax
rojoined the footballers on Little Side.
He was wcearmg the rather striking
colours of Grandcourt School—red,
white, and blue, with a dash of orange,
ns Bob Cherry described them. Over
his arm Carfax carricd a sweater.

“You're on my side, Carfax,” said
Harry Wharton. . * Sling your sweater
over the railings; you won't want that.
You're playing at inside-right—you look
a likely forward.”

Jimmy Carfax nodded, and, having
got rid of his sweater, he lined up with
Wharton’s team.

The ball was kicked off from the
centre, and the two sides were soon
“ going it ¥ bammer-and-tongs.

The form of Jimmy Carfax was dis-
{inctly disappointing. He seemed to be
right out n? his element. On two occa-
«ions he had the goal at his mercy, hut
ha failed to gather the ball properly,
it was an easy matter for one of the
the backs to chip in and clear,

Y don’t think much of that fellow’s
form,"” muttered Peter Todd. o |
thought they were hot-stuff footballers
at Grandecourt, too!™

“Oh, give him a chance, Toddw!”

said Wharton. “He's in strange com-
pany. He hasn’t got used to all our
tricks and stunts yet.”

There was a distinet weakness in the
forward line of Harry Wharton’s team.
The weak spot was at inside-right,
where Jimmy Carfax operafed. The
juniors had hoped for great things from
Mr. Prout's nephew, and they found it
difficult to conceal their disappointmeni.

At half-time Vernon-Smith's team Jed
by a goal to nothing.

Harry Weharton clapped Jimmy Car-
fax on the shoulder during  the
“ breather.”

“Don't think 'm out to find fault,*
he said, “but you don't seem fo fit m
guite in the forward line. What 1s your
usual position?"

“(zoal,” was the reply.

“My hat! No wonder you didn't
shine at inside-right, if that's the case!
Why didn't you 1ell ine before that you
kept goal 7"

“I simply played where you told me
to }}I:r.;q.r,” sald Junmy Carfax. “ A new-

comer's got no right to pick and
choose.”

“Well, you can keep goal for the
second half, and we'll see how you

shape.”

“ Thanks !”

Jimmy Carfax donned his sweater, and
took up his position between the posts.

The Greyfriars fellows were then
treated to an exhibition of goal-kecping,
the like of which they had never seen
before.

Vernon-Smith and his fellow forwards
were in great form, bul they had neu
chance whatever of getting the ball past
Carfax. The fellow had the skill of a
magician, and his anucipation was won-
derful. He secemed to know preciselv
where and when the ball would come
rushing in, and he was upon it with the
spring of a pangher.

Higﬁ1 shots, ldw shots, cunning shots,
and curling shots, all came alike to
Jimmy Carfax. He dived low for the
ball; he sprang high into the air for it.

he rushed out at it with a sort of Jack |

Dempsey punch; and his display was a
sight to see and wonder at.

' — e —1|
| Something that Every Boy
and Girl Shtould Have!
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Bulstrode of the Remove was a good
goalkeeper. Bo was Hazeldene. But
both Bulstrode and Hazel frankly ad-
mitted that they had met their inaster.
They were raw novices by comparison
with Jimmy Carfax,

“No hope of scoring!” grunted
Vernon-Smith at length., “It's like try-
ing to boot the ball through a brick
wall. That fellow’s a giddy marvel I”

Harry Wharton was fairly beaming.

“We sha'n't need to lock far for a
goalie on Saturday,” he said. “1 was

puzzled whom to play out of DBulstrode

and ITazel, but I reckon that both of
them will be willing to stand down now.
Jimmy Carfax is our man!”

“¥es, rather!” said Bob Cherry
heartily, “1 say, Carfax, do you keep
goal for Grandeourt jumiors?®

Jimmy nodded.

“How many goals have
through this season ?”’

“Six—and three were penalties.”

“My giddy aunt!” gasped Bob
Cherry. " Fancy only being beaten six
times, and the season’s four months old !
You're a prize-packet, Carfax, and no
mistaka 1"

“Spare my blushes!” said Jimmy,
laughing. “I've been keeping goal
ever since I could toddle, so I onght to
know something about it by now.”

The game was played out to the bitter

end, but Vernon-Smith's side scored no
more goals. Jimmy Carfax held the
fort in such a masterly manuner that he
was unbealable.
" Just before the finish Frank Nugent
put the ball in for Harry Wharton's
side, and the practice-match cnded in a
draw of one goal cach.

Jimmy Carfax received quite an
ovation when it was all over. Lots of
fellows had come over from the other
playing-pitches to witness his exhibition
of goalkeeping, and although they had
no idea who the stranger was, they
cheered and clapped him right heartily.

“Come aI{mg, Carfax !” said Harry
Wharton, linking his arm in one of
Jimmy's. “Tea’s the next item on the
programme. You've deserved well of

our country, my son, and if you play
ike that on Saturday methinks there
will be weeping and gnashing of teeth
in the ranks of the Upper Fourth !”

“The weepfulness and the gnashful-
ness will be truly terrilic ! said Hurree
Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“But I don’t want to shove in, you

you let

know,” protested Carfax, “You've
already got two goalies—-"
“8hurrup ! grinned Bulstrode.

“Hazel and I have already decided to
make way for you—good of the Form,
you know ™

““Oh, if that’s the case I shall be
delighted to play,” said Carfax.
“PDone "

It was a happy company of footballers
that trooped up to the school building
in the gathering dusk. And not the
least happy was Jimmy Carfax, who
had started his month at Greyfriars in
such a senszational style.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Revelry by Night!

IMMY CARIPAX quickly adapted
J himself to lis new surroundings.
ITis own school, Grandcourt, was
very similar to Greyfriars, and the
customs and the routine were much the
same.
Mr. Prout’s nephew made himself at
home frowm the outset, It had taken

Who is the Rebel of the Remove ? See next week’s grand yarn !
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Remember, the Prize List amounts to thousands of pounds! T

him about five minutes to settle down,
whereas the average newcomer took
about five weeks,

It really seemed as if Jimmy Carfax
had been at.Greyiriars several terms.
He picked up his school-fellows’ names
with “surprising quickness, and he fell
into their ways and entered into their
japes with refreshing zest.

Jimmy's first night at Greyfriars was
a very eventful - one. To begin with,
there was a pillow-fight between the
Remove and the Fifth,

The Remove carried the war into the
enemy's camp, so to speak, and did
great exceution with their pillows and
holsters.
himself a valuable man in a serap. He
laid about him' right lustily with his
pillow, and he had the honour of floor-
ing the mighty Coker.

hat Mr., Prout would have said
had he caught his nephew in the act of
pillow-fighting could only . be con-
jectured. But Mr. Paul Pontifex Prout
was sound asleep in his own room at
the time, and the battle was fought to
a finish without interruption.

The Remove retired from the Fifth
Form dormitory, covered with honour
and glory. And Jimmy lﬁarfax was
covered with feathers, into the bargain,
for his pillow had burst during the fray
and a cloud of feathers had secttled over
his silk pyjamas.

““Twas a famous victory!" chortled
Bob Cherry, as the juniors trooped into
their own dormitory. *“Carfax, my baoy,
you fought like a giddy Trojan! If

LC.s were awarded for pillow-fights
vou'd have about half a dozen !”

“Yes, rather!”

“I .say, you fellows,” piped Billy
Bunter, “I don't see why you should
make such a fuss of Carfax. It was me
that bore all the brunt of i(Le battle,
Didn’t you see me floor old Coker "

“No. We must all be as blind as
bats !” said Vernon-Smith.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bunter wasn't there at all !” growled
Johnny Bull. “He's never budged from
hizs bed !

““Oh, really, Bull— I was a giant
in the fray! You'd never have licked
the Fifth if it hadn’t been for me!”

“Rats I”

“Dry up, Bunter!”

“I don't see why wyou should make a
sort of tin god of this fellow Carfax,”
said Bunter. “Disgusting, I ‘call it,
toadying up to a chap just because he
happens to be a Form-master’s niece—1I
mean, nephew !”

Whizz !

A slipper sang through the air, and
Billy Bunter stopped it with his nose.

“Yaroooooh !"” roared the fat junier.
And he promptly pulled the bedelothes
over his face !E‘.‘-‘-t a further consignment
of slippers should arrive.

It was Bob Cherry who had thrown
the slipper, and Bob had been dead on
ihe mark.

“Say, you chaps,” said Jimmy Carfax,
“it's a pity to turn in so soon. I pro-
pose a midnight feast—if it’s possible
to get the grub from anywhere. As for
ihe expense, I happen to be in funds,
and I'll cheerfully stand the racket.,”

Billy Bunter's opinion of Carfax
changed as if by magic. The fat
junior’s head popped up from beneath
the bedelothes,

“1 say, Carfax, you're a real brick !”
h» said, with enthusiasmm. I take back
everything I said about you just now !"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

YA midnight feast is

| the propet
caper,” said Bob Cherry,

“But 1 don’t

And Jimmy Carfax proved

Mr. Prout gave a jump when he saw what was happening. He had stepped into
the Remove Form-room at the tzil-end of the execution, as it were, and could

scarcely believe his eyes.
Mr. Quelch !

His nephew Jimmy was actually being thrashed by
[SEE‘- G}-'-EFP-E-E“J" 4:1

know how we're going to get the grub
at this time of night.”

“What about knocking up the old
dame down at the bunshop in Friar-
dalte ?” suggested Nugent.

“Too risky,” said Bob., “0ld Tozer,
the bobby, will be on the prowl.”

In spite of the risk, Jimmy Carfdx
volunteered to go. He seemed to be
quite indifferent to danger. After all,
he had little to fear, for he could not
very well be “sacked " from a school to
which he did not rightly belong.

IHHarry Wharton, however, thought of
another plan.

“It will save a lot of time and
trouble,” he said, “if we raid the school
tuckshop, and leave enough nloney to
pay for everything we take. Of course
it’s not quite the thing, T know, but
I'll hop round to Mrs. Mimble in the
Ilmt‘:tiug and explain matters.”

“But how can we get in, when the
shutters are up?” asked Johnny Bull.

“There's a way of getting in at the
back,” replied Wharton. * You leave it
to your Uncle Harry.”

Jimmy Carfax insisted on accompany-
ing the captain of the Remove to the
tuckshop., And they zet off together on
their risky mission, for risky it certainly
was, There nught be masters on the
prowl, and it happened to be a bright
moonlight night.

Everything worked like a charm, how-
ever.

Wharton and his companion employed
infinite caution, and they managed to
reach the tuckshop without being
detected. They stole round to a little
window at the back, and effected an
entrance that way. Wharton had
brought his electric torch, and he led the
way into the shop.

“This 1s where we help ourselves!™
chuckled Jinuny Carfax, *“There’'s an
empty hamper here, behind the counter,
We'll cram it with tuck, Pile in!"”

They set to work to fill the hamper, a
task which was soon completed. Jimm
Carfax left o five-pound note in the till,
together with a list of the articles taken
and a brief message to Mrs., Mimble
explaining what had happened. The
five pounds more than covered the cost
of the tuck which had been taken,

It was no ecasy task to convey the
loaded hamper to the Remove dormitory ;
but the adventurous couple managed it
without mishap, and great was the re-
joicing when they staggered into the
dormitory, bearing the heavy hamper
between them.

“Bo yvou've worked the giddy oracle ?”
said Sauiff,

“Yes I panted Wharton.

“Hooray !

“Jolly good of Carfax to.stand a feed

to the Form!” said Billy Bunter, *I
was pgoing to stand treat myvself,
only—"

Don’t forget—only one more set of pictures, boys !
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“You've been disappoinied about a
prostal-order,” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“On the day yon sland us & feed,
Dunty, the world will come to an end ™.
eaid - Tom Brown,

* Really, Brown,"

And there was
langhter.

The hamper was dumped on fo the
floor, and candles were lighted up and
down the dormitory. Then the juniors
turned oul to take part in the midnight

a [resh ripple of

hanquet. Sheets were converted into
tablecloths, and willing hands pro-
ceeded to emply the tuck hainper,

It was a royal repast. Jimmy Carfax
liad shown ecxcellent tasle in sclectin
the supplies.
larts and buns of every deseription, and
there were bottles of ginger-pop and
lemonade,

_ Billy Bunter eutered into the proceed-
ings with rare gusto. As u=ual, he was
the first to start and the last to finish,

The members of the Nerove eleven
ale sparingly, They were due to play a
hard mateh on Saturday, and they
meant {o keep themselves fighting fit,
As Bob Cherry pointed out, a dict of
doughnuts and jam-tarls was hardly a
suitable preparation for a tussle on the
football field.

Although they ate little, however, the
footballers thoroughly cnjoyed them-
selves. Tt was a night werry feast, and
Jimy Carfax was the life and soul of
the party, 1lis merry jests =ct the cow-
pany in a roar; ated at times the uproar
was =0 greal thal it wis surprising that
no master or prefect appeared on the
BUCLIC,

When the feast was over, and unot a
crumb  remaived to tell the tale, the
crupty hamper was thrust under IHarry
Wharton's bed. and the juniors slayed
awake for anuther hour, telling ghost
rlorics,

The Removiies told Jimmy Carfax all
ahout the ghost of Greyfriars—the
alleged apparition of an old mouk who
glided through the corridors in the stilly
night; and the aimosphere of the
Remove dormitory became so “creepy ™
that the juniors half expected to see the
epectre suddenly appear in the doorvway,

Then Jimmy Carfax told them about
tho ghost of Grandeourt—the phantom
knight who clanked through the coriidors
in a suit of mail, and whe was supposed
to have lived at Grandcourt in the days
when 1t was an Elizabethan manor house.

At last, feeling heavy-eyoed and drowsy,
the juniors dropped off to sleep.  Aud
their last thoughts before closing their
eycs were that this was the jolliest night
they could ever remewber,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Stormy Scene!
di BE.-“LSTLY bore, haviug to go iu lo

lessons )" said Junmy Carfax,
It was the worning afler.
The Removites, having lost at
least a couple of hours of their beauty
gleep, were yawning drowsily as they
wended their way to the Hemove Form-
roou,

*' Lessons are always a bore,” grunfed
Johnny Bull. “Why donu't they abolish
them, and have nothing but sport

“If they did that,” said Mark Linley,
with a smile, " I'm afraid we should be
all brawn and no brains!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I came heve in the lope of having a

There were cakes and |

month’s holiday,” said Junmy Carfax.
“But Uncle Paul doc:n't believe in a

On your travels, jaunts and copers

[ellow cating the bread of idleness, He
says I've got to take lessons with the
Remove, and these uncles have got to be
obeyed, more’s the pity. What's Mr.
Quelch like? I haven’t had the pleasure
of making his acquaintance yet.”

“¥You scon will!” said Bob Cherry,
grinning. * Quelchy isn’t a bad old bird,
but he's a stickler for discipline. When
old Quelchy's on the warpath the slackers
vease from slacking, and the weary find
no rest.”

" Yaas, begad! T ean t{e=tify to that,”
said Lord auleverer, with a sigh.
H%uﬂluhj‘ gives a [ellow no peace. He's
bubblin’ ever with energy himself, an’ he
expects lius devoted pupils to be the
same.”

The juniors filed into the Form-room.
They were a winute before time, and Mr,
Quelcli had not yet arrived. But the
Romaove master was punctual {o the very
sccond, as he invariably was. On the
rivst stroke of nine o'clock he swept iuto
the Form-room with rustling gown.

“Good-morning, my boys!” he said
briskly. A
“Good-morning, sir!” groaned the

sleepy Remove.

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“¥You all appear to be very drowsy
this morning,” he said. * Sowme of you
can scarcely kee your eyes open. How
do you account tor it #”

“It's 1he relaxin' climaie,
ventured Lord Mauleverer.

“ Nonsense, Mauleverer! Our climaie
i5 very much maligned. but ihecie is really
nothing wrong with it."”

Billy Bunter rose in his place.

EEL',.”

“Well, Bunter?” rapped out Mr.
Quelch. :
“Ahem ! The fact is, siv. we don't get

nearly enough sleep,” said the fat junior.

“Not enough sleep? Prenosterous,
Bunter! XNiue and a half hours’ rest is
ample for any healthy lad.”

“But we never get it, sir. Dolsover
snotes like a slup's siren, and keeps us all
awake,”

“Why, you [at roller—" began
Bolsover licreely. Tor the truth of the
matter was that Dunter himself was the
champion snorer of the Remove.

“DBe  silent, Bolsover!™ said Mo,
Quelch sternly. “Resumo vour seat,
Bunter., I cannot fathom the reason for

this drvowsioess on the part of my class,
but I shall expect yon all to be wide-
awako during the lesson.”

Mr. Quelch's expectations
realised.

The juuiors were ordered to study their
history books, the subject being the
Stuart period.  Many of them yawned
over their books, and after about ten
minuics a bopwing =nore echoed through
the Form-roou.

Mr. Quelch gave a jump,
scarcely believe Lis cars,

Snore !

“DBless my sounl!” gasped the Remove
master. ** What boy has had the audacity
to fall asleep ™

The culprit was Billy Bunter. Skinner,
who sut neat to 1the fal junior, brought
Buntor back to earth, so ta speak, by
imserting the business end of a pin into
his calf.

Billy Bunter slarled uvp with a wild
yvell,

**Yaroocoop i’

Me. Queleh frowned.

* Bunter ! he reared. “You were
arleep, s~ 1M

“Nunno ! pasped the Owl of the
Ttemove. “*I was—I mean I wasn't,
sip 17

“What !

“I was werely clozing my eyes, sir,

were not

He could

while T tried {o think whether it was
Oliver Cromwell or Charles the First who
signed the Magna Charta !”

e I‘IE, l'_'til, ha |*

There was a titter from the class, which
Mr. Quelch instantly suppressed by pro-
tucing his cane.

Y Siland out, Bunter!” he ihundered.

Very reluctantly the fat junior rolled
out in front of the class,

“I will endeavour to vestore you io a
state of wakefulness, Bunter,” said Mv.
Quelch grimly. “ Hold out your hand !

Swish !

“ Ow 17

Swish |

B 1‘1‘.-":'-“; I:?

“Now go back lo your place!”™ com-
manded Mr. Quelch,

And Bunter went, determined not to
be “caught napping ** again.

There were other fellows who found it
difficult to keep awake. Jimnny Carfax
was one, Jimry knew that if he con-
tinued to study his history book he would
doze off, So he kept his brain active by
scribbling poelry, For Jimmy was a bit
of a bard, and he liked stringing rhynies
logether. It was certainly a pleasanier
ovcupation than studying English history,

So far, Jimmy had written one verse ;
“ What's the wse of public schools ?

W hnt_‘a{‘trhe use of learning Latin,

Al spilling pints of ink in pools

... Deep cnough to drown « rat in?"

Tom Brown happened to bhe sitting
next to Jimmy Carfax. He glanced over
Jimmy's shoulder, and saw what he hail
written.

“Chuck that, you ass!” he muliered
warningly.  “Quelchy will be down on
you lLike a thousand of bricks!”

_ Jimmy furned a deaf ear o the warn-
ing, and promptly tackled the second
VEIEC ] '

“Whal's the use of learning dates
When our Kings and Quecns were

wedded ?
Or writing down ou dusty slales
The date King Charlie  was

beheaded 27

“Not a bad verse, that,” whispored
Jimmy Carlax. “Alono I did it !

“You'll do it once too often, you
duffer !” murmured Tom Brown. “1've
seen Quelehy glanee in your divection
once or twice, If he finds oul whai
you're doing he won't spare you bhecanse
you happen 1o be Prout’s nephew.”

Mr. Queleh rapped sharply on the desk
with liis cane.

“There 13 a great deal of muileringe
moing ou,"” he said. “It must eeonse
instantly !

Tomw DBrown despaired of persuading
Jimmy Carfax to stop seribbling poeley,
Jimuy went werrvily abead with the
third verse:

“Hope old Quelch won't see this page,
Writien dormg mornnng lessons ;
1f he does, he'll roar and rage,
And punish meoe for 1wy
gressions !

Lirans-

Alas for the hopes of Jinuny Carfax!
Mr. Quelch had been watching hinn for
somne time, and he was convineed that
Jimmy was doing these things which he
oughi not Lo have done,

The fact that Junmy Carfax happenald
o be o neplhiew of Mr. Prout dud nod

wetgh with Mr. Quelch.  1le had In-
July 1o do, and he did it. lle took a
gquick  stride  tlowards Junmy,  awl

Fanatehed up the sheet of paper without
| =0 much as ** By your leave,”

Hadn’t you better order your *“ HOLIDAY ANNUAL ' now ?
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—Take the gay Companion Papers! 9

A, Quelch perused the pocin, and at
cach verse his frown grew wore fear-
some,

For some moments the Remove master
stood petrified, unable to move or speak.
When he did speak his voice resembled
the rumble of thunder,

*Boy—Carfax, have you mnothing
hetter to do than compose this nonsensical
drivel ¥

Jimmy Carfax looked up in pained sur-
prise,

“Drivel, sie?” he murmured reproaci-
fully.

“Yes, drivel!” roared Mr. Quelch.
“You are hore to take your lessons with
the other boys, not to waste your time in
this manner! Morcover, you have grossly
libelled me in this inpertinent cffusion!
1 am aware that you are net a regular
member of my I'orm, and that you are
the nephew of one of my colleagues, but
tliese circumstances shall not save you
from condign punithment. 1 shall cane
yvou, Carfax!”

“Very well, sir,” said Jimmy meekly.

He was ordered to hold out lus hand,
and Mr. Quelch brought the cane down
with stinging force.

Jimmy Carfax received three cnts on
cach hand—cents which would have made
n:ost fellows dance with anguish and
ntter loud yelps. Bnt Jimmy, setting his
tm:ath, stuck it out with Spartan forti-
tude.

Just as the last fierce cut was being
administered the door of the Form-room
opened and Mr. Prout looked in.

The master of the Fifth had ieft his
own Form-room for the purpose of in-
quiring ‘how his nephew was progressing
in the Remove.,

Mr. Prout gave a jump when he saw
what was happening. . e had stepped
imito the Remove Form-room at the tail-
end of the execution, as it were, and he
conld scarcely believe his eyves. His
nephow Jimmy was actoally being
tlirashed by Mr. Queleh on his very first
w:orning with the Remove |

Mr, Prout’s first impulse was to ask
AMe. Queleh what he meant by it, aud to

)

protest vigorously against his nephew
being caned. On s=econd thoughts,
however, Mr. Prout decided that it would
be wiser to ““have it out ™ with his col-
lengue in private, It would not do to
make a scene in front of the Remove.

The master of the Fifth gave a snort
of wrath, and quietly withdrow.

Mr. Quelch, having dealt with Jimmy
Carfax, went back to his desk, and
morning lessons proceeded.

It scemed an endless morning to the
Removites.  They stifled their yawns,
end kept glancing at thoe Foim-room
clock, the hands eof which zeemed to be
standing still,

At last the weleome word of dismissal
came, and the juniors filed out with sighs
o' relicf,

After a stroll in the Close with Harry
Wharton & Co., Jimmy Carfax went
along to Mr. Prout’s study, in order to
have a chat with hin,

On reaching the study, Jimmy heard a
heated altercation going on inside the
apartment.

Mr. Prout was “letting off steam ™ to
some purpose,

“You had no right, Quclch, to belp-
Lour my nephew in that manner! It
vas disgraceful—it was infamous, sir! 1
looked into your Form-room and saw yon
iy the very act. You wero chastising my
rephew Jamoes without mercy |

“Be calm, my dear Prout—"

“Calm!” hooted Mr. Prout. “Would
yvou be calm, sir, if you had a nephew in
my Form, and you saw me in the act of
brutally castigating him? I am annoyed,
sir] I am overflowing with rightcous
indignation !”

It was Mr. Quelch’s turn to get angry.

““The punishment I meted out to your
ncphew was fully deserved.”

* Nonsense !”

“W-w-what ¢”

“Tiddlesticks, sir! My nephew is cer-
tainly & young jackanapes at times, but
he would never do anvthing to merit so
scvere a  punishmenut. I consider,
Quelch, that you acted in a very heavy-
hranded manner!™
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My. Quelch was about to make a healed
reply when Jimminy Clarfax ~pped into
the study, with the mmtention of pouring
oil on the troubled waters. Jimmy was
afraid that the two masters would be at
cach other's throals unless he quickly
itervened.

“I couldn't help hearing what you
vere saving., Uncle DPaul,” said Jimmy.,
“I want to tell you that it was all my
fault,  Mr. Quelch was guite right io
punish me as he Jdid.”

“Really, James —"

“I wrote a poem about him during the
lesson, and  libelled  himn fearfully,”
Jiunmy went on.  “Ile simply had to
cance me. It's a wonder he didu't take
me to the Head.”

“Oh!” ejaculated My, I'vout. *Then
you adinit that you were in the wrong,
James?h

* Absolutely, uncle!™

Mr. Prout’s wrath simmered down at
cnce, and lhe turned apologetically to his
colloague.

“I ain afraid I was {oo premature in
my judgment, Quelch. I have taxed you
with brutality, but 1 now see that you
were quite justified in punishing my
nephew as you did. I withdraw my

remarks without reservation. Will you
thake hands?”
Mr. Queleh’s face cleared, nsnd he

smiled, and ecordially grasped the prof-
fered hand of his collearue.

Jimmy Carfax smiled, too, happy in
the knowledge that harmony was
restored between the two masters,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

The Cup-ties!

OOTBALL fever had Greyfriars

F in its grip on Saturday afternoon,

There were four matches to be

decided. They were not all start-

ing at the same time. The first match

on the programme was Sixth versus

Second—or (hanta versus  Iiruies, as
Lob Cherry styled it
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A peal of laughter rang out as the rival captains met together in the centre of the pitch. Wingatc towered over Dicky
Nugent like a Colossus. The captain of Greyfriars spun a eoin. “* Heads ! *’ cried Dicky. ** Heads it is ! ’* said Wingate,

““ Good—we'll kick with the wind !’ said Nugent.

**Line up, Second ! *’

(Sve Chapter B.)

Special Boating Supplement next week !

A winner !
Tur Macxer Lisrany.—No, 825,
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Everybody flocked down to the ground
to see the fun.

““It will be worth a guinea a bhox to see
wmy minor crawling under Wingate's
legs " chuckled Frank Nugent.,

*“Yes; rather!”

“Your minoi's. a silly young ass not

to have . scratched.” said  Harry
Wharton. ““Tha result’s a foregone con-
civsion. The only question is, how many

oy

goals will' the Sixth pile up

“Well, if they score at the rate of a
goal a minute they'll win by ninety to
nil!"” said Bob Cherry,

““Ha, ha, ha!”

The quaint match attracted an enor-
mous' ecrowd of spectators. They stood
two deep all around the touchline,

Dicky Nugent led his team on to the
field amid a burst of ironical cheering.

“Hurrah !

“Play un, the midgets!

“Let the Sixth down lightly, and don't
bag too many goals!” bellowed Bolsover
major.

“Ha, ha, ha "

Dicky Nugent had a smart Tittle team,
and the fags were looking very grim and
determined. They had precious little
hope of winning, or even of forcing a
draw, but they meant to keep the Sixth-
Former's rate of scoring with'n reason-
able limits,

The fags induiged in pot-shots at goal
whilst waiting for the great Wingate to
march his moen on to the field.

But the Sixth were a long time coming.
It was rumoured that there was trouble
in their ranks, and that a heated argu-
ment was in progress in the dressing-
reom. Thesubject of the argument was,
“to play or not to play "

Wingate was in favour of playing,
partly because he had set his heart on
the Coker Cup coming to the Sixth—
partly because he wanted to teach the
precocious fags a lesson,

Gwynne and Faulkner and Ham-
mersley, and several others, supported
Wingate; but Loder and North
Carno and Walker were all against play-
ing. They had rather hoped that the
fags would ‘“‘scratch™ at the last
mament,

The crowd began to wax impatient.

“Come along, the Sixth!”

“Hurry up, there!”

“We're weiting for you, Wingate !”

The captain of Greyfriars put an end
to the argument by leading his men on
to the field. DBut {IE! only led seven of
them. Four remained behind in the
dressing-room.,

Wingate turned his head.

“You fellows coming " he asked.

‘No!” growled Loder. *“We're not
going to make ourselves look ridiculous
llefore the whole school!™

“Very well,” said Wingate. “I'veo
no doubt we shall be able to lick the
fags without your help.”

Dicky Nugent & Co. brightened up
considerably when they saw that they
had a team of seven opposing them in-
stead of a team of eleven,

“We've got a sporting chance, after
all, you fellows!” said Dicky. * Four of
the seniors are standing down.”

“0Oh, good!”

A peal of laughter rang out as the
rival captains met together in the centre
of the pitch.

Wingate towered over Dicky Nugent
like a Clolossus, They shook hands, and
the captain of Greyvfriars spun a coin.

" Heads ! cried Dicky Nugent.

“ Heads it is,” said Wingate,

Dicky clapped his hands gleefully.

3

and .

“We'll kick with the wind,” he said.
“Line up, you fellows!"

The fage toock up their positions with
alacrity. They were on tip-tee with
cagerness and enthusiasm.

'he Sixth-Formers lined up in a ver[y
curious manner. ‘There was a goal-
keeper, one full-back, two half-backs,
and three forwards. It was & mere
skeleton of a team. Even with four
absentees, however, it seemed only too
probable that the seniors would trounce
the fags.

Mr. Larry Lascelles was the referee.
He . blew s whistle, and the ball was
set rolling.

There was a voar from the touchline.

“Go it, the Lalliputians!”

“Put your beef into it!”

The fags started off with a determined
dash. Their forwards dodged round the
long legs of the Sixth-Formers, and made
a concerted movement towards the goal.
- Dicky Nugent sent the ball whizzing
in, but Hamumersley, who held the fort,
ficlded the leather with ease, and punted
it up the field.

But the fags were not to be denied.
They came again, with another of their

lightning rushes.

The seniors were made to look rather
foolish.
with the nimble-footed fags, and they
hesitated to charge them for fear of
hurting them,

Pat Gwynne, at back, was tricked .in
a manner that evoked roars of laughter
from the crowd.

Dicky Nugent tapped the ball between
Gwynne’s legs; then he dodged round
the Sixth Form giant, and recovered the
ball, and fired it in with all his force.

It was a fast, low shot, and Hammer-
sley dived a fraction of a eecond too
late. The ball evaded his frantie clutch
and crashed past him into the net,

“Goal I

The roar which went up might have
been heard in Friardale.

Within five minutes of the start Dicky
Nugent had scored ! True, the Sixth had
a depleted team, and they had not yet
got nto their stride. At the same time,
Dicky’s achievement was worthy of high
praiso.

“Two to one on the fags!” yelled Bob
Cherry. “Go it, ye cripples!”

‘The Becond-Formers warmed to their
work, and the Sixth had some very
anxtous moments. But at last the tide
of battle turned, and Wingate raced
away with the ball. The juvenile backs
tackled him fearlessly, but they could not
dispossess him, Wingate shook them off
like a bull flicking flics from its tail;
then he ran on, and drove the ball into
the net.

“Goal "

After that equalising goul the Sixth
had all the play. But they could not add
to their score,

. The fags packod their goal, and every
time a shot came it was charged down or
headed away.

Half-time arrived with the score at
1-—1, and the plucky fags received quite
an ovation.

But Dicky Nugent & Co. could not
hold out for ever against their weighly
opponents.

In the second half the tired fags were
Ellnyml to a standstill, and the Sixth-
formers put on three goals without
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They were too clumsy to cope

Don’t forget the ‘‘ Holiday Annual,”” chums—

much trouble. The fags broke away
oceasionally, but -they could hot score,
and werc roundly and soundly beatien by
four goals to one. But they had played
like heroes, and Wingate was the first
to congratulate them when the game was
oVer,

The other three cup-ties were now
played, on three separate fields.

The tit-bit of the matches was the

| mecting of the Remove and their old

rivale, the Upper Fourth,.

It was a hard, gruelling game, but
Temple & Co soon realised that they
hadn't a hope. Time and again they
bombarded the Remove goal, but Jimmy
Carfax gave a startling display and re-
fused to be beater. All sorts and con-
ditions of shots were rained in upon
him, but he never faltered.

Meanwhile, the Remove forwards were
not idle. Harry Wharton scored in the
first half from a perfect pass by Vernon-
Smith; and in the second half Frank
Nugent scored number two.

Temple & Co. fought gamely to the
end, but Jimmy Carfax brought all their
efforts to nought. He kept his citadel
intact throughout; and everybody
agreed, when the match was over, that
Jimmy was the finest junior custodian
Greylriars had ever séen.

The other two matches resulted in a
victory for the Third Form over the
First, and a runaway win for the Fifth
over the Shell.

Harry Wharton & Co. were surprised,
for they had expected the Shell to hold
their own.

Blundell of the Fifth happened to pass
the Removites. His face was flushed and

radiant,
“I eay, DBlundell!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “How did you manage to lick

the Shell with a burbling duffer like
Coker in your team?"”

Blundell halted.

“Coker played the game of hig life!”
he said. LAl

“What !"" gasped, the juniors in chorus.
They had always regarded Horace Coker
as the biggest rluilifi:r who had ever
donned football boots.

“Fact,” said Blundell, “We were
expecting old Coker to play a.putrid
game. Fle generally does, as you know.
We expected him to charge his own
men off the ball and all that sort of
thing. But we {ried an experiment this
afterndon, and it worked like a charm,
Instead of sticking Coker in the forward
line, we put him at right back. He
threw his weight about, and defended
like a Trojan!”

“My hat!” i

“I could kick myself for not having
thought of playing Coker in that posi-
tion before,” said Blundell. “He
gencrally plays in the forward line, and
makes an unearthly hash of things. But
we've now discovered that Coker's a de-
fender—not an attacker. Of course, he
15n't a polished player. His methods are
rather crude. DBut he held up the Shell
forwards, and bowled 'em over like
skittles every time they tried to force
their way through.”

Bob Cherry gave a low whistle of
astonishment,

“Wonders will never cease!” he said.
“Fancy old Coker covering himsell with
glory on the footer field !

“It's a fair staggerer!” said Vernon-
Smith.

Blundell rubbed his hands with keen
satisfaction.

“We won how we liked,” he said. It
was a walk-over. We were two up at
half-time, and five up at the finish. I
tell you, my infants, the Fifth are going
to lift the Coker Cup !

Keep your eyes on the Chat ! Bumper programmes in store !
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“Nover!” exclaimed Harry Wharton
& Co. m chorus.

“You wait and see!” said Blundell,
who secmed to be simply bursting with
tonfidence. “I don't care who we have
to meet in the next round—Sixth,
Remove, or Third. We'll wipe up the
ground with them!” ‘

And Blunde!l pas=ed on,
mishtily pleased with himself.

'Yhe cupties formed the one topic of
conversation that evening in study and
dormitory, Common-room and corridor.

Tweo features stood out prominently in
connection with the games. One was the
wonderful goalkeeping of Jimmy Carfax,
the other was the sudden and surprising
improvement of Horace Coker.

Theé first round ui the struggle was
over, Four teams had bitten "the dust,
and four remalned in the competition,
And everybody awaited with eager im-
patience the draw for the second round,
which would also be the semi-final.

looking

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Battle of the Giant;!

6 REAT news!"
Jimmy Carfax burst into
Study No. 1 like a whirlwind.

Jimmy's handsome face was
glowing with delight.

The Famous Five were assemblod in
Study No. 1 talking footer.

Bob Cherry was seated on the {alle,
swinging his legs to and fro like pendu-
lums, and suggesting a suitable pluce {0
keep the Coker Cup—when the Remove
had won it!

Bob seemed to forget ihe old adage
that there is many a slip "twixi the enp
and the lip.

The boisterous entry of Jimmyv (larfav
caused Bob Cherry to stop shout in the
middle of a sentence,

“Great news!”

Jiutny
breathlessly,

repeated

All eyes were turned towands the
speaker,

“What's all the exrcitement abw?”
asked Harrv Whartan. “Week's
holiday for CGroyfriars?”

“*No."

“Bunter’s  postal-order  arvived  af
lazt?" suggested Nugent.

“*Bless Dunter's postal-order!  The

draw for the next round 15 just oni—and
the Remove play the Thivd I

The Famous Five danecd
high glee.

aronnd 1n

This was indeed pood news! It
presaged an easy passage inlo the final,
for, barring accidents, 1lie Remove

cloven were cortain to beat the fags of
the Third.

“Loud cheers!” chortled Baly Cherry.
“We're in elover, and no mi=take !

“Dame Lortune has  smilelnlly
beamed upon us!” zail Hurvee Singh,
beaming himself.  “We shall wopfully
wipe up the ground with (he esteonied
and ludicrons fags!™

“Yes, rather!”

Bob Cherry, in his exuberance, put his
arm round the waist of Jinnny Uarfax, 4
and waltzed him round the =hudv. send-
ing the chairs flying, and alinost putting
his bhoot through the glas- pansl of tha
hookease

When orvider had been resiored, Jimmn
Clarfax explained that he had just come
from his uncle’s study, wherve the diaw
had taken plaee,

“1f we're playing the Third, then the
Fifth are playing the Sixth—what #"
sacd Johnny Bull,

Jimmy Carfax nodded

.7

expect to defeat the Remove,
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A DELIBERATE FOUL!

was a roar from the onlookers.

Loder despaired of beating his man by fair means, so he resorted to shady factics,
He *“ made a back ** for Blundell, and the Fifth-former went sprawling. There
“Foul ! **
(See Chapter 6.)

1 ¥

*“Play the game, Loder

“The battle of the giants,” he said.
“The two matches are coming off on
Wednesday.”

Harry Wharton
TrAve,

“0Of course, the Sixzth will wallop the-
Fifth, and then we shall have to meet
"emi in the final,” he said. * Afvaid we
sha'n't have a hope!” :

Even Bob Cherry, geniol  ondimast
thongh he was, had to agree with his
chum,

The Remove had a pgreat feam—a
dashing, determined, never-zay-die coni-
hination—bnt how could they humanly
hope to heat the giants of the Rixth in
the linal?

Still, football was a gampe of snrprises,
and the Remove wonld go mio the fray
with siout hearts—in the same danntless
snirtt that the knights of old 1ude into
the fourney.

The result of the draw sprrad like
wildiive through the school. It deall a
death-hlow to the hopes of the fags of
the Third, They eould not veasonably
Pk thien,

became  suddenly

as thoir  skipper, George T'abb,
vemarked, it was better to anoet the
Remove than the Fiith or Sistl.

VWhen  Wednesday  afternoon  eame
round all roads led to th: playing-
lields,

The games were to bLe played

soparately, the Remove v. Third mateh
being the first to be staged.

The fags played pluckily enough, bul
they were run ofl their feet.

Harry Wharton & Co, didn’t believe mn
leaving anything to chanes,  They piled

np as many goals as possible. They
found the net five times before the
mterval: and in the second half they
ran riot, and goals were as plentiful as
blackberries.

The fags defence crumpled up com-
pletely under continuous pressuve:; and
the Remove ran off winners, with the
remarkable score of 14 to 0!

The game had been a farce. Jimmy
Carfax, in the Remove goal, had not
onee heen called upon to handle tha
ball !

“Well, we've romped into the final all
right,” said Bob Cherry. * Now welll
go and see the Sixth put it across the
Iifth.

“T'm not zo sure that they will,” said
Vernon-Smith,  * The Sixth are helow
strength, Faulkner's dewn with the 'fu,
and Gwynne's bean called away. 1 the
[ifth play like they did against the Shell,
they might pull it off I

“Rats! The age of miracles is past!”
said Frank Nugent.

The two senior teams were lining up
for the fray.

There was an air of confidence about
the Fifth-I"ormers. They were trained (o
concert-pitch, and were cager for the
game to start. They had a grim task in
frant of them, but they faced it mn the
right spril

The Sixth, on the olher hand, wera
looking a trille anxions and uneasy. 1 b
absenee of Gwynne and Faolkner would
he seriously felt, There were two substi-
tutes in the team, of course: but the
anhstitutes were not nearly so good a8

Tell your friends about the MAGNET’S grand new serial |
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the fellows
taking.

Blundell
choico of ends.
the Fifth kicked off with a strong wind
behind them,

Thare weas & roar from the touchline.

“On the ball!"

“Go it, the giddy giants

The Filth started off with tremendous
dash.

Blundell and Hilton and TFitzgerald in-
dulged in a clever bout of passing, and
they ran the ball well down the field,

ammersley, in the Sixth Forin goal,
had to be on his guard,

The backs were Loder and Walker, and
they wére unsteady under pressure.

Blundell tricked Loder easily, and
fired in a great shot. But Hammersley
brought off an equally great save.

“Well stopped, sir!"

“Good try, Blundell!™

‘“Keep it up, the Fifth!"

But it was now the turn of Wingate's
men to put in a spell of attacking.

The captain of Greyfriars raced
through on his own, and he looked a
certain scorer, when Coker seemed to
:t]pring up suddenly from nowhere, and

1spossess him of the ball.

he onlookers fairly gasped.
were too astonished to cheer.

Horace Coker had always been looked
upon a3 a duffer of duffers, so far as
football was concerned. Yet he had
actually beaten the captain of Greyfriars
in & tussle for the ball!

Wingate looked dazed. He had been
in the very act of shooting when Coker
had robbed him in that amazing
Sunte ol g 1 the ski

y only aunt!” gasped the skipper
of the Sixth. * Kither you've come on a
lot at footer, Coker, or eclse that was a
hawling fluke!"

(C'oker laughed breathlessly.

“Not mueh fluke about it,"” he said.
“I'm a jolly sight hetter player than I
used to be, Wingate! I admit that 1
was always a failure in the forward line.
I was neither use nor ornament. DPut
when they tried the experiment of play-
ing me at right-back, it worked like a
charm !"

Wingate looked grim. He could
clearly sco that the Sixth would have
all their work cut ont to win the match.

For a long spell after this the ball
bobbed about in midfield.

The halves on each side were playing
a spoiling game, and the respeetive
forwards found it diflicult to get the
ball away.

At last, however, Blundell got clear.
He made a bre-line for goal, and Loder
of the Sixth loomed up to intercept him.

Loder despaired of beating his man hy
feir means, so he resorted to shady
taectics. He “made a back " for Blun-
dell, and the Fifth-Former went sprawl-
ing.

There was a roar from the onlookers.

“Foul !"

‘“Play the game, Loder!”

The referee had seen the infringement,
He blew his whistle, and promptly
awarded the Fifth a penalty-kick,

" Blundell, who had fallen very heavily,
scrambled to his feet, and he took the
kick himself,

Crash !

The ball came red-hot from Blundeli's
boot, and whizzed over the goalic's
shoulder and into tho top of the net.

“Goal !

The Fifth had drawn first blood
against their donghty opponents, and the
crowd cheered them to the echo.

whose places they were

tossed with Wingate for

e

They

- You’ve solved the piotures ? Good !
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He won the toss, and | goal!"” he said wrathful

best of the batch—the MAGNET !

Wingate, his face flushed with anger,
went striding up to Loder,

“¥You made théem a i::resenl: of that

y. “That was
a deliberate and beastly foul on Blundell,
If you do it again I shall ask the referee
to send you olf the field !

Loder scowled, but said nothing. He
had nothing to say,

The interval arrived shortly after-
wards, with the I'ifth leading by a goal
to nothing.

Wingate rallied his men with rousing
words during the ‘‘breather.” On the
re-start, the Sixth played a storming
game, They had the wind behind them
now, and they made the most of  it.

“Now we shall see some fireworks!”
said Bob Cherry, who was standing with
his chums on the touchline.

“Yes, rather!”

“The esteemed Wingate will kick-
fully score a goal!” furmured Hurree
Singh,.

Scarcely had the dusky junior spoken
the words when Wingate received the
ball from the right wing, and ecrashed
it into the net with terrific foree.

"Gﬂﬂ]?u

The Sixth were having all the play
hereabouts. They penned the Fifth in
their own half and attacked fiercely.

Coker did his best to hold up the
attackers, and he succeeded for a time.
But he could not prevent Tom North
putting the ball in for the Sixth, who
weére now on ton,

“It's all over, bar shouting!" :zaidl
Harry Wharton. _
“Afraid so,"  said Johnny Jull.

making a wry face, “The Sixth will
win, and we shall have to meet them in
the Final."

But the
praphets.

The Fifth had not vet shot their bolt.
They had got over their bad pateh; and
they now rallied with rare spirit.

After Blundell had forced ILoder to
coneede a corner, Fitzgerald placed the
ball with fine judgment, for Hilton to
head it into the net.

“(Goal I”

The scores were level again, And
they remained level until ten minutes
from the end,

Then Dotter iried a long shot, from
thirty yards out.

Loder saw the danger, and he got his
head to the ball. Unfortunately, how-
ever, he headed it the wrong way, and
it was deflected into the net.

“The—the Fifth are on ton!™ gasped
Harry Wharton, like a feillow in a
dream. “Give 'em o cheer!”

“*Hurrah "

The Sixth ralied desperaiely in the
closing slazes.

Wingate came within an ace of
scoring, his shot skmraming the eross.
bar. .Then North fired in a fievee shot
which Coker charged down.

The Fifth kept their lines intact until
the final whistle rang out; and they ran
offl. winners by three goals to two, after
one of the siernest tugslez which had
ever taken place on Big Side.

It was a proud moment for Blundell
and his men, and it was a huamiliating
moment for the mighty men of the
Sixth,

The air rang with cheering, and the
Fifth-Formers were given a tremendous
ovation.  They had played with rare
dash against heavier and more experi-
enced opponents, and they had won
tho day. The words of the poet aptly
described their preat performance:

“It was a famous victory!"

juniors proved to be poor

Go

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Jimmy's Jape!

IMMY CARFAX was strolling
J uiider the old elms in the Close,

He was in gay spirits, and he

hummed a merry tune as he
patrolled to and fro in the darkness.

It was the eve of the Final for the
Coker Cup. There was great excite-
ment at Greyfriars; but 7t was -generally
believed that the Remove would never
be able to hold the greatly-improved
Fifth Form eleven. A team that had
beaten the Sixth could surely acecount
for the Remove !

It was wvery chilly in the Close, but
Jimmy Carfax was well wrapped up, and
he was enjoying the exercice.

All the other fellow? were within
doors, and.in a few moments it would
e bed-time for the Remove,

Suddenly the purring of an automo-
bile came to Jimmy's ears. He glanced
towards Lhe school-gates, and saw that a
car was drawing up ouiside them. The
gleam of the headlights was almost
dazzling.

The driver of the car tooted impa-
tiently at his horn,
Gosling had locked the gates long

ago, and he seemed to be deaf to the
repeated tooting.

“That johnnie wants to come iny
evidently,” murmured Jimmy Carfax.
“T'll go and give Gosling a yell.”

He sprinted down to the porter’s
lodge and stepped inside.
William Gosling, the keeper of the

gate, was sitting before the fire in his
parlonr, His hands were folded in the
region of his Jower waisteoat-button,
and he was {ast asleen,

Toot-toot ! came from without,

Jimmy Carfax hailed Gosling with a
mighty shout. Dut the only response
was a deep snore,

Jimmy strode towards the slumbering
porter, and gave him a violent shake.

Grosling opened first one eye, and-then
thhe other, and he blinked drowsily at

the intrader,
“NWharrer Carfax "

he mumbled. :

“Chap outside wanis to come in,” said
Jimmy., ‘“He’s in a car. Can't you
*hear him toot-tooting 7"

(rosling settled himself more comfort-
albly in the chair.

“Which 'e ran keep on
till 'e gets tired ! he =aid.
to "ave forty winks.”

“DBut he might be a povernor of the
school ! shouted Jimmy Carfax,

id Eh ?r:t

Gosling shot bolt upright at the sug-

marrer, Master

toot-tootin®
“T'm goin’

gestion,
“You'd better go and open the
gates,” said Jimmy., “ Whoever the

merry visitor 1s, he's gelting morve and
more annoyed every minule, Just hark
at him!"

The driver of the car was not only
tooting the horn, but he was giving
vent to a flow of expletives.

“Where's that scoundrel Gosling?
Why doesn't he come an’ open this con-
founded gate, begad? The lazy hound!
I'll lay my huntin’-crop across his
shoulders !"

Gosling rose to his feet in alarm.

“Why, that's Sir 'Ilton Popper!” he
muttered.

“A governor?"” queried Jimmy Car-
fax.

“Yes, an' a barrow-net. Which ‘e
don't like Lein’ kept waitin’.”

“Then you'd better lstle,™

in and win {
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Gosling lighted a lantern, and took a
bunch of keys off the nail near the door.
Then he shuffled out into the darkness.

“Oh, .there you are!” boomed the
irate  voicé of Bir Hilion Popper.
“¥'ve been waitin’ here ten minutes, by
George! What d'you mean Dby it,
hey **

“Which I'm main sorry, sir,” stut
tered Gosling; *“‘but I was jest 'aving
A nap.”

“Sleepin’ at your post. hey? Tl
report this to Dr. Locke. It's high time
vou were pensioned off an’ somebody
more active was put i charge of the
gate !"’

Gosling fumbled with the keys, and
the big gates weve swung open.  Sit
Hilton steered his car slowly into the
Close,

“Good-evening,  sir!"
Jimmy Carfax cheerfully.

The baronet gave a snorl,

“Who are you?"” he demanded.

““Mr. Prout's nephew, sir. I'm slay-
ing at Greyfriars for a month. If you
want to garage your car in the shed, 1'l]
go and open the doors!”

“Thanks !” said Sie Hilton grufily.

Jimmy Carfax sped =™ through the
darkness,

Adjoining  the bieyele-shod Was
another and a more spacious shed,
which was used for the housing of cars.

Jimmy .swung open the doors, and Sir
Hilton P e '
the shed. Having stepped ont and
switched off the lights, he joined Jimmy
Carfax in the Close,

“I have come to sce this cup final
which is to 'be played to-morrow,” he
confided to Jimmy,

“0Oh, yes, siv!”

I hoped to get here in time to have
dinner with Dr. Locke, but I had a
breakdown on the road. I'm tired.
begad, an’ I'm anxious to turn in. You
might acquaint the Head of my presence
and tender my apologies. Do you hap-
pen to know which room has been pre-
paved for me?”

“Yes, sir,” =zaid
“Step this way!”

A demon of mischief had entered into
Jimmy Carfax, He was seized by an
irresistible impulse to play a practical
joke on the irascible baronet, and on his
own uncle.

In that reckless moment Jimmy did
not stop to weigh the possible conse-
quences of his action. He led Sir Hilton
Pnpmr into the building, and up the
main staircase,

The baronet followed in silence. He
was feeling tired and irritable. He had
attended a governors' meeting in Lon-
don that day, and had then molored
down to Greyfriars. The breakdown on
the road had delayed him considerably,
and he was thoroughly weary. Rarly
though the hour was, Sir Hillon was
anxious to get to bed.

It was to Mr. Prout’s bed-room’ {hat
Jimmy Carfax led the unsuspecting
baronet.

Jimmy opened the door and switched
on the electrie light.

“Here you are, sir!” le said cheor-
fully,

Sir Iilten glanced round the neat,
cosy apartment, and Jimumy's heart was
n‘.t]:!'i_lzia Tmith for a moment.

td the baronet recognise this r
being Mr. Prout’s bmiﬁ'nm‘n? e
. Apparently he did not, for hie stopped
mmto the room with a muttered word of
thanks,

Jimmy Carfax withdrow, chuckling

sang ouk

briskly,

Jimmy

The author at the top of the tree—Frank

opper manceuvred his car into }

Gosling gazed up-
wards with terror-
stricken eyes. Mr.
Prout had set foot
on the top ladder.
Then, with the
ladder swaying
dangerously, he
climbed down
hand under hand,
“0Oh, Jeminy !
exclaimed the
porter. “He'll
break ’'is meck I’
(See Chapter B.)

L) U T

o Ry A

o

A HAZARDOUS DESCENT!

softly to himsell as Lo descended the
stairs,

There was a sudden hum of voices,
mingled with the sound of footsteps, as
of an army approaching.

The Remove were coming up to bed.
They swarmed up the stairs, and Jimmy
Cartax, realising that it was bed time,
turned to accompany them.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" ejaculated Bab

Cherry. “You secmn jolly anmsed about
something, Carfax. = What's the merry
joke "

Jimmy gave anoilier chuekle.

“I suppose you fellows have heard of
Sir Hilton Popper?” he said.

“Yes, rather!” said Irank Nuzeut,
““Awlul old marlinet!”

“Well, I've j_u'r.lr put bim lo bed.™

“W-w-what ?"

““He turned up just now, in hLis ear,
and told e he had cowe 1o sre the
Cup Final to-morrow. Ie¢ sgemed
wetty fagged, and wouted to get to

ed, so I've taken Lim nlong 10 my
uncle's bed-room.”

“(ireat Scott !

The juniors starcd vlankly at Jimn:y
Carlax.

“You—you've put- old Dopper in
Prouty's bed-room?" gasped Ilarry
Wharton.

Jimmy noddéd.

“Oh, my hat! Thlere will be an un-
holy row about this!"”

“I should like to see Prouly’s fuce
when he finds a giddy iuterloper in his
bed ! chuckled Tom Brown. It will
be worth a guinea a box !

*1Ia, ha, lfm B

“Well, it's a jape I should never have
the nerve to plav.” =aid Mark Linles.
“Your uncle will have youn on the earpel
in the morning, Carfax.”

“Whoe carez?’ said Jummy lLight-
heartedly.
The DRemoviles flocked inlo their

dormitery. Sowne of them were lookiug
highly amused, but the others looked a
trifle scarcd. Japing a master aned a
governor of the school at the same time
was likely Lo have serious consequences.

It was not until miudnight that Mr.
Paul Prout betook himself to his bed-
rooi.

Mr, Prout had been sitling up late in
Liis study, poring over the works of
Thueyvdides and olher learned men of
old.

The maszier of the Fifth yvawned poe-
lentously as he elimbed the wide slaie-
case aud passed along the corridor to
his rooun.

Mr, Prout opened ihie door and =tepped
inside,  All was peaceful and serene.
oir Hilton Popper had long ago paszed
into o deep sleep - full of  sweet
dreams, atd  Lealth, and  guict
breathing.”

So. weary wa- AMe. 'roul, and =o
anxious to get inlo hed, that he did not
gren bother to swileh on the light,  Ile
undresscd in the darkened room amd
proped for lins pyjamas, whith Iay on a
chair,

Having douned hiz pyviamas, Mr. Prout
stavted to punch the bed, as was his
custom, Lo make it nice and cosy in the
micldle,

Biff ! Thd !

Mr. Prout starled back with a gasp of
alarm, and siannltantously a roar of
anguish beomed through the darkness,

“Bless my  soul!” murmured Mr.,
Prout. tSomne interloper == 50mo
andacious intruder—has got into my
bed ™

(Continued on page 16.)

Richards !
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of the puzzle-pictures the name of the footballer
which you think the picture represents. Surely a
simple enough task—only six names to discover
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In all there will be EIGHT SETS OF PICTURES,
so keep your solutions until the final set appears.
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Back numbers of the MAGNET, in which the six
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| THE COKER CHALLENCE CUP!

(Continued from page 13.)

=

The master of the I'ifth groped his
way towards the clectric light. switch
and turned 1t on. LThen he glanced at
the bed and beheld Sir Iilton Popper,
i-;‘tliIing up and blinking in the sudden
ight,

The baronel was extremely wrathful
at having his slumbers so rudely dis-
turbed.
f"How dare you, sir{” he thundered.
“How dare you enter my room in the
middle of the night and awaken e by
thumping me violently in  the ribs?
!'_[a;;g.- vou taken leave of your senses;
KLY !

Mr.. Prout fairly gasped. He con-
sidered that he was the injured party,
not Sir Hillon Popper. The baronet
had calmly commandeered his room
and his bed. It was monslrous—un-
heard-of ! -

Sir Hilton was splultering with wrath.
I am surprised at you, Prout! ‘lo
think that you, a master—a man of
mature vears—should play o schoolboy
prank of this nature! You have dis-
turbed my slumbers, sir, an’ I shall find
it impossible to gel to sleep again lo-
night ! Leave my room at .once!”

t was Mr, Prout’s turn to get angry.

“Your room?” he shouted. *Since
when has it been your room, sir? 'This
15 my bed-room—my own private room
~—which you have invaded !”

“Oh, gad!”

The baronet slared blankly at Mr.
Prout.

“You have violaled
quarters, siz!” hooled the incensed
master of the Fifth. “Iad you asked
my pernussion to sleep here it would
have been readily granted. But you did
not ask. You have ecalmly com-
wandeered my room and occupied my
bed! Do you call that the conduct of
a gentleman, sir?" ,

Sie Hilton Popper was femporarily at
# losg,

Y [—I——""he began,

“I must ask you to vacale my bed
immediately ! stormed My. Prout.

“But--but I was escorled 1o this room
on my arrival—--"

“By whom "

"By your nepliew.”

“Oh "

Mr. Proul began to sce daylight. ITe
knew that Jimmy Carfax had a
penchant for playing practical jokes,
and he could see Jimmy's hand in this.

“We have been fooled, Sir Hilton !
said My, Prout, after a pause. “My
nepliew, who is a rather flippant and
facelious youlh, has condueted you to
the wrong room.”

Well,

my sleeping

“The dickens hLe has! he
couldn't have conducted me to a more
cosy room,” said the baronet. “T am
fuite ‘comfortable liere, an’ I don't pro-
pose to shift.”

“What I gasped Mr. Prout.

Sir " Hilton settled himself
bed, with a yawn,

- “Mave the goodness lo turn aul the
hght,” he murmured. “I find il dazzlin’
10 my eyes,”

“But—but this is my
aliost shrieked My, Prout,

“I'm afraid you must find [resh
quarters  for 1he night,” said the
barouet. “I've no intention of getlin’
up an’  walkin'  through dranghty
corridors to another room, an' gettin’

down iu

room, sir!”

into a cold bLed.
I am.” -

Mr. Proul raved and
wotested, but all to no purpose. Then
e {ried entreaties, but these were
cqually futile, Finally, he was obliged
to gather up lus clothes and turn out
the light and rvetire from the room.
Nothing short of sheer foree would have
shifted Sir Hilton Popper, and- Mr:
Prout, furious though he was, could not
possibly cmploy force against a
governor,

The master of the Fifth sct off in
quest of fresh -sleeping quarters. e
roamed about in hLis pyjamasz, explor-
ing room after room, but never finding
an untenanted one,

Myr. Proul was hopelessly stranded,
like Ishmael in the desert.

At last he was compelled to go back
to his own study and to spend the night
—or, rather, what was left of it--on the
sofa.

The fire had burned low, and the
night was chilly, It was therefore
hardly surprising that Mr. Prout did
not sleecp a wink. And he mentally
resolved to make watters warm for his
nephew in the morning,

I'm quile happy where

stormed and

e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Prisoner!

1 OW many "
Bob ~ Cherry, asked
question, with a nole

sympathy in his tone,

Jimmy Carfax had just emerged from
Mr. Prout’s study, rubbing his lLands
tightly together, and the Iammous IMive
were waiting for Juumy in the corridor,

““Three on cach paw!” le said, in
reply to DBob herry's question,
“Unele aul laid em on good and hard,
too L Btill, the jape was well worth it !”

“I reckon you've got off jolly lightly,
Carfax,” said Harry Wharton. “You
caused no end of a rumpus last night
by putting Popper in Prouty's room.”

Jimmy Carfax grinned, and made an
examination of his burning palms.
Thrim distinet weals could be scen on
cach,

“Of course, this was only a
my punishment,” he said.
detained for the afternoon.”

“What!"

Tho TFamous Five were thoroughly
alarmed.  Jimmy's slatement had the
effect of a bombshell,

“Detained " gasped Nugent,

“Yes; I pointed out to Unele Paul
that I was playing in the cup final this
afternoon. I asked him if he could
detain  me  some other afternoon
imstead.  But he was in a fearful wax,
and wouldn'l consent.”

“Oh erumbs !

The juniors groaned aloud in chorne,

Gone were their - fond dream- of
defeating the Vifth and winning ihe
Coker Cup.  Without Jiamy Carfax,
they would be as a ship without a steers-
man, They had been counting on
Jinmmy to give a great display in goal,
and to keep the IFifth Form forwards at
bay. But with Jimmy absent their
hopes of winning sank down to zero.

Bulstrode, the regular Remove goalie,
wis a4 good man. Buat he lacked the
;_':l'niu’-: atd wizardry of mem_x' Carfax.
Bulstrode was fairly sound and fadrly
reliable, bhut he could net perform
miracles, Jimmy Carfax could: at any
rate, it scemed like it, judging by his
previous displays,

*“Well, that's fawly ecavsed it
Dol Cherry

the
of

part of
“I've been

sail

{ required desperate remedies.

Another ripping Greyfriars yarn next Monday, boys!

“It's. good-bye to the Coker Cup!"™
said Johnny Bull lugubriously.

* Let us girdfully put on sackeloth and
ashes, and, mournfully weep!” said
Hurree Singh.

Jimmy Carfax laughed.

“Don't be a set of Dismal Jimmies!"
he said. *““Each of you wanis to be a
Jovial Jimmy, like me! Trust me to
find ways and means of dodging deten-
tion !"

“But your uncle will never relent—-"
he'gan Nugent,

‘I don’t suppose he will, for a
moment. He's in a ramping rage about
what happened last night. But I've
quite made up my mind to play this
afternoon, so you needn't worry!"

Harry Wharton stared at the speaker.

“But if you break detention and come
down to the ground, vour uncle will
follow you and bring you back,” he
said,

*“0Oh, no,
conlidently,

*What's to prevent him "

“A cute little wheeze of nine.
hit upon one already.”

The juniors pressed Jimmy Carfax for
details, but these he refused to give.

“Now, vou're not to worry about
me,” said Jimmy. “You'll find I shall
turn up at the match all serene. Hallo!
There .goes the bell for morning lessons.”

The juniors trooped along to the
REemove Form-room, and nothing more
was said on the subject of Jimmy Carfax
Lreaking detention.

Jimmy, however, had his litile scheme
all ent and dried. It was a desperate
scheme; but  desperate  situations
Jimmy
was pretty certain to get into a far
more serious pickle than he had got
into already ; but he was quite prepare:
to face the music afterwards. He must

lay for the Remove at all hazards, and
welp them to victory in the Coker Cup
contest,

After dinner Jimmy Carfax went along
to the woodshed, which was quite a
dumping-place for all sorts of quaint
articles, useful and otherwise,

Jimmy rummaged about amongst the
pile of lumber, and found what he
wanted—a couple of stout iron bars, with
screw-holes at cach end. He also un-
earthed a screwdriver and a handful of
SCICWS,

" Now for it ! he muttered.

Thoe Grevirviars fellows were flocking
down to the football ground, and the
school building was  deserted when
Jimmy Carfax re-entered it.

Carrying the iron bars under his arm,
and the screws and screwdriver in his
pocket, Jimmy went up several flights
of stairs till Lie reached the top floor.

Mufed sounds of splashing ecame io
his earz, and Jimmy chuckled zoftly,

Somebody was having a  bath, and
Jitamy happened to know that the
“somehody 7 was his uncle,

Mr. Prout had bolted the bath-room
door on the inside. But he had noi
locked it, for the simple reason thal
the key was missing. As a matter of
fact, the key was reposing in the pocket
of Jimmmy Carfax.

Jimmy tiptoed along the corridor, and
halted  outside the bath-room  door.
Taking the key from his pocket he in-
serted it in the kevhole, and swiftly and
silently locked the door.

My, I'rout was a prisoncr in the bath-
roomny.

Jimmy Carfax, however, was not satis-
liedd with merely locking the door. Ho
was afraid that Mr, Prout might try ta
hreak it down, on flinding that he was

he won't!” said Jimmy

I ve:

Who helps himself to Mr. Quelch’s cake—
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a prisoner. And Jimmy meant to leave:
naothing to chance,

The iron bars were placed across the
d%ﬂf, and screwed into the wall on either
side, e i

This operation took some little time.
1t was not a noiseless operation, either,

Mr. Prout, sitting bolt upright in his
bath, became aware of strange sounds
oufside thie door.

“Who is there ?”” he called out,

No answer. Jimmy Carfax was busy
with the screwdriver. ;

“There is someone outside this door
shouted” the mastér of the Fifth,
insitt upon knowing who it 1s!”

Still no answer.

Mr. Prout gave a snort, and stepped
out of the bath. He threw a large bath-
towel round him, and ecrossed to the
door. He shot back the bolt, and turned
the handle, but the door refused to open.

““Bless my soul!” gasped Mr. Prout.
“Someone has had the audacity to lock
this door on the outside !™

The sound of a subdued chuckle came
to Mr. Prout's ears.

““Good gracious !
iz my nephéw!” he exclaimed,
right, James? Is it you?"

Still no answer from Junmy Carfax.
At such a moment silence was golden.

Jimmy's task was soon completed.
The last screw was driven home, and the
stout iron bars precluded all possibility
of escape from the bath-room. Mr.
Prout was a close prisoner.

Jimmy Carfax hurried away to change
into his footer togs.

“Rather rough on Uncle Paul!” he
ruminated. ““Still, it had to be done.
I'll let him out directly the cup final's
over.”

Meanwhile, Mr. Pront was heating his
fists furiously agaiust the door of his
prison,

“This—this iz oufrageous!” he splut-
tered. “‘I feel certain 1t was that younf
rascal James who cut off mmy exit. [1
was evidently a preconceived plan of -
He wished to get. me out of the way =o
that he could break detention and take
part in the football match.”

This theory -was speedily
Mr. Prout threw up the bath-room
window, and looked out. He =aw
Jimmy Carfax, in footer garb, sprinfin:
down to the ground,

Myv. Prout gave a stentorian shout, bui
there was no response. Jimmy did nat
Aven turn his head.

From the hittle window of his prisqn
My, Prout had a good view of the
distant playing-held:s. He saw the
R.emove and the Fifth lining up for the
fray. and he saw that a vast multitude
of spectators had assembled.

Masters and prefeets, juniors and fags,
had all turned out to witness the final.

Myr, Prout thrust his head out of the
window, and bellowed for assistance. But
the football-ground was too far away for
the master's shouis to be heard theve.
And there was nobody in the school
building to come to the rescue of the
unfortunate prisoner.

** Help—help!"

Mr., Prout repeated the call until he
was husky. He might have saved his
breath, for there was none to hear him.

Another man would have resigned
himself to his fate. But Mr. Prout paced
to and fro in his little prison like a caged
animal. He raved and stormed ani
spluttered; but his ravings and storm-
ings and splutterings were wasted on the
desert air, so to speak.

Once again he halied at the window.

A mighty roar announced that the cup

jar

“ 1

I verily believe that
“Am ]

l"‘HI]FI l']']]li‘l'..;.

final had commenced. Mr. Prout could

than ever—the ‘‘ Holiday Annual !

sce the twenty-two players quite plainly.
The Fifth wore red i'ers-eya nmI] black
knickers, and the Remove sported light-
blue jerseys and white knickers. The
I'ifth IForm goalkeeper wore a green
sweater, and Jimmy Carfax a white one.
~ Mr. Prout wrung his hands despair-
ingly. There seemed to be no loophole
of escdpe for him. He hurled himself
against the door time and again, but it
refused to budge. Mr. Prout was ex-
pending his energy to no purpose, for the

stout iron bars outside the door were:

firm and I.m}'il.-lding.

Fiscapo by way of the window was im-
possible.

Even had Mr. Prout been an agile
climber, like Tarzan of the Apes,” he

could not have descended to earth, for:

there was nothing to eling to; and the
bath-room window was situated at a
tremendous distance from the ground,

Fully an hour passed. During that
interval Mr. Prout had towelled and
dressed himself.

Then, going once more to the wisidow,
and thrusting his semi-bald pate through
the aperturve, he caught sight of a figure
down below—the figure of (osling the
porter,

“Gosling 1V

Mr. Prout's voice would have awakened
the Seven Sleepers,

Coshing stopped short. He looked first
to the left, and then to the right: then
he directed his gaze skyward, with his
riouth wide open with wonder. Findlly
he caught sight of the frantic figure at
the bat!»-roomm window, high overhead.

9

“My heye " 'm dlered Gosling. “ Wot's
wrong with Mr. Prout, I wonder? 'Ope
'e ain't goin® to commit suetside, a-laan-
in’ out of the winder like that there!”

“ Gosling 1" bawled Mr. Prout.

“?Allo)” grunted Gosling. i

“I am a prisoner!” hooted the master
o: the Fifth.

l-iHﬂ 1?!

“Do not stand there making ridiculoya
vbservations!”  hooted Mr. Prout.
“Come up to this bath-room, on the top
floor, ‘and see if you can open the door
from the gutside.”

Gosling nodded his head slowly. Then
o itrded: and shuflled: e the bulding:

‘Mr. Proat fumed and fretted for the

rter to arrive. - Presently: he could

ear Cosling moving about outside,

“{an you open this door, Gosling?"
he demanded impatiently,

“No, sir, "It seems to be locked, for
one thing, an' the key ain’t 'ere. Fur-
thermoreover, there's a couple of iron
bars 'ere, screwed into the wall, and it'll
take hours to shift these 'ere screws, The
hedges are all burred over!”

“Bless my soull - I will have no mercy
on that young- rascal James! He shall
pay dearly for this outrage! 1 must
request you, Gosling to fetch a ladder,
and rear it up to the bath-room window.”

“Ain't got no ladder wot'll reach, sir,”
said Goshng.

“Then wyou must join
together. Rouse yourself, man !
bidding at once !

I[:;:n:slmg withdrew, grumbling to him-
2elr.

two ladders
Do my

Willing hands ~ lifted
Jimmy Carlax from the
ground and he was car-
ried off the fleld of play.
Mr. Prout eaught sight of
his nephew’s white face,
“Wh-what has hap-
pened?’ he  asked,
(See Chapter 9.)

0 el iy #"’:.'r &
f’\"i‘; : {E‘{f“q—p{r{?&,ﬂ'

—and who locks himself in the hox-room and defies authority ?
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a porter, that's wot I
of imprisonated

“Which 1
ami—not & rescuer
I'arm-masters !” .

It was somo little time before Gosling
turned up with tho ladders.  But he
arrived at last, and with great diffieulty
he reared the-ladders. agammst the wall
I'he topmost ladder was almost on a level
with the outer sill of the bath-room
window.

It nceded a good deal of nerve for Mr.
I''out to make the descent.

The ladders seemed none too secure,
tlespite the fact that (osling stood on the
bottom rung -and kept them steady.

Mr. I'rout, however, was so cager 1o
get to grips with his nephew that he
tuckled the perilous task without hesita-
tion. He crawled out of the window, not
tinring to glance downwards, and he set
fuot on the top ladder. Then, with the
ladder swayving dangerously beneath lis
weight, he Wwent down hand-under-hand.

Gosling gazed upwards - with te}rrur-
otricken oyes, fearing lest Mr. Prout
Jould come hurtling down on top of
i, Dut fortune favoured the Korm
master, and he reached terra-firma 10
enfety, _ !

Without waiting to give Gosling a
word of thanks, Mr. Prout made his way
with rapid strides in the dircction of the
football-ground. .

'I.‘hcrng:u'crc- breakers nhead for Jimmy
Carfax’

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Cuptle Champions !
i SATED, sir] Oh, well saved!”

Mot once or twice, but many
{imes, had that
Jinmy Carfax. ¥
Jimmy was perforining prodigies of
valour in the Remove goal. .
All through the frst half the Fifth
were attacking.  Their forwards bad
never been in better trim. They com-
Lined with perfect understanding, and
I'lundell led themn with rare dash.
Johnny Dull and Tom Brown, the
Remove backs, worked like Trojans to
Liep their opponents at bay. But they
wern frequently beaten for pace, and on
sirh occasions only Jimmy Carfax stood
hetween the Fifth and the goal.

But Jimmy was a great stumbling-
“bloek.  Try as they would the TFifth
Torm forwards could not get the ball
pa=t hin.

Jimmy was bang on top of his form,
pnel e had need to be. He was not a
It worried by thoughts of his uncle, im-
prizoned in the %ath-room. Had his
thoughts wandercd for a moment it
would have been all up with the Remove.

All through the first half of that stern
pame Jimmy Carfax had scarcely an idle
momen!, He was for cver fisting out
shots, or diving to gather the ball, or
lraping up to cope with high shots.

It seemed a fearfully one-sided game.
‘'he Fifth bad all the weight, and they
¢;idl not seruple to use i,

The Remnove forwards were
cver like  skittles  whenever  they
sttempted to break away. It was a
heart-breaking business. Never onee did
ithe Remove attack get going. and but for
ihe dazeling display of gealkeeping by
Jiunmy Carfax the I'ifth would have
Iwen several poals up at the interval
A~ it was the score-sheet was blank.

When the “breather ™ came Junmy
(‘arfax threw himself at full length in the
crass and relaxed his limbs.  Harry
Wharton & Co. erowded round lum witl
their congratulations,

shout greeted

Liowled

up a great show,

“Where sheuld

“You're pulting
Carfax . said W hartorn.

we be without you, I should like to
know ¥ :
“Keho answers, ‘ Nowhere'!" said

Bob Cherry.

“* By the way, Carfax,” said Vernon-
Smith, " you haven't explained to us how
vou managed to break detentior.  You
turned up just in time tor the kick-off,
and we hadn't a chance to ask you then.
ciow have yvou got your uncle ont of the
way '

Jimmy gave a sigh,

“It's a sad, bad business!" he mur-
mured. " But there was no help for it.
Aly respected avuncunlar relative——"

“Whore i1z he?” almost howled Bob
Cherry.

“Locked in one of the bath-rooms on
the top floor.”

*Oh, my sainted aunt!"

The juniors regarded Jimmy Carfax
with startled faces. They knew that he
was reckless, and inclined to deeds of
dare-devilry, put they had not dreamed
t-}j:at he would go to such lengths as
this.

“You—you've locked old Prout in a
bath-room " stuttered Harry Wharton,

“Yea, comrade,”

“But—but it'’s a wonder he
broken the door down.”

“He can't! TI've fixed a couple of
stout iron bars outside the door.”

“0Oh, jiminy!"’

“There will be the very dickens to pay
for this!” said MNugent.

Jimmy Carfax nodded thoughtfully.

“Yes, I dare say Uncle I"aul will be
shghtly annoyed,” ho said. ;

“Slightly annoyed!” eochoed Bob
Cherry. “Why, he'll break a blood-

ees¢l, or have an apzplectic fit, or some-
thing! I woualdn’t be in your shoes for
worlds, Carfax! Still, I'm awfully glad
vou turned out.”

“Same here!"
chorus.

“So long as we win the Coker Cup, I
sha'n't care if it =nows!" said Jimmy.
“And we're going to win it, or I'm a
Dutchman! If only vou fellows can bag
a goal in the second half, everyvthing in
the garden will be lovely. I'll see that
the Fifth don't bag any.”

The referce blew hi= "whistle, and the
teams lined up again.

FREE

Big Book of
PANTO CHORUSES

Don't miss this great GIFT
Boys! Every copy of this
week's PICTORIAL MAGA-
ZINE (on sale Tuesday, MNov.
27th) contains an 8-page album
of the chorus words and music
of the pick of this year’'s Panto
Songs. It also contains the
opening chapters of a wonder-

{ ful story entitled “"THE
BLACK MANDARIN. by
SAX ROHMER, that master

writer of [',n.-;:tr::n mvatery.
Make sure of this week's

PICTORIAL— 2:
e (M AGAZ INE

0f All Newsagents, Luvery Tucsday.

hasn't

said the others i

L

l

Only one more set of puzzle-pictures to solve, chaps!

IF'or the mosi part the spectators sup-
ported the plucky Removites.  Their
sympathies were strongly in favour of
the smaller and younger team. Dut it
was generally  anticipated that  the
Remove defence would break down in
the second half. Jimmy Carfax could
not hold cut for ever against such deter-
mined opposition.

The gamo was resumed at a fast and
thrilling pace.

By sheer dazh Blundell foreed his way
towards the Remove goal, and fired in a
fierce, low shot.

Jimmy Carfax flung himself full length
and grabbed at the leather, Then he
rose to his feet, bounced the ball, and
punted 1t far up the fiéld.

Peter Todd, at centre-half, gained pos
sesslon, and sent the Reniove forwards
BWaYy.

Vernon-Smith showed the defenders a

clean pair of heels, and raced along the
touchline,

“Go it, Smithy !

A few yards .from corner-flaz
Vernon-Smith  paused, Coker and
Greene, the two backs, expected him
tn pass to Harry Wharton, and they
closed in on Wharton accordingly.

But, instead of passing the hball into
the centre, ?eg‘nnn-ﬂmitﬁ steadied him-
self and fired in a scorching shot from
an extremely awkward angle.

The goalkeeper was on the alert. Ho
got his hands to the ball, but it came
rushing in with such stinging force that
he failed to hold it.

There was a roar as the sphere crashed
into the net.

(1] [}ﬂﬂ.] !!‘l

Instantly there was a rush of feet in
Vernon-Smith's “direction, and  his
exuberant comrades thumped him on the
back, and wrung his hands, and went
into ecstasies of delight.

The Remove were on top! And on
top they remained, though the IFifth
mbved heaven and ecarth to score an
equalising goal. They set up a spirited
and sustained attack, and their
shots were well on  the target.
But  Jinmy Carfax  was  egual to
every emergency. He gave an  ex-
hibition of goalleeping the like of which
had never been seen before,

When  Johnny  Bull  accidentally
handled the ball inside the penalty area
it seemed that all was lost

The referee ordered a spot-kick, and
Lilnndell tooic it. Tle shot hard and
trie, but Timrmv Carfax, by a superb
vilort, got the tips of his fingers to the
hall and dellected it over the cross-bar.
It was a thniling save,

And so the ding-dong sirnggle went on,
The game had rezolved itself into a doel
between Jimmy Carfax and the IMifth
I'orn forwards.  And Jimmy's wonderful
work “beiween the sticks ” earned him
the constant plandits of the erowd.

Time waz flving fast now,

tlie

With only five minntes remaining
Diundell & Co. redonbled their offoris to
SC0OTE. _

Hilton. whe Lad been p]n:l;m__r; an

exceptionally elever game at insude-right,
suddenly tricked Tom Brown and cut
in towards goal, The hall wae at his
toes, and all he had to do was to steer
it into the net. Jimmy Carfax coul
nexer have stopped it al such short
range. e
But Jimmy's anticipation was wonder-
iul. He did not give Hilton a chance to
eot in his shot. ITe Jeapt forward like a
panther, and then dived Tow, m ariler to
take the hall from Halton z ines
(Contivued on page 20.)

Don’t miss next Monday’s tip-top yarn or you’ll regret it !
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GEORGE WINGATE:

No—a thousand times no! A fag is
not qgualified to be a study-owner. He
lhias no sense of responsibility, and his
study would scon go to rack and ruin.
Some time ago I happened to be called
away from Greyfriars for a week., |1
told my fag that he could make use of
my study during my absence. When I
came back and gazed intoe my famibar
apartment 1 had several sorts of a fit'!
That grubby young fag had got my
study into a terrible state. There were
great splashes of ink on the walls, the
ceiling, and the earpet.  All my priceless
ornaments on the mantelpicce had been
broken to hits. Somebody had put his
boot through the glass panel of the book-
case. The carpet had never been beaten :
the furniture had never been dusted:
the window-panes were thick with
grime; and in the fireplace there was a
mountain of ashes, which had never
heen cleared away. Moreover, the tea-
things had not been washed up for a
whole week. Never again shall T hand
over my study to the tender mercies of
a fag. And never shall T advocate tha!
fags should be allowed to have studies of
their own !

ALONZO TODD:

I must take up the eudgels on behalf
of the oppressed. Why should the dear
little fellows in the First, Second, and
Third Forms have to wander about in
a homeless state, like so many Ishmaels?
Most certainly they should have studies,
and cosy and comfortable ones, too. A
new wing should be added {o the scheol
building, and every fag should be giver
a study of his own., My TUncle DBen-
jamin, I feel sure, would give his bless-
ing to such an arrangement. As for me,
it has my whole-hearted approval,

BOB CHERRY :

If fags had studies they would be un-
bearably. cheeky and " superior.” They
would start strutting around as if they

Some of our contri-
butors state their
views in connection
with this raging
controverey.

owned the earth and all that therein is.
I can’t say 1 favour this proposal at ail.
Let the members of the inky-fingered
tribe remain as they are!

DICKY NUGENT:

this 1s a burning queschun and one
which 1 have very deeply at hart. me
and ray mates have suffered far too long
from .tirranny and oppression. why
thouldn't we have studies, indeed?
t's 4 crool shame that we should al
have to herd together in one room. 1
huve spoken to my pals about it, and
eatty says here-here and tubb says
quite agree with you dicky old bird. se
we're going to put up a petition to the
head, and if he duzzent give us a fair
hearing there will he a Fags' Rlebellion,
so Greyfriars can look out for skwalls!

GERALD LODER: . .

I don’t know about fags having studies,
but all studies should have fags—a box
of a hundred Turkish! 1 can under-
stand smoking being prohihited ameng
the smaller fry; but why a Ynan of the
world, like myself, should be debarred
from this luxury passes my comprehen-
sion !

TOM BROWN :

Every fag should have his own fur-
nished, self-contained flat, comprised of
two reception-rooms, one large bed-
room, a bath-room, a kitchen, and all
the usunl offices. Moreover, every fag
<honld have a motor-car of his own, and
he should be allowed to do what he jolly
well likes, This is supposed to be 'a {ree
country. Very well, then. Do not
deprive the harmless, necessary fag of
all the little luxuries of life. He has te
work hard enough in fagging for his
sentors.  Let him, therefore, enjoy his
leisure by having a cheery, cosy flat to
go into, and a magnificent touring-car to
take him for a joy-ride whenever he
feels so disposed. Finally, every fag
cshould be presented with a gratuity of
a thousand pounds from the school
funds. 1f the Head promises to do all

this, I'll try -and wangle to get dropped:
from: the Remove into the Third, so that
I shall be a fag myself !

MR. QUELCH:

There seems to be considerable agitn-
ticn—a raging controvergy, in facti—as
to whether small boys should have
studies. I confess T am not at all in
sympathy with the idea. 'Those in ‘the
higher Forins should always have more
privileges than the infants in the First
and Second. If a small boy were given
a studvy he wouhl at once start to ape
his superiors. . He would give himself
airs, and there would be no heolding him.
Further, he would probably neglect his
study, and allow it to get into a dread-
ful state of chaos and confusion. All
things considered, I think the allotment
of studies had better remain as a$
present.

EDITORIAL !

By HARRY WHARTON.
o STUTJT * 15 not used in the swot-

ling sense in this issue. We refer
to the studies .in  which the
Removites, and those in higher
Forms, have their habitation.
Personally, I regard it as one of our
greatest privileges to be allowed studies,
Tow awful it would be if we were all
"wided together in one. general room,
like the inkyv-fingered fags of the
Seconde and Third !

Of course, the Remove studies—with
ne exception—are anything but palatial.
I'hey are rough-and-ready sort of
‘coms, and the furniture is of the knock-
rhout variety.

The exception is TLord Mauleverer's
study., There have been changes in his
lordship's fortunes, I know; but when
he happens to be rolling in riches, his
study 15 indeed a place of luxury, fit for
an Kastern prince.

The ono great drawback to  ihe
Remove studies 13 the overcrowding.
Some stucdies have thres occupants;

some four. Tt would be ever so much
nicer if each fellow had a study to him-
self.

At present we arc rather handicapped
when we hold a study celebration. Wo
invite all our chums; and when the
merry guests turn up we don't know
where to put them! The window-sill
and the coal-seunitle come in handy on
such oeceasions; and T have oven sgeen
guests sitiing in a row in the fireplace!

Besides serving as a study, my apart-
ment is also the editorial offive of the
“Greyfriars Herald.” The carpet 11
worn  threadbare by the tread of
numerous callers and contributors, It ia
no nneaommon sight to find a dozen of
them present at the same time, shouting
and gesticulating, and. making a row
that would put the Tower of Dabel to
shame.

“ Three Fags in a Boat ! ”’—hy Dicky Nugent—next Monday I

Supplement i.]
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STUDY No. 2, in the Remove pas-
sage, i3 the jbint property of Bul-
strode, Hazeldene, and your humble

servant. But the curious part of
it 1s, Bulstrode has a sort of obsession
that the study belongs solely to him.

He always refers to it as “ My study,”

instead of “The study I share with Tom

Brown and Hazeldene.”

When a fellow gets an absurd notion
like that into his noddle, and imagines
that the study 1s entirely his own, to do
what he likes with, there's bound to be
trouble.

One day Bulstrode took a mad fit into
hiz head. He thought the study would
look much nicer, and be a place fit for
heroes to live in, if he introduced some
startling colour-scheme,

Now, I shouldn’t have minded very
much if he had chosen a sensible colour,
such as blue. It would be jolly nice to
walk into a blue study, with a blue

carpet, blue wallpaper, blue chairs, and
s0 forth. The doctura tell us that blue
has a soothing effect on the nerves; and
I see no reason to doubt that statement.

Bulstrode, howewver, went and chaose
the abominable colour of black. Good-
ness know what made him ehoose it, or
why he wanted to interfere with the
stundy at all. DBut Pulstrode is subject
to periodical fits of lunaey: and this was
one of them.

Now, I shouldn’t have objected to a
black-and-white colour scheme use
a study looks jolly nice when these two
colours blend. But black by itself is a
most somhbre, dismal, depressing colour,
Makes you think of funerals, and other
sad things.

However, Bulstrode didn’t consult me
in the matter ‘at all. One half-holiday,
when I had gone over to Courtfield to
see -a footer-miatch, he set to work to
carry out his scheme,

| very mournful appearance.

Introduce Mr, Frank Richards to your friends!

Iirst of all, the mad imbecile bought
some black rolls of wallpaper and a
black carpet. He also obtained some
black polish for the furniture. The
mantelpiece and bookcase were black
already, so these were all right.

Having papered the walls, and [laid
down the black carpet, and blackened
the table and the chairs, Bulstradc
turned his attention to the ceiling.

You may believe me or not, as you
like, Lut tf;a thundering idiot went and
blackleaded the ceiling !

By this time, the study presented a
: Black pre-
dominated. All the bright ornaments
had been remeved from the mantelpiecc
and put away in the cupboard. And
the cupboard itself had becn given &
coat of black.

Black window curtains were hung, and
a black cloth was laid on the table. Yen
can guess what my feelings were when
1 came back from uurtﬁm and stepped
mto the study. It was like entering a
photographer’'s dark-room.

Bulsttode was there, looking wvery
pleased with his handiwork.

““Hallo, Browney!"” he said cheer-
fully. “I thought I'd carry out a few
improvements to my study. How do
you like my colour-scheme ?”

- Y1t 1sn't complete!™ I said grimly,
clenching my fsts.

“Eh? ?‘-rflﬂ.t do you mean?"”

“We might as well have everything
black while we're about it!"” T said.

And I rushed at my insane study-mate
and presenied him with a beautiful pair
of black eyes!

Needless to state, DBulstrode’s colour-
scheme wasn't allowed to remain., 1t
was.changed to something brighter: and
Bulstrode won't be in a hurry to make
any drastic " improvements " again!
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THE COKER

CHALLENGE CUP!

(Continucd from page 1B.)

The -rest of the forwards came running
up, and theros was quite a melee on the
ground in front of the Remove citadel.

It was like & Rugby serum. Jimmy
Carfax was almost lost to view in the
centre of the struggling mass. But he
lifted the ball clear, and hurled it out
to Johuny Bull. And at the very instant
that he did so Jimmy received an acci-
dental kick on the side of the head that
knocked him silly.

Instantly the game was stopped.

“Make way, you fellows!” panted
Blundell. *“The kid's hurt, and badly,
if I'm not mistaken!”

Mr. Lascelles was the referee, and he
came hurrying to the spot.

Jimmy Carfax was indeed badly hurt
He had lapsed into unconsciousness, and
he lay white and still,

“Faith, an’ I believe it was I that
kicked him, sir!"" said Fitzgerald, in
great distress, ““It was an actident
entirely.”

“Of course!” esaid DMr. Lascelles,
“Nobody would dream of thinking other-
wize. Carfax must be removed to the
sanatorium at once.”

Willing hands lifted Jimmy Carfax
ﬁﬁ?m the ground, and he was carried
off.

It was at this moment that the furions
and enraged Mr., Prout arrived on the
scene.

But when Mr., Prout caunght sight of

his nephew’s white face and closed cyes,
his fury ebbed away on the instant.

“Bless my egoul!” he cjaculated.
“What has happened?"”

“Carfax was accidentally kicked on the
head, sir,” said Blundell. * We're taking
him along to the sanny.”

Mr. Prout said no word, but an ex-
pression of grave anxiety came over his
face, for he wus extremely fond of his
nephew, despite the fact that Jimmy
Carfax was such a scapegrace in many
respects,

The mwaster of the Fifth followed the
procession Lo the sanny, and the doctor
was sent for. He arrived in his car
shortly afterwards, and by this time
Jimmy Carfax had regained conscious-
ness,

I'ortunately, the injury was not so
serions as had at first appeared likely.
But it would keep Jimmmy Carfax in the
sanny for several days,

Having eatisfied themselves that
Jimmy was not in danger, the foothallers
returned to the licld to play out the re-
maining few moments of the game.

Tom Brown took the place of the in-
jured goalie, and there were some
anxions moments for the Remove., DBut
the New Zealand junior kept the citadel
intact until the final whistle rang out.

The Remove had beaten the I'ifth by
one goal to nil, and bad won the Coker
Cup. And the scenes which followed
that memorable match beggared all de-
scription !

That night Ar. Prout kept a rather
anxious vigil by the bedside of his
nephew,

Jimmy Carfax passed a very troubled
night, but next morning he sank into
a cdeep and refreshing slumber, and when

he awoke he looked betler and felt
better, and was obviously well on the
way to recovery.

Nobody ever knew what paesed be-
tween uncle and nephew. They had a
 long conversation in private, and the
upshot of it was that harmony was re-
stored between Mr, I'rout amd Jimmy,
and they mutually agreed to let bygones
be bygones.

A few days later ITorace Colier pre-
5en=|f-ll:'|:l his silver challenge cup in Big
ITall.

Harry Wharton, the captain of the
team that triumphed, received the eup
at Coker's hands, And the great Horace
made a very happy little speech forf the
occasion. IL wasn't the speach that he
had written down beforchand, That ha:l
clean slipped his memory, But his im-
promptu remarks made a much happier
inpression than any  preparéd  speech
could have done. And Horace Coker
was voted by one and all to be a jolly
good sportsman,

In the fullness of time Jimmy Carfax
bade goad-bye to Greyfriars.

Harey Wharton & (o, were soiry to
sec him go. Greyfriars' loss wounld be
Grandeonrt’s gain, And the Remove
chums will ever retain lively recollections
of Jimmy Carfax and of his glorions
goalkeeping, which enabled {he Remove
io win the Coker Cup!

T1IE EXD,

{ You've enjoyed this yarn? Of course
you have! Well, then, next Monday's
long complete story of Harvry Wharton
& Co.is even better. The title ‘' The
Rebel of the Remove! ' - is sufficient
indication of the treat {o come. Don’t

miss it !l)

¢ Bunter’s Boat ! ”’—specially recounted by Dick Penfold !

Tueg Macxer Lirrary.—No. 825.
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Scoring goals every week—Hedley Scott!

Knocked Qut!

Il Raugers crowded into the

I dressing-room close on the heels

of Ronald Swiveller, the raucous

shouts of the enraged speetators
who were desirous of getting to close
quarters with the inside-left floating in
after them,

But Swiveller was safe cnough in the
dressing-room, and he kuew it. He faced
his fellow-players, a sneering smile upon
his thin lips,

Jim Blakeney approached him.

“'Phat was a divly frick you played me,
Swiveller,” he said quietly. “And I
think it demands an explanation.”

“No such thing,” retoried the ipside-
left aggressively, "It was a pure accl
dent,”

“That's a lie!"” interposed Dighy. the
centre-half. I witnessed the whole inci-
dent. To my mind, it was a deliberaic
attempt at injuring Jim. You're a
worm, Swiveller !

Several of the remaming  plavers
nodded in assent, and Swiveller was
gquick 1o note those who Lkept =ilent.
Being Mornington Hardacre’s nephew,
he had a certain following amongst the
cleven who toadied to him, with the idea,
as they thought, of keeping on the right
side of the managing-director of the
club.

“You can say what you Like. Dighy,”
growled Swiveller; “but T still choose to
call it on accident.  What's more,” he
added, turning to Blakeney, “you'll get
no further explanation from me.”

“TFor the gracious way i which von
pass off the affair,” =aid Blakeney, a hard
aleam i his blue eyes, “I'll ropeat what
friend Dighy called yon., Youre =z
WOrm

=Smack !

Swiveller's hand shol out and dealt the
centre-forward a stinging s=lap across the
tace.

- The players, scenling trouble, formed
a cirele.  All eyes were turned on Jin to
cen how he would take the affront.

“Right, you worm ! he rapped out, a
red flush wounting his check where the
imside-left’s palm had struek. " You'll
fight me for that

Swiveller laughed scornfully,

“Come on, Mister High-and-Mighty
Blakenwey ! he snecred. " T'Il Knock
<ome of the conceit out of you!”

In a moment the two were hghting
hamnier-and-tongs,  Although Swiveller
had the advautage of height, weight, and
reach, Blakency wasz as hght as a feather
ou lis toes. His attitude suggested a
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with a

A sensational story
of League Football
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detective theme.

natural fghter, whilst the erouch
adopted by Swiveller was anything but a
scientific pose.

Thud |

The inside-left staggered back from a
straight left that seemed to dart out like
a piston-rod. DBefore he could recover
hiz balance a right swing caught him full
on the chin, He lashed out blindly with
his fists, but they landed on nothing
more vulnerable than the ecmpty air,
what time his opponent was dancing out
of danger,

“Go it, Jim !*

“Into hun, Swivelley '™

The eries of the rival parties resounded
through the dressing-room. Old Jeff
Dinstan, the  traimner, eyved  the

HOW THE STORY OPENS.

JIM BLARKEXNEY, the eighteen-vear-old
centre-forward of the Middleham Ranpgers,
who iz a nephew of

TIGELR SLEEEK, a potorious criminal, who
has escaped the clulches of the police,
and who now has de=igns upon a secret
wireless ray invented hy

MORNINGTON HARDACRE, the managing-
director of the Middleham Rangers.

RONALD SWIVELLER, ioside-left in the
Rangers eleven, and nephew of Morn-
ington Hardacre.

FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous detee-
tive, aud bLis clever young assistant,
JACK DRAKE, are engaged upon a case
conncetled with the thelt of a valuable
pearl necklace. By a strange series of
circumstances Ferrers Locke iz thrown
into contact with ﬁI»Em Blakeney, who
confldes in the fam®us sleuth. It trau-
spires that Tiger Sleek secks to compel
Jim Blakeney to steal the specifications
af Mornington Hardacre's invention, and,
when he finds the lad obstinate, resorts
to brutul methods of persnasion. Ferrers
Locke. who has rescued Blakepey froin
the River Twee, into which he had been
thrown by six members of the Tiger's
cang, offers to take a hand in the case,
and announnces his intenlion of residing
in Middlcham in the guise of Coloucl

Challis.

An exciting match between the Rangers
and Ashdale TUnited sces Ronald Sniveller,
whao resents the familiarity between Blakeuey
and Mornington Hardacre, ecager to do
the young centre-forward an injury. The
crowd, taking exception to Swiveller's slundy
tactics, swarms over the pitch at the con-
clusion of the match with the intention of
“mobhing " him. In fear and trembling,
Swiveller races full pelt for the dressing-
room, in the sanctuary of which he is safe
from the ewraged crowd. Once there, he
pauses to shake his fist at an imaginary
Jim Blakeney, and swears that he will be
revenged.

{Now rcad o0i.)

“encouragingly.

proceedings with a peculiar smile on his
wrinkled face,

“He’s sare some lad!” he muliered (o
Digby. “Why, Jimn'll knock spots off
him
~ But there was a lot of pent-up hatred
1 Swiveller’'s breast to deaden the pain
of those terrific blows. IIe rushed in at
his slim opponent, his big fists striking
home with deadly effect. His superior
weight began to tell against Jim
Blakeney, who was obliged to retreat.
Swiveller ran away with the impression
that his opponent was weakening, and,
in his cagerness to deal the winning
blow, dropped his guard.

Thud—thud !

Jim Blakencey was quick to scize his
opporfunity. He darted in. and deals
two stinging blows that took Swiveller
upon the chin and ribs respectively, It
was the [amous *“ometwo’ punch,
which, strangely enough, the Tiger had
taught him years ago.

Swiveller clawed the air for one fleet-
ing second, and then pitched in a dazed
heap to the floor,

“Good for you, Jim!” yelled Digby
“Let him have some

113

more of those!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Come on, Swiveller!”

The friends of the inside-left heseeched
their man to get to ks feet. But
Swiveller was already repenting of his
desire to “knock sonme of the conceit™
out of his slim opponent. He showed
preat reluetance to continue the combat
until the jeers of the players compelled
him to get to his feet,

Jim Blakeney stood back whilst e did
c0, although the centre-forward could
with ease have sent Swiveller to the
bhoards again the moment he had
straightened up.

“T'Il smash you ! muttered Swiveller
thickly, obviously in no hurry to do ihe
“ emashing,” however, judging by the
way he kept out of range of those deadly
fists for the next moment or so.

“Into hum, Jim!" 4

Seeing that his opponent was inclined
lo adopt defensive tactics, Jim became
the aggressor. And for the next three
minutes Swiveller hardly knew whether
he was on his head or his heels. Blows
came at him from cvery angle, and his
lcan face was soon pufled and swollen—
ample testimony to the strength of those
slim shoulders of Blakeney's. :

The young centre-forward did nok
emerge [rom these rushes unscathed.
Swiveller eonld hit hard—Jim had found
ihat out to his cost. But the honours

Don’t miss a line of next week’s instalment, chums—it’s ripping !
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were with him., Feinting with & right
swing, Dlakeney drew his opponent’s
guard, and swung over a left. The thud
as it landed eould be heard all over the
dressing-room. §

Swiveller fell into a rlinch, throwing
his full weight againsi Blakeney, who
was again obliged to retreat. He was
brought up sharp by the ring of foot-
ballers, who were préssed against the
wall of the dressing-room. Swiveller saw
his opponent turm his head for the frac-
tion of a second as he crashed into
Digby, and immediately rained in a wild
succession of blows on the unguarded
face,

They carried ‘all the weight of his body
behind them, and Blakeney toppled over
and crashed to'the floor.

Some of the players began to hiss,
Strictly speaking, Swiveller had not in-
fringed the rules of boxing in taking
ndvantage of his opponent’s lapse, but he
had infringed the rules of chivalry. The
conditions under ‘which the two were
fighting were not normal, and the foot-

ballers were not slow to voice their
disgust. 1l .
“Foul! Why don't you hit him when

he's looking, Swiveller?” roared Tony-

Williams,
“He can't!” exclaimed Dighy, the
skipper of the eleven, with crushing

EATCASIN.

Swiveller bit his lip, and glared down
at the prostrate figure of his adversary.
Anxious eyes watched Jim Blakeney
struggle to rise, and a round of cheers
broke out when the plucky centre-for-
ward succeeded in I‘EEE[:EI'IE Lis feet.

Swiveller leaped in, his very cagerness
evoking the disgust of the sportsmen
present. who remombered DBlakeney's
chivalry when the positions had been
reversed. But there was no cause for
alarm. Jun's footwork stood him in
good stead. He side-stepped neatly, and
danced away to safety, leaving the
baffled Swiveller beating the air,

“Good lad, Jim "

Evading a succession of wild rushes,
Jim began to feel his strength returning.
He fought back, blow for blow, and the
spectators began to get wildly excited.
Then came the opening Jim had been
playing for.

Swiveller lowered his guard, and it cost
him dear. A straight right, carrying
behind it all the strength that Jim could
muster, caught him fHush on the jaw.
The inside-left's knees sagged, his eyes
almost started from their sockets, his big
fists beat a frenzied tattoo on the air,
and then he crashed to the floor, uncon-
SUIONS,

“ Bravo, Jim !

“ A fair knock-out !

“Get up, Swiveller !

The Rangers echoed their applause and
entreaties, according to the principal the
rival parties favoured; but the majority
of the shouts were for Jim.

Swiveller, sprawled on his back, was
oblivions to  the cheers acclaiming
the victor. That last blow had fairly
“put him to sleep.” :

And in the midst of the wild confusion
that obtained, Mornington Hardacre, the
managing-director of the club, walked
into the dressing-room. A hush fell upon
the footballers as they became aware of
Hardacre's presence, and the circle broke
away for him to approach.

“Hallo!” he exclaimed. “A fight!
Hardiy the place for that kind of thing,
boyvs!" he added.

T"hen for the first time he hecame
aware of the combatants. A glance at
the sprawling heap of ‘humanity on the

Aoor told him that it was his nephew
Ronald Swiveller. Another glance at the
ring of faces round him singled out the
bruised countenance of Jim Blakeney.

““ What's the trouble, Jim?"”

Before the centre-forward could
answer the dirvector's question Harold
Digby strode forward.

“] think I can best answer that
question, sir,”’ said the Rangers' skipper
firmly. ‘“The trouble started with that
rotten trick Swiveller played just before
the close of the match.”

Mornington- Hardacre frowned. As a
matter of fact he had been a witness to
the scene on the field of play, and had
shared the opinion of the spectators. He
had mientally registered a censure for his
nephew, and with that object in view
had visited the dressing-room.

"I see!” he said slowly. ** A very re-
gretlable business, very.”

Digby then told of the inside-left’s
agegressive and insolent manner when
Jim had called upon him to explain, and
Hardacre's frown deepened.

“Then I hope you've taught him a
lesson, Jim!" he said at length.

“I'm sorry for what happened, sir,”
replied the centre-forward. * But—but

L
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“You could hardly do otherwise than
fight, ¢h?" concluded Hardacre. * Never
mind, now—forget it. Dunstan,” he
added, turning to the trainer, ‘‘vou'd
better look to Swiveller. He seems to
be in need of some attention.”

The trainer hurried over to the fallen
man,

Swiveller's senses were slowly return-
ing, and he had heard Harvdacre's re-
marks about the “lesson.” IIe was
consumed by an inward burning hatred
of the man who had brought him so
low in his uncle's esteem, for it was
obvious to him that Hardacre favoured
the cause of Jim Blakeney.

The managing-direcior of the rlub,
without a further glance at his nephew,
quietly vacated the dressing-room, leav-
ing hehind him a buzz of conversation.

*He's a jolly good sport,” declared
Digbhy enthusiastically,

“One of the best!™
Williams fervently.

Jim Blakeney bit his lip. He was con-
scious of the awkward position Morn-
ington Hardaere must have felt himself
to be in when he had scen his nephew
sprawled out unconsciovs on the fAoor.

“Cheer up, Jim!” exclaimed Dighy,
slapping the centre-forward heartily on
the shoulder. “I know what you're
thinking about, but don’t worry, old
man Hardacre i1s first and last a sports-
man. And between you and me,” he
added, lowering his voice, ‘“he doesn't
think too much of that nephew of his.”

Jim Blakeney nodded and walked over
to his clothes.

The Rangers changed into their
ordinary attire, what time Jeff Dunstan
administered restoratives to the crest-
fallen Swiveller—a task the old trainer
would soconer have seen fall to the lat
of someone else,

Swiveller slowly dressed himself with-
out even a word of thanks to Dunstan
for his services. The inside-left was the
last of the players to leave the dressing-
rootn.

“Thank  goodness  he's gone!™
muttered Dunstan, watching the reced-
ing figure of Hardacre's nephew. “Ile's
a wrong 'un if I knows anything about
em !

Swiveller lounged awav from the
ground, keeping a watchful eyve epen for
any lingering s&pectators. But the in-
dignant crowd had now departed, and

said Tony

| already

How do you like this new serial ? Opinions, please !

the inside-left was able to reach his
quarters without molestation.

That same evening he could have been
seen staring moodily into the fire in his
sitting-room, his imaginative brain
conjuring up the smiling face of Jim
Blakeney, the young man whom he
ated to the exclusion of all else.

“The young cad,” he murmured half-
aloud. “TI'll make him sorry he crossed
my path. I'll crush him "

S

agent, leaned back im his arm-

chair and contemplated a huge
diamond ring that glittered on the little
finger of his left hand. A glance at that
ring on occasions when the wealthy
bookmaker was annoyed seemed to have
the effect of restoring his good humour.

The present instance proved no ex-
ception to the rule. With a fat, oily
smile Menzine dismissed his head c'lerﬁ:
an hour before his allotted time, a cir-
cumstance which evoked just as greasy a
amilé in return. Corbett and Menzine
had much in common, both mentally and
physically. Both lived, rolled, and had
their being, so to s=peak, in a supeér-
abundance of fat; both possessed double
chins, beady, crafty eyes, and each dis-
trusted the other on every possible
occasion.

*Thank wou, sir,” murmured Corbett
suavely, ‘I have balanced the day's
accounts, sir, and if T may be permitted
to say so, sir, we've done exceptionally
fine business,”

“Hum!” Menzine could not trust
himself to say more. Like many anotiher
man who makes money easily, he hated
to be reminded of his success by his
subordinates. And this dashed elerk of
his always seetned to think that he had
aad a hand in the “good business”™

* Good-night, Mr. Menzine!”

The oily voice of his clerk interrupted
the bookmaker's reflections. Hae
hestowed a condescending mnod upon
Corbett, and watched his fat cumbersome
figure roll out of the room.

“Hum ! Corbett seems to be getting
fat,” muttered Menzine. ““He's living
too well, which means that T am paying
him too much. 1 think a reduetion in
salary is indicated. Huh!”

Michael Menzine stretched his fat
legs comfortably, and =zettled down to
wait for his expected visitor.

Half an hour passed thus, and the
bookmaker's good temper was beginning
to wane again. HMe had just reached
that point in his reflections where he half
regretted having dismissed his  head
clerk an hour earlier, when a discreet
knock sounded on his office door.

“Come in!" boomed Menzine, having
first straightened his fat figure in the
big red-leather chair,

The door swung open, and the office-
boy from the outer room appeared.

“A Mr. Bonald Swiveller to see you,
sir,” he announced.

“Ah! Show Mr., Bwiveller in here,
my boy!”

The office-boy retired, and MMenzine
dragged some papers before him and
began to study them with an affected
air of interest. The door opened again
and Ronald Swiveller was ushered in.

**Ah, Swiveller,” said Menzine, ex-
tending a clammy hand in greeting,
“take a seat.”

The office-boy pushed forward an arm-
chair and again retired. Swiveller
waited for the door to close, and then
he leaned forward in the chair.

Menzine Pulls the Strings !
WIVELLER'S late!”

Michael Menzine, commission

What happens to Ronald Swiveller next week 72—
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“1'n sorry, Mr. Menzine,” he ex-

claimed, “I cau’t raise the money to
settle my account !

Mr. Menzine was a trifle taken aback
at thiz straight-to-the-point outburst.
He hated shocks of any kind, and this
was a shock, for he had counted on re-
ceiving the hundred pounds Bwiveller
owed him. His oily, persuasive manner
vanished on the instant, and he regarded
his visitor coldly.

“That's the third time you’ve post-
poned scttlement, Alr. Swiveller,” he
said. “It won't do, yvou know.”

Ronald Swiveller bLit his lip and
fidgeted nervously with his hat.

“T'm sorry,” he repealed, ' but—but
the old man won’t stunmip up any more—
not for the mowent, at any rate.”

“T always thought that Ilardacre was
a generous man where you were con-
cerned,” said the bookinaker slowly.
“ Anything happened t”

“Ilc's not half o gencrous now that
that cub Blakeney has turned up in the
team,” growled Swiveller. “The old
man’s taken a violent fancy to him, and
I'm recciving the cold shoulder in con-
sequence.”’

“A fine player, Jim DBlakeney,” said
the bookmaker in & tone that conveyed

regret. " A very f[ine Elayer!“

“Yes, hang him! ground  out
Qwiveller. “I'd like {o feteh him down
a peg.”

Michael Menzine clevaled lis bushy
cyebrows a half inch or so, and steadily
regarded his visitor. He could read all
the burniug animosity that rang behind
that cutburst of Swiveller's, and he was
thinking deeply.

For the space of live miuules there was
silence in the 1oom. 'Then Menzine
epoke.

“You wouldu't like me to apply to
your uncle for redress, would you, Mr.
Swiveller 7" he asked. " You wouldn't

like meo {o tell hium ihat you are a
gambler—that you back horses and waste

his money in paying your debis

“What 1he deuce do you mean?” de-
manded Swiveller, rizing to Ilns feet.
“You wouldn’t dare tell him! It would
ruin my chances. Ile’s no children, and
—and——"

“You think you'll be his heir, eh "
grinnecd Meuzine. I sce vour point.
But listen here, Swiveller "— Menzine's
volice was harsh—"1 can’'t wait until
Hardacre dics before 1 get iy money.
I've an alternative to offer!”

“ And that 157" said Swiveller harshly,

“You're playing a relurn match
agpainst Portdale next SHatorday,” said
Menzine in a whisper, Do you think
you'll win?"

“Of  conrse,”  answercd  Swiveller,
“*We Leat them thiree nil on their own
pround a month aro. Dut what's the
game 7"

“A game that will enable you to pay

off the hundred quid you owe me,” re-
plied Menzine with a cunning  smile.
“Don’'t vou think the Rangers could

lose " he added siguilicantly,

Ronald Swiveller leaned to his feet in
horrificd amazement. ‘I'n do him justice
Le was not such an oul-aud-out rogue as
Menzine had given him credit for. He
picked up his hat and mads for the door.

“You scoundrel!” The exclaimed.
“¥ou cur !’

‘“ Btop !

Michael Menzine vwas holding aloft his
bejewelled hand, and Swiveller turned.

“Don’t "hurry auway like that,” con-
tinued the bookmaker in the same oily
volce, * Besides, von are forgelting
your uncle. He wou.dn’t like to hear of
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A stralght right caught Swiveller full on the chin.

oblivious to the cheers acclaiming the vietor : ** Good old Jim !

knock-out ! >’ In the midst of ihe confusion Mornington Hardacre walked into
the dressing-room (See page 23.)

He sprawled on his back,
‘““A falr

his nephew’s gambling propensitics, now,
would he?"

Swiveller walked back to his chair and
sank wearily into it. IHe realised that the
booknmnker held him in the hollow of his
hand.

“Therc's no need to upsel yourself,
my dear friend,” went ou Menzine in-
gratiatingly. '*We can arrange malters
without any unpleasantness, I feel sure.”

“Wall, what do you want me to do?"”
asked Swiveller in a guavering voice.

“ Just sce that the Rangers don’t win!”
returned Menzine, his narrow eyes
almost receding into his head. * Thern's
nothing difficult about it. You are in
the forward line—chances come your way
to score, you understand "’

“Yes, but—but what about the other
players?” faltered Swiveller. **Onc man
can't upset the team’s play.”

“I've thought of that,” said the ras
cally bookmaker, with a cunning smile,
“Yon appear to have no friendly regard
for Jun DBlakeney. Well, here’s your
chanee to wipe out the debt Lo me and
seore off him into the bargain.  Lislen
here !

For the next ten minutes or so the
foolballer and the bookmaker conversed
in low tones. At the expiration of that
time Swiveller rose to his feet, a hard
glitter in his eyes.

“T'll do it, Menzine!” he muttered

hoarsely, ** By heavens, “it's an oppor-
tunity I've been longing for!”

Ru{)bing his fat hands with salisfaction,
the bookmaker bowed his visitor off the
premises, and then returned to his com-
fortable armchair,

Swiveller had bitlen at the bait dangled
before his eyes. Menzine considered the
achievement as worthy of some celebra-
tion. He selected a choice Havana from
his case and carefully lit it. Then ho
poured himself out some refreshment.
(3lass in hand, a complacent smile upon
his oily features, he toasted {o the success
of the plan he had evolved.

The Anonymous Letter !
6 UST a moment, Jin!"

J The Rangers’ eleven were com-
ing off the ground after u stil
hour's exercise, when Morning-

ton Tlardacre button-holed Jim Blakeney.

* Free for an hour or so?’ he asked.

“Tf sp, we'll drive home for lunch and a
chat.”

“|'hanks very much, AMr, ITardacre!”

veplied Jim,  “I sha'n’t be a moment
changing.”

Alorningion amd

Hardacre mnodded

turned on his heel,

He was rejoined some few moments
luter by Blakeney, who had changed wito
ordinary attire. Together they entered

—And why does a certain bookmaker ‘‘ pack up his traps”’ ?
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the former’s Daimler car, which speedily
ran them: to the Myrtles—Hardacre's fine
old Georgian mansion on the outskirts
of the town—unconscious of the fact that
the vengeful face of Ronald Swiveller had
watched their departure from the
ground.

Swiveller ground his tecth with rage.
His uncle had sm—nrnl{\ rebuked him for
his unsportsmanlike behaviour on the
football field, and at the same time had
impressed upon him the necessity for
changing his extravagant ways—a course
of action that was rendered extremely
difficult by the fact that already a host of
Swiveller’s ereditors were clamouring for
gottlement of their accounts.  On the
strength of that lecture which had taken
place the morning after the fight with
Blakeney, Swiveller had not possessed the
“cheek ™ to ask his uncle for the neces-
sary cash to clear his debts. In his blind
rage Hardacre's nephew laid the blame
of his presenl untenable position at the
door of Jim Blakeney--the man, who, at
that moment, was eating at Havdacre's
table.

“The cad!"” hissed Swiveller, “1'll
make him sorry he ever saw Middleham!
If he thinks that the old man will leave
him his money he’s backed a loser; L'l
see to that !

The object of these unreasonable ol
servations was unaware of the fact that
in Ronald Swiveller he had made an in-

lacable and bitter enemy. During the

chatted with Mornington Hardacre as il
he hadn't a care or an enemy in the
world.

But when the managing director of the
club had seen his cigar well alight he fell
into a deep and lengthy silence, that Jim
found rather disconcerting.

“I've been troubled this last two
days, Jim,” said Hardacre at length,
““about an anonymous letter I have re-
ceived concerning you."

“Concerning me?"
eredulously.

For answer Mornington Hardacre took
from his pocket a letter and handed it to
the young footballer.

“Read that!™

Wonderingly Jim took the typewritten
missive and scanned it. As ho did -so a
gasp of amazement escaped him, The
letter ran:

gasped Jim  in-

““Dear Mr, Hardacre,—As a friend and
supporter of the Rangers, I warn you to
be on your guard against Jim Blakeney,
who has wormed his way into your good
graces. Ilis presence in the team is ex-
plained by the arrival of a bookmaker in
the vicinity who intends to make money
out of the results obtained by the Rangers
in - their forthecoming matches. Jim
Blakeney has been bribed to miss chances
—in other words, to frame the resulls.
You will scoff at this_letier, as any
sonsible person would coming from an
anonymous source. DBut for pesitive

unch that followed his arrival at the
Myrties Jim Blakeney laughed and
TITHain
I illl!l'ljl!ll
\.___- i
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““Don’t you think the Rangers could
lose 2 ** said Menzine significantly. ** You
scoundrel ! *’ shouted Swiveller, leaping
to his feet and making for the door.
(14 Yuu___fl
maker waved =aloft a bejewelled hand.
‘‘ Hadn’t you betiter think over things
hefore you decide to go ? '* (See page 23.)

A VEILED PROPOSAL!

““Stop !’ The book-
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Have you filled in and put by your sets of—

proof watch carefully his play in the
match against the DPortdale Club on
Saturday.

“* A Loval Supporter of the Rangers.”

“Great Scott ! exclaimed Jun,

ITe scemed incapable of further speech
for the moment.

“Don't take it to heart, sonny!” said
Hardacre kindly. “I don't believe a
single word of 1t, I assure you, There ™
—taking the letter and tearing it in frag-
ments—"' that's how much 1 believe in

.it_.:u

¥

“1 can't understand it, sir,” said Jim
at length. *“I know no bockmaker in
Middleham. In fact, I don't know n
bookmaker anvywhere in England. I give
you my werd, sir,” he .ﬂ(ll‘.ll.’tﬁ. looking the
director straight 1in the face, * that there's
not a particle of truth in the whole
thing !™

Mornington Hardacre rose from his
chair and crossed over to his protege.
He patted the young man on the
shoulder and smiled kindly.

“Perhaps I shouldn’t have shown it
to yo ., Juim,"” he said., **I must confoss
it worried me exceedingly. Alrecady
people in the town are beginning to talk
scandal about yon, Someone has taken
great pains to spread these foul lies, and,

as a natural consequence, there are
plenty of idiots ready to believe every
word.”

“It fairly stagpgers me.” =aid Jim

blankly. *I ecan't imagine who would
be rotter enough to resort to such dirty
methods of injuring me.”

“Blot it from your mind, my lad,”
continned Hardacre kindly. “Show
them on Saturday what a centre-forward
you are!"

“I'll play as I've never played be-
fore!” smid DBlakeney, a grim look
settling  on  his  handsome features.

“Rely on me, Mr. Hardacre.”

For the remainder of the afternoon
the subject was dropped; but as Jim,
having taken his Jeave of Hardacre.
siepped out for his own rooms, the
anonymous letter and the scandal it con-
tained recurred in full force.

“I'll drop along to Ferrers Locke!™
muttered the young footballer. *'Per-
haps he can get to the bottom of it.”

Accordingly DBlakeney walked through
the town until he came to the Hotel

Centiral. Remembering the great detec-
five's instructions to ask tor Colonel
Challis, the young footballer carried

them ouf, and was eventually shown to
that gentleman’s suite of rooms.

Prepared as he was to find the sleuth
i a disguise of some sort, Jim started
mvoluntarily as his keen eves rested on
the white-haired, soldierly-looking indi-
vidual seated at the table. He quickly
recovered his composure, however, and
advanced.

“Glad to find vou in, Mr. Locke—I
mean, Colonel Challis,” he greeted, as
he shook hands with the famous detee-
tive. ‘““ My word, sir, one wouldn't recog-
nise you in that get-up. It's marvellous!
But to get to business, sir. I'm rather
worried—---"'

“Yes, my lad,” smiled the detective.
“T ecan quite believe it.  This scandal
running the round is decidedly injurious
to your reputation. Do you think 1t s
another move of the Tiger's?"”

“Not for one moment,” replied
Rlakeney. “ It wouldn’t suit his book at
all to injure me in that way unless——"'

“Unless,” interrupted the sleuth, “he
has found someone else in the team will



—puzzle-pictures? Remember, only one more week!

Jim Blakeney started.

“I'd never given a thought o thal pessibility,” he said.

Briefly he outlined the trouble with Rouald Swiveller which
had ended in a fight between them, and concluded with ihe

anonymous, typewritten letter Mornington IMardacre had
receiyed,
The sleuth listened wvery altentively, awd a grim  zmile

played about his lips.

“Bwiveller is the fellow we must keep an eyve on,” he said
at length. “I should imagine that he's capable of any
villainy. It's a pity, though, Hardacre desiroyed that anony-
mous letter—it might have helped us. There was noiling
peculiar about the missive, T suppose 7"

““No,” replied Jim ithoughtfully, * unless you would eall
the fact of the letter ‘r’ being out of alignmeni—wherever
it appeared—with the rest of the letters as peculiar.”

““Ah!"” exclaimed the detective. ““That is a small point,
but it may be useful.’™

For another half-hour or so Lhe footballer and tlie pseudo
("elonel Challis discussed the situation: and then Jim teck
his leave.

“There’s something pretty
~leuth when Jim had departed. “The words of the anony-
mous - letter drawing Hardacre's attention fo the match
against Portdale on Saturday would suggest that between
now and then something is likely Lo happen to Jim to upset
his play. Humn !

For tern minutes the sleuth Ieaned back in his c¢hair, 7o all
intents and purposes idly smoking. Dut his keen bram was
nusy with the problem of the anonymous lelter and the
scandal concerning Blakencéy already runmmng hike wildlive
through the town. At the end of that time he vose to his
[eet and walked out of his rooms.

Five minules later Locke was idly pacing the niain sleoek
of Middlcham, when his attention was aroused by the appear-
uance of Ronald Swiveller—whom he knew by sight —walk-
ing hurriedly down a back siveel.

With a muttered cjaculation Fervers Locke turned on his
heel and followed the foothaller. Kecping a distance of
fifty yards behind his quarry, the detective saw SRwivellor
dact down another side-turning. Locke quickened his pace,
but when he arrived at the strect in aueslion il was
dezserted.,

“Hum !” he ejaculated. * Friend Swiveller liag evidently
entered one of these bhuildings.  He ecouldn’t posaibly have
reached the end of the streel in that short time, cven if he
had run.”

Carelessly looking at the name-plates out=ide the lLious-s
ihe sleuth went up and down the street until he came 1o a
Brass-plate bearing the name, “AMichacl Menzine, Uomnis-
~-ion Agent.”

“So far so good!” chuckled Locke. “The onlv beok-
maker in the whole thoroughfare seems likely 1o he {he
person upon whom Swiveller has called. I'l make suee. ™

The detective entered the building, and found the ollicos
he sought. A tap at (he * Enquiry 7' door broughi a olesk
upon the scene.

deep  here ! mutiered  the

“Mr. Menzine?’ asked the sleuth. “Ah, he's af Lome®
(Good! Kindly inform him that Colonel Chailis would hie

fo sce him for five minutes if it’s conveuient.”

“Very good, sir,” replied the clerk, taking the piecs of
pasteboard Locke handed him. “Will yon kidly step into
rhe waiting-room ? Mr. Menzine copragedl  for the
mw.oment.”

“Oh, I can-wait!”

Ferrers Locke selected a chair in the waiting room near
ancther door marked “*Private,” and waited, Fram the
ofhce beyond he could hear the muffled sounds of conversa-
t1on, bnut was unable to distinguish anything. Five misutes
later the door opened, and Mr. Menzine appeared on 1he
threshold, bowing eobsequionsly to his departing visitor, who
wus none olher than Ronald Swiveller.

Ferrers Locke, from the corner of hiz eve, identified the
visitor and then yawned. :

¥ Good-alternoon, Colonel Challis ! grocted the ful book-
maker pleazantly. “ Will you step miside? Take a soat.”

The “colonel 7 plumped Limself iuto an avmchaiv, 1aking
i pretence at breathing hard after his exertions, iz quick
eye, however, was taking in cvery delail of the roow.

“I would like to open an account with you, Mr. Mapzine,”
-aid the “colonel ¥ at length., “TI am rather fondd of o hit
ol racing; don't you know, and as I'm siaying oy the el
for a monuth or so——"

“Certainly, sir,” smiled Menzine, rubbing his fa! hands fo-
: = [ X 2 i
FJ-'“'{EI. “I wil instruct my cleck to pat von on the bnoks
=iraight away.”

(Continurd on page 26.)
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The World s Finest
Clockwork Train

A finer or better-looking clockwork train than a Hornby Train

. was never produced.

PERFECT MECHANISM

The engine contains the strongest, best built piece of clockwork
mechanism that ever sent a train dashing round its track with
a heavy load behind it.

STANDARDISED PARTS

A most valuable and remarkable feature of the Hornby Train
1s that it can be taken to pieces and rebuilt, just like a
Meccano model. All the parts are standardised, and there
1s as much fun “taking Loco, Tender, Wagons and Coaches
to pieces and rebuilding them as there is in playing with them.
Any lost or damaged parts may be replaced with new ones.

A HORNBY TRAIN LASTS FOR EVER!

HORNBY::= TRAINS

NEW ROLLING STOCK AND TRAIN ACCESSORIES

There are new Wagons, Signals, Lamps, Stations, Turntables
this year, all built in correct relationship as regards size gauge,
method of coupling, ete., with the ?‘{ﬂrnhy Trains. Most
important of all, they have the uniformly beautiful finish that
1 the great feature of the Hornby aystem. To uze indifferent
rolling stock or a foreign-looking station with a Hornby Traia
spoils the fun.

THE WINDSOR STATION is a thing of beauty—the only
really British station obtainable. Its bright colouring and realistic
appearance will bring joy to the heart of every boy who sees jl.

HORNBY AND ZULU
. TRAINS
. ARE GUARANTEED
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A Splendid New Meccano Bock
Thisis a new and splendidly illustrated -
book, thattells of all the good th‘ingi that -
come [rom Meccanoland, wherethe best -
. toys are manufactured. No bay should -
: be without this wenderful book. :
. How to get a Free Copy .
: Just show this advertisement to three :
* chums and send us their names and
* addresses with your own. Address your &
: letter to Dept. L. 1
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The ideal evening—a roaring fire, a cosy
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Quick as lightoing the disguised Ferrers Locke rose to his feet and stood gazing
down at the typewriter on the bookmaker’s desk. Suddenly the office door opened,
and the fat, eunning features of Michael Menzine peered in.

(See this page.)

He crossed the room, and, asking his
visitor to excuse him for a moment, dis-
appeared upon the other side of the
office door. It was an opportunity that
Locke would never have dreamed pos-
sible.  Quick as lightning, the sleuth
rose to his feet, and stood gazing down
at the typewritér on the bookmaker’s
desk. He was just in time to see that
the “r ""in the type-bar of the machine
was out of alignment when the office
door opened and the fat, cunning
features of Michael Menzine peered in.

“Dashed handy little machine you've
got there,” remarked the * colonel,” with
un enguging smiie, as he noted the sus-
picious look on the bookmakgr's face.
*Pardon my asking, but are they reli-
able—these portable machines?  They
always appear to me to be rather frail.”

he  suspicious  look faded from
Menzine's face, and he laughed.

“I find this particular machine very
useful for carrying backwards and for-
wards with me when there's a lot to be
done, Colonel Challis. As for being frail
—well, I'm no typist, rather heavy on
the keys, as a matter of faclt; but it
seems to stand up to my treatment all

right.”
““Does it, indeed!” murmured the
visitor admiringly. “A very dandy

little machine, very !

After a few more pleasantries the
““colonel " took his leave, being assured
by the rascally bookmaker that every

ik

commission would receive his personal
attention.

Onece outside
Locke smiled.

“A very lucky afternocon!” he mut-
tered to himself. *Swiveller and this
fat rascal Menzine in confab together
and a machine with the ‘r’ in the type-
bar out of alignment. Hum! Methinks
I know now who wrote the anonymous
letter. With Swiveller and this fat
sconndrel Monzine working hand-in-
love, the Tiger and Ims precious gang
overing in the background, Middleham
seems hkely to afford some excitement.”

Behind the Scenes!

in the street Ferrers

-

1 ISTEN here, boys!"”
Tiger Sleck motioned to
his rascally confederates to

draw near. The scene was an
underground room in one of the worst
tenement houses in Middleham. Thus
far it had afforded an excelloent hiding-
place for the gang.

The **boys " drew up their chairs to
the table and gave their arttention.

“It's time we got busy again,” said
the Tiger., “I ‘phoned up Ferrers
Locke's place to-day to find out the lie
of the land, and that cub Jack Drake—
his assistant—informea me that his
master had been called away to the Con-
tinent on urgent business, and was not
likely to be returning to London for a

monih or so."

urrﬁchair—

A murmur of relief ran round the
gathering at this piece of news.
~ “Things are working very well for us
in  Middleham,” continued Sleek.
“Hardacre's nephew—I've taken pains
to find out—is a bit of a goer. He hates
Jim like poison, and I rather fancy that
all this rumour about Jim's playing a
double game and his being hand-in-
glove with a bookmaker is a piece of
Swiveller’s handiwork, Well and good.
What Jim wouldn't do for us perhaps
swiveller will. So far as I can find out,
Swiveller iz reckoning on inheriting
Hardacre’s money when the old chap
pegs out, and he's rather funky of Jim
stepping in and scooping the spoils, so
o speak., Well, o0 far as I'm concerned,
it matters little whether Jim Blakeney
15 1n the Rangers or not. Swiveller will
serve my -purpoie just as well—in fact,
I think he will be much easier to handle
than Jim.  Moreover, that young cub
I've taken all the trouble to educate will
get his deserts for turning upon me.
He'll be booted out of the club in dis-
grace.’’

“So you reckon there's something in
this scandal, goy'nor?” asked Bill Stub-
bins. “You think somethin® is going to
happen in the match on Saturday be-
tween the Rangers and Portdale #"

I feel sure about it,” retorted the
Tiger. *“I've not been idle this last two
days. I've heard about the trouble
Swiveller had with " Jim and the subse-
quent fight. And T've taken pains to
probe mmto Swiveller's history., But wait
until Sam arvrives—he's shadowing Hard-
acre’s nephew now-—and he may have
something good to report.”

“I've heard tell as 'ow that feller
Swiveller is up to his eyes in debt!"
growled one of the roughs seated at the
table.

“Exactly !" replied the Tiger. * And
that points te. there being another mer-
chant behind 8Swiveller—one of his
greedy creditors, no doubt—who 15 epg-
ing him on for reasons .of his own.
According to form, the Rangers should
win easily on Saturday. If this scheme
against Jim—for there 1s a scheme on
hand, I feel certain—turns out correctly,
the Rangers will lose, mark my words.”

“And some chap's goin’ to make a
pot of money over it!" exclaimed Bill

Stubbins brightly.

“Your perspicacity does
Bill " smiled the Tiger.

Even as he spoke a treble knock
sounded at the door. The leader of the
gang crossed the room, moved aside the
stnall shutter that concealed the grille,
and peered through the grating,

“It's only Sam," he announced,

The door was opened, and the sixth
member of the Tiger's choice band of
confederates swaggered into the room.

“Well?" asked Sleek. “ What news?"

“I've shadowed Swiveller from early
morning !” growled Sam. “ And I was
about to chuck up the job in disgust
when he made tracks for the back end
of the town. I followed him, and he
entered the business premises of a My,
Michael Menzine i

“What, the bookmaker?”
Sleck execited!y,

you credit,

exclaimed

“Yes "
“Good ! The Tizer's satisfaction
was very  evident. ““{z00d! M.

Michael Menzine is the chap who's pull-
ing the strings through Swiveller, I’
wager. You've done well, Sam !

Sam DMoates grinned at this unusual
compliment and helped himself to  a

bottle of liquor on the table,

-l
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“YT suppose Swiveller returned to his home after that?”
wais the Tiger's next question.

“He did, chief,” muttered Sam,
mine,”

‘' Haw, haw!"” ;

gang saw something m the remark, and they
laughed nufamu.riuu:-ﬂ-y. The “home ” comsisted of one
rickety kitchen-table, seven beatwood chairs, that ha.d EEEI
better days, and sundry piles of blankets for sleeping pur-
poses, |

“ Anyone else visit Menzine about the same time?" asked
the Tiger, :

“Yes, chief—a peppery old gent who looked like a retired
Army officer. He was harmless enough, though—eaten up
with gout, I should say.”

The Tiger smiled.

“I've & toast to propose,” he said, lifting his glass.
“Here's to the overthrow of that ungrateful cub Jim Blake-
ney, and here’s to Ronald Swiveller ! :

“And a marked man, too!” grunted Stubbins.
to "im!"

Seven glasses were raised and emptied, with a heartiness
that bespoke more enthusiasm for the liguor contained
therein than the toast the Tiger had proposed.

“Boys,” said Sleek, ‘“we’ve pot to act guickly. The
right nove at the right time and the million quid for old
- Hardacre's invention -will be ours.” : o

“Here's to it 1" growled Bill Stubbins, already 1magining
his share of the “ swag.”

“'Ear, 'ear!’*

(There is another thrilling instalment of thizs powerful scriel
next Monday, boys. Be sure to read it!)

“And I've returned to

k

“Here's
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{ BUNTER BORROWS A BIKE! |

‘? Adapted from the famous old song, “Whiddicombe Fair,” ‘{5
§ by Dick Pentold. X

i G e e e e T 1

Tom Brown, Tom Brown, your bike you might spare,
All along, down along, out along lea;
For I'm wanting to go to Burchester Fair, _
With Squiffy and Smithy, Bob Cherry, Johnny Baull,
Itarace Coker (the joker!), my Old Uncle Toddy, and all !
* And when shall T see again my new bike "
All along, down along, out along lea;
* By locking-up time, or by tea, if yvou like,
With Squiffy and Smithy, Bob Cherry, Johonny Bull,
ITorace Coker (the joker !), my Old Unele Toddy, and all 1™

So Bunter set out oen that handsome machine,
All along, down along, out along lea;

And his corpu lent form in the distance was seen
With Squiffy and Smithy, Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull,
Horace Coker (the joker!), his Old Uncle Toddy, and all !

And then they descended a jolly steep hill—
All along, down along, out along len ;

Bunter tried to keep pace (without having a spill)
With Squiffy and Smithy, Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull,
Horace Coker (the joker !), his Old Uncle Toddy, and all!

But the saddie collapsed, with & terrible crash—
All along, down along, out along lea;

And Bunter shot into the ditch with a splash,
With Bquiffy and Smithy, Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull,
Horace Coker (the joker!), his Old Uncle Toddy, and all !

Then Browney raced up to the top of that hill,
All along, down along, out along lea;

And he saw Billy Bunter a-making his Will,
With Squiffy and Smithy, Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull,
Horace Coker (the joker!), his Old Uncle Toddy, and all!

“(h, never again shali you ride on my jigger,
All along, down along, out along lea ™
2o saying, Tom Brown punched the porpoise with vigour !
So did Bquiffy and Smithy, Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull,
Horace Coker (the joker!), his Old Uncle Toddy, and all!

He's our man now !”

i
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Anything that works may
be built with Meccano, Here
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ENGINEERING FOR BOYS

This is a model-building Competition that brings galden opportunities
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to the value of £250 for the best Meccano models. Write us for full
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The " Big Ben" Keyless Lever Watch on
THE GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS nir
put belore the British Public by one ol
LONDON'S OLDEST~ESTABLISHED

MAIL ORDER HOUSES.
Frcc a Solld Sliver English Hall-
marked Double Curb Albart

=5 with Seal attached, given FREE -
g with every Watch.

SPECIFICATION: Gent's Full-size Keyless \§
Lever Watch, Improved action: fitted
patent recoil click, preventing breakage
of mainspring by overwinding.

" 10 YEARS' WARRANTY

“— Sent on receipt of 3d

deposit; after appro-
val, send | /9@more. The balance
may then be paid by 9 monthly
payments 2/- each. Cash
refunded In ful if dissatisfied.
Send 34 mow to

4 J. A. DAVIS & CO.

(Bepl. 87), 26 Denmark Hil
London, 8.E. 5. .
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An mbsolutely FREE Gift of
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EHOME OINENMNAS
These splendid models will show a clear picture and can be
used as Magic Lantern or Cinema. Bupplied in 3 sizes, and
12 Alms and 6 slides are given FREE wilth

each modei.
Ko.l " . 88 posl free.
T - - ‘-‘IB T 8k
o - - io08 v
Bafcty Acetylene Lamp, /83 cxtra.
BRITIEE MADE CRYBTAL SETSE. Finely
finished 26t mounted on slate panel, 3'9 post free.
MINIATDORE WIRELESS BSET. Guaranteed to
feceive broadeast -concerta over 20.mile range. Every
set gnaramerd. Post free, /6
BEIZE FOOTBALLS No. 6. 8 panel.
Complete with strong bladder and laces. Post free. Prico 4/9

WEW ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE Wircless Accessories, Cameras, Mechanlcal
Models, ate,, Ires on request,
_-. UBHER & Co., Ltd., 5. Devonshire Btreet, Holborn, London, W.C.1.

Weekl

or 386 cash buys a ssperbly made i : /
~ ' Mead Gramophone with beautifully coloured g = £
giant metal hom, extra loud soundbox, massive v# .
. SAFTh oak ri:nafimfilﬂl *Trunfi?' ::arréngu paid 10 Days* L_';-_p,. &
I e Spgy 4 rial. Meedles and B/- ' Roo-let " gramo ™Segliss !
it game FRE *nlald Table-Grands with st
Wirelesa Set, Portables and Mahogany Floor™g
Cabinet Modela at HALF SHOP PRICES.

M’m Write for art catalogue.

Co.(Dept. @iv  Birmingham.

“My RHEUMATISM
hasCompletely Gone”

IeaT Sirs, 1. Argyle Street, Birkeohead.

I contracted A povern attack of 'ﬂ.hnumntism.
It becamwe s painful that it was  agonizing
to usa Gl necossary  gestures  fllustraling my
gongs. I Lried soveral roemedios without obtaining
reiiel until I was recommechded Urace. 1 cannot
speak too highly ¢f Lhe benefils received.  The

henmaotism has completely gone. I ghall
always recommend it to my brother and sistor
professionals.—<Xours sinceroly, - et

~LENA CARROLL, Comedienne., o

TRACE, and WRACE alone, can cure Rheumatism. It directly attacks tho
cause—urio acld—dissolves and expols it from the system and prevents its
reappearance, That s why it CURES, and CURES QUICKLY. 1/3, 3/-
E,? ﬁll-t- lﬂﬂ‘i'lmx frem H“utﬂ. 'il-‘mmtlllzr 'f#t#;gﬂﬂu;. Ta:r!ur‘sf and all

IEMisla Ann Itoeres, oF direct "Trom Lhe Linbhoratories 1
Woburn Houso, Store Street, W.C. 1. N N
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all Chemista.
l ILM 81 STANLEY ROAD, STRATFORD, E.15.
UNUSED STAMPS |
100 % FREE!

To obtain the above magnificent advertising offer, just
réqueat our famous approval sheets. _
LISBURN & TOWNSEND, 201a, London Rd., Liverpool,
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THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

MODEL RAILWAYS

Tl

O¥S8—youcan build for yourselves o perfect
B of the great English Rallway E:p:':tum.' "‘9:;1 'i:f nl;n:':é
complete it allat once. Startnow,and ndd toitas you can—but
be sure au;lnl::n ﬁ:ﬂg .tﬂnﬁututt-l.uwka Stsndard Models. They
Wiio nre e etnil to reproduce the real thing, by men
BASSETT-LOWEE MODELS mav be t chas
their London Showrooms, 112, ﬁfgh tﬁ;g;:ﬁlf dW“EP“ ki

OUR EXEWAS CATATL.OGIIE

now ready—contains many hundreds of interesting photographs of a1l kinds
of model engiues, coaches, wagons, signals—in fact l:l‘i'El'Ft-hilhlﬂ for Model
Rallway. Bend for it to.day—Section A/8l, post free 1/e—from Northa mpton
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2.page Abridged Calalogue post free from Norihamplon on recript of posleard.
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e DONT BEXE EULILYED
i special offer. TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE LESSONS
from my-Complete Course .on JUJITSU for four
penny sta-vps, Jujitsu is the kest and simpleat
gcience of aelf defence and attack ever Invented.
Learn to take care of yourself under ALL circum-
stances and learn Lo protect the small and weak.
- SEND NOW. - -
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“"YAWARA "' SCHOOL (Dept.A.P.}, 10, Queensways, Hanworth, Feltham, Middx.

MAGIC TRICKS, fusirument.” fiviibie._Yamtate birds

Price6d.each,4forl/-.—T. W, Harrison,239, Pentooville Rd., London,N.1
from large :

CHGGSE 5“ STAMPS FR . packet soent

to applicants for Blue Label approvals. Send postage—B. L. CORYN,
10, Wave Crest, Whitstable, Eent. . :

COMPLETE CRYSTAL RECEIVING SET :
WI RELESS GUARANTEED 25 MILES. - 3/-
HAYDINE & CO0., 647, Fulham Road, London. ¥ /-
STOP STAMMERING ! futsyousself as ¥ ald, Par.
HUGHES, 7. SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.O.1. —~
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By means of FRETWORK you can make for pleasure
and profit all kinds of useful articles easily and quickly—
Models, Toys, Picture-Frames, Clocks, Cabinets, etc.
Send ;your name and address on & postcard to HANDI-
CRAFTS LTD., Dept. 12, 264/8, Holloway Road,
London, ‘N. 7. You will receive free a booklet all about
FRETWORK, a copy of HANDICRAFTS MAGAZINE,
and -several splendid designs.
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When Answering Advertisements
Please Mention This Paper. ™
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