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NOT “EGGS”ACTLY NICE FOR BOB CHERRY:

{1 Heely incident from #he long complete sfory of Harry Wharton & Co.—inside.)
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EVERY GIRL AND BOY

should make absolutely certain of getting a
copy of the world - famous HOLIDAY
ANNUAL. Containing 'wonderful stories of
oSchool, Sport, and Adventure, profusely illus-
trated by the leading artists of the day, the
HOLIDAY ANNUAL has beaten its own
high-water mark of quality and quantity. In
addition to the topping stories there are useful
Hobby Hints,. Plays, Poems, Tricks, Interesting
and Informative Articles on subjects dear to
the heart of youth. Every purchaser of this

popular volume
IS CERTAIN TO ENJOY
a wonderful Feast of Fiction.  Gorgeous

Coloured Plates and Splendid Photogravures

give a special quality to an already brilliant

production. No trouble or money has' been

spared to make this New volume a better-than-

ever value - for - money proposition. For the
modest price of Six Shillings

“THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL”

presents the finest bargain of the year.

Now on Sale at all Newsagenls. Price 6/-

NEWSAGENTS' REFORT :
U Selling like hot eakies—advise your readers to order now,”
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A Magnificent, New, Long

introducing their rivals

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Eggs Lor Five !

48 E'D hetter take & taxi," said
H?h Cherry.

‘Hear, hear !

“An estecmed taxi 1s the

proper means of transportfulness,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
» The Famous Five of the Greyfriars
Removée were passing down Courtfield
High Street, They were weary and
heavy laden, and they were dressed in
their “best hibs and tuckers,” as Bob
Gherry expressed it. The famous Co.
had spent the afterncon at the girls’
school, Clilf House, where they had n
ontertained to tea by Marjorie Hazel-
dene, PhrHis Howell, and the rest of
their girl chums.

Instead of gm’nﬁ straight back to Grey-
friars, Harry Wharton had proposed a
walk to Courtfield for the purpose of
buying footer togs, boots, corner flags
and other things that were requisite an
necessary for the footer season,

The bargaining and baptering had now
been completed, and the big brown-
paper parcels which the Co. carried
were out of keeping with their resplen-
dent attire. '1"1113? felt like beasts of
burden as they panted along with their
parcels,

Bob Cherry's suggestion of s #axi was
particularly opportunc. Nobody fancied
a four-mile tramp to Greyiriars in the
cireumstances, '

Harry Wharton halted. Like Moses of
old, he looked thiz way and that way,
and there was no man—at least, therc
was no taxi-uan.

. “Not a taxi 4o be seen,” prunted the
r-npfain of the Remove.

‘We can get one ot the station,” said
NWugent. **Come on I

The Famouz Five plodded on
their burdens.

“We haven't zeen anything of Dick
Trumper & Co.  lately,” observed
Jahnny Bull. "I know where the giddy
Hies go in the winter-time, but I'm
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Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co.,

from the Council School—Dick Trumper & Co.

dashed if I know where the Courtfield
Council 8chool chaps get to in the
auntumn "

Frank Nugent glanced up and down
the streot a trifle apprehensively.

“We don't want to bump into
Trumper’'s mob just now,” he said. *“I
don't feel Mke a I've caten too
much tea, for one thing:; and I don't
want my Sunday togs torn to ribbons,
for another.”

“No jolly fear ! agreed Bob Cherry.
" Besides, how could we tackle Trumper
& Co. when we're loaded up like pack
mules 7"

“I don't think we shall see anything
of them," said Wharton. "IHopo not,
anyway. "

A foud of long standing existed be-
tween the Greyfriars Remove and the
County’ Council schoolboys. It was not
a bitter feud, by any mcans. It was &
friendly one—if, indeed, such things as
friendly fewds exist. Harry Wharton &
Co. and Dick Trumper & Co. weore a
sort of Mutual Ragging Association.

But there were occasions when “ rags ™
were not to be desired, and this was one
of them. Certainly the Greylriars
janiors would have found it very awk-
ward had their rivals pounced upon them
at that moment.

But there was no zipn of Dick
Trumper and his myrrmidons. And the
Famouz Five went on their way re-
assnred.

They were passing the grocery depart-
ment of Chunkley’s Btores, and thinking
themselves fairly safe frem interference,
when suddenly, like a bolé from the blue,
an egg landed upon Dob Cherry’s reo-
splendent ' topper.”

Crash !

Bab’s headgear was knocked sideways
as the cggshell broke snd discharged
its contents. The streaming yolk sadly
mareed the pristine splendour of Dob's
toppor.

“My hat!” cjaculated Tioh, stopping
short. “ Bomebody's pelting me, by
Jove I"

| volley of epgs sent

Crash, crash, crash!

Eggs began to arrive in  large
numbers. The air beeame thick with
them. That first cgg, which had dis-

placed Bob Cherry's topper, had been
merely s harbinger of others to follow.
And.they followed thick and fast, in a
whizzing fusillade.

The Famous Five plunged and stag-
gered under the bombardment. It wes
so utterly unexpected that they were
dumbfounded. Eggs ora and
splashed upon them with deadly force.

It was some time before the wictims
of the bombardment could get their
bearings; but presently they saw where
the cggs were coming from.

(hetside Chunkley's grocery store waz a
huge crate of cooking eggs. This was
being used &8s an ammunition dump by
Dick: Trumper & Co., who were am-
bushed behind the crate. The Famous
IFive caught a glimpse of their grinnin
faces, There wero three of them—Di
Trumpor, his chum, Grabam, and Solly
Lazarus,

“Pile in ! roared Trumper.

“Go it!" prined Graham.

"Give "em thocks!™ chuckled Bolly
Lazarus.

“IIa, ha, hal”

Trumper & Co. were enjoying them-
solves vastly, Bo wero the onlookers,
who had congregated at a discreet dis-
tance to watch the [un.

But the humorows swde of the arfus-
tion was quite lost npon Harry Wharton
& Co. Those hapless youths ducked and
dodged as a fnrtﬁur volley of eggs camo
Qwvir,

“You—you rotters '™ spluttered Whar-
ton. “Owooch! Rush ‘em, you chaps!™

The Co. made a concerted rush do-
wards the erate, behind which their
assatlants were ensconsed.  But before
they had advanced many yards another
them staggering
hack.
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Trumper & Co. were “piling in * for.

all theg were worth. Helping them-
selves from thé crate, they kept up a
deadly fre.

The eggs in that crate were by no
means new-laid, Even Clunkley®s had
not dared te make that extravagant
claim for them. They wore simply
marked ** Beat Cookin g3, and were
going cheap. Ceortainly Igl:m;,' were well
past their prime. Dick Trumper, as he
gleefully plunged his hands into the
crate, likened those eggs to  Macaulay's
‘Tays' of Anclent Rome.” The
cfluvia they emitted was horrible.

“We ought to have worn gas masks
for this juﬁ e %rinnm:l Trumper.

“Ha, ha, ha!

‘By this time the victims of the bom-
bardment were in a pitiful plight. Their
clothes, ‘their faces, their hats, their
boots, were streaming with the yolks of
those prehistoric egpgs, :

Had Harry Wharton & Co. been wise
they would ﬁm’& taken flight. But they
remained on thepavement in the vain
hope of being able to get o grips with
th::]& attackers. : s s

M Gug-gug-pug Y spluttere chnny
Bull, as sn egg caught him full in
the mouth.

“Qoocoooch ! gasped Harry Wharton,
&8s a . mussile smashed into his ear.

“Yaroocooooh 1 yelled Frank Nugent,
us he slipped on the yolk-spattered pave-
mend and went sprawling.

“Keep it up ! panted Dick Trumper.
“Rapid fire, you fellows!”

“Thith: ith thomethin
lisped Solly Lazarus,

them !

like a rag!”
‘Thock it into

"“We'll make their Bunday best look’

worse than their worat !
chuckled, Graham,

“Ha, ha, ha!

weekday

The bombardment continued moerrily.

A startled shop-assistant came rushing

out, to remonstrate with the attacking.

party. Dick Trumper waved him back.
“It's all serene, old top,” he said.

“We'll settle up afterwards. You oughi.

to be jolly grateful to us for getting rid
of these eggs for you. You'd never have
sold them !™

The assistant retired with & grin. Ile
knew that Dick Trumper & Co. would
keep their word.

canwhile, the Famous Five made a
last desperate effort to get to cloge
quarters with the enemy. With one
arcord they fairly charged towards the
crate, but only one of them succeeded in
remhmg;h it, This was Bob Cherry.
Bob's chums were beaten back by a
veritgble hailstorm of eggs.

Having reached lis objective, Bob
Cherry clenched his hands, and made a
fierce rush at Dick Trumper & Co. They
were ready for him. Bob was promptly
pimioned by three pairs of bhands, and
then . whirled off lis feet, and heaved
badily into the crate.

There were still several layers of eggs
in the crate, and the unforturmate Bob
tanded fairly in the midst of them.
There was & series of crackings and
squelchings as the epgs gave way under
Boh's weight.

“"Yah! (ooooch !
spluttered the hapless Bob.
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Trumper & Co.

Bob Cherry Aoundered in a vellow,
clammy pool of smached eggs. He had,
i fact, o sort of egg-bath; and it was a
long time before he managed to extricate
himeelf from the crate. When he did so,
peal upon peal of laughter rang out from
fthe convulsed onlockers. was
plastered from head to foot with egg
volks. They elung to his hair and face:
they streamed dewn his clothing. Bob
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Geroooogh ™

was so excessively eggy &t that moment
that his own chums found difficulty in
recognising him.

Bob eprambled out of the crate, and
h&atm}‘ed an eggy glare upon Dick
Trumper & Co.

“(h, you villains ! he panted. “I—

| I'H jolly well burst you for this !

And he made a furious rush at his
foes.

But Trumper & Co. had no desire to
come into close contact with Bob Cherry.
The aroma from his eggy person was
more than they could stand. They
promptly turned, and rushed into the
store; and Dob, who followed full pelt,
had the door slammed in his face.

Bolb paused for a moment, breathing
threatenings ahd slaughter. Then be re-
treated, and joined his discombted
chumsa.

“Let's get out of this!™ muttered
Wharton.

“"We are the lauglful-stock of the
town!"” groaned Hurree Singh, dabbing
at his eggy exterior with a handkerchief,

“Those cackling street-urching want

| their heads banged together!”. growlad

Johnny Bulll And he made a threaten-
ing movement towards & group of raga-

“muffing, who prompily, turned tail.

“Come on!” gasped DBob Cherry.
“Let's get a taxi,”

The Famous Five fairly bolted down
the High Street. They ran the gauntlet

of & Felling crowd of sightseers.

It"was only a matter of a few hundred

yards to the railway-station; but to the’

unthappy Co. it seemed . miles.
A taxi-cab stood outside the station.
Bob Cherry led the way towards:it.

“Greyfriars | he panted to the driver.
And he was about to throw open the
door of the wehicle, when the man
jumped- down from his seat and beckoned
Lob back.

[ Nothin' dein’ I he said firmly.  You
ain’t geoin’ to ride in my hkeb, not if I
knows it 1"

“We'll pay you double fare if you'll
run us to Greyfriars!” said Wharton
persuasively.

The taxi-driger shook his head.

“I wouldn't take you, not if you was
to pay me treble fare ! he said.

“You'd ruin my keb, as ever was! It
would smell of heggs for hages! Jest
you get along orf out of it, or I'll fetch a
p'liceman! Phew! Wot a whiff!™

And the man whipped out a large
coloured handkerchief and clapped it to
his nose.

Harry Wharton turned to his chums in
dismay. _ :

“There's nothing for it but the train, I
sup%:m," he said.

“They'll never let us on to the plat-
form in this state ! groaned Nugént.

“Let's try our luck, anyway.”

Laden with their Iparm]ﬂ. which they
had managed to collect after the fracas
outside Chunkley's, the Famous Five
approached the booking-office. The
stationmaster saw them coming, and he
promptly waved them back. He could
recognise some of them, in epite of their
dreadful appearance.

“Borry, voung gents,” he said, “but I
cal’t ‘let vou travel on the company’s
lines i that state. Better go and get a
bath hrst, If you were to get into a
carriage like that yon'd cause a riot
among the passengers ™

The Famous Five turned away. Train
and taxi were alike out of the question.
There was nothing for it but te walk
back te Greyfriars.

It was a nightmare journey for the un-
fortunate quintette, i:[nt.cristﬂ grimaced
at them ; pedestrians guffawed at them;
one elderly Jady bolted into & hedge on
their appr

‘astonished Form master.
Bull!
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“FISH'S *HAIR-RAISING’ STUNT!"—NEXT WEEK'S GRAND YARN!

Even when the gates of Greyfriars
came in sight, the juniors’ troubles were
not over.

As luck would have it, the Close waa
thronged with fellows. They saw Harry
Wharton & Co. come in; and, like the
explorers of old, they locked at ecach
other with a wild surmise. Then they
looked again at their egg-bespattered
schoolfellows, and a roar of laughter
went up.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What an eggs-tracrdinary spectacle I
chuckled Skinner of the Remove.

* And what an awful efluvia, by gad ¥
drawled Temﬁla of the Fourth, placing a
cambric handkerchief to his nose. " Stand
clear, you fellows, if you don't want to
be asphyxiated !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Famous Five, covered with eggs
and confusion, staggered through the
Close, with their parcels. They were
given a wide passage. Fellows fell back
on either side, clasping their handker-
chiefs to their noses.

Mr. Quelch suddenly appeared on the
School .House.steps. He nearly lost hia
equilibrium when he caught sight of the

egpy juniors.
“Who the—what the——" gasped the
“Wharton !

Nugent! How came you to get
into that disgusting state? You are
scarcely recognisable !”

“'Weé—we had a bit of a tiff with eome
fellows 1n Courtheld, sir!™ stammered
Hurry Whatton.

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“Go and cleanse yourselves at once !™
hie commanded. ' B-bless my soul !
hAlfld out eamoc Mr. Queleh’s handker-
chief.

Harry Wharton & Co. tottered up tha
stops, and disappeared into the building,
in quest of a bath and a change of attire.
And their feslings towards Dick Trumper
& Co., the cause of their discomfiture,
were almost homicidal,

—— ey

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Council of War !

HERE was quite & gathering of the
clans that evening, in Study No. 1
i the Remove passage. The
Famous Five had removed, as far
ossible, all traces of their encounter
with Trumper & Co. But there was still
a suspicious odour of stale eggs sbout
their persons,
Harry Wharton had called a meeting
of the leading lights of the Remove

Form, in order to discuss reprisals
a%'mmt the Courtfield Council School
fellows.

A dozen fellows turned up in Stndy
MNo. 1. There were not a dozen chairs,
but the window-sill and the coal-scuttle
did duty as substitutes.

In addition to the Famous Five, the
assembly  included Peter Teodd, Mark
Linley, Vernon-Smith, Tom Redwing,
Tom Brown, Bulstrode, and Wibley.

Harry Wharton looked unusnally grim
as he rose to address the meeting.

“Gentlemen ! he began. " You have
all heard of the indignity which was
showered upon five of our number this
afterncon.”

“"Was it indignity " asked Vernon-
Smith. “I understood it was eggs !”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“Dry up, Smithy ! You heard how we
were waylaid in Courtfield High Strect
by Trumper and his pals, and pelted
with ancient eggs. Our best clobber has
been ruined ; but we don't mind so much
about that. Togs are bpund to suffer, in
a rag. ‘hat's understood, But what we
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do mind—and mind very much—is thel

insult.and humiliation we've suffered at
the hands of thoze bounders. They had
miatters all their own way, We tried to
rush them, but it was no use. It was a
complete score for Trumper & Co.
They've collared all the giddy spoils of
war, 50 to speak, "Now, the guestion is,
arp wo going to take this lying down,
u.mﬁ:! leave those beggars to crow over
us 7"

“Never "

“"No jolly fear!™

“Our a-l-.'-fn.n sha!l be rr-revenge ! said
Wibley, rolling his R's.

“We've

“Exactly ! said Wharton.
Et_ to get our own back on Trumper &
Co. Wo've got to pay them back with
interest for what happened this afternoon.
No ordinary, common or garden jape will
mest cur purpose. What we've got to do
1y to plan a super-rag—a rag that will be
the talk of the term [”

“Heoar, hoar!®

“MNow, has

wave?" asked the chairman. *“Don't all
gpeak at once.”
They dido’t. A silence followed

Wharton's words, The juniors sat with
their chins in their hands, and their
brows corrugated in dee thought. Each
of them was seeking a happy inspiration
-mqﬂtra-speciai“ ilt-cdgea wheeza for
making Trumper & Co. sit up. And thus
the juniors remained for some moments,
pondering deeply.

“1 sav, you fellowe—"

The familiar voice of William George
Bunter broke in upon the juniors’ cogita-
frons. The silence was rudely shattered
by that high-pitched voice: and the
emple form of the Owl of the Remove
fairly flled the doorway.

Twelve separate and distinet glares
were bestowed upon the .intruder,

“Cut " snapped Wharton..

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Roll away, old fat man! gaid
Vornon-Bmuth, “Can't you .see we're
busy ™

Billy Bunter did not roll away. He
was fairly bursting with. news and im-
-portance, and his spectacles glimmered
upon the gathering.

“I've got some news for vou follows 1
announced DBunter., “You've all heard:
of Tyneside Rovers, of course

“I seem to have heard the name
somewhere,” saidd Bob Cherry, with a
grin. “Team of hopacotch players, I
believe

“Oh, really, Cherry!” zaid Bunter
scornfully. “Tyneside Roverz are the
finest footer team in the north of
England. Apd they're coming here!”

re h?]‘]

“What "

* Ceg-coming
Whairton,

“ Well, not exactly here,” said Bunter,
“but they’re coming to Pegg for the
weok-ond, to train for their midiwesk
match with Lantham Avgyle. They're
staying at the Jolly Sailor.”

“;""IF It-ﬂ.t.:“ -

Billy: Bunter’s information caused
something of a stir. Some of the
uniors were inclined to disbelieve it,

t the majority accepted it as a ‘fact
After all, it was quite feasible that the
famous - League team from the -north
should be spending the weck-end at the
little fishing village of Pege. Foothall
managers and tramners belioved in their
n‘;len geiting a breath of sea air occasion-
ally.

Harry Wharton consulted a list of
League fixtures and he saw that Tyne-
stde Rovers were due to meet Lantham
Argyle at Lantham on the following
Wednesday, Thet part of Bunter’s m-
formdtion was correct, at all eventa,

here § stuttercd

anybody got a brain- |

satisfactiion.
of the lot.

“You'll do nicely,”” said Wibley, surveying his handiwork with considerable
**It's a job to decide which is the most desperate-looking seoundrel
Now, you know what you've got to do. You're to lie in walt for me
in the alley-way at the side of the Courifield cinema, and when I give you the
signal you are fo atiaek me | ™

(See Chapler 5.)

3

“How did you come to hear of this,
Bunter?' asked the captain of the
Remove, '

“1 happened to bump into the Rovers’
manager,” explained Bunter,

* ¥ou bumped into him?” said Vernon-
Smith. “Did he survive the concussion,
or did they take him on an ambulance
to the Cottage Hospital 1

“Oh, really, Smithy—— I met the
manager—Billy Blythe his name 1z—out-
side Friardale station. He asked me to
direct him to the Jolly Sailor, at Pegg.
He looked a pretty prosperous merchant,
50 I offered to walk along with,hiu'.t_, mn
the hope of getting s tip for my
trouble,™

“Just
Taodd,

“Did you get your tip?” inguired
Nugent,

“¥es—but not the sort of tip T ex-
pected,” said Bunter, snorting at the
recollection. "I fagged all the way to
Pﬁlgg‘ with this blessed footbell manager
—I even carried his bag for him—and
when we got to the Jolly Sailor I ex-
pectad at least five bob for my trouble,
But Blythe simply took his bag from me
and said ‘ Thanks very much!” I glared
at him - and dida’t walk away, g0 he

like Bunter!” sniffed Peier

said, ' What ara vou waitiig for? 1
told him I hadn’t fagged all theé wa
out to Pegg for nothing. T said

wahted a tip. T insisted on it. And

what do vou think the rotter did?”

. There was a shaking of heads, and the
Juniors glanced inquiringly at Buntér.

“Ho said to me, ® Here's my tip.
Back Tyneside Rovers fo lick Lantham
on Wednesday I ™

“Ha, ha, ha t”

“What o giddy sell I

“And so the poor dog had none!”
chuckled Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter glared at his hilarious
schoolfellows,

“1 don't see where the joke comes in,"”
he said peevislily. *I told that bourider
Blythe exactly” what I thought of “him
and his ious tip. I called him a
mingy, stingy heast! And I said T hoped
Tyneside Rovers would be licked by
ahout ten goal: to nix on Wednesday,™

“What did he say to that?" asked
Johnny Bull.

“He didn’t say nnyt.hi::g; he just put
his boot behind me. He's got a kick
like a mule, too "

HH-H., ]']Hr ]'-'IE-!“

“The Tyneside tam's arriving to-
morrow,” Buntér went on, "I hope they

et it in the neck good and proper when
they play Lantham! Avre you fellows
going over to see the match?

“Of course!” said Wharton. *“It isn't
every day that we get a chance to see a
League team in action.”

“T'm going over, too,” said Bunter.
"I_ sha'n't have to pay for admission,
because one of my titled relations is a
linesman at Lantham,™

TarE MioweT T.mmay,—No. 919,
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“Oh, my hat! Fancy a giddy duke
dashing along the touchline with a flag

in hiz hand and a coronet on Ins
napper 1 grinned Bob Cherry.

" :E_]“r h'ﬂ-, hl !:Jl

#You silly ass!" roared Bunter. "My

titled relation doesn’t wear hiz coronet
when Ke's acting as linesman. He does
it for sheer love of sport; he t]ﬂ-:_-su‘t
nccopt & penny piece for his services,
Fe'll wangle we "into the ground all
|1'ng-ll'l'.,"

“And arrange for you to have the
grand-stapd nIFtn vourself, 1 supposc?”
said Vernon-Smith sarcastically.

Billy Bunter scowled, )

“I'm going to boo those Tyneside
bounders and put 'em right off their
game,” he s.ai-iu v udand T hope you
fellows will join in," )

“Hut why?” asked Wharton, in aston-
ishment.

“Why? Because their beast of a
manager has insulted me—that's why!”
said Bunter. *“He took & ranning kick
at me, and I sha’'n't be able to sit down
i comfort for days!™

“Ha, ha, ha”

“I laok te you fellows to back me up
and to boo the "Tynesiders for all you're
worth. And we might take a few bad
egps along and pelt the hounders I

Harry Wharton & Co. frowned.
Bunter's reference to bad eggs was un-
fortunate. It revived unpleasant

memories of the recent affray in Court-
ficld High Steeet.

“We shall do nothing of the sort, you
silly owl ! said Wharton, * Why should
we make a dead set at Tyneside Rovera?
T'm jolly glad their manager put his
hoot behind you! That's what you get

for being a rotten sponger! Now get
out 1"
"[:Hh I'EE-"T' ¥ . -
Higet!” roared a dozen vyoices In
unison,

Billy Buuter blinked reproachfully at
thg meeting. He lingered for a moment
in the doorway. Then he saw that
Johnny Bull's hand had strayed towards
a cricket-stump, That was a simster
hint to the Owl of the Remove,

Bunter * got.”

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Wibley's Whe:ze !
€ Q1 it 1" exelaimed Wibley, when
G the deor had closed behind
Bunter.
Wibley was on his feet, his

cves sparkling with excitement.  His

schoolfellows stared at him, ;
“VYou've got a wheese for getlin

even with Tromper & Co.1” ask

Wharton.

“HExactly I

“Tet's hear it, then,™

“ Chucklfully get it off your esteemed
chest, Wih!"” eaid Hurgee Singh.

Wibley faicly beamed upon
gathering. ] .

“It's a gilt-edged, eighteen-carat, tip-
top wheezex t.hl:m(Fh I zay it who
shouldn't 1" he said. “Bunter's news
about Tyneside Rovers fuming; down
gave me the idea, Now, T don't know
whether you fellows are aware of it or
not, but old Trumper has got a par-
ticular pet ombition. It's an idiotic
ambition, that ne sane fellow would en-
tertain for & moment. But, then,
Trumper's not sane. He's o blithering
imbeacile 1™

“We all know he’s got bats in his
belfry,” said Bob Cherry. *‘But what's
thiz wonderful ambition of his?”
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“To fix up a match between Courtfield
Council School and a  pukka League
eleven,™

4 Gmt‘ E‘Eﬂt’t' I:!-

MBounds ridiculous, doesn’t 14?7 snid
Wibley. “As if ene of the big League
teams would condescend to play a mateh
with Trumper's mob!  But Trumper
takes his ambition jolly seriouly. Ive
heard him jawing about it heaps of
times, It's the dream of his life, to coax
on¢ of the big League teama down to
Courtfield for a match.”

Harry Wharton nodded thoughtfully.

“¥es, now you come to mention it,
I'va, heard Trumper harping on that
chord myself," he said. “But I don't
quite see where your wonderful wheere
domes in, Wib,”

“Lend meo your ears!” said Wibley.
“I think it's up to us to let Trumper
realise his precious ambition, I'F:'s
sm(liply dying to meet a tcam of pro's,
and we'll give him his heart's desive.
We'll fix up o match between Trumper's
team and Tyneside Rovers,”

“*What 1

The juniors staved at Wibley in blank
amazement.

“ Not the genuine Tyneside Rovers, of
course,” Wib went on.  “The éeruu that
TI‘_T.IHIPEJ!‘ plays will be our nobile selves,
suitably disguised as a team of pro's
from the north. You-dellows will have
to swot up the dialect a bit. You'll have
to say * Ba goom !’ instead of * My hat "
and all that sort of thing. You can leave
the disguises to me. I'll rig you up in
first-class style, with wigs and flesh-masks
and false eyebrows and all the rest of
i, Tromper will take us for Tyneside
Rovers on sight. We'll fix up the match
for Baturday afternoon, and we'll let his
team lick us to a frazzle. He'll be wild
with delight to think that he's trounced
0 real League team. He'll crow about
1t no end—send the town erier round lo
proclaim the victory, I dare ray. And
then, just as he's swelling with success
and blowing his own trumpet in  full
blast, we'll let him know the truth—
that it wasn't Tyneside Rovers he
played, but little us!”

Wibley paused, glancing triumphantly
at his échoolfollows,

“Well, how's that for & wheeze?” he
chortled.

“Top-hole I Bob  Cherry
promptly.

“Right on the wicket ™ said Nugent.

And similar expressions of approval
were echoed on every side.

Harry Wharton, however, looked a
trifie dubious,

“It. would certainly be a preat stunt
to disguise ourselves as a leamm of pro's
and play & match with Trumper, and
let him think he's beaten the Tyneside
Rovers,” said Harry., “But there are a
few difficultics—" :

“* Name then: ! said Wibley.

“Well, in the first place, the disguises
would have to be awfully clever——"

“Bet your mind at rest on that score,
old scout. They will be.
past-master in the art of disguize and
make-up. It will be quite simple for me
to transform you fellows inte & grown-
up footer eleven.”

“But we're not tall enough——" ob-
jected Wharton.

“0Oh, I don’t know! Tyneside Rovers
sren’t giants, by long chalks. Most of
*em are midgets, Their skipper, Turvey,
i5 a fellow of about my own height and
build. I've got a photo of the team in
my desk. Believe me, there won't he
any need for us to add a cubit to our
stature. What are the other difficulties,
Wharton? Trot em out. We've got to
got thie thing settled 1™

said

taking his ease in his inn.

I'm a giddy-

—

“The question is, how are we Foing to
arrange the mateh with Trumper?”
asked the captain of the Remove. “It
will have to be dome jolly tacifully.
The request for a mateh should come
from Trumper—not from us. If we
ring him up on the telephone, and pro-
pose a match, he'll smell a rat. ﬁ‘}m
real Tyneside Rovers wouldn't dream of
phoning & County Council School chap
and fixing ‘up a match with him.”

Wibley smiled.

* 1 sec yvour point,” he said, “and I'va
tliought of a wheeze for getting the
mateh fixed up”

“* Anothor wheeze 17
Cherry.

“Yes. It's a wheeze within a wheeze,
50 to speak. Now, supposing the skipper
of Tyuweside Rovers was strniling,(ﬁrwn
Courtfield Iligh Btreet to-morrow night
and was suddenly set upon by & number
of hooligaus in the presence of Trumper
& Co,? They'd promptly rush to the
rescue of old Turvey, the skipper, and
save him from assault  and  battery.
Turvey would bubble over with grati-
tude and clasp Trumper warmly by the
hand, and all that sort of thing, and
that would give Trumper his great
chance. Turvey would say: ® You've
rescued me from the clutches of those
spoundrels. What can I do for you by
way of return?’ Then Trumper would
confess his  great ambition, and beg

exclaimed DBob

_Tl.m'eif to play a match with the Council

School. Do you twig the bright idea 1"

Wibley's schoolfellowe leoked rather
perpléxed.

1 don't, quite catch on,” said Whar-
ton.  “Turvey, the Tynesiders’ skipper,
isn't likely to be str{-ﬁila i Courtfield
to-morrow  night, and 'z still
likely to be set upon by hooligans.”

Wibley gave an impationt enort.

* Fathead !” he said. “Can’t you sea

less

what I'm driving at? I shall bo
Turvey 1™

“Youl"

“Of course! The real Turvey will be

He'll be
sitting down to supper in the coffee-
room of the Jolly Sailor at Pegg. 1
shall impersonate him, and take a stroll
m Courtfield at a time when Trumper &
Co. will be about., They're generally
hanging around the cinema when if
opens. Trumper will take me for the
Tynesiders’ ekipper at once. He'a eeen
Turvey's photo—though he’s never seen
the other members of the team. I shall
be ambling aimlessly alﬂn? when sud-
denly a crowd of roughs will dart out of
an alley-way and rush at me, with the
intention of relieving me of my money
and watch., The roughs will Fou
fellows—suitably disguised for the part.”

“0Oh, my hat !

The juviors stared breathlessly at the
propounder of this amazing scheme.
’],[‘hey were beginning to “catch on ™ at
ash.

Wibley grinned cheerfully.

“As soon as vou fellows set on me
Trum & Co. will rush to the rescue,”
he sald. * ¥You must offer a half-hearted
sort of resistance and*then scatter'in all
directions and bunk for your lives,
leaving Trumper & Co. masters of the
gituation.”

“And then—-" began Wharton.

“Then I shall express my gratitude
to Trumper—who will have taken.me for
Turvey, of course—and he'll heg me to
agree to play a match against his team,
I’%l pretend to poch-poch the idea &t
first, and then, remembering” that
Tramper &. Co. rescued me from the
dastardly heooligans, I'll show e sudden
burst of gpenerosity, and agree to grant
hie reguest. We'll fix tha match for
Saturday afternoon, at Courtfield, and
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everything in the garden will be
lovely I

A buzz of enthusiastic approval fol-
lowed Wibley's speech.

It was, undoubtédly, & capital wheeze
which the schoolboy impersonator had
plenncd.  Whether it would pan out
quitz as succcssfully as Wibley antici-
pated remained to be scen. At all
events, the wheeze was well worth try-
1hEE-

Even Wharton was enthusiastie now,
though he had raised obstacles at first.-

“It's a great stunt, Wib!” declared
Dol Chierry, clapping Wibley on  the
shoulder, " I'm quite looking forward
to to-morrow might !

“Bame here!" ochoed the others,

O couvse, this must be kept awlully,
fearfully darck,"” said Wibley.
liko Skinner were o got wind of our
plans. and put Trumper wise, the bottom
would be knocked out of the whole
thing."”

Vrharton nadded.

“*Mum’s the word!”™ he eaid. " Wa
can trust evervhody here not to blab,
thank goodness!™

“I'l #=ee about the dizguises to-
moreow,  promiscd Wiblev., * I'll take
them along to the old shepherd’s hat on
Courtheld Common. We'll moet then
to-morrow night, amd I'll make myecll
up as Turvey and convert vou fellows
inte o gang of giddy desperadoes ™

“1Ia, ha, La!”

Al if Dick Tromper isn't made o
sing swmall by the thne our merry capers
are over 'll ecat” my Sunday topper!”
doclared Wibley,

After further dizeussion of Wibley's
astounding wheeze, the mecting in Study
No. 1 dispersbd.

The juniors fondly imagined that no
inquisitive ears had lstened to their
private councils, llad they but known
it, however, the ear of William George
Bunter had been glued to the keyhole
ever since he had left the study.

As soon as he heard the sound of

chairs being pushed back and footsteps
approaching the door, Billy DBunter had

“If u end-

seuttled away down the corridor, chort-

ling with satisfaction to know that he’

was in full pomession of the plot aguinst
Dick Trumper & Co,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Drastic Measuras !

§i SAY. you fellows!™
I Harry Wharton & Co. frowned.
They were wending  their way
down to the school gates when
Billy Bunter’s voice hailed them, and
H'LU:,.' Buiter's fat little h‘g.i.. I:ll.u'sm.'hr.i
thens,

"1 say, you might wait for a fellow !™
bawled Bunter.

The juniors halted impaticntly.

“ Bless Bunter!™ esaid Dob Cherry.
Dt toa tone did not suggrest that he was
breathing a  benediction on the fat
junior. Quite the reverse, m fact.

lhl[y Bunter was not wanted ju.-al: then,
Dunter’s raom was at all times' te be
preferred to hiz company, and this was
particularly the case at the moment,

Harry Wharton & Co. were seiting
out far Usurtfield, where Wibley of the
Remove was wailing for them in the
rhepherd’s hut with the disguises lejr
had ne desive ta be followed by the in-
guisilive Dunter, and they turned upon
the fat junior with 1Thut1t€il glares az he
came panting up.

“Buzz off, DBunter!™ said ‘Wharton
tersoly.

“(3h, really s

“8Beat " growled Johnny TBull.

Billy Bunter halted and blinked at the
frowning faces around him.

“I'm coming along,” he seid, =1
don't see why I shouldnt be in this”

“Eh? In what¥*" asked Wharton,
with a slight start.

“This stunt of vours, of course!" said
Bunter, “I'm jolly well coming along

to see the fun”

[Marry Wharlon staved specchlessly at
the fat junior.
alarmoed
PaatiOnE,

[le was lnoking quite

now, amd so wore his com-

= —

Jlow much—if anything—did Bunter
know? And how had he acgquired his
knowledgoe ?

“Burely that fat toad hasn't heard

abont our arrangéments?” muotiered
Frank I\fu[f';nt. . ]
“If he's been' listening at the keyhole

—" bagan Bob Cherry fiercely.

“(th, really, Cherrg——"

Ilarry Wharton recovered his. voice ab
last.

" What
grimly.

“Why, fthis wheeze of Wibley's, of
rourae | answered Bunter, with a smirk.
*It's not & bad wheeze, though 1 could
have thought af & better. I want to sce
what you [ellows look like dressed up as
hooligans. And I want to =ce Trumper
& Co. ruzh to Wilbdey's rescue, thinking
that it's the skipper of Tyoeside Rovers
who 15 being attacked.”

*(Oh, my hat!” gasped Peter Todd,
in distiay, *Ile knows all about it!"

Bunter gave a cackle. '

“There's not much that escapes me,
Toddy 1™ he zaid, “I knew all about it
last night. And if vou fellows refuse to
let me come along, I shall foel it my
duty to warn Trumper of what's going
to happen.”

“*You-—-vou—
Cherry,  bestowing  the
basilisk upon DBuanter.

“The fat worm has been  caves-
dropping !” exclaimed Whartan angrily.

stunt, Dunter?" he asked

P

spluttered Dob
glare of =a

“When we had our confab last night

be must have listencd at the keyhole.
e knows evgrything.”

" E'rt-rlyrhmg " confirmed
cheerfully, “ You've arranged to apoof
old Trumper good and proper. Yon'ro
gowng to wangle it that he rescues
Turvey—alias  Wib—from & gang of
hooligans—alias vourselves. And then
vou're going to fix up a match for
Haturday, and disguise yourselves as
Tyneside Rovers, Not at all & bad
wheezo—if it eomes off 1®

Harry Wharton & Co. cleniched their
hamds with fury. They had not bar-
gained on Billy Bunter being in posses-
wion of their seeret plans, They darted
the Dblackest of hlack looks at the fak

Bunter

“ Heip ! ™

fleld became plunged into a pandemonium,
The Courtllelders fairly swarmed to the attack, hitting out right and laft,

“ Come on I ;huuted Trumper, ** Those rotten hooligans are selting about old :I"urve:_.'. They're trying to rob him !°*"
With one accord, Dick ;Trumper & Co. rushed to the rescue, and the unusually quiet High Street of Court-
* Give 'em thocks ! *' panted Solly Lazarus,

“Pile in ! " rpoared Trumper.,

{Nee Chapler 5.)
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junior; and they could cheerfully have
slain Bunter on the spot, and pleaded
jutifiable homicide.

Whenever a secret came to Bunter's
knowledge, it remained a secret no
longer, It was uftterly impossible for
the ©wl of the Remove to keep his ownr
dounsel. He was bound to talk. And it
really. began to look as if the carefully-
conceived plot against Dick Trumper &
o, would bo e ‘i Uie hod by
Bunter's praitling tongue, _

Bunter grinn in response to his
schoolfellows’ glares.

" 'Well, what about i7" he said, *Am

1 coming along to sce the fun? Or
would you preter me to ring up Soll
Lazarns, at his pater’s shop, and tell
hiin what. vou've planned?”

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged grim
glances. They were not prepared to
allow Bunter to accompany them, His

prasence would give the whole show
AWAY.
On the other hand, if they refused to
Bunter join them, hée would tele-
shone to Solly Lazarus, and thus puk
ick Trumper & Co. on their guard.
It was a galling sijuation  for the
juniors, espesally ‘as they had been at
such 'pf-'rm- to i
AR5 eir irthie rivals,
Eﬁ“'ﬁnl:"s ‘te be done? muttered
Harry Wharton helplessly. .
“We'll keep Bunter from blabbing to-
night, anyhow! said Bob Cherry
savagely. “*Let's collar. him and . shut
nim up somewhere until we get back.

The ceal cellur will make a j-:illl{e oo
key

prisonn. I'll go and borrow t
from Gosling.’

*Look here——" began Bunter, back-
ing away in alarm.

“Collar him "' rapped out- Wharton.

There was & rush of feet towards the
fat junior, and he was pmmg:rtiy seiged,
end marched away in the direction of
the coal-cellar. Bob Cherry hurried
inte Gosling’s lodge to borrow the key
of that dingy underground recess.

“Leggo!” roared Bunier, struggling
in the grasn of his captors. “JIf ren
dare to kidnap me, you rotters, I'll
report you to Quelchy! Tl tell the

pad, and get you a flogging all round !
Leggo! Help! Rescue!™

“Gag him!" panted Johnny Bull
“We shall be having one of the beaks
here in a jiffy !

A hand was promptly clapped over
Bunter's mouth, and he was hustled
slong, making muffled protests, to the
steps which led down to the coal-cellar.

William George Bunter was rolled
down the stepz as if he had been a sack
of “Derby Brights.” He landed at the
bottom with a bump and a roar, just as
i..;EuE Cherry came racing up with the

“r

It was the work of a few szeconds to
unlock the door, and to usher Billy
Bunter into that cheerless, subterranean

rison, mhera the darkness was 50
mtense that it could elmost be felt,

“ Yarcoooh 1"

There was a fiendish well from
Bunter, as he landed in a s!:lrawling
heap on & pile of coals. Then the
door was slammed behind him, and the
key grated in the lock.

William George  Bunter
rlsoner, until such time
arton & Co. returned

expedition to Courtheld.

The fat junier would probably
attempt to advertize hiz plight to -the
upper world, by yelling for deliverance;
but it was impmhahﬁz that anvbody
woitld hear him, save perhaps Gosling
the porter; and Gosling had been tact-
fully "squared ™ by Bob Cherry.
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was @
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%iefpir'-‘: ‘that gigantic jape |
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Billy Bunter was left to the darkness
and to his mediations, which were far
from pleasant.

Harry Wharton & Co., having
valuable time, hurried out of gates

“Well, we've kept Bunter’s mouth
shut for to-night,” said Harry Wharton.

“DBut what's going to happen  to-
morrow? He'll be ringing up Solly
Lazarus, and telling him what we've
planned for Saturday afterncon.”

“We must stop him from blabbing,
somehow,” said Nugent.
means giving him a loan on the strength
of his postal-order, we must do it, just
to keep him quiet.”

Bob Cherry shook his head. :

“No use buttering up to the fat
worm,” he said. ' The only way we can
stop his tq:lﬁue from waggmg is to keep
guard over him to-inorrow morning, and
see that be doesn’t get a chance to speak
to anybody. To-morrow's Saturday, and
if we can keen Bunter away from the
telephone during the. morning we shall
be sefe. We'll take it in turns to guard
him—an hour each. And the fellow
who happens to be on guard will stick
to him like his own shadow. Then he
won't be able fo split.”

“Good ! sad - Wharton. “That's
guite a happy idea, Dob, But swhat
‘about to-morrow afternoon? Supposing
Bunter should turn' up at the mateh?
-'Il;lint. would put the kybosh on every-
thmg."”

Bob Cherry looked grim.

“Burter won't- get a chance to turn
up at the match,” he said. “ Wa'll shut
him up again—in one of the upper box-
rooms this time, for a <hange!™

“Ha, ha, hat"”

The juniors recovered their cheery
spirits now. IF Bunter could be kept
from " blabbing,” the jape against
Trumper & (Co. would be plaved to a
finish. And if Bunter was kept under
atrict wateh and ward throughout Satur-
day morning, and imprisoned through-
out Saturday afternoon, be would be
powerless  to earry out his  threat of
telephoning to Solly Lazarus.

It would be rather a nuoisance, having
to shadow the fat junior wherever he
went, and, prevent him from " lething
on ” to anyone about the projected jape.
But it had to be done; and it was a far
'‘better way than by paxing a price for
Bunter’s silenee. and “buttering up to
him,” as Bab Cherry expressed it.

Harry Wharton & Co. werc soon

lost

1 striding along the road, in the deenening

dusk, They dismissed William Georpe
Bunter from their minds, and lelt him
te languish in the Btygian darkness of
the coal-cellar.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Gallant Rescuers !
i OU  fellows are late!” said
Wibley.
Harry Wharton & Co.
gwarmed into the lonely

shepherd's hut on Courtfield Common.

Wig'iey was shere; hbut he could no

longer be recognized a: Wibley of the
move.

By the light of a couple of bike lan-
terns, and with the aid of a mirror,
Wibley bad disguised himself as Turvey,
the skipper of Tyneside Rovers. He
wore a tweed suif, a man's collar and
tie, & turned-down wvelour hat, and a
rainenat. His facial appearance made
| him look ten years older than he was;
and in the subdued light he would eer-
tainly have been taken for the Tyne-
siders’ skipper. 8o perfect was Wib's
disguise that even in the daylight it
would have been difficult to penetrate,

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at their

ingenious schoolfellow in undisguised
admiration.

“ Even if 1t

“Wib, you're & giddy marvel ¥ e
lated Bob Cherry,  “If you hadn'$
spoken, we should almost have thought
n was the real Turvey!”

Wibley' smiled.

“Of course, I shall disguise my voico
for Trumper’s benefit,” he said. I
shall speak in deep, manly tones—like
this.” And Wib spoke in a deep bass
voice by way of illustration.

“"Bur what makes you fellows so
late 7™

“It was Bunter,” explained Whaston.
“He wanted to come with us.”

“ He hasn’t followed you here " asked
Wibley in alarm.

“No jolly fear! We've left him locked
in_the coal-cellar, to meditate on the
fuil.s’" of listening at keyholes.”

ibley gave a start.

“Burely that fat toad doesn't know of
our plans ¥ he exclaimed.

“Unfortunately, he knows everything.
And he’s threatened to give the show
away to Trumper & Co, Dut we've
kept him quiet for to-night, and we'll
keep him guiet to-morrow morning."”

' But _how ¥

“We're going to take it in turns to
guard him, so that he won't be able to
breathe a word to a soul.”

“But that's an awful nuisance !

“ Rotten ! But it can't be hodped. Wa
ought to have remembered, when we
had our confab last night, that walls
have ears—and so do porpoiscs.”

“Blow Bunter ! growled Wibley.

“ Blow him- sky-high, by all means,”
gaid Bob Cherry. % DBut never mind
Bunter now. Let's get to business. [
sce vou've got our togs ready, Wih.”

Wibley nodded mlﬁ grinned. On the
floor of the hut was a pile of tattered
and dilapidated garments, such as
“pentlemen of the road ¥ might be ox-
pected to wear. Wibley alsa had char-
coal and grease paints, as well as a selec.
tion of shaggy beards aml whiskers.

“Now."” sard Wib briskly, "one at a
time. - I'll take vou first, Wharton.”

The captain of the Remove put him-
solf. in Wilbley's skilful bhands, and he
wag presently transformed from a good-
looking schoolboy into a diztinctly evil-
looking ruffian. He donned a suit of
tattered garinents over hiz Etons, and
Wibley saw to his facial make-up.

Wharton’s appearance was so repulsive,
by the time Wibley had finished, that
his scheaolfellows inveluntarily shrank
from him. Trezently they looked just
as rulfianly and repulsive as Wharton.
Indeed, it would have been difficult to
;’:iﬂtum a more sinister-locking gang of
ooligans. Coertainly they were nol the
sort of people one would have cared 12
encounter on a dark night.

The juniors looked each other up and

“down, and chuckled.

“Ton't we look beantios ¥ chortled
Bob Cherry, “ Hope we don't ron foul of
P..e. Tozer. He'll avrest us on sight.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We shall be charged with being sus-
pected personsg, loitering in Courtfiold
with intent to commit a felony,” grinned
Nugent. © But we're not ]ikel'ly to bumip
into old Tozer in Courtfield, thank good-

ness.”

William Wibley surveyed the result of
his handiwork with considerable satis-
faction.

“You'll do nicely,” he said, “It's &
job te decide which 15 the most des-
perate-looking eoundrel of the ok
Now, you know what you've got to de.
You're to lie in wait in- the alley-way
at the side of the Conrtheld Cinema,
I shall be wandering up and down the
High Street, as if waiting for somebody.
When I stop at the top of the alley, and
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look at my watch, that's the signal for
¥ou to atfack.”
" *Good!"" said Johnny Bull,

“But no real violence, mind!" said
Wibley.
limb from limb, You can pull my
clothes about as much as you like, and
pretend to give me an awful pasting.
But if vou forget yourselves, and start
punching me on the nose 7

“That's all right, Wib,” szaid Bob
Cherry, laughing, “It will be a pure
accident if we do.

“Aszs! I don't want any accidents
of that sort to happen. INow, are you
all ready?”

The readviunlness is terrific!” said
Hurree Singh.

“Come on, then

The party trooped out of the old
ahepherd's hut, and set off through the
gloom across the common. On_ reach-
ing the outskiris of the town Wibley
left his companions, and made his way
towards the High Street,

Harry Wharton & Co. also made their
way towards the High Street, but by
a8 devious and circunitous route. They
had no desire to be seen in their tat-
tered and grotesgue garb,

Ten minutes later the bhoarded and be.
whiskered desperadoes were safely
efisconced in the alley-way beside the
picture-house,  They crouched in the
ghadows, watehing out for Wibley. Pre-
sently he passed them, but he did not
glafice in their direction, nor did he
stop,

Soveral  times  after that Wibley
passed and re-passed, but the promised
signal did not come.

“What a sell if Trumper & Co. aren't
sbhout,” murmured Nugent. “ We shall
have had all our trouble for nothing.”

“1 fancy they'll be hmﬁing about
outside the cinema,” sdid Wharton, I
expect Wib will pass close to them
poveral times, to give Trumper a good
chance to recognise him as Turvey.
Then we shall get the signal.”

For five minutes the party remained
concealed in the alley-way. They were
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begilmirlg]‘ﬂm grow restive, when sud- |

'denl;..' Wibley appeared again at the top
of the narrow passage. Thia time he
stopped, and casually pulled out his
watch.

“The signal!” breathed Bob Cherry.

Eager to be vp and doing, the dis-
guised juniors made a sudden rush to-
wards the stationary figure of Wibley.
They closed in upon him, and there was
a wild scuffle, in which arms and legs
appearcd to be inextricably mixed.

Bob Cherry hashed Wiblay's velour
hat down over his head ; Frank Nugent
snatched at Wibley's- gold watch: and
Harry Wharton clung to Wibley's collar,

“Go through 'is pockels, mates!”™ he

wled in a low volce. “These 'ere
perfessional footballers is alwavs protty
Hush with tin”

Wibley grappled with his assailants,
rather too zealously at fivst, for a hefty
punich, which was intended for the
empty air, took Peter Todd on his some-
what prominent nose.

“Yaroooh!” said Peter, sitting down
with great suddenness on the pavement,

" Borry, old man Y murmuresd, Wibley,
“That part wasn't in the programme,
But it makes it look jelly real.™

Then Wibley raized hizs voice,

“Help! Help!” he roared.

He did not call in wvain.

Dick Trumper & Co. had been aston-
ished eve-witnesses of that amazing
gcene, They had been standing on the
front steps of the cinema, chatting with
tho commissionaire. They had seen a
young fellow, in s.raincoat and a velour

“] don’t want to be torn

roared,

Billy Bunter gasped and panted, like a survivor from the Black Hole of Calentta,
He flourished a fat fist in the faces of the-laughing juniors. **Yon rotters ! ™ he
*“It's been simply awful, stusk in that beastly hole.
never coming to let me out. I've made myself hoarse with shouling for help,
and I’'m simply smethered with coal-dust. I shall have tp wash mysell now [*
(See Chapter 7.) {

I tholight you were

hat, strolling up and down the street,
and had shown no interest in him at
first, Then Trumper had caught a close
glimpse of him, and had whispered ex-
vitﬂﬁ? to his companions that the
voung man was no other than Turvey,
the captain of Tyneside Rovers,

From that moment the County
Council School fellows had not been
able to take their eyes off the young
fellow in the raincoat. They had
watched him as he walked te and fro,
and Dick Trumper had been frying to
summon up courage to go and spesk

to him.

Nothing  would  have  delighted
Trumper more than to be honoured by
a handshake [rom the captain of the
famous League team.

In his little bed-room at home
Trumper had a phote of Turvey, cut
from a sporting paper. He [fairly
idolised the Tynesiders” skipper, and
had often longed to mect him in the
feshi. Moreover, there was Trumper's

reat ambition—to indure one of the
Eig League teams to play a match
against the council -school. _

Trumper had been wondering what
would happen if he approached Turvey
with that request. Would his proposal
be laughed to scorn, or would "it be
smilingly accepted?  Would. the great
Turvey tell Trumper, good:-humouredly,
not to be a silly young ess? Or would

he thow annovance at Trumper’s sugges.
tioh, and box his cars?

Trumper had been trying to decide
which of these tHings m:m?d be Iil!l'_:i]dy
tﬂ_hnipp:;-u, when suddenly Turvey
halted at the head of the alley-way, and
ulled out his watch. Then, quick as a
ightning flash across & summer sky, the
attack hdd taken placer A number of
unkempt, sinister-looking ruffians had
suddenly dacted ‘out of the slley and
hurled themselves upon Turvey.

Dick Trumper & Co. had loocked on
spellbound at first. The suddénness,
the unexpectednoss of it all Had temipo-
rarily deprived them of the power bf
action,

But when that cry for help rang out
—that wegent 3.0.8. call—Truvmper &
Co. were roused out of their inactivity;

“Come onl!" shouted Trumper.
“Those rotten hooligans are setting
about old Turvey! They're trving to
rob him!"

Fe H'HIF !‘.'J‘

The cry was fammter now, It seemed
that Turvey's strengths was failing, and
that he was powerless to grapple, single-
handed, with that gang of desperadoss,

With one accord -Dick Trumper & Co.
rushed to the rescus. And the usually
quiet High Btreet of Courtfield became
plunged into a pandemonium.

“Pile in!" roared. Trumper.

Tae Macwer Lismary.—No. 819,
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emi thecks!” panted

“Give
Lazarus,
And the Courtfielders. fairly swarmed

to the attack, hitting out right and left.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Attainment of a Great Ambiiion !

ICK TRUMPER & CO.—if they
D had time to think about "the
matter at all—expected a stern
and desperate tussle with the
hocligans who had attempted robbery
with viclence. Cerfainly they had not
expected the roughs to scatter in panic,
after & few minutes’ fierce fighting. Yot
this was precisely what happened.

The Courtfielders did great execution
with their fists, and the fellow whom
they took to be Turvey gave them valu-
able support. He had been felled to
the pavement by hiz sassailants, but now
he staggered to his feet and joined in
the fray.

“Smaesh ‘em, boys!” he roared.
“They were after my watch and money,
ba goom !

Trumper & Co. rose to the occasion
in valiant style, They did plenty of
smashing—far more, in fact, then the
“desperadoes ' had  bargained for.
There was a howl of anguish from one
shaggy-bearded ruffian as Trumper's fist
found a billet on his nose. There was
an ever louder howl when Bolly Lazarus
grasped one of the roughs by the ke
and up-ended him on the pavement. Anﬁ
(Graham, charging here, there, and
everywhere with lowered head, like a
demented bull, caused quite a panie.

One by one the ruffians took to their
heels and fled, velling, down the dark
alloy-way.

Trumper & Co. were agreeably sur-
wised at the feeble resistance offered
y the hooligans. The Ibuts seemed to
have ne fight in them. But then, hooli-
gans were often like that. They were
cowards when 1% ¢ame to a stand-u
ecrap with bare fists. They had not hesi-
tated to hurl themselves upon the de-
fenceless Turvey, but when it came to
s tussle with a number of hard-hitting,
resolute schoolboys, they showed their
vellow streak and mnielted away hke
mists before the autumn sun. That was
how Trumper & Co. looked at it, any-
WEY.

It was all over in five minutes. The
last of the roughs disappeared down the
alley and bevame swnﬁmmd up in the
gloom.

Trumper paused, ting.

“Bhali we chase tm, }ﬁr, Turvey #”
he askod.

Mr. Turvey shook his head.

“I'm afraid they've got clear away
by now,” he said. ‘“"Heckon they
iﬂmlghb I was & pigeon worth pluck-
ing: But they've drawn blank, thanks
to you kids. Gosh! You know how
to use your fists. I'm downright grate-
ful to you, ba goom 1™

Mr. Turvey’'s northern dialeat was
not so pronounced as Trumper & Co.
might have expected. But he peppered
hie remarks with “Ba goom!"” and he
said " nowt? instead of “nothing,” and
later, when speaking of the 'l'Fj.rnEﬁidc
Rovers' trainer, ﬁilly Blythe, he
referred to him as “t'owd lad.”

ANSWE Rs
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to be going.

form,” he said.
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Mr. Turvey shook hands all round
with hiz gallant rescuers, and he was
quite profuse in his thanks. Elis expres-
slong of gratitude rang Like music in £he
cars of Dick Trimper. One of Trumper's
fond dreams had come true, at any rate.
He had not only seen the great Turvey
in the flesh, but he had conversed with
him, and he had enjoved the honour of
rescuing hun from the clutches of a gang
of ruffians. This was a red-letter day
in Trumper's calendar, a day of days
mndeéd ! !

Rescuers and rescued chatted together
for quite & long time on the pavement
outside the picture-house. Then Mr.
Turvey announced that he would have

"I reckon I should like to give you
kids something in the shape of a
reward,” he said graciously. And he
pulled out a wallet from the breast-
pocket of his coat.

Trumper flushed,

“That's all right, Mr. Turvey,” he
said. " We're only too glad to have been
of service.”

Ay, but you simply must let me ae-
knowledge my debt to you. 1 should
heve been robbed of every penny, and
my gold watch into the bargain, if you
hadn’t happened along when I shouted
for help. I'm sure you won't be offended
if I offer you a quid apiece——"

“No, no,” said Trumper hastily. “ We
couldn't take it, Mr. Turvey—really,
we couldn’t. It's awlully kind of you,
but—-"

“It’s thimply thplendid of you!®
chimed in Solly Lazarus., “But we
wouldn’t dream of taking money in
return for our modest services.”

Mr. Turvey looked perplexed.
~ “But I can’t let you go without show-
ing my pgratitude in some dengible
: “¥s there no favour
you wounld like fo ask of me? I don't
mind what it is; I'll be happy to grant
it if it's in my power.”

Dick Trumper drew s deep breath,
Jere was the opportunity for which
he had ardently longed. It had long been
Trumper’'s ambition to arrange a foot-
ball fixture with a famour League team
—Tyneside Rovers, for preference. And
Fate had now placed a lever in his
hands. whereby his long-cherished ambi-
tion might be realised.

Trumper turned an eager face to Mr.
Turvey.

“I say——" he began breathlessly.

“Well ' said Mr. Turvey.

“JI—I hope you won’t think it awfully
cheeky of me, Mr. Turvey, but you
asked if there was any favour you could
do for ws. And there is. We belong to
the County Council School here, you
know, and we've got a rattling
footer E]EE‘I.I'E.'I':, of which I have the honour
to be skipper.™

“Quite =o0,” sald Mr. Turvey, with a
nod and a smile.

“We understand that your team is
staying at Pegg for the week-end to
train for your mateh with Lantham
Argyle, next Wednesday,” said Trumper.

Mr. Turvey nodded,

“Tyneside Rovers are staying at the
Jolly Sailer,” he said. “They arrived
this afterncon.” i

Trumper thought it a trifle odd that
Mr. Turvey should say “they ” instead
of “we,” but he made no comment
about it.

“We should feel most awfully
honoured,” he went on, “if you'd bring
your team over 4o Courtfield to-mor-
row afternoon and play a match with us.
I'm not ashamed to confess that it's been
the dream of my life, Schoolboys versus

— g

Pro's!
maleh !

Mr. Turvey looked amused,

“Would you seriously fancy your
chance against a tcam like Tyneside
Rovers " he asked.

“Well,” said Tromper, “I won't go
so far as to zay that we should lick you
to a frazzle, but we'd give you a jolly
good run for your money.”

" Ha, ha, ha!” roared Mr. Turvey.

Trumper looked a little hurt.

“1 don’t quite see where the joke
comes 1, he protestad.

“Don't you, ba goom? Well, 1
reckon it's the richest joke I've ever
heard. Deats anytbing I've heard on
the halls. A team of schoolkids trying
their luck against a First Division c{uhr
Ha, ha, ha!”

“He theems to think it awfully
funny,” murmured Solly us.

Undoubtedly Mr. Turvey seemed to
think it funny. He simply shook with
da%ﬁ-lthmnted laughter,

Why, it would be a glorious

e Courtfielders felt rather piqued.
Tt‘nﬁ had anticipated that Mr. Turvey
might possibly “turn  down ” their

request as impracticable, but they had
not expected him to go into convulsions
of merriment.

“Ho, ho, ho!” roared Mr. Turvey.
‘You want me to fix up a niatch with a
purl::ladll of ﬁl:i'hﬂﬂlkiﬂﬂ! Whj‘.bﬂur .'Fl-vl:hII
would simply swamp you, ba goom!
You'd be run off ;,rm.lz}r feet.”

Dick Trumper frowned slighthy,

“Just you give us the chance and
we'll show you that we're better foot-
ballers than you take us for, Mr. Tur-
vey. We licked the Greyfriars Remove
last season, and we licked Higheliffe,
and we finished up the scason with a
fine record.”

Mr. Turvey maldly pointed out that
hetween junior school ?c?ntba]l andd pro-
fessional . League foothall there was a
great gulf fixed.

Trumper's face fell.

| “Then there’s nothing doing, Mr.
It;w&:;?" he said, “You won't play
us r

Mr. Turvey appeared to ponder the
situal jon.

“Well,” he said at length, *I won't
go back on my word. I seid just now
that I'd grant you any favour that it
was in my power to grant, and I'Il
keep my promise. You saved me from
being robbed, and perhaps badly mauled
into the bargain., The least I can do, by
way of return, is to humour this whim
of yours. We'll ix up for to-morrow
afternoon, if you like.”

Dick Trumper fairly beamed. And
hia companions uttered a loud whoop of
delight.

“Oh, ripping ! exclaimed Trumper.

“Jolly thporting of you, Mr. Tur-
vey ! eried Solly Lazarus,

Mr, Turvey smiled.

“Where do you play ™ he inguired.
“Have you a real footbhall ground 2

“Of course!"™ szaid Trumper. "It's
one of the best grounds in Courtfield—
level as the top of a billiards-table.”

“Good ¥ said  Mr. Tuorvey. “And
what time do you want me to bring my
team over

“Would tweo o'clock suit you?”

“Yes, that will do nicely, I'm afraid
you'll be sorry you arranged this mateh,
voung fellow. Why, you'll be simply
annihilated ! But we weon't pile on thi
agony more than we can help. We'll
bag about a dozen goals, just by way of
shooting practice. Then we'll ease up,
and sinply play the goat.”

“Will you, by Jove!” said Trumper
warmly. “You won't got 8 chance to

lay the goat, Mr. Turvey! You'll

ave to go all out against my team, I
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can tell you! As for getting & dozen
goals, why, vou'll have all your work
cut out to bag a couple !

“ Hear, hear !" said Trumper's chums.

Mr. Turvey's deep laugh boomed
Forth again.
at Trumper's remarks. Then he shook
kands once more with his gallant
rescuors, and bade them gpood-night, and
turncd away, striding athletically down
the street.

Trumper & Co. gazed after Mr.
Turvey's retreating figure. Then they
linked arms. and fairly pranced away,
to acquaint their schoolfellows with the

reat news—the glorious néws—that the
amous Tvoeside Rovers were coming
over to Courtfield on the marrow to
play a match with Trumper's eleven.

At long last Dick Trumper's ambition
was on  the 'threshold of realisation.
To-mmorrow the famovs team of Tyne-
siders would come, and sce—and con-
quer?

Not if Trumper knew it!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Bath for Bunter !
IT was & Bushed and breathless Mr.

Turvey who turaed up shortly
afterwards at the shepherd’s hut on
Eourtfield Common.

Harry Whartoen & Co., having dis-
earded their dilapidated garments, and
their beards and moustachios, hailed
the neweomer eagerly.

“FHallo, Wil I*

“Have you worked the eracle?”

Mr. Turvey—aliaz Wibley of the
Bemove—nodded gleefully.

“It*s all” fixed up,” he smid. “Weo
play Trumper’s eleven to-morrow after-
noon, at two o'clock.”

“Oh, good ™

“Trumper swallowed the bait beauti-
fully,” said Wibley, with a grin, “Ile
took me for Turvey, and he implored
me, on bended knees almost, to ix up a
match with his cleven, Of course, I
protended to seoff at the bare notion. 1
said 1t was vidiculous for a professional
League team to play a parcel of mere
schoolkids, And then remomboered
that I owed Trumper & Co, d debt of
gratitude for reseoing me from Lhe
clutchos-of thoze awful hooligans——"

“Ifa: ha, ha ™

“And I consented to bLring my team
over (o Courtfield to-morrow afternoon,
Trumper's sunply overjoved at the
pro:pect, e went prann::ing off with
his head hitting the sky, almost.  [le
won't get o wink of sleep-to-night; he's
nearly érazy with excitement, to think
that the famous Tyneside Rovers are
coming along to play his team.”

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled.

“Wib, vou're & wonder!” said Bob
Cherey heartily. “You're a2 born actor,
if ever there was one!™

said Wibley

“Oh, I dont know,”
modestly. Tt was as easy as falling o
a formn to spoof Trumper & Co. They
didn't suspect for a moment that T was
auy other than Turvey, the Tynesitlers’
skipper. I'in afraid my north-country
dizlect was a bit shaky, but that didn't
matter.”

*Hurry up and change your togs,
Wib,"” said Harry Wharton, * We must
nip back to Greyiriars in time for call-
aver.”

Mr. Thicvey was speedily transformed
inta Wibley of the Hemove again, and
then the party hurried back to the
schonl,  They made an  unobtrusive
entry into the building, and adjourncd
to the bath-rooms, in order to remove
the grease-paint and charceal fromn their

He seemed vastly amused

faces, They had arrived in good time
for call-over.

3o elated weore tha juninrs at the sue-
cess of their jape ageinst Dick Trumper
& Co. that they had quite forgotten the
existence of & certain haplesz youth who
was languishing in the coal-cellar.

Fortunately, the exi:tence of William
ﬂeﬂrgl} DBunter was called to mund in
the nick of time. It was Poter Todd
who remembered it. Peter found it im.
ﬁ-o-ssthlr.- to farget Bunter for long. He

ad the misfortune to have Binter as a
study-mate, and Bunter haunted his
waking hours as well as his nightly
dreams.

“I say,” said Peter breathlessly, as he
towelled his streaming face in oone of
the bath-rooms: “what about Bunter "

a Eh lill'

“We've  forgotten  the  merry
prisoner !

“Oh, my hat!"

The  juniors czchranged  startled
glances,

“Buck np and let Bunter out, Bob™
said Wharton. “You've got the kes."

Bob Cherrey hurried away to the coal-
cellar, and Nugent and Hurree Singh
accompanied him. Bob fairly plunged
down the stéps, and unldcked the dbor.
There was not a second to be lost.
Bunter was bound to be rather black
and grimy efter his incarceration in the
cellar, and- it would be necessary to

=)

clean and scour the fat junior before

vall-over, or awkward questrons mrght
be asked.

Bob Cherry held the door open, and
from the cavernous gloom emerged the
plump form of William Gedrge lJunter.

Bunter tottered, rather than wallked,
out of the coslcellns. He presented an
appalling  spectacle.  Litile  Polly
Flinders, who sat among the cinders,
could not have looked more black and
begrimed than Billy Dunter looked at
that moment.

“Pity there izn't s fancy-dress ball
this evening,” said Idob Cherry.
“ Bunter would be able to go as the ace
of spades ™

“Ha, ha, ha!®

Billy Bunter gasped and panted, like
& survivor from the Black Hole of
Caleutta, He flourished a fat fist in
the faces of the laughing juniors.

* You rotters ! he roared. “It's been
simply awiul, stuck in that beastly hole,
[ thought you were never coming o [et
me oubt. I've made myself hoarse with
shouting for help, and I'm simply
smothered with coal-dust. I shall have
to wash myself now!"”

Dunter spoke in zorrow as well asuin
anger. The prospect of having to wash
himeelf on such a chilly evening was
anything but pleasant. Bunter regarded
soap and water with as much aversion

this job thoroughly,”” he panted,

Bob Cherry got busy with the serubbing-brush, and he Iairlf made the lather fly.
Soapsuds flew in all directions as Eu‘lz: {:ﬁ;ﬁ:ﬂ and sernbbed.
comb !"" “ Yow! " Bunter gave a doleful yell. It seemed to him that Bob Cherry

was doing the job very thoroughly indeed !

“I've no time toc do
you really need, Banter, Is a enrry-

(See Chapler T.)
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as another fellow might regard the
dentiat. ’

“It's all right,  Bunty,” said Bob
‘herry. *¥You needn’t trouble to wash
yourself. We're going to do that for

“The scrubfulness and the rubfulness,
when we give Bunter the tublulness,
will be terrific!” chuckled Hurree
Singh,.

“n, }I&:| ha 1

Billy Bunter glowed at the juniors,

“Den't you dare to lay your paws on
me ! he said. “I've aut%ered enough
for.one night. I'm geing to report yon
to Quelchy for shutting me up in. this
awful place |*

“If you do,” said Frank Nugent, in

measu tones, it will mean a Form-
licking. We've a short way with
sneaks.”

Bunter quatled at the propect of a
Form-licking—oné¢ ot the severest forms
of punishment extant. He quickly
decided that he would not mention the
matier to Mr. Quelch afler all.

The fat junior'ceased to threaten, and
started to plead,

“Don’t rag me any more,
lows !” he entreated. “I'11 was
with pleasure—well, not exactly
{llusurﬁ. but with scap and water—but

won't be washed by anybody else
My constitution won't stand it."

“Can't help your constitution, old fat
man,”’ said Bob Cherry,
to present you at calling-over mn a
respoctable state, Clean, sober, and
properly dressed, as they say in the
Army. Como on!”

Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent and
Hurree Singh fairly leaped up the
steps of the coal-cellar. Billy Bunter,
owing & circumstances under which heé
had ne control, accompanied them. Lhey
whirled him away across the Close and
imto the buwilding, and brought him (o &

ou fel-
myself
with

breathless halt in one of the bath-
o, .

"“"We'vae only qﬂt five minules!"
pantad. WNugent. “Wa shall have to
Litstle '

““Off with his togs!” said Bob Cherry.

It was true that Buntor's hathinr{l;
attendants had only five minutes in whic
to transform him from black to white.
But five minutes proved quite jong
enough for Bunter. They were five of
the most painful minutes he had ever
epent,

Hurree Singh turned on the hot-water
tap, dnd the water splashed into the
bath in a cascade. Bob Cherry cis-
robed Donter with his nimble fingers.
Frank Nugent procured a clothes-brush,
and got busy on Buater's garments as
soon &5 they were removed. Certainly
they needed & brush. Bunter seemed to
have brought half the contents of the
eoal-cellar 1o the bath-room with him,

The Owl of the Remove was not a
willing parly to these operations. He
protested loudly and shrilly; but the
door had been locked, and there was no
escape for him,

“ Hop in !" said Bob Cherry, when the
water had risen to & convement height.

“{h, really, Cherry—"

“ Jump in slick, or we'll chuck you in ™

Billy Bunter gave gne despairing blink
and jumpéd in. Then hoe jumped out
again—in a great hurry and with a 3+l
that would have done credit to a Red
Indian on the warpath. T

In- the hot haste of the proccedings,
Hurree Singh had omitted to turn on the
cold-water tap in addition to the hot
one. Consequently, the temperature of
the water was at boiling-point, or
thercabouts. Certanly it was too tornd
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“We're going |

| sage and hustled into Big Hall.

for Bunter. The unfortunate Owl
fairly bounced out of the bath, and he
danced around in wild anguish.
“Yow-ow-0w! I'm szcalded!
nearly flayed alive! Yarooooh I
Hurree Singh politely apologised for
his sin of omission. He promptly
turned on the cold-water tap, and let it
run for a few seconds; and then back
went Bunter into the bath, assisted by

‘Bob Cherry.

The cleansing, scouring, and renoval-
ing of Willlmm George Bunier was then
embarked upon in grim earnest.

Bob Cherry got busy with a scrubbing-
brush, and he fairly made the lather
fly. Soapsuds Hew in all directions as
Bob rubbed and zcrubbed.

“I've no time to. do this job
thoroughly,” panted Bob., * What you
really need, Bunter, is a curry-comb!"

Billy Bunter gave o doleful yell. Tt
seemed to him that Bob Cherry was
doing the job sery thoroughly indeed.

The several stages of Bunler's
ablutions—the scrubbing, the rinai:!ﬂ'.
and the towelling—were carried out with
lightning swiftnoss.

¥ tﬁia time Frank Nugent had
managed to remove most of the coal-
dust’ from Bunter's garments, and he was
promptly hustled into them. Just as
his -necktie was being switched into its
place the bell rang for call-over.

“ Just in time, by Jove!” panted Bob
Cherry.

Billy «Bunter was whirled out of the
bath-room and whisked along the pas-
His face
resembled a boiled beetroot as he took
his place in thé ranks of the Remove.

Baveral grinning glances were turned
in the fat junior's dircction.

HGreat Scott!” murmured Skinner,
“Bunter's had a bath! The world's
coming to an end to-morrow !V

“Ha, ba, ha!” _

AMr. Quelch, who was taking calling-
over, prompily quelled the Jaughter.
And when all the names had heen called
from the school roster, and the fellows
were filing out of ‘Big Hall, the master

of the Remove beckoned to Billy
Bunter,
“] am very pleased to observe,

Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch, *that you are
at last commencing to take a pride in
your personal appearance. Never have I
scen you look so clean. Is it possible,
Bunter, that you have permitted your-
self the wnusual luxury of & bath ™

“0Oh, really, sir! T have a bath every
aveming."

“Then all 1 can say is, its effecls
have never been so pronounced!” said
Mr. Queleh. I trust yow will continue
in your present state of eleanliness,
Bunter, That is all.”

Billy Bunter rolled out of Hall after
the others. He was still stinging and
smarting from the effects of the serub.
bing-brush  which  Beb Cherry  had
wielded. And the only consolation
which William Geoarge Bunter derived
from his bath was the knowledge that it
would not be necessary to wash him-
self next morning |

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Keeping Buater Quiet !
THE'R-E was the usual buzz of con-

versation in the Remoxe dormi-
tory that ovening, both  belore
and after lights-out,

William George Dunter.did not con-
iribute to the converzation. He might
have wanled to; but, however much he
may have wanted {o; he wasn't allowed
to, Harry Wharton & Co. saw to that.

T'm|T

=1

The juniors did not want their secred
plans against Dick Trumper & Co. made
common knowledge in the Remove.
here were fellows who could not be
trusted to keep their mouths shut; and
if so much as & whisper of warning
reached the ears of Dick Trumper, the
catefully Elanned jape would prove a
“wash-out.”

Bunter, unfortunately, knew all. But
he was not to be allowed to pass on his
knowledge to others. However much ha
might have been bursting to impart de-
tails of the great jape to his school-
fellows, Bunler was not even permitted
to broach the subject.

Every time Bunter opened hiz mouth
he was promptly silenced, either with a
glare from Wharton or a growl from
Bull, or a slipper from Bob Cherry. He
noever got any further than “1 say, you
fellows—""  And after Wingate iiﬂ
a:tinguis'hﬂd the lights the fat junior
abandoned hiz abortive efforts to join in
the conversation. He gave a grunt and
rolled over in hiz bed, and was =oon
sleeping the sleep of the unjust,

Saturday morning dawned bright and
sunny. DBul there was & keen nip in
the air which made the conditions ideal
for football.

The problem of keeping Bunter quiet
had luli':v-c tackled with greater resolulion
than ever now. He was to be guarded
all the morning and imprisoned all the
afternoon.

Vernon-B8mith, with a callous disregard
for any inconvenience which. Bunter
might suffer, suggested that he should be
shut up all day—from the rising up of
the sun unto the going down thercof, so
to speak. But Harry Wharton & Co.
considered that would be rather too hard
on Bunter. The imprizsonment of the
fat junior during the afternocon would-beo
necessary, for if he were to turn up
whilst the fateful match was in progress
it would spoil everything. During the
morning, however, Bunter would he fice
to do pretty much as he liked, provided
he didn't speak lo anybedy. Like a re-
fractory baby in a chureh pew, he
would have to be kept quiet omchow.

Harry Wharton guarded the fat junior
for the first hour. He kept a grim oye
on William George Bumter whilst that
youth dressed. Having been thoroughly

‘elenned, seoured, and renovated over-

night, Bunter did not deem 1t necessary
to wash,

When Bunter rolled downstairs, Whar-
ton followed him, putting the final
touches to his teilet as he hurried in the
Owl's wake. :

At the foot of the stairs Buniler spun
round angrily. ;

“ What are you following me for,
Wharton?"” he demanded.

“t's neceseary, old fat man!” said
Wharton cheerfully,

“Oh, really! T refuse to be shadowed
all over the place as if T werd a blessed
criminal I

“Well, aren't you?' asked Wharton,
i RIYPriES.

Billy Bunter gave an indignent snort
and rolled out into the sunmy Close.
Wharton pursued him with the relentless-
nos2 of 6 Nemesis, ]

For the next hour the caplain of the
Remove played the part of Mary's litlle
lamnb. And everywhere that Bunter went
that lamb was sure to go.

Whenever Bunter approached a fellow
and tried {0 engage him in conversation,
Wharton promptly scized him by the
collar and marched him away, with the
fat jumior wttering shrill protests,

Breaklast intervened during the hour,
and there was no difficulty 1n keeping
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Bunter quiet during the meal. Bunter's
jaws were too busy in another direction.

Harry Wharton, in fact, had quite an
easy hour. Bui Bob Cherry, who re-
lieved him at the end of the period, was
noi.; so Jucky.

“Now, look here, Bunter,"” said Bob,
* you can go where you like, and do what
Em_.l like, so long as you don’t jaw to any-

ody. Seel”

Bunter glared at hiz warder. _

*“Oh, really, Cherry! I don't see why
I shouldn’t speak to anybody if I want
to. It's a free country. ¥You don't ox-
pect me to walk past a l my pals withont
M;&;}g * Cheerio!” do you?™ -

‘Y¥ou can give ‘em good-morning if
you like,” said Bob., " Bup you're-not
to stop and jaw to them.”

“I'm not going to give away your
precious. secret, 1f that’s what you're
afraid of,” said Bunter.

" Bob Cherry looked grim,

“You can't be trusted, my tulip,” he
said. " We're not taking any risks, It's
my job to see that you don't blab, and I
mean to do the job thoroughly.”

“*Beast !” growled Bunter.

He rolled away down the Remove
ﬁll.a-ﬁagg. Bob Cherry followed him with

ia springy stride.

Skinner of the Remove was lonnging
outside the door of his study; and he
glanced curiously at the pair.

“Hallo, Bkinney, old chap!” said
Bunter, rolling to a halt.
“Hallo!" said 8kinmer, “What's

Cherey following vou about for I

“T01 tell you,” said Bunter, in a low
and confidential tone. “Old Wibley has
planned noend of a jape—— Yarpooh ™

Billy Bunter's confidences came to a
sudden full-stop. Bob Cherry's boot
was planted behind his plump person,
and the fat junior fled down the passage
roaring,

That kick had been so powerful and
painful that Bunter didw't want an
encore. He rushed pell-moll down the
passage, and fairly flew round the'
corner, where he met with an unexpeeted

obstruction, in the person of Coker of
the Fifth.

Coker waz in a hurry, and Bunter was
in a hurry, Coker was in a terrific
hurry; Bunter was in a frantic hurry,
Both were in such an urgent hurry, in
fact, that each failed to see the other—
until it was too late.

Crash! Bump!

*“Yaroocooh I

Coker was a sturdy fellow, but he was
not proof against that terrific and un-
expected  impact, He reeled, he
clutched at the empty air, and he
collapsed in a spinning heap. As falls
the giant oak, so fell Horace Coker.

landed on the floor of the passage
with a bump and a rear,

As for DBunter, he recled dizzily
against the wall.

“Yaroooh! Wow!™ he roared.

. Coker sat up, breathing out threaten-
ings and slaugfmter-

You—you clumsy fat  idict!™ he
roared. “ I=I1'll jolly well burst you!”

_“Rescue me!” said Bunter, his voice
rising crescendo as he heard Bob
Cherry's quick step approaching.

Coler's astonishment got the better of
his wrath. He picked himself up, and
stared at Bunter.

“Eh? Rescue you from what? he
askéd, in amazement, '

“Fromm  that  beast, Bob Cherry!
Hera he comes! He's been nt]uwinlg
me about all the morning. He won't
let me speak to anybody. And when I
started to talk to Skinner just now, the
bullying beast put his boot behind me !

“Bullying, eki” said Coker, with a
gnm look at Bob. Cherry, who had now
appesred, “I don't sllow bullying
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The most skilful borrower in all
efforts in this direction are only equalled by the yearningas of
his insatiable appetite and a terrilic imagination. A hopeless dulfer at
sports, Bunter 18 as much a nonentity on the playing tields as he is in

the Form room.

Bunter (of the Remove).

Greyfriars, Billy Bunter's untiring

. Occupies the unenviable position of being Peeping
Tom at Greyfriars, no secret being sale when

he is about. Has

received more kicks and bufietings than any cther hoy at the achool,

and yet is incapable of mending his ways. Niclknamed fhe
accoant of his peculiar habit of blinking.
Peter and Alonzo Tadd, and Tom Dutton.

Owl on
Shares Study Mo. 7 with
Deapite his shortcomings,

and they are ledion, Bunter is Iairly popular with his tolerant Form

fellows.

Possesses an extraordinary gift of ventriloguism, which,

alack. invariably lands him into trouble when it is put to use.

Among the fags. You leave Bunter
alone, Cherry, you hear ?"
“Rats!" said Bohb,

“If you say “ Rats!" to me, vou cheeky
%'nﬁng sweep—" began Coker wrath-
ully.

“More rats ! said Bob cheerfully.

Coker bredthed hard, Heg was not

feeling particularly sweet-tempered at

moment. A collision.with Bunter

was enough to sour the siveetest temper ;

and Ucker's tomper was never sweet at
the best of. times.

The burly Fifth-Former elenched his
hands and -rushed at Bob, And the next
moment. &. fast ahd furious fight was in
progress. Beb Cherry, being -smaller
and lightér than his adversary, looked
like getting the worst of it. But Billy
Dunter didn't wait to see the upshot of
the struggle. Here was his chance of
freedom, and he took it. With a parting

ell of encouragement to Coker, the fat
juntor scuttled away.

Meanwhile, Bob Cherry, with his back
to the wall, put up a plucky EGght
against Coker. He succeeded in landing
a couple of terrific drives—one on
Coker's chin, and one un Coker’s
ear. DBut Bob was down at last
ficored by a punch that would have
felled an ox.
trinmphantly.

er looked down at him ||

“That's the stuff to give a cheeky
young fag!” he said. “Now, just you
treat your betters with respect in future,
And leave Bunter alone, or '} give you
another walloping !

And Hotace {ng&r strode majestically
BWAY,

Bob Cherry lay in a dazed heap for
&8 moment, He felt much as Hum by-
n\umptﬂ must have felt after his %ad
fall, when all the king's horses ahd all
the king's men were powerless to plt
him together again. b's head was
singing, and bhe wondered if an earth-
quake had hit him.

-Presently- he pulted himself ther
snd sorambled to his feet; and looked
round for Bunter. That 'hright ith
F had vanished. With a gasp of alarm,
Bob hurried off in quest of ﬁim. hoping
to find him bLefore.the fat junior Emg an
opportunity of “ blabbing.

Cherry rushed gown into the
'I:h:l-a--ﬂ--.r To his dismay, he saw his quarry
standing under the old elms, in con-
versation Wwith Loder of the Sixth,

“Oh crumbs Ii:}’!l. groaned jBu Lo,

was the ve ast fellow at
(d}r;ay_}‘r:'ars WI':EM Bc-lgiwis‘had to lesrn
etails & grea a insk
t Trumper & Co. Loder hal;dF: "EE:PI:; 2
i on Harry Wharton & Co., and he would

(Continued omn page 17.)

Tee Macuer Liseary.—No, 919,
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GRAND “FOOTBALL"™ SUPPLEMENT!

W

i
2

B

THE

REYFRIARS g

| HARRY . WHARTON.EDITOR | weekenaingsent.1oth.

SIR JIMMY VIVIAN:

1 ?}ayad my first game of fooler In
an alleyway near Carker’s Rents, in the
heart of the London slums, We had &
hig rag ball, I remember, and it was
tied around with string to keep it from
bursting. I was down and out ab the
time—rveory much so, for I recollect that I
had no shoes or stockings, and played n
bare feet. It was a gruelling game—
more like a pitched battle than anythin
wlse! The other fellows wera muc
bigger than me, and I was bowled over
without ceremony every time I made a
dash for the ball, Every time a goal
wag scorod there was a terrific argument
—not ‘a8 verbal argument, but an argu-
ment with bare fists. In Carker’s Rents
they smite first and talk afterwards!
Our game of footer was brought to a
sudden full-stop when a bobby in blue
poked an inguisitive nose round the
corner of the alley. The players melted
away like mists before the morning sun!

BOB CHERRY :

My first game of footer was in the
nuersery, w[ti a soft ball. There were
only two players—my girl cousin and
myself~ The *goal * was the open’ door-
way, which I gallantly defended against
my cousin’'s vigorous shots. ¢ wWas
bigger and older than me, and she had
a kick like a mule! Aftar a time she
fired in.a terrific shot, and I leapt back-
wards in a frantic effort io save it.
Rosult—I somersaulted down & whole
flight of stairs! I must have bgen made
of hdiarubber at the time. It was
gimply marvellous that no bones .were
brakel.. Buot I was bruised from top to
toe; and by order of my pater I was sus:
pended from taking part in football for
a month !

BRILLY BUNTER: _

1 played my first fooler match in the
spashuve grounds of Bunter Court. I was
about six years old at the time, nod my
forrn was o revvelation, The match was
hetween the Court and the village, and
the Bunter Court team Lkonsisted of
elevan Bunters, who had been kollected
fromm_all parts of the country for the
OCCARION.
pater and mater at back—yes, my mater

was & fine loothalleross l—and there were |

three Unecle Bunters at half-back, and
Tre Mesusr Liprary.—Nn. 919,

ere was me in goal, and my |

three Cousin Bunters in the forward hine,
as well as my sister Bessie and my young
brother Bammy, who was a mere infant
at the time. The villagers swooped
down on my goal, and I had my hands
full, stopping all sorts of shots. I gave
such & masterly eggshibition of goal-
keeping that the mater said, ** Bless the
boy! He'll play for Tottenham Villa
or Aston Hotspurs one of these days!"
I kept my goal intacked right up to the
finish, and after the match my pater
prasented me with a gold ticker (now in
pawn with Mr, Lazarus at Courtfisld) !

ALONZO TODD:

Alas! lrow poignantly painful are my
recolloctions of the first football mateh in
which I participated. I had nover
kicked a footbull bofore coming to Grey-
friars, having suffered in my early boy-
hood with cerns, callouses, and olher
painful disigurements of the pedal ex-
tremities. My feet got betler after
ireatment by & Courtfield chiropodist,
and I was able to play my first game of
football. Had I known it was such a
brutal and dangerous game I should cer-
tainly bave encased myself In armour
before going on to ithe field! As it was,
I went on without any protection, and
was bumped, biffed, bruised, barged into,
bespattered, and  bewildered! Before
the game had been in progress many
minutes I crawled pamnfully off ihe
battlefield, and moaned feebly for the

-ambulance to come and collect what was

left of mo. " That terrifving experience
haunts me yet! I never play [ootball
now, except under compulsion. In my
opinion, football iz a dangerous, de-
grading, debasing, deplorable—  [De-
lightfully dashing diversion !—Ed.)

WILLIAM GOSLING:
 *Which I ain't played football for
more years than I cares to remember,
an’ it's a job for me to remember my
last fl}ﬂ-thﬂ-}
But I've got shaddery recollections of
playin’ for me native village in years
gorn by.  'There was few fellers wot
could wield a mashie 30 well as William
(rosling, or "ole out in one on the green,
Don't talk to me of yer Cyril Trolleys an’
er Vardons an’ yer Braids.
tter footballer than any of they !
{Gossy's recollections are indeed * shad-
dery,” if he has for

between football and golf '—Ed,)

e B T b i

AARRY WHARTOM

APFY s the Editor who has to pre.
pare and publish a special oumber

| -
[FFEFErrE |
[ s

| match, let alone the first!

I was

tten tho differcnce

dealing with. Football!  He doeso't

need to tie o wet towel round his

top-knot, or to cool hizs fevered brow with

# block of ice. Football topics flow easily

from hiz pen. He could go en writing about

the grand winter pome yotil the cows came
home, &0 to speak.

Now, if T were called upon to publish a
Special Folo Number, or a number dealing
with deer-stalking, or fox-hunting, or rat.
catching, I showld be right out of -my depth,
We don't play poloe at Greyfriars—with the
exception | of  water-polo.  However, my
worthy uocle, Colonel Wharton, spent about
twelve yhars in Indin dolog wothing but
playing polo and potting the hill-tribeamen
when they got out of hand, so be would be
able to give me a lot of tips about that
g-oimlar game—palo, I mean, not potting
ill-tribesmen !

But when it comes to football, I feel quite
at home. I know the game well. I won't
say that I play it well, because that would
be swank; but I believe I've got a better
idea ol the game than Coker of the Fifth,
who pgoes barging and charging all over the
field, seoring gouals against his own side and
playing the glddy ox generally!

How quiekly the  footer season comes
raund! The reipn of King Cricket seeme to
get shorter and shorter—in fact, there is
more “ralm* than “reign® abont  his
season! And that’s the charm of foothall.
You doun't have to depend upon the weather,
Of course, n fue cold day is preferable: bub
even when the snow is smowing, and It's
murky overhead, we can still chase the
hounding leather. I have sometimes played
in & raging blizzard, and T once played on
a water-logged ground, and afterwardd
sneezed mg way up to the sanny, where X
remained for & fortnight with "ol But
that is by the way.

You would hardly think it posszible that
there were people on this planet who dls-
liked the good old game of football, but
there are. Mr. Prout, the master of the
Fifth, haz been heard to describe fonthall
a3 “.i bolsterons, barbarous, and brutalising
buginess.” But I fancy Mr. Prout only said
this, in order to show off his wonderiol
powera of alliteration !

Foothall was boisterous epough in the
olden daya, and barbarous and brotalising
into the bargain, A footer mateh and a
free fight were one and the same thing. Bot
skill and science are mow the order of the
day, and rough play iz put down very Armly
by relerecs,

Alonzo Todd, the frail duffer of the
Eemove, shares the views of Mr, Proot.

Lord Mauleverer, too, dislikes football.
But, then, Mauly dislikes any form of exer-
tion. Even table football, plaved with hlow-
pipes, takes too great a toll of his lordship's
energy! Poor old Mauly! Bob Cherry, on
looking over my shoulder and seeing that
I've nearly finished this Editorial, sug
that we go and rout oot the slacker of the
Remove and march him down to LEittle Side.
We'll stick him in goal,” says Baob, *and
take pob-shots at him! Tt will be great
fup!" ‘Wherengon, I repeat, < Poor old

| Mauly!*



CHOSE rather a happy moment for
I mterviewing old Coker. 1 onco
interviewed him in his bath, snd
he threw a soaking sponge in my
face. On another occasion [ interviewed
him when he was lying on his back in
the rdadway, after a motor-bike crash,

and he scrambled to his feet and
pum:-alcd me with great viclence on the
nose !

This time, however, I had chosen just
the right moment. Coker was statking
proudly off the football field, after the
Fifth had defeated the fags of the
Second in the first round of the Coker
Cup contest.

The Fifth had won the 'match by
T7—=2, and Coker had “bagged ™ two
goals—for the fags!

“AMighty One,” said I, making a
sweeping salaam, “I humbly crave an
interview with you. I've just been
watching you jwipe u
the -8econd, and I thought you would
be able to give our readers some useful
tips on how -to play footer,”

Coker beamed.

“Delighted ! he said.
do you want to know?"

“Now, what

the ground wikh

THE GREYFRIARS

oker ?

The Grreal Sorate fefy oo
Fezpre santolive Soe NOT

to Play Fooltbal f

“First of all,” I said, “what, in your
opinion, is the greatest  essential in
football ¥

“DBrawn!" said Coker promptly.
“Brawn beats brain every time! It's
no use a fellow taking up fooler unless
he's as beefy as an ox and as hefiy as
a Hetcules. He should be an expert al
barging and charginﬁ."

“Whom s he o barge and charge?™

* Anybody who happens to geb 1 his
way, no matter whether it's an ap-
ponent, a fellow-player, & lnesman, or
the referee.”

“ Put—but tho referee might object to
being bowled over.”

“If he objects, or makes any sort of
protest,” said Coker calmly, *order him
off the field "™

“Oh, my hat "

“And if he rciuses to go, take him
by the shoulders and frogs-march him
nﬁ"[ That's what I always do. I never
stand any nonsense!™

“ And what other things are necessary
in the making of a good footballer?” I
ingquiraed.

* A hefty kick,” answered Coker. "It
doosn't matter in which direction you

HERALD.
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boot the ball, so long as you kick it good
nmil hard I :
Ll ?Ht supposing it goes into the wrong
“You count it as a goal to your own
side,” zaid Coker calmly.

ll’ﬂh I'Il y

“ Another necessary accomplishment,”
said Coker, 1% & good punch.”

. “Certainly—if you happen to be keep-
Iy goal.”

“Fathead! I'm not speaking of goal-
keeping,” growled Coler. “If you are
np'[ﬂ]'rng at centre-forward, you nced a
jolly good punch, in order {o Batten out
the goalkeeper when he comes rushing
out to meet youl”

“Cireat Scott!”

I Ecrihbled away furiously in my notes

“One more guestion,” I said, after a

use. “Whom do¢ you consider the

est footballer at Greyfriars ™

“ Well," said Coker, “I'll answer that
question as -modestly as possible. The
finest footballer at Greyfriars i1s. a tall,
Imm:}snmn fellow in the Fifth—a good-
ooking giant who is idolised by the
seniors and worshipped by the fags.™

" Blurdell 1” T said. :

A mufled roar came from Coker,
like the rumble of a voleano in eruption.

“You—you cheeky young cub!” he
hooted. " ¥You know jolly well that I
was alluding to myself I

“Well, you're not exactly an Adonis,
old man,” I said. *“In faect, your face is
like' your footer—too funny for words!"™

Coker was not standing that. Out
shot his left, straight from the shoulder,
and the Special Bepresentative of thea
“ Groyfriars Hoerald " lay sprawling in
the mud !

The great Horace wiped his footer

boots on my prosirate form and strode
huffily away.
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5THE NEW HORATIUS!
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HAT caomic clown called Coker,
By his tep-hiat he swore
That the Fifth Form Eleven
Bhiould taszte’ defeat po more,
By his top-hat he swore it,
And named o certain doy
When the Remove should mect the -Filkh
In furicus football fray!

But old Wharton's brow was sad,
And old Wharton's speech was low;

Apd darkly looked he at his men,
And darkly aft the foe.

sywe're polng to get a licking
Before the son goes down;

For see! Wao lack the zervices
Of Bulstrode, Bull, and Brown!»

Then out spake brave Bob Cherry,
Noblest of Wharton's men .
o every team upon this earth
Defeat comes pow and then
And how can we do better
Than fail agoalost great odds?
S0 rally, -ye Hemovites!
Ye Nugents, and ye Todds!

* Line up the team, good Harry,
With all the speed &Y ;

I, with some more to help me,
Wil bhold the foe in play.

A rag-time team like Coker's
May well be checked by we.

Kow, who will stand on either hand
And fight the Fifth with me?"*

Then out spake Marene Linley,
From Lancashire was he:
Lo, I will stand at thy right hand
And fight the Fifth with thes!™
And out spake valiant Inky,
Of Indian hlood was he:
w111 bidefuwlly bide om thy left alde
And fight Fifth with theal*

)

£

“My worthy Bob,” quoth Wharton,
o A8 thou sayest, so let it be!®

And straight into that flerce aflray
B rushed with glee.

For when they're on the warpath

¢y won't be ptopped or stayed;

It iz their aim i’.adp ay the pame,

Fearless and undismayed |

The rer has blown his whistle,
A pierciog blast and shrill;

Rtmw%ﬂm racing down the. fleld,
The th are staoding still,

And Vernon-Smith "goes streaking
Just like a lightoiog-Rash,

And from his -boot the ball doth shoot,
In yawning net to crashl

A Rousing Fooiball Ballad.
By DICK PENFOLD

And now a shout like thunder
Is heard to rge and roll,
From all that mighty multitude—
One deafening roar of “ GOAL"
And Coker's brow is clouded;
flf’l Lucﬁ_ E.Eeglns to I}E.
~ ukel B0A “Cowme on, ¥ lhapas !
Now, rally! Unpt?h-;: ball 1  You chapss

The play is fast and furious,
The Filth attack o force:

And Dlundell sends the leather in
With the hoof-kick of & horse!

Thuz are the scores made level,
And level they remain,

Till fifteen minutes from the close,
When the Remove attack again!

Apnd hark! the cn;( s ** Cherry ™

And lo! the ranks divide:

And the brave Bob come:s sprinting
b With the ball within lLis etrlde,
Towards him Iumbers Coker,

Punting for Cherry's blood!

Then a terrific shoulder-charge

Hurls Horace in the mud!

And the Filth are in a panic
Before that Rerce atinck;
And those behind ery * Forward !9
And those in front “ Back 17
But mpelther back nor.{orward
Can check Dob Cherry’s run.
The ball goes crashing in thw net,
And the match s fought and won!

When the study lamps are lightea,
And the fires are blazing high;
Aund the chestnuts sputter merrily
On the iron bars near by
Jo study and in dormitory
St iz the story told
How brave Bebh Cherry won the mateh
Like a mighty man of old!
Tz Macxer Lisany.—No. 918
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BOYS OF GREYFRIARS! Dress
with distinetion apd  discrimination !
Don't go about in ill-fitting garments
which make you look like scarecrows!
QOur Etons are perfectly priceless. (iChis
does not mean that they are freel)
Prices range from Three guineas to Ten
guineas per suit, Come and ses our
splendid selected selection of tweeds .nn::i
serges. Give your old moth-eaten suit
to the ragman, and COME .AND BE
CLAD AT THE COURTFIELD
CLOTHING COMPANY, ‘High Street,
Courtfeld. (We have recently secured
the sorvices of an experienced cutter, who'
was for fifty years with Mazsrs. Fittem &
Riggem, the wellknown Bond Street
tailors.)

FOOTBALLS |—All sorts, shapes, and
wizes in stock. Don’t be content to play
football with a ball which'is nﬁ-hﬂavi,; a5
a batter pidding, or with a ball which
explodes every time you sit on it! Buy
a REAL FOOTBALL, guaranteed to
last throughout the winter. Prices from
/6 tb 30/-. Our footballs are in splendid
condition after being blown up. * 1 you
find this is hot so, come and give US'a

blowing-up [—MESSRE. PAGSR &

HUTER, 75, High Street, Courtfield.

. CHUNELEY'S! CHUNEKLEY'SM
CHUNKLEY'S!!! THE SELFRIDCE'S
OF COURTFIELD! We can'supply any
article under the sun, from & pin to a
wrambulator. Come and inspect our
s Dlapartment, and see the fine
array of foothalls, roller-skates, air-guns,
boxing-gloves, spinning-tops, and mar-
bles! If your suit is %;elting shabby,
eomo and be clad at Chunkley’s! If
you find you are growing a beard, come
and bo shorn at Chunkley's! Civility
and courtesy guaranteed—except to a
certain fst boy who demands ds “on

tick !  Taelephone: No. 1 Courtheld.
Telograms: é}hunk, Courtfield.”
[emetal

IF your watch gets “run down,” don't
forget to “wind up " your shopping ex-
ikion with a visit to the Courtheld
aweller’s! Watches, ‘clocks, and time-
pieces of every description. Nothing
mpplied on “tick.” very ‘‘hunter ™
of & reliable watch should “spring 7 into
a taxi and come to us. Our stock will
*chain ™ his attention ! There will be no
gause for “alarm ® if you deal with
MESSRE. NICKELL & BRASS, Jewel-
lers, Courtbeld.

PATNLESS DENTISTRY! Teeth ex-
tracted without a twinge at half-a-erown
a time. No squealing and squirming ; no
agony and snguish, Master Robert
Cherry writes: * When I called on yon a

few day: ago to have an aching molar§

extracted, you gave me no pain what-
ever. I thoroughly ﬂnjnﬁr: your lauvgh-
ing-gas—in fact, T've 'been rni.lg_hmg
ever mintes, snd simply can't stop!
Sufferers from toothache are yequested
toc come to. me, and will pive
them  “oxguisite ™ terture] — {?[IL
Pangin, 15, High Sicet topposi. he
_ i treet ite the
Courtfeld %‘fﬁ thter-house),
Tre Maiones RARY.—Ng, 919,
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y DRAMA! TRAGEDY! COMEDY!
“One crowded hour of glorious life "—
in fact, several of them—ecan be secured
at the COURTFIELD CINEMA, Up-
to-date pictures; talented orchestra;
cosy and comfortable seats. (Young
noblemen of Greyfriars are warned not
to g0 to sleep whilst the pictures are in
rogress, lest they should find themselves
ocked in the cinema!) Refreshments
supplied at moderate prices, Charges
for admission: 2(- 1/, and 6d. Fags of
E}lra:rfnﬂrs half-price. This week’s great
m:

“IN THE CLUTCH OF THE
CANNIBALS!”

A hair-raising Drama of the Golly-
Wolly Islands which will be wit-
nessed with “devouring * inlerest! .

ROLL UP IN YOUR
THOUSANDS!

LA AL L SRR AR L2 I T TR T Y]

Teacher : " Why are vou late, Tommy TV

Tommy Crawler : *' Please sir, they've put
& Dew sigopost cutside our house—" Schoel |

Go Slow.’
CORREERORRERR R RN RR RO RN ORD

50 I wont slow, sir!™

BOOTS! BOOI2! BOOTE! The
best that money can buy, Guaranteed
to last for ever, The leather is even
tougher than the beef you get at Grey-
friare! Ome of our happy and satisfied
clients, Master Alonzo T'odd, writes;

“Gentlemen,—I purchased a pair of
boots from- you eighteen months ago,
and am still wearing them. The hob-
nails have not yet worn down, and thae
leather is as good as ever. When you
consider the fact that I walk at least
twenty yards a day—sometimes over
the rough flagstones of the Close—vou
will understand  my pleasure and
pmazemrent at the durability of your
feolwear. I expect I shall il be
wearing the same pair of boots when I
sm an old man of ninety, I shall vor-
Enlilnly recommend you to all my school-
ellows.”

Moral: Come and be shod at the
COURTFIELD BOOQT & SHOE COM-
PANY, High Btreet, Courtfield,

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

FINE FEEDS FOR FAMISHED
FELLOWS maﬁ be obfained at the
Elysian Cafe, High Street Courtfield.
Full-course Dinner, 3/6, gﬁli&ﬂ orchestra
in attendance. Munch your miutton-
chops to the strains of merry music!
Tackle tough joints to the tunes of
Tannhauser! Those who come oneb ‘to
the Elysian Cafe will repeat their visit
scores of times, Master W. G. Bunter,
thqt well-known  epicure of Greylriars,
writes :

“Feeling fammished and fed-up, I
vizzited your Cuffy the other evening,
and went through the menn six times.
I've never enjoyed & feed so much in
all ‘my natcheral. T sobn cured the
fammished and, fed-up feeling, and
folt as if I should burst! I ronsidder
your chops and stakes are delizhus, and
your ings are prieoless. The
waitresses, too, are very sivvil. Un-
fortunately, I didn't have enuff money
to pay my bill; but now that I've sent
you this ripping advertissment, I hope
you will call it square.”

Scores of similar tributes receivaed from
happy Greyiriars feasters. When feel-
ing hungry or depressed, come to fhe
Elvsian Cafe for light rofreshments apd
light music |

GENTLEMEN OF GREYFRIARS!
Don't lat ifﬂtlt‘ hair grow till it flaps over
your shoulders. Come and be shorn by
an-expert! If vou find yoursell growing
an unwanted moustache, come and have
the cbjectionable hairs. plucked out by
the roots! If you want a shampoo, of
a face massage, or & wash and brush-up,
call at the COURTFIELD TOILET
SALOON. The Bollowing 1s our scale
of charges:

Hair Cutting {Prefects) - &d.
Hair Cutting (Fags) - ad.
Beard Trimming - = 3d.
Shampoo - =  « - 6d.
Face Massage « = 23 0d,
Sealping - - - < Bs 0Od.
Wash and Brush-Up - 2d.
HUNGRY A5 A HUNTER? Then

come to the Courtfield Bunshop (estab-
lished in the reign of Queen Annel.
Juicy Jam-Tarts, Delictous Doughnnts,
Peorless Pastries, and Satislying Scones |
Snacks at the counter a speciality.

Tourists come from far and near
To try our noted ginger-beer.

Boys expecting postal-orders  which
have not turned up are politely requested
to keep off the grass!

GOOD PRICES GIVEN for jam-jars,
old boots, left-off clothing, false teeth,
Iieveles, cricket-bats, alarm clocks—any
old thing!

ANYTHING YOU DON'T WANT,

WE WANT!

WE PAY (!

WE PAY I

GOOD PRICES!IH

WRITE OR CALL:

“THE COURTFIELD ACCOM-
MODATING BOCIETY. lm, Pecuniops
Strect, Courtfield,”
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be imprisoned a|]l day. in one of the Wibley had & larger bag than the

most certainly have prevented the jape
being played, purely out of malice.
There was not a second to be lost.

Bunter must be pot away from Loder
at once before the fateful words could-be
spoken.

Bob Cherry made a megaphone of his
hands, and bawled to Bunter.

“Bunter! I say, Bunter! The leed's
waiting !

The Owl of the Remove left off talk-
ing to Loder and spun round. The mere
mention of a feed had an electrifying
effect upon Bunter.

“*A fecd ! he cried eag‘sr] . "Where"”

“In—in my study! a{mut&d Baob
dosperately.

Bunter left Loder's side in a flash,
without troubling to cxcuse himself,
He fairly pelted up to Bob Cherry.

"“"Clome back !’ roarcd Loder.

Like the celebrated Dying Gladiator,
Buntor heard, but he heeded not!

Loder glared after him, fuming: but
Loder was forgotten in the glorious
prospect of a feed.

“Come on!™ said Bob Cherry. And
he fairly whisked DBuiiter up the steps
and into the building, :

“Is there really a feed?” panted the
fat junior, bﬂﬂmiIIF suddenly suspicious,
‘“If that was simply bluff, arry, just
to get me away from Loder—"

“There wasn't a feed,” growled Bob.
“But as I've practically promised you
one, I'll see that you get one!™

il Dh, E'ﬂ'ﬂ‘d!”

“But we'd better not feed in my
study in case Loder comes after us.
We'll wait till the coast is cledr, and
then go along to the tuckshop.”

Bunter smacked his lips' joyously.

“How much hatl yon told Loder?” de-
mancjc:l Ilob. "DIhd you tell him about
our jape against Trumper?”

“NWol a word=—not s whisper! 1
merely remarked that yvou fellows were
going out of gates this afterncon on
sormo stunt or other. I said I didn’t
know what you were up to exaetly, but I
thought you had an interior motive—"

“ Ulterior motive, you mean’?"

“That's it1"

“ Ancd what did Loder say ™

“He hadn't a chance to say a.n{thing',
You bawled to me just then and I came
away."”

Boly Cherry drew a breath of relief,
Loder knew a little, but not very much.
Ile knew enough to arouse his sus-
picions, but he had not been apprised
of the details of the jape against Dick
Trumper & Co. Which was & [ortunate
thing for the japers.

Dob Cherry and Bunter kept watch on
Gernld Loder fram a landing window,
and presently they saw the prelect strall
away towards the school gates. It was
evident that he had no intention of
going in pursuit of Bunter.

"'".'gm‘.' for the feed!" said Bunter
gleofully,

“I'm dashed i you deserve it!"
growled Bob. " It's been a perfect night-
mare, keeping guard over you, I'm
beginning to wish we had followed
Smithy's suggestion——*="

“HKh? What was Bmithy's supges-
tion T

Rob Cherry was silent. Vernon-Smith's
proposal had been that Bunter should

upper box-rooms., In any case, Bunter
was to spond the afterncon there; but
it would have been very unwisc io have
told him so.

Blissfully ignorant of the fate that
wasd in store for him, Billy DBunter
accompanied s warder to the tuckshop
where Bob Cherry reluctantly mgn]-:ci

him with jam-tarts and dough-nuts, and

foaming ginger-pop.

'l‘i'i&rgi; Easgﬁﬂ ﬁiﬂg-er af Buntar * blab-
bing ¥ whilst the feed was in progress.
He was too busy fo talk.

Bob Cherry nibbled at a cream-bun,
and glanced at his watch. He saw, to
his rolief, that his hour was up.

Johnny DBull stepped briskly into the
tuckshop.

“Oh, here you are! he said, M
turn to take guard, What are you feed-

ing Bunter for?”
*It was necessary,” grunted Bob.
wll on one side,

And he took Johnny
and deseribed to himn, in an undertone,
the troubles and tribulations of tho last
hour.

Johnny Bull locked grim.

" Bunler secms to have given vou no
endd of trouble,” he said. “*But he's not
fuing to Eive me any. 1 shall tdke him
or a walk ™

“Tut he's not fond of walking,” said
Bob Cherry, with a grin.

“I can't help Bunter's likes and dis-
likes,. I'm going tp walk him into the
heart of Friardale Wood, and he can
jaw to the birds and bunnies and things,
if he wants to. But he won't got o
chance to jaw to any human being."

“Ha, ha, ha! roared Bob Cherry.
“That's guite a brain-wave on your
patt, Johnny. Wish I'd thought of it!"

Johnny Bull turned to Bunter,

“Come along, old barrel!” he said
torsely. “I'm going te roll you out of
Eﬂ-t{!ﬂ{-"

“ Oh, really, Bull——"

Bunter pleaded and protested, but his
pleadings and protestabions wero wasted
on the desert air. He was marched away
by Johnny DBull, to spend & harmless
hour in Friardale Wood. holding sweet
communion with its feral denizens. But
he was not going to get & chance of
holding communion, sweet or otherwise,
with anybody at Greyfriars.

When the hour was up, Billy Bunter
came back to the school with his escort,
andd he was handed over to Frank
Nugent, whe guarded him zealously
throughout the following hour.

Hurree 8ingh took care of Bunter
during tho last hour. And thus the
morning passed, and dinner-time came,
and Harry Wharton & Co. falt well
pleased with themselves. DBut for that
unfortunate yet brief conversation with
Loder of the Bixth. they had succeeded
in keeping Buntor guiet.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Pro's Arrive !

& EADY. vou fellows®"

R Williamn Wibley looked into
Btudy No. 1 half an hour after
dinner.

The Famous Five were there, together
with the rest of the gay conspirators.
They were grinning cheorfully,

“Quite  ready!” said Wharten.
"We've packed up our bags.”

“And we've packed up Bunter!" said
IPeter Todd.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

A number of bags stood in readiness
an the study table. They contained foot-
ball togs-—spicially hired jerseys. in the

 colours of Tyneside Rovere.

.ﬂﬁ.“

others, In it were the various articles
of "make-up ™ which would be neces-
sary to transform the schoolboy cleven
into an adult one.

It had becn arranged that the trans.
formation should take place in tho
shepherd's ‘hut on Courtfield Commeon.
‘T'he hut bhad already served a very use-
ful purpose, and its usefulness was not
cxhausted yet,

When they had changed -into their
footer togs the juniors were to don rain-
coats over their shorts and jerseys, and
then charter a couple of taxi-cabs to
convey them to the Council School

round. Dick Trumper & Co. would
imagine, of course, that the taxis had
come fram I'egg, where the Tyneside
Rovers were staying.
It really scemed as if the Figaut,_in
1apo against Trumper & Co. would prove
an unqualified success. Possibly Loder
of the Sixth would have to ba reckoned
with., He might see the juniors goin
out of gates, and intercept them, an
demand to know where they were going,
and what the little gamo was.

But the japers had no uneasy gualms
on that score. They were quite capable
of dealing with Toder. If he tried to
restrain thom by force from leaving ihe
school premises, they would not scruple
to roll the unpopular prefeet in the
gatoway, and wipe their boots on hun.

As for Billy Bunter, that plump Paul
I'ry had been got out of the way, as
per programnme. He had been lured to
one of the upper box-rooms by the inti-
mation that there was a fecd awaiting
him there.

This was perfectly true. Bunter's
schoolfellows were not heartless enough
to keep him without food until they
returned that evening afltor their adven-
ture. SBupplies had been smuggled up
to the box-room. 'There was a brown
loaf, half a pound of butter, and a glass
iar of bloater-paste, which had led &
onely existence on ono of the cupboard
shelves in Study No. 1 for some woeks
sast. The jar had never been opened,
L-Mauae the bloater-paste was of a
rather suspicious colour,

Bob Cherry opined that it had “gone
However, Bunter would have
ample time in which to test the truth of
that theory. He would have time, in
fact, to make a thorough and complete
an'al'ysiﬁ of the contents of that jar. And
if the paste had indeed * gone off,” and
was not fit for human consumption,
why, there was the brown loaf and the
half-pound of butter. That was :
honest fare—not fit for & king, perhaps,
but good encugh for Bunter. It would
sustain him in his captivity, at all
ovenis, and kaop him from wasting away
to & shadow, ’

Billy Bunter had arrived breathless at
the box-room, after toiling wp sundry
flights of stairs. He had burst cagerly
into the little apartment, in order to sed
what sort of a feed awaited him.

Bob Cherry had been following up be-
hind, and as soon as Bunter was insido
the room Bob had slammed the door
and locked it, leaving William George
DBunter in durance vile with a brown
loaf, a half-pound of buiter, and a
novel, entitled *“The Trisoner o
Zenda,"” to beguile the weary hours of
nnprisonment.

t was wnlikely that Bunter would
suffor in silence. His tongue had been
held in eheck all thoe morning, and he
would probably give it full play during
the afternoon. ut his prison was so
lofty and isolated that it was extremely
improbable that his erics for deliverance
would be heard, All the follows wonld

Tue Magurr Lisrary,—No. 919,
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be down on the playing-fields, on that
sunny September afternocon.

Harry Wharton & Co. quickly forgot
Williamn George Bunter and his pﬂ!;ﬁ k.
They had other and more pressing
matters to think about. ;

Armed with their bags, the juniors
trooped down to the school gates,

#Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob
C.‘]'ljﬁrry suddenly. “Loder's waiting fo«
us LH]

“83n he is, by Jove!" said Wharton,
catching ﬁig“flt of Loder’s lanky forms m:
the schoo! gateway. "He doesn’t ook
gxactly amiable, either.”

Certainly Gerald Loder did not look
amiable. Quite the reverse, in famch.
The frown on his far from handsome
visage would have done ecredit to Joye
of old. :

He pycd the juniors grimly as the
came trooping down to- the. gates wnt
their bags. nﬁ"hen thi prefect planted
himself right in their way—a lion in the
path, so0 to spgak.

“Where dre you kids going?” de-;
ed- Loder.

mang:

“Out!” said Bob. Cherry, with. a
delightfil vagueness: “Topping alfer-
noon, isn’t it. Liode:? Not a cloud in

the giddy sky! The jolly sun, he shines
like Tun, and &ll i3 fair and bright.”

er scowled. He was not interested
in the weather conditians just then. He
was interested in ome topic only—the
movements of the eleven juniors who
stood before him.

“] hava reason to believe,” said
Lofler grimly, “that you young rascals
are up to something shady this after-
noon.

“Ga hon!”

“¥ori're going blagging, 1 believe!”

“Blagging 7" echoed Wharton, "My
hat! I've never heard footbali called by
that name before.”

Loder's scow] deepened.

“You needn't try to kid me that
you're going to do anything so mnocent
as playing foothall,” he said. * You've
got bags, I see; but that's merely bluff.
Bunter was telling me this morning that
you had some ulterior metive in going
out this afterncon. And I want to know
exactly what the game is!”

“The game,” said Vernon-Smith, “is
football.’

“¥ don't believe you ! snapped Loder.

Vernon-83mith fushed.

“If you acouse me of lying—" he-
T:-eHan angrily.

Dry up, SBmithy!” said Wibley.
“TFime's too precious to bandy wor
with Loder. Come- on !V

Loder still barred the exit.

“You're not going out until you've
given me a truthful explanation of your
movements,” he said.

“We've given it,"” said Wharton. “If
vou don't choose to accept i, Loder;
that's your own affair. Quick marchi”

At the word of command the juniors
marched forward like a well-ordered
squad of infantry.

Had Loder been wize he wounld have
jumped clear. But he stood his ground,
angrily protesting, .and the consequences
were disastrous. The vanguard of the
juniors marched straight into Loder,
and the prefect was knocked spravwling.
The reargusrd marched triumphantly
over. him, wiping their boots on his
prostrate form in the process.

*Yow-ow-ow " roared Loder. “How
dare you? I shall report you for this!
Come back at once, you cheeky young
cubg !

A yell of derizive laughter wasz the
only response. The juniors marched.on
put of the gates. Instead of taking the
road to Courtfield, and thus giving

woitld not matter much’; but the

| produced ‘the flesh-masks from his bag,]
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Loder a clue as to their destination, they
toock the road to Pogg. They antict-
ted that Loder would follow them,
t the prefect was not in a fit state
to pursue them at the moment. He was
half-dazed by the human whirbwind
which had surged over him. Moreover,
he would need & wash and brush-up be-
fore venturing out of gates, He was
covered from head to foot in dust, as
with a garment. ‘ ]
“We shall be reported for this,” said
Nugent, as the juniors trﬂ.mped, o,
“Wa shall bo called over the coalful-
ness, and we shall get it in the peckful
@rt._ilnn. of our anatomics!” said Hurree
phaf-g b P
“Or a little lower down,” suggested
Bob Cherry. “But what does it
matter? And, after all, we didn't
handle Loder. He was ass enough to
t in our way, so it's his own funeral.”
“ Absolutaly ! agreed Johnny Bull.
Harry Wharton glanced back over his
shoulder. Loder was not in pursiit—not
vet, at. any rate. When he did start in
pursuit, he would take the road to Pegg,
for he had seen the jnniors go in that
direction. The unpopular prefect would
have a wild-goose chase, for the jumors
only went a little way along the Pegg
road, Then they struck off across the
fields towards Courtfield Common.
In'due course they arrived at the ald
shepherd’s hut, where the real business
of the afternoon began 1n earnest.
Wibley of the Remove had a wvery
difficult and delicate task to perform,.
and very little time in which to perform
it. The match had been fixed Ior two
o'clock, and. the footballers would be
late, as it was. A few minutes’ delay
| - didn't
want to be excessively late, or Trumper
& Co. might become suspicious,

Wibley set to work at once to make
up the faces of his schoolfellows. He

and adjusted them with great care. In
gome cases, also, he affixed wigs and
pioustachios. But for the most part the
junrors remained cléan-shaven.

There was a roar of laughter when
Hurree Singh's disguise was completed,
for the dugl-:y nabob was transformed
iinte a *“ white,” and quite & handsome
“white ” at thai. Inky's arms and
hands and legs were also treated with a
special preparaktion, which transmuted
them from dark brown to white.

Hurree Singh was cautioned not to

eak whilst the match was'in prog :
1is voice would undoubtedly have given
him away.

“Don't start telling me to passfull

58, or to shootfully shoot,” said Bpg

erry, “or the worthy fat will be in
the ecsteemed and ludicrous firefulness !

“'Hﬂ., ]'.I.ﬂ., ha 1

Hurree Singh grinned.

“I shall keep as mum as a mouseful
rodent,” he promised. *'I shall re-
member your English proverb that
speech i8 silver, and silence iz worth two
i the bush."”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

Wibley disguised the juniors in turn,
and ha left his own disguise till last.
He had to be very particular about him-
self, because Bick Trumper was familiar
with the features of Turvey, the Tyne-
side Rovers’ skipper—though he had no
idea what the other members of the
team looked like. Trumper dwned a
photo of Turvey, but he had never seen
phﬂtﬁgirnphs of the others. :

Wibley was through with his dizguise
at last, and he posed before his school-
fellows for their inspection. The ver-
dict was hearty and unanimous,

" Perfect !
“Top-hole I

“Net even a giddy "tec would twig
that dsguise,

¥ib!" declared Bob
Cherry.

There wos_a sudden toot-toot from
without, and Harry Wharton o d the
door of the hut. The two taxi-cabs had
arrived, as arranged, and the Greyfriars
juniors—now transflormed into the Tyne-
side Rovers’ foothall eleven—clambered
g:y‘ty into the vehieles. The drivers had

en solemnly pledged to sccrecy, and
they were to be paid double fare for
keeping- the juniors’ secret.

Ag th taxicabs glided away across the
common, Harry Wharton gave final in-
structions to his comrades,

“ We'se got to strut on to the. ground
as if 1t was beneath our dignity to play
a team of school kids” said Harry,
“Wa'll start off in a leisurely sort of
way, and let Trumper's men: t&be A
goal, Then we'll pretend to get rattled,
and we'll play ap hke fvry, and make
the-pace a ¢orker. But we'll becarcful
not to bag any goals. We'll bdlloony the
bal over the bar, and shoot wide,and
all that sort ofF thing: Meanwhile,
Trumper's men- will be piling on ‘more
Ecuals—- ou’ll have to keep fumbling the

all, Dulstrode—and ih. the end we

shall be roundly "snd soundly whacked.

Trumper will be simply purring with
pride to think that he's beaten a real

fearne cleven 1M

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"Then we'll leave a note with him
before we drive away, pointing out that
he's been dished, diddled, and donel
The look on Trumper's face when he
reads that note: ought to be worth a
guinéa a box. But we sha'n't be there
to see 1, worse luck., We shall have to
g9, while the going’s good.”

Harry Wharton leaned out of the taxi
window, and repeated his: instructiona
to the fellows in the rearmost taxi.
Searcaly had he done so0, when the
Council Bchool ground came in sight;
and the taxi-cabs slowed up.

The thudding of a football was
audible. . Dick Trumper & Co. were put:
ting 1n some practice, pending the
arrival of their formidable opponents.

Arcound the ropes was a crowd of
Council School fellows, and a sprinkling
of local people into the bargain.

As soon as the disguised Greviriars
juniors stepped out of the taxis, there
was a rush of feet towards them.

“The Rovers [”

“They've turncd up at last ™

“Hooray !

Scores of adiiring glances were
bestowed upon the visiting team as the
taxis dizgo them.

“There's Mr., Turvey ! said Trumper
gleefully, And he came

lly. : Eprinting up to
the disguised Wibley, and grasped -I;um
warmly by the hand.

It was a tense and fateful moment.
Wibler needed all his nerve, all his
superb powers of play-acting, to meet
the situation. Trumper was h:-::rl:ing, him
squarcly in the face, and Trumper's eye
sopmed keenor than usual.

But the Council 3chool leader sus-
pected nothing. He shook the hand of
“Mr. Turvey ¥ as vigorously as if it had
been 4 pump-handle.

* Borry we're late, you kids,” =said Mr.
Turvey, in & deep, pleasant voice. "Wa
were unavoidably delayed, yvou know”

“That's all right, Mr. Turvey!" said
Trumper. He ran his eye over the rest
of the footballers. " Dappor little crowd,
aren't you! I knew that Tyneside
Rovers were on the short side, but some
of your {ellows are no bigger than us !

“SBize isn't evervthing, in footbhall,™
said Mr. Turvey. " (Giants are generally
awkward and cumbersome on a foothall
field. Little fellows, on the other hand,
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are simply full of clever trickz and
touches—as you will shortly see!"

Trumper laughed. Mr. Turvey spoke
in rather a supercilious sort of way, as if
the downfall of the home side was a
stone dead certainty. Trumper refused
to regard it as anything of the sort.
He meant to show thizs cocksure Mr.
Turvey that schoolboys could play foot-
ball just as well as paid professionale—if
not bettor.

“I sgo vou've changed,” =aid Trumper,
noting the red-and-white stripes that
were vieible beneath Mr, Turvey's rain-
coat,

“¥es, we changed before we came.
We thought it would save time. Are
yvou kids ready for this farce to begin ?"

“Eh? What farce?" demanded
Trutnper.
*“This farce—or comedy, whichever

vou choose Lo call it—of a pack of school-
kids playing a team of professionals.
All these people "<AIr. Turvey waved
his hand to indicate the crowd round the
ropes—" ought to be made to pay amuse-
ment tax !"

“Av, by goom !™ said one of the visit-
ing plavers,

Trumper irowned,

*“If the mateh turns out to be a farce,
the langh won't be against us I” he said,
with conviction,

"Bure vou wouldn't like to cry off,
whila there's still time?” said Mr.
Turvey.

Dick Trumper greeted this suggesiion
with a scornful enort.

“You don't catch me crving off I he
said. “Are yvour fellows quite ready,
Mr, Turvey "

“Quike !

There was a storm of cheering as the
teams lined up. It was guite a novel
speetacle to sce o first-class League team
—as the speectators thought—hning up
against the Courtfield County Counci
School aleven.

Dick Trumper won the toss. There
was no advantage to be gained thereby,
for not a breath of wind was stivring.
Nevertheloss, the spectators regavded
the winning of the toss as & good omen,

and there was a fresh volley of cheering.

“Hurrah 1

“Play up, Courtheld!”

“On the ball !”

The referee's whistle shrilled out, and
the next moment the battle between
schoolboys and pro’s was in full progress.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Triumph of Trumper !

ICK TRUMPER & CO. cntered

D into the fray with whole-hearted

zost. Right. from the kick-off

they playved up very grimly and
gamely.

The Council School team had been
putting in plenty of practice, and
Trumper had brought them to the pitch
of perfection.

“We're poing to win,” Trumper had
told his men before the match started,
“or perish.mn the attempt !

Now that Trumper's ambition of
ﬁnying against a real League eleven had

wn gratified, another and a loftier
ambition had followed hard on itz heel.
Trumper's latest and greatest ambition
was to find himself on the winning side
when the match was over—to thrash and
trounce the famous Tyneside Rovers.

Certainly, if enthusiasm counted for
anything, Trumper had a geod chance of
succeeding ; for he was fairly buhbllnﬁ
with enthusiasm—brimming over wit
it, i fact, Never did monarch enter
into battle, or knight ride to the tour-
ney, with such enthusiasm and energy
as Dick Trumper now displayed., And
if enthusiasm conguered the world, as
was popularly supposed, surely it -would
contjuer Tyneside Rovers, who only ro-
presented the merest fraction of the
world.

Fired by the fighting spirit of their
leader, Trumper's men * piled in " for all
they were worth.

The Council School team exploited the
long-passing gome, swinging the ball
fromm wing to wing and following up
with the keenness of terrviers,
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The visiting eleven, on the other hand,
adopted a very different style of play,
They were lazy and lackadaisical. They
wore superior smiles and they merely
jog-trotted after the ball, instead of
dashing for it.

Play had barely been in progress a
couple of minutes when the Rovers' goal
was placed in peril.

Dick Trumper, playing at centre-for-
ward, swung the ball out to Solly
Lazarus, on the wing, and Solly went
away like the wind, showing a clean pair
of heels to the half-back who was op-
posed to him. )

The crowd chesred him frantically.

(o0 it, Solly 1™

“Right through on your own, cold
bow I
One of the Rovers' backs ambled

across to intercept the flect-footed Solly.
The Couorthelder simply Jobbed the ball
over the back's head, then he darted
round him, and fired in & terrific shot.

The Rovers' goaliec made a seemingly
desperate leap at the incoming leather,
but he was seconds too late. The ball
crashed over his shoulder into the net,

(11 G‘ml tilnl‘

It was a shout of wonder, of amaze-
ment, of sheer incredulity, The on-
lookers, like the explorers in the famous
sonnet, “look'd at each other with a
wild surmise,”

Trumper & Co. had actvally drawn
first blood against their formidable

opponcnts !
And there was no fluke about that
al. It was a pood, honest 1,
Etc;rerly worked for, eleverly i:ul-ve,l'n.glq:'111
Dick Trumper raced across to Solly
Lazarus and thumped him on the back.
“0Oh, pgood man—good man!" he
cried, in ecstasy. “One up, by Jovel
Wonder what Mr. Turyey thinks of
that "
Judging by
Turvey's face,
grim thoughts

the expression on Mr.
he was thinking very
nhout that goal. He
scawled ot the %ouiia as the latter rue-
fully fished the ball out of the net.
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“Buck up, Binks! Fancy
beaten by a soft thing like that!”

“80ft " snorted DBinks—alias Dul-
strode of the Greyfricys Remove.
“Why, the blessed phinlg came in with
the force of a cannon-ball ™"

Mr. Turvey gave a grunt of dis-

pleasure,
U This won't do at all, ba m!" he
gaid. “Fancy being a goal down to

these infants ™

“That's nowl to worry about,” sait

one of My, Turvey s colleagues. “Coom,
lads, and we'll soon put a different com-
plexion on things !

“Ay, ba goom !

The ball was kicked off again from the
ventre. The Rovers dropped thewr
lothargic and lackadaisical style of play.

That poal had rattled them and shaken |

themt out of their shoth. They played
up with tremendous vim, and they were
none too gentle in their tactics. There
wora no fouls: but there waos plerity of
vigorous shoulder-charging, and 'Trum-
per's men went EFprawling on, the _!l}rf,
Indeed, it seemed as if the visiting
players took a grim delight in charging
their opponents over like: skittles,

The gumne had veered right round
now in favoar of the Hovers. Trumper
& (o, were hemmed in their own half
and compelled to concentrate on defence,

But the Rovers’ forwards, although
they did many brilliant things, which
evoked the applause of the crowd, wers
simply hopeless when it came to shoot-
ing. Time and again, with only- the

onlia to bedt, they fired the ball over
the cross-bar, or zent it hopelessly wide.
They had chanees enough to score half
a dozen goals, but they failed to score a
single one.

Even when a_Courtfeld back had the

misfortune to handle  the ball in the
penalty-area and the Rovers were
ewarded a penalty-kick they failed 1o
turn it to account. The ball was tapped
tamely ato the goalie’s arma.
" Mr. Turvey secemed to get very an-
noyed with his men. During n pause in
the . game—the ball had been kicked
wildly into the crowd by one of the
Tynesiders’ = forwards — Mr. Turvey
harangued his comrades.

“What's the matter with you all?”
he demanded irritably. “Have you left
vour shooting-hoots at Pegg?”

Dick Trumper & Co. chuckled. They
considered it rather comical for Mr.
Turvey to take his colleagues to task,
for he himself had been the worst
offender. He had made about a dozen
shots, and all of them had been ridicu-
lonzly wide of the target,

“They're getting rattled I murmured
Trimper. “ And thaet doean’t do in
footer. We've only to keep cool and we
shall win hands down.”

It really seemed az if Trumper was

right.
The more ircitated Mr. Torvey became

and the more he slanged. his men the'

more wild and erratic became ‘their
shooting. ‘' Everywhare but the goal”
seemed to be the motto of the visiting
forwards. The ball flew in all directions
but the right ¢ne. And the Courtfield
lie never had a moment’s anxiety.

Presently Trumper's men took up the
attack once miore. And they gave their
opponents an object lesson in  sharp-
shooting.

The ball came out to Trumper from a
ruck of plavers, and Trumper took it in
his stride and fairly gmashed it into the
net, The Rovers’ custodian failed to
gee the shot, much less save it.

“Goal 1"
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The crowd around the ropes fairly lot
themselves go. They let their caps go,
too, whirli.ng.high above their heads,

Trumper & Co. were now twe up
against the professionals, and the excite-
ment was at fever-pitch,

But it rose higher vet; for within a
couple of minutes of the scoring of thut

al a further goal fell to the Court-
helders. They forced a corner, and
Solly Lazarus seoréd direct from the

corner-kick—a  rare” Lappenii in

fnathball. 4
“Three up! tootled Trumper, fairvly

dancing  with  delight, “Am I

| dreaming ?*

“It's no dream, old chap!” sagid
Grgham happily.  *We're three up,
right enough and we've plenty of shots
in oul lockers yet. Look at Me, Tur-
vey s face! It's a picture I”

All sorfs of enmotions were chasing
each-other deross Mr, Turvey's counten-
ance.  Dismay, astonishment, fury,
stupefactioi—all these were in evidence,

“Three down (™ groancd My, Turver.
;:_’Ehr::?e down—against a team of school-

ids !

“Three up!™ chortled Dick Trumper.
“Three up—against a team of giddy
pro's!”

“Hureph i

The whigtle sounded for half-time,
and the erowd swarmad on to the play-

ing-pitch ‘and made a. tremendous fuss.

of T'rumper and his men.

As for Mr, Turvey, the skipper of the.

visiting sidé, he wandered away discon-
solately to- a deserted t. of the field.
Like Eugene . Aram in the poem, he stood
remote from all—a melancholy man.
But perhaps Mr. Turvey was not quite
50 melancholy as his maoner implied.
Perhaps he had strolled away on his
own in order to releazo the merriment
that was bottled up within him. But
Dick- Trumnper & Co. were not to know

-that.

After a briel interval the teams lined
up’ again.
. The Rovers started the second half as
if they meant to run the schoolboys off
their legs.  They played a storming
game, Territorially, they had nine-

tenths of the play, but their former-

weakness in front of goal again asserted
itself.
Mr. Turvey did manage to hit the cross-
bar on one occasion, snd he looked quite

|

Do you Enow Guszy—nhe of the Inmous
eyeglass and the spotless bags ? Hava
you met Tom Merry & Co ? If not,
ifuu'm miazing the treat of vour life
E TRA-L«IDSG STORIES OF THESE
FAMOUS ' SCHOOLBOY CHARACTERS
AT 5T, JIM'S APPEAR EYERY WEEK

On Salz Every Wednasdav,

‘B Stene as

They could do nothing right..

startled when he did i, as if he had
nok intended to do anything of the sort,
Then Trumper's men, hungty for mora
goals, took up the attack again, and
their shots were dedd on the farget.
Solly Lazarus completed his “hat-

trick ™ with a grand goal: and then
Dick Trumper put on ansther couple.
The spectators stood spellbound.

They were too flabbergasted even to
cheer,

It had been anticipated that Trumper
& Co:. would give the professional: a
hard game; but not even the wildest
opbimist had expected to see as many
as six goals scored against the famouvs
I'yneside Rovers!

“Why, it's & vout!” gasped Graham.
“If we can lick the Rovers by six to
nix, what will Lantham Argylo do to
them on Wednesday

"It will beé a crickot score !” chuckled
Trumper, “The Rovers will he simply
wiped off the face of the earth!”

“Ha, ha, ha !"

The game was nearing its finish now.
And Mr. Turvey wore a very worried
look. ~ He had ample reason to Jook
\'t:nrn_ﬁd, reflected Jthe onlookers:; for
Trumper's eleven ]na.{l simply “caks-
walked " to victory against Mr, Turvey's
team.

But Mr. Turvey was not worrying on
that score.  He was looking worried
because he had just noticed a man stroll
on to the ground and mingle with the
spectatars—a man who was Mr. Turvey's
own double—a man who would indubit-
ably have been taken for Mr. Turvey
himself!

The sight of the newcomer scemed to
alarm Mr., Turvey, He beckoned to the
referee,

“How many minuteg to " he
asked. : B

“Only a muple,“ answered the official,

And- Mr. Turvey drew a breath of
relief. :

The fnal whistle rang. out shortl
afterwards. It was the signal for sue
had never before been. wit-
nessed on the Council School ground.

The wvictors of that amazing match
were in-danger of being torn limb from
limb by their delighted schoolfellows.
Fellows in Counecil School caps simply
surged round Trumper and his men,
and wrung their hands, and thumped
their mes. and finally hoisted them,
and bore them shoulder-high to the
dressing-roora. And the air rang with
cheering.

This was Trumﬁnr’s hour. of triumph,
He was- lionised by the crowd., Those
who were not cheering were playing:

“Bee the Conquering Hero Comes!” on
their  mouth-organs. Dick
Trumper, swaying on the shoulders of
the processors, his  blushing

honours thick upon him.

As for the visiting side—the famoua
profezsionals who had been swamped b
the schoolboys—they . fairly bulteg
towards the two  taxicabs which
awaited them at the exit. Doubtless
they were glad to burry away to hide
their diminished heads.

Mr. Turvey lingered for a briof
moment, to hand a sealed envelope to
the referee.

“Would vou mind taking this to
Trumper, in the dressing-room?" he
panted.

And then he darted off in the: wako
of hiz comrades, and serambled into
one -of the faxis.

The wchicles moved off, followed by
langhter and 4ronical cheers,

But the laughter which followed the
defeated team was nothing compared
with the shricks of merriment which
Elmgelfmm the oocupants of the  two

X1 a
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The jape against Dick Trumper & Co.
had worked like a charm, and the
mErry riy

of japers fairly hugged
themselves with chle'a as t-{lE',}" WETD
whirled away. They could not speak.
They were tod convulsed for words!
And their only regret was that they
woitld not have the plessure of seeing

ek Trumper's face when he opened’

that note

f—

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.

The Friars on Top !

L HACKED 40 the wideo!
exclaimed ek Trumper.
“Neaten all ends
grinned Graham.

LRL]

upr!

“Thith ith where we thmile!” said
Bolly Lazarus.
And the Courtheld foothallers

“rmiled ¥ oso Joudly that they might
have been heard a mile off.

Dick 'Iromper & Co. were in the
peventh  heaven of  delight, as they
changed in the dressing-room.

Trumper's dual ambition, of meeting
and defeating the famons Tyneside
Rovers, had been  gloriously  realised.
The League professionals from  the
north had heen made to look like a
teamn of fifth-rate footballers—a collee-
tion of raw noviees.  They had been
tronpeed in convineing fashion by six
oals to nothing. It was an epoch m
the history of football, and it was indeed
a red-letter day for Dick Trumper. His
cenp of trivmph was filled to overflowing.

The Courtficlders were still gloating
when the

over their wonderful win, w

reforen looked into the dressing-room.
He handed a scaled envelope to
Trumper.

*Mr, Turvey asked mwe to give you
this,” he said. 1 :
“0h ! sad Trumper, I surprise,
He ripped open the envelope, and
drew out the half-sheot of notopaper
which it contaived.  There was &
mcssage written on  that. half-sheet of
per—a mossage which caused Dick
rumper Lo gape, and ﬁﬂ.ﬁﬁ, and goggle.
Trumper stared at the written words
in a stupid sort of way for a moment.
It took some little tune for their full
signilicance to strike home.
Thia was the message:

“'Dear Trumper,—This is to inform

you that you Thave been  dished,
dictidled, and done!
“"You will reincinber rm]tillg‘ i

number of our fellowa with bad oggs
the othor day. Well, this ia our way
of returning the compliment. ¥ ou
haven't licked Tyneside Rovers at all,
my dear ald bean! The team you have
IIE!'I|. Iif,:‘]-ﬁ.l"‘-l.l wWas 4 dihglli!ﬂ:!{l U:I"E_Tf]'iﬂ.rﬁ
iﬁlcw:t, specially captained for the occa-
sion by
H ?ﬂlll‘.‘: !Il'lf""]"f';l.!.".
“WitLianm WiIBLEY
{alias Mr. Turvey).”

“Gug-gug-great. pip!” gasped Dick

rulpeT,

He continned to  stare  at  that
message  in mwch the same wav as Bel
shazzar of old muost have stared at the
writing on the wall,

It took Tramper quite a hittle timo
to realise the awful truth—that he ana
s comradez had indeed been * dished.
diddled, and done ™ by the merry japers
of Greyfriare,

When  the truth  did deawn
Trumper, he witered guite a roar,

“ Bpooled !

Trumper's chums  stared  at i
their smiles of triumph had vanished
now, antd cxpressions of uncasiness and
alarm eame over their faces.

upon

forward like a well-ordered squad of

“ Quick march ! " At the word of command, Harry Wharton & Co. manched

would have jumped clear. But he stood his ground, angrily protesting, and the
consequences were disastrous. The vanguard of juniors marched Into the Sixth

infantry, Had Loder been wise, he

Former, and knocked him sprawling. * Yow-ow-ow!"™ roared Loder,
(See Chapder 9.)
“ Bpoofed 1 repeated Trumper ; There was a very dificrent atmosphero
dazedly., ' Dished and done by those|in the dressing-roomi now, compared

CLE]

Greviriars bounders!

“What " _

“Wo—we've not played Tyneside
Rovers &t all! stuttered 'l'rmnqﬂr.
“That fellow we took to be Mr.

Turvey was Wibley—Wibley, of Grey-
frinrs "'

“Oh, my hat!™

The Courtlichders exchanged glan s
of blank dismay.  Like their 158
they wero stunned and stupehed, atb first,
by the mews. It sccmed too ulterly
incredible,

Yet there was the proof. in black-
ancl-white. A (irevfriars Eleven  had
impersonated Tyneside Rovers, and
had deliberately allowed Trumper & (lo.
to infliet a crushing dJdefeat upon them!

The look of dismay on Trumper's
face, and the expressions on the faces of
Truwmper's followers, were Indeed worth
a guinea a box, Indeed, it might be
said that they were worth a Bve-pound
ok,

“Fools—Dblind fools ihat we werel”
snovked Trumper. " Fancy our not
twigging their disguises! When they
turned up at the groumd, T was sur-

Eri::if'-r-l that *hﬂ:.' weron'L biggﬂr anil
roader. Put I didn't guess—1 didn't
suspeot—"

“0h, what a guddy sell! groaned
Grahatn.

“We shall never hear the end of
thith ! murmured Solly Tazarus,

Dick Trumper crumpled  Wibley's
note savagely in his hand, and hurled it
out of the window.

with the trinmphent atmosphere of &
few manutes before.

The Courthielders could have kicked
 themselves for not having ‘' tumbled ™
to the gigautic jape which had been
played upon them by their rivals of

(rreyfriars. They were furious to think
how casily they had f[allen inte the
trap.

“Wea've been spoofed all alnng the
line,” growled Trumimr. ~ "That
fellow we resened from hooligans  last

night, in the Hig’h Street, conldn’t have
been Turvey at all! Tt was Wibley ! And

the hooligans wéren't genuine. roughs.

My hat! They were Wharton and his
pals, disguised for the part! Oh, what
frantic fools we've been! We shall

never be able to heold un our heade
again, after this. We shall be the
laughing-stock of Courtfield. And
think how those Greviriars bounders
will erow over us!”

“Don't!” implored Graham. 11
can't stand this! T feel I want lo go
and kick somcbody ™

Graham's desire bo go out and have
somebody's blood was perhaps natursl,
in the ciremmstances, All the Court-
ficld fellows had the same desire. They
wanted to let off steam—to do some-
thing that would console them a little
for their erushing disappointment,

With this warlike desire burning in
the breasts of Dick Trumper & Co. it
waz distinctly unfortunate for Gerald
Loder. of the Greyfriars Sixth, that he
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should have arrived on the ground at
that momaent.

For nearly two hours past, Loder had
engaged in & determined but futile
ursuit of Harry Wharton & Co. He

d been resolved to find ont where
they were going, and what they were
up to. Loder bad tramped all the way
to Pegg, for be had seon - the juniors go
in that direction. He nade
inquiries of the old fishermen, without
vail. He had trammed the foreshore;
ﬁb had combed the eliffs and cavesa; but
all to no purpose. And then it bad
occurred to Lodar that the juniors
thrown him off the scent—thas they had
struck off across the Belds, probabsy to
Courtfield. )

Loder was not very, fond of walkmg,
as & recreation. But he had his fill of
walking that afternoon, He had
walked until he was dusty and footsore
and perspiring Like ‘the celebrated
Felix Loder “kept on walking, kept on
walking still.” And his peregrimations
had’ at last brought him to the Counctl
School football ground, at Courtfield.
From the entrance to the flzrmmd,
Loder could sce a number of schoolboy
figures, silhonetted against the windows
o’? the dressing-room. -He wondered if
Harry Wharton & Co. were fthere.
Perhaps, after all, their explanation of
their movements had been a truthful
one, and they bad been here, playing a
football mateh with the County neil
fallows. 3

Loder decided to go snd investigate.
It was an eovil moment for him when
he made this deersion. - g

Dick Trumper & Co. were feeling drs-
tinetly* “wrathy ¥ at that ‘moment.
They wanted somebody's blood—prefer-
asbly the bload of a E':m;-friars ellow.
And the sight of Gerald Loder, stridin
towards the dressing-room, afforde
them grim satisfaction.

“{reviriars cad!”  said Trumper.
*What shall we do with him®

The number of terrible tortures sug-
gested by the warlike Courthelders
would have done credit to the inquisitors
of old. Graham proposed that Loder
should Le tied to a tree and made a
target  for ashooters, water-pistols,
large and hefty lumps of turf, and any
other missiles that were available. Solly

rarus suggested that Loder should be
rogd-marched to the town pump and
forcibly held under the tap until the
Courtfielders’ wrath had cooled and
Ibder had been-cooled into the bargain.
Ancther bright wouth proposed that

Loder should: be put in o sack and
decorated with paint and feathers and
pursued back to Greylriars by a booing
crowd., :

Fortumately for Loder, none of these
dresdful things happened to him. But
what did happen €o him was sufficiently
dreadful, to Loder’s way of thinking.

The Greyfriars prefoct, his face dark
and angty, came striding vp the steps of
the dressing-room.

bick Trumper & Co. did not know
what Loder wanted, and they did nof
cate, They were in no mood to make
polite inguiries. As soon as Loder
reached the top of the steps, and hangf:d
hiz fist on the door, he was readily
answered. The door was thrown open
at ooce, and a number of furicus-faced
fellows fairly hurled themselves upon the
lanky prefect.

Loder, taken completely aback by that
unexpected assault, roared and protested.

“ Leggo, you young rascals ! How dare
sou lay your grubby paws on mie! How
dare you! I—joocoop!” -

Loder broke off with a terrific yell as
ke was hurtled from top to bottom of the
dressing-room stepe.

At the foot of the steps lay a pool of
very muddy water—the accumnulation of
recent raine. Loder landed fairly in the
centre of the pool, and lay floundering
and spluttering in a veritable mud-bath,

“Ow! OGug! Odoock®™ You—you
villains " gurgled Loder,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Dick Tramper & Co. r-DE:fEd at tl‘l._E
spectacte of Loder floundering in his
| bath of mud. = It was a spectacle that
compensated and consoled them, in some
measure, for their recent misfortunes.

Loder serambled to his feet, breathing
threatenings and slaunghter. e ought
to have known better than to ascend the
dressing-room steps again. But he was
in such a state of fury that he did not
stop to reason. He fairly bounded up
the stops, his face livid with rage.

The Courtfield footballers were ready
for him, Willing hands seized the Grey-
frinrs prefect and spun him round and

and into the muddy pool.

“ (lergooogh !" spluttered Loder, as he
splashed in his mud-bath. ~

“Want any more?" inquired Trumper
awestly. “ We're quite wiling to oblige,
aon lenow !

Loder did not want any more. Ie
had had enough, and more than enough,
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despateched him down the steps again:

He tottered to his feet, and shook his]

PRICE FOURPENCE EACH! 3
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fist in a frenzy at the irinuing faces at
the top of the steps. Then he turned on
his heel and squelched savagely away.

It had not been Dick Trumper's Iuekg
afternoon, Neither had it been Geral
Loder's !

Furious and muddy, and feeling ab
war with the world, the cad of the Sixth

crawled in at the gates of Greyirviars an
hour later.

After he had treated himself to a
much-needed  bath, Loder stamped
savagely away to Mr. Quelch’s study.
He was determined te make trouble for
somebody—the “ eomebody” being Harry
Wharton & Co., of the Remove.

In a heated torrent of avords, Loder
deéscribed to Mr. Quelch how he had
been assaulted by the Remove juniors i
the achool gateway.

“I had reason to believe, sir," said
Loder, “that the young raseals were
going out on somwe shady expedition:
They were going blagging '™

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“Pray, confine urself to King's
English, Loder!™ he said.  *“ What,
exactly, do you mean by ‘Dblagging ' %"

“Zoing on the razzle, sir,” said Loder.
He was too angry to pick and choose
his expressions.

“1 am still as far from enlightenment
ag ever, Loder,” said Mr. Quelch dryly.
“The one expression 13 as meaninglosa
to me as the other”

Loder gritted his teeth.

“They were going to some disee-
putable place, sir, probably for the
puirpose of smoking and gambling,” he
gaid. *“' I gathered as much from Bunter
thisa morning. DBunter told me thera
was something shady going en——"

“Enough!” said Mr. Quelch tartly.
“1 am surprised at youn, Loder, for
attachin mugﬂimpnrtuncc to the state-
ments of a boy like Bunter, who is a
notorious prevaricator, If Bunter indeed
made such an assertwon, £ 13 quita
obvious he made it out of malice. I know
Wharton and his friends too well to
believo that they would be guilty of
such pernicious practicos. You say they
assaulted you in the school gateway.
If you brought such an unfound
accusation against them, Loder, is it any
wonder that they assaulted you? - You
doubtless provoked the asault. I am
aware that there has long been a bitter
feud - between you and my leading
pupils.”

Loder stood silent, scowling.

“Of course, T shall hold an 1nquiry
into this matter,” Mr. Quelch went on.
“1 shall ask Wharton how he and his
friends spent the afternoon, and I have
no doubt he will give me a satisfactory
explanation. Their assault upon you—
even though it was (})rﬂh&h]}' provoked—
cannot be overlooked. I shall punish the
boys concerned——"

Loder brightened up a little.

“ By awarding them an imposition of
fifty lines cach ” concluded Mr. Quelch.

“Oh!"” gasped Loder, He had been
fervently hoping that it would be "a
liulgng all round ” for kHarry Wharton
& Co, _

“You may go, Loder,” said Mr.
Quelch tartly. : .

And Loder went—with feclings too
deep for words.

Harry Wharton & Co, were summongd
shortly’ afterwards to the Remove
master’s study, and Mr. Quelch readily
accepted their assurance that they had
spent the aftarnoon playing football.
They were given fifty lines apicre for
their astault upon Loder; but that, as
Bob Cherry gleefully remarked, was
nothing to_go Into. mourning about.

(Continued on puge 28.)
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WHEN ROGUES FALL OUT! Rlind to everything save the fact ihat he hod at last got_fo grips wilh his
treacherous confederate, Arthur the Dude fought with oll the savage ferocity of a tiger !

A Powerful
Mystery Yarn
featuring Ferrers
Locke, the world-
famous scientific
investigator, and
his boy assistant,

Jﬂ.’ﬂl{ Drﬂke ¥

A EBra'en Man !

L1 00D heavens!” The ejacula-
G tion came from Bristow's

parched hips in a long drawn-

~ out whisper of amazement.
“It—it all fits together like a jigsaw
puzzle. And you're right, too, Locke.”

He pauvsed uncerlainly for a moment
as if striving to make up his mind about
something.

Then finally he swung round to the
detective again.

“Look here, Locke!™ he zaid. *“I'm
done. You've got me, and I know what
I'm in for. . I'm not complaining. I've
played my game and lost.  But, at least,
I'm glad, dirty-souled rotter though 1
am, that my conscience is clear of the
murder of my unele.

“And pow I'm going to own up to
samething.

* Before leaving Johannesburg T kept
g watch on that ?c]iuw Grigge. I know
him, you see—knew him long before this
affair buck in England at Stonemoor.”

Bristow's eyes glinted, and his hands,
beneath their pinions, clenched and un-
clenched convulsively as he zpoke.
Locke nodded without speaking.

T gat to hknow—never mind  how—
about Daft Dave and the dictaphone. 1
also got to know that he had a couple
af spare records containing part of the
actual words spoken just before the
crime was commutted.

“As you already know, the record that
Daft Dave kept putting on to terrify
me into agrecing to his infamous terms
—he believed I was heir to Bir Merton's
property and reckoned he'd found a fat
pgeon to pluok—the record he ueed re-

cated the words, * You've killed me.

uL’IH know you, you scoundrel. Gerald

“That's right,” nodded Locke.
“Except for the last word, which was
fFarrad.' 1 heard it distinetly when 1
was watching, with Jack Drake, in the
next room of the house where you and
Daft Dave were engaged in—er—con-
versing., That last word was " Jarrad.’
Tiut if vyou had taken the trouble to
listen more carelully at the time you
would have noticed a distinet pause
alter the word * scoundrel’ and s rising
inflexion on the name ' Jarrad.” In

short, what Sir Merton was saying was:

‘You've killed me. But I know you,
you scoundrel " And then he raised his
voleo in & feeble attempt to shout, and
called out * Jarrad!” doubtless with the
idea of rousing his secretary, who slept
in the room overhead.”

“(Great Scott!” gasped Bristow. 1
never thought of that”

“aft Dave konew vou never would,”
nodded Locke. *“*That's why he put it
across you and nearly pot away with
jLu

“Well, ta go on,” said Bristow, after
a tense pause. “As I say, I watched
Griggs—his real name's Hedger—and
after 1I'd sneaked that paper off Jack
Drake I followed Griggs that same night
tn the Devil's Blbow,; and, from a safe
distance, T saw him take the contents of
that cbony box hidden there by Dafi
Dave.

“"Later I contrived-——it doesn't matter
how—to get hold of what Griggs had
found. It turned out to be a couple of
new, unbroken dictaphone records.

“1 took theso with me to Dulawayo,

WHAT'E HAPPENED BEFORE.

FERRERS LOCKE, the world-Tamous delec-
tive, and hiz boy astistant, Jack Drake,
who have practically solved the mystery
thal surrounda the murder of .

St MERTON CARR, a Johannesburg mining

magnale,
ARTHUR BRISTOW, nephetr of the deceaszed
baronet, whe up il now has been

regarded by some people ae being con-
cerned in  the erime.  One-time  con-
federcte af

GRIGGES, tulet lo Sir Merton, aleo inipli-
cated in the affair, although to what
cxtent it i3 et o be discovered,

STEFHEN JARRAD, Sir Merton's secretary,
;irﬁ;fiy-ucr:uud of the erime, lakes to

aht.

DAFT DATVE, a local half-wit, whoe knew the

frue facls of the care, but died before
he eould wake o full confesvion,

. . ¥ - . i

The {reasure of the Golden Pyramid, Jeft
to Sir Merton Carr by an eccentric Boer

farier; aupplies the -real wmotive  of the
baronet’s fragic end—a freasure that both
Bristow and OGrigor are new recking.
Briatow, however, is caughl Oy Ferrers

Locke, who then beging to <!vcidate the
myElEry

s B

oo Téad o)

whore T managed to lay hands on an
old dictaphone, a Worn-out dud of a
thing, but good enough for my purpose.
And if you carc to have a look at the

whole doings you'll find 'em in that sack

over there in the corner. I reckon
they've a pretty tale to tell, and one
that'll make you sit up and take notice.”

Bristow censed speaking, and Locke,
after one Jong, searching glance at the
man, turned and made his way across
the cave as directed, Jack Drake mean-
timme keeping puard over their prisoner.

In & few moments Ferrers Locke had
discovered the sack and removed itz con-
tents—a  dilapidated-locking  dictaphone
of an cbsolete pattern and a couple of

records, carefully wrapped in  coltton-
wool.

It did not take the detective long to
seb the ingtrument going, and next
moment o tense silence fell upon all

three of us. After a prelinnnary ecratch-
ing the voice of the dead man—8ir
Marton Carr—broke the stillness of the
cavern. It came strong and clear, sided
by an ingenious hormhke contraption
which Bristow had evidently constructed
himself, and which acted somewhat on
tha lines of a loud-speaker.

“What is it you want? Haven't I
told you I will not be disturbed——"

The voice broke off, and there came
another, muffled and partially indistinet,
30 much so that Jack's brows became
puckered. He felt sure there was some-
thing vaguely familiar about that voice,
yvet he could not quite Flam it.

“You know perfectly well what 1T
want, Sir Merton, and I'm going to get
Et !1-!

Again 8ir Merton’s voice rajsed in
anger :

“VYou scoundral! Leave this room in-
stantly ] Get out of my house!  Alfer
all I've done for vou—"

“I'm not leaving here until you hand
over the——"

The woice trailed off, the mneedls
scratching harshly against the record,
and finally coming to a dead stop.

Locke, amid a tense, electric silence,
removed the record ar zlipf-'ed the one
remaining tube on to the roller, starting
the necdle again. For some moments it
traced jits wny with a hissing ecraich

Tae Masner Liprary.—No. 918,
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ovet fhe record, and then, with start-
ling, dramatic clearncss, the voice of Bir
Meorton Carr came forth, raised in an
angry, half-frightened shout.

“What! ou murderous ruffan'!
Keep yvour distance, 1'say, or——"

The voice broke off and was followed
by a series of crashes, weirdly suggestive
u? the upsetting of furmture -:'Iu-rin%; the
course of a short, sharp struggle. Then
followed one final, gshattering crash and
s scream of pain.

“You've killed me, you scoundrel!™
Tt was Sir Merton's voice, choked now
with pain. *“ But I know you. Jarrad!”

‘Lacke lifted the needle and turned
towards the others, His face was set in
solemn lines, but there was a ghnt in his
oyes suggesting that he had made an all-
important discovery.

“0Of course,” said Bristow before the
detective could speak, “all that was
recorded on one single tube at the tume.
These are only copics miade ‘from the
original mould by Daft Dave, who
evidently found it more comvenient for
his purpose to separate it all into two
records.” ] L

“For the very simple yet significant
reazon,” murmured Locke, nodding,
“that there is a distinet absence of the
other man's voice in the sccond half of
that tragic conversation, thus enabling
Daft Dave to keep wp his pretence of
your guilt, and also, when the tine
came, of Jarrad's. It's all been most
fiendishly mgenious.™ ;

He put the records and the insiru-
ments carefully away again, and then
turned briskly towards Bristow. _

“ And now we'll move along; I think,”
he sard quietly. “The last lap of .ouwr
tratl lies yonder at Great Zimbabwe,
where I expect we shall find our friend
Griggs already on the spot. You will
accompany us, Bristow, and I zhould
herdly think it necessary, in view .of
what has happened, to warn you that
any funny business will be abrupsly
berminated in no uucertaln manner.™

Bristow gave a scornful lawugh.

“No need to worry about that,” ‘he
exclaimed. “T reckon I know when I'm
beaten. And anyway, I'm sick of the
whole business, DBut vou really mean
to take me with you to Zimbabwe " he
added,. with a sudden look of anxiety
which rathér puzzled Jack.

Locke nodded.

* Absolutely,” he replied.  %There's
nowhere else to leave you till we return
to Bulawayo.”

- "Good enough!™ Dristow's lips parted
in a smile that was almost a snarl.
“Then I'm ready right now ™

Locke fooked at him .curiouzly for a
moment, but did not speak again, and
a few moments later the party had left
the cave, to be joined outside by Pye-
croft and the native guide.

Locke halted for a moment and looked
at Mafuzy thoughtfully, Finaily he
turned to Pyecroft with a gesture of
umipaticnee,

* Lot that fellow go,” he said abruptly.
“"We've drawn his fangs, and he can't
do any more harm now that his master's
been muzzled.”

Mafuzu received the order of releaze
with a whoop of delighted surprise, and
after lavishing blessings, in his own eox.
travagant language, upon Locke and
Jack, and even ‘sparing a huge grin
for Bristow, who merely scowled in
return, the native guide turned and
took to his heels across the lonely veldt.

The End of the Trail !

‘HE sun was setting ir a blaze of
blood-red * glory when the little
party, headed by Ferrers Locke,
at last reached the wvast, strap-

&ling dead city of stone which went by
the name of Great Zimbabwe.

The jourriey had not been a long one,
but they had been compelled to cover
it entirely on foot, as Bristow's aero-
planeg was too small to accommodate

trouble whatever.

them riuIl, and had, perforce, to be left

ind.
. Locke took the precaution «f approach-
ing their destination by a eircuitous
route, as he was snxious not to give any
inkling of his presence to Griggs, if that
elusive and mysterious fﬂ“ﬂ“‘l%lul‘] indeed
actually forestalled them.

They came to a halt and gazed at the
seeno  before them, momentarily
entranced.

A ruined city of stone 1t u;n{]mﬂ.'lirl_!ﬂ]:y
was, curiously forlorn and isolated in
that desclate splendour of the vast, un-
dulating veldt, with 1ts massive boulders
of nightmare design standing sentinel
over the place of the dead. And set
almost in the centre of the ruins was the
great conical tower, a gigantic, hoary
monument rearing 1ts great heiuflt'i over
all, and casting long, diaphanous shadowa
all about it. ]

“Come on ! said Locke at last.

They resumed their march, Locke lead-
ing, and Jack and Pyecroft followin
with Bristow, his arms still pimoned,
between them.

The monocled crock had given no
Indeed, he scemed
almost cheerfully resigned to his fate,
and even cracked cynical jokes with his
captors as the journey was made.

Locke, after a momentary hesitation,
decided to make straight for the conical
tower. He was resolved, before search-
ing for the old Boer's asbestos reef, to
make sure about the man Griggs, and,
if he was indeed thers, to take him
prisoner.

And, presuming that the ex-valet had
got in ahead of them, Locke wisely
guessed that, as night was now rapidly
nppmur:hm?. the conical tower would bo
the most likely place wheremn Griggs
would seek shelter and rest,

They passed. through a maze of what
had once been long narrow strects, the
ruing of the weird, tumbledown build-
ings surrounding them on every hand,

{Continued on next page.)
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until at last they reached their objee-
tive, and passed through a narrow open-

ing ifhflo the dark confines of the tower, |

from the top of which a pin-point of
light, with a solitary unwinking star,
heralding the night, could just be zeen.

Buddenly there came a wild vell of
warning from Pyecroft, and ere ecither
Locke or Jack Drake could move, a
figura cdashed past them, amd began
scaling the narrow, stone steps which
rain up one side of the {ower wall to-
wards the summih,

“1t's Bristow )" velled Jack. “He's
escaped

“Took me off my guard,” came Pvo-
croft’s volce in angry surprise. ** Must
have worked his bonds loose, and——
Oh, heavens, look at that ™

He broke off with a gasp of horrow,
pointing upwards.

Locke, who had already begun to scale
the zteps in hot pursuir of the elusive
orook, now paused end caught wp his
breath.

Bristoww had almost reached the
summit so swiftly had he climbed, aml
now another figure appeared walking
round the wide, crumbling edge of the
hollowed turret.

“Griges, by thunder!” gasped Pre-
croft,

But erve he or cither of his rompanions
could -Eﬁea.k again, the stillness was
broken by a cry from the lips of Gerald
Arthur Bristow, whe had now reached
the top, and stood, in a curiously erowuch-
ing position, within a yard or so of the
man Griggs.

“Got you
traitor !”

The words came clearly down to the
horrified, spellbound watchers below.
They sprang from Bristow's lips in a
snarl of concentrated fury, and were an-
swered by a half-stifled cry of blank
amazement from Griggs.

Locke redoubled his efforts now, and
soon had come level with the summit,
He clambered up till he stood erect on
the edge of the turret, with Jack Drake
following up the steps bohind him, and

At

Pyecroft watching, spellbound, from
below,

“SBteady, Jack!" hissed T.ocke warn-
ingly., “ Keep back ™

Bristow and the other man were now
almost completely round the other side
of the ruined cireular summit, Griggs re-
treating in wild, panic-stricken alarm
before the steady ond amazingly sure-
footed edvance of his enemy.

Bristow spemed suddenly to have gone
mad, His eves, shot with vellow streaks,
blored in & frenzy of jealous hate, his
lips sagging, and his hands outstretched
before him like the claws of a bird of
prey.

The summit of the tower consisted of
an unusually wide platform of gigantic
stones, allowing enough reom for three
men to walk abreast. Thus, though the
peril of a false step was great indeed, 1t
was vobt not altogether surprising that
neither Griges nor his infurniated pursuer
had fallen headlong to the ground below.

A great moon sailed in the star-
spangled heavens now, casting n woird,
almost unreal light upon the scene. Jack
reke, his hopd and shoulders just above
the edge of the pit-like interior of the
tower, wabtehied with bated broath as
Locke, with s warning shout, started
forward i pursait, almost recklessly
ignoring his own risks of a fall.

But long ere Locke could get near
them the two gaolbirds had closed in a
fierce embrace, Bristow suddenly poune-
ing upon his adversary with s yell of
trivmph.

last, vou backsliding |

Even as Ferrers Locke rushed forward and drew level with the struggling pair
there came a wild scream from Griggs, and the two eombatants, reeling over the
outer edge of the lower, pliched headiong to the blackness below,

“Aund then began one of the nrost ter-
rible, awe-inspiring duels that Ferrers
Locke had ever scen,

Back and forth the combatants swayed,
cach struggling frantically for mastery.
Griggs, his face livid with fear, fought
and clawed for freedom, while Bristow,
apparently blind to everything save the
fact that he had at last got his treach-
crous erstwhile confederate ta himealf,
steadily foreedd his man back, wiih a
stranglehold  tightoning  overy  socond
on the other’s throat,

The ond was inevituble, aml! nothing
that Locke could have done would have
matde the shghtest difference. Indeed,
evon &% the detective, in one last, des-
perate attemnt, rushed forward and drew
practically level with the struggling pair,
there rame a wild seveam from Griggs,
and Lovke himzell foll back and covered
hiz face with his hamdls as the two crooks
recled to the outer edpe of the tower,
swayed drunkenly for & moment, and
then pitched Iwmﬂung into the blackness
bolow,

The silence that followed that last,
awful shrick was like the breathless
stillness of o tomb,

Half an hour later they found Gerald

Arthur DBristow sprawled out on the
ground at the base of the conical tower.
He was guite dead.

A few vards away was another huddled
heap, which mioved &ver so slightly as
Ferrers Locke and his companions, white
and tense, approached it

Griggs, otherwise Hedger, opened his
eves as Locke bent awiftly down to
examine him. A faint smile played
round the lips of the dying man,

“No—good! I'm all in!™” he gasped.
“Don't=—trouble about me! Just—want
—to say—it was I—who—who killed—
air Mer—"

His voice trailed off and his eyvelids
closed wearnly. Forreras Locke, alter
pazing at that bruised and bleeding fere
for & long moment, rose slowly to his
feet and drew off his hat. )

Then he looked towards hiz com-
panions and nodded. No words were
spoken, because no words were needed.

* - ¥ ] [ a

The next day, following implicitly the
instructions left in so weird a form by
Pict de Jongh, Locke and his com-
panions found the hidden, sccret reef of

ThHe Macxer Lisrary.—No. §19.
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Sir Merton Carr and bis scapegrace | T L ;
ﬂI;}phd}w, I:;.;-n]aid Bristow, b&lng'debn:, ‘t 2
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indifference. Hiz grief over the tragic
loes of hiz father overshadowed cvery-

thing. else, and made him for some time |

the centre of the deepest pity and sym-
pathy among schoolfellows and masters
alike at the great Hampshire college.
But as Time pursucd its healing way
Gordon Carr's persnective brightened
considerably.

- Meanwhile Fetrers Locke and Fack
Drake returned te London in company
with their old official colleague and
friend, Inspector Pyecroft.

And to-day there reposes on Locke’s
desk a tiny golden pyramid, which he
invariably ugcs os a paper-weight, and
‘which forms & constant reminder of the
wild adventures he and his, collcagues
expericniced on tho wewer-to-be-forgotten
case of “The Veldt Traid,”

THE EET.

(¥aw lonk out for the opening chup-
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minutes after ha has crbelyed the
above imstroctions, & gleaming
‘rod-and brass motor-escade hoves 1n
sight, and he 15 invited to “ Hop aboard
and say where, siel” )

At the rapid incresse in the speed
again to something well above the legal
limit, and the rapt interest of the
passers-by, and the silent determination
of the helmetod men beside him to
‘rescoe every living thing in danger, a
glow will seire him if- his ambition is
the bandling of such m superb monster
himseti, and moking fire-extinguishing
his daily -job.

Actually, becoming a fire-brigade
officor 18 no idle dream, for the pay is
very  good, even from toe start, and
there 15 no danger of “trade slumps,”
sudden  dismissala, and other dizmal
things, onee on the pecmanent staff. 1t
is not & very easy ambjtion to realize,
of course, because, natorelly, odly picked
men are fitted for the arduocus, risky
work iavolved, and most authorities,
after subjecting a candidate to & search-
ing examnation, prefer only to take him
on xt first for 2 “ probationary year.”

There. are, however, continual vacan-
cies to be filled, for both the little
villages and the big county councils areg
continually adding to their fine fighting
forces, while should he leava tha fire-
man is always certain of a remunerative
position elsewhere.

Those in London should write to the
Chief Officer, Brigade Headquarters,
94, Southwark Brigge Road, 8.E., for
an application foerm, and those in tho
provinces to the Chief Clerk of their
County Council.

Anvone i3 oligible who 15 over ninetecn
years of age, and 51t 7ins. in height;
chest 37 ins., expanded 38} ins., and is
Eh;.&icnﬂf sound: can write legibly, is

right and willing, and is fairly good
at weight-lifting, spelling, and arith-
metic.  Examinations in these things
will have to be faced. Weight-lifting,
for instance, will entail lifting sbout
250 ibs, of hose-pipe, and, if suceessful,
the candidate will become a “proba-
tioner,” earning right away without any
apprenticeship the munificent salary of
£5 8z, 6d. per week,

The probationer’s ability to fake
advantage of the instruction and drill
provided, and his general record for
amartness, will then be considered, and
at the end of the year ho will either be
dismissed or will commence to earn
£3 10 a week, plus 8s, 6d. board
wages. Qualifying tests and seniority
can then raiss hiz salary to £4 13a., plus
board wages, while if ha distinguishes
himself by his knowledge or by winning
tha fireman’s V.C.—the mlver medal—
he may be appointed sub-officer at
£4 15, to £5 10s. Other ranks are:

Btation uﬁiﬂ:r,_ £300 to £350 a year; dis-

THRILL comes to the youthful?trict officers, £360 to £400; superinten-
A alarm-giver when, ono or two]dents, £475 to £575; senior superinten-

dent, 2575

awarded

to E625. Fensions - are
arded after fifteen years' service,
while if one retires without pension after
five years, oné gots ‘a gratuity of one
month’s pay for every year of service.
It is a good plan for those thinking
of joining to go and sce the free fire-
drill display given every Wednesday at
3 p.m., by the London Fire Brigade, at
04, Southwarlk Bridge Road. Visitors
receive a cordial welcome, are shown
round the 'I-I‘ﬂt‘li.‘l-hl:g:!:!la, and entertained
by the brigade band. Write first to the
“ Chiof Ofhcer ™ for free tickets.
“Drills and other technical instrue-
tion will ccoupy a large part of the pro-
bationer's ttme,” an L.C.C. County Hall
official pointed out recently. “He will
bhave to learm how to scale walls and
windows with the apecial hooked brigade
ladders, and how to handle hose, chemi-
cal extinguishers, and hand-pumps, and
generally learn all there 1s to be known
about life-saving, carryving unconscious
le down ladders, wearing smoke
elmets, handling motor-escapes and
pumps, and, perhaps most exciting of all,
taking bhizs place in the watch-room,
waiting for a dise, indicative of a fire-
call, to fall. Each of the disca bears a
consecutive number, showing the point
or origin of the ‘call, Thus if two discs,
02 and 03, drop together, the silont
watcher knows if i3 most likely two
alarms for the same fire, but 1f 02 and
g.:l drop, he has reason to suspect two
ras.

“The probationer will also learn a lot
about the river Hoats for waterside fires,
and about the tank of water carried by
the motor-eseapes which enables them
to start spraying & fire while the nearest
water-hydrant has still to be found.
Other jobs will be testing call-boxes for
proper working, and inspecting theatres,
music halls, lodging-houses, and other
places, to sec that the fire regulations
are heing observed.

“Firemen no longer *live in.” They
now work in regular shifts—9 am. to
6 pm., and 6 p.m, to 9 a.m., changing
over weekly from the day shift to the
night shift.”

There ia always keen competition to
become a driver, but as there iz vsually
a number of men undergoing Eraining,
the probationer with some previous ex-
perience stands a good chance of winning
the -5s. per week bonus, Driving three
tonz at 35 miles per hour through City
gtreets is by no means easy, but brigada
driving will become even more strenuous
when the present 50 h.p. motor-pumps
are replaced by the 250 h.p. machines
now being “tried out.” A motor-czcapo
driver iz given asbout twenty scconds to
gat his machine “under way,” and a
motor-pump driver forty seconds, the
station officer usually accompanying the
lattar,
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SAVING !

HAVE received a jolly interesting
letter from a reador Im Southport
who undoubtedly possesses a shrewd

head on u pair of young shoulders. |
He tells me that he has developed anf

enthusiasm  for eaving money,
carrespondent, who is E;nrtuen years of
age, receives a shiling a week pocket-
money, jowrtly from his mother and
father. This is what he does with it,
He. buys each week a copy of the
Macxgr, “Gem,” and *“ Boys  Friend.”
That little lot costs him sixpence. To
use his own words, “it's the best six-
pennyworth that anyone could buy!™
Fhe remaining sixpence goes into a
money-box, which-is emptied every three
months, the contents then being handed
over to the care of lhe Post Office
Savings Bank., My correspondent has
been following this programme for three
years, and has now a tidy little sum
stowed away for a rainy day. Ap-
parently, be found it difficult at frst;
but after a month of wistful gazing into
shop-windows, followed by more wistful
glances at the mioney-box when he re-
turned home, he conguered the tempta-
tion to ““hurst apen the bax and blue the
contents.” “Splendid fellow! Saving is
a grand thing, and there always comes a
time when it brings its reward.

My

AN AMATEUR ANNUAL!

R. MacMurray, of 19, Royal Street,
Gourock, Scotland, writes to tell me that
he s contemplating “running ** an
amateur annval. He goes on to say that,
howover exeellent an annual might be, it
woutld hardly be ®» succesa without
readers. My [riend is evidently :ome-
thing of a wag, which says woll far the
humorous side of this coming annual.
Will those of my chums who are
interested in thiz project eommunicate
with H®. JMacMurray ut the above
address,

THE
*GREYFRIARS HOLIDAY ANNUAL! ™

Talking of annuals briogs me to
emphasize the point that readers who
ara keon to possess the new Annual
should take the precauntion of ordering a
copy now. I'm not bluffing; the “ Haoli-
day Annual ” now on zale is going like
hot cakes. Ovders are pouring in from
all over the world., 'Think of it, Loy,
360 pages of Hehool, Sport, and Ad-
venture yarns by all the famous
authors of the day; profusely illusirated ;
Hobiby Hinls, Plays, FPoems, Tricks,
Arlicles, ete.—all for the modest price
cf six shillings!  This little lot will
drive away the blues when the dark
ovenimgs come to stay for a bit, Do

devoting

yourselves a good turn now. Your
newsagents will be pleased to let you see
o copy, and when you've seen it you'll
want it—take it from mel

A SUGGESTION !

A cheery reader from Bainbridge
sends - along a suggestion that has
arrivad too late to be of wse this year,
but which, I feel sure, Mr. Richards
will be able to make use of next summer,
My loyal chum would like to see the
Famous Five spending a summer
vacation at ““Hurree Singh’s * place’
in Bhanipur.” India is a long way off,
likewise next summer, but I think we
shall see Inky lording it in his own
country,. for all that, with Harry Whar-
ton & Co. as his guests of honour!
Many thanks for the suggestion, chum.

A MAP OF GREYFRIARS !

Quite & number of Magnetites are
their leisure time to draw-
ing a map of Greyfriars from
imagination.
lias announced his intention of letting
me sce tho finished article. Tt will be
rather interesting to see how these maps
compare one with the other,

JAMAICA !

Even in far-away Jamaica the MagreT
has itz followers. Amongst them can
be no more enthusiastic reader than
R. N. Fraser, who “likes the MaGXET
better and better every week.”  This
loyal chun winds up & very interesting
letter by wishing the old paper every
succees, and says, “1 am sure it will get
it—it really is a * Magnet.'
the wicket, my chum !

POWERFUL MYSTERY SERIAL !

Readers can look forward to a real
treat in the way of detective varns nexi
Monday, for in that issue of the MagyeT
will appear the opeming chapters of

“THE PHANTOM BAT!™

The title alone is suggestive of 2 good
thing in slove. And it iz a good thing.

Ferrers Locke and the youthinl Jack

Ivake have devoled their time to some
knotty problems of lafe, but the mystery

surrounding this phantom bat will keep |

them busy frora the word “Go." Per-
haps I ought to say at this stage that the
varn does not deal with Jack Habbs'
cricket-bat, attractive as that hardwork-
ing piece of willow 5! Anyway, there's
nothing ghosily about 4t when centuries

In most cases, the reader:

" Right on

are required. Mind you read the first
instalment of this topping story, boys.

ANOTHER SUGGESTION !

An Haling reader wants to know if he
can have a story of Greyfriars featuring
Harry Wharton & Cod. as Seouts. In
comamon with my uwsual costom, I have
forwarded the notion to Mr. Framk
Richards, Many thanks for the sugges
tion, chum,

NO ADDRESS !

A thoroughly ti'pi_r:al and topical
letter reaches me from Cearnarvon, in
Western Aunsiralin.  Tha writer ia
Reginald Russell, and he says he would
like to hear from Magnetites all over
the atlas. The address, however, which
he gives is 5o vague that I ain unable to
deal with his questions through the post.
He wants old copies of hiz favourite
paper, otherwise the MAGNET. My chum
13 a wanderer, for ever seeking tho
spice of adventure. €me of these days
he  intends to set out on a lengthy
travel. He first intends to make his
way to Java, then New Guinea, and the
Pacific shores, afterwards cyeling
through China to Calais! And elter
Calais, Suffolk, and .the dear old
fariliar streets of Stowmarket. A hefly
journcy, Magretites will all agree, and
vet friend Russell is determined to ac-
complish it. I hope he will find the old
copies of the MAGNRET ad he plods along ;
tfmg'll serve to make the journey a
lighter affair, at any ratc. Bon vovage!

THE “GEM !

My chums will be spending twopence
to good adventage if LE{:::,' buy a capy af
our topping companion paper thiz week,
Besides a splendid long complete yarn
aof Tom Mervy & Co., of Bt. Jim's, there
is & special supplement, & thrilling ad-
vonture serial, and a joke competition,
to say nothing of a brilliant little poem
featuring the character of a -leading”
light at the school-in verse. [et a copy
ﬁftlm “Gem ” to-dav, chums.

—

Next Monday’s Programme !

“FISH'S ‘HAIR-RATSING STUNT!”

By Frank Richaris.

A magnificent, extra-long story of
Harry Wharton & Co., with Fisher T,
Fish, the eute American junior, well in
the limelight, A scream from beginning
to and!

“THE PHANTOM BAT !”

The opening chapters of a super-
mystery story, featuring Ferrers Loeke
and Jack Drake,

“PETS !

A specinl Y Herald " SBupplement by
Harry Wharton & Cﬂ-i who have
“adopted " pets a3 their subjeect.

——

PORTRAIT GALLERY.

Another topping pertrait of a Grey-
friava Celebrily, making No. 4 in the
s@ries,

Cheerio, chums, till next week !

your €ditor.

T Magner Lisrany.—MNo. 19,
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SCHQULBQYS versus PR‘U’S

(Continued from puage EE:).

As for Williamm George Bunter, that
tufortlulate youth was reledsed from his
dofty - prifon’ in the upper box-rebm,
where ]ijm had spent . the afternoon, with
a brown Joafl and » -half-pound of butter
as comnpanions [m— a. shoit time,  and
“The Prisoner of Zenda ".as a com-
panion all the time.

Bunter was furious with his n:a;ptu:-rﬂ.,
ond he declared he would go straight
te Mi. Quéleh and réport them. Bug he
. neyer went, Mr. Qugleli had a regret-

table habit of regarding Bunter as a
fibber a.m:l discrediting his tales as * wild
nonsense.”  In  any case, Mr.- Quelch
strongly  ‘disepproved of " taleearing!
And "fﬂ]:am George -Bunter wisely re-
frained from taking his troubles to such
a heartless and unsympathetic person, .

Later ol there was a sound of revelry
by night in the Remayo quarters, ...

Harry Wharton & Co. held a bumper

HHIVE -
TWOPENCE.

celebration to commemorate the success
of their great jape against Dick Trumper
&. Lo %‘Jm red wine flowed freely. It
was merely gitgeriwine, but it was none
the less palatable on  that  account.
The rejoicing and revelry wepe kept up
until bed-time, and 1t was a very weary
but cheery party of Removites that
trooped up to their dormitory,

5 [ 5 i &

Dick Trumper's great ambition did
not remain unrealised.

1t so happened that the genuine Mr.

Turvey, the skipper of Tyneside Rovers,

had -turned up in time to witness the
concluding stages of that remarkable
match.” Mr. Trawey had been consider-
ably ‘amazed to see o team of players
spﬁr&mg the
his .gwn 111.:umﬁ i the {eam.

sob incuirjes on foot, and had

e had
oarned

1/ full details of the amazing jape which

had been plaved on Trumper & Co.
Being ‘a very good-natured  fellow,
Mr, Tuevey, whilst lpughing as loudly

'EI‘L coloues and to-see’

A

Bg mwhndj' at the jape; had felt a trifle

sorry for the vietims of it. So he had
called on Dick Trumper and.fxed up o
match for Monday afterncon alter school
hours.

Thus, Dick Trumper had the prnud
satisfaction of doing battle with the real
Tyneside Rovers.  But he did not have
the additional satisfaction of trouncing
them to the tune of six goals to nothing.
Indeed, the . boot was on the other leg
f-nn-tiu]ljr, as’ Huorree Emgh wuuld have
remarked.

The  fact rama.m-:cl huwmer. that
Dick Trumper's great ambition was
Lrought to fruition, and it was a very
sporting  and c*mmahlu encounter " that
took phl:e between Schoolboys and Pro's.

THE END.

{ Noww Took forward fo a sereamingly
furnmy story in next week’s bumper
‘isgue, enfitled ;: “ FISH'S * HAIR-
RJISTWE* STUNT!" It's the real

'ﬂ-ﬂuﬂﬂ-l,. hﬂﬂ#f}
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