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A SPLENDID LONG STORY OF GREYFRIARS SCHOOL, FEATURING HARRY WHARTON & Cu,.—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Wibley on the Warpath!

ILLIAM WIBLEY of tho
W Greyiriars Remove tramped
down the Remove passage to
Study No. 1, with- knitted

brows and a gleaming eye.

From ihe doorway of Study No. 6,
his own study, Micky Desmond and
Devid Morgan watched him, with grin-
ning faces. :

Wibley looked serious, almost tragic.
Itut his study-mates scemed Lo find some-
thing comic in his aspeet.

Billy Bunter, leanmg his extensivo
weight on the wall of the Tiemove pas-
sage, with his fat hands in hiz pockets,
arinned also as Wibley passed him.

S0 did Veornon-Smith and Lord Maul-
everer and Dolsover major and twe or
three other fellows who happened to. be
about.

William Wibley, sober as a judge
himself, was the couse of smiles on ull
sidos. _

“1le, he, he1® _ :

Dilly Duntev’s fat eachinnation fol-
lowed Thim to Study No. 1,

Heedless of ihat, and of the grinning
faces in the passape. Wibley of the
Remove orrived in the doorway of
Sty No. 1.

Without {roubling fo keoock—he was
in no mood for polilencss—Wibley
hurled open thie door of thatl celebraled
stuedy.

Five juniors wore in Stidy Mo, 1—the

Famous Five of the Remsove.,  They
were talking  football—discussing  the

coming match with LReckwood School,
which was a very imporiant matier to
thn Remove fellows,

But Ilarry Wharton & Co. cep=ed to
talk football as they looked round amd
saw Wibley in the doorway.
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They prinned.

The mere sight of William Wibley
that day memeﬁ to be enough o make
the Remove fellows grin like Cheshire
cats.

It is said that an acecpted wit has
but to say “FPass the salt.!” to set the
table in a rear. Certainly Wibley had
only to show himself in a Remove study
to set that study en the grin!

Which was rather remarkable, for
Wibley himself was a serious fellow,
ond fook himself very seriounsly. To
was President of the Remove Dramatic

Socicty; he was the prime mover in the

Itonove amateur theatvicals; he played
ihe tragie parts, and played them well.
There was not a fellow at Grevfriars,
jnnior or seniar, whe was o pateh on
Wibley at theatrical stuntz,.  When Lo
plaved Hamlet Le was the melancholy
Dane to the Life

But, like so many people in this
troublesome world, Wibley was not
satisficd to do the things that he could
do; but longed with vain ambition to
do the things he conldn’™t do!

ITe conld play Ilamlet; but he
counldn’' bt play foothall! He fancicd that
he could—but he couldn’t!

He could keep his end up respect-
able in an orvdinary Form mateh or a
nraciier Fame; but in a real fussle at
Soccer Wibley was of no more nse than
Tialy Cherry wounld have been in the
part of Ilamlet.

ITenee the presend trouble—ile trazie
frown of William Wibley and 1he grin-
ning faces of the other fellows.

"Trot 1, old bean!” said Ilarey
Whanl-mn hospitably. “ We've got dough-
nuts

Wibley sniffed.

“Thoy're iolly pood doughnuts, too!™
said Frank Nugent.

Ancther sniff i

A fellow who was keen to distinguish
himself in a great gamoe of Soccer was
not to be put off with doughnuts !

Unconsciously—for he was an actor to
the marrew of his bones, and play-acted
without even knowing 1t-‘|-"n’|bl]13y struck
an gttitede in the doorway, and frowned
on the cheery chums of the Remove liko
a melancholy Dane,

::il'wa come here to tallk football !’ he
soid.

“To talk what?” asked Johnny Dull.

* Foothall 1" hooted Wiblew.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Famous
Five in chorus.

Wibley's frown intensified.

“Will you fcollows be serigust™
yappad.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, it’s not easy to be sericus, old
chap, when rou talk foothall ¥ he said.
“But we'll try. Iave a doughnut ¥

" Bother your douglmuts 1™

“Ay estecmed Wibley.” murmured
Iurree Jamset RBam Singh. “the good-
fulness of these csteemed doughnuts is
terrific 1Y

“Far goodness’ sake talk English, or
don’t tallk at all!” snapped Wibley.

“Draw it mild, old man!"” said Bob
Cherry quictly. “That’s not etvil.”

“I haven't come hero to be civil ™
snorted Wibley.

“Eeems not; but uneivil fellows zome-
times got their nappers banged on a
study table ! said Tob.

“And  the Dhangfulness mavy  be
terrific and preposterous!” oxelaimed
the Wabolh of Bhanipur warmly.

Evidently William Wibley waas
wrathy, Ile was always civil and ofien
polite. Now he was neither. Ile eamo
fariher into the study, staring, o
rather, glarng, at the chums of thoe
Remove.  They were still smiling—
except Iurrce Jamset Ram  Singh,

he
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That dusky youth was quite satished
with the Englizh he had learned under
the wisest moonshee in Bhanipur, and
l"f’:lhley‘a rermmark had rufled him a
ittlo.

"Rookwood comes over here on Wed-
nesday (¥ said Wibley, “I've pointed
out to you, Wharton, more than once
that Twe got claims to be played In
#chool games. T can say that I've
fairly dinned it into your cars all
through the football season!”

“YVou can say that with truth!”

pssented Harry Wharton. “As Inky
would say, the dinfulness has been
terrific !

“Stick to Hamlet, old bean™ =aid
Johirmy Bull. “You can play Shake-
gpeare—you can't play Rookwood!”

“Shut up, Bull!’ Evidently Wibley
had left his d manners at home.
“Look here, Wharton, I'm fed-up !

“Same here !" said Harry, * Shut the
door after youl!”

“I'm not a fellow like Bunter, or
Coker of the Fifth—I can play footer!”
gaid Wibley. “I play a good game! I
stick to practice, don't 117

“Yes; but—>=" i

“I'm not asking to play for School a
the time! Give E‘na H.F;!llg-ﬂﬂl}! But I'm
left out of every match !”

“ 2o 13 Bunter 1 Beb pointed out.

“And am I anything like Bunter's
form 1" roared Wibley.

“Well,” said Bob
¥you're thinner !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Tt's & merry jest, isa't it?" sncered
Wibley, “VYou keep & man out of
games and you think it's funny ! Whar-
ton, I'm asking to be given a chanee
in the Rookwood match on Wednesday.”

“Can’t be done, old bean! We've
got to put our best foot foremost to
beat Rookwood—and they may beab
us !” said the captain of the Remove.
“T'm not taking chances with men like
Jimmy Silver & Co.” 2

“No fear!" said Bob emphatically.

“Why, you cheeky ass,” said Frank
Nugent. “I'm left out, and I suppose
Tm a better man than you ab the
gama 17 i

“You can 3[1};}'}[1313 what soun like™
gaid Wibley, *1T think sou're a dud!
I could play your head off. Wharton's,
tao, if it camo to that ("

“PBlossed is he that bloweth his own
trumpet [* chuckled Bob. “Have a
doughnut, old c¢hap, and forget all
about it."” .

Wibley's knitted brows knitted more
darkly, till he really loocked as if he
would never get them unravelled sgain,
The chums of the Remove cyed hun
smilingly. They were sorry that old
Wib, who was a really good fellow and
could play any fellow's hcad off ab
theatricals, nourished this ambition to
shme in o game that was not within his
powers. They were sorry that he teok it
so seriously and tragieally. Still, they
conld not help smiling.

fither fellows faneied they were
frightfully hot stuff at Soccer, and
wondered why a football captain, sup-
posed to be in his right senses, did not
see what hot stuff they were, and pick
them out to play. Lots and lots of
follows were like that! Dut other
fellows made the best of it. Wibley
secmed bent on making the worst of it.

His claims to play in the Rookwood
me, urged in season and out of scason,
d become a standing joke in the
Romove, praduninﬁ smiles on all faces,
Really, it was rather touching. ’

thoughtfully,

Harry Wharton liked Wibley, All
the fellows liked him, more or less. In
the Form theatricals they gave him his
head without bimit  In tfmt department
Wib was monarch of sll he surveyed, his
right there was oone to dispute. But
giving him his head in Soccor was o
geeges of guite another eolour.

. Smiling faces were far from placat-
ing William Wibley. Darker and
darker grew his wrathy frown.

Harry Wharton & Co. resumed tea,
while Wibley scowled and frowned.
They had doughnutz for toa—and the
dnug}mutﬁ a3 thoy had told Wibley,
were good.

“I1 want a plain answer,” said Wibley,

at last,
had one?” asked

“Haven't you
ATTY.
:1&11'; i[”trn- play Rookwood or not 7#

“That's final "

“You've got it 1" ;

“Then,” said Wibley, in measured
tones, “I'll mlll.[)' well punch your cheeky
head for your dashed impudence 1

“Eh—what " ejaculated tho captain
of the Remove, in astonishment,

He stared at Wibley. Fellows had
soreetimes slanged him for refusing to
recognise their claims to play in blﬁ
matches. But even Bolsover major ha
nover gone to the length of punching
his head for that reason. No fellow in
the HRemove had cver gone to that
length. Wibley was making history in
the Greyfriars Bemaova.

William Wibley’s not much of
a scholar, not much of a foot-
baller, or a boxer, either. But
as an actor and as an imper-
sonator William Wibley has
no equal at Greyiriars !

“Get up!” snapped Wibley.

YWharton =at where he was.
waved hiz hand to the door.

Ile

“Better travel,™ he said.  “Travel's
good for the health.”
“Will you put your hands uwp?”

roarad Wibley.
“Thanlks=-no 1"
TWill you get out of that chair?”

“MNot till I've finished tea, old bean,™
answered the captain of the Bemove
imperturbably.

Wibley breathed wrath.

Fellows were gathecing round  the
open doorway now, looking into Study
No. 1 with preat interest. Wibley did
not heed thoem. His eyes gleamed.

Harry Wharton, still smiling, lifted
his teacup, to dispose of the contents in
the usual way, repardless of Wibley, his
wrath, and his frowns. Perhaps Wib
read something contemptuous in that
action. It gave the finishing touch to
his wrath.  He made a sudden rush
forward, grabbed the captain of the
Remova by the eollar, and draggoed him
backwards over his chair.

“Now !" he gasped.

“Qw!” roared Wharton.
hat! Ooogh!”

Tha chair went ecrashing: Wharton
went sprawling,  Owver him were shed
the contenls of the icacup—hot from the
teapot. The roasr from the captain of
the Remove as he sprawled with hot tea
drenchinge over him awoke cvery echo
of the passage. And from the fellows
crowded outside came another roar:

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, my

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not. a Whopping

ARRY WHAKIDUN strugpled to
H his teet. Al the taaapar[g
wero on their icet now. Bot
tea and foatball were forgotien
in Study Neo. 1. The captain of rhe
Remove gasped for breath as he mopped
off hot tes. DBob Cherry waved a warn
ing hand to Wibley,
Gu%'IFnli ass " ho r.:aligc:. out. " Geb
out, while the going's T

But Wibley cﬁf‘t not '531.?1..” His wrath
was undiminished; and Wib had lois
of pluck. Alzo, he rather fancied him-
self as a boxer. That was another of
Wib’s fancics, which had very slight
foundations. Wib was not exsotly a
conceited fellow. But there was no
doubt that he over-rated hiz abilities in
g pgood many directions, He believed
that he cquc{ play Soccer as well as any
man in the Remove. He believed that
he could stand up to the captain of the
Form with, or without, gloves. Both
beliefs were guite erroncous.

“Tha cutfulness ia the proper caper,
my esteemed idiotic Wibley I exclaime
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Mind your own business " retorted
Wibley.

“Wait & minute !” gasped Wharton,

mopping tea. “I'm !gnin,:; to dust the
stuﬂi?* with that howling ass! Wait a
tick !

“Bottor travel, old bean!™ eald
Johnny Bull, _

“Not till I've licked Whartont”
snapped Wibley.

“{Oh, my hat! Have vou come to this
study to stay for the rest of wour
natural life?" nsked Frank Nugent.

“"Ha, ha, hal”

“Qloves, you men !* exclaimed Squilf,
the Remove goalkeeper, in the doorway.
“No bare Enucl:lns- in tho Rcemove!
Hold on, Wharton Iv

Harry Wharton paused as he was ad-
vancing on the invader of the studz

f:.]Hand out the gloves. Franky!™ he
B,

“7 don’t want plovos!” snorted
Wibley. “I've comp here to whop you,
Wharton, if vou don't do the right
thing. I don't want gloves.™

“You will before vou're through, vou
howling ass!™ said Harry. He caught
tho ploves that Nugent tossed to him,
and put them on.
C“Well, if you
jeered Wibley.

“Put on the

funk knuckles—"

loves, fathead

“A fght! fight ! was shonted
along the passage. and Remove fellows
crowd along. And outside Study
No. 1 thero was a swarm.

Fellows struggled for front places.
Squilf and Vernon-Smith, Tom Brown
an Hazeldenn, had the doorwary.

Peter Todd and Bolsover major, Marl
Linley and Dick Penfold, were just be-
hind “"them: then eame Ruossell snd
Ogilvy, Lord Mauleverer and Fisher T,
Fish, Micky Desmond and David Mor-
gan, and bohind them apgain 8 crowd
of mora fellows.

Almast all the Remove had arrived on
tho sceno. Agomisad  squoaks were
heard from DBilly Bunter as he was
squeczed and eroshed in the erowd.

Most of the follows were langhing. A
fellow setiing out to thrash his foothall
captain for leaving him out of 8 match
was something rather unigue. Tt was
crough, as Smithy remarked, to make
a cat langh. And the well-known fack
that Wil could not possibly stand up
against the captain of the Form for
more than a single round made his
cnterprise still more entertaining. TFel-
lows erammed voond the deorway to
wabtch Wharton making mincemeat of
the bold invader.

Taz Macyer Lisrary.—No, 1,308,
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“Now then, ready?” asked Dob
Cherry, with a cheery grin. “1'll Lkeep
time. Made your will, Wih?"”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Shut up !” roared Wibley. “I'll lick
rou next, Bob Cherry !

“* Mercy {" gasped Dob; and there was
a loud chortle. ]

*Heady ! said Harry Wharton.

i II'I...I"IH_‘: 1n

Wibley rushed.

It was a berce rush, and showed how
wild and wrathy Wibley was. From
Wilb's point of view this was & serious
matter. But it was ovidently not
serious from a.ni,-hndy els¢’s, Laughter
seemed out of place to Wibley, But to
the rest of the Lemove it scemed a
mlerry moment. ;

Ho ficree was Wib's rush that it drovoe
Harry Wharton back. ke gave ground,
caught a tap on his nose, and gave
more. Ana then, catching his foob in
a ruck of tha study carpet, staggercd.
‘There really was not & lot of room in a
junior study for a boxing mateh., As
he staggered, Wib rushed on, hitting
out I'ho eaptain of the Remove cauglit
left and rvight, the Grst with his chin,
the second with ins eye, and he went
down on his beck with a bump.

“Man down ! shouted the DBounder.

“Good old Wib!" yelled Morgan.
“Go it 1" )

“ Faith, and he'll be sorry whin Whar-
ton gets up again!” prinned Micky
Desmond.

“Ha, ha, hal" ]

“I say, vou fellows, give a fellow
room !” squeaked Billy Bunter. “I say,
stop treﬂipg on & [ellow’s feet! I say,
slop jamming i&ur elbow into my ribs,
Bolsover, you beast! Wow! I =zay,
you fellows—— Oh crumbs!®

Williamm Wibley stood staring at
Wharton, parhaﬁs a little aurlpns::-:l at
his own success, but considerably bucked

thereby.  Wharton lay Enﬁpin for =
second. Then he was up hike a Jack-in-
the-box. He came on with a bound, and
then Wib, who had fancied that he
conld box the captain of the Remove,
woke up, as it were.

What happened Wib herdly Lnow,
But hoe knew that his guard was brushed
aside, that a hard glove tapped on his
nose, and tapped agoin and again, and
that he sat down on the fleor with a
bump that shook Study No. L

“Tima I

“Doooogh | gasped Wibley.

Ho needed “time.” Micky Desmend

ushed into the study and gave him a
ﬁmd up. Morgan fanned him with a
newspaper. Wibley’'s study-mates were
as entertained as the rest of the Re-
move by Wib's warlike enterprise.
Still, they wished him lueck. For the

lory of Study No. 6 they would have
gaen pleased to see him get away with
o vietory aver the captain of the Form.
But they did not expeet him to do zo.

“Time 1"

Wibloy was progey. But he had. as
the Bounder remarked, more pluck than
gensa. Ho came on gamely at the call
of tima.

It was rather fortunate for him that
Harry Wharton had reeevered his good
humour by this time.

Certainly if the captuin of the Remove
had put forth his powers, Wib would
have been booked for a terrifie whop-
ping. DBut Wharton contented himself
with guarding. And Wibley, to hiz in-
tensifying wrath and chagrin, found
himself unable ta get through that

uard As & matter of fact, Bob

herry_was the only man in the Grey-
friars Remove who could have got the
upper hand of Wharton in a stand up
tussle, and he would not have found
it ensy. And Wihley's fstical powers,
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eompared with Bob's, were as moon-
light unto sunlight, as water unto wine.
e had, in point of fact, no chance at
all in the combat ho had so recklessly
asked for,

“Time!™ chuckled Dob. .

The second round ended, with no
damage done on either side except that
Wib was getting sadly out of breath.
Wibley was panting, and Whauton was
smiling.

“Call it off, old bean, what?"? asked
Marry.

“Ara you playing me st [ooter?”

“Ia, ha Nal*

“Then I'm j{:n[!:_i' well going to lick
vou 1" panted Wibkley

“The lickfulness will be a boot on the
other leg ! chuckled Hurree Jamsel
lam Singh.

“Ha. ha. haI”

“PTimoa !” chortled Bob Cherry.

The third round evoked loughter and
cheerz from. the spectators.  Wharton,
with a smiling face. kept Ins opponent
ok armsiength. Wihloy, wilh the
wildest efforts, couls not break through
lis grnard [t seeme! a- it the captain
of the Remove was protected by triple
gtee!, =o fa: a3 Wib was concerned.

Iivery now and then Wharton gave
him a playful tap—quie a gentle tap,
on noso or chin, which fanned Wibley’s
wrath to fury. K+ mado I{rantic
efforts to got to closnt quarters. Bub
he couldn't! He wa- stailed off with
perfect ease and when Bob Cherry,
hardly able to speak for laurhter, called
time again. Wibley wa pgurgling for
breath and spluttering with rage.

“Some scrap !” grinned the Bounder,

“Chuck it, old man!” said IHarry
Wharton, laughing *“ What's the good
of plaging the giddy oxf"”

“I'll smash youl” gasped Wibley.

“Iia, ha. hal”

“Time "

Wibley fairly bounded at his adver-
sary. Whartoen hav bt~ give or take;
and he gave—rather hard! \ drive on
the chest sat Wibley down. e
strupgled up—and another tap sat him
down again! Again he struggled fo his
feet—ond sgain he sat on tho carpet!
By that timne it dawned even on Wibley
that be could keep n his feet only so
long as the ecaptmin of the Remove
chase to let lum. Alse he was winded,
So ho sat where he was apd glared—
while the study rang with laughter.

“J1s that the lot?” asked Wharton
cheerfully. :

“(Oh, sou rotter " groaned Wibley.
“I'd jolly well whop you if—if I could !™

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Phat's a Jolly g 1t " chuckled
Bob Cherry " Time o travel, old man,
Come back when you're in o betler
temper and have a doughnut [*'

“Ha, ha, hal”

Micky Destmond nnd Morgon helped
Wibley out of the study. He disap-
peared through a yeliing crowd, Wib's
face was tragic ns tragie as when he
was playving Hamlet! But everybody
else was lauglung ! The door of Btudy
No. 1 closed on a merry erowd, and the
Famous Five sat down to finish their
interrupted tea.

“Feeling done, after that
combat 1 asked Bob.

Ilarry Wharton laughed.

“Not frighcfully ! Poor old Wibt 1

terrifio

wish he wouldn't be such .n oss[”
" Asses are like posts—born, not
made 1" ramaried Johnny Bull,

*Wily's a good chap—and a clever chap,
go long ar he sticke to what ho can dol
You can Eut him into our hext game
with the Fourth—he's good encugh for
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Tomple and his Iot. But against Rook-
wood-—my hatl ¥ou can’t do that )™

“The fellows would lynch me if I
did—and I should jolly well deserve it 1"
said Harry. *“Poor old Wib! Now,
ehout the forward line on Wednes-
day—="

And " football jaw " was resumed in
Btudy No. 1, over what remained of the
dovghnuts; and Wibley and his ambi-
tions were quité torgotten.

—— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Just Like Smuthy !

ERBERT VERNON-3MITH,
H the Bounder of Greyiriars,
stood with a letter in his hand

- and a thoughtful expression on
his face.

It was the [ollowing morning, and
some of the Remove had gathered round
the letter-vack m *break.”™ Billy Bunter
was there, eyeing letter after lotter hope-
fully through his big spectacles, in the
hope of discovering one addressed to
“W. G. Bunter.” But thers was none
for the fat Owl. For the umptecnth
iime Dilly DBunter was disappointed
about a postal order. Ho turned his
spectacles on  the Bounder, wha
appeared to be decply interested in the
letter in his hand

Smithy was fortunate enough to have
n millionaire for a psater, and he often

received whocking remittances. That
circumstanco  intere- 4 DBunter in
omithy's correspondence. The Owl of

the Rcmove had a keen eye for the
crumbs that fell from the rich man's

takle.

“How much, old chap?” esked
Bunter,

As Smithy was deeply interestsd in

his letter, Bunter kad no doubt thas
there was & remittance in it. Why slss
should a fellow be interested in a letter?

“Eh 1

“Tenner?” asked Bunter.

The Bounder stared at him.

“Fathead I wa: his answer.

**Oh, really, Smithy ! 1 say, old chap,
my postal order basa't come | said
Bunter. "It's from one of my titled
relations, you know It's & bit sicken-
ing, the way the: delay letters in the
post, ain't ittt [I've been expecting that
postal order for days[*

“Not for years?" wsked the Bounder
sarcastically.

“1 say, old chap, if you've got a
remittance in that letter, sou might
lend » chap—>

“I haveo't!”

“0L1” Bunter grunted, losing imme-
diately all his interest in [Herbert
Vernon-Bmith’s correspondence, “1 say,
where's Mauly? 1 say, Mauly "

Tha fat Owl rolled away in search of
Lord Mauleverce, a hopeful resoures in
hard times.

Vernon-Snith put the letter into his

acket and walked out inte the guad.
Elﬁ glanced round and called to Wibley,
who was loaliug in the quad, with tha
expression of 2 melancholy Dane on his
countenance.

" Bcen Wharton, Wibi

“Blow Wharton {" answered Wibley,

“Seen him, fathead ™

Y MNo—and don't want to |V

Vernon-Smith grinned and walked
oz, Wibley ot the Remove was fecling
sore—not only in mund, but a little in
body also. FIle had exerted himself
rathar strenuously in Study No. 1 the
pravious day, and had captored some
rather hard thumps, though certainly
ot 90 many 85 he bau asked for.
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Bmithy spotted the Famous Five under
the elms, and ran across to join them.
Monsienr Charpentier, the French
master, had stopped to speak to the
chums of the Removs: but the dappor
little French gontleman walked away as
the Bounder came .

“"Lockin' for you, Wharton," soid
Vernon-Smith.
“Here ! am!” said the captain of

the Romove cheerily

“You've settlea tne team for Wednoes-
day, T know,” said Sm-thy, while the fivo
stored at him.  “ But if vou can get a
better man, you'll ba prepared to makeo
chanpes, of course. ™

“Df course,” assented Wharton, “1f

N

Wharton eame on with a bound, and Wibley’s guard was brushed aside.
and he sat down on the Ooor with a bump that sheok the study.

don't like! If yon mean anything,
Smithy, supposa vou come to the point 1™
supgested Wharton.

“I'm coming to it | dare say you've
never heard of my ccusin Ginger——"

“Mever! Is that his name !

“No, ass! His name's Vernon-Tracy—
hoe's usually called Ginger. on account
of his hair It's red. He's at a school
in Neorthumberland—his people live in
that county—it’s oalled Hexham Hill.
There's been an ontbeeak « 1 B, ondd tho
school's closed down for the term.”

"“Well I"" said Harry, wondering what
was coming

“Linger's

in London now—staying

T
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“Time ! ™
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rinnod Bob., ™Blessed iz ha that
loweth his own jolly old trumpet!™
“The blowfulness is terrificl!’
chuckled Hurree Jamset Roam Singh,
“Well, what about the chap?” asked

FHarry.
“I'vo told you he's first-class at
Boceer,” said Vernon-8mith.  “lHead

and shoulders above six _or seven men
you've got in the team. I'd like him to
enjoy his visit here—and there's nothin
he cnjoys so much as & good game o
footer. Will you do me a” favour, and
put him in?"

Harry Wharton stared.

"Put 1n a man I've never even seen !
he exclatmed.

“1 know somecthing about footer!™

[

-

The next second a hard glove tapped on his nose

** Doooooooogh ! ** gasped Wibley, as

Desmond rushed to his aid and Morgan fannea him with 8 newspaper.

vou think I've made mstakes in piek-
g out the team, you can got up on
vour hind legs and say so. ['m always
open to henr advico—though 1 won't
undertako to follow it. T'vo o sort of
conceited tdea that 1 kpow what I'm
ghout as football captamn!™
The Co grinned,

“Who's the wonderb man von've dis-

covercd in the Remove that Wharton's
overlooked ¥ asked Nugent. * Little
ma?l}

“Not 8 man in the Remove,”

pnswered Smathy.

“YWell, we'ro not plaving men from
any other Form,'' seid Harry,

“71 mean, not & Grestriors man at oll”

“What tha thump are vou deiving at?
We're playing Groyfriars men in a Grey-
friars match.” said Wharton blankly.

“You could play an outside man if
you liked.”
¥ Well, I suppose so; but I jolly well

with my father. The pater thinks 1t's &
good epportunity for him to pay me a
vizit hero. Hao's never seen me at Grey-
friars, though I've met him in the hols
lots of times. As Weaednesday's a half-
holiday, he's making 1t Wednesday ™

"We'll pive. hin & welcome,™ said
Harry “Ho can waten us playing
Rookwood, if he likes, and tell them
how to play footer when he goes back
to Hoxham Hill.”

“Ch, don't be an ass!™ said Smithy.
*Vornon-1'racy i- one of the hest junior
foaotballers in the school—as good a for-
woard as we've got  here, or better!
You've not got a bhetter mano in the
team than my cousin Ginger!”

“Not even you?" asked Bob, with a
grin.

“Not cven me,” said the Bounder,
unmoved. “And I faney I'm the bost
of tho bunch.”

“That eounds a bit like old Wib!*

snapped tho Bounder.  “And when I
tell you that he's at least as poad a man
as myself, you can tuke my word for
it 1

“ Well, yes. DBut—dash it all, Smithy,
draw it mild ¥ exelaimed the eaptam

of the Remove warmly. "I you've
ever mentioned the man before, ['ve
forgotten him.  Awnyhow, I've never

scenn him, and don’t know hun from
Adaum! He may be all that you say,
antd a lot more: but if yvou think I can
leave out a Remove man, and put in a
total stranger-—="

“You can leave out & men for a
better  man!”  said the  Bounder.
“Yow've got Hurrce Singh as outsido-

right.  Well, he's o bottor man than
Inky ™
“Tha thankfulness is terrifie, my

csteemed Smithy,”

“You'voe got Toddy at inside-loft—
he's better than Toddy—"

Tue Macwer Lisrany.—No, 1,308,
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“Toddy may Lhink so—perhaps!®
grinmead %oh. . ; :
h“?%.;fla playing Ogilvy—Dieo's better
iban vy—"

“Let’s ask Oggy what he thinks!”
snid Nugent.

“Look here! T'm rather keen on
this,” said the Bounder, ns Wharton did
not speak. *“Leave oul & man and play
& better man.” ]

Wharton looked at him. i

“You say this gingery chap is as good
a man as you are, Smithy?"” be asked,

s %uital .

“ Honest In;ruﬂ?“ :

“0f course! Do you think I wounld
let the team down by asking you o
play & dud ?¥ gnapped the Bounder,

“Well, no! Tl take your word for
that !* assented Wharton, *If yow're
really keen on it, and you answer for it
thot the man’s up to your form——=>"

LL] I dﬂ !n-

“Then I might play him at_inside-
right,” said the captain of the Remove
reflectively.

Vernon-Smith, who was Dbooked to
play insideright in  the Rookwoaod
gamo, stared. Lhe Co. chuckled.

"You silly ass!*” Looted the Bounder.
“T'm not asking you to leave me out!”

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared the Co.,, quite
entertained by the cxpression on toc
Bounder's face.

“Well, #f I leave any man_ out 1o
make room for vour red-headed pal, it
will be you, and nebody else,” assurcd
Wharton.

The Bounder's bard face darkenci.
His eyes glinted at the captain of the
Remove. Ha had made an utterly un-
reasonable request, but he was deeply
annoved and irritated by a refusal.

Certainly the Bounder had no idea of
himzelf  standing out of the biggest
match in thoe Remove list to make room

for his relative from Northumberland.
Smithy was going to cover himself with
clory 11 the gRor:sﬁwnud game—he would
not have missed 14 for worlda, No
doubt he was keen on giving his cousin
& good time at Greylviars—but not to
that extent !

* Look hero!™ he almost snarfed. “If
vou're going to talk silly rot——"

“It seems to me that i¥’s you ifhat's
talking rot,” answered Wharton. *I'm
willing to do all I can, If you like to
stand out and make room for this won-
derful man from Northumberland——>"

“ h, shut up!™ _ ]

The Bounder drove his hands inte his
pockets and stalked angrily away.

Harry Wharton smiled, and the Co.
chuekled.  Smithy had his back up—
which was not an unconunon OCCUrrence
with Smithy, DBut Smithy's angry rc-
sentment passed the cheery chums of the
Remove by like the idle wind which
they regarded not. Xt was just like
Smathy, and nobody wos a penny the
worse !

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wibley’s Way !

ié HOP Wharton M
W Micky Desmond.
" Yeal™
“ Faith, and ain’t ye fed-
up yes  with whopping Wharton 7
asked Aicky, prinning.

“A fellow can have too much of »
good thing, you knowl!® grinned
Morgan,

William Wibley gave his study-naics
a dark look.

William Wibley was angry, and, like
the prophet of old, he felt that he did
well to be angry,

gjucnlated
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~ His football claims were disregarded,
indeed, they were a standing joke in the
Remove, That was bad enough, But,
a3 Wib would have said when he was
laying the part of Hamlet: * Thus bad
ing, but worso remains behind I
@ ﬁad set out to give the eaptain of
the Rewove the licking he considered ho
richly deserved. Not only had he failed
to administer that licking, but the
lickee, g0 to speak, had made fun of
hl.m-—‘ﬁl_:h}'mg with him, and letting him
oflf. Wibley's exploits as a fighting-man
had added considerahly to the gla:iet.jr of
existence in the Greyirmars Remove.
Wib, already sere, was sorer! Good
fellow as he really wes at heart, he was
feeling savage and resentful, and his
thonghts dwelt on “gesting his own
baek.”

“Lave it alone, old bean,” Micky Des-
mond advised him, “Youn ecan't touwch
Wharton, you kpow. What's the good
of being salky 1

“ Who's sulky 7" reared Willey.

Desmond and Morgan  ehuckled.
Their impression was that Wik was
sulley, though he was far from realising
it himself. His own impression was,
that he was feeling the indignation
{l_at-u:ral to a fellow treated with injus-
H L

“I've =said that I'm moing to whop
Wharton——" resumed Wibley,

“Ha, ha, hat*

You can cacklo——=*

“Thanks—we will!
roarcd Micky,

“But I'm going to who
same.  You'll see!™ said Wibley darkly.
“Ha's asked for 1t! Who's Wharton,
T'd like to know? Is he the Great Pan-
jandrum, by any chance ™

““Bure he's a good chap, and you like
him yereself, when your silly back isn't
up ! seid Micky soothingly.

“I'm poing to whop him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“0Oh, get out!” roarcd Wibley. “If
you ecan't do anything but cackle, got
u;.:.t of the study, and cacklo somewhers
else.”

And William Wibley grabbed up an
Indian elub fromm the corner—and
Morgan and Desmond, still cackling,
got out of the study, Wib was looking
exciled-—and an Indian club at close
quarters was no joke

Wiblecy slammed the door aftor them,
and heard them chuckling as they went
down the passage. Mo snorted, und
locked the door.

“Just wait and see! he grunted.

Left alone in the study, Wibley
apened tho big box that stood under the
window,

This was tho property-box of the
Remove Dramatic Suciety., All miatters
in connccuion with that great socicty
wore 1 Wibley's hands.  Harry Whar-
ton had been guad of it beforo Wibley
came to Greyiriars—bnt he had stepped
down m Wibley's favour, freely adinit-
Ling Wil's superiority in that Line,

2o far a3z theatnieal stunts were con-

Ha, ha, ha!?

him, sll the

cerned, Wibley had no more sincore
admiver than  the ecaptain of the
Remove, The IRlemove Dramaiio

Bociely lived and moved and had ils
being in William Wibley., 1le wus ihe
beginning, thoe middle, snd the end
thereof, and n all matters eopnected
with it his word wus law.

Often and ofien had Wibley entor-
taingd the Hemowve with his imperaonp-
tions. He had o mobile, dexible face,
that could be twisied nte almost any
cxpression. Ho was o past-master
the art of make-up. Ile could imper-
sonate anybody se far 2z physieal
limitations allowed.

1o could impersonate dMr. Quelch, the
master of the Removo—zitiing down.
Standing up, ho was not tall encugh.
But there was ono maoster ab Greyfricrs
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whom he was tall enough to impor-
sonato—that was Monsiour Henti
Charpentier. the French master.
Mossoo was built upon s small scale—
plenty of quality, but pot much in the
vraﬁ of gquantity.

Wibley sorted out “props” from the
big box, with a grim expression on his

oce,

He had said that _he was going to
“whop ” Wharton. He was going to do
it. But how he was poing to do it was
Wib's own secrot—so farl

He proceeded to change his clothes.
In check trousers, tight frock.-ceat, and
equeaky shoes, he looked Mossoo to the
life—up to the chin. Then, standing
before the glass, he proceceded with the
make-up,

Wibley was third-rate at footer,
sccond-rate at boxing; bet in this par-
ticular line, there was no doubt that he
was first-rate.  He had guite a_magic
hand with make-up—and his flexible
features lent themselves to the work.

Wibley of the Bemove frﬂ.dlmlij’ dis-
appeared from sight, and a repreduc-

tion of Monsieur Charpentier stood in
his place before the plass. .
Carefully, wvery carefully, Wibley

laboured at his task.

The dark, bushy eyebrows, the sallow
cotplexion, the little, black, pointed
beard, the thinning hair brushed care-
fully over the scantily covered scalp—
looked bLack at him from the glass, and
he could almost have believed himself
that it waz the reflection of Henri
Charpentier.

The kcencst serutiny would hardly
have detected that it was an artificial
scalp that covered Wibley's close-
croppeel head ; while the evebrows, tho
{i{nliy littla monstache, and the pointed
beard, looked as hifchke at if they were
all a-zrowing and a-blowing!

Wibley prinned at his reflection.

If he couldn't play footer, as that ass
Wharton matde out—if he coulidn’t box,
as the follows scemed to think—at least
thers was something he could do, and
do well—and it was this!

Unless the genune Mossoo turned up
on the spot, which wus unlikely, he de-
tiecd any fellow in the Remosve to detect
that he was mobt Henri Charpentier,
now that his work was fnushed.

I{aving compleied his task to his
eatisfaction, Wibley put & eane under
Lhiz arm and unlocked the study door.

Ha stepped into the passage.

It was tea-timo in the Remove, and
most of the fellows were in their studies,

Only one Remove man was in the
passage—DBilly Bunter, who was roam-
ing hke & lion secking what he might
devour. Bunter had not yet degided in
which study he was goimng to tea-—tihat
is to say, from which study he was
least likely to be kicked out. The fat
junior blinked round, surprised to see
the dappor littlo Frenchman cmergo
from a Bemove study. Monsieur
Charpentier seldom or never came up
to the Bemeve passage—he had no
business there. So Bunter was naturally
surprised to sce bhim coming out of
Btudy No & with a cane uonder his arm.

Wibley paused on his way to Study
MNo. 1. Hiiz disguise was adopted for
the benefit of Harry Wharton & Co.,
and ho was conbtident mn its cotaplete-
ness, but it was just as well to tesy it
on DBunter—trymg 1t on the dog, as it
WOTe.

“ Buntaiz 1 he exelaimed, in the
scﬁ;mahy tones of the French master,
which a less skilful actor than Wibley
could have imitated eastly.

“Yes, sirl” said Bunter, blinking at
him curiously through his big spectacles.

“ Have you done zose lines zat 1 give
you, Buntair?*”

“0Oh!" ejeculated Bunter,

IIe thought he could pucss now why
Mozsoo was up in the Remove quarters.

There had been a French class that
aftornoon, and some of the fellows had
indulged in yagring—not uncommon in
the French class. BMossoo, as was rather
useal with him on such occasions, had

lost his head, and handed out lines
on all sides, a3 thick as leaves 1D
Vallombrosa.

Hal the Remove had sections of the
* Henriade * to write out—though most
of them,
known good-nature, left their |Iines
unwritten, hoping that they would uot
bo asked for. Mossoo's bark was always
worse than his bite, and he seldom
required a fellow to show up the hun-
dreds of lines which he imposed reck-
lessly in exeited moments.

“Vat! Zey are not done, zen?™

“0Oh! ¥Yes! No! I—I mean, I've
written out the lot, sir!”’ gasped Bunter,
“1—1 wrote them oot immediately after
class, sir, but that ass, Toddy—he's my
study-mate, you know, sir—he knocked
them off the table, and they=—they fell
into tho (ro, end-—and—"

MAKE UP A
GREYFRIARS LIMERICK {
AND WiIN A
USEFUL PQCKET WALLLET
like Peter Johnson, of 53, Battersca |

Rise, London, S.W.1l, whose
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top ! L
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“Zen_you vill write zem out wvunce
more, Buntaic ("

“0Oh, really, sir ™ protested. Bunter,
“ Having written them out once, sir, I—
1 think you might let me off, sirl I-I
don’t think Mr. Quelch would like a
fellow in his Form to write an impot
twice, sir.”

“ Buntair, you are ons untrathfol
gparcon! Iold out ze hand.”

"What?' goaped Bunfer.

“]1 ghall cane vou, Buntair.”

“Oh erikey!”

Billy Bunter fairly led at Mossoo
the Second, through ig spectacles.
It was absolutely unknown for Monsieur

og
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Charpentier to cane & fellow,

“Vous ecoutcz—vou hear viz youl"
snapped the dapper little gentleman.
“1f you hold not out ze hand at vunce,
Buntair, I makes yon bend over end
pives you six! Allons 1

“0Oh lor’ ™ gasped Bunter,

He held out a fat hand.

Swish |

“¥arcooogh I

Really 1t was only a flick, but Bunter
could hardly have made more noise if
a sledpe-hammer had smitten bhim. That
was Bunter's way.

“ M, ow, wow ¥ roarcd Bunter.

“'aizpz vous!” snapped Messoo tho
Second. * Zat 13 enoff | Allez !

William Wibley tucked the cane
under his arm apain, and walked on to
Study No. 1, satisfied that his get-up
was perfect. Dunter, evidently, had nob

relying on  Mossoo's well-

7

had the faintest suspicion. Bo Wibley
felt quite setisfed.

Billy Bunter, squcezing a fat hand
under a fat arm, and glaring after him
through his big spectacles, felt anythin
but satisfied. Fortunately, Dunter di
not matter.

]

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Monsieur Wibley [

X W FHAT about the lines

WY “Oh, blow the lincs! It's
light enough to punt a
footer about for a bit,” said
Bob Cherry, “Come on !

“Well, Mossgo—""
Wharton, doubtfully,

::Elms Mossoo |* said Bob.

The blessfulness is the proper

caper 1 agreed IHurrvee Singh., * Let us

et outfully, and punt the esteemed
ooter.”

Harry Wharton hesitated. He was as

keen as his friends to get out into the
breezy spring air after tea. But three
members of the Co, had lines to do for
Mossoo. Wharton, as head boy of the
Remove, rather had an idea tl{at thos=e
lines ought to be done.
_ *It's all right,” yawned Johnny Bull,
‘Mossoo never asks a fellow for his
lines. Or hardly ever! What's the good
of worrving & beak with lines he
doesn’t want #*

Harry Wharton langhed.

“Time enough, if he asks for them !"
said Bob, “I'm jolly well getting out
of doors, and chance it. You men
eoming ¥

“Oh, all right,” said Ilarry. "™ After
al!} Moszoo's a good little asz——"

* Vharton! Vat zat you say viz you?”

Wharton broke off, in utter dismay,
ns the study deor, which had stood ajar,
was pushed open, and a dapper little
figure appeared—and a face with =
dinky, little, eurly moustache, bush
black eyebrows, and & pointed beard,

If 1t was not Monsieur Henr:
Charpentier, it was his twin.

Harry Wharton had no doubt that it
wis Henri Charpentier, and he stared
at the sudden and unexpected appari-
tion, his jaw dropping.

“Vat wyou call me, Vharton??
domanded the squeaky voice.

“Oh, my hat!”" gasped Wharton.

He had not intended to speak dis-
respectfully of Mossoo. Calling that
gantleman a “good little ass” was
really almost  affectionate,. Whaorton
liked and respected the French master,
though he did not take him so seriously
as the “beaks™ on the regular staff. A
man like Quelech had to be taken
seriously ; but Mossoo was gencrally
regarded with & more or less humorous
oye. Mossoo, naterally, would not have
ket b Miosr hesiclt retioned "o o
an ass—even & good little one! And
William Wibley, in his Gallic guise,
jum%ﬂd ut the chance | He had Wharton
on the hip now, as it werae

“You call me vun ass, isn't it?" he
gnapped.

“Oh, sir! I—=1 nevor meant—2
stammered Wharton.

seld Ilarry

“I k}fzar YOU V¥iZ My OWD eArS,
parcon |

“J—I'm really sorry, sir—1 never
meant—""

% Zat is all verree welll But you speak
of me 03 vun ass—=zat i3 to say, vun
donkey! N'est co pas? You are wun
bad garcon, Vhartoen! I zink zat you
are ze worst bovy in zo Remove™

Wharton reddened, ]

“Really, Meonsicur Charpenticr—""
he exclaimed.
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“Zal is encff, I come to z2ig sfudy fo
ask for zose linca zat I givel Zose lines
zey are not to write, isa't ib?”

“1 had no lines to wrile,
answered [larey. ;

“But wou call me names—insulting
namez, ¥harten! I zink zat I give you
cane for zat! You bend over zat chajr "

The little gentleman slipped the cane
into his hand, and peointed to a chair.
The Famous Five stared at him blankly.

Wharton's colour deepened, and his
eyes gleamed, Mossoo was not, of coursze,
a Iorm ipaster, and it was up tn_ﬁlum
to report tha Remove fcllow to his Form
master if ho had taken offence. It was
sonething quite new for 3Mossoo to
visit & study with a cane, and tell a
fellow to bend over—new, and far [rom
pleasing !

“¥ou hear me viz you!? snapped the
little man.

“] hear wvou, =sirt” eaid Harry,
coolly, “It 15 for my Form master to
canoe me, if I am to bo caned.”

“Vat! You vill obey me, Vharton!
I tell you to bend over zat chairl”
snorted tho lifelike  @mitation of
Monsicur Charpentier.

Wharton's face set hard.

“Held on, sir! said Johnny Dull,
3L1ietl_f, “Wharton never meant to be

isrespectinl——"

“you vill hold zo tongue, Bull!™

“ And it's not tho game to take notice
of what a fellow zays in his own study,
either 1" said Jolmny Bull coolly. “If
we'd known vou were at the door,
we—-ow | Wow! Yarcoooh!™

Whacek | Johnny Bull broke off, with
a yell, as the cane suddenly whacked
across his shoulders.

Hao jumped back, astonished, and red
with wrath.

“What the thump——" ho roarcd.

% Zat vou hold ze tongue, Bull | Taiscz
vous !

“"Look here, sir—" gzelaimed Bob
Cherry.

Whack!

“Oh grikey!” pasped Bob, as he
got the whack.

The chums of the Remove backed
away, staring at the little Frenchman
almost in stupefaction. WNever, since
he had beenn French master at
Greyfeiars School, had Monsieur
Charpentier carried on in this style
Scldom or never had he been known to
vee the cane at all. Now he seomed
readier with a swish than with a word.

“Esteemed and absurd monsicur—="
began Hurree Jamset Ham Singh. Dut
the Nabob of Bhanipur did not com-
plate that expostulation. He dodged
round the study table just in time to
escape a swish.

“Maintonant, Vharton, you vill bend
over zat chair. Je vous grdonne, 1 tell
you | Mais oui! Vat? DBend over zat
chair av vuneo !

Monsicur Wibley flourished the eanc.

Wharton set his lips. He was angry
now, and less inchued than ever to obey
the order.

“I'll go with vou to my Form master,
gir, if you like,” he zaid coolly, “but I
will not bend over that chaip!”
MHarry, old chap—" murmured
MNugent. :

“I won't, and that's fiat1” snapped
Wharton.

“Allons! Nous wverrons! You are
van verrce bad parcon, and I vill ecane
you [ ei:-::lammﬁ the little gentleman,
and he madoe a stride at the captain of
ihe Remova.

Wharton jumped back.

Mossoo the Second followed him wu
and caught him by the collar with his
loft hend. Ho whirled him round, and
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the cane came down acrosg his shoulders
wilh a terrific swipe.
“Oh! Whoooop ! roared Wharton,
Swipe, swipe, swipe |

“Oh, my hat! Yarcoooooh! Oh
criley |
Wharton tore himself loose from tho

grasp on hiz ecollay with unexpected

casc.  He jumped away frem the
wiclder of the cane. Monsicur Wibley
followed hun up, whacking hard. 'The

captain of the Remove dodged round
the study table, with the dapper little
hgura whisk: after him, whacking,
and he caught half a dozen hefty swipes
before he dodged out of tho study
into the Remove passage.

“Btop ! Lat you stop at vunce! 1
have not finish to cana you ™

But Harry Wharton did not stop.

He was wondering dizzily whether
Monsicur Charpentier had gone cut of
his zenses. It really looked as if he had !

He scudded for the Remove stairease.

The Bounder, coming up the stairs,
starcd at him,

“What on carth’s ap?” he asked.

“Moz=oo—ho's gone potty!" gasped
Wharton. " He's barged into my study,
laying about with a cang ™

“ Mossoo?"  repeated  Vernon-Smith.
“It's you that's potty, I should think!
I've just paseed Mosson, He's down-
sinirs, talking to Quelch.?

Wharton jumped.

“What I ho yelled.

“Of your rocker, or what? asked
the mystified Bounder.

Wharton stared at him, and ithen
rushed past him to the landing below,
and looked over the lower banisters.

Below, two figures could be seen
standing by the sfaircase in conversa-
tion—the tall, angular figure of Mr.

uelch, the master of the Remove, and
the little, da;l:tper bgure of Monsisur
Charpenticr, the French master.

_Harry Wharton stared at the Iatter
like a fellow in a dream,

There was Mosszoo, yet Mossoo was in
Study No, 1, end had just chased him
out with a canel Vharton roeally
wondered for a moment or two whether
hiz brain was going. Then a light
dawned on him. As %IDEEG'I] was down-
stairs, he obviously couldn’t be upstairs.
Tha Frenchman m the study was a
%anfer, and there was only one man at
sreviriars who could spoof to that
extent in the impersonating line.

“Wibley I gasped Wharton.

And ho raced up the stairs again, ne
longer desirous of E.\'ﬂidiﬂ% the dapper
gentleman in Study No. 1, but a:ttremﬂli,’
E:m:r.i-:ms to pet io cloczo quarters with
im !

THE SIXTH CHAPYER.
Paying the Piper!

i AT you come back viz youl
shouted the secomd edition of

Monsicur  Charpentier, bran-
dhishing the cane in the door-
way of Study No. 1. *Buntair! Vhere

is zat Vhartont” .
“0h Crikey]l He's hooked it, sie!™
Bunter. *“ He—he—he's

gasped Billy 1
rone downstairs, sie 1

Dunter expected Mozsoo to whisk
away to the stairs after the ecaptain
of the Remove. Bui William Wibley
had ne intention of doing that, Down-
stairs there was danpger of runnming into
the penuine Mozsoo.

Hea turned back into Study No. 1.

Bob Cherry and Johnny  Bull,
Hurrce Singh and Frank Nugent, cyed
him warily, ready to dodge. It scemecd

to them that the little I'rench gemtle-
man must be fuirly off his rocker.

MNever had Mossoe beon known to
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breal: out like this, It was reolly
alarming—almost unnerving !

“Mon Dienl Vous etes—you aro all
bad garcens, and 1 give you all ze
cane !” exclaimed the dapper gentle-
man; and he made a stride at the Co.,
who melted away 1n haste round the
study table.

“ Here, you keep off 12 gasped Dob
Cherry.

“My citcemed and idiotic Mossoo—
Yavecool | rearcd the Nabob of Bhani-
pur, as he caught a terrific swipe across
his shoulders.

“Btop 1! yelled Nugent, as he
crught the mnext, “0h, my bhatl
Whooop 12

The four juniors dodged wildly round
the study, with Monsicur Wibley after
them, swishing away with tho cane.

There was not much room for four
fellows to dedge, and the cane did great
execution.

Whack, whack, whack |

Swipe, swipe, swipe |

William Wibley was enjoying himself
—ihe only follow in the study who wasl

This was getting his own back--and
a little over 1

Wharton had been " whopped  and
chased out of the study. Now tha Co.
were getting it—hot | Had they known
he was Wibley, they would have made
short work of him. DBut they supposed
that he was Monsicur Chorpentier, and
tho most reckless fcllow at Greyfriars
never dreamed of laying hands on a
master.  So Wibley had it all his own
way, and he made ithe most of it,

Swipe! Whaek! Yell!

The Co. bolted for the doorway.
There was & jam in the doorway as
they all tried to get through together,
Close behind them Monsieur Wibley
whacked and whacked with the cane
and frantic yells woke to the eclioes of
tive passage.

Fellows crowded out of their studies to
soe what was on.

“E say, you fellows,” yelled Billy
Bunter, * Maossoa's gone mad! Mad as
a hatter! Look at him {#

The jam in the doorway broke, and
the Co. scrambled out of the study, with
the ¢ane still whacking behind.

Vernon-Smith, ecoming across the Re-
move landing, stared at DMossoo like a
fellow in a dream, his eyes almost
bulging from his head. There was a
patter of footsteps on the Bemove stale-
case. Harry Whaarton was coming up,
apparently in a hurry.

Whaorton's face was crimson with
wrath.
Having seen Monsieur Charpontier

downstairs, and guessed who was carry-
g on in his guise upstairs, the captain
of the Remove wos anxzious to establish
contact. Ee camo across the Remove.
landing at a run.

“Moszoo,” emcrging from the study
in pursuit of the Co., saw him ¢coming,
and turned towards him, brandighing
the cane,

“Vharton! Zat you—— Oh, my hat!
Yargoooooh !® roaved Wibley, as the
¢captain of the Hemove leaped at him
and grabbed him.

Thers was a roar in the Remove
passage. The sight of Harry Whartion
grappling with, as they supposzed, the
I'rench master took away the Reomove
fellows’ breath almeost. )

“Harry—" yelled Nugent, in con-
sternation.

“Wharton, you asi—-" roared Squf,

“Heold on—"

“For goodness’® sake, Wharton—="

Wharton did not heed. He tackled
“Alozsoo * Rugger style, ond brought
him down with a crash. Monsicur
Wibley lsnded on his back in the
Remove passege with o concussion that
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o
Wharton tackled the pseudo French masfer and brought him down with a crash. ** You spooflng rotier 1 ** he roared.

“ You—you—you—-"
for this—handling a master ! ™

* Fathead !

‘““ Harry [ ** gasped Nugent, dragging back his chum.,
1i’s Wibley ! '* roared Wharton. All eves turned on the supposed French

“Ate you mad? You'll be sacked

master and the little black beard that had become detached from his face.

nearly shook the floor, and & wyell that
watsi:: worthy of a Red Indian on the war-
path.

“You spoofing ratter I roared Whar-
ton. * You—you—you——>="

“Ooooooo |7 gpasped Wibley.

"Dy Jove! I'lIl—"

Trank Nugent jumped at his chum
and dragged him back by main force.

“Horey ! Are you mad?” he rasped.
“You'll be sacked for this—handhnr &
masker, you potty ass!”

“ Pathead ! Mossoo’s  downstairs ™

asped Wharton., " I've just seen him !
We've been done '™

“Wha-a-t ¥

“I'hat villain Wihley—="

“Wow-wibley I' stuticred Frank.

“1ic's pulled our legs ! roarcd Whee-
ton.  “Whepped we—whopped us alll
Wha, L'l smilicate bim 17

“Ia, ka, ha!™ yelled the DBonnder.
11 mmulecslood now how he eame to
heheld o seeond cdition of Monsionr
Ligvvs  Charpenticr  in the liemove
l];lqriigﬂ'.

Wibley sprawled and gazped,

All eyes were on hime And cven Lhien
i1 fellows would have doubted wiether
Whaeton had got it richt hut for the
fzet that the Liddle black beard Lad
Leecome detached as Wibley went down
and was now hanming down Wibley's
neelk.

That scttled  it!
Mos=oo's brard couldu’t
beeome
Mozz00.

Wharton jumped al the sprawling
ﬂlucui-&r, and grabbed the beard, and
i
b

The gennine
I possibly have
semi-delached :  1b prew  op

wen the meustache, and then the eye.
rows, Lhey all came aff.

Thera was a buzz of amazoment in tho
passige,  Lven then, Wibley's make-up

rendered him still unrecognisable.  Still,
it_was eclear that he wasn't Mossoo!

Ho snt up, pasping.

“Crooogh! Ow! Grooogh! Oh, my
hat!  Coooegh!  spluttered Wibley
breathlessly.

“Tare and ‘ounds!” yelled Micky
Desmond. " It's sure Wil—and he said

that he would whop Wharton—and he's
done b entirely 1™

*"Fin, ha, ha ™

“Wibley ' roared DBob Cherey. ** You
spoofing worin—"

Ilarry Wharton ecaught up the cane.

“"Uollar hum ! he gasped. “1le's
whopped us all round—und now he's
going to et some of the same!™

“*Ilear, J?:eur["

“The sameflulness will Lo tervifie!™

llere, hands off 17 yelled Wibley, os
thie Co. grasped him., “Ow! Keap that
cale away Wow! Uh, my hat!
Yaroocooh [

Williawn Wibley strugeled [rattically
in the grazp of the avengous.

ut hig strugeles were npavailing, Il
bad ealled the tuno—now Le liad 1o pay
the piper! Aller the {eoast camo tho
verkoming |

The Remove {ellows erowded round,
lackine on and yellime with lavghilor!
Wibley's tight frock-coat split up the
back—the buttons burst from his wanst-
coat—Llhe artilleial sculp came off las
hiead—his make-vp somidged over his
perspiringe and erimson countenance—as
he strugeled and grappled 1o the hands
of the Philistines!

It was a wildly dizhevelled Wibley
who was lurned over at last to receivo
the swipes of his own cane—and Wharton
laid them on with a heavy hand—to an
accompaniment of fearful wells frowm

YWib.
Whaek? Whaek! Whack! Whaek!

“* Yow-owow |
“Ha, ha, ha!
“71 egay, yvou fellows—he, he, ha——"
“Ow ! go! Oh erikey! Chuck

Bhrielmt% Wibley. “Oh crumbsl!
Wow I

Whack! YWhack! Whack!

“Bure, you've whopped Wharton, old
bean,” chuckled Micky Dosmond, *and
whal's souce for the goose is sauce for
tho gander!”

““Iia, ha, ha? .

Wibley wriggled and welled franti-
cally. Whoppine Wharton had been
quite satisfactory ! Being whopped by
Wharton was o geesee of quite anothor
colour!  There was a pgreat deal of
difference bolween the active and the
pazsive !

“COave!" wvelled Iiazeldene, {from the
stairs. “llore comes Quelch!”

alr. Queleh was stepping vp 1o ascer-
fain the cavse of the vnusual din in the
Iemove quariers.  DBut tho din ceased
Lifore Me Quelel could ascertain its
cavse.  The juniors scoitled inlg the
studies—and Willinm Wibley, breathiless
forn and dusty pnd dishevelled, erawle
into Siudy No. 6 and collapsed in the
arpachair 1hore.

Blr. Queleh glanced into the Remove
parsnge, fouid all guict on the Remove
t':-nnit. 5:; Lo spealk, and deparied, shaking
hi= head,

Willizin Wikley masped and groaned,
and greancd and gasped.  After Mr.
uedech hind pone, [ellow after fellow
looked 1nte Btwdy Ne. & fo stare ot
Witham  Wibley, and chuckle. Ho
Iocked a deplorabile object in the tag-
lered remains of his Irench moster's
outist—and he gasped and pasped pnd
eo=ped, as iF he woald never leave off
easping, And he was not o the least

Tie Macxer Linpapy.~—~No. 1,308,
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comforted by the snunds of lauphter ug
sud down the passage.  He  econl

hardly bhave been comforted, just then,
by the cffer of a place in the Hemova
team for the Rookwood match! For a
long, lontg time Wibley of the Remove
understudied the young man of Hythe,
who was shaved with o scythe, and did
nathinge but weigglo and weithe |

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

RBun Down !

(1 SAY, vou fellows!®

H T ].111*5 l”

“I say—wait for me!” yelled
Bunter.

On  Saturday afterncon  there was
bright sunshine and guite a breath of
checry spring in  the air.  Harry
Wharton E Co. were taking a boat out
that ufternoon, for a {ulll up the Suark.
They were r;ushing off from the school
raft, when Billy Bunter came speeding
down to the bank, yelling to them as ho
sped. The sight of Willlam Georgoe
Bunter, and the prospect of being
joined by him as a passenger, did not
make the Famons Five delay in pushing
off. Rather it made them aceelerate.

Bob Cherry shioved hard with an oar,
and the beat rocked away, while Bunter
was =(1]] yavds dizstant,

. Why Bunter was so keen to join them
mn the boat the chums of the Remove did
not koow, Certainly he was not keen on
pulling an car=—and he was too lazy to
steer if hie could help it. Ifad they been
goinz on & pienie op the river, they

could have understood it. Dut there
was mo picnie in view; there was
noihing eatable in the boat. So it was

a puzzle—unless DBunter had a sudden
yearning for their society. That, no
doubt, would have been flattering. Btill,
they had ne yearning for Bunter's, So
ﬂ:n‘t:zﬁl pushed off.

e fat junior came panting down to
the raft. ITe bad a bag in his hand,
packed full. Hisz othier fat hand he
waved excitedly at the follows in the
boat.

“1 say, you fellowz'" he gasped.

“"Good-bye, Dunter!” chuckled Bab.
With ten f{mt of wator between the hoat
and Bunter. the Famous Fivo {clt safe—
BL‘Lnter Was 1o Jumper.

SRy ——

“Fare thee well, and if for ever, nll
the hﬂtinr”f&m thoe well!™ said Frank
Hu%-ni, ntsguoting Byron.

“Beast! T mean, stop for me, ald
chap! I szay, vou fellows, [—T want to
come 17 paspod Bunter. “I'l] row if you
] —

“Weo don't want te travel down-
wards, thanks,” said llarry Wharton.

::fgll slenr—d-—’;

ut wo don't waut to hit cither
bank.”

“Eaa&?t If thjs ie the way you thank
a chap for standing you a picnig—>

“Wha-n-at 7" ! R

“I've got the stuff here ! exclaimed
Bunter indignantly. “1 Lknew wou
fellows were going up the river, and I
know ”Fuu’d got bungry after a row,

“Well, my only hat!”” exclaimed Bob

herry in amazement. “ Do mine aged
vars deceive me, or iz Bunter offering to
whack out o spread 7

“0Oh, really, Charry! Look hera!®

The chums of the Remove looked—

in astonishment !

Bunter opencd the bag! Good
things—qguite attractive thinre—wars
revealed ! There was o large cakel
There weore doughouts!  There were
am tarts!  There was a bunch of
ananag, Thore were bottles of pinger-
pop! Thera were other good things.
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If Billy Bunter had laid in that
suppiy of tuck as a treat for his friends
in the Remove, it looked as if his
colebrated tel order must bave come
at last—and as if it had beon a postal
order of unusval magnitude!

“Look " gasped Bunter. :

“Aly  only summer bonnet!™ =a1d
Johnny Bull. * Where did you get all
that tuck, Bunter? Whose 13 11!

“Ha, ha, hal.

“Oh, really, Bull! I'm standing a
pienic 1" explained Dunter. “Glad 1
cavrht yvou in time ! Pull in—take me on
beard, you fellows!  We'll picnic on
Popper's Tsland, what? ut don't
waste Hme ™

The fellows in the boat looked dubious,

Certainly it scemed rather ungrateful
to refuse a generous offer like thia. If
Billy Bunier, in posscssion of such a
supply of tuck, had hurried after them
with the generous intention of whacking
1t out with them, it was very decent of
DBunter. And. as a matier of fact, thosa
excellent things looked rather tempting.
A pull up; the river on a breezy spring
dﬂg wasy likely to make fellows hunpry.

What about it?"” asked Bob, glaneing
round at lis comrades. “‘This 1z rather
decent of Bunter.™

“The decentfulness is terrifie,” agreed
[Turree Jamset Ram Singh.  “Let us
take the estcemed and ridiculous Bunter
on boardfully.”

“T zay, you fellows, pull in.” Rilly

unter cast an anxious blink over his
shoulder. " That beast may be along
any minnte,”

“Eh! What beast?” asked Harry.

“That beast Smithy! Do buck up!”
urged DBunter.

'‘he Famous Five stared ag him. The
reason of  Billy  Bunter’s hot  haste
dawned on their minds.

“Have you been pinching Smithy's
tuck, yvou fat villain?" roared Johony
Bull.

“ O, really Byll—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Bob. “1 heard
that Smithy was going up the river
with Redwing this afternoon, on a jolly
old picnic. That’s the picnie.”

“*I'ain’t 1" howled Bunter. “I nover
found thiz bag in Smithy's sindy, 1
never dodged into his study while he
was gone to look for Redwing,
haven't been in his study at all”

“Push off " said Harry Wharten,
langhing.

“[ say, yvoun fellows—="’

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Smithy ! chuckled Dob.

- Round the corner of the boathouse
came a running jumior. It was Herbert
Vernon-8mith—and hizs face was red,
and hiz eves glinting.

vidently the Bounder had mizsed tha
bag of tuck from his study. lLividently,
a9 s00n oy he bhad miszed 1, he had
thought of Bunter! Tellows always did
think of Bunter, if they missed tuck!
It was ona of those injustices that often
and often fel} to Dilly Bunter’s lot.

“8tap ! yelled the Bounder, as he
eome in sight and spotied the Owl of
the Hemove on tho raft.

Dilly Buntor blinked round in alarm.

“Oh Jor't I swy, you fellows, pull
in!" shricked Bunter. *1 say, rezcue!
I saw, yon beastz, horry up—""

“1Ta, ha, ha 1™

The boat did not pull in. Harry
Wharton & Co knew the onigin now of
Billy Bunter's unusual E'lii'Ji?E:." of tuek,
and they had no intention of helping
the prub-raider of thn Romove to cseapo
with hiz plunder. They rvested on their
cars and watehed, with grinning {oces.

“1 say, you fellowa——""

The Bounder eame on like lchrmng,
Dilly Bunter turped round arnd blinked
at him in terrified alarm. The fat Owl

flere comes

waz nob going to be taken in the boat,
and there was no other cseape for hiwm.
In a feol-race with Smithy he had about
as mgeh chanee as o torboise against a
hiare.

“Oh erikey I'" masped DBunter.

The bag of tuck dropped from his fab
hand. Ho was fairly caughe between
the devil and the deep sea, a3 it were.
The river was on oue side; the Bounder
on the other.

Billy Dunter's
together.

*1—I—1 say, Smithy—"" he gaszped.

Vernon-Smith did not speak. is
cves gleamed az Lie charged across the
vaft at Bunter.

lie was barely ip time to savo his
raided tuck., but he was thinking less
of the tuek than of giving the far Owl
the punching he deservad.

Bmithy was not a8 good-tempered
fellow, and thar hot chaso down fo the
river had not improved hiz temper. o
come streight at Bunter with gleaming
eves and clenched fsts, and the fat Owl
fairly quaked.

“Hold on. Bmithy I'” shiouted Wharton
from the boat. “Draw it mild, old
man ! Don’t barze him into the water IV

“Mw esteemed Smithy—" exclaimed
Hurree Bingh.

The Bounder did not heoed.

It was clearly his intention to punch
Dunter on the very edge of tho raft,
and there was no deubt that ihe fat Owl
would go headlong into the water when
he captured the punch. Bunter cer-
tainly desorved punishment, but not to
that extent. in the opinion of the
Famous Five. But the Bounder, as
usnunl, was utterly rvepardless of any

opinion bur hiz own
as  the Dounder

Bunter  guaked
charged at him. In cheer torror he

dodged desperntely. hitting out blindly
with both hands. He harely eluded the
Rounder’s rosh. and  Vornon-Smith
hardly saved lmmsslf from pitclhing into
the water. He was on the very odga
af the raft when Buanter'a fat {ists smoto
bim and he stagpered over the edgo,

Splash !

“(Oh. mv hat "™ velled Bob Cherry, as
the Haonnder splashed in.

“Ez. ha, ha"

Billy Runfer hlinked in terror at tho
widening cireloe on the water where the
Bounder had gane .

Smithy was in no danger;: he ecould
swim like a fish, But he had disap-
peared under the surfaco. and Bunter
vealised what wounld hanpen when he
serambled nut. For an instant he gazed
at ithe glistenine water, then, forgeiful
overn of the haz of tuck. Rilly Bunter
tnrnced and racedd away. He was vanishe-
ing over the horizon a: the Rounder
cama up splutterine and zasping.

———

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Smithy Asks tor It !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. cdged
ithe bnat in. They wero langhs
g s the Bounder’s  dizastep

rather entertained them  1le had
fully intended to barge Bunter into the

fat knees knocked

water—and he hod gone in himself,
instead of Dnnter.
Amithy's Fface was furiouz 28 it

oraerged from the Sark: but the fellows
in the boat saw the comic side of the
incident, whirh was quite lost on
Smiithy. [owever, they wero willing to
help, and they edoed in io give the
Bounder a hand,

Vernon-Smith splutiered wildly. That
sucdden. mvaluntary dive had taken him
deep. But he did not need help. Hae
clulched at the rafr and sorambled out,

{Continued on page 12.)
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2-PAGE ATLAS

IN FULL COLOURS.

Your Editor’s Stupendous Offer to YOU !

WONDERFUL, banz up-to-date Atlas, printed on art paper and strongly bound, dealing with cvery country
in the world, is something that every modern boy should have. Mere is your chance to obtain a really fine one.
“ Phe Modern Atlas of the World,” illustrated here, confains no less than Thirty-tiwo Plafes in full colours—and
you can make it yours by collecting only eight coupons.

That’s easily the best offer FOU bave ever struck ! 1!

ONLY EIGHT COUPONS REQUIRED.

On page 27 of this 1ssue you will find & special Coupon, bearing the value of 5 points. Every week {for four more
weeks a similar Coupon will appear in Maaxer and also in * Modern Boy ” and * Gem.” Ivery one of theso Coupons
will have the same value—five points. In order to obtain this superb “ Modern Atlas of the World,” all you have
to do is to collect eight Coupons, giving o lotal value of 40 points.

Actuat size of HOW TO COLLECT THE

Gbtes s G} tna gt COUPONS.,
wide by 8 ins. e

To make sure of getting all tho
Conpens appearing in the Magxer,
vour first step should be to give your
newsagent a definite order to deliver
the Maoxer to you regularly. If you
rely upon buying it Tiaphazard from
week to week you will very likely miss
a copy, and thercby spoil your oppor-
tunity of getting this grand Atlas

Ever{ regular render commeneing
his collection this week will get five
¢f the necessary Coupons, totalling 25
points, by the end of the scheme.
Threo additional Coupons, or another
15 points, are, bowever, veguirad, and
these can, of eourse, be obtained by
buying three copies of “Gem "™ or
) “Modern Boy " some time during the
AR ran of the Coupons.

-h Remember, the Coupons will be in
Amm,,ii the Maewer, “Modern Eoy," and
: “Gem ' for the next four wecks—and
HHHN you have to colleet only eight of them
Hi EHEE altogether—surely a very small effort
+135%

to make to obtain posscssion of this
; magnificent Atlas!

POINTS TO REMEMBER.

All the Coupons will count the same
|  —5 points ench—so that you can take
, them from any of the three papers
l mentioned.

At the end of this scheme—which
started in last week's MaonET—0
special Application Form will be pub-
lished, to Le filled in with your name
nnd address and forwarded, together
with the cight Coupons you have
i eollected

l I will publish in due course the
A1

address of the Department to which
your Application Form and Coupous
shrounld Eu forwarded in order to
"l' obtain the Atlas. ‘

IiMHI When you thiunk it over you will

i see that this is an amazingly good
i offer, boys, so give your neweagent a
i reonlar order for your Macwrr to-day.
!|5 and start eollecling  Liose  eight

e e i f:l..llt]'lﬂl'lﬂ l'i.'_-:-'“'l.lt- ﬂ.'n-\'fl}".

-_.._.__:_“;m—“_z':::‘.m;_' 'ILIIE ]T.IDT!.I.‘{'.R.
THERE 1S A COUPOMN—VALUE § POINTS—0ON PAGE 27. CUT IT OUT AND KEEP IT BY YOU!




12
WIBLEY'S WONDERFUL WHEEZE !

(Continued from page 10.)

drenched and dripping and panting with
rage.

“Wot, old bean " asked Bob.

“The wetfulness sceims to be terrifie.”

Vernon-Smith gouged water from his
eyes snd glared round for Bumter, The
flecing, fat figure had disappeared
E]B:,"l:iﬁd the boathouse. Ho glared at the
grinning fellows in the boat,

“Where's Bunler 7 he roared,

“Gone 1" chuckled Nugent,

“Tho goncfuliess is preposterous,”

“¥You rolters|  Which way did ho
o ! ponted the Bounder. “1'H smash
hi“E]’E I—=I—=T1'll— Which way did he
Eﬂ“ Never mind Bunter, old nut,” said
the captain of the Remove soothingly.
“¥You'd better cut in and change; you'll
catch o cold at this rate—-~"

“JMind your own business!” yapped
the Boundoer.

Wharton shrugeed lus shoolders.
C0h, all righe! Give way, you moen;
time we were off.™

The oars dippad.

“Which way did Dunler po,
rotters " velled the Bounder.

In tho present state of Smithy's
temper the Famous Five did not con-
sider it judicious to point ont the way
Bunter had gone. No doubt tho {fat
pilferer deserved o whopping, but not
such o whopping as he was likely to get
if the Bounder had got hold of him just
then.

Instead of answering, therefore, the
chums of the Remove pulled away in
the boat up the Sark. leaving Smithy to
find Bunter if he could.

Herbert Vernon-Smith shook a savage
fist after them and then tramped away
in scarch of Bunter.

It would have been wise to take
Wharton's advice and cut in and chaungo
his clothes. After a hot chase a sudden
dip in iey ecold water was rather dan-
erous, and there was a keen, cold wind
lowing. But the Bounder was too
furicus to think of that, Whether
Bunter had gone wp or down ilie bank,
or headed for the school, the Bounder
did not know, but e was determined to
find Lim before he attended to anything
else,

_“8Been Bunter?' he shouted, a3 ho
51%}}1;-3:1 Wibley wear the boathouse,

ibley glanced at him and grinned.

:‘Fallen in?"’' he azked.

= r"Er.i"&ﬂmid | H:n:ia you seen Buanter 87

@581 he passed me going up to th
school. Whnil:—” SRS °

The Bounder had passed Wihley the
next moment at abour sixty miles per
hour. He left Wililey staring.

:LEII.?]HII a wet trail behind him, and
with sguelching shoes, the Bouwnder ran
back to the school. Tom Redwing ealled
to him in the guad.

“Bmithy | What—"

:: Seon Tiulntcr i

Yoes; he's pone into the Yonss, Rut
what—"

Vernon-Smith hurtled into the ITouse,
Redwing. staving, followed him . But
the infuriated Dounder left his cloun far
behind.,  Dunter had evidently hunted
cover—and tho Bounder could puress
whero,

The door of Study WNo 7 was loecked
on the inside when Hovbert Vernon-
Bmith reached it,

He wrenched at the door-handle and
then hammered on the deor.

“Buntor I he roaredd.

:‘ﬂw ' eamo a  {at
within.

“Puntor, vou fat roftopr—">
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enqueak {rom

“Ow! I'm not here!" gasped Bunter.
“I—I—I'm somewhere else, Smithy!
Oh dear 1™

“ Lot me in, von far blighter I' yelled
Smuithy.

“No jolly fear!” gpazped Bunter.

“1'll smash you—"

“ Beast 1"

“Bmithy, old man 7 Tom Tirel-
wing arrived, breathless.  “What the
thump !

*“ Look at moe "’ panted the Bounder,
“That fat seoundrel’s gi'ﬂt me o duckine !
I'm drenched! Atchooooooh 1™ Lo
broke off with a snceee.

“My dear chap, for pooduess’ sale,
cut up to the derm angd change " enid
Redwing anziously. *You're catching
& cold—"

“ Atchoogooh-cooccon I The Bounder
sneczed again. “By gad, I'll smash
that fat rotter ! [—I—1"{l—"*

“¥You're catching a cold—"*

“0Oh, shut up 1’

“{Go away, vou beast ! gasped Bunter
from the safe side of the door. “CGo
awey, you rotter! T'H jolly well come
out end lick you if you bang on my
study door !™

HE8mithy,"” exelaimoed Dedwing,
"don't ke on ass! Do von want to Lo
latd ap on Boolwood day "

That reminder  helped
Bounder to check hus rage  Another
prolonged sneczo also helped.  Vernon-
Smith bestowed a last kick on the door
aof Study No. 7, scowled at Redwing,
and tramped away

He camo down from the dormitory a
quarter of an hour later changed inte
dry clothes. But the harm had been
donc; his nose was red and his eyes
were watery and he was coughing and
$Hﬂ&zmi~ Redwing gave him an anxious
fook. He could sce that his chivm was
beoked for a bad ceold, though Smithy
was not disposed to admat 1t himself.

“Well, are we going up tho viver?”
growled Bmithy

“Neoe—we're jolly well not!™ snapped
Bedwing,.  “You'ro coming inte the
study, and I'm making up a jolly good

Filios

i Rﬂt 1

“¥You've got a ecold—"

“1 haven't—atchooooch—oooh !
a trifling—atechooooh—oooli—ooop !
as fit as a choo-hoocoooop—ooop |

The DBouwnder struggled with a fit of
viplent sneczing,

Redwing  dragped
Na. 4 in the Remove. LEven the aongry
and obstinate Bounder had to admit
that he was not in o state for going up
the river! Had he acied pmm[;t]y and
sensiblv after gotting that ducking, he
might have avoided the cold—but ho
wias fardy in the prip of 1t now. Red-
wing urged him to go to the House-
dame, but the Dounder sulkily refused,
with the fear of “sanny ™ bofere his
cves. But it bhooted nat! ITe remained
m hig study G calling-over, and then he
had to go down to Hall.

And when Mye. Quelch, who tock tha
roll, ealled hiz nume, the Boundor icl
not answer "adaom,” as uwzaal. His
answer was unexpecied ol =urprising,

“ Atchonnooonoi [

Alr. Queleh looked aornzs ot i,

Y Vernon-Seath !

‘“ Atchoooooh-cooo-oooooop 1™
ithe DBoonder.

MMe, Queleh frownod.

*Yon have a cold, Yernon-Smith—a
bad eall! Go ta Ares Kichbile at onece.™

Sncezing and seowhine, the Dounder
tranped  out of Iall. Ale.  Qusleh,
frowning, went on with the roll. Yhen
the school was dismiseod aftor call-over,
the Remove [ellows il not zen Snuthy
again] They leavned that e had been
promptly transferred lo the sanatorium

the angry

Jish
I'm

him into Study

snenzed
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—which news was walcome at least to
Williamm George Bunter. 8o long as
Smithy was in sanny, Bunter was =aio
from reprisals, and the fat Owl
charitably hoped that Smithy's cold
would last a long, long time!

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Held to his Word !

L N Bunter!” sugpgoested
Johnny Bull.
Harry Wharton granied.

Kicking Bunter might le
solacing, but 16 was not really belpful.
On  the: Monday in March Harry
Wharton was worried.

Un Wednesday the Reoliwooders wero
coming over. And the Remove inside-
right was laad up 1o “senny © with o
cold—a bad cold; a cold that elung to
him lovingly, and evidently dil not
imtend to leave him; a cold that Iooled
like Jasting almost as long as oven Billy
mnter could have desived.

Tho ecaptam of the Hemove waz not
wasting  muech  sympathy on  Smithy
pevsonally. A fellow  who ehose to
idulpe 2 reckless and violent Lemper
could take what was coming to him.
But Smithy was wanted in the Rook-
wood game. He was one of the very
best men in the teamn; and in o game
with Rookwood the Remnove neceded
their vory best men.

So far [rom wasting sympaihy on
=mithy, Wharton was Teeling inelined
to kick him for getting crocked jusk
before a big mateh.

Bmithy it was cortain now, would not
Le able to play. He would be growling
and scowling in saonny on Woednesday
afternoon, while the Remove men wero
rlaving Rookwood. It was a question
of tilling his place. And ihero really
was no man to fill the Bouuder's place
adeguately.

It was a knotty problem for the ecap-
lain of the Remove., IHe was thinkin
it over, after class on Monday., Prank
Nugent, from maoment to moment, gavo
him rather curious looks. Nugent was
not in the cleven; but if a man was
wanted to take Smithy's place, rank
was 48 good as any man available.
Naturally he was keen to play in tho
match. e admitted that ho  was
nowhere near the Bounder’s form; still,
somebody  had to take Smithy's placo
in the front line.

“If that chap Valentine hacu’t left,”
miuttered Wharton disconsolately, I
could have put him in at half, and
slufted DBrowney inte the front lige ™

“But he has left ! said Frank.

“That silly ass Smithy! Ile neodn't
have caught that cold—=""

“But he has!™ remarked Franl.

“YWho the dickens 15 pome ini™
srrowled Wharton, * Ruszell, Newland,
{[‘.rﬁsrm}m!, or you, Frankv? We con't
afford n weak spot, plaving men Jike
Jimmy Silver & Co.”"

Nugont made o primace. ITe Lad a
creat respeet for his slapper’s judgment;

wit, personally. he would wnot have
dJozeribod himself as a weak szpol.
“That ass  Smithy! That 1diot

Bunter 1 prowled Whavton,

“Rick Dunter!™ sugrested  Johnoay
Dull again,

“The pair of them euzht o bhoe
Lkicked! Dnother them both? The faet
iz, we want Santhy e plave ad o
can’t play, and—— Ok Llow 1"

Wibkley of the Remove strelled nornss
fo the Famous Five, az they wialked in
1he guad disensang thiz knotty problem,
There wis a faintly hopefud expivazion
nn Wiblev's faco,

Wib had Boon feeling down on hia
lngk Jately., TIiis football cluitis were
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Vernon-Smith was on the very edge of the raft when Bunles's 1ac s> smote Dum, and no stagzgered backwards nto the

viver. Splash !
derided. IDs boxing had excited only
merriment. Dven his impersonation of
Mossoo--a thing that Wibley could do,
nnd do woll=had ended i dizaster.

Now, bowever, Willinon Wibley was
focling rather hopeful sgumin, A man
had to be dropped out of the eleven;
there was a wvacant place. There was
noe lirst-cluzs man available 1o G11 that
place. Wib, indeed, regardad himself
e n lirst-closs man, bt he bhad to admt
that he had that belief all to himself,
But cven if Wharton cliose to vegard
him as a second-rate man=—well, ho had
to play a second.rate man now. Surely
this was a chance for Wibley.

He rather wonderod it Wharton had
not thought of him already. Dut
Wharton, obviously, hadn't. So Wibley
decided to remind the caplain of the
FForm of his existence.

“Chango for ms, old bean, what?”
asked Wibley.

Wharton glanced at him,

“Fh, what? Don't bother now, old
man; I'm thinking.'

* About thse Hockwond gamoi™

“"Yes: cut ofl” 1 _

“You want a man!” said Wibley.

“T know that, ass, now that howling
dummy Smithy's got himsclf crocked 1"

“Well, what about me?’

“¥oul Don't be an ass!"

Wibley breathed hdrd.

“] can play football, I suppose®” he
said. “You want & man! Smithy’s
out of it. What about piving me his
place ™ _

The captain of the Remove gave a
snort. . :

At any other time, when less worricd
with pressing problems, he would have
ami]{:ry and piven a tolerant answer,
though wundoubtedly & negntive one.
But he was wu::rried? and troubled now,
snd had no tolerance to waste on a
follow who couldn’t sce what every
other fellow in the Form could see.

“For poodness’ sake don't be a silly

azs 1" he exchapved ™ Yes, you can
fhtgr football rather better than Bunter,
suppose. A Little betrver than Ceker
of the Fifth! Are vou ass cnough flo
think that we can carry a passcngor in
a pame with Jimmy Bilver's erowd ¥

Wibley's eyes gleamed.

* Admitting that yeu're the beginning
and the end of foothall wizdom,” he
soid saceazbically. “Siill, vou've got to
rlay somchody. You've got what wou
think the pick of the Form in the leam
alreads, don’t agric =

“You necdn't ™

“My esteemed Wibley—" murmured
IMurree Singh.

“Oh, let a chap :peak!™ enapped
Wiblov. " There's a vaeant place in the
tcam. You've pot to pick & man fo
fill it, Wharton [f vou're thinking of
]‘h'll%-l-il!g” in MNuogent becanse he's your
pal—

“Go and eat colie!™

“I'm a better mwan at Sgccer than
Nugent, I suppose 7' hooted Wibley.

“ I darg say yon suppose so!" rrowled
the captain of the Remove,  ** Butb
vou're the only fellow in the Form who
docs. Nugent is worth ten of you "

*“Then you're playing Nugent?™

1 haven't deaided yet. There's three
or four fellows to think af.”

*Am 1 one of thomn¥

"MNo,” roarced Wharton, “yvou're not!
Now eut off, and don't hother & man
who's got something to think out[”

Wibley clenched his hands, his irc
rising. Ilo looked as if he were
etrongly tempted 1o try his luck at

bozing again in zpite of the disastrous
result of the affair in the study, Dob
Cherry gave lnm a playful push on the
chest, and he staggered back

“Don't play the goat, old man,” snid
Bob  amicably “Blick  to your
theatricals and dressimp op, and s0 on.
We'll all stand round and cheer nest
tima wvou play Hamlet or DMachethl
Dut don't be a goat |

Bunter blinked in terror, while the Famous Five looked on, highly amused.

And the Faunous Five walked on,
leaving Wibley planing efter them with
a hostile and mdignant glare.

Firidently there was no chance for
William Wibley., Tliere wos o vacant
pluce in the team. but Wik hiad ne
chanee of filling it. He tramped nway
with a Lnitted brow His indignation

was deep, but there was no help for
it-—the foolball raptain's word  was
law.

hr. Quelch, fooking irom his study
window, beckoned to Harry Wharton,
The other fellows walked on, and
Wiarton stopped under the window.

“Vernon-Smith desires to speak to
you in the sanatoriem, Wharton,"” said
the Remove master * You may. if you
choose, sco him for a [ew minutes™

“Yes, sir,” said Harry: and ho lost
no time in repaining to sanny, whero
Lie was admitted to see the Bounder,

What Vernon-Smith wanted to gee
Liim for, he could not guess, Sm ﬁ
coertainty was not o fellow to sce
svmpathy or condolonces.

Wharton wondered  whether  the
Dounder was not, afier all, so hard hit
as had been supposed, and whoether it
wns barely peossible that he might bo
alile tea Nne up with the Remove on
Waodnesday )

But that idea wns quite banished trom
his mind when he saw the Bounder.
Smithy was in the throes of sn abeo-
lutely ~ rotten cold, which undoubtedly
would have spreud all through the
Bemove had hn not Leen isolated Ho
blinked dismally at Wharton with
watery eves, and spoke in a rracked and
husky woice. Obvicusly thprﬂ‘ were &
good many days mm “sanny 7 still ahead
of the hapless Bounder.

“Don’t get too near—you don't want
it 1* gronked Simithy, with a sardonic
grin. “What about Wednesday. Whar-
toni You can't play me.”

(Continued on page 16.)
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“Yoz—and he’ll be jolly glad to play.

I, 1§ vou agres. I'll let him know—lois
3 of time before Wednesday to let him
know He will be coming on his motor-

J bike—and I'll tell him to pack on his

{(Conttnued frem page 13.)

" Rather
“Rorry to ses vou like this, old manp——"

nat agread Wharton.

“Jeave that outl You want an
inside-right.”

“T'1l find one somewhere.”

“You've forgotten what you said the
other day!" sneered Bmithy, “My
cousin Ginger’s comin’ here on Wednes-
day. That's fixed. I shan't be able to
52 hiro—]1 don’t want to hand him
this.”

“1f he comes all tha same, we'll loock
after Inm for guu--—"

“Play him!

"Eh?"

“That's what you said—you'd play
him if 1 stood out! Well, I'm standing
out—lying out, at least.”

Wharton, standing by the bedside,
gtared down at the Bounder. Heo had
forgotten all about Smithy’s eousin from
Northumberland—he had plenty to thinlk
of, without bothering about Smithy's
relations. Evidently the Bounder had
not forgotten what had been said on the
subject.

e captain of the Remove coloured
with vexation.

It was like Smithy—to hold a man
down to & careless word like this|
Wharton had szid that he would play
the red-haired man if Smithy stood out
for him—being perfectly well aware that
no  consideration  whatever  would
make Smithy stand out to make room
for another fellow. And, if it camea to
that, Smithy was not standing out now
—he was knocked out by accident.

"You want & gfood man,” croaked
B8mithy. “Look here, I give you my
word he s as good a maen as vou could
want. Thore's some old papers in my
study, with reports of Hexham Hill
goemes—you'll find my cousin mentioned
in them—he's o first-class man, and a
wonderful goal-getter—Redwing  will
ﬂva vou the papers, and vou cnn Bea

r yourself! Let Dick Vernon-Tracy
take my place on Wednesday—you won't

sorry for it."'

Wharton stood silent.

The Bounder was pinning him
down—and he did not like being pinned
down. Still, he considered the mattor.
1f Bmithys opinien of his cousin’s

owars was well-founded, the advent of

inger on Wednesday would, in fact,
get the Remove team out of the difli-
nu]t:y in which they had been placed by
Smithy getting crocked. An(f Smithy,

aiter all, could judge a man’s form at
Soccar—he was no fool.

“You think he's up to your
Bmithy "

“1 kpow he is.

“Fve got no other man in tho same
etreat with you.” said Wharton slowly.
“1f you're right—"

“Lool at the papors I've told you of
—reports ol Hexham Hill matches.
You'll fina that he's the big noise at
Eoccor at his school.”

“He's sure to turn upi”

Toe MaeNer Lisrary,—No. 1,308.

form,

Soccer things——"

Wharton thought it over.

He did ot want to pla
the Remove team;

an outsider

ka ut Smithy's

cousin might be admitted fo have somao

claim to replace Smithy, at Smithy's
request. After all. it was one sclution

to the problem that had been worrying

the captain of the Remove. the
follow really war Smithy’s equal at tho
game. it was indeed rather a catch to
get hold of him on Rookwood day.

“Is it a go?” asked the Bounder.

“T'll look st the papers you spoke
of—and let you know,"” answered Harry
Wharton at last,

“RBefore the last post goss then!”
grunted the Bounder. “'Cut off I

Wharran went back to the House in a
thoughtful mood. .

He went at once to Study No. 4 in
the Remove. where he found Redwing
Tom Redwing, who had visited the
Bounder in sanny that day, had
evidently been told: for he had the
copies of the WNorthumberland local
papers ready for inspection, open at the
reports of the Hexham Hill Bchoo!
EANOS

Wharton ran his eye over them, and
ha to  ardmit that ha was satisfied
R. Vernon-Tracy was referred to a good
many times: it was clear that he was a
good man and & goal-wetter—in fact,
the very man that was wanted to fll
thr wacant place in the Remove Eleven
on Hookwond day.

Wharton felt a sense of relief.

He wne glad to be able to gratify
the Bounder, in his present deplorable
and dizappointed state. At the same
time. eranting the Bounder’s reguest
got the Remove team out of the diffi-
cultr Bmithv had landed it in. He laid
down the papers and caught Redwing’s
eye. Redwing smiled.

“T'm sening Smithy apain after ten ®

he said, “What shall T tell him?"
“Tell him its a go!™ answered
Harry,

And a “go” it was,
The Limit!
HR VERNON-TRACY 1
LF
“What rot |#
“Not g Greviriars man ”

THE TENTH CHAPTEE.
“Who the thump's that®"
¥ 8mithy's cousin.’
' There are good men outside Grog-
friars. my beloved ‘earers|* gaid Bob

Cherry. “ Admittedly we are the ealt
of the earth: nevertheless, there ars
good men outside this jolly old
echocl.™

:‘%ili:: ass 1" prunted Russell,
‘Utter robt 1™ said Bolsover rmajor
“Wharton's an asap” hics

*A howling asa if yo : " gl
u ask mo ™ g
Hazeldene said

* Nobedy asked you, s idp
hummed Boh Uharr:;; S e amd ]

It was Tuesday and the foothgl] list
was posted up in the Rag.

Ten names were already [airly certain,
but there had only been rumours. so
far, about the eleventh man.

There wers fow follows in the Remove
wito were not keen to play Roskwood.
It was o big match for the Romove—
and it was the last big mateh of (he
BE2500.

been glad to figure in thet game—even

Even Billy Bunter would have B
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Lord Mauleverer would have exerted
himself t~ the extent of lining up on such
gn occazion had hiz lordship's Bervices
besen in reguest. Iven slackers like
Skinner and Snoop would have jumped
at the chance.

But certain men were foregone conclu-
gions in such & match. Cuoly Squiff was
to be relied on to kesp goal against
the men from kwood. On lesser
occasions Hazel might play in goel; but
orainst Rookwood the  Australian
junior was the only man.

Johnny Bull and Mark Linley had to
ba the full-backs—that went without
Eajfiugl. Bob Cherry. Tom Brown, and
Penfold had to be the halves, if thoy
ware in form=—and they wera! Harr
Wharton had to be contre-forward.
Toddy and Ogilvy had to be on the left
wing ; Hurree Singh and Smithy on the
right—only Smithy wasn't available.
He was the only one of the tried and
trusty brigade who was crocked. So the
onlv real amuestion was. who would take
Smithy’s placet And every fellow,
almost. who was not already in the
team  nourished a hope that he might

ba salected.

Felinws  like Russell. and Micky
Desmond, and Frank Nugent, and
Morgan, mnd Monty Newland, had

claims. Had the vacant place been a
full-back’s, David Morgan would have
had it on the spot. But it was a winger
that was wonted—and the choice was
expected to lie among three fellows—
Nugent. Ruesell, and Newland—with
possibly Williamr Wibley as a fourth
choice.

So the mame of I. Vernon-Tracy in
the toam did not please all parties.

Even Nugent, loyal chom as he was,
felt just a little sore.  He was not a
fellow to press his elaims like Wibley:
and certainly he did not expect the
skipper to place friondship before foof-
ball in a Bocerr pame

Still. this man Vernon-Tracv was a
stranger—nobody at Grevfriars had
ever even seen him except his cousin
Smithy. And it was stretching a point
to play him in a Groviriars team,
Frank could not help fecling, o little,
that Wharton need not have stretched
that point—with preity good material
closer at hand

Nugent folt that o little—Russell and
MNewland felt it a lobl Bolsover major,
who had no more ehance of playing for
Groyiriars than for England. snorted
with indignation. Hazel sncered and
shrugged his shoulders. But the most
indipnant fellow who read that list in
the Rag was William Wibley.

Wihlay's face was pink with wrath,

If he had bern set aside for any other
Remove man. or even a OGreyfrizras
recruit from eoother Form, it would
have been bad snough. DBut to be set
aside for a fellow he bad never even
heard of, and who had never been seon
in the school at &l.. was too much |

“1 say. you fellows. thiz is rather
thiek I deelared Billy Bunter, as he
biinked at the list through his big
spectacles. *'Wo need to go outside the
school to find « man to play!”

“MNona at all!” growled Bolsover
major “Plenty of good men here {*

“Well. T don’t know about plenty !
gaid Bunter blinkmg at him. “But
there's at least one good man that
Wharton alwavys passes over.”

“Ha never gives me a chance”
aszented Bolsaver. “At a time like
this—I think be might. But he won't,

of course.”
“Fh! I didn't mean you!" said
unter. "1 was thinking of myself—="

“You fat idiot1*
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“Oh, really. Bolsover—=2

“Ha, ha, hat

“1 suppose Smithy's wangled this
gomohow,” growled Russell. *1 heard
that ho wanted to wedge his preeiwous
cousin into the team, and Wharton
wasn't taking any! Now he's pot away
with it.”

“It's cheelk 1" paspod Wibley.

“Rot, old man ! said Tom Redwing.
“8mithy’'s Cousin Ginger—ho ealls him
Ginger—is a big noise ot footer in his
own school. Wharton's right |

“I tell you it's check ! roared
Wibley. “Groyfriars men  pushed
aside to make room for a nobody from
nowhere 1*

“Just like Wharton's cheek 1 agreed
Bolsover. ™ Look here, ho would have to
elimb down and chuck it if tho fellows
made him! The tcam onght to raise
ebjections !

A NECESSARY RULE !

'WE had o most interesling lefter in
I uy post-bag this week my reply te
which will, I think, prove of grent
interest to all ©* Mametites,” It refers

to a rnle concerning the traosfer of ployers,
which thousandls of peoplo whoe resularly
watch big footholl matehes do not appear Lo
konow. The sixteenth of RMarch B an
impoartant day in tho calenda of the foot-
ball season, because it macks the beginning
of what mizht be called the * ¢lose timo ™
for the transfor of players. No player
gigned on by a biz League club after the
sixteenth of Marcll con play in o League
match for that club in that seasoun
withont tho speeial consont of the
Foothall Leacue Management Committea.

Thera aro some interesting points
epnnected with this Aloreh sixtecn rule.
A lot of people think that o club connot
gign on 8 new player after that date.
Buch a view is wrong., 'The Management
Commistee does not step in to prevent
transfuora during the closing weeks of the
senson.  Whot it docs is to decide whether
alpln r thus signed on shall bs allowod to
play for his now club.

n effect, the actual working of thia rulo
8 vory simploe,

The Managemeont Convnitlee does
not, in principle, allow o -plager
gigired on after the closing date to
play i any matell the reswit of
wihich nright possibly affect the big
proilems af the scasxon snch ax
clhampionships, promofion onod
relegation.

Lot mo give o supposititious case to
gliow how the rule would be worked.

Here is A club in o *enfo ™ position
about the ecntro of the Lengue table
gigning on o player after the sixtocnth
of Mavch. They would bo allowed 1o
play such a man in their team if they
were mecting ancther ¢lub gimilarly plaged
—thut 18 onothor club wilhout Leapmuo
hopes or fenrs.  Bub the now player would
not be allowed to play for the club in the
micldla of the tablo if they were mevting
opponenta who wero in the ronning for o
vhampionship, or who were i dapgor of
teleeation.

This rule iz recarded wvery scriuuslif
by the powers whoe control biz feotball
L cememnber, for exomple, thet threo
geasonyd  or 80 oo Htockport Couanty
actuaily etonoit, on March sixteen, Joo
staith, the player wheo had twies captainecd
Belton Wanderers in Cup Finals.  Stock-
port Uounly wers in the ranning  for
promofion from the Northern Thicd, and
they pliyed Sinilh in a Leasoo mateh
withont  thoe consent of e Foothall
Leagua.  lis registration as a Stockport
Mayer hat not been reecived or accepted
vy thowa. And heeauss they played

. "Rata!” mid soveral voices—belong-
ing to members of the team.

Mon who were in the happy position
of having beon picked out to play did
not scem to have any serious fault to
find with the football captain!

“Isn’t his jolly old Magnificenco
monarch of all he surveys? grinned
Bkinner. "Doesn't he keep Remove
games in hiz waisteoat pocket?™

“Oh, cheese it, Skiguer!” growled
Bob.

“1t’s cheek I” shouted Wibloy, ““And
I’nr1“ jolly well poing to tell Wharton
50

Do him good " said Russell.

“Going to whop Wharton again, old
bean " asked Micky Desmond. * Suro
if you're going to whop hum again, T'Il
bring along a cushion from the study
for you to fall on !

*“Ha, ha, ha ™
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Wibley did not “whop® Wharton
again. Whopping Wharton had turned
out to be more pamful for the whopper
than for the whoppee! But he went
along to Study No. 1 to toll tho captain
of the Remove what he thought of him.

1To stood in the doorway of Study
No. 1, telling him for ochout ten
minutces,

What he thought of him was fright-
fully uncomplimentary, and he told ﬁim
at considerable lenpth—without, how-
cver, ruffling Wharton’s equanimity to
any great extent. [ndeed, the captain
of tho Removo preserved & emiling face
all through the tirade. Ila was still
smiling when Wibley. out of bLreath,
slammed the door and stalked u.wa.{;
Natwithstanding William Wibley's
indignation and the annoyance of two
or three other fellows. it was settled
(Continued on next page.)

15 YOUR SOCCER QUERY ANSWERED HERE ?

than whean ho

Smith without permission Btockport
County had two points deducted from
their total.

A UNIQUE EXPERIENCE |

HE objeot of this March sixteen
E rule will probably he obvious
to most of my readers.

It was put on the booeks to provend
ctubrs which were aut for promotion,
or in danger of velegation, siyeing on
players duving the last few weeks of
the season, oand thus' stealing o
muavch on their competilors.

Tho Chelsea club were respounsible for
the rule poing on the books. Some little
timn befora the War the “ Ponsioners "
were in danger of dropping inte the
Becond Division. Whon they had only
vwo or three gomos left to play, the
officinls got wvery busy and signed on
geveril new players, at biz transfer foes,
to fasist thom in the remaining matches.
Such o ecourse of action was considered
t; be nmainat the best interests of the clubs
in general, and henee the new rale which
provents the varions eluba baing moterially
strenzthened during the lost six wesks of
the season, Ineidentally, there are a lov
of people who think that the vule barring
tranaivrs should Lo brought forward to a
much earlier date in tho season, but we
can lenve that ergumentative topic for
the time being.

Talking of transters reminds me of an
experienco which has betallen o player thia
araraon, and which 1 think 3 unigun in the
mztory of footbatl. It is that of o player
playving  for  two  different  teams n
what is virtuslly the same mateh. In
the month of Decerobor Charlton Athlgtic
plaved Port Vale m o Lesguo game al
Charlron, but belore the end of the gome
play had to be abandoned owing to log.
Bofore the mateh was replayed, Oakes
had been transterred (rom Port Vale to
Chariton, and he had the experience of
playinz for that elub against Port Valo.

Shoot your EBocoar gueriea in to * Lineaman, °- .:zn The MAGNET, Tha
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, Londan, E.c
g solving knotty problems for readers.

» He's naver happisr

A DUAL TASK !

=l are always being told ¢hat
Y  there is nothimg new undoer the
sun. The oase of Qakes ia,
I think, new. And I think
anothor new thing has hnpggnad during
this season which concerna the West Ham
United club. Whon the late Mre. Syd.
Iing was not woll vnough to continue in
the position of manager Mr, Charlie
Paynter was appointed as his successor,
and he is now manager af the toam.

Hera is the strange thing about Mre.
Paynter, however : that be combines the
job of manager and trainer. He was the
trainer before he was the manaper, and be
has kopt up the training part o hia dnties
gvon sineo his new appointmant.

Belisve ma, this deubls job makes the
West Hom man very busy., [ have ssen
him early in the moroing in tho office,
immaculately dreased, dealing with the
hundred and ono things whiech erop up
concarning  the mansgement gide of &
football elub. And a coupls of hours later
I have seen Mr. Paynter in the playora®
dregsing-room, his shirt.sleeves rolied back,
massaging the injured limb of this or that
player. T wonder i the mapagor-irsiner
idea will eateh on and be adoptod by other
football clubs ' Certamly this  Weab
Ham official hna mode & succesa of the
dunl tuslk.

Following on my tatk about penalty
kicks last weeck. here comes an intereating
queation. Suppose a player tokea a
penalty kick. and booause of somo inlvinge-
ment the kick is ordered to be re-taken,
must the same player tako the second
kick 1

The answer fto the gquestion is in
the negative. There i3 no rule in
joothall which says that the same
plager wmust take the sceond kick,
and if the captain of a side wanted Lo
change the ieker whan the kick woas
ordered to be re-taken ke wonld be

qroite within his vights in dohiug 50,

LINESMAN."
Tr:g MaigxeEr Lipnany.—No, 1,308,
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that Richard Vernon-Tracy, otherwise
“Linger,” as Bmithy called Dim, was
going to play for ihe Remove on Wed-
nosday ! And that wes that |

Fellowas who dul not like it, could
only lump it—Wibloy ameng the rest.
But Wibley had his own way of lump-
ing it! After tes William Wibley was
scen to walk to the Dar with o bip
blue peneil in his hand.

Follows watchod lnm curtounsly az he
walked op to the feotball notice.

Ec{t:if‘f shouted to him:

“Wib, vou ass! Leave that alone ™

Unheeding, \Wiblay procecded to
draw a thick line through the name of
R. Vernon-Tracy, Tellows watched him
aghast,  Meddling with a football
notico posted up by the skipper was
an absolutely unheard-of thing. But
Wibley was too indiznant to think of
ihat, or to care about 1t. With a heavy
Irand he scored out the name of Herbert
Vernon-Smith's conzin.

“You silly ass!” exclaimed Ogilvy.
“Wharton will senlp you 1

“The sealpfulness will be terrific!”
gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

But the indignant Wib was not
finished yet. Under the scored-cut name
of Emithy's consin from Hexham Hiall
he wroto in another—his own!  The
juniors stared at him blankly.

“IW Wibley.”

There it was—Wibley's namo in the
list for the Rookwood pame—whero at
least William Wililey helieved that it
eught to be, if fellows had their rights!

Having written it, Wibley put the
peneil in s pockel. and stared round
definntly at the astonished TRemovites.

“UThat's that!” hin said. " That’s a
chance fer Wharten to do the right
thing. Anyhow, he will sec what I
thinl: !"

“Wait till he comes in!" chuckled
Micky Desmond. “You'll sure wish
intirely that ve'd left yere poneil in the
stoedy 1™

But Wibley, if he was rather an ass.
at least had plenty of pluck. Ile waited
coolly for Wharton to come in.

The captain of the Remove strolled
into the Rag, a hittle later, with Nugent
and Bob Cherry. The general grin on
all the faces present apprised himi that
gomething was “on.” e glaneed round
inquiringly

“Thera's an mprovement in your
footer List, old bean ! grinned Skinner.

“What the thump do vou mean?”

“Look and see!” chuckled Snoop.

“Eallo. hallo, hallo! What silly ass
has been playing tricks?” exclaimed

Bob Cherry. “Is that a joke of vours,
Wib. you duffer?”
Wharton logked at the list and

frowned.
“Who did that?” ha demanded.
“I did!” retorted Wibley.
“You checky ass!™

“Bame to you!”
"Well, rub it out! snapped
Wharten.

“Shan't 1™
Wharton's eye: glinted a little. e
was teally wery patient with Wibley—-
who, m football maiters, was a feliow to
lry any man's patience. He came to
wards the rebel, who, standing with his
back to the wall beside the natice, oyed
him with indignant deliznee.

“Will vou rub your name off that
paper, Wibloy ¥ ho asked.

“Wo, T won't 17

“Then I will—with  your checky
nose I’ said the captain of the Remove,
And e grasped William Wibkley in a
grasp of iron.

Tlhera was a struggle for 2 micate ov
two; then Wibley crumpled up. e

Lie BaGHET LisrarT.~—No. 1,308

had no chance in the prasp of the
captain of the Remove. He had, in
fact, bitten off much more than he could
masticate in defying the captain of tho
Form. He strupegled wildly, but un-
availingly. With a grip on the back of
Lits meck tho captam of the DRemove
pushed him closer and eloser to the
paper, till Wibley's unfortumate nose
was in contact with it

Then he rubbed—with Wibley's nose !

There was a well of lavghter in the
Rag!

:{'{}[a, he, f]mrf”

rerrggeh I

“Let go—wow !—oh,
Urrrggh ™
T ﬂ, il-ﬂ-} J:iﬂ. -!H

“You've asked for
chuckled Dol Cherry.
thumnp did you expect?”

“Ureeergh 1 gurgled Wibley.

Ile struggled frantically. But his
nose  was  rubbed and rubbed and
rubbed on the offending name on the
paper, fill the name of “W. Wibley ™
was fairly rubbed off. By that time
Wibley was feeling as if his noze had
been rubbed off, too!

“That will do, I think,” said Wharton
cheercfully, * Borry, ol bean: but you
musin’t meddle with football notiees!
You know that as well as I do.”

“Yurrrgpeh 1

”IIIII., ha, ha!™

Wiblew, gasping for breath. stood
rubbing hiz painful nose, whils the
captain of the Remove wrote in the
name of “R. Vernon-Trace ¥ apain.

By the time he had written it Wibley
had recovered suflicient breath to jump
at him.

But Bolb Cherry and Jehnny Bull
gmg-{fed him promptly by either arm.
Smiling, they walked him to the door,
anid sat hitn down outside the Rag.  Still
siniling, they closed the door on him.
Really, they wore saving him from
himself, though Wibley, to judge by
his looks, was not at all prateful.  With
feelings too deep for words, Wibley
stalked away, followed by o howl of
langhter from the Rag,

But Wibley’s time was coming! He
did not know it yet—nobody knew it—
jhul; ::T”' was coming, and it was close af
and :

Wibley.
nose——

spluttered
my

old bean !

it,
“What the

S

THE ELEVENTH CEHAPTLERE.
He Cometh Not!

4! INE ' said Dol Cherry.
F “The finefulness is terrifie !
agreed the Nabob of Bhanipur.

It was, indeed, a glorious
morning=cold, but bright and clear. It
eave promise of on ideal day  for
foothall.

That Wednesday morning there wore
many cheery facos in the Greyfriars
Nemove. Most of the fellows were
thinking of the Rookwood match.

Other games were due that afrornocn.
The First Eleven had a game on, awav,
at Highchiffe. The Shell and the Fourth
had a Form mateh on.  Bui these, to
the Remove men. were irifles light as
LA I i

They tonk a kindly interest in First
sioven matches, of course, and wero
proud of the record of Wingate and his
merry men. Buk their own fixtures came
first in their estimation—and of these,
titat with Reokwood Schocl was one of
{he most important.

[lardly a man in the [emove was
likely to be missing from Little Side
when Jimmy Silver & Co. camoe over,

Bome fellows did rot share the
greneral cheeriness.  Hecbert Vernon-
Sinith was still in sanny. 1le had

THE MAGNET

heoned to get out, if not te play in the
match, at least Lo watch his consin. Dick
Vermnon-Traey, play in if.  But thero
waz no chanes of that, The Doundez
was still on his beam-ends, and Lhkely to
remain so for several more days to
come; indeed, he was lucky that his

vecklessness had  produced no more
SCEIOUS constquences.
While the Bounder srrowled and

groused in sanny, Willilam Wibley
frowned and knitted his brows in the
Form-reom or the quad. Wibley cor-
tainly was not sharing in the checriness
of the Remove., His indignation was
unabated; he was feeling sorer and
S0TEr

Convinced that Le was a good man,
wanted in the eleven, he had been set
nside by o footboll captain in whose
{’ud ent he had no faith. That was

ad enough. But he had been sct aside,
not for a Greyfriars man, but for an
outsider—a stranger who was talen on
brust. That was the unkindest cut of
all. 'Wib resented it deeply.

Wib felt sore about it, end his nose
felt sorest of all. A fellow who had
the cheek to male alterations in an
official football notice might ceally have
oxpocted something drastic. Most of
the fellows thought that Wib had got
off rather lightly. MNevertheless, his
nose was sore, and so was his spirit.
Yo was sore all over, and all through.

. After morning school Wibley stallied
in the quad with frowning brow, appar-
cntly enacting, unconsciously, the nart
of a melancholy Dane. Fellows grinned
when they saw him.,

* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Enjoving lifs 1
roarcd Bob Clierry, clappiné’; Liiny on the
shoulder with a mighty clap.

“Owl  Keep off, you
growled Wibley
. Bbirty about something ?" asked Bob
innocently.

* Idiot 1"

Bob Cherry chuckled. Wibley was in
o frightfully bad temper: but Bob had
good temiper enough for twe.

“You'll turn up on Little Swde this
afternoon—what 2* he asked amicably,
“It's going to be & pgame worth
watching,”

* Rats ™

“Mot giving us the golby?" asked
Lol

“I'm pgoing over to Lantham this
afternoon,” grunted Wibley, “Y¥'ve got
to get some new stage props. A lot of
them were mucked up the other day
when you fellows were playine the

i

maniao

o k.

“Well, old bLean, you begged for
that.”

* Br-r-r-r !

“Cut out Lantham, and come and
watch the pame,” said Bob.

“Go and eat coke !

Wibley stalked off.with his nose in
the air. Bob chuckled again, and left
him to it. Wibley was very “shirty ®
at present, but no doubt he would re-
cover his good temper by-and-by.

After dinner phat day Harry Wharton
& Co. strolled in the quad, and noticed
Wibley wheeling his machine out. They
had plenty of time on their hands, as
kick-off was not till three, and Jimmy
Silver & Co. were not cxpected yet.

YVernon-Smith's cousin was expected
pretty soon, however, though the exact
time of his arrival was not known, as he
was coming on his motor-bike. Bmithy
had told them that Ginger was vor v
Leen to play in the match—had jumped
at the offer—and could be relied upon
to turn up in plenty of time f{or the
game. The Famous Tive were rather
enrions to see him.

They called out a cheery word to
Wibley as he started on his bike. That
inconged youth did net snswer or look
at them.
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Wharton received the ball irem b wing, 10en, as the Rooswoon vack rushed to fackle bim, he passed the ieather to his

inside-right. There was a gasp o! amazement as Smithy's substitute fell over it, clumsily.

This was unexpected, but

nobody was taken more by surprise than Smithy’s subsiitute !

They smiled to one another as  he
pedalled away and disappeaved.

“ Poor old VWil ; he's got bhis jelly old
back up!” sighed Dob Cherry.

“The backupiuvlness 13 terrifie !

“Well, the tellow’s raither an oss,”
satd Harry., * He's nowhere near Rool
wood Fern, and really he ought te
understand it Mayiny Rookwood
12 rather different  from  playing
*Hamlet.' ™

“1 daro say he'll have a happy after-
noon, rooting over the costumicr’s shop
at lantham,” =aid DBob, with a erin.
“ Afrer all, that's really his special line.
He'll forget all about Soecer when he's
handling wips and beards and cloaks
and stage doagzers and things.”™

Harry Wharton langhed,

“1 wonder wheu Vernon-Tracy will
Llow m?" he remarked. “Smithy said
Lo would unet bo later ithan two. li's
nearly two now.”

“You're taking a lot an trust 1n play-
ing Vernon-1raey=—a man vou've never
goen.’ ohzerved FPrank Nooent.

Wharton glanced ot his chom, and
made no roply to that. e hod satisfiod
himself that Nichard Vernon-Traey
would ba a useful ceecruit, well worthy
to tako the Bounder's place. Otherwise,
ha certaimly would not have consented
ta play him. in spite of Smithy holding
him down to his carcless words, Dot he
rialized that Frank did not see eye to
ove with him. But for the fellow from
Hexham Hill buiting in, Nugent would
fiave had the vacant place, and he waa
fosling shehtly—thourh ever so slightly
—diserruntled about it.

The ecaptain of tha DNemove was
rathor anxious for Vernon-Traer to turn
up., but the new reeruit scemeod in no
hurry to pat in an appearanes at Grov-
frinrs.

According to the Dounder he should
have materialised at two o'clock, but at

hall-past two there was no sapen of hem.
Wharton began to feel o little worried
about 1t

Ilaving agreed 1o play the man, amd
having counted on him as a coertainty,
it was disturbing for him to be still
absent zs the thme for the match drow
ThClLr.

The Famous Five walked dovwn to the
rates, to keep an eye open for a motor-
eyvelist on the road.

Several motor-cychsta hummed by,
but oone stopped at Greyiriars.

And the minutes were passing,

Jimmy Silver & Co. from Rookwood
might arrive at any minute now, Horey
Wharton had taken ir for granted that
bis new reeruit would turn up before
the visiting team But Vernon-Iracy
lad not torned un.

‘here was a slightly sarcastie expros-
sion on [rank Nogent's face. o was
sorry, of course, if maiters went wrong.
Still his idea was that the TRemove
Eleven did not want Smithy's cousin in
it, and he considered that Wharton had
actrd in this matter with lees than his
usual judgment. Also, if Vornon-Tracy
failed to turn up, there was o place for
Nigent in the team.

“Dask it all, the man might come!™
growled Johone Bull

“There's Ronkwood,” said Bab, 058 a
crawdmrd charnbane came in =ight on the
Conrtfield 1oad.

Wharton [nifted hizs brows.

“TPatlier the man!  Why i=n't ha
hore 7 ke grunted.  “ Might have had 2
spill on hiz jiceer, perbaps. Why tho
dickens eouldn™t o como down by
tran?  If lio daran’t turn up 9

“"Looks as if he won't.,” smiled
MNument.

Wharton grunted again. Personally
e would rather have nlaved his chum
ihan any relative of Herbert Vernon-
Smith's. DBut that was net the point.

He wanted to best Rookwood, and
Snuthy's cousin was the only man avails
alie 10 tako Sonthy's tplm:«lu adeyuately,
Lt it looked now as if bhe wasn't avails
able after all. It was deeply annoying
and exasperating.

Rookwood arrived; but Vernon-Tracy
had not arrived. Far in the dJistance o
hurtling taxicab was wvisible from the
waxles of Greyfriars; but of a motor-
cyelist on the road thore was no sign.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Pluck !

ILLIAM WIBLEY starcd, and
murmured :
“Billy asg!®

Huolf-way to Lantham Wih-
ley of the Wemove had slopped for a
ek
Te had come over Redelyilo ITil), and
was in the dip between it and Lentham
EL Albead of him on has way lay &
sieep rise, up which ho had to wheel his
machine; so. as he was in no hurry, he
foolk a rost. At thie boltomn of the hel-
low between the two long hills ran the
Itedelylfe Cenal, erossed by an ancient
britee  with o low, stone parapet.
Wihley leaned his bike against the para-
pat, and sat on the latter with o gloomy
{rown on his face,

Wib had not, as Bob Cherry surmised,
forgotten all about Soccer in his interesk
in theatrical matters that afternoon.

1t was true that Wibloy took a deep
interest in mattera theatrieal, and that
he was likely to enjoy a couple of hours
at the eostumiee's in Lantham. whero
e was ono of tho vory best customers,
rooting avor costumes ond stago prope.
But Wikley was feeling =zore and in-
dignant and exasperatod. And as he sab

Tre Macugr Lionane.—NMNo. 1,203,
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on the parapet of the canal bridge he
was thinking of the Rookwood match,
and his exelusion therefrom with un-
abated indignation.

If that ess Wharton hed only given
him a chanee, Wibley reflected, 1t would
have been all right. He would have
played o winning gpame, proved beyoned
cavil that he really was the fine {oot-
baller ho belicved himself to be, and
which no other fellow in the Remove
believed him to he. But without o
chanee to show what he could do, ol-
viously he ecouldn’t show what he econld
do. and that was that! Tt was rotien !

With these disagrecable thoughts in
his mind Wibley  watched, idly and
withott interest, a motor-cvelist appear
over the brow of Lantham Hill,

But as the rider came down the hill
towards the canal bridge, he gave him
a little more attention.

Lanthan Hill was steep, and it led
down dircet to the canal bridge, which
was narrow, having been buoilt years
and ycars beforce motor traffic was
thought of, or dreamed of. On the Red-
clyffe side was a sharp turn, round
whicl a car, ar & slow-moving country
cark, might emorge at any moment. But
the motor-cvelist came pelting down the
hill like an arrow, sailing merrily alon
as if he had the widest of open roads
before him. Hence Wibley's comment,
“8illy ass!™

_Staring at the rider who eame whisz-
zing down the steep hill, Wibley noted
that he was not & man, but a boy,
hardly older than himself, with a sandx-
coloured complexion, and strongly
marked features which scemed a little
familiar in outline, though the fellow
was coertainly s stranger to the Grey-
friars junior, Little could be =secn of
his hair, but what could be scen of it
was o bright red—not & quiet red, or an
ordinary red, but a bright and almaost
aggressive red.

“Oh!” ejaculated Wibley, staring.

Lantham lay on the road from
London. Wibley g‘llEEEEd who that
motor-eyclist was. Smithy's cousin, he
knew, was coming down on his motor-
hikg—-ha was a red-haired [ellow, whom
Smithy called “Gini{er *_and even at a
distanec tho resemblance of his strongly

marked, rather hard face, io the
Bounder's, was distinguishable,

The reckless rider was  Richard
Vernon-Tracr. Wik had no doubt
about that. He was on his way to Grey-
friars, and covering the ground ai a
reckless speed, which naght, perhaps,
have been expected of a relation of
Smithy's.

Wibley gazed abt him sourly.

This was the fellow who was eoine o
play for Greyfriars in the DRookwood
matceh, in the place which, Wibley con-
sidered, ought to have been assigned 1o

‘b‘i’i]i:lles-'. Wibley disliked him on the
spol.
Chug-chivg-chug! Zip-zip-zip !
Wibley grunted. The fellow was

utterly reckless.  The Bounder, if lhic
had ridden a motor-bike, would have
ridden it like that—and cvidently his
i:n:_tusm had the same reckless strain in
m.

He came down the steep hill towards
the narrow bridge like a rocket, The
road was none too good, and a slip or a
skid would have spelt serious disaster.
Wibley rather wisﬁcd that he was not
on the bridge. Ho did not want to be
pinned between a s!:iddinﬁ mator-hike
and the stone parapet if disaster hap
pened.  He slipped from the parapet
taok hold of his bike, and wheeled it off
the bridge, getting clear just as the
ved-haired rider came swooping down.

“Billy ass!” repeated Wibley.

He stared after the rider as he roared
on to the bridge.

Then he jumped.

From the furn in the road, across the
canal, came the heads of a couple of
huge farm-horses, evidently drawing a
wayron behind them, Horses and wagon
filled the corner where the road sharply
turned.

“Oh crikey ! gasped Wibley.
~ Hardly six yards separated the roar-
ing motor-bike from the heads of the
horses when the rider saw his danger.

Wibley stood spellbound.

A frightful crash, and o fearful acci-
dent, seemed inevitabie—and the Grey-
friars junior stared om in expectant
horror, rooted to the ground,

What followed passed in & flash. The
reckless rider crashed on his brakes, the
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Fopuler Frank Richards hus: done it

aeain! e ercated Harry Wharlon
& Co. of Qreyiriars, whose mdveidures
you enjoy reading about every woek in
the * Magnet.” HNow he has prodoccd
augther set of echoolboy characters.—
-]Il!.’l Dainty and lus cheery chuins of
Crimslade, You must meet  Jim;
| always full of high spirils, always

OOK, CHUMS! Read these Topping
School Stories by FRANK RICHARDS!
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THE MAGNET

motor-bike skidded wildly, and scemed
to hurl itself at the low parapet.

There it erashed !

Wibley had a glimpse of a iying
hgure disappearing into space, and
there was a splash in the water below.
The wreeked jigger lay buzzing and
grunting, ifhe rider was in the eanal
below, and a startled earter was striv-
ing 1o deag in his startled horses.

“Oh erumbs I gasped Wibley,

e ran down to the bank below the
Lridge. The canal was not deep, and
he cxpecicd to see the fellow serambling
out, and was ready to lend a belping
hand. There was no one else near the
spot, and the wagoner was busy with his
frightened liorses,

Wibley reached the edge of the canal,
and stared.

The fellow was not scrambling oub.

hand was tossed up fecbly, as he
floated on the elugpeish water, a faco
appeared for a second, and sank agoin,
Wibley realised that he had had o
knock, and was hurt and helpless, and
was drowning before his very cyes. As
soon a5 he grasped ihat, Wibley
plunged in.

Wibley could swim; “ducker™ was
compulsory at Greyfriars. But he waos
not a good swimmer. And even o good
swimmer s liable to find diffieultics,
with his clothes and boots on. Tho
water was oot very deep, but it was
over Wibley's dopth. It did no: occur
to him, for the moment, that he was

risking his life by plunging in. DBut
undoubtedly he was.
He reached Vernon-Tracy, and

grasped him, and drug@ied his drown-
ing head wp. A white lace and a red
head came up—the ecap had fallen off,
revealing o shock of drenched red hair.
“ Hold on !" gasped Wibley,
Ginger did not speak. He counld net.
e was conscious, but that was all, A
thin streak of crimson ran dewn from
under his red hair, mingling with the
water that drenched him.™ But he clung
fecbi% to the Greyiriars junior,
Wibley swam—for his life. The cur-
rent waz sluggizh, but it earried him
under the bridge. He went under the
water, and struggled up again, and ns
he passed from under the shadowy arch
struggled frantically to get to the bunl,
dragging his burden with him,

Morc by Iuek than design, he grasped
hold of a drooping willow branch a
shork distoance below thoe beidee, and
hung on.

“Flelp 1 he panted, “Ilclp !

With one hand grasping the flitnsy,
Ew:tyin:; 11-1':!11{.“h, e other fmhl':n]: 011 {4
the red-haired fellow, Wibley elune [ur
life—for two lives!

e could do no more—he wis uf the
Limit of his exertions. Cieltine ashere
by himscli would nat have Deen easy-—
with his drazeime burder npon bin, i
was  uapossible.  Vernon-Tracy  could
nod I‘lﬂli: Itiil}fﬂ'!r—tlﬂ Ve ikis I'::lTl;jl_'f FIR1O0 5
than half-conscious, and lis hold en the

Greylriars j]:.1111.-.',1-: was feeble oud relos-
ing,  Wibley  bung  on  desperately,

shouting hoarsely for help,

Uhere wis no one al haml, except the
wasroner with the horses—and the horses
were giving fronble,  Fram over the
bridge the carter's voice reached hitr.

“Cooin oop! Coom oop, wull yei?¥
the mau was adjuring the horses, a3 he
strove to quicten them  afler their
trizrht.

Wibley felt a eliill ot his heart.

“Help!” be shouled again, “Help ¥

He doubted whether the man on the
briddee heard., He could hear the man's
volce, unngling with tranpling of hoofs,
jingling of harness, and grinding of
heavy wheels. Dub suddenly there cames
a shond from the brides that brousht
jo¥ to lhis heart.
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“Hoold on! Hoold on'!

ing 1"

E“he musical Kentich accent had never
sounded so sweetly in Wib's ears as 1t
did at that moment. )

He was holding on desperately, his
gtrength  going, when he heard the
heavy tramp of the earter on the bank.
The man hod scen his danger, and was
coming as fust as he could, .

He came nono too soon for Wibley !
Had there been a fast enrrent the jumior
would have been lost. Fortonately, the

I be coom-

waters of the eanal were sluggizsh. But
the weight of his helpless burden
dragged on poor Wibley—and he had

not the strength of a fellow like Bob

Cherry or Johnny Bull.  Ie wad fairly

at the end of his tether, when the !:rtg,

powerful earter plunged waist-deep into

the water, EE'iF.E&} him in sinewy hands,

ﬁndkdraggml him and his burden to the
Ak,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Change of Identity !

“ OTTEN luck!” groaned Dick

R Vernon-Trocy. .

“ Rotton ' agreed Wibley.

Both of them were drenched
and dripping. The carter, meditatively
chewing & straw, regarded them
stolidly, as they wrang water from their
clothes. Wibley, exeept for hiz dronch-
ing, was little the worse., But the
follow from Hexham Hill Bchool was in
a parlous plight. He hed & cut on his
head, and his ankle was twisted, and he
had a collection of bruises that he did
not take the trouble to count.

The motar-bike was little better than
a wreck, ‘That, however, did not
matter so much, as Vernon-Tracy was
guite incapable of mounting it and rid-
ing it. The carter had offered to give
hime and his jigger a lift into Redelyfe,
where both could get the repairs they
needed, on offer that Vernon-Tracy
accented.

Vernon-Tracy wons in need of atten-
tion, and Redelyffc was the nearest

lace.  But he was thinking of Grey-
})riu.rs and the foothall mately there. It
was impossible for him to get to Grey-
friars now—useless for him to get there,
s0 far as football was concerned. But
he had to let thema know.

“How far are we from Greyfriars?
Do vou know?” ho asked Wibley, “1
dare say you know the place.”

Wibley grinned, _

“Just a few—as I'm a Greyiriars
man,” ho answered.

"dh. good!  You lelong to Grey-
friars?” exclaimed Vernon-Tracy

“Will you let them know,
then 1

“Lob them know?” repeated Wibley.
“J suppose you're Sinithy's cousin 7

“Yes—Digk Vernon-Tracy. I was
going to play in Smithy's place in o
mateh to-day—"

*1 know!” said Wibley.
only too well!

Hea had felt, at fivst sight, rather a
dislike for the fellow ‘whp was going to
lay in the place he—Wibley—ought to
ﬁa?e had! = That bad vanished, how-
evar. Although he had not realised it at
the moment, ho realised now that he
had saved Vernon-ITracy's life. A
follow couldn’t digliko a fellow whose
life ho had saved. Wibley was, in fact,
feeling a friendly concern for him now.

The fellow had EOt off cheaply from
such a crash; but he was hurt, and the
gsooner he had a doctor's attemtion the
better. It was up to Wibley to carry
the news to Greyfriars, and Ieave
Vernon-Traey at liberty to toke cove of
himself. :

*I was going to Lantham,"” gaid

He knew

Wibloy. “DBut I'll cut back to Grey-
friars. Leave it to mo! (Get into the
wagen, and be off. You'd better not
loze any time. Leave it to me”

“¥You're awfully good I** said Vernon-
Tracy. “Give me & hand up—my
dashed leg is frightiully wobbly.”

Wibley helped him into the wagon.
The carter wrapped him in a tliek coat
azainst the cold, and made him com-
fortable on a bed of straw. Then
Wibkley and the carter between them
landed tha wrecked jigger in  the
wagon, Vernon-Tracy called anxiously
to the Gmi'i‘rinra junior.

“¥ou'll lose no time ¥

“Not a tick ' answered Wibley cheer-
fully. “They don’t kick off till three—
lots of time. There's a short cut I ean
take, too, Ta-tal®

Veoernon-Tracy seitled down in the
straw, amd the carter backed the horses,
turned in the read, and rumbled away
to Redelyfie. . )

Wibley finished wrin Jn% hiz clothes
as dry as he could, As he had said,
there was plenty of time to let them
know at Greyiriars that Vernon-Tracy
was not conmng after all. . By the short
cut across the fields and through the
woods, it was only too or three miles
for a cyvelist.

Wibley was sorry for the Hexham
Hill fellow's mishap, and for his
disappoiniment. But he did not feel
sorry for Harry Wharton's disappoint-
ment, which was to follow. Serve him
jolly well right, was William Wibley's
'D'plll.ll:lll..

It crossed his mind, for a moment,
that when he carried in the news that
the new recruit was not coming Whar-
ton might offer him the place in the
eleven.

But he shook his head! He knew that
that was not so! Nugent would have
the vacant place—or if not Nugent, then
Russell or Monty Newland! Anybody
but Wiblay, he reflectod hll.lerh .

Hiz refleetions went further than that!
A strange, gueer expression was coming
over Williamm Wibley's face, and there
was & curious glimmer in his eyes. His
thoughts were taking a curious turn.

Nobody at Greyfriars had ever seen
Dick Vernon-Tracy—except his cousin
Smithy, who was in “sanny,” and so
would not see hirmm when he came.

All they knew of Vernon-Tracy was
that he was a red-haired fellow !

The starﬂing idea that was now work-
g in Wibley's brain was one that pro-
hably would not have oecurred to any
brain but Wib's.

Diut it jumped into his mind--and the
moment it occurred fo him he fairly
fastened on it.

Wibley was a past-master in the
poenliar art of make.up and impersona-
tion; as his trick on Study No. 1, in
the character of Monsienr Charpentier,
had proved.

Certainly, he could not have palmed
himsolf off on the  Greyfriars iellows
as a fellow they knew by sight.

.%“’f* az a fellow they did not know by
g1 lip——o

That was the big idea!

A mop of red hair and a sandy com-
plexion were casily assumed, by a born
actor like William Wibley ! A fow other
changes, which he knew well how to
make, would render him a total stranger
fo- Groyiriars eyes!

Ha breathed quickly.

Why not ?

It was his place—he was convinced of
that—that had been given to this chap
Vernon-Tracy—who could not now il it !
Why shouldn’t he take back what really
belonged to him ¥

It would be_all right afterwards; for
ho only needed to play in the Rookw
game to show that he was entitled to o
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place in the elaven! On that point,
William Wibley bhad ne doubt—no

shadow of doubt! Wharton would be
jolly glad when he found out what a
recruit he had unconsciously eecurgd—
all the fellows would be jolly glad! Of
that Wibley wos sural

He mounted hiz bike, But he did nok

rideg for Greyiriave. Ie rode f{or
Lantham !

IIe had not made up his mind yet!
ITe was still thinking 1t out! DBut his

heading for Lanthom locked as if his
imind was as good as made up!

In justice to Wibley, it must be ad-
mitted, that such a stunt would never
have entered his mind had he supposed
for a moment that he was not cqual to
the Rookwood game, and that the Grey-
friars prospects would suffer! DBut om
that pomi, Wibley was eonvineced that he
was right and that the other fellows
were wrong ! He had a notural desire
lo show them how rvight he was, and how
wrong they were,

When he arrived at Lantham he went
divect to the costumier’s, whero ho was
a well-known and welcome customer. By
that time Wibley's mind was made up—
irrevocally !

Justice was denied him—in [ootball
matiers! He was going to take it!
That was that!

At the Lantham shop, therefore, he
{t!d not root over costumes and stage
disguises, as he intended. He had other
business on hand,  Mr. Purfits, the
costumicr, was no doubt surprised when
Wibley told him what he wanted: bub
he was ready to oblige. It wes &
“lark,” Wibley explained ; and that was

ool enpugh!  With DBiIr, Purfitt’s
ekilfu] assistance, Wibley of the Remove
proceeded to change himself into =
fellow  whom ne one would have
dreamed of recognising as Wibley of the
Bemove |

A shock of red hair adorned his head.
His complexion became o sandy one.
Gingery eyebrows concealed his own.
Two or three pieces of sticking-plaster
added to the effectiveness of the dis-
%?nm, His elothes were changed for a

orfolk suit, He did not look, perhaps,
much like Dick Vernon-Tracy, cxzcept
for the red hair. But that did not
matter, az Vernon-Tracy was personally
unknown at Greyiviars. He looked like
a  red-headed follow—utterly unlike
William Wibley., That was all he
needed.

He surveyed the result in a glass, with
much satisiaction, Mr, Purfitt watching
him eurtously,

A taxi was called! There was no time
now for a bike ride home—moreaver, it
would not have done for Richard
Vernon-Tracy to arrive on Wibley's
hike!

Wibley stepped into the taxi

The driver gave him only a cursory
glanes, avidenﬂi{ having no suspicion
whatever that the red-hended boy was
in a state of deep disguize.

“ Greyiriars Scheol—as fast as you can
o ! said Wibley.

The taxi shot out of Lantham.

It ate up the miles on the roud.

Wibley grinned at the sight of the
grey old tower of Groyfriars Schonl
rising above the trees. He looked at hig
watch. Ten minutes to three! e had
¢ut it rather fine—but he was in plenty
of tune! ;

Wibley chuckled. e was going to

lay in the Hookwood match nfter alll

“ortune had favoured him—and the
fellaws were jolly well going to see
what they would sea! That, ot least,
was ecertmn;  and—fortunately  for
Wibley's entisfaction—it did not even
occur to him that the result might not be

oo’ so ratisfactory as he anticipated—that

Pug Magker Lismany.—No. 1,308,
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Horery Wharton, after all, might have
been right in judging him unequal to
tho task of playing Rookwood! I
was just as well—for Wibley's satisfac-
tion—that the veil of the future hid
from his eyes what was going to be the
result of that romarkable impersonation.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Rookwood Mateh !

6 ALLD, halle, halle!”
H “Here he ial” .
“ Better late than never!”
It wanted o couple of
minutes to threa, and the [oothallers
were all on the ground, ready to play—
Harry \harton in a dubious and
worricd frame of mind. M

Jimmy Silver, the Rookwood junior
skipper, was an obliging fellow, and he
would not have minded waiting a little;
but Wharton wondered whether 1t was
any uso asking him to walk

Vernon-Tracy bad not come; and the
follows hardly oxpected to see him now.
Something had happened to delay him—

erhaps u £pill on his motor-bike. [ rank
%ug&m had changed—to be ready ik
wanted. It was settled that Frank was
to play if Smithy's cousin did not turn
up.  Vernon-Smith, in “sanny, knew
nothing of what wes going on; but the
footballers wero telling one another
rather emphatically what they thought
of Vernon-Smith's cousin, he silly
ass had bren due an hour ago: znd he
had not come! The sooner Wharton de-
cided to wash him out. the better, Bub
the captain of the Remove decided to
wait till three—and it wanted two
minutes to that hour, when a red-
headed fellow was discorned hurrying
down to the ground.

As he was red-headed, and as he was—
or, at least, looked—a complota stranger
to the Greyirinrs fellows, they had no
doubt of g'm identity! Vornon-Tracy
had turned up after allt )

“That's Etha chap 1 said Harery, in
great rclief,

“Blow | murmured Nugent. He had
hod tho trouble of changing for nothing.

“Well I'm glad he's come” said
Harry. “Herc—this way—are you
Yernon-Tracy 7

Tlo new arrival came breathlessly up.

“Am | late?™ ho asked.

“well, just on time,” said Harry,
looking at the sandy face rather
euriously. “But we expected you a&n
hour agol Had an accident?” His
glance ﬁngemd on the strips of sticking-
plaster. N .

“Fumble on the jigger—but I'm all
right—right as rain! I've left the
motor-bike at Redclyffe—]1 got here in
a taxi.” William Wibley had a regard
for the truth; but the umpression his
words conveyed were certainly not in
accordance 'i"i"lt'lj'l the facts. “l’?::_ read
—Smithy's lending me gomo thing2
think—by the way, where's Smithy g

“gtill in sanny ! answercd Wharton,
unaware that the new arrival knew that
as well ss he did. **¥You can go in and
gee him after the game—no time now.”

Tho red-haired tellow grioned! He
was not exactly keen to go in and see
Smithy befors the game! BSmithy cer-
tainly” would have been wvery much
astonished, had he presented himsell as
Richard Vernon-Lracy. His disguise
was good enough for Harry Wharton &
Co., who did not know Vernon-Tracy;
but it wounld not, of course, have imposed
on the Bounder for a moment. How-
ever, the Bounder was safely off the
scene; and Wibley was not likely to
give him a look-in.

“Sure you fesl up to & game after

Toe Maoner Liseary,~No. 1,508,

a_ tumble from a motor-bike? asked
Nugent. _

Uinger grinned again,

“0Oh, guits! ‘The tumble never hurt
me,” he answered, which was un-
doubtedly true, though it had hurt
Richard Vernon-Tracy conswderably.
“Look hera, 1f you'll show e where
to changge——"

“Ts way ! said Bob Cherry.

He led the new arrival away to
chango into Smithy's things,

Harry Wharton looked after him very
curiously.

“I've never scen that chap before,” he
ramarked. * But there seems: somctiing
about him that 1 secm to know, sll the
same,” ,

* Well, Smithy's cousin would be like
Smithy,” remarked Squiff,

“But he's not hike Smithy—not the
least littie bat,” sard Harey. * You'd
never guess they wero relations.”

“Let's hope he's up to Smithy’s form
whethor he's like nim or npot,” &m
Nucent vather dryly. *1 can't say he
looks it.”

“Well, ho docsn’t loock so hefty as
Smitthy, thats a covt,” agreed the
captain of the Remove, “liut he's a
good man. 1 know thatl les played
a good game for his own school, Sorry,
Franky, old tnan, bat—~"

Nugent suppressed a grunt

“Dn, ivs all ogot!™ he said, “1 may
as well go and get these things off
again, 1 hope you wom't be dis-
appointed in Vernon-Pracy, that’s all”

And Nugent, with a rather sore fecl
ing, in spite of bis kumd and cheerful
temper, lett the Held.

Bob Cherry came back with the new
man., ln tho brgnt sunshine Langor's
red head showed up to greal audvantage,
and made sowe of e Ivilows grin. He
was 1o tooter outfiv belonzing to Herbers
Vornon-Sunth, and the Bounuer had
mentioned that his cousim trom North-
umberiand was Just about his size.  Bub
that sccmed rather an error now that
the *ecousin ™ was seen n Sunthy's qut-
fit. He was thinnoer than the Bounder,
his chest was narrower, and his lunbs
were most decudedly not so well de-
veloped, In [ooiball rig, in tact, he
had rather a weedy lock, which ro-
minded some of tbe fellows of Wibley
in the same gulse,

Harry Wourton could not help fesling
smtten by dubiety sz ho looked at hun.
Vernon-1racy's tootball record, as Whar-
ton bhad read it up m the reperis of
matches ho bhad played 1o, was Lrst
elass. And the Bounder had emjpmatrs-
cally declared that lLis cousin wus his
equal ot the game. After that it seemed
impeossible to doubt. Yet, on his looks,
the captain of the Remove would have
set the fellow down as being far from
o frst-glass footballer.

Still, he looked keen enough, and was
evidently cager to play. Wharton re-

ressed his doubts, and hoped for the

esl.

Jimmy Silver won the toss, and gave
Groviriars the wind to kick off against.
Cireeno of the Fiith, who was ref-:rumn%
the gamo, blew the whistle, ‘The bal

‘rolled from Harry Wharton's foot.

ellows ecrowded round the field to
watch, The Rookwood match was
always worth watcning. Frank Nugent,
having changed agan, joined the swarm
of spectators, and stood with Lord
bMauleverer and Russell and Newland,
looking on. For the sake of the side
Nugent hoped that the new recruit was
up to the Bounder's description of him,
but he doubted i, and doubted it =sull
mors os the game got going,

The men from Rookwood were
preat fettle, too. They hod come aver

to win, if they could. But the Remove
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team were in greas {citle, too. All the
best men in the Removo wers there,
with the single exception of the Dounder,
sneczing in sanny,  And, unless some-
thing had gone wrong, the Bounder's
vacznt place was well filled,

But it wasn't!

The game was hard and {2zt (rom the
start. Hockwood camo swocping down
on goal, with the wind behmnd them,
Eciusff, i goal, dealt with them [awth-
fully, and a mighty kick from Johnng
Dull ¢leared to npud-ield, Then the
fovwards had their chanee, and jumped
et 1k,

Qgilvy, on the left wing, got the bal),
and then the whole line gov awoay, with
an exhubibion of the ramd short passing
of which the Remove men were justly
proud. Ogilvy gavo the ball to Teddy,
who centred to Wharton, and Wharton
a3 a Booliwood back marked him, pnm:i
it to hiz inside-right. Smituy, ot insides
right, would have had tho ball in tho
iwinkung of an eye. Smithy’s substituto
fell over it, clumsily.

Thiz was unexpected on thoe port of
the crowd and on the part of Ginger
himself. Nobody, in fact, was taken
more by surprize than Wibloy,

“Oh, my hat!” pasped Nugent,

Tlareat pad!” sara Lord Maoleverer.
_ Hurree Jamset Ram Smgh wihipped
in and got the ball, The red-beaded
footballer sat and blnked

The line ran on, the nabob =ending
back to Wharton as ho was barged over
by a Rookwood back. The new recruib
had no chance of taling a pass. He was
yards behnd, and =tifl sutng on tho
cold, unsympathetio  earth. Hurcry
Wharton ran the ball on and shot for
roal. Rawson of Rookwood fistcd it
out, but 1t met Toddy's head and zhot
in azain, and there was a roar.

“Loal 1"

“First blood to us!™ chuckled Dob
Cherry., “DBut what the thump's that
man doms sitting on the ground!t™

“Got up, Ginger!” yelled o dozen
L TR

Wibley staggercd up.

He was rather dizey.

“soal ! roared the Groviviars crowd.
“ Goal

It waz a goal. DBut Ginger had nob
helped; he had hindered. The garoe,
ns o matter of fact, was too fast tor
Wibkbley. He was powherc near the form
that was needed. Happily for hun, ho
chud not renlise it Mo was goinyg to have
betier luck next time. Apyhow, it was
B goal. !

larry Wharton gave ]'gim rather an
exprezsive look as the sides huwd up
after the goal. The captain of tho
Remove was fecling that be could have
kicked Swmithy, kicked Smily's cousin,
and kicked himzelf. He wondared what
sort of Soccer they played at Hexham
Hill if this chap had helped to wm
matches there. Maorbles, evidently, was
his game. .

It was borne in on Harry Wharton's
mind that in this, the toughcst game of
the somson, the Greyfriars team hod a
possenger to carry.  Smithy's much-
vaunted cousin was the passenger. Bub
it was too late to think about that now,
and the captain of the Hemove could
only hope that Greyfriars would pull it
off, in spite of the assistance of Ginger.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Woetw 1or Wibley |

G INGERI”
@ “(o it, Ginger !
“ Give Gingor a chinee ™

* Ha, ka, nal”
“] gay, you fcl ows, they call thak
football o, he, bel=
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““Serag bum !'* < Rag him ) ™
spooler gurgled and gasped in the hands of the avengers. An inkpot was Inveried over his mouth, and then Bob Cherry

swamped him with soof.

“Wake up, Gingor ™ ;

" Pick that man up and stand him on
hiz legs !

“la, ha, Lal”

The rvemarks that were made round
Little Sido were like those of Truthful
James' patient in the poem—irequent
and pamful and free.

As the first hali of that match wore
on Linger atbbracted moro and mors
attention, and drew more and more
remarks, not cno of them of & compli-
mentary naturec.

IFellows starcd av first in surprise,
then thoy grew wrathy. What was the
fellow har?mg intoe a foolhall match for
if ne ecouldn’t play foothell¥ That was
what the Removites wanted to know.

The feliow could play football—after
& fasinon, His game would have been
good enough for a Form match with
the lourth or the Third; but in a
bard-and-fast pame like that with Rook-
wood, the man with lhe red hoad wus
nowhere; worse thitn nowhere, for he
wis in tho wiy.

That fuct dawned on Harry Wharton
very early in the gumo; on the other
footballurs szoon afterwards.  Then it
dawned on the spectatora, and porhaps
it faintly trickled even into the mind of
William Wibley lumeelf,

It had not worried Wib that he was
playing uncler fulse colonrs when ke was
coisg 1o play o winning game for his
side and show what veally was the
guality that the Remove had carclessly
overlooked. Dot it did begin o worry
him when he {ound bim:zelf nothing
more than a-breathless passenger, and it
vndoubtedly worried him when the
crowd began to tell Iim what they
thought of lum avd his skyle of play.

** Give him socks | **

And they were scon telling him very
plaialy.

Ha was—or was supposed to be—a
stranger within the gates, o puest to
whom politencss was due. That was il
very well if ho hado’t butted into the
ivotbail match. Having butted in, le
hiad to take what was coming to him
in the way of derision and =oreastiic
commment. Certainly he bad azked for
it, and more.

The short passing game which the
Memove favoured was knocked to picees
by a “dud * in the front line, who was
nover there to take a pass, and ponerally
miskicked if he got the ball. Thoe He.
moave, ok their best, played a remarkably
good game of Boccer, leagues ehead of
anything that Wibley counld do, ISven
poor Wil himself began te cotech on to
this, now that it was too late for the
knowledge to be of any uze to lom.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were not long in
marking that recrnit. They wontered
what fie was doing in the team at all.

“Pick him uvpl" roared DBolsover
major, as the disguized Wibley sat and
rasped, staving dizzily at the game that
swept by him. “Stapd him on lus
feot 1

“Stand him on
Russell.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Frank Nugent gpave an angry snort.
Thiz was the fellow for whom he had
been left out! Nugent conld have
played a better game, hopping on one
leg !l

“That ideot Smithy—" he said.

“LThat's the man Binithy was bragging
of I said Monty Newland. “My hat!
Smithy must have been off his rocker

“Wharton must have been off hial”

his head ! yelled

“Urrrrrrggggeghhh | came feebly from Wibloy, as the unhappy
** That'll teach him not to throw away & footer mateh again ! ** roared Wharton.

growled Russeli.  “ Loavinpg out men
who can play to put that stuffed dummy
in! Yahi”

“Well, he thought—"" said Fragk,
ready to defend his chium, irritated as
he was personally.

“Thought 1" snorted Russell. “Heo
can't think! Can {het man play
Soccer 7

“Mo fear |” snorted Bolsover major.

“"He had 8 jolly pood record at his
own school in games!" znid Franlk.

“Bome school—if that's how they
play fooltball1” jeered Russell. * What's
e up to now? Looks as if he's play-
ing hunt-the-slippor.”

¥ Punclured, 1 faney!” said ITazel-
dene, with deep sarcasm. “Deflated |
Somebody ought to pump him up with a
bike pump !*

“Ha, ha, halt"

“T'll kick Smithy when he comes out
of sanny ¥ growled Nugent. *“Ho's
talten Whnarton in, the silly ossi™

“Go it Ginger! Btand up ! roored
Bolsover major, “Do  they play
Boccer on their ltends and knees whera
you come from?”

Y a's sitting out this one I" remarked
Monty Newland.

*1la, ha, hai*

The red-hairea footballer caught a
rreat deal of thiz, and more. and it was
not music to his ears.

And he had other troubles. The pace
was ever so much too much for him:
ha was hopelessly winded. He had
ilone nothing for tho side; wnd the
Hemove were, in ellcet, playing a man
short. Befere ihe first half drew to a
close, Wiblay was almost tobtering.
Never had a footballer boen so glod to
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bear the whistle which anncunced &

gl +
kwaood had scored only cnce, like
their opponents; by sMee- hard and
ood play, Harry Wharton & Co. had

ept their end up. The score was 1—1
&t half-time.

Squiff, n goal, wns a tower of
strength: never bhad the junior from
New South Wale: been of more value
to his side. Every other man wss downg
hiz best; and all, fortunately. were at
the top of their form. So far, they
had held their own.

Grim looks wers cast st the red-
headed recruit in the interval. Harry
Wharton was blaming himself bitterly.
Yet, really, he was not much to blame.
The absolutely rotten form of the new
maen was & surprise and a mvstery It
was the uotterly unezpected that had
haﬁpam:d.

tven the best of men may be off
colour at times. But that did not
account for it It was ¢dlear that the
fellow was a poor player—he was plucky
and did hiz best, but his best was no
goad.

Obvicusly, Sinithy must have been fin-
mensely deceived in hiim Yet Smithy
was & good judge in such matters.,  And
thera was Vernon-Tracy’s record at
Eexham Hili—=he was the great goal-
retter of the school jumior side. I
that was so. evidently he had left his
ehooting-hoots  in Northumberland !
The whole thing was unaccountabloe.

“Teeling fit, old hean?” asked Dob
Cherry, with unacoustomed sarcasin, as
the new man faicly pasped with relief
at poiting n rest.

“Groooogh I'" was the answer.

“The Atfulness does not appear to be
preposterously  terrific!”  remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Siogh,

“Pity Smithy 1sn’t here to see him ¥
grunted Johnny Bull " I'm gomg up to
sauny after this epame to kick Smiathe 17

“0f all the doddering duds—" said
Poter Taodd.

“Chuck it, old man!" murmurcd
Wharton “Tt can « be helped now, and
one ought to be civil.l™

Snort—from Toddy.,

“What's he doing here?” snapped
Toddy. *“If that Fool Smuthy thinks he
can play., I suppose the fellow himself
knows thnt ho can’t! Like his check to
ba hera !

Wibley's faco was erimson under his
malm-u;ﬁ. His face was almost as red
g3 his hoir.

But he was still hoping for begter
things in the second half.

If he eruld ept serne A one of
those brilliant shots he had planned in
advance—if he gould only slam the
lzather in, tn the way he hiad fully in-
tended doing—it he could only see the pill
whizzing from his foot, past an aston-
ished and hopelessly beaten goalkeepor
—as he had eren it in his mind's oyo
boforo the moatch—

But he couldn’t!

Wibloy had =zeen groat things—in his
mind’s eyva! Unfortenately he was not
going to see them with any other cyo!

Instead of doing berter in the second
half, he did worse. for he was now hope-
lessly winded ! Greviriars men shoved
him roughly out of the wav when he
ot in the light  le spent & preat deal
of time sitting down—and not a little
lying down, gazing at the sky. e cap.
tured & number of ocoidental kicks—
some of which were, perhaps, not
wholly accidental !

The RBockwood men regoarded him
with amusement. But the Greyiriars
men were oot amused.  They were

Tue Magker Lisiapy.~No. 1,308,

indignant at a fellow shoving himscll
into a game for which he was hopelessly
inadequate. He had kept & good men
out of the team. He was, a3 Johnny
Bull remarked. no better than Wibley
would have been—the captain of the
Eemove might ar well have given poor
old Wib o chancal

Little did an:x man on the field dream
that Wib had given bimself a chance—
and that this was what he was making
of 1t

But it the footballers had known what
Ginger was feeling like, they might have
compassionated him:

For, at long last, it was borne
upon Wib's mind that he had over-
rated his abilitics and that he was
where he had ne right to bel

It was an awful discovery for Wibley !

He had to realise it when he tottered
about helplesslv. with nothing to do
except to keep out of the way of the
players as much as he could.

His little deception would have been
justificd, had he played the great gamo
10 had fully intended and expected to
play. Instead of which he was losing
the pame for hi- =de! That was a
bitter thought to Wibley, who really
was a patriotic Greyfriars man.

He had pictured himself disclosing his
real identity, afts. the game, amid
thundering cheers Now lie was only
thinking of keeping it dark—of gelting
away somehow after the match, without
letting the fellows know how he had
spoofed them. What they would say—
and do--if they found him out, was an
awful thought |

With that worry ~n his mind, the hap-
less spoofer was not likely to put up a
good gamge at the finish, oven had he
been capable of it—which he was not!

Tho last minutes of that game wers
sheer torture to William Wibley t Mean-
witle, Harry Wharton & Co. were plaving
the game of their hves. By sheer good
Soccer, they held their own, right up
to the finish. Hardlr & man in the side
hoped to win, but at least they hoped
to make it 8 draw and leave the scoro
where it was—one to one.

But even that was denied them. In
the last few minutes Roockwood came
down like wolves on the fold. Squiff,
in goal, wa+ magmficent; but the attack
was not to be beaten. Mornington of
Rookwood slammea the ball in.

The whistle went, with Rookwood
winners by two goals to one !

The players came off the feld—one of
them—a  red-haired fellow—ncarly
tobtering,

And anothor red-haived fellow, with a
sandy face, a bandage round his head
under i ¢ap, and a limping gait owing
te o damaged log, came on the pround
at the same time—and Wibley, catching
sight of him, gave a convulsive jump !

Richard Vernon-Tracy was the last
man i the world that Wibley wanted
to seo ar that moment.

"SBmithy about? asked the new-
comer, addressing Frank Nugent.

Nugent plunced at him

“No; Smithy's in sanny, Who——"

“I'm his cousin —'

“LEh

“Vernon-Trecy | Sorry 1 couldn’t get
here for the mateh—1I suppose that chap
teld you—"

“Wha-z-at?"

Frank Nugert nearly fell down.

Ile stared at the roed-headed now-
comer. Then blankly he stared at the
red-headedd man wno had played for
Greyfriars  But he had cnly a boclk
view of that individual.

William Wibley was winded—he was

n
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breathless—he was feeling as if he
couldn’t put one foot before anotherl
But he found new wind from somewhera
—for he was stroaking for the House, at
a speed ho had not displayed on the foot-
ball ficld, with tha whole erowd of fool-
ballers staring after i in amazement.

THE SIXTEENRTH CHAPTER !
Something Liks a Surprise !
6% ALLO, lallo, hkallo—-"
H “What the thpmp—-="
“Is that man mad "
Stupeficd, Harry Wharton
& Co. stared after the Oveing figure,
running liko a deer for the House
Wibley was hunting cover. It was
high time he did !
_ Frank Nugent, stuttering with aston-
ishment, scized the uquulﬁ' astonished
newcomer by the arm and dragged him
towards Wharten, Wharton Liinked at

baiei.
“ Who—what—="
“IHe says he's  Vernon-Tracy 1™

gur;i'{!gl:l Nugent,
[E] vhﬂ-'-ﬂ'nll?’*

“Bmithy's consin—"'

L8] Eh l'f“'

“What on carth’s thy rumpus ¥ asked
Dick Vernon-Lruey, slaring vound st
staring facez. “I don't know anybody
here.  Bur I suppose vou know that
Bmithy's cousin  was coming? I'm
Smithy's consin.’

“Ginger ') pasped Wharton.

“¥You, Borey 1 had Lo let yon down.
I cun tell you I was awfully keen to
play, but that spill on the jigger crocked
me, I shall be limping for weeks. DBut
what—""

“ Mean to zay yvou'rc Vernon-Traey **
howled Bob Chliorry.

“Ehi Yes. Didn't that chap tell
Yl ———"" :

“'What chap?™

“The Greytriars man whe was at the
canal bridgo when I had my tumble. He
told me his name—Whilfey, No:
Wibley, that was it—Wibley—"

“Wibley 1" repeated Wharton like a
fellow in a dream.

“Yez. e smd ho would let you know
in plenty of time before the pamo. #1
had to get patched up by the doctor at
Redelylte, but I camn on afterwards,
I've just pot herese—*

Wharton gasped.

“What do you mean? Smithy's
cousin came; be's played in the mateh.
Therve he 12" He powinted towards the
distant lounse, into which at  that
moment & fugilive Agure was vanishiog.

Dick Vernon-Tracy jumpod.

“ Ho—he—he came—"" he stuttered,
“Mad—or what? I'm Vernon-Tracy;
there ain't two of me that I kouow of.™

“That ginger chap came bhere and
said hoe was YVerovon-Tracy; wo suppesed
he was—— ‘What the thump——"

“You've been spoofed, then” said
Smithy’s cousin, " If Smithy was lwero
he would koow ane, 1f yon fellows don't.
Take me along to Smithiy, and he will
tell you that T'm Vernon-Tracy.”

“Great pip !

“But that chap Wibloy—didu't he tell
vou I was crocked and couldu't come
on for the matcli-——"*

Boly Cherry gavo o roar.

“Wibley1! Iz this some more of
Wibley's spoofing? Is ft—-"

“Impossible 1" gaszped Wharton.

“You've played o man calling Limsclf
Vernon-Tracy " said ihe newcomer,
“Well, that tzkes the cake! T'm
Vernon-Tracy."”

Nobody doubted that staioment, aston-
ishing as it was, Obviously this follow
wes Yernon-Tracy.
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But whao was the other Vernon-Tracy?
There couldn't be two of them |

The truth foreed itself into Harry
Wharton's mind.

The Remgvites had been expecting a
red-headed fellow—and Wibley could
make himself up as & red-headed fellow
or anything else. His sudden and
amazing flight from the field at the sight
of the neweomer was explained.

For some mements the captain of-the
Remove stood starin at  Richard
Vernon-Tracy in blank smazement;
then, without another word, he dashed
away towards the House, and a crowd
of fellows followed him; and Jimmy
Silver & Co. stared after them, wonder-
mng whether Greyfriars men were subject
to these sudden outbreaks of insanity.

_Wharton covered the ground like
lightning. Coker of the [Fifth was in
the way as he rap ipto the House,
Coker of the Fifth was left sprawling
and. spluttering as the captain of the
Remove raced up the stairs. He did
the Ilermove staircase at amazing specd.
There was o running, penting fizure
ahead of him now.

Wibley had & good start, and he had
made pood speed, He was hunting
cover as fast as he knew how. But, fast
a3 he was, hiz infuriated pursuer was
foster, and Wharton very nearly over-
tock him in the Remove passage.
Wibley glanced buck at the pattering
footsteps, put on a desperate spurt, and
belted for his study harton put on
an equally desperate spurt and raced
him down.

Wibley
grabbed,

Wharton's ciuteh closed on & mop of
red hair.

Had that hair peen growing on
Wibley's head he would indubitably
have been captured. Fortupately for
Wibley, it wasn’t.

The mop of red haw dfame off in
Wharton's hand. He staggered back,
The next instant the study door banged
behind Wibley, and the key turned in
the lock,

“Oh 1" gasped Wharton.

He was left in the passage, staring
blankly at the shock of red hair in his
hand.

There was a wild trampling of fest
on the stairs and in the

dodged in a3 Wharton

. agsage.
“*Got him T’:ﬂ;{clled Bob Cherry.
“Was 1t ibley 1" panted Petor
Todd.
“Who was it—"
“*What—"

“What on oarth’'s that?”

Wharton held up the red wig which
had so effectually d:ﬁgms&d tha 1dentity
of William Wibley the Hemove,

“"Look I he gasped.

“ But what—"

“It cama off when
He's locked himself in
It's Wibley I”?

Bang |

Bob Cherry thundered at the door
with a bang that made it groan.

“Wibley I'* he roared.

oL E&n this  door,
ghrieked Squiff.

“Let us in, you spocfing tick |” raved
Toddy.

“Wibley, you rotier—"

“Wibley, you toad-—-"

“We'll smash yop——"

“Wa'll lynch vou e

“Have him ougt "

“*Open this door, you villan 1™

Wibley did not open the door.
William Wibley might be—and, no
doubt, was—an ass in somno respects
lﬁ;& h;a was not ass enough to open that

ar

1 wgrabbcd him 1
ibley’s study !

you sweep [V

THE SEVENTEERTH CHAPTER.
The Vizls of Wrath !

H erikey I groaned Wibley.

Wibley wes in the lowest

of spirits.

He had expected to be
rejoicing after the Rockwood match!
Ha hm]gexpcetud to have proved what
a foothaller he was, and how lucky the
lemove were to have sich a man in

their ranks. :
But it had not worked out like that.
That without Wibley the Remove

would have weon that game, was very
probable, and to all the Removites
scemed -certain. And they wan to
scalp Wibley., They wanted to scrag
him, They wanted to Iynch him,
Really, William Wibley's life was hardly
safo 1n the Remaove.

Even Wib realised that ho had been
—tgp put it mildly—in error. HEven
Wibley could not imagine any longer
that he had been of any use to the side.

CHESHIRE READER WINS |
A TOPPING POCKET KNIFE \

for sending in the following
amusing ‘oke-

Adr

How did you gt that
black eyn 2 *

Bill: *Oh, a fellow down the
road feinted.”

Alf r ¥ Fainted 7 '*

Bill : " ¥Yas, ho feinted with his
ieft and hit me with hia right! "

Send in a joke and win one ot
these wuseful prizes like: R.
Clough, Brook Street, Hazel
Grove, nr. Stockport, Cheshire.

He repented him deeply.  But repent-
ance, a3 usual, came too late. The
damage was done, and Wibley was
found out and “for it.” Only a locked
door stood between him and drastic
vengeance, Fortunately the Joor was
of oak, thick and <irong.

Bemove men raged in the passagoe,
breathing blood-curdling threats through
the keyhole, almost thirsting for his
blood. They banged on the door. They
kicked at it. They howled to Wibley
to conle out!

Wibley did not come out.

The Rookwood men had gone—
victorious. Wibley's astounding trickery,
as all the Remove agreed, had mado
Jimmy Silver & Co. o present of that
vietory. They lonred to got their hands
on Wibley.

Vernon-Tracy, grinning, had mone to
sanny fo see his Cousin  Smithy,
“"Ginger 2 seemed entertained by the

incident. But the infuristed Removites
reathed only vengesnce.

Bang, bang, bang! Thump, thump,
thump 1

Wibley groaned as he listencd. Ile
had gtripped off the remainder of his
disguise, and waa William Wibloy
again, From the bottom of hiz heart
he wished that he had never pretended
to bo else. That wonderful
wheeze, which had seemed such o
winner when he thought it out, had
proved an awful frost; a fearful dis.
appointment; a delusion snd o snarel
Nobody but Wibley would ever have
thought of such a stunt. And Wibley
gincerely wished that Le hadnt.

Crashl Creak! Cre-e-c.cakl

Wibley fairly shivered as the door
%rnnner and ereaked. The enraged
iemavites were not to be dented.
Regardless of damage, regardless of
consequences, somebody was foreing a
chisel into the lock, It was a loek,
but it was not built to stand that, The
door flew open.

“Collar him I?

“Bag him

“Zerag him!1”

“Serag him teniﬁcn]{gl"

“Oh lor’ 1" gasped Wiblev; and he

could say no more, for he disappeared
under o rush of wildly excited
Removites.

What followed seerned liko an awful
dream to William Wibley; like a night.
mare of the most terrific description.

He was bumped. He was thumped.
He was ragged and rolled and tumbled
and tousled ! Hardly a button remained

on him. Hardly & breath !i?ered in
him. Ha gurg!ed and gasped in the
hands of the avengers, and he gasped
and ho gurgled,

« Scrag him |

m ¥
“Give him sockst”
“ Urrrmrﬁggghhh I  game
fromn the unhappy spoofer.
“Give him the ink!”

fochly

" Yurrrrr:l.xgh i
A breathloss, gurglin;ﬁ. gasping, dis.
hevelled, and bewildered Wiblay

qprawlcé on the floor. Over him the
inkpot waa inverted; and hiz mouth,
wide open to gasp, received a grest deal
of the ink, 'The rest spread over His
crimmson countenance.

“Urrrrerrgggh

Bob Cherry shovelled soot down from
the study cl‘:::mnesr_ It swamped cver
Wibley, Toddy found s bottle of gum
and streamed s contents over him,
There were jam and pickles in the study
cupboard. They were rooted out and
bestowed on  Wibley  Wibley had
wondered what would happen o him.
He was finding out now. It was hap-
pening, and it was horrid!

A ghastly heap—a horrid mixture of
%‘um and ink, jam ond pickles, soot and
Vibley—moaned on the floor. Then it
occurred to the raggers that even the
silly ass who had chucked away the
Fookwood match had had u:‘mugi for
the present. The zilly ass’ own opinion
wia that I‘:E’L bad had too much. Cer-
tainly ha did not want any more. But
he learned that there was mere to
cotme,

“That will do for now,'”" said Hnrry
Whaearton, * We mustn't quite slaughter
the silly idiot! Dut he's going to have
the same to-niorrow—"

“Hear, hear IV

“And every day for the rest of the
term |1®

“Yes, rather

“%ou hear that, Wibley, you potly
chump ¥ roared Bob Cherry,

“Groooogh 1 gurgled W:blg.

(Continued on page 8.}
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_!EﬂRE THRILLS IN HEDLEY

SCOTT'S SOCCER AND °'TEC YARN!
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HDOW THE STORY STARTED.

Having run away trom Don Carlos' circus,
Mobhy, a sixteen.yoar-old waif, meets Farrers
I.mnhlhl datective, who introduces him 1o
Lord Douglas Weathersione, chairman of the
Parriton  Movers F.C. From ground-hoy,
Mobby soon bacomes profescional, only to fall
foul of Lord Douglas’ rascally nephaw, Daniel
Willoughhy Thundersiey, who, In league with
the Don, determines to bring about his down-
falf. Later, to avoid exposura by his
hookmaker, to whom he owes a large sum cf
money, Thundersiay decides to * touch *° his
urcle for & hundred pounds.

{Now read on.)

A Blow for Two !

T the moment of Thunderzlev’s

A ainful  interview  with iz

Euukmulwn Lord Douglas

Weatherstone was going

through the monthly accounts wilh his

bespectaclod and  efficient  secreiary,
according (o cuslom

Put wheroas custom seldom saw any
interruption from his lordship as the
secrotary droned through his stalzmenis
of the honschold's expenditure, and of
thie outgoings of hiz lordship’s private
purse, ho departed from cuztom now
wilth an occasional fitful outharst of pro-
test, And always the protest come
whenever Danlel Willoughby "Thun-
dersley's namno was mentioned.

“How mueh have T put into Mr.
Thundersley’'s  account  this  month,
Bmithson " querded his lovdstup, st boo
end of the seeretary's recital.

Smrithson, good at arithmetie,
{llriﬂh g TR A el

“Wxactly seven hundred pounds, my
lord ™

“Good gad! Ooooch!™ iz lovdskip
forgot his gout for the moment nz ho
started ont of his chair, and wasz quickly
vrerminded  of it.  “Beven  hundzed
pounds, d you sn:ir

* Yoz, my lord !

“Why, I had no idea, Smithzon ——"

“¥Your lordship perhaps forgels that
Mr. Danicl contribntes o great depl to
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the hospitals this month., Unless my
memary is at fault, my lord, Mr. Daniel
paid both the Laxton and Counties Hos-
pitals the sum of a hundred and fity
guineas sach.” )

“Ah, yes! Te did, indeed,” mur-
muored his lordship, relenting somewhat.
“That's a lot of money, Smithson.”

“It is indeed, my lord !

“Ves. A lot of money,” pursued his
lordship. I must do something about
that,” he added 1o himsclf. Then aloud ;
“Very well, Smithson, that will be all”

The secretury retired, taking his
ledgers and sccounts with him. Then,
with a furrowed brow, Leord Douglas
Weatherstone settled himseil an the big
leather chaor at his desk, and gave him-
solf up to reflection.  Since the scone ot
ihe Blampton Wednesday mateh ho had
taken himsclf to task for spoiling Paniot

Thundersley. ‘Tho secretary's statement
of accounts for the month bore out this
oninion

“It's my own fault.” his lordship
mattered.  “ Daniel’s a good fellow, but
T'm allowing him too much over his
regular  allowanee,  Seven hundred
pounds in & mooth-—phew 1"

The thought of that sum brought a
further twinge of gout to his lordship's
troublesorme: foot, uwt whieh he sworp
soitly, Then, recovering. he lifted the
telephoue and usked to be put throngh
to the treasurer of tho Laxton Hospital.

“Is that you, Thomusont Ah! Lord
Weatherstome speaking.  Look here, 1
want you o do something for me con-
cerning ty oepliew,

The tregsurer replied that he wonld be
delighted to oblige so old and generons
a patron of tho hospital as his lordship.

“TIt's like thiz, Thomazon, I know my
nephew contrilintes quarterly to the hos-
pilal fund. Mind you, I'm not against
such generosity, but, 1L the circum-
stances, 1 think a hundred and Gity
guincas a triflle—well, what shall 1 say,
too much for & young man whe has yet
te make kis way in hfe. Neow, don’t in-
terrupt, Thomasen Y--this a trifle tpsti’t;‘.
as  hie Jordship's gout returned. 1

think your pcople ought to be satisfied
with o tenner subseription from young
Thundersloy a quarter, what ¥

Camo & surprized ejaculation over the
phone, a cough, and—

“My lord, it is not our usual custom
to reveal the amount of our patrons’ sub-
seription to the hospital funds, but in
the cose of Mr. Thundersley, I feel at
liberty to inform you that he invarwubly
donates a five-pound note If he thinks
of raising it to a tenner, my lord, wo
shall noturally bo very gratified. Touch-
ing this reference to one hundred and
fifty guineas, my lord—"

But Leord Douglas Weatherstono
hardly heard the remminder of that con-
versation. He sat grasping the teles
phone instrument, with a look of deep
ain on hiz fine old fage  Without
Furllmr woestioning, his lordship knew
thut he had been deccived. Iad the
hosmiral cever onee reecived the hundred
augd fifty guneas Daniel Thundersley
claimed to have subseribed—the hundred
and {ifty puwingas which ap  indulgent
unele had repeatedly given him for the
past three years on quarter days?  Lord
Weatherstone knew that the answer was
in the negativo.

Like a2 man who has received a mortal
blow., the old nobleman clamped down
the receiver of the telephone, and stared
ol over the room with unsecing oves.
Twice in, one weelk now, s nephew,
upon whom he had lavished affection
and luxury, had hurt him deeply.

He knew that ko would receive tho
same answer from the treasurer of tho
Counties Hospital when, a few moments
later, ko gor o telephonie communiea-
tion with him.  And he was nizht, Ever
since Daniel Willoughby Thundersley
hod been a subzeriber to thelr funds, so
the ircpsuror informed bhim be had con-
tributed a regular five pounds—nothing
TNEn L .

Lord Douglas Weatherstono looked
old and grey when he received that in.
formation.  His nephew had deceived
him shamefully. But whar troubted his
lordship more was the fixed feeling that

i mmmyTm -
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Thunderzley was a waster—that the son
of his_dead and gone brother whose
}igumied portrait stared down at him
romr his favourite position by  the
mantelpicco was u liar, a schemer, a
decontful rogue.

Thus Dantel Thurdersley hardly chose
a propitious moment to aunounce his
arvival, The moment he set foot in the
library Thondersloy know that some-
thing was wrong. ' Instead of the cus-
tomary smile of woleome and the genial
hundshake, he zaw a frowning counten-
ance sct in o face of severity.

“Bit down, my boy !” said his lordship
g-tpl‘]ﬂ}'. “1 havo to speak scriously to
1 00,

There was a pause, and Thundersley

fult somewbat like a felon in the dock
awalting the judze's sentenee.
- “*Rather than you should, perhaps,
attempt to lic vourself out of the posi-
{ion,” began hiz Jordstup coldly, 1 will
tell vou quite frankly that I have dis-
covered your shameless frauwd upon me
in the mﬂ.ttm' of the hosmitals’ subscrip-
tions .

Tlnmdersley felt hits blond run eold.
He sab staring oub before him with oyes
dilated in horvar, mwouth agape.  No
words como to s ald=—pol tut words
wotlld have helped him in that exivemiiy
—for his longue was dumb.

It has been a Bow te me, Danial,™
continued his lovdship. A great blow,
Twit I accepnt pavt respon=ibility. 1t
wus fonlishy of tne never to inquin* what
vou really did with vour inoney,  Now 1
Loow better,  Jo tle future, young
man “=Thundersley winced oy that—
“von will manage ta ke within yvour
allowanee. You necd not come 1o me
for exira monev, as that will place me
1 the unhappy po=tiion af having to
refuzo yon"

Thundersley el the world erashing
about s cavs. Ile sal thees doemb-
strwck—aoverwhelwed ot ithe  exlanity
whieh had befallen hima

“Your fixed atlowdnee,™ woent on his
lovelzhip  fnexorably, iz mnple—inore
Lhan ample, in [act=—for any youueg man.
e T make myeelf perfectly cloars™

¥

Thumderslow vemained  silent,  ITis
Iving, deecit. his  extraviegance  had

brought bhim to (his. At thai moment
Thunder:ley would eheerlully bave died,
za greal was biz huniliation.

“Nour LGehaviour ot (e Jast maaddh
was inespdicable to me af the {ime,” cone-
tinmd his lavd=lap. " Bol now 1 am
beginning to soe wany things of which
T have remained i blissfol ignoranee
{forv a lone, long 1ime. I thintc, Noun
apre that vou gred 1 hed betier not st
too [reguently—thad s, wntil you Lo
retnstated voursell in my opinion, 1
think that 1= 113"

With that, his lordship, conscions of
having periovmed an unpleazsant doty.
coughed loudle, Lt op o elgar, siovied
to read=—or pretended to read—a copy of
the “Tutler,” which he held upside
down—and waited for his creztfullen
nephow to depart,

Like o man with chains reund his
snkles Thundersley dragged himself to
his feet and stumbled blindly out of the
room. what was he to do now? Ton
late, he realised that the way of the
teansgressor is Lhard, Live on his allow-
ance—why seven-eighths of 1t was
already swallowed up by moncylenders,
blackmatlers, and people of like kiduey
into whose evil hands he had Blindly
trusgted himself.

And on the morrow fresh diszeaeo
awaited him. Samucl Entwistle would
present his chegue for a hundred pmmfls
—and that chegque would Do  dis
honoured ! .

I!nr{]l}r kugwing‘ where he waz going,
Thundersley found himself in the long.
curving drive. llis bands, thrust deep
into his pockets, came in contact with «
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few shillings—all the money he Lad got
in the world.

Money was the spice of life to Thun-
dersley’s spoiled nature. Without it he
was as good as dead. Dead! He toyed
with the thought morbidly. People in
similar extremnities had found a way out.

1¢ river—— e shuddered. Thunders-
ley told himself that he hadn’t even a
coward’s couragoe to do that, But the
netion sot his brain working in other
dircctions. He knew that his uncle kept
a fair amount of money in the house for
immediate sxpenditure,

The safe—

Thunderzley’s eves lit up conmngly,
He knew the combination of the safle,
Ilad he not stogd behind his uncle mauy
times when the old fellow had been open-
ing it ¥ The safe—the safe—the safo——

The word sledgehammered his brain
until it hecame an obsession,

The safe—ihe safe—ihe snfoe——

He wrestled with the temptation afier

2]

the manner of a weak man; told himself
that, blackguard as he was, he would
never stoop to open robbery. Told him-
self that in ona breath, and countered it
tno noxt with the reflection that he had
robbed his lordship in ancther way—
namely, through the hospitals subscrip-
tion—end so reached that state of mind
where one offence assumed no greater
prrrl_}.rurtmn than the other.

w0 safe—the safe! 1t's your chance,
vou fool! No one will know! Even
vour uncle would never suspect you of
thit.

Apain and azain he wrestled with the
problem, the while the dusk deepened
gver the grounds. Then, all a-Hutter
with norvous horror of the decision he
had reached, Thundersley erept into a
thick bush of rhodedendrons and waited.

Hig heart beab against his ribs like a
hammer en an anv.l. In a guarter of
an hour he knew the gong for dinner

(Continued on nex? page.)
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COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Alcops glad to Tear from gou, chuins, 5o drop me a Hne to
the following address : The Editoy, The ' Magnet ' Library, J
The dmalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleetweay House, Farringdon

steveet, London, E.C.d.

ELL, chuma, a weeli has passed
gince I made tho announcement
concerning our stupendous

FREE GIFT OFFER

of a 32-page Atlas in full colours in return
for eollecting cight coupons. I can picture
you all bubbling over with exciterncent
Lo obilain this maznificent fiee gilt,. And
will you might!  Maybe some of you
were unablo lo obiain a eopy of lash
week’s Magxer.  Should this have been
tho case you can still participeie in
this free gpift scheme by  purchasing
copiea of the * Gem ™ or * Modern Boy,"
hoth of which contain o coupon wvalue
5 poinis.  Whai you've pot 1o remember
iz this : by tho concluszion of the schome—
which ja four weeka hence—yon muszl
have colleeled eight coupons  (totalling
40 peinls in oll) to qualify for this won-
deviul gift. 1f, for instance, you are
starting your collection with the coupon
which appears below, you have another
month in which to colleet the remaining
seven couponz—aay four from ibe next
four izsues of the MacxET and the roman-
ing three from either the Y Cem ™ or
“ Modern Iloy.” To be on the safe side,
chums, give your newsagent a rogular
order for the papers your require now |
By the way, there's n “peach ” of o
yvarn in  this wecek's * Gem,” eutitled:
“* Tom Merry & Co. in Liverpool 1 ¥ Tom
Merry, the lcader of the Shell Form at
Bt. Jim's, *adopts "™ Dighy's nnele. In
consequenco of a letter recetved from this
uncle a party of juniors journcy north te
Liverpool. Of their many and varied
adventures and the weird snd wonderful
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Cut This Out and Keep it By You!

L 'ﬂ |:
J.I.
*
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Magnet . Eﬂ'ﬁ"{é&*
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A stamped, addvessed envelope will
ensure a reply. l
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‘Erhert Rags, whose pluck saves the
junivts frozm 8 terrible *° beating up ™
by a gang of toughs, you'll learn when you
real  this  spanking  yarmn by  Martin
Clifford. Get a copy of tﬁ‘a “ Gem " to-dey,
boys—you’ll be more than satisfied with it.

Az spoce is tather short I have only
rocin Jor two

RAFID-FIRE REFLIES.

Is it Harder 1o Cycle or fo Walk ?
{J. 3., of Leatherhead).—Much harder to
wilk-—aboub ithres and a half times aa
hawd ! The average walker takes 2,263
sleps to the mile. On avorage eyeling
zear e reguires only the same amount ol
enirgy cortespondding to 627 steps  to
travel the same dislance !

Signals of Distress (T. J., of Harwich
I1n gleamer is secn flying a black ball abava
o zouare fop, it means : Y Fireor leak : 1
want immediate assistance.’” If the black
ball iz belew the square fag, it means that
she hps run aground, and elso requires
irmmediato asmstance.

NEXT SATURDAY'S PROGRAMME !

There's anothor firgt-rate lsgue in store
for wvou mnext week, chums, Frank
Richards who, by the way, also writes
for the * Ranger,"” " weighs in" with
one of ihe most exciting—and most
humeorous—yarazs he has yet contributed
tg our paper. It's entitled :

‘* POPPER'S UNFOFULAR PRIZE ! ™

and will keep vou interested from begin-
ning {o end. As Fisher T. Fish would
say : I puess and caleulate it sure tokes
the cat’s whigkers 1™

Hedley Beott, too, iz at his very best
in our powerful Soccer and *tec story. Of
eourse, there'll be chuckles galore in the
“ Greylriars Iferald,” and our shorter
features will round off a programme it'll
be hard to beat, Defore closing down,
let me remind vou that there will be
gnother Free " Atlas ™ Coupon worth
5 points in next SButurdey's MacxeT.

YOUR EDITOR.
Tue Macuer Tasnany.—No., 1,508
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wounld eccho round and about the greay
house, for it was to dinner that Thun-
devsley had invited himself when be bad
uicde up bis ming to *rouch *' his uncle.

Thundersley waited, the perspiration
streaming off him from shecr nervous
tension.

The pong  suddenly =ent ont  its
elamour with such volume as {o sct his
pulse racioz madly. He waited o few
moments, ‘then stole away from cover
and darted to tho rear of the great
houze., 1le eould have found the study
Blindfolded—a  diamond-pancd  window
on tho fivst floor which gave on o a
baleony. BStrong creeper grew into the
wzll directly beneath the study window,
and up this age-eld creeper Thundersley
started to clamber with monkey-like
hastc.

FHe was breathing  bavd when he
serambled gver the balcony rail, but he
quickly davted into cover, waited a few
seeonds to ascertain that all was well,
anil then began te operale on the sash
with his pocket-knife.

e was a clumsy workman, and broke
ihe blade of his' penkmife before 'he
mwanaged to slip cthe catch of the
window, but the job was done at last
Next moment ‘Lhundersiey had  disap-
peared- within the room.

e was afraid to switch on the cleekric
light, bumt réassured limsell that light
wie unnecessary: he knoew where the
safe was. He could do all that he
wanted to do without cven the aid of a
mateh lare.

A moment later his thievish lingors
were elawing thvough the darkness for
the salc.

To doe Thundersler justice, hiz con-
seience smiote him as e knelt before the
safe. It was in his mind to veltreat, to
abandon the whole projoct. Dut =
imental -picture of big liabilitiez, of ex-
posure from more fhan enc quarter,
sorved 1o ernsh any noble Instinets that
remmained to Bim.

Deitly his finpers sei o work on tho
combination lock. Only a week earlier
Lie had =ztood at his locdsliip's side when
the safe had been opéned, and hed
checked his memory for deiails of the
eombination—gquite innoccntly enough
then. A surge of excitemoent swept’ h-:ﬁd
of him as he felt the door suddenly
give to his pressure on the handle. Then
—unexpected,  strident,  compelling—
came a3 loud voiee and the piercing
clangour of o bell.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY
Cut

“Put up your hands—uuick |
tlhem up, or I'll shoot 1"

The voice seewned to come from the
doorway which was at Thundersley's
back. He froze with horror, and for a
split second remained on his knecos
hefore the safe, ircepable of action.
Then overwhelming relief  flashed
through his whele being.  He remem-
bered, late in the day, that his unele
had attached an anti-burgler deviee to
the safe, which sounded the alarm
throughout the house the moment an
unlawful attack was made on tho safe,
and, morcover, set in molion an instru-
ment which “spoke ™ the words men-
tioned above.

Thundersley cursed, recovercd  his
nerve, and plunged his hands into the
safe. - All the while the alarm bell
shricked its warning in the house. And
while Thundersley groped within  the
steel walls of the safe pounding footsteps
cchoed alarmingly neas.

To linger was madness, vet Thunders-
gy “lingered loeng enough to grab o
bundle of what felt like notes, and
stuffed then in his pocket. Next bic was
across the room. thvouglh the window,
and scrambling down the creeper with
the speed of desperation, to gain the
lawns and the friendly shelter of the
rhododendron-bushes, Not a sccomd too
soon. I'rom his hiding-place he saw the'
lichts go on in the study, saw  the
silhouetted figures of the servants at the
windew as they peerod down into the
darkness, heavd their cries.

Pausing only Jong cnough to sce that
his immediate vieinily was not under
syrveillanee. Thundersley darted from
cover, ent off on a diagonal route, and
reached the stone wall which enecircled
the grounds., He was up and over the
wall like z professional cat-burglar. In
his blind haste he did not nolice that
spmeone was striding along the pave-
ment almost beneath him—until he had
dropped: upon that unfortunate person
like a ton of bricks.

Yet, gquick as the whole ineident was,
he gave a pasp of horror as he recog-
nised the face of the luekless passer-by.
and the fawmiliav wmop of hair which
came to view oz o felt hat toppled off
and rolled into the guticr, for both be-
longed to Nobhy !

(X ook oul for wncet Solurdoys
AlaGxer and [urther cxeiting ehapfors
af dhiz powerjel story, chums’)

WIBLEY’S WONDERFUL
WHEEZE!

iContinued from page 23}

“Look ovt for nanother dose to-
merrow——"

“Furrrrggh '’

“ And every dav afterwards 1"

“ Gug-gug-gug-gug !’

And the juniors streamed oui of tho
study, leaving Wibley strewn on the floor,
vasping and gurgling and  pgugpling,
with the prospeet before him of an
cndless repetition of similar experiences.

It was a happy prospect for Wibley!

# L] L 3 * & L]

Bt

}]’:":::rhmatuly for Wibley thore waz a
“hut.”

For Dick ¥ernon-Tracy, before he left
the school that evening, told in detail
what bhad lLappened on the Lantham
road that afterneen, The Reomove
fellows learned that that ass, that fat.
Lead, thar checky tick, Wibley, had
actizally risked his life and very pearly
lost it to save Smithy's cousin_after
lis fall into the Redelvfie Canal. Which
paturally made o difference, especialiy
i:_si ]t}:r::r had had time to cool down a
ittle.

Pluck will tell. It did not diminizh
Wibley's offence; but, after all, he had
had a severe lesson on that subject, wuld
it was unlikely—very unlikely—that he
would ever try to play tricks on the
Remove footballers amain. And pluck
was plack !

Harry Wharton proposed, and the
other fellows agreed, that Wibley shonld
be lot off the rest of his punishment.
S that was that. Tt was a great relick
to Wib: and. thowgh he still rathev
foncied lLimsclf oz a foothaller, it was
cortain that the Remove would never
see  again  anything  like  Wibley's
Wonderful Wheezo !

THE E&D.

(You'll find anothér rippisg slery of
Hovry Wharton & Co. in next reek's
Aagxer. chume, entitled: “"POPPERS
UNPOPULEAR PRIZE!  AMiud pou
read it, chums, for this f& a yarn that
it far toe goad to me mixsedd Look ont
wlza for another Froe “Aflus "' Conpron
virlue five poiniz)
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vencherous capassity.

TO RANCH OWNERS,

PIRATE CHIEFS, Etc.

Young man, helthy, strong, ambi-
tious, offers his servisses as cowboy,

assistant-pirate, or in any other ad-
Write
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WHO'LL HELP BUNTER?

Expert
needed to form rescue party.
just been told that Bunter is lying
helpless at the end of a tremendous
gorge and we feel awlully anzious

about him,
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mountaineers  urgently
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Abusive \wﬁm&%
Taboo

Libel Laws Prevent
Publication

Wo want you chaps to understand
definitely once and for all that it's
obsolutely useless for you to send us
articles copiaining abusive remarks abcut
other fellows.

Flease got it into your wooden noddles
that there's a law of libel in this country,
and that we should get into very seriocus
trouble if we sttempted to blacken the
character of anybody at Greyiriars.

Don't trouble to tell us that it's an
awful shame. We know that already.

Wo shounld love to tell you that Skinner
is o smoky rotter without o pgroin of
decepcy in him. But wo dare not.

Neothing would give us greater pleasure
than to mention that Snoop is & white-
livered cur withont a spark of manliness.
But it's utterly impossible for va to do so.

It would be dehghtiul to be ablo to say
that Coker is a prizo idiot with the brain
of & bunny-rabbit, and & face that reminds
ug of a pound of pickled pork. But the
law lorbids it.

Privately we aro of the opinion that for
ghoor  imbecility Tompls of tho Upper
Fourth takes a lot of whocking. ut
wﬁw:ﬂ_% such an opinion eannot pozsibly

g expressed.

It stems e pity that conven{ion, assisted
by the law, should throttie the truth,
But. as the publishers of a proat and
widely-read newspapor we cannot afford
to flout eouvention or show disrcspeet to
tho law,

Itough on us, i1sn't it § The strain is
pimply awful somotimes. Ono of these
days we feal aure we shall break out and
tell you just what we think of somebody,
After which it'a ten to one wo shall bo led
away Wwith gyves on our wriste te think
it over on o diet of bread and water,

It's not all honey runming the ** Grey-
frionrs Herald,” helieve uas!

Dicky Nupent's Weekly
Wisdom

The only thing loft to Sammy DBuntee
whnon hia Uncle Alfred dyed rezently was
an ortomatlic weighing-machine.

What else could you egpapoct, anyway,

Bammay ¥ As the old ,m.:.?.._ﬁn_n. PEINALN,
“ Where theres a WILL there’s a
WELGEL '+ 7

Indigestion Cure Wanted

Ly Temple of the Fourth, He snid ho'd
eat his bat if his toam coulidn't lick tho
Fomove at luoter' last Wednesday-—and
wo doubt whether hia digestion will stand
Lo gtrain !

MASKED RAIDERS GAG
~ ORATOR

Scenes in Fifth Form Debate

Extraordinary BCENCE
marked the Ilast meeting
of the Fiflth Form Debating
Bociety. The dehate, which
waa on the resolution ** That
the Modern Schoolboy is
Degenerate @ had attracted
a rocord attendance and
the speeches both for and

againat were full of
enthusiaam.
Half-way through the

evening, Coker rose. It was

noticed that he had a gleam
in his eye and a huge gheaf
u._w papers in his hand and
that

e clearad hia throaet

and drank a pint of wator
without taling braath, From
thiz the Socioty inferred
that Coker was about to
make the speeeh of hia lifo.

Coker pot os far as
“ by Chairman — Gentle-
men———"" when the door
of the Fifth Games study
opened,

To Colter'a surprise four
masked wouths appeared,
carrying revolvers which
they pointed mepncingly
round the room, Without
a word, the mysterious
quartstte surrounded Coker,
geized him, tied him to his

ehair with stout eord, and
magged him.

*1f anyonme unties him
bafore theend of the dehate,”
said the leader of the four,
in a ferocigua voles, * we'll
como baelk and shoot up tho
show properly, won't wo,
boys ¥ ™

* You bet we will, bogs 1 ™
answered the " boya™ in
chorus,

The guartette then
marched out,

Naturally, under the
eircumstances, the ITifih
could hardly do anyihing
in the matter. To thoir
very great regrob they had
to carry on without hearing
an  oration  frem  Colior.
Fortunately his gazx didn’t
prevent him from uttering
A few romarks, however,
and {he Wifth listened with
great respect ie oecosional
*Groooghs! ™ and * Gug-
gug-sues ! ™ {rom behind Lhe

bhandhkerchiofa thot cowverced
his mouth.

Coker was in o state of
blind fury by the time he was
aq..nuﬂu...n.um\uq rolonsed, though
why bhe should hovo been
so beoats uws. Blundell soid
that Coker's romarks wore
the most sensible and the
beat.phrased he had over
h him make in a dohata,
and surely Cokor ought to
be satisfisd with thot.

But Coker isn’t. Tor
gome reason he seema to
irnagine that tho whole
thing wag framecd up by
Blundell for the purposs of
putting the kybosh on his

apeech. Ridiculous, of
courso!  Obviously the
visitors  wore  dosperats
gangsters  straight  [rom
Chicggo, Anyone with a

rainof commoen gensa should
a ghle tg oo thoat !

Nothing hax been heard
of them since, by tho way,
and for unknown reasons
tho Fifth alwaya langh when
wo mention them. Wibloy
and DBrown asmd Bulstrode
and Bmithy ol the Remove
seem  to  fiod  something
amusing in it, tool

Wo wonder what it ia ?

FE L S
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'LONZY’S LITTLE LETTERS

Dear Hditor,—The pre

ration of a contumeliously-
wordod indictment of a fellow

-scholar ie not, 1 confidently

affitm, my hobitual. aetivity ; but 1 should demonstrate
o lamentable deviation from soceial duty amounting to
pusillanimity if I refrained from giving expression to
admonitory obscrvation concerning Willimn  Goorge

Bunter.

Pormit mo, therelors, to romark that the morality of this
juvenils is, I fear, as amorphous os his somatie charaglorisa-
tion and that, submitting my essociation with bim to
dispassionatoe mentzl analysis and revision, [ cannot effech
avoidance of the conclusion that the utility of the applica-
tion of supererogatory humanitariapiem to Danler is

opcn to considerablo dubiety.

Yours logubriously,

This ia pesitively the
about Bunter, \V

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT ?

T
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it is well Enown that Gosling likes A

hiz littte *'mip* of liguor— his awe-inspiting command of
and his wrath iz tezrific when he iz words in bis essays, and he
oceasionally Oods that some somelimes wmokes even Hir,

practical joker has adolterated

it with ink !

Quelch biink |

lonzo Todd =mives el reln to

ALONZ0O TODD,

worst thing we've ever heard said
VWiah wo knew what it all meant '—Ed.)

Commqa,

talk of B H.n.vwm_..m.
charm,” we can't help think-

_,ﬂgﬁw Corn Stops
| Athletes

No Subject for “Chaff”

Mr. Irout of the Fifth e
ong of the best—a rare old
aportaipan with o heart of
gald, But if ho offcra o
judge your lomg-jumping
practice, toke our tip and ron
a miled,

We know, you see. Wo've
hod seme. Yast Tuesday, to
bo presise.

Mr. ¥rout rolled up with a
measning-tape just ns  wo
weore aterting practice at the
little sand-pit on the other
gide of the playing-fields
whera the long.jump is naually
perfornned.

* Pray allow me to do the
mopswing, my boys, * Yoo
may rely on strictly accurato
measuements and persaps a
few tips in season [from an olid
stagr~}" he said, with his
mos |, dming smile.

We gave him hiz head, of
GO,

W Spenlized the drawbaek
whon Belzover major did his
gtuff. Mr. Prout’s mevemoents
are raher slow, and Bolsy's
a weigity sort of chap. Tho
cornbustion of those two
cireumnpances proved fatal.

Wharton —E% just jumped,

and the master had just
meazmued  hia  jump.  As
A “€urrent” Topic
Courtfield residents are

roto, againat the neaw
Wu_._n.ﬂutwﬂm th_&nnﬂ eables
being erected across tho
We agree  that
they're not very beoautiful,
but when the local residents
Nature of its
ing they're beginning to
“ pylon " the agony

Mr., Prout moved bael,
Bolsover soared through the
air on & record-breaking leap.

Unfortunately Mr. Prout
moved back about one-{ifth of
a socond too lato!

Bolsy tunded with terrific

forco. He landed on DMr,
Frout's loft foor. WNWow as it
happons Mr. Prout has a
small but very painful corn on
hig left foot. By shecr bod
luck Bolay landed dead on that
corn |

Words ean convey no idea
ot the tragoedy of that moment,
but if you imupgine a demontod
bull in ita death-throes, you'll
pet o famt notion of what
Mr. Preut locked liko !

Seme of us thought it
lunny end loughed. Wo can
assura you we laughed on
the ovher sido of the face when
Mr. Prout marched us all
back to the Housn and
roported us for importinence.
Mr. Quelch doesn't like com-
plainte from the mastor of
the Fifth, and he demmonstrated
that fact in no uncertain
menner.

Aa Peter Todd remarked,
Mr. Prout's *“corn’ iz mno
subject for ** chaff "1

" WHO WRECKED GOSLING'S
FLOWER-BED?

Answer Surprises Remove

The sensation of tho woek has been the
Mystery of the Trampled Flower-bed,
As a erime it threatoned to baffle tho best
brains in the Remowve till Det.-Inzp.
T'onfold took charge of the case and applied

e e, i = B IR -

AS OTHERS SEE THEM

What I Think of
Harry Wharton
By H. Vernon-Smith

Fellows who've beon looking forward
to thia article in the sxpectation of seaing
mo indulge in an orgy of mud-slinging in
Wharton's direction are in for a big
disappointment. At the same time, pals
of Wharton whe hope to sce me laud him
to the skies aro not going to have their
wishea gratified, vither,

It's protty obvioua fvorn Wharton's
articlo last week that he ecan soe my
faclts. Woell, you ean take it from me,
chaps, I ean soe Wharton's faunits equally
clearly ! Chiel among them 138 FPride.
When Wharton starts ™ putting oh the
Ritz "' an techerg’a . warm and chesry
body in comparizon !

Thon there's hin temper. I havon't
the bost temper in tho world myself, but
if you've ever seen tho lizhtning dark
from Wharton's peepers and the thundor
gother on his noble brow, you'll admit
that I'm only & novieo at the game t

Still, every man hos hias little nﬁ::waﬁa?
and now l've given you Wharton's, let
mo add that he's still my idea of the
Hundred Por Cent Bportsman. We've
rowoed plenty, I know ; but woe've beon in
tight cornera topether, teo, not only at
Groyfriors, but in sovorel dietant parts of
the world, What 1've learned from those
experiences is that thore's one fellow I'd
alwayas profoer in an omergency to soycno
elge—and thaet Tellow's Harry Wharton !

But I can't help wishing he'd break
out—just oneco !

e

Harry

Pegg Bay.

<= _JY." WaN
Whartan is an expert on

AR Aquapiane, having acquired
bhis skill beuind & zpeed-boat in

= L,

(s¢ven othar leliows

W. G. Bunter defenoded his title
of champon gourmand of tho
Remove by eatine zs _n.s...& A3
il

 {fenchermen, The seque

R AT

One ol Horacs

hearty
wWos

magnifying glass

g iragic—1oz Bunter |

=5

Coker's
iderg 8 to be & preat detective.
He bas a pipse {empty! snd o
towards

Cecil Reginahl Temple, amonz
other arbistic porsuits, dabbles
in ails, and foneies thal his
paintiogs mizht tand a chance
at the Academy. He i3 alous
in that opinicn, however !

pok

it !

hig woll-known methods of doduntion to it.
The facts wers simple. On Wednoaday.
aftor [ooter, theflower-bed cutaide Gosling®s
lodzo, which has been attracting a los of
admirztion on account of tho groat show of
bufbe contained in 1t, was loud to havo
been trampled on. Flowers had been
trodden underfoot, the goil kickod in all
diroctions, and the whaole thing roined.

(iosling’s howls of wrath brought up a
crowd from the footer ficld., 'The crowd
stared ot the wrecked flower-bed and
immedintely sighted a most important
clue. The flower-bod was simply eovored
with lootprints of elephantiny aize |

The problem was how those footprints
had arrived there. Somobody suggestod
that an elephont or o chino bhad oseaped
from a circus, and tho theory found a lob
of accepters till Penfold came along.

Tho famoua erminologiat gave one
glanco at the flower-bed theg atarted,

* Those footprintal ' ho eaid hooracly.

* What are they—an elephant’s or o
rhinoceros’ §°" somebody ashoed.

Dect-Inap. Pentold shook his bead,

" Woither,” he snid  deeidodly. " X
Lknow that's what they look like, hut
appoearances aro  sometimos  decviving.
As o matter of faet the tootprints nre thoso
of 1iob DHHE.F,_.._.,.. o

“ My hat!™

Tho foellows looked satarilad.

“ Let's find the rottor | ericd Dulstyodo,

The crowd mado a move to tind Bob
Cherry. But Det..Insp. Penfold hold up
his hand.

“Hold on | " he said quistly. * It's
obvious that the footprinta are Dob'as;
there's nobody else with o foot that sizo
at Greyfriars. But how do we know ho
waa wearing the boots 17

“You mean someone clse might have
been woaring *om to put ua off tho scens ¥
askod Kipps,

Det.-Inap. Ponfold nodded.

“Just thatt! If you'll take another
lool: ot those marks, you'll notiev the tread
is very deop.  Judgiog by the look of ‘om
Hr,.__ ﬁ_u___.u.mﬂ_ must have weighed o ton at
east.”

“Well, Boeb Cherry docan’t weigh o
ton," remarked Bulstrode.

* Exactiy ! But there’s another chap
who doos,’

“ BUNTELR ! " yellod the erowd.

It was a trivmph of deduction,
was obviously the eulprit !

On being tackled about it, Bunter said
he bada't beon within oomele of Gosling’s
flower-bod, and that ho hod only horpownl
Lobi's bools boecanse hia own woron't
handy, aod that Lo didn’t borrow thom
anyway, and that Chorry was e beast,

I'ho crowd wero vather nonplogaed] by
this  simple, honvat, wtraightlornvard
staloment.  They  mgged  DBuotor  on

rineiplo, howover. and haid o whip-round
m..h_ Crosling.

Dot.-Insp. Tenfold is inking no Farther
action in tho matter !

Bunter



