Meet Harry Wharton & Co. in: “The ACE of JOKERS!”
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AN AMUSING AND AMAZING STORY OF THE CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS -

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Wel |

4 E, IE, HE!” .
H It was a sound that might
have been the creaking of

rusty hinges, or the whir of

4 cheap alarm clock, or a mixture of
both., But 1t was neither; nor was it
both. It wps the cachinnation of Billy
Bunter, the Owl of the Greyiriars
Hemove.

Bunter evidently was amused.

“He, he, he ! cackled Bunter, as ho
rolled inte Study No. 1 in the Remove,
‘1 say, vou fellows—— He, he, he!”

It seemed that Dunter was 1n
rossession of a joke—a tremendous
joke! His fat face was irradiated by

erins, anid his cackle was irrepressible,

But the five fellows in Study No. 1
were not interested in Bunter or his
jokes. Harry Wharton, the captain of
the Remaove, was looking rather cross,
(Inly a short time before, Wibley of the
Remova had barged into that study to
psk—or, rather, demand—of the cap-
tain of the Form whether he was down
to play football on Saturday. Wibley,
who was & wonderful man at theatricals
and stuch things, was & dud at football,
nnd, unhappily, in complete ignorance
nf the faet. Wharton's answer being in
the negalive—an emphatic negative—
Wibley had proceeded to tell the captain
nf the Remove exactly what he thought
of him; getting warmer and warmer,
and wrathier and wrathier, till the
argument ended by Wibley quitting the
<tudy on his neck.

Which rather worried the Famous
[“ive of the Remove; for they really
ltked old Wibley, though he was an

pxtremely exazperating fellow at times,

After that hittle row. Harry Wharton
& Co, were in no mood for Billy Bunter
and his uvnmusical cackle. So, instead
of inquiriug what the great j{}hﬂ Wis,
the cliums of the Remove gatd, with ane
VOICe -

‘Burzz off, Bunter!™
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“1 say. vou follows
chortled Dunter.

" Hook 1t!"” szaid Bob Cherry,

“1 say, Wibleyv— He, he, he!"”

“0Oh, my hat! Haven't we linished
with  Wibley vet?! groaned Frauk
MNugent. “ What about Wibley

“Bothor the fellow !” growled Harry
Wharton. “Why can’t he have a little
sense?! He ean play Hamlet, but
can’t play Soccer.”

“"The playfulness of the esteemedl
Wibley is not terrifie,” agreed Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh.

““He, he, ho!"

“Oh, e¢ut the cackle, Bunter!"
grunted Johnny Bull. “If vou think
that gurgle is nice to listen to, you're
making a big mistake.”

“Beast! 1 say, you fellows, Wibley
is—— He, he, he !™ Billy Bunter's very
spectacles ghistened with merriment. * 1
say, he's going to make you sit up! 1
heard them talking in  his  study,
Desmond’s helping him to make up—"

“Let him make up all he likes,” said
Bob. “That’s his long suit! 1f he's
going to give one of his theatrical
shows, we'll all stand round and cheer.”

“Which is more than anybody would
do if he plaved football .l};:d‘ the
Remove," said Johnny Bull.

“He's making up as Mossoo " said
DBunter. "I squinted through the key-
hole and saw him. He, he, he!"

Harry Wharton & Co. laughed.
Wibley could make himself up as almost
anybody, within limitations of size. He
was as tall as Monsieur Charpentier,
the French master, and more than once
he had got himself up as Mossoo, as like
the little French pentleman as a twin.
[£ was quite a relief to the chums of
the Hemovwe to hear that old Wily had
nlready got over his football ambitions
and returned to the job he could really
do well.

“He, he. he !” cackled Bunter.
Hon’t know what his game is!
going to wmake you take him
Mossoo——"!

“No harm in

ho

“You
He's

for
that,”

said Harry,

ﬁmﬂ* !'11".i|ﬁl|"|l|"|( ,

R

He, he, he!”

Y

lavighing. *Let him rip! We'va taken
hirn for Mosseo more than once when
he was rigged up.”
"Jle,”he* he! He's going to cane
Y01l
“What
“And give
s tiong——"
“Eh

you long French im-

"1 heard it all through the keyhole.
tle was telling Desmond. He seems
wild about something; 1 don’t know

what ¥

Harry Wharton & Co. knew what
They stared at Bunter.

“ Waxy as anything.” grinned Bunter
"Wild with rage, you know! He says
he's simply going to make you fellows
{-rtn%iz! He, he, he!”

“My only hat!” Bob
Cherry.

“The silly ass!” growled Johnny Bull,

“He's coming along to this study
when he's ready,” chuckled Bunter.
“You ean expect him in about ten
minutes. e, he, he! There was
rather a rag in the French class to-day,
vou know, and Wib's going to make
that the excuse for pitching into you;
vou taking bim for Mossoo!
He, he, hel”
I And Billy Bunter cackled loud and
ong.

Harry Wharton knitted his brows,

Evidently William Wibley, instead of
forgetting Soccer ambitions and getting
back to his own job, was taking up the
trail of vengeance.

The exasperating thing was that, but
for Bunter’s tip, he ecould have got
away with it quite successfally,

The i1dea of being caned by a trickster
got up as a master, and chained to their
studies by long French impositions, was
intensely exasperating to the Famous
Five.

Forewarned was forearmed, and
Wibley was not going to succeed this
ttme. As the Famous Five looked at
cne .another the same thought was
expressedd in all their wrathy and
incignant faces. Williamm Wibley had

murm:ared
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—STARRING WILLIAM WIBLEY, THE WORLD'S GREATEST SCHOOLBOY IMPERSONATOR [

to learn not to play these tricks on his
Yorm fellows.

“The cheeky ass!” said Bob., * When
ho comes in we'll jolly well scrag him !"

“I say, you fellows—"

“The scragfulness will be terrific.”

“I say, I've given you the tip because
wo're pals, you know,” said Billy
Bunter. “You needn't think it was
because Wibley kicked me for taking
his butierseotch. As a matter of fact,
1 never took it; Wiblev's suspicious, yvou
know ! Besides, 1 thought 1t was mine.
But 1 say, I've been disappointed about
a postal order——"

“And vou'd like to raise a little loan
in this study ?'* grinned Frank Nugont,
“Well, you'ra going to be disappomted
about that, too!"

“0Oh, really, Nugent——"

“Seat, you fat oyster!” grunted
Johnny Bull.

“Beast! I sav, you [ellows, my
postal order will ba for a pound——"

“That's rather a pity,” remarked

Harry Wharton. “1f it was for a bob
I could manago it,”

“l mean to say, I'm expecting a
postal order for a shilling, old
chap-——""

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Blessed if I sco anvthing to cackle
at! 1 say, Harry, old chap, I've gmot
usk time to get down to the tuckshop

fore lock-up 1"

Billy Bunter grabbed a shilling and
rolled out of the study. The informa-
tion he had imparted was worth that
small sum. Billy Bunter departed in
haste; like Iser in the. poem, rolling

rapidly ! .

“When that silly falhead Wibley
comes along to play his silly tricks,”
said Harry Wharton, “we'll all be ready
for him, and we'll give him a lesson
that will do him good.”

“Hear, hear !” assented the Co.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“We've got time,” he said. “I'll cut
along to the tap at the end of the
passage and get a pail of water., We'll
turn out the lLight in the study and
have it ready for him[*’

“Ha, ha, hal”

No time was lost. Bob Cherry fairly
shiot along the Remove passage. He
came back with the pail of water and
landed it in the studr, grinning.

“They'ro at it,” he remarked.
heard Wib as I passed Lis study,
was speaking French to  Micky
Desmond;  practising ready for us.
Well, we'll be ready for him by the
time he's ready for us. What?”

“What-ho 1"

The light was turned off in the study.
Bob Cherry stood ready with the pail
of water. The other fellows suppressed
their merriment while they waited.
The surprise of his life was ready for
Wibley of the Remave wlen hie came.

“Hark!" breathed Nugent suddenly.

There was a footstep in the passage.
It was not a schoolboy's foolstep: but
that, of course, was Wibley all over,
When le played a part, he plaved it
to the life. If he came to Study No, 1
as Monsieur Charpentier, he would
coma with the slow and stately tread of
a “beak."” thus causing his victims to
expect to see a master when he arrived,
The Tamous Five knew their Wibley,
and were up to all his tricks. ’

“Ready I whispered Johnny Bull,

“You bet! Quict!”

The tread stopped  at ihe door of
Study No. 1. There was a tap on the
door, and it was opened.

Swoooonosh !

The pailful of water Hew!

Splash !

“Urrerrrggh | came a wild splutter,

i I
1o

“Ha, La, ha!"” roared the Famous
Five.

“Got him " yelled Bob Cherry,

“The gotfulness is terrifie !

“How do vou like that, vou silly
ass "' roared Jolinny Bull

“Ta, ha, ha!”

“Urrrgh!  Wurrrggh! Gurerggh!
What—what— How dare vou® I
repeat, how dare you? LUpon my word !
I am drenched—dripping—soaking !
You shall be expelled for this dastardly
ouwtrage !  Urrrrggh 1"’

The sounds of laughter died away in

Study Neo. 1. live fellows stood rooted
to the floor, petrified with horror. 'The
emply pail dropped with a crash, For

the vaiee that spoke was not the voice of
William Wibley, It was the voice of
Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove !

It was the ﬂ[‘lﬂlﬂ\"ﬂ master who stood
there  splultering, drenched to  the
skin !

THE SECOND CHAPTZR.
Going Through It !

v LOGGED—expellod ! Grooogh!

F Thraslied! Urrrgegh! Young

rascals ! Wurrgegh! 1 am
drenchied ! Gurrerrgh [

Me. Quelch’s remarks were almost in-
coherent. There was no doubt that he
had been taken by surprise:; and that
he was in a state that the juniors
might have described as flabbergasted.

The finest actor in the world,
in the opinion of William
Wibley, is William Wibley ! But
whether you will agree with
him or not you will be bound to
admit that where wigs, grease-
paint, and colossal ** nerve *’
are concerned there's no one at
Greyfriars to touch him !

————

Drenched, dripping, breathless, Tenry
Bamuel Quelch gurgled and gabbled in
the doorway of Study No. 1.

Harry Wharton was the first to
recover sufficiently to turn on the light.
What was revealed added to the horror
of the Iemovites.

A drenched Form master was an un-
comimon sight. It was a terrifying
sight ! Queleh was soaked—smothered
—dripping ! Water ran down him, and
formed in a pool at his feet,  His
mortar-board dripped water; his face
ghistened with it. It ran down his neck,
and all over him. Considoring that it
hiad been dark, Bob Cherry's aim with
tliat pail of water had been remark-
ably good. He wished mow that it
hadn't boeen !

Up the passage, the door of Study
No. 6 opened, and a face with a little
black moustache and a pointed beard
looked out. Anyone who had scen that
face might bave sworn that it was
Monsieur Charpentier’s. It was as a
matter of fact, Wibley's, wondorfully
got up. The schoolboy 1mpersonator
was ready. Dut at the seund of Me.
Queleh’s voice down the passage Wibley
popped back into his study, like jack
into the box, and shut the door.  Hae
did not want to meet Quelel’s eyes in
that rig.

Other doors opened, lowever, and
follows came out, to sce what the row
was, Vernon-Smith and Redwing comn
out of Study No. 4, Peter Todd out of
Study No. 7. Lord Mauleverer out of

Study No. 12, Tisher T. Fish from
Study No. 14; other fellows after them.
Quite a little crowd gathered to stare
at the dripping l'orm master in the
doorway of Study WNo. 1,

"Quelchv's had a wash ! murmured
Smithy to Redwing, and he grinned.
But nobody but the Bounder grinned.
The matter was too awlully serious for
grinning.

Mr. Quelech colleeted himself a little.
He became less ineolierent, Put his
wrath seemed to intensify. His eyes
glittered like steel.

“Wharton, you are head boy of my
Form. You have done this "

“I did it, sir!l” gasped Bob Clerry.
“But I never know——""

“Bilence! All of vou are concerned
in this!” barked Mr. Quelch. I find
vou all here, the light turned out—
evidently in order to take me by sur-
prise when you committed this ruffianly,
this rascally, this disrespectful assault.”

“We¢ never meant—"" stuttered
Nugent,

“We dido't know—" groancd
Johnny Bull

“We thought—" slammercd Whaege
ton.

“1 eame here,” said Mr. Queleh, in a
grinding voice, *“to speak to you,
Wharton, as my head boy, on mattera
connected with the Form. How you
knew that I was coming at this pac-
tiecular moment, I cannot say——"

“1 didn't know, sir. I never
dreamed——""

“8ilenee ! I shall take vou all to the
headmaster immediately,” said Mer.
Quelch. “You, Wharton, will be ex-
pelled from CGreyfriars this very hour,
as ringleader in this dastardly outra
The others will be Hogged with tha
utmest severity. Follow me!®

“Oh, sir,” gasped Wharton. “If you
will listen & minute—"'

“T will listen to nothing! Follow me
to Dr. Locke's study instantly |"" barked

the Remove master,

He whisked out of the studr, scatter-
ing drops of water as ho went., In deep,
utter dismay, the Famous Five followed
him. Fellows in the Removo passage
starcd at them as they went.

“Well,” said Skinner, “if ever a set
of silly asses asked for the sack, it's
that lot! Ianey mopping a pail of
waler over Quelch ! .

“Must be mad!Z said Hazeldene, in
wonder.

“Mad as hatters!" said Deter Todd.

“I guess this is the bee's knee!" re-
marked Fisher T. Fish., "“I'll surely
say this is the elephant's side

EL]

whiskers |

“What on earth did they do it for?™
asked the Bounder. ' What's Quelchy
done 7"

“Whalaver he's done, we can guess
what he's going to do!" said Skinner,
with a chuckle, “He's going to giva
that mob the timo of their lives."”

There was no doubt about that. The
Famous Five were only too well awaro
of 1t as they trailed after Mr. Queleh
to the Head's study, On the stairs thoy
met Billy Bunter, coming up. with
exactly a shilling’s worth of jam taris
packed in his capacious inside. DBunier
blinked at his drenched Form master,
his little round eves almost popping
through his big, round speetacles uc
the sight.

YO erikey ! gasped Bunter,

Downstairs, tho procession met many
eves.  D’rout, the master of the Iilth,
rolled up in amazement, with [acker,
master of the Bhell, equally amazed.

“Queleh ! exclaimed Hackor,

“My dear Quelch !” boomed 'rout.

Mr. Quelch whisked on, wilhout

Tue Maaxer Lismiry,—No, 1,341,



4

pausing to reply. re was rather too
wet  to linger for conversation. He
needed a change; but still more ho
needed to hand over the delinquents to
condign punishment. That came lirst—
though, had Quelch heen a little less
wrathy lia might have realised that a
change was the more important of tho
two !

Wingate and Gwynune, of the Sixth,
near Head’s corridor, jumped at the
sight of thoe Remove master,

“ Has—has anyihing happened, sir?”
excloimed Wingate—rather a  super-
fluous question, for it was clear that
something had !

But Quelch did not stay to answer
the captain of Greyiriars, He whisked
on ta the Ilead’s study door, [ollowed
by the dismal five.

Tap! Quelch opened the door and
:1‘:&:'-311!;'(1 in, and Dr. Locke, starting up
from his chair, gazed at him, Seldom
liad  the Theadmaster of Greylriars
School been g0 astonished.

“My—my dear Quelch!” articulated

the Head; * What—what—what has
happencd "
“Dr. Locke! Sir! You—you sco

* Drenched,
An outrage,

me " gasped Mr. Queleh,
sir—soaked to the =Kin!
sir ol

. “Bless my toul! Surely no Greyliriars
ay 3

“These bayz, sir—ihese boys of my
Form!" Queleh waved a watery hand
at the dismayed juniors, who followed
him in, I went to Wharton's study,
sir, to speak to him, as my head boy.
And 1 was reecived, sir, with a bucket
of water, full in my face, sir—the light,
sir, having been turned out, in order to
trap mo, sir "

“Upon my word!” Dr. Locke's face,
generally kind and benign, set like iron.
“Mr., Quelch, I leave it to you to name
ihe punishment of these boys. If you
require the expulsion of every one of
them I shall accede at once !

“May wo speak, sic?’ gasped Whar-
ton, m utter dismay.

“You may speak, Wharton, if it is
to cxpress your regret to your Form

master, before you are expelled in
ienominy  from the school,” exclaimed
Dy, Locke.

“We never meant, sir—
“Wao dido't know——"
“The knowfulness was not ferrific—
“We're sorry *

“We thought—"

“1o not speak all at once ! snapped
Lthe Head. * Wharton, if you have any-
thimg to say, say i, and be brief.,”

“Yes, sir!” gdsped Harry,. “We
never  knew  that Mr., Queleh was
conting to the study. We nover dreamed
it was he, sir, We—we—we'd never
have done anything of the kind, sir.
We respect Mr. Queleh too much, sir!"

“The muchfulness is terrifie!”

“Wo thought it was a Remove fellow

L2 ]

coming larking, sir, and we had the
le of water ready for him, and the
ight turned out,” greoaned Whartaon,

“ Being dark, we diduo't see it was AMr.
Queleh, sir.”

“We mnever dreamed—" gasped
Nugent,
Wharton turned to the gasping

Remove mastoer,

“Mr. Queclch, you ecan't believe we
would have done 1t if we had known it
was you M

“Do you believe this,
Quelch?" asked the Head.

Mr. Quelch ealmed down a little. He
was beginning to reflect. No Form
master liked to have to own up, in
Masters' Common-reom, that he had
heen assaulted by members of his Form.
INo Form master was anxious to hove
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members of his Form cxpellad! ‘Added
to that consideration, Quelech—on re-
fleetion—realised how very iimprobable
it was that theso hoys would have com-
mitted such a wild and reckless nssault
on & beak—had they known! The
dismay and horror in their looks were
convinging, too. Mr. Quelch paused
efore he replied ; but his reply, when it
came, brought imnmense relief to the five
juniors in danger of the sack.

“1 believe it, sir! Foolish and un-
thinking as theso boys seem to be, 1
have always known them to be truthful.
Possibly a mistake was made in the
dark—that did net, for the moment,
oceur to me.”

“"We give you our word, sir!” said
Wharton carnestly, “A Remove man
was coming to our study, larking—aund
we were watching for him."

*1 believe you,” said Dr. Locke. “ Mr.,
Quelch  will exonerate you from in-
tentionally  assaultivg bim——" He
glanced at the Remove master, who
nodded  asgent.  “But that does not
excuse your action! Such a prank, even
on a Junior boy, 18 inexcusable! You
have drenched your Form master—lie
15 1n danger of catching cold "

** Atchoo - chiooh - choooop | came o
sudden, prolonged sneeze from Mr.
Quelch, as if to conlirm the Head's
words,

"“Nothing can
less, thoughtless,
action,” said

CXCUED

your rock-
utterl

irresponsible
) the ead  sternly.
“Again I request you to name the
punishment of these foolish and un-
thinking boys, my dear Queleh.”

“A  caning, sir—a  very
caning "

Queleh, fortunately, was not thinking
of expulsions now !

“Very well, =ir; I shall make it very
severe, indeed!™ said Dr, Locke. *1
sugeest that you should change, without
further delay.”

" Atchooo-choooop |™

“1 fear that you may catch a enld.”

“Urrrggh! Cho-cooh-ooop! T—I will

soveroe

retire at onece, sirc!” !mrgh:d Mr.
Queleh. * Atchooocoooooh I
Obviously, Queleh was eatching a

cold! He left the study in haste, to dry
himself and change, rather wishing now
that he had done so at first, The
Famous Five remained—for execution |

Dr. Locke selected his stoutest cane!

Before using it, he talked to the
juniiors for a good five minutes! It was
an impressive lecture, on the subject of
thoughtlessness, of foolish pranks, and
sn forth., No doubt they deserved it,
and they listened very respectfully ; and,
in fack, they did not mind the lecture
very much, But they minded what
followed—very much indeed |

After that heart-to-heart talk, they
had to * bend over * in turn! For many
minntes therea was a sound of swishin
in the Head’s study. Six swipes eac
for five juniors was a fairly hefty task
for a gi;eutlenmn of Dr. Locke's years,
cspecially¥ as every swipe had heaps of
beef iIn it. The juniors had never
realised before that their wenerable
headmaster was such an athilete. Where
he packed the muscle was rather a
mystery to themn.

The five woere guite pale when their
headmaster had finished with them.,

“ Now you may go!" said Dr, Locke,

And they went—gasping |

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Rough Justice !

ILLIAM WIBLEY grinned at

W his reflection 1n the glass in
his study,

That refleetion was nothing

whatever like William Wibley's. Tt

was absolutely like the Irench master’s;

THE MAGNET

and Wibley grinned wilh ecomiplacent
contonbment, in admiration of his own
wonderful gift of impersonation. Micky
Desmond had left the study to see what
the row was about in the passage, and
Wibloy was alone,

o did pnot want to begin his litile
game till Queleh was safe off the
scene, and lie was waiting for Micky to
come back and tell him that the coast
was clear., Meanwhile, he admired hia
own cleverncss—there being no false
modesty about Wib of the Remove.
Whether he could play football or net,
in the amateur theatrical line he was a
pist-master, and he knew it, But he
veased to grin, and turned from the
glass, as the door opened and Micky
Desmond’s excited face looked in.

“Bure . l‘]'H‘:;-,f’ru boon whﬂpped  Eg
gagped Micky., “Quelchy’s taken them
to  the Head, and they've been

whopped !

“Fh1 What—who!” denianded Wibley.

“Wharton and his lot—they mopped
waler over Quelch—goodness  knows
why—and now they're coming after you
inteirely, But sure they'll never know
vo n that outfit!" added Micky, with
a chuckle. ** And sure it's lucky for ye
if they don't.”

Y But whit1” gasped Wibley.

‘IT'here was a trampling of feet in the

pussuge. Ilarry Wharton & Co., fresh
from their whopping in the Hnm_i'#
study, had arrived! And they had

arfived in a state of wrath and venge-
ance ! If they had been determived
befare to give Willinm Wibley a lesson
they wore doubly determined now,
'_I'Imfv had enraged their Form mastier—
Queleh had ecaught a cold—and th
Head had whopped them with unusua
severity—and it was all Wibley's fault!
And Wibley was going to suffer for his
BiNS,

Secure in his disguise as the French
waster, Wibley faced the five juniors a
they crowded in at the :ﬂﬂﬂl‘ﬁlﬁt with
u mob of excited Removites looking in
after them. Wib was not yet aware
that the Fumous Iive knew that he
hisd been adopting exactly that disguise,
and that that was the cause of the whole
trouble,

"El bien!” exclaimed Wibley, ready
to Plg.jr his part. * Pourquoi—vy you
rushi into zis study in zat noisy vayl! Je
gnis lei—I nm here to speak to Desmond
-—J] vill come to you plus tard—later,
iwn a

For a seccond the juniors paused,
wondering whether it really was Mon-
siteur Charpentier, and not Wibley at
alll But there was a make-up box open
on the table, all sorts of theatrical
things l:,-mgeuﬁnut from Wib's property-
box—and, besides, they knew! 8o Bob
Cherry made a jump across the study,
and grabbed hold of the little pointed
black beard on the disguised junior's
face, He gave a jerk, and it came off !
That was proof, if the Famous Five had
wanted proof |

“ Bag him ! roared Johnny Bull.

“Here, look ount—leggo!” roared
Wibley, in alarm. “1 say—— Yaroooh!
What are you up to? on't yon :E:nil
my clothes, you silly ruffians! Ow!

“I'll tell you what we'ra up to, you
tricky fathead!” bawled Bob Cherry.
“We mnij{l a pail of water over
Quelch, thinking it was you wminitn
play your silly tricks on us—sec? And
we've had six each from the Head, and
wo shan't be able to sit down to prep
this evening! And vou're going to be
made to sit up, see?”

“Mop him up !” roared Johnny Bull.

“Ow ! Gerroff ! Gerraway " howled
Wibley frantically.

Bob jerked the litile black moustache
[vorn hus upper lip, It was stuck therg
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with a rather strong gum, and Wibley
howled with anguish as it went.

“Yow-ow-ow-woop !

Wibley descended on  the study
carpet! Tho shock eplit the tight
frock-coat he wore in imitation of
Mosspo, from the tail to the collar,
Wibley welled as it went to picces. Wib
was really more f'ﬂﬂﬂl‘!‘llt‘j about his
theatrical props than about his own
person,

"Ow! You villains!” he roared.
“You're spoiling my props! I—1'll
smash you! I-I'll—"

"Bure they've found ye out!" said
Micky Desmond, grinning. “You were
going to whop them, old chap; sure, it's
only the other way round.”

“You silly idiot! Ow! Leggo !

i
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Scattering drops of water in his wake, Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Head’s study. As the strange procession passed along the corridor Mr
ment. ** Goodness gracious [ ** gasped the master of the

Bump! Dump! Bump!

Thrice William Wiblay smote the
study carpet, causing the dust to rise

therefrom. Then he was rolled over, to
the utier ruin of his “ property
clothes, The coat—already split—was

split again; the waistcont followed; the
black wig was torn and trampled: the
black beard and moustache went into
tatiers, But that was not all—that was
far from all! Johnny Bull grabbed
“propertics ¥ out of the property-box
and hurled them in handfuls st the
velling Wibley., Beards, moustaches,
cycbrows, wigs, fulse noses and chins,
staga spnm!ucﬁ:a, sticks of grease-paint,
sticks of cocoa-butter, sll sorts and
conditions of things, were hurled at
Wibley ns he struggled in avenging
hands, and he rolled on them, and
bumped on them, and erushed and
mangled them. Five juniors, fresh from
a severe licking, considered that tho
tricky impersonator needed a severe
lesson—and there was no doubt thut
they were giving him one!

Fellows erowded in the passage oul-
side, roaring with laughter. Nobody
had any sympathy to waste on poor
Wib! Everybody felt that he had taken
his trickiness altogother too far! Im-
personating a master, for n joke, was
all very well; but impersonating o
master to “whop " the captain of the
IForm for rofusing to put llxim into the
Form eleven, where he had no right to
be, was altogether too “thick.”  Wib,
perhaps, in his wrath, had not realised
how “thick " it was—but he was learn-
ing |

“I think," gasped Wharton, at last,
“that that will Jcr—fﬂr the present. 1
think that will teach the silly ass not to
play silly tricks——"

“The teachfulness

will

probably bae

5

mattered Jittla to Wib. Wha! mabtered
was that his precious “props ' wera
strewn about also—in a sftm:king state
of disrepair. Bits of beards, fag-ends
of mousinches, dislocated mnoses and
cyebrows, scemed te have rained in tho

study. Coats and trousers and waist-

coats were rympled, crumpled, and

draggled. Wibley eould have wept.
“Oh, the rotters!” he gasped. “Tho

I b

rotlors |

“Rals!" said the Bounder, lnoking in.
“ You asked for it, vou cheeky fathead !
If you got me a whipping from the
Head with your trickery, I'd not leave
one rag sticking to another in all your
r“-]._ll:liEh.”

Filth.

terrific 1" said Hurrce Jamsot
Singh, with a breathless chuckle.

“Let me catch him trying to spoof us
again " growled Johnny Bull in a voice
like that of the Great Huge Bear.

“Ooooogh !” gasped Wibley. “0Ooooh !

“I think he's had cnough,” said Bob
Cherry. “Keep this in mind, Wib—
wo all like wou, old bean, but we'rs
not standing your fatheaded tricks!”

“No fear!" said Nugent. “You've
got about as much as we got from the
Head, Wib. You ought to have someo
more, really."

" Dooocoocogh !

“"Take it as a tip!" said Bob.

And the Famous Five, breathless altor
their exertions, crowded out of the
study, Wibley was left a wreek amid
wreckage,

Ho sat up. He blinked round kim,

The study looked rather as if a hurri-
cano had struck it. Table and chairs
were overturned ; books and papers and
pens and iokpot lay strewn sbout. That

Ram

“Ob, go and eat coke!” snarled
Wibley.
I g
Ha___-.f_ | / |
||II I' | | | (A
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Remove, led the Famous Five in the direction of the
- Prout and Mr, Hacker stopped and stared in amaze=-

** Mr. Quelch—what—wha i

He starled collecting and sorting the
vwreckage. 1is study-mates, Desmond
and Morgan, lent him helping hands—
grinning the while, The other fellows
cleared off, laughing.

“I'll make them sit up for this!™
gaspod Wibley,

“Rot!" said Morgan. “You asked
for it, and it jolly well sorves you right,
old chap 1"

~ “Iaith, and what did ye expect
mtoirely  when they spotted you!?"?

argued Micky,

“Oh, shut up!” growled Wiblev, who
was not in a mood to be reasoned with,
“I tell you I'll make them sorry for
Lthemselves, You just wail."

Micky and AMorgan exchanged a wink,
Wibley in the main was a good-
natured fellow, and seldom lot the sun
go down on his wrath. But this tima
Wiblpy meant every word he said, A
rogging for himself he eould have for-
given and forgotten; but the ragging of

Tueg Macyer Lispany.—No. 1,341,
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his precioue “ props” was too much. On
this occasion Wibley did let the sun go
down on his wrath, and the result
thereof was to be surprising |

e —-

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Poor Old Quelch !

e SAY, yvou fellows!™

I “Well, what's the Intest??

Billy Bunter grinned,
*“Quelchy’s got a cold!” he said.

“Poor old Quelchy!” said Harry
Wharton remaorsefully.

Apart from its painful conseyuences
all the Famous Five deeply regrctied
that inadvertent drenching of Mr.
Queleh, After prep that evening, when
they came down to the Rag, they were
rather anxious to hear news of Quoleh—
hoping that he was not sufforing unduly
from his drenching. Billy DBunter
rolled in with mnews., Bunter prided
himself on being the first with the news,
He had his own ways and meams of
gathering it.

“Frightful ecold in the head !? grinned
Bunter. ' SBneczing like—like billy-o!
Ejmeziﬂf his head off ! He, he, he "

“Js that anything to cackle at, you
fat, frowsy frump?” demanded Johnny
Bull, with a glare at the grinning Owl
of the Remove,

“Oh, really, Dull—"

“0Of course, you fellows are sorry!™
said Wibley sarcastically., “You did
it. suppose you den't know that
drenching an elderly gent with cold
waler is liable to give him a cold.”

“I1t was all your fault, vou cheeky
fathead 1" roared Johnny DBull. “Are
you asking for another rapggingi”

“I eay, you fellows, this may got us
off class to-morrow,” said Billy Bunter.

Bunter had a hopelul nature. " The
Head has advised Quelch to go into
sanny for a few days——"

“ Best thing he can do,” said Skinner,
“We don't want to catch his filthy colds
i the Form-room. I know 1 don't,
for one!”

“And how do you know what the
Head has advised Queleh 1o do, I'coping
Tom 1 demanded Squiff.

“I happened to hear them talking,”
said Bunter., “You see, 1 spotted the
Head going to Quelch’s study to ses
him. Happening to pass the door, and
happening te stop to tie up my shaoe-
lace, I happened to hear what they were

sAyIng—— _
“These things happen nnlg lo
Bunter!” romarked Vernon-Smith.

“And what did you happen to hear
when you happened to bo spying, you
fat frogt”

“1 hope 1I'm not the fellow to spy,”
said Bunter, with dignity. " How could
I help hearing what they said when I
was Just outside the door, stooping to
pick up & half-erown 1'd dropped 1™

“Ha, ha, ha 2

“I mean, I was tying up a hall-
crown; I mean, I was picking np a
shoelace. That 1s to say, ,; mean it

“Never mind what you mean,” said
Skmner. “Let's hecar the news. Are
we really poing to pet shut of Quelch
to-morrow!"’

“Looks like it,” grinned Bunter.
“The Hend advized him to go into
sanoy, and Quelch agreed that he'd
better. He said  that, if the Beak
approved, he would send a line fo a
man he knew to take his place; a beast
the Head could rely on, Of course, he
didn't say beast 2

“"Ha, ha, ha %

“Man named Spofford.” said Bunter.
“That was the name, Mastor of Arts!

|
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SHOOTING,

“The boy without a name!"”
they called red-headed Nobby. He worked for

his rascally guardian Don Carlos, and the don
had it in for the plucky youngster, but Nobby
was not the sort to stay down |

Ferrers Locke, the famous detective, and with
his aid smashed his enemies and battled his
way to fame as Nobby, the * Shooting Star" |
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Some  beast hike Quelch, of coursel
Man who takes temporary jobs like this,
He said Spofford would be glad of it,
and that he was a man the Head could
absolutely rely on. ‘That means that
he's a beast litke Quelch [

“Ha, ha, ha !

“So, as Spofford isn’t on the phone—
too hard up, I expect—he, he, he !—tha
Beak suggested a wire, and Quelch
phoned a wire,” went on Bunter. * But
the beauty .of it is that they don’s
know that Spofford’'s coming till they
hear from him, And he mayn't come
ab all; and if he does, Le can’t possibly
get here till to-morrow, at the earliest.
That lecks as 1f we shall have an easy
morning,”’

And Billy . Dunter
satisfnction,

“They’ll stick us with a prefeet,”
remarkod  Skinner thﬂughtfuﬁy. “1
hope it will be Walker. He will read
uovels all the time and let us rip.”

“Might be Loder I” said the Bounder.
1 don't want a morning with Loder.”

“0Oh, Loder will be all right if we
don’t bother him !” said Skinner, "“He
won't make us work, anyhow; he hates
the sight of work.”

“Anybody's _better
declared Bil I]‘,r Bunter. “If you ask me,
it was Jolly lucky those fellows mopped
that pail of water over Qu&]cﬁ. 1
haven’t done any prep, and chance it.”

Some of the Remove fellows shared
DBilly Bunuwer's peculiar point of view.
But most of them felt rather sorry when
they heard for certain that Mr, Quelch

grinned with

than Quelch ™

had gone into sanny that evening, and
was to remain there, in sneezin
seclugion, till his  cold mended.

Especially sorry did the Famous Five
feel, for they really respected their
Form master, and ]iied him, more or
less; and, anyhow, it was hard lines on

uelch. So sorry did they feel for
Queleh, in fact, that they were strongly
inclined to give William Wibley another
ragging |

And when Bolsover
Skinner and Snocop, and a few other
fellows of their sort, discussed the
feasibility of rﬂgiging' the new master
when e came, Harry Wharton put in
a rather sharp word.

“"We don't want any of that!? he
said. “It's up to us to behave our-
sclves while poor old Quelch is laid up
on his beam-ends.”

“Batan rebuking sin!” remarked
skinner.  * Who put poor old Quelch on
his beani-ends, I'd like to know 1

“That was an accident, as we told the
Head.” )

“Yes; I know you taold the Head so,”
assented BSkinner, with a wiuk at the
other fellows. * Burprising what a
fellow will tell the Head, isn't it, when
he’s up for a whopping.”

Harry Wharton's eyes glinted.

“The Head belicved us, Skinner,” he
spid quietly, *If you don’t——*

“The Hoad's a solt old bird ! 1 never
did believe all I heard,” =aid Skinner
blandly,

“Not quite!” agreed Snoop, with a
giin.

1 think,” said Bob Cherry, with a
glare at Skinner and 8ncop, “that we
could make you two fellows believe us.'

“ Perhaps,” yawned Skinner, *and
perhaps not. Tha odde on the not 1”

“ Easy |” said Bob cheerfully. *“’Frin-

major, and

stance, suppose 1 take you by the
collar, like that——"

“Ow! Leggol” :

“You take Huocop by the eollar,
Wharton -

.JE'}I_.IIIG IrTJ

“Here, let go!” roared ESnoop in
alarin.

“Now,"” conunued Bob, “suppose we

3]

bang your heads together like that—
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Bang i

“Yarooooh "

“Do you believe us now, old baans ™"

“Ow! Wow! Yes!"” roared Bkianor
and Bnoop, with one voice,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Bkinner and Snoop were lefs
rubbing their heads, and wishing that
Bob had not found it necessary to con-
vince them |

. S

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Stunt |

INGATE of the Sixth had the
W pleasure—or otherwise—of
taking the Bemove the fol-

lowing morning.

Mr. Quelch was in sanatorium,
booked to remain there for an uncer-
tain period—certainly not less than a
few days.

It was known that a man named
Spofford was—probably—coming _teo
talke his place during his absence. Mr,
Spofford was, apparently, one of those
numerous gentlemen, who, trained for
a schoolmaster's Elnh.. did not find a
job available, e filled temporary
posts from time to time, with periods of
rest between,

The Remove men wondered whether
he was coming, when he would come,
and what he would be like when he

came. In the meantime, they were
rather satisfied with a prefect in
charge.

Wingate was not the man to let them
slack ; but there was no doubt in most
minds that he was an improvement on
Quelch. First and second eclass, that
morning, went off quite satisfactorily;
and, i1n break, the [Remove men
debated whether Spofford had arrived
or not. Nobody, so far, had scen any-
thing of him, if he had.

But there was one fellow in the
Remove who was not bestowing a
single thought on Mr. Bpofford. That
one was William Wibley.

Wibley was in a state of ire, of
worry, and of distress. His own little
ragging he had recovered from. But
his precious “props” could not
TeCOvVer.

The raggers had not really done a
lot of damage—mnot so much as might
have been expected from exnsperated
fellows who had been *whopped
because of Wib's trickeries.

But certainly & good many of Wib's
“properties” were in a disastrous
state. His make-up box had been—
perhaps inadvertently—trampled on.
The box might be repaired. Dut tho
sticks of greese-paint were beyond
repair.,  They were squashed and
trampled info the study ecarpet, and
added many new hues to it.

Without a make-up box, Wibley was
like a cowboy without a horse, or a
footballer without a football, or a
cricketer without a willow! While the
other fellows, in hreak, mostly dis-
cuszed the new man who was coming
as a substitute for Quelch, Wibley went
to telephone for a new make-up {m: ta
Mr. Lazarus at Courtficld.

Remove fellows, of course, were not
on the telephone! DBut tlhe Remove
master was, so that was all right!

Mr. Quelch, safely packed away in
sanny, could searcely raise objections to
a member of his Form borrowing hLis
phone.

80 Wibley cheerfully Lorrowed it.

Two minutes after the Remove had
been dismissed for break, William
Wibley was in the deserted study of
his Form master, with the door shut,
and was stepping to the telephona.

Just as he reached it the bell
TAng.

" Botlier !" grunted Wibley.

Break lasted only fifteen minutes
Two or three minutes were pgone
already ! Wibley really had no time to
waste on unknown persons who might
be ringing up & man who wasn't
thore |

He hooked off the receiver at once.
He did not want the ringing bell to
summaon someone elze to the study, to
find him therel! That would have
resulted in “six* for Wib.

All he eould de, in the ecircumstances,
was to take the call, tell the ealler that

Queleh was not there, and then get on

to Mr. Lazarus and the really im-
portant matter—a new make-up box!
“Hallo!" grunted Wibley into the
mouthpiece.
“Hallo!” eame back & woice. *“Is

that you, Quelch? I've only just had
your telegram—I was away—so I've
rung You up as soon as I could. I
know your timetable, Quelch, and I
fancied I should cateh you in break.
Spofford speaking.”

“Oh 1" ejaculated Wibley, remember-
ing the unimportant existence of Mr,
Spofford—unimportant, that 1is, in
comparisor with a new make-up box |

LEATHER POCKET
WALLETS FOR BUDDING
POETS!

Compose a Greyfriars limerick

like the following and win one
of these USEFUL PRIZES

Said Bunter to Wharton : " | say,
At footer | shan't play io-day.
I've a pain in the head,
So I'll go up to bed,
And thore shall
etay ! "’

jolly well

The above effort was sent in

II?{ H. Horsley, 21, Roland Road,
andsworth, Birmingham,

“I'm fearfully sorry,” went on the
vorea.  “It's kind and thoughtful of
you to put this chance in my way,
Qualeh! I knew you'd think of me if
vou could serve me at any time. But
['ve accepted a three weeks' engage-
ment at Rookwood—a Mr, Manders
there 1s laid up with influenza—and I'm
taking up the post this very day.”

“Oh!" repeated Wibley.

He grinned over the telephome. All
the other fellows were wondering when
spofford was coming! Wibley, alone
in the Remove, knew that he wasn't
com:ng at alll

“I can’t say how sorry I am," went
on Mr, Bpofford's voice. "“I've mnever
even seen Greyiriars, and I should have
been very flnd to come. But you see
how it is, don't you?®"

Wiblev was about to spenk, when the
voice rattled on. Mr., Spofford seemed
a rather talkative gentleman—unlike
hiis friend Quelch!

“*Manv thanks, all the same, Quelch
—thanks from the bottom of my heart.
A week ago 1 should have jumped at
this—a couple of days ago—it would
have been a real pleasure., But I was
actually nt Roockwood, discussing the
post  with  Dr, Chishelm, when you
wired yesterday—I never got vour wire

tiil 1 came back for my things. Un-
fortunate. 1sn't 1t 7"
Without waiting for & reply, Mr

Spofford went on:,

7

“I'm sure, Quelch, that you'll remems
ber me another time, and remember
how glad T shall bo to accept such a
chanee,”

“Will you have another three
minutes ' cumo a soft, feminine voice
from parts unknown.

“Fhank you. mno!” ecame Mr.
Spofford's  volee  hurriedly. Mr.
Spofford, no doubt, was not in a finan-
cinl position to pay for unnecessary

trunk calls. “Not at all! Good-bye,
Quelch ! Thank you so much, my dear
follow ! Good-bye "

“I say—"" gasped Wibley.

But answer there came none! Mr.
Spofford was cut off ! He had had his
three minutes, and that was that |

Wibley stared at the telephone.

Had Mr. B8pofford given him =
chance to apr_*nE. he hnﬁ intended to
tell that gentleman that he was taking
the call for Quelel, and would deliver
his message to the Remove master,

But Mr. Spofford hadn't given him a
chance,

Not that it mattered. Spofford,
under the impression that he had been
talking to DMr. Quelch, was satisfied ;
and all that Wibley had to do was to
take the message to the Head—which he
could do, without mentioning that he
had been in Quelch’s study to use the
plione himself !

~ That, for the moment, was Wibley's
intention |

But—

A peculiar glimmer had come into
William Wibley's eves. Wibley's active
brain was alrcady evolving a remark-
able idea !

He grinned.
~ In the keen interest of the amazing
idea that had dawned in his brain, he
forgot even his intention of phoning
Mr. Lazarus for a new make-up box !

EIummgV ejaculated Wibley.

He thought it out. A man who had
never been to Greviriars before was
expected there that day, in answer to
Quelel’s  telegram, to take Queleh's
FForm |

If that was not a wonderful chance
for a tricky young raseal who lived,
moved, and had his being. in playin
impersonating  tricks, Wibley woul
have liked to know what a wonderful
chance was!

Nobody at Greyiriars, except Quelch,
knew this man Spofford! And Quelch
was safe in sanny '

Nobody—but Wiblev—knew  that
Spofford wasn't coming—and Wib could
keep it dark if he liked! ‘

Buppose a man arrived that day
calling himself Spofford! Wibles's
eves daneed |

“Could T do it? he asked, appar-
ently addressing the telepliona.
“Couldn’t I? I could do it on my
head 1™ '

Anyone glancing into Mr. Quelch’s
study the next moment would have
been astonished al what he saw there.
He wonld have seen a junior executing
a triumphal dance round the study
table !

“Oh, gorgeons ! gasped Wibley.

They had ragged him, got up an
Mossoo ! They wouldn't rag him, got
up &3 Spofford—a man they had never
seen ! They would take him as the
genuine article! They would take him
a5 their new beak., They would toe
the line—and Wibley would give them
all they deserved, and perhaps a little
more !

Could Wib play
could play any part!
tall fellow for his age—as tall

Tax Macter Lisraey.—No, 1,341,
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Massao, snyhow! Mr. Spofford need
not be any taller than Mossoo !
“"Uorgeous!" declared Wibley, “A

soream ! A real shriek!”

IHe chortled.

Could he do it? OF eourse hie eould !
IF'or many munutes Wibley  contem-
plated that amazing stunt with blissful
ecatasy. Xtis mund was quite made up.

Then, remcwbering the passage of
timie, he rang up Mr. Lazarus at Court-
field. But it was not aboub a make.up
box that hLe talked., That did neot
matter notw,

He was soon throuegh to Mr. Lazarus;
a gootleman who sold almost everything,
in Courtheld, and who provided nost of
the stage “props ” used by the Remove
Dramatiec Society,

“Wibley speaking from Greyiriars
School! I'm coming along after dinner
—1 want somo thmmgs, and I want you
to help me make-up,”

“Yeth "

“I'm going to play the part of a

Form master in a—a—a comedy!
seo P
“Yeth”

“I'm going to try ithe cfleet of the—
the costume ou the fellows by turning up
here in a taxicaly sce?™

“My cootness! Yeth!™

“You'll have the things ready for
mof”

“Yeth; thertainly [

“Good !V

Wibley rang off, aud left Mr.

Quelch’s study. ITe seemed to be walk-
ing on air as he went down the passage.
Playing such a part, takig everybody
in, and getting awav with it, was a
joyous prospect to Wib. As for the
consequoences, if the Head found him out,
he did not think of themn! Ile was not
going to be found out!

“Ilalle, halle, hallo! roared Daeb
Cherry, as Wihi-r:;'_ came out grinming
into the quad. *“Come mfo a fortune,
Wib, or what?”

Wibley grinned at him.

“You rageed me vesterday ! he said.

“That's anecient history, old chap,”
answered Bob amieably.

“You rogged my props!”
Wibley,

“We'll rag them again, and you, too,
if you play any more of your cheeky
tricks on uz!”? growled Johnny Bull.

“Will you?” said Wibley, * Well, IT'll
tell yvou what! 1'm going to ‘thrnﬁh“f;nu
all round for thot ragging in my study.”

“One at a time, or all together?”
inquired Johnny Buall sarcasticn IE.

“One after the other," =aid Wibley.

“The thrashfulness may be a boot on
the other leg, nry esteemed and fat-
headed Wibley ' suggested Hurree
Jamset Bam Singh.

“Barely possible!" =aid Harry Whar-
ton, laughing. ‘' Better [orget all about
it, old bean !”

“*No time

sald

like the present,” eaid

Jolinny Bull. * Begin with me, Wib! I
don't think we gave you quite encugh
vesterdny : and there's lots more on tap,
if you want it.”

“ Steady, the Buffs!” said Bob. " Wib's
ouly gassing—Ilet him gas if he likes!
Lo on gassing, old tulip.”

" You'll see whether it's gas!” said
Wibley ; and he walked away, leaving
the Famous Five staring.

“Well,” said Nugent, with s chueckle,
“II Wib's going to thrash the lot of us,
one after another, he's got his weork
cut out.™

And the Famous Five chortled—little
dreaming, at that moment, that
William Wibley actually was going to do
it, aud still less how he was going lo do
it.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Getting On With It !

FTER dinner that day Wibley
A of the Remove disappeared,
Nobody specially noted that
circumstance.

Except when amateur theatricalas were
on in the Remove William Wibley was
not a fellow of very much importance;
and if e was not seen in the guad or
the gym, the passages or the studies,
nobody was likely {o remark on the [act.

8o he disappcared at his case, as it
were.

Certainly, the Remove fellows would
have been inlevested had they known
that Wib had eleared off to Courtficld on
his bike to visit Mr. Lazarus’ establish-
ment with s remarkable stunt in s
head.

But nobody suspected that.

Meanwhile, therg had been no news of
Mr. Bpofford.

That gentleman, in the beliel that he
hod informed Mr. Quelch how matters
stood by plione, was miles and miles
away in Hamprhire, 1'|ﬂin§ his tem-
porary post at Rookwooed Sehool in that
county.,

Dr. Locke was a little puzzled at not
hearing from him,

He was awarc., of course, that My,
Spofford might have another engage-
went, which would prevent him from
taking the chance Quelch had kindly put
in his wayv. But in that case, a prompt
answer to Quelch's telegram had been
pxpected. No answer had yet come.
Tho Remove bad had a prefect in charge
in the morning, and were to have a
prefect in chorge in the afterncon—un-
less something was heard from Mr.
Spofford.

Something was to be heard shortly.

Monsicur Charpentier, the French
master, was reposing in his study arm-
chair after dinner, réading a three-days

old newspaper from Paris, when his
telephone-bell rang. _
Mossoo toock up the receiver,
1] I."‘-”'I:I |._.+r 8 i l:
Moszoo into the
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"Mais non! Le pauvre Quelch—the
poor Quelcl is seeck, he is in sanatorium
viz one verree bad cold,” said Monsieur
Charpentier. ““ Mais jo connais le nom
Spotiord—I know zat name you speak,
SI—you are ze monsieur z2at take o
place of ze poor Quelch, 1sn't it "

“ Exactly. I am sorry to hear that
Quelch is laid up. No doubt that was
the reason I could not get his number.”

* Parfaitement,™

" Are you the headmaster?”

“Ciel! Non! Je suis Henri Char-
pentier—French master ici—here—*

“Ah! They should have given me
the headmaster's number ! But perhaps,

sir, you would be so kind as to mention
to Dr. Locke—"*

“Uertainement.”

“Will you be so kind as to tell him
that T have arrived at Courtfield, and
am coming on fo the school. You have
the name—Epofiord.”

“Mais ouil 1 vill tell ve Head viz
pleasure, sair|”

" Thank you very much, monsienr.”

“Du tout!" said Mossoo politely.
“Not at all.,”

1he speaker at the othier end rang off.
Monsicur Charpentier, with never n
suspicion in his mind, trotted away to
Dr. Locke, to report to him that tele-
plione message. Naturally he had no
doubt—and naturally Dr. Locke had no
doubt, either. Mr., Spofford was
expected to ecommunicate either
telegramn or telephone, He had done so
—and that was that! It was not sur-
prising that he had been given Mossoo’s
telephone number at the school instead
of the Head's, The usual cfficiency of
tEntteIeplmna department accounted for
that.

Wibley, at Mr. Lazarus', grinned,

With all his ne-ye and all his reck-
lessness, Wib simply dared not ring up
the majestie Hrmcru.nd pull his leg. He
had got out of that difficully by ringing.
up Monsieur Charpentier and geltin
him to deliver the message to the Head.

He nourished a hope of being able to
dodpe a personal interview with the
Iead when he arrived.  Certainly Le
was going to leave no stone unturned to
dodge it.

IF he couldn’t dodge it, Wib was
prepared to carry on. The way was
veally easy for him. A temporary

master arriving in the ordinary way
woultl be expected to show his creden-
tialsy but a man whom Quelch knew
and recommendnd was in a different
position, Dr. Locke probably would
merely extend a courteous greeting to
this friend of the master whom he
trusted and relicd on. And, In any case,
the new Iuaster was going to lose his
siuiteasp on the train; Wib had already
decided on that, to account for the
abgenee  of the baggage. Anvhow,
Willey had now created the necessary
“atmospliere "—Mr., Bpofford was ex-
pected that efternoon at Greyfriars—
which eliminated most of the difficulties
of the situation,

For the next huur% Wibley was very
busy in Mr, Lazarus' back parlour,

Many times Mr. Lazarus had kindly
lent his aid to his schoolboy customers
in such matters as this; and he had no
suspicion ; only being a little surprised
that Wibley was going to show up in
the epen in broad da:.rﬁg'ht in his oulfit
ne a Forin master. Still, that was Wib's
business, not Mr. Lazarus’.

Never had Wibley taken so much
trouble with an impersonation as he did
o this occasion,

Wib was a past-master at this sort of
thing; it wus a thing that he cculd do
I‘{}illlgj' well,  When Wib adopted a
character he not only looked it, he lived
it. If he playved Hamlet, he almost
believed that he was the melancholy



EVERY SATURDAY

VA

W
NN

m

!

e

e s .. %
i e =R
= .-r""-': e e i e
P -
- /'.-".rr".- }.....-F'-,.,-F'::::-_.{-____,.:_-'_
_
o =iy
2 e
-_'_'.-:_'.
| =z ¢ —
| # =
l e
S,
= S 1
=
e .
‘ff‘.':_f_.
S
e
7 ==
f —
-'"':":-;.’--'_ e "-f -
7
e ' :r_..f::'_‘_.-
/i ||IlrfI G
= & e
::..-F'-Fr""r:‘::- ‘l:_-!" :

»

~a

=
::\
N\

** Eh bien ! ™ exclaimed Wibley, ready to play the part of Monsieur Charpentier.

In zat nolsy vay? ** The make-up box lyi
black beard on the junior's face and fer

Dane for the time being. He threw him-
scif wilto a part with such zest that it
was quite a surprise to him to come back
to ordinary life again. INow he was not
only made up as a schoolmaster—but he
almost was ono,

C'ertainly he was rather 2 small one.
Wib was pot small for a boy—but it
had to be admitted that he was rather
emall for a man. Even with elevators
m hiis boots, be was rather on the short
side for o master.

Still, there were plenty of short men
sbout; and he over-topped Monsicur
Charpentier, at any rate. Thevs was
notiing really remarkable in Mr.
Spofford being a short man. As nobody
at Greyiriars knew him, they ecould not
passibly  know whether the genuine
=pofford was long or short.

Wibley’s mobile features could be
twisted into almost any shape. Remave
fellows had declared that Wib's features
must be made of elastic. Certainly, it
was quite easy for him to look quite
unlike himself. ;

Skiful and imperceptible touclics of
make-up made him look fifty. DBushy

brows eoncealed his own, which were
Light; na toothbrush moustache gave
bis mouth quite a different appearanco ;
sen artistic mole was added to his ¢hin:
wrinkles were suggestod in his brows;
a brown wig, with a bald spat, quite
concealed his own close-erapped hair,
A parr of spoctacles gave tlie {inishing
touch Wih's npearest and <cdearast
relative would nover have dreamed of
recognising him,

Mr. Lazarus
admiratlion.

‘It is vonderful " he declared.

*Think 1'll do?"’ asked Wib, survey-
mg himself in the glass with great
satisfaction and honest edmiration,

“My tear poy!" snid Mr. Lazarus,

gsurveyed him with

ed it off. *“ Wibley ! ' he exclaimed.

“If you valk into Greyfriars like zat,
eey vill take you for one of ze masters.”

Wibley grinned. Mr., Lazarus was
far from guessing that that was exactly
what the spoofer was planning.

When all was finished a taxi was
phoned for., Bold as brass, William
Wibley walked across the pavement to
the taxi, watched by Mr. Lazarus.

The driver merely planced at him.
To the driver's eye he was what he
looked—a respectably-dressed, middle-
aged man, in a silk hat,

“Groyviriars School " said Wibley, in
a voiee quite unlike his own.

And he drove off,

Any other fellow who had been trying
to bring off such a speof would pro-
bably have felt his heart beating rather
quickly ns the laxi approached the
gates of Greviriars,

Not so Wibley! Wibley was enjoy-
ing himself ! This sort of game was the
breath of life to Willey! 8o far from
fecling  anyvthing bike apprehension,
William Wibley had only one feeling—
and that was happ}' anticipation !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Spollord Blows In |

“ SAY, wou fellows! Wib's eut
E glasz 1"’
“He's not here,” esaid Bob
Cherry, plancing round the

lerrove Form-room
The bell had rung for eclass, and the
Forms at Greyfrinrs had gone into tho

Form-rooms, It was |known by
this time that Mr. Bpolford was
coming, but he had not  yet
come, Dr. Locke, Lefore going

to the Sixth Form-room, had requested
Wingate te carry on with the Removao
till Mr. Spofford arrived and took over.

open on the fable was enough. Bob Cherry grabbed hold of the little

** Pourquoi—vy you rush into zis study

pointed
**Bag him ! " roared Johnny Bull

Then the Head went in to the Bixth,
and, deep in Greelk with that lofty
Form, probably forgot all about the
Remove, and their new and temporary
master,

Mr. Queleh was always puncbusl with
his Form, but Wingate, though a duti-
ful prefect, was not quite so punctual
as Chieleh., Bo the juniors had a few
minutes in their Form-room to them-
selves. Tt was Billy Bunter who noticed
thet Wibley was not there. And, the
attention of the other fellows being
drawn o that eircumstance, they
obiserved that Wibley wasn’t!

“Sticking his props together, in his
study, 1 expeot!” said Johnny Bull,
with a pgrin. “They want some stick-
mg together!”

“They do—they does!” agreed Bob
Cherry. ™ All the king's horses and all
the king's men couldn't stick some of
them together again,”

“Poor old Wib!" said Harry Whar-
ton, laughing. ““He asked for it—in
fact, begged for it. ¥ faney it will be
m long time before he tries that sort of
gpoof on us apain.”

“Thoe longfulness of the time will pro-
bably be terrifie,” remarked Hurree
Jamsot Ram Singh.

Which ghowed that the chums of the

Bemove did not quite know their
Wibley vet!
“The new man hazn't eome,” ro-

marked Vernon-Bmiih. *“1 heard that
he was coming this afterncon."

“May blow 1in while we'ro in olass!'”
said Peter Todd., “The later the better.
We're getting on all right with old
Wingate.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallol
Eulr“!]]‘

Groups in the Form-room broke up,
and the juniors went to their places as
the Greylriars captain came in. George
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Wingate glanced over them with a keen
eyo.

“All here?* he asked.

Thera was no reply to that, Tf Win-
gate failed to note that Wibley was
cutting class nobody was inclined to
tell him.  But the captain of Greyiriars
was not likely to overlook an absentce.

“Where's Wibley?" he rapped, a
moment later. " If vou young sweeps
think you c¢an cut class because your
Form master’'s laid up youw're making
a mistake, Wharton, where's Wibley ?"

“T think he may be in his study,

Wingate. I dare say he never heard
the bell. Ie's rather keen on some-
thing—"

“Well, cut off and feteh him !

The head boy left the Form-room,
Latin grammar was the order of the
day, and Wingate proceeded at once
to work. He certammly was a mildoer
master than Ciumlch, but he was no
believer in slacking. He did not enjoy
taking the Remove, but the Head had
put it up to him, and he was the fellow
to do his duty conscientiously,

The TRemove were deep in  Latin
grammar when Harry Wharton came
back—alone. Wingate glanced at him,

*Well, haven't you found him?* he
aslced. .

*He's not i his study, Wingate,”

“Where 1s he, then!"”

“1 don't know.”

“ Look for him, and round Lim wp!"
grunted Wingate,

Not sorry to cscape Latin prammar
for a time, the captamn of the Remove
left the Form-room again, to leok for
Wibley and round him up—a task in
which Lie was not likely to be suceessful,
in the pecubiar eircumstances.

It was ten minutes later that wheels
were heard outside, and the Removites
wondered whether the sound portended
the arrival of the expected Spofiord,

It did.
Five minutes elapsed, and then there

was & tap at the door of ithe Form-
room, and it opened.

Wingate loocked round., All the
Remove looked round.

Framed in the doorway was the figure
of a short, middle-aged gentleman, hold-
ing a silk hat in his hand, He blinked
at the Form through a pair of gold-
rimmed glasses.

Wingate made a step towards him.
As the man was a stranger at Grey-
friars, he had no doubt this was the
expected Mr, Spofford. 1lle was sur-
prised to sce him arrive at the Form-
roem in this way.

“Mr. Spofford?®” asked tlie Greyiriars
caplain.

“Quite ! said the mneweomer,
rather squeaky voice. . Exactly!
this the Remove room "

“¥Yes, this is the Hemove," said Win-
gate. “1 will take you to the Head,
sir, if you wish——"

“Is the Head engaged at the present
timo 2"’

“Ho is with the Sixth, &ir.”

“Then T will not disturb him,” said
Mre. Spofford. “I will see Dr. Locke
later, Quite unnecessary to disturb lLinn
now. I am prepared to take over my
duties at once. How is Mr. Quelch?”

“I am sorry to say he has a had
cold, sir. If you desire to see him in

the sanatorium =

“Later!" said Mr. Spofford. He
game into the Form-room and put down
his silk Liat on Mr. Quelch’s desk. 1t
was my intention to arrive here in hime
for class, but, owing to the loss of my
bagguge on the railway, I have been
delayed at Courtfield, T shall, however,
take over my duties at cnce, You are
gurely a big boy for the Lower
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Fourth !" he added, blinking at Win-
gate through his gold-rimmed glassos,

Wingate crimsoned,

“I am not a Hemove Loy, Mr. Spof-
ford ™ he gasped. “I am a Sixth Ferin
prefect, placed in charge of the Form
till your arrival.”

There was a suppressed chuckle in
the Remove. The idea of the Grey-
frinrs captain being taken for an over-
grown junior tickled the Remove, 1t
wis extremely annoying to Wingate.
He was quite unaware that the gentle-
man who made this little mistake had
sometimes bent over to take “six”
from his ashplant, and was now getting
& fittle of his own bacl.

“0Oh, I understand,” said Mr. Spel-
ford. " What is your name?"

" Wingate, sicl"”

“Very good! You may inform Dr,
TL.ocke that I have arrived, and taken
over, and reojoin your IForm,” =aid My,
Spofford. “You may now leave the
Form in my hands, Ilingegate. Ihd
you say your name was Hingegate ?”

"1 said that my name was Wingate !”

grunted the captain of Croyiriare
“Pingate? A peculiar  pame—
Pingate 1"

“Wingate!” hooted the OCreyfriars

captain, greatly annoyed.

i‘.‘[r. Spofford blinked at him,

“Your name 18 of no consequence, it
your manners are, my boy,"” lLe saud.
“1 am not satished with your manners,
Hingegate! Leave the Iorm-room!
Shut the door after you !”

Wingatoe left the Form-room aud shut
the door after him—rather hard! And
Mr. Spofford turned to his Form and
surveyed them through his gold rimmed
glasses.

e S f—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Going Strong !

R. SPOFFORD looked 2t the
M Remove,
The Remove looked ar Mr.

Spofford.

They had wondered what the new
man would be like. Except that he was
rather short for a gentleman of his ap-
parent Vears, there was nothing unusual
shout him to look at. Yet uﬁ the Re-
move fellows had a sense of there being
something unusual about him. Scome-
how he did not exactly impross them as
the sort of man they lhad expedted to
BCO,

*Head boy!"” Ar.
Spafford.

Harry Wharton was still alscnt, look-
mg for Wibley, so Trank Nugent
answered for his ehum.

" Wharton's head boy, sir,” he =aid.

“Let Wharton speak [{or
then.”

" He's not here.”

“Not here ! exclaimed Mr. Spofford.
“ And why is he not here? Has he been
given leave from class?”

“Wingale sent him to look for another
fellow, sir.”

“This is very annoying,'" eaid Mr.
SBpofford. *“1 require the assistance of
my head boy. I require a Form list.
I am as yet unacquainted with your
names, Carter Did wyou =ay his
name was Carter 7"’

“Wharton, sir.”

“He should be here! He sheould not
be wandering about the school in class.
time. Who 1s the boy of wliem he was
sent in search 1"

" Wibley, sir.”

“Absurd! I have met Wiblley and
have given him leave from class. Wibley
will not be 1n class thig afternoon.
Wharton is wasting his time. I shall
allow no waste of time in this Form |

ot

rapped

himself,

THE MAGNET

“Well, my hat!” murmured Bob
Uh{*ry.ﬂ “Some bargees have all the
Ik | Funey Wib spotting the new man

al the kick-off and getting off class !"

“Who is that speaking " rapped Mr,
Apoflord.

Bob started.

" Me, sir!” he stammered.

“Me, =ir!" repeated Mr. Spofford,
plaving at lium through his gold-rimmed
plasses, *'Is it possible, boy, that you
have learned such grammar as that
nnder the instruction of my friend
Queleh 17

“I—1—I mean I, sir,”
Bel, with erimson cheeks.

“"Oh, you mean I, sir!” said Mr.
Spofford. “Have you never learned to
say what you mean?"

“Oh, yes, sir ! gasped Bob,

“What is vour name?”

“Cherry, ar."

“Sherry! Your name is Sherry?”

“Mo, sir; Cherry.”

“Absurd! Do not attempt to play
practical ’i'ﬂltr:s on me. Do you suppose
I am hkely to believe that your name is
Ulerry, or Apple, or Raspberry, or any-
thing of the sort?" snapped My,
Spotford.

Bob's face was as red as the ripest
cherry that ever ripened,

“ But—but that is my name, sir,"”" he
stamumered. My name really is Cherry
—Robert Cherry, sir.”

“*Nonsense | Take filty lines|"

“Oh, my Lat!" gasped Bob.

“And vour name?"” demanded Mr.
Spofford, fixing his eyes on Johnny Bull.

“ Bull, sir,”

“What—what? Are you venturing to
imitate the absurd jesting of this boy
who pretends that his name is Chervy 1
1 do neot believe that your name is Bull,
or Cow, or Bheep, or anything of the
hind !

Johnny's face was as red as Bob's
Some of the Removites grinned., Johnny
did not grin.

stammered

“My name’s BDull " he roared. * And
a jolly good name, too "

“"Rilence! Take fity lines! Now,
your name "' said Mr. SBpofiord, point-
ng  with Quelch's pointer to Hurree

Jamset Ram Singh, the dusky Nabob of
Bhanipur. "1 was not aware that thera
was a negro in this Form. Your name—
Snowball, or Remus, or what 1"

“] have not the esteemed honour of
being a negro, my estimable sir,” said
the Nabeb of Bhanipur, “ and my name
1= Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh."”’

“1 will not allow this frivolous jest-
mg L' enorted Mr, BSpefford. “How
dare you pretend that your name is
Holy Jampot Rum Bang! Did you say
Holy Jampot Rum Bang "

“1 did not!"” hooted the nmabob. *“I
rejoice in_ the absurd and execrable
name of Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh."”

"1 can see that this 15 a jest,” said
Mry. Bpofford. “No doubt you have
planned a rag on your new master by
pretending to have these ridieulous and
impossible names. Take fifty lines.”

“0Oh, my esteomed hat "

“ Now you, the boy with the spectacles
—what is your name "

“ Bunter, sir.”

“Grunter? I do not believe that your
name ia Grunter |

“1 said Bunter!” hooted the Owl of
the Bemaove indignantly.

“That is quunlly absurd. Bunter is
nei a name. It is a ridiculous ejacula-
1on’’

“Ha, ha. ha !”

“Take fifty lines—"

“ (Oh, really, sir—"

“Now, your name?!' snapped Mp,
Spofford, indieating the Dounder,

* Vernon-Smith, sir.”

“1 require only your surname.’
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“That 15 my surname.”

“Nonsense | If your nama ig Bmith,
say Smith.”

“My name isn't Bmith; my name's
Vernon-Smith," answered the Bounder
savagely. Bmithy was rather particular
about lis double-barrelled name,

“I ecan gee that this 18 a rag; tho
wihnle Form eoncerned in it apparently.
Take hfty lines. Now, your name?"
vapped Mr., Spofford, addressing Micky
Dozmone.

* Desmond, sar.”

“A very good name—a very honour-
able name.” said Mr. Spofford rather
unexpectedly, * And yours?”

“Nlorgan, sir "

Micky Desmond and David Morgan
looked rather pleased with themselyes,
Other fellows, whose names had been
held up to ridicule by this remarkable
Form master, looked anything but
[l]t'.'ELF:-E!.I.

“Your name " rapped out Mr. Spol-
ford, addressing DPeter Todd,

*Todd, sir."”

“I see that the rag is being earried
on,"' said Mr, Spofford, “Todd, of
1I-Innr-alr=’. cannot be a name, Take Ofiy
1FnE,

Veter glared at him. Peter's name
might be a little unusual, but he was
quite pleased and satisfied with it—as
fellows gonerally are with their names.

il

®Absurd! You will na doubt {ell me
next that your name is Bweeney Todd |
Is your name Sweeney Todd " gnapped
Mr. Bpofford. And the Removiies
grinned.

YPeter had heard many jokes in his
Lime on the subject of the wicked harber
of old times who bore the name of 1'odd,
but it was really foo thick to get somo
rmore of the same from a Formm master.

“No, it isn't ) It's Peter Tadd!™
snapped eter.

“Rubbish! Take a hundred lines!
Wlhio 1z this 1" snapped Mr. Spofford, as
the Form-room door opened and Ilarey

Wharton came in.
Wharton glanced at him in sorprise.

(Continue¢d on next page.)

“Lxcellent I"" gaid My, Spofford. “A  “My name's Todd, sir!” he almost
name celebrated in Welsh history.” bawled, “7T-0-D-D—Todd 1"
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Post your Soccer queries to * Linésman,” ¢/o The MAGNET, The Fleetway House,

Farringdon Sireet, London, E.C.A.

iIt's his job and his pleasure (o answeér Knotty

problems from réaders.

NIl of the most pleasing things

O about my post-bag is the evi.

dence which it supplies that my

readers go about with their eyes

wide open. They muake a note of things,

For instance, I have a letter this week

from a ;.'uun§ player who takes every

opportunity of watching first-class teams
i their games.

“ One of the things I have noticed,” he
says, “‘is that these tip-top foothallers
never seem to wear now boots, Why is
it ¥ BSurely the boots must wear out
Booner or later?" Tt ia a fact that
football boots, like ordinary boots, have a
babit of wearing out, but it is also true
that one does not often see a player turn
out in what are obviously a new pair of
bools.

It can be taken for granted that the
average footballer just hates new boots,
This s not entirely due to superstition,
though I know quite a lot of star foot-
ballers who think that new boots are
unlucky.

IDut once a plager gels a pair of
bools fitting him propervly, he hangs
on to that pair as long as he possibly
r““l

A FAMILY AFFAIR ]

with Preston North End, and who

has been plaving in first-class foot.

Lall for twenty years, has never had
& new pair of boots in all that time. Buch
a slatement 18 a shzght exaggeration, but
it 18 true that he has worn the same boots
for many sepaong. Whenever a footballer
leaves one eluly for another he is always
gllowed to take hia boots with him. 1
remember when Dave Halliday, now with
Manchester City, left Arsenal for the
Lanceshire elub, the first thing he packed
wad o pareel containing n very eld pair of
boots. “ 1 wouldn't part with them for
anything,"” he said, ond added that he
might have {0 havo new soles on them,
new uppers and patehesa all over them, but
they still remained his favourite boots.

More patches than boot is one way in
which the footwear of Bpencer, the Stoke
full-baelk, might be described. Iis trainer
got him all fixed up at the start of the

!T ia sald that Bob IKelly, who is now

| soason with a fine now pair, but this
player still clings to the old ones.

Mention of full-backs reminds me to
answer a query regarding brothers playing
in the u;rlua T&am B8 ufﬁll-h&ck pErtnarn.
The only brothers at full-back in a first-
class team to-day are Jack and George
Milburn, of Leeds United. Ewverton used
to have two brothers named Balmer who
were full-back partners, but they have
passed out of the game. A couple of
interesting features may be mentioned in
connection with the Milburn brothera,

One is that Potis, the goalkeeper
of Leeds Uniled, is snarried to a
sister of the Milburns, so that he is
the brother-in-law of the two full-
backs who play in front of him.
Quite a family affair, this Leeds
United defence.

The other interesting feature about these
brothers Milburn is that Jack, in his early
days, was regarded as o right full-back,
and he still prefers that position. But
when his brother Georgae followed him to
Leeds, Jack wolunteered to cross over to
the left-back position so that Georpe could
play in his natural place on the right. The
understanding which one would expect to
be noticeable in the play of two brothers
in partnership is plainly seen when one
witdhes the Milburns. And it is small
wonder that their mansger describes them
as the best pair of backs in the country.

A CORNER-KICK QUESTION !
VERY time a corner-kick is taken
8 goal gecms to be expected, but
poals seldom come from these
cornera, How is that ? Thia
observation snd question reach me from a
reader at Wolverhampton. The cbservu.-
tion is certainly a correct ome. In every
big match the spectators get all warked up
when o corner-kick iz awarded, but for the
most part the expectations are not fuliilled,
No goal follows.

I know a goalkeeper who, right through
one soason, made a ecaroful note of the
number of corner-kicks awarded in the
matches in which he took part, and at the
end of the season he told me that his

record showed thal on the average only

one goal resulted from every twenty-thres
coaner-kicks. This scems a very small
proportion, but I don’t think the figura ia
far out ns regards football na a whaole.
One of the big reazons why corner-kicks
a0 often fail to produce the expected goals
ia that the odds aro always on the de-
fenders, They have only to get the ball
sway, whereas the attackers have to steer
it into a comparatively small space.

Another reason why corner-kicks
do not lead to many goals is thatl so
many of them ave badly placed. A
goodly proportion of them come
over so near the erossbar that the
goualkeeper can get to the ball first.
He ean wuse his hands, The other
players can'f.

A useful hint may be passed along on
thig corner-kiok question. To those whose
job it is to take them, I would say : put
the ball just so far from fﬂﬂt that tho
goalkeeper dare not leave his citadel to
try to eateh it without running a grave
rigk., Tactics should bs considered, too,
in relation to corner-kicks, I should say
that the Villa score perhaps more fro-
quently from corner-kicks than any other
team I have seen. This is a favourite
dodge of the Villa forwards. As the ball
comes over from the flag, one of them
makes a big show of jumping up to head
the ball. Heo misses it deliberately, and
it. then travels on to a colleaguse who is
bebind him. By a move of thia kind the
defenders are apt to be taken by surprise,
because they concontrate on the man who
goes for the ball in the first place. That
dodge is worth trying.

CONCERNING HUGHIE GALLACHER.
AM sorry that I cannot oblizce a
E Bromley (Kent) reader with the

articulars he asks concerning

ughie Gallacher, the Chelsen
contre-forward. He wants to know all
the clubs for which Gallacher has played,
and the number of goals he has scored
with ench., The clubs of importanca
Gallacher has playved for are Bellshill,
Queen of the South, Airdrieonisns, New-
castle United, and Chelsea. I have no
record of his goa!s for the first two-named
olubs, but

in League mafches Gallacher seored
stineiy-tico goals  for Adivdrie, «
hundved and thirty-lico jor New-
castle United, and up to the starl of
the presenlt scuson fifly-seven for
Chelsea.

I con't give his Cap goals, Tn Intere
nationa! matches for Scotland Gallacher
has scored twenty-two goals. Altogether,
not o bad record for o contre-forwanrd who
wans tumed down, in his early days, by
several elube because he was too small.

“LINESMAN."
Tor Macyer Lisrary.—No. 1,341,



12

He was unaware so far that Mr. Spof-
ford had arrived, and camo back to the
Form-room expecting to lind Wingate
there, But seeing the little, spectacled
man at Mr. Queleh’s desk with a pointer
m his hand he guessed at once who he

was—or, to be more correct, who he
wasn t,

“Who are you?” rapped Mr, Spofford
sharply.

* Wharton, sir.””

“Indeed! Then you are head boy of
this Form "'

“Yes, sir. Are you Mr. Spofford?”

asked Harry,

“8hould 1 Le here if 1 were not?"”
snapped the new master. “Have a little
Benise, Wharton 1"

“Oh, yes, sir!" said Harry, his checks
reddening.

“Why were vou not in
yoom, Wharton?” _

" Wingate sent me to look for Wibley,
gir. I can’t find him anywhere."

“Asz lLe has leave from class, that is
not surprising. You should not have
been absent from the Form-room.™

“But Wingate sent me, sir!”

“You should not have been absent
from the Form-room!? repeated My,
Spofford, raising his squeaky voice.
“ Do not argue with me, Barton,”

*“My name is Wharton, sir |”

“Ihd you say Barton or Carter?™ Tt
scemed that Mr, Spofford was a little
deaf.

"1 said Wharton |*

" Whatever your name may be, yom
should not be absent from the Yorm-

the Form-

voum in  lesson-time. I shall punish
you, Carter.” ;

“"What?! I've told you——"

“That will do!” Mr. Spofford

stepped from the Form master’s desk,
pointer in his hand, and pointed to a
chair. “Bend over that chair, Carter.”

“You are not going to cane me!”
exclaimed Wharton in angry amagze-
ment.

“That is exactly what T am going to
do! Bend over that chair immediately,
I shall not wait!" rapped Mr, Spofford.

“Oh, my Lat " murmured Bob Cherry
breathlessly,

“Potty I” murmured Jolinny Bull in
wonder,

" The pottifulness must be terrific.”
“1 am waiting for you to bend over

that  chair, aker!” rapped Mr.
Spofford, with another variation of the
head boy's name,

~“"But I was sent from the Form-room,
sir, by a prefect—"

“For the last time, Barker, 1 refuse
to be argued with., Will you bend over
that chair, or will you not?’ thundered
Mr. Bpofiord,

Harry Wharton gazed at lLim.
Whether the man was a fool, whether
he was a tyrant, or whether he was
both, was difficult to determine. But
there was no doubt that he was in
earnest. And there was only one thing
for a Lower Fourth fellow to do when
he was ordered to bend over by his
Form master. The captain of the
Remave drew a deep, deep bireath,
and, with glinting eyes, bent over the

{L1F.

Whack, whack, whack, whack, whack,
whack |

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Wibley Keeps His Word !

o HAME 1#
S It was Frank Nugent's voice.
Nugent watched his chum’s

. whapgir:f" with his eyes

gleaming with in ignation. It was so

unjust, so unreasonable, that Irank
TeE Mascner Linmany,—No. 1,341,

could not contain that expression of his
disapproval. Harry Wharton rose after
the inflicticn, his face set, as Nugent's
voice rang through the Form-room.
IMr. Spofford spun round towards the
ol ass,

" Who spoke?” he rapped.

Frank Nugent jumpﬁdpu ;

“I did!" he retorted hotly.

“And what did you say!”?

“1 said shame, and it is a shame—
a rotten shame!” exclaimed Frank, with
Hashing eyes. “And I say it again—
shame [

“Hear, hear!” roared Bob Cherry.

" Shame "’ howled Johnny Bull, ready
to back up his chums,

“The shamefulness is terrific!”
claimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

ex-

Mr. SPuﬁurd blinked at the Co.
'I'lII"l:lllF]l. s glasses. The Remove sat
breathless, They had hoped that

Spofford would be an
Queleh, thimmlﬂ he was a change for
the worse. Q}uel-: was severe, but this
httle spectacled gentleman seemed not
only scvere, but utterly unreasonable,
wlhieh Quelch never was,

“I see,” said Alr. Spofford. ¢ This
IForm las taken advantage of my old
friend Quelch's illness to get out of
hand. Rebellion is rife in this Form. 1
shall put it down. I shall put it down
with a strong hand., Nugent, stand out
before the Form !”

Nugent stared, and the Remove
starad, So far, Nugent's name had not
been  mentioned. How did the man
know his name was Nugent? It seomed

improvement on

rather like magic to the juniors.

“Do. you hear me!” hooted Mr.
Spoflord.

Slowly TFrank came out before the

Form. Mr. Spofford peinted
cane chair with the pointer,

" Bend over, Nugent!” he snapped.

I'rank hesitated,

“Don’t!” called out Herbert Vernon-
Smith,

That really was the limit, and the
breathless Remove expected Mr.
Spofford to go off at the deer end at
once. But perhaps he did not hear, Ie
had already shown signs of deafness,
Perhaps he chose to be deaf. Anyhow,
he took no notice of the Bounder's
cheeky call to Nugent.

“You hear me, Nugent!” went on
Mr. Spofford. “If you imagine that 1
am to be trifled with because I am a
new master, yon will find out your mis-
take! You will bend over that chair
immediately, or I shall report you to
your headmaster for disobedience.”

Slowly, very slowly, Frank Nugent
bent over the chair. Six times the
pointer roze and fell, with resounding
whacka.

“You need not go back to your
place |” said Mr, Spofford. “Stand by
the wall, beside Carter.”

“1 don't know anybody
Carter 1 said Nugent,
“1 mean Darton.”

“I don't know anybody
Barton.”

“Stand by the wall at once, or T will
cane you ulp:nini You, Barker, stand
by his side,’

Nugent backed to the wall, and
Wharton went with him. Then My,
Spofford called to Beb Cherry.

“Bherry—if your name really is
Sherry &

“My name's Cherry 1 growled Bob.

“Btand out before the Form! Very
good | Now bend aver that chair!*® =zaid
Mr. Spofford, flourishing the pointer.

Bob Cherry gave him a long, grim
look and obeyed. Bix whacks were duly
andministered. Then he was ordered to
stand besidoe Wharton and Nugent.

“Bull, you will now hend over that
chair 2

to the

named

noamed

THE MAGNET

slowly than the other fellows
Bull obeyed. Quite Emilr
considered wheiher he cou d
to knock the little man spin-
ning.  Obviously he couldn’t, the
pennlﬁy for punching a beak bein
immediate expulsion. Johnny Bull teo
lis six in grim silence. _

“ Now, Jampot, if your name really is
Jampot i

“My esteemed and ridiculous name is
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. venerable

Maore
Johnny
Jahnny
venture

salub ! answered the Nabob of
Bhanipur,

“ Bend over that chair 1™ ;

The dusky jumior bent over in his
turn, and in his turn took six. Then
lie was waved to the wall.

All the Famous Five had been
whopped now, as—if they had happened
to  remember—\Wibley End told them

would be.

hey stood in a row by the Form-
room wall, with ecrimsen and angry
faces, wondering what would happen
next under this remarkable and un-
expected new master,

“We shall now proceed,” said Mr.
‘3‘?0Eﬁrd, picking up the book that
Wingate had laid down on the Form
master's desk. “Silence in the class!”

Harry Wharton breathed hard. )

“Are we not to go to our places, siri"”
he asked.

“What?  What?" Mr. Spofford
blinked round at him, and put his hand
to his ear. Iividently, to the Remove,
he was rather deaf. *“ Did you speak "’

“1 asked you if we were not to go
to our places?™

“Certainly not! Stand where you
are! You will stand by the wall during
this lesson like the naughty boys you
are.”

“ Naughty boys!” gasped Bob Cherry,
und there was a chuckle in the Remove.

Remove fellows, of course, were
“men,” and the Famous Five were very
important men. To be called “nanghty
boys,”” and to be ordered to stand in a
row by the wall like naughty infants
in a prop school was absolutely intoler-
able. If Mr, Spofford had wanted to
make the I'amous Five feel thoroughl
sick he could not have calculate
Letter. Perbaps he did.

“What is the lesson?? squeaked Mr.
Spofford, addressing the Remove
generally.

“Latin grammar, sir " said Skinner,

“Very welll Each of you will write
a paper on the first conjugation,” said
Mr. Spofford. " Proceed.”

The Remove proceeded in that rather
unusual way. Certainly this was easier
than working with Quelch.

Mr, Spoflord sat at Mr. Quelch's desk.
He lad sorted out a volume of
Shakespoare from that desk, which was
nsed in the literature class. e opened
it and began to read, The juniors
stared at him and at one another. For
a Form master to sit reading Shake-
spoare during class was rather odd;
though it was not really odd for William
Wibley to do so, Wib being much more
interested in Shakespeare than in Latin
grammar, )

“Looks like an easy thm{
this goes on,” murmured 3
mnoop,

Sidney James Snoop nodded
grinned, L

“Wharton's erew ain’t enjoying it
ho whispered,

Skinner chuckled.

“Hardly! If the new man’s down on
that crew, more power to his giddy
elbow, Snoopy I

“What-ho | chuckled Snoop.

The Famous IFive, with infuriated
faces, remained standing by the wall,
The rest of the Remove took it remark-
ably easy. The new beak, deeper and

the

for us if
kinner to

and
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“* Bend over that chair ! ** snapped Mr Spofford.
will all stand by the wall during this lesson like the naughiy boys you are,”” said the new master.
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The Famous Five bent in turn and each received ** six.”

** Now vou
“* Naughty boys ! " gasped

Bob Cherry, and there was a chuckle in the Remove, while the five stood with erimson and angry faces.

deeper in the entrancing pages of
shakespeave, seemed to have forgotten
all about lns class,

There was a buzz of talk in the Form-
room, of which Mr., Spofford took ne
notice whatever., Lord Mauleverer even
dozed off, Billy Bunter gauve most of
his attention to & packet of toffee, with
which he would never have wventured
to deal under the gimlet-eve of Queleh.
The Bounder {anlked [foothall with
Squiff and Tom Brown and Peter
Todd. Skinner read a pink paper,
hardly taking the trouble to hide it
beliind his desk, and caleulated the odds
of his favourite “gecgees.” It was quite
an easy tune for the Bemove—not to
gay a slock and lazy time. The Form's
opinion of the new master improved. If
this sort of thing was going to eon-
tinue, it seemed, after all, that he was
a g improvement on Quelch !

Only the Famous IFive did not ghare
that general satisfaction. They stood on
one leg, then on the other, then on the
one again, tired and dismal and
savagely furious. No fellow likes being
held up to ridicule, and the great chiefs
of the Remove were being made to lock
itterly ridienlous before all the Form.
Skinner & Co. rejoiced in their discom-
fitura, and the other fallows seemed
more or less amused. The feelings of
the IFamous Five towards the new
master were almost homicidal.

It had lasted about an hour when
there was a tap at the Form-room door;
it opened, and the majestie figure of
the Head appeared |

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Startling !

B. LOCKE stepped inlo the
D lemove room. ‘
3 Hiz arrival had o startling

effect. _ _
The jumors, lounging and chatterwng
among the forms, suddenly pulled

themselves togother, and re-assumed
itheir wusunl orderly aspect. Mr.
Spofford, sprawled half-across Queleh’s
desk reading Shakespeare, dropped that
preat poet as if Bhakespeare had
suddenly become red-hot, and plmost
bounded to his feet, Harry Wharton &
(0., crimson before now, glowed posi
tively scarlet as they were caught in
their ridiculous position by their head-
!IlﬂHlL‘I‘.

Dr. Locke's glance sought Mr,
Spoflord. The Sixth, bhaving beeon
handed over to Mr. Lascelles for mathe-
matics, the Head was at liberty; and
he had come along to see. the tempo-
rary master of the Remove, and to
greet him: with his usual courtesy
though probably rather surprised that
Mr. Spoftord had taken over Ilus
duties in this rather informal manner!
William Wibley had plenty of nerve
heaps of nerve—tons of nirve—but Lo
needed 16 all, under the calm goze of
his headmaster,

For a second, panio very nearly
spized on the disguiscd young rascal,
and he felt strongly ineclined to bolt,

BBut that ‘pusf-“-r:.d in o moment, Hoe was
“for it* now—and ho had to go
through with it, His hope of eluding

an interview with the Head had been
faint; and now, clearly, it was not 1o
ba eluded. Wibley scroewed uap  lis
courage to the sticking-point, and
advanced to meet the Head.
“Mr. S8poffordi” asked Dr. Locke
courteously, but with a rather keen
glance lingering all over the liitle man.
SYomething unusual struck him, as it
lind struck the Remove, obout this
gentleman.  Tle ecould not have put his

finger on what 14 was! DBub it wzs
there |

“Precisely so, Dr. Locke," said thoe
new master, with a deep bow. ““Hoear-

ing that you were engaged with the
Sixih——" _
gaid  Dr,

“I quitq wunderstand,™

Locke, though as a matier of fact he
did't guite. 1 should, however, have

preferred—but that 15 no matter! My
colleague, Mr. Quelch, recommended
voii  most  strongly to  me, Mr,

spolford,”

“Quelch has known me a very long
time, sir,” said the new man, with
perfect truth, "I believe he has a very
Hattering opinion of my abilities,” he
added, perhaps not quite so veraciously,

“Perlinps vou will step to my study

with me, sir!” said the Head—
and Wibley groaned inwardly., That
personal  interview, and a  personal
“jaw,” could not be dodged. “The

class may be left with the head boy for
a time, Mr. ({unlnh'ﬁ head  bow,
Wharton! Why—what—"

Catching sight of the five blushing
juniors lining the wall, Dr. Locke
gpazed at them blankly, His brow
became stern.

“Wharton! What does this mean? I
irust 1thot you are mnot playing some
absurd prank on Mr. Spofford, because
he 15 new here.”

“Not at all, sir!” said Harry, with
sot lips. “Mr. Spofford ordered us to
stond in & row by tho wall, sir.™

“The orderfulness was surprising and
terrifio, honoured sahib!” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh.

Greally surprized, Dr. Locke turned
to Mpr, Spoftord again. The playful
Wibley rather wished that he hadn’t
carried his little game with the Famous
I"ive quite so far. Dutl it was too lale to
wish that now

“Mr. Spofford " The IHead's manner
was very slately, *1 scarcely under-
standd 4

“A punishment, sir, for imperti-
nence!" said Mr., Spofford. "1 was
unwilling—"hem-—to use more Eevero

mensures on my first day here
(Continued on page 16.)
Tiue Macuer Lisrany.--No. 1.341,
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ENGAGEMENTS CANCELLED

' J. Buit, Study No. 14, Remove.

Skinner's friends are hereby in-
lormed that he will be unable to fulfil
any engagements until the middle of
|| next week. That's what I'm going to
knock him into when 1 see him!—

e =

COKER MAJOR
STEPS IN

Helping Minor Against
Rebels

The sensational appointment of Colier minoe
of the Sixth to the rank of prefeet, to which
we referred last week, has led to unluoked-{or
Jdevelopinents this week,

Coker major of the IFifth has taken a hand
in the game—but & quite different hand from
what was genervully anticipated !

When the appointment was {irst made,
Hornce Coker was just as mnch against it as
niiyone else.  In his opinion it was quite bad
envugh to have n young brother in a higher
Form than himself without having that young
brother promoted to the rank of prefect., But
tor the faet that Potter and Greene strapped
him 1o o chair in his study till he thought
better of it, Horace would undoubtedly have
pone to the Mead to register his strongest
protest !

His attitude seems to have changed now,
Lhowever.

Coker minor’s diffieulty in handling fellows
bigger and stronger than himself hos not in
wpy way lessened this week, and at the
Leginning of the week he had to endure
persecution in plenty. That persecution has
vow almost ceased—thanks to Coker major !

The first to {ind out Horace’s new outlook
was Shkinner. Cokeér minor told him to take
filty lines and Skinner asked where he should
take them, Coker miner's answer {o that
it of ** cheek " was to order Skinner to bend
over—to which Skinner cheerfully responded
* Rats | ™

The next moment Skinner thought an
earthguake had struck him,

It was Coker wajor !

Bevernl other fellowas bad the same experi-
ence 1the same day, and it suon beeame known
that Coker major was following his prefect-
munor round the school, giving o large-sized
sick on the physiognomy to anv man not

ircating  his  prefect-minor with  proper
respect ! Unee or twice Coker minor was
heard to pretest, but lhis protests had no

effect whotever on his [raternal relative ! Onee
the great IMTorace Coker, of the Fifth Form,
yelas poing, there's no holding him.,

A4 we go to prese, the position is that
Coker minor is being treated with more
respoct Lhan any other prefect in the school.
Hut you can take our word for it, that position
won't last for ever. Qur objeetions to Coker
ninor as o prefect are as strong as ever, and
Uuker major's not geing to alter them,

Bomelliing sudden is going to Loppen to
lorace James Coker before lung !

DICKY NUGENT'S WEEKLY
WISDOM

Fapct anys he bas invented o pen which
jennerates eonif electrissity in writing 100
boes to keep a small lomp burning for 5
TGl A,

I've notissed before that Paget is a ehn
wiho'e inclined to make ** light ¥ of Lis work !

EDITED BY "

Readers of the * ITerald " who know how witlely T have
travelled may be surprised to know thut both my worst anl best
expenences ooourred within the four walls of Greviviars.

My worst experience was in the chair of the visiting dentist

who sees 10 our teeth onea a month, 1 went to him with an
aching molar. He decided to give me gas and exlract the
offending tooth at onece. O T sailed into unconsciousness at
the first few whiffs of gas, Llissfnlly imopgining that it would all
be over when I came vound again,

Imagine my horror when I awoke to find that it was by no
means all over! My tooth wos only hall out, the dentist's
lurceps were still in my mouth, and the dentist himself soemed
to be missing. The pain in my gum was positively alarming !

When 1 sat nup, 1 saw that the dentist was just getting up
[romn the floor, nursing his own juw. | woessed in an instant
what had happened—1'd had on mndendose of 1he eas and
semut-consciously lunded out at him before he'd had time to
finish the operation ! That, as it turned out, was exaetly what
had happened.

Unee he was on his fecl again, the dentist soon whipped out
the tooth—without vesurt to gas this time!  Bul the pain 1
etditred in that briel intervening period makes me regard it as
cadily my worst experience |

- ¥ L] ® ] L] & L

My best experience was being electeil captain oi the Bemove
only a short time alter my arrival at Grevivinrs, Bulstrode, my
opponent for the cuptainey, had previously held it unchallengod
for some time and resented my intiusion. The election
campaign was a very hilter one in consequence.

To finish up the viclor and to hear the cheers of my eolleagues
as they * chaired " me—{o know that so many fellows bad
entrusted me with the responsibility of leading the Form—was
lor me the best experience 1 have ever had and has remained
s0 to this day,

(Next week Billy Bunder will tell you his wrorst and
best expevience, Don't uriss iL!— 1. )

FOOTER TEAM REQUIRES FIXTURES

We're only an apology for a team really and the {Ixtures we
want are with teams we can lick—if such teams exist, which is
dopbtiul '—Write ¢, R, TEMPLE, Upper Fourth,

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT

“WON B
NECK'!

Greyfriars v. R«
By Harold S/

Why the thump the “ |
eall on me to write up
mateh, goodness only ki
fully admit that what
about football would f
Musevm. 1fit was a qu
Lad's chances in the Swi
now, 1'd be much more &
éver, here goes |

Twenty-iwo determine
duly paraded for the co:
from the “Of ! " it was
were all out to win, On tl
Rookwood looked goo
successive victories to th
it was soon seen that th:
o sure snip aller all. G
led the field and Hurre
wing moved begutifully
lost ground rounding
resulting in the failure ¢
dead cert more than on
of jockeying for posit
cantered to the fore a
battle royal in front of
soon tailed off,

Rookwood were slror
pari, but weaker in th
Greyfriars displayed no
whera, but with Whartc
mnde o great race of it.

In the second half, {
fetlock and Jimmy Silve
being forced to retire.
ever, fought it out des
finish. Greyliiars eme
right on the post, winnin:
event by a neck.

Btott says I've lorgo:
that Greyfriars scored
Rookwood 2, but I'm |
what that has to do wi

( Tale Skinner with
cliaps—he's leg-pulliv
Fact iz, he knows plen:
ball amd plays quite
himself—wchen he's uo
giddy goat at the sain-

Peler Hazeldeue is a first-class
vonlkeeper, sven more brilliant
than ** Squiff '* on oecasion—but
ke is & moody fellow. who micht
let halt a dozen sbots beat bim
whien Lis temper is roused,

On cne historic occasion Pun'er

uctually took Harry Wharton

& Co. to Bunter Court—but it

furned out that Bunter Lad

reated it in Lord Mauoleverer's

nime. There was trouble for
Eonler |

found treacle
favourite slippers, he raged

and down the Remove pass:
like a tiger, _
bowever, and Loder is still ragic.
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Why waste

your old-fashioned tuck hampers for
Tabloid Tuck TO-DAY !—Proressor |

i Bunter, Tabloid Tuck Speshalist,
- | Study No. 7, Remove.
October 28th, 1933. - .

| TABLOID TUCK.
The invenshun of the age! Each
lozenge garanteed to kontain as much
nurrishment as

s a J-corse dinner!
time eating? Change

N B! A
{CK!

rs v. Rokwood
arold Skiss

mp the  H "™ should
wiite up 1» Bookwood
38 only kne. I cheer.
it whot [wea't know
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was o quesws of Bonny
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ch more al vee, How-
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id Hurres =2h on the
egutifully umes, but
manding tlgsend, this
failure ol =2 looked a
than once After a lot
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» fore and were was o
ront of th-wsts, but it

ere Etrony a the fora-
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ra of it,

1 half, Chew injured a
ny Silver a wstern, both
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ies plenty Sout fool-
8 quite o fmir game
he's not layging the
he same ' we !—Ed.)

But |

TUCK-HUNTING SEASON
BEGINS

Billy Bunter Discusses Prospects

At this time of ths wyear,,
when the leeves are falling and
the shaddo of winter draws
ny, the thoughts of all serious
tuck-hunters turn to the forth.
coming season’s prospects.

Ingvitably the thought
arises ** What sort of * bags '
are we likely to get this year
in comparison with preevious
yvears ¥ " Fellow tuock-
hunters, you can take it from
me, a3 on® who has made a
detailed investigation of all
the best preserves, that the

prospects this year are as good
as ever—if not better )

For the connoisewer, there
are, a8 usual, almost un-
limmited supplies of the best
tuck in the land in the eggs-
clusive quarters of the Bixth,
It must be admitted, however,
that in these happy hunting

rounds the ntrepidl epgs-
%Inmr take his ]i.R‘.l- in Eﬁ’
hands, But if he is willing
to risk being slawterad at any
moment, his rewards are
beyond the wildest dreems of
the avvernge sporisman,

In the upper reeches of the
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Told by the school doclor Lhal
he suffered irom myopia, W. G.
Bunter ** flopped ' in the gtudy
armehair and refused to budge
until Toddy informed bim that
myopia only meant short-sighted-

of the Sixih
ink m hir
B raged up
OVeé Dassnge
y confessed.

still raging |
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Frank Courienay labours like a
Trojan to keep the Highclife XI munh favoursd bythe Famous Five
His efforls are last summer.
rewsrded, for Higheliffe are ®» fo (them — and| shivered
bathing costume for the sake ol
the feed which followed |

“up to scrateh.”

rattling good
Courtenay says they wil
approach championship form |

Fifth passidge, tuck abounds,
Unfortunately, the inereasing
activvities of regular tuck-
snopopers in this part have put
the beests on their guard, und
it becomes more and more
difficult to obtain a bag worthy
of the efforts eggspended.
Quite good resulia are to be
obtained in the Shell, though
the wise huntsman employs
strategy to obtain them.
Personally, 1 find that a liftle
judishus ventriloquism is very
effective in getting the fellows
to scurry away on some false
trail, leeving the field cleer.
As to the Remove passidge,
I'm reluktantly coming to the
conclusion that it's a hoapless
proposishun, Tuck, which
was 80 plentiful at one time,
seems to have disappeared
nltogether, Now and again,
the ortsman hears rumours
of it, but, alas, long before he
can reach it, it has vannished.
Still, taking it all round,
there's plenty of sport about
for thosse who look for it, and
I fansy it will be a long time
before I retire from the gome,
sSome favour big game hunt.
ing, others favour whale
hunting, and head hunting
has its enthewsiastic followers,
But to those who have eggs.
rienced the deleerious joys
of tuck hunting, theso piffling
pastimes are a meer bagatell !

PARADOX
Some Third-Formers had
the nerve to pinth’a pair of
stepa belonging to LGosling to
enable them to get over the
school wall in a bound-breaking
expedition. The Head has
taken steps to sce that the
steps are not laken again !

—

MASKED
AMAZING

JUDGE’S
VERDICT

Prisoner Pardoned—Prosecutor
Punished

Fellows who happened to be
in the Remove Court of Justice
last Tuesday got the shoek of
their lives when the judge
walked on to the bench wearing
a large black mask. He ex.
plaived that owing to the
anonymous threals which bad
recently been received by junior
judges, it had been deemed
advisahle to keep the identity
of the judge n seeret,

The particular case which had
brought out this surprising
precaulion was the prosecution
of Perey Bolsover, pugilist, by
Wilham Stott, who claimed five
shillings damages f[or alleged
assault,

Bolsover did not surrender to
his bail and was accordingly
tried in his absonce.

Stott said that the asssult
was brutul aod cotirely un.
provoked.

Witnessea were called to
testify to the assault, and Dwr.
Tom  Brown, police surgeon,
certified that prosecutor was
suffering from a broken neck,
fractured  spine, dislocated
ankles, and knock knees, '

This econcluded the evidence,
and everybody in court felt
confident that Bolsover would
be sentenced to a long term of
unprizonment and Btott would
abtain his five bob damages.

Imagine the general surprise
when the judge calmly pro-

nounced the verdict ' Nok
Guilty "—and, not content with
that, tuwned round to the

prosecutor and sentenced him
to twenty strokes with the fives
bat |

It was not till Lthe exeeutioner
was hall-way through his job
that Judge Wharton, who had
been missing, turned up, looking
very excited, and tore off the
other judge's mask—to reveal
the well-known fuace of Bolsover
himself |

Wharton explained that Bola-
over had locked him up m the
woodshed, and it was only the
aocidental arrival of Gosling
that enabled him to get away
as soon as he had,

On Wharton's orders, Bols-
over was placed under arvest
and tried summarly. Needless
to say, the second verdiet was
rather different from the ona
Bolsover had srrived at himsel 1

For assaulting Stoit he was
ordered to pay five bob damages
and costs and to go to penal
servitude for tem years.

For Imprisoning Judge
Wharton he was sentenced to
50 with the cricket-stump and
ten years' penal servitude,

For impersonating a judge
he was sentenced to ten years
on the treadmill,

The sentences were alters
wards commuted to one of
buying ginger-pop all round.

‘Lonzy’s Little Letters

Dear Editor,—In the course of a recent peripatetie ‘pﬂramhula-

tion in a pedestrign capacity,

1 encountered a juvemle riding &

specimen of those vehicular contrivances characterised by the

internal combustion method

of propulsion

terminologically

described in the vernacular as motor-cycles,

i b "

.li.l".l l ‘' i
| A 1 T

team now.

go0n

CTS WHILE YOU

¥ T

WAIT!

§a7 R

bhairecut t ¥

Bathing, lollowed by a pienle, was

vater ‘' stuck "
in a

who pertinently addressed to me the inier-
rogatory remark ** Why don’t you get your

Sinee there may be general interest in any
responsive asseveration I efectuate, may
enunciate the explication that the reason for
my retention of such an inordinate
ol hirsute adornment ia my mistrust lest the
peculiar idiosynerasics and peccadillocs of the
tonsorial practitioners should render my facial
appearance incongraously
my intelleetunl ]Eutammhtwﬂ.

uantity

ingappropriate to

splanatorily yours,
ALONZO TODD.

{'Lonzy's mevely saying that he lels
his hair grow becuuse he can’t trust the
harbers to trim it nicely.

But how he

says it l—Ed.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

Which was rather cool, eonsidering
that the Famous TFive had been
whopped, one after another!

Dr. Locke opened his lips to toll Mr.
-_"fc-ﬂ"nrd what Le thought of such an
idea ! He closed them sgain with the
words unuttered, He was far too ex-
perienced a  headmaster to “rag” a
subordinate in the presence of the boys.
He decided to speak very plainly in (he
Wd%‘?imlb[g his study, 1

“You ¥8 may go to your aces
tiow " added Mr. Spofford. é

Quietly the Famous Five went to their
places,

" Wharton !" said the Head., “You
will remain in charge of this Form-
room for a few minutes.”

i ‘i"EﬂJ Eir!“

“Mr. Spofford, if
come witlh me!™

" Oh, certainly, sir!” said the dis-
guised Wibley, suppressing a groan.
Neither in his own character of Wibley
nor in his  assumed character o
Spofford, had the Head's study any
attraction  for the spoofer of the
Remove. But he had to go,

Dr. Locke walked majesticall
After him walked the little gentleman.
Herbert Vernon-Smith's hand came out
of his pocket, as both backs were
turned. In Smithy's hand was a
o f‘?ﬂglf." ball—one of those little balls
which, if bounced, will jump in the
most. erratic manner. As g missile,
lowever, a googly ball will Ay as
anccurately as any other ball: nmf the
Bonnder was a deadly marksman.

Whiz!

Mr. Bpofford gave a jump and a
siudden yell as the little ball banged on
the back of his head., That was
Smithy’s retaliation for Mr. Spofford's
cheeky remarks concerning his nome.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
-"SH'IIIE[F. you psg——"

 Oh, 8mithy!” gasped Tom Redwing.

Mr. Spofford, taken quite by surprise
by that bang on the back of the head,
naturally clutched at the back of the
head with his hand. The ball dropped
beliind him, and, bouncing on the oor,
zigzpgged away into the air in the
manner of gly balls and dropped
among the desks. But nobody noticed
the googly ball. All eyes fixed as if
fascinated, on the ﬂuak of Mr.
Spofford's head as he clutched it. Tor
under that sudden clutch, Mr, Spofford's
hair was seen to rise, as if it was not
tastened lo his head—as, indeed, it was
not! The sight of a man's hair risin
on his head, like quills upon the fretfu
i‘;nrcupme. was so astounding that the
temove gaped open-mouthed.

"1 say, you fellows!” squeaked Billy
Bunter, “I sav, he's got a wig on."”

“The wigfulness is terrific!™ gasped
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Dr. Locke glanced round at the new
mister, aware that something was on—
tkough unaware that something also
was nearly off |

" What—" he began.

Ho broke off, staring. Wibley's wig
wus fastened on his head with dabs of
gum. DBut his sudden grasp at it as the
gongly ball tapped had snapped the

THE MaoeNET LipRaRy.—No. 1,341,

will kindly

YUl

olit.

umt, and the wig had shifted. As it
owered behind it rose in front, under
the amazed cves of the headmaster,
revealing a trace of Wibley's own
tallowy-coloured hair,

" Bless my soul ! gasped the Head.

“Oh!" gasped Wiglcy.

Terror scized him! ~ Very nearly he
furned tail and ran—which would have
been the eulmination of an astonishing
episode! But he restrained himself!
The danger of being found out brought
to his rather thoughtless mind the con-
sequences of being found out—assuredly
a terrific flogging, and posgibly the
“sock.”  Wibley, with a great cffort,
pulled himself togethoer.

A gentle pressure of his skilled hand
replaced the wig where it ought 1o
have been. He had been within un
ace of exposurc-—but now he was Mr.
Spofford, safe and sound |

From the Remove room came n
chuckle. Dr. Locke glanced in at the
doorway, and the chuckle died away
into deadly solemnity. Then, with o
cold and contained expression on his

face, Dr. Locke walked on down the
[J-_B-E&EIE"D, and Mr. Spofford {ollowed
1111,

Dr. Locke himself had a magnificent
head of silver hair, and perhaps he
could make allowances for a man whose
hirsute adornments had faded befare
their time,  Still, he did not like it!
Prout, the master of the Fifth, was
geiting  dreadfully bald; but it had
noever occurred to Proul to conceal the
sume  with borrowed hair! Already
something unusual about this man had
struck the Head—and now that he had
discovered that Mr. Spofford sported a
wig he was feeling glad that that
gentleman was engaged only as a tempo-
rary mmaster; and resolved that his
engagement should boe very temporary
indeed. Really, it was not the thing!

What Dr. Locke would have thought,
hod he known that that wig covered,
not a man's bald pate, but a schoolboy
practical joker's own hair, cannot be
said. He might have had a fit!]

When they were gone, the Removiies
chuckled loud and long.

“It's & jolly old wig!”
Skinner. * Ha, ha, ha!™

“*And he never stopped to ask who
biffed him on the crumpet ! grinned the
Bounder.

“Ha, ha, hat"

“He's a jolly gqueer fish altogether,*
Tqid ‘:Buh Cherry. “Can’t say I like
LAY,

“The likefulness is not preposterous,™
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Not & bad old bean, though,” said
Bolsover major., “1lle's been giving us
a jolly easy Lime this afternoon.”

“That's not his duty!"" said Harry
Wharton,

“Oh, blow his duty !
of that from Queleh '™

“Wharton wen't like him ! chortled
Skinner. “Wharton's a naughty little
boy who has to stand up by the wall.”

**Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Remove.

Wharton erimsoned.

“That's enough, Skinner!” he
snapped. “I have to take dashed cheek
from a beak, but not from you.”

“ Naughty " said Skinner.

“He, he, he!” cackled Billy Bunter.
“Who's & naughty little bov? Wha's
put to stand by the wall? I—fl:-., he, he !™

“One little, two little, three little,
four little, five little naughty boys!*
chanted Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha !

“So you think it's frightfully funny?
enorted the captain of the Roemove.
“Well, if it's funny, you can have your
ghare of the fun! Go and stand by the
wall, Skinner "

chortled

We get encugh
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“ Wha-2-t?” gasped Skinner,

"o and stand by the wall!” repeated
Wharton grimly.

“You silly nss! Do
can make a fool of me?

“I think that I'm head boy of the
Form, and that the headmaster has just
left me in charge, and T think that vou'll
do exactly as I tell you !” answered she
g'?,;‘::tnm of the Remove. “(iet on with
1

you think you

1 won't ! yelled 8kinner furiously,

“You willt”

And Skinner did, as the captain of
the Remove grasped lLim, hooked him
out from the desks, and jammed him
against the Form-room waoll. Then he
picked up the pointer.

“8tand there,” he said, “or I'll give
vou six, thie sume as Bpofford did me!”

“You can't !” shricked Skinner.

“Try it on, and sce!”

And Skinner stood by the wall—with
an expression on his face that made the
Removites roay,

- —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Present for Prout |

R. BPOFFORD—alias William
M Wibley—stood in Mr. Queleh’s
study looking out of Mr.
Quelch’s window. He was not
feeling quite so merry and bright as
when he had arrived at Greyfriars. The
interview with the headmaster in his
study bad left him rather limp. Wib
was feeling the strain.

Dr. Locke had not been suspicious or
doubting. Tt was rcally imposzible for
the headmaster to suspect, or even
dream of, such a spoof as the practical
Lnl.r.er of the Remove was playing, But

e had been uneasy, dissatisfied, vaguely
perturbed,  Wonderfully as ibley
played his part, convincing as he was,
there was, perhaps, something lacking.
Only the fact that Mr. Bpoiford had been
fully answered for by Mr. Quelch in-
duced the Head to engage lim at all,
even for a few days. He had complete
fuith in Mr. Que‘lcl):'n judgment, Yet he
could not help thinking that, for once,
Quelch's judgment had been at fault.
He was not satigfied with Mr. Spofford !

Wibley, well aware of it, had been
glad to escape from the interview un-
detected. Now, in Mr. Quelch’s study,
of which he had taken possession as
Queleh's substitute, Wib was wonderin
whether he had better “chuck P it an
go while the going was good, so to speak.
It was casy enough to walk out of the
gates of Ureyiriars as Mr. Spofford, and
walk in again as William Wibley—
leaving the disappearance of the new
master a mystery,

But Wib was not going to “chuck ”
it.

Playing Form master was too tremens
dous a lark for that! And the fellows
who had ragged his procious * props *
had not yet been made to sit up
sufficiently for their sins. And now thag
he had got through that dreaded inter-
view with the Head, he could avoid that
gentleman.

Wibley of the Remove, of course,
would be missed ! But Mr. Spofford was
Wibley’s I'orm master, and could give
him leave if he liked. il

Wib chuckled at the idea of giving
himself leave.

Wibley was going to carry on! This
was the biggest spoof he had ever
larm:%ht off—the greatest triumph of the
Greyiriars impersonator. He was going
to carry on, and chance it!

The Remove were oul now. After
coming away from the Head, Mr.
Spofford had only looked into the Form-
room to dismiz: the Form. The Head
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had shaken his nerve a little! But Wib
was himself again now.

Tap! The door opened, and Mr,
Frout, master of the Fifth, rolled in,
Mr. Spofford turned from the window
warily on his guard.

“Perrait me,” said Prout, with his
plump politeness, * to introduce myself—
Paul Prout, master of the Fifth herel I
heard of your arrival, Mr. Spofford.”

“Delighted to meet you, sirl” said
M:r. Spofford.

Wib was not feeling delighted | Prout
was an inquisitive, talkative, rather
meddling old gentleman, and Wibley

Slrlﬂ!l‘, L’ﬂﬂdﬂ'ﬂ, E-C.-_L

'-Illl.l.ll ( FIANNT ] Illlllll!

these days, chums, believe me,

for I've been planning another

first class, gilt edged, top hole
eurprise for you fellows. Thal's got you
all puesging, I bet! That it will cause a
great sensation 1'm thoroughly convineced;
that it will please every reader of the
MacxET is & certainty. As you all know
the good old Macxer has always led the
way when it has come to the gquestion of
presenting FREE GIFTS to its readers.
But it's poing one better this time! As
to the nature of this stupendous FREE
GIFT SCHEME I am saying no more
until next week. Don't miss my importaent
announcement then, as it will affeot eve
gingle one of you. In the meantime, tell
all your pals that something estra good
and extra big is on the way to MaexNETr

readers.
me he is greatly interested in

motor racing, and he wants to

know something about

FAMOUS MOTOR RACES.

First of all, regarding his query about the
Tourist Trophy—which, as you all know,
is run in Northern Ireland—this is, of
course, an International race, and cars
from all parts of the world compete in it.

Each country has its own partigular
motor races, which are known by different
names. France's most famous motor road
race is called the " Grand Prix,”” but that
country also holds the longest motor rnning
event in the world, known as the Gran
Prix d'Endurance.

The Targo Florie event, held in Sicily,
is one of the most thrilling in the world,
for the cars climb from sea-level to a
height of four thousand feet, by means of
imnumérable hairpin bends. Most of the
cars entered drop out before the course is
completed. One of the shortest, but
decidedly thkrilling, races is the Grand
Prix of Monaco, in which the cars race
madly through the streets of Monte Carlo,
The circuit is not two miles in length, and
cars have to complete it one hundred
times, racing gardens, over tram-
lines, through tunnels, along the quaysids,
Bnd past the railway station, flanked by
huildgnga practically all the way.

Argentine, Bweden, Moroceo, and count”
less other nations also have their famous
motor races, which are open to all inter-
national drivers.

The reader who asks for the above
mformation also suggesis that I should
devote space In the MaAcNET Lo motor

YDL‘-E Editor is & very busy man

ROM “ Somewhere in Wales'' comes
a letter from E. D, A. G., who tells

COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Always glad to hear from you, chums, go drop me a line fo
the following address : The Editor, The ‘' Magnet "' Library,
The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleetway House, Farringdon

A stamped, addressed envelope will
ensure a reply.

would have preferred to keep him at a
distance. But no member of Dr. Locke's
etaff had ever been successful in keeping
Prout at a distance !

“Hearing,” said Prout, “that you

were an old friend of my colleague
Quelch——*

“We played together,” said Wibley
gravely, “as hcq'ﬁ i
“Indeed, sir!

“As innocent infants, sir!” said
Wibley.
“Oh! Quite! Yes, yes!” said Prout,

“Well, T am about to wvisit Quelch in

EEFENENEFSERAESEEERNAN

racing, [ am afraid that I cannot spare
any room at present, but I will bear his
rl;lquzab in mind. Whaot do other readers
think ¥

— —— —

ILLY BUNTER seems very much
to the fore this week, and he has
succecded in squeezing himself
into my chat. * Fatty Barnes,”

of London, sends me & letter accusing me
of making Bunterwunpopular | * Fatty "
tells me that he is also & fat boy, but he
is quite popular with his chums at school,
who often stand him tuck to make him
fatter |

He tells me he is twelve years of age,
End weighs over ten stone. But be can’t

eat

BILLY BUNTER’S RECORD !

Billy is still a long way ahead of him, as
ou will see Irom the next reply to a query
rom H. L., of Kyabram, Victoria, Aus-
tralia, He wants to know the respective
Erﬂ rtions of Billy Bunter, ‘' Tubby "
M , Fatty Wynn, and Baggy Trimble,
Right, hers goes :
Billy Bunter is 4 t. 9 in. in height, and
weighs 14 st. 12} b,
* Tubby " Muffin is 5 ft. in height, and
weighs 12 st. 10 lbh.
atty Wynn is 5 ft. 2 in, in height, and
weighs 14 st. 8 lb. e
Baggy Trimble is 4 [t. 11 in. in height,
and weighs 10 st. 4 b,
So, you see, Billy Bunter ie the shortest
and the heaviest—which means that be is
the most like & barrel !

The next query this week comes from
** Magnetised," ol Stratford, who asks me

HOW TO MAKE FREEZING MIXTURES.

It appears to me that ** Magneticed ** has
the wrong formula, as he has been un-
successful in his attempts. As & general
rule, whenever solids are dissolved in
water a fall in temperature is caused.
Common salt and snow, for instance, form
o freezing material, and if these two are
mixed in equal weights the liquid formed
has a temperature of about minus 20
degrees Centigrade. If four parta of
caloium chloride are mixed with three
parts of snow the liquid falls to about
minus 50 degrees Centigrade.

Another freezing mixture is formed of
gix pgris of smmonium nitrate in ten
parts of water. If golid carbon dioxide is
digsolved in ether or chloroform, a tem-

erature of minus 77 degrees Gunt'fmdu
18 obtained, Yor ordinary bhousehold use, |

7

the sanatorium—a little chat, I feel sure,
will cheer him.”

Wibley did not feel sure of thatl
Prout's chats were not really cheering.
But he nodded assent.

“Pray do not let me detain you, Mr.
Prout,” he said.

“1 was thinking,” said Mr. Prout,
““that as Quelch is your old friend, you
might like to walk down with me,””

ibley repressed a jump.

“No doubt Quelch will expect you—it
will be a pleasure to him,” said Prout.

(Continued on mext page.)

sach as the freezing of ice-cream, a mixture
of salt and water will suffice.

The same reader asks me what grey
hearthstone is and where it comes from.,
It is an ordinary teugh rock of a coarse
type which is quarried in the same manner
#s any other stone.

H

WHERE WAS THE FLEET PRISON?

Well, I am sitting not far from ita site
now | The Fleet Prison stood on the east
gide of Farringdon Street and was built
in the twelfth century. It took its name
from the Fleet River, which—now covered
in—still runs underground past my office.
The prison was burned down by Wat
Tyler, rebuilt, burned down again in
the Great Fire rebuilt, and burned
down again by the Gordon rioters in 1780,
Once more it was rebuilt, but was
eventually pulled down in 18435.

It is strange to think that your Editor
i8 now oocupying & * den " practically in
the same position as the prisen which once
housed so many authors and journalists
that a famous writer described i1t as * the
Haunt of the Muses."

Many famous works of literature were
conceived and written in the Fleet Prison
—and the tradition is still being carried on |

ERE comes a query which ** etrikes
home " to me! ‘' Inlerested,'”
of Birmingham, wante to know

When I look through the pile of Jetters
on my desk and see how enthusiastic my
readers are 1 realise how much you fellows
think of the MAacNET in general, and Frank
Richards' stories in particular. “I like
these stories better than any other school
stories ever written,'" says an Australian
reader. *' I think Frank Richards is the
finest author of boys' stories,"’ says another
chum from Secotland. *' I hope to go on
reading the MacseT for years and years,'’
writes a Canadian, )

I could fill an entire issue of this paper
with the many wonderful things my
readers say ! You all know what to expect
when you get hold of your copy, and ﬁ:
won't be disappointed next week W
you read :

““THE GREYFRIARS GUY | "™
By Frank Richards.

When I say that this splendid “ Fifth of
November " story is worthy to rank with
this popular author's best you know as
much as I could posgibly tell you about it.
Our long Groyfriars stories have only one
utlndﬂ-rg by which you can judge them,
and that is—the best ever! Bo look cut
for a treat noxt week, chums.

Of course, there will be another nerve.
tingling yarn of adventure, featuring
Umzugnaan the Mighty, a topical “* Grey-
friars Herald " supplement, an int.umﬂ.l:ﬁ
Soccer talk, and another little chat wi
my nhuma.d ;

So order your copy now

yOur C°PY FOUR EDITOR.
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©As vou are a stranger here, I shall
be deliglited to be your guide,”

Tis: was wvery civil of Prout: vory
givil and very kind. But it produced a
deeply disinaying effeet on the spool Mr.
H}u'.:ﬂ',urdl
Y“0Oh! Ah! Yes!” stammered Wibley.
“¥Yerv kind of you, sir—"

“Not at all 1" said Prout benevelently.
“ A pleasure, Mr. Spofford | Any friend
of iy valued colleague Queleh———

“1—I—I think—I have somg unpack-
g to do—"

Prout raised his eyebrows,

" Has your luggage arrived, then$” he
azhoed,

“My—my luggage ™

“1 understood that it had been de-
layed on the railway—"

“Oh! Ah! Yes! But in fact—I
mean—I must telephone to the station,
to ascertain whether my—my bags have
been found——"

A very good idea," said Prout. “J
know the number—I will get it for you,
Mr. Spofford!™ Prout crossed to the
telephone.

“Oh  crikey!” gasped Wibley in-
voluntarily, He did not really want io
telephone to the railway people about
non-cxistent luggage,

Prout spun round from the telephone,
and blinked at him. Prout had never
heard a Form master—oven g famgorarr
master—ejaculate “Oh crikey !” before,

It was an unintentional slip on Wib's
part.
“ What—what did you say, sir?”

gasped Prout,

= said—the fact is, T have some
letters to write—" Wik ey was gefting
desperate now. 1 sce there is ink here
—and pens—I think W

“But Eure]’:;, sir, you lad better
telephone——?

Not at all! I will phone later, At
the resent moment——*

“1 quite understand—at the present
moment you would prefor to visit
Qielch  and  gep your old {riend!”
assented Prout. He tacked doorwards
again. “Pray come with me— *

. Yes—no—I think Wihley was
quite &espemtm ; there was no getting
rid of Prout, except by drastic measures.
e picked up Mr, Quelch’s inkpot from
the table, “Dear me, there ig no jnk
here—>=

“Indeed 1" gaid Prout, approaching,
“Quelch is generally very careful in such
muolters—>"

“*None !" said Mr. Spofford, *“Look I”
He waved the inkpot in the air, to show
that it was empty, having already
ascertained that it was full

Tho result was imevitable,

A stream of ink shot out, and caught
Mr. Prout fairly undor his plump chin,

L]

It splashed over his chin, over his neck-

tie and collar, and over his manly
chest. It ran down him in trickles,
It almost drenched Prout. It was
qiite @ Iq.rﬁ-:a inkpot, and there was
plenty of ink in ijt—or had been! Now
tlicre was none im it—but plenty on
Pront |

Prout staggered back, gurgling.

Taken utterly by surprise, ha stag-
gered helplessly, ‘and sat down on the
fioor of Mr. Queleh’s study, with a

“Urrerggh 1"

“Upon my word! What have I
done ' excloimed Mr, Spofford, “It—
1t appears that there was ink in the
pot, after all!™

“ Wurrrggh 1

“My dear sir, it scems that thero
was ink——""

“It does, sir!” gurgled Prout, It
docs!  Buch an absolutely thought-
less  action—grooogl I—such an  abso.
lutely stupid and unthinking  sction—
wiurrggh | Are you an idiot, sir?
Gurrggh |

“1 eannot gulliciently express my
regret——"

“Gurrrrggh 1"

Prout  staggered to his feet,
Streaming with ink, he backed to the
door. He glared at Mr. Spofford as lie
went, deeply regretting that he had
taken the trouble to eall on that gontle-

man. All Trout’s plump politeness
left him; washed awayv, as it were, by
the ink.

“Such & slupid action—" ha
baomed,

“Really, sir "

“I could almost believe. sir, that the
action was intentional |” roared Prout.

Wibley could quite believe it,

“Oh, sir! Really o

“Pah! 1 will leave you, sir—I can-
not go to Quelch now—I must change,

and wash—upon my word! Pal!"
snorted Prout. )
And he went, gurgling: and the

study door closed after him with o slam
that ran the length of Masters'
Passage.  Mr.  Spofford grinned.
Prout was inkv, Prout was wrathv,
and Prout was indignant. Dut he had ot
rid of Prout, at all events!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Windfall for Bunter ]

i SAY, vou fellows——»
1 “ Buzz off, Bantor 1™

“Hold on a minute,” said the
Bannder.  “T'l gt hime - iiis
this loaf!™
“Beast '»

Instead of liolding on for & minute
Billy Bunter backed out of Study No. 4
in the Remove promptly.

It was tea-time in the Remove, and
in Study No. 4—8mithy's study—there
wis & spread. Smithy and Tom Red-
wing were entertaining gucsts—no less
distinguished persons than the Famous
Five of the Remove.

Had the spread been in Study No 1,
or Study No. 13, probably Billy Bunter
vould have been allowed to wadge in.

But the Famous TFive could not
give him permission te wedge into
another fellow's studv; and the

Bounder was not the man to let him
dor 1,

Smithy took aim with a loaf, and
the fat Owl of the Remove lost na tima

in getting out of range.
Blam| The DBounder kicked the
study door shut. The tea-party in

Study No. 4 continued its operations,
regardless of PBunter.  Which was
fearfully exasperating to Bunter, who

bump and a gasp. had only had one tea, and was more

- than ready for
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of Paradise, found no admittance, Tg
was enough fo exasperate any fellow
who had only had one tea! unter
stooped to the kevhole,

“Beast!” he roored, through that
aperfure.

" Bunter " came a sharp,
voice,

"Oh erumbs!” pagped Bunter, spin-
mng round in alarm. Mr. Spofford
was coming along from the staips.

“What does this niesy, Bunter?"?
demanded Mr, Spofford,

“Oh! Nothing, sir " gas1el Bunter,
“1 wasn't calling Smath. o Luast, sirl
I*—-"I was just sayving—"

squeaky

Open that study door! eaid Mr.
Spofford.
“Ohl" gasped Bunter. He turned

and opened the door of Study No. 4,
“I say, vou fellows -

“He get-u the loaf this time!" said
Vernon-Smitl,

And Bunter got it—right on the spot
where he had parked his first tea, and

had hoped to park his second |

*Yoaoop 1” spluttered Bunter,
staggering back into the arms of Mr.
Spofford. “Ow | Beast ! Wow !
Urrooogh 1™

“Well hit!” chuckled Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Boys!” roared Mr. Spofford.
“How dare you! I repeat, Liow dare
youl”  He pushed Bunter aside, and
stepped into the doorway. “Buch

ruffianism as thig—»
“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Harry
Wharton.
ven juniors

jumped to their feet at
the unexpected

sight of their new Form

master,

“Who threw that loafs" demanded

r. Spofford. “Was it Smith 5”

" Nobody named S8mith here, sir,”
suidw%;lhe;i u%l;r caolly.

* What! at!  Your p ]
Smith, I beliave.” e s

“Not at all, sir.®

~Then what is yeur name, bow "

. ".Tﬂrnumﬂmith. sir " gaid " et

Diw vl ALy,
“I will not allow
with me, Smith 1
“This r_-ha.!:-’a name really is Vernon-
Smith, sir!” said Bob Cherry,
" Do not argue with me, Plum—*
“My name’s Cherry |” roared Bab.

“Silence! What is this I gop P
exclaimed  Mr, Spofford. staring
through his gold-rimmed glasze: ot the
well-spread  board “Ham, eggs,
cakes, bisouits, tarts, meringues, eolairs,
preserved ginger, fruits— Upon my
wordl Did Mr. gu&]nh allow suech
orgies in junior studies "

“Mr. Quelch allowed us ta have what
we liked for tea, sip!” said Harry
Wharton.

He spoke a littla diffidenils. However.
Certainly, the Remove follows wers
allowed to buv what they liked at the
school shop for ter in their studies,
But the Douuder's BUrgCous reads
were a_little over the [imit, all the
same. Probably had Quelch looked in
he would have disapproved.

“Indeed I” said Mr. Spofford, with a

you to bandy words

snort.  “I fear that you must have
taken advantage of the good nature of
your IForm master. Certainly, nothing

of the kind will be allowed under my
rulel I will permit no such orgies !

The Bounder's brow darkened
savagely. Mr, Spofford turned to tha
fat Owl, who was grinning in at the
doer. It was rather amusing to Billy
Buntar to sce a feed forbid en, if he
could not take a share in it. Buntar
little dreamed what was coming |

" Bunter I" rapped My, Spofford.

“Oh! Yos, sirt®
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As the disguised master made a sudden grasp at his wig where the googly ball had
soul ! " gasped Dr. Locke in amazement.

“Are you hungry?”

“Ohl Yes, sir! Rather!™

Bunter blinked at the new master,
wondering whether Spofford was going
to ask him to tea It he was, Bunter's
answer was going to be a prompt
afhirmative.

“Have you had pour tea?”

“Nothing to speak of, sir—only an
egg and some ham, sir, and a hit of

cake and a few biscuits and bull's-
eyes—" .
“If you are hungry, you may =it

down in this study and eat what you
like of this outrageous quantity of
foodstufls.”

“Oh scissors |”

“Look here, Mr. Bpofford I
exclaimed the Bounder “"You can't
give my tuck away to another fellow|”

Mr. Bpofford gave him a blink
through gold-rimmed glasses,

“All this tuck, a= yvou call it, is con-
fiscated,” he answered. “ Bunter, sit
down at the table at once !”

“But—but Smithy, sir—
mered Bunter,

He was anxious te begin—yearning
to begin. DBut the look on SBmithy's
face daunted him. It made him
realise what he had to expect after-
wards, if he scoffed Smithy's tuck.

“Never mind Smithi* said Mr.
Bpofford. "I am master kere, I hopel
Bunter, you have stated that vou are
bungry! TUnless I gee you, with my
own eyes, make a good, solid meal at
this table, 1 shall consider that you
have been speaking untruthtully, and
ghall eans you severels.”

“Oh golly !* pasped Bunter.

" Either,"” said Mr. Bpofiord, “yon
will make a considerable mecal, on the
epot, or vou will follow me to my study
for a caning! Take vour clioice !

A choice like that was not hard to
decide. Billy Bunter plumped into a
chair vacated by one of the dismayed
\ea-party and started. IHe started on

stam-

i

.'.. o
R
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delicious ham and poached eggs; and
the rate at which ham and poached
eggs disappearod was really marvellous.
Speetres at cock-crow did not vanish so
swiftly.

Vernon-8mith looked on, with bitter
rage in his face. Tom Redwing stood
in silence, puzzled

Harry Wharton & Co. looked on,
hardly knowing what to make of it.

There was something 80 very odd
about these proceedings of Mr,
Spofford, that they almost wondered

whether the little gentleman was quite
balanced in the upper story |

Quelch might have confiscated such a
tremendous spread, bur Spofford had
not done that—he had ordered Bunter
to eat itl And that was so extra-
ordinary that the Famous Five were, as
they might have deseribed it them-
selves, flabbergasted !

It was already clear that thizs new
master, for some mysterious reason, had
rather a “down”™ on the Famous Five.
He had fairly persecuted them in the
Form-room. Now he was barging in
ta break up their toa-party with the
Bounder. Why he should be down on
fellows he had never scen till that day
was o deep mystery.

Buntoer gobblad !

Bunter was busy !

Happy and sticky, Bunter travelled
through the heaps of goocd things on
Vernon-8mith’s table,

The Bounder made a movement
towards the door. Looking on at this
was not amusing! Alr. Bpofford waved
him back.

“Remain where vou are, Smith !’

“My name's not Smith !” hissed the
Bounder.

“I have already given you fifty lines
for impertinence. Take fifty more. Bit
down and write them.”

Herbert Vernon-8mith looked at him,
breathing hard. Rebellion was in his

II.It.I 15 ll'_,lll.- )
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struck, the wig shifted.

‘‘ Bless my

““Oh ! " cried Wibley.

face. Tom Redwing gave him a besecch-
img look. Smithy was already in the
“bad books' of the beaks for insub-
ordination. He controlled his rage,
cleared a corner of the table, and sat
down to write lines. Smithy scribbled
while Bunter gobbled,

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glances. Clearly, there was to be no
tea for them, after all, in Smithy’s
study.

“ May we go, sir?” asked Harry.

“No," said Mr. Spofford. “ You may
not go. You will stand where you are,
and silent,”

With deep leelings, the Famous Five
stood where they were, and were silent.
Mr. Spofford glanced from the door-

way. Beveral fellows, passing the study,
had glanced in at the strange scene
there. Among them were Micky

Desmond and Morgan, Wibley's study-
mates. Hao called to them.

“Desmond ! Morgan [Z

“0Oh, yes, sir!"

“Step mto this study ™

In surprizse, Micky and AMorgan
stepped in. Mr. Bpofford pointed to the
table, where, in epite of Bunter’s

tremendous exploits as a trencherman,
the supplics were still ample. Micky
and Morgan blinked at the table and
blinked at the new master blankly.

“ All this food,” said Mr. Spefiord,

“must ba disposed of. You boys, I
think, have not had your tea. Sit down
—and eat !

“Howly Moses!” murmured the
astonished Micky.

Morgan only stared.

“Do you hear me?”" rapped Mr.
Spofford. “Obey me immediately, or

1 shall give you an imposition of five
hundred lines!”

“0Oh erumbs ! gasped Morgan,

They sat down at once. The good
things on the table were tempting—
and 500 lines certainly wero notl
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PART 1 To-day

Arthur Mee, whose books and papers have
been read by Millions while this generation
has been growing up, has been looking round
the world again, seeing Youth everywhere
waiting for its opportunity, listening im-
patiently to its suggestion that it has no
chance in these days. This is the message
of the new book he has made.

It is not true that there is no chance for
Youth in this Twentieth Century. What Youth
needs is not Opportunity but Courage. The Cry is
for the courage that will not fail, the spirit that
will not quail, the eager brain that sees the
boundless chances of this brave new world.
All through the ages there have been such men,
such women. If life is hard to-day it was harder
a thousand times for them, but “they went on.
They did their work in the dark hours of the world,
not one with your opportunity, your chance of
victory. They did incredible things. They made
the world we live in,

In his new book Arthur Mee tells us
their stories.

There is the slave writing the fables every child
loves to read. There is Socrates drinking the
poison, Joan in the fire, Tyndale being hunted
to death. There is Captain Cook making the
British LEmpire possible, Faraday peering into
electric mysteries, Clerk-Maxwell founding the
Wireless Age with nobody believing him, Busybody
Gurney dreaming of motor-cars with everybody
mocking him. There is Cervantes at the gallevs
with Don Quixote rippling in his brain, Grotius
locked in his box with the League of Nations in
his mind, Williami Willett fighting to make us
believe in Summer Time, Mallory and Irvine
struggling up Everest and disappearing in the
clouds.

Here is inspiration. Here are the glorious hourse,
the shining deeds of men. Here are they who made
our race immortal. You will need to see Part 1
of this new work. Ready now.

FULLY ILLUSTRATED
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While the Dounder seribbled Latin and
the Famous Five stood with grim, glum
faces, the feast went on, and %ﬁﬁcwu
stared in from the passage, wondering.
Billy Bunter was making great pro-

gress, and, with the assistance of
Micky and Morgan, the table was
cleared at last, Hardly & erumb

remained of the DBounder's gorgeous
Epread.

Billy Dunter rose, happy, sticky, and
breathing hard.  Bunter had had the
time of his life! It was quite & wind-
fall for Bunter! He grinned s sticky
grin at the Famous Tive.

“XYou may go.” said Mr. Bpofford,
with & wave of the hand; and Bunter,
Micky, and Morgan left the study.

“Bmith, this will be a lesson to you!
Now let me see your lines.”

Vernon-Smith, in savage silence,
handed over the lines. Mr., Spofford
glanced at them and threw them into
the fender,

“Yery badly written!” he said.
“Write them over again, Smith
It will be a less amusing, but more
useful occupation than throwing googly
balls about.”

Smithy started a little.” Apparently
Mr. Spofford knew who it was that had
caused that little sccident to his hair,
though he had taken no notice of it
nt the time,

Mr, Spofford walked out of the study.

The juniors looked ot one another.
There was a long silence,

“Well " said Bob Cherry at last, with
a deep breath.

“Well " murmured Frank Nugent.

“The man's mad !"” said Johnny Bull.

“The madfulness is terrific!”

“DBlessed if I don't think he's a
little ecracked !" said Harry Wharton.
“It's all jolly queer, anyhow."

There was no doubt that it was queer
—very queer. Very quoeer indeed! in
& wondering mood the juniors left the
stidy, and went down to the school
shop for tea. 'They simply could not
understand the extraordinary proceed-
mgs of Mr. BSpofford—though they
would have understood easily encugh
had they been aware that that gentle-
man's real name was William Wibley !
But they did not know that yet.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Astonishing Discovery !
LOUT called the roll in Big Hall

that evening, Wibley's namsa
was not called, Mr. Bpofford
having made it known that
Wibley, of his I'orm, was absent on
leave,

Mr, Bpofford was not present, like
the other masters, at roll-call, He had
not yet looked in at Masters’ Common-
room. He seemed rather to be avoid-
g meeting other members of the staff.
Some of them had not even seen him
vet. Irout had seen him—seen too
much of him, in fact—eand was deeply
annoyed with him. Prout had tald
several other beaks of that accident with
the inkpot in deep tones of indigna-
tion, and the other beaks hiad listened,
and Lad not smiled till Prout's portly
back was turned. Prout had taken quite
a dislike to the man. Such an accident
was g0 very extraordinary. It really
looked as 1f the man had done it on
purpoze !  Prout could hardly believe
s0; but eertainly, be had taken a dis-
like to the man!

After roll-call Prout rolled out of the
House, to pay his deferred visit to Mr.
Quelech, n  sanny. Prout had no
doubt that the invalid would be greatly
cheered and bucked by that visit, being
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quite unaware that his chatty conversa-
tion was a thing dreaded by all the staf.

Mr. Quelch was sitting up in bed, not
looking happy, when Prout was shown
in. There was no visible increase of
happiness in his looks at the sight of
Prout. . )

Prout, with a formalin tablet in his
mouth and eau-de-Cologne sprayed on
his handkerchief, sat at a safe distance.
He was going to be kind and chatty, but
he was not going to catch Quelch's ¢old.
After a few ponderous remarks of a
sympathetic nature, Prout got to tho
subject of Bpofford.

“Your friend EFﬂﬁnrd lins not yet, I

lieve, seen you?'' zaid Prout.

“No " said Quelch. _

Az a matter of fact, Quelch did not
want to see anybody, m his present
state—though he was too polite to tell
Prout so.

“A somewhat curious
gentleman,” said Prout,

Quelnh stared.

“] am quite unaware of
answered.

““ A very singular thing has eccurred,”
said Prout, and once more he told of
the incident of the inkpot in Quelch’s
study.

Mr. Quelch listened in astonishment,

“Were it possible to suppose such
a thing, I should certainly m:rpﬂsc that
the act was intentional,”’ said Prout.

“That, of course, is impossible,”

Quelch.

““Oh, of course! But it was wvery
extraordinary! But Spofford secins
extraordinary in many ways.'"

“T have never noticed it,” said Mr,
Quelch, very dryly.

“1 was informed, as I was laking the
roll, that he had given leave of
absence to & boy of your Form, Quelch.
That is surely very unusual!”

“Very—if correct,”’ said Quelch,

“Heo informed me so himself,” =aid
Prout stifly. *“It seems that the boy
Wibley has indefinite leave. Very
gingular indeed |” )

“No doubt Wibley gave him a goad
roason—2=2

“0Oh, no doubt! But it seemed to me
g0 very singular that 1 mentioned the
matter to the Head.”

“Mr. Spofford must have done that
already.”

“On the other hand, he liad done
nothing of the sort. Dr. Locke was sur-
prised—and, I think, far from pleased !"”

“1I do not quite understand this," said
Mr. Quelch. “I should like to see Mr.
Bpoffard, if you will kindly tell him
m.l..l

and erratio

he

I
it, "

said

“ Alroady,” said Prout, “I have
offered to conduct him to your bedside,
dear fellow. The incident of the
pot them occurred. I take it for
granted, Quelch, that the man has
abilities, smce you recommended him
ntrnngfl‘y to the Head! DBut the boys of
your Form——"

Prout coughed.

“1 trust,” said Mr. Quelch, “that the
boys of my Form have not been giving
trouble to Mr. Spofford ?”

“I foar, my dear Quelch, that they
nre not learning to respect him,” said
Prout. “A very strange story is
spreading concerning him. I have heard
it from several quarters already. You
will acknowledge, Quelch, that it is—
well, shall we say a little undignified,
for a gentleman in the position of a
Form master in a Publie school to wear
a wig." .

Mr. Queleh jumped.

“A wig!"” he repeated.

“That is certainly rumoured in the
school—"' '

“Absurd I"" said Mr, Quelch,  “Tt
certainly is not the fact! A young man

m
mn

of Spofford’s age could hardly be in
neced of such a thing."

Prout blinked at him. ‘

“Did you say a young man, Quelch?’
he ejaculated,

“1 did! Bpoflord certainly is not
much over thirty.”

“1 hardly follow you, Quelch, Fos-
sibly you have not seen Mr, Spofford for
a considerable time——"

“1 saw him in the last vacation.”

“Then I am ?uitﬁ perplexed.  Mr.
Spofford certainly is not a du¥ under
forty-five; I should say ffty——"'

“Really, Mr. Prout—"

“Really, Mr. C%un'[-‘.:h 1" said Prout
warmly., “Certainly he is the smallest
man for his age that I have ever seen,
but he is assuredly not much under
fifty—"

“The smallest |" ejaculated Mr. Quelch
blankly.

“Yes, very singularly small for a full-
grown man——""

“ Either you are dreaming or I am,"”
said Mr. Quelch, * Spofford is a man of
six feet at the least.”

“Let us have this clear, Quelch! 1
eannot suspeet you of wandurm{g in your
mind. Yeit you say that Spofford 15 o
man of six feet.”

“"He is, I beliove, over six feet,” said
Mr. Quelch. “Certainly some three
inches taller than I am.”

Prout sat and blinked at him.

“Wea must get this clear, Queleh,”” =aid
the Fifth Form master at last. “It
begins to look as if some extraordinary
deceit has been practised on us. I will
describe the man to you. MHe is no taller
than the average boy in the Form he 1s
taking-—actually shorter than Bolsover,
for instance——"'

“Mpry. Spofford is three inches taller
than I am, Mr. Prout.”

“He wears gold-rimmed glasses

“Ar. Bpoafford has never worn speo-
tacles in his life =

“Heo has a small dark moustache——"

“Mr. Spofford is absolutely eclean-
shaven.” )

“His hair—genuine or not—is brown.”

“ Mr. Spofford's hair is auburn,”

“Upon my word |"' said Prout, almost
bireathless. “Quelch, I have given youn
an exact description of the man who
has come liere calling himself Mer, Ejmf'
ford. You state that in no respect does
that description fit the Alr. Spofford
you are acquainted with,"

“In no respect whatever," said the
Remove master, “ The man you have de-
seribed to me is not—and cannot he—the
Spofford I know.”

“Have we been deceived, Quelch, hy

eaome charlatan—some 1im stor—some
unserupulous adventurer?”  exclaimed
Prout.

“If this man 15 as you describe, it
would certainly seem s0,"" said M.
Quelch, showing some signs of agitation.
“I must zee him, at all eventa. If he is
some impostor——""

“It is clear that he iz an impostor,
Queleh. Somechow he has learned that
Mr. Bpofford was expected here, and has
come 1n his name. That would aecount
for his arriving without luggage. He
has stated that his luggage has gono

astray on the railway.”

“It is extraordinary,”” said Mr.
Quelch. “ It is possible, of eourse, that
Spofford was umable to accept the en-
gugement, and may have spoken of the
matter to some man who has taken ad-
vantage of the ciroumstances. Yet what
could be such an impostor’'s object 7"

“What, indeed " said Prout. “What
but robbery "'

i Eh liil}

“What elze? exclaimed Mr. Prout,
rising to his feet. * o must have somo

F4

ohject—and his object can only Le a
dighonourable one, He is not Spofford ;
it i3 elear that he is not Spohaed ! Whe,
then, is he? A crook—a cracksman—a
desperado, Quelch | A desperate and de-
termined villain 1"

Frout was excitod now.

“1 am completely astonished and per-
plexed,” said Mr. Quelch. “1I mut see
the man—I must see hiiz at oncel
Prout, bring him to me immediately !

“I will do so,”’ snid Prout, “if he will
come. If he will not come, the case is
clear, and we must take measures—stern
nrcasures, Queleh 1"

“ Da n:rt.hjng hastily, Prout. Consult
the Head——'

“Quite] But I must lose no time!"
And Prout, thrilling with execitement,
hurried away, leaving Mr. Quelch very
perturbed and perplexed. The spocfer
of Greyiriara was not quite so secure as
he supposed |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Climax |

ILLIAM WIBLEY chuckled,
Wib was enjoying life!
Seated in Mr. Quelch’s arm-

: . _chair in Mr, Quolch’s study,

with his feet on Mr. Quelch’s table, tho

spoofer was quite at his ease.

The Remove were at prep.

There was no prep for Wibley'!

Wibley, sup by the rest of the
school to be absent on leave, was mak-
ing himself comfortably at home in his

Form master's study.

All doubts and hesitations were ban-
ished now |

Wib was going to carry on |

Nothing succeeds like success. Wib
had succeeded. He was going on with
the game. He was keeping it up till
the latest ible moment—till, in faet,
he should hear that Quelch was coming

out of sanny—after which, of course,
Alr. Spofford had to disappear promptly.
That would be several days yet—days

that Wib was going to enjoy, pulling
the leg of the whole schoel! It was a
tremendous  spoof—and a  tremendous
lark—and Wib was going to play it out

for all it was worth !

Such were the happy thoughis in
Wibley's mind, when a tap came at the
study door, and it opened to admit Mr.
Pront and Dr. Locke.

Wibley jumped up.

Both masters had seen his [eet on the
table—a rather unusual attitude for a
middle-aged Form wnaster, But they
were on the floor n a second, a
Wikbley was standing on them, gazing
at the Head.

His heart thumped,

That anything was amiss, that sus-
picion was abroad, he did not yet
realise; but he realised that this unex-
pected visit must portend something,
and he was uncasy and disquieted.

Prout rolled in, heavy and ponderous,
The Head stood in the doorway. Thero
were sounds of footsteps behind. Wibley
had a glimpse of Wingate and Gwynne
of the Bixth Form.

Alarm crept into his heart. Prout he
was not surprised to sce; Prout was
always bnrg‘in% in somewhere. But why
the Head? And why two prefects n
the rear?

“Ar. Spofford!” Prout's voice was
sarcastic. “Mr. Spoflord—if that s
really yvour name——"

“RBirl" szaid Mr. Bpoflord. Wibley
nnderstood now that suspicion was rifm,
But he was penned in the study; the
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window shut, the door blocked. He had
to play out Spofford’s part now, whether
he liked it or not. And there was no
doubt that he played it very well

“Bir " ho repeated. “I searcely
understand you—""

“I will make my meaning clear, sie,”
gald PFProut. "I have just scen Mr,
Wueich., who is desirous of seeing vou at
once. Will you have the kindness, sir,
to accompany me immediately to the
presence of Mr, Quelch 1"

“Really, sir 1" said Mr, Spofford. * At
th:is liour o

“Mr. B8pofford ""—the Head spoke
quictly—"" it is necessary for you to sce
Mr. Quelch at once, and in my
presence,”’

“May I ask why, sirt" -

“It appears, sir, that you bear little
or no resemblance to the Mr., Spofford
with whom Mr. Quelch is acquainted.
Me. Prout informs mo that Mr., Quelch
has told him so.”

“Oh!" gasped Wibley. He had not
thonghit nEf! that possibility. Really a
fellow couldn’t think of everything !

*This matter must be immediately in-
vestigated ! said Dr. Locke. “Are
you prepared, sir, {o accompany meo
into Mr, C?ue][:h‘n presence !

“Cerlainly !"” said Wib.

There was nothing else for him to say
—at least until he got a chance to bolt !

“Oh! ejaculated Mr. Prout. “You
are prepared for that®”

“Yes!" said Mr. Spofford firmlv, *If
dear old Quelch has indeed made such
a slatement as you mention, it is
obvious to me, sir, and should be
ﬂl.‘l‘h‘iﬂllii to you, that the poor fellow is
wandering a little.”

“Bless my soul {” said the Head.

My old friend Quelch,” went on Mr.
Spoltord, “is evidently far more ill
than has been supposed Iis mind
wanders a little, that is clear—in fact,
this amounts to delusions! Dr. Locke,
will you allow me to see Mr. Quelch at
once—immedintely—without the loss of
a moment? In my presence, I am
assured, he will recognise me, and it
may do the poor fellow good!”

“Mr. Spofford,” said the Head, after
a Fausa, “if this is, indeed, a deplor-
able mistake, due to some—some fever-
ishness on the part of Mr. Quelch—I am
deeply sorry ! But you will see that the

matter must be investigated without
delay [
“Investigation,” said Mr. Spofford

calmly, 15 what I demand, sir! I
have a right to demand it."
“You shall have your wish—if it is
your wish, sir!"” gasped Prout.
“Certainly,” said the Head.
accompany us, Mr. Spoflord.”
“1 am ready, sir—indeed anxious!”
The Head stepped back into the
passage. Prout—perhaps with an eye
cn the window as a way of escape—
stond back for Mr. Spofford to pass him
out of the study. There was no chance
of a sudden grab at the window and a
jump into the dark quad! Prout
iul]nwed the suspected man out. Mr,
Spofford, cool as a cucumber, walked
down the passage by the side of the
headmaster,

“Wingate! Gwynne!' breathed Mr.
FProut, “Keep close to that man—I
cannot help suspecting that his intention
is fo eseape, immediately he is outside
the ﬁlfmme! A sudden dash—you under-
stand "

“Certainly, sir!” said the Greyfriars

“Please

captain. *“Come on, Gwynne!”
The two prelects hurried after the
Head and r. Bpofford. They

kept
very close to the latter gentleman. ?f
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there was an attempt to bolt in the
qlunf.l, they were ready to tackle him on
the spot, and to answer for it that he
would not get away with it. Which was
perfeotly clear to Mr, Spofiord also,
and rather dismayed him—as most
certamly he had intended to bolt at the
earliecst opportunity! Prout had been
too wary for him!

Many eyes were turned on Mr,
Spolford and the Head, and Prout and
the two prefects. The juniors wero at
prep, but some of the Sixth were about
an most of the masters—strange
rumours had slready spread through the
school on the subject of Mr. Bpofford!
Prout had talked freely already! Mr.
Lascelles and Mr. Capper, Mr. Hacker
and Monsieur Charpentier all looked at
him curiously as he walked to the door
of the House with Dr, Locke. Wibley
breathed hard and deep as he went,

He had to get away! BSomchow, he
had to get away! Dut how? Dodging,
when he was out of the House, had
been his first idea—for nhvinusiy he
could not keecp on and face Quelch!
But twe hefty Sixth-IFormers were
watching him hike cats, ready for him
to dodge! DBesides, the gates were
closed for the night—and even if he
sucoeeded in breaking away, he was
pretty certain to be run down before he
could clamber over a walll Fortu-
nately for Wib, he did not lose his
coolness. He had a minute to think—
and it was enough !

Going out into the quad, evidently,
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was useless! But those who were watch-
ing for lhim to break loose in the quad
certainly were not watching for him to
break loose inside the House—where, of
course, there was no chance whatever of
cscapol Dut that was Wib's idea—for
he knew, what nobody else even
dreamod of, that if he had a chance to
get rid of épnf‘l‘nrd and become Wibley
again, it would be all right!

“Quite a delusion!” he said, with

reat calmness, as he walked beside the

ead, with one furtive eve on the
stuircase.  “Quite! Poor Quelch—an
access  of feverishness — poor, poor
fellow! When he secs me—""

Mr. Bpofford occased to  epeak

sudidenly, and made a sudden, desperate
bound—not for the doorway, as was sus-
pected and watched for, but for the
staircase |

Before a hand could be lifted, he was
bounding up the stairs three at a timo
—with an activity very remarkable in
the middle-aged gentleman he looked !

The Head stood rooted, blinking after
him.

“What—whot?" gasped the Head.

“Villoin!" roared Prout. “He is
escuping | Wmgate! Gwynne !

“ My only hat!” gasped Wingate,

“Follow him!" roarcd Prout. *“ITe
will escape by a window! Pursue him!
The rascal! The scoundrel 1™

As it happened, Monsieur Charpentier
was standing on the stairs, glancing

THE MAGNET
down at the party. Wibley had to pasa

him—thera was na help for it1 Mossoo
was a small gentleman—no bigger than
Mr. Bpofford—but he was a plucky

entleman! Realising that this was a
desperate attempt to escape on the part
of the man whom Prout had denounced
as an 1mpostor and a crook, the little
French gentleman jumped at him as he
came bounding up the stairs.

He grabbed at Wibley! He caught
hold of him!

Wibley was ulterly desperate now!
Without stopping to think what ho did
—there really was no time to think—he
Erahbr-d back at the French master, got

old of him, and spun him over,

Bump! DBump! Bump! went Mossoo
down the stairs,

“Mon Dieu! Ciel!” spluttered Mon-

sieur Charpentier, as he bumped. *“A
mot! Mon Dieu! Yooooop!”
Wibley bounded on frantically. Win-

gate and Gwynne, rushing up after him,
met  Monsieur Charpentier in  full
career, Wingate reeled to the right,
Gwynne to the left; they crashed, snd
Mossoo erashed on them.

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Wingate.

“Dh scissors " gurgled Gwynne.

“Mon Dheu! Bauvez-moi! Whooop "
shrieked Monsieur Charpentier.

“Bless my soul!” murmured the
Head, gazing on like a man in a dream.

“Pursue him!” roared Prout.

Up the stairs tramped Prout, like a
charging elephant. After Prout went
several  masters and  seniors. Mr.
Spofford had already wanished above.
For a siranger at the school, he seomed
to know his way about remarkably well,
He had, for the moment, disappeared,
But the hunt was up!

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Hunted Man !
“ I SAY, vou fellows!” yelled Billy
Bunter,
TN ham il W VRN LS

‘ “Spofford — they're after
him!"” howled Bunter.

With his fat face blazing with excite-
ment, Bunter blinked into Study No. 1
1z the Remove.

“Who's after whom?” gasped Harry
Wharton.

“Prout—Capper! Lots of them—after

Spofford 1" ﬁuapnd Bunter. “1 say, you
fellows, I heard a row, and went to
look, and Bpofford was running.

Spotford, you know—the new beak, you
kiuow ! Spofford "
“But

“My bhat!” exclaimed Nugent,
what——"

“They're after him! He dodged into
the Fifth Form passage—] saw him !*
stuttered Bunter. "“Is he mad, do you

think? They're after him—"
Prep was forgotten! Wharton and
Nugent ran out of Study No. 1L

&‘Ii’l:'ﬂ'-'l;i" ;li“‘l# Utlll-"--l- n:-‘illu'ihﬂ WWELE Wl
and there was a buzz of excited voices in
the passage. The voice of Coker of the
Fifth was beard shouting from the land-
ng.

E}. saw him—I saw somebody run-
ning——"

“Pursue him came Prout's dee
boom. “A rascnl—a crook—a Eriminﬁ
—an impostor-—his name is not Spofford
at all—he 1s here to rob the school—
Fur&uﬂ him—fnd him—ooocogh !" Breath

ailed Prout. L
“1 =ay, you fellows—"
“"Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob

I1s Prout

Cherry, “What's this game?
potty, or what?"”
Wingate of the Bixth rushed into the
Remove passage.
“Has someone

Spofford

passed—that man

s hﬂ Hhﬂ'u t'Edl




EVERY SATURDAY

-' il

]

** All this food,"’ said Mr. Spoflord, * must be dlspus&d of !
Obey me Immeﬁiately or I shall glve you an imposition.'’
with grim, glum faces the feast went on,

The

window was on the {]I_Jll'rilu.“l". Innrlmg,

““Not this way " said Vernen-Smith.,

“What's the malter, Wingate?”
shouted a dozen voices.

“The man's an itpostor—a crook of
gome =ort, Prout thinks—he's got to
be collared! Leook for him [

The Greyfriars captain dashed away
again. ”'-uhclutmg voices from the direc-
tion of the Fifth Form studies told that
the fugitive had been scen in that
direction. The House echoed to ghout-
ing voices and trampling feet.

“By gum!” exclaimed the Bounder,
with a glitter in his eyes. “An im-
postor; is he—a crook, is he? I'm on in
this! I'll give him sumethmg for hand-
111g my apuad over ta Buntor !”

“And we'll jelly well give him some-
thing for that 11.I|c_'t|_'np|ng " exclaimed
Johnny Bull, *T thought he was rather
a queer fish fur a Form master T

‘Come on !’ shouted ITarry Wharton.

“Tally-ho !” roared Bob Cherry.

The Boundér was already speeding
away very anxious to lend a hand in
{ha-nlmﬂ' with Mr. Bpofford | The Famous
Five were not far behind him. They
alsa had an account to settle with the
man who called himszelf Spofford. Not
that they quite believed that he was
a croock! He had not acted like cne!
A reckless practical joker, or an
irresponsible lunatie, was more likely,
yudging by his line of conduct since he
wad arrived at Greyfriars. Dut what-
ever he was, they were keen to lay hands
on him,

All over the Heouse fellows of all Forms

werg swarming, hunting for the man
who was escaping.
Cragh! Smash! From somewlere

came the sound of smashing glass, and
there was a roar,

“That's him! Come on!”

There was a swarnung rush in the

direction of the broken window. Hardly
8 fellow doubted that the desperado had

smashed a window to escape,
and the fellows swarmed up the stairs,

Vernon-Smith cavght Harry Wharton by
the arm.
* That’

“Hold on,” he =aid. 5 gamman
—he couldn't drop from that window
without breaking his neck—thatl's to put
us off the track! He's biffed something
at the window to draw us off.”

"“Oh!™  exclaimed Wharton. He
realised that the Bounder was right,
“DBut where——"'

“Yaroooh!” ecame a ~ell from the
direction of the Remov i pazsage., " 0Ow!
Wow! Yow! Help! T say, you fellows

—vyaroooh !

“Come on!” panted the Bounder.

Heo raced for the Remove passage,
with Harrv W hmu,n & Co. at his heels,
Almost all the other pursuers had

gathered by the broken window.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"” exclaimed Bob.
“What silly ass bhas turned off the
light#”

All was dark in the Remove passage.
Someone had turned off the light there.
1t was not dithcult to guess who! The
fugitive must have passed that way.

From the darkness came the hellow of
Billy Bunter. Bunter was the only Re-
move fellow who had not joined in the

hunt. Bunter did not like crooks at
close guarters.

“Yaroooh! Keep off! I say, vou
follows, keep him off | Whooop ! roared
Bunter.

“What the thomp—"

Wharton flashed on the light. No-

hody was in the passage r:-.ﬁ.pnnn Billy
Bunter !

Bunter was sprawling and
velling with alarm.
“"Have yon seen him?"” shouted the
Bounder,
“Ow! G rnm:i* Wow! I zav, you
fc;lm-.'” splut ttered Bunter. “He ran

You boys, I think, have not had your tea. Sit down—and eat.
While the Bounder seribbled Latin and the Famous Five stood

into me—knocked me spinning—yarocch!
I'm winded "—[.:'lﬂ-uug]l-—

Y Spofiord ' yelled Smithy,
Spofford 1

“Ow! Yes! Wow! He ran into me
and knocked me over—yow-ow-ow——"

“ Which wav did he go?"” yelled Bob.

“Wow ! p the passage—ow! Keep
him off ! I::-EI._T L & ED'[:L‘I‘J a study door
open—]1 hl‘tll{!"-.t} he went into a—wow—
study——""

“Come an !” gasped the Bounder,

Most of the study doors stood wide
ope. Dnu was shut—the door of Study
No. 6, which belonged to Wikley, Mtck:ﬂ'
Jlrﬂmnnd and Morgan, Micky and
Morgan were with the crowd on the
landing above—Wibley was supposed to
be absent. That shut door was encugh
for the Bounder. In his mind's eye i
gaw the hunted rascal clambering down
the ivy from the study window, Vernon-
Smith shot along the passage like an
arrow, tore open the door of Wibley's

“Was 1t

.-'ﬂ.lldgr' and rushed in.
Crash | _ _
He rushed into Mr. Spofford!

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Captured ]

ILLIAM WIBLEY, when he
W put up that tremendous spoof
on Greyfriars, expected to

have the time of his life!

Now he was getting it!

But he was not getting i} as he had
anlicipated,

Far from that!

What would happen to him if the
truth came out, Wit dared not imagine.
The sack, of courze, was a certainty for
a fellow whoe playved ﬁm:h a trick, and
set the whole school in a wild uprear.
And in his desperate attempt to escape
discovery of his identity, he hﬂd made
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malters worse—fearfully worse! He had
pitched the French master downstairs on
thie heads of two prefects! He ‘had
smashed a window to throw pursuit off
the track. His offences were innumer-
uble and unpardonable. But he had got
to his study—and he needed only a few
minutes to get rid of Mr. Spofford's
identity and resume his own] Alread

he had thrown off his coat, pitched of

his spectacles, and dragged off his
moustache. That was as far as he had
got, when the Bounder rushed in,

Wibley went spinning as Vernon-
Smith erashed into him. He bumped on
the floor with a gasp. The Bounder
jutped afier him. )

He grabbed at the sprawling Spofford !
Wibley, desperate before, was _doubly
desperate now! Leaping to his feet,
hie hit out at the same moment, The
sudden blow landed on Vernon-Smith's
nose with all Wibley's beef and despera-
tion behind it. he Bounder went
crashing across the study. He sprawled
and yelled, his nose streaming crimson.
Quick as thought, Wlhlei_- jumped to the
door, grabbed the key from the inside
of the lock, jammed it in the outside,
drew the door shut, and turned the key.

Herbert Vernon-Smith was up a second
too late, gralibing at a locked door.
But alas for Wibley! Even as he

turned from the door the Famous Five
came speeding up the passage, and they
were almost upon him ! ol

*Huallo, hallo, hallo! Here he is!
bawled Beb Cherry.

“Collar him !

Mr, Spofford fled frantically up the

ASSQ @O,

“After him!”

* Here, let me out " the Bounder was
yelling as he kicked at the locked door
of Study No. 6,

But the Bounder was not heeded.
The game was in sight now, and the
chums of the Remove raced after Mr,
apofford.

Up the box-room stairs they went,
harc{jl:; two vards behind him, He was
ig:cg—ing strong, Dut so were the Famous
five,

Slamm | _

The box-room door slammed just
ahead of them. Escape from the box-
room was easy, over the leads under
the window; there were Remove fellows
who had broken bounds that way some-
times. If the fugitive had had time to
lock the box-room door—

But he hadn't!

Even as i1t slammed shut Bob Cherry
reached it and drove his hefty shoulder
against it, ] )

The key was turning, but it had not
quite turned. The door flew open,
knocking Mr, Spofford half-across the
box-room as it erashed on him.

" gh!"” came a gasp from the
darkness within,

“Collar him ™

The I'amous Five crowded in.

“(ret & light!” panted Wharton.

“There he is!1*

“Look out 1"

In the darkness of the box-room a
shadowy figure made a rush for the
doorway, DBut that shadowy figure had
no chance. Bob Cherry and Johnny
Bull grasped it together. The other
fellows jomned in at once. That figure
went with a bump to the floor of the
box-room, struggling frantically in the

g;rm:(: of the Famous Five,
“*We've bagged him!” gasped Bob
Cherry.

“What-ho !"'

“Chuck it, you rogue!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton. “We've got you!
You may as well give in[”

“Urrrrggh!” came in a suffocated
gazsp  from the hapless Egﬁnﬂ'ﬂrd.
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atrug‘gli.ng under five pairs of grasping
hands, “ Wurrrggh 1
“Got him [ Keep him tight 1
“Urrrrggh "
“Turn on the light; we've got him 1"
Nugent groped to the light and
turned it on. There was sudden

lumination in the Remove box-room.
Mr. Spofford was revealed—in his
shirtsleeves, minus moustache and
spectacles. But it was Spofford, or the
person who had called himself Spofford ;
there was no doubt about that. 15 wig
was gfill on, but rather awry—hanging
over one gar. One of his bushy eye-
brows had come off in the struggle; the
other still adhered, Gurgling for
breath, Mr. Spofford was a prisoner
“Got  him 1™ inned Bob, “Hold
him tight! We'll march him down and
hand him over to the Head |
“Urrrggh I gasped Mr. Spofford.
“Have that mop off!” said Johnnv
Bull, and he grabbed at the loosened
wig and jerked it awav. A close-
cropped head of rather tallowy-coloured
air was revealed.
The Famous Five stared at it. There
unexpectedly  boyish

was something

about that head, with the wig gone.
The impostor was plainly younger than
had been supposed.

“Bring him along!” said the captain
of the Remove. “They're still hunting
him up in the dormitories: the sooner
we hand him over the bettor.” :

“Ow! BtopI” gasped the prisoner.

“Keep_hold of him and bring him
along! The Head will be jolly glad to
ﬂ:{*i] the bird we've caught!” chuckled
Job.

“Hold on, you fellows!
ness’ sake stop !” gasped Mr. Spofford,
“Don’t give a man away !"

Well, that's pretiy cool 1” said Frank
I\.'u‘gr-nt. staring at him. * Do you think
Were going to let you ge, vou rascal,
LoW we ve run vou down

" Keep it dark e

“Keep it dark!” repeated Harry
Wharton blanklv. *Yes, we're likely to
keep it dark—1 don't think |”

“The don'tthinkfulnase in tessifio 4
chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur.
“ Yank him along by his esteemed and
ridiculous ears I

“Oh crumbs! Keep it dark, T tell
you ! gasped the hapless spoofer, as the
‘amous Five jerked him towards the
door. “I own up—— For goodness’
sake give a fellow a chance! It's the
sack—"

“The sack 1" repeated Wharten,

“Of course it i3, you ass! Think
the Head will let me off, after this’”

“Wha-a-a-t?"" Wharton fairly stut-
tered. *‘M-m-mean to say you're a
CGireviriars man %

“Yes, you fathead!”

“*Who—what—1—I seem
your voice now, Who—"

“You've heard it often
ass! I'm Wibley "

“ What 1

In utter amazement tha caplors of
Mr. Spofford released him. and steod
staring at him in the blankest amaze-
ment.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Only Wibley [

o IBLEY 1™
W “Wib 1"
“Wha-a-at1"

Even with his wig, maus-
tache, spectacles, and one eyebrow gone,
Wibley was hardly recognisable. ut a
cortain  familiarity in his looks ‘was
dawning on the astounded juniors.
They had begun to realise that he was
not a man at all, but a boy; and now
they knew, In utter amazement they
gazed at him,

For good-

know

enough, you

to

“Wibley ! repeated Wharton faintly,

Wibley grinned.

“This 18 lJuck!™ he said. *“You
fellows have run me down, but you'll
keep it dark! You won't give a

emove man away. It's the sack, of
course! Thank goodness it was you,
and not somebody else! I say, cut off
and bar them off, if they come this WaYy,
till I've had time to change—-="

“What "

“Lucky there's a tap here. I can
wash this make-up off. Cut off and get
me some c¢lothes——""

i CInthH IJI

“I can't show up in these trousers!
Buck up!” exclaimed Wibley im-
patiently, “They're yelling somewhers
now—up in the dormitories, I think. I
smashed a window to draw them that
way, and cut down the back stairs. But
they may come this way any minute.

That old fool Prout is rightfully
keen——*

“Great gum !” gasped Pob Cherry.
“It's Wibley; it's not Spofford at all.
It’s not a orook: it's only a born idiot!
It's Wib!”

“Look here,
said Wibley,
and” sacked ?
up.

“Back up? gasped Wharton.

“Yes! And don’t dawdle about.”

The Famous I'ive gazed at him.
Wibley had spoofed them as well a5 the
whole school. In his character as Form
master he had whopped them and given
them lines! Now that they had
bagged him, he not only requested them
to keep it t{nrk, but to help him escapa
the consequences of his spoof |

Harry Wharton found his voica,

_You checky sweep !™  he gasped,

}.ﬂu whopped us in the Form-room !"

I told you I would |"

you're wasting time!”
“Do you want me caught
ow you know, back

L

“What 2*

“iIh tnl-:lf you I'd whop you, one aftor
another, for raggin rops. Nev
mind that npw———”’g T BEop o

“Never mind it ! stullored Nugent,

"Ng: thera's A e T =
1 AT t].;lil,t- ¢ ugip ].:!Tmfer wm I:nrfng them

this way! For goodness’ sake buck up
and help a fellow out of a fix! If I'm
seen like this—"

“ You won't be!” gasped Boh Cherry.
“We'll change you a bit! We won't
give you away to the beaks, you spoof-
ing bounder, but we'll jolly well make
you sit up |

“Territically 1
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Wash his makeup of for him!"
roared Johnny Bull. “Here's the tap;
shove hiz head under it!”

exclaimed Hurree

“Here, I say Yarooooh " roared
Wibley. “OLh, my hat! Y ooop |
Giroooogh | Gug-gug-gug-gug 1"

The Famous I'ive were not
give the Greyfriars spoofer away to the
beaks. They were not oing to hand
their capture over to the Head., now
thew kt}aw. nk H-m:r Wars going e
make him sorry for himself

Wib's make-up was washed off 1
Luckily there was a tap in the box-
room. It was turned on, and Wibley's
head held under it. He Elarumilnd and
wriggled, and roared and spluttered,

going to

and howled and yelled. But it booted
not, DBob Cherry found a cake of s0ap
and o brush, and ecrubbed his face

with the same, while the other fellows
held him under the streaming water,
He scrubbed hard! He serubbed
awfully hardd Every vestiga of
Wibley's make-up went, Heo felt as if
his face was gmn% with it,

” "E‘heml" gasped Bob. “That will
u I ¥

“Urrrrggh !

(Continued on page 28.)



AMAZING STORY OF NON-STOP THRILLS IN THE AFRICAN JUNGLE !

By
ROLAND HUNTER.

Taking a sudden leap, Umzugaan the Mighty
crashed on the back of the lion, his knees
Eripping its wiry body. As the huge beast
tricd to snap, the young Zulu got a grip on
the top jaw and pulled the head back
towards him with all his might,

The Forest Fire !
young Zulu,

MZUGAAN, the
ﬂ i gat up suddenly. He lLiad been
asleep beside his smouldering

camp-fire,

Something had alarmed him. His
nostrils quivered, enifing the air. He
smelt lion! He smelt smoke. There

was a strange crackling to be heard,
and a queer restlessness in the forest
all around.

Then a lion cerashed out of the
thickets full into the clearing and landed
within two yards of Umzugaan.

It was no ordinary lion. It was jet
hlack, and had a collar around its neck,
deep in the flowing mane, from which
trailed a long chain.

It was the pet lion of Mazasi, the
devil-man !

But there was no blazing defiance in
the animal’s eyes. The tuthzd tail was
held low, and the ears were upright,
half-turned, as if the lion feared some-
thing behind it far more than the
Zuln, who stood like a statue before it.

Umzugaan was watching the eyes of
the lion. He dared not stoop for his
spears, in case the movement should
cause the huge animel to pounce upon
him, Besides, in the sudden alarm, hae
had sprung from sleep to the other side
of the fire. It was his throwing spear
that lay at his feet. 1lis stabbing spear
was on the other side of the fire, out
of reach,

The lion wavered, and ils eyes roved
to one side. It gnarled angrily, and its
tufted tail began to rize and lash to and
fro. Umzugaan was bewildered. He
knew most signs of the wild, but the
lion was behaving strangely.

Suddenly Umzugaan stooped and
plucked a burning brand from the fire.
Then, with a mighty shout, he charged
at the black lion.

At the same moment, from far away,
sounded a shiill whistle. Masasi, tha
witch-doetor, was.calling his grim com-
panton to his side.

The lion growled and retreated
hefore the Zulu, but not for long. Ha
gave a half-hearted spring, and slashed
out with one mighty paw. Umzugaan
spun aside and hurled the blazing brand
at the lion’s head.

The fiery missila dropped on the
brast’s shoulder, singeing and burning.

With a howl of pain and fear the
lion darted sside, and, with drooped
tarl, fed, with the speed of a racing
horse, through the thickets.

Umzugaan snatched up his spears amil
set off in pursuit. He was puzzled, for
he had thought that Masasi and his
black lion were ahead of him on the
trail. Had he not followed their spoors
for many leagues through the forest?
He knew they had passed that way
ahead of him. How, then, had the
lion come there, from behind him?

The trailing chain rather suggested
that the lion had somehow cscaped from
1ts master in the night, and that
Masasi was busy- trying to whistle it

How

back. Masasi obtained such a
spell over the savage brute was
a mystery which Umzugaan did not try
to solve.

He had followed Masasi and the lion
for hundreds of miles already, on a
trail of vengeance. Umszugaan's father
had been headman at the Kliedorp
kraal, but that black lion had slain him.
It had been the outcome of a plot, com-
menced by Intali, who was now chieftain
at Kliedorp. Intali had bribed Masasi
to ln'inlg his black lion te Kliedorp, so
that Umzugaan the Elder might be
slain,

Umzugaan felt sure that was what
had happened, but he needed proof.
For that reason he sought to kill the
lion, seize Masasi, sorcerer and medi-
cine-man though he was, and force him
to speak the truth.

After nearly four moons he was still
trailing Masasi relentlessly, and tho
witch-doector ecould not shake him off,

Umzugaan followed the black lion
that ran from him in such strange
terror. But he did not proceed far.
The forezt was in a tumult, and he
suddenly realised why.

A leopard darted across the trail
within a yvard of him, and did not so
much as turn its head. It was closely
followed by a panther, then by a herd

of deer. A great forest hog lumbered
through the thickets, great snakes
slithered away through the under-
growth, monkeyvs ecareered through

the trees overhead, and birds Hew up
into the night air shrieking with terror.

Limzugaan paused, peered through the
clustering trees, and saw the wivid
orange glow in an awful pattern of
light and shade. The terror of the
brute beasts was his, too, although he
chd not fall into a panie, Here was
danger greater than any other in the
world.

A ferce crackling, sounding from the

IZUGAAN, THE MIGHTY!

westward, told that the forest was on
fire! The trees and ghrubs burnt like
chaff, the fAame shot a hundred fees
into the air, the smoke rose in huﬁa
clouds, and the fire travelled fast. Tha
wind had shifted, and for the first tima
Umzugaan scented the terror in a way
that left no doubt in his mind, even
if his eyes had not told him the truth.

He turned and ran down the slnl;ua
of the ground. He cared not where he
went, so long as he ran downhill, Some-
where there would be a river, At least,
he hoped so, A river was the only
means of escape.

The fire could travel farther, faster,
and longer than he could. He gripped
his spears and ran, hecdless of thorns
and wild beasts, snakes, and scorpions.

To make matters worse, the wind
freshened to a gale, and the fire roared
and crackled on its destructive course.

Ten miles an hour the fire travelled,
a wall of orange Hame, hissing 1n the
undergrowth and climbing the tall trees
like fGery serpents, until they blazed
like torehes.

Shrill in the roaring inferno came
the last dying sereams of smaller
animals that had dropped exhausted, or
had not been able to escape. The air was
full of ilying sparks and burning leaves.
They dropped and started many smaller
firee ahead of the main body of fAames.
Umzugann felt his bare flesh burnt
many times by these falling, fiery [rag-
ments, but he never stopped once to
brush them from him.

He zaw before him through the sway-
ing, moaning trees, the gleam of a
rivér, The wind was howling in the
thickets, making them sigh and com.
plain, as if they knew their destruction
wae close at hand,

Umzugaan reached the brink of the
rivar st last, and plunged in. Around
him wore lions, leopards, panthers,
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hyonas, waolves, deer, hogs, busheats,
monkeys, sogkes in a medley of wild
life, all nlur}mg mto the swift-flowin
river, whera the ecrocodiles swarmed,
snapping at the panic-stricken multi-
tude, and dragging many creatures
below the surface.

Around the bend in the river the
howling wind had felled many trees, so
that they formed s temporary dam,
holding up the current for a time. The
waters piled up behind the obstruction,
roaring and hissing, until, with a crash,
the dam broke, just as Umzugaan was
mpi;uming across through the awful
night.

T'he water cames down like a tidal
wave, sweeping logs and  driftwood
before it, and drowning hundreds of
animals,

Umzugaan lost his spears, He waa
flung about as if he were but a straw in
a gully. Great logs ewept past him, and
he fought to escape them. One struck
him violently on lj':;ﬂiu; side, forcing him
under the surface. He came up again,
treading water madly. He got his arms
around the 1| nndy hung on, bruised
and dazed, and was carried thus, swing-
ing dizzily round and round, down-
stream, until the log jammed on the
point of a little islet set in midstream.

Log after log fouled this point, striking
with great force. The log [.fmzugun
clung to was lifted up at one end and
swung round. The young Zulu was
raised bodily from the water, then flung
down on the mass of logs and sodden
trees, where another great tree came
on top of him, pinning him down so
that he could scarcely move,

. Umzugaan lay there stunned for a
time while the fury of the storm raged
above him, The fire had reached the
brink of the river mnow, hissing and
roaring as if in baffled rage at being
fotled.

In the lurid glare of the flames
Umzugaan was suddenly aware of a
anan crawling over the scattered logs
towards him. The leaping fames [it
wp his naked body. 'The air was
pungent with smoke, and so hot as to
make breathing difficult.

Yet even in that murk Umzugaan

recognised the mnewcomer. It was
Masasi, the devil-man.” His girdle of
monkeys' tails clung limp and sodden

to his wet thighs. The water of the
raging river had washed the ashes and
paint from his body and face, so that
the magic marks around his eyes were
no longer visiblee No one, in that
moment, who had not met the man
befare, would have known him to be a
witch-doctor and sorcerer.

Umzugaan knew, however, and
struggled fiercely to free himself from
the lﬂg that pinned him down. He
exerted all his huge strength until the
muscles stood out on his great chest,
and the perspiration rolled down his
Eace in streams. The log moved, but not
sufficiently to release him,

Masasi came and stood over the young
Zulu, an evil emile on his face,

“The magic of thy strength is use-
less now, O Umzugaan,” he said harshly.
“Many times hast thou escaped me.
This time, there shall be no mistake,
My knife shall do its work!”

e raised the weapon, and the Aames
of the forest fira caused it to glint
wickedly. Yet
flinch.

“1 have tried to redeem the promise
made to my father,” he eried. *I have
failed, but not through lack of courage.
Still am I Umzugaan, the Mighty., The
storm hath defeated me, not thou, O

Umzugaan did mnot.

Man of Evil. Strike, then. with thy
coward’s hand—strike, I say["

Masasi leered at the Zulu through the
murk,

“You must die!” he said, in hissing
tones.

Umzugaan's eyes were focused on the

ised blade, and as he stared he saw a

and come from behind the devil-man.
It Enpped Masasi's wrist and, with a
jerk, caused the knife to drop with
s eplash into the water, where the
swirling river swept it away.

Masasi swung round with an cath and
faced the newcomer. Umzugaan caught
a glimpse of the man—a huge chieftain,
to liudge from the feathers on his head—
although they were bedraggled and limp
with water now.

The Human Pendulum |

HAT tribe the mnewcomer

w belonged to Umzugaan could

not say, neither did he care.

He caught a glimpse of the

man and took in the details at a glance

—the limp feathers, the well-cut features,

the stalwart build, and the scars on his

}u‘it shoulder where a lion had mauled
1im,

He heard, too, the man's words,

*Is this a time f{or murder, 0O
Stranger *”

Masasi suarled like a wild beast as he
turned, but their feet slithered on the
slimy logs. The water shifted the fallen
trees as he clasped the newcomer in a
strangling embrace, and with a erv the
pair of them fell backwards help essly
into the river and were swept out of
sight.

Umzugaan's life had been saved by a
man whom he knew not—by a man who
had gone to his death in conscquence,
80 1t seemed.

The shifting of the logs, however,
eased the pressure of the tree that lay
athwart the Zulu's loins, He wrigeled
his great arms free and, half-sitting up,

he clutched the great tree, exerting al
his enormous strength. He litted Il;, an

his muscles fairly cracked under the
strain. He shifted his legs frea and
tossed the tree clear of his limbs, so
that it erashed down in the shallows and
scared two crocodiles that hed come to
snuffle at his feet,

He arose and chafad hLis hurts. He
was dazed, weak, and his senses reeled,
e managed to move above the reach
of the waters, and lay in the shelter of
a rock to regain his strength.

The forest fire, checked by the river,
was dying down somewhat now, The
flames mno longer hissed and roared
along the bank, but the smoke still rose
in dense clouds.

But as the dawn showed Umrugaan
took stock of the situation. He felt
stronger and better now. He [ound him-
self on an island, and knew he would
have to swim across to the opposite
bank of the river out of reach of the
fire., He saw the river rolling down,
bearing a medley of broken trees and
drowned animals along with it; with
here and there the limp carcass of a
human being, to bear witness to the
destruction, while the crocodiles lay
gorged on the oozy mud of the man-
grove swamps,

Umzugaan seized a stout stick and
entered the water, beating with his stick
to keep the crocodiles off,

Swimming strongly, he reached the
opposite bank and ran for it, ankle deep
in the mud, up the slope to the grass of
a small clearing, with a crocodile snap-
ping at his heels,

THE MAGNE;

In the centre of the clearing was a

tree, up which Umzugaan swarmed.
leaving  the crumé?i at the base,
snorting with bafled rage.

Resting in the boughs, Umezugaan

waited till his strength returned. ‘Then
he surveyed the sceme.
He could clearly see in the mud on the

verge of the river the trail lLe
knew so  well—the spoor of Masasi,
side by side with the spoor of

the black lion, Masasi and the black
lion must have been on that island.
They had both escaped. and Umzugaan
wanted to follow their trail once again,
rspecially now that he was so close to
them,

Whether the stranger whose inter-
vention had saved his life had also
escaped, there was no means of telling.

Umzugaan’s next move was to escape
the waiting crocodile. Stripping some
stout creepers from the tree, ha
fashioned them into a long rope, know-
ing from experience that no hawser
could be stronger.

At one end he made a noose, with a
slip knot, and this he dropped down
from the boungh on which he rested
until it dan ]EE a foot above the muzzle
of the crocodile. The reptile saw it, and
snapped at it. Umzugaan jerked the
line out of its reach, then lowered it
aguin, allowing the coil to strike the
brute on the eyes and whisking it clear

almost immediately.

For some time he played this game,
until the crocodile was maddened. Once
more the noose dangled temptingly
before the reptile’s snout. It snapped
at 1t, and this time Umzugaan allowed
the jaws to close over the line, Then he
gave a quick wrench, and the noose
tightened suddenly round the brute's
upper jaw, the rope resting neatly be-
tween the serried teeth, where it could
not be bitten through.

The brute fought to free itself, but
Umzugaan was hauling it up gradually,
exerting every ounce of his mi.ﬁ.h.lst

LT T ‘H'l-lhl'hi Al w U‘I"ub BLIR AR H"l"ll-u
strained on the line.

“"Umzugaan, the zon of Umzugaan!
Who can stand against me? Am 1 not
Umzugaan, the Mighty " _

he perspiration rolled down his face
and over his brawny chest. His muscles
stood out on his arms and the veins were
like cords on his forehead. But the line
held. He was raising the Houndering
crocodile bit by bit until enly its hind
legs were on the ground, and the fore
part of its body was stretched up the
tree,

Then Umzugaan tied the line to a
stout bough and paused to rest. The
crocodile threshed about like a fish on a
hook, snapping its great jaws and beat-
ing the ground with its powerful tail,
But it remdined there, held fast.

Umzugaan scrambled through the trea

branches to the far side, clambered
along a branch until i1t bent like a whip

under his weight, and then slipped
lightly to the ground and ran on into
the forest, leaving his strange catch to
fend for itself, i

Umzugaan was once more following
the trail of Masasi and the black lion.
He had no weapons mow—nothing but
his bare hands. .

He was following the trail through
the forest, but the sun rose in ma:,na‘tij
and escorched ‘the tropical world.
Umzugaan had endured much and could
not proceed without food, drink, and
rest. He brought down a monkey with
a well-aimed stone, and ate. He pro-
cured water from the stems of a stout
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creapor—pure nectar that had ne evil
germs in it, Then he rested in the heal
of the neon, when all the forest slept.

As the shadows of evening lengthonod
towards dusk the young Zulu took to
the trutl again, refreshed and strong.
Il1s pace wus rvapid, the trail was clear
to the eye, and he lost no time.

Buddonly he heard drums, and
hesitated. e was approaching a
village, and the drums spoke of

vengeance, death, and blood.

Procoeding cautiously fram bush (o
bush, the young Znlu saw the flickering
of live through the trecs. Ile movedl
without o sound, peering round overy
tree before he tﬂﬂL another step. He
siw the clustered huts of a village, saw
that the warriors were drawn up in a
large civele around a tree in the centre
of the huts, the big lire fAickering on
their naked bodies,

The spoor of Masusi and the black
lion led this way. Masast had arrived
at this village, and there was trouble,

Umazugaan reached the huts  and
slunk in amongst the dense shadows.
No ona observed him, for all were
watching the scene around the big troee,
['mzugasn was tall and could see over
the heads of the tribesmen. He saw
Masasi there, dancing to the throb of
the drum, whirling this way and that,
rattling a skull on the end of a string
ns he danced, his kilt of monkeys' tails
swinging in a grotesque manner, while
the watchers ewayed this way and that,
alimost in a hypnotie trance. 1lle saw,
also, the black lion on the edge of the
ring, secured (o a stout post by a chain,

Suddenly the dance ceased. Masasi
went to the post, unfastened the chain,
andl held it in his hand. He was talking
new in a sing-song chant,

“He who comes between Masasi and
his vengeance must die by the lion "' Lo
Wis E-E.Flﬂga

Then, for the first time, Umzugaan
saw something hanging by a rope from
an overhanging bough n-f?ihﬂ big tree.
He peered through the uncertain light
nnd saw that it was a man The
prisoner's ankles were lashed togother
and his wrists were secured behind his
back. The rope had been fastened
about his waist, taken up, and lashed
to the bough of the tree, and now he
dangled there like a human pendulum.

Masasi went nearer and spoke some-
thing to the lion that no one else eould
hear or understand. The lion sprang to
the full extent of its chain, and raised
one huge paw as if to strike at the help-
less, dangling man, for all the world as
a kitten might play with a ball that
dangled on a string.

A Debt Paid !
T HE blood of Umzugaan ran colil,

He began to understand. He

saw the bound man's tribal

marks, saw the scars on his
shoulder where at some time a lion had
mauled him, It was the man who saved
his own life on the islet.
- Masasi had reached the village with
his black lion and found the man there.
Ho had painted himself anew to prove
he was a witch-doctor., The tribe feared
him and did his bidding. They had
gnized their own chieftain and bound
him, and dangled him there from the
i:_ma to be the sport of Masasi's black
ion.

Umzugaan could hear them muttor-
ing. 'They hated Masasi and loved their
headman, yet they must watch him deno
to death in this fashion, for they were
in deadly fear of Masasi and his sup-
posed magie.

Charging forward, with only his bare

hands fur weapons, LUmzugaan crashoed
through the tribesmen, tuking them un-

awares,  Startled men tried to scize
him, but they wers Hung aside as if
they were mere children, Onpne man

thrust a spear forward, but 1t was
gripped and snapped in two, and flung
LAWAY,

As Umzugaan burst tlirough to the
centre of the ring, Masasi spun rownl
with o snarl, wlipping a long knife
from his belt. He released the lion and
sprang.  forward, hoping te strike

Umzugann before he could recover from

his headlong charge through the watch-
g tribesmen,

But the young Zulu was ready.  As
Masasi charged with knife upraised,
Uwizugann met him. One hand grasped
the devil-man's knife wrist with such
force that the bones chafed against each
other and the weapon fell to the ground.

Umzugaan's other hand was round
Masasi’s neck, and with a terrific
wrench he lifted the witch-doctor off the
ground and tossed him in the air over
lis head. Masasi desceribed a perfect
are and came to the ground with a
crash, and lay there, writhing and
mMoaning.

It was the echance Umzugaan had so

long prayed for, to wrest the truth from
Masasi. But he turned his back on it
now. The man to whom he owed his
life was in danger. le dangled there
on the end of the rope. The released
lion had sprung and aimed a blow at
him with one elaw-armed paw, but, mis-
;udgmg the swing, had wmissed, and
eapt about to try agnin.
_ The assembled tribesmen were watch-
ing with bulging eyes, afraid of the
freed lion, ufraid te interfere. But
Umzugaan never hesitated. The lion's
back was turned towards him as the
brute watched with hungry eyes the
swaying man on the end of the rope.

The young Zulu gave a mighty leap
and came crashing down on the back ot
the black lion, his knees gripping the
wiry body. One hand grasped the thick
mane, so that he could hang on, the
other arm was flung over the brute's
head, balf-blinding him, As the lion
tried to snap at his assailant, Umezugnan
kot a grip on the top jaw, and he
pulled the head back towards him with
all his might,.

The animal snarled with rage, aml
threshed about to free itself, But
nothing would shake Umzugaan frow
his hold.

The }'ultnpi Zulu sang his battle-song,
and it rose high above the din,

The assembled tribesmen began to
murmur. They had feared the evil eye
of Masasi, yet, as the Zulu sang,
Masasi had been powerless in the
mighty hands of Umeugaan. The magic
nf Masasi wus exposed as a hollow
frand in a way that these tribesmon
could understand, and they murmuared
uncasily.

Yet Umzugann knew nothing of this.
He was fighting the black lion, main-
taining his hold on its back, still hold-
ing opon the slavering jaws. The lion
gurgled and snarled in a choking man-
ner, rolling in the dust, and threshing
wildly with its great paws to get at
1ts assailant,

Umzugaan's museles stood out on his
p{:wet‘[lﬁ arms.  His sensos woro reel-
ing under the strain, If e had had but
a knife, the grim pet of Masasi might
have died there aad then.  With lis
bare hands he could do little but hope
that the lion might choke.

Then a shrill whistle sounded from the
shadows beyond the hints,  Masasi was
calling lis &H{‘t. Masasi was anxious to
get away. The lion heard und became
even more frantie. Still Umzugaan

2]

clung to the brute as they rolled over
and over on the ground, locked in that
deadly cinbrace.

At last they eorashed into the trunk
of the tree, and Umzugaan met the full
foreo of {he impact with his head. He
folt its brain reel, felt the warm blood
stroam down his face. His lingers lose
their grip on the mane, and as the
whistle of Muosasi sounded again in the
shadows and the Lien fought frantically
to frew itself, the Zuly, little more than
hulf-conscious, slifl to the ground and lay
at tho foot of the tree, bleeding and
battered.

The black lion sprang aside and stoed
for 0 moment, irresolute. Its anger was
teerible to behold, It roared a challonge
o the darkening skies, and the tribes-
tnen  sealteved  this way and  that,
terrified.

Lhe voar echoed in Umzugann's ears
and did more to bring him back to full
consciousuess than anyvthing else could
tave done.  He roulised his danger, and
came to his feet. The lion heard him,
and faced him. Man and lon stared at
once another.  Umazngaan crouched, wait-
ing for the attack.

_But the ferocity faded from the lion.
Its  haunches went down, the tail
drooped, and it began to edge back-
wards, eyes wavering, ears twitching
novvotisly.  Umzugaan suddenly saw a
[mn:}_a on the animal's back, where a
wirning brand had scorched the hair
of the black lion.

Al the lion remembered—remem-
bered the man who had attacked him
remenmbered the live, that scorched I.Ilﬁi
burnt.  And it was afraid.
~ Umzugaan made a low dive, reach-
g out with his hand as if to snatch an
}jlmgmur}* brand from an imaginary
e,

With a snarl the black lion spun round
and fled from the spot. '

Umzugaan made to pursue, but he
stuggored only a few steps before his
legs lost their strength and erumpled
beneath him.  He went down heavily,
panting hard, his head sagging. Men
camoe  to seize him, and the bound
chieftain had been cut down from the
free, and now came running to the
spot,

“Treat him gently,” he ordered.
“Was he not niughtier even than the
witch-doctor? Is he not now my blood
brother 7"

Umzugaan was dimly aware that he
was being lifted and earried to a, hut,
then lits senses sank into darkness and
slumber.

It was braad doylight when he awoke,
atict the chieftuin who had been so near
to death sat watching over him.

“Iear nothing,” he said. "1 owe
thee my life, stranger.”

“"Twas a debt paid,” said Umzugaan.
"For thou didst save me when T was
pmnned down by the tree, and Masasi
would have slain me. Now let me rest,
so that I may pursue Masasi, aceording
Lo my vow, and slay him.”

“1 amd my people are thy servants,”
said tho chief,  “They sing of thy
uight, thy eourage, and thy honour.
Muke this hut thy home for as leng
as thou hast need of it.""

Umzugaan was perfeotly fit again by
sunset, however, and ho set out once
mwove, Tull of hope, knowing that Masasi
and the black lion could not be far

il THE EXD.

(Fawr moonz have come aud gone, and
euly  two  rewmuin new  in which
owisngoan can Julfil v vow of wven-
geaace.  fut he has more hope than
cecr new,  Don't miss next week's yarn
e thes thvilling adeenture seriea.)

Tve Maener [asrany.—No. 1,341,



28 THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

THE ACE OF JOKERS! ' e vo iy i

, ronming for his study.
3.1 and slammed the door.
PSS Ao,
cane the boom of Prout's voice.

Follow me! Ile has
Bunter informs me that (e
villain pussed linn in this passage |

i

[ pnteived from i

: o af the
There was a trample of feet on the
box-room  stairs,  Vernon-Bmith  burst
jnte the room, DBunter had released
Lt fronn the locked shindy, after long

"This wav !
ey soen !

for hie feeihior ! Soareh the studies—
I.lll.l i.-.il.l.]l.l.".-—ll.n.' ‘|-!|.:-;l;.'|_|,_1-|n-|: l-{,-. et bae
fonnd and handed over to the police |
Search for the scooandrel 1

Frout and his army marvched on, in
senreh of the seonndrel! As they were
not lenking 1o Wildev's study, they were
not likely to fnd lim |

g twinkling, and
Ho dashed i
Fram the other

on the landing.

i .| Y " . ik Y] i L ] =
Ijr_uul_ﬂ_:llli: Swithy tore wi, breathless and U'ramp, tramp, eame many feet up ) ; . K ) )
”.',"Efm:'i ] ed. W - the Remove passage. Harry Whartan Mr. Spofford was pever found.
ok WNLEND 2 i TR AL, N—= [1{ ; ? i 1 v . - ; 3 .
R il 1 PAARLIS g W& Lo came down the box-room stair=  He had  vanished, |
witlh the DBounder. Preut shouted to Noither within nor without Groye-

The Bounder stood transfised ot the  om

frinrs wans o trace of that remarkable

L 1 L T; 1 TR Lk B = L2 ¥ - - - : 5 & , [ 4 &
' ”".';lt{v“[ F: '}”:Hm_ I“ 'IMI] '1'1;\—-] | il Have you seen him¥ Is he in the and clusive gentleman diseovered.
ptya ™ L} LT 5 i P FRi ] 'l
ok ;II I:'IEI_{..._J_I ul. 1 "{z.“_ A tlj L L Ju.?:.J]mm . o I'ne real Mr. Spofford, at Rookwoaod,
Bodkou—dronched . LURTTEgH: . Nobody in the box-room, sir!™ was heard from, but could throw no

“1t's Wibley I howled
“apotford —Wablev—all a spoaf !
given him & wash now—"

“Wibley " The Bounder gra-ped it
“My hat! I'lIl—"

He fairly bounded at Wililew,

“Urrgh! Kéep off 1" yellod Wiblew.
“1 sav—varoooool "

But the Bounder did not keep off.
Wibley had handed his spread over 1o
Bunter, and set him to weite lines while  jumped—or,
the Owl of the Hemove gi.'r|J|_lil.'L| it! own elothes,
Bmithy wanted vengeance—and hie Lad
it! He got Wibley's
chancery,

Thump! Thomp!

Bobi Cherry.
Wese

Prant  hurled
W r|'||=1 s -tllllif-

1*rout,

=-'r||l;i'-.
bieny onough.

head  anto 0 the

'Thl.lnr!*' Th-l”lh*‘- Jrrise O hi"u fa,

ghiswerad Wharton
“Heareh the studies [*
open the
"Heoundrel ! Are you here®”
Wiblev liad [wen two minutes in the
IF'ortunately,
Hhis disguise and make:  {hat

up wers alrondy gone, and Wiblev had
rathee,

With a eooluess thot woes remarkalle
circunistancos, he
Prout with an expression of ‘mild sur-

higght on the matter.  Mre. Quelch eould
throw no light on it. Nebody could—
or, at least. would! The ill]iiﬂl‘:i who
knew did not want Wibley sacked-—as
he most certaply would have been hiad
they told what they kunew!

But, on their own, they rather made
the spoofer of Greyfriars “zit up ™ for
tremendous spoof.  They honed
to make him tived of spooling! Fow
meny tines the Faomous Five and tho
Bounder kicked William Wibley during
the following dars could not have been
computed without gojng  iite g
figures, They kicked lnm often, and
they kicked lum hard | And follows who

shwouted Prouot.
door of
roarcil
two mimutes had

bolted—into  his

turnod Lo

“Urrrggh ! Hilp ! Dol 1" “Want anxtlung, sirt" asked Wibler. wondered what it was sll about never

gurgled Wibley. Prout stured st liim, guessed that they were kicking Mr.
“Oh, my hat! Smaths o “Wiblev ! I undevstoud that you weie § pofford, 1 ho tomporary—very
Thump! Thump! Thomp ! abseni—" wemporary—master of the Remove !

B Thr:j anlmrils FiI\'-Lt Hr.’!ﬁaiuiq : lll' 0 “T've eome back, sir!” ‘ THE EXD

Jounder and dragged hun off.  Wililes “No  matter sep 1 Ry |

muonde n jl.lmp lf_}ﬁi{lm tloar, "1.-'1_-|‘|:iﬂl1h- !-_-q’u|'1n'rll1|1|i‘1*t”—'|i:i]::';J -mml;hl;;i|L1i[:11?::1—;?|- IJ””ﬂ- IH U (GON ek e mes. wr ¢k 3 AlAGNET

Smith tore himsell loose and jumped
after him. Ilis foot shol eut, and
Wibley did the box-room stairs in one.
Bump ! 1T
“Yaroooh ! roared Wiblev, as he
lunded in the Remove pussage.

postor—a raseal !
RO W liere,

of the studv,

He ts in this passage
[Hlave yvou seen——-"

di F

"1 haven't seen any slranger hoere,

“Lome ! boomed Trout, backing out
“Ha 13 not here |

and @ vipping " Filth of Xocvember "'
warn of Hurry Wharton & Co., entitled
“THE GREYFRIARS GUY! It's
Jull ef fun and fireworks, And don't
forget that this tszue will contain further
particutars of the greatest FREE GIFT
SCHEME cver!)

mearch

Write for Fully llustrated Musical List.

The “ SOUTHERN LINIII ELE BANJO

ISLER "
You can play this delightful Instrument
with very little practice with the aid of
our Free Lightning Tutor. Brass Fretted
Finger Doard; sweet, mellow tome;
eolidly bullt; highly-polished finish. 80/-
VALUE for 11/9. We will send you one
ol these * Bouthern Isles ' real Ukulele
Banjos upon receipt of your name and
address. If entirely to your satisfaction
you pend 1/8 on receipt and 1/« fort-
nightly until 11/9 Is palid. Fuoll cash with &
order or balance within 7 days 10/6 only,

4
J.A.DAVIS £ CO. 30!valuefur"9

94-104.DENMARK HILL. LONDON, §.E.5

{)

v
//

BL HIHE —FREE to all sofferers, particulars of a proved
us g home tréeatment that qtllr:h]; removes  all
embarrassment, and permanently cures blushing and Hoshing of

the face and neck. Enclose stamp to pay postage to—
Mr. A, TEMPLE (Bpecialist), Palaces House, 128, Bhafteshury
Avenue (Znd Floor), London, W.1. fEstablighed over 256 gedavs.)

Ouality ptamps only. KO Germane, Hhodesis '

STAMPS Catalogmed 47k}, Moxieo, Halroas, Sel B FHEE
Eraine, Yi m-a:.m-fu. Hrazil, Luxewbarg, Juns .

scnd 2d. postage —LISBURN & TOWNBEND (U.J.8.), Liverpool

Wopderful Bratem.
VENTRILOQUISM TAUGHT. e dpsise:
" ad. stamps lor Ftr;:.

Legson,—"*VaAalmonds Studios,” 17. BEalmoral Rd., London, H.'W

.

Cure yvoursell as I did. Farticu-
lars Froie.—FRANK B. HUGHES,
STAMMERING ! 355 raiee Fonvisis
LONDON. W.C.1.
GENUINE BARGAINS.

Good Cheap Photo Material
and Lists, iree. - HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL 6.

and Filma, Send for Samples
BLUSHING, S5 aas

) fﬂ:n:;n.ﬁf Dean I'::;: Londos, N.W L
POCKET STAMP WALLET FREE, !y Monpte and

25 Boviel Russis. Many Fioe Sota.  Eneloas 240, . roqoest Aﬁngruru €. {WiLh-
out Approvals 1/6.)—North Wales 8tamp Co., 48 Lawsuy ., Colwyn Bay,

All applications for Adveriisemant Space In this publication should
bé addresséd to the Advertisement Manager, Thé MAQHNET,

L'E'I'! Fleetway House, Farringdon Sireét, London, E.C.4.

-

G R OSE 8, NEW BRIDGE §T., LONDON, E.C.4.
L ] {The Originagl ico, Grose & Co.)
: “"BPFUERE " EBILLIARD TABLES.
ﬂ Ferfeot Beproduction of a Full-size Table, Lenther-covered Focketws,
1'-”_‘.’:“‘ Cuxhlons, Adjustable Rubber-covered Feet to ensures a Perfiect
evel Burface, Complete with Two Cuen, Three Turned Balls aranlocd

Untreakable, Mabogany-finlshed Matrking Board irlt Level
Chalk. Bend for Gompleie ¥ st g Board, ¥ Leve " ules, and
A DR, AL L aie. w'lﬂth i Lo
Gt 2 loe. x 17t Bina, .. e 10/= 3)'- 18/-
31U Bins-X 1 ft.20 tns, . wt e X0 4/8 25/
a1t 2 ina, ¥ 2 5. 2 ina = 10/+ 6B/9 30/
d It 8 ina, X 2 1t. 5 ins, = FiE 10/- al- 40/
Gle.2inn, X 21t B lna, .. - w A0/ 10/0 BO /-
GIt. 3 ins, X 3L, 8 lnn 10/ 18/+ T0!-

L

(78
d <

A o

. TELESCOPIC PERISCOPE

Enables you to see over hedads of erowds and round
corners.  Forma endieas fan, WANTED AT FOOT
BALL MATCHES, STORTS, FROOESSIONR, ETO,
SPECIALLY USEFUL TO0 BCOUTE for

rontealed abservablons It eloses up Lo

x D in. and extends sbout m fool, Prica 'I /B
. Post Free.
Wm. PENN (°F57) *Torson k.

BE TALLER! 3meramisears,
my own helght l: Eﬂ.l :I.u;,]:l“;:r-;_l 155:

IH‘E} “ to Bl - - f
INGREASED woefi™”ri 6" age a1, Thow e s 1 B 36'

!r Fee E2 23. BTAMP irlﬂl FREE PFarticulars.
P. M. ROES, Height 8pecialist. Boarboroush. Ene

NO DEPOSIT REQUIRED

We will send for your Yree approval, upon receipt
of n posteard, our famous “SOUTHEHRN HAWL™
UKULELE. II eatisfactory you pay 1/- fort-

nightly until 11/9 is paid. Every Muozical Instru-

ment supplied on equally attractive terms. Write

for Fully Ilustrated Catalogue. Beven Days®
Free Trial allowed.

J. A. DAVIS & €0. (Dept, B.P.148),
P4-104, DENMARK HILL, LONDON, B.E.5.
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