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AS ONE FRIEND TO ANOTHER—

Always glad to hear from you, chums, so drop me o line to the following address :
The Editor, The * Muagnet * Library, The Amalgameated Press, Ltd., The Floclwoy '
House, Farringdon Sireet, London, E.04,

ATHER round, chums } ;
G . I always think that opo of the

pleasantest jobe an’ Editor haa
I8 writ"i.ngahi_a weekly chat to hie
readers. That's because I look.upon all
my readers sa real pood pals— I am
a8 interested in hearing frofn them as I
bhope they are in hearing from mé, If I
could, I'd write & personal letter to overy
ona of you—but &2 wvour numbers are
logion, that's not possible. Btill, thera ia
no reason why every one of you ghouldn’t
write to me ! :
I wont te know .ell plbout you—the
i you are' interested in; the work
{ﬂu do ; the adventures you have; and
ow you epend your spave time., Fuorther.
more, just t0 encourage you to send mie
along interesting items about agnuraﬂ[ma,
I'm going to meke you an offer! I'm
a]gaas?r giving away topping books, pen-
knives, and ket walleta for limericks
and jokea. E’ﬁl, if you send along an
of your personal experiences, and
think they are intereating emough to be
passed on to my other mﬁm through the
mediom of this —Y¥our- QiR Page
as muoch as mine—I'lF give similar prizes.
So sit down, chums, and got busy now !
pical ‘gquery

CONCERNING TIDES.

He asks, firat of all: * What is the
cetablishment of a port!" and then:
“YWhat i meant by the neutralization
of tides ?™

Aa * Jimmy "—and moet of vou-—
“doubtless know, the tides are caused by
the attraction of the sun and moon upon
the water of the sea, and high tide ocours
at & certain interval after the moon has
erossed the meridion of lougitude wpon
which ' & port stands. The observed
intervel at the time of full tide and ch
of tide i3 known aa the “ sstablishment
of the port.,” DBui tides are affected hy
varjous thingps—the wegther, the safiset
of winds, the temperatura of the water,
eertain currenta,’ and local conditions.
Undder certain cireumstances thesa things
can aciually neutraliso tle tide, so that
in certain parts- of the world there are
artually no tides.

This is the case in the Baltic and the
Black Sca, where the I.l.e-iglll: of .#he water
iz always the same, the tides having been
nentralised by local conditions.

If “ Jimnmy " wants to []_:u fully into the
subject, Lo should ask at his local library
for & copy of * Norie's Navigation,” or
soime similar work—but I warn him {hat
itis & very scientific and abstrose subjoct.™

RESTAURANT ?

How would you like fo taks your
meals at the top a tren T Well, if
Toe Maicser LiBRany.—XNo. 1,204,

ROM a reader who signs himself
“Jimmy,” and who lives at
Bebington, comes. & rather tech-

AVE vou fellowa ovér heard of
ROBINSON CRUSOE'S

you ever happon to be in Paris, you can

Just think of i, boys?
Sovoa delightful gtories and
o fine art presentation plate
for twopenco ! )
I suggest you gob this
weok's " Ranger *'  to-day,
hiefore the othor e grabs
the last copy availablo, -

- e

‘e ERE is n selection of

H RAPID-FIRE
_ REPLIES

to somoe of the
queries my readers have
gont mea,

How many charactera aro
thers in tEuR-‘E!l;Iil‘:‘?aﬂ
].HJJ-EHHEE f { - ] GIn-
bley). There aro actually
74,000 charactérs, but very

fow paople know them all. The svorage

do ga..’ The tables in a cortain restaurant Chinaman kmows only 200 of them !

which ia called ** Robinson's,” are placed,®

not on the ground, bhut at tho top of trees !
Rustic ladders are provided to aliow the
diners to mount the trees, and they then
perch themselves wup thers, " while the
waiters clamber around like monkeys,
bringing tho food. = Can you imagine Billy
Bunter hanging on with orfe hand while
he wolfs tuck as fast a3 a waiter can
bring it ? i

EBut that isn't the only curious restan-
rant in Parie. Thore is another where the
tables foat around in a large swimming
bath, and the diners, ia hathiog costumes,
git in the water, They also actoally
have rooms under the water, wwhers yon
cati have your food while  poople ars
gwimming about above your head,
* Bome " restaurant, oh 1

=

The old “ Popular ¥ has ‘merged into
the new “ Ranger,"” as most of you oha

THE STUNT S8QUADRON.

roproduction in miniaturd of the
MAMMOTH COLOURED PLATE
whicki is béing - o
-PRESENTED FREE
to all readers of this week's
' ““ RANGER.”

froming—mokeé twopence spent on. the
“Ranger ¥ o really profitable vonture.

; .Hr;w have a

§ Toke my tip an

] WOk, b0 rRI®G B
This gorgeous colour plate—just fine for -

Wherp can I buy a pair of handcufis ?
(7. MacM., of Colchester): You can get
them from any ith's shop, or you
can write to Messra. Geo. Grose & Co.,
8, New Bridge Street, London, E.C.4.

How far ean & dart be blown from o
blow.gun * {J. M., of Durham): Bouth
Americah Indians can blow poison darta
for over fGfty yverde—and hit the ob
avery time! I'll bet you can't do this
with a pea-ghootar |

Who . wrote our natienal anthem ?
Lﬁy‘i. H., of Wimbledon) : It was co

& man named John -Bull, Both tho
Germang and the Danes have also adaptod
the tunes to their national anthems,

How many pipes are thero in  dinomn
organ 1 (3. A., of Chelsca): A modern
cimema organ containg more than 2,000

pipes!
- What is Popocatepetl?  (J. H., of
Streatham): The name of & volcano.in

pa xpen, over 17000 feet in height.
are now aware, and already this novel e ! ] = igh

paper iz & riot of sucecess. II any of my
reader chuma bave omitted to order.this
eparkling twopennyworth of fine fetion
they have missed & real treat.

The firet prizewinoer this week ia R,
Ashion, of .64, Dryden Street, Swindon,
Wilts, who gets s topping. Sheffleld steel]
penknife for the following yarm :

Clieni : ** 1've brought this palr of
irousers fo be reseated. ¥ sif & lot, you
know.** i

Taller : ““ Yes, and perhaps you've
brought that last bill to be receipted,
too. I've stood a lot, you know."*

A joke,. don’t wou think ?

ghot at winning a an for
I shan't be satisfied umntil all
my readers have won a !;en"hnife, & pocket
-wallet, or & splendid book. :

ping

yourself,

AKLT a note of next woek's
%ﬂo?lmﬂmm chuma. Frank
charda * topa tho bill " with &
yatiling fino wern that will
make you wish it was twice as long. It's
entitled s

** A SCHOOLBOY'S SACRIFICE !

And when I tell you- that this 11.;.-:: ular
author has excelled himself, you ﬁnnw
thore's umnat-hing good in ators for you.
order your copy now.
I wouhln't like any of my regular readors
to be disappointed by finding that theire
nowsagent was ' sold out.™
I addition, -there are thrills galore for

: : cyos in the next instalment of
Abovo you can sce a black-and-white -

“ THE ISLAND OF BLAVES!™

which certainly geis more and more
axciling every week. Bianion Hope
certaiply kows how fo a;;ili & fine Yarn,
amd I cobsider myself lucky to havo
* seooped ™ him for our present serial.

Tha * Greyiriars Herald " is calovlated
grin on a muls, while our nsnal

ahorter featuica will be ' OK,, chief "—
a8 always ! , '
il YOUR EDITOR.
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FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Chucked Out !
i ATHER round ™ chortled Bob
Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha!™
“I sav, you fellows!

Uoker's pgoing it!" chirruped Dilly
Bunter.

There was no donbt thut Horace
C'oker of the Fifth Form at Greyfriars,
was " going ¥ it.

Ha was going it strong.

Properly speaking, Remove juniors
had no business anywhere near the door
of the Filth Form games studre. That
apartment was within the precinets
gacred to the Fifth Form,
and fags were barred. Never-
thelezs, a good many of the
Remove had gathered on the
spot to enjoy the free cnter-
tainment provided by Horace
Coker.

Coker of the Fifth had a
hefty voice. Coker was a
hefty follow altogether.
When Coker tolked in his ordinary tones
he could be heard over & wide radius.
When he shouted, few inhabitants of
Greyfriars School could remain in ignor-
ance of the fact. He was shouting now,
He was talking to Bluadell, the cap-
tain of the Fifth, in tho games study.
Blundesll was not deaf; but had he been
deaf, he must have beard Coker. Coker
had " been talkipg for mony minutes,
%Snwipg more and more emphatic all
tho time, Over a widor and wider
radius Coker’s voice was beard, and
~more and niore fellows gathercd round,

till the passage outside the games study
wns crowded.

How long it would be before Blundell
pitched Coker out on his neck, was the
interesting question. - A  swarm  of
fellows waited,' with keen intercst, to
sce Coker drop. Meanwhile, they
listened to his powerful veice—s voice
on which, as Fisher T. Fish remarked,
a megaplione, or & gteamer’s siren had
simply nothing !

“"What sort of a silly, footline, fooz-
ling, frabjous, fatheaded chump do you
call yourself #' Coker was inquiring of
Georgo Blundell. *“What sort of a
dense, dandor-headed dummy——"'

“Look here—"

If there’s a wrong way of doing anything,
Coker, poor boob, will do ii. If a prize wore
offered for being the biggest duffer in the school,
Coker—the one and only—would win

hands down !

“What sort of a babbling, burbling,
benighted idiot?" Coker ?uﬂher in-
guired, in tones which &tentor, of old,
might hove heard with envy,

* Look lera——"

“What sort of s blithering, blether-
irg, blathering bandersnateh—"

“Getting  cloguent, isn't he??  re.
marked DBob Cherry. “Fine flow of
adjectives! Go it, Cokeri” ]

Thoe absurd eloquenca is terrifie!”

chuckled Hurree Jamsit Ram Singh.
“DBut what is the esteemed matterful-
ness i

“Goodness knows! Coker's gone off
at the deep end?! It can't be long now
belore Blundell boots him ont 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!™ :

“You call vourself captain of the
Fifth " Coker had pauscd a moment to
tako breath. But the Paum was brief.
“Captain of the Fifth! Yah! I could
make o better Form captain out of a
chunk of putty ™

“Ha, ha, ha "

“o it, Coker!”

“heep it up ™

Tt was a vell of encouwragement from
the juniors outside. A shindy like this
seldom occurred in tho Fifth The
Fifth wore a genior Form, and a digni-
fied Form. They fancied
themzclves considerably. 1In
all the Fifth, Coker was prol-
ably the -Dllij" fellow capable
of going off at the deep end
in this terrific style. What-
ever the Fifth Form men
thought of it, the juniors re-

arded it as m thoroughly cn-
josuble entertainment.

Coker did not hecd, or necd, the en-
couragement from ocutside. Possibly he
did net even hear it. Standing in tho
middlo of the games sfudy, his hands
driven deep info his trousers pockets,
hia face Rushed with exeitement, his eyes
gleaming and fxed on his Form cap-
tain, Coker roared on. .

There were six or seven Filth Form
men in the games study. Bome of them

it

were laughing. Blundell had langhed
at first. Now, however, he was
frooning.
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" 1s that the lot i asked Blundell as
Coker paused once more to gulp in
breath. He was expending bresth at a
great rate in his harangue,

“"No! I tell you—'

. Well, whether it's the lot or not,
eauck it!" zaid Dlundell,

* What sort of a——"

“I've told you to chuck it!”

“Piffling, fat-headed, idiotic——"

" gha{; will {Eu I’; -

*Frabjous, fooiling, bungling——"

“Will you dry ulﬁ" e

“*Dense, dunder-headed. braiuless ass
do you call yourself 1" Coker was still
e an mguiring moad.

“For gooduess’ sake, Coker, old man,
dry up!” came the voice of DPotter of
the Wifch,

“Shat up, Potter!” .

“Coker, old bean—-—" came Greene's
VMg,

“Shut up, Greene !”

“Lo it, Coker!” yelled the jumiors
ounlside. “*Give him beans! Tell him
=mne moye, Coker !

“Ha, ha, ha!™ ;
" Porm  captain!”  hooted Coker.
“1Ia, ha!” This was a sardonio Jaugh.
“Ila, ha! If the Fifth wers anything
but a set of ninnies and nincompoops,
they wounld sack d)'nu from the job on
the spet! I could make a better Form
captain out of o chunk of putty!”

“We've heard that one, Coker [ said
Johnny Bull ) "

“T'he dear man's eloquence is failing
Ihim,” said Frank Nugent. ''Coker's
bheginning to repeat himself”

“But what on earth’s the row *” asked
Harry Wharton.  Alany fellows were
wonderimg what was the cause of this
unaceustomed shindy 1n the Tifth Form
games study. :

“Nobody seems to know !” chuckled -

Bolbb Cherry. " Cokor's holding an in-
dignetion meeiing about something——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I won't say you're the biggest fool
ut Greyfriars!™ Coker was going on
agaim YWingate of the Sixth is the
biggest fool at Greyiviars. But youn're
tie next biggest fool I

“¥on forget vourself, Coker!"” came
the volce of Fitzgerald of the Filth, and
there was a Jlangh in the games study.

“Bhut up, Fitz!” hooted Coker.

“I think it's about time you shut up,
Coker ! eaid Blundell, vising from his
reaf. " Arve you finished ¥

“"I'mmnot! I'm going to tell you—m—o™

“¥You've satd vour piece, and a little
over,” said the ecaptain of the Fifth,
“Now buzz off 1

“Yes, encugh's as good a8 o feast,
Coker, old man,” urged Blaud of the

Fifth. 4 “Yeu ecan be heard all over
Lirmjfrmrs, old chap, Run away aud
1 “F‘H

“I'm going to tell that dummy, that
crass ass, that Toorling fathead——

“Will you get ont of this study ™
reared Blundell,  ‘The captain of the
Fifth eesmed to metiing & Jittle
vxeited now,

“Nol!” roarcd Cuker. I won't !

“Then 1'H jally well turf you out 1™

“Why, you—you—vou priceless
teliot 1" gasped Coker, “If you can turf
we out of this sfudy, et on with it !
I'd like 10 seo you do itd T'd just like
to see you do it! J——"

" Here goes, then ! gaid Blundell.
“Look out, you men!" exclaimed
Vernon-8mith. “Coker's coming!
Give him room to Jdrop 1

“1 sav, you fellows, pive z fellow
room ! I don’t want Coker to «rop on
me! I sap—-r>™

“Ha, ha, hat”

The jnniors crowded back from the

Tie Maugxer Lignirv.—No. 1,204,

dogrway to give Coker room to fall,
Coker was a mighty man with his bands.
But only Horace Coker believed ihar
he was a match for the captain of the
Fifth.

There was a sound of scuffling in the
games study. Thera was o panting ‘and
a4 gasping and & (ramping of feet.

The erowd of fellows outside waiied
breathlessly. The deor stood wide open,
and they watched the doorway with
CAZOr eyes.

"J;-n'u struggling forms staggered into
sight.

“Go it, Cakerl”

“(io it, Blundell 1™

Coker was not talking now. e dud
net want to stop talking; seldom did
Coker of the Fifth etop talking of his
own accord. But he needed all his
wind for that strenuous struggle,

To and fro, the combatants reeled;
Blundell breathing hard, Coker gasping
and splottering.  'Then suddenly they
parted, and a burly form came flying
headlong thirough the doorwey. ¥

Crash |

*What-ho, she humps!” purgled Bob

herry,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The bumpfulness iz {errifie,”

“Whoooooooooo ! came from Coker
as he sprawled dizzily. * Oooooooop!
My hat! Qooooop!”

Blunde!l pantéd in the doorway.

“Now clear, you silly owl! Another
word from you, and you'll get a Form
lwcking! DBank”

“¥Whooooooh !* gurgled Coker, sitting
up.
He sat and blinked at Blundell, Coker
seemed surprigsed to find himself outside
the games study. But there he was—out-
side; thera was no doubt about that.

He scrambled up. Coker never knew
when he was beaten. Breathless, but
nneonquered, Coker rushed back into
the doorway of the games study.

“ Coker wants more ™ chortled Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Coker got more. Not only Blendell,
but all rhe Fifth Form men, tecmed fed-
vp with Coker and his eloguence. What-
ever it was that Cober was indignant
about, the seniors had had enouvgh of
his indignation. Coker, rushing back
into the games study, was collared by
four or five pairs of hands. Spluttering
wildly, Coker--was swept off his feet.
His head was tapped on the door with a
vesounding tap that eclicited a fiendish
howl from Coker. Then he flew through
the doorway again.

Cragh 1

The door of the games Etudﬁ closed.

Coker sat up once more, He rubbed
his head, and gazed round dizzily at a
prinning crowd.

*Ow! Wow!” was Coker's remark.
“Ow! Wow!”
“ig it, Coker!™ roared a dozen

juniors, “Pile in!*

Coker staggered to hia feet,

“Go it, Coker!”

To the disappointment of the crowd
Coker did not *po® it, Even Coler
scemed to rvealise that he had had
encugh. Instead of making another
wild charge inte the games study, Le
turned, and walked to his own study,
went in, and slammed the door.

The entertainment Was over,

i o g iy

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
A Present From Bonfer ]

T AITHY, old chap ™
S " Beat 1"
“1 say, old [ellow—*

“Cut 1 grunted the Bounder,
“0Oh, really, Smithy—-~"
Herbort Vernon-2mith's hand wan-
dered towards the inkpok

and

THE MAGNET

It wae prop in the Bomove studies.

During lock-up, fellows were not sup-
posod to leave their studies. There was,
i faet, a Sixth Form prefect on daty
to #ee that they didn’t; thouvgh fre-
quuntéy they did, all the same,

In Study No. 4 in the Remove, Ver
nan-S3imith and Tom Redwing were at
-.-r?r]-r. Or to speak more correctly, Red-
wing was at work, and the Bounder waos
lounging &t the tsble, idling. But
though the Bounder did not scem heen
on weork, he seemed still less keen on
Billy Bunter’s conversation. A fascine-
ting fellow like Bunier mi?'ht naturally
have expected a hearty weleome in any
study into which be inserted his fat face
big speetacles. Hut his faseinating
soc1ety seemed ar a Jdizcount in No. 4 in
the Remove,

Bunter, of conrse, onght to have been
nt prep like the resi of the Lower
Faurth., But betvween what Bunter ought
fo have done, and what Bunter did,
there was often & great gulf fixed.

Bunter Lad tired of prep.  Besides,
Bunter had other business on hand; and
that business brought him {o Smithy's
study. So he did not seat, and did not
eut, when bidden to do so. He rolled
1.

Redwing glanced esound  at  him
mildly, Redwing was rather more
patient and good-tompercd than his
study-mate.  Still, he Jdid net want
Bunter, It had ncver been on record,
in fact, that anvbody wanted Bunter.

““Hook it, old zeout!” paid Redwing.
“I'rep, you know.”

“¥ou can chee:r it, Redwing,” an-
swered Bunter. “I'm not talking to
yvou. I'm talking to my pal, Bmithy, "

“¥ou fat ass!” sajd Tom. *“You'll
get licked, i JY.oder spots you out of
your study in lock-up! Loder of the
Sixth was the prefeel on duty that

evening.
Bunter grinned. .
“Catchh Loder spotting anybody '™ he

answered, * :'h'.fﬂl‘ﬁ likely playing Bankec
i his study with Walker.”
*“He oy come up—->"

*Rats I¥
“Well, get out, anyhow,” said Red-
wing. “We've goit work to do, if you

haven't,”

“You're interrupiing me, Redwing,”
zaid Bunter. “1 say, Smithy

Vernonw-Smith lifted the inkpot from
the table.

“YWhere will vou have it?* he in-

rquired.

“0h, renli{, Smiihy ¥ The Owl of
the Remove kept a wary eye on the ink-
pot, “I say, old ¢hap, it's rather im-
portant, I've pot some smokes for you,
old chap.” -

The Bounder stared.

“Smokes!” he ejaculaled.

Redwing looked up apgain.
“¥You fat sweep!” he exclaimed,
“0h, cheese i, Rodwing!™ said

Bunter disdninfully, “I1I'm not oilering
them to you. ¥ou're & milksop! You're
a spoongy ! I don’t suppose you've ever
smoked in yone life,”

“I haven't,"” agreed Tom. " You fat
chump, if you're caught with smokes on
you, :I.'::ﬂ.a’liJ get six! Don't bring your
silly rubbish into this etudy.”

“Tve esked you to shut up,” said
Bunter. “Smithy, old man, look here!
1 pot these specially for you, old hean.”

‘he Bounder colonred e little, az ke

sigred at Bunter. That Smithy often
wvpoked eigarettes, all the Remove
" knew. Ha smoked them, probahly,

chiefly becauso it was apainst the rules

Any action that was a defiance of
authority scemed to eppeal to ibe
Bounder. But Smutky had been on

gocd behaviovr duving the Baster term,
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g0 far; and smokes had not been seen

in his study for quite a lengthy period;
much to his study-mate’s satisfaction.
- “Look, old chap!” said Bunter.

Ho tossed & box of cigarettes on the
study table. It was ?uita a large box,
and it was nearly fulll They were
rather a cheap brand of cigarettes—a
brand that the expensive Bounder dis-
dained. He grinned as he locked at
thers. They were the kind popular n
Skinner's study—3kinner of the Remove
being much less blessed with super-
fluony wealth than the Bounder.

“You fat frump,” said Vernon-Smith.
T Where did you get those smokes "

. “Bought them specially for you, old
fellow,” szaid Dunter,
blinking at him
benevolently throngh
his big spectacles.

“Liar!” said the
Bounder ni‘:mrfuﬂ{'.

“Oh really
Smithy——"

“You'd better take
them back to Skinner
before he misses
them, you fat duffer.
Cut, anyhow!*

“They're not
Skinner's old chap.
As 5 matter of fact,
theyv're o present to
me from a sporting
fricnd—one of the
Higheliffe men,” ex-
?1 ained Bunter.
‘I'mt making you a
grgﬂcnt of them,

mithy, because
we're pals”

“*Fathead !

“I don’t want you
fo give mo anything
for them, you know,” .
said Bunter
“They're wvours, old
fellow. I'm giving
them to you for
oothing, That's me
all over, you know—
getterous, and all
that."

“You fat chump, if
Ekll'll}jﬂ: misses them,

[ S

“Well, he’s not likely to to the
punishment-room to-might,” said Bunter.
*I—1I mean, they're not Skinner’s—"

The punishmentroom!” ejaculated

the Bounder, and Tom Redwing looked h

up once more, in astonicshment,

“Nuono! I—I never found these
smokes in the punishment-room,” said
Bunter hastily. * Nothing of the sort!
I never saw Skinner and Snoop sneak-
ing out of that passage, and never
wondered what they had been up to
there—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at!” said Dunoter peevishly., “1 think
you might be dmnbliﬂgratdﬂl when a
friend brings you a box of jolly good
smokes for a present. If you think I
went rooting into punny, te see what
Skinner and Snoop had been up to,
snd found these smokes there, you're
jolly woll mistaken,”

“Ha, ha. ha!? roared the Bounder,
and Redwing grinned

“ Look here, ithy——*

“Sc Skinner's turned punny into a
amoke-room " chuckled Pounder.
“He was caught smoking in the hox-
room Isst week, and got six. He's
found a safer ploce now! What a
nerve!"

The Bounder chuckled loud and long.
The punishment-room at Greviriars—
generally called punny for short—wes

Coker rushed ai Potter and Greens lke
a raging hﬂl. The nmﬂmfﬁmw
three were walizing roun s

hitting out furlously. *

seldom wvsed. It waa rare for offcnders
to be locked up there—very raro in-
deed. It was in & remoto part of the
building, at the end of a lnng corridor,
and except for a wvery cocoasional visit
from a maid with & broom, it wnas
hard entered for whole terms.
Certainly Skinner & Co. could hardly
have found a safer or more sccluded
spot to smoke their surreptitions cigar-
ettes; and it was cortainly safer to
keep the smoles there than to kecp
them in their study. But what the
Head wounld have 2aid had he dreamed
that the punishment-room was used for
aill::l:h a purpose was really unimagin-
able. :
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“T belicve you didi® agreed ths
Bounder.

"It hasn't come,” said Bunter sorrow-
fully.

' You surprise me,” said the Bounder,
with deep sarcasm.

“It hasn't, old chap; end et the

resent moment I'm practically stony.

suppose you wouldn't mind lending
mo tive shillings till my postal order
comes, old chap.”

“Quid pro quo, what?' chuckled the
Bounder. “I'm to give you five
shillings for Bkinner's half-crown box
of fogs! Not good enough, old bean!”

*“Oh, really, S3mithy! That's a rather
rotten way of putting it!” said Duszter

Fr, Bl o
Pl o

“I say, Smithy, do stop cackling!”
exclaimed Bunter peevishly. * Look
here, I'm giving you these smokes!
They're not Skinner's! Besides, serve
im right! If a prefect found them
they would be confiscated ! Skinner will
only think some prefect has been nosing
into punny and bagged them.”

“You fat idiot—-

“Besides, they'ra not Skinner's. 1
haven't been in punny to-day at all,”
explained Punter. “I dare say the

door's kept locked—in fact, I'm
certain if is. It's mot left unlocked
with the key outside. Dash it all,

Smithy, you might thank a chap for
making you a prosent.™

' Idlﬂt- Iu .

“They'ro yours, Bmithy! =aid
Bunter, with a wave of a fat hand.
“A—p mark of friendship, von know.”

“"Dor't leave them hero, ass!™

“1 bouzht them ially for you,
old fl:tl{ut:f—] mean, sﬁhuujéht of }31}:1
at once when Ponsonby gave them to
me. 1 don't want you to give me any-
thing for them. But I say, Smithy——"

“Well? grinned the Dounder.

He thought he conld guess what was
coming.

“Well, tho faet is, Smithy, I've been
disappointed about a postal order!”
said Bunter. “I believe T mentioned
that I was expectice a postal order.™

t\'ﬁrm'[j.
of these smokes kecauso you're a pal.
As a pal, I think you might oblige a

“I'm making you a preseng

chap by cashing a postal order a few
hours in advance, What abous 1t?" -

“MNothing about it! Cet out!”

“Look here, Smithy,” if vou ecan't
oblige me in that small maiter I jolly
well shan’t make vou a present of those
smokes "

“There's the door!™

“Say halfw-crown! urged Bunter.
“Now 1 come to think of it, the postal
m‘t%gr will be for hall-a.crown. Is it @
go

“No trade!” prinped the Dounder.
“RBhut the door after youl”

“*Look here, you rotte

“Travel!”

“1 dare say you haven't Lalf-a-crown
to spare!” snecred Bunter, “Has old
Bmith gone bankcupt ozain? He goes
bankeupt every vear or so, doosn’t he?
Ur have they found him out and sent
Lim to choker? 'That's what ha 3

to all thesz monecylenders in the ong
run, isn't it? Sorry if your %
beon found ont and sent - fo chokey,

Smithyt Yaroocoooooh ™
Bunter was peoved: and as there wes
nnthinﬁ‘ doing in Study No. 4, the fat
Owl of the ove apparently found
somo solace in slanging Smithy. Bat
Tae Maigxer Lisrarr.—No. 1,204
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it was rather dangerous te slang
Smithy on ithe subject of his father;
on that topic the Bounder was touchy.

Vernon-Smith made one leap at
Bunter, and the Owl of the Remove
was suddenly interTupted,

A grasp of iron on his collar spun
Limy round in the doorway; and Buuter
selled in apprehension.

His apprehensions were well-founded.

Smithy's boot Janded on Bunter's
tight trouscrs, with a terrific con-
cuesion. The fat junior fairly Hew into
ithe Bemove passage.

Bump!

" TWhoop 1™

Bunter sprawled and roaved. Whia!
—came the box of cigarettes from the
udr! It smoie Billy Bunter's fat
little noze and burst. Bunter roared
again, Cigarettes rained round him.

“YVow-ow-ow-0000p 1"

Slam!  The door of Study XNo. 4
¢lawod, Billy Bunter sat up in a sea of
cigarettes and spluttered wildly.

“Ow! Yow-ow! Beast! Wow-yow!
Ratter! Oh crikey! Wow 1"

A sadder, if not a wiser, Dunter
pathered up eigavettes and rolled away
dismally, LEvidently there was nothing
doing i Biludy No. 4,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Troukle in Coker's Study !
QRACE COKER, sitting 1n the
H armchair in his stndy in the
Fifth, his hands in his pockets,
hiz long logs stretched out,
dared  straight before him with a
ploomy stare,

Potter and Greene, working at the
vndy lable, did not speak. Onee or
twice they gianced ot Coker, in mild
surprise. Coker was silent, and had

been silent for some time. This un
wsual stote of affairs, naturally, sur-

prised his study-mates. = 5till, they
werae thankful for small mercies.
According to the sanelent proverhb,

speech is silvern and eilence is golden.
Potter and Greene felt that there was
a lot in it. On the rare ceceasions when
Cloker waa not. talking they realised
hew golden silence was.

Coker was plunged in thought.
Some problem seemed to be occupying
his intelleet, such as it was  Potter
and Greene did not know, or careg,
what the problem might be; but they
hoped it would Leep Coker quict till
l'II"E]:_] WwWas over, -

Coker evidently had no time for prep.

Many of Coker's fittle troubles with
hiz Form master, Prout, were due to
tho fact that often he bkad no time for

rep.

2 DI:iImr fellows always found time; but
Coker’s time was perhaps of unusual
value., Often and often, while Potter
and Greene struggled with prep, Coker
would be telling them how fto play
football, or ecxplaining to them whae
thumping asscs they were.

Long ago it had been borne in cn
Coker’s mind that he was the only
fellow at Greyfriars with anythirg like
braina. He was o good-natured fellow,
in the main, so it was natural that he
should do his best to bring up his
friends in the way they should go

Potter and Greene seldom, or never,
expressed amy gratitude.  Scmetimes
they became quite restive, That, of
course, made no difference to Coker.
He was in the happy position ot know-
mg best, and knowing that he know
best; end there was no doubt—not a
shadow of doubt—about this in Coker’s
mind at lcast,
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With a fixed and gloomy brow,
Coker wns thinking.  Posaibly his
thoughts were running on the scene in
the pamea study. Coker had been
chucked out of the games study; ond
his chums, who had n present, had
not lifted a finger to intervene. In-
deed, they had barely restrained
themselves from lending a hand in
chucking Coker out, If Coker was feel-
ing resentment, Potter and Greene did
not mind very much, so long as it kept
him gquiet.

Prep over at last, Potter and Greene
rose. They exchanged a glance, and
maved towards the door.

It seemed too good to be true; bub
it really looked as if they were going
to. get out of the study without any
conversation from Coker at all.

“Hald on, you menl?

Potter sighed, and Greene grunted.
It was, after all, as they had feared,
too pood to be true.

“PDon't go!” snid Coker. *I want to
talk to rou men i

Potter ond Greene rellected bitterly
that they might have known it. It was
a physical impossibility with Coker to
keep his chin still for long.

“About the football 1" suid Coker.

“(h dear!™ said Polter.

1f Potter and Greeme had had tears
to ched they would have prepared fo
shed them now. If thore was onhe topio
more than another on which Coler was
absolutely intolerable it was football.

On all other :ubjects his ignorance
was perhaps unusual; on foothall it was
abvsmnal. - i

“The fact is I want to sco Price,
said Greone. *I—I've said I'll drop n
on Price after prep—"

“I remember now Blundell wants to
speak to me about tho match to-
morrow,”” remarked Potter.

These vemarks passed by Horieo
Coker like the idle wind which he re-
gurded not. .

“8it down, you men,” he said. “I've
Lieen thinking. ~ The faet iz I've come
io a decision, and I shall wapt your
Lelp.”

Fotter and Greene did not =it down;

they were still hoping to escape. But
they held on. g
“Well?"” snid Potter drearily.
Coker, following hiza own greak

thoughts, did not even obscrve that his
friends looked restive. Coker had
never actually said “1I am Sir Oracle,
and when I open my mouth let no dog
hark !” But that was the position of
affairs, from Coker's view-point,

“You fellows know how the matter
stands,’” he said. ** You know how 1ve
been left out of gamos—-""

- (roan | ;

“What's the matter, Potter 77

“Oh! Nothing! Go on.”

“I've talked to Wingate on the sub-
ject till I'm sick of 1t,”" smid Coker.

. “Wingate, being a fool, can't sco that

he's losing the hest man at Greyfriars
in refusing to ploy me in the First
Eleven. I've given Wingate up! I've
come to the conclusion that its no
Enrthl;;' use trying to make Wingate zco
sense. :

Coker poused, and Pottor and Greene
hoped that he was finished. Coker was
not finished. .

“In my own Form," he went en, "I
reslly did expect to pget justice. It's
pretty sickening for Blundell to turn
out as big a fool as Win ate,'

“"TIm I** said Potter and Greene.

“To-morrow,” said Coker, “there's a
Senior Form match—the Fifth play the
Bixth. Wingate having tur me
down as & footballer, it would be just
pie to play for the TFifth, and wipe
up the field with those Bixth Form
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fﬂheads—!just pie! 1 pointed that out
to Blundell—you heard me. The Fifth
don’t often beat the 8ixth. They can't
expect to with a lot of duds in the Form
team—like yvou fellows, f'rinstance.”

1l'a]:.1 I#]

“But one really first-class man can do
a lot, even with o teman that's pretty
so-50, " said Coker. *I'd really have
anjoved mopping up the Bixth in a
Form match, proctically on my own.
Blundell and his crowd aren't much of
& t?;am, but they'd be useful to back me

i';{}h Il‘l

“Y¥ou heard it ali.” said Coker bil-

terly, “Blundcll’s not only as hiF o
fool as Wingate, but it's pretty clear
that he's jealons.”
_ “Jealous ¥ murmurcd Potter. The
idea of any fellow being jeslous of
Coker as & footballer almost overcame
Poter.

“I hicte to think badly of & fellow,"™
g2id Coker; “I try to meko the best of
everybody. Look how patient I am with
vou chaps, with your obtusoness, you
Ln‘?ii; :de genernl fatheadedness.”

“I've tried to think well of Blundell,”
gald Coker. " He's o fool-and a2 man
can make allowances for afocl. Wo're
told to suffer fools gladly, youn know.
Bat there's more rthan that to it. I'm
afraid there's mo doubt that Blundell
deliberately kceps me out of the Form
games owing to _ien]nu:}'. Az a matter
of fact, if the fellows ever had a chance
. of seeing what I could really do, how
long would Blundell stay captain of the
Fifth 1*'

“0n

Potter and Greene knew from expori-
ence that it was useless to argue with
Coker. What was the use of pointing
out {o a fellow that he was no foot-
baller when he was convinced that he
wa3i the best footballer at Greyfriars,
if not in the wide world ?

Argument being useless, Potter and
Greene could only wait unhappily for
Coler to finish, hoping that he would
ﬁnlfh_h{'fnm bed-time. )

“Well,” said Coker moedily, “I'm
not standing it. I'va told ' Blandell

lainly that I'm not standing it! You
heard me. I spoke to him quite plainly
m the games study this afternoon. Per-
feetly plainly!  Could a fellow have
spoken ploiner 1

“MNunno 1"

“What was the result? T was
chucked out of the games study,” said
Coker. “ Chucked out on tho back of my
nock | What aro you grinning at,
Potter "' '

“W-w-w-was I grinning 1" stammered
Potter.

“If you think it's funay——""

“Nouno! (o on, old chap ¥

“I've made up my mind now.” =nid
Coker. “It's_practically a conspiracy
agrinst me, o hest man in the Fifth
iz to he left out, left in the shade, ex-
cluded. ignored 1 worm will turn.
Well, I'm hitting back |l I'm loft out of
the game to-morrow! Blundell thinks
Em‘q gmr!:ﬁ' to get away with that. Well,
19 isn't

X

“0h ;

“I'm left out!™ gaid Coker.
“Ignored s if I were o dud like vou
chaps! Worse, in fact; for the silly
43 is yvou, and me he won't

Wi
!;}:tyl hnt do yvou think of the intel-

of & Form captain who will play
lef follows and leave out a man l;ﬂ';e
ma "

Thiz was rather a difficult question for
Potter and Greene to answer. They
did not try to answer it.

That matterod little, however. Whon

Coker of the Fifth was talking ho had
little uze for answers.

“Miond, if I believed that it was
sheer, crass stonpidity on his part and
nothing else I'd let him off 1" said
Coker. “Fellow ecan't help being a
fool. Jf a man's born a fool it's his
misfortunc, not his fault.,”

“That's =0,”" apgreed Patter,
can't hel?p it, Coker—"

.-*Eh?l

“I1—I mecan—">"

“Deon't be a silly idiot, Potter! I'm
not asking for any of your silly jokes!
As I was zaring, T'd lot Blundn"J off if
I believed it was just potty fatheaded-
ness. But there's more in it than that.
He's o fool, I grant—but he’s not such
a fool as all that. I'm driven to tho

{3 Yﬂ“
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conclusion that he's deliborately keep-
iz a beiter man than himself in the
shade from rotten motives—jealousy,
envy, and s0 on.”

ik {.}il dﬂﬂ{' IIJ

“To cone to the point—" went on
Coker. _

“0Ohl You're coming to the point1"
asked Potter in surprise,

. “¥es!"” roared Coker. “8hut up and
listen! For poodness' sake, give a
follow a chance to get in a word ™

“0Oh, my hat!"

“To como to the point, what's sauca
for the goosze iz savee for the gander,”
said Coker. “ Blundell’s shut ene out of
the Form match to-morrow. I'm going
tﬁ-“sE‘!mt lpluﬁdﬂl cut 1"

“Whatt"

Potter and Greens fairly sat up and
tcok notice at this. They had wondered
what Coker was driviog at, if he was
driving at anything. Thay had not ex-
pected this.

“Burprised vou = whatt" grinned
Colker. “Well, that's the biz tdeal
I'm going to stop Blundell playing to-
morrow—as 8 warning to him!{ It will
mske him  understand that there's =
limit. Sce?

“You—you're thinking of—of med-
dling in a football mateh; of—of kecp-
inT & man ciut of the pame?’ stuttered

Greene.
“That's what I'* said Coker. *I shall

1t.

want yau fellows” hein  I've been
thinking it out, anf ¥ gud 3 all et
and dried.  Jum befzxe the sabch
Blundell is going to by beggoade—t

" Bub-bub-bagged 1"

“"And locked 1n—""

“Le-locked in?"

“Doa't stutter at a chap, Groene. 1
thought at hrst of locking hiss iIn ki
study. DBut he would kick up & shindy
thore; might get out of the window,
too. There's a safer place, and T've
thought of it. You know the pumish-
ment-room: it's never used, and, ' of
course, there's nobody there mow. A
fellow locked in the punishment-regm:
will be safe till s fellow chooses to lct
him out."

“0Oh erikey [

“It's as casy as falling off a form.™
resumed Coker, ovidently mueh takes
with the big idea. “I would do it
entirely on my own, but, of course.
Blundell will make & fuss—" i

“I—I—I rather think ho would:!"”
gasped Potier. “ Yee-e-cs, I—I think
youi ean take it as a cert that Blundel)
would make a fuss."

“That's where you fellows come in,”
expleined Ccker.

‘Do we?" murmured Greene.

“Yes; we get Blundell along to that
asaagl:!, you know, and collar him and
{;ung im inte punny. Tho kes's always

left 1 the outside of the lock. We lock
him in, take away the kex, and keep
mum. Nobody will know lie's there—
they conldn’t let him out if they did
know., The window's barred; the place
is too far away for anybody to hear him
voll., Onee he's in punny he's landed.
Wa let him out after the mateh™
“Oh, Chrizstopher Columbus!™
“It won't make much diflerence te
the game, of course,”” snid Coker. “On¢
more or less will make no differ
ence, Besides, I shall be there, Bland
as vice-captain, will take Blundell:
place when he's miesing. I shall offe:
Bland myv services. He may have sons

enough to pecept. 1f not, the game, of
coursa, will be a goner. That's lis
look-out.™

“Oh1" gasped Potter.

They stared st Coker. They we o

accustomed to making allowanoes for
Coker. They agrecd that a brain like
Coker's was = handicap to any fellow,
and that Coker really couldn't help
DBut they had supposed that even
Coker's fathcadedness had a  limit
Apparently they had been mistaken, It
had no limit. .

Coker, with complete satisfaction to
himself, was asking them to lend a hand
in kiﬂnnp);m their own football cap-
tain just before a match, as a warn-
ing to him to play the worst footballer
that ever was; and on the offchance
that the vice-captain, in Blondell's
place. might be howling ass enough to
play the worst footballer that ever was,

That was not, of course, how Coker
looked at it. Duk that was actually how
muotters stood. o .

“Well, that’s the big idea,” said
Coker briskly. “I've got to work out
a few details. I can rely on you
t‘ellm'm‘.'l‘r'

113 I

“You're backing me up, of course?”

“ Bub-bub-backing you wpi”

“I hopo,” seaid Coker, rather un-
plessantly, “thnt my friends aro not
going to let me down, after I've thought
out this rather masteriy stratagem. Tt

may have big results. Sup Bland
plays me, being a man sr‘g:: e
walk all over the Sixth—lick them

faivly out of their football boots! Win-
gate will see my quality and bag me
Tae Macxer Lisnane.—No, ],
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aftcrwards for the First Eleven, That
aneans that I shall play for Geeyiriars
in the future. It's pretty disgraceful
that I've never been given my colours,
Well, that will be set right—if Bland
bis any sense.”

“Ye godal™ said Potter.

*1f Bland refuses my eservices, matters
ricg where they were,” added Coker,
* Blundell gets a lesson—a sharp lesson
~—and no harnt's done,”

o harm M pgasped Potter. “No
Larm in keeping o foothall captain out
el & match?’

“Not in this case. No more harm
than if you were kept out yourself, oid
chap, OUne dud’s as pood as ancther,”
explained Coker. *"Plenty of duds in
the Fifth, if Bland wants o dud instcad
of me.”

Coker rose from lis chair.

“Well, that's settled I'" he remarked.

Potter and Creene looked at one
agother. 1t was not quite settled yob!
LThero wos a brief pauwse. Potter and
Lreens did pot want to guarrel with
Coker, if they could help it. Life in
the study would be too sirenucus on
Lghting terms with Coker, But 1t was
evident that it could not be helped., If
Ucker's friendship depended on Potter
and Grecne helping hin to kidnap their
football captain and lock him up juss
befora & match, Coker's friendship had
to go. And as it wes clear that there
was going to be trouble, George Potter
felt tuat tho time had come, at last, to
tell Coker pome plain home-truths that
hhad often trembled on the tip of his
tongue. He did not want a row with
Coker, but if a row was inevitable there
wounld be some satisfaction in telling the
egregious Horace what he thought of
L.

*You cPiIHEng idiot I'? said Potter, in
messured  tones.  ““You potty, per-
melous, piffling chump! You're left
out of football breavse you can’t play
{gotball. Marbles is yonr game; and
any fag in the Sccond could bLeat you
at marbles,”

Coker stared.

“ Yes, stick to marbles,” said Greene,
taking his cuo from Potter. “Or hop-
gcoteh ! Try hopscotch I

Coker glared,

“I'm Eﬁning‘ to the games study now,"
continued FPotter. “F'm going to tell
every man in the pames study what
you've just proposed. That's to keep
you from frying on any potty tricks to-
marrow on your own,”

Coker gasped.

“¥on seem to have dreamed once,"
said Greene, “that you could play foot-
Lall, Coker, My advice to you is to
go to sleep and dream again.”

Coker gurgied.

*Is that plain enough, you howling
ass " asked Potter, ]

“Got it mow, you burbling chump?"
asked Greene.

“Coker found liis voice.

“So you're not backing me wup?
You're against me, too? Ay own
friends—the friends I've trusted—have
joined in the conspiracy against mel
That's how tho matter stands, is it?
Why, Tou rotters——"

*Qh, shut up " zaid Potter.

"Yes, shut up!)? said Greene.

_ Coker did shut vp. It was uousual—
indecd, unpreccdented—ior Horace
Coker to shut np. But he realised that
this wns & time for action, not for
words,  AMisunderstood and wronged
on all sides, cven his own fa.miﬁir
friends had raised the heel against him !
Coker was not the fellow to stand that!

Coker clenched o pair of hupe fists
and rushed at Potter and Greene.

He was not going to waste any more
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words on them, He was going fo give
them the thrashing they deserved fox
letting down & pal—a pal like Coker,
too! Uoker caome at them like a charg-
ing bull.

*Collar lum!" gasped Potter,

Tho npext fow minutes in the study
weore wild and whirling.

Thrashing Potter and Greene had
scemed, to Coker, the only thing to be
done, in the circumstances, ‘Lhey had
asked for ir, and Coker was the man to
give them what they had asked for,
‘The fact that they were two to one
made no ditferenge to Coker—till he
had actually embarked upon the enter-
prise,

Then it made a difference !

Coker was a heity man, a plucky
man, and a determined man. qut- he
really was not a match f[or two Fifth
Form men at ounce.

lie handed out some hard knocks. He
received precisely twice as many as he
handed out.

Three Fifth-I'ormers were mixed _1.?::
aud mingled in a wild combat. It
ended suddenly, with Coker on thae
floor, Greens standing on him, and
Potter banging his ht"ﬂﬁ on ihe carpet.

Bang! HBang! ]:'Sang:l

“ Yow-ow-yarcoooop !

Bang! Bang!

“Yurrrerrggh 1M

Potter and Greene walked out of the
study, leaving Coker for dead, as it
werg, They walked along to the games
study, and the yells of leughter that
proceeded from the games study told
that the Fifth were in possession of the
story, Coker did not follow them,
Coker was silting on his study Hoor,
rubbing his damaged head with both
hands and gasping spasmodically.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Qooogogh!”

Coker was not guick on the uptake,
Ideas were slow to  pepctrate into
Coker’s mighty brain. But even Coker
realised that he was not goinpg to get
any help in the Fifth in his asterly
schemo for executing rough justice on
tho captain of that Fovna,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Asked Forl
T ALLO, hallo, hallg!™
H Bob  Cherry's powerful
vouee boomed 1o at Btudy
No. 1, in tha Remova,

Prep was owver, and Eob Cherry,
Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jomszet Rom
Singh were on their way down toe tha
Rag. They stopped at Stoudy No, 1 to
gather up Wharton and Nugent,

“You men finished ' boonied Bob,

“Just,” said Harry Wharton, and he
shoved his books away @nd rose from
the study table. “Come on, Franly !

The Famous Five walked along to the
Hemove staircase in a cheery bunch,
On the lower landing they came on
Williatn George Bunter. unter was
going down, but he had stopped there
to shove something out of sight under
biz jacket, '

The c¢hums of the Remove glanced
at him and grinned..

Buater, appaveutly, had eomething
to conceal, which bhe was concealing
under his jacket. Bunter's jacket, like
all Bunter’s garments, fitted him very
t;_%htly. There was o much of Bunter
sideways, that his clothes were slways
packed Lo capaaity.

W. G. Bunter was not o bright
youth, perhaps, but he wos bright
enough to know that he had better not
be secen with a box of cigareites in his
possession. So he had aﬁpp&d‘ the box
under his jacket, But with the jacket
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open the box naturally slipped down.
Mow he was buttoning the jacket over
it to keep it safe; but that was wnot

CA5Y.

'ﬁm_ roomiest garment would have
nad little room to spare when Billy
Bunter wag inside it. With anything
extra there the buttons seemed disin-
clined to estublish contact with the
buttonholes, ‘fhere was a difficulty in
miaking both ends moeeot.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” ejaculated
Beob Cherry. “What have you got
there, Bunty " ' h

Bunter blinked round in alarm.

- Eh? Nothing, old chapl”

" You're hiding nothing under zour
yacket?” asked Irank Nugent, with a
chuckle, '

“¥es, exzetly! I mean—*"

“Whose tuck have you been bagging
now i asked Jolhnny Bull,

“Oh, really, Bull—*

. “Let's sce it, anyhow,” said Boh.

If it’s nothing, you mneedn't mind
showing it up, old fat man, Let us sce
nothing.™ )

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“The notlungfulness is pot terrific,”
chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur,

*I—1I eay, you fellows, you mind your
own bizney !” said Bunter, backing
across the landing towards the lower
stairs, “I'm jolly well not gning to
give them to you, I can tell you Y

“What's * them ' ehuckled Bab,
“0h, nothing! T've not got any
cizarettes here,” said Bunter hastily,

“Cigarettes!”  excluimed  Harry
Wharton., “You fat villain! Are you
taking up smeking in your old agset”

“0h, really, Whartop—2"

“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,”
said Bob Cherry. “ Bunter is wander-
ing from tho strait and narrow path
of virtue! Let's burmap him back inioe
the right track.”

“"Hear, hear!"

“I say, vou fellows, no larks ™ ex-
claimed fluutEr, backing farther awsy.
“I say, I'm not going to smoke these
fags! Nothing of the kind! I'm go-
ing to give them to Angel of the
Fourth, e smokes, you know.™

LThe Famous Five staréd blankly wt
William George DBunter.

“You hnwhng ass '™ exclaimed Harry
Wharton, “You've been smuggling
smokes into the school for that cad
.—‘Lng;lll Is thut it §"

“No, you ass!” gaszped Bunter, “1I
—I found them! I mean, I—I—
That is, I—I borrowed them., I mean
a fellow gave them to mne. Well, Angal
would lend me half-n-crown, if I gave
them to him—see? One good turn de-
zerves another, Yon mind your ovia

bizney. Besides, 1 haven't got any
cigarettes here.  It—it's a pocket of
toftes.” _

* Tut-tut-toffee ;¥ rurgled Baoh
Cherry.

“Yes, old chap, just toffee,” eaid
Bunter. "I suppose you can take a
fellow's word.” '

“0Oh ecrumbs1”

“Whoeo smokez have you been bae-
ging, you fat burglar?” demanded

ohuny Bull, "Somc smoky watter in
the Remove?” ] 3

“Nothing of the kind., 1 haven'
been near the punishment-room. And
I don't know anything about Skinner

ing there to smoke. Besides, serve
yim right., I'm really doing this to
keep Bkinner from ‘getting into o row.
He would be jolly well licked if the
beaks knew he smoked in punny. Not
that I’ve got any cigarettes in this box
under my jocket, you know,” added
Bunter, with great caution,

I Hpn, ha, ba !l
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“ Blessed if I gee apything to cackle
at! I say, you fellows, you get down
to the Ragl Wibley's doing some of
his impersonations, and it"s too good to
migs,"”

“"Wea'll jolly weli maksa an cnd of
those smokes first, you fat chump, be-
fore i EM.B:E}HM with them and
li S said .

“Look here, you beast, I kesp on
telling you it's & packet of butterscotch
=] mean ¢ late.*

“*Bag him 1"

“ Beast ! gosped DBunter. .

He bolted down the lower stairoase.
It was snid of old that more haste is
less speed. .
The fat Ow! of the Remove bolted,
not wisely, but too well. He
missed his footing end rolled.

“Yarooh!”™ roared Bunter as
he continued on hiz way down-
gtairs rather like a barre!l iolling
down.

Bump, bump, bump!

“Oh, my hat 1™

“I.I'ﬂ'l:i‘k !}H".'i !:F\.I

Crash | . ]

It was sheer ill-luck that Win-
gate of the Bixth was coming up
the stairs as Bunter went on his
barrel-like descent downwards,

They met!

“Oh, my  hat!” pasped the
Sixth Form man as he was sent
EPINNING.

“Great pip!” pgasped Bob
Cherry. “DBunter's Cone it now."

* ¥aroooh !

“You eclumsy ass!” rozred Win-

ate as he clutched at the

nisters, and barely saved him-
self from hurtling down. “You
_j"ﬂll_-"

if‘t_f’hm !I’

"1 think Bunter found the ci
gomewhers, Wingate,” nhawere
ton. I
them.”

“How do you know!" demmanded tho
Greyfriars captain.

“Cligarettes cost money,” explained
Wharton, “All Bunter's monay goes
on tuck.” )

Wingate stared at him for a moment,
and then grioned. He turned his at-
tention to Bunter again.

reatos
Waar-
m certain he noever boaght

“Buntor, where did you get these
cigarcties "
*1—I found them ! proaned Bunter.
“"Where i" rapped out the prefect.

#In—in punny!® greaned Bunter.

Bunter, liko the deep und dark
blua cccon in the —~oem, rolled on.
Heo bumped at the foot of the
staircase, sprawled there, and
roared. From under his jacket
shot & cardboard box, and all
round Bunter, tor the second time
that evening, cigarcttes showered.

“Dw, ow, ~w! Yow! Who~op!”

spluttered Bunter. "“Owl I'm
hurt! I'm injured! Fm killed!
Wow I+

Wingoate, with s yglare, de-
scended after  Bunter, Ha
abbed the fat Owl by the

?ee tulde:: and <Jragged 1m to his

“You young aweepl”

“Yarooh !™ : 5
*What ave you doing with those
cigarcttes ¥ roared Wingate.

“Oh ecrumbs! I—I'm not—"
?sped Bunter, “I-—-1 didn't—

mean, I—I wasn't—— It wasn't
me! Wow!”

* Pick them up!” hooted Wingate,

For the second time Bunter sccoped
up scattered cigarettes, and cramrwed
hera back into the box. The second
time, however, was to be the last time,
Evidently Bkinner's secret store of
smokes was destined now fo pass out
of the possession of the Owl of the
Eemorve,

“Now wyou'd better como to my
study,” =aid Wingate grimly, as he
took the box of smokes from Bunter.

“Wh-a-at fori" Buntar.

“Bix; for smoking,” said Wingate
briefly. ;

“I—I1 haven’t been smoking !" gasped
Bunter, *I—1 esay, you can azk these
fellows! I zay, you fellows, sou tell
\'I'illis:i:tn——“

"Do you fellows know anything about
this?"” asked Wingate, glancing up at
the grinning quintette on the staircase.

1 i B [.rl_-l.'fr i
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matches, or anything. ‘Thero wasn't
]::pgdn’?mil of bacey, or anything of that
ind.

Wingate stared at him and smiled.

“You young ass! I'll take your
word for it that you found these x:igar-
cites,” he said,  “You should have
handed them over to & prefect at once,
though.”

“8o—s0—s50 I havo!™ gasped Bunter,
“1—I was just looking for vou to—to
hand them over.”

“That will do, you young rascal!"

Wingate turned away, much te Bun-
ter's relief. Harry Wharton & Co.,
laughing, walked on to the Rag. Bunter
rolled after them.

“I say, vou fellowsg—""

i [

LT

Like a barrel rolling down a hill, Banter eontinued on his way down the sialrs.
Crash [ ** Yaroooh !”® There was a loud yell from Wingate as the Qul's
fat form caught him amidships and sent him spinning.
“In the punishment-rvom!” ox- “Run away and play, old fad =iy’

claimmed Wingate, in astonishment.

“Oh dear! Yes!”

. “What were you deing in the pun-
ishment-room?  You kpow iolly weall
that it's out of bounds, you young
rasoal !”

#I-1 wont there to—to—to—"

“To what?” snapped Wingete.

*To—to—to admire tho :ccnory!™
gasped Bunter. “Thers—there’s such
a—a=-a ripping view frum—f{rom the
window, you know.”

“Has somcbody been smoking in the
punishment-room ¥ demanded Win-
gate.

“Oh, no! I—I think not!" gasped
Buntcr. Bunter might bo every kind
of an ns3, but he was no rnoak. “I—I
never saw any cigaretie-ash there,
¥Yingate, on the hearth, or any burnt

You'vo done vour funny turn !*

“You owe me half-acrown!™ rwiss
Bunter.

“Wha-a-at "

“It was vour fault Wingatr Ewga::l
those smokes!” exelaimod  5ouger
iidignantly. *“Now they'ro el! I
$1IE%E:'513 you're not going fo bilk me!"

“Bilk you!" gasped Bob Cherry,

“Well, what do you eall it?"” he de.
manded. “Angel would have tipped ne
hali-s-crown for thoso smokes. Now
Wingate's got them! I  shouldn':
wonder if Skinner makes a fuss, too!
Might make out that somebod;’s

inched those smokes ! Tle's o suspicious

ast! Look here, vou owo me l!):alfvar

crown for those smokes! That'll be =
tanner each all round ! Shell out!™

Tag Macxer Lupriny.—No. 1,204,
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"Hsr” osteomed  fotheaded Bun-

r\—l—

“Y don't want any jaw!™ interrupted
Bunter. “I want what I've asked for,
and I want it now 1™

Bob Cherry chuckleds

“You want what you've asked fori™
he demaonded.

“Yes, rather!” said Bunter, with
emphasis. ]

“And vou want it nowi"

“I jolly well do!” _

“ Friends, Romans, and countrymen !

said Bob cheerily. “Let's give Bumter
wha-t-l ,!::a’s asked for, and give it to him
now |

& HE:H.].', hﬂﬂr !H ‘

Five pairs of hands collared William
George Bunter at the same moment.
Bunter roared.

“w! Leggo! Wharrer yvou up to i
he howled. " Wharrer you think you'ro
doing, you silly psseg®®

. E?iving ]i?u what you've asked for I
explained Bob. :

“Ha, ha, ha!"

ump !

[ 2 Dw .JI‘

Billy Bunter sat on the hard, unsym-
pathetic Aoor—hard! The Famous Five
walked on and left him there. And the
frantic howl that followed them from
William George Bunter indicated that,
although he had received what he had
asked for, Willinm George was still
dissatishied.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Coker's Latest |

1 EARD
H Skinner of the Remove
asked that question as Harry
Wharton & Co. came mnto tl:m
RE% Bkinner's face was w mn
smiles, .
Thera were a8 good many fellows in
tha Ragp—Remove and Fourth and
Shell. All were smiling.

Apparently some.jest was going the
rounds; & jest that relazed the general

visage 1nto & % ous eﬁrm'
“No. What?"” asked Harry Wharton,
* Coker—"
“Ha, ha, ha 1™
Just Coker's name was enough!

Coker of the Fifth was not a humoriet;
he was, indeed, a serious fellow, who
took himself very seriously indeed. But
there was no doubt that Coker of the
Fifth added mmidﬁra'hl%tn tho gaiety of
existence at Greyfriars School. Fellows
could” hardly hear his bpame without
smiling. Perhaps it reminded them of
the way Coker played football,

“YWhat's the jolly old latest " asked
Dob Cherrxy.

Skinner chortled.

“The Fifth have been wvelling over it
in the games study,” he said. It was
too good to keep, of course. Coker—
ha, ha, ha—" &8kinner broke off in &
howl of laughtor.

“But what—""

“¥ou heard him slanging Blundell
this afternoon,” said Skmner, almest
weeping., “Well, it turns out, that that
was beeanse Blundell wouldn't play him
it the Form match to-morrow sgalast
the Sixth—*

“Dear old Coker!” gurgled Bob
Cherry. _“He thinks he c¢an play
Soccer ! He really thinks so! Goodness
knows what put it inte his head! But
he does!”

“And he asked Potter and Greene Bull

LR

——

(4] H‘B
ha!
back

Skinner chortled agsin.
asked Potter and Greene—ha, ha,
~—to back him up—oh dear!—to
bhim up in bagging Blundell-——"
“Bagging ETlgllmﬂuzluzll‘i”’ yelled Bob

arry.
Tae Masxer Lisrary.—No. 1,204,

saw him," esaid Skinner,
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“Yes, just before the Form metch to-
morrow, and—and—ha, has, hal—and
locking him up in punn o

“Wha-a-at?" stuttered Wharton.

“To punish him for leaving out tha
best footballer in the Fifth,” sobbed
Skinner, “and to give Bland a chance
to play Coker "

“Ha, ha, ha " 3

“It's the richest in cream, ain't it?"
chortled Temple .of the Fourth.
“Coker seems to have thought they'd
back him wp! Their own {octhall
akipﬁ&r, ﬁ'ou konow——-"

“Ha, ha, hal” ]

4 Thﬁ;‘w told all the Fiith,
course ! chuckled the Bounder. “Cok
doesn’t seem to have expected that!*
.F'" Ha, ha, ha!' yellrd the Famous

1VE.

“I guess that guy Coker is the world’s
prize boob !” chuckled: Fisher T. - Fish.
“This is the elephant’s hind leg! It
gurely iz the grasshopper’s whiskers!”

“The Fifth have been =zimply killin
themselves I gasped Skinner, *If
Blundell's missing to-morrow, they'll
know where to logk for him.”

“Ha, ha, hol”

“It's the jolly old limit!" chortled
the Bounder.

“It's the lizard's side-whiskers!"
declared Fisher T. Fish, "“I'll tell the
world, it's the bluebottle’s eyebrows 1"

“Coker rowed with Potter and
(Greens hecause they wouldn't stand for
it gurgled Peter Todd. ‘"They've
been scrapping in their study.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

* Blundefl was wipin’ his eyes when I
“The Fifth
have been nearly weepin' over it. Dut
some of them sre talking about lynch:
ing Coker.” : \
‘Bunging him mto punny, ou
know |" gasped Squiff. ™ Locki 1

! Coker doesn’t know he would bhe
torn into small pieces if he got away
with a stunt like that|”

F_“Ha_. ha, ha!” shricked the Famous
1vea.

The whole Rag was yelling, Coker
of the Fifth had often caused hilarity;
but this time he had, so to speak, o
the whole giddy unicorn. Coker’s
“latest  was a genuine shriek.

His zimple innocence in uuplpoaipﬂ:
that Potter and Greene would help him
in such & remarkable stunt, that they
would even keep it dark, would have
been astonishing—in ony fellow but
Coker! Even in Horace Coker it was
a little surprising. Coker was well
known to be amr?;_imnginnhlu kind of
an ass; but in this, his latest, Coker
had really surpassed himself

Potter and Greens had seb the games
study in o rosr with the story. The
jest had been, of course, too pood to
keep! All Greyiriars had heard it, or
was hearing it, now.

“Dear old Coker!” gasped Whartion.
“Ho doesn't know that he ean’t play
footer! Ho thinks he’s playing SBoecer
when he barges about like a mad
elephant 1™

"H“J h&ﬁ' hﬂ.]“

“With Blundell locked up in punny,
Bland would skipper the Fifth Form
teamn—and have a chance of playing
Coker!” gurgled Bob., "I can see
Bland jumping at that chance—I don't
think !’

“I can see the other men jumging at
Bland, if he did!"™ chortled Johnny

of
2T

Wil.

“Ha, ho, ha ™
“1 say, Emu fellows !* Billy Bunfer
put & fat face and a pair of gleaming

spectacles in at the door of the Rep.
“T gay Coker—he, he, he !'—Coker

==

General attontion was turned on

Buntey. If thers waas fresh news of
Coker evervbody wanted to hesr it
Coker, at the moment, filled the publia
eye; he was right in the spotlight,

“ Halla, hsallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. *“What's the latesti™

“He, he, ho!
Bunter, *Coker’
in hias study!
it )]

“Come on!” shouted Bob.

There was a rush to the door. If the
Fifth Form meén were dealing with
Coker every fellow wanted & front seat
to sec the entertainment. A swarm of
juniors invaded the Fifth Form
pessage.

Coker's wonderful wheeze had been
taken nas & jest—a sereaming joke.
Still, it had its serious side. A z-cfmma
to bag a footbeller and keep him away
irom .o match in which he waz bocked
to play was undoubtedly a

Cokor——--=" .ﬁ?'pﬁd
8 ing it ay'Tv,
e's going through

L Serious
matter—though it was difficult to take

Coker spriduslfr.
Certainly, the scheme was not likely
to _be a suecess. Uoker would never

have been likely to “get by ™ with it,
as Fisher T. Fish expressed it, Still, i
was not & matter that the Fifth Form
footballers could pass over without
comment. No doubt Blundell & Co. felt
that it was up to them to sttempt to
induce Coker to see the matter in a
proper light. And, to judge by the
scunds that echoed a}nng tim Fifth Form
passage, _ were making that
attempt on drastic lines.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
What Coker Did Not Expect!
ORACE COEER remained alona
H in his study after Potter and
Greene had left him,
He was not in a mood to
seck company,

_Ha was, in fact, busy for some little
time in um:mdmgh to the dema ha
had received in the wild and wﬁgling
combat with Potter and Greene.

After that Coker throw himself into
his armchair, with a gloomy and
thoughtful brow,

Potter aud Greene had turned him
down! Not only had they turped him
down, but they had given him away.
Coker could hear the yells of laughter
from the direction of the games study,
and he guessed what they meant, Not
that thers was, in Coker's opinion, any-
thing to laugh at. The comic side of
the affair way quite lost on Coker,
Seill, he knew that the Fifth were
laughing over what Potter nnd Greene
had told them.

Cokier's reflections were rather bitter,
~ He had put a great deal of thought
into thit masterly stratagem. He could
not help feeling that 1t was such -a
stunt as no other fellow would ever
have thought of. On that Enint no
doubt Coker wes right. Coker's power-
ful inteltlect was the only one at Gray-
friars capable of evelving such a scheme,

His friends had failed him at the
pingh., Coker was adécustomed to beiog
monarch of all he surveyed in his study,
Potter and Greene generally gave him
his head, partly for the soke of a quiet
life, partiy beeause they shared the
crumbs that fell from the rich man's
tablo, and partly, no doubt, because they
really rather liked old Coker, in spite of
his weird manners and customs. Coker
was quite unconscious of the fact that
he had stepped over the limit, and hs
folt bitterly that in an emergency like
this his own familiar frienda had turned
on him,, :

But Coker was a sticker.

(Continued on page 12.)



OUR FOOTER FANS® FEATURE.

ROM
of t
?ﬁmr nqlt il-:::ﬂ;r !uhaem things, but make notes about
1em. urther evi is i -

{ikia et ve evidence of this in my post-bag

Armong my reatders is ovidently one who divides his time,

qute importially, between Soccer and Bugger, He goes to

watch both games when he has a chance, and has also played
both games. Fe says he has recently been to a biz Bugger
matelh, and also to a big Svccor Cup-tie,

“ At the Rugger wmaich,”” he wwrifes, ** the
plagers all had mumbers on their backs, 20 that
I tweas able to identify them swoith the aid of the
programme. The Soeccer plagers id nof carry
eony such numbers on the backs of their shirts,
o Hy, as I did not knowr the playeys
of efther team, I wouas often of n loss o iy
the player soho had done something good.”

Thia reader naturally wants to know why the players of the
one game have numbers on their backs, while the players of
the other pame do not. i

Lot me say at once that ¥ am in very real svmpathy with
my render friend, and he has stumbled on a point connected
with Soccer which I have never been able to tnderatand—the
perswstent refusal of the clubs to oagree, in general, to the
oumbering of their players so as to render them identifiable
tni :tllnt Fntr:htr in the crowd who does not happea to be familier
w 1em. :

nst experience I know woll enough that readers
Maoxer do not go about with their eyes shut,

towards the numbering of all players in s Soccer
match. Indeed, two of the leading London clubs
~—Chelsen and Arsenal—went so far as to turn their
layers out in a matech with the numbers and all complete,
o the amazement of most people—and certainly to my amaze.
ment—the Football uo ement Committes atepped
i and told these clubs } they must immediately stop the
numbering of players, I repest that I hinve mever been able
to understand why.
Of course, I have heard a certain mumber of stack arguments
nzainat the suggestion. I have been told—as if I dido't Low
it weli—that football is & team game 1

that the success of the ndividual dossn’t muotier,
and that it is the ceelfore of the fean: as a chole
which showdd be the only consideratiim.

Of courss it is. You can't have a succes sful football side
unless every member of it is playing for e side, ss distinet
from playing for himsolf. -

I submit, however, that ti'2 iz no% an effcctive replv to
the arg-ment that footbaflers should be numbersd. The
watchers of the e, intercstod in the result, are also interested
in the personalities of tho playera. If it were not so, surel
it would be sufficient to say that Blackburn Rovers wm:.li
have eleven men on the feld for their next matcl, without
gllwmg the public any indication of the names of the eleven
players.

T“’ﬂ or thres years ago there was a scrions movement

cau identify tha players, if he will take the troubls to

do so, b-f: watching them in relation to their position on the

field. Thia ent is a)l right so for as it goes. But
let na auﬁgaw that during a match a player of a side is injured,
&0 that has to go the field. Immediately there in, of
necessity, a sh of the players—a forward may go to hali-
back, snd a0 on, distsly this happens—and it Lappens
quite frequently, the programme becomes of no vee at all for
* identification "’ purposes.

1 think the players of a Soccer side ought fo be
mtimbered ; that such mumbering wonld add fo

IT can nlso be argued that the woatcher with a programme

transiers in the middle of March,

""Oid Ral ™ rnll;; is a greal
n

authority on Soocer. I yvou'rs doubt over
any Eruhhrﬂ relating to the great wintsr gamas,
- aur " Wise Man of the Whistle '" will help you out.

the interest faken in the players, and weould nof
have the slightest effect for ill on the play iisel].

Iterns of interest to the watchers of a game do not necessarily
L from the quality of tho football. In & football match, for
instance, it doesn't matter a little bit who scorea the goals,
but the onlookers are always interested in the goal scorer.
“ Whe got that onet " is a froquent question. There is at least
cne first-class footbsll club which settlea the question for those
who attend the gronad. The Amenal have a big board, and
when a gosl is acored the scorver's number is put up on the board
for all to sse—ihe number, that is, corresponding with his
number on the official programme. Would anybody scriously
snggest that such an announcement is noticod the playera
atall, or that it makes them selfish ¥ The idea is abaurd. 1am
all for the numbering of footballers, whether in the Soccer
game or tho Rugger game.

HE football season ia getting on, The majority of the

l big elubs have played threo-quarters of their matches,

and the end ia beginning to appear on the horizon. Is

it & fact, askes one reader, that the big football clubs are

not allowed to aipn on new men aftor the Bixtecntl of March *

This ia one of thoee questiona to which pﬂrhn?a the answer
nearest the correct ono would be; * Yes and ne."”

_ It ia not literally true to say that & big football club esnnot

a'gn on & new player—saecure his transfor, that is—after the

Bixteenth of March in each season. What i literally true is

that wo cinb signing o player after that dale can
play him fn any Leagwe match teithout the consent

of the officials of the League Mmnagement
Commitice.

In ice the League Management Committes do not stol
What they do say is that
any player gigned on after that date shall not play for his new
elub i by playing he may affect such problems as championshiy
winning or relegation.

If Manchester United, in danger of relegation to the Becond
Division, were to sign on 8 new a‘flnyar ter the Bixteenth of
March, he would not be allowed to play for them. And if
another club, with a perfecily safe position in ths League, signsd
on & player after the Sixteenth of March, he would not be
allowed to play for them against Manchester United, to give an
vxample, You see, if he played againat Manchester United,
lis might j igs their chances of enving themselves from
goi:g down to the Second Division.

rile is carried out. 1 recall, for instance, that four

YO&TE 80 Smﬂl:fon County had two points deducted

beca.se they played, without permission, a playor
who was not s.gned on bofore the Sixteenth of March,

It was the (helsea club whe were responsiblo for the rule
being put on the books, Quite a long time ago they signed on
about halfl a tear1 very near the end of the season in the hope
that by so doing they would save themselves from going into
the Second Divisio .

It iz obwiows Ty vmfair that a club whick happens
to have a lof o, money shonuld, by buying plagers
late in the seasm, save ilaelf at the expense of a
feas favoured side.

It is my sincere wish that one of these days thers will be
in League football & rule similar to that whicli operates in the
English Cup competition : That no player can play for mors
than one club in one geason.

“ OLD REF."

Tuaeg Magxer Linragy.—Neo 1.204.
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THE, CHAMPION CHUMP!

{Coniinued from pape 10.)

Nalure had not, perhaps, been kind.

to Coker in the matter of brains, but
i compensation she had endowed him
with plenty of bulldog determination.
The fellows whe were chuckling and
chortling over Coker’s latest would have
been surprised fo learn that Coker was
still sticking to his great wheeze. Dut
he was!

He did not even think of giving it
up. Oppoesition only cenfirmed Coker in
a_resolution. [Eis friends had failed
him, s0 he was going to manage with-
ont them, semehow. The only question
was: How? Blundell, ne doubt, would
be on his gward after this, which made
matters rather awkward and presented
difliculties. But difficulties were only
made to beé overcome. Coker was the
mian {o overcomse them,

With hiz powerful brain concentrated
on these cogitations, Coker did not heed
a sound of voices and lootsteps in the
Filtk Form passage outside. But he
sat up and took notice, g0 to spesk,
when hiz st door was hurled open
and half & dozen Fifth Form men
tramped in, led by Blundell, the captain
of the Fifth.

Coker stared at them.

Blundell & Co, appeared to be making
an effort to keep sorious, as became
fellows dealing with & serious matter.
m_spite of this, however, they were
ETINDINE.

“What the thump do you wanti”
tnapped Coker. “I don't remember
nsking you into this study, Blundel] ”

He stared again, noting that the
captain of the Fifth had a fives bat in
hiz bhand. Coker wondered what on

earth Blundell was carrying a fives bat
about for, He was zoon to learn.

“You benighted ass1" was Blundell's
greeting.

“Chuek it!"” said Coker.

“Ho you're going to bag me before
the Form match to-morrow,” said
Blundell, - “and bung me into punny,
and lock me inf”

Coker eyed him calmly.

“What about it?* he asked.

“Wha-a-a-t about it?” stuttered
Blundell. )
“¥es, YWhat about itt"

F_"i'l‘ii:h, my hat!” gaid Hilton of the
ith.

“Ain't he priceless?" chuckled Fitz-
gerald,

“Look here—" hooted Blundell,

Coker waved an impatient hand to
the daor.

“Get out !
ke said.

. You—you—you don't care to discuss
it 1" gurgled Blundell,

" No. Uet out |V

The Fifth Form men locked at Coker
and looked at one another. They did
vot get out, Blundell took & harder
gri{p_fun the handle of the fives bat.

“¥ou think you can arrange ic bag
a footballer and keep him out of a
game and muck uﬁ a Soccer match and
nothing said?" asked Blundell, i

Coker loughed—one of those zardonio
laughs. He seemed contemptuously
ammused.

“You call yourself a [ootballer?™ he
asked.

“Wha-at "

“0Of course, a fellow can ecall himself
anything he likes,” said Coker
%&namuslm “Call yourself a footballer.

don't mind. You can call yourself the
Emperor Ja}mn if you like 1™

George Blundell breathed hard. He
had come there to E}:}:\l&iu matters to
Coker, with a littla help from the fives

Toe Maicner Lisrary.—No, 1,204,

I don't cars to dizcuss it [”

bat, but he had come in quite. & good
temper., Now his temper seemed to be
less goad. Blundell, captain of Ins
Yorm, member af the I'irst Eleven and
o tremendous blood, was not the fellow
;;]q be talked to as Coker was tolking to

im.

“You burbli chump—"
Blundel], e =

“As for mucking up & Soccer match,”
went on Coker, ruthlessly interrupting
him, *“that's rot, and you know itl
The match will be mucked up, anyhow
with a chump like you skippering, end
8 lot of fumbling tUuds barging about.
You fellows may take it seriously if
you like. ¥You can’t expect a footballer
like me-to take it sericusly.” .

“Ye pods!” murmured Bland of the
Fifth, _

“The Sixth will walk all over
resumed Coker, “as usuall You
to leave out the only really
in the Form, and the other duffers
choose to let you do it. Well, what
difference will it make to the match
whether you play or not? Some other
silly ass could take gpur .place and
nobody would zee any difference. Isn't
cne howling ass as good as another?™

began

ou, L]
DOEG

Bome of the Fifth Form men
chuckled, and Blundell's face grew
crimson. His good temper was guite

one now, and his grip on the fives
at almost convulsive. _
_ “Bo—so—so_that's bow you look at
i gasped Blundell.
“That'a how,” agreed Coker. *I
shouldn't have dreamed of shifting a
mpn out of the game if it would make
any difference to the.result. In your
caso it wouldn't. It would be a lesson
to vou, You're too sidey, Blundell.”

*1I—I—1 i

_“Much too sidey,” said Coker. *It'a
time, I think, that you were told
Fl—amly that you're not the big noise you
ancy you arelV

“Oh!1" gasped Blundell,

“It would be o lesson to you, and a
warning,” ¢uﬁlmned Coker. *You've
asked tor it—begged for it, in fact. As
for the match, that's & muck-up, any-
how, with me left out. If you'd been
missing, sowe other silly 1diot could
fumble and foozle about instead of you.
Bland might have had sense enough o
play me, In that case it would mesn
o win,

“Hu, ha, ha [ roared the Fifth Form
en.

“You can chortle ! rozred Coker.
““As it happens, I know what I'm
talking about, and all that you fcllows
know about Hoccer could be put into a
thimble. Anyhow, I'm fed-up with you,
and I've no time to waste. Get outl”

Elundell breathed hard and deep.

“You don’t see anything rotten in this
echeme of yours, Coker?’ he asked.

“Don't be ao assl”

“You don’t see anything mean or
gneaky or tricky "

“Pon’t be a fool [

“You don’t expect to be it}ﬂf well
licked for it?"” roared Blundell, his
temper quite bad now,

“1'd htke to sea any man in the Fifth
lick me1” said Coker truculently.

“That's lucky, for you're just going to
see it,’”’ said Bfundefl. “You're going
to have six from this bat, Coker, as a
warning not to play the goet. If you'd
really tried on that potty stunt we'd
have lynched you. As it is, you geb six
g3 a warning. Collar him |”

Coker lecaped to his feet.

Ho had pot, apparently, expected thia
But with Coker it was often the un-
expeocted that happened,

“Why, yvou cheeky rotters!” hooted
Coker. “Hands off] Why, my bhat, 1
—I—1'll— Yaroocoop!™

good man .

THE MAGNET

Coker kit out right and left as he
was collared. Hilton of the Fifth cap-
tured Coker's right with his eys; Fite.
ﬁerafd got Coker's left on hia nose.

oth of them uttered wild war-whoopa,
But Coker had no time for more,
Collared on all sides, Horace Coker wasg
swept off his feet and slammed on the
study table, face down.

“Held him steady ! said Blundell.

It was not easy for even half a dozen
Fifth Form men to hold Coker steady.
Coker roared and struggled and
wriggled.

But they held him, Three fellows
holding his legs, three more holding lis
arms, pinned Coker across the toble.

Thus placed ir_a favourable positicn
for punishment, Cokeor- was given las
due. Blundell wielded the fives bat
with scicntific precisicn.

F‘%?lck, whacle, 'Ii:"l*lmkl
GOO0DCOO0D

The cclebrated Bull of Bashan had
nothing on Coker, so to speak, at thab
moment. The trumpeting of o wild
elephant would have sounded like =
Et;ntlﬂ murmur in comparison with

ker's terrific roar.

“They're going it1” came a yell from
the passage.

“(zive a fellow room I

“Deon't shove I

“1 say, you fellows, let = fellow

RRR—

“Ha, ha, hal”

Outside Coker's study the passege was
swarming. Fifth Form men were there,
and they were joined by juntors of the
Shell, the Fourth, the Remove., .Even
some fags of the Third and the Becond
struggled for places.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Yo ! I'll emash you
Il lick the lot of you! Il
vou all round! Yaroooh "

“Ha, ha, hal”

”Wa.lla% the lot of them, Coker!”
shouted Bob Cherry. “Go it, old

bean I
sounds cross!® chortled

“ Coker
Skinner.

“The erossfulness 1a terrife.”

“"Ha, ha, hal"

"“Hére, you clear off, you faga!” said
the captain of the Fifth, glapcing round
at the crammed doorway., “This isn™

a circus ™

“Isn't it?" chuckled Bob Cherry.
“My dear man, it's better than a
circus.  Don’t mind ve—get on with 1t.”

“THl smash voul® roared Coker.
"Leg%‘ol Leggo, I 3ay | You hear
me telling you to leggo?™

Whack, whack whack!

“¥Yaroooh! Oh erikey! Leave off "
velled Coker, wriggling spasmodically.
“Oh, my hat! Oh crumbs! Oh, jump-
ing Mozes! Ow ™

‘Ha, ha, hat®

Whack, whack, whack

“Yaoooocoooooop |1

“That's a dozen 1* said Blundell, stop-
ping at last. “¥ou ought to have eome
more, Coker; but we're letting you off
with that. Chuck him into a corner and
come on, you men,’

“Ha, ha, hal"

Coker, in a frantie and breathless
state, was socordingly chucked into a
corner of his study, whera he collapsed
in & spluttering heap. The Filth Form
men followed Blundall from the study,
puﬁhiuﬁ through the slmost hysterical
mob there. Grinning fazces looked in
on Coker as ho sprawled and gasped
and spluttered.

Coker staggered to his feet at last
He picked t%'ne poker out of the fender
and came towards the door. .

The crowd melted away—rapidly.
They rosred with laughter as they
went. Coker slammed the door,

Blundell |
pulverics
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asped Colker.
Wow I

HQOh 1™ “0Oh, my hat!
Okl Ow .

He wriggled. Blundell had laid on
tho fives bat with & heavy hand. Coker
wos still wriggling when he went to the

' Fifth Form dormitory that-- night.
Bmiling -faces surrounded Coker in that
dormitory; but Coker did not smile.
Coker's expression was like that of the
ancient king who never smiled againl

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Poor Old Cokerl
ARRY WHARTON & Co.

. smiled, tho following morning,

when they came across Coker
of the Fifth in the quad.

Coker was not E
locking kis bright o i
gnd bonny self. " M

Hiz brow was seb
amd gloomy.

With lns  hands
decp in his pockets
and o moudy frown
on his rugged brow,

Coker tramped undor
tho elms on his lonely
own.

He glanced at the
cheery chums of the
emove, frowned
more dorkly, and
tramped on. -

Polter and CGreens
camo along the path
towards (,gnkcr, and
they exchan A
rather uneomfortable

lance and slowed

o,

Coleer gave them a
steely look, but no

other sign of recog-
nition.

Coker, evident
bad his back up. v

His friends had
turned bim down;
and Coker was not
the man to bo turued
W again, as it were.

e wns done with
these two faithless fricuds; and his grim
look made that clear.

Potter coughed, Greene hummed and
hemmed. Potter and Greene reelly did
not want to quarrel with old Coker.
They rather liked him, in a way.
Anyhow, they had to share their atudy
with him. Neither wers they wholly
indifferent to the magnificent hampers
that, from time to time, arrived from
Coker's Aunt Judy.

0Of course, they 'I;m:'l not heen able to
back him up in his remarkable scheme
for dealing with his Form captain, DBut
they had refrained from taking a hand
in tho batting, They would willingl
have let the whole matter drop—ha
Coker been willing. Coker did not look
willing, however,

“Coker, old man—" murmured
Potter.

Horace Coker stopped and locked
George Potter full in the face,

. :‘;‘ﬂtd you speak to me?” he asked
icily.

“¥Yes, old cha "

“Well, dont !

“You see, Coker, old man—"" urged
Crecne.

“1 don't!” contradicted Coker.

“You sce—"

“I'd rather you didn't speak to me,
Gresna i

“Dut you see—"*

£ up IJ_: .

“There's a jolly old rift in the lute "
murmured Bob éhiarry* with a grin,

“The esteemed riftfulness is terrvifio 1"
chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur. “The

Coker was planed across the fable In a favourable
was wielding the fives bat with Eﬂmﬁm Whack, whack, whack I * Whooooop [ ™

worthy and ridiculous Coker has hia
back terrifically up !

“You spe, Cokor—"
Creene desperately.

Coker ralsed a commanding hand.

“Bhut up! I'm done with vou! I
relied on you to back me up! You
refused —"

“You sce, old bean—"

“Not only that,” said Coker warmly,
“but you gave away my game! Cavo
me away to Blundell and his crew |®

“¥You—wyou see,” pasped Potter, “we
—we had to! We roally couldn’t lot
vou run on, Cokor! Weo had to warn
Blundell | You sce that?”

“¥ou jolly well know what an idiot
vou are,” said (reene argumoentatively.
“If we hadn't given Blundell the tip,
you're quite ass enough to have tricd
on some potty stunt—=

“I've been batted ™ said Coker.

“The whole Form are down on mc!

persisted

I've Iaugimd ak ™
“Well, that’s nothing new—-"
“What "

“I=—1 mean—" stammered Groone,
~ “Laughed at!” said Coker, doeeply
meensed, ¥ Made a fool of ! Fellows
treat the whole thing as if it were a
gereaming joke 1™

“Well, 1sn't it?” ssked Potter.

“Nol” roared Coker. “It fsn't(™
. *Of course, it wouldn’t have been a
joke, if you'd really tried it on ™ said
Potter. ~ “Youw'd lhave boen Iynched!
But——"

“I've done a lot for you fellows”
said Coker, more in sorrow than in
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for punishment. Next moment Blundeli

anger. “I've given you a lot of ti
about footer. I've never hesitated It}-;
tell you what silly fatheads you were.
I've o youy friend through thick and
thin. I've helped you with advice,
without ¥ou cven asking me. I've shut
you up lots of times when you've Lieen
talking rot. Then you turn me down
—give me away—throw me over! It
remindd a man of what Spokeshave says
=-I mean Shakespeare. ¢ How sharper
ihan a thankless.child it = to have a
serpent’s tooth 1™

y ghtcrrﬂmhj 2] ]

“But I'm dong with vou now,” szid
Coker. "Don't speak to me any more!
Not a word! Another word from either
of you, and I'll knock your silly heads
l‘ﬂﬁ@thﬂ:‘! Mind, I mean that!™

But Coker, old man—~"

“You see, Coker—"

Potter and Grecne spoke together,
heedless of the warning. Coker’s eyes
glinted.. Coker was s man of his word.

“That does it!” ho smapped,

And suddenly reaching at Polter and
Geoene, Coker grasped them, to knock
their heads together,

Crack!

There was a simultancous how! from
Potter and Greene, as their heads mer.
The next moment there was a howl from
Coker,

Potter and Grecne had been tryin
to make it up. But they forgot aﬁ
about making it up mpow.

(Continued on prge 16.)
Tas Misxer Lisnary.—Neo. 1,204
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{Continued from page 13.)

fairly hurled themselves . at

Coker had said that he would knock
their heads together, and he had done
it. Whether Coker expected them to
take it quictly, cannot be =said. Perhaps
he did not expeet anything at all. There
was, in point of fact, only room in
{Coker’s I'I.'iiﬁ]‘ify brata for one iden at a
time, Anyhow, whatever Coker ex-
peeted or did not expeet, he ecertainly
did not -seem to expect what happened
next. In the grasp of the enraged
Tifth-Formorsz, Cloker’s head was banged
on the trink of an olm-trce—onece,
twice, thrical '

Bang, bang, bang!

" Yow-ow-ow I

Then Potter and Greens strewed
Coker on the earth, and walked away,
with frowning {aces, rubbing their

heada.
Horace Coker lay where t-quﬁ_1 had
sirewn him, and spluttered. aVry

Wharton & Co. chuekled.
“ Poar old Cokev,” sighed Bob Cherry,
“always asking for it, and always get-

ting what bhe's asked for!  Shall we
pick him up?® :

“The pickfulness-wp is the proper
P r":l?

‘Let'sa ¥ prinned Nugent.

And the Famous Five kindly took
hold of Coker, and helped him to his
feot. Cokor gasped for breath end
rubbed his head.

“The cheeky rotters!” he gasped.
“What are you grinning at, you checky
faps?  Don't grin at e, unless you
want a licking all round.”

This was apparently Coker's way of
rendering thanks for Kind assistance.

“You silly asc! zaid Johony Bull

“I've told yon pot to be checky,
Bull.”

* IFathead 1™

The next moment Johuny gave a roar,
as a finger end thumb fastened on his
ear. Coler puiled.

*Ow! Wowt” reared Johnny Bull.
“Why, vou s=illy chump—you—youn—
vou—— Back up, you ment™

Again Coker did not scem to expect
what naturally and inevitably followed.
He seemed quite surprised when the
Famous Five collared him, and bumped
him down on the earth, hard. They
had helped him up; and now they
helped him down again. And Coker’s
last state was worse than his firsb,

Stayving only to give Coker's head a
firal bang on the ground, the Famous
Tive walked away.

Coker sat up dizrily.

“0Oh, my hat! Why,
Oh erumbs 1

“He, he, he 1

Coker glared round. That fat and
uninusical cachinnation came from Billy
Bunter. Bunter was blinking at Colker
oi the Iifth, through his big epectecles,
ajpperently greatiy entertained.

HE Migxer Lizmany.~No. 1,204,

I'il=T'll—

“¥You wait a tick!” gasped Coker,
struggling to his feat.

Billy Dunter did not wait a fraction
of o tick, ¥e spun round and started
for the Housc. Coker’s cxpression was
enough for Bunter. Hor did not wait
to see what Coker was going to do when

got up.

"Btap " roared Coker.

“0Oh lor’ " gasped Bunter.

He fairly few a$ he heard Coker's
heavy 'footsteps Lehind him. Bunter's
movements were not, as & rule, swift.
But there were times when he could
put on speed.  This was one of the
times. Bunter vanished into the Fouse
at a speed that was really vemarkable.
After him rushed Coker.

Craszsh!

“Now I've got you!” gasped Coker,
as he erashed into aﬁmchﬂ%ly just within
the doorway. “Now I've—-— Oh! Ah!
Qocoh! Great pip! I—I didn't see you,
gir! Oh orikey !

“Bless my soul! I—I—— Bless my
soull I presume that you did not seoe
me, Coker!” gasped tho Head of Groy-
friars, as he stagpored. * I—I certainly
suppose that you did not sce me. Bub
what do you mean, Coker, by rushing—
by plunging—yes, phmging, recklessly
into the House, in this disorderly and
aobstreperous manner, sic? 1 repeat,
Coker, what do you mean by 17"

Coker gasped.

ﬂI__I_ R

Dr. Locke gasped, too.
vory mild and benevolent gentleman,
the Flead of Greyfriars was locking at
Coker now as if he could have bitten

Generally @

im,

“Coker! You stupid, ill-manncred,
ohstreperons, unthinking—"

“ YouJ—1—" stuttercd Coker.

“You will take five hundred lines,
Cokor I gasped the IHead. * Bless m
coul! I am quito breathless! 1 shall
speak to Mr. Prout! Take five hundred
Iines! Bless my soul! I have a great
raind to cane you, Coker! A very great
mind indeed! Bless my soul! Gol”

Coker limped away.

“Ho, he, ha!” came from somewhere;
but this time Cokér did not heed it
He limped away, and Billy Bunter was
left to cachinnnte.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Strategists !

EINNER of the Bemove glanced
round as his study door opened,
and starcd at the sight of Coker
of the Fifth. Skipner was not ex-
pocting & visitor in his study; end least
of all was he expecting Coker. What
on earth Coker could want there, was a
mystery to Skinner, and he just stared.

Aftor dinncr that day, which was a
half-holidey, the Greyfriars (fcllows
were following their various avocations.
Blundell and %.ia merry men wero think-
ing of football. Wingate and the Bisth
Form men had the,same subject in
mind, being booked to play the Fifth,
Harry Wharton & Co. wers also think-
ing of the great winter game, as they
were playing Hobson's Shell team on
Little Side, whilo tho scnior match was
on Big Side.

Other fellows Lad other matters to
think of. Fisher T. Fish was deep in
abstruse Dusincss ecaleulations,  Billy
Bunter was sceking up and down the
House [or some good Samavilan to cash,
in advonce, a postal order that he was
expecting shovtly.  Bkinner, for his
part, was thinking of loafing along to
punny to smoke s surreptitions cigar-
ette or two; not being aware that his
secret supply of smokes, kept in that zafe

‘by the Owl of the . Remov
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and secluded quarter, had been lifted
! and had
passed into the hands of suthority.

Coker of the Fifth- amazing to re-
late—was etill thinking of the wonder-
ful wheeze which had caused so much
galety in Greyfriars the previous even-
ing., Even follows whoe knew Coker well,
and thought they know cxactly what an
ass ho was, never suspected that he was
sticking to that scheme. Tut they did
not guite know Coker. Coker was a
sticker, and he was sticking.

Coker, indced, considered that it waos
up to Lhim now,

Blundeil, in the innocence of his
heart, had supposed that a batting with
a fives bat would Lnock seme of the
nonsense out of Coker. ¥e had sup-
posed that it would be & warning to
himi. Instecad of which, that batting
had been, as it were, the last straw.
Coker was going to “show 'em!”

Iized and immutable, like the laws
of the Medes and the Porsians, was
that great stunt in Coker's powerlul
m11|1d. Tho only doubtful point was
“how."

Obviously, strategy was required.
Coker u*r:ai(ised that. But for the faith-
lessness of Potter and Greene, the thing
would have been simple. George
Blundell, enticed into the passage that
led to the punishment-room, would have
been collared, and bundled neck and
crop into punny, locked in. and lcft.
Simple as A B (C—if only Potter and
Creene had been good men and true!

But it was not so simple now. Blun-
dell, aware of the scheme, wes not likely
to let Coker entice him anywhere near
punny. Even if he did, Coker on his
own could not bundle him in neck and
crop. It was cectain that DBlundell
would have raised objections of the most
strenuous nature, :

Strategy was indicated. Fortunately,
Coker was the man for it. Hence his
present visit to Skinner's study—though
Harold S8kinnet did not understand, as
vot, that ho was cast for a part in
Coker's strategic schemes.

Coker came in and closed the door,
Skinner stacing at him blankly. Then
he sat on the study table and looked at
Skinner. 2

“Make yourseli et home,” said
Skinoer sarcastically. “This happens to
bo my study; but don’t mind me."”

“1 fancy you'll do!" said Coker, look-
ing at Bkinner with an appraising air,
and apparently following his own line

of thought. “From what I'vo heard,
you're a seedy sort of sweep. You'd do
e good deal for & quid.”

Skinner stared harder.. Coker's words
were not complimentary; but if Coker
had come there to exude quids, Bkinner
was not the man to say lum nay.
Skinner, indeed, could have used & guid
that afternoon, He had a fa for

Nobbled Nick for the Swindieton
Stekes. . )

“And you're sharp,” said Coker, still
eveing him.

“The a!mr]fesh young
rogue in the school, I faney!”

“Thanks !” said Skinner sarcastically,

“ Not that & fellow necd be very sharp
to take in & crass fool like Blundell !
added Coker.

Skinner jumFed.

“What the thump—" he e¢jaculated.

“Don't jaw,” said Coker. * Listen to
me! 1 want you to make yourself
useful, and I'll stand you & quid. Catch

??-l‘

on

Nine fellows out of ten in the Lower
School of Greyiriars would have told
Coker to go and esat coke. But Skinner
was the tenth. 8o far, it had to be
admitted thot Cokor judged well,
Skinner was not proud or sensitve in
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these matters, If there wos a quid
going, it was welecome. Bkinper was
astonished, but he was ready to do
businces. He -only wondered what on
earth Coker could possibly want.

“Cateh on 1 repeated Coker irritably.

“0Oh, ves!” gasped Skinner.
what the thump—-" .

“¥You've heard sbout 1t, I dare say,”
soid Coker. *“Most of the fellows wero
enckling cver it last evening, I want
your belp. I'm going to lock that [ool
Blundell in punny——"

£ Eh?”

“You've lweard about if, I suppose?
What are you cackling at, you checky
little beast ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

Coker slipped off the study table, and
eams towards Skinner. ‘The sxpression
on his regged face was quite unpleasant.

Skinner ccased to cuckle suddenly.
Coker was between him and the door.
“Safety first,” was Skinner's motto.

“I—I— Al right, Coker,” eaid
8kinner hastily. “Don’t get your rag
out, old cha?.’

“If you ‘old chap’ me, I'll pull your
ears;, Skinner,”

* Look hore—"

“Shut up and listen! T haven’t come
here to listen to you jawing 1™ Coker
sat on the tablo agaip, much te
Skinner's relief.- “The fellows seem to
think I've given up the idea. Well, I
haven't! Dlundell's for it! It's up to
me now! You're going to help! I'm
going to stand you a quid for your
trouble—not that 16 will be much
troubla, Beet”

“0Oh, my hat!” eaid Skinner. *But
i e )

“Don't igterrupt me! Blundell’s got
& new match bell in hie study,” said
Coker. “He's going to usze it in the
Form mateh., That 1s, he thinks he is.™
Coker smiled grimly. “Mow, the ides
is this. ¥ou sneak that football out of
-Blundell’s study—"

“Do I murmured Bkinner. Skinner
could pot quite ses himself doing it!

“That's the idea! You take it along
to punny, and chuck it in there”

“D-d-de It

“Blundell will lock in hiz study for
it before the gome,” went on Coker.
“¥You'll tell him whera it is.”

“3hall T1” _

“Yes, You needn't tell him yon
pinched it, of course. He would lick
you—unob t’hah_ that would matter—"

" Wouldi't it I o

“No. Btill, you needn’t tell him.
Just say you saw a fellow pinch it and
take it to the punithment-reom and
hide it. Thot will be the truth, of
course—not that you're particnlar abous
tho truth.™ '

£ 13 D:h!:u

“Blundell will think it's some fat-
headed practical joke, ronr see” ex-
clgimed Coker, “What will ho do? Of
course, he will buzz away to punny to
fetch the bLall.”

Skinner's eyes opened wider. Ha waa
getting a
Evidently Coker had becn
deep thinking,

“Well,” resumed Coker, his ru_gFed
foce breaking into o smile of satisfac-
tion, “Blundell won't szee anything of
me. But I shall he an the spot.”

“Oh!” pasped Skinner, * You—you'll
be on the epoti”

“Just that] There's & room in that
passaga that's never used, you know—
not far from tho door of the punish-
ment-room. I shall be in that room,
with the door shut.”

“Oh 1" gasped Bkinner again.

“Its an old lumber-room—nobody
ever goes there,” smiled Coker, * Blun-

doing some

“ But.

limpse of Coker’s strategy. .

T

GET BUSY, LADS, -
AND WIN A WALLET hLke
Bernard  Lavin, of 137, King
Street, Dnghlington, near Brad-
ford, Yorks, who submitted the
| following winning limerick, illus-
| trated by our arhist: -

. sinea my friends let me down.

LAl
| W
o )

Bat down by mistake on a bramble.

=

- ot om
[

And yelllng, to school he did sorambly ,

| You'd just like one of these
dandy wallets. Why not set to
‘work and win one now ? :
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dell will pass the door to get to 2 mny.
1 shall hear him. Hea?"

[ 1 I.__I EEE I!I .

“ As eoon as hé's gono into punny, I
whip out, bang the door shut on him,

~and lock it1” gaid Coker.

“My hat 1™

“Easy as [alling off a form!” eaid
Coker. . “I've had to think this out
I've had

to carry on, on my own, you sce. Still,
it only needed braine™
“Ouly " muvrmered Skinner. “And

—and you've got the brains, Coker”

“I rather fletter mysell that I have,”
aszenled Coker. “I'va rather o gilt for
stratogy, I don't brag of it—it juit
happens, you know.  Well, that's the
idea. All I reguire is some fag fo give
Blundell the tip, and get him whero I
waut him. Of course, even a fool like
Blundell would smell & rat if I told
him myself to go to punny after his
match ball—since those dummics gave
me away, vou know, Blundell's an ass,
but he would emell a rat if I gave him
the tip myself.”

“I—I rather think he would ! gasped
Skinner., “Yes, 1—1 [lancy that be
would, Coker.™

“But, of courso, he won't be =us-
picious of a Removo kid,” said Coker
astutely., “That's whers you come in.
I'd rather Iave asked Wharton or
Cherry—but they're rother too straight-
forward for a trick like this.*

“Ehr ;

“%?1?”“ picked you

""Not_that thore’s anything wrong in
it,"” explained Coker. * Nothing of that
sort ] 8till, it's the kind of trick that
iz better in the hands of a rather sharp
and nunscrupulous sort of fellow—like
you, fou know."

“Lel-like me?” gurgled Skinoer.

“Yes, Mind, yow'll havo to be care
ful.  Blundell's s aiii,jjv fool; but you
wont to be careful, all the same. You
bag a quid. According to what I've
heard of you, you'd do anything for a
quid. Well, that’s all right.”

Skinner looked at him. .

With all Horace Coker's many gifts,
it was possible that he lacked tact.
Skinner was, in point of faet, a rather
unserupulous fellow,  But he did net
like being told so. He really was not
flattered at being sclected for this little
pame oo account of his unserupulous
qualifications. Only one circumstance

prevented Skinner from telling Coker
what he thought of him. Coker waa
etill between him and the door.

“Well, you understand?”  pcked

C'oker, slipping from the table.

“Oh  crumbs!” gasped Skinner.
" You—ryou—-— menn, look here!
What's going to hoppon to mo afier-
wardas? If it comes off, T mean. The
Fifth Form men will manglo me "

“That's all right. I'll ses jyou
through,” said Coker reassuringly. I
shall tell them, of course, that I ordered
vou.tg do it—"

“Orderved mo?f™

“Yes: and that I should have
thiashed rou if you'd refused.”

“Oh ¥ Skinner immediately recon-
sidered his mtended refusal.

Coker looked at his watch. ‘

“You may a2 well get going now,”
he gaid. “There's some time befors the
mateh, Still, you may have to pick an
apportunity for E&tting at the ball.”

Skinner looked st him.

“Oh! ¥es! Exactlyl I—I geal™

Cloker, evidently, was not prepared to
teko a refuszal. Skinner, on the other
hand, was not prepared to take the
licking that would indubitably have
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followed a vefusal., Upker had a oeavy
hand ! _

Coker was & whale on strategr. Bul

sioner could be strategie, too.
had to be so long as Coker was between
him and the door.

“Well, get off, then, and let me know
when you ve b:hgged that footer,” said
Coker. “There's a quid weiting for
vou,” ho added. “Don’t spend it on
smokes, though, you nasty lntle sween,
or I'll make an example of youl"

Skinner got to the door.

There he turned.

Az Coker vas no longer between him
and the door, Skinner considered, for a
moment, whother ho might venture io
teil the Filth Form men what he
tnought of him,

But he decided not! Coker
dungerons  at  closa  gquarters,
strolled away from the study.

As he went down the Remove passago
'he chortled. Coker was waiting in the
study for Skinner to return nng inform
him that ho hod carried out instruc-
tions. Skinner wondered at even Coker
being ass enough to suppose, for a
wmoment, that he was going to earey out
those instructions. If Coker waited til]
arold Skinner came back to report,
Usker was booked for a long, long wait
—longer than the woeary wvigil of Bister
Anne, ot the Lady of the Moated
Cirango.

Leaving Coker waiting in the study,
Bkinner walked out of the House and
sirolled awny whisthng.

was
Ha

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Going Strong [

ARRY WHARTON came up the
Remove staircase and glanced,
in some Dhitile - surprise, at
Coker of the Fifth.

Coker was lounging about the e
move landing.

What a Fifth Form man could
possibly be loafing about there for was
a mystery to the Ramavite

He glanced at Coker and went on to
his study, Coker cast @ rather sour
look after him, and resumed loafing.

Some timue bad pessed since 8kinner
had gone down to out the lordly
beliosta of Coker—as ker supposed.
Hce hod not yet returmed. It waa
getting near timo now for the foothall
meich, and Coker was uneasy and im-
pationt.

He had waited a considerauis time
in Bkinnse's study; and, tiring of that,
he come out and waited on the Re-
move landing, loafing about irritably
snd impatiently.

Skinner had had smple time to carry
out instructions. ¥Yet he had not re-
turned to repovt to Coker that Blun-
dell’'s match ball waas safely deposited
in punny. Why the young rasesl
was dela irg liko this was unﬁnmm to
Coker, It did not occur to his mighty
brein that Skinner had no inkention
whatever of carrying ont his instrue-
tions—even with a guid in prospect.

Skinner was keen enough on a gunid;
and ho had no objectiog, in prineciple,
to playing monkeyvish tricks on any-
body. But oven Skinner had his feel-
in
ihﬁg toctiully.

Skinner, moreover, much as ho wounld
have liked Coker's quid, would not
have ventured to raid Blundell's stugy
in the Fifth for six or seven quids. He
apprehended only too clearly what
wirht happen fo him  alterwards,

Taking o hand in kidnapping the Fifth ¢
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He h

; and Coker rcally had not put the €

form icoiball captain was net quite®

geod enough for Bkinner. He would
have been about as willing to kidnap
13 Form master, or the Head, or o
tiger in the jungle.

Cokor, oblivious of these considera-
frons, waited with more and more im-
patience and annoyance.

Harry Wharton, .coming back {rom

his study ten minutes later, passed him ¥
. on the Remove landing again, and eyed

him with more surprise than before.
Ceker was still hanging about; and the
junior wondered why.

This time Coker addressed him as he
poassed.

“"Heve, Lid! Have you seen Skinner
about!™

“¥Yes,™ pnswored Harry.

“Where is he, thent”

““In the quad, I think—if le hasa’t
pone ont.™

“(one out!” ejaculated Coker.

“I think he wus pgoing out with
Snoop and Stott,” said Harvy, “He
gencially does on o lwlf-lioliday.
What—>"

Coker waited for no more. Ho
started down the Remove staircase
three steps ot a time.

#oly  hat!  ejaculated Wharton,
staring afier him blankly. Ho followed
more slowly, wondering whether Coker
of the Fifth was off his rocker, He
never was securely oa it, in Wharton's
opinion.

DBut it was time now for the Bemove
men to get ready for the mateh with
the Shell, so Wharton dismissed Coker.
from mind.

Heedless of the junior, Horace Coker
hmrried out of the House, in & state of
mingled sorprise and 'wrath. It scemed
scarcely possible that Skiuner could
have forgotten that Cokor was wailing
for him—how could anyone forget
Coker? Siill, it looked like it!

Coker hurried out te look for
Bkinner. He waos not in sight in the

quad, and Coker glared round for him

in vain. Billy Bunter was ia sight,
and Coker hooted to him.

“Bunter! Have you scen Skinner?”
_Bunter blinked ot him through his
big spectacles. .

“Yea, I'vo seen him,” he answored.

“Whore?” demanded Cokor.

At dinner.™

“ At—at—at dinner!” paspod Coker.
e did oot want to know whether the
Owl of the Remove had seen Skinner at
dinner.  “Yon—you—you young idiot!
Take that!"

“ T aroooh ™

Whethe- Bunter was merely obtuse,
or whether he was venturing to jest
with Coker, the great man did not stop
to inguire. Having smacked Bunter’s
bullet hend, Coker strode on, leaving
the fat jumior spluttering with wrath.

In the quad ho passed zome of the
Fifth—Blundell, Bland, Ililton, Poiter,
and Greene. He heard Blundell speak
as ho passed,

“Well. 1t's mearly to pot
chanﬁ‘ed! Better get inl"

Coker looked at them grimly for &
moment a: he passed, They did not
look at Colker. He passed them liko
the idle wind which they regardod not.
‘Lseen Skinner, Temple!” called out
oker.

Cecil Reginald Temple glanced round.
“Eh? - Yes! He wasz in the tuckshop
g few minutes ago.”

Coker hurried on to the tuelishop.

A sound of chuckling grected him as
o entered. ESkinner and Bnoop and
Biott, of the Remove, were there—and
hor were all laughing. Bkinncr was
telling  his  frien something  that

timo

. Bkinner eyed him,
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scemcd to amunse them conmsiderably.
Coker did not guess what it was.

But Skipner ccascd to chuckle as
Coker came in.. A look of alarm came
over his face. He had supposed that
Coker was still safe in the Remove
quariers, understudying Sister Anne,

“You gyoung sweep!” exclaimed
Coker angrily. “I've been waiting for
'ﬂ.u."

_ “Oht” pjaculated Skinner. _*I—I was
Just coming! I—I was just having a
ginger-pop with these chaps, but—"

Coker glared at him,

“Come out of this!” he growled.

Ho did not want to speak before

Snoop and Stott, not being in the least
aware that Skinner had been telling
thom all about it, as the best joke of
ihe torm. It lmad to be said for Coker
that o wnz not a suspicious or 4dis.
trustinl fellow.
Arain Cokef was
between L and  the door; and
Bkinner realised tho need of strategy.
Skinoer did not mind really. If Coker
insisted wpon haviog his leg pulled a
little farther, Skioner did not sce why
ho should not be tified.

Ho followed Coker out of the school
sh bestowing m wink on his com-
redes as he went .Bnoop -and Stott
were left chuckling.

“Well?” growled Coker, under the
elm ontsido.

Thereo they were safc from listening
enrs,

#It—it's all right ! said Skinner.

“You've bagged the match ball from
Blundell’s study?”

Bkinner had been nowhere near Blun-
dell’'s study; and he would not have
tonched Blundell’s match ball for love
or money. DBut it was obviously in-
judicioue to tell Cokor that.

There was once a person named
Washington, who, according fo his own
statoment, could not tell a lie. Skinner
did not resemble Washington in the
very least. Skinner could not only tell
a lie, but often did. It was quite a
small maiter to Skinner.

“Oh, wvesl Of—of course!"
Skinner, “Naturally "

“You pot it away all right?

"Right as rain!” ssid Bkinner clicer-

fu %{

“You've left it in ihe punishmient-
room '

** Jusk
Skinner.

Coker's wrathinl brow cleared.

“Well, you young ass, you should
hove told me at once,” he said.

¥1—1 was just coming—"

“Well, it's all rightl Wow got inta
ithe House! DBlundell will bo changing
for footer scon, and you've got to
weigh in.”

“Dh, yes! Hather 1"

“2ind you're eareful. Blundell's a
fool, as T've told wyou—Dlut don't let
him smell & rat. If he doesn’t get along
te punny after that ball you don't got
your quid."”

“Leave it to me” said Bkinner,

“ Bottor not be seen going into the
House with me,™ said or thought-
fully,. We've got to be on our guard.
Bomdes, I've got to get on the spot.
ﬁi;a me five minutes, and then pile
int”

“ Botter compare our watches, then.”
gaid Bkipner solemnly. “We can’t be
too careful, Coker! What!™

“Ycs, that's & good 1dea!” agreed
Coker.

They compared watches: and Ehen
Coker hurried away to the House,

Skinncr gazed after him
cheery iutercst.

sail

as you told me,” apreed

with
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Skinner wﬁdy ceased amusing his friends as Coker entered the tuckshop, and a look of alarm appeared on his [ace,
“You young sweep !’ exclalmed the burly Fllth-Former a?grﬂr. “ Come out-of this at once—I want & word with
gﬂu L ]

Coker was going into ambush, in the
lumber-room that opencd on the pas-
sage to punny. He was going to wmit
there, in ambueh, for DBlundell to pass.
For the sccond time that afternoon
Coker was booked for a lomg wait.

Skipner Jooked into the tuckshop
again. :

"{ome on, you men,’” he remarked.
“Let's get out of gates for a bit.”
Snoop and Btott joined him,

“ Aren't wo going to have o esmoke
anny 1 asked Sidney James Snoop.

Skinner chuckled.

“Nob just: rew. Coker's on the

watch there, 1'd rather giv& Coker o

wide berth for a bit. Let's get out’

And Skinner & Co., chuckling, get
out.

Meanwhile, Coker of the Fii‘thﬂ was
losing no tume. In' the Houge, Coker
adopted & camsual, careless air as he
strolled away in the direction of the
long corridor that led to the punish-
ment-rooimn, Ha reached that corridor

in

and whipped along to the lumber-room,-

half-way down it )

A moment more, and Coker was in
the room and the door was closed.

Nobedy, of course, was there. Some
old boxes, and two or three disused and
dilapidated  articles of  furniture
occupied the room. A dushy light glim-
mered in at a2 cobwebby window.

Standing just within the deor, Coker
waited and listened. There was a grim
smile on his face,

If aver a stratapem was hound to suee-
eceed, Coker fels that thizs ouo was bound
to succeed. Blundell, missing hiz match-
hall, and leayning from a junior that
some practical joker had bunged it in
the punny, would rush there to get it.
Coker would hear hias footsteps pass
along the coreidor, and asz soon 4s he

entgred the punichmont-room En{ker
would whip elong tho passage after
him, bang and lock the punishment-
room door, Then be would streak for
the bike-shed and disappear over the
horizon on his motor-hike. If the Fifth
Form men knew eor guested where
Blundell was they could never get him
out—without the key. And the key
would be in Coker's pocket—over the
horizon !

It was a wmasterly scheme! It was
astute! Jt was really cunning! The
only weakness in 1t was that Skinner
had not begged the match-ball at all,
and had gone out of gates without the
siightest intention of spankmg to
Blundell of the Fifth, DBut as CUohker
was blissfully ignorant of that he was
naturglly unaware of thiz one weak-
pess in his masterly stunt,

He waited and listened, That
Blundell of the Fifth had already gone
down to the football ground with his
match-ball under his arm Coker was
happily unconscious. He listened and
waltod,

And when ho heard footsteps coming
aleng tha corridor Cokor's eves gleamed
with triumph, and he had no doubt
whatever that the footsteps were those
of Blundell of the Fifth. How conld
he doubt? With gleaming eves Coker
listened to those foolsteps passing in
the direction of the punishment-room.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for the Head |

£ HOCKING " gaid the Head.

§ IDr, Locke shook hiz head
sactly.

The headmaster of Grey-

friars was in his study, and his glames

was resting on a box of cigarettes thal
Iay on his desk.

“8hocking !" repeated the Heéad,
apparently addressing the cigarette-
box. He was alono in the study,

He sighed as he roso to his feet,

Thiz disapgrecable matter had to hbe
looked into, of course. It was a hall-
holiday for the headmaster as well
as for the Greyfrinrs fellows. Dr
Locke would hnve preferred to spend
& hngp}f hour or two with Sophocles,
But duty came firsh

Ho had to look into this

Wingate, as in duty bound, had
reported the affair to the Head, Secret
smoking was geing on in the school
and it appeared that the young rnmi
—or mora probably young roscals—had
selected the punishment-room as the
seene of their pernicious activities.

Wingate of the Bixth had taken a box
of :{;T‘L‘Ff_“ttﬁ from a junior, who had
found it in the punishment-room. Left
there, of coursé, by the young rascals
who uwsed punny as a smoke-room!
Wingete bad gone to the room and
found cigarette-ash and burnt malclies
there. 3o there was no doubt about ir,

It was a serious matter, and the hegd-
master had to lock inte it.

It was shocking!

Dr. Locke did not exactly expect tho
two hundred f[ellopws under hiz ehargo
to be all perfect characters. He realised
only too clearly that some black sheep
were sure to creep into such a
numerous flock., Stll, he did not Lka
to think that there wore fellows st
Greyiriars who deliberately disregarded
the rules laid down for their benefit
ang in secret fouted the eommands of
their headmaster. It was, in faei,
shocking ! ,
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Whether the offenders were many ot
ew, whether they woere seniors or
juniors, the Head did wmot kwow; but
vvidently, he had to sscertain. -
careful examination of the room might
probebly afford a clue. It was & dis-
egreeable duty; but it was e duty that
had te be done.

Indeed, the Huosd had intended to
make that necessary visit to  the
secluded room that morning, but he had
been rather upset a Fifth Form boy
charging into the House ond knocking
him breathless. The Hcad had felt
80 very upsct by that collision that he
had left the matter over tili the after-
neon.

Now he was taking it in hand,

With & slight cloud upon his scholastic
brow, caused by the shoocking ciroum-
stances, Lir. Locke left his study and
with uim-r‘nnq statoly steps procesded
in the direction of the pumshment-
VOO, ¥

That room was at & distance from the
more inhabited porticns of the school
building. It had, indeed, been =

enance cell in the old days when [_ig:ag.
riara had been a monastio establish-
ieent, before King Hen
down like & wolf on the told.

A long and rather dusky corridor led
o it. Off this corndor o d somo
rooms that were never used, except as
lumber-rooms. :

Dr, Locke walked down the long
corrider.

His footsteps sounded elearly in the
silent, secluded space.

That anyone was listening with eager
ears to those footsteps was s thought
tli;m-&wﬁa not likely to occur to the

cad.

Naturally, it did not orosa his mind
for o moment t any (Greyiriars man
was hidden in a lumber-room or the
corridor, listening for passing feet,
That was really the last thing that
would, have occurred to the Head.

He was thinking of the disagrecable
maiter in hund, chielly, and a Ithle
of the cosy study ho had left and the
entrancing Sophocles,

He walked on and rcached the
punishmont-room.

The key was in the outside of the
lock, as usunl, the door naturally un-
locked, as the room had no offender
inside. g

The Head opened it and

Standing in the middle of the room,
e looked about him. QOutside, there
was & bright spring sunlight, but the
light that penetrated through the small,
barred window was limited. The room
was dusky.

There were obvious traces of recent

assed in.

smokers, No doubt the dingy voung.

eascals had never dreamed of being dis-
coverad, or logked for, in such & spol.
But for a series of accidents, in fact,
nobody 1n authority would ever have
suspected that punny was used sur-
veptitiously as a smoke-room,

There was gquito a lot of cigaretta-ash
to bo seon, and burnt mat aloie.
Probably r:ifmtte: were cohcealed in
tho room. If so, they could be found,
and perhaps traced to the owners. 7T
Head was cinitu determined that the
culprits should be traced. Theyr shonld
be trace digcovered, and severaly
dealt with—all more  eeverely
becanse they had ventured to use the
punishment-room for their pernicious

procecedings.
ing about the dusky room, the

Head suddenly heard a sound in the cor-
ridor outside.

He glanced round towards the door.

It fashed into his mind that one of the
secret smokers might be coming to the
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room at that very moment; it was
quite possible, on a hali-holiday. Not
konowing that the hendmaster was thefe,
the ofiender would waelk right into his
hands. i,

A rather grim smile came over Dr.
Looke's fﬂms

e stood wetching the door, which he
had leit ajar. :

To his surprise, the door was sud-
denly drawn shut by an invisible hand
from without.

Sham !

Tho Head jumped.

Chek !

The Head stood transfixzed.

e M O

& Key was drag vom | .

Tha IHead gasped.

“Ha, ha, ho!”

It was a loud, triumphant laugh from
the corridor.

The lavgh was immediately followed
the sound of retreating footste
hey died away rapidly

corridor.

The Hend stood rooted to the floor!
He had scen—he had heard—but he
found it hard to believe either his eyes
or his easrs. -
_ Was it possible—was it credible—was
it. imaginable—that any boy would
dare to shut him in the room and turn
the keyt?

It was not possible; it was not
credible; it was not imaginable! Yet
it certainly seemed to have happened!
¢ “Eﬁﬁeaﬁ my soul!” said the Head
aintly.

He crossed to the door. He turned the
handle. The deor remained immovable;
it was locked|

“Bless my soull” repeatod the Head.

Tho impossible, the ineredible, the un-
imaginable had happened! The head-
inaster of Greyfriars was locked in his
own punishment-room! It was amazing
—overwhelming—staggering !

“(roodoess gracious '™  gasped  the
Head.

He rn;{ ed sharply on the door with
his knuckles.

“ Boy 1™

Fcho afiswered “hoy.” Tharo was no
answer. The Head realised that the
voung rascal was gone! Gone—with the
key! TYet it was difficult for Dr. Locke
to realize that he really was shut in a
room from which there was no escapo—
a room with & barred window, & locked
door; too far away from the rest of the
buildinga for a calling voice to be
heard. It was an absolutely ~unpre-
cedented occurrence—unique, in all the
Head's long experiencé as a school-
master.

“Boy ™ thundered the Head.

“Boy!"” came back in cchoes.

“Bless my soul! Bovy! Unlock this
door at ones! Release me! You shall

be fogged, sip—and if you do not im-. |

mediately unlock this door, you shall
be espelled from the school' Boy!™
The faithful echo answered; then
gilence., Tho Head wrealised that the
young rascal—the young scoundrel—the
disrespectiul ynue:;f villain—was gone;
leaving him locked in.
He sank down on a chair; tha onl
chair in the room. He sat and sta
at the locked door! Even yvet he could
rot believe ik, But he had to believe it.
He was locked in—far from help!

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
And a Surpcise for Skinner |
DOT! Hoot! Honk!
H Skinner & Co. jumped oul of
the way.
motor-cyelist  came up

A
Friardalo Lane at great speed from the
direction of Groyfriars. Friardals

down the Cok

Lane was not wide; and the three Re-
movites were walking along the middls
of the road. So they ju
Eh;gl Chug! Chug! Honk! Honk!
!

Skinner & Co., cramming out of the
way into the hedge, stared round
angrily ‘et the man on the motor-bike,

They crammeod still more closely into
the as they recognised er of
the Fifth. Coker of the Fifth,

mounted on his motor-bike, wired
ﬁeﬂr of sea-room, so to spesk. ker

d & way of zigzagging aoroes the road
and back again; indeed, fellows had
often wondercd whether 'If'oker was try-
ing to do figurea of eight when he was
riding that stink-bike, like & fancy
skater.

Coker, no doubt, knew tha rules of
the road; but he honoured them more
m the breach than n the observance.
At times that bike seemed to take the
bit between ite teeth, as it were, and

er was just a Ié:’manger, By a
series of miracles, Coker had never
killed himself or anybody else; but
thera was no doubt that when Coker
was goiog on that motor-bike, he bore
an alarming resemblance to Death on
& Pale Horse. Skioner & Co. plunged
into hawthorns for safoty.

Chug! Chug! Cliug! IIonk!

Coker swept bhy. .

He went sailing on merrily towards
the villago where he spread dire terror
among sundry street tradesmen, stray
dogs and wandering chickens as he
roared along at forty miles an bour.
Skinner & Co. stared after him.

They had only a glimpse of Coker;
but they had seen that his rugge&
countenance was merry and bright.

Coker, obviously, was in o pleased
and satisfied mmgt

Skinner wondered why.

Judiciously, S8kioner had deeided to
Leep out of Coker’s way that after-
OO, He had supposed that the
egregious Horace would remain guite
a lopg time in ambush near the door
cf punny. But when he came out of
ambush, st .Iung 'In.gt., Skinner expected
him to ba in o frightfal temper,

Instead of which, he had apparently
left his ambush quite soon; snd in a
cheery frame of mind. It was rather
perplexing. ) )

“That's Coker!” srid Snoop, staring
after the chugging, hmlkmf gure that
swept on towards Friardale.

“He didn't look ratty!™ remarked
Stott, .

“Looked quite bucked,” said the
puzzled Skinner. “I'm pglad he didn't
gea me, all the same. He must be wild!
He must know this time that I
never touched Blundell’s match-ball
and never told him it was in_ punar,
nnd"thut I wos only pulling his sillv

eg.
*“Ha, ha, bha!" ’
“Well, I'm glad he's gone™ eaid
Skinner. “I'd rather keep out of the
howling fathend's way; but we can go
in and get & smoke now. I thought he
r:'or.t!-c!' stick there watching for & long
ime.
“{iot tired and chucked it, perhaps!”

said Snoop.

“I su he must have—but that's
not like Coker! Anghow, the silly ace
has gone off on his jigger, and the
coast’s clear. Let's .

Coxzer of the Fifth had vanizhed in
the distance, leaving behind him oniy &
trzil of dust snd a smell lof oil
Skinner & Co. lounged back to the
school.

As wusual o = half-holidav, the
glackers of the Remove were loafing.
Football did not interest them muc

(Centinued on page 22.)



21

FREE GIFTS

Who wants a football? A match
ball, strongly sewn and of stout
leather! Start collecting the Free
Gift Coupons in Nestlé’s Chocolate
to~-day — they’re in all Nestle’s
Chocolates from the 2d. wrapped
bars upwards. Or would you
rather have a fine electric cycle
lamp? There are dozens and dozens
of Free Gifts to choose from |

(r 220,
MATCH F'OOTBALL
Free for 2535 Coupons.

NESTLE'S
CHOCOLATE

To Nestléd’s (Gift Dept.), Silverthorne Road, Battersea, London, 5.W.8
Please send me voucher for 5 FREE COUPONS aad Nestld Przsentativn List, '
47/14-3-31

I E
O U Po N S .E"'Irﬂmi?rrui--u-p....+...-..+|".+++-||”u.---J--.---n-----iq.uuun--uu--u-,"-n.-.u-"-;fu [T EEE S e F TN N Y]

1M BLOCK CAFITALS

F R E E A‘HFM|1I"jIJJ'inl.'l.l'ii'i'll1+illil1ll+liili‘l1ll1"|‘!f‘.i‘r1l"I‘"‘"ll""'"!I‘+l"l"|'l‘l‘1!ill|.r++lll.
'

Thiz offer applies only in Gr. Britain & N. Ireland.  id. Stamp sufficient if expelope ¢ unsealed.

PR




22
THE CHAMPION CHUMP !

(Cantinued from page 20.)

A sceret smoke in a hidden spot in.
verested them mwch more than the groat
winter gamne. Thero was a storo of
clrereltes. in punny=—at  &ll  oventa,
Shinner still supposed that there was.
HBunter had not conlided to Skinner the
wiweovery he had made there the pre-
vious <ay; Buoter bad been very ounro-
ful not to mention that to Skinoer.
‘lhe black sheep of the Remove wrre
uvuite unaware of what hsd bappened
to those ergarettes,

Thcy strolled ic at the gatos. From
te football ground they conld hear
showiing. Plenty of Urovfriars men
were gathered there; some on Big Side
o watch the senior Form matcli; others
v Ritle Bide te see Harry Wharton
& 5. deal! with Hobson and his merrs
men of the Shell A roar from Bip
Sude cume on the wind.

“Gﬂﬂt 3
“Well kicked, sir!™
“Hrave, Blundelii”

Skinuer chuekled. Blundell of e
Fitth was going strong in the senios
Form  mateh—gquite  uwnconsciovs of

Cobicr's deep-laid scheme for dishing
hime. DBut Skinner was puzzled. Had
lix zeen Coker looking fierce and furisus,
e could have wunderstood it. Dut L
was  quite certawn  that Coker Laa
looked merry and brght as bes cur-
vored away on his motor-bike,. Yer—so
far :s Skimaner couid sce—Coker had
chucked mwp the whole stunt and cft
Brundell umbindered to play football,
L: was perplexing.

1 suv, you fellows!™

tilly Boater met the three as thor
cuines op 1o the Houzee Bonter waz ob
a loose ond chat afterncon. Harry
Wharton & Co. were playing focier:
ansd mosl of the other Removites wateh-
e theme do it Neobody had boon
wining 1w gash, in advapce, the postal
oider rhai Duater was expeching, [
wad rather giad to see Skinver & o

“Yeou follows coming aleng to tie
tiecizhop "t e asked brightls.

" Dow-wow ! was Bkinmner's reple

“ Ay treat, you know '™ gail

SLinner shook his head.

“Cae’i alford your treats, ofd fa!
i, e answered, Tt comes vathor
red expensive to & chan”

“4i, really, Shinner

Skinner & Co. chuckled and paseed
o, Dunter rolled after thon mts the
(Lonsze,

[ say, Bkinner, old chap—"

Uk, sheerr off, barrel!” snapped
Skinper, Ho did not want the Owl of
the Remove on his track when be
beaded for the scoret smoke-room.

Billy Bunter blinked at him through
his big spectacles, and o fab grin
dgavwned on his face.  Io  puessed
Skinner's destination.

“He, he, hel” chortled Dunter. Ha
found it rather samusing to think of
Skiuner's foce when that festive youth
I7oked round punny for his store of
cizaveites and failed to find them.

“What ara yov cackling at, you
fromp®™ grunted Skinoer.

“ Ha, hie, he 1™

“Oh. roll away !” spapped Skinner.
and Billy Buuter, etill cackling, rolled
nYar.

Shinner & Co., keaping & wary 270
open, strolled away to the corrider that
led to the punishment-room. They were
not likely to be cbeerved ; nearly every-
body was out of the House that fina
il Prnoon.

Cuee i the Iﬂﬂg corridor, they walked
guicklv. It would not havo dons to ba
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apoticd :n thest torbidden precinets; the
punishment-room, ot course, Leing oub
of bournds,

They reached the oak door at the end
of the passage, and Skinner turned the
handle. ot having the faintest
suspicion that the door was locked, he
pustied 1t a3 he turned the handle,
cxpecting it to yield. 1t did not yield,
angd Skinner had a narrow cscape ol
tzpping us sharp ncse on the solid oalk.

“What tho thump——"" gjaculated
Skinner, in annoyance and sarprise,

“Well, open the door!” said Bnoop.

“1#'s fastened.”

“What rot i

Wl try vourself, sou =illy nes!™

enoop tricd, but the door did not
OpeL

“0OL. my hat! The key’s gone, too!”
raid  Btotr. * Sowmchody’s locked the
adoor ond teken away the key! I
wonder whether they've found ont—"

“Iark ! breathed Skinner.

There was a sound within the room.
The three young rascals stared st one
another i astomishment. The sound of
n movement within was unmistakable.
Soracone was in the room and the door
was  lecked, and the key gone.
Distinctly  they heprd footsteps ap-
proaching the door from within.
“Well, my hat!” bresthed Skinner
“ Bomebody's in punoy—I hadn't heard
a word abour it—""

Rkinner's natural conclusion, afer the
Lvst wmoment of sueprise, was that some
fetlow had been condenmed to punay, as
eomotines happened, though rarely, It
wos a dismaying thought. If a fellow
wias locked mm thero, the beaks must
bave Leen there, aud they mnst have
fonnd——-

Before Bhinner could finish the
thought., there came a voico from the

punishment-room.
“Zo vou have returned! You—sou
izpertinent young raseal!  You—you

impudent young knave! Opeon this door
at onec !

Skinner and & Co. fairly stagmered.
Thi Lnew that voien! It was the voice
A iheie bigadmastor!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Priconer of the Punishment-Room !
DH. LUCKE rapped on the inside

of Iiihe door. "
¢ rappod with energy.
It was selglom thas the kind,
gocd-tompered old Iead was m a

“awax,” but he was in a wax now—a
roval vwax.

Reallv, the circomstances were:
sufficien: to exasperate the kindest and
isest-tempored eadmnster in - the

scholastic profession. It was safo to say
that 1o headmaster of any school couid
have Leen locked in his own punizhment-
room, without a wax supervening.

Rap! rapl rap!

“ Unlock this deor ! camo the Head’s
volps, trembling with anger. ™ Unlock
this door at onca! You shall he fogged
for this! Release me from this room!
I'o vou hear me®™

Skinner & Co. heard, but they did
not answor. They couldn't! They
scemed bereft of tha power of specch.

They stood with their mouths open,
staring at the ocaken door before them,
on which the unscen headmasior was
rappng. i

The Head—locked in punny! They
had concluded that some haopless
offender had been condemned to punny,
and locked in there. PBut it was
obviously impossible that tho head-
master cottld have condemined himself
to punny! Vet thers he indubitab
was—locked in the punishment-room

THE MAGNET

Lt was starihog, smazing, terrifying,
Unnerving.

Thump! thump | thump ! Dr,
Locke was beating a rapid tattoo on the
inzicle of the door.

“I know youn are there!" His voico
came in tones of thunder. “I am aware
that you arc therel Unlock this door
instuntly "

Skinner and Co. gaped. For Lhe
moment, tlm;; could do mothing elso.

“Shkinper!'"

The ewner of that name jumped.

“I heard your voice, Bkinner—] know
you are there! SBkinner! I am sure
that it was ]w:-nr voltee, Skioner! ] nm
perfcetly well aware that you are there,
Skiomer! Open this door at once,’”

“0Oh crikey!” Skinner found his

voice, " I—I mean—1 ean't, sic!™
“What? What?t How dare jyou,
Skinner! Open this door imm{-diagc!}',

and release me.”

“I=—I cap't—=""

“Do you dare to disobey mv direct
commands, Skinoper?" It was almost a
roar from the locked rocom.

“The key isn't here, sir!" gasped
Skinner,

“ The—ithe key !

“¥es, sir!  It's pgone!™ Dbabbled
Skinner, '
“What? What? Was it not yvou who

locked me in, Skinneri"

Skinoer jumped.

“1, sir?t Oh crumbs! No, sir!
dear! Certainly not, sir!"

“¥ou did not, 3kinner?"

O

“0Oh holy smoke! I mean, certainly
not, sir! I-—1 shouldn't dare!" gasped
Skinner. “0Oh, my hat! Oh, eir!

Nothing of the kind, sir! I—I hadn't
the faintest idea there was anybody
here, sip—="

“Then why are you here, S8kinner,
this room being out of bounds for all
jupior bovs!" demanded the Head,
through the door.

Skwner jumped again. His visit Lo
the forbidder precinets reguired explain-
ing. Certainly he could not explain that
lie had come thero to smoke cigarcttes—
not to the Head!

“f—f—[——"" Bkinner stammered.

“Answer me abt once, Skinper!™
boomed the Head.

* —[—woe—wo—]—I—wo—we—]—"
stuttered Skinner.

“What? What*®

“We=—ne—wa came here to—io—
fo—-"" Bkinner cudgelled hiz brains
for a reason; any reason that would do
for the Head.

“To what?™

“To—t juost to—to look round,
sir!” We—wo thought we'd like to—io
have a look at pusny, sir—just curiosity,
gir.”* :

“ A very foolish proceeding, Bkinner,
this reom being strictly out of bounds
I trust, 2kinner, that you are telling me

- the truth.”

S0kt yea, mrl Certainly.”

“You are not the boy who lias been
smaoking surreplitiously in this rooum,
Sgkinner "

“I, #ir? I don't smoke, sir! It
wolilld make me sick, sir."

“In the circumstances, Bkinner, it is
fortnnate that you have come here. I
shall excuse you for having done so, in
the—the cirenmstances! [f I3, un-
doubtedly, fortunate. You are sure that
the Loy is not thero?”

* Quite sure, sir”

“J hiave boen locked in—somecns shub
the door suddenly and locked it, and—
and departed! [f the key is not there,
Skinner—-""

“It's not bere, sir[" .

“Dos vou koow who has taken ik,
Skinner 1
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“You can oome
out now, you cheeky
ass,” sald Coker,
“gnd 1 hope this
will be a lesson fo
you. Why — what
ﬁuﬂ; ol g

s for
instead ol secing
Blundell, as he ex-
pecied, he saw the
Head !
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“I—I'vae no wdea, gir—
“Go to Mr. Quelch! Go to .Alr.

Quelch at once! Inform him Low I am
siteated, and request him to come here
immediately."

“Youq sir!] Cortainly, sir ™

“ Lose no time, Skinner."’

Skinner lost no time. He burried up
the corridor again with Snoop and Stott.
At the other end of the passage,
however, the three juniors stopped, and
etared at one another.

“The Head Ilocked 1n pumny!™
mormured Snoop. “What the
dickens—"* ;

“YWhat the thump—"" gasped Stott.

“It heats mel!” said the amazed
Skinner. “What the howling Moses
was the Ilead deing in the punny,
anyhow? Oh, my hat1” e whistled,
“I'vo got it—they've found out about
the smokes, and the Beak went thero to
nosa into it! That's why he asked
me—""

“ But who—""

“But why—""

Skinner gave o sudden howl.

“Coker !

“oker 1" repeated Bnoop and Stott.

“Ha, ha, ha ™ i

Skinner staggered against the passage

wall, almost in convulsions. He gasped, .
he gurgled, and the tears ran down his -

chealks,
WCoker! You notived how bucked hie
looked! He was ambushed about here

for Blundell! He—he thought—"
“ Wha-a-at 1**
“fo must have thonght
Blundell ***
"“{h cril:u{!” .
“ Hoe—ho—he thought he was Jocking
lundell in, and—an nd it was
Head I sobbed Skinner.

it was

“Ha, ha, hal®
“Ob, my hat! Oh, my only summer
hat!  Coker!” Bkinner gurgled spas-

modically.  *“0Oh, holy smoke! C-
C-Coker 1™
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bkinner & Co. shricked., It was the
abyious explanation, Indeed, it was
the only explanstion. Theoy yelled.

“Oh dear! Oh dear!™
Skinner. " Coker thinks he's brought
it off! Ha, ha! HHo looked no cnd
bucked. Ha, ha! Ie thinks Blundell'a
locked in puony., Ha, lha! And
ﬁlu:hdall's playing football, and it's the

E ___.'___u_.:?

“Ha, ba, ha!”
S8kinner & Co. were fairly doubled

yi For whele minutes they forgot
hat t

had an urgent message for

Mr. Quelch. They rocked with merri- -

ment.

“Oh dear!” SBkinner wiped his eyes.
“Well, I've got to tell Qluelch. I won't
mention Coker. Ha, ha, ha! -I-I
wonder whether Coker will feel bucked
when he comes in and. finds out that
he's bagged the Head " -

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Snoop and
Stott. ] ’ :
“Come on!” said Skinner. ~
They wiped their cyes mnd irailed
away for Mr. Queleh’s study. Skinner
to at the Remove mmester’s door.
With great efforts he reduced himself
to gravity. This thing was a shriek—
the jest of term—a  real L.
But S8kinner, of course, knew that a
Form master would not regard it in

that light! Mr. Quelch was not likely

comie in it. He was

likely to be shocked and scandalised.

It was necessary not to laugh, not even

sobbed .

to smile, under Mr. Quelch’s gimlet
eye.’ ;

Mr, Queleh looked up rather irrit-
ably from o pile of papers as Harold
2kinnor entered tho Etl:%'.

“What i1s it, Skinnor¥”

“ ;l%h}:;;;'leHﬁa]ci, sir——"

“3w o lwave & messoge from
Dr. Locke?” P
- “Yes, sir!” gasped Skinner, “He's
in pununy, sir,”

“What "

I—1 mean the punishment-rocmn,
sir, He—he—he's locked in! Ie—heo
can't out, mip.”

Mr. Queoleh fixed his gimlet cyes on
Shinner with a freezing stare.

"What do you mean, Skinner? Is
this & jest—an impudent jest?  Explain
¥our meoning at once, sir!™

“It—it’'s true, sir !’ gasped Skinner,
“8omebody’s locked the Head in the
punishment-room, sir, and—and taken
away the key. He called out to e,
sir, and asked me to tell sou, sir, He
wranfs yon—="

“Upon my word "

Mr. Quelch jumped up. The news was
ninazing, astounding, stzggering! But
he realbised that it must true. Mr.
Quelch was not a gentleman with whom
the wmost humorous humorist would
Imve thought of jesting.

“We—weo l'-:ﬂ.l-.ncill him there, sir. And
he sent me to tell you—->r"

Mr. Quelch whisked out of the study.
It ‘was hardly considered good form at
Gresfeiars for s master to run. Bat
Mr. Quelch ran now. He did the pas-

as if it was the cinder-path, and
vanished from tho eyes of Bkinner &
Co.; with Kia'gown Hoating behind him,

Tre Maiexer Lmairy.—No. 1,204,
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And Skinner & Co., free to indulge
their mirth once more, went  forth
chortling, fo spread the amazing news.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Unpara:-eled.
£l SAY, you tellows!™

I _Billy Bumter fairly shricked

mto the changing-rooin.

. Bunter's fat tuce wos pink with
excifernent; his little, round eyes al-
most bursting through his big, round
spectacies. -

“I—I—1 suy, you fellows!™ shrieked
Dunter.

Harry Wharten & Co. had come off
the footbull ficld. They had beaten the
shell by one goal to nil, and were feel-
ing rather pleased with themselves as
t!mgﬂ:-hm:gu after the match., Hobson
& Co. were not feeling so pleased. In-
deed Hobby was telling hiz gonlkeeper
and his bucks what he thought of them
and their methods of defence.

Evory man tn the changing-room
looked round as Bunter shricked in at
the door. something had

ﬂb\r}ﬂuslg,
impp!encd. Judging Bunter's looks
the Housze might havo been on fire,

“What the thump?®™ azked several
voices,

“1 say, you fellows! The Head—"
spluttered Bunter  “Skinner found it
out! I say, the Head—— The—the—
the DBeak—"

“What about the Head, nss?

“He—he—he's locked up——"

“What ™

There was a1 rear of increduleus
amazement. DBilly DBunter liked to ke
the bearer of etartling news. This time
he had made the fellows jump.

“The Head—locked up!” yelled Beb
Cherry.

“You howling, fat dufler!” gasprd
Wharton.

“I—1 sny. you fellows, it's truel™

gasped  Bunter  “The Head—he's
locked up !

“Mhe lockfulness-up of the esteewncd
Tlead osnnot be terrifie.” chuckled
Hurrco Jamset Rum Singl.  “Draw

it mildfully, my worthy fai Benter.”

“1 tcll you he's locked up!®
“What's he donef” grilzlmﬂd the

Bounder. “Anybody gone to bail him

out ™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“What's the fat ass burbling about?”
asked Harry Wharton, in wonder.
“He's locked up!™ shricked Bunter.
“Locked up in the punishment-room !”

“What "

This was snrprising, though not so
surprising as the erroncous impression
given by Bunter's first announcement,

“ Somebody’s locked him in punny,”
stuttered Bunter. “I eay, it's trual
Tho Head’s in punny—locked up! The
key gone! . Quelchy’'s at the door!
Skinner found it out—honest imjun!
The Head's yelling on one side of the
door, and Quelchy an the other I

“The Head locked up in punnyl”
cjaculated Wharton. L

“Yes, rather! Locked up! Can't
get ont! Nobody knows who did it!
Bkinner found him thero! He's tell-
ing the fellows in quad—"

Gireat Christopher Columbus !

Football, as a topic died an instant
death. Remove men and Shell men
finisked changing et record speed.
They bolted out of the changing-room,
and rushed away for punny. If it
was true, il it was Suﬁ:hiy true, that
the Head was locked up in punny, ib
was the sensation of the term. Fel-
lows wanted front seats on = an
occnsion.

Plenty of Greyfriars men were al-
ready in the long corridor that -led to
thoe punishment-room. Bkinner & Co,
Liad related tho amazing news already
in the gqnad. Seniors, and juniors, and
fags gathered on the spot. The foot-
Lallers, when they arrived, found the
passge SWArming. ]

Indeed, nearly sll Greyiriars seemed
to be econverging on the spot, excopt
the &ixth and Fifth Form men whe
were =till on Big Side, the senior Form
match not being over ret.

Thick as the crowd was, however.
thev kent back a little from the door of
puiny.  Mr. Queleh was there, and
FProut and Capper had joined him
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there. Tho crowd gave the masters re-
epectful room.

“Heard, you fellows!" sniggered

Bkinner, as the Famous Five camo
breathlessly up. "“The jolly old Beak
IH =

" "Yes!” gasped Wharton, “It's true,
then 1

“Yes, rathor V" giggled Snoop. “Wa
found him thnﬂf ggﬂe‘a lﬂ-u:?ngted in,
Been there for hours, I faney.”

“But who,” gasped Bob Cherry—
"who did 1t?7 Who's locked him nt
How the thump——*

Coker was

“1 fancy it w]%!s ﬁhﬁr r
going to bung Blundell in, you know,
and %l:n:k him up ™

“EhY He couldn't have taken the
Head for Blundell !

“I fancy he did,” chortled Bkinner,
“Isn't Coker idiot enough for any-
thing 7"

“Well, ves. DBut—"

Mr. Quelch looked round with a
glittering, gimlet eyo.

“Less noise! Silence I

The buzz of cxecited voices wns sub-
dueed a little, © ‘The Remove master
turncd back to the solid, cak door that
shut off the Head from tha rest of
Greyfriars. Through that door came
the voice of Dr. Locke in tones of in-
tense and concentrated exasperation.

“Mr. Qiuelch. cannot you devise any-
thing? The key must be found! I
am 4 pPrisoner 1 cannot remain
here—-" i i

“1 have made inguirics in all diree-
tions, sir, but nothing can be lLecard of
the key,” said Mr. Quelch. “No cne
appears to know anything about the
matter. Of course, a2 number of boys
are out of gates, Dut—"*

“Do vou suppose, Quelch, that tha
iniguitous voung rascal who has locked
me in kas gone out of gates with the
key in his possczsion.

“[—] fear that that may be the case,
str—=-"

“ Bless my soul !

“] cannot sufficiently express, sir, my
amazement, my horror, at this unex-
ampled outrage—=="

“Yes, yes, yes; but I must be
released, r. Quelch! T cannct remain
hera, It i1z most—most nndignified !
The bov must-be found! The key must
be obtained I” . )

“If you had any e icion, sir, of
the young scoundrel’s rlcll:j:nht;r—lf you
could give any indication——" .

“T have already told you that I did
not sce the boy, Quelch! Somneone
crept to the door aofter I was in the
rooin, slammed it suddenly and locked
it on the outside! That is all I-know.”

ere.

U Amazing 1" boomed  Alr. - Prout.
“Unpazrallcled ! o
“ Extraordinary | gasped Ar

Capper. ; :

“1 saw nothing of him!" came the
Head's voice. “I heard him langh—he
had the impudence, the audecily, the
effrontery, to langh! I distinctly heard
him laugh! That is all 1 heard! I
have not the faintest knowledge of his
identity | Let every boy be guestioned,
Quelch! I cannot remain in this—this
undignified and ridiculous poeition [

“I have already telephoned to Court-
field for a locksmith, sirl He will
arrive, I hope, shortly. Unfortunately,
the lock is so very strong—" ]

“8&ir 1 boomed Prout. “ Gosling
could be sont for, and doubtless he
could hew in the door with—with an
axe—"

Pront seemed 0o favour hercio
methods |

“Certainly not!” rap the Head.
“The key should be found koy

must be found! The iniquitous offcnder
must be found! I rely upon the
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mcinbers of my staff to discover the—
the wretch who has played this unheard-
of trick on his h@ﬂﬁmasteﬂ I have a
right to expect thisl”

‘he Form masters looked at one
another. This was a little unreasonable
ou the part of the Head. 8till, a little
nnreasonableness was excusable, in the
pectiliar and painfnl circumstances.

There was a fresh tramp of feel in the
already swarming corridor. Sixth Form
men and Fifth Yorm men arrived in 2
crowd, The senior Form match was
over, and the senior footballers had
heard the amazing news.

Beveral more masters came on the
scene, pushed throurh the swarming
crowd, and joined the rest ountside the
door of punny,  Nearly all the
masters and prefects of Greviviars had
gathered there now. But it hooted not,
as & poet would sav. A thick an
solid oak door, an enormous lock of
great strength, manufactured in the old
days when doors weve doors, and locks
wera locks. stood between the Ilead
and his staff,

_MNbthing, apparently, could be done
till tho oiffender was found with the kev,
or the locksmith arrived from Court-
field. And there was no clue to the
offender or the key, and ik was a long,
long way from Conrifield.

Inside punny the Head, habitually
a kind and good-tempered gentleman,
was now 1n a state of concenirated fury.
Quiside punny his staffl were angry,
dizsmayed, distressed. All the prefeets
looked extremely serions. DBot here and
there, among the erowd swarniing in tha
corridor, 1here were grinning gm:gs. ta
be seen. This awiul, nonecving state of
affairs seemed to lhave iis comie side—
to uwnthinking youtl !

Mr. Quelch glared vound as ihe sound
of a chortle reached his cars. SBuch a
sound, in the circumstances, was out-
rageous.

“ Disperse 1" hooted Quelch. “Clear
‘he corridor at onee! Wingate, scco that
the corridor is eleared 1™

Unwillingly, the orowd swormed
awny. They did not want to miss this
entertainment, But there wus no help
for it. The prefcets fairly drove them
AWAY.

“Well,” said Bob Cherry, as they
wont, “this is & go!” :

“The go-fulness 18 terrifio 1

From the distance, bLorne om ithe
hreeze of spring, came the chug-chug-
ging of & motor-bake.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Awlul for Coker!

ORACE COELLR smiled,
1laving put up his motor-
bike, Horace Uoker walked

y avross to the Ilowse, and he
wniled as he walked.

He could see signs of excitement.

Fellows in the quad were talking
excitedly., Coker was not surprised at
that. He expected the success of his
scheme to cause exeitement. HMa had
no doubt that the Fifth Form footballera
had raged and raved when they found
their captain missing, Io had no
doubt that Blundell was yelling like a
maniae within the walls of 1he punish-
ment-room. He had no doubt that
there was exeitement, and wrath., and
vengeance fo be faced! And he did not
care,
. 8o when Cokor walked into a swarm-
ing House, ho cxpected the general
attention to turn on_him. ut it
didn't| Nobody scemed even to notice
that ha hed come in!

There wos excitement--such excite-
nient as had seldom been seen at Grey-
friars before. On all sides he henard

fellows speaking ‘of the Head! Ile
wondd whethcr anytbing had hap-
pened .to Dr. Locke! But nobody was
speaking about the senior Form match,
or about Blupdell, or taking any heed
of Coker. He was puzzled. :

He tapped Greene of the Fifth on
the arm.

How did the game go?” he asked.

“Eh? The game? Oh, we drew with
the Bixth!” answered Greene. “1 say,
Coker, do you know that the
Hea *

“It was a draw ?” gsked Coker. “I
rather wonder the Sixth diden't walk
over you—with me left out.™

“Don’t be funny now, Coker, old
man! The Head—-"

“It didn't make a- lot of difference
Blundell being left out, what " grinned
Coker.

f.iﬁmm blinked at hin.
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“1 told vou it wouldn't,” said Coker..

“One foozler’s as good ancther,
what#"

Greene oniy stared.’ i

“Are the fellows going 1o make a
shindy about i4?” asked Coker.

U LEh? About what?™»

" About what I did.”

'Blessed if I know what vou did, or
cave, either,” said Greene, 1 sax, did
you know that the Head—-"

“Well, shindy or no-shindv, I don't
care o straw | snid Coker, I said I'd
do it, and I've done it! I'm going to
fet him out now. of conrse. Can't keep
him in punny all night. Ha, ha!”

a5

Coker drew a long, heavy kby from
his pocket. Greeme gave a sort of con-
vilsive start,

“Coker! Thal—ihat key—did von?
Oh, my bat! Did—did yout” Gresua
MUOF eonrse 1 did

r conrse I did! Didn't T sey I
world?  But Ym going o let him out
now, e

Coker walked away towards the

punishment-room, leaving Greene stupe-
fied. Eyes were fixed ni Coker on I:LH
sides. e had been surprised at geiting
no atieution when he eame in. He was
getring  plenty now.  Bob Cherry
grab at his arm as he passed.
 Coker, did you—

Coker shook off his hand and walked
on, disdaining to reply. ‘There was a
roar of voices behind Coker now,

“Cogter !

“Loker's got the key !”

“It was Coker 1™

Like one man the fellows swnrmed
after Coker. Heedless of the wild
excitemoent, Coker walked cheerily down
the long passage to the punishmoent.
room. He was still under the happy
mapression  that Blundell of the Inafih
was Jocked in there, He fully cxpecrol
trouble with Blundell when lie apened
the door. But Coker did not fear
trouble. Coler feared no foe. Eev in
hand, he walked cheerily on his wav.

He slared a little at the sight of &
crowd of masters and prefects outside
the door of ]ﬁmu'y. He had certainly
not al?ﬂclﬂﬂl lundell's inearceration 1o
draw the whole staff of Greyfriars to the
:épﬁi'. Mr. Queleh’s cyes turned ‘on

‘oker and tho key in lis hand, and he
startad.

“Coker, ia that the—the key of the

poanishment - room 1" artieulated the
Remove master,
“Yes, sir!” aaid Coker.
“Youn—you—you have ithe Ley®¥

boomed Mr. Frout,

“To 5t ‘possible, Coker, 1

*“Ya it possible, Coker, that vou—von
wara the person who—who logkud-fhia
door 1" thundered Prout.

“¥as, sir]! No harm done, I hLope,
sir]” said Coker, rather dismaved by

i3

the terrifying expression on his Form

*1—1 don't see why you

“No harm?” gasped Mr. . Qualeh.

J"No, sir! 1 dure say the Fifth may
kick up a shindy, but 1i’s not & matter
tor the masters, so far as I con see,”
said Coker, in surprise. * Realls, it was
only a—a sort of lark, sir, locking «
Iellow vp for a few hours,” .

“You—you speak of him as a—a—a
fellow I gurgled Prout. “Are you out
of your senses, Cclter 7"

“Really, sit——" Coker could not see
why he should not speak of Blundell as
a fellow. “Reslly—" g
~ “Unloek the door ! said Mr. Quelch
in & grinding veice. “ \We waste time,
Unlock the door instantly!"

* Certainly, sizi"

_ Ucker was already interiing the key
in the lock. He tuined 1he iey- back,
and as it furned the door was grabbed
open by o hand inside.

You can come out now,™ zaid Coker,
“And I jolly well hope {his will ke =
lesson to vou, vou checky ass! Why,
what—what—who—— CUreat jumping
Moses1”

Coker's jaw dropped. The words froze
on his tongue. Me had fully expected
to see Blundell of the Pifth when the
door opencd. Tt was the Head that he

saw !
azed at the Head; tha Hend

master's face,

are here, airl”

Coker
gazed ot Coker. Yor a sccond there wus
an awful silonce. A pin might have
becn heard to drop.

Coker's hair fairly stood on end. His
eves almost started from his head., The
ghost of Dr. Locke could not have
startled and terrified himi more. It
was the Head! It geemed hke some
horrible nightmare to the wretched
Coker. He huad locked DBlundell in
punny—at least, bhe firmly believed he
had—and the unlocked door revealed
the Head of Creyiriars! Coker's brain
sVWam,

‘The Head broke the vnnerving silence.

It was you! You, Coker, a TFifth
Form boy! You are E:peljlad from
Greviviars, Coker! Not a word ™

The Head swept by. 'The other
masters followed bhim. The prefects
followed the masters., Coker stood,
rooted.  Power of motion seemed fo
have left him; power of speech had
deserted im.  He stood, rooted amd
dumb. And when he found his voiee at
last it was only to ejaculate m a husky
whisper of horror:

“h erikev ™

. - - L] »

All Greyfriars shrighed,

(i eourse. Coker wus not sacked. He
cxplained the misiake—ihe ghastly mis-
take—to the Head, Dr. Laocke leavned
that lus imprisonment had been gquite
unintentional on Coker's part. Coker
was let off with a flogging.

Coker did not like it, but he was

lad to escape so qhe:up]]y. Ie thought
it was _rather thick, however. Any
fellow, Coker thought, might have made
such o mustake in the circumstances,

Neither could Coker see why rhe
whole school should rock with laughter
on this subject. Coker snw nothing in
these unfortunute happenings to set all
CGreyiriars mm a roar,

Dut, thongh Hovace failed to see why,
it was & long, long time before Grey-
friars eeased to chuekle and chortle over
C'oker's capture.

THE EXD.

(Xow look out for neext weel's Migxer
and anether ripping yarn of Horry
Wharton { Co., entitied: “ 4 SCITQOL-
BOY'S SACRIFICE ™ You'll vote il
one ﬂgai‘-'mnk Richards greatest yarns,
Sea that you order your copy EARLY N
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A Gruesome Discovery |

INCE Guy, Tony, and Chotzjee
S had got adrift 1 the hurricano
they had gernered wsoful in-
formation concarning the bip
i tha terrible slave traffic.
The mm1 trade in "black ivory ™
lind fHared uF again to an extent
which had left the Raryal Navy
battling &t a disadrentage against
heavy odda.  Fast sailing dhows were
carrving tho living black eargo in the
Led Sea and Porsiun Gulf.  Arab chief-
tains, like Bheikh Hzji of Khoof, were
aiding and abetting in the traffic. Back
of the whole trade was a master mind
—zomeone whosa power and . cunning
was such that he had orgamised the
traffic in & manoer to dely most of
the usual assaults of thoe noval patrol
boats on it.

Whoe was the master mind at the
back of the slave organisation? Was 1t
Ras Dhin, the giant ebony-colonred
Abyssinien, with ollow ercs of o

sevival

tiger, whom the ochums bad secn
sboard the dhow at Khoof and from
whom they bad rescued the slave at

present in the sanctuary of the Abkab
residence with little Chotajee? Ras
Dhin was & fiend in human form, and
must be hunted down.  But was his tho
organising brain behind the whola
trafic? As the chums knew, Ras Dhin
was copable of any crime or villainy,
ret they wore doubtful whether L was
No. 1 1in tho trade, or only a lieutenant
under ordors from soincome yet higher

. ; 1

And then there was Savvid, the Arab
retainer of the conaul! The chums had
no proof against him. buk Guy was
convinced that it had been Sayvid and
nona other who had -~ trackéd cthem

STANTON

through the bazaars and had thrust
Tony under the golden chain into the
sacred courtyard of the mesque, thus
rousing the anger of the fanatical mob
against them. Their own resource and

activity hE?nﬂ s;vﬁ;]d t.hgir Hﬁ;lhut
supposing Sayyi endangered them,
what had been the object?

The Arab had seen them arrive at
the residence in company with Chota-
jeo and the slave, whoss back bere
ample testimony teo Ras Dhin's
savagery by the long scar of the
rhinoceros-hide whip. If Bayyid had
intended that they should die, the de-
duction clearly was that he had some
connection himself with the clave
traffic and had wanted to stop their

m%ul:hs. ing in undertonos togethe
pnversinT  in underiones  togebher,
they njzttfﬁoﬁ through the dusty strceis
in their bare fect and huddled in the
borrowed tobes,

Navigation through the * tortuous
streets of Ahkab, though, proved a
dificult matter, and it was fuily fifteen
minutez before they located tho resi-
dence and approached the courtyvard.
The consul’s car was outside, end
Major Gundath himself, who had been
up to the house, was sbount to step into
it again. Guy and Tony ran forward,
and the consul turped angrily, thinking
they were two of the usual ggars
come to whine for alms.

“Major Gundath!"” Guy exclaimed.
“Ope’ moment, aiel" ;

The consul's. monoele jerked from his
aye.

*Great Scott! Who the blazes——"

"Ay, we're vour guests, sir.,” Guy
chuckled, “and jolly lucky we're not
food for the pariahal We were
by o howlin' mob which had taken a

‘dislike to us, and we only got clear by

snaffling these duds.

Rapidly the pals gave him an account
of what had haogﬁpen&d; and mentioned
their suspicion of Sayyid, ]

“ By Jove, you fellows are proving a
bit of & handiull” Major Gundath

mted. “To my koowledge E‘I}‘ti:ﬁ

asn’t been in the bazaars at all this
morning, cod 1 can hardly credit that
he could have pleyed that rotten trick
on you. i've always found him sn
honest sorvont, bdf I'll make full
inquiries into the matter., Come on into
the house and take another bath,”

“A bath!” '.I'r.'n:]l:yr hrmﬁhﬁi B:;gdndilt
rou've ¢ mnytni that'a or
hiiaten,gauir, I*ﬁttr;mlsblﬁ you to trot it
out ! vy  sternsheets
pellers—**

“ A few blisters are easily mended,”
the consul smiled, "and it's jolly lucky
from what you've told me, that you
haven't had cracked skulls. After this
it will be fearfully risky for me to keep
you here, and T must arrange to get
you away this evening by the latest.
T've had a wireless message from the
Faleon, and I've been acked to arrango
transport for you from Ahkeb to Aden.
If the Falcon's at sea when you get
there, you are to report to Navy Housa
where you'll get ordera what you aro
to do until her return.’”

“Thaoks, sir,” Guy said. *“We are &
beastly nuisance, know, and I’
afraid we're interfering again with your
busincss this morning.™ |

“I've done the official business of the

pro-

‘morning,” the consul replied, *and waa

only going to what wo call the Akhab
Ynghtgmu for a cocktail before lunch.
There are only about a dozen wE.nta
pahibs here. yon -know, most of ‘em
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connected with the shipping companies
or steamship agonta.™

The courtyard was deserted, save that
at the far eond. & homil—low<class
servant—was squatting in & hunched
position in  1tha dust with Lis beck

against a date palm.
“ Bet come round to ile back,””
Major .Gundath suggested. “You'll

perbaps be able to. get to your room
without any of the servants sceing vou."

They mbupted somo steps ot the side
of tha residence, and walked round the
wide verandah. And then, with start-
ling suddenness, the bead eartains hang-
ing ovor a doorway were parted, and
thero staggerod out Chotajes, the litle
babu, minus his round spectocles, his
faco the colour of old putty, and his
cyes blinking dazedly. . N

Guy darted forward s the Bengali
reeled against the doorpost and clung
thore for ﬂup;;m:t, his thin legs trembling
so that they threatened to erumple under
him. The tips of his fingers against the

woodwork were red as though he had

adopted the popular vogue of the Indion
beauties, :
*%3.sahibs! S-zahibal® :
_His lips moved as though he would
say more, but his tongue seemed to
have shrivelled within him, and with
his other hand he feebly rustled.the
bead curtaina.

“Groat fish-hooks! What's up ¥’ Guy
cxclaimed,

He thrust Chotajee into the support-

ing arms of Tony, flung apart the
hanging strings of coloured beads, and
burst into the room beyond, followed
closely by the consul. There, in a shaft
of golden sunlight, shining from =&
window high in the wall, was the negro
slave he had helped to rescue from
Khoof, skewercd to tho floor with a

long knife driven botwoen his shoulder--

blades! '

The Mysterious Killer

. TTERING a_gosp of dismay,
‘ ’ Guy ﬂmpTEdg o his kuoees
- -besido the slave, knowing before

even he touched him that life
was extinet. The consul stood as if
petrified, aud then, recovering himself,
staggored to an inner door, flung it
open and clap hiz hands.

“Bayyid! Husseint! Fahi!

‘Threo of the servants employed at the
residence came hurrying to the room,
und babbled in alarm at the .sight of
the slzin negro.” -

- The major swallowed hard.

“\Who—whe has been in here’ he
demanded. “Have -any of you?” ;

The Arabs vigorously shook their
heads and began a chorus of protest.

“Did you see anyone come out of this

?l!

Sayyid held his hands out before him.
vocking his body forward and backward
in distress, real or feigned.

“We .know nothing, master!” he

moaned. “We are poor men and
honést, and the sons of honest men.”
" Aeccording to all three of them theyw
wera in the servants' quarters of the
résidence, and had scen or  heard
nothmg to alarm them.

.The consul swung round.

“Where's that confounded babu?" ho
exclaimed. - _ _

Chotajee was gulping down  water,
secured  for him” by Tony from o
carafe in the room. He rose trembling
as the . consul barged out through the
bead eurtains, and some of the crimson
was transferred from his-Gnger-tips to
the side of his alpaca jacket.

*Clome, - pull - yourself - togother!”

“Major Gundath said -hrnaﬂueljr. “ What
do vqu know about that?

_the negro.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

TIa gestured nd the beads, and
Chotajee rubbed his hands together as
though washing them with invisible

and water. i

0ap ! : ;
HI—I didn’t do it sahib ! ho stut- A

tered. “In very truthfulness I am ingo-
cent ns babo unborn, I am Bengali, of
honest parentage, and not of debased
Badmash caste, an csteemed * Failed
B.A.’ of well-known University—"
“Cut all that!” the consul said.

“You came out of that room a few

minutes. ago; wo went in and found
He had been struck down
by onc of the Arnb weapords used for
wall decoration there. What do you
konow about it?"” .

Chotajes stommered and spluttercd.
“The shock's heaved him over on his
boam-ends, sir,”” Tony said ta the
consul. **Btill, ¥'d stake n yeer’s pay
that he had nothing to do with this
terriblo affair. Come, Chota, get it off
your ohest, old son! What d'you
know "' - :

In trembling accents tho little habu
told a strange story,

According to his statement -ho had

walking round the verands when
he had. heard a heavy thud, He had
pulled aside the bead ecurtaing and
cntered the room where he knew that
the negro had been resting, The slave
was Iying on his facé on the floor, and
bending over him was the hilky figure
of 2 man in the white robes of an Arab,
inwhose uplifted left hand was a long-
biaded weapon. :
. Apparently, the slave had been strock
down by a2 blow on the head, and then
he had seen another blow delivered by
the keen-bladed dagger. ¥t had been
rooted to the spot; and the Arol
attacker had slithered away through
the inmer door.

Chotajee had then come over faint,
and must have fallen, for his next
recollection had beén that he was pick
ing_himgelf vp from the floor and stag-
gering out
which might ha
later.

Major Gundath ocxchanged glances
with Tony., s
- “This soundz fishy to me!” ho mut-

ve been some minutos

tered. “I'm-afraid, Dunn, I shall havo:

to hold this fellow and hand him over
to the local authorities.”

Chotajee gave & faint shrick.

“Yuhoo!" he cried.
request, sahib, that you do not act. wit
any such rashfulness! Thoe dastardly
misereant was a ‘debased Arab——"

#Cut the cackle, Chota I Tony inter-
posed sharply: and, turning -to the
consul, seid: “There's: no  evidenco
agninst this chap, so far as I ean see,
sir. ‘If he fell in a faint on the Aoor

-THE FIRET CHAPTERS RETOLD,

LIEUTENANT GUY EASTON, S0UB8-
LIBUTENANT DUNN, and CHOTAJEE, a
‘Bengali interprefer, hoving been  ordered .o
board a suspicious-looking dhow heading a
soutierly course owf of fhe Red Sea, are eut
adrift during o storm and cast ashore on the
Istand of Khoof. Afler a geries of
adveniures the dhow in. question arrives af the
taland, and uy and Tony discorer that Has
Dhin, & giand Abyssindan in command of the
dhoae, 18 & dealer i1 slavas,  Eveunlualy vezching
AMkab, on the Arabian cost, the bays el upon
mtpiymf i uﬂmﬁmﬁﬁm fnﬂ# Erg'#ﬂh uﬁ
LT ~of money Tig-onts, | a
T::;I:i-y et off through the streels of AhLab, whera
i wnknown edemy maker i appeor that dhey
have desecrated ons of the wmost tmporbaat
oo 3 of el s T

ol satical
gmbs. the fwo chume seekl sgneluary B &

re eslablishment, ng two of
the tcorkers, they disguise Themsalves in® Arab
olothing Gngd’then wend their way bidk 1o the
eoienl’s residencs, :

{Now rend on.}

from the bead ourtains,

“I begfully

natural., But

27

thore, it's quito roasonable that his hand
would hove touched the stained carpet,

and it would hardly have cccurred to

him to make up yarn about the

h;;tdh j}thu_ struck the blow with his left
“Don’ you baliove i, Dunn,” Major

Gundath said.” “I've lived in the East
morp years t you've becn out hero
months, aod I can sssure you that any
of thess people—particularly alis
of the babu class—are quite capablo of
making ugﬁnrna that would make tho

Averago tish sailor seem .liko a
novice,"

“You haven't any cvidence, sir,” Tony
persisted, “and, siurely, without that

you can’t have him nrrested i

" F'm net going to have him arrested,”
tho consul answered; *it's merely my
plain duty to have him held so that he's
ayailable when wanted. It's customary
hero in Arabia for important witnesses
i & ¢rume fo be held in custody until
the maticr is thrashed out; they have
the samo safe custom in Mexico and
soveral other places, I believe.”

“'Wa mtnmﬁd that he should come
back to the Ialcon with us,” Tony
pointed out,

* Permrission regarding that will rest
with the Arab suthorities of the port,”
the consul responded. *Thero's no need
far yon to worry yourkelf unduly, my
dear fellow. I personally will seo that
no harm comes to him, but it's cleax
that no stone must bo left unturned -to
discover the treacherons snake who
struck down thaet poor bogpar of a
stave,”

When he and Tony entered the voom
again, taking the trembling Chotajon
with them, they found that Guy and
the Arabs had covered over that grim
figura on the -foor. The consul
questioned Sayyid in Arabic, and the
servant answered volubly in the samo
i age, until Chotajee  began to
babble protests in the same tangue.

“Bayyid tells me,” tho consul -said,
_turmnf; to the chums, “that he saw tho
Bengali enter “this roeom hy the other
door. ten minutes before I summened
him,” :

“ My saintod aunts, that is foulsomo.
fig!” Chotajec hooted. “May wothe
brecdfully multiply on the robes of the
Arab gﬁg-dng‘! I am honourable gont
god ‘ Failed D.A.,' snd of too kindful

‘heart to hurt even buzaful bluchottle !
I never set single one of honourable foot

through that doorway !*
“1. betieve him,” Guy said simply.
“8Bame here,” Tony affirmed. “Dut

I wouldn't trust Savyid the lenpth of

§ boathock, and it wouldn't surprise me

that he either knifed the bLlack him-
solf, or knows who did ™

The Ahkab Gaol?
AJOR GUNDATH, the British

consul of Ahkab mopped his
brow,

' “T don't know what to
think,” he muttered, “1 heve had

-Bayyid in my employ for o long time,

and bave alwaya found him strictly

honest.™

- Both Licutenant Guy Easton and Sub.-

Licotenant Tony Dunn could see that he

was more inchned to believe his own
gervant than Chotnjee, wiuch was
7 they  themselves” were
positive that the little Bengali had not
killed the negro slave whom thoy had

ta escape from the Arabian sland
of Khoot -

“Fm afraid, vou fellows” the consul
added, “that the Boogali must stay for
terrogation by tho Arab authorities
Koep -on-those disguises; you will have

%‘nr Macrer Lisniny.—No. 1.204.
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te elear oudl of the port ms soon as
possitde,™

Further protest was useless, and Guy
amnd Tony went o dress their blistered
feet,

“You can zee new, Tony, old ship-
mitte,” Guy remarked, when they were
alone ufter a mecal, “that we're up
against  somoctiung  bigger than  any
dyed-in-the-woel Arvel -slaves.  Theve
are agents of the slave traflic right here
in Ahkab, amd we're jolly lucky to have
cacaped the smine fate s thot blacka-
meor:  Lhey've stopped his mouth—and
by heaven, I'll never have un casy shut-
cre again wntil the murderous swab
responsible s collured M

“Tho roticn brute descrves boiling in
pil 1" 'said ‘'l'ony hotly. * Of - course,
Chota was speaking the plain trath,
though he made -his cown ease look
pretey . fishy by all that stotteriag and
I!Iﬂllt—tt‘l“'t'llf itn front of tiue consul. Bluch
more likely it was that spake, Sayvid.
Is Le left-handed 2

“I've. been watching him earefully,”
Guy szaid. “but he scems to use lis
right hand for ordinary jobs. Now take
a dekko ab this™

Mo produced a small object from the
pocket of his juckel ubider the Arab
robes and placed it on the drm of the
wicker chal» in which he was sédted.
Tt was & fraginent of glass abdnt three-
gquarters of an’ incki long, and in tho
rough shupe of o crezcent,

“Where did yoa get this?” Tony
asked.

Guyv took up the fragment of glass,
and Tony saw the woven wickerwork of
the chair magnificd under at.

“1 found this,” Cuy =aid, “in the
elenchied right haud of that dead negro.
There may have been a broken picce of
glass on the fAoor which his fingers
clawed up 1n his last moments, This,
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old sop, looks liks a frigment of a
broken ]e:m—-p-:-rhnps the lens from a
pair of spectucles’ -

Tony stared agape.

“Phow' ! ha whistled,  #“Burely vou
dan’t e But I remember
Chota wasn't wearing his spees when
lie came out of that room ™ .

“I noticed that, too,” Guy muttcred.
“In spite of this, I still don’t believe.
that he did that rotien job”

* Mor'l, admiral!” returned Tony.

Cuy grimly restored the fragment of
glnzz to his pockeot. :

“I'm keeping this to myself,” he said,

Toward cvening they learned from
Major Gundath that he had arcanged
with the Arab skippcr of a fast-sailing
tyvpe of eraflt called a mahaila to give
them passage from Ahkab to Aden, Still
i their disguises they were to coport
aboavd after dark, and the consul gave
them full details coneerning the skipper,
the craft—which was decorated with blue
—and where 1t was Iying beside a reugh

oliy.
: They learned, teon, ihat Chotajee was
locked in a typiesl Arab prison not
far from the waterfront, and, in castial
conversation with the consnl, discovered
various fucts about the place.

When the crescent moon was lifting
above the minarets and palms of Ahkaly,
Guy and Tory tocok leave of the consul;
They had previously vofused his ofier
that Bayyia:should guide them to fthe
maliila, bui borrewoed some money in
real British gold and silver. When they
left the residence by o back wav; and
i their Arab disguiscs shuffled through
the streets of the port.

At the junction of two evilsmelling
sirgets Crev. hesttutod.

“Ahe mahatta can wait,” he multered.
“Before we go to it, old scont, we're

goiug 1o take a peck at that Arab
calaboose.™

A gle v smule overspread Tony's fmec,

“DF course we're not going to leavoe
old Chota in the soup ! he said,

The thoroughfare where the gaol
dezeribed] by the consul was situaied
wis knewn i Avalie as the " Arcade
of Pomcgranates” Someone with the
magination of Umar Khavyam must
have named if, for it was neither un
areade por were there any  pome-
granates, ‘Lhe street consisted sclely of
u number of dark, forbidding dwelljngs,
and it fawrly recked of foul affal - left
about in the g Ankob fish bazaar at
tho far end. Altogether, it was a pretty
filthy hole, and thz enly living things
were two Arabs armed with loaded
rifles, and o few hungry pariah dogs
doing duty ny scavengers in the gulters.

The chums shuffled past the sentrics
and pauscd tc see Chatajee curled miser-
ably like a dog behind the iron bars
flush with the wall, Somefimes as many
#3 a dozer priscaors wero eramped into
that feticd dewe, but tho little “babu was
ithe only prisoner there to-night, whieh
was all to the geed. Unfortunaiely, he

‘was asleep, and wounld lLave to be
ronsed, -
One of the Aral guards addressed n

remark 1n Arabie to the chums, who

Chad no ides what L2 meant, Guy, how-

ever, grunted in reply, and picked up a
chunk of decoved cubbage from among
the offal:

“Wa feringhee ™  he muttered”
venolrenziy, and threw the chunk of
cabbage at Cholnjea,

{Pacr old Choltujgee is in a sorey plight,
ot gront cwen be swre Guy avd Fony will
ela their besf to reaene hin ! Dow™t mizs
wexl week’s feast of theilfs, whatcver
wow do, chuwms')
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FIGHTING FORTUNES !

Champlon boxers are mzking huge fortunss.
dow is tha time for all youlhiul asplrants to
fngtin prowess 10 train.
adjuncis t0 a boxing oarser ars guaranised

»Special Course of Tralning,
including black ayes, hroken nossd, caulk
Rower ears, straight tefis, crocked rights. If
you're going to ba a -:d#
the woret over now.
PERCY BOLSODYER, Champlon Fighting Kan,

Al tha nejetsary
undder my

sagional boxer, gat
Full partioulars from

Greyfriars Remoye.

o

ESCAPED BEAR AT GREYFRIARS

SCOUT RALLY SENSATION

PROUT

IN

* 30.0-0Y8, BE PREPARED !
THAT'S WHAT THE FA.
BLES SAY 4

And so on, through the good old
Scouting anthem ! Scores of hearty
voiecs yalled it out at the great
Heout Rally held on Little Side last

weel,

Mr. ® Laacelles, Scouimaster
of the Guﬂ_ﬂmﬁg Troop, had charge
of the arrangementa. Other cole-
britioa present included Paul Prout,
Esq., who was the Guest of H{onour,
and Messrs, Quelch, Twige, and
Wigging, while Dr. Locke turmed
up just bLefore the end, -

Undor tho direction of Leader
Wharton, the Scouts gave a top-
lwle exhibition of Scoutcraft. The
first cvent was a snappy display
of Swedish drill and gymnastics,
hFnighing up with a grand human
_..v.EEH,m. Seout Bolsover rather
npoilt this by bending down to tie
up his shoelace at tho moment
when Lall the Lower School was
supparted by his shouldera. The
gymnests camo down with a bump
anil the cvent onded in some con.
fusion ; but PM.E...__., from this, tho
human pyramid was voled & huge
SUCCOST,

Evidently the Scouts of Grey-
friars are expert at bridge-building.
They rigged up guite an imposing-
looking bridge in a matter of
minutes, and the epectators had
visible proof of its strength when
they afterwards proceseded to march
across ik, Unfortunately, Mr. Prout
decided that he also would like to
west ib; and this timo the bridge
came oif second-best ! Prout rolled
on the ground in & heap of dobria
and the Scouta rushed him off to
the first aid tent and cleared up
what was left of the bridge, to
make way for the next event.

Relny-racing, camp-cooking, fire-
fivhling, and meny other things

A PICKLE

were demonsgirated one by one, then
thore wos & great battle of Redaking
versus Cowboye, performed by the
entire Troop.

Meanwhile, outside Groyiriars,
Scouts Vernon-Smith and Russel]
were- doing o little stunt of their
own. Arrangements had been made
for them to try to bring & message
from the Commissioner at Court.
field to Mr. Loscelles throu
:E..mu.mﬂ * lines re nted by the
Seout Troop from Higheliffe. They
were allowed to dispuise themsalves
andthe Higheliffo chapawere allowed
to roam anywhere between the
circus on Courtfield Common and
the end of Friardale woods.

Ae the alternoon wore on and
Smithy and Fussell failed to turn
up, we began to wonder whethor
they had been captured. Even
worege foars than that were enter-
tained later on when & startling
evont Interrupted the proceedings.

A ficree-lookine brown bear
auddenly loomed through the gates
and made & straight line for the
Seout Rally !

Yells of alarm sounded om all
sides. We all puessed st oneco
that it had escaped from the circus,
and, from the fact that a foreign-
looking stranger was chesing i,
wé gueossed also that it might be
dangerous.

For a fow soconds thers was quite
& pania,

Then the panic ended and a roar
went up.

* Bmithy 1™

The * boar "' wos none other than
Vernon-Bmith, disguised, and, of
course, tho foreign-looking gentle-
man turned out to be  Russell,
They had got through without a
single challenge from the Higheliffe
men—which, .in the ¢ircumetances,
was nothing to be wondered at |

The great Rally concluded with
a charge across the feld to the
pavilion, Owing to a littls mis-
understanding the Scouts thought
they had to finish up befors the
Head, who waa standing on the
veranda, insfead of Mr. Prout,
who was waiting some littls dia.
tance in front. As & result, the
Guest of Honour was bowled over
and mot seen again till after the
show., But everybody, with the
posgible exception of Mr. Prout
and Scout Bolsover, declarad that
it hoit been o groat .m:u. !

100 YEARS AGO

EXTRACTS FROM EARLY
ISSUES OF THE “HERALD.”

Mr. Hardnucklo and Mr, Slam-
well of the Remove fought 99
G-minute rounds with bare fiats
behind the College Chapel last
Saturday, At that stage in the
bout the headmaster appeared,
end taking the two principals to his
chamber, inflicted 250 strokes of the
birch on each. The mmrn WaE
regumed at once in the Common-
roomn and 35 more rounds fought
befora supper without a decision
being arrived at.

Alter an investigation lasting
umw_..w.. a year, Wyekett minor waa
found gmilty of throwing e piece
of turf at Prefect Smith during a
oricket match laat summer, Pre-
feet Smith was batting at the time,
and the turf dislodged his top-hat
and made him an object of ridienle
to the spectators, Wyckett minor
hes been taken to the dungeons
and will apend six months writi
Latin verse on a diet of bread an
water,

The hoadmaster, after o dis-
cusgion with the Governors, has
approved the foilowing time-table
far the College :

5.0 o.m.~-Riging bell.

8.0 _H,..Hn-.__illu.ﬁv N..Hﬂ.—lﬁ..ﬁ.ﬁg-

10 a.m,—Breakfast,

10.5 a.m,—3 p.m,—Latin.

3 p.m,—Dinnér.

3.6 _ﬂ.u._..lwmmummwﬂ.l.ﬁw:u*

Midnight.—Supper,

12.5 p.m.—Lights out,

A Hunpmep Years Hexce,

A repreitable lapse into the
barbarons habits of the past
occurrod yesterday when Percy
Boore of the Remove elapped
Cyril Softleigh of the samoe mm__u
atter a guoarrel con their reapective
merits at basket-ball. The offen.
der, ovorcome with remorse, has
drowned himself in the fountain,

Bertram Bounce, who liss been
feeling out-of-sorta lately, threw a
bottle of ink et the Hend this
morning. He hkas been remon-
strated with, carc being taken not
to liart his feelings in any way.

The leadmaster, efter a dis-
cussion with the dovernore, lasg
approved the following time-table
for the school

11.30a.m.~-Tlizsing -Loll (optional).

Noon,—Breakfost (in bed, i
desired ),

1 p.m,—32 p.m.-Reereation,

2 p.m.—Classes (optional).

3 p.m.—Recreation and dinner,

4 pm,~~11 p.m.—TFacreation,

Midnight,—Lights out {if desired)

CURED-}

HOUSEMAID} KNEES
ARTS WIPED OUT.
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AND CHILBLAINS

Write to Our Mii

This feature has been opeifor the spocial
benefit of sufferers from all knfsf sehes, pains

and ailments, who write us figms to fime for
advice. Bo pet busy, you:piivalids, and
_nnW hear al ua__ﬂm _“EnrH_m... il mﬂ_m them
right, space permitti rplidoesn't ity
1m:.m eiraid you'il ”ww.rndn o E%%Mﬂm t
Here'a the first bateh of our W but effective
repliea to correspondents. _._&E firat shall
be last oa far as I'm concernedlie.).

“ALONZO " writes : " Al _.. irritant pain
which I am at o losa to explih sffacting my
palma. I em apprehensiva §§l have fallen
& victim of some dread malids 'The pain came
on quite suddenly. When liget in to Mr.
Quelch’s study to see him ab _.._ gleoting m
prep, my palms were quite nfasl, yet when
came out a few minutes lat m wis euffering

intensely, Nothing had haypsl in the inter-

vening period excepting that Mgmieh had given

me six stroles with the cans i i
This ja one of those puzzimie, " Alonzo,”

that are the despair of the fession,

One might hint st 8 hundefieible canees,
yet atill fail ﬁmn strike the H,p_ . Geot your
chemist t0 make you up theRlwicg preserip-
tion : Bulph, Bio. Aq. Praecy ¥, Am, Fe, nm.

fixiure to the

Fo, Fum, O, Yeh. Apply thlli
arta. 16 b doseck

affected parts. B 4 won't do
much harm, anyway | It o _ g a8 an after-
thought that the pain may posflibe dus to Mr,
Queleh's cane. ote carefilifn the next

i mm_m.._umﬂm_ﬂ___.

oceagion, ** Alonzo,” and if §
shows an increase, write again

“ NUGENT ML" writea : "Ig#worried about
my dile. Six months ago it wimite s helthy,

al Expert—He'll Kill or Cure You

ruddy culler, but Tately it seems to be petting
m_.u.m.r_.w and cullerlegs,™
ou are suffering, “ Nugent Mi.", from =&
complaint koown as “ Fag'a Face.” It occurs
very commonly among Second and Third-Formers
Buy a bar of scap, obtain some hot water and &
ascrubbing-brush, and vigorously sorub the affected
%E..F afterwarda drying with a rough towel,
he cure will be instantancous, and ii you meako
a habit of washing occasionslly in the future,
no Hnﬁoiﬂaﬂ of the trouble need be feared.

W.G.B.—"1 am suffering seveer internal
panes, Ihave had nothing to tme, My last
meal konsisted simply of & cold chicken, 1 1b. ham,
a cupple of loaves, 4 Ib, butter, 3 fig puddings
snd 3 lba, applee, What do you advise ¥

Quita ohviously, W.G.B., you are sufiering
from under-nourishment, Our eandid advics is
that you stop this dangerous habit of taking mere
enacka and stick to good, nourishing meals in-
stead. This should put an end to your troubles,

" BNOOPY."—A peculiar feeling of nausea,
sickness, dizzinees and headache, has suddenly
affected me. My last meal was four hours ago
and I ate nothing I can think of to cause it
The attack came on while I was smoking the first
cigar of my lifo—a black cheroot which dropped
out of Prouty’s pocket in the qued.”

It is extromel ¥ difficult to say what might lead
to the attack, '*Snoopy.” Alter several Lours
of deep thinking, we can only voncluds that you
did, in apite of what vou sav, eat something which
disagreed with yon. Why the attack should have
deve aw.mm at the timo you were emoking the first
cigar of your life is o problem too baffling for us o
solve.

JAZZ

CONCERT BY
JOHNNY BULL AND HIS BOYS

RUCTIONS IN THE RAG

“School House Blues” and
“That Tuckshop Melody”

A Jazg Concert given by Johnny

Bull and his Boys in the Rag on
Wodnesday evening proved-much
to the liking of a large and enthusi-
astic audience,
congisted "of six highly shkilled
musicians, wos composed of the
following inetruments :

Comb-and-Paper—Bob Cherry
Jew's Harp—Frank Nugent.
Kagoo—Toem Brown.
Squeaker—Pevcey Bolsover.
Base File—Iferberi Vernon-

The band, which

Srnith.

Tin-cons—JOHNNY BULL.

There was some curiosity beforo

the pregramme bepgan sa to what
sort of article the base vile would be.
Loud laughtor ensued when it was
found to consist of A mqwmsm.mﬁs
with lengths of elastic stretehed
acrosa it ; but the laughter ehanged
to applause when Vernon-Smith
got busy on it.

The Boys proceeded fo give a

variad selection from their axtensive
reperioive and the fun was fast and
furious.
and rapturous applanse,
ecularly when it heppened to be one
of Johmmy Bull’s origicel ecomposi-

Each tune camed loud
_....mﬁr

Think of the joy of it ! "V * Nunno !
stroll into the Form-room finy
minutes late and Quelchy i
a gunlet eye on you.

" Boy,” comes an icy pred
ing from the megisterial de
“you are late 1" .

b |

..‘_n I'm not late, am I7" gyou

Certainly not 1™
ats your vietim.
of muggesting such =@

‘" Just ng well for you!" vou
ort, M Now  give
i & dozen on the han

.M HYPNOTIST & HOLD YOUR OWN WITH ALL COMERS
Professor Kipps Writes on a “Compelling” Subject

You brugh your hand lightly
over his forehead and he comes
back with o start.

“Dear me! How painfcl my
hand 18 ! " he murmurs. ** What
ar you doing out in front of the
class, my boy ? Pray sit down | ¥

And you go to your place,
triumphant |

How ran vou reach this stage
of proficiency in the art of hypno-
tism, you ask ¥ Why, it's aa
casy &3 rolling off a log! All
you have to do is, stand in front

You

1 wouldn't

..wuuﬁm

‘Faney that, eir!" yal§ " With great pleasure ! " gasps | of & mirror and make passes st
chortle, winking at the trombling s boal:. yourseli, Don't go and make
TForm. * Any-objection t" i He holds out his hand and | the mistake of a recent navice,

“ Boy | retched youthl" _ fvea himeelf half a dozen eting. | who started pasaing & foothall
thunders the beak, making @y outs that make him yell with | all round the voom! The sort

grab for his camb. "1 il
thrash you! I will—ow! Ab
Ugh! t's coming over me!

_:: . 13
S That will do !"” you grant.
Fow don't ho cheely again !

of ging I meen s & passing
of %_Mm hands, designed to exercise
6 compelling effect on tho suh.

jMypniotist ! Hold the beaks in the holloww of your hand! Compel the world o obey your
! Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows, take iy word for it, hypnotism Leals cock-fighting!

He doesn't know it, but he's
piting the "fluonce !

The beals puta his hand to his
iwow and cloges his eyes.
iz o stern and stony stare on

ject of your attentiong—in this
cage, yourself !

After a little practice, you
should be able to hypnolise
yourself, You ecan then order

urself to stand on your head,

ray like a donkey, bark like
a dog, and zo om. When you
bring yourself round again, you
won't remember anything you've
done. Wonderful, ism't it ?

Of courss, there are follows
who won't be able to bear looking
at their own faces for more than
a few seconds ot & time. This
diffculty, however, can be over-
come by purchasing & mask
from & novclty dealer for a few

cappoers.
When you are satisfisd that
you can hypnotise yourself, try

it. on someona else, ooge smaall
(Continued af fool of newt column.)

tions. Of tliese wo geloct the fol-
lowing as the best of the evening,
mn their order of merit :

‘¥ School Housc Biues."

‘" Sliding on the Bonisteys,”

* Dancing With Shoea XNol
My Size.”

H That Tuckshop Melody.”

We congratulate Johnny Bull
on the fine discipline of his orches.
tre. In many dormitory and
Common-roora bands, as mueical
eritics aro always pointing out, a
common " fault is for the kazoo

to be playing ono tune whils the
squeaker playa ancther, the tin.
enans a ihivd, and soc on. Thia

rarely happens with Johnny Bull
and his Boys., At least, it didn't
happen more then half & dozen
times on Wedneeday, and cven
when it did, Bob Cherry, with the
comb - ond - paper, disercetly
drowned the rest, so that it was
hardly noticeabls !

The *“hit" of the eveninr wns
“ Behool House Blues.”  Jolmny
Bull provided the " hit™ by acci-
dentally bashing Bolgover on tlo
noge with ono of his drumsticke.
Lound encoree” were demanded,
but Jolinny Bnll smilingly declined.

Owing to members of a rival
band mumw.u.mmsm stink-bombe among.
the audience, the performance
endead rather hurriedly, snd there
was & stampede for the doors,
We lock forward, however, to
hearing & good desl mors from
these rising and gifted young
musicians,

game at first ; you may not be
able to work the oracle on your
Form - master at once ! Patiemcs
end persevorance will carr
you to the top of the tree,
the time will come when prefects

an beaks alike will hold no
terrors for you.
Try it |

{(But don't blame us for the

consequences '—En,),



