“COKER’S HOLIDAY CAPTURE!”

Rattling Fine School Yarn of Harry Wharton & Co.—Inside.

— i T

ey

% MAGNET-

g

e
¥ i:

i

EVERY SATURDAY. Week Ending April 18th, 1931.




READY FOR A CHIN-WAG?

THEN~——

Ahways gied to hear from gou, chwins, 5o drop rve & line lo the following eddress ;
The EdBwr; The * Haguel ' Litwary. The Imalgssied Press, Lid., The Fleciway
House, Farringdon Streetl, Londen, E.C.4,

LITYTLE whils ago I mentioned
i my chat abeaot ihe Eakdale
Ratlway—that curtous miniatare
track w i# the mmallest public
viailway in thia couniry. Last week 1 had
n fetter from & chum who hails from Cleator
Moor, Comberland, and who talla me that
he hes often travelled on it. When he
fivet woent on ¥, he smays, tha engine
tzavelled so slowly that boys could run
ng fast, but powadays the cngines have
leen b t mers up to date. Alseo,
sonre  of open coaches Lave been
veplaced by closed ones, but, secording
io my chum, the lutter are frightfully
stuffly. Une of these days I will Lave to
11!% o viait to this railway !
he same reader J. D. T.) ssks ma
whether the Shell iz a higher Form than
the Remove. Yea; the Remova ia below
the Upper Fourth, while the Shell ia
between the Upper Fourth and the Fifth.

From E. F. Engliah, of Oxiord, come
THREE QUERIES CONCERNING COAL.

How is it formed, he aska. Why is it so
deop in the earth ¥  Aond how do people
know it is there 1

Hundreds of vears ngo the ecal was
floorishing foreats. In time ths trees
rotted, and, a3 they wera covered over by
carth and various upheavals, the wood of
the treea gradually became d.
The harder the coal 15 now, the it
has been in the ecarth.

ara able to tell, from the

layers of she emrih, whether thers is a
likelibnod of coal Elhgﬂdqm m&ﬂﬂ;ﬁt any
particular . t they cann By
whether i% i& in sufficient quantities to
mmake it worth anyone's while to sink a
mire, To disecover that, it is nDeceasary
io sink a long hollow tubs through the
earth, sad draw op semples of the ceal.
Ti coal i present in good quantities—and
if it is coal—a mine is then sunk ;
Lut if the coal in ouly half-formed, or the
layers are broken, no one bothers any
more about it, for, &8 you can e, 1t
i= & very comdy business to sink & mime !

BIRMINGHAN chum, who signs
his Etter " R, R.," i3 & pianist
who in

INTERESTEPD IN SYNCOPATION.

He wants to know [f I ean tell binx wiere
ha ean take o correspondence course In
thia subject. Persomally I should not
adwvise him to am‘mgnm stundy syncopa-
tigm by post. Ha ald endeawonr to
get Bnio touch with someons in Lis own
city wha will be willing to teach kim, for
Iw will find that mwuch maore satisfactory.
An adverdieement in o loval paper miglt
hetp Linn—or he eould write to the con-
duetor of a local » jazz 7" band and ask
him to help.

Frar Rees, of Weat Havtlepoc!, asks fox
"-'_' i Iis »i Aln
tm solie the folloxing query: Ivirsaw a

vanintrer {ake & mumber o1 Bage F &1

nations and tie them r. Then the
egmjarer took bold of oue end and his
Fmt?'u took hold of the ut.har.t'!hny
pulled the sport—and they turned
mio a larpe Union Jack, How was it
done ?

Well, one of the smaller flagn was
really & bag, and inside shias thers wad &
 large uilk Lnion Jack. When the small

flags were tied together, the corners of the
En%ﬂun Juck were out, and tho
wod to drop behind

e R
the largo.fag as it waa extendad. There
are several ways of doing this pasticular
trick, but the above method is the sim
The “ trick ™ can bs bought from
any magical dealer. My chum shounld
ey e Uity
reIne rge wi AW o
the smallest pmibluzgm. pac Y

2

AYE you pot a Maicxpr poeket-

knife yet T Sydoey Lyall, of 178,

Archway Road, H te, N.8,

wins & topping Bhefheld stesl
penknife for the following yamm :

Son: “What b = ¢
dad 7 ** e,

"

kseps the de-
teative Duay

-% while the

ecriminal sséxpes 1™

*Can you tell me
SOMETEING AROUT ALASKA?™

 is the which comes from Tom Bell,
ol land. Alaske, which wsed to
: belong to Russia at one time, was booght
from that country by the United Staies,
and since that time verioms expeditions
bave brought to light much Wteresting
infarmation thiz land. Thera
are wonderfal ite ceverr there, somd of
which ore large cnougl: to allow several

T T T T T e

BOOKS, FENKNIVES and
POCKET WALLETS offered
for steryeties and Greyfriars
hmericks. All efforts to be
sent to:

v o MAGNET,
&y Carweclile Sirced,
Eovmilgw, K. £4{Conng.).

DONT MISS THIS
OPPORTUMITY OF
WINKIRG SOME-
THING USEFUL!
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e lravel abreast
through than, Thero ww
ush-Biled rivers, full of
treacherous quicksunds, and
vast mowie whivhh amo
alzo coveprod with ash from
ancient voleanovs,

{rains

In sevaral placea old
wooden crossovs, dating
back for over n Juundre
years, show whera 1lussian
missionarica couverted the
oviginal natives.  Aluska, of
coUrEs, Came 1nto pro-
minepee when gold waa
dimcovered  there, and the
famous  gold rush took
place. 1n addition to gold,
conl, guarte and platinumn
ore  mived there, while fur-trapping
| and salmon tinning is extemsively carried

[ ot

It wight interest you to knew that it
3 poasibls to walk from Alaska to Rusaia !
At certain timos of the yoar the Benng
Straits, which stretvh botween them, are
| frozen over.

Do you know which ia
THE LARGEST BLANDIN THE WORLD?

Atanley Shaw, of Whitstabhle, has been
having an o t with a chum, who
save that Australia is. Thiz iz not
strictly true, becauss Australia iz classed
as a continent. Tho world's largest island
is Creenland, which has an area of about
525,608 squoxe milea. That means thet
it is about twenty-five timea the size of
Iraland, And yet there are only about
400 white peop living thore, and about
13,000 Eskimos. But it is voe good my
chum thinking about going there to live,
for foresgnora are barred—unless they get
special penmission from Denmark, to
whichk Greenland belomgs.

Misa Irene B, Batty, of Tolbamcoates,
Haysham Road, Heysham, Moroeambo,
Lancs, hos beon aw one of this week's
topping books for tho fellowing suappy
Greyirars Limerick

Disky Wugont's 2 daring young fellow,
Wha iuras his fag master’s face yellow.
For ike bread thai be toasis,
And tha sosses be roastis,
Are sbeugh to make any * pre "’ Ballow !

Here ia an interesting fact for jyou
concerning

GOLD FROM SEA WATER.

Po vou know that sea water coutains
id? It dosal Many sxperiments
ve been msds in an eandeavour to extract

it, baxt, so [ar, they have not met with

succesx. Yeb o French sciamtiat reckons
_ - gold in suspension

Unioriunately no possible method of

mﬂ? the gold would be commercially

suceasiul.

HERE'S another raltting good yarn
in store for you cheps nexti weok.
It's entithed :

“ COKER'S DESPERATE VENTURE 1™
Ey Prank Rickards,
enil it's abzolutely O.K.—ag all his yarms
are! The eshums of the Remove, as
usual, are up to the top of their form,
and there are chhuchles galore in the story,
aa well ag thrills,
In * The Island of Slaves,” you'll follow

the farther thrilling adventures of Gu
Eocton, Tony Dunn and Chotajes, while
in the " Greyfriare Herald ' you'll get a
feact of fun. Eherter features as wmal, of
eoarse |

Cheer-Lo, eloamg }

TOUR EDITOR.



A FIRST-RATE SCHOOL AND HOLIDAY YARN—BY POPULAR FRANK RICHARDS
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"THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The High Hand !
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A finger and thumb thad
felt him s utaal vite closed
untarl fat oar,

ERE I” 4 Now, you cheo
. Billy Bunter blinked round 3nung sweep—" ky
in_surprisc. They locked rather warm and dusty, “yawowow! Leggo!” roared

It was a familiac vmcsu
titat hatled him, & voice familiar chiou
at Greyfriars E-nhuﬂ! but- avhich B;ﬁy
Bunter had not crxpaeted to hear on &
country road in Surrey in the Easter
holidaye.

Bunter had rolled out of the galos of
Wharton Lodge on his lonely own. Ho
had rolled out to look for Harry Whar-
ton & Co. There was a frown on his
fat brow., Bunter Ifmd turned out at
half-past ton that morping, ns waa his
2&2{1 custom in holiday-timme, With the

ness that Bunter really might have
expicted of them, Havry Wharton & Co.
bad cleared off after breakifast, instead
of waiting for Buntor to turn out. Green
woods and bright April weather scemed
to attract them, somehow, more than
William ﬂmrge Bunter's
faspinating companv.
Although Bunter had told
them quite plainly that he
would be r&agy at half-past
cleven, they had gone out at
nine, regardlﬁm

E:;'.- Bunter was feeling cross.

“Here, you fat chump "

It was quife an unexpected voice that
hailed Bunter. He had not cxpu:-ﬂted to
seo Coker of the Fifth again till next
term st Greyfriars, and did not particu-
larly want to see him then. Certainly
he did not want te see him noaw.

He blinked ascross the road at Coker
through his big spectacles, but did not
ctherwise heed that great man.

Coker beckoned to him impalientiy.

Still Bunter did not Lced, If Horace
Coker thought that le could ovder a
Remove man about, especially in vaoca-
tiom, ho was ,]ull:.' well mistaken, in
Bunter's epinion.

Coker, like Bunter, was looking cross.
His friends, Potter and Grecno of tho
Fifth, were with him, snd they were
looking resigned. Besignation weos a
{e&snn that any friend of Coker’s had to
Sarn

The three Fifth Form mcn of Grey-
frinrs were standing by their bicyceles.

and had apparently ridden far that
sunny morping. Now they wero at a
halt, scemingly also at a loss. Coker
was the leader of that eyeling party of
three. Being leader, ho led ; and, being
Coker, he led in the wrong dlrﬂﬂtlﬂn
Having covered abouf ten miles in an
effort to reech a destination three miles

from the starting-point, Coker & Co. had.

come b m ghom.

Colior stared across at Bunior. _
“That's & Greviriare fag,” he said.
“It's that fat idigt Buupter of thoe

Remove. I suppose he's staying about
here somewhere. He can Put us on tho
right road. IIecre, Bunter !
oker beckoned again,
“Como here, you fat ass!”
Coker. * Are you deaf?”

shouted

Coker’s about the world’s worst duffer . ..«
but he's got the pluck of a lion,
of ** Burglars, Beware !’ when the greal

Horace geis on the scenf.

Nunter remained whore he was,

“Hold my bike, Greeney,” said Poller.
“I'll et across aud ask the kid—"

“"You won't!” snid Coker positively.
1 aupﬁose s Lower Fourth fap con
comn when ho's called? T never sbtand
cheek from fags at Greyfriars, and I'm
not going to begin now, Bunt.er b

Billy Bunter prinned. He did not sce
why he should crass the wide road at
Horace Uokor's behest, He was not iu
the least interested in Cokei.

Coler, however, saw. Coker of the
Fifth had, a3 he often said, a short way
with fng:s. Beoing on vacation made no
difference. Coker was always Coker.

“Here, hold this igger ! " enapped
Coker, and he shoved his bicyele against
Potter, as if Potter had been a post, an
strode across the road towards Bunier.

“Want anything, Coker?” grinned
Bunter. "Oh!l Ow! ¥You beast, leggo
wy carl ¥Yaroooooh!”

It’s a case

Bunter,
“This way !" paid ﬂ:::!-:er

With that vice-like
car, Horaco Coker waf
eycliste. Bunter's fat ear h

on Bunter's
back to the
ad to go with

him, and, neodless to add, Bunter went

with the fai:. car. He yaﬂud Bs hie went.

“Now—" gaid Coker,

“Ow! Boast!”

“Look here, Buntcrl” gaid Poller,
“We've lost our way—*

“We hoven't lost our way? inler-
rupted Coker, “We've core round a
bit. No harm in ghing round a bit on

& ripping worning like this, We're on
& bike tour, ain't we? A fow cxtra

wiles don't hurt ma.  If vou fellows
EHIL'; ride—""

“ For oodness’ sako

ke '

“Bhut up, Greenol  Now,

lonk here, Buuteri W

haven't lost our way, bhut we

want o short cut to éakalmth

f you'ro staying about licre,
you've heard of the place.
Itﬁ I.'_?m' far away, Where is ig!”
w

“Ta it on this road ¥ mamd Cloker.

“Wow! Leogeo my ear [

Loker did not let go Bunter's car.
Rather he compressed his grip on it
Thr:m was a wail fmm the Owl of

eylriars.
ow-owW-ow-ow M

“ Mow, vou fat c:hum ——a

“Ow! Rescue!™ yelled Bunter, in the
faint hope that the Famous Five might
be within kearing. I say, you fellows |
H.Eiﬂuﬂ g

“ Shut up !* roared Coker.

Pu!.ter and Greeno cost o rather
anxions glance up and down the road.
Coker was o man born for trouble as the

d sparks fly upward; but his comrades did

not wart to be mixed up in a ehindy
with & mob of fags.
“Look here, Coker! You can ask the

Tae Magxer Ligpsany.—Ng. 1,200
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kid ecisilly, can't youl” espostulated
Polter.

“* Zhut up, Potter 1"

“Did we come hero for o row?” de
manded Greena,

“Bhut up, Greene! Now, you fab
idiot, why don’t vou answer? Point out
the nearest way to Oakshott before I
twizt your ear—like that [

I'll'ﬂqI FIH

"T'm waiting !” hooted Coker.

“Ow! Take the Brst turn to the
right, and then the first to the feft, ana
ke ptraight on!” gasped Dunter,
"ﬁw leggo my ear, you beastl”

“Rure that's right 1’ demanded Coker.

Bunter was not sure that it was right.
As a matter of fact, he was sure that it
was wrong, But he did not mention
that.

“Oh! Yes! Leggol”

“ How far is it from bere?" demanded
Cﬂk’ﬂr-l

’ %.Tht?‘ff five miles,”

a

“J—1 mean one mile !” gasped Bunter.
Bunter did not mind what distance ho
mada it, so long as Coker let go his eor.

“ For goodness’ sake, don't ba B bigger
fool tham you <an halg, ) Bunp:irl
snapped Coker. *1 don't believe it's &
mile. Nothing like it 1” .

“That's right }” gasped Bunter, *I—
I mean & quarter of a mile, Less tl‘!jmn
a quarter of a mile, Leggo my earl

“Bure abount ltha turnings 1’ asked

kor suspiciously.
c?‘ﬂw Wes! urn to the left—" ¢

“Vou said the right a minute agol

*Did—did I7 I meant the left. FnsE
{0 th-:? ]%*‘:it, am:}i Lkeep 1itralght on!

as unter, eggo - ;
E"ri?ha checky young rotter’s pulling
our leg!™ soid éﬁh‘&r “He'd better
gshow us the way., We can wheel the
bikes. Come on, Bunter!’ N

“Why, you silly idiot!” gasped
Bunter. *Think I'm going to walk to
Oakshott? It's over two miles, and up
o hill! Leggol® .

“1 knew you were pulling my leg, you
{rowsy young aweepl Get going, you
fellows! Bunter is going to us the
WAy

“T'm not ¥ yelled Bunter.

“] think you arc!” grinned Coker.
“Come on !

“Look here, Coker——" eaid Potter
feebly. )

“Shut up, Potter!” Horace Coker
was evidently satisBed with his own
high-handed methods, though Potter
nnﬁ Groene seemed to have doubts,
“Why the dickens shouldn’t the fag
make himeelf usaful? Now, I'll let go
your ear, Bunter; but if you try fo
scoot off, Pll give you such & thumping
licking, you won't get over it before
the end of the vac. Get a move on 1’

Billy Bunier rubbed his ear, which
was crimson and had a pain in it. He
blinked up the road and down the road.
But there was no sign of Harry Wharton
& Co., and no reseue for Bunter. And
it was evidently uscless to cut and run
from a fellow who had & bike.

BEilly Bunter had to resign himself to
hia fate. With fﬂE‘lﬂﬁ too deep for
wards he started, and his only consola.
tion was that he was !ea_&mf Coker &
Co. in a direction diametrically opposite
from that of Oakshott. Coker wanted a
short cut to that Surrev village; but if
he continued to follow Bunter’s guidance
he had twenty-five thousend miles to
cover hefare he reached hia destination.
In short, he would have to travel round
tha globe. But Coker was never a
fellow to think before he acted, other-
wise he would have realised that Bunter
waz leading him astray.

Tre Macxer Lisraet,—No, 1,209,

THE SECOND CHAPTEH.
Frisnds in Need !

{1 HO inger-pop §**
w Bob Cherry. asked that
uestion, And immediately

o t I:te"f voices replied
ingerpo
Apd a fpurt%n voice addedy

“The ginger-popfulness is terrific

It was midday, and the April day wag
warm. Five éra friara junioras were
dusty, Jry, and athirst. The signboard
of the Bunch of Grapes, swinging from
the branch of an elm by the side of the
l‘ieafy Qurrey lane, was welcome to the
Vieiw.

The littlo old-fashioned inn, with ita
porch, its dinmundaganed windows, it
red-tiled roof, half-hidden by creepers
and foliage, was more welcome. Mosak
welcome was the bench by the table
e Mg o W
pro ginger-pop. An
Wharton & Co. turned from the dusty
lane towards the inn.

They had walked a good many miles
that sunny morning, and enjoy every
ong of them. Now they were heading
back to Wharten Lodge, which was only
half a mile distant, in time for lunch.
Byt they werc glad of & rest and a
cooling drink at that little wayside inn.

At the horse-trough a sleepy horse
was refreshing himself, and a sleepy
carter stood by him chewing a straw. A
plomp asnd roddy-faced waiter in the
porch slecpily ired the landscape,
with one eye on a solitary guest w
already occupied the bench at the table
under the tree. Harry Wharton & Co.

lanced casually at the solitary guest as
they came up. He was & fellow zome
few years older than themselves, wvery
well dressed, with a slightly sunburnt
and strikingly handsome face. He had
ginger-pop befors him on the table, and
a book in his hand, in which ha seemed
deeply iotereated; and the juniors could
not help noticing that it was a pocket
edition of Livy. From which they
gathered the impression that the hand-
zome youth woe some senior schoolboy,
ii_'nprn?h‘jg the shining hour in holiday-
ime.

He glanced nl:sg from his book aa the
junicrs approsched., Heo was seated in
the middle of the long ocakdn
but he immediately shifted along to one
end to make room for the newcomers,

“ Lotz of room ! he remarked politely.

*Thanks |” ssid Harry.

_ “The thankfulness is terrifiel" said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with his
urbane, dusky amile,

The handsome youth started a little,
and gave the dusky Junior o second
glance. Whereat the other members of
the Co. smiled. They were accustomed
to manifestations of & mild surprise
when strange ears heard the remarkable
English thet the nabob had learned in
{ar-off Bhanipur,

Wharton and Nugent, Johnny Bull
and the nabob, sat on the bench. Bob
Cherry esat on the end of the table.
There he could swing his legs. Those
sinowy legs had covered long miles; bué
it was one of Robert Cherry's little
weaknesses that he disliked keeping
stil. In the Remove Form rcom at
Greylriars, Bob had often been “lined *
for shufling his feet. Still life did not

IIJ

appeal to Bob. .
The rubicund walter brought Eﬁq—
pop. Five thirsty schoolboyas found 14

grateful and comforting. .
“Topping |" said Bob, sctting down
an empty glaas. ]
“The topfulness is preposterous ™
agreed Hurrce Jamset Rem Singh,

THE MAGNET

“The dryfulness was great, and the
abaurd gﬁaier-pnp ise bonnh}.i blessing,"”

A pair of handsome, dark eyes were
lifted from Livy to give t’.!éﬂ Nabob
of Bhanipur & third glance. The young
stranger seemed more in in

Hurree Bingh’s English than in Titus

Liviiun‘ Latun., Anpnd the Cp. smiled
again,
“Jolly weather, isn't it1" eaid Bob,

ni‘:;‘a.%iy addﬁng the ut-uifent of Livy.
ery jolly |¥ agresd the stzgprar.
:Eggfﬁhg’ in the holai™ asked Bob.
Greyiriars English seemed a3 new to
he handsome youth as Hurree Bingh's
variety of the language. ;
b made a gesture towardse the Latin
"“Mogging it up for next term, I

“Muggin u or nex Tm
mﬂ,&ﬁ* g p s

“0h, no!” The young fellow laughed
ahighﬂ;r. “I am not & schoplboy.”

*Oh, I fancied you were some Bixth
Form man with e holidey task on
hand 1” grinned Bob, "Not reading
that stuff for Pleamrat”

“"Well, yes1™

" Oh, my hat!'” said Bob.

The idea of any fellow reading Livy
without having to, almost gvercame Bah
Cherry. He called for some mare
ginger-pop.

“ My esteemed Bob,"” remarked the
Nabob of Bhanipur tly, “tha taste-
fulness differs terrifically. Thora is
probably preposterous pleagure in the

eruszl of the excellent and ridiculous

?F{J’

* Shouldn't wonder,” agreed RBob.
“Give me the Holiday Annual,
though. I've never seen a Bixth Form
man st Greyfriars looking =as if he
Eﬂ]O{-&d Livy., T remember hearing
Walker of the Sixth speaking about the
discovery of the Lost Books of Livy—"*

“But they were not disco , after
all 1 remarked the owner of the classio
volumao.

“No; it was only & false alarm!’”
grioned Bob. " Walker said that if it
was true he would like to give the dis.
coverer a good ona on the golar plexus.'

“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!* exclaimed Bob
suddenly. *Listeni I wondered whether
Bunter was up yet. Bounds as if ha ial”

From the lealy lane a familiar voice
reached the ears of the Famous Five.
It waz raiced in tones of complaint.

“T gay, you fellows, I tell you I can's
walk any faster |

It was the voice of William George
Bunter, though the speaker was as yot
hha;:éden from sight by a bigh bawthorn

go. :

“ Bunter 1 exclaimed Harry Wharton.
"F.t}ﬁfrmy hat !=that's Coker of the

1 - LF )

Coker's voics was heard next.

“If you don't get s move on, ¥yon
frowsting fat snail, T'I} jolly well boot
vou all way to Oakshott 1"’

“Oh, really, Cokepe—"! ) )

“ Buck up, you fat frog! Think wa'ra
going to be late for lunch becouse you
want to crawl along like & super-
annuated soail 7" roared Coker.

“'You heast, I never wanted to show
you the way, did IT" wailed Bunter.
“Ow! Leggo my ear, you beast!
Yarooooh ¥

“Coker, old man--—" camé Poiter's
voice.

“ Shut up, Potlter! We've got to gob
to Qakshott for lunch. Now, Bunter,
you can walk faster if 1 pull your
cgr—""

“ Whoooop 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. ohuckled.
Apparently Billy Bunter had been im-
pressed into Coker's service s a guide;
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ariother proof that forced lnbour wes not
of much value, For wherever Bunter
was leading . he certainly was not
leading him to Oakshott, which was in
tho other direction.

“Get a move on! We haven't done
half & ‘mile yeti" ﬂfrﬂwled Coker. "It
you want me to kick you, Bunter—"

“Beast! I jolly well wish we could
meet those beasts|” groaned Bunter,
wppareatly elluding to Harry Wharlon
& Co. “I'd like them to give you a
jolly good licking! Keep off, you
rofter | If you kick me—— Yaroooop [

Lvidently Coker had kicked.

“Now, are you bucking up?” asked
ng?:; “I'll kick you as often as you
ikei’

“Look here, Coker=—"" gaid (zreene.

“Shut up, Greens "

F'lf't]EmB’Etf:n intlltl:‘ ?ai%ﬁfn&‘:ter ﬂlf the

i spotting signboard. *“1 say,
what about lunching here "

“We're going on_ tp Oakshott. It
can't be far now. IF you silly duffors
hadn't missed the road—"

“It was you missed the road 1" bawled
Potter. Fpﬁu scenied to be growing
short in the Kifth Form party.

“Don’'t well, Potter! And don’t
argue! You talk too much, as I've
often told you at Greyiriare. Now then,
Buntar, an "

Harry Wharton & Co. &tﬁhﬂnﬁed
glancew nod rose to their feet. They
were 10t anxious for Bunter's company.

In fact, 1t had been
get o .morning off without Bunter. But
i:rl_dﬁﬂtlﬁ their intervention was re-
quired here. Coker of the Fifth was
not aliowed to throw his weight about
at Greyfriars, so far as the Bemovites
were concornpd. And he seemed to

nite agrecable to

ke throswing it ebout more than evec on
vacation. Obvigusly, Billy Bunicr had
to ba rescued.

Tho Fifth Form party came in sight
a moment or two later. Coker, Potter,
and Greena wheeled their bikes into
view in the open space in front of the
wayside inn, Billy Bunter, with a red,
perspiring, eond furious face, rolled
alopg with them. Thrice had Bumter
attempted to dodge away by gaps in
hedges, and thrice had Coker recap-
tured him and kicked him. Coker had
a hefty kick, Bunter was beginning to
doubt his wisdom in leading the Fifth
Form party on the wrong road. He had
counted on escaping and leaving them

stranded.  Bub there was no eseaps,
under the esgle eye ol Horace Coker.

“ Hallo, haﬁu. hallo, Bunter!” roared
Bob Cherry, ss the dusty party ceme
into view.

“This way, Fattyl” sbouted Frank
MNugent. )

Billy Bunter blinked round towards
tho inn with a gasp of relief, Never
had the Owl of the Remove been so

lad to sce the cheery chums of Grey-

TIALS.

« Oh 17 uy s2Y,

DBunter !

lﬁe gasped. vou

fellows——
“S8top whoere
roared Coker,
1] ﬂmﬂt TJ‘!
Horace Coker made a grab at Bunter
as he fed. But tho fat junior eluded
that hasty grab. Xe did the distapee

you are,

fromi the road to the table where the
Famous Five etood at about seventy
miles an hour, -

“I sy, you fello keep him off 1™
spluttered Bunter. say, beast’s
made me walk miles and miles to show
hlim the way—I EIE._',I',. I’i'lk'hamhgﬂmeﬂ?ﬁ
that ginger-po sy, Kegp Dim O

“..Ji.ﬁ sgreni::,p;]_d fﬂ,{ bean ! chuckled
Johnuy DBuill, “We'll take oare of

Coker.” N
“The carefulness will he terrific.”

“Linc up!” chortled Bob Cherry.

And the Famous Five lined up, with
William George Bunter safe behind
them, as Horace Coker came striding
wrathfully after his lost guide.

Any othor fellow might have hesitated
on seeing five sturdy juniors barzing his
path, but not so Coker. He was never
one to meet trouble half-way; he waded
right into it, and it didn’t appear that
he would alter his usual procedure on
this oocasion.

THE THIRD CHAPTER !

Coker Takes a Ducking !

b UNTER " roared Coker.
B e 'E'&h Iﬂ'

From behind fivo siurdy
juniora in line of battle, Bun-
ter could efford to hurl definnee at
Coker of the TiRth.
“You fat sweep—"'
“Oh, shut up!” said Bunter.
:]E!;h%ﬂul 1 joll od d
: ut up 'vo a 1oty good mind to
lick youl T would, i{ it wasn't so jolly
warmg! Clear off while you're safe.”
Potter and Greeno had halted in the
road with the bioyeles, Their resigned
expression was more pronounced than
ever, Obviously, thore was going to be
a row; end Potter and Greens had

.-' '_..-"‘"ch"'/ f!:—":':f*a.

.-"f' e I..-"__...-"".* o

"’i..-*ffﬂ;,,,::-":'/ -
r-,..i ) x

-~

With a vice-like grip on Bunter’s ear, Coker
walked back to the ¢

roared the Owl of the Remove,

“ Yow-ow-ow | "
(13 iﬂﬂﬂ' I »

nlready tacitly agrecd to leave the row-
ing to Coker, If Coker chose to wake
uli;x a hornets’ neat, Coker could have
the hornets all to himsell.

“Get aside, you young eweeps,” snid

kﬂl‘. ir I:m E’ﬁi (3]

“Hands off, old bean,” said Dob
Chﬂ'rrj.' aflably, bestowlog a shove on
Coker's chest that made the Fifth Form
man stagger. *“Don’t ask for it, old
man! You might get itl"”

“The mightfuloess i3 terrific, my
absurd Coker.”

“I've told that frowsting young
rascal fo guide me to Oakshott!” said
Coker, “and I'm going—-"

“1f you're going to Oakshoit, you
won't find Bunter very useful az a
guide,” said Harry Wharton, laughing.
“it's the other way.”

“What?" gasped Coker.

“¥You're coming away from it:”

Ter Magxer Lmripy.~No. 1,208,
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“ Kik-kik-coming away from itl"
sinttered Coker.

“He, he, ho!” came from William
George Bunter. "It was two miles the
otlrer way fromm Wharton Lodge, you
3ili;3 fathead! He, he, ha!”

“Ha, ha, hal” roarced Bob Chorry.
been  pulling  your leg,
Serve you jolly well right,

" Bunter's
Coker!
too i

“Why, I—I—1'll smash him!” gasped
Coker. “I'll burst him all ever Burrey!
i:ﬂ strew hima ebout in little pieces!

“Keep him off 1" yelled Bunter,

Horace Coker necded keeping off ]
His rugged face was fairly Haming with
fl.}r_!,.'I Having impressed Bunter into
his scrvice, in big own lefty, high-
handed war, Coker really might have
expected something of the sort. But he
hada’t! 1t had never crossed Coker's
lofty mind that Bunter was leading him
astray. Coker, in his own opinion, was
not a fellow to be trifled with. The
itiscovery that the fat jumior had dared
to trifle with him, and that his lost way
was mora lost than ever, simply in-
furiated Coker. He hurled himself at
the Famous Five, to scatter them out of
his way like ninepins and get at Bunter,

Had ho got at Bunter, that fat youth
would have suffered severecl for
trifling with Horaco Coker, But Ee had
not the remotest chance ¢f getiing ot
Bunter,

The Famous Five did not scatter like
mnepinsg under Coker's rush., They
stood up manfully to the rush and
collared Coker on oll sides,

“Bag him ! chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Y say, you fellows, keep him off1”

"We'va g;nt him |*

“Legﬁol roared Coker. “I'll smash
youl Tl spiflicate the lot of you! I—

[—=I'l—yocoocoop! Ok, hat!
Whoooooop I

Coker went down with a heavy bump.

Ha struggled and roared.

Harry Wharton & Co. wero five to
one, and they were gturdy fellows; but
they had plenty to do to hold Coker
for tho next few minutes, The helty
Horace put up a terrific serap.

Heo struggled and roared and rolled.
He scrambled up and bumped down
againl Hea e¢rashed into the oaken
table and set it rocking. Ha crashed
mmto the handsome youth who had been
reading Livy, and who had risen from
the bench and stepped out of the way
of the conflict, with surprize and amuse-
ment in his looks, But he wasz not lar
enough out of the way for cafety.
Coker, in the midst of the juniors, who
wera clinging to him like cats, erashed
into him and he staggered and sat

my

down.
“0Oh! Borryl” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Thoe sorrowfulness js  terrifia!"

patited Hurres Jamset Bam Singh.

“Oh, don't mention it!” gasped the
young stranger, and he picked himself
up and retreated to the inn poreh.

‘There he stood and looked on at the
wild and whirling secne, with the as-
tonished waiter, and an equally aston-
ished innkeeper.

_ Coker was down again! He struggled
1 vain to rise!

* Potter]! Greene! Back up ¥ yelled
Coker ]

Potter and Greene exchanged a smile
and did not stir. Coker was weleome
to all the hornets he liked to aronse.
Potter and Greene did not want any.
Indeed, it had innq been borne in on
the minds of Coker's chums, that what
Coker really wanted was a thumping
good hiding. It lcoked as if he was
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going to pet what he wanted now.
Paotter and Greene charitably hoped
th:xt 1t would do him good.

*You young scoundrels—legga! You
cheeky littlo rotters—yoooop! Gerroff
my neek! Oooccooop ™

*Cool dewn, old bean!"” advised Bob
Cherry. “ Mustn’t loso its ickle temper.™

“*Ha, bha, hal*
“I'll smash you! I'N-=Y1I—"

Coker showed no signs whntever of
cﬂﬂhﬁ down.  Rather his wrath
Eeemn

“YWhat about the horse-troughi”
panted Johony Bull. “That will cool

“The gnm:.ifulnuss of the exg is
terrific.”

Dob.

The sleepy carter end his sleepy,
The horsetrough stood ready for the
next comer., The next comer was Coker.
shricked Coker.

“A Tong pull, a strong iﬁn]i, and o

ob.

“Ha, ha, hatl”

Coker resisted fmntiﬂallir. But with

i
all together, the chums of the Remove
got him to the horse-trough.
Fifth-Former was up-ended and then
lowered head-first into the trough.
spluttered Coker. *I—I—I'll slaughter
you for thig!®
Purpose.

“Now let the eilly ass gol” said

Like one man, the Famous Five let
go their hold on Coker, end the hefty
into the water.

Splash!

Coker sprawled in water. He wal-
lowed in it. Ho sat up in it, streaming,

* Opoooogooch 1M

“Ha, ha, hal”

io grow hotter and hotter.
“Good egg!”
“"Heave ahead, my hearties 1” chiortled
horse had gome on their aluep;ﬂ WAY.-
“You—you—you—if you darel”
pull all together!” gasped
a long pull, a strong pull, and a pull
In the grip of many hands the hefty
“Groooh!  Hoooohl WooooghI”
He struggled luriously, but all ta ne
Whartom.
man of the [ifth saok like a plummct
“Groosooph! Ooococoogh!”
and spluttered wildly.
Horace Coker's aspect, as he sat in

the trough, dabbing water from his
eyes, and Bi“fiflmﬁ for breath, made the
uniors yell.

There was a chortle from
tter and Greene. There was another

chortle from the tgrougrf&l: the nn
a Fi wes un-

porch Coker of fth
an enlivening effecs

doubtedly haﬁn&
on that part of Burrey that sunny

MOrning.
" Grooogh 17 epluttored Coker.
"Ooooch! Wooonoooooh I

“Ha, ha, hal®

“"Feel wet, old bean?” gurgled Bob
Cherry. 3 -

“The wetfulness is terrifie |”

“Woooooooooch ! QCooocogh [V

Coker scrambled wildly out of the
trough. Thero was no doubt that he
was wet—frightfully wetl From top to
toe Coker was drenched and streammg.
Pools of water formed round him as he
stood beside the trough strug&;ling for
breath. He %asped and gurgled spas-
modically, o seemed to bhave some
difficulty in getting his second wind.

“ Having any move, old bean 7 asked
Bob. “Lots more if you want any.”

“ Terrific lots, my esteemed Coker.”

“Groogh! Grooh! Gug-gug-gog-

iz " was the only reply from Horaco
%}Eﬁt‘r. It Coker had not had enough,
he was, at all events, incapable of ask-
ing for more, just at _present,

“Time wo got off I remarked Eurrg
Wharton. *We shall be late for lune
at thiz rate! You coming, Bunter?”

“¥es, rather | gasped Bunter,
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The ginger-pop was paid for, and the
Famous fgi‘.‘n' prepared to leave. Bil
Bunter kept very close to them. Coker
iarcd round at them with & wef and
izzy glare. But he was fecling auito
unable to deal with them as they
deserved. They walked cheerily away,
and left him pgurgling and gog-gug-
gl:gging,

e ———

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Man in the Park ]

s ALLO, hallo, hallot Who's
H that sportsman?” murmured
Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton & Co. were
taking a short cot across the park to
reach Wharton Lodge. They bad been
rather delaycd st the Bunch of Grapes,
owing to f..?_c:ker-*l;l:cmgh they admitted
that the time bad been well spent.
Still, they did not want to be late for
linch; and they walked home st o good
rate, and instead of following the road
to the gates of Wharton Lodge, clam-
hered over s fence into the park and
cut acress. In several parts of the park
the plantations were thick, but Wharton
knew every inch of the ground, and he
did not need to follow s path. ;

Coming along through the trees, with
a ghmpse of the lodge in view in the
distanee, the juniors sighted the
“sportsman * to whom Bob alluded.

Ia was & little distance in fromt of
tkem, and standing close beside & beech,
he was looking towards the house, his
back to the spproaching juniors. As he
was obviously not Jessop, the keeper,
or the under-keeper, it waa clear that
he was a trespaster who had po busi-
ness there. Neither was he a local in-
habitant who was taking & short cut;
there was nothing rural in his appear-
ance. The juniors had only & back view
of him, so far; and they saw a small
ruan, dressed in tweeds, with a bowler
hat jammed down on a head of sandy
hair, There was something stealthy in
his aspect #s he almost hugged the
trunk of the beech while he stared at
the house in the distance through an
opening of the park.

he footsteps of the juniors made mo
sound on the grass, and the man was
evidently unaware of their approach
from behind., 5 ; i

“What the dickens is he up to?” said
Wharton, puzzled.

“1 gay, you fellows, if he's a_gc:a-:sher,
wa'd better go round,” said Billy
Bunter,

“Fathead1 poacher !
Goodness knows what he is, and what
he's up to,” said Harry. “"He szeems
jolly Ikeen on something.”

he Greyfriars fellows walked on,
approaching nearer to the man under
tho becch. They were quite close to
him, and still he did not turn his head.

“Hallp, hslle, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry suddenly, just behind him, in
stentorian tones.

The man &umped almost clear of the

round, and spun round like & top.

vidently he was stariled.

“Oh 1" he ejaculated.

He stared at the schoolbors, and they
starcd at him. His face was not pre-
Pas&mmgi it was mnarrow, sharp in
eature, with little keen eyes that were
watchful as a ferret’s. IFor a sdcond he
stood staring blankly, and then he made
& movement as if to run. If that was
his first intention, however, he changed
his mind fp:nmﬁ_tfy. The startled spowl
xanished from his face, and he grinned
and touched his bowler hat.

“Struth 1”  he ?jaculated. *You
made me jump, eir!

“That twas the idea!™ explained Bob
Cherry affably,

He's not a

“Jest wour little joke, sir—whab?™
gaid the ferret-eved man. “No ‘arm
done, sirl You young gontlemen
belong to this 'ere Elu-r:ﬁ-'i' :

“Bort of I" said Bob,

“What are you doing here?” asked
Harry Wharton, eyeing the man keenly.
“This park ongs to g&y uncle, and
trespascors are not allowed hore.”

“Struth! Am 1 teespassing 'ero?
Sorry, sir!” The {forret-eved man's
manter wag very civil. “No offence,
gir! I'll Fet aont if yeu like”

““Thore’s no harm done,” said Harry.
“But what the dickens nre you up to?”

“Jdest taking a short eut, sic.”
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“ Chook that 1 zaid Wharton curtly.
“You're nowhere near = path, and

w've been standing under that tree
fg: some time, walching the houso,
You're not taking a short cut” .

“Ng 'arm in locking round, sir,” said
the ferrct-oyed man, still civil, th-::ufgh
the ferret cyes glinted at Wharton for
a moment. “I don't often come down to
the country, eir, and see & place like
this 'erse. But if yon say I'm trespass
mg 'erg—"

*You Lknow you are,” said Harry.
“Wou must have climbed & fence to get
into the park at all—a high fence, too.”

“Think I've come here to steal your
Llinking trees?™ asked the ferrct-eyed
mar, less g¢ivilly,. “Liks me to turn
out me pockets{” !

“I'd like you to turn out of this

park,” soid Wharton, *and I'll see you
off, toot I don’t know what you're up
to here, but it's no geod. I'll see you

out."

“Glad of your company, sirl” snid
the ferret-cyed man, with a sarcastio
grin, “I don’f often get a wallk with
a *igh-ni_ass young gent like you.”

“Oh, don't ba an ass 1™ said Wharton
sharply, “Clome thiz way, and I'll see
you out of the park.™

?

" Anywhere you like sir, unless you'd
like to ask me up to the "ousa to lunch.™
Wharton made no reply to that, but
Ihe turned and stacted for the neorest
fence, and the ferret-eved man walked
with him, The other fellows followed.
Tho fence was soon reached, The little
man with the ferret eyes spat on his
bands, made a jump, and caught the
top. .i‘[a drew himse uﬁ with the
activity of a monkey. As he did E%Oa
Eaper flunttered to the ground. h
herry stooped and picked it up.

The man sat astride of the fence, and
locked down, grioning impudently at
Wharton,

“All gafe now, sir,” ho said, " Yoo
can tell your unecle thet none of s
trees ain’t beon pinched, I give you
my davy, sir, that I sin't got a bloom-
ing nnkj nor yet o beech, in my weskit

t?ﬂ?k'fat.' d’ d 1 LE ﬂ

ou've dropped something,” sai
Bob, holding up the paper, 5

The leering fgr'm vanished from the
sharp, narrow faco on the instant, ‘The
man reached down for the paper eo
suddenly that he almost lost his hold on
the fence snd came within en ace of
tumbling down haa.diﬂnﬁ.

“Live that to me!” he panted.

“ Bomething awfully valuablo?” asked
Bob, with o grin.

Bob did not even thinlk of logking at
the paper; the man's conceras were no
affair of his, But as he held it, ho
could not help seeing that it was covered
with pencil marks, in lines and dots,
and looked like a plan of some sort.

“Give it to mal” shouted the farret-
ayed mantghrillyﬁ "EIH]{IIL!I. if you don's
give me that paper, I'll set about you,
and chance it 1™

“ﬂ:m;tr let me stop youl” grinned

ob, “You can begin as soon as you
hike, Sandy.”

“I say, you follows, 13 it a bank
note 7" asked Billy Bunter eagerly. "' li
1t is, very likely heo's pinched it. I'll
tuka charge of it—"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Bressed if I see anything to cackle
at. Look lers, if that's a banknote
T'd better look after it. The fact is, 1
dropped a banknote the other day—"

“1t isn't a banknote, youn fat fraud 1*
chuckled Dob,

“Oh!" Bunter lost all interest in the
document af once, " Well, why don'
vou give the man his paper? We shall
be late for lunch.”

“Crive it to me! Cive it to me, I tell
you| J—"

The man was shouting savagely.

“K your wool on, old pippin,?
said Bob eoothingly. “Here's your
jolly old paper—nobody wants i, X
HSSUTH FOU,

Ho handed up the paper, and tha
ferrot-eyed men clutched it from his
hand. He thrust it back into his
pocket, scowled blackly at the juniors,
and dropped from the fence into the
lane outside. The juniors heard his
fogtsteps die away at a run.

“YWell, that's jolly queer!”™ said
Nugent. *Who the dickens was he, and
what was his game "™

* Goodness ows," said Wharton.
“But he was up to something, though
I can't imagine what.”

“I say, you fellows, I think—"

"WE!I. what do vou think, Fatty?”

#1 think we shall be late for lunch.™

“Ha, ha, hal®

Harry Wharton & Co. walked on to
the house and arrived, much to Billy
Bunter’s relief, in time for lunch.
Wharton mentioned the strabge incident
of the man in the park to his uncle, and
Colonel Wharton looked puzzled. What
the ferret-eyed man had been up ta
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what,

8
in the park, if he had been wp to any-
thing, was rather a puzzle, and it was
finally diamissed from mind, though it
was 10 be remembered later.
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Lunch at Last!
13 HAT a lifel" sighed IPottar

W of the Fifth,

"X oy indeed I
sighed Greene.

That elusive Surrey village, Oakshott,
was as far off as ever. Potter and
Greene were hungry, Horace Coker was
busy. In & rvoom m tho bBunch of
vrapes, the little wayside 1inn on Wheat-
fiel Lane, Coker was repalning
damages. h‘ﬂrtunﬂ.tﬂljr, Coker hod a
change of clothes in hus pack on his bike
carrier. He necded a change. Coker
towelled himself down and chapged,
while his comrades hung about wist.
fully and wondered whether they would
over t any lunch. They wondered,
too, wiether Jife was really worth living
in compauy with Horace Coker of the
Greyfriars Fifth, They wondered, for
tho umpteenth time, whether they had
not been asses and duffers ta begin that
cycliong tour with Coker at all .

There woro advantages in n tour with
Coker. Coker was stacked with money
and he paid all the bills. Potter znd
Greeno got their tour for nothing, with
Coker's company thrown in. Hut for
Coker’s company it might have been
really enjoyable on such cheap terms.
But there 13 always a Ay in tho oint-
ment, Obwiously Coker could not be
cxpected to pay the bills unless Ucker
wik present, and it was Coker's J:rmnca
that was the tronble. Potter and Greeno

had to take the bad with the good, but
they doubted often whether the good way
not ﬂut-:wmihed by the bod. ,

Growing hungrier aod bungrier while
they wai weartly for Coker, they
doubted more than ever now,

There wes o good lunch to be had at
the ion. But Coker, of course, would
be offended if they lunched withous him,
He was offended enough already by the
masterly inactivity Potter and Grecne
had displayed during the shindy with
the Remove fellows. Riding on and
leaving Coker behind waa a perfectly
blissful prospect from one acpect, but
from the financial point of view it had
drowbacks,

Potter and Greene waited.
lonfed about the inn, told one ancther
how hungry they were, and cxchanged
opinions on Horace Coker. Not a single
opigion that they expressed was compli-
mentary. 8o far from regretting the
ducking Coker had had in the horee.
trough, it might have n supposcd
from their remarks that they tegretted
that he had not been drowned in it.

Lunch was being served in the inn to
a young fellow who seemed to be staying
there. The lunch had an appetising
odour, which made Potter mhi Grreena
yearn to massacre Coker. They wero
gtill milea from their own Iunrﬁ; for
Coker, of coursae, would insist on keeping
on te Oakshott—when be was ready.
UpEucsltmn was only caleulated to make
Coker move obstinate. The waiter had
asked them i they were going to lunch,
Potter had replied that they were wait-
ing for their friend, in a tone which
hinted that they were waiting for their
deadliest enemy.

_There was one hope—that the apfe-
tising smell of lunch would tempt Coke
himself., Coker, fortunately, had a
healthy appetite. To give him a chance,
a3 1t were, Potter and Greene enzconced
themselves in the dining.room, where
the young stranger was lunching. Coler
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would have to come thero for them when
he was ready, and they lli:‘fed that he
would be tempted and woula fall to the
tomptaLEon.

But Coker was o long, long time; so
long that his friends almost wished that
the juniors hadn't ducked him.

A zandy-harred atan in tweeds, with
g ferrery fnce under a bowler hot, coine
slong to the inn and entered. Doltor
and Greene glanced at him carclessly
s he passad the window,

His voice was heard in the passeze o
maoment later, speaking to the waiter.

“la Mr. Lancaster ini"

“Mr. Lancaster's at lunch, siz.”

The ferret eyea glinted into tho reom
where FPotter snd Green loafed, and
whore the handsomie youth wnt_ia the
%mk_ﬂ Livy sat lunching pear a window.
Teking no notice of the two Greyiriars
seniors, the [erret-eyed mnian er
quickly over to the fallow who was
lunching. Evidently they were acquaint.
ances, and the Greyfriara men wondere
for & moment idly at that circumstanco.
The littie, mean-looking man with theo
sandy hair and slits of cyes scemed a
rather odd ecquaintance for the hand-
gome, well-dressed younp fellow
read Titus Livins over his lunch.

* Dick——" began the ferret-eyed man.

The hoandsome, dark eyes were raised,
and the look they bestowed on the fervet-
eved man seemied to check his utteronce.
The youth made an impefceptible
%mturp towards the Greyirinrs scniors
ounging by the window.

" 8hut vp, Weasel, you fool ! he said
in &0 low o tope that the faintest sound
of it did not resch Potter or Greene.

Weasel glanced roumd at the Grey-
friars goniors, scemed about to speck
again, checked himself, scowled, and
walked out of the room.

The bandsome youth, whose name,
apparently, was Lancaster, continued his
lunch unperturbed. Potter and Groens
had noted the incident idly, but only for
a moment. Their thoughts and lonpines
were concentrated on  food.  Lhey
wondered if that egregious ass, that
unspeakable idiot, Horace Coker, would
ever come down.

Heavy footsteps sounded on the inn
stairs st last.

“That's Coker!" said Potter.

“Hither Coker or an
clephant {* agreed Greene.

It was Coker. His powerful voice was
ward inquiring for his [riends. And
then bo came mto the room. Towelled
dry, and with a change of elothes, Coker
had o newly swept and garnished look,
but his rugged faoce wa3s red with
lingering wrath, Had Farry Wharton
& Co, been still anywhere near the inn
there would have been no chance of
lunch yet for Potter and Grecne. Fortu-
iately, tha jumiors were far out of reach
of Coker's wrath long ago.

“0Oh yow're herel"” said Coker, with
o grund.

_“Jolly hungry [ said Potter plain.
tively.

The waiter was hringin% another dish
to  Lancaster’s tabla, It was roast
chicken, nnd it looked nice, and ita
aroma was delicious. Coker gave an
invaluntary sniff, and Potter and Greene
exchanged a hopeful loock. They
wondered whether their etrategy wos
coing to be a success,

Had they suggested ataying at the nn
for lunch, the game would have been

who

ascaped

up. Coker would have insisted imme-
dintely on goimg on to Oakshott, as per
rogramme. 'They knew their Coker

etter than that.

The suggestion had to come from
Coler himself if 1t was to be acted upon.
Potter and Greene watched him almost
in anguish.
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"1 suppose those fogs have cleared
ufl',t" said Coker. e

“Hours ago,” satd Greene, _

“That’s rott I haven't been an hour.”

“Seema like hours!™ sighed Grecpe,
HI!m huﬂgl‘g IIJ

Coker gave another glancs at the
lunch table. It was evident that he was
wavering.

“ We shall be rather late for lunch at
Qakshott,” he remarked maditatively,

“Frightfully late 1" groaned Poiter.

“It's nll the foult of that youn
scoundrel Buoter leeding us wrong,
said Coker. “Hea will be sorry for it a
bit . later. And those other young
goouindrels, too. If I kaew where to
look for them-——"

Apparently Coker was not yet satisfied
wi hiz experience of waking up
hornets,

"'Well, they're gone,” said Greens
drenrll:{}. “I —?
“1i they're hanging about hora some-

where for the Easter hols we may sce
them againm,” said Coker, “J want to
ind that out. 1 suppose you know thaet
I shan't let the matter rest where it is
I've a short way with fags when thoy're
chiecky. 1 wonder—"

“Yhy, yea, rather I”” exelaimed Potter
brightly, 'I~—l dare eay they’re stay
ing near here—quite near here, “‘-ﬁ
nught run right inte them after lunch,

" Prefty cortam to, I think," exy
E‘Iaﬁ:ﬂﬂd Griam:e, i:atﬁhmg hés i.cuﬂr if:hmm

otter. *Let's look round for
ﬁite{r mmhh"nk 8 i

“Wau thi oy're staying near
here?" asked Coler. e

“Pretty certan!” gaid Polter apd
Greena simultancously. They neither
Enew nor cared where Harry Wharton
& Co. 1night be staying. But they knew
that they wanted their lunch,

“The waiter might know,” said
Coker thoughtfully. “I believe nE
Wharton lives in_Surrcy—somewhere— -,
Wharton Ln::dﬁ_,_l think." .

Lancaster lifted his oyes for s ™
moment at Colier, and dropped thom to
his lunch again. Had E'inlimr obhserved
hint, he might have observed that the
numo of Wharion Lodge interested that

youth.

“Hera, waiter!” called out Coker.

“"Yessir! Lunch, sr?™

“Do you happen to know eny of
those young hooligans who were kick.
g up a shindy herei"

he waiter blinked at him. Perhaps

the waiter had thought that it was
Coker who had kicked up the shindy.

“1 know Master Harry by sighs, mr,”
ho answered.

“Youny Whartoni™

“Yeas, sir! Colonel Wharton’s nephew
st the lodge."

“Is it far from here?*

“Under half a mile, air."

“That cettlea it, you men!® said
Coker. *We're not going onl We'll
lunch here—in faet, T think we'll put
np hera till to-morrow."”

Potter and Greene had hung on the
waiter's reply, trembling between hope
and apprehension, His rafﬂﬁ rejolced
their hearts, Coker was glad to hear
that reply, for it meant vengeance on
the cheeky juniors—or Coker supposed
that it did. Potter and Greene wero
iatiillginddﬂr to hear it, for it meant
unch.

With signa of thankful Potter and
Greene sat down to tablo. It was quite
a good lunch at the Bunch of Grapes—
and never had a Junch beem =0
thoroughly appreciated,

Coker, over lunch, disouesed plens for
dealing with tha impertinent young
scoundrels who had ducked him in the
horse-trough It-seamed that it was un-
thinkable for the oycling pariy to get

+ A
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on their journey wuntil that outrage had
boen sl Lve Potter and
Grosne lig&t him talk, and dévoted their
aftention to more important matters.
Cokor was keen to get on the warpath;
and Potter and Greeme did mot mind,
so long ms thoy were mot expected fo
got on the wargath also,

But they wersl

Aftor lunch CUoker was ready to start.

 Yon fellows are backing me up, I

1]
’“33’1:‘?1 a%al Bﬁ#es " murmured Polier.
“ﬂhif -::;r;}rtna Um!” said Greene.
Coker oyed them

ldly.

,"J r‘?uim nﬂt"ll
he gaid, * you may as
;.*el'l dé&rth ﬂn uﬁgﬂ!
or you ay on
la.eu'wanrll:il with me ii
vow're not backiog

me up.

u i'iPa—wa‘m kaen
on k1" groaned
Potler.

“Well, come onl
We'll leave the bikes
hore and trot over
fowards Wharton's
?Ia-:a and see how
he land [lies,” s8id
Coker. “Heel"

#1~Y scal” mum-
bled Creene.

“Well, come onl"

Potter and (Greens
oome O

Parhaps it was by
recident that, a little
Intar, mﬁ strayed
into & path different
from t followed
by Horace Coker.
Perhapa 18 was not
. by accident! At all
- ovants, Colter lost
“them quite early
the afterncon.

THE SIXTH
CHAPTER.
Lock for Cokerl

14 TOPR ™
S,
hat I ejaou-

ALY
Wherton. He

“‘Eﬁ%hnrmn Lodge

in

E:‘;lr members fi'.!! i @ E& little man Hﬁ a8
. were ple :
tennis, whﬂap glﬂg B IARkep she

Bunter was ﬂnjﬂj‘iﬂﬁ

an afterncon nap, dreaming about the
lunch he had latoly esten and the tea
thot he wes soon going to eat.

Horry Wharton had walked across
the fields to a cottage at some distanco,
on a mission for his aunt, Miss Amy
Wharton, e had carried a basket
poacked with nice things for an invalid,
the visitation of the sick being one of
Aunt Amy's chief activities. Now
Harry was walking back by the field
fatha: and ahead of him was a stile
hat be bad to crosa. On that stile &
burly figure was seated. The atile was
screencd by an old beech and & bunch
of willows, and Wharton did not see
the burly Ggure till he was quite. near
to it Horaoe Coker orderad him
to svop. .
ﬂ;llnh:a: grinned as he slipped from the

8.

This was luok. from Coker's point of
YiaW.

Somehow or other, he had lost Poticr
and Greene. er been s sus-
picions follow ho might have suspected

that Potter and Greene had lost them-
solvea intentiomally.

Fortunately, Coker was not a sus-
picious Fellow. But he was annoyed
His intention was to get hold of ¢
five cheeky juniors snd gave themn the
thrashing they undoubtedly deserved,
He carried a night walkingcane under
his arm for that very purposo. But
even Coker rcolised that 1 he came on
the five in o bunch thore were diff-
culties shead., Even Coker realised
thet, in such a case, the wrong party
might get the whopping. So it was
Potter and

extremely onnoying for

fupl

Greeno to get lost in that fatheaded
way. He might necd their help; he
might nead it badly.

But fortune smiled on Coker! Bitling
on the stile to rest, he glsnced up at
the sound of footsteps, and beheld the
choekiest of all those cheeky young
rascals walking fairly imto his hands
It was real luck! Hero was the captain
of the Greyfriara Remove at his
mercy, with not a sign of the other
young scoundrels on the horizon at all.

" 3top ™ chortled Coker of the Fifth,

Harry Wharton backed o little, and
eyod Coker warilyy He had not ox-

d to see Coker npein; indeed, ho
ad not given Coker a thoughi since
leaving tho inn on the Wheatfield Road.
But Coker had turned uo. again—and
the way ho gripped his cane demon-
strated what he had turned up for.

“25 ['ve found you '™ il-.lrrinned Cloker.

“ Baen looking for me?' asked Harry.

“Yesl And T've iﬂllr woll found
voul 1 supposo you ght it rether

whopped
“I'm going to whop the whole
vou before
vou.

9

funny to mop mo inte that horse

troughl®

“A little?” admitted Wharton.

“Vou won't think it funny to be
for it suggested Coker,
gang of
I leave—seal 1'1l begin with
Bend over that stile!”
“Wha-r-att"" ejrenlnted Wharton.

Cokor pointad to the stile with the

il

“Bend over that stilo! I'm going to

give you six I

“Do you think we're at Groyiriars

mp, caught at the top of the fence, and drew himssll up with the activl
50, & paper Auttered to the ground, and Bob Cherry leaped forward to

and that you're n prefect?” demanded
Wharton, nmhn% al him blankly.
“Nover mi where we urﬁ;l“
rinned Coker. “I've a short way with
ags, wherever wo arol And I should
ba a prefect, too, if the Head had any
sense; but, of course, it's no good ox-

pocting a schoolmaster to have any
genso, Bend over that stilet”

“ Fathead ("

“* What?” roared Coker.

13 AHEI- !-I‘J'

“Still  cheeky1™ snorted Coker.
“wWell, T'll Iﬁwﬂ you tomething to cure
all that. ind, if you give me any
trouble - ,ycm'll got 1t hotter. Now,

then—
“You silly chump " roared Wharton,
" Roep off. you potty hippopotemus {*
Coker made a 1 a did not hike
being called a potty hippopotamus. He
wes not a hippopotamus; and, so far
ns he knew, was not potty.
Harry Wharton dodged. He could
have given Coker yards and beaten him
Toe Magrer Lisany.—No. 1,208,
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in a foot race. DBuf he Jdid pot want o0
acund buck the way he had comw. Cokey
was Letween him end the stile, so the
captaia of tlie Bemove dodged ronpd
himy, raw for che stile, and paomped.

Coker was aller him like a shot.

“Stop? he panted.

There wus no fine to siep over lt{t‘
stile.  Wharten would have oleared it
and lefr Coker standing but for the
unfortunate civowstance thay Coker's
cang had a2 vcrook hauwdle.  Coker
reached  for him, hooked the e¢rook
handle in lis arm, aud dragged hin
Lack as e jusaped.

Bump!

“Oh masped Wharton,

He cante down on thick grass, under
the willows., 1t waz rather a heavy
bump. and it Enocked a [in:-{ui deal of
breath out of him. Ha had no time
Eqr vize to {ry again, Cokor was upon
1iinL.

" Got yvou!” gasped Coker )

He had got him, that was covfan.
Coker's powerful grasp closed on the
Remavite and dragged him to his feeh

“Now bend over that step!" panted
Coker. “Eh? Ob, my hat! Yaroocogh!
Whaoooooooop 2V

The captain of the Remove was
strong and sturdy, but be bad no
chance against a hefty Fifth Form
man. Coker was twice his woight, but
i Coler supposed that the junior was
maing to take & whopping now that he
was collared, Coker was making one
more of his many wistakes. _

Nothing was farther from Wharton's
ihoughts than bending over the zlep of
the stila to take a whopping.

Instead of that, he jammed a clenched
fisr under Coker’s chin, and another in
itz vye, and Coker staggered and roaved,

“Why, you—you—jyou——"" pasped
Calier. . “Von cheeky little scoundrel !

Punching a Fiflth Form man, by gad!
Why, I=I-TH——"

“Let go, you silly idiot!” shouted
Whartan.

“1Il jolly well—"

Whavion  struggled manfully,
vowerful upper-cut jarred ever
i Coker's head. Coker's lE?-D -mutton
Bst was clenched: but he forcbore to
smite, Ile dizdained a fight with a
Lower Fourth fag, Instead of punching,
he grasped the junior havd, whirled bhim
over, and hurled him down, falling with
him into the $i'nsg,

For & couple of minntes there waz a
tervifie struggle. The junior was hope-
lozsly outelazzed, but he fought a<lesin
Bebt desperately, Even the big ang
beely Fifth-Former had hard work to
kold him. But he lheld him, and his

A
tooth
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weight fairly squashed the junior to
the ground. With a wmighty heave
Coker turned lhim over, face Jdown in
the grass, and planted a knee in tho
small of his back. )

* Qoooocoogh I gasped Wharton,

He was fairly pinned down now, and
well placed for punfzhiment, Cokey
groped for the cane, which he had
dropped in the strugele, and caught it
up. It swished in the aw.

“Now, you cheeky voung sweep—'
panted Coker, .

“Gerroff, you potty idiet!? roared
Wharton.

Whack ! .

“0Oh erikey!” Wharion struggled
desperately, and almost cscaped [rom
the pinning knee. But the sinewy knea
jammed down again in his back, and

@ was crushed in the grass.

“You rotten bully I¥ yroared Wharion,

Coker gasped.

* Bully 1** Il!:uan ejaculated, “Why, you
~you—you—what did you ecall wme:”
Colter spluttered, with indignation.
“I'll give you an cxtra =ix for that!”

Whack, whack!

“Oh  erumbs! Ow! Gerroft !
Ooocooop I

Whaek! .

“ Stop that!” called cut 2 sharp volce
and Horace Coker, to his surprise, found
himself suddenly lifted off the struggling
junior, and tossed over in the grass,
where he landed with a bump,

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Not so0 Lucky for Coker !

ARRY WIIARTON  sat
breathlessly.

S0 did Uokey.

Both of them stared at the
strapger who had so unexpectedly intesr-
veped, Doth of them recognised him
immediately. It was the haudsome
youth whom the Famous Five had
talked with while yefreshinz themselves
with ginger-pop at the Bunch of Grapes,
and whom Coker had seen at lunch at
the inn. ”

He was smiling slightly as he looked
down at them.

“Oh!” gasped #0Oh,
thanks [

“Not &t all!”

“What the thump!” roared Colker,
staggering to bis feet and turning g
glare of terzrific wrath on the handsomo
stranger., *What the thump do you
mean " :

*1 mean to stop you walloping that
kid!” was the polite veply. *“I don’t
know what the trouble is; but enough’s
as good as a [cast, you know."”

“You checky [at-

up

Wharlow,
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his wrath,

*Judging by ap-
pearanoas of
tourse,> gpid Lan.
eagter.

Harry Wharton laughed breathlessly.
e picked himself up with a wary eye
on Coker. But Coker was not bother-
ing about him now., Coker’s wrath had
wiried on Dick Lancaster.

*“You—-you—you think you can stop
e gasped Coker.

Lancaster looked about a year older
than Coker, but, athletio fellow as he
evidently was, he was not quite o big
as Coker. Coker was an outsize in
Fifth-Formera,

But the other fellow did
alarmed, He smiled.

“You didn't want me to chip ini¥ he
asked.

*1 jolly well didn’t, you cheeky ass!”

“What about you?" asked Lancaster,
turning to Wharton. “Did you want
me {o chip in?”

* Yes, rather!” gasped Wharton,

“Then 1'm clupping inl"” smiled
Lancaster. ““You needn’t worry about
that fathead. I'll look after him 1"

“Did sou call me a fathead 7" roarcd

not scem

Cﬁ‘ﬁffr. Judgi B
* Xes, udging by appearances
again,” said Lancoster ppumial:»l}.‘.

“Burely it's not the tima you've
been called a fathead? It leaps to the
eye,

Horace Coker fairly gurgled with
ﬂ'l:ﬂ%‘i. Ltk J i

‘You think you're going to stop mo
whopping  that  cheeky  fagi! he
bellawed. ’ ®

“I think eol”

*Well, you'll hare to stop me whep-
ping you first!” roared Caker,

“0Oh, cheesa it, Coker!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton. Whether that hand-
some, athletic fellow could handle Coker
Le was not sure, but he did not want to
see his rescuer put through it by the
burly Horace, ' You don’t want to drag
strangers into Greyfriars vows |

“Shut up, Wharton! I'l whop you
after I've whopped this ﬂhEﬂlﬁ', inter-
fering tick ! reared Coker. * Now you,
Lancaster, or whatever your silly name
is, clear off and mind your own business,
or I'll give you zuch a !-u:kinﬁ that your
tailor won't know you agein 1**

“(Get on with 161"

That was enough for Horace Coker.
He got on with it promptly.

Herry Wharton, leaning on_ the stile
and gasping for breath, watched them
rather fnxiously. Man to man was fair
play, but this amisble and obliging
stranger was not called upon to serap
with the hot-headed and hefty Grey-
friars sentor in a Greyfriars row. Whar-
ton debated in his mind whether he
had betfer pile in to his aid and turn
it into & rugging instead of a scrap.

But in o very few moments ho could
sea that Dick Lancaster waa not the
fellow that required aid.

Horace Coker charged st the band-
some stranger like a bull, with his leg-
of-mutton fsts thrashing the air. Had
Coker's hefty fists got home on that
handsome face certainly its good looks
would have been sadly marred. Coker
had a terrific punch when he got it
home, But Coker's punches did not ges
home., Thoy were brushed asida with
case, and s hand that was white and
well-manicured, but clenched into a fist
that seemed like & lump of lead, tapped
on Coker’s prominent nose.

"Wooooocelh | spluttered Coker as he
sta_lghgemi

There was a spurt of erimson frony
Caker’s nose. ]

“Oh, my hatl™ ejaculated Wharton.

Ha chuckled. Evidently the hand-
some stranger did not require aid. It
Wwasg g{‘lam already that Horace Cokar
had bitten off more than he could ebew.

Coker did not realise that| If he had

{Continued on page 12.)



MORE QUEER SOCCER QUESTIONS ANSWERED.
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end shall soon be totting up the records of the

cluba and tho playera in veriows directions, X

wlways thinlk thers should be a pat on the back for
iLe Pia,?&ra of a firat-clags foothall team who go through the
tf:'flm & season Without onos being absont from Lheir place in the
side.

Such & record i3 & tribute to their physical fitness in the
first place: to the way in which they look after themselves,
becouse & whole football season makos & big eall on the physieal
resources of & player. And, of course, the ever-present players

a pat on the bacl because of their consistency. The
man Who 13 picked for overy mateh, who iz always in good
form, relieves the manaper of the side of no sxasll amount of
WOITY.

It nenrly slways happens that the clubs which do beat,
those which win the chempionships, for instence, coll upon
the minimum number of plajers in the course of the ssason.
There aro goveral reasons for this. Perhaps the most importent
ia that

when a feaom 48 doing well there 45 no eoll on the
monafer fo chop and change exeept welien he 8
compelled 1o do se owing fo injuries.

N my travels I come aoross many managers who deplore
the bad luck of their players in receiving injuries. an
not poing to say that there is no such thing os luck in
this connsotion. But I don’t think that bocouse ono lpt

of players escape serious injury, and another lot seem to hava
a sucgession of injuries that luck is the only possible explanation.

It has been my experience all along that the eleverest players,
the moat oapable footballers, suffer tho minimum in the injury
line. Flayers who are vonfident and clover don't need to play
what gan best be described as ** do or die ™ footbsall. The best
sct of players control a matel. They can tale things ealmly,
wheroas their opponents, 't-l:']}'ing {0 make up in energy what they
lack in skill, must constantly strain to get eflect, They have to
ploy desperately, and playing desperately means running risks
of 1njury.

wﬂmfl atarted these notes on men who plutv in every mateh
during & geason L did not mean to let mywell run off on tho
line I have taken. I really started with the intention of
angwering & spemingly simple guery. It ig this:

What is the maximum nuniber of League maiches
i eolich o first-class foothaller can take puyl in
the couwrse of o scason 7

The snswer & rz easy enmough. Yon romember that no
Laazue club plays more then 42 League garses in & ssason,
and therofore it appears to follow, on the face of §t, that no
individus! player can play in more than 42 League games in
ONg SHRE0TL.

But thers is a cateh in the guration. }
cosos of players appearing in more thao 42 Le matches in
ane geagon. Dlenchester City havo a forward named Erie
Iirook, During the seaszon of L927-28 this player took part in
$1 Second Division matohes for Barngley. He was thon
transforred to Manchester City., As it happened, the City
had etill 12 more Leaguo matches to pley Lhat season, and
rook, appearing In every one of them, had aotually 43 Leaguse
ap nces opposite his name at the eod of the season.

iven Brook, however, does not hold the record. I believe
it bel to Walter Rawlings who, in a seasen & ehort time
bacl, ﬁa.yad 32 gemes for Southampion and then in tho same
grason played 12 games for Manchestor United.

WE are getting neer the ond of this football scason,

Thers have been

who in more then 42 Lesgus matohes in
the course of & sesson, I hope you will feel & little
bit sorcy for me. T am asked to reply to seomingly
gimple guestions, but when I stmt oub o ansver & question
which looka specially casy [ Leve to put on my studying cap

Ha‘ﬂﬂﬂ told you sbout those records, about playera

If you'rs in doubt over any Boocer
problem, ““Old Ref"” wili be only too
glad to help you out. He's the world's
greatest auvthority on all {ooter matters.

to look for the snag. Sometimes the anag takes o lot of finding,
but it is umallg; there nll right. 3

A reader of Folkestone wanta to know how the Cup draw is
made. I think I have referred to the process proviously, bub
perhaps it won't do any harm if the memories of readers are
refreshed. I will be as brief as possible.

Little green balls—about the size of bagatelle balls—are
placed in o bag. These balls are enurnerated according to tho
numbor of compstitors concerned in the draw for thet particular
ronnd—eay the &th for instence The Becretary of the
Football eintion has s sheet of paper in front of him. On
this sheet is writton the names of the clubs left in the Cup, in
alphabotical order, They are also numbered to correspond
with the numbera of the balls—that is, ons to sixtecn in this
0850,

The Lalls in the bag are then given a good shake.
After that o member of the Football Associution—
the President of that body if he ia in aftfendimoeoe—
dives into the bag with his hand and picks oul 6
boll. It snayg be number slx. Notw the namne of
the club opposite the number siv on the written
sheet of notepaper oy be Everton. That meana
Fyverton are drawn ai home. Another bLall is
taken out of the bag. I is number twelve.
Number fwelve on the writien sheel mmag be
West Bromapich Alblon. That means thot
Everton play West UDrowuvich Aibion. That
process goes on vntil the draw #3 finished ; Hll
all the balls are out of the bay and the wihole of
the ciubs have been paired.

While on this subject I suppose it is likely that by now
gome of my readers will have seen snd listened to o talking
sioture illustrating and describing how the Eug draw is made.

uch & film was made of & recont Cup draw, but I can assuro
that the F.A. people took a lot of persuading to allow
guch & flrn to be made. They had consi the making of
the draw & secret sort of business and even res pnsihiu Pross
ropresentativea were kept out of the room in which the draw
was made. However, the Football Association, like other
people, mugt move with the times. And T think it just as well
that the Cup draw has beon made, this season, in & sort of
public fashion. There are quite & fot of people I have como
aeross who would not be convinced, previously, thot tho draw
was not wangled in eome way, But it is not & waugle, and has
never boen & wangle.

CARCELY & weok poea past in which I hove not one or
mors letters from boys who are fired with the ambition
to malke good at football. I heve one this weck from
a Poplar, London, reader. He says he did well with

his footbhall at nﬂhaﬁlkfﬂa{ing for the senior team for e couplo
of seasons. Apparently he has now left achool, snd his big
idea 18 to got & trial with a first-clage club. .

I should be the last porson in the world to stide arbition.
1 pm & firm boliover in aiming at the etars, bocause then there
is always o chanee of hitting the troe-tops. DBut cor-
respondent must indeed be o football genivs to have the sliphtest
chance of jumping out of & sclicol side to & position as & pro-
feasional with a first.clnss team.

My advice to the smbitious boy is

to heep on pluying the game, Icarning it thor-
oughly, and advancing, as the chance offers, from
a good side to a betler.

In other words, there is littioc chance of o young player getting
a trinl until he justifics himseli ogainat tmrllgr god opponents.
Then the chanee of a tril 1s sure to come. Dut keep on trying ;
never be satisfied that you are m~gonduﬂﬂ }'mlull‘:&ﬂ be. Auad
hile waiting for the chonee, do sorce pllier work.
while waiting fo e
Tug Magser Lisgant.—No. 1,203
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COKER'S HOLIbAY CAPTURE!

(Coiitinued jrom page 10.)

reafizod ity it would vot have made any
difference to Coker. Coker was a Bght-
ingz-man, and he bad boundless pluek.
1le came on again fercely.

Lancaster lad to %iw ground before
Cokei's heavy rush. He scemed as light
ns clustic on lis fect. With the greatest
of cuse he kepi out of the reach o
Coker's frantie drives, or brushed them
pxide like Bics. Harry Wharton knew
something  about bLoxing; they were
great on the “noble art ™ in the Grey-
iriars Remove, But he had never seeu
boxing like this before. Hesvy and
hefty and determined as Coker was, the
lim amd handzome stranger was simiply
plaving with him. .

Coker pressed the fighting hard. He
came on again aid again, with wnn-
diminished  pluck, but considerably
diminished breath., He gnsged and ho
panted. he puffed and be blew in his
wild efforts to break throngh his advei-
eary's defence.

But he could not break through, Not
a singlo punch resched tho handsome,
smiling face of the stranger, and all
the time his fats beat a tatteo upon
Coker’s scarlet, rugged features.

“Chuck it, Coker!” exclaimed Whar-
ton at last. * You haven't an earthiy!l
Chuck it, you aszs!”

*1'll smash hina 1" gasped Coker.

It was clear to Wharton, though not
to Coker, thet Dick Lancaster could havo
lodged the knock-out anywhere ho liked,
gt any moment he chose. Instead of
that, he was keeping the hurl%ﬂnr&m
st arm’s length, playing with him, tap-
him occasionally, and allowing hun

ping ’ L !
in vain efforts o

to expend his brea
ges to closer quarters, -

Even Coker, at long last, realised that
he was not going to win that Gght. But
Coker was not the fallow to be beaten
t0 long as he had a kick left. He
gathered all his strength and all the
breath he had left for a last desperate
. onslaught, and this time he pressed
Lancaster so hard that the handsoms
stranger hiad to h:b out or take punish-
nent, ]

He hit out—with disnstrous results to
Coker.

Coker had never been kicked by a
mule, but he learned now what that
experience would be like. He hardly
Lknew what happened to him.

He fﬂllﬂ.l:}_ him&e{iif in ni_ lmupHEn the
grass, gurgling and guggling. He rose
on one elbow and blinked at Lancaster.
The latter was rubbing his knuckles with
= ecambric handkerchief. They scemed
1o have suffered a little from contact
with Coker's countenance,

' Qooogh ! gasped Coler. “Qooogh !

“My hat!” said Wharton, * You can
Lox 1

“A little,” smiled Lancaster.

“Ooocogh ' gasped Coker again. He
made an elfert to rize, and sank back
again, dared and dizzy. His foce had
not been pushed through the boek of his
head: but Cokor could slmost have
eworn, at that moment, that it had

been. “Oh! Ow! 2y hat! Grrrrgh!
Blow you! Are you a blessed prize-
fighter? Qooogh !’

Lancaster langhed.

“Let's chuck it—what? he asked
pleasantly. ** After all, what ia there to
veran about '

"I—I—1 wouldn't chuck it, not for
n minate, 1f—if I could get on with it,”
gasped Coker. “I—I'll jolly well lick
vou_another time.  Qooogh 1

“Well, I'm satisfied, if vou are I" =aid
Lencaster cheerily. “'I've barked my
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knuckles on your confounded nose. [
believe my kouckes are Lurt more than
your nosc. though it docg look rather
a tomato."’ .

He turned to Harry Wharton wich a
sniile, f o e

“Going my way, kid? T don't think
our friend will be iumt-ing for any more
tronble just vet. Dut Il walk with you
a little way. I'mm going to a village
called Wharton Magnus, and I was told

f to keep on past a place called Wharton

Lodge, if vou've ever heard of it.”
Harry Wharton smiled.

“Well, rather,” he gaid, “as I happen

ta live there. This way I¥
He stepped over the slile and Lan-
cagtor red him, and they walked I

across the next fiold together, Horace
Coker sat up ond stored after them
with eyes that persisted in winking and
blinking. IIc dabbed his nose with his
handkerchief, staining it a  beautiful
crimson. It was full fve minutes before
Coker got on his feet.

Then ho did pot follow Wharton and
his late adversary. Even Coker, ot long
last, vealised that Le had had enough—
for tho present, at least. The “whop-
ping ” of Wharton had to stand over;
the thrashing of that cheeky, interfer-
ing stranger bad to be indefinitely post-
poned. nf?oke:- was not feeling equal to
whopping or thrashing anybody.

Slowly, with many a grunt and gasp
the great man of the Greyiriars Fifth
took his homeward way to the Dunch
of Grapes, a gadder, if not o wiser
Coker.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

A New Friend ]

I’ REYFRIARS!” said Dick Lon-
caster thoughtfully.
Harry Wharton was still
feeling rather ruffled ond
Lreathless after his tussle with Coker,
But he chatted very agrecably with the
tall, slim vouth as he walked across the
Eah:ia with him, Who Lanecaster was,
and what he was doing in that quiet
corner of Surrey, Wharton did not
know, and did not think of inguiring.
He looked a decent fellow, and certainly
he bud done the Greyfriars junior a
signal service; for there was no doubt
that Wharton would have received a
terrific “ whopping ” had not the hand-
some stranger come to his rescue.
Partly on account of that, end partly
on account of his frank and pleasant
manner, Wharton had taken a liking to
him, ¢ found that Lancaster was in-
terested in his school, and he told him
about Greyiriars, sbout Coker of the
Fifth, and about his chums, as they
walked over the meadows in the April
sunshine. It did not even ocour to
Wharton's mind that the omisble
stranger might be drewing bim out, or
that ha i:'l.‘.llﬂ% possibly have any ulterior
motive for geiting information from
him. Wharton was keen enm;fh, but ha
was not distrustful, and there was
assuredly nothing in Lancaster's looks
to inspire distrost
“Greyfriars!”  repeated Lick Lane
caster. " OF course, I've heard of the
school. It's famous. Rather a jolly
show, from your description.”
“"Weo think so, of coursze,’”’ enid Harry,
with a smile. *As a matter of fact,
when we saw you atb the inn this morn-

ing, wa took you for a senior fellow W

from eome school like Greyfriare—a
dixth-Former."

“No, I'm not a Publie school man,”™
sald Lancaster. "I've been left to the
tender moercics of a tutor. But I've
thought mere than once of it. Théra
might be some bother in going straight
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into the Sixth Form at school, but I
vather like the idea™

Wharton gave him a rather curvious
glapee, Loucaster spoko as if he were
centively his own master, and could please
himisell whether ho went to o schiool or
not. Such matters, certainly, were
gencrally  decided by parenls or
guardians. Lancaster eavght his glancoe
atud siniled.

“I sy my own master, to a great
extent,” he explained. “ My people live
abroad, and nobody keeps an eye_on
me except a tutor and & solicitor. 1'm

allowed my own in most things.
Y'm giving myself a in[idar at present
—with Titus Livius as a companion,

wanted to put in a few terms &t
school I should settle it for mysclf.”

““Make 1t Greylriays, then,” said
Wharton, smiling. * You are the age
for the Sixth Form, and there are some
splendid fellows in the Greyfriars Sixth
—old Wmfnte, and Gwynne, and lots
of them. I suppose you pley ericket?”

“I've played rother a [ot.,™

“Then you'd like Greyfriars! Jolly
to sce you in Wingate's team I'" said the
captain of the Remove. " There's
Wharton Lodgo!” he added, as the
honse came in_ sight over the trees,
“Look here, will you come in to tea?”

Lancaster had already mentioned that
he was going to pick up tea in passing
in the village. That he had any object
in mentioning that circumstance did not
enter Wharton’s mind for a moment,

“You won't get much of a tea in the
village,” went on Wharton, * Comae in
with me. The fellows you saw this
morning are staying with me, and
they'll all be glad to see you—and my
uncle and annt, too!M

Lancaster laughed.

“That's awfully kind of you, kid!”
he said. “But I'm afraid your wnele
would not be over-pleased to see you
walk a perfect st r in.”

“I can answer for that,” snid Whar-
tcm.&“‘ ' pfenmily if i[x tell hi:qf that a:
saved me from a whopping from tha
idiot, Coler. Do come IH

_Ifa.hnmstnr seemed to hﬂnit}::e. dies

ey on to t of
Wharton Lodge, while he mﬂm%d to he
thinking it out. Wharton stopped at the
gateway.

“Trot in!” he said.
uncle will be pleased.”

Lancaster's manner indicated that he
would willingly have accepted the invi-
tation but that he had doubtz whether
the elders might not regard it as an
intrusion. That was natural encugh,
and the Greyiriars junior hastened to
reassure him.

"My uncle's no end good-tempered,”
zaid Harry. “He likes young people—
actually likes Remova about the
house in holiday-time, You'll like
him.2

“I've no doubt of that,'” =aid Lan-
caster. “I've heard Colonel Wharton
spoken of many times while T've heen
staving about here. He seema to be
gopnlnr in these parts, And my father

ne

w him.*?
Wharton.

iL Rﬂﬂ"}' 94
“Your father ¥’

"He was killed on the Somme,” said
Lancaster quietly, *“I've no parenta.
Look here, 1'll come in and chance it
with your uncle.”

“He will ba jolly glad to see you if
he knew your fathor in the War,” scid
harton. “You ean rely on that,”

And they walked up the drive to-
gather.

The Co. were etill buey on the tennis
court. Billy Bunter could gcen in
a wickor chair on the terrace, basking
in the eun and contemplating the near
prospeet of ten, Bunter blinked at them

1 mssure you my

exclaimed
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as they came up, through his big spec-
tnales?rbut did not trouble to move.

“Is my unele indoors, Bunter 1" called
out Wharton.

1 believe he's in the library,”

wned Bunter. *1 say,

avée tea rather late hera. What about—
lock hore, if you'ro going to walk
away while a fellow's tallung to you,

u Et"'_."

Wharton went into the house with his
new friend. Ho did not notice the swift
g]mm from under Lancastoer's dark eve.

rows that took in all his surround.
ings in n fash. He lod the new guest
to the library, whers they found Colonel
Wharton reading the “Times.” The
old military gentleman Inid down his
poper and ross, with a al"ﬁhtir inquir-
:ng lanos at Lancaster, arry Whar-
QI

astened Lo explain, and & pleaszant

Wharton, you I

“My dear boy, you aro more than
welecome, I am delighted to see youl”
exclaimed Colonel Whatton, “8it
down, my boy. Hﬂrrp Fou mAay rui
away to your friends for a time, whilp
bave & talk with Georgo Lanoastor’s

hﬂ ‘F.I
gRi ht-ho 1" said Harry, and he left

tha library very p:ahe&ri[i.ﬁ
neaster had

It was plain that
mado & good tm]pressinn on the colonel
and that the old soldier was plmami

to aea him at Wharton Lodge.

. He _joined the Co, sho were coming
in with rackets under their arms,
“Hallo. hallo, hallo!" said Bob. *I
spotted you coming in. Wes that chap
with tgﬂu the sportsman we saw at the

inn thiz morning i*
"“That's Ifarry. “Ilis

it,"  said

Whartcn dodged round Coker,

13

thought you fellows would be glad te
muugim agnin,” &

d1* sid Bob.

“ Jolly
“'The éia.diulneu is propostarous [
ogreed Hurree Jomset Ram Singh.

“Hear, hear!™ said Nugent.

_ Johnny Bull nodded, without speak.
ing. There was e thoughtful expros.
sion on Johnny's face. Johnny was
not given to taking hasty impressions,
or to judging by appeafanges. Whar-
ton glanced at lim.

“You like him, don't you, Johnoy 1"
lie asked,

BH]:IHE looks all right,” said Johnuy
unll,

“And Lo ds all right,” said Harey,
rather warmly. “I should have
bagged a terrific licking if he hadn’t
handled Coker.”

panted Coker, hooking the ercok handle of his w
junior capiain’s arm and dragging him back,

gﬂ:iln rolaxed the old soldier's bronzed
ACo,

"Not the son of George Lancaster,
of the Loamsthires!" exclaimed the
colonel, eryeing the visitor with great
interest.

“Yes, sir]"” answered Lancaster, smil-
ing. *I believe you knew him.”

“I knew him very well in those days,™
said Colonel Wharton, *and am
delighted to meet his son!” He shook
hands with Lancaster vary heartily, I
con se¢ the resemblance now.  Lan-
caster was the handsomest man in the
rogiment, and he left you his good looks,
at least™

“That's very kind of you, air!"” said
Lancaster, smiling. *'I was rather afraid
of butting in when your nephew kindly
asked me, but———"’

name's Lancastcr, and he turns out to
be the gon of 8 wen in my uncle's
regiment.”

How did you pick him up?” esked

Hugant.

“1 dropped on Coker, or, rather,
Coker dropped on me,” said Herry,
laughing. “ Lancaster chipped in and
whopped Coker.”

“My hat! He didn"t look as if he'd
been through & eorap! And Coker’s e
beofy blighter 1 eaid Bob,

¥ handled Coker like & babs.”
Bob Cherry whistled.

“Home scrapper!” he said. "Coker
doesn’'t know anything ebout boxing;
but he's as heavy as a walrus, snd
strong as & horee. Jolly decent of that
ohap to chip in."

“He's comno to tea,” said Harry., *1

ran for tke stile, and jumped. ** Stop!"*
r alking-stick In the

Johnny Bull nodded again. Ho was
not the fellow to “ecaothuse™ wvery
casily.

But Jchany thawed very considor-
ably when Dick Lancaster joined tho
juniora abt tea, with Colonel Wharton
and Aunt Amy. Lancastor seemcd on
very cordial torms with the colonel.
And Miss Wharton evidently liked him,
And the fact that he bad “whopped ™
Coker was & passport to the esteem of
the Co., even if thoy had not liked him
on his 1mks, which they certainly Jid.
Even Billy Bunter noticed that the
new puest was rather an agreeable
sort of fellow.

Lancaster seemed, in fact, the kind
of fellow to win golden opinions from

{Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from

page 13.)

all sorts of people, Even Wella, the
butler, might have been noticed to ro-
gard him with re:pectful admiration.

When the time came for Lancastor
to take his leave, the juniors walked
with him hali-way to the Wheatfeld
Boad, Although he was several years
older than the Removites—es old as
most  Sixth-Formers of Greyfriars—
Dick Lancaster was perfectly at his
caso with them, and somehow made
them feel as if he were one of them-
selves.

They parted on the friendlicst of
ierme.

" Splendid chap ! said Harry Whar.
ton, as tho zlim, athletic figure swung
away across the felds, and the junmiors
turned back towards the lodge.

“Terribic!” agreed the nabob.

“ Preposterous '™ chuckled Bob
Clierey. )
“Yes, ho soceme all right” esaid

Johnoy Bull slowly. “He doesi't talk
1quch about himself, though.”
“Bunter will do that, if you're keen
on hearing a fellow talk ebout him-
self,” said Harry.
“Well, a fellow generally mentions
things,” said Johnny, “Sti, I must

say he seems & decent sort of sports-
man. "

When they ceached the Yodge Whar-
ton went in to speak te his uncle. Ho
found tho colonel smoking & cigar,
with & corrugated brow.

“You like Lancaster, uncle?” asked
Harry, wondering whether that corru.
gation of the brow was on Lancaster's
acconnt. _

" Very much, my bov,” said Colonel
Wharton—"very much, indeed! I
siould like, in fact, to have another
talkk with him some time. He is &
little reticent.” He paused.

The word struck Wharton a [Hitle,
efter Johnny Bull's remark. Appar-
ently hia uncle had noticed it, also.

“Judging by looks, I should soy that
young Lancaster was very well placed
in the world,” szid the colonel.

“1 hadn't thought about that,” eaid
Harry, a little surprised, in poiot of
fact, that his uncle had thought about
it. “But he looks as if he wero pretty
well off,™

“Yea, that is a littla odd.™

“1 don't quite see——m"

“I1 mean his father loft him nothing,”
said the colonel. “George Lancaster
left nothing He had nothing to leave.
1 knew George Lancaster well, and, so
iar as 1 knew, he had no relations ox-
cept a brother, who——" Ths coloneal
sroke off abruptly, But the prim ¢x-
preszion on his face rovealed that he
had no high opinion of George
caster's brother,

Lan.
“ And that Lrother is

dead long since, I bolisve. Youn
Lancaster scom3a ¢o  have foun
friends.”

“Perhaps he's come into a fortunc,”
gaid Harry, with & smile

“ Perhaps,” said the colonel, ™At all
cvents, I am glad to ses that he
Tae Masrer Lisrary,—No. 1,200,

appears to bBe very well off. And he
zooms undoubtedly a very fing lad.”
Coloncl Wharton szid no more; bug
Harry could see that he was puzzled.
It was clear that he liked Lancaster,
and took an interest in him as the

' orphan son of a former brother officer;
" but he was puzzled. Whatever was in

Lis thoughts, however, he did not think
fit to discuss with his nephew, and
Harry left him with his brow still
corrugated.

e tas

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Crook !

HE maun with the sandy hair and
i the ferret eyes took & cigar-
ette from his mouth, grunted,
and rose from his chair as Dick
Lancaster entered his room at the
Bunch of CGrepes. ‘Thero was a
thoughtful cast on the handsome face
85 Lanoaster came in, and when ho
ghanced ot the man he celled the
“ Weesel,” & momentary exprossion of
repugnance fitted over his face. The
forret eyes of the Wensel notod it, and
he =zcowled.

“I been waiting for you, Dick,” he
grunted. ]
“Why  shouldn't you  wait®”

answered Lancaster carelessly.

He closed the door, walked across tho
room to the window, and stood there,
staring out.

The room was o silting-room on the
first floor of the inn at the back. It
overlosked a baleony, with steps down
to the inn garden. The garden was
thick with trees and bushes, bright
with the greon of a sunny spring.

The Weasel waited for Laccaster to
speak, But the hug, staring into the
preen ﬁ&rﬂﬂﬂ, had his back to the fer-
ret-0yed man, and seemed to have for-
gattlent his presence., Tho Weasel spoke
<t last.

“What's the matter with you, Dick?”

" Nothing," answered Lancaster, over
his shoulder.

“You seem different some'ow,”

“ Rubbish 1*

“Well, T been waiting,” =zaid the
[crret-eved man surlily, “I got some-
!Ih{ng-” to say. You shut me up beforo

“Hado't you sense enough not to
talk in & public room, with two
strangers present ! snapped Lancaster.

“Only blinking schoolbeys, from
what I sce.”

“You can't be too careful.”

“Well, why ain't I seen you since?”
demanded the Weasel. “You go out
walking, and leave & bloke not know-
ing where you are.”

neaster turned from the window.

“ You shouldn’t have waited here,” ho
raid incisively. " We've got to keop
in touch. Dut the less you're seen
hanging ebout this inn the batter.
What have you got to tell me? (et it
off your chest.”

“?ﬂu‘d ‘ave ‘eard it lonpg are, if
o1 (] —

“T'm golng to hear it mow." said

Lancaster sharply. “Don't give mo
any back-chat, E‘:’ﬂusd. I'm oot in the
mood for it.”

Tha ferret eyes watched him

stealthily, The Weasel sensed, rather
than  spw, some subtle change in
“Dick.” Ho was puzzled end angry.

“Well, 1 got something to tell you,”
he said surlily, “I ain®t been able to
sce into the house, of courre. But 1
got it all down fine. But I was scen
in the park—"

"“Who eaw youl®
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“Somo echoolboys. The old bloke's
nephew one of them, and the others,
some kids that are staying with him,
Th[E thought I was trespassieg in the
park,” said the Waasel, with a grin.
“They showed me hout. I dropped
the papor getting over the fence,”

“What paper?”

"“The plan I drawed :% for wou,
Dick. I got it all down. You'll know
your way ebout the place all right,
after a squint ot it.  After you got
into the house, it's up to you. But I
reckon it will be pie to the Wizard
tﬂ [

Lancaster knitted his brows.

“Don’t mention that name here, you
foal I

Y You ain't gotting rattled, are you,
Dick ?" asked the Weasel, staring st him
in astonishment. "“Not youl ig fs
one of the easiest jobs we've ever been
on—easy as piel I reckon when the
stuff is mi they won't think of look-
ing for a stoodious young gontleman
staying at gn inn

“They might, if anyone notices a
fellow hanging sbout, with sneak-thief
written all over him 1" said. Lancaster,

“Aw, draw it mild, Dick!” said the
Weasol. “Them young coves in the park
only thought I was some cockney tripper
trespassing. They never looked at the
paper 1 dropped—jest *anded it back to
me. I toll you, if everybody was built
on the same lines we'd never lhave to
think about the stone jug!” sdded the
Weasel, with & grin.

“The stono jug 1” repeated Lansaster.
“Yes, we have to think about the stone
jug, Weasel | That's the Gnish for us,
after the preatest run of Inck It
n.]wu;u ends the same way—the stone

g’
g”ﬂb for vou, Dick," said the Weasel
confidently.  “They'll never get the
darbios on the Wizard.”
“Cut that name out, you fool |®

" XYou've selwaya been proud of it
said the Weasel sullenly. “ Wasn't it
ic_-ur own unole fust called you the

ittla Wizard—pour uncle that was a
wizard in tho zame line, and might be
making his thonsands now if he'd let the
drink elone! You got the advantage
there, Dick—the Old Man would never
let vou touch it."

Lancaster gave him a moody look.

“He was & good man, to me—in some
ways 1" he muttered.

“He was a good man sll round,” said
the Weasel. “Ha never let down o
pal, and if he'd kept off the drink he'd
have made his fortune and g3 fortuna
for all of us. But I e wa'd never
have seen him but for the drink. Your
uncle was a nob onee, Dick 1™

“And he made me what I am |” mut-
tered Lansaster.

“What elsa could he do for yout”
asked the Weasel, staring. “ And what
better could he do for you?. What was
you left with—you, a kid? He took you
when you hadn't a bean. They'd hevo
bunged you into a charity school,
E;;-’apal ou got plenty of berns now,
M'nk'["md you owe it all to the Old

an

Lancaster made an impeatient gosture,

“Cut all that out ! Have you anything
more to tell me about Wharton Lodge?
Not that it's needed.”

“And why ain't it neaded?™ asked
the Weasel hotly. “ Don’t I always noso
it out for yout I cam fwa you the lio
of the land from A to Z.

“Yon connot tell me as much as I

know.”
“And ’ow's that?” demanded the
Weassl. "You been looking at the crib

yourself, Dick? That's risky.”
Lancaster laughed,
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“"I'vo not only looked at it, Wepsel—
I'va beon in the housa and have had
tea with the family.”

"Btruth 1 ejesculated the Weasel
“¥ou ain’t pulling my leg? You seen
the inside of the cribi”

“J've sat talking in the libvary, snd
spotted tho safe,” answered Lancaster.
“It will take me five minutes to get
through—to-mght.” ] :

The Weasel regarded him with great
admiration. .

“Btruth |” he =aid again.

“ But—" gaid Lancaster slowly. A
black cloud came over his brow. *“But,
Wensel, P'm not sure—I'm not sure
that we didn’t make a mistake in coming
down here! I—I've helf & mind to
chuck it now.”

“Chuck ' it1” repeated the Weascl
blankly. *Why " :

Lancastor pave him a curious look.

“ Not for anf reszons that you would
understand, Weasel,” he answered.
“I've got to think it ont.” i

“ Struth I said the Weasel. “Dickl
Yon ain't getting afraid? Kot yon!”

“Den't he a fool, Wopsel 1

“Well, T know you ain’t, Dick! But
if you ain't getting rattled what's the
wmatter with youf 1 tell you, it's s eazy
83 pie, and there will be a E;m:ui haul
—not less'n Gvo hundred, Dick! Woe'vo
put in somo days here, and spent some
money | Mean that you got your cye on
a better crib?” : :

Lancaster shrogged his shoulders im-
petiently.

“] mean nothing that youw'd undec-
stand, Wensel, so don’t give yourseli a
pain :inE the i.:fniu thinking about it
Clear off now |

“But look hers, Dick—" mutiered
the Weasol in diamay.

“Clear off, I tell youl You know
where I'm to zee you sgain, and when.
There's nothing more fo be said—and
1 want to be alone. Hook it

The Weasal went stowly to the door.
He paused there, the ferret-eyes l“ﬁi‘,
ing suspicionsly and uneasily .on
caster. But the latter did not look at
him, and the ferret-cyed man left the
rooma at last, closing the door behind
him.

Lancaster moved restlessly about the
room for a time. TFrom the window he
had a glimpse of the Weasel leaving the
inn, and he frowned blackly at the to
of the bowler hat oo the sandy head.
The Weasel diaa red bevond the trees
and hedges, andp ancaster moved about
the room sgain, his brow clovded, &
quiver in his well-cut lips. For a long
time he moved resﬂeraa!{ while the sun-
shine dimmed and the shadows of
gvening orept over the Burrey downs.

Strange thoughts were working in_his
mind—thoughts that had, perhaps, rizen
there before, but had never stirred so
deeply as now. The memory of frank
and friendly faces haunted bhim—not
with pleasure but with pain. What
was he 7 What would those happy, care-
less friendly schoolboys think of him
if they knew what he was? They had
tuken him nt faco value—as most people
did—as the bronzed old colonel had
taken him, though with some lingerin

uzzlement in his mind. H they ha

ownl What would they have thought
of himT Left an orphan at an early
age, cared for by the only relative he

ad—an uncle who had gone to the dogs
and become the associate of wrefches
like the Weasel—what chance had Le
had? Why should he care what they
or anybody else might think of him7
he asked himself savagely.

He coased hia moody pacing at last
Stooping over a suitcase, he unlocked
it and took from it a little leather case.
Heo laid it on the table and opened it,

ond with a keen, practised eye examined
what it contained—a set of strange toola
His white, slim fingers ran over the
smooth bright steel, and his eyes
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glesmed.  'The Weasel, could he bave
seen him then, would heve been sstisfled.
Ha would have seen that Richard Lanp-
cagter was no longer the frank-mannered
fellow who had talked with the Grey-
friars juniors; he would have seen that
he was once more the ¥ Wizard "—known
by that name and hg reputation to
Hootland Yard and to the police of many
cities, though in his own person and his
own name unkrown fo any bub Lis
assoctates in orimel

R ]

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Unexpeoted !
ow |»

Horace Coker made that

reraark.

thats Potter nndh{}t?eenﬂ !niﬁed
syImpathotic—asg mpathetio asg £y
muﬁ. If they sm‘:‘r]eg they did not let
Coker see them smile—it would haove
been hardly safe.

Potter and Greene had had quifa n
leasant ramble that afterngon. For
ours they had not seen Coker or heard
hizs voice. That alone would have mado
tho ramble plessant.

‘Thay had, in fact, happily forgotien
Coker's existence for a time. Only when
it was time for ten did they remember
that even Coker had his uses. They
walked back fo the Bunch of Crapes,
and found Coker thers.

They liad wondered whether he had
meb any of the Greyfriara fellows, and
whether he would show any aigns of
damage, Hndauhtr&&!?r he showe uéﬁna
of dnma:jge—plﬂntg of themr—and they
wondared now whether he had met a
mad bull or & runaway motor-car.

They strove manfully not to smils
when Coker told them what had hap-
pened. Coker wasnof ina gomi temper :
bhe was morose, Potter and Greene had
often thought that a good hiding would
do Coker good. Now, obviously, he had
had it. It did not seam to hava doma
him good o far Bs his tempér was
concernad.

After ten, they Iloafed on the shady
seat outsida the inn, while the sun sank
in the west and the birds flew homeward,
and the penceful evening descendad on
the Surrey landscape. ker, usually a
considerable talker, now limited hia
ramarks chiefly to “ow ™ and “wop.™
He had doctored hid damnges as well a3
he could. But twinges kept on catch-
ing Coker. He had a pain in hia nose,
an ache in his eyé—twinges in many
places.  Ha had given Lancaster a

lare when that youth passed the Fifth-
E‘ntmem gbing into the ion. But he
had conten himself with a glare.
Punching the cheeky rotter was out of
the question. Coker feared no foe; but
it had beon o in on his mind that
ha was no match for this fellow. It was
useless to ask for the same nigu.m.

“Wow I said Coker, for ~the
umpteenth fime.

Potter and Gredne were feeling very
pleasant and comfortable. They were
quite willing to Eﬁt up for & day or
two at the Bunch of Grapes. It was
s pleasant spot, and the grub was good;
and it was quite agreeable to ramble
arcund in seented woods and sunny
meadows while Coker hunted for trouble.
They wero willing to hang on at the
Bunch of Grapea till Coker had found
all the trouble he could digest _

“Wow!" said Coker. “Ow! How
does my nose look now, Potteri” ,

“A bit like & tomato, old chap,”
said Pottaor. ]

“More like o saveloy, if you a:k
me ! remarked CGreene,

Tne Magwer LiseAry.~No. 1,202
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“That cad's staying at this inn 1"
eaid Coker. *“The cheeky, interfcrin
cad, you know. Butting in whea
was thrashing a fag! I've a jolly
pood mind to herdle him agpin !

Fotter closed one eye privately at
Greene.

“Bur a fellow doesn’t want to be
rnlggmg all the time,” remarked Coker,
with o suspicious glance at his friends.
“I fancy I could lick him, if I—if I
made Lp by mind to it, But—after

i) —
Coker fell into silence. DPerhaps,
afrer all, the hiding had done him

good, as his friends snticipated thut o
Inding would. At all ovents, he did
not eeomn, for once, hungry for more
troubls,

"Wow!" sald Coker once more,
caressing bis nose.  “That fellow loolks
B bit of a tailor's dummy, but I can
tell you he's got a punch hke the kick
of a mule. e meddiesome ass! Owl
I think I'll go and batho my nose
aoan ¥

“Might do it good !” assented Potter.
“1 must suy it looks a bit aver-ripe”

“Fruity, and no mistake!'” said
Greene.

Coker frowned at his friends and
went 1nto the ion., ke suspected thet
Totter and Greens fancied that he
had been licked by that meddlesome
sivanger.  Of course, he hadn't been;
?:d he had told them that he hadn't

een.

The fght, Coker had explained, had
not gone on to & finish, Dut he could
not help fecling that Potter and Creene
had zn impression that he had been
licked, which was annoving. He could
not even feel sure that they were
sympathetic,

Certainly, they gave him sympathetic
glances a3 ke left them, It was just
as well that Coker did not see them
smile after he had gone. He would
have felt quito sure, if he had, that
they weren't so sympathetic as they
ought to have been.

Horace Coker went slowly up the
sfairs within to the landing on which
o good many rooms opened. Ho had
chgaged three rooms for himself and
hiz friends for that night.

There were six doors for Coker to
choose from, all lecking much alike;
and it was, of course, like Coker to
raistake his room and open the wrong
docr, Btill, it was very dusky within
the inn now, and one of Coker's eyes
was balf-closed and the other blinking,
=0 really a little mistake like that was
pardonoble.
~ He threw open a door and marched
into the room. There was a sudden,
etartled exclamation as someone within
the room spun round towards him,

Colier stared st the fellaw hard.

He stared harder at what lay on the
table.

It was a black leather case, open, with
o number of guecerlooking steel tools
nrrenged in  their places, hkeld by
leather loops. The steol ?'le-amed in
tug light of the sunset at the window.

Swiltly, Lancaster threw the ecase
shut. Then he turned a pair of glinting
eyes on Iforace Coker.

“ What the thump do you want herp?”
ho demanded.

“Well, I like that!” said Coker. *I'd
like to know whot you're doing in my
room, you cheeky fathead !

“What! Your room™"

“Yes, my room ! said Coker warmly.
“1 never asked you inta my room that
I know of, and I can tel! sou, I don't
like it. [ admit, you don't logk like o

iHorer, but when & fellow Gnds e
ellow in a fellow's voom—-="
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“You howling idiot!" snid Lancaster,

staring at him. “This iz my room!”
“Rot ! said Coker,
Coker's powerful  intollect  worked

stowly, and be bhad not yet observed
that it was not his room. The rooms,
after all, were much alike. ]

“And the sooner vou got out of it
the better!” suapped Lancaster. “And
don’t come butting in again!"
,Coker looked round him. On inspec-
tion, he discovered that it was not his
rOOm.

*“Oh, my mistake !” said Coker, '*All
these blesscd doors are alike!”

“Well, get out!™ said Lancaster
pointedly.

“Oh, I'll get out!” said Coker dis.
damiu'li 3 ‘I don't know who you
are and I don't care; but the less I
see of you the better I ahall like it!
I've no doubt you never wanted any-
body to see what you've got therse 1n
that case !

“What do yvou mean by that,
exactly 7"  psked Lancaster, with o
gleam in his eyes, making & step

towerds Coker,

Coker did not back away. He had
been licked by this fellow, and he knew
it, though he was resolved not to admit
it to himself. But, licked or not licked,
Coker was afraid of no man,

“1 mean what I say,” answered the
Greyfriars Fifth-Formoer coolly.
“That's a jolly queer-looking set of
toals.”

**Ia that sny buainesz of vours?

“Well, I don't know that it is"
admitted Coker; “but I may have my
own ideas about it, all the same. I'm
no fool I . .

*No! asked Lancaster, with a smile.
“Judging by appcarances, I should say
you were!"”

Coker breathed hard.

“If you've nothin
vou may as well go
caster.

And Coker, unable to think of anv
adequate rejoiner, went, and slammed
the door sfter him., He proceeded to
his own room and there bathed his
nose, which needed it. But his brow
was very thoughtful as ho bLathed that
damaged nose. i

Colter was not quick on the uptake,
end at Greyfriars he was supposed, with
reazon, ta be every known kind of an ass,
Perhaps his observation was quickened
in this case by his resentment of the
fellow's meddling when he was giving a
cheeky fag a deserved licking, with
such painful resulte to Coker. But,
really, a more obtuse fellow than Cokor
might haye had some food for thought
ofter secing that strange set of stoel
tools, and the startled, fiereo look that
had flashed peross Lancaster's face as

furtlier to say,
suggesied Lap-

¥¥

he turned from them on Coler's
cnirance,

Horace Coker was thinking sz he
bathed his nose, and he was still

thinking as he went down to supper
afterwards,

What was that case of gueer tools,
and why had the fellow looked zo
strangely, fercely startled, and why
hod be shut the case =o swiltlv?

Creyfriars fellows wonld bave lboen

surprized to  hear that Coker was
thinking. It was not in his line at
all, DBut he was thinking now, ond

thinkine hard!

ke —r—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Food Problem !

ryELLS raised his eychbrows
i slightly,
l%-i 1ly Bunter did pot

notice it, not that he would
bave cared had he noticed ik

Wells, perhaps, was: rather surprized
to spe a guest at Wharton Lodge going
up to bed with an enormous ¢ake under
s arm. There was nothing surprising
in it, from Bunter’s point of view,

A fellow might wake up in the
night. If he woke up in tho ni%‘ht, it
was probable that he would wake up
hungry — exceedingly probable, when
the fellow was William George Dunter
of the Greyfriars Remove, A cake at
a fellow's bedside, therefore, was only
a reasonable precaution.

Certainly, it wus rather o big cake.
But then, the big er the better. It was
a good cake—a luscious cake; in fact,
8 scrumptious cake, and 8 cake pos-
sessing all those qualities could scarcely
be too g,

It had graced the supper-table, but
the supper-table at Wharton Lodgs was
always remarkably wellspread when o
poarty of schoolboys were there,

Misz Wharton knew that boys had
Liealthy appetites, and she liked to seo
them cat & good supper. With so many
other good things present, the cake had
becn spared at supper. That was all
to the good, for it remained intact for
Bunter,

Bunter sta{ed on at supper long after
the other fellows were hnished. Wells
wondered whether he meant to clear the
table before he left, That, however,
was bevond even Dunter's powers, Ha
dld‘hlﬂ best, of courso, but there cama
a time when he had to give in. And
when he joined the Famous Five to go
up to bed he was heavy-laden, if not

weary, and the enormous cake was
under his fat arm.

Harry Wharton & Co. observed it.
Harry smiled; Bob Cherry chuckled;
Johnoy Bull enorted; Nugent stared.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh looked at
the cake with a8 glimmer in his dusky
eyes.

Colonel Wharten's glance fell on the
cake, but ha made no remark. Miss
Wharton gazed at it, but neither did
she mako eny remark. Harry Wharton's
relations had already learned that
Billy Bunter had manners and customs
of his very, very own.

I say, you fellows, don't call me
before tem in the morning,” szid
Bunter, stopping at his door. ™ And,
look here, don't elear off snd leave mo
on my own like you did this morning !
I don't like it."

“You'd like us to wait around a
couple of hours doing nothing 7" asked
Bob Cherry affably.

*“Yes, that's it, old chap!
till I get up and it will be all right,”
said Bunter. “I'm afraid sou don't
know much about the proper way to
treat & guest, Wharton, But there's a
limit, you kpnow.™

“Fathead !"" said Wharton politely.

“Oh. reallvy, Wharton—"

"Gmﬂvnifﬁt ass [

" Well, ::mir. here,”  said  DBunter
warmly, “if I find vou're oll gone out
when f get up to-morrow, you'll take

the conseguences.”
*Oh, my hat!” ejoculated Bob.

“ You won't whop us all round, will you,
Bunter? Spare me!™

“I mean what I say! You might
find me gone when you come back!™
said Dunter. *I eame jolly ncar clear-
ing off this morning, Wharton-~

only——

“:Hbi:,.' dear chap, you necdn't have
minded mo,” eaid the eaptain of the
Hemove. * Look here, you're not going
to clear off if we're pone out before you
get up to-morrow, are youf''

“Y am,"” said Bunter (irmly. "If you
don’t want to find me missing when you
come in, do the civil thing, sce?™

Just wait
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o l.eii'a hasge this clear 1™ said Wharton
gravely, while his comrades grinned.
“You're staying in bed till ten, and if
we dont stay in ‘1:111h ;r,'nu;ra ready Lo
go out, Fou're going home "’

"Thuiga it 1 _

“Well, we'd arranged to go out at
ning——'"" gaid Horry thoughtiully,
¥ We'd better alter that now.

' You'd better I’* agreed Bunter,

"We'll make it eight—1"

l-F_E_h 'gl'j
said Wharton

“To make sure!®
Llandly. ]

And the juniors, chuckling, went to
their rooms, leaving PBilly Buater
glaring after them,

“Beasts ' hootodd Bunter. “ Beasts!"

And with that polite valediction to his
host and his fellow-guests, Billy Bunter
rolled into his room,

The cake waz deposited on a little
table beside the bed, within easy reach
if Bunter woke up hungry, It was very

Thera came a sudden brilliant flash of lght,
and Buonler, erouching In the darkpess of the
impse of a burglar

big oak sideboard, canght a

only a few yards from him.

probable that he would do so, with
that serumptiongy cake haunting his
dreams,

Fiva minutes later, a sound like the
rumble of distant thunder was heard.
Billy Bunter was asleep, and Wharton
Lodge echoed with the resonant snora
with which ths Remove dormitory at
Greyiriars was wont to echo.

Fiiteen more minutes passed, and then
Bunter's door opened softly, In the
%-iimmer of starlight from the window, &
dusky face loomed through the gleom,
with & grin upon 1it,

“My esteemed Bunpter " murmured
ITurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Snore |

The dusky junior trod softly into the
room. He paused by Billy Bunter's
bedside, 'Léa'ht!r he lifted the cake
from the bedside table. Dut the space
was hot lelt empty. In the
cake, the grinning nabob ogited a
hassook, of gimilar size and ehape._

‘Then he guitted the room ga softly as

lace of the

he had entered it, bearing awey the
cake. Evidently the dusky MNabob of
Bhanipur was in s humorous mood;
though Bunter was likely to feel any-
thing but humorous when he woke up
and was ready to start on the cake.
The night grew older. The last light
was Extinguiashed; the last door closed
in Wharton Lodge. The whole house-

hold aleigﬁ.

And Bunter awoke.

He had been dreaming: and through
hiz dreams he was havnted by the vision
of a lar luscious, scrumptious cake.
Had he been in the dormitory at Grey-
friars, DBuater would doubtlesa haye
snored on till the rising-bell rang out in
tho morming. But circumstances alter
cases. In the Remove dormitory at
Greyirviars there was ne scrumptious
cake for a fellow who woke up hungry

At Wharton

in the middle of the night.
Lodge, therea wasl

Bunter opened his eyes, blinked in the
darkness, and sat up. Faintly through
the silence of the might came a chime

from somewhere. It was two o'clock.

Five hours bhad elapsed since Bunter
hed caten his supper. Cortainly he had
done rather well at supper. But bhe
woke up at two in the morning full
pmﬁared to do justice lo the cake, an
with a fecling of deep relief that he had
been so thoughtful as to bring it up to
his room. '

His [at mouth watered at the thought.
He blinked nd him and saw its dim
shape—or a dim shape very much like
it—on the bedside table. He reached
out and lifted 1t to his fat knees,

Then ho started a little. It seemed to
weigh lighter—it had no Iuscious
aroma—and it hod not the feel of a
cakel

“What the
Buntez,

y

thump-——"". ejaculated
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There was eomething wrong with that
cake! Bunter's fat fingers groped over
it, It felt like & hassock, not a cake!
It seerned like black magic to tha Owl
of the Remove. He had pls the
cake by his bedside with thoughtful
care, snd it really seemed as if some
magician had changed it into a hassock
while he slept! For it was undoubtedly
& hassock that Bunter held in his fat
paws, resting on his fat knees.

But the truth dawned on Bunter's
horrified mind, One of the beasts had
ii}?na m Btiﬂl;hl lirtk.f This ﬂﬂé‘a what

0B ought funny—bagging a
fellow’s cake and leaving him fo
famish |

Bunter hurled the hassock across the
room. Billy Bunter conld eat almost

anything; bubt cven Bunter could not
cat o hassock.

bl g

i “
" Beasts!™ he gasped.

The cake was gone—gone [rom lis
gaze like a beautiful dream. And
Bunter was hungr —frthti‘uiij hungry |
The mere thought of the cake was
enough {o make him hungry, The
anticipation of the feed had made his
mouth water. He grosped as he laid
his bead on the pillow again.

Ha could not sleep |

He was too hungry to sleep! He sat
up in bed again. Ile thought of visit-
ing the other rooms in search of the
cake. But it was only too probable
that if he woke up the other fellows
at two in the morning he would receive
a pillow or a bolster instead of a eake,
In fact, it wes pretty certain that he
would bag nothing better than a pillow-
ing or o bolstering.

But a fellow bad to eat. TProbably
the pantry was locked up; it would be
just like that beast Wells. But there
were, ot loast, biscuits in the sidebosard
in the dining-room, Bunter remems-
bered that. He remembered that they
ware quite nice biseuits; ha had sampled
them often enough to know.

He rolled out of bed at last, and
donned trousers and slippere. It
was & oase of any t in & storm; and
az few pounds of biscuits would at
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least partianlls 6l the aching void inside
Buater, He rolled out of his room and
groped his way downstairs, There was
plenty of starlight [rom the windows;
1t was a fine clear April raght, Buanter
did not like lonely staircascs and
passages at nocturnal hours; but swhen
Bunter was bungry, all other con-
siderations faded into nothingness,

He reached the hall and rolled along
it to the diningroom door. He
opened the door and blinked in. Tall
windows let in the starlight; there was
plenty of light for Bunter; He did nob
caro to ewitch on tho electric light at
that hour. Even Bunter would not
have liked to risk discovery in the act of
burgiing the biscuits at two in the
morning. -

He reached the old cak sideboard.
His fat fingers gro%ad over it. Then
he breathed deep with fury.

The sideboard was locked !

There were no hiscuits for Bunter!

He groaned. .

Desperate  thoughts worked in
Buater's fat mind. He thought of
cracking open the sideboard somehow !
1f it eould have been done without
noise, undoubtedly Bunter would have
done it, But even the hungry Owl
paused at the thought of waking the
household.

There was nothing for it now but to
return to the bed-rooms, and make an
attempt to recapture the cake at the
risk of a pillewing and bolstering.
Eunter rose to his feet.

Click t

Dunter jumped.

In amazement and alarm he spun
round towards the windowa,

One casement was open, and in the
opening, & dark, scarcely perceptible
figure blocked the starlight. One
startled, terrilied blink Bunter gave,
and then, trembling in every fat limb,
ke crouched low in the darkness,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Just Like Coker |

1 OMIE " said Coker.
“Eb 1
_ “Come!" repented Coker
 impressively, and  rather
mysteriously,

otter and Greene looked at him.

Horace Coker that evening had
rather puzzled Potter and Greena. Ag
supper he had been very silent, This
was unuysual; but they attributed it
at frst to Coker's damaged state. He
had glanced many times in the direction
of tho other guest at the DBunch of
Girapes, with inimical eyes. Lancaster
took no heed of Coker or his com-
pemons, but Coker heeded him very

considerably. Lancaster disappeared
siter suppoer, and Coker's glance
followed him to the door.

Ly this time, Potter and Grecone had
realised that Coker's interest in that
handsome young fellow was not wholly
due to the licking he had received at
h.:s hands. There was something else.
Thoy wondered what it was. %}nkﬁr
having finished his supper, remain
:u-lxr,_h wrinkled brow, m-idantig thinkiug‘
This wig atill more unusual on Coker's
Furt. When ho rose from the table at
ast, and said “Come!"” in an impres.
elve and mysterious manner, and in a
low voico, Potter and Greens eyed him
very ouriously. There was something

up with or, that was clear,

‘Bed 1" nsked Potter.

::Dm:*t be an mss, Potter I

Well. where are wo to come §” maked
Greeno.
Tug Macxzr Lismary.—No, 1,208,

“Don’t jaw! Come!”

Coker led the way out of the inn, end
his comrades followed him, in deepen-
g wonder. Coker’s manner was mys-
terious; end they began to wonder
}\_‘heﬂa.Er Colker had gone off his rocker.
lhey agreed that he had oot far to go.
However, they bad no objection to =&
stroll in the mn garden before turning
in, and they followed Horace Coker.

Coker led them to a distance of &
bundred yards, at loast—to the end of
the long inn gerden. He stopped at
length in the deep shadow of a tree,
F:ﬁnd which the bright spring starlight
ell.

He looked this way and he looked that
way, like Bloses of old, Like Moses, ke
EAVW I man.

“ Bafe hore!™ whispered Coker.

“Hafa!” repeated Potter blankly.

Potter and Greene had been under
the impression that they were quite safe

in the inn, or, indeed, anywhere else in
SUIrTey.
“Yes. We can't be overheard here.”

Potter and Greene could only stare,
Nobody, so far as they koew, was likely
to attempt to overhear Coker's conver-
selion. They had konown fellows to scud
nlogg passages and turn corners o
evoid hearing Coker's conversation.

That any fellow might go out of his
way to avoid hearing it was natural
enaug’n. But that anybody in the wide
world should go out of his way to hear
it was unimagioable,

Coker peered round him apain, and
seemed satisfied. Then he fixed his eyes
on the amazed Fifth-Formers.

“That votter's gons to his room!" he

gaid.

“Eh! What rotter *"

“That fellow who ecalls himascli
Lancastar.”

HCalls himself ! 1 suppose his name's
his name,” said Potter. say,
Coker, old man, you—you're not ill, are
you ™ )

“WNo!” said Coker. *“What do you
mean, you assi"

—

Potter hesitated to explain what he |

meant, A hinted doubt as to Coker's
sanity was not likely to be taken in good
B e ici { that

i m BUSDHCIONE O i |
fellow | gglmr e?:pla.in:;d.

“Ob, he woo't bother you so long as
you let him alone,” said Greens. “Ha
seems to have forgotten all about you,
for as I can goo.”

“Ho doesn't want any trouble,” eaid
Potter. “I dare say he's gone to bed.
Tiyﬁu we g}ai tﬂué“

n't be an idiot, Potter] Try not
to i:;-& ar.r E:liy.chump.mi.}reanﬁaii Liatefn ﬁ;
mao ! ore's some shy—awiu
fishy—about that fal]m??"

“ Do you mean that ha's besn fishing 1"

“No, I don't!” biszed Coker. “For
goodoess” sake have a little sense! You
remember what the waiter mentioned
gt lupch—"

“ About the pie, do you mean?”

“Nol” hissed Cokerr “About a
burgtary that had taken place at Wim-
ford, only a mile or two from here.”

"Did ha!" said Potter. Y |
remember he did! They re not used to
such things in these parts; they don't

¢t & crime here once in a blue moan.
_tlﬁ;fmhmuad spot ! But what sbout
i

“When I went up to my room before
supper, to bathe my nose, I went into
that fellow's room by mistake——-!

“You would |" agreed Potter. “Did
he turf you outt"

“Don't be a fathead! He was taken
by surprise. and looked fearfully
startled—almost scared—-"

“Wheon you put your face in?”

"Yes,” gaid Coker.

“Your feee did it, old besn!” eaid

Potter Bippantly.
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Coker breained hard and deep.

“This is 2 scrious metber,” he said.
“He had a leather case on the table,
with & eet of tools in it—jolly queor-
looking tools. He shut it up instantly,
50 that I shouldn't see it, But I'd secn
it. He looked frightfully startled and
savage. That fellow loafs about with
g Latin olassic under his arm, and thes
innkeoper thinks he's some sort of a

} keeps & caso

student, or something, H
of weird-lookin tﬁs in ﬁia room, and

ghuts them up [ike lightning if & fellow
happons to seo them. And thers was &

urglary & mile or two from hero s fow
Eﬁhﬁ’ ego. What do you think of

Potter apnd Gresno jum simul-
tam&guﬂp 4 pod

“ You—you don't mean——"

PnEt}er. 5 | gurgled

“You—you can't mepn—" gasped
¥ hat does it Took lik dEE

“VW oes tb look like?” demanded

ker. “You saw that man who was
hanging about the inn thia afternoon—
a forret-eyed blighter. I heard him esk
the waiter twice if Mr, Lancaster had
uuﬂzﬁr in, Hha krows him,"

e saw him speaking to him," said
PD!-EEI'}; "dEul:—-—EM wE,

“$What does that blighter 1 ike 7"
said Coker, WHERE: fovk Mku?

“Blessed if I've noticed!
Eﬂﬂkﬂ&i tripper.”

o s & shady sort to mme,™ said
Coker.

“But—but what—" DPotter blinked
at Horace Coker. “ You—rsou—you can't
mean that you suspect thet fellow Lan.
caster of burgling the bank at Wimford
because he punufﬂd our nose !’

“Not because of that, you fathead!
But it looks fishy te me—very fishy!
What has he got that case of tools for 7"

ﬁl’iglghtﬁ;iﬂ fliedﬁ“?rk ﬁis & hobby.”

ou born idiok, they weron't frei-
work tools !™ ! I e

“Might be an amateur carpentor,”

“They weren't ordinary carpenter’s
tools. And I tell you he jumped like—
ike anything, and shut the case up in
o flash, T’'ve got my suﬂgipinna of him,”
?g:)&l E{:‘:mr. “I told him I was no

“Bet you he didn't believe it!"

“If you can’t be serious, Pottor—"

*“Oh dear ' said Potter. “How the
thump can you eoxpect a fellow to be
sgrious when you spring such rot on
bim? A fellow punchos your nose, and
you think he must bo & burglar——"

““It's not thas, Jor chump ! I should
think the same if I'd never had a row
with him 1"

“You - jolly well wouldntt”
Greene, with conviction.

Coker paused a moment. Perhaps ha
realised that the painful state of his
nose had something to do with his sus.

cions of the handsome guest st theo

nnch of Grapes. Certainly Coker was
not, as a rule, a suapicious %ﬁllﬂw+ Nor
was he Eﬂ:ﬂn to bothering about any-
body's affairs but his own. At least, it
was his trouble with Lancaster that had
fixed his attention on that young gentle-
men and opened bis mind to suspicious
i . S O el
en you thin era"s no in
it1” demandad Coker. e
:Iféitﬁquraa ihergi:! i:*.ln‘ifl‘;i ™ " epid
i at all, old bean,” sai
Creene l::t!:l%!-hiﬂg v. “Your nposs will
feel better to-morrow, old chap.”

Coker breathed hard. He preferrcd
to attribute his suspicion to his un-
common intelligence and alertness,

_ These fatheads persisted in attribut-

ing it to the dameged state of hia

nu&@é It wa; aquﬁn:.rmg. " o sald.
ou'ro & fool, Greens pai

:'%hﬂl;ﬂrﬁ!" i o

ou're an idiot, Pptter -
“ Hear, hear 1™

Somo

said
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“And you can both jolly well go and

eat eohe!” snorted Horace, and he
stalked away up the garden, leaving
Potter and OGreeno grinmog.

“ Poor old Coker ! murmured Potter.
“He thinks young Laneaster burgled a
bank beonuse he punched bis nosa. Why
docen’t he think young Wharton did it
beoause he ducked him in the horse-

trough 1"
"‘ﬁa, ha, ha!"” roared Greeme.

“Or Iﬂ-‘ﬂ-ﬂ%‘ Bunter,” said Potter,
“Bunter pulled lis leg and led him
astray.

all we auigest to him that
young Bunter burgled the bank 7™

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

Horace Coker heard that disrespect-
ful laughter as he went back to the inn.
It was distinetly irritating. He was
;;:faw'ﬂr{uilg tempted to return, to collar

otter and Greene, and bang their
mocking heads together, i

He went to his room without stopping
to say good-night to Potter and Grecne.
They passed his door a little later, and
he.heard them chuckling as they passed.
Evidently they did not share his sus-

1cion young Lancaster in the very
eaat,

Coker laid his weary head on the
pillow, and wo slumber, But he
wooed it in vain. An aching eye, o
painful nose, a throbbing haad%- and all
sorts of twinges in mll sorts of places
did not conduce to elumber.

As he turned, end turned mguoin, rest-
less and sleepless, Coker of the Fiith
heard weary hours chime, an
longed for morning—and longed still
more longingly to bestow a record
“whopping * on the meddlesomea fellow
who had reduced him to this unhappy
state

. e =

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A lntel 1o the Might ]

&« B oucur!” grouned Uolter,
0 He couid not sleep. His
eye throbbed and throbbed;
his nose vwiaged and Awaigoed.

Sleep was lmpossible.

He turned out ot ped at last. Lt was
long past wignight; and sleep would not
COle,

Uoker dressed himself, in the silvery
sterugnt. Lv was a fine, clear, starry
spring night. Coker's soom, like those
adyoming, nod a french window on the
crecper-clad balcony that run along the
back of the mnn. He resolved to st by
the open window for & time, as a change
from wirniog cod tumbhog in a aleop
less bed,

He opened one leafl of the window,
pulled & chair towerds it, and sat down,
The soft breeze playing on his face had
a soothing eltect, and Coker began to
feel a little botter. Beyond the bulcon
the garden was spread out before his
eyes, bright with starlight, the trees
standing out black. And he was glad
to feel that, at long last, he was grow-
inﬁ drowsey.

ut his drowsiness wvanished all of a
sudden, and Coker sat up and took
notice, as it were, as & fgure passed
gilently in the st&:qi:ght on the baleony.

He scarcely believed his eyes for a
moment. ;

But the next moment he was staring

d hard, his heart thumpiog.

It was a slim, athletic figure that had
ed, in cap and overcont. It camse
rom the direction of Lancaster’s room,
and it moved ewiftly towards the steps
that led down into the gerden.
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Coker was more than startled.

Hi: suspicion of young Lancaster had
been stronyg, but rather wague. This
sudden ceanrmation of it startled Coker
couswierabiy,

For he knew that it was Lancaster
who had passed hun. He had barely
glimipsed the possing preble; but he
knew the handsome bGgure wuzll enough.
It was npearly one o'clock, and Lan-
castor had left his room by the window
on the balcony, to descend into the
garden—and though tha old woeden
balcony was given to creaking undor the
tread, it had not made a sound as Lan-

castor passed. He trod caotiously—
stealthily.

Coker rose to his feet, his brain
almost in a whirl Where was the

fellow guing, so stealthily and secretly,
at one 1n the morning

Did it mean that ho was glecpless, like
Cokor—that he was going to t&[l]w a turn

Y jn the garden-—that he trod softly to

avoid waking the sleepers in the rooma
near at hand ¥ Cokor would have thought
but for the suspicions already 1n s

mind. Now he did not think so.

Looking (rom his window he glinipsed
the handsome Ggure disappearing down
the steps into the garden. He glim
it again, possing swiftly out of sight
among the trees. That swift movement
was not the movement of & follow whe
had gone cut for & stroll. It waa the
movement of a fellow who, once out of
his room, was anxious to get off the spot
s rapidly as possibla.

*“My hat!” broathed Coker.

{Continued on next page.)
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Tor some momenls be sicod unde
cided, Coker had plenty of faults;
indeed their name was legion.  But any-
thing in the nature of spying or prying
was quite out of Cokers ways. Thers
was something repugnant in the 1ded of
watching cven @ suspected orook.

But Coker made up his mind to ik
What had been a suspicion in lis mind
before was now ecrystalised into e cer
tainty, If that young scoundrel was
bent on some raseally expedition, Coker
was going (o chip in-—as was any lew-
abiding eitizen’s plain duty.

Coker had put on a pair of carpet
slippers, on turning out of bed. Othor-
wite he was fully dres:ed. He did not
stop for his boots. IHe stepped out on
the balcony apnd almest in a twink-
ling he was down in the parden, tread-
m% the way Lancaster had gone,

aintly, in tho distance, he heard a
pate click. The fellow had left by the
gate at the bottom of the garden, which
gave on a footpath, ¥e had not cared
to go vound fo the front of the inn fo
the lane, Where was he bound. silently
and secretly, at that hour? What was
his object? Heorace Coker meant to
know. .

Bhedowing was quiic & new experi-
cnce to Coker of the Fifth., It was just
as well, for his purpose, that ho was
wearing carpet slippers; Coker was not
a light walker, or a quiet one, 23 a rule,
He made no sound as he hurried down
the garden. Remembering that he had
heard the pate elick az it shut after Lan-
caster, Coker, with great astuteness, did
niot open the gate; he drew himself over
it. In the distance, in the starlight, a
swift figure vanished bevond & hedge as
Coker started in pursuit. And Coker,
a5 he weont, wondered what Potter and
Greene would bave thought now if they
had becn with him, instead of snoving
i bed lile a couple of silly fatheads.

He reached o cart track that led
down to Wheatfield Lane. A fow
minutes later he was in the lane, at a
little distance from the inn,  There
came a faint sound of footfalls from the
dirnness ahead, thyough the dead zilence
of the countryside.

But there was no sound from Coker's
slippered feet. And awarve that theo
fellow nhead might glance back, Coker
walked eautiously in the decp shadow of
troes beside the lane. The middle of the
lana was o bar of silver in the starlight ;
under the branches at either sido it was
black, and Coker was invisible us he
went,

“The rotter ! murmured Coker. *The
awiul rotter! I know jolly well what
he's after—and if I don’t jolly well nail
him he can jolly well uee my napper for
& football [

That part of Surrey was new country
to Coker; but as ho progressed, he
realised that he had been aver this

round before. He had been over it

uring the previous day. Guided by o¢-
msanal limpses of the swift fipure
moving ahcad, Coker traversed lanes
and fields that were dimly familiar in
the starlight, and passed the very spot
where he had met Harry Wharton at
the stile, and where hiz dizastrous en-
counter with Larncaster had taken place.
From that spot the pursuit led him in
the direction Wharton and Lancaster
had taken sfter leaving him, after that
strenuous serap. Ik looked as if Lan-
caster was heading now In the dirvee-
tion of Wharton'z home.
A deubt smote Coker! But he ban-
izhed the doubt, for éven if Lancaster
liad made friends with Wharton, if he
was on calling terms at the lodge, it was
impossible that he conld have any busi-
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ucss there after one o'clock in the moin-
ing. Wharton Lodge, it was certain,
was shut up for the nighe, its inmates
fast asleep. Lapcaster's present expedi-
tion gould have no coneern with the
Greyiriars juniors.

But Wharton Lodge, Coker began to
feel sure, was his destination. Coker
knew now that the building near where
he had eocountered Billy Bunter the
previous morning was YWharton Lodge.
And the din figure ahead of him, lgav-
ing the lanes and cutering on the road,
pazged the very spot where Coker & Co.
had fallen in with Bunter, and vanished
inte the deep shadow of overhupging
br:&an-:lma uirder a park wall on the other
side.

Coker—very caunitous by this time—
did not cross the open road in chase.
The road lay like @ pool of silvery light,
and if the fellow was wary—as un-
doubtedly he would be if Coker's sus-
pielons ware  well-Founded—he  would
.]%pci:f anyone who camo out iute the
ight, |

The Fifth Form man stopped, waited
and watched for a few momenls, and
then crept mlong the inmer side of the
hedge by the road. He knew that Lan-
caster had halted under the park wall;
there was no sound from him, and he
did not reappear in sight. Cﬂf-mr orepl
along a seore of yards or more, and
then, u[r:mrg:qg through & pap in the
Lhedge, cut swiftly across the rocd to the
park wall on the other side,

Onee in the deep shadow on that side
Coker crept towards the spot where Lan-
caster had halted.

From the silence a muticring husky
voice came to his ears. Coker's heart
beat faster,

Ho knew now why Lancaster had
stopped. e was meeting someotie there
=—somo confederate, if Coker was right.
The remembrance of the sandy-haired,
ferret-eyed man canme into Coker's mind.

Keeping close to the park wall, in
black shadow, Coker crept a little
nearer; and the muttering became dis-
tinguishable words. Blackness lay ahead
of him, as it lay arvound him; Le could
geo nieither Laocoster nor the man who
was speaking, But he was cortain that
the speaker was addeessing Lancaster,
and he was sure that the spealker was
the fervet-eyed man who had hung
about the inn that day.

“I don't get youl” the muttering,
husky voice was saying., “I don't gob
you, Dick! What you thinking of back-
ing out for? I esk you, Dick, what's
the matter with you? You ain't the
samg a5 you were—"

* Possibly not!” came the quiet, clear
voice that Coker knew—the volcs of
Lancaster.

“Well, what's the trouble, then, Dick?
It's all clear—you ain't gettin' nervy?
Not you l™

“Don't be a fool 17

“Well, I don't get you! Look 'ere,
Dick, T s'poze we ain't wasted all our
time for nothing! Stuth—"

“Leave me alone 1™

There was & savage note in the guiet
voice. A minute of eilence followed,
and Coker, pressed against the park
wall in the darkness, wondered. ‘The
husky voice was audible again at last,

“Look 'ere, Dick——0?

HQ.“EE.L !:u

“Can’t you tell a cove whal's rattling

Jont, Digk?

“You wouldn't understand.”

“Well, I don't get you ! multered tho
husky, sullen woice. “I'm 'ere fto help,
Dick, if you want help——"

“I don't need your help!® The clear
voiee was noisive, “I'm going on--you

needn’t be afraid about that! I was

THE MAGNET
thinking—never mind of what! Ii's
over now, anyhow! I'm going ¢n.”

“Well, I'm glad to 'ear that, anyhow.
You got me puzgled, Dick—"

(4] H.ﬁ‘.l- emugh !l'l‘

It was all Greek to Coker of the T'ifth.
Heo heard the husky voice mutter a
curse; then there was a sound of foot-
falls, and he saw a small figure in a
bowler step out into the rpad, and glance
up and down with swift, searching eyes,

c ﬁﬂxra stepped i;mcfk into shadow,
but Coker had recognized the fervet-eyed
man whe had hung about the iun,
There was no doubt now who Lancas-
ter's companion was.

Heo bhad not seen Coker. Pressed io
thie park wall, in thick darkpess under
overhanging branches, Coker was in.
visible, Iveither Lancaster mor the
I‘ﬁ'ea::]scl hed a suspicion that he was at
1and.

Thero waz & whisper again,

“*Wait [ SRe

“You'll ind me ‘ere!l” mutfered the
Weasel.

Then silence,

The silence was broken by a faint
sound from within the park wall, And
Coker, t}lnutih he had seen nothing, felt
that while the Weasel waited where he
was, Lancaster bad clambered over the
wall and dropped within,

Horace Coler breathed hard,

He could have no doubt now, Lan-
caster was within the precinots of the
park—for whatt What Coker had sus-
Eecte-ﬂ before, he felt that he knew now,

eyond the shadow of a doubt. Lan-
caster was g thief of the night. Like &
thief in the night he was creeping
through the wooded park towards Whar-
ton Lodge, his confederate waiting for
his return under the park wall ker
Linew it—at all events, he had no doubt
about it. And his mind was soon made
up as to his own plan of action,

A robbery was intended—that seomed
clear. It was Tor Coker to prevent it,
and to nail the young scoundrel who was
soeling to corvy it out. The Weasel
could wait where he was., Lancaster
was Coker's game,

Coker ecrept back slong the park wall
to a distance, to make sure that the
wary Weasel should not hear him.
Then he clambered over the wall, with
the aid of overhanging branches, and
dropped within. In the ri&‘ht starlight,
through the openings of the trees, le
could see Wharton Lodge in the dis-
tance. There was no sign of Lancaster,
Coker had no doubt that he had already
reached the bhouse, and was at work
there.

HoraceCokerhurried through the trecs.
and approached the house. The build-
ing was dark : not a gleam of light came
from a single window. A glance at his
wrigt-watch showed Coker that it swas
two o'clook. At that hour no one was
likely to be wakeful in the housshold.
Coker atepped om the terrace, and
paused.

The idea had been in his mind of
clattering at the door, and ringing the
bell, to alarm the household, and warn
them that a cracksman was on the spot.
But Coker's brain was working under
pressure now, and !ﬂ' the timo he
reached the house he had realised that
such an alarm would simply scare off
the intended thief. Iio would make his
escape, leaving Coker without a vestige
of proof against him, That was not
good enough | Coker was going to catch
him in the act—if he could |

And as he stood on the terrace, pecr-
ing about him in the ahadomi & sudden
gleam of light reached Coker's eyes.

It vanished in a moment; but it was
enough to guide Coker. Bwiltly he
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mehed the window where the momoen-
tury beam of lighe hod gleamed.

A cazement at the side of tall french
windows stood open.

The cracksman had forced the lock of
tho casement snd entered; Coker wes
pssured of that., Ho had turped on an
electric torch for a moment, and thon
shut off the light. He was in the house
now, and ¢ unfastened casernent
showed the way he had entered.

Coker set his teeth.

Hea listened intently. ‘There was no
sound within, Quietly—as gquietly as
Coker could—he clambered Inm st the
open onsement, and stepped down into
the room. All was dark, and Coker
peered about him for m second., The
next second a clenched fist thot secmed

Yike a lump of iron erashed on Coker's
enin, and he went over headlong with &
bumyp and a howl.

rTE——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Mistake In the Darkl

ILLY BUNTER quaked,

B Crouching down in the dark-
ness by the corner of the big cak
sideboard, the fat junior listened

with palpitating heart.

Ho forgot that he was hungry. He
forgot everything but that dark figure
which had, for a moment, blocked the
starlight at the window, and that was
now within the room.

Through the darkness of the long,
lofty room came a brilliant Aash of light
as an electric torch was turned on for a
gecond.

It was shut off the next moment,

'That cne gleam of light was sufficient
to give the insiruder his bearings.
Buntoer heard o sound of faint, stealthy
footfalls.

Bomeono was in the room! Somegne
who bad entered by a forced casement ab
two o'clock in the morning | Bunter did
rot need telling what it must mean. Hae
knew that a burglar was within a few
yards of him,

In utter terror, Bunter grouched low,

got the burglar | *

Grub-raiding had more than once
landed Williamm George Bunter in
trouble. But never hac? it landed bim
like this. Alone in the darkness, far
from the sleocping apartments, far from
help, Bunter was at the mercy of the
night-prowler, if he was discovered,

The stenlthy footsteps were maving
aleng in the gloom. They were ap-
proaching Bunter. -

Faint g3 they were, Bunter knew that
thﬂ}‘r were nearing him,

His fat heart slmost ceased to beat.

It did not oceffr to his terrified mind
that the unseen intruder was coming
along, closer and closer to him as he
gave on the hall, in order to pass out of
tho dining-room. The safe wis in the
libravy, and that was the night-prowler's
objective, ;

unter did not think—he quoked. He
knew that the stealthy tread was coming
along, closer and elosor to him, as he
crouched at the end of the sideboard.
The unseen figure, if it passed him,
would pass within & couplo of fect. But
to Bunter it secmed that the night-thief
knew bho was there, and was making
directly for him. And as the footstepa
came closer and closer, s terrified gasp
¢came from the Owl of the Remote.

‘The footateps ceased instantly.

Silence followed.

‘That gasp, certainly, bad reached the

Tightly gripping Bunier’s hands behind hls fat back, Coker
b l:l]im! tﬁa#mﬂns light.

“‘ This way 1" he panted. ** I've

“ What—what I *" roared Colonel Wharton.
* Why—why it's Bunter [ " ** B-b-b-Bunter ! ** gurgled Coker.

ears of the unsecn prowler and alarmed

him. IHo had stnp]!:‘md dead, only three
or four feet from the crouchin 1.
deep, quick-drawn bregth reached

Bunter's fat ears. In’sheer terror, the
fag}gu:}:e;r leaped up nnd plunged awey.
ik

There was a mutterad exclamaotion ps
Bunter plunged into a dim figure, a
shadow in the starlight from the tall
windows.

A grip closed on Bunter's collar,

“Ow! Wow! Ow!" gasped Bunter, in
helpless terror. “Leggo! Ow! Wow !

Angther muttered exclamation told of
surpriso and suppressed rage. Bunter,
with a frantic effort, tore his collar loose
and plw away, Ho bumped into a
chair, rolled over, snd landed on the
ficor, gasping.

A moment later the open casement was
darkenad by another figure clambering
in., Coker of the Fifih had arrived.

The dim figure of tha night-prowler
was making a movement towarda tho
sprawhng Owl; but now it spum sud-

enly back towards the window.

Bunter, almost fainting with terror,
heard stealthy, swift footsteps receding
in the direction of the window.

Coker had dropped in. ,

Before his peering eyes could pick up
the dim figure of the cracksman in the
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gloom, the night-prowler's clenchied fst
shob out, and Coker went sprawling.

He roared as he sprawled.

The pight-proewler did not linger a
sceond.  Possibly he recognised Coker
1 the glimmer through the window.
Lut Coker was in no state to see any-
tizing but stara.

Coker rolled and roared, and the
active figure of the night-prowler leaped
out of the open casement. Almost in
ti:e twinkling of an eye it had vanished
across the terrace, and was gone,

“Oh! Ow! Woooh! spluttered
Coker. Io sat u dizaig. "O.Ilh! O !
Whoop! You villain! Ocoocoh!™

Coker staggered to his feet.

With his hands up for defence, and
glaring over them with infuriated eves,
Coker sought his assailant, He was not
even awate that the night-prowler had
already gone,

" You rotter!” panted Coker. “You
rotten thief] I've jolly well got you
pow! Where are you, you scoundreli”
A gasping sound drew Coker's atten-
tion, He charged in the direction of
the sound, crashed into en overturned
ciunir and =prawled. As he sprawled,
o establithed contact with another
igure thut was sprawling.

“Got you!" gasped Coker.

iz grasp closed instanlly on the
other sprawling figure.

“Oooooch !” came in a gasp from his
unzzen victim.

“I've got roul Help!™ reaved Coker.

He had got hin man now—at all
events, lie had no doubts that ho had!
Now it was time to awaken the house-
hold !

Coker roared at tha top of his voice.

“Helpt! Help! Burglars! Help!
Helpi?

*Yow-ow-ow-ow " squeaked Bunler.

Coker lhiad got him| Burglar or not,
there was no doubt that Coker had got
hirn! Coker pinioned the fat juntor's
avms behind his back and lm}cl him
prisoner,

“Ooooooogh!” came in pasping ac-
conits from the Owl of the Remove.

“Got vou!” grinned Coker, breathless
e trivmphant. *““Y've got you, Fou
scoundirel! Helpl Burglars! Ielp!™

“Mocooooh I

Billy Bunter struggled frantically.

“Help ! roared Coker. *“Burglars!
Helﬁel }%'l'ﬁkﬁ up! Help!®
There were sounds of alarm all

through the house now, From one end
to the other of Wharton Lodge, Coker's
powerful voice rang like the trumpeting
of an elephant, . i
Doors opened, veices called, lights
flashed on, Footsteps echoed on the
stairs. Help was coming. g
*This way!” roared Coker. “This
wayl I've got him! The burglar! I've
got the scoundrel! Get s Light! Helpl

This way !”
Thronging footsteps reached the
aining-room door and the light Hashed

on. f

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Only Bunter 1

ARRBRY WHARTON lezped oub
H of bed.

Wharton had tbeen fast

asleep; and if he was dream-

ing, it was not of burglare, He bad

slept soundly, but the soundcst sleeper

would bave awskened when Coker's

stentorian voice boomed through the

house, Rip van Winkle or the Beven

Sleepors ﬂbephEEUﬂ would have been

roused out by those powerful tones.
“What the thump—" e¢jaculated
Wharton.

He ran to his door end fasied on the
light in the passage. Four other doors
had openad.

“Hallo, hallo, hallop—"

“What the thump—>""

“What the absurd dickens—"

“It's burglars! Come on!” pented
YWharton.

From szomewhere below a booming
voics that seemed to have a familar
noto was roaring.

“Burglars] Help! This way! Help!
Burpglars ™

“Come on!” shouted Bob Cherry.

Tho Famous Five rushed for the
stairs. They eame down inte the hall
m @ Dbreathless bunch. Wells, half-
dressed, was already there. Colonel
Wharton, in & dressing-gown, with his
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Army revolver in his hand, was hurry-
ing down the'stairs, Wells switched on
the light,

“It's in_ the dining-room, sic—"
sulbtered VWells.

“Htand  back, boys!” called out

Colonel Wharton, “Let me go first.”

Unwillingly, tho Fumous Five held
back. Clolonel Wharton took the lead
and strode to the open door of the
dining-room, from which apartment
came the terrific vproar that rang and
echoed through the house.

The colonel switched on the light and
strode in, the juniors at his heels, Wells
hrhn,%‘:&ng up the rear.

hat—what—what—"  stuttered
Colonel Whatton,

frg‘ha] PHI suzlidie%.?] eyves almost ﬁhatl_rted

m firs hicad, 2ra wWas & ve

Bob Cherry. yeil from
“Coker |

In the glare of the eleciric light,
Horace Coker was revealed. Lill
inning Bunter's arms bebind his back,

oker stared round in the light,
blinking.

S This waz!” ho panted. “I've got
him 1™
“Coker!” gelled ¥Harry Yharton.

“My only bat!
rocker, Cokeri”

:' I've got him—*

‘Wow!" came in & horrid gurgle
I"ﬂ::tm the hapless person thet Coker kad
Zot.

Coeker, looking round as scon as the
light came on, had his fage turned
from his prisoner and did not see him
for the moment. All the newocomers
saw him, and wondered. How Bunter
came "to be downstairs et two in the
morning, and how Hornce Coker came
to be thers, were atnasing mysterics.

"Who are you! What are jFou
doing ¥’ roared Colonel Wharlon,

“Eh? I'm Coker——"

- It's Coker, uncle!” Wharton.
“Coker of the Grevfriare Fifth! But
wihat he's vp to here—"

"He_iea:sa Bunter at once, whoever
you are!” roared the colonel,

“LEh? What! I've got him~—03

“ Release mm instantly!”

“I've pgot tho burglar=——" gasped
Cokier, staring in amazement at the
colonel.  "Thoe burglar, you know—>"

“Mad as & hatter!” gasged Dob
Cherry., “You utter idiot—-—

“Let Bunter go, you {athead!™
shouted Harry.

" Bunter ! repeated Coker,

tle turned hiz eyes back to his
prisoner. He fairly jumped as he saw
w fat, crimson face, and the bulging
eyes glaring through s pair of large
epectaclos, Up to that moment, Coker
had not doubted that he had hold of
the burglar. He had to doubt now.

“B-L-b-b-Bunter!” gurgled Coker.

I stared at Bunter with unbelieving
eyes, Evidently, there had beea a mis-
take in tho dark; and it was not the
burgiar that Coker bad collared,

“Oh crikey ¥ glﬂpﬁd Coker.

He rveleased Buonter. His prisoner
was of no use to him now that he
knew who that prisoner was.

Dunter wriggled uncomfortahly.

“Greosogh! I ﬂn)i, you I'eﬁawav—
aoooch! Woonooh! I'm hurt! Xeep
him aff! Oooopoh!”

Coker stared at him. He stared at
Colonel Wharton ond tho juniors. He
stared ut Wells. He stared round the
room_ in search of the burglar, Ha
stared ot the open window, and under-
stood,

“He's gone ! gasped Cokor,

*Who's gons, i}'c-u. howling assl”
roared Jﬁhnn{’ Bull.

“Tha=the burglar(”

Are you off your
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“What burglar, you idiot " howled
b Che

ITY.

“The—the—the burglar! I thought
I'd cg{:t bim——*'

“Groogh! I E-Etf vou fellows, the
gilly idict got hold of mp—wow—he
jommed his kneo into my tummy—
Erocogh~——"

*Ha, ha, ha!”

- T'm hurt! Oh
dear! Owl Wowl"

“What are you doing downstairs, you
fat idiot?? exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Ow! Bome beast bagged my cake!
Owl I came down for some biscuits—
ooogh—and then that beastly burglar
ceme in at the window—oogogh—"
“Coker—if your name iz Coker—
kmd];; explain, at once, how you catno
here’” rapped out Colonel Wharton.
“For what reason lhave you forced an
entranca into this house at such an
o e e

er jumped.

“Ehf I didn’tl
hurﬁar ifg——**

** Nonsenze I” .

“ Purzle-—find the burgler " geinned
Bob Cherry, o

“1 tell you, I followed him in!"
ropred Coker. “He got in at that
window and I followed him in to nab
him, Then he handed me one in the
dark, and I was knocked over! Then
ihat silly idiot, Bunter, must have got
in the way, and in the dark I took him
for the burglar—*

“Ow! You idiot! Wow! You fat-
bead! The beastly burglar knocked me

T'm killed!

I followed the

over, and then that fathead Coker
rabbed me in the dark!” groaned
unt“‘ Iiuwlﬂ

“ Why didn’t you say you weren't the
hurgiu?,r you }fat chump ¥ roared
Coker indignantly.

“¥ou dummy!|” hooted Bunter,

“"How could I zay anvthing when you
had jruml'“knea jammeg in my tummy—
BT

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Is it possible that there has been
sn attermpted burglary, or is this some
absurd practical joke?" exclaimed the
colonel. .

Woells waa '[ml:mf at the opened case-
ment, with & startled expression,

“This lock has been picked from out-
gide, eir,"” he said.

Colonel Wharton strode across to the
window. A very brief examination
showed that the oasement had been
opeped from without by a skilled hand.
Coker of the Fifth, certainly, could
not have done that, even if it had been
imaginable that a Fifth Form man of
Groyfriars had burglarious tendencies,

It was clear that there had heen a
bur&luri
“{x00d gad!” muttered the colonel

“1 say, you fellows, there was o
burglar,” said Bunter. "1 saw him—
{‘!“ like & shadow, you kpow—and he

iffed me over, nod then that idiot
Coker got bold of me—~

I follewed him in 1" snapped Coker.
“1 should have had him i that fat
dummmy, Bunter, hadn't bheen in the
way! Of course, ke bolted while I was
holding that dummy, thinking he twas
the map—-~"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ Bhut u'g you cheeky faga!™ bawled
Coker, “'This isn't & laughing matter |
The scoundrel’s got away now—"

“Coker " broke in the colonel’s deep
wojce, "1t appears that the house
actually hes bean entered by some un-
known person. You and Bunter
hetween you, appear to have pr&‘ﬂ'ﬂntﬂ-&
& burglary.

"Rot1” gaid Coker.

" What i

“Bunter had nothing to do with if,

expept getting in the way. ¥ prevented
the burglary I" snid Coker.

“But 1 cannot understand how you
came to be here," said Colonel Whar-
ton, “My nephew has mentioned thot
¥ou are staying at an ion about half
a mile from thiz housa. But for what
reason=—"

“I followed the fellow 1" said Coker.
“He's staying ot the same ion, apd I
suspecied him, amd when I saw him
smneaking out in the middle of the night

1 followed him—szeef It's that fellow
Lancaster.”

" What?” yelled the Famous TFive,
with one voice.
him—young  Lan-

“You know
caster—"

“You utter idiot " said Harry Whar-
ton blaokly. “Are wou mad?”

%uita potty ¥ said Bob Cherry.

he pottifulness is terrific |
Coker | exclaimed the colonel.
“What do you mean? Do vou know
what you are saying i ¥Young Lencaster
is_the son of an old brother officer of
mine.”

“I don't carel” answered Coker.
“He's the menl I tell you I saw him
sneaking out of the inn in the middla
of the night, and followed him—"

“¥ou followed him here ™

“Aa far as the park wall” gaid
Colrer. 1 lost sight of him there. But
I knew where he would be, and cams
-::gt’i;n the house to catch him in the
act.
The colonel drew o breath of relief,

“¥You ds not state that you saw him
anter my house?®”

“No; he was inside when 1 pgot
here—"

“"¥You did not see him here

“I'm not & cat to see in the dark|”
snap Coker. “Besides, he knocked
ma down the instent I got im—>"

“It is evident that you have made
an absurd mistake,” sa.ig Colonel Whar-
ton. “What Lancaster’s motive may
have been for mviﬂ% the inn at night
I do not know, but he may have hod
a dazen different reesons. Probably he
desired to taske s ramble by starlight
and there was no reason why he should
not follow a &:bjrp road that led Ly my
park wall. rtainly 1 do not believe
for a moment that he ocame to this

house.” _
“1 tell you be did 1" roared Cokar.
Y1t is clear that he did nothing of the
kind. By your own statement you fol-
lowed him as for ss my park wall, and
lost sight of him there. Your extra-
ordinary sucpicion of

'
({4
i

: him led you here,
with tho result that you have prevented
a burglary. But that the burglar who
has been here has any connechion with
young Lancaster is zn absurdity.”

“1 should jolly well thj
gas Bob Cherry.

“The absurdfulness is terrifie|”

“Youn silly ass, Coker—"

“(f—of coursc, I—J ecan't say I raw
the fallow here!” gasped Coker. *‘Dut
1 ,icrli:.f well hoow——"

" Nonsense {” rapped Colonol
Wharton.

“Look herg——"

“Nonsense| Do not repeat such an
absurdity, Coker! I have no doubt that
young Lancaster has returned from his
walk and gone to bed long ago. It was
by sheer chance that a burglar was
here at the same time”

Coker stared at the colonel blankly.

“I—Im  absolutely sure—" he
gasped. .

“Nonsense| You ara excited mow.
When you reflect calmly you will see
that such & suggestion is absurd. You
came here under a foolish mistake; but,
as it happens, your arrival was a Fortu.
nate one, and I am much obliged to

to |”

out

door o

23

you. u%f you ocare fo remain for the
res night——

“No fear!” ssid Coker, “I'm going
back to tl}:: inn to ”;?1! that young
GoQUR ncastep——-

";".MjiE dear boy—" exclaimed the
colonel impatiently.

“I teli you he's the man!"” roared
QQTEEI:. “And I think you're an =ss,
BiT

“What i¥ ejaculated the colonol,

“And I'm ]huiiy woli going 1# :

And with that. Coker of the TFifth
swung himself out at the open window
and tramped indignantly awary.

R e

THE SIXTEENRTH CHAPTER.
Innocent or Guilty ?

ANG I
B That was Cokor's Erent!e 1YL

mons at the door of tho room
ocacupied by Dick Loncaster ab
the Bunch of Grapes.

Coker had returped to the inm
bristling with indignation and full of
resolve. Whatever view Colonel Whar-
ton and the chums of the Remove might
take, Coker bhad no doubts.

There was a yawn within tho room,
and then a sleepy voice called :

“What's thatt Whe's there 1"

“ e 1" answered Coker, savagely and
uwngrammatically, “Let me in, sou
raseal I"

.“What are you disturbing me at this
time of night fori" camo Lancaster's
quict volce.

“Becausa I jolly well know what
vou've. been up tol” snorted Coker.
“And if yon dono't let me in I'll bust
the door—see "

There was a sound of someono get-
ting out of bed and the seraich of a
match. A lamp was lighted and the
d. ter, a graceful
hgure 1o gilk pylamas, looked out ab
Coker.

'"gfﬂe]l 1 he said.

“'Bo you've got back 7" jesred Colier,

Lancoater rma;md his eyebrows,

" Yes, I've got back,” he said evenly.
""How the deuce did you know that I
had heen outi”

“Oht You don't deny that you'va
been out?” eaid Coker, rathor taken
aback.

Lanoaster stared.

“No. Why should I? I went for a
ramble—l often do when I'm aleepless.
What about it 1

' And you jolly well went to Wharton

Lodge ! sna Coker.
“Cortainly I pamsed it,” amsented
Lancaster. " Why not1”

“Mean to eay that it wasn't yon
burgled Wharton Lodge and biffed me
on the jaw when I followed you ini™
demanded Coker.

Lancastor stared blankly for & moment
and then burst into a laugh.

“ Nightmare, supposo,” ha
remarked. “"Have you woke me up at
three in the morning to tell me your
nightmarea! Why me, instead of your
frm%gtﬁ;” "

o s FOu—yoUu—3Gi— gas
Coker. “You're going to deny fiff
ﬁgu’ra going te make out that you

idn’ t——"

“Bettor go_bock to bed,™ suggestcd
Lancaster. " If you Eﬂl‘l{!ﬂ}{? fancy any-
thing of thiz kind, I advize you to go
to the police in ti:m marning. In an
case, don't disturb me again, or 1 shell
have to complain to the innkeeper.”

With that, Lancastor closed and looked
his door, turaed out the lamn, and went
back to bed.

(Continued on page 23.)
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ANOTHER GRIPPING INSTALMENT OF OUR FULL-OF-THRILLS SERIAL.

The “Fish of Death ™' !
FE\HE Vixen stood farther out to sea.

Her job was to watch and wait

until the arrival of the Falcon,

which had been delayed by her
voyage to Aden to Jand Sayyid and the
other prisoncra.  Meantime, Ras Dhin
znd Sheikh Haji must bave no suspicion
that a Dritish warship woas in the
vieinity of the island. )

The air became alive with naval wire-
lezs messages, all coded in the most
difficult of the many =ecrct ciphers
izsued by the Admiralty. The slave-
dhow hunters were taking no chances !

Guy received an order from Captain
hooox, the senior oflicer in the distant
Faleon, to watch the 1sland wnsecn him-
gelf, The gunboat would arrive shortly
after dawn, and throw ashore a landing-
party of blugjackets and marines under
Lior guns. o

“Wa've got old Hajt up & gum-tree "
Guy cxulted. *Likewise that yellow-
eved son of & seacook, KHas Dhin!
To-morrow, Tony, so far as they're con-
cerned, we'ro golng to wipe the slate
ciean.'”

All aboard the Vizen were “lull of
beans ''—exceph engincors,  Tha
chief reported that there had leen o
riishap with the Diessl motor which was
used for driving the boat while sub-
merged. This, however, did not damp
the spirits of the chums. There wes no
immediate need for any diving opera-
fions, and the gas-engine waz working
sweetly as s chronometer, L.

Hidden away in some seeret lair in
Lhoof were slaves and ammunition.
‘Tihe morning bade fair to sce their dis-
covery, some hot serapping with the
Arabs, and the round-up of & number
of the most dangerous slavers.

Then dramatically the wireless
operator of the Vizen picked up a
lengthy mm-saﬁa- in code from H.M.B,
Hawk, rsister-ship to tho Faleon. 'The
repork produced o sensation, and stealed
every man when Guy had the sigoal
circulated Lhmuﬁh the submarine.

Hawk reported that trhmuih informa-
tion of native fishermen she had located
a dhow lying up in & palm-fringed creek
of Kohut Island, sixty .miles from
Khool. Owing to the shallow waters
the warship had been forced to anchor
three miles from the island and eend &
cutting-out Earty in two picket-boats.
The boats had almost got salongside
when down went a painted screen on tha
dhow's forward deck, much in
manner of the Q ships’ ruse in the Great
War, and a Q.FF. gun leaped into view !

That guick-liring gun had barked half
a dozen times in swift auccession, nnd
the waters of the creek had been filled
with wreckage and dead end dyin
British seamen. A single wnwounde
blncjacket had got under the dhow's
counter, swarmed up & rope, and mado
Lis woy wndetected through the holds.
™o slaves had been sboard, but ample
guns and ammunition in boxes.

The gallant seaman, to avenge hia
cpmrades’ death, had attempted to blow
tha dhow sly-high, but had beon bnifed
and flung overboard. The dhow bad
vweighed anchor and gone creeping
farther up the creek, and with no one

to ““spot " for the puns, the warship had
been helpless. Through a tangle of
waterways thoe dhiow bad picked its way
to tho sea and eluded her.

The bluejacket, badly wounded, bad
struggled on to the muddy bank of the
creck and had remained unnoticed in
the dhow's haste to make a pet-away.
Here he had been found by another of
the Hawk's boats, and he had been able
to make a statement before he died.

According to this, the dhow, besides
being armed, was fitted with an
auxiliary motor for use in close waters
and ecalms. He had recornised the
skipper as Bulairan, whom he had once
seen beforo when boarding another craft
of & more innocent type. The dhow had
a square of green paint on either bow
cvidently & represcntation of the fag of
Islam. g

This lengthy and dramatic <ipher
message made a bremendouns impression
on Guy and Tony.

Although without definite proof, they
were convinced that this armed dhow
was under tho control of the same
syndicats fo which Ras Dhin and Sheikh

ali belonged. That men of thair own
race, Service men like themselves, had
been butchered in cold blood in a dicty
island creek, made their blood boil in
their veins, :
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Like a ghost ship in the night, a
rakish dhow glides towards the
Vixen, her camouflaged quick-
firing gun tralmed full on the
submarine’s conning-fower !
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“When we've done cur job here, old
geout,” Guy said, as t.he::r stood together
in the conning-tower, “I'm ing to
raquest leave to hunt down that dhow if
I have to chase her up the lenpth of
the Fersian Gulf to the Shatt-el-Arab!
By Hoaven, I'll give give her no
quarter, as she gave those poor matloes
of ours no guarter!"

“A QF, gun! An puxiliary motor-
pngine I muttered Tony. “You seo
what we're up against., There's a flect
of these dhows on the job, and they're
pushing slaves and guns across lo
Asia, and not ecaring o hoot if one or
two are caught.™

Guy nodded.

“It all goes to prove what we thought
at Ahkdb. The whole business is
organised as cficiently as a railway
clearing house. Hanging Ras Dhin and
Haji will only dislocate things & bit, old
son., Back of the show is & master mind,
and we've got to find out who is the
raal brains of the slave and gun-running
trade. Senppering slavers will help, but
it's the Big %ﬂaﬂ wo've gob to nuEl:rIe.”

He looked gt the illuminated compass
and gave an alleration of course.

“We'll patro] round the island till sun-
up.” he said. * You can carry on, Tony.
I'm going below for an hour's shut-aye."

He turncd to descend the perpendicu-
lar steel ladder, when the Vixen gave
g Jurch which fung them bLoth hard
ups:a.insb the bridge rails.

‘Phew ¥ Toeny gasped. “ She's

bumped somethin® 1*

HOPE.

Guy shoved over the handle of the
engine-room telegraph, but already the
qnfme wis stopping.

The gruff voice of the enginecr
rumided through the voice-pipe.

“Propeller’s fouled, I should jhodg‘e.
eir, Oneg of the intake pipes is choled
with weed.™

“We'll elenr the propeller fivst,” Guy
answered. “Then we'll heave-to while
you get the pipe free.”

He rammed over the indicator to
“Slow astern,” and as the Vixen backed
the roattled like & dico-box. A cylinder
blew out of the gas engine under the
strain, and the submarine wallowed halp-
lezsly as a harpooned whale in the oily
Arabian Sen.

“ How long will you be over repairsi”™
Guy demanded, after the engineel's
rﬂpurt. ]

‘Full two hours, sir.” ]

“When can yvou get the moter going §™

“In about an hour, sir. Say an hour
and a quarter.”

“Fix thot ficst. We must have mptive
power as soon as possible,”

“Ay, oy, saici”

Shrugging his shoulders, Guy faced

ony.

“QDur luck’s out. Confound this drift-
weed! Thera's lashings of it round this
dratted coast ™

The patrol of the coast was delayed,
and the eubmaring rolled laeily, six
mﬂlﬁﬂ off the island, in the decp-sca
swell,

“There's not much chance of any
dhow leaving Ehoof to-might, anyway,”
Tony said cheerfully. slavers are
Iying low, and there’s no fear of our
missing the big show to.morrow."

Guy stood by the rail, staring moodily
over thoe starc-lit sea, broken here and
there by the pale blue phosphorescont
eddies made by somc leaping fish, Then
suddenly he stiffened,

" Here,” he exclnimed, “ lend me thoze
night glasses of yours "™ .

e put fthoe glasses o his eyes and
stared fizedly towards the northward.

“Freat sea-sarpants 1" he breathed.

My hat! What's up, sir?” Tony
cried, “Been the F mai utchman "

Guy p over the glasses,

“2he looks like a ghost shéi) " ha said.
“PBut I'm & Dutcliman myself if it i=sn't
a dhow without navigating lights "

“ Standing out from the island, sirf"

“No; standing in."

The eub focused the poworful glasses.

“ By jingo, you're right, old mugwump
—gr=—51F, 1 mean! Just our footlin
luck to be drifting about like & den
mule when we might have been tootling
after hor 1” ) )

There was & worrled look 1o Guy's
face.

“It's & cert we can't po after her and
board her,” he said, *“*We've no moro
chance of doing that than fying the
maoon. What's biting mo is that the
dhow might come up with us.”

Tony whistled. After that news from
the Hawk he was red-hot for a scrap
with ony suspicious dhow; but if this
strange craft eaught sight of the su
marine, it might run for Ehoof and
veport, At all costs the presence of o
submarina in these parts must be kept
secret for a time from the slavers,
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The Vien had o four-inch pun for-
ward, and Guy kuew Lo could stop thut
dhow from reaching Khoof, DBut it was
ud part of the Navy's job to smush a
dhow merely because she showed uno
lights and was heading for a notorious
island. That was like sentcnoing wilh-
out 2 trisl. Guy had no wish to fgure
promipently in a court-martial or
transfer from the Royal Navy to one of
hizs Majesty’s prisons; nor did ho wish
to give away the fact that a wavship
was Iying off Khoof.

Ton minutes showed that the dhow
was standing ‘dead on o course towards
the hapless submarine.

It was casier for the naval watchers
te sce her with her gawnt holl and high
rakish mast than for the Arabs to see
the squat, motionless submarine.

His heart beating imst, Guy waiched
the dhow's progress, A dead calin had
fallen, and the sca was running in long,
oilly  swells towards the island. 'T'heo
approaching craft lowered Ler sail,
which lad become uecless, and there
coame the fnint sound of tho clatter of
blocks aud tackle and the gruff voices of
mren. Under & bare pole the dhow’ came
aon at increased s , which was plain
to tell by the airount of phosphorescent
glow under ey bows from the disturbea
water. '

“By Jove ! Guy exclaimed. * 1o you
»avvy, Tony? It's Sulniman[”

Here, he was convi , wng tha seli-
samo dhow regp{-rrﬂi’lﬂﬂ for the massgere
at Kohut, and it was now running for
the shelter of Khoof. On its present
course the Vizen wes bound to be dis-
coverced, and it was noecessary to prepare
for all emergencies.

Chotajee, who was® acting as chef’s
“slushy,” eame up the ladder with some
sapdwiches and a cup of coffco on a
small tray for Gusy.

“Kindly partake of tasteful grub,
sahib,"” ho suggested. "I reguestfully
submit that it 1z high times you partoo
of nourishment for honourable bread-
basket,™

The roung commander took no heed
of him,

* Action staticos ! he commanded,

The order was piped through the sub-
marine, and the men, learning the nature
of the approaching eraft, went to their
stations and prepared to give fight with
ecager alaerity.

“We can't dive, 80 we must fake no
chances,” Guy said to his seh. "I
thgt's Bulamnan, he's got a QF. gun,
remember 17

Al was on the top line aboard the
Vizen, but Guy waos anxious to make
nmiora certain ut the mﬂiﬁi:cted dhow
before siriking. He romembered that
the miscreant craft at Kohut bad twe
square green patches on its bo
kind of painted canvas screen
guir.

Tony went down to the contrel-room,
while Guy himself remnined on tho
bridge, as the boat was on the surface,

" Stand bf the searchlight !™

The signal ratinvgs were ready at their
post. When the dhow drew s little
nearer O was prepared fo furn on

or the

the meerchlight, and if it bore those

green patehes, to hit hard and teke full
responsibility afterwards,

Like a ghost ship in the night, tho
rakish cralt approached. TFhen, with
startling suddenress, & thing happened
which for the moment left the young
submarine commander high and dry,
like & stranded porpoiso,

A great burst of light shot out from
the w's fo'c'sle-hend, wnd the Vixen
becanre brilliantly illominated im its
glare. Instinctively Gu? screened him-
self from the dazling glare.

* Yoo-hoo ™ Chotajee gesped.

Thump |

and a-
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¢ Jropped the tray with ifs contents
of coffee and sendwiches on the deck
then hastily vetrieved the stwif, and beat
a basty retreat down Delow, whero he
*went to ground * in what fie believed
to be the most sccure cdrner of the
veasel,

" Lrreat stoke ! Guy Eu_'lpeﬂ.

The look-out ahﬂurd) the dhow had ha
sharper eyes than he had cxpected, an
not for a moment had he thought that
the ancieut-locking craft had a high-
power moedern aﬂarghli%‘ht among its
other fittings. Hastily ho rapped out
the order for the ¥Vixen's own scarch-
light to be switched on. 'This was more
powerful still, and the dhow in its turn
became illuminated,

“Ay! That's Sulaiman [*

The ratings in the conning-tower
raised a cheer rather like the gruff bark
of dogs straiping on tho leash, Not
much more than four cables’ Ian%:h away
was the murderous vitlain and his erew
whe had scuppered their comrades somo
hourg before |

“Fire ™

The four-inch gpun spat flame and stecl
over tho hesving sea, aud the shell hit
Fnrt of tho dhow's rigging, ripping it
ike pack-thread,

A yellow lighining-flash nappeared
momentorily over the dhow's fore-deck.
‘The crashing detonation of shell burst
lwo cables’ lengths bevend the sub-
mgrine, and eent a white column of
water leaping towards tho stars.

The last shred of doubt that {he dhow
was Sulaiman’s murderous cralt bad
vanished from Guy's mind. He must
l.ft"ﬁhi'ﬂ}" his enemy, sand by the quickest
}Imussxlllﬁ means. Those Arabs on the

sland of Ehoof would be alammed by
the fiving, but no member of the dhow's
crew must get asbore to report the
presence of a submarine in tlrose waters.
Better for Raes Dhin and Sheikh Haji
to think that sopue small naval patrol
eralt of the ordinery kind was lurking
in the neighbonrhood.

Crash ! Crasht

The second shell from the Visen was
a clean hit in the wooden hull of ihe
opposing craft, and part of the bulwark
went leaping out ot its place in great
gplinters. The dhow's wnswering shot
screamed past the subinarine’s conning-
tower, strack thie water a cable’s length

beyond, ricochetted in the air, and
plunged into the sea agaia a mile neaver
the share.

Sulaiman saw the type of craft he had
to deal with. and obviously reckoned
thet his heavily built dbow eould Letior
stand the pummelling than the thin.
shelled submarnne, But Sulaimean, coun-
ning fightor though he was, had never
been foreed to fackle a naval craft of this
type before, and he had ten ona
thing. Guy had it right in the forefront

THE OPENING CHAPTERSE RETOLD.

LIEUTENANT GUY EASTON, SUB-
LIEUTENANT DI:}\*.E_ Edgerﬁﬂrﬂﬁgt [
v B 3, Falegn, having

& slspicious-foaking dhow

2]

of his mind, and gave a brusquo erder
to Tony down in i conlrol-romn, The
roply camo almost instuully:

“Pube ready, sir 1™

Tho submarive had veered vound witlh
the tide; the dhow wes broadside-ma
Sulaiman, though he kuew it not, made
& perfeet target for the torpedo !

‘“ Stand by 1" Guy warned, © Five |

The last command reached Yony liks
the crack of a pistol, as he stood waiting
m the control-room, his hand upraised.
And simultancously with the word o1
n%mmr.nd his hand dropped down to his
side.

Torward in the boat, the torpedo-anan
had his eyes fixod on the sub and the
firing-key in his grasp.

In one of tho tubes was a 2I-inch
Whitchead, with a heavy charge of com-
pressed air straining at the valve and
ready to do its work,

A moro fraction of & second after
Tony'as hand went down there was a
sharp hizs, as though @ giant python had
been roused suddenly.  No explosion—-
o fuss—only just that hiss that signified
that the compressed air had donc its job
rn!;!ﬂ had driven the torpedo out of the

LHTHE,

By its own weight the torpedo plunged
deeply, and hﬂg‘fn its mur&jﬁ rntﬁcr EE-L
n sportive porpeiso under the sca, untu
it settled on an even koel at the set
depth below the surface,

v Crash! Crash! Crashl

The guns went to their work, So thin
a hull had the subwarine that a lone
hit might send her and all on board
down to their death like rats in a stecl
irap. Watertight compurtments might
be closed, but the hungry sea would
reach the batteries and form the deadly,
throut-tearing ¢hlorine gas which is the
tﬂrﬁu: of altwho serve in this type. of
Crate.

A fragment of shell from the dhow
vipped through the shoulder of owe of
ile seamen working the four-inch gun
snd made an ugly flesh wound, The
bluejacket wos assisted below.

On ihe T.gndie* ﬁu% rimly watchod
a wake of tiny bluo bubbles in the black,
oily swells.

“1f the *fish' docsn't get him, we'ro
done I" ho muttered to himself.

The shooting of the Arals was bad,
nlthough tley had mapaged to scupper
two naval boots at very close quarters,
Had there beon naval gunners working
that Q.F.. the submarine could not
have lasted o minute.

At a high speed tho * fah *—which ia
the npaval termn for torpedo—sireaked
away toward the dhow, he safety-fan
Etted over the detonator in her noso had
unscrewed by the actron of it ewn pro-

ress through the water and

ropped off. That fish was vary much
alive, and under its own motive power
and laden with o hugo charge of the
merst powerful explosive known, raced on
its grim orrand,

Too late Sulatman and his cut-throats
saw the telltale streak of bubbles. Tho
Arab gunners flung themselves down on
the dueck for shelier, unawere of the
exsct nature of the mew peril, but
instinctively realising that soms fateful
portent lay in that daencing lene of
bubbles.

The murderous Arab skipper put his
helm hard over with the auxiliary r
going, but the fish of death sped
straight for the targot!

(It scems that nothing ecan rree the
murderous Sulaiman and his cwl-lhroat
crew from the Y fisk of dealh.,™ Bul it
i3 ne more than they dererce, XNexi
Saturday’s  gripping  instalment  {x
vacked with thrifle—lor't mis it}

e Macxer Lisrarr.—Na. 1,209,
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COKER'S HOLIDAY CAPTURE!

(Continued from page 85.)

Coker rempained for some moments
rooted to the floor. :

Then he slowly trailed off to his own
roowm.

Was it poasible that he had made a
mistake? 1t was true that he had onl
trailed Lancuster as far as the park wall
of Wharton Lodge, Beyond that point
all was suspicion and  conjecture.
Certainly there was npothing in the
nature of proof.

Was it possible, after all, that
Lancaster had never entcred Wharton

Lodge, but thut Coker, led there by do

suspicion, had sarrived while some
utterly unknown burglar was at work?

if =0, it was a strange enough coinci-
dence! But the bility of it cer-
tainly existed, as Coker had to realise.

Coker did not get much sleep for the
remnainder of the night; and he turned
out early in the bright spring morning.
Having risen carly, ho saw that Potter
and Greene rose early. also. Potter and
Greeno would have preferred Lo leave it
a little later; but, as usual, Coker had
his way. At breakiast they saw nothing
of Lancaster. Aitcr breakfast, Coker
led his comrades from the inn, and in 2
quiet spot, related his wild adventures
of the night. Then he demanded their
candid opinion,

“Hure you didn’t dream it alli”
asked Potter flippantly.

“ Most likely you did, old chap|” re-
marked Greene.

Horuce Coker clenched his fists,

“If you fcllows are asking for it—"
ho began.

“Uml” gaid Potter. * Of—of course,
we know it all happened, Coker, old
mun. But—but it wasn't Lancaster,
you know! You~you'll think difer-
ently when your nose gets better.”

“Blow my nose!” roared Coker. “I
mean, leave my nose out of it. you silly

azs! You don't think he's the man?”
“Nunno!” gosped Potter. “Not
quite [
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“1 daro say he went for a walk,” said
Greena. “ Why, you did yoursell, if
you come to thatl If tho scrap kept
you awake, why shouldn't it keop him
awske! I dare say he was damaged,
too! You lost him at Wharton ge,
and butted in there when sowmo
burglarious johnuy was at work I That's
all.

“I—I supposa it's possible[” snid
Coker slowly. :

“0Oh, quito!” said Potter. “More
than ;Imss:b»ln-, old bean” : :

“ All the same, I'm sure of him I" said
Coker. "1 1 went and reported this to
the ’pnl:iﬂﬁ, what do wyou think they'd

?l
“Laugh |” suggested Potler.

“Cackle 1" satd Greoene.

Coker breathed hard. .

“Well, I'm not going to the police,”
he sutd. ;

"Oh, good!” said Potter and Grecne
mﬁnther. in great relief

But I'm going to keop an eye on the
scound pel—>"

ﬂ'Eh?l?

“We're staying on here—"

(1] D‘h IJI

“That’s scttled ™ said Coker.

“But—but what about our eveling
tour t" demanded Potter and Greene.

“Blow our cyching tour!” snswered
Coker; and he turned and walked back
to the inn, Mkaving his comrades to

1
digest that reply.

ﬁﬁﬂ and gmﬂqe exchanged glances.

“What about going on, and chucking
Coker?” asked Greenc.

“"Ripping I said Potter, " Duyt—"

There was & “ but.”

* After all, we're in comfy quorters,
and the grub's good,” sard Potter.
“Tet's hang on till Coker's tired of
playing the giddy ox. caster may

ive hitn another jolly good hiding, and
then perhaps he'll be ready to start.”

“Let's hopo he will I agreed Greone.

And comforted by that hope, Potter
and Greene resolved to remain loyally
with their great leader.

- - [ * =

Harry Wharton & Co. that morning
were discussing Coker of the Fifth,
They acknowledged that Coker had
come in uscful. Billy Bunter, it was
true, clammed the whole credit of the
cracksman's discomfture. Bul the view
of the other fellows was that Coker's
remarkable butting-in had not only pre-
vented the burglary, but bhad probab
saved Bunter from damage ot the hands
of the burglar. There was a d haul
for o eracksman in Colonel VWharton's
sufe; and it sceméd that the contents of
the sule had had a narrow escapoe. All
thiz the junjors acknowledged: but st
the saine tine, they felt, and expressed,
o desire to give Horace Coker the
mgiting of his hlife,

I'he silly chump!” said Wharton.
“Of course. he unI{ognt that silly idea
shout Lancaster into his silly hcad be-
cause Lancaster whopped him.”

“Of course!” agreed Bob Cherry.
“But even Coker ought to have a little

sensc ! Nobody expects him to have
mufh RBOSE ! it ho uught to have B
little,™

“Well, he's got a little I" said Nugent
—" precious Jittle 1 )

“Well, I'd jolly well like to rug him
bald-headed I said Wharton. “He
came in useful by aceident, but 1'd jolly
well like to rag the silly ass—"

“The 1agiulncss is the proper ceper,”
agreed the Nabobk of Bhenipur,

“That chap Lancaster is one of the
best—"

“¥es, rather ™

“And we're jolly well going to sco
him again.” said Harry, “and if we sco
Coker again, we'll jolly well rag him.
And if we don't see hum again in the
vac, we'll rag him frst doy of term at
Groyviriars)”

“Iecar, hear!” .

And the same was paseed unanimously,

TIE EXD.
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I RAGS AND JAPES!
Let Us Work the Oracle!l

We specinlise in high-cluss japes,
wMﬂn_.En jokes, rags, aud hoaxes. Any-
dy japed from a fag to a Beak.
Booby-

Hold-ups skilfully carrie
traps neatly executed.

ont.
Tell us your

free. Write, Rags & Japes, Lid.
_ (Propr: k. Bkinner), Remove Paszage.

wants, and we'll fx you up &t o i ” EVHQ $~§
moderate and inclusive charge. Advico
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SMOKE GOSLING'S
GASPERS !

Bu t Home Industries and smoke

En tobacoo grown in my own
Ewm?wﬂnwﬂhﬁ”EnﬁFEEe.mﬂﬂ
lodge ust the thing for the novice!

i dened Smoker ' writes: “I tried
one of your home-made cigerettes apud
have never smoked anything like it
before or since.” Send for & trial tin
of 50. Prica 2/61—William Goshng,
Porter's Lodge.

TELESCOPIC TOPICS

Remove Astronomer’s Striking Discoveries

STRIKING PHOTOGRAPH OF THE
MAN IN THE MOON

Let’s talk ahout stars, dear readers, Not film
fars, or the kind you see when somehody hiffs
yvou on the napper, but the stars that twinkle over
the guad when you break hounds at night.

Now is the time of the vear when enthusiastic
astronomers work overtime. If you take wour
etand on the other side of the ﬂﬁm&. near the tuck-
shop Aoy evening, you will see the Polo Star and
the Evening Star, not to mention several others
whose names we can't remember without con-
sulting our pocket diary.  If you lean against the
nawly-decorated fenoo by Mimble’s allotment,
vou'll find Mimble'S Tar at the back of youl

By the way, don't chooss & rainy night;
extronomers have found after exhavgive mathe.
matical calenlations that tho clouds render it
diificult to seo all you want o seo when it'e raining,
Iesides which the rain ia inclined to get in the eyes.

Tim Demove Astronomiesl muﬁ__:ﬁﬂ.ﬂ discovered
fenctal new stars lately,  One iz a low.lying star
with & yellow sireak running throuph it. It has
been named Skinner, A recontly-treeced group of
etars forming o Jong line with a twist on the end

has been given the title
Guelchy’s Cane, and another

shiapely oluster suggested the

cognomen Bolsy's Fist.
Professor Alonzo Todd,

ihe great astronomical

ﬁmmﬂw _mmw waok mmﬁumﬁ ap.“
striki otograph o

maon, ﬂ,w_n_u m_.wdwtum the
face of the Man in the Moon
in amazing detail. A pro-
found sensation was created
in geientific eireles when it
woa found that the 3an in the Moon waa eleatly
seen to be wesring spectacles, The sensation died
away somewhsal when it transpived that the Pro-
femor's camera had slipped at orncial momaont
and that the photograph was act one of Bunter !

The following caleulations m by Professer
Todd may be of interest to readers:

The weight of the sun is 198 irillion tons. This
has been careivlly chocked and found exact by
Megars, Wayit and Beales Lid,, the jockey-scples
and hacon-cutter manufaoctuarers, who d that
168 trillion tons ia the nét weight as the crow flies.

The distance from the tuckshop to the Ewoni
Star is 3,000 trillion miles, £ yards, 1} inches. Lo
Mawlovoerer has been informed, and states that he
iz willing to race anyone thers and baek, provided
he is given a sfart of 3,000 trillion wiles.

If you started fravelling to the Ailky Way at
the rate of &0 miles an hour, it would take youn
7.000,000,000,000 yvears tn got there. Bob Cherry
makes a sporting offer of 2 1o 1 in doughouta that

by the time you got back Bumicr's postal order
would have arrived !

Footer Matches

PEA-SHOOTERS TO PEPPER PLAYERS

Dion't trouble to oxpress a wish
to eat your hat if you couldn't do
betiar, Fverybody koows you
zould do hetter already,

Abways leave o number of ink-
Bl&iny on your fingors end jam-
smears round your mouth. It
has thoe desirable effect of putting
the other side off their atroke.

Don't say “Yeh!"” when the
players annoy you. “Bah ™ or

more refinod !

DO’S AND DON'TS

Rules for the Fag Spectator at Remove

“¥Pah!" gounds ever so much

Bo carcful not to step over the
line into the field of play.
18 always & danger that one of
tha foothallers will mistake you
for & worm and step on you.

When wou dom't like the ref.
it's no good pulling facea at him.
He won't recognise any difference.

Bring wyour peza-shooter with

¥ou and pepper the playars at
regular intervals, Hrm.m wumﬂm,aa
and encourages them in their task.

Start on srgument and free-
fight with your pals on the
slightost provocation. A free-
fight mokes & pleasing diversion
from the game and impreases the
visiting teare with the excellence
of mﬂiﬁ;ﬁ manxners and depoit-
oot

There

FISHER T. FISH BOOTLEGGER

Fisher T. Fish has hroken out in a fresh place.
Heo has become a baotlegger,

It is cpamsat the law at Groyiriars for tuck of
any deseription to be smugeled into the dormitories.
Many of the juniors would Like a drink of ginger-pop
in bed, but it is taboo. Fisher T. TMigh, however,
has altered this,
. Fishy has devised on elaborate schems for sneak.
ing m:_.mﬂ..m_aﬁ. and lemonade into the dormitories
of & might. We give our orders to Fishy during
the sfternoon, and aiter lightz out he hrings a

bottle of the hest to our beds. He ﬁ.._umnmm..m 20VoN

cents & bottle for the stuff—ihus making & profit
of three centa on each bottle sold.
Harry Wharton, yesterday night, declarod

warmly that something ought to be done about it.
Fishy was deliberately ing the rules. Wharton
spolee rather angrily because hia bottle of pop was
& little Hat,

Fishy is rapidly making his {ortune at the boot-
leg game. But we fear, if Quelehy finds out, the
hoat will be on the other leg,

NO POCKET-NONEY CUTS AT GREYFRIARS

rr———— R AT L

Stormy Meding in the Rag
SKINNER CAUSES SENSATION

A howl went up at Greyirieys Propeeding, the speaker eaid
the other day. The reasom wes: hat now he was a digillusioned
to bos found on tho notice-board :nan. At one fell swoop, the
in the Hall, where the following arents had revealed themselves
notice had suddonly made ite ‘or what they were. And what
DPPOGTANCS § wre they ¥ They ﬁmum_. Eaﬂm

[TESPIng, E0rH » mxiserly.
o Eﬁmﬁmﬁ. .W.H.ﬁ.m__.__.mn.mu. Egﬂﬂﬂh ﬁn_ﬁw..-_.m m..m..ﬂn.m.wv_._w__. w_n.._.;m__u_wq

“The Commiltee qf Parendt ives E_.Fﬂwm,w ﬂmwaw we have no

appoinied to dnquirs indo the':pies to print in full1) He felt
quesiton of pockel-raorey Rat!.ghamed of themr. How would
now submitied ifs report, whivh| hoy ever be able to look their
recominends that every Greyfriars| . flgpring in the face again ¥  He
._“_M%..w pocket-noney he .THE whether they wonld !
reduced by 10 per Pent forthwith.

The recommendation will ba i

inle effect {mmediately. =
“ (Signed) A. SmiwseR. !

" (Chatrman” :

Naturally, the Bemove weren't
nwﬁ to take that lying down.
o they took it stending up—at

& Mass Meeting which was at| A
once called in the Rag.

H. Wharton, Esq., acled as
Chairmon of the meeting and ros
to the sccompaniment of deafen:| .
ing cheers, yella of ** Are we down-
heartod 7 NO 1" and & fusillede
Wm.%mhm from soma stray fags whol. #

wandored into the meeling. |

Mr. Wharton, in a brief intro-

ductory ch, said that asf vojpe : Counldn't blame "em
Choirmen he was debarred fromt § "o all had faces like yours!
auﬂaﬂﬂn% any views of his oWD. oo iion

Ho would therefore gontent him- a4 “gq juncture, Mr, Bull
pelf by eaying that the suggested| 3 -2 4" 4 “doseend from the

pocket-money out of 10 per cont| . i 0 and tako off his coat to
was sgandalous, disgrageiul, and yme or two interrupters. The

& orying shame! (Launghter)| - .
With thoce faw words ha would Joiroien therefore called on

call on Joluny Bull, E,, to move _Mw__mwﬁw. Lsq., to second the
b i 0L . <1 My, Clierry said that it had
Alr. Bull then jumped to hit,...~".cen 48 o resson for the
feet with o forocious growl .mﬂn.Emmﬁm_...nﬂ eut that the cost of
rooved the following resolubion ; iving had fallen. Well, had it 1
.__..m.._,.__,._u_,nh _E_..uw bﬁnnﬁuﬁnﬁ?w E_% ; an..m% u._.ﬂ_.:m u_n__.___a_wmumn_u of .__n.Eﬁ_.*MMum
erovites hin auggessd | en, but & oo :
wage-cut jolly bad form on the!live on jam-tarts, and anyway,
nart of the m.Ed“___,.,..uu _m....m....% m E_H _:.._fu____ wors Ewwm%w wwﬁn HEM—EH.%
trick, anyway.” [} i What elso h allen, Bnyws
Eaﬂmﬁﬂu cheers. ) | Had footor-boots fallen ? ad
Br. Bull, in & &mﬂm.w#ﬂnm____ag.mﬂ fallen 7 Had———
speech, said that this was the! A Voieco: Something's going to

saddest moment of hia life. E_Ewﬁmw__w ﬂnﬁﬂﬁmwm?uwwwﬂmauu _wﬁ t
-.um:uﬁ-.- i = Ll 0=
i e e B Lt bowl wnder which MMr,

ssion  that the parenia ofj

li
reyviriare chaps wore pretty!

iry was stending, and it had

oot sports. OFf eourss, they,'he aﬂmﬁ of terminating Bz
m.ﬁ_ their uliavitios,  (Hear, |herry's spesch rather euddenly.
hegr ) T were one ¢r two! The Chairmen then rose to put

theml he resolution to the mesting.
A i P, g hio could do g0, there was

1l from Mr. Bull, who
ing Blkinner's head

Look

maan e
He wouldn't montion names, but’ Seiore
Skinmor's pater, for instance—— & sudden
The m%.mb._ﬁw paused here to bad bosn
remove from hia a tornate' ¥ the foor
which Skinner had ghied from the  “ Holfwa-mo, ochaps|

body of the hall, ‘what I've found | &

| —Aunt Fudy, cfo * Herald 2 Office,

The meoting crowded
e Hilerh = o
then displa &
ot sty ooy
alterafions and amend-
ments, of the very notice
which had caueed all the trouble.
The elip of paper had fallan out
of Blinuer's pooket and everrbo
tumhled to what had happene
immediately. The pocket-money
cot was.& myth sfter all!  The
whole thing was simply one of
Bkinner's peouliar little japosgt
Tha Mesa Meoting resolved itsslf
in mn_n.w__.u.m._u..mnw time into s Court
Martial and Skinner was sontencad
to run the geuntlet in the dorm
every night for & week and finad
one-tenth of his pocket-money
for tho next five yonrs.

 feoling of ennoy

{or the evening and rid
golvea the M%Emﬂ in & novel and scientifio

THE PUT-UDOWN SETTEE

ANTLI-GORGING
DINING CHAIRS

Furnishings for the Modern Study
CAKE PINCHERS FOILED

OyeZ, Qyes, 0yeZ ;
8ars, and we will tell you something
articles of furniture combining utility
EIRde Uik Sy o e Tt

iful oan affo ne
Wu%HEWM_ in with, there’s ths Putn.down BSettee. You all know that

| Home.mekers and study-lovers, lend us your
ahout some of the indispensable
with besuty which have lately

No aspirant after the Home

snoe which atizes when you've been entertaining friends
simmly can™t pet rid of them. The Put-U.Dawn
oo PIY Bt 288 menner. Your frionds

i 3 : bean reclining all the evening on a nice, comfortable settee. Liltle
ngﬁﬂanﬁwﬁmw@mnﬁgﬁ%ﬁmﬂbﬁuﬁg ﬁﬁqﬂrmw mFmEnEM.hmui this handsome sddition to your study is con-
of jam.tarts pemerously provided | vertible at & moment’s notice into a catapult 3 yet such is the case!

Verer his | Having come to the conclusion that they really do not intend to go,
M nw_% o2 s il vou _Mw_u__u. prosa the knob at the back of the seitse, Instantly mﬁ
: sont shoota in the sir with ﬂm.nﬂmu force and hurls

- them ont of ﬁ window, to land ina h ad heap on

THIS WEEK'S INVALIDS

Billy Bunter’s New Malady

False alarm! When the Head understood
Mimble to say he had got the chicken-pox, he
hastily eummoned the dector. It then transpired
that wﬁﬁuﬁ had said mot * chicken-pox ™ but
U CHICKEN BOX 1 ;

Mr. Queloh recently caught Bunter meddling

the flagetone below. For a trifling addition en aoto-
matie wwﬁ is provided whioh gives them their caps as
they depart. m,_E whole thing i8 noat and mest effective.

Then thore’s the ladder-bed,
This is & full uﬂuﬁwm. triple-
aation, muwﬂmww—.u'

1=

y ...._vw.ﬂ._. .. %y ..

B wiich
oam, on operating 8 lever, trans-
form itself mnﬁ.ﬂmw long ladder
reaching from the dormitory
window to the ground, Bounnde-
breakers and burglars will ind
it most bhelpful. A free insur- g
ance policy agsinst broken

with & penny-in.the-slot gas meter i the ssrvants’
quarters. m__.m.a hear that %:ﬁﬁn has gince ex-
rienced ' gas-trick ' irouble.

m._m_“_wa_u ﬂu_nﬁm__ writez : * 1 was DISTRACTED with
toothache, had the molar EXTRACTED, and
afterwards CONTRACTED a chill, being thoreb
ATTRACTED to bed,” This sounds as if it
been ABSTRACTED from a book of jokes, but
nothing corming to our knowledge so far hos
DETRACTED from Bob’s pathetic storyl

Alonzo Todd has developed a strange habit of
trotting round whispering : It is rumoured so-
snd-so ™ and “ It is ramoured sach-and-guch” Tt
is officially pronounced that he is suffering from
* rumoured -1ane,” :

Coker's Aunt Judy, who is worried over Horace's
vecemt ¢old, has miged him & tenner when he
recovers. Thia offer, surely, is one not to be
sneazed at | e

The doctor takes & grave view of Gosling's nose,
which is getting redder and zedder. He expresses
the opinion that the trouble is (gin-and) water-on-
ﬁ.gi.ﬂ_ﬂlwm..mu.-

TWHO SAID “FATHEAD”?

E5 Reward!

T will pay the sum of £6 to sny person giving
informns uﬁu..nu to the identity of the horrid boy who
called my wgﬁﬁ.nﬁaﬂ a * fathead.” Horaoe
ia clover as weoll as & r, awoet, lovable little boy,
and I won't have him called a * fathead," so there 1

necks will found oconcealod 2 ;
in the bedpost of each setl. -

The Bookeass Larder, agoin, ig a useful adjunct {o
nny gtudy where tuck is kept in uantities. To all
appeatances it j8 & bockcase, fil with _E.._w.w_ umn=
interseting volumes; but when & seoret spring ia

ressed undernesth the casp, the '’ booka " awing out
ﬂa_&_u_, aud reveal jam-pufis, stesk-and-kidney pies,
and whatever else the owner has previously left meR..

Buy a Bookease Larder to-day, you chaps, and feil
the cake pinchors of the Remove passage |

The Anti-Gorging Dining Chair is encther brainy
affair, It mwun_mmmm. regorved for guests with undul
large appetites. An electric switch is provided whi
cen ba tumed on by the host at any moement. The
offaot on the chair is such that every time the gorging
gusst leans forward to help himeelf to yot another jam-

uff or sausage-roll, the chair whizzes baek from the

ble, putti tho grub ont of reach. Gentlemen,
ohaps, and fellows, we can itively say about this
chair that no home is complete without one !

Wo have just room to mention the chessboard.
_..Eﬂmmﬂ,ﬁnn%_. In the evening, thia ia & strongly-
made cheasbeard, capoble of being used in an emergency
for hitting an mentative opporent on the nub
During olasses it mea o plisble ghield for stuffing
into the trousers when ordered ocut for & larruping.
We confidently recommend the articlo as boing far
superior to the old-fashioned exeroise-hooks. Buy
one and enjoy ohess all the oveni and laugh at your
porspiring Form moster's efforta male - you yell

during tho day |



