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—FEATURING HARRY WHARTON & €0, OF GREYFRIARS,

BAY, yOu fell;nfn, you keep him off while

| gerrawe : .

“Fa I We'll handla him  all
right I" snid J Bull, “Blessed if
I thotight even Coket would have the
gerve to oome and kick. up a ehindy
here, Bﬂﬁbhlm’ you men |”

*What-ho 1

1f Coker of the Fifth had butted into
Wharton to hunt for more trouble
the Famous-Five were ready v give him
gll ba wantod, and a little over,

“Coller him!" exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

The Famoua Five made a rush, and
met  the burly Horace as he came
striding u(? the drive.

They did not . There was
ngthing to be said. It was a time for
action, not for wordas. They collared
Coker on all sides, upended him, and
i}rg::ght him down on the drive with
a bump.

“Yarvogh!” roared Coker as he
landed.

“Got him "

“Rag him!"” roared Bob Cherry.

:gu,! ha, ha " : o

w Legﬁn ou gun
scoundrals I’ bellowed Coker. E‘E‘uﬁ
young villains! I1'll smash wyoui Oh,
my het! Yaroooop!"

ker of the Fifth struggled
frantically. He punched wildly on all
sides. But Coker had simply no chance.
Coker was & burly and hefty fellow,
but fivé to one was heavy odds. Coker
was rolled over, and bumped, his rugged
foatures rubbed into the earth, till he
hardly knew what was hap-
pening to' him. Horrid gasps
and gurgles came from
Coker, mingling . with yells of
laughter from the chums of
the Remove.

Billy Bunter had started for
the houss, but he turned back
now. Coker was safoly held;
there was nothing to fosr from
Cokar. When there ' was
nothing to fear William
(zeorge Bunter was ss brave as a lion.
Bunter came rolling back to the scene of
the struggle.

“He, he, he!™ chortled Bunter. "I
eay, you fallows, garrat him!
Give & chap a I Lemme gob
hold of his nose.

“Ha, ha, hat*

*QGurrrrregh '’ came in  agonised
sccents from Horace Cokor, ae ter
captured his nose.

“1 say, you faellows, hold him while I
pull his nosa! Mind . you don’t let him

Eﬂl,-

“Ha, ha, hat’”

“Gurrrgh! Yeggo! Led do by
dose | lad Coker. “Owl Oh!
Wow ! moéaooghl"

“Hs, be, ha!’ roared the Famous
Five,
“8it on him, Bunter!™ roared Bob

ry.

“Hx, bha, ha!"

Coker was still atruggli wildly.
But his struggles ceased when Bil
Bunter sat on him, Bunter's weight
was not to be argued with. Horace
Coker gasped helplessly and collspsed.

“He, he, ho! Now hold his paws
while 1 jolly well pull his nose—-""

b Hﬂ-. h‘ﬂj h‘ I”

“ Oooooooooogh 1 moaned Coker.

There was & quick footstep on the
drive. Colonel W ., with astonish-
ment in his bronzed face, cama striding
on the acems.

“Gobd gad! What's all this—
Herry——"" oxcleimed the c<olonel.

Harry Wharton glanced round.

*“Only Coker, uncle! He came in to
look for trouble, and we're giving him
mmadlj

“Groooooogh | moaned Coker.

“Indeed I'* said the colonel. *In that
case ho has certainly had enough! Let
him get upl!

Coker of the Fifth was released. He
sat up and splitfered for breath. The
Famous Five regarded him with grin-
ning faces.

“Owl' gasped Coker. “You yo
scoundrels!|  QOoooh! You S ive

young
ruffianad I'll emash the iot of 1
Ovoaoh 1" Coker staggered to his wﬁaat.u

“I'll  jolly well &pifii
mund—;—'F spiflicate you all

“Pile in!" grinned .Bob Cherry.
TLots more if you want Eu" [T

“The  lotfulness is  terrifie, my
esteerned and idictic Coker,” chuckled
the Nakob of Bhanipur.

“Come, come,” said the colonel,
smiling, and interposing as Coker
made a movement towards the juniors.
“If you look for trouble, Coker, you
must expect to find it

“ Who's looking for tronble 1"’ bawled
Coker, “I came here to call on you
this morning, and—"

-Il'“;rh‘t!l!

“And if this iz the way yeu receive
a visitor——"" bawled Cokeér in breath-
less indignatién,

“0Oh, my hat!"™ ejaculated Harry

A BORN DETECTIVE !

Horace Coker, of the Fifth Form at Greyfriars,

fs firmly econvineced fhat he comes under this

category—but when he tackles a detective’s job
it becomes paintully obvious that he’s

A BORN ASS!

Wharton., *D-d-d-did you come here to
call on my uncle, Coker?™

“Yes, you young wvillain! Owi®
B,.;;;.That idiot, Bunter——'' ejaculated
“ say, vou fellows, I thought he

was after me—"
“You fat chump!™
*h, really, Wharton——""

“¥You seom to have been rather hasty,
my boys,” said Colonel Wharton, a

Jdittle severely,

“That fat duffer thought Coker was
after him,” said Wharton ruecfully,
“and we thought—"

“Why didn't you tell us, Coker?"
demanded Bob, ;

“You young villain, did you give me
a chanoe to speak?"” roared Coker.

“Umlt Waell, haps we didn't |
admitted Bob. “-ﬁ:‘&-—-”

"Lat'.g kick Bunter,” suggested Johnny
Bull. "It's all Bunter's faalt,”

“Why, vou beast—"

“I—1I came here to speak to you sbout
the burglary last night, sitrlﬂ:lh gos
Coker, “and these young hooligans set
00 Mg——""

“They scem to have fancied that you
were after Bunter,”” ssid the colonel,
his mouth twitching.

“Eh? I never even saw Buntar——"

gr. "Not till the {fat
scoundrol sat on me——"'

“Ha, ha, hal”

Evidently there had been a mistake.
1t wids as a common and harmless caller
that Coker bhad arrived at Wharton
Lodge that morning. He had called to

3

see the colonel; and no donbt his rece
tion bad surprised him. Certainly it
had annoyed him,

“You boys owe Coker an apology!™
m;&ﬂtha cuégtel.! .

‘Horry, cer!' ga o juniors.

“The sotrowfulness "is terrific, my
estcemed fatheaded Coker.”

Horace Coker enorted. An apology
was -all very well; .and doubtless con-
gﬁllng in its v“{.l B It' it mtdd Eﬂt undo

o _ragging ‘an ing and bumping
that Coker had suffered.

“Come!" said the colonel, trying hard

not to mmile. “ You boys must really be
o little less hasty. Come with me,
Cokor."*

_ Coker, with a vengeful glare at the
juniors, and still ing for breath
walked on up the. drive with Colon
Wharton. Harry Wharton & Co. looked
et one anothar rather ruefully,

“Poor old Coker!”" murmured Bob.
“He's always asking for it! A fellow
couldn't.guess that he wasn't asking for
it -this time."

“That fathead, Bunter—"
Harry

“That »silly owl, Bunter—*"

“(0h, really, you fellows! I thoughs
he was after me—"'

“Let's all kick Bunter I” said Johnny

said

Bull.

“The kickfulness is the proper
caper ™

“Come hers, Bunter!"

“ Beasts 1™

Billy Dunter rolled away
hurriedly after Coker and the
colonel—unkicked.

————

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

= OLLY hete!” remarked
Potter.
“Jolly 1" agreed
So 1 &Emﬂﬂ‘ the offing,”
“ S0 long ns er 1an't in the offing,
added PGEZEI‘. B
““Oh, of course!” agreed Greene,
The two Fifth-Formers of Greyfriars
sat on the bench under the tree in
front of the Bunch of Grapes inn, on the

Wheatfisld road,

It was, as they agreed, jolly.

The April sunlight twinkled through
o hg%nnhu; overhead, ﬂié:kﬂi!ingugm

8 es of ginger-pop and glasses on
the table. Potter and Grec:ﬁ: leaned
back lazily, & wide stretch of green
meadows and dusky woodlands before
their eyes. Coker of the Fifth was
absent; he had gone to call on the
colonel at Wharton I"’dﬁ Coker had
consulted his' comrades before making
that call, and t had agreed that he
conldn't do better., If Coker had
proposcd to call on snybody in the
counky of Surrey, his comrades would
have agreed that he couldn’t do better.
.ﬁ.n:.rthmgg that relieved them, for a
time, of Coker's attractive company,
Eramed a good thing to Potter and

eene,

Potter and Greene were winding up
the Easter vacation with a cycling tour
in m_mpané' with Horece Coker. Coker
was & good fcllow in his way, and very
useful on a tour. Coker plenty of
money, and he never expected his com-
rades to stand their whaok, which wsas
8 distinot advantage. On the other
hand, Coker had his drawbacks. If
Coker did not say, “I am Bir Oracle,
and when I opa my mouth, lot no dog
bark!" at least he thought it. It was

Tee Muorer Lmmmary,~No. 1,210
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ogzible to have too much of Coker.

uring the past few days, DPotfer and
Jreens had had much too much of him.
'They had evon dobated the idea of
taking a sudden turning and disappear-
g over the horizon, and lesving Coker
1o continue that cycling four on his
lemiely own.

So this rest from Coker was grateiul
and eomforting.

Coker had decided to put up for a
fow davs at the Bunch of Grapes
D'atter and Greene had no voice in the
matter, IHad they raised objections,
Coker would have brushed them aside
ruthlessly. But as a matter of fact,
they had no objections. It was a com-
fortable inm, and the grub was good,
and they were tired of toking wrong
lurnings and wrong roads under Coker’s
masterly leadership. So they rested,
and were contont.

“There's that chap Lamecaster |V
yawned Potter.
Greene glanced round carclessly at a

rather tall, handsome young fellow
roming up the lane towards the mn.

IIa was the only other guest at tho
Bunch of Grapes, beside Coker & Co.
Fotter and Greeno rather liked him.
[Ie was rather older than themselves;
about the age of most Sixth-Formers
af Greyfriars, Ie was extremely hand-
same, obviously athletie, and very well-
iressed. What Potter and Greene liked
him for was the fact that he had
tirazhed Horaco Coker,  Potter and
{ireene had long beon of opinion that
what Horace Coker really wantcd was
a “whopping." Dhick Laneaster had
given him the whopping he wanted, and
that, from the point of view of Coker's
lovnl ehums, was all to the geood.

Lancaster planced carelessly at the
Creviriars Fifih-Formers, and passed
into the inn.

Polter and Greene conlinued to sip
smnger-pop, and admire the sunny land-
serap. Ten minutes late rthero was a
whirr of a bicycle in the lane.

“ ¥Young Wharton I'"" yawned Potter.

Harvy %ﬁ.’hartﬂn dismocnted from the
Lieyelo, leaned it on the big {rea before
the inn, and camo up. to the porch,

“Scen Coker, kid?"* called out Potter.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“¥es, He came o my place to sed
my unele, but we thought ke was after
Bunter, and ragged him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!* roared Potter and
Greene,

Potter and Greena evidently saw
somothing  entertaining in  the mis-
npprehension that had lfm& such painful
results for Horace Coker,

“I've called here to see Lancaster,”
added Harry. “Do you know if he's
about ¥

""E_::cs, ho went 1n about ten mmutes

250,
*Thanks!”
The captain of the CGreviriars Remove
entered the inn. Lancaster was not to
be seen there, but the plump, rosy-

cheeked waiter informed the junior that
Mr. Lancaster had gono into the
gorden.

Wharton passed through the inn, into
the long garden that atretched down to
the river at the back.

The garden was large, with many
paths winding among itrees and bushes
and shrubberies. Wharton glanced
round for Lancaster, but did not seo
him. However, as the waiter had said
that he was in the garden, the junier
expected to find him there, and he pro-

ceaded to lock about the paths.
He oame suddenly in szight of
Lanocaster.

The young fellow was leaning against
the trunk of a beoch, hiz hands in his

h ©
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pockets, staring away in the direction
of the river, of which a shining glimpse
could be had through the treea

His honds were thrust deep into his
pockets. Under one arm was ¢
volume of Livy which scemed his in-
soparable companion,

His handsome brow was dark with
thought, his well-cut lips set hard; hia
whole eupression one of gloomy
reflection.

Harry Wharton paused.

Lancaster secemed so wrapt in thought
that he hesitated 1o disturh bhim. HHe
wondered, too, what could have called
?hm: black moodiness to the hendsome
00,

For a minute or two Harry watched
the silent, still figuro leaning on the
beech, uncertain whether to approdch
or not. But as Lancaster did not shir
or look roumd, the junior nppru-ache&
him at last.

Lancaster started suddenly at the
zsound of his footsteps; and spun round
with a blaze of apger in his cf’ﬂﬂ. -

“You here, you focl! I told you nob
to come hers again—" ho broke oub
angrily. Ho checked himself suddenly
na he saw the Greyfriars junior’'s sston-
ished face, and flushed. “0Ohl ¥Youl
Hdorry—] thought it was somecne else.”

In an instant, by magic as it seemed,
tho cloud was gone from the handsome
faco and Lancaster was amiling.

“You, Wharton! My dear kid, I'm
glad to see you! I must have startled
o - He laughed. “Of courze, you

now that I wasa't aware it was_gﬂu, or
I should not have said what I did.”

“That’s &ll right,” said Wharton,
gmiling. “But I hope I'm not disturb-
ing you—-" . _

“Not in the least! T was just think-
ing!” said Lancaster. “Did you come
over to see mel” .

“Yes!” said Harry, “I've a messago
from my uncle, Colonel Wharton.
buzzed over on my bike. Coker—you
remember Coker—"

“h, quite!” smiled Lancaster,

“He's at Wharton Lodge now, with

uncle,” said Harry. “And—eand my
uncle would like to sec you, if you'd
like to run over, suse—" Ho
broke off, hesitating. _

Lancaster regarded him curiously.

“ Anything up?” he asked.

"WJI, ves, in & way,” eaid Harry.
“Y hardly like to tell you, it's so rotien
and ridienlous, but——" ‘

“Go sahead, kid! I shan’t mird,
whatever it is”

“Thers was a burglary at my homo
last night,” said Harry. " Some beastly
thiaf broke into the house—"

TLancaster started a little and a faint
flush came into his face. Hiz handsome
eyes narrowed.

“Home what?” he repeated.

“Bome beastly thief,” said Harry,
* Az it happened, Coker butted in and
the rascal was scared off.”

“That was lucky !

“Ves, rather: and, of course, we'ra
obliged to Coker in a way, silly fathead
ad he 15" said Harry, * But—I hardly
like to tell you, but my uncle thinks
you'd better know——" Ils hesitated
ngain.

Lancaster laughed,

“I think I can guess,” he remarked.
“T could not sleep last night and I went
out for a ramble., I learned later that
Coker waa awake, and that ha followed
me, and fancied all sorts of things.”

“Oh! Yon know, then!”™ execlaimed
Wharton, rather relieved. “Of course,
Coker i3 a frightful ass. But no doubt
you'va noticed that.”

“It rather leaps to the ege doesn’t
1t said Lancaster. ™ Yes, er woko
mo up about three in the morning and
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accused me of bur-
Elurj'. I advised

im to apply to the
palice, "

“Well, even Coker
wouldn't be asa
encugh for that,”
said Harry,
“though he's fool
enough for almest
anything. Ho seems
te  have followed
you part of vour
way and fancied
ot were heading
or Wharton Lodge.
The odd thing 1s,
that there really
was & burglary—a
coincldence, of
course, But 'b:_‘.rkf:l‘.‘
has got it into his
fat head that it was

og—

“What a braint”

“Cloker*s the big-
gest fool at Grey-
frinrs,” said Whap-
ton. “But, of
course, he fancies
this  becauso you
whopped him
yesterday when ho
wis  ragging  mo,

Hlll'- he's pgot the
Wea fixed in  his
silly head. That's

the kind of howli
e o owling

“But Colonel
Wharton does
not——="

“Of course not,™
said Harry quickly.
"My uncle’s iden
15 that you should
coma  over fo the
Lodge and see
Coker in his
presence.  He thinks
that between you you may be ablo to
clear this rot out of Coker's silly head.
1t's all tosh, of course; but Coker can't
be allowed to say such things, or to
think them, if it can be helped.”

“Your uncle is
think#"

“Yee™ said Harry.

“Thon iz this official T

“My dear chap, of course not!™ ex-
claimed Whartont, colouring. "My
unela doesn't doubt you for & momnent,
eny more than I do. He thinks that a
friendly ialk may mmke Coker ses
reason and get the fatheaded idea out
of his head. The sconer he chucks it,
the better, of course.”

“1 understand.™

“It rests with you entirely whether
you come or not,” said Wharton. *But
my uncla would like you to come and
stay to lunch. The idea is to make
Coker see that he's made a fatheaded
mstake. ™

Laneaster nodded, and stood silent
for & moment or two. Ile seemed to be
thinking.

“Your uncle's very kind,” he said at
last. “But I don't think I'll come.
I'm not veory much concerned about
Coker and what he thinks. Let him
I'.. _IF

Eﬁhuftml‘s face fell a litile.

“Coker izn't really & bad chap,” he
gaid. "I suppose you feel rather sore
about it—but Coker can't help being an
a5z, you know. If you'd come—"

“T'd rather not come, really.” The
moody look, for a moment, clouded the
handsome face. “No, I won't come.
Toll youwr uncle I'm obliged for his

N

effect  ** asked Bob Cherry.

a magistrate, T -

OV, |
Frank Nugent held up a pocket mirror, and Coker glared at his reflection In the glass, °f Like the
“* You—you young villains 1** shrieked Coker,

* You're not going

to leave me tke this 1 **

Lkindness; but it's not worth troubling
about.”

“But I'd like you to come very
much,” said Wharton, “if only for
lunch.™

“MNo, I'd rather not,” returned
Lancaster.

Lancaster half-turned away. It was

o hint that the interview was over, and
Harry Wharton, feeling extremely un-
comfortable, undersiood it. He waitad
a moment or two, Lancaster looking
away towards the river.

“Well, all right, then!™ said Harry
at last, awhkwardly. “I say, I'm sorry
this happenad, Lancaster.”

“That's all right; it’s nothing.™

" SBo-long, then!”

*So-long, kid," said Laneaster, with-
out looking at the junior.

Harry Wharton, with a troubled face,
went back to the inn. Laneaster leaned
on the beech again, his brow blacker
than before.

Wharton went through the inn.
Fotter and Greene planecd at him as he
came out of the poreh.

“Coker still at your place,
called out Potter.

“Yes!™ zaid Wharton bricfly,

“Keop him there as long as you onn,”
said Potter.

“ What ™

“Keep him to lunch,” said TPotter,
“and bep him te stay to dinner. Putb
him up for the night, You can have
him as long as you like.”

“And longer!” said Greene.

“Rats!" gaid Wharton.

And he remounted his bioycle and
pedalled away to Wharton Lodge, with
a cloud on his brow.

L:id?u

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Coker Knows !

COLONEL WHARTON tugged a$
C his grizzled moustache and
stareéd at Horace Coker. He
. was standing before the fire in
the library at Wharton Lodge. Coker
of the Fifth sat facing him. There was
& grim and dogged expression on
Horace Coker's rugged face. Whether
Coker was in the right, or whether
Coker was in the wrong, there wea no
doubt that Coker's mind—such =s i
wos—was made up., Argument had no
effeot on Coker; unless 1t was to make
him more obstinate. The colonel
locked annoyed and impatient; but at
the same time he was troubled.
“Absurd ! said Colonel Wharton,
for the fifth or sixth time. “Utterly
absurd ™

“Well, T don'’t think so!” said Coker.
“The question is, whether you can

think at ell!” grunted the colonel. I
am disposed to doubt it.”
Coker's eves gleamed. Ho  was

strongly tempted to tell Colonel Whar-
ton that he regarded him as a silly ass.
That, undoubtedly, was Coker's opinion
of tho bronzed oid soldier. But there
was something about the ecolonel that
restrained Coker from stating that
OIEN10T.

“It's perfoctly elear,” said Coker—
“eloar to me, at lcast! That fellow
Lancaster 1s a ¢rook——"

“Nonsense! From what my nephew
has told me, T understnnd that %.atl-
caster gave you a thrashing zaatnrdu
which vou certainly deserved.
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" MNothing of the sort!™ interrupted
Coker hmﬁf, “We had s scrap; hbut
I'm not a fellow to be licked by a
tailer's dummy ‘ke that shap. We
nover got to & finighe— :

" .ﬂmg that has put this foolish idea
into your unrcflecting head,” said the
colonel tartly.

“That has nothing te do with it. I
tell you, sir, that I went into his room
by mistake, and saw him with & caso of

tools—jolly c{ueer-lﬂaking tools, too. Ha
was frightfully startled. The waiter had
been tellin

us about a Imrginrf at the
bank at Wimford, and I put two and
iwo togoethep——"

< And made five of it.”

“That made me mﬂ.umnus," wont on
C'gker unheeding, * and then, seeing him
sncak ount of the inn m the middla of
the night, I fancied I knew what he was
up to, and followed him. I lost him
at the park wall; but when I came on
to the house there was a burglar heve.
Ain't that clear?™

“Certainly it 13 a strange epincidence,”
said Colonel harton. “But I am
assured that it is nothing more than
that.” .

“That’'s rot 1™ said Coker.

“What 7 hoomed the colonel. ]

"Well, I mean, you're wrong,” said
(oker. "I cnuldn't see the fellow in the
dark, but I'm sure it was Lancaster.
Potter ”nnd Greene don't agres with
me—

“I should imagine not 1”

“ But they agreed that I'd better come
over and ta'k to you about it,® said
Coker. Coker was not really a sus-

picions fellow, or he might have
susproted Whﬁ hiz comrades had agreed
to that. “They thﬂu’ght I'd better not

go to ihe police at Wimford, as thero's
po sotual proof—=~

“Good gad !” exclaimed the colonel,

“1f von should wventure te do
au;pthinﬁ of the kind—"

“1 jolly well wouid, if T could prove
it,” said Coker independently. *DBué
there's no actual! proof, as I said, But
you being a magisrvate, 1 think you
ﬂught to take the matter u ?

“I am taking it up to this extent,”
satd Colonel VWharton. *1 have scend
my nephew to fetch young Lancaster
herea. have no douht that the swhole
matter can be cleared up in a friendly
talk, and your mind disabused of this
ahsurd suspicion of a very fire lad—a
lad, sir, who 15 the son of an old
hrother officer of mine, killed on the
dommeo™

“T don’t know who he i3, said Coker,
“and I jolly well don’t care! I know
I've ot ik right™

“Rubbish I~

“Well, I stick to my idea,” said Coker,
“and I don't believe he will come back
here with your nephew, either. I know
Ie's a crock—that’s a cert—but he strikes
me somehow as a fellow who would not
tell lies if he could help it. ¥ don't
believe he will come here and tell you
a heap of lies unless he's driven to 18"

“T am assurcd that he will retuen with
my nephew, and that he will laugh ot
vour fantastie suspicion ¥ snapped the
colonel,

“Well. we'll jolly well spe,” =aid Coker
ohstinately.

The colonel grunted and paced the
library impatienty. ilis brow was
deeply furrowed. Not for a moment did
he credit Coker's sirange suspicion of
voung Lancaster. But there was a
trouble in his mind Lancaster, na he
knew, had been lefi an orphan abt an
carly age, wher his father fell in the
War. is only relative, sa far as the
colenel knew, was an uncle whe had
gone to the bad, and who was now dead.

aghast.

THE MAGNET

Wihat tho boy migit have gone through
in the ycars sinea the War the colonel
did not know, and he had wondered a
little. e scemned to be well off; yeb
Captain Lancaster, who had had nothing
but his Army pay, could have left him
little. In his uncle’s cars ke might have
fallen into bad associations. ut that
tha lad, with his handsome face and
frank, cheery manners, could ba =&
breaker of the law, was unimaginable,
to Colonel Wharton, at least.

The door of the ]li-brnr? opcned, and
Harry Wharton appesred there. His
face was flushed with rapid riding. He
came alone

Colonel Wharton stopped his pacing,
and fized his eyes on his nephew.

“Where iz Lancaster i* he asked.

“He wouldn't come, uncle,” anawered
Harry.

Tha colonel knitted his brows
Horaee Ceker's lip curled., Coker had
been right again.

“What did I tell vou, sir?” asked
Cokez.

“Bilence 1 rapped the colonel,

“Look here——"

“Hilenca! Why did not Lancaster
come, Harey 1™

“Hea said that Coker could think what
he liked, that he wasn't worth troubling
about,” answered the junior.

“No donbt he would tanke that view,"”
assented the colenel “8till, I wish he
had come, and we might have cleared
up this unpleasant matter.”

*“1I jolly well knew he wounldn’t come,
and said =0!” hooted Coker,

i I']Ia-t'r:.r Wharton gave Coker o grim
o,

“"You silly, cheeky ats——" he began.

"That wili deo.” sawd Colonel Wharton,
*“Coker, as young Lancaster declines to
s2e you here, the matter iz ot an cnd.
Az yon know, 1 am a magistrate—and
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I tell you that you are making a foolish
mistake, and suspecting an hobourable
lad on no remsonable grounds whatever.
1 warn you that you may find yourself
in trouble if you repeat this ridiculous
story clsewhere, I advize you to hold
your tongue™

Grunt trom Coker.

“That is all I have to say,” added
the celonel. “I understand that you
came to this district on a cycling tour.
The sooncr yvou pr on your tour
the better. That 15 all.”

“That isn’t all,” said Coker, coolly,
as ho rose. “1 suppose I couldn’t cxpect
much sense from & country J.P.—"

“What 7" roared the colonel. “You
had better go, Coker. I am under an
obligation to you for hm'm%- prevented
a burglary in my house last night;
otherwise, I would box your cars, sirl
Yon had better go”

And Coker, with a snort of defiance,
wonk. ]

Clolone]l Wharton was left Put‘.lnlg] tho
library, with a grim and knitted brow.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
ui HUP 1! ! HF

m HERE he comes!® grinned Bob

Cherry.
“ Ready 1* murmured Harry
Wharton.

“The readyfulness is terribel”

There was a suppressed chuckle from
five Groyfriars juniovs lurking in cover
in a clump of willows by u fisld-path.

At & little distance a burly figure

appeared in  view, coming dircetly
towards the clump of willows,
Horace Coker had left Wharton

Lodge, and was on his way back to the
Bunch of Grapes. He was quite un-
aware of the fact that the Famous Five
had got ashead of him by a shert eut,
and were waiting in ambush, Ho was
not to become aware of that until he
reached the ambush,

Coker camo striding on, It was close
on lunch-time, and Forace was ready
for his lunch. His lunch, however, was
further off than Coker supposed. Many
things were destined to happen to
Horace beforo lunch.

There was a sudden rugn of fect as
Colior swung on FE“ the clumgm of
willows, Before Horace Coker knew
what was happening he was collared on
all sides, and came down on the ground
with a heavy bump.

“Oh!1” gasped Coker. " What—who—
my hat! You young villains|”

“Hold him 1" chuckled Bob Cherry.

“We'vo got the sillg ass 1"

“Let go!” rogred Coker. * Why, you
checky hittle beasts, I'll jolly well mop
up the whole gang of you! L'Ef%-? Gy

“Hold the Eﬁlj athead 1" sa: ATTY
Wharton,

“¥ou bet "

Horaco Coker was well held, Four
of the famous Co. had a limb cach,
and with his arms and le ﬁgs ed in
& tenacious grasp, cven the burly and
beefy Horaee was powerfess.  He
speawled in the grass, wriggling, and
glared up at Horry Wharton.

“You cheeky young rotter—" gasped
Coker. .

“Cheese it,*” said Harry., *I've pot
somoething to 3ay to vou, Coker] We
couldn’t ﬁnndle vou at my uncle’s house,
g0 we've collared you herel You've got
to stop plaving the gpuddy ox ™

“Leggo ¥ roared Coker, ,

“You eamo along bere on a eyeling
tour,” said Iarry., “Youw've made your-
sclf & genoral nuisance. You pitched
into mo yesterday, and that chap Lan-
caster thrashed vou

“I thrashed him—"

F/

“Wo're fed-up with vou,” continued The cord was securely knoited. Then

Wharton. “What we want to know is
—arg you going on to-day on your
bike "
“No,” roared Coker, “I'm not!”
“Why not?” demanded the ecaptam
of the Remove.
“Because I jolly well don’t choaose !
“You mean that yon're chucking
vour cycling tour because you've got

ﬁ
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a silly idea in your fat head about
voung Lancaster ¥

“I'm going to keep an eye on him, if
rou want to know,” enoried Coker. “1
now jolly well what he is! I'm no
fool I

“* Gammon ¥ said Bob Cherry.

“Tell us an easicr omne,” grinned
Frank Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“] know what I know!” asped
Coker. " As for that old idiot CUelonel

Wharton——"

“That whati”

“That old idiot—" :

“You cheeky fathead!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton, "1 suppose it’s no
good talking to you. Bure you won't
get on your bike and continue your
jolly old tour to-day?”

“1 jolly well won't!"” snorted Caoker.
“I'm going to do as 1 jolly well pleasze!?
And I'll jolly well mop you up——"~

“The mopfolness will be & boot on
tho ather leg, my csteemed Coker,”
chuckled Hurfee Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, we're going to make you
tired of this part of Surrey,” grinned
Dob Cherry. " We zee guite enough of
you akt Grerfriars, old bean, and we
don't want you hanging about in the
hols, It's possible to have too much
Coker.” -

“'The too-muchfulness i1z terrifie!”

“If you don’t leggo——" Dbawled
Coker. ]
*Hold him 1" said Harry. “I've got

the cord here”

Colker, wri%ling like an eel, was
safely held. Harry Wharton Ermcedﬂd
to bend his left IEF'“ the knee, and
wind a cord round his ankle and thigh.

enother length of cord was tied roumd
Coker's wrists, and secured.
“Mow let him go!” said Wharton,

langhing.
Horace Coker was released. Ho
madoe a frantic effort to rise, and

bumped down in the grass again.

*“Like a helping hand " chuckled
Bob.

“I'1l smash you!"” gasped Coker.

“Ha, ha, lm1”

The Famouns Five grasped the burly
IWifth-Former, and dragged him up.
Hoerace Coker atood, stork-like, on one
leg, Ha glared at tho grinning junlors
in almost speechless fury.

“Untiec my leg!” he gurgled.

“My deur man, you're going to hop
home !” chuckled Bob Cherry. “ Hold
him upright. vou men, while I decor-
ato him! )

Coker necded holding,  With only
ana leg to stand on, it was difficult for
him to keep the perpendicular.

Four of the juniors held him, whilo
Bob Cherry extracted several tubes of
colour from a pocket. Evidently the
Famous TFive bad come prepared.
Coker cyed those colour tubes appre-
hensively.

“If—if you dare—" he gasped.

“0Oh, vou young ruffian! You—you
young scoundrel ! Oooooh !™ ;
* Bob squeeczed out colour with =

liberal hand, UCoker's nose was painted
a bright erimson. Blue stripes adorned
his cheeks,  Black circles surrounded
his cyes. Iis large cars were tinted
green,  His forehead and chin were
painted yellow. The decorations fin-
ished, Bob sgueczed the remnanis of
colour in the tubes down the back of
Coker's neck. .
Coker's aspectk by that time was
startling.
“You—you—you—you—-"
Coker helplessly. i
Frank MNugent held up a pocket mir-
ror. Coker glared at his roflection in
the glass. hat he looked like it
would be difficult to sav, unless it was
o Red Indian in @ new coat of war-
paint.
“Like the effect?” asked Bob.
“You—you young villaina}’ gasped
Cokar. i
“Now you can travel,” said Bob
checrily. “Hop it!” : ‘
“You're not going to leave me like
this I" shrieked Coker. :
““Just like that, old bean! You'll
make rather & scnsation at the ion."”

gurgled

“Ha, hs, ha!”

*“Hop it, old mon! You'll hop homa
all right, if you don't get run in as an
escapoed lunatie.”

i ha, hal”

Horace Coker had to hop a3 scon as
the juniors released him,  With one
leg tied up, there was nothing for it
but hopping. Coker hopped.

“Ha, %u, ha!” roared the juniors.

“0Oh, my hat ! gurgled Coker, “0Oh
crumbs! Oh scisgors ! I'll smash you
into little pieces! I—I—Ill—"

*“Hop 1t 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!™ !
Coker's aspect, with hia decorated
countenance as he hopped frantically

on one leg, was excruciating, The
Famous Five velled with laughter,

“(iot going!™ gasped Bob Cherry.

“You'ra giving me a pain, Coker, Ha,
he, ha! Get going, old bean!”

“1 won't!” shricked Coker. “Da
vou think I''!m going back to the inn
like this? T'll smash youl”

“J think yoa aro,” agreed Bob.

“The thinkfulncss s terrific !

“Now, all kick together, and siart
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him )" satd Havry Wharton, wiping his
Cyes,

* Yaroooh |

Coker started.

ader the persuasion of five boots,
not wently applied, he bad no choleo
abour starting.  He started, followed
by a howl of |aughtor.

O denr!” gasped Dob Cherry.
“Cloker will be the death of me yet!”

“Ha, ha, ha !

Tanving the hapless Horace to hop,
Marey Wharton & Co, walked back to
Wharton Lodge to lunch, Coker, in 2
frame of mind t¢ which no known lan-
guage could have done justice, hopped
atid honped.

THE FIFTH EHAPTE_H.
Coler Astonishes the Matives !
convul-

OI'TER  started almost
P atvely.
Greene stared with bulging

eyes.

“What=-what—what 13 10?*" pasped
Totier.

“Lootdoness knows P stutiered Greene.

Potrev and Greene were still adorn-
intg the bench outside the Buneh of
Girapes. They were thinking of lunch.
But afl thoughts of luneh were driven
from thoir minds by the sight of tho
strange, weird figure that came hop-
ping 1owards vhe ino.

They jumped up and stared.

For the moment they did not recog-
mise their great leader, Coker’s near-
est and <dearcst relation would hardly
have recognised him in his war-paint.
Fven his affectionate Aunt Judy would
not have knewn her beloved Horace.

A carter whoe had stopped to water
iz horse at the trough belore the nm
gtared at Coker with storting oves.
I'he rosy-checked wairer starcd from o
window ; tho innkecper stared [rom the
porch., The ostler stared, and rushed
for a pitchfork, Startled and alarned
voices were heard on all sides. Never
hdd there heen such a sensation atb that
litsle wavside inn on the Wheatlicld
Moad,

Coker hopped on

Iia had selected the most solitary
ficld paths on his way back to the mmn.
Caolier, az a rule, rather tiked the lime-
light, but in his present remarkable
state the less attention he attracted, tho
hotter he liked it.  Coker, for once, was
anxious to imitate the modost flower
ihat was born to bluzsh unscen. But he
had to come out into tha open when
e arvived at the inn.

Ha hopped acress the lane, his ruggnd
faee orimseon with fory under ifs coat
ol many colours.

“llere you keep off, whoever you
arel” exclaimed Pottor, mn alarm.

The strange figure was hopping
direeily towards the two Fifth-Formoers
of Greyiriars,

“It's a blessed lunatic? maspoed
Groene, 1 say, let's dodge inte the
inn. Hea may be dangerous.”

“You silly wdiots! bawled Coler.
“Ton’t you know me, vou diominics?
It's me, vou potty clogops !
“[ee-Coker 1Y stuttered (ircone.

“C-e-c-conk-Coker 7 stammord
ter, like a fellow in a dream.

Coker's face was unraecogmaable; hut
hiz voies was familiar,  Also the polite
epitheia he addressed to his chums

Horaee Coker made o lnst exhanztod
hop, and reeled apatnst the table andor
the tree, and panted. He plared at his
¢humng,

“¥ou silly 1diotg—="
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“Coker " gasped Potter. " 0Oh, my
hat!  Coker, i1s—iz—is it really you,
old chap i

" You howling ass!” roared Coker.

“What on carth have you done this
for, Colker?" asked Greene, in amaze-
ment. " ls il & pame?”

“¥ou burbling idiot——"

“People’ll  think yeu're potty
gasped Potter. “Blessed if 1 don't
think you must bo! What did vou do
it for "
~ The ostler cane r}-nt:i_ngh round the
inn with g pitchfork in s hands.

“Where's that loony !"" he exclaimed.
“0Oh, "ere he 15! Now, vou blessed
Innatie, you get out of this #

U Keep him off 1" shrieked Coker.

“Ha, hn, hal!

“Keep that idiot off, you dummics!
Keep that pitchfork away ! shrieked
Coker.

Potter and Greene hastily interposed.

“It's all mght, my man!'' gasped
Potter. * All right—it’s only Coker—
it's a joke of some sort—""

“Looks like a blinking loony 1" said
the paiier, eyeing Coker suspiciously.

“Ieep him off " roaved Uoker.

“CAlL serene, old man!™ Potter
waved the ostler away. “You can’t be
sucprized at people taking you for a
Ienatic, Coker, when you pet yourself
np hke this! What did you do 1t for?

Coker raved.

“You fathead! You dummy! You
idiot ! You chump! Do vou think L
did 16? It was those cheeky fags—they
collared me——""

“Ha, ha, ha

“Ts there anything to laugh at, you
dummics®’ howled Coker. “ Will vou
got me loose? I've hopped nearly half
a mitle on one ]:e%---—-”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked Potter and

|*
L]

Greene. :
“You—you—you cackling chumps!
Will you ged me logze?” roved Coker,

“I'H jolly well punelr yvour heads as
saon as I get my hands locse! Let me
lovze at once, you chortling chumps !

“Ob dear iV gaszped Doiter,

“ Untie that cord!” reared Coker.
"“"Do yvou want to Keep me hke this all
day? Geb o move on, you idiots 1"

Potter and Creene, almost doubled
up  with  merriment, procceded to
fumble with the cord on Coker's wrists.
Dt the knots were well ticd, and Coker
wns impatient. While his  friends
fumbled with the knots Coker told them
what he thought of them.

By this time the wvarious spectators
had learned that Coker was not o
wandering lunatie, but the vicfim of o
practieal joke.  Alarm gave place to
merriment, There were prinning faces
round Coker, and grinning faces at the
windows of the inn.

Coker waz not in a merry moad. He
could seo nothing whatever to laugh at.
But he was the only person present who
was not amuzed. FPotter and Greene
were lauvghing too much to deal effoet-
ually with knots that had been tied
with all the skill of a Boy Scout. Coker
vavod at them in vain,

“Will you get me loose, you
dummies ¥ Will you get mo loose, rou
silly fatheads?"

“{h dear! Ha, ha! These knots are
jolly  tight ! purgled Poticr. “0Oh
dear! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Haven" vou gol o pockot-knife, you
Lbenighted idiot ?™

“h, all right I

George Potter sorled out a pocket-
kaife and opened i He began to jab
at the cord on Coker's brawny wrists

“Be guick "' yelled Coker. Coker
was guite tired of being the centro of
a yelling circle.

THE MAGNET

Polter jabbed mora hurriedly. There
was g fiendish yell from Coker.

“Ow! Ow! Wowl"

“What's the matter—="'

“1 didn’t tell you to carve ma like a
turkey, you fathead I" shricked Coker.
:'Kuep that knife away, you dangerous
ot M
_ “"Lock here, how can I cut the cord
1f I keep the knife away?” demanded
Potter. “ DBe reasonable,’

“You silly chump! Vou silly fat-
head!  Cut tihat cord! Quick |
Yaroooop! If you eut me again Il
smazh you !

Coker wriggled frantically.

“ Botter keop still,” said Potter, “If
you wriggle lke that you may get
cut—-""

*“ Yarooooh i

“There! I told.you so!”

“0Oh, you fathead ! Oh. you dummy!
Oh, you ass ! gasped Coker.

Thoe cord was cut at last. Coker's
hands were free. The first thing he did
with his hands was te clench them into
2 pair of leg of mutton fista. Potler
and Greene backed away hastily,

“You silly chumps? hissed Coker,
“T'll jelly well punch vour silly heads!
I'll jelly well Yaroocop !'

Coker had forgetten, for the momont,
that his leg was still tied. He made a
jump after Potter and Greene, rolled
over, and sprawied on his back with his
free leg sawing the air.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Ow! Oh erumbs! Gimme that
pocket-knife, you fathead !™ roarcd
Coker,

trotter tossed the kmife to Coker and
prudenty recred into the inn. Greene
prudently followed him. Coker's chums
felt rnat it would be only wise to give
him a little time to cool down.

Coker zawed at the cord on hiz leg,
and waz free at last. He serambled 1o
hiz feet, panting. He gave a glare—a
many-coloured glare—round at a circlo
of grinning inces, and stamped into tho
inn.  He stamiped up the staircase to
his roaom. What Coker needed most just
then was & wash; and he was in o
hurry to get one. Co the upper landing
he passed Lancaster coming away from
his room. Lancaster started, and stared
at hinn.

“What the thump——" he cjaculated.

Colier gave him a glare. and rushed
past him, leaving Richard Lancaster
fzughing. From the door of his room
Coker glared round again.

“You cackling rotter 1™ he hooted.

“TIa, ha, he!™ roared Lancastor.
“What the thump's this game? You
look a pretty pictural™

“¥ou rheeky tord !
roarcd Coker

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lancaster went down the stairs laugh-
ing. Coker stamped into his room and
roared for hot water. He needed hot
water, and plenty of it; and a scrub-
bing-brush and lots of soap. A grinning
waiter brought him -hot water, and
Coker gave him a ferocious glare by
way of thanks. Then he slammed his
door and started washing.

Coker was o long tune washing, His
face was crimson with scrubbing when
ho came down, at last, to lunch. His
cjircs linted under knitted brows. Mo
glared at DPotber and Greene, scarching
their facea for a =zmule.  Potter and
Greene, with alinost superhuman effores,
contrived not to smile  Smiling, at such
a moment, would have been dangerous.
But they were glad when lunch was
over anc ti‘m&r con'el escape from Hﬂwﬂﬁ
Cokur's glinting eye. Then they smiled
wJoudly,

I'll emash you !’
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Bunter!

i UCK up, Bunter!”
‘B “I'm tired !
“Get a move on, Fatty 1™

“1 tell vou I'm tired [

“Like us to carry you?” asked
Johnny Bull sarcastically,
“BGF'I.ﬁt .!!I

"‘”.l‘hmk of ten!™ said Bob Cherry.
; ".:.-:::‘r-: going to have tea when we got
in
“Blow leal™

Billy Bunter came to a halt. Evidently
the Owl of the Remiove was tired when
the meniion of tea
failed to spur him on.

The Fameous Five
halted  alsa,  Harry
Wharton looked re-
signed; Johnny Buil
snorted ; the other fel-
lows grinned.  Billy
Bunter's ecompany at
Wharton Iodge did
not add-a ot to the
happiness and comfort
of the Baster holiday
party.

Before Bunfer started
on a walk he had ng
donbt  that he could
walk any other mem-
ber of the party off his
legs. After a mile or
sa, however, the matter
was rathcr different,
A mile was enough for
Bunter, Aftor nat,

he crawled like a tired
snail.

The Famous Five
had enjoyed a ramble
among  the  scented
woods, rich in  the
greem of @  sunmy
spring, ihat  bright
April afternoon. ut

the ramble had slowed
down to & halt. Billy Bunter was tired,
and when Billy Bunter was tired, that
was the only thing to be considercd of
all the many things that were going on
an the wide universe.

“Well, are we standing round here to
watch Bunter puffing and blowing ' in-
quired Johnny Bull.  “What did the
fat idiot start for, if he can't walk?™

“The dear man rathe: over-loaded
at lunch,” remarked Bob Cherry. *He

never does remember the Plimsoll line.

You'd feel a bit fagpged
carrying Dunter's lunch 1

“Ha, ha, ha "

“1 say, you fellows, let's have a rest.”
said Bunter. “Lot’s sit down for half
an hour—-""

“Like a lot of fowls!” said Johnny
Bull, with a soct.

“Well, I'm not going on!” hooted
Bunter.

“Oh, buck up!” said Harry.

“Bhan't 1"

“¥You fat ass(”

“If that’s the way you talk to a puest,
Wharton, I can’t say much for your
mznners,” grunted Bunter.

“Well, you're such a jolly peeuliar
guest, old [at man,” said the captain of
the Remove. I think Job would have
Tﬂ;'ﬂt B bit impatient, if you'd stayed with
1T,

“ Beaat [

“Well, look here, you take a rest, and
wo'll come back this way,” said Frank
Nugent.

“If wou rotters are going to walk
away and leave moe—"

“My esteemed idiotic Bunter——"

“Let's rest for half an hour, and then
go straight back,” suggested Bunter.

if you wers
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“That will get us back in time for tea.
I don't seo that you neced to bother
about anything eclse.”

“What about up-ending him, and roll-
ing him along like a barrvel?” asked Bob

herry,

“Yaht”

“Look here, we're only ten minutes’
walk from the Buoch of Grapes,” said
Harry. * We'll drop you there, Bunter,
and call for yon coming back. You ean
have a ginger-pop while vou're resting.”

Billy Bunter brightened for o moment
at the mention of ginger-pop. But
ho shook his head.

“I'm going to rest here,” he said,
“You might hove bronght a botile of
ginger-pop with you, Wharton. I sup-
pose you didn't?

“ Never thought of it, old fat bean™

“You wouldn't ! said Bunter bitterly.
“1 can tell you that when I have guests
Etﬁﬁ;}:uter Court, T don’t treat them like

18,

“1 suppose you don't want to kick
him, Wharton,” remarked Johnny Bull
i’-!’lkmlght:‘ully. “But I'll kick him, if you
i E.”

“The kickfulness is the proper caper,”
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Let's go on,” said Harry. 7 We'll
come back this way.”

"Let's ™ sald Nugent.

And the juniors got on, by the leafy
sath through Wimford Wood,  Billy

unter blinked after them through his
big spectaclezs indignantly. It was just
likg those beasts to leave him on his
own.

“T say., vou fellows!” shouted Bunter.

Four of the Co. walked on unheceding;
but Harry Wharton turned his head,

T:iu[_r'.l:Pﬂ !
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** Ha, ha, ha | ™ roared Lancaster. ** What’s the giddy game, Coker ? You look a pretty pleiurs,”

“* You cackling rotter I ** hooted Coker. **I"l—1'll smash you !’

Peculiar guest as he was, Dunter was a
guest at Wharton Lodge.
“What is it, Fatty? enlled out Harry.
"“GFot any tolfee™
“MNo, ass!”

“ Beast !
Harry Wharton Iaug!md, and ran
after lns friends. They disappeared in a

few moments from DBunter's indignant
pazoe.

“Beasts 1" gprunied Bunter,

Ho looked round for a comforbable
spot to rest. It was 4 warm and sunny
afternoon, and Bunter's fat face was be-
dewed with perspiration. Bright sun-
rays Elcam and glinted through the
branches, and Bunter blinked round for
@ shady spot. He found a cosy bed of
turf, screcned by thick bushes, and
gtretehod himself there with a zatisfied
grunt.

It was very pleasant to rest his fat
limbs on the soft grass. All Bunter
necded to complete his happiness was a
large supply of toffee. Bul those beasts,
of course, had never given a thought fo
what Buntor might want. A bottle of
ginger-pop  would have been gratefuol
and comforting; but those heasts, of
course, had not thought of that, cither.

Still, it was very pleasant to rest in
the shade, end Bunter would probably
have fallen asleep, and forgotten the
selfishness of & selfish world, but for &
sound of footsteps that came along tho
path about & quarter of an hour after
the juniors h-::\n&1 gone.

The footsteps turned from the path
into the wood end stopped. Billy
Bunter blinked round. He was closely
screcticd by the bushes; but through the
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openings of the green twigs he saw thas
a man had stopped under & big oak-tree
at a little distance. He was a small
man, with sandy bawr and ferrciy eyes,
in dmgy tweeds, with a bowler hat.
Billy Bunrer started as he recognised
the man. He had seen that ferret-eyed
man before, when the Greyfriars fellows
had eome on him lurking in the park at
Wharton Lodge.

The man stood there, under the oak,
and lighted a cigarette. He scowled as
he smoked. Apparcntly he was waitin
for someone to join him in the wood.
Billy Bunter remained wvery still. The
ferret-eyed man did wot look s pleasant
customer to meet in a lonely wood, and
the Greyfriars fellows were far away by

i ume.

Ten more minuteés passcd, and then
there was again & sound of footsteps. A
rather tall, gracelul form passed the
clump of bushes that hid Bunter, and
jui]:md the ferret-eyed man uwoder the
oak.

Billy Bunter's httle roond eyes opened
wide behind his big, rvound spectacles.
It was Lancaster, the handsome fellow
who was stayuig ut the Dunch of Grapes,
who had arrived,

The ferret-eyed man greeted him in a
surly tose.

**Jh, you're ‘ere, Dick ™

“I'm here, Weasel.”

Bunter sat up. .

According to Herace Coker’'s amazing
statement, Dick Lancaster, the hand-
some, mristoeratic-lonking orpban son of
an officer who had fallen in Flanders,
was a “erook ¥; and Coker, at least, be-
lieved that it was Lancaster who had at-
tempted the robbery at Wharton Lodge
the night before. Bunter had heeded
Coker’s siatewont as bittle as the other
fellows. But now he was startled.

Lancaster evidently knew this ras
cally-looking fellow, and was mecting
him secretly in the wood, 2t a distance
from the inn where he was staying.
Bunter eould not help wondering what
it meant. The Ffellow ecalled him
“Dick ”; which indicated that they were
on intimate terms. And he called the
ferret-eyed man by a nicknameo. Billy
Bunter's besotting sin was imquisitive-
ness, and he felt more inquisitive than
evor in his for hio before as he blinked
st the two through the Interstices of the
bushea.

“1 been han
surly voice o
“¥You says 1 ain’t to come u
inn, and I don’t see why not, Dick.”

:I'le 1!?‘

Lancaster’s tone was sharp. Bunter
could see that his brow wns knitted and
clouded. Dick Lancaster did not seemn
to be in & good temper. He had looked
like a fellow without a care in the world
when he had come to tea at Wharton
Lodge with the juniors the previous
day, Now he looked as if all the cares
in the world had descended on his young
shoulders.

“Loock ‘ere, Dick——" growled the
Weasel.

“1 tell you, we cannot be too ecareful,”
muttercd Lancaster. “That fool who is
am{mg at the inn—an idiot, named

in{g‘,‘h about,"” went on the
¢ lerret-eyed mﬂln‘
to the

Coker—has—"
He Wwoke off suddenly. He spun
round, and stared towards the bushes

that hid Bunter.

Bunter was not conscious of having
made a sound. DPut the ears of the boy
who had Deen trained among crooks
woere as sharp as & wolf’s. The look on
his [ace, as he stared towards the bush,
startled Bunter, and the fat Owl felt &
thrill of fear.

“What's np? What's got you, Digk?”?
muttered tha Weasel,

Tue Magrer Lmeany.—Nn. 1.210.
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breathed Lan-

CHowmedne is  hers,™
cester. 1 beard—"

“Only & blosming rabbit.”

“ Fool I

Lancaster strode directly towarda the
bush. Discovery was now certain, and
Bunter started up with a squeak of
alarm,

“I—I =ay, 11 ain’t here 1" he gasped.
“I—1 mean, I—1 was fast asleep! I—1
never taw you fellows——"

Lancaster, with glinting cyes, %msﬁﬂd
the fat junior by the shoulder. With &

strength that lew would have guessed (O

dwelt in his slim, elegant [rame, he
jerked him out.

ﬂ;q}w " gasped DBunter. “Leggo!
i
“Struth!” exclaimed the Weasel.
He made & stride at Bunter, his little
ferroty  eyes ablaze. Billy Bunter
blinked at him in terror, and dodged
round Lancaster.
“Ow! Keep him off ¥ he wvelled.
"Ynil spying littlo ‘ound | hissed the
ensel,

Lancaster, for & second, had seemed
as enraged as the Weasel by the dis-
covaery of the Owl of the Remove. Bat
be rocovered his composure instantly.
The black look ssed from his face,
and was replaced by a emile. He made
B sign to the Weasel, and the ruffien
backed nway, though atill scowling and
watching Bunter with a savage eye,

“Hallo, kid!” said Lapcaster. *“You

startled me! What the thump were you
dmlg thera§”
“Ow ¥ gasped Bunter, “J—I was sit-

ting down to rest—oh dear! Eeep that
beast offl } waesn't doing eny harm.
Keep him off ¥

“The man won't hurt you, kid,” said
Lancaster reassuringly.” “Don't be
alarmed. He's quite an honest fellow,
and he’s come to sce me about a job
%‘rm trying to get for him. Don't mind

tm ™

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

The Weasel was quick to take his cue
from his master. . With an effort, he
cleared tha brutal scowl from his ili-
favoured face,

,“It's all right, sir,” soid the Weasel
eivilly.  "“Don't you bo nfraid of me,
gir! You made a cove jump, sir, turn-
ing up 0 sudden. I don’t mind you
‘earing what I got to say to Mr. Lan-
caster, sir! I'm looking for a job, sir,
and Mr. Lancaster is going to ‘elp me,
seeing as I was hig unelo’s sorvant, gir.”

“0Oh!"” gasped Bunter.

He blinked from one to the other.
The explanation was plausible enough,
though even the obtuse Owl wondered a
little why they should take the trouble
to explain to him. And he could not
forget the fierce look that had fashed
over Lancaster’s face when he first dis-

covered him.

"It—it’s  all right,” stammered
Dunter. “I—T think 1-I'll go and
look for my friends. I know the way
they'vo pone.”

“I'l walk with you
said Lancaster. “I came out for a
walk.” He glanced carelessly at the
Weasel. “T'll see you later, my man]
No hurry, I suppose 1™

" None at all, sir ! said the Weasel,

Billy Bunter rolled to the footpath,
and Lancaster walked with him. The
fat junior was guite reassured now.
Lancaster chatted pleasantly as they
walked up the footpath towards the inm,
He explained cheerily that the Weasal
was an old servant of his uncle’s, who
was out of work, and had come down to
E?H him ﬁnd bother him about getting

m a job.

Heo added laughingly that he did not
want such a down-at-hecl fellow calling

& little way, kid,™

on him at the inn where he was stay-
mg. After which the conversation was
supplied by Bunter, In great quantities,
and Diek Lancaster had the pleasure of
hearing all about Bunter Court, and the
glories thereof.

At the end of the footpath, on the
Wheatfield Road, he left Bunter, and
the fat junior relled on, feeling very
pleased with himsell and with L
ter. That astute young gentleman had
listened to Bunter’s fatuous talk with o
polite interest that Harry Wharton &
showed., Lancaster stood
looking after him for a few moments,
with a .miling face; but when ho
turned back inte the wood his brow was
black,

0. never

—————

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Breaker of the Law]

HE Weusel was atill standin

under the oak in Wiminrﬁ

Wood, smoking cigarettes, with

a scowling face, when Dick Lan-

caster rejoined him. He eyed the son

of “Handsome Lancaster,” of the Loam-

shire Reguncnt. apprehensively as he

eamae up, Doy es Lancaster was, the

rufian  evidently regarded him with

something like fear.  Lancaster's eyes
glinted at the uneasy, stubbly face.

“¥Youn bungling fool!" ha said in a

low voice. “If I had not discovered
that fat fool, he would have heard
everything 1"

“Ne ‘arm done, Dick ! muttered the
Weszel.

“No; as I found him in time. He
must have been there when you came.
But never mund that!” spid Lancaster
abruptly. “The few words he heard
meant pothing to him.” He dismissed
Bunter with a gesture of contempt,
“The fat fool hasn't the brains of a
rabbit, fortunately. If it had been one
of the others—" He broke off.
“Look here, Weasel! The game's up
here. You're to get out st once—and
I shall clear in a dax or two.”

The Weasel stared at him.

“¥ou ain't trying it on at Wharton
Lodge agin, Dick 1™

“Neo ! snapped Lancaster.

“Thera’s the other crib we've marked
out—General Sankey's place——*

“I tell you the ganw's up here I said
Lancaster. “All we've got to do now is
to flit. You dizappear at once: but I
shall st:hy on & few days, not to excite
remark.

“1 don't ses it I muttered the Weasel
uneasily but obstinately. “Therc's
something you ain't told me, Dick. You
ain’t been the same the last few days.
It ain't like you to run from a little
risk. You ain’t been the same since you
got in with them schoolboys,”

Lancaster TWB him a sudden, sharp,
searching look.

“You're not such a fool as you look,
Weasel,” be asaid. T eup you
wouldn't understand that meeting thoso

fellows, and being trusted by them,
would make me feel-—-" He broke off
agoin,
_ “"Wot do you mean, Dick?" grunted
the Weasel,

“Nothing. Let it pass. But I tell

_L}p here. There's sus-
picion already. You've seen that fool
at the inn—a fellow called Coker. Well,
that fool, by sheer chance, by shecr
stupidity, in faet, has found out more
than the heencst detectives at Scotland
Yard bave ever buen able to find out.
He knows who oracked the erib st
Wharton Lodge last nmight. It was he
who interrupted me.”
{Continued an page 12.)

you the game’s



:‘_ OLD REF > BATTLES OFF MORE ANSWERS TO READERS.

N Saturdey, April 25th, there is the Lig climax to the foot.

ball season—ths Cup Final at Wembley, The players of
two clubs playing next door to each
- n;;l] We_gt- hI:EIume::h Mhinn——gWg for that
great struggle. Is have a lot of interesting things to tell
¥ou about those two teams in my notes next week : and 89,
roeantime. I can work off replies to some Final-tie queries which
have reached me, and which may prove of general interest.

This season's Final is to be beiween a First Division and a
Second Division c¢lub, Thus thers is a chance of the v
ﬁ;i}:xg to a club outside the First Divieion. I am saked w

that ha . Ths amswer iz in 1912 when Barnslay
staggered the football world by winning the . By a
strange coincidence West Bromwich Alkion-—at the time in the
First Division—wers the side beaten by Barmsley, Wouldn't
it be funny if West Browwich were the next Becond Division
gide to win the Cup 1

On three oceasions since the War o Second Division side has
been in the Final tie—Huddersfield Town in 1920, Wolver-
hampton Wanderers in 1021, and West Ham United in 1023,
On each of those occasions the Becond Division side was beaten,
of course, and it iz also a fact that although three sides {rom the

Becond League have had their Cup Final not one of
them has sucoeeded in scorin g & goal in the last m&r@gﬂﬂ&
1

g :ay of heaping up the coincidences, it may

Gfter being bealen in the Final #e of 1920
Huddersfiold Towun wvon promotion to the First
Divirion, and that IWest Hem Uniled did the ssane
tfter being beaien in the Finol of 19022, Awd West
Browuoich Albien hove been servionsly

in the promotion siruggle for meng months.

NOTHER guestion which reaches me is whether a

Third Division pide heas ever won the Cap ! Literally,

the soswer to that question is in the tive, 1

should sxplain, however, that in Iﬂln’l'tg:tbmhnm

Hotspur won the Cup when they were members of the Southern

Leagus. Technieally speaking, that Southern League could then

have been as the Thard Division, but it wae oot known

anﬁﬁ,mdthutmmﬁvﬁumnﬂromhmmnﬁer
AT,

With the foothall eeason rapidly approaching its end, these
are anxions days for many of the i ﬂnm Thn‘yi
ﬂfmthﬂw' some of thern, what will be their fate at the en

SCABOL.

Will they be sigwed s agsin wifl they, in
mlwhw,gd"ﬂuﬂ::kﬁr

E are sometimes apt to think of professional footballets
with the big teams as mem whose positions
aro pecure, ‘This is true zo far se the top-vpoichers
of the are concerned, Those who bave

regulazly with the first elevens of the clubs with which
they re-si ukside notchers—t
m—thuzﬁm,ﬂm.mud nyers whose fate
in the balance, They may be out of & job after the fret Batnrday
in May—not signed on and po wages coming in. Let us not
forget these players when the end of the season comes,
The Footbsll ‘E;l;gtu‘ Union has been thinking about these
r# recently, and has appealed to the clubs to treat them as
as they poesibly ean.,

[amous

I bave a reader who aske ma if this ia possibie and that if it
is & practice. In a way I am Borry to have to say that it is.
The footballer can ba teold, at the end of a season, that his
eerviops are no longer required bi.\.: riicular club, but that
club can also put & transfer-fes on hi ﬁul. which must be paid
by some othor club before this particular player can be signed.

tion now made by the Players' Union s that

player whose services are no longer required by a

club should be given & free transfer, There seema to

be justics in this demand, but this guestion, like moat

other questions, has twio sides, It is undoubledly a fact, for

instance, that some players do not like to be given a free
{ransfer.

HE su
any

They have o feeling thol if no sort of price &= pui
wpon thoir heads, thon managers in general woill ged
the dden that they ore no ul olf.

Agoin, if a ploper 4a & free tremsfer, i is
perfoctly abvipus thot he com't hooe sy share in o
Foe when he is signed on by emcther ciul.

In this matter of signing on, the players could often do more

tﬂéﬁlp themaolves.

uppose that there ia a player not signed on at the end of &
nsmgh and for whom his c:lll.:?: is msking & five hundred pounds
transfer feo * That player finds & club willing to sign him on,
but the new club is not preparsd to pay the five hundred pounds
transfer fee, If the player will then go to the Im.gmﬁu.m-
ment Committes, Le the facts, malke it ;:h.m that it is
the transfer fee which is preventing him joi & new
club, the M Committes are ve mdiig ATTATZS
matters. In r words, it is not the wish of the %
Committes that any player should remnin out of a j;ﬁ and,
hhﬁh:tﬁ& without summer wages, because of the fee which in
|

N any event, it iz inevitable that there will be a fair number
of footballers out of & job when this season ends. The
clubs generally have & thin time Snansially

., and there
AYe IARY and directors who are at their wite'
end to know whesnos t.
cireumstances it s

summer wages a™e coming, In theee
will be cut down to the lowest possible minimpm,

natural t the summer wages bill
That la why I compheosisc thel woe can be sorvy
wbout this time, for the plegers swhe have not had

s very swectsaful soason. Thelr worries sboud
the fulure are gy,

Duaring the season we have dealt, in this feature, with many
mmﬁuppmin@mtha football field. A correspondent draws
my & to an 1muosual event which happened recently
in & Becond DMvision match betwesn Burnley and Harnsley.
There was an exciting stroggle for the ball between the B
goalkeeper and & Barnsley forward. In the course of it the
crashed agninst the goalpost, mapping it, and bringing
own the whols structure, net and all, t the same time the
il travelled over the line,

The referes, quite i v in my view, awarded a as the
ball went over line the goal structure crashad,
It was within his diroretion to do this, It was an inoi nob

i for in the rules, though the rules do provide [or ths
cross-bar being displaced in the course of & gams,

.13 ﬂLn m*l}
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COKER'S DESPERATE VENTURE §

(Continued from page 10.)

The Weoasel clonched his hands.

“But be don't know, Dick; he cen's
know——>"

“He thinks he docs. Whartion and
his friends lawgh at the suspicion.
Colonal Wharton thinks him an utter
fooll The cclonel asked me to meet the
fellow ot his ﬁlﬁlﬂﬂ to-day in order to
clear the foolish [aney out of his mind,”
said Lancaster, with s bitter smile.

“And you went, Dick "

i Nn l”‘
“And why didn't you?” demanded the
Weoasel, “You could 'ave pullﬂd the

wool over his eyes, if vou'd liked, You
can get round anybody.”

; Lancaster was silent for a moment or
wﬂ‘l

“¥ou wouldn't understand, Weasel.
I'm what I am—whas my poor uncle
and circumstances made me. I'm not
kiﬂkiﬂg& There's no hope for me, except
in going on as I've started. But—l1
wuﬁin’t face my father's old friend and
tell him lies! 1 counldn't ™

“Btruth! You couldn’ tell him the
truth, Dick!” said the Weasel, with a
huskq* chuckle,

“"MNo. And so I kept nwaz”

“It's risky, Dick! Ho'll wonder why
you didn't go; and mebbe he'll begin to
get suspicious—-"*

“I had to risk that!” said Lancnster
gbruptly. *“It's no good talking,
Weasel. The gome's up here, and we're
done with this part of the country.
You'll get to Wimford, and take the
first train back to Londen.” ;

“That job at Sankey Grange is as
casy as pie. I've got it all mapped out
for you, Dick—"

“I tell you I'm done with it here!
That's enough for you, Wensel! 1
mean what 1 sey.”

“That feller, Coker. you eall him,
could be put where he couldn't open his

silly mouth, Dick!” muttered the
Weaszel,
Lancaster startod.

“You dog! If you lay a fingor on
himp—* f?g bmnth}ed, g 2

“Well, I den't get you!" growled
the Wensel, * All very well ta talk to
me about the game being up ‘ere; but
you ain't told me all, Dick, Therc's
something else. You're weakening.”

“That will do, Weasel I said Lancas-
ter curtly. “¥You'll take your orders,
and earry them out.”™

The YWease! eyed him sullenly, sus-
piciously, He was conscious of sgome
subtle change that had come over the
boy crook, & change that he could not
understand, but which he knew was
thera.

“You can give me orders, Dick ™ he
growled at last. “ But thore's othera
you got to consider. There's Blimy
Eugden-—-—”

“8limy must mako the best of it"
said Lancaster. “I tell you I've mado
up my mind. Nothing more in this dis-
trict. Now clear off, Weasel. These
Greyfriars fellows may come back this
way, and I don't want them to run into
you, I've got appearances to keep up”

The Weasel gave hiin a long, sharp,
suspieioua stare, nodded, and turned
BWOY. He disappesred through the
wood, leaving Lancastor alone.

Lancaster leaned on the oak, his brow
black and moody.

The Weasel's sharp eyes had scen the
change in the gentleman erook, and he
was keenly conscious of it himself,
Somehow, hardly knew how, contact
with the f{rank, cheery, Greyfriars
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jonlors hed wrought that change. It
waa their eheery trust in him that hurt
him most, bitterly as he knew how un-
worthy he was of trust. Thoy had taken
him at fsce value, with never a sus-
picion. They had laughed st Coker's
suspicions. Yet every one of them had
ten times the braina of Horace Coker.
A fool had blundered on the truth that
was hidden [rom all other eyes. Lan-
caster couid have lound it in his heart
to wizh that Harry Wharton & Co. knew
himn as Coker fancied he knew him, in
his true colours.

Crime had not weighed heavily on hr
conscience hitherto. He had  bee
troined to it by the wretched man m
whose handa he bad fallen at an early
age: and all other ways were closed, or
socemed to be closed, to him, N’::!w,
almost for the first time in his strange
lite, he realised that he had a con-
science, and that it was troubling him.

Long he stood there under tho tree,
black and bitter thoughts chasing one
another through his tormented mind.

He stirred ot last, and slowly took his
woy back to the inn. The Weasel was
gone; by that time the train was bear-
ing the ferret-cyed man back to the
distant City. It was a relief to know
that ho was gone. Crime, and the
shadow of crime, could be dismissed
from mind for a few peacecful days, in
the quiet countryside,

Caker & Co, were loafing on the bench
outside the Bunch of Grapes when Lan-
caster arrived there. Potter and
Greene gave him cheery smiles. Coker
gave him a grim and suspwious glare.

Unheeding the Greyfriare szeniors,
Lancaster passed into the inn. Coker's
glare followed him till he disappeared.

Then Coker snorted.

“That cheeky rotter——"" zaid Coker.

“What's up now?” yawned Greene.

" Taking no notice of a fellow, as if a
fellow didn't know what gort of a rotter
he was!*’ gi‘]:::-wlﬂd Coker. “Let him
wait a bit, that's all |*

Potter elosed one oye at Greene—the

¢ye that was farthest from Coleer.
Greene smiled into a glass of ginger-
pop.
“Just let him waoit a bit!” repeated
Coker. * He can fool that old ass, and
those young asses—and you silly
dummics! He ecarn’t fool me! I know
him ! Coker glared at his chums
“What are you grinning at, Greene "

“Wa-was I grinning 1"

“You wore, vou idiot! Bo were vou,
Potter] You fellows think I'm on a
false scent !’ said Coker accusingly.

“Um !" satd Potter.

“H'm " said Greene.

"Well, you'll see,” said Coker, *and
he will seal T shall see! Wea shall jolly
well all see—to-night 1" '

“YWhat are we going to sce to-night 1
asked Potter. “There’ll be a moon, the
waiter says. What are we going {o sco
by the light of the mopn #

“T'lIl tell you that later! Least said
sgoonest  mended,"” answered Coker
mysteriously. “Can't be teo careful in
dealing with a crook; and vou fellows
know what fools you are!”

“{h, my hat | sawd Potter. % You—
vou put it so well, Coker! 8o tactfully,
tool Your Aunt Judy must have heen
awfully ecarcful about your manners,
Coker, when you were a nipper.”

“Trightfully " agreed Greene.,

"“To-night,”” satd Coker, " we shal] sce
what we shall gsen]l That's enough for
tho present.™

To which Potter and Grecne heartily
assented. Less than that from Coker
would hava been enough.

Something, apparently, was "on ™ for
that night; some masterly strategy on

THE MAGNET

the part of Horace Coker. Possibly
Coker expected eager questioning on the
subject. But he did not get any. If
Potter and Greens wonderced what it
wes, they did not express any curicsity.
S0 1t waa loft at that; and that night,
according to Coker, they were going to
sce what they would sea{

While Coker was giving so much
thought to Lancaster, that youth was
giving little enoogh 1o Coker. He had,
ndeed, fﬂrgcrtmn Coker's existence, im-
portant as it was.

In his room above, Lancaster paced
to and fro with a knitted brow, haunted
hg black thoughts; black and bitter
thoughts that had risen from the
repentance, or half-repentance, of a
breaker of the law. Faces haunted his
mind-—the ferrety, suspicious face of the
Weasel—a fat and greasy face which was
that of Blimy Bugden, “fence® and
monoylender; other faces, dark and
cunning end wolfish in looks—facos of
men among whom his lot had been
cast. And with those mingled ths cheery
faces of Harry Wharton & Co. of Grey-
friars, so strangely different, looking aa
if they belonged to another world.
Those golden hours of a spring after-
noon were dark and bitter to the breaker
of the law.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Ginger-Pop for Coker !

o SAY you fellows!”
*“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Jolly old
Bunter !"*
“The Bunterfulnesa iz terrifio
and superfluous 1*

Harry Wharton & Co. had not ex-
pected to sea Billy Bunter n%lain till they
came back through the wood. Once the
fat Owl was sitting down they had not
supposed that he would move in a hurry.
But here he was, rolling along Wheat-
ficld Lanc. fat and erimson and per-
‘:‘.];!‘111'ir|g!;I The juniors had turned hack
from their walk, intending to head for
Wharton Lodge and tea, when the Owl
of the Remove appeared in the offing.

“So you found you could move after
all, old fat man !'’ said Bob Cherry, 1
suppose you realised how we must be
vearning for your company.”

“"The yearnfulness was preposterous,
my esteemed Bunter.'

“1I say, you fellows, we're not far from
the Bunch of Grapes!” eaid Bunter,
*You remember we had some ginger-
hear there yesterday 7"

“What about that, Fatly t7

“Well, it was jolly goed ginger-beer,”
said Bunter. "My idea is to stop there
snd have some more, Then I shall feel
up to wolking home to tea.”

“Might as well,” said Frank Nugent.
“I'm dry, for one.*”

“"The dryfulness ig—-"

“Torrific 1" said Pob.

Harry Wharton hesitated. After the
interview with Loncaster that morning
he wondered whether that rather
mysterious yvoung fellow wanted to sce
the Greyfriars party egain. His manner
had been abrupt and extremely dis-
cc:uragén%, and Wharton had concluded
that ad taken offence—as was not
surprising—at the accusation made
ngainst him by o Greyfriarg senior, The
juniors, of course, were not responsibla
for Coker and his vagaries; but # was
quita likely that Lancaster preferred to
ses nothing more of any Greyfriars men,
in the circomestances. _

“Well, what about it, captain?"’ agked
Bob, locking at Wharton. * To pop or
not to pop: that is the questiom, as
Shakespears might have said.”

“T'm not gure Lancaster wanta to see
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“I—I say, I—1 ain’t here 1’ gasped Bunter, * I—I mean, I—1 was fast asleep.
L s Lancaster grasped the fat junlor by the shouidor and jerked him out of the bush.

anything more of us,™ said Harry.
“That fool Coker has put his back up,

I'm afraid.”

“Well, he knows Coker doesn’t
telong to us,” said Bob., “If he did,
we'd give him away with a packet of
cigarettes.”

‘That's so, of course; but—"

“"What rotl” said Bunter warmly.
*The inn doesn’t belong to Lancaster,
does it? Look herg—-~"

“ Fathead I'* said Wharton. * As he's
ataving there, it would be only decent
to keep off if he doesn't want to see

u.'.-ll

“ Betler to drop in, I should think"
gaid Nugent. “It will show him that we
don't take nny notice of Colter's rot. If

we sea him there, we can make that

Hi-ﬂp"
“SBomething in that!” admitted
Wharton, “But—"

“Look here, Lancaster will ba glad to
sea me, at any rate,” declared Billy
Bunter. “Wo're quite friends ™

“ Ags |

“QOh, really, Wharton! I tell you I
met him after you fellows left me, and
we had a ijolly talk together,” said
Bunter. " He waz awfully interosted in
what T told him about Bunter Court.”

“Ha, ha, hat :

“RBlessed if I zee anything to cackle
wt! He's got better manners than you
fallows, and chance it I snorted Bunter.
“When I told him that my pater kept
six cars, he said it must be no end

i::-ll%."
7 Oh, my hat "
“ He didn't hint that a fellow was

bragging when I mentioned that Bunter
Court was three times as big as Wharton

Todge " said Bunter, ** Nothing of the
kind | Not like you fellows 1™

“Ha, ha, ha "

"How did you happen to  meod
Lancaster 7" asked Harry.

" He was meoting & man in the wood—
that sondy-haired man with the forret
eyves that we saw hanging about your
place, in the park——"

Harry Wharton started.

“You fat ass! What do you mean!?
What conld Lancaster have to do with
o rascally-looking rogue like that man ™

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Are Fou mmeoning, you fak
chump "' asked DBob Cherry, staring at
the Owl of the Remaove.

The juniors all regarded Bunter
curiously. They remombored that Coker
had founded his suspicion of Lancaster
partly on some “shady-looking” fellow
with whom, he fancied, Lancaster was in
touch. It was rather a shock to think
that, on that point at least, Coker might
have been right. If Lancaster knew the
ferret-eyed man, 1t was atrange emugh
for that individual undoubtedly carric
the signs of roguery plainly writlen in
his sharp, cunning visage.

“It's all right, vou fellows,” said
Bunter. “ Lancaster explaincd to me
how it was. The man is nn old servant
of his uncle’s, and he's come down here
bothering the chap to get him a job, as
he's out of work.”

“Oh1” exclnimed Wharton.

“If that's the man Coker saw, that
accounts for the jolly old milk in the

i coconut,” remarked Bob. "Lan.
caster looks a pood-natured chap: just
tt.i? fellow to help o lame dog over a
BL1iE, -
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I never saw you fellows ! ™

“Oh, he's all right!” said Bugter.
“We had quite a nice talk. He's rather
takon to me.”

“ Bow-wow ¥

**Tha fact is, he's an aristoeratic chap,
gnd he takes to me as one of his own
sort I"" explained Dunter. “He would
naturally take to a fellow of good
family. I don't aufp?nm he would cara
to see much of you fellows; but he would
be glad to seo me at any time. Look
hore, don't let's waste any more time.
I want some ginger-pop.”

“Dh, come on!” said Harry. s

The juniors walked on to the inn.
They saw nothing of Lencaster when
they arrived thore; but Coker & Co.
wera sitting at the tablo under the tree,
with ginger-beer befora thom.

“Hallo, hallo, halla!” zaid Bob
cheerily, a8 the juniors came up to the
tabla.

Coker frowned at them,

“What do vou fags want here?” he
demanded.

“Ginger-pop !" said Bob. ]

Well, f don't want you hanging
about here!” said Coker. "“You can
clear off, and get your ginger-pop some-
where else,”

“0h, my hat! Have you bought the
inn, old boan "

“Don't be cheeky, E-'herrﬁr! I never
stand cheek from Lower Bchool fags!™
said Coker warningly, “Just cloar off.”

Tha Famous Five smiled. They wora
used to Horace nnd his high-handed
manners and customs, But if Coker
thought he could order them off from a
wayside inn, Coker was only making

(Continued on page 16.)
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one more of his innumerable mistakes.
Harry Wharton called to tho waiter for
gingor-heer.

“%{’va told you I don't want you fags
here 1™ hooted Coker. .

“Cloker, old man—" murmured
Pottor. : !

“Shut up, Potter! Do you think I'm
going to let Lower Fourth fags sit
down at the same table with mot” de.
Eyanfcd l;.'iu!-mt hotly. “There’'s o limit,

ﬂ'ﬁra -:I‘I ]
“iash it all, it's a public inn!" said

roenc. .

“Shut up, Greene! If you can t talk
gense, don't talk at oll. I've given you
that advice before.”

“0Oh dear!” sighed Potter.

Evidently the great Horace was hunt-
ing for more trouble. Polter and
Greene exchanged a glance, rose from
the bench, and walked into tho inn. If
Cioker was going to start a shindy, their
idea wns to leava him the shindy all to
himself. Coker glared after them.

“ Where are you going 1" he bawled.

Potter and Grecno did not answer
that question. They disappeared. The
waiter brought ginger-beer and glasses,
snd Bob took o bottle to open it.  Coker
fixed a menncing eye on him.

#I'va told you to clear, Cherry! Put

that ginger-beer down ™ .
o Lﬁr oar chap, I'm going to put 1t
down,"” said Bab affably. “Can't put it

down till I've ﬁg-nned the bottle,™
“Ha, ha, ha'!
"I mean, put the bottle down!”
ted Coker.
hu'?Tha bottle wouldn't go down !™ said
Bob, shaking his head. “My mouth
isn't the size of yours, Coker !
Cloker stared et him. Coker was not
uick on the uptake; and it did not
awn on his powerful intellect that the
cheory Bob was deliberately misunder-
shanding him.

“You young idict!" said Coker. "I §

mean, you're to let that ginger-beer
nluna; and clear off ! I don't want you
“ Just what T was thinking about you,
old chap,” said Bob. “Your {ace rather
spoils this beautiful landseape. Take
it away "
B"ﬁﬂmd bury it!"” suggested Johnny
u L]
Coker of the Fifth breathed hard. Bob

continued his operations with the cork
just as if Coker did not exist. Coker
strode round the table at him. Hs did

oxist, and he was going to make that
N heok

 Mow, u cheo CUNE SWoR—
o ok SN e

The cork came out of the wingee-
bear bottle. So did the ginger-beer—
just in time for Coker. It eaught the
mgged foatures of Horace Coker in a
foaming fAood.

" Doooaoooooch 1" spluttered Coker.
He staggered back, streaming with
gingor-beor.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors.
Tre Magxer Lisnarr.—No, 1,210.

“Have some more, Coker!” chuckled
Johony Bull. And he turned his own
bottle on the Fifth-Former of Grey-
friars,

“0Oh! Ow! Oocococh! Gug-gug:
guig!” spluttered Coker, as he received
g fresh supply. “Wooooooooch i

“Hpa, ha, ha!”

*“1'll—groogh I—I'll jolly well—oooch |

—wopoch] Groogh! Gug-gug-gug!”
gurgled Coker, as ginger-beer was
turned on him from all sides. ‘' ¥You

young sweeps—oooch l—you young hooli-
gans—woooch | Oh crika:.'l"f

“Ha, ha, hal” ‘

Horace Coker fairly fled. Ginger-beer
elothed him like a garment, ss he
dodged into the inn. Probably he went
in search of a towel. A grinning
waiter brought & fresh supply of ginger-

p, and the Greyiriars juniors sat

own to dispose of if, untroubled
further by Horace Coker. Coker was
still towelling when they left the inn
and walked Ennm cheerily to Wharton
Lodgo to tea.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Coker on the Trail!

IDNIGHT !
M The inn was closed, dark,
and silent.

Trom somewhere inthe dark-
ness came the whirr of an encient grand-
father clock. Horace Coker rubbed his
eyes, _

Coker was not sleeping.

Potter and Greene had gone to bed.
Cokor had not gome to bed. Coker,
fully dressed, sat et his open window,
at the baleony at the back of the inn.
Coker was on the watch.

The previous night Lancaster had left
the inn surreptitiously, and Coker had
followed him as far az Wharton Lodge,
He had lost him at the park wall; but
he entertained no doubt that Lancaster
was the cracksman whom he had inter-
rupted at the Lodge.

gnmf was lacking, and proof wos
what Horace Coker wanted, and was
d}:t%rminad to get. Hence his midnight
vigil.

Coker bhad thought it all out, for
Coker, in spite of what his friends
thought of him, was capable of think-

ing. The cracksman’s attempt at the
Lodiga had been defeated. Ho wns
likely to try it on again. If he did

Coker was going to nail him. Coker

had it all cut and dried.

The previous night Coker had been
kept from sleep by the painful state of
i= noee, which had been soriously
dum&ge{! in his scrap with Lancaster.
Coker's note was better now, and he

was sleepy. On this occasion be found
it diffienlt to keep awake.
He was determined to keep awake,

quite dotermined; but as the night
grew older and older, it becamo more
and mora difficult. Coker nodded, and
Coker yawned; and avery now m':_cf then
Coker found himself dropping into a
doza. He had almost to prop his heavy
aycs opoen.

But Coker was a sticker. Heo reflected
rather bitterly that it would have been
better had Potter and Greene sat up
with him to watch. Hp had sugyeatﬂd
it to them. They had grinned and gone
to bed. They did not share Cokerls
suspicion nf_foung Lancaster; butb had
they shared it they would not have been
]i!—n?vz}i to give up & night’s rest to pley
the detective. orace Cokor was ma
of sterner stuff.

But it was very hard to keop awake,
Cokor nodded more and mors. Again
and again he dabbed his rugged faco
with a wect soonge, to drive away

de the night. Coker waited i

THE MAGNET

Morpheus.  But he grew sleepier end
aleepier, It was an intense relief to
Coker when suddenly, from the silence
of the balcony outside, there came =
faint creak. i

. Coker sat up, wide awake on the
1instant.

His heart beat hard as a uhadnjr{
figure passed his window. It was Dic
Lancaater.

or's eyes gleamed. s ]

Lancaster, clear in the bright April
gtarlight, passed down tho stops into
the garden. Coker stepped cautiously
out on the balmn{ir, and followed.

In the dim old garden, thick with
trees and shrubberies, he iﬁﬁ-t-_ gight o
Lancaster ; but he heard the click of the
gate at the bottom of the garden. Ha
swung over the gate to the path that
ran along the bank of the river. .

Ahead of him was the tall, slim
figure of Lancester, walking slowly.
Coker, with gleaming eyes, E::-l'lﬂwe-d.

Evidently—to Coker—the ecrook was
at his old game agein. This time Coker
was going to moko sure of him.

The figure ahead como to a halt on
the bank. Leaning sgainst a tree, Lan-
caster folded his nrms across his breast,
and steod there, staring at the glim-
mering waker.

Coker camoe to a stop, puzzled.

Ha was not likely to guess the
thoughts that were passing in the mind
of the handsoma erook, and hé was pee-
plexed. If Lancaster had left the innm,
as Coker believed, to carry out soma
nocturnal robbery, he did not seem in a
hurry sbouf it.

In point of fact, no such thought was
in-the crook’s mind. His ﬁtyﬂnﬁ& way of
lile made him sleepless in the amall
hours. He was thinking, ss he stood
looking moodily at the river, strange
and dark thoughts. 2ec

Whether it was the fact thet suspicion
had been aroused, or whether it was the
influence of the cheery Greyiriars
schoolboys, Dick Lancaster had been in
carnest when he told the Weasel thatb
he was done with the “gome ™ in that
quarter. No “haul,” _hm'r_aﬂavsr groat,
wotld have tempted him into Wharton
Lodge again.

He stirred af last, and moved slowly
up the bank. .

Coker followed like a shadow.

Much to Coker's surprise, the fellow
was strolling along slowly and leisurcly,
as if he hed no particular destination
in mind. He did not leck back once.

The direction hpo was faking along
the tiver would not lead him anywhere
near Wharton Lodge, Coker began to
wonder whether he had, after cll, made
a mistake, But it was not Eaag for the

cat Horace to realise that he might
Efwa been mistaken. Common mortals
might err, not Horace Coker. Coker

k{!{it dnggndiy on.
f the follow was a crook, bound on a
lawless crrand, he was strapgely un-
WaTY. Several times m twig anapprf:t
uiinder Coker's foot., and Lancaster did
not turn hiz head. Several times
Coker, fecling certain that his quarry
would glance back, darted into cover.
But Lancaster did not glance back. He
moved on, slowly bub ntmdﬂ{l;dﬂl}ker
following him like a faithful shadow
He stopped again, and once more
leaned on & tree, gazing out on the river.
Thers was @& murmuring and creaking
fromm s mill-wheel that turned in the
current on the other side,- an eeris
sound in the silonce and dows of
tiently.
Was it possible, after all, that the
fellow was simply taking & stroll by
starlight? Coker was loath to beliove
it. It was quite an unpleasant idea
that he had given up his might's rest
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to shadow a felloew who was strolling
around i1n the starlight with no particu-
lar object in view,

When Lenwuster stirred again he did
not pursue his way. He turned back,
and came striding along the river path,
directly towards Coler.

Coker jumped, _

He had not looked for that,

It was borne in en his mind, at last,
that Lancaster had siroply gone out for
g rambie in the light of the stars and
was now returning to the=irmn. It was
quita @ disagreeable discovery—and
what followed was still more disagree-
able, For that unexpected movement
on tho part of Lanecaster took Coker
quite by surprise, and he had no time
to hunt cover. Lancaster almost walked
into hiz shadower,

He gave a start as he saw Coker.
Coker, realising that it was too late to
back out of sight, faced him, He
caught the glint in Lancaster's hand-
gome eyes, in the starlight. .

“85 you were following me?™ said
Lancaster 1in a low voice, with a con-
teniptuous tone in it that brought a
flush to Coker's cheaks,

Coker was amnoyed to feel himself
turning red.

“I suppose 1 can take a walk if I
like |” he retorted, rather lamely.

“You were spying on me.”

“I was jolly well following you,”
zaid Coker, “and I'm jolly well net
afraid to tell you so, either. 1 jolly
well followed you last night, and jolly
well nearly caught you et it! And i
you think I'm afraid of you, Mister
GGentleman Cracksman, you're jolly
well mistaken, sea?”’

Lanecester set his lips.

“I"'va thraoshed you onee” he said
quictly.

“Rata!” retorted Coker undauntedly.
“We never fimshed that serap, and
I'm jolly well ready to finish it when
you, like—here, if you choogel”

“T've a good mind—" began
Lancastar.

Coker snorted defiance.

“Don’t mind me!l” he jeered. “I'm

jolly well ready for you! I'd jolly well
lick you as soon a3 look ot yow, and
chance it.”

“Oh, get out of the way!™ snapped
Lancaster angrily. “Youw're not worth
guarrelling with.”

“ Feeling funky, what? jeered Coker.

“"Fool '’

“Well, put up your hands, you
cheeky rotter!” hooted Coker, squaring
ul;:atn his enemy. ' You fancy you had
the better of me in that scrap yester-
day. You don't seem anxious to try
it on again.”

“Geb ont of tha way!”

“R&tﬁ [!.l

“If you don't shift, I shall shilt

ou’”* exclaimed Lancaster, hiz anger

reaking out. . )
“T'd like to ses you do wt!” jeered
Coker.

“You'll seo that soon ecnough, you
pilly ass!” snapped Lancaster—and he
strode straight et the Greyfriars Fifih-
Former. .

Coker did not budge an inch. Coker
was not the fellow to budge. His
hands were up, and he hit out wigor-
ously as Lancaster came on. Coker was
quite eager to be ahle to tell Potter
gud Cireene, in the morning, that he
had licked the fellow whom thosc fat-
heads fancied that he couldn't lick.

Coker was not, however, destined to
gi\m Paotter and Grecna that glad news
in tha morning.

Probably Horace Coker weas aware, at
the back of hiz mind, aa it were, that
he was no match for Lancaster. But

if he knew it, he wes not going to
admit it, even to himself, He was
ready to try hizs luck agein, 1o the hope
of spatching victory }
defeat,

But if Coker entertained a hopo of
getting the upper hand of the fellow

from the jaws ¢
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whe had “whopped”™ him once
already, that bope was speedily knocked
on the head. In their earlier epgcounter

f Lancaster had been good-humourad,

and had spared Coker all he could
Mow he was wvery far from good-
bumoured. He was intensely irritated
by Coker butting into his troubled re-
flections, interrepting a train of painful
thought. His irritation found expres-
sion in the way he handled the
obstroperous Horege.  Coker, to his
rage, and estonishment, was knocked
right and left, like a punchball, and he
went down into the grass by the
margin of the river with a heavy crash.

“0Oh crumbst” gasped Coker.

Eancaster glanced down at
angrily and pesrnful

" Ara you satusfied, vou fathoad?™

“Ow! No! Oh! You rotter! You
wait till I gerrup!” gaspad Coker.

He scrambled to his feet, breathless
exasperated, and moro determined then
ever. If pliek and doggadness could
win a victory, Coker was going to win.
Ho fieros was Cober’s rush thet
Lancaster had to give ground before it,
and he backed away, Coker following
him up fiercely witn sledge-hammer
drives till he was treading in the rushes
on the margin of the stream, and conld
retreat no farther. There Lancester
rallied, and drove Coker back by sheer
hard hitting.

Thud! Thud! Thud! came the
blows on Coker, and he acknowledged
overy ono with a grunt.

There was @ bump ss Horaco wené
down again. He lay gasping, slower to
rize than before.

Lancaster goave him a look, and
turned away, evidently intending to
walk back to the inn, regarding the

ht a8 over. That was tooc much for

ker. Tho fight was not over yeb; it
was not over so Eﬂng 88 Horace Coker
could stand wend brandish a leg-of-
mutton fst. Breatldess and panting,
Coker stapgered te his feet and rughed

him

after his foe.
“Hold on, you rotter! Stop, I tell
oul"” gasped Coker. “.Pt:ttﬂﬁ your

ands, youn worm! Take that!”

Lancaster spun round as (oker
rushed at him. He met the burly Fifth-
Former of Greyiriars with a& right-
hander that fairly epun Coker off his
fect. Coker staggered back, ahd back,
and back—and fellt

Bptasht

* Ooooogoch I” ceme in a gurgle from
Coker. He had fallen backwards into
the river, and in an instant the water
closed over him.

Lancaster storted, and stared at the
widening circles in tho bright star-
light. He ran close to tha edge of the
g;rm path by the river. He watched
or er to come up, and saw his
head emerge kom the water, six or
seven yards out. Coker was struggling
wildly. Lancaster bad taken it for

ranted that & Fifth Form men of

reyfriars could swim; and, in fact
Coker could swim, after a fmshion, in
suiteble attire in & bathing-pool or
bath. But with his elothes on, in deep
water, it was quite a different
proposition, and Ceker zimply struggled
blindly and helplessly es the current
tore him away. :

“Good heavens ™ exclaimed Lancas-
ter.
Héia handsome face suddenly white-
oTed.

That swift glance showed him that
Coker was powerless to save himseli—
that the river was sweeping him a
to drown him. In a twinkling he threw
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of hat end jacket, &nd his shoes
Iollowed : and he plunged into the river
and swam ount towards Coker with swift
and powerful atrokes.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
For Lile or Death !

ORACE COKER hardly knew
H what was happening to him.
Thet sudden plunge into the
water had taken him quite by
surprise, He had not noticed, .or
realised, how near he was to the river.
under-tow, cauwsed by the suction
of the mill-wheel at n,{itﬂﬂ distance
across the stream, dragged him out s
bho came up; and Coker found himself
struggling for his lifc in deep water,
far from the bank, How many timcs
his head went under, how much water
he swallowed, Coker never knew. He
was too dazed 2nd confused to zcalisc
enything clearly,

Had Coker beon asked, he would
have stated, without hesitation, that he
was ke best swimmer at Greyfriars.
He wa3 quite unaware that he was the
worst, Dut he did not realise that, or
nnything clse, s ho was swept to death
in the rushing waters.

The water sang and bubbled in his
dizzy cars, the murmur of the revolving
mill-wheel eame dully; sand louder
came the boom of rushing waters over
the weir. And Coker went whirling
helplessly—so swiftly that it scemed that
even & swift and powerful swimmer had
no ce of roaching him in time to
give him help.

But Lancaster’s rapid strokes cleft the
water almost like lightning; the lithe
and agile figure glnahme& through the
water like a ::rtmg fish. er,
drovning helplessly, suddenly felt some-
thing grasp lum, folt his head above tho
gurface, and his mouth drawing 1n great
gulps of air instead of water, And

laring round dizzily, Coker saw a
Emdmme. sct face—white and rigid
with resolve. And he koew that it was
his late adversary thet was grasping him
nn:i’tﬂhnldinghhim up lh&mi.'li!u ﬁﬂh‘

roocooogh [ gurgle ¥,

*“Hold on!”

Lancaster snapped out the words.

Coker held on.

The wonderful swimming powers on
which Gok&; ha;d &rﬂm; gr:pah}rtﬁd I;e t}f;
ames stu a riars, had utter
fnik-d him now. Eker held on, and
was decply thankful for something to

on to.

With Coker hanging on fo him,
Lancaster fought agaoinst the rush and
whirl of the river. Ho had known,
when he plunged in, thot he was taking
his lifo in his hands. He realised now
that the danger was more terrible than
it had seemed. Coker was a helpless
burden, and a strong swimmer unen-
cumbored would have been in danger.
But with steady cooclness and couragoe he
fought for his life and Coker's, and
with terrible offorts won his way towards
tha bank.

But within three vards of the tempt-
ing, grassy slope, an -under-current
ht him and whirled him out again,
Over the river at this point !izng
branches jutted from on elm, and ome
of them &mppnd almost to the water.
Lancaster clutched at it as he was swept
away, caught the oxtremity of the

branch, and held on.

Hiz weight dra the branch down
into the water. t it held him, and
gave him a much-needed rest.

Under him and round him the water
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racod on, sceking to tear him away and
rush him to death. But ho held.

Alone he would have been safe. He
might have clambered on the droopi
branch and gained the tree; he coul
have swum scross the nine or ten feet
of swirling water to the bank.
Cumbered by Coker, he was powerless
to do either. And every moment that
passed was precicus; for strong a
sinewy a3 he was, the effort was telling
upon him and his strength was Ebbmg.

“Groooogh I gurgled Coker. “Oh,
my hat 1 e

Cra-a-a-ack |

Lancaster's jaw sct grimly. He knew
whet that crack from the drooping
branch meant, ‘The drag on it waa
breaking it.

Coker's face, white as chalk, glim-
mered from the water in tho siar-
ghine, Coker understood. He knew
that if Lencaster let him go, he was
doomed to die in the swirling water;
and he know, too, that if Lanecaster did
not let him gn the branch would break
in & very few minutes, and both of
them would be swept away to death.

Coker drew a shivering breath.
“Leave me.alone!” he breathed.
Lancaster smiled fointly.

“1 say, I'm sorry!” ‘gxmb&d Coker.
“Vou'roc a good chap. You can't help
me out, and I'm done. No good two
of us going! Let go!”

“Don't bo-an ass 1M

Lancaster’s glance swept the bapk in
despair. There was no help—no chance
of reseue! At that hour—onoe o'clock in
the mormn he countryside was utterly
deserted. No ory eould have roached as
far as the mill necross the river, even if
it could have awakened the miller in
timo to lend aid. There was no help—
no rescue—and only a breaking branch
between them and death. And a long
crack camo from the olm branch, telling
that it had not many moments to last.

"Bove yourself yvou dummy "
breathed Coker. “I'll chance it! You
can't help me out.”

“Hink or swim together!” said
Lancaster.
“*No both going 1" said Coker,

and he released his hold on Lancaster.
But a firm grasp was on him, and
L.ancaster hnlgr him with one hand, while
he clung to the branch with the other.

The water swirled and bubbled round
them. Perhaps the temptation assailed
Lancaster then to let his helpless burden

o and save himsclf, But if it aseailod
ﬁi:_n he drove it away. It was sink or
#wim together | Once more his despair-
ing eves the sterlit bank. But
there wax no help—no hapa! Under the
gilent stars the strupgls had to be fought
out—to end in defeat and death, unless
by a miracle.

Cr-a-a-a-ack !

“It's going!” muttered Coker. His
face was colourless and set hard. With
all his faults Coker had boundless pluck.
“Save yourself, old chap! Bave your-
self, you dummy "

Lancaster did not heed.

There was & sudden snap. The broken
branch trailed in the water, and on the
instant the two of them were whirled
AWRY.

What happened after that was never
known to r. His senses in
» wild insanity of swirling, whirling
waters. A roar was in his cars—a roar-
ing of falling, tumbling water, The
river tore at him, dragged at him,
buffeted him like a giant. But always
there was & ttrnn%hm& that held him
from doath. ild and whirling
minutes—while a brave and dauntlos
heart fonght for life in the shadow of

THE MAGNET

death; and Coker's senscs left him and
he knew nothing more. .

Consciousness came back with a jerk.
Bomething was dragging scross his faco
—the wet twigs of a wi . His dizzy
cyos blinked round him. Water was
swirling up to his gshoulders; hia head
wag in a willow bush that hung down
the “bank, and Lancaster, holding him
with one hand, was g;mpi,nf the willows
with the other. Against all probability,
against all hope, the strong swimmer
had won to the bank and frnsped at
the bunch of willows and held on.

But he was exhausted now—it was
with the last ounce of his atrength that
he held, The bank was almost within
reach, but he was powerless to do more.
Had Coker remained unconscious both
would have been lost, But Coker was
sble to help himseli pow, and he

rasped at the willows and relieved

caster of his burden.

Lancastor did not speak; he could
not. His handsemo face was lined and
worn with the intensity of the struggle,
Ho held on to the sagging willows,
breathing n gulps.

minutes passed, while the
stren slowly came back to his aching,
exhausted limbs, Free of Coker’s drag-
ging weight, he recovered. He stirred
at lost and gave Coker o helping hand
to drag himself through the willows.
The task was casy in itself; but spent
by the long struggle they found it diffi-
cult enough. But they stru[hgled through
the willows at last, and collapsed in the
pss on the bank, and lay there, side
E:l.-' side, cxhausted but safe,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Makes Amends [

ANCASTER was the first to stir.

Ho rose slowly and stiffiy to

his foet, and shook the water

in heavy drops from  his

drenched clothes. The colour was

returning to his face. He smiled faintly
8% ho looked down at Coker.

Horaca Coker sat up.

Qoooocogh 1" said his first remark.
He ged water from his eyes and
blinked at Lancaster., He made an

affort to rise, and his rescuer gave him
a helping hand. Coker leaned on a troe
snd bresthed hard and deep,

“ Feeling better 1

“Owl Yes I;asﬁpeﬂ Coker. "I—
I'm rather winded! I say, that was
touch apd gol”

“It was L‘ﬂgmed Lancaster.
1 think I must have had a touch of
cram ."“uid Coker.

“I'm a frstclass swimmer,
know."

Lancaster stared at him.

“Are you?" he ejaculated. .

“QOh, yes!"” said Coker. " Precious
fow fellows at Greyiriars swim like I do,
1 can tell youl”

“1 can quite believe that!™ assented
Lancaster, smiling.

“J was s bit knocked out when I fell
in,” said Coker, sceking for reasons to
account for what he could not help
realising was rather a poor show in the

you

EwWimmi lime, “You gave mo
terrific I:gum , you know.”

“1 know,” eaid Lancaster. “I'm
sorry 1*

“0Oh, that's rot " said Coker. *You

didn't know I was going to tumbls into
the river I was punching oy and 2%
punched me, That's all right! Btill, it
was a terrific thump nnd it knocked me
out, and I—] wasn't up to swimmi

m And I think there was = ¢
of oramp, or—or eg. You'd
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hardly bhave fancied I was a good
swimmer.”

“Hardly [ agreed Lancaster.

“ While the actual fact is, I'm about
the best swimmer at Greyfriars'’ said
Coker. *They've never picked me out
to swim for the school, but that's due
to sheer [atheadedness. It's the same
with gemesa. I never play for school;
they don’'t understand my quality.
Look here, you've sgaved my life,
Lancaster."”

“We both had a narrow escape.

“As it turned out, I was-helpless—
being knocked out, and getting a touch
of—of cramp,” eaid Coker. "It might
have ha.[!ulpened to the best swimmer.
But, as the matter etood, I should have
been drowned if you hadn't fished me
out. There's no doubt sbout that.”

“1 supposs not.”™

“"How you got io the bank, I'm
blessed if I know,” said Coker. *“I
thought we were both poners when that
branch went.”

“8o did 11

“¥ou ought to have let me go,” said
Coker. “There wasn't an earthly-—
though it seems to have turned out all
right. 1 say, you're a plueky chap!

hy, ['ve been a regular beast to you,
and you came in for me and stuck to
me when vou could have saved vourself
gazily. Plenty of fellows wouldn’t have
done that. T'm blessed if I quite know
why you did it!”

“¥oun'd have done it for me,"" said
Lancaster, smiling.

“T=1 hope so! 1I'd have tried !** gaid
Cloker. “Yes, I'd have tried—but,
honestly, I don't think I could have
brought it off."

Lancaster’s eyes glimmercd with
amusement. He had no doubt that
Coker would have tried; but it was
pretty certain that he would not have
“brought it off."

“"Well, lock here,™ gnid Coker. " A
chap can only say he's sorry!. I came
out after you to-night feeling absolutely
sure that you were a frightful rotter
and — and "— Coker's face fAushe
erimson—"bhelieve me, I thought that
there was a lot of evidence. really
did believe that you were some sort of
& crook—I really believed that it was
you who tried to bring off a robbery
at Wharton Lodge last night. I see now
I've been a fool I’

Lancaster started, and looked at
Coker very curiously.
“What do you mean exactly by

that 7'" he aske
“Well, it’s plain enough,”” said Coker,

“The sort of fellow I thought you were
wouldn’t have done what you've jusk
done. That's rot! You knew how
precious little chance there was for you
1f you stuck to me: and you did stick
tome. Itwasripping! Of coursze, Ises
m::‘:?{}%:h'ﬂ"’t I was mistaken sbout roul™

“] don’t often mmke mistakes,” said
Coker. “In fact, I can't remember
ever having mtde one before. But I
own up that 1 was mistaken about youl
I can’t say fmirer than that. ou
punched me pretty hard. If you'd like
to punch me again you're we i I
deserve it !'*

Lancaster did not answer, but he re-
g’ﬂl‘dﬂd Horacae Coker curiously. What

ad happened had evidently made a
tremendous change in Coker's opinion
of the mysterious guest at the Bunch of
Granos.

Coker was not the fellow to do things
by halves. On evidence which he now
regarded as circumtantial and misload-
ing, he had believed that Lancaster was
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a crook. That s crook would face
almost certasin death for the sake of a
stranger, and ap enemy, seemed im
gible. Lancaster had saved Coker’s life
at the imminent risk of his own: and
Coker had changed round completely
in his views. Coker could not think
badly of a fellow whoe had done what
Dick Lancaster had dore. Having
changed his opinion, Coker went right
round the compass, as 1t wera.

He was silent for o few moments,
thinking, Then ho held out his hand
to Lancaster.

“I'm sorry !" he repeated. *1 made

a fatheaded mistake zbout you, and 1"
sorry |

Thera’a my fist on 1"

Langaster met the burly Coker with a
right-hander that [ spun .ths
Fifth-Former off his Isef. Coker

staggered and fell backwards into
the river. Splashl

Lancaster shook ha smiling.

“The fact is, =1 never quita be-
lieved that rot!"” went on Coker. “It
was—-was a sort of tdea, yon know. Any-
how, it's over now! 1'd like to hear
any fellow say a word agsainst you,
that's sll! I'd jolly well mop him up!
I don't know much about you, Lan-
caster, bui if you aver want a friend,
F'm your man.”

“Thank you! 8Shall we get back to
the inn¥' said Lancaster. *The sconer
wo geb out of these wet things the
better.” )

“Right-ho I" said Coker.

They walked back to the inn togethar.
Coker talked all the way:; Lancaster
was almost silent. Coker, 83 an enemy,
had irritated him, as & friend he gave
him the same tormenting feeling of
ghame and remorse that Arry
Wharton & Co. had given him. Little
did Coker dream of the thoughts that
were passing through the mind of his
stlent companion.
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Coker admitted that he had made a
mistake about Launcostcr; but it was
irksome to the great Coker to feel that
he had been mistaken.  Slowly but
surely Coker was persuading himself
that he had, somehow, regarded Lan-
caster as & very fno fellow, and had
never really doubted him.

They reached the inn, and paried on
the baleony with a checry good-night.
Horace Coker tumbled into bed and was
uslecp in about two minutes. Sleep was
much slower in coming te Dick
Lancastor.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

A Change of Front [

81 ALLO, balle, halio!”
ﬁ “'That ass again!"”
' Coker wants move

It was quite curly in the
miorning. Billy Bunter was stiil snoring
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in bed. Harry Wharton & Co. were
raking a trot along the drive before
vreakfast, aond cy  were quite

astonished to sco Coker.

Horace Coker came striding up the
drive with a set and serious expression
on his rugged face, DEvidently Coker
nad turned out early that morming.
Harey Wharton & Co. stared at him.
They could hardly suppoese that Coker
had come with friendly intent, after the
happemngs of the previous day. Coker
EBad been made to hop; Coker had been
swamped with ginger-beer. Apparently
e wanted more. If he did, the cheery
chums of the Remove were ready to
zive him all he wanted.

“Collar him "' said Jﬂhnng Bull

“Rag the silly ass " said Bob Cherry.

“The ragfulness is the proper caper I
remarked %iurrﬂ-a Singh. .

“Hold on, though,” =aid Harry
Wharton, laughing. “Let's ask him
what he wants first. We made a mistake
vesterday.™

“DOh, he wants trouble,” =ald DBob.
“Daoea Coker ever want anything else ?*

“&5till, let's ask him.'

“0Oh, all right "’

Coker zave tho Famous Five o rather
grim look as they bore down on him.
Ho hnd not forgotten s hopping

exporiences, or the ginger-beer. DBut
he had not come hunting for trouble.

“Oh, yvou kids?" he said., “Is yvour
uncle up yet, Wharton?"

“Yes he's up,” said Horrey,

“You've called to see the colonel
again?'  asked Bob, disappointed.
“Sure vou ain't looking for a shindy "

“Ton't be a young ass?’ said Coker.
“T've come over early to szee Colonel
Wharton! It's rather important, I
don't want him to do anything hasty
or cilly a:_hnut- voung Lancaster.™

11 E‘]t?!

“What "

Harry Wharton & Co. blinked at
Coker.

“Well, vou know what these old
noodles are,” said Coker. * Being a
J.P. and all that, he might butt in and
cause a lot of trouble. He may have got
an impression from what I said yesters
day that there was something against
that young fellow Lancaster. [t wonld
Le o pity if he made 8 focl of himsolf. ™

“What the thump——'" c¢jaculated
Wharton in amazement,

“1I'd botter see him at onece,” said
Coker. "It would be very unfortunate
if he stoarted saying things about a
splendid chap like Lancaster.™

“Oreat pip I

“Is—is—is Lancaster =&
shap " ejaculated Dob Cherry.

“¥Yes, ho 13!" said Coker warmly.
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“And if you jolly well say he i=n't
:,ruu;i*g Cherry, I'll jolly well whop you,
E‘}E 4

“"Oh, my hat "' gasped Boh.

" My estecemed idiotic Coker—>""

“1The chap's a first-rate sportsman,”
said Cloker; *‘one of the wvery best!
That's why I'm anxions to see the
colonel. Ile may have got a wrong
impression from what I :zaid. If he
butted in and did anvthing si]I{ it
would be wvoery unpleasant for Lan-
caster,””

“Qreat Christopher Columbus !™

orace kor marched on towards
the house, leaving the Famous Five
staring bhlankly. This chanre of front
on the part of Coker of the Iiith was
rather startling.

“Well, my
Wharton.

M The silly owl secms to have changed
his rind,” =zaid DBob. " Buch as it 13!

“1 wonder what's happened?’ said
Nugent.

“I suppose the silly idiot's found out
somehow that he made a silly mistake,”
sald Harry. *I supposo ho understands
now that Lancaster is gll right. Fancy
Coker undevstanding anything !’

“Ha, ha, ha!™

The chums of the Remove followed
Coker fo the house. Colonel Wharton
had come out on the terrace, and he
stared at Coler with & grim brow and
gove o ﬁrullt by way of gresting. The
coloncl had tried, but tried in vain, to
dismiss Coker’s story from his mind,
and it had troubled him deeply, in spite
of himsclf. The sight of Coker of the
Fifth was by no means welcome to the
old saldier. 3

“Good-morming, sir I’ gaid Coker.

Grunt!

. “I've called to see you about a rather
mmportant matter,”

Grunt!

“About young Lancaster——="

. Colonel Wharton held up a command-
ing hand, and his eyes glinted under
his grizzled brows at Coker.

“Not a word more!” he rapped. *I
refuse to hecar one more word from
:rcru,d {Coker, against that lad! Not a
word [

“1 hope you don't think I'm going
to say anything against & splendid chap
like young Lancaster, sir! exclaimed
Coker warmly.

The colone! stared, as well he might.

“What? What?" he ejaculated,

“There's nothing agatnst the chap
that I know of,” said %ul-:er, “He has
some fools in & bag in his room. Well,
any Icllow might have! Ho goes out
for a stroll when he's sleepless ot night.
I've done the same thing myself.

(e night he happened to stroll in
this dircction, and the same night there
was o burglary here. Coincidences like
that happen often enough. Anvbody
who would condemn a chap on Simsy
circumstances like that wonld be a silly
fool, in m;r‘gﬁinin-n.”

Colonel arton gazed at Coker.
Harry Wharton & Co., who had arrived
on the spob, smiled.

“Listen to the words of wizsdom !*
murmured Bob Cherry,

#There's such a thing 8s common
sense,” procecded Coker. * Lancaster's
a aglencild ¢hap! 1'd say so anywhere.
And I want to point out to you, sir,
that you being a mﬁmtratu, if you take
any steps against that <hap, you'll be

hat1  smid  Harry

making & silly mistake, and perhaps
doing a lot of harm.”
“Zaod gad " said the colonel.

“%o don't do it!” s=aid Coker. =Ii
ou've got any doubts about young
ncaster, you can take it from me

that he's all right. I'm not the fellow
te make mistakes.”

“Holy smeoke!” murmured Nugent,

*“You young ass!" roared the colonel.
“Only yesterday you were urging me
to take steps against that young fellow,
on no better grounds than your own
ridiculons suspicions of him.”

“Well, T didn’t know then what &
splendid echap he was,” said Coker;
“and—and to a ceortain extent you mis-
understood me.  You—you didn’t guite
get my meaning, sir! I don't blame
Yol

“Blame me?" ejaculated the colonel,

“No, sir! You'ra a country J.P.,
and nobody expeets & J. P, to be wery
bright,” said Coker.

Colanel Wharton gazed at him.

"I got over here early because I wos
rathor anxions,” continued Coker, “If
you builed i and made things un-
pleasant for that chap, it would be &
fethoaded mistake and dashed unpleas
ant atl round

“1 was not likely to take any steps
against & lad whom I like and respect,
you stupid young ass!"

“Well, that's all right, then,” ezid
{oker; “but you never know what to
cxpect of an old denkey of & county
Justice, Not that 1 think you're an
old donkey, =sir,” added Coker
graciously. **Still, I wanted te muake
sure that it was sll right. It would
be rather thick for a splendid chap like
Lancaster to have a rotten story like
that teld about him."

“Y¥ou secm to bhave changed your
opinion of that lad, Coker.”

“Well, T wouldn't exactly put it like
that,” said Coker. “What I mean is,
that I know now that he's a sporisman,
and I didn't know 1t bofore. After all,
he’s & stranger to me, DBut my judg-
ment 1z prﬂﬂg reliable; and you can
take my word for it that that fcllow
is all mght.

*A fellow who would do what hae
did iz a real white man, and I'll joily
wall punch any fellow's head who gays
hp 1sn't. 1 don't mean yours, sir! I
hope I know better than to punch an

old fogey. DBut anvbody elsp——""

“"You seem to me, Coker, to be as
complete a fool as any boy I have ever
scen,”’ suid Colonel Wharton, “But I
am very glad you have scnse enowgh
ta rea!me at you were mistaken about
Captain Lancaster's son. It is at least
frank of you to own up. I conclude
that something has occurred to causzo
vou to revise your opinion.” He paused
a moment. *Have you breakiastedi”

“Not yet, sir. I came over early.”

" Come in and breakfast, then," said
Colonel Wharton. *“1I shall bo wery
glad to hear what has eceurred to couso
this change of view on your part.”

“"Thank you, sir; as a matter of fact,
I'm rather peckish,” said Coker cheer-
fully; and he went in with tho colonel,
the juniors following.

Over ihs breakiast table, Horace
Coker recounted the adventure of tho
preﬂedin% night, the colonel and the
juniors listening with deep interest.

At least half Coker's story consisted
of lengthy explanations of the unes-
pected  and su::prlsm% failure of his
SWHRININE  POWOTS. ut his auditors
knew what Coker's swimming tﬂnwerﬂ
were like, and they were aware that he
had been within an ace of death, and
that he had almost dragged Lancaster
to the same fate.

“A fne lad!* said the eolonel when
Coker had finished at last, “A very

fine lad, by pad ! No wonder you aro
?aag:fﬂned of having suspected such &

(Continued on poge 22.)
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COKER'S DESPERATE VENTURE !

(Continuved from pege 20.)
“] can't oy I oxactly suspected him,"
demurred Coker,

“Well, you have come fo a more
sensible view now, and 3o we nced say
nothing more about that,” said Colonel
Wharton. _

When Coker took his leave, Harry
Wharton & Co., walked as far o3 the
Wimford road with him, For once,
they were feeling quite friendly towards
the preat man of the Fifth. They
smmiled at one another when Coker left
them and went tramping on towards
1:a inn. i

“0f all the fatheads!” said Harry
Wharton.

“Of all said Frank
MNugent,

“0f all the preposterous and ridion-
%é':r_l.ts I-n:]:umpa 1" gaid Hurree Jamset Ram

ingh.

“Uf all the benighted
snatchea!™ zaid Jehnny Bull.

Liob Cherry chuckled.

“ Coker's the jolly old Hmit!" he said.
“There never was such an ass before
and there never will be such an ass
again! Coker's the one and only ! But
'in glad he's got senso cnough to see
that Loncaster is all righs”

“Xos, rather; especinlly as there’s a
chance, at least, that Lancaster may
come to Grevfriars next term,” said
‘Harry. “We'd be jolly glad to see him

al¥

thoero!

the asses!™

bandce-

“What-ho I”?
“He'd go inte the Sixth,” said
Nugent,  “We shouldn't see much of

him, &till, I'd be glad to sce him a
Lireviriars man.”

Awd all the chums of the Bemove
were ngreed on that.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Surprising !

ik E go on to-day ™
W Coker made that
announcement to  Potter

and Greene.

Polter and Greene had breakfasted
at the Bunch of Grapes, not at ali
downcast by Coker’s absence. They had
not cven wondered where ha was, So
long as he was not present there was
nothing to worry about.
~After breakfast, however, na they
sirolled out of the inn in the bright
April sanshine, Coker dawned on them.,
And his first remark was that the
creding party was to go on that day.

Potter and Greene raised their eye-
brows. They were ready to po on, if
1t came to that. Buat this sudden
change of plan was a little surprising,

*What's the big idea?” asked Potter,

“We started on o eveling tour,” said
Coker. *I suppose wvou don't call this
cycle touring—hanging sbout an inn
all day long. Ti's time you fellows
bucked up a bit.”

“It was you decided to stop here,
wasn't it?"" howled Potter.

“Don’t yell at a fellow, Potter. I
fa? that we're going on to-day, and
T mean it ! said Coeker, “If you've
had your brekker we may as well get
the jiggers ready. I had my brekker
wt Wharton Lodge.”

“Oh, that's where you've been, is 117"

“NYes: I had to sco that. old fossil
to sce that he didn't make a silly asa
of himself. You fellows can lock to
the bikes while I speak to young
Lancastor.™

“(Oh dear! Are you going to have

Tice Maoxer Lisnier.—No. 1,210

another row before we startt™ asked

Lreene,

Colier glared.
“Who's going to have a row!™ he

demanded.

“¥You, I supposa! Why can’t you
leave young ncaster alone?  For
goodness' sake, dom't kick up another
shindy |**

“Don't be an idiet, Greene!

. I keep
on tellin

you not to talk et all if you

can’t talk sense. I'm going to ask
young Lancaster to join us."
“What "

“ He's on some sort of a holiday here,”
snid Coker. “I dare say he would like
to Join up in & cycling tour in agrecable
company, I don't know whether he's
got & jigger here, but he could get
one from Wimford, anyhow. I'd like
him to cotme, and I_'au?puﬂe you fellows
havon't any objection.”

Fotter and Greene fairly goggled at
their great leader,

They hed fancied that they knew
every kind of an ass Coker wasz, and
that ho could surprise them no further.
But he had surprised them once more.

The previeous night they had gone to
bed after refusing to join Coker in his
echome of keeping watch on the sus-

cebed crook. They had left Coker stll

rrn and fized in his belicf that Lan-
caster was a cvook, and that it was
up to him, Horace Coker, to show up
that ercok in his true colours, Of whas
had hnﬁpgmd since they knew nothing,
o Coker's suggestion that Lancaster
should be asked to join the eveling party
was really 3ta§gariug.

Coker glared at them,

“If {Jﬂu'}'ﬂ got any objection—" he
began belligerently.

" What — what — what's the game?”
stuttered Potter. “Mean to say you
want & fellow you boliove 1o be n cracks-
ma 1

“Don't be an idict, Potter 1"

“Well, what do you mean?” hooted
Gireene.

“I mean what I say. I like the cha
end I believe ho feels friendly towards
me,” said Coker. “I'd like him to join
up. And I'd better make this clear at
the start. If you fellows want to remain
my friends you'd better say nothing
apainst that chap Lancaster. That's o
thing I don't intend to stand 1"

“You—you—you don't intend to
stand?" bLabbled Potter,

“Ne,” said Coker. “I'm a patient
chap and a Ft}o-d-tempnrud chap and o
!nrbe&rm%_ chap, a8 you know. But
there's & limit. And it you fellows can’t
saé what & splendid sportsman Len-
castor 15, you'd better keep your silly
opinion  to yourselves. If yow've got
anything to szay against him, look cut
for trouble, that's all 17

M Nobody's ever said anything against
him, oxcept you!" shricked Potter in
almosl frenzied tones, * Only you !

“Only you!™ howled Greene,

“There's  nothing to  get  excited
about,” said Coker. *I1 simply wnng
you to understand that I'm fmﬂring

nothing against Loncaster. Any rotten
suspicions you may have had—"

“We never had any 1" raved Potter.

“Any rotten, sueaking, miserable
suspicions you may have had, owing to
trivial circumstences, you'd botter shut
right out of your minds,” proceaded
Coker, unheeding. “I've no wusze for
them. If you had the sense of bunn
rg.blt:tlts you'd sea that Lancaster iz aoll
right.™

“We know he's all right ™

“Wo never thought—"

"It. was you T

“Only you H

“All this argument iz beside the
point,” said Coker calmly. “Take it
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from me that Lancaster is all right,
‘Khat’s final. Now, you fellows, get the
bikes out, and I'll see if Lancaster wili
join Iu,p.”lr

Coker walked into the inn, leaving
his comrades in & dazed state. FPolter
gazed at (rreecne. Greene gozod at
Potter,

“Has he gone off his chump ! gasped
Potter.

“Waa he over on 1£?" asked Cirecne.

“The howling ass|"” |

“LIhe benighted fathzad!™

“1I'he burbling chump |"

“The pifting idiot I

“The mu“i’ footling frealk t*

“The dunderheaded duinmy 1™

It was quite a chorus—strophe and
antistrophe, Potter and Greene taking
it 1n turns.

Unhecding, Coker went into the inm
to look for Lancaster. He found that
handsome young gentleman silling by a
window, reading Livy, and looking nono
the worse for his strenuous adventure
of tho previous night. Lancaster lowered
the classic volume, and gave Coker a nod
and a smile. He understood that the
Greyfriars Fifth-Former was friendly

.now, and what he thought of Coker's

intellect he did not state.

“Topping morning !
choorily.

“Tiptop 1" agreed Lancaster.

“My friends and I are going on,”
explained Coker. “We'te on a bike
tour, you know, to wind up the Eastcr
vao”

"I hopoe you'll have a good time.”
U Well, what I was thinking of is this;
You tnight like to come,” said Coker.
“Weo'd be jolly glad of your company.
If vou haven't & jigger here, we can fix
you up with one from Wimiord. What
about it "

Lancaster looked at him. This was a
change of front with & vengcance,
Evidently not & shadow of suspicion
lingered in the mind of Horace Coker.

“We'ro going to wind up the tour
at my place,” went on Coker. *I'd like
you to meet my relations. We could
put you up there for a few days, if you
carcd to stay. In fact, my people would
be jelly glad to meet you when 1 tell
them what you did. And & few days on
the bikes would be jolly, what? I don't
konow how you're fixed for tin, but I'm
standing the tour. It's my treat, you
klmw; I say, I'd be jolly glad if you'd
come !

“My dear chap, it's awfully good of
you,'’ said Lancaster,

“Not at all | Yowll come?”

‘I'd bo glad, but I'm expecting my
—my tutor here,” said Lancaster regret-
fully. “The fact js, 'm preparing for
an entronce examination. I'm going to
school for a fow terms, I've had 2 tutor
up to now, but—--*"

“My hat!” said Coker. “You'd have
to go straight into the Sixth at your
ago, wouldn't you "

“ Xes, that's s0,"

“By Jovel” said Coker. *“Tell your
people to make it Greyfriars. There's
no school in the country like Greyiriars.
Fellows talk about Eton and Harrow
and Winchester and Rugby; but that,
of course, is cnly becouse they haven't
been to fs'rre;..rf riars and don't know the

said Coker

real goods. You ecan tnke it from me
that Greyiriars is the pick of the basket.
It's my school, you know,” added
Coker, ns if that clinched it beyond
pr:r@mhiﬂ cavil,

Lancaste rlanghed.

“You'ro very ' he said. “Docs

that mean that you'd like to see me at
Greyiriars, Coker?"

“Jolly glad ™ anid Coker. *“Look
here, I'd teke it as a favour if you'd
put it to your people and get them to
send you to Grreyfriars™
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41 don’t blame you, slr, il you
misunderstood me,** said CoKer.
** You never know what to expeet of
an old donkey of a county justice.”
“What?* fairly barked Colonel
Wharton. ““Not that I think
you're an old donkey,' added Coker
graciously.

“Then

it's & go!™ said Lancaster
grovely. .

“(Good 1" said Coker hearfilv. “1
supposs you can't miss your futor and
comea along with us?"

“Sorry, 1 couldn’s.” .

“Well, pood-bye, then,” said Coker.
# Zee you next term at Greylriars.”

He shook hands with Lancaster very
warmly, and went out to jein FPotter
gnd Greene. They hod tho bikes ready
by that time, .

“Well, is Lancaster coming?" asked
Potter. .

“No, it con’t be done. He's waitin
here for & tuter man to join him,” sal
Coker. “Otherwise he would be glad.”™

“Wounld he?” murmured Fotter,

“What did you say, Potter?”

“ Nothing, old bean, Of course, any-
hody wc:ulg bo glad to travel with you,
Coker. Ten't 1t a treat?”

“That's s0,” agreed Coker. *Well,
I'll =ettle up the iiil and we'll pet off.
I'm really sorry Lancaster can’t come,
and I know he's dizappointed. Still,
we'll soe him ogain at Greyfrigrs.”

“ At —at—at Greyiriara?’ gaspe
Potter and Greene topether.

“Yes. He's going to school, and I've
advised him to make it Greyiriars. As
a sensible chap, he's taking my advice.
ITe's going to arrange it with his
people. If he comes inta the Fifth we
shall be pals. If he goes into the Sixth,
as I suppose he will, I don't think he's
the sort of chap to put on any Sixth-
Form swank, and we can be friends all
the same.
what i

“0Oh dear!” said Potter and Greenc.

It will be rather ripping,

They had given up hope of ever under-
standing Horace Coker,

Cloker scttled the bill with the inn-
kaeper. This was the depariment in
which Coker was really useful. Then
the eyelists started. Co lanced back
and waved a large hand to Lancaster at
the window, and Lancaster smiled and
waved back to him, ]

En route Coker imparted to his com-
rades the story of the rescue in tho
river, and Potter and Greeno at Iﬂﬂ%
last understood. Coker added that 1
they ever said another word against
Lancaster it would be his painful duty
to punch their heads. Alter which
Coker asserted his masterly leadershi
and led the party by the wrong road,
snd by a succession of wrong roods and
wrong turnings thoy procceded merrily
on their way.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Baek to School!

44 ERE we are, here we are, here
d we are again "

Boeb Cheorery wes singing.

At all events, that was lus

belief. The crowd of Gre?'friara fellows

who ewarmed on the platiorm supposed
that he was shouting,

It was the first day of ferm, and the
Greyfriars fellows were returning to the
old achool. The Famous Five had met,
and packed themselves together inio o
carriage with five or six other Femove
men. Bob Cherry, leaning out of the
doorway of the crowded carriage, was
cxpressing his exuberant spirits 1n song,

what time he seanned the swarm ou the
platform.

“ Looking for somebody, Bob 7 asked
Harry Wharton.

“Ih! Yos, rather!”

“Hera I am, old fellow ¥ came a fat
squeak from the swarm, end Silly Bun-
ter appearcd in the offing. “ Looking
for me, what?”

“Not at all, old fat mant®

“Oh, really, Cherry—"*

“Pass on, friend, all's well!™ paid
Bol cheerily.

“Took here, I'm coming iaf"

“Mo room for a fellow double-
width——""

“ Beast "

“You see,
Bunters—"

LL] '&?’ﬂh lill

Billy Buntor squeezed mm past Bob.
He blinked round the carriage, in which
every scat wos occupied and thres or
fonr follows were sianding.

“Who's giving me & seat?” ne asked.

“Fcho answers who!” ssid Peter
Todd.

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“'ha whelulness s terrifio, my es-
teemed fat Bunter," said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. “The standfulness in the
esteemed perpendienlar 18 the proper
Eaper':u

"1 say, Toddry,
urged DBunter, *
giving te a seat?
Bmithy "

" Go and eat onke™

Tre Maexer Limsmanvy.—Neo. 1,210

vou'rs an out-size in

ive & chap & soat!”™
gy, Squill, are you
YWhat about you,
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“I suppoze vou don't mind 1f I sib
on your knees, Nugent?"

“1 shouldn't mind, if my knees wore
made of reinforced conorete,” answered
Nugent, *““As it is, I do mind, a lot™

“ Beast !

Bunder stood. With an injured and
indignant expression on his face, he
stood, Buk nobody seemed to mind
Bunter's indignation, . They passed by
his wrathful and reproachful Jooks tike
the idle wind which they regaorded not.

“Can't see him!"” said Bob Cherry,
still scnnnlnp.; the platform.

“Who, what, and which?" asked
Harry Whartﬂn

”'I.imt chap Lancaster! Tf he's really
coming to Greyfriars this ferm he may
be among the crowd somewhere. Can't
goee him, though”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Jf Lanecaster's coming ho will go
tnto the Sixth. He may not want to see
a lot of Lower Fourth chaps.™

“1 fancy ha would like to see me!"
said Bunter. “ We were quite friends,
vou know.'

“ Fathead!™

The rest of the Co. joined Bob at the
door and window, and surveyed the

latform. But the fall, slim figure of

ancaster was not to be seen among the
tanumerable swarm of Juniors and
sentors. 1f he was coming to Greyfriars
that dag, he did not scem to bo among
the crowd that were changing trains at
Lantham Junction.

A porter eamo along and slammed the
door. and the Famous Five sat down or
szo0tl and the train rolled out of Lan-
tham. Thero was a cheery buzz of talk
in the erowded carriage as they rolled
on fo Courtfield.

Harry Wharton & Co. turned out of
the train at Courtfield. Billy Bunter
hooked on to them.

“1 say, vou fellows!
the local train®

“You going on by the local, old fat
bean " azked Bob.

“Yoes, old ch:a.pfl”

“Then wa'll walk”

“ Beast [

Billy Bunter rolled off to ecatch the
lopal train. Walking did not appeal to
William George Bunter. The Famous

This way for

TFive walked out of the station, sirolled
cheerily down the High Btreet, and
sharted  seress  Courtficld Common.
After a long traimn journey it was
pleasant enough to walk in the bright
sunshine, and the common looked fresh
and green. It was Bob Cherry who
suggested taking o short-cut through
the Popper Court Woods.

“Tathead !” said Johnuny Bull, *We
don’t want to stark the term with a row
with Sir Hilton Topper. The old ass
doesn't like to see Greyfriars men in
his woods ™

“That's his bad taste,” answered Bob

cheerily. “ Besides, we shan’t meet old
Popper. Let's!™
The path through Popper Court

Woods looked shady and tempting; and
it saved half & mile on the way to the
school. Bob Cherry had hiz way; and
tfm Famous IMive swung themselves over

Eimhnﬂ* and sauntered on cheenly
un the ancient trees.

“1f wo pet spotted by o keepor——"
grunted Johnny DBull

“0Oh, there's no keepers about,” said
Raob.

“The spotfulness iz not a terrific pro-
bahility," remarlzcd the Nabolb of
Bhnmpur, “and if we see n ridiculous

Fﬁr we can cut runfully.”
ark """ said Nugent.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob.

There was a sound of someone movin
through the bracken clese by the pat
under the trees. The Juniors came to
a sudden halt, with serious faces. Even
the cheery Bob looked serions: realis-
ing, rather late, that it was, as o matter
of fact, injudicious to begin the new
term with a row. That reflection came,
however, too late to be of any use.

“Cover |" murmured Bob: and as the
footsteps  approached through  the
bracken, tho juniors backed behind
trees on the other side of the path.

A minute later, a tall and slim
figure emerged into the path. The
juniors hugged cover and the new-
comer passed them without seeing o
gign of thern. After he had passed they
looked out from cover: and Harry
Wharton uttered o surpriscd exclama-
tion. He had only a back view of the
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graceful figuro going utung the path:
but he knew it mmstantly,

“ Lancaster [ he exclaimed.

*“0Oh, my hat!”

“It is the eosteerned and ludicroos
Lancaster ! exclaimed Hurree Jamset
Ham Singh in wonder.

The slim fHgure turned in the path
at the sound of voices, staring at the
Greviriars juniors, rlh(: bhmd at Dlick
Lancaster. The wondered
whether they wnuﬁ:t see htm pt Crroy-

friars that day; and utferly unexpre-
tedly, they had found him in Fopper
Court Woods.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,

Unexpected |

% ANCASTER Y repeated Harry

E Wharton, “Yeu here!™
“And wou!"™ snid T.an-
caster. * What the thump are

you doing here®"

Ho had stared in astonishment at
first; but now hizs face broke into a

smile: the pleasant smile that made the
handsome face very attractive.
“Trespassing ! answered
cheerily.
i Treapuaiing * repeated Lancaster,
“That's whnt old Popper wonld eall
it—though really there’s a public foot-
path through this wood,” said DBob
Cherry, " We'ra atundmg up for tho
rights of the jolly old public; also,
tﬂhmg 2 short-cut to the school, Sect”

Baob

“I see! You're going back to Groey-
friars?
“That's it; first day of term,” said

Harry Wharton. * We're walking [rom
the station; and that ass Dob inzisted
on cutting off half a mile this way. If
old Popper spots uws there will be o
row."”

“The rowfulness will be terrific,” said

Hurreo Singh, “O0ld Popper is a
worthy and esteemed old hunks.”

“But what about you—" asked
Nuzrent. “Are you trespassing, too,
Lancaster™

Lancaster laughed.

“No; I'm stayving at Popper Court.”

“0h, my hut”’ ejaculated Bob. *If
old Pop per's a relution of yours, of
COUTSD, 513 isn't an old hunks; but o fino
old English pentleman, all of the olden
time, you know."

“And we esteem him terrifically !
said Hurree Singh.

“He's not a relation,” sajd Lancaster,
* But—well, I'm staying with him; I've
been here a few days—sinee I saw you
kids in Burrey. I dare zay you know
that 8ir Hilton Popper is a governor
of Graviriara. As o matter of fact, he
has entered my name ab the school™

“Then vou're really coming
Greyiriara!” oxclaimed Nugent.

"1"&5; I shall blow in later in the
;r” said ILamncaster, with a smile.
va seen the Head already; and I
Eimil enter tho Sixth.” '
“Good egg!” said Harry Wharton.
”If they make you & profoet,” said
Bob, “you’ll po easy with the Remove,
for the sake of auld lang syne, what?’
Laneaster lpughed again.
*Don't £1" he said.

to

bank on tha :
“ Look here, if you kids sre trespassing,
the sooncr You cut on the better. Bir
Hilton isn't a _purtltu}arlj good-tem-
pered man, I believe,” -

“Don't we know it? grinned Bob.

“I'll walk with you, In case we meet
o keeper,” added Lancaster. “In fact,
I'll see you safa off the premises, you
young sweeps.”

FF R!ght hu'“

The juniors walked on cheerily with
Lancaster; glad to see him agoin and
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glad to learn that he was coming to
Greyfriars School—though somewhat
surprised to hear that he was staying
with & governor of the school at Popper
Court, Lancaster’s company proved
useful, &8 a little later they ocame on
Sir ﬁﬁtun’s head-keeper, who geave
them & rather grim look.

“It's all right, Joyce,” =said Lan-
caster. “I'm taking these fellows
through the park.”

Joyoe touched his hat and stepped
aside.

“Narrow escape!” murmured EBEob
Cherry. " Lantaster, old bean, you're
useful as well 83 ornamental,”

“¥You young ass!”

Lancaster smiled and talked cheerily
ns he conveyed the juniors seross Hir
Hilton Popper’s extensive estate. But
every now and then ho fell into moody
silence, They reached the farther side
of the wood at last, and had =almost
rcached the gate on the Courtfield
Road when a tell figure in riding
clothes, with an eyeglass jammed under
a grizzled evebrow, stepped into view.

“Phew ! murmured Bob Cherry.

It was 8ir Hilton Popper, and he
sirode towards the party with a grim
and frowning brow. He took no notice
of Lancaster, which was o little odd,
a3 Lancaster had stated that he was
a guest at Popper Court. Ile stared
grimly at the Famous Five.

“What aro you doing here?” he de-
manded harshly.

“H'm! Taking a short cut, sir,”
enswered Horry Wherton, lifting his
hat politely, an example that was fol-
lowed by the other fellows.

Fespoct was due to & governor of
Greyiriars—especially when he was
standing in the way with a riding-whip
under his arm.

“Tres ing, you mean” grunted
Sir Hﬂtﬂﬁs il | kﬁlr:uw Fou %f on.
I've caught you in my woods before.
Your headmaster shall hear of this.”

“You fathead, Bob!* muttered
Johnny Bull.

The juniors locked &t Lancaster
rather in dismay, Under his convoy
they had passed Joyce, the keeper,
safely. As & guest at Popper Court
they supposed that he bhad a righ

st

t to
take fellows through the estaite if he
liked. But Sir Milton's mapner to-
wards him was certainly not that of a
hospitable host. He seemed to treat
Lencaster as 1f Lanoaster was not there.
Harry Wharton & Co. were puzzled,
and feeling decidedly uneasy.

Lancaster broke in abruptly, with a
Bush in his cheecks,

“The boys are with me, Sir Hilton,”
ke said. 1 offered to take them by
a short cut through your woods.”

“Like your impudenceo, sir!” fBamed
out Sir JfBiltgn, addressing Lancaster
for the first time, and his eye gleamed
at him through the eyeglass, *“Like
vour dashed impudence, sir! Who the
dooce are you, sir, to allow trespassers
on my estate?”

“0h, my hat!” murmured Bob.

he juniors stood silent and uncom-
fortable. Lancaster’s face was red,
but it paled to white. JIf he waa &
guest at Popper Court, Sir Hilton's
mode of entertaining a guest was de-
cidedly peculiar,

“1 think you forget yourself, Sir Hil-
ton,” said Lancaster quietly, and his
lip curled. “I am mpot accustomed to
being spoken to in that manner. If
{nu prefer ma to lemve Popper Court,

am ready to go on the instant,”

The old baronet’s lips opened for an
gogry reply. DBut he shut his tecth,

and his grizaled moustache, on the
words he had been about to utter.

“Theso boys sare acquaintances of
ming,” - went on Lancaster., “I met
them in SBurrey during their Easter holi-
da;‘s. 1 think—"

“You need not tell me what you
think I* snepped Sir Hilton Popper.
“It is what I think that matters, and
I will not allow schoolboya te as
on my estate. I will allow nothing of
the kind, sir. Though I am ho to
say, &ir, that if these bovs are acquaint-
ences of yours, they are more re-
spectable than some of your ecguaind-
anc?aaunmig, young maemls as they
are !

“That is enough,” said Lancaster, in
the same quiet tone. “If you cahnot
kesp your temper, Sir Hilton, you had
hotter ssy no more.”

“ What 1" roared Sir Hilton. “What 1"

1 ghal) seo these off the estate,”
said Lancaster, * you will obhlige
me by not reporting the matter to their
headmastor.™

8ir Hiltlon Popper's face, alrcady
crimson, became purple. (Once more
his Mmoot an.ncs ril;r a forrent of
angry words; once more he bit off the
uttersnce in tiee. Ha grasped his
riding-whip, and for & moment the
juniors wondered whether he was go-
ing to wte it on Lancaster. But if that
was his impulse, the Iord of Popper
Court checked it He pointed to the
gate with the riding-whip. ]

“Gol™ ha said m a choking voice,
addresming the juniora, “Get off my
land at oncel you hear

The juniors walked oz in silence.
Lanooster followed them. Sir Hilton
Popper was lefi standing in the path,
grasping his riding-whip almost con-
vulavely, 1 after them with
glinfing eyes knitted brows.

There was a faint somls on Lan-
caster’'s face as he opened the gate

“Tt's all gerene!’ he said lightly,
“You mpeedn't be efraid of being re-
ported at the school Bir Hilton won't
mention the matter.

“J—I hope we baven's landed you
in any trouble,” said Harry Wharton,

“Not in the least. 8ir Hiltons bark
is worse than his bite,” said Lancasier,
laughing. “Of you go! I shall see
you later at the school.”

Ha waved his hand, and shut the
gate behind the juniors.© As they
started for the school they heard the
booming voice of Sir Hilton Fopper in
the distance behind them.

“Impudent young scoundrel! Huh!
Dashed impudent young scoundrel, by
gad 1

Apparently Sir Hilton FPopper was
addressing inia gucst.  His booming
volice died away, the juniors geitin
out of hearing as guickly as they could.

“Well,”  said Bob Cherry, with a
deep breath, “that’s jolly queer, you
men 1”

“The queerfulness is terrific!”

“Blessed if I understand it!" said
Harry Wharton. “Anyhow, 1 supposa
it's no bizney of ours! Let's trot 1™

And they trotted, and arrived at
Greyiriars School, where Bob Cherry
playfully tipped off the ancient hat of
Gosling, the ancient porter, as he went
in. ogling grabbed his hat and
hooted.

"Look ‘erel Wot I says i3 this ’ere
Fu” F3

But the Famoua Five rgn on cheorily
to the House, without waiting to hear
what Gosling had to say.
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

First Day of Term |

i SAY¥, you fellows!™
E “ Bow-wow |”
Hall was crowded at tea-time,

. There was an incessant buzz of
voieas and clatter of crockery. All
sorts of thmgs not included  in tha

I commissariat adorned the long
tables, [res_hli; unpacked from boxes
from home. Fellows exchanged news,’
snd compared notes about the “hels”
and whacked out ‘cakes, and bags of
bascuits, and pota of home-made jam,

Profects, sitting ot the high  table,
sometimes frowned on the Lower
sometimes rapped out " Silence | or

Less noise " But on the frst
%&j‘ af tamf}, even the behests of Hixth

orm prefecta were not carefall
heeded. Every follow had Eﬂlﬂlﬂhiﬂr
to say, and said it sometimes over an
over again. Bread pellets whiszed,
and one from the Remove table actually
landed on the prominent nose of
Horace Coker, sitting in state among
the Fifth, Whereat the great Coker
glared round, and, catching sight of
the Famous Five, shook a irawnr fist
at them.

New hkids, silent and forlern, won-
dered whether they would ever be able
to jein in such & cheery buzz end
scramble, little dreaming how soon
they would shake down into new ways.
Fellows who had been o a term at
the school stared at new kide with the
bored air of vory old and experienced
men, and said to one another, * What a
crew " Bkinner of the Remove ab-
stracted & pot of jam belonging to Billy
Bunter, while that fat and fatuous
youth was bageing a plate of tarts be-
longing to Ogilvy., Bunter scpffed the
torts, stared round for his jam, and
raised 4 roar of wrath, Bueé the jam,
like the dear, dead days in the song,
was gone beyond recall,

Harry Wharton & Co. were grouped
at the Hemove table. Mr. Quelch,
their Form master, was pol present.
First day of term was a busy day to
bhim. Follows stood as well as sof.
Yernon-Smuth hed a foot on a chair,
a cup of tea resting oo his knee.
Peter Eﬂdld E“F'xa: l%ﬂ Ft':I]:Iﬂ’ ntIl:.d
ewrmyg bis lega. Fi . Fish, on tho
floor, huntef among innumerable feet
for & balfpenny he had dropped, and
nllgnnst wept when ho Eailedttu ﬁndh;::th
Tuaﬂngmdlhmgs' galore whi
the Famous Five had unpacked and
brought inta Hall, which was doubt-
less the reason why Billy Bunter joined
them.

“I say, you fellows,” roarsd Bunter,
“make room for a chap! I say, some
beast has scoffed my jam! - I say, you
fellows, I've got. & whadking ml::a in
my boxz, unless the cook forgot to pack
it{ I'm going to whack it out in-the
dorm after lighta out.

I'll tee with
you now, old chaps! Pass that cold
chicken! No need to carve; [ can
manage the lot. I say, you fellows, I
heard Wingate say there was a new
man coming inta the Sixth this term ™

“Te ha wound upi?” asked BEob
Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry— 1 say, you
fellows, who do you think—this is good
chicken !—who do you think iz :omin
into the Sixth? An old friend o
mine ™ )

“I'va only heard of one new man in
the Rixth,” said Harry Wharton, “and
that's Lancaster,” :

“That's the ch-a_E I mean. Quite an
old pal of mine,” said Bunter. I

{Continued on page 28.}
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CONTINUING OUE POPULAR SERIAL !

The ISLAND of SLAVES!

e
VT, Y

Chotajee’s Chance !
THERE was a long, shuddering ex-

plosion, and the dhow's port
side vanithed suddenly in smoke
and wreckage. The craft heeled
over, then bow and stern took & ourious
cant upward as the voszel broke in hall.

*“Got her 1” Guy whooped.

SBwiftly after the detonation of the
torpedo itself came an even mightier ex-
plosion. The whole cargo of ammunition
on boerd the gun-runner blew up to an
ear-shattering roar and a blinding flash
of flame.

At was as though the lid had been
lifted off some voleano. Amid the flame
and smoke the dhow went skywerd in
fragments with a number of limp, sack-
like objects among the debris. There
wai no chance for the submarine to cut

BY STANTON HOPE.

#: aﬂ?f explosion, and
the slave dhow's port side vanished
sttddenly In amoke and wrockage., The

“ Fish of Death’" had done its work!

normelly to escaps the danger of the
efiect of such an explosion. The con.
cussion wae terrific, and the Vixen
lurched drunkenly in the sea.

“Take cover!” Guy bellowed to the
men on deck,

The ratings raced to the conning-
tower as there rained down upon the
sca & mighty hailstorm of fragmoents of
what once had Deen the dhow of
Sulaiman, the Murderous !

. . . . 'l

“Tearing tornadocs!™ Guy Faston
erguched iﬂw behind the canvas and
bridgo rails of the conning-tower.

Just in time, the gunners and other
ratings who had been on deck scurried
into shelter, and the skies rained frap-
ments of wood and blazing canvas, as
thaugh the outraged gods had locsed

.Tho oily swclls of the Arabian Sea
lighted curiously with phospliorescent
flamo in all directions as the debris of
the destroved dhow splashed into the
water.

Clack! Clack! Clackety-clack!

Splintered wood and irom belis ham-
mered down upon the submarine’s steel
deck, onc chunk missing Guy's head by
a fraction.

Flaming strips from the furled sail of
the torpedoed dhow fell mors slowly to
the surfoce of the ses, and hi to
the touch of the water. One piece
caught up in the submarine’s wircless
aerial, where for a few moments it
formed a Baming banner over the vessel,
Then the clattering, splashing, and hiss-
ing ceased. Tho sea rolled calwgly under
the white, tropic stars, and only the
stark beam of the Vixen's searchlight
remained to illuminate the vortex, two
cables’ lengths away, which marked the
spot where Sulaiman's dhow had been
blown sky-high. '

Quickly rising, Guy snapped &n order
for the light to be swiiched over the
whole affected ares of sgea. Miracles
sometimes occurred in conncction with
a big explosion, but no miracle had
helped Bulaimen or his ecut-throats.
Wreckago littered the deep-sea swells,
but there was no eign of & living soul.
The cold-blooded murderer of the two
British boats' erews at Kohut had mes
swift and complete retribution.

Again Guy snapped out an order, and
the light was switched off. Once more
the Vixen rolled, like a harpooned
whale, in the black ceean swells. Guy
gave the “ dizmiss " from action stations,
and the erew went about their ordinary
duties, while those belew, who were off
watel, came np on deck to see what re-
meined of the hondiwork of the deadly
“fish ' ther had looscd.

Sub-Lieutenant Tony Dunn, Gur's
second-mm-command, came leaping up
from the control-room.

“Shiverin' jellyfish! Se we bagged
the swabs!” he whooped. * That's all
square with Sulaiman !

“The whole carge of ammunition in
that hooker went west in one wallop,”
Guy answered. ¥ Sharks will be on
their way hers from twenty miles'
radiunz.”™

A small figure camo bounding up the
steel ladder jfilm an ¢xcited monkey., It
was Chotajee, the little Bengali, whe
ncted in the submarine jointly as store-
keepoer and cook’s mssistant.

At the beginning of the action he had
ractised his own motto, that “ disereot-
ulness 13 the better part of wvalour,”
and had “gone to carth™ in what he
had believed to be the zafest part of the
submarine. Now that the torpedo had
done its deadly work, and the eca had
been EWGEE clean of the murderous
Arabs with the guick-firing gun, he had
bounced up, with the resiliency of 2
rubber ball, to join in the celebration of

the victory.

“Wah, wah! Shabash!” he howled
delightedly. “Bravo! Well done,
illustrious British Kaj! Truly have weo
thiz day struck smitaful blow for cmpire

on which the sun never =its!”

and run; ns she would have done their thunderbolts | Heo clenched his fists, and did a kind
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of shadow sparring exhibition round the
narrow bridge.

“Are m? d?_haaed-badmashea left ¥
ho demoended fiercely. “Lead me io
samo!  Like British poet has quoth,
'Wo don't scckiully lock for fightful-
ness, but, by jingo, if wo do, we havo
noble ship and toughful men, and—"

“Jolly good!” Tony applauded.
“You shall have your turn, Chota, old
chutney [

He turncd foward Guy, who had re-
laxed discipline in consideration of the
general excitement on board owing to
the grcat victory over the gun-running

“ Ay, Chota,” Guy smiled, " I'm jolly
sorry that you had to be below when
itho Arabs were popping off that Q. F.
gun of theirs, After dawn you shall
get your chance.” ]

The little babu suddenly stopped like
s toy with the clockwork run down.

“ A.nfter tho dawn, s-2ahin?" he stam
mered.  “ Was thero anticipations, then,
of more fightfulnesst™

“More hightfulness!” Tony hooted.
*“To.night's serap heas been o giddy
picnic ! To-morrgw tha skipper hero
will give you your big chance™

“My honourable. nunts!™

“You shan't bo done out of the fun
for o sceond time,” T, said, “When
we tacklo the whole mob of slavers on
Khaoof Itland, you shall lead tho van!”

A guaver crept into Chotajeo’s voice.

“Wh-what van, sahib?”

“Tha forefront of bottle, I mcan,
old top. To-morrew you shall have the
o pnr;.ﬂnit_p yvou wont—[or death or

ory

“ Munchful Mangoes I

‘Tony slapped him on the back.
| o gmt'h s lucky chap!” ho congratu-
ntod.

“ Br—or—misfortumately,”  Chotajeco
gulped, “I have ﬂrninfu{iy urt linga-
mentary sinew of leftful leg on previens
visit shorowards. Alas! that I shall not
have physical capacitics for frontful
leadership of gallanté Jack-ashoys in
battlings with the debased shoikh !

Both the naval chums were anxious to
bag Ras Dhin and Sheikh Haji, end to
break up the organisation of slavers en
thet Island of Slaves which satoed in
bhlack silhouctte six -miles across tho
gontly heaving soa.

Captain Knox wirclessed congratula-

tions on the result of the Vizen's Sght
with the dhow. In oddition, he gave
precise orders for the morning.
" The submmarine was to throw ashore a
landing-party on the north coast of tho
island shortly before the down, and they
were to lio low, ready to act as o fight-
ing forea to take the Arabs in tho rear.
The Falecon would anchor at soven-
thirty, and hegin tho attack of Khoof
forthwith.

Anocther half an hour’s work affected
repairs in tho Vixen, and all aboard
hreathed moro freely as the ges-engine
waa started up and sho began to thrab
with lifo ]

There was no sign of any dhow having
loft Khoof, although the snbmarine
made & wide circuit of the place. Then,
in the darkest hour befora the dawn,
sho cropt nesr the shore, and landed
moro than half of her crew by frips in
her two collapsible bonts.

The chief danger was on tand, and
Cuy put himself in charge of this foree.
'Tony, a8 second-in-command, had to ro-
moin on hosrd and find solace in the
hope that there would be the chance for
him to. get in some aseful work with
the four-inch gum:  As the only men
who could speck Arabie, Chotajec hod
the wmsought homour of aceompanying
tho landing-party.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

By dawn the Vixen was submerged,
except for her watchful “eye”—the
periscope.  Guy, Chotaies, and the
armed seamen were lying up nmm% the
rocky cliffs of the north const of Kheof,
Somewhere in the southward the Faleon
was racing at full speed ‘towsrd the
Island of Blaves. The stage was all set
for the big attack on Sheikh Haji
and Ras Dhin, the terrible yellow-eyed
Abyssinian ! =

The Mystery of the Rocks .|

LU RRERGH !” Chotajen shivered.

B “Cold 1" inguired Guy, who

was keeping the Bengali with

him, “It'l}i be warm cnouyg

after daylight, old sou, when the scrap-
ping begina!” )

He glanced along the rocky cliffs,
where his armed bluejackets were lyog
motionless among the crags and crannies
in the darkness. Three men as out
posts were on the higher f!"ﬂuﬂd, ready
to.give ingtant warning of the approach
of any enemy. }

“ My humble thoughts, sahib,” Chota-
joo mumbled, 'wero concern with
surprizeful ease of landing. Was it not
great odmeral who said the “wise
enemy cyes both fore and aft of figure-
head 'Y Seroly the debased Haji, after
such bangful bobbery ot sen, would have
eqnt  fo wretched spies slong ses-
girth. coast -of island 7" :

“There's no. doubt that Arabs did
come down to tho coast,” Guy smd.
“That $crap with the dhow wme some
time-ago, and they have probably gone
back to the village. Certainly there
wasn't & sign of anyone when we
landed.”

Yob Chotajeo’s remark had deepened
n doubt svhich had been in his own
mind. There was no sign that aony
watchor had 2lip away to warn
Sheikh Haji st tho village., Yet it
seamed incredible that thesheikh shoulkl
have left that part of the coast un-
guarded after the rumpus at sca, and
especially oe it was on this side of the
isﬁmd at the slaves and their Arab

mosters had come.

Looking round in fhe darknoss ot those
tumbled rocks along the sen-cosst, Gluy
felt that there was some mystory.

His front and flanks were preteécted,
and the watchfu' submarine guarded
him to his resc, ] i

hLﬂ'ﬂ‘Fi.ﬁ his ei!lnﬂf rfﬂt'::tﬂ* ﬂ;ﬁem_}. in
chrargs, Do guietly C away sHiono

It had EEEE low tide before the sub-
marine had put the lending-party
ashore. It might bo that that
rack whera he and Tony had seen the
slaves would ho uncovered, and he hod
just time to look rouwd again before
daylight. ‘

en minutes of scrambling among the
rocks brought him to the ploce.

THE OPENING CHAPTERS RETOLD,

LIEBU'TENANT GUY EASTOX, STE-
LIEUTENANT DUNN oud CHOTAJEE, a
Rengali 1 ter, of H.M.8, Faleori, havig
Bk ordari T O et B
anre i during o alorm: afd ofat offiord

aarifl .
Feland of .E;tﬂr . Grthert W
ajt of Khoof andeﬂIﬁm a

of almost te the waist to

atartling
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Steadying himself on the treachercus
surfacs whilo foam from the ocean
swelle bubbled ' round his . sdkles, he
advanced toward o narrow cranny in
chff-gide. The est width of it was
not more than six feet, and the rugged
Ei!!ar sloped upward. Then md:fanl;r,r

uy stopped short. In the cranny and
just within reach of the most advaneced
surf, was .the huddled figure of an
Arabl ;

“Phow [" Guy breathed.

He drew back ogainst the rocks, and
his band instinctively weat %o bis
Service pistol in its holster.

The Arsb made no movement, and to

h Guy, whose eyes had .doveloped cnt-like

qualitics in the darkness, thero wsa
something unnatural about the position
of the Arab which told him that there
was no danger from this man, - ;

Lest anyone else should be farther in
this crevice of the cliffs, he held his
automatic in his hand, and advancéd a
few steps toward the prone and huddled
figure. ‘The man -was uncopscious, end
& bad bruise on the back of the head snd
other injurics showed him the reason.

" Evidently this Arcb, who nipp&nr&d
to be unarmed save for the vsual eurved
knife in his belt, had left ag a
sentry. Looking upward, Gay saw the
projected barrel of a long rifle, and
rightly deduced that the man had
shpped on the rocka. His gun had
fallon from his hand, ond he had
deseonded into that cranny. ©° )

Guy lifted tho unconscicus Arab in his
arms and cautiously carried him for-
ward fo higher. und. He put him
down in & small alcove in the rock's
side, and moved round & ndtural bend
in the cranny down & steep slope.

Again he stopped short. Just ahead
of ‘him he heard the low rumbling of
water. Guy dared not advance another
step without a nl:ﬁa‘ht, 8o, taking out his
electric torch and holding 1t away from
his body, he switched 1t op.

The crevice had widencd, and at bis
feet was a bubbhing pool of senwater,
abviously .fed by the tido through semo
otbor inlet among the tangled rocks.
Beayand the poat the crevico marrowed
again, and the paoth led uvpward in

rm.}.ﬁh;h;awn ste;z

“ By ji " Guy t . “P'r'aps
thia EE- m thoso Arsh swabs werc
waiting far--low water—so that they
could get acress to thie place! Il
explore these stops!"

Fired wish fresh enthusiagm, Guy ad-
vanced inte the water. The tide had
not eome up far, but be Hed to wade
t across. At
low tide the water would probably have
come just above his knees,

On the other side he went ;Iciatcp by
step, while the light of lis torch showed
the jagged rocks on either side, moss.
grown and dripping with water. Right
hefore him was a solid slub of stone
blocking his path. .

Like & burglar at o safe, Guy moved
the white disk of light from his torch
along the cdges-of that stone. There
were oven cracks glong the edges, but
no sign of any metal work in the shape
of a lock or hingos, :

Buddenly L+ thrifled to » sifange
phenomencn, LThe perpendicular crack
to the side of tho rough stome em which
hin torch-light played wes widemng !
The stono was & door! It was opemin
outward, and Guy instantly switch
off his lght and crouched back against
the rocks. S

(Guy ¢ on the verpe of making n
digeovery, chums! On no
aeeount miss the next Mmatalment of thi
thrilling sebinl—it's betler than ever!
Griler your Magnrr earlyf)

Tae dwcxer Lignaey.—Ne. 1.210.
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COKER'S DESPERATE YENTURE!

(Contsnued from poge 25.)

made friends with Lim in tho hols, you
koow. You fellows met him, teo.”

“Hy, ha, ha "

“Blessed if I sea anything to eackle
at !” suid Bunter, ™ Wo were awfully
}mll:,' down in Burrey in the hols; yonu

cllows remembor that ho put up with
you chaps, hicauso you were. [ricody of
mine, 1 expect to seo a good deal of
bim bere. I say, pass that jelly !
. "Hallo, halle, ballol Ilere comes
jolly old Coker 1™

Coker of the Fifth camo along from
the Fifth Form tablo. Tlarr arton
& Co. greeted him with smiling faces.
Coker had & very serions expression:on
his rugged faco: and if Coker wanbixd
trouble on the first day of term, there
was heaps ready for him.

‘L here, you kids——" began

er.

“Us what? demanded Bob Cherry.

“The kidiulhess of our estecmed
selves is not torrific, my csteomed and
idiotic Coker,”

" Bhut up!” rapped Coker. "I've got
something to say to you fagd 1've
heard from a Hixth Form man that Lan-
caster iz coming hero this term. He's
going into the Bixth.”

“ Ancient history I said Wharton,
“Tell ng'something new, Coker.”

“0b, you know it, did youi do-
manded Coker. '’ )
. “Knew' it before you were lLorn, old
bean,” zaid Bob Cherry, “Why, he's
only' coming to Greyfriars bécauso, he

knows somo  nice  fellows  in  the
Remove,™
“Ts, you koew!" pgrinned. Fronk
Nugent.

Hovace Cober frowngd.

“Yhat's what T'm going lo speak
phout; " Jie said, “T'my vather fricndly
with that ‘chiap , Lancastof, Xa's quite
B good sorh . Now, you kids met him in

 {okers;.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

the hols, and I understond that he was
rather civil to you,”

“*You understand thatd” exelaimed Bob
Cherry, in astorushment. “ My hat)
Fancy you understunding anything,
Coker! How do you de it, with a brum
like yours?™

“ Ha, ha; ha!"?

¥ Less noiso there!™ shouted Loder of
the Sixth, from the high table.

Loker glured round st Loder io show
his contempr for prefocts and the Sixih
Form generally. Then he glared at tho
Famous Five,

"I don't want apy check ! said Coker,
“I'm going to give you & tip—"

“Thenks ! saxl Boh, helding out kis
hand. *“Ifow muchi”

Eﬁfkgr stared.”

*1 don't meen a tp, you young az,”
he said, "1 menn a tﬁn” o

“Lucid, at all events,” gaid Bol.

“The Incidity is terrific.” ,

= Afid thie tip is this}” wént on Coker.
*T'hifman Lagedster wis rather civil to
you kids in tho hols. He's a ¢ivil chap,
IFit you'rs not to fundy you can hLe
friendly with & Sixth Form man at
sthool. ¥qu'ro not to bother him when
ho qnia here. I understand thet Lie
hasn't como yeb——""

“"That’s tho second. thing Coker nnider.
stande, In one day,” sard Dol edmir-
mgly., *“What o brain!'™

“*Ha, ha, Lha!”

“Bhut wp " roared Coker.  “T'w giv-
ing you the straight tip. You'rc not lo
cleim scquaintanco with Tancastor, and
bother him, because ho was civil to you
in the hols, I shan't allow that! Havo
a little sensal  T'm warning you for
vour own good; beocause if I Ond 1.'1%1
bathering the man in any way, I =hall
whop you, Got thati”

“We've got it,” said Iurry Whaetan,
lmuﬂiin?', “I'm surn yvou Imnean well,

it we don't neod advice from a
born wdiot. Now, sco that jam tart®™

Wharion Leld up a jaa tart.  *Cot
that "
“Eh? What? Ooecoch!” spluticred

Coker, as ho got it! It spread out over
Coker's fontures as it crashed.

“Hua, ha, ha " yelled the Remove.

“Dogoch ! Why; I—-I-TI'll—" Coker
dabber] sticky jam from his face amd
rualitd for vengeance, “ I jolly well—
yuroeouoop

Tu a twinkling Iorace Coker disap-
weared under 4 swarm of Removites.
fo rolled on the floor, and a dozon
fellows trod ot hitn; and Bob Cherry
shoved & eream poff down his nock, and
Nugent mixed s jam tart with his hair.
Cokor bellowed and struggled.

“ Loss noize there!” shouted Winggate,
coming along with his ashplant. “ Now,
then, Coker, what do vou moun by rag

ing with a lot of faps-—vou o Filth
‘orm mwant Choek it 8t onee.™

“ Why, I—I—you—you—" splutiored
Coker. Ho sta « to Lia feet, sticky
aucd furious. “?-‘-ﬂl—l'ﬂ—""

“(iet out of this!” said Wingatlo.
“You're & kenior—behave }:OLII.'EEH-
Now, you fags, koep quiet1”

And the ipfuristed Coker was uheip+
horded buck to the Fifth Forw table,
where he'dabbed jafm [rom his face, and
breathed fury, sud asked Potter und
Greehe what the thumpy they wero cack-
ling at. Harry Wharton & Co, fnithed
their ten, untroubled. by, further good
advice  from. Coker, and marched
vhoerily out of Hall lsaving the gruat
Hovace still extrgeting jom from bia
Beair.

THE EXI.

(W halccer yow do, chiuwes, don’t miss
the neet topping yera i thig grand
wiica.  I'x entitled SO RACKEREMAN
AND CRICKETER T ynid shows Frank
Rickwrds in tiptop form. Order your
copy WELE IN ALUVANCE and thux
wrprd desepporniment )

TRY MEFORY,

o

1 GUABANTREE 10

on any type of B!nﬂ::!a vou

Thousands of new machines in stook,

BY POUNDS,
Carcinge pﬂﬂ,ﬁ#ﬂ ap
Acccasories, Writo
saving Coatalogpir—it's Prea,

SAVE YOU POUNDS

regudr,
ALL MARKED DOWN

roval, FHEE G1FT
OT MY monster mopey

5/

eniscus Lens,
Twa Finders,

SEND

— T —m——

5.

i}iﬂ; * 14in.

eniscus Lens,
Twe “Finders.

FOR FREE COPY OF

“PRINCE of HOBBIES ”

Specially wr
J As thrﬂ{ini A A% i
ask for details of the

itten for boys

‘? a journalist,
o fallace.”  Also
! ronet Camera Club
{Juntor Séctien),

Scld by ol good Chemiats and Pholographic Dealers,

Your Holght increansd lo- 14 day, or money bask.
4031 Sshekta e MY SEANE MU Cp I
Road, LONDON N.W.2. :
KING LEOPOLD & LUXEMBURG PKT. FREE!!
i Belgium, 7 Locemborg, & Alrmalls, 30 different. Just sénd 240 postzges
TRN & TOWNEEND (UJ3), LIVERFOUO
Lrength, Btamina, fnd Daghing Encroy 14
30 doys or money-bagk! MY amaxing 4-kn-1

LIBH
BE STRONG Course mdds J ins &0 wour muEsunlar

developineot {witle & jos, on Chest ard t g, 00 Arme) alep briogs an Tror
Will, Ve-Tear Bell-confrgl, Virite Manhood, Peraonal Magnetism, BSurpriso
your fricrele] "Teatimiony FHER, or Complate” Codrds Bfe —BTERBIMNG
INSTITUTE (A), 28, Dedn Boad, LONDON, N.W.2.

INGREASED 2" o hcei todf 23nn 11 T M Tacs 16510 BT
S Bl ; - n ; (=17 0
1% Chonuing, Eargl nnd Wateh Yooureelf drow] Fp.:yfz 28,

Fartleulara 1id, slamp=—=F. BOA5, Helght Sperlalist, Scarborongh,
Bhynoes," Hetrvaos," Soll-conssloninass cure

BLUSHING g d e ol B e B
1, ¥ ] ¥ ek 4
Y BIEBUING 55 Dest HoRd, LONDON, M. 3.

Al appiications for Advertisement Bpacs In this publication should
be addressed to the Advertisement M » UNIDON JAOK SERIES,

Tha Fr‘ltﬂl" Hougs, Hrﬂ:ﬂm irast, Londom, E.C.4,
LI,

Dehn

g prgmie Fou *Hobuost Health, - Douhlad

!

CORONET CAMERA C0., 4, Gt.Hampton St., Birmingham
SPURPROOF TENTS. wodel o. |

H]a El:- rrﬁl;;n 'E:Ight.wauh:. ﬁmrfﬂd mllt“m' Com-
QLT W reC=Dleda £ poies, r ¥

B I &6 fns. W 4t B ine..x 3.0 6 Ing.
Witk E..:'n. u"l.lludaTEi .’.'E:!.n. E;;.eﬁ 151"
. CCOMOTROJALE s g ) yE.

I§ Spcciel cxtra lightwelght, Made from Egrptian
Cotlon, Samo mizon  Welphe F3 1ba, L1886,
Sead for beawliful ilfustraled Comprog Lisf, podt free,

GED GROSE & CO., B, NMEW BERIDGE STREET. B.O.4.
I ; REE Impreved Ehyaique, and Better Hialth. Sent privarely.
CAERME IHETITUIE, Lincola Hirest. E.!LH_H]IT. B.W.
HAVE YOU A RED NOSE ?
-

Send a stamp to pay postuge, aopd you will learn how to rid voursel
ﬂ ' such a ﬁrrib!ﬁmaf&ﬁiﬂg}n Pi;;%a M!HJ&E- Enclose stamp.

rewd i confidence: T, J. i o
128, Bhaftesbury Avenus; fﬁﬂnﬁ . wE. “':‘Hrlf.. ::f: 2%?::; ¥

« TAbrodd "17-), Inaludiog Alrpost, Bar.

3'““ sTnHPE FGH bados, (dd Iodis, Nigeris, New Bouil

Wales, Gold Cosat, cto,~W. A, WIITE, Escine Lams, LYE, Stourbridge.
20-4-C1

nes, and browa walise, " Welght 5

TOEHEOET PEOPLE - Tworctnarkalie ILyas raied
Hooke which point, the way Lo Iocrens=d Helght,




1 THE MAGNET-IIVERY SATURDAY "

__

|
8

] — =

Edited wu__ LATEST FOR BEAUTY TREATMENT

WHARTON, EXTRA CONE TO NE!
F.G.R. O O 0 O Face-lifting speedily schieved, noses
- ED\TIONM flattened, protruding ears pnshed i, Lpa
thickened and eyes darkened. Unwanted
testh guickly removed. Apply any even-

e ing to Percy Boisover, Pucilist. The Gym.

——r ey

FREE! FREE! FREE!

-,
Young Philanthropist ia willing to .
lecture entirely froe of charge to learned
socictis, Form-room elobs, debating
ﬁ circles, and literary institutions on the
subject : “The Lile and Death of the
Grasshopper,” A collection will be taken
aftor uﬁn_m__me_nE_.ﬂ in aid of the Destitute

Canmibals’ Trouser Aid Fund. Write or
__ wire: Alonzo Todd, ¢/o Hexmato Office.

No. 42. LAUGH ANL! GROW FAT. April 25th, 1831.

THE TERROR OF THE WRING | FURNISH YOUR STUDY |CRICKET PROSPECTS—TWO
COMPLETE THRILLER BY DICKY NUGENT ON NOTHING POINTS OF VIEW

INTRODUCING ALF. ARMSTRONG OUR “SAY WHEN” SYSTEM | SUMMING UP THE REMOVE XI
wgﬂ-m ..ﬂmm E...—.J The cricket season is v us now, and the merry

R R 7 ¢
elds, n ca80, Weo we
THE FIGHTING FURY 5 only doing our duty %_.n.%un .Eu_”.wiun sbout the| . = BY ONE WHO ISNT.
= . " ] 1 - i soason's L éra peam to two points o 15001 aﬂnﬁmnu. un something drastie is
e e el ot e oS Bl syl | TS G i, e i e i, 2 o g you s bt | e 5 i £ o ok, S
Terror of the Wring, as he stepped off the scales |straight st him with the intention of smashing him We Do the Rest” LA BAC) R VL ST G Wiiiten vl Fho nﬁﬁiﬁﬁﬂ-ﬁ? -ﬂhnu
aiter waying-in for his fourtheoming fight for the |to pemces. All, who was an eggwpert driver, meerly . i thev've et taath Ao
Hovvywait Championship of the world. axxelerated end drove clean through theim, strewing | M2 BLigE: Good-morning Me. E.: Amazing! Well, BY ONE WHO I8 IN THE TEAM, Lo epiuTMel Hle e fenthatuis al o
Rudoli Fowler, bie opponent, emiled & sinnical | them about the road like ninepins. 2r,  Xverphayl Ho  swu'nibon shov s deposiem. There's 0o doubt about it, the Remove team's in | have to watch. Mark Linley fancies himeslf with a

 That remanes to be seen!" he goeered, wilh | wne waiting impatiently for the big fight to begm. : refurnishing Hﬂﬁﬂﬁmur.%&?.!.? but the idea of | Wharton and Cherry and Redwing have shown in | Form fa to it blindf d i
crushing sarcasm. ' I muppose you'rs nod likely to | Rudoll Fowler enterod the wring prompt to the min. ﬁn _nﬂn __Ea . nmnm__?qu. y FEum o deposit ia really | the practice amos we've .._ﬁowwman that Eu%r sure of _wﬁin wmﬂﬂ dozen boundacies uﬁ Wﬁﬂ
funk it and fail to turn up to-nite by any charnse T " | nit, and was greeted with a howl i N 8, MNeT) ﬂ_uum__.m unny | Kesp your money in | the same Eﬁﬂﬁq batapnen that they were last year, | Goodness knows what will bappea when one or two

" Likely, isn't it 1" larfed AH, with his rapier-like } Evenchoaily the ref. joined him and pocket; there is no|whils Hurres Singh's bowling is even more terrific | decont batsmen stand up to it! As to the fislding
wit, : : : crowd, i | i . Mz, Everysov: Thanks %Mwuﬁﬂ_ than it was, which is saying heaps! Mark Linley, | the least said sbont it the better. In the hope of

With this breef interchan the rivels parted, M Jontlemen 1™ he eride. Alf Armstrong has | very much, Mr, Blage. 1 has” Mu E,: I am lost in wonder- | t00, seems to be coming on sa & bowler; he has | bringing his tinpot team vp to tch, Wharton has
never to meet again till two bours afterwards when | failed to tura up and I therefore award the world's | thought of buying sbout & ment! An ay, there's the |developed a slow ball with a tricky break that's going | had them out eve night on Hakii m__u_-__n:u_n quite

the grate fight was | .hom sonship £0—->" hundred pounds worth of stufl guestion nw.dﬁr_n first instal- | to _%Eﬂ_m the very best of our Qmweueni_ In the | without resnlt. If the ory * mﬂnswmb_mai 1*'ia not
mmﬁm ﬁ_m. start, Al ..,.mr_h & minnit 1" .FE—.EWE a calm voice just | Mr, B, : The pleasurs is mins, ménk—a field, we're stronger than ever, harton has had | beard dozens of times during the opening game,
ttle  did then, and amid a burrikane of cheers, All Armst sir| Naturally, you have ab Ms. B.: Pardon, my deor | ® hard at it, flelding every evening this week, and | I'm willing 1o eat my hat and anyone aloe's bosides

Armstrong dreem | himnanif, fresh as paint after his advenchers, leaped | ready made your selection from. sir, but we ma if there's ome catch missed in the ning m.ﬁs., Bumming it all up, the Remove tcam as at present
a8 ho loft the inter- | soar the ropes, ready for the fray ! the .w___ﬁn.w illustrated eatalogud never EhMﬂib Hﬁnmﬁhm I'll eat my hat. Make no mistake b_ua%%u it, follows, | constituted is .E_W_.Hnnﬂ pitiful collection of m.._qa_n.nwu
u_amuui FPOrting | The villanous Fowler went white ag driven snow | we send, post free, to every ment here m whoever mests the Remove this year is going to |ever seen on a cricket feld. Don't kid yourselves,
: Mnﬂh%ﬁﬂﬂwh“—ﬁwww .mgﬂ _Em....ﬁﬂ that u._._ his plans had come to nort. | schoolboy on request 1 Ma. E.: You are really too be well and truly whacked | chape, they'll lose every matoh |
? 1 & tremble tmu_uﬂnﬁ..w hia noors ; but Mr. E,: Oh, I I want s kind __H.m._m_.u — — — e
opponent bad|usthing counld save him from taking his grewl. | « Birsibos ¥ . Hond | about the re-
ey hing crti ;| Bizzibo a *' Bocozer maining instal e
< for ¥ o oanied |, Tho gong sounded and the ssconds dropped out of | feld sofa, two “Hold-U", g & ; Emzm ﬁgg;“—ﬂm
mm....__,__._._m—.:.m the wring, The Big Fight had begun | easy chairs, and cne pair of ink § Ma. B.: Oh, we abolished
angeter [riends o Bang, crash, ﬂﬂﬂ.ﬂ? thud, biff, bonk, whop! | pnroof curtaips, f hom long ago. g.m.mﬁ—...mmﬂ

% o budnap B an Armatrong's fists [arely battored his opponent. | Mz B : Thanks, & thoggand 218+ E.: Then how do I

boxor ho foared and take him for a ride. Nevarthe. toad :
leza, that was 1he actual state of thiogs, and when ALf WH,_EH_..— nﬂ_.ﬂﬂ__ to it for half & second, then he turned times, sir | 1 have booked yon %BWHH. B.: You don’t |

ruddeniy felt himee!f hit over the with o - . order and by the time | >
m&ﬁﬂ%wﬂéq and flung iato a powortul car, his |, Mersy 1™ bo cride, as ho sped round and round Lack, you will Snd &Mﬁ& ity St oenoratants Tt Coker Held Up to Public Ridicule
pence realised thoat there was dirty work “ Lik L LY g 1 Al I he facel _maan_m ave already been de o -HI ey 5 o bk
pﬁmaﬁi_ desprit b h flung ?”E_m_.m nﬂurmw craven wﬂﬁﬂtﬂﬂn u. h Ew?uu.m- E-Eﬂnﬁ :_.nﬂmm..ﬂ__.._.;- Now I rstand why your
i i . ' m e, # ¥
for half a Huzzen seoundrols armed wwith all| Grosh! chocs, sir 1 Btart on this boxt [y one  Se7 When L IMPOSTOR ESCAPES IN TAXI

match for half s duzzen seoundrels armaed with all One raight gy g
the most modern implements of nir, and even. | _. y amito landed on Fowler's jaw, aad, ! 1 > A
chully o s ouereame, takon 10 o loorny bousaon | Wtk 8 sereem of sggeray, ba selled . rough the 8iF | 0Lty JCop e ot waah z M B3 1 am glad you arg | Doro FdliterLits o call your attention to ono of | _ 6. Evenchually my sust took me to Prout, axidbe
ety e e i £, |t B R e BT A T W g S T V| e e o e T Sl UL e T R
front of bim. timoed ﬂ”mwmi m_au m“ummu_u Fu__..ﬁu;u ___wE_r_.. umﬂ.u and ﬂuﬁunwnﬂomrmnﬂm; foce u.m.-_w... M=, B.: Ferish the e_uu._.—mr.. mean thot By when inm__..ﬂ fare share of branes, and any friend of mine will .nu.w.._. indiggnity of ** bending over ' 1

g . ter which, amid the plawdits of the idolising 'sir | Not a single client of hit sivan you uwant, Thare's } You bow clever I am at detektive work, Notwith- T mﬁumﬂm sore in more senses than one, I saw my

The bour passed on le wings, but our hero : : :
el g - Al A crowd, our ‘hero was ared Champion of the i great firm hes ever had lch, guesrion ent, standing that, even I am to find a solushun | sunt off to the station, There a remarkahls thi
#ﬁmhm__: _u be eggeplosion with iron resclution ! World ! | sign enything ! B, :1 i recomrend | to this Enuﬂbm mistery, ™ are the {scts. mmply | happened. Another lady, dressed epgeastly #ﬁﬂh
m...mm_mﬁ_u___ the homb went off, hlowing the houss to — — e you to all my fricnds, and planzly sot down. Naturslly, I don't eg oct | was getting off the trone ; and on seeing me, she
smithereens, Mz B.: 1 shall be that your breneless readers are capable of man rushed forwerd and kist me. She turped out to be
S § W _U_ round & bag of toffee Eﬁ_._uﬁ.d_. 1 mupily thea it o __E._ -__u_ﬂ.nﬂ.w elpful sujjestions, but out of the mouths my real Aunt Judy !
museles ready for it. The result wea that it EﬁE_._u_ .N.»w .N. u... -m..mu .W.NZ Q- ‘Mauloverer bas been asking‘hey want. Now, sir, here is el Bl g S 98 pevtsee; 1w jost. possible FEHLHE round the other aunt, whom I
blew his bonds ssunder and left him intact, fellows for a word to rhyme with Your Freo Policy covering you o TCELn. Ay °n & clew, : Mﬁ#”.__.ﬁ ok be an ﬂﬂﬂ.ﬂﬁ. bad j?.n— her -r.ﬁ__“
”.__ﬁ_u_._.ﬂm—.mﬁ smilv on his handsum face, Al stroaled * Rogie,” snd ia alleged to Eﬂﬁﬁ!ﬂﬁ?ﬁﬁhﬁﬁlﬂm ﬁ___n Ewaﬂﬂﬂmﬁhhﬂﬁsﬂmmﬁm .__q_uu_.mwu_.u__“mﬁwnwnu_ﬂaw WAS ranning like a h&!.Euw the H....__u_..... In hﬂhn":nn
n- - H H 1 m-. - 3 i E L] L ‘ 1 . : v
O Drive Lkte th ditkens to the i febts v pel “G.H.” Reporter Investigates N, inio toars on boing 1ok i orison ticket, to  your | Father hot at disguising and fmpersonating. T e mitone T reaca hce (or X shouid shy M),
ordered, a .WEEEE: Bolacwer major, after bei i« fevourite cinema. If there is 2, On sevveral oceasions, as & result of that feuds a Hﬂwﬁwﬂu E.inrmu w?hnmh “...mr wowids
The taxi leapod forward, tut no sooner had it on the face by an ink-pollet fropisaything more I can do—— . | I've had occasion to wallop this chap Witley. fags followed e all oves Hﬂi.Fﬂ ippi o
reached the Bret corner than there was a rattle of | In view of the persistency of the rumour | & Third Form fag, smiled brosdly amd Mm. E.: That is all just now, | 3. Ope day last week, my Aunt Judy tumned up. | piomersifulle.  Awmong. ihe o kel i, e
mechino-gun fire from the nm-.._mn_h..u. who had con- | that spring bad really arrived, we sent out | patted the fog in question omthe besd, thank you. Good-dwy, Mr.| 4 Much to my surprise and annoyance, zhe be- 3 H i had : unfaﬂ_ﬂm i
sealod thomselves behind m pillar-box. The taxi- |our mﬁnﬁ_ Investigator yesterday to sce | Figher T. Fish is said to have edBlugs ! haved in & very eggstraordinary manner. After| ' mhare, Mr. Baiter, are E!ﬁﬂﬁi withoat
driver tell over hin wheel, wounded in a hundied | what evidence ha could discover of the |a crossing-sweeper ab with » M= B.: One moment, sir || holding me up to public riddicule, she sturted nocking any H._,L_Eunn. I have racked my branes in vene to
aced ; Al Armetrong, his eyes gleeming wirh |truth of the nn%&u.? penny. You've forgotton your Free |me sbout with her brolly. fAnd out what it al! mecans. Bomehow or nu__”uu
etermination, took eontrol himself and continued | He rotuned with tho following| Tho Head has just been obeerved doing Railway _H..._.meh" hereisthe | 5. Stranjely enufi, a big crowd of fags followod us | Wi poemns Lo be conserped in the affare, DBut
to drive forward, while a hail of boolets whined about | notes : handsprings in the quad. fve-pound note I always present | all round the Skool, grinning like hyenas. 1heard the Fﬂ.lzhﬂ a problem | T think you will agres that it ia
his care. His head was riddled with them, but| Mr. Quelch walked into the Remove gﬂmﬂm smiled to-day. lo my clients ! Good-day. sir ! | pame ' Wibley " menshunned sevveral times, and | the moet bafing and intree % mistery ever krown,
forehunitly his body cscaped unacathed, g0 ne dam- | Form-room for morning lessons, readi The evidence peems to be conclusive,And come again as often as you | once somobody even called my aunt “ Wib." They Yours wﬂm—uﬁ lexity
midgo was done, o hamorous paper, and afterwords rgﬂ Spring has definitely arrived ! like I seemed to have Wibley on the brane, m__nﬂpnr CoREn,




