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YOUR EDITOR'S IN THE CHAIR AS USUAL, 50—

Ahweapys glad fo hear from gou, chums, so drop me a line {0 the following address @
The Editor, The ** Magnet ' Librory, The Amalgomnmaled Press, Lid., The Flcelwcay

House, Farvingdon Street, London, E.C.d.

e EAR EDITOR,” writes a reader

D who hails from Alfreton. * Do

vou know anything about

mazea ' I eo, will you tell

Mo  something sbeut Hampton Couvrt
maze !

Well, as it happens, 1 was down at
Hampton Court a little while ago, and
I pahl & visit to the maze. So I am able
to give my chom tho information he
requires, and also o plan of the maze,
which will help him to find his way
through i he ever goes mito it,

Here is the plan:
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Ine moaze wos originally designed for
William I1I., who wus, apparently, as
interested in such thiogs as my ton
reador is. It will not take you long to
find out the course to the centre from the

lan—but it is not so E&E?’ when you ave
in the maze itself, for the high hedpes
ore most confusing.

At one time there wore o large number
of mares ip this conantry, most of them
cut i the turf, but rhey have mostly
becn plonghed over, and few of them
vemain. Thozo that are still in cxistence,
however, one epute interesting to  visit,
und of these, thw Hampton Cowrt mare
is, pethaps, thn best Enown.

— . —

HE next query coms from Harold
Studwick, of Chester,

WHAT 1§ THE NEWGATE
CALENDAR?

ho asks, This is the nome of a bwok
which waa publighed many years ago.
1s was written by two lawyers, and is &
record of ile lives of famous—or rather,
iffgmoung—highwaymen, pirates, and the
like, who were all imprisoned at Newgale
Frison,

Newmate Prison, which was in existence
a3 em?:.r as 1218, was destroyed and
rebuilt over and over again, until it was
Unally demolished in 1902, and the
i:r&a&nt. Old Bailey waa built on its site,
f ever you are in Lemdon, you will find a

lot of relics of Newgate still «d in
the London Museun nm?udn.;g some of
the cells, one of which i3 that from which

the notgrious Jack Sheppard escaped.

It'ia interesiing to know that a statuo
of Sir Richard Whiltington., complete
with his cat, stood In & ni.ha in the
prison vntil it was demclished in ihe tire
of 1666
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AN you answer this question wlich
comes from UGeorpge Coartor, of
Winchester 1

HOW FAR AWAY I5 THE SUN?

Well, if there was & road from the earth
to the sun, and wyou hod a su COr,
capable of travelling at o s of 300
miles per hour, it would take you over
thirty-six years to travel to the sun!
In other words, the sun is about B5 milliop
miles away from the earth!

The moon, of course, is much nearver to
ua, and if it wera )‘:roqa.iblu te travel to
it by plane at a similar speed, you could
reach 1t in lesa than five weoka

What do yoo think of the following

yarn ' It has bheen sent Pat Cooke,
glrm o r.fm g i{’kbﬁlﬁ‘fm '
X, W B OF
e T
Clrous Manager : *“* Whoe
2§ 3 makipg that unearthly
paolae In the
=700 ? **
w Assistant : *“Oh, "
sir, 1t’s only Miss
_ Elm:nj&:{. the lon-~
g #'s just zeen a
mouse ! g

A reader who is very intercstod in our
gevial “ The Island of Slaves,” wsks me
for somo information eoucerning

SLAVERY IN ENGLARD,

It will probably amaze my remlera to
kpow that in the time of Edward VI.
auyons who lived idly for thyea daya
could be branded with a V, and made to
alave for two years for whoever caught
him. 1f he ran away, snd abeented
himseli for fowHeen days, he was o be
hranded om the forehiead with an 8, am]
then be his mpster’s slave for over.
Slavery was finally extinguishiod in
Englond in 1660, but # waa not until
1834 that it was torminated in the British
Empire.

!‘l‘ll_l ERTRRENEBEAREREE I.l‘lllllllllllllm“i

BOOKS, PENKNIVES and
FPOCKET WALLETS offered
for storycttes snd Greyfriars
limericks. All efforts te be
sent to:

Sinee thon, measave: for
1he suppression of the slave
frade all over tho workl
hove Deen passed, but, ny
yeu know from our ecrial,
it has flourished in vanons
parts of the world, despate
the actions of tho civilized

stulos.
5 vou know, Ialways
A like to pass oo {v
you interesting
littla  tricks oud

ouzzles which you can ™ try
out " on your fifends. Hure
iz one that I call

THE THREE DICE TRICK.

Hand threo dice 1o a chum, and tell Lim
to throw them without you seeing them.
Then tell hime {0 multiply the points of
tho first dio by 2 and ndd 5; then multiply
the result by § and ndd the points of iho
‘secondd die; then multiply the pesult
by 10 and mld the poiots of the third div.
wust now give you the total—ond
you will bo able to fell him the points
thrown by the {hree dicel
For instance, suppose he threw o iwo,
a one, and a three. When he had done
what you toll him, tho total he would
give you would bo 463, How can you
tell hisn whet pumbers were thiown ?
Like wull sitaple tiicks, it's quite easy
“when vou know howl™ All you have
to do is to eubtract 250 from the total ho

ives you. 'I'hu?rom the sbove ecase,
50 subtractod m 403 gives 213—
& two, a one, and a three! No matia

what numbers he throws, the result is
always the same when 2350 is sublracted
from the totall

Try it on your chuma. It will keep
themy guesging ! And when they com-
‘ﬁllinm“h you on your amartness, tell them

ey would be every hLit as smat o
they wore to road the Macxer!

Before delving into noxt wook's pro-

me here's a clover Greyfriave linerick

or which C. Harrby, of 6, Crown Strect,

Blaenau Gwent, Abertitlery, Mon, wius
one of this weck's topping books:

Sajd Coker, with lolty disdain :

** Prout’s face aiways gives me a pain.**
i:t‘. Prout l;ltruﬂlﬁ ll'[::l:ﬂ,

Then lammed Coker hard with Bis cana 1

Don't forget, chums, if at firat you don't
3 in winning one of our wuaeful
prizes——try, try, try agsin. Our hooka.
pocket-kruves and wallets are well worth
winning.

Nuw lot's ses what the Black Book haas
in storo for us pext weolk.

“* FOES OF THE SIXTH!"
By Frank Richards,
is il iitle of tho long, complete Greyiriars

verna. As morp than one reader says,
thess stories seem to get better and better

clo MAGNET,
&, Cermelite Streel,
Landon, ELC. 2 {Comp.).

DONT MISS THIS
OPPORTUNITY OF
WINNING SOME-
THING USEFUL!

cv week. Anyway, there's a treat
inﬂg::-ra for you pext week, and if you
tale my advice you'll order your copy in
adva if you havo not already done
5o ¥

Thera'll be another fine instalment -;-}l
“The Tsland of Slaves "—full of “pep ™
and thrills—and & ripping * Greyiriars
Herald * supplement, more yarns anil
Groyfulars limericks, and my usual chat,
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%0 look out for next woek's iasue, chums !
YO0R EDITOR



FASCINATING COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY BY FAMOUS FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Loot !

1 O fellows ke cake ¥
Y Billy Bunter put a fat face
and & large pair of spectacles
in at the doorway of Btudy
No. 1 in the Greyfriars Remove as ho
asked that gquestion.

Five juniors in the study Iooked
round at Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. of the Removo
were rather busy. It was the first dav
of the summer termn, and on the first
day of term evervbody at Greyiriars
was rather busy.

Bob Cherry had brought back to
school a large oleograph, a gorgeous
picture in many colours. There was no
room for it in Bob's study—
Study No, 13—and he was

rously bestowing it on

i3 friends in Study No. 1
—Harry Wharton and Frank
Iﬁ:ugﬁnt. H:a wag a.ddipg to
his generosity by hungmﬁ it
for them on the study wall,

The Pict-ur&. of course, had
to be lung. Wharton and
Nugent, whose ideas on the
subject of art were not gquito
g0 simple as Bob's, rather
thought that it was the
painter of that picture who
ought to be huog. But thev
would not hav - told Bob so for worlds.
They accepted the gift in the spirit in
I"]'_Imh 1t wes given, only nourishing a
rivate hope that an accident would
ppen to it eooner or Intor,

Bob was mounted on a pair of steps,
with a hammer and pails, Picture-rails
were not provided in junior studics at
Greviriars. A fellow who wanted to
hang a picture hung it by the primitive
process of driving nails through its
corners into the wall. Quite & harvest
of plaster was gencrally reaped on such
QeCasLons,

Johnny Bull and Hurres Singh held
the steps for Bob, he steps gwara a
little * wonky,” and required careful
handling, onnted on the summit of

the steps, Bob hammered in
nails cheerfully. Bab baligved
in doing a job thoroughly.
He did not spare the nails.
Harry Wharton and Frank
MNugont stood looking on,
ready to admire the picture
when hung, and ready to
catch Bob if he fell—as he
gseemed likely to do at any
DoIREnt.

Billy Bunter interrupted
the proceedings. He rolled
into the study doorway, with a
large parcel under his arm.
He propounded a question
which hard] reciuireﬁ AR ADSWOT.
There were f!:a:w fellows in_ the Lower
Ful:tr!:h at Greyiriars who did not like
Ol kB

Bunter slammed the parcel down on
tho atudi' table, Five paira of eyes
watched him in surprise. It was not ai
all uncommeon for a fellow to unpack a
cake on the first day of term. But it
was rather uncommon for William
GETEﬂ Bunter to «fier to whack out his
tuck.

. Bunter blinked round at the surprised

juniors through his big spactacles.
“Like cake?'" he repeated.
He np?-&d the wrappings off

the parcel
and displayed a huge cake.

It was &

handsome cake, & scrumptious eake, O

thick with marzipan.

A NEW BOY IN THE LIMELIGHT! dazed
His deifractors say :

He’s, a rotier, a cracksman, and ought fo
be hounded out of Greyfriars,

His admirers say :

He’s a real white man, straight as a die,
and a wizard with the willow,

WHO IS RIGHT?

“Well, we've had tes,” said Harry
Wharton, Iauihing. “but I think we

could help with a serumptious eake liko
that, Bunter.”

“Hear, hear 1" said Nugent,

“¥You're whacking it out, Bunter?"
asked Johnny Bull blankly.
“Yes, old chap. Don't I always

whack out things with old pala$"
esked Bunter, % = a8

“Naot that I know of.”

“0h, really, Bull—"*

“It wants a few more .mails” gaid
Bob Cherry. “But I ean do with & rest

for & £ inut I'll hav
ot m!f;:i;.mmu £3. ave some of

He descended the steps. Tha picture
Happed on ihe six or seven nails Boh

had already driven intoe it. The steps
rocked as he descended. Beb had rather
o heavy tread, and thoze steps had seen
hard gcrvice,

“*Look out 1" exclsimed Johnny Bull,
" Hiiiid on I’

“My esteemed Bob—"" asped
Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh. R

“ Herg, hold these steps ! roared Rob
Cherry,

Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh held
on manfully. But the steps rocked
wildly and erashed. Dob Cherry made
8 fying leap just in time to save a fall,
I'he old proverb sagely advises that one
should look before ona leaps. But Bob
had no time #o look before he leaped.
That was how he came to land on
William G[‘GIFB Bunter.

“*Yardoooh I

There was o terrifie roar from Dilly
Bunter as he went sprawling, with Bob
sprawling over him.

Hammer and nails flew from Bol's
hands. The nails scattered far and wide
over the study floor; but the hammer
like a bullet, found a billet. A fearful
ycll from Frank Nugent announced that
ue Igl:ti, .]:E&!H“ ped Bob.

e m ﬂt ¥ “

e L e

HOw " yelle ugant. e olasped
his chin with both hands, in UII;]L
“Ow, ow | Wow! Qooochl oh t

!
* Gerroff I'" ghricked Bunter. “You
beast, gorroff I

Babl Cherry sat up rather
T

He did not notice for the
moment that he was sitting
on Biliy Bunter's waistcoat.

Bunter noticed it—he could
not help noticing it. Bohb
herry was not a light-
weight.

“Coopoogh1” came in an
agonised gasp from the fat
1umnr. "E’cough! Grooogh |
Voooooooh [

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

Harry Wharton seized Bob

by the collar and dragged him from his
resting place.

“Here, go easy |" gasped Bob.

“You assl o you want to burst
Bunter all over the study i*

“QOoogh 1" Billy Bunter sat up. His
fat hands were pressed to his extensiva
equator, “Ocoogh! Beast! Oopooh!”

“Why didn’t you silly asses hold those
steps ¥’ demanded Bob Cherry,

“Fathead 1" retorted Johnny Bull,

“The fatheadedness is terrifio ™
gasped Hurree Singh.

“Oooogh! I say, you fellows, help a
fellow upl I say, I'm winded! I say,
I'm injured! O h t*

Kind hands helped William George

Tueg Magrer Lisgany,~Neo, 1,211,
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Bunter to Lis [eet., The Uwl of the
Nemove leaned an

the table and
=pluttered,

“Cheerio, old fat man!’’ said Bob.
“Sorry I fell on you—'

* Beast 1" gurgled Bunter,

“ But ilt’ might have been worse, you

know :

“¥You eilly idiot, how could it have
been worse?'' gasped Bunter.
. '”'h]’pl], I mughst have fallen om the

OOr.

“Why, you—you—you—>">" spluttered
Bunter, o

“Lucky you were thore, what 1"’ said
Bob cheerily. “You were the right
man in the right place, for once, old
fat bean i

Billy Bunter glared at the cheery Bob
through his big spectaclea. He, at least,
did not geem to regard it as lucky that
he hed been there. Certainly he had
broken Bob's fall. But he rather felt
as if he had been broken himself.

“You—you—you silly chump 1" gasped
Bunter., * You—you howling assl You
dangerous maniao! Ow1l IF this is the
way you treat a fellow who brings a
eplendid cake to the study tn'v;rhach:
out—""  Bunter gurgled. "l've &
jolly gmdlmmd to take it to my own
study now 1" <

“'{"uku it—and be blowed 1" said Bob.

“1 jolly well would, only that -b'E“.E
Coker will look there first th;ng!
gasped Bunter. “Look here, let's get

on with the cakol Lend me a knie,

somebody 1" ;
“Hold on!" exclaimed Harry Whar-

ton, “What's that about Cokeri”

“fh? WNothing! Lend me a knile,
Wi

“Ts that Coker’s cake?’ roared the
captain of the Remove.

“Cortainly not! I told you fellows
that I had imught a cake back, didn't
17 This cake was made specially for me
to bring back to school. I've just un-
packed it. It was made Ef'Eﬂlﬂ.“.F by our
cook at Bunter Court. If you fellows
think I've bagged this cake Imm* a
study in the Fiith, I cap only say you're
s rotten, suspicious lot!”

“You fat villzin !” yelled Bob, “That
rake belongs to Coker of the Fifth !”;

“1t doesn't 1" howled Bunter. " Don't
¥ keep on telling you that I've just un-
acked it from my box? Besides, that
g_eaat Coker ragged me in the vao when
we met in Surrey.  You know that jolly
well 1 Tit for tat is fair play! It jolly
well serves Coker right! Besides, this
isn't his cake. I haven't been anywhere
near his study. I hope you can take a
tellow’s word 17

“You—you—"" gasped Wharton.

“Lock here, i
Bunter hastily. *The sooner we geb rid
of this cake the better. Don’t leave
any of it, you fellows! 1 don't want
a crumb left., Tf there's any left, that
beast Coker may spot it and make out
that it was his cake. He's untruthful 1

Bunter blinked round for a knife to
cut the cake. Obviously, he had the best
of reasons for desiring that cake to be
disposed of as soon as possible. Probably
Coker of the Fifth had already missed
it from his study.

The Owl of the Remove grabbed a
knife. Wharton grabbed a fat wrist,
just in time to prevent the knife from
plunging into the cake, ]

“You podgy pirata! Let it alone !

“0Oh, really, Wharton—""

“Bump bim!" prowled Johnny Bull,

“I say, you fellows, if this is what
you call gratitude, when I'm whacking
out Coker's calko—I mean the cake 1
brought from home——  Yarococh!
Ixﬂljggu 1" yelled Bunter.

he Famous Five grosped Bunter.
IHE Magxer Lismary.—No. 1,211,

gimme a knifel snid j,

[le was whirled away ifrom the cake.
He sat down on the study {laor with
a bump and a yell. Hearry Wharton
& Co. had had many éroubles with Coker
of the Fifth, but they had no intention
of bagging Coker's tuck.

“Ow Beasts!'” roared DBunter.
“Leggo! I tell you it's my cake! 1
ordered it by telephone from the stores
at Courtheld. 1 mean it was specislly
made for ms by our ¢ook at Bunter
Court! here——"'

“All kick together ! said Bob Chnrr;lr.

“Tho kickfulness is the proper caper [2
chuckled Hurree Singh.

“Look here, gimme that
Gimme—— Yooooop 12
3 Forgetting even il%:a cakle in his frantic

esire to cscupo five lunging boots,
Willham George Bunter rn?leg out of
the study.

“After him!"™ roarcd Bob Cherry.

_ There was a patter of rapidly retreat-
ing footsteps. Billy Bunter was doing
the Remove passage at about &) m.p.h.

“The fat buglar!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton., *“Bomebody had bettor take
that cake back to Coker's study before
there’s a row. You take it, Bob, and
I'll finish hanging tho picture.”

Fassibly Wharton was thinking of the
state of the study wsll &5 much =3 of
the restoration of Bunter's plunder.

“Right-ho!”” said Bob. “Mind you
put 1n enough nails.,” Bob picked up
the cake. " Don't spare the nails, ¢ld
chap. I've pot lots more in my study.”

Bob Cherry left the study with the
cake. WWharton proceeded to complete
the hanging of the picture. DBut he did
spare the rails, in spite of the fact that
Lob had lots more in his study.

cake!

THE SECORD CHAPTER.
The Wrong Man !

it Y idea,” spid Coker of the

M Fifth, “is this1”

Potter and Greene looked
a3 interested as they could.

Coker, in his study in the Fifth, was
laying down the law, as usual. His
study-ipates were exercising the great
gift of paticnce—also as usuval.

There wos a merry crowd downstairs
in Hall,  Potter and Greene would have
preferred to be there. But Coker had
marched them off to the study, and they
raised no objections. Coker was bpob
the fellow fo listen to objections, if
raised. Moreover, Coker always came
back after the holidays with encrmous
supplies of good things, carefully packed
¥ his affectionate Aunt Judy. Coker,
on the first day of term, was a valuahble
pequalntance. Fellows were often very
cordial to Horace Coker on the first
day, though later in the term they might
dodge round corners to elude him,

“My idea,” repeated Coker, “is this!
A study supper——-*

Potter and Greene brightened. 0ld
Coker, for conce, was falking sense,
instead of hiz usual rot,

“I've brought back s few things,™
went on Coker. *“We can get quiie a
decent supper. I've got o rather special
caka, to wind up with.”

“Good !” said Potter and Creene
heartily.

“I'd have made it a study tea,” ex-
plz;med {Coker, “only he hasn't arrived
FE'-H

“Hea 7" repeated Potter., “Who?"

“The new chap, you know." _

“There's no new man in the Fifth,2
said Potter.

“1 know that. There's a new man in
tho Sixth,’" said Coker. “I've heard
from Wingate that he's coming te-day,

THE MAGNET

though he deesn't scem {to have arrived
N Pl e It I

" Lao ere, you're not palling with
Sizth Form men!? said Greene. *The
Fifth don’t 12

“Not at all the thing!” said Potter,
shaking his head. * Dash 1t all, Coker
old man, you don't want to look for plfn
in the Bixthi? :

“Blow the Sixth!" said Coker. “I
don't care twopence for the Bixth, as
you kpow jolly well. I wouldn't give
twopenoe halfpenny for the whole Form!
But this new man who's coming to-day
is rather special.®

“What's special about himi" de-
manded FPottor.

Potter and Greene were thinking of the
loaves and fishes, Later in the term
any man at Greyfriars, from the Bizth
to the Becond, was weleome to Horace
Coker, so far as they were concerned.
But on the first day of the term they
preferred to keep the great Horace o
themselves.

“You remember that chap we met in
the hols?” said Coker.

“What chap?” yawned Greene.

“That chap Lancaster—=

“Who 7" asked Potter.

“Oh, don’t ba ap sss,” said Coker.
“¥ou know that we had a cycling tour
in the Easter vac, and I rap into the
chap in Surrey——"

“¥ou run inte such a lot of chapa!?
said Potter. ““When you're on a jigger
you're liable to run into anybody.’

“I don’t mean I ran into him, fat-
head! I mean I ran into him,” seid
Coker lucidly. "I mean we mef him,
staying at an inn in Surrey, near young
Wharton’s place. I had rather a mis-
understanding with him and we had a
scrap. It was the fault of those checky
faga! After that he pulled me out of
the river, which was jolly decent of him,
and wo mado friends. Well, that’s the
chap who's mming into the Greyiriars
Sixth. His name’s Lancaster—Richard
Lancaster—and I hear that he’s the son
of a man who fell in the War. He's
a splendid chap, and I'm going to be
friendly with him here.

“Haz he agreed 1"

“Don't be & silly owl, Potterl 1
don't think he's the sort of fellow to
put o Sixth Form swank. he does,
of course, I shall probably whop him
again, Jike I did in the hols. What are
you spiggering at, you dummies?'”’

“I thought it was you who got
whopped that time, old bean,” said
Potter blandly.

“That's the kind of silly, idiotic thing
vou would think, Geotge Potter, As
a matter of fact, the scrap was never
finished, and I'm g;lad of it now. Well,
for some reason he's coming late to-day.
He's not here yet. That's why we're
gmng to have a study supper. He's

ound to blow in before supper. 1'm
roing to agk him here, see ™

“Um ! said Potter and Greens,

They did not lock enthusiastic. They
remembered the fellow, now that Coker
mentioned him; but they had no special
desire to meet again a {ellow whom they
had happencd on for a few days at o
country inn in the vacation.

“I wish ho'd come into the Fifth”
went on Coker thnuﬂfiuilj. “Then he
could have shared this study with me."

“Four in & study iz rather a crowd,™
gaid Greene.

“0Oh, one of you fellows could have
changed out,” said Coker carelessiy.

“Could we?” asked FPoiter, 1In a
sulphurous tone.

“¥Yaou; that would have been all right,
But he had to go into the Ei:thhﬁa’ﬂ
too old for the Fifth, really,” said
Coker, “and I helieve ho's n bit of &
swol, too. I remember he hed a blesscd



EVERY SATURDAY

Livy with him in the
hols. He reads that
Latin mauck just as &
fallow might read
& newspaper, It's
rather unusual for a
feliow to go straight
into the Sixth: but I
hoar that he was put
up h%v 8 governor of
Greyiriara—old Pop-
par—and tha Head
agreed. 'Well, so long
a3 ho docsa't put on
sny Hixth Form
ewank we ecan bo
friends: and I want
you fellows to be very
civil to him,™
“Um! said Pottor
and Greene again.

“Remember  your
manners, and all
that,” said Coker.
“I want to make

rather a good im-
ression on this man

-:aalter. Behave
yourselves, you know,
while he's here.”

Potter and Greens
looked fixedly at the
groeat Coker, If
Coker desired to in.
gpire  them
friendl
wards i
friend,

with
_ feelings to-
is Bizth Form
he certainl

was oot going to wor
tactfully. mﬁut tact

had never been in.
oluded among Coker's
many gifts,

“Now we'Hl get on
to uopacking the
things,” said Coker.
“#I've unpacked the
oake already. .It's on
the teble. Rather =
decant cake—whati"
Coker glanced over the study table, and
then stared. “1 sny, where's that cake ?
QOne of vou fellows shifted it?"

“Haven’t scen itl" gnapped Potter.

“Well, it was here,” exclaimed Coker
warmly. “I unpacked it and left it on
the table when Ipwen's down to the gates
to see if Lancaster was coming., What
hava you done with it?2

“We haven't been in the study!”
grunted Greene,

“Well, somebody’s shifted it,"’ said
Coker. *Cakes can't walk away, I sup-
pose. Took for it!”

The three Fifth-Formers looked for

the cake. It was large enough to be
seen—1f it was there! But it did not
seem t0 be there! Up eand down and

round about the study they rooted:
but the great cake that had been speci-
ally packed by Aunt Judy was con-
epicuous only by itf absence.

Coker knitted his brows,

“Look here, if you fellows have been
larking with that cake——" he began,
glaring accusingly et his comrades.

“We haven't seen the blessed thing |
hooted Potter. “Very likely you for-
got it and loft it at home. It's the
gort of thing you would dol”

“Or at the station,” said CGrecne.
*You'd be more likely than not to leave
it somowhers, Coker.”

“Rotl" bawled Coker. "I tell yon
I unpacked it and left it on this table.

If you follows haven't shifted it, some-
s been in and bagged it. DBagged
that cake I waa keeping specially for

Lancaster's supper herel™
"Hﬂl h:ﬂp h’ﬂlln
#1s that a thing to snigger at?”

As the steps crashed over Bob Cherry made a fly
¢ Yarooop ! ** yelled the Owl ol the Remove, as

R

roared Coker, greatly incensed. *Look
here, who's bagged that cake?”

“ Ask me nnother ! yawned Potter.

“SBome far, of course,” said Coker.
“¥ery likely one of those Remove fags
we had a row with in the hols. We'ss
got to get that cake back before the
jm"cl)i gcoundrels seoff 1. Come onl®™

Coker strode forth from the siudy.
Potter and Greene followed him. The
exchanged a plance as they followad.
Potter and (rcene hed not the faintest
intention of joining Coker in a fray
i the Hemove quarters. The inhabil-
tants of that territory were altogether
too warlike to suit Potter and Greene.
Their idea was to slip away quietly and
join the cheery meob in Hall, whils
Coker hunted for trouble on his lonely
awn,

But as it happened, thoy had not far
io go. For on the landing at the end
of tho passage, near the games stpdy,
they almost ran into & Remove junior
who had a huge cake under his arm,
partly wrapped. Coker's cagle eye
fairly snapped at that cake. He knew
his enke again at & glance, Ie jumped
at Bob Cherry.

“¥You young rascal!” roared Coker.
H‘;}Ha.lic-, hallo, halle!” ejaculated

aly,

“That's my cake!” roared Coker.

“1 know that, old bean! I was—
Yarcogh! Oh, my hat! Hands off,
vou silly fathead!” welled Bab Cherry,
“Oh crumbs! Oh ecrikey! Yercooop!”

There was no time for Bob to explain
that he was bringing that cake back to
Coker's study; that it was loob resoued
from the clutch of the looter. Coker
did not give him a chance.

leap and landed full on top of Bllly Bunier.
e went sprawling, with Bob on top of hin..

Coker collared him. That was hia
oake, and 1t was in the hands of a Re-
move man—ong of the cheeky fags with
whom he had "rowed ™ in the holidays,
as Coker had suspected. That weas
enough for Coker. He collared the
hapless Bob &nd smote him hip and
thigh. The cake thumped on the floor
and rolled there unheeded., FPotter and
Greensa lent their great leader a hand.
They had no objection to ragging @
cheeky fag. Bob Cherry, struggling
frantically, rolled and tumbled in the
grasp of the three seniors.

“Ow! Wowl"” roared Bob. "Leggo!l
I tell you—vyarooh! I was hringmi

that—whoop! 1 was—yarcocooch! O
erikey! Owl Owl Ow™
Smack ! Smack ! Smack! came

Coker's hefty hands. Hs disdained to
punch & fag; but his smacks were really
terrific.

“Take that!™ gasped Coker, "and
that—and that! Ehut'll teach 3’-31.1 tb
reid tuck from my study! And thaf,
and thet!"

“Whooop! I never—I1 tell you—ow.
yooop 1"

Smack! Smack! Bmack!

“Owl Help! Rescue! Whooooop !

“Now kick him outl” said Coker.
“That'll bo & lesson for him) I fancy
he won't raid my study egain in o
hurr{;"

Bab sprawled and gasped.

“ You silly fathead!” he shrieked. "I
never raided your zilly cake! I was
bringing it back—ow! 1t was some-
body else, you idiot, and I was bringing
it back, you born dummy! Wow!®

Tas Maigxer Lisgany.—No, 1,21L
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“0L:® said Ucker.

“"Ha, ha, ha,!" yelled Poiter and
(reene.

“Well, vou're a cheek
anyhow, and you wante
sald Coker.
same.”
E“ﬂh! Ow! Gerraway! Oh, my hat!

w i

Bob Cherry fled wildly for the ERe-
move passage. Coker picked up the
rake and marched it trivmphantly back
to  hiz study. Potter and reene,
geizing tho opportunity, scudded down
the stairs and joined the crowd in Hall

Remove fag,
j d @ whopping,”
“"Kick him out, all the

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
What Did Loder Know ]

ERALD LODER, of the Sixth
G Form, strolled into the Re-
move passage, his hands in hia
pockets, and his ashplant
under his arm. He stopped at the cpen
doorway of Study No. 1 and looked in.
Harry Wharton had just descended
from the steps. The picture was hung;
nnd only a httlo more of the study wall
lay in ruios on the Aoor. Wharton was
not quite so heavy-handed as Bob;
neither was he so generous with the
nails, He was about to lay down the
hammer, when Loder locked in; and on
second thoughts, he retained it in his
hand. The bully of the Sixth was on
far from good terms with the Famous
IFivo of the Remeve; and though even
Loder was not expected to make himself
specially unpleasant on the first day of
term, he had his ashplant under his
nrm, and with Gerald Loder you never
could tell, The four juniors in the
study eyed him warily.
I&ﬂ{lﬂr condescended to give them a
nod.

He walked inte ihe study, sat on a
corner of the table, stretched out his
rather long legs, with his hands still
thrust into his pockels, and looked qpita
rﬂaninL Apparently Loder of the Sixth

ad not come on the warpath., For
which the juniors were duly thankiul;
for they were not anxious for trouble
with & Sixth Form prefect.

“Making yourselves at home, what 1"
suid Loder, with a glance at the oleo-
praph, and a grin at the sea oI plaster
on the foor.

“¥Yes,” said Harry.
what?” )

“Ia it a picturc!” asked Loder. * Yes,
I ses now that it is. You fags heard
that there’'s a new man in the Sixth
this term ™ .

“Ves, man named Lanecaster,” said
Harry. The juniors koew now w
Loder had come. He was curious about
Lancaster; and doubtless knew that
they were acquainted with the "now
man."”

Probably other men in the Sixth were
rather surprised by a new fellow comi
into their Form. But the juniors di
not see why Loder should be specially
interested. )

“T'va heard something from that
voung ass DBunter,” Loder remarked.
“It zeems that you knew this man

ancaster,”

“Yes, wa've met him.™

“What sert of & chap 15 het?"” asked
Loder.

“Splendid chap, so far as we know,”
said Harry. “We saw him only for a
few days: he was puiting up at an nn
near my home in gurre:;* He whopped
Coker of the Fifth when that ass was
piteching nto me—Coker was therc on
o bike tour.™

“He must be a hefty man to whop
Coker1” said the Sixth-Former.

[ =]
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“¥Well, he doesn’t lock beefy, but he's
a hefty man,” said Wharten. “Seme
swimmer, too. He fished Coker out of
the river when the silly owl tumbled
in. A topping chap all round.”

“Ho doesn't seem to have blown in
yeb,” said Loder. * You fags seen any-
thing of him "

“As it happens, yes,” said Harry,
“He's staying at Popper Court, and
we took a short-cut that way coming
from tho station and happencd to fall
in with him.”

“Staying with Sir Hilton DIopper, a

governor of Gregiriars?”  cxclaimed
Loder.
“That's s0. He said ho would get

here later in the day,” answered Whar-
ton. “You happen to kuow him,
Loder "

“X faocy I've met the man, if he's
the same chap,” answered Loder.
“"Know anything of his pcople®”

“My nnele does,” said Wharton.
“"Ho knew ILancaster’s father—Captain
Laneaster, of the Lonmshire Regiment.
Ha-fell on the Somme.”

“That's the chap!™ .aid Loder, with
a glint in his eyes that the juniors
noticed, hut could not understand.
“Tho son of * Handsome Lancaster!?®

“"Right!” =nid Wharton, with a smile,
“ My uncle says that Captain Lancaster
was the haondsomest man in the regi-
ment and young Lancaster 13 awfully
good-looking.” _

“His good-lookfulness is terrifie,”
coneurred IHurree Jamset Bam Bingh.

Loder zlid from the study table,

“It's the same fellow!” ho said. “I
fanciecd it would be the same when I
heard the namoe—it's not & common ono,
My hat! And he's coming to Groy-
[riars! My hkat!®

“He's a first-clazs fellow and a good
sportsman,’”” said YWhartor rather -em-
phatically. Thers was something in
Loder’s manner that hinted that what
hae knew of Dick Lancaster was not to
hiz advantage.

Loder gave the captain of the Re-
move a rather curious look, But all
he said was “ No doubt!” and he walke:l
out of the study and went down the
Remove stalrease.

““What the dickens does that mean "’
cxclaimed TFrank INugent. *Loder
can't know anything ngainst Lancaster,
surely 1 ¢ -

“J.gooks as i1f he thinks he doeslZ
grunted Johnny Bull.

Harry Wharton frowned. )

“Loder's an ass!” he eaid. “If
they've ever met, Loder isn't the kind
of fcllow Lancaster would teke to. They
may have had a row. That sss Coker
started by rowing with him. DBut——
Hallo, what the thump—-=:

“QOooocogh 1’

Bob Cherry arrived in the study. He
arrived sping and spluttermp;,_ fresh
from the hands of Coker & Co. His fage
was crimsan, his collar hung by a single
stud, and his hair was like a mop.

Hia comrades stared at him
astonishment. _

As Bob Cherry had gone on a friendly
and peaceful mission, to restore Bally
Bunter's leot to its proper owner, his
frienda had not expected to ses him
return looking as if he had been under
A traction-enging.

in

“Qoooogh!” gasped Bob. “0h,
crumbs!  Look at me !
They locked.

“What the ierrific and prepostercus
thump—-" ejaculated Hurres Singh.

“That idiot Coker ' gurgled Bob.
“"Oh, the crass asa! Oh, the chump!
I’'ve been mopped upl OUcooogh! I'm
winded! Woeoogh l2
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. :‘.Eut gurely even Coker didn't pitch
into
exclaimed Nugent in astonishment.

_ "Oooogh! The pilly nss had missed
it—grocogh |—and coming on me with

the beastly cake—ocoogh !—he thought
_had  roided it—wooogh l—and they
pitched into me. Groocogh 1™

“HMa, ha, hal"

""Nh{, vou fatheads, what is there
to cackle ot in that?" domanded Bob
Cherry indignantly., * Look at me!™

“0Oh, that ass, Cokerl” ASpe
Wharton, * MNext time, we'll let Buntor
keep the loot. Just like Coker!™

“And they kicked me across the land-
ing ! roared Bob. “After I'd ex-
plained, too! I'm going Lo scrag
Coker! I'm going to Ilynch him! I'm
going to break him up into little pleces

—spe i
said Johnoy Bull

“aood eggl?
“We'll all help 1™

“The hclpfulness will be terrific.”

“Ungrateful sweep !” said Wharton.
“He would have lost that blessed cnke
but for us! Let's go to his study now.
Where arc those oricket stumps?
Better take a stump each. Coker may
object to taking what he's asked for:™

“Hear, hear "'

Four members of the Co. sorted out
stumps. Eob Cherry grabbed s bat,
In the present etate of his feelings he
was more inclined o use a bat than
a stump on Horaco Coker.

H{ome onl” pasped Bob.

Bob was still breathless; but he was
in & hurry to see Coker again now that
ho had & cricket bat in his hands, and
his friends to back him up. The Famous
Five hurried out of the study. The
met Peter Todd, Vernon-Smith, Red-
wing and Bquiff in the passage; and
those youths, hearing what was on,
joined wp et once., Nine warlike

emovites turned into the Filth Form
passaga.

From the games study, at the end of
that passage, there was a buzz of
voices, but the door was closed. Bome
of the Fifth wore there, others down in
Hall.. ¥n the passago, for the moment,
no Fifth Form man was seen. But as
the Removites poured in they discerpéd
a fat figure outside the door of Coker's
gtudy. It was the rotund form of
Wilham George Bunter of the Homove.

“Come onl” axclaimed Wharton.
“Weo zshall handle Coker before a crowd
of the Fifth can get round.”

Bill

The juniors ran up the passage.
Bunter turned from Coker’s door an

blinked at them through his big
gpectacles,

“1 say, yon fellows!"

“Gerrawayl” grunted Bob, and heo

ghoved the fat junior aside and grabbed
Cokor's door-handle. The dooar did not
open.

“Locked ! ojaculated Nugent,

“1 sany, you fellows, that beast Coker

has gone down and locked his study
door after him!"” eaid Bunter. "Sus-
Just as if

giniaua beast, you know!
& thought a fellow might be after his
cakel w, I call it 1™

Bob Cherry breathed wrath and dia
appointment. The avengers had arrived
too late; Coker had followed his friends
down to Hall

“ Blow 1" rowled ‘Bob iy.
“ Bother | Eltﬁﬂ!" i
“The blowiulness is terrifie. But wa

will catch the esteemed and ridiculous
Coker later onfully,” ssid Hurreo
Jomset Ram Bingh.

Beb Cherry enorted. Catching Coker
later on was sll very .well, but Bob
wanted to catch him now.

“1 say, you fellows!" said Bunter
eagerly. ““What about bursting in the

ou for taking his cake homel™-

door, We can gef some tools Erom your
tool-box, Bob, A bit of a shindy won't
matter on the first day of the term, you
know,"

“What's the good?™ grunted Bob.
*(oker's not there”

“Eh? Who wants Coker?"' said
Fuuter. blinking at him. “I was think-
ing of the tuck. 1 say, you fellows,
my cake—="

“*Your cake ?" yelled Bob.

“Yes, old chap. My cake—the one

d that eamo from Bunter Court. Coker's

got it in his study. The one I was going

s

WHO WANTS
A
POCKET KNIFE?

Tell a tale ke R, Ward, of 198,
Urban Road, Hexthorpe, Don-

caster, and you'll do the trick!
Here's his winning effort:

Artiet : " Ba careful with that
pleturs ; E'a not dri,'."

Portar: ' it*s all right; slr,
I'vo got my old coat on!l’’

Don't waste time, get down to

business RIGHT AWAY!

THERE'S HEAPS MORE
|l  PRIZES WAITING TO BE
WONI

il

to whack out with you fellows, if you
hadn’t been so jolly suspicions. 1 say,
I'll whack out that cake with the lot
of you if wo can get hold of it1" said
Bunter eagerly.

Bob Cherry gave him s glare. It
was & disappointment to miss Coker.
But Bunter wai there; and Bunter was
the cause of all the trouble.

“Htumnp him!"’ eaid Bob. "We'll
stump Coker later—we can stump Bunter
now. Where will you have if,
Bunter "

“YWhy, yvou beast—" roared Bunter.

Apparently Wilham George Bunter
did not want it anywhere.

Swipe, swipe, swipe, swipal Bunter
did not want it—but he got it. Thero
was a terrific yell in the Fifth Form
PAssaFe.

Then Harry Wharton & Co. departed,
their call on Coker of the Fifth being
unavoidably postponed.  Billy Dunter

rr:.mq.m{:d, rcaring. He was gtill
roaring when the door of the
games study opened and Blundell

and Bland of the Fifth came out. They
atared at Bunter.

“What's that fog doing here?” said
Blundell.

“Kick him out, anyhow ['" said Bland.

“Yarooccogh I

Billy Bunter fled for his fab life, and
fwo Filth Form boots helped him across
the landing. Blundell and Bland,

7

grinning, followed him sy far as the
stairs, and Bunter went down the stairs
three at a time, jumping like o faf
kangaroo. On the lower landing two
Sixth Form men were chatting—Loder
ﬂl'!l:‘i. "if'ﬁ'nlker of the Rixth.

“It's the same chap!® Loder was
saying. ““Richard Lancaster's the name,
and it's the c¢hap I met at Danby Croft.
And—whooop ! (erald Loder ceased
to speak and gave a gasping howl s
something hurtled into his back.

It was Bunter, in full fiight, and he
did not see Loder in time. Loder did
not see Bunter—but he felt him. Loder
pitched forward into Walker of the
Sixth, and Walker staggered and
grasped at the banisters.

“Qw I’ gasped Bunter,

“Why, what—who—what—-" roared
Loder. “What—who—you young idiot!
You young villain! You—you——*"
. Loder gripped his ashplant and
jumped at the Owl of the Remove.

“Yarocoh I

Bunter did the lower stairs at record
speed. Loder got in about five or six
licka with the ashplant before ha
?‘-Emli‘;dr It was a Eaaifing and groan-
ing Bunter that dodged away at last.

The Owl of the Romova was having
a hectic time on the first day of the

term., Really, Coker's cake was hardly
worth it.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Splder and the Fly !

IR HILTON POPPER grunted.
~ Tha lord of Popper Court saf
in his library with & frown on
his brow and & card in his

hand, which he had taken from a
iﬂlﬁer prescnted by the Popper Court
utler.

Cm the card was inscribed:
Bylvester Sugden."

Judging by the expression on the
baronet’s wrinkled, frowning face, the
visit of Mr. Bylvester Sugden was far
from welcome,

The butler waited, with an immovablo
and expressionless visage. Sir Hilton
turned the card over and over in his
fingers, evidently hesitating whether
to order Mr., Bugden to be shewn in.
No one would have gucssed, from the
Popper Court butler’s emotionless
visage, that he khew how his master's
indecision would end; that he knew
almost as much about Mr. Sylvester
fugden as Sir Hilton himself did; and
that ‘he derived a seeret entertainment
from tho angry frowning of Sir Hilton's
heughty countenancae,

“ Admit him " said Sir Hilton at last,
just as his butler knew that ke would.
_And the butler noiselessly left the
library to admit Mlr. Sylvester Sugden,
who waited in the hall.

Sir Hilton Popper grunted again. He
rose from his cheir and paced to and
fro with & eavage frown, B8ir Hilton
did not know that every servant at
FPopper Court was awaras that ho was
decp in the olutches of mnnﬁglendara.
and that meriiagea covered his estate
almost as thickly as fallen leaves in
autumn.

High taxation had told ita tale at
Popper Court, 83 at many another old
country estate, and the high &nd
haughty baronet was as distressed for
money a3 many & shopkeeper in Courte
ficld who dreaded to hear the step of the
rate-collector. OF all resources in times
of distress, moneylendors wern probably
the most dangorous; but 8if Hilton, the
“tenth possessor of a foolish face,” was
not a business man. How much he
owed, and how he was ever going to
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zeb out of ilie tangle of inselvency, Sir
Hilton did not know. DBefore him
loomed the dismal prospect of a forced
ezls of his aucestral home, but sowe-
how or otlter the evil d‘ﬂ-ﬁ was staved off
from time to time. And it was nol to
be wondered at, perhaps, that Bir
Hilton's temper, always irascible, grow
more and more irritable. :

He dared not refuse to see this Mr.
Sugden, as he knew very well, and as
evory servant at Popper Court knew as
well as he did. His hesitation to admit
fhe unpleasant gentleman was a sord
of self-deception, a sop to his outraged
pride. Sir Hillon would have given
whole acres from his encumbered estato
to havo beon able to order the butler to
throw Mr. Sugden from the door. Of
all visitors at PEFPEI‘ Court, Mr, Sugden
was the least welcome, .

Sir Hilton grunted again as Mr.
Sugden was shown into the library. A
rather fat gentleman, with a greasy
countenance and bright black cyes, slid
rather than walked into the room. The
butler, expressionless as ever, announced
Mr. Bugden and drew the door shut,

and not till the door was clozed did the
expressionless face TDresk into a
sardonic

rin.

Sir Hiﬁ;m jammed his eyveglass a
little more firmly into a gleaming eve
and surveyed Mr. Bylvester Sugden as
that greasy gentleman slid towards him
across the great room. .

“Good-afternoon, Bir Hiltlon|" said
Alr. Sugden, in & voice as greasy as his
countenanco.

Grunt |

Sir Hilton peither greeted his visitor
nor asked him to be seated. The greasy
gentleman, however, did not stand on
ceremony. He sab down without being

An asrlal view showing the vastness of the famous Wambls
the F.A. Cup Finals have
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invited to do 50, A fierce eyve gleamed
ab him through the eyeglass. It was
intolerable to Sir Hilion that such a
fellow as this should venture to sit in
his presence at  ell. Thia sort of
“ecanaifle ' ought to have stood in his
presence humbly, hat in hand. There
had been a tima when Sir Hiltoa would
have vewarded Mr, Sugden with an
order to get out, in & voice of thu:;dar.
probably following up the order with o
Eick. But that time was before ruthless
tazation had bled his estate to the bone.
Tn thess latter days Sie Hilton hed to
walk delieately, like Agag of old.

Mr, Sylvester Sugden gave him a
shiny smile. He geomed in quite a good
hurmour, &5 was ratural to a gentleman
who held the haughty baronct in ‘the
hollow of hizs greasy hand. He waited
for 8ir Hilton to speak, and waited with
ealm and smiling patience. The lord
ff tPnpp-&r Court was driven to spesk at
ast.

“Well 1 he rapped.

“Well, Sir Hilton "
Sugden. i

“Why have you called? Since our
last meeting thers is nothing that
requires discussion, Nothing !

* A misunderstanding seems to have
arisen, oir Hilton,"' szaid tha money-
lender gently., “I refer to the boy
Lancaster,™
Sir Hilton’s brow grew blacker.
“Confound the boy Lancaster, sirl”
he grunted. “Youn made certain con-
cossiong to me, on the understanding
that I recaived this young fellow into
my houspo as a gucst. I received him."

“T trust that he has not displeased
vou, Sir Hilton,”

“Tha boy is well cnoug
the baronct unpraciously.

emiled Mr.

¢ ]
1 grunted

have no

pariteular fault to Bnd with him. He
scems a decent lad, though not so
respectful za lads were 1n my time to
thair elders. I have no cbjection to s
remaining here. Ie behavea himself.”

“There is no question of his remain-
ing here longer, as to-day opens
the new term at Creviriars Schoel,”
said AIr. SBupdepn. "That i3 what we
have to discuss, Sir Hilten. The con-
cessions to which you allude were made
on & certain understanding. It appears

that you desire to depart from that
understanding.  Perhaps you will
explain®?

Hir Hilton set his lips. :
“1 am a governor of Greyfriars,” he
sald, “I have a serious responsibility
towards my old school. I admit that
I agreed to the terms you laid down—
or, rather, ezacted. t I have re-
flocted since. I am not satisfied, Mr.
Suzden. [t did nob ocour to me at the
time; but—"

“* But what, Sir Hilton 1" .

“But I require to know what this
means ¥ snapped the baromet., *This
boy, unknown and anfriended, has been
thrust upon me. I repeat tfmt I find
no fault with the lad. But placing him
at Greyfriars School ia a different
matter from merely receiving him in
my lhouse ae & puest. I am answerable
for him, and I em & governor of the
gohool. Indeed, I have no doubt that it
13 becawsa I am & governor of Grey-
friars that you have selected ma for
this business. .

Mr. Sugden smiled faintly.

“The bay bears an honourable name,
and is well connected,” he said, * He is
the son of Captain Lancaster, who fcll

(Continued on page 10.)
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Cup Finala are

layed, is Wembley.on-the-Hill. And
that wonderful

T tedium represents the top of tho hill
to the Emfm;iunut fﬂat.harigf Only a very few ever
get there for the purpose of playing in a Finsl-tie, and those
who do are the envy of their brother “ pros.

This year, 88 you all know, the miracle hap
88 the Cup-Finsl is concerned, the finalists being irmingham
and West Bromwich Albion — two clube with their homoa
within a few miles of each other, both actuslly within the
boundariea of the City of Birmingham.

Imagine the feelings of tho players of thoss, two teams as
they step on to that wonderful piece of turf ¥ ‘This once-in.a-
lifetime experience strings up the players to a high pitch of
excitement, More than once since Final-ties were played at
Wembley I have been tgriﬁle-gad to see the playera just before
they have stepped on to the field, And I could tulf you some
sﬁnﬁea which illustrate the execitement which teles grip of
tho men:

of experienced footballers wwho have been zo
nervous that they hoave not been able 1o do their

bootlaces up properiy.
I AST season the two teams playing in the Final adopted a

ad =0 far

new way of entering the arona, Instead of the teams
coming out separataly, thoy were marshalled in two's—
a8 member of the Arsenal side and & roember of the
Hudderafleld side. And in two's they marched om to the
field. I like that way of coming on to the field; I thought
that it gave a touch of dignity to the proceedings. And it
soemed to soggest that although here were two lots of foot-
ballera prepared to do battle to the very last ounce for posssasion
of that silver trophy, they could do it and stdl be friends,
Personally, I think we shall pet more exeitement in the Final-
1io this season than wo have had for some time past: more
evidence of it that is,

They are not only tico teams struggling Jorthe
maost coveted honour fn football, buf as have
their homes so cloge together, the ¥ Derby Deay "
feeling enfers into i as well

It may be d, too, that the onlookers, thousands of
them from the Birmingham distriot, will be even more excited
than usual, How they will cheer as the players emerge from
the " tuanel* which is the way from the gfmh}g-xtmma to
the pitch! And what a wonderful sight it is, too |
one hundred thousand spoctators all in
hﬂ.ﬂnﬁ & bit faster than usual !

Finally, after introductions to royalty, who

ot on this big occasion, the forwards will
centre of the fisld, and then off,

Only two of the players of the schole frvenfy-fwo
hove played in 6 Cup-Final at Wembley previously,
hﬂmﬂtheymaﬂihnﬂwmﬂnbemnf tﬂ;ﬂrd -

m leam—Curtis, wwho played for iff City
when they won the Cup, eond Edward Bavkas, the
Jull-bock ond captain of the side, who was a
member of the Huddersfleld Towun feom wohen
they got to the Final in 1028,

I wonder if the fact that Birmi have two men who have
bezn there before will male just-that little bit of difference to
the result—will swing the'pendulum in favour of Birmingham ?
It would not be surprising if it did work out like that, KEx-
perience of Wembley is a big assat.

OFG ago, however, I gave up the idos of trying to

. prophesy which side would win in a Finaldie., And

this year's Final looks to me to bo between two teams

a3 evenly matched as it s possible to got, Indeed,

aking my courage in both hands, I am going to suggest. that

E |  Nearly
o1t places, their hearts

ara alwaye
line up in the

r name of that London suburb where the ]

1

 §

An interesting ohat on the greoatest
foothall evant of the year the fight inll-
ths Engllsh F.A. Cup, By “Old Rel.’

for the first time since Cup-Finals have been played at Wembley
the spectators may get an extra half-hour for their money.
In the old days it was not the rule to have an extra half-hour
at thoe first meeting if the scores werse level at the end of ninety
minutes, but since the War that order has been in forcs, In
the first Final after the War extra time was played at Stamiord
Bridge, and I remomber Jack Howeroft, who was the refersa
in that game, telling mo aftorwards that gome of the players
almost wept when he remindesd them that they would have to
go on for an extra half-hour, They scarcely had the encrgy
Ieft '!;E fight on, so hard Lad they played right through the
mate

During the m:l;a half-hour %Ih thot Final there
happened one of those ferri tragedies ! o
player of the Huddersfield tcom put the ball
pazt his ovon goalkeeper, and the mofch 1cas teon
and losi by thot one goal.

Many talea of tragic mistakes made by players in GIIEI-FiJI&IH
could be told : tales which reveal the excitement whioh ** gota
the players. You will probably remember how Lewis, the
Arsenal goalkeeper, made a mistake in the Final againest Cardif
City a fow years back, alter catching a not very diffioult shot.

t That was o bit of luck for Cordiff, because that one mistake

Two yoars iously & mistake by a
layer cost them an all-important goal. A half.
E’t plenty of time to kick the

%ava them the victory,
ardiff City

back named Wake scomed to have
ball away from the danger-zone,

bul the power to kick appeared to go vight out of
his boots, and the ball ecns taken from him by
Tunstall, who twent on to score the only goal of
the gome.

THE first goal is very obviously the one that matters in a
Cup-Final, for my memory doea not recall a Final.tis
which has been won by the side which conceded the

first goal. And I have seen & fow Finals, Just to
drive home how fmportant is that one goal : how diffieult it is

. to recover from the blow, it may be mentioned that only once

in the last sixteen Cup-Finals has the losing sido scored., I
don’t suppose we shall get, this season, such a big thrill at the
beginning of the pame as we got throe vears ago when Blackburn
Rowvera beat Huddersfield Town by throe goals to one, Hudders.
field were the prime favourites. Bnt Blackburn startsd with
a tush, and in the firat minute they scoped & goal, That's the
way to start: the policy of getting in the frat blow.

he tragedy of an affair like the Cup-Final iz that when the
end eomes the players of one side or the other must be dis-
appointed. The losers will be down-hearted : will foel that
they have beon so near, and yet are still so far from victory.
Many a time at Wembley, as I have listened to those tens of
thousands of people cheering the winners, I have folt a lump
in my throat. It has come thers as I have looked at the crest.
fallen facea of the losera.

Ho, after one for the winners, lef us not forget
onte for the Insers.

HAVE pointed out some of the big featurss of this
season's Final-tie. It will also be unique in one respect.
The *master ol ceremonics ' —that qis the referse—ia
: My, Arthur Kingacott. He is the son of Mr. A, H,
Kingacott, who vef tho Final-tiea of 1900 and 1901, This
iatgﬂmbtimeinﬂhuhinm;*uftha 8 that a son hna

followed his father to the honour of ta %n'.hurgu of a Final-
tie. How will the pon feel about it 1 And how will the father
feel as he watches his boy 1

“ OLD REF.”
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CRACKSMAN AND CRICKETER !

{Centfnued from puge 8.)

n e \War. He iz certainly on an
qaquality with any Greyfriars box.”

“Then why have not his own relations
oen to this maitey ™

" Ha has no relatives zince ihe death
af his uacle, who togk him in charge
when he was Teft an orphan.”

“ His fricnds, then—""

I am his bess friend,” -zaid 2.
Sugden, “and T have taken the matter
into my honds 1"

"Youl!® There was a world of con-
I[:‘!Jt'g'llt. in thoe baronet’s veice. " Yon,
gir

SEY esaied Alr, Sapden calinle, ™1
fear that vour opinion of me is not
high, 2ir Hillon. But I was uander
ceriain chligations fo the bhov’s uncle,
row dead, and I have nob forgotton
them, For that reazon T am zeeing him
through. In my own perzon 1 ean
Efikl'ﬂ"'!::' approach the hkeadmaster of
Greviviars: his opinion of a man in
my pioicsEien would probably approxi-
maie 1o vour own., Ior ihat reazon I
have begood Tour good offices.”

" Comtianded them, raiher " zmapped
Sir Hilton.

Mre, SBugden smiled azsin.

“*There 15 somothing behind  this !
rapped i Hilton. “If tho box's anie-
cedents are respectable, he would not
be on friendly terms with von, Mr.
Sugden. T must speak plainly. The
hoy's fam:ily scems to be good enough,
and his appearance and mauners are
irreproachable. But a boy who is under
the protection of a moneylender—""

2ir Hilton broke off. fuming.
biack eyes under the wsurper’s grensy
brows watehod him  intently, rather
with the cxprosion of a cat watching
the vain struggles of a mouse.

“The orphan needed protection, Sir
Hilton. You need not fear that your
name will ever be comnected with mine
in thiz matter, I shall never appear at
the school. My rpame will never be
mentioned there, The boy's fees will be
paid throngh a firm of solicitors—a
respectable firm in Lincoln’s Tnn.  All
that iz requested of vou iz that you
izlm:e‘.thu boy in the scheol to which
we will prove a eredit. I am not in a
esitien to do so, but my regard for his
ate unele makes me determined that he
thall have every chance in life. If you
fail me I shall zeck elsewhere—

“Seok elsewhere, then, sir!® gzaid Sir
Hilten, "1 decline to take such a
responsibility on my shoulders.'”

“Asz you please, Eir Hilton.” JMr.
Bylvester Sugden roze. “Our interview
15 a2t an end, then, As jou have
departed from the terms ef onr agrec
ment, the concessions are, of course,
withdrawn. It will unfortunately net
be in my power to advance the sum you
need {or settloment with the Inland
Devenue Department, And the post-
poncinent of interest on certain sums
now Jue 10 me i3, of course, cancelled.
I shall he glad of your chegue for five
hundred and  thirty pounds  filteen
shiflingz and sizpence before I leave
Popper Court, siv, No doubt you are
prepared—=1

Zir Hilton drew a long, deep breath.

He rcalised that his dizeussion with
Mr. Sylvestor Sugden was rather like
the struggles of a fish on the hook, or
a fly in the spider’s web. A quarrel
with Mr. Sugden meant that the crash
would come.

JFor a long minute the baronet was
silerit. Mr, Bugden watched him with
a faint amuzement in his hard, black
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nf-c-s, thoygh his manner was respeciful,
almost erimging,

“I am in your hands, eir "' said Sir
Hilton, at last, in a choking voice. 1
am in your hands! I—J will take your
word that there is neothing against this
boy or his connections. I—I—I will
take him to Greyfriars, and—and cairy
out the—tne arrangement.™

It was complete surrender.

“¥ou are very kind, sir,”” said Mr.
Suzden smoothly., *“ Your decision saves
me & good deal of trouble, It is already
zomowhat late in the day, however, and
1 desive the boy to emter the school on
the ﬁrsﬁ day of termn. At what hour
CiLE |

“1 will order the ear, sir 1" choked 3ir
ILilton Popper. **In one hour from now
I will take the boy to the school”

“I can only express my gratitude,
=2ir Hilton,™

Sir Hilton Popper did not seem ime-
prezsed by AMr. Sugden’s gratitude. e
tlid nat speak a word further; and his
cres followed My, Sugden in a glare of
animeeity as the preasy pentleman glid
irom the room,

_—

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
Schoolboy and Crock !

i ICK ”»

@ The handsome youih who
was staving moodily fvom a
window 1n a room at Papper

Court, tained at the voice,

He had not heard Mr. Bugden enter
the reom. Mr. SBugden slid with the
noiscless tread of a cat.

“Oh, you're here!” said Dick Len-
castel.

His face, strikinply handsome, was
durk and bitter in expression. On his
lonks Dick Lancaster was no better
pleased to see Alr. Supden than the lord
of Popper Court had s
“Naturally, I am here, Dick! The
sitarp, black eyes searched the boy's
face. “That stilted old fool has kicked
but I have brought him to reason. He
wonld have backed out of the agroe-
tment=—after you had seenn the head-
master, and all arrangements had been
made for vour entrance at Grexfriars
Hchool, But it necded only the turn of
a serew.™

Lancaster’s face did not clear. If this
E—_as gond news to him, his looks belied

1m.

“YWhat is the matter with you, Dick
asked Bugden. “It is all clear now,
Sir Hilton takes you to the schoel this
gfternoon. EHI'E%],I' ol had no dounpt
that I zhould bring him to heel”

"Mool growied Laneaster.

He moved away from the window.
The red hght of the sinking sun
streamed in, showing wp his handsomo
free, dark and moody.

“You'va not changed wour mind?™
asked Sugden.  *You still want to go
lo Grevinars®™

“T'd like it, no end. DBut “=—Lancaster
gave an sngry shrug of the shoulders—
“1 wish FPopper had stood out! I hate
this—I hate 12 all. The man's a stilied
old fool; but—but I hate 1t all”
Suedon was watching him stealthify.

There was a ghint in hiz hard black

EXES.
“¥You'll have a good time at the
school, Ilick,. You're the fellow to

make your way anywhere—and you'll
have plenty of money in your pockets.
The Wizard will never be short of
maoney.™

Lancaster OQushed crimson.

“ Don't mention that name hero!™ he
muttered.

“Why not? said Sugden coolly. “You
don’t want to forget who and what you
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are, Dick. I can't understand you of
late. The Weasel said thero was &
change in you, when you were down in
Surrey. What is the matter?”

“Nothing! If 1 could chuck up the
whole thing,” muttered Lancaster, “1'd
rather break stones for my daily Lread,
I think sometimes—"

“ ¥You would change your mind, Dick,
when you began to break the stones,”
smiled Sogden. “ And if you went to
chuck up the whole thing, it's in your
hands to do so. Go to that old fool in
the library, and tell him that you, the
son of ‘ Handsome Lancaster,” of the
Loamshire Regiment, are also the
Wizard, the crook whose skill with a
safe is & proverb st Scotland Yard. Tell
him that your friend and protector, Syl-
vester Sugden, i3 nob only & money-
lender, but the * fonece’ who has stood
bechind you ever sinee your nimble
fingers began to erack cribs—"

Lancaster gave him a fierce look.

“Hold vour tongue, Slimy! Any of
the sorvanfg—-—"

* No one can hear us here,™ answered
=limy Sugden compozedly. *But your
alorm seems to show that you de nob
wholly desire to chuck up the whele
thing, Dick.”

“1f I could—" muttered Lancaster.

“But you cannot!” zaid Sugden.
“Once & crock always a crook. You
will keep vp & good appearance to the
world, You will have a fine carcer,
The fact that o governor of Greviriars
Schonl ia under my thumb, gives yon
the start you have always necded, You
enter one of the best public schools in
the kingdom—and no questions asked.
You ought to be glad of such a chance.”

“Yeos—if—"

“1f what®?

“0h, nothing said Lancaster
wearily. " They say it's never too late
to mend; but it's too late for the
Wizard to be anvthing but the Wizard.
I'm not backing out. I'm going
through with it. euppose I can dope
my conscience again, as I've doped it
before®

“Better cot it out t-ntircI?, Dick,”
said SBlimy Bugden coolly. *“It's too
troublesome & luxury for 2 man in your
line of business.™

Lancaster gave him a dark look.

The man was his friend—such a friend
as his strange way of life allowed him
to have. 'The greasy face of Slimy
Sugden, with its jetty black eyes, wes
one of hiz earliest recollections. That,
and the face of the uncle who had
trained him—the uncle who had gone to
the dogs, and become the associate and
confederate of crooks, and vet who had
had a soft corner in his heart for hia
arphan nephew. PBad as the man had
been, Lancaster remembered his uncle
with affection. But for Slimy, hia feel-
ing had never been of anything but
aversion, mingled with fear in |his
vounger days, mingled with ecorn now
that he was older.

Aversion was stronger than ever now,
and yet he felt that the man meant to
be his friend. It suited Slimy Bnogden's
game to place the handzome erook in
the Bixth Form at Greyiriars School.
He had his own ends to serve by plac-
ing him there. But Lancaster knew that
Sugden was not thinking whelly of him-
self tn this matter. He had a kindnesa
{for the handsome lad whom he had
trained in the ways of erime, and kept
in enmity to the law of the land.

The boy’s mind was wavering now.

(LM

Other prospects, il he gavo up the
strange career of the light-fingered
‘Wizard, he had none, Yet he wans

iempteﬂ to throw it up, to throw over
Slimy Sogden, and the Weasel, and the
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rest of the gang, and strike oul a new. of it, I mean this, sirl You can rely

path for himself, Poverty he had never
known; though the money that passed
50 inréei;.- through hiz hands was not his
own., He felt that he woyld net fear to
faco poverty. Slimy Sugden, reading
in his moody face the thoughts that for-
mented him, watched him quietly and
stealthily. :

Had the man threatencd him then,
possibly Dick Lancaster might have
made the break, of which he had
thought often of late. But thers was
nothing like a threat in Sugden’s looks.
There was o wistful expression on his
face—a look of half-appeal in his oyes.
It was not wholly. because the light
fingers of the Wizard brought him pro-
fit that Slimy Sugden wanted to keep
him, apd that knowledze disarmed tho
boy crook.

s made an impaticnt gesture.

“It's no %?od talking,” he said. “T'm
for it, anyhow. I'm rot backing out,
Slimy—and I know you believe you'ro
doing a big thing for me. Bo you are,
if you como to that” s

“You'll make friends at Greyfriars.
Dick,” said Sugden. “TFelends who will
e useful to you, It's a big chance.”

“I know that. It's a go—D'm not
hacking out, 8limy; and you need never
fancy that I'm going to throw you over.
I'm ready to go.” :

Sugden drew a breath of reliof.

“It's settled, then, Dick. T'll elear
now—you'll bo ready to start when that
old é:ml sﬁnds for you.”

“ Quite.

Slimy Sugden gave him a last look,
and left the apartment. A few minutes
later, Lancaster, from the window, saw
tha taxicah bearing him away. .

An hour later & footman came to in-
{::lrm him that the E.né was ready. Ilia

age was carried down, _
ﬁngaﬂsher found Sir Hilton Popper in
the hall.

The baronet gave him a glance, but
did not speak. But his frowning face
relaxed & little as he looked at Lan-
caster. In looks, at least, and in
ynanners, the boy was a credit to him,
it was only on Sugden's account that
8ir Hilton disliked being concerned in
his affairs. Sir Hilton was not a keen
man, by any means; but he felt that
tliere was something unusual, something
suspicious. behind the matter; though
he was far from droaming anythin
like the truth. And it irked the prou
old gentleman to be brought to heel, as
Sugden had ruthlessly brought him. But
angry and resentful as he was, he could
not dielike the handsome lad who
gtonmed into the ear with him.

Not a word was spoken, however, as
tle ocar rolled away to Grayfriars Bchool,
&ir Hilton sat upright staring straight
before hin:. Bicg Lancasier was not in
the least disposed to talk; and he did not
break the silence till tha ecar was within
sight of the gates of Greyfriars. Theu
he spoke abruptly.

"gi{:- Hilton ™ )

The baronet glanced at him.

:"ﬁa][?“ t willing fo take me to

ou're not willing
Ere,yin?aru, order your chauffeur to
drive back to Popper Court. I'll fix 1t
with Mr. Sugden.”

Sir Hilton’s glance became a stony
stare,

U What the dewce do you meanT” he
enapped. “The matter’s settled now, I
nhnﬁ take you to the school.”

Lancaster colowred.

“Veou've been coerced in this matter,
git. I've enough influence over Mr.
Sugden to keep him to whatever ar-
rengement ha may have mpdo with you
—even if you do not,carry out your part

on o

Dick Lancaster hardly knew what
to ak, but he was in

Hilton stared &%
hits features relaxed still more.

“You're a decent lad, Lancaster,” he
said, “but I could not accept concesnons
rdian without keep-

moved him
carnoest.
harder ;

Sir

from your-—your

ing my side of
decent lad dnd, by Jove, I'm sorry that
you werg left in such hands. It's mo

o bargain.

him

You're o

'+ Hap

HATS OFF TO HALIFAX'
For the followin
e

friars limenck 1

' Gilbert P of 9, The
el rhaiﬁ:,e’mat Halifax,
een awarded one of this week's

| USEFUL. POCKET WALLETS ;

snappy Grey-
strated helow,

Grove,
Yorks,

For now he's a hespltal case!

Have YOU sent in a limenck

yet ?

onec now.

if not, get

busy and writs

fault of yours, and I shall sco you
through at Groviriars; as I have pre-

mised Mr, Bugden. Bay ne morel”

Lancaster’s lips opened, but be closed
them again, E?he drive was finished
in silence,

When Sir Hilton Popper alighted and
ontered the House with the tall, hand-
eome lad by his side, a gnnd} many
glances were cast towards them. A
burly Fifth-Former, on the steps of the
House, waved a welcoming hand to
Lancaster. He nodded, with a smile to
IHorace Coker.

SBir Hilton glanced at the burly
Horace.

“You know that Greyfriars boy 7™ ho
asked,

“I've met him," answered Lancaster,
. "Oh! All your acquaintences are not
in Mr. Bugden's circie, then?” grunted
Sir Hilton.

Lancaster made no reply to that. He
wasg shown into the Heaéj:s atudy with
Sir Hilton Popper, And if there were
dark thoughts in his mind, eand bitter
feelings in his hoart, no one could have
read them under the smile on his
handsome face.

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A New Fellow, and an Old
Aﬂquniniawel

INGATE of the Sixth jumped
ase, w to hig fest. The other seniors

in the prefects’ room followed
his example.

Tho majestio figure of Dr. Locke,
headmaster of Greyfriars, appeared in
the doorway. By his side waa the tali,
handsome fellow whom some of tho
seniors had seen arrive in Bir Hilton
Popper's car half an hour ago.

Evidently the Head had come along

to ﬁgemn{; the new member of the Form
to his Form fellows.
_ Most of them were rather interested
in Lancaster. On his looks, most of
them liked him, Gerald Loder eyed him
rather curiously from a corner, and
whispered to Walker, who stared at the.
new senior.

"Wingate,” said the Head, "this ia
Lancaster, the new hnﬂwhn has entored
%I%q Sixth Fﬂ-ﬁm‘d iimaataré thia is

ingate, my head prefect, and captain
of the s:::haﬂ{”

George Wingate hold out his hand
frankly to the now 8ixth-Former. Tha
;:_ew fellow amiled and shook hands with

1.

“Glad to see you here, Lancaster,™
eaid the Greylriars captein, *“We'll try
to make you feel at home.” '

“You're very kind,"” said Lancaster.
*1 hope I shall make friends here.”

“1 understand that Loneaster is very
keen on cricket, Wingate,” said the
Head. " No doubt you will find many
subjects in common. I am sure you will
do everything you can to belp him fall
into our ways,"

“Certainly, sir !” answered Wingate.

The Head faded out of the picture.

“Take n pow, old bean,” said Gwynno
of the Sixth, pushing an armchair
towards the now genior, “That was old

por you came with, wasn't it 1"

“Yes,” enid Lancaster, with & smile,
as he sat down.

“Uncle or something1”

“Oh, no! It's rather jolly here™
remarked Lancaster, with a glance
towards the windows and the green old
quadrangle beyond, and .the playings
fields in the distance.

“No ond jolly,” agreed Gwynne
“From what I've heard, this is your
first term at school. Rather new for g
man to come straight into the Sixth.™
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“Yes, rather; but they couldn’t very
woell starg me In the Third ! zaid
Lancaster, with a lavgh.

“Know anybody here?' asked Sykes
of the Sixth,

“Not in my own Form, but I've et
some Fifth Form wen, and some kids
in the Remove.”

"There's a man here tinks he's met
you,” sald Sykes. ' Wheuoe's Loder?
Loder, weren't you saying that you'd
met a man named Laneaster:” .

Uerald Loder strolled [orward. Iis
eves were very curiously on the face of
the new Sixth-Former,

From under bis dark evelashies, Ean-
caster shot him a swift glance. Dut
thers was no recosnition in his look.

“¥es, 1 fancy I've met Lancaster
before,” drawled Loder. e did rct
alfer to shake hands with ths feliow ho
had et before, however. He stoad with
his hands in hiz pockets, locking down
ar the slim, athletio fipure in the arm-
chair, with a peculiar gleam in hiz eyes,

“ Remtember ma, whati

Lancaster shook hiz head.

“1 dow't seem to—quite,” he ons-
wered, "I must have met vou in a
crowd somewhere,”

“Yes, 3t was 1o a crowd,” ascented
Loder. "1 [ancy thers wers forty or
filty guwests that week-end ot Dauby
Croft.”

“One meets such a lod of people,”
said Lancaster apologetically. " If it
was a jouse-party of forty or ffty, one
would hardly remewber the low.”

‘Oh, that's all right! =aid Loder
easily. “I happen to remember vou,
that's all. You're not cast in a commen
mould, you know,

Lancaster laughed,

“Is that a compliment ¥ he asked.

“And there were soie circumstances,
too,” remarked Loder. “You don's
remomber me, but I bet you haven't
forgotten that week-end periy at Danby
Croft last year!™

“No, I baven't forgotten that™
agreed Lancaster. “8ir Georpe Danby
asked me there, as o had known my
father, whom I hardly remember.®

G IIanﬂwmﬂ_ Lauraster,” of the
Loamshirg Regiment, wast't it ¥ ached

&r.

“Yeas, I believe he wasz ealled =0

“0id Danby haprens to he 8 rolainn
of mine,” drawled ledor. 1 dare cav
that's why I remenher parcticulay!y thar
house-party—and what happened there.”

“Did anythin 3p'e~|:-mi] hapren #*
Lancaster was still smiling,

“¥You don’t recall iti”

I don't quite scem—-*

“Aly hat! I should have thought vou
remembered,” said Loder. It ecanzed
& lot of excitement,™

“And what was it, then?" ackad
Wingate rather abruptly.
He did not understand Loder's

manner, but there was a sort of cur
rent ‘of hostility in the air. If Loder,
the bully of the Sixth, was going ont
of his way to make himseif unpleasant
to this agrceable-looking new fellow,
Wingate was the man to put a siop to
it a ance.

“It was a robhery,” explained Lodor.
“The safe was eracked. It cauced no
end of a Autter.” ;

“1 remember,” assented Lancaster.
U1 thought you would whea I men-
tioned it,” said Loder,

“Ihd they get the mant ashed
Gwynne, chicfly for the sake of saying
something,

A silence had fallen in the prefects?
TooH.

_“No! That was the curious part of
4" paid Leder. “The peolice were
called in, and they had & special private
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delective on the job—vou've heard of
Ferrers Locke, - But all Locke was able
o say was that he believed 3t was what
they ecall an inside job.”

“What the thuwmnp's an inside job ¥
asked Sykes.

“A robbery
houge.”

" Nice for the guests ! said Gwynne.

"It was rotten, as o matter of fact,”
said Loder. “1t was a large pavty, 2nd
all sorts of people were there; some
of them racing mon.

“Evervbody felt rotten about ik
sart of cloud of suspicion hanging over
everyhody, you know. Old Dauby's
rather eavelesg inthe way he ashs peaple
to his place, and it was rather a shock
to him' to think that e had asked a
crock among the vest.. Bui the fellow,
wheever he was, kept up appearances
all rigut—thera was nothing in his looks
to give him awag.

“1 faney thot Ferrers Locke Loow
meve than was made known at the
ume: old Danbvy wasn't the man to
have & Yig scandal for the sake of &
few hnndred pounde. I fancied at the
uime they were hushing someibing up.

by tomcone intide the
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ANCTHER READER WINS A
TOPPING BOOK

Ior supplying the [ollowing
laugh!

Teacher : " Now, Tommy, give me

a moeral.”

Tommy : "' ft's no use erying over
spilt milk, sir.,"”

Teacher ; Yes.

Mow ’gfua e a
regason for nod

oing sa.”’
. Jommy » Please, sir, there's water
tn the milk already 1

Sent in by Frank G. Leslie, 'IB1,
Bark Avenue, Barrow-in-Furness,
Lancs.
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B.at, of course, you wounldn't know all
tiat, Lanecaster:; I remember you left
rather suddenly.”

1 don't scem to remember much
shout 14" eald Lencaster, smiling.
“Buy I remember seeing l'*-ir.l Locke.
He struck me as o pretty efficient sort
of detective, and I rather wonder he
never got tha man.”

“I faney he could have got him if
old Danby had let him,” said Loder.
“But Danby wasn't poing to have a
guest of his marched off, like Eugens
Aram, with giddﬁ( gyves upon his wrists,
Ho preferred lo let the rotter elear out,
I faney,”

“ Bo that’s where
said Wingate, with a sharp look at
Gerald Loder.

“That's where,” assented Loder, “I
might' have improved the &ccitu&iniar.f.e,
onlv, as I geid, Lancaster Jeft rather
suddenly. Quite a surprise to meet yoo
again here, Lancaster. i

“A pleasant surprize, I hope!™ zaid
Lancaster.

“(Oh, guitel!” drawled Loder; and,
with a4 curt nod to the new senior, he
turned away and left the prefects’ room
with Walker.

A bricf followed Loder's
deporiure. i )

te had left & fecling of general dis-
conifort behind hum, the fellows hardlﬁ
knew why. He had been ecivil enoug
to the new marn, though there was a
lztent hostility in his tone and manner.
It was at least tactless om Loder's part

ou met Lancasteri®

gilenca

to have related that story of the robbery
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at Danby Croft, when, acecording to his
statement, it left & lingering suspicion
on all the guests there, and Lancaster
had becn one of the guests,

But Lancaster scemed quite uncon-
scigus of feeling of discomiort,
Loder had been giving the new fellow
& surreptitious " dig,” his shaft seemed
to have fallen ha.rm[r.-.sslf. Wingiate, in
the innoceceace of his heart, was glad to
sea that the new man’s face was quite
unclonded and good-humoured. The
Greyfriars captain broke the silence
with & remark on the subject of cricket.
On that subject he found Lancaster
keenly interested; and a *'cricket jow n

was soon going strong in the prefects’
TOOMm ; AN er and his remarks were
forgotten,

Later on, however, when Winﬁntﬂ and
Gwynne went to their studies, the Grey-
friars eaptein pauscd al his door, look-
ing at Gwynne,

“That new man seems a decent sort
of chap!™ he remarked.

“Quute ! agreed Gwynne.

“He knows a lob about crvicket. If
he plays the game as well as he talks
we shall want him in the eleven.”

Gwynne nodded.

“Put—" -said Wingate slowly.
“What the dickens was er driving
at, Gwynnei" )

“Can't make him out. He never

liked Lancaster, I fancy, when they mct
at Danby Croft”

“I don't see why he shouldn’t have.”

“Might have tried to rook him at
billiards, and fallen down on 11" sug-
gosted Gwynne, with a grin,

Wingate gave a grunt.

“I_smul::ﬁu’t wonder; that's Loder's
tyle. Tt's jolly plain that he wanted
to be disagrecable to the new man.”

“Plain as his face—and that's E-&j‘lﬂg
& lot!" assentcd Gwynne, *Loder ha
better be careful how ho tells his funny
storics in the prefects’ room, or some-
body may kick him.™

“1 rather think I'll tell bhim 8ol
grunied Wingate, and he went.into his
study, frowning.

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER,
Fed-Up !

i E'S come !l :

Horaco Coker made that

remark in his study in the

Fifth. He spoke with preat

heartiness, as if he were pleased-—as no
doubt Coker was.

Heo did pot observe thaot there was a
plentiful lack of enthusiasm on the
part of Potter and Greene. Coker was
not an observant fallow.

Had he observed it no doubt Coker
would have been annoyed. When Coker
was pleased, it was up to his comrades
to feel pleased. Ccher's word was law
in that study; or at least, he fancied
that it was. ;

“1 haven't had a chance of speaking
to him vet,” went on Cole..

“Lucky chap!” murmured Potter.

“Kht What did you say, Iottori”

“ Nothing, old manl Go onl"”

“He waos with the Head, and then he
was jawing to a lot of asses in the
prefects’ room,” said Coker. “I rather
expected him t> look me out; but he
hasn'$ tornce up so far”

*0f courze he would be rather keen
to louk you out, Coker,” said Greene
solemniy. *“He can't have forgotten
what a nice chap you are.” ]

“Well, that's rether a flattering w:;g
of putting it, Greeney, old chap,” sai
Coker, who twas- blind and
sarcasm. o But I've 'no doubt you're
right, It’s rather odd- that he hasn’t
looked me out so far, _ Btill, if the
meuntain won't come to Pontius Pilste,

eaf to
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Pontius Pilate mmst go to the moun-
tain, you know.”

o my hat!® gasped Potter.
“Wasn't it jolly old Mahomet who had
to go to the mountain r™

“Not at all,” answered Coker calmly.
“It wos Ponotius PFPilate, old chap.
¥ou're not up in these things, Fotter.
Faot is, T forgot whethor it was Pontius
Pilate or Christopher Columbus; but it
wos one of the two, There's nothing to
snigger at, Potter; you needn't mind &
fullg::w tolling vou things when you're
i_grinnrm}h Don't let’s have any of your
gilly sniggoring when Lancaster is here.

—t
R
= =

11

Bunter went bounding down the siairs like a fat kanbgaroo, and bumped into
Gerald Loder who was chatiing with Walker on the lIower landing, Loder pliched
forward intc Walker and sent him staggering |

I mentioned to you fellows that I want
yvou to behave yourzelves rather more
Egmnﬂj ther usual while my ‘pal is

I"B..” 4

Potter and Gieene looked at Coker.
They rememberad Lancaster with some
kindness, because he had thrashed Coker
in the wvacation. But really Coker was
not going the right way to work to
make them fosl friend av towards the
new man. They were fed-up to the chin
with Lancaster alroady, although they
had not even seen bim since his arrival
at Groyfriars.

“Not too much of your sniggering and
caokling and all thatl"™ said ker.
“Do aa I do, yor know! Keep an eye
on me, see? After all, good mannera
are pever wasted.”

The idea of teking Coker as s model
in good manrers almost overcame
Potter and Grecne. They continued to
gaze at hin, 2

“We want tho study set to rights o
bit,” continued Coker briskly, “ Don't
leave your things al' over the place.
That shelf isn't the plece for your
slippers, Greene.*

“They're your
(Greene,

¥ Oh |

slippers 1"  breathed
Cok~r waz taken aback for &

moment, but only for & moment.
“Well, I muost say that one of you
fellows might havae put them away when
e fellow’s busy or' the first day of term.
Blacking all round! Are you %}lng to
leave that belt sprawling over tho back
of the armchair, Potter #*

“Yes™ seid Potter.

*“Well, there's such a thing ss order
in & study,” eaid Coker warmly, “and I
can jolly weli tell you that if that
cricket belt is left on that armchair ¥
shall jolly well chuck it out of the
window 1*

* Please yovrself”

Coker pgrabbed up tho cricket belt.
He strode to the open window. But he
paused as he detected a simultanebus
crin on the faces of his study-mates,

~ Whose ig this belti™ he asked,

“¥ours,” said Potter. *“Chuck it
cut.”

“I think a fellow who has nothing to
do might put a belt away when & fellow
unipacks it in a hurry. ¥You know a
fellow hardly has time to breathe on
the firet day of the term.”

“Ten't it firsi day of term for us, too?”

asked Potter.
“Dor't argue. Potter! For goodness'

sake, don’'t Jaw to exeuse your dashed

1?

(=

laziness, If anything’s
ing to bae done ip
this study I've got ta
do it, as usual.
hoera, I'll tell you
men plainly that thas
room hos got to he
tidy when Lancaster
comes. 1'm not having you
fellows lot me down before a
E-iﬁbh Form man., Lancaster—"
Blow  Lancaster 1¥ roarcd
Poiter.
“ Rlezs Lancaster 1" howled Greene,
Coker starel at them. He secmed
surprised. ; -
“Pon't vou fellows like Lancaster?

he asked. “1I thought you rather took
to him when we met him in Surrey in
the vac™

“Well, if he was the nicest chap in
creation, I think you'd make a man
want to punch his head!” growled
Pottor. o

“PDon't be an ass, Potter! That is, if
you can help if. don’t expect much
rom you in the way of sensa; but don't
be a bigger fool than you can help!
Look hare, who's been s 1Ilmpi nll theso
crumbs over the feor? Pigsl” :

“You did, unpacking your blessed
caka ¥ _

“Well, I think you might have swept
them up. ‘There's a brush somewhere,
What idiot’s lost that brush 1

“Vou have! You chucked it on ths
bookense.” .

“I remember now I put it eut of the
way; but I thick one of you fellows
might have got it down and brushed up
those crumbs. Everything loft to me as
usual.”

" Look hers, Coker——"

“For goodness’ sake, FPotter, don't
keep on talking! 8t to, and help me
got the study u.lin!'- presentable ! Blessed
if I ever saw sagh fellows for talking |

(Tontinued on page 16.)
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Talk, talk, talk all the time! The way
rou fellows wag your chins beats a chin-
wag morchant in the House of Com-
meons! Take myg tip and go into Parlia-

ment when you leave Groviriars!
At's the E}:nm' for ou! Jaw, jow, jawl®
satd Coker indignantly, “Why can't

vou follow my example, and never talk
except when you can talk semse, and
cven then ent it short? I've told vou
often enough that a fellow who kecps
on talking will never get anxthing done.
Do things, and don't jaw—Ilike mne.”
% Like vou!™ pgasped Potter. < 0h,
my hat ™
“*Yes, like me!™ roared Coker. “Do
vou ever hear me jawing and jawi
and jawing? Not much chance if
wanted to—vou neover give a fellow a
chance to get in o word edgeways!
Look heve, just stop talking—"
“Who's talking ¥ shricked Greene,
“Now you're beginning'” exclaimed
Coker, “The minute Potter stops, you
begin! 1 wonder you fellows den't frae-
ture rour jaws, keeping them going ot
this rate! 3hut up and get on with 10
Coker procoeded to prepare the studr
for the distinguished visiter. Potter
and Greene, in o state approaching
frenzr, helped. The sight of the stack
of good things, when the supper was
Iaid, solaced them a little, Coker’s
Aunt Judy had Flagad up nobly, and
the table groaned, as & novelist wonld
#a¥, under the goodly viands, Ilorace
Coker was pleased to ¢xpress approval

when all was ready.

*Well, that's all right,” ho said,
“T'll go and fetech Lanecaster. Yon'd
better go and chango vour collar,
FPotter.”

“What's the matter with my collar 2"
hissed Pottey.

%1t's a bit zrubby.
Greene.”

“Do 17" snarled Groena.

“You do! I've told you you're not
to let me down before a Sixth Form
man. I can’t have friends in the study
looking like grubby [ags., Lancaster's
vsed to decent things.™
. “Hang Lancastcr |7 shrieked Potter.

' “Blow Lancaster I" roared Greene.

“That's enough!” suapped Coker.
Co and maoke yourselves a little more
prﬁ;«entable. Keep wp appearances.
don’t expect you to do me eredit; but
tnere’s -a limt. My hat! Not only I
have to do evervthing thut’s done in the
study, but I have to tell you fellows to
wash yourselves and change your dirty
collars, ns if yon were inky little Beasts
in thf Sceond Form, 1 can tell you

You want s wash,

Potter and Greene exchanged s
glance. Thoe study supper was a gor-
Eeous supper—a topping supper. But it
vwas borne in simultaneously on the
minds of Potter and Greene that too
high a price might be paid even for so
serumptious a study supper. After all,
there were study suppers elsewhere, on
the first day of term., Having ex-
chonged that glance, Potter and Greens
made 8 sudden and simultaneous jump
at Horace Coker.
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Coker, taken by surprise, was sud-
denly up-ended, and camo down with a
!{nn. the study floor. . :

“Whooop I roared Coker, in surprise

b and rogo.

“There, you silly idiot!” pgasped
Potter. “Now you can have your

supper and your bilinking. Lancaster all
to vourself |7

“There, vou dummy I hooted Greene.
“ Now vou can go and cab coke, and be
Llowed to youl®

Potter and Greene walked out of the
study.

Coker sat up.

“Why, JI=I=I-Tll—" Cokor
struggled to his feet, gasping., " The-—
the cheeky rotters!  What on earth’s
the matter with themn? I jolly well won't
have them to supper now, I know that!
Oooocah I™

And Coker, having got his =econd
wind, left the study, ecarefully lockin
the door alter him. IIa went to loo
for tho diatinguis]md nest, who was to
have the distinguished honour of sup-
ping with Coker in hiy study, whila the
ungrateful and rebellious Potter and
Crreone wera left out in the cold.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Coker!

sk INE o'cdlock !” said Wingate.

N Lancaster nodded.

“Thanks. I'll be glad to
come, ™

The door of the new senior's study
clozed on Wingate.

Lancaster stood, with his hands in his
pockets, glancing onbout hiz  new
fuarters.

It was a pleazant study, with a bed in
an alcove, and a window on the gquad.
Wingate had helped Lancaster unpack,
which was rather an honour for a new
fellow. | He bhad asked Lancaster to
supper tn his study, with a few choice
spirits of tho SBixth, which was another
henour, The Greyiviars captain had
taken rather a liking to the new man,
end he was rather anxious, too, to re-
move any disugreeable impression that
Loder might hawve made. Lancaster was
tha fellow to make friends quickly, and
he was already making them in the
Greririars Sixth.

He was in a pleased and contented
maod. He was n Greyfriars oion now,
and ho found Grevfriara & pleazant
place. DMost of the sentors whom he had
met  seomed ;flﬁqs:mt- fellows cnough.
There was a tly in the ointment, az it
were—Gerald Loder, who had been at
Danby Croft when Lancaster was there,
nnd when the light fingers of the
Wizard had been at their accustomed
work. But ho was not thinking of
Loder now.

Greyiriars acemed like a haven of rest
to the lmé? whose lifea had been =0
strango and cheguered., Slimy Sugden,
and the Weasel, and the rest of the
gang, secmed far away now, almost
unrexl’ Outside Greyiriars, thers waa
still the dark underworld to which he
belenged. But inside Greyiriars ho was
a schoolboy like the rest, and he reso-
Iugﬂllf shut other thoughts out of Lis
mind.

He glanced round his study with satis.
fal:.-tu:ln. Twa or three good sporting
prints and a couple of valuable etch.
imga adorned the walls. The Wizard
had plenty of money at hiz dispoesal. Hes
hod good taste, and he liked good
thinga about him, He had an unusual
number of books, and many of them
were in pxpensive bindings. A Persian
rug was oo the Ooor—the only one in

_other respect, I'm glad I came,
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the Sisth Forin passage.. The brotde
clock on his maptelpicce had cost somb-
body o largo sum.

His face shadowed for a second as his
glance fell on a suitcase that was kept
carefully locked and that had riot ‘been
cpencd while Wingate was in the roosnt.
There were things in that suitcase that
would have surprised any Greyfriavs
man who had séen them—strange tools

* to which the slim Sngers of the Wizard

wero nsed. He shrugged hia shoulders,
nnd shifted his posittm a little, to place

_ that suitcose out of his range of vision.

Tap |

“Como in ! ¢alled out Lancaster.

The door of the study opened, and
Paget of tho Third appeared. Spencer
Percival IPaget eved the new senior
rather uneastly and a little sulkily.

“Well 77 said Lancaster, with a smile.

The uneasy, sulky leck vanished from
tho fag's face at onee, Dick Lancaster's
smile was reassuring.

“I'm Pagct ! he remarked.

“h, you're Paget, ave you 7" said tho
new senior.  “I'm Lancaster!  YWhat
can I do for you, Mr. Paget ?7

Paget of the Third grinned.

“I'm your fag!™ he explained,

Y That's very kind of you!l” said Lau-
caster gravely.

“Wingate says I'm to be your fag!”
Paget turther explained. ™1 fagged
for Carne last term, I thought I was

otng to get off fagging this torm, and
then you caome.”

“You make me regrot that T camaido
Greyfiriars,” said Lancaster. “In every
But if
it puts you to inconvenience, Paget, I'm
sorry I didn't go clsewhere”

Paget chuckled,

“I zay, you'rs better toempered than
Carne,” be said. “Carne’s a beast!"”

“1 am afraid,” remarked Lancaster,
“that being in the Sixth Form, I cannot
listen to your opinions, valuable as they
are, on the subject of other Sixth Form
men. I am sure you will excnse me.’™

Spencer Percival chuckled again.

“1 say, I don’t mind fagging for you,*
he said *“Tubb fag: for Loder, and
Loder's no eatch, I ean tell you”

“If you don't mind fagging for me,
Paget, the case i3 altered, and I am
glad, efter all, that I came,” said Lan-
caster. ‘" At the present moment, I am
not in need of the services of a fag,
and now that I have had the pleasure of
making your acguaintanes, Fou can
ﬂ'ﬂt.”

“Good!" gald Paget, and he cub
promptly. He conficed to the other
fags, in the Third Forin-room, that the
new man in the Sixth wasn't & bad sort
of a tick, and that he had sense enough
to know that o man didn't wont to bo
bothered on the first night of term.

Lancaster smiled as the door closed on
Paget of the Third. He glanced at the
bronze clock. Tt was ton minutez to
nine. At nine he was due in Wingate's
study for supper with the choice spirite
of the Bixth., He moved about the
study, with his hands in his pockets,
humming an opera melody,

Knock !

“Come in!"

This time it was n hurli;' Fifth Form
man who presented himaelf,

“0Oh, you'rs here!” said Coker. "I
ias told that this was your study ! Jolly
glad to see you at Greyfriars, Lan-
caster 1™

Coker held out a large hand to the
new man. Lancaster, with a cheery
smile, shook hand: with Coker of tho
Fifth. -

Coker was full of friendliness. He
liked Lancaster, and had s high opinion
of bim, At the same time there was &
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touch of patronage in his mannor. CUoker was going fo be
kind to the new man, and make him fee! at home at Grey-
friars. Any attention from Coker was a distinction for any
fellow, as Coker realised very clearly,
« Coker trusted to Lancaster's good sense not to put on any
*8ixth Form swank,"” as Coker called it. Coker was quite
rcady to put the mew man in his place if he tried on any
Bixth Form swank. Failing to regard Coker with respectiul
admiration was a aign of swank.
Form man was a thing Coker never would stand, .

“Making yourself at home, what " asked Coker, glancing
round the study. 3

“Yes, sottling down already,” said Lancaster. * Quite
a pleasure to meel you here, Coker !

“"Yes, I thought it would be,” agreed Coker, “I haven’
forgotten how you fished me out of that river in Surrey.

* Oh, that’a nothing!” ]

“MNot at all,” said Coker; “it was pluck;n and jolly good-
natured of you, after I'd licked you, too.” .

Lancaster started a little. 'Then he laughed, ;

“I was jolly sorry about that licking afterwards!"” zaid
Coker. “I hope you weren't badly hurt.”
At the time Coker had been loft a :151:r'.|r|%:I wreck. Bui
during the days that had elapsed since Coker had fully per
suad himsu?f?that he had had the best of that scrap.

“MNot frightfully 1 said Lencaster. "In fact, I don’t
remember being damaged at all. .

Coker gave him a quick look. This looked like *side,”
and Coker was always on the watch for side in a fellow in
the Form ahove him. ]

“Well, I mauled you pretty thoroughly,” he said.

“Did you 7*

"It was al] that kid Wharton's foult,” said Coker. *1I
was thrashing him when you butted in. In the circumstances

I had to lick you, you see,” ! :
HWell, never mind about that,” said Lancaster, "I hope
wo'ro gnin]g to be good friends at Greyiriars.,"”
“We jolly well are,” said Coker. *I want you to come

down to the mets with me to-morrow, and I'm going to
give ﬁﬂu some tips about cricket”

“ That's kind of you." .

“Not at alll A fellow who plays the game as T do ought
to be ready to help a man on. That's how 1 look at it

eaid Coker. “I'm a pretty good all-round man at games,
thuuﬁn{ the men here don't secrn to see it. I suppoze you've
met Wingate 7™

Ilﬂl.h Fﬂ II'I

“"He struck you az being rather a fool, I supposze ™

“"Not in the least.”

'Ho leaves me out of games,” said Coker. * A born {ool,
if you ask me. He doesn’t play a bed game himself, though
not my style, but ha has no eye whatever for a fgllﬂw'a
form. You'd hardly helieve that I've never been given s
chance to play for the school, either at football or cricket.
They've never even put me up for swimmiag.”

“Not really 7" gasped Lancaster.

“Y had a touch of the cramp, that time in Surrey,"” added
Coker hastily. “Not that I was really in any danger, you
snow. It was plucky of you to come in for me, but I should
hava gat ouf all right”

Fr| Gh I:u-

Lancaster glanced at the clock again.
nind,

“But to come down to brass tacks,” continued Coker
"'iﬁﬂ ﬁmpped i to atk you to supper in my study. Come
along.

di

It was close on

m sorey—~=m-

“Eh? MNothing to be sorry about,” said Coker, staring.
“Tt's all ready, and rather a decent supper, though I say it
Come on, old bean!”

“The fact is—you're awfully kind—but—>="

“My dear ehap, don't be al}:ir,"' said Coker, with a wave of
6 Jarge hand. I mean it. I don’t usually go out of my way
to be civil to the Sixth. I don't think much of the Sixth, as
a matter of fact, and ]"irq no usa for Hixth Form swank.
I'm rather sorry you're in the Sixth, but that can’t be
helped, of course. I'm going to see you through hers—
whenever you want a tip about anything just ask me. Now,
come along.”

“I'm really sorry,” said Lancuaster, “but Wingate has
asked me to supper in his study—"

“(Oh, never mind Wingate! e doesn't matter.”

“Only I've accepted.” :

Coker frowned for a moment. -But Coker eould make
allowancea for the mistakes of a new man. After all, Lan-
caster had not known that Coker was going to ask him to
supper, Ho Coker's brow cleared again,

i Wall, that's all right,” ho zaid. “YWe'll look in at
W ingate’s study, and you ean tell him that you ean’t come.”

“I'm rather afraid 1 couldn’t do that,” said Lancaster
regrotfully. * Thanks all the same, Coker,”

(Continued on page 18.)
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Horace Celeer stiffoned.

if thiz was not “eide,’’ Coker did not
know side when he saw it. This new
man, for whom Coker had made such
preparations, including a row  with
Patter and Greene, was apparently
rurning  him down for Wingale, u
Sixth Form tick! Coker brearhed
rather hard.

“You couldn™t do that %" he repeated.

Lancaster shoak his lLiead.

“axow Jook here——" raid Coker.
His wrath was rising, but he resteained
it. Coker eould be a reasonable fellow,
and patient with a new map who did
net know his way about.

" Another time——" zhggested
Lancaster.

“Another time be blowed!" =aid
Coker. “I'm asking vou to supper in

my study the first mght of term. I can
jolly 1.'.'5-1[ tell you that you're the only
Sixth Form man I would asl. T"ve told
¥ou that I'm going to take you up. and
sec you through, and all that. But I'd
better tell you plainly at the start that
I uwever staud side, especially From the
Sixth. 1f you're going to be sidey——""

Y M ear chap—" murmurcd
Lancaster.

“I've asked you to supper in tho
study.” said Coker. * Aro-you coming,
or ain't vou coming? That's a plain
fuestion.’”

“In tho eircumstances.
Lancaster, “Wingate—""

“ Blow Wingate!” reared Coker.

*You seg—*"

"1 don't see!" contradicted Cokor.

Lancaster looked at the clock again.
It indicated the hour of nine,

I'm afraid I shall have to be getiing
along,'”” he said, “I hope I zhall sce
You another time, Coker.”

“You jolly well won't if you turn me
down for Wingate!' soapped Coker.
“My hat! Look here—are you
coming ¥ )

:‘ You sep—->"

‘Oh don't jaw,” said Coker. “I can
eee how it is; you're geing to be thick
with the Sixth, and T'm wasting my
time on you. I miiht have known that
a Bixth Form fathend would put on
side, Wingate,  indeed! Who's
Wingate ?"

o Well, ho's captain of the schosl—""

That's becausa the follows are a lot
of chumps, and don’t know a zood man
when they see one in the Fifth! Well,
if you want your dashed Winzate, vou
can have your dashed Wingate, and be

o’ said

blowed to you!" exelaimed Coker.
indignantly, “7My hat! I jollv walf
tmink—"" "

:My dear fellow—0>
" 'Oh, chuck it!" :aid Coker gruffiv,
Turning me down for a Sixth Form
fathead, by jove! Brr-r-r-r-r!*
With that, Coker of the Fifth marched
gut of the study. Lancaster stared after
hime, and then launghed. It was,
apparently, the end of a friendship: a
fellow had te walk vory delicately to
keep on friendly terms with the great

ker. Laneaster, howover, did not
seem  deeply disturbed; his face was
fquite cheery as he strolled along to
Wingate's quarters.
, Horace Coker returned to his study,
dceply indignant and wrathy., Siuth
Yorm swank, after all, had developed
in Lancaster, and Coker of the Fifth
was done with him. He starcd gloomily
at the wellspread study table. He did
not want to sup alone, and Potter and
Gireese had cleared off in a huff. Coker
grunrod with dissatisfaction. But, as
it happened, Coker wnz not to be left
without guests at his study supper,
though the guests were to be Lotk
uiexpeeted and unweleome,
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THE NINTH CHAP TER.
A Study Supper !

L UVIET! mormured  Harry
Wharton.
“Nobody about ! zaid Dob
Cherry.

“I say, vou [ellows——""

“Bhut up, Bunteyr '™

[ BF.‘::}EI’. |:!Hl

“Come on!" said Wharicn.

And he led the way, on tiploc, into
the Fifth Form passage.

The Famous Five were on the war-
path. A ragging was due to Coker of
the Fifth, and the ragping had not yet
beon administered. Debts of thiat kind
had to be paid, and the ehuams of the
Eewove had been waléhing for somo
timoe for an aopportunity. Now the
opportunity had come, and 1t was
distinctly favourable,

Coker had gone to his study slonc.
Potter and Grecne were down in Iall,
where supper wns going on. There was
a crowd in Hall, and not o man was to
be seen in the Fifth Form passage,

Even the games study was deserted.
On the first night of the term, a shindy
was likely to pass unheeded. This was
tia most favourable opportunity that
could have been desired for handing
out to Horace Coker that for which he
had asked. i

Five juniors trailed
towards Coker's study.
trailed Billy Bunter.

Bunter was not bent on a ragging.
Bunter hoped that there might be
another chance at Coker's enke while the
Famous Five werc ragging Coker. The
Owl of the Remove, as usual, was think-
ing of the loaves and fishes.

Coker's study door was half-open when
the juniors reached it. Coker, in the
study, was standing staving at a well-
spread table.

Bab Cherry chuckled.

“Go it ! he murmured, _

Harry Wharton hurled the door wide
open. Coker started and stared round
zs the five juniors rushed in.

He glared ot them. Coker was erosa
already, and he was in no mood to
stand cheek from Lower Fourth fags.

“What the thump—" he bepan
angrily,

“Collar him!™

*“Mop him up ¥

“Mop him terrifically.” .

“Why, you cheeky young sweeps!™”
roared Coker. “I — I — TI'll——
Yarooooop [

Tho rush swept Coker fairly off s
foot, He descended on the floor with a
burap that shook the study.

“Sit on him!”

“Hz, ha, ha ¥

“* Lock the door, Bunter ! gasped Bob
Cherry. "“We don't want any of the
Fifth butting in.”

Billy Bunter did not heed. His eves
were gleaming ecstatically through his
big spectacles at the spread on Coker's
'!‘BE}E.'. As Coker roared and struggled
in the grasp of the Famous Five, the
fat junior’s plump hands grabbed at the
good things. “There was a sound of
rapid munching.

Frank Nugent ran to the door, closed
it, and turned the key. Coker, spluttor-

sofily  along
After them

ing, heaved and rocked under the
Removites. But Coker was flatiened
down, and with two or three juniors

sitting on him Coker heaved and rocked
in vain.

“ You—you—rou——" gurgled Cokor.
“Gerroff! You cheeky young rotters,
I'll spificate you! Gerroff ¥

“1 say, you fcllows,” gasped Bunter.
“Hold him! 8it on him! Don’t let
him get up! I say, this pic is prime!”
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“1a, ha. hat"

“Georroff 1" shricked Coker. “1n
smash you! I'll— Yurcop! II you
bang my head on the fleor again, I'll—
Whoooooyp [

“That looks a decent svpper,”
chuckled Bob Cherry. *Bhall we stop
to supper with Coker, you men?”

“Let's ! chuckled Nugeant,

“The supperfulness is the propes
caper ! chortled Hurree Jamset Ham
Singh. *“If the estcemed Coker will
politefully ask us—"

“Ma, ha, ha "

“Good egg!” said Harry Wharton.
“I've no doubt Coker will ask us, and
ask us nicely! We can't have supper
with Coker unless he asks us, of course.
Are you asking us to supper, Coker 7"

“No!" rosred Coker,

Bang!

Coker’s bullet head smote the Boor of
Coker's study, The head was hard, but
the foor was harder. A fiendish yclt
rang along the Fifth Form passage.

“Ave you asking us to supper, old
bean 7%

“ No!" shricked Colker,

Bang!

“Yaroooooooop 1"

Coker struggled wildly. But ho
strugpled In vain. Five pairs of hands
were too many for Coker. Four juniors
sat on him and held him, and the cap-
tain of the Remove, with a grip on
Coker's large ears, banged his head on
the Qoor. Coker had not haudled Bob
Cherry gently, and what was sauce for
the gooss was saure for the gander,
Coker was in the hands of the Philis-
tines now, and there wos po help for
Coker,

“Now, what about it, Coker” askod
Wharton cheerily. “We're wiﬂinﬁ to
stay to supper if you ask us nicely,”

“The willingfulness is terrific, my
esteemed Coker.”

“ I—I—I—TI'll—"" stuttered Coker.

Bang !

“Do you want us to stay to supper,
old chap®™

“Yow! Ow! Wow! Tes!” howled
Coker. e realised that his head was
to be banged until Le issued that in-

vitation. * Oh, yes! Ow ¥

“Sure you want us?”

"Yﬂa ymmF villain—— TI—I mean,
ves! Oh, yes!”

“ Thank you for your kind invitation,
which we sceept with pleasure!” eaid

Wharton gravely.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*You—you—rou little scoundrel »

“If that's Coker’s way of talking to
a guest, I can't say much for his
manners,” remarked Johnoy Bull, * Dut
they're rather pigs in the Fifth.™

“I—=1'll smaosh you! I'i 4

“"Noir this evening ' chuckled Bob
Cherry. * Coker scems rather excited,
vou men, and I den't fancy he would
behave lumself at table. Better let him
take a rest and cocol down.”

Coker showed no si whatever of
eooling down, But he had to take a
rest.  His two wrists wers tied to two
of tho legs of the armchair with Coker's
necktio and & duster. Then the
Lemovites left him to rest, though he
certainly did not look we restful,
They drew chairs to the table, and sat
down to supper. Bunter did not trouble
to sit down. He had no time to wasto.
He stood up to it, packing away the
foodstuffs at an alarming rate,

“ Roscuo, the Fifth I bawled Coker,

Bob Cherry rose from his chair,

“Can’t have that row going on while
we're at supper,” he snid. "I'n,%i'ﬂuld you
mind shutting up, Coker "

“You wyoun villain!
Ielp i roare Coker,

Rezoual
“ Potterl
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“1 saw ﬁuu at Danby’s house-party, Lancaster,”” sald Loder, * and I remember what happened there,”

special ¥ ** asked Lancaster, smiling,

Greene! Help! Qoooooocooch!” Coker
broke off with a suffocated gurgle as
Bob crammed a handiul of pie-crust into
his w:'d&apen mouth, " Grrrrrch! Gug-
gug-gug I’

“Now keep guiet, old bean,” said
Bob., “If you open your mouth again
I'll pour the vinegar in”

““Ha, ha, ha 1"

Coker struggled with the pie-crust.

When he had got rid of it he opened his
extensive mouth to roar. Bob picked up
the vinegar bottle, and Coker closed his
motth again quite suddenly without
roaring,
_ “That's better,” said DBob approv-
ingly, *“¥You'rs too noisy, Coker! Dut
we'll teach you manners in the long
run. Pass the pickles, you men.”

Coker, on the floor, regerded the
supper-pariy with basilisk eyes. Ie
dared not shout for help; vinegar trick-
ling into hiz open mouth would have
been too unpleasant. If looks could have
sloin, the Famous Five of the Remove
would have been in danger of sudden
extinetion. Fortunsately, looks counldn’tl
Coker’s infuriated ilarﬁ, in fact, scemed
rather to amuse the supper-party than
otherwisa,

There were piles of good things on
Coker’s table. But six juniors made
rapid progress with them. Aunt Jud
had supplied her darling Horoce wuiyl
and generously, little dreaming what
was destined to become of those excellent
viands. The Famous Five had healthy
appetites, and Billy Bunter was as
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good as five more.
tabla was, it eleaved quite rapidly,

A jt::-]’i:,r good supper ™ suis Bob
Cherry, as he wound up with candicd
frudts. *“Much obliged, Coker!*

“Kind of you to ask us!” grinned

Well spread as the

Johnony Bull, “We'll stand voun a
spread some time, Coker, if you're
good.”

“Jolly near dorm,” said Harry Whar-
ton, rising. “ Well, it was a first-rale
supper, Thank you {for hkaving us,
Coker.”

“The thankfulness iz terrifie,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, wou fellows, don't go wet!
There's another piel” gasped Bunter,

“And there's some fruits left, and some
bananas! Don’t go yot.”

“Enough's as good as a feast!” said
Bob., *We can’t have vou bursting all
over the Remove dormitory.”

“And there's the cake,” gasped
Bunter. **I bhaven’t eaten half the cake
yeb! 1 say, you fellows, we can be late

for dorm on first night! Don't leave

anything! YWaste not, want not, you
know."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Time!™ s=zaid Harry Wharton.

He unlocked the door
® Good-night, Coker, and

“Let's clear "
of the study.
thanks again.”
" You—you—you—"" gurgled Coker.
"If you'll behave yourzelf we'll untie
you before we go—-""

“1'll smash you!" ghrieked Coker.
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“* Yes,”* answered Loder, ** there was a robbery and a safe was cracked.” A
silence fell in the prefects’ room.

Ing

“Then vou can wriggle loose. You'll
get loose by bed-time. Ta-ta !

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Come on, Fatty ! If you're here when
tﬂqk::r ﬁeta loose something may happen

a you.

“Oh crikey 1" gaszped Bunter.

He grabhed the remains of the cake,
and {ollowed the Famous Five from tha
study. Horace Coker was left on his
own, wriggling and struggling to get his
hands loose, The Famous Five were not
Lbothering about that. They joined the
craowd of fellows heading for the Remove
dormitory, quite pleased and satizfied
with their supper with Coker, If Coker
was not satisfied, that could not be
helped; it was impossible to eatisiy
everybody.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Friends, and a Foe !

e HIS i1s the Remove dormitory,”
sald Wingate,
“The Rewmovei™
caster,

"The Lower Fourth iz called the TRe-
move here, And these young sweeps
are the Remove |” added the Greglriars
captain.

t was Wingate's duty to see lights-out
for the Remaove, and, after the supper
in hiz study, he was combining that
duty with the pleasure of owing
Richard Lancaster about the House,

Tae Maicxer Lisniny.—~No, 1,211

sgald Lan-
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The cholce splrits of the Sisxl, 1
Wingate's study, had all liked the new
man; he scemed to be winning golden
opinions all round. Wingute had quite
taken to him, and there wons no doubt
that the new man made himself very
agrecable te the captain of the Hj:hm}f.
Fle was interested 1n all that Wingato
ghowed himn and told him—even in the
Lower Fourth dormitery and the
Lower Fourth Form. .

The Removites lopked rather curiously
at Lancaster. Skinner remarked that he
looked & tremendous swell  Harry
Wharton & Co. glanced at Lim when he
came in with Wingate, They had mét
Launcaster, and liked him, in the Easter
holidais; but now that he was a Sixth
Form man at Greyfriars they tactfully
Lept a respectful distance. )

1f Lancaster chose fo recognise them,
well and good; if he <id not, the
cheery chums of the Remove could sur-
vive it. Lancaster, chatting with the
Greyiriars captain, did not seem fo
observe them at fivet. Skinner gave
them a grim.

“Didn’t I hear you fellows saving you
Lkuew the new man in the Sizth?" he
usked,

“YVery likely,” answered Wharton.
“You hoar & lot of things that don't
specially concern you, Skinner.”

“Well, he doesn't scem to know you !”
jeered Bkinner.

“1 szav, sou fellows, I'm poing to
sptal to Lanpecazter,”™ said Dally Bunter.
“We weore quite-pally in the hel;, rou
know.™

“Cheese  it, fathead ! said PBob
Clicrey, “He's a 2Sixth TForm man

now,"

“ O, really, Cherrg——"

“The checsefulness 1= the proper
caper, my esteemed f{at Buonter '

“Yoah!" answered Bunter elegantly.

And he rolled across the dormitory
to where the two =zeniors stood near the
decrway. He gave the new senior a
friendly blink through his big spectacles.

“I eay, Lancaster, old chap—"
Legan Dunter.

Wingate interrupted.

"What the thump do vou mean by
showing up for dorm as sticky as glue,
Bunter? En and wash "

“Oh, T say ! gesped Tunter,

As a matter of fact, thece wore many
traces of Coker's supper visible on
Bunter.

“Go and pet clean before you turm
in. you frowsy young frump!”

*1 say, I know Lancaster—>"

Winguate slipped down his official ash-
plant into his hand, Billy Bunter re-
trented to a washstand, where he
sulkily proceeded to remove the out-
ward and visible signs of the inward
invisiblo supper.

* Seen thipt. fat frump before, Lan-
caster 7" asked Wingate,

“7 think he’s a fellow I cante across
at Easter,” said Lancaster. ™I met
some fellows in this Form; 1'd like to
seo them agnin. Oh, hers they are!™
Heo gave the Famous Five a pleaszant
smile. “Glad to see you again, you
fellows.”

“The pladiulness of our esteemed
selves is preposterons, my worthy and
ridiculous Lancaster!” said Ilurrce
Jamset Ram Singh.

“] hops you left your uncle well,
Wharton.” : ,

*Quite, thanks!” said Harry. “Ile
asked to be remembered to you, if we
saw _ you again,” .

#That wﬁa kind of him!" said Lan:
caster, “‘and I should like you to tell
him that I haven't forgotten his kind-
ness to me at Wharton Lodge, when you
write home.”

And Lancastor strolled out of the
dormitory with Wingate, whilo the Re-
movites turned jn. The two great men
of the Sixth paced the passage in stato.

“You know Wharton's people?” re-
marked Wingate,

“(Oh, yes; his uncle, Colonel Wharton.
was an old friend of my father’s,” aaid
Lancaster, “They were on the Somme
together.” . .

he two seniors chatted, till Wingate
turned out the lights in the IRemovo

dormitory, Then they walked away
together. Wingato turned into the
ld-‘:fih Form passoge on the next floor
own,

Some of the Fifth were in the games
sindy, and Blundell was lounging iu
the ljmrwuj, and Wingate paused to
introduce Lancaster to the eaptain of
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the Fifth. Then they walked down the
Fifth Form passage. ,

“This 1» til}w Fifth Form quarters,’
explained Wingate, “I believe you
know & man in the Fifth. Coker was
speaking about you-——" )

“Yes, I've met Coker,” said Lan-
caster. .

“This iz his study. Sownds as if ho's
at home,” snid Wingate, snd he tapped
and threw open the door. "Why,
what— Hallo 1"

The two seniors stared Dblankly into
the study. A fcllow was rsiiurawlmg on
the hearthrug, apparently elutching the
legs of the armchair., On the tablo
was the remnonts of & spread.

“Coker ! ejaculated Winpate
“What on carth’'s that game ™

Coker ceased his wriggling, and turned
& crimson and infuriated Ef-‘a-:u fowards
the Bixth-Formers.

“You silly ass!” he hooted.

“Why, he's tied wup!” exclaimed
Wingste, in astonishment. *“What sorb
of a game is this? I say, r, here's

]

a man who knows you—'

“Can’t you let me loosef™ hissed
Coker.

“Well, I suppose you can let wour-
gelf loose, if you've tied yoursclf upi”
said Wingate. “What did you do it
for?™

“You howling idiot, do you think I
did it ?1;’ ghricked E’uk&ra 3

“Well, I suppoze you did.”

“You ailly nl-ltmgo—" .

“('oker doesn't ecem to be in » pood
temper,” remarked Wingate, “Wco've
called at an inopportune moment.”

“You crass idigt!"” .

“Porhaps we'd better help him out,”
said Lancastor, laughing, and he
stooped over CUoker, and relcazed his
wrists from the legs of the armchair.

Horace Coker scrambled to his feef,
red and untidy and dusty and furious.
He glared at the two seniora,

“You dummies! I've been velling
over since those cheeky fags clearcd off !
I belisve follows must have heard me,
but they pever cama ¥

“My hat! ejaculated Wingate. “Is
it a rag? You surely never let fags
tie you up like that, Coker "

“You silly chump " roared Coker.

“You're talking to the ceptain of the
school, Coker !” Wingate reminded himm
gently, “We'd better get on, Lan-
caster, and leave Coker to cool down.”

“You can jolly well got out of my
study, the pair of you!" snarled Coleer,
“T've mo use for Sixth Form {at-
hoads !

dear chap——" paid. Lancaster,
. choese it !

“But reslly—* .

“*1 asked vou to thiz study once,” said
Coker. “I haven't asked you since. I
suppose you can see the door?"

a two Sixth-Formers left the stody,
laughing. Coker glared after them as
they went. It was the final blow to hia
friendship with the new man. Coker
could not forgive a fellow for having
discovered him in such a ridiculouns
position,

Two grinning facces locked in at the
door & few minutes Jater. Coker glared
at Potter and Greene. ]

“Getting on all right with your Sixth
Form pal?" asked Potter.

“He seomed jolly amused about some-

thing when we passed him a minute
ago,” remarked Greeooe.

L"If you mean that cheeky rotter
an

caster—
“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated DPotter.
“I= he a cheeky rotter?"
“Yea, he is!" roared Coker, "And I
I I'm fad-up with him, I’ve
no use f{::‘uﬁidﬂj" Sixth-Formers! Why
didn't you come when you heard me



EVERY SATURDAY

ghouting? I jolly well know you heard
inal What are you gr_:nn[u_gﬂnt, Fot
i::ﬁr_ c»?;fg fnu;f:’.ug ”-dummlea? v hat!
2155 woll—

Coker made o stride towards the

doorway; and Polter and Greeno
walked away rather hastily, still
grinning.

Meanwhile, Wingate and Lancasfcr
bhad strolled back to the SHixth Form
quarters, MNear the prefects’ room
Loder of the Sixth was standing, in talk
with his friends Walker and Carne,

All threo locked very curiously at
Lancaster, and a derisive smile Hitted
over Loder's face. Walker and Cerne
strolled away, but Gerald Loder re-
mained, staring at the new man ag he
passed with the captain of Greyfriars.
Lancaster did not seem to observe it,
but \‘lﬁ"inlfatﬂn observed it, snd his brow
dJarkene ;

Ho left Lancaster at the door of his
study. Lancaster went in, and Wingate
turned back and joined ﬂn&ﬂr.

“What have you got against the new
man,. Loder t" ie_ asked quietly,

Loder rnised his eyebrows,

“Nothin’ I"” he answered.

“You've made yoursclf rather un-
pleasant.” ;

“Aro Egu teaching me manners?”
yvawned Loder, ; -

“It’s time somebedy did, I think”
gaid the Greyfriars captain sharply.
“This man Lancaster seems to me o
very decent sort.”

“I don't say he isn't.” .

“You act as if you think he in't.
If you've got enything against the
man, give it & nmne, and don't stick
to shrugging and snecring 1" spapped

Wingato. )
“1 haven't anything agsinst him
exactly,” said Loder. But he—"

“But whati?
sharp.

“Well, who the dooce is he, and
where does he come from ! said Loder,
“I1 smet him at Danby Croft, end he
pretended to have forgotten—"

“YWhy should he pretend, you assi”

“Botter ask him, not me. Some
queer things happened st old Danby's

laco while he was there,” sneered

der. “I know that Lancaster left
very suddenly., 0ld Danby asked him
thero out of good nature—erphan son
of o« man killed in the War, and all
ihat. His father left him without a
bean,™

“Hea doesn't look as if he was left
without a bean, you ass!” said Win.
gate, staring, X should say he was
jolly well off [

“Qaite I said Loder coolly. "But 1
Lhappen to know that he was left with-
out a hean—old Danby told me so. As
you sny, ho seems jolly well off, all the
iqme. Nobody kunows anything about

im.*”

“ A governor of the school put him
up for Greyfriars. Sir Hilton Popper
must know all about the man he put
up for his old school.”

“Well, yes. But—"

“ e kuows some Remove men here™

“I've heard about that. He hooked
on to them in the wao”

“He knows Wharton's people.
Wharton’s uncle is & povernor of “the
school, and Lanpcaster knows him.
The colonel was his father's friend. He
was at Wharton Lodge at Easter.”

TLoder paused,

“0Old Popper's a dashed eld fool !
he said. “But Colonel Wharion iz no
fool. If he knows about this man
Lancastoy—->"

“Ie knows him well enough to have
him at Wharton Lodge, and to send a
wessage to him by young YWharton [

Wingate's tone was

snapped Wingate. 1 can tell you that
from my own knowledge.

Loder whistled,

“"Well, I'm not sayin® anythin’
against the man,” he said, at [ash
“I'm not bound to givo him the glad
hand, 1 suppose, Some sort of an ad-
ventypper—-"~

“That's rot, and you know itl"

“It may be rot, but I don’t know it,”
answered Loder eoolly, *I't not sayin’
soythin’ against him. But—" Hsa
shrugged his shoulders.

“If you've got nothing to say against
the man, it's up to you not to hink
anything., That’s only ericket.”

“Thanks for the tip!”® yawned Loder,
and he walked sway, leaving the Grey-
friars captain staring after him with
Enitted brows,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Games Fagging !

ul E_JLFE j"l:ﬂ.-l i'-zlh:!rﬁrﬁ i

iyt b i P sai nter.
EE;;I; ﬁﬁuﬂ‘ out " said Bunter.

“If you take my tip, you'll come,
too,” E:ﬁd the Owl of tl;i'.:@ Remove.
“And before Loder gets his e¢ye on
Fnu_u

It was the fGrst half-holiday of the
term. Harry Wharton & Co. were dis-
cussing what was to be done with that
half-holiday, when Willlam George
Bupter rolled up to them in the quad,
with @ very scrious expression on his
fat face. Bunter, apparently, had
something to communicate.

“What's up with Lodert” wyawned
Bob Cherry. “Bother Loder[” _

“]l kear that he wants a fag this
afterncon,” explained DBunter,

Johnny Bull pave a sniff.

“¥You fat ass, the Remove don't fag!
Blow Ladear 1™

“Games |” said Bunter.

lr_Dh '!H

“You know how jolly keen Loder is to
play whea Roskwood come over for tho
ﬂ;f %ﬂ’ anig Iﬁuntg:n “And I ]hpar
that Yinga 3 been slanging him,
You know what & slacker Loder is”

“Ig there anything you don’t heari”
azked Nugent sarcastically.

“Precicus little!” agreed Bunter.
“Well, from what I hear, Loder wanta
fags at bowling this afterncen, end I'm
giving you men the tip.” ;

The Famous Five locked duly serious.
The Remove did not fag like the Third
and the Becond. But any junior could
be called on to fag at bowling when
senior cricketers were at the nets. If
Loder was looking for games fags, no
mewmber of the femous Co. wanted to
meet his. aye,

“I'm jolly well clearing off, I can
tell you ™ said Billy Bunter emphatic-
ally. “Leder's not getting me bowling
to him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous
Five.

The idea of anybody wanting Bunter
to bowl to him rather overcame their
gravity.

“Blessed if I see anything to cacklo
at!” snapped Bunter. “I'm the best
bowler in the Remove, and chance it !”

“Ha, ha, hal?

“Well, I'm going out! You fellows
eome ! said Buuter. “I say, what
about tea at the bunshop in Courtfield ?
My treat, you know.”

“Good egg!” said Bob. *“Only your
tronts come =0 jolly expensive, old fat
bean 1"

“The fact is, I'm expecting a« postal
order.™t

2l

“And you're gomng to scitie at the
bunshop with the tal order you're
expecting 1" asked Harry Wharton.

“Well, I suppose my frionds can lend
me ten i}uh, and take the postal order
when it comes,™ said Bunter warmly.

“Better go end ask your friends, old
fat man. I domn't know who they are.
Eut go and esk them.”

“©Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Well, we may as well get out of
gates,” said Bob, “Leoder’s e rotter,
and he would like to muck up our half-
holiday. And pames fagging gives
him an excuse. Let's cuf!”

“1 say, you fellows—=—"

“Better cut, Bunter, A wonderful
bowler like you will be bagged first
shot, Besides, you're so jolly useful in
thg field. 'I;I*ima‘a no room for a ball

to ﬁsa you,

“Beast! I say, you fellows, there
come Lancaster and Wingatel You
fellows remember how pally I was with
Lapcaster in the holg—-"

* Not quite,™

“He's been rather standoffish since
he came here,” said Bunter. “I gets
into & fellow’s head, being in the Bixth.
I wonder whether he would cash my
postal order for me. I've been going
to epeak to him several times; but 1
must say he's standoffish, and seems to
have forgotten how I took him up in
the hols. You fellows think he would
cash my tal order if I asked him?
He's got lots of money.™

“More likely teo kick you for your
cheek, you fet duffer |
_ The two seniors in Hannels were pass-
ing at & little distance, on their way to
Big HSide. Billy Bunter blinked dubi-
ously et Lancaster, (o second thoughts,
ha docided not to ask the new senior
to cash his celebrated postal order.
There waa no doubt that caster had
been "standoffich ™ towards the fatuous
Owl, since he had come into the Grey-
friata Sixth, Ii ho wanted friends 1o
the Lower Fourth, Billy Bunter did not
seem to be numbered among them,

_ Lancaster glanced et the group of
juniors, and gave them a nod and &
pleasant smile in passing, Iry
Wharton & Co. liked him as well as
ever; but the lower Fourth had nothing
to do with the Sixth. And they were
not likely to come much in contact,
On the occasions when he happened on
the juniars, Lanecaster was always kind
and pleasant, and that was enough.
Betweon the Lower School and the
Sixth there was a great gulf fixed, and
tha fatuous ©wl was the only fellow
who thought of presuming on the
chanes acquaintance of holiday-time.
And the fat Owl had been put in his

place.

“Comes en!” said Wharten, "If
Loder's logking for fags, the sooner wo
get out of pates the ha{ter. We want
to call on the Higheliffe chaps. Loder
can give the Fourth or the Shell a
turn.

“ Hear, hear 1

“Fag!” It was Loder's sharp voice,
as tho bully of the Bixth came out of
the Houge 1n flannels, with s bat under
his arm. *“Here, Wharton, Cherry,

Hurree Singh—"

“Caught1” groaned Bob.

“All wyour owd fault!” grunied
Bunter. “If you'd come along™to the
bunshop when I asked you—"

The juniors halted. Loder came {o-
wards them, with a rather unpleasant
grin on his face. Loder was a frst.
class glacker, but he was keen to play
for echool, all the same. And that
afterngon he had made up his mind
to slog at practice. Loder hated
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pamoes practice, and it was a solace
to him to make somebody eclse uncom-
fortable os weli as himself. e was
quite pleased to spot the Famons Five,
having no liking yhatever for those
cheery youths, Mereover, Hurree Jam-
set Ram Siegh was the champlon
bawler of the Lower School, and could
give even the best senior bats some-
thing to think about, and he was very
useful for Loder’s purpose.

“Wow we're copped
Eunltu:ﬁ 41

f13 ;‘a' 180 " ]

“] ghall want you " smiled Loder as

[*  groaned

Im“{:li:fla 31;1:; Loder, I—]—" mumbled
Bunter. “I sav. I've got an engage-

ment  this  afternoon. I say, I ve
sprained my wilst and I ean't bowll’

Loder stared at him. ]

“You fat idiot!” wns*hla reply.

o g}lr I'E‘ﬂ-}f—lzﬁ Lﬂdﬂ:—'—-l” )
- Clear off, you ass 3

Loder gave Bunter a_hefty prod with
Lis bat, anc the fal junior yelped as
he cleared off., e was glad enough to
clear off; Lut he did not like Loder's
bat at close quarters. .

“Noue of yom sprained i'ﬂﬂl‘ wrists,
I hope!” said Loder genially.

“ No-ne; huidwﬁ were going over 1o
Highelilfe," zai ATFY. 5

“EED gorry 1 smiled Lader, “I'm
afraid you will have to put it off till
another time. I want fags for bowl
ing—"

] h-{j
Loder— _ ‘ .

“1 shall expect you on Big Side in

eztoemed and Indierous
[E]

five minutes," scid Ithe prefe;-l:. “‘I*i
-‘ou're not on time I'm sorry for you.”
? And Cerald Loder walked off,
smiling.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
enother and went in to change. They
were on the cricket ground within the
five miputes. A good many of the
seniors were there, and a good many
fags for bowling and fielding.

Lancaster, with & handsome bat under
his arm, was sauntering round with
Wingate and Gwynne. He made o fine
figure in fAannols. and looked every inch
a cricketer, and he had already shown
that he knew something about the game.
It was known in_ the senior cricketing
frateroity th.t Wiogate hoped that he
had found & valuakble new recruit in the
new Bixth-Former. If Lancaster turned
out “hot stuff,” it was a find for
Wingate and his friends; though it was
likely to be lesa welecome to men like
Loder and Carue and Walker, who hung
on to the school game, as it were, by
the skin of their teeth.

Wingate glanced at the Famous Five,

“1'd like to sce Hurree Singh send
ou down a few, Lancaster,” he said.
“That kid iz remarkably hot stuff at
bowhng. Hees, Hurree Singh—o"

“1 want that fag, Wingate!™ called
out Loder.

“I'd like to sce him howl to the new
nan, er.”

“Well, I ealled him in, and I'm not
keen on hangini about while you see
a new man go through his trieks.”

“My dear chap, I can wait,"” said
Lancaster. ) )

“Oh, ell right " said Wingate, with a
not very pleasant lodk at Loder, *“As
n matter of faet, I want to zce how you
shape, Loder. Get on and bowl to
Loder, young ’un.”

“The hearfulness is the cbeyfulness,
my esteemed and obsurd Wingate,"

answerad the Nabob of Bhanipur
meekly.
And he took the ball and went on to

bowl to Loder. He closed ono eve at
liis friends az hoe did so. J¥f Loder
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wanted hard practica at batting he
could not havs done better than choose
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh. But if he
wanted to show off what he could do he
had made a' rather unfortunste choice.

wer boy as he was. the nabeb could
make rings all round Gerald Loder. And
his comrades grinned as the nabob
winked at them. Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh was in great form; and they did
not think that Loder of the Bixth
would do o lot of showing off at the

wickets,

. Lancaster  looked on with keen
interest. Whatever else he was, there
was no doubt that he was a keon
cricketer.

Hurree Jam:et Ram Singh took his
usual rapid run, and his hand few up.

“That kid can bow!l 1" said Lancaster
before the ball had left the dusky hand
of the Indian junior.

The elatter of a fallin
firmed the new senior's
woment later.

“How’s that ?" yelled Bob Cherry.

Gerald Loder gripped his bat as if he
would have liked to walk along the
pitch and lay it ebout the bowler.

“Bend in that ball I he snarled.

Nugent recaptured the ball and
whizzed it back to the bowler. Hurree
Singh caughe it, with a dusky grin

Loder took his siand at his renovated
wicket, with a glitter in his eyes, Loder
could bat, though he was too slack to
be a good batsman. But angry irrita.
tion was not the mood in which to face
the demon bowler of the Lower School.
With Wingate looking on, in company
with the new man who was s possible
recruit for the First Eleven, Loder
rather ropented him that he had picked
out Hurree Singh to fag at bowling. He
savagely resolved now to knock that
bowling nll over the ficld, and demon-
strate to all and sundry that he could
keep his sticks up.

But it booted not, as a post would
gay. The ball came down hot and fast,
and Loder did not even kuow whero it
was bl lLis bails were off.

“How's that 7" shrieked Bob.

“Dash it all!” grunted Wingate,
"That won't do for the Rookwood
match 1™

He did not speak to Loder, but the
bully of the Bixth either heard the
remark or guessed at it, and he scowled
blackly.

“Don’t  keep me woiting!” said
Loder, with a ferocious glare at the
emiling, dusky face of his games fag.

Hurrce Jamset Ram Bingh did not
keep him waiting. The ball came down
again, Loder on the watch for that fast
ball that had beaton him so easily, But
it was a slow this time, with a myste-
rious break on it that was quite beyond
Leoder's ken. Clatter!

“How's that i™

“Ha, ha, hal”

Loder stood and glared at his wrecked
wicket., He had started in to show
Wingate what he could do. And he
had shown him, there was no douobt
Ebmut that. Loder breathed hard and

cep.

“That will do, Loder1” said Wingate
eurtly, “I think I'll borrow your games
fag for a bit. Hurree Singh, send up
a few to Lancaster.”

“The  pleasurefulness will be
terrifie. '

Gerald Loder gave Wingate & dark
look, put his bat under his arm, and

wicket con-
remark o

left the pitch. He was aobout to walk Lo

off the ground, but curiosity to see what
the new man could do made him stop
and look on.

Loder already sensed a rival in
Richard Lancaster, and his vague doubt,
distrust, and dislike of the new senior
hardened into something like hatred as

THE MAGNET

he watohed the landsome athletis
figura at the wicket. And what he saw

in the next {ew minotes did not gratify
Loder of tho Sixth, .

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,

Dropped !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
looking quite merry and
bright now. They did not like
games f:ifging- for Loder: but

they were morc than willing to fag on
Big Side for Lancaster of the Sixth.

They were interested, too, te sec what

he could do with the willow, And the
“hat trick” performed by Hurreo
Singh, at the expense of thoir old
enemy, quite bucked them. The expres-
sion on Loder's face was, as Bob
remarked, worth a guinen a bex,
Hurree Singh prepared to bowl very
warily. At a glance the nabob ecould
s¢e that Lancaster was a bat of a very
different calibro from Loder, Inky of
the Remove liked Lancaster, and did nob
like Loder; but when it came to bowl

ing he had cqual measure for both,
He was going to take Lancaster's
wicket if ho eould. But he know that

the new man's wicket would not be
“pie ¥ to him like Gerald Loder's.

_ Lancaster stopped the ball dead when
it came down., He stopped the second
ball dead. Hurree Singh made a dusky
grimace. The batsman was taking his
megsure. The third ball Lancaster hit,
and it whizzed away to the nets. After
that a faint smile glimmered on the
new man's handsome face, and he hit
every ball,

Wingate looked on with all his ayes,
He knew the quality of Inky's bowling,

unior &8 the nabob waz; the demon
owler of the Remove had given Win-
gate himself plenty of trouble on some
occasions, Gwynnoe nudged the captain
of Greyfriara.

“That man can bat,” he eaid.

“What-ho!” said Wingate, without
taking his eyes off Lancaster.

“Play up, Inky, old black bean |” said
Bob Cherry, as he tossed back the ball,
“Put some mustard into it 1"

“My esteemed Bob, that ridiculous
sportsman can bat my absurd head off I
answered the nabob ruefully.

“You've got to get him1” said Bob.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh made a

rinace. He put all he knew into the

owling; and he had nover handled
the round red ball in a more masterly
way. The nabob was.on his mettla
now, and 1,|l|.:|5:t a little incensed by the
gentle sinils on the bataman's face. He
vearned to take Lancaster’s wicket, even
more keenly than he had wanted to take
Loder's. It was up to him to capture it
if he could; but it was borne in upon
his mind that he couldn’t.

Fellows gathered from all eides to
watch the contest. Loder stared on,
with knitied brows. It was only too
clear, aven to Loder, that he was not in
the same street with Lancaster when it
cama to handling the willow, His placa
in the Eleven on Roockwood day scemed
to he fading into the far distance.
Wingate had forgoften that he was
there; he had no eyes for Loder. Hoe
was watching the new man's batting
with growing delight. iz happy
thought was that Lancaster was a rod
in pickle for Rookwood; and QGerald
was nuhﬂd;.r and nowhere,
“Here, Svkes!” called out the Groy-
friara captsin. " Chuck Svkes that ball,
voung ons "

Hurreo Jamset Ram Bingh relin-
quished the ball. He had done his best,
but he could not touch Laneaster,

Sykes of the BSixth was the schoo]
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bowler. He was rather kecn to seo what
he could do against the new batsman,

Loder looked on savagely. He was
nzcless when Sykes wont on to bowl, but
he had a [eeling that the new man
would prove usetul, And if Lancaster
handled the school bowler successiully,
it was o foregone conclusion that his
nameo would go up iu the list for tho
Rookwood game. And the name that
was likely to be left out to make room
for it was Gerald Loder.

Hurree Bingh, wonderful bowler as
he was, was only o junior. Sykes was
n senior, a tried man, and a full-blown
Blood. But a very few balls demon-
steated that Lancaster could deal with
him almost as easily as with the dusk
nabob. Thera wos nothing like swan
or “Auff ” in the batsmaon’s manner, no
sign of playing to the gallery. He was
cnjoying the practice, that was clear.
The grasp of the bat was a pleasure to
him. If Loder had been able to stand
up to Sykes’ bowling, he would have
been like unto the ancient classic gentle-
man who agtruck the stars with his
sublime head. But Lancaster showed
no trace whatever of “side ™ or * roll.™

I'Winguta clapped bis hands with sheer
giea. : ;

“That man will do," he said.

“Well, rathor I agreed Gwyne.

“¥ou can chuck 1t, Bykes,” grinned
Wingate, “We've got & man here who
can beat Greyiriars’ bowling. ¥ fancy
bhe will be able to do the same for the
gtuff Bookwood give us.”

Loder, with tecth set, tromped off the
field. f..pn{:a.ater’a display being over,
and their fag master gone, Harry
Wharton & Co. cleared off, to spend the
remalnder of the half-hohiday 1n their
owWn way.

“1 fancicd that man Laneaster was &

cricketer,” Harry Wharton remarked,
“but he turns cut to be o jolly old
prize-packet 1" )

“THd vou see Loder's face?” grinned
Johnny Bull.

“He, ha, ha ™

“Let's got tha bikes out before somao
other tick wanta Inky te bowl to him,”
said Nugent. And the Famous Five
whecled out their machines to ride over
to Highehffa and ecall on their old
friends, Courtenay and the Caterpillar.

After the practice on Dig BSide,
Wingate was grinming as he walked
baek to the House with Lancaster and
Cwynne. He weos gquite unconscious of
s scowling face waiching him from the
window of a Bixth Form study. He had
{orgotten Loder's existonce,

Hs was reminded of it o little later,
when he was in his study, and Loder
threw open the door without knecking
wnd tramped in,

Wingate was at the table, with n
gape-r before him and a pencil in his

and. Ha looked up at Loder.

His face clouded g little, Loder’s look
showed that there was unpleasantness
coming. Wingate disliked hurting any
man's [feelings, but nobody’s personal
feelings counted in ericket matters.
fellow who was dropped to make room
for a better man was expected o tako
it like a sportsman, even if he could
not geo it. Loder evidently foresaw

23
The cricket ball left Hurree Bingh’s dusky hand
and sped straight for Loder's wicket. The next

moment the wicket was shatiered—Loder had beent
elean bowled by a

nipr ! “How’s that?"

laughed Bob Cherry.

I 4
what was coming, and was not going
to take it wnything like & sportsman,

“You scem :nﬁm‘ taken with that
new man,” waes Loder's first remnark,

“As a cricketer, yes, rather!"
assentoed Wingate. 2
“He can- bat,” said Loder grudg-

inﬁiy.- “Rather flashy to my mind."”
Not to mine 1¥ said Wingate.

“Weall, I'd like to know whoere 1
stand,” sald Loder abruptly,. “I'in
down to play in the Rookwood game.™

“I'm afraid that's washed out, Loder,
I'va been going over the list,” said the
Greyfriars captain. ' Somebody will
have to go." ;

“You mean that you're playing & man
who hasn't been a week at Greyiriars,™

“I don't care whether he's been
only five minutes’ at Greyiriars, 1
know I'm not idiot enough to pass
over a man who's good enpugh to play
for hiz county,” said Wingato sharply,
Y course I'm playing him ("

“If you want to make room for a
pushing outsider,” said Loder” bitterly,
1 don’t see why you should jump on
me. There's Fifth Form men in the
team—-="

“I left Greene out for you, though he
didn't come to my study and call you
o pushing outsider,” said Wingate sar-
castically. *The other Fifth Form men
are too good to drop.™

“That ass Potter—"

Tue Macxer Lisraey.—No, 1,211
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“ Pottor playa s good gwne,”

® Bettor than mine '™ enarled Loder.

“I think so, or his name would go
instead of yours™ ors

“0Of course, what you think iz the last
word in wisdom ! snecred Loder,

* Probably not,” said Wingate good-
humourcdly. “But 2o lovg as 1 captain
the games 1 shuli follow my own
Judgiment.” =i

“To cut it short, you're giving Lan.
easter myv place in the eleveat™

“I'm pulling up Lancaster to play,
and leaving you out te make room. ‘The
fuct is, Loder, I've been very doubtiul
about you. You slack a lot, as I've told
vou, and a iman can't piay for Grey-
vinrs if he's wot willing to put has becf
into it. You've had your chance aud
thrown it away., Lascaster’s bound to

ar. 1'd rather stand oul myself than
Rturr.- him out. But vou'd have Potter's
place if you tried hard emough. You
can't play for scheol with your hands
in your pockets and a cigarette in your
mouth.”

Loder gritted Lis teeth,

o need to beat about the bush,” he
snapped. " You're chucking me for that
new man who comes from goodness
knows where—an adventurer who may
be a rotten thief for anything you know
to the contrary ™

Wingate rose to his feet.
glinted at Loder. .

“There are two ways of leaving &
study, Loder,” bhe suid. *You can Eﬂn
ot your feet or oo your neck, Take
vour choice, but be gquick about 1t.”

“1 can tell vou that that fellow——

“WNot another word! Clear!”

“1 tell you—="

Iis cyes

Loder had wo time to say more,
Wingate’'s hands dropped om  his
shoulders, and he was twirled out of

the study. He clenched his fists, his eyes
blazing at the caplain of Greyiriars.

“Better not!" gaid Wingate quictly
but grimly,

And Loder, enraged as hs  was,
realised that he had better not. Ho
dropped hiz hands and tramped sway
up the passage. The door of the
captain's study slammed.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Eggs [or Coker !

(11 UT » enid Dotter,
B “Den't jaw, Potter!"
“But—"" objected Greene,

“Don't jaw, Greenc!”

Potter and Greene, reduced to silence,
looked at the great Horace rather as
if they would have hiked to eat him,

Having reduced them to a proper stato
of submission, Coeker procecded. Coker
was standing under the tree outside the
schol shop at Greyiriars. His eyes were
on the doorwar.

“That cheeky voung rascal Wharton
has just gone into the tuckshop,” said
Coker, “I'm catehiing him as he comes
out. ™

“You'll have the whole mob of them
on your neck,” said Porter wearily.
“For goodness' sake, Coker, do chuck
up ragging with fags!™

“ Don’t & silly ass, Potter! You
know what those young sweeps did the
first night of term.”

~ Potter and Greens grinned invelun-
tarily,. They remembered the wild
howls that had emanated from the
study while Coker was striving to get
locse sftor the merry Removites had
left him. That outrage on the dignity
of the Fifth had never been avenged.
But Coker evidently had not forgotton.
“I was thinking,"” said Coker, “ol
going up to the Remove passage and
LBz Magker Libzarr.—No. 1,211

thrashing the ifot ot them. Un the
wlicle, however, I've decided to whop
young Wharton, as the ringleader.”
erhaps Coker did not realise why he
had decicded not to deal with the Famous
Five in bulk, as 1t were. There wero
pood reasons for that decision, as Polter
arid Greene koew, if Coker did not.

“Serapping with o lot of fags,™ con-
tirued Coker, “is undignified. But I
can hardly let a Remove fag check me
pid get away with it on't jaw!
Ieep your cyes open, and bag that
voung tick az he comes out. Fut him
over that bench, and hold him while L
give him siz, That's what I've got this
stick for,”

“What about tea®™ asked Greene.

“We'll have tea afterwards.”

Probably 1t was only the question of
tea that prevented Potter and Greene
from deserting their great leader on the
spot. Coker was geing to stand the tea.

* But—" murmured Potrer,

“1 said don't jaw !" remarked Coker.

Potter resisted his intense yearning to
h]ang Coker's head ou the trunk of the
CliT.

The three Fifth Form men waited. If
Coker of the Fifth was bent on playing
the giddy ox, his comrades had to give
himy hLis head, like an uoruly horse, as
usual.

Harry YWharton, in the tuckshop, *was
quite unconscious of danger. Amazing
as it would have seemed to Horace
Coker, the captain of the Remove had
quite forgotten his existence, Coker did
not leom so large in the eyes of others
as in his own.  Wharton had other
niatters to think of. After considerabls
cogitation and debate, the chums of the
Hemove had decided to ask Lancaster,
of the Sixth, to tea in Study No. 1.
Now that the new man had been a week
at Greviriars they felt that they could
take that frien Iy step without an
appearance of “butting in.” The invita-
tion had been duly conveved to Lan-
caster, and graciously accepted.

Henee Wharton's presence in  the
schiool shop at this moment. Supplies
on & rather unusual scale were required
for so distinguizshed a visitor—o man who
had becn picked out tor the First Eleven
in his first week at the school. Wharton
was doing the shopping, supplies of cash
having been pooled for the -purpose;
while the other members of the Co. wera
putting SBtudy Wo. 1 into & newly-swept
and garnished state.

Wharton came out of the school shop
with a large parcel under either arm.
11 started for the House, without even
noticing Coker & Co. till they bore down
Oy 1ELIT.

“Dag him!" snapped Coker,

“Here, I sav, hands off, wou
durmies 1" exelaimmed Wharton, “Don't
make me drop these thiops, vou fat-
heads I¥

“ Put him over the Lbeneh " said Coker,
unhecding.

Potter and Greene had collared Whaz-
ton. With a parcel under cach arm the
captain of the Remove was not in a
condition to put up an effectual resist-
ence.  There were things in the parcels
that would have been seriously damaged
by dropping—such as eggs and pots of
jam. Wharton held on to his parcels,
and roared as he waz jerked towards the
bench. .

Coker swished his stick and grinned.
Coker rather fancied himself in the role
n[. 2 rnf:;rflt hﬂ.hﬂdlng 1-:-}1!; ‘;qu;ﬁ"‘;'i’ha ]

ou silly chumps 1" ye riton.
“Let go! My hat! Rescue, Remove |”

But as it hamilened therea were no
Remove men at hand. Wharton was
nlone in the hands of the Amalekites,

He struggled as ho was bent over the
bench, There was an ominous ¢rack
from one of the parcels. The eggs were
going.
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“You rotters!” yelled Wharton,

"That's enough from youl” said
Coker, swishing the stick, “I supposs
you know whﬂr I'm going to give you
E1x, Wharton,

“Yos, you silly ass—because you're a
born fool and & howling dummy !

"8t clheeky 1* said Coker grimly.
“Well, I'll give you someihing to vare
all that 1™

Bwishl Whaek! There was a vel
from the captain of the Remove as the
first of the sizx was administeycd.

“Hallol What's this game

Lancaster of the Sixth came stroliing
on the secene. Wharton twisted roun
at the sound of his voice.

“Lancaster !+ Lend me a Lhand 1™ he
gasped.

“Don't butt in here, Lancozter 1™ said
Coker warningly. *1 whopped you in
the hols for "butting in when I was
thrashing this cheeky cub. Better bear
that in mind.”

Lancaster laughed.

“But what's the trouble?” h: ashed
pacifically. _

“Mind your own bizney.™

“Don't use that stick again, Coker,”
said the S8ixth Form man quictly, as the
Fifth-Former swung lg his arm,

“Oh, shut it I said Coker.

He put extra beef into the swipe, just
to show Lancaster of the Sixth that he,
Horace Coker, the ornament of the Fifth
Form, had no use for Sixth Form
swank, and was going to pass the Sixth
b;,'thk& the idis wind whicE he regarded
not.

But that beefy swipe did not land,
Lancaster made » q’umk stride forward
and grasped Coker’s descending arm.
The next moment the stick was torn
away and sent whirling to a distance.

“Why, my—my—my hatl” gasped
Coker.

“Now, let that kid go, please " gnid
Lancaster, to Potter and Greone,

“Pleased | yawned Potter;

Wharton was releafed at once.
y Potter and Greene strolled away, leav-
ing Coker to deel with the Bixth Form
man. ‘They had no intention whatever
of rowing with the Sixth, becouse Horace
Coker chose to play the giddy ox.

" Thanks 1* gasped Wharton.

“MNot at all,” said Lancaster, smiling,
[ Gut !H

Harry Wharton's parcels had suffered
g littlee One of them had burst, and
from the gap the yolks of several eggs
dripped out. He jammed the parcel
together rather ruefully and eut.

oker made a jump after him. Lan-
caster stepped in the way. He was
smiling and  good-humoured;  bat
ovidently he intended to intervens
between the junior and Coker's heavy
hand, as hs had done once hefore.
Coker gave him a concentrated glare

“1've licked wvou once, Lancaster!
You remember that?"

“I've got a fearfully bad memory if
you did ! smiled Lancaster “Ruk
don't let's row, Coker! TLet the kid
nﬁ'i old bean I
Do you want me to lick you again,
like I did before!” bawled Coker.

*“Come into the tuckshop, and have
a gioger-pop instead |” suggested Lan-
caslor.

The soft answer is said to turn away
wrath. But Horace Coker’s wrath was
not to be turned away.

*1 was sorry I licked you that time ™
bawled C “You did me a good

and

oker.
turn afterwards—at least, you thought
you didl You've F_ut- ont roll since you
came here—Bixih Form side—and have
I walloped you? I haven't! Woell, I
warn you that if you butt in now [
ghall whop you—hard. Now get out 1™
“I think Tl risk it,” said Lanoaster
ne&hﬁenﬂy.
oker rushed to the attack. ILooking
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at Coker now, ne one would lave

ugssed that he was the fellow who had
%ﬁim anticipating Lancaster’s arrival at
Greyfriars, and hod mode great pre-

grations for that arrival. Horace
soker's friendship was a rtather un-
gectain quantity. Eertu.inl%m could not
stond the strain of Sixth Form “roll.”
He rushed at Lancaster with the inten-
tion of mopping up the earth with him.

Probably—very probably—the mop-
pibg-up woula have turned out in reverse
order. But, as it happened, Coker did
not reach Loncaster -with his rush
Wharton weighed in at that moment.

The burst parcel had proved un-
manageable, and Wharton had stopped
to repack the eggs. There was an egg
in his hand m%n!-:c:r leaped ot the new
genior. It whizzed from his hend with
on oim as deadly as Hurree BSingh's
with o cricket ball. There was a smash
s it broke on Coker's prominent nose,
and spread all cver his rugged features.

* Dooococh I splutiered Coker.

Ha staggered back.

“"H4, ha, hal” roared 'Lancgtsler, as
Coker clutched wildly at streaming eggs.

“Ha, ha, ha [ came like an ocho from
Poiter and Groene, at a distance.

Crash| Bmnsh!

Having started with the eggs, Wharten
kept on with the eggs. The range was
short and the aim was good. n -Egg
smashed on Coker's chin and bedewe
his manly chest with streaming yolk.
Another broke in his eye, and another
in his ear. Ancther and another and
anather smashed and orashed on various

arts of Coker. Ccker streamed eggs—
1 breathed eggs—he lived and moved
and had his being in eggs. IHe was of
eggs, eggy | )

Lancaster, chuckling, walked away.
Potter aftd Greene, keeping their dis-
tance, almost wepft. Coker spluttercd
and roared. He gouged yolk from his
e{'es and glared round for his enemy.
He rushed at Wharton, and was met by
morg eggs. Iggs gmothered him and
plastered him.

Having exhausted the eggs, Wharton
grebbed up his parcels and bolted for
tha ngaa. He left Coker almost swim-
ming in e?gs. Fellows gathered round
Coker, yelling with laughter. But they
did not come too near—Coker was too
&g%‘(f to touch. When it dawned upon
Cloker, at last, that what ho needed most
was & wash, and he started for
the House, he left an eggy trail behind
him as he went, and a crowd of fellows
bubbling with merriment. ker, for
his part, couldn't see anything whatever
to |aug!; at. But Coker was the only
fellow who couldn't.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Sesne In Study No. 1.

bl IT down!”™ :
S “Here's the best chair [M
“All ready!™

“The readyfulness is terrifio,
my esteemed Lancaster.™

Lancaster, of the Sixth, smiled a3 he
came into Study No, 1 in the Remove.
The Famous Five were all there, with
their best manners om, beaming with
hospitality. There was & handsome
spread on the study table. One intended
item was missing—poached egps. Coker
hid had the eggs. But thero wero
plenty of other good things—the chums
of cha Remove were deing this thing
wall.

“Awfully good of you to ask me”
said the Sixth Form man, as he accepted
the best chair and zat down at the
tahlo.

There was & rather whimsical good-
humour in Lancaster’s smile. Possibly
it was his game to malke and keep
friends but at the same time there was

no doubt that he liked tho cheery chums
of the Remove. And certainly they liked
him and admired him immensely.

“It’s jolly of you to come!” said
Wharton. *¥You didn't think it a cheek
asking youi”

“Nob et alll”

“It is 4 terrific and honorifie pleasure
to behold yonr absurd countenance in
the Remove paszage,” declared Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh.

“These sandwiches are rather pood,
Lancaster.”

“Thanks; I'll try them.”

“We were jolly glad to see Tour name
up for the Rookwood match," sanid Bob
Cherry.

“So was I,” =aid Lancaster, smiling.
“Wingate has been very kind.”

*“Oh, old Wingate knows a ericketer
when he sces one,” said “I hear
that he's been jumping for joy over his
find, I can tell you that there aren’t
o lot of men here, even in the Sixth,
who can play with Inky's bowling os
you did."

“The playfulness was terrific,” agreed
Hurres Singh, “It was necessary [or
me to sing small with my diminished
head.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Ipnky learned his English in Bhani-
pur, you know,” chuckled Bob, “aud
ho's never got over it.”

“My worthy and idiotic Bobh—-"

“We've got three kinds of jam,” said
Johnoy Ball, in a careless sort of way,
as if three kinds of jam were as com-
mon as blackberri¢és in junior studies,
* Which kind do you prefer, Lancaster ?
Try raspberry "

“1 zay, you fellows!”

A fat face looked in at the doorway.

“Buzz off, Bunter!”

“0Oh, really, you fellows! 1 didn't
know 7you had Lancaster to tea. I
never heard you talking ebout it, you
know, But as he's here, I don’t mind if
I join you. ¥You can put that cushion
down, Bob Cherry! I hope you're go-
ing to remember your manpers when
youw've got a Bixth Form man to tea.”

“Do you mind if that fat susil crawls
in, Lanocaster?” -asked Harry.

“MNot in the least,” said Lancaster,
Invghing. “In fact, I'm rathor quascd
to meet all the party that I tex'd with
at Wharton Lodge that time.”

Billy Bunter beamed.

“1 told you fellows that Lancaster
was a splendid chap, dido't 17 he said.
“Not the man to {forget an old friead.
I say, wou fellows, somebody's been
erping Coker! I saw him come in

smothered with eggs. He, he hetl I
gay, Lancaster, old chap—"

“Don't talk, DBunter!™ said Dob
Chorry.

“1 zuppose I can czll an old friend
old chap if I like, Cherry! I say, Lun-
caster, old chap——"

“Shall we kick him out, Lancasteri”

" Mot on my account,” said the Bixth
Form man.

Bunter stuffed his eapacious mouth le
capacity and proceeded.

“1 sav, Lancaster, Loder i3 awfiully
wild, They've been chipping him about
being chucked out of the team.”™

Lancaster did not seem to  hear.
Harry Wharton & Co. glared at Bunter.
But Bunter did not mind glares.

“I1f you'll take my adviee, Lan-
caster——" ha went on. “Yarooch!
Oooah 1 What beast Eicked wme?
Yooooop 1™

“'Try the eake, Lancaster!”

Billy Bunter rubbed a fat leg, whera
a rather hefty kick had landed under
the table. Then he devoted his power-
ful jaws to the rapid’ disposal of the
foodsiuffs, and there was a lull in his

5

conversation, He realised that anotlier
kick might be coming.

Bunter being eilent—save for il
sound of guzzling that was always heard
when Bunter was pecking away the
foodstuffs—toa proceeded cheerily in
Study No. 1. The Famous Five treated
their distinguished guest with the res.

ect due to & Sixth-Former and o First

oven men ; and Lancaster chatted with
them pleasantl%_ There was a- step ot
the door and Vernon-Smith looked in,
with & grin oo his face.

“You men expecting a visitor 7 hLae
asked.

“We've got onel” enswered Wharton.

“I faney you've pot another coming.”

“YWho, theni"”

“Loder of the 8ixth! He's got his
ashplant under hi¥-arm!” added the
Bounder casually; and he walked on up
the passage.

The Famous Five exchanged glances.
It was distinctly disagreeable if the
bully of tho Sixth was coming to the
study to make himself unpleasant while
their distinguished visitor was there,

As a matter of fact, the chums of
the Remove hed rather expected
trouble with Loder, ever since that
games practice on Big Side., Loder was
ngt the man to forgive Hurres Singh
for having knocked his wicket to the
wide with all the Sixth looking on; or
the other fellows for their unconcealed
cenjoyment of the spectacle. Loder, of
coursa, could not “whop ” {cllows for
such reasons as that; but ho was the
kind of prefect to find a renson for
whopping when he wanted to whop.
And it was like Loder to butt in at a
gpecial time when he was not weanted.

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath.
Ho had littla dounbt that Loder was
coming simply because Lancaster was
there. His feud with Lancaster was
pretty well-known, since his place in the
First Eleven had been given to the new
man. It was just like Loder to seize
the chance of “throwing his weight
about,” with his rival present and un-
abla to intervene.

“The rotter!™ braathed Bob Cherry.

Loder of the Bixth appeared in the
doorway. He had hiz ashplint with
him, as the Bounder had stated. And
ho had a grim expression on his face
and a glitter in his eyes.

Hea did not look at Lancaster. His
eyo singled out Wharton as he strodo
inta the study. _

The juniors rose to their feet, oyeing
the bully of the Sixth. Their faccs were

anyvthing,

grim, oo
Loderi” ashed
Wharton quiectly.

“Want

“I want vyou'!" said Loder. “I hear
that you've been chucking eggs about in
the quad and plastering & senior with
them ™

“Caker hasn't complained about
that,” said Harvy. “Coker's an ass,
but he's not the man fo go squealing
to o prefect.”

“Do you deny it

“Not in the least! Coker asked for
it, and he pot it,” answered the captain
of the Remove, “and unless Coker lays
a complaint, I don't see what you warit
to butt in for, Loder!"

Loder elid the eance down
hand.

“1 Tiaven't come hers to listen to your
back-chat, Wharton! Come hore, ond
bend aver that chair!”

Up to this moment Lancaster had nof
stirred or spoken. MNow he rose to his
fcet, with a glint in his eyes. Lancasler
was & Sixth Form man; but Loder was

(Continued on page 28.)
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Guy's Greal Chance !

LOWLY the heavr stone door
opened outward. A pale beam
of light extended into the creviee,
o light that grew and becarac

broken by moving shadows., The huge
side of rock widened shightly and Guy
was enabled to see b&gﬂug.

The mystery of the slaves” disappear-
ande Was &:pfninﬂd. Bevoned that door
were  great  catagombs—underground
cemelertes—where skulls and bones of
lndreds of bygone generations of
1slanders were stowed after removal
from the ordinary ccmeteries of Islam.
Theze prim relics decorated the walls,
and the Hoor was eramned with huddled
negro slaves, between roughly stowed
stacks of ammunition-boxes, Hore and
there, by the light of horn lanterns,
were armed &rnﬁs, with whips, Two
or three were perched on ammunition-
boxes, guarding that valuable “black
ivory ' which bad been chipped from
Africa and had been tranzported to the
Persian Gulf,

Blowlr the door opened. Tha young
officer stoed back against the rock
behind it, for he dared not stand any-
where in that narrow passage of rock
whera the light might foll on him.
There was something curicusly silent
and sinister in the war it moved. It
was as though worked by compressed
air, and for one nerve-racking moment
suy thought he was going to be crushed
between it and the rocky wall,  The

Tr—

thing actually pressed against his body,
and then stopped. Its only momentum
had been the pressure of bodies behind

.

A burly Araly in brown robe and a
head-dress festooned with twisted camel-
hair, stepped out from the catacombs
of Khoof into the passageway. Grasped
in s right hand was & native rifle,
with a long butt of silver fligree-work.

(Gvruff voices, speaking very quietly,
sounded from the other zide of the deor
and the massive stone portal slowl
swung back into its place and shut with
eerie quietness, Standing there in the
darkness by the wall, Guy felt that
death bad passed perilonsly near.

The shuffling footsteps of the Arab
were recading through the rocky tunnel.

Probably, Guy reckoned, the man was
a sentry, going to relieve the other
Arab, whose scerdent had been unknown
to thoze in the fetid underground
place. The fellow was finding his way

through the piteh darkness with the eaze
of a eat.

Guy guickly took off his sodden boots,
Enotted the laces fogpether, and hung
them round his neek. Then he groped
his way swiftly and noiselessly after the
man ahead.

The dull boom of the invisibla =ca-
water pool struck in his ears. He
desconded the steps leading to it
cautiously, without hearing any splash-
ing which would indicate that the Arab
had begun to wade across.

Bkulls and bones
decorated the great
catacombs, and Degro
slaves huddled to-
gether were crammed
between the romghly
stowed stacks ol am-

munition-boxes.

Guy waited, his
L heart beating fast.
.| Bomewhere, not far

i below him, was the
urmed Arab, and it

might be thut the
Arab had taken
i . alarm. He' crouched
low,  halfi-expocting
that the darkness
would be cut with the
tinsh and stunbin

report of a rifle. His
refigi was tremendous
he Elﬂur& the
splash of" water,
w%:iah told hirs that
the Arab had started
to enter the ﬂ._‘pnaL
The na."'ra;.ld_ -‘.:rt ¢E[’5
cager eyes dimly dis.
cerned the fgure of
his quarry silbouet-
ted against some groy
spume  bubbling on
the surface of the

when

Hizs great chance
had come! Trom
that crouching posi-
tion on the steps he
layunched himself
dowgward like a
panther, and before the astounded Arab
conld do more thon , struck him
with the full weight of his body in tha
back, shooting the man face Ioremost
into the deepening tidal pool.

Stumbling to one side, Guy was sub-
merged completely in the sea and
scrambled hastily to his feet, The
Arab's rifle had fallen from his hand
into the water, but he steggered up,
and, spluttering like &  wild -cat,
wrenched the curved knife from his belt.
Guy’s left -hand fastened on the [ront
of his burnous, or robe, and his right
came round in a sizzling hook.

Crack!

The blow was like the kick of a mule’s
hind leg, and the Arab, his jaw bréken,
eprawled sideways in the pool.

Stumbling and slipping ebout in the
water, Guy managed to grasp the fellow,
and by a great struggle hauled him
out of the pool on tnutﬁ far side. By
enother great struggle he got the un-
conscious man on to & higher
plane of the rocky slope and stag-
gered on. He found that the rising tide
was beginning to ¢ the other Arab
who had been injured by o fall, and ke
dragged him also to & higher part of
the tunnel that led through the cliffs
Then he splashed his way through the
surf-on the ledge, crossed ithe rocks, and
returned to the right Bank of his wailt-
ing blucjackets.

A lemon haze was on the eastern
horizon, the first sign of the breaking
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dawn,  UOsdering  theee blucjuckets to
segompunty biny, Guy hueriedly returned
i0_whore he had lofé the two abs, and
batween them they got the men out
of tho cranny awd gave them fGivst aid
uioug the rocks.

Having dono this, Gu’i' ordered them
to be waggoed and bound, He had not
much fear ilwt any scarch would be
made for the sentries, The tide was
saoning in fast, and it would Le as much
as & mun's life was worth to atlempt
10 paszs thot swirling peol when it was
minch deeper.,

e tulc{w tho chief pelty officcr and
Uliotujeo of lis discovery.

“Ay, this should put *paid’ fo the
necount of 1tes Dhin end Bheikh Haji,”
lwo zaid. **Blaves and amunnition are
ttill here on the island. I wondered
what bad become of *em, and the secrct
fies deep in the island itself.”

“It would be svitable stratagems,”
Uhotajee vemarked, *if galluut boys in
blug, "armed to the tecth, waitfully
rested near veported aperture in clifis,
With permission, suhib, I will relinguish
Impﬂi chance of death or glory in
attack and help with such purposciul
elratagom.™ '

“Thanks,” Goay smiled. *1'll seo that
il fﬂ“p of bluejackets arc posted there.
L shall want you closo by wy side. After
the scrap—if wo survive—there may bo
u bateh of prisoners to bo questioned.
Hgoqu'e, ne wounder I was puzzled
about the vanishing of those slaves!
‘That pool where I slammed one of thoso
Arabs is impassablo, except when the
water is pretty low. No doubt when
I first saw the slavea on the ledge of
vock those Arab swabs with them were
waiting for tho pool Lo be ecasily pass-
able. Fromr seaward no one could

ibly guess Lthat there wos any sort of
unnel leading to ;freﬂ.t. catacombs deep
wHhin those cliffs.”

No Aralb appeared near tho coast,
and whatever alarin might have been
felt in the village during the night on
account of the pgunfire at sea, had
evidently died down. Guy figured it
that Bheikh Haoji and Res Dhin con-
sidered that even if any naval
vessel came to Khoof thera was no
hood of any elaves or ammunition boing
digeovered. Certainly, they had not the
least suspicion that already a landing-
party of bluejackets was spread in open
order along the cliffs to the north, and
that a small object, like a Hoating spar,
was really. a mi)hmarim’a periscope.

Tha sun swunglwué: above the castern
san like o burnis tray of new brass
Soon the tropic heat hegan to shimmer
over the rocks, and Guy and his men
chafed at the wnitinﬁn Sne of the men
who had been among the scrub
&t tho top of the cliffs made a aignal,
and & rumble of satisfaction passed
among the bluejackets of the landing-
party. Tho Faleon bad boen sighted
and wes coming up fast to the island !
1]

N relih, _ "Tﬁ]u good old E‘ﬂalmﬂ

is putting her party ashore !”

.X:ﬂther hour bhad passed

and he haod advanced his men to the

scrub at the top of the ¢liffs, where they

were waiting the result of the landing
oit the other side of the island.

“ Perchance,” Chotajce munbled
hopefully, “debased Avabs will prove
chicken-hearts.  Buch battlings are
before-timea anticipated, may un-
needful. Let us take motto from
csteemed British poet, *As wo are
strong, lot us have mercifulness.! "

Peering throvgh the scrub by the aid
of his powerful plasees, Guy was able

Haji's Last Stand [
OW for it!" said Guy with

trol
fiken. o
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Lo walel the exciteent of the Arabs in
tito village in the middle of the island.
Eszpecially was there vompmwtion round
that largo mod-walled dwelling wlich
was colled the palace of tho sheikb.
Yurthermore, he could sco the Dluc-
jackets and marines siumble ashore
from the Faleon's Dboals, and the fivst
party maveh inbad, uwptil they were
swallowed up gimong the t.'lumli of date-
palms weur to where bhe and Teny lad
sot fire to the stack of wnmunition many
duavs before.

What happened after that he learned
kater. Commander Baunders, an officer
of the Feleon, met a party of Arubs
gl demanded the surreader of Sheikh
Hauji, Raz Dhin, amd the whole village.

‘ben suddenly a riﬂﬁ-ahﬂt-—nmb:ﬁly
Frowr o voof in the village—rang out.
Tho officor dropped, with =a I:‘—I:ur.dh:t
through the lwart—aud then the battlo
Aamed ont!

Whoever had fired that riflo shot had
Eul:-t!m spavk to the guonpowder. The

ritishh  Dluejackets and  marines,
already inHomed against tho slavers,
charged furiously nfter the Arab party,
who rushed for the nearest cover.

Arwed Arabs in the villago itself
began to bleze awey from aoll sorts of
vantagoe points. Bluejackels dropped in
their trecks, but their cheering comrades
rushed on, tho tropic sun Jushing from
their bayonets.

Guy and_ his men, walting liko
hounds strainivg on the lvash, could
hear the rounbling checrs of the British
tars sweeping toward the village. The
Faleon had all her guns trained on the
island, but was llﬁling her fire on
account of the Arab worsen snd children
i tho village.

The island echoed and re.cchoed with
rifo and machinegun fire, and
thousands of sea.birds wont wheeling
and sercaming away from the coasis.

Even Chotajees, who was capable of

cuty of courage in an emergency,

gan to got execited and impaticent,

“Wah! Comne on, cowardly bad-
mashes 1" lLe breathed, addressing tho
Arabs. “In words of illustrious Wash-
ington Sahib, ' Now shaell misfortune
gaves in chains receive abolishment I
Now, indeed, shall debaszed traders in
puch receive justful dues! Hip, hip-

Yaroocogh ™

A rifie-bullet —an  “over " — had
spurted the dust not six inches from his
hetd, and he dived lheadlong behind the
biggest boulder.

“8tand by !"” Guy ordered. “ Safcty.
catches down! Hero they come!™

Heavy fighting was going on in the
village, but a large party of Arabs
brokea cover through to the date-palma
which surrounded one of the welle and
headed toward the coast. They were
quickly followed by many othors,

Their intention was plain enough.

iFNEEEEESE R EAR EEEEEA NS R I ENAARS Rl RANEA A BEE

THE OPENING OCHAPTERE RETOLD.
LIEUTENANT GUY EASTON, STA-
LIEUVTENANT DUNN, and CHOTAJEE, &
Bengali tuterpreler, of H.M.3, Faleon, ors
cutl adrift du & _slorin in e Red Sex, and
east ashors Hand of Hhoof. Gathering
information that slave-trading ie being cdrried
on delweots Sheikh Haujl of Khoof atd Ras Dhin,
& giond Abyssinian, trio, desguised ag drabs,
board & mahaiia for Aden., The mahailc
iz attacked by o eillvinouvs crew of cut-thronls in
ths gu.r of the slave-traders, but Guy proves egual
{0 the occadion and the eneiny are made PritoNers
%ﬂd fanded orer tﬂhﬂ'ﬂpﬁu}: Hnox "5'} Iﬂl .FI‘?_I'GWL
uhsequently Guy it charge ¢ Viren,
the fastesl submaring in conunission. Anrious
o Ras mt?{ﬂ md}&hﬁ:ﬂ Haji uugu fo Errﬁni:
up organisation of slove-traders and a
s Bty e B fﬁﬁaﬁﬁﬂ’“
ord GaLeH. i oautic a-
wards G lm'f'ﬂwi:#mi' i1k tha ahyf-aide when, lo
his muazenent, o slgie on his right suddeniy
ogpsng oulwards, Swifching off his torch Hie
woung liewfenant crowches back apgaiiet the

rocks, (Noto read oi.)

a7

There was wuch high grovod affovding
good cover, awd if they oecupied it they
coull. muke a deadly stand apaiust the
whelo naval Iunding-party from the
Falcon.

“Iold your fire, my men ™ Guy cow-
manded. “We are going to give thosp
swabs the biggest surprise-packet of
iheir lives!"

Brenthlessly the party from the Visen
wiited, '

The cunuing Arabs [rantically sought
positions among tho rocks and scrub
with & commanding view of tho ground
hetween themselves and the village, A
frontal attack would prove o very costly
alfair fo the Britsh, cven if they wero
able to advapeo in tha faco of the Arab
fire. Somo of the cut-throats wero
placing modern machine-guns—iho first
Guy hod scen in their possession.

quﬂriic Guy watched the Araba
settling themselves, Then his voice rang
ont, sharp as the crack of a whip:

7] Firu 1"‘

Crash!

Tho fivst volley of the Vixen's party
como as w thunderbolt to the Arabs.
Sovere!l dropped motionless into the
groes; others leaped up and turned
about ih mazement. With cover from
tho Falcon's party it had never occurred
to  them that another Janding-party
might be in their rear, and they wero
now caught between two fires!

Crackety-crack | Crack! Crock!

As fast as Guy and his blucjackcts
could load apd fire they sent the leaden
stream of death among the slavers!

Signals were flashing from the roof of
the sheikh's palace. A heliograph which
had Leen brought ashore from the gun-
hout had been installed there, and was
flushing & message that tho main body
of Arabs bad left the village and had
been scttling half a mile between it and
the northern ceast,

The Falcon picked up the message,
nid so did the Vixen, which had risen
to the surface,

Crash, erash, ¢crash !

In their turn the guns carried on the
deadly work, Bhrapnel burst over the
Arab lines in groat white puffs of smoke,
while a lcaden hail of pellets mowed
down the slavers, who vainly sought for
shelter against this storm of destruction.

That four-inch gun aboard the Visen
was putting in tts full share of work,
and Guy could well imagive how Tony
was enjoying himself,

The green flag of Fslam capried by
one group of Arabs went trailing into
the dust. The black-bearded leader
ripped a large strip from his white robe,
hastily knotted it onn the end of &

modern Mauser rifle, and wuved it
frantically.

"Ceasa fre!" Guy roared.

In past dealings with the roiders the

British bad had cause to bewara even
when the white fag of truce was shown.
Dirvcctly it appeared, though, the rifle
and machine-gun five ceased. Tho naval
heliograph on the palace roof flashed
the news, which, in turn, was read by
the Falcon and the Vixen off opposite
consts of the island.

Cautionsly Guy went forward, accom-
panied by Chotajee snd several of his
moen. Waa this surrender genuine, or
was the flag o szcreen for sowe fresh
treachery ? ; ;

Guy looked on oll sides for Haji and
tho yellow-eved Abyssinian, Until they
weore in handenffs and under an armed
gunrd he was keeping his weather-ero
wide open !

(Matters areé conming 1o a héad now,
and sengotional events happen in next

Suturduzy’s thrill-packed  instalmént.
Dan't  mise it—order youy MAGNET
cartil
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CRACKSMAN AND CRICKETER!

(Continutd from page 25.)

a prefect; answerable only to the hiead-
prefeet end to thoe hendmaster.

“Excuse meo, Loder,” drawled Lan.
caster, It happens iliat I was on the
scene, and I'm able to explain that
i:'ﬂ.ahf,r staried the trouble with this
.F ]

Ioder sooined deaf.

He pointed to the chair with
CRO,

“Hend over, Wiharton ! he rapped

Lancaster lounged forward.

*“1 spoke to you, Loder,” he said.

“Did yout” said Loder, foreed to tako

the

cogniznnoe of his rival’'s presence at
last. " Well, don’t! 'The less ¥ hear
from yau, the bettor. Wharton—"

“I'm explaining that this junior was
nob te blame in the row with the Fifth
Form mon, Loder. 1 think it's usual
hero for & Bixth Form man's word to be
taken by o prefect.”

* Not unless the prefect chooses,” said
Loder venomously, “and I don't know
that your word's worth o great deal,
cither. Keep out of this”

“You don’t cara to accept my word ¥’

"I don't choosa to hear & word from
vou, Mind vour own business,™ sald
Loder savagely. “ Wharton—"

Tho juniors stood breathless.

“In that ease,” Lancaster went on,
in the some drawling tone, "'the matter
will go belore the head preleet. P
rondy to como with youn amd Wharton
e Wingata's study.”

Loder #ei his lips.

“Fro told you to mind your own
business ¥ he snarled.

“¥ou mean that you've come here to
whop this junior, with or without
renson,”  soid  Lancaster scornfully.
“Wall, I ghall take it upon me to re.
port the matter to the head-prefect; and
in the meautime, you will let Wharton
alone. ™ : 5

“You-—~you dare to interfcro with a

refect 7 panted Lodor. His eyes
urncd at the bandsome, contemptuous
faoe before Lim.

“In the sircumstanccs, yes.”
“ 2 and ﬂE]dlll ™ roared Loder.
Lancaster did not wmove,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“I'vo come hcre to. whop Whartont

I’n:l:l goiug to thrash him!™ roared
s

“You're not!"

“Who'll stop me? almost sliricked
Loder.

“ Little mo 1"
; 1k you dare lay o finger on a pre-
got—

“0Oh, cut it out! I'm not & Second
Form izid to L scarcd,” said Lancaster.
* Prefect or not, you're not touching

that fag. Youw'd Dbetter leave this
study.”
Loder grasped his ashplant almost

convulsively, IHé made a strido for-
ward to pass round Lancaster and reach
Wharton. Lancaster stepped swifily
into lis way. Loder, with a gasp of
rage, atruck at hiin.

What happened next was almost too
swift for the eye to follow. Lancaster
stopped the fioreo blow in time, his

rasp closed on Loder:; for an instant
there was a struggle, aod then there
waos & crash in the Roemove passage.

It was Loder of tho Bixth who
eprawled there, spluttering and gasping

Thera was & yveoll in the Reomove
pazsapgc as fellows crowded out of their
studics,

Loder =at u%} dizzily.

Ho seemed hardly able to realise for
romo moments what had happencd to
him. His dizzy glanca woent fo the
erowd of staring faces in thoe paossage.
Then ho stagpored wup.

* You—you "—Loder's voice cage
Lthickly—"you cur! You'roe banking on
Wingnle standing by you—you hound !

“"Belter langusge,  plezse,”™ said
Laoncaster quietly.

“Better languape—to wvoul” hissed
Loder. "To you! Outsider, pushing
rottor, thrusting scoundrel—crook I

Lencaster started. For a sccond the
calmnoss of his face vanished like a
veil withdrawn., Loder, reading the
offoct of his words, flung out tho taunt
again with a ring of conviction in hLis
VoI008 NOW. ;

“Crook! That's what wou are—
crookl I knew it before, though I
wasn't sure. Now I'm sure—crook !™

Harry Wharten & Co. gazed at
Lancaster, Only for & sccond waa his
face o botraynl, The next, it was cool,

ealm, contemptuous again. He laughed,
and his laugh rang clearly.

“Crook!” he rcpeated. “That's
rather good, Loder! But 1 don’t like
fancy numes like that!” He mado a
etride forword and grasped Loder of
the Bixth by the arm. "“Cowme with mo
to the Hond and repeat what you've
called ma®

“let go!” panted Loder.

Lancaster'd grip tightened.

“You can't uafl a man namez like
that,” be said lightly, “ You'll como
with me to the Head here and now, or
vou'll apologise.”

There was a long, long pouse, long
cnough for Loder to realise that he
dared not go to the Heed.

“1 apoclogise |

Loder's voice was o husky whisper.
But all the Remove fellows heard it
Lancaster’'s hand dropped from his arm,

Gerald Loder went unsteadily down
the passago to tho stairs. Lancastor
dropped into his seat at the study table
in No. 1 again.

“I think TI'll try the cake!” he
romarkaed pleasantly.

The tension was relioved. Toa went
on cheerily in Study No. 1 in the
Remove, and Lancaster of tho Sizth. to
judge by looks at loast, was as cheery
and light-hearted ax any of tha juniors.

- '] - El - =

Loder, in his study in the Sixth, was
moving about. unresting, o oood deanl
like & caped tigor.

“Crook!” he mnltered
again, “0Oid Danbv knew
Locke knew ik, T half-knew it and T'm
cortain now | Crook—that's what he 1s,
a croock—and T'l prove it somechow!
I'll prove to all Grovfriars that he's the
eronk. T know him to het™

He gritted his teeth over tha words.
If Loder could contrive it. thera weore
breakers ahesd for the Sixth-Former
who had so strange n sceret.

THE END.

again and
ik, Ferrera

(Now look out for the next sfory in
this lopping sevicy: "FOES OF THE
SIXTH " Chumas, you'll vote it one of
the finest yarne Frank Richaords hay
ever twritten. A word of advice—ordér
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. SUPPLIED ! % Edited Wm
L Call oo us if you want to ses the Hnest . . ; WHARTON,
stock of catepults, stink-bombs, ete, . . FJG I,
in M_E digtrigh ! hﬂ.mumnmmamﬁw.uwgnﬂu
and sir-guns inlity |  Bneszing and 2
itching E#&nﬁﬂ uﬁhﬂEHﬂwﬂ:am to all N.ﬂm
leading gangsters—Apply, Skinner, Stott e =
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LATEST GET READY FOR
EXTRA SUMMER'!

nwo_ ﬂU_—H- Have that umbrella of yours recoversd
EDATION stride! Large gtock of Maocintoshea,

' May 2nd, 1831.

_

| belore the season really gets inlo its

Oilaltins, Son'weaters, Goloshss and
Waders always kept during the summer
meaths ] Writa for Catalogus, Rayme
& Hale, Ltd., High Street, Courtfield.

LAUGH AN.GROW FAT.
£

MUSIC COMPOSER WANTS LIMERICKS

For Sentimental Ballads and Songs
WHAT ABOUT THESE?

Claude Hoskins, the champion musical genivs.of . SOMEWHERE A VOICE IS BAWLING,

thie Shell and the world's record-holder m piano. | By Dicx Pexsorp,

walloping, has been composing music lately, 8a & E
n_uuuw_w shit merely Emum_"ﬂm wm.. ¥ U.H.__.WF .%nn the shadows

The only drawback, he tella us, is & shortage of | O'er lan
Iyrics for sentimental ballads end songs n%a&rm maﬂnﬂrm_ﬁniw nnﬂhdmnn is
toors serious type. Hosking can do the musio all| bawling :
right, but he can’t gat anyone to supply the worda ! | * Who's pinched our tea § 2
Sinee interviewing Hoskine, we have gone to some e ™
trouble to fiud gut if there are any spare lyrips | Tuck.raiderssoftly creeping, Hif @
kmocking about in the Remove., Our search has | Upstairs agein.
been remarkably successful and several promising | Fellows they robbed are [
gtz of lines have been ﬂdﬁuhum. )
unearthed. Wo have there. | Weeping in wvain |
fore rouels pleasura in

THI

and thes

presenting  Hosking with | , Great stuff, eh, what ?  And don't forget, Claudy speali

the following: fres, pratis dear, there are plenty more where that came from | o
and for nothing, exeept | Our third and last example we feel a little dubious
that the respective authors | 8boul publishing, on moral grounds. It's by that
want s thres-fourths' ghare | 8hady bounder, Skinner, and you all know what

Apigrists and Others Iftcrestad fomizsion from :
are snviled o roll up in their |He said quite a lot about apiarists
| thousands o Dick Rale's Greal —what & deserving lot they were
; h..“_-.m!ﬂ.mﬁn Meeting in the ..Hﬁm. Eﬁgnwﬁﬂﬂﬂ,—uﬂ Bl HE_H#E “HE'Yym ™

fo-night at 8. Special engagé. ||by. the Government and ﬂ%u. they

ment of P. Bolsover, Esg., g0 ||loped to do better this season than | aoneal the meeting and
M_.BM on * Why Not Becoms last, snd 80 on. But when he sat

n

wm—.wﬁ wv_uﬂmuwnmﬁ drew n, Y T 3 T
w myati growd to the Ryllgwa!™ , esid. * 8 ¥ | And with that stinging remerk,
o opiay Lo of WS tomielh s vtk 08 | i o o
fellows had only the v t ides: mﬂ of my friend, ok Rake,

as to what an apiarist might by

on the problem, Belsover being th
kind of che Who rather Am
addressing public meetings on

WHATIS AN APIARIST?

“STINGING” REMRKS AT A BEE-KEEPERS’ MEETING

“ATTENTION, APIARISTS.] ﬂ&ﬂgﬂfgﬁaﬁﬂm explained the chairman of the
ia opening speech. | mesting. “ Mat it didn't

cocur to me that thers’'d be so

many ignorant [atheads sbout|:

“As thers are, I propose io

wait till

you'va learned the diffearence be-

P DON'T MIS8 ||down again, we were no wiser than |jvoer bses snd blessed apes|™
TREAT i 1 mvﬁua. m.ﬂ__n Eake, with ecrushin mﬁﬁrﬁ,

Then Bolsover got up. ' E
“ Gontlerasn, chaps, and fel- wnmawm wre Sng aw

aware, is Apiarists.'-

fact ihet Bol
Shich “ Hear, hear1”

lot of

subject of my speech, as you WH : W__E.E.Hm the Raeg fairly

H

GET YOUR HAIR CUT

But Mind You Have It Done At
SQUIFF'S HAIRDRESSING SALOON

PRICE LIST.
Hﬂﬂmgngnl LR H ._H-HH._E ; iw - n E.—.
Bhave s S . Beard Singed e jds

Evebrows Trimmed ld. :
Corps Carefully Cut.  Toeoails Tastefully Trimmed.
Inkstaing Removed from Fingers, Price ld.
{8d. Extra for Fags.)

FREE INSURANCE.—ALl our customers are inmyred egainst
acnidents while in our Esloon. Compensstion paid at the
following ratea:

Fars Cut Off: 6d. per ear. (4d. only for the caulifiowsr Lind.}

N Bliced ; 4d. noed.  {Roman noses, 5d.} )
H.ﬂaﬂﬁﬂh in Eye : Hﬂﬁmﬁgnq.mkﬂn& apology suitable for framing

didn’t throw much li

= S —

“ What ara they tl

“YWhat are they ! That ques.

ton, m_mnmnunuu. is sasily anewered,”
L

GREYFRIARS SCORES AGAIN

R0 ® Linter's 1i subject { ssid Bolsover. ' An apiarist, gentle.
/BN > —ge=t v tho profits | & 8 liko! Here goes, anyway ! Dick Rake took the chair, solimsn, is a umwu a_.uaﬂmnwun pﬂauuu
e . T THE SCHOOLBOY'S THE PERFECT SAP. was immodiately bombarded widfo ing a s - im
LAMENT. By H. L questions form all parts of th| “YWhat!" ocame s sudden yell : h St. Jim's
By H, Vesxos-Sanra, I Hmﬂﬁwwwﬁmnwnqﬁ_wuﬂw boys, room. ftom Binke. b Hwﬁ..ﬁ—ﬂm Contest wat
W*MWWMM_%&W WHE_ mfm“_nﬁm hia study, m never ﬂﬂur.._u a nw.. i Hwﬁiwwnmh apiarist 1 “Just es & herbalist is a chap
; . ragred his poor brain ; never heve a sub, boys, ¥ What does it mean, Rale 11| wbo keeps herba,” explained Bols-
His mbﬂuﬂ were ink.stained and muddy To wagar on a . Rake looked surprised d Y Ot P4 BOw, :
As goftly he sang this refrain : R H- don't play ._mnhnu.m..m.nwa? _mwm_u_ peoved. P e w“ml, H,E_nm o " at H_h_u_ww__rcmu, Huocm%.c...—..‘ EHU m H_.__Ew.
Cmorts: Ol why did they make me & schoolboy, | o ﬂﬁﬁwﬁmﬁmﬂuﬂ POl ol i L 1 o Somat e Bot e 5 PERFORMANCE
i L Fr : - . ¥ ¥ ' g - 5
id ﬂw._.._.__..._.ww. HE&M.—NMW for to ,ﬂwr...ﬁ_.nm 1 A H-Hﬁu.m__ﬂ.ﬂ. m_.rm_.n E ﬁ.._um_n.”..._.._...ﬂﬂ ._mwm_u__m_."-h.mﬂ..u MH_.._.._H& L-.M.uﬂ_ for ﬁ*.n__u ﬁ.ﬂ.ﬂ. ﬂwﬂﬂpﬂﬂﬁ# tha ﬂ.ﬂmn_m__-ﬁmﬁ.ﬂm. and 8t. Jim's have meb many & E...H...ﬂ rate, Bunter had sattled down to a In_m_n_._.u.m_. pace
A sailoz at ees, And th Sl & was sorosthing they take moc b} iy o ming, What W | “the footer feld, on the cricket pitch, in the|and looked ready to go on all night if neccesary.
Or & soldicr's fob I g Bra, pa, for the moment, we had | Va3 S0m g they take away frol] might tem an aps fancier. Look i . : B ; t the end of the second hque the St. Jim's
“Don't folls duid Bty - hetter Teaws the engrossing subject of lyrios for you when you're operated s the apel™ O g O O e T he o o Aght | man tried fo shift some of his stuff on to his
: - . parted, ins | T = ’ ; ;
“To turn out like your scholarly dad,” SR “Then you don’t know th *Look at yourself I ™ sugge ¢ | for honours in the tuckshop ! . opponent’s end of the counter. Fortunately the
Then be turned and ho left brokenhearted differenco Bt Fodm’ tomebody, and there was a bit o Lord Mauleversr was respansible for the innova. | move was apotted in time, and the raf. LA
His poor, little, sorrowing led ! F pivcs YOUu ﬂr.%ﬂwﬁm BE A SAILOR-— s hMﬁﬁnEHﬂmmthﬂ_.h . H %ﬁ?w & few mﬁ%ﬂwﬂﬂ ﬁ tion. This popular ﬁa% sporting peer put up & ﬁ.ﬂn—.ﬁmﬂ ﬂr nﬂiﬁa__ﬂu Em.ﬁlumnﬂﬂﬂlwﬁuﬂwnﬂ
_ { . u} you can Lave all the thrills and d rh : Hake's voice ¢ e § o A : .mn“%” st e Friars of “ ne e
What could be moro touching and sentimental | » sailor’s life by hiring one i | Erctetiy.. *Well, may baxl ™. | Pest bovween, the champion gormandisom of Groy. | and * Play the game, Trimblo 1 A

than that, Claude ¥ If you want anything botter, | boata! Fres insurance poli o o iosky, Towing- | And he

then you're jolly hard 'to pleass | Now for the presented to all sustomers | ﬁunnmﬂuuhﬂ?mw rF.Em

next one, in a alightly different metre, noon, roll up to Riggins' Boat House |

heard yeBing : test between the chempion
ssemed 0 overs! H Bilemee 1 frinea and: 8t Tim's, ﬁ..p.mmmu__wnﬂq__&—m: Neodless to| At 5.15 Bolsover announced the score as follows i

by our ignorance that he io " sl
t k Gentlemen 1 ™ roared Bolsover, | say the unusual event attracted a large crowd of | BUNTER—287 Doughnuts and 15 bottles o
%o tell ua'what an spiarigt when b8 bad out-shouted everyons St, Jim's visitors, as woll as home e and ;

GREYFRIARS FROM
THE AIR
The Old Scheol from a New Angle.

“ Hero you are, sir. You are now looki 1l
nnm._..: on Greyfriars.” - anw am”.__ "n.wm e
Dear me; how interesting! Can't ¥ou| *That's Bunter, sirl"™
atop the .Hw.._nu_m_ for & moment while I take a| *“ Ahb, hers are the plaving-fielda! TLook

= .nu nﬂm..i Now, if you'll fly down &8st the crigketer whe has just been bowled

““ That do, sir 3™ o _H“..m not a criekatar, gir—it’s only Coker t ™
plendid! I can szea everything guite “ How stupid I am 1 Hark § thera a
Mumﬁnw now—the guad, the Tower, the Head's slaughter house about ? I feel gure I can
t.“”_#mtu the Form-rooms—by the way, what's | hear the syueal of o dying sheep ™
ﬂnaﬂmnw m.%wﬂaﬁw_ﬁ”nww. E_HEE windowa ? |  * Take no notiee, sir; # vou'll look down
) i .' e k i ] 5 i
Second Form-rgom | *® BN SRSt “Wum%ﬂmuﬂﬁ;_ e kel Tapliy. prvciiicg
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