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HERE'S A SPLENDID COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY BY—

P

HARRY WHARTON & CO.
OF GREYFRIARS IN
ANOTHER LIVELY

ADVENTURE,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
“ Goal 1

L AS3 that ball [

Py

“This way!" snapped Coker
of the Fifth,

“ But—""

“ And sharp!” rapped out Coker.

Coker was iapatient. :
" Coker of the Fifth never had much
petience to waste on juniore—least of all
én Harry Wharton & Co., the Famous
Five of the Remove, whom he regarded
as the checkiest set of juniors at
Greyfriars, i

And Coker had a8 way of regarding
himself aa one having authority, who
said “ Do this |” and he doeth it!

But the juniors—with the cheek Coker
might really have expected of them—did
not pass the ball to Coker. .

It was their ball. Thay were punting
it asbout in hreak to lcea% themselves
warm. What Coker of the Fifth wanted
with their old footer they did not know.
But they did not see letting him have it.

“Pe you hear '’ bawled Coker,

“Wea'ra not deaf, old bean!”
answered Bob Cherry cheerfully. “We
can hear your gentla whisper—I fancr
they can hear yon as far as Courthield.”

“But the hearfulnesa iz not the obey-
fulness, my estéesmed idietic Coker!”
grinned Hurres Jamset Ram ﬂlnih.

“1 want that ball I'"* roared Coker.
B"l*]i"nu ean want!” grunted Johnny

ull,

“If you mean you want to join in a

unt-about, Coker—"" sai Havry

harton.

“Don't he 8 cheeky young
Wharton I .

Coker of the Fifth was not likely to
join in a punt-about with juniors of the
Lower Fourth. 8Such a proceeding
would have been miles—indeed, leagues
~heneath Coker's Fifth Form dignity.

“Woll, what the thump do you want
with our bhall?’ demanded Wharton,
puzzled. “You've got a footer of your
own if vou want one”
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“ Mot that ﬁﬁn know what to do with

it 1" added Nugent, with a grin.
ker glared.

“I don’t want any check!
that ball—quick 1"’

Coker strode towards the chums of the
Remove. They stopped dpunhng the
ball to stare at him—and fo gather
round their property in defence. Why
Coker wanted to borrow that muddy
footer wna & mystery. There was a
handsome mateh ball in his study if he
wanted one. Apparvently he wanted one
in a great hurry on the spot. Why, was
really perplexing. :

“Chusk me that ball—quick!” ex-
elaimed Coker. “1 can't thrash you
with Prout looking on—"*

Mz, Prout, Coker's Form master, was
taking & walk in the quad at o litile
distanca. In that majestic presence
Coker had to restrain his natural desire
to mop up the earth with the cheek
juniore who did not obey his commands
with promptness and dispatch, .

“That's all right, old bean!" =aid
Bob Cherry. “ You couldn’t thrash a
decimal froction of us, anyhow.”

“The thrashfulpess would be a hoot
an the other csteemed leg " declared
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Coker breathed hard. .

Thrashing the Famous Five, richly a3
they deserved it, from Coker'z point of
view, was a task of some difficulty, as
Cloker Lied learned by experience-—pain-
ful expericnee. That alone would not
have stopped him. DBut he did not want
to enter into o wild aond  whirling
“serap '’ under the eyes of his Form
master. And he had no time to wasie;
fie was in o hurry., So Coker con-
strained himself to be civil--with am
aflort.

“Lend ine the ball a minute ! he said.
“T only want 1t a couple of minutes!|
But look sharp !

“But what—"" asked Wharton.

“T'm going to get Wingate with it "

“Wha-a-at 7" ejaculated the Famous
Fivo towether,

They fairly biinked at Coker.

Ceorge Wingate of the Bixth Fovm,

I want

captain of Greyiriars, was visiblo
at o distance, coming towards
them. Wingate was uot looking
at them or at Coker—or think-
ing of them. Probably he was
thinking of the atch with 3t
Jim's, due on the following
Wednesday. _ : r

“Yon—you—you'ro going to get Win-
pate with it1" stuttered Bob Cherry.

“That’s it I"*

“ But—but——"" babbled Bob.

“Yau kids know that Wingate has
left me out of the First Eleven—"

“Ha, ha, bhal"

Coker glared again, . _

What was a standing gricvance with
Coker of the IFifth was a standing joke
with the rest of Greyiviavs.

Coker saw nothing to cackle at in his
chservation. Havry Wharton & Co. did,
And they cackled. . .

“I'm going to show him I Irritated
53 bho was, Ucker condescended to ex-

fnin. “T'va offcred my scrvices and

sen refusedl T've been rofused more
than once, as I dare say you know——=->"

“Wea do!" grinncd Bob Chevry.

“We does I’ chuckled Nugent.

“The knowfulness is terrifie.”

“Wingate says I can't kick a geal!"
said Coker grimly, "Well, I'm goin
to show him that I can! Pass that buﬁ
over—quick ! I'm going to bung it fairly
on his nose from here—and I fancy ho

will have to own up that I can kick a
aal 1"

“Oh erikey !

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Shut up cackling and {.;in} nre Llhat
ball 1" hooted Coker. "I've told you
what I want 1t for! Now hand it over
—quick '’

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Boab Chorry.
“TLet him have it, yon nenl od
Wingate's noso won't be damaged an
awfol lot1”

Harry Wharton tapped tho ball to
Cokor, Coker stopped it ¢lumsily with
the higgest foot in the Iilth Form at
Groyiriars.

“(o it, Coker " chuckled Nugent.

“On the ball 1" chortled Bab.

Coker prepared 1o take the kick,

Harry Wharton & Co. backed away
out of danger; there really was no tell-
ing what might bappen to a foofer when
Cloker kicked it.

Clertainly, had they not been well ae-
gquainted  with  Coker’s  remarkablo
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Fm\-era ng o footballer, they would not
wve handed over tﬁmt ball to be
“bunged " on the nose of the Greyfriars
captain.

But Coker as a footballer was weird
and wonderful, There was plenty of
beef 1n him, plenty of energy, plenty of
pep. Bub he was quite likely to miss
the casiest kick and sit down on the ball,
If his kick landed there was no telling
in what direction the ball might pro-
ceed,  Only one thing was certain—it
would not proeced 1n the direction
planned by Coker. Any other direction
was possible or probable—but not that |

So the chums of the Remove cheer-
fully relinquished the ball to Coker,
and watched him, wondering what
would happen, but fecling absolutely
gzsured that the Greyiriars captain’s
nose was in no poril,

Coker caleulated that kick with o
careful cye. He gave s little hop, and
his foot swept out. Fow his foot came
to wmiss the footer after that carcful
caloulation Coker did not know; it was
one of those things that lmipened to
Horace Coker when he was kicking a
ball. It did miss; it swopt into the air;
and Coker, after reposing stork-like on
ene leg for about the millienth part of
a sccond, saf down.

Bump |

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Bravo '

“PDo that again, Coker!™

“Fine 1"

“Hurrah 1"

There were shouts of applause on all
gides. Many fellows, as well as the
Tamous Five, were looking on at
Coker's performance.

There was guite 2 roar a3 he hit the
county of KKent.

Even Mr. Prout glanced towards the
spot, with a faint smile dawning on his
mejestie visage,

Coker serambled up.

His face wna red, hiz eyes were glesm-
ing. Like the Alpine gentleman in the
poem, his brow was sek, his eyes beneath
flushed like a falchion from its sheati.
Coker was determined, $till more care-
fully, this time, be caleulated.  His
Lick struck the ball with a bang.

It flew,

Wingate was not four wards away
now, and he was looking at Coker and
smiling. He did not seem to realiss
that he was in danger. As a matier of
fact, he wasn't.

Tha ball flew—but 1t did not fly at
Wingate! The kick, miraculously, had
nnugﬁlt it fair and sguare, and 1t went
like a bullet. But the direction it took
was & surprise to Coler,

It wos a still more startling surprise
to Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth,
who was seven or eight yards distant to
Coker's left.

Crash !

“ Docoooocogh ™

Colier jumped.

Tivery other fellow in the guad welled.

Right on the majestio visage of Prout,
for which it certainly was not intended,
tho muddy footer erashed.

Prout gurgled and sat down,

“Oh erumbs ! gasped Coker.
“ Croal 1™

It was a regular roar. Buch B roar
nover grested Coker of the Fifth whon
o was playing football-mover! Now
it grcem:% him, rousing every echo of the
ancient quad of Greyiriara,

“ Goal ™

“Xa, ha, hal?

“XBravo, Coker!
Goal ™

Well kicked, sir!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escaps for Coker !

1 A, ha, ha ™
H “Well kicked, CokerI®
Harry WWharton &

Co.
shrickoed,

They had wondered whero that ball
would land. They had kept well behind
Coker themselves—though even behind
Coker they were mot quite safe when
he was kicking a ball, Coker, as a foot-
baller, moved in mysterious ways Dis
wonders to perform. They had felt

uite sure that Wingate wes in no
anger—being Coker's objective, he
couldn't be in any donger. Bub they
hadn't thought of Prout.

Prout had got it.

Fairly on his majostic countenance it
had erashed, up-ending him like an up-
rooted tree. Prout sat down, and his
heels flew into the air. What had hap-
pened Prout did not know for some
moments. It scemed to him like an
carthgquake, or two or three earthquakes
rolled into one. The footer had been
damp and muddy. Much of its mud
was now distributed over Mr. Prout's
features.

* Dooooooogh ! gurgled Prous.

Coker gazed at him in horror.

How thot ball had come to hit Prout
was a mystery to Coker, Ho had kicked
straight at Wingate in front. Prouk
was almost at right angles, on his left,
Yet Prout had pgot it.  How it could

NEW STYLE FOOTBALL!

The first time Coker kicked the
ball—he missed it !

And the second time he kicked
it in the same place !

have bappened was inexplicable, It was
one of those weird things that did
happen when Horace Coker got loose
with a football,

“Good old Coker!” shrieked Dob
Cherry. “Deo it again!®

“Ha, ha, ha I

“You dangeronz ass!” roarced Win-
gate of the 8ixth. “You—you've
knocked BMre. Prout over!  Are you
mad, Coker 7"

“Has he ever been anything else?”
chuckled J{:hnn]}f Bull,

“IIa, ha, ha ™

“How dare you, you howling
chump 1" exclaimed Wingate. “ Do you
know what you've done?” He grabbed
Coker's arm, and sheok him. Do you

understand that youw'll be sacked for a
trick liko that?®

“I—I—1 didn’t!
babbled Coker.

Potter and Greens of the Fifth ecame
running up. They were Coker's chums;
but, natuvally, they had kept at o dis-
tance when they saw Coker with a
footer. DMNow they ran up. What Coker
had done this dreadful thing for they
could not guess; but they were zlarmed
for him.

“Coker, old man!” gasped Greene.

I—-1 never——"

“What—what did you do it fort
What's Prout done i”
“I—I didn'e—I—] mean, I nover

moant—"

“Landed him fairly on the boke,”
sald the wondering Potter. “Goodness
knows how you managed to land the
ball whers you wanted it, Coker—hut
you've dong it! But why——"

21 wasn't—I dido’t—I never——"

Wingate ran to Prout to assist him to
rise, Hanlf a dozen other fellows
gathered round to lend assistance,

Prout was in o dazed state,

Realisation of what had happened was
slowly coming to him. It was not an
caorthquake ! It wos not o belated air-
raid left over from the War! It was a
footbail that had felled him—it lay at
his feet, and the wet mud from 7t
streamed on his august counienance,
Prout was dazed, Frout was dizzy,
and, Prout, sz he slowly realised, wns
growing wrathy.

Wingaie, on one side, Gwynne on tho
other, helped Prout up. Loder and
Walker lent o bhand. Prout was raised
up, stending unsteadily with the aid of
the Sixth Form men. Wrath boiled up
in Prout's plump breast, asnd famed
from his muddy lI&en.

“J—I—1 have been—heen felled ™
gasped Prout. **I—I have been knocked
ﬂ\'i&rmbf & boy in my Form! (ood
gad !

Prout had scen Coker with the ball.
Ho had not expected this ocutcome.
From a fellow like Coker, he mmght
have expected almost anything; but he
had not cxpected this, e gasped and
?'urgied for breath. Ile mopped mud
romt his face, and bis wrath boiled. He
looked as if he was understudyving
Roderick Dhu, st the time when dark
lightnings flashed from Hoderiek’s eye.

“Well, you're for it nmow, old chap,”
said Greene. “It's the sack—but 1 sup-
pose vou knew that ¥

“Don't be a silly ass, Greene !” gasped
Coker. "It was an accident! 1 nover

meant—"

“Prout may believe that!” eaid
Greene hopefully. * But it's a bit thick,
old maen! You see, we all saw you kick
the ball right at Prouot [

“A bundred fellows saw you," said
Potter. “"How you brought it off was
a mystery. It wesn't an ensy kick, if
you come to that, But you did it"

“I didn™t 1" shrieked Coker. “71 never

meant—"
“Coker!” DProut come striding
towards the hapless moember of his

Form. His right hand was lifted in
denuneciation. “Coker, you will como
wilh mo to the Head! You will leave
this school within the hour! You will
bo immediately cxpelled for this assault
on your Form mastor 1

“0Oh crumbs!” gasped Coler.

“ Follow me ™ roared Prout.

“Dut, sir, I didn"t—I never—I wasn'é
——" habbled Coker. :

“What? boomed Prout, “What?
Do you venture upon transparent pre-
varication, Coker? Under my own
eyes, I saw vou—="

“J=1—=1 did not—I—I—"

“That's no pood, Coker!” gaid Win-
pate El'la.r}lllr, ‘We all saw you! Why,
I was looking straight at you when you
kicked the ball at Mr. Prout! Don't be
an 233, Coker !

“I didn't ! raved Coker. *1 never
did ! You—you ecan't believe, sir, that
I'd have kicked » footer st my own
Form wmaster ! I—I'd as soon have
kicked it at the Iead himself, sir!"”

Prout stared.

There was an  almost anguished
earnostness In Coker's tones, It im-
pressed the IMifth Form master, in spito
of the evidenco of his own eyes!

“ Coker, what do you mean? Are vou
out of your senses? I saw you kick the
ball—though I certainly never dreamod
that you hnd the impudenee, thno
audacity, to kick it at your Form
master ! I Leheld you, sir—"

“Not at you, sir—not ot sll! I never
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meant it for you!” gaspad Coker. ™I
swear, sir—" Coker pgasped and
gurglﬁd. “It was en acaident mcl K
can’t imagine how it hnpge.-negl'. 1 was
kicking the ball at Wingate, sit—=

Wingate jumped,

“ At me?* he ejaculated.

tYes, rather! I—I never dreamed
that it would go anywhere pear Mr.
Prout! Oh dear!” < J

“ Ooker, what von state is impossible!
Wingate was direetly in fronmt of you—1
waé, at a distance on your left—and—
nn r_h‘_._ll

“Prout doesn't know Coker’s form as
a footballer 1 murmured Bob Cherry,
gid the Famous Five chuckled.

“IT—1 assure you, sir—" grouncd
Coler. ;

“And if vour statement is correet,)
boomed Prout, “for what reason, sir,
were you kicking o football at a Sixth
Form prefect, the captain of the school,
E,jf Er:

“ He asked for it !” gasped Coker.

“YWhat? What? Wingate asked you
to kick the football at Iim? Absurd!
Wingate, did you ask Coker to kick the
football at you?” i

“No, sir!™ gasped Wingate,

“1 mean, it was his foult, sir. I
mean, he asked for it—that is to say, it
served him_ jolly dwell right!” gasped
Coker.  “Wingate makes out that I
van’t kick a goal, siz—"

T WII'ﬂtE”

“Wakes out that I ¢an’t play fooicr,
sir!” said Coker indignantly. “Makes
put that I'm not a man for the Firsh
Eleven, sir! Makes out that I couldn’t
land a goal to save my life, sir. Well,
1 was just going to show ﬁtm, sir, by
landing that ball right on his nese, sir!
That was why—*

“Good gad I"

“Ha, ha, hal” .

There was an almost hysterical shrick
from the crowd of fcllows round Coker
and Prout.

They had wondered why Coker had
geored oovpoal on his Form master’s
nrajestic countenaneo; such a proceed-
ing being, of course, nothing more or
less than an urgent request for the
“gsnck.” They had also wonderad hpw
Coker had contrived to bring the kick
off zo neatly. Now they knew!

Wingate burst into a roar. Probably
he would not have found the incident
amusing had the footer reached its
target. But he found it amusing now.

“Upon my word 1™ gasped Mr. Prout.

“It was an accident, sir ! said Coker,
with almest tearful carnestness. * An
awful accident, sir! I—I can’t imagine
how the ball happened to go in your
direction, sir—*"

%z, ha, hpl"

"It's really very odd, sir—very odd
indeed, for, you sce, I was kicking it in
quite another direction——-=™»

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Bilenco 17 oxelaimed Mr. Prout,
“This i3 not a laughing matter ! Coker,
your statement is absurd—incrodible—

meredible—
“Oh, sir! J—I—"
“You will follow me to the Head—"
h erumbs! I assure you, =ir, it's

trae P wailed Coker.

“It's true, sir!” chimed in IHarry
Wharten., The Famous Five, at least,
were aware of Coker’s real intentions.
and thev kindly weighed in with a word
i faveur of the dismayed Horace
"Weo knew, sir

“The truefulness 15 terrifio, sic '™

“Wao knew, sir!” said Bob Cherry,
wiping his eyes. “Coker borrowed gur
footer to bung at Wingate, =:ir. [Te told
us =0,

“We wouldn't have let him have if,
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gir, if he could have got it within yards
of Wingate,” said Frank Nugent. * But
wa pever guessed he would get you with
it, siz! ng-en Coker——"

bk H“, h“_’ h-:l-]-”

“All these fags kpew!” pasped
Coker, ™I told them! I—I was domng
il just to prove to Wingate, sir, that
could kick straight—""

“Ha, ba, ba!”

“Only 1t dido't come off, some-
h{“.r____n-

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥You—you— you utterly absurd,
obtuse, reckless, and insensate boy 1™
boomed Prout. “I accept your ex-
planation, Coker, as it is supported by
the evidence of these juniors. I shall
not take you to your headmaster to be
expelled from Greyiriars, Coker!
shall make allowances for your abysmal
stupidity and clumsiness, Coker. You
will take a thousand lines, Coker. And
if you ever venture to kick a football
in tiz:a quadrangle again, I shall cane

With that Prout swept away to the
House. He was, in fact, in need of a
wiash before third school. ]

He loft & erowd behind him welling
bysterically., Coler stared round ab a
sen of laughing faces.

*{h, Coker!” gasped Potter.

“Oh, Coker ! gurgled Grecne.

“Good old Coker !

, “I{l‘nimr the goul-getter! Ha, ha,
b
“You silly chumps!” =said Coker

warmly. ® There's nothing to cackle at!
It was a sheer accident—"

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“I can't make ocut why the hall got
ta Prout—"

“Ma, ha, ha1”

“Oh dear!” smid Wingate. “You'll
be the death of me vet, Coker! Why
don't you leave Soccer alone and play

marhles 7%
“0Or hop-scotch!™  suppgested Bob

Cherry.

“Ha, ba, ha!*

Coker, with an_ anpry snort, strode
away., Iis intended demonstration of
his powers az a al-getter had not
come off. ITow and why, Coker did not
know: but there was no doubt about
the fact

Heo could not help fealin? that the
Greyiriars captain was less likely than
ever to put him in the TFirst Eleven
after this demonstration of what he
could do with his sheeting-boots on.

It was annoying to Coker, and he
could see nothing whatever to laugh at
in what was, after all, simply an un-
fortunaote inecident. But the other
fellows avidently could.

Coker was followed to the House by
a roar of inextinguishable laughier.

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Something Like a Stunt |

ARLOW, the new fellow in the
@ Remove, carefully suppressed a
sioile,

Classes wera over, and Car-
low, strolling under the old Greyfriars
fi!l?sﬂ came in sight of Coker of the

ifth.
Coker of the Fifth did not chserve
him for the moment,

Coker, with his hands driven deep
inte his pockets and a deep weinkle cor-
rugating his manly brow, was immersed
in thought. He looked like a fellow
who had problems on his mind—as in-
deed he bad. ;

He was not worrying about the
lamentable accident to Prout. After all,

accidents will happen! He was not

THE MAGNET

worrying about the thousand lines
Prout had given him as a reward;
though an wmposition of that extent
WO bave worried most fellows a
little. But Coker had more important
matters than this to think of.  Lines
could weait—Prout could wait! What
couldn’t wait was the question of
i)lfjh{-a being done to the finest foot-
ler ever turmed out by Greyfriars
Aohool—Horace James Coker.

Coker, 23 he often told Potter and
Greene, was not the fellow to shove him-
self- forward. He was not the man to
melsh on his claims, obvious as they
were. HBut & man wanted justice! With
deep foelings Coker had seon himself
left out of school ¢ricket all through the
summer; Just as if he was not the hest
cricketer the old school could boast.
Now, it was plain, the sama injustice,

¢ same careless passing over of o
fellow who couldn’t really bes spared,
was to go on through the winter. And
though Coker fancied himself as a
cricketer, he felt that it was really as a
footballer that he shone, like a bright,
particular star.

Injustice piled on injustice: like
Pelion piled on Ossa!  No wonder
Coker tramped under the elms with o
corrugated brow. No wonder he
trowned ; no wonder he snorted,

Beemingly, Cloker had retired Lo that
quiet spot to think it out. It needed
some thinking out, if he was to get into
the Greyfriars First Eleven. TFor it was
not only Wingate, the head of the
games, who took the view that Coker
couldn’t play foothall, With amazing

unanimity all the rest of Creyfriars
agreed with Wingate, Even if Win-
gate bad come round and rocognised

Coker’s wonderful powers at their true
value, he could hardly have played
Coker without imminent risk of being
lynclied by the rest of the team, Un-
doubtedly it was a problem!

Carlow of the Remove was a new
fellow, but he had heard all abeout
Coker—Coker's Soccer being & standing
joke. The mere mention of Coker in
connection with fooiball was enough to
set any table in a roar,

But Carlow was careful not to smile
as he glanced at the great Horace. He
rather liked Ceker, who was & good
fellow in his own way. His heart was
in the right place, though there was
little to be said for his head.

Coker, lancing round, sighted
Carlow; and the junior was glad thet
he had net smiled, Coker gave him w
kind nod.

“Hallo, kid! Getting on all right in
the Remove?™ he asked.

“Yeg, thanks, Coker”
Carlow.

There was no doubt that Coker was
@ decent man in his way, Remove fags,
a8 & rule, were miles below Coker's
notice, but he generally had o cheery
word for Carlow. That was because
Carlow was at Greylriars in rather un-
usual eireumstances.

He had been boot-boy at a boarding-
house whers Cloker had staved in the
summer, and it had, naturally, been o
great surprise to Coker when he furned
up at the school as a Greyfriars fellow.
‘I}E]'BI'E were fellows in the Remova, like
Bkinner and Billy Bunter, who turned
up lofty noses at the new junior.

Coker was no snob, and he often took
the trouble to go out of hiz way fo
speak o kind word to the erstwhile boot-
bov of Brighton.

“Bit of o change for you—what?”
said Coker. .

“Tremendous changa i %nid Carlow,

“"Well, you deserved what you've
got,” =said ker graciously, *From
what I hear, you saved a governor of the

answered
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school from drowning at the seaside, and
he tock vou up and sent you here out
of gratitude.”
Carlow podded, .
"There isn't such a lot of gratitude
in the world as there might be” said
Coker rather bitterly. “I don’t get o
lot myself ™ !
Clarlow had te be careful not to smile
again. He could not help wondering
what were Clolker's claims on the grati-
tude of humanity. ,
"Look at the way I keep the fags in
order,” said Coker. “I look after them
# pood deal. I've a chort way with
faga. T save the prefects a lot of
troublo. Do tha‘eiy ever thank me? No!
T've been asked more than omee by a
Hixth Form man not to butt in.,"

“Oh1" sald Car-
low, It seemed a safe
remark.

“And the kids
th & meelves,™ sald
Coker. “I've cuffed
them, for their own

od, lots of times.
ﬁe;‘rva moro likely
ke pile on me 1n o
mob than to feel any-
thing like gratitude.”

”'.'gh t# gaid Corlow
apmin.

“ And look at Win-
gate,” resumed Coker
in the sznme bitter
strain. “I've offered
him my personal
pervices as a foot-
baller ngain_ and
again, overlooking a
lot of personal and
ill-bred remarks. Is
he gratefal 777

Coker pave Carlow
o rather suspicious
leok, For a moment
the junior's featurcs
hed relaxed, He
found it very hard
indeed not to smile.

“"MNot that Win-
gate'a a bad sorl,?
went on Coker
tolerantly. “In many
ways he's one of tho
best.  He's rather
handicapped by being
a fool. If he under-
stood my form, he'd
%lﬂ.j.’ me like a shot,

ut he deesn't.™

Carlow thought of
Coler's di:sp]ngj' of
“form ™ that morn-
ing in the guad, and
agein  hizs face re-
laked.  Again he was

careful Lo register
gravity.
“Look at Potter
and Greene,” went on Coker.  “Timo
and again I'vo told them what silly

fools they are. Pointed it out to them,
you know, for their own good. Do they
thanls 2 clap? They do not! Lots of
times they've said quite nasty things.”

“Oh1"™ gasped Carlow,

¥T'm glaud to sce that there’s such
a thing us gratitude in existence,” said
Coker. *Jolly glad, Carlow ! You can
cut off,” he added.

Carlow cut off,

And he was carcful not to laugh till
tho elms hid him from the sight of
Horaca Colior.

Coler remained gloomily pacing.

But there was o glimmer in his eyes
now, and his manly brow was still more
deeply corrugated by the cffort of cogi-
tation.

An idea was

working in Coker's
powerful intellect,

Carlow, gquite unknowingly, had put
it there. DNo doubt there was room
for if.

Coker stared after the junior thought.
fully. A governor of Greyiriars, out of
shecr gratifude for a service rendered,
had sent the boy to the school, Grati-
tude, evidently, was not so dead in the
world &3 ker, fromn his own ex-
periences, had been inclined to suppose.

Coker’s thoughts were followng a
new line.

Buppose he bad zn opportunity of
rendering some service — some  heroie
stunt of some sort—to Wingate of the
Sixth? Wingate, in the main, was not
a bad chap. If Ceker fished him out
of the weir, for instance, he would bo
as grateful as the man Carlow had

N
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Prout was helped up, standing unsteadily with the ald of the Sixth Form men.

fished out of the sea at Drighton. Colwer
was sure of it. Cratitude, in that case,
might work the oracle. TIf Coker, for
instance, saved Wingate's lifo at fright-
ful risk, could thoe Greyfriars coptain
continue to refuse him a place 1 the
Eleven? Ie couldn’t! Coker felt that
he couldn't. -

"i."l.'ingzttei1 cortainly, was not likely to
fall into the weir, and if he did it was
improbable that he would agquaint
Coler with lus intention in time for
the heroic Horace to Le on the spot
But SUppOse 4 runaway  niotor-car
rushed down on  him, and Coker
dragged himn away to safety just in
time? Suppose a mad bull got after
him, and Coker weighed in and took
the bull by the horns! Lots of things
I"I'IIﬁ].'ll- happen, And if thoy happened,
and Coker happened to be at hand—

It was guite 2 bright iden. Wingate

** SorTy, sir ! ** gurgled Coker.

5

would say: “Coker, old man, wou've
saved my life! Talk about Pluckf
What can I do for you, Coker?” 'To
which Coker would immmediately reply:
“Play me in the 3t Jim's match.™

Coker smiled as he dwelt on thesoe
happy possibilities.

But the smile faded from his face.
He could not help rcalising that the
chapter of accidents was pot likely to
befriend him in this way in time for the
football match with 5t Jun's, It was
really cxpecting too much of Fato.

But Coker's powerful intellect worked
further now that he had the ides.

If the mountain would not come to
Mahiomet, Maliomet would have to go to
the mountain.

*I—I—I have

been felled by a football 1’ gasped the Fifth Form master, wrath boiling up in his plump breast,
and flaming [rom his muddy face.

* It was an accldent 1

It could be wangled!” said Coker
thoughtfully.

Coker had unhmited pluck. Had
Wingate been in danger, certainly Coker
would have rushed to the rescue. The
only trouble was that Wingate was
not likely to get himself into danlger
jusk to give Coker a chance fo ecstablis

i5 ¢laim to gratitude and a place n
the team on Wednesday, Surely, in the
circumstances, it would be justifiable to
“wangle ™ it}

Tramping under the slms, with &
corrugated brow, Horace Cokor delinted
how 1t could be wangled, and his mind
was quite made up whon heo walked
back toc the House.

Onee Coker got a scheme into his head

—a scheine which fo Coker seemod a

sure winner—wild horsea could not drag
it from him.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Lat Down |
i DEEPERATE diseases—2 began

Coker.
(9] Eh?j?_
"Require desperate rome-
dies,” concluded Coker. .

Potter and Greene of the Fifth
looked af Coker.

“I think Shakespeare said that,” went
on Coker. * Anyhow, somebody said it,
and it's jolly true ™

Thero was an expression of deep
thought, mingled with doggod dedcr-
mination, on the rugged face of Horaco
Coker. :

Coker had becen silent for some time,

thinking. Ho was not thinking about
prep, is books lay unhecded on the
study table. More important matters

than prep occupted Coker’s powcerful
mind, and he was not bothering about
possible trouble with Mr., Prout in the
Morning.

Potter and Greene, on the other hand,
wore getting on with it. They did not
wunt trouble with Prout in the Form-
room, if Coker did. 'Titus Liviua cecu-
pied their minds to the exclusion of
otlier matters. So they had not noticed
that Coker was thinking. Bestdes, they
would never have suspected CUoker of
thinking. It was not in his line at all.

Nevertheless, Coker had been thinking
hard. Now, apparently, he was about
to communicate to his study-mates and
chums the outcome of his unusual
mental offorts.

“What are you driving at,
man?*” asked Potter resipnedly.

It was clear that Coker was going to
talk, and that prep would have to wait
till he had finished. Potter's hope was
fo get it over as soon as possible.

“ Abont the football,” sa:d Coker.

Potter sighed.

old
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Greene groaned. :

If there was one subject more than
another on which Horace Coler bored
his friends to tears it was football, If
only he would have kept off football
they felt that they could have borne
anithing else. Unfortunately, it was
Coker's favourite topic, .

Of late it had been his continuous

topie.  All Greyfriars had heard zand
chuckled over Coker’s claim to be
played in the Iirst Eleven., IDotfer

and Grecne, being Coker's study-mates,
had naturally heard it oftencr than more
fortunate iellows. They had long
ceased to chuckle over 1t. It made
them groan,

“I've spoken to Wingate again,” said
Coker, unheeding the zigns of disircss
in the f[aces of PFotter and Greene.
“He has definitely refused me a place in
the Eleven. I pointed gut to him that
ha couldn’t afford to leave out a man
like me whan St Jim's come over oh
Wednesday, And—you'd hardly believe
tt—he langhed! Just laughed 17

Potter aud Greene could quite believe
it. T4 was no wonder that the eaptain
of the school had laughed at a state-
ment which in their opinion was enough
to meke a cat laugh,

“And ho seid,” went on Coker in n
volee thrilling with indignation, “that
if Greyirviars ever played 3t Jim's at
marblee he would put me in the team
with pleasure, but not till then [*2

I a, hﬂ., hﬂ- ]u

Coker stared. Then he glared.

“What are you eackling at?”? he
demanded.

“Oh, nothing!" gasped Potter, 1
say, we haven't finished prep yet.”?

“You haven't touched yours, Coker,”
sald Greene.

“Never mind prep now," said Coker.
“Blow prep, bother prep! Talk about

A
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Marcus Aurclius fiddling while Con-
stantinople was burning.*

“Ob, my hat! Wasw't it Nero and
Rome 1" gasped Potter. .

“MNo, it wasn't! DBut nover mind thab
now. I'm not teaching vou classical
history, but talking foothall.”

“You know as much about the one as
about the other,” remarked DPotter
blandly. _

| ja.re say I do” assenicd Uohker,
Sarcasm on Horvaco Colker was a shecr
waste, “I'm pretty pgood «b Listory,
and most other things in class, though
Prout can't see it I belicve in culti-
vating the mund as well as the body.
I'm not Jikely to neglect studies, sineply
because I'm the best mian at games ar
Greyfriars.  Bomething-or-other sana
in what-do-vou-call-it sano, you kuow.”

“Mens sana in corpore sanec,” sug-
gested Potter.

“A healthy vund in o healthy body,”
asid Coker, “That’s the idea! I for-
get the exect words,” Coker ruthlessly
ignored Potter's suggestion. “ But s
something-or-other thingummy in what-
do-you-all-is  thingumbob, But does
Prout put me to the top of the class?
He doesn’t. He makes out that i'm
the mozt backward fellow in the Fifth.
Erhj{:ﬂr ignorance, of course, but there it
13"

“Um ¥ said Potter,

"Hom ™ said Groene,

“1 get injustice all round,” continucd
Coker. “Prout slabngs me in class;
partly {irom ignorance, parily, I'm
afraid, from jewlousy of a fellow whe
goes rather beyond him,*

“Oh 1?

“And Wingate, who's captuin of the
scheol, and head of the games, and

trusted to pick out the best men to
represent Greyfriars, passes me over
in 3occer just as Frout doez in elass,

And the worst of it is that the lellows
back bim up, just as thoe Head would
back up Prout, if I pointed out (o him
what an ignoramus the man s

“It's & shame, old man!” said Potter
hypocritically.

Potter would have said anyihing to
stop Coker talking.

But Coker was not stopping.

“I'vo thought it out,” he procceded,
“ond made up my mind., I'm going
to play in the fizture with St Jim's on
Wednesday, A man will have to be
left cut to make voom for me. I shall
advise Wingate to leave you outf,
Polter.”

“M-m-me!” stuttered Potter.

“Yes, You're not much good, you
know."

“0Oh 1 gasped Poiter.

“Or Greene,” said Coker thought-
fully. “Greene's not thoe clazs ol man
wanted for a game with St. Jho's, as
I dare say he knows™

“I don't ! snapped Grecne,

“Well, I'm telling you,” suid Coker.
“Football comes before  friendship.
And I'm bound to tell you fclows that
you're simply no good in & match like
that on Wednesday,”

Potter and Greene breathed hard as
they gazed abt Colicr.  This, from Uolier,
wits raally too rich. Coker's foorhall
wus constderced, by Coker, the very lash
thing in secientific Soccer. By e rest
af the school it was considered nozeream
—a real shriek. Potter's eyve wandered
to the inkpot. Greene's wandered to a
ruler.

Coker never knew how narrow an
escape he had from the inkpot and the
ruler. He went on cheerfully.

“One of you will have to be droppod.

(Continued on page 6.)
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“ ANDY”
WILSON,
QUEFEH’S

PARK
RANGERSF.C.
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Shy and Modest!

NDREW WILSON was born at Morningside, near
A Glasgow, on Fobruary 15th, 1897, so that he ia
Pechaps it is

because he has been so long famous that a large
number of football enthusiasts im&%me he is much eolder.

only thirty-four yecars of age.

It was in the winter of 1808 that I first made his acquaint-
ance. I was on a visit to Scotland, and one frosty and
fing Saturday aficrnoon went for a long walk accompanied
by a member of the Duke of Hamilton’s family. It was
on a piecs of common-land that we saw a boys' football
match in progress. s o

We stood and enjoyed that game until it was over,
having seen a small youngster score some dozen goals and
put in such tricky footwork as is seldom zcen outside the
highost-class teams. We ealled to the boy, who replied
to our inguiries in a shy and modest manner, telling us
hiz nama was Andy Wilson, and spluttering out the most
awkward speech of thanks when we cach gave him half-a-
crown, with a promise that when he plaved for Seotland—
as ho assuredly would—we'd give him a real good present.

About two years later I met Andy again, and on that
occasion he was playing for a junior club c¢alled the Cambus-
lang Rangers. I reminded him of our previous mecting,
and of his chances of representing Scotland against England.
He was still very modest, and displayed awkwardness when
I spoke of his future. Yet only some two years after that,
when he was sixieen years of age, 1 grasped hiz young
hand 2z he went oub into the arena to play for Middles-
brough's First Leaguo team,

Twolve months later the Great War broke out, and
Andy, giving a wrong age, went out to France. He was very
unlucky in the way of wounds, being sent home patched up
and returning to the front three times.

To the best of my belicf it was during the War that he
played in his first International game, for the Britizh
Army ¢. Belginm, bot when the War was over he soon
made a name for himscl? throughout the Boccer world.

Andy All Over!

™ 1918 Wilson played for the Heart of Midlothian teamF
E and in the following year he commenced a two-years
engagement with Dunfermline. This was followed by
two yearg in Bhiddlesbrough, and then, in 18325, he came
south to Chelsea.

1 cannot recall the number of times he has played for
Seotland, but 1 do remember receiving a wire from Douglas
Hamilton immediately it was announced that Andy waz to
carn his first “ecap.” “What are we to do about Wilson "
was thoe text of the tolegram., *“5HBec the maleh and do
him well,” was my reply.

T have to record the fact that the great Bcotzsman refused
all our overtures as_to a financial present, and in his
modest way said: “If you must do something, just gi'e
me & woe packet o cigarettes.” That iz Andy Wilson
all over, . . L .

I remember being with him in the dressing-room at the
concluzion of one of his best performances for Scotland. He
had made the opposing defence look like o lot of scheol-
Loys, and had scored, seemuingly, when ho wanted to, A
director of a Scottish club happened to come into the room,
and, with ill-bred assurance, commenced to tell Andy
how ho might have made more of his—Andy’s—opportunities
during the match.

This was the only occasion when 1 have witncszed (he

Andrew Wllson, the famous Scottish

International, ranks as ome of the

finest * positional ** players of his
day.

' slightest dislp'mj- of temper in Wilson's make up, His eys

ghinted, and then be retorted: * Ayl Let’s chango places!
Ye can play centre-forward for Beotland, an' I'll be the
fella who kens nought aboot fitha® [ '

A Great General !

NDY has made various trips to other lands, and
A hiz clevernesa has astonished all who have wit-
nessed his exhibitions.

) It was in the summer of 1921 that I made a
trip to the TUnited States. I was oblivious to the faoet
that a team of Scottish International footballers had becn
playing exhibition matches in certain cities of Canada and
the States until I went aboard the R.ALSE. Celtic, at New
York, for Liverpool. As I entered the zaloon for my Gret
meal 1 ezpied A“di". Wilson and hiz party.

Wilsen was tho life and soul of the ship—he was loved
by everybody., And it was Andy who prevented a sad
tragedy when a small boy who hm:ly climbed inte one of the
ship's lifeboats on the top deck nearly fell into the sea,
Wilson jumped forward at the risk of his own life and
grnbbﬂd the youngster by his pether garments as he was
alling overboard.

For n number of years Andy Wilson has been the Jack
Hobbs of football. A great plaver, a wonderful general,
& man whose popularity is beyond compare. Ho is still
ono of the best forwards in the country, and, without the
shadow of a doubt, the greatest “gencral ” in the world.
To ses Andv make openings for others to score, to ses
that touch of the foot which propels the ball to tho tocs
of the collengue »lio 13 in a good position is an education.

I onco heard a spectator, who was a follower of the
rival team, make all sorts of offensive remarks because
Andy was jugghng with the ball and making his opponents
look very poor players. The Chelsea *“fans * took no notice
of the rivel spectator’s unpalatable conversation until ho
mads the mistake of ecalling out: * And what are you
wearing a glove for? Have you mot cold hands as well
as cold feet?”

e regreited hiz remark a moment later when one of
ithe onlookers “put him wise,” for Andy's left hand was
shattered in the War, and ithat’s why ho wears a glove.

Andy Wilson has now transferred his services to Queen's
Park Rangers, and his cxperience and generalship should
be of preat assistance to them.

Many poalkeepers have learned to fear Wilsen as one of
the greatest mavksmen of the day, and the ardent supporters
of the Itangers are firmly convinced that their club’s goal
average will make o noticeable improvetnent now that Andy
iz “one of them.”

A little while ago, when T was talking to Wilson about
his experience, I nsked him if he would give mp one or
two ancedotes, and he laughingly complied.

“It wae a terriblo eold night. just before the Wew Yoar,
in a villape outside Glazgow,” he eaid, “and a man waa
awankened by something ta :pinﬁ agzainst his window on tho
first floor. He got ouf of bed and shivered as ho threw
up the sash and put his head out, the east wind blowing
snowflakes into the room. “Hallo!” he eried. “Wha's
thera?" “It's a bitter cold nicht,” replied a volee in tho
darkness. “Will ye gi’ mo saxpence for a bed " And then
the homeless ane beneath was starfled to hear: ™ Ay, bido
n wee, an' I'll come down an® ha'o a ook at it."

“But that's not & football story,” T said to Andy. *No,”
replied Wilson, with a laugh, “but the man at the window
was o famous footballer ™
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COKER'S FOOTBALL FEVER!
(Continued jfrom page &)

It doesn’t matter which, as you're both
duds, you know.”

“There’s one thing you seem to have
forgotten,” remark otter safirically.
" Whether we're duds or not, Wingato
wouldn’t put you in the team for love
or money."’

“That’'s what I'm coming to,” ex
plained Coker. "As I remarked be-
fore, desperate diseases require desper-
ate remedies. I'm going to make Win-
gate put me in the team,”

“M-m-make him!* gasped Potter.
"And how the merry thump are you
going to maks himI" i

“By wppealing to hiz gratitude, and
his better feelings generally,” soid
Coker. “That's what I’ve been think-
ing out. Suppose I saved Wingato
from & terrible danger, between now
and Wednesday—"

“My only hatl” )

“He would be bound to play uﬁ’
said Coker., “ Wingate's a fool, but
he's a good sort. Quite a decent soré
of chap in every way, excepi that ho
can't judge a man's form at football
Well, T rescug him from peril, and he
can't refuse me a place in the team—

Fotter and Greone did not scem fo
gee. 'They stared at Coker, almost 1n
alarm, His remarks seemed to them to
indicate that he had taken leave of hia
senses—such as they were, B

“RB.b-b-but,” stargmered FPotter, *d-
d-d-do you think Wingate i1z going fo
shove himself into danger, with you
standing by, just to give you & chance
to rush to the rescue?” .,

“I'm going to wangle that,” ex-
plained Coker complacently. Of
course, I couldn't expect it to happen
of its own accord. It needs strategy.
Well, I'm the fellow [for strategy.
Suppose two ferocious footpads attacked
Wingate—somewhere out of gates?
They get him down, and fourish a
knife or something over him, I rush to
the rescue, and knock them right and
left, I reseue Wingate, and common
gratitude does the rest. What?”

Coker, evidently pleased with that
brilliant strategic idea, paused for the
outburst of wonder and admiration
that he expected. .

But Potter and Greene did not ex-
press wonder or admiration. They
stared at Coker, stupefied. ]

“ And—and where are you gomng Lo
pick up the footpads!” gurgled FPotter.

“Hore? ted G

ere (" repeate roene.

“Right he?;—-in this study,” said
Coker. "That’s where you fellows will
come in useful. You can’t play footer,
but, in your humble way, you will help
fo beat 3t. Jim's, by helping to get a
really good man into the eleven. See?
You make up as tremps, and put on
masks and things.™

“We—we maoko up as tramps
Potter dazedly.

“And—and pub on
things 1* gurgled Greene.

“That’'s the idea,” said Ugker, with
a nod. “As a pair of ruffianly tramps,
vou attack Wingate, and give me the
chance to reseue him. Yon muostn’t
mind if I hit you rather hard. I shall
have to make it realistie. In fast, I
ghall knock you right and left. Now,”
added Colker briskly, “we'd better
arrange the details.”

Potter and Greens conlinued to goze
at him, while they assimilated the
groat idea. They were to dizguise
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themselves as iramps, attack the cap-
tain of the school, and be knocked
right aod left by Coker in his role of
ﬂut rescuer. As a reward, one of

was to lose his place 1n the First
Eleven in Coker's favour—if the scheme
worked and Wingate's gratitude was
equanl of the test.

And Coker took their consent for
granted, Horace Coker had & way of
taking things for granted.

“MNot o word outside this study, of
course,” said Coker. “The thing will
bave to bo kept awfully dark.”

“I—=1 shculﬁ say 50,” articulated
Potter,  “ Frightfully dark, I should
gay. A word of thiz outside the study
and you'd be bunged right off into a
lunatie asylum.”

“"What ! ejaculated Coker.

“We won't say anything sbout it”
said Potter. " We'll forget it, And
yvou'd better forget it, too. Now shut
up and let’s get on with prep.”

“¥ou're backing me up, of course®”
ntked Coker.

"Wes, We can see ourselves hand-
ling the captain of the school, and get-
ting sacked for it,” said Greene. " For
goodnesg’ sake, shut up, Coker !

Coker rose to his feet, There was
thupnder in his brow. )

“Are you backing me up in this, or
arc you not bocking me up 1n this?” he
demanded categzorically.

“Nat I roared Polier.

“Not, wyou frabjous
Greene,

“%p that's what you call friendship,™
said Coker. “I point out to you
only way of winning the biggest match
of the seaszon, in spite of George Win-
gate's fatheadedness, and you refuse to
back me up. By Jove, I've a jolly good
ming to bang your heads together I

“¥ou silly chump ¥

ass!”  yelled

“ You. fnutling fathead 1"
Potter and Greene generally treated
Coker with tact. hey were wvery

patient with Coker, a3 8 rule. But
there was a limit, and Horace Coker
had passed the limit, So Potter and
(reene took the opportunity of tellin
Coker whot they had long thought o
hino,

“That does it!"” gasped Coker, and
he made a jump at his study-mates,
and grasped them, '

If ever two fellows deserved to have
their heads knocked together, Potter
and Greene did, in E-:ﬁcer’s opinian.
And Coker was the man to do 1t. Ha
grasped them by their collars, and
vanked them away from the study
table.

According to Coker’'s programme,
their obstinate heads shoul havi
banged tegether the next moment; but
there was @ hitch in the programme,

Fotter and Greene turned on Coker,

and grasped him o turn, Horace
Coker found himsclf suddenly up-ended
in two pairs of hands, and his head

tapped on the foor of the study.

Bang !

“Yaroncorh [ roared Coker,

Dang |

“‘Whoeop 1M

Bang |

“¥Yurrrrrghl”

It was rather o surprize ta Coler to
discover that he could not handls Potter

and Greene. DBut ho couldn't |
The worms had turned, with a
el Eqnﬂﬁ-

Having banpged Coker’s head thrice
on the study floor, the incensed IFifch-
Formers whirled him doorward. The
door was drageed open, and Coker,
hardly knowing what was happening,
weounb whizzing through,

-
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Crach [

Coker landed in the Fifth Form
passage. Potter slammed the study
door and turned the key in the lock.

“There|” pasped otter, “Ha
asked for itl”

“Begged for it!"” purgled Grecne,

“Now he's got 1t 1

“He has—and no mistake [

* Whooooooop |¥ came from the pass
sage, where Coker of the Fifth was sort-
ing mmself out.

minuto later Coker, in a boiling
state was raging at a locked door.
FPetter and Greene, in the study, were
getting on with their prep.

B —— g

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Awful for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER started,
Bunter had fancied that he
was alone on the bank of the
Hark., It was s sudden cxelaman-
tion, in the well-known voice of Coker
of the Fifth, that made him start, and
warnied him that he was pot alone,

“Ripping I" exclaimed Coker.

Bunter blinked round through his big
spectaolea,

It was the day fﬂ"qwi"% Coker's
remarkable performance in the Grey-
friars quad, which had not convinced
the captain of tho school that Coker
knew how to kick goals, ;

After class, Billy Bunter was taking a
rather solitary walk; at that time of
year there were few who haunted the
rivet.

It was not merely the delights of
solitude that Bunter sought. He was a
grEga.rmuE follow as a rule. But Billy

unter was in possession of a large—a
very large—chunk of toffee. Carlow,
the new fellow in the Remove, could
make toffee—and he had made it, and
left 1t in his study to cool, He was not
likely to find it thero when he went to
lock for it. Bunter and the tofles wera
taking a solilary walk together—and
the toffes was slowly but surely performs
ing the vanishing trick, Not till it was
gone did William George Bunter intend
to reappear among his Form-fellows,

Sticky and happy, Bunter rolled along
the river-bank, devouring toifee, and he
was at some distance from the school
when, glancing back, ho saw Wingate of
the Sixth coming the same way. But
Wingate of the Sixth did not maitter;
he was not likely to have heard of toffes
missing from & Remova study: and
Bunter relled on, regardless whether
the Bizth Form man overtook him or
not. And then he heard that exclama-
fion, 1 tones of satizfaction, and looked
round and beheld Coker of the Fifth
closa ab hand, .

Coker also had been seeking solitude:
though certainly not on account of any
such trivial thing as toffee,

Coker, leaning agninst a tree by the

ath, with his hands in his pockets, had

eny thinking, with a gloomy, corru-
gated brow—the old problem! DPotter
angd Groene had failed him—let him
down with a bump! That masterly
scheme, which had seemed te Coker a
sure winnor, eould not be carricd out
without assistance, and his own familiar
friends had refused him assistanco.

SBinee what had happened in the study
the previous evemng, Coker was hardly
on speaking terms with Potter and
CGreene. They had lot him down—and
ha zcorned them anl passed them by,

MNow, there was quite :. bright oxproes-
gion on Coker’s face, It zeomed as if
his powerful broin hed achicoved. after
all, a solution of the problem. Bunter
blinked at him. ‘To his surprise,
Coker beckoned hin: to approach,
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“Here, kid!"” zaid Coker.

Bunter eyed him warily, |

Coker had o short way with fags—
which did not encourage Bunter to draw
too near. . ;

Coker glanced past him at Wingate,
Wingate was still at a good distance,
though he was coming up the river-
side path at n good rate. In five
minutes or so he would be on the spot.
Coker's glance returned to Bunter.

“(Mame here, vou fat frcak ! he said
graciously. "1 want you "

“(Oh, really, Coker—"

“I don't want to
ghout 1" said Coker
tastily, “Come here,
you fat owl!"

Billy Bunter
blinked at him sus-
piciously. Coker did
not  look  warlike;
and it was not, after

senge: but there’s nobody else here, so
you will have to do. Bee

“Oh, really, Coker—"

“Stand by this tree,”’ said Coker,
“Listen to me, and do carefully exactly
what I tell you. Even a fool like you
has scnse enough for that!"

Billy Bunter breathed hard.

He did not yet understand  what
Coker wanted. But it was clear that
he wanted something. Heo was moking
the request in his own tactful way.

“Wher Wingate comes along,” con-

i Vliéﬂ@ﬁd

all, Coker's toffec that
Bunter had annexed,
A week ago he had

raided Coker's tuck:

but Ceker had
already kicked him
for that. Finally,
the Owl of the Re-
move approached
Coker—though  still
wary, and very much
on his guard. Coker's
short way with fongs
was not popular
among the [ags
themselves.

“Well?” asked
Bunter.

“Don't guzzle that
toffee  while you're
talking to me,” said
Coker, with a frown.
“ Sticky little beast !V

Coker, epparently,
wanted something ;
he had not called
Burnter merely for
the pleasure of his
society., But Coker
had no politeness to
waste on a sticky
f:g; very little,
indead, to waste on

body.
m}?Lm here—""

“Shut up!” said
Coker. “No time
for jaw—Wingate will be along in a
fow minutes, gl don't want to lose this

1] E.zﬁi?lj

“Don't jaw! I suppose you can see
Wingate mming, vou owl 2

“Yes; but what—"

"DrJ u]al” Coker waved his hand
towards the river. "“The weir's not
very far away—dangerous place here.
That's where a Second Form fag nearly
got himself drowned the other day.”

“1I know. It was Nugent's young
brother. Dut what—"

“Cheese it Dangerous 1
man but a jolly good swimmer,” szaid
Coker. “Wingnte's a fairly good
swimmer, but he wouldn't ba much use
in the water here—jolly dangerous for
any man if there wasn't a hrstclass
swunmer on hand to rescue him,”

Billy Bunter blinked Dblankly at
Coleer, ;

His remarks were well-founded, so far
&5 that went; but what be was driving
at was o complete mystery to Bunier.
The fat junior began to wounder whether
Coker had gone off his rocker. It was
well known at Groyiriars that he had
not far to go. .

“Mow, you stoy here,” said Coker,
“T want you to help me. Sea?
I'd rather have some fellow with a little

place for any

tinued Coker, * he will pass between you

and the water, if you stand here. Seai"

“I—I—1 seo!” stammered Bunter.

There was no doubt about it; but
why Coker was pointing out the obvious
in this way was perplexing—unless,
indeed, he was off his rocker. The Owl
of the Hemove was beginning to feel

gite uneasy: and ho was plad that
Wingate was in sight. If Coker's brain,
never much of a going concern, had
given way at last, Bunter did not want
to be alone with him in a lonely place.

“When he's just between you and the
Wﬂtﬁ'r’” went on Coker, * you rush right
at him—"

“ [—=]—I—whatter ?" gasped Bunter,

“And knock him over——*'

“TWnock him over!™ said DBanter
dazedly.

“Yes, so that he will go head fiest
mmto the water, Seei™

Billy Bunter’s little round eyes alimost
popped through his big round spectacles,

He had no further doubt now; Coker
was mad! It waz doubtful whether he
had aever been quite sam:—ﬂud%mg. for
instance, the way he played football!
But that ke was now as med ns a
hatter admitted of no doubt. If Bunter
carried out these instructions, it was
certain that Wingate of the Sixth would

9

be barged off tho bank into the Sark;
and it was poszible that he mipght be
drowned, good swimmer as he was.

Bunter fairly pasped.

Coker's deep resentment at being left
ont of the matches was well known.
But nobody had ever suppozed that

ker was a revenpeful fellow., He was
every known kind of an ass; but there
was nothing morbid about him. But
now—now he was apparently proposi
te drown Wingate of the Sixth, wi
{Biéij; Bunter as an aceessory before the -
]

Potter and Greene grasped Coker,
up-ended him, and banged his bead

on the floor of the siudy.
““Yarooogh 1™ roared  Coker.
Bang ! “ Whoooop ! ** * You'd

knock our heads together, would
you ? ' ¢ried Greene, * How
d’vou like this? "

e (AR A

Bunter backed away from him in sheer
terror.

“Hero! Don’t wander off, you iat
dummy |” said Coker, evidently uncon-
soious of Bunter's horrified thoughta,
“There's no time to lose=he'll be along
in two or thres minutes. You've got
it clear! Look here, if it works, I'll
stand you & spread in my study—any-
thing you like.”

*“0h lor" 1" gasped Bunter. :

Thera were few things that Billy
Bunter would not have done for a
spread—especially & spread in Coker's
study, which was a land flowing with
milk and honoy. DBut even Bunter had
his limits. MNot for all the Aeshpols of
Feypt would Bunter have taken a hand
in the awful crime that Coker was—
apparently—suggesting.  Ho 'Emﬂked
farthor off, and cast a longing blink to-
wards the still distant figure of George
Wingate. Tt was simply awful to be
on a lonely path, with a deep river on
one sido, ond a dangerous maniac on
the other! !

Coker stared at him impatiently.

He had the whole thing cut and dried
in his own mind. It was, as he had
gaid, ripping! It could not have hap-
pened  botter.  Tlere was Wingate,

Tie Maoker Lisrany.—No, 1,241
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coming up the river-path—here was
Bunter, who could be bribed wilth tuek
to barge him info the water—and here
was Coker, the finest swimmer, as we!l
as the fincst footballer, at Greyfriavs,
ready to dive in to the rescoe.

Gratitude wounld do the rest. Potter
and Greene had failed to play up;
Coker had been left to hiz own ro-
sources; but hiz own resources had not
failed him, His powerful intellect wns
cqual to the strain—aided by this fortu-
nate conjuncture of cireumstances.

Coker did not reflect, for the moment,
that Bunter was unaware of his inten-
tion of reseuing Wingate—as soon as
Wingate was barged into danger. Ha
had no time to explain all that—bezides,
Coker waz not the fellow to explain
things to faps. It was for fags to do as
Coker told them, taking it for granted
that Coker knew best; * Theirs not to
make reply, theirs not to reason why,”
as it were,

Not that explanation would have
helped much, Coker's belief that he
was a magnificent swimmeor was a belief
that Coker had wholly to himself,
Whether Wingate could swim in tha
dangerous reach ncar the weir might or
might not be doubtful: but it was not
doubtfal that Coker couldn't-—had Coker
only known. It was nol, as Bunter's
terrified fat mind supposed, murder that
Coker was proposing. It was suicide.
Coler, however, was happily uncon-
scious of thatk

Billy Buntor backed farther off. Ha
backed and backed—prepared to run if
Loker made a single motion towards
him. Thrills of terror ran through
Bunter's fat limbs, The toffee stuck un-
heeded in his fat hand. Even toffee
had no appeal for Bunter now,

Coker glanced along the path, Win-
gate was drawing IlEul‘—HDE Coker de-
teeted a smile on his face,
that smile was called up by the sight of
Coler, and the remembrance of Coker's
goal of the day before,

Coker's jaw set grimly. The fellow
could grin if he ligcd-—im would stop
grinming jolly soon, It would not be a
grinning matter when he was bargoed
mio the river.

But be was not barged in yet. Bunter
was backing off to get a start for a run,
watching Coker like a eat.

“MNow, then, stick yourself here,
Bunter!” zaid Coker. Hg pointed out
the spot where DBunter was to stand.
“Keep your eye on Wingate! What
are you backing off for, wou young
ags”

“Oh crikey !

“Como here, vou fat little idiot!
Mind, if it comes off all right, you get
& spread—anything you g]iI-:«:*.. Just
barge Wingate in-—-=2">

“Oh dear !

“And leave the rest to me. Don't let
out that I put you up to it, of course—
that would spoil the whole thing.”

“0Oh crumbs ¥

“Youn yvoung 233, come here! What
are you shearing off for?” exelnimoed
Coker, in exasperation, and he made a
stride towards Dunter,

That did it

The instant Coker moved, Bunter
spun round and took to his beels, with
a squeal of terror.

Bunter was seldom swift, But now
he fairly flew. The way he went down
the river-path locked as if Dilly
FBunter had a chance for the school
100 yards. Coker stared after him,

“ Bunter I he roared.

“Ow! Help! squeaked Dunter.

No doubt C

THE MAGNET

He raced on.

* Bunter, you young idict——" bawled
oker.

“Ow! Oh dear! Oooooght*

Bunter flew on. He passed Wingate,
who stared at him,

“ Look out!” pasped Bunter.

- What—*

“Te's mad ®

“That's no news,” saul Wingate, with
n grin. " But what——"

" Hun!” pasped Bunter. i

He few on, leaving Wingate staring
after him blankly, Wingate was not
likely to run, even if Coker was in a
state of perilous inzanity. Neither did
Wingate sufpeﬁe that Coker wos mad,
Madness, after all, required a ceriain
amount of brains o go with.
Coker hadn’t enough.

“Well, m{ hat ' ¢jaculated the as-
tonished Wingate., “DBunter! You
yvoung nss! What's the matter?™

But answer there came none.  Bunter,
puffing and blowing, tore on frantically,
and_vanished in the distence, ;

“ My hat!” repeated the Greviriars
captam.

He resumed his walk, and came up
with Coker. Thero was an expression
of utter disgust on Coker’s face.

The opportunity—the great oppor-
tunity, I'm.cil been lost: owing to Bunter's
strange  ond  unaccountable  econducr,
With nobody to barge Wingate into the
river, Coker could not dive fo his
rescue, and establish that claim on his
rratitude that wounld set matters right
m the zchool games,

FEven Coker did not think of bargin
Wingate info the water himself, an
thon rescuing him. It was clear, even
to Coker's mighty intelleet, that vou

(Continued on next page.)
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could not earn 3 fellow’s gratitude by
barging him into deep water.

“‘%Fhat on earth’s the matter with that
kid, Colker?” asked Wingate,

Soort, from Coler. )

“He seems frightened at something,”
gaid Wingate,

“0h, rotl” :

“Your face, perhaps,” remarked Win-
gate thoughtfully, and he walked on,
leaving Colier breathing hard and deep.

The chance had come—and gone.
Coker's brilliant idea had not worked
et. He was geing to wangle it some-

ow: but as yet he had not wangled it.
After all, there were several more days
befors the 8t. Jim's match, and Coker
could only hope that another chance
would come his way. Hope springs
eternal in the human breast.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Mad !
i SAY, you fellows!™
E I Bt ﬂlﬂ' thﬂ.m]’.’i-‘-‘—-"
“I—I—1 say—" gurgled

Dilly Bunter,

Bunter was still geing strong when
he arrived at the school gates. 15 fat
little lrgs fairly twinkled, The toffee,

5till unheeded, was sticking to his fat
paw; Bunter had forgotten it. He
puffed and he blew, he Tanted_ and he
perspired, but he was still running, like
Charley's eelebrated sunt, when
reached Greyfriars. _

Horry Wharton & Co. were in the
gquad, and they stared at Bunter. Fle
panted up to them, and then, at last,
halted, almost tottering from his un-
usunl cxertions, He grabbed heold of
Bob Cherry's arm and held on, and
leancd on the astomished Bob, gasping

e

for breath.

“dad bull after vou?” asked Dob
cheerily.

“Ow! Ow! Grooogh! Nel Oh

dear!” gurgled Bunter. ,

“ Highcliffe cads?™ asked Bob, with o
warlike look towards the gates.

“Ow! Ne! Wowl”

“ Fust sprinting to bring down your
fat®” asked Johnny Bull,

“Wow! No, you ass! Wow(”

“Well, what 13 the terrific upfulness?”
asked Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,

“Oh dear! Is he coming?” gasped
Bunler,

“Haol Who asked Hnrr;’ Wharton.

“Coker! Oh dear! Owl

Thers was no sign of Coker of the
Fifth. Bunter, realising that the lunatic
wag not in pursuit, ecalmed down a
little. PBut he still gasped spasmodic-
allv. Bunter was rather short of wind,
and what little he had he had expended
recl:lessly in his harried Eliht.

“(oker after you?” asked Harry.
“Does that toffes belong to Coker?
Grub-reiding again, you fot villaini”

“QOh, really, Wharton! This toffee
isn't Coker's.”

*1 fancy I
chuckled Bob
youne Carlow
toffee.”? )

“Ql, really, Cherry ! This toffce came
in a hamper from Bunter Court! 1
never saw Carlow making it in  his
atudy.”

“Ha, ha, ha I

“You needn't mention it to Carlow.”
Bunter shoved the eticky toffeffe into o
sticky pocket. “ He might fancy it was
his, you know, if he's missed some. 1
haven't been near his study. You ecan
azk Skinner. He saw me coming out.”

“0Oh, my hat*

“Dut, T say, you fellows, look out!

know whose it 81"
Cherry. “I've heard
inguiring after some

e may be in any minute—Coker, you
know., I say, he's mad!”

“Madder than wsual?” asked Bob.

“The madfulness, of the esteemed
Coker is always a little terrific,” re-
marked Horree Jomset Ram Singh.

“1 say, vou fellows, I mean it! He's
gone mad—stark, staring, raving mad !”
gasped Bunter. “I—I barely escoped
with my life!"

“Oh crumbs 2 i . .

“He sprang at me like—like a tiger!
I—I—I only hope he hasn't murdered
Wingate 1™ , :

“What % yelled the Famous Five with
one voice, :

“Heo—hte wanted me to belp him!”
gasped Bunter.  “Me, you know-—=help
him to drown Wingate——-"

“Croat pip[”

“He's mad —awfully mad! Dan-
crous ! poanted the Owl of the Remove.
#I—1 bardly think we shall see Wingate
again. I'm pretty sure that Coker's
Eé:rde:;a& him—— Yow-ow! Yarcoochl
ggo 1V .
Billy Bunter broke off with a gurgling

e e e o

“' LIKE A POCKET-KNIFE,
|
|
!

ey e AT,

CHUM?

Then send me an amusing joke
like R. Sparrow, of 16 West End
vton, has done.

Avenue,

““ Arathess sheete quite clean 77
asked the tourist, as he surveyed
the bad.

“ Clean ! ™ crlad the landiady,

Indlgnantiy. *Of coursn £hey
ara, They've lust come from the
lzundey.
dampi®

Feal thern—they ra still |

howl as Bob Cherry grasped him,
backed him wp against an elm, and
tapped his head there.

“Now, vou fat dummy,” said Doab,
“ what do you mean 7%

“ ¥arooooh 1™

“What's that about Coker?™

“Yooooop 1™

“Are you trying to pull our leg, or
what 7" demanded Bob.

“ Grocooogh 12

“What have you got to say, you fat
chump?"

“Gurreerrgh t”

Dilly Bunter wriggled away, gurgling.

“YVou sillv ass!™ he gpasped. “I—I1
tell vou he's mad, honest Injunl Ho
asked we ta help lim drown Wingate
in the 8ark! Deeanse he's left him out
of the footer, T suppose. He wmmst bo
mad, vou see. I=-1 say, vou [ellows, do
you think I'd better go to Quelely, or—
or the Head, or the police?

Tiarry Wharton & Co. gared at the
exeited Owl

Their first impression had been that
the fat juntor was trying to pnll their
leg. Dt Dunter was evidenily
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earnest, He blinked towards the grics,
with his eyes almost bulging through
his speclacles, cbviously in terror of
seeing Coker come in 1 o state of
dangerous inzanity, j _

“Ia the fat idiot off his onion®" asked
Nugent, in wonder,

“QOh, really, Nugent—" )

‘Tell us what's happened, ass!” said
Harry Wharton, It was clear that somo-
thing must have happened.

Bunter gasped out the thrilling tale.
The chums of the Remove listened in
utter amazement, Several other fellows
gathered round to listen slso. Bunter's
yarns were well known in the Remove,
He never could tell a plain, unvarnished
tale. Whother he had ever tried to tell
the exact truth was not known, but it was
known that he had never succeeded.
&till, the Romove fellows could see that
there was something in this. Btripped
of all exagperations, there wes some-

thing in it

“Woll, my hat ! said Bob Cheorry, at
last. “This beats the band! If there’s
a word of truth in it—"

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Coker must have been larking,”

said Vernon-Smith.
_ “Not much of a lark to barge a man
mnto deep wabker 1 said Harry Wharton.
“That part of ths Sark's preity
dangerous, too! That's where your
minor tried to get drowned the other
day, Frank.”

"The young ass jolly well would have
beon drowned if Carlow hadn’t fished
himm  out,” said MNugent. “Wingate
wolld be ell right, though. He's & jolly
good swimmer. But o

“Can’t make it out,” eaid DBob.
“Coker's sane enough, except when
he's trying to play Soceer. DBut—~"

“If he wanted to barge Wingate into
the river for & lark, he could have
barged him himgelf,” said Peter Todd.
“Why should he ask Bunter to dao it?
But ﬁ ho wasn't larking, what on earth
was he up fo?"

“1 gay, you fellows, he's mad! T say,
I'm jolly wall going to keep a sale

distanco from him. I say—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallal Here he
gomes 14

“Yarooooh I

Billy Buntoer gave one startled blink at
the burly fignre coming in at the gates,
and ran for the House.

Coker strode in. )

He was frowning, ns was natural in
a fellow who had lost a gelden oppor-
tunity through a silly fap beohaving in
an unaccountable manner. He looked
cross, but, so far ay the juniorz could
soe, there were no signs of insanity., A
ecrowd of cyes were fized on the burly
IFifth-Former as he strode towards the
Houso.

Coker, becoming aware that he was
the centre of attraction, stared round
at the group of juniors, frowning still
more grimly. He scomed surprised, as
waoll as annoyed, by their interest in
him,

Ho glared at the juniors. They
gtared at him. His rugped face scomed
to draw their fixed gaze lilke a mapgnot,

o made a stride towards the group,
hiz eyes pleaming. This sort of thing
wns cheek, and Coker was not the man
te stand echeek from Lower Iourth

fellowa, .
The juniors Dbacked away  rather
hurriedly.

“J gay, vou keep off, you knew!"
cinenlated Skinner.

“Vau cheeky young sweeps! Ti von
want me to mop up the quad with the
lol af rou—" exclaimed Color.

“ ook out, youmen ! I he's mad—"

Celior jumped,

“What 7" e roared.

Fitg Magrxer Liopangt.—XNo. 1,231
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The juniors backed farther off, still
eyeing Coker. Ho was beginning to look
rather exeited.

“Dash it ull, I don't like the look in
hiz aye!” said Peter Todd., “I—I sav,
Coker, keep calm, you know ™

“T'I jolly wel o 1

“Here, you keep off ' exclaimoed Bob

herry.

Coker did not k{:c-ﬂ off. He strode
after the juniors as they backed away.
I.'Fm]nubtedljf he was getfing cxcited,
and in the circumstances cxcitement on
Coker’s part was a little alarming.
Coker was mad, nobody wanted lo be
near him when the fit came on.

The little erowd of junmiors melted
awny before Coker. He pave them o
final glave, turned, and stalked into the
House,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Lunatie I

LUMNDELL, the captazin of the
B Kifth, strolled along the Fifth
Form passage and stapped at the
door of Coker's study., DBlundell
tound thoe door half ::-f]r:n, and pushed
it farther open and looked in. His
manoer was quile casual—very casunal
indeed. But there was a very alert look

in his cyes,
A startling rumour that was afloat
Amon the jumiors had reached

Blundell's ears.

_ How it hod started, who had started
it, Blundel} did not know, but it scemed
to be going strong in the Lower Schoal,
With his own ecyes he had secn Bunter
of tha Remove dive frantically round
s corner at the mera sight -nt;y Coker.
Ho had seen three or four faps back
away in o passage when Coker came
along, eyeing the great Horace uncasily
till he had passed. These incidents
seemed to conlirm the rumour that was
ofloat in the Lower School, that Coker
of the Fifth, never supposced to be quite
secure on his rocker, was off it at last.

Thero was no doubt, at all events,
that fellows in tho Lower School were
telling one another that Coker was mad.
They were passing it on as the latest
news., A fellow meeting another fellow
on the corridor would say: *“Heard
about Coker? He's mad, you know !
Blundell had heard it several times.

It was all ret, of courze. Fellows who
gaw Coker playing football, might
suppose, from his sivle of play, that
he was a little unhinged. If they
heard him talking foothall, they might
noturally suppose that his mind, such
a8 it was, was wandering. But fellows
who knew Coker knew thaot he was only
an ass—the extremo limit, perhaps, in
the asinine line, but still, only an ass.

Still, Blundell thought that he might
as well give Coker a look-in and seo
for himself. That was why he strolled
along to Coker's study in a casual sork
of way, looking very nonchalant, but
with a wary eve open at the same time.

“Hallo, old e¢hap 1" zaid Blundell very
affably.
Coker glanced round.

He was alone in the study, Potter
and Greens for the present were giving
that study a wide berth.

The provious evening they had hurled
Horace Coker forth on his neck. Thera
had been many ups and downs in their
friendship with Coker, but generally
Coker eamea round all right in the long
run. Still, an incident hike that of the
previous evening was not soon forgotten.
Coker made no scerct of his intention
of “whopping ' them if they came to
tho study. So for the present they left
the preat Horace alone in his glory.
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Blundell’s affable grecting elicited a
friendly nod from Coker.

The captain of the Fifth aever called
Coker “old chap,™ as a rule. He was,
in Coker’s opinion, rather a stuck-up
ns3, He was as obstinately and obtusely
determined to keep Coker out of the
I'ifth ¥Form Eleven as Wingate was to
keep him ent of school games. He did
not agreo with Wingate in all matters,
but on the subject of Coker as o foot-
baller he saw eye to eve with the cap-
tain of the school.

“Come in, old bean!™ said Coker
quite pleasantly.

If Blundell wanted to be friendly,
Coker was quite prepared to be {riendly.
He really was o friendly sort of follow.
It was casy to get on with Coker if you
let hiin have his own way in cverything,
listened to his words as o an oracle,
and regarded him with unlimited and
unfailing admiration, That was all
Coker needed to keep him in 2 pgocd
temper., He did not always get it.

Blundell stepped into the study.
Ceker scemed all right so far, but Blun-
dell lefs the door open.

There was a spread on the table—one
of Coker's lavish spreads. For once,
Potter and Greene were not going to
help him dispose of it. A bright firn
burned in the pgrate, and Coker had
taken a loaf to shice it for making toust,
He was looking round for tho bread-
knife when Blundell came in, Ho was
not in the best of tempers, for a3 a rule
Fotter or Greene made the toast in
Coker’s study, As Coker stood most of
tha provender it was only fair that his
study-mates  should make themselves
useful; and, to do them justice, they
never demurred. They were always
ready to unpack Coker’s hampers for
him, and to save him as much trouble
as they could in disposing of tho
contents.

“Take a pew, old man,” said Coker,
*Not had your teai”

“No," said Blundell.

“Tea with me, then,” said Coker.

“0h, all right " ’

Blundell sat down, feeling that teo-ing
with Coker would give him =z od
opportunity to observe  whether there
was anything in that wild rumour in
the Lower School; also the spread on
the table was rather tempting.

Coker glanced round him, locked on
tlie bogkease and into the supboard, and
frowned.  Apparently he was looking
for something he could not see,

" Lost something ' asked Blundell,

“Nol I never lose anything, but a
feliow never knows where those silly
chumps put things. Can you sce & big
knifo 7

i EFI ?II

“A rather big bread-knife—"

* A—a—a rather big bread-knife——""
repeated Blundell, Eo had been sitbing
down only a few secomds, but ho reso
again rather hastily.

“Yes, I want it—"

“There's o knife on the talle—two or
thren knives——"*

“They're no good for me; I want a
big knife Coker glared rovnd the
study. *“The silly assez! Where have
they put that knife? Petter had it
vesterday.
things—— Huold on, Blundell!
not going

Blundell was making a strategic move-
ment towards the door.

“That Eknife must be hero some-
whore 1" exclaimed Coker, greatly irri-
tated. *Where the dickens is it 7

*But one of those small knives—-="
suggested DBlundell, eyeing Coker with
Erowing uncasiness.

“No pood for what T'm going to do.
I want a big, shorp knife-—>"

p

You're

Tha way that fathead loses h
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Blundell reached the decrway. Ile
felt that it was judicious to be near an
open line of retreat when a fellow who
was said fo be mad was looking for a
big, sharp kmfe,

Coker, it was true, only waunted tha
breed-knife to slice the lonf {or toast.
It was quite a natural use 1o which to
put a bread-knife. It was really what
the bread-knife was for. DBut Dlundell
was not thinking of toast; he was think-
ing of the rumour in the House that
Coker was mad, Being shut up in a
study with & possible lunatic who was
handling a big, sharp knife was o joke.

“Oh, here it is!” cxclaimed Coker.
He sighted the knifoe lving among some
exercises and books on & shelf.
~He grabbed it by the handle. The
light gleamed on the long, sharp blade,
Coker stepped back towards the table—
and Blundell stepped back into the
doorway. He folt {)effEr there.

Coler, knife in hand, starcd at him.

“Where are you poing, Blundell " he
ejaculated.

“I-—1 think I heard Hilton call—"
stammercd Blundell.

"1 dide’t] Come in and sit down”

Caoker L’Omtf:d to the cmpty chair—
with the knife.

Had Blundell remained seated in that
chair Coker would have started slicing
the loaf for toast with that big, sharp
knife aceording to programme; as it
was he stood holding the knife and star-
ing at the captain of the Fifth in sur-
prise and irritation.

Elundell had accepted his invitation
to tca, yet he was g&cking cut of the
study, and there was a strance—indeed,
extraordinary—exprossion on his face.
He seermed oddly uncasy and perturbed.

*“Lock here, Blundell, come int"”
snapped Coker. “I can't make you out.
Come and sit down.”

He pointed to the chair again—wiih
the knife,

“I—I—" stammercd Blundell.

“Come in and sit dewn. I shan't be
keeping you waiting long now I've found
the knife.””

Blundell backed into the passage.
CUoker, still more surprised and annoyed,
followed him to the door.

“Look here, Blundell——"

“I—TI'va got to speak to & manl”
stamnmered Blundell, with & wary eve
on the knife. * Another time, old
chap——"

He backed slong the passage, turned,
and hurried away, leaving Coker star-
ing after him blankly from the study
doarway.

Price of the Fifth came dewn the
passage, and ho pave a sort of conval-
sive start at the sight of Coker in tho
doorway, knife in hand,

He swerved to the other side of the
passage as he passed, keeping his eyes
on Coker,

“I say, Price—"" called out Coker.

“Look here, you keep off 1™ gasped
Price.

AW habt™

I'rice broko into a run. Coker, in
utter omazement, saw him zoud down
the passage to the games-study, whera
he run in, and slammed the door after

111,

“Wall, my hat "’ ejaculated the astem-
1shed Coker. “TWhnt on carth's the
matter with them? Have they gono
mad—or what? Here, Tormlinson—I
say, 1'omlingon——"

Tomlinson of the Tifth looked out of
his study deor.

Hea stared at Coker—and ztared at-the
knife. Coker, quite forgetful of the knifo
in his hand, eame towards him.

“I¥d you soo that " he oxelaimod.
“That what? That Eknife?" asked
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Tomlinson, with his hand on the stuay

door, ready to slam.
“This knife? What?
Blundell, and then Price clearin

No! That ass
aff

like that. Have they goune mad—or
what? I say—-"*
Hlam !

Tomlinson's door closed as Coker came
nearer. To his astonishment, Coker
heard the key turn in the lock.

TAre they all mad?" exzclaimed tho
mystified Coker. He thumped at Tom-
lingon's door, *I say, Tomlinseon—"

here——"* gasped the Fifth-Former.

“Go away! You po away, Coker!”
came Tomlinson’s quavering voice from
mthn;s; “Geo away, and—and keep

cakm.

“H-keep ecalm!™ stuhtered Coker.
“Who's not calm? What's the matter
with vou, you silly idigt?  Open this
door—ecan't you I"

“Mo jolly fear!" gasped Tomlinaon.

Bangt Thumpl

Coker, naturallvy aonoyed at these
surprising happenings, thumped angrily
on the door.

“You silly ass!" he roarcd. “What
do you meani”’

“Oh crikey I"'

Two or three Fifth TForm wmen came
down the passage. They slepped quite
suddenly at the sight of Coker Langing
at a door with one hand and holding
long, gleaming knife in the ether,

“Look out!"” cxclanmed Hilton,

Coker stared round.

Instantly the IFifth Form men dashed
away up the passagre. Coker blinked
after them.

" Here, ¥ou men—" he shouted,
“ What—""

But the men were gone.

“Well, my only hat1* gasped Coker;

end in a state of utter mystification le
returned to his study, slammed the door,
and stacted slicing the loal,

Coker tea’d alone that aftervoon.

Coker's study was a land of pleniv:
and even fellows who did not like Coker
often liked fo come in to tea. Fut that
afterncon no man in the Fifth would
have tea'd with Colker for love or
Money,

Yellows who had to pass Lis study tip-
toed, and, at & sound from within the
study, ran. And when Coker, afier toa,
came out of the giuds, fellows who

i3

= -w-;f 'I;'r( 7
.
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and we don’t want to hurt you ! **

sighted him from a distanee cleared off
hurriedly, and doors were heard to slam.
Coker, quite unconsciously, was spread-
m%Iurrqr as he moved, like Death on
a Pale Horse.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Not Dangerous !
liP DOR old Coker!” said Iiarry

Wharton.
“Poor chap!” said Nugent
fealingly.

“Mad az & hatter, you know "

# Awful, isn'h it ??

“Toor old Coker—it's como at last !
. YThere secms to be no doubt about
it,” szid Bob Cherry. “It looked like
it, from what Bunter said—"

“And then the way he glared ab us
in the quad—>"

“And now—"’ )

“Now it's a cert!™ snid Johnny Dull,
“IFrom what I hear, he was after some
of the I'ifth with & knife—0"

“He nearly pot Dlundell in his studs,
from what I hear,” said Petar Todd.
“It geems that Blunde!l actually went
inte the study—" ; :

“Billy as3 to risk it ! said Skinner.

U Well, I suppose he wanted to make
sure. Ho will have to speak to Prout
about it, of course. It's a jolly scrious
matter—a  fellow going right olf his
rocler.”

“The seriousncss 15 terrific !V

“The INfth are awlolly upset aboub
it," said Vernon-Smith. “1 hear that
Coler was scen fap:i}' raging at o man’s
door and brandishing o knife—="

“The man had locked himself tn his
stude,” said Poter Todd, taking up the
tale, “and Colker was trying to gel at
him with a big knife—"

As Coker put his back to the door the Famous Five areﬂ themselves with the nearest articles fo hand. **Look
*“ Keep your distance !** said Nugent threateningly.

** You can’f help being mad,

“Howling like a maniae outside hia
door, s0 I hear!" said Russell. “ Yell-
g, you know i

“They ought to get hold of him
before he does some harm,” said Jolnny
Bull. *Dash it all, it's no joke I™

“¥ight do anything, if he's really
mad !" said Skinrer. * Somebody ought
te o to Proub, or to the Head.™

“Well, it looks pretly eertain,®™ said
Baob, “The fact i, faney ker
always had a serew loose. The way Ire
ploys football, {'rinstance——""

“I savy, vou fellows, he's coming!™
sgueaked Billy Dunter.

“YWhat 1"

“ O, I say=—look outi™

Tho crowd in the Romove passage
broke up hastily, Billy Bunter bblted
inte Stady No. T, like a fat rabbit inta
a burrow, and slammed the door and
locked it. The other fellows dispersed
rapidly.

A burly form was seen on the Remove
staiveaso. Horace Coler was coming
up to the Romove.

Neo Fifth Form man had any husiness
in the Remove passage, Fifth Form
mwen did not call upon juniors, In ordi
nary circumstances, the Remove would
most likely have collared Coker and
rolled him down the stnirs, as a hint
that he was not wanted in  their
quarters. .

But the eircumstances wero not ordi-
nary now. All throuerh the ITouse the
startling rumonr of Coker's insanity was
on every tongne. No knifo was to bo
seen, abont him, it was true—but ho had
Leen reported as lbaving brandished a
iz knife in his own passage, and that
report was enoupn for the juniors, They

(tlontinued on pane 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

scattered before Coker like a flock of
sheep at the coming of a wolk.

The Famous Fiva hastily retired into
2tudy No. 1. The chums of the Remove
had been exceedingly perplexcd by what
Bunter had told them—but they did not,
at first, share Bunter's fixed beliof that
Coker had pone mad. But whas thev
had heard sinee confiemed Bunter's
view. A fellow who rared at o man's
door with a big knifle in hus hand could
searcely be sane,  Buch conduet, at
least, needed a lot of explaining,

“I—I hope he's not coming  hore,”
murimured Nugent. *'I—1 say, had we
better lock the door?”

“We can handle him,” said Doh.

“I don't know.” Nugent locked
dubious.  “Lunatica are jolly strong.
you know—maniacal strongth, and  all
that—»

“* We're not absolutely cortain yet—"
said Wharton slowly,

:‘ Well, there can’t be much donlst, Tig
tried to get Bunter io barge a man into
the rivey——'*

“He was
knife—"

“Oh, my hat! Heore he ist”

Cokoer of the Fifth looked in at the
doorway of BStudy WNo. 1. Harry
Wharton & Co. lined up on the other
side of the tablo.and watched him.

They were relieved to sce that there
was no sign of vnusual excitement in his
face, He looked normal—at least, as
normal sz he ever did. Neither was
there any sign of a knife or other
yeapon.

But ther wern on their guard. Coker
was a hefty fellow, knife or no knife.

The Famous Five had handled him
suceessfully more than onee: but that
was when he was sane. With a lunatic
there was no telling,

Bob Cherry reached behind him and
picked up a fives bat. Harry Wharton
took hold of the poker, as if to stir the
fire; but he kept his eye on Coker, not
on the fire. The juniors wetched Coker
like five cats, . o

*Oh, here you are!” said Coker, quits
genially,

“¥Yes, old fellow !" said Frank Nugent
soothingly.

Coker frowned.

“Not z0 much of your ‘old fellow,” ™
ho said curtly. “I don't like that sort
of thing from fags.”

This remark was not, porhaps, polite;
but it had an offect of relief on the
juniors. It was normal—for Coker! If
12 was mad, he had nob, at least,
departed from his usual manners and
customs.

“Well, do you want anything here,
Coker 1 asked Wharten,

“Don’t be a young ass, Wharton! I
ghouldn’t have come if I didn't [®

YOht Well, what—"

“What are yon all bunched up in that
corner for?'' demanded Coker, staring
at them, " What are vou afraid of ¥V

“We-—-we're not afraid—"

“I'm not poing to lick you,” said
Coker reassuringly. “I haven't come
here to thrash vou, though I dare say
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after & man wilh a

vou know that vou jolly well deserve it.

I've got something io say to you."
e turned to the door and shut if.
This proceeding was eyod rather

! uneasily by the juniors across the table.

“I1—T szay what ara d;1.r1::\~u shutting the
deoor for, Coker 7" asked Nugent. “1-—IL
we—we'd rather have the door
open, if you don't mind.”

“1 do mind " said Coker.
“But—but I say—"

¥ou _needn't say  anything,
Nugent. I don't want all the faps in
the passage to hear,™ eaid Coker.

“What I've to say is rather private.’
Harry Wharton & Co. eved him.
What Coker of the Fifth could have

to say, of a private nature, in a RHemove

study, was a mystery. It looked to them
like the first sign of lunacy coming on.

Eob Cherry's grip tightened on the
fivezs bat—Wharton's on the poker.

Johnny Bull drew the inkpot towards

him in a careless sork of way.

Cortainly, if poor old Coker wns no
longer 1n possession of his senses, such
a8 they were, the chums of the Remove
did not want to hurt him—far from it!
Ther compassionated him, and sympa-
thised with him. But if he brokes out
into violence, ho had to be stalled off;
and in that ease the fives bat, the poker,
and the inkpot would come inte prompt
agtron.

Coker, in Lis fturn, eyed the juniors.
There was something about their atti-
tude that puzzled him. They scomed
uneasy, unguiet, watchful, wary; in fact,
quite jumpy. It was not like them—
not like them at all. Even if Coker
had come there to whop them, they wers
not the fellows to be scared. And he
had told them that he was not there to
whop then,

“¥ou can sit down, you kids," said
Coker, taking a seat on the corner of the
Ehﬂdl{, table,

“"We—we'd rather siand, {lanks.™
gaid Bob Cherry., “I—I say, Coker, do
;-,rufiix—:lu you feel all right?™

All right?* Coker stered. “YWhat
de you mean, you voung ass?”

' I—I mean, you—you don't feel any-
ﬁhlnf coming on ™

“Anpything coming on? What the
thump do you mean? Have vou gone
pnbt_-f, or what?" demanded Coker
testily, “It geems to me as if the whole
House has gone mad this afternoon.™

“M-mi-mum-mad ! stuttered Dob

CLTY.

o “ Yesi mmih as haitim, thoe lot of

iem, from the way they carr P
aai:cl Coker irritabl J" TR

The juniors e:cﬁnn od plances. I
whi @ well-known t?:.ing that mad
persons suspeeted others of being mad.

I—1 say, Coker, keep cool!™ mur-
murtc:}ril‘mghartnu.

“D-d-don't pet excited, you know,”
Ea..u;l”EDh. “ﬁxeitem&nt mi:.r bring i
on !

“What! PBring what on?” demanded
Cokaer.

“Oh!” gasped Bob. “Nothing! Dut
—but don't get excited, for goodness’
sake! Teep ns cool as you ean!”

“The calmfulness iz the proper
oaper,’’ ur%led Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, “The excitefulness may have
terrifically preposterous rezults, my
esteemed Coker !

* Look hare——" roared Coker.

“Keep cool, for goodness’ snke—="

*You cheeky young sweeps, if this is
meant for cheek, you'd betier eut 1t
out, and sharp 1" said Coker, breathing
hard. “1I came here to speak to you—
in fact, I want you to do something for
me. I don’t want to begin by whopping
the Iot of you.” .

The Famous Five pgrinned. This
sounded like the old Coker! I Color
wanted fellows to do something for Liim
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as not to whop them
n tact Coker had never

he was as likel
to start with.
shone. . .

“Well, give it a name, Coker ! said
Wharton. “We'll do anything we can,
of course, in the circumstances—"

“Eh! What circumstancea?”

“0Oh, nothing! Go on!”

“Talk sense!™ said Coker. “Look
here, you are a set of cheeky voun
sweeps, and I've often had to thras
vou, a3 vou know. But I want you to
do something—yow're the kids to do it,
You're plucky, at least, and you can
keep a secret—what 7"

“I—1I suppose so !™ said Harry doubs-
fullx.

What secret Coker was going to con-
fide in them, the juntors could not
guess: unless he was poing to mention
that he realised his sad mental state.

‘Mot a word cutside thiz stody 1 said
Coker impressively. *It would spoil
the whole thing, of course. That's
understood. D'm trusting yon! It's
rather a come-down, I adwmit, for o man
in my posilion in the school to be talk-
ing fto fags ko thist! T feel it, as vou
can guess. But what's o fellow to do?
My own pals in the Filth have let mn

down! TFrve got to get some sorb of
assistance—and it's you measly fags, or
nothing !

“0h, my hat!"” said Boh Cherry.

This sounded more and more like the
old Coker! Coker's wav of putting it
when he was asking a favour was
wholly his own.

“But to come to the point,” resumed
Cloker., “Here it 15 in a nutshell. Yon
kids havo done 2 lot of amatour
theatricals—youn're rather pood at it, for
a set of silly fags. Well, you conld
ensily fix yourselves up in a4 sort of dis-
guise—false  beards, and wigs, and
moustaches, and old clothes, and so on.
See i

The Famous Five could only stare. Tt
was easy cnough for the chicf members
of the Remove Dramalic Bociety to do
as Coker indicated. But why Coker
wanted them to do it was o deep mys-
tery—unless he was paotty.

“Well, that’s thoe idea,” said Ceoker
briskly. “That's what I want! Von
got yourselves up as o sot of ruffians,
and——"

‘Do owe ! murmured Nugent.

“And_ you collar Wingate of the
Rixth. I'll z up time and place—"

The jumors jumped.

“We—wo collar Wingate of
Sixth 1" stammered Wharton.

“¥es, and got him down, hold him,
and knock him about a bit.  Better
knock him about a bit,"” said Coker
thoughtfully, *It will make it look
genuine. He's not to know who you
are, of eourse—that would speil it all
Besides, it wounld get vou into a fearful
t.,'D“v‘.}:l

“T—1—I rather think it would!

asped Bob Cherry, “I sort of fancy
thers wottld be o trifle of a row if wo
collared the captain of the school and
knocked him  aboutl  Yt=—it seems

probable.™ I
“'T'he rowinlness would be terrifie!

tho

“That's all  right,” said Coker.
“Being in disguise, you'll be eafe
enough. You'll have to have s littls

sense, of course—I mean, you'll have to
carry oubl my directions implicitly, and
don’t try to think for yourselves, or any
rot like that. Do exactly as 1 tell you,
and you’ll be all right.”

“T ean soe us doing it!” murmured
Eob.

There was no further doubt in the
minds of the Famous Tive that Coker
was a3 mad as a Latter.

Hiz extraordinary  proposilion cons
firmed DBilly Bunter's amazing story.
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He had tried to get Bunter to barge
the captain of the school inte the rviver.
Now ho was trying to get the Famous
Five to commit assault and battery on
Wingate, Ii that was not sheer, siark,
stering lunacy, the chums of the Re-
move did not know srhat it was.

“Now oaboot the delails—"
Coker briskly.

“The—the
Wharton.

“¥eos; we shall have to fix it up eare-
fully, of course. Can't be too carciul in
a thing like this " said Coker. “ Fallo!
Where are you going 1"

Caoler was sitting on the table, Twe-
tween the juniors and the door. Rut
now thoro was no loneer a doubt, not
ithe faintest shadew of a doubt, nbout
Coker’s insanity, the Famous Five wero
anxious fo get out of the study. They
made 2 strategie movement round the
table to reach the door.

“Hold on I rapped out Coker.

“We—we've got to see p—a man—'
stammercd Bob.

“I've not finished yet.”

sald

defailz—"  stommercd

Cokor s'ﬁ;‘.pa:-rl off the table and
fh}ppﬂﬂ to the doov. Fle put his back
o it.

T Now, r¥ou yYoung GEE0F—""

H0h enkey I ]

Escapo was cut off. The Famous Five
hacked away rather hurriedly. Whar-
ton's prasp closed convulsively on tha
Enker. Bob Cherry's on the Bves bat,
ohnny DBull's on the inkpet, Nugent
geized & hefty Latin dictionary, Hurrce

Singh grasped the study clock. They
stood in a bunch facing Coker.

o stared at them blankly.

“Look here——" He made a step

forward.

“Keep off " velled Tiob Cherry.

“You young ass——"

“Keep your distance’™  gasped
Nugent. *“We know you can’t help
being mad, Coler, and we don't want
to hurt you. DBut Lkeop off M

“What?" shricked Coker.

“Keop off ! Tl jolly well

¥}

n—

“Alad reFeater] Coker blankly.
“Who's mad ¥’ : ;

“Yon jolly well arei” exclaimed
Wharton, *“Keep off ! Mind, I've got
the poker ready ! Keep off, you blessed
lunatic 1™

Coker stood as if transfized,

“Look out for that knife!” gasped
Johrmy Bull, “He mav have the knife

brain

about him! He had it 1n the Filth
Form passago !’ & .
“Better stun him ' exclaimed

Johnny Bull. “Give him a swipe with
that poker, old chap—ii’s the best way !
Stun him—"

Coker jumped bacle.

“The stunfulness is the proper capert
One terrifie cosh—" 3

“You mad young idisfs!” pasped
Coeker.  #Is this a blessed lunatie azsvhum,
or whot? Tub down that poker, von
voung riflian! TPut down that bab,
Cherry, or T°ll jollv well take it away
and whop vou with it ! What on earth's
the matter with yout"”

“Tt's what's the matter with you that
matters,” gaid DBob. “Mind, you come
n step nearer, and you get it, mad or
not I*

“Alnd 1" gasped Coker. “Dlessed if
I don't think all the school’s mnd!
First that younp ass Ihunter—then that
futhead Blundell—and Urice—and ‘T'om-
lingon—and now vou! What does it ull
mean? Tlas all Greyivinrs gone off its
rocker, or what "

*royirinrs hosn't, bal von jolly well
have ' gaid Bob. “I7 voo’ve got that
ki fo—>"

" Rnifal? “30hat
knife?"-

ehrinked Caler.

“You jolly well had a knife when you
were after Blepdell

Coker started.

“IHundell ' That ass! Whnat do yon
mean? I had the bread-knife, to cut
up the leaf for toast i

“Eh*

“Only Blundell, for some
didn't stop to tea—"

“Oh ™

" But what—what—" gasped Coker.

Coker logked quite bewildercd.

“Look here, you howling ass!”
roared Bob Cherry. “If vou're not
mad, what do you mean? Bunter savs
vou wanted him f{o barge Wingate into
itho Sark—"

“The young villain!
ta tattle—"

“Fou—you own up that vou wanted
te drown Wingate ¥ pasped DBob.

“You young idiot! 1 was going io
reseue him, of course. That was the
idea! A splendid swimmer like me,
yvou know——-:"

“Oh erikey I?

“It never came off,” said Coker.
“Owing to that young idiot’s fatheaded-
ness, it never came off.  That's why
I’'ve come to you kids to lend me a
hand. You're going to coller Wingato
—got up a3 a seb of footpads—and I'm
colng to rescue him,”

“(zreat pip ¥

“Can’t you egoo the idea?” snapped
Cuoker.

The juniors gazed at him. They be-
con to realise that Coker was not, after
all, mad.

“You bag him, and get him down,
amnd knock him about o bit,” said
II:n:;Irai*.f “Y rush to the rescue——"

i ]+H

“Iinocking you right and leit, and
all that—7

i Dh!!}

“And then it will bo all right,” ex-
plained Coker.

“All right?* poasped RBob Cherry.
“Then it will be all right, will it?”

“Yes.  After that, Wingale can
searcely refure me a place in the
eloven.  There’s sueh a thing as
cratitude.”

“Oh erumbs I

“That's the idea,” said Coker, while
the Tamous Five gazed at him dumb-
founded. “I really got the idea from
young Carlow. A man who was grate-
ful to him for saving his life sent him
to Greyiriars, vou know. That pnt it
into my head. Well, I'm going to make
Wingate grateful, and then he will
have toa do me justice in  football
maiters—see

It was out now. 1
“Only not a word,” added Coker im-

IeAson,

I tald lam not
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was evidently pleased with this produc-
tion of his wvast intelleetual posvers.
“Of course, I'd rather the {hing was
genuine, I'd rather Wingate fell into
a weir, or in front of a lorry, or some-.
thing, and I really reseuned him. Bub
things don't happen like that. Well,
then, the only thing iz to wanpgle it
The end justifies the means, you koow
—to get the finest footballer at Grey-
friars inte the team next Wednes-
day—"

*iQh
. “Is worth a bit of trouble, and if
justifies a harmless deception—sce? Of
course, I shall explain to Wingate
alterwards. Having scen me kick tho
wibming goal against St. Jim’s, he will
e pleases::: ’

“Oh 1"

“He will be jolly glad T worked it,
of course, from the resulis™ explained
Cokeor.  “ Otherwise, I shouldn't, of

course, think of carrying out this
scheme. Yon sce that¥ t's for the
zake of the school.”

“Oh

“You kids understand, of course,

what it will mean to the school to have
me in the cleven on Wednesday 77
‘Tﬂh Eu-
“And now,” said Coker, “let’s discuss
details,”

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Turoed Down !

i A, ha, hat”
H There was a sudden roar in
Study No. 1 in the Remove.

For some moments Harry
Wharton & Co. had gazed at Horece
Coker, dumbfounded.

They realized that he was not, as
they had feared, a lunatic, It had
been n natural assumption, in the <¢ir-
cumstances ; but evidently it was a mis-
understanding. Mo was not mad; he
was only the higgest idiot ever.

It had not been a freak of lunacy
that made him urge Bunter to barge
Wingate into the SBark, Ho had
planned to resone Wingate: bhissiully
unconseious of the fact that it was he,
Horace Coker, who would have nceded
resciing, and necded it badly, hed he
gone into the river near the weir.

It was not, as they had naturally sup-
posed, owing to mental derangement
that he had proposcd to them to collar
Wingate, disguized as footpads. It
was to carry out that scheme of rescue,
which was to establish a claim on
George Wingate's gratitude, and cause
him to reward Coker with a ploce in
the Greyfriars Eleven.

Once in the cleven, of course, matters
weuld bae all right—from Coker's poin

(Continued on next page.)

pressively,  “ A word about it wonld
moil  the whaole
thing, Muom's the | @b THE GREATEST GAME ON THE 4
*-v%d I e > FINEST “HOME" BILLIARD 4
ATEY arfon 1
Co. pazed at Coker t g TABLE
as if faseinnted. .- e 4
He was not, ;igtm:- b —C— - 1
11, inad. ig brings prempt dellvery of the
:mm-.jm;; comednet : DOWN s rE. ];!m Riley " Homas " 4
e wh “not moad table. You pay the balance by easy Instalinents. Cash
O s ooy | | ¥ FPrice 213 15 0, 7 days’ Freo Trial sllowed, and Rileys
he was only Coker. | By nov carriage and take all transit risks.
-.h'lnt' 1115&11&]: ‘:‘ﬂl:.‘- 1'_]""-_II * griteaiienan -ii-i-l-l-f-lff-: RHEF Hhﬂnmhiﬂa ':ri Bi"lal_m mﬂ
extroma  limit  in . * Dining Tables, in varlous sizes an
azinino  fatheaded- ’ . 32 FREE + otyles, are alzo oftered for cash or 1
ness. ITn faet, Coker 4 * Billisrd Tables, ¢ easy terma. HBend for Free Art List, pi
I over : 4 * Bend for details | describing them. Rileys are ths
Sl ! | and price list,  + largest makers of full-size Dilllard |
4 H-ﬂth'ﬁ"r I nf.‘?'t ’. :...i+i+ulm||-aq aa.--p': T“h‘]Eﬁ fl'l Eth Brit"lin‘- *
idea=—what??  said J R LEY LTD Balmoni 'Works, 4
Cokor, more good- P i ofs ’ *3 ACCRINGTON,
humoured!, He b and Dept. 31, 147, Aldersgate Sirest, LONDON, E.G. 1. 4



I8

of view. He was going to kick the win.
ning goal for Greyiriars, thus proving
that he was the right man in the right
place; ond the end would justify the
eans. ] .

That he was more likely to kick the
ball through his own goal than the
other goal, was & thought that did not
occur to Coker. That the Greyfriars
Hleven would be hopelessly handicapped
with Coker barging about in their
ranks, Coker was not likely to suspect.

It took some moments for the Famous
Five to assimilate this. It was a little
surprising, even from Coker.

They had fancied that they knew
every kind of sss Coker was. But he
had still had this surprise in store for
them. oo

He was not mad; but really, in view
of this amazing stunt, there did not
seem & lot to choose between Colker's
sanity, and any other fellow’s insamity.

For & whole minute the juniors gazed
at Coker, dumbfounded, Then they
yelled :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker, perhaps, weas not anzious fo
know what the juniors thought of the
big idea. He was far abova criticism
from fags. But if he wanted fo know,
that ‘j’ﬁifsnf merriment told him.

€ H&, ha, ha!®

“0Oh crikey!” pasped Bob Cherrry.
“Fan me, somebody! He's nob mod,
you men! He': only a born idiot!”

“The bornfulness of the csfecmed
1diot is terrific!™

* Oh, Coker I’ gasped Wharton, “Oh,
Coker! Ha, ha, ha! You shouldn’t
do theze funny things, Colker!”

“He, ha, ha ! 5 :

Coker stared at the juniers. This
uproarious merriment took him by sur-
prise. Coker could see no cauze for
merriment. .

“What the thump are you cackling
at " he demandéd.

“Ha, ha, hal?

“Taook There,
rotters-—="

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Do you want me to whop vou?”
roared Colker.

“Ha, ha, hat” o

Caoker's eyes gleamed. ‘The juniors
wiped theirs. Really, Coker and his
stunts were rather too much for them.

“T've rome here,” said Coker, "to ark
vou to lend me a hand. My own pals
have lat me down. And I've jolly well
turned them out of my study for it
ton! It's not pleasant to have to ask
fags to help a Fifth Form man, but I'm
driven fo it."

“0Oh dear!” gasped DBob Cherrv.

“I've thought and thought,” said
Coker, with-gignity, “but there's no
other way of making Wingate do mc
justice. I've put my claims before him
often encugh. I've pointed out that
he simI];ly can't afford to leave out o
man like me in & really tough match.
like that with St Jim's. And what
use has it been? Nene. Bat Wingate.
though a fool, is a decent chap. I'll
say that for him. There's such a thing
ng gratitnde., When 1 save him from
o gong of foctpads, as he supposes——"

“Oh crikey I )

“Ha will play up. He will be grate-
ful. After that, conld he turn e
down, samoe &s befora? He ecould not.
You sce thati”

Coker evidently had it all cnt and
dried.

“MNot that T should think of such a
thing, if I didn't know my value in the
team,” added Coker. “I hope I'm nof
onn of those duds who lilie to shove
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vou checky roung

themselves forward, when they're really
no earthly vse ™

“What o hopefu] nature!” murmured
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal” _ _

*“If you cackle sgain, I'll jolly well
whop the lot of you!” roared Coker.
“Now, then, are you going to Jend me
a hand, or not? I may as well mention
that I'm going to stand @ ripping
spread in my study to celebrate the vie-
tory, after I've helped to beat St. Jim's.
You fags can come, if you behave your-
selves and don't talk, and keep out of
the way.”

“Thanks ! pasped Wharton.

“The thankfulness i3 terrific ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's a bit sickening to have to ask
fags for help,” said Coker gloomily.
“But, as I've said, I'm driven to it.
Mind, you're not to put on any airs,
or any familiarity, or anything of the
sork, because you've been useful to me
in your humble way. I'm not the man
to stand anything of that kind, I can
tell you!” i

“Dear old Coker!” said Bob. "You
put it so tactfully! ¥ou make s fellow
sort of vearn to help you out” 3

“Now, shut up, and don't jaw,” said
Coker, “and we'll discuss details—or,
rather, I'll give you your instructions.
All you've pot to do is to carry them
out without fail,”

“Ie that all ¥ gasped Bob.

“That's all1” :

“Tet's have it clear,” said Harry
Wharton. “We're to sort out our stage
props, and measke ourselves up as fooi-
pads——=~"

“Just that—under my direction, of
course. Left to yourselves, you would
make & muck of it.”

“ And then we're to collar the captain
E‘E the school—and knock him about &

it'_'_.'”

“Yeg, give him a fow. It will make
it look genuine. Might black hia eve,
perhaps,™ gaid Coker thoughtfully.
“The more he gets, the more genuine
tho thing will look.”

“0Oh crikey ! And when we've knocked
Wingato about, and blacked hiz eye,
vou rush at us and knoek us right and
loff—™

"Yeos. You mustn't mind 1if I hurt
vou a bit, We sghall have to keep up
wppearances,”

“ And all this, so that you can wangle
a ploce in the First Eleven, and make
sire that 3t. Jim's wins on Wednes-

dﬁ}'?”
“1la, ha, ha ™
“Eh? WMake suro that Grerlriars

wins, you young ass,” said Coker,

“"But vou're thinking of playing for
Crevfriars, aren't you?” asked Wharton.

“Yes, of courzel What do Fou
mean P

“1 mean, how could Groyiriars pos-
silily win, if you played for the school?
You'd have to play for Bt. Jim's to let
Grevfriars win.”

Coker blinked at the captain of tha
Remaove. His powerful brain was nob
quick on the uptoke, and sarcasm was
lost on him.

“You don't ecem to understand.” he
said, “¥You're rather dense, Wharton.
Dut never mind that, All you fags have
ot to do, is fo do as you're told. Now,
ahount the details—"

“Mever mind about the detatls,” said
Harry. “I think we've heard enough,
Colker. We're not on in this scene™

“ Mot guite ! gaid Bob Cherry, with a
churklo. “T ean't quite see myself
blackine old Wingate's eye, and getting
sacked for it.”

“And wo want Grerlriars to win on

THE MAGNET

Wednesday !” chortled Nugent. “So we
really don't want to see you in the tearn,
Coker.”

“You gee, you can't play footer I ex-
plained Johony Bull “ You're as big
an idiot at that as at everything else,
old bean,”

“The best thing you can do, Coker,”
said Wharton, “is to ask your people to
teke you Bwaﬁ from Greyfriars and
send you to & home for idiots. I can’t
guess why thag haven't done it already.”

Horace Coker listoned to these re-
marks with wrath gathering in his
rugged countenance. It was borne in
upen his mind that he was not going to
get any help in Study No. 1 in carry-
g out his great stratagom, His pals
m the Fifth had let lum down, and
now these juniors, blind to the honour
and distinction of being allowed to help
Coker in their humble way, were turn-
ing him down likewise!

Ha breathed hard and deep.

“And now run away and play, old
boan,” said Bob Cherry. “ You've done
your funny turn, and you've got the
lsugha, Now run away, like a good
little boy.”

,Cloker did not run away like a good
little boy. His wrath boiled over, and
he made & jump at the grinning juniors.

The next few minute: in Study Ne, 1
were wild and whirling.

Coker’s intention was to mop up the
study with those five cheeky juniors.
Ho had no doubt that he could do it.
Mumg a painful experience had not
taught him that he couldn’t!

Nevertheless, he couldn't!

For several minutes Colker and the
Famous Five were mixed up on the
floor, amid rising dunst and erashin
furniture. Then the door was opened,
and & dusty, breathless, and dishevelled
Coker rolled out.

“Roll him home!* gosped Bob
Cherry.

“Hun, ha, ha!™

“Ow! Greooogh! T smash youl
Yarooooop 1

Bump, bump, bump!

Coker went down the Roemove sbair-
cage, Whether he went on his head or
his heels, ke hardly knew. PBut he went.

Heo picked himself up on the next
landing, in o dizzy state, and glared up
at the Famous Five,

“Come back and have some more,
Coker 1" bawled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!l"

But Coker did not come back and
have any more. He shook & furious fhist
ot the Removites, and tramped away
down the lower stairs. Coker did not
want any more. Coker had had encugh.

———

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.

A Chapter of Chances !

EORGE Wingate laughed.
Horace Coker frowned.
Merely the sight of the great
Horace evoked that ripple of
moerriment from the captain ot
Greyfrinrs,

Really, it was hard to avoid laughing
whenever he saw Coker, or thought of
him, or heard him mentioned,

It was several davs since that won-
derful, that masterly, that top-notch
stunt had been hatched in Coker'a
powerful brain, of bugeging a place in
the First Lleven by establishing a ¢laim
on the football captain's gratitude.

Obvicusly, such o scheme could not
be kept too dark: it's success depended
entirely on that.

Rut it had not been kept dark.

Rather, it had been shouted all over
Groyiriers,
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. Harry Wharton & Co. had roared over
it, and all the Bcmove had roared in
coorus, Billy Dunter, apprized of the
real meaning of Coker's supposed Jean-
g to homicide, cackled and eackled
and cackled, and told the story, with
ingezsant ecackles, all over the schoal.
Dotter and Greene of the Fifih, finding
the story common property, added their
little bit, causing the Fifth Form games-
study to rock with mevriment,

Coker hod been supposed io be mad!

Now it was admitted that he was not a
lunatic! But, az Blundell remarked,
he was so jolly near that it made very
little difference. _

Of course, the story got to the Bixth,
and Wingaie, at fivst with amazement,
and then with hilarity, learned of the
remarkable methods Coker was adopting
to get justice as a footballer. :

Bixth Form men roared over it in the
prefects’ room. Wingate lauched till
the tears ran down his cheeks,

Colker of tho Fifth loved ihe limelight,
DBut e did not love the limelight he
was getting now,

Ho was the eentre of a hilarity that
almost made tha old school reck to its
foundations. The story of Ceker's
amazing stunt was fold up and dJdown
thoe school, under the title of * Coler's
Very Latest,” till every man at Ciey-
frinrz knew it in all its details. From
the Sixth to the Second, all Greyiriars
howled over it.

Naturplly, the stunt waz knocked on
the head., Twen Coker vealised that,
after all this publieity, it could not bo
earried out,

Tt was 2 blow ta him—afier the in-
telleciual stress Le had gone throush o
evolving that wonderful wheoze.

e vefleeted bitterly, that ]md I*ihd“‘:ﬂr
and Greene hacked him up, in te diest
place, all weounld have been weoll. Tl
ihat fab idiok, Bonter. vdaxyed up o fie
second place, oll would Lave been well,

Huad those cheeky fags, Harry
Wharton & Co., carricd out his
instructions, as they ouoghs to
have done, all would have becn
well. Now, all was far from
well! The great stunt had to
be chucked, and Coker, instead
of figuring azs a member of the
Greviriars First Llevon, anly
figured as the fathead of the
sechool—as the fathead por
excellence—the fathead completo

That was not in the

and unvivalled.
least how Coker wanted to lizure,

1o waz gotting used to fellows grin-
ning and laughing and chuckling when

they saw him.  Siill, it annoyed him.

Now, meeting Wingoie of the 3ixth
on the path over the chalk cliffs, he was
just as much aunoyed as usual when
Wingate laughed.

Wingate had been down to Pezz, and
waz walking back to the school by way
af the eliffs. Coker hado’t been any-
where in particular, and was not going
anywhere in packticular. He was tramp-
ing along tho eliff path chiefly because
Lo wanted to keep out of the pulilic eyoe
as much as he could. Ile was tired of
chuckling and chortling and enclling,

30 he happencd to meeot the captain
of Groyiriars face to face—and Win-
gafe laughed, and Colier frowned.

ITa frowned darkly.

He was strongly tempted to march
right up to Wingate, demand to know
what he was langhing at, and give hun
gomething to laugh for.

But the narrow challk path, betwech
tha hich liff on one side, and a shoer
drop of sixty feet on hie oluer, was ot
exuctly the place for sceapping. Al
nechaps even Coker, at the back of lis
mind, realesed that it wortthd e wiser T:l"i:t-
io punch the capiain of (ho school; much
a3 ho deserved ak

ITe frowned, and eamo
Wingate, =zull fvowning.

an towards
Aund thepr—

19

Coker waiched Wingafe
swinging along the cliff
path, with angry eyes.
Then, to his horror, he
saw Wingate suddenly
stumble. Next second
he had 51!{1:1:&11 over the
edge of the cliff |

chen ihe unexpected happened, It hap.
pened like a flash.

Nugent minor, of the Second Form
was ihe unconscious cause. Nugent
minor, that afternoon, was ramhlmﬁ
pver the clifls, high abova the pat
[acing the sea, where the two scniors
wers mecting  face to  face. Dicky
Nugent did not know they were there—
that path was invisible from the top of
the cliff. Dicky Nugent did not know
that anybody was there—und did not
think about the path at all—be was nob
of a thoughtful nature. Dicky Nugent,
standing on top of the clifl, was E{: ting
seagulla with [umps of looss chalk.

Ilis missiles did nob get anywhero
near the seapulls. DBut one of them,
dropping short, fell on the path that
van along the outer face of the cliff. It
was a thousand chances to one againgt
it doing any damage, but it was the
thousand-and-first chance that accrued.
For that lump of chalk dropped fairly
on the head of Wingato of the Sixth as
he cama swinging along the ledge, and
he staried and stumbled=—and slipped.

Colkker  knew nothing  about  the
thaughilezs fap on the chif-top.  ITe did
wat even seck the falling lump of chalk.,
Tio did not know what eaused the eatas
{fronhe,

Bt he saw ihe eataztrophe,

Tudar his very eyes, only o dozen
feer awav from him, Grorge Wingats

Tue Macqer Laiapany.—No.o 1,241
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stumblad, sli;lu ed, and slid over the
edgo of the cliff-path. )

ne moment he had been laughing—
the next he was slipping inte space to
certain death,

Coker gave a gasp.

His eyes almost started frown his head
n: ho suw the Bixth-Former go. Far
above, Dicky Nugent was strolling on
his way, out of sight, blissiully uncon-
seious of tho harm he had done.

The ledge along the face of the clilf
was sheer at its edge. It dropped away
like & wall to the beach below. Coker
stared in blank horror, as Wingate went
over the edge—expecting to hear the
echo of a terrible thud far down on the
beach.

Then he saw that desperate hands
were clutching at the wet, slippery edge.
Wingate had grnhh&d hold. But there
was little hold on the wet chalk, and
in a few moments he would have slid
AWAY he!plesssf.

Coker bounded forward.

Coker was every kind of an ass.
his pluck was unlimited. e Aung him-
self dewn on his face, and grasped Win-
gate's wrists, He was only in time, for
the Sixth-Former's fingers were already
slipping away.

* Got you!” gasped Coker.

Wingate did not speak—he could not.
His face was white, He stared up at
Coker.

Hiz whole weight hung on Coker.
Coker was a hefty fellow, and his grasp
on Wingate's wrists was like that of a
steel vice.

_But he zould no meore have pulled the
Sixth-Form man up than he could have
Hown. That was utterly impossible.

He was holding Wingate back from
death. That was all he could de.

It was a full minute before Coker
realised this:. He made an effort to
pull the senior up, and found that that
effort UEE nearly dragged him bodily
off ithe ledge.

*Oh erumbs ¥ gastpec] Coker,

But

He dug the toes of his boots into the
rough chalk for a held. He braced
himself against the strain. He could

not pull Wingate up—and all his
strength barely sufficed to prevent Win-
gate's weight from dregging him over
the precipice.

He gazed down at Winigate——wingate
gazed up at him. Both of them realised
the terrible truth. Unless Coker let go
the sirein would drag him over to
death, Btrong ns he was, he could not
atand that terrible strain for long.

Wingzte's lips moved. Ha waz white
aa chalk; but he was cool. His voice
came in & whisper.

“Save yourself, Coker!"

Colkeer snorted.

“Tikely 1" he said. 1

A sudden thrill ran through him. The
chalk was wet and slippery, the weight
was dragging him down. He felt him-
self slipping.

Dezperatoly he resisted the dreag. Des-
perately he held on to the wrists of the
fellow hanging below the edge. e set
his toeth, hiz eyez glinting, and his

nostrils dilated. ‘
“Bave yourself!” breathed Wingata.
Coker did not answer this time., He

had no breath to spare. But he held
on grimly. Horaco Coker, the fathead
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of the Fifth, the object of hilarity from
end to end of Greyiriars, was a hero in
those moments. Dleath was before him,
and he looked it in the face without a
tremor.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Up to Wingate !
1 ALLG, halle, hallo! What's
H bt gpomet™
“(Goodness knows !

“Colker playing the goat—
as per usual! romarked Johnny Bull.
“But what the thump he’s up to—-"

Harry Wharton & Co. could not hel
Lbeing surprized, though really they
had almost given up being surprised at
anything Horaco Coker did.

The Famous Five were sauntering
along the cliff-peth, On their right
rose the higher ¢liffs, on their left was
the drop to the beach, and the wide
stretch of sands, and the sea rolling far
and wide, The path was a dozen feet
wide in places; in other places it
narrowed o a mere ledge of two or
threa feet, where a fellow had 0 be
rather carcfal.

Ahead of them, ss they came along,
they saw what was quite a remarkable
sight A burly figure was stretched face
downwards, on the edge of the rocky
path, with hizs head over the verge, snd
his arms hanging over. They could see
little more than his back, and his long
legs; but they wero aware that those
tung legs were Horaca Coker's.

Why Coker was lying there was a
mystery. If he was taking a bird's-
eye view of the beach below, it was
rather risky, and there secmed no
rcazon why he should hang his arms
down over the slippery verge. It was
gquite puzzling,

“The ass I aaid Frank Nugent. “He
will slip over if he's not juﬁ}r carcful !
Thiz chalk’s jolly slippery.”

“The slipfulness 1s terrifio,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “ DBut the
csteemed and fatheaded Coker seems to
boe holding something——"

“Blessed 1if it doesn’t look like it
said Harry Wharton. “But what the
dickens——"

The juniors, as they drew nearer to
the stretched figure of Coker, could dis-
cern signs of strain, They could see
nothing of what was going on below the
irregular edge of the path, but Coker
certainly loo as if he was sustaining
some weight, They saw him slide an
inch or two, and then desperately oram
himself doewn on the rough chalk an
vesist the drag to tha edge.

“Come on!” exclaimed Wharton.
And he broke into & run.

Evidently something was wrong.
Coker, they could see, was in danger of
going over the edge, though they could
not yet see why. The path was peril-
ous, and it was slippery; but the chums
of the Hemove f:lgrlg raced along it, as
soon a5 they realized that Coker was 1n
danger.

“8tick it, Coker " yelled Bob Cherry.

Coker gave a gasp. Dob's powerful
voico came like music to his ears. Ik
meant, holp—and Coker was at his last

gasp.

ife had net let go Wingate—he would
not lob him go. He held on to the
Creyirinrs eaptain’s wrists, with o grip
of steel, sustaining the weight that was
slowly but surely dragging him down
to death. Wingato eould doe nothing
to halp himsell—Coker could do nothing
to help him, excopt hold him back from
the crash on the beach. And he could
not have held him back much longer—
and as he would not let go he could
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only have gone over with him. And
then came Bob's shout.

The juniors raced up.

Coker was slipping—resisting desper-
ately, but slipping. Boly Cherry graigad
one of the long legs, Johnny Iull
grasped the other, and they held on.

Coker was safe from slipping over
now. But the stram on bhis arms was
terribie.  Only by & convulsive cffort
could he keep his grasp on Wingate's
Wwrlsts,

“Hold on” gasped Bob.

Harry Wharton erawled to the edge,
on his bands and koees, and looked
down. He kuew now that Coker must

P bo holding somecone who had sliﬁﬁ

over; but his eye: almost bulged fr
his head at the sight of the Greyiriars
captain’s white face staring up.

“Old Wingate ! he gasped.

“Help 1" gmathc:i Wingato.

“Hold my legs, Frank!”

Wharton, with Nugent holding his
legs, reached both arms down. He
%mspﬂd Wingate's left hand with one
1and, nnd got & grip on his sleeve with
the other. The relief to the gasping
Coker waz immediate.

IHurree Jamset Ram Singh was lean-
over the next moment, HBob Cherr
holding his legs, leaving Johnny Bull
to keep hold of Coker. The nabob
grazped Wingate's right hand and right
sleave, Coker was still kecping the
gr&? on both his wrists.

I'he Greyfriars captain was a good
weight, DBut to the three of them his
weight was not too much. .

Not & word was spoken. With set
teeth and exerting all their strength
the thres of them ﬁrugﬁd_ at Wingate,
while the three juniors behiad pulled on
their legs. :

Slowly, but steadily, Wingate came
up.

His arras came over the rough edge,
and he was able to rest his elbows, and
relieve the three of most of his weight,

For o few momenta they rested to re-
cover from the strain. Then, with o last
hefty pull, Wingate came over and
landed on the path.

Ho sank down against the upper cliff,
panting.

Coker stood rubbéng his arms, which
ached with the strain, and chafing his
almost numbed fingers. It was a cold
day, but the perspiration was rolling
down Coker's face. He broathed in

gpasms.
“"Well done, wvou kids!” said Win-
‘“Thank pgoodness you

gate of last.
came along !™

“Thank goodness we did!”
Ha Wharton.

“The thankfulness is prepostorous I

“I should have been gone, but for
Coker.” Wingate spoke in a iuw volea,
*Bome asz pitched a stone over the cliff-
top, and I got it and lost my footing.
Coker got me—" -

“Good old Coker ! said Bob.

“Coker, old man,” said Wingate,
“You're rathor an ass, old chap, but
youw've got tons of pluck, You've saved
my life

Coker nodded.

“Tacky these fags camo along,” he
remarked. *“I hardly think I should
have got you up without help,
Wingate.”

The fags grinned. Coker “hardly ®
thought he wonld have got Wingate up
without help—whon the fact was obvious
that but for the assistance of the juniora
Coker would have been dragred head-
long over the verge. But that was just

like Coker.

“Much obliged, wou Lkids!* gaid
Coker. “I was poing to whop you for
vour cheek the other day. Now I won't,

You can cut I*

snid
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“Dear old Coker I" said Bob Cherry.
And the Famous Iive, chuckling,
cﬂntﬁmued their walk along the chiff
path.
Wingate roso to his feet,

“Coming along, Coker " he asked.

He felt very fr:‘rmdhr to Coker just
then., His manner was very cordial.
Coker was an ass—an obstreperous ass—
g rather exasperating ass: but pluek,
Jiko charity, covered a mouoltitude of
gins. After what Coker had done, the
fathead of the Fifth was a fellow whom
Wingate delighted to honour.

“ Ripht-ho ! said Coker.

They walked back to Greyiviars
together, . :

Both of them were still feeling the
effects of the strain, and they walked in
silence for some time. And Coker's
thoughts were busy.

He bad saved Wingate from a
terrible danger! What he had tried to
“wangle,” and had failed o wangle,
had happened—ameazingly.

Coker was not the fellow, perhaps, to
make much of a thing like this. But
there 1t was |

He had done it!

‘The stars in_their courses fought
against Sisera; but they really seemed
to be backing up Coker of the Fifth!

Where his vast intellectual powers
had failed to bring off the stunt, sheer
chance had brought it off ! Coker had
not counted on tﬁe chapter of chances;
but fortune had proved his. friend.

The g;ztes of Greyfriars were in
stght, when Coker—bhaving thought 1t
out—broke his long silence.

*I've saved your life, Wingate I"

Wingate made o zlight grimace. He
was prepared to tell thoe world that
Coker had saved his life. DBut the
remark did not come gracefully from
Coker himself, A Greviriers man was

expected not to hlow his own frumpet.
ut Coker was above such considera-
tions as this.

“You're grateful, of courze ™ went on
Coker, following hiz own ftrain of
tlmugﬁt, and heedless of the changing
expresstons on Wingate's face.

“Oh 1" said Wingate, “ ¥Yes! Quife!”

“Vou're bound to play up now 1" eaid
Coker.

(3] Eh ?Tl

“1 mean, one good turn deserves
apother. Whatt"”

Wingate stared at him. ]

“Certainly I he said. “If the thing
ever happens the other way round rely
cn me to play up, Coker. 1It's not
likely, of course.™

“1 don't mean that,” said Coker. 1
mean, about the foothall.”

“The—the what?”

“ Foothall [

“The—the football 1"

It was an the tip of Wingate's tongue
to tell Coker, if he must talk, to talk

about things he understood. But he
refrainod—in thoe clroumstances.

“Yes. The 3t Jim's match on
Wednesday——"

“I=I don't segm—'' _

“F want you to play me,” explained
Coker calmly.

“My dear chap.” Wingate wanted
to he as pelite ns possible to a fellow
who had saved his life. " Wo'we been
through that already, you koow.”

“We're going through it again.™

"But, Fﬂ“ Wﬁ_” ‘ "

“Ag vou know,"” said Coker, with
dignity, I shouldn't claim o place in
tho team, if I was not worth my salt.
It’s because I can win the match for
Greyfriars that I'm keen on playing.
T've pointed out to you before, old man,
that vou know nothing about a man’s
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form st Soccer--ahsolutely nothing !
Haven't I?"

Wingate breathed rather hard. It was
difficult for the captain of the school,
the heod of the gpames, to listen to this
sovt of stuff patiently. But he felt that
he had to be patient with Coker now,

“¥ou think 1 can’t play footer,” re-
sumed Coker, *“Mind, I don't put it
dowr to mere jealousy, oz sowe fellows
would—"

“*h, my hat!™

“¥ou think so, beeause yvou're a dud
at such things. That’'s how it 5. Put
me in, and judge by results!” said
Coker. “When you sce me kick the
winning goal on Wednesday——"

* Like the one you kicked at Prout !

* Accidents will happen ! said Colker.

“They will—when you get near o
footer I agreed Wingate. “DBut an
accidoent that won't happen 18 o win {or
Greyiziars with you playing, old chap.
Forget all about 161"

“That's only your ignorance—"

# Look here——-"

“Play me, and sce what you will

sce I soid Coker., "I'vo saved your
lif e—*

“Look here, Coker——"

“You're bound to play up! 1 don't

soee how you can refuse. 1 shonldn't,
it your P}nca. No fellow would.”

* Anything elite—" —

“Nothing else is any good. Nothing
elss will make certain of a win for
Grovirinrs on Wednesday [

Wingate groancd. Obviously, it was
useless to  argue with Coker. Hae
fancied that ho could play footer, and
there was an end to it.

“Play me against 5t Jim's!™ said
Coker.  “I guarantee results! Leave
that to me.”

“I con't I

(Continued on next page.)
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“I've gaved your life. There's such a
thing as gratitude. A man sent young
Carlow to Greyiriars, out of gratituds,
because tho kid saved him from getting

drowned. That's what put the wheeza
into my head. What are you laughing
at

*“W-w-was I laughing 1"

“You know that Shakespears says
that an ungrateful serpent is sharper
than a toothless child 2

“Poaes ha?" gasped Wingate.

“Something like that, anyhow, Well,
I'm relying on your gratitude. Play
up! That's that!” said Coker. “ ¥You
can’'t refuse !

“The fellows wounld Iynch me !”

“"They'll ba jolly glad when they sco
the result!®

“When they see the result they won't
Iynch me—they'll boil me in oil I”

“It's up te you,” said Coker calmi;r.-

Wingate drew a deep, deep breath,
He had been fecling very hkindly and
friendly towards Coker. Now he looked
as if he could have eaten him.

“Look here, Coker,” he said quietly.
“You've saved my life, and if you put

it up to me I can't get out of it. But
I think—"" _ _
“Never mind what you think™ gaid

Coker. “To tell you the truth, you
ean't think. If you could, you'd beo
playing me, anyhow.”

“T'l play you!” said Wingate curtly.

And with that he left Coker and
walked in at the school gates by him-
self. Coker did not mind that. He was
not specially keen on Wingate's com-
any. He had his way at last—ab Iﬂéldg'
ast—and that wos all Coker wanted.
He =miled cheerily as he strolled into
the quad. Meeting Potter and Greene
of the Fifth, whom he had not spoken
to for davs, Coker broke the ice, with
a cheery smile. .

“[ock for mv name in the 3t. Jim's
list, you mond"

“ What 1"

“T'm down to play on Wednesday [

i Hﬂt 1“

Coker langhed. ]

“You'll sea!” he said cheerily.

And he walked on to the House,
leaving Potter and Greene rooted to the
quad, staring after him.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Coker Means Business |

¢er MPOSSIBLE [
E “ Rt |2
“Utter rot =
LE) BDEh IJI’

Greyfriars heard the news with amaze-
ment: they heard it with ineredulity;
they heard it with indignation.

Nobody believed it at first:

Coker—Horace Coker—Coker of the
Fifth—down to play in one of the
toughest matches of the football season !
The thing was absurd on the face of
it! 'The wild rumour waz regarvded at
first as a joke, and a feeble joke at thatl.

But it was no joke! It was ne feeble
jest 1 It wos not, os the Bounder puk
in, comedy. It was tragedy |

or in the football list that was put
up on the board the name of W, Greene
had been scratched out and the name
of H. J. Coker had repluced it. The
change was made in Wingate's well-
known hand. William Greens, of the
Fifth, regarded that alteration with feel-
ings too deep for words. But the other
fellows found plenty of words te cxpress
their feelings.

“Well,” said Bob Cherry, “ Coker was
supposed to be mad the other day, but
there's no supposing about Wingate.
He's mad—mniad as a hatter ! Dangerous,
in fact!"

“Coker! Coker, of all men!” said
Harry Wharton, “Why not Bunter, or
Dicky Nugent? Theyre both better
than Coker !

“PBut what does it mean?" asked a
seore of fellows.

Nobody could guess what it meant at
first—unless Wingate was insane. Win-
gate had been observed to have o
woarried look, but he did naot look insane.
But if he was still in possession of his
goven senses, why was he plaring Coker
of the Fifth at footer?

Then the explanation leaked ouf.

Wingate had explained to a raging
crowd of Sixth Form men—he had to
explain. He offered, if they liked, to
resign the captainey. He rather wonted
to, in fact. But if he remaimed captain
he had to play Coker. Coker had zaved
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his life and put it up to him. He knew
what an awful thing he was doing—only
too well he knew | Dut there 1t was.
He couldn't get out of it{ If they
wanted him to resign—

'{;he:.r dida't! They wanted to lynch

er.

After the truth was known, Coker of
the Fifth could not have counted tho
interviews he had with men of the Sixth,
men of his own I'orm, and even with
indignant juniors. Almost every man
at Greyfriare made it 8 point fo seo
Coker and tell him what he thought
of him. ,

“It's mean!"” said Greene. "Jusk
mean |

“ Putrid 1" said Potter.

“The limit1” seid Gwynne of the
Sixth. “I npever thought you were a
rotter as well as a fool ker. But
Yo ECem morg rotter than fool, and
that's suying a fearful lot !

Coker was impervious to it all.

He was rather surpriscd to find that
his conduct was regarded as mean,
rotten, and putrid, Coertainly, there was
nothing mean about Coker.

He was willing to ezplain. He tried
to maoke the fellows understand his
point of view.

1f some poor fish of a foothaller, some
dud who couldn't play Soccer, had
donc a3 Coker was doing, then it would
have beem mean, rotten, puotrid—any-
thing you jolly well like to ecall 1t

But when a splendid footballer, o

layer of remarkable powers, who was
eft out of games owing to the general
crass stupidity of the othor fellows n
the school, and especially of the foos-
hall eaptain—when such a fellow as that
did as Coker was doing, then, of course,
it was all right.

Being the only way for a magnificent
footballer to render eminent services to
his school, obviously it was all right—
right as rain,

%l}k{:r. he admitted, would rather have
been plaved on his form, picked out by
his captain as the best material going,
Dut when s football cngbtum WA B0
crass, 50 blind, so fathecaded az to pass
over a man of hiz quality, what was he

do?

Pluinly, he had got intoe the team
by any means that offercd, not for his
own sake, but for the sake of the side
the sake of the school, and the sake of
Soccer genarally.

That was how Coker locked =zt it.
It 1= safe to say that he was the onl
follow ot Greyiriars who looked at iv
like that. But Coker did, and Ceker,
unfortunately, was the one fellow that
mattered.

For Wingate had put him up to play,
and refused even te think of scratching
him, and the only hope of 8 win in the
St. Jim's match was that Coker would
resign. : o

Cloker had no idea of resigning,

Coker was in the Eleven, and he was
Lkeeping in. He listened to the slang-
ing, the pgibing, the snecring, the
carping, the wild and whirling words
of wrath more in sorrow than in anger.
He told the follows that they would sea
what they would seo.

There was no doubt that they would,
g0 far as that went, DBut between what
Colier thought they were going to see
and what they really were going to sce
when he played for Greyiriars there was
a groak gult fixed.

Lvery footballer in the Upper School
was raging. In the Lower School there
was great wrath, Senior school matches
did not directly concern the juniors. In
point of foct, they thought a great denl
more of junior school matches. Buill,
they all took a great pride in the Groy-
friare Tirst Eleven. They rejeiced 1n
school wictories, and imourned school



EVERY SATURDAY

Exerting all their sirength,
Wharton, Hurree Singh
and Coker dragged at
Wingate, while the thres
other junlors pulied on
their legs. Imnch by Inch
Wingate was d from

& horrible doom [

defeats, and it was plain that there was
Eﬁ,"ﬁg to be deep mourning over the
im's fixtura,

In their wrath, many fellows declared
that Wingate ought to resign if Coker
wouldn’t., But that was only “hot air”
Nobody really would have been willin
to loss Wingate, even if a fatheade
sense of chivalry or gratitude, or what-
ever rob it was, made him fecl that he
had te give Coker hia head in return
for saving his life—if he had saved it.
Feeling ron higher and hlgﬁmr a8
Wednesday cume round, and Coker was
in danger of being mobbed when he
walked in the quad. )

Blundell and his friends threw him
out of the gamesstudy twice, after
which Coker fmid&d not to re-enter that
apartment till after the 8t. Jim'a match,
when, of course, would eble to
enter it with his blushing honours thick
upon him. Shell {fellows, Fourth-

ormers, Remove men, hooted Coker
in the quad. Fags of the Third and
Second yelled round corners after him,

Even Coker would have felt the foree
of publie opinion, perhaps, had he not
been elad in an armour of seli-satisfac
tion stronger than triple steel. There
waz no doubt that he found it worrying
aod unpleasant. DBut he bore it. After
xll, it wag only till he had played on
Wedneadny, After that theso follows
who hissed and hooted him would be
earrying him shoulder high and yp!lgi&g
“Good old Colker 1 2o Coker beheved,
with a happy beliel that nothing could
shale.

On Wednesday morning the Famous
Five came on Coker, walking in the
guad. They glanced at him and noted

the smile of solf-satisfaction on his face,

and wondered thereat,
Coker gave them a cheer )
“Roll up and see the match this after-

n%“{; you kidsl” he said.

nod.

Harry

g
1o

¢'ro ing  to "
Wharton., “We're gon lend a
hand lynching you aiter the game!”

“The lynchivlness will be terrilic, my
esteemed 1diotic Coker.™

Coker frowned. )

“Hero comes Wingate,™ said Nugent.
“Tnoks worricd, docsn't he?”

The chums of the Remove watched
Wingafo rather curiously os he met
Coker of the Fifth. Coker, turning in
jofty scorn from the checky Removites,
gave Wingate 2 nod and a grin.

“Looks like fine weather for the
pame—what 7 he said, “It's going to
be & ripping afternoon, Wingate”

“Yes; Eut.-u—"‘ Wingate paused.

The worried look ntensified om Ins
face.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanpod
glances. They gucssed that the Grey-
friars captain had it in mind to make
a last appeal to Coker to let him off.

“We're going to beat them!™ said
Colter cheorily. “I should advise a
few changes in the team-—-"

“Mover mind that—"

“Well, with my knowledge of the
Fama, I feel bound to offer you my
advice, Wingate, You gee, a born foot.
baller—" o

“Took here, Coker, if—if you'll let
me off—" .

“1 don't understand you, Wingate.”

“It's chucking the game away™
groaned Wingate, “We have lo go all

out to beat Kildare's lot from 3t Jim’s.
Onoe hopeless dud will make all the
differcnce. Coker, old man, ask me
an;rthing else you can name, but let ma
off this! De a sport!™

“Lxactly what I'm going to be,”
said Coker calmly. “In spite of mis-
understanding, in spite of unfairness,
in spite of detraction, in spite of every-
thing, I'm going to play for Grey-
friars, and knock &St Jim’s into a
vocked hat! Rely on mel®?

O fellow—"

“Rely on me,” repeated Coker, and
he walked away to end the argument,

And Wingate, looking more worried
and dismal than ever, drifted away dis-
consolate. Flis last appeal had failed.

“My esteomoed chums,” said Hurree
Jameet Ram Singh thoughtfully, *the
absurd mutch is a goner [”

“Na doubt about that, Inky,™ said
Bob.

“ Linlesg—"

“Tnless what, fathead ! There's no un-
less about it—unless Coker gets run over
by a motor-ca: before three o'clock this
afternoon.”

“He won't 1" said Johony Bull. “Neo
such lack ™

“Unless,” repeated the Nabob of
Bhanipur—"unleszs tho creellent and
ridienlous Coker should fail to turn up
for the gpame.”

“ Cateh him ¥ said Harry Wharton,

“Buat ho might, my ecstecmed chums
—in fact, the mightiulness is terrific!™

“What rot!” spid Frank Nuagent.
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“Wild liorses wouldn't drag Coker

away from Big Side this afternoon.”

Hs;:rr:;: Whaiton Iooked attentively at
his dosky chum, There wos a glimmer
in the nabob's dark eyes that ho kpew
from of old. .

“What's the big idea, Ink;r?“ he
asked, “Have you pot hold of a
wheeze for making Coker change his
mind? Cough it up, then!”

Hurree Jomset Ram  Singh pro-
eceded to “cough it up.” His comrades
listened to him at first with blank sur-
prise, and then with a sudden yell of
mfrﬁimeitnh] i

: a, hatl

The %cll ;ﬂug for third school, and the
Famous Five went in with the rest of
the Remove., They went in smiling.
Third lesson dealt with deponert -:e:rbsi
vet Harry Wharton & Co. smilad al
throurh the lesson, which showed that
they had some sceret cause of satisfac-
tion that lifted their spirits high above
their surroundiogs.

e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Taking a Tip from Coker !

UT off 1" said Coker briefly.
Coker was in lus study.
Most of the footballers had

gathered in the chapging-
room, but Coker was not in a hurry to
present himself there for he had
changed in his study.

Now that the St. Jim's match was
et hand, now that the blgf;t fixture
of the season was going to be chucked
eway, the First Eleven inen were in an
almost dangerous fzame of mind, There
was a rutnour that Blundell and some
ather fellows had sworn to hold Coker’s
head under o tap till he agreed to stand
out of the mat Feeling was running
very high, aod ji was undoubted that
Coker would have been mobbed in the
changiong-room 30 he changed in his
study. “Uhey couldn’t mob him on the
football field, anyhow, and, wof course,
when he began kicking goals, feeling
wounld change—so Coker happily be-
lieved. .

Coker frowned at five Remove juniors
who looked in on him, and told them
briefly to cut off.

Harry Wharton & Co. did not eut off.
They came into the study.

“1 said cut off,” remsarked Coker,

“Quite!” agreed Wharton, *DBut
we've something te say, Coker. You
remember what you were saying in our
study tho other day "

“Well?” grunted Coker.

“The end justifies the means, and all
that "

“Yes. What about iti”

“Well, we didn't guito sco it at the
time; but we'vo come to see it now,”
explaincd Wharton, * When it's & qgues-
tion of winning a big footer match for
the school, the end justifies the moans,
even if the means are a little bit irregu-
lar. We're taking it from you, Coker.”

“Can’t do better than take a tip from
Coker,” said Bob Cherry. “Isn't he a
jolly old oracloi”

" Well, that's all right,” raid Coker,
rather puzzled. *But what—"

“Go it, you men ”
took Coker by

The mnext move
surpriee,

_ Five juniors jumped at him as if set
in motion hﬁ the same spring.

Coker of the Fifth went down on his
back on the study floor, with a bump
that shook the study.

He roared.

But he roarcd only once. He had no
time for another roar, for a rather
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dusty duster was placed over his mouth,
and tied round his head.

He .Etr_ugglnd.

But with a sturdy fellow holding each
arm and cach leg in a grip of irom,
Coker's struggles did not avail.

He glared.

But the Famous Five were immpervious
to glares.

Having tied the duster round Coker's
mouth ro still hiz wmelodious voice,
Harry Wharton shook out a coil of cord
and proceeded to tie Coker’s legs to the
ie‘? of the study table.

his done, he tied Coker's hands
bebind him and secured them to one of
the opposite legs.

Coker, deprived of the use of his limba
and his voice, glared with & glare that
might have exeited the envy of the
fabled basilisk.

“There, that's all right!” said Whar-
ton. "1 think Coker will do now,
You'll remember that the end justifies
the means, won't you, Coker "

“Your own words, old bean,” soid
Johnny Bull,

Cilare—from Coker. :
He had no other way of expressin
his feelings. If looks could have slain,
the Greyfriars Remove might have lost
five of its members on the spot. For-

tunately, looks couldn't.

“You're out to win the mateh to-day
for Greyfriars, old chap,” said Nugent.
" Well, this is the way to do it | é‘:ﬂ;ﬁ
ﬂrlfl%’w:“ win all right if you den't

elp.

“Ha, ha, ha "

Harry Wharton & Co. retired from
the study, leaving Coker still glarin
with the foroeity of an untamed Re

Indian. Wharton logked the door on
thekn;!tﬁldn and put ithe key in his
E L]

What Coker’s feelings were like, left
on hiz own in the study, the juniors did
not know, though they could guess, But
they were not worrying about it, They
hoped that Coker realised the truth of
his own contention—that the end justifies
the means—and left it at that.

They strolled down fo Dig Bide with
cheery faces.

A crowd was already gathered there,
It thickened as the minutes passed.
WNearly all Greviriars had tur up to
see the match—to sce Coker barping his
own szide off the ball, charging his
fellnw~£:[ay:9m from behind, and pro-
bably kicking the ball tl-muéqh hiz own
goal. But when Wingate and his merey
men turned up Coker did not turn up
with them.

Wingate was puzzled.

The other fellows entertained s wild
hope that Coker, after all, had yield=d
to the force of public opinion—which
had certainly been expressed with preat
frankness—and was standing out.

“Where's Coker

“ Anybody seen Coker 17?

Nobody had apparently.

Greene of the Fifth gave Wingate a
hﬂ‘?ﬂfllt laok.

“ZBomebody cut off to the House,”
gnid  Wingate,  “VYou, Potter—iall
Coker we're waiting for him.”

Wingate would have beecn gladder
than any other man present had Coker
failed to appear. ut fair play was
fair play.

Potter out off te the House. As
Potter would rather have seen Coker
hanged, drawn, and quartered than
playing in the Bt. Jiun's match it is
probable that he did not look for him
vory keenly or assiduocusly.,  Anrhow,
he returned slone with the informaticn
that Coker was not to ba found,

“For goodness’ sake, let’s get going ¥
breathwed DBlundell. " Greone's ceady.
Ain't you, Greepe "

“What-ho!I” said Greene. Greene or
the Fifth bad changed hurriedly in the
mere hope that Coker would not be
found. '

Wingate drow a deep breath.

His faco was bright.

“Well," he said, “I put Coker down
to play, as I eaid I wonld. If he
chooses to stand out, that's his own
alfair. We can’t keep St. Jim's waiting
a,n% longer. Get going 1™

here was a roar of cheering from
the Greyfriars crowd when the foot-
ballers went into the field. It was a
delighted roar. Coker was not in ths
Greyfriara ranks. Coker's prescnos ger-
tainly would not have cn]!c[f forth cheer-
mﬁ';, His absence did.

here Coker was, why he was stand-
mi out, and what it all meant, anvhow,
nobody knew or cared. He wasn't thera
—and that was all that mattered,

Igiwnu & great game.

Kildare and his men had come over
from 8t. Jim's in at form.  But

Wingate & Co. wers in great form also;
and in their ,Itr:.rful_ relief at Coker's
absence ther feli as if they could move
raotuntaing.

A slogging first half produced ono
goal—for Greyfriars. In the second
half Bt. Jim's equalised, but Kildare's
oal was swiftly followed by another
rom Wingete. Hard and fast the game
went  on, (reyfriars  barely kzeping
their lead to the finish. Several times
1t was touch and go, and there was no
doubt—not the shadow of a doubt—thst
had Horace Coker been barging sbout
in the Greyfriars ranks the visitors
would have beaten thom {o the wids.
But the final whistle went with Grey-
friars leading, and there was a roar,

“Greyfriars  winal” chuckled Bab
Cherry.  “They've won without Cokor
—but I don't think they'd have won
without us "

““Ha, ha, hal”

At that moment the TFamous Five
agreed with Coker more hoartilv then
ever that the end justified the meoans.

Where was Coker?

Thoe mystery of IHorace Coker re-
mained a mystery till afier tha St. Jim's
men were gone.

When, a little later, Potter and
Greene went to their study they found
the key in the outside of the lock.
When they looked into tho study they
found Coker. When they vecovered
from their nstonishment they released
the hapless ITorace., And when ha was
released thoe voice of Coker wazs heard
all over the House

iis fivst proceeding was to visit Stude
MNo. 1 in the Remove.  He found the
Remove ready for him; and when he
rolled down the stairs Cloker's last stato
was worse than his first. To his eur-

rise, and to his boundless wruth, Coker
ound that his prievousz wrones werae
received by all Greyfriars, from Win-

ate down, with shouts of laughtor,

ingate told him, by way ol consola-
tion, that he had won the game for
Greyiriars—by staying in his stway
while it was plaved. Coker did not seem
consoled.

For days and days after the 5. Jim's
match Coker was in a state of ficree
warfare with the Famous Five. Dut
those cheerful young gentlemen Lept
their end up remarkebly well, and
Coker gaot tired before they did.

THE END.

(Enjoyed the laugh, chums? Gpodl
Neow look forward to nex! week's top-
ping garn of the ehums of Greyfriars,
entitled : “THE BOUNDER'S BLUN-
DER?!? Fou'll pofe Frank Richerds {3
bang in form])



STOP HERE FOR A BIG THRILL, BOYS 1

Ham on the Warpath !

IFTING the writhing black beast
I high above lus head, MHam
brought it down with its back
crasling against the high back
of its master's chair., There was a
hideous snap as the spine was broken,
and the supple body became almosk in-
gtantly rigid, the great white fangs
snapping close as the vertebrz broke,
Flinging the beast down beside the cage
Ham then strode over to the dwarf.

“Come hup, ﬂ“h trash I* he c¢ried,
and gripping the little man by his
seragey neck, he shook him to and fro.
“I hab o good mind to do to yuh what
I hab done to de oder beast, 'cos yuh
am mo' dangeroos. By de powers, but
Mister Oom haly got a nice pair ob

uardian MFE'E to keep off de bugglays.

ut dis chil’ am hdt stuff, an’ yo' sure
ain't gib him ne skeer; no, suh! I'm
gwine to hab a look aroun’, an’ while 1
do> so0 yo' go in yo' daid frien's
gleepin’ apartment, see?”

Coolly cutting strips off the little
man's white gown, Ham tied his legs
and arms securely, adding a gai of
linem +which would effectuall TEE]
Maleze from giving the alarm for some
time. Then he pushed the dwarf into
the caga and turned his attention to
the next job.

He fflamed around the room, the
principle article in which scemed to bo
the big roll-top desk at which Com i
heen cugaped when the Ilare boys had
imterviewed him. Ham guessed that in-
gido this would nrnhnb‘l}" be the recep-
tacle for all  the Flying-Dandit’s
“eoorets,” such ‘ns the negro thought
would be of use to his young bosses,

Without [urther ado he stepped on Lo

the big chair, and from thence on tfo

the top of the deslk. Bringing his
heavy  iron-like naked foot crashing
down on the slats of the patent top, he
split them from end to end. A couple
wore of such crashes and the entire roll-
top was o mass of splinters.

A bunch of keys with labels attached
caught his eve, ard with & snort of joy,
he grabbed them,

“Safe! he read on the disc of one of
them.,. “By golly, Mass’ Oom, mo
don't t'ink dat quite so safe as yuh
mebhe reckons, Dis chile am gwine to
sea an’ fin® out: but whar de blazes is
dat safe hid himself?”

The panelled walls held no sign of o
safe. A bip cupboard held nothing but
a dusty mass of papers. IHam walked
all round the walls tapping, but with no
streeess, until he suddenly realised that
the feor rang somewhat hollow under
hig huge and hard feet.  Rolling the
cdgo of the pile earpet back, he knelt
down and seannced the stwined and
polished floorboarda.

A slight difference in the staining of
one of the boards led lhiun to concen-
trato upon this, and, after some fum-
bling, he found that the board moved
slightly. Additional pressure, and 1t
turned over, showing a small lock be-
neath, which gave to the sinallest key
on_the bunch, .

There was a sudden whirring sound
in the wall, and Hamn sprang fo his feet,
ready for any further hidden perils that
the room might hold.

But the whirring eame from some
Bidden mechanizm that actuated a wide
sirip Al the apparently solid panelling
which slid wpwands revealing the front
of u big safe. Iam inserted (he Ley

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

00M, THE TERRIBLE, 15 A FLYING
BANDIT WHO AIMS TO BE MASTER OF
THE WORLD. HE HAS KIDMAPPED TOM
DARE, A CLEYER |INVENTOR, HIS
EROTHER RICK, AND TWO0O CHUMS,
RICK 1S COMPELLED TO TAKE PART IN
A RAID ON A MILLIONAIRE'S HOUSE,
HE CONTRIVES T WARN THE MILLION-
AIRE, BUT HIZ2 WARNING |18 UNHEEDED.
A3 A LAST RESOURCE, RiCK THEN
FIGHTS A BATTLE WITH 00M IN THE
AIR, BUT THE YOUNGSTER'S FLANE I3
S00M CRIPPLED. MEAN-
WHILE, BACK AT OOM'E
HEADQUARTERS, HAM,
THE BOYS' NEGRO SER.
VANT, 15 ENDEAYOUR-
ING TO LEARN THE
SECRETS OF THE BAN-
BIT'S ETROMGHOLD
WHEN HE SUDDEHNLY
COMES ACGCROS3 A
FEROCIOUS LEOPARD,
AND A DWARF ARMED
WITH POISONDUS
DARTS.

and, after a bLit of
wanipnlation, opened
the door of the safe.

“RBnakes  an’ sar-
pints 1™ he gasped.
* Look hyar!"

Inside were stacks
and stacks of currency
notes of all denomina-
tiona and countries,
from the British bank-
note to the American
1 ﬁr\qen back,”’ whilzt
piled in orderly array
were big jewel cases,

With trembling fingera Ham drew oub
three or four of these and opened them,

“Am I awake, or i3 I dreamin’i” he
gasped. “Golly sakes, dere must be all
de jew-holes in de wide worl' ! Oh-h-h
—oli-h, dis am too hig a t'ing fo’ muh,
bein' jest m no-account, low-down nig-
gal, Mass’® Tom must seo dem an’
dec-cide whaffor to do. If Al Jooks at
dem top long Ab shall loze my sce-
sight [o’ suah,”

Ham gazed with wide-open cyes at
the shimmering mass of diamnonds,
rubies, pearls, somne cut and set, others
in the rough, sparkling and fashing in
the light. He ran the heap through
his lingers, awestruck at the splendour
of his find. Then, wilh a great effart,
he put them back in their cases and
swung the safo door to.

Leaving the room, he then stole across
the basin in the shadows, moving like a
gigantio shadow himself, dodzing the
sentries on duly, most of whom werp
smoking or half asleep. They lad
Lheen so accustomed ta “"‘nothing hap-
pening  when (fom and the great plane
were away on one of the Flying-Bandit's
raids that they did not trouble much
about the prizoners, sceure in the know-
[edge that it was impessible for anyoene
to scale the precipices with which the
bazin was surrounded, or gel oul of the
sironghold, save by flying.

Tom was awake in a flash as Ham
shook his shoulder, and glored up at the
elistening, black form of 1he huge negro
in astonishment. e had been putting
in a long, and, trodh io tell, most infer-
e-ting day in the great workshops, re-
plete with every modern mmechanieal
comirivance, and he was dog-tired,
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“Whassup ¥ he demanded slecply.
" Ham, what the dickens are you doing
here 1

Shaking with fright and excitement,
Ham blurted out his story in his own
curigus lingo. Bub for the deep, blood-
stained scars pn his ebony legs, Tom
might have thought that his henchinan
had been dreaming, He was out of
bed in & twinkling, and, ecrambling into
eome clothes, his brain working rapidly,
for he realised that now, perhaps, hia
chance to get even with Qom was at
hand. The two sneaked out of the hut
and dodged the sentries successfully.
Hamn leading the way into the house by
the basement entrance he had dis-
covered.

It was n:mﬂ?r when Tom saw the In-
terior of the " office,” the smashed desk,
the body of the leopard in one corner,
and the tiny form of Maleze, Iying in
the cage, his eyes glaring helploss rage
and defiance that he fully belicved the
negro's story. Then, when he saw the
wonderful collection of jewels, the loot
of many a midnight raid, and the wads
of notes, he sat down at the desk, and,
burying his head in his bands, gave
himself up to deep thought,

“This means that we have simply got
to make our getaway,” ho muttered.
“If it weren't that old Rick was in that
devil's clutches——  But there, he’ll
have to take his chance, and we must
trust to Providence that he can Keep
hiz end up. It looks as if Ham's bur-
gling was intended to force my hand.
'] @eceept the omen, and risk every-
thing on & last throw. Hallo "

Tom had been glancing round the
desk, which was covered with docu-
ments, and amongst them he saw a
thick, black book which scemed to. be
a kind of diary. He turned the pages
over, and found that it held a reecord
of every tan it the bandit's gang; tho
latcst cnirics being dotails of humsclf,
hiz brother, and I:%am, and Al Higgs.
As he read it his bloed boiled, for thero
in cold-blooded black and white wero
detailed Qom’s plans for his own onp-
ture, the nse to which he was to be put,
and the foct of his devotion to his
young brother, which was to bo used
as & lever to compel him to work for
the master criminal’s ends,

There was a plan of the strongheld,
with details of arpmment, etc. In one
of the drawers he found keys for every
apartment in the stronghold, which he
put in his pocket. Then he went fo
another trapdoor in the floor, indicated
on the plan, and withdrew four auto-
matic pistols, together with plenty of
ammunition for himself and the nogro.
Next he bade Ham go and got some
clothies on whilst bhe pored over the
diary again, absorbing details of those
men who were mnvoluntary prisoners,
and whom he thought might be induced
to join him in his fight against Oom,
if negessary.

On Ham's return Tom made up
ecvaral neat parcels of the more valu-
uble jewels and some of the currency
notes,  The negro’s cyes bolted out of
his head at this,

“Mass' Tom, ain't dat stealin®i”
guavered the buck nigger.

“MNo, it's looting,” responded Tom,
cheerfully. " But Oom's not likely to
want ‘em again, and they're Prmf of
hiz little world-wide robberies.”

“B.-but what’ll he say w'en he come
back ¥ stuttered Ham. * Won't him be
pow'ful mad "

"He's not coming back!™ was the
grim response. “I'm going to put a
gpoke in QOom’s wheel that’ll prevent
him using that wireless plane that he
absolutely depends uwpon. 1t's going to be
mighty risky for Rick, but I guess he's
egqual fo looking after himself. Any-
way, it'll be the he%inning of the end
for Oom, the Terrible!*

—l Fo—

Staggering News !

NCE more Tom Dare and Ham
stola through the shadows
towards the group of buildings
which contained the great

power-houge, the heart and lungs of
Uom’s bandit gang. Without that
immense wireless power of which he had
made himself master, the Flying-Bandit
was uscless, inasmuch az his marvellous
plane would be unable to fiy,

It was characteristic of the man that
he had been so sure of the completeness
of all his arrangemonts, so reliant on
his own foresight and the strength of
hiz plans, that he had made no provision
for possible [ailure. )

Time and again his engineers, or
those who were his own satellites, as
apart from forced prison.rs, had warned
him that he should at least have am
emergency outfit of petrol engines in
case of the fauilurs of power from his
stronghold.

Oom, however had laughed them to
gcorn, and though there had been partial
temporary failures, it had only been for
very brief periods, and he had been able
to keep the groat plane safely stationary,
with the aid of the Dare Stabiliser Auto-
Gyro until the power came on again,

ﬁ'hﬁ Ilying-Bandit argued, and
rightly, in & way that it was worth a
certain amoun* of risk to save the
weight and space which would be occu-
pied by petrol driven engines and the
neoossary fuel for them.

In the wireless plane the room taken
up by the engines was miraculously
small, and thus h. Led all the epuce in
the giant plane at his disposal for loot,
hizs own and crow’s accommodation, and,
if necessary, for prisoners. Also, at
times, he would transport a number of
his gang for some raid in which he
needed more than his ordinary crew, or
when he anticipated a gertain amount of
fighting, for some of that loot at the
gtronghold had not been procured with-
out loss of life an< bloodshed on both
sides, i

Tom Dare had no iden how many men
were in the power bouse, for his own
work had kept him in a small shed at
the farther end of the basin, and
nosing about cther portions of the com-
munity was sternly discouraged. ¥Yel
he bhad a good 1dea of the general lay-
out of the stronghold and knew that
Qom's wealkness lay in the power-house.

As he gazed up at the roof of the
building he saw a bright light strenm-
ing out from a skylight on top and
heard the familiar sound of radio. e
knew that the master bandit was in
constant wircless communication with
his men at the stronghold, for he had
heard him giving orders from the plane,
mostly addressed in Spanish to one
“Gonzalez,” and couched in no uncoriain
tormsa of abuse.

“Ham,” whispered "Tom, “I've got to
get info that place, but for certain
reasons I don't want to risk giving an
alarm. T want to have a look throu
that skylight If you Hoar me whistle
run around to the front and stand by to
give mo help. Bee?! Meantime, give
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me & lift on to that roof. You know
the old trick.”
_ Hastily he whispered a few more
instructions, and then the giant negro
stood, slightly bent, with Lis face to tho
back wall of the building. Tom took =
short run and leapt on to the broad
shoulders; then, as a mighty heave came
from the negre he sprang upwards with
the impetus and was enabled to reach
the eaves of the roof with his fingers.
1t was an old acrobatio trick he had
practised a hundred times in the gym
at Titicacs, but never with such a power-
ful assistant as Ham. Tom hung on
and then, with 2 slow, concentrate
cliort, hotsted himself up antil he was
able to climb on to the roof.

Bilently ns » cat he crawled over until
he could zoe down through the skylizht
to the brilliantly lit room below,

A small, sliding window in the
si::f_light was pnrtiﬁ open, and to his
delight he could hear distinetly what
was taking placa below,

There was & large recciving and
transmitting set, belore which =et a
swarthy-looking individual in wver
dandificd Spanish rng.  The man's
fingers were working like lightning,
adiusting the varicus implements, wit
all of which Tom was perfectly
familiar. -

From the worried expression on the
man's face and the tone he was speak-
ing, 1t was evident that something had
goné wrong, and he was gotting well

straffed " whilst werking like light-
ning to sot the matter right. The drone
of the powerful dynamos from below
somewhat drowned his nctun! words, but
Tom hoard enough to convince him that
Gonzalez was in actunl communication
with his master from the plane on which
Rick was a prisoner.

“Bi, senor., There was o disturbance
romewhere between here and the lake,
Probably an cleetrio storm high up in
the Andes. There should be no further
trouble and you have now fall power,
Si, I keep it on that longthe—!

Tom seurried across the roof on tiptoo
and sent a low whistle over the parapet
which was answered by Ham from the
shadows.

Satisfed that the bi
look-out, Tom hurried back to his lsten-
mg-post  and ouce more anxiously
listened to the conversation which was
being carried on over hundreds of miles
of wild mountain and dezolate plain.
If only he could geot an inkling of where
the plane was. or somo werd of his—

His very eagerness was his undoing,
for in leaning farther forward to catch
a low-toned remark or two he over
balanced, and before he could save him-
self, was hurtling through the skylight
amidst a shower of broken glass.

The fﬂumil{m-eqtﬂr fell full on top of
the man at the instrument, knmking‘lﬁim
flving and breaking the wires of the
headphones Like a flash Tom had
recovered himself and was on the pros-
trate and very nstonished man like a
tornado. One lusty upper-cut gent the
foreizner down again a: he strove,
spluttering, tc rise, then a erack on tha
skull, with the butt ecd of an  auto.
matic, completed the k.o

“By hokey, I've done it now I” said
Tom, with a grin.

He mn_:ipedg for the carphones and
hastily joined the wires together again.
With the earphone: ¢r he next adjusted
the ewitches, and, to his joy, got
connection,

Oom's voice came through,
a blend of Spanish amf G
ths delay in answering.

fellow was on the
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orman ab
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purpcsely feebls reply, " jiggeting * the
switches about to give the impression of
atmospherics due to the electric storm
Gonzalez had offered as an excuse for
the interference with the power.

“What the deuce 13 thoe matter?”
raved Qom. “Con’t you got that instru-
ment  working pm’pﬂrhr? Lagten |
Peower i failing— .

"By i'mk, if that's what's worrying
you it'll be worse before it'a better 1™
chuckled Tom, then loudly: “Give—
present—position—lost—contact—->"

Rapidly Com jerked out a series of
numbers which lefe Tom  bewildered
unti! he happened to glance upwards.
On a roll above his head was a large-
scale map divided intoe tiny squares,
each numbercd in red letters, To his
ustonishiment the numbers Oom had given
nccorded with Luke Titicaea. At ihe
visk of giving himself away he called :

“Give destination, in case power fuils
apain |’

“Thunder and lightning! Denner
und blitzen]  Gott my himmel! Was
thero ever such a dolt 1™ Oom fumed,
first in German, then in Spamsh.
“ Diabolo, Gonzalez, wait until I return,
and your skin shall suffer for tl}is.!
Sgltmru 32 on mwew, fool! Lakesido,
Silas Merger's house. You know what
I have arranged. Caramba! IHave
lost your mnemory as well 23 your sonseg?
Listen! Is that new engincer, Tom
Dare, in his room "

2, senor—I
Tom.

“Mako sure, then, and have a guard
set over him day and night. Ie is of
vital importance to me. Listen! His
hrother—what’s that you say, fool ?—his
brother and the little engincer who hid
himself on the plane are hoth dead.
What? 84, d-e-a-d! The young [ools
defied me, and I—

Tom ecould hardly hear as Oom de-
tailed what had happoned is his brother
and his Cockney pal, for tho, blow de-
prived him of his senses for the moment,
With a mighty cffort, however, he
Fulled himself together, and asked in o
1stless tono :

“*Are you—surc—he—is—dead ¥

“Unless he can drop from  five
thouzand feet to the ground without
hurting himself he s certainly wveory
dead ! was the sarcastic response. * We
were within sight of the Ban Gomwez
Aying ground——"

Tom Dare slammed down the lhead-
phiones and buried his foce in his hands.
Rick dead! Then suddenly be remems
hored Qom's words, “drop from five
thousand feet!” Was it possible that
Rick had seized the opportunity, put lus
angel’'s wings cloak to the tesl, and,
after all, escaped?

A telephone at his elbow buzecd, inler-
rupting  his  meditations, and  he
inechanically picked up the receiver.

“"Power-room  speaking.  There's a
bearing heated in number one, siv.  Shall
1 switch off on to two and four? You
promised to see to them in casc of necd,
and they have been going very unsiemdy
to-day. I am afraid of them—-"

"3, switch on to zem. 1 come in a
lectle vhile. Do not bozzaire me ag'in
untcel T eome. T have hurree to go to
ze office. No distur-rb me unteel zen.
Comprendera 7

Toem replaced the reeeiver, and zprang
to his feet, a light of great determina-
tion 1n his eyes.

“Qom, I've got you in a cleft stick 1™
he hissed to himself. “QOnee in that
puwer-hmm{:a and I'll stop yon flying
sgain, or die in the attempt. If Ruck’s
dead—oh, bnt he isn't, something tells
me he'll get through !—I'll fight you
tooth and najl |”

LEd

licve——" stammerod

Turniog the Tables ]

HE sound of a stifled groan from
urder the table roused Tom
from his deep thoughts. Gon-
zalez was stirring |

He lugged the unfortunate Spaniard
out and examined him. He was still
unconscious, but  showed signa  of
struggling back to life. Tom messured
him with his eye. They were much of
n build. In a few moments the young
inventor had stripped the man of his
dandified Hpanish clothing and had
donned them himsclf. DBehind the deor
was -a long Spanish cloak which would
cover him practically from head to
heels, whilst the broad-brimmed som-
brero would help conceal his faco,

There was a coil of old wire, ropes,
and cords in ong corner of the operator’s
roony, and with these Tom bound the
man hrmly, Then, inserting a gag nto
the Spaniard’s mouth, he bundled him
into a big cupboard in a dark corner of
the room.

With an automatic ready to hand in
the pocket of the eloak, he descended
the stairs (o the power-room below, and
opened the door a few inches. He could
hear, from the diffcrent hum of the
dynamcs that thoe engineer had shifted
from the one with the overheated bear-
ings to the others.

The man locked up from his task for a
momeont as Vom glanced into the room,
and the young 1oventor waved to him
hurriedly, ond nodded.

In thot glance Tom noted that one of
the enginecr's assistunis was the young
Yale student, Terry Page, whorm he had
spoken to when he was first made
prisoner.

With another hurried wave, indicat-
ing that he would return, Tom benged
the door
the shadows outside. He saw the huge
form of Ham pressed against the wali,
pnd gave a low whistle to indicaie his
prosence, |

leewhillikins, Maszs’® Tom, am dat
yo' " gried Ham., "I tought yo' was
one ob de gang, yo' look zo difi'vent !V

“Look here, Ham!? said Tom.
“Wo've got to look mighty slippy, work
fast, and be on the alert all the time. I
want to see if there's a planc in that
hangar. If there is, and we can got
nwny ot once, we'll do so; but I've got
quite n lot to see to first, B'sh !

Across the other side of the square
Tom could see the big hangar, and be-
fore it a sentry marcﬁ]ng up and down
to keep himself warnn, a luge, burly
brute, whom Tom knew to boe a staunch
adherent of OJom's, and n sort of sub-

licutenant in the band. His name was
Antonio, an TItalian punman from
Chicago, of cnormous strength  and

hrutal eharacter.

A little way bevond was a small ghack
which was used a5 s guard-room, where,
doubtless, two or three other men rested
awaiting their turn to go on guard,

“Ham, counld you crecp to the bock of
ithe hengar withoot being seen ¥

“¥Yo' bet I ecan, sah ! grinned Huom.
“Owin" to my colour Ah am fer-ble
decficult to sco in de dark, an' de cat
ain't got nuthin' on muh w'en it comes
to movin® kinder dainly !®

“What L want to do is tergetiinto-that
hungar without being scen or heard,”
suid Tom, “I1 want that big chap loid
out without raising an olarm, I'm
gaing to walk across 1o hitn and get him
in conversatior. Can you lay him out
quictly, if necessary i"

“Buah pop, sah!
sahl Dat dago call
skunk t'odcr day,

On'y too happy.
mo a low down
an’ I ecouldn't ree-

behind him and darted into £
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tahiate. Kin Al lay him out? Just
you watch mah step, boss!*

“Come out of thse shadows, then, when
I whistle,” instructed Tom. “Remem-
ber, quict's the word. I must sec that
plane in the hangar. If it's another
wircless one, my plan's sunk, and I've

got to know for certain before we go
any further. Carry on!®

He gave [Tam time to disappear, then
spuntered oub into thoe light, as if
coming from the opetator’s room. Ho
took & cigar from out of Gonzalez's caso
and lit it. He had scen the Spaniard
and the Italian gunmun laughing and
talking together, and had seen Gonzalez
fnre 6 other one of the strong cigars
rom  this wvery cose., Tom walked
leisurely acrogs the square, ps if making
for the house, imitating as well as he
could Gonzalez's swaggering walk until
he got right under the big arc lamp in
the gentre. Then he waved his hand to
Antonio, s a sort of test, and the latter
returned the salute indiffcrently.

Api:-a.rentlg.r changing his mind, Tom
wheelod round and strolled towards the
marn, taking out the cigar-case again
and keeping hiz head well down. He
was timing in his mind how long it
wonld toke Ham to get to the back of
the hangar by a moras roundabout route,
Then ho ceught a glimpse of the negro’s
hugir.} form slipping between the two
buildinge.

It was preearious walking towards
Antonio, & gunman who would shoot at
sight, for Tom had not seen enough of
the wireless operator to be cortain of
being able to imitate nis walk and bear-
ing sufficiently to deceive s moan who
knew him intimately,

Antonio had no suspicions; apperently,
for e watched Tem approach, with s
rin.

“Halle, CGonzelez, how you comn?
Been talka to do boss. heyt T hear da
cracklin’ over da roof. How'e it go!
Okay "

*“*Bure, okay!" replied Tom, keeping
his head down and sucking at his cigar
as if it would not draw, so as to disgniso
his voice and also hide his face under
the brim of the sombrere, *“You have
recgar, yess "

“Aw, yesh, smoka heem luior,
Changa da guard in haf an houor.

Grazie I He put out u hand hke o leg
of muiton for the proffored case, glane-
ing under Tom's sombrero as id so.

T'hen his thick voiee rasped :

“Corpo di Baccol You not Conza-
lez! Hola—"

Without a sccond’s hesitation, Tom
swung his right for the point of the
man's jaw. Coming on top of thoe sur-
prise at finding that it was not his Span-
ish friend who had approached him, the
burly brute staggered under the blaw,
and for a space it looked as if ho would
be knocked out for tho count.  But
that rugged jaw could take more than
one blow, and, with a snarl of rage,
Antonioc made 8 leap towards his
adversary,

Crash |

Tem's loft connected on the other
side of the man's jaw end stopped his
rush, but again he came bm:)i‘. Up
ripped the younger man's right full inta
Antonig’s solar plexus, followed by &
left. hook to the jaw, But ilmt only

“htagpered tho burly gunman, who bored
in, and would have borne Tom down
by sheer weight. Then o huge forn
stopped out from the shadow of the
hangar, two gigantic fisls whirled, and,
with scionce behind ihe punch, caught
tho Italian at the base of the neck in
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the déadly “rabbit punch.”  Antenio
dropped like a stone, without & sound.

“Thanks! Ham, you were just n
time ! panted Tom. “He was stones
beyond my weight, aed I couldn’t drop
him. Didn't like to use my gun, in
case it went off. Tie him up, and
we'll gshove him in: the hangar.. They
change guard in half an hour. I"want
to go back to the power-house if this
bus. is-O.K. T hope the guard haven’t
heard anything i i

Ham lifted the bulky Italian as if
he was a sack .of flour, and dumped
him into the hangar which Tom had
unlocked. Then he proceeded to tic the
man. up tightly and scientifically, gog-
ging him with & lminp of oily wast
whilst Tom went across and oxamine
the smell two-seater plane.

“My luck’s in,” said Tom. “A Ben-
tom, latest pattern, and petrol driven.
Empty some of those tina of petrol n
the tank, Ham, and then stand h;p' to
get her going directly I come back.”

“Trust me ! grinned the negro.

Tom crossed to tho power-house, and,
casting & glance behind him, saw that
Ham had donned Antonic’s coat and
had taken up sentry-go in the Italian’s
stead.

With his sombrero pulled well down
over his face, Tom entered the power-
house, with an automatic ready to his
hand in hiz pocket, if necessary., The
engineer 'wos bent down over the
dynemo, tinkering with the fmulty en-
gine, and was, about to approach “ Gon-
zalez " when Tom waved him off im-
patiently, and darted up the stairs two
at & timo to the operator’s room.

Once more he tuned in, and after &
while got & call from Qom, frantically
calling for more power.

Tom spapped a rapid reply and
sat listening ta the gounds that came
distinptly over the wireless. He could
hear the engines of the Big plane which
he could recogmize in a thousand by
their steady, placid rhythm. Now,
sbove that gstéady beat he heard
snother pound, the brief, ztaccato
coughing of m high-powered, racing en-
gine that told of the presenes of
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another plane near st hand to Oom's,
and such 'was his knowledge of every
type of flier that the young inventor
rennlgmscd'“i_ta beat. '

“I'm betting that's a Do Hay bomber,
Tiger,” Tom muttered to himself.
“Going all out, too. '[hat'll be from
—— By the powers, if it 13 Rick! It
might be. Anyway, I can help that
chap, whoever it is. I'll take a chance.
In any casze, if Rick’s still on Oom’s
machine, he must take his chance. She
waon't erash; the stabiliser will keep
her up. But I can cut off her power.”

Tom re-entered the power-house, and
walked directly across fo the faulty
engine, the engineer looking up as he
approached. .

“Helle! You been long cnough,
Gonezalez!” he said surlily. * Somethin’
wrong wi' th’ wireless phone ¥

Toem nodded curtly, and, under the
shade of the sombréro, took o glance
at the other two men. .One was a
Bpaniard, & squint-eyed, sullen-locking
brute whem Tom had seen before; the
other was young Terry Page, the
promumng scientist from Yale.

The lad was very pale, and looked
forlorn and downecast as the cngincer
Epat out some orders fto him.

“Jump to it, an’ git that -jacket
oiled, cain't yer?"” the man shouted.
“Think yer still af Yale, yer blinkin®
millionaire toff? By heck, I'll be cut-
tin' off another finger to send to yer
dad to hurry up thet mansom if yer
don't move a bit guicker!™

Tom saw that the youngster's right
hand was bound up in a bleod-stained
bandage, and that he was evidently in
pain, and he guessed that- Oom had
carried out one of - his oft-reponted
threats, and hastened a ransom by
sending the relatives a reminder in the
shape of & 1']51:," relic of the kidoapped.

His blood boiled, and he saw red as
the cngineer looked up at him, with a
smirk, as if seeking his approval for the
cruel jest, :

The man’s expression changed the
next moment, however; his  jaw
dropped, and his face paled, for he was

stooping so low over the cngine that
he could see under the sombroro.
Once more Tom heard the words:
“By heck, but yer not Gonzalez—"
As the man's hand whip townrds
the hp-pocket of his overalls Tom ficed
from his pocket, and, with a shrick of
pain, the engincer dropped his balf-
drawn gun and clutched his arm.

The Bpaniard was lightning on the
draw, and had his “gat 7 in a shoulder
holster.- Before he could carry out his
intentions, however, young Tervy Page,
who was between the two, acted swiftly.

Up swept his right foot, and the gat
exploded ha.rm]asagly in the air as it
went flying, whilst the Spaniard recled
against the hemming dynamo.

‘He must have touched an exposcd
live wira, for, with a ghastly shrick, he
collapsed as an intense blue fame loapt
out; then he slumped down, an in-
animate heap, with scorched and black-
enad flesh.

Tom glanced at the youngster wilk
gleaming eyes.

“Thanks, Lerry!” he snapped. "I
toke it you're on my side—ech?"

“¥ou bet,” retorted the }'GUEE;'I:EI'.
“i you're against this gang! I'm w
prisoncr hore, same as yourself, under
ransom. Lwook here”—he held up his
hacked off my

1njured Ii'a.nd—"thg L. 4R e
, rusty Lnife,

finger with a j
gent it to dad Eﬂl a demand for half
a million dollars. DMyou wonder I'm
ready for anything to get square with
Oom and his gang of wolves?”

“*Good enough ! said Tom. " 8Bwitch
off those dynamos! In ten minutes we
can pub peid to Oom's boasted power,
for he's helpless without the wireless
from here. ke this gun, and if that
engineer - starts anvthing, shoot—and
shoot to lill! B{:ﬁ,. we're going to get
eway from here this night, if we have
to shoot up the whole durned garrison I

(Oam the Terrible i booked for o
number ené sice shock by the look af
things. Fook out for cacther feast of
thrills in next week’s gripping instal-
ment, ehums it's the best yet N
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IF YOU'RE IN

out) to the following:

A FIGHT—

Plensa oblige by giving the n.-o. (nock-

{(Upper Fourth), H. J.
. Loder({8ixth), C. Ponsonby (Highclifie),
and thot beeat Quelch. I'll stand by and
hold your jacket, old chap 1—Letters only,
" Hoapful,” Btudy No. 7, Remove Passage.

NEED OF

C. R. Tomple
Coker (Fifth),

No.

E—
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Greyfriaes the

LAUGH AND GROW FAT.

rald

LATEST

{5

SISl EXTRA
WHARTON, N
F.G.R. EDITION

request of

November 28th, 1931.

This space was reserved for the
FISH MONEY-LENDING &
FINANCE - AGENCY, but ||
that company has suddenly
gone into liquidation at the

Mr. Quelch. _

Now, pentla render,
I would like to load you
up the garden andex-
amine the wonders of
Nature which we may
seo about us.  Tho early
winter is the best time
to study Nature, a8
there 18  practically
nothing to study.

If it wasn't for the fog
which swrrounds ws, we
should be abls {0 see & lot
more fog. The fop, as vou
know, 18 created by =&
creature called the Balli-
misti.  When the Balli-
misti is attucked by its
ememtes, it gives forth the
curious vapour which wa
call fog., At the moment it
would seem that about three
million Ballimisties are béing
attacked by enemies.

If yom look clogely on
the trunks of the trees you
may see & small inseat nmmﬁn
the Tiniweenie. But it isn’t
likely ; for these littlo
ereatures are totally  in-
vigible to the naked eye.
They eannot even be seen
with & high-powered micro-
scope.  In fach, scientists
have not yet found out
whether they are thers or
not,

The Dog Tree ia worth
oxamining, i you come
acrosg it. It iz called tha

OUR NATURE COLUMN

PROFESSOR SQUIFF'S LITTLE

LEG PULL

Do
look exactly like a dog if it
was s little more dag-shaped.
You can always tell the
Uﬁ:ﬁim by ita barls.

‘he Salad Bird is a
curious fowl, It makes its
neat of heetroots, lettuces,
and cucumbers, and it lays
ia  egps  hard - boiled.
Scientista bave attempted
to reagon with the creature,
but to no avail,

Have you aver seen those
knutty walking.sticks with
the bulk handles ¥ These
are cut from the Walking-
stick Bush. The handles, ag
grown by the tree, are rather
raugh ; but there is a little
inscct called the Plane Fly
who nests on these aticks,
and he planes them into
shape with his sharp tail.
The sap of this tree is
compoesed mainly of un.
oxidized iron, and this
exudes through the bark to
make the ferrules at the
end of each sticlk.

The sugar-cane, while it

Tree because it would ia loaded with sap, is very

sweet, After it is cut, and
shaped with a handle, it
loses & pood deal of its
sweetness. Don't I know
it. Hum! Eend owver,
Field ! Certninly, Loder.
FProfessor Sgquifl is about to
broadeast on & cane-lengih
of thirty inchea.

LEARN TO BLAY
THE HOSKINS WAY!

Piano-thumping taught by
my smaching new Sledge-

hammer Systermn. Don't ho
satigfied just to tickle the

ivories ;  HIT °'EM  the
Hosking Way! After onae
leeson, you'll find that
friends who formerly ignored

vour amateurish eflorts will
be umﬁm_momﬂﬁmm to listen

ta you. n't delay ! Write
now for Proanectus 1o the
HOSEINS MUSICAL IN-
BTITUTE, Fifth Form
Passage,

Vernon-3mith's cheel:
in eolosspl. Tines and
lickinga fall npon the
Boundar aa thiek as a
glice of bread-and-butter
in Hall; but he etill
goea ahout looking for
tranblo.

His latest escapads abaclutely takes the
In the wheola annala of Grey-
heen A more
e ﬂwm.m.# ak
to twist himself
aving received

hiscuit.
friara there has noewvor
deliberate hit of
junior. Smithy is tryin
into knots in his study,
o sUfl licking from Queleh ;

rest of the school is yelling over it.

Tha thing happened
like thia.

This afternoon the
Bounder wanted to
write a lettor to a
iriend of his in London,
enel, thinking to he a
bit swanky, he waited
watil Quglehy was out,
awd then pipped into
iz etudy and bogan
trping tha letter on the
Frren master's  typo-
writer.

AVhile he was going strong, Quolchy

came in and barked ;

* ¥ernon-Smith ! How dare vou use my
typewniler without permigsion ¥ 2
* Borrey, gir,” said the Boundar,

BEGGING FOR TROUBLE

Quelch in a Rage

Queleh snorted.

from any

but a'l tha

it—and then

Quelehy took the

* You will write out one hundred times.
"I must not use my Form master's type.
writer without permission,” and hand the
imposition to me befors tea-time,” he

enapped, Qo™

Smithy left the study,
and Quelch went out
for & walk to dodge
Prout.

When the master of
the Remova returned,
Yernon-Smith came up
to his study with o
eead of papers in his
hand.

“ Have waou written
your impoaition, Ver-
non-Bmith " snapped
Mr. Quelch,

" Yes, sir! Here it
mlh .
impot and glared at
ho almost jumped clear of

ibe floor. He positively gorgled with rage.
The Boundor had hod the impossible

nerve to type out that impat en Quoelehy’

Lypewriber, Con you beat that for arnnm

3
t

News hag just come
to hand of an astonish-

LATE EXTRA,

goll. Many fine ex.
amples of ancient and

Wun theft mEﬁ.—nrﬂw_u modern cigarette-
ocker of Mr. Richard carda have disg-
Nugent, w0 wai: ASTONISHING THEFT orcsa’ trey son
known cigarctle-card never be replaced.”

collector. Mr, Nugent's qﬁ _ “Have you _any
collection of aratte idea what thisves
cards was own may do with them 1"
throughout Greyfriars. ﬁHD.:. I'N bet =
He had many pricaless H dollar they imtend to
and rare examples in . gmuggle them out of
hizs ﬁ.a:ﬁmﬂua.ﬁﬂmumm .E.Qw.—ﬁm O.m- W.m.d.a. MHQH..HZ the country and esll

which, if naot re.

covered, it will be impoasible to replace.
" The thieves vvidently picked the lock of myjwould pay fabulous prices for
locker,” he told our representetive.

lock myaelf out of & couple of pa

hand blew off the lock with nitro-
glycerine or m._,___E__m_ﬁ.w_.?._;.u_.i and
Eammam up all my cigaretto-
cards.

‘“Have you any idea of the
value of the stolen articles 1%
asked our reprosentative.

* Imposgibla 1" angwered Mr.
Nugent, ' Some of them were
almost priceless,  For instance,
my splendid example of the * Buif
Orpington '—No. 3@ in the
* Furmyard * Beries—was worth
an immense amount. Mr. Georgo
Gatty, a rival collector, was keon
to buy it from me, snd offered
me thirty marbles and o brokon

not secura it
* Amazing 11
“*Thenn thera wwna my

] 2 o,
o N 8
gyroscope ; but even this enormous price could|[ rel

*Flags of All Nations®

“ I made the| rards."
r-fastenara, and
it should have been absolutely burglar-proof.
But some time during yvesterday avenmg a thievishi with the Fisher T. Fish Insurance Co.

“* 0h, wesl

Ot

mE ™

‘eollectors ! Many

the Remove

them to foreign
Dutoh ar American collactora
porpe of my

“Waa the eolleetion insured, Mr., Nugent 7"
It wea inaured for ten

oughnuta
But what's
the good of that? Fishy will
never ' part up  thoss dough-
.-H-..-.Fm‘.u

“You moid it,” 1 agreed.
“ Yhat steps are you faking to
discover the thiovea I Have you
called in Jotland Yerd 7"

“No,” answered BMr. Nuogent
heartily. "I want those ecards
back pgain. Between you and
me, 1 holf suspoet that Jobtlamd
Yard ara the Lhieves. You
know what they are.'”

* True, truat”

“I'm now mn.mun to see Fishy.
If he doesn’t pay up those
doughnuts in time for tes, can
te meke bhim shell

* Youean,” Teaid. “ We'll sos to it."”

' The And Mr. Nugent rushed off—stopping ounly to
Series, in perfect condition, for which I was offered| sick up twonty or thirty cigarette-car

which had

& whole tanner by Paget of the Third—and wouldn't | iropped out of his bulging pockets.

=

= ——

MRS. MIMBLE TRIES fT ON

DOWN

WITH

DUMPED

DOUGHNUTS

Oh Mrs. Mimblo! Aren’t you
ashamoed of wourself for trving
to swing stale tuck on the citizens
of Groyiriars T Fie on voul

Tho fact is, readers {Featle or
otherwigs), Mrs, DMimbla has
besn ™ trying it on.” She thought
ghe could make a littla more
profit by etocking stale tuck,
and she actually thought we
wouldn't notice the dilerence.
Bhe docsn't know the Remove,

When o tart slippod out of
Johnny Ba'l'a hand and koooked
& large hole in the quad, we bogan
to think that the said tart wasn't
as fresh as it might have been.
And when the sardines purchasod
br Wharton triad to elimb out
of the tin, we felt that something
ought to ba done ahout it.

We accordingly set up a Pure

Food Commills,
Chairmanghip «»
to inguire into yry matter of the
alleged atalo tucr. The Cornmities
has just issued is report, which
rung as follows

under tha
Diek Penfold,

CENTRA? REYFRIARS
CRIMINIEL COURT.
FOoD COMMITTERE'S
FIRST REFORT.

Acting on instructions lo
fnvestigate M ructions which
Begare because the (uck wesn't
fit for pigs b suck, we have
duly made ¢ search in old
Jessie Mimbo's perch, and,
gy you might expect, our
sucpicions wira correct, For
we found e dental fuel, as
served oul io%h  yfriars School,
waa considably below the
standard of g year age,

The tarts and apple-pies
wwere completely full of fies,
The apples, we wmight add,
were  exceptionally bad—uwe
bonght and tasted four which
were rotien to the core.

In the penny sausage-roils
we found nolling save some
holes through which, we have
na doubd, oll the sousoges
got owt.  We fried to eal @
fiscuit, but decided not io
tisk dt—it was full of wmoss
and mrllew  which  might
easily fave killed you.

The Special Dundes Cake
looked Iike molid  stomach-
ache, and we fear tf must fiqve
been mode in 1917, T'he
slicks of almond rock gove
ws all o Hmﬂ._v_»ﬂh shock ¢ when
tee fouwched that lasty sweet, i
Jeil fo powder af our feat,

In the special circumestances,
nol  fo foke the  slightest
chances, we think the grub
t& rightly not so decent asz &
might be, and ws reconmend
this curd befng send to Jotland
Yard, with a aspecial invila-
tion jor a sfrict investioation,

CLwed, af top of et coltm: )

And we emphasise fhis
lenfold
With our signafure :

Dioe PENFOLD.

(In econjunclion with the

ﬁuﬁ renowned Pure Food
Commitiee.)

The HEemowve will not, of course,
adopt the sugpestion of handi
over thia matter to Jotland Yard.
The ¢ase is too urgont for thot.
Immediate mmeasures must bo
teken,

After & meesting of the Govern-
mont which lasted as long aa
forty-five seconds, it was decided
to eond a deputation to Mrs.
Mimble with a framed copy of
tho Committes's report. I¥ this
doesn’t bring about an alteration,
thera is a probability that a
boyeolt will be proelaimed in the
Remove, and Mra, Mimble's shop
avoided,

SOCIETY GOSSIP

News from the

Upper

A gentleman called at
tho sehool vesterday col-
logting funds for the
Lantham Haoma for
Heolpless Nitwita, The
Fifth Form unanimously
donatod Horars Caolper.

Bolsover Major ig giv-
ing a tea-fight in his
study to-night. Bolsover
will get the tea, and tho

¢ guests will pet the Hight.

FESSREE

Hﬁnuﬁnﬂ? mﬁmm. mm
putting on flesh. he
gets any fatter he may
easily Le mistaken for a

the echonl ataff,
from the Head
tothoboot-boy,
to his home for
the wvac., was
: ho able to ed.
m—un cape the boot.
Mr. Josoph Banks has
had another relapsze, and
onea  again  finds  ib
nocessary  to leave
businesa and take =&
thorough rest-cure at &

larga senatorium  on
Dartmoor.

Mr. William Gosling
mtends to  write ilhe
ato of hia lifo. No

doubt the work will be
published in about 250
volumes. Mr, Gosling
digtinetly romembers
Juliva Cuezar.

Coker recently had a tooth out.

He complains that I'otter

Gireene, who accompanmcd him to
the dentist's, were laughing and

jolung all tho way,
Appavently  they

extroctod
gome fun out of the situation !

askelaton.

angd Mr. Ceeil Ponson

ithe famous Highelifle
blackeuward, had a nar-
row escape [rom expul.
sion recently. Only by
inviting the whola of

AMr. Willinm: DBunter
intends to dispasoe of n
large atock of well.
written 1.0.11.'s 10 any-
body whe will tako thoem
at their dace value,
{10 per cent discounk
for prompt cash.)

PATENT

LINES’

MACHINE

Fishy’s New Venture

Yon cannot keep 8 good
man down. The some thing
spplies to o smart guy. Mre.
Figher T. Fish, of New Yorlz,
i3 o smart guy—heo’s always

ot aome woird and wonder.
al idea for making money.

Hiz latoat stunt iz anato-
matic machinez, A few
weaka apge he hirad o
chocolate machine which he
installed wuncler the roso
anidd the Memove stairs.
Thia machine has made such
a good profit for its owuner,
that Fishy is building other
mashings on a differont line.

* Chocolatea ave all vicht,
of eourse,”’ saad Ale. 10ish,
gpoaking thransh s oose
to o " Groylrines  Herald
representativa.  *f Dul fhar
ain’t enouch aale Ior o
I coleulate makiog o fartans:
on iny new machines.™

The popularity of herrings
—which hove =0 _._....._m Ipicegean
the atapla diot of the
Second Form—ia throatened
by A sodden movement in
fnvonr of haddocks,

May woe sugrest, ad &
rallying.anthem, the old
Irish song, " Come DBack to
Herrving ! 8

" Bays wou, Mr. Fish 1™
"Boys me! Thesa are
Imposition Machines, When
o guy bags o hundred lines
of Virgil from Queleh, ho

simply shoves a shilling in
the slot oand pulls  the
drawer—and the humired

lines roll gut,"

* How eome, Ay, Fish 17

1 gueea [ witla n stack
of impota and boaad 'em into
the machines, you bonchead.
One Yirgil machine, ono
Cwsnr machine, amil ono
Eualid mnehine  Any linea,
e Dol the lhundred, Shove

i g ahilling and pull out the

drawar.  The stunt of o
lifetime."

* Thon hast eaid it. Mr.
Fich. Whero aro you going
to inetall theso machines 1'%

“"Weaal, I puesa 1 did
think of asking Quelch's

permission to put ‘om in

the Iorm.room; but I
galculate that it would
hardly get by. Beller not

say onything to Quelch.
The guy lhes no businesa
inetinet, I guess I'll hoava
to put "em in tho sbady, and
if Hull and Field don't Liks
it, they can lump it."

STOP PREES. —Bull and
Ficld have duly ** lnmped ™
it. They lumpwmlt the
machines into the pusange
and Figher T. Tish with
thom. The dismal clanking
noige in the RBemovoe pasaitgo
iz not a ghoat rottling chaing,
it's Fishy trying to fimd o
sito for his Lines' Maclinea.

BUSINESS

ANNOUNCEMENT!

Heorbert Vernon-Smith,
2R, hes snnonnged  hig
mitention, ag soon na condis
tiona  aro  favoursbde, of
opening o  soda-fonntnin
and hot-drink saloon in ono
af tho box-rooms. Lo ks
us to state that the slory
of his changing his nanw to
Shorbort Vomon-sontl 15 u
malicious imvenlicn.



