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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Got Him !
1 oB ¥
B “What the dickens—"
“Go easy, old man!”
Harry Wharton, Frank

Nugent, and Johnny Ball all spoke at
once. And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
chimed in: .

“My esteemed, infuriated Bob—->"

It wes quite startling! Bob Cherry,
of the Greyfriars Remove, was es good-
tempered a fellow as ever the sun shone
on. Smiles came much more easily to
him than frowns. BSeld indoed, was
hiz sunny face seen clouded with anger.

New it was mora than clouded. If
was thunderous, His brows were
knitted, his blue eyes gleamed, his
cheeks were crimson with wrath. Iis
chums, walking under the old elms at
Greyfriars Bchool, after morning class,
stared as thay beheld him. Bob, as he
came along, was dragging another
fellow by the collar.

That fellow was Caffyn, tha new boy
in the Remove. The Snips, as the
Removites called him, wriggled wildly
in Bob's hefty %ri!p. But the weedy
Snipe was aquite helpless. He wriggled
and squealed, but he bundled along
resistlessly as Bob hauled him.

“Tet gol” howled Caffyn. “You
bully, leggo my collar I

“Pob, old man!” gasped Harry
Wharton.

“ Btop him 1" yelled Caffyn,

“What the thump——"
Johnny Ball. :

Bob Cherry came to & halt, still grasp-
ing Caffyn. He gave him & shake,
which changed his frantic squeal into
s splutter.

Bob was anything but a hu"%u He
was twice as strong as Caffyn, but he
was not the fellow to use his strength
against & weaker fellow. Now, hierwy-
ever, the Snipe was getting the full
benefit of it. Baolb shook him & good deal
like a terrier shaking a rat.
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exclaimed

—

“What the dickens has the Snipe done
this_time ?” asked Johnny Bull.

“1 spotted him at it " roared Bob.

“ At what?"

“Look at that!”

In hias left hand Bob held up a cata-
ult. It belonged to the Snipe, and
b had evidently taken it from him.

b waz cabapulting Gosling's
mastiff [ hooted DBeb. " Might have
knocked out the poor beast’s eye, for all
he cared. Of course, the dog was on the
chain, or the miserable worm wouldn't
have dared go near him. T'm going to
smash him into little pieces "

“Urrrggh o 1" gurgled Caffyn.

“Worm 1" growled Johnny Bull.

Harry Wharton looked st the wrig-
gling Snipe, in contemn mmflnd wi
wonder. How any fellow could derive
amusement from tﬂnnenﬁng animals
was & mystery to Wharton's henithg
mind. He simply could not understan
it. But he knaw that it was & favourite
amusement of Snipe's. The catapult
was the Sni{m’ﬁ favourite weapon. He
was very skilful in the use of it, and any
defenceless creature to
become his victim.

“ Beatter take him to Quelch,” said the
captain of the Remove. “He would get
six for having s catapult at all.”

“Bneak !" snarled Caffyn.

Bob shook him sgain, and he splut-
tered for breath.

*If the weedy rotter could put 1p his
hands,” said Bob, “I'd give him the
thrashing of his life. But he can’t—and
won't | e can't do anything, except
slack, and frowst, and smoke cigarsttes,
and play dirty tricks, One of you
fellows cut in and get a fives bat. I'm
going to whop him till he can’t crawl.”

“Let me go |~ squealed Cafiyn.

Shake | '

H:Urrsgh '[?J

Caffyn made a desperate cffort. The

rospeet of & whopping: from a fives
Eat wielded hf-: ob’s hefty hand,
inspired him with unusual energy.
wrenched himself away, and his collar

was likely

Caffyn ran hard, with Coker close astern, leiting out & heavy footl

tore oubt and remained in Bob's grasp
a3 the Snipe bounded away.
The instant he was released, he Hew.
He dashed thmugl'h the trecs,. spun
round into Elm Walk, and headed for
the open spaces of the quadrangle, like

& hunted hare. Caffyn was no sprinter,

s a tule, but terror seemed to lend him
Wings. 15 feet seemed hardly to touch
the ground as he fled.

Bob stood for & second, staring at
the torn collar in his hand., Then he
gave & roar of wrath.

“ After him |"

He dashed in pursuit. After him ran
the Co., not so much bent on captur-
ing Caffyn as on preventing Bob irom
damaging him too much when caught.
Job's temper was boiling, and looked
like boiling over.

But brief as was the Snipe’s siart, he
was making the best use of 1it. He fairly
flew, Fast az Bob ran, theé terrfied
Snipe flew faster. The Elm Walk led
into the quad, where there were plenty
of fellows about, and Bixth Form pre-
fects walking in state. Caffyn generally
liked to keep clear of prefects, and cer-
tainly would not have liked Wingate or
Gwynne or Sykes fo hear that he had
been cstapulting o chained dog. Dut
snvthing or aniigrndsr was hetter than

Cherry in his present fiery mood.
He would have been glad to run into &
Sixth Form prefect at that moment.

And no doubt he would have made his
espape, had the way been clear.

But it was just then that the spirit
moved Billy Bunter to rell into the Elm
Walk. .

Billy Bunter had been looking for the
Famous Five., He had something to
tell them about a postal order that Hia'
was expecting. aving learmed that
Smithy had seen them walk past the
alma, the fat Owl of the ove was
repairing thither in quest of them. It
was rather an unfortunate moment for
Bunter to chooze.

For as he rolled into the path under
the elms Caffyn cime shooting along
like a stone from hiz own catavult.

iGopyright in the United States of Amerlea, All rights ressrved, and roproduoction without permission strictly forbldden.)



—HIS BRIGHTEST AND BEST IN THIS SUPERB LONG YARN

OF GREYFRIARS.

Bunter did not even see him before
he crashed. Caffyn sw Bunter—too
lata. He was going too fast to stop.

In & split second they were mi up
on the %th'

Billy Bunter felt as if a runaway car
had Lit hire. He landed on his EY
back, gesping. Caffyn landed on
Bunter.

If Bunter's bump on the solid earth
had left any wind in him, Caffyn's
weight knooked it out.

The fat junior gurgled horribly.

“Oooocct Ooooer! Wooooh ™

Caffyn, dizzy from the shock, rolled
off Bunter, scrambled breathleasly
up. Ha was hardly on his feet when
Bob Cherry's grasp closed on him again.

“Urrrgh ! came from Bunter. “I
gay, you fellows—wrrergeh 1
But the fat ©wl gasped unheeded.

Caffyn, captured once more, was
dragged back headlong through the
trees. Ile sguealed with apprehension
as he went, in-the midst of the Famous

I"ive, and Billy Bunter was left to gasp
and splatter on his lonely own.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Nabob’s Whesso !
Y esteemed chums—* mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram

Ei&%g'

dusky nshob had
Fi-:ked up ﬂaﬂ'}rn‘s catapult, which Bob
1ad thrown aside when he rushed afier

[ 2]

the Soipe. Bob had Caffyn by the ear
now, which waa mnot I.lk;ﬂlg to break
loose, however great the efforts of the
PTIS0Ner.

“Who's getting that fives bat?”
snap Bob “1 can't hold this wrig-

giilla% worm for ever 1"

ill you let me go?® squealed
Cafyn,

“After you've had your gruel, not
before 1" answe s

“Myw esteemed and idiotie chuma, an
shsurd and terrific wheezs has ocourred
to my asinine brain," seid Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh. *As the venerable
poet remarks—"

“0Oh, blow the poet!” grunted Bob.
“1 want a fivea bat, nntdpu-etry."

“But the venerable and idiotic poet
remarks—-"

“ Fathead [

“IHe remarks—"

*Cheeso it 1" )

“He remarks,” persisted the nabob
imperturbably, *that the punishment
should ba made to fit the crime. Thesa
are the venerable and ludicrous words
of the esteemed poet O'Sullivan.”

" Gilbert, you ass | said Bob. * Bulli-
van was the tune merchant., Never
mind Gilbert and Sullivan now. I want
o fives bat A cricket stump would do.”

“Legpo my ear ™ yelled Caffyn,

Bob's fingor and ﬁm’!} wa;:aF like &
;nnr of steel pincers on the Spipe’s ear.
Ie did not relax that pincer-like grip.

“¥Yon shut up,” said Bob. “Ii you
bolt again r:-u’ii leava an ear behind
:rm.; instead of a collar! I'm not letting
goI”

“You rotter—you-———"

“8hut ap 1™

“My esteemed and absurd Bob, per-
hapsfully you remember the idiotic lines
of the vensrable Gilbert O'Sullivan——*

"1 remember th ass I* said Baoh.
“ Bother them, fathead, and bother you,
chump! Perhaps a kicking will do for
Cafiyn ™

o Eﬂlﬁl”

"My nhliect all sublime,
I shall achieve in time,
To mske the punishment At the
-orime |
The punishment fit the crime ™

- Hurree Jamset Ham Bingh recited
those well-known lines, heedless of
Bob's impatience. The other fellows
grinned. Beb snorted,

. “Finished gabblingi" he demanded.
I'an ¥

“But I am about to expound a terrifio
end lu;t??ﬂs wlawﬁaa I’:lsnid the %E'I:_Iﬂh
roproaghfulily. s iBgus nipe
nu‘%hﬁ to ' punished Eﬂmagdi;l:gtn his
erime! He has catapulted an animsl!
Let us proceed to punich the execrable
8ni eatapultiully.”

”B?oha-n-t?" * gaspod Bob,

“Inky |” exclasimed Wharton

The juniors stared at Hurree Singh.
They were prepared to whop the Bnipo
with & fives bat, or to kick him vigor-
ously. But they were certainly not pre-
pered to pelt him with stones from'a
catapult. No doubt he deserved it, con-
sidering what he had done; but it was
not & punishment that could be in-
flisted. They were not Caffynsl

From the Bnipe ¢ame a bowl of sheer
terror,

“Deon’t you darel I'll go to Quelch—
I'll go to the Head! I'l—*

“¥ou'll shut up if you donr't want me
to twist your ear!” said Bab Uherry.
“You're dead in this act! Look here,
Inky, don’t you be n goat! Think we
can buzz stomes even at a beast like
Caffyni”

“ My dear and esteemed ass, the think-
fulness is torrific |" answered the oabob

Hot-headed, aggressive, and
overbearing—Horace Coker Is
all these and then some! Bni
he’s a man of his word. He's
resolved to take on the task
of reforming his rascally
eousin Edga; t‘iﬁrn. Can he
o

= = .

of Bhanipur: but at the same time ho
winked at the chums of the Remove,
with the eye that was turned away from

Cafyn.

Then they understood. The dusky
nabob's game was to pull Caliyn’s leg, as
& warniog to him to leave catapulting

L,

As soon as they understood that, the
Co. jeined in the game, as it were, at
once. They played up automatioslly,
opposition giving place to hearty
endorsement.

“Jolly good idea I” srid Johnny Bull.

“(Good egg1” assented Nugent.

“Leave it to 'you, partoer!® said

_Harry Wharton.

“0Oh, all right I” s2id Bob., “Leave it
to Inkyl After sll, the punishment
ought to fit the crime! It's a ripping
idea, though a bit tough on the jolly
old criminal.™

“Don't you dare ! shrieked Caffyn.

“Tho esteemed criminal is not allowed
to give an opinion,” remarked the nabob
gravely. “Take him along to a quiet
epot, my idiotia friends, and I will
handle the catepult. I will select some
nice sharp stoneg—m-=~"

“Yarooh IV

“Don't yell before yvou'ro hurt, you
funk [ grunted Bob., *“You'll want all
your breath to yell when you get what
you li:-m that poor old bow-wow [
Dl‘:I” gol Oh, bBelp! Let mo gol

Caltyn ﬂtrilfgled, but mot very
-:stmnuausli'. o did not want bis ear to
coma off like his collar. Ted

by that
ear, he stumbled along with the &o., to

the most secluded spot botween the slmas

and the old achool wall.
There he was plantad with his back te
the wall, and his arms wera ;i;'a.!%ed.
¥y Bob

and held in a grip of iron
face was white with

Cherry and Johnny Bull.
His pimply
torror. As an habitua! handler of the
catapult, Caffyn knew what a terribly
dangerous weapon it was. He knew
that people been blinded by an un-
lucky missile from such a weapon. Eie
coolly took the chance of that in pelt-
ing his vietime. But to take the chance
himself was quite snother matter. He
howled with terror. :
Hurres Jamset Ram Bingh stood in

front of him, fitting =& lfe ble to the
catapult. Caffyn pented, againzt the
wall facing him,

“You'll ba sacked for this!" he
howled. “¥You know that fellowe ain't
allowed to wusa catapults In the
school—-"

“Fat lot you care about that|”
snorted Bob.

“Whoever 18 saucy to the goose must

be saucy to the gander, as the English
%rmrarh remarkably observes!” said
urres Jamsot Bam Singh, “Eeep
‘our head steady, my esteemed Bnipe!
do not want to miss your nose, and
knock out one of your absurd eyes.”

Caffyn gave a fearful yoll at the mere
suggestion. The perspiration trickled
down his pallid face,

“Let me go!” he squealed. " I—I—
I'l never catapult agsinl T'll—=I'l]
throw the thing awayl I—I'll never
touch a dog or & cat againl I
Ewear—-"

“You won’t swear here,” said Bob.

“We're ectable, if you'ra notl™”
“Ha, ha, ha I*
“Csn’t you see the joke of it,
Caffyn?” asked Wharton. “This is
uite ns funny as catapulting Gosling's
og, or old Coote's horse. You th £

that funny, didn't you? Well, then, this
is where you laugh (™

_ Edgar Caffyn did not lock like laugh-
ing.
o Careful, Inky!” said Johnny Bull

Don't get one of us instead of Caffyn.
That would be too much of a joke.”

“Tha carefulness will be terrific [V
assured the nabob. * Will you have the
absurd goodness to keop your idiotio
napper still, Cafyn1”

“ With sll dvc:ur faults we love you
still I¥ grinned Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“It's a ripping wheeze, and I'm glad
Inké thought of 1t,” said Bob. It will
do Cafiyn no end of good! He will sco
the error of his ways—if Inky leaves
him an cye to see with, of coursa.™

Howl, from Caflyn.

“It's & great idea making the punish-
ment At crime,” went on Bob., "It
ought really to be law. Fallows do
rotten cruel things because they're teo
dense to understand what they're deing.
F'rinstance, the thickest-hoade. Juntry
squire would never hunt foxes if he'd
been hunted himself, and knew what it
was like.”

“0Ok, my hat!™

“ And the brutes who find amusement
in shooting birds,” said Bob. “Think
what a lot of good it would do them to
be ﬁppered with shat,"

“Ha, ha, ha*

*Go it, Inkyt Leave Caffyn ona
eyve, if you can, 80 that he can see what
a rotter he 151"

Caffyn shricked.
Hurrea Jamsot Ram Singh was tak-
ing deadly aim! That was all he was
ing to do, 83 a matter of fact. But
n wia not aware of that, and he
howled and yelled and shricked
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Sudde he broke away from the
grasp on his arms. He was not swara
that tho juniors considered that the
ame had gone far enough, and that
o had had a sufficieat lesson, Tearing
himself loose, he balted.

“8&top him!” roared Bob,
making a movement, however,

“Collar him I’ yelled Johnny Bull,
also standing still.

Caffyn tore on, unpursucd, but fancy-
ing that the wholos Co. were Whﬂﬂpil’ig
at his heels. He panted, he puffed, an
he blew and flew |

“ After him ¥

“QGot him in the back of the neck,
Inky! Land it right in the back of his
neck 1" yelled Nugent.

The nabob grinned. He was already
breaking Caffyn’s catapult into small
pieces. But tha fear of a sharp stone
crashing into the baock of his neck drove
thea Snmipe on in more frantic flight.
Gurgling for breath, ho vanished from
view, goin ﬂﬂﬂﬂlﬂfﬂﬂﬂ'ﬁ strong.

A raar ol laughter followed him as he
went.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Cafiyn did nat stop till he reached
the ouse, and bolted n. Harry
Wharton & Co. laughed, as they saun-
tered awaey, st o much more leisurel
pace, from the spot where the Snipe ha
never been in any danger at all, if he
bad only known it.

—

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Not Nice for Horaee |

KORT'!
S Potter ond Greens, of the
Fiith, coming into their study,

wandered for a moment whether,
in some mysterious way, o grampus had
got in there.

But it was no grampus,

It was their great chief and leader,
Horace Coker, sitting on the edge of the
study table, his long legs strotehed out,
knitting his rugged brows over s letter.

“Got & cold, old bean ! azkod Potter.

Coker looked up.

“Ehl Nol ¥ " .

* Sounded rather like a foghorn,” said
Greeno. . i

“Don’t bo a silly ass, Greenel” Baid
Coker. "1 say, I've had another letter
from my Aunt Judy—about that smipe
of 8 cousin of mine, Caffvyn, of the
Remova! Coma in! I'll tell you men
about it.” .

Potter and Greens wero coming in,
but at that annguncement they came to
a dead stop. They backed,

“Oh!” said Potter. *I—I—was that
Fitz calling, Grnana)? e

“Yea, me on 17 said Greene.

Coker stared after his friends. They
wero gone, almost like rhosts at cock-

without

crow—whether Fitzgerald had  called
them or not.

“Look hers, you men!” shouted
Colker.

But answer there came none, save tha
closing of a door farther uﬂ the Fifth
Form passage  Horace Coker snorted
again, more omphatically than before.

It was annoying! He was worried
aned bothered by his Aunt Judith's lettor.
Ho had been going to tell Pottor and
Greene all about 1t—ask their advice—
disregard it, and tell them what asses
they were! SBuch were the wusual
delights of Coker's conversation,

Potter and CGreene had had some|
They did not want any moro | They
were fed-up with Coker's cousin, Cafiyn,
right up to the back teeth. Coker stood
handsome spreads, and they could stand
Coker But thoy could not and would
not stand Caffyn. They had heard
enough about him—too much, in fact|
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THE MAGNET

they had faded eo sud-
i a pioture. 3
Fl'l#ﬂd of friends to bore with his
family affairs, Coker, having snorted,

turned to the lettor agaip.
It showed

It was guite a nico letter.
what & nice cld lady Miss Fudith Coker
was, She was fearfully fond of her
elder nephew, Horaco, and had enly s
Etnge utp duty towards her Foungoer
nephew, Edgar Coaffyn,

hich was natural enough, for Coker
was a good fellow, though a very aggres-
give and obstrepercus one. And Caffyn
was a very bad fellow mdeed.

Cloker regarded her as a dear old soul,
Caffyn considered her an old cot. And
simple soul as Miss Judith was, she was
no tool, and had a tty accurate iden

1, and had a pretty ta id
of the facts. ]

Certainly she did not know what a
thnrc}u§hljr “bad hat” Edgar Caffyn
was, Bven Coker did not know that,
ﬂﬂ&plﬂ' as he loathed the Snipe.

oker would not have believed, had
he been told, that his Cousin Caffyn was
plotting and scheming to cut him oub
with Aunt Judy, and that wealthy
old lady's will altered. At least, he
would have wanted a lot of evidence fo
beliave it. Caffyn was ready to believe
that very thing of Coker, without any
evidence at all, judging others by
himself 1

Bnort |

For a third time Horace Coler under-
sudied a grampus cast ashore. Much
an he liked and reapected Miss Judith,
ehe warried him,

What the dickens was a fellow to
ﬂh‘lilﬂi ond do when he got a letter like
thia:

That was wh
denly out of ti;

Doarest Horace,—~Now that Edgar has
been nearly a term at ‘iﬂur school, I am
Ewmtly disappointed that vou have not

ecome on more friendly terms with
him. Mr. Sarle, as his guardian, is
very much distressed also. Dear
Horaee, I am going to ask you a favour.
1 know, my dear boy, that Edgar has
not your noble nature, your kind heart,
E:rur great capacity, and many gifts.

ut cannot you endeavour to make him
mors like yourself? Take him in hand.
Advize him. See him often. Help him.
He 18 not, I fear, a very good boy; bub
with such an example to follow, I am
sure that he will improve. For my
eako try.

“Your affectionate aunt,
“Jupiton CoORER.”

Snort | _

Again came the grampus-like sound.
Coker crumpled that letter into his
pocket. Ie was fed-up.

It was simply sickening that Potter
and Greene had deserted him, Hae
wanted to tell somebody—anybody-—
what he thought about all this. Nobody
wanted to hear, unfortunately.

“Snipe I fgrﬂw]eﬂ Coker. “Rotter 17

He was, of course, thinking of Caffyn,
and of tho utter impossibility of having
anytking to do with him, or getting
any good out of him. Aunt Judy was
a dear old soul, but womoen had Do
sense | Coker, of course, had lots and
lots! He was quite unaware that his
intellect could have been parked in a
nutshell, leaving room for the nut.

“Cad! Smpel zaid Coker. Hoe
scemed to find some comfort in eddress-
ing <he desert air. “Rotter! Worm!
Sneaking Snipe "

Ha tramped angrily out of the study.

What was a foliow to dot

In that very letter Aunt Judy had
enclosed one of her pgenerous tips—a
whole fiverl In Coker’s study was a
magnificent hamper! It was surely up
to him to oblige the dear old soul 1if ho
could ]

Bﬂlﬁ- ht;l mgld_n‘t! Htﬁ didn't went to
tou thoe 8ni wi 8 barge-pole.
Besides, the Iittll;uh_r:'aert was a'lwags FELF-
ing goma rotten trick or other on %im.
and all Coker wanted with him was to
kick him. Hard!

“Putrid rotter1” growled Cokor, as
ke went down the passage.

“What the dooca ! ejaculated Hilton

of the Fifth., He was standing in thno
doorway of his study, and Coker
erowled out those epithets ns ha came
pbreast. “You're frightfully compli-

mentary, old bean ¥
“Ehi1"” Coker stared at him. “What
He trampod

do ;r:u mearn, you asai®
on, leaving Cedric Hilton starin

“Rotten blighter I’ grunted Coker, en
the landing, as he crossed towards the
Remove guarters. He was going to see
Caffvn 1

“Samo to you, and many of them !”
said Herbert Vernon-Smith of the
Remove, who waa coming ocut of the
Remove passage. He fell into the same
mistake as Hilton.

When 2 fellow marched up to a fellow
and ejaculated * Rotten bliphter,” what
was 8 fellow to think? 8mithy patur-
ally did not guess that Coker was mercly
thinking aloud about his relatives |

Coker plared at him. He was in no
mood to take cheek of a junior,

“What's that?” he yapped. “You
checky 3'-::||mgt tick, do you want me to
up-and you along that passage

“Yes ! answered the Boundor cheer-
fully, “Go it I

As there were half a dozen Remove
men at hand, the Bounder had no objec-
tions. Evory man up and down the
E‘I_i.ﬁsﬁ-gﬁ was ready to lend a hand with &
Fifth Former who barged in—keen on
it, in fact1l ;

, Coker’s eyes gleamed. Unwillingly,
impelled by o feeling that ho ought not
to disregard tho wishes of his kind Aunt

Judy, he was going to qg-aak to Caffyn
in his etudy, But it did not improve
his temper. It had the opposite effect.

Heo was, in fact, just in the mood to give
beans to any cheeky junior who gum
him “hip

S0 he strode at the Bounder.

“Rescus, Remove |¥ yelled Smithy, as

race's hefty grasp jn&ﬂd on him,

There was in tho
passage.

Somebody was up-ended DBut it was
not 8mithy! It was Coker! Harry
¥harton & Co., a moment before, had
beon talking football in s cheery group
outside Btudy No. 1. Football “jaw »
ceased immediately, snd they #rans-
ferred their attention to Horaco Caker,

In the games study at the end of the
Fifth Form pessage a number of
fellowa of that Form were pgathered.
They stared round, as the door flew sud-
denly open. They stared still more
when a breathless, gasping, panting
fgure, with ruffled hiair and torn collar
and aplit coat, rolled headlong in, end
sprawled on the floor at their feet.

“What the thump!” exclaimed Blua-
dell of the Fifth.

“We'vo Lbrought home wyour tamo
lunatic 1" said Bob Cherry affably. * My
tip to you 15 to get him o strait-
jacket.” .

And the Removites slammed the door
of the games study and departed. ‘They
departed chuckling. In tha g]&mﬂu atudy
tho IMifth Form men chuckled. Coker
did not chuckle, he gurgled |

e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Tarry |

b UELCH 1”?
Mr. Prout, the masfor of
- the Fifth boomaed.

Mr. Quelch, the master of
iho Remove, sighed.

a rush of foet



The Remove master was seated h{ his
open study window. Dusk was falling
on the old quadrangle, but there was
still a red gleam of sunset. The spring
air was mild and pleasant.

Qualeh waa taking a little rest after
his labours with the Remove that day.
He reanlly needed it, after dealing with
that Form. Prout rolled into his study
with elephantine tread, and boomed.

Quelch did not even want a chat with

Prout. And it wos not for a chat that
me: had come. He had come in
WAL,

Standing hefore the open window
Prout fized his eyes on Mr. Quelch. He
continued to boom.

“I have seen the Head!” boomed
Prout. “I am not satisfied, Quelch! A
boy of your Form—the boy Caffyn—
played a treacherous, & dastardly trick
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wicked, as to plot deliberately against
snother boy his own relative. I need
hardly tell” you. however, that I shall
keep him under wvery ciose observa-
tion.”

“Y am not satisfied ! bpomed Prout.
“The boy. eir, should bo sent away, if
not actually expelled! Dr. Locke has
taken far too lenient a view. The out-
come of that wretched trick might have
been terribly serious for a boy in my
Form. I think, Mr. Quelch, that
have & right to ask you to place the
matter in that light before the Head ™

Mr. Quelch was silent.

“YT am bound to say,” resnmed
FProut—"1 am bound to say—
Yarcooop ! Whooo-hoop! Groocoogh "

Prout broke off, with a fearful splut-
tering yell, as something hurtled
through the open window, from the

5

missile haed Been hurled. Dut thera
was no doubt that the fellow who had
hurled 1t had whipped away the
instant it left his hand, and vanished
in the decpening dusk. Even had he
been still there, Mr. Quelch would
hardly have spotted him, looking out
of the lighted window into the decp
dusk. Bui he was gone.

“Prout [" exclaimed Mr, Quelch.

He stopped and gave the [ifth
Form master a hand to rise. A few
moments sgo the booming Prout had
irritated him. Now ho was decply
concerned. . i

Prout staggered up, with the assist-
ance of the Remove master. Ho stood
unsteadily, gurgling and guggling.
down hia portly
down his neck,

Sticky tar trickled
countenance,
collars

g

into his

|

)
L

ke

The Filth Formers stared round, as the door of the games study few suddenly cpen and a breathless, gasping, panting figure,

with ruffled hair, torn collar, and split coat, rolled headlong in.
sald Bob Cherry aflably.

on a boy of my Form! I am not satis-
fied to let the matter pass.”

“It iz for the Hoad to decide, Mr.
Prout 1”

“An unserupulous
boomed Prout.

Mr. Quelch nodded. Ho could not
help sharing Me. Prout's opinion of
Caliyn of the Remove.

At the same time he did not want
an expuleion in hiz Form; and he was
relioved that thoe Ilead had decided
atherwise.

“You know what was done!” Prout
was red with wrath, "“The boy
Caffyn abstracted a banknote belong-
ing to me. and by a cunning tri
placed it in Coker’s posseszion! What
excuse can ba found for such an act?”

“Dr. Locke has weighed the matter,
eir, and decided to asecept Cafiyn’s
explanation—that it was a foolish, un-
thinking practical joke”

“Ts. that your opinion?®”

rout.

Mr. Quclch paused

“I hope and trust that it is eo,” he
said at last. “I om loth to believe
that Cafivn could be eo base, so

voung rascall”

gnorted

dusk outside, and landed on hiz plump
and portly fecatures.

Ho staggered back, ias[}ing. and
sat down, with &8 bump that shook the
Remove-master’'s study

Mr. Queleh started to his fect.

“What——"" ho ejoculsted,

He gazed at his colleague in horror.

Prout sat snd spluttered. His face
was black—with tar| Black tar, of the
deepest  dye, splashed over  his
foatures, over hiz plump chin, over his

rominent nose, over his majestia
Eruw. A. burst bag had fallen beside
him.. The tar had evidently becn
poured into the bag, for use az a missile.
It burst ss it struck, letting loose tha
tar! With startling suddenncss Mr.
Prout had been transformed into a
negra.

“Urrrergeh ! gurgled Prout. )

Scome of the tar trickled into his
mouth as he purpled. He choked and
spluttered wildly.

“Goodness gracious I exclaimed Mr,
Queclch.

He spun rouna towsrds the window.
It wes through the open study
window  that that extraordinary

““ Wo've brought home your tame lunatic, Coker [**
“* My tlp to you is to get him a sirait-jacket ! *

* [t—it—it 1z tar!” purgled Prout.
He dabbed at his face, and his fingers
came awsgy black and sticky. “Tar!
(Good heavens! I—I—I am smothered
with—tar I"

“It was hurled from the quad-
rangla 1 exclaimed Mr. Quelch. " But
who—who could have—"

W Urrg,g‘h pae

Mr. Quelch leaned from tha window.
The bell had begun to ring for lock-
up, and most fellows were already 1n
the House. But some were nobt mn yot;

and Mr Quelch spotted the stalwart
figure of Wingate of tho Bixth passing
glong the path under the study
windowa,

“Wingate I'" he called.

The Ureyfriars captain looked round.

“Yes, sizl' .

He came up to the window. Then ho
gave & jump as he sighted Prout's face
within., Instead of lﬁﬂkm% at Mr.
Quelech ho gazed at P'rout, fascinated.

“Has—has snything happened, eiri”
he stutterea _
It was rather & superfluous question
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—it was emnly too clear that something
bad bappened to Frout.

"¥Yes, Wingate! A—a—a package
containing tar way in st this
window, hardly two or three minutes
ago, whethe gaimed at Mr. Prout or
at me, I cannot say. It struck Mr.
Prout! Wingate, please take measures
at once to ascertoin what boys are still
out of the House—call the other pre-
fects, and let sll names be taken as the
boys coma in.*

“Certoinly sirl”

Wingato hurried away.

“Let me assist you, sirl” said Mr.

eleh, as Frout staggered blindly to
the door; and he took the Fifth Form
master’s p::rﬂ;';lgharm and led him away.
What Prout chiefly needed was rubbing
and serubbing; but to get him to his
rooim, where he could rub and scrub,

Queleh had to take him up the stair-
case,

That could not be done without
rnvu-’:lmi; Prout's tarry countenance to
the public view. Billy Bunter waa the
first to sight him, snd he gave =
startled squealke.

“0Oh erikey 12

THE MAGNET

“Silence, DBunter!” enapped

Gleh.

“0Oh crumbs!” gasped Buntor.

He blinked after the two masters
through his big spectacles. They were
still 1m hearing when the fat Owl'a
cxcited equeak was heard again.

“I say you follows| ILook at Proutl

Ha, he, ho}? _
Planty of fellowa were looking at
Prout! Most of them were grinning
as they loocked! Prout was undoubt-
edly, at the proment, an interesting
sight. Loud chortles followed Lim as

he disappearcd.

Mr.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Awkward for Coker !

1 UOEER M
C
" Btop 1

"Can't stop 1" said Coker.
“Btop at once I rapped Loder of the

Saxth.

“ Look heral® haoted Coker. * What
do you want? IPm all t;u:rﬁ and sticky,
andy I'va gat to get a wash I

Coker was surprized by the buzz that
followed his words.
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Heo had not yet heard of Prout!

Coming in from the quadrangle
Coker had a red and wrathy face, and
stains of tar on his bands and clothes,

Those , staips would probably have
been cobserved At mny timehfor they
wera promnent enoungh, ow they
were  immediately and  inevitably
spotted, with keen eyes open for any
fellow who had tar about him.

The whaoly Hounza was buzzing with
tho story of what had hnp?enm‘] in
Quelch's study. Dozens of fellows had
geen Prout's tarry countenance, At the
doorway two prefects—Loder and
Gwynne—stocd taking the names of
fellows whe eame In.

A dozen or so had not wet come
into the House, and ng they arrived in
pires or twos they were nailed hé the
prefects.  But when Horace Coker
appeared, interest in thoe others faded
AWay at once.

Every eyve was f!q&d on Coker, and
overy fellow took it for granted at
once that there was no need to look
further for the man who had buzzed a
bag of tar in st Quelch's window.

There had been keen curtosity on the
subject. It wos an unheard-of petion
=it amounted to an essault on a
member of the staff. Few fellows had
narve enough for such a proceeding,
rven if they were rockless engugh.
Some Remove fellows thonght of
Smithy, who was the man for such &
deed; but the Bounder was in the
Honse, in the waiting crowd at tho
doorway.

had

Others plready thought of
Horace Ooker,. whose worries and
troublesa with his Form-ntaster wern
endless.  Everybody knew that Coker
wes, at least, amss enough to perforn
guch a deed as this, On the other hand,
Coker had of lnte been rather in
favour with Prout—ever eince the inci-
dent, of Prout’s missing banknote.

Prout, feeling that ho had wronged
Coker 1n that matter, had been unm-
usually patient with the fathead of his
Form; and, so far as oppesrances
went, all was calm and bright. Still,

with a duffer like Colter, you never
could tell. 3o a number of the fallows
were slready wondering whether the

recklesa culprit was Coker.

There was another theory, however,
that the bag of tar bad been intended
for Quelch, and had been chucked in by
a Remove man After all, it had been
whizzed into Quelch’s study.

The matter was wrapped in mystery
—until Coker ecame in. Then the
mystery cleared vp all of a sudden, and
there was certainty. Tarry staina on
m::.; tfﬂlluw, at that moment, settled tho
matter

Loder stepped to onoe side of Coker,
Gwyone to the other. ‘The whols
crowd stared at him. Coker snorted
angrily. Even Coker of the Fifth hesi-
tated tc storm his way through Sixth
Form prefects; but he was very angry
and very impatient.

Heo glared ot Loder, and ho glared
at Gwynne

“Look here,” hooted Coker, what's
up? I'm all sticky—"" :

“] can sea you arel” ssid Gwynno
dryiy. x

“Look at my hands—sticky all over.”

“1 expected something of the sortl”
grinned Laoder. .

(Coker stared at him.

“Blessed if I see why you should ™
he snapped. “Talking out of your hat,
or what? Look here, I've got to get
this sticky mueck off—"

“Coker's got mo aobjection to pub-
licity,” remarked the DBounder, with a
chuckle. “Ho doesn’t mind {ellows
knowing what he does.™ ]

*“The blithering nssi’* said DBob



tf:‘hm::ry. ¥ What on earth did he do it

or?

“The blitherfulness of the esteemed
ass is terrific!” remarked Hurreo Jam-
set Ram Singh,

“1 guess Coker's the guy to ask for
it ** chuckled Fisher T. Fish,

“¥ou'd better come with us, Coker!”
Gwynne was saying. “The Head wants
ou.””

“What rot!” said Coker. " What docs
the Head want me for, I'd like to
know? I can't go to the Head all sticky
like this ™

“You can!” grinned Loder. “And
vou will !

*I shall have tn_g:ﬁt a wash first!'”
roared Coker. “*Think I can go and sce
Dy, Locke with tar all over me?”
“IExacﬂ_v * gaid Gwynee, “Come
ﬂ“ ‘l?

Coker glared at them in amazement
and anger. Mr. Quelch came hurrying

up. ;
“What—" he began. His gimlet-
eve spotted the tar. *'Then it was you,

Coker ?*?
“"Eh? What was me? demanded
Ceoker, bewildered, “T¥lave all tha

fellows gone mad, or what? What are
they all staring at?”

“Hea doesn’t know I murmured Frank
Nugent, and there was a chuckle among
the junlors.

“1 say, you fellows, he was an awiul
ass not to clean it off before coming
in!"” grinned RBilly Bunter. “Fanay
walking right into the House with far
on him, after chucking tar at Frout!”

“Coker all over ! said the Bounder.

“That's the kind of brain Coler's
got!” remarked Pater Todd.

“ Coker,” said Mr. Quelch, * go to Dr.
Locke's study at once!”

“I'm all sticky—""

“1 can see that, Coker,” said Mr
Quelch aternly. " And Dr. Locke must
see you in the same state,”

Colkar gasped.

“(Go at once!” mapped the Remove-

mastar,

“But I can’t to the Head like
this|” gasped Coker. *“Look at the
state I'm in, with this filthy tar sticking

tu m.E—-lh'-

“Gwynne! Loder! Take Coker to
the Head’s study.”

“Certainly, sir!”

Colker, :e-lahlir and angry and bewildered,

was marched away between the two pre-
fects. He left the crowd of Greyfriars
fellows in a buzz behind him. Potter
and Greeme, of the Fifth, gave one
another hopeless laoks,

“He's done it this time ! murmnred
Potter,

has 1

“He agreed Greene. “But
what the thump did he want to tar
Prout for? The old scout’s been jolly
decent to him."

“What does be do anything for?”
sighed Potter. “Evergthing he does is
more or less idiotie!”

*Yes, that's 8o )" agreed Greene,

“Has _anything  happened, you
fellows? Edgar Caffyn came down the
stnircase and glanced over the banisters
at the crowd gelﬂm

Harry Wharton gave a little start at
the sound of his voice, and looked up
quickly. His eyes fixed very keenly on
the Bnipe,

A wvague suspicion was in his mind.
But Caffyn had come down from the
studies, and the bag of tar had been
buzzed by some fellow.out in the quad.
True, a fellow might have left a back
window open, and got in that way in-
stead of coming in at the door. The
Snipe was revengeful, and it was well-
known that Prout had demanded that
he should be ¢1;bpal[ed. for his trickery
t71th the missing banknote. The captain
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of the Remove looked at him search-
ingly. Bob Cherry, noting the expres-
sion on his foce, grinned.

*Thinking of Bnipeyi™ ho asked.

“Well, yes,” said Harry slowly, * You
s —""

“But old Coker’s got the tar on him.
Ho can't have torred himself just to
help Bnipey with his tricks,”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“No; I forpot that, I E'll[]EﬂEB Caffyn
had nothing to do with it—but 1 don't
trust the fellow an inch.™ 5

Beveral fellows were  snswering
Caffyn’s question, and he did not heed
Wharton or Bob, - 2

“Coker’'s been tarring his Form-
master I said Temple of the Fourth.

“Chucking tar ell over poor old
Frout!” chuckled Billy Bunter. "You
cught to have scen himl Black as a

niggor .

‘ﬁ}ln-ﬂ: but not ecomely!™ said the
Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weall, he's the fellow to ask for
trouble, and no mistalke! said Cafiyn,
with & whistla, *“Where iz he nowt”

“Profects taken him to the Head!”
answered Vernon-Smith, *“It will be
tha boot for Coker this time. I fancy
his people will send him to & home for
idiots, That's the place for him.”

Caffyn laughed. : .

Leaning on the banisters he listened
to the talk of the excited c¢rowd of
fellows.,  Judging by the talk, not a
fellow thers entertamned the slightest
doubt that Coker of the Ififth had
tarred Prout. There was & malicious
gleam in the eyes of the Bnipe. This
wotlld be good news for his estimable

uardizn, the legal gentleman, Mr.
Jarle, who had been growing rather
impatient to hear favourablo news from
Greyiriars,

Loder of the Bixth came from the
direction of the Head's study, glancing
ut as if in qguest of someone.
"1z Caffvn of the Remove hera?™ he
called out.

The Snips ﬁgm & start, and the grin
faded from his face. A prefect was
calling for him—why?

“Here he 151" said someone.

Loder looked up at the Snipe.

“E’.‘E'i:-u'rﬁ wanted, Caffynl Follow
ma B
“ But—but what—"  stammered
affvo,

1!1

“ Follow me

The Snipe’s knees almost knocked to-
gether as he followed Loder. A guilty
conscience necds no accuser, ang the
schemer’s heart waos heavy with dread
as he trod behind the prefect down the
corridor to the Head's study.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Before the Beak!

R. LOCEKE sat at his writing-
table, in his study, witk a
rimly frowning brow, when
) oker of the Filth was marched
i,
The tarring of Prout had been re:
E:;:rbed to him; but he had not seen the
ifth Form master, who was still busy
with hot water and soap, desperately
rubbing and scrubbing to get rid of the
tar. That the culprit had been promptly
detected and eaptured the Head could
hardly doubt, as he saw the sticky tar
on Coker's hands and clothes. There
was even a smear of it on his nose.
Coker, evidently. had been handli
tar, and a follow who had been hand-
ling tar, was & fellow who was very
much wanted just then.
Grimmer and sterner
Head's brow, as he gazed at

ew the
ker.

7

That ﬁreqt mon stood before him,
tarry and sticky, red and angry and be-
wildered. Coker's brain, nover fear-
fully clear, was in a state of confusion
at these strange happenings,

_ "It was you, Coker!” sard Dr, Locke,
in a deep voice.

“Whot was me, gir?" articnlated
Coker. "Ias anything happened?”

“ Coker was out of the I-l%um?” asked
Dr. Locke, glancing at the prefects.

“Yes, sir!” answered Gwynne, *“Wo
stopped him a3 he came in, after Win-
gate told ug—"

“Wo thought you'd better sce him as
he 1z, sir!"” said Loder,

“Quite so!” said the Head. "“Havo
you anything to say, Coker?”

“Eh? No. Only that I'd like to go
and get a wash,” answered Coker, “I'm
all sticky with tar!”

Dr, Locke gazed at him.

; Why have you done this, Enﬁeﬂ”

*1 couldn't help it, sir!"” said Coker.
You could not help it!” exclaimed
the IMend.

“No, sir! T supposs you don't think
I got all sticky like this on purpose I
ejaculated Coker.

“I am not alluding to that, Coker! I
am asking you why you committed this
ruffianly, stupid, insensate outrage!”

Coker blinked.

" Wh-a-a-t7 he stuttered. “I haven’t
done anything that I lmow of. Looks
to me a3 if everybody's gone potty, Has
anything happened

Gwynne and Lodor looked curiously
8t Coker of the Fifth. Dvr, Locke eyed
him very grimly.

o | harcﬁ; understand wvou, Coker!
You can scarcely fail to aware of
what has ha.p_)i'rened to Mr. Prout, since

you were guilty of the outrageous at-
tack on him." ¢ §

Coker jumped.

“Prout! Has anything happened to
Prout, sirt _ I don't know anything
%hﬁututh haven't seon him zince

orin.,

“Coker 1" said the Head in a deep
volco.

“But I haven't, sir!” oxclaimed
Coker. “If anything's happened to
Prout, sir, I haven't heurc? about 1t
vet, I suppose that's what all the
fellows wers buxzing over. I fancied
something was up! But—"

“A bag of tar was flung at Mr. Prout,
Coker, a3 he was standing at another
Form-master’s window |* gaid the Head
sternly,

“0Oh crumbs [®

‘:jMn JFrout was smothered with tar,
Bld-=—

“Oh crikey”

“And you have ecomo in from the
quadrangly with stains of far an your
person I” said the Head, *“If you have

9tn£_ﬂ.~.ing to say I am prepared to hear
1

Coker nlmost tottered.

“1 never did it, sir{ Never even

heard of it till this minute? It was the
same rotter, I suppose——-=>

“What

“The eamo tick that tarred me!
yolled Coker excitedly., I wondered
who it was—I'd have smashed him, only
he dodged away in the dark-—"

D, ke raised his hand.

"Coker, do you denz that you threw
tha tar at Mr. Prout?

“Yes!" roared Coker. *Of courss I
dol As if I'd play such a dirty trick
on my own beak, ton I

“Then how do you mecount for the
tar é:lll vour personi” dem the

B,

- “Eh? That's easy enough!” said
Coker. "It was chuoked at me, same as
you say it was chucked at Prout 1

“ Bless my soul 1 said the Head.
Tue Micwer Lisrary.—No. 1,412,
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He blinked over his glasses at Coker.
Gwynne gtared and Loder inned,
er's idea was that he had never
heard quite such a lame story as this,
r, tarry, sticky, gurgled with
indignation. Dr, Locke’s eyes, fixed on
liia excited face, were }’Eryrpeﬂetratlﬂ§+
“What were you doing in the quad-
rangle, Coker?” asked the headmaster
of Greyiriars at last o

“ Looki for young Caffyn, sirl
rxplained Coker. “He's a Remove kid,
Wy cousin, gir——" "

*Waa Caffyn in the quadranglal

“ A fellow told me he had seen him g0
out of the House, gir, and I went out,
said Coker. *That was a good half an
hour ago, though. I never found him."

Er‘aﬁmha knitted his brows, )

“ ¥ou are not on friendly terms :mth
vour cousin in the Remove, Coker ¥’

“No, sir!" answered Coker.
the little beast—I—1 mean, I—I
him, sir.”

“ Quite so 1” said the Head, “ Yet you
tell me that you wers looking for him,
and spent some time in doing so.

or winked at Gwynne, unscen by
the Head. Coker’s tale scemed_lamer
and leamer to Gerald Loder. It cer-
tainly seemed lame to Gwynne also.

But Coker's suswer came readily :

“Yes, sir. I was looking for him; I
had to speak to him. I've had a letter
from my Aunt Judy, and she asked me
tE 1k i

“When did you receive that letter,
Coker i

“This afternoon, sir.”

“That would bo several hours ago at
least, Coker.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Yet you found no opportunity of
spesking to Cafiyn till just on lock-up !”
said the Head. : ;

“ As it happens, no, sir! I was going
to his study about tea-time to sce him,
but some Remove fas-a wore cheeky, and
thers was a row, and—" :

“You did not find Caffiyn in the
quadranglei” ; ;

" No, sir; I suppose he went in while
T was looking for him.” -

Dr. Locke drummed on the table with
his slim finger-tips. Coker’s oxplana-
tions might sound lame, but they came
readily.

“ Now tell me how yon came to be in
that tarry state, Coker I”” said the Head
at last.

“I'va gald it was chucked at me, sir 17
answered Coker. “It wasn't my fault!
I was coming back to the House, after
locking round for Caffyn, when some-
thing whizzed at me from behind a tree,
It hit ma on tho chest, and I grabbed
at it.
sir.”

Loder winked nt OCwynne again.
Gwynne grinned. Both of them had
wondered whether Coker would make
any attempt to account for the tar, If
he did, they expected him to put up a
better story than thial

To their surprise, however, the head-
master scemed to listen to Coker with
deep ottention. They wondered almost
dizzily whather it was barely possible
that the chief beak was going to
swallow thisl _

For a long minute there was silence
in the study. Dr. Locke's brow was
l.‘-ﬂﬂ;.lgﬂlﬂd with thought. ‘Then he
spoke:

“T.oder, please fetch Caffyn of the
Remove here.”

" Yes, sir | gasped Loder.

e left tho study. _

Dr. Locke turned to his jr&%m‘ﬂ- whila
he walted. Gwynna an oker re-
mained silent, the former eyeing the
latter enriously, the latter dabbing et
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It was & paper bag full of tar,
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the smears of tar. Why Ea.ﬁﬁ had
been sent for was a mystery to both of
tham. So far as either of them knew
the Snips was not concerned in the
affair, apart from Coker's statement
that he had Heen looking for him in the
?;Im&, whera hoe had not found him.

wynne, like cverybody else who bad
seen Coker come in in that tar-stained
state, regarded the evidence as con-
elusive and condemnation as inevitable,
But it scemed that there was a doubt
in_the headmaster’s mind.

The door opened sgain, and Loder
came in with Cafiyvn.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Dog with a Bad Name ]

DGAR CAFFYN pulled himself
together as ho stood before the
Head. He told himsel that he
had nothing to fear—unless he
betrayed fear and so aroused suspicion.
But it was not easy to keep up his
countenance under those quiet, search-
ing eyes. There was guilty fear in his
}t&a:rt. and he dreaded to betray it in his
ace.
“Look me in the face, Caffynl” said
the Head quietly.
The SBnipe, with an effort, lifted his
drooping eyes.
“¥ou are aware of what has happencd
to Mr. Prout, Caffyn?"
“I—I'va just heard the fellows speak-
ing about it, sir,” faltered Caflyn.
"You wera not aware of it before you
heard it spoken of 12
“0h, no, #ir I*
*“¥ou had no hand in it}
“Oh, no, air1®
“Where have wou been during the
last half-hour, Caffyni"
“In my study, sir.”
“How long is it sinca you were out
of the House, Callyn®™

Caffyn paused, a tremulous moment.
Very likely he had becn scen leaving
the House; it would not da to utter a
falschood that could be dizproved. Any
other falsehood the wretched Snipe was
fquite prepared to utter.

“I—I came in some time ago, sir—
sbout twenty minutes, [ think,” he
answered. 1 went to my study. I had
gomea linea to do for Mr. Quelch before
prep, and——"

“You came in, then, before the attack
on Mr. Prout?”

“0Oh., ves, sir! I was in my stud
when I heard follows ealling out, an
came down to see whether anything had
happened. FPlenty of fellows will tell
you they saw me come downstairs, sir 1

The Snipe checked himself oz he
realized that he was defending himself
before he was accused 1.

“I will speak plainly to you, Cafiyn!™
said the Heed in the same quiet {one,
“A few days sgo you played n miser-
able prank on your cousin, Coker. He
wazs in danger of being necused of
having purlomed the banknote that was
found on him, and which it was proved
that you had caused to be placed where
it was found. After very long and care-
ful eonsideration I decided to accept

our explanation that it was a foolish

jest and that you intended to explain
aftop—" ) '
“Tha}—that is so, sir.”

* Do mot interrupt me, Caffyn! 1 felt
that there was a doubt, and that you
wera entitled to the benefit of it. Mr.
Pront does not tako the same view, and
he has expressed a very strong opinion
that your action was deliberatoely
wicked and that you should be expelled
from the school. Have vou entertained
revengeful  feclings  towards Mr.
Prout ™

“O0h |” gasped the Snipe, “No, sir1?
“Have you thought of playing any
further trick on your cousin, Coker i

“ N-no, sir[”
“*Oh, mfv hat!" ajaculated Coker
suddenly, forgetful of the presenca in
which he stood. “The Snipe! Of
coursa | I might have guessed that [

* Silence, Coker I

“Oh! Yes, sir] But—"

“Bilence! Caffyn, did you throw a
bag af tar in at Mr, Quelch’s study at
Mr. Prout, who was standing at the
window 7

“ Mo, sir I" muttered the Snipe.

“Did vou afterwards throw a similar
bag of tar at your cousin, Coker, in
order to make it appear that he had
been guilty of the outrage!”

The Snipe tremhled.

No, sir!” His voice was hardly

audible.

Dr. Locke's steady eyes seemed to
look him threugh and through. Coker
was glaring at him with scorn and
loathing. Gwynne and Loder histened
with keen attention. Both of them
realised that the sage old Head had
locked rather deeper into this mys
tericus matter than either of them had
thought of doing.

“Did you, wsfter this, regain the
House by a back window or door with-
out being scen to enter?” resumed the

ead.

The 8nipe licked his dry lips.

*“N-no, sir.”?

“Did you then go to your astudy and
come downsteirs after the matter had
become publie, to give an appearance
of having been indoors all the time?"

“No, sir,” groansd the Snipe.

There was a brief silence.

“Very well I” said the Head slowly.
“Thera i3 mo evidence agsinst you,
Caffyn, and without evidenco 1 cannot
mt.fl

The 8nipe breathod more freely. But
his face was sickly, and the perspiration
trickled down it.

“ But,” went on tho Head, in a deep
volce, ™ after your sction of a few days
ago, for which I came very near to
expelling ' you, Cafiyn, you sre under
thﬂ Istr?ngnsﬁ suspicion.*

“You say,” added the Head, “that
you came back into the House befors
the outrage at Mr, Ciuaich'a window ?*

“#I—I did, sir | TI—I gwear I did t*

“¥You come in at the door in the uzual
way "

“Yes, sir, certainly.”

“Can you give mo the name of any
boy or master who maey bave scen ¥you
enter "

The Snipe's lying tongue clove to
thoe roof aiﬂ?ia mouth, He forced him-
self to speak.

“1—-I did not notice anybody when
I camp in, sir.” .

Dr, Locke raised his eychrows,

“No one saw you come in?” )

“ Not—not that I am sware of, sir.”

Another pausa. .

“Very well!” eald the Head again.
“If I misjudge )‘hﬂu, Cafiyn, you have
only yourself to blame. But I do not
end cannot trost you. Unless actual
evidence is found that you were con-
corned in thiz matter, I ean do nothing.
I can only warn you that you aro under
serious suspicion, and that unless you
are very careful indeed, you will not be

allowed to remain in this school. You
may go.”
Caffyn almost tottered from the

the Head's grave

tudy, followed b
ki gacu;m from Coker of

eyes and a glare o
a- Fifth.
Dr. Locke turned to Coker.
“§ acoept your word, Coker, that you
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** Caffyn s an unserupulous young raseal | ' boomed Prout.

Grooooocgh |

and burst over his features.

wore not concerned in this matter,” he
said, “You may go, my boy."

“Thank you, eir '’ said Coker.

Ho loft the study, followed by the
prefects. Gwynnas gave him & friendl
g;in in the passage; Loder shrugge

ia ghouldors.

Coker went away to get a wash | Like
Frout, he felt that that was the chief
thing needful.

As for the Eneilpa, he eropt awa
a white face and sinking heart.
lay on him like a leaden weight.
avoided the other fellows and got back
to his etudy, No. 1 in the move.
There he shut the door, glad o be =hut
off from all eyes.

He wiped the J\ﬂrspirutiun from his
brow. o moved restlessly about the
study, unable to lkeep still.

Heo was safe, so far ns that went.
But he had failed again—and it wes
forced homo to his mind that his escape
had been narrow, and that the next false
step would be his ruin. What was the use,
after all, of his cunning, his ¢leverness,

with
‘error
He

his unserupulous trickery? He was
under guspicion; keon eyes were on him,
and if he was canght oup——

He trembled.

He did not care very much whether
he left Greyiriars or not. He was dis-
liked and despised there, and he did not
want to bs at the same school with
Coker except for the purposs of plotting
against him and carrying out Mr.
Sarle’s plan of ousting him from the
favour of Aunt Judith. But if he was
turned out for treacherous schemin
against Coker, agawnst the darling o
Aunt Judy's heart, what would be the
result of that?

Mr. Sarle was his guardian, but he
was ontirely dependent on Miss Judith
Coker ! If she Eaarned that her beloved
Hornce had had nerrow escapes from
his treachery, she would cast him off.
And then?
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What would the cold-hearted, unscru-
pulous lawyer do for him? Even if he
did not throw him over entirely, he
would do little for him.

Was it possible that, after all, honesty
was best policy? Really, it began
to look like it!

In any case, he knew thgt he dared
take no further treacherous oction
againgt Horace Cokerl IHe was a dog
with & bad name now!

He knew what the Head thought, Dr,
Locke's clear eves had scemed to read
right through him. He would never
have another chance! )

What was the uso of carrying on
when' he bhad failed this time? He had
Iaid  his lana cunmnglij' enough.
Matters h seemed to play into his
hands, for while he bad been watching
for & chance to fling his missile 1n
at  Prout's window, FProut had
fairly asked for it by standing at
the wide-open window of Quelch's study.
All had gone like clockwork. Coker had
walked into the HMouse with enough
evidenco on him to conviet s dozen

follows! And it had all gone for
nothing !
He dared not try again!

He dared not ] Mr. Sarle might urge,
and might threaton, but he dared notl
1f he tried again it would be futile, he
knew that: but he dared not try. o
had come to Greyfriars to blacken
Horace Coker, to cut him out of his
aunt’s favour and his aunt’s will, and
the cutcome of his rascality was that he
was in danger of being cast off himself
by his wealthy aunt, If:avmﬁ Horace in
more favour than ever! That was the
culeome — and it was what he might
have cxpected, had he'been wise enough
to understand that rascality, io the long
run, can never thrive.

He was still movipg restlessly and
miserably about the study when the bell
rang for calling over, and he went down.
He saw Coker in Hall in the ranks of

“ And I am bound to s

Whooo-hoooop !

ay—ryarocoop |
The Fifth Form mastor broke off, with a fearful spluttering yell, as a bag of tar huriled threugh the window

“ Goodness graclous [ ** gasped Mr. Quelch.

the Fifth, though Coker did not take
any heed of him, i

In the Remove, when he took his
place, the fellows moved to keep clear
of him. Even S8kinner and Enm]p e&ied
a little away from him. Ewvidently Coker
had told of what had passed in the
Head's study while the wretched Eniga
was skulking out of sight. And the
faces of the Romovites showed what
view they were taking.

If ever m hapless rascal reponted of
his rascality, the Snipe of ths Remcve
did, as he stood thero with his Form,
under contemptuous eyes on all sides.
He wos glad to get away from Hall and
creep back to his study.

THE EICHTH CHAPTER,
When Duty Calls !
CGI{ER rubbed his head thouglht-

IuH% . ]
“It's ® hit thick!™ he
remarked.

Potter and Greene nodded sssent
letu carly in their acquatntanca with
old Horace they had noted that his head
was a bit thick. ‘

“ Awfully thick, in fact!" said Coker
restively. .

“Well, I don't know about that i said
“1 Bupposo you'ro

Potter consolingly. 5 2
right

not what & fellow would call
H.'Eh?”
“But I dare say thoro are thicker:
headed  fellows about. I haven't
nctually met any, but—

Coker fixed & prim stare on his chum.

“Aro you being fumny, Potleri” he
asked, “If you are, chuck it!l li'm
po use for cheek—-silly cheek! Beel”

He rubbed his head agam.

“1t's too _iﬂiliy thick " he said.

Potter was gilenk this tims. He fully
agreed that it was too jolly thick, if

Tie Maoxer LisRaRi.—No. 1,412,
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Coker was speaking of lis head, aa
scemed to be the case, from the fnct
that he was rubbing it as he talked.
PBut he realisad that Coker’s gosture
was merely expressive of thought, and
thiat it was not hiz head te which old
Horaco was alluding. ]

He wes speaking of something else.
What it was Potter did not know, and
Greene did not know, and they hoped
that Coker would not tell them, It was
cxtragrdinary how far a little conver-
sation from Coker would go! Very
little of it went a long way, But their
hope was in vain., Coker, a3 they
feared, procecded to tell them what 1t
was that was too thick.

“I've been thinking it over,” he said.
“I can't refuze old aunty! Just can't!
2he's too awfully good to me. Sha sent
me thosa wveal and ham pies. Bhe
rememabers I like veal and ham pies.
A dear old soul }”?

Paotter and Greene murmured assent.
It was tea-time in Coker’s study, and his
friends were dealing with the vesl and
ham pies. Undoubledly they were
§m:-d+ They were glad that Aunt Judy
1ad  remembered that Horasce liked
veal and ham pies, Potter and Grecne
liked them, too.

“Lots of little kind and thoughtful
things, you know I** said Coker. *“ And
if she asks a chap to do a thing, can a
chap refuse? But I tell you men, it's
a it thick to ask me to have anything
to do with that spipe.”™

Potter and Greene almost groaned
aloud. ¥f the veal and ham pies had
not been so awfully good they would
have retreated from the study.

Coker was going to talk about that
tick of a cousin of his, in the Remove.
They would olmost rather he had
talked foothalll On that subject he
was, ot least, funnyl On the subject of

THE MAGNET

Ceflyn he was only a weary, dreary,
fearful bore.

“But I'm g;ﬂing to do it !” said Coker
hemicnilir. It's a bit thick—in fach,
it’s fearfully thick, but I'm
oing to play up. Aunt Ju

may improve the little beast!
Blessed if I think it likely ! 8till, if
any man can do it, I suppose I can!”

‘oker finished his pie, and rose.

“It’s not mercly thick—it’s sicken-
ing,'” he said. *“You know what he did
yesterday—tarring old Frout, and fix-
ing it up to make it loock as if I'd done
it1 Just the affair of that rotten benk-
note over again, you know! And he's
done thi like that before! 1 cant
imagine why! I suppose he must dis-
like ma or something.™

“Qh!" s=aid Fotter,
“Think soi"

“0Of course, I loathe hi.mg myself,”
said Coker. “Who wouldn’t? But
beeguse & decent chap loathes & snipe,
that's po resson why a_snipe should
dislike a decent chap! Nothing about
me to dislike, I hope.”

. “Yau're o nice to him I murmured
(Grecne.

“Well, I don't know,” said Coker
thoughtfully. “I've kicked him a few
times, and I firmly believe that kick-
ing does fags good. But I've mnaticed
that they don't like it, all the same.”

“You're such an observant chap,
Coker 1 said Potter admiringly.

“I think I am rather!” assented
Coker. “Well, look here, you fell
I'm going to play up all I can. .
bolieve that lawyer johnny, Barle, has
& bad influence over Caffyn., I'm ed-
vising Aunt Judy to sack him. I've
given her that advice before, but the
crawly brute eecms fo stick on, some-

_;i]nii ¥ well
v thinks

with a gasp.
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Coker shook his head, puzzled and
irritated. [is opinion of Aunt Judy's
solicitor, Mr. Sarle, was that he was &
rotter and a rascal. He hod told Miss
Coker so. He had, indeed, told Mr.
Barle so—though he did not kpow why
Mr. Sarle dishiked him any meore than
he knew why Cafiyn did! But Aunt
Judy, groatly as she admired her
Hurnw.%md not taken his advice to the
extent of sacking ber legal represen-
tative, The fact that he was lHer
younger nephew's guardizn, perhaps.
made her hesitate. Or perhaps there
was a limit to her faith, even in the
wonderful judgment ond cagm:ity of her
derling Horace! It rather anmoyed
Coker.

“Well, I'll go and sce the little bonst,
anyhow !I” said Coker. “Sorry to cut
before you fellows have finished your
tea, but you won't mind.”

Would they mind ?

_ Potter an::!! Greene were already think-
ing of cutting, even at tho cost of
aban&min? the veal and ham pies, to
get away from Coker's conversation on
that boring subject! Would they mind?

They wouldn't! But Coker did not
wait for m to say so. He barged
ocut of the study and left them happy
end contented.

Making his way to the Remove

e, Coker passed several Remove
ellows; but this time he got through
without waking up the hornets, The
Bounder was n ths passage, and he
grinned ot Coker; but Horsee nobly
resisted the temptation to strew him on
the floor. He was geoing to speak to
Caffyn, and did not want to be rolled
into tha games study again by & mob
of Removites,

He kicked open the door of Btudy
No. L. Rather to his surptise, the
Famous Five were nt tea there, Coker
knew that Wharton and Nugent had
hardly used their study except for prep
sinee Calfyn came,

“Hallo, halle, halle!™ said Bob
Cherry affably. "Don't ﬂ'lEﬁ koock at
doors in the slum you were brought up
in, Coker "

“Where's the Spipe?™ snapped
Coker,

“1 think he's tea’d in Iall”

answered Harry Wharton, with a shrug
of the shoulders. " We'vo told him ho'a
not wanted here, I'm going to ask
Quelch to take him out of thiz study.
I've kicked him out to go on with,”

Coker frowned. That no fellow
could like Caffyn, he knew by his own
feelings on the subject. Still, he did
not approve of Remove kids taking the
law into their own hands.

“Look here, you can’t kick m
out of his own study !*' he stated,
“Can't we 7 ﬁri.nned Frank Nugent.

“No, you jolly well can’t!” rosred
Coker.

“My dear man,” said Harry, " we can
kick Caffyn out, wo can  kick
Caffyn’s cousin  out, too, if he's
checky ! Taks the tff’ and bunk 1*

“Hear, hear 1” said Johnoy Dull.

“The bunkfulness is the proper caper,
my esteemed and ridiculous Coker,”
satd Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

Coker breathed hard. He was on tho
verge of an explosion, when a fat voice
squeaked in the Remove ogassagn: _

“I say, you fellows, Coker's kicking
up & row in No. 1.7

Varnon-Smith looked in at the d:_;mr.

“ Coker want helpin’ home again " he
asked,

Harry Wharton Janghed. ;

“ Do you want helping home, Coker E*:
he inquired, “Wa're ready to oblige.

Coker of the Fifth breathed hard,

cousin



restrained his feclings, and turned to
tha door, He did not want helping
home ! :

“[mmﬁiefm that jolly old cousin of
ours, Coker?” asked the Bdunder,
Eﬂlﬁiﬁr as he passed, “He's in
Skinmer's study, if you want him."”

Without troubling to thank Smithy
for the information, Horace tramped up
the passage and kicked ai the door of
Skinner's study. It did not open; it
was locked on the inside. Horece
thumped.

“Is Caffyn herc?” he ehouted.

“Find out!” came back Skinner's
voice.

“*I want him!” roared Coker.

“ He doesn’t want you.*

“Open this door!  What have you
got it locked fori”

“Go and eat coke !

It did not dawn on Coker that thoe
study door was locked because there was
s smoking party inside. But he felt
U from Skinner's answers that
Caffyn was there; and he was not a
fellow to be denied. Ha thumped and
pounded at the door. '

“(io awsay, you fool!” called out the
thin, sharp woice of the Bnipe.

Evidently Caflfyn was there!

“Will you let me in?" roared Coler,

e ﬂn IE‘

Crash |

Coker’s hei'tg shoulder smote the door,
and it groaned.

Crash | .

He hurled his whole weight on it

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Skinner. “Wa
shall have Quelchy up at this ratel
Better lot tho fool inl'

And Harold Skinner bastily unlocked
the door and it Hew open Ler
marched into the study; and stopped
suddenly, coughing and spluttering, a3
he captured a mouthful of tobacco
smoke, Three dingy young rascals,
cigarette in hand, etared at him
ﬂunig::ilj.r-E and Coker stared back at thom,
spluttering.

THE HINTH CHAPTER.
Retorming a Botter!

" U RRCH/” %urgied Coker.
Il:{:_m i
8kinner and Snoop threw

their cigarettes inwo the fire.
Caffyn followed their example. With
Coker kicking up & shindy there was a
risk of & master or a prefect coming u
to seo what the row was., Bkinner
Co. felt awiully like men of the world,
as they smoked after ten in No. 1.
But they did not want to display their
men-of-the.-worldliness to the eyes of

authority.

"Wuﬂgﬁh " coughed Coker. “You
putrid li bmt-e&—u%gghl You ought
to be jolly well licked! Gurrgh !*

“Cen't mind your own bizneyi”
sneered Skinner,

* Look here, what do you want here "
demanded Snoop.

did not speak, but he eyed
his brawny, burly cousin evilly. ih
had no doubt that Horace had come on
¥ anoa bent.

After the miserable trick of the pre-
Eiﬂuﬁi dathh]:.&dwaa- he tg ox ?E All

ay long he had expected to hear from
Euien and to feél the weight of his
heavy hand, or his heayier t.

He koew the Hemove fellows would
not rally to his aid. Any other man
in the Remove had only to ory
“Rescue,” to bring the whole
buzzing round an nvader. But nobody
would have lifted a finger for the
Smpe. Nobody objected to Coker kick-
ing him for his treacherous trickery—

Form_
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indeed, they were strongly disposed to
kiok him themselves. :

His Form-master, Quelch, regarded
him with hardly concealed contempt—

his hcadmaster was weighing in his f

mind whether to turn him out of the
school, He was scorned in his Form,
and fellows of other Forms who noted
his existence, did so with a sneer. Even
Bkinner and Snoop were rather dubious
about keeping on his acquaintance!

Ho was friendless, and beginning to
realisg that he deserved to be friead-
less, And here was burly, brawny,
Horace—on the trail of vongeance. Thoe
Bnipe looked evil and scared. There
was no help or rescue for him—Horoeo,
if 8o disposed. could thrash him as much
as he chose, Ewven if o Bixth Form pro-
feet camo up, he was likely to tell the
wratched Snipe that it served him jolly
well right—as 1t did!

In these circnmstances, it was fortu-

nate for the Snipe that Horace, under

the influence of Aunt Judy's letter, had
not come on the war-path, His in-
tentions, in  fack, were friendly—as
friendly as he could force himself to
feel towards the Snipe!

But, coughing and spluttcring and
angry, Horace did not lock very
friendly! Caffyn, backing round the
table, eyed him across that article of
furpiture, wondering whether he would
have a& chance tp dodge out of the
study, if Hlorace started round the table
after him,

Remove fellows came along the pas-
eage to look in, but obvigusly without
any intention of interfering. The
Snipe, already unpopular epough, hed
fed up the whole Form with his latest

exploit.

Coker coughed, gurgled, gasped, and
spluttered. Then he a%ntn across tho
study, and Caffyn dodged. But he was
not gfter Coffym. He stamped to the

window and threw it wide open.

“Look here, what the thumpl!”
yelled Bkinner angrily, as the sharp
wind from the sea blew in.

"kYﬂu smoky little ticks!” gosped

8T.
E" Nobody asked you here,” yapped

noop.
. “That's better!” said Coker, unheed-
mﬁ' &3 the wind cleared the smoke off,
“Now a fellow can breathe. Caffyn—"

“Let me alone 1" muitered the Snipe,
setting his thin hips. “I'll go to Quelch
if you touch mel”

ker stared at him.

. “Who's gning to touch wou?” he
inquired. * ¥You're mnot nico to touch,
Boipe. I wouldn't touch you with a
barge-pole if I could help it 1™

“What the ‘thump do you want,
then " demanded Cafivn; rclieved, hnt
puzzled.

Ha began to see that Horace was not
there to thrash him.

“Aunt Judy's written to me about
yvou,” growled Horace. *“It's . pretty
sickening, but she’s asked me to do what
I can for you, and I'm going to do it.
You want taking 1o hand, that's & cert.
Look at the dirty trick you played yes-
terday—--and last week, too, and other
times, as well. Well, I'm guing to seo
if there's anything that can be done for

CFLL.
. Caffrn eould
ehuckle from the fellows in the passago.
The Foamous Five had arrived there
now, sand more and more of the Remove
wera coming along, tes being over in
most of the studies. Coker was emng
quite & large sudience—which Eﬂ di
lying snozking, wily,

not, however,
y little scoundrel,” went on

“You're a -
smoky, din
neadn't tell yvou all that.

Coker. *~

gtara. There was a do

il

dou know it. I fawey every mon in
yope Form knows 45, too.”

The  knowfulness is terrific!”
letﬂie Hurree Jamset Ram. Singb

Rear 1”

* Hear, hear {"” grinned Bauiff.

‘But you won't improve in the com-

pany you're ing now,” said Coker,

with a glare of wcorn at Skinner and

Snoop. “MNow I'm takiog vou in hand,
u‘ft;u to cut these two young cads.

M 1]

“1 shall please mysolf about that!”
snaried Ua.ﬂgrn oy

“You won't!” ssid Coker coolly.
“I'm going to do what I can for you,
to please sunty, snd that's a begin-
ning. If I find you in this study ogain,
or aiz:eakmg to those young rotters at
all, I'll whui;lfuu-—md whop them [

“Ha, ha, ha 1" from the passage.

Coker stared round.

“Don't cacklo at me, you cheeky
young ticks:” he snapped. “Now,
you've got to bogin h{‘ chugking smok-
ng, v, I'll ebuck your cigarettes
into the Gre.” :

Coker grabbed s box from the table.

“They're mine!” yolled Ekinner, in
alarm. '

“They go into the fire, all the same !”
answered Coker coolly; and they went,
in a shower, and the box after them.

dkinner, jurnping forward desperatcly
to save his property, was gras 5 by the

L]
£

collar. The next moment Coker had
Snoop by the collar with his left. They
wriggled and kicked.

; ne, you fcllowsl”  yelled
Skinner.

“ My dear man, wo wouldn't slop the
gariu:munc-a for anything I said Bch

herry. *Coker's frightfully amusing.”

“You're to have nothing more to do
with my cousin, Coffvn, you twe1” said
Coker, " Understand 7

“ Lot vou rotter [ hewled Snoop.

“He's bad enough, without you young
cads ma.kmasum worse. Take that as a
tip I” said Coker, hr::girg together the
heads of Bkinner noop with a
crack that rang like a shot.

Craock |

“Whoop I

*Yarooooh 1"

Coker pitched Bkinner into one corner
of the etudy, anogﬁ_mtﬂ another. They
sprawled there, rubbing their heads and
glaring at Coker of the Fifth as if they
could have esten him. Caffyn edged
towards the door, but it was blocked by
grinning Removites, who did not opan
to give him passage. They did not want
the performance to stop. Coker of the
Fifth, for once, had the. hearty good
wiches and approval of the Remove.

“Now wou'll leave my cousin alone,
you twol” said Coker, glaring alter-
netoly at Skinner and 8noop.  “Got it
clear, or do you want 8 taste of my
bﬂmﬁ?ﬂ d ha alled

“Hang him, an n ul” relle
Ekinnnﬁ “{at out of mgy };gudy 1%

“I'm going—and Caffyn's gong, too.
Come on, you Soipe [

“I[—I won't—"

“You will!” said Coker, catching
Caffyn by tho collar, “Don’t howl, you
funky little snips. I'm not going to
hurt you. I'm going to take vou E.:rr B

walk till lock-up ! —
g&ﬁﬁ:}{l the anipe, In
“What the thump

(4 A_ﬂ_“ ,“!ul !H
blank amazement.
ou mean, you fool?”

“Don’t wyou understand lain
Tnglish? When I say a walk, I mean
a walk! We've got time to do six or

peven miles before the gates are closed.”
“"Bix or sevenr miles!” stutiercd
Cafiyn.
A mile was more than enough for tho
weedy, idle. ioafing Bnipe.
“Yes. Come on!l”
Tex Masoyer Lisnaer.—No. 1,412,
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“1 won't|” shrieked Caffyn. y
did not troubls to answer him
again. He walked out of the study,
leading the Bnipe by the collar. This
:Lmasn Romove ma%h made room !:E

e Snipe to_pass. roared wi
lau h_ta:pan th nmwd;; back.

" old er I chuckled Bob.

“Ain't he a jowal intirely!™
c:hgrﬁ!a& ﬁmﬁ gﬂmmd.

s, .

“Stop him!” yelled Caffyn.  He
g:nhbad at the arm of the captain of the

move as he passed. * Stop )
Wharton 1" '

Wharton jerked his-arm free,

“ Nothing of the sort!” he answered.
“1 think it's jolly decent of Coker to
take any trouble sbout you, sfter the
dirty tricks you've played on him.

“Help me, you rotters!l” howled

Caff .

B o fa 3

There was no help for Caffyn. Coker’s
startling idea of reforming the Bnipe
by & dose of strenucuis exercise rather
appealed to m strenuous Form like the
Greyfriars Remove, Certainly, they
were not likely to dé snything to’ pre-
vent Horsce getting on with the good

work. W
Caffyn walked down the stairs with

Coker, simply because ha could not help

it. A roar of laughter followed him.

Twice he attempted to bolt before he
got to the door. In the doorway Win-
gate of the Bixth was standing with
Gwynne, and the two profects looked
round curicusly at ker and  his
wriggling prisoner. :

“What's this game, Coker?” asked
AY N .

“Taking my cousin for a walk1” zaid
Coker. *Better for him than frowst-
ing in his study.”

“0h, my hat " said Gwynne.

“Lots I said Wingste, laughing.

Coker walked out into the quad with
Caffyn. They headed for the gatea and
W
man of the Fifth released the infuriathd
Eﬂi'ﬂﬂh .

“Three miles out, and three miles
back,” he said. “Try to.cut, and Ll be
after yon like a shot—and I'll you
all the wayl I warn you mot to try
any tricks. ' I mean business. Heel

Caffyn; choking - with rage, did not
try any tricks. It was only too evident
that there was nothing doing. He had
te walk—and he walked 1’ :

They wers not scen ab Greyfriars
ngain till Gosling was closing the

gates. Then Coker.walked in, fresh as-

B after his long tramp. Coker's
!num wera tireless, After him
crawled the unhappy Snipe, almost on
his hands and knees. He tottered into
the House, tottered into the Rag, and
collapsed into & chair, and grogned.
Ho was barely able to iotter into Hall

for calling-over. At prep that evenin
in 8tudy No. 1 he moved stiffly, as'i
afflictad with rheumatism, harton

and Nugent smiled. -But the hapless
8ni ﬂgi not smile. He groaned.

It the way of the transgressor was
hard, the path of reform seemed harder
gtill—under such a reformer as Coker &f
the Fifth! And Coker had not finished
yet. He had only begun!

———

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Strenuous |

t ALLO, hallo, hallo1”

H It was the following morn-

ing, and the Remove were

Fifth o mt,man]:'iﬂﬁkni: Th?

ifth were ¥ ou eT, ©
that Form, was waiting for the Remove
tﬂ l ]
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Which was surprising, as the Remove,
of course, were miles and miles below
the notice of so lofty

a B By

gﬂrm James Coker, 0¥ thn‘%'ifth

arm. X

But there he was—waiting! Boh
eted him, in surprize. QOther

fﬂéﬁﬁﬂﬂiﬁm' ade a dive at
ing, er made a dive =
Edgar Cafiyn and grebbed him by the
shoulder, g
“Come on1” he said,
yn gave s squeal of angry and
slarmed protest,

“Keeping it up, Coker ! asked Harry

‘Wharton, lsughing.

“Eht Yes! Get & move o1,

Caffyn I"* rapped Coker, “I've only got beh

five minutes for you—can’t waste all
break oo a snipe! I'm going to trot
you round the quad st

top spead 1M
Leave me alone I seil?ad Cafiyn.

“If you don’t keep ahead of me,
shall help you om, see?™ said Coker.
“I'm going to give you thize yards’
start. 1 warn you to make the most of
it.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1” yvelled the Removites.

Taffwp g!m& round dm&mtelj
His Form-fellows wera taking this as a
joke, regarding it all the same as & good:
thing for the loafing Bnipe. Keally, 1t
was quite decent of Coker to: take all
this troubla about a relative whom he
disliked and barred, i |

That was not Caffyn's view, howaver,
He waa still l.cshing from that fearful
tramp of the day befora. 5

Heo strugeled in Horace's heity grip.
And as Mr. Quelch came down the
corridor » Form-room, he yelled
desperatoly to his Form-mastor,

“Mr, Quelch! Make him let me go,

gir ™
“What? What?” eoxclaimed the
move master, “What iz all this?
Coker, release Caffyn at onco ™
Horace Coker breathed hard, but he

obeyed. Cafiyn stoed panting for

eath.
Mr. Quelch cyed the two of them.
“What does this mean, Coker?” he

Enagpad. :

“T hope you're not going to interfere,
air 1" said Coker grufly.” “My Aunt
Judy has asked me to take thai Bnipe
up, and do what I can for him. I want
to do as sho wishes. I hate having any-
thing to do with the little beast, ‘but I
think it's up to mé and I'm doing it
A run round the quad will do him

“Oh1” said Mr. Quelch, rather taken
aback. “Is that your intention, Colier 7
What is your ﬂ%‘ﬁhﬂﬂ. Caffyn, to tak-
ing exercise in er's company 1"

"I—dl gﬁa&;h him‘!1r 'It% lat br?ﬁ ﬂuﬁei"'
EAS 2 a, ute nearly
wg.l'l}:aed ™me nﬁnmr legs yesterday! I'm
still nnhmﬁ I :

Mr. Quelch smiled faintly. He began
to understand. The Remove fellows
looked on, wondering how Quelch was

oing to decide this rather extraordinary

ispute.

“Caffyn I” -said Mr, Quelch., “You

with Coker. T e
ve a right to do as I 'like in bresk,
sir | panted the Snoipe.

Quelch eyed him coldiy.

“That is an error, Calfynl Yom are
i!‘:-e idtlmt.llgd most qnﬁtd in my

orm ave reprimanded you on
many occasiona for _igla loafing. X have
had to punish you for smoking.
have heard that you have been cancd by
the Head of the Games for aveiding

ames practico. I am very glad to pee

+ your cousin, & senior boy, is tak

such an interest in your well-béing.
approve of it " )

i%ith that, Quelch walked on, leaving
the Removites grinning, and Caffyn
gritting his testh.

Wirifl go

o D e Teors ko
AWAY ; L] ovE
dodgo away veral f

Coker's hand dropped on him again.

“Your s got s lot of sense,
Caffyn1” remarked ker, * Much
more- senss than most besks! Come

on I

There was no m&fm Caffyn. His
Form-master was final court of
sppeal;- and his Form-master ' had
decided inet - him., Full -of malice,
rage nnd.ﬁ!‘ uncharitableness, the Buipe
went with Coker, .

His run round the quad was & night-
mare to Caffyn. Coker g;e him the
thrqadj'nriiﬂ atart,--abd followed
md,

Cafiyn ran hard! But Coker was soon
olosa astern, letting out. a het‘#g foot,
The jolt from Coker's boot lent the hap-
less Bnipe renewed vigour. He Hew.

Fellows watched him racing, a
roarad with laughter. Caffyn panted,
and pulfed, and blew; and by frantic
efforts contrived to keep just shead .of
Coker’s big feet. - Right round the quad
N Ry e

a o where
he bolted in like a rabbit int?:u:ﬂ‘:mn'-ow.

“J say, you fellows, that will do the
Snipe. 1 chortled Billy Bunter,
who had blinked at the scene, through
his big apectacles, with great cntertain-
BTEHL' I" En:].,ha._ha!l }Jnﬁy mttsr;‘h you

now-—lo& ani olly ng

g ﬁg. h A

for hinbbehut? . e, hel”

Bab rry winked at his friends.

“You think that a lazy, loafing rotter
ought tc be mads to take a little
q:iﬁiiw, with a boot behind him 1" he
asked.

“Yes, rather!™ answered Bunter.
“Berve him jolly well right! I'd like to
sce every rotten slacker treated the same

way.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Bl if I gee anything to cackle
at!” said the Owl of the ove
warmly. * You're not much better than
the Snipa! Look st you now—hangin

asbhout w?:h your hands in your dpoukets :
¥Yah! A bit of a sprint would -do yon
lots of good! Why don't you get on
with it 7"

The ¢hums of the Remove took their
hands from their ts.

"Jﬂ“}f good idea!™ Johany
B:l:‘i!éh“"'fnu start, Bonter 1*

§
0 an I* sai .
“Go 1 1d fat bean!” ssid Bob
"We'll follow I”
Billy Bunter blinked, .
“0Oh, really, you fellows! I'm going

over to the tuckshop Eﬂ_
“Xou're jo!lz- well not!"” chuoklad
Bob Cherry., “Didn't you say that

rotten slacker ht to be treatad
Hko Cafiyn?  Well, then, go shead—
we'll do the same as ar.™

* 0 ﬁmrﬁ-—"

« Iﬂiﬁr%‘uﬁﬁﬁﬁ ugent.

"B:;su!“ roared Bunter. “Look
here—— Yaroooh! Eﬂeig G?“r boot
away from my bags, eITy, you
benst! I  say, you fellows—
wf]ﬁ tarpal!.:rt-a&.

Heo had to start, and he had to keep
on. After him the Famous
Five, laughing. - Cherry took the

load, letting out s foot to belp the fat
Owl on whEn he slacked.

“Oh crikey | gesped Bunter, as ha
few. “1 say, you fellowe—yarcoohl!
You kick me 10, you beast, and I'll—
whooop | ﬂh.#:::’ 1

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Keep it up I”.

“Grooogh! Oh nﬁff’?! I'm out of
breath! Urrrrg

Billy Bunter g:ﬁad round the quad,
puffing and blowing. When he came



Iﬂ"
Ido1* * Then how do you acecount for the
answered Ooker.

sald Dr. Loske.

back to the door of the House, ha
bolted in, ‘like Caffyn. Bunter approved
of Coker's mathods with Caffyn heartily.

He did not seem to feel ths seme ap- st

roval of the same methods applied
imself.
“Beasts I he gurgled, as he dis-
appeared. ,
Hn%hn, ha !’
The Famous Five strolled away in the
B Bunter rolled

quad, laughing.
down into an

into the Hag, and

armcheir, slilluttarizgg for breath.
Caffyn was already there, in anocther
armchair, gurgling.

“Urrrgght” from Bunter.

*Gurrgeh {* from Cnﬁ%.

*“0Oh crikey I groaned Bunter.

"“(h dear |¥ moaned Caffyn.

““Wooo h I gasped Bunter.

“Yoooogh [* spluttered Caffyn.

It was ﬁlbﬂ- a chorus, and they kept
it up till the bell rang for third school.
In third school, however, they beth
‘looked rather brighter and more alert
than usunl. That trot round the qusd
had done Bunter more good than jam
tarts at the tuckshoy, and Cafiyn more

than o cigarette in his study.

But they did not like it all the ¢ome.

“affyn looked forward to further stton-
tiovns from his Fifth Form cousiz. with
dresd ;" and Billy Bunter thanked his

lacky stars that he had no cousin at

Greyfriaras like Coker of the Fifth.

The Snipe’s SBearet !

ARRY WHARTON started.
He was coming into his study
a. i later, . for an ¢1-:E
footer to punt ahout in the
quad after class.
Caffyn was there,

1t was ¢h

EVERY SATURDAY

“ Do you deny that you threw tar at Mr. Prout ¢ ™
) the Head. “Eh| That's easy enotgh ! *
say i was chueked at Prout |

tar on your person P
IIGKJI: e, Same as ¥
Until quita recently Wharton would

have expected to be by a scert
of cigarattes when Ceaffyr was in the

But there was no smell of smoking
now.

Caffyn wns soatod st the study table,
with a lctter in his hands. I-l?in ayes
were fized on the letter, though he was
not reeding it. He was so deep in
troubled thought that he did not seo
Wharton entor—and the captain of the
Removo stopped and sta at him un-
comfortably. Littlo ag he could like
the ﬂmia. ke felt a twinge of compas-
Bion 83 he saw the worry and trouble in
the narrow, foxy

Caffyn was etill an inmate of Btudy
No. 1. Aftor the affair of the tar, the
captain of the Remove had kicked him
out, and had intended to ask Mr.

uelch to shift him from the study.

th he and ugent had apreed thst
they could not stand the Snipe in their
%usttara any longer, if they could help
1 - .

‘But tho matter had dropped.
had to be somewhere, and nobody in
the Remove would have been willing to
take him in.

Even Skinner & Co. would nover have
consented. Bkinner & Co. had dropped

n like a hot brick, Coker’s warn.
:qg d been emough for them.: The
did mot want any more trouble wi
Cafiyn's brawny cousin. _

And ‘since Coker had taken Caffyn in
hand, rough-and-ready as Horace's
methods were, | had beer & marked
Tﬁ}urementd u; tﬂuhﬁmpa,-r?tnid ;l':uq
etudy-ma isli im a little  less
than of ut{.? '

For one thing, he had given up
cigarsttes. Evory day now, sometimes
twice a day, Caffyn was, put through it

13
I |
7
o
il
==
>
I
\ .-
* ¥es | ' roared Coker. “*Of course

by his hefty cousin Coker, having
taken a task in band, was not the man
to drop it. He was going to meet Aunt
Judy's wishes if he c¢ould, and he had
his own way of doing it

It could :Bm!, be ﬂﬁggied Ei:;hat E E’n

ing the 8ni : ven Caffyn
realised that. ﬁ: needed wind for those
daily_sprimts with Coker of the Fifth.
He could not get ovt of those sprints,
po in eelf-defence ad to chuck
emoking. Gasping and panting on short
wind was altogether too paioful. Onl
very rarply now did the Bnipe snea
into some secluded corner for a surrep.
titioua cigareite. .

was surprised himseli at the
change a few days made in him. There
was colour in his pasty cheeks, 8 new
brightness in his eyes; which looked
much less foxy., Ho found that he was
lesa and less tired those runs with
Coker, and he had a much kecner
appetite, ho slept better, and he found
the work in the Form-room easier. It
was borna in even upon the Snipe's
dingy mind that. thers was something
to said for s clean and wholesome
way of life. He bad actuslly turned up
for footer practice without having to
be locked for and kicked.

Greatest change of all, he could speak
without Ea:,rmlg something unpleasant ot
sneermgé resh oir a exercise
spelled better health, and better health
spelied & more cheerful and amiable
outlock on life. .

Colcor was an driginsl fellow, and he
had sct out to reform the Snipe in a
rether original way! But there was no
doubt that he was getting resultsi

Now, howover, as Harry Wharten
looked &t him, drooping over the study

{Condinved on pape 16.)
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[Continued fram page 13.)
table, the Snips looked anythin

bk
bright. Wharton wondered whother
there was bad nows in the letter he had
Leen rﬁading. .

Caffyn did not glance round at him,
Ho was ovidently unconscious of
MWharton's presence in the doorway.

He made n sudden movement and
llashed the lettor down on tho teble.
He struck it with his fist as it lay there.

* id fox I he snarled,

He saw Wharton the next moment.
He epun round on him, lhis eyes
gleaming.

“What do you wanti” he sparled.
*Bpying on o chapl”

Wharton coloured.

“You worm!” ho exclaimed, all his
sympathetio feclings vanishing on tho
spot. “Caon't I come into my own study
for o footert Don't talk to met”

¥Me crossed the study, picked up tho
football, and turned to the door with it
under his arm. Coaffyn watched him
sullenly, But his expression changed
as tho captain of the Romove rcached
the door. e

“SBorry 1" hoe' muttered umﬂihqgl%
“[—=J—you startled ma! I didn’t
mean—— Oh, hangt It doesn't matter,
un{il,mw." .

harton turned sgain. Tt was so
unusual for the Smipo to express any
regret for having made himself un-
lenssnt that it breught a smile to the
fzce of the in of the Removt.

“ Any trouble?” he askod.

“Ves ! grunted Caffyn.

“I mean, I'm not asking f’ﬂu about
vour affaire,” said Harry, realising that
a follow had to walk dclicately in deal-
ing with o suspicious a fellow as Edgar

Caffyn, “1I mean, if thero’s anything a
fellow could ’

“ Nothing 1"

“Oh, all serema then!” Whatlon

made o movement to g
“Hold on!” said Caffyn,
Wharton held on.
“ Look at that letter 1" sald the Saipe.

Tha captain of the Remove pauscd.
He had felt a faint friendly impulso
towards the fellow he disliked on sceing
him look so thoroughly down and out.
But he shrank from the idea of being
mixed up in any way in tho Bnipos
dingv affairs.

" h, don't trouble 1 sald Caffrn with
his old snoer, az he saw Wharton
hesitate: “Why should you bother your
head about a fellow yoi loathe?! Go
back to your friends I

But Wharton's brief hesitation was
over, He picked up the letter and
looked at it. It puzzled him; there was
nol, so far as he could see, anything in
it to canse deep trouble and worry. It
was written in a thin, fne hand—ihat of
{afiyn's guardian, the solicitor Sarlo.

¥Dear Edgar,~It is some timo since
I havo heard from wou. far, you
appear to have made no progress what-
ever. You will scarcely expect mo to be
satisBed with this. I shall bope to heer
that you have done better when I sce

Tz Muover Lienany.—No. 1,412,
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vou next week:
to the school next Wednesday to &eo
Horace, and, of course, you also. 1
shall come with her, as it is her wish,
and I think I had bettor see you.
“Your guardian,
#J, SAnLe.”

It was a cold, formal lotter and did
not indicate that Mr, BSarle was
Lhathered by any great affection for his
ward, But Wharton could not seo why
it had troubled Caffyn so mauch.

Caffyn was watching him with a half-
SNOCT,

Wharton, of con tock tho lotter st
facc-value. He had not the fsintest
iden of what sort of “progress® Mr.
darle had expected Caffyn to mako at
Groyiriars,

Mr. Sarlg was a legal gontleman and
a cantions geatleman. He was not
likoly to put anything in black and
white that conld possibly cause him
trouble if it fcll into the wrong hands,

Anyone reading that letter could only
havo supposed that Caffyn’s guardian
was dissatisfied with a schoolboy’s pro-

ross at school ! Certai na ono could

avo puacsscd that Mr. Sarls in reslity
was dissatisfiod with Caffyn’s progress
in the piot for cutting out Hornce
Coker |

Caffyn had s fecling of contempt for
in._ follow who could not rend between the
s,

But as ho looked at Wharton's cheer-
ful, healthy face, and could not help
noting the absenco of suspicion or cun-
ning penctration in it, his contompt
changed to a weary envy.

Ho folt that ho would have given a
good deal to have a healthy unsuspicious
mind instead of tho sharp cunning and
?anff oit which he had always prided

imself.

Wharton laid Jdown tho lotter and
loaked at him across the table. )

“That's not awfully bad!” he esaid,
with & emilo. “You'ro a hit of &

acker in class, Caffyn, and I suppose
Queleh’s half-term report hes mado yoor
guardian s bit restive. But you've timo
to pull up before tho end of the term if
vou choose and if you want to sakisfy

r. Sarle”

Cafiyn burst into a discordant laugh.

“Do you think Sarle's referring to
school matterst™ he jeered.

“Eh? What? I suppose so! What
olso " asked Wharton, in surprise.

It was on the tip of Calfyn’s tongue
to tell him! " But he checked that
impulse. His dismal secret was not ono
that could be told.

“0Oh! Nothing ! he snapped.

stood looking out into the quad, his
back to the captzin of the Remove,

Harry Wharton stared at Eaﬁi—:‘;’s
back for a momont or two, and then
walked out of tho study with the foot-
Lall ho had come for. Neot till he had
gone did Caffyn turn from the window.

Hea picked up Mr. Sarle's letter, tore
it into fragments, and threw the frag-
ments into the grate. He knew to what
Mpr. Barle reforred, if Wharton did not.
What was he going to do?

His campaign agsinst Coker was a
ghastly feilure. Ha dared not carry it
on—and he did not want to carry it on.
But what was he to say to Sarle when

ho came?
Footstepz  eamo  bock alongs the
passago. Harry Wharion looked into

the study agein.

"Come down and help us punt this
footer about, Caffyn!™ he said.

Caffyn stared ot him for a mioment.
_“"¥You don’t want me,” he said—"and
if vou do, your friends don’t! 1 won't
comg—]—I—] mean—% o paused.

ed, “Let:
it drop [ Hoe turned to the window ond.

Misa Coker is coming “ Look here, I'll be jolly gled to comsé

if you mean it
Come onl” said Harry cheerily; and
Cafiyn came, The other fellows stared

when Boipo  turnod up with
Wharten.

“Hallo, hello, hallo!" roared Bob
Cherry.  “Yon getting o move on
Em]:;l:;r, without Coker's boot behind
your”’

“Ha, ha, hat"

Caffyn seowled.

“If yvou don’t want me T'll cloar fast
onough!” he enapped; and he torned
away-—only to be jerked back by Bob's
powerful grasp, . .

“Don't be an ass!” said Bob. *Join
up and weléome, fathead! Now,' Ehcn.

pass that ball! Come on, Caffynt
And the Snipe joined in punting the
footer, and forgot all about Mr. Harle

and his- tortuous and dismal plotting,
and when ho went back ta the Houso
for tca, he was feeling o much moro
cheerful Snipe,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Change for the Better

ORACE COKER reddencd,
He reddcned with wrath,
Coker of the Filth was casily
stirred to wrath. Anjthmg, or
nothing could oxeite the hot and hesty
temper of old Hornee. Often and often
would Coker fly into o temper simply
ause he misunde somaething
that was egaid to him; only to disecover
Iater that he had cxpended a lot of
ocnergy for nothing.
But on tho present oceasion Cokoer had
amplo canse for wrath.

o was standing at his study window
looking out into the quad, where the old
olms glenmod with the lgreun of apring.
Thera wera xplenty of things to Iga
seon, that failed to win Coker’s lord
ppproval. T'or instance, Wingate an

wynno were walking, in state, on the
Bixth Form green, where only the Sixth
—not even the Fifth !l—were allowed to
walk. Bwank, in Coker's opinion !

Billy Bunter could be discerned, roll-

-ing tuckshopwards. Not at all ﬁ‘fmd for
o UTES

ag to cram h with
pastry, Coker considered, )

Harry Wharton & Co. were punting
o footer about. Coker approved of fags
gutting plenty of exercise. But he con.
sidered 1t * roll,”’ otherwize “side” for
E;ninra to punt a ball in the quncf. and

d ho been a prefect, Coker would
jolly well have stopped it.  Luckily,

ker wasn'tl

Tubb, of tho Third Form, unssen by
any eyes but Coker’s, taking a bird’s-
eya view from the high window, was
making a disrespoctful gesture behind
the "back of Prout, who rolled in the
Elm Walk. Tubb, little dreaming that

eyo observed him. placed a thumb
to his nose, and extended his Gngors. It
would have mattored little, but for the
fact that Prout was Cloker's TForm-
master, and from that oircumstance de-
rived zome umportance. Coker made &
mental note to kick Tubb of the Third
on their next meeting.

But all theso things, though displeas-
ing to Coker's lofty oye, did not cause
that flush of doep wrath in his cheeks
or that thunderous frown that clouded
his Olympian brow.

Tt was the sight of Caffyn that did
that |

Coker's cyos,
objects, fixed on t

And ho glared!

It was by sheor chanco that he sow
tho Bnipe. No other eye saw him. The
#nipo was ocoupied in & way that made
Jrimx very careful not to Lo observed, if
he ocould help it

ing over othere

Snipo!



He had o coatapult in his band. He
was at a great distance from the House
—quite smsll in the distance. But there
was nothing the matter with Coker’s

eyes, and he
t muE}: openings in the branches of tho
elms %n a school wall,

The 8nipe, evidently, had made him-

saw him clearly enough,

self
it this bright apting afternoom, he b
looked thia way and that way, like
Moscs of old, and seen that there was
no man. It did not oocur even to the
8nipe’s wary mind that he could be
BEeTE OVer trees, from the distant
House, by a fellow with eyesight
looking out of a window. But Coker saw
him—and thunder grew on his rugged
features. ]

The Snipe, fitiing a stone to his cata-
pult, was taking slow and deliberate
aim at a pigeon resting on the wall,

ker saw the whola thing. Ho was
too far off to intervene; even his
powerful voico could not have carricd
distance, Lun%' before he could get
downstairs, let alone cut across the

a new catapult. Before handiinﬁ be
i

EVERY SATURDAY

guad, that unhappy pigeon would he

own on the ground with a broken l_gg
or wing. Coker, red with wrath, stax
and glared, in a boiling state.

If there was one thing for which he
loathed the 8nipe more than another, it
was his cruelty. Coker might be a
fathoad. He certainly was. might
+ an ass, Undoubtedly he was. He
might be hot-headed, aggressive, over-
bearing—{ew could doubt it. But he
was & healthy and wholesome fellow,
Ho would not have huri livin
thmF. for all the gold in the Bank ©
England. Caffyn made him sick.

He clenched his big fists, nlmost con-
vulsively.

“Oh, won't I whop him!” gas
Coker. “Won't I smash himl| Won't
I pulverize him! And that’s the putrid
little beast that Aunt Judy wants me to
take apl! I'll leave him alone after
this—except for kicking him. But won't
I jolly well kick him1! Won't I justi™

Coker would have given muoch ta be
within kicking distance of gar
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Caffyn at that moment. DBut he could

only watch, in rising rage.

C}:;E;-n scemed anﬁmz time about it,
He had taken aim, slow and careful and
deliberate aim, but he did not let By.

ker wondered why he didn't.

The plfmn on the wall bad not seen
him, and was unconscious of dun?'lm
Besides, the pigeons at Greylriars often
hopped aobout among the fellows who
threw them crumba, and knew no fear.
There was, luckily for them, only ome
Caffyn in the school, and that one, to
judge by Coker's looks, was soon likely
to in the school pital severcly
damaged. But the pigeon would not
remain a target for ever, and tho Snipe,
a3 he delayed his shot, was risking los-
ing his hapless victim,

Still he did not shoot. At length, to
Coker’s wonder, he ceased to aim at ithe
pigeon, and lowered his weapom.

léy. Coker did not know., Ho stared
round and about, to see whether anyone
had sposted the Snipe, and scared him
from his rascally action. But thoro was
(Conlsnued on neéxi page.)
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CUP WINNERS' MEDALS !

‘T ia part of my job to settle foothall
l argumenta, and I am quite pleased
that some of my readers recognise
this—and refer thoir argumenta to

me. “We were talking about players
who had ined Englinh Cup winnera’
medals, I maid there were severzl who

had been on the winning eide three times,
but my friend said I was wrong. Can you
give mé the facta ™

In reply I have to say that the reader
who declared that several modern playera
had throe Cup-winners' moedals wad right.

When Bollon Wanderers brought
off their hat-iriclhi—
ng the frophy for the ihird
time sinca the War—they had several
plagers who had he them o
success in eack of those three finals.
and toho, conseguently, have now
three Cup-iweinners’ medals.

The number of DBolton Wanderers
ﬂnﬁm who were on the winning side in

s Bnals of 1923, 1926, and 1929 was
five—Pym, Haworth, Nuttall, Beddon,
and Butler.

Previons to that suocessful Cap run by
the Wanderers, the w of com-
paratively modern tim eod, T think
the only professional player—who had

%hm Eu;:-wimlz_jam' medala +was Ulﬂuﬂ}
to , who i now manager
Holdersiold Tow.

A lot of le are under the improssion
that b&:auﬂwmna , the Bolton Wenderers
full-back, waa in the side when they won
the Cup in 1923, he also has three medala.
But this 8 not so. waa absent
from the sccond of thoss three finala in
which Bolton Wanderers played, owing to
iujurg+ Otherwise, he might have been
inoleded in the lncky—or skilful—group
of playera who have boen concerned in
three trinmphs, One other player of our
time—David Jack—bas been on the

winning side in three Cup Finals—twice
with Bolton Wanderers and cmce with
Arsenal.

It will be noted that all those men I
have mentioned who can dangle thres
medala on their watch-chains have now
retired from active icipation in the
game with the exception of Butler, who ia
still playing at outside-right for Reading.

AN UNIQUE EXPERIENCE |

HILE I am on this mﬁi@uﬁ.

rhaps the unique expericuce

E? anit?lhar Bnltt?nn Wanderers

I;f;?'m' m be mentioned—

centre-forw 4. R. Bmith., He was in

two of the finals in which the " Trotters ™'

were succesaful, and previoua to joining

the Wanderers he gained & Scottish
Cup winnera® medal.

o successor to J. R. Bmith—who
should not be confused with Joo Bmith—
was Harold Blackmore, who ia now the
leader of the attack, and he led the
forwarda in the 19829 Final. Not long
ago, Blackmore told me of hiz strange
introduction to Cup football, He waa in
the rezerve side of tor Uit_? when that
club waa drawn to play against Bristol
City in a Cap-tie. As the reserves had no
match on their on that
particular day, Elackmeore took & " bua-
man's holiday,”* and went to Bristol with
the intention of watching hia first team
matea play. He bad just settled himeelf
in his place on the und whon & board
was sent round : * Harold Blackmore is
wanted in thse Exeter dressing-room at
once.” Blackmore hurried from his place
to the dressing-rocom, to find that the
Excter centre-forward had been taken ill
and could not play. That was Black-
more’s otrenge introduction to Cup
football. :

One thing leads me to another, and
while I am mentioning Blackmore, I m
on another bit of information whi

e gove me, and which may prove useful

to soma of my young readers.
early days, Blackmore was
worried—as many othor centra-dorwards
nmmm ha sent so many shots over
the .

I
ﬂr::ﬁb-nﬂrﬁgim

beer barrel
of his
the boll

THE SAFEST JOB !
HICH is the "safeat™

on fleld a0 far as injuries
are concerned ¥ That is
another and somewhat

awkward question which bas reached me,
and for a little while ! was porploxed
sbout the answer, However, thero ia one
fact which scems to suggest that geal-
keepers receive fewer  sericus injurica
than the players in other positions.

Taking the English First Division thero
are, Al time of writing, twelve goal-
keepurs who have »a in overy
mateh for their teamas this season, There
are only fourteen full-backs who claim
a like distinction, filteen balf-backs, and
ninetesn forwards.

Secing thot there i only one goal-
fecper in o side, twe full-boceks,
three half-bocks, and five forwords,
the obrious inferesmce the
fAgurece [ have griven is that fhe goal-
keepers have the safext jobs, and the
forwpards oare mosi

fnjured.

{ ought to point out, of ocourse, that
thore are reasons other than ing which
aceoumt for playera being from
thair teams, but in the majority of eascs
pasanltiss lead to absenes, and, therefore,
the conclugion is that the forwards are
burt more frequontly than the players in
other de ments.

Now for a tochnieal on. Can o
Elayar ba offside when the ball comos to

im from an opponent ¥ ‘The anewer is in
the affirmative.

aX o
mmwmm
opinion of the referes,
coune an to make o
perate ¢ to the
going to him. In such a case the
atiacker could be givem offside
even though the ball went to himn
-ﬂ'ﬂ a3 dﬁfm- s LIHESH*H;"
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mmhh&mbetﬁ:@nn the trees and
the wall sxespt the Bnipe; he was etill
cbserved enly by Cokes,

Yet it was olear that ho had changed
his ‘mind. Had he seen Coker glaring
from the study window?! He was not
ever locking in that direction.

r stared in surprise and puzzle-
racht.

o was still more surprised a moment
or two later. Snipe bent down and
put his foot on the catapult. Coker
could not hear it snap, but he koew it
e B bad ‘destroyed i

Hpe aatro in own
weapon. Coker saw him throw the
hrﬁl':&ﬁufrngmanta :lr: itt over the EE'

. my only hat1" gas Br,

Ho ga:&dya.l if muam&nwd

The Bnipe turned away from the spot,
The pigeon, viconsoious of its narrow
cscape, rose from the wall and Auttered
away. Caffyn drove his honds into his

ts and walked under the trees and
disappeared from Horace Coker’s view.

Coker rubbed his head thoughtiully.

He wondered what it meant. Evi-
dently the Bnipo had repented of that
cruel and cowardly action, before carry-
ing it out. Why? It was not like tho
Snipe. Wae there some remnant of
deceney in the fellow somewhere, and
was it coming to the surface?

“My only hatt” repeated Coker.

Coker was quito unawara of the lesson
the Famous Five had given Cafiyn a
couple of wooks ago on the subject of
catapulting. It waas that, added to the
Snipe's present hoalthior state of bedy
and mind, that had caused the change
that so astonished Coker. The Baipe
bad bogun to think—and to think on
right lines!

fory few people are cruel by noture.
It is onl,‘lwant« of thought—inability to
realiso what the viotim feels like. e
fact that the Boipe had profited by his
;Je‘m, ghowed that there was hope for

im.

Coker’s ru

brow was no longer
wroth

'y. but 1t was very thoughtiul, as
he left his study. He was no longer
yearning to kiok the Snipe. He wasn't
ﬁumg to kick the Bripe. It even

awned on him that perhaps Aunt Judy
was right in thinking that, as elder
cousin, it was his duty to take the
wretched fellow up and make the best of
him. ' Coker resolved to keep on with
the good work,

Ho came on the 8nipe in the quad,
Cﬂﬁf:n had 11;:::131:1 the juniors who were
punting the ball; certainly a much more
healthy and desirable occupation than
!guttmg pigeons. Cokér watched him
or some time, ard when the Bnipo
walked off to the House, followed him,
and clapped a hand on his shoulder,

Caffyn started and stared round.

“I.00k here——'" he began., .

“I saw wyou with that catapult from
my study window I =aid Coker.

Cafiyn eaught his breath,

“I naver——"" ha began.
“If you had, I should be emashin
ot up at the present moment,” sai
7 t th b i E
voker genially, “But vou didn't.
You're getting decent, Caffvn. You're
not such a maaking:. vile little beast as
vou think yvou are,

“You silly idiot 1" said Cefvn.

* Look here. come up to tea with me,”
said &'oker. “I've got lots and lots of
stuff. Tea in my study, what?”

The Snipe blinked at him. This was
n tremendous concession from the great
Hlorace. who had no_use whatever for
l‘uﬁa. But he meant it.

Come on. kid"™ said Coker.

He marched Ceffen into the House.
Bob Cherry chuckled as ha saw them go.
- “The jolly old lion and -the lamb,”
be remarked. “ Wonders will never

Tne Magwer Lisgany.—No. 1,412
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ceast, my beloved ’earers! Caffyn's
getting decent, and Coker's getting
civilised "

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

There was perhaps rather a strain at
tea in Coker's study. Potter and
Greene at Caffyn, and said
nothing to him. On the other hand
Coker talked to him, and told him. all
about football, and about the wonderful
things that he, Horace, wourd have done
in the first eleven, if only Wingate had
had the sense to th him for School |

But in spite of the silence of Potier
and Greene, and the conversation of
Coker, the Snipp enjoyed his tea, which
was very good if the conversation was
not, He said “ Thanks, Horace!” when
he went, and Coker did not even think
of kicking him for calling him Horace.

After tea Coker wrote to Aunt Judy
on the subject.

“Deer Aunt Judy,—You will be
pleszed to hoer that yung Caffyn ia im-

rooving & hole lot. I am docing all
fﬁt:l:l for him, and he does not seem to
be sutch a friteful little beest ss he
was! I had him to tes to-day.

“Yore affectionato ﬁe';;hem
“ Horace.”

‘Which letter gave great pleasure to a
kind old lady, and made her quits keen
to see her nephews when she came down
to Greyviriars School on Wedneadary.

etk

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Yery Kind of Coker |
H&RR? WHARTON & CO.

smilad. .
A stone image might have
smiled. .

Potter and Greene of the Fifth con-
trived to suppress their feelings. Coker
waS serious—very serious—and when
Coker was in a serious mood he had
no use for hilarity.

Coker was talking. That was nothing
new. He generally was. Ho was talk-
ing football Neither was that anything
new. It wonld have been rather new
if ha had known what he was talking
about. His loud voice reached other
aars beside Potter and CGreene's, but
Coker did not mind that, All Grey-
friara was welcome to listen to the words
of wisdom that fell from the hps of
Horace Coker if sll Greviriars liked!
'l]nnpttalln Greyfriars was not kesn
on i

But the Famous Five. being within
range of Horace’s powerful voice in the
quad, lent him an ear—or, to be mere
len emrs, For once Coker's
converantion was entectsining.

Coker somefimes jested. His jokes
were deep and hard to spot. At such
tiraes, =erious if not sad faces sur-
rounded Coler.

But when Coker was serious, wory
serious, he was sometimes amusing.
Thus it was with Coker now. Quite un-
consciously, he was a real shriek!

“Why not?” Coker was sayinog.
“Football's the game for him! He's not
such a sneaking little slacker as ho was!
I haven't had to kick hym for nearly a
week] He's getting fairly fit already.
E-"ullniji:hnuldn’t I teach him to play foot-

The Femous Five looked st one
another, and smiled and smiled and
smiled. Potter and Greene trembled on
the vorge of an explosion. It would
have offended Coker if they had
laughed. Coker was sublimely uncon-
seious that he was saying funny things,

It was really kind of Coker to carry
hie patronage of the Snive so far as to

think of toaching bLim to Fh:l? foothall,
Football undoubtedly would do him
. Tt would do lum lots of good.

‘The only objection to the scheme was
Coker as 8 toacher! Coker knew the
rules, so far as that went. But he had
never been known to pay any regard to
any of them, Cafiyn had put in a litile
games practice because he had had tol
Not much—but a little; so ho knew just
& trifle sbout Soccer. Triflo as it was,

it was safe to bet that it ex
Coker's knowledpge of the great game.
For Horace Coker on the football field

played a game like & bull in & china
ah#, only more so—much more sol
ot aware of this, Coker wont on:

d‘f not? A lot of trouble 1or me—
but I don’t care! The fact is, I rather
wish I'd taken the Snipe in hand earlier.
I'm making o man of him. He's get-
ting quite clean and decent. He hasn't
played any of his rotten mean tricks for
a long time. Football’s the thing, and
H?E matt to put him up to it. Why

Potter and Jircene did not znswer.
They oouldn't!. They were too busy
Bup ing their emotions at the idea
of Uoker teaching anybody foothall.

“Look what I've done for you
follows,” went on the unconsciously
humorous Coker. “I've told you a lot
about Boccer—the fruits of ex-
porience, you know! I don’t mean
that yol're good players—you're notl
Wingate's a fool to play yon in the frat
eleven, Fottor, when he leaves ocut a
man like me. Putting you in the
reserves, Greoney, is another proof that
the man’s cracked | Btill, I've improved

a lot, as you koow™

“0Oh erumbs¥” said Potter.

“0Oh scissors1” gasped Greena.

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the Famous
Five. They really could not help it

It was not, porhaps, the best of
manners ta burst into a yell of merri-
ment when Coker was talking with great
seriousness. Stk they felt thet Coker
ghould not say thess funny things if he
did not .want fellows to laugh.

Coker stared round at them.

“What aro you fags vackling at?" he
demanded, “Shut up, anyhow!
here, where's young biﬂ'ﬂ? Go ‘and
tell him to change for footer, because
I'm going to give him some coaching.”

Coker never could remember that he
wasmn't empowered tb give orders Lo
juniors. On this cccasion, however, the
Famous Five generously refrained from
strowing him in the quadrangle. They

were quite keen to see Horace Coker
in the role of fodtball conch.

“Let's!” said Bob Cherry.

“The  hearfulnees is thé obeyfulness.

my esteemed and idiotio Coker |” said
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

And the Famous Five walked off to
look for Calfyn: Potter and Greene
also walked off; they were dus on the
senior ground for a pick-up thers, and
had been anxious to get off for some
tima. They started while Coker had his
back turned to spesk to the Removites,
and when he turned round again
le:f already at s distance, walking
a8

They grinned as they went.

On the whole, Potter and Greens were
rather pleased by the interest Coker
was now teking tn- his cousin in the
Reomove. They saw much less of Coker
these days. :

Even his wheeze of teaching Caffyn

football was in one way a ides.
It would keep him busy clsewhers,
instead trying to ba into the

Fifth Form pick-up as usu

“Hers, you men ™ called out Coker,
s he had & view of Potter and Creene's
departing backs. *""Hero, I syl Don't
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Squifl leaned up against the upright as Coker ook a Aylng kick at the ball. Crash ! Bump] Caftyn crashed backwards,
as if a cannon bali had hit him, “ 0w ! Wawi"nh:“shmm& E‘III hi'" * Good shot | * roared Bob Cherry.
(1] iﬂlﬁl ﬂ '&l' T

buzz offi —I hadp’t finished what I was
gaying 1™

That was an error of Coker'sl Ha
hadt Potter and Greene turned deaf
ears and accelernted.

Coker, frowning, walked off to the
changing-room. There he waited for
Epﬂ;yn to turn up, having no doubt that
his lordly behests would be obeyed. He
wag prepared, if necessary, to look for
Caffyn, kick him as far as the changing-
room, aod whop him till he chengod!
Colter a3 a reformer had a high end
heavy hand.  Fortunately, it was not
necessary.  In a few minutes Caffyn
came in with Harry Wharton & Co.

All of them were smiling. Caffyn’s
cheery grin was guite unIiEe his usual
gneering smila. The fact was, ha was
rather bucked at being sought out Ly
those important and popular fellows,
the Famous Five, and he rather liked
walking down fo the changing-room
with them. There was no doubt that
the Snipe was turning over a new leaf,
mora ot less. He was finding the path
of improvement less and less thorny the
farther he trod it.

Over his mind, like a leaden weight,
hung the coming visit of Mr. Sarle; the
renewal of scheming end treachery and
trickery. The fact that it worried kim
g0 much ghowed what a change had
taken place in him.

But he dismissed that trouble from
his mind when he could. The mora
friendly ferms between him and his
study-mates helped. Study Neo. 1 was
a much morg cheery ploce than
formerly; the Snipe was no !unger an
outcast in his own quarters. Shkinner’s
study was still severely barred to him
hy the autocratic deecres of his Cousin
Hornce. But the Bnipe did not miss it
OOW.

“0Oh, here vou are!” said Coker, as
they came in. “Get changed, kid] I'm

gﬂing to give you some football coach-
mg.”

“Thanks " said Cafyn demurely.

“T’ll put you kids through it at the
samte time, if vou like,” added Coker
generously, " You remember that time
I played for yvour fag team a fow wooks
ago. We nearly lost the game owing
to yvour rotten play. T'll put sou up
to a few things if you've got enough
sensg”

“{h, do!” said Bob Cherr

“Nou're frightiully good,
said Johnny Bull, 7

“We may learn quite a new st}-,:la in
Soccer with Coker’s instruction,” re-
marked Nugent.

"The maviulness 13 terrific.”

Coker nodded and smiled. Bein
blind and deaf fo sarcasm, he lappe
thiz up like milk.

“That's all right,” he =zaid. “If you
fags are keen, that's the chiel thing.
Keennes:, and a good coach, that's what
makea & footballer! Buck up, though
—1 can’t wait about for & mob of
serubby little ticks!"

The juniors bucked up. They left
the changing-room with Coker, and
many curious eyes turned on tho great

golemnly.

Coker ™

Horace, as he led his Bock down to the
football ground. /
“I say, you fellows. what's this

game " squeaked Billy Bunter, blink-
ing at the party in surprise through his
big spectacles.

“ Football 1
gravely.
“What’s Coker going to do, theni”
asked Bunter innocently.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bunter rely dodged a lunge of
Coker’'s boot. Quite a number of
fellowa followed on to see what was
gmng to happen. There were some
ellows at practice en the Remove
ground already, and they stared st the
arrival of Coker.

answered Dob Cherry

“What have you fellows brought that
fathead hera for?” inguired Herbers
Verpon-Smith.

“Coaching us in footer,” answered
Wharton

“Ha, ha, ba I yelled the Bounder.

“Don't cackle at me, young Smith
sald Coker “Get out of the wayl
Here, give me that ball, Ogilvy”

“Go and eat coke!” retorted Ogilvy.

“Give it to him, Oggy, old man|”
taid Harry Wharton. “Colker’s going
to coach us at Soccer——"

“Ha, ha. hal”

“Are you sending over that ball?¥
moared Cokar,

He was in a good temper: but his
wrath was easy to rouse.

“Oh, here you are!” answerad the

1!!‘
-

Scottieh  junier, grinning; and he
kicked the footer across to Coker.
Bump |

It landed on Coker’s nosze, and tha

greal Horace staggered baock, with a =

smudge of mud on his features. His
powers as & footballer, apparently, did
not extend so far as etopping o ball
with anything but his face.

“You little ass1” gasped Coker, dab-
bing his nose.

“You big ass!” grinned Ogilvy.

“If you want me to emaesh you—-""
bawled Colter.

“What about that coaching i intcr-
posed Harry Wharton, “We're wait-
ing, Coker, and we don’t waut—"hem
—to waste your time "

“You are keeping us on the tenter-
hooks, my esteemed Coker ! murmured
Hurres Jamset Bam Bingh.

And Coker of the Fifth let Ogilvy off
with a glare—which did no damage—
and procesded to get on with the coach-

ing.
Tae Macner Lieriry.~—No. 1,412



Fil

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFTER.

Conched by Coker |

o IKE this ! said Coker.
Calfyn watched. Everybody
watched, The Remove fellows
did not seem to mind havin
their practice interrupted by Coker o
the ¥ifth. Perbeps they were pleased
at the idea of a [reo entortainment.
Coker isswed instructions. He was
going to dribble the ball across the
ficld. If any of the juniors could get it
away from him, during that process.
Coker declared that he would eat it
Caffyn, by watching him carefully and
attentively. wans to pick up sound
knowledge of that branch of the game.

Having said *Like thist” Coker
started. His programme was mapped
out; but, like so many of Coker's pro-
gramnmes, it was not carried out accord-
ing to schedule

Any fcllow watching Coker might
have fanciod that he was not giving an
exhibition of tho dribbling game, but

trving to tie his legs together m
satlors’ knots.
It was one of Coker's perpetual

dlifficulties at Soccer that his feet con-
tinually got in the way of one another.
Both of them got in the way of cvery-
bedy else, too. They were largo feet,
and MHorace never quite scemed to
know what was to be done with them.
They rather cramped his style.

Exactly what happenced was not_clear
to Coker. ‘There was some confusion
with Coker’s feet and the ball; a sort of
I XK= U ke went over and hit the
footer with his nose Coker could not
have explained. That, however, was
what he did, and there was a cheer from
the watching Romovitos.

“Brave Coker "

“Do that again!” )

“Like that, you know!” aaid Bob
Cherry. “That's how he does it!
we do it like that in our mext match
we shall surprise the enemy.”

“Ha, he. ‘ri?ul”

“The be
terrific t™

Coker roge fromn the earth. His face
was rod, his nose redder. It had hit
the Soccer ball rather hard. The ball
showed no damage; it was tougher than
Coker's nose. e nose had a slightly
dilapidated look It oozed orimson.
Coker felt it over. It waa still there,
fortunately; but it felt as if it wasn't.

“Oh 1" zaid Coker., “Owl”

“I don’t think I cowld do that,
Horaca [" said Caffism blandly. “I'll
try, if you like—I'm keen to learn!
Will vou do it again;, eo that I can ses
cxactly how wyou did it?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Removites.

Coker gave his cousin rather & sus-
pivious look. It was not, of course, his
intention to show Caffyn how to tangle
{;Esﬂ legs and crash his nose on & foob-
all.

“Don't you bDe checky 1" said Coker
darkly.

“Eh! Weren't you showipg me——"
" 8lut up ™
agked the

“Is the show overt
Rounder. “If so, we'll get on. I hope
haven't  punctured that ball,

you
Coker.” i

“8hut up!” enid Coker. "I didn't
come here to listen to fags cackling,
You :.'mmfi] ticks get out of the way. I
think I'd better begin, G&ff]yn. E{w ghow-
ing you soms shots at goal. If you've
got & kid here that knows how to stop
a ball, Wharton, stick him in and let
him do what he can.”

“Wea ghall want our best man for
that I gaid the captain of the Remove.
“Get to it, Bquiff 1 . _

Sampson Quincey Iffley Field grinned,
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“ Which side of the goal shall I stand
on ™ he asked.

Coker blinked at him, 5

“You young assl" he hooted. * Don't
you even know that a goolkecper gets
into the goali” ;

“Not if you're shooting for goall!”
contradicted Squiff. “If you're shoot-
ing, old bean, we need two goalkeepers,
one on each side of the goal, a dozen
vards from the posts—"

“Ha, ha, hai” . i

_"“¥You see, there's no telling on which

side you will miss!” explained Squiff.
“All we can be sure of is that it will
be by a dozen yards or so.”

“(zet into that goall” roared Coker,
a3 the juniors gave a yell of laughter.

“Ohb, sll right I” said Syuiff, and he
walked into goul, where he stood with
hig hands in the pockets of his shorts,
leaning on a post. That was all that
it was really neecessary for a custedian

to do when it-was Horace Coker who |

was shooting.

“Now watch, Calfyn!” said Coker.

“T'm watching I said Cafiyn. “"I'm
fearfully interested t

“ And so say all of us ! chuckled Bob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha ha!? .

Colker was wvery ecareful with that
shot. Splendid footballer as he knew
he waz, he knew that accidents somo-
times hnEpr:nr.-d. He did not want to
miss the ball, as he sometimes did, and
tot the juniors watch a large size in foot-
hall hoots gyrating in the air, Neither
did he want to lose his balance and
it down, either on the earth or on the
ba He was_ thero to give Cafiyn
instructions; and such exploits as these
would not have been instructive. They
might have heen entertsining. DBui
Horaco was not there, intentionally, ab
least, s a comic cntertainer.

Ha kicked—or, rather, miskicked!
It was wonderful what Coker could do
with a footer, There was the thrill of
unexpectedness about his goal-shooting.
Nobody ever knew what was going to
happen till it happened.

Least of all did Edgar Caffyn know
what was gnucalg to happen on this ooca-
sion, or wild horses wouldn’t have
dragged him thero to be coached by
Coker. . .

If Coker had tried to “get™ him ho
would have failed. Caoker’s succeszes,
when they came, came uncxpectedly.

Crash i

E‘::lrmpt i3

“Urrrer 2 |

Squiff, iﬁgcml, did not need to take
his hands out of his pockets. Caffyn
spun over as if a-cannon-ball had hit
him, and wont full length on the
ground. He rolled there and roared,
clasping his hands in anguish to muddy
pnd damaged features,

“What the thomp!” gasped Coker,
staring round.

The juniors shrieked.

*“Ha, ha, hat”

“{rood shot I

“Do that again, Coker I" roared Bob
Cherry.  “FPick Caffyn up, you men,
ot Coker do it again !

Wow 1'*  shrieked Cefiyn.
Owl TUrrgh! You silly
WGW!”

HHH-. h“p ]'IE- In

“ My foot slipped,” said Coker, pass-
ing the trifling incident off in an airy
way., “Send that ball over haere,
Cherry |*

“ Yow-ow-ow |” Caflyn eat ap, olasp-
ing hia nose. “Ow! Urrghl Yow-
ow "

Bob ran to the ball. .

“I'll gea if I ean do it!” he said.
“I'm not such & fearfully good goal-
getter as Coker, but T'll ‘iay.”

Bob tried—and succeeded! The ball
came from his foot like a whizzing

bullet, and hit Coker fuirly on the noza,

Coker sat down, roaring, and the
Removites {&Iiﬂd with delight.
~ “That all right, Coker?” asked Bob
inoocently.
“ Ha, ha, ha 1"
“I got you just as you got Caffyn I
"Hﬂ, h‘ ha Ll
“Owl fJ:r You wait till I get

ht
hold of you EE gurgled Coker, seram-
bling to his fect. “I'll—I'll— urrig‘hf"

. "Isn't that right?” wesked Bob, in
innocent wonder., “I tried to do
exactly the same a2 you did, Coker 1"

“"Ha, bha, ha "

Coker rushed st Dob Cherry. Appar
ently, although he was ecoaching the
Removites at er, he waa not pleased
by the really rr{ut.eriy way in which Bab
had followed hia emmgln.

Hob dodged him. Johuny Bull put
out a foot. Coker, of course, did not
eoo it till he stumbled over it. He
anded again,

Cafyn, rubbing his damaged nose and
gasping, totie off the ficld. Kind as
it was of Coker to teach him football,
Caffyn eeemed to have had enough
already.

But Coker had forgotten Caffyn now.
His temper had failed him. He
charged at the Hemovites with the fell
intention of strewing the football field
with them. As usual, Coker did not
count the odds. Bot they were thers,
all the same. Instead of strewing the
ground with gasping juniors, the juniors

strewed the ground with the gasping
Fifth Formor.

_For several minutes Horace Coker
lived the exeiting life of a Soccor ball.
After which, he was deposited in touch,
and the juniors scttled down fo games
practico—minus Colker's coaching, It
was & breathless and dilapidated Coker
that limped back to the Houso.

At tea in Coker's study later, Potter

and Greecne inguired blandly how he
had got on with coaching the fags at
footer, smiled as they asked the
question.  Coker did not smile as hoe
answored it.

A YE ciw follows are going to give mo
ailly cheek,” ho said, “I'm ready to

bang your silly beads together, If that's
what you want, say 0.’

The subject dropped, like & hLot
potato, i

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Coming to & Crists!
JUDY beamed.

UNT
A “Dear Horace 1 she said.
Smack | b

Aunt Judy's kiss of greeting
could be heard at quite a distance.

About hity fellows saw her greeting
her beloved Horace, and most of them,
in Horace’s pl would have [elt
rather uncomfortable.

Not so Horace Coker, howoverl
Coker had had one of the most terrific
soraps of his career with & fellow who
had thoughtlessly alluded to Mies
Judith as an old fmmpt If any fellow
saw anything ridiculous in his elderly
relative grecting him affectionately in
publie, Coler was prepared to knoek
that fellow into a cocked hat. With all

_his faults, Coker was, in the main, quite

a nice chap|

“Jolly to sce you aunty!” saifl
Coker. “Bleased if T know why you've
brought that man BSarle with you, but
never mind.” 2

“THea is Bdgar's guardian, Horace.”

“(0Oh, yes, all right | No nead for me
to apanlg to him,” said Coker. “Look
here, aunty, I'm going to fix up tea in
the study, and what about having Caffyn
—the three of us, what?”

No wonder Aunt Judy benined |



This was wihat her kind old heart had
lcrn&ged for—the establishment of peace
and friendliness between her two
nephews! It loocked as if her wish was
to ba granted at last ] :

Coker marched his aunt into the
House. Plenty of fellows smiled; but
the smiles were mostly kindly. Aunt
Judy, in her old-fashioned bennet, with
her celebrated umbrella, looked hixe an
entertaining relic of Victoria’s reign;
but who ecould help liking the dear old
eoul? And 1t was quite pleasant to seo
how Coker, so big and rugged and
aggressive, as & rule, became kind and
tender in loocking after Miss Judy.

Mr. Sarle had arrived in the same
taxicab from the station; but Coker
celmly and cheerfully ignored him.

He was not %‘omg to shake hands with
a man hs disliked, despizsed, and dis-
trusted; he was not going even to speak
& civil word to him.

Mr. Sarle, on his side, affected not to
bo awars of Coker’s existence.

While Coker marched Aunt Judy off,
Mr, Barle went squeaking in his elastic-
sided boots inte the wvisitors’ room,
where hia ward, Edgar Caffyn, was to

sep him.

Caffyn had seen the arrival, but he
wad not in a hurey to go in and mect
his guardian.

He was in the quad, leaning on an
elm at s little distance from the House,
his hands driven deep into his pockets,
arid a worried frown and wrinkle on his
brow.

The arrival of Mr. Sarlo was a blow
to him. He had tried to put the lawyer
and his cunning end his scheming out
of his thoughts, and had suecceded to &

reat extont. But he had to face up to
acis now.

What was he gomng to do?

As he stood thers thinking, he realised
how deep the change in him had gone.
Healthier in body, healthier in mind,
hEﬂ!Hti:&r in his outlook on lifo, he was
beginning to feel for Mr. Sarle such a
}ﬁ?thing as Horace Coler instinctively
et

He bad abandoned his campaign
agninst his cousin from fear| ut at
was not from fear that he was unwill-
Ing to recommence it. Better motives
then that influenced him.

He found himsclf wondering what
fellows like Harry Wharton and Bob
Cherry would have thought if they had
known all about it. He shrank from
the thought of their horror and =corn.

And Coker—even Coker—Coker whom
ha had disliked, hated—he knew that
he no longer cither disliked or hated
Coker. Horace was a fathead, and a
rather overbearing fathead—hut what
& decent follow he was! His methoda
ware rough and aggressive, no doubt—
but that did not alter tho fact that he
was, necording to his lights, doing his
best for the fellow who had treacherously
injured him.

he Snipe would have given much to
ba a fathead like Horace, instead of the
keen, sharp, olever, wily young rascal
that he was. Beiter a fool than a
roguo | It even paid better, in the long
run | For, after all, what had been the
outcome of all that ecleverness and
eunning and unserupuloys sharpness?
Honesty, even =stupid honesty, had
}]:E&tﬁn it all the time, and all along the
ine,

If only he could have kept clear of
n!i that miserable, sneaking trickery,
given up the unserupulous attempt to
cust hiz Cousin Horace, and become a
carc-fres suhmlbn% like the fcllows in
his study, whom he already liked and

respected 1 ;

ut Mr. Sarle stood like a lion in the’

path—or, rather, like a cross between
a fox and a wolf{ -

Worried and troubled, Caflyn rather
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forgot that Mr. Sarle was waiting for
him in the visitors’ reom. Harry Whar-

ton came out of the Hchus-e; lanced
round him, and came over to Caftyn.

“Your guardian’s here, (Cafiyn,” said
Hﬂ.'rri. “He's asked me to tell you
that he's waiting for you.”

Caffyn looked at him.

“0Oh, all right1” he said wearily.

“Don't you want to see him i asked
Hnrr&.r, rather puzzled.

Caffyn’s lips curled bitterly.

“Nol * He broke

off.

Wharton walked with him towards the
House, A couple of weeks ago he would
not have bothered hia head about the
Snipe. Now he was feeling rather con-
ecorncid about him. He knew nothing of
Mr. Barle, except that Horace Coker
loathed him. But the hard, cold face
of the solicitor had not made a pleasant
impression on him. It came into his
mind that Caffyn might not have been
the fellow he was if he had been in
better hands.

Caffyn walked slowly. I1e did not
soem to caro if he kept Mr. Barle wait-
mg. He stopped suddenly.

“Look here, Wharton—" He broke

“Go it, old scout!” said Harry.
“What's the row "

Caffyn's faco flushed.

"We're not friends!? ho muttered,
¥ But—but—look herel I—I'm bepgin-
ning to see what a fool I've been—
what a rotter, if you like that betier|
You'd loathe mo more than you ever
did, if you knew—— Look heret” It
came out with a rush, *“You know
what o lot of beastly things I've done
against my Cousin Horaco sines I've
beenn here—and I fancy you've got an
iden of the reason——"

Harry Wharton coloured uncomfort-
ably, but did not speak.

“1t was & rotten scheme, from the
boginning, to land that fathead in all
sorts of trouble, to get him into’ dis-
grace, to oust him from old Judy’s
favour, to get her to put my name in
her will instead of his] And—and—and
it wasn't my ides, to begin with—1 can
say that truthfully 1 muttered the
Bnipa. “1 was bad cnough, I dare say,
but it was an clder head than mine that
thought it nll cut and planned it all.”

Wharton set his lips.

“Barle?™ he asked.

i TEB- iﬂ

“The awflal rotter {*

“That isn’t all!” muttered Caffyn
wrotchedly. “I'va chucked it]1 1 givo
vou my word, if that’s worth anything,
that I've chucked up the whole thing!
T wouldn't harm Horace now for twice
ald Aunt Judy's fortune! I wouldn't—
I wouldn't ™

“Stick to that anvhow 1™ said Harry.

“But—but wyou don't understand 1*
mutterad the SBnipe. “"1've chucked it,

f you knew
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It was a:s if the worried Snipe was
catching at a straw hke a drowning
Man.

“Make a clean breast of it to your
Aimt Judy 17 said Harry.

Caffyn started.

“¥ou're mad " he stammered. “I'm
dependent on. her  Harle’s my legal
gun.rdmlll, but he does nothing for mic;
EFE*IIYHHHE comes from Aunt Judy.®

“That makes it easier; you've
nothing to lese by playing the game.
She's a good sort—a really good sort.
You can trust her.®

*I dare not. You fool! If sho threw
ma over—and she would: ghe would if

the knew ! Ch, you're a fool !

With that the Snipe turned and
hurried into the ouse, leaving
Wharton staring after him. The cap-

tain of tho Remove moved away, slowly
and thoughtfully. He pitied the hap-
less Bnipe, and he had given him sound
advice—ho knew that. But would the
Bripe hm:'c the sonse, the courage, to
act npon 1t ?

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
At the Cross-roads |

“Em%&{ i i 4
Mr. Sarle spapped through
thin lips that Emkud like &

~_ vice as the Bnipo came into
the visitors’ room. :

His sharp, ratty cyes searched the
boy's face.

“Shut the door 1 he rapped.

Caffyn closed tho door. His faco was
bitter as he did s0o. No other cars were
to hear what the legal gentleman had
to say to him. He felt a sense of sick-
ness ot this beginning again of scercey
and surreptifious caution. The change
from Harry Wharton's company to M.
SBarle’s struck him almost like a blow.

“Now sit down I spapped Mr. Sarvle.

Caffyn sat down.

“And now tell me why you have kept
me waiting so long 1

“I'va en  thinking 1"
Claffyn.

“] do not understand you, Edgar!™
Mr. Sarle’s volcs was quiet and dan-

crous. “You know w 2' you ara at
ireviriars—or have you forgotton i
Caffyn did not snswer.

TYou are not here to waste time '™
said Mr. Barle. “Nearly 8 whole term
has Fasseﬁ, and you have effected—
exactly nothing ! From what I am able
to obzorve, that voung ruffian Ilorace is
more 1n Miss Coker's favour than ever.
You have not even written to me for
two or three weoks, What is the matter
with you, Edgar?”

*Mothing wou'd understand!” mut-
tered Cafyn.

Mr. Sarle’s ratty eves glinted.

(Continued on nexi page.)

muktered

but Serle hasp't!
He's a3 keen on it
as ever; and he's
here to-day to find
out what I'm up to
and to  sot me
going again. Don't
you understand "

Wharton  under-
stood, mnd his cyes
gleamed.

ot
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“What doez that
Ligar 7 he asked.

“Tt means that I'm fed-up with it,”
snarled Caffyn—"sick of the whole
thing, if you want to know! The
f.”aws hers wouldn't touch me with &
barge-pole if they knew the kind of
1'?Itter 1 was! I tell you, I'm sick of it
all t*

Mr. Sarle stood silent, looking at him.
His wary instinct had warned him that
something was dmiss, but he had not
guessed that it was so bad—or, rather,
g0 good—as thial

There was a long silence. L

“ 8o that is it?” said the solicitor at
last. “You have been frightened; you
have lost your necvet”

“Not only that[” muttered Caffym

“What else ?*

“You wouldn't undeestand.”

“Na doubt I am very dull” said Mr.
Sarle, with bitter sarcasm. “ But
seem to understand this much—that you
desire to give up the—the business on
which we have been engaged?”

“¥os | breathed Caffyn. :

“Vou are at liberty to do so if you
choose, of course. If you prefer to be
a poor relation rather than the heir of
a wealthy old lady—if you choose to
leave emrjl;hing in the hands of a rela-
tive who regards you with dislike and
confempt—"

The Snipe winced.

“Supposo he does! Don't T deserve
it 1* he muttered. “ Horace isn’t a bad
chap. He's a fool, but he's been jolly
decent to me lately. " He's the biggest
fool that ever was! But don't I wish
I was half as decent! And I'd try to
be if you'd let me "

“And the fortune—" gncered Mr.
Harle.

“It's his, isn't it?” snarled Caffyn.
"I suppose Aunt Judy can leave her
money to whom she likes, And it was
nll fixed up years ego; you know jolly
well that sho BExed it all up for Horace
before I was borul If she changed her
will, it would be a rotten trick after
nll these years! What's the good of
pretending that I've any right to it?
You know I haven't."

“It is rather new for you to bother
abhout the rights of 8 matter 1" sneered

Mr.?ﬂarlalk i g
“Ver ikely! BE 8 wa
changed—1I knd?w I have Ippfnd I'm
iolly glad of if, too |” added the Snipe,
with a touch of defiance

Mr. Sarle drew a deep breath.

“¥You are free to choose, Edgar " he
said in 8 guiet tone that was full of
menaca. “But if you dizappoint me,
vott have nothing, naturally, to expect
from mel It is true that I am wour
guardian, but thers ia nothing to compel
ine to remain sofl I shall do nothing
for youl”

“What have yvou ever done? snarled
Caffyn, “You'd never have troubled
vour head about me at all if you hedn't
had a use for me—to get at old Judy's
money | Think I don't know that?
Think I've ever fancied-that you were
doing all this wangling simply for my
sake? You've got your axe -to grind;
vou've got your eye on the money
through me! And you've newver spent a
shillin%_ en mel It's all come from
Aunt Judy—and I've repaid her with
encaking, rotten trickery, like the beast
I was "

“Will anything more come from Aunt
Judy, Edgar, if she sces you in your
tive coloursi” moked Mr. Barle grimly.

“You megn you'd give me away to

mean procisely,

her, and get her to throw me overi”
ranttered Caffyn, “Oh, 1 know what
you mean 1
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“Hitherto,” gaid Mr. Barle, “I have
stood vour friend -with Miss Coker. As
her solicitor, I have some influsnce over
her. It has all been wused 1n your
favour. Now, however—"

Caffyn licked his dry lips.

Again there was a long silence. BEut
there was surrcnder in the face of the
Snipe, and Mr. Sarle read it there.

Iie broke the silonce at last.

“This iz only & fit that will pass,
Edgar, You will come back to & more
senzible point of view.” i

“¥You mean youw'll make me?” said
Caffyn huskily., “You mean that you'll
do nothing for e, and that you'll
wangle it for Aunt Judy to throw ma
over—as, I suppose, you could if you
liked ¢ You mean that you've got mo
1m a cleft stick, and I'm helpless

Mr. Sarle smiled faintly.

“I should not express it so crudely,”
he said. “But you have grasped my
I adviso you, Edgar, to re-
flect upgn this, and to make up your
mind to act sensibly, in your own
interests—and mine.*

Caffyn staggered to hiz feet.

“I—I—=I'll think about it!* he mut.
tered. “TI'll think! Let me get cut of
this for a bit 1"

“1 have brought some legal papers
with me,” said Mr. Barle, “in order
not to waste tima while I am waitin
for Miss Colker. I will sit here an
look them over while you take s little
walk, Edgar, and reflect over what I
have said fo you. But let me ses you
again before I go, I must know what
to expect definitely.”

Cafiyn nodded, and left the wisitors'
TOOm.

Mr. Barle sat down with his legal
g?!ﬁﬂqs with & faint sarcastic smile on

13 thin lips. This outbreak on the pact
of the Bnipe was unexpected and dis-
concerting, but it did not disconcert Mr.
Sarle unduly. His long experience in
the legal world had not given him much
faith i the better side of human
nature. He had not the elightest doubt
that Fdgar Caffyn, after thinking the
matter over, would decide on what he
was pleased to describe as a “sensible ¥
course of action,

But the Bnipe, breathing more freel
when he had got out of the lnwyer’i
presence, was thinking—on lines that
would have surprised and alarmed Mp.
Sarle, had he known, Harry Wharton's
words of advice were in Caffyn’s mind,
like a gleam of light where sll else
was dark.

He was at the crossroads of life,
and he knew it, and he had to make his
choice. He made it—and it led him to
Coker's etudy, in the Fifth!

iy

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Caflyn Takes The Chance!

6t ROT in, kid 1”
Horace Coker's
roared a weleome.
Caffyn's

present wuncertain,
worried frame of mind it would have
needed little to unfix his purpose, to
drive back the confeszion he intended to
make, to throw him back into Mr.
Sarle’s dismel network of treachery and
trickerr. It was fortunate for both the
cousing that Coker was on a new tack,
Coker was not the fellow to do things
by halves. And the unmistakable im.
provement in the Snipe since he had
taken him in hand was very encourag-
ing to Horace. Coker was going on
with the good work, eveén to the extent
of being civil to such an inconsiderable
microbe as & Lower Fourth juniorl

bull-voica
dismal, scared face

brightened. :
seared,

In his

Aunt Judy smiled a happy smile!
She was seated in the window-zeat in
Coker's study, listening to the entrane-
ing conversation of Horace Coker.
otter and Creene were not there, of

course. They were coming in to tea
later—it was sure to be a ﬁ{tgd tea |
But if Coker fancied that ¢ were

Eging to stand his aunt for a wheole hour

foro tea, Coker was offside. Bo

Potter stated to Greene, and Greene
ly concurred.

As it happened, Coker had forgotten
their existence. He was telling Aunt
Judﬁ about football, Bhe was delighted
to hear that ha had been Eﬂadﬁnﬁ
Caffyn at that great game. It plense
her as much to hear about it na it had
pleascd the Removites to witness it!

Caffyn came in, interrupting the flow
cf Coker's eloguence. And Coker's
g:aﬂy greeting made the good old lady

BInl.

“Take a pow, Tid!" said Coker.
“Look at him, aunty! Hardly know
him, would you? Hardly imple left
on his chivvy—what? & losing that
eneaking rat loock that he always had,
too | Whati"”

Caffyn looked at his becfy cousin.
Horace was making himself agreesble
—and this was how he did it!

Nevertheless, Horace, fathead as he
was, was like a hbhreath of fresh air
f:'?‘ng the sea after M};—. Sarle ! i

'vé  gobt something to tell yqu,
sunty [ Hgaid Caffyn. .

He wanted to get it out at once, per-
haps afraid that otherwise he would
nﬂver find the courage to get it out at
all.

“¥Yes, my dear Edgar,” said Miss
Eﬂker.u “But don’t interrupt Horace,

E—l—

“h, let him fira eway " sa1id Coker,
good-naturedly. **You're locking rather
sick, kid. Anything upi”

" Yes,” muttered Caffyn,

{oker looked at him. He was not an
obsarvant fellow, but he could see that

thero was something very much amiss
with the S8nipe of the Bemove.

“¥You want to tell Aunt Judy szome-
thing 1 he asked. * Well, I'll clear off

for = bit, if you like. Is that what you
want? -Dach it all, she's your sunt, a3
well as mine, and I mustn't bag her
ali the time.” )

“No, 1 want you to hear it,” said
Caflfyn.

“Tirs away, then!” said Coker.

“HBut what—" asked Miss Judith,

uzzled. .

“I'm going to own up,” said the
Snipe. “Horace hasn't told you,
sunty—he's not the chap to tell things
about & fellow—but ever since I've been
at this school I've been giving him a
lot of trouble—" '

“Chuck that!” gaid Coker, frowning.
““What's the good of beilering aunty
with that, you young ass?”

“I've played a lot of rotten tricks on
him, and very nearly Ianded him into
getting sacked,” went on Caffyn.

Miss Coker Eéml-:ed. ;

£ gar »og E-'“FE_ s ‘

“Pon't talk rot, Lkid!1” =aid Coker.
“You've been rather o worm, but—"

“Tet him speak, Horace,” said Miss
Judith, very quietly. “¥Why are you
telling me this, Edgar!® i

“Pecause I'm sick of it. and asnamed
of myself,” answered Caffyn.

f—

“Well, my hat!” said Coker. My
hat! This beats it["”
“Let him speak, ¥Horace! You

confess that vou have acted very un-
scrupulously” and wickedly, Edgarl
Why ?” asked Miss Coker, in the same
quiet tone. Possibly there had hee*n
gome faint suspicién in the old lsdy's
mind already : .

“ Because the game was to disgrace
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“* Why have you acted 50 wickedly, Edgar ? ** asked Aunt Judy ina q:ﬂat tone.
with you and get you to disinherit him in my favour !
whole thing. Thai’s my excuse, If it Is one."” Hias Judlth

Horace with you and get you to dis-
wherit him in my favour,” said Caffyn

Coker blinked |

" What utter rot!” he said, "Ilﬂn't
take any notice. of that, aunty ! Cafiyn’s
been rather & worm m some ways, but
that's all rot. As if he could ever have
gz‘?st;lght of anything of the kind!

Mizg Coker mado him a eign to be
gilent.

“Havo vou anything more to tell me,
Edgar ™ she asked.

“No, only that it was my guardian,
Mr. Barle, who put me up to it, and
P!anned the whole thing,” said .Caffyn.

‘That's my excuse, 1f 1t i3 one.”

“ Mr. Elrla?"

#i Y

* Edgar 1*

Horaca barged in again.

*“Well, that makes it look a hit mora
likely,” ha remarked. "“I've told you
often enough, aunty, that that man,
Sarle, is an awful rotter! I'm not sur-

rised ot any rotten thing he does.

ven't I saxd so "

“You have, dear Horaee,” said Misa
E.'::rker “But let Edgar epeak. If you

re telling me the truth, E gar, why are
rau telling me now "

“T'va said that I'm sgick of it,” mut-
tered Calfyn. “1I koow you'll throw me
over now—I1 muppose you will—but I
can't stand any more of it—and I won't |
T've just seen Barle, and he won't let
me off. He's keeping me to it. He's

ing to give me away to you if I don't

o as he ordera. I can’t—and I wen't!
I—I can’t! 1 wish I'd never come to
G}-ﬁ':!ﬂa,m I wish——u

e Emp& s voice broke, and he ceased

um et ﬁud Horace Coker.

"Lut im speak, Horace | BEdgar, my-
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‘* Becanse the was to Horaee
It was my Mr., Sarle, who put me up to ji, and planned the
ifstanad quisily, her eyes gleaming.
poor hny, tc-l! ma everything, and you little crowd ‘'of Remavites who had, come
m?‘y EIE on my prutenﬁmgﬁ in from the gquad. .
You H throw me over, as arle said  “Carter—I think FOUT name 08
Carter——-~="

you would, if !‘-'I u knew,” said Caffyn
wretchedly @ thinks hes gat me
there, the brute! DBut if you're Igomg to
know, I'd-rather you heard it from me
than fmm hlm ™

“Tell mal”

In muttering tones, with a tﬁnlﬂ- i'm:se.
the Snipe stammered out the whole
story of dreery trickery and treachery.

isa Judith 11steneg quietly, Coker
dumb with astonishment.

Caffyn ceased to speak at lask

“That’s the lot I he said. * Now—"

"By gum |” said Coker dazedly.

Miss Coker rose to her fect. ATYING
omotions had chased one another over
her countenance while eho listened to
Caffyn's tale, Now deep anger pre-
dominated. Her éyed wore gleaming.

“ Where is my umbrella, Horace " she
asked.

“ Here it is, aunty.™

H:aﬂ Judith gripped her umbrella in

“Wharton, ma’am,” said tho captain
of tha Rfﬂnnv&, with a smile,

“Oh, yes, yes! Will you shﬂw me the
way to the visitors’ room, Eﬂasa Yile

Cert-n.m!g Miss Colter I” said Harry.
He piloted Aunt Judi to tha visitors'
room, and threw open the door.

Mr. Boerle looked up. Then, ot the
sight of Miss E.'nkcr. hoe jumped up, his
hﬂ.nr]ﬂ full of lega

“Mr, Sarle !" amd ;ilm Coker, i a
trembling voice.

“ Madam—-"

“You are a rascall®

i "lw'lﬂ'ﬂ.'tn ?:J

“And a villain }*

“ Miss Coker—"

“"You are no longer my solicitgy——>"

“ AMadam I*

“¥ou may send im your aceount,
which will be examined, serutinised very
carafully, I assure Jrﬂu—-—"

firm, business-like gr With o firm sy _J_
tﬁjﬂ' she walked tﬂiﬁiﬂ' C&ﬂr- “Now f Do not let me sco you
1 gay, sunty— again! Rascall Rascal! Rascal!”
am going to see Mr. 2 Sarle, Wiss Coker's voice rose, and rose.
Hﬂrm 1” said Aunt Judy. B Ragoal I
going to tell him that I no longer re- «My depr madam!® gasped Mr.
uire his services as my solicitor. I sm g . 1n.
also going to let him learn what I think ~ wRasea) 1

of his conduct 1

Aunt Judy left the study,

Coker grioned.

* I shouldn’t like to be in Sarle’s Eht:nﬂs
now, Soipay I he remarked. “ Would
vou?" He chuckled. “Come on, kid,
and let's ses what happens.”

Horace stroda out of the atudjr, fol-
lowed more slowly by the 8nipe. At the
foot of the staircase they overtook Miss
Judith. Bhe had stopped to speak to a

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Harry
Wharton.
“Gol” exclaimed Miss Judith, grip-

ng her uambrella hard. “Gal
Elaacall Goal And taske that!”
Bwipel

“Yoooooooo | howled Mr, Sarle as he
took it. The uvmbrella landed fairly on
his scheming head, and he siaggered.

" And that—and thn.ta--md tha.h'”

Toes Muexer Lisrary.—No. 1,412,
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Swipe, swipo, swipe |

The hapless solicitar dodged and
scuttled like a hunted rabt across the
room to the docr.

Swipe, swipa |

Bliza Judith was behind him, her
umbrella poing strong It landed again,
and apgain, and yet again, as the hap-
less :aws'ar ran for the open door on the
qu.ﬂ.( 5

““Hallo, hallo, hallol What—-"

“(Great pip 1"

L1 I-ﬂﬂk lu

“I say, fallows! He, ha, he "

“(iive him beans I” roared Coker.

*Ha, ha, hal”

“Owl Oocooghl Helpl BSeire her!”
ghirieked Mr, Barle, dodging doorwards
under 4 rain of blows. * Yarcoooogoh [¥

“Ha, ha, ha "

Fifty fellows at least stared in amaze-
ment at the extraordinary sceno. Barle,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

bent almost double, erouching from the
fierce swipes of the umbrella, ran for
hia life! With mazmi agility, Aunt
Judy kept pace, raining blows |

How many swipes landed on Mr.
Barle before he eseaped from the House,
he never knew, Dozens, at least—bnpt it
felt like hundredsi

Dishevelled,  breathless, gasping,
howling, Mr. Barle got out of the
Hovse at last, and streaked for
gates,

Howls of Inu;htar followed him
as he went, Misa Judith, standing in
the doorway, brandished her umbrella
after him., Like a hunted hare, Aunt
Judy's late legal representative vanished
cut of the gates of Greyiriars.

All Greyiriars roared over it.

Even the Head, gazing from his study
window with amazed a{:aa at & flesing
ﬁgi.:r:f in_the quad, had had to smile.

s dignified personages than the
Head rocked with morriment.

Aunt Judy—a Little faint after her
exertions—had tea with Coker in his
study—and with Caffyn. Knowing all
the facts now, Miss Judith took the view
that the chief blame, if oot all of it,

should be laid on Sarle.

Wisely, Miss Judith decided to keep
her neEhﬂw Edgar under her own eye;
and when she left the school that day,
the Bnipe went with her.

Caffyn was not sorry to go; but he
took quite s friendly leave of Cousin
Horace, who promised te give him some
more ¢coaching at-games in the holidays,
and of Harry Wharton & Co., who were
feeling quito amicable to the Snipa when
he went, And when they spoke of him
after he had gone, it was no longer as
the “Snipe "—he lingered in  their
memory 83 “old Caffyn.”

IIE EXD,

Abways
the follor

Sirect, London, E.Cd.

LL my readers who have read
A storiea of the Canadian lumber-
lands will know what & ** flume ™

. i, It 18 & long, wooden trough
which conveys & stream of water over
valleys, ete. I wonder how many ‘of you

Lknow, however, that London onte pos.
gepsod a flume ¥ It was knpwn a3

THE BOARDED RIVER,

and one of my Hornsey readers; who has
heard this expression, asks me if I can tell
him what it means, and to what it refera.
“The Doarded River" i85 an old pame
given to o part of the New River, which,
s my North London readers awill know,
convoys water from springs near Chadwell
and Amwell to Clerkonwell. When it was
built, in 16813, this ™ New River' had to
pass over the valley near Highbury, and
thiy was contnved by means of an
enormous flume, or wooden trough, 462 ft.
long. This is the section which became
known a8 * The Boarded River."

Incidentally, the New River must have
presented & peculiar sight in Nelson's days.
The famous eailor described it as hav
botween 300 and 400 bridges over if, &an
more than forty sluices. Nowadays the
southern end of the New River is one of
London's * hidden rivers,” for it passes
under Colebrook Row and hag long sinee
boen covered over.

A reader who signs himself ** Doubling
Thomasg," in the course of his lottor, says :
* I can't beliove that there are s0 many

undiscoversd secrat wwagaa ay stories
make out there are.” Waell, he must really
be a Doubting Thomes, for even to.day
thore must exist bundreds of secret pas-
pages which have not yet beon discovered.

Just o little while age
A LOST SECRET PASSAGE

wiag discoversd at Thamea Ditton, which
i3 on the other side of the Thames from

Hampton Court Palace. No one knew it
wag there : but while pome workmen were
making excavations in the grounds of &
larpe  building they etruck brickwork.

Further inveatigation showed that rhis
wag the brickwork of a secret that
proceeded wunder the Thamea the

COME INTO THE OFFICE, ROYS!

to hear jrom you, ehinms, 8o drop wie a line to
g wlrers : The Edilor, The '* Magnet "* Library,
The Amaolgomated Press, Lid., The Fleclweay House, Farvingdon

4 stamped, addressed envelope will
ensure a reply.

aEpdedhaa Illil-l‘l"ﬂl-lc'
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direction of Cardinal Wolsey's fumons
palaca.

Ewver sines Tudor days this passage has
Lbeen lost and forgotten. Now it has boon
brought to light, 387 years after King
Henry V1II, who tived 1o the palace, died.
It was known, of courge, that secret

mmﬁca led from Hampten Cowrt Palace,

ut these were all bricked up many years
ago, and even fto-day no one can tell
exactly how many there are, or to where
they lead, or how many times they branch
off into different aide-passages.

It is no easy matter to explore secret
Eamgaﬂ; in fact, it is an extremely

angerous task, The original builders
daaizjgncd cunning pitialls, and a falze step
whilst exploring one of thess passa
might easily lead to the death of the
lorer. thermore, haviang beon for-
gotten all these years, there are wvast
aecumulations of poisonous gases in them,
sufficient to kill & man before he even
guesses what 18 happening,

Where passages cross under rivers tho
task of exploring them is made evon moro
difficult by the conastant percolating of
water through the brickwork. Many such
wg&u are flooded to o depih of soveral

» while othora are renderad eompletely
impassable by accumulations of water and
mud.

e p—

OM ** Curious,” of Wembley, comes
8 guestion concerning

A FAMOUS PUBLIC SCHOOL.

He wants to know if I ecan tell him some-
thing about the famouns Harrow School,
when it was faunded, and whom.
Harrow School was founded in 1571 by
John Lyon, who lived in the neighbour-
hood. It was not until 1811, bowever,
that the Srat building was erected. In
thoge days the whols school wes taught in
one rgom. The various Forms were ¢
round the big room, facing outwards, and
the masters sat at their desks by the walls,
opposite their scholars. At ome end of the
roorm the headmaster sat at his deak, and
he waa, therefore, able to keep an eye on
&y in the school, meaastera and
scholaras alike. :

That partioular room is now the Fourth

Form-room.,

I think I have space thin wock for o
few more

SURNAMES AND THEIR MEANINGS,

which may interest those of my readers
who bear thom.

Flizgerald, This, like all names begin-
ning with * Fitz,” i=s 8 Norman name, and
means *“the som of Gersld."  * Fitz.
elaranee ' i3 another fypienl exzample of
this kind of name,

Ap Bvans meuana “the son of Evans.”
*Ap" corresponds in Welsh to * Fiiz,”
the English “ son * st the end of a name,
the Gaslio ™ Mac,” and the Irish * 0"

Shaw comes from the name of a wooded
shelter for livestock., Berkenshaw meant
a dwoller near the birohwood shelter, and
other names derived from the same source
are Openshaw, Crankshaw, DBradalow,
Grimshaw, and Longshaw.

Atterbury means a dweller in the bury,
or borough: It comes from " ette Bury,”
and similar nemea are Bury, Boroughs,
Burrows, Furg, and Barrow.

Wells means a dwellor h;,r the well, and
is conmected with * Atwell.” Other names
of the same type are Wellor and Wellman,
which mean & man who was employed ab
the well '

Oakden means a dweller in the ocak
valley. All-namea with “ocak " in them
mean that their original bearers lived near
oak-trees. Some of them am: Oalsg,
Oaleea, Nokes, Oakeley, Oakeshot, Ooken-
fold, Dakey, Dakhill, and Cakwood.

Bnooks, strange s it seems, belongs to
the above group aleo. It is a contraction
for * the dweller by the seven oaks,"

The name ** Ric s of coursse, iz a
contraction for * the son of Richard,” or
* Richardson,” and that brings me to
Frank H:chards' splendid school yarm
which will & i next Saturday's
issus of the Maicwer., It is entitled:

“ A SCHOOLBOY’S SECRETI"

and is the fmst of a new sotios
featuring Wharton & Co. of
G iara and their cheery girl chumes,
Marjorie Hazsldene & Co., of Clif Houss
School. I do :1];“ inl;em:}lh to spoil your
enjoymont by divulg e plot of the
story, but I will Hﬂ%. the yamm's &
winner right from the word * Go.” “QOooe
you start reading it, you won't want to
put down the cr]c%papar until you've read
every line of it. )

George E. Kochester, too, is at his ve
best in our ummhiugarpimm story, whils
the m;.niual isgue the ' Groyfriars
Herald,” together with anothor interceting
Boecer talk, will round off o programme it
will be hard to beat.

YOUR EDITOR.,
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STIRRING ADVENTURES WITH PIRATES 'ON THE HIGH SEAS AND UNDERSEAS !

&

a mionoplone and

of the Spider's divers, {8 aflacked

ever hod, decides to wwege war against the world,
flies across the North Bea to Ice
consiructed Lo move beneatly the geag—and the most deadly.
duced to the officers and erow as Ulverst's second-in-command. The first veasel to fall a prey to the Sea Spider
While fransferving the bullion boxes from the sunken vessel, Horn, one
dreadful, human-Hie sea crealtures, fully six feet in length.
Heedless of the danger ahead, Ulverst determines fo go to the rescue of his shipmate,

iz the bullon-carrier Minneapolis,
by a swars of

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Feeling that little has been done for him since the War, Ulverst, the greatest U-boat commander Germany
Accompanied by his old chief petty-officer, Wesel, he boards

the lair of the Sea Spider, the strangest steel crafl ever
Wenel {3 shown over the Spider, aond then iniro-

{ Now Read On.)

e

Uliverst’s Orders |

LVERST moved his heavily
waighted fect, shulling for o
better foothold. A3 the nearest
of the sea creatures surged in

towards him he braced himself vp
against the Spider and slowly raised o
steel-encased arm, which terminated in
ateel pronge, \\'iﬂﬁ'ﬁdlj curved, to serve
as fingers.

On came tho foremost sea creature,
followed closely by its compamons.
Ulverst waited, rigid and motionless.
'Then, as the thing surged in to grasp
him, ho hmui'fgt. his arm down heavily
aiming with his curved fingers of stm;i
st the great cold, bulging eyes of his
attacker.

Ulverst feolt the shmgp steel pnmlgs
bita desp into the soft balls of the
creature’s eyes, and through the small
look-out window in his helmet sew it
writhe. i

Blindly, flounderingly, the mortally
woun creature threshed away. But

this time its companions were on

versk. .

Again the men raised an arm and
brought it down, ripping and tearing
at tho great storing eyes and the
bulbous bodies of his attackers, sending

in the forefront writhing madly

back out of range to stain the water
with the crimson which seeped from
their wounds.

{Orhers were soon on him, surging
forward through tho bloodstained water,
harrying him in greater numbers,
pushing up sgainst him, clawing ot him,
and impeding the action of his heavily
encascd arma,

Through the look-out window of his
helmet Ulverst could sea nnthin}g now
save & nightmarish world, peopled by
flat and hideous faccz which scemed to
float, hazy and fantastic, In a sca of
crimson blood.

Like & man possesged Ulvorst began
to_fight for his very life. Inside his
suit the perspiration was };}:u::mm;.r down
his face, trickling into his eves, and
brmglmdg s salty and acrid taste fto tho
parched dryness of his month.

With a superhuman effert, which
wrung a strangled groan from his blood.-
loss lips, he straightoned up, strivinge

desperately with his steel fngers to tear
to picoes the soft ond flezhy bodies
around him.

Wverst was about all in mow.
Another few moments would see the
end. Already the blood was pounding
in his temples and his vision was be-
coming blurred, It was instinet alone—
the bhind instinct of self-preservation—
}uhich kept him poing, kept him on his
eat.

Onece ho swayed, and would have gono
over backwards had not his stecl-
encased shoulders crashed up against
the hull of the Bpider.

Desperately he endeavoured to keap a
grip on his swimming scnses.  Thoro
was & roaring in his ears, and every
gasping breath he drew into his dry
and tortured lungs was like the stab of
& knife.

Tha iutilitf of further struggling
impinged itself on hiz half-erazed brain,

go ont Why not give vp and ond
this senseless strugglo which could have
but one end? '

Madily, savagely, Ulverst put the
thought from him. No, no—ha would
fight on to tho end—would go down
only when neither nervo nor muscle
would function further.

The roering in his cars increased, ihn
mtericr of hia diving suit an infernal
and deafening crescendo of sound. His
eyes wero shut, his face grey with an
awful pallor.

But he was still on his feet.

Then, behind him, although he did
not know it, the steel door of the divin
chamber slid open, and the steel-
oncased arm of Wesal encircled him.
As he was dragged to safety the
blackness of unconsciousnesa engulicd
Ulverst, and he sagged limply forward,
to fall heavily to the iron floor of the
diving chamber.

When Ulverst next awoke it was to
find himszelf lyimg in hiz bunk. His
eyes flickered drowsily apen, and slowly
and half comprehendingly ho took in his
surroundings.

Then, as dawning consciousncss
brought clearer perception, he strugglod
to raise Inmwiﬂe&lﬂj on. his elbow.
As he did =0 the well-groomed form of

DJr. Valendorf stepped quickly to the
side of the bunk. ppec 4 d

“¥ou must not move, Ulverst,” ho
warned. “ ¥ou must keap quiot.”

*“What i3 that rumble? demanded
Ulverst. “What aro we doing? What
iz happening to my boat 1"

¢ _are running on the surface
under Diescls,” replied the doctor

“On the surface!” repested Ulverst
sharply, attempting to throw back the
bedelothes.  “'What cursed interfering
fool has given the order to run on the
surfaco——"

“'Esh!  Ulverst, yon must control
yourself1”  Gently Dr, Valendorf
pressed the man back on to the Eiilﬂw
and rearranged the coverings. *It ia
night—tho boat wanted air—and Wesel
says there i8 no danger, We are run-
ning without lights.

“But where are we crufsing—wheres
sre we heading? demanded Ulverst.

“We aro homeward bound for Icé
Hock.”

Ulverst's face convulsed with sudden
passion, and again he struggled to rise,

*Homeward bound?” he cried. By
whose order? Who is captoin of this
boat? Who gave the order to sbandon
tho Minneapolis ¥

“It was Duabowsky,”
doctor. “But I warn you,
must nob excite yourself.
sick man—"

“Send Dubowsky to me!” cut in
Tlverst possionately. “I'll teach tha
doddering old fool to givo orders. Send
him to me, I say 1™

“Ulverst, plecage—"

“Bend him to me, will you? snarled
Ulverst. “The interfering imbecile 1™

Thirning from the bunk, Dr. Valen-
dorf spoke quietly to a ward-room
stoward who was waiting in attendance,

“Ask Dubowsky to como - here,
please,” he said.

Dr. Valendorf knew only teo well that
Ulverst would not rest wntil he had
scen Dubowsky.

During the mnterval of woiting which
followed tha. steward’s deparlure
Ulverst epoke in more composed tones,

“How Jid I get here, Valendorf# ho

nzked.
TrE Mic¥er LIBBARY.~N0. 1,412,
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“Vesal got you
chamber,” replied the doctor. “You
wora very close to death, Ulverst.”

Ulverst was gilent & moment.

“And Karn?” he asked quietly.

13 dead I
“Poor devil!™ whispered TUlverst.
hand,” Then in a

“He was = good
etronger voica: “How long have I been

Iving hera?™
“ Nearly nine hours,” . .
Ulverst's firm, thin lips twitched in

the faint shadow of a amile.

“It must have been a close call,” he
murmured; then tone and expression
changed as ho blazed: “Curse those
cngines—what are they running for—
Mein Geist | But I'll kill Dubc-mlij' 7

He broke off as that self-same in-
dividual entered through the bulkhvad
door and grioniogly approached the
bunk, rubhing his bony hands as though
he wersa washing them,

“Wall, well, Ulverst,” chattered
Dubowsky, “it is indeed delightful to
seq you awake and in possession of your
senses once again. When they took you
out of the diving snit you were black
in the face, and I said you were dead.
I diagnosed you as dead—"

“Htop that, you fool I cut in Ulverst
savagely. “By what right have you
abandoned the Minneapolis and ordered
n course to be laid for home ¥"

“Well, you ses,” babbled Dubowsky,
“those scm creatures showed no signs
of muﬂnﬁ; and Burgut and Karn had
brought boxes of bullion aboard to the
value of two hundred thousand pounds
before thoy were attacked, so I thought
that vou would be content with that
amount—""

“Curse you and what you thought!”
hlazed Ulverst. “Wesel is my second-
in-command. He is the one who should
have given any ordera that were to be
given, not you "

“"You are wrong,” cried Dubowzky,
stung to angry resentment. “1 am
joint captain with you aboard this
craft. esel is under me. I have as
much right as you to say what shall
and what shall not be done.™

Hia face, dark with Emssic-:n, Ulverst

raised himself on his elbow.
Dubowsky-——" he fumed, his voico
quivering. .

lickind the. aildut Dr. Valondost,

“I will not have vou speak to me
“The Spider is as much mine as yours.
Moro so, indeed, It was I who designed
would not have Pnr—" i 4

“Get out of my eight!” ate

SR Igralm'll
speak to you when I am well I*

Dr. Valendorf touched Dubowsky

“Yes, go,”” he said quietly. po—

Dubowsky needed no second bidding,
wards the door. In the doorway ho
turned and paused for a parting shot,
malevolent glee,

“And another thing I've done,” he
aboard with Burgut. It did not expire,
and -I am taking it back to Tee Rock
it. I have it in the emergency watecr
tank—he, he, hel—whick [ have had
the ward-room where I can keep an ¢yo
on 1t "

into the diving With that, Dubowsky
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way
vanizshing hastily and abruptly.

“Is that true?” demanded Ulverst,
of Dr. Valendorf. “Has that maniac
got tho thing alive aboard this boat?”

The doctor nodded.

“He has,” he said. .

Ulverst leaned back on his pillow,

“Then it'll go back ioto the sea—
dead,” he rasped, "just as scon as
am well enough to leave this bunk.”

D, Valendorf did not repls, end
Ulverst laughed shortly.

“1 suppose, Herr Doktor,” he eaid,
“that that will not meet with your
apyrm'a.l?”

“I am interested in the creasture, cor-

gone,

tainly,” admitted Valendorf a trifle
stlltacfly. _“It is a thing which can,
almost without exsggoration, be des-
cribed os possessing arms and legs, and
it hes, undoubtedly, voce! chords of =
sort. It would, indeed, be & most fas-
cinating creature to study at onv's
leisure, and if it were possible to cou-
vey it alive to lee BRock without in-
conveniencing you or the crew in any
way, then I would be deeply
appreciative.”

Again Ulverst laughed, but this time
with & hint of amusement,

“* All right, wo shall carry the thi
Ico Rock for you if it is at all possible,
Valendorf,” he promised. “Then you
end Dubowsky can get at it with your
scelpels. Unless,” he added with grim
humour, “ Dubowsky intends to keep it
as a pet."”

He lay quiet & momoent,
continued ; )

“Well, wo will discuss those devils
flater, when I am more in the humour.
Sond Wesel to me i .

“You had better eat first,” advized
Valendorf. *“I have somoe hot soup
ready for you !

“T will eat when I have scen Wesel,”
roplied Ulverst stubbornly.

With a shrug of his shoulders, Valsn-
dorf turned to the steward, who de-
parted in search of Wesel.

Within & few moments the latisr,
gea-booted, jorseyed, and leather-
]];a.cl;:&ted, entered, and strode to the
unk.

“¥ou are better, then?" he said
swkwardly, as Ulverst did not speak,
but lay looking at him in silence.

“Yes, Wesel, I will soon ba &ll right
now,” eaid ﬂfﬂ.‘-arat quietly. “Thank
you for bringing me in [*

Wesel grunted and fidgeted wvncoms-
fortably to cover his embarrassment.

“Valendorf,” said Ulverst to the
doctor, " will you and the steward
leave us, please? I wish to speak to
Wesel anlone.” ;

The doctor hesitated.

“ It will ﬂﬂ1¥ be for a few moments, 1
promisa you!” said Ulverst.

When he and Wesel were alone
Ulverst leaned ecaperly forward in his
bunk.

“What
whispr::red

“Tive degroes.”

“And our bearings®

“We are almost due west of the
Flannan Isles, off the Outer Hebrides of
Scotland." replied Wesel.

to

then

is our <ourse, Wesel?” he

TUlvarst nodded.

“And how are the fuel tanksi” he
asked :

“They contain sufficient fuel for
another two thousand niiles under
Diesel engines,” replied Waesel. .

“And we have also the electrio

motors,” murmured Ulverst.

Hisx tone became sharp anc im-
perative.

“You will alter course at once,
Wesel,” bhe ordered. *(Get me that
chark™ .

Stepping to a rack, Wesel returned
with a folded chart to the North
Atlantio.

Taking it, Ulverst struggled up into a

[ sitting posture, and then spread the

chart cut in front of him. | ;
“You see this point,” he eaid, indica-

ting & small oross inked in on the chart
and lettered 47 deg. 35 min, lat. and
3l deg 7 min, longitude. “You will

turn the Spider and make for therei"

Wesel  looked  monpl an
'[Tl"_rettst’s hand gripped him by the
wris

“You do not know what lies there,
Wesel I'" he said hoarsely. “You do not
know what liea beneath the sea in mid-
Atlantic! But I do; and it is something
g0 strange and ineredible that it has to
be scon to be believed [M

p— —.

A City Under the Sea!l

HE Eclaidcar was immediatel
turned ag Ulverst had ordered,
and. the course laid for the cross
which had been pin-pointed on

the map end which lay almost in mid-
Atlantio.

Thruﬂﬁhuut the cneuing hours the
Spider drove. on through the surging
egons, submerging only when some
strange craft was sighted. DBut Wesel
kept as far as possibla from the steam-
ghip routes, and it was towards dusk of
the following day, when Ulverst was up
and about agsin, that he reported they
woere nearing their objective. :

“I wish vou’d tell ms what we're to
find thera " Waesel prowled.

Ulverst labghed and shook his head.

f‘ﬂ‘i’uu"ﬂ sce when we submerge,” he
said.

“But why all thiz mystery?” chat-
tered Dubowsky. “Why can’t you tell
us now, Ulveret i

“Beeause you wouldn't believe me,
that’s why,” returned Ulverst roughly.

He had not yet forgiven Drbowsky
for sbandoning the Minneapolis, and
throughout the cruise to the objective
they were now ngpmnchmtg. he had had
little to say to him except a few sneer-
ing words sbout the sea creature which
Dubowsky had kept and which was still
slive in the emergency tank., -

Taking & bearing on fhe stars,
Ulverst gave the order to submerpe,
and througnout the Spider sounded the
gurgle and hiss of inrushing water and
expeiled air

Down and dewn gank the Bpider
until the ocean floor was reached. The
searchlights were switched on, the crank
rear rumbled into life, and with its two
great eyes glaring golden and -balefully
through the murk, the Spider proceeded
to crawl slong the ccean floor.

Wesel and Ulverst were at the look-
ont windows, when suddenly the former
stiffened, staring in incredulous amaze,
for the Spider was spproaching the
rmins of a vast undersea city.

The floor of the ocean was rock and
scaweed, without any vestige of sand,
and on this hard, rocky floor etill stood
the walls and towers, the streets and
thoroughfares of a mighty E:E'

“Ulverst1* Wesel wheeled from the
look-out “What ia it
Ulverst 1* : :

“Tho lost city of Atlantis,” replied
Ulverst. “I am cortain of that. 1
discovered it quite by chance when I

window.

“Tf ¥ could but lay hands on you,
Dubowsky shrank away, taking cover
liko that, Ulverst,” he eried petulantly.
her, TIf it had not been for me jyou
Ulverst. “Get out of heral
on the arm,
and hastily betook his mas;g? self to-
rubbing his hands and chuckling in
cackled. “That sea creaturs which camo
with me to study it, and then dissect
filled with salt water and transferred {o
l 10KEN &0, 2.]
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had the 3pider oub on trials. There
will be wealth here, Wesel, wenlth
undreamed of. In the morning we vall
explore.” .

He Tm% taken the forward control
wheel, an _the 8pider was lumhering
along & “wide theroughfare flaesad b
blackened and seaweed-covered walla
“'J"H?eh Mad once been the frontage of
anh buildings.

Rere was tense exciterent aboard
thTE! Spidgr, *&Ild Dubowsky, crowding
Wesel aside from the leok-out window,
babhblad -

“Mein Gott !  Ulverst, why did you
never tell me of this? We wonld have
hf‘fﬂ here long ago had I but known."

Might remind you again,”
enapped Ulverst, “that I am captain
herp ™

*No, you are not!™ cried Dubowsky.
“¥ou are joint captzin with me, a8 I
have told you before. I have as much
gay in the Spider sa you have. It was
I whe designed her. She is mine !

Ulverst id not answer, but he
glanced at Wesel, who, knowing him
so well, knew also that there would
come a time when Ulverst would settle
once and for all the question as to who
was captain of the Bpider.

The thoroughfare along which the
Spider was erawling {erminated in what
waa nothing more nor less than a huge
city square, and the ‘golden bheams of
the =earchlights shone on the vast.
pillared frontage of a bnoilding not
unlike the Parthenon of ancient Rome.

The sight of the building set Duhow-
shy chattering excitedly again.

“It is Atlantis ! he eried. “There
can be no doubt about it. Mein Gott.
THverst, but thia is a discovery which
would have made me famous were we
not indulging in this horrible piracy [

That was the way of it now, a
would have been quite content to have
abandoned all piratical enterprises for
the sake of giving to the wnrlﬁl. &
remarkable treatise on this vast city
uynder the sea, the existence of which
had often hbeen suspected, but never
proved,

However, he dared not anger Ulverst
by any such suggestions, but for hours
he kept the Spider perambulatin
around the wide thoroughfares whic
once had been trodden by human feet,
but which now knew no life save that
of the dark and sinizter monsters which
haunted the depths and which floated,
dived, or ewirled away from the
Bpider's great glaring eyes. _

{dnce that strange steel brute of the
underseas was attacked by a giant
monster which might well have been the
father of all sharks, for &0 it was shaped,
and it came at the Spider with gleaming
jaws agape.

The thud of its charge was felt
throughout the boak, but the Spider
rambled on unhurt, and the monster
reeled from the impact to charge and
charge agein, But the sharp, inwardly
curved teeth could find no purchase on
the smooth, steel sides of the Bpider,

nd, working itself up into = fremzy,

& monster ehargled epain 1n the
savage despair of the death throes.

It had literally battered itself to death
against this invader of the underseas,
and, as itz body drifted past, Wesel
nodded grimly.

“And so will be served anythi!?
which attacks the Spider,” he said.
“But it's going to be risky work in the
morning, Ulverst, when we go out I .,

Peturning at length to the pgreat
square, the Spider squatted down for a
period of six hours, for Ulverst wished
to save his fuel and rest his men,

At the end of that time the Spider
surfaced in order to let air into the
boat; then, descending to the depths
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surged in towards him, Ulverst ralsed a sieel-encased arm

which terminated in sharp steel prongs, wickedly curved !

again, WUlverst, Wesel, and Surgut
donned their diving suits,

"“"We'll take axes,” gaid Ulverst, “and
explors thia FParthenon place first.”

“What do you want axes for?” de-
manded Dubowsky.

“In ease we're attacked, you fooll”
snapped Ulverst. _

When tho last nut of the suits had
been scerewed tightly into place, and
telephone and communication lines
fixed, the ihree men moved into the
diving chamber on the starboard side
of the Bpider. : o

The e?entricully controlled door slid
shut, and the door in the ouler hull
commenced slowly to rise in order to
let the water slowly inte the diving
chamber.

Onge the door was fully open Ulverst
and his two companiong moved slowly
and ecumbersomely out of the diving
chamber. Watched by the men at the
lock-out windows, they made their way
laboriously across the scaweed-covered
atones of the square.

Peering down. Ulverst saw that fhe
square was paved by the most wonderful
and colourful meosaie, which the water
had been unable io either damage or
efface. -

Mounting the steps, the tric made
their way in through the ruined
entrance. Here it was as black as
night, for not even the twilight of the
depths could penetrate the corridors
they slowly and laboriously traversed.

In spite of his iron nerve, Wesel was
wishing himself back on the Spider.
For who knew what menace in the form
of undersea monsters lurked in that vast
cavernous building ? ;

Ho found himself wondering what

Surgut thought of it all, and fancied
that ke, like himself, would be wishing
the venture over.

But Ulverst preszed regu]uf.ﬂ'lj on,
and eventually came to a flight of steps
which led down into what had obvi-
ously been the vaulis of the building.

Ilere he hesitated, his electiric torch
shining on the steps which led down to
e knew not where—perhaps to treasure,
or perhaps to a fearful death in the
stomach of some lurking maonster,

But Ulverst would not have been what
lie was had he lacked nerve, and, to his
companions’ dismay, he commenced ihe
dezoent.

Loyally Wesel and Surgut followed
him, moving laboricusly down the
treacherous going.  The pressurs of
water here was terrific, and, in spite of
the oxygen which they carried, Wesel
was feeling the choking sensation of
suffocation in his lungs.

The steps terminated in & narrow cor-
vidor, and the light of the torches
showed dark and deorless vaults on
either side. Enlering the first one,
Ulverst shone his torch about the floor,
the glimmering beam coming to rest
on several big iron-bound boxes,

As he surveyed them through the
glass look-out window of his headpiece
the eyes of Ulverst glitlered. The
boxes contained treasure, of that he was
certain, Why else chould they be
stored away down here if they did not
contain valuablea of some description?

Stretching out the claws of one elec-
trically controlled steel hand, he
attempted to raise the lid of the nearest
box, It failed to move, being locked
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and clamped. Raising his axe, Ulverst
sitacked the fostenings,

Ho had scarcely commenced, how-
ever, when suddenly he paused, stiffen-
ing 1n horrer; for out of the murk came
what scemed like steel efaws which
fastened on Lis arm in & crushing, vice-

like grip.

E attacked hitn As he did so he
felt sick with sudden fear, for he

was in the clutches of a monster crab.

The thing was immense—so immense
that it filled almost half the vault. In
thiat first moment of terror Ulverst,
fnuesrly enowgh, found himself wonder-
ing bow it was he had not seen tho
creature wlhen he first entered the vault,

Weosol could have supphied him with
the explanation; for Wesel had scon it
stir into horrible life, slowly raising
itzeli from the floor where it :i:mr] been
erouching, to streleh out a giant elaw
ud seize Ulverst by the avm.

What Wese! wondered, however, was
Low such a giant had got into the vaunlt,
It could not have crawled in,  After o
while the explanation Hashed into his
wind. The tﬁing had grewn in here—
had grown to such dimensions that it
was a prisoncr. It had fed on whatever
had vengured into its foul lair, and now
it was drawing Ulverst towards its soft
and beastly lips, which wers goaping
open,

Seizing his axe n his right hand,
Wesel ﬁmuf;ht 1ts  razor-sharp edge
down with all the strenglh in his strong
arm, It cut eplinteringly into  the
croalure’s elaw, but did not release that
dreadful grip on Ulverst.

Weszel struck opain nnd again with
his axe. Swigut was alse hacking
frantically at the joint in the claw.
Suddenly .the monster crab loosened ils
giﬂp and made a ﬁlugi'glﬁh movement in
the divection of Wesel.

'The latuer was too quick., He slag-
peved vather than stepped back, and,
slriking again at the shatiered, groping
claw whilst Ulverst and Surgut backed
out of the vault, he foiled it, and fol-
fowed hiz two compamons oul inte the
cithious safely of the corridor,

Dubdous indeed ; bat the trio were safe
at least from the crab, which could not
folbow them out of the vanlt, Tarmong,
Lverst slowly led the way back up 1le
stops, alotyr the dark ond wide corvi-

ors, and out to where the great golden
eves of the Spider spolt security from
the menace of the depths,

Dack nside the boat, wlhich {hey
rveached safely, thevy divested themselves
of their diving suits,

The Monsier of the Depihs !

NETANTLY  Ulverst turned has
light en the creature which had
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“Well, we've got to settle that fellow
somehow,” said Ulverst, when, after the
change of atmospheric pressure, they
were able to breathe normally aguin,
“There's treasure in those chests—and
I"m going to have 1t !”

Turning to Draden, Zutloss, and the
others, u%m were crowding abouf him,
hie explained what had happened,

“Agsin T owe my life to Wesel,” ho
eaid. “And to you, also, Surgat, Dut
I'm going to desivoy that grab amd got
thoze chests opened.”

“Buat this i3 stupidity,” interjected
Dubowzky. *How can you destroy the
thing T And, anyway, you do not know
for certain that ile chests contain

treasure. You say they arve locked and
clamped, and that you ecould not open
them. "

“That's quito true.” retorted Ulverst.

“Dut, all the same, T'm convineed thero
iz something of value i them.  They
wers the sort of chests which wers usc
for storing treasuro when every man
was his own banker, as it were”

“All night. You'll kill yourself one
day through this greed of yours for
gold,” snapped Dubowsky. ™ But have
it vour own way. If you aore killed, I
at least ecan take the Spider home io
Ice Rock. We have taken mmp%h
bullion froma the Minneapolis to satisiy
me,”

“Yes, but not fo satisiy me " retocted
Ulverst 1 shall not bo killed, eithor,
my friend. And now we'd Lettor decide
just how o deal with that monster,”

The consultation  which followed
bronght forth many suggestions, some
sensible,  others  fmpossible. Tt was
Ulverst  himself  who suggested  the
seheme which was finally adopted.

" What we will do,” he s2id, “is place
a charge of Ligh explosive in the vaule
and blow the bLrute to picces.”

“Yoes, and blow the chests o picces as
well [ jesred Dubowsky., *In any case,
who is going to bo fool enough to
venture into the vault to place the high
cxplosive in poswion? It will be the
cend of the one who dares 8.

" MNot at all,”™ replied Ulverst, ™ There

will be some risk, I know, but it can
Le done™

“Well, I don't think it can I snapped
mbowsky, “If you will be guided by
me for once vou will abandon this mad-
ness, for madness it g™

“IL 1 woz puided by you,™ snarled
Dlverst, in a passion, "] would come
out of this game dangling on  the
gallows"! 1 tell you I nm going to make
as much money as T ean and just as
gquickiy as T can. Who knows w{m.t Wi
might find in those chests? The wealih
of Atlantiz was reputed to be fabulous.™

“Yes, but who will place the high

explosive in posilion?” asked DBraden.
“That s the dangerous part of the job. ™

“X1 will place it in the vault mysclf,”
replicd Ulverst, 1t 15 not a job I
would ask any of you to tackle”

“I'll tackle it," volunteered Weszl,

“Bo will 1," offered Surgut.

Ulverst shook his head.

. "1 Enow that both of you would do
it," he said, “but I would not allow it.
1hé man who goes into that vault goes
into the jaws—or, rather "—with grim
humour—"the claws of death, and that
mwan is going to be me."

In vain Wesel tried to dissuade him
from the venture, but Ulverst was®
adnmant. An hour later, when the high
cxplosive bad been prepared, he issued
from out the diving chamber, and,
accompanied by Wesel and Burgut, set
off again for the vault,

Progress was slow and laborions, and
again as the two entered the corridors
there came to Wesel that fecling of
dread,

Btifling his fears, however, lie kept
resolutely on, plodding and ﬁlull'ﬂi:ri;i
along Leside Ulverst, lis eves wary ane
watehful behind the glass of his look-
out window.

Descending  the stairease, the two
gatned the corridor of vaulis. In the
doorway of the one which housed the
cliests and their terrible guardian Wosel
and Surgut halted.

Slowly, ehoffling stop Ly step, Ulverst
went in nlone  Through his look-out
window he conld see the horrible, squat
monster crouched on the floor, and as
he hurriediy depozited the Lox of high
explosive on the floovy the thing com-
menced to move,

'Sil'_'lwlj' i lumbered to its legs, huge,
rotesque, and  terrifyving, and  as
lverst commenced to shuffle  back
towards the doorway o claw cotne out
to seize lum.

Unstead of striking at the claw with
his axe he thrust the sxe belween the
giant nippers. Instantly they closed on
i, and the axe was wrenched from
Ulverst’s grip with a jerk that was felt
through the thick steel gauntlets of Lis
hands.

[Te had gained the momentary respito
he needed, however, for by 1le time the
monsier had deopped the axe Ulverst
had roached the doorway and was
through into the corvidor with YWesel
and Surgut.

Retracing their steps, the two mada
their way back to the Spider, and as
they appeared in the glare of the
searvchlights Braden pressed the button
which would explode the charge down
in the vaalt,

(Look out for more hoir-raising theills
in nexd week's chaplers of this gripping
pirate glery, clhums)
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Will those of you who borrowed
bathchairs and crutches from Chunk-
‘s Hire Department after the match
with the Courtfield Slayers last week
kindly return them at once? They're
urgently needed for the monthly
meeting of the Greyfriars Board of

Governors.
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TO REMOVE FOOTBALLERS

835.
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A FREAK in
the FORM-ROOM!

By DICKY NUGENT

L[] Fa.w 1 ¥

It was Mr, I. Jolliwell Lickham, tho master
of the Fourth at 8t. S8am's, who made that
remark.

Mr. Lickham was amazed-—distonished.

He had just steplfed into the Form-room
to take the Fourth at mathymatticks—io
find that a dense cloud of smoke hung over
the eclasa like & Paul! For a moment Mr.
Lickhar thought there was a fire. Eyea
blazing, he half-turned to eall out the skeol
firo brigade, Then, through the Paul, he
caught a glimpse of a gigantio figger sitting
at one of the desks, puffing away at a fat
cigar, and he realised thaét the outbreak
was meerly an outbreak of smoking on the
poart of Slogpem Hall, the amazing new boy
at 8t. Bam'sa |

“Bust me!™ Inimed Mr. Lickham,
under his breth. ud, he said in a more
dignified way: “ Hall, Hall, what are you
doing of 1

Sloggem Hall looked vp, and Mr. Lickham
got another shock when he saw that the new

oy had becn rending & pink sporkip
of a tipo sternly fmn&dden at St. Engx'ﬂpﬂ
“'Ulo, old covey!™ said Bl m Hall,

in hig deep, rumbling voice which seemed to
come {rom the wvery bowels of the earth.
* Which I'm a-smoking, if you want to know—
a-amokin’ of & cigar an' a pickin' out of a
winner for the Diddleton *Andicap to-day.”

Thero was o ga.ap from the Fourth.

“ Boy 1" cride the amazed Mr. Lickham.
“ Wretched, depraved wyooth! How dare
ou ! Know you not that amoking is sirictly
orbidden at 8t. Bam’a 1

* Bez you!" leered Sloggem Hall

* While as for betting on horse.racing,”
wenl on Mr. Lickham feorcely, " such an
ofience is likely to earn the culprit imunejate
egs ulsion § ™

*Haw, haw, haw! You don't say so! ™
roared Bloggem Hall, in a veice that mades the
winders rattle. “ Well, wot are you goin’
to do about it, old covey, any'ow 1
My, Lickham took his curridge and a cane
in both hands, then stood bofore the biack.
ho&rfmddmwnduphmth.ﬂ -

“1 am going to cane yo all,” he said.
“ Stand fourth 1 YO SR

There was a brothlesa silence., All eyes
were turned on the booly of the Fourth,
The Fourth wondered how he would take it.

They didn't wonder for long. The grin
quickly vannished from 8lo Hall’s
brootal dial ea he grasped what Mr. Lickham

meant. Two ticks later he stepped fourth,
and rising to hiz full hite of seven feet, he
grabbed Me. Lickham by the middle of hia
hair and held him in mid-air, intonding
E:;r:mly to give him a fow light taps on the
_ Jeck Jolly, the kﬁpﬂn of the Fourth,
jumped to his feot. He realised that a ii?ht
tap m Hall was suffishant to fell
en ox, and he didn't intend to stand by and
sce his Form-master slawtered in eold blud.
His blud boiled at the meer thought of it.

“ Reakew, Fourth!™ he yelled. Then he
Bung himself into the fray.

b mouth.

|

With the e tion of Toadey minor and
Tubby Barrell and one or two othera not
worth mentioning, the Fourth onded to
a man, and fully a score of junioms herled
themselves at Hall, hitiing oui with desprit
force the while.

The affect on the booly of the Fourth was
neglidgible, however. The only eign he gave
of netissing the attack was a muttered growl
of * Blow me tighv1 Feels os il some mos-
keetors are buzzin’ round me [ ™

It began to look as if all the efforta of the
Fourth would not save Mr. Lickham from
haviog a ruff time. Forchunitly, before
Sloggem Hall had time to land his first light
tap, there came an interruption. A stern
ﬁggar in eap and gown looked in the doorway
and a gkollerly voiee echoed across the Form-
room.

*“ Boys! Boys! What is the meaning of
thia here 1"

“The Bemd!" ped the Fourth: and
t}_xc:i_v obandoned their attack on Sloggem Hall
and trickled back to their desks in dubblo-

quick time,

A Evﬁn EIE hr:mgﬁu seamed {EE be affected
v r. Hrc 8 majesti prézzonce,
He lowered the yelling Mr. Lickhem to the
floor agein and _

removed  his

cigar from hia

Dr. Birchem-
all, who for
BOINEe FEASON
was holding his
bands behinil
his back, eyed
the new boy
sternly.

“Bmoling,
ch 1" he rapped
out. “"Give
me that cigar,
Hallt ™ .

The new boy
glared, but
duly handed
over the Flor
de Dustbin, which Dr, Birchemall transferred
to hizs own lips before whipping his hand
behind hia back again,

“1 sco also that you have been reading a
pink sporting paper,” remerked the Head,
pufiing away at Sloggem Hall's cigar with
considerable rellish. ** Let me warn you that
gambling on racchorsos is strictly fgrbiddm
at St. Bom'’s, Roulette and fan-ian, yés—
but horse-racing, never! Bavvyl!

WOULD ¥OU BELIEVE IT?

% e

“ Look ‘ere——" began Bloggem Hall
The Head -shuddered slitoly at the new

's coarse axxent. .

Half a jifly, I haven't finiched yet,' be
said, *“'The last waming I must give you
is never to hift your Form.master by the hair
If you start that scrt of thing yeur Ferms
?ﬁur ia Euund"tn;hﬁrnd iLhtrd -t0 leeep hig

ir on and you' ava iting wiggins
Besides, it shows B IankFuf maggctl:?g

“Taking it all round,"” oconclooded Dn
Birchemall, *“1 am not at sll pleassd with
your eggshibition this moming and L[ feel
that some alite punishment 15 called for
Kindly neel on the flcor and place your haad

on one of the desks.
The now bared his fangs in a grim of
amussment. didn’t mind ecarrying owt

that order if it gave the Head any e,
and he was quite certain that the Head
conldn’t hurt anyone so tuff as himsslf,

He nelt down on the floor and placed his
head on one of the desks, looking somowhat
like & condemmned man at the exeoutioner's
block in the ﬂ:rmcean.

Then the Head brought to light something
he had been carrying behind his back all the
timte. It was an enormous bludgeon'l Ewing;
ing it over his head, he brought it down wi
tremenjous force on the giant's napper, then

repested the performance fully -a-duzzren
timea.
“Wooooop! Yoooocop! Yaroooog!

gasped Blo Haell, and the Fourth-Formers

inned. It was evvident that the Head
%:td found a weapon which the booly wonld
treat with rauPe-ct in the future!

“ Well, that's that t * panted Dr. Birchem-
all, sa he lowered the blt‘;daﬁon at last.
“You return to your now, Hall,
and I trossed that Mr. Lickham will bave no
more trubble with you"

Sloggem Hall rose and returned to his |
desk looking gquite abashed. !
Dr. Birchemall strolled off shortly afber,
trailing his bludgeon behind him and puffing
away at the remains of the new boy’s offar. |
The ¥Fourth then settled down to tia normaf
morning's work, ‘without mueh fear that the I

new boy would give them any more trubblé.,

How long his lesson last was rather
dewbious, But for the time being, anywiy,
Bloggem Hall was content to be just an ondin
gry member of the Fourth at Bt. Bam's. And
the Fourth-Formers and Mr. Lickham found
that a weleome change.

(Don’t miss ** Sloggem Hall's Trium‘{b HH—
the amazing and amusing & fo this yamn
th next ‘a8 number —Ed.
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Declares

DICK
L RAKE

Bnthusiasts who %
wave about pillow- g££
werapping, bed- §
temnis, and other
! ; E}ﬂm&l

&8 © a past,
Iﬁthair eyes opened _
hi¥ week, when Vernon-Smiith
' mtroduced to a delighted Remove

B 13 r. .
o it from me, lads, thia
amn® beats anything you ever saw

1 the way of dormito a‘?ont
* Al Fﬂﬂrnﬂﬂd is & I:lr?'ﬂ.d er and
a dormitory. The end walls of

the dorm are the goals, and
the bladder takes tho place of a

hall. A real Ru%qer 1, Bmithy
says, would be found too heavy
“or dormitory wuse and would
arobably fetch ugadthe beaks
sefore the game a chanco
Jo ged going.

The field of play consists of
the beds in the dorm just as they
vtand, and the players have to
fump- from bed to bed to get
dong. The ball is allowed to
w passed only from one side of
e'QBn dorm to the other and not
lengthwige, and if a player
louches the foor of the dorm
a free kick is awarded to the
vther side. This last rule, h{y
vhe way, is awfully sensible ; it
jhops the fellows from clattering
mlong the boards and thereby
hwertsa the danger of atiracting
idtention from the floor below.

Tha excitoment when Bmithy's
‘laehers played Wharton's Wan-
‘erefs this week was intease.
Vhispered cheers and muted
¢ounter cheers were almost con-
jinuous. It was a etra scene

' .o biadder zig-zagging all round
Yo tarm, a::g gulﬂr pyiama-

%

DorM RUGGER'S THE

‘the brand new game of Dorm

GooDs

Wi

Wharton's team won by 15
points to 12, and it was wvoted
on all sides the best might's fun

in the history of the dorm.
Thore’s & great future for this
E]l:mﬂ’ and already wo ean foreace
at it's going to be all the rage at
Qreyfriars betore the term's out.
But a word of warning is
. Skill and finesse are
roquired in dorm Rugger or most
ppy results ean follow. The
cose of the Upper Fourth i1s an
example of what we mean.
Their firat of dorm
Rugger, ﬁh d with their ous-
tomary elephantine yrace, ended
in the col of five beda !
if you're thinking of taking it
up, for goodness’ sake don't ‘gg

to tho Fourth dorm
your lesscns !
FOND OF CRIME?
Then step along to the Music
Boom next Monday evening atb

7.30 and hear Hoskineg murder
Mendelsaohn !

OBVIOUSLY'!

Fifth-Formers tell us that Blun.
dell is & devastating debater,
Whatever you put up to him, he
tears to pleces.

He svunds just the man we
need to the “scent " for
our next paper-chase |

— e —

Hﬂ-

You'd Roar

Herald * at the lodge.

“Ah! What then, E
asked, getting out no
pamil*nmi 1
really good. ** Think
better off 1

he reflectively lit his pipe.

like wot-they was years

“My hat!

have a lot more time
selves!™

Gosling smiled sourly.

“ Ho, no, you wonld
not,” he gaid. ** I'd keep
you a-grindin' away at
Latin an' Greek an’
arithmetio like thoy did
in the days gone by.
An' you'd get up at eix
in the momin' an’ do a
leeson afore breakfast,
tm I- b} ]

* Great pip! Bul—
but do you think e

“An' aa to gemes,
Roythink - Tiko  thatrr
&D i at,”’
went on Goaling. " Jeat
oricket on' football—
that's all—an’ only on

Baturday arternoops, t00,

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

IF GOSLING |
WERE HEAD

marked William CGosling, when 1
ealled on him for the * Greyiriara

lives is too complex nowadays.
There's too many subjecks to

for something
: we'd be any

“'Eapa!” growled Goaling, as
ba ‘ealthicr an’ more contonted,

begin with, I'd knock all this noo-
fangled nonsense about French an'
science an’ wot-not on the "ead.”
That would ha an
improvement,” I grinned.

Wednesday  arternoon  you'd
work [ " _
“ But you said—"

Form.master'd "ave a
big birch—not & pifflin’ littlo cane
like wot th e mow,” said

i y. “I'd give
‘em instructions to use "em ‘ard
an’ often—an' with or without
reason. That's the proper way

Sgyg &ﬂi}?f to bring up boya!™
Sl “ But, my dear old Gossy——"
“Wot I aays is this ‘ere,” re. “ There'd be no skylarkin’ about

if T was "Ead, neither,” growled
Gosling darkly. * Anyone who
made a noise'd be well an' truly
whopped. This'd be a mce qutet
school like wot it nsed to be. As

L L] B%,..l'

learn, too many games to play, meg iy
too much rushin’ l%ouk—m;;:lqﬁ huﬁﬁﬂ didn't you say "
IR e A1t Spgecefor S “I'd jest give bread-an’-

porape an'—an’ per'aps meat twieo
a week. Then 1'd turn all the
bn::-rmEni into punishment-rooms
mmi

“ But didn't you say wo'l be
more contented 1™ 1 howled.

Gosling grinned.

“Wot 1 says is this 'ere,’” he
eaid. * You'd'avetobel! Ifyou
warn't, then I['d keep on o
gﬂﬂﬂ;ﬁ of you till you were,

B ¥

What a high old time we'd have,
lads, if Gosling were Head!

We'd :impl;i roar—but it
wouldn’t be with laughter !

MY CRITICS
ARE WRONG
Yauns

LORD MAULEVERER

I expect moet of you sportemen have got
te a wrnngm idea og:nu Owing to lihallEuu
plicos of my activities, there's a sort
of mistaken thingummy generally,if you get

me.
It's all v well, begad, to say I'm this
and that the other, but you, my dear

old tops, will, of course, appreciate that a man’s

“¥You'd

To

[ 11 wnl&
to our.

& man for all that.

It's quite easy to acouse him of what-not
and all the rest of it, but it docsn't necessarily
follow, old beans, doss it ? s

Of courss the point I'm coming to is that
there’s no point in coming to all this at all,
is thero? I suppose 1 wouldn't bring it
up but for the way I've been brought up,
ilp}'ou ulidemtand what I'm driving at.

What I mean to T R

Coma to think ﬂ?:: I've forgotten what
it ia I'm t to say

Ah, I've suddenly remembered, though!
Ii's about sleep !

I want wfpm to understand that
in;r eritics are entirely wrong when they. say

[Mﬂwﬁtﬂ sudden end, dear readers, but
Mauly fell fast at this point. He is
apparen a:p!n!niugthathumuutinthp
Jﬁﬂgcit of falling agleep | Good old Mauly t—

D.)



