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THE MOUNTED POLICE!

N this woeek's isswe of the MaGgsg?
appears the Brst of 2 prand series
of troc-te-life stories about the
iresrendons activities of the Mounted

Palice.
feature becauwse of the Gutsitanding morit
of thesc vivid narratives of the patrol
swn whose vigilameo and pluck means
the salety of everybody, the security of
banks, ond warehouses, and the traps-
port lines of the world

“THE GOLD ESCORTI!I"

There vou have the title of next week's
varm-in this striking series. You will be
alble 1o get 2 very sound impression of
what these talos really represent by read-
ing the dramatic epwode in this week's
issue of the Magyer. The story for our
mext number 13 even finer, with its won-
dorful account of what the Mounted
Police achieve in Australia, where they
are called upon to defend with their lives
the gold freights from the backlands to
tlre cities on the coast Line.

HEROES ALL!

Some people imagine that the day of
1he Mounted Police passed. 1 iz mot
0. YWhat happened in the past is oconr-
ring now. The mounted man om the
frontiers of the Empire stands liks a
semtinel. He represents the foree of
civilisation and ordered life, and the

good of it all. When you see n gripping

film of the work of the “3.P.s " Four

ination gets fired by the sight of
mm watcher, hke a statee, horse
azfd mman, thrown up ko vivid rehief
with a glimpse of the wild, frackless
country with its unteld perils. That's Just
.#t. The mounted man is on the watch,
tem enough he 1z single-banded against
long odds. Just keep your <ye .om the
pew series. It is a treat.

“THE YELLOW CLAW!"
By Hadley Scett.

Next MMonday, too, sees the fivat m-
stalment of our new sevial of the stage.
Wihen I vead the opening chapters of this
intesscly fascinating story, did not
know vwhikh to admire most—ie, the
dexterous manper in which the author
bes dove-tailed in some of the myriad
imterests of the theatrical world with
agther sensationsl foatures of the life of
our timwe, or the insight revealed inte the
realm bekind the footlights. The theatre
alwaxs hoelds one. Tt has an appeal to

v, aud that 15 ane of the reasons
why I solected tha new serial. It _gets
tkeere, and 1t gets vou all the time, Next
W secs 1he apening of “ The Yellow
Claw,” with its weird mystery and
strange vomance. Look ont for it

DRAWA AND FICTION.

That reminds me of a point which may
erest your. T feel sure it will, In
suying that much I am not drawing a
Low at a venture, becavse I know from
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I have rushed this britliant

1 A remark like that showsa th

1

{etters 1o hend how closely the stories m
the MaGRET are watched, and how keenl
ment  coulkd be paid, Communis-
tions reach me from all over the
world, splendid little reviews of past

knowledge of the world. The writers of
these welcome lettors will understand,
the z=ame p8 othorg, what T maan when I
soy that the groatest story is a drama.
If 1t is a real tale, holding the mirror up
fto nature you fipd youreell in memory
placing it in action in the Theatre. Royal
of the mind. It always iz so, You see
the characters making their entrances
and exits. They become real people. Yon
may be rritated” by their actions at
times, but vou are fair-minded enough
la eee the reason for certain happenings,

tion. Undoubtedly the right sort of
story is a drama with atmosphere. Of
course, a writer can put in more than
i3 possible with a theatrvical craftsman.
When you have 1ead the start of the
“Yellow Claw” you will say the Maorer
has got another winner, also that the
author iz lucky in being a “twicer,”
otherwise he has a play and a story.in
LT,

Y“MAULY'S AMAZING
ADVENTURE!™

By Frank Richards.

What everybody says altel reading a
varn  which features the mimitable
Mauleverer is just “Good old Mauly!™
o popularity
of kis lazy lordship. It covors the whole
vagt subjoct of Mauly's iborounghly at-
tractive temperament. For, say what
anyone may, a labhgoid, indolent fellow is
usnally liked. The contrary can be fold
to the marvimes, or the submarines, No-
body clse would believe it. The explana-
tion 18 too obrious to need nmch stress
g, It 1s this way. The “born tired”
party is generally assuming a quality in
order to conceal real evit, 511:: knows the
amusing listless fellow wheo, whenever
the need comes, throws off his guise and
wades info action as freely as a smart
young whale disporting its giddy sslf in
the Northern scas.

DON'T

GET YOUR COPY

“HOLIDAY
ANNUAL”
NOW /
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MAULY FOR EVER!

In next week's Greyfriars story Maules
verer is seen in a plagvey diffioult stua-
tion. nes the chied participator
i & truly amazing advemture which calls
for pomething mone than deep, It 55 dis-
tressng m the extreme, naturally, fox
Mauly 1= nod secustomned to spade mork.
The manner in which tre is browght right
up agaiust the need for stremuvous toil
will be read with deep imtervest. The
plot is brainy and gilt-edged. Tt hums
with incident, and fairly swoeps you
alamg on a -strong tide of ex ancy
and astopishment that some things can
be. Possibly, toa, you will shed & tear,
i i you are im right down
5£mpa_the-t-: mood, for Bunter. The fat

13 dragged mto the limelight and
the consequences are none too pleasant,
But the Ouwl has himseclf to blame for
the tragic resmlts A boaster always
comes to guief,

MAULY'S “MAGNET.”

Having said that much about the grim
dizaster which blots out ~the sunzhine
from Mauleverer’s bright young life,
though hot, thank goodness, permanently,
it is only right to refer to another tip-
top attraction im our next number, This
-2 “Mauly ¥ Snpplement. The “Grey-
friars Herald ™ is devoted next Monday
to the schoolboy earl, .1 do not racan
that Harry Wharton & Co. ave ore
than ordinerily friendly to their chum.
They like him well enough, of cowrse.
It is morely that they wisely felt they
rould not do better than “write up”
Mauly. This moble work has been done
with & wvengeance. The fmnous bath
chair, all Mauly’s little foibles, his
q'l:ula,hf.jr, his generocity, his occasional
moroscness—everything comes in  for
treatment. The annals of Greyfriars are
varticularly rich in records of what
Maouleverer has done—likewise the things
ite has not dome. The lattor would {11 a
haystack of quarto volumes.

MORE 7O FOLLOW,

The New Year is utill a callow, very
Vo affair, but already you have an
idea of the 1884 programme of the

MaexET. There are even finer things to
COme,

MEMORY.

Ta some people memory is regarded
as a sorl of poetic adjunct, but m wuwst
be more than that. j was remindoed of
what a fair, average memory-can do
only the other day by reading a | ¥
letter from a chum, The writer ot
saved . his copies of the Macxer, but
he had most of the stories by heart,
Reference to the file proved WA
vight. Then we get the knowledganble
fellow at the music-hall whe romembers
Jdates without vumber. A useful io
Lhave &s & city remewmbrancer, that ! But
the memory is a tricksy jade ofien
anough, It 15 not that the store in the
mind of things believed to be forgottien
Ei'lgr 1'|3a||_"r‘I fails.- Th?] facts are t:h-eh::n
zale onongh, pretty well everythdng that
has I‘l:lﬂp%t!i}ﬂ, {H‘} which ]m:;. affoctedd,
oven in a slight degree, the memoriser,
But ecerfain civcumstances have to be
conjured up to permit of access to the
meatal pigeon-holes where the old data
iz warehoused. Actvally, I take it, you
do not forget anything, but frequently
enough-—and this may be just az well,
all ihiuq.:) considered—your card index
system shows itself at fanlt.

Your €ditor.
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PRICE a
TWOPENCE.

Hovare Cuoiier fondly imagines that, conld he but induce Blundell to give him o chance in the Fifth Form fooler cleven

his powers ay a footballer would come to be recognised ond appreciated,
Jorceful. to say the least, but ke fails fo b

Coker's methods of persuasion are

ring Dlundell o the proper state of mind. Then, like o gift from the gods,

comres ¢ cortain genfleman who, Coker is covbain, wiil work: the teick for hivn, Coker is not given to much thinking,

.. |;| |r P

LT[ ' l

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Coker Means Business !

11 HERE'S trouble in the Fifth"
remarked Bob Checry.
“0Oh, blow the Fifth!"
awned Johnny Bull.

“But there's trouble—"

“Dh, let 'em rnip!"”

Harry Wharton & Co., the herces of
the Hemove, wore not specially inter-
ested in the Fifth. The Fifth were o
genior Form, and the Remove were the
Lower Fourth—mere juniors; in fact,
the Fifth called them fags.

Nevertheless, the horoes of the Remove
had a good opinion of themselves, and
they agreed in regarding the Remove
Form as “IT!" It was common know-
ledge in the Remove that the Fourth,
the Shell, the Fifth, and the Sixth, were
simply “also rans.” -

Therefore, when Bob Cherry announced
that there was trouble in the Fifth, the
other membera of the Famous Five de-
clined to be impressed, Trouble in the
Fifth might come and go without dis-
turbing their serenity in the least.

“ But—" went on Bob. -

“Dear old man,” said Frank Nugent,
“don't worry about the Fifth. - The
question 15, are we going to the pictures
at Courtfield this aefterncon, or to -the
new show——"

“But it's Coker!"”

“0Oh, Coker!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The chums of the Remove chuckled.
It was o curious thing that the mere
mention of Coker’s name generally made
feilows smile. '

Coker of the Fifth was not & humorist,
He was quite a serious person—very
serions indeed. But the greatest humorist
that ever set the table in & rear would
not have been considered, at Grayfriars,
quitﬁ so entertaining as Coker of the
Fifth.

The mere fact that Coker of the Fifth
helieved that he could play football was
funny, though not, perhaps, quite so
funny as the way he played it

“0Oh, Coker!"™ said Harry Wharton,

but kis Tatest * spasm '" iz apily described as ——

I|||':.1*Jf'|i|l-|I

) X t :

langhing. “ What's old Horace up to

now ¥

“] hear that he's tackling Blundell
about his claim fto play in the Fifth
Form eleven. They've got & match on
with the Sixth next Wednesday, and
Coker wants a show.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" _

“ Potter and Greene are trying to stop

him. I fancy there's going to be blood-
shed in the Fifth Form fm.su e

“Conte on!'  exc uimeﬁ Harry
Wharton.

“Yes, rather!”

Five eager juniors scudded off for the
Fifth Form quarters, When Coker of
the Fifth was on the war-path, Coker of
the Fifth was well worth watching.

The powerful voice of Horace Jamos
Coker greeted. their ears as they turned
the corner inte the Fifth Form passzage.

“Let go my arm, Potter ™

“1 say, Coker, old man——'

“Bhut up, Greene!"

“But you see—="

“Cheese it !"”

Potter and Greene of the Fifth were
Coker's pals, and they were now playing
the part of very devoted friends, trying
to save Coker from himself, as it were,

Coker's rugged face was red and
wrathy.

His voice, of which the duleet tones
resembled those of the celebrated Bull
of Bashan, rang the length of the Fifth
Form passage, and. beyond.

“I'm going fo put it to him plain!”
saml Coker. “I'm not astanding thiz any
langor. Has my name been down for a
single match, except for the blessed chal-
lenge cup I put up a couple of manths
ago, since the foothall started last termu '™

“Well, you see—-" "

“Yon fellows know how I play
footer!™
“Oh dear! Yes.”

“Yet Blundell leaves me out every
time. He can't say that he's overlooked
my claims by accident. T've kept myszelf
pretty well to the fore™ !

“¥Four have '™ gasped Pottor.

“I've reminded him of my cxistence

WAy,

A Magnilicent Story of

Harry Wharton & Co. of

GreylIriars, with Horace

Coker—the great man of the

Filth—well in the limelight
Related by

FRANK RICHARDS.

the Fifth lLave played a

every time
match."”

“Yes. But—" ]

“He refused to play me even In &
match with the Shell last week,”

“Well, dash it all, Coker!"” said
Greene, “the Fifth couldn't risk being
beaten by & junior Form."

“ Beaten !" roarcd Coker.

Eraets peeking ot Tk

“Properly speaking, I on o Da
captain of the Fifth,” said Coker. " It's
well known that the best man m_mht to
have the ,}nh. But the Form don't scem
to see 1t.'"

“They don't!" agreed Potter.

“But that's no excuse for Blundell
leaving out his best man every time
consistentlv, I quite understand that he
doesn't want to be put in the shade.
That's rather mean, but it’s natural in a
Still, there's the Form record lo
be I:BﬁmidarEd——am] my tights."

ad ut._.l‘l

“ Jonlousy of this sort ought to be
discourvaged,” said Coker. “I'm down
on it. I'm going to put it plain to Blun-
dell, and if he doesn't play up like a
man, I shall take drastic moasures.”™

“(h, my bat " i

“You fellows can come and see fmir
play if yvou like

“1—1 say, we're going down to Court-
field this afternopn, you know,” urged
Potter. " We may be late for the show
at the Tonic at this rate.”

" Blow the show at the Ionic!™

“But you've booked the seats!™

" Blow the seats!™

“1 say, Coker, old man——"

“T'm gowng to have this out with
Blundell. If you don’t let go my arm,
George Potter, T shall punch you in the
eve!” roared ('oker.

George Potter Iet go Coker's arm.
Cloker was all sorts of an ass, but he had
a very hefty punch, and Potter had ne
desire fo sample it, especially with his
ere.

Iteleased by his restraining chum,
Horare Coker stalked along the Fifth
Form passage towards Blundell’s study.

Tue Macxer LiBrary.—No. 834,
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He was going to have it out with the
captain © ﬂ'lE Fifth, Coler was deter-
mined on that.

Potter and Greene loocked ak one
another, ?

“VWe've done all we can!” murmured
Cireene, s

1;”lf'lr'q:sn have!” agreed Potter. ¥ Let's
got out iV

And they got out. Devoted friendship
might have induced them to follow Coker

to Blundell’s study, oand carry awa
what was left of him when rﬂa _hag
finished with the captain of the Fifth.
But they ware a little fed-up with Coker,
They had been arguing with him for ten
minutes, and they were fired. _

‘But Harry Wharton & Cp. did not
get out, They were interested in Coker's
campaign, and curious to know in what
manner he would leave Blundell's study.
“(On his neck ” waz most probable.

“Come on!"” eaid Bob cheerily.

And the Famous Five followed the
Lurly, stalking figure of Horace Coker,
and arvived at Blundell's door in time
to sze the entertaimment,

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
Drastic Measures [

LUNDELI, the captain of ihe
B Fifth, was seated at his stud
table, with a pen in his han
and a.worried frown on his brow,
Tt was & hall-holiday, and as the weather
was too Had Tor footer, Blundell would
have liked to take s spin on his motor-
bike, happily splashing himself and
others with rich, thick mud., Dut that
afternoon Blundell’s “ stink-bike " had to
repose in~ its shed, unspotted by the
ehalky mud of the Kentish lanes, what
time George Dl
mathematics in his study.

Blundell wns a great footballer, an
arnament of the IMirst Eleven, and cap-
tain of the Fifth Form team. Bui in
class he did not shine. Mr. Prout, his
FPorm master, utterly indifforent to Blun-
dell's record a8 a gﬂal-fqtte-r. considered
hima sadly backward. Ib was useless for
Rlundell to explain to him that he was
well up in the serious business of life—
footer, from Blundell's point of view—
and that class work—from the same point
of view—was chiéfly rot. Mr. Prout
would never have unders :

In his mathemaiical “set” Blundell
wae below s good many Shell fellows;
indeed, there were fellows in the Fourth

who would have walked over him at

maths, Blufllell did not mind that in
the least. But his Form master minded,
and Mr., Lascelles, the mathematica
inaster, minded. So here was Blundall,
on & hali-holiday, working away at
elusive problems with a frowning and
weary brow, and & keen desire to kick
pomebady. : s

It wae at this prepitions moment that
Caker butted mn.

Coker could not have dropped in more,

opportuncly, The desire to kick some-
body, toe.punch somebody very hard,
was growing on Blundell, It is greatly
to be feared that he would even have
liked to thump the mathematics master,
and would have had no rooted objection
even to landing his knuckles on the
aiug_u%‘l l;:oﬁehaf Mr. Ir}i"‘rll:ﬂ.ii: himself. And
then Coker happened,

The deadly glare with which Blundell
greeted his ~ appearance in _the study
doorway might have warned Coker, But
it was smd of old that “fools rush in
where angels fear to tread,”

“Weall 1" grunted Blundell,

““ About the football ! began Coker.

“I'm busy!"”

Tae Macner Linrany.—XNo. 834,

Blundeil wrestled with-

“Sorry! But this won't wait"

“Won't it?" said Blundell, his glare
%mwlng more deadly, till he gazed at

oker like a basilisk.

“No! The Form match with the
Sixth comes off on Wednesday. Is my
name going down in the list®"

“Tist 1" said Blundell, * What list "

“Tho football 'Iiut, of coursae !

“The football list!” Blundell was
sardenic. “What on earth would your
name be doing in a football list, Coker "

Outside the study, Harry Wharton &
Co, smiled at one another. Theo enter-
tainment was beginning. Blundell was
ealm—deadly calm—but it was lika the
tropical calm before-the hurricane.

1 offer my services,"” =aud Coker,

“To the Sixth?"

“No. To the Fifth, of course!l™ zaid
Coker, puzsled,

“Then you must speak to Wingate.”

“ Wingate 1

“Yes. [He's captaining the Sixth Form
eleven.”

“I don't quite follow,” said Coker.
Coker's powerful brain never did grasp
things quickly, and sarcasm was wasted
on him. “I'm offering my services o
the Fifth—my own Form."”

“That's right! Then you must play
for the Sixth.”

“Play for the Sixth "

“That's it! Your services are always

iven to the opposing team, I believe,

lay for the Sixth, and the ¥ifth will
win hands down., You couldn't help us
better !

It dawned wpon Coker that this was
SOTCASIN,

* You sill
“1 think
eaid Blundell,

“1 want a plain answer ! . hooted
Coker. “1 claim to play for my Form.
I'm willing to fake any position. If
yvou're looking for a really good aentre-
forward, I'm vour man!”

“Ha, ha, ha 1" roared Blundell.

“But I'm as good & helf as you'll find
ot Greyfriacs, and at back 1 don't think

have an egual,” zaid Coker. “But I'm
willing to keep goal. Being a thoroughly
good all-vound man, you can put me in
where vou like, See?”

“I see. Good-bye!"

“Are you putting me nf" bawled
Cloker. ) _

“No; I'm putting you cut if you don't
¢lear.”

“"Mind, I mean business,” said Coker.
“My claims have been passed over long
enough. If I don't play for the Fifth in
the next mateh there will be trouble.
Now, yes or ne!”

ke H‘:} [FF

“You will hava it, then,” said Coker,

cheeky ass ! he roared.
mentioned that I'm busy,”

pushing back his cuffs. *'I'm not standing

injustice lying down.” .

*IHa, ha, ha!" cama from the passage.
Coker's meaning was clear, but his way
of expressing himself was a little mixed.

Blundell rose to his feet. His look was
almost genial. Ide had wrestled with
mathematics till he was feeling almost
homicidal. He felt that 1t was quite
kind of Coker to come to his study and
ask for trouble at such a time. Some
scniora would have found solace in cuffin
a fag. But Blundell was a good-natur
fellow, and hated bullying. Coker was
just what he wanted.

“Twa seconds " he zaid cheerily.

“Eh? What do you mean—iwe
seconds #"

“ Two seconds to get oul of my study,”
explained Blundell.

“Put up your hands!” reared Coker,
and he rushed to the attack, = e

““ Hallo, halla, hallo, they're going it!"
shouted Bob Cherry.

*“Ha, ha, ha'!"

“(Go it, Coker!™

i -

“ Back up, Blundell 1"

Harry Wharton end Co. crammed in
tha doorway. The scene in Blundell's
study was much too'good to miss,

Coker's ferocious rush drove the caps
tain of the Fifth across the study, and hé
bronght up against the bookease. Theré
he rallied, and came at Coker.

Cokar was museular, powerful, hefty,
there was no doubt abbut that, What he
did not know about boxing would have
filledd huge volumes: but he was strongy
he was obstinate, and he had unbounded
pluck. His punch was terrvific—if it
landed. Dut when he had to deal with &
boxer, Coker's terrific punches generally
landed on the empty aiv,

He gob in two or three drives that
mada the captain of the Fifth blnk.
There was a spurt of crimson from Blun-
dell's nose.

After that, Coker's thrashing Fsts
sawed the air, while Blundell walked &ll
over him,

Crash !

The collision between Coker and the
study floor almost mada the room shake,

I{i lnv* and blinked up at Blundell,
The captain of the Ififth breathed hard
and stared down at him,

“TUp with you,” he said. “* You're not
licked wyet."

“Licked ! gasped Coker, *Think you
could lick me? Why, I'll make shavings
of you.”

e scrambled up, and came en. A
minute later there was & crash and a
roar, Tho roai came from the Famous
Five in the doorway. Coker, spinning
back from a right-hand drive, crashed
into the interested juniors and fairly
strewed them in the passage.

“h, my hat:"

“ Yaroooooh !
*Whoooop 1" 3

Harry Wharton & Co. went sprawling,

and over them sprawled Coker of the

Irifth. _
0w ! pasped Cloker, “ Wow! Yow!

Oooooop !™  He sat up dazedly, “0Oh,
crumbs! Wow, ow [”
U Mmmmammm Y came from  under-

neath Coker. He was :ilting on the
dusky featurea of Hurree Jamszet Ram
Hingh, though he was too dazéd to note
that circumstance for the moment.

”Ee%m??l 1in ]nﬂd luavf 3 E_:;EF Ijm:-re}”
as Blundell, “I'm beginning to
gnja:i* this! This is belter then maihs!
Come on, Coker[”

“0h, my hat! Oh, dear!” J

S Mmnenirnn Y came an agonized
moan from under Coker,

The next moment Foraca Coker leaped
lo his feet with a fiendish vell,

“Ow, I'm bitten! Yow I

Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh sat up
dizzily.

“Ha, ha, ha!” gasped Dob Cherry.

“ Yow-ow-ow-wooop |

“ Aren't vou coming in again, Coker?™
asked Blundell. *I'm rather busy this
afternoon, as I told you: but I can spare
vou a little more time.”

Horace Coker came in. Ile was nok
beatan yet. He came in wilh a breathless
rugh, and the combat was résumed n
Blundell's study, with terrific vim.

It lasted a full minute, Then Coker of
the Fifth came flying through the door-
way again. This time the Removites
stood clear.

Crash !

Coker landad in the passage.

“ Dasoaoocoonooop !

Cloker was finished. )

Blundell looked out of the study with
a smile.

“Yon fags might help Coker home,™
he suggested. And he shut his door and
sat down to mathematice again. & little
Lreathless but fecling mnech betber.

Harry Wharton and Co. kindly helped
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Coker home. They took him by his neck
and his feet and whisked him along the
ge to lus own study. Coker was too
ar gone to resist. They landed him on
his own carpet, and Bob Cherry thought-
Fully puurc:lpcthe inkpot upon his flushed
and crimson features before leaving him,
Then the Famous Five walked cheerily
away.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Generous Bunter !

e SAY, vou fellows !
I Billy Bunpter met the Famous
Five as they strolled back smiling
to the Remove passage. .

Having enjored the Toker entertain-
ment Harry Wharton and Co. proposed
to resume the discussion on what was to
be done with the afterncon, The rain
was drizeling down on Greyiriars and the
football ground was weeping. Out of
doors did not seem very attractive; but
nobody wanted to pass a hali-holiday
indoors. ..

“ Buze off, Bunter,” said five voices in
unisen. It was uncertain what the
Famons Five wera going to do that after-
noon ; but one thing at ﬁmat was cgriain;
they weren't going to pass it in the
fascinating society of William George
Bunter. :

Instead of buzming off, Punter rollad
aftor them into No. 1 8tudy. He blinked
seriously at the five through lhis big
spectacles,

“1 say, vou fellows, you're at a loose
end this afternoon, you know. I want
you fo come with me to the [onie”

“Standing treat " asked Johnny Bull
garcastically.

“ Practically," said Bunter. “T've gol
acats, and T'm letting vou fellows have
them cheap.”

fE Eh |:',.!1'

“HWhat

U Which #" ]

“T mean i," said Bunter, *Nothing
mean about me, I hope. When I've got

something, I whack it out with my pals”

o you?" said Béb, staring at ham,
“ This is the frst T've heard of it. New
cnstom -of vours®"

% 0h, really, Cherry—"

“1 suppose you haven't pot five sents

for the Ionic this afternoon? asked
Wharton.

“Yes, I have! Look!"

The chums of the Remove stared. The
Tonic was a new building in the town of
Courtfield whera a variety show was
given. There were pictures, thera was a
hand, there was o juggling turn, and &
trick eyeclist turn, and a hypnotist, and
several other attractions. Harry Whar-
ton and Co. had never visited the new
show yot, and they hiad been thinking of
deoing =0 that alternoon; but the question
of ensh was an important consideration,

Bunter laid quite a bundle of tickets an
the table. They bore the inscription
“ Dress Circle" with numbers, and the
legend ““5s. 8d., including tax.”

“Complimentary tickets ¥ asked Whar-
ton, puzzled.

Bunter sniffed.

“MNot at all. I've bonght them, of
conrse, to stand treat—"

“0h, my hat!”

' Practically——"'
hastily.

“0Oh, only practically #" asked Nugent,
with a stare.

“That's 1t !
have thesoe fiveshilling tickets at half-a-
crown cach,” spidd Bunter, nnprassively.

“My hat!"

The Famous Five of the Remove could
only stave at Bunter. The tickets were
not specinlly marked in any way ; so they
did not leok like *complimentary”

added Bunter

T'm letting yvou fellows

I

the corner of the Fifth Form passage.
up, Greene I *" snapped Coker.
old man,"’ began Potter,

The powerful voice of Horace Coker greeted the ears of Harry Wharton & Co. at

““Lot go my arm, Potter !
““*Let go '™ roared Coker, his face red and wrathy.
“I'm going to put it to Blundell plain.
l {(See Chapter 1.)

** I say, Coker, old man‘qg'
u

* Shut
you see,

I'm not standing this any longer ! ™

tickets. Desides, there was no reason to
suppose that the powers at the Jonic
would send a Lower Fourth boy at
Greyfriars a bateh of Mree tickets. DBut
tf Bunter had paid hard cash for those
tickets, and was handing them out at
half price to his Form-fellows, it was
time for the skies to fall.

“We're dreaming this,”
Cherry at last,

“Oh, really, you know! I hope you
know E}' this time how generous I am in
money matfers,” said Bunter,

14§

“Great pip !
" The dreamfulness is terrific,” declared
Hurree Junzet Ram Singh.

“It's a jolly good show,” smid Bunter.
“I've seen it once, you know., I'm going
ngﬂin.’ That hypnotic business iz the real

8"

“What rot "

“Well, I've seen it," said Bunter.
“Hero's a programme—here’'s the chap—
Signor Orlando Spezri—it's spelt Spersi,
but you pronounce it Spetzi—that’s the
Italian pronunciation, ‘vou know "

“What the thump do vou know about
Italian pronunciation?™

" *“He told me—"
“Eh? Who told vou ™
“Oh, nobody!™ said DBunter hastily,

1 haven't met the chap——"

“Haven't met him?"

“MNot at all. I never came acress him
mn the bup-shop at Courtbeld, and he
never said a word about getting Groy-
friars fellows to come in a crowd to see
his show on half-helidays.™

“ My hat!™

“If wou think :m'_r.'ﬂﬂnF
vou're making' a mistake,”
blinking at the Fawous Five,

said Dob

of the kind
said Iuntor,
I don't

know the man from Adam, of course.
How should 1¥”
“He, ha, ha!”
" Blessedd i I see anvihing to cackle
at.”’
“Idd he give you these tickets?"
cagped Wharton,

“Uertainly not. I bought them full
price, at the box-office, to give you
fellows a treat, becanse we're pals, Don't
you run away with the idea that dress-
circle seats don't sell at the lonic. People
rush to pay five bob a time to see Signor
Bperzi—he told -me so0."

“When you saw him at the bun-shop
—or when vou didn't see him " asked
Johnny- Bull.

“IHa, ha, ha!*

“T've heard that the place 1sn't doing
great business,” said Harry Wharton
with a laugh. "They zeoll the cheap
seats, and the expensive ones are goner.
ally empty. Dut it's rather a new dodge
to plant a bundle of tickets on a school-
l:u:r{ to sell.”

“MNothing of the kind !" roared Bunler.
“I bough i

“Scat

“It's nolhing to-do with ihe moanage-
ment, Yon know, if the signor gave mic a
few tickets. "Why shonldn't he *™

“Then he did?"

“0Oh, fio! 1 bought these {o give you
fellows a treat. © Half-a~crown each is
pretty cheap, especially with tax in-
cluded,” said Bunter warmly, * Coker
took three off my hands' at full price.
Coker's free with iz money™

“He's pot more money than sense,™
agreed Bob. .
“Well, it's o ripping show,” said
Bunter. . " I'vo sold three in the Remove
Tue MacxeETr Lisrary.—INo. B34,
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at cighteenpence, and three to Coker at
five-and-nine each, and I've got one for
myszelf and five for vou chaps—"

‘A round dozen,”. said Wharton.
“Well, as you got them cheap, you can
gell them cheap. We were thinking of
bob zeats if we went."

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Tako them along the passage and
bury them,” said Johnny Dull. * Let's

o to the picture-palace, you chaps. The
onic can’t be much of a show if they're
giving away seats at this rate.”

“ Tﬁe:r’:_re_ pot giving them away!”
hooted Punter, * Naturally,.the man
gave me a dozen tickets in return for my
services,”

“"What servicest”

Bunter siarted.

“Ded-did I say services? DNow, I—I
wonger what made me say services!” he
stammered. <

“ Are vou going off your rocker?” inm-
quired Nugent.

“ Nin-nunno.'”

“Then what are you burbling about ¥

The Famous Five were more and more
surprised.  That Bunter had got into
conversation at the bun-shop with SBignor
Spezzi, the hypnotist, was fairly clear;
also that the signor had handed him a
bundle of a dozen seats for nothing. But
what “services ” Bunter could have ren-
dered in return was a deep mystery, Sell-
ing the tickets cheap in the school was
scarcely & service to the signor; it was
Bunter who benchted by that.

“I1—I say, you fellows, don't-be late
for the show,’” said Bunter, changing the
subject ha'at:!g. “Toddy's going, and
Redwing, and Squlff, You'd like to
came,  I'm  offering these tickets at
cighteenpence—"

“It was half-a.crown a minute ago,”
grinned Bob.

“ Eighteenpence to old pals hke you,”
spid Buntor affectionately. “ There! I
really want Fou to sec this hypnetic
show, ause it"s o jolly good, you
e 1 spoot,” a

'Hypnotism 15 all spoof,” grunte
Johnny Bull "

“Oh, really, you know

“Well, there are other turns,” =aid
Havry Wharton, " We were thinking of
bob tickets—but it will run to one-and-
!Iil-l-”

“ Oh, all right,"”

“The rightfulness 15 ternific,”

“"Taking the lot?” asked Bunter.
€ Eﬂﬂl’] !J!

Five sightesnpences were handed over
to William George Bunter, and the
chums of the Remove pocketed the
tickets. Then they went for their coats
and caps. It was rather a long walk to
Courthield, and Bunter proposed tele-
phoning for & taxi-cab. He offered to
dﬂdi‘ﬁ imto Mr., Queleh’s study and use
the Form-master's telephone for the pur-
pose. He did not, however, offer to pay
for the faxi, so the proposition was
unanimously turned down,

Harry. Wharton and Co. came out into
the drizzle, and found Peter Todd, Tom
Redwing, and Squiff just starting. The
Juniors walked out of the school gates
together, Billy Bunter rolling on behind.

“Know how Bunpter bagged these
tickets, Toddy '™ asked Iloh as they
started for Courtfield. “You're his
keeper, you know."”

Poter shook his head.

“I can't make it out,” he answered.
“As far as I can see, Bunter met the
hypnotist johnny in the bun-shop the
other day st Courtlield, .and recognised
him as a performer at the Jonie, and had
the cheek to speak to him——*

“Oh, teally, Toddy—"

“The man gave him a doren tickets
for the matinee this afternoon,” went on
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Toddy. “ Why, I don't know, unless it's
to advertise the show at Greviriars, I
gsuppose it would be a good thing [lor
him if the school took it up. If wo come
back and say it’s a pood show, lots of
fellows will go, 1 suppose. But 1t's
rather quase”

“The queerfulnesa is tervific,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh., 1
hope the esteemed dishonest Bunter did
not bag the tickets honefully from the
pockets of the worthy signor,”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ ¥ou cheshy rotter I’ howled Bunter.

for—for——""'

“For what?" demanded Redwing.

“(0h, nothing! The actual fact is that
I bought th:.‘,HE tickets at the box office
spocia

"gh, m] ]’mt.":_] :

“ Bpecially to do you chaps a
turn. And if this is all the thanks
for mv generesily—"

“Ha, ha, ha!

* Yah i

With that classic monosyllable, Billy
Bunter rolled on, and declined to pursue
the subject. And the chums of the
Remove walked on to Courtfield, still
considerably puzzled as to what “ser-
vice' the gw.] of the Remove could pos-
ﬁll:fl‘ly[ perform in return for a dozen five-
shilling tickets.

———

oo
get

THE FOURTH CHA PTER.

Nothing Doing |
LU INGATE!"”
“Not  foolball 7™  said
~ George Wingate, in an im-

ploring tone,
Potter and Greene
Horace Coker frowned. Wingate of
the Sixth, the captain of ‘Greyfriars,
looked quite alarmed. He had  heard
g0 _much from Coker of the Fifth
on the subject of football. He did not
want to hear any more.

. Coker gave a snort. He was not feel-

g at his best that afternoon., His
argument with Blundell had left him
fealing sore, in a double zense. He was
sore in mind; and he was sore in body
wherever Blundell’s knuckles had landed
—and they had landed in a good many
placos,

Coker and Co. were drezzed to go out

smiled, and

for a taxi. Colier, in hiz lordly way, had
leleplioned for a taxi. He had good-
naturedly taken three five-shilling tickets
off Bunter's hands for the Ionic that

afternoon—Coker was a good-natured
fellow, with all hiz faults, Likewise, he
was an unsuspicious fellow. He had been

quite touched by Bunter's story that he,
W. G. Bunier, had spent his money on
these tickels, and was now unehble ta
a debt in the Remove which weighed on
his fat conscience.. It did net eveh oceur
to Coker's mind that Bunter had some-
how got the tickela for nothing. Good-
natiredly he had taken the tickets off
Bunter's hands at full price—money was
not an object with Coker ; his doting Aunt
Judy kept him well supplied with that
useful article. And it was just like Coker
to “stand” & taxi as well as the tickets,
when he took his pals to & show. Coker
had his good points, as Polter and CGreene
acknowledged freely, They rather liked
old Coker, with all his funny ways.

Any other fellow would have suggesled
“whacking oul" the taxi fare. Not so
Coker! He was bound to pay the fave,
and to give the driver helf-a-crown over
and above. Coker's way of doing these
things made him quile Pn‘pu!lr at times.
And as one good turn deserved snother,

Potter and OGreene were prepared to

"He gave thom to me mn return for—.

now, and they were waiting at the door

¥ .

listan to him talking football, in (he taxi.
That, they considered, would make the
account sauare, : 3

It was Wingate's ill-luck that brought

him along while the three Fifth-formeis
were waiting for their taxi. Horace
Coker started on him at once. And in

spile of the Greyfriars caplain’s implor-
ing remonsirance, it was foolball that
Coker's remarks ran wpon.

“Yes,"  said Coker ecmphatically.
“Football! It's a guestion DF fair play
in the games, Wingate! You're h of
the wames. I dom't say you ought to be,
that would be stretching it too far, but
you are! Now, as head of the games,
you ought to see fair play! It's really
up o you,"

“1 try to see fair play,” said Wingale,
mildly. “ Don't ask me for a place in tho
firat eleven, Coker. I dom’t want to call
you names.”’
~ Bnort from Coker, .

“IFf you choose to chuck away malches,
by leaving out the best man you've got,
go shead " he said. *The school record
suffers, That's vour lookout,”

“T'll try to bear it,” mivrmured Win-
gate. .

“It's another matter,” went on Coker.
“The Fifth are playing the Sixth next
Wednesday., I have a right {o play Tor
my Form. Blundell doesn't see it.”

“You'd better argue that out with
Blundell. I can't interfere in a Form
matter, even if I wanted to.”

“I should be the first io stop wou if
vou had the cheek to bult into Fifth
Form affairs,” Coker assured him.

Wingale's oyes gleamed for a moment.
Than he amilad,

- "Waell, as that's how the matler stands,
there's nothing deoing, 18 there?' he
asked.

“Yes, thera is! On Tuesday there's
a Fifth Form pick-up, and after ihab
Blundell picks out the men for Wed-
nesday,” said Coker, “ Now, as head
of the games, you have a right to tell
Blundell to try any wman in the pick-
upa.

“Thal's s0," assented Wingate.

“That's all I want,” said Coker. "If
Blundell has the sense to put me to 1he
test in the pick-up on Tuesday, even he
will have to admit thalt I'm the man for
Wednesday's match. See? It's only a
question of showing what I can do.
After that, if Blundell's petty jealousy
leads him to bar me, the Fifth will jolly

wall make him play up. I need is
a real chance to let the Form zee what I
can de,"

£d Dh ]IIII

“You ses the point,"” asked Coker,

* Oh, quite,”

“Well, then, I want you to chip in aa
head of the games, and see that I'm
fn'_en & chance in the trials on Tuesday.

s it a go?”

Wingate looker at Coker of the Fifth.
It was always a matter of wonder to him
that Coker couldn't realise what an ab-
solutely rotten footballer he was. Bub
there wera quite & number of thin
that Horace Coker couldn't understand.
That was only one of them.

Thera wag a buzz and a hoot outside,
anc Potter gaid hastily s

“ There's the taxi, Coker,"

f Never mind the taxi now ™
Coker. “Is it a go, Wingate ?”

“ We shall be late at the Ionie—"

“Blow the Ionic! Now, Wingate, are
you going to spesk to Blundell 7

“T'll speak to him, if you like.*™

Cokeay brightened,

“You'll order him to play me in the
pick-up on Tuesday, as head of Lhe
gamesi"?

I “0Oh, no! I couldan't do that, you

said
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know! Bul I'll direct him, as head of
the games, to give you a chance in a
match at the proper time.”

“When's thot

“I'fr'he_.}a the Fifth are playing mar-

ei—

“What

“0Or kiss-in-the-ring," said Wingate,
with great gravity.

" Kik—kik—kiss-in-the-ring 1" stuttered
Coker.

“"¥Yes—or blind man's buff. But when
it's & matter of foothall, the best thing
you can do, Coker, is to sit down some-
where and watch, and try to pick up the
rudiments of the game.”

With that, the captain of Greyfriars
walked away, smiling, leaving Coker
staring after him blankly.

‘“Here's the taxi!"
Greane,

Coker seemed still in a blank state,
a3 his comrades led him ont to the taxi.
It was not till the taxi was gliding
through the drizzle down the road to
Courtfield that he recovered.

“That ass Wingate was {rying to be
funny !" he asped, at last.

“Not really " ejaculated Greene.

“Yeos, I'm sure he was" said Coker,
“Heo doesn't take me seriously as a foot-
baller."

1 De—rl—doesn't he?"

“No," said Coker, “sheer ignorance
of the game, of course. How they came
{o make a crass ignoramus like that cap-
tain of Greyirviars beats me. Dutb it's
not only that!” added Coker darkly.
“I'm beginning to think that there's a
conspiracy.”

“* A—a—a conspiracy T

“Well, it looks like it ! Captain of the
school, and my own Form captain, in
leagua to keep me out of the games”
said Coker. *What thev're afraid of is
haing shown up as rotten phayers, as
they really are, by my brilliant form.
It's a bit sickening, 1sn't 7"

Polter and Greene could only stulter.

Coker ran 8n in a strain of lofty and
indignant wrath, while the laxi buszed
through the drizzle to Courtfield, He
expressed freely the scorn he felt for the
wretched trickery used to keep him in
the backpground: but at the same time,
as he nebly added, it was chiefly Grey-
friars thal he was thinking of. There
was the school record to be considered.
That record was npt, perhaps, bad, but
what might it not have heen with a fool-
baller like Coker in the forefront of the
baltle? Other public schools would have
had to hide their diminished heads—in-
deed, there were League teams that
wounld have had to sing rather small, in
comparizon with the Greyfrinrs firsl
oleven, if only Coker had been allowed
io lend his wonderful powers to that
Tean,

There's those Remove fags,” te-
marked Potter as the faxi ovortonk Harry
Wharton & Co. on the Courtfield road.
e wasz petting anxions to change the
subject. Coker was elogquent; but even
the finest elogquence will pall in the long
rumn.

Coker glanced from the window and

frowned,

“Thaose chesky voung cads he
grunted. “They were chortling in the
pasracre whon I was thrashing Blundell. -

“When yoi were whathing?" stutteved
Potter, quite taken aback. -

“Thrashing Blundell! Call to  the
driver to stop, and Tl pet ont and give
them a jolly good licking all round.”

There were ecight Removites tramping
along the rvoad, withont counting Billy
Runter. Giving them a licking all roune
was a task wpon which Potter and Greene
had no desire to enter. They did not
yrarn to be rolled in the mud, or bumped
mto the ditch, along with Horace Coker.

murmured

[!'Il

Coker of the Fifth never counted odds:
but Potter and Greene counted them—
carefully. And it did not seem to them
good encugh,

*I—1 sav, we shall be lata.” murmured

Potter., *“Treat ‘em with rontempt,
Coker! They—they—they're scarcely
worth your notice.”

“Well, perhaps there's something in
that,” admitted Coker,

“They'd ba too jolly proud of them-
selves if vou took notice of them,” vrged
(Greene.

Coker nodded.

“Peorhaps vou're right! Let's get on”

And they got on—mmuch to the relief of
Potter and Greene. Coker never
realised how narrow an ewzeaps he had
had of collecting up, with his burly per-
son, all the ava:dabls mud on the Conrt-
field road.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

The Hypnotist !
11 HALLQ, hallo, halle! Here we
are !
The Remove pariy had
arrived.

Coker's taxi had vanished ahead in
the drizzle and mist; the walking-
arty were a distance behind 1t

e chums of the Remove were glad to
get into the warm, well-lighted vestibnle
uf the Ionie, out of the drizzle of the

wintry streets.  An cbliging attendant
showed them their way to their scats—
and certainly it was much nicer than
butting in at the "boeb™ entrance.
Billy Bunter had been, after all, useful,
with his reserved seat: at five-and-nime
sach, tax included, howscever and why-
soever he had obtained them.
Althongh the five-shilling seats were
handed out with, apparently, so generous
a hand, the dress-circle at the Ionic was
by no means fulll The sit and the
gallery had a goodly crowd: and the
upper-cirele, where the prices ranged to
two shillings and half-a-crown, was fairly
well patronised. Dut the more excluzive
atrons of the dress-circle and the boxes
ad plenty of elbow-room.
With a good many seats empty it was

easy to see who was there; for which
reason, the chums of the Remove spotted
Coker and Co. at once. Coker, Potter,

and CGreene sat in the middle of the
second row. The juniors filed into sents
in the middle of the front row, right
under the noses of Coker & Co.

Coker eyed them with disiavour.

It seemed rather a cheek, o him, for
ings to come to the Ionic when he,
Horace Jamea Coker, was patronising
that establishment with his lordly
presenze. And he was a little surprised
to see William George Bunter.

According to the tale Bunter had told
him, he had rather thonghtleszly pur-
chased three reserved seais, and realised

the bookcase,
yalled Bob Chercy, from the deorway.
“*Go it, Coker!' *'Back up,

_ Blundell ! *’
{(See Chapler 2.)

Cokor's feroclons rush drove Blundell aeross the study, and he brought up ngﬂinst:'
There he rallied and came at Coker.

* Hallo, ballo, hallo ! |
“They're going it ' ““Ha, ha, hal"
roared the Removites.
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too late that he. needed the money to
square a debt in the Lower Fourth, That
tale had touched Coker, and he had
teken the tickets off Bunter's fat hands.
Yot here was Bunter—in a five-shilling
seqt, !

Bunter tried net to catch Coker's eyo—
but the great man of the Fifth leaned
over and tapped him on a fat shoulder.

“You've got along after all, then,”
ha snid, suspiciously. Even Colker was
capable of seeing anything that was
abzolutely obvious; en nmow he began to
suspect Bunter of Tlmx'ing pulled his leg.

“(Oh, ah! Ves” stammered Bunter.
III__I'___I_______IT

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, old Horace!"
grocted ﬁnh Cherry chearily, heodless of
Coker's lofty frown. “ What a jolly old
pleasure to see you herel If there's
nothing funny in the show we'll just
look round and see wou, and it will be
quite as good, what 7

“You chieeky fag—"

“Ho it will be a success cither way,”
saicd Bob, “we really owe Bunter a vote
of thariks for standing us these tickets.”

Coker started.

“Bunter stood wyou the tickets!™ he
ejaculnated,

“Well, practically,” chuckled Bob
Cherry, quite oblivious of Billy Bunter’s
almaost anguished signs to him to shut
up. “He sold us the lot cheap—he had
a dozen—" _

“ A dozen!" gasped Coker.

*“ Yes—they were given to him or else
he burgled the box-office, I don't know
which, Which waa it, Bunter?"'

“Ha, ha, -ha!"

“ Why, the—the voung rotler told me
he'd bought three, and—and nceded the
money to square a fellow he owed 1)
gasped Coker. *He gol flve-and-nine
carh out of me.  And—and he got the
tickets for nothing, did he?™

““Ha, ha, ha ! roared Bob.
I_I‘I‘Wh;g._r, I—I—=T'Il wallop

“For goodness’ sake, don't make a
thindy here, Coker,” stuttered Greene,
“there’s an attendant got his eye on
you already ! You'll be chucked out, old

-::hu[i.”
“I'd like to ece anybody chuck me
out 1"

¥ Well. you'll see it soon,"” grinned Bob,
1l you kick up a row, Coker. Can't you
behave yourself when you're in good
company? Don®t disEmﬂ: the Bemove
while vou're with us.

Coker choked. It required energetic
remonstrances from Potter and Greene to
keap him from assault and battery on the
spat.  Fortunately, the overture started,
and the lights went down for the pic-
tures, and Horace Coker subsided into
silent wrath,

After the pictures came tho variety
turns. They were more or less enter-
taining; but the Famous Five felt
pleased that they had not given more
than eighteenpence each for their tickots,
They did not seem to be receiving five
shillings’ worth. But then Signor Spezzi,
the Italian hypnootist, came on,

The Sighor was & Jittle slim man—not

him—JI—

so big as Coker of the Fifth, in fact,
thaugh he was old cnough to be Coker's
father or grandfather. He was ex-

tremely dark, with bright black cyes
that gleamed in the footlights, and an
enormons black moustache which was so0
large that it must have cost him s con-
sicdderable amount in dye, He had a quick,

alert foreign manner, and a decidedly T

shifty look in his keen black eyes,

There was 8 movement of interest in
the audience. BSignor Spezzi and his
hypnotic turn had n much talked of
in Courthield, Not only did the signor

tize a black man who travelled with
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him for the purpose, but he was wont to
call members of the audience on to the
stage to undergo the “influence "—which
they sometimes did. After which, how
was it possible fo doubit the reality -of
the signor's wonderful hvpnotie powers?

Certainly, there were cynical persons
who hinted that the black man was paid
to affect a thraldom under the “ "fAluence ™
that he was far from feeling; and that
the selected members of the andience
avho underwent the weird experience
wore specially placed in the audience, in
advance, by t{m signor, before each enter-
tainment. But that, after all, was only
the voice of detraction.

A big black gentleman
Criental costume, followe
the stage.

Signor Speazi proceeded to make weird
F:lﬁs.es at him, at tha game time fixing
g eyes on the black man's—and in a
marvellonsly short space- of ifime the
dark gentleman was under the “’fluence.”

In that strange state, the dark gentle-
man proceeded to act in the strangest
possible manner, amid chuckles from the
aundienee. Being now the slave of the
hypnotist's will, he believed that a poker
was g stick of condy when the signor
teld him so, and tried to eat it. He
danced with a chair undey the impression
that the chair was a” “vellow gal.” He
walked'an hiz hands when the hypnotist
told him that his hands were his feet, It
was really all very remarkable, if it was
genuine. Probably it wasn't. Finally,

in a striking
the signor on

‘the black gentleman sat down i a pail

of water on being told that the said
paill was an easy-chair. It was real
water, and it splashed, and the black
gentleman tottered off the stage drip-
ping—amid howls of merriment,

“That's good ! =aid Coker.

“Bpoof. most likely,” remarked Potter.

“Oh, I don't know," said Cbker,
sagely. .:’ You know what Shakespeare
says—

“Eh! Did Shakespeara say anything
about hypnotism ¥  Potter stared, “1
thought that sort of spoof was quite
modern.”

“I mean, he said that there are

more things in the what-do-you-call-it
amd the thingummy, than are dreamt of
in your thingumbob,"” said Coker lucidly,
“"There's a lot in that, Potter."”*

Potter did not argue the point. He did

not  even meu,gnim Shakespeara. in
Coker's remarkable quetation,
- Bignor SBpezzi was now making his

usual appeal to the audience. If anyone
doubted his powers, that one was frea to
coma forward and submit to the magic
"Auence, and the signor would undertake
to make him, willy-nilly; act as the
black man had acted.

INow, there was probably a majority
present who doubted the signor's pavers.
But thero remaingd always the bare
possibility that the hypnotism was

enuine: and nobody wanted io risk

eing made to sit in & };aﬂ of water, o,
as usnal, there were oniy & limited numi-
ber of takers, But four or five persons
roge in their places, among them Wil
liam George Bunter, the Owl of the
Greyfriara Remove.

“I'm your man!" squeaked Bunter.

" Halle, halle, halle! Don't be an ass,
Bunter," said Bob Cherry
“"Rot! I'm gomng on!

said Bunter.

“"MNo fear,” zaid Bob.

“YVoun said you didn't believe In it,"
jeerad Bunter,

“Wall, I don't,” sald Bob, “but I
don't make out that [ know everything,
and I'm not jolly well going to chance
sitling in a Fail of water if it happons to
be gennine,™

“Wall, I'm going.”

You come?”
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“Don't be an ass, Bunter," said Whar-

ton.
“Hot!" said Bunter. “This is worth
looking inte, from a—a—a scientilie

point of view, you know.™ :

“Right as rain,” said Coker, from
the row behind. * Bravo, Bunter! I'd
go myself! but of course, I couldn't
consent to being made to look ridiculous,
It doesn't matler abount & Remove log,
Go 1t, Bunter.”

And Boantor went it.

An attendant showed him down lo the
stage, and the fat junior relled on, in
full view of all the audience, with his fat
little nose in the air, looking extremely,
impovtant. Four or five other memhbers
of the audiance came on log,

SBignor Bpexzi bowed to them wilh con-

tinental grace. But he explained that,
the time allotted to his turn being
Limited, he could scleck only one of
them. That was réasonable encugh; and
it was left to the signor to selecl the
victim. He pointed a dusky forelinger
to Bunter. .

“¥ou, ragazzo mio,” he said, “yowr
do. not fear, n echoolboy as you are, to
put yoursell under ze influence,™

“I'm not afraid!” said Bunter, loftily.

“Perhaps you do not believe, non e
vero!"

“Well, perhaps I don't,” said Bunter,
“hut I'm willing to put 1t to.the lest.”

HZen I take you."”

And the rest of the volunteers retired
to their seats, and William George Bun-
ter remained alone on the stage to under-
go the weird experience of the hypnotio
mfluence.

— s

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Marvellous !

ARRY WHARTON and Co.
H looked on with renewed interest
now, Whather there was “ any-
thing ¥ in hypnotisin they did
not know: they strongly suspected that
it was chiefly, if not entirely, humbug:
But if & Greyfriars fellow went under
the 'fluence, it would loock a good deal
like proof of the signor's myslic powers.
They watched with keen curiosily lo see
what would happen to Dunter,

In the row above them, CUoker of the
Fifth watched with even morve keenness.
Coker had already been impressed by
the shew, and hiz belief in the reality
of the hypnotic power had been
strengthened by Potter and Greene's
doubts of the same. Only opposition
was required to cause Horace Coker 1o

become obstinete in any opinion. Had
Potter or Greene declared ihat the
hypnotist was wonderful, Coker prob-

ably would have poohed the whole thing,
with an air of superior wisdom. As
they considered it *rot," however, Cloker
was bound to take the opposite view.

Coker watched the further proceed-
ings of the hypnotist and his new Victim
with a fixed gaze of interest, And Potlter
and Greene, though not so easily im-
pressed as Coker, could not Lelp being
impressed now, as were the Removiles
in the front row.

For Bunter was going under the in-
fuerice!

Signor Spezzl made his magic passes,
with the magnetic glance of his black
eyes fixed on Bunter,

Blowly, but surely, the Owl of the
Remove yielded to the will of the
hypnotist.

ﬁia eves closed bohind hiz big specta-
cles, and he sank inte a chair placed
ready for him.

There was o buzz in the andiende.

Qignor Spezzi glanced over the sea of
faces with rather s vaunting air. This
was o triumph for him. He stogd befora
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Si Spezzi proceeded to make welrd passes at his dusky subject. The black gentleman sat down in a
The tod that b It was real water and it splashed, and the *‘subjeect ™ tottered off the

being told that the said pail was an easy chalir,
stage dripping—amid howls of merriment from the juniors In the andience,

pall of water on

{See Chapter 5.)

Billy Bunter, and continued the weird
pastes of his large dusky hands,

“Vake up!” he said.

Bunter's cvea opened.

“Eiand on ze feet.”

Bunter stood on his feet.

“J give you zis stick of candy and you
cat him!" said the signor, handing a
walking-stick to the fat junior.

Bunter took the walking-stick, and
jamumed the knob into his capacious
mouth. He proceeded to mumble it with
an air of great enjoyment. :

“You like him?” asked the signor.

1] Ripp i].!g'.' F2

“You zink him good candy "

“3plendid! T've never lasted betler.
T say, where do you get this candy? Can
you buy-it in Courtfield "

“Ha, ha, ha!”" roarcd the audience.

“By gad, wou chaps!” said Coker,
“ That sottles it! It's hike giddy magic.”

“I—TI suppose Bunter jsn't spoofing, is
het' murmured Potter,

“Th! Why should he %"

“Well, I gcrn't. see why he should,”
confessed Dotter. “I—I suppose a fat
fool like that could be hypnetized. He
hasn't any brains to speak of. I fancy
the: man couldn't put it on me.”’

*“That's only your conceit, George
Potter. I'll bet that dark I];l]ht'-lnj' conld
hygnmim you easily enoughn.”

B-r-r-r-r!” said Potter.

Bunter fairly gnawed at the walking-
stick, while the audience chortled. There
was something very funny in the fat
junior gobbling at the stick under the

lief that it was candy.

Now the signor gave him a s=ilk hat,
and told him that it was a cake. Bunter
bit at the hat.

“T sav, this iz a stale cake,” he said.
“T ean't get my {eclh into 1t

“Hla, ha, ha!"

“Vill you ask zat young lady to
dance?” said the signor, poinling to o
chair.

“ Pleasure,” =saul Bunter,

Ha rolled up to the chair, and bownd
with elephantine grace.

“May I beg the honour of a dance,
miss " he asked.

The aundience roared. :

“ Ze lady she say yes,” said the signor.
" You dance viz zat lady while I play.”

“ Right-ho," said Bunter.

The signor signed to the conductor of
the orchestra, and the latter started the
“Vauve Joyeuse” waltz. To those
ancient and familiar strains, Bunter pro-
ceeded to dance with the chair. The
audience of the Ionic roared with mern-

ment.

“3Well, this beats it,"" =said Bob Cherry.,
“I'm jolly glad I didn't let the man ex-

eriment on me. [ shouldn't like to
ook a thumping ass like that.”

“Well, Bunter's used to looking an
azs” grinned Nugent. “ Besides, he
doesn’'t know what he's doing."

“The esteemed Bunter looks a terrific
duffer,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ramn
Singh, “but the worthy signor seems
genuine, my good ¢hums, The.believe-
fulness of the audience is great.”

Several more absurdiliea were perpe-
trated by William George Bunter, under
the influence of the signor's hypnolism;
and certainly there seemed to be few
doubting Thomases left in the Jonic. A
Groviviars fellow had been picked out
from a erowd of others, and he was under
the "fluence! Nothing could. have looked
much more genuine than that.

At last the signor, time being up, re-
stored the hypnotic subject to himself !
Bunter “came to”' with a dramatie start,

“Where am I?" he exclaimed.

“ It is all right, mi ragazzo,'" said the
signor with a smile. “ You are not hurt.”

“1 say, what have I been doing?”
asked Bunter, * You can't hypnotize me,
you know ! ¥ou couldn’t make mo dance
with a chail, I know .that.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Signor Spezzi smiled, and shook hands
with Bunter, and the Owl of the Remove
was led off the stage. Then the hypno-
tisk madd his bow, and retived amid
thunders of applausze.

“Wall, Lhow do vou feel. Bunty?”

asked Harry Wharton, as the fat junior
rejoined the party in the s5 circle.
“Oh, oll right,” said Bunter carelessly,
" Wanderful chap. ain't he "
“Beats me hollow.” said Bob, “I'd
g'f.vﬂ-r have believed it if I hadn't seen
1t."
Bunter gave hin a rather curious

ink.

Then he sat down in his place without
saving more. The eptertainment tor-
nunated shortly afterwards, and the
Greyfrtara party came ount of the Iomie.
As they emerged with the crowd they
heard remarks on all sides concerning the
wonderful hypnotic powers of Signor
Spoezzi. Several people came up to
Bunter and spoke to hum on tho subject.
Evidently the good Courtheld folk had
been impressed; and it was extremely
probable that a good many more would
visit the Ionic to watch the hypnotist's
turn. Indeed, it was prefty certain that
a good erowd of Greyfriara fellows would
honour the show when the chums of the
Remove related at the school what they
hed geon.  In handing out thoss free
ticketz to Billy Bunter, after all, Signor
Spezzi had been doing a good stroke of
business for himszelf, " o had cast hia
bread upon the waters, with a strong
likelihood of that Dbrend returning
buttered.

Harry Wharton and Co. walked home-
ward in the dusk and drizzle, all of themn
discussing the hypnotic business with in-
terest, nsn the way a taxi passed themn
and splashed themn with mwud, bearing
Caker & Co. back to Greyiriars. 1In
the taxi Coker was holding forth on the
subject of hypnotism, stating. his opinion.
Wheat opinions Potter and Greene had
did not transpire, as Coker did all the
talking.

In No. T SBtudy in the Rcomove that
day there was a handsome spread—and
for once Billy Buanter not only stood
hiz wharck, but stood more than his
whaek. Owing to his rather mystorious
deal in theatre tickets Bunter wasz in

Tue MacseT JaBRARY.--Nn. 834,
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funds; and Bunter's funds always went
the same way—to the tuck-shop. His
experience under hypnotizsim did-not scem
to have affected him—certainly it had
not affected his appetite. In a burst of
%Enerﬂsit:-.r Buonter asked the Famous

ive to tea in No, T, 'and they honoured
him with their presence, ]

“1 say, you fellows, nin't you jolly
glad you went 1" asked Bunter, with his
mouth {ull, blinking over the well.-spread
table.

“Well, yes,” agreed Wharton, “It was
worth seeing,”

* All the same, I can't guite make out
why the Italian chap gave vou all those
tickets, Bunter,” said Peter Todd, eye-
g the fat junior.

“ Oy, really, Petor—-="

“Well, anvhow, it was a good show,
as it turned out, and this s a good
spread,’” said Bob Cherry. ! Here's to
Bunter—ihe founder of the feast.”

“Hear, hear!”

And William George Bunter's health
was drunk in ginger-beer “stood” by
himsgelf—which was a record.

—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Brain-Wave !

“ O it !™
¥ It was on Monday that
Horaco James Coker, of the
Fifth Form at Greyfriars,

made that announcement, He made it
to Potler and Greene, in an lmpressive,
indeed in a dramatic manner.

It was just like Potter and Groene to
fail to be impressed. It was zaid of old
that a prophet iz without honour in his
own country. It waz the same with a
great man like Coker in his own study.

Coker announced that he had “got it ¥
in o manner that implied that he had
“got"” something very important and
valuable indecd. And Potter only
yawned, while Grodne made & movemeont
towards the door, _

Coker did not, hnlw;-mr, notice that
plentdul lack of enthusiasm on the part
of hiz chums, He was too full of the
brilliant ideas that c¢rowded one another
in his remarkable brain.

“Got it! " he sard for the seccond time.
And then for the third time he said “ Got
it "

“Oh!" said Potter, feeling that he
was called vpon to somcthing,

“Yes. Don’t go, Greene—you'll be in-
terested in this.”

“0Oh!" said Greene,

*“It's the catch of the season,”- said
Coker, still impressive, “You fellows
remember that matinee at the Tonic on
Saturday.®

“Eh! Oh, yes,”

“'I'hat hypunotist chap—-"

“Yes,” murmured (reecne.

“I darczay you've noticed that I've
been thinking a bit since we went there,”
said Coker,

Potter and Greene hadn’t noticed it.
As a matter of fact, Coker had heen very
abstracted on a good many occasions
since that visit to the Tonic. Somethin
had been working in his powerful intcr:
lect on Sunday, and he had bLeen un-
usually inattentive alt morning lessons on
Monday. But Potter and Greenc had
not noticed that he had been thinking.
The fact was that they never suspected
Coker of thinking. Tﬁnj‘ aven doubted
whether Nature had provided him with
the necessary apparatus for that process,

Bg they did not answer:; but Coker
did not require an answer. He went on
vegardless

* Thinking it out, you knevi. Mind, I
didn't think of it on the spot. 1 noticed
what a wonderful thing that hypnotisin
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wasg, of course. It oceurred Lo me, think-
ing it over yeslerday, that a power like
that might be put to o lot of use. Then
in class this morning, while old Prout
was passing nbout ¢lassics, it flazhad into
my brain. Really witat you'd call a
brain-wava, ;

Potter and Greene were completely
ignorant of what had Hashed into Coker's
brain, But it was a case where ignorance
was bliss; and they only hoped that
Coker would leave them still in the dark.
Coker was quite a tolerable fellow on the
rare occasions when he shut up.

But Coker did not shut up now. He
proeeeded to explain.

“Quite & brain-wave ! That hvpnotist
johnny is still in Coorifield, of course.
I fancy he'll be poiting good audiences
now, Still, I don't suppose he's what
you'd call a rich man.”

“Eh! I should say not,” said Poiter.
“If he was rich, I should think he would
spend a little money on E‘Pttjllii:,‘ a better
sort of dye for his moustache.™

“ A few guineas might make him think
it worth his while, what?”

“Ta get a new dye ™

“No, you ass ! To come here and lielp
me get justice done.”

Potter and Greene sat up and took
notice at that. Coker had sveceeded in
surprising them.

“"To rome here—to Greviriacs ! ve-
peated Potter.

“ And=—and help!” stuttered Greene.

Potter afterwards confided to Grecne
that at that moment he would have sus-
pected Coker of having become suddenly
insanc; but for the fact that a fellow's
broin couldn't go wrong unless he had
one. According to DPofter, however,
Coker hadn't one, so he was safe from
nsanmty.

The two Fifth-formers just blinked at
Coker. DEvidently (Coker's lwain-wave
was something out of the ordinary run of
brain-waves. )

*“'That idiot Blundell--——- * sawd Clohar.

* Blundel] "

“Yeos. He refuses to let me show
what I can (o in the scratch mateh to-
morrow, and Wingate refuses to order
hi, as head of the games, to play me in
the pick-up. XNow, if I show the fellows
what I ean do to-morrow, public opinion
will force Blundell to put mwe in the team
for the big mateh on Wednesday.”

“Oh!” gasped Potter. “ But what—
what—what’s that got to ga with that
dark chap and his jolly old hypnotism 2

“ Lots ' said Coker with a smile. " I'm
ﬂmﬂg to get him here fto lhypnotise

lundell.”

“What

“ Whieh 7'

“Burprised you, what ' gritned Coker.
“ Well, T know you don’t hear of awheeze
like this every day., I'm the fellow for
ideas, you know."

“Oh, my hat !'' stuttered Potter. “ You
are, No mistake about that. Vousare!”

“I daresay the chap will do it for a
few guineas, and I've got lots of money,”
said (loker. " Of course, I shall explain
to him that it's strictly above board,
and in o good cause. As matters stand,
the” Fifth are going 'to he beatén by the
Sixth, becanse Blundell insists upon leav-
ing out his best man. Under the hypno-
tic "Auence he will put me in the pi
up, and I shall demonstrate to ithe Ififth
that T simply can't be left out. See?”

“Oh, ah, oh!™

“In o good cause like that. Spezzi will
have no objection to using his wenderful
powers, especially if I pay hizs expensoes.
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The ﬁidd;,r labourer 15 worthy of his hire,
vou know. A couple of guineas and a
taxi fare, what "

Potter and Greene gazed at Coker.

“T'll soud down to Courtfeld befora
lessons this afternoon, and see the man,”™
wont on Coker, “There’s no matinee on &
Monday, so he will ba free. I'll get him
to come along to-day or to-morrow, and
put the 'fluence on Blundell. Blundell
will then be the slave of his will—"

“Will he¥"

“Oh; yes! Than Spezzi will make him
put me in the scratch match on Tuesday,
and there you are!"

“Oh, there—there we are!” gasped
Potter, |

“What do you think of the schemot™
asked Coker, geninlly. '

Fotter and Greene did not tell Coker
what they thought of his scheme, It
was never safe to tell Coker what sthey
thought of him,

“Bit of a cateh, whal?" asked Caoler.

“0Oh, ah! Yes"

“You fellows will be playing in the
trial match to-morrow. You mustn’t he
put out, you know, nt my going zhead
and putting you in the shade.”

“{h, ah, no! Wa—we won't.”

“You see, once I have a chance of
showing my powers ns a footballer, the
thing’s done,” said Coker. “You twn
chaps are not bad players, but, of course,
nothing like my form.”

“Nothing like youtr form,” agreed
Potter fervently.

“ Nothing " cencurred Greene.

“I'm glad you seec it. Some fellows
would be jealous,” zaid Coker. ™ You're
not bad average players, take it from
me—and after all, I shall make Blundell
and his lot look small, as well as sou,
when 1 show what I can do.”

“Oh ™

“It will be a case of Eclipse first, and
the rest nowhers, you know,” explained’
Coker. “TFacile princeps, and all that.”

it .E!Lh. Gh1l1

“All that's needed s to make that
idiot Blundell give me my chance. The
hypnotist will do that.” Coker glanced
at his watch. " Tl get off on my bike—
catech him after his lunch. Keep this
dark, of course—not a word outside this
study.”

And Coker walked out cheerily.

Potter and Greene sat and blinked at
one another. Coker had said that thera
was not to be a werd outside the study,
As a matter of fact, for some minutes
thera was not & word inside the study.
Coker had taken the study’s breath
AWaY,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
All Serene |

ARRY WHARTON and Co. ob-
served Coker of the Fifth
wheal out his bike, and take
the Courtfield road; they ob-

served also the genial smile of satisfac-
tion upon his rugged face. They wera
very far from guessing the cause, how-
aver; Coker’s brain-wave was very far
hE;fl}l'il‘J their guessing powers,

~ ""0Old Coker looks bonny!” remarked
Bob Cheery; and there was no mistake
about it—Coker did.

When a fellow, up against a whole
crowd of difficulties, finds a8 means of
smoothing &ll those difficulties from his

th, it is natural for him to look rather

onny.

Such a means had Coker found—at all
events, he was firmly persuaded that he
had found it,

For what could ba more simple?

Bignor Spezzi had put Billy Bunter,
of the Remove, deep down under the
magic 'Huence! That, apparently, had
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been as easy to the signor as muffing a
pass was to Coker,

It followed that the signor could put
the "Auence on Blundell, and make him
play fantastic tricks in the same manner.

C:;rlainly. Blundall was not to be made
to gnaw a walking-stick under the im-
pression that it was a stick of candy, or
to dance with a chair to the strains of
the " Merry Widow " waltz. So far from
making Blundell do anything ridiculous,
the hypnetist was to make him act n
aa unusually sensible  manner—{rom
Coker's point of wview. Under the
"Auence he was to play Coker in the
trial game, after which all would  be
plain  sailing. For the remarkable
qualities Coker would display in that
match would scitle the guestion—public
opinion would demand that so first-class
B plu}'m‘ should be I'rlaj'ﬂ-{i apanst the
Bixth on Wednesday. Whon Wednes-
day's Form match came off, Coker's
striking victory over the Bixth would
cstablish his pesition and reputation as a
foothaller for the rest of the zeason!

It wasz all simple enough—granted that
Coker really was the first-class foothaller
he supposcd himself to be.  On that sub-
jeet Coker was untroubled by any doubts.

S0 it was only nccessary to set the
hypnotist to work—a move that surely
was justifiable in  the eireumstances,
Coker s only object being to get justice
dona !

Cokeyr of thae TFifth, looked, as DBob
Cherry had remarked, benny, when he
rode away from Greyfriars on his bike.
He looked still more pleased when he
came back an hour later, and put up
his machine and stalked to the School
House. It was close on Lime for after-
noon classes, and the fellows were going
to the form-rooms,

Outsidle the TFifth-form reom  Coker
found I'atter and=Greene, who gove him
# sort of bopeless look., Coker's chones
worn heginning to feel that Uoker waz a
little too mch for them, 'W]lf he had
been sent lo Greyviviaes insicad of Colney
Hatch was o mystery to Potter and
Groene,

My, Proot, the master of the Fifth,
was wmbling along to his Form-room,
stont amed mposing. Coker nodded to
Potter and Greene, and spoke to the
Fifth-form master,

“I suppose there's no objection, sir,
fo my having a gentleman to tea this
alternoon.” he =atd.

Mr. Prout blinked at him.

“MNone ad all, Coker, if the indiviilaal
in guestion s a snitable person to visit
i i:l""}'fl';ﬁlrﬁ 1.]1]':!.','“ 1!!;"' b[]ﬂ.}lt]ﬂ'd. ;

“A scienbilic gentlemaen, sie™

“Dear me! I am very glad to see von
taking an interest in seience of any kimd,
Coker,” said Mpe, DPront. with heavy
sarcasm, and he rolled into the Forni-
room amnd left it at that.

I'otter and  Greeme  exchanged =a
plance. They could gness who  the
“seientific gentleman ™ was. While M.
Proni’s back was furned during class,
Coker eaplained to them in whispera.

“I've got himw to come.”

 Epeei T murmnred Potier.

"Yes, T got his address at the Tonie—
lie livez over the fAsh-shop in the High
Strect. I called on bim there.”

And—and asked hime——"

#f asked him to tea. Explained how

Impressod we all weare with his wonder-
ful hypnobism, you koow—a littla soft
sawder sn't wasted,”  said  Coker,
astutely, © Asked him to come to tea
in my stndy, That's gll so far. Over
tea Ui going to tell him what I want—
Lhe'll be on the spot and ecan work the

oracle, sce?  Having got lim up to
scrateh, 1 shall ask Blundeli into nry
shindy"

* An—and—"
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“ And the signor will do the vest. Easy
aa falling off a form,” said Coker.

Potter and Ureene gave one another
hopeless looks, Potter glanced at George
Blundell, a short distance away—
wrestling with Mr. Prout’s instruction,
and in happy 1gnoraunce of the sword of
Damocles that impended over his head,
What Blundell would have thought,
had he known anvthing of Coker’'s mar-
vellons scheme, simply could not be
guessed.
Lessons seemed wvery long to Coker
that afternoon. With such a scheme on
hand it spomed a bit ““thick™ to have to
waste tinue on rot like Latin prose. But
classes were over at last, and Cloker
hurried away to make some preparations
for the visit of his distinguished guest,
Signor Spezzi was  coming—certainly
withont guessing what he was coming
for. Coker gave a lavish order at the
tuck-shop, and bribed a couple of fogs
with half-crowns to tidy up his study,
imd!‘ give it a nowly swept and garmished
GO,
Meanwhile, Potter and Greena were
discussing the matter by themaselves, in
g worricd mood.  What they ought to
o in the clreumstances was a puzzling
problem.
“We can't let the thumping ass go
aliead,” sail Potter, for the tenth time.
YIF that dusky hligrht&r reelly can hyp-
notizp——"
“But can he " said Greene.

“Well, you saw him at the Tonie—it
wasn't merely a put-up job with a pal
in the aundietwe—he hypnotized. a Grey-
friars fag—-=""

“That's so—it looked genuina enough.”
“{f course, I don't quite belisve in

such stuff—bur there you are; he hypno-
tized Bunter.” said Potter. *0Of course,

Blundell's a different sort of propoaition
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from that fat fool. But suppose it came
off all right? It might.”

“It mght,” agreed Greene.

“Then El'unde_l puts Coker info the
trial mateh., That wouldn't matter so
much—but you know Coker. He would
Eedge into the maich with the Sixth,

O

“He would if he had a chance,”

“Well, he'd have a chanve, or rathes
a certainty, if he had a man in his pay
who could make Blundell do anything
he liked.”

Greene nodded gloomily, Ife had to
admit it.

“Well, we can't let that howling ass
muck up a big match, and get the Form
licked,” said Potter decizivelv. “If ha
vould play footer. even in fag style, it
wonld be different. Tiat. he can't play
at all. DBargiog about like an inzane
elephant snd putting the ball througl
our goal—that’s his style.”

“ Just that!"

“We're Claker's friends, aml we don't
want to hurt him, but we can't bave
him playing tricks with the {football
matches, In case there’s anything in it,
we're bound te warn Blundell”

Greene nodded agamn. 1t had not
oceurred to Coker that his loyel chums
would not be heart and sonl with him in
his remarkable enuterprise.  DBut they
simply couldn't help taking a different
view from Coker’s, If there was any-
thinﬁ‘in Hignor Speszi's hypnotisin, the
match with the Bixth was going to be
utterly mucked up by the inclusion of
Horace Coker in the Fifth-form team.
That waa what Potter and Cireene could
not possibly allow as members of the
Form and of the Eleven,

Argning with Coker was, of conrse,
useless. It would only have led to a
serap in the study, Haod the Fifth-formera
believed that the signor was an imipostor,

2 7y THCE Dyt ¢ QML
| 1" et
. ok Ljid | [ E i
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Fiith, stood on one leg,
Spezzi.
put the rim of the plate In his mouth.
the signor heartily on the

**Stand on ze leg ! "' commanded the hypnotist., Blundeil, the capiain ol the
“Take ze plate from ze table ! "' continued Signor
**Zat Is a veree nice cake—eal him! "
** Splendid ! ** exclaimed Coker, slapping
back,
{See Chapter 10.)

To Coker's delight Blundeil

**You've got him! Ripplog!™

=
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they would have been willing to. let
Coker "rip.” But the expeniment on
Bunter scemed to demonstrate the
enuineness of Bignor Bperzi's powers.
‘hat really left Coker's chums only one
course to take—and they took. it

The result of their private discussion
was that they dropped into George
Hlundell's study for a brief chat. :
That brief chat was punctuated with
roars of laughter from Gedrge DBlundell,
which seemed to inditata that he did not
toke hypnotism Htiﬂ-ﬂff
Meanwhile, Coker had finished hiz pre-
parations, and was waiting at the school
gates for his visitor—in happy ignorance
of tha counter move his chums had made,
In Coker's case ignorance was blizs,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.,
The High Hand!

HHALLD, halle, halle! Tt's the
arry Wharton & Co. were
sauntering in the guad, when
thie little Italian gentleman arrived. They
im at Greyfriars, and still more sur-
prised to sec him join Coker of the Fifth
and walk off with him to the School
“That's Spezzi, the chap we saw at
the Iomic,” remarked Harry Wharton.
“What the dickens is ha calling on Coker
Signor Spezxi walked along to the
house beside Coker. He was dressed in
a black frock-coat and a silk hat, and his
dyed for the occasion. He looked a very
diminutive gentleman beside the burly
Coker; the top of his silk hat was only
“The long and the short of it!"
grinned Vernon-S8mith of the Remove,
and some of the juniors chuckled.

hyﬁnulism merchant.”

flnn:':nd at him, rather surprized to see
|
House.
for, I wonder.”
big black moustache had bheen newly
on & level with Coker's nose,

“T say, you fellows.” Billy Bunter

rolled up to the Famous Five. "I say,
what is Spezzi doing here?"” ;
“Calling to see Coker, it scems,’

ansywered Wharton, -

* Tnt what's Coker got to de with
hin 7"

“ Better ask Coker.”

Bunter frowned.

“T jolly well don't like this,” he said.

“What the thump has it to do with
you ¥ asked Bob Cherry, in surprise,

“Well, it may have somathing to de
with me, and it mavn't," said Bunter
cautionsly,  “If Coker bags the
tickets—"

“The tickets #"

" Yes—think I can't see the game?”
eniffed Bunter.

“The game?" repeated Wharton, star-
ing at the (0wl of the Remove. " What
on earth erve you driving at, Bunter?"

“0h, nothing! 8tll, I shall certainly
expect Coker to give me some of the
tickels, to sell among the fellows.”

Y What the merry thump—->"

Tt was through me he saw the man,
and got to know him, wasn't 17" said
Bunter warmly. “I'm oentitled to a
whack, T think.”

“ A whack in what 7" roared DBob.

“0Oh, nothing 1™

And Bunter rolled awayw, still frowning,
leaving Harry Wharton and Co. con-
siderably mystified.

Meanwhile, Coker of the Fifth had con-
dueted his distinguished visitor into his
study in the schoolhouse. Coker's man-
ner was very polite and pemial: and
Signor Spezzi was full of foreign grace,
Poszibly that invitation to Greyfriars had
surprised the signoy, but he attributed it
to the impression his wonderful powers
haod made uwpon a youthful mind: and
cartainly he was pleased to come,

Tue Masxer Lisaary.—No. 854,
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Great muan as the signor was, a free
meal was not without value te him: his
salary was not in proportion to his won-
derful powers. Coker's handsome study
was quite a pleasant change from his
somewhal dismel lodging over his fish-
shop in the High Street at Courtfield.

Moreover, the visit to Greyiriars had
advertising value. The signor had a
bundle of tickets in his pocket for sale,
if there were any takers,

Potter and Greene were in the study
now. Coker's orders had been strict that
they were to help to entertain the * &cien-
tific'’ gentleman. They grinned and
ducked their heads to Signor Bpeeri as
Cloker showed him in.

The little gentleman was soon seated
at the festive board in-greet spirits. He
wiclded an active knife and fork. Dimnn-
utive as he was, he had a powerful
appetite, almost rivalling William Geor
Bunter in that respect.  Perhaps his
object was to lay in supplies and save
the expense of supper that evening. At
all events, he piled into ham ang cold
heef ‘and eggs st a great rate, much to
the delight of the hospitable Cloker,

ker exerted himself to look after
his guest and supply hiz wants, and it
was some time beforg the signor was at
leirure to make any but desultory
remarks.

The more solid portion of the refresh-
menks h:wing been disposed of, however,
Signor Spezn accepted the armchair, and
a cup of coffee, and lighted a cigarette,
leaning back at ease with a rather shi
face. Now he was prepared to talk—
arnd he did, at a great vate. Ha told
Coker & Co. of his distinguished career
—of his amazing trivmphs—of the im-
mense crowds that had watehed his per-
formances in dazed wonder—of the Roval
commands he had received to display his
powers at innumerable palaces.

Potler and Greene nobly did their best
not to yawn; but Coker listenied with
rapt attention. But even Coker, at last,
had to switch the signor off the subject
of himself—which seemed an inexhans-
tible topic with Signor Spezzl.

“1 don't 1mind admitting,” said Coker,
“that I had some donbis when I went to
the Jonie, signor. But when I saw you
mésmerise Bunter, that, of course, set-
tled the matter,”

“Certo | said the signor, with & rather
peculiar glimmer in his black eves for a
moment,

“Of course, you could hypnotize me if
you liked,"” said Coker.

Signor Spezzi gesticulated with lavge
dusky hands.

“Mai, mai ! he exclaimed. © Never! I
respect too highly my voung friend—mai,
mai.”

“That's all right, 1 don’t want you to
iry on me,” said Coker—perhaps to the
signor’s relief, * But the fact is, T want
you to do something for me, sir.™

T Aﬁ;zing"'

Then Coker proceeded to explain. He

put,it guite plainly. For the sake of the

school, and other good reasons, Signor
Spezzi was to hypnotize a fellow who
would be called into the siudy for the
purpose, He was to meke that fellow,
under the 'fluence, select Coker to play
in a trial foothall match on the morrow,
No harm was intended ; Coker's purpose
wos & good and noble one, in which
Potter and Greene could bear him out.
There would be a fea of two gnineas, if
thea signor cared to accept i, Also,
Coker would be much obliged to him.

Polter and Greene walched the dusky
face rather curiously, as Coker made
matlers clear to the signor.

The changing expressions on M
._?p-&:z.i"a face were, indeed, worth watch-
.

There were surprise, and wonder, and

uncgsiness, and something like fear, to
ba traced there, in turns, Potter winked
one eye at Greene, ' The signor's ohjee-
tions to the job were evidently strong.
Hypnotism on the stage at the E::miﬂ was
pne matter. Hypnotizm in a study at
Greyfriars was another, Hignor Spezzi
rose to hie feet at last. ;

“I zink it is time zat I go.” he re-
matrked. * I am sorry I cannot do him, to
ubli%e my young friend—but—-"

“Hit down," said Coker.

“But I zink—" said the liltle genlle-
man, feebly.

“Eit down."”

Horace Coker lowered over the litile
man, and the signor sat down again,

Coker’s brow was stern.

“I've told you exactly what I want,"
he said. “ My friends here sre witnesses
that the object is a good one, I believe
m you, Mr. i, I believe you're a
great hypnotist. But if you refuse, of
course, it will show that you have been
spoofing,"”

[ 13 vﬂt?ll

“Lots of fellows think hypnotism all
humbug,” said Coker. 1 hope you won't
make I?E think the same, Mr, Spezzi.”

“ Because, if T come to the conclusion
that you have taken me in, I sha'n't take
it l:luiﬁlljr," said Coker, grimly. “.As
you re my guest, I sha'n't lay imuds on
you here."

“Lay ze hand on me !"

“*Not hera,” said Coker. T shall take
vou out of gates, Outside the gates yon
are no longer my guest. Then I shall
deal with you as an impostor ought lo
ba dealt with.”

Potter and Greens gazed at Coker.
Then they gazed at the signor. r
had taken their brekth away again.

The hapless hypnotist gazed up ab
Coker, towering over him. Dark sys-
picion was in Coker's rugged face.

If it turned out, after all, that the
signor's hyvpnotism was all trickery, and
that he couldn't hypootize, Coker's
whole scheme had to f&'ﬁ%ltn the ground ! .

In that case Cloker's indignation was
not to be harmlessly bottled uwpl The
impostor was to pay Lhe piper!

Signor Spezzi's hands were shaking,
In the grasp of the burly, muscular
Uoker, hewould have been amere infant ;
and the prospect of what awaited hun
outside the gates of Greylriars quite un-
nerved the httle gentleman.

“Potter ! said Coker. * Ask Blundell
to step here, will you? Tell him it's
rather particular.”

“Oh, yes!" gasped Potier,

“You neadn't come back, Yon can
clear too, Greena.™

Y 0h, yes? gasped Greene.

They cleared. Signor & 1's eyes
followed them longmgly tﬁzugh the

doorwey. But there was no escape fot
the signor. Horace Coker's burly form

toweared in the way.
Spezzi?” ashked

“Is it a go, Mr

Coker.
1T zink—I cannot do him——"
“Cannot " thundered Coler,
“T—J mean I—I will not—"*
“Thal comes to the same thing!

jove, ['Il—" -
“I—1I mean, it would. not be righl——-="
“TPve told you it's all right.”

By

“But 11 zink—"

“No need for you to think,” said
Coker. “"I've thought the matter out, as
I've told yout?

I[Hut ¥P

“If you're & genuine hypnolisl, hyp-
notize Blundell ;Ehen he mjx-ll':eu . Hﬂ:u
him do as I've told you. If you're an
impostor, you know what to expect.”
“Oh, Dip mio!"” murmured Signor
Bpezel.
(Continued on pace 1T.}
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A rumble of thunder rever-
barated thmu%dh the Remove
Form-room. r. Quelch had

t

The bully of the Remove heaved him-
gelf to his feet, Mr. Quelch fixed him
with o fearsome glare. Like the Ancient
Mariner, he held him with his glittering
eve,

& Your face is discoloured, Bolsover IV
thundered Mr. Quelch. “ You have been
fghting !

Bolzover did not deny the soft Ilm-
peachment, .

“ Pray inform me of the circumstances,
Bolsover,” commanded Mr. Quelch.

4 .E.h:::m] I—I just had a bit of & dust-

up—

“ A what?”

“ A dust-up, sir—that iz to say, a
rompus—in other words, a shindy.”

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“] am still in the dark as to your
TneaAning, lzover, Please he more
explicit.”

Bolsover flushed.

“1 had a scrap, sir.”

® A scrap?” ochoed Mr. ﬁualch. look-
ing more and more mystified, “ Do you
mean o scrap of food ™

“MNunno, sir! 1 mean a scrap with
bara fists.™

“Oh! You mean a fight?”

{4 ?E&Ei: I.'l

“Then why did you not say so in the
first place?
Gghting

“With Temple of the Fourth, sir. He
started calling me names, so I gave him
a lift under the lug.” .

“A—a what?” gasped Mr. Quelch in
horrified tones. )

# A lift under the lug, sic,” repeated
Bolsover, “And I followed it up with
a biff on the boko.”

“Bless my soul I

“ And I finished up by giving Temple
a hefty swipe in the bread-basket, sir!”
said Bolsover, proud of his fistic achieve-
ments. * Of course, I didn't have matters
all my own way. Temple gave me a
sockdolager right on the dial.”

“Enough ¥ said Mr. Queleh, looking
dazed. "1 have not the remotest idea

Supplement i}
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what vou are talking about, Bolsover,
You might be a foreigner for all the
meaning your words convey. 1 plead
ignorance on the subjeet of bokos and
bread-baskets and sockdelagers. You
will write out fifty times © Brawling and
hooliganisnt are strictly forbidden.” You
will also write out fifty times ‘I must
not use slapg when speaking to a Form-
master,' "

LONG, LITTLE, AND SHORT!

A tall girl pamed Short long loved
a certain big Mr. Little, while Little,
little thinking of Short, loved a little
lass named on,:lg- To make a long
stary short, Little proposed to Long,
and 8hort longed to be  even wit
Little's shortcomings. So Short, mect-

.ing Long, threatened to marry Lattle

before Long, which cavused Lattle, in
short, to marry Long.
Short love big Little less because Little
loved Long?

SETTLING THE BUSINESS !

The sun was shining outside, and
Tommy was tired of the arnthmetic
leeson. He stood before the master,
waiting to be told that he could go.
“Your last problem iz wrong,” said the
master.  “' You must stay."
glanced anxiously at the clock.
muech am I out, sir?”" he asked. “Five-
pence.” Tommy put his hand mm hs
pocket and produced fivepence., “I'm
in an awful hurry, sir,”™ he said, “so0 do
you mind if 1 pay the Jifferende?”

TIT FOR TAT.

Jones wished to borrow a certain book
from his friend Harris. “Why, ves™
was the instant reply,” sou are more
than walecome; but I must ask you to
read the book here. You know, I make
it & vule never to let a book of mine go
out of the housze.”™ A few days later
Harris asked Jones if he might borrow
his lawn-mower. *“ Why, certainly!"
answered Jones. " You are quite
welcome to it, but T must ask yvou to use
it here. You-know, I make it a rule
never to let my lawn-mower go off my
lawn "

EDITORIAL !

By
HARRY
WHARTON,

Query, did tall'

private language of its own—a

vocabulary which is not to be

found in any dictionary. It
comes under the heading of * Slang."

NE&RL? every big school has a

Now, lots of people object to slang,
Form-masters will tell vou that the use
of slang is most undignified and im-
proper. I'm not going to start an argu-
ment on the subject—it doesn't pay to
argue with Form-masters !—but the fact
remains that none of our wise pedants
and pedagogues have yet been able to
stamp out slang.

The unse of slang, in moderation, and
without vulgarity, seems fairly harmless.
But, of course, you must show a little
discretion in the matter. Bpeak slang
among your own kith and kin, if you
like; but don't go hurling slang phrases
at the devoted head of your Form-master.
Do not tell him he is a “ burbling jabber-
wock ' or & ' chopheaded chump,” or
he will promptly turn and rend you!

Thera ate lots of slang terms in use
at Greyfriars, and I have prevailed upon
Tom DBrown to compile a list of them.
It appears in this issue. I do not claim
that the list is anything like complete,
for a vomplete list of Greyiriars slang
would fill & whole i1ssue of the “ Herald.”
But. Browney's curtatled list should
prove interesting and smusiog.

-

Some of the words used in our “un-
official language "' have been in use for
hundreds of years, and have been handed
down through the generations. It is the
same with nicknames. Even as far back
as the days of Good Queen Bess there
were fellows who answered to duch names
as " Fatty,"” “Tubby,” “Dunch”
“Toby,” and so forth. Greyiriars slang
i5, in fact, an education in itself. It has
a long and honoured history,

I hope vou will all enjoy this novel
numiber up to the hilt,

HARRY WHARTON.
Tue Magxer Lisgary.—No. 834.
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Some say “Yes,” and some say * No,”
The various views appear below!

BOB CHERRY : et

Twill be a sorry -doy for Greyiviars in
general, and myself-in particular, -when
glang is suppressed., Fancy such i'mmel;,r
and familier expressions as “ Rats!”
and “Go and eat cokel” being for-
bidden! Fancy having to talk m
proper and nrecise Englich all the time,
withoit any lapses into. the vernacular!
Why,. it doesn’t beéar thinking about!
Handas off our good old Greyfirars
slang !

ALONZO TODD: :

I asked my Uncle Benjamin for his
views on the propriety, or otherwise,
of using. slang phrases, Hjs reply was
ar follows:

“Slang, my dear Alonzo, 15 degrad-
ing, debasing, and demoralising, and
has nothing to commend it.”

Thizs being the case, I have hecome a
member of the 5.8.8.—~8ociety for the
Suppression of Slang—and if I shouwld
hear any of my schoolfellows using
such vulgar expressions as “ Bosh!" or
“Rats!" or *“Fiddlesticks!” 1 ahall
reprimand them most severely. We
have no right to mutilate and murder
our Hlustrious English language.

MR. QUELCH :

The use of slang is to be strongly
deprecated. Unfortunately, it 13 not a
punishable offence, but I have often
thought that there should be a special
school rule prohibiting elang in any
shape or form., I heard my esteemed
colleague, Mr. Prout, referred to the
other day as “e baldheaded old
buffer.” Such language iz the height

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

of impertinenca. The szooner slang 'is
stamped out and suppressed the belter.

DICEY NUGENT

1 don't think slang onght to be aloud
in the Upper Forms, but 2 fag in the
Lower School ought to be aloud to use
as much slaug as he likes. If he wants
to say ““Great spakes!" for instance, he
should ‘he permitted to do so, but a
senior ‘boy should he made to ‘say,
“Enormous reptilea!” Tt sounds more
diggnificd and Jenteal.

DICKE PENFOLD:
If they suppress the use of slang I

roally shall not care o hang. Being a
dignified young t, never make
remarks like “Blow it!"  And when

I'm tempted to say * Ripping '~ I always
stop my tongue from shpping. To use
slang terms—my only aunt! I could
not, would not, sha'n't, and can’t!

WILLIAM GOSLING:

Which as ‘ow I thinks all slang cught
to be abolljeated.- I must say as.them
voung himps of the Becond are very
slangey. Master Wugent, ‘e says to me
the tother day, Te says,” * Gossy, go and
fry vour face!” and that there Myers is
just as bad. Told me that if I didn't
open the gateés to” 'im ‘e¢’d dot me on
the boke! No, I 'as no time for slan
meself.  What's the Hing's . English
for, that's wot I asks? ‘Bome of them

oung rips ought fo. come to me for &
aw ﬁaamns in English. T'd learn ‘em!
{(We beliove you oldd
seont.—ED.)

would, Gossy,

mmmmmmﬁmmmmnamnnmmmmmnnmummﬁmmmm
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BEWTY AMONG
THE BEESTS!

By Sammy Bunter.

= |

S bewty confined to the fare secks?
Sertainly not!
Cannot members of the male secks
be bewtiful ¥

Of corse they can!

1 find that lots of people are under the
deloosion that all girls are bewtiful, and
that all boys are- ugly. Nothing could
be farther from the trooth.

If you want to see a really hansom
bov, vou've only to gaze at my foty-
graph. Bewty simply leaps at you from
niy classick face. I have all the elements
of bewty, which inklood ;

A nice head of hare.

A pear of sparkling eves,

A Grecian-Homan-aguileen nose.

A dubble chin (kompletewith dimples).

A pear of rubivon checks. :

Enrs which stand bolt upright, like a

rabbitt's.

A graceful, swan-like neck.

If you possess all these attrackshuns,
vou can count vourself good-looking.
But if you have a straggling mop instosd
of a nice head of hare; if you are cross-

nosed and snob-eyed; if your checks aro |

pail and sunken, and your ears like airo-
planc propellers—then vou are one of the
“Ugly Ducklings,’”’ and there will be no
hope for i*,u::u in a Male Bewty Contest.
Now, I don't deny that there ave a
ol many ugly fellows at Greyfriars,
me of the chaps in the Hemove are zo
ygly that I can’t look at them without
shiddering. Harry Wharton, for in-
stance. He's got a face like a hatchet.
And then there's Peter Todd, with his
Tee Macrer LiBpRarRy.—No. 8§34,

long nose and hiz pinched cheeks. ({(By
the way, his cheeks aven't the only things
that are “pinched.” I lifted & plum-cake
fromn Tm’]n.ﬂ.r’u study the other day!)

Another ugly beast is Bob Cherry.
He's got o face like 8 boiled pooding.

TBut thero are plenty of hansom fellows,
even inmthe Remove. Bolsover majer has
& sweef, angellick face, (It's as well to
be on the right side of Bolsover, be-
kawse he wpossesses a four-point-seven
punch )

Bkinner also has a charming counten-
ance; and Wun Lung has the face of o
cherrub.  {8kinner and Wun Lung
happen to be pals of mine.)

But if you want real bewty of form and
feeture, you needn't look farther than
me. I'm as hanzom as » young Greek
god, and that fellow Adoniss will have
to look to his lorrels!

My brother Billy has hiz share of good
looks. But he eats too much pastry,
which iz bad for his kemplexion. He
should stick to light, dainty snacks, like
I do; and that would put a different
kqﬂiplllexiun on things—and alfo on

iy !

Must members of the fag tribe are in-
clined to be ugly. This makes my bewty
stand sut in striking kontrast. In fact,
I have been rightly styled * Bewty
Among the Beests!™

{(Why. you konseeted young munky,
you're tho ugliest fellow at Greyiriars,
bar none !—BILLY BUNTER.)

[’Ym, I quite agree that Sa'mmy is the
ug El‘e,';::; fellow at Greyfriavs—bar Billy !
— D,
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By Dick Penfold,

I asked my uncle, with a grim,

If he'd advance some meedful *tin"”

He fixed me-with lus ghtterving eye;

And baughtily he made reply: =
‘Tin’ 15 not F:m r, Richard, 18 LT

I wish you would more explicit i

Sund I, * Exense me, Uncle Joe,

But what 1 really meant was ¢ dough.”
You see, I'm absolutely broke,

And poverty’s a ghastly joke!"
Gasped Unele Joseph, in dismay :
“{annot  you speak King's English,

LR

pray §

“Of course!” I answered. “But, by
gosh !

I stand in wgent need of *splosh.’

I'm in the soup, and on the rocks—

Sorry my lingo gives you shocks !

(Far Uncle Jozeph gave a glare

And gnashed his teeth and tore his hair,)

Baid I, “I've absolutely mx,

S0 please advance some spondulics,
I cannot buy a thing, alas,

Without the necessary * brass.’

Bo ‘ push the boat out,” I entreat,
And make my happiness complete [

Then Uncle Joseph gave a roar.

** Such language grieves me to the core.

I have no ' brass,’ nor ' tin,” you know;

No * spondulics,” nor any ‘dough * 1V

*“{h, really, unele—don't he funny,

The plain fact is—I1 WANT SOME
MONEY I

[Supplement ij,
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1 Y giddy aunt!”

M It was the headmaster of
8t. Bam’s who made - that
diggnified observation. He

was seated in sollum state at his desk,
angd Mr, Lickham, the master of the
Fourth. was present m the study.

“(irate Jumping erackors !
claimed the Head.

Mr. Lickham scrveyed his cheef with
a startled stair,

“What's up, 5ir?’ he asked. " Where-
fore this thusness ™

The Head frowned.

“Bust me, Lickham,” he said, “but
I'm fed-up with all this slang that is
going about the school. The silly young
chumps of pewpila den't seem to he
abla to speak King's English! Their
langwidge, my dear Lickham, is the
abeolute giddy limit! Instead of speak-
ing in tones of pollish and refinement,
like this child, the_{‘m always using
wlangy expressions. And T'm jolly well
going to put a stop to it. I shall put
may foot down with a firm hand "™

HDon't blame you, sir,” ssid Mr.
Lickham. *Nothing 15 more annoying
than to hear our noble and beautiful
langwidgo perverted and distorted. Only
the other day I heard Jolly of the
Fourth address one of his schoolfellows
as o fatheaded mugwump. My hat!
Jevver hear such an undiggnified way
of talking ¥

*"MNo, never!” snid the Head eollumly.
" Shiver my timbers, Lickbham, but if 1
don’t bring about a drastick alteration,
my name ain't what it is1"

Saying which, the Head took hiz pen
from behind his ear, and scribbled some-
thmﬁ of & peace of paper.

“ Mow, ickham,” he said, “turn
yvourself into a blessed billposter. and go
and gtick this uwp on the notiss-board.”

“Right-ho, old bean!” said Mr, Lick-
ham respectiully. '

But Mr. Lickham had no intention of
carrying: out the Head's destruciions,
He didn't fancy himseli as a billposter,
On the way to his siudy he encountered
Binding, the page—he was too thin for
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a book, poor chap—and he called wpon —_

him to halt.

“Yessir?"' asked Binding, pulling off

hiz buttons by way of filling in the time.
“What do yon want with a bloke®"”
Mr. Lickhamin raised his hand
horror.
“My dear Binding,” ha remonstrated.
“"You should not use such conunon

slang. Bloke? Burely you mean Cove?”

|‘:- Ilr:._ ; . :l-l- ‘. = r":;lr i_-'
e,
|_: | I, j '.. i

“Jest az  ver loike, s=ir! Bloke,
blighter, fathead, cove—is all the same
to me,™

“Aham " Mr. Lickham’s jaw dropped
suddenly, but Binding didn't offer to pick
it up. “1 zea I shall have to fake you
in hand, Meanwhile, my dear hoy,
kindly stick thizs blessed notiss on the
board. You might read it yourself
Binding—this blooming habit of using
slang must be abolished.”

And with that the Form-master rustled
gway, leaving Binding trying te pull
himself togather.

A few minutes later there was quite a
stir' at S, Sam’s. Crowds of fellows
Hocked round the notiss-board, in arder
to perooze the Head's announcement.

“NOTISS!

“Whereas I am fed-up with the
amonnt of glang which 18 m use at
Bt Bam’s, I hearby issen a sellum
warning that the next person who uses
slang in my hearing will get it in the
neck good and proper!

“(Bigned) I. BIRCHEMALL,

“ Headmaster.™

“Well, of all the cheek!”
Jack Jolly of the Fourth.
bidding slang !

“It's the lmmit!" said Merry.
“Thﬁ?"ll be forbulding uws to lbreathe
next 1"

“And it will be a capital offence to
open our mouths]” snorted Bright.

“The Heads absolutely potty
shouted Jack Jolly.

The next minnit he could have bitten
his tung out, for there was & sudden
russling sound behind him. Turning
swiftly, he found himself face to face

gasped
“Fancy for-

 wilh the Head!

“Jolly " thundered the lalter. “ Whal
wore you saying " :
“Oh crumbs |
that a certain person was potty

“ Potty ' rchoed the Head, raising his
hands in horrer. ‘' How dare yon make
use of sach a word? If that isn't slang
of the most vile and vulgar descripshun,
I'll eat-my hat!™

Jack Jelly stood silent. His eyes
dropped, and his face fell, bul nobody
offered to pick them up.

“¥ou have set my express orders at
defiance, you cheeky young cub ! roared
the Head. “I will snmmon a gencral
assembly in Big Hall, and make an
epgsample of you 1™

Jack Jolly groaned.

Thoe IHead strode away, and presenily
the school bell started o pecl; summon-
ing all 8t, S8am's to Dig Hall,

I—I merely remarked
[ LY
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- With scarcd faces, the fellows trooped
inlg their seals,
On the roised platform: at the end of

tha Hall siood the Head in sollum
majesty, with all the masters ranged in
a vow behind him,

“Boys!" bellowed the Head. *“In
spite of my express orders, which appoar
in black and white on the noliss-hoard,
Jolly of the Fourth has had the ordassily
to use slang in my presence! = Come
here, you young rotter, and I'll tan your
hide for you, bust me if I don't!”

“Stop I

The voice of My, Justiss, the master of
the Fifth, rang oul like a pistle-shot.

The Head spun round in astonishment.

“What the merry dickens—" he
began,

“T refusa Lo stund by and sea Jolly
punished ™ ¢ried Mr, Justisa. * You use
slang yourself, sir, apd what's sorce for
the goose is sorce for the gander I

“ Hear, hear!"” ecame a shout from ihe
assembled throng.

The Head ncarly choked. He nashed
his hare and tore hig teoth in zavvides
fury. But he was helpless. He simply
had to fall in with the wishes of "Mr.
Justiss, bekawso the latter knew a ihing
or two about the Head's unsavery past,
and he had the Head in his power.

Wil yon let Jﬂ-"f‘ off,” demanded’
Mr., Juostiss, "or shall I rake up somo
of vour pest histery, for the cnferlain-
maont of {he bays?™

The Head turned pail.

“No, no!” he pleaded. “ Anything
but that! I'll promise not to lam the
kid. Go 1o your place, Jolly. The
school will now dismiss !

The fellows streemed out of Big Hail,
leaving the Head standing alone on tha
platform, with a scowling brow and a
gleaming eye.

“Pnst me!” snoried the Head who
hated slang.

TIE LEXD.

(Look out Jor next week’s ripping

supplement, boys—it's a real
treat!l)
Tug Maaxgr Lipsary.—No, 534,
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BEAK.—A master.

BUZZ OFF! ABSQUATULATE!
YAMOORE! TRAVEL !“~Phrases used
in order to speed the unwelcome guest.

BUMPING.—A form of punishment

uliar to Greyfriars. The wvictim is
ilted off his feet and then lowered to
the ground with a terrifie conpussion,

BIFFING. SLOSHING.—The act of
pmiting a person with violence—tisually
on the proboscis.

BOUNDER. OUTSIDER.—A cad;
an objectionable person.

BOSH! GAMMON! ROT |—Ezxpres-
pions of disbelief and incredulity.

BROKE, STONY. ON THE ROCKS,
—The unenviable state of being without
cash.

CHUMP. FATHEAD., JABBER-
WOCK.—A fool: an imbecile; a born
idiot ; a person with * bats in his belfry.”

DIAL. PHIZ.—Countenance,

FUNK.—One who fleea from danger,
and suffers from “ cold feot.”

SPOKE SLANG!
An Amazing Dialogue by Bob Cherry,

f-

Mr. Quelch: “Hallo, FProuty, old

bean I

My, Prout: “Hallo, Quelchy, old
m !H

fr. Q.: “How goes the merry garme?”

Mr P.: “Top-hole, thanks! I've juit
given old Hilton Popper a jolly good
licking at golf. Simply put it across
him—pulverised the old josser, in fact.!

Mr. Q.: “Great pip! I always thought
vou were an awful ass at goli—"

Mr, P.: “Rats!”

Mr, Q.: “I thought you were a chop-
haaded chump and o burbling duffer—"

Mr, P.: “(Go and eat coke! I'm a
jolly sight better golfer than you, any-
way, you slabsided son of a gun!”

r. Q. “Dry up, you rotter, or I'll
give you a ‘.tuppe ', that'll knock
vou mto the middle of fext week 1"

My, P.: *“ My only Aunt Jane! Dashed
if 'm going to stand any of yous cheek!
Step along to the gym, and I'll paste
vour ugly chivvy so thoroughly that
Your own mater won't know youl”

Mpr, Q2 “This way to the gym, you
pie-faced old idiot, and if I don't knock
Enu out in the Frst round, I'll eat my

wnday topper!"
{]E?;it t}i];etwn masters, fuming.)

TEE Magx»r Lipeary.—No. 834,
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ON THE CARPET,
state - of

IN THE S0UDP.
OVER. THE COALS.—The
being in trouble—a perpetual state with
some people.

JAPING. SPOOFING. EKIDDING.
LEG-PULLING.—The merry art of de-

ceiving a person. Ilaving him on toast,
or on & portion of string; taking him in;
fooling him,

JIGGEL.—A bicyele.

LICKING. SWISHING.—" Corporal ”
punishment—sometimes in * private,”
sometimes before the " genoral ™ publie,

LIFTING. BAGGING.—The art of
purloining, pioching, plundering, and
appropriating. _

OW! ¥YOW! GROO! YAROQQ!—
Signals of distress.

POTTY. BALMY.—The state of
being “ not all there ”; lacking the neces-
sary grey matter “ up aloft.”

RAGGING.—A term which covers all
forms of practical jokes and horseplay,
including study-raiding, pillow-fighting,

IF MASTERS .] '

ete.
RIPPING. TOPPING, TOP-HOLE.—

IMAGINARY EPITAPHS.
GERALD LODER.

HERE: LIES
THE LANKY FORM

OF
GERALD LODER,

Beoast, Bully, and Bragpart,

Who met his fate in attempting to
climb down the ivy one dark mght, for
the purpese of visiti the—er—
Temperance Iiall in the Village. The
ivy gave way, and the creeper refused
to support the midnight creeper. And
there, beneath the box-reom windaow,

THE TYRANT FELL!

Ile was -dizcovered néxt morning by
Gosling, the porter, who, believing in
the old adage that a stitch in time saves
nine,” stitched him up with a length of
bell-rope. Fortunately, howevér,
failed to survive, and GreyFriars is well
rid of one of the beastliest bullies who
ever handled an ashplané

FTAKE WARNING, YE MIDNIGHT
REVELLERS,

and never attempt to descend the ivy
at night, lest, like Loder, ye share the
fate of Humpty Dumpty |

“Loder by proxy eclimbed down a wall,
" Loder, ]i’ager had a bad fall.
All the wise surgeons, and all the cute
doctors

Couldr’t heal the bruises and knocks
of Loder's!"

COMPILED BY
TOM BROWN
AND REVIEWED

"BY BILLY BUNTER

oder

Expressions signifying approval and
degégt.

FFING.—Eating in a gluttonous
manner. il )

SCRAPPING.—Indulging in fisticuffs.
~SWOTTING, MUGGING., CRAM.
MING.—Kesping one’s nose buried mn
books, to the oxclusion of outdoor sports,

SPLOSH. TIN, S8PONDULICS.
DOUGH. BRASS.—Money; coin of the
realm; funds; resources.

SPREAD. TUCK-IN., BLOW-OUT.—
A feed; a banquet; a celebration.

E’DUP+—“R-HJII'I+

TICE.—Obtaining goods on credit.

TUCK.—" Grub, glorious grub!”

TOGS. —Weaving apparcl,

TOPPER.—A resplendent article of
headgear, usually worn on " high days
and holidays.”

WIGGING.—A reprimand from one in
authority.

WHOEPER.—A perversion of the
truth. ([Billy Bunter is computed to have
brought his total of whoppers. up to a
million, which is a world's record.)

SNAP.EHOTS !

VERNON.SMITH.

has avowed his intention of stamp-

ing out the use of slang in the

Remove. I rather think that Loder
—like the stamp—will be licked; that
the “slangers” in our midst will
“Remove " Loder, by the simple pro-
cesa of slinging him out on his neck.
Oh, what rapture!

IT 15 rumoured that Loder of the Sixth

b ¥ L

A prominent public man in Courtfield
has recently been granted the Freedom
of the Cityv. Billy Bunter wants to know
if there is such a privilege as the Free-
dom of the Tuck-zshop !

¥ - "

A correspondent writes to ask if the
ancient monks of Greyliriars had a tuck-
shop of their own. Undoubtedly ! And
it was presided over by Friar Tuck !

 J * &

Just a little riddle to wind up with,
Why iz Billy Bunter like & fountain-
pen? Because he is invarably a “self-
tller," ;

[Supplement iy,
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to engage him in talk, and then surrep- “Take zat plate from ze tahle.” Blun-

COKER’S BRAIN-WAVE !

(Continued from page 12.)

“There's the fee!” Coker laid two
pound notez and {wo shillings on the
iable. * Now, is it & go?” |

The signor’s eves glistened at the mg’l:_mt
of the money. Promptly he transferred it
to hus pockel, That, at all events, waa
s0 much to the good, whatever might
happen afrerwards. :

“ood,” said Coker, with satisfaction.
'Ta Coker's simple mind, the acceptance
of the money finished the matter. “Now,
here - comes Blundell. Just Put the
"Auence on, and it's all BErens.’

George Blundell, the captain of the
Fifth, strolled into Coker's study, with a
pmile on iz face.

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Amazing !

IGNOR SPEEZI was probably, «t
that moment, the wnhappiest man
to be found within the limits of the
wide county of Kent.

To refuse to demonstrate his powers
wae to admit that he was, an impostor!
I'hat was to ask for a terrific hiding, for
there was not the slighiest doubt of the
form  Coker's indignation would take.
"he mere. thought of being handled by
the burly Coker made the unhappy little
spantleman shudder.

There wis only one way out—and that
was to go through the form of putting
the *influence™ on Blundell, and then to
announce that Blund ]l was not a ' re-

veptive  subject! It was  doubtful
whether that dodge would save the
sighor., ('oker wanted the " goods,” so

ta speak, nob explanations and exeuses,

But in poini of fact the wyelched
signor was not v holly without hope. Ho
hail Yspoofed” the public so long, that
he had como io lake his own spoofing
nwre or less seviously. He had a sort of
hali-faith in his own hhwnbug, like that
of a politician in political clap-trap, or
ihat of & cubist painter In cubism,

So, though he would have given a
great deal just then to be safe home m
lis ladging over the fishshop,  he
nouvished a hope that Blundell might go
under the magic 'fluence. For there

might be semething in hypnotisin, for all’

the signor knew !

“8it down, DBlundell, old chap,” said
Coker. “ Friend of mine, a celebrated
seientific gentleman—Blundell, the {:ﬂﬁ*
tain of our Fovm here, signor ! I thought
you'd like to have a talk wilh the signor,
Blundell.™

Butl for the “tip"” he had received in
advanes from Poiter and Gresne, it is
doubtful whetlier Blundell would have
dropped into the siudy at all, and still
more doubtful whether he would have
sat down for & chat with Coker's scienti-
fic friend. As it happened, however,
Blundell was all goniality,

“That'e really kind of you, Coker,”
gaid Blundell, sitting down. * Happy lo
meet you, sir! I hear thal you're very
celebrated for—for hypnolism, isn't it%”

“But yea," saud the signor.

“Oh! Yon've seon Signor Spezzi,
Blundell ¥ asked Coker, a little {aken
aback.

“Ceviginly ! Very pleased to meet
lhim like {his," said the captain of the
Fifih, blandly. *“I wonder whether the
signor would iry pulting me under ihe
influence? It would be rather & jest.”

Caker’s face beamed.

Blundell was fairly playing into his
hands, The idea had beon for the signov

titiously, as it were, put the "luence on.

But Blundeli was fairly asking for it
now ! Coker made an eager sign to the

Italian gentleman not to lose this chance.

zzi will be

“Go it, sir—just

“T'm sure Signor
pleased,” said Coker,
for a jest—ha, ha!”

“ Certo!” mumbled the hapless signor.

With many deep misgivings, Signor
Spezzi proceeded to make the magie
passes, as seen on the stage at the Iomic
—hoping for the beat!

Coker looked on eagerly.

Blundell smiled at first, but gradually
his face became more serious. and he
adopted a sléepy expression. His eyes
clogad.

Coker's heart thumped.
was gelting on.

Signor Spezzi stared.

For twenty years or so he had been

laying the hypneotist, znd as no man
ikes to think himsclf a rogue, he had
always done his best to believe in hypno-
tism. Now, for the first time, he at-
tained to something like belief in it, and
in hiz own powers.

Blundell, a stranger to him, with no
oconceivable mative for taking him in,
was apparently vielding to the influence !

The signor's black eyes sparkled, and
he made the magic passes with redoubled
CHETEY, ]

“ Bleep I he said n & thrilling voice.

Blundell breathed regularly.

“Open 2e eyes.”

Blundell’s oyes opened,

The '"Auence

“Btand up!”
Blundell stood up.

“ Btand on ze one leg.
Blundell stood on one leg,

T3

dell obeved. " Zat i3 a cake—a verrce
nice cake! Vat i3 1t?"

“A cake,” zaid Blundell.

ki E-ﬂ-t him." .

Blundell put the rim of the plate 1
his: mouth

“This ia a jolly hard cake,” he said,

“Put him down,"”

Blundell put the plate down., Coker,
in his delight, gave the signor & slap on
the shoulder.

“ Bplendid !
Ripping."

The signor's dusky face beamed like
Coker's. It was a thrilling moment for
him as well as Coker, for here was a
helpless vietim o his magic influence for
the first time in his career as a hypno-
tist ! (ireat prospects cpened out before
the vision of the signor! He had earned
a living, at least, as a spoof hyphotist.
What might he not do as & genuine one!

“Now tell him,"” said Coler.

g, signor, 811" The little gentleman
fixed his black eyes on Blundell. * Xow,
E.u_lém, you are ze slave of my will” he
S‘“I *

o L

Yes,
“Tomaorrow you play ze pame of 24
t feethall—"

“ Football, trial match,” =aid Coker.

“ Football, trial match," repeated the
signor. *'Is it not eo?”

" Yes," -zatd Blundell.

“¥ou will play my young friend Coker
in zat trial match. It is & command.”

“Yos,” _

“Tell hun to go and put my name in
tho list for tho trial mateh at once,™ =aid
Coker.

“¥ou goes at once and puts Coler's
name in xe list for ze trial match.”

You've got  him,

i TQLJ:

that human pyramid breathless and

gas:
Blundell said
Horace was rushed over agair.

Coker had disappsared under a stack of falling men.

ped. **On the ball ! ** roared Blundell.
““on the hsll ** it was clear that he meanit Coker.
““ Ha, ha, ha ! ** roared the Removlies fTrom the
touchline, (Yee Chapter 11.)

He came out from under

dishevellad, ** You dummies——'" he
Thera was a rush at Coker. When
The great

THE MAGSET LiBRARY.—N0. A34,
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 Zon vou vake up and forget all =is”
said the. signov. * But it is a commmand
zat vou play Coker in ze feetball to-
morrow, "’

“Yes"'

“Go!"

Elundell went. :

Coker walked down to the gales with
and wrung it warmly.

“(ood man!” he exclaimed, - Why,
it's simply splendid! You'va done a
ood thing for Greyfriars to-day, M,
pETLl. on're. simply wonderful. i

say. hypnotism’s a marvellous thing!
It 15 re greatest wonder of ze modern
time,” said the signor. I am happy to

oblige you, my young friend. t is
nozring.”
“It's great.”

Coker walked down to the gates with
Signor Spezzi, and saw him off, shaking
haunds with him cordially. All was plain
gailing now ! Coker walked back to the
schoolhouse like a fellow walking on air,
He stopped at the notice-board’ when he
went in, to look for the list of players
in the Fifth Form trial match.

“H. Coker,”

Theve it was—his own name, down for
itha trial! Coker strolled away to his
own study in a happy mood. Potter and
Greene were there, and they regarded
him rathet curiously. b

“Seen the list for the trial?”
Coker carelessly.

*"H'm! Yea”

“My name's thore”

asked

“Yeos! T—I—1I noticed it."

“Blundell's done the right thing at
Jast. ™

“Oh! Ah! Ves™

“Something in my little scheme,
what ?” smiled Coker.

“Oh! Ah! Locks like it!" gasped
Iotter.

Coker of the Fifth was a happy man
that evening., UCuriousdy enough, many
other fellows in the Filth Form scemed
to bhe in a hilarious mood. Blundell,
and all Blundell's intimate friends,
seemed to be 1n ion of some
mysterious cavse of hilarity. Perhaps
they were rejoicing because justice was
being done at last, and Coker was

ting his chance of coming ocut into the
melight as a footballer! Perhaps there
was fsome other cause for their merri-
ment. At all events, that evening there
was much hilarity in the Fifth, and
Coker's amiling face was surrounded by
other smiling faces,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Coker Wakes Up !

ARRY WHARTON staved.
I He was astonished:
Bo were other fellows! A
good many Greyiriars fellovws,
junior and senior, could scavcely beliove
their eyes, in fact.

Wharton had glaneed abt the nolice
board after lessons on Tuesday morning,
and the Fifth Form paper had caught his
eve. He was not specially interested in
Fifth Form affairs, but when he saw
that paper in Blundell's hand he became
interested at once. It was only a list
for a trial match—not a matter of great
importance, excepting to the fellows con-
cerned--the twenty-two from whom
Blundell was to select eleven for Wednes-
day's match with the Sixth. But that
list, otherwise not at all interesting, be-
game striking and provocative of amaze-
ment from the inclusion of Horace
Coker's name in it.

In making up his twenty-two for the
trisl, Blundell had borrowed a couple of
men from the Bixth and three or four

Tae Macyer Lippary,—No, 634,

from the Shell—not being able to call u
twenty-two footballers %-mm_ the Fiftﬁ
alone. In a trial match, of course, 1t did
not nratter bow the teams were made
up—if was only a test of form. But how-
evel short Blundell might have been of
recruits  for his  twenty-two, it was
astounding that he should have selected
Coker,

For Coker was not merely a bad foot-

baller—he was rio footballer at all, His |

game wa: of a kind ealeulated to make
the angels weep. His presence in the
trial simply madé the trial & faree, for
with Coker barging sbout the field not
much of a game eould be played. Coker
had & peviect geming not only for wild
and whirling play -on hiz own, but for
getting in everybody's way and making
all the play wild and whirling. It was
even said that on one oceasion, in the
excitenent of the game, Coker had
charged his own goalkecper into the net,
Certainly he was capable of doing it

“Well, this beafs it 1" said Wharton.

“The  beatfulness iz terrific,” agreed
Huarree Jamsget Ram Singh.

Thrice over the Famous Five read
Coker’s name, to make sure that their
oves-had not deceived them, But there
it was!

“ We're seeing this!” said Bob Cherry
decidedly.

“WWe are!” saul Wharton.

And the Famous Five rolled up when
the trial was booked to start that after-

noon. S0 did & ¢rowd of other fellows.
The astorishment caused by Coker's
name in the list was gencral, Temple,

Dabney and Co. of the Fourth neglected
their own praciice to turn:up, Hobson
came with o crowd of the Bhell. Even
Tubb and Paget of the Third came with
a mob of fagrs. For Horace Coker’s fame
was great in Greyiviars, and on the foot-
ball field he was well worth watching.
Fellows confidently predicted that there
would be a serious casualty list: some
hazarded the opiunion that, after Coker
had er:,gp]ed half hia own side, he would
be !;,rm: ed by the other half,

Why Blundell had done it was a deen
mystery. How he was going to judge
the form of his players, with Coker
barging about and Lurning the game into
a wild harlequinade, was a puzzle, If
Blundell had not gone suddenly insane,
there scemed no explanation. flartain!:.r
nobody outside the Fifth suspected that
Blunde!l had been hypnotised into deing
it, and certainly nobody but Horace
Coker believed that there was anything
in tha hypnolism.

“Well, here we are,” said Bob Cherry ;
“il it =n't a queer joke, we shall sce
Coker now."

“Here he 131" shouted Squif.

“ Good old Coker!"

- Horace Coker came down to the ficld,
in jersey and shorts, looking lofiy and

important and satisfied.

Thera he was! It was no joke,
apparently ! Coker was there, all
there !

Blundell, looking quiie serious, picked
sides. He was captaining one side him-
sell, Hillon commanding the other.
Moat of the Fifth-formars were smiling,
and exchanging glandes., But Walker, of
the Sixth, whoe was lending his ser-
vices to fill up Hilton's team, came over
to Blundell with a frowning brow.

¥ What's this rot ¥ he demanded. “1
thought this was a trial match.”

#What about it?" asked Blundell.

Walker pointed to Horace Coker.

“What's he doing here, then *™

“Look here, you cheeky ass—"
roared Coker.

“It's all serene, Walker,” zaild Blun-
dell hastily. * Leave it to me."”

“That's all very well —"

ppliniratal

Potter whispered someathing to Walker
who seemed satisfied after that whispermi
communication. The crowd that had
gathered round the field looked on with'
interest and surprise. They noticed
that Walker of the Sixth grinned as he
went to his place. : :

The sides lined up! To the further
surprise of the spectators, Coker was pui
i as centre-forward in Blundell's side,

b Cherry rubbed his eyes.

“We're not dreaming this, I suppose,”
he said.  “ Blundell's really firing that
born idiot a trial for matches, Is he

‘potty %'

“Must be!" sdid Nugent,

* Anyhow, wo shall see some fireworks
now," said Wharton. “Wait till Coker
charges his own backs, and bulis into
his own goalie.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The whistle went, and the trial Fame
began, Coker led a rush, After Coker

‘went the whole crowd of Blundell's side,

including the goalkeeper, The spectators
looked on apaﬁh-mmi :

If this waa football it was sometling
vew in Soccer, -

For Hilton's side, paving no attention
to the ball, clozed up bn Coker:

That Igrnat man was plaved instead of
the ball.

“Coker's down!”

“Ha, ha, ha'!”

Cioker had disappeared under a stack
of falling men. He came out from under
that pyramid breathless, gasping, crim-
son, and dishevelled, He steggeved up.

“You dummies!” he Eﬂ.ﬁu[}'ﬁﬁ.

“0On the ball I reared Blundell.

‘here was g rush—at Coker! When
Blundell said *on ‘the ball,” il was clear
that he meant “on Coker!”

Coker was rushed over again. Hefty
fellow as Coker was, he could not stand
up to Lhese tactics. He went heels over
head.

" Ha, ha, ha!”

The crowd were catehing on now, Tt
was Coker who was being played—
twenty-one fellows were there to play
Coker! And they played him—hnrg.’

Coker rushed, and ran, and dodgoed.
and twisted! Tt was all in vain! He was
charged over, he wasz shouldered heve.
and shouldered theve. Every fellow on
the field was anxious to got at himi—
and they all got at him more or less,
Even Potter and Greene charged him,
perhaps seizing the G]&ﬂrhﬂljff of getting
their cwn back for Coker's highE:mIml
methods in the studv., Blundell was
worst of all—he fairly revelled in hurling
Coker to vight and left, in rolling hiw
over and rolling on him.

here was no trace of the 'Auence on
Blundell now. That was certain. He
had put Coker into the trial mateh
according to orders! And thiz was how
he was trealing him, now that he was
there !

Coker failed to understand it at Arst!
He roared and raved and expostulated, so
long as he had any breath left! But his
breath was soon gone, and he could oniv
gasp and gurgle.

Finally, he made an attempt to escapo
from the feld. Amid wild yells of
laughter from the erowd, he ran for the
ropes,

But he was headed off !

“Tass!" roared Blundell.

And Coker was passed back Into the
whirling maob.

After that Coker almost ceased Lo
realise what was happening. He was
dazed, he was dizzy, he was breathless.
he was utterly done and worn out. He
collapsed on the field at last, without a
run left in his limba.

There he lay panting. _

“Go it, Coker!" roared Dol Cherry,
“Up and at ’em!”
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own legs.

** Had enough Coker?’’

Blundell signed t2 Bland and Hilton, and they picked Coker up. They held him up—he had no power left to stand on his
As he hung on them, helpless and dazed, Elundell addressed him. 1
“ | let you rip,’* continued the captain of the Fifth, ** just to give you a lesson. The hial match is just aboul to begin—you're

not in it, you crass ass I"* ** Gug—gug-—gug ! " spluttered Coker.

** Grooogh ! **

{dee Chapre, 11.)

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Give him some more!”

“Ha, ha, hal"

But Coker had had enongh! DBlundell
signed to Bland and Hilton, and they
ncked Coker up. They held him up, he
Lm;] na power left to stand on his own
legs, As he hung on themn, helpless and
tlazed and wondering if {hia was some
[earful dream, Blundell addressed him.

“Haud enough, Coker?”

“ Grocogh 1Y

“Now, you born idiet, I'll explain,”
said Blundell, “Next tima you engage
a jolly’ old hypnotist to hypnotize me
into putting you inle a game, make sure
that }l;:x-E can do the {rick.”

“Gug-gug-gug.”

“ What's that?' gasped Wharton.
Blundell’s voice was heard all round,
and this was nows to the spectators.

“8o that was it!"” ejaculated Nugent,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“T lel you rip,” went on Blundell,
rrimly, " just to give you a lesson, Got
that, Coker? I'm sorry I couldn’t give
vour jolly old hypmotist a hiding for his
cheak, but 1 had to let him off to pull
vour leg. Seet”

“AMmmmmmmm " mumbled Coker.,

“The trial maich,” went on Dundell,
“is just going to begin. You're nol in
it, you ¢rass ass. 13 hittle game was
to give you a lesson. Do you think
you've had lesson enough, ov shall we
give you some more?”

“ CGroocoogh!”

“Tooks as if he's had enough,” grinned
Hilton. *“ Chuck him off the held, and
let's get Lo business.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Cloker, still breathless and voiceless, was
jorked past the touch-line, end deposited
on the ground. He lay gasping.

Then the sides lined up for the game,
and the trial matech began—without

Coker. L _
Bul Coker was not thinking of trial
malches, or Form matches, or any

maltches at all. For a long iime he was
not capable of anything but gasping and

L

aplutte‘rin%. At lazt he crawled to his
feet, and limped away to the house, still
spluttering and gazjnmg._ He sank inlo
a chaiv in his study, feeling a perfect
wreck: snd when Potter and Ureene
came jn to tea, after the trial game, he
could ounly give them a foeble glare.

Coker's brain-wave had come —and gone
—and this was what it had done for
Coker ! Somehow or other, the hypnotigm
had missed fire—Blundell, evidently, had
not heen " under the "fluence ” at all—he
had simply *put il on™ to take Coker in;
and instead of playing him in the trial
match, had taken him to the field to be
mobbed, as a warning to him, certainly
a warning that Coker neecded.

All Greyfriars roared over the story,
with the oxception of the groeat Horace.
Coker only proaned.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Light at Lasi !

ILLY BUNTER tapped at the door

B of Coker's study the {ollowing
afterncon and rolled in.
Coker was there alone.

On Big Side, the Form match be-
tween Fifth and Sixth was going on, and
Coker was not even going down to wateh
it, DPottey and Greene were in Blun-
dell'a team, Coker wasn't,  The trial
mateh had not, &3 he had so confidently
expected, given him any chance of dis-

aving his wonderiul powers as a foot-
saller; Greyfriars was still in the dark
as to what he might have done

Coker, lofly and indignant, ignored the
Form match—and as a matter of fact he
had not yet quite recovered from his
terrific expertence of the day before, and
still neoded rest. So he was resting, in
hia study, when Billy Bunter rolled in.

Coker glared ot him. He was in a
humour to glare at anybody. But the
Owl of the Remove was not to be de-
terredd by glares.  DBilly Bunter bad
come there on business,

“1 say, Cokep—=""

* et out”

“That's all very well,” said Bunter,
firmly., “But I may as well tell you
that I'm on to your game.”

T3 “Thﬂ.t-?”

Bunter winked.

“Bignor Speszzi, yvou know, and the
jolly old hypotizsin,” he said, “ How
maniy tickets did ho give you?

“Tickets 1" gaid Coker blankly.

“He gave me a dozen for the job"
saicd Bunter. "I suppose he gave you
the same. Well, halves ™ :

"Halves ™. stuttered Coker.

“"Yes, halves! That's fair,” said
Bunter. “*You'd never have thought of
it but for me. You must own that.”

“You fat idiot,"” =aid Coker. "I don’t
know what-you're driving at. Do yon
think that merchant goave me any
tickets "

“I jolly well know he did," said
Bunter, warmly,

CWell, he j’iﬂn't; and if he had I
shouldn't give you any,” snapped Coker,
Y lravel I

“That's not good enough,” &aid Dun-
ter, firmly. *““It was my idea, and you'd
never have thought of it on your own.
He gave me a dozen tickets to sell among

the fFellows, in return for my ser-
vicog——'"

"Rervices ™

“Yes. Stands to reason that he's

33

done the same with you,” said DBunter.
“That's what he came to sce you for.
Now, I'm entitled to a whaek. Mind,
I mean business, If you don't stand me
syne of the tickets [ shall give you
away."

“Give me away " stutterad Coker.

“Certninly. You're in the game to
go to the Ionic, and go on the stago
when the hypnotist calls for someone

from the audicnep——"

“What " :
“ And pretend to be hypnotized—=%
“Eh
*Bame as T did—""
id Yﬂu !fl
(Cantinued an page 26.)
Tae Maaxer Lienary.—No. 834,
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A GREAT STORY OF THE NORTH-WEST MOUNTED POLICE!

Canada abounds with romance and thrilling adventure, but there is nﬂthi“&‘% Eg']ilal the

daring and dangerous work of the men who. have made history—the

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Carver Ohris" Capturs,

EL RUTHVYEN, ordinarily the best-
tempered fellow in the world, was
gurly ng & hear with a sore head,
Even Joe Clarke, his oldest and

best Iricod among the squad of twenty at
Fort Alexandra hod not ventured to speak
to him all the morning. )

After dinner Joe found Mel smoking
moodily in & corner of the mess-room. He
was pagzsing on when the other looked up
gharply. . :

“Joe, T want yvou! Look at this,” con-
tinued Buthven, in low, angry tones, banding
the other o serap of crumpled paper. “Izn't
it enough to make o coyote weepi” ;

Joe took the paper without a word. This
{5 whot he read:

“Mister Rooven,—They cudn't keep me
down to Fort Orizzly. I'm at the old stapd
agin, an" reddy to doo biznesz with yew or
enny uther of yore fat-“eaded lob. I'm gaim
to make a sporting offer, Fifty dollars yew
don't ketch me in three munths!—Yores,

“* BLACE JACcK.”

“Those idiots down ab Orizzly ought to be
shot ! exclaimed Ruthven hitterly. * It took
me three weeks' hard work to capture thut
rul'ﬁtnnl aod they can't even keep him in

oll"

Joe nodded sympatheticnlly.

Y8end him toe Wionipeg pext time,” he
refaarked.

“Yes: but we've t to catelr him first.
*The old stapd "—that means the Black
Hills, and the whole corps might spend a
monti in that beastly maze of rocks without
80 m:.}f:h as seeing the fail of the beggar's

W Come for a walk,” was all that Joe gaid,

Buothven got up, amd., without another
word, the two started off oo a long tramp
across the pralrie.

Neither spoke a word, but slowly the
exercise restored Ruthven to a better Iframe
of mind, and by the time they had reached
the upper rim of the Snake River valley he
wiz qguite himsslf apain.

He flung himself down under a shady tree,
and Joe dropped beside him.

They were hardly seated before Ruthven
started up apain.

“Who's that, Joe?™ he whispered sharply,
and pointed down the valley. o

Alopg the path below came riding a
strange flgure—s man with a hunched back
aod a huge head of grizzied bair. Delormed
as he was, the Immense width of his
shoelders nnd the length of his arms be-
spoke enormous muscular streogtb,

Joe atared a minate.

“Carver Chris!" he mubtered, with as near
an approach to excitement 1z he ever
showed. )

Ruthven spoke rapidly and earnestiy for o
minute or two, then the two rose and
slipped away down the slope, as silent as a
palr of weasels, making for the trail.

Arrived In the thick brush which bordered
it, both hid and walted for the man who
rode, all unsuspecting, up townrds them.

Tie Muixer Liprary.—No, 834,

THE

THE OUILAW OF

HILLS'!

Introducing Mel Ruthven, a hardy
frontiersman whose character will
make a great appeal.

a—

Cagver Cliris. was even more forbidding at
cloze quarters than at a distanee. Ile looked
ug if fwe Lod been rough-hewn out of an old
oak log. His fieree, hawk-billed face was
disfAgured with a great, white senr aeross the
forehend, and his beard sod whiskers were
long and uokempt.

Suddenly Joe stepped ont of the bushes
right into lis path. Buof it was a different
Joe from the -smatt policeman of & moment
ago. Undress jacket and forage cap had
been doffed, his shirtsleeves were turoed up.
He looked like o rough lumber-moan.

Chris whipped out a pistol.

“What do yew want?' he growled threat-

eningly. . .

“Only to give you a word o' warning,” an-
swered Joe hoarsely. “Them . perlice iz alter
- “,1”

“Think T doa't know fhat?" retorted the
other toughly, hxing his piercing eyes on
Clarke. " Air yew in feague with ‘em? Fer
il so—"

He got no further. At that instant Ruth-
ven, whe had slipped out unseen from the
trees, vaulted on to the horse hehind him,
and, ¢lapping both hands round the big man's
neck, wrenched him backwards. i

The terrliled horse redyed, but Joe had him
by the hridle.

Chriz and Ruthven rolled to the groand
together, and lay struggling, Fowerful as
Euthven was, he was no matsh for the giant
strength of Carver Chris; but next instant
Joe had flung himself into the battle, aod.
with hiz aid the man was very shortl
trussed up &0 securely that he could nol
move hand or foot.

“T feel a whole heap betier, Joe" re
marked Ruthven, as, with thelr prisoner tied
fazt on hls pony, they started back for the
fort.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Blus Blankot's Misaion.

HIIS, who was woanted for a variety
of misdoings, Ilocluding & bank
robbery and a ftrain holdup, was
gafely bestowed for the time being

in the military gaol at Fort Alexandra.

To Joe Clarke fell the duty of looking
after him till the eivil nuthorities could take
him over.

Early next morning Jo¢ cama  to
Ruthven.
“This any good to you?' he asked, and

handed his chum a folded piece of paper.

Ruthven opened it guidkly. On the ilnner
glde waz & roughly-drawn plan, apparently
of & town., A certain housze was marked
with a red crosz.

"It's meant for Fort Crizzly, or T'm a
Dutchman ! exclnimed Ruthven.
did vou get it, Joel®

“Chris’ pocket,” responded Joe lacenically.
“Kotice anything about the paper?” )

My hat, yes! Same az Dlack Jack's
letter was written on.”

“Thought 50" answered Clarke., “Might
be good biz—ehT” )

Like n fazl his meaning dawned on
Ruthven. [

“Yon raean that e and Jack are In this

* Where.

P,

together? This is the factor's house, the one
marked red. The winter furs were brougut
in lazt week., They mean to have s try lor
thern "

"My idea,” wns the brief reply.

Ruthven constdered a moment.

“Can we get o osample of Chris® writing?
That's the question.”

Without o word the olbher ;u'mlucud (1
stoall note-book, It was full of straggling
hieroglyphics in Chris” band,

“MWice stuff to copy!™ observed Mel, sur-
veylog the serawls In some dizgust.

Joo merely nodded. Stolid as he was out-
wardly, his brain waz sharp encugh. Already
ha had an inkling £I Ruthven's pu e,

“Better warn the city marskml, badn't
you?”® he suggested, after o pause.

“And have him muaff it, like he did the
Merton affale!” exclaimed the other scorm-
fully.. “ Mot much! Joe, thiz 8 my pleole—
my very own. Keep a still tongue, and I'l
make sure of Black Jack this time.”

“Aln't T in it? queried Joe regretfully.

*Not this journey, old man. If I make a
mess ol It, then It's your turn. Now, the
guestion is, how to get a letter to Juck,”

“That's all right. Blue Blanket, the
Indian kid, will take it. Trouble iz, if Jack
gets to hear we've gob Carver Chris in’
l.ll.'ll[,l’l:'.,"

“Not hikely, At least not in two days.
Got to risk that aonyhow.”

After a little more talk the two rebired
to a secluded cormer with pen aod ink, aomd
with great care coucocted a mote to Black
Jack. Pur;:n:tluF to come from Carver
Chris, it brielly informaed the outlaw that
he was to meet the writer at one o'cloek
in the moroiog outslde Factor Mulgraves
house in Fort Grizzly.

Thiz done, Euthven enclossd it In a ereased
and dirty envolope, and went off to find
the Indian lad, who, for a <consideration,
eagerly volunteered to carry the misaive to
Black Jack's haunt in the Black Hills.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A MNoval Weapon.

I8 best friend would mever by any

chapce lave recopnized smors

Mel Ruthven in the misshapen

monster who crouched in darkness

and blinding rain on the lee-side of Michael

Mulgrave's house in Fort Grlzzly a little

before ope in the morping on the second

pight after sending theé note to Black Jack.

HMump, beard, grizzled hair, bloe jumper,

moleskin breeches, jack-hoots, anll were a
faithful copy of Carver Chris, :

It was horribly ecold, and the drip [rom
the eaves mode its way in o ehilly stream
down the trooper’s nmeck. He heard one
strike on a ‘clock Inside the house, and after
an enocrmous interval, ball-past. Still oo
sign of the robber. At last, considerig he
might as well get im out of the rain, with
the akill which only burglars and policemen
possess, Mel Iprised open & window, and
slipped through into Mulgrave's dining-rooin.
The house was still as death, the only sonod
teing the shrill whiué-of the wind around-
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the chimpeys awd the Jdreary patter of the
ruln on the shiugled roof.  Shiveriog, he
aronched over the ashes of the dying lire
aod waited gquietly, -

He haid often before heen  Mulgrave's
guest, and koew the house lairly  well,
Heuoe his éasy entry. Black Jack, he con-
sidered, would certainly break in from the
Liack, for that slde of the honse opened ow
a4 auiet alley-way, The fur store wns o the
-:-eﬁur beneath his feet, ’

The dinlng-room door opeped info & pas-
gape which ran through the house from back
to front. This Ruthven had set open, and
wow sat facing it, with ears sharp cocked
for the entry of his expected captive,

The warmth gm-:Euulll}' made the trooper
drowsy, but he fought the feeling off. Sud-
denly a slight ereak behind made him etart
and gluoce gharply round, A tall, gaunt
lignre, looking Iﬁiﬁﬂnti'«‘ in the gloom, etood
silent, elose at his shoulder,

It needed all Mel Hnthven's self-control
wiet to betray his surprise, but he fapcied
thut he had succeeded when Black Juck =aid,
in & matter.of-fuct toue:

“3arry, pardner, Kopow I'm late, Lut
couldu’t help it. Reckon we'd better get to
bizpigs, Lead gn!™

Euthven rose mechanically, and alter one
qulck wlanecé at the other, moved silently
towards the open door. 1t seemed the
naly t-h!nf to do noder the circumstances.
ilis plan had been to Igét- the drop on Jack
hefore the latier saw him. Now that he had
lost this aodvantuge, owing to the robher's
upexpected entrapes hy the window, he was
#t a loss what to be at.

Of course, he might turn on Jack and
aAttempt to hold hip wp; but as the outlaw
Lhad ready in his hand a particularly lobg-
harrelied, noplensant-looking six-shogter, the
chaneces woere somebhing hetter tham even
that he himself would get drilled frst,

There was & second danger, and one

almost  equally great. Aoy disturbaoce
would undoubtedly bring down the factor
himself—a great, big, red-headed, hot-

tempered Irishmat, who was apt to shoot
Hrat and azk  questions afterwards. He
would most ceriainly give the treoper no
time to explain his disguizse.

No, on the whole, Euthven ¢oncluded that
the disguize was hizs bezt friend. Evidently
Black Jack had no suapleion whatever of his
snppoaed partner’s real pdentity, He must
let mntters drift for the preseot,

As Le crossed the passapge towards the
cellar door he smiled grimly at thd fdea
of a eorporal of D troop assisting one of the
higgest blackguards in Westerm Canada to
burgle the richest of the North-West Com-
pany's fur stores.

‘The cellar cotrance was near ithe kitchen.
Block Jack, still with his plstol in his right
hiand, took a well.ailed key from his pocket
with his left and sileotly unlocked the Hoor,
Motioning Ruthven to precede him, he then
closed the door, and lit a bullseye lantern,

Huthwven, oubwardly compozed enough,
was in reality watehiog his ¢ompanlon a2 a
eat doea a nouse, DBut the robber, while
apparently taking things as coolly as
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though.

hiz feet were on his
matdve heath, tha
Black Hill fastneases,
never gave the other
half -a ehanee to pet
hehind him.

Found the cellur, J
which was waod-lloored HEF
and  watled, bhales aof
skins were piled to the
very roal,

“"Whar'a tha silver
fox® inquired Jack,

The trooper pointed
sllently to  the pire-
clous packages, There
were two  of them
weighing  ahout  forty
pounds  apiece, and
enel  probably  worth
£500, for silver fox
Hrows yearly In rarity
and price.  Now wos
coming  the erucial
moment.  While Jaek
was Jiting the bales,
e ,troaper  would
Zel lin vhanee af alap-
ping a pistol to the
other's head,

To his déep chagrin
Jack said f:-:h:lnllzlr:JElr i

*Rake "em out, pard-

ner. IM hold  the
light '™
There was nothing

for It Lut to ohey,
¥et Huthven wan hor-
rTuly uneasy, He would
have to work with the

Belors Jeck could recover from the stinging cut across his -
eyes, a foriy-pound bale caught him full in the chest.

light full wpon him,

Black Jaek's keen eyes would have an excel-
leut chauce of pewebratiug his disguise. His
eight was not s0 great ns that of Chris,
amd his hapds again were wvery unlike the
Iorny, Kpotted paws of the man he wa-
suppused to represent,

Yet Jack neither moved nor spoke as the
trooper rapidly disengaged the bales from
among thase piled round them, awd lifted
them ont ioto the open.

"Yew inke obe,'" anid the ontlow coolly;
"1l enrry tother!”

Agnin g apram  of uneazioeza  assalled
Ruthven, as he noticed that Juck Jdid wot
Iift his bale uwatil ha himsell had the first
one safe on his shouwlders.

“Thet's all right!” Jack.
“Now the word's " git!' "

Not a soul was ahout, and shortly the two
were outside the town, and strldiog rapidly
along In the Wireelion of the Black Hills.
Ruthvew's aense of humour was strong, but
this wns beyond a joke.

Buardeged with the bale of fur, there
simply was not a ghost of & chance lor him
to draw Torth his plstol and tern on the
ollier.

There was no alteroative hat to tramp on
up into the hills. Dawn would come in &
couple of hours, and o the hroad light of
day his disguise would no longer serve -him,
amd—well, the reat didn't bear too close
consideration. Yet even then It waz the idea
of the ridicule of bis fellow-troopers that
weighed far more heavily upon Rethven than
I’t;linz tﬂpugl:t of personul dopger oeeurring to
thmse] !,

Two miles out of the town the path
struck off into thick wopds, HRuthveh Koew
the way, and, to avold suspicion, took it
Well, there were still two hours to daylight.
He ought to be able to trick Jack im that

remtarked

time,

Click! The soucd of a cocking trippger.
Ruthven wheeled, to find himeell looking
down the glistening muzele of that ugly six
shonter,

" Hands wp, Mister Ruthven!™

Down went the pak, and ap the hands of
the other,

*Ho, ho! SHo vou thought you'd fooled
me, my heauty! Crickets! What o joke!
This iy the best T ever strock ™

But luugh as the rulian might and did,
Hmt.l deadly muzzle never feft the trooper’'s
g,

At last Jacks 6it of mirth wor over. e
threw down his poack.

“Tuke 'em up hoth, sonny!" lie ordered
Ruthven. “Chuck down your gun! Now,
march! And look here,” he gdded, in suwid-
denly mennciug tones, “yew try to turn or
fool wwe, amd iGN e the last thing yew
ever do on this airth !

REuthven had no doubt whatever that the
fellow spoke literal truth, He shouldered
hothi packs, and under this heavy burden

teamped wilently onwards up

the steep,
rugged path,

Jack Jdrove him forward with jeers and
taunts,

"Warn't it a pretty pian, Mizter Roth-
venti"” he luyuired smeeringly. “ 34y, you've
lost that bet, I reckon. Hev yew the dol-
farz nhout yew? No, don't stop. 11l take
e when we gits to eamp.”

As for the trooper, he set his teeth and
made Do reply. The road was awful, aod
getting worse. -fHe veeded all his =treogth
to keep up the pace under the burden of his
doubile luad.

The path plunged through a tangle of
brush. Tt pow resembled rather a series of
ride, rocky steps than a mere slope. Buoth-
ven stomhbled more than ouce, and Jack
jeered afresh.

Thicker and thicker bécame the tangle of
branches, The path was rarely used, and
the long boughs eof dog-wood and maple
were in mauy places ioterlaced across the
footway. ;

A thip switch struck Tnthven sharply aoross
his unprotected fuce, moking his eyes sting
aod woter, and with the pain a desperate
idea Hashed upon him,

It was very dark here, for though the rain
Eﬂ‘ﬂi ceased, clouds still covered the pight
BEY,

uthven then bezan quietly shifting the
packs 20 that he could hald them boith by
one hand, lle succeeded in doing this with-
out attracting {he other's attention, and
then rajsed his free hand to the level of

his faee,
branch L& touched and

Dranch after
dropped a3 useless, At lask he felt the
pialm—a  long, sling

tight ope meet his
springy sapling.

Clutching the suitable hranch tlghtly, he
pressed onwards, until he felt that it had
reached the linit of its eprieg. Then, with
w quick movement he raized it over his head
and let go.

swish! A yell of pain. Before Jack could
recover from the stinging cut across his
eves, o lorby-pound bale, flung with all the
force of Iongsuppressed furv, caught hi
full in the chest, amd whirled him backs
warda,

He fell like a polé.axéd ox, aod his head
striking & stowe, he Iny stunned and still lika
one dead,

When he came to he was =0 carelully
wttached to a substaotial pise trupk that b
o possible exercise of hiz immense strengt
ahd Ingenuity could he have got free. Ruths
vern stood in Ifromt of him.

“Jack, Tl treuble you for that ffty
dollars ! remarked the trooper.

THE END.

{Aveller moguificent Monufed Police tlory
mexi week, boygs) d
True Macxer Lisrary.—No. 834,
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The curfain is about o ring dorwen on the thrilling drama staged in Middleham, to the solulion of which Ferrers Locke,

the farous sclentific investigafor, has devoicd his time and risked his life,

ready To shold.

~ Ambltlous Hopés ! :
HE advent of Fang, the Chinese

I manservant, bearing fwo steam-

ing hot dishes of food put a sto

to further conversation, and bot

Braoks and Swiveller fell te with an

avidity that was only “too common a

sight in the rendezvous which boasted
the sign of “High Class Tailors."

But after the meal had been consumed
and glassos of liquor had been pleced
upon the table,  Brooks and his new-
found companion romained deep in con-
versation for over am hour, At the ex-
piration of that timo the fwo sought the
open agsin, and Swiveller, under the

uidance and patropage of Brooks, was
gtt&d with & complete new rig out. A
hair cut and shave put the finishin
touches to his new appearance, an
Bwiveller felt like a new man.

Buoyed up with hope, for he had ex-
tracted from Brooks the whereabouts of
the secret panel in the late Mornington
Hardacre's house, Swiveller, accom-
panied by the well-dressed man rejoicing
i the nickname' of SBmart-Fingered
Rupert, eontered Euston Station. He
took a ticket to Middleham, and whiled
away the time in the buffet with Brooks
until the guard announced that his train
wae due in. Then, with & hearty hand-
shake, the two parted.

“lood luck, pard!" said Brooks, as
the guard waved his H‘nF aloft. * Haoa
you thiz fime to-morrow.”

“ Hure thing " returned Swiveller with
a confident smile. ™ And then for a
bust-up, chi™

“ Bét your sweet hifs I

The train drew gut of the station, thus
parting & friendship which Fate had
destined waz not to be renewed,

The Secrei of the Panel |

&6 ERE he comesz!"
The cry was taken up by
hundreds of throats as the

Scottish express steamed into
Middleham Station. The platforms, the
booking-offices, the waiting-rooms were

acked with an enthusiastic crowd of foot-
Eaﬂ lovers who had come to acclaim Jim
Blakeney as the first International ever
to ba chosen from their beloved town.

The result of the England v. Scotland
match had reached Middleham long be-
fora the express fussed into the .station,
and it bad given a heightened colour to
the crowd's enthusiasm and delight. For

England had triumphed in a very stern
tussle by three Is to two, and Jim
TuE Maawer LiBraRy.—No. 854,

Be in af the death, chums, and get
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Blakeney—Jim Blakeney of Middleham
—had scored two of England’s geoals.

“Hurrah !"

“"Chair him!"

“For he's a jolly good fellow—"

As Jim Blakeney stepped from the
train, Closely attended by Ferrers Locke
snd voung Jack Drake the crowd broke
loose, I a wild, surging rush they sur-
rounded Middleham®s popolar centre-
forward and heoisted him sloft. From
somewhere in the street beyond  the
strairs of & band foated into the station.
In less than two seconds the excited
townsfolk were howling at the top of their
voices the old-time song: “For He's o
Jolly Good Fellow,” ete.

From his lofty perch on the shoulders
of the cheeving crowd Jim laken
smiled down at Ferrers Locke and Jac
Drake., 'The great detective and his
assistant were as enthusiastic as any

HOW THE STORY DPENED.

JIM BLAEKENEY, the popular centre-forward
aof the Middicham Rangers, who has in-
heorited the wvast fortune of the late
Mornington Harducre, loventor of the
wireleaa ray, for the possession of which

TIGER SLEEK, a notorious criminal, and
RONALD SWIVELLER—the late Morn-
ington Hardacre's nephew—have risked
g0 much, The actual wherecabouts of the
ray have mever been discovered,

FERRERS LOUKE, the world-famous detee-
tive, who has thrown in hiz lot with
Jim Blakeney and has saved him {rom
the Tiger's clutehes on lnnumerable occa-
sions. The sleuth is ably backed by

JACK DRAKE, hiz clever hoy assistant,

RILYL. STUBBINS, a formidable member of
the Tiger's villainous gang.

s

Ronald Bwiveller, who, urged on by the
anhtle insinuations of Tiger Sleck, hns mur-
dered his uncle, fleezs from Middlebam to
escape the grim hand of the law. In London
he makez the acquaintance of a rogue named
Brooks, more eommonly Enown as  Smart-
Fingered Rupert. By a strouge coincidence,
Swiveller learns that his compuanlon  worked
for a firm of bullders o Middleham in the
rears gone by, and that his last “honest
;ﬁb took him bto the Myrtles—the late Morn-
ington Hardaere's and oow Jim Blakensy's
property.  Smart-Fingered Ruapert informs
awiveller Ehut he had fto Ax a secret panel
in the library of the Myriles, and Swiveller
instantly jumps to the eoncluslon that the
seeret pavel will lead him to the wireless
ray., for which g foreign government agent is
willug to pay A& million pounds, Smart-
Fingered Bupert takes Swiveller to & crooks’
rendezyvous and offers .to it him out with
a decent suit of elothes.

(Fread on from here)

1 Beotland matceh, and both

(Conclusion.)

native of Middleham, and they cheered
and sang at the top of their lungs. Doth
had been present at the Enﬁﬁaﬁd Versup

ad watched
with delight and admiration Jim
Blakeney's skilful exhibition of football—
such foothall that even the dour Scotls
themselves had rubbed their <ves in
astonishment, and then cheered with
generous sportsmanship,

"IWe'd better leave lum o it, my lad,™
remarked Ferrers Locke to his j’:}uﬂ?
assistant. “ I'm feeling in need of a tub
and some food. Jim will be another hour
or more before he escapes this crowd,
Come on !

Drake and his beloved chiefl entered
the Hawk, which had been drown up in
readiness outside the station. The last
the pair of them saw of Jim Blakeney
was & figure carried high aloft on the
shoulders of a cheering populace, smiling
protests to those paying himtheir homage,
and suffering himself to be led wherever
the fancy of the crowd drifted.

It waer & diffieult task for Ferrers
Locke te clear a passaga through the
dense throng, and the Hawk merely
jogged along. DBut once clear of the
station precinets the sleuth accelerated
the powerful engine and reached the
Myrtles in record time. Jenkins, the
butler—who had heard the news of hig
young master's trinmpbh—was v.'uiting
at the gates of the drive when the Haw
drew to a standstill.

“You won't sec your master for some
time wvet, I reckon,” vemarked Ferrers
Locke to the aged butler. * Can't you
hear all that row coming from the
direction of the station?®”

“I should just think I ecould, Mr,
I@%kc—diagrﬂ.ﬂeful!" replied  Jenkina
stiliy,

“Ia.:'at. so bad as that,” smiled the
gleuth. *It's only the crowd showing
their appreciation of your master.!"

“ Ah, then, that’s very proper,”’ inter
rupted Jenkins, quickly amending his
previous remark. “I'm cager to shake
Mr. Blakeney by the hand myself, sie.”

Regaling Jenkinz with a fow tit-bits of
information concerning the footer match
of the afternoon Locke and Drake passed
into the library. As tha great detective.
erossed the threshold there came to his
ears—and to those of Drake—a peculiar

rating noize as of a chair being pushed
ack.

“What waz that, guv'nor?” asked
Drake quickly.

It was some minntes before Ferrers
Locke made any reply. He appeared to
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be listening ‘intently, and his sleely eyes
swiftly scanned the interior of the, library.

* Must have been our fancy, my lad,”.
ho said slowly at length, *“ But I could
bave sworn that I heard a door bein
sunt, or a chair being moved back—an
m this room, too,”

Qs eould I, guv'nor.” said Drake.
Y-yt wo are standing at the deor onr-
selves, and the chairs are all flush with
the table. The neise must have come
from outside.” .

“I suppoze it must have,"” rejoined
Ferrers Locke, with a strange lack of
conviction in his lones, however.

As the Euston express nearved the long
tumnel which preceded a short run into
Middleham Station the driver observed
ihat the signal wns sgainst him, and,
with a promptness for which the great
traffic service is so noted and appreciated,
e applied hia Lrakes.

Before the train had come to a stand-
still Ronald Swiveller had jumped to his
feet and was gazing out of the window
of his carrage. :

“Thiz iz Juek amd no nistake,™ he
muttered. *If I oo off now it will save
a lot of bother and gossip. No one will
know that Mr. Swiveller has returned
to Middleham.™

Grebbing his hab, which he jammed
on hiz head at a rakish angle, Swiveller
npencd Lhe door of his compartment and
stepped on to lhe foothoard.  From
thence he reached the gravel track that
vann either side of the rails in a grass-
ecoverad bank, down which he serambled
without loss of time.

The narrow lane which ran parallel
with the embankment was deserted. With
unt ejaculation of triumph Swiveller noted
the fact and strolled leisurely along it
until he came to a stile. By a shouvt ent
which he bLad traversed innumerable
iimes in 1he past Swiveller came at length
to ihe high wall which #urrounded the
Myrtloz,  Selecling a suitable point of
vantage from which he could keep o
sharp look-out on the house Bwiveller
waited for over two hours. During that
iima he saw two of the servants wander
down to the gates and out into the main
road, evidently “off * [or the afterncon.
An hour later ho saw the lean body of
the Hawl streaking down the drive, also
bound for the main road to Middleham.

“ Everything is working out fine”
reflected Swiveller, with a smirk of satie-
faction. ** Blakoney—curse him—will be
arriving by the Scottish express in about
five munutes’ time. That's Ferrers
Locke's car off to meot him.”

He seitled down to weit a few moments
longer. In the distance he saw the ribbon
of smoke which proclaimed the approach
of the ‘express, Again, be heard the
terrific uproar as ihe train stcaméd into
the station.

T Tusk arvived,” mutlered Swiveller,
with a chuckle, “Blakenay’s won his cap
and I'm going to win the wireless ray.
1leve's for it 1"

He made the lasl remark as Lis eyes
saw the aged fignre of Jenkins, the but-
lor, walk down the drive to the gates,
It was Swiveilor's opportonty.

“Two servants away: the chaulfeur at
the station; Jenkins, the old fool, down
at the gates: the house must be empty,”
thought Swiveller swiftly.

He swung his legs over the wall and
dropped lightly on the soft moss the
olher side. 'Then, with a glance in the
divection of the gates which teok in the
fact that Jenking was slaring down the
main road to Middleham, Bwiveller
sprinted across lo the french windows of
the library. Once again, 1t seemed, luck
was with lum, for the windows were
open.

For one moment he psused, his hand

. o et q.-'
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“ Harrah ! ** % Chair him, boys ! "

As Jim Blakeney stepped from the train
ihe crowd broke loose. In a wild, surging rush they surrounded Middleham’s
popular centre-forward and hoisted him aloft. (See Page 22.)

upon ihe cateh of the window, whilat
a spasm of fear shot through his frame.
His active imagination was portraying
in extravagant fgrimnem and reality a
vivid pieture of the tragedy which he
had left behind him when last he had
gtepped from the library through those
very same windows. DBut in the excite-
ment and greed for the possession of the
hizh stakes for which he was casting the
dice the picture was blotted out.

Ronald Swiveller entered the library
on tip-toe.

With but a moment's hesitation he
made straight for the furthermost wall
and stood counting the panels, richly
earved, that graced the wall facing the
windows.

“One, two, three! Ah!" exclaimed

Swiveller. “This is the one!®

I1is handa commenced to explore the
catving, the long, slender fingers press-
ing hightly on the carved wers an
decorative work until they had traversed
every square inch of ithe panel,

T Famy ! muttered Swiveller, after
e had n thus engaged for five
minutez. ' There’s nothing doing here,
I'm afraid. PBrooks must have heen mis-
takon in the number of the panel. I—"

He broke off abruptly and stood listen-
ing intently. From the direction of the
drive he heard the movement of wheals
and the sound of voices.

“They're coming back."

With a fearful glance to right and left
of him, Swiveller stood shivering in every

limb. Then suddenly his attention was
drawn to a prominent piece of wood-

work in the centre of the panel which
stood out two inches or so from the rest
of the pattern. An exclamation of aston-
ishment escaped his thin lips. In his fear
of being surprised in his nefarious work
by the man he hated most in oll the
world, Swiveller’s brain had drawn an
inspiration,

“Fool " he multered Lo himself, “I've
been pressing the studs. 1 wonder——"1

Feverishly he tugged at ithe projecting

iece of woodworl:, what 1ime he could
Eear the sound of voices in the hall be-
yond becoming more distinct at every

H&En% second, But although Swiveller
ﬁnew e was cornered like & rat in a
trap should his sudden it'éﬂ{.pirﬁtiﬂn prove
to be wrong, the spirit of triumph and
epotism which formed largely his make-
up urged him to put his theory to the
Llest.

And it bore fruit.

Az Bwiveller tugged sl the prué]'lﬂfting‘
woodwork of the panel it slip from
his fingers, and the whole panel revelved
in & semi-circular movement. I
described ninety degrees of a circle and
then siopped. And Swiveller saw that
bath sides of the panel were jdentical—
carved and polished. Ahead of him
loomed a darﬂo aperture, the very dark-
ness of which sent a spasm of apprehen-
sion down his spine. But the voices
which he had heard in the hall beyond
a foew second: before werve now almost
outside the door of the library—were
now in fact outside the door of the
libravy ! 2

‘BE Maoxer Lisrary.—No. 834,
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Plucking up his courage Bwiveller
assed through the half-opened panel.

en a3 his feet touched ground upon
the other side the pane! automatical
swung to, and a fl of light, evidently
switched on by som@ connecting stud
concesled and operated by the board
upon which he now stood, temporarily
bﬂndnd him. With wildly staring eyes
Swiveller crouched behind the closed
panel ; with his nerves strung to a high
pitch, he heard Ferrers Locke's remark
as the great-detective uteqbﬁed into the
library. And something like & sigh of
relief escaped him when the famous
sleuth’s words—* Muast have been our
fancy, my lad,"” came faintly to his
istening ears.

“ A narrow skave!” muttered Swiveller

to himself. “DBut a2 miss 15 as g as o
mile I"
The Underground Workshop !

was suspended sbove Bwiveller's

head enabled him to get his

bearings without any discemfort.
He appeared to be stlndi:;g
woodan platform from ich, into =»
reglm of darkness, a flight of stone steps
twisted and turned.

Gingetly st first Swiveller placed his
feef upon the lopmost stpp, 13 groping
hgnd ‘on the wall, which was strangely
dry and in a2 good state of preservation,
efcounterad something round and hard.
‘A movement of his fingers, and another
bright beam of light ghone out ahead of
him., He had unconsgiously discovered
another electric light E‘ﬁ'ibﬂﬁ.

“Old Hardacre didn't do things by
halves,” mutterad the intruder. *This
lodks to mo like an old priest hole which
had "E}em converted nlo & modern dug-
oitt.”

He laughed harshly at his own remark
and proceeded. Turning the corner of
the flight of st his hand came into
contact with another electrie light switch,
It was then, as & new bulb flashed its
glow, that Bwiveller realised the intricate
wiring of the place. ¥For aszs he pro-

ressed, lighting each bulb before him
g‘y means of a seriee of switches, the
bulbs in his wake went out, providing an
inky curtain of blackness at his back.

At the foot of the stone steps Swiveller
found himself in a large, oblong-shaped
roomt, part of which was fitted wp like
s workshop., This room was  better

THE single electric light bulb that

on a small |

|{ brealk

lighted than any room in the whole of

e Myrtles, High candle-powered
bulbs lit up a scene somewhat like a
miniature power station. In the centre
of the room was & strange arld infricate
apparatus, that for all Bwiveller's lack of
knowledge upon such & point he knew
instinctively to be the famous Wireless

- R

“(Geal” muttered the scoundrel, peer-
ing ¢losely at the cecils of wire and tiny
glass bulbs that appeared to form a major
part of ‘the contraption. *This is the
Ray, right enough. But unless I can dis-
COVEr tﬁu plans and specifications of this
little lot I am afraid I shall have made
my journey for nothing. Can't very well
hank this blessed machine out of the
place without being seen.”

He began to examine the shelves of the
room, turning over bundles of papers
upon which were & weird collection of
figures and hieroglyphics that left him in
a ses of wonderment. Then he caught
sight of a small safe standing by the
wall of the room. With .a muttered
ejaculation falling from his lilp_s, he
knelt down before it snd wrenched at the
handle. But, as he had expected, the
combination of the safe was set—the door
remained firm,

“This is going to take time,"” muttered
Swiveller, rising to his feet and walking
over to & work bench. "I shall have to
open that bleszed safe. I feel con-
vinced that I shall find the plans of the
Ray ingide.”

Selecting an oxy-acelyvlene blow pipe
from the pile of tools ore him, and
connecting 1t to a long cylinder contain-
ing the same mixture, Swivellar onece
again knelt befora the locked deor of the
safe., He lighted the lamp and directed
the white sheet of Aame full on the com-
hination of the lack. Blowly, very slowl
the intense heat began to make itself felt
on the steel. To Swiveller it seemed that
he had been kneeling before the safe for
forty-eight hours. In reality, he had
been engaged upon his task for but forty
runutes. _

“Seott ! he grunted, wiping a siream
of perspiralion from his forehead with
his disengaged hand. * Will this cursed
door never budge?”

And then, when he felt that his labours
had been rewarded, for the metal of the
door upon which the flame played was
beginming to slither and bubble, the
white tongue of light went out suddenly.
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He had exhausted his supply of oxy-
actétylene. . :

"Confound 11! growled Swiveller,

rising to his feet and Fit{:hing the empty
eylinder to the floor. * Just my luck!”
_ The metal of the door, freed from thal
intenze heat, swiftly contracted, and the
safe presented just as formidable a
barrier as it had done an hour previous.
(Giving expression to his feelings in a
volley of bitter imprecations, Swiveller
stood regarding the safe like a wounded
animal, say rather, like a spoilt child.
Just when, victory had been within his
E_msp 1t had bheen snatched away from
111,

He had tried every means in his power
lo force the safe, but all his afforta wera
unavailing. Two hours had now passed by
since he had discovered the secret of tho
library, two hours which had brought
g0 much and yet so little. Biting hiz lip
in vexation Swiveller began a further
search of the workshep in the hope of
discovering the plans. But in his heart
of hearts he knew that the safe only
could vield to him the secret of Morning-
ton Hardacre's years and years of re-
genreh.

And the safa was locked!

*Hallo ! )

Tiger Sleek picked up the receiver of
the telephone and bellowed into the in-
strument. The master-eriminal was suffer-
ing from a bout of *“liver,” and his
temper, never of the best at any time, was
reaching a stale where it demanded an
"outlet.

“Hallo! Who the deuce
Speak up, man!"

Bill Stubbins - grinned across at his
companion, the driver of the limousine
who had so cleverly effected the “ amash”
which had remﬁed in the Tiger's
eecape from the police, and jerked his
thumb in the direction of his irascible
chief,

The triec were lying low in & haunt of
ceriminals siluated on the pulskirts of the
pottery district of Hanley, where fugitives
of the law went into a state of conva-
lescence, as it were, until the hue and cry
after them had died a natural death, and
they were free again {o resuma their
nefarious calling.

“"Yes, yez—tell me more, Stevens”

rapped the Tiger. And it was noticeable
now that a {race of eagerness had dis-
placed the note of irritability which had
predominated his voice when he had first
answered the telephone call,
. For quite three minutes the Tiger held
the receiver to his ear, what time his
bloated features creased themselves into
a significant amile. Replacing the
recciver on the hooks -he turned towards
his two confederates, rubbing his great
hands with salisfaclion.

“Well, guv'nor I demanded Bill Stub-
bing, elavating his bushy eyebrows -
terrogatively.

“Very well indeed, Bill," chuckled the
Tigar, élrrawing' up & chair. “The best
of news, Listen here: Btevens, my man
who runs the tailor’s establishment at the
‘back of Cambridge Circus, has just re-
ported to me that Mr. Blessed Swiveller
entered the den to-day in company with
Brooks—Smart-Fingered Ruport™

“ Never ! exclaimed Bill Stubbins,

The Tiger langhed harshly.

““True as I'm sitting here,” he re-
furned. * Stoevens, remembering my

iz that?

‘dealings with Swiveller, sent one of his

chaps into the den: and instructed him
to pick up any conversation that passed
between Brooks and S8wiveller, And what
he's overheard is worth a million to us,
if we get &8 move on,” he added.

“Yon don't mean that we are on the
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teail of the Ray, do vou, chief?" asked
the chauffeur eagerly. -
“Bure thing!” chuckled the Tiger.
“Tt appears that this fellow Brooks knew
of the secret panel in Hardacre's library
and he told Swiveller about it, Detween
them they reckon to sneak off with the
plans of the Ray and sell it to a foreign
nﬁ,’eut. Then Hmi{ are going to divide
the spoils. But they've both lost sight
of the Tiger. The Ray is my property—
our propecty, you chaps. - And we are
wetting out riﬁht now to lift it, savvy{”

“Yos, yeg,” said Biubbins eagerly.
“But do you know where to find 1t 1"

“I know where the secret panel in the
library is situated,” grunted the Tiger.
“I reckon we can accomplish the vest
casy enough. Stevens got his man to
shadow Swiveller, but the fool lost lus
trail about mid-day to-day., Slevens
himself kept a watch on Brooks—and
he's still in town. Turnley, you'll have
to hire a car right now. "i‘r']iilp You are
wetting it fixed up Bill and I will get the
kit together. My plan is this: If we can
iscover the specifications of the Raxy
we'll destroy the apparatus—would be o
hefty job, I expect, to shift ithe con-
traption bodily. 1f the worst comes to
the worst, though, Turnley, with your
vlectrical knowledge we szhalls have to
dismantle the Ray and cavt it away be-
tween us.  Get busy now!”

The chanffeur shuffled out of the room
what time Bill Stubbing and his chief
prepared their “kit.” The cool mind of
the Tiger did not overlook the fact that
the plans would possibly be concealed in
a strong place—a safe, for instance, and
he included in the kit ihe very latest

applianee for ecating away the most
hardencd steel. Hy the time the
seoundrels’  paraphernalia  had  been
wathered  together, Turnley, the

chauffenr, reappeared. 1

“(ar's oulside, guv'nor,” he grinned.
¥ Roady

un S:J.l ”t |-!f ;

Crossing over to a cunning and dirty-
Iuﬂ]{ing imdividual whose Semitic cast of
countenance proclaimed his origin, the
"Ciger pressed a wad of notes mto his
hand and whispered a few words in his
&R,

“Very good, Mister Sleek,” replied
the “proprietor ™ of the dingy haunt
which was known amongst the cririnal
underworld as the “Rest House” *I
will post your letters on to Stevens.”

Bowing his departing visitors off the
premises the old Hebrew went back to
his desk at the end of the long room
shaking hiz head sorrowliully at having
lost so soon such a generous and wealthy
Youstomer ”  as  the notoriouns Tiger
Bleck,

Meantime, the car which Turnley had
procured was speeding in the direction
of Middleham. Tho journey to the
scene of tho Tiger's recent activities was
necomplished in twe and & half hours of
veckless driving. The clock in the main
square of Middleham was striking mid-
night as the Tiger's ecar flached through
the desorted strects en roule for the
Myrtles.

“We'll pull up here,” whispered Sleck
& few moments later. “Shove the caw
into the hedge—it won't be spolted by
a casun] observer.”

The car came to a standstill with a
grinding of brakes and the trie a]ighteql.
T'e their left lay open country—to their
right, the high brick wall surrounding
the Myriles. But high walls presented
no difficelties to such expert cracksmen
as the lgor and his confederates.
Dragging their kit with them the trio
negotiated the wall and crept {orward
silently in the direction ol the library.

Not » light showed in the whole Liouse—-
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aperture. (Sec Page 23.)

As Swiveller tugged at the projecting siud in the

panel it slipped from his fingers, and the whole
panel revelved In a semi-circular movement.
Plucking up his courage he passed through the

evidence that its mmmates had retired for
the night, and the Tiger noted the cir-
cumstance and grunted with approval.
The clasp of the fremch windows next
received !illia attention, and another grunt
of approval signified that an entrance
had been gained. :

“Not a sound ! whispered the Tiger,
swinging open the windows and stepping
into the hbrary, .

The windows wore elosed again and the
trio moved forward, a beam of light
from the Tiger's pocket torch showing
the way.

The three scoundrels halted in the
centre of the library whilst Sleek [ound
his bearings. :

“"Centra panel of wall facing win-
dows,” he muttered, * Shsssh! Here we
are !"

The trio erossed over to the panel
upon which Ronald Swiveller had tried
his skill & few hours since.  And like
Ronald Swiveller, Tiger Sleek wasted a
deal of time searching for the key to the
secret panel. Bot, at last, he hit upon
the reason of the projecting stud and
iu:g,' ad ol 1t viciously.

' ‘%ram!" muttered DBill Stubbins
beneath his hreath as the Panel SWUNE
open, " Now for it, chief!”

With infinite caution the trio pﬂssng’f
through the narrow aperture, experi-
encing the same sorpriee at tho up-to-
date highting as had Ronald Swiveller.

Tha panel swung back. into position
leaving three scoundrels feeling highly
satisfied- with the progress they lﬁm-:!
made. Treading noislessly down the
stone steps, and finding the electric light
switches as they went, the Tiger and
his twe confederates peered into the
room . which had been Mornington
Hardeere's sceret workshop—the room
that contained the sccret of the Wircless

Ra‘y.
“ Hist 1"

The sharp intake of breath seemed to
ba magnified a2 thousand fimes in that
sione-walled space as the Tiger clutched

Bill Stubbina by the arm. and pointed
into the workshop. For, at the further

end of the room, kneeling before the
door of & small sale and frantically turns
ing & hamd-drill intoe the hard metal doot
was a familiar Ggure—that of Ronald
Swiveller. 5 2

Usad ns he was to surpriscs, Tiger
Sleck had all his work cut out to refraih
from shouting aloud. That Swiveller,
of all people, should have stolen a march
on him seemed incredible.

But Tiger Sleek’s surprise soon
changed into anger and rage. With a
significant glance at Bill Stubbins, the
master-crimimal padded softly into the
room, reaching a point not three feet
distant from where Ronald Hw]i]!.re'lh;rh'ﬁn
cnergetically plying the dvill, withous
heiuﬁ qhs¢r¥a£

“Confound this deill!” Swiveller wan
talking B8 he worked, “1I shall
neyver— \

“Handle the Wireless Ray," finished
the Tiger sibilantly.

Ronald S8wiveller spun round from the
safe door as though he had been shof.
His oyes nearly staried from his head
as he caught eight of ihe menacm
figure of the Tiger, revolver in hand,
staring down at him with & mocking
light in his cyes.

“YVou—yon—" gasped Swiveller,
hardly able to believe ihe evidence of
his senses. * You——"

“Little me,” smiled I1ha masters
eriminal eruelly.  “Never thought te
sce me here, did you, no more than I
oxpected to find you here—the BUT PP
and the pleasurs is mutual, as it were)”
eh "

Ronald Swiveller seemed incapable of
speech, Ha rose slowly to his feet and
backed away, the ominops figure of the
Tiger following him step by step, whilsk
the burly Bill gtuhhins and the chauffeur

| brought up the rear.

“¥Vou hound!” Swiveller's power of
speech returned, * You cur, Bleek. I
never thought to sce you again, but now
we're face to face I can speak my mind!
You it was who killed my uncle—your

Tug Magxer Lisrari.—XNo. 30M.
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dostardly plotting—mae the dupe! You
ean laugh, you scoundrel, but E;E] had a
Wweapon in my pocket I'd avenge my
oncle's death- now, You knew that Y
never intended to kill my unele! You
it was who weighted the sandbag! You
Eo free every fime. But your time will
woon come Bleek, as sure as 'm standing
here 1™

He pointed an avenging finger at the
master-criminal. He geemed to  be
endowed with the gift of prophecy, and
there was something uncanny about his
appearance that struck s chord some-
where in the Tiger's blackened heart.
The criminal who had defied the palice
of three countriez felt a spasm of fear

ade his  being. A somethin

whispered in hiz brain that what Swivel-
ler seid was true. The feeling of fear
increased; the Tiger, the sfrong man,
was torn of -his brute strength—he was
¥reinbling, Then, with an oath prompted
E{ rage and executed by fear, the

iger's fingers cloted round the trigger
of his revolver. There was a spurt of
flame, but no report—for the master-
criminal’s weapon was fiited with a
silencer—and Ronald Swiveller, with a’
piercing shriek, gered back over the
spparatus for which he risked so much,
sprawling in a lifeless heap.

The Tiger, shaking in every limb,
gurned a fear-haunted fmce upon his two
eonfederates, who, sesing this weakness
in their chief for the first time in h
long and varied career, began to lose
their nerve ip equal measure. And
while: the rascelly tria were gazing at
cach other's horror-sbricken counten-
ance, the hand of the dead man fall
acrods a tiny switch at the sido of the

apparatus, The bulbs of the Wireleas’

y.leaped into life as the dynamo per-
formed its function.

And across the secret which Morning-
ton Hardacre had given the best years
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**TIGER ** SLEEK.

of his life to discover, like some grnim
sentinel, sprawled the young man who
had been known to the world as Ronald
Swiveller—yet - another victim - of the
sinister and scoundrelly Tiger Sleek,

Retribution had followed swift on the
trall of Bwiveller's descent into crime,
even as it was vof to strike at the man
who had brought him so low,

Retribution !

.ERRERS LOCKE started out of
his slumbers as a piercing shriek
rang through the silence of the
night. He sat up in bed, listen-

ing. But to his alert ears there came

no sound now save the occasional rustle
of the wind in the trees.

“T conld have sworn I heard a ery!™

mutterad the sleuth, slipping out of bed
and pulling a dressing gown over his
shonlders,
- He passed out of hiz bedroom and
stood listening in the passage beyond.
All was still. Then, with ears and eyes
alert, the slenth passed down the broad
staircase to the main holl below., A
weciiliat Tumbling sound—very soft at
irst, but growing louder as he ap-
roached the library—seemed to emanate
rom beneath his fest. _

“That's queer !” muttered the famous
detective, " Bounds like & motor of some
sort, 1 wonder——"'

He broke off as he entered the library
and switched on the electric light. For
on the polished cak flooring forming the

surronnd to the-thick pile carpet were

distinet muddy footprints, An examina-
tion of the carpet, too, revealed a regular
trail of muddy footprints,

And the footprints—three pairs of
them—led . right up to the wall of the
library.

For some minutes the famous sleuth
stood staring down at one particular foot-
print, the heel of which faced fush with
the pansl of the wall, and then he started
violently, He had made a great dis-
covery, for it was obvious to him' that
the panel against which the footprint
ended 5o abruptly must open in some way.

His keen eyes roved the clever carving
before him, finally to rcst on the project-
ing stud which has already formed an
important part in this narrative. Then,
with a soft whistle of surprise, Ferrers
Locke furned on his hee ll.'llé'ﬁwifﬂf
vacated the library., Mounting the broad
staircase, the slewuth lost no time in
awrkening Jim Blakeney and Jack
Drake. These two young men at first

{Continued on page 27.)

COKER'S BRAIN-WAVE!

{Cendinued from page 18.)

“Of course, we're keeping il dark,”
said Buater, with a very sly wink.
"hW{:uuldn't. do to give it away. You see
that "

Coker gazed speechlessly at Bunter.
It was the hypnotizing of Bunter that
had ' convinced him of Bighor Bpezzi's
wonderful powers, and had led to his
remarkable brain-wave.

Now he began to understand the “true
inwardness,” so fto speak. of that mar-
vellous snmple of hypnotisam. He also
undarstood how Bunter had become pos-
sessed of a sheaf of tickets for the Ionic
on the previous Saturday.

“It's a pretty ?md dodge of his,
getting Greyfriars fellows to back him
up in

ter, ' ks genuine, what? And the
tickéts don't cost him much. Of eourse,
he oughtn't to over-do it."

Coker still gonzed at the Owl of the
Remove, fixedly.

“You sce, you'd better whack 'em
out,” said Bunter., "He's gol you to
help him now, same as he did me. 1
know jolly well he's given you a bunch
of ticketz for your services, same as me,
Well, I'm cntitled to a whack as you
got the wheeze from me. ? Halves."

"My hat!” gasped Coker, at last.

“1 don’t want to be unpleasant, of

{Rﬁgﬁﬂg tha audience,” said Bun- |

cotfrse ; but if you den't whack out the

tickets I'm bound to show you utlj'.:l, " said

Bunter. “That will knock the thing on

the head. As I said, it's halves."
Coker rose to his feet.

He did not speak. It was, he felt,
a time for action, not for words. The
I]'-g'pnpﬁat had deceived him, undoubtedly.

ut it was to Bunter—to Bunter's greed
and duplicity—that he owed his nms-
tortunes, orace (cker was feeling
sore, in mind and body; and he pro-
ceeded to take it out of Bunter.

As the Owl of the Remove caught the
expression on Coker's face he made &
jump for the door. Coker’s hefty grasp
swung him back.

With his left hand gripping Bunter's
collar, Coker grasped a walking-cane
with his right. Then he started in,

Whack, whack, whack!

“Yaroop! Help! Fire!
Yoop!" roared Bunter.

Whack, whack, whack!

Bunter's yells rang along the Fifth-
form ;mmie Almost as loud rang the
hefty whacks

A Head's flogging was 2 joke to it.
Coker had suffered much—and it was
Bunter's fault! He passed on his suffer-
ings to Bunter, with a generous rate of
interest.

His arm was aching when he had
finished, It was a powerful arm, bub
Coker's exertions had fired it, Bunter
was more than tired! With a2 swing of
hia left, Coker hurled the Owl of the
Remove into the passage.

Murder!

Bunter bad just energy enough left e
scuttle off before Coker could reach him
with his boots. He arrived din the
Remove passage roaring.

Billy Bunter seemed to expect
that the Remove fellows would take
Ep his cause and avenge him wupon

oker. They didn’t! A= soon ns they
understood how muatters lay, they gave
the fat junior s record ragging, and
Bunter's last state was worse than his

first.

Az for Coker of the Fifth, he still
dreamed dreams -of displaying wonder-
ful prowess on the fmtﬁnl{ field—when
his chance should come. How to wedge
mmto the First Eleven, or the Fifth-form
cleven, or any old eleven, was still a
probleth over which Coker pondered,
giving, his powerful intellect much
exercise. DBut it was guite certain that
Coker never, never would seek again to
wedge into any eleven means of
hypnotism, On hypnotism Coker of the
Fifth was guite fed up. He had quite
grown to dislike the topic—while most
of the Greyiriars fellows, on the other
hand, chuckled for quile a long time
over Coker's Brain-Wave.

THE END.

(Tou've enjoyed thia yarn?  Goodl
There's another aplendid atory by the
same author in next Mondoy's bumper
number, boye, entitied " Mauly's Amgz-
ing Adventuref” He pure and read itf)
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consured Locke for dragging them from
their sleep ot such an carly hour, but
when they had listened to the slenth’s
story of the footprints in the library and
the shriek he-had heard they were soon 1
wideawake. :

*“ Better get vour auntomatie, Drake,”
ordered the detective guietly. I rather
fan?]:r we've dangerous customers to deal
with.’

Drake soon fished out his weapon from
his dressing-case, and, with Ferrers
Locke in the lead, the trio descended the
stairs and entered the library. The de-
tective wasted no more time in explana-
tions, but proceeded at nnce to the panel
under and against which the footprints
ended.

To both Blakeney aud Drake's
gstonishment the slewth began to run
B fngers over the varvéd woodwork of
the panel.  Like Swiveller and ‘Tige
Sleek before him, he caused himself some
delay by pressing on the projecting stud
rather than pulling it. When at length
he discovered the scerct of the panel a
gasp of amazement escaped Blakency and
Drake's lips simultaneously.

“ This, gentlemen, unless I am greatly
mistaken, will take us to the Wireless
Ray;” said Fevrers Locke grimly as he
passed through the aperture. “And 1
warn you to be prepared for trouble.
There are three men here—desperate
mten, too, T'll wager !”

In  wonderment, their excitement
strung to a high pitch, Blakeney and
Locke's assistant followed in the detoc-
tive's wake. They traversed the stone
siecps in absolute silence, but Drake
could scarcely stifle the cry that rose to
his lips as he pecrcd into the under-
ground workshop, First in his line of
vigion was the grotesgue ad ammate
tigure of Rr:mu!ﬁ Swiveller spreadeagled
aeross an apparatus which even siow was
Being driven by the dyname uncon-
seiously sob inm motion by the falling of
the deed man's hand.

Next he zaw three igures—all huddled
Lefove o safc door at the extreme end of
ihe roomwr—working feverishl with
instrumenis that threw off & bright bluey-
white light,

“Trying to foree the safe!™ whispered
Drake, plucking Fervers Locke by the
artm. ' Look, they've cut out o square
of the metal I

1t wasz true. The worst part of break-
ing open the safe had Deen accomplished,
It was only a matter of minutes now
before the Tiger hoped to handle the
plans for which he had comnutted so
wch, '

" But retribufion was at hdnd. And its
wgent thiz time was Fervers Locke, the
world-famous detective.

“Hands up!™

The words were spoken in a vory
matter-of-fact tone, but theiv effoct was
clectrical, The Tiger and his two con-
federates turned thetr heads shaply,’
whilst their heands rose slowly. ™ They
knelt like carved statues—now incapable
of speech or action.

“ A very line haul,” grinned Ferrevs
Lovke. At last, Sleck, I hold the
bevmp card., 'mosorry Ronald Swiveller
has escppund e, for T can see your vile
work here, Sleek, and I hod a theory
ihat he could throw light upon several
matfers, ;I-l'm\‘m-ur. I fancy we have
cenongh agawst you, Sleck, to put paid.
fa vour account, and Swiveller's death—
biz murder—will send you to a fate you
vichly deseryve 1™ _

" You--vou—-" Dlabbled the Tiger,
casbing fos varrow ewves around for a

w lm!'tmh

- No=no, Sleck.”  sdwonished. the

steuth, ** keew your hands above your
" B s " wry L

head, I'm takivg no chanees:

Hocrmmmt

SLEEK
SURPRISES
!

SWIVELLER!
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“* Confound this drill !** Swivellor, on his knees, was laleing as he worked.

**1 shall never——"' ** Handle the Wireless Ray ! ** finished the Tiger sibi-
lantly. Ronahd Swiveller spun round from the safe as though he had been shot.
His eyes nearly goggled from his head when he caught sight of the Tiger, revolver
in hand, staring down at him with 2 mocking light in his syes. ** You—you——""

he gasped wildly.

{Yee page 25.)

“Curse you!" growled Sleck with all
hiz old detiance. And then, as the words
of the late Ronald Bwiveller rang through
his brain—" Your time will soon come,
Hleck "—the mastev-criminal shivered as
with the ague. Hands above his htad,
hie eyes filled with the Light of horror,.
he approached the stll figure spread-
eagled over the Wireless Ray, while
Fevrers Locke and his companions re-
garded him in wonderment,

“Stand back, Sleck!” exclabned the
sleuth ab length,

But a sironger power was urging the
mester-criminal to advance. e rveachad
the figure of the man he had used as his
tool and stood staring down at it with
a fearsome expression on his cruel face.
Then hiz eyes seanned the floor. A ferce
glint shot into thein as he caught sight
of his own revelver—which he hail
dropped after he hiad fired the fatal shot
al Swiveller—and, stooping swiftly, he
attempted 1o snateh 1t up.

Crack !

Ferress Locke's revolver spat lire, amd
a bullet =cored through the bulky hand
of Lthe Diger as he reached for his own
weapon, With a howl of pain the master-
ceiminal fell bDack, olasping his injured
mcnber, 3

Auwd in so doing his body brushed
agaiust the grotesque shapo of his lalest
vietim sprawled across the Wieeless Ray.
Theve was a2 Llinding flash of hght and
a piercing shrick that all present will
iim'ﬂ cause to remreinber until their dyving
dluy,

Amd before its grim echo _bad  divd
away the black soul of Tiger Sleck had

passed into & dim eternity.  Swiveller's
ot e i Tk ik

Lt iegvens I pas ack Drake,
davting forward. - _

* Btand back, Jack!™ excluimed Ferrers
Locke anxiously. “1lon't you sce the
dynawo 15 rupning—is sending a tervifie
voltage through the body of the poor
fellow sprawled acress the apparatus?
The Tiger must bave received a charga
of a few thousand volts through his own
body when lie brushed against that
corpe:

-Swiveller’s words had come true.. And
in an indirect fashion Swiveller had dealt
the fatal blow at the man who had tried
evely means i s power to steal the
sceret of the Wireless Hay.

It was exactly three monihs later that
Fevrers Locke, Jim Blakeney and Jack
Dirake entered the undevgrownd work-
shop again. And this time’ they were
avcompanied by a party of leavied-
looking gentlemen who Eutl Journeyed
from the War Office specially to examine
the late Mornington Hardacra's juven-
tion. 'That they were impressed with the
work to which Hardacve had deveted his
life was fully evidemwswd, for tests were
arranged to take plage the following day
with actual aireraft.

And the result of the tests oxeceeded
anything the represcintatives of the War
Office had expected or imagined. The
Hardacre Wireless Ray, as it was to ba
called, would play ‘o very important part

4 in any future war.

(Continued on the next page.)
Ty Maicker LiprARy.-~No. 834.
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| A MARKED MAN!
[ﬂn,nt:'nhgjti from previous page.)

———

ite the fact that the Goverpment
ﬂEe::eﬁ h:m umcnmderahin siim of money
the pllr ase pncc “of tho Ray; Jiﬂ::_
Bﬁakenn:.- enevously {:ﬂm'ed it to the
ndtion in tﬁ& natpe of the late Morning-
ton Hardacre as & g;ft which, peedless.
tg say, was accepte

- At about the time the newspapers made
it. known that Blrkeney had offered the

in official quartérs the important part the
,Elrrn'atﬂ “detective had played in saving-

' dTim . Blakeney from being the victim of
a miscarriage of justice when he had

been accused and arrested  as  the

murderer of Mormington. Hardacre.

The confedorates of thé Tiger wefe
.each sertenced. to varying terms ﬂ-f im-
prisonmerit, dnd, strangely -enough, ‘the |z

rst ﬁaraan E1il Stubbins Tan into st-one |
risons was Mr.
hﬁtﬂntun—nn longer known as My
Theodore Kettleton, howover, but just]

No. TE6ES. .
And the Crusadeis?

Theodore |

: prs:-vex] the -victor with very few

%ﬁsﬂ@ﬁﬂﬂﬁﬁ& FEEERERERURERLY

‘;?:i WHO 1S THE

i“YELLow CLAW 27 ﬂ}

Yoanutneng ##@ﬁﬁﬁﬁ#ﬁ

Fervers - Lodke has tackled a good
number of eases in his time, -and, thanks
te his potinitted reseurce and grit, luas
axce
tions, - The next case te which he
devotes his' energy-is out of the haaten

%

ﬁ'&ﬁﬂ

Thoy are still endeavouring to oust the:
Rangers from popularity, but they- are
plaving a losing hazard. For the wesiers |
df the black-and-gold are gmui gréat
guns, and it is fulfy uxpﬂﬂteﬂ y the |3
man} thousands of supperters who regu-
larly throng the enclosures that the

pgers will walk off with the Cup.
‘That, of course, is a matter of conjecture.
E,u_is if they faﬂ tg achieve such an ex-
alted ainbition it will not be through-
want of grit. and determination- en the
part of Jim Blakensy, the pnpulur
centre-forward, who, pobly amd gene:
rously backed by Ferrers _Locke,
England’s foremost detective, and his
capable young assistant, Jack Drake, has
lived through a sea of trouble during his |
| exciting an dﬂ.ngﬂruuﬂ life a8 “ A Marked

Mﬂ]’.l.‘"

Wireless Ray to the nation the trial of
Bill Stubbins and his rascally mm_pa.md:ma
neared conclusion. }n order to lessen hia
own sentence Difl Stubbins cléared up
several points wlch had Jeft the police
fumbling in the dark. en Fdrrers
Locke, who had discovered in the late
Ronald - Swiveller's pockets a very
erumpled cheque for am amount of -:::m
hundréd armd ‘Efty pounds signeil
Moraipgton H&r:iacm. suggested  th at
Swiveler it was who had committad the
murder of his uncle, Bill Stubbins swore
on oath that such wans the case, not for-
getting: to mention, however, that
Swiveler's original intention had 'have.n
.neerely to stun his uncle. The weight in’
the Eandbag had been a cunning idea
of Tiger Sleek's.
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?dmi this' organisation ha.s, so  far,
all the rump cards, and hij reign
-ﬂ- terrov has. caused prominent officiald
at Scotland Yard sleepless mighits. The
gr&ﬂt qu&ﬂmn on the lips of wdalthy
Londoners—to whom the-dreaded saciety.

ial attenfion—is: “'Who #a the
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first ins

nen.t. of our grand new serial
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‘Who is the Yellow Claw "
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the opening chapters of this grand stage
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