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Alirays glad to hear frone you, chams, so drop me a line {o
The Edilor, The ¢ Magnet' Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., Fleeliwway House,

Farringdon

PPARENTLY I am not the oniy
A fellow who is  intorested in
eireusns ! W. EBrandon, of

Loicoster, writecs this week to
pshk mo what tho differonce is betweon a
" throo-ring "' cirems and an ordinary one.
VWhon thoere is & very big tent fo a ecircus,
he sevs, why do not the proprictors malko
one big ring of the wholo affair, instead of
eplitting the ring spaco up into two or
theeo rings 7
Tlho renson for this is becauso the animals
—aprl the horses ip particular—are used
to a cortain sizcd ring. They are trained
to porform in o ring of & standard size, and
would foe! ont of place if they were put
into a ving st was not that size. Now
Fome circuses oo larger than others, and
if their rings wore lerger, the horsea would
not be zble to go threough their evelutions
with the procizion that ia requirad.  Con.
soquently, if the space betweon 1he
roating aecommeodation is too big for ono
Ting, tho circus has iwo—or ovon threo |

A QUERY ABOUT LIGHTS

ecomes from Tom Weathorby, of Nowport,
He szuw o slup at night rocently, and
instead of the wepal mesthead light, it
carricd iwo red lights, ono above Ltho other.
Why was thot ¥
carriedl  these  lights was "' not  under
eommand.””  That moans that hor steering
gear had broken down, or some similar
troublo had overfaken hor. When o veasel
is " not under command,’”’ all other ships
give hor o wide Lorth, and the two red
lights aro hoisted in order to warn them to
o so. In the day-time two black balls
are hoisted to donole the semo thing.
Tom also wants to know something about

THE RULE OF THE ROAD

at sea—for ships have fo obey cortain
“ fraffic diroctions '’ just a3  motorisis
ashore have to do. A sleam wvessel must
aslways pet out of the way of & ssiling
veasel, far, ohviously, the stoamer is better
able to mancuvre than the sailing vessel is.
When two stonmers aro proceaeding in the
samo divoction, the one on the port hand—
that is, tho ona which i3 on the left of the
othor—must koep clear. If any of you
are interostod, liere is a Jittle Thyme which
will toll you how * the rule of the road "
is carricd out at spa:

If upon my port is scen

A stoamor’s starboard light of green,
For me thers's nothing but to =es
That groon to port keops clear of me.
But iig to starhoard red appesr,

It iz my duly to keop ¢lear.

Whon two vessols are approaching on to
oach other, onch one should turn to the
right. The rhyme goes on to say :

Whon all three lights L see ahead,
I port my heolin and show my red.

Fort, as I expect you all know, is the
loft-hand side of a ship, looking forward,
and starboard iz the right-hand side. DBut
the eurious thing is that when you “ port
your helm”’ you actuslly turn the steering
whool to starboard, and thus you alter
your course to the right.  This is because
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Wall, thoe ship which |.

penknives and pocket wallets won this week!

Strect, London, E.C.4.

in the old days, when tillers were wused
instead of wheels, the steersman had to
put tho tillor over to the opposito side to
that which he wanted the wveszel to go.
Thus he sctoally * ported " his helm when
he wanted to go to starboard.

Gob that ? Right! Then let’s. get on
te the mnext letter from my post-bag,
It contains a joke, which I certainly think
deserves a penknife. It comea from
John Heapey, of 2, Pretoris Street,
Hill Top, Slaithwaite, near Huddersfield,
Yorks, and here it iz :

EASILY ANSWERED !
* 1 say, boy," said a man,

=4 outof breath through hurrying,
y “ which is the
best way to pet a
to the doctor 2 ™

7

“Eat one
pound of gmtnn
apples 1** said the youngster -
with a grin, and darted away. Sy
The next quety ‘comes from Heefor
Dhinean, of Paisley. Hector wants to know

why naval lientenants are called

JUST PLAIN MISTER ?

The reazon ig that an Army loutenant
doos not rank as high as a naval lieutenant,
whe ranks with an Army captain. Relative
naval and military titles are very mis-
leading. For inatance, a captain in the
Navy ranks with a colonel in the Army-—
which is four stops higher up the ladder
than an Army captain! Incidentally, o
naval officor might be the actual captain
of a warship without being & captain in
rank. I heve even known sub-licutenants
in the Navy to be ‘' captaina” of ships,
because the man in command of a vessel
is always termed ° captain,”’ no matier
what his actual rank may be.

Most of my readers are too young to
remmember what Germany was like before
the War, and scme of you may he as
puzzled as Harry Bennett of Folkestone

15 regarding the number of prinees he has
redd sbout who hail from Germany. He
asks ma :

I5 A DUKE HIGHER THAN A PRINCE?

The answer is “ Mo in this country,
but ** Yes "' in European countrics before
the War. The German Empire—which

was the name by which Germany was |

known before the War, consisted of no
lesz then four kingdoms, six Grand Duchies,
five Duchies, three independent cities, and
the HReichslend—which was  Alsace-
Lorraime. A duke was really & petty sort
of king, and was the ruler of a province.
A prince was any son of & royal Egr.mnﬂgu
—s0 it often happoned that a duke ranked
much higher than & prince. In this
country only the sona of the Lung are
antitled to be called ‘' Prince.”

Euriously enocugh, I was talking to a
Porsian tho other day, and he told me that
in Persia one will ofton coma across

PRINCES WHO ARE BEGGARS.

In Persia every son of & prince iz called
a prince, and this has been going on for
hundreds and hondreds of yonrs. The

_,: 9 ]
i

the following address ;

reault 15 that thoro are nearly
a8 many princes in DPersia
a3 there are ordinary people !
It reminds me of those South
American armies whers thera
are more pgenerals in  the
forcos than thers are 'E!lrivatas !
The same sort of -thing used
to happen, to a lessor degree,
in nasig — which 18 why
ong finds so many Russian
“princes 77 knocking  about !

One of my readers has
written to me telling mo thet

HE WANTS TO BE A
STEWARD

on an ocean liner, and would
liko to know how fo go about
it, He imust, first of all,
write to the Chief Shore Steward of any
well-known shipping line (he can find out
the address of the offices fvom any shipping
paper) and ask for conditions of service.
He will not have to be afraid ef hard work,
for he will probably have lo stert as a
kitchen assistant, and then it will be up
to him fo work for his own promotion.
The big liner companies afford an excellent
opportunity for boys to advince, and once
he gets a start, it will be his own fault if
he doos not make the most of his
chances.

Ta become o estowand on B cargo steamer,
he must go lo some shipping port whon a
veasol is signing on her crew, and must ashk
the eaptain or the chief steward io giva
him & start as & moessreom boy (that is, a
cabin-bov). A willing boy who is pot
afraid of work will soon learn how to
edvance himself up the ladder of pro-
motion,

Now let's have a Groyfriars limerick.
Thiz comesz [rom Misz Irene Fhillips, of
13, Cheasterton Foad, Plaistow, E.13, and
ghe now owns & splendid Mac®ET pocket
wallat !

Bunter packed Fishy's cake tight inside

hymt,
But Fshy oame along, woe betide him.
Rt
ap sleeves,
andﬂ!; “* How lora rattliog good
Igﬁla ¥

Quite u.poeed offert, what ¥ Well, oow
lot’s got down td Serious tppics—which
raeans, of course, the thinps I have in
stora for you mnext week. The first ia
another splendid yarn from the pen of
Frank Richards. It is entitled :

“FOOL'S LUCK !™

and iz the sequel to the topping yarn you
have just read. Frank Richands, ss the
doctors say, hes piven us * the mixture as
before.” And a jolly good mixture it is,
too—fun, thrills, excitermnont, and tho
thousand and one things which go to make
a jolly good varn.

Next will be instalment number two
of our prand new industrial serial :

“ PETER FRAZER--IRONMASTER ™

I puess vou've learnt o like Peter
Frazer already, chums, and will be waiting
on tenterhooks to zee what i going to
happen to him next weelk. This yarn is
going to prove a ™ great hit,” bolisve me.

Then we'll have Dicky Nugent's con.
tribution—a real rib-ticklor, eontitled:

“ WELL DONE, THE FOQURTH ! "

being the third and last warn in the
exciting * footer™ ceries. Also another
article on fying.

Weed I mention that I shall be in the
offico as usual, waiting to hesr from youtl

Cheerio, chuma,
YOUR EDITOR.



THIS WEERK'S

A Powerful New Long

STAR STORY-—

and Paul Pontifex Prout, master of the Fifth Form.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Two on the Telephone !
BGB CHERRY jumped.

He was startled.

Quelchy was out. He knew

that Quelchy was out, because

fiva paira of eyes had watched My,

Queleh’s stately progress down to the

gstes, and had tcen him safely off the
premises, ' _

Quelchy being out, there was ne
reason, s far as H'urrr Wharton &
Co. could see, why a fallow in necd
of a telophone should not use Quelchy’s
telephond.

Hence Bob's rather
situation at the present moment. He
was standing in his Form master's
study with the receiver in his hand,
about to ask for hiz call
Already a gentle, feminine .

alarming

Lions

Dbviously, he had expected to find it
vnoccupied, for he gave quite & jump
a3 he saw theo junior there.
Coker frowned. .
. “What the thump are vou doing
here, vou young sweep®” he exclaimed.
Bob grinned cheerfully. He did not
mind a Fifth Form man findiog him
in the study. Coker of the Iifth,
though o very important perzon in his
own cstimation, was in the estimation
of the Remove nobody at all.

“Halle, hallo, hkallo!” =said DBob
cheerily. “Yonu made me jump, you
asz! I thought Quelchy was coming
hﬂﬂk 1:1

“What are you doing here?”

repeated Coker.
“What are you doing here, if wyou
come to that?” asked Baob,

and tigers and other dangerous animals

Complete School Tale of Greyfriars, featuring Harry Wharion & Co.
By FRANK RICHARDS.

most extraordinary communication she
had ever received since she had taken
up her dutiea at the Courtfield
Exchanpe.

“ ¥ arcoooooh I

“What?” gasped the young lady ak
the exchange.

But Bob did not answer her.

ile couldn't!

In Horace Coker's poweriul grasp, he
waa  wrenched away from the instru-
ment, and the receiver was left hang-
ing to its cord.

“Ow!” gosped Bob. “You silly ass!”

Ho turned on Coker and grappled
with him, boiling with wrati.

Both of them had come there to
borrow DMr. Quelch’s telephone.  Bob
had been first. and was obviously en-
titled to wse the instrument first, But
that mattered nothing to the
lofty Coker. To wait for o

voice had coms along the ; . Lower Fourth fag was an
wircs, BAYINT “ Number, Mr. Paul Pl‘ﬂ'llt, the Fifth Form master of idea that never  entered
pleaso ¥ Gﬂﬁl‘iﬂl’ﬁ, has faced with Hﬂﬂinﬁhjllg nerve—  Horace Coker's lofty mind at

Before Bob eould pgive his
number, there was a sound of
footsteps, rather heavy foot-

steps, in Masters' passage.
Thoy stopped at the study
door.

“0Oh, crumbs!” murmured Bob.

He had no doubt that Quelchy, after
starting, had como back for something.
It was most unfortunate. Quelchy was
not likely to be pleased at fnding a
member of his Form making free with
his study and his telephone. Te was
likely to be displeased., ‘“Thero was
a cane lying on the study table. It
scemed: probable that Robert Cherry
was ahout to make closer acquaintance
with that cane.

But thore was no escape for Dob.
Even as he stood there, looking round
in alarm towards the door, the door
opened.

Then Bob gave a pasp of relick.

It was not M, Queleh.

“Coker 1" cjaculated Idob.

It was Horaco Coker, of the Fifth
Form, who strode into the sludy.

according to his own story.
he had fo face the deadly attack of an un-

serupulous blackmailer.

“You little sweop—"

“You g sweepl®

Coker camo across the study to the
telephione. Evidently, Coker also knew
that Queleh was out, and had need
of & telephone.

“(zive me that receiver,” he snapped.

“Just going to phone, old bean.”

Cokaor glaced.

“I've told you to give me that re
ceiver,”

“Number, pleaze?” ecams over the
wires, in a slightly aeidulated tone.

Bob Cherry, taking no heed of Coker,

approached his mouth to the frans-
mittor.
Coker, at the =ame moment,

epproached his hefty right hand to the
back of Dob's collar,

The woung lady at the exchange,
listening for the number, received the

But never yet has

all. He would have scorned
the tdea, anvhow., Coker, ra
he often said, had a shovt
way with fags.

“You checky azs]” roarced
Buob,

" Zhut up ! snapped Coker.

“I'll jolly well—*

“Shut up, I tell
wasting my time!”

Coker hurled the junior aside. Dob
was a very sturdy fellow, but he was
not up to the weight of the hefky
Mifth-Former. There wera fellows in
the Sixth whe were not up to Coker's
weight,

Tiob went eprawling on Mr. Quelch's
carpet with a gasp.

Icaving him there, Coker turned to
the telephone again, and picked up the
receiver.,

" Conrthcld 200" he said.

Bob Cheary sat up dizzily,

He had had = Ilma'l.rg,r bump on the
floor, and hs was breathless. DBut he
scrambled up, wilh the intention of

Jue Muscxer Lanmapy.—No. 1,133
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purling himself ai Coker. Coker rather
flaMtered himself on his short way with
fags, but with the fags themselves it
was nos, of course, popular. .
But on second fhuughtS, proverbizily
the better, Bob did not hurl himself
at Coker. Sorapping in a master’s
study was zather too reckless a pro-
ceeding. Coker never .thought of the
consequences, but Bob could not hel
thinking of the view Hemry Bamue
Quelch would take, if he came back
and found his study locking as if a
dog-ight had taken place there. It
waa wiser to deal with Coker outside
the study. So Bob restrained his wrath

and waited. o
Coker, unheeding the indignant
Removite, was proceeding with his
telephoning. Remove fellows were to
Horace Coker like the idle wind, which
he regarded nok.
“That Courtheld 200—Courifield
CGarage " he was saying into the trans-
mitter, while Bob gasped for breath,
“{ioker speaking from Greyfriars
Bahwwol—Horace Coker!”

“Ves, sir.” The answer came very
respectfully from the garage, Coker
was & good customer at that garage.
He had heaps of money to spend, and
they helped him to get rid of ik

“Send the car at half-past two,” went
on Coker, "I want it to run ocoross to
Lantham, in time for the football match

there. I'm taking some fellaws. Bend
the Rolls.”

*Certainly, sir”

“Yon will put it down to my
zocount.”

" Quite sir.”

"%alf-pﬁt two at Greyfriars,” said
Coker.

“¥Yery good, sir”

Coker put up the recciver, and turned
away from the instrument. He fixed a
frowning glance on Bob Cherry.

“You came here io use your Form
measter’'s t&laghnnn?” he demanded.

“Yea, mssl

“Well, T can’t allow anything of the
kipd,™ said Coker. “Cet out of this
study.”

Bob blinked at him. As Ceoker had
just uged the telephone himself, this
was cool, even for Coker. DBut it was
Coker all over.

“"Why, you—you cheeky
gespad Bob.

“Qutside ! said Coker.

“You burbling chump—-~*

“That's enough”

Cloker demonstrated oneca more his
eghort way with fags. His powerful
grasp fell on Bob Cherryv, and Bob was
jerked to the door. He went struggling
wildly, but he went. Coker jerked him
out into the passage, still resisting
wildly, and dropped him thers in a
breathless heap. Bob sprawled and
spluttered, and Coker of the TI'ifth
walked loftily away and left him to it

Bob sat up.

He was rumpled and untidy and
breathless, and for some moments ha
could do nothing but gasp and splutter
for breath. And he was in a towering
state of wrath. Ilis ome thought was—as
soon as lie got his zecond wind—to rush
after Coker, call his comrades to his
aid, snd smite Coker hip end thigh.
Coleer of the Tifth had received many
lezsons in dealing with the Remove
fellows, but evidently he was in need of
OIe Mmore.

But aﬁmn the proverbial superiority
of second thoughts caused Bob to change
hiz mind.

The wrathial
changed o a ebgrm.

He staggored to his feet; but instead
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idiot—-"

frown on hiz faca

Py O, s B Je
pe . in k ch’s etudy.
There he took up the recciver and
called Courtfield 200.

“Hallo!"” came through from Ceourt-
field Garage.

“Bpeaking from Graifriara,"
Bob, making hia voice as e.? and gru
B3 %t:miibl-&, to resemble the dulcet tones
of Hor

said

ace Coker. * About the car jusk
ordered——"
“Yes, air.”

“Don’t send it to thé school—stop it
at the crossroadsi on Courtfield
Common, and pick me up there.”

* Certainly, sir”

“Tll be there with my friends by the
time the car gets to the cross-roads. Ie
that clear§i™ i "

“Quite, sir, thank you.

"gﬂﬂd-i:rym“

Bob rang off. The man at the garage
who had just received Coker's call had
no doubt that Coker had rung a second
tima to add those further instructiona,
Bob left the study with a cheerful grin
on his face. Coker of the Fifth was
likely to wait a long time for that car
to pick him up at Greyfriars School.

THE SECOND CHATPTER,

Whose Car?g

1 BAY, you fellows "
I ““Roll off, Bunter.”
“I'm coming.”
“ Bow-wowl’

“T know Bob's gone to phone for a
taxi,” said Billy %unter, blinking at
the four juniors in the quad through
hiz big spectacles. *“Well, if you're
going to have a taxi I'll come. 8eel”

Harry Wharton & Co. smiled.

Four members of the famous Co. wers
weiting in the oquad for Bob Cherry to
come out of the House,

The Famous Five, aa well as Coler,
intended to got over to Lantham that
afternoon, to see the League match
there. It wag a half-holiday, and there
wad no game at Greyiriars—no game in
which the Remove were concerned, at
all events, A Form match between the
Fifth and the Sheil did not interest the
heroes of the Remove.

Funds were high among the five for
once. That was why they had resolved
on the unusual luxury of a taxi to
Courtfield Station to catch the express
for Lantham, To c¢all & taxi it was
necessary to felephone, for which reason
the chums of the Remove had carefully
watched Mr. Quelch depart, to patronise
hiz instrument while he was gone.
Incidents of this kind no doubt
accounted for little diffenlties that
csometimes cropped up between Mr,
Quelch and the Poet Office authorities
when the bill came in for telephone
ealls, Mr, Quealch often told the other
masters in Commeon-room that he knew—
positively knew-—~that he hadn't had all
the calls with which he was charged, and
made bitter remarks about Government
inefficiency.

Billy Bunter was not specially inter-
cated in League matches. But he was
dﬂep:i interested in tea at the Pagoda
Tea-zhep which waz to follow. Cer-
tainly the fat junior would not have
walked to the station. Dut if there
was going to be a taxi there was poin
to be a Bunter. Thoe taxi made it aﬁ
right for Dunter, and it was, of course,
unnecessary t¢ consider anvbody else,

“But we're going by train, faity,”
said Frank Nugent. “ You'd have to pay
your fare to Lantham.”

“I think ono of my pals might stand
me & ticket !”+gaid Bunter, with dignity,

“¥ioll, go and ask ona of vour pals”

guggested Johnny Bull “1f you oan
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find one 10 stand your fare we'll
you & lift in our taxi to the station.
“Oh, really, Boll—"
“ Better buek ;.37-," said Frank, “Your
Nﬁﬂ

ﬁiﬂ

pals may be ha find, old fat hean.™
Oh, really, Nugent—->"

buck-upfulness is the proper
caper,” agreed Hurreo/ Jamset Ram
Singh., “ Procrastination is the cracked
El* er that saves a stitch in time from

eing a bird in the bush, as the Englizh
proverdb saye.

“Ha, ha, ha|”?

"“Oh, really, Inky ! Bunter blinked
at the smiling four reproachfully., Evi-
dently they wers the pals to whom he
had alluded, t-hmlfgh they were wilfully
blind to the fact, “1I
fellowa—"

""Here’'s Bob1” gaid Nugent, as Bob
Cherry came out of the House, looking
a little red and rumpled, but very mezry

and bright,
“Halle, hallo, hallol
ready ! asked Bab,

“The readyfulness is terrifip——="

The taxi won't ba hers yet,” maid
Harry Wharton, “I's got to come from
Courtfield—that’s three miles or so——"

“That’s all right,” said Boh, “leave it

to your Uncle Hobert] Come on. Like
to come, Bunteri®

Billy Bunter jumped.

“Yes, rather!™ hif gasped.

“Bub what—" asked Wharton,
puzzled. “Do you want to walk along

gAY, Yyou

You fellowa

and meet the taxi, Boh?”

“I've washed out the taxi.™

“What for, asst Want to walk to
Courtfield 7"

“There’s a car,” explained Bob. “I'm
horrowing a friend’s car for the whele
run, inetead of taking the train from
Caurtfield.”

“My only hatl”
* Whose car? gasped Johnny Eull,
“Oh, n Fifth Form man's,” said

Bob carelessly. “He asked for it—in
fact, begged for it—so I'm not saying
no, Coma on—no time to lose, the car
will be weaiting at the cress-roads in
ten minutes, ™

“Why couldn’t It come to the achool 1™
asked Prank.

Bob Cherry chuckled,

“Lots of reasons| Come on.”

“A car all the way 1" ejaculated Bun-
ter. “Why, it coets Pnunds for & car
to Lantham and back.™
. “Money’s no object with my friend
in the Fifth, Come on.”

*What-ho !” chuckled Punter.

Bob Ehm-rﬁ_led_ihe- way down to
the gates. His friends followed him
in a rather porplexed mood. They had

felt that they were rather “going it™
in calling a taxi for Courtfield. A car
all the way fo Lantham, and all the way
back, waz a luxury thet fell to the lot
of only wealthy fellows—such as Coker
of the Fifth. Still, if there was a good
thing pgoing theg were quito ready to
make the most of it,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Newland|®
bawled Bob. Like a trip to Lanthan
to see jzihe League match? We're having
a CAT.

“What-ho ¥ answered Monty New-
land prnm?ﬂii

“Teddy! Halle, halle halle, Toddy!
Join up, old man—ear to Lantham for
the foothall match.”

“I'm on!” ead Peter Todd.

Eight juniors turned out of the gates
and walked along the Courtfield road.
It was & cold day, bub dry and bright,

and 1:!1-5::,{_l wera in great spirits. Joy-
rides rather sppealed to them.
“SBomebody left vou fellows a for-

tune?” asked Peter Todd.

you won & car in a raffle?”
* Neither,” answerad Bob cheerily—*a

Fifth Form man is standing this car"

“0Or have



EVERY SATURDAY
“Do you hear me? ™

his mouth to the transmiiter.
approached his helly

young lady at the exchange asked
his number, (See Chapter L.)

““YWhat on earth for?”

“For us"

“Fathead! I mean whyt”

“The whyfulness is terrific,” remarked
Hurres Yamset Ram Singh. “I think-
fully nsin'a thit 1 is some sort of
esteemed jape., :

“Right. on tho wigket, Ioky,” said

Boh, ‘b‘r‘igl £ . "Enl we get the
car | What's the odds, so long as you'ro
’Eﬂp}"?"

A somewhat puzzled but very cheery
party of juniors arrived at the cross-
roads on Courtficld Common. A large
end handsome Rous was already stand-
ing there, with the chaufieur waiting
beside it. He glanced at the party of
Greyiriars men and touched hie ecap
as they came up to the car.

“From Courtheld Garage?” asked
Bob.

“Y¥es, sir.”

“*Then, this iz the cer Coker ordered ¥

"Yes, air,”

“Coker 18, unable {0 come, but the car
goes all the eame™ F,,IIJEH.EEE-LI Bob.
“We're his friends.”

“Very good, :ir.”

“1 say, you fellcws, there won't be
room for the lot of ws i1 that car”

said Dilly Bunte:, “BSomebody had
better stop behind.” .
“Good idea!" agreed Bobn. “You

gtop behind, Bunter.”

“Oh, really, Cherry~—-*

“That will leave soven—-"

“Beast! I'm coming M

And Dunter bolted headlong into the
car to make sure that if snyone was
left behind, 15 was pot William George
Buntar. ]

“Pack in, you men,' said Bob, “T'l
git in front with tho driver, as I'm the
hig ast. ]

‘You mean you've get the biggest
feot 7" asked Johowy Bull. " There
wouldn't be room for both of them in
the car, that’s a cerv.?

*Look here, you asy——=

snapped Coker, :
receiver ! ** Bob Cherry, {aking no heed of Coker, approached
At the same moment, Coker
right to the back of Boh’s collar.
“ Yaroooooh ! ** yelled Bob into the transmitfer, just as the

* Give me that

T, -
3 sl
T T T Ny S .

“Tumble in," said Ha.rri Wharton,
&

“the sconer we're oft the better. It's
& longer war by car than by train.
We don't want to be late for the match.”
The juniors packed themselves in,
Bob taking the iroot seat, and the well-
laden car glided awav for Lantham,
Bob Cherry smilea cheerily, as the car
ate up the miles, and the keen wind
from the sea blew into his ruddy face.
Coker of the Fifth had a short way with
fags. One fag, at least, was demon-
strating that he had a short way with
Coker of the Fifth. Coker, in Bob's
opinion, had asked for this—in [fact,
begged for it. There was, so far as
Eob could see, no reason why Coker of
the Fifth should not gei whai he begged
for. And the thought of Horace Coker
waiting at Greyfriars fur the car that
was cating up the miles to Lantham
made Beg emile, with a smile that
looked as if it would not come off.

e —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Three for the Train !

i IME it was here!” remarked
‘Potter of the Fifth.
“Quite [ obzerved Greene,
Both of them looked at
Horace Coker.

Coker of the Fifth, stretehed at easo
in the big armchair in his study, with
his long legs extended their full length,
and his handz in his pockets, did not
stir. Coker was feeling comiortable,
and disineclined to stir.

Potter and Gresne thought it was a

od idea to walk down to the gates
or the ear. Not so Coker.

“It's all right, you men,” said Coker
carelessly.

“Buk * said Fotier.

“T toll you it's a:l right,” said Coker
testily. "“I've tipped a fag of the
Second to come end tell me when the
car gets here.i

“Well, it's rather late,” said Potter.

Coker glanced et his watch.

“It's & bit late,” he admitted. * But
they always send me a good car, and if
covers the ground all right, T'll tell
the chauficur to let her out.”

“There'll be a rotten ¢rowd at the
gronnd,” remarked Greene., " Wa
ialun‘t want to get rotten places by being
ﬂ.mr”

“We shan't be late”

flnut.mﬂ

"Leave 1t to me,” zaid Coker. "I'm
managing thisa! You fellows needn't
worry. All you havo to do is to leave
things to me, and they'rs bound to
come right, Seai™

FPotter and Greene did not “see”
But they felt that they had to leave it
to Coker. Coker waz standing the car
—it was always Coker who did thoso
magnificent and expensivae things, Still,
if that expenszive car got them to Lan-
tham too late to see the football match,
it wonld be rather a pily. But they
knew from old that it was fatile to
argue with Coker., The car was late—and
the minutes wers passing. But Coker
waz {alking—and whena Coker war talk-
ing, he hardly heeded the passage of
time. When Coker was talking—which
was frequoently—the minutes seemed to
fly—to Coker. To his hearers, on the
other hand, they secmed to drag along
their weary length like wounded snakes.
It was a difference in the point of view.

Coker had & letter in his hand—a
letter from his celebrated Aunt Judith.
He wa= telling his chuins abour it.

Potter and Greens were politely
interested, with perhaps more politeness
than interest.

Certainly, Coker's Aunt Judy was &
valuable possczsion. It was from Aunt
Judy that these ripping hampers came
for Horace, which he whacked out so
generously with his friends. It was
chiefly from Aunt Judy that the big
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remivesuCes CAMS, WOLCH made Coker a
fellow worth knowing,

Had that letter from old Miss Coker
deslt with s hamper, or a remittance
of course, Potter and Greene woul
have been glad to hear all abeut it
But it deslt with a matter in which
they had no concern, and only as much
interest as politeness forced from them.
Two Fifth Form men at Greyfriars
really couldn't be expected to worry
because an innocent old lady bad taken
into her employment a secretary who
had iurned out to be s doubiful cher-
scter, and who had disappeared sud-
denly, feveral articles of wvalue disap-
pearing at the same time,

Coker, on tha other hand, wae' deeply
goncerned,

Coker "was fond of his Aunt Ju a8
he had every reasor to be. Aunt Judy

Imost _worshipped Horece, which, as
ar as Horace could see, was very right
and proper, and guite patural. Aunt
Judy regarded hia as the handsomes$,
cleverest, and finest fellow that had ever
honoured the esrth by walking om it.
Coker regarded Aunt Judy as & lady of
very good judgment indeed.

C{Jter had told his study-mates all
- about it—many timea ex-
pressed u;rmapai » ond bad espected the
mitter to drop.

It did not drop, ; ;

It me a constant topio with
Cloker, and Potter and Greene, at times,
almost wept with boredom when he told
them about it all over again.

Even Coker's lavish spreads in the
study hardly compeénsated them for
hearing, over and over again, sboub
.that rascal Buszzard, and how he had
diddled Misa Coker, and how Coker
would haveé dealt with him had he been
on_the spot. . .

Coker was “at it again,” as his chums
expressed it. Another letter from Aunt
Judy had told hifm that nothing had
been heard of that wicked man she had
trusted, and who had robbed her.
Coker went into the maiter, wide and
large, &5 he sat in tho armchair, wait-
ing for the ear to arrive. Potter and
‘{reene felt that they would almost
rather have walked all the way to

an.
“The awful rogue, you know,” said
Coker. "I saw .hlg:l in the hols—did I

mention thet I eew tha’ mean Buzzard
in the holidays{"

“You didl” said Poiter; adding
under his breath:; "About a million
tinies. ™

“ A measly little beast,” said Coker.
“Horrid ugly little man with a long
%“Eh]?"l']gu than yours, Potter—"

as ugly, and longer,” said
“Eyes of a greenish colour.
I knew he was a rogue when I first
saw him."”

“Why didn’t you warn your aunk
sbout him, theni? asked Potter vici-
ously.

Coler did not reply for a moment.
He was guite assur that he had known
that the long-nosed, green-eyed littlo
man was & rogue, at frst sight. Btill,
it certainly hedn't occeurred to him to
gwﬁr Aunt Judy the tip. Indeed, he

ad never given the man Buzzard a
thought at all, till he heard that he
had disappeared from Coker Lodge,
taking some portable property with him.

But Coker was not going to admit
that, even to himself. Coker was con-
vinced, or at least determined to be-
lieve, that his eagle eye had spotied
the rogue at the first glance.

“Yes, why didn't you, Coker 7 asked
Greene, .

“The worst of consulting you fellows
ia that vou make such a lot of carp
remarks, instead of talking sense!”
gaid Coker. “As T said, I knew the
man was 8 rogue—and what happened
aftorwards proved it. If only -it had
happened in the holidays, I'd have put
my finger on him fast enough. The
police haven't foupd him, I'd have
found him.”

Fotter closed one eve at Greene.

“I should have picked up a clue to
him, or snmething,”'e::f;hmad Coker.
“Depend on it, ha wouldn't have got
clear away, if I'd been there. I told
Aunt Judy so in my letter to hor, 8he
agrees! A very intelligent” old soul,
my Aunt Judy. ; . )

“I say, that cer's jolly latel”.eaid
Greene restively.

“That's all nnght—"

“But it's turned three,” said Greena
“We shall never get to Lantham in
time for the kick-off, if we wait any
longer.”
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Coker seemed impressed at lash
Even (Cokex's powerful brain could
realise that it was of litile use to drive
over to Lantham to see something that
was no longer to be seen.

Ha rose from the armcheir, and
dropped, at last, the subject of Aunt
Judy and that bad man Buzzard.

et a move on, you menl" said
Coker. ' Let's walk along to meet the
car. It's certainly late. We'll meet it
on ¢he road. Let's buck up. Look
here, get goingl No good slacking

about the study [

That was ﬂgst- like Coker. Potter
and Greene had long been anxicus to
got & move on, and go to meet the
e¢xpected car to save time. But Coker
asspmed, as a matter of course, that he
was the only fellow with any “go” in
him, and that he had toe buck other
fellows up.

Coker strode out of the study, Potter
and Greene following him, with
ininéicnl looks at the back of Coker's

2ad.

They put cn their hats and coats and.
left the house, hoping to find the car
at the gates. But it was not there—and
the Becond Form fag whom Coker bad
tip%ed to report its arrival had seen
nothing of it. Coker was guite ﬁuazled.
Generally they treated him with grest
distinction at Courtfield Garage. At
that garage Coker ran up bills that bis
Aunt Judy paid without a qualm; and
s Coker was loftily careless in sych
matters ss sccounts, and as Aunt Judy
was & lady with a touching faith in
human noture, the bills were not
always strictly scourate, and Diss
Coker sometimes %ni& for drives that
Horace had never had.

Maturally, such & ecustomer as Coker
was valuable, and had to be treated
carcfully, and as & rule they were vary
eareful not to offend Coker. Now ih?:ﬂ
seemed to be treating him wi
neglect,

“We'll walk along and meet the
sar,” said Coker. "1 can't understand
this! I told ihem plainly, on the
Khﬂ-lm, helf-past’ twa!  Therse couldn't

e o mistake, If they've let me down,
I shall tell them what I think of them,
and give my orders at another gar
But 1 can’t understand anybody letting
me down., It's disrespectiul. I'm not
the fellow to be treated with disrespect,
I think.”

Coker said this, and a lot more, ae
the thres Fifth-Formers walked along
the road towards Courtfield Common,
Potter and Greene said very little,
They were growing cross. They wanted
to seo that game at Lantham; and thay
were rather sorry they hadn’t taken the
tramn. A joy-ridewasattractive, evenwith
Coker in the car. But a train journey
had ils compensations, as they could
hawedgot away from Coker. Now it
looked as if the joy-ride wasn't coming
off; in which case they would have the
train journey and Coker along with itl
It was enovgh fo make any fellow
Cross,

There was no sign of the ear on the
road, and the town came in sight at
lagt, Coker was more and more
puzzled, and Poiter and Greecna more
and more cross.

“They can’t have sent the car at
all!"” grunted Potter, ;

“Butk I told them tol" =aid the
puzzled Coker,

“Well, where is it?”

*“Tt's no asking me where it is,”
said Coker. “Dut they must have sent
it, or else disobeyed my instructions,
That seems hardly possible™

Evidently Horace Coker regarded
himeelf as one having authority. whe
said “‘ Do this,’ and he doeth itl"
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“Well, T don't sea the car!” almost
snarled Greene. "Taken a wrong
road, if they sent it at all-or some-
thing ! We've walked to Courtfield now.
If we'd started earlier, we could lave
got tho bus.”

“IWe'll go on to the garage, and sec
about it,” said Coker., “It's not far
past the station.”

Potter loocked ab his watch. :

“We've just time to ecatch the train.
if we buck up,” he said. “Let's go by
troin”

“Rot!™ snid Coker.

A ecar takes iwice Lhe time—it would
land uws at Lantham when the match
was nearly over:” snapped IDotter.
“We're nearly at the station now—let's
take the train.”™

“Let's!” urged Ciroene.

Coker looked at his watch. e was
quite keen to walk on to the garage to
tell them what he thought of them.
Still, there wos the Leagus mateh at
Lantham to be considered. But Coker
was not the man to accept supgestions,
or acknowledge them, from a mere
follower.

“Leave thiz to me!” bhe said. "“I'm
managing this, There won't be tine
for the car now. We'll take the train.”

“That's what I said—" began
Potter.

“For goodness’ sanke, don't argue.
Potter!  You're alwavs argning. and
wasting time ! said Coker snappishly.

“Look hero—"

“Wa'll eut out the car and take the
train,” said Coker, just as if it was his
own iden. “Don't talk—just move!
If vou slack about like this, wagging
your ¢hing, we shall lose the train. too.
Get a move onl”

Coker marched off towards the rail-
way station. Potter and Creene sup-

ressed  their  feelings, and followed
Eim. What had happened to the car
they could net imagine; but they had
no doubt that Coker had mucked up
the arrangemoeni sgmchow. That was
Coker all overl

They were just in time to catch the
Lantham expreasz  Coker took threc
tickets—{first-clugss—whicl. was a slight
consolation to his friends for his com-
pany in the train. They rushed across
the platiorm and leaped in, just before
thoe express started.

“Caught it,” said Coker, as he
seftled down in a corner seat. *Lucky
for you men I was with you. Yon'd

You fellows never

G IR

have lost it. can
catch trains, can you

No reply.

“Leave it to me to manape,” said
Coker chearfully, “Some fellows aro
born toe command. you know—born
leaders! 1 happen to be one of them.
I don't brag of it—it just happens.”

“I think—" began Potter in a deep
volees,

“Don't vou think, old bean—leavo ihe
thinking to me,"” said Coker. *1It's
not in your line, old chap. MNow, I was
telling voun in the study before we
started——"

Potter and Greene groancd simulta-
neously. They were going fo have the
Buzzard story over apgsin, they counld
see that, They were tired to death of
Aunt Judy's vanished scevetary.  Ther
groancd—they could not help it. Tleally,
1t would have been better to have taken
their own ticketz, and dodped Coker for
the alternoon. Coker stared at them.

“AWhat's the matter?” he asked.

“(Oh, nothing!” groancd Potter.

_"I‘_Ec_rtltmg, oid chap!™ said  Lreene
dispirited]vs

“Well, I know you're interested in
this matter, asz friends of mine,” said
Coker.  “That's the best of havin
geally good pals—a fellow can- tal

aboubt things treely, knowing fi3 pais
are interested. As I was saying—'

“Prout pave vou lines this morning,
didn't le?’" asked Potter.

Any subject, Potter felt, was welcome
for & chanpe. Coker was bound fo
talk; there was no help for that. Bul
if he didn't put on a fresh record
Potter felt that he would scream soon.
2o he skilfully switched Coker off. The
way Prout, the master of the Fifih,
trcated Coker, that pglory and orna-
ment of his Iorm, was a sore subject
with Herace. Hp fell Llindly inte the
brap.

“¥es," be said, “He made out that
there was something wrong with iy
conztrue. L dow’t elatm to be a whale on
the classics, vou men; but I've an idea I
could teach Prout Latin. I've never
had time to bag prizes and things; but
if I went in for that sort of thing I've
oiten thousht that I should make some
fellows epen their eves—some masters,
tao. Prout was quite wrong this morn-
ing. He generally i3, 1 ecame jolly
near shying Livy .at his head, I can teil
you !"

And Coker, snce on that topie, ran
on, and kept to the subject of Dlr,
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Prout till the train ran into Lantham;
for which relief his faithful chiuims were
thankful.

b

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The League Maich at Lantham !

T H&LLD; hallo, hallo! Here wo
arel™
The Rolls halted, and Bob
Cherry jumped down.,  “The
chauffeur opened the door of the car,
and it disgorged itz contents,

Harry Wharton & Co. had arrived at
Lantham in ample time for the foothall
mateh. Coker's car bad come in very
useful.

“"We're going round to the Pagoda

for tea, alter the match,” remarked
Johony Dull, *“The car can wait
there. "

“That's right!” agreed Bob; and Lo
gave the necessary insiructions to the
chauffeur, who drove away in the Rolls

“1 sav, you fellows—"

“Shut up, Bunter!"

“But I =ay, I've gol an ideg——"

“Toake 1k away and boil it.”

“I say, you fellows, what abont
having o smack at the Pugoda before the
malch ¥ wrged Bunter. “I'm hangey”

“Aro vou ever anvihing else?”
grinned Peoter Todd,

“Boast! I say, vou fellows, it doesn't
matter if we miss the first half, vou
know,” said DBunter. - “Let's go to the
Pagoda., I say, vou fellows, don't walk

T

away while a fellow's talling to youml
Beasts!” ‘

The fellows did walk awasw, and
Bunter, with &8 discontented grunk;
rolled after them. Bunter's suggestion
scomed, to his fat self, an enunently
sensible one; bub it did not scom
popular among the other fellows., They
pushed inte the football ground, and
Bunter puzhed in after them, his fak
thoughts following the car fte the
Pagoda. ]

The Greyfriars party got good places,
in plenty of time for the kick-off. They
settled down comfortably.

“Jolly good of Coker io lend us that
car—what ?" Bob Cherry remarked.

“Coker?"” repeatoed Wharton,

“Yes, He lent us the ecar.”

“Did he know he lent it to us ¥ asked
Johnny Bull.

“I fancy not!
later,™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Bab  Cherry  ezplained
episode in Quelch’s study.
chuckled as they listened.

“"You see, Coker asked for it." said
LBolb. “Ho wouldn't 1otk me use & Form
master's telephono to phone for o taxi.
OF courze, I should have phoned, all the
sanme; but it ocourred to mo fo use
Coker's car, instead. He likes to have
Itis own way, so I let him !

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Therﬁ*lll be 8 row whon we gow
Coker ppain!™ chuckled Nugent.

“The rowfulness will be terrific!”

“Probably!" apreed Bob. “But wa
can give Coker all the trouble he wants,
and a little over.”

“Hear, hear!”

“It may even be o lesson to him, and
warn him not to meddlo with the
BRemove,” remarked Bob. “Like his
chcelt to use our Form master’s tele-
phene, anvhow! Trout’s got a phone
i his stady; and a Fifth Form man
onght to use that!™

*Frout hadn’t gone out!” said Whar-
ton, with a laugh. “*You can't do theso
things when a master's at home.”

“The bagfoincss of the car 13 a proper
punishment for the checkfulness of the
estecmed  Coler ™ remarked Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh. “But the worthy
Coker will bo terrifically infuriated.™

“I say, you fellows——"

“ Dry up, Bunter!"

“Here they comel"” said Monty New-
land; and conversation ceased among
the juniors, ond they watched the
foothallers.

It was quite & good mateh, between
Lantham Hamblers &snd a junior
League team, and the Greyfriars moen
wers keenly interested, heing keen foot-
ballers themselves, with the exception
of Bunter.

Bunter was bared. Why any fellow
should sit watching o football match
when he might be sitting in o bun-shop
cnjoying & sproad, was a mystery to
William George DBunter—a mystery that
fits fat brain was never likely to salve.

Twice during the first balf Bunter
propostd an adjournment to the Pagoda;
and Iz  proposition was not oven
listomed to. When the inferval came
Bunter grew more emphatic.

“I say, yvou fellows,™ he urged, “1'm
hungry! What's the good of stopping
here watching these duds? They don't
play footer like I do, anvhow. ™

“They don’t!”" agreed Bob Cherry.

“The don'tfulness is terrific!”

“Well, what about cutting out the
second half, and poing along to tho
Pagoda?”" asked Dunter. “Jolly good
ideca—what? Look here, I'm going to
stand a spread all ronnd! You fellows
lave stood me a drive, and I'm poing
to stancd the spread. That's only faic”
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% Bow-wow ™
] mean it,” said Bunter. *I shall
bave to ask one of you fellows to lend

me a quid, &s, coming away in & hurry,
1 left my purse, in the study. But you
won't mind that™

" %VYou left your purse in the studyi®
asked Bob.
“Yes, old chap.”

“Thid you leave anything in the
purse 1"

“¥{a, ha, bhal®

1] EEH-E‘L i"

Heedless of the famished state of
William George Bunter, the Greyiriars

party remained for the second half.
Bob Cherry looked aver the crowd
several times, to see whother Cokor &
Co. had arrived. As Coker had—in o
way, at least—asked for it, Bob had
feli fully justified in borrowing his car.
But he cgaritablr hoped that Coker &
Co. had got along by some other means

of lecomotion.
Just hefore the second half started he

discerned two_ Fifth-Formers of Grey-
friars coming in.
“There's KP-I}H-E:I and Greene!” he

remarked.

The juniors leoked round. Poitex
and Greene were at & distance, but they
eould see that the two looked rather
disgruntled ; and that Horace Coker was
not with them. Apparently they had

ed Coker somewhere on the way to
tha feotball ground.

*Whare's Coker,
marked Wharton. i

“atill looking for that ear, perhapa!
wiggested Nugent.,

“Ha, ha, hal” _

And then the ball was kicked off
pgain, and the Greyfriars fellows forgot
nﬁ about Coker of the Fifth.

I wonder?” re

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
A Surprising Recogniticn !

WND where was Coker?
A Thereby hangs a talel
The express camoe into Lan-
tham in ample time for
Coker & Co. to pet across to the foot-
ball ground., That was what Coker &
Co. expected to do. But it was the un-
expected that happened. _
ig'{;]-:er happily ewitched off the topic
of that bad man Buzzard and his pur-
loining of portablo property at Coker
Lodge, and talked on the subject of
Prout during the journey; and was etill
talking when the thres Fifth-Formers
alighted from tha train.

Prout was, in fact, one of Coker's
favourite topies. ; ;

Coker had many misunderstandings
with his Form master. Prout had no
idea what a prize-packet he had in
Coker in the Fifth., He never dreamed
that ho was, so to speak, entertaining
an angel unawares.

8o far from realising or acknow-
ledging what a eredit to the Form
Coker was, Prout persisted in regarding
him as a dunce, & duffer, and the most
backward fellow in the Fifth.

Every man in the Fifth agreed that
Prout’s  opinion was we l-founded,
except Coker. Coker did not agrse.

Many times Coker had come near to
losing patience with Prout. Many times
he had been tempted to shy Livy at his
head.  Fortunately, he had resisted
these temptations.

But he often told 1'E"‘nl.‘:uiﬂh':i' and Groene
that there was a limit, and that he
doubted whether be could stand Prout
much longer. What was going to
bhappen when the time arrived when he
eould no longer stand Prout, Coker
did not explain.
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“That man FProot—" Coker was

saying, as he step froma the train
after Potter and reene.

Then he j

Ha sto talkingl

Something bad suddenly struck Coker
with surprise—in amazemant. He

left off talking; ond that in itself was
so unusual that bofh Potter and Greens
looked round at him.

They saw Coker standing as if rooted
to the platform, staring across it in
blank astonishment.

Astonished themselves, they followed
his gaze,

On the other side of the platform was
the local line, where slow ttains st
for emall places. Half a dozen pas-
sengera wers loitering about, waiting
for the local, which was to carry them
on to +Fri&rt§nl& or Woodend, or some
such village,

Among these passengers was a little
man dressed in black, with a long,
sharp nose that was like a beak, and
green cyes.

Upon this unplessent-looking gentle-
man Coker's gaze was fzed. He stood
rooted, his mouth open in astonishment.

Potter touched him on the arm.

“What on earth’s up?"” he demanded.

“Come on, Coker!” said Greene.

Coker did not come on. He stood
and stared and gasped.

“Him i*

“Him! Who?"” asked Polter.

“ That villain!*

“What willain?"” ssked the amazed
Potter,

“You romember my telling you about
thet man Buzzard—"

Potter groaned.

“The man who awindled my Auné
Judy—" i

“Wea shall be late, after sll|” said
Greene, “Come on, Coker i

“ 5hut up, Greena |V

“But, I say—" urged Potter,

Really, he was not feeling equal fo
listening to any more about that maon
DBuzzard, with only & few minutes left
to get to the football ground.

“It's him ™ exelaimed Colker, with
great exciternont and reckless disregard
of grammar. *It's him I?

“ Who's him 1 gasped Potter.

“That beaky little beast across the
platform 1™

“Oh, my hat 1*

. Potter and Greene stared across et the
little man in black again, The long-
nosed gentleman was locking up the
line, in expectation of seeing the train
comoe in, and did not for the moment
obaerve the group of Greyfriars seniors.

“Menn to say that that's the man
Buzzard 7" asked Potter blankly,

“That's him."

“ But are you suret”

To azk Coker whether he was sure of
angthing was gsomething like waving a
re r;:jg under the nose of a bull. Hae
snorted.

“You silly ass—"

“Well, you've only zeen the man once
or twice, and it waa a long time age,”
said Potter. "1 hardly think—"

“You don’t think at all1” corrected
Coker. “Don’t try. It will make your
head achel I know that man as well
as I know Boccer,”

That, to Potter and CGreene, was a
confession that Coker did not know the
man at all, EBut Coker did not mean
it that way.

“It’'s him,” said Coker, still regard-
less of grammar. *“I know his beaky
nose—rather lilce yours, Potter, as I told
you—"

“ Look here——"

““And his grech eves” said Coker.
“1 know tha rotter! Fancy running
into him like, this "

“ Fanecy |* murmured Greene. *Well,

b
\

1at's get off, Coker |
fa
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We sholl be late
for the foothall match at this rate ™

*Blow the football match I snorted
Coker.

*But we come here to see the game,"
said Greens plaintively.
Snort | from Coker.
“Do you think I'm
blighter get away, now I've got my
on him, %ﬂl‘ the pake of o silly football
mateh 7” he exelaimed. “Don’t ba an

assz, Greena [ .

“Well, what are you going to dol”
demanded Grecne sulkily.

He was not by any means convinced
that the little man in black really was
Miss Judith Coker's runaway secretary
—and he didn't care, anyhow.

“I'm going to collar him and hand
him over to the police!" anncunced
Coker, “You fellows con lond s hand.”™

“YWe sghall miss the footer I

“ Blow the footer I -

“Look here, Coker, if you're making
o mistako——" said Potter uneasily.

Tha bare idea of collaring some harm-
less member of the public and accusing
him of being somebody he wasn’t made
Iotter foel cold all over.

" BPon't be an ass, Potter |

“ But——" urged Greene.

“PDon't be & fool, Greene 1"

“Look he 4

“Como on 1" hooted Coker.

And he strode across the platform
with mighty strides and eager eyes.

Potter and Greene [followed more
slowly, -

The littla man in black had cbhserved
thern now. His greenish eyes turned on
them, carelessly at frest, and then
became fizxed in a ntartled astara om
Horace Coker's rugged, excited face.

EHe jum;aed. just aa Coker had jumped
on sceing him. Evidently he recognised
Coker.

The next moment ke had his back fo
the CGreyfriara men, and was racing
along the platform & the exit.

Potter and Grosne stared after him,
dumbfounded.

They had mot d that Coker
wasz right; it wes 80 highly improbable
that Coker would be right, on that sub-
jeet or any other, Bot the action of
the man in black left no doubt.

He was fleeing with the flectness of
& deer, winding and dodging amobng

ing to let that
eyes

startied ﬁaasr:n erd like & man runoin
for his life. The sight of Coker ha
done it. Evidently the man wea
Buzzard.

“ After him 1" roared Coker.

He _rushed in furious pursuit. After
him, in dazed astonishment, went Potter
and (ireene.

Horace Coker prided himsclf on being
a man of action, mastér of any situation
that might arize—one of those strong,
silent characters who are equal to any
emergency. But, like many of thosa
characters, ho expended too much time
and energy in the exercise of his chin.
Had Cloker, immediately on recognisin
Buzzard, darted across the platform an
seized him, the man in black would
have had no chance—not an earthly,
MNow he had & chance—and a good one.

There was a crowd on the platform
gk Lantham, and the little man wound
among them with the apility of a
mc}nlnlﬁ'j', Coker charged after him like
a bhu

Cokor hurled a passenger to the right
and & passenger to the lelt as he
charged along the platform. It was no
time, Coker felt, to stand on ceremony.
Anybedy in the way had to be shifted
out of the way in the shortest pozsible
time. A roar of angry indignation fol-
lowed Coker along Lantham platform.

He did not heed it. He rushed on,
regardleas.

i porter with a trolly of baggoge
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pushed across his way, He did not seo
Coker coming, and Coker was H%r;m at
too terrific a specd to stop. estab-
lished conteot with a pile of bags and
boxes and trunks on tho trolly suddenly.

Crash| Crashl Bump! Clumpl
Bang! Crashl

Bagpage and trolly and Coker were
wildly mixed. Potter and Greene,
coming on fast behind, added themaclves
to the wreckage.

“Oh orumbe” gasped Potter, as he
sprawled headlong over Coker.

“0Oh erikey I" gosped Greene, as he
sprawled over Potter.

“Owl Ow! Wow! Grﬂm‘fh 1"
gntrgled Coker, as they sprawled on
im. “Owl Gerroff!  Whooop |
Ooooooch 1

“Look ‘erel” roared the Lantham
porter. ;

Coker & Co. struggled up. Bagga

surrounded them like a sea, and the
Egrhar was waving his hands wildly os
expressed his opinion of Coker at the
I:ug of bia voice,
Come on "' spluttered Coker.

“"Oh dear I” _

“Look *ere—" shrieked the portor.

Coker l'-ram!'i]:{:d over the bagrage and
rushed on. Potter and Greenc tottered
after him. Dut Lthe delay had saved
the fugitive. The little man in black
had vunished from the station.

“Which way did he go?”
Coker, grabbing o siartled
lector by the arnin,

“Ow " gasped the man, as his bones
slmost ecrunched 1o Coker’s powerful
grip. “0Ow”

“Eﬁ"hiﬂh wige—" .

“Legpo!l Lergo my arm

b th:h—-—-” 7

“Help 1"

roared
ficket-col-

“Him! Who?* asked

relinguished his viclimo and
Heo charged out of the
station into Lantham High Street,
Potter and Cireene gasping at his heels,
Up and down and round about Coker
glared in search of the little man In
black, but he did not sce him.

“Come onl” gasped Coker. “He
ean’t have got far ! Follow mel We've
got to get him ¥ .

Potter and Greene, resigning them-
solves to their fato, followed Coker.
For & lﬂni tima they hunted op and
down the High Street and the strects
adjoining. Coker was eager on the
chase, but Potter and Greene, every
moment that it lasted, grew more and
more fed up. A brilliant idea ocourrcd
to Potter at last,

“Coker, old man,” hs gasped, “let’s
seporate and search in difforent diree-
tions=—what 7 Meet again at the Popoda
at hall-past five.”

“Right 1” said Coker, for once adopt-
ing a suggestion without delaring to
make it clear that the idea was his own.
* Buck up t”

Coker wvanished round a corner, and
Potter caught Greene by the arm.

“Come on ™ he said. “This way to
the football ground !

Greene chuckled breathlessiy.

“We've t timea to see the sccond
half,” smiled DPotter. “We'll meet
Coker at the Pagoda alterwards {or tea.
I think we've earned our ten.”

"Yes, ratner 1" grinned Greone.

And the two Fiftth Formers walled
awny to the football ground, where they
arrived 1n tirng for the second half.

Coker continued fo seacch uip and
down the porliens of Lantham for the
elusive man in black, He had the im-
prossion that lhis faithful choms were

Coker
rughed on.

Coker stood rpoted to the platform, his gaze Gixed on an unpleasant-
looking gentleman who was walling for a train, * What on earth's
up? ** demanded Potter, tu%ﬁttmg Coker on the arm,

eT.
sunt ! ** exclaimed Coker, greatly excifed.

“It’s him I *
“'The villain who swindled my
(See Chapter 5.)

similarly engaged. But Coker often had
impressions that were quite withouk
foundation,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Palnful for Prout |

{4 ROUT'S got em!”
? Blundell of the Fifth meade
that remark.
Bland, nodded
hiz assent.

His chum,

All the Fifth Form of Greyfriars
Lnew that day that Mre. Prout, tha
portly and ponderous master of the
Fifth, had “got ‘em,” as Blundell
clegantly expressed it.

His ragging Coker in class was no
proof of 1t. He generally ragged Coker
in elass, But that morning he had
ragged nearly all the Fifth.

Prout's temper had been very short
indeed. The least hint of contradiction
always annoyed Prout, but that day it
seemed to infuriate him. When Coker
argued, Prout had really looked iike
boxing Coker's ears—an unheard-of pro-
ceeding, short of which Prout fortun-
&tely stopped.

Something, the Fifth opined, was
worrying FProut; perhaps the rheuma-
tism, a hardy annual that baunted
Prout in the autumn. Whatever it was,

it made the Greyfriors Fifth tired.

At tho present moment Blundell and
Bland were walking in the quad, lofty
and majestic as became seniors, groat
men at games, and ficst-class “ Bloods.”
Lesser mortals they passed by, like the
idle wind which they regarded not.
Becretly they regarded Prout himself as

Tieg Macrer Lisriny.~No. L13.
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a lesser mortal—butb this opinion it was
neccssary to l::ee? secret.

Frout, generally gental, full of chat,
possed the two men of the Fifth with-
out & word or & glance. He did not
seem to geo them. i

Blundell sud his {riend were natur
ally glad, so far as that went. Being
stopped in the quad by Frout for ono
of his chatty talks wes s thing that
Filth' Form men had to endure, buk
which they did not delight in.

Lut it was unusual and surprising for
Frout to pass them by in this menner,
just as if they—the great ones of the

ifth—were lesser mortals themselves.

They stared after him, and Dlundell
vermarked that Prout hed *got ‘ein”
The expression on his fat, lorid face was
clouded and worried.

“He's got ‘eml”
“"Coker’s enocugh to worry any Form
master into & decline™

“It's not only Coker,” said Blundell

agreed  Bland.

sagely. It's mmathinq maore than
{1‘1:1]!-:13:'! ;'d ask him what's the trouble,
only—'

“Only ™ asked Bland.

“Only he might tell me" said
Blundetl gloomily. “You know what
Prout is when he ing. He never

leaves off. Let's beat it before he spots
us and chats.”

And the two great men of the Filth
changed the direction of their walk to
give their Form master o wide berth.

But they need not have feared. Prouk
was pnob in hia uvsual chatty mood. He
did net even see the two Fifth-Formery
in the quad ot all. He walked with &
frowning . brow, and his eyes on the
ground., He walked like a man buried
in dcei:; end painful thought, as no
doubt he waa,

He paced to end fro, occasionaliy
ﬁlam:mg up ab the elock-tower. At last

e gave a sigh and weént into the House.

By force of hahbit his steps led him to
Mastera’ Common-room. One master
was in that room—Mr. Hacker of the
Shell—reading & newspaper.  Hacker
doggedly buried himself deep in that
newspaper, determined not to see Prout
if he could help it.

Ta his surﬁrtsa, Prout did not speak.
Flacker was left undisturbed to the en-
Jjoyment of his newspaper.

Prout drifted round the Common-
roont, stopped at a window, lighted ono
of his big black cigars, and let it go
out. Then he drifted out of the room
again.

He went down Masters' passage to hia
study. Mr. Quelch, who had just come
in, was coming up the passage from the
opposite direction.

Taking advantsge of the fact thak
Prout’s eyes -were cn the foor, Mr.
Quelch quickly side-stepped into his
study and closed the door softly. Safe
in the room, he breathed like o man
who had hed o narrow escape, Thero
was only one mcember of the Greyfriars
staff who enjoyed Prout’s long, long
chats. That was Prout.

Prout turned ‘nto his own atu?,
closed the door, asnd stood at the
window looking out.

Ha sighed. .

. Tho master of the Fifth, usually so
impressive, portly, and majestic, had
quite a erumpled look,

“It is scandalovs!” he said, address-
ing, spparently, the old elmg in the
guad. “ Beandalons 1™

He took a turn across the study., Ha
stopped again, staring at & bust of
Demosthenes on his bookease,

*Scandalous ¥ repeated Mr. DProut,
apparently addressing Demosthenes.

Elen enes took no notice,

Prout sighed agein, ledked at his
watch, sarted out his hat and coat, and
leit the House.
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With a slow and stately motion, like
& fl-lleon under (ll sa:l, Mr. bn:ruﬁ
rolled down to the gates,

Gosling, at the gate, touched his hat.

“A very fine afterncon, sir!” said the
Greyfriars porter, thus giving Prout an
opening for a chat if he %ik&i

Prout only looked at him gloomily.

“For the time of year, sir!"™ added
Gosling.

“Seandalous "' zaid Mr, Prout,

Gosling blinked.

_ Mr. Prout walked out of gates, leav-
ang Gosling staring siter him l;:_i’anlr.'i_'_l.r.
Prout's remark hag been made in con-
nection with his awn gloomy thoughts,
and he was hardly conscious of Gosling.

The Fifth Form master walked down
Friardale Lane.

Dark and gloomy was his brow, and
several timos his eyes flashed, and he
took a grip. on his stick and Hourished
it in the airn

“1 om not to be imposed upon I'’ said
Mr. Prout to space. "I shall refuse to
be imposed upon! Seocundrel I

At the stile on the footpath in Friar-
dule. Wood, Mr. Prout stopped and sat
on the top bar to rest. There had been
a tima when Prout had heen a great
hunter, a mighty hill-climber, an active
walker—at least, so he often told
Common-room. But that time was past,
and at present Mr. Prout could not walk
half a mile without feeling a shoringss
of wind. 8o the vest on the stile was
welcome to him.

Prout fumbled in his pocket, and took
out & letter, which had a well-thumbed
look, and had evidently been read over
several times. Now Prout read it over
again, and his brow blackened as he

read.
Biter's Duildings,
London, E.C.2.
.ﬁi't',

Referrving fo the matier of My,
Eustace Prouf, ond our conversa=
tion on the telephone, owr Mr,
Tighe will see gou {o discuss the
snatler.

We jully appreciale gowr wviewn
that ygou haove noe vesponsibility
wwhaotever for the oclions of this
gentleman, pour '

Neverthelean, wa feel assured
that you wonld prefer the matter
fo be dizcusscd in an amicable
way, and all possibility of scandal
avoilded,. Thizs, we cannot help
thinking, would be very painful
fo o gentlemon in position.
Ag it iz desirable, for obvious
reasons, that the interview should
nol fake place af the school, our
My, Tighe will see you at the place
mentioned, af four-thirly on
Fednesday efternoon.

We are, atr,
Yours faithfully,
Sharp & Co,

““Beoundrels!”” snid Mr. Prout, ad-
dresging the frees of Friardale Wood,
* Leaches [

He folded the letter and replaced it
in his pocket.

Ho descended from the stile and fol-
lowed the footpath. Late in the auwtumn
a8 it was, it was a warm afterncon, and
the purt],y master of the Fifth was
warm, porspiring, and fatiguned. He
had a constderable amount of weight to
carry, and he felt it severely after the
first mile.

But he had an ap&uintm_ent to keep
at & distance from Greyfriars, and he
plugged onward. He emerged st last
on tho towing path on the bank of the
Hark, and followed it ill he came to the
old stone bridge.

The half-hour chimed [rom somewhers
in the distance as Mr. Prout mounted
the bridge.

He stopped there, glanced about him,
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and breathed hard and deep. There was
no one in sight.

“Rascal " said AMr, Prout,

Our Mr, Tighe, evidently, was not
punctual in keeping his appointment.
Mr. Prout took off his hat, wiped his

erspiring brow, and replaced his hat.
Then he stared angrily in the dircetion
of the village of Friardale from which
it appeared that he expected Mr. Tigha
to arrive.

But there was no sign of Mr. Tighe, or
anyone else, on the road from Friardale
to the bridee over the Sork,

Mr. Prout snorted.

He sat down ot last on one of the
stone seats on the old bridge to wait.
The minutes ticked by,

At five o’clock Mr. Prout rose to his
feet, purple with anger and annoyance,
and scanpned the rond. One or two
rural labourers had d him, but no

one who could possi Eg have been Mr,
Tighe, from Sharp Co. of Biter's
Buildings, E.C. 2,

“Beandalouz!” said Mr., Prout. "I

will wait no longer! The rogue has not
cven the manner: to keep an n’ppnint_-
ment! I refuse to wait for him !

But having made that remavk My,
Prout sat down again to wait, Once
more he took out Messra. Sharp & Co.'s
letter, read it through, and replaced it
in his pocket. Once more ho lighted a
big black cigar, allowed it to go out,
and threw it over the parapet into the
Suark. Half nn hour later he rose to his
fect agein, bristling with indignation.
Still our Mr, Tigho did not put in an
AppCarngnce,

‘T will not wait ! hissed Prout,

Buot he sat. down again and waited.

The early dusk was crecping over
woods and the river. The afternoon had
been warm, but it was ﬁmwing chilly
now. Mr, Prout drew his coat mora
closely about him. The dusk deepened
to darkness.

He started up at last at the sound of
o footstep, A little man  dressed in
black, with a long, prominent nose and
a greenish gleam in his narrow, closely-
set eyes, came on the bridge, looking
round him with & curious. cat-like
furtiveness, He spotted the portly
Form master and came towsrds him,
peering at him in the shadows.

“Mr. Prout?" he nsked.

“That i3 my pame, boemed
Frout.

“I am glad to see you here, sir.”

“Are you Mr. Tighe?"

LR I nm.ll
. “From Bharp & Co., who first had the
impudenca to telephone me, and then
the audacity to writc me a jetteri”

“My dear gir—"

“ Undarstand, sir—"" boomed Mr.
Prout. Then hiz booming voice died
away under the cold glitter of the
greenish evea:

, I sm sorry to have kept you wait-
ing, sir,” said the man in black: “v
truly sorry!l ﬂwinﬁ to an accident,
lost my train when I changed at
Lantham for the local line, and I have
been very much delayed. 1 can only
apologise.”

“* It is immaterial,” rumbled Prout.
"PBut I desire you and your employers
plainly to understand—"

“Perhaps, sir, it would be wize to
retire to a less conspicuous spot to dis-
cuss, the matier,” suggested Mr. Tighe.

“There is nothing to discuss!” said
Ar. Prout. “I am not responsibla for

sip "

my nephew, as you are very well aware.

Good gad! I have hardly scen him for
E@fs:trs!” I utterly disclaim any responsi-
1LY,

"Iga;'fect.ly 20, aszented Mr, Tighe;
“and if you decline to discuss the matter
I have only to return to London and
allow the law to take its course. From

{Continued on page 12.)
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Ten years ago the first British plane carried passengers over lo Paris. Now people are growing tired of

fravelling as mere passengers in the huge sky-liners.

LANDING-GROUNDS IN MID-OCEAN !
IF the air-lines now being worked by

the world's passonger-earrying aero-

planes were Ba plain in the skies as

are railway lines on the ground,
non-flyers mipght be sble to pet & better
ides of the simply emazing feats of the
air pioneers.

For they are pionears, theas 1920 pilots
who are opening up fresh pathways through
the hwavens to link up the rogions of the
earth, air-lines streloh now Like
tentacles sll over Europe, down to Tndia
and t, over Australia and Amorios
and Africs.

And it is less than twonty-six vyoars
sines the - fiest successiul man.carrying
plano brought off its staggering stuni—
a flight that didn't last a full minute.

Until ten years ago the Atlantic Ocean
was etill unconqguerad by aeroplanes.
Two Britishers—Alcock and Brown—
showed the world how to do ik, No one
managed it again for eight years, Then
young Colonel Lindbergh euccessiully
crosacd the Atlantic, and the epoll was
broken. It has beon dons time and again
gince, and now engineers aro drawing up
achemos for artificial landing-grounds in
migd-ocean.

Tho idea iz that soroplane * hops
shall bo made possible ovoer tha ocoan.
Evory here and
thoerea, arbificial
islands will bo
anchorad, whero
planes can descond
for refuelling and
to take up and sob
dlown PASSANEars,

MOTORING—A
BACK NUMBER !

In 1803 the
gmmam{; distance

own by any plana,
without ali Ehiug,
was 850 feet.
Slaggoring, isn't
it 7 Then, ton
venrs aro, the fGest

LE ]

‘earrying  sopvico
wasd started. An
axtromaly modost
baginning it was,
too—a conwverted
hombor, ecarryving
o couple of pas-
songers oach day
{when it could get
them) to Paris

Thas Air Forece Cross

won by Flyi
Waghorn, winner of
w BoehnelderTrophy
331 miles par hour,

Officer

British PASSONZOT.

!

_Now the route mileage of the world's
alr enTvicesd rang into scores of thousands
of milos dni!:.r,

But alroady poople are growi
of travelling as mere passengera by air
in the slgy-linera. They ere wanting run-
about noroplanes of their own, and thosp
who can pay out £600 con possess ono.

That's for o brand-new two-seater light
plane, with an engine about the same size
ag that of a Bentloy motor-car, Trivate
fying c¢hibs are springing up, and people
are sctually deserting motoring for the
air,

tired

BABY PLANES FOR EVERYBODY !

You ocan join & Eriﬂt& club and have
lessong in the eclub's machine. And as
for the comparative costs, the running of
an up-to<late light nero a—a  two-
safter to cruise comfortably at eighty
miles an hour—is less than first-claszs faro
by train or boat.

They want runabout planes of their own.

plang. Think of the cominz home part;
too, Ko waiting on a crowded platform
until your train came in and thon fighting
for a seat in o etuffy carringe, Oh dear,
no. We shall all be fresh air fiends.

Fortunes have boen, and are being, spent
on the guest for such a plane, and now 1

has boen practically accomplished. Ib
romaing only to bring the ﬂrim down, and
then there will be baby planes for e

body—ond we shall all ba Blazers of the
Adr Trail !

357 MILES PER HOUR |

But thoess who can approach the world's
rocords in flying wil ga limited in
numbor then as now. It nosds supor.
man  and  super-ranchines to do  what
Squadron.Leader Orlabar and Flying.-
Oficer Waghorn, of the R.AF., did in ear
Soptember. Waghora won the Schneidar
Trophy—the world's most coveted air .
priza for Dritain, at noarly 5} miles a

Bpeeding along at Just under 380 miles an hour in the Schnellar Trophy Rage.

Tnventors, scenting fresh dovelopmenta
of this erazo for private fiyving, aro deter-
mined to make it still chonpor and mora
gimpla, Baby planes that cen bo shut
up for the night in & roomy garage are on
the market, and the noxt thing we shall
hiave will be planca that can go straight
up in the air and straight down again
without tho need for a run-way.

That mcans you could leop a
on the roof of your house, provided the
roof 15 fint.  Jolly handy, o plane lilko
that, to go to school or work with. You'd
jnst climb on to vour roof, hustle into the
cockpit of your plane, grab the controls,
whizz straight up, hover thore motionloss
a3 long a3 you pleazed, thon hurtle off to
wherover you want to go.

Shods could Be bwlt at the rear of your
scheol or place of business—whichover the
casa ey be—in which to house your

lana

¥+

rainute, for whichd was awarded the
Air Force Croas, while Orlebar set up for
18 the world's recond of over 357 riles an
nour.

More than a million people watched
Waghorn's vietory, snd tho world marvellad
that any pilot in that race could endure
not only tho excossive spesd, but have
the nerve to sit in what was nob unlike
an ovon—an engine in front of tho pilok
and an oil-tank st the back, both doing
thoir bost to balke or fry the cromped hero.

The man who {irst blazed the Schnsider
Trophy air trail remped lwmo the winoer
at 45 miles an hour. Sixtean yoars lator—
this Soptomboer—Waghorn, of the TLAF.,
didd it ot an avorago spoed of 328 moph.,
hia third lsp (thero were sevon all told)
working oub at 331 milea an houre !
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BLACKMAIL!

(Continued from page 10.)

your consenting to meet me here, how-
ever, we presumed that you desired an
pccommadation,”

Mr. Prout stared at him. Prout was
a majestic man, accustomed to ruling
the roost in Common-room at Grey-
friars, accustomed to reducing his Form
to sgilence with a glance. But his
majestic stare had no offect whatever
upon Mr. Tighe. He did not geem 1n
the slightest degreo disconcerted by it
In fact, it was Mr. Prout's glance that
faltered under the steady stare of the

reenish eyes. It was a contest between
gig-nit and impudence; and impudence
won tﬁe day.

“As we are here we may, perhaps,
discuss the mnatter,” said AMr. Prout
weakly. “I warn you, however, that L
am not to be'imposed upon.”

There were footsteps on the hridgc,
and a man with a hoe on his shoulder
passed in the dusk and planced at the
two in passing. Ilis footstepas died
awu{‘z towards Friardale,

“No doubt you will sce the wisdom
of retiving to a moroe secluded spot for
our little disenssion,” suggested Mr,
Tighe.

Mp, Prout oponed his mouth and
closed it again. He gave & curt nod of
assent, and followed the green-eyed man
from the bridge.

—_—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Finds His Car !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came
H out of ; Lanthamn  Foothall
Ground in the midst of a
streaming crowd., The match
was over, and it'. ad been a good game,
and the Greyfriars fellows had enjoyed
watching it; and now they were ready
for tea to wind up & jolly afterncon.
After which there would be & rapid run
home in the borrowed ecar, and the
lights of Greyfriars through the antumn
dusk. In a cheery crowd they marched
along the High Street of Lantham
townrds tha bunshop that was called the
Pagota, where they had Chineso
decorations and lantern effects, and an
orchestra, and were very up to date for
a country town, Better still, they had
ood  tu at the Pagoda, as Dunter
new; and through that football mateh,
from the kici:-ﬂ!% till the final whistle,
Bunter's thoughts had dwelt on the tuck
at the DPagoda., Now at last that
heastly match was over, and Bunter was
heading towards the things that rcally
mattered; and, hungry as he was, ho
smllcd=

Qutside the Pagoda a handseme Raolls
waited, with a stolid, patient chauffour
in attendance. It was Coker's car and
Coker's chauffeur, amnexed for the
afternoon by Bob Ehﬂrrij', As Coker was
to be ehnrﬁed four shillings an hour for
waiting, the driver did not mind how
long he waited. Tha juniors smiled
checrily as they saw the car standing in
readiness; it was ci;utu pleasant to think
of the rush home by country lanes in a
rapid car after tea, There wos no
doubt that Coker of the Fifth, with all
hia faults, had hiz uses.

Tho merry party marched into the
bunshop, engaged & table, and sat down
to tea n oa crowd, PBunter, as usnal,
was a U passenger V' ; wherever Bunteér
waa, it was an understood thing that
ha did not stand hizs whack, But the
other fellows combined resources for
handsome spread: and when it came to
dealing with the good things, Bunter
did mora than hiz whack—much more.
But there was plenty to dg'u round, and
Bunter was given his head,
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‘Hallo, halle, hallo!" ejaculated Bob
Cherry suddenly.

He was looking towards the door, and
the juniors followed his glance. Potter
and Greene, of the Greyinars Fifth, had
come in.

. They stood within the bunshop, look-
ing round them, evidently in search of
SOINS0na,

It was easy to guess who that some-
one was. It could only be Coker.

* Oh, my hat!” said Nugent. “ They've
dropped Coker somewhere, but they've
fixed it to meet him here.”

“Looks like it,” said Harry.

“If Coker’s coming here—"

“Iet him come!” said Bob cheerily.
* Coker can’t kick up a row here—even
Coker! He would be chucked out.”

“I mean, .if he secs the car outside
he will know it's his car—"

“ Oh seissorsl”

Potter and Greene spotted the crowd
of [f'lminrs at their table in an alcove,
and came over towards them,

“¥You kids seen anvthing of Cokeri”
nskoed Potter.

“Us what?' asked Wharton politely.

Potter breathed hard.

. “You fellows,” he said. “ We're look-
ing for Coker! He was to meet va hore
after the football match., Seen him®”

“ We baven't had that pleasure.”

“He's not been here?? nsked Greene.

“Wot that we know of.™

“Tha silly owl!l" said Potter to
Greene, “He's still, hunting for that
grécn-eyed merchant, I suppose. Look
here, we can’t hang on here waiting for
}ﬁm‘}" Goodness knows how long he may

B

*“I can tell you how long Coker will
be, Potter!” said Bob.

Potter stared st him.

“Eh? How long will he be, then¥’

“ About six feet two, when he's done
growing.”

“You silly young ass!" growled
Potter, while -the juniors chortled; and
he turned to Greene again. * Look here,
we can't wait about.” :

“What about having tea?”

“Coker was going to stand the tea,”
grunted Potter. 1 suppose the silly
asz has forgotten that, playing the
giddy ox. May expect us to wait two
or three hours for him.™

“Tet's have another look for the
zilly owl

“Come on!’ growled Potter.

The two Fifth-Formers made their
way to the door again, and went out-
side to look around for Cloker. .

They wera féeling impatient and jrri-
tated. There wasz no objection, of
course, to Coker rooting through
Lantham highways and byways for the
long-n man, so long as Potter and
Greene were wotching the foothall
mateh. That was all right! But when
the match was over, and Potter and
Greene ready for tea, it was time for
Horace to give up pl&ylpg tha giddy
ox, and come down to E_usme.u. .

“Hallo, here he 1st” exclaimed
Potter, in relief,

Coker had arrived; but he was not
coming 1nto the tea-shop. He was
standing on the pavement, staring at
the car and the waiting chauffeur,

Lven the man in black—whom he had
failed to find after hiz long =earch—
faded from Coker's mind, as he saw
the Courtfield car and the Courtheld
chanfieur standing there.

He knew that car: it was the only
Rolls in the Courtfield Garage, and it
was the car for which Coker had stipu-
lated on the telephone,

| Read this week's
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Why it had not turned up for him at
Greyiriars, Coker did not yet know;
and he was amazed to discqver it stand-
ing outsido the tea-shop in Lantham,
when ha came along to the FPagoda for
Potter and Greena,

Wrath gathered on Coker's rugged

o,

Hiz expression waa like that of
Roderic Dhu, when dark lightnings
flashed from Roderic’s eye.

“My hat!” Coker was saying, when
Potter and Greene appeared. “ My only
hat!. The cheek of it! Check! My
hat "

“Hallo, Coker, old man!” said Potter
genially. " Here we are—just srrived,
1Md you find that johnny?"

“MNo! Look at that car!™

“Ehf’ Potter looked, *“ What about
tha car™

“Hy Jove " asaid Coker,

He strode towarda the waiting
chauffeur, who touched his cap respect-
fully. He had often driven Caker, and
was not upmindful of liberal tipa.
When Coker was joy-riding, he exuded
half-crowns. He was quito pained to
see this valued patron of the garage
looking so annoyed and angry,

“ Look here, Jones ! said akar sul-
phurounsly.

“Yes, sirl”

“That's the car I ordered this after-
noon."

"Quitﬂr Eirlﬂ'

“¥on leave me in the lurch, and
take on another job, what?" emd
Coker, “Well, it's the last job you'll
have from me. You can tell them that
at the garagel Tell them to scnd in
my account, and I'll never have ancther
car from your place, seef™

The chauffeur looked astonished, as
well he might.

] Blltrj. B p—"

“That's encugh!” gaid Coker. I
engaged that car, and waited for it—
and took the trein beecanse it didn't
arrive. I supposed you’d had soma
accident! I find you on_snother job!
Not the sort of thing I'm going teo
gtand, my man!”

_“Butu-:buf- I ain't on another job,
sir " pasped Jones. *“1'm on your job,
Mr, Coker,”

"My job!"" ejaculated Coker.

“Yeos—I hrﬁ::&‘hﬁ your f[riendz to
Lantham, and I'm waiting for them
now. "

“Mum-mum-my frienda!” stuttered
Coker.

“Yes, air; eight young gentlemen of
Greyfriarg—-""

“RKight young gentlemen of Grey.
friars 1" repeated Coker, like a parrot,

“My hat!'" ejaculated Potter.
“Those young rascala in the tea-shop—
thare's eight in that gang!”

“T don't wunderstand this!’ s=sid
Coker. *“Mean to say that some other
gang bagged my cari"” He glared at
the chauffenr. “Didn’t I tdélephone to
vou to send the car to the school at
half-past twoi"

“Yes, sir: but you telephoned again
to tell us to let it wait at the cross-

roads.”

*1 didn't1” roared Coker.

“PDidn't you, sir?” gasped the
chauffeur.

“Certainly not,' .

“Well, someone did, from the
school,” snid Jones. “He rang up im-
medintely after wyou, sir, and they

thaught it was you, in the office.”

“Great pip!” goasped Coker.

“And those young gentlemen came
along, at the cross-roads, and mon.
tioned that you couldn’t come, sir.”

“0Oh!" stuttered Coker.

“And took the car, gir,” said Jonew
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#As they came from GCreyfriars. [ to Iet them use the car again. Under-

supposed they were your friends—in
fact, they said so.”
“My hat!"

stand that®"’ .
“ Quite, sirl” said Janes.

“ Wait here for me! I’'m going in-to

i “] drove them to the foothall El’ﬂ-’ﬂﬂ.&,\ma_] “Weit for me, and min you dl:lﬂlt

sir. and now I'm wailting to take them
back to the school.”

“Oh, gad!"” gasped Coker. He was
bopinning to understand., *That youn
villain, Cherry—he was there—he hear
me phone for the car—he must have!
Oh, my hat! They've had my car!
The young scoundrels| Where are they
now " : v

“In the tea-shop, sir; I'm waiting for
them 1"

Coker made a stride towards ihe
Pagoda, and Potter promptly caught
him by the arm.

“Hold on, old ehap 4l

“T1'll smash them!"

T"But I

EIE:!'_'_*". r

bo & silly idiot again, Understand?”

“ Yes, sir"

% Oome on, you menl!” said Coker,
turning to the tea-shop again. “I'm
hungry. I nover found that man. He
dodged off somehow. Did you sco any-
thing of him?*?

“Wo!" said Potter, without addin
that it would have been rather difficult
to see anything of the elusive man in
Blagk,- while he was watching the foot-
ball match,

“Did you look?” grunted Coker,

“We kept our eyes open all the

time,” said Greene, which was the
exackt idruth. “Wea watched every
minute."

i3

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Ways and Means !

(13 BAY, you fellows—"
“Get a move ¢+ Bunter[™
“But I'm not finished—"
Yea, you are ™
“I'm not!” hooted Bunter.
“Your mistake!” gaid Bob Cherry, a#
ha rose from the table.
“0h, really, Cherry—-"
“Bry up, Bunter!"™ said Wharton,

There was o thoughtful expression on
Bob Cherry's face, and it was reflected
on other facea in the party.

The advent of Horace Coker had -
rather a disturbing effect on the chuma
of the Kemove,

Coker himself, of course, did not
matter. Had Coker been so_ill-ndvised
as to have started ructions in the tea-
shop, the Famous Five were quite pre-
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¥ Well, now the car’s gone, it's & case of the r:ﬁ[way or nothing,* said Harry Wharton, ﬁa]'s see If we’ve got enough to
pay the fares,” There was a careful turning out of pockets and counting of change. But the spread in the Pagoda had
Jeft & very narrow margin. (See Chapler 8.)

“1'Il pulverise them ("

“Yeg: but—"*

“PlI spiflicate them ™

“Not here!” gasped Pobter. * You
can't kick up a row here, Coker! And—
and there’s a wheole mob of them!
Leave it till you get back.”

“They'll " keep, old chap!”
Graene. .

The prospect of a hattle-royal in the
Pagoda was guite dismaying to Potter
and Greone. Fortunately, Colker, justly
indignant as he was, realised that the
smashing, pulverising, and spiflicating
of the jumiors would be more appro-

riate  at Greyfriars  than in  the

antham tea-shop.  He checked his
stride, and consented to listen to reason.

Hea turned to Jones again,

“[ook here, you're an ass!™ he said.
“You ought to have known that a crew
of fags were no friends of mine!”

" Daing Greyiciars boya, sir—"'

"Rubbish! You're a fathead!’ said
Coker. *“8till, as you were taken in,
we'll let it pass! Mind, thongh, this is
my car; and you'ra to wait here for
me, and if those young eads come back
for tha car, tell them off. ¥ou're not

urged

It was unnecessary to add that it was
n football mateh he had been watching.

“Well, T never expected much of
vou,"” said Coker. *“*You were bound
to lot lum slip through your fingers, of
course,”

“He scoms te have slipped through
vours!"' remarked Potier.

“Don't be an ass, Potter! Let's go
and get some grub—I'm hungry.™

Potter and Greene were hungry, too,
and they gladly followed Coker into
the Pagoda in search of grub.

Coker cast a glare across the tea-
shop in the direction of the juniors’
table. But he contented himself with
glaring, and sat down to tew. During
that meal, ho told Potter and Greeno
how he had searched uwp and down
Lantham for the long-noscd man, and
made some sarcastic remarks on the
way Potter and Greene head allowed the
man to slip through their fingers. Bat
tho tea iwas lavish and guaf{; and it
compensated for Coker's conversation.
Coker stood the tea, and Potler and
Green stood Coker, which was fair all
round.

pared to strew OCoker all over the
Pagoda. It was the car that mat-
tered. Coker’s arrival put rather a
different complexion on that matter,
It was practically certain that Coker
must have spotted his car outside the
Pagoda; in which case it was doubtful
whether the Rolls would ba svailable
to take the cheery party home f{o
Greyfriars.

In the happy belief that they were
going home by car, the chums of the,
Nemove had vather spread themselves
on that tea. It was not often that they
ten'd at the Papoda, and it was an
expensive place, and all sorts of excel-
lent things were to be had—il paid for.
The juniors had had them and enjoyed
them. ‘The bill was rather an ex-
tenzive ona. It left little over for
further expenses in tho way of railway
fares.

So the question of the ecar was rather
a burning guestion, It brought
thoughtful expressions to many faces.

The bill was settled, and the juniors
moved off, Bunter bringing up the roar

(Continued on page 16.)
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with & discontenfed expression on his
fat face. Bunter had not finished ten—=
he had had only enough for three or
four fellows as yet. But Bunter had
had.to stop. Naturally, he did not fecl
satisfied. : |

Outside, the car was still waiting.

But there was a rather sly.grin on
the face of Jones, the chauffeur, as the
juniora came aorosg the pavement,
which warned them what they had to
expoct.

“Wea're ready now,” esidl Bob, rather
dubiously.

Jones’ grin becoms moré pronounced.

"Indﬂ»aﬁ; pir!" he said.

“Yea: start up.”

Jones made no movement to start up.

“I'm waiting for Mr, Coker,” he
ﬂPIaEﬂEﬁ+ :

‘I say, you fellows, this is our car!”
said Billy Bunter, “What the thump
does he mean? Coker can’t have our
car!”

“It iz Mr. Coker’s car, sir,” said tha
chauffenr, grinning. “I'm waiting for
Alr. Coker now. Nothing doing, young
gentlemen I

“Zold again!™ remarked Peter Todd.

“The scldfulness is terrific.”

"Harry Wharton & Co. leoked at the
chauffeur, and the chauffeur looked at
Harcy Wharton & Co,

Fvidently there was nothing doing.

Coker had found his car, and re-
claimed-it, and that was the end of it.
Mothing E.fmrt of hurling the chauffenr
into the road and aseizing the Rolls
would have placed the movites in
possession of it, And that was not a
practical proposition,

The juniors moved away, leaving
Jones still grinning. Jones seemed to
darive some amusement from the situa-
tion. To the juniors, etranded nearly
ten miles from ec it was not
amusing.

“Well, what's geing to be donei”
asked Nugent,

“We ars!” said Bob rusfully.

“1 gay, you felldwa——"

“TFor goodness' =sake shut up,

gaing‘" to get

Bunter 1™

“S8han't! How are we
bBack!” demanded Bunter. ou've
brought me here, wasted my time look-
ing at & silly football match, and
hooked me away before I've finished
tea.  Well, I've got to get back to
school, It's up to you fellows, And, I
Bay——

“Bhut up!” roared Bob.

“Wa shall have to get back by rail-
war,"” said Monty Newland,

“That's so1 But—*"

“Look here, you fellows told me it
was poing to bs a carl" exclaimed
Billy Bunter indignantly. “Now wou
talk about railways! If that's what you
eal] treating n fellow decently I can tell
vou I don't agree. Letting a fellow
down-—"

"Kill him, somebody!"” said Bob.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“It's the railway or nothing,” said
Harry Wharton. “Let’s see how the
excheguer stands.”

“I'm_ not going back by railway!”
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stated Bunter. " You leliows offered
fo stand B car—"

“Will you dry up ¥

“No, I won't! Anyhow, if we take
the train, you'll have to stand a taxi at
the other end, and I ineitt on that.”

“We'ra not taking the train yet”
eaid Bob Cherry grimly. *“It's a ques
tion whether we c¢an raise the fares.”

*“Oh ¢rikey!”

Bunter relapsed into
indignation.

“It's rather e muck-up,” said Dob.
“Of course, a fellow couldn't foreseo

speechless

that idiot Coker turning up like that.”
“Of course not,” agreed Wharton,

“"Well, if he cama to Lantham fér the
football match, he was pretty certain to
tea at the Pagoda afterwards,” re-
marked Peter Todd. “A fellow might
really have thought of it.”

“Well, you didn’t!” said Bob curtly.

“All serepe, old man—I'm mnot

grousing,” said 'Toddy. *Everybody's Re

wise after the event. The question is,
what are we going to do?™ -

“1 say, you fellows—""

“Kick him!*

“ Yargooh 1"

There was a careful turning out of
pockets and counting of chenge. Bat
the spread in the Pagoda had left a
Very MArrow margin.

Among the Famous Five there were
some copperzs and sixpences. Bunter,
of course, was in his usual stony state.
Peter Todd was down to twoponce.
Monty Newland was a wealthy fellow;
but he did not carry his wealth in his

trousers’ pockets. His “whack " in the
Pagoda bill had left him a few
shillings.

“I say, you fellows, we've got to got
back " wailed Bunter, ’ 8

" Cheese it I

“Wo shall be late for call-over, at
this rate.”

“Do you want another kick?”

“ Beast [

. The juniprs mede anxious ealeula-
tions over the sum, when it was pooled,
and considered railway farcs, The
adding together of the shillings, the
gixpences, and the coppers did not pro-
duce n sufficient sum te carry eight
fellows homa by railway,

“It’s up to Bob|” wled Bunter,
“He 'wng idiot enough to bag Coker's
oar, and fathead enough to let Coker
bag it back again, It's up to him”

“You fat, imusing oyster—"

“Well, what I eay i85 this—
Yatooccooh!™  Another kick changed
the current of Bunter’s remarks.

“Look heére,” said Harry Wharton,
after anxious celeulation, ™ “We can
manage it.  There's emough to take
three tickets as far as Friatdale, and
five as far as Redeclyffe. I'vo worked
thet out, and 1t leaves a_penny over.”

“I can wso that In an  automatic
machine,” said Bunter. “Ow! If you
don’t stop kicking me, Cherry, you
beast—->"

“That means that five of us will be
jnli{{ late for call-over, if we have ta
walk from Redelyffe,” gaid Nugent.
“But it can't be he.iprad‘ That 1diot
Coker was bound to butt in and spoil
the whole thing."

“Let'zs all go as far as Redclyfle and
walle the rest,” suggested M::nnb;f New-
land. “Bink or swim fogether. :

“I'm not going to walk from Red-
clyffel” howled Bunter. “Why, it's
over three milest”

TWall é’ﬂu dry u§+ you fat worm!"
demanded Peter Todd.

“No, I won't. Besides, walking
from Reodelyffe means getting in late,
and that means & licking from Quelchy.
If you fellows think you're going to
land me & licking from Quelchy—="
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“Three follows can go all the way,”
sald Harrv. “No need for the whole
lot to bag trouble. It's up to us, you
men.ﬂ' 3

“That's s0,” agreed Johnny Bull.
Well, if I go all the way, that's all
n?ht!" ammounced Bunter. “You
fellows can do what you like. Bug
what about a taxi at the other and®™
“Kick him1”

* Yow-ovr-ow | .

The juniors started for the station,
There, eight tickets were taken; three
for Friardale, which were handed to
Toddy, Newland, and Bunter, and five
for Redeclyife, which were retained by
the Famous Five. As it was a member
of the famous Co. whe had landed the
Eurﬁjr in the scrape, it was up to the
o, to take the consequences, and the
objections of Toddy and Newland were
overraled. As for Bunter, he did not
make any objections. The Owl of the
move was conccrned only about his
fat and important eelf, and the real
trouble, according to Bunter, was that
he wasn't going to have m taxi at the
other end.

Tho Removites boarded tha train,
and it whizwed away, to the sccom-

animent of grousing from William
eorge Bunter,

At HRedclyflfe, the Famous Five
descended.

The frain ran on, taking Toddy end
Newland and Bunter on their way back
to Greyiriars in time for cslling-over.
And Harry Wharton & Co., as cheer-
fully as they could, walked out of
Redelyfio Station and started the long
walk to Greviriars.

“It was rather a frost, after all™
remarked Bob Cherry, as the five
juniora left Redclyffe behind, and
started the long tramp by country
lanes, where the October dusk was
elready falling.

“The frostfulness was terrific,”
“Fancy that idiot Coker diddling ua
at the finish!” said Bob. * Nobody
could have foresecen that1™
% Nobody 1" agreed Wharton.

“After all, we've had o joy-ride, and
we did dish Coker, and wo've seen the
League match, and had a jnIl?' good
teal™ said Bob. " A walk won't hurt
us, and if Quelch gives us lines, well—
wo've had lines before, and lived to
tell the tale!” '

“Right o3 rain,” said Nugent.

“It's all in the day's work,” said Bob.
“What's the odds, so long as you're
"appy 1

Nevertheless, it was with thoughtful
faces that the Fameous Five tramped on
through the thickeni dugk. They
wore going to be late for ealling-over,
very late, and they knew thet there
would be 2 painful interview with Me.
811&1{-'11 at the end of a long walk,
telch was not likely to sympathise with
fellows who had thoughtlessly landed
themselves ten miles from home withous
their railway fares in their pockets,
end certainly they could not explain to
a Form master that they had counted
on bagging & Fifth Form man’s car for
the joy-ride home. It had been o jolly
aftornoon, but after the feast came the
recloning,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

14 HERE'S the jolly old bridga!”
E seid Bob Cherry.
“ Another mile!™
‘Johnny DBull.

" Mora 1" said Nugent.
Ahead of the five tramping juniors,
a glimmer through the gloom showed
where the SBark flowed. They could nok

grunted
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eox the bridge In the darimes., but they
knew where it was. It was a welcome
landmark, on the Iong walk bhack to
Greyiriars, but it told them that there
was still more than a mile to be
traversed,

“Fhaot idiot Coker ! ]grt}wled Bob.

“Coker’s not the only idiot at Grey-
friarsl” remarked Johnny Buaull; a
remark which indicated that Johnny
was tired.

“Well, if he hadn't butted into
Queleh’s study when I was phoning,
this wouldn't have happened. If he
hedn't had the cheek to sling me ont of
the study, I shouldn't have thought of
dizhing him over the ecar. I—%

“ Never mind the “ifs," Let's get on.”

“Look here. Johnny, if you're going
to grouse—"

“Who's gronsing 7"

“¥You are!” said Bob tartly.

“My osteomed chums,” murmured

Hurres Jamset Ram Singh, * the grouse- -

fulness will not catch you any fsh.
Lot us preserve our bempgnant and de-
lightful equanimity.”

“T'm mnot grousing,” said Johnny
Bull. “I merely remarked that Coker
wasn't the only .idiot at Greyfriars.
And he isn't. There’s another,”

“Thinking of yourself7” asked Bob.

“Look here, you asg——*"

Harry Wharton laughed.

"We're all getting & bit fagged,” he
said. “In for a penny, in for a pound.
We shall be frightfully late, anyhow,
and we may as well take a rest.”

Wharton's eye was on Nugent, Frank
was tho least athletic member of the
famous Co., and though he walked on in
gilence, and never dreamed of grousing,
he was tired. _

“I'm all right, old chap,” said Frank,
who sometimes had a way of jumping
to = fcllow’s thoughts. “I can kcep 1t
p.u
“Well, I'm tired,” said Harry. “Let's
teka ton minutes’ rest before we tackle
tho last mile”

n:LEt:lE!ﬂ I'I.E']'EE{I B‘ﬂh‘-

“The restiulness 13 the proper caper,”
aszenfed Huoree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The esteemed and ludicrous Quelch will
ba infuriated, in any case, and the in
for a penny is alzo in for the pound-
fulness.”

“Here you are!” said Harry, coming
to & halt. ” “ 5it down.”

Timber had been ¢ut in the woodland
tlong the road leading from the bridge
on the Bark, and a number of felled
trunks lay in the grass beside the lane,
ready for removal. ' The juniora left the
road, and sat down in & row on the
trunk of a felled beech that had been
cleared of most of ite branches,

It was & welcome rest, after more
than two miles by an uphill road. The
evening was fine and calm, though the
dusk was now so thick that the juniors
eould hardly see one another's faces as
they sat.

A country labourer passed on the
road, went on in the direction of the
bridge, and disappeared over it towards
Friardale. Deep silence followed the
last ccho of his footfall. It waz a
lanely road after dark.

“Wa shall be jolly late!™ remarked
Johnny Bull, breaking the silence.

“"What cannot ba cured must go
longest to the well, aa the Lnglish

overh says ! observed Hurree Jamszet

m =ingh.

Th juniors chuckled over the Englizh
proverb.

“Ten minutes

more or lesz -won't

make any difference,” said  Harry
Wharton, *“Quelch will be wexy,
gnvhow.”

“Phe waxfulness will bo——*

'.L'l‘errlﬁc and preposterous!” chuckled

Then there was silence again, as the
juniors rested their weary limbs. From
the direction of the bridge came ths
sound of footsteps. Lonely as that lane
was after dafk, there were apparently
some more passengeras on it on this
especial evemng.

In the darkness the juniors could not
see who was passing, and they were not
intevested. But the footsteps came to o
stop, and a voice was heard, & voice
that made them jump. It was a voice
they knew, the rich, fruity voice of Mr.
Prout, thoe master of the Fifth Form
at Greyfriars. It wasz impossible to mis-
take that wvoice. That voice was as
distinetive of Mr. Prout as his eir-
camference and his majestic manners,

“I bave no more time to waste, Mr,
Tighe! You have alrcady wasted more
than enough of my time™

“1 have already apologised for being
late at this appointment, 3r. Prout”
answered @ thin, squeaky voice. I
have told vou that an accident cccurred
when 1 changed trains at Lantham,
causing me & very considerable delay 1n
arriving here—"

"Enough, sir! Now vou are here,
let us wasto no more time. I am ex-
pected back at the school, sir!¥

“Quite s0. But—-™"

“1 repeat, that you have wasted more
than enough of my time,” rapped Mr.
Prout, “IH you have anything to say
to me, say it, and be done™

“This quiet spot iz more suilable for
our ddiscussion, sir, than the brndge,”
said the squeaky woice. “You do not,
I presume, desire anyone who might
pass to observe us together?”

“Cortatnly not!” boomed Mre. Prout.
“T zhould certainly be most perturbed,
Mre. Tigne, f anyone at Greyiriars
should learn that I had made, a.neg kept,
an appointment with & man of your
character,™

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Harry
Wharton, under hiz breath.

In the darkness, among the [elled
trunks, the juniors blinked at one
another, Mr., Prout was not ten feet
from them, though they could not see
him or his companion.

The position was rather an awkward
one, and the chums of the Remove
hardly knew what to do.

Their first thought was to make their
presence known, but after Mr. Prout's
remark, that was obviously & very
awkward matter,

“There i3 no reason for anvone ot the
school to know anything, Mr. Prout,”
went on the squeaky voice, “For that
reason I did not come to Greyfriars to
see you, but made the appointment to
meot on the bridge”

“ An appointment you failed to keep !
snarted Prout.

“1 have already explained—*

“ Enough, sirl Come to business,
thongh, in truth, you have no business
with me. None whatever, sir] Your
asking for an appointment was on act
of impudence—siheer impudence, sirl
You are very well aware that I have
no  responsibility —ne  responaibility
whatever—for anything that my nephew,
Captain  Fustace Prout, may have

done |
But—-~"

“"Quaite g0, =ir.

*And it would have bean better, sir,
for you to call, if you persisted in
seaing me, at tho school No remark
wonid have bheen likely to have been
made ; it wonld have beent supposed that
you had ealled on zome business matter,
if you had heen noticed at all™

“1 did not desire to eall at Greviriarvs,
Mre. Prout. I have my own reasons,”
said the other coldly.
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" Bemork i3 likely to pe excited, sir,
by my umet:or:fi you at & place distans
from tho school if we ahnuf:i happen to
bo observed” rapped Mr. Prout. “Ib
would be commented upon—discussed,"™

“For your own soke, sir—"

¥ Nonscnse! I should have preferred
this interview, if it had to take place
nt nll, to take place in my ltud{ e
boomed Mr. Prout. *In foct, og it is
now so lote, owing to your [ailure to
keep the appointment you insisted upon
making, I suggest that the matter be
left over till to-morrow, and that you
call openly at tho school like an honest
man 1"

“1 refuse absolutely to eall ot the
school, Mr. Prout |”

“ And why "

“I have m%rqnﬂms, into which I need
not enter. either will 1 conzent to
postpons this interview,'

*‘ En-," if you venture to dictate to
me— _

“Let us diseuss the matier ecolmly,
Mr. Prout. You have, as you soy, no
legal responsibility for your nephew
Fustace. Bay the word, sud I will
leave you thiz instant end return to
London., And to-morrow "—there was »
venomous tone in the squeaky voico—
“to-morrow tho law will take its course,
and your pephew will bo placed in
prison [

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Blackmall !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. sat
H a3 still aa if turned to stone on .
tha felled beecch in the gloom.
They had not exchanged =
whisper, hardly a lock, but the some
idea was in every mind., Thoy st nok
listen to what was said at this strange,
mystetious interview between a Groy-
friars moster and ithe unknown man
from London; but, above all, they must
not let Mr. Prout know, or ovon sus-
pect, that they had been on the spob
and heard a word,

To get away undiscovered, unseem,
Wwis ﬂifﬁﬂtliti they were not likely to be
recognised in the darkness 1? they
stirred, but they could not move away
without making sound enough to betray
their presonce, Mr. Prout and Tighe
had stopped by the roadside, a few feak
off the road, close by the felled timber
that lay in the grasa. To pget aoway
unscen, the juniors had to stumble
through the sprawling trunks for zome
distance, and they knew they would be
heard.

But it was possible, ot lcast, to keep
it fromi Mr. Prout that they were Grey-
friars fcllows. Ha need not know that,

It was not fear of consequences, fear
of the anger of the Fifth Form master
that concerned them. It was a fecling
of coneern for * poor old Prout,” as they
mentally termed him, :

Prout was so majestic, so self-im-
portant, so inflated with his own conse-
guence that a humiliation in the eyes
of Lower boys would hit him very hard
indeed. He was, in his own eyes, a
tremendons persomage, yeb here he was
practically being bullied by some little
beast with a squeaky veice. Thore was
some shabby family sceret—something
that, if it was known, would elothe
Prout with shamoe and humiliation as
with a garment.

Certainly his feelings wern likely ta
be hitter towards any fellow who got
witid of it aven by aceident. And a
I'orm master whose feelings were bitter
was able to make himsclf wvery un-
pleazant, The chumaz of the Ilemove
il not want to bear the brunt of an
indignant, hnmiliated man's anger ond
dislike.  Still, that was not the chick
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reason why the five juniors desired to
fade away from the spot as quietly and
quickly o3 possible. They weres not like
Bunter, who would have rejoiced 1n
hearing details of an affair-that did not
concern him. It would have been pie
to Billy Bunter, but Harry Wharton &
Co. were made of different stuff.

Had Wharton been alone, he would
have riset at onee from the trunk and
got away as quictly ns he could. Each

of the others, doubtless, would have -

done the same—alone. But there were
fiva of thain, and they could not com-
pare notes without speaking, and Prout
was near enough to hear the lowest
whisper. They could not cven see one
another's faces clearly in the gloom as
they peered at each other. It waas diffi-
cult for the five to know one another's
thoughts or to act in concert, though
they were all fecling the zame on the

subject—feeling that thay had heard too
much, and did not want to hear any
more.

There was a silence after Tigha had
uttered the word “prison® that
weemoed long, though probably it lasted
only a few moments.

In the silence tho juniors could hear
Mr. Prout's stertorous breathing.

Harry Wharton reose from the log as
quietly as he could;, hoping that his
comrades would catel: on to his intention
and follow his example,

But as he moved his foot knecked
against a loose billet of wood, and there
was a sound, and he stopped again.

Prout's startled voice waa heard ab
once : :

*“What is that? I heard—"

“ Nothing,” said Tighe coldly. A
rabhitmperimps. We are quite alone
here, Mr. Prout.”

*If someons should have heard yonr
words—vour impudent, insolent, in-
famous words—-"

Mr. Prout's voice trembled.

“There is no one to hear, Let us
come to bnsiness, Mr. Prout. We ara
losing time. I have to roturn to London
to-night, and trains do mot run late
from this district.”

Apain Mr., Prout’s stertorous breath-
ing was heard,

Do you desire me to return to
London, and let the law take its course,
Mr. Prout?"” demanded Tighe, "1t is
for you te decide. I have already
admitted that you have no legal re-
sponsibility for what Eustace Prout has

one. Leave him to his fate, if you so
desire.”

“Ho iz my nephew!” muttered Iir.
Prout.

“He will not be the first ex-officar

who bas gone to the bad with & erash 1"
said Tighe cynically, “What ia your
answor

“I am not responsible, as you admit.
How dare you come to me, or, indeed,
inform me of that matter at alll You
cannot hope to extort money from me 1*

“1% is not & question of that, If you
ohoosa to pay the debt, Captam Frout
stands clear. But it is entirely a matter
of choice with you,”

“1 am not in & position to pay debts
incurred by reckless young men!”
spapped Mr. Prout.

“Your position is well known to my
firm 1" sn1d Tighe dryly.

"Dauhﬂ:asa vou have inquired—spied
-l-m ——

“We generzlly obtain the information
wea destre; neither is it difficult to learn
of the circumstances of a master at such
a school as Creyfriars,” said Tighe.
“We are quite assured that you can
pay the five hundred pounds if you
Iiﬁhp”

There was a gasp.

*Tive hundred pounds 1™
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“That 1a the sum.”

“*Razcal ! boomed Mr. Prout. “Your
firm of scrowing, rascally, unscrupulous
monevlenders gave ffty pounds to
Eustace Prout, on your own showing 1"

“Quite correet [

 According to r statement, Cap-
tain Prout guve you a chequo for sixty
pounds, post-dated, to cover principal
and inkterest. That cheque is all that
you have a right to recover.”

“ Precisely—had Captain Prout signed
his own name to the cheque,” answered
Tighe coolly. “In an absentminded
moment, doubtless, he signed another
man's name,”

“You dare—"

“Heep cool, Mr. Prout! In plain
language, Kustace Prout gave us a
fﬁrgcd chegue 1"

“Which yon knew at the time you
took it from him, I have no doubt!”
hissed Br. Prout.

“"What we knew is immaterial, A
chequa of that nature is sometimes o
more valuable dopument than a stroight.-
forward ona. That ocheque is mow in
our possession, and is @ saleable article.
The price of it is five hundred Jpounds 1

*This,” gasped Mr. Prout, “is black-
mail 17

“Not in the least. We offer you an
article for sale, and you are at liberty
to accept or refuse it,” said Tighe.

“And if I refuse——"

“The matter gaas before the courts,
It is for you to decide whether you will
allow your nephew to go to prison.”

“If he has committed a orime, yes! A
thousand times yes! Do you imaginé
for one moment that I am a man to
shield the Eu:ltﬂ[ from their just
deserta?” boomed Mr. Prout.

“No doubt! It is also for you to
decide what will be the ontcome for
you personally

: What do you mean? ”
o Whether,” said the squeaky woice,

your position as & Form master at &
tcheol like Greyfriars will ba affected—
whether your nama shall appear in all
the papers in connection with a sordid
erime—-2>"

“My relationship with the young
rascal need not transpire—there is no
reason why it ghould——»"

“I think it probable that it will
transpire! I think you may take it as
assured, Mr., Prout, that evervene who
reads the report of the trial will know
that Eustace Prout’s uncle is a Form
master at Cireyfriars.”

“That is a threat!™

“Why waste words?" interrupted
Tighe impatiently, “ You know as well
as I do that you could never hold up
your head at Greyfriars again, smong
your colleagues, even if the headmaster
did not ask vou to resign—as most likely
h2 would.”™

There war deep silence.

Wharton _had not moved again, and
his -:nm?lamnns‘ remained still and silent,
From gheer pity for Mr. Prout they
would not risk letting him know that
anyone had heard all this,

“This, ie blackmail {” repeated Mr.
Prout in a trembling wvoice. . You
ars taking advantage of my position
at the school, of the fact that a Public
school master's reputation must be spot-
lesa, to extort money from me.”

*Is that your answer "

“I will redeom the paper given you
by my nephew—I will pay you the six
pounds te which it entitles you—thoug
I my own ochinion & monevlender is
entitled to nothing.™

"I have stated the price of that

L ]

specimen  of your nephew's hand-
writing 1" jeered Tighe. *Take it or
leave it™

“ Seoundrel I

“Reallv, Mr. Prout-——*

FHE MAGNET

* Rascal I*
“When you are finished, sir—""
have & great mind’,"* gasped Mr,
Prout, ““to talke you by the collar, sir,
and lay my stick about wou, sir, and
break every bona in ﬁﬂur body, sir.”

“Probably! But that is quite beside
the point. Are you a buyer of that
document, or not?"

Another silence,

“Hogue!” said Mr. Prout at last.
“1 do not even know whether you are
speaking the truth—whether such a

ocurnent is in actual existence. Do
you suppose that 1 will take your
wordi"

“I1 am not unreasonable enough to
expect that, Mr, Prout, The document
will be shown to you. It is in the form
of a chegue made payable to Eustace
Prout by a certain party who, as we
have ascertained, has never even heard
of it. It is endorsed on the back by
Eustace Prout, as the payee. Without
that we ahnu’id not, of course, have
taken. it from him., The sight of the
paper will convince you.”

“'The foolish, reckless, rascally young
sweep.l” groaned Mr. Prout. “The War
iz the cause—the poor boy -has never
been the same eince he had shellshock
in the War. ~Before the War——"

“I am not here to diseuss ancient
history with you, Mr. Prout.”

“Rogue |” boomed Mr, Prout, *This
lad risked his life for you, among
others, in the War—that alone sghould

revent you from making & victim of

im.

"I am afraid I cannot enter into that,
Mr. Prout. The guestion i3, are you a
buyer of your nephew's signature?”

*I—1 will sea the document. I—1 will
think the matter out. Bring the paper
to me at the school—"

“I have told you that I have reasons
for desiring not to come to the school.
I will meet you in the same place when
*;,rnu”hke, and bring the document with
me,

“Is there some other person at Grey-
friars who knows you for a rogue, and
who might, perhaps, hand vou over tc
the polica?” asked Mr, Prout, with
bitter scorn.

“¥ou wander from the point, Mr,
Prout. When will you mect me and
look at the document "

There was a pause.

“I will refleet on this—I will write—or
rather, telephone,” said Mr, Prout. "I
will leave you now—I cannot truet my-

self, sir, to remain in your {pre&ent‘&n-
I fear, sir, that I cannot forget the
dignity of my position and my

character and treat you as you deserve |
Not a word more, sir—you will hear
from me."

Mr., Prout turned away and strode to-
wards the bridge with the heavy,

onderous tread that had coused the
ellows in hiz Form to liken him to the
“huge, earth-shaking beast® in Maoe-
aulay.

His ponderous tread died away as the
shadows swallowed him.

The little man with the long nose and
the greenish eyes was left alone by the
dorlke roadside. The juniorz heard a
low, pnomish chuckle,

Then s match was struck, and Mr
Tighe lighted a cigarette. In the gleam
of the match ¢t juniors caught a
glimpsa of & mean face with meagre
features, projecting nose, and narrow.
EEEE‘IHE]! eyes, The match went out, and
that unpleasant countenance was lost in
the darkness again.

For a few minutes B3Ir, Tighe re.
mained where he was, 'smoking, and
twice again the juniors heard that un-
musical chuckle, Then the man in
black moved off, following the directinn
Mr. Prout had taken, towards the
bridge, and his footsteps died away.
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In the graaphu! ﬂvg mtmg:lii'n %EMEM Was
the of the 5 £ A
a B g The man sailed through the air and landed
in the middle of the pond with a splash. **Oocoooch 1" he
“ Giroooogh—oooth—woooch 1 > , ha,
ha ] * laughed Harry Wharton & €o. (Ses Chapler 11.)

crled Bob Cherry.
gpluitered.

THE ELEVENTH CHAFPTER,

Ragging a Rascal

OB CHERRY drew a deep breath,
B “Well, my hat!” he said in
a low voice. :

“Poor old Prout!” whizpered
Frank Nugent. :

Harry Wharton set his lips.

“Tt's rotten,” ho said.

*The rottenfulness is terrific.”

“It was rotten for us to hear what
they said—but we couldn't help it,"
sgigd the captain of tha Remove. " No-
body here 13 going to breathe a syllable
about ib, of coursa”

“()f course, ass ™ said Johnny Bull.

“I really helieve Prout would fade
away and die of shame if he knew that
we knew,” said Harry. e

“He would jolly well have his knifs
into us!™ eaid Johnny.

* What-ho 1 murmured Bob.

“We couldn’t help it,” said Harry.
“We could have got away without
Prout knowing that we wers Greviriars
men—but he would bhave known that
eomebody had heard, and that would
have been as_bad, or worse, come to
think of it. Fancy his feelings if ha
knew that people in the neighbourheod
had heard his talk with that villain,
Tighe—worse than knowing that Grefr-
friars fellowe had heard it. He would
think every minute that it was going
to hecome the talk of the village.”

“My hat, yes! It was better to keep
mum!"” said Nugent. *“But I wish we
hadno’t heard it."

“No pood wishing that now! We
hadn’t tﬁe remotest idea that Prout was
anywhere in the offing when we sat down
here to rest.’

“What cannot be cured must go
longest 1o the well,” said Hurres Jamset
Ram Singh. “There is no harm done,
my esteemed chuma, if we carefully
obeerve the golden silence which is the

o

*“In with him ! *

IIHa

stitch.in time that saves ninepence. Let
ue gf&t on. ; :

“Hold on,” said Harry, his eyes
gleaming under knitted brows. *‘That
cur, Tighe, is & blackmailing raseal.”

“A horrid toad 1” said Bob. '"I'd like
to have five minutes with him, without
the gloves.”

“Ha said he was going back to Lon-
don,” paid Harry. " He's gone towards
Friardale. The other side of the bridge,
Prout will turn to the left for Grey-
friars, and Tighe to the right for the
station.”

“What about it? )

“We're going after him," said Harry.
“Prout will be clear off the scene an
we shall have the Tighe bird all to
ourgelves

“Oh!" said Bob. *“You don't mean
to let him know enything, surely?”

“Of course not, ass! I mean to give
him what he's been asking for, and what
poor old Prout daren’t give him."

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Good ﬁg?! Let’s!”

“We're jolly late!” said Johnny Bull,

“A little more latefulness wall not
matter,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh. “It iz worth while -expending
a few ridiculous minutes on the worthy
and execrable blackmailer. There 15 =
pond on the lane to Friardale, my
estecmed echumg——" )

“T was thinking of that,” said Harry.
“Come onl"

* Hear, hear!” chuckled Bob.

The five juniors moved back to the
road and started at a run for the bridge.

Their feeling towards “poor old
Prout "™ waz one of sympathy and ¢om-

asston, though undouldedly it would
ave made the pompous master of the
Fifth writhe had he known that he was
an object of compassion to Lower boys
Towards the man Tighe they felt the
loathing they might %ava felt for an
addor.
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Poor old Prout, cbviously, was not
in & position to deal with the rasesl as -
ha descrved. Dut there wos nothing to
deter the Famous Five of the Remove
from doing so. :

Whether the rogue would succeed in
his scheme of extortion they could not
toll, and it was not particularly. their
husiness; but it scemed to them that it
vwas somebody's business to see that the
dastardly rascal did not whelly escape
punishment.

And they were cheerfully prepared to
make that their Lusiness.

Once past the bridge, they ran 1j?ht13
along the lane towards the willage.
Mr. Prout, they knew, would have
turned off by the towpath to get back
to Greyfrinrs, so thers was no danger
of the Fifth Form master coming on
the scene. Not, probably, that ho would
lave disapproved of anything that
might have happened to Tighe,

1t was very dark :n the lane between
tall trees. But at length they had »
g}:m sa of & shadowy figure moving
ahead.

They slackened down to 3 walk,

They did not want to overtako }I:Er.
Tighe until he reached the roadside
pond—with which they intended him to
make a closer acqguaintance.

The man in_black ap nr_ent-lipnu%ht-
the sound of footsteps behind him, for
he stopped, turned his head, and glanced
back along the dim lane. ;

Then he proceeded on his way ngain,

An opening among the roadside trees
and a glimmer of water told the juniors
that they were ncar the pond.

“Put 1t on 1" seid Harry. .

And the five went cn st & rapid run,
and in & few moments overtook the man
in black sbreast of the pond. :

Tighe gave a startled exclamation
and spun round as the five shadowy
figures came up with him,
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. "What do you want!"” he exclaimed
in a g&splnﬁ' Voice. “Btand back!
Ilands off | If you are footpads I will

shout for helpV
“Dear man'” said Bob Cherry,
And you can

“we're not fooipods! ] ,

shiout till vou burst your boiler without

atryhody hearing sou around here!”
“You darg to lay bands on mpe—"

Eaﬁ.&d ighe. ]

The juniors were already laying hands
on him. Ha struck vicionsly at Whar-
ton's face, and Harry knocked the blow
aside with a rap on Tigha's wrist that
elicited a howl of pain from bim.

Then his arms were pinioned, and he
wrui led in mingled rage and fear.

“What do you want? he exclaimed
shrilly. *“What does this mean? I shall
go to the police—"

“I dare say thc—ﬁd be e"fl.-a;d to sea you
if you did!"” chuckled Bob Cherry.
*You'rs the cort they want.”

Tighe etarted viclently, His mean
faca was quite white, and his greenizh
oves glittered. Bob's chanco romark
ha;{i 'j[illtimak home, ai t} shaenmc]é . y

“This way " soid Johnny Bull, jerk-
ing the mng“ in black towards the
glimmering pond. :

“What—what are rou going to doi"
hissed Tighe. :

“Duck you!” eaid Harry Wharton.

“But what—what—— Why, what do
you mean? I am a stranger hers! I
do not know you—I've never geen you
before! Who are ]}'ou?" panted Tighe,
in terror and bewildorment.

“We're going to duck you hecanse
we don't like wou,” explained Bob
Cherry. “We don't like the colour of
your cyes, or the shape of your nose,
or the way you do your hair| See?”

“Are you mad?" gasped Tighe.

_ Bob's_explanation really might have
ingpired anyone with a doubt of his
sapity. But if it did not satisfy Mr,
Tighe, he had to remain unsatisfied.
ho juniors jerked him to ithe pond.

It was a shallow pond, thers was nok
s lot of wator in it; but there was a lot
of mud and slime, and a good allowance
of green ooze. .

Tighe stared at it in horror.

On the edge of the pond he put up a
frantic struggle. :

But his resistance did not avail.

He was hurled fairly into the pond,
and splashed into it three or four yards
from the bank.

splash |

“ Ooooooch 1M

Tighe went right vnder for a moment,
but he came up again immediately.
The water rose hittle over his knees a3
he stood. i

But he came up draped with green
coze as with & garment. Water and
mud ran down him in streams.

“Oh, my hat!l” gasped Nugent,
“There's a picture for you !”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

; jolly old wmerman, doesn't
he ' chuckled Bob.

“Grovogh—oooch—wooooch 1" came
spluttering from the hapless blackmailer,
4 ‘E’nnmngtxl Gug-gug-gug I’

Some of the pond, 1 seemed, was in
Mr. Tizhe's mouth rnd some in s

He serambled wildly ehoreward.

As he reached the bank Bob Cherry
extended a foot and tapped him on the
chest with his boot., It was a helty
tap, and it lnid Tighe on his hack in
the pond again,

" rooocoogeghh

This time Mr. Tighe sat up in the

ond, with muddy water onzing round

im. He %uuged green coge from his
face and glared muddily at the chuck-
ling Tugmnr:;.

“This way, old bean!" chortled Bob
Cherry.
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"“Ha, ha, ha!"

Mr. Tighe clowly sssumed the per-
pendicular. He gasped, spluttered, and
ﬁgt‘g{leﬂ. with the pond washing round

1 lexs. But he did not aia]g;nanh the
bank asgain where ihe schoclboys stood.
He gcrambled across the pond and
dragged himself out, squelching in mud,
on the other side.

i -bye, old
Johnny Bull, :

And the juniors, chuckling, turned
away and took the direction of

Greyiriars.

After they were gone a wretched man
crawled and squelched back to the road
and stood there, uttering a satring of
obeservations of the most emphatio kind.

Mr, Tighe eeemed to draw someo
eolace from telling the sutumn evening
what he thought of the unknown young
villains who had assaulted him. Who
they were, why they had handled him,
the man in black had no idea. He had
hardly discerned in the gloom that they
werp schoolboys, and certainly it nevor
accurred to him that they had any pos-
sible connection witk his intended
victim &t Greyfriars, Mr. Prout,

He was puzzled, perplexed, en —
and very wet and muddgt Heo left a
trail of mud and water behind him as
he tramped on drearily towards the
villago.

Almost was he tempted to drop in on
the village policeman and report that

tulipt” ecalled out

!IIIII‘IIII'IIII IS EFESEFERAREE B0 0 ol ‘

This brilliant GREYFRIARS
LIMERICK wing one of this
week's useful pocket wallets,

Thera's an suthor of Sagond
Form Yamo.
As a writer of thrillare ha's
Lame.
But for laughter and fun
We all vote he'a tha one.

Nesd you ask—Dicky MNugsnt’s
hla name.

Sent in by Jozeph Owen, 86,

mmonside, Ansdell, Lytham,
St, Annes, Lancashire,
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inexplicable attack and demand the
ursuit of the offanders. But Mr.
ighe had reasons for leaving the police
soverely alone.  'The last thing that
Mr, Tighe desired was a policeman
looking into his affairs.

He squelched on hiz way—wet and
weary and wrathy—finding, for once,
the way of the transgressor hard and
thorny.
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Luek !

» HICH rou're to go nt once
i to Mr. Quelch’s study!”
said Cosling, as hs ad-
mitted five tired and dusty
juniars at the school gates,

Harey Wharton & Co. trailed in—
home at last. They would have been
late—very late—anyhow, and the kind
onttentions they had bestowed on Mr.
Tighe had made them later than ever.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh remarked
that the hangfulnesz for a sheep was no
worse than the hangfulness for a lamb:
but no member of tha Co. was looking
forward with any pleasure to seeing
Mr. Queleh.

“Nica goings hon!” added Gosling.
“*Wob I says 15 this "er s

“(an it, old bean!” said Bob Cherey.

“Look *ers, Master Cherry—""

“Couldn't, old scout, unless you get
a new set of features, That lot won't
bear inspection.'’

serambling juniors,

THE MAGRET

And the fve walked on, leaving Gos-

ling breathless with indignation, They
arrived at the House.

“1 say, you fellows—"

_ Billy Bunter met them as they came
., The Owl of the Remove grinned
at them,

“¥ou look a dusty lob,” he remarked,
“I say, you're frightfully late! You're
for it! He, he, he”

The five trailed on, Johnny Bull be-
stowing & kick on Bunter as he passed,
changing the fat junior's cachinnation
into an indignant howl.

“You young sweepr!”

It was the voice of Horace Coker.

Coker of the Fifth came towards the
chums of the Remove, with a frowning
brow, and a gleam in his eyes. Coker
had i:mep_m a long time, and he had
been waiting for Harry Wharton & Co.
P Bh o d play, Coler,”

“0Oh, run away and play, Coker,
said Bob. " We've got to go to our
Form mastor now.”

“You bagged my carl” said Coker,
ﬁomtmg an accusing finger at the

arpous Fiva. .

“Eﬁt;"mked for that,” explained Bob.

“Don't u
cheekeod mgﬁ 0
afternoon 1

remember how you
Quelehy's study this

“Cheeked youl” eated Coker.
“Why, you impudentrﬁ?ttle beast——*

, Bheer off!” growled Johnny
Bull. “We've no time to waste on you
now, Coker,”

But if the Famous Five had no time
to waste on Coker, Coker evidently had
soma time to waste on them. Coker had
had to store up his vengeance for a lang
time, and like wine % had improve

wi eeping.

“¥ou bagged my carl” said Coker,
“I'm jolly well an% to give you the
licking of your lives,

hi:;'%q:ru silly ass—oh, my hat! Collar

Coker charged. Coker never counted
odds, an arithmetical ocmission which
he often had cause to repent,

Five Remove fellowe, and Coker,
mingled on the foor near the corner
::Em.'r.':tdastéra' passage. Coker waa undeér-
1 v

It was very thoughtlesa of Coker, for

at any moment a master might have
come on the scensw But Horace Coker
never considered conseguences—mnever,
at all events, until it was too late.
. He wanted vengeence, and he wanted
it badly, He did not, however, get
what he wanted, What he wantod was
dire vengeance on ihe cheeky juniors
who had bag%ﬂd his cur, What he got
wa3 a severa bumpios on the Hoor.

Hp rolled a;ntr rnﬁl'led under the

is woice resem-
bled that of the celebrated Bull of

Bashan.

“Yoop! CGerroff!l Teggo! Tl
smash you! I'll pulverize you! Oh, my
hat! Potter! Greene! ~ Yaroooogh,

If Potter and Greene heard, they
understudied the ancient gladiator, and
heeded not, They were not looking for
a scrap with s mob of Lower Fourth
fa%.m Cloker was left on his awn.

ump! PBang! Crash!

“Yaroooogh! Teggo! T'll smash
vou! Ow! Oh, crumbe I" reared Coker,
etruggling wildly., “Oh, erikey[”

portly figure ecame trwards
Masters’ passage. It was Mr. Prout,
who had just come in, tired, winded,
worried, and irritabie. Mer, Prout
Haused to surver tle scramble on the
Qor.

“L‘-[{wn my word ! exclaimed Prout
engrily.  “Really, this passes all
paticnee ! Really——"

The Famous Five let go Coker as if
he had becoma suddenly red-hot, and
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scudded down Masters’ &uaqm Coker
was left sprawling on the floo: at the
feet of his Form master,

“Groooogh 1” gasped Coker. "¥ou
young villains—— Ow! Wow [ Ooch!”

Mr. Prout gazed at bhim.

*“(Coker ! he boomed.

“Owl Yes, sirl” gasped
denly becoming awase of
master’'s presence. ]

“How dare you sprawl on the Hoor in
that ridieulous mapner ™ =

“QOh1” gnﬁFe& Coker, *I—-1—I—

“Get up at once!” boomed Proub.

Coker scrambled to his feek.

“How dara you?” repeated Prout.
“You ars the most troublesome boy in
my Form, Coker—ths most backward,
the most obtuse. But even you should
have some sense of dignity as a member
of a senior Form 1™

“1_I—" splutterad Coker.

“Yet 1 Gnd you, a Fifth Form boy,
engaged in a scramble with Lower hoya
—actually scrambling or the floor——

o I—I—" stuttercd Coker.

“T am ashamed of you, Coker! You
ghould be mshamed of yourself I¥

(4] I“I_.I__JJ‘

“Have wvou no sense of dignity?”
thundered Prout. " Have yon no sense
of what iz becoming to s Senior boyi

o [ [ ]—"

Coker, sud-
his Form

“This  horseplay—this  undignificd
gcrambling with juniors—="
L1 I_I—f—h"

“Paks five hundred lines!”
“But I—I—=J—" stammerad Coker,

“Enough! Go to ij'{m't’ study ! Nat
another word. I shall expect d:;mt_r lines
to-morrow! Co o your study!

Mr. Prout sailed majestically on

leaving Coker etuiterirg, awd in au

almost frantic state of mind.
dMeanwhile, the Famous Five had
reached their Form master’s study.
Wharton tapped, and they Gled in, to
meet the gimlet eyes of Henry Snmuel

Quelch.

«Oh1" said Mr. Queleh, *You have
returned

“Yos, sir! We—"

“Newland and Todd have explained
to me,” said Mr, Quelch. “It nppears
that wou found yourselves without
sufficient mofey for your railway fares
at Lantham.” N

“Veg, sir!” said Harry. “We could
only get as far as Redelyfe, and had to
walk the rest” . ;

“That was very thoughtiess of you!l
said Mr, Quelch severely. |
W ¥es, sir ! said thz I‘]lmmrs meckly.
“It was very thoughtless iundeed™
said Mr. Que!cﬁ. o

“The thoughtlessnoss was terrifie,”
gaid Hurree Jamsow Ham Bingh, " But
the eorrowfulness and repentfulness are
alzo preposierous.,’ !

“Buch want GF‘Ihﬂught end foresight
might very easily lead te serious con-
sequences,” continued he, Queleh, in his
most magisterial manner., i

*Yes, eir ¥ murmured the juniors.

There was a cane _!iing on Mr.

elech's table on which their eyes
lingered uncasily. They withed that
Quelchy would get or with it, and get
it over. It really was’t fair on fellows
to jaw them firzt, and linger ocut the
agony in this menner. . _

“You are ptobably vers tired,” said
the Remove master.

* A-—a little, sir.”

“You are late for proparation.™

“Yesz, sit.”

“Your schoo! wok will probably
guffer in conzequerve,”™

“Oh, sirl*

“It is a very sorious matter,” szid
Mr, Quelch.

“0h, yes, &ir 1

“1 trust that you fully renlize that?”
“QOh, quite, sig!”
* Very well ! easd Mr. Quelch, *Let

_-"-

__..r"

it be & lesson to yow, snd do not let it
oceur again. You may go.” :

For a moment the Famous Five
blinked at their Form master, Then
they gasped in chorus: “Thank you,
eir I and escaped from the study.

They were tired, and preparation had Coke

still to be struggled through somehow,
but they were quite cheery as they
came up the Remove tpaasagm :

“Licked 1" asked Peter Todd, locking
out of his study as they arrived.

“No fear! Quelchy's bark iz worse
than his bite,” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“We're let off with a caution. Who'd
have thought it?" 1

And the Famous Five dispersed to
their studies for prep.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Worms Turn !
(1 THIS,” said Horace Coker, is

the limit 1"
Polter sighed, and Greens
grimaced. Coker had comse
into the study, and almost before he
was insids, he began totalk. The Fifth,
like other fellows. had prep to do, and
prep could not be done to an accompani-
ment on  Coker’s chin. Potter and
Greene wondercd dismally whether they
were to hear some more about that
man Buzzard, who had swindled Aunt
Judy, or whetler Coker was going to
be eloguent on the subject of Prout and
his shortcomings. Obviouely, he was
going to be eloguent,

“It's the giddy limit!” repeated
Coker, staring at them, as they did not
answer., “Tho giddy limit! The out-
side edge, you men.” ‘

Still they did not ask Coker what it
was. No doubt ihey knew he would
tell them, anvhaw,.

“¥ou don't seem to want to know
about, it,” said Coker sarcastically.

21
g;_all. prep, you know (" murmured

L]

Pot

“Prep, of course, is very important,”
said Ehf:er, still Bll'ﬂ&atig “More im-
portant than mel

This was crushing sarcasm; for
Coker, of course, could not really
imagine anything or anybody bein
mora important than his important self,
Well, what is it sighed Grecne.

“That idiot Prout—"

" Oh, Prout this time!” asked Potter,
adding under his breath: “Thank .
nesa 1t isn’t Buzzard, anyhow.” Both
topics were boresome; but Potter felt
that he could stand the Prout topie
better than the Buzzard topic,

“That chump Prout—"

“Tell wus after prep,” snggested
Greene. “ We've really got to get our
work done, Coker! We don't want to

ragged in Form to-morrow.”

“You'd rather I was insulted and
treated with cheek and disrespect:”
asked Coker, going the whole log, o lo
speak, in the sarcastic line.

“Obh dear!" said Greene. *Well,
what's happoned ¥

“That fathead Prout——"

“Cuot tha ecackle and come to the
hosses,” suggested Potter., “What las
Prout done this time?"”

“Tnanlted mo " hooted Coker.

“Well, what do you want us to doi"
Potter was driven into sarcasin himseil,
“Shall we lyneh him in his study, boil
him_in oil, or strew the hungry church-
yard with his bones? And Greene
ciggled. _

“Don't ba a silly owl, Potter! Tlus
is serious! I was thrashing those
Remove fags when Prout butted in—"

“Like hiz cheek to buit ip,"" said
Potter. “After all, he's only a Form
master, end you're Coker.” .

Coker did nof even sce that this was

{Cantinued on next pagc.)
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sarcasm. He fook it as a remark that
showed uncommon intelligence on the
part of George Potter. .

“That's so,” he assented, “That's
how I lock ot it."

“(Oh, ye gods!” murmured Potter, Hea
ave up sarcasm. It was wasted on
ﬁ[nmcn James Coker. i

“ He butted in,” resumed Coker, * and
instcad of listening to a chap, he
slanged me—actually aceused me—me,
ou know '—of playing fag games w:Eh
ags—serambling, and so on—as if I'd
been larking with a mob of Remove
kids! Called me names for lacrking with
kids!”

ilﬂHEj‘ ha’, hﬂ.lll ; "

“What are you ecackling at?” roarcd
Coker. “Is this a Iau;.i;h{ng‘ matter, you
pair of howling asses? y

“Tsn't it?” asked FPotter. *“Oh, all
right! My mistake! Are you going to
do any prep. Cokeri”

“ Hang prep!”

*Well, wo could han
could hang FProut, too,
“But as we can't—"

“Shut up, Greene! You talk too
much! I'm blessed if there's another
gtudy at Creyfriars where so much jaw
goes on "' said Coker testily.

prep if we
said OGreene.

“¥ou'ro right—there 1sn't!"”  said
Potter, with feeling.
“You needn’t interrupt, Potier!

You're as fond of hearing the sound of
your own voice as Greene is. A pair
of old women for falking! T'rout gave
me five hundred linea.”

Silence.

Coker waited for his comrades to
express surprise, horrer, and indigna-
tion. But they dido't! Thoy proserved
& stony stlenece. .

He glared at them indignantly,

“(Can’t you speak?” he hooted.

“Nidn't you tell uvws we talked too
much ' asked Potter meckly. “ Really,
theve's no pleasing you, Coker.”

“There's o time to speak, and & fime
to shut up ! snapped Coker.

“Iz there ever a timoe for you to shut
up?” asked Greene.in a goaded voico.
“For poodness’ sake, let's get on with
prep it 4

“Qet on with prep ! said Coker, with
wvithering scorn. 'vo bren checked
and diddled by a set of fags, and in-
sulted by an old donkey of a Form
master! And you talk about dprcr.-l
Trlk about Mearcus Aurclius fiddling
while Carthage was burning !"

“Wasn't it Nero and Bomet”
mured Potter.

“No, it wasn't! You got that from
Prout, I dare say,’ sneered Coker, * The
i%rnnrnnﬂc of that man is pnazing, Why,
I've found him out in mistakes in spell-
common English words! nly
z-restercia;,' he stood me out that there
was no ‘ k' in ‘pame’”

““And 12 there ! asked Potter.

“Don’t be an ass, Potter! Of courso
thero is.”

“Not in the dictionary!’ remarked
Potter blandly.

“That goes for nothing! I've found a
lot of mistakes in dictionarics,” said
Coker, “Quite common words, too,
spelled wrongly., Dut to come back to
the subject, Prout's getting near the
limit, don't sece how a fellow can
gtand any more from Prout.”

Potter and QGreene looked at their
work, far from finished, looked at one
apother, and sighed. Coker doubted
whether he ecould stand any more from
Prout. Potter and Greene doubted
whether thoy could stend any more from
Coker.

“Of course, I shan't do the lines”
sald Coker.

“0Oh, my hat["

“That's impossible, in the ecircum-
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friir-

ing

stances. A man has his diﬁit? to
consider, If Prout makes o fussg——"

“"No "if* about that,” said Potter.
“If you don't do the lincs, vou'll get
roported to the Head.”

*1 shall explain to him that Prout is
a hasty old donkey—""

“0Oh erikey IV

“And leave it to his common sense,”
said Cloker. * After all, the Hcead's no
fool. T'm not satisfied with the way he
manages Greyfriars; but he's no fool,
taking him all in all. T mecan, of coursze,
for a schoolmaster. Une doesn't cxpect
much in the way of brains from a
schoolmaster,”

“Are you going to tell the Head
that?’ gasped Greene,

“I shall be eivil to tha Head, Greone.
That's only good form. It's mot civil to
tell & mastor what fellows think of him
really. It would beo insu'lt.ing" I shan't
do the lines. That's settled.’

“ Well, now that's settled, let's got on
with prep,” said Potter, ,

“NMNever mind prep. I suppose vyou
haven't forgotten that those Remove
fags bagged my car to-da it

‘Nunno! But—""

“They'll be in the Rag after prep,”
said Coker. *“It's not long now. I'm
gmng to wait for them there. You

ellows are coming with me™

“Aro wel" asked Potter and Greene
simmultaneously,

“¥os, You can Xeep the other Little
bensts off if they have the check to chip
in,"” explained Coker,

Potter and Greene exchanged glances,
Even the worm will turn ; and they were
faicly goaded into resistance ot last,

“ Look here, Coker!™ bawled Polter.
“We're going to do our prep, sce?
We're not goang to be ragged in Form
to-morrow morning, and called dunces
and ignoramuios, fike vou! You can
have that all to yourself, And we're
not poing fo mix up 1n o shindy with &
mob of faps, see? If you'd got the senso
of & bunny rabbit, you'd leave them
alone,™

“What? gasped Coker.

“If you hadn't meddled, like a
moddling oss, with that kid Cherry thia
afternoon, he wouldn't have played that
trick on you! You asked for it, and you
got it! Now let it drop, and shut up!”

“Shut up?" ropeated Coker dazedly.

“¥Yes, shut up—if yvour chin ean keep
still, whieh I doubb. Keop it as quict
a3 you can, anvhow,”

“And if you den't shut up, we'll jolly
well push you out of the ﬁtuéy!"
declared Greene, taking i from
Potter. “ We're fed up 1
“IPi]l)-plp-puﬁh me out of the study!”
articulated Coker.

tip! So shut up

“Yes, That's =
while you're safel”

The maxim of “safety first”™ never
had appealed to Coker. For some
moments he stoed staring at the rebels
of the study. Then he jumped at them.
His intention was to nip this sort of
thing in the bud. More than once had
Coker, in exasperated moments, told
Potter and Greene that he had a jolly
good mind to knoek their heads
torother. MNow he decided to do it

ut. for “one fellow to knock together
thoe heads of two fellows, 16 is necessary
for the two fellows fo play up, as it
wers, DPotter and Greene did not play

up.
Cloker grabbed them, and theygrabbed
Coker! Instead of Potter's head bang-
ing on Greene's, 1t was Coker's head
that banged on the study table, The
roar it drew from Coker awoke mnost of
the echoes of the Fifth Form passape.
Then Coker, in a state of mingled
rage and bewilderment, found himself
propelled into the passage and the door
slammed ont him, As he stood splatter-
ing, the key ‘was turncd in the lock.

his cue

THE MAGNET

For a tong minute Coker stood
Eﬁiuttnriﬂg. Then he hurled himself at
the door. But the door stood fast
Coker thumped and banged andrshouted.
The ccoupants of the study did not even
trouble to reply. Unheeded, Horace
Coker raved at the door, while Potter
and Greene got on with their prep—
which, in their misguided opinion, was
more  Important than Coker. And
Coker, breathless, wrathy, and indig-
nant, gave it up at last, and drifted
away to the Rag, The checky
Removites had still to be dealt with,
l;ﬂi:]d Coker resolved to take it all out of

e,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
E.E!LT: you fellows!"

‘Ejily Bunter put a fat, grin-

mng face into the doorway of

Wharton and Nugent waved him
AVWaY.

FPrep claimed them, unusually late.
dorm ; but something had to be done, to
serape through in the Form-room in the
morning.

Six for Somebody !
i l
diudy No. 1 in the Remove.
There was not much time left before
Ii there was litiie time for prep there

was  still less for William George
B?{nt.ﬂh

I sag—"" repeated the Owl of the
Remaove,

“Go away!”

“But I say——"

”II;'rn:.-p, fathead! [}?ﬁlﬂ off 1™
“ But say—Coker—" s
Bunter, y gatped
“0Oh, my hat!" exclaimed Wharton.
“What about Coker? If he comes here
bothering us before we get through,

we'll scalp him.”

Bunter chuckled.

“He's in the tag!™ he said.

“Seniors aren't admitied to the Rag!”
said Frank Nugent. “Go and tell him
to tako himself off, Bunter.”

“He, he, he!” Bunter was not likely
to carry that message to the heftiest
man in the Fifth, *I say, you fellows,
he's waiting for you!"

“Let him wait!t™

“IIc’s told the fellows he's going to
lick you for bapgging his car to-day,”
said Bunter., “He's goi a stick.”

Tha silly ass!”

“He's frightfully wild,” =aid Bunter,
“1 believe he's had somo trouble with
Potter and Greene. Anyhow, they ain’t
there. He's waiting for vou to come
down; and he says if vou doen't come
sgan he'll come and feteh you.®

“Tell him to get on with it!" said
Harry, laughing,

“He thinks yon're funking coming
down,” explained Bunter. “In fact, ha
said so. He's in & frightful temper!™

“Tell him we'll give him something to
cure all that”

“He, he, hel™

Bunter rolled away, chuckling. Harr
Wharton and Frank Nugent exchange
a grin. Then they resumed prep.

A little later there was a tramp of
fert in the Remove passage, and Bob
Cherry arrived at Study No. 1, followed
Ly Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset

m Singh. All threo were grinning,
and evidently had been apprised by
Bunter of what was awaiting them
downstairs.

“Finished prep?" asked Harry.

“Well, we've cut it a bit short,” eaid
Bol, “If Coker of the Fifth thinks we
funk gpoing down, it's time we went.”

“Cut 1t short, too,” suggested Johnns
Bull. “If we don't go down before
dorm, Coler will fancy we're afraid of
him.*
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*Which would never dol" zaid Harry,
laughing.

“The neverfulness is terrific[*

“After all, we've done enough to
serape through with Quelch in the
morning,” said Frank, “ It wouldn't be

lite to keep Coker waiting any longer.
'ﬁhy shouldn’t he have what he begs
fori" -

“The whyfulness ig—*

* Preposterous!”™  chuckled Bob.
“Come on, you menl It's only twenty
minutes to dorm, and we can't possibly
miss Coker.”

“Hear, hear :

And—prep being dismissed into space
—the Famous Five proceeded down the
Remove staircase in gquite cheery spirits,
in apite of the outburst of wrath thab
awatted them below.

Tha chums of the Remove had been
quite prepared to let the trouble drop.
especially as they had had the best of it.
But if Coker wanted more, they had no
objection to giving him more, There
was no reason why Coker of the Fifth
should not have all that he asked for.

Meanwhile, there was considerable
exclitement 1 the Rag. Seniors, as a
rale, did not frequent that apartment,
and hostile looks had been given to
Coker when he arrived there. Hobson
of the Shell had sugpested chucking him
out: but Coker was rather a hefty fellow
to handle, and on seccond thoughts he
was allowed to remain.

He made ne sceret of the fact that he
had eoma there to deal with the Famous
Five, nor of what he intended to do
with the stick he carried under his arm.
Meither did bhe conceal his opinion that
the Famous Five were funking coming
down to the Bap, because they knew
what they were going to got.

Heo waited impatiently. A swarm of
juniors waited also, guile curions 1o
sea what would happen when Harry
Wharton & Co. nn‘iveé,

Coker, npparently, foncied that ho was
going to lick those cheeky fags with the
stick he had brought with lum for the.

(EEA
]

ogump ! Bang! Crash!
Ow! Oh crumbs!™
of the Famous Five,

secramble on the floor.

e
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Few fellows in the Rag

Urpose.
anoied that Coker would get away with
it. Between what Coker thought he wes
going to do and what he actually was
going' to do there was a great gulf
X ¥
“T'1l give them till & quarter pasti”
said Coker. “ After that, if they don't
show up, Fll go and look for them,”

“7 wouldn't do that!” remarked
Squi&t

‘ And why not?” demanded Coker,

“ Becanse you might find them!”

‘“"Hs, ha, ha!”

ker frowned. He was standing be-
fore the fire, on the rag, his stick under
his arm, in whet he fondly believed was
& majestio and swe-inspiring attitude.
He frowned round at & crowd of grin-
ning faces, not one of which seemed
inspired with awe.

“Pon’t cackle at me!” said Coker.
“For two pins I'd wade in and lick the
lot of you—the whole lot] Fags in this
achool ain’t licked enough. That's my
opinion! The prefects don't do their
duty! The masters don’t! The Head
doesnt! But I've got a short way with
fags, and you'd better look out.”

Coker, apparently, was the ¢nly man
at CGireyfriara prepared to do his duty.
He glanced at the clock, and grew more
and more mpatient. ¥t was ten minutes
past nine, and bed-time for the Remove
was half-past. Coker had ne doubt, by
this time, that the five delinquents were
fleeing from the wrath to come.

But he had no longer to wait. There
was an excited squeak from Billy
Bunter at the door,

“1 say, you fellows! They're coming !"

And there was a buzz of excitement
in the Rag as ths TFamous Five
appeared in the doorway.

Coker elared across the reom ab them,
He was rather surprized to see that
they showed no sign of alarm. In [act,
they were smiling as thoy walked into
the Rag.

“ Hallo, hallo, hello! There's old
Coker 1™ gaid PBob Cheryy., "Kind of

!!'!

“ Yaroooogh | Leggo ! I'll smash yom
reared Coker, struggilng wildly In the
fi towards} Mats E’ﬂhr o
gure camg towards] Masters® passage
It was Mr. Prout !
exciaimed the Form masier. *‘ Really, ihis passes all palience

(See Chapter 12.)

At that moment a portly
and paused to survey the
“ Upon my word

L

you to give us a look-in, Coker! Buk
don't you know that seniors and degs
are not edmitted here?”

“T'm waiting for yout" eaid Coker
grimly. ;

“Well, here we are!” said Harry
Wharton. “Can't give you long,
Coker, as it’s so late. But if you buck
up we'll hear you say your piece.”

“You bagged car to-day!” eaid
Coker. “¥ou checked me sall round.
I'm not the man to stand—-" .

“Give Coker a chair, Bunter!” said

ob.

“Ehf I don't went a chair,” said
Coker, staring. “I'm not going to it
dovwn,"”

“Tidn't you say you were not the
man to stand? -

“T don't want any rotten jokes
roared Coker. “That's not what I've
come hers for., I'm not the man to
gtan -

“Then take a pew!”

“T'm not the man to stand cheek
from fmgs!” roared Coker. “Properly
speaking, the prefects should lick you
for your cheek. But it's no good expect-
ing that. If I went to them, they'd enly
taugh.”

“That would happen if you went to
anybody, old bean,” zaid Bob. * What
can you expect, with a fece like yourst™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Cloker breathed hard.

“T'm going to desl with you as &
prefect ought to deal with you,” he toek
the troubls te explain, “I'm going to
give you zix each. I warn you ihat if

ou kick up a shindy, you'll get i¥

arder., Now, you first, Wharten!,

Coker pointed to a chair

“Bend over!” he rapped out.

The Famous Five gazed at him. Bo
did the crowd of jumiors in the Rag.
It really seemcd incredible that even
Coker fancied he could get away with
this! But there was no accounting for

(Continued on page 28.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Maxport Doeks |

" Y hat, what a hole!™
M Peter Frazer, kitha
LI

in
hand, stood doubtf ly jn. tho
exit of Maxzport g little

station and surveyed the squalid street
putside with strong disfavour.

A few yollow lights glistened dully on
the soaking pavement, but all around
tall tenements and factories and the
mass of crooked alleys, made ugly by
the darkness and rain, were hidden in
mist.  He hitched up his macintosh
eollar quickly as a patter of rain drove
in through the station door. -

From somewhere out of the mysterious
blackness the wild mournful wail of =
ship's siren drifted through the night

Mechanically Peter slipped a hand
inside his maec, and although he knew

the contents Ly heart, drew out a

and caused him to chuckle deeply, so
that he did not hear the light [ootstep
in the beoking-hall behind him, nor the
sharp, short cough until it was repeated
more loudly. As he wheeled quickly and
stepped aside & little man in 8 heavy
belted cocat and & cap nodded his
thanks and stepped fowards the door.
Apparently, although he hadn't noiiced
it before, the crawling local had set
down another passenger beside himself,

“Sorry,” he said courteously. 1 say—
er-=would {nu mind telling me if there
are any cabs to the station?”

The little man checked and half
turned. Beneath the peak of his cap
his eves ranr peeringly over the hefty
Peter. The strapping voungster, in old
plus-fours, battered raincoat, the colours
of a famous school in his silk gearf and
a polite smile on hig healthy face, looked
tather out of place In this dismal

or-fronmasier/

JOHN BREARLEY

Hrﬁﬁ‘i——

foggiest iden where Manston was, Sof
& cab he had to wait. o8

“Hope someone heard that chap's
whistle,” he muttered. “Queer bird,
This is a jolly fing wolcome to my
lémgdnm—l gﬂn’!}ﬂthink! I'll swop it
ome on, cab! kingdom for
Oh, loud cheers 1 I itk
_Whether it was the answer to the
littla man's whistle or his own handsome
offer, Peter didn't pauss to think, for
at that moment, with a dismal clop of
hoofs and rattle of wheels, 8 ramshackle
hansom lurched up in front of the
station and collapsed to a standstill,
I'he horse was the oldest Peter had ever
seen, and the cab locked even older,
Nevertheless, 5mhhing his bag up, he
sfepped towards it briskly, A lfuﬁ;j*
volee from high z2bove hailed him.

Cab, sirt”
Peter grinned frankly up at the

ﬂunl]]lﬁdh'tch‘gmﬁlg i&lat Td diml Ivilsceri Jehu.
on that ; . " t : i
morning, only a fow minutes AR iron foundry left to him inhis unele’s Will.  cabbic,” ho' sai f“dﬂfﬁ?yéﬁ
hcfﬂ}zg he had stshrh:d Sk This is the start of the greatesi adveniure in  know ]I:Iansg:;p. Mr, Dim-
Wire road: . o 7' young Peter Frazer's lifa. What he doesn’t TRGFUGNeL oo
ﬂ:liﬂn::ir-ry_ ca:tlfmfr ?métt you. know about foundry work would fill Iibraries. sureé}'a, _!guv‘nﬂrl” :
cd urgently oub of town. Byt that doesn' stop him from seiting out “lGood man! That's me
All cabs 1i:m:nﬂei' this address. a then. " Whack ' )
Everything ready for you.. Single-handed to take possession of his strange  5'hu, wil vout Lariah P

IDhvyock, Manston, Maxport”

With & rueful expression on
his rugged, cheery face, Peter
thrust the wire back into hig pocket
and took another look outside.

Ha had travelled two hundred miles
that day from London to this great
industrial city, and arriving at the
terminus, found he still had another six
miles to do, on o jolting suburban line
that had at length dumped him down
in this black mnest of poor streets and
docks on a scaking wet Saturday night.

'There waa not a soul in the city Peter
knew; and he was tired, damp, and
very huogry., Wherefore he continued
to stare out of the station with
exasperated eyes.

"“Hope *everything ' means bath and
E';mh’” he grunted, thinking of the wire.
“"All very well to say cabs know the
place, but arc there any cabs in this
bloomin' place? Nice sort of manager
this Dimmock | Dash it, I'll snck him 1"

For tome resgon this checred him up

Tpe Macwer Lipriry.—No. 1,132,

~whistled apain.

legaey.

minute

guarter, and the man was a lr:rnE_ \
d so, his voice

in replying. YWhen he di
was curiously high and jerky.

“Cabs? Caba? Of course. Cab some-
where! Whistle, my boyl Wait—TI'll
do 1t for youl"

He peered out info the street, and
cocking hia head to one side, whistlad
long and sweetly. The surprising
melody, and the little man's perky
movement, rerninded Peter irrezistibly of
2 small kird, snd he could secarcely
keep back a chuckle as his companion
Then, before he could
utter a word of thanks, the little man
nodded sharply over his shoulder, and
Was gone.

Silence fell, broken only by
of the rain, and Peter, having stared
blankly after the rectreating figure,
relaxed his own big frame patiently
against the side of the door. He couldn’
go without a cab, for he hadn't the

tha hiss

“Burelye, sir! "Twon't
1::;:1[3;' long ! Step up, will

Throwing his bag into the cab Petar
clambered aboard. The intorior was
damp and musty, but ho huddled back
and pulled the aprons shut,

With a flick of his whip the ecabby
started hiz encient horse, and the con-
veyanco rattled off creakingly,

The drizzle. driving through the open
front of the eab, did not assist in making
Peter's thoughts any cheerier, but the
thought that he would soon be at his
destination was some comfort. As the
cab rocked and rolled over the villain-
ous road, Peter fell to wondering what
sort of 2 house Manston was, what Mr,
Dimmack was like, and how ke would
fare in Maaport.

For Peter was the head and eole owner
of Mazport’s oldest iron foundry, Man-
ston would be his future home, and Mr.
Dimmock weuld be his manager 1

And as hs had never elapped eyes on
the latter and koew as much about an
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iron foundry zs he did shout Maxport
City, the thought made him smile grimly
and nervcusly in the darkness of the
cab.

"It was fine of Uncle Deasmond to
leave all this to me,” he meditated,
atarmgh cut absently at the blackness
through which they were irotiiog.
“8pecially as I only saw the old hoy
once g3 a kid. But I wish I knew more
about things. Wish the pater was alive,
too,” he thought wistfully, and instantly
inrﬂed his mind away from a& painful
subject with characteristic force.
“Wonder what sort of chap Uncle Des-
mond was. Bit of a terror from all
socounts, Terrible quarter, this! I
wonder how chaps can live in 1f. DBub
gtill, they must, I supposo, if this is
all the powers that be build for *em]}
Rotten hard luck ! Now if I were some-

bod 3

TE& death of the uncle he did not
remember had, according to the solemn
old lawyer he had interviewed many
times lately, left him sole master of
Frazer’s Foundry. There had been a
will to read, a-dickens of a lot of swear-
iﬂ% and signing legal papers, and then
?u. ang, dry specch of advice from the

er.

Tha worthy man had thought it would
be best if Peter returned to finish his
Iast term at Clayton, leaving the
businees in his and Mr, Dimmock’s hands
until he should be ready to start in the
spring ; but Peter, thinking the matter
out zlowly, had shaken his head finally
and decided to get into his_business—
his own business—at once. His father
had died a year ago, Now his uncle had
gone, too, he was left entirely on his
own, The sooner, therefore, that he got
to know all about his new kingdom, the
better.

Thus, at one stroke. he had stopped
the lawyer's arguments, come North,
and left Clayton.

The action was typical of him. OQut-
wardly Peter was a iefty youth, with a
cheerful, mischievous grin, stiff black
hair, and shrewd grey-blue eyes. Barely
eiﬁhteen, he was o iuung giant, splen-
didly built and quick on his feet, with
& strength beyond his years, inherited
Trom his famous athletic father, The
men of his family had been powerful
fellows, veritable sons of Anak, for as
long as he could trace back—tough
men with massive shoulders, trim waists,
and long, clean legs. And though, as
yet, young Meter had not attained full
strength, he promised one day to be a
worthy descendant,

That was his outward appearance,
But if he looked on things usually as
s huge joke, thore were times when
his mouth set grimly, and his eyes grew
hard, e had a habit of relying on
himself, of taking quick decisions and
abiding by them, and another habit of
not allow:ng littlo things, or big things,
either, to make him sworve from his
course. Also, a cheerful habit of seldom
knowing when he was licked.

In the course of a carecr at Clayton
he had landed the jobs of captain of
footer and head mobitor, nud with them
‘the air of authority that was very neces-
sary for both. This authority he gﬂ.ﬂdlcd
carefully, refrained from throwing hia
weight sbout, and managed to smile

enizlly on both _f&g and Sixth-Former.

hus, 1t can easily be understood wh
Clayton School, on hearing of itz idol's
departurs, had lifted up its three
hundred voices and cheered.

The cab lurched on, deeper and deeper
into Maxport's dockland.
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The Atiack In the Archway !

LIP, clop, clippety clop! Peter
C yawred. cavernously, Gradusally
the fag of the long day’s journey
began to tell on him, and the
regular beat of *“"her ladyship's ¥ hoofa
on the wet road made a rhythm that
soon lulled him into a half-doze. Staring
absently out of the cab he paid no atten-
tion to his surroundings beyord think-
ing lazily that it was getting even
hla.c;:er and wetter with every yard they
went.

If the mneighbourhood round theé
station had been bad, that through
which they were passing now was beart-
breaking, for they had reached the very
heart of Maxport’s dockland, On either
side clumps of black tumbling houses
were divided by blacker stragglin
alleys, from whose deptha men an
women popped out andp vanished like
rabbits in a warren, and eries
rancous yells occasionally filled the air.

Sleepily he wondered if the place ever
got ang better, and whether, when he
was “fixed ” at his own foundry, he
would be able to chango things for
the people who worked so hard and yet
lived so0 badly off.

Further, too, he wondered how much
longer the jolting journey to Manston
waa. He was on the point of raizing the
dickey to ask some direct questions
when, with o heave nnd a rattle, the
cab swung off the main street suddenly
and instantly plunged into a darker road
spanned by the buge arch of a bridge.

alf-way through it a feeble lamp
fuuared throngh the rusty bars of a
antern on the wall, making a tiny
onsis of light in the blackness.

He felt the cabby take a cantious pull
at his reins, as though ntendgi::f the
ancient steed, and as the ca owed
down & whistle, shrill and piercing, rang
through the echoing arch just as they
passed beneath the light,

And with the whistle came a tre-
mendous lurch ns the driver threw all

his weight on the reira and the horse
was pulled back almost on to her
haunches !

Peter was startled out of his drowsi-
ness 1n a flash by being thrown for-
ward through the apron of the cab. As
he clung there, dimly wondering what
had ]_mppunei threo lithe Eguru,
springing out of the darkness by his
side, seemed literally to shoot niuard
the cab, Next instant, dazed and be-
wildered, Peter had been swept clean
out of 't!!m_uab and on to the cobbled
lane, with iron hands reaching for
on all sides.

He heard a vicious order, and some-
one fetched him a clump that knocked
off his hat. A rope rasped over his face,
and he felt it settle aeross his shoulders,
But before they could tighten it he had
recovered from the shock and began
suddenly to fight like & young buli

The feel of the rope maddened him.
Wrenching an arm away, he smashed at
a dim face and a man dropped silently
into the road. Startled cries rang out—
sailors curses, he noted, even as he
sprang bhack., Ducking his chin into the
folds of his scarf, and plunging, heaving
and twisting, he punched himself free
of the hands that held him and backed
against the eab., Who the men werg
he could not for the lifs of him guess,
but the whirlwicd fury of hizs wild
attack hod paralysed them for a sccond,

Only for a second, however, Even as
ho sent & bellowing shout for help roll-
ing through the arch, they closed on
him nagain, sliding silently in on poised
toes, with croocked arms and ready
hands.

Peter met them coolly and desperately.
Figures npmng at him, ourses were
whispered, and, hitting, butting and

EVERY 8ATURDAY

and

him .

25

tripping, he Tought tnem off again. Obe
dived at him low and ewiftly, but met
a1 iron koee with his face, then another
came over the cab and dropped on
Peter from behind.

Frantically Peter reached up, and,
ﬁ&hhmg' the thug by the hair, heaved.
‘The man's flying” body crashed among
his sparling comrades, and his thrilling
screech as his collar-bone snapped on
the cobbles stopped them dead in their
tracks.

1t was o chance. Peter seized it and
ruched, letting out another yell as he
did so, He dodged & whizzing kick
by instinct, dropped the kicker, and,
hurling himself away from the cab,
plunged I1u,=.aay:i!n::m,§1 forward while they
were gathering themselves together, in
an_effort to win the open street,

Tor just a second, so unexpected was
hiz charge, it looked 'as though ho was
through. The man lay in the road, and
another sprawled weakly against the
wall. His rush caught the other fiat-
footed, and there was only one between
him and the street.

Hands shot out and grabbed at his
throat, but the scarf saved him. Next
instant he had landed a lightning upper-
cut, and the hands fell away.

He hurled the man aside, and was
free. Then, from high above him as he
passed the back of the cab, mmpthing
swished downwards through the air an
crashed frightfully on his bare head.

He recled, stopped, them stumbled
feebly, still groping forward, The road
beneath his feet began hornh]év to dis-
solve, brilliant ligh*s Ieapt and burned
before his eyes.

There came a shrill ejaculation from
the cabman in his high seat as he leaned
out and slashed again with his weapon—
a length of ruhger tyre—and missed,
and tha last man Peter had hit dived
forward with a gob and took him round
hia wobbling knees,

Thengblackness.

The Scarred Man !
ETWEEN Maxport City and the
aea lie the marshes, nearly four
miles of wild, salty wastes,
formed by the estuary of the
rivor. .

At the point where the huge cily
apreads its prosperous bulk on either
bank of the Maxwell the river is nearly
a mile in width; and immediately it
broadens out into its famous estuary,
split up by numerous sandbanks and tiny
islands.

At the seawnrd end of the city ere
the docks and dockland—ancient, dis-
torted, and ugly—a crowded mass of
wharves, warehouses, and tenements
that come suddenly and curionsly to a
clean-cut end at the very edge of the
marshes. One second there are the dark
streeta and docks, the next only the
sweep of the desolate salt waste stretch-
ing away to the sca

From one of the ramshackle wharves
at the edge of the town, & dinghy shot
out and slipped downstream. A mist was
creeping in over the rivér from the sea,
thickening every minute, and with the
rain ecttling down to a steady swish
the erow of the boat pulled hard under
tho {orcibla commands of tho stearsman,
a squat, powerful man, who ghared the
stern sheets with two passengers, Of
these, Peter Frazer lay, a limp, uncon-
scipus figure partly covered with a heavy
oilskin, while the other passenger hent
over him and lashed his limp hands
sccurely behind his baclk,

" The task finished, he lurched forward
awkwardly to do the same to the feet,
but the sudden roll of the boat brought
an augry growl from the stecrsman, and
the man sank back gquickly.

Tee Migxzr Lonine.—No. 1,133,
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Before, ho emild say anything in
answer, hewever, out of the darkness
loomed the black sidesa of =» small
steamer, anchored near the edge of the
channel, She was entirely without
lights. Piloted by one who %new the
estuary like the palm of his hand, she
had crept in from the sen under cover
of tho mist and rein like o sinister
wraith, and even had thers been
watchera on the marshes this wild night
they could scarcely have secn her.

Briskly the boat ran alongside, and
the crew slipped up the jacob’s ladder,
A noose slithered down from the deck
above to the stesrsman, who, with
practised dexterity, caught it and bent
it securely round ﬂ;q limp captive ander
_the oilskin. 8waying and bumping,
Peter was hauled aboard.

Gi:lini{i and silontly, two of the crew

icked him off the deck and hurried him

clow to the cabin, They hurled him
viciously inko the selitary bunk, and
stood, nrms akimbo, eyeing him grimly.
Then one whose jaw had been nearly
broken by Peter's knee in the fight
beneath the arch, stepped forward with
a vicious leer on his twisted lips. But
heavy footsteps olumping down the com-
panion froze him in his tracks, and the
two seamen stiffened to attention as the
burly stesrsman-—obviously the captain
of the ship—burst into the cabin,
followed by his other passenger.

A curt command dismissed the sailors.
The eabin door ed behind them,
and the skipper, taking the light from
ita hook above the table, strode towards

Frantically Peter Frazer reached up and, grabbing {he fhug by ihe hair, heaved, The man’s
fiying body crashed among his snarling %mradﬁ aml} stopped them dead in their tracks!
ee page 25.

the bunk, where the olher man alreadw
etood silently appraising the unconscious
cantive.

rutally he thrust out 2 gnarled fst
and grabbed the youngster by the hair,
twisting tne white, still face towards the
light. Holding him =0 for & momoent
he thrust him still further back into the
bunk with a powerful jerk, then, =a
Peter's head lolled over helplessly, he
turned to hiz companion with a grn.

“Qut to the world, mister ! Losh, but
yon was a crack ye fowched un!”

The other zmiled, too—a soundless
ghost of a smile. He was smaller than
the great broad skipper, and entirely
shrouded in 8 maecintosh cape and wide
round hat of the kind affected by cab
drivers. His voice as he replied was
slow and colourless, -

* He forgot me sitting high above him,
skipper. Just as well. Your men mado
a sad bungle of it!”

Thero was no expression either of
exultation ov reproof in the quiet voice.
Water was running in ting strenms from
the cracks and creases in his soaked
macintosh and from the brim of his hat,
but he stood immovably staring down
at Peter. The burly skipper looked nt
him ecurigusly. That the man had for-
gotten his presence and was lost in deep
thonght was obvious even to the satlor’s
blunt mind., With his hat ecasting a
deep shadow over his fuce, and the
shapeless wet garment hiding his hgure,
ha ked 3%1‘3.1159 and featureless.
There was something patiently trium-
phant about the man's pose, like one

THE MAGNET

who had laboured for years towards one
end, and now at last sees the goal in
sight. Ewven as the scaman hdgeted
impatiently the colourless voice spoke
agrain, softly and musingly.

“The young fonl—a schoolboy cub—
to rob——  But there!” Brigkly he
turned on the captsin. “To business,
skipper, We've wasted time already.
Your men bungled thinga! If I badn’t
helped with this—"

o stopped eignificantly, and from
his pocket drew out a long length of
rubber pram-tyre, bound with twine &t
one end, Looking up, he met the cap-
trin's stare coolly.

“Tffective, and leaves no marck,
captain. A wvery tough schoolboy, eh?
Gave your men somo trouble [

Again the soft, ghostly smile.

Furious dark blood rushed into the
skipper's  heavy face.  He relled
venomous eyes towards the youngster on
the bunk.

“Ay."” he gritted slowly, and stared
savagely ut the other. “I'll be glad to
do this yere job, mister, and so will
some of the crew [V

The ex-cab-driver elapped him on the
shoulder.

HGood!  Now to details. First, we
are guite safe heret" ‘
“Snfat? SBafo as houses! '"Tisn'’t the

first time I've brought her into the
estuary guiet-like.™

“The crow? No one can hear usi”

“My crew don’t listen to my secrots,
mister,” growled the skipper. * They
does what I says. IE pays 'em to.”

“(Good again [*

They turned to the table.
And Peter Frazer, in the
shadow of the bunk, opened his
cyes.

He had frst recovered con-
sciousness in the wind end rain
qut on the river, but slumped
back into mistiness ngain until
the skipper’s brutal cluteh nt
hiz hair had roused him fully.
Only his splendid nerve and
hard self-control had prevented
him yelling out under the cruel
grip; but the pain had been
effective, and although hig
head was ene big ache, it was
beginning to clear rapidly.

Tiwms he had lain limp and
st1ll urtil the men had turned
away, then, warily and coolly
opening his eyes to the merast
slits, he took stock of bis captors
amd prison.

Thoe cabin was a big one,
crudely furnished and smelling
vilely, A big lamp swinging on
8 hook above the table at which
the two men were seated cast
a swaying shadow upon them.

The skipper had his back
towards the buk, aod his broad
“form obsenred most of the
smaller man from Peter'a
himited siow, but suddenly ha
thrust hiz chair back a little
and the youngster had a good
view of the man at whose in-
stipation apparenily he had
been captured.

To hiz keen disappointment
the broad hat and uwpturned
cape  collser hid the man's
features completely 1n tho
shadow east by tho lamp. Tle
had thrown the length of pram
tyre ecarclessly on the table,
and his finpers played with the
bound end ceasclessly as he
argued in slow, placid whispers
with his sguat confoderate,
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Peler's mouth hardened as he noticed
the tyre.

“Zs that's the little thing he hit me
with from the cabby’s seat 1™ he thought.
“If only he'd lift his face out of that
collar 1 Now that he had a sitght of hia
fors, the ache in his head was forgotten.
He had one -idea only—an icy deter-
mination to fight it out to a fimsh, and
this ruled him to the exclusion of
fatigue, pain, or any other feeling.
Where lesser men wmﬂ’{] have betrayed
themszelves with an inveluntary groan
or plunged straightway into a reckless
dash for freedem, he eollected all his
will-power to lie inert and listen until
the time for achion camae.

A hiteh had apparently occurved
befween the men, for they were arguing
in insistent whispers, i'i.fthmlgﬁ he
strained hiz ears, he eould not eateh the
drift of the talk, but presently the
skipper, bending forward, silenced his
companion and muttered fiercely and
abruptly, emphasizing his points with a
thick forefinger on the table.

It seemed to Peter that he was
delivering something like an ultimatun,
for finally the smaller man nadded his
head and the scaman rose quickly and
began to scarch the table drawer for pen
and er.

This ?eft the chief enemy in full view.
Still he kept his head down, drumming
incessantly on  the table, interested,
seemingly, in tha captain’s movements.
Then, perhaps because the cabin was
close and the rain-soaked hat heavy, he
took it off slowly and threw it down on
the floor beside him.

And revealed a clue to identity that
was unforgettable. For, although the
swinging lamp above him threw his
collar-hidden features into shadow, the
rays shona brightly on the worst scar
Peter had ever scen.

The man's head was completely bald.
There was not a vestige of hair on 1t
anywhere, but richt across the top of
the skull, stark white and jazged, seaved
the broad mark of an old and terrible
wound.

Escape !
WILD thrill shot through
A Peter’'s heart a3 through
narrowed lids he took in every

detail of the scar searing the
bald, poliched. head bent over the table.
Even if he failed to catch a glimpse of
the man's face, and up t:ll now he had
not the faintest ides what he looked
like. such a mark ¢ould not possibly be
hidden. By gad, if he got free——

With a crash and a growl, the skipper
jerked the drawer open and all the con-
tents shot on to the table. A pen rolled
out of some papers, and, triumph elitter-
ing in his piggy eyes, he lurched back
inta his chair and beran fo write
laboriously. Onece more Peter’s view of
the scarred man was blocked, but he
noticed the tapping hand grow still.

The sailor finished his tazk and pushed
paper, pen, and ink across the table.
There was a long pause. Then, as the
slipper stilfened ominously, lhe other
shrupred, and reaching for the pen,
wrofe in his turn.

Both men rose, and the skipper, after
folding the paper earefunlly away in a
preasy pocket-book, again unhooked the
lamp. They approached the bunk, and
thero lollowed anather long serutiny of
their capltive, Peler braced himself,
eves clozeod tightly. in case the skipper
should grab at his bair again; but
apparently his Hmp aititnde satisfied
t]?em, for nothing happened save at last
a long hiss of indrawn breath from the
landsman.

“There'll be no hitch, captain?” he
asked abruptly. Tt was the first sign of
nerves he had shown.
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As if released by a powerful spring, Pster

LR

A

Frazer’s legs shot out with every ounca

of desperate energy behind them, and the heavy brogue heels met the seaman’s
unshaven jaw squarely ! (See this page.)

For amswer, the seaman laughed
gratingly.

" Don't worry, mister! Thiz'ere ain't
the first eovey that's been taken ta sea
far 'ia’ealth ! An’ this one—some of my
men’ll be glad to ses ‘e don™t return™

He nodded significantly and clapped
the other on the shoulder loudly. And
with that, abruptly he turned end rolled
towards the door. Peter's unknown
cnemy staved, bent down and peered
closely into his face. He felt the hot
hr&atg fanning his cheels.

The skipper muttered something im-
patiently from the door, and the scarred
man straightened himself, Next moment
Peter heard them climbing the com-
panion steps again, and he waz alone.

At length he opened his eyes widely
but wari% 7, and took a ihorough look
round, without, however, moving his
position. The porthole was closed, and
the heavy cabin door also. GQuickly he
tested the bonds round his wrist, but
they were tied gecurely, and he failed to
gain an inch.

His feet were not hound—apparently
they had e¢ither forgotten or deemed 1t
unnecessary  after all—but with his
hands bound behind him he felt pretty
helpless. Also, his head was as heavy as
lead. The feeling, however, lasted only
a minute. The next he had pulled him-
self together and was struggling with his
wrists. He wag still tugging at the rope
in tight-lipped desperation when return-
ing footsteps down the companion-way
checked him. Abandoning the effart, he
sagged back limply inte the frowsy
bunk to wait further developments.

I'he cabin deor opened once more, and
thizs time a deckhand, burly and dirty,
rolled in.

“FTuek's dead out,” thought Peter
resignedly ; and elosed his eves tightly
as the man lumbered towards him.

Satisfied that the captive could give
no trouble, he perched himself on the
cvorner of the table, and, taking out a
clazp-knife, commenced to pare a
of tobacco.

Poter. opening an eve graodually, fixed
it on the sharp, pleaming knife and

instantly closed it again as the begin-
mings of a chancy plan began to formn
in his head.

If luck would turm, it might be done.
Softly, as one returning to painful con-
scioushess, ho gave a groan, then slowly
began to twitch and writhe, drawing
himself as he did so still further into
the bunk. Resting & minute, he tricd
it again, the sailor watching him with
sneering eyes,

Again ho ﬂﬁ{ppﬂd helplessty, his head
lolling forward, and then he allowed his
eyes to open and flicker wildly, at the
same time giving a final hoist that gﬁt
him so far into the bunk that now he
could feel his shoulders braced against
the cabin wall.

The plan began to work. Through a
elit-like eye Poeter watched the man lay
down his knife and plug slowly and
deliberately and lurch towards him.

“(iot him " he thought with unholy
glee, and gave one Jast twist—a violent
puroxysin of seeming pain, drawing up
hiz knees into the bunk as he did so.

With a muttered curse - the sailor
peered in curiously, his brutal, grimy
face lecring with enjoyment.  For o
brief, split second the two stared ab
each other. Then Peter kicked! As if
reloased by a powerful spring, his legs
shot out with every ounce of desperaloe
energy hehind them, and ihe heavy
brogue heels met the unshaven jaw
squarely. ]

There was a =ound like a snapping
stick, o horrid animal grunt, and ‘the
seaman hurtled backwards across the
eabin, hit the table and collapsed, arms
outstretehed and oyes tight closed.

Giddy and breathless, Peter strupgled
out of the bunk and staggered towards
the table, his heart in his mouth. Would
the luek hold?

(Fefer Froazer's bid for freedom scems
n  fundred-fo-ane  ohence, deesn’'t il
chuma? But he's the el #o win thraugl
agreingt odds!  You'll like the nexd
instolment cven better than the first,
Look out for 18, then, in ncxt week's
MauGNET.)
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BLACKMAIL!

(Continu«d from page 23.)

Coker's fancies, His powerful intellect
moved on original lines.

“I'm waiting!” said Coker. “Arc
vou bending over that chair, Wharton,
or do you want me to handle youi™

“1 tﬁmk you'd better handle me!
said Wharton gravely.

Coker took him at his word. He
mads & jump at the captain of the
Remove, and collared him, :

"Hu'l.r, then 1™ he said grimly.

The captain” of the Remove ratumm:l
grasp “for grasp. The grasp of four
more pairs of hends was inunediately
added.

Coker had had mare than one lesson
in dealing with the cheery chums of
the Remove. Bub lessons were wasted
on Coker. His powerful brain did not
_assimilate them. It was Coker's way
to bite off more than ho could masti-
cate. He had done it before—and now
he was doing it again—but never had
he done 1t so dimaﬁmu&’ly.

"With a bump, in the grip of five
pairs of hands, Coker came down over
the chair. Bob Cherry had his right
arm, Johnny Bull his left; Hurrée Jam-
set Ram Singh had a tenacious rip on
his shock of hair, and Frank Nugent
took .care of his legs, which thrashed
wildly, Harry Wharton picked up the
shick t*.hmh E::-i:-ur had dropped.

Whack!

The wheek ramg through the Rag like
a pistol-shot. It was followed by a roar
of laughter from the juniors, snd =
roar from Coker that had no tincture
of mefriment in it.

THE MAGNET

“1la, ha, hat®

Whack! - .

“Yarooogh! Il pulverise voa—
yarocop ! Leggol”

Whack !

“Wow!"  Coker strugglnd {rantic-
ally, but in vain. “ Yow-ow-ow |
Wow ™

Whack |

It seemied like an cvil drcam to
Coker. He had come there to give the

cheeky fags six! He was getting the
six hamseclf! 'The thing was working
the  wrong - way round! Coker was
getting six! It was time for the skies
to fnif :

Whack !

" Yarcoooooogh '™

“That's the lot!” gsaid Wharton
cheerily. " If yon ever want anothor

gix, Coker, como herv again! Don't
forget to bring a stick with you.”
“Ha, ha, ha!"

Coker, in & dizzy frame of _mind,
went whirling out of the Rag. He
hardly knew how he got out: but he
knew that a lot of boots helped hime on
his_ w He staggered back, and
glared ack at & sca of grinning fodes
in the doorway. For a mioment he was
tempted to charge back inte. the Rag

But he didn't, — Evoi Coker réalisnd
that, for the present at least, he had
had enough.  He tottored awWay,

followed inr a vell of laughter—a sadder
if not a wisor Coker.

TEE EXD,

(Malc sure you read the aﬂque! of this
topping  yurn: “FOOL'S LUCK M
which will appeer in nert wéek's bumper
txsue of the Macxer. You'll enjoy every
ling of 41, chums/t)

FOILED AT THE FINISH !

0t etinued from page 15.)

“BFhame!" cried some of the Fourth.
Formora,

The Head frowned,

ANl those who criod *Shame!"' can
hﬂ% it at the same time !’ he growled.

hero was no help for it. The referec’s

decision hatl to be respeckted, aud eight
;m’l]ﬂﬁ wendod their way to the pavilion,
leaving only three to defend the honner
of the Fourth.

Those ..three fought gemely., Bub
natcharn!h' they could do little againsd
such fearful od ,-and when the whistle

blew for the finish of the game, the First
Eleven ran out the winners by &60—48.
When the Hoad joined the players in
the pavilion, he made & littls & h.
‘Jentlemen,chaps, and fellows! " he said.
“X think we may all take sattusfaction
i:i. the nollidgo that the best team has won.
winning this grate match, Burleigh's
m(:l(a has qu&hﬁnd to play the Iamos French
team, Lbay Rodeurs, next weel.”
 Jack JGH}" & Gﬂ sat down to tea that
afternmon in a gloomy silence. If only
fair play had been meted out to them, they
would havo licked the soniors to a frozsle,
and the honner of playing the forriners
would have fallen to ‘them,

Jack Jolly, however, was, the kind of
follow who never said die. "He hadn't giveg,
up hope, and a daring akﬂam was forming
in hiz branebox.

- Whother that skeem wﬁuld be suxxessful
or not was & guestion that only the future
could reveel !

THE END.

(Next week’s MagNer will contain the
I'Ft!:r'd: t:mfi fast” yarn _in_ this amusing

ffooter " series: “ WELL DONE, THE
FOURTH ™ Stand by for one long

Whack !
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WHEN FEELING BLUE LEAVE IT TO DICKY NUGENT—HE'LL PULL YOU THROUGH !

That they can beat the Sixth Form to a frazzle at footer, Jack
Jolly & Co. of the Fourth are convinced. But they little expect

the rude awakening that is in store for them.

I

4 HAT about a deputation to
5 Burleigh 1" .
Jack Jolly, the kaptin of

the Fourth Form at 5t.
Bam's, made that sujjestion to his study-
mates one nite. And the rest of the Co.
gignified thoir egreement with a harty
corus of =
* Hear, Iipar ! ™

The heroes of the Fourth were dis-
cugsing  an  awlully  serious oblem.
The First Elaven at 5t. Sam's nann jusat
arranged & fixture with the sellybratod
French football team known as Lay
Rodeura. Jeeck Jolly was oggstremely
anxious to * bag™ that fixture for the
Fourth Form team. The difficulty was that
the orthorities didn't see evo to eye with
Lim in the matter., When Jrek had
mentioned it to the Head and to Burleigh,
the keptin of tha Bkool, both of them
had laried fit to bust.

Jack Jeolly & Co. had just been chowing
the matter over botween themselves,
and Jack, as usual, had trotted out a really
brilliant wheese, This was to issue & chal-
lenge to the First Eleven for a match to
take place on the next hali-holiday, the
condition being that whichever team won
the match woa to have the privilege of
playing Lay Rodeurs.

The problem wes how to approach Bur.
Jeigh with the challenge. Jack's sujjestion
that o deputation would meet the bill met
with immejate approval.

" You see, after oll, thore's szafety in
numbers,” said Jack Jolly thoughtiully.
“If I go along on my own with the chal.
lenge, Burleigh may think I'm pulling
hig leg and cut wup rusty.”

* Eggsactly | " grinned Frank Fearloss

“ Whereas if a duzzen or g0 of us go
along, Le'll have to treat us with a certain
amount of respect.”

" Hear, hear ! ™

“'Then if wo're all agreed, we may as
well giriko while the iron's hot," said Jack.
“Let's scout round and get & crowd
together.”

HE Migxer LiBramt.—XNo. 1,133,

So saying, the kaptio of the Fourth rose
to his feet and lod the way out.

In & faw minnits hall the Fourth had
gatherad behind Jack Jolly's Dbanner,
H,._._.,gq.ﬂ_.d__u__.._u.q was keen on securing the grate
match for the Form, and so long as their
lzader was willing to stand in front and
argew the toss with Burleigh, the rest of the
fellows wore quite willing to stand at the
hack and chime in with an occcasional
* Hear, hear | "

Wearing very determined eggspressions
on their fizzops, tha Fourth-Formers at
laat set out for the Sixth Form passidge.

They halted outside Burleigh's study,
w:_n Jack Jolly gave a sharp wrap on the

oor,

“Trot in, fathead!"™ ealled out Bur-

loigh's deep voice from within.

ack Jolly opened the door and trotted
into the study as rekwested, The rest of the
deputation followed at a respoctiul die-
tance,

Burleigh was ongaged in a starnly-
fouight game of tiddley-winks with Swotter
of the Sixth when the deputation entered.
He bestowed & irown on the kaptin of the
Fourth.

** Pleasa, Burleigh, we've come ! " said
Jack Jolly meekly.

Burleigh nodded,

“T can seo that. Nowgo!"

* But wo haven't discessed our bizzinesa
vet,” pointed out the leader of the deputa.-
tion,

" And the probability is that we suan't
discuss it "' said Burleigh, rather tartly.
** At present, Jolly, I am engaged in the
vory stern bizziness of licking Swotter at
tiddley-winks. Kindly buzz off I "

Jack Jolly's handsum face took on & very
firm look,

“ Borry. Bul it can't be did ! ™ he said.
“ On behalf of the entire Fourth Form
[ domand an immejate interview with the
kaptin of the First Eloven ! "™

urleizh atared,

" Why, vou cheeky young sweep n
he began,

"To pet down te brass lax,"” said
Jack Jolly, wnhoading, " we have come

to igsue a challenge to the Fivat Elaven ! ¥

_ A—a challenge 1" cried Burlaigl.

A _E..u_qau%a to & game of Socker,”
nodded Jack Jolly, * You soe, wo've got
a glite idea that we'ro as good as the
irat Elaven [ "

“ Ha, ha, ha ! " rosred Burleigh.

Jack Jolly cullered.

" Nothing to larf at, that I can ses,” he
said. " Anyway, funny or not, we wan a
game with the First Eleven,"

" Oh, my hat ! Anything elso 1" asked
Burleigh, grinning all over his dile.

* Yes, rather | We want to make it a
eondition of the game that whoever wins
haa the honner and privilege of playing
Lavy Rodeura when they come.”

Burleigh smiled & aarkastic smile,

*“ I soem to remember you saying cume-
thing like that before. Dona't you know
any other funny atories 1" he asked.

aole Jolly frowned,

" Wa want an answer to our challengs,
Burleigh,” he said firmly. * Do you axxept
or not 1"

“ Not | " snorted Burleigh. ** Whatever
happens, the dignitty of the First Eleven
must be preserved—mind our tiddley-
wink board, you ass !

“Bust your tiddley-wink Tboard!®™
retorted the kaptin of the Fourth fearlessly,
“ We're making you o fair offer. 1f you
win, vou pley Lay Rodeurs. If we win,
we take the game over. Bee 1"

But Burleigh atill shook his head.

*“The thing's impossibul !|" he gaid.
" For mitey seniora like us to play meer
faggs like you wounld be far benssth our

dignitty. he angwer is thorefore in the
nagative, Hers, what the thump—
yarocoooo | "

The limmit of Jack Jolly's patience
hoad been reached. Instead of continuin
to argew the toss for an indeflinite periad,
the kaptin of the Fourth had therefore

abbed Burleigh's tiddley-wink board and

hed him on the napper with it.

Wallop |

* Yarooooo ! "

“Bump him!" yelled Frank Feerless
eggsitedly.

The jumicrs had so far forgotten the

respect dew to o stately Bixth-Former as

e

1o rugh forward and make a prab at him,
But  before they eould execute their
desines, a deap, refined voice at the rear
made them pull up with n start,

“"Now, boys, what's all this
about 1"

It was Dr. Birchemall, the revered and
majestick headmastor of 5t. Bam’s.

“My hat!' eggeclaimed Jack Jolly.
“The Head ! ™

Dr. Birchemsll russled into the study,
his classicle featohers stern and seveor.

“Do my eyes decesve me, or am 1
actuslly witneasing o barberous attack
by meer juniors on the kaptin of the
skool 7™ ha askad.

" Borry, sir,” mermered Jack Jolly.
Tt was juet & bit of an argewment we
wora having with Burleigh about Socker.”

“ Tutt-tutt |  Why will you use this
objectionable slang " asked the Head
toatily. "' Presaomably, Jolly, you meen
footer, not Socker | ™

“ That's it, sir! You see, we—that is,
the Fourth—want to play Lay Hodeurs.
o we challenged the First Eleven to a
matoh, the winners to have the honner of

laying the forriners. But Burleigh won't
war of it."”

Dr. Birchemall permitted a slite grin
io spread over his cowntenanece,

" What's the objection, Burleigh 1"
he inkwired, in his ellegant way., * Scared
that they'li whack you § "

Burleigh turned as red as a pony.

" Cortainly not !" he cried hawtily.
“It's beneeth our dignitty to play thess
serubby fages, as a matter of fact, You
wonld understand that without my tellin
ou, if you were anything like a rea
wadmaster | '

Dy, Birchemall ekowled.

" How dare you make such disrespeck-
®ve remarks ! " he cried. " For two pins

hero

I would make .wdﬁ touch your
toes and weeld my birch on
yvour annatomy. But no! On
popond thoughts, & mora smt.
gble punishment wil ba to
meoke you play the Fourth
whather vou want to or not.”

“Hooray ! "  oheerad the TFourth
dalitedly.

“Thoe moleh is hofeby fixed for two-
thirty to-morrow afternoon,” said the
Heoad. “-What is more, in ordér that fair
play shall be guaranteed, I will act as
roforec myvself.™

* And do the winners play the forginers?”
| asked Jack Jolly eagerly.

"' Yes, rather!"™ replied the Head.
"If the First Eleven can't malke mince-
meat of wyou juniors, they then don't
deserve to play such a seliybrated team os
Lay Rodeurs. Enuf, Burleigh { My
mind i3 made vp snd I don't intend to
argew the toss about it ! ™

With those words, the Head Lkwitted
the study, followed by a cheer from the
juniors.

Jack Jolly had won the first round!
It only remafned to lick the First Eleven
now, and the grate fixture with the
forriners was his !

— — W

IL.

ROMPT to the minnit, the two
teams turned ont on the following
day. Tha seniors wero looking
very hawty, and treated their

yoothiul H.WHE_.EE“. with lofty kontempt.
On tha other hand. Jack Jolly & Co.
wors looking very grim and determined.

Thore was & cheer from the assembinlled
erowd a3 Dr. Birchomall, wearing football
ghorts and o blazer banceth his scademmick
gown, strollod on the Held and callod the
rival kapting to toss for choice of ends.

Pheap !

A ehrill blast from the Head's whistle,
and the game had started.

The First Lleven forwarda., acting on
instructions already received, swopt forward
at a fearful pace, carrying all before
them. 8o fast did they rmn that they had
no time to notiss whero the ball was, and
it wnsn't until they reached the Fourth-
Former's goal-month thet thoy realised
that that important lesthor objoct was
at the other end of tha field.

Meenwhile, Jack Jolly and Fearloess
botween them wore outwitting the First

Eloven halves and fool-backs.

15
Flong 1
It waz & mitey kick from
the wunerri foot of Jank
Jolly—a  kigk that lefs
Broadribbs, thes eponiora’

goalie, completely guessi
and lodged the ball right H.__Hp_.m
to the back of the not.

“Goal 1™ want up a roar
from a thowsand throats—
mora or lasa,

“ Good old Jack Jolly 1™

That goak proved to be
tha firet of several. Fiva
minmts later, Fearleas
scored ; then Merry ; then
Jadk Jolly notehed another
On.

Burleigh & Co. looked
distinktly poeved. They
began to adept dosprit

mMerTures, _.E__Enm at their opponents
feercely and nocking them right and left
like minepina. But the Fourth-Formers
didn't mind a few nocks. As fast as they
were nocked down, they got up again,
mmnnrn..q all over their diles. And the
First Eloven men found that all their roff
taltix weres unavailing,

Half-time came with the score standing
at G—nil in Jack Jolly & Co's favour,
and the Fourth Form players trotted into
ihe pavilion to the sccompaniment of
q_ﬁ,_w_e:m:m cheers from every port of the
field.

During the interval, Burleigh had o
Lonfab with some of the most important
M__.EEHEE of his team to discuss what to
a8

“ We simply con’t lose—wo mustn’t 1"
he eaid. **The very idea of the Firsb
Eleven being licked by ths Fourth is
mﬂ_m.amnmrz_. at can we do 1™

I know 1™ said Tallboy, suddenly.
“ Bribe the ref 1™

i m.—u. H ir

* Briba the ref to help us by .mmih
decizions in our favour, ot settera | ™ =ai
Tallboy calmly. ™I feel sure we can win
with hs help 1™

* But—but we can't bribe the Heasd 1 "
cried Burleigh, agarst. “ A jentlemsn in
hiz position would naver taks money—""

“ Perhapanot | " nﬁwﬂ@n Tallboy. " But
knowing how greedy he is at hart, I fonay
he won't be nverse to axxepting o free
feed in retumn for a few friendly decisions I"

And Tallboy's opinion proved to he
correch.  When the matter was eggsplained
to him, the Head farely jumped at the
upportunity of enrning a free feed so easily,

1 gseond half of the game commenced.
But the history of this session was different
from the history of the firat.

The Fourth started well. Frank Fear.
lezs took the ball wp the field on his own
and seored a ﬁﬁ:n goal with a shot that
beat Broadribbs all hands down. Thera
was a roar of “ Goall" from the epeck-
tators. Bubt instead of awarding a goal
Dr. Birchemall blew his whistle and yelled
out:

* That was offside 1"

1] H_._— .m LR ]
* Offside 1" repeeted the Head.
“ Offzside, be blowad ™ gaid Frank

Feorless woarmly.

Dr. Birchemall raized his eyebrows.

““Aro vou disputing the decision of
the ref., Fearlasg 1™

* Yes, rather!"

“Yery well, then. In that case, I
order you off the fiald, and awerd & penalty
kick to the First Eleven I ™

There was a yell of rage from the
_..”.Emn.u.-. but tha Head was adamnant.
Nothing wonld satisfy him but for Fearless
to leave the field and the First Eleven to
take a penalty kick. As a result, Burleigh
scored the frst goal for his eide, and the
Fourth lined up for the kick-off with
one man short,

(Uontinued on page 28.)
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