


From Your Editor!

Always glad lo hear from you, chunis, so drop mine a line lo the following address:
The Editor The * Magnet? Librory, The dmalgamatced Press, Lid., Flectway House,
Farrimgdon Sireet, London, EC.4.

ET'S  burst into gopg-—or rzther,

let H. ©Oxenham, of 3, Colwith

Rood, W.6, burst inte a linerick

whiclhi woll deserves the pocket
wollet I bave sent along to him. Hore
= his effort -

Rilly Bunter, tha * Barrel,’ is cursed
Witk an appalite, also a thirst
I'm sore very-soon
He'l gat like 2 balloon,
Then ona day we'll hear that he"s
borst 1

Now, folowing my usual habit, I
dip into my diary, and seo whab inter-
things bave happened during this
icatay, week on previous years, Thera
not much to record. nlthough fourteen
rs age this week, our country waos
inning to fect the effects of the German
_ attack on  our moercantile
maring, ang many shipa wont to tho
Auring the week. 1 can tall
you it wia mo safe job poing Lo sea in
those dayx snd any of my chums who
sre thinking about embeacing the sea as
n cesion powaodays ought to thank
their hocky stara they weren't born fourteen
enrlier, for in 1018 it was courting
dven to poke the nose of n ehip
emtside harbour] And March ia not o
ﬁnmﬁluﬂ; easant month in which to
tarpedosd 1

H wesn't o pleasant maonth, either, for
the veterans who engaged in

A FAMOUS WAR

—the Crimeon War, which was declared
en Februsry 28th, 1854, Our soldiers
bgd to put mp with the most terrible
hiordships when they landed in the
Crimnen, bat th%u proved victoriouns in
the long run. m with the last
war. of course, tho Urimea waas a pienio,
fer there were only about 100,000 men
ﬁgﬂd in the Crimea. whereas, in the
war the Britisch Empire [oreea lost' oo
loag then ovor a million men killed, and
pegrly two million and o balf wounded.

e ——

WHAT IS A “ CRIMP "¢

4. Ib., of West Hartlepool, aska me. Ha
bas come scross the word in an old-time
sem-gtory, ond docso™ understand it
Well, in the old days, when it waa difficult
to got men to go to sen, & man knowo as o
“orimp "' waz vsed to entrap younpg mén
into the Morcantile Marine. And if he
eculdo’t got them to go of their own fres
will, ks hod no compunction in doping
thern and shippi ithemn aboard—a
Euetica knovn as hai-ing," Doth

crimping *' and * shanghai-ing * aro for-
bidden under dire penaltics nowadays,
and all seamen bave to bo egned onat a
Governmaent shipping office,

Send aloilg

woallely and Shefficld stcel penknives.

Ba carciul not to confuze * erimp ™
with “ erump.” The latter was the name
iven to @ particular bigh exploaive
B used during the fate war.

- HOW MUCH IS A FARTHING WORTH 7

—No, not an ordioary farthing, but a
Quean Anne's Farthing. Norman Hunt,
of Whitatable, wants to know. An
ﬁrdma.rsl'mﬁ'bmen Anpe farthing with a
broad m, in good proservation, is
| worth about & soversign, as ore slso the
patterng of 1713 and 1714, The two
patterns which show Britannia under a
canopy, and Peacse on a car, marked
R R R, are worth about a couple of
guinens, and ome pattern showing Peace
o & car iz worth about five pounds. I
| wigh I had & few farthings of the latter
type!

A RATHER CURIODS QUERY

comes [rom two of my Darlington readers,
They have been diseussing the reapective
merits of Flarry Wharton and Bob Cherry
—ogpecially with regard to wrestling, and
they want to koow if & wrostling match
was arranged between the two, who would
be the victor i

Now that's a gquestion I che't answer,
and for a #nriaaimp]a- reason ! If one
knew exactly what the resuit of o wrestling
or a bozing match was going to be, there
would be no interess in the mateh at all |
And 1t heppens that Harry and Bob are
just about equally matched, It would be
gmta possible for Harry to “ floor”

ob—but then it wo bo ually

mihh; for Bob to do the samo thing to

arry

It's & good thing that thoy are firm
¢hums. Think what * dust-ups” there
would be at Greyiriers, i otherwise.

A penknife goes this week to Douglas
Neleon, of * Warneford," Old Rosd, East
Cowes, Isle of Wight, for the following
joke, which should make you smile.

Bay: 1 wamt a box of
those plils like | had yesterday,
=7 pleass,”
Chemist : *““Are
thay dolng vyon )
% gEaood, then,
sonny 7"
Boy : * Yes, rather; they _}

just % my pop-gun 1™

Now we come to gencral guerics. I
wonder how many of you know what &
* potwalloper ™ ¥ J, IY,, of Mapidstone,
doegn’t, and ho haa asled mo to tell him.
Before the passing of the Act which gawve
| everyone o Tight to vote, g‘uﬂpln who had
boiled & pot for six montha claimed the
rizht to vote for Members of Parlivmont,

and such people were termed
’ Eut.wnl]‘.ﬂ_pﬁm,'i or ' pot-
boilers."

Hore'n

A STAMEF QUERY,

One of my Middlesbrough
roaders has a stamp which
bearas the npame ars
orszag,” and he wanta to
know fo which country it
belomga. It is o Hungarian
stamp. He has enother which
beara the hgend: “ Kral-
jevatvo Srba,'”” and this one
is & stamp of Jugo-Slavia.

A Welsh reader acka me for

315 explanation of the trick
THE MULTIPLYING PENNY!
Thia ean be purchased ab any mogical

stores, and consists of a peony hollowed
out 80 that amother coin con be concealed

inside it., So that one. ¥ can be made
into two without the jurer havin
k0 resort ta * paiming.” With two n%

thesza trick res, [our apparent pennics
can ba pm&iﬁ. and so m!:].P d

The zame render wants fo hnow th®
secret of what he calls “ The Electrio
If'e.nn:r.-',"hby which, I take it, he meang a
penny which will through the neck of
8 bottle. This ﬂm?flsﬂu be i rchosed, too,
and consists of & penoy which can ba folded.
Immediately pressure & mleased it is
brought back toite proper size by moans of
an indiarubber band. DBut, by that time,
the penny is inside the bottle, and thae
audicace can't get inside to examine it
properly

No more quﬁatiuna now, as I shall have
no space to tell you what I have in store
for you in

NEXT WEEK'S ISSUE.

First of all, there's Frank Richerds’
long complete ¥arn of the chums of
Greyfriars, which is entitled ;

** DUFFER ARD HERO [ "

When you've read it you'll agree with
me that 1% is one of the best ho has ever
written. Ta tell you the truth, I find it
hard to desoribe Frank Richards' yarns
wook by week, because he always seems
to go “ope better.” Anyway, you'll
find that he won't lot you down in oext
weok's story; you'ro in for o real tip-top
vara.

As for gur serinl, “ For the Glory of
France!™ I must say that Oeo. E.
Rochester carries on the MacyET tradition
of makiog each yarn better than the last |
Furthermore, the more one reads of his

arna the more cne falls under their spell.

r. Rochester con tell a rattling good story
—and his present serial is the best he's
ever done.

Then comes another yarn featuring
Hal Smiles and his magic ring, entitled :

“ CAYNINGHAM GOES WEST ! ™

by Bob Cherry, which you're sure to
appreciatoe.

To completa this bumper progrunme
there will the usual ** footer " leatvra
and another clever poern by the Groyfriars
rhymester.

My advice to all is—Ordor Your Copy
oty |

YOUR EDITOR.

Jolke or your CGreyfriavs Limericl:—or both—aind win owr wscful prizes :
Al efforis o be sent to: ejo - Magnet,” 5, Carmnelifo Sirect,

London, E.C.4 {Comp.).
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A YARN THAT WILL MAEKE YOU WISH IT WAS TWICE AS LONG!

"FOOL~FIFTH

A Superb School Story of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars. By FRANEK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Begging for Ii ]
=r 7 INGATE looked worried,
i Harry Wharton & Co,, a3
they came on the coptain of
reyiriars in the guad that
morning, noticed it, and sympathised,
They 5:;mp&thi&e¢:£ silently, ~f course.
The great man of the Sixth had no use
for remarks on the subject from juniors
of the Lower Fourth.

Frobably he did not even observe the
sympathethie five.
Between the captain of the school

on their way; but just then -Coker
happened.

oker of the Fifth camo out of the
Houso, looked round him. spotted Win-
gnte on the Sixth Form greon, and
strode towards him.

The expression of determination on
Coker's rugged face showed that
Horace Coker had definitely made up
his mind about something

The chums of the Remove ezchangod
& grin, ;

They could puess what was in Coker's
mind, and what he was going 1o say to
the caplain of the school, So, instead

Wingate, apparently, had not
observed the junfﬂﬂ hanging abouk
But ho had to observe Coker, It waa
impossible not to obsorve Coker, when
that burly youth marchod right u;i: to
him, and halted with his nose hardly u
foot from Wingete'a,

He observed him, but did not look
pleased.

“ Look here——" began Coker.
i The captain of Greyiriars interrupted
im.

“Cut off !” he sald briefly.

Coker reddened. The Sixth Form
man spoke to him just as if Coker lhad

and Lower Fourth fags, there been a fag.

was a great pelf Gxed, and “What " ﬂ{]ﬂt’dlatﬂd Coker.

ro dou thudhir_ne-a hﬂf IFEE COKER, H“{.Tu:i !-::ﬂ’ * T?W;IF’ nob
emove paszed him ike allowed hore! Travel!

the idle  wind which he  Beef and Brawn .. .. .. Terrifle! ker laughed, ;
rogarded not. Pluck e ae e e v. Unlimited ! “Nover mind that,” he sid.

!i"ha;,- knew, of course, what il “But I do mind it1"

. X = Brain.s ar Bk E L | 4 * H L d ‘1;" T
worried lim. " i enapped Wingate.

Everybody at Oreyfriars But yvou can’t help liking “Well, it comes to the sama
knew that the First lleven thing ! said Coker. “I've got
was at sizes and savens, and COKER, mmﬂthu%_mtlmr important
that old Wingate simply did to say ingate. And it
not kuow what to do to gst to- ) . . . won t keep.”
eiher a team for the match with of passing on their wea,, they lingered  Wingate looked at Colior of ihe

tookwood..

Harry Wharton, as captain of the
Lemove, bad beon there himself, so to
speak, aned was well awars that n foot-
boll eaptain’s job was not always like
un‘o o bed of roses. )

S0 ke was speeially svmpathetic.

Wingate, walking sbout on the Sixth
Forin green, with hiv hands thrust deep
into his trousers-pockecs, and a wrinkle
in his brow, did not take nny heed
of the juniors in the offing. Obvicusly,
he was thinking out his problem. end
not to his eatisfaction.

The Famous Five would have possed

by the chainz of tha Bixth Form greom,
to leok on. Th. interview, they
thought, woula be nteresting, probably
exgiting, to judge by the expression on
Horace Coker's face  Whn Cokor of
the Fifth in that reschite mood, and
Wingate worried, it was quite probable
that something might happen. And if
it did. the Famous Five did not want
to ms3 1t

Coker, loftily regardless of the fact
that nobody under the Sixth—not cven
tremendouns bloads of the Fifth—woro
allowed on that preen. mevched reso-
lutely up to Wingute.

Filth.

Harry Whartan & Co. looked at Lotls
of thein—with  incrossing  interest.
They could read tho Greviviars captain's
thoughts in his speaking countohanco,
Wingate waes considering whethor to
take Coker by the serull of the nek
and hurl him headlong off the Bixti
Form green, or whother to let hun
wag his chn.

Wingate was & peaceable {cllow, and
if he eould not, as the old text enjoins,
suffor fools gladly, at least ho could
suffor  them patiently  Be  Horacn
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Coker—williouty huowing it--bed a
narronr cacape of hurthog over the
chains of the Bixlh Forn greon and
louding in a beap. :

“You're & cheeky ass, Coker,” said
Wingate guietly., " Dut what is 1!
Unt 1t shors.™

“ About the football”

Wingato raised his eychrows.

*Tho what 1"

“Football I” repeated Coker.

Wingate smuled.

Ha was frightfully worried just 1hen

ey that very guestion of footbull.  With
iive or six of the best mer at GI'L'}'II’LE.IIE'E
down wilth the fwvw, and one of tuo

bizgest features of the scasom  just
coming  off, thers waa plenty for o
roothall — captain  to  worry  abowei.
Nevertheless, o smilo dawned on lis
{ucea as Coker referred to  football
Smiles dawned on the facce of the five
jutitora leitering be the chans.

Why it was, Coker never knew, and
wus never likely to know, but it was &
fact that the mere mention of football
by Coker was coough to make a fellow
atnile. Porhaps it revived recollections
of the way Coker plaved it.

“paotball 1 repoxted  Coker.
“You're going ovor to play Hookwood.
“ow, thoro are some good men at Rook-
1.'.':]-{:&.—.-—" .

“Thers oral” agreed Wingate.

“(Greviriars has to go all out to beat
iom ™ argned Coher.

"%uita i \
“Half o dozen men are out of it now,
gud in saany—"

“T'm aware of that.”

“But therc’s good
pvuilable,” said Ceker 2

“rlhat's what I'm thinking out,” said
Wingate, “and if you'll excuze me,
f'wher, Pm uot looking round, atb tho
ja+ient moment, Tor advice”

“Yory likely uob™ said Coker. *“But
advice i what you wan®, all the same,
andl vou're going to get it

“ Looh here———""* ,

“Iun the eircomstances, it's up to you
in draw on the Dbest material avail-
uble,” explained Coker “Bo far as I
ran make out, you'ro leaving oub your
very beat mane——

“Can’t bo helped

“Why can’t it be liclped 7" demanded
Coker warmly. . ”

“Gwynne's in seony with flu. "

“1'ta not speaking about Gwynne,

”LE you mean North, he's in sonny,
160,

“I don’t mean North.” ‘

“Well, Blundell of the I'ifth is laid
ip a3 well—*

“1 don't mean that ass Tndell

“Then who the thump do you mown ™
exclaimed Wingate impatient]y. ¥
dou't mind hearing s suggestion, -even
!‘mjrjn & duffer who can't play. Who s
kT

“"What alboul mei

1] Yﬂu ?"

1) M'E' !Il

Wingaie stared at Horace Coker. Ho
copmed to doubt whether Coker was
anrnesk.

But there was really no doubt about
it Coker was in carneat He was in
deadly earnest. _

“You?" repeated tho Greyiriars cap-
tuin, “But you can’t play football,
Coker! Don't be funny ¥ .

“1 dide’t eoma here tc listen to Sixlh
Torm ewank,” said Coker, breathing
Layd, *1 came here to talk sensol®

“You laven't started yot [

Coker breathed harder,

“I'm not bragging sbout my fooler
np—>="" ha hegan,

1 shoaldn't.” arreed Wingate dryly.

“Tt'a ok for me fo point out that P

Tne Masxkr Lisnany—>o, 1,15

materinl sl

L

e west elt-reud [ootballer at Grey-
triars, resumed Coker,

Clareat pap LT

" LUl tow wecs speak lor thomselves,™
itld wORer, Lo suvioe wiya, Wahpate,
you re nob o bad skipper. Bed an such
IHRltols dsf S[Oouliiely & LEL0ll 3 forae, skod
PaChing Oul & poud  paayer, you rg oo
dud—just u dud. AMerely o dod,”

e '].'lll.ll.l]iﬂ .!-"

" ¥ouve geen me play,’” sad Coker,
in growing alrm. M Xou've soen mne,
aila you ve pever picked mo out for a
e pei,  vlinchk, L dOn't =4y 108 Jealousy,
Wilhgate, Of vy or anylng nesty ke
ThGLL, L DOldve YOu Fe SRR il 5111
it ab sn b Jealousy, what is bkl kn-
capacity 1

“an, y hatl” osaid Wingate.

“You can't judge a tfellow's fovm,”
said Lokcr. * Well, what 1 usk i3 this—
tnko my word tor it. 1'm the man
that's wanted to put backbone 1nto the
{esin lor Hookwoud., Xou cant see thi”

“1 certoandy can't.”

“But rpere 15 150 Take iy word for
it Vake tno word of the man who
kuows,” uwrged Coker. B

‘Tnere was o pause before Wingute
replied.

Loker wiited ; and IHarry Wharten &
Co., more interested than ever, waited.

Heally, it was not casy ta know what
lo say to a foliow like Loker. A feliow
who played football hke a wild ele-
pliwat, or & mad mastodon, and fawcied
that be was entitled te o place 1n the
First Eleven on his merits, wuas not casy
to talk to.

Coker, when he played footer, would
charga men on his own zide with fright-
ful energy, and spread terror and diz-
muy through his own ranks, He had
been known 1 o moment of wild ex-
citement to zend the ball into his own
goal. Furthermore, he had been
known to migos scoring @ goal with the
ball no more tirn o toot trom the goal-
line, with the geoalkeeper leaning non-
chalantly apgainst the post.

Many of toe rules of Soccar were un-
kuown to Coker; but the rules ho knew
ho broke as a matter of conrse.  He
had, according to Frce of the Fifth,
been born offside.  And lo had no
respect for the judgment of o referce,
because he Lknew beftter than any
roferce.  More thon once he had been
barely restramed from making a ter-
rible example of a referca.

Coker was on original fellow 1n many
ways, but ncver more original than
when he played footer. Whut his game
was like it was hard to say. Fellows
herdly konew to what to compare it
Tho anties of a wild eclephant, the
cavertings of an cxeited buck-jumper,
the carcer of o runaway motor-bus, the

roxysms of an insape bippopotzmups—
Eﬁ these similitudes had been wsed, but
pone of themm did Coker's game justice.

What made Coker fancy that he coudd
play football was a mystery that had
naver boen solved ot Greyirars,

But he did fancy so. There was the
trouble, )

“My dear chap,” said George Win-
gate, at last kindly, * I'm afreid there's
nothing ‘doing. Leave it at that.™

Coker shook Lis head.

“1 can’t leave it at that,” ho
answered. “1I should ba willing for my
purgonal elaims to be passed over. But
there's the schiool to be considered, Wo
want to win matches,”

“You wattt to help o win
matches " '

“That's it

“IWoll, vou can do that.™

“Good M

“Ry keeping off the grass—->*

“ What 5

“When we wanb to lozo matches,™

LA

L1}
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eaid Wingate gravely, “you can epund
on & placo in the First Eleven. Uutid
then—""

“Look here——" roared Coker.

“When we get fizturca for hopscolel:,
or marbles, or hkiss-in-the-ring, FH re-
member you,” seid Wingate, ™ lut, so
far os foothall goes, yvou don't come into
the picture. (Good-hye "

“PDo you think 1'm standing thati*
demunded Coker, trembling with jocb
wrath.

“Well, yes, L thipk so, I Jon't 202
that you've got o lot of choive,” le-
marked Wingate.

"I'm playiog in
match,” =d Coker doliberately, =1
refuse—disunetly  refuse—to  lot thad
suaten be turown awsey by  your fat-
headed mexpneiry, George Winpato,
rofuse o be kept m tie backgronund,
winle g ot of duds cauck mateiisy 3Way.
1 refuse—>"

“Will rou go and tell all this to
somebody  else?!™  apked  Wingate
patiently. “'Vhere may be fcllows whe
wouid like to hear 16, 1m pot one of
them, as it happens.”

" ¥ou chepky usg———""

“MNow, that s enough, Cokop~--"

“You swuanking dumpmy—=*"’

“You're talkig to the captain of (ho
gehool, Coker,” Wingate renundad hng
mildly.

“I'm talking to a borm idiof," said
Coker. “I'm talking 1o a howling a3
who doean’t know encugh to go in when
it roins, I'm—-"

Wingate raised his hand,

“Bhut H{E I he said.

“I'm talking—m=>"

*And get off the Sixih Form greon—
sharp 1™

Coker laughed—a scofing, :aiJorie
laugh.

" You hear me ™

Wingate's long-tried patience
peared to be petering out,

“I'm not deaf,™

“Well, gol”

1] Ehﬂﬂrt !H‘

That was Coker's last word,

From words the matter now proccaded
to actions—prompt, drastie, and offi-
cacious. Wingate of the Sixth collared
Coker, whirled him round, and ran him
to the chains. Coker, & burly and
wowerful  fellow, etruggled furigusly,
Lut, to his surprise, found that he was
no match for the captain of Greyfriars,

Struggling, roaring, oond wriggling,
Coker was run to the chains of the
Sixth Form green, and bhurled across.

Ho landed in & heap, spluttering.

Wingate left him there, and stroilad
away acress the green as if ho had done
with Coker.

Coker sat up.

He gasped for breath. Harry Whop.
ton & Co regavded him with keen m.

the Dookwaml

& he

terest. Coker was not the man to admid
defeat, He nover knew when ho was
beaten, Nature, who had been rather
mean with Coker in the matiter of

brains, had endowed him with unlimited
pluck and bulldog determination.

INow he was getting his second wind.
When he had got it there wero going—
—obviously—to be Breworks.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged

lances.  Coker staggered to his feet,
Dbviously, he was going to charge Win.
gate like & bull on the Bixth Foim
green.  The results of that exploit wanld
certninly have been very serious for
Coker—had it come off. For Coker’s
soke—to say nothing of a litile znters
teinment for themselves—the Fomous
Five weighed in.

“"Bagz hitn ¥ seid Harry Wharton.

“ What-ha 1" grinned Bob Cherry.

“The bogiulness of the ostecnicd
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Coker 1z the proper ceper,” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

Apd fike one man the Famous Five
foll upon Horace Coker and “mpged
him. Five pairs of hands grasped
Coker, and he went over like a sack
of coke. Like a esack of coke he was
lifted and carried away.

“Legro | roared Coker, struggling
fl‘ﬂ.t‘ll’-ic:ﬁlj’. “You chaﬁl:i? fags! You
impudent little beasts! [I'll smash voul
I'll pulverise you! [I'll spiflicate voul
Oh, my hat! Oh! Owi”

Strugghing and yeiling, with arns
and Igggs Eravin_g wildly, Coker waas

borne away.
“I'll smash you!” roared Toker,
“Leggo! My hot!”

“Go it!" chuckled Jobhnny Bull
*“I'll pulverise you—"
“ Quick —march [ chortled Nugent.

" I*il spiflicate you—"-"

“1la, ha., ha!l”

Colier's struﬁglaﬂ
did not avail him,

Coker was pre-
parad, at any
moment, to thrash
any noumber of
fars, Had he becn
asked, he would
hava roplied with-
out hesitation that
he  eould have
handled the whele
Remove wilh one
hand tied behind
hit.

But that was only
one of Ceker's many
litt,e errors. Ho
couldn’t. Five Re-
move men werae oo
much for him—
much too much.
Yelling and roar-
ing and wriggling,
Cokor travelled
helplessly  in the
grasp of the
Tamous Five. amid
oheors from crowds
of Greyfriars fel-
lowa who gathered

Wy oo M g

i
L

And the hapless Colar, atill gaspin%;'.
went. He went, with feelings that could
have been expressed in no known
language; oand Prout, with a enort,
resumed his walk,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Horrld for Hobson !

i ULL up your gocks, you men ¥

P said Elnhsﬂn. of the Shell
James Hobson had =&

thoughtiul look. o

Hobby and his men were on the junior
football ground the following efternpon,
There was a Form match that aftor
noon, between the Bhell and  the
Bemove. It was close on timee for kick-
off, and Mr. Lascelles, who was to

i

ik
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were an older Form, of course, than the
Remove, and their opinion was that, in
football matters, thoe Remove were nob
in tho same strect with them. Btill,
they had to admit that the Remove won
as many matches as they lost—owing to
various accidents and mischances. On
the prosent oceasion, the Bhell were
going to wipo the Romove off the faco
of the earth: they were thero specially
to do it. Ye¢t Hobson zecmed a littlo
ANXIQUS.

“What's up, Hobby i asked Carr of
the Shell. “What are you worrying
nhout, ofd bean? You den't think the
frgrs can beat us?

“QOh, nol But—it's rather special to-
day.” said Hobson, “¥ou E-:nm#Flthi
4 41

pickle Wingate iz in over tho

to look onm at the . :'5: R fes W ey
precession. T, _-
“Hallo! Hallo! 5/ W B 1S N
Hallo!” ejaculated o/ / / T
Bob Cherry sud- Ij/ { /,f g,
denly, as  they e
camé up to  the e
House. “Here's
Prout 1* As the 5hel! goalkeeper stepped out to the ball and gravbed it to clear, Harry Whatlon shot ai
o Oh, my hat! him like an arrow and bumped him back info goal, ball and ali !
yaek i .
The chums of the Remove * chucked ¥  reoferee the mateh, could bo seen in the Eleven, Ho simply can’t make up a
jt—and chucked Coker—at the same distance, approaching. teamn for Rookwood.”

moment. They meited away nto
gpace, leaving Coker struggling, and
roaring, and spluttering, almost at tho
feor of his Form master.

Mr, Prout glared at him.

“ Coker!”
“Grocoogh!” gasped
ooaoh--I'll—ooocoop——

“Coker! How darc vou"

“Groogh! [—f——"

“Are vou mnot ashamed, Cober?”
boomed Frout., "You, a Fifth Form
boy, indulgineg in acnseless horse-play in
tho quadrangle with junior boys! Huve
you no senss of propriety? BVE FOU
no self respect? Upon my word.”

Wl—l—I—" gasped Uoker.

“This is not the first time,” boomed
Prout It is not the second time, 1
am ashamed of you, Coker! (o into
tha House."

Y]] ——

*“Go into the House, and

retnaln
there!* thundered Prout. * Begone!"

Enkﬁ r. *Pli—

* Pull
Hobson.

He glanced towards Mre. Lascelles,
still distant. Wingate of the Sixth was
walking down to the ground with the
Young maaster,

“We shail beat {lhose kids!”
Hoskina of the Sheil, rother
fully.

“ Kids or not, ther can play footer,”
said Hobson, with & glancoe towards
Havry Wharton & Co. " They Leat the
Fourth hollow.™

“The Fourth are hardly in our elass,

up socks!”  repented

your

sa_id
disdain-

at Bovcer ! remarked SBtowart of tho
Shell.
1 know! Bui those fags play 8 good

amwe.” aaid Hobson, “and in fact, the

wter game they play to-day, the moro
I ghall like it. It wiil give us a chenceo
te ahow what we can o™

. Hobby's friends looked at him inguir-
ingly, cathor ocuriously., The Shell

“What about 1t.?"

“This!” said Hobson, impressivoly.
A 8hell man nover gets o chance in
the First Eleven. Not in ordinary eir-
cumstances, But with Wingate at his

wits end for a team, I believe there's
o chenee for us*
T h, my hat!"

“I hoard, at least, that Wingate was
coming down to watch tho game to-
day.” sald Hobson. "“And it's truc—
for you can sco him coming. Well, my
improssion i3, that he's going to keep
an ©ye opon, and see whether any
junior shows form cnough to bo put into
the First Eloven.”

T Fh!:-“" !:u

The 8hell fellows were keenly inter-
ested wow. The chance of one of
their number being solocted to fill &
vacaney in the mighty Iirst Eleven,
was dazzling,

“0f coursa, there ruay be nothinz in

Tne Magxer Lirary.—No, 1,134,
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it,” =aid the captain of the Bhell. " But
wy belief is, thev that’s what Wingate
13 coming down to the feld for. and
there's o chance. 8o all you men bave

ot to play the game of your lives
%‘l’u’ra not only got to beat the Remove
~—wo've got to walk all over them, nnd
leave 'em gasping. We've got to show
Wingate that if he's hard up for a man,
he needn’t sort oot some dud fromn
the Sixth or Fifth, but cun find what he
wants in the Shell. Cateh on?”

“Yoe, rathoe!” said Stewart, with &
doep breath,

“What-ho!” suid the Bhell, with one
Toice.

“Pluy up like billy-o!” syid Hobson.
“Every man's gol to go all out, and
make skittles of the Remowve.”

To a man, the SBhell fellows wore
keen—lkgen az rozors.  Ploying under
the eyo of the captain of the acheol,
with a chance of such dazzling gim‘i
fulling to & fellow who distinguishe
himself, it waas certoin that the Shell
would play as they had pever played
before.

My, Lascelles arvived on the ground,
with & smilo and & hod to the junior
foothallers, . .

Wingate took up his stand at a little
distance, with his bands in the pocket of
bis overcoat. Harry Wharton & Co.
looked ab him, rather flattered by the
great man coming down to watch the
zame. A good many of the Remove
end the Bhell had gathered round the
fiald, end the captain of Greyiriars
fowered over them. No other scnior
was bonouring ihoe mateh with  his
Proesanco.

“Pull up your socks, you men,” said
Harry Wharton, unconscronsly using tho
sama words as IHobson of the Shell.
*“There's Wingate—and we want him to
pce that tho Remove can play footer,”

“ What-ho!” =aid Bob Cherry.
“The plavfulness will be terrifie,”
declared Hurree Jamset Ham E:—ng‘f!.
“It is an esteemed and eridiculous
honour for the absurd captein of the
school to spectate,”

And the Memove—like tho Bhell-

went into the Geld determined to do or
to die.

Kick-off fell to the Shell, and theo
kick-off wus followed up bard’ and fast
by Hobson and his  men, With

Wingate's eye on them, Hobby & Co.
felt as if they could have put *paid” to
Aston Villa. Sheffield United, or the
Spurs.

thahlf they couldn’ have! DBut
that was how they felt, and thoy gave
the Removites the hencfit of it.

They were older and heavier than the
Fomove, and they prided themselves on
their knowledge of the game. But in
point of Fact, they had to deal with o
team that knew how to }EMF Soccer. In
the frst heve minutes, they ﬂmve_their
way to chl. and aitacked that citadel
vilorously. But Sguoiff, between the
posts, was equal to the test, and Johnny
Bull suceeeded in elearing the ball away
Lo midfield.

And then the tussle went into the
Shell half, and hore deown on tho
Bholl goal.

This was not what Iobson intended at
sll, His ijutention was to give the
Removo goalie a lot of work, while hia
own custodian had quite an casy time.
There was no casy time for the Shell
goalkeeper, however. The Remova
came on in fine style, passing the ball
like clockwork, and o shot from Harry
Wharton very nearly materialised: un-
fortunately nitting the bar and rebound-
ing. Joames Hobson had guite trembled
for 2 moment, now he breethed spain.

AbiissanderndadidrididdiErdddiiEnddd i aanrrrmnsitibnperinanidnsrrndnbrsidiiddaa il vadd A AREN i bne
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" Jewver get leltd™
when he first arrived at Greyiniars,
cute, spry business man from New York got to work, the rest of the

school were going to get left—somal :
Instead, Fishy's wonderful money-meking
tchemes generslly landed their originator well and truly in the soup.

didn't work out quite like that.

YARN FOR 4° ONLY

m The Boy

from New
York

A BOOK-LENGTH

That was what Fizher T. Fish started asking 'em

for Fishy "fgured” that once a
Strange to say, however, things

But

hias that finished him? No fear! Once again Fisher T. Fish i up and dong
{or being done!), as you'll ind when you read this side-splitting story of the
Chums of Greyfriars, Make sure of it!

Ask for No. 119 of the

SCHOOLBOYS’

NOW ON SALE -
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Another moment, however, and bis
breath elmost stopped. for as the goal-
kecper stopped out to the ball and
grabbed it to clear, the captain of th
Remove shot ot him like an arrow, B:Ig
bumped him back into the goal, }
and all.
"Goal

It was first blood to the Remove.

“Good man!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

Hohson's face. for a few momenta,
was worth & guinre a box, This wans
not in the least what he had intended
ta happen, ueder the watching cyes ¢f
the coptain of Greyfriars,

“r.:'rﬂﬂl! Brayn !

Wingate's voice could bo  hoard,
nong rthose shouting round the fleld,
The captain of Greyfriars waa ovidently
intergsted in the game.

“Pull up vour socks, vou [lellowsi?
muttered Hobson, as they walked back
to the centre of the ﬁ&lg. “We don'd
want tno turn this into & cirens for tha
Remove,”

“One awallow doesn’t mzke o =ime
mer ™ said Sltewart.

“Thom't et them
anyhow, ™

“"We won't!”

And for the remainder of tha fivsk
half thev didn'e.

The game went on, hot and strongs
swaving tn and fro, with narrow
csrapes on bath sides. But when the
whistle went for half-time the score waa
still unchaneed.

“One up for the Removae ! zaid Bob
Cherry. ns he sucked a lemon, " Keep
that up, vou men! Wingate's aﬁ%l
there—and he's got to see us win i®

“One up for the Removal" :ald
Hobzon to his followers, “It was »
fuke, more or less: but there it fs—
one up for the Remove! That meana
that wo've got to bag two ot least in
the speond half. For gnoducss’' rake,
vou men. pull up your socks 1

In the sccond half fortune smiled npon
the ambition of Jamer Hobson, IE
was Stewart of the 8hell whoe suece
ceeded in beating Squiff between the
Ramm'idpn@tﬁ; end. as ell the Removo
remarked, tt was because Squifi®s food
slipped at & critical moment that it
came off. 8till. there it was—a pogl
for the Shell, and the score was ieve

Half an hour remained to play:
ample time for the Bhell to pile up a
score that would make Wingate open
his eves wide.

That was. of course, if the Remava
let them.

But the Remove didn't!

To Hobby's surprise, and atill more
te hiz annoyance. the game was almost
confined now to the Zhell half; and
when the 8hell got away, the ball cama
back to rheir territory at once. The
mon between the sticks had the busieat
time of his lifa. Onece the Shell broka
away and rushed the ball almoat ta
the Remove goal; but Johony Bull
cleared with a kick thet landed it far
past the half-way line, And after that
the Shell never got into the Remove
territory at all.

Much against the grzin, they had to
dovote thaeir enorgies to defence. And
the defence had plenty to do.

Wingat& of the Sizth was still watch-
ing. Evidently be was bent on ceeing
the game through from start to finish.
But that glorious exhibition the Shell
had intended for his ayes was nod
coming off It was frightfully exaspera-
ting to [lobson. He reelly began to
wish thet Wingate was not there. He
had no desire to let Wingate behold the
Shell penned up in their half, and un.
able to hold their own ngain:dt the

bag &any mare
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Demove. But that, and no other sight,
was what Wingate beheld.
slmost on the stroke of time cven

the defence petered out, under the attack
of the Remove ; and the Bounder drove
the ball in. Out it came, fisted by the
Shell gua!ia. only to meet Harcy Whar.
ton’s toot and pop in again like a ?le
from an oranpge, missing the goahe's
desperate grasp by inchos.

11 Guai IJJ

It was & roar round tho field.

“Goal! Hurrsh ™

“Brava!” roared Wingate, "Bravo!
Well kicked, kid[™

Hobzon could have groaned. Ho was
a good sportaman, and kpnow how to
lose; but this was cruel.

The whistle rang. :

“1 rather fancied we should pull it
off,” remarked Vernpn Smith, as the
juniora went off the feld. * Buot the
hell played up pretty well. We licked
*orn though, and that's everything !

“The lickfulness was terrifie!”

Wingate of the Hixth was strolling
back to the House Jamos Hobson cast
s mournful slance after him.  With
whatever object the captain of Grey-
friars hod watched that gpame through,
certainly the outcome could mot have
encouraeed him in the iderm of picking
out a Shell man for a vacancy in the
Greviriars First. Really, it was horrid
for Hobson.

THE THITD CHAPTER.
“Um!"” satd Potter, of that

Coker Msans Business !
1 RGT‘TEE‘E 1" gaid Coker of the
Form.
“H'm " snid Greene,

Tifth,
“ Disgraceful I went en Colior,

Potter and -Greend  wero  silent.
“*Um!™ ond “"Hm!" were pll ther
eould think of by way of rejoindor: bat
thoy conld not keep on savine “Um ™
and “H'm!"” for over. So they eaid
nothing.

Coler was pacing his study in the
Fifth Form passago. Hiz manly brow
vwas darkly elouded.

Wrath sat on the lofly brow of Coker.
Indignation burned in his breast.

Potter and Greene were in the study
for pren.  Prep wae not in the thoughts
af Hovace Coker. He would have
laughed sardonically at the mention of
prep.

Such matters as prep. elass work, and
tia like were small beer—infinitely
small beer to Coker pust now. Tt waa
truo that Prout had to be Faced in tho
morning; and this was rather an im-
wrtant consideration to  Potter and

reeno, LE was nothing to Coker!
Coker was not the man to Gddle while
Rome was burning.

“Unspeakable " added Coker,

Ile glared st Potter and Greone, as
if daring them to deny that it was
rolten, disgraceful, scandalonz, and un-
sncakable.

_ But Potter and Greene did not deny
it.  They knew ter than to argue
with Coker, If a fellow did not arcua
willh him, Coker might shut up at long
inse and lei a fellow wot his vork dowe.
Dut if a fellow arpued with him he
Was 1E|-:-:-|[)* to  wmderstudy  the littlo
brook in the poem and go on for aver.
“le isn'L." said Coker. stitl glaring,
“as if there's & lot of matches ahead.
1{ wo woro ot tho beginnung of the
ccazon, instoad of pear the end, I

might pass thiz over. Wingate, of
course, will get licked at Rookwood—
that’s & foregone conclusion. Then ha
might have seiza cnough to play me.

But the Rookwood match is the last big
ﬁxtum of tho scason. ‘That puta tho

Iid on.”

Coker paced the study agmn,

“Lock what a team he's pot to-
Eutheri” hoe grid. “Why, you two
ellows are in it! I necd say no moro

than that!™

“You're frichtiplly complimentary 1™
zaid Potter, slightly sarcastie.

“You'ro my f[riends,” sard Coker.
“But friendship isn't football, I epeak
aa I find. Do you fellows play fool-
ball like T do? 1 ask vou!™

“Nol' said Potter [ervently.

“Nover!' asaid Greene,

“Lock at the rest,” said Coker, who
was fortunately impeorvious to sarcasi,
“Wingate's stuck op the list on the
board—and a precious list it 13! You
two fellows——  Iia, ha! Wingaic
himself, of course! And I'li say tlis
for Wingate, he's a fool, but he can
play footer!™
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A PRESTON Reader wins one

of this week’s HANDSOME
LEATHER POCKET
WALLETS.

Said Coker, with loTty disdaln:
#These Form masters give
meé a pain,
Why, Prout told mo to-day,
in hia ignorant way,
Thero'ano "k ' in ' cat.! What
a bralai ™

Sent in by P. Black, I, Gillow
Fold, Skew Bridge, Penwortham,

near Preston.

Wnte o Greylriars  limerick
to-day, chums, end send it along
to mel
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“Weoll, that's something,” remarke
Potter. “There ere somo fools wh
ean’t play foothsll™

“There are!" agrecd Greene.

Still blind aud deal to sarcasm, Cokoer
nodded and went on:

“He's pot Loder down—and Loder's
o bestor hand ot smoking cigarettes and
backing hovzes than at Soccer?  Hoe'a
got Walker—very poor s1uff ! Lawrence
—he's not bad, though not my style.
Bancroft—all you ean zav of him is that
he's in the Sixth: and thet's not sny-
ing much for any man. Sykos—unt
bad, but, sz I szid before, pot my
style. Loeas—a  Sixth Form man,
moraly that and nothine more,  Tom-
linson and Bland of tha Fifth—geod
men in their way, but to compare themn
with mo is simply asinine!™

“Um ™

L] I_Ilm.[ll

Pottér and Greene were dreiven bacl:
to those non-committal monosytlahles.

"Aund I'm left our!" added Coker
unnecessarily.

EHe paced again.

“What do vou think " he demanded,
turning vo s chums suddenly.

“T think we'd beftter pet oo with
prop ! supposted Grecoe,

“Dan't be & silly ass, Gregne !

“Yell, Prout, vou know—"
Potter.

“don't bo nosilly chump, Potrop ™

Potter and Greene sighed. har
spmpathised with Cober. A Tellow win
eouldn't play footer for tolfce, aed
fancied that Le could play a greet

O B
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gpame, was & deserving  object of
svinpathy.,  Lut they wished Cokor
would st up., Froin the bottomn of
their hearts they wizshed that.

Coker showed no sgigns whatever cf
shutting up,

“Hf it wasn't near tho end of the
season,’’ he said, “a fellow might stand
it.  But this i3 practically the lask
chance. Can a fellow, with a proper
sense of his duty to the school, end a
proper senso of his own rights and elaims,
stand aside, and allow the last few
matenes of the season to be chucked
@way by en incompetent fathead

“The fellows think Wingate's & protty
ood skipper, you know," murmured
G

“I'lat only proves what I've often
suid, Poticr—that most of the fellows
ure foola™

“Obh ¥ osnid Potler,

*Ilo can play,"” said Coker. *“I've
said he can play. But as a skipper he's
s wash-out. He dovsn't know a good
man when he szes one, I had a talk
with him the other day, and tried to
make things clear to him. Did it have
any effect? No. What do you think
he did?  Ditched me neck and crop off
tiie Sixth [Form greeni™

“Ha, ba, ha!™

Potier end Groone chuckled involun-
tarily. Coler glared at them as if he
wonld bito,

“Is tint o longhing matter 1
roared,

“Ob: ! Nunno!
siormneied Dottor.

Coker paced.

Potter  aud  Greeng  exchanged a
deloroea mlance.  IF Colter was going to
roam wlout the study like o tiger in o
coge, and keep his jaw incessantly on
the go, bow was q Fellow to gel s
prepg dope? It was really getting too
thick, There were certain advantares
in being  Uokoe's  study-mates;  tho
Bumpers that came from Coker’s Aunt
Jasdy, for mmstenne, Dot there were das-
zdvantages, too; and at the presens
crwoment. Potter  and  Greono  wero
chisfly conzeions of the disadvontages,

Would Coker nover shut up?

Arparently ho wonldn't !

“There’s one thing," said Coker,
coming to & Lalt agein and facing his
sticdy-mates,

“What's that ¥ asked Potter wearily.

“One of vou fellows can stand out of
tha toam.”

“ELI™

1] “'E]Fl.t-?”

“That will give Wingate a last chance
of doing the right thing and picking
a rood man,” explained Coker. " When
e finds himmlfp & man short at the
last minute he mas ape sense—what %

Pottor and Greone pazed at Coker.
Tieey had fapcied that they knew. by
experience, every sort of an idiot Coker
was. DBut Ilorace alwavs had some-
thing new to surprise his friends,

, "ﬁ:‘ninnd ount!" said DPotter. "My
g 17

“Let Winaale
“aly word !’

“Tt'a not lettingi'

ho

Of=af course not,"
“N-n-not at all.™

down " snid Creene.

:uu’]m:ﬁ.' down, fat

head ! said  Coker ireitably. *Ivs
rraking reom for a boiter man. Can'c
v e that M

“Mat quite ' gald Groene.

“YWhich of vou 1= poingc to stapd
cut ?" pslied Cokor, who had appoacently
sottled Lo matier in his own mind.
“Ton't both speal a8t onee™

"aiter and Greone did not both speak
=t anee,  They did net speak at all.
Thoy ouly gozed at Colier.

W T rapned Claker.

“Eor prodnes” ankie don't be suel an
z:,  Coker ! satd  Potlor,  prosded,

Tne Magxer LIsRiRY.—No. 1,154,
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"Weo're not standing out. Wingate's
picked us to play, and we're playing.”
“Yes, rather!” said William Greene,

with emphasis :

“And vyou're my friends!"™ said
Coker, in the tone Julivs Cmsar might
have used when he made his celebrated
final remark, “ Thou, too, Brutus!”

“ Friendship isn't football, as you said
voureelf,” ohserved Potter.

“It*a the same thing in this easc—and
you may be saving the mateh for Grey-
friars by standing out and meking rogm
far a better man.”

“Oh dear!”

Coker pacad again, Potter grunted.

“Look here, we've got to do our
prep,” he said. “You can bave & row
with Praut in the morning, if you like,
Coker,. Wo don’t want to—seoi”

“RBlow Frout!" :

“That's all very well,” said Greenc;
"'hut T

“Bhut up, Greene ! _

Horace Coker came to a halt again.
He fixed his eyes on the two Fifth Form
mﬁn. who w?m ntn; showing unmistalk-
able signs of irritation

“1 hﬂw what I'm going to do,” he
said. “There's a team consishin
ractically of duds med on the board.

ingate’s had the cheek to put it there,
Well, Wingate isn't the little tin god
he fencies he 1a. P not kvn:-w-tmgmﬁ_‘tu
Wingate. My nameo ought to be in that
list! Yo know that. oll, my namo's

ing in’
gﬂPﬁtm an’d Creene gasped.

“ Py b’

“3y name's going in!" said Coker,
with calmness. =1 shall pick ocut the
name of the biggest dud of tho 1nj:. Oross
it gut. and write my name over it.”

#Put wvou can'tl” protested FPotter,

A Wingate will—"

E}ﬁan&nﬁ'ingam and hang you, too!l
There's not a single man in that team
who could hold ks candle to me when 1t
comes to Enqmﬁ.,

“Great pip! i
“Coker ! ker, old man——

“That will show all Greyiriars what
I think? It will chow Wingate! It
may make him realise that he's gone
ton far; It may make him do the right
thing. You never know! Anyhow,
that's what I'm going to do.” _

“Coker! Yoo—you can't!” said
Potter, almoar tearfully. " A man who
meddies with a list posted up by the
captain of the scheol—"

I'm going to!”

“ Don't, old man!” implored Greene.
Coker's friends ware really alarmed for
him. “For goodness’ sake, old

ﬂhﬂ-p""_'"

“I'm going toi*

“"For goodness’ saligm—"

Hlorn !

Coker was gone.

Potter and Greene pgared 3t one
another. Coker was pene—ovidently
to earry out his fell intention] It was
unbelievable — unimaginable — except
that ‘nnit«hm conld believed ond
imagined of Horace Coker.

“Oh crumbs!” said Greene faintly,
“Wingate will chew him up like 3
hun Jﬁ htmﬁhuundt. o

“ at will bo left of Coker,” mpid
Potter, “will want a lot of Eur!;ir:g out.”

T

¢ burblin ump——="
“ Anyhow, hega_ rone [ eaid Potter,

t's pet on with prep.”

“Let’a I agroed Greene.

And they got on with it. It was pro-
bable that awful things would happen
to Coker. Bui, at least, he was gone,
and s friends ecould get their work
done. and that was a comfort.

THE Macrer LisRany.—Ng, 1,154,

o

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Coker s Satisfied !

o g DAY, iw:nn tellows [
H Billy Bunter slmost shiickea.
He camne up the Remove stalx-
oage 1o hot haste, paeping for
breath as he cmiuw.

Beldom did Bunter ascend a stair-
case in & hurcy; even in descend-
ing one hia movements were generally
tortolee-like Now he was fairly bolt
g up, as o the well-known law of
E;-av:ta.tmu oo longer had any effect on

is unusual avoirdupoia

He burst into Study No, 1, crimson
with excitement—breathless, zplnttor-
ing. bursting with news.

I—I—I gay, you fellows-—'’

His little round eyes were almost
bulg: through  his bip, round
EpeC 28,

“I—I—1 say, Coker!” he stuitercd.
u “ Coker 1" ra&mmd Harry Wharton.

What about Coker?”

He smiled, and Frank Nugzent
smiled. No fellow with a scnse of
humour could hear Coker montioned
without a amile.

“Cokor 1" pasped Bunter.

" Ile~he
" !
asked Frauk

“What's the latesti"
Nu nhh

“ He—he~—he'g=—" Bunter cursled
for breath. “T say, vou fellows, Win-
gate will alaurght.ﬁr him! He’s put his
nmne 1n the foothall list for the Rook-

wood mateh ™

“W!mt?“

“Honest Injun!™” gasped Buater.
“He's crossed out Greene's nome and

written in his own! I—I saw him 1"

Harry Wharton and Frenk Nugent
gazed at Bunter, dumbfounded,

were prepared to hear that

Coker of the Fifth had done almost any-
thing. But they were not prepaved for
this. Coker had surpris G?reyirinra
8 I_:at of times; but he still had one sur-
prize left,

“Impossible I" ejaculated the captain
of the Ham::va at last. “Even &ﬁﬁr

wouldn t—-"

“He hag! 1 saw him!| Lots of fel-
lows saw him! Theres & crowd down
there now—honest Injun ¥

“Coker’s sltered Wingate's izt—
written his name over the nmamo of &
First CEleven man? said Nugend
ineredulously.

"Kog ™ E;u,simd Bunter.

“Great Christopher Columbmas B

Bunter rolled out of Study No. 1 ta
spread his news further. His fat sauenk
waa heard along the Remove passage.

Wharton and Nugent gazed at cue
anothor.

“It can't be Euasihla!" said Ia:ry.
“ Iven Coker—""

“Tt ean't!” said Wugent., “Even
Coler—"

“Wingate will slay him—"

“Lot’s go and seo. anyhow,®

“"¥es, rather.

“Gammon !'* the Bounder's voice was
saving, as they went out into the
Remove pasage. “ Even Coker——"

“Rot!” said Peter Todd. “Even
Cokor—"
“Rubbish!” said 8quiff, * Even

Coker—"

There were excited comments un and
down the Remwove passage, “Bven
Coker” seemed the burden of the zong.
Apparently the feliows had an idea that
even Colker had his limit whon it came
to ehoer idiocy.

* Impossible 1™
" Even Coker—"

"Even the esteemed Coker ¢ould not
he 2uch a preposterous and fovriifo

aaid  DBob  Cherry.
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gimmpl“ declared Hurree Jemset Ram
B

3 “Let's go and see!” chuckled Hazel

ene,

“What-ho 1™

The fellows simply couldn’t -believe
it! They could not believa it even of
Coker. But they sll wanted to seel
There was a rush down the Hemgve
slalrease.

If Coker really baod done this—

It was impossible! A football list,
duly drawn up by the captain of the
school, in his own ted on the
board as official—stupk thers by Win-
gata himself! To meddle with such a

ocument wes unheard-of—untmagine
able]l Even Coker—- 5

What would happen to Coker if he
had done it was an interesting amnd
thrilling question, Buch & thing had
never hadppe.nud before, and if 1t had
happened now no imaginable punish-
ment seemed adequate, Strewing Coker
in little giEﬂﬂﬂ- all aver Greyiriars
would hardly have met the case.

There was already a crowd round the
board when the swarm of Remove men
arrived on the scens. The news
andengs bad spread. Tn fact, many
eyes had bean on Horace Coker when
ne was handling his peneil. Fifth Form
men, Shell fellows, Fourth-Formers,
were gathered there in great numbers,
soma of the Bixth werse there, staring.
Harry Wharton & Co. had some diff-
culty in shoving through to get a sight
of the peper.

And even when they saw it they
almest doubted thoir eyesight.

It was trus!

The name of “W. Greene * had been
crossed out with a heavy stroke. Under
it was written “H. J. Coker.”

Had any fellaw fancied that Win.
gate, 1p a moment of temporary abei-
ration, had decided to play Coker, there
was proof ctherwise. for the name was
written in Coker’s own  well-known
Ast, Coker's handwriting was unmis-
takable—at least, it muﬁ! never have
been mistaken for anything but the trail
of a spider that had fallen into an ink-
}fqﬂ}and erawled ont  Coker had done
T8

Thare was 2 buzz of excited comment
round the board. Loder of the Sixth
stared at the outrare, and walked away
—~probahly to tell Wingate. The captain
of Greyfriara was not vot on the scene.
_What would he say when he cama?
‘hat would he do? Even fellows who
id not hke Cokor felt sorry for him

then,
*The potty chump!™ zaid Vernon.
Smith, “This is the giddy limit—even

for Coker I _

“.Ht iz the terrific and prepostercua
H# 11T

“Must be off his jolly old rocker,
sou know,™ eaid Temple of the Foarth.
“(oler wants tokin' care of.”

“Wingate will take ecare of him|?
ahuskled Hobson of the Shell.

“Poor old Coker!™ i

“JHe can't think thet Wingate will
leave his name there!™ remarked Fry
of the Fourth, *“1It's just cheek ™

“Sheor peck!” sald Stewart of the
Shell.

“ And it’s Greene's name he's marked
out,” chuckled Price of the Fifth,
“How do yvou like it. Greeney 1"

Greene made a hopeless gesture,
Potter and Greene had heen drawn to
the spot by the general excitement,
They were gazing at the handiwork of
their chum with worried eves.

Greene was rather annoyed, ps a
mattar of faot. Coker's action, of
course, was sheer imbecility; Dut
Greens did not like his namo beinp
picked out for ernsure, even by & born
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idiot. Coker evidently regarded him
as the least valuable member of the
elaven. OF course, Coker’'s opinion on
football matters was worth nothing—
less that, if possible.  Ball, it
viasn't pleasant.

“1 say, you fellows,” squeaked Billy
Bunter, “here comes Wingata |”

There w~as & hush, .

George Wingute came striding up,
and the [ellows respectiully mads way
for him. There was breathless silence
es Wingate arrived st the board and
looked at the fell work of Horace James
Coleer.

The fellows hardly knew what to
expect.  They waited breathlessly.
Wingato rather disappointed them. His
face hardly moved a muscle, as ho

looked at this wnparalleled outrags,
He was guite calm.

For a ?aw moments 8 pin might hare
been heard to fall. Then George Win-
gate spoke.

“Where's Coker 1V

“Tn the games study!™ said Tomlin.

gon of the Fifth.

" hanks™

Wingate walked away.

The games etndv, af the cnd of the
Fifth Form passare, was on the nexs
Anor. Wingate went to the staircasc.
Like an army. half Grevfrinrs marched
after him.

Annarantly  unconseinus—at  least,
hiradlnze, of hiz numerous following,
Wineata wenft up to the Tifth Tovm
phstape, ) .

Quictly and sedately, just as if
nothing out of the common was happen

et 'm
o T aama s o Dl raons
. . !
£

ing, ho arrvived ab the door of the
games study,
He looked in.
Coker of the Fifth was there.
Cif riances mat.
The ewarm bohind Wingate looked at

Coker. They ezpected to see him
erumple up under the steady geze of
the copiain of the schaol.

But ho did not crumple up.

He returned Wingate's at&adﬁ stara
with & breczy cheeriness and confidence.
Coker was not alarmed. He waz not
dismaved. What he had done, ho had
done, and Coker was satisfied.

HCoker 1™ gaid Wingate.

“Hallig " said Coker

*“You scem to have meddled with a
paper on the board—a paper put up by
me.

“T shouldn't call
markad Coker.
rection.”

“You've made an alteration in the
foothall list."”

“Exact ¥."
“T ghal! hava to writo that pzper
cver amain said Wingate,

ST ghonldn’t enid Caler, “That
will mive me the tronble of altering it
arain. Why give a follow tronble for
tothioe 7

There was a gosp from the orowd
bahind Wingatn. nker probably was
the only fellrw at Grevfriars who would
evor hare dreamed of talkine to tho
captain of the schoatl in this stvle,
Crbier snmictimes epid that he was no
rnspe&!:r of perzons, Evidently ho
WAL,

it meddled, ™ ro-
“*T'va made w oor-

ok g g By IS IR
ms

Reokwood and make room for a
beiter man ? ** sald Coker ircitanly,
** Don"t both speak at once [ "

“You will step down to the prefeets’
room, Coker,” zaid Wingate. * 1 shal
oxpect you there in five minutes.”

If you want to talk to me wo'll
talk hore,” smid Coker. *1 don't care
for the prefects’ room. Too many of the
Sixth about. T['ve told you before that
I don't think much of the Sixth."

"It matters very litile to mo what
your opinion of the Sixth is. T shall
expect vou in the prefects’ room five
minutes from now |*

Horace Cokar thrust his hands deop
into liia pockets,

* The Sicth aro a lot of—"

" Fiva minutes,” srid Wingate, " It'a
a prefects’ beating! Don't be late!™

ingata turned and walked nway
without waiting for an answer. Coker
stared aftor him and burst into a

lawzh.
“ Prefocts® beating '™ he said, “1 like
thas! [Ha ha, hat®

Wingute disappeared. Outside the
ames study the erowd waited for
*onker. They were ready to escort him
in state to the prefects’ room, to tako
s beating.  But Coker did not stir.
Five minvtea elapsed, and Coker was
ztil! lonnging carclessly in the games

stind 7. ]

“ie’s not going,” s=nid Frank
Mugant, lonking at iz watch. “Time's
up -and ho'a not going.”

“Tho noext move is up to Wingate!®
romarked the Bounder,

The rrowd waited. The next movo
wis not long in coming.

Twe Macxer Lienany.—No. 1,154,
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Prefects’ Beating !

" ALLY, haile, hallo! Here
comne the jolly old prefects)”
M New for  the giddy
cipeus ™

The excitement was intensze,

In stately array four Sixth Form

refects caine up to the games study—

r, Carne,
looked = little seli-conscious with so
many eyes on them, though they
affected to be disrﬂgurcfful of the enger
crowd swarming round the door of the
gaines study,

Uoker had refused to go, as he was
bidden. It was carrying definmce of
eg::n}:ttuted authority to un unheard-of
pitch,

Really a follow couldn't defy the
orders of the captein of the schoul who
was oleo heed prefect!

Coker, unhappily, scemed
that he couldn't.

An he refused to walk down to the
prefeets’ room, where the official beat
ing was scheduled to take place, of
gourse he hed to be fetched, Four
hoefry prefects had come to feteh bhim.
This really weas rathor a compliunent to
Coker: in tho case of no other fallow,
probably, would sueh & foree have heen
deomed peccssary,

Loder of the %ixth led the way into
the games study; the other three fol-

unoware

Towed him in

Nehind  them  the doorway  was
erammed.

“New look eut for the Growovka!™

murmured Bob Cheryy.

It was fairly certain that there would
be Lireworka. Coker, having carried de-
ianee of constituted outhority zo far,
was not likely to submit tamely, What
he t.}mltgtl:lt wonld be the cuteomie of thie
wild rebellion it was impossible to say.
Probably he did not think at all
Thinking was not much in Coker’s line.

“We've come for you, Coker,” said
Gerald Loder.

Coker glanced at him.

“You needn’t have troubled,” he
answered.

“You're wanted in the prefects
room."

“I'm staying here, thanksi"

“Will you walk down quietly??

L] Nﬂ.‘ll'

“"Very well; we'll take you”

Colier sguared his choulders, pushed
hark his euffa. and econfronted the
enemy with bulldog deterimination.

* Any man that lays a finger on me
will ot hurt 1" ho eaid. “T'm womiog

oul"

“Collar him "™ enid i.oder.

The four Sixth-Formers proeceded to
collar Coker. Undaunted, Cokeor foeed
the anemy and resisted Coker was
powarfnl and hefty, and his ecournpe
was unhounded: and it waa just as wefl
that four followa had come for Bim. As
it was, the odds were mush tao heavy
even for the hefty and couraeconus Coakear
Coker never eounted odde; bat adds liad
their offect just tho fame, counted or
uncounted.

Ta hia surprize. and skill mare to hia
angor, Coker was rushed over and
pinioned. almest in the twinkling of an
cye.

e ot in one drive, which landed on
Eodor's chest and made him gasp. Then
he was op-ended and reduced to o
etrugeling heap.

Far about a minute there was a wild
stroggle in the gamea siudy. ken
Coker came nut, carricd, Toader and
Carne had en arm vcach: Svhes and
Walker had a leg each Thev hore
Caker ant of the games study, wrizgling
and spluttering.

Tae Maaxer Lmesayr.—No. 1,154,
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alker, and Sykes. They.

“Will you walk new? asked Carno
rotitely.

» sol' roared Cobker.

* Bring him slong I said Loder.

Horace Cokor wes brought along.
After the prefects and their prisoncr
marched an innumorable crowd. Coker
was still trying to resist; perhapa that
woae why his bhead was banged on the
banisters several times, each ghang elicit-
inz a wild howl [rom Coker.

“Follow your leader I chuckled Bob
Cherry.

A breathlessly excited crowd followed
on to the prefects’ -~oom. Under a sca
of eyes, Uoker was coarried intog that
august apartment. Then, to the deep
disuppointment of the spoctators, ibe
door was shut.

“Rotten!"' growled Johnny Buil,

The sacred mysteries of the prefects’
room were not for common eyes. But
if the intercsted juniors could not leok,
they eould listen, They swarmed round
the door. to listen ‘or the sounds of
whacking and the sounds of woe.

In tho prefects’ room Coker was sck

Krasasasidssnassnannnn sEmsapsasrsndsava pnaannap
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THIS WEEK'S WINNING
RIBTICKLER!

AIERERAE
RILLiNl]

SOFTENING THE BLOW!

Ma: " Dgar, doar! What
is the mattser with baby % "

Pa: “Oh, s Bbumpad hle
head againet one of the piang
pedale : '

Ma: * Poor Httle thingl
Did he hurt himesit 7 **

Pa: "Oh, no! It waa the
goft pedal he hit}

C. Goble, of 40, Sugden Road,
Worsthing Sussex, who submitted
the above winning joke, now pos-
sesses one of our useful pocket
knives.

It's up to all of you to win these
useful pnzesl
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on his feet, Walker and Loder held his
artng in an iron grip.

All the prefects, excepting those who
were in  saunny with influenza, were
prezent, (‘oker stared round ot the
august assetnbly with reckless defiance
nnd bailhing wrath,

Wingate eyed him calmly.

“Yeu know what you've done,
Coker,” he =aid. “You're here for a
prefects’  beating,  Better tako it
guietly.'”

“Rats to you!” retorted Coker.

“Hend over that chair!™ eaid Win-
gate, raking up a cane and pointing.

“Shun's 1™

“ l3end him over|™

“You cheeky rottera!” roarcd Colier,
strugghing, as he was whirled towards
the chair. “You cheeky blighterst
Yon faney you're !i:lo:mg to cane & Fifth
Form man! My hat, 1'll epiflicate tho
lot of youl"

" Bend him over 1"

Coker resisted desperately.

e FE TR TR T T
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Four prefecta were regluimd to hond
him aver the chair and hold him there
in an attitude suitable for ?uniahmqnt.
But they did it]l Coker, still struggling
nnd wrigghng, was pinped down.
hand on the buck of his neck drove his
fcatures into the scat of the chair, and
Coker gurgled.

Wingate swished the cane.

Properly speaking, a prefects’ beatin
should have been administered by a
the prefects wiclding the cane in turn.
That was the rule. But in Coker's case,
the rule had to be departed from. That
was due to Coker’s originality, No
fellow had ever been known before to
regist a prefects’ beating. Coker was
making history. As four prefoects were
required to held him down, they
couldn’t take thoir turns with the cane.
Wingate adminiatered the beating; and
as his arm wap the heftiest in the Sixth
the departure from the regular rule did
not benefit Coker.

Whaek!

* Yooonop " roared Coker,

Whack!

1] 0“‘, !!I

Whack |

“leggo!™

Whack !

Coker made a d
almost brohe loose. ancroft came to
tha help of his holders and lent an ad-
ditional hand. Under the vigorous
grasp of five stnrdy Bisth-Formera
Coker simply collapsed. Ha eprawled
over the chair, gasping, and the eano
came down again with o terrifie ewipe.

Whack !

“Yanoonoooop 1"

WHACK

“Ow! Oh crikey! Lepgol Leave
off ! Youurrereeh I spluttered Coker,

Cioker was tough: hut this was ter-
ribla. Wingate was putting his heef
into it—and he had hexpa of beef! Tha
cracks of the cane rang like nistal-shots,
far heyvond the confines of the prefects’
ToOm.

“My hat! Coker’s getting it!1" mur-
mured Bob Cherry.

“Yaroooooon'™ came from the other
sida of tha closed door.

“¢(}h, liaten to the band ! ** chanted
Skinner,

Whack?

“That's coven 1" eaid Tob.

Whack {

“Wingate's going it} breathed Bob
“He will tire his srm at thia rate,
farev he's tived Colar salveady ?

Whack !

rate <ffort end

“Creat pip! That's nine! PFoor old
Cokor ™™
“¥ think that will do,” They ecould

hear Wingate's quiet voice from the
prefects’ room, " Cohopre——"

“Owi You rotter! Ow!” i

“You will apologise for meddling
with the football ligte——*

“Catch mal"

Whack !

“ Whoooooop t**

“We ean't let it go at this,” said tho
eaptain of Greviriars calmly. ""You've
got to learn to behave, Coker., I'm
afraid that I shall have to keep on with
this cane till you're sorry for what
you've done.’’

“Yaht! 1'1! amoeh 7ou-——='

Whack 1

* Yow-ow-gw-ow-ow-wonoop )

“Come, don't he an ass, Coliert
What's the émd of nsking for moret”
I‘Iflr Vaht Oh' You rotter—— I'll=

There was a sound of strugeling
guickly quelled. =

Whack 1

“Ow'!  Loave o 1™ ghricked Cokhor.
“0Oh. my hat! T'H smash the lot of
vou=-I'll1 spiflicate the lot of vope——'i

(Cantinued on page 12.)
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LINE UP, YOU FOOTER FANS!

than o knowledge of the rules is required.

The “OLD
REF.‘Fl

# 0ur Wise Man of the Whistle ™ says that to become a successful referee something much more

All intending referees should, therefore, take

heed of these nseful notes,

HE good folk who are not so ]yuung es thoy used to be
ato always telling us abont the things which aroe wrong
with the rising genorstion. This rising goneration,

aooording to the old folks, ore lacking in all sorts of thingg——
Qour among them. Lot me confess right here that [ have
gaid the caume sort of thing mysclf ¢ 1 hove declared that tho
tnde of to-day are nothing like the lads of my tune.

But I teke it all back : swuallow my worde—beeauss of o
couple of lottors 1 have ropeived this weok Irom boy readoers
©f the Magxwer. One of tham says that the othor day he was
piked to roferee a mateh and adds that he thoroushiv spjoyed
the omporience. and therofore wants to know more abond
gefereainy.

The other boy says thai. owing to & physicor disability he
i8 provented from playing foothall, but he

s very koeen vn the game, and fos an ides that he weoulid
tike to be a veferee of first-rinss gamca when e grows
"p-

Bo you seo that these two readers are both, o reslity, asking
the same tion. They want to know what they must do
in order to become reforess,  OF course, I could bo very humorous
concerning thess requests. [ could repoeat the advies given,
woeny yoars ago. by “ Punch ™ to readers about to marty.
That advice was contained in one word : " Don't."

tHut after all, somebody hos gzot to referss football matehes,
and I can assure you that thers are people who really enjoy
themsslvea whon they are on the job, One of the best reforees
wwe have had in pecent times was Mr, Jaok Howoroft, who
* ook " the Cup Final of 1920, Whon the Football Assoociation
decided that he was too old to sontinua roferesing it was aboub
the gaddeat day inm Mr., Howeroit's life.

OW to bo very sorious on this guestion of how to becomo
e referes, | would say in the frst place to evory
voungater who hes ideas in that direction, to pget as
much practice as he poseibly can. Thus ho will pet tho habit
ol making pood and prompt decisiona,
It follows, obviously that

nobody showuld undertalie fo veferee a football maich
unless he is conversand with the vules of the game.

The steaphtiorward rules can be learnt from any book which
contains them, and the little emngs aro scon leamt by actual
experience of reforocing.

G convinesd n my own minod, however, that to e n
succeseful roferee somothing much more than mers knowledgo
of tho rules is required.  You want what ean boat ba described
ea personality, aml you want alko the knack of impressing that
Eg;:umiitr on the players who come under your ehango. Tho

roferses o the world make mistaker m the contror of
mastohes . give wrong decwions. Bw  somo referses give
wrony decisions with such ap air o authority that players
end spectators alike wonder whather they, and not the refereg,
HI? Wrong.

| onoe asked A relueree who nad had o ol of sxperence whom
ke tried to please—the ployers or the apectatora by his reivreoing.
His reply was to my woy of thinking mest apt.

i IFhen I oo oud with the wwhistle I accer bother alionl
pleasing onghody but mpself, and I aom quiitc happy
if 1 succecd in doing that."

Do yourself and please yourself is a very peod motio for
roforeoa.

Theo the personality of the referee is important because tha
way in which the players regard the refuerce dotermioes to »
veory | extent the way in whioh they play. Let us imegzine
that a big Cup-tio is being played. The players in that Cup-ti-
look for name of the referee who hes been chosen,  If they
know, from past experiones, that this referee is not the scrt ol
peraon who will etand any nonscmss at all, then it followa tho:
when the game starta they don’t try any nonsense, and the tes™
of the roforos is made ever so much easier.

OW et ua progress & bit with the way to bocomo a
roforee. I have paid learn the rules, and also I hava
anid got as much practice in littlo e3 a9 possible.

Bofore a reforss can get on any League list ho has to undorge
cortain examinations—a writton one and an oral one,

The writton examination is intended to prove whethor or
not the would-he referes knows the rulea of me: offside,
and a. the other little and big thingas by which foothall i
governed. The oral examination has for its object the tryin:
of the would-be referes so far s subtle points ere eoncorned.
A eatch question is put here and there, and the manner in which
the budélin roferee answers decides the examiners whether he
ia likely to be the sort who can make up hia mind quiekly in o
emorgenoy, or whon an unexpeoted end out.of-the-way thin
heppenas.

Fiﬂhauld aleo add--thouph, of couree, this is merely o minor
point—that

one o the tegts for roferecs conceran his ecapacity for
distinguishing colowrs. Ohviously colmu--blind reforees
are of ne ure at all.

When the referes has duly paseod his examination ho applie
to tho loenl Foolboll Assoeistion—each county has ab -
ono, and some counties have more than one~—ito be put on thei:
list. Once on that list hoe ia given matehes to eontrol. That |
the real start, amnd the rost dopoods very largely on the rofero:
himsslf. £f ho referces the little matchos woll, then the news ol
his success as a referce is suro to sprend, and in duo course he
will bo recommended to the higher authorities and thua gu
bigger games to control,

s A final word to my would-ba referes readers, I shon'sd
mention thw remunoration.

Fur flrst-ciass inatohes - Fiest and Second Dicision
games and for big Cup-tice the wojerces get three
guineas pius third-elaxs travelling crpenscs.

Boroe puopra don't think the 1ee18 hygh enourh, and argue that
botter referecs and bettor retoresing wonld bu obtained if the
officiala wore piid bigper foea, ;

Well this may be true. but 1| doubr . Tho onwy releres:
who make good at the job are thoan who love refereeing.  And,
83 I aaid beforn, thero aro peopie whn love thoe job.

T Macarr Lmeaey N 1150
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THE FOOL OF THE FIFTH!

Wontinued from page 10.)

Whack |

“Owl Ow! Wow! Whooooooh!
J—1—I'll apologise, il you like, you
blighter! Owl Anytlhing you like!
Wow! Wow! Owl”

“That's good enough!” said the cap-
tain of Greyfriars quietly. “Let him
go, you men! And try to bave a little
mare sense in future, Coker!™

“Ow! Owl Qwl Owl”

The door of the prefects’ room
opened. A swarming crowd eraned
their necks to look in. Coker, rufiled,
dishevelled, ecrimson, breathless, wrigg-
ling, ¢come out—in a heap! Four or
five pairs of hands slung him forth,
and he tottered headlong into the
waiting crowd.

Potter and Greema picked him wup.
They walked him away—in silent aym-
pathy, Coker went!  Some of the
followa had rather exzpected him to
charge back into the prefects’ room like
a wild bull. But that terrific hcking
had had its cffect, cven on Coler. For
the present, ot least, Horace Coker had
had enoungh. He went.

The erowd disfers-ed,
enssang the thrilling affair.
later, & new paper appeared on the
beard, in Wingete's hand.  Fellows
wondered whether Coker would venture
to “eorrect ” it agnin. But the paper
remoined unaltered Evidently, Coler
had had enough!

But if any fellow had fancied, from
that, thet Coker was done with, that
felloww would have made a mistake.
Horace Coker rathor resembled the man
in the ztory, who was dead, but would
not lie down, Horace Coker was far
from done with, na the eabeequent
remarkable happenings were to show,

exeitedly die-
A little

Rk

THE SIZTH CHAPTER.
ot Bunisr |

i UFRID  |luck!” grunted the

P Bounder,

Tom Redwing looked up.

Southy bad been reading a
letter, ond now he tossed it on the
sturdy table, with a grunt,

“What's the troublle, Bmithy?" asked
Redwing, with a rather dubious look
vt hiz study-mate,

The Bounder, as Le cought that ox-
pression on Redwing's face, grinned.

“Fathead i That i3nt o letter from
a hookie, tellin' me my horse has come
in eleventh!™ he sand.

“0h, goodl!” said Tom:
laughed.

“it's from mv father.”

“MNo bad nows, 1 hopef®

“That dependa on how you look at
it. The pater wns coming down to soc
me to-morrow, and I was going out in
the ear with him for a joy-ride. Now
he can’t come—blirkin' business turned
up.

“Borry I sajd Tom,

“He's sending the cor, to take mo
jor & F]ca:..r-nde* 23 o sort of conanlation

and ho

prize,” added the Bounder. “That's
all vight. of course. But 1 lLaven't
=con the pater einece inst hols ™

He gronted again, Fow  [ollows
would bave suspected the Bounder of
soft and affectionate feclings: vet there
was no doubt that ho was deeply
attached to the fat and forid A,
Samuel Vernon-Smith.

He was always glad when that plump
and pﬂrﬂ?‘ gentleman cawne down to
the echool; and lollows who ohacrved
it were rather sorprized.
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Many Greyfriars tellows were rather
particular about arents; it was
against a fellow if hie people did not
make a good show, Wilkmson of the
Fourth had writhed for nearly a term
because hia pater was so ill-advized as
to  visit . Greyfnors in  elasticesided
boots, Temple of the Fourth owed much
of his prestige to the fact that his
father was 8ir Reginald, and looked it.
Mr Vornon-8mith was not the pater
whom a fastidicous fellow would have
been Eiad to walk round the quad., Dut
the Beunder ecared nothing for such
things. Onee he had had a terrific
combat with Dolsover major for criticis-
ing Mr. Vernon-Smith's waisteoat,
which certanly leaped to the eye,

“"Horry!I" repeated Tom,

One of the things he liked best about

the Bounder was that Smithy could sce
no fault in his father.

“Well, it can't boe helpedi!” eaid
Vernon-Smith, “Mo good grousing.
Wa get the jny-ridﬂ, anyhow. Where
shall we gol”

“That's up to you, Smithy,” said
Tom, with a smile.

“We'll make it a long trip, and get
leave from Quelchy to stay out a bat
late,’” said Smithy. " May as well ask
some fellows—it's a big car, and will
take a party. What about askin' Whar.-
ton? Ii he comes, Wuelechy will know
we're not kickin’ over the traces, and
poin’ o the jolly old roces”™

Redwing laughed,

“Good wheere ! he sald.

“§ suppse Wharton wounldn't come

without the whole fa,milf'i” said tho
Bounder  # But we could pack them
in. Shal 1 ask him?"

“Yes, rather; it would ba jolly.”

“Right-ho!""

The Bounder left Study Neo. 4, and
walked along the Remove puassage to
Mo, 1. In that etudy he found the
Fumous Five, gatherced for a chat alter

rep.

“Trot in, Smithy!"' esaid Harry
Wharton, as the Dounder looked in at
the door. Vernon-Smith trotted in,

“"Wa wore talking footer!” said Bob
Cherry.

* 1 could have guessed that one,” eoid
Bunthy.

Bob chuclled, 1

“Well, what abeut fixing up o game
for to-morrow walternoon?™ he ashed.
“There's noe match on. But it'e a half-
holiday, and so—"

"What ebout o joy-ride?’ gaig the
Boundar.

 Ripping—if gomebody will lend ua a
car!'' suwd Boby, laughaug, " Nobody i
the Remove except Mauly can afford
joy-rides.”

*Well, somchody’s lendin' me a car.”

“0h, gaod!™

UMy pater was comin' down in the
car to take me out—he can’t come, 50
hie's sending the chauffour with the cor
instead, ™ explained Snithy. 1T ecanw
to ash you fellows 1f you'd czve to
come?  Reddy's coming—but there's
room for a bunch™

“1t is 8 preposterous good idea ! re-
marked Hurree Jamsetr Ram Singh.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Wharton can gsk wuekehy fer leave

to epin it sut a Littie)' added the
Bovnder. “ Being a ghinin' charvaroer

and a model to the Form. an® a!l Lhint.
he can be trusted anywhere”

“0h. don’t be an stz Srithy 1" said
Harry.

“Xv dear man, 'm statin’ the facts.
Quelehy might suspect me of goin” to
the ravos 1 have heard™ added the
Hounder. with great gravity, “that
thore are Gresfriars nwen who have
dose such thinga™

THE MAGNET

“You'ra not thinking—" begen
Nugent doubuiully.

Y NOE A e least.  Jn your company,
dewr man, 3 ehowsdn't arcam of such
thangs. in fact, § showd make it &
pomit o targes, for the atsernoou, that
such wicked thirngs a3 booxies and races
cxist at all. 1 shall leuve my agar-
eltus at howe, and take n few tracts.”

“Bathead ! sard Lob.

“We Ll make s jolly long ron of ite

across two or three counties, if you
Iike, said Smuthy, *“'The car will do
seventy casily—"
_ The Famous Five eschanged glances,
Uhe zuggesaun 1uther appealed to them,
And an wlen bhad already come into
l'la?g Wharton's mind.

“Have you fixed wp where wou'
goingi" he asked. > i

“Not at all! Anywhers vou like, eo

long as we cover the ground,” ans
walrod
the Bounder, ]

“What about Rookwood 7
‘:‘.ft::rnkwc:pd?” repeated the Bounder.
Ine First Eleven are playing at

Rookwood to-morrow. I'd like to seo
the match.,  But Reokweod is jolly
nearly a hundred miles awayg,”

“:'il at's nothing I

"My bhat!  What 3 whecze!” px.
ﬁia_lmed Bob Cherry, his eyes sparkling,
t!l d E_:l!ﬂ.\'ﬂ gone over with the team if

2. railway company gave ticl
e Fhiy d'ml‘tﬂi ¥ g ichets away,

‘: By Jove!” saud
“Thats s npping
thoughit of )

i the Boundcr,
idea | I bhadn't
. vwhat 1 surprise for
::;jlgwwmgate lm 1_:,;&1, ﬂ.kcher:r Irom Re-
ity when he's kwekin
Hookwood ' & gouls of

Cwnat-ho ! sad Johnuy Buall

“3hall we make t Rookwood, then?
osked Vernon-mmath,  “Suits me if it
Sun% you fellows,”

M 3uits us down to the ground.” ol
Wharton. " But it's }hl'}'I.lI.'El*.'H-I', E!mil;‘jl].]}d
and it's for you to say.” ’

"Then 1 say, Roohwood,” gald the
Bounder, “its scitled, then?’

" Hear, hear I

gy, you felows—m

“Roll away, Bunter "

“Oh. really, Cherry——"

‘:‘é‘f’lﬂuk it, fﬂt!j i

an't! came here to
my pal Smithy," said Hillg Eu:?f:r%k Etf
Bay, Smithy. old fellow '

> }?rpnt‘ snid Silril:h:.'.

ve pot a rather better ; " Bai
Bunter,  blinking &t thuldeéhutﬁﬁ
through his g spectocles, “There's
kot miuch eaweh n standing about with
F?:Id ,IEEE wilching 8 football mateh,
Pivit’s rvot, really.®

2 Lo bon ! remarked Bob,

Let's run down to a seaside place,
ancl got 8 Joily good feed ot a big
Il;uml.‘ sugpresied Bunter. * That rathep

cats your deda, doesn't it, W hortop 5

SRR e " harton t

“Hossa 1t 1 can see an r
cackle at!™ asid  Booter o
“MWhat de vou eay, Swiihy 7

“ Fathoud 17

“Ub, reaiiv. old ehap!  Look here, if
youre gong to Hookwood to hang
about watching a lot of muddy asses
slinging a muddy ball abow, P'm not
cum[.-{::t[l“'amd_fIhmter waimly,

“ [Laght ! ou re not!" apreed the
Bounder. k

“t-1 mean. I'll coma with pleasure,
ala ehap, of you're kven on woing over
o Bouvkwood." amended Bunter. " Tle
fact 15, l'd like to sve my old frionds
there agaen  Junmy Silver, ond Lovell,
and the rest. ey re alwnys orging
me to comg over and sce Lthemn again,
Uve got w letter from Jimmy Silver
my pocket now  rather reproaching mo
for neglecting him so long."

“ Let's see 1," grinned Jobnny Hull,

Lo
peevishly,



EVERY SATURDAY

Bopter pan his fat bands through Lis
pockets

“Here 1t i3, No, that's u letter from
I¥Arcy at Bt Jum'e. This 13 it. N
this i3 from the Caterpillar at High-
oliffe, Well, I must havo left Jimmy
Hilver's letter in my study. A fellow
with so many friends gets such a lot of
lotters, you koow.  Anyhow, it's all
right; I'll come to Rookwood. Silver’s
& deeent chap, end he wiil stand e fcl-
low gome tea in his study.”

“You fat assl” soid the Bounder.

“What time do we stact, Smithy ¥

:: Ell:;u cati'!t Etgﬂ_ fhf:?ﬂih”,

» Feally, Bmithy—

H'Emt [Jl‘

“If you mean that you don't want me,
Smithy——" gaid Billy Bunter, with a
graat deal of dignity.

“I meern exactly that.” ;

“As p montter of fact, I'm afreid T
st:ouldn't be able tp come,” said Bunter
thoughtfully. “If we wero going any-
whors ©olse, Smithy, it would bp =sll
right. But I could hardly show up at
Bookwood ond introduce you as my
friend. A fellow lLos to drow the lioc
semarheee."

£ 1} Ivi"ila.-"*ﬂ-‘t ?J‘.‘l

“ Anywhoro else,” said Buntor firmly,
“hut not Rookwood. I simply couldn't
thow wup at Rookwood with you,
Smithy., 1t's not only you personally,
Lut vour pater, you know—thare's the
rub, I couldn't let my friends at Rook-
wood fancy me on friendly torms with
tho scn o buckctshop Hnancier—a
shady company-promoter, you know, A
follorr has to draw & line somoawhere.
o all I've got to eay, in the ecircum-
stances, is——= Yonooooop !? )

Billy Duntetr ended hia remarks 1n
that unoxpected moanner 23 the Bounder
suddenly collored him, and jammed his
pullet head apainst the study door.

Eang!

“Yeoooap 1"

“Ha, ba, hal”

TY orw-0i-0w-0w |
L

Bump |

Dunter doparted into the Remove
passage. He smote the floor with a
eoneussion that fairly shook it

“Ow-wow! Yow! Beast!” roared
Dunter, as thgp DBounder slammed the
door on bimn, *Ow-wow! You como

Poazt! Ow-wows

As Harry Wharton & Go. glanced at the list they alm

out here, you rotter, and I'll mop up

tho passage with yon! Wawl”
The deor opencd.
Buntar jumped vp.  But on sccond

thoughte—proverbially the best—he did
not mop up the passage with the

Bounder. He departed ap the passago
nh n 8 which looked ns if Bunter,
like Mr. Vernon-Smith's ear, could do

seventy. After which the chume of the
Remove discozsed the trip to Rookwood,
with great sntisfaction to themselves,
and without the assistance of William
George Buntert,

v e B

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Up to Something !

OTTER and Greeno of tho Filth
could hardly belicve their ears,
There was silence in the study.
That was the remarkable thing.
I'or Coker was in the study, as well as
silence. Theso two things, Coker and
silence, had never been found in such a
posttion before.
It was pice, of course, bnt 1k wos sur-
rising, Potter and Greene ecould
Eﬁ.l‘dff bolicve their ears, beeanse their
cars wore blessed by that sweet, peace-
ful, unaccustomed silenco while Coker
was present. g
Coker was, or belioved bo was, one of
those stromg, silent, masterful char-
acters, It 15 well known that such
charactera cannot be prevented from an-
noging more than their fair shere of
the cﬁin-wag, As & rule, Cokor had
much more than his fair shara, Now
ho was silent.  Thrice-blessed silenco
reigned in the study, .

o doubt it wns duo to the licking
Coker had had in the prefects’ room.
That was an wnusual cceurrence, and 1t
had produced a #till more mmusual effect.

CREYFRIARY

i3

Coker’s chums, of conrze, sympathesrd
with him. But they conld not help {se)
ing that a gm!ent&' beating had done
bimn good. Coker often stated that le
did not think much of Sixth Form pre-
fecta. But bis friends considered thet,
in these circumstances, thero waz a lot
to be said for them.

LCoker had dooe oo prep. That mads
hia gilence all the more remarkabl.
Even during prep Coker conld not heln
talking, Now was upoccnpied, nne
still he was not talking. It was fo v
maticable as to he a little unnerving.

RO WO 0
R o o e

ost doubted their, eyesight, for ithe name of **'W. Greene ™ had been =
erossed out and “ K. Coker "' substitufed.

Perhaps Cokor was thinking, Thate
waz a deep corrugelion 1o hiy rogeed
brow, which might have indicatad
thought. But if this was the outward
nnd vizible sign of the inward inviaible
grace, it was more surprizing still. Ior
thinking was not at nll in Coler's line
His friends eoriously doubtod whother
he possessed the necessory apparatus,

Anvhow, ho was sitenf, ond that, o
loast, was something to Lo thankinl for.
Potter and Greens finished their worl
nninterrupted.  Then they roza from
the table, hopine to get away from the
sindy before Coleer apoke. IE thes
esraped Coker's conversaticn for @
whole evening, that day would be a day
worthy to be marked wilii a white stone

But it was not to Le. Doth Totte
and Greene folt that it was too good i
Lie trun.  And it was

“That nss, Wimnmgate—" gaid Cn]’..'-'s
snddenty, breaking the leag and beatiie
silence,

Trotter
glancr.
WrOnEs,

and  Creens  exchangad &
Tt was camiag.  Uslor',
hiz views on fooflail, hia viges
{Cantinuedd nn pope 106.)
Tic Moxer Lasnipv.—Na, 11350
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Dicky Nugent, of the Becond
Form at rlara, s 'lﬂg!ﬂ.‘lully
Indignant. etaten, with soma
voshermaincs, that he's boen left out
in the cold tong enough. S0 hea
Insistad that 1 should include In
this iseue another Bt, Sam'se
*' ghocker.' | think you'll agree
It was too good to leave out,
anyway—ED,

1,

6 OT a Lox of prints o lend o
G bloke, anyone 7"
Dr. Birchemsll, the vener.

e t;lbtfe- hmtc_lmns?]er ﬂihﬁti Silm‘s,
) at question through the door-
way of the Ehgmﬂnvrmm n

The jumors leoked round in surprise.

“A box of paints, did you say, sir?"
asked Jack Jallv, almost incredibly.

The Head nodded.

“Paints—p-a-y-n-t-e!” ho said, die
nlaying his usual desp nollidge of the
rules of spelling. “I need soma paints,
¢o that I can do some painting.’

“Going to paint that nose of yours
a dclicats shade of pink, sirf" asked
Jack Jolly. “If so, I must say the im-
provement is long overdue |

“Ha, ha, hat™

The juniors reared, though they still
hadn’t quite got over the sheek of the
Heads quest au, It really took a lot of
getting over. Of corse, it wazn't un-
nsual for the Head fo trot along to the
Common-room on a borrowing eggspe-
dition, That frekwontly happened. Fe
was always rajzing loans of half-erowes
and ehillings, to be repaid in tho distant
and wneertain future. But ho had never
hofora rekwosted the Joan of a box of
pamnts, Thz juniors could enly conclude
?‘hﬂt h: had devclopod a sudden passhun
oF OlE

That. as it happened, was cpgsactly
what had happencd. DBefore Li:agféar of
larfter had died away into silence, the
Head was eggsplaining muttors.

“1t's liko thia here,” he -~aid. " I've
heon thinking things over lately, and
I've come to the conclusion that it's high
fimo the nation was prosented with o
painiing of its most distingwizhod skoller
anrd citizen—Allred Birchemall."”

*{irnte pipt”

“Tho puzz'e is to find an ariist eod
el for such a grate task. 1 have
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thought of William Lavery and Jobn
Orpen, our two most famus artiets, but

decided that they were not quite Gt for
such a responsibality.”?
M.-m.any Latl”

“That being so, thers is, of corse,
anly one jentieman left who can he
trusted to make a real suxxzess of the
job—myself”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Look here——?
warmby.

“Ha, ha, hat™

“How dara you larf et your ariistic
headmaster. you disrespective young
cuba! Silence, immejately, and lend me
& box of paints before I give you all o
box on tho ears™

Jack Jolly erossed over to a eubbard
containing drafts and chess rets, ot
setiera, nnd producing a shilling box of
pamnts which =ome budding young artist
had left there, handed them to the
Head.

“Haro you are, sir!" he said. “ Mind
you, T won't guarantes that vou'll £nd
a euller deep enuff to mateh vour rosat

*You needn’t bother your hoad ahout
my nose, Jolly,” broke in the Head, with
& frewn, “T think T shall mannidge to
reproduce ita bewtiful art siede with
life-liko  fidolity. Thanks fer tlese
paints 1"

“Don't mensh! By the way, sir, whar
are you gomg to do with the picture
when it is fnished P asked tho kaptin
of the Fourth curiously.

Dr. Birchemall =set his mortar-board
at o jaunty angle on hiz head.

“1 zhall firgt submit the masterpicce
to the Royal Aeademy.,” he answered
loftily. “ Doubtless it will be awarded
e special prize for being e hest piciurs
of the year™

“0Oh erikev !

" After that, T shall prescnt it to the
Mation, and it will tak- an honnered
plare umong the arf Lrezzures of England
in the Natwonzl Galtery, Cheerioski 1

began ithe Iead

OLD DR. BIRCHEMALL'S BACK A

And the Head, with the box of painls
clutehed trinmfantly in hia hand, nodded
to the crowd and marched out of tha
Common-reom. Ha was followed by o
yell of larfter from tha juniora.

Natcherally, it didn’t take long for
the news of the Head's new departure
to spread. In a short time the boys of
Bt. Sam’s, from the bhawly eeniors of
the Sixth down to the inky fags of the
Second, were all Jarfing fit to bust.

The tidings spread like wildfire among
the masters, too. Mr. Lickham herd it
first from Frank Fearless of the Fourth,
and rushed to confide it to Mr. Swishing.
ham, who rapidly passed it on.

The 5t. Sam’s masters were mostly
possessed of o keen sense of hewmer,
and they made up their mind: not to
let this oppertunity of a jape pass by,
ueglected. They decided on o really
br1§ht wheeze, to drop into the Head’s
study one at a time and pull his ven-
nerable leg on tho subject of his artistio
masterpiece,

Mr. Lickham went in first end pre.
tended to recoil with amazement at the
sight of the Head, who was by this tima
bizzy at the ezsle,

“Grate pip, =ir! Are you training to
bo a painter and  decorator®”  ho
copsclaimed.

tThe Head frowned.

“No, Li- kkamn, I am not. As o matfer
of fact, I am ot prezent devoting my
sUpTeem tjummi:m to painting a portrait
of myself.”

“Ha, he, ha !’ roared Mr. Lickham,
und he departed hastily, leaving rthe
Head storing after him rather hlmlrk!y.

A moment later. Mr Justiss, of the
Fifth tramped pondercesly in.

"Good-evening, sir— Oh, my ziddy
aunt! What's that *° he ojacuelatoed.

" This, ty dear Justiza, is n bowtiful
portrait of wmyself——""

“Ha. ha, ba!" cackled Mr. Justiss
nnd he alzo withdrew, leaving the Head
citllering [urioualy.



MS. SO GET REARY TO LAUGH |

Mr. Chas, Tyzer of the Third, was the
next to enter, . : ;

“OF your rocker, sic?" he inkwired
simperthetically,

The Head snorted. _

“How dare you sujjest such a thing,
Tyzer! This is a picture of myself,
and——" .

“Ha, ba, ha! T thought it was meant
to be an advertizement for Brock’s IFire-
works1” roared Mr, Chas, Tyzer, and he
fled, apparcotly dubbled up with mirth.

After Mr. Noyesz, the music-instructor,
and Herr Guggenheimer, the Gornian
master, had been in and passed similar
vomarks, Dr. Dirchemall began to feel
seriously annoyed.

Mnrayfmtatﬁpa becamo ordible down
tha passidge, and the Head decided to
put & stop to this persecution. Grabbing
s heavy lexicon, he poised it in mid-air,
ready to aim 23 600D as the nowcomer
enterad. 2

There was a tap on the door, which
then opened. At the same moment the
lexicon whizzed through the air to collide
viclently with the pewcomer's fizz.

Crashl

“ Yarooco 1”

“Ha, ha, hal" roared the Head,
“ That'll learn you to jgpe your esbecmed
hoadmaster, you potty— Oh, grate

ip If . ]
pglm Heoad's song of triumd ended up
in a hollow grosn os be reckornised the
victim of the asssult. It was not one of
the masters, after all, By o stroke of
bad Juck, it turned out to bo rona other
than Sir Frederick Funguss, the
majestick chairman of the Hoard ol
Guvvenera} ; j

“ You—you | spluttered Sir Frederick
furiously. * What the thump do you
mean by finging 3 beook ot my majestich
napper, hayi” ) ) .

“Tt'a like this here, Sir Frederick—

“Pab, you're off your nutt!” declared
the baronet savvidgely. * But off your
nutt ar not, you're nob jolly well going
to chuck books at me! Take that—and
that—and this, ton, while you're about
ikl

And Bir Froederick waded in and did
grate execution, hiffing the Head right
end left amtil that unforchunit jentle.
man hardly knew whether ‘he was on his
head or liig heals.

Alfter that nLitle eggsperience,
Birchemnll docided that he had enuff
of art for one day, snd work on his
masterpicce was postponed until later
in the week,

told for & Goneral Aszsembly in ¢

il
% BOUT a week later the bell was

the grate hall of 8t. Sam’s,
When the Bkool had asiem-
halled, Dr. Birchemall cantered on to
the seen, and, taking his stand in tho
contro of the platform, addressed the
gathering as followa:

“Jentlemen, chaps, and fellows. 1
havo summoned you bere this morning
hecawse 1 have a very EJ;JEﬂi&l anuounce-
ment to make to you,

“ Free feed coming, boys," mermered
Tubby Barrell optimistically,

* My hat!

There was a movement of intercst in
the serried ranks of the assembulled
gkool. Tke fellows strained their ears
to catch the Head's next words

“As mozt of you are aware,” went on
e, Birenemall, 1 have recently been
dovoting my tpare tiine to puainting a
portrait of myself. I have now com.
Hered that portrait, and seng it to the
toyal Acadetny to bo epgshibited.”

“ Ha, ha, hal”

v ilenee ¥ roared the Head, ratber
asteaished at that uneggspected burst

Dre. |

of larfter. "To prosecd: Now that I
have finished the picture, 1 can give
you my word as an art critic that #
18 tho most brilliant work of jeenius
over set down on canvass. Conschwently.
1 want you all to sec it a3 it hangs in
ita hennered place in the Koyal
Academny.™

“"Has it heen axxepted vyet, sir?”
venchered Mr, Justiss,

Dr. Birchemall gave the master of
the Fifth a withering loolk,

“Don't ask mlig qguestions, Justiss!

f coree, it has been axxepted! 1
haven't heard from them yet, but I take
it for granted,”

“H'm!" coffed Mr., Justiss, rather
dewbiously.

“To resume: I have decided to give
the entire skool an opportunity to see
this marvellous work of art, and I have,
therefore, engaged a floet of sharry-
bangs to convey us all to the Roval

Academy to-morrow.”
“ My bhat! Thet's jennerous of you,
sir 1Y egasclaimed  Burleigh of the

Sizth,

“OF corse, it is jennsrous of me, Bur-
leigh——7jennerosity being ono of my
strongest points. By the way, I forgot
to mention that the cost of the sharries
will he met by a subseription of five
shillings each. They are charging me
four-and.six a head, and the co I
shall keep for wy trubble.”

" Oh crikay 1

The following morning the shorries
rattled and clatiered smcothly along the

country roads to London, making
scarcely a sound as they .oared and
banged along,

The Royal Academy was soon

reached, and there was & prate rush
of Bt. Bam's fellows anxious to have a
derko at the Head's picture.

They glarnsed rownd tho famus eggs-
hibition in all directions, but nothing
ko & painting of the Head’s noble
fizzog coul EBeN,

All at once there was a yell [rom
tha Head.

“M-m-my hat i

“ Anything wrong, sirt"” Inhwired Mr.
Lickhom,

“Wrong? I should jolly well think
there s something wrong! Tho silly
fatheads have gone and hung my grate
masterpiece upside dewn I¥

And Dr. Birchemall pointed a trem-
bling forefingor in the dirvection of an

W Tho silly inthénds nave

yolled Dr. Birchomall, wh
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almost unreckernisable dawb hMF‘nﬁ i
a pronnpent position on the wall, The
crowd looked, and several of the fellows
.r.b::rﬂgi on their heads to see the thing
at ils true angle. Sure enulf they
found that by leoking at the picture up-
side down it becamo a passable likeness
of B¥r. Birchemall himself.

A jentleman in a silk hat happened
to pasa just then. The Head grabbed
hun foverishly. .

“Aro you one of the boeses of this
show?” he asked.

Thae jentlaman nodded. ]

“I am & member of the commilles,
Can [ do nng,rthmr; for you "

“Yes, you cun!” grunted the Head,
“VYou can eggsplain to mo what's the
big idea of hanging my grate portrait
upside down "

The jentleman sgtarted.

“My hat! Ie that upside down”

“0Of courso ik ial It ia o picture o
my own fizz."

“Well, well! Strangely enuff, some-
body sujjested that it mite be o por-
trait when turned upside down,”
rrinned the jentleman., “ But most of
ws felt that no humen faco could he so
ugly as your picture, so we came to
the conclusion that it must be a picture
of & parsmp.™

“Ha, ha, ha

“He, ho, hot? 3 o

“Ho that’s the eggsplanation, js it?"
gargled Mr. Lickkam. “The hung it
upside down, and thought his board was
a mrmigi Oh, my hat ¥

“Ha, ho, haf*

For geveral minnits the Head was too
parrilised to act. Then, with o ery of
rogo ho spragg forward, and snatched

hia grate masterpices fram the wall,
“Hlow vou! Bother you! Bust you!”
ha shouted. “ Rather than sce s

wonderful work of jeenive hanging wp-
nidﬁ down, I'll take it away with mel
Yah!

And that was Dr. Birchemell’s finnl
word on the subject. After that.
nothing mora concerning ert weas heard
fromm tho old buffer for a Jong, long

time,
THE END,

=

{Next week's eentre puges will contain
anpther of Bobd Cherry's masterpicees,
featuring Hal Smiles and hia magis
ring. Watek ouwt for: "Cupninghoa

Goes Westd” It'a o treat you'll enjoy /)

one and hung My growe mMmaslerplace upaids amyn 1M
le one of the juniors stons on hig hgad to son the
daub at its true angle.
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{Cortinued from page 13.)

T3 Do

o Wingate—the whele t:fn.in,:_:j
they would

ing. Ancther minute snd
have beon safe, And now—

“I'hat ags, Wingate,” said Color,
“rhinks that he's put the lid on me.
He hasn'e™

“Um™ soid Potter. _

“1'vo bad s prefects’ beating," said
Coker,

“ Hard cheess, old man ™ said Greeno.

“Simply for stapding up [or my
rights,” said Coker, “ond ftrying (o
make & silly fool svo cenze””

H‘{}h II‘.’

“I've thought,” said Coker, “of fak.
ing the prefects, ons o 8 time, or Lwo
at o time for that melter, and thrashing
tho whole lot™

Potter and QGreens gazed st him.
Evidently, Coker had been thinking--
unlikcly ds if secmed. And this was
what e had been thinking.

Really it was to be expected. IR
Colker’s brain worked at all, it was
pound to work somewhat on these lines,

“I—1 shouldn't,” murmurgd Poticr.
f¥ou—you see, tha Hend would sack a
man wite wallopod a prafect.””

“T'he Head would haedly sack me™

“Oh 1

“ Bchoolmasztors haven's much senss,”
said Coker. “DBut we'ro bound to sup-
pose that De. Locke has foo much sense
to do a thing like that. Theve ave somo
Fellows who can't be spared {rom o
schiool, without lowering ifts tono, ot
letting the whole show down genevally.
'he Hend knows that.”

flﬂhiu

“5tll, I'm not going o thrash the
profoects,” added Coker.

Potter and Greeno were plad to hear
ikat, at all events. Caoker, probably,
was the only follow at Greyfriars who
would ever have thought of thrashing
the prefects, ¢ was upon such lines
that his bright and ornpinal intelloct
worked. But even Coker seemed to
have rpealized that these thrashioes,
though deserved. had better mnot be
administered. :

“1 can afford to treat them  with
rontempt 1* said Coker.

#1—I should 1" murmwared Greeno.

“They are really beneath my
notice, if vou come to that!™ said
Coker thoughtfully.

¥ Loave

¥ They are!” asres] Potlor.
them there, old chan "

Coker waved his hand, 28 if dismis.
sing such unimportant microbes as
Bixth Form prefects from tho diseus-
sion.

“That's not the question,” ho said.
“The question s the Rookwood
mateh, ®

“Oh dear!" groaned Potter.

“What? What did ?ﬂll eav T’

“Neothing, old chapl Go on”

“It's thne lazt big fixture of the
srason. Al through tho season Y've
Lzon passed over. You follows aro

Tre Mascxer LisrsRs.~No, 1,154,

pwate thaf 'va Dhoen hopi o tho baek-
proand all the timo. I'vo offered my
seivicos—Wingate can't deny that, I've
never left him in 2ny doubt that I was
willing 1o help tho school win matches.
But ha has steadily and consistently
refused to play me—and insisted wpon
pleving any old dud instead. You fel-

lows, for mstanco.’
FE Ul" !11-

-tr}IrH.i !.*!l

“I'm not Dlaming von,” said Coker
Lkindly. *“¥You funk » row with the
captain of the achasl., That's 1! You
haven't my pluck, You haven't my
detormination. I don’t expect it of you.
go I don't Mame jou.”

“Thanks !® zaid Poltter, with deep
EALCEETT.

“Dut tho gquestion  arises"”
Coker, *what am I going to do?”

Polter and Greene made no reply to
that. Thoy could not seo that Coleer
was going to do anytling—indead, that

said

thero was anything for him to do.
Romething, however, was  ovidently
working in Hornce Coker's powerful

irtellect;  and they wondeved—rather
uvneasily—what it was.

“ After Leing passed over fov a whelo
srason, I refuze—absolutely—to be left
out of the last big Gxburs 1™ s2id Coker.
“That can bo taken as settled. Fized
and immuotabla—lilke the laws of the
Swedes and tho—the Norwegians 1" said
Coker, perhaps meaning the laws of the
dledes and the Persians.

“0h 1" said Potter and Greene.

“Nob that 'im thinking mainly of
miveoelf,” added Coker. “A fellow who
kaows that he plays & brilliant game
raturatly wanta g show., Dut ib's not
roallv that, The First Eleven has gone
to pob—Wingaice's filling up the places
with any dod that comes along, I've
evea heard that lio looked over tho
Bheal, thinking of picking out & junior.
That's about the limit. Ife hasn't done
it; Lat he's capable of it. Tho question
i<, srr 1 moing to stand aside and sco
that maten thrown away by erazs fat-
beadedness? The answer 15—I"m not 7

00T marnured Potier hopelessiv.

“ Batb—lnit vou eant maks Wingale
play you, ald Lean,” murmured Greene,

Color amitled.

“Can't 17" he said.

“Well, I don’t sce how—-™"

“Thera are lots of things you don't
sce, Greency.  Perhaps vou'll seo some-
thing that will surprise vou at Rook-
wood to-morrow. I understand that
only Titzgerald i3 going over with tho
toam.”’

“That's go. Twelve’s the Tol.™

“Well, there will ba thirteen,” said
Colior, *I'm going [

“0h, we—wo'll bo glad of your com-
pany, old fellow,” said Potter, rather
hypocritieally,. He had heen looking
forward ta not seeing Coker for & whols
afternoon.

“Uina!" said Greene dismally.

“Yon want to sco the mateh ™ psked
Pottor.

Coker smiled again—es rather strange
smile—what WIDUI% bo ealled an inzeru-
tahle smile in o deteetiva novel,

“Exoctly! I weant to seo the match,”
ho answored. “ I zuppose even Wingato
won't object to a footballer travelling
with the team, though thero aren't any

actually in the team.”
Coler could Lo

‘This was eaveasm;
sareastie.

“ Anv fellow can come, if ho likes to
pay his fare,” said Greene. * It's rathoer
stzep—from here to Hampshire, ™

“Well, I'm going! We'll have &
carriagzn fo oursclves, and keep away
from that evowd,™ sajd Coker.

1HE MAGNET

“Oh dear! XT—I monn, ripping!'™

“That's ecttled, then,” said ker.
“Leave it at that, And—though it
doestr’t look like it at present—I can tell
you that Groyfrinrs may beat Book
wood to-morrow, after all”

“But—"  gaid Potter, eing
Horace Coker very curiously. “I soy,
what have vou gob in your noddle now,
old chapi”

Potter was uheasy.

Again Coker smiled thai loscrutable
amilo,

“Wingate may deelde to play me st
the last minute,” ho said.

“It—it"s really pot  lilely,  old
fellow.”
. “That'a all von Lnrow,” =aid Coker.

He may have no chelce in the
mattor.”

“But how—"

"Never miad that I'" zaid Cokep, 9]
dore spy yow'll sen to-moveow, I dare
say vou'll eee wien we got as far as
Canlerbury.”

“We chauge trains o1 (o:torbpey,”
gaid Polter Blankly, *Ba ! don't gos
wh::.i;timl.‘:s £ob to o with ™

“You wonid:’t " said Coler.

With thas eryplio remark, Horaco
Coker relapsed into silence: and Potter
nnd Greene, slad of the respite, quitted
the study.

In the passaze ther loo'rd &' ane
another.

“What bas that howling azs e into
his silly heat now, Greency.” aslhed
Patter, in o low voico,

::H . “ﬁ% ii.-gun's !"r

¢s thinking of smasthing fat-
headede—r = e

“Does ha erer

elsa?"”

"‘i'i;’f;ﬂ‘. o, But e cou't Ta thinkine
of kicking un a raw at Rookweod 1"
muiterad Pobter, “Tron Cokor—"

:"Elc.ar: it I knowt”

S LT hope he'il lose the trafn”

"I hope so0."

“If ke docsn’t, wo misht lend him
ol Canterbury, in chaneing  traipge-
there's ouly a threominute stop. and
no othar train for an howr and o half”

“Good ! We'll tey it on, anjhow.”

“ Colkey wiil tnen my hoiv grev in tha
Iong run,” said Potter, shaking Lis head,
“He's up to eomcthing, poodnesa
knows what, You naver can tell what
a fellow like Colicr will do--prernt
that whatover it is it will be something
idiotic.  Still, if we strand Lim  at
Canterbary to-morrow it wil be all
right.*

And Potter and Creene, giving Cokor
up, strolled away to the pames s udy,
little dreaming of the amnzing thourlhts
that were working in Coker's braip;
far, very far from pucising who was to
be strended at Canlzrburs on thoe way
to Rookwood.

think of anyiling

——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Run to Rookwood !

B QUELCH emilad genially,
“Certainly 1 ho said, o

ece no harm in thiz excuarsion,
Wharton."

“Thank you, sir."

And Harry Whartoen laft the Removo
master’s study in a chizery and salizfied
maod.

. ANl serene,™ hie snid, when he re
joincd his friends in the Dog Y“We've
got leaveo. ™

“Good ¢z ™ said Dab Cheery.

. “Tho goodiulness of tha esteemed ego
i3 terrific!"

“8Sharp after disnner to-morrow, then,”
#aid the Bounder. *“I¥'s n long step to
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Rockwood, and we don't want to be
late for the kick-off.”

“1 say, you fellows—=""

“ Buzz off, Bunter”

Whereat Billy Bunter snorted.

Buanter did not see how the party for
BRookwood could possibly be complete
without him. Neither did he see how
the excursion could be & success
deprived of his fuscinating self. Some-
how, the other fellows seemed to think
that that was just what was going to
make it 1 success,

The next morning the Famous Five
were the objects of envy in  the
Remove. Plenty of lellows would have
been glad to run across to Rookwood
to eee the First Eleven play the last
big fixture of the fonthall seazon.

Had there been room in Mr. Vernon-
Binith’s car, the Bounder might have
taken half the Remove with him.

That Wednesday dawned bright and
clear; and when the Remove came out
after third school, it was still fine, with
no sign of rain. It was going to be &
ripping dey for a motor run, and a
ripping day for football; and the chuma
of the Remove were golng to enjoy
every minute of it

At dinper that day Billy Buntoer eyed
the Famous Five morosely through his
big spectaclea,

After dinner he baunted *heir foot
steps like a fat ghost.

After his interview with the Bounder
on the subjeet, certainly any fellow Lut
Bunter would have given up the idea of
joining in that joy-ride But the Uwl
of the BEemove was rot the fellow to
tubte no for sen answer—even when the
negative was emphasised by banging nis
head on a study Eu:}r
. "1 say, you fellows——"" Billy Dunter
joined the Famous Five on their way
to the gates.

" Comng to see vs off, old fat bean®™
grinned i E":h-:rr;‘!.u “That's really
kind of you, Bunty!

*The fast 15, I've decided to come.™

“{h, my hat"

“Look heve, you fot idiot-—" ganid
Johuny Bull,

“h, really, Boll—"

“ You howling asst’ gaid Nugent.

0h, really. Nugent-—""

The juniors went out fo the car
They found Redwing ihere, but the
Bounder had not set come out, It was
a bandsome car, and en  flcient-laokin
chaulfeur; and DBilly Dunter remarkvﬁ
that it wasn’t n bnd turn-ous, though
not quite up to his pater's Raolls.

“May as well pack in remarlked
Bunter. “What?

“Tio 1" gaid Bob, *1 fnnez Emithy
will pack vou out apain, fatty,

“th, really, Cherrg—"'

“Where's Smithy, Dedwing? aeked
Harrv Whearton.

qt !

“Coming along in a minute,"” said
Bodwing., “Ile's stopped to get somo
tuck w bring along.™

“Thoughtful chap "

“The thoughtfulness 1 terrifie.”?

*1 say, you fellows, let’s pack in”
said Bunter rather snxiously. “I1'mn
relving on you to etand by a pal il
Sunthy does anything ll-bred. Tell
him you won't go without your old
chum.™

*Oh crumbs !

“That will make .t all right," eaid
Bunter. *Dash it all, if I cap stand
Smithy, that ought to settle it. Don't
you fellows think sol"

chuckled

* Better &tk Smithy !’
Nugent.

*Well, put 1t to him,” urged Bunter.
“The fact is, I'd like to come Jimmy
Silver's anxious to see me again,”™

ak R-Etﬂ E"‘

“Oh, really, you 1¢llows! Look here
I'm relying on you co fix it up" said
Bunter. “1 think you might play wup.
ofter all I've done for you.™

his

Harry Wharton glanced at
comrades.

“It's Zmuthy s car,” he said.  * What
about putting it to bim?! I dare sey
that fat oystor could stow in samehow.”

“1 shall want room, of course,” said
Bunter. " One¢ of you—ip fact, two of

ou—could go cutside with the chauf
BUL——

“Lrear old Buntert” grinned Bob.

“1 bope you fellows are not going to
be selfieh,” said Bunter. 1 may as well
say plainly that if I coma [ shall expect
to he made comfortable.”

“Ha. ha, ha¥'"

“Blessed if | see poything to cackle
Put it to that ead Smnithy when be
comes,” eaid Bunter. “1 can’t say
shall be proud o rurn up at Bookwaood
with a rank cutsider like Smithy: but
as it's hia cor, I :hall have to etand
that."

“8hut up, you r=al" said Bob Cherry,
a5 be sighted the Bounder coming up.

“Shan't!" Bunter had his back to Lo
Bounder and-—net having any oyes in
the back of his head—did not see any

renson why be should shut uﬁ, A rank
rotter like Smithy—a Hashy, no-elaza
fellow of that sort—ough! to be plad of

}Ilf'[y company ; it will give him a leg-up.
wy're a precious low lot, you know;
hike father like son®! lle, he, he! Oot
Ow! Whoonoooop I™

The Bounder had arrived.

William George Bunter found himself
suddenly up-ended in the road. Ha
gprawled and roared.

“ Ready, you men®' snid the Bounder
cheosfully, without a second glanco at
Bunter.

“{unte "' gaid Whartem, laughing,

“The readiness is rerrific.”

“Pile in, then !’ said Snnthy.

The chums of the Remove piled inio
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the car. Vernon-Smith gave dircetions
to the chauffenr, and followed them in,
The big car started,

Bunter still eprawled.

As the car whiczed away the Owl of
the Bemove eat up, spluttering.

“Ow! Oh crikey! Beasts!" gasped
Bunter.  “Ow, wow!l Oh, my hat!
Groogh 1"

The fat yumor picked himself up and
sct his spectacles straight on lis fat
little nose and blinked after the car.
1t vanished in a cloud of dust on the
Eﬂuﬁhtrid Imad. 5

" Beasts ! gusped Bunter.

And npe mlfed back to the gates.

“Hallo. Didn't you go with the jolly
old party?’ grinned Skinner, as he et
him in the gateway

Bunter ahook his head,

“No. On scoond thoughts, | couldn’t
do it.” he answered. * Bit too much
hke:q H?rﬂ-: I-ll&:-téc_lhu:.r h&a&a for me.”

“Liar"™ said Skinner cheerfully,

lﬂﬁﬂ“ L ted :

ned +-unter snor and rolled in.

The fellows in the car enjoyed the
:‘np}d Tun. 1o spite ni;l:ha foss of Bun-
or 5 company—or perhaps because of it
Bmithy had said that +he ear would do
geventy; but. wharever it did, it cer.
tattdy seemed to eat up the miles,

On long ecountry roads it faicly
whizzed and the ‘uniors enjoyed the
rush  The Kentish countrvaide fashed
by ; the Surrey hills aded away behind,
and they were in Hampshire.
_Larcham ™' sard Bob Cherry, catch-
g o glinpee ~f o <ignpest as they
Rew “Why. it's enlv a fow maore
miles to Rookwood ™

“Caombe ™ said Mugent, s littlo tator,

" Now for Rookwagd 1™

And tha orey old bwildings of Rook-
warnl Sohonl rase over the treee, and the
Greviriars porty arrived with & rush end
norear, to be eveoted, with surprise but
evident pleasure. by their old frionds,
Jimmy Hilver & Co. of Rankwaoad,

i

THEY NINTH rHAPTER.
Cokor's Master-Stroke !

i OKER!" said Wingate, in
SUrprise. :
: He uanticed Coker on tho

platfar.n ot “ourtfield.

Probably he had not given Hororo
Caker a thought sincéo the beatine in
the prefeets’ room ; now the existence of
the ereat Cober was rocalled to his
imind,

“fle wanted to come,™ aaid Pofter
apologetically Y SBeomed to want to eco
the mateh, Wingawe.™

Wingate nodded and amaled.

“Taot him, by al'“means; it may do
inm gaod to watel the wama! Not thet

Woanfiiued an nex! poge.)
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Lo will piek U]iv apything from it. I'm
afraid Coker’s hopeless.”

“¥Well, he won't do any harm,” ro-
marked Greene.

#MNot at all
pood-humonredly, )

And be dismizsed Coker of the Fifth
from his mind once more,

There were only twelve in the party;
Coker made thirteen—said to be an -
luoky number. It was destined to be
unlucky for certzin members of the
Gireyfriars party, bad they but known!
VWhen Willlany Greene remarked that
Coker wouldn't de any harm he was far
fromn  puessing the troe reason for
Cloker's presence. Great thoughts—won.-

erful  thoughts—were stirring in

ker's remarkable bramn.

To the footballors he was noboedy and
nothing. They did not heed his exist-
ENCe, EPE:H.‘-EI‘ and (Greene, being mem-
berz of the cleven, neturally wanted to
act a5 such, and but for the fnct that
they were Coker's cimnos, they wouwd
naturally have passed him unhoeded,
like tha rest. But thay had to be care-
ful with Coker. “Swank " from his
frienda was a thing that Horace never
could have forgiven,

Any fellow but Coker would have felt
Lionovred by the position of friend to
memberz of the eleven. Not so Cokar!
Members of the eleven were honoured
h':.' being hia friends. That was how
Uoker looked ot it. _

Coker had rescrved s carriage—monoy
Leing of no considerution to Cokor. He
and his friends were going to travel
apart from the rest—an arrangement
that made Potter and Grecne restive,
but to which they submitted with as
good a grace as they could. They had
all sorts of reasona for not wanbin
trovble with Coker, and if they oppose
Lis lofty will and pleasure, trouble was
sure o acerue,

2o when the party enterad the express
for Canterbury, Potter and Greens wero
with Coker. away froam the otheor
fellows.

It was not & lonz run to Canterbury,
ond Coker was silent during that short
rup. Two or thresr times his com-
paniouns saw him smile and wondered
what there was to smile at. But Coker
did not explain.

Potier and Greens mignt have wen-
derod 8 good deal more than they did,
Coker's manner was s unpusual; but
their thoughts were chielly on the com-
ing gama at Rookwowm! and on theis
annovance at bein separated from the
cest of the eleven. Ther were glad, at
ail events, that Coker waen t talking.
That was a relef, at least. It was &
new departure for Coher, and they
tnoped he would keep it up

uﬁ Canterburv, the party turned out
si tho train, to take the express for tha
woeab. Wingate a.ct bis men mado &
cheery group and Potter and Geeene,
=lancing towards them felt more
annoved with Coler thar evar.

Dut they had to stick to Coker,

Corae on " seid Coker briskly, "1
chingl: T told you fellows T'd resorved a
-arrigge in the sypress. We shall have
it to ourseives,™

“0Oh!" said Potter. nov particularls
orerjoyed

“H'm !” said Greena,

They walked to the oth-r platform,
still at a distance from Wingate & Co,
Coker, as he had told h's friends, was
mving that erowd the go-by. That was
all vory wall for the lord'v Coker: but
Potter and Creene Ji pobt want fo
zive their fellow fonthullere the go-by.
Dut thera wos no gainsavine Coker and
they submitted wearily to their fate.

w trein was in tho station. Coker
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answerad  Wingate

led the way to hi. rozerved carriage.
Wingato & Co. piled inte the traln at &
little distance fromn the three Fifth-
Formers. A porter cpened tho carriage
door for Coker very politely—Coker
had a hp!pmg loak. ker, in [act,
exuded halfcrowns when he was on his
travels.

Coker slip onv of his innumerabie
half-crowns into the porter's hand,

Potter and (Creeme exchanged a
glance.

They had pourished a hope—a faint
hope, but a hope—of leaving Coker
beohind at Canterbury., Without Coker,
the run to Rookwood would, of course,
bo ever zo much mere enjoyable. It
would, in fact, mean & heavy weight
cff the minds of Coker's friends,

Coker looked at his watch,

“FThree  minutes here,” he said.
“Two more minutes, you men—what
abigut stepping into the buffet

Ancther guick glanes was exchanced
beiweon Potter and Cireens

Was this their chance? Was the in-
effuble Coker playing inio their handa?

Certainly there was no time for a

visit fo the huffet, as the troin was h

glarting in under two minutes. Dut if
Coker fancied there was. it was only
wise fo cpeourage him.

“Good erg!™ said Potter heartily.

“Como on I said Gresne,

Coker nodded. and. slinning his arms
guite affectionately through the arms
of his friends. walked them awsy.

Dehind the back of Cokor's neck,
Potter and Greene exchanged one more
zlanen,

Words wero not needed  They un.
derstood one another.  Having ot
E‘n}:cr to a safe distnnes, they were
going to detach thomaelvos fram him
and holt hrek to the train at the last
moment. Ten to one Cnke wouldn't
catel: them up in time. TE he did. it
was  bad  Inek—but nreehably  he
wouldnt. Ha was plaving inte the
f::n.nds of hia friends—fzirly asking for
LK.

Calkor had no snenicion
_ Hia mind was ton full of what he
intended to do to have anv room for
considerationa eoncerning tha intentions
of Patter and Greene.

He walked them off cheerile.

A shrill whistle rane out bBehind
tliam.

Potter and Greene. sa they heard iE,
realised that there wns no more time
to lose, and they made s simnltnneous
jerk to free thetr arms from Cnkar'a,

Ta their surprise eond annoyanco,
Coker's hold on their arma tightencd
{:rsicm] of loosening. He had them
5T,

Coler smilad at them.

“What's the hurry?”
genally,

“I say, the traiu’s just going!™ ex-
elaimed Potter, in alerm. " We've got
fa goet back to L 1"

“h, we've gou time ! gid Coker.

“For goodness” sake, come on!” ox-
claimed Greene.  “There's no other
train that will land w2z et Rookwood
for an hour amd o half-—-that means
mising the mateh, 1 we miss this I

“Frently 2 anid Colier.

Potter snd Greene dragged at their
arms.  Thov dragged in vain,  They
gave np-all iden of strandine Coker at
Canterbury  Thevy were filled with &
horrid alarm  lest they shounld  bo
stronded themselves,

“Took hero—=" gasped Potter.

“Tet go, Coker ™ panted Greenc.
“What are von up to®”

Tley wrenched at their arms. Coker
till licld on to them, with o grosp of
10O,

he &slked

THE MAGNET

It really socmed to Potier ond
Greens that Coker must be going off
his chump. Otherwise, there was no
acepunting for this eztvaordinary con-
dn:‘ntu’:m hits . 1'1::5l ‘o

d ' ehricked Poticr, strug-
gling. “Wao shall miss the train!? Yﬂgh
silly owl, let got®

“You potty fathead, 1ot go!” raved
Greena, “%;y gad, I'll punch sour
head if you don't let go!”

Keoping in with Coker, placating the
lofty Horace. could nct be considered
now. Pottor and Creene would not
have missed the Rookwood match for
all Aunt Judy’s hampers for a wholo
torm. Coker could go and cat coke,
but they hed to get to Rookwood,
Let go!” roared Potter.

Coker suddenly let go. He relcased
the arma of his excited, alarmed, and
exasperated comrades, and at the samo
moment gave Potter & chove that sent
hitn sprawling headlonz. CGreeno waa
turming back towards the Lrain, and
Coker, the next moment, had & grasp
on Greene's collur, and sent him
sprawling across Pottor, Potter tvas
alf up, when Greene landed on him,
and he zprawlod apaln, pesping. The
two Fifth-Formers wore mized in o
spluttering heap what timo Horace
Coker, unheeding them: furtlicr, raced
back to the trairc.

Noors had slammed all olong tho

“Too late—stand back ' come a vell,

Coker did not heed, d

The porter who was the happy pos
sessor of Coker's hali-crown, opened tho
door of tho reserved carrizge just in
time. Coker flew in headlong. The
door slammed after Bim as t%e train
started to run.

Coker sprawled in the oarriege
breathlessly, He pained his feet, and
jumped to the window.

Two hreathless Ggures wore on the
platform that was rapidly gliding back
from view=—=Potter and Cfreene. stering

blankly, wildly, furicusly after the
train thoy bhad missed.
Coker leaned from the windeow and

wared a hand to them

“Good-bya ™ he roared. “Clomo on
bv the next. You'll be in time For the
finiah 1#

Two frantin fista were shaken at
Ooker. e loughed, and Pottor and
Creens, still shaking frantic Bsts, dis-
nppeared from view beliind,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

A Clorious Prospect !

5 ATCHARB ™
Coker smiled as lLe heard
the porter's voice, and rose
from his scat. At Latcham,
the Greyiriars party had to chanpe for
tho local train to be, which was
the station for RHookwood.

Coker smiled. Considering what he
had done, it really was not & time for
Coker to smile. Dut be smiled. So
far, Coker was fully salisfied with tho
waé'nthmga had worked out.

ker was the fcliow for stratepy.
He prided himself on it. And nobody
could have denied that his strategy. in
thiz instanes, had beon eminently suc-
eesaful, whatevor tho ultimate cuteomc
might be.

He had laid his plans with deep tore-
thought. and earcicd thero out without
a hitch. Potter end Grecne, indeod,
had faicly played into his hands at Cai-
terbury. He had bad 1952 trouble than
he hod ventured to hopo, in stranding
them there. M Rad =zt dawned on
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Coker's

Grecnoe

werful brain that Potter and
ad hoped to strand him there.
But he know that they

had fairly

wilked into his trap. _
They were left hopelestly behind.
Thera wos no train that would bring
them or to Rookwood in time for the

mateh, That was utterly out of the
question.
It followed, therefo:e, that therc

woulidl arrive at Rookwood only ten
Urei,-'frinra footballers— and Coker!

The result was a certainty—to Coker!
Finding himself faced with the prospect
of playing s man short, Wingate would
have no choice but to play Coker.

ife would be wnwilling; he would
griamble and grouse; he would probably
call Coker names! Well, let him!
Whatever ne said and whatever he did
ho m':uuid not get out of playing Coker
now

The result would justify Coker in the
measures he had taken—measures that

even Coker admitted to be a little
irragular.
vr's wonderful football would pull
the gamo out of the Bre. Filzgerald
was with the team, and would take the
place of oue ou the absentees, Cohor
would take the place of the other. Fitz
was as good as Greene, and Coker was
better than Pottor—imnensely better—
80 much better tha' comparison was
absurd. Wingate either could not or
would not s¢e i1, but he would have
to admit it when he saw Coker kicking
goals for Greylrars, _ _
The proof of the pudding was in the
eating. What counted 1n Soceer was
s, And Colier had no doubt about
tha moals
The Rookwood men wera good--he
koew that Bulleloy, tha Raskwood
coptain, was & fret-class footballer, and
he had a strong following. Coker would
hove to 4]';0 all out | Weil, he was read
ty go nll out—eno ke flattered himself
that he would make Rookwood open
their oyes He Battered himself that
ha would show them scme Boccor such
as they had never geen at Roohwood
hefore,
It was probable that he would—if he
played ! The ideo that Wingate wight

prefer to play a man short rather than
play Coker, neves e¢ven occurred to the
great Horace. ﬁni,r follow at Ureylriars
could have given him the tip if it bhad
come to that. But Coker's brain wus
not of the kind to which such & mis-
giving wuas DhRely to occur.

Wingate had, in fuct, more than one
alternative. He could play a2 man
ghart. or he could boriow a Rookwood
man. Either alternztive was certain
to appezl to him wmore than the idea of
playing Coker Certainly he would
never have plaved Coker had he lost
ten moen en route instend of two, But
that ead truth found no lodgement fn
Coker'a brain He had foreed Win-
gate's hand—the Greyfriars captain had
to give him his chanre—and he was
going to pila up such a score that after
the nmh‘:g Wingate would thank him

almoal with tears 1n his eves for having
forced his hand. That was how Ceker
worked it out.

i

' ':”l;;;;"ﬁ?i':.' ‘

ert

ed from the
ad, he felt,

Bo ho emiled as he ste
train at Latcham. Te
renson to smile.

All was serene so far as Colter could
geo. Even Potter and Greene, when
they beard how Coker had mopped up
the Rookwood ground with the hapless
Rookwoodors, would cealise that he had
acted for the best.

Ry methailde a Lttle irregular Coker
was going to biing about a great resuls
~the en juatiﬁm'? the meats., So why
should he not smile?

There was plentv o' time for chang-
ing trains at Latcham—the local was
waiting on the other line. Coker did
naot spprogch the local; he walked qut
of the station and took a taxi for Rook-
wooad,. He wanted to avoid the foot-
ballera till the last moment. The later
Wingate made his discovery that two
men ware mizsing frem the team, the
hetter. 'There waa notpipg he could do
to Bil the paps  Still. it was n3 well
to make assurance doubly sure.

Coker smiled cheerily in the taxi as
he buzzed away to tochwood, He was
fecling alntod.

GGonls danced before hLis oves. Two
ar three in ecach haH, be boped-—for
Coler was going il out.  Fle was pot

Coker leaned from the window as the train moved off, and
waved a hand to Potter and Greena.

i)

going to be bothered or incommoded by
other fellows trying to get the ball; he
waa not going to fisten to any rot from
Wingate, captain © po captain, If any
other Greyfriare man got in_his way,
g0 much the worse [or that Grayiriars
man, One really brilliant player, in
a crowd of duds would have all hie work
cut cut—and Coker was guin to take
possession of the ball, an a Beg-
sion of the gammo—the ond would justily
him. Goals were wanted—and Colier
was poing to get the goale.

He could imagine Bulkeley saying to
Wingate, after a crushing defeat;

“Dagh 1t gll, 1 didn't know you were
gﬂilng to spring an Internationa! oo
'I.IE- LF ]

No wonder Coker smiled.

In his mind's eye he saw himsel the
centre of o cheering crowd. In his
mind's eya he saw the triumphant
return to Greyfriars, with the whols
school roaring: “Coker! Coker! Good

SEIME:
b

yumier vl
]

s

o

* Good=-bye 1" he

** Catch the next traln and you'li be in i1lme for
the finlsh of the match 1 *

men, Coker |" In his mind's aye he snw
himself gurri-ud shoulder-high across the
un

All these glorious things Caoher saw
with his mind's eye. With the eyo of
the fesh he was never likely te sce
thom.

Wingate & Co. packed into tho loeal
train l‘gnr Coombe. blissfully ignorant of
Coker's master-stroke, and the glorious
day-dreams of Coker.

They gech bothing of [Potter,
Greone and Coker during the long
journey as foar aa Latcham, so they were
not surprized at seeing nothing of them
on tho run to Coamba. They uupf:nsed—
without giving the matter a thought,
h%waver—tllar. the trio were along somo-
Wherd.

When thoy turned out at Coombe,
however, Wingare noticed that the three
Fifth-Formeres did oot turn up to enter
the bruke that was waiting to take the
party to Ronkwoo i,

He did not think of Coker—having
again forgotten the oxwsoenco of that
mmportant  yauth—vyet he thought cf
FPotter and Greene But he locked
round for tham in vain.

Twe Magrer Lipnarr.—No. 1,154,
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#“Whers are those two Fifth Fonn
men?” he asked.
“Heavon't seen  them,”

T»

“ Well, they've got to come in the

answered

couldn’t bave missed the local
at Latcham?” said Walker.

Wingate grunted.

* Fatheads if they did—there was lots
of time! B8till, they could come on in
s tax] from Latcham. Anyhow, they'ro
not here—let’s get on.” .

The brake carried the Greyfrinrs foot-
ballera to Rockwood.

R
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
At Rookwyod !
4 ALL(! Hallo! Hallo!”
H Bob Cherry was surprised.
Jimmy Silver, of the Rook-

. wood Fourth, glanced in the
direction of Bab's surprised stare.

“Who?"” he asked.

“(Coker 1" said Bob.

“Coker 1" repeated the rest of the Co.

Harry Wharton & Co. had boen o
little whilo at Rookwood, They had
started early from Groyiriars, and the
run had been rapid. So there they wore,
first to arrive from Greyfriars, and thoy
were strolling ronnd Big Side at Rook-
wood with their friends of the Rook-
wood Fourth — Jimmy SBilver, and
Lovell, and Raby, and Newcome, and
one or two other fellows, Jimmy 8ilver
& Co. wers poing to see the big match
that efternoon and cheer tho victory of
Bulkﬁiﬂﬂ and his merry men; while
Harry Wharton & Co. were there to
ciieer the victory of Wingate and his
team.  The chums of the Remove had
not ompected to see any meore
" followers ™ from Greviriars, at such
o distance, least of ell Coker of the
Fifth, But it was Coker of the Fifth
ﬂuithhappaned.

oker ” said Jimmy Silver, locking
at the burly form mnd rugged face of
the newcomer. “1 think ?;ve soon tio
chap at Greyfriars when we've been
over thero for footer. INot ono of your
First Eleven, ia he?”

“Not quite!” grinned Bob ﬂher}'g'.

“The not-quitefulness is terribc,"
romarked Hurree Jaomset Ram Singh.

“Your men are not bers yet," said
Arthur Edward Lovell., ¥ Iﬁa chaF
ecems to have dropped in on his gwn”

* Blessed if 1 know why he's ha:ai"
enid Harry Wharton, puzzled, “1
shouldn't have expected Cokeor to come
over and seec the game.™

“He's spotted us!” remarked Nugent.

Cokor, walking to the football ground
waa asmiling cheerily to himself, a;tini
secmed to ie in 2 ratisfied frame of
mind. But as bhe caught sight of the
Greyfriars juniors he starte If they
were surprised to see Coker at Rook
wood, he was equally surprized to see
them there.

He came striding over to the group.

“What are &vnu kids doing over
here?” he asked.

“Seeing the match,” answered Harry.

“How the thump did you get here?
You weren't on the train,” said Coler.

Y My dear man,” said Beb, " we don't
travel by such common things as trains.
When we want to sec a foothall matoh
at a distance a millionaire lends us &
car, and we do the thing 1 style”

The juniers rhuckled at Coker's per-
plexed expression,

“Don’t be a young ass, Cherry,” said
Coleer.

* Bight,” assented Bob.
asking you not to be an old mss—you
can't p %t. can youn, Coker?"

“You motored here?” asked Coker.

“What & brain!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. *“He's guessed that, you
fellows., because | montioned thet we

came in & car! What an intellect |
“Ha. ha, ha1*

““Ma good

Coker frowned.
“I1 don't want any check!™ he
snapped. “1 should be sorry to thrash

you togs here, at Rookwood
“You would I” agreed Bob. * Fright

fully sorry if vou started. You'd have
& lot of reason to be sorry!"
*“The sorrowfulness would be pre-
postarous !
“Can i, Coker!" sugpgested the
Daunder, “You're not in the games
studv at Grovfriars now, vou koow.
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“Hands

up, you
outlaw!”

A sudden gleam of
light. and the Rio Kid
swung round to find
himself looking into the
muzzle of a revolver . . .,

caught red-handed with bis boss’
dollarsin hishand. DBut,outlaw though
he is, the Rio Kid's not guilty!

Many

stirring and dramatic adventures has he experienced, but none
of them comes up to those that are described in the long complete
Western Yam that appears in this week’s issue of
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Belisvo yourself before the Rookwood
fellows."

Coker very nearly exploded. But he
restrained his just wrath, It would
havea been frightfully ugnﬁm:l to
enter into a strap with & mob of lags,
under the eyes of & Rookwood crowd.

Besides, Coker was not thare to scrap
with fags. He was there to play foot-
ball; and, on tha whole, ha was not
sorry to see some (reyfriars men on the
spot. Cheeky young scoundrels as the;
ware, they would witness Coker's goul-
Eet.tmg_, and would be able to eell all

royiriars about it whon they got back.

“But what aro gnu doing, Coker "
asked Harry Wharton. *You've
travelled all this way to watch thp
game et

Coker sniffed.

“1 shouldn’t ba likely to trave! ninety
miles, or ninety yards, to watch a lot af
dudes fumbling with a ball!” he en-
swernd contemptuocusly.

“Then, what—" eaid Harrvy,
puzzled,
“You'll see! You kid, Silver”

Coker turped to the captain of the
Rookwood Fourth. “1 Lh?nk I've soen
you before——you'ro young Silver.®

“That very identical porson ™
assented Jimmy politely.

“"Take me to the Greyfriars mon's
dressing-room, will you 1"

Jimmy _e_}'e-d'_him 1o surprise,

" Certainly, if you like.” be answorad,
“But—-"

‘;:Get a8 move on, then [ igterrupted
or,

“Oh, afl right! This way. Back in
a j:j:mutﬂ,g ﬁuu t'iiﬂn. T

immy Bilver lod Coker away. Har

Wherton & Co. gazed nftﬁ Hnmg
Coker. His presence at Rookwood sur-
prised them; snd something in his ex-
pression surprised them, too; and his

rocecdings spemed a little surprising.

hey felt that there was something on—
something rather unuﬁluai--thﬂu:‘g thay
could not guess what it was,

“Coker’s up to something ' said the
Bounder.

“But whet can ho be up to?" ssked
Tom Redwing. “Even Coker can't

wve come over here for another row
with Wingate,”

chuckled Bob

“You never know!"™
Cherry. *Coker’s capable of that, or

anything else.  You pever can tell with
Gni:ar o

“T don’t see what he wants in the
dressing-room.  And what’s he got in
that hﬂq?" said Johnny Rull “Win-
gnta can't have gone pofty and told him

e ean play, I suppose 2"

zHa. a! Nat likely.”

The pottifulness wonld be terrifically
Erematemua!" remarked Hutree Singh.

But the esteemed Coker i3 up to
something.”

Tha juniors strolled on round the
ground. The Crevfriars toam had not
wvot arrived: but some of the Rookwood
Eleven eould be soen on the ground, in
coats and mufiers. Follows of 2ll Forms
werk gathering now to be ready to
wateh the kick-off

Bulkeloy of the Bixth was not o he
geon.  Lovell told the Greyfriars juniors
that ho had gone to the station to mect
tha visitors with & brake But other
men of the eleven were on view—
Knowles and Nevilla, Lonesdale and
Carthew, and others. whom the Ronk-
waoeders pointed out.

Jimmy Bilver vame back at last and
I‘E-'jnlnﬂ-dy his friends. with a puzeled
exprosgion on his face

“That man Coker fsn't plaving for
vour lot, is hei" he asked.

“WNo fear™

“Well, he's chanping.” soid Jimmy,
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"Uhangug U repensed the Gregiviars
juniors, with one voice.
“Yos; uhaug;ng for footer.™
I

“{Gireat pip

MBure he dsn't playing?" asked
Jimmy,

“Well, ne can’t be, unless our

gippur ‘has suddenly gone off his dot,”
ﬂAiE HMarry Wharton, “Colier can't

&y footer, you know—he can’t do any-

ng, and footer least of all. Wingare
wouldn't play bhim if he had o malch
an with the nd Form here "

“Then what's ho changing for?"”

" Goodness knows.”

“May be m.nd&rmf in his mind,”
suggesied Johnny Ball.

" Ye:é, ha may be off his rocker,” re-
marked DBob C

g herry. “Ie's never
veally on it, you know. If you saw
Coker playing footer, vou'd never be

surprised st anything he did.”

The jupiors were more and more siy-
prizsad, hey were quite interested in
Coker now. .

Why Horace Coker was changing for
footer was o deep mystery; unless, in-

was “off his rocker.” He
goutd scareely have any hope of being
ineluded in the Greyiriars team at the
last mowmwent, so far as the juniors could
sea. Hope springs eternal in the humean
breast ; Eut oo what grounds could the
ireffiable Horace base such a hope?
The chums of the Remove little sus-
Euﬂﬂtﬂ'd that it was not merely a liope,
but a certainty, that Coker was count-
ing on. .
ey looked ar Coker with lkeon
interest when be came into view agam.
Obwiously, he bad changed; his hefty
loga, in footer shorts, were visible undor
hia cont. There wis a cheory, confidem.
self-satisfied expression on %‘;ia rugged
fpoo, That waes not an unusual expres-
sion on Coker's face: but it was more
prononneed than usual,

Coker looked as if he fancied thar
things were going well for him; and it
was very mysterious,

But the arrival of the brake f{rom
Coombe took attention off Color.

Wingate and his men had arrvived.

Harry Wharton & Co.. among the
Nookwood erowd, watched them, and
wondered where two members of the
oleven were Potter and Greene were
net visible. .

“T¢ that the lot?” asked Jimmy
Silvar. “T've counted ten men. Thev
hiaven't come a man short, have theg!”

“QOnly nine of the team there,” said
Harry. “ Fitzgerald—that man with the
reul 'iair-is a reserve. There's twna
fellows missirg. T suppose Lhey're
coming along.™

"Wimiafm can't have lost
coming I remarked Vernon-Smith.

* Hardly.” .

“There’s not a lot of time for them to
furn up,” said Beb Cherr;*, looking at
Iis watch. “1 wonder——'

AN the Greyfriars juniors wondered
And Wingate, by that time, was not
only wondering, but worried.

them

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Alas for Coker !

EQORGLE WINGATE was worried
and perplexed.

Nine men had changed for
the gume, and they were ready.
Bulkeley and the Rockwood wmen were
ready., [t was close on tho time fixey
fo. the kick off. Dut two members of
the Groyiriars team were unsccount-
ably absent. The absence of one
member would not have mattered a lot;
Fitzgerald was there, nnd he was in
mueh the same elass as Greene as o
foothalter Hoad only William Greene
unaceountably feiled to appear, Win-
gato would ot have minded very much.

But Fitzgerald, thuugh keen and willing
to play, could not take the places of twe
nren. Where on carth wera Potter and
Greene ?

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES.

Having dealt with some of the leading
lights at Greylriars, our clever rhymester
chooses Alonzo Todd, of the Remove, as
his sublect this week.

{

(@@
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LL hait, the lean and skinny
freak,
Young Peter Todd's
COWEITE §
In words distinguished hear him speoal,
With syllables—a dozen!
[z sufiers from a dread dizease—
Prolonged, acute verbosity !
And once he starts, he'll never cou:e
I{iz verbal high velocity.

‘twin'’

[Tis Uncle Benjanun's wise saws
Are quoted, well and truly:
My Unele ﬁenjumin,' he roars,
“Has told me 'tis unruly
To u?uc. guarrel, contradict.
And 1 approve his teaching I :
Alonzo's more than onee been “ licked ’
For boring chaps by preaching.

‘This simple chap, as japers saw,
Was simply born for fooling.
Hiianethﬁr Hirnkes werc; fni?iuned for
The ripplug sport of pulling.
With -:Iuit.}]?ﬂsléin E%Jundl& ‘neath hiz armn,
Not packed, like other mortals,
He came, without the least alarm,
At firet, to Greyviriars portals,

Of course, it was an ill-bred hoax
Devised by Stott and Skinners
Who planned—the ripest of
jokos l—

Todd shared the Head’s own dipner!
And evory sort of trick they've played
That japer’s brain could fashion;
Alonzo never gets dismayed,

Or Bigs nto o passion.

thene

At footer and at erichot—well,
Both brain and brawn are lacking;
His head is empty as a hell,
He's limp os sawdust nacking !
e muddies up the simplest torms:
The “fowls ” he's secn were bastod,
The only “ ducks ** he knows eat worms:
o sporting Life he's wasted.

Bt vet you'll find Alonzo ern
RBe sometimos really phackys

He'll up and vrove himself o man,
And lads come o7 unlocly.

We'll vatze our glasses, hrimming o'er,
And toosst this ﬁimlnlf? inffer,

Our voices now like lions rour—
*“ILip, hip—the Greviriars Duffer!®
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If they did not turn

It was ingonceivablo that they shouwld
not turn up. 1t was unimaginable that
Greyfriars footballers should lose theom-
selves on their way to s match—espo-
cially the last b.iE tixture of the scason.
Yot why weroen't they there! And
where on earth were they !

“ Anything wrong ! asked Eulkeiei’,
who could see that something obviously
was wrong. ‘“Bome of your men not
hore §”

“I can’t understand it,"” snid Win-
gate. “Two mon haven't turmed up=-
they got into the train at Courtficld alf
right., I cen’t make it out, If they
lost the local at Latcham they’d have
como on m o taxi, and got here before
La. can't gtoss what's becoms of
them, It's awkword.”

“Did they miss the connection ut
Canterbury ¥** asked Loder.

Wingate started,

“My hat! They couldn't be auch
assea ! IF they have, they can't get hove
for the match at all”

“They wora trnvalliﬁ with Coler, I
reingmber,” remarkh 'Tomlinsomn,
“Colier misses everything, from traips
turgnjﬂs“ But—""

Why, Lere's Coker!” exclaimed
Syles,

Wingate brightoned up, as Horace
Coker bore down on him. The sight of
Horace Coker, in itself, was not delight-
ful; imat if Coker had arrived, it soemad
that his travellingcompanions must
have arrived. 8o the worried Grey-
friars captain was glad to sce Coker.

“Ilere, Coker ! he called out.

Coker camo up.

The Greyfriars men. observing that he
was in footer rig, stared at him. Why
Coker was in fooler rig was a puzzlo.

;l‘!u}l‘-, liowever, did not natter,
Nolling econnected with Coker mattered
—cxcepting Potter and Creeno.

Coker nodded cheerfully to tho foot-
ballers. It waa observed that Coker had
o very pleased look.

“Where are Pottor
Cokeri” asked Wingate.

Coker shook his head.

" Couldn’t say exactly,” ho answered.

"DBut they wero travelling with you,”
sayd Wingate, etaring. " They got into
thie train at I‘.}'nurt.iie%- with you. You
haven’t got here without thom, I
suppose '

“ 1 just have !"" answered Coker.

“When did you see them last, thon 1"

“ At Coenterbury.”

“Canterbury "  roared Wingate.
”Eelw.;enty or cighty miles back.”

i us.!‘!

“Mean to thoy miesed the
connoeetion 7™

“Just thatt”

" 0Oh, holy smole!” said Bland of the
Fifth,

" 'They—they miissed the conncclion ok
Canterbury 1" repeated Wingate blanklp

Coker nodded cheerfully.

“1 don't Enow where thoy are now,
or what they're doing,"” he remarked.
“Aay bo eoming on here to seo the
finish, or may have gone back to tho
achaod, or muy be doing the cathedral—
1 Lelieve tliere’s a eathodral ar Canters
bury, I've hewrd so, T think, Anyhow,
they wouw't Lo here for the game, Win
gute.”

Yiuwate eomprossed his hips,

“[ don't unnderstund this,” ho saidy
“Potier and Gieene aro not the tmen (o
miss o train—cespeeially whon an gsa like
you ealelics it. I don't understand —"

“AWell, it docsn’t matter does 167
znvid Coker.

“YWhat
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“Here's Fitz—as good o man a3
Greetes, any day,” said Coker, "And
hore's me—a betls: *pan than Pottar.”

~ "Don't be an ass™ said Wingute
impationtly
He turned to Firegerald of the Fifth,
“Got inte your things, Fitz—we

ghall wan' you Goodness knows what
wo shall do for another man.”

“Right-ho, won't be a tick,” suid
I'itzgrerald ‘

“Well, thie ia a go!" said Loder, “ Bit
fathcaded to trust Fifth Form moen,
Uaans of ithu Ei;n:t’h would have been
glad to play—-"

“Oh, cheese it,” said Coker. "I could
pick & dozen better men than Carne, out
of the Fifth, with my eyes shut, Better
men than you, Loder. if vou comuc fo
that.* _

“(h, you shut up!" said Loder.

“What the thump are we going fo
do " said Wingate. " Here we are with
ton men—""
*Lleven!™ said Coker.
" Don't bother——""

T{Ehliﬂl‘

“PDon't bother!" said Wingate
impaﬁanﬂy. ] i

“I'm offermg 1y services!" said
Coker, with quiet dignity.

Some of the Greyfriars footballers

grinned. But Wingate Jid not grin. He
was too worried to grnin

*Thanks—not accepted! hs said
curtly “Now dry up there's a good
fellow, ['ve got to think this out.”

Coker starcd at him. He breathed
hard and deop.

For the tirst titee, 1t dawned upon him:
that this obstinate ass, this jncapeble
fathead, mught refuse his zorvices, even
when there waz nobody else to i the
vaeaht placs!l

It was an awful thought.

Coker's ayes sparkled.

“Look here, Wingato—"

“Do dry up!” said Wingate cressly.
“Can't you sec 1'm worried £

“I'm here to play for Greylriarst!"”
hooted Coker. * W{mt do you think
I've changed fori Meun to say that
vou're going ro keep up this jealous,
envious, robten attitude, now that the
whole thing depends on me? Why you—
you—you lathead—"

“Shut wp, Coker,"” sald [omlinson.

“on’t interrupt mo!  Why,” pnr
gixed Coker excitedly, “some {ellows,
after the way ['ve been treated, would
refuse to play—would leave you in the
lurch, loave wyou to bo licked and
laugh at you., D'm not that sort. U'm
thinking of the school. We've got to
win this match. You've got to play
me, Wingate! Do you hear?"

“Don't be a fool!™

“A-a-a what?"

“Fool 1"

Wingate was too worried and anxious
to measure his words now. He had
onough trouk'a on hiz hands, without
being bothered by the claims of the
exregious Coker.

or crimsoned with wrath,

“Topl yonrself ' ' he reared. “Fool—
fathead - ass - chump — idiot — burb-
ling fnut!in%-: fathead' Aie you playing
me or poti

"rl_ﬂﬂt ™ hooted Wingate. * Now shut
up.

Yoo want to keep me oot of tha
gamo, though vou're & man shorct#”
gasped Cokier.

“LDetter » mauu short, than playing a
foctling ags.” snapped Wingato, “You
can't play Tooter, Jou dummy ! Marbies
is your gamm! WNWow shut up!"”

Coker spluttersd.

“Thon 1 appen: to thoe feam!'™
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ﬁasmi * ¥You men, you bear that? You
car that fool telling me IM'in oot to
play! 1'm heee to piny—caime speoially
to play—I'ts ready to got poals for
Groyleinrs~--and that wdiot 1ells we I'm
not to play! 1 appeal to you men.”

“ Oh, cheese it!

“8hut up !

i Rlng off 1

“ Lron't worry I

“HRun away and play hopscotch !

Thesw anawers, apnd others like them,
came back to Coker from the texm to
which he appesled He listencd duzedly.

Apparently 1t was not only Wingato
who was an cbstinute sss. The whole
tcarm was composed of sunadar obstinate
AsSLE,

“Well, you—you—you rottera!’
gasped Coker. ™ Mean to say you sgree
with that dummy wn leaving me oubi"

“ Yes; shut i

“Qet outl”

“Don't worry.”

*Then you can jolly well bag o lick-
inz, and bo blowed to you!" roared
Coker indignantly. * You set of duminios
~—you—you crass asgea! | maght as wetl
havoe let those othoe duds get thee——""

Wingate turned to Uoler again, with
a deuadly gleaw it his eyes, He was
beginming to see light.

“Hold on s onnute,” he said, 1
can't understand otter and Greene
wissing the trauw at Cantecbury. Have
you been playmp ericks, Coker?™

Coker laughed scoltingly.

"1 stranded those two duds pt Canter
bury, to give you a chance of playing
a good wan!" he answered. 1 thought
even you would see scnse, when there
was nothing else to be done. 1 sce now
that I over-rated your tmeihg:enuu. You,
a football captain! 1 wouldn't give you
the job of skippering a team of white
radbita."

Winguto's eyes faicly blazed.

“You stranded them at Canterbury?
On purpose?”

“Certaanly. Lt was up to me—a fellow
has to huve o zense of duty  IE was my
duty to help Greyfriars win this match.
I couldn't foreses, of course, that you
would be such a fool—"

“That was why you travelled with
tho team’t’

“Guessed  that?’  sneered  Colier.
“Yon're getting quite bright, Wingate.
Dot of all the benighted fools
Wheooooon I

Colivr was suddenly interrupted. To
(‘olior’™ surprise—for he did net zeoin to
be cxpecting anyblunge of the sort, thourh
realiv, in the circimstances ho might
have—Georgo Wingate hit out.

Cokor spun

There was & erash as Colter landed,
in & lorizontal position, two or throe
yards awayl

“Deocoop ' pasped Coker

The Rookwood men starcd. They
stared stili more, when the Groyfriars
footballers, followine Coker up, pro-
ceeded to kick bim away from the spot.
Coker was in & mood to mive further
troublo—muchk more trouble buat  the
application of many foothall boots was
too much for Uokeer, Coker was in a mvod
for argumoent—but thore was no arguing
with football boots at clo-e yuwrters.
Coker, roaring, vamshed into Elpuﬂm

Wingito dmnizsed Colier from  his
mind, Coker did not matter. But what
Elaﬁ a hapless football captain going to

0f

Az aif 1 snswer o that guestion,
Wingate's worried eyes fell on & group
of juniors at s little distance.

He started -

e had uot beon sware, till that
moient, ghat there was any foliowess of
the teara at Rookvwood,

THE MAGNET
“Why=my hat!” ejaculated Wingate
He waved his hand end sliouted.

“Wharton !

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wharton Is Wanted |

ARRY WHARTON, who was

H talkin to  Junmy Silver,
lopked round ns his naomao wes
called,

“* Who-—-" hs began.

“It's Wingato!” said Bob, wn sur-
prise.  “He's calling you, old bean.”
“Wharton!" came Wingate's shout.
“What on earth can he wanti”
ejnculated Harry. But he left his
Erionds, and cul acrozs at onco, bo 200
what tho Greyfiars captain wanted.

He little puessed what it was,

“Duck up!” called Wingale,

Wharton bueked up, and errived o
little Lireathless. Tho other foothallers,
Loving fnished with Coker, looked at
Wharton wsnd looked st Wingate, and
wvondered what was on. Two or three
of them pgueszed—apd one or two
nodded. one or two shrugged their
shouiders,

4::1]?&"3 1 am, Wingate,” eaird Harry.
£ N Ii.ll—'-'"-'“

“Thank goodness you're kero! 1 had
no idea there were eny UGreylriois
Juniors over hear to-lay=——*

“Braithy's pater sent lus car, to give
us & joy-ride—" Wharton was begin-

ing to explain, Dut Wingate cut him
short.
“All  right—rever mind!  Thank

gocdiess you're hors,  Only juniors iop
vorr party, of eourie—no sentors—="
“MNo!™ smad Harry.

“Can't bao helpf:ﬁ! Atter all, you're
the best of the bunch in the Lower
School—1 was waiching your garac

with the Eheli the other day, and ib
erossed ‘'my mind then that you'd como
in, as u last resource. Thank poodnoss

you'rc here to help us out of this
pickle." )

“But what——" cxzclaimed Horry,
bewibdored.

“YWe're a man short!
Wharton jumped.
“EIM ha gasped.
“Yea, yes, yvou.”

“I—I pley with the First Lleven!™
stuttered Wharten, “Oh, my only hat!
Oh ernnibs 17

Wingato amiled,

“Youd like to!”

“"Like tol!" repoatea Wharicn, elo-
gquently.
- ‘.’-:'e%!. get  roady;
Rookwood waiking now. You've pol no
football things with you—l supposo

YO == 1

HiNa, bt I oean borrow some eaxily
encugh.” Wharton's eves were spark-
i, “Jimeny Silver’s about my size,
aud be will lend me the things like o
shot. The colours can't be helped.”

“That's nlt rizht. Doa't loose time”

Whartan cushed away.

Wingate walked over to Dilkeles,
who wag waiting with great politeness,
ard affecting not to be aware that
trouble weas stirring amonz tho Grey-
iriars visitovs.

“We're keepang vou weikinz said
Winpate, ™ Dut——="

“That's afl right”

“Two of my men lost the connection
at Cpnterbury, that’s how it 1s.  ['vo

ot o resorve with me, and 'vo just
ound anotber man here that I ean play
nt a pinci:. Won't be long now.”

“"Take your own time, cld scout”
apswe e the  Hookweod  ecaptap,
“Horry [or voor ilb-luck.,” Ilis olanco
foliowed Wharten,  “ You'ro nTu:-'i.ng
thak juior §®

You'll play.”

wo're  kooping
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vt cond 1M roared Boh Cherry, thumping Jimmy Silver on the back with terrific force.

** Didn’t ¥ teli you to wait for

Wharton ¢ He gave Wingate that goal—made him & present of it, What? ™

*Vea,” =maid Wingate, zather awk.
wardly. " ¥ou e 3

“ Looks a sturdy kid, anyhew,” said
Bulkeley. “I’ve scen him [;]a;.ring in
jun&ng matches here, and he's good
stult.

“Well, it's o case of any port in o
storm,” satd Wingato, “and he's the
best man in the Lower School at Grey-
friars. MNothing like the form of your
men, of courso, but jolly good stull in
hi= own way, I'm jJolly zled he was
here.” :

Wingate returned to his own men.
Bomo of them were discussing his
decision-—favourably or unfavourably.
Loder of the 8ixth had a sneer on his
face, but two ne three of the men
looked approving, Anyhow, the matter
was settied, and :ha {cam were waiting
for Wharton. ‘

He did pot keep them waiting long.

In & remarkably short epace of time
he joined the foothallers, ready for tha
game, and wearing & white slart,

Ho left his comrades staring, but
jubilazt. Beb Cherry elapped Hurree
%!in h on the back, with o slap that
made him yelp.

“* A Remove man playing for the First
Eloven, Inky 1" ohi ed Bob, “What
price that, old blaek bean, what®™

“Qw! The pricelulnesa is terrific,”
as Hurree Hingh., “Buat Jdo not
gis ocate my esteemed backbone”
“PBlessed if T can mako it ont,™ eaid
the Bounder. * Pottor and (iveena seem
to have lost themselvea, Wingate's put
Fitz in tha tean, as well oz Wharton.
What wore they rageing Coker for?”
“Goodness knowsl 1 darcsay  he
eeked for ik’ sald Boeb cheerfully.
“My hat! Wou't tho Hemove eit vp

and tale notice when wo geot back, and
tell theo: 2 Remove man played.”
“What-ho ! chuckled Johony Ball.
“It's one up for the Remove,” &
Frank Nugent, his eyes dancinz, “It's
gorgeous! Ripping.”
“The ripfulness is terrifio |
“1 wonder if Coker thought they

might play  him!*  chuckled the
Bounder.
“Ha. ba! He might have!®

“Poor old Coker!”

“There they go!” shouted Dol

“My hat! T hope Wharton will put
up the game of his life !’ zaid Redwing.
*“If he bags n goal——

“1 chouldn’t wonder,” said Bob.
“The fact is, there's some more good
men here, if Wingate ouly under.
gtood. Any pood edvising him to leave
out & few of the Sixth and Filth., and
play uz "

“Ha, EIEI.., ha 1

All the juniors’ oyes wero on Wharton,
as he walked out into the field with the
Greyiriars meon.

Bturdy =as he was, for his age, he
certainly looked rather diminutivoe in
tho ranzs of the big senlors.

But hia (riends noled that there was
no uneasiness, no stage-fright, about
himn. He was cool and collected. He
was quite aware that hoe was in the team
ns o makeshift, boecavse no other men
was available: and glad as he wna of
the chance of figuring as a member of
CGreyfriars First, he was not likely to be
conceited about it He was there to do
hia best: to put !l he hnew of tha
game and all his beef into an offort to
help the side. '

Perheps there was o ht:rpn in  his
breast that he might succend 1n baggiog

a goal for the school, which wounld hw
undying glory for the Remove. Ti wys
u plensant thought, if nothing mora.

Wharton gomerally plaved eentre-
forward in the Removo team, but he
was B pood forward in any position,
end Wingata had put him on the right
wing, in the place Potter should have
filled. His Face was o little Aushed, and
he drew a deep breath as he found
himself standing in battle array with
the great men of Greyfriars. But be
was, as his friends noted with salizfec
tiot, as caol as ice.

The whistle went, Rookwood hicked
off, and some hundreds of eyes were op
the gome.

And the httle Greylriars
watched with keen interest and somw
wixicty., Buikeloy and hiz mon locken
in good fornn, but the Greviriars cloven
wag not at the strength wsual for such o
mateh. Sowe of its best men had hao
ta be left behind, being on the sick
list. and even without Coler's iuter.
vention the team would not have beow
at full strength, The rosult of Coker's
gmazing Acheme put tho hd on.  The
moat onthusiastic Greyfriars onlooker
nardly expected Wingate & Co. to pull
that match off,

atill, as Bob Cherry remarked, you
never could tell, and anvhow, o Heniove
man was in the team, win or loose
That was somecibhing, anyhow.

Tn the Brst balf, there was no douls
that Rookweod had the upper hand,
Wingate's patchwork team  did  ne
teem to pull together in the nsual Grey-
{riars style. and for a lone time, the
visilors were chicfly on tho defensive
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Tom MNorth, who should have been n
|, wes in sanny at Gieyiriars, and
5 of the Sixth was 1n s place.
But Sykes showed up uncomaonly well,
abd aguin sad sgaio be saved ap great
atyle when the sttuck cawe through.

“ood old Yorkshire!" coured Low
&l;err;f, wien Sykos, who cawe brom

I groat counlty. sont Out & leariog
shot that coime 1o from Bulkeley, sad
which had 1ooked, tor a sccond, liké
& cortain goul

" Pluy up, Groeytnprs [V

Jimmany Silver grinned,

1 wus just gowung to chirp Choal
he remarked regrotinlly.

“ Leave tho chirping w0 me, old boan,”
said Hob. “Wait wll \Wharion gots
going.”

" We're waiting,” chuckled Lovell.

But they bed to wuait. Wharton was
Fla:."mg & very good game, considoring
mmitations of age and siee; but te hod
not had o chance vet. And thouph the
yvigitors woare penned uvp most of the
time in their own half, the dueteitce was
sound. Apain and agam Rookwood
scemed like making hay of them, and
etill the score did not comne, b was
close on time when a strenuous attach
brake up the strenuous defeonce, and a
whizzing shot from Bulkeloy beat Sykes
in goul. Then there was & roar from
- Rookwood.

“Goal!"

Boon afterwards thoe whistle wont.
Rookwood one up at the interval
Which, as Beb romarked, was not, cou-
gidering everything, bad.

“MNaot bad,” said the Dounder. *bus
wa want bettar.”

“Wait till Wharton gets a chance.”
said Bob. ] )

“We'ra still waiting," prinned Lovell

Tho whistle wont, and the second half
ot going. Meanwhile, o hapless youth,
with a brow like thunder, was sithing n
& railway train, on hiz way back to
Greyfriars. Cokoer of the Filth was
gone, with {eelings impossible to  de
scribe.  Coker's amazing scheme had
gone without = hitch—up to the last
moment. At the last moment it had
fallen down=—as anvhady could have told
Coker would be the case. had Coker
consulted—anvbody. The much-injurcd
Coker, with tnexnressihle feelines. saw
& Remove kid plaved in the place he
had marked out for himself, -and when
he saw that the eun of Coker's weath
and hitternesa was full. Silentlv he doe-
parted. And oven his departure was
unheaded. Remote. unfriended. soli-
tary, Coker took his homeward waov.
unrogarded.

|= HH
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Wirning Goal !

(1 IN tho bali ™
0 “Play up. Greviriars!”
" Good old Wingate "

The Greyfriars group. In
tho crowd round the field, was small,
but it made up for that by ita wvocal
efforte. PBob Cherrv's stontorian tones
wore hoard far and wide, and his com-
rades backed him up with all the farce
of thoir lungs, which was ronsiderabile,

Greylrinrs had cot fairly poing ot
last. For nearly half an hour thero
had beon a ding-dong strugele. with the
advantage on the ﬁuml:- gido, thouch
Rookwood did not qnite get through.
Now, for the first Hime. there wns o
hard attack on the home zoal. and the
Greviriars juniors bubbled with ex-
citement,

A Rookwood back robbed Loder of
the ball. and drove it ont to the touch-
line. but {t wns neatls tranned Y an
active foot on the Greviriars righ* wing

Toe Macner Lmeanr.~Ne. 1154,
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just 1o time, and sent back to /ingate,
at centre, with 2 hghtoing pass.

The next instant Wingete had scored.

“oel ! gurgied Bob Cherry.

“Loul 1" shrieked the DBounder.

“Goul! Goul! Coall”

Bix Groeyirisrs  juniors
gnough lor sixty. ]

“Goal 1" Bob Cherry thumped Jimmy
Bilver on the back with terrilic force.
“Didn't 1 tell you te wait for Whar-
ton? What? Jevver geo a better puss
than that? What! [ tell you, Wharton
gave Wingate that goal—made him a
present of 1it! What 1”

Jimmy Silver hastily dodged another
enthusiastio thump.

“Goal!” roared Bob., “Good old
Wingate! Good old Wharton! Gealt™

“The goalfulness is terrific,” chuckled

tsacla  LOlsa

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
There were ten minutes to when
the teams lined up again. The score

was oqual now, one for one, and tl_mt
goal had greatly encouraged and heart-
cned the Greyiriars men, The game
had been & greelline one for them ; but
there waa a new vigour and vim in their
movements when the whistle went, and
they got going again.

Attack was now the order of the dav
on the Greyiriars side, ond it came
hard and fast. Some of the fellows had
ballaws to mend, especially Lodor, who.,
at inside-right., was alinost tottering.
Buat outside-right seemed as  [reah ne
paint, as Bob Cherry glesfully re-
marked. Outside-right looked zlmost
na fresh os when he started, his face
as ecool, his eves as keen mnd cfear.
Wharton was at the top of his form.
and as Bt ms a fddle. And fitness
connted for much in the last lap of a
hard-foughft game. And in speed at
least. he was egnal te any man on the

fickd - neither wes lda ‘udement ever
ot fault.
“"Fo it, Greyfriars!'” roared Debe

Chorry, as the forward: came down the

field with a rush on thoe Rookwaod
goal.
“Play up! Drave!”

" Wingato—Wineate 1

The ball waz at Wingate's feet when
he was charged off it by & heavy Rook-
wood back: bat he passed out to the
right wing before he fell. Loder should
have taken the pass. but Loder was
nowhero, Bub gutside-right ran in and
gent the ball back to Wingate. who was
on hiz feet in a twinkling, and Wingate
drove it at goal.  An active back leaped
in and bosted the leather clear, It
dropped fairly at Wharton's feet.

Tinh Cherry held his breath.

Two Rookwoodera wers
them=clves at Wharton, He had a
second ; he made the most o it.  Win-
?;atn was mixed vp with a Rookwacd
wlf, Loder was -tageering and gaap-
ing. There was no chance of & pase
antd Wharton licked for posal.

The next sccond he was rushed over,

But all evea were on the ball.

“Tt's hitbhing the nost 1" zaid Lowvel)

Buat it wasn't. The Rookwood gmoulin
made o spring at it, and oissed it It
was in the net.

“Hold me, somebody ! gasped DBob
Cherry. “I'm going to have a £5 1Y

“inal 1" shrieked Nugont,

“Goal! Goall! Goal!™

“Turrah "

"Wharton [ Wharton ™

" Goal 1™

Wharton picked himself up. Ho
mazned For breath, and st-::.rn:.'l. He had
talien the chance, hardle daring to hore

hurhinp

that it would rome off PBut it had
eome aff.

“Gaalr Goalt™

The Grexfriars proup were ravineg,

Bob Cherry hurled hiz cap inte tho
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air, carcless where # eame down, or
whether it ever come down et all. He
rﬂarad ximd i.l:mliifd'

“roall fxoadl™

“What did I tell you?” gasped Dob.
“Didn ¢ 1 tell {;:ru to wait for Wharton?
What? Was that a goal, or wasu't it{
What? Hurrah!™ ) _

“Some goull’ snid Jimmy Silver.
“Bravo! Well hicked1”

Wingate dropped his hund on Huarry
Wharton's shoulder ams they walked
back to the centre of the Leld. His
face was glowing.

“{zood moanl!” said the Greyiriars

captuin. “Good men! I'm almost
glud that Coker plaved the fool as he
did! Good kid|®

“Two to one, my infanta!” suid Dob
Cherry. ™ And & few minutes left [or
Bookwood to play pretty | Yhose ganie
ia this, my children?”

“Qurs!”’ prinned the Dounder.

And 1 was! The last few niinutes
of play gave Rookwood nothing; and
the great game ended two to one, the
Greyiriars men undoubtedly rather sur-
prised to find themselves winners.

Half a dozen Greyiriars juniors
ruthed on the Beld, as the playera
came off. They rushed at Hurry
¥Wharton.

* Bhoulder-high " roared Dob Cherry.
“ Futhead 1" said Wharton ungrate

fully. “Chuck " :

But his enthusiastic friends did not
chuck it. They collared him, and
oarried him off shoulder-high, with

wild yells
1t wos just then that two breathless
fcliows arrived on the scene.
“it's over,” saud Potter.
gonel”
“How could 1 go?” aaid Greene.
“ Licked, of course; but——""
“(h, you'rs here!” anid Wingate,

“How's il

glanoing  at  the  breathless  pair.
i+ Rotter late than never. We've won!”
“Won " gasped Pottor.
“And Wharton kicked the winning
goal !’

“ Whar-Wharton ™ stutterod Grecne.

“¥Yea, Wharton”

“0Oh, my hat!"' said Potter,

“Oh, crumba® gaid Greone.

“ And—and where's Coker? gasped
Potter.

“1 don't knowl
him to get ready
answored Wingate, .

“We'te going to get him ready for
it when we find bim ™ said Potter.

“We jolly well are!” said Greene.

Perhaps it was tust as well for
Horace Coker that hia friends did not
find him st Rookwood,

If you see him, tell
for his funeral,”

- L] L k| »

“What a day 17 said Bob Chorry, when
the Remove men were in Mr. Vernon-
Smith’s ¢ar, and humming away alvng
the rpads for Greyirinrs.

“) day worthy to be marked with a
white stone!” said Hurree Jamset Bam
Singh. T

“Wancy the Remove winning & Firat
Bleven match "' said Dob.

Harry Wharton langhed.

“Hardly that " he said.

“Ha, Lo, ha!"

“Poor old Coker!™ said Dol 1
wonder what will happen to him when
Wingate geta home! I'd never have
liked to be Coker—but I'd like it less
to-day than ever.,”” ] ]

It was rather om intercsting question,
what was going to happen te Horace
Coker. The asinine absurdity of the
graat Hornes had not, after all, done
any harm: indeed, it was possiblo that
it had, uwnexpectedly, and bv a lucky

(Continued on page 28.)



ONE THRILLIRG SITUATION

AFTER ANOTHER !

FOR THE GLORY OF FRANCE!

oF

By Geo. E. ROCEHESTER.
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fram 'ﬂur?m a ﬂfﬂ'ﬂ of ﬁ?ﬂu! Hlagka,
Fifth-Former of Breyrtones, inkes the blame on Jis
pion ghowlders by ronmleg away from school,
Fired by ita promise of adventure, ke joins the
I Legion and 49 gent & the desert fort of
: Abber, swhere he forms friendabipe
with harles }}Mmmﬁ, olice eaptain of Uﬂ}'{'
slener, and Erferhorm, 2 former officer in he
French Army. Warren, ureanschile, hos tnherited
the Litls and foriune of his father, and 1% fouring
Africa with his sister June, Ia Sidi he arranges
eoith ho villzinous Serpoantdejor Bolke that
Faul, the fellow who Rz guiliy recret, shall
be kliled—ztoinehow, A fer days foler @ xirong
Toroe of the Mgw., titeluding Paul, Dermond
aitd Esterharn, 12 sent inte the desert (o quell an
Arah riging, and Bolke wialls Me chanes lo
oarry oud fitg ﬁm f fhe dastardly pled, AJler o
desperate  fight against Aordes of Juioticol
tribesmen, tha forcd veaches Sulle, where several
of the men plot to kil the tergeaht-mejor, ke
Jails, however, and Bolke, in iz maniccal
wry, e one of the men an&‘mm‘ma tertather.
‘he rest eseape, but orders are given fo double the
guard and shoot any man aftempling o approach

the ouler well of the ford.

{ Mot read an.)
Hoodwinking Bolke !
HEELING, Sergeant-Major
W %H{a strode to the cowering
OF.

; " Well, you dog!” he said,
end kicked him eavagely i the ribs.
“* You'll pay deazly for this night’'s work.
Butr i'll have the nomes of your coms-
pantons, even if I have to tear your
cursed tongue ocui by the roots 1™

Turning fo a sergeant of the guard,
who was pushing his way throngh the
presa of excited men, with four soldicra
ab his heels, ha vopped:

“To the guard-rcom with him 17

Ealgar was half lad and half drazged
swwoy.  His deathly whito face was
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piteous, and who knows bus what rank
mutiny might have broken out in the
fort of Bulta that night had somcone
becn possessed of temerity e¢novgh to
attempt his rescua.

For Bolke was hated as only men who
have plumbed the wvery depths of
humilistion and degradstion cen hate.
The sympathy of the onlookers was
entirely with their comrade, Kalgar,
and had a voice been raiscd in protest,
or, better still, had a shot been fired,
it would undoubtedly have been the
apark which would havo caused to flare
up long suppressed and simmering
PREsI0na.

But the cold, grim personality of
Bolke held them in check, and the
moment passed without incident.

“Get to your guarters, you secelorats ™
ho ordered them harshly. “Baere
diasble, but there will be a weeding ont
in_the morning, 1 promise you!”

The men dispersed, and, nccompaniod
by tho sergeant of the guavd, Bolao
made a tour from room to room. He
eame at length to the room of the
Five—now the Thres, for Stulz was
dead and Kalgar was under ¢lose arrest,

Throwing open the door, bno stocd
glowering on the threshold. Himmer-
mann was sitting up in bhed, lia eves
staving, as though Lewildered Ly the
hubbub, Beated 1dly on the hed of one
of the lialians was Lemarne, aml seatad
on the bed of the other was Hotzman.
They wera talking czcitedly of the
events of the night, and anyone liston-
ing to them would have fmmrined thal
thoy bad been roused only by tho dis-
turbance.

But ono 1hing Lemarne and Tlotz-
man had in common.  Cazual thongh
their attitnde was, o porlion of Dlanked
wis covering the left hand of coch, Andd
hidden  heneath  the  blanket, both
Lemarne amd Iobanan were sringieg
a bayonet, the poiufs of which woie
pressing steadily  amuinet ihoe lalims’
ﬂ{'ﬂ?hr

FEBAErsPRE R FER A BrrRiagal,

: With devilish In-}
: genuity the ser-
: geant - mafor had
: placed the con-
cdemned man's :
t frends inthe firng 3
-squad ., . . .
: “Frral"
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Dolke's eyes swoph
the tabloau thus
presentod, and eettled
an  ihe unoecupied
beds of Stulz and
Kulzar,

*“This ia tho sty of

e the pifgsl” he said
= = triumphuntly,
e Btriding  forwand
e into  the room, he
Lalted, glaring &%
dimmeormanmn,
“Hava you been

out of this room to-
night?” he demanded
menacingly.

Zimmermana
noddead.

. “Yoe,” he re&ﬂied.

“And you weat with Stulz and Kal-
gar, you dog!"” snarled Bolke, -

“I did not !” retorted Zimmermunn.

Bolke's blazing cyes dwelt on him
suspiciously for a  moment, then
switched to the nearest Ttalian,

“Did this man leave the reom in the
Mmﬁmy of Stul: and Kalgar?” he
barked.

The Italinr lLcsitated. But conscious
of that pricking bayonet in the hand of
Lenmarne, and Lknowing that should ho
tail to answor as previously instructed
the stecl would plunge with deadly
thrust, be gulped and said:

“MNo, ho was hero when the distuirhe-
&n*m;’s wuﬁene:ll u?.“lf I

'By thunder! vou're lying, you
dog—"" roared DBolke. —

“I am nol—I am not lying ' babbled
the Itelian, veged on by the pressing
Lovenet potut.

“ Lemaine I rapped Dollie.

U ¥Wea "

“ Have you been out of this voom®?

“¥Yez, replied Thmarne roolly, I
Eave, I reached the ecovvidor just in
Litie to gra yon throttle Stnle, It was
well dons, mon  sergent! Al ile
treacherous lidtlo rat ' You served him
well

“And T'H serve Lz companions bellep
when 1 smell thom ovt " blauzed Bolke.
“Hoteman !’

“ Sopgont 17

“Were you with Btulz and Wolgars™!

I was vot,"" answored Hotztnan, “F
awear b on iy call!

Bolke was silent, standing with groas
head thrust forward, his litfle, veuomo
eyes fised on the sented men, who we-
tarped iz glare nnabashed, and withons
Lthe dicker of an eyvelid.

“Mordicn I e swore  prutingls.
S0t if 1 find vyou bave “J& 1 l:fzﬁ'
hoave you flogeed to the Loae beb
you lace the haw party 1

Torning on hiz Leel, he strode frem
the room, follewed Ly the seigeant af
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the ruard. Ha was convinced that there
had been mheors with Kalgar and Stula.
And be would have thoir names somo-
how, Kualga- would talk-—-would be
made to tnﬁu Ll he refused, then Ser-
genat-Major Bolke knew a variety of
ways in which to loosen a stubborn
tongue. And they were ways which,
cvery ooe, were mngularly unpleasant.

A ———

The Bentence |
ALGAR did not talk!
ﬁ Tet that be 3znid to his
eternal credit. The court-
martisl, which was held =ab

18 a:m. the following day was, to the
disgust of Bolke, presided over by
Lioutenant Villiera.

The Liputenant was a sick man—a
dying man, some said who saw him—
but when the attack had been reported
to kim he had detérmined to take the
court-martial himself and see that
justice was done to the prisoner. He

new his Bolke, and knew that il the
sergeant-major took the court-martial
ju;.'a-t.:im would certetinly oot be tempered
with woorcy.

Stoutly Kalgar swore that he and
Stulz had beon alone. Swore it even
Ehmth itthwna I‘::Emd t%

im by the president o
the court that if he
would speak, a punish-
ment battalion, dnd not
a_fripg-perty might be
hia fate.

Befors 11 a.m sen-
tenoe of death had becen
paszed upon him, and he
was teken tc the oells
with the knowledge thaf
he was to be shot al
dawn the Dozt morning.

The Threo could do
nothing for their ocom-
rade. To rescue him
was impossible; and
even had it been possible
Kalgar could oot have
travelled, maimed as he
was by his injured knee,

ﬂwirﬂ to the miscar-
ria their plans they
had been foroed to

abandon their attetapt
&t desertion the pravious
night. Ln fact, they bad
been only too pleased to
reach their room wundis-
covercd by Bolke,

“We march for Zukra
in the morniog,"” com-
mented Hotzman, as he,
Zimmermsann, aAnd
Lemarne eat that rmd-
day in the shade, with
their backs against the
wall. “Out in the de-
gort, with sentries posted,

Y |
there will be little

hanco of our getting away,

C Moreover
Bolke is suspicious of us, and we wili
be well watched." _

“Yet we ocannot go to-night,” said
Zimmermann quietly. " We cannot go
whilst Kalgar livea. It would look as
though we were deserting him, and ho
has beon loyal to us.”

“¥ea, lowal indeed!" muttered Lao-
wmarne. Lo bon Dieuw rpst his soul!”

Do you find it strange that this mur-
derous trio ehould abandon all further
attempt at desertion whilst their ul-
fated comrade lived? They weres hard
men, who had lived hord, but ingrained
in their very souln was a real under-
standing of that word which alone

makes life in the Legion possible—the
word “ comradeship.”

And this it was which kept them on
in that sun-baked fort at Sulta when
they knew full wed that the ulterna-
tive to desertion that wnight was a
perilous march into the Arab-infested
desert—a march from which, if Le
marne’s grim prophecy was correct, not
a8 man would emerge alive.

Dawn found the company drawn up
on the small parade pground, to form
three sides of & square. Silent and rigid
Elyny stood, waiting to seo © comrade
12,

‘And bitterly now had the Thres
reason to curse their having forgone all
further attempt to dosert. For Bolke,
suspicious of them still, with devil’s
ingrit?uity, had placed thim in tho fring-

a2 a
P Under escort, painfully drapging his
wounded leg, Kelgar appeared from the
death eell. His epaulets and buttons
were ripped off by tho stern-featurcd

Withont warning
into view, Then came &

legionnaires |

sargeant of the guard. Theo, amidat a

doeathly hush, he was escorted to the
wall, where he turncd and faced the
levelled rifles of the Oring-squad.

The face of Lemarne was grey, and
momentarily Hotzman swayed on his
feet, like a drunken man.

“ Prepare to firo!"

Bolke’s voice rang out harshly in the
morning stilloess.

Lomarne  sighting along his rifle
barrel, saw the livid lips of Kalgar
twitch in a pghastly grin. Then came
the harsh command :

“ Fira

A crash of musketry rang out. Kal-
gar clurched at the breast of his tunic,

the fong barrels ol muskels slid
i _ crash of firing as
frenzied volleys were poursd Into the advancing

THE MAGNET

half turped,  then alithered to the
ground, to lie in a huddled, lifeless heap.

— o —

Zukra !

HE Three were alone in their
room, standing by the smali,
barred window which over-
looked the parade-ground cu

wiich Kalgar had died less than Eftcon
minutes ago.

Lemarne waz strangely silent, his
brooding eyes gazing down on the gray,
bullet-spattered wall againat which
their comrade had stood. It was Zim-
mermann: whe spoke hOrst, plucking at
his trembling lips with shaking fingers.

“The fiend, to do that thing to val

He knows—he has guessed —"
Hotzman nodded.

“Yeos,"” he said quietly, " Bolke

knows, To put us In the firing-party
1 Ak, a &nvi!qa jest

was hia vengeance,
indeed I

“Yes," assented Lemarne grimly.
“How Batan must laugh at tho antics
of his jackal™

Fo lifted his gaze to his companionas.

 And what do we intend to do now ™
ha azked.

“¥Whet can we do?" asked Zimmer-
mann sullenly. “Within the hour we
march for Zukral”

Hotzman answered snarclingly:

“There ia this that can be done. We
can square with Bolke. We have failed
onee, but we will not fail a sccond timu,
Mordieu, but we have somecthing ‘to
repay nowl"

“And we will repay it at the first
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EVERY SATURDAY

opporiunity,” 3aid Lemarne. * Listen,
comrades] Whether you are with me
or not, I swear on my most sacred oath
that I will not leave the company wiil
Bolke is dead. A chonco to desert mna
comao sooner than we think, But1 hall
not go, leaving Bolke alivel”

“Nor I!" agresd Hotzman venom-
ously,

Zimmermann nodded.

“1 am with you,” he said.

And there, by that barrack-room
window, the three swore a solemn oath
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that they would not desert until :hey
had scttled thoir score with Bolke.
An hour later the company marched,
with Sergeant-Major Dolka in  sole
command. IFor the Licutenant Villiers
was too sick a man to travel. ‘Thero
followed long., weary days of incessant
marching over hot and burning sand,
with cvery hour holding its threat af
swilt and sudden attack by some over-
whelming foree of Arabs. *Maore than
once they had brushes with maraudiog

and hostile tribes, and steadily the
deathi-roll mounted.
“Why,” whined Lopes, the

Spaniard, at the end of one gruelling
day—""why do we go to Zukra?”

“Le bon Dicu alone knows,” grunted
& perspiringz Lezionnaive. " We are not
paid our halfpenny a day, mon enfant, 10
¢sk questions™

“We go to reinforce the garrison af
Zukra,” =zaid Esterbarn. *I know that,
for I have it from Corporal Eurz®

At lomg last, towards the evening of a

lazing day, the worn-out, stumbling
company came within ﬁi%ht of the grey
mud walls of the little fortificd village
of Zukra,

“Behold #41 prowled Lemarne, who,

Dlako,

with Paul, Desmond, and Esterharn
wasz in the leading four. I marvel
that we hava been permitted to reach
it without serious attack!”

“*Well, let's be jolly thankiul we'veo
won through,” responded Paul cheerily.

“Thankful 1" marne laughed bit-
terly. “You do not yet knmow what a
eursed blistering oven the place isl Aa
foi, I had seven months here on garri-
son duty. It seemed like seven years
to mel” ) .

But the sight of their goal acted 'ika
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held higher and the step perceptibly
smartened. Mouths were too parched
and lips top eracked [or singing, but a
few hardy souls struck up a ecroaking
c!;n:u‘us, te which tLho others swung
LN,

Within a kilometra of the villago
BSergeant-Major Dolke balted the com-
pany and procceded fo address them.

“Now, pull yourselvesz together, you
senmi!” he ordered roughly. ' Sea to it
that you make a decent entry. I'll give
the first man that =stumbles punisliment
drifl for a week ™

FHis little rotlike oxea roved over
them,  Sangdieu! {‘."Imt dogs they
were! Iow he hated them!

In justice to Bolke, it is nccessary io
obscrve*for a moment his mental unrest.
Amongst the men of his company woro
soine who were eagerly awaiting on
opportunity of knifing him in the back.
He knew it. But the devil of 15 was Lo
could not be sure who those individuals
wWore.

Lemarne,
man!

YVor, he would stake 2 year's pay
that they were the goilty oncs. DBut ne
conld not prove it—eould not be certain,

If only that dog Kalgar had spoken!
And then there was the Enclish hoy,
An epportenity of removing

Haotzman, and Zimmer-

Kuez to him
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that cub nad not yet arvisen. But oppor-
tunity would come in the village, OUn
that Bolke was determined. He would
seo to it that, svwmehow or other, Blaka
was put away before many doys ned
passed.

It was with these thoughts in his miad
that he barked:

“En avant—marche1*

In obedience to the command, the
company moved forward, .uaking
towards the main gateway in the encire.
ling wall of the villnﬁe.

s “Haltel”  roared
Bolke suddenly.
: Calliv Corporal
he indi-
cated the vi!iu,ge with
jerk -of thumb,

“What do you
make of it?* he
growled.

“Make of whati”
spiu the corporal
vRgualy.

“Bipoa and furyl”
snarled . Bolke, with
suddes veoom. “Are
you blind? Doas
everything look all
righ to xou there,
you mule?”

The corporal stared
dubiously in the
direction of the
rillege.

“Lheie are low
- signa of  life,” he
observed slowly.
“Ore  would aslmost
think the place was
deserted |

v Exact] Tap
Bolke. “I don't lika
it] There is no
guard ab the mein
gate, Where is the

]
=
2 .
gurrison {*

The corporal shrugged his shoulders
htitple.s?lf'. .

“1 will send you forward with & rgcon-
noitring foree of forty men,” continued
Bolke. "“We will follow ready to
support you should anything be amiss."

“*But what can be amiss ™ exclaimad
the corporal.

“ AnythingI'" snarled Bolle.

B0 Corporal Kurz was dispetched e
the head of a small reeonnoitring foree,
which inecluded DPaul, Desmond, BEstor-
harn, and Lemarno.

As they advanced over the hot, loose
sand towards the village, rifles at the
trail, it seomed to them that thoy were
indeed advancing either npon a deserted
village or upon a village of the dead.

Mothing stirred, There were no signs
of life at all, and meore than one veary
Legionnaire felt a tingle of excitoment,

Closer and closer towards the main
.iaatuuva_jr the wary Kurz led his men.
‘ollowing slowly, at some considerable
distance behind, come the remainder of
the company.

One hundred and fifty yards of ground
lay botween the reconnoitring force anid
the sun-baked wall—ona hundred yards
—oighty yvards—-

Then, without warning, the walls
becamo alive with yelling, white.-robed
Arabs. Long barrels of mushots slid
into view. Added to the hubbub came
a ragped erash of firing as frenzioed
volleys were poured into the advanecing
legionnaires.

-
¥

I'lll

At Sunset.

URZ went down alinost at onee,
K a bullet through his thront, As
cne man ‘the reconnoitring force

threw themselves full length to

the sand, and, with o coolnesa and pre-
Tne Magser Lisiany,—No. 1154,
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cision wholly heroic under that devaas-
ilfiating fusillade, returned the cnemy's

by L

There wus no cover for thmn-—nﬂthmﬁ
save the open sand—and they suffere
ferribly under that spatting hail of kead.

But Bolke, magniticent soldicr thot he
was, had made up his mind as to his
course of action without un instant's
besitution. Behind him lay the inplac.
able waste of desert, into which it was
imipossible to retrbat with men as woeary
us wore iz, Apart from that, no com-
pany under his command ever retpented,

He could draw off, howevér, oul of
range,  DBut when darkness fell there
would andoubtedly come a  surprise
attack 1n which, for all he knew, he
would be hopelessly outnumbered.

M'he anly alternative was to go on and,
braving that deadly fre, attempt to oust
these Arabs at the point of the bavonet.

How mrany did they number?

Bolke ncither knew nor cared. II he
and ‘his men’ were to be wiped out by
overwhelming odds in the narrow streots
of Zukra, then that would be but Lhe
fortune of war. If, on the other hand,:
there was o f’ughting’ chance of clearing
these postilent Arab scium out of the
place, then b and his depleted company
would de it.

2o thoy went lorward ot the doulle,
buyonets glittering in the rays of the
gefting sun And with every pace they
tonk n man would stunshle and go down,
pitching facc-forciiost to the sand.

There was something superb  about
that despevate rushing of the gate: for,
swept by 2 veritable hail of bullets. the
Legianuaives never faltered.

grﬂﬁ "ending, this, to their long.
WU, march over hve hundred oeiles of
burning desert sand 1 Well, was it not
on @ par with the ill fate which had
dogged them froms the first?  And
whether they died or whether they lived,
they would renain sbeadfast to the end.

The _reconnottring  foree, with hall
their munber lying in 3l and inert
hoaps, were keeping up a steady five,
and many n yelling, white vobed fiend
was suddenly snd peranently silenced
Tv & bullet through the heat or biain
A full score of the Aiabs luy dead at
the foot of the outer side of the wall
where they had fallen. How many lay
similurly  huddled on the inner side
eonld only be conjectured. |
".Covergd by the fire of Paul and his
cotnrades, the main body. led by Dolke,
prossed guwards to the gate.

“ Forward, Legionnaires!” screamod
Balke. -

The Arabs wore firing, reloading, and
firing  with fraptie haste, wod  theie
bullets exacted o fearful toll.  DBut never
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was the magnificent discipline of the
Logion more in evidenee than in those
awlul monicnts when baggard, grim-
fuced men ran the full gauntlet of
death-dealing, whining lead.

The gate was reached and entrance
won. But here the way was blocked by
shricking, white-robed demons nrmed
with me curved and fHashing swords
and sharp-pointed, stabbing spears.

Next instant the two opposing forces
et and swirled in a secthing sea of
whirhing steel and strugeling, shouting
men.  But  remorselessly, rclentlessly
the Legionnaries pressed on, their
erimgon  bayonets thrusting, parrying,
lunging, and running wet with Arab
blood,

Above the tumult of honrse shouting
and clash of steel on steel sounded the
bellowing, roaring voice of Bolke, now
cheering on his men, now mouthing
hideous blasphemy., His faee, with its
blazing cyos and livid, snarling lips, was
that ol a fiend. At the head ﬂfﬁis men, in
the very thick of that terrible hand-to-
haod struggle, he fought with a savagoe
forocity engendered in bluck rage and
superh courage. ;

“They give 1™ he roared. * Forward,
Lasgrionnaires I

Desporately, with  slashing, hacking
Lilndes, the Arabs strove to stom the
advance of the bluo-couted (infidel dogs.
But wlways those bloodstainnd bayonets
pressed forward,  Men, shricking with
the agony of mortal thrusts, went down
with ghastly spouting wounds, to be
trompled onderioot.

Far wo the west, bevond the desert
vimn, the sun was sinking red—grim sot.
ting to those secnwes of blood and carnagn
which were making 2 shambles of the
nariow stroets of Xukea,

The Arab resistance was fast lessening
now, nnd suddenly. ke wildfire, panic
spread. They could not hold these devils
of Loegionnaires whose deipping bayonets
were  steadily  advanecing  along that
stroet of blood which was piled with
dead and dring.

Panic became a rout,  As thouch
realizing the futility of further resist-
onee, those Arabs who wore loft cast
their weapons fram them and sought
safety cither in frenzied flight or in
grovelling, abject surrender,

The vietory was complete, Dot of
thnt company whicl: had marchod from
Sidi-bob-Abhos o thouzand strong, Jess
tleant three hundred now remained alive,
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THE FOOL OF THE FIFTH!

(Conatinued from page 24.)

chance, helped the Ceoyfrinrs men to
win. But that did not alter the fact that
Coker had pgone riglt over cvery im-
sginable linnt, snd that whot he had
dene conld net possibly be overlooked.
Undenbtedly, there was o hectic time
in store for Coker of the Fifth,

The FRFoumder and his  party wore
home before tho footballers. When
they came in tho first person they saw
was Hevaneo Cokor, Coker Lore down
on them,

He glared at Wharton,

"How many goals did KRookwood win
L ?™? bo asked,

“None " said Harry, langlang,

“What "

“Grevivinrs won ! chuckled Bob,

Coker jumped.

“Greyfrims won!” he repeated,

M Tust that !

“With that +checky
gasmed Coker.

He secined vnable to believe Lis cars.

“1t was that.cheeky fag that kickid

fag playing!"

the winning _gooal ™ chortled Dol
“Ain't you glad? ¥la, ha, ha!™

Coker almost staggored.

“Better find pomewhore to hide,
Coker ! griuned the Bounder. ¥ Win-
gate will be back szeon. IT Lo fifids
you=—> -

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The. juniors woenf on  their  way,

leaving Coker Ilnoking quite dazed,

“1 say, you fellows-—*

“Halla, ‘Imﬂl:\, il ? We'lve won,
Dunter I

“Hove you?" said Dumier. “ YWhat
about tea? It's jully late, bnt I've been
waiting for you fellows. I've heen dis-
appointed ahovt a postel ordor—-=""

“Pn, ha, ha™

Thore was a great and glorions” oele-
bration in the Feanove passage %linf.
evening, The winning goal in the
Vnokwood maleh was the preat topic
Pui there was another fopic almost s
thrilling, and that was—what wos going
te hanwen to Coker?

Prabuly Coker -wazs waskine himself
thut oueation, too, for it wis ccPtain,
Laosonrd  The possibilify of dovbi, that
snethivg  was poing to happen o
Cokior !
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