


A MAGNIFICENT STORY OF EXCITING SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURE——

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Trouble in Study No. 1:

L1 UTSIDE 1#
O “Wha-at ¥
1 zaid outside !™

Bob Cherry, standing in
the doorway of Study No. 1, in the
Greyfriars Remove, stared, amazed.

Edgar Caffyn, the new l'JOT at Grey-
friars, standing by the study table,
fa.nil?g the door, stared back at him
coolly. )

Bob, whose study was No. 13 up the
passage, had looked into Study No. 1,
to see whether Wharton and Nugent
were there. :

They were not; but Caffyn, their new
study-mate, was. And what he szaid
when Bob stepped inte the deorway
was neither gr&teﬂﬂ nor comforting.

Baob's ruddy face reddened.

“ Did you say outside i he demanded.

“1 did " assented Caffyn.

“And what do you mean?” roared
Eob.

“Just what I say!l OQutside, before
you're putl”

Caffyn had come at the beginning of
the term, and had been har g a weel
at Greyfriars Scheool. He had been
“planted ® in Study No. 1, where he
wae not popular.

Wharton and Nugent did not like bin ;
and their special pals—Bob Cherry and
Johnny Bul?eand urree Singh—did not
like him, either. He was, in fact
rather a thorn in the side of the Famous
Five, who had been accustorned o tea-
ing together in that study.

But he had not, so far, ventured to
dispute the right of entry of any
niember of the famous

Now he made the venttre,
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He raised a rather bony hand and
pointed to the passage.

“Qutside ! he said once more.

“You worm ! said Bob. “You weedy
tick! I've come here to see Wharlon,
not you! I'm coming in to wait for
higi—sce 7" .

“You're not!” said Caffyn coolly.

“Whe's going' to stop mel” roare
Bob.

“I an

Bob Cherry burst inte an_ angry
laugh. There were very few fellows in
the Remove, if any, who could have
“stopped * Bob. Caffyn, certainly, was
not one of them.

His Euuali.tn, [%Jql-:er t.uf thﬁ ng'rh, 1:'.'3:
one of the iggest  an TAawnias
fellows at Gre:;fngara but Caffyn was a
striking contrast to his Tifth IForm

[ *2

cousin. He was weedy; he was pasty,
and he was far from plucky., lle
inight, perhaps, have handled Billy

Bunter; but there was no other fellow
in the Remove whom he could have
handled.

Yet he seemed in earnest now. He
stepped away from the table and came
nearver to Bob, pushing back his cuffs.

“ et out of that doovway ! he said

“Push me out!" =aid Bob, as much
amused as angry. “If you can do if,
you weedy specimen, I'Il walk up the
pnssnﬁgc on my head.”

Caffyn made & rush.

Bob Cherry stood like a rock, Cafiyn
grasped him, and strove to whirl him
out of the doorway. Bob's feet, firnly
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planted on the floor, did not shifé an
nch.

But he gave grasp for grasp, and his
strong arms encireled Calfyn's weedy
frame like bands of steel.

“Oooegh " gasped Caffyn, as Lhe
sturdy junior compressed. his grasp,
rather like the hug of a grizzly hear.

His face, red with exertion and rage,
was only a few inches from Bob's

Bob grinned into it.

“Get on with the pushing, old bean 1™
he said cheerily. 1 den't scem to fecl
the strain yet!”

“Qaogogh 1 gurgled Caffyn.

“Ha, ha, hal” roarcd Bob.
vou staried ¥

Caffyn’s narrow, greenish eyes glit-
tered with rage. He could neither shift
Bob from the spot where he stood, nor
release himsclf from that bearlike hug
till Bob chose to let him go.

It was really amazing that he had set
himself such a task, for he could never
have imagined that he was half a match
for the moest strenuous member of the
Greviriars Remove.

“May I come in and wait for Whar-
ton #* prinned Bob.

“No " panted Caffyn.

“Still going to stop mei?” chuckled
Boh. 1?r:ll, 1 come in, all the same,
and CREEY YOU, ¥Oou Ass ™

With a jerk he lifted Caffyn off his
feet. The new fellow’s weight was
nothing to Bob Cherry, and he carried
him, wriggling, into the study without
an effort. Caflyn wriggled and strug-
gled, and suddenly kicked.

“Wheooop 1" howled Bob, in sudden
anguizh. _

He had not been expecting that1

A savage hack, right on the shin,
hurt. It hurt fearfully! Bob Cherr
was tough; but he gave a terrific how

* Borry
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as he got the hack. He staggered back,
dmp#mg Caffyn like a hot brick.

Catfyn bumped headlong on the study
carpet.

_Bob Cherry stood on one leg, rather
like & stork, nursing the other. The
pain in his shin was too fesrful for him
to do anything elsa for a long minute.

Caffyn scramblad up and backed
hurriedly round the table. Trom the
table he grab up & heavy ruler, evi-
dently as & weapon of defence. There
was something like terror in his face
now, Whatever had been his mysterions
motive for tackling Bob Chetry, it was
probable that he repented of it at that
ulgii'm;:ut. :

&0, repentance comne too late,

Bob Cherry put down his damaged
leg, pale with pain. Hiz eyes gleanied
at the kicker,

“You tick 1" he gasped. “You snipe!
By gum, I'll make you sorry for hacking

iy shin 17
He limped round the table after
Caffyn. TUp went. the ruler, brandizhed

over the Snipe's head.

“Hands off I panted Caffyn. “You
touch me, and—"

He struck with the ruler as Baob
grasped st him. Bob caught the Llow
on his left arm with & loud orack. It
hurt, but he did not heed it. The neoxt
moment the ruler was wrenched awar
from Caffyn, and the Snipe of the
Remove was struggling and kicking and
yelling in Bol's grasp.

Bob's eyes were gleaming.,

With a big bruise forming on his
thin and a trickle of crimson running
vown into his sock, he was not disposed
to ba merciful,

Thump, thump, thump !

Caffyn yelled and howled and roared.

Thump, thump |

“1 say, you fallows!” A fat face
looked 1n at the doorway, and Billy
Bunter's eyea almost bulged through his
big spectacles at what he saw, “Oh
erikey | I say, Bob——"

Thump, thump, thump |

Caffyn shriel:&.

“Oh erumbs " gasped Bunter. “I
:;ﬂll-’amwhat are you slaughtering him
or

Thump, thump, thump!

. The last thump sent Caffyn crashing
into a corner, where he remained, gasp-
1n£ and gurgling for breath,

ob, limping, glared at him.

“There, you rotter1” he pasped.
“That'll teach you te hack a fellow’s
shin | Put up your hands, you cur, and
have some more I?

“He, he. he!” came from Bunter.
Caffyn did not look like putting up
hiz hands; and it was clear that he did
not want any more. He lay crumpled, &
gurgling wreck, in the corner,

turned away from him with a
scornful snort. He limped to the door.
The damage to his shin needed atten-
tion, though he had felt bound to give
Cafiyn attention firzt,

“Hacked your shin!” esaid Bunfer
syinpathetically, *Putrid enipe ! 1 say,
lean on my arm, old clap, and I'll help
F'};l;.;. ti,? éﬂur study,” .

| erry, it spite of hia uish,
grinned. He would have haﬂﬁgiﬁ:u
down a long way to lean on the arm of
the fat Owl of the Remove.

He limped along to Study No. 13, tl
sympathetic Owl Er{:r]ling f:;}r ?ﬁa 331,&::
In Study No. 13 he sat down'in the grn.
chair, and rolled back the trouser-leg to
Ian‘g ai thuddaénaga. alrdeadz; there was
s darkenc FLILSS, trick!

red from the brc:ﬁan 3?:?!1. il

Bob felt in his pocket for his handker-

chief to dab away the claret. But he
groped in an empty pocket. The hand-
kerchief was not there.

“Bother 1 ¥ grunted Bob. “ Where's

my hanky? I must have dropped it

tussling with that snipe—"
“Here's mine, old chap!” said Bunter,
offering it.

Bob extended a hand—and drew it
back again. The handkerchief offered
by Billy Bunter was not only in need of
a wash, but looked as if it had been in
need of one for seme weeks! It was of
tha grub, grubby, so to speak!

Bob grinned faintly.

“Thanks, old man, I'll find some-
thing ! Le saidl.

Billy Bunter rolled away to tell the
fellows in the Rag of the startling hap-
penings i the Bemove passage.  Bo
Cherry sat and doctored his bruised
ghin, suppressing his proans, and wish-
ing that Ea had thumped Ddzar Caffyn
a little harder.

erlal——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Coker, the Letter-Writer !

[{ OW many K's in exasperat-

H ing?™ asked Horace Coker.

Potter and Creene of the
TFifth smmiled,

Colier®a annt, Miss Judith Coker, had
an iden that 1t was up to Coker of the
Fifth to help his voung ecousin in the
Remove with his lessons!

In pursuance of his ill-natured
plan to oust his cousin, Horace
Coker, from rich Aunt Judy's
favour, Edgar Caflyn, the
new boy in the Greyiriars
Remove, leaves no stone
unturned to get Coker into
every sorf of troumble. Poor
old Horace is fairly in the
tolls, and it Is only the inter-
vention of Harry Wharton

& Co. which saves him

from SERIOUS TROUBLE !

Probably, had Coker’s Aunt Judy
heard that guestion, she would have
changed her ideas on that subject!

o Nunf:, old chap,” said Potter gently,

“Don’t be an azs, Pottor 1Y zald Coker
crossly. “Do vou know, Greeney? Are
there one or two—single or double®”

“I wouldn™ put any,” said Creene,
shaking his head.

“Don't be a fathead, Greene !
 Coker, sitting at a corner of the table
i his study in the Iifth, was writing
a letter.

Letter-writing was always
difficult matter for Coker.

He used much more ink than was
really necessary, distributing it over the
letter in smudges and over his fingers in
smoars. And sometimes hg had ortho-
graphicel troubles.

Not often, for Coker was satisfied with
his spelling, original as it undoubtedly
was, Coker waz an original fellow in
many ways, but there was nothing about
him more original than his spelling,
unless it was the way he played Soccer.

But “exasperating ” was rather 2 long
word, and Coler condescended to ask his
study-mates. He did not want any
ervors to c¢recp into his letter to his
Aunt Judy.

He gave an angry grunt.

“¥You fellows can't spell,” he said.
“You're worse than Prout., Prout can't
spell, though he's & Form-master! I'm

rather &

a fool to ask vou, of course. T can spell
your heads off any day!”

And Coker resumed letter-writing.

Potter and Greene looked at him and
exchanged glances. They knew that
Coker was writing to his Aunt Judy,
and they were rather warried.

Horace Coker was the darling of Aunt
Judy's heart. Nearly every week in the
term there came & hamper, or something
equally good, for Horace from Miss
Judith Coker. Aunt Juwdy's generous
tips to her dear Horace were of an
extent that made fellows open their
eres,

Buch an aunt, Potter and G reene conld
not help feeling, deserved to be treated
with tact.

. Taet, however, was not Coker's shin-
ing quality. His friends admitted that
Coker had good qualities, though it
might have required a microscope to
spot them.  But the most powerful
microscope would never have spotted
any tact in Coker.

. “Well, that's done " said Coker, lay-
ing down the pen at last. “I can catch
the post with that. I fancy that will
settle it. I hope so.  Aunt Judy will
scg from that what [ think of that
sipe.”

"1 say, old chop,” murmured Potter,
“I'd go casy with the old damae, if I
were you. You den't want a row with
your aunt.’

“A fellow’s bound {o say what he
thinks,” said Coker.

"Bhe's jolly decent to you, vou know,"
sald Lireene.
don't mneed lclling  that,”
Coker. '

Potter and Greene were ratlier per-
sonally interested in 1lis malter,

If Coker offended his auwnt, Coker
might lose quite a large fortune that was
coming to him some day. But that was
not the worry., Potter and Greene wero
not thinking of the future. They were
thinking of the present. Coker might
losa that series of suceulent hampers.
He might lose those munificent tips!
P'otter and Creene, who picked up the
crumbs from the rich man’s table, were
naturally rather concerned about the
continuance of the supply of ecrumbs!

“Look at it!” said Coker.

They locked at it. Coler's letter was
warth looking at. Probably no other
letter quite like that ever went out from
Greyfriars School. Apart from smears,
smudges, and blots, the letter ran:

said

“Deer Aunt Jody,—Yores rececved.
It's no good asking me to have anny-
thing to do with that beestlr litdle snipe
Caffyn, becawse I jnst can't. He is
simply an eksasperating little tode. Ho
started calling me Horace hefoar the
fellows, simply for cheak. I'm bownd
to say that it was rather inkonsiderate
to send him to my school. T don’t want
him heer. As for your sollveitor, Mr.
Barle, who brorvt him to Greviriars, he's
a wurm. -, It's not troo that T nocled
him down at the railway station. I
shonld have nocked Limi down if he had
been a yung man. But I simply pushed
him over becawse he would nat got owt
of the waye. Ho was cheakr. DMy
advies to you is to sack him. I dare say
he may like that little beest Caffvn, as
he's his gardian. T phancey thes ro burds
of a fether. Theyv're loath wurms.

“It's no good riting 1o me ahbouk
Caffyn. I woodent tuich him with a
barge poal. :

"Your affectionate ncphew,

" HoRaCe."

Potter and Greene gazed at that letter,
They goazed at Coker. Coker seemed
satished with his handiworl.

Twe Magser Lenany.—No. 1,405,



4

“You--you're posting thot?” ejacu- ask for.

Iated Potter.

“I'm not walking to Coker Lodge to
deliver i1t by hand{" answered Horace
sarcastically. ;

“It will make your aunt waxy,” said
Greene,

”{rd{rﬂ’# sn:adw : by i4

“You—vyou don't ses whyl" gasp
Potter and Grecne together.

“No. Why should it?” Coker glanced
at the letter again. “T’ve put it plain.
Aunt Judy’s been jolly to me, and
she's eptitled to -l!m*re. it put frankly.
I want to make her eléarly understand
that I can't stick that snipe at any
price, and I fancy she'll let the miatter
drop.” _

“Well, I'm dashed if I'd write like
that to a rich relation!” said Potter.

Coker stared at him. ;

“What’s that got to do with it, you
assi” he asked. Evidently Coker did
not consider that. Aunt Judy's wealth
had any bearing on this question.

“That kid Cafiyvn seems a bit of a
cough-drop!” remarked 'Greene. L 1
hear thet they loathe him in his Form,
but=— '

“An absolutely rank rotter in cvery
way,” said Coker, “*I bar him."

“Well, your aunt doesn’t, and I'd be
a bit tactful, if I were you =~ I—Id
chuck that letter in the fire, old bean,”
urged Potter. * Your Aunt Judy 15 &
bit of a sketch, but she's awfully good
to you—I"

“Zhe's what "

“J—I mean——-"~

“If you want me to bang your head
on the study table, George Potter, you've
only got to say that again!” roared
Cooker.

“1—T didn’t mean—"

““Oh, shut‘-MEd

Coker grab an envelope and pub
the letter in it and stuck down the flap.
Then he addressed the envelope to Miss
Judith Coker, Having blotted it—and
smudged it in the process—he shoved
it into his pocket end turned tothe door.

“You're really going to post that?”
excléimed Potter, _

“What de vot think I wrote it for?”

““Thetr ¥ou're an asg!”

* And a fathead 1" said Gieene.

Thay were getting sngry.

'The hamiper Coker had.brought back
after the Christmas holidays was
finished. Another was almest due. . If
it had not been dispatched  before Miss
Judith received that remarkable letter,
Fotter and Greene doubted whether it
wauld be dispatched at all.

Coker's study, hitherto a land fow-
ing with. milk and honey, was likely to
resemble the state of Egypt in the lean
years! Coker did not seem to give that
& thought. Potter and Greene gdve it
quite & lot of thought.

“Oh !* said Coker, glaring at his pals.
“I'm an ass and a fathead, am I7 And
my aunt’s a8 sketch! Well, I may be
an ass and I may be a fathead, but I
can knock your cheeky heads together,
and chanea it |¥

Coker made a sudden grab.

Before Potter. and Greene realised
what he was up to, he had grabbed
them and banged their heads together.

Crack1

“Oh 1” Fallad FPotter.

" Ow * howled Greene.

w

“Whoooaop [
“ ¥oooop "
S There1”’ -snapped Coker. “Now

perhaps——"*

Coker was interrupted.

Pa .and Greene, mo doubt,., had
asked for itl But it is quite common
for fellows to dislike getting what they
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Potter and Greene got quite
excited.
The

jumpéd at Coker together.
They

umped as if moved by the same

spring. - It was a case of two souls with

but a single thought: two hearts that
beat as one |

They grabbed Coker and up-ended
him ! ey bapged hiz head on the
Boor. They banged it agein and yet

again, to an docompaniment of fearful
gnd ferocious roars from Coker. .

Then they walked down the Fifth
Form fpassaga rather quickly. Coker
was left strewn on the floor.

Diecretion, proverbially, is the better
Emrt of valour. Potter and Greene pre-
arred to be somewhere else when Coker
got on his feet again. _

Coker sat up, rubbing his damaged
head.  Inside it, perhaps, there was
nothing much to damage; but outside,
it felt very damaged indeed.

“ By Fuml" goasped Coker., “I—T—
I'll—"" He struggled up, still rubbing
his head. He glared down the passage.

Potter and g’l‘ﬂﬂnl} were gone.  For-
tunately, Coker romembered that he had
te catch the collection in the schoo] ‘box
with that letter to Auvnt Judy. Potter
and Greens wonld keop, the postman, of
course, wouldn't! Ho Coker went down
to post his letter.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Tip for Caffyn 1

A.E.,Rg WHARTON set- his lipa
ard.
Seldom had the ecaptain of
the Remove been zo angry.
“The cheeky cadl” -ho said. " Tha
unsfeak;hla chéeky worm! T'11 jolly
well talk fo him about this]”

** S8ame here [ said Frank Nugent.

“The ragfulness is the proper
csqrpni i suggested Hurree Jamset Ram

mgh. ; _

B’I‘lf jolly good ragging 1" said Johnny

0

“Don’t touch the toiad!"” said Bob
Cherry. *“'I've jolly well thumped hig !
I think Ivo iven him about as much as
he wangs! " Ow ¥

The Famous Five wers nll in Study
No. 13. Bob was rubbing. hig bruise
with embrocation, It was a dark and
unpleasatit bruise, and very painful.
His comrades watched the process with
grim fsces.

“The worm,” said Harry, “to order
a friend of ours out of our study! I'm
glad you punched him, Bob, Bure ho's
had enough #*

Bob grinned.

*I'm sure he thinks so !" he answered.

“Blessed if I upderstand the chap,”
gaid Wharton. *“He’s ahout as rotten

a funk as ever funked—yellow &ll
through! I c¢an’t understand his tack-
ling vou like that!™ '

““Blessad if 1 can, either !” admitted
Bob., *“Ho couldn't have expected to
lick me, I suppose! He could hardly
lick Bunter.”

“Well, he’s got to understand that he
can't carry on like this in our study,”
gald Frank. “Let's go and sce him,
Harry.”

“Come onl|” answered Wharton,

Wharton and Nugent went to Study
No, 1. They looked in, but Caffyn was
not thare,

E”fi llmplﬂ%r a little, went
down to the Rag with Johnny Bull and
Hurrea SBingh. Buat Wharton and
Nugent looked for Caffyn.

‘Iﬁ more they thought about the
episnde, the more it puzzled them.

ey were hardl§ surprised that Caffyn,
once in Beob's hefty
But they were sstonished that he had
ever ventured into that hefty grasp.

grasp, had kicked. ‘dance ' about an inimg. and- he
11

Bob. champion fighting-man as he

was, was the most peaceable fellow in
the Remove, and certainly ‘had mnever
wanted a row with Cafiyn. The
Snipe had deliberately provoked it.
thuugﬂa he must have known that he had
no- chance whatever of g;gttmgj away
with it. It was very puzzing.
. But whatover the Snipe's reason was,
it had to be made clear to him that he
could not carry on in that style im
Study No. 1, Wharton and Nugent were
prepared to make that clear to him, by
the most drastic measures.

““8een Caffyn?” ‘called, out Wharten,
as he sighted Vernon-Smith in the
passage,

The Bounder grinned.

**No, ask Skinner!” he apswered.

It was likel enuuqh that the Bmipe
had gone to Skinner's study. Skinner
and ﬂn-n]iwwerﬂ the DII].J.I' fricnds he had
made in the Remove. They were rather
birds of a feather.

8o Wharton and Nugent went along
to Study No. 11 and locked in. Skinner
and Snoop and Btott were there,
smoking cigarettes after tea. But the
dnipe was not present, .

“Want anythin’i” drawled Skinner,
blowing out a hittle cloud of smolie, Just
to make it clear thet he did not care a
straw what the captain of the Form
thought of his manners and customs,

“I'm looking for Caffyn! Has he
been here?”

“Haven't seen him."

Caffyn_seemed to have disappeared.
In the Removo passage the chums of
Study MNo. 1 came on several fellows
going down to thiy Rapg after tea—Squiff
and Hazeldene and Lord Maulaverer
and Fisher T. Fish and Russéll and
Ogilvy. But none of them had seen
Caffyn.

“Let's go down,” sswd Frank, and
they went down to the Rag:

Most of the Remove had gathered in
the Kag after tea. .Lock-up was early
in the winter evenings. But Caffyn was
not ihere,

“Where the can tha fellow
have got to?" growled Wharton, as they
laft the Rag again. “Ii's lock-up now;
I supposa he caun't be out of the
Housze ¥

“Here, you kids——" Coker of the
Fifth bore down on the chums of the

thum rﬁl

Remove. " Have you scen Potter and
(ireenes "

“No. Have you sccn that cousin of
¥ﬂurs?” gsked Harry. “We're looking
or Caffyn.”

“Blow Gaffyn!* grunted Coker.
“Don't talk to me about that snipe! I
haven't seen him, and don't want to.
Look here, I'm looking for Potter and
Gresng——"

“ Blow Potter and Greene 1" answered
Harry. “Come on, Frank!” ;

Coker, to judge from hiz expression,
Was lun’lupg for hiz chums not with
chummy intentions. But the junicrs
were not interested In the troubles of
Coker's study. They wanted to fnd
Dnﬁ n ¢ sight, I

“ Keeping out of sight, 1 supposal”
said E@an%c, at last, when various
quarters had been rooted into 1n vain,

“Well, he can’t keep out of sight for
ever; he will have to turn up for
prep!” said Harry. ' Better give him
& miss, 1 suppose, and wait 1"

Wherever Caffyn was, he was not to
be found. 2o the two juniors went back
to the Rag and joined their friends
there.

Bob Cherry was still feeling the effects
of that cruel hack on his shin, but he
was not a fellow to do a “szong and
ooked
much his usual self. t he could not
kelp limping when he walked, Worst of



all, there would be no football for him
for two or threo days at least,

The Famous Five were gathered
round the fire, discussing football in
eneral, and the return mateh with
ookwood in particular, when they
were interrupted by a squeak from
Billy Bunter.

“T say, yon fellows, the

EI@P‘?I" )

afivn came into the Rag.

. Apparently he was not, niter all, keep-
ing out of sight till prep, He lounge
into the Rag, many of the juniors
giving him expressive looks, Coker of
the Fifth generally alluded to his cousin
st 8 “snipe,” and the name had stuck
to him in the Remove. It was not a

here's

flattering nickq?ma, but Caffyn did nof
it.
Wharton Cgla.m:&d
towards Ca

Il

geem to mind
Harr

gleppe

round and

fiyvn. They faced

Wiih a jerk, Bob Cherry lifted Caflyn

EVERY SATURDAY

?ueluh in the Form-room was aevie
ently false. The juniors had already
discovered that untruthfulness came as
easily to this peculiar new follow a¥
breathing, But why ho was lying now
was hard to guess.

“Wall, nover mind that!” said the
captain of the Remove contemptuously.
“You've turned up, anyhow. I want
vou to understand that you're to be eivil
to my friends who coma to my study.”

“It's my study, tool” remarked

“"That's our rotten luck 1* said Harry.
“Jf vou act again as you acted an hour
age in Study Neo. 1, you'll get a lesson
-:-n'iﬂ'm subject that you won't forget in
a hurry.™

“I shall do exactly as 1 like!™
answered Caffyn,

Wharton set his lips.

“Then you ean have {he lesson now "

d Caffvn,

2

Caffyn's yells awoke all the echoes of

the Rai

Whaek, whack, whack!?

“Owl  Oocooohl Wow!" selled
Caliyn.

Whearton threw down the ruler and
released the Snipe. Caffvn {wisted
round and sto panting. For a
moment he looked like agxirillp:inn' at the
captain of the Remove. But he changed
his mind very quickly and turned awsy
and left the Rag, wriggling.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tit for Tai!
H ODRACE COKER grunted,

Hs was annoyed.
He had found Potter and
Greene in the games study, and
told therm what he thought of them., He

off his feet and carried him into the study, Caftyn wriggled and struggled, and then

suddenly kicked. °‘ Whoop ' howled Bob, in anguish. “ You tick! I1'll make you sorry for that ! "’

ona another, Wharton with knitted
brows, Caffyn cool and speering as
usual,

“I've been looking for you, Caffyn!”
sald ‘the captain of the Remove. “I1
wanted to seo yon——=*"

“Did youi” yawned Caffyn. ¥ The
want was enfirely on your side, then!
I didn't want to see you, and don't
want to now,*

“You've been keeping out of sight!"

“Not at all! I had some lines to do
for Quelch.”

“¥You weren't in the styudyee——*’

#No, I did my lines in the Form-
room, &3 one of your friemds barged
inte the stuﬂl}z”

Wharton's lip curled.

In their search for Cafivn, Wharton
and Nu looked into the
Hemove Form-room on the chance that
he might bhave been there. He had
re. Se his statement

been doing linea for

not been
that he had

he said, and he strode at the new
Removite and grasped him by the
collar:

“Let my collar 1” said Caffyn be-
tween his teeth, “I'll hack your shins
if you don't let go, you rotter!”

“You won't ! said Wharton grimly.
“You've done enough in that line
already, and i'uu're going to learn that
it's not good enough for Greyfriars,
You're going to have six on your bags
a3 a tip.~

With & twist of his arm, he bent
Caffyn_over the edge of the long table
in the Rag.

“Hand me that ruler, Bunter.,”

“He, he, he !

Bil Bi:r_ukerdhar;ged ﬁmrit};iﬂ nﬁlam he

yn Kicked and struggled. But &
left hand of the captain cﬁ' the Remove
held him pinned down, leaning over the
t&llﬂe. he right hand wielded the
ruler.

Whack, whack, whaek!

hadtald them at great length and with
considerable emphasis.  After which he
came along to his own study in the
Fifth Form passage, where he had lines
to_do before prep.

He turned the switch as he entered,
but the light did not come on.

e grunted angrﬂ}'.

The lignt had been &ll right when he
left the study an hour ago to post that
latter to Aunt Judy. ow, evidently,
it was not all right! The electric buib
n{p&.renﬂ had gone. Electric bulbs,
like watches, were made to go, and it
could not be helped-

ere was & u;i:era lamp in & drawer
of the bookeasa, kept for just such con-
tingencies. Coker knew whers to find
it, and he into the study in the
dark. The fire was burning, mg he was
going to poke it to raise light enough
to see his way about the room.

But he did not reach the fire grate,

Tae Micwer Liarasy.—No. 1,408,



6

As he A across the dark study
hs feet :EEE]:: in. spomething, and he
went headlémg.

Crash ! " :

Coker was taken quite I:Iy zu‘:lsnm.

He ecrashed on his hande and knees,
and his nose tapped on the study carpet
rather hard.

For & moment or two he lay quite
i e it ]

'hén he sat up, gasping,

Ha knew what his feet had caught
in! There was a cord stretched acrdss
the study in the dark, evidently placed
thera by some fatheaded practical joker
for that véry purpose |

Cokey breathed fury.

His nose felt hurt. He was shaken
and jerred. ' But his damages were o
mere nothinz compared with his wrath.

He realised now that the electrio lamp
had not “pone ™ of its own accord, The
whole thing was s " plant.”

Some cheeky fag had visited the
study during hiz absence. he lamp
had i—aen taken out of the socket so that
he eould not turn on a light. In the
dark he had walked into the stretched
cord placed sl ready for him.

Coker staggered up, beiling.

Coker of the Fifth had a short way
with fags, He rather prided himself on
it, Fags, of course, Jooked at it from
quite a8 different point of view, and it
was not uncommon for Coker to be
ragged as a reward for his efforts st
bringing up fags in the way they should

ol But a “rag” like this was rather
the limit.

“I—-I-Tll gasped
Coker. .

He groped for the poker and stirred
the fire, A Bame shot up, illumiping
the study. Even in that uncertain light

smash  him |2

‘Even

THE MAGNET
Cloker could see that thi wera not as
they should have been, The room was

in strange disorder. Glimmering Irag-
imcnts on the foor showed what had
become of the electrie lamp.

Breathing hard snd decp, Coker
sorted the spare lamp out of the book-
caso and jammed it into the socket and
turned on the light.

He stared round the study.

Studics had heen ragged before this
at Greyiriars. It was not exactly & new
thing. But seldoin or never had there
been such & rig as Coker now beheld.
: the ragging of Loder’s study at
the time when that prefect was having
bad trovble with tho Remove had not

‘been qguite so bad as this,

The room was fairly wrecked and
havocked.

The table was turned over and the
chairs piled on it, and books and papers
had been added to the pile, and on top
of the lot shovelfuls of ashes from the

rate and soot from the chimmey had

n thrown.

Books and papers, many of them torn,
were scattered right and left. Tha clock
lay in the fender with its face knocked
in

Ink streamed over nearly everything.
Coker grzed.
His Dbreath was taken away! Hoe

could searcely believe the evidence of a4

his oyes.

Who hed done this?

Cheeky fags, of course! But who?
Coker wanted to know! He wanied to
find the ragger and slaughter him.

He stered at the looking-glass over
the mantelpicce. It was starred n the
centra from a hard knock. On it was en
inscription traced in ink ‘in lar
clumsy capitals, apparently written by

“ After you with your
Boys’ F riend Library!™

¢SKULL OF THE SKIES "’

by Captain Robert Hawke

Morgan Skull, the most ruth-

less pirate in history, takes to
the skies and defies the world
—until Manton of the Yard

gets on his trail. Don’t miss
this amazing yarn,
A Stupendous Story
of Modern Piracy!

Now on Sale
al all
Newsagents
and
Bookstalls

s rag dipped in ink, & duster, or a
folded handkerchief :

“COEKER|
SILLY ASS!
RJATE lﬂ

“I'll give him silly ass!” breathed
Coker, purple with fury. “I'll give him
rats ! P’H—I‘H-—-”

Coker clenched leg-of mutton fiste.

He wanted to know who had been in
his study! Onee he found him he was
g‘ﬂm%tu call on him, smash him up, and
smesh up his study | But who?

An inky rag lying in the fender drew
his mttention. It was evidently the ra
with which the letters had been tra
on the looking-glass, It looked like &
twisted handkerchief.

That was what it was, Coker
pounced on it and picked it up! It was
a handkerchief twisted close and thick
with'ink, still wet,

Coker examined it with an enraged
and attentive eye. The ragger had used
his handkerchief as & sort of brush, and
either from carelessness or because he
did not want to put such an inky rag
back in his pocket had left it there.
Perhaps he had intended to throw it
into the fire and it had dropped into
the fender unnoticed.

Anyhow, there it was, and Coker's
eyes gleamed over it Fellows generally
some identification- mark on their
hankics.

This was luck! ' It gave Coker the
clue he wanted, In the corner of the
handkerchief, less inky in that spot
than in othor places, was a clue to the

owner that was unmistakable, the
mitials “R. C.”

“Cherry I pgasped Coker. “Bob
Cherry t”

Thera could hardly be any mistake
about 1t!

Whether R. Cherry had been there on
his own or with his comrades Coker did
not know, but that he had been there
was not to be doubted when his hand-
kerchief had been used for tracing the
inscription on the looking-glass and
dropped in the fender,

Coker had hed little doubt that it was
his old foes in the Remove who had
done this! Now he had proof.

It was Robert Cherry! There was no
cther fellow in the ove with the
initials “R. C.”; that settled it. In-
deed, there was not, so far as Coker
knew, any other fellow in the school at
all with those initials. Carr and
Chowne of the Shell had the surname
initiels, but not the first one. “R. C.”
stood for Robert Cherry—and for
nobody elsa |

Coker tpssed the ﬂrmn]pled, inky
handkerchief away. Then he sorted =
fives bat out from among the wreckage
in the study.

With that wseful weapon in hand,
Coker went down the paesage and
crossed. the landing to the Remove
qQuarters.

Had he met any of the Removites
there no doubt that fives bat would have
been given soma exercise. But 1t was
not vet near time for prep, and nobody
wasg about in the Remove studies. -

Coker strode up the passage, with
gleaming eyes under his knitted browa.
Like the celebrated Alpine climber, his
brow was set; his eye bencath flashed
like a falchion from its sheath. Coker
was on the trail of vengeance.

If R. Cherry was in his study, R.
Cherry was booked for the time of his
lifat If he was not, Coker was goi
to deal with the study first, and loo
for R. Cherry afterwards.

He reached Study No. 13 in the
Remove. He hurled open the door and



sfamped in, The study was dark. He

turned on the light. i

R. Cherry was not present—which was
fortunate for R. Cherry |

A bottle of einbroeation stood on the
table, left there by Bob. Coler picked
it up. Lle hurled it at the study looking-
glass.

Crash !

The bottle dropped in fragments. So
did the glass. Coker grinned. This was
& beginming !

That study belonged fto {hree othee
fellows as well as Bob—Hurreo Bingh,
Mark Linley, and little Wun Lung.
Cokor did not bother about that.

The vagger in Coker's study had not
bBothered about the foet that it wos
ghared by DPotter and Grecne. What
was sanca for the goose was souco for
the gander | Coker got going, and was
qlliogiy going strong.

He tipped over the table. Dooks and
papers and inkstand streamcd to the
foor. A sweop of Coker's anm addad all
the adornments of the mantelpiece to the
seattered pile. Then he tipped over the
bookease., He found some more ink and
a bottle of gum. He cracked the bottles
over the study, Warming to the work,
he dragged up the study carpet by the
vorner. Various artieles of furniture
went crashing right and left.

An unlme:ﬁ:dﬁ footstep enme up the
passage, and = startled face ~:stm-:ewl .
It was that of Fisher T, Fish of the
Remove. Fishy's eyes almost started
from his head at the sight of Coker
wreeking Study No. 13

“%av, big boy, what's fhe game?”
EH{E‘I,P,:,G& Fishy.

" Cloker starad round at him. 1le had
& cake in his hand, which he had taken
from the study cupboard, to add fo the
ile of wreckage o fragments. Seeing
1la?ish:,-. ho hurled it at Fishy instead.

Fishy assuredly had had no hand in
ragging Coker's room; Lut he was a
Removite, and just then the mere sight
of a Removite was, to Coker, like the
gight of a red rag to & bull. _

“Aw! Wake snakes |” howled Fisher
T. Fish, as ho got the cake on his bony
nose, “Aw, you pesky piecan! I'll
iay—— Whooap I¥ ;

Fishy bolted as Coker made & stride
at him,

He raced down the passape to the
stairs, and went down the stairs three
at & time, to carry the nows that Coker
of the Fifth had gone mad, and was
smashing np Remove studies.

Unhr:e%!mg’, Coker got on with the

work. Coker was there to do as
much_damsage as possible, and he con-
trived to do quite a lot. lHe was still
going strong when therc was a sound of
many footstepa.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Capturing Coker |
ISHER T. FISH burst into the
F En%hmnthlaﬂ H— el
“Say, you guys ! he velled.
. He gasped with alarm and
excitement.
“Halla, halla, hallal What's the

row ! ingquired Bob Cherry.

“ Coker—-"" gaa[ial&d Fishy.
“0h, Coker! What's Coker’'s latest ¥
asked Harrlg Wharton.
F'"]E guess he's loco 1 gasped Fisher T.
11T,
“What 1"
“Which "

“Mad 1” howled Fishy. “Mad as &
hatterl I'll say he's smashing up »
siudy in Romove—smashing it to
bitg—"

“What 1" came 8 vell from a seore of
follows, '

EVERY SATURDAY

* And he sure handed me a cake as I
looked in, and nearly knocked my nose
through the back of my cabezal”
gasped Tizsher T. Fish. *“1 guess he's
gone loco 1™

“Bmashing up a Remove study I ex-
claimed Wharton, in amazement.

“Whosze 1" exclaitmed Bob Cherry.

“Yours 1"

“Mine? howled Doln

“Yep! T gpuess so! And T'll tell n
man, it looks as if a cyclone had struck
i_[-: l_aml struck it bad t” said Fisher 1.
Fishe.

Bob Cheery simply blinked, The
news that Colter of the Fifth was wreck-
ing lns shudy was just amazing. Smce
knecking off Cloker's hat at the station
on the lirst day of torm, Bob had net,
so far as he could recall, had any
tronble with the great lHorace. "That
could hardly be the cause of Color's
present remarkable proccedings.

“But—Dbut why " execlaimeod WMark

Linley.
“Loco 1" snid Fishy. “I'll say the

guy's loco !
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“Come on, you fellows!™ exelaimed
Harry Whavton,

He led a rush from the Rag.

Twenty Removites, at least, seampered

after hiny up the stairs. Aad or nof, a

Fifth Torm man who was raggin
Remove studies had to be dealt
with, and dealt with promptly and
cfficaciously.

In a whooping crowd, the Hemaorvites
came up the passage with a rush. Their
oars told thein that something was goang
on in Study No. 13 as they approached
that study. There was a sound of
erashing and smashing.

Crash! Bmash! Bang! Thud!

“He's going it 1" gasped Nugont.

“Come on 1" )

Bob Cherry, Iijngir}g on his damaged
leg, was left behind in the rush. ITarry
Wharton was the first to reach tho
study. ‘

He stared in. )

The voom was in a ferrific state.
Coker was there, busy ! ITe had a chair
in his hands, and was knocking its legs

off against the table. /The captain of
the Remove stared at him, dumb-
founded.

* Coker 1" he gasped.

¥ C.coker | stuttered Johmny Bull,
Coker gave them a glare. ;

“Get out!” he resarcd. "I'm nof

finished yet ™

“ Arp vou mad 17 gasped Wharion.

“Don't be chesky!| Cot outl I tell
.m!]f I'm not finished—not finished by
indf :

“Fou jJollv well wre!” gasped
Wharton, “Back up, you men!”

e rushed into the study snd hurled
himself at Coker. Ifurrce Bingh, Frank
MNugent, and Johnny Bull were st his
heels, The four of them graa ed Coker.

Coker was not easy to handle.

His wrath was still at hnilingﬂpuint.
ITe hit out right and left. The Bounder
rushed in with Tom Redwing;: Boquiff
and Tom DBrovwn and Lord Maulevercr
followed., All of them got hold of
Coker.

Hefty as he was, and exaspereted and
warlike o3 he was, Horaee Coker had
no chance after that. He was dregged
down, with the txcited juniors swarming
over hin.

He struggled still, bellowing.

“Leggo! Gerroffl I'll smash sou!
Yaroooh! I'll spiflicate you! Wow!
1'l} pulvarisoe tha ]f]nt of you 1*

“Heold him 1"

“8it on Jum "

“ Bquash him I?

Bob Cherry arpived in the study. He
stared round the dismantled room.

"Great pip " he gasped. " Has that
matd idiot dono this? What M

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Mark

Linlev. ®Coker, are you out of your
senses, or what? What have you dome
ihis fori"

Coker dgﬂrgla&.
i HI};&:& o 4 lot mora yetl T haven't
inished! Leggo, you young scoun-
drels{ I'll smash the lot of you!*

“Hald him t* gasped Wharton, as the
hefty Horace heaved and rocked.

“Bit on his head 1"

“Ha, ha, hs ¥

“What have won done this for,
Coler ¥ roared Bob Cherry, crimson
with wrath. “If you're not mad, what
cdo you mean?”

“You young villain ! gasped Coker.
“Tet me got at vou! I've brought a
fives bat here for you! I'll jolly well

thrash you! You wait till I get my
hands on you! Gerrooogh! Gerroff!
Leggo 1™

“What on earth have you done to the

potty fathead, Bob?" asked Nugent.

“Nothing that I know of,” answered
Bol> blankly., “I've thumped his
cousin, Caffyn, but that can't ba the
reason.” _

I:La-t Colker cares about Cafiyn! But
W J!'_""H

“What have you done it for, Coker 1"
velledd Bob.

“You jolly well know, jou young
raseal 1" splutterad Coker. “And I
haven't finished yetl T'I jolly well
wreck the room!  I'll—"

*8it on him 1"

“Pin him " : :

Coker heaved under the juniors like
the mighty ocean in & storm, 8ix or
soven fellows were holding him, or sit-
ting on him, but they did not find it
easy to keep him quiet,

Vernon-Bmith took hold of his ears
with a firm grip. They were extcnsive,
and gave a good hold. Gripping thoss
large ears, the Bounder proceeded to
tap Colker's head on the floor.

Rap, rap, rap, rapi

(f%lzer bei!nﬂ L s c

“Whooop ! Leggo! Stoppit ooop !’

~ Ha, ha, hal”

# Give him a foew moral”

“1 may, you fellows!” sgueaked s fat
voice from the passage, I say, here
comes Queleh I

# Oh, m&hat g
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There was a rustle, and a rapid foot-
gtop in tho passage. ‘The juniors
clustered outside Study No. 13 parted
to give room to Mr. Quelch, the master
of the Remove. And, with amazement
and wrath in his speaking countenance,
Henry Samuel Queleh stared inta the
study.

i, E—

THE S1XTH GCHAPTER.
Coker AH Over!

- +
R. QUELCH scemed bereft of
M .
: He gazed st the stariling

scene in Study No. 13—just
gazed! Silence fell on. the excited
crowd there. The juniors recleased
Horace Coker, who staggered to his feet
—hreathless, panting, gurgling, untidy,
and dinhcvcilecl from head to foot, ,

“ What—what—what docs this mean?”
Mr. Quelch found his voice at last.
“What—what does it mean?”

The juniors stood silent. It was for
Coker of the Fifth to explain what it
meant, ag it was his handiwork.

“Coker—I think you arve Coker of the
Fifth Form—-~:" : .

“Groogh! Ves, sir! Urrggh

“I hardly recognise you In your pre-
sent disgracefully untidy state!” said
Mr. Quelch crushingly. “ What are you
deing here in a Remove study, Colker?

“Smashing it up ¥ said Coker,

“ Wha-a-t ?"

“1 hadn't finished when these -:‘.hcr:]{fy
little brutes barged in. But that's
what I was doing!” seid Coker,

The juniors caught their brealh.
Such an answer to a Form-master was
go astonishing, that they really began to
wonder whether Horace Coker was In
his right mind, or whether he was, as
Fishy declared, “loco.” Mr., Quelch
seemed smitten with the same doubt, %

“ Coker, you—you say that—that—
stuttered the Remove master.

“Tit far tat, sic!” said  Coler.
“Think I'm going to have my study
wrecked, and take it lying down? No
fear 1*

“0Oh!™ Mr. Quclch began to under-
stand, and so did the Remove fellows at
lagt. “Has anything happened in your
study, Coker " :

“Y don’t want a master te take it up,
gir ! said Coker. “1I can deal with the
young rascals myself—"

“That is not for you to decide, Coker.
Unless you are able to give me 8 very
good explanation of your extraordinar
conduet, I shall take you to your head-
master, and request 1hr. Tocke to
administer & flogging.”

Coker stared.

“] hardly think the Ilead would fAog
g8 Fifth Form man!” he answered.
“The Fifth are never whopped, sir.”

Mr, Quelch breathed hard.

“Have yon anything to say, Coker,
before I take you to Dr, Locke?” he
demanded. “Jf you have any cxeuse to
ma I

“I don’t know about cxeuses,” said
Horace, “But I'm willing to explain.
I'd no wish whatever to bring a master
into the matter. These young duffers
have brought you into it by kicking up
this shindy. - Well, I've wrecked this
study because T was poing fo give a
lesson to the cheeky young villasin who's
wrecked mine. That's all, sir,”

“¥ou should never have thought of
taking the law into your own hands in
this mannor, Coker. BStupid as you are,
you should be aware of that,” Mr.
Quelch glanced round. Thres of the
fellows belonging to that study were
present, “Cherry, Linloy, Hurrco
Singh! If you have been guilty of any
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fmlia;!; pranks in a Fifth Form study,
*No, sirl” said the three tu%:thcr.
“0h, draw it mild!" said Usker in
disgust, “1 never wanted to bring o
beak into 15, as you jolly well know.
You've done that yourselves, kicking up

this row, Now you'd betier tell the
trath 1"

“The truthfulness 13 terrifie, my
esteemed Coker 1" said the Nabol of
BLhanipur,

“I haven't beoon to your study,
Coker !" =aid Mark Linley,

o ﬁnr 11 zaid Bol.

“Well, of all the rolten young

rascals ! exclaimed Coker. ™1
know about the others, but T know you
were there, Cherry !

Bob blinked at him.

“Has somebody ragged your study 7
he said, “If so, I don’t know anything
about it. I haven't been in the Fifth
Form passage at all.”

Snort from Coker,

The disdainful unbelief in his face waa
s0. strong and so expressive that it
caused maﬂ% of the fellows to lock
curiously at Bob. Mr, Quelch gave that
junior a very sharp and seavching
glance. Bob's face erimsoned.

“Cherry,” said Mr. Queleh, “if you
have been in Coker's study—-"

“I've said I haven't, sir!” snapped
Bob, with rather less respect 1n his
manner than was due to his beak,

“And I say you'ro lying!™ roaved
Coker.

“You silly fathead [

“¥You lying young rascal |”

" Bilence I exclaimed Mr. Queleh, in
a formidable voice. " How dare you—
tn my presence—use sach exprosstons!
Coker, what reason have you for suppo=
ing that Cherry has heen to ¥ our
study 1

“It's not a matter of supposing, =zir!
I know 1t!™

“Do you mean to say you saw lim
there 1

HOf conrse not! I'd have =mfshind
him if I'd seen him at it!" snovted
Coker. “But I found ont ihat he had
done it! I tell wou, sir, my study’s
wreckﬁdﬁ and that young rotter did it,
=0

“I did not!” roared Dob.

“Oh, shut uvp! I wonder vou ain’t
ashamed to stand there and tell yonr
Form-master such lies I said Coker con-
temptuously, I never asked you fo
bring him into this, did I? You've
brought him into 1t yourself. Now tell
the truth, like &8 decent kid 17

“I've told the truth, you howling
ass 1™ hissed Bob. “I tell you-—-"

“Bilence, Cherry! Oneo for all,
Coker, tell me what reason you have for
believing that Cherry was guilty of the
outrage 1n your studif’

“Ile left his hanky there!” hooted
Coker.

“His what " .

“1 mean handkerchief, siy!”

“If you mecan handkerchief, Coker,
say handhkerchief ! snapped the Remove
master. Do you mean {o say that you
found it in your study?” -

“71 jolly well did1” gaid Coker. “It
had been dipped-in ink to smear wp a
lot ‘of cheek on my locking-pglass. 1
suppose he meant to chuck it info the
fira afterwards, but it fell in the fendor,
and I found- it thers! Tt's got hie
initials on it—and I'd like to know
who's got initials R. C. except that
young rotter |

“Whera handkerchief,
Cherry : :

“In my pocket, sir |” said Dob. “But
—but *—he stammered a little—"1 had
to get another, because I—TI lost one this
afternoon,™

18  your

o't

“Oh, my hat!” muormured the
Dounder. He winked ot Redwing,
Bmithy, at least, had no doubt where
Lioh hacd “lo=t ** his hendknrchief.

All eyes were on Bob's flushed face.
His admission that he had lest a hand-
Jerchief, when Coker had fonnd one in
liis stdy, was rather startling.

~ Mr. Queleh gave him a very penetrat-
meg look.

“You loat a handkerchicl to-lay,
Cherey 37

" Yes, e

“Whore ¥

“I don’t know, =tr, et T ik in this

vassage. I think it must have dropped
rom. my pocket while 1 was—was—
Wig——"

“While you were what®"

“I=T was serapping with a fellow,
rin," stammerved Bob., “1 mis=r«d the
hanky aftorwards when T wanted "

" Did yon not look for it#"

* No, sir! I forgot about it.”
~ “Wou shonld not have forgotten alou
it, Cherry [

Bob was silent. He did not want to
tell the story of the hocking of his
shin by Edward Caffvn. That hack,
amdl the offeet of it, bad quile driven 1o
trifling matter of a lost handkerehief
from his mind.

Coker gave n grunt,

“You may as well tell Alr. Quelch
ithat you lost it in my study, Cherry 1™
!;c.- Esnnppﬂr:]. “1lle lenows 1t as well as I
la 1

“T1 duln’t lose it there, you fathead!
I haven't lieen anywhere near your
study ! roared Daob,

“Do not raize your voice in my pres
sence, Cherry

“Oh! Neo, sir! Sorry!”

“1 accept your word absolutely,
Cherry I" said Mr. Quelch, rather to the
surprise of the Removites. “If you
wera speaking untrathfully, obvioosly
vou would not have mentioned the lost
handkerchicf at all.”

“Oh! Thank you, sir!” pasped Dol

“1 found it in-my stody!" lhooled
Coker,

"I never left it there, you ass!”

“You did, . you young retter! It was
used to daub ink on my looking-glass,
and it's there now, inky all ever——"

“Coker! Hasz it not oeourred ta ton
that seme other boy may have picked
up the handkerchief that Cherry lest
and used it for the purpese jyou
deseribe 77 snapped Mr. Quclclh.

“Oh 1" ejoculated Coker.

Lvidently that obvious consideration
had not cccurred to Colker's mighiy
brain.

“If, ns you say, the handkerchief wagq
nsed for smearing ink, probably the
person concerned would have preferred
not to use his own."”

“"Oh 1" repeated Coker.

“"Have you not thought of that pos-
sibility, Coker 1*

“Nai-n-no 1" stammered Coler.

“You are a veory unthinking and
foolish boy, Coker! Now tell me pre-
cisely when this regging took place in
your study?”

“I don’t know exactly, sir; but it
was sinee I was in the study about an
hour ago.”

“Whera have you been during the
last hour, Cherry "

“In the Rag, sir,” answercd Bob.
“T've been thero meore than an honr
and twenty or thirty fellows can teﬂ
you so0.'" . . ]

“We've been there with him, =iri”
said Harry Wharton.

“Yes, rather!” said Nugent.

“The ratherfulness i3 terrific.”

A dorean volces concurred aft oncel

Cokor simply blinked, Iiven on



In spite of Bllly Bunter®s strennous resistance, his trouser 1
remarkably like a terrible black hmis:nikm;m a litle distance.

Coker's aplid brain it was borne in that
he had made & mistake! :
If Bob had been in the Rag during
the past hour he certainly could not
Lave been in Coker’s study, too. Even
Coker eould understand that.
Coker's jaw dropped.

Fomebo had wrecked his stedy.
That somebody had picked up a lost
handkerchief to use in daubing inky

letters on his gplass. But whoever it
was, it was not Bob Cherry.

That fact, at long last. was clear
unto . Coker. He stared round the
study he had wreeked in retaliation for
tho wreck of his own., He wished now
that he hadn’t! Y

1y

; “Oht" gasped Coker.
ak 1"
“Arc vou satisGed now, Coker, that
it was not this boy of my Form who
ragged your study?” demanded My
Queleh, in a grinding voico.
“Oh! Ah! Yes! Quitel”
tered the unhappy Horace.

“Very good! I shall now take you
to your Iforme-master, Coker, &and
request him to deal with you.”

[—I say, sirl” gasped Bob., “I—
I don't mind what Coker's done, sirl
1t was all a mistake—he can’t help
being o fool, sir."

o %-H.,. ha, hal”

“Cherry 1" thundered Mr. %uek:h.

“I—I mean, nobody expects Coker to
have any sense, sirt” stammored Bob.
*I—I don't mind what he's done, sir—
and the other fellows will say the
game——"

“Cortainly, sirl” said Mark Linley.

“The sayfulness of the same is pre:

terous, esteemed sahib!™ declarod
ﬁrﬂ:a Jamsct Ram Singh.

Mr. 3unlﬂ]l paused. But he shook
hiz head. T 3

“I rcgret that it is Impossible for mo

my

stk
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lo overlook such an outrageous thing
gs this!" he said. “Coker, I shall
report vour conduct to Mr. Prout, and
youu will eoine with me to him at once.™

“Yes sir,” mumbled the wretched
Coker.

Anid in the lowest of spirvits he fol-
lowed the Remove-master down the
paszago. !

“Woll, mv hat!" said Harry Whar-
trine when they were gone, *Coker i3
{he prize idiot, and no mistake | DBut
it sectns that somebody has ragged hLis

study. Whe the dickens was it?"
“Nobody in  the Romove, said
Nugent.  “May  have been  some

T'ourth Form men. Temple and his lot,
very likely.™ 2
“Might have been anybody,” said
Zinithy. *“Coker's rowed with nearly
cverybody in  the Lower School.
Ponr old Coker! I wonder what he
will pgot from FProut?” )
“Well, whatever he gets will serve
hima right!” said Beb. *Look what
he's dono to my study! Who's going
to lend a hand setting it to r]!fhtﬂ
“ All hands on deck 1" said Bull.
Everybody lent a hand, and many
hands made light work. Meanwhile,
Cloker, rewarded with a terrific impot
of a thousand lines from Mr. Prout,
was g'a:-shlﬁ round his dismantled study,
and wondoring who on earth had
wrecked it and left Beb's hanky
thore. DBut he came nowhere ncar
EUCEEINE.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Benefit of the Doubt!

URREFR JAMSET RAM
H SINGH came along  the
Remove passage, afier prep

that eovening, tapped at the
door of 8tudy No. 1, and entered.

was rolled back and the fearful brulse revealed.

ut, on a eloser inspectlon, It was revealed as a daub of black
““You fat fraud !’ roared Bob Cherry.

P
1 FiinE

e e
i,

It looked

Three juniors sat round tho table in
that study, working in silence.

Study No. 1 did not scem quite so
cheery as of old, The prescnce of the
new  fellow, Edgar Cafiyn, did not
have an inspiring cfiect.

If Wharton or Nugent spoke they
addrossed one another. either of
them: had anvthing to say to Caffyn.

Caffyn did not seom to mind. He
had mado friends in Skinner's tl-lld;',
and did not want to make friends in
his own. His manners and customs
were so utterly unlike those of the
chums of the Remove, that friendship
would hardly have becn possible.

Wharton and Nugent rose from the
table as the Nabob of Bhanipur came
in. They had just fnished p, and
were rather keen to get out the study
end away from their cbnoxious study-
niate.,

“Finished ?" asked Hurree Singh.

“ Just ! answercd IMarry.

“Let's go down,” nddogi Nugent.

But, rather to the surprise of his
chums, the dusky nabob shut the door
and stood leaning his back onm it.

Caffyn glanced at him, with & sneer,
And Wharton glanced at Cafyn with a
gleam in his eyves. o

the Smpe was thinking of
repeating  his  pecformance of the
afternoon Wharton was rcady to deal
with him. 2

But Caffyn, after a sneering glance,

took no further heed of the nabob.
He went on with his prep, in his usnal
slack and perfunctory manner.
Snipe did not play games; but he had
not the oxcuse of belng o “swot™ or a
“sap “—he did barely enough work to
gerape through in the Form-room.

*“What's up, Inky?? asked Nugent.
" Aven't you coming down?”

Tite Magner Lnant.—No. 1,405
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“I have a fow remarks ta make, my
esteemed chums, before we go down-
fully,”. said the nabob.

“Not here P' said Wharion, with a
gesture towards Caff

“Xen, hore, my absurd Wharton! I
desire  the estecmed and ridiculous
Cafilyn te hear.”

Caffrn looked up again.

“1f .you felloews are going to Jaw
you may as well gat out " he said. 2
haven't finished my prap.”

“You'd have finished eame time as
we did, if ou hadn't dawdled over it”
answered Nupent; “and we shall talk
m our own studigif we like ™

atked

“EBut “what the thump—"
Wharton, puzzled.
He could nét imsgine what the nabob
had to gay for Caffyn to hear.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh smiled a
dusky- smile, - _
. 1. hatves been thinkfullv reflecting,
my sabsurd friends,” he zaid.” “It has
not yet Sranspirefully 'ngme out who
ragged the idiotio Coker’ study.”
affyn gave a slight start, which did
not escape the kecn cves of the nabob.
Eut the new fellgw kept hiz eyes on his

books now.

“What does it, matier? asked
‘Harry. “TIt's protty certain that ‘it
wasn't & Hemove man. Most of us
were in the Rag at the time.”

“"Buot not &ll,” said the naboh gently.:
“And you will remember that the
esteemned Bol lost his absizd hanky in
this passage. If it was pisked up here,
who but a Removae man cuulg hava
picked it upi”

“Well, that's so,” said Harry, with
a nod. “But, whoever the fellow was,
he was a silly fool. He might have
Jmown that that hankvy would be
spotted, if- it was left in-Coker’s study,
and lead that fathead to think that
Bob had been there.”

¥*I do not think the fellow was a fool,
my esteemed Wharton.”

“Well, he acted like one,” said
Harry.  *“If he meant to chuck the
hanky into.Coker's fire, he should have
seen that it went in. As it was, ho set
that fathead Coker raging after Bob,
with tha result that Bob’s study was
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wrecked, and Coker got into o fearful
row with his beak.”

" Absolute idiot!" gaid Nugent.

“1 thinkfully opine that he was more
rogue than fool, and that the moreful-
ness is terrifio!” said Hurreo Singh.
“HSuppose he is & fellow who dislikes
Coker, and does not like the esteemed
Cherry——"

}?Il:lafgnn sta'fiteq.t : :

: , you don’t imaginp—

“I do |” said the-nabeb calmly. “The

asteemed Bob missed the hanky, affer.

he had scrapped with the absur
in this study—"
“Cafiyn [ repeated Wharton.
“ Exactfully I :
Caffyn rose from the table. His work
was still unbnished, but ho sccmed to
liave decided to leave it so. IHe went
fo the door.

Hurreca Jamset Ram Singh did not
stir. Wharton and Nugent understond
now why he had shut”the daor, and put
his back to it. Their facea were grow-

ing grim.
Caffen.

“Tet md pass!” enap .
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh shook his

dusky head.

“¥You eilly foel, I want to get out of
the study!” snarled Caffyn.  “Stand
sway from thot deer|”

“You will not get out of the study
velfully, my esteemed treacherous
snipe 1" said the Nabob of Bhanipur
calmly. “1I have not finished yet! I am
going to ssk you s question——"'

“1 shan't answer it.”

You picked a row with the esteemed
Cherry this aftermoon,” went on the
nabob, unmoved. “Did vou do 1t =0
that vou could sneakfully purloin his
ridiculous  handkerchief from  his
absurd pocket while you were tussling
with him ™

““Oh1* exclaimed Wharton.

Caffyn’s pasty face was paler.

“Nothing of the kind!” he snarled.
“1 naver touched his silly hanky !

% gum !* breathed Nugent. *“Is
that 17 I wondered how that cur found
the nerva to tackle a fellow like Bob.
He got the hanky away while they were
tussling without Bob neticing it.”

Caffyn

Dreardens School—that’s 1ts name o the

outalde world; but nctull]r it is a collegs
for the sons of crooksl All the masters are
crooks and the puplls are crooks io the
mnﬁ+ If the co kpew the secret of
: ens t.h:'f could arrest the whole echool?
E’n to Crooks' Academy Ray Barry ls forced
go—Ray who Is as straight as a die, as
honest s the day. He hates the schoal, yeot
]ﬂm““ stay thanaih\:hf? B]'ﬁud ]:ahﬂut Eay.
rey's  stirrin or his nour &
Ermir Aq-,ndmlu. This sénsational schoold
ﬁ;ﬂ fa now appearing each weéek In
BANGER.

The Most Amazing
School Story

On Sale To-day!

RANGER

At all Newsagents and Bookatalls D.
2 Eﬂmmﬂimrduy : z

*1 did nothing of .the kind!” panted
Caffyn. * Let me get out of this study !

“You'rs not going yot!" said the
captain of the Remove. “We're having
thiz out first. Where were you after
that row with Bob? Nugent and ¥
locked for you everywhere, and ecouldn’s
find you!* y

“I told yon that I was in the Form-
room, doing lines for Quelch.” 1

“Yes, and I knew {iwu were lying,
ot the time, though I didn’t then guess
why [ snid Harry contemptuously. ** As
it happened, we looked m the Form-
room, and you weren't there.”

Caffyn uauqht his breath.
_ "My hat!” said Nugent.
in Coker's study—he ragged the room
abd left Bob's hanky there on purpose.”

“"T.ooks pretty cledir now!” gnid
Harry.

“I—I did not!” panted Caffyn.

“Then where were you at the time?"
demanded Wharton, * You weren't in
the Form-room as you said. We know
that! Where were yon when somebody
was ragging Coker's study in the
Fifth?*

Caffyn did not anawer.

"You'll answer that befora you leave
this study, you cur!” said Frank.

“I—I—I waa out of the House I stam-
mered Calfyn at last. **As it was after
lock-up, I dido’t want to say fo. That's
all, It’s lines for going out after lock-up.
That's' why—"

“"You've just thought of that:i™
Wharton contemptuously.

C#It's trual®

“Ile was

said

“1 don't belisve you could tell the
iruvh, if you tried. You miscrable
rotter, if you wanted to rag your cousin
in the Fifth, why couldn’t you do it
without landing it on Bob?¥’ :

“I didn't " panted Caftyn. *J—I——
Let ma get out of this study! 'l vell

for a prefect if you keep mo here !V

‘Wharton set his ]_T:g. G

“If you leave this study williout
owping up to what vou've done, Caffym,
you'll go straight to Quelch and I'JI
teke you to him ¥ he said. “ You won't
be allewed to pet away with treacherous
tricks like this in the Remove. Stand
away from the door, Inky! Let him go
—and we'll see that ho goes to Quelch.”

The Wabob of Bhanipur stood away
from the study door.

The way was free to Caffyn now. .

But he dicd not take advantage of it.
He did not make & step towards tho
door. - He looked at the chums of tho
Remove, with a hunted expression on
his face. Evidently he did not want to
go to Quelch,

“Well 7 snnp;iled Wharton.

Caffyn licked his dry. lips.

HI—1 den’t mind telling you!” he
muttered, “You know how iy cousin
has treated me ever since I came.
Why shouldn’t I rag him? As for the
hanky, I saw it on the floor and—and
picked it up. I never noticed that it
was. Cherry's. I threw it at tho firo
in Coker’s study after I'd used it for
the ink—I never noticed it drepped in

|. the fendor. I—I heard somebody in
i the E-B.-'&ﬁil e, and—and had to get away
quick, That's a]l.”

The juniors looked at him. ;

How much falsehood was mixed with
the truth in his confessiod’ it was im-
possible to say. He had owned up; and
it was possible, at least, that the hap-
pening had been as he said. The
upiors did not believe so, but the
ellow was entitled to the benefit of tho
doubt, such es it waa,

Wharton broke the silence ab last.

“Let it go at that1” he said. “1f any-
thing of the kind™happens again, we
shall knmow what to think, and Jyou
won't get off so cheaply. Let's get bub



of ;Elﬁr-, you men-+that fellow makes me
sick,

The three . juniors left the study.
Caftyn breathed deep with relief. They
had given him the benefit of the doubt ;
which he had hardly expected. He
shrugged his shoulders and sat down to
{inish his prep.

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
_Bunter, Tool

i O footer to-day!” said Dob

N Cherry, with a %‘rmj:ace.

It waz the following after-
noon. and most of the Hemove
had gathered in the changing-reom.

As it was a compulsory practice, all
the Form had to turn up;: most of them
willingly onough, for a game in the
clear ecold frosty air; somc of them un-
wiltlingly. '

Skinner & Co. would have greferrcﬂ
to smoke i1n their study, and Caffyn
undoubtedly would have preferred to
share their cigaretfes. Bi l{ Bunter's
taste ran in the direction of frowsting
over the fire in the Ilag, and devouring
toffee if he ecould find any 1 any
fellow's study.

But it was the duty of the captain of
the Form to sce that every fellow turned
%P. or else, report his absence to the

end of the Games; so willing or un-
‘willing, they came in to change. Billy
Bunter came fast, lingeting at the door;
not like the Peri at the gate of Paradise,
for he did mot want to enter. Dob
Cherry, who was keenest of all, had to
mnake up his mind to cut; his damaged
leg. was simply no use to him. Ie was
tecrapted to wuse the other foot, on
Caffyn, who was changing with a sulky,

gullen face.
old said Harry

“Rotten,
Wharton.

“Tho rottenfulness is terrific!” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with deep
sympathy.

* Druise bad?” asked Smithy.

“Beastly 1" said Bob. “Black as
ink! Leg's no good! Can't hop at
footer on ono leg.™

Billy Bunter, at the doorway, blinked
in—and then, as if struck by a sudden
thought, he rolled hastily away.

It was some minutes later
DBunter presented himself in
changing-room.

*“0h, here you are!” exclaimed Whar-
ton. "I was to look for yon,
vou fat slacker! Why, what on earth's
the matter with you?”

chap !

that
the

Bunter limped in.
Hitherto, b Cherry had been the
only limper. Now illisem George

Bunter was afflicted in the same way.
The juniors stared at him. ,
“What's the namo of that game?" in-

quired Vernon-Smith.

Groan !
“Hurt your leg?” asled Wharton.
“ODw! VYes! No footer to-day!”

groaned Bunter. * I say, you feilows,
I've got a heastly bruise—black as ink.”

Some of the juniors grinned.

Billy Bunter’s cxeuses for dodging
games practice on compulsory davs were
nﬁu:imnemua as the sands on the sca-
shore.

Without being unduly suspicious, the
%gmm‘ites thought it probable that

b's limp had put that ides into
Bunter's head !

“How did you get it?"* demanded
Wharton. :

"You know how that snipe Caflyn
hacks & fellow's shins,” said Bunter.
“He_kicked me, you know, same as he
did Bob Cherry.” _

The short-sighted Owl of the Remove
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did not notice that Caffyn was there,
standing within a dozen feet of him.

The Snipe stared round in augry
surprise. His misdeeds were many: but
hacking Bunter's shing was certainly not
numbered among them.

"WI:I}', you lying little fat toad!"
5h¢u’te Cafiyn. “I haven't touched
you.”™

Bunter jumped.

“Oh! I—=I didn’t sce you there,
Calfyn! I—1I say, you fellows, I didn't
mean that j& was Caffyn hacked my
shin! It—it was another chap!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

THRRRR LRI LR RN RO AR R Y

GREYFRIARS CARTOONS
By Harold Skinner.

No. 29.-~HAROLD SKINNER

(the carloonist and practical joker of the
Remove.)

Harold Skinner is the sort of humorist
who Sparea nn!}mi}r—nut even himself.
What proof is there that he drew this
cartoon from his reflection in a mirrer?
See below.

Behtiold my handsome, manly face
HSo deesp In thought on Livy

{They tsl} me in this rotten place,
I've got a ocamal's chivvy).

inatead of doing Laiin pross
| draw cartoons of fellows
Until 1I'm ocaught, then—''touch your
toes 1 V'
{The artist bendes and bellows).

Did you spot the mistake? Skinner
is really right-handed, but the mirror,
of course, changes things round.
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“Dlessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I'm in fearful pain—Irightful 1" ex-
claimed DBunter  indignantly. " " ¥ou
seem to sympathise a lot with Dob—I
think you might sympathizc with me a
Little.”

“Bo wo will—when we've scen the
bruise ' chuckled ‘Ivugent. '

“(Oh, really, Nogent——" ‘

“ But we haveu't heard yet who did
it I grinned the Bounder.

“It—it was Fishy—"

“"Me! yelled Fisher T, Fish.

“Oh crikey! I dido't zee you,
Fislﬁ—”

*““Ha, ha, ha!”

“J—I mean, it was o Pourth Form

man !" gasped Bunter. That scemed a
fairly safo venlure, as none of the

‘which every

i

Fourth were present. “1 say, he landed
me o fearful hack, and I've got & brnse
as—as black as ink.”

“If you've done your funny turn, geb
changed,” sugg the captain of the
Remave. “Can’t wait for you.”
,“0Oh, really, Wharton! I say, I Eﬂn}
lay  footer this afternoon!” howled

unter. *“*Not with this. bruise ! - It's
rough on moe! You know how keen [
am on the game!”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“But thera's nothing doing.
thiz fearful bruise—="

“Let's sec the bruise,” said Harry..
“If vou've Tnt a fearful bruise on your
h‘% you're let off, you fat frowster I

rinning glances turned on the fas
Owl of the Remove from all sides. No-
body expected him to display the bruise,
whiel vbody supposed to exist only
in_his fat imagination. "

To the general surprise Bunter
turned 1;]31_]113 trouser leg, and there on
his fat shin was & huge black patch—
black as ink.

“(h, my hat["” exclaimed Wharton.

With

“Has Bunter told_ the truth, for
onee !"  ecjaculatad - Poter Todd, i
amazement.

“Ha, he. hal”

“Well, that looks like a bruise, and
no mistake ! gaid Enhnn’_v Bull, “"How
did you get it, Bunter '

“Caffvn—] mesn, a Fourth Form
chap. I—I mean, I—I fell down the.
stairs,” stammered Bunter. “I—1 gave
my shin a fearful. erack. I—I'm
awfully sorry I'shall have to stand out
to-day, Wharton.” . )

“Let's look at that a bit closcr,” said
the Bounder; and he movoed towards
the fat Owl.

Bunter put back the trouser leg at
onee.

“Tron't touch it!" he gasped. “It's
fearfully painful! Like—like red-hot
needles, and—and burning daggers !

“Let's sec 6" -
it, haven't wvou?"

“You've seen ;
hooted Bunter. “You mind your own
biznev, Smithy! You've zeon that it's
as black as ink.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder.
"No wonder, when you got it out of an
inkpot I .

“Oh, really, Bmithy——~"

“What ! shouted the captain of the
Remove. : _

“Ha, ha, ha!”? yelled the footballers.

“Why, vou-~you beast, Bmithy!”

asped Bunter, “How could 1 get &

ruise out of an inkpot, vou silly ass?
I—1 say, you fellows, I—I think I—1'll
go and .lie down a bit!  With this
awful bruise——"

Harry Wharton caught the fat Owl
by the neck. ;

“Hold .on!" he said.

"B-I:.'ﬂ.E-t[ I-'E E.u!l.l .

“Now let's have a look at that fear-
ful bruise !

“Ha, ho, hal”

Twa or three fellows rolled back the
trouser leg, in spte of Billy Bunter's
strenions resistance. :

The feariul bruise was revealed once
Iorea.

From a little distance it looked re-
markably like a terribly black bruise.
()n a closer inspection, however, it was
revealed as a c{:‘ub of black ink on an
otherwise undamaged shin.

There was & howl of laughter in the
changing-room.

“You fat fraud !” roared Bob Cherry.

“ Beast 17 fa_z d Bunter.

“Ha. ha, ha "

Smithry took a sponge. and rubbed
the fearful bruise. It disappeared as
if by magie, leaving only an inky
sinudge.

Tae Magwer Lismany.~No. 1,405,
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“Cured ;‘i' old ban¥ grinned the
Bounder. " Fecl better 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” .
“Naw get ch:nfad‘, ou fat villain i”
said Harry Wharton, Isughing.:
. “I=I say, ve' got a—-a pain!”
5:; Bunter.. “Not that bruise—|
t: mean that—but -a j_}a..in in my—
shoulder{ I think it's a touch of

Qr pneumonis,” - .said  Bunter.
“Thére's: s lot of "pneumonia in our
family. My grandfather was absolutely
lame with it 1*

“Ha, ha, ha!" ; ;

“Which ghoulder ! asked Wharton.

“*The—the——" Bunter did not seemn
to have decided which shoulder the pain
was in. *Oh, the left!”"
L “Well, T'll give you one to match
it, in the right,” said ihe captain of
the. Remove,

Bmack !

“Yarcooh !I" roared Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Smack !
“Whooop! Leave off thumping me,
vou beast !” shrieked Bunter. *“Wharrer

vou pitching into a chap for, I'd like
to know? n%’nw 1

“It's the homeopathic ocure,” ex-
plained Wharion, “Like curses like—
that’s the idea! I'm going to give you
s paik in your right shoulder till the
pain's gone from your left.™

“Why, you beast!” gasped Bunter.

‘.1 Ym_

“ Pgin

“0’"1

Smaock !

“Yaroocop I”

“{Gone nowi®

“Ow! Wow! Quite gone!” shrieked
Bunter, “Leave off ing me, you
beast! It's_quite gone—quite! Eveory
bit of it! ow ™

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Well, the bruise being cured, and

the pains ail gone, get chan for
footer 1 gaid  the esptain ggd the
M Billy B b
I illy Bunter, suppressing his
foelings, which reslly muﬁ] nubghma
expressed in words, got changed
for Feoter.

fur
%nai'” asked Wharton.
No!l It's worse I

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Someihing for Sammy !

AMMY BUNTER of the Second
Form blinked at Bob Cherry
through the big glasses that

. made him look so like his major,
Billy of the Remove, e

Sammy seemed-rather amused.
inned,

_ Reslly, there waas nothing very amus-

ing in seeing a fellow limping on oge

log ;. but- my seemed to think it

unny.
It did not seem so0 to Bob Cherry,
‘T'wenty-four hours seemed to thave
made that painful brume on Bob's le
worse instesd of better. e ' hate
hmﬁgng, which seemed to himi like
making & fuss about an injury. But he
really could nod help it, When he
restad his weight on that leg it gave
Dhim such @ severe pain that he very
bastily took his weight off it agsain,
Bob had limped down to Little Side
to see the junior practice. But watch-
ing practice in which he could not join
had palled on him as an entertainment.
He strolled, or rather limped, off the
football field. Now he was loafin
abpit the quad, mot-in the best o
sprits.

All his friends were ocoupied with:

football, and he was left on his ewn.
Macder LisraRy.—No. 1,405,
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He weas looking forward rather eagerly
io the end of games practice. !
He could have gone in and found a
chair by a Bre, saod a boock. Or he
could have put in a little extra swot-
ting ot Latin, a8 subject in which he did
not shine, That resource, however, did
not occur to him. 8o long as the day-
light lasted he wanted to be -out of
doors—especially as the air was-
and fr-::ati::, fresh, and invigorating.
But he had to admit that, at the
moment, he was not enjoying life.
. In that mood he was not exhilarated
in the least, by the grinning stare of
Sammy Bunter. He glared ai the fat

fap.
EHE. he, he !” cachinnated Sammy.
Bob breathed hard.
“ What are you cackling at, you fat
freak ¥ he demanded.

Heo pondered. whether he conld stand
on_his damaged leg long enmough to
kick S8ammy with his sound one.

“I esay, you look awiully funny, dot-
angd-carry-one, you kmow,” grinped
Sammy. "}l!' si{::l I've he;::ﬂ that adEﬁ;
move man hac our shin vesterday !
Ts it bad i : TR

“Yes ! growled -Bob,

Sammy came a little ncarer,

“Hard cheess, old chap!™” he said.
“Does it hurt you when you walk on

'}Y«EH )

nodded.

HBammy Bunter, had ceased to grin,
and was regardirige Bob in a rather
thoughtful way. seemed to be cal-
eu{lﬂnhng pomietning.

I sy, couldn't you run?” le asked.
course F ecouldn’t, you young
agg 1™

“1 moean, suppose a mad bull was
sfter you!" suggested Sammy.

. Cherry laughed. , It needed
rather & stretch of the :-'hgmntiun to
supposs that there might be & mad bull
in.the Greyfriars qluadrang!e,

“0Or sup a fellow came up to you
and pulled your nose?’ said Sammy.

o Mean to say you couldu™ rum after

him ™

Bob shool his head.

Bammy came a little closer. His oyes
were ‘glimmering behind his spectacles.
Sammy of the Second had never pulled
the nose of a Remove man—yct. He
was thinking now that it would be
rather a lark.

“Is it really so bad as all that, poor
old chapi” asked the fat fag. 3

“¥es | grunted Bob.

"1 mean "—Sammy wanted to Be surs
—"“suppose Temple of the Fourth came
over to you this minute and pulled your
nose M

“Why should he, fou young fat-
head " £

“Well, suppose he did, mean to say
your game leg would spop you from
chasing him :f he cut off 7™ asked
Hammy.

*YeouI™ grunted Bob.

“Oh!” gaid Sammy.

What happened next came as & surp-
prise to Bob Cherry |
. Bammy of the Second made & sudden
Jjump . forward, and Bob's. nese was
nipped between a fat finger and thumb !

weak |

Bammy bounded back out of reach
before’ Bob quite knew what was
ha;gr Ening.

he, he I* chortled Sammy,

Ha cut off |

For an instant Bob glared after him.
Then he made & hﬂunf in pursuit. But
he made only one bound.

Ho had forgotten his game leg! He
was instantly reminded of if! TEa pain
that shot through it as he bounded after

keen

‘the fire in the Rag,

Sammy was & swilt and unpleazant
reminder,

“Ow |1 gasped Bob.

He came to an mstant halt on lus

sound leg.
“ He, ho, he ' cackled SBammy.
He blinked back over his shoulder at

a safe distance. Then ha stopped, sce-

ing that he was-safe, and J)ut. a fat
thumb to a fat little nose and extended
his fingers.

V¥ah1” yvelled Sammy. “Remove
tick! Yah!%

And having delivered that defiance,
Sammy of the Becond turned once move
and rushed awsy as Bob hobbled
towards him,

Crash |

Sammy rushed right into Coker of the
Fifth, seeing him i1n the way too late !

“Oh 17 gasped Mammy., “I say——
Ow ¥

“What the thump !” roared Coker, in
great wrath. ** You cheeky little sweep,
what the dooce do you mean by barging
a Fi“h Form man &E\rﬁr? :\"i’hnt‘f;:u I

i M gasp ammy. " Leggo

“0Oh crikey ! g[.neggn! Wow 1"
- Coker of the Fifth did not let go!
Coker of the Fifth was not to be barged
with impunity by a fag of the Second
Form! Not Coker!

Coker grasped Sammy of the Second
with one hand and smacked with the
other, He smacked, or, rather, banged,
and Sammy roared.

Bang, bang, bang|

“¥Yoo—hoo—— Whooop ¥

“Ha, ha, ha1” yelled Bob Cherry.

Bapg, bang | '

“There !" said Coker. “That'll teach
vou to rush sbout the quad like & wild
nlﬁpl;ﬁui and barge over Fifth Form
men

And Coker marched on
Sammy yelling. )

Bammy was 80 busy yelling and rub-
bing the places where Coker’s hefty
smites had fallen that he did not
observa Bob Cherry-hobbling closer and
closer. Beb balanced himself with great
care on his pame leg and shot out his
sound one,

Thud !

“Yoo-hooop 1” bellowed Sammy.

He fled

leaving

£ :] .
“Stop and have snother!” gasped
Bob.
Sammy did not stop !

|

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Good Samaritans [

' AIN®™ grunted Johany Bull,
“Ram| Bound to rain on a
half-holiday, of course!?

“The rainfulness is terrific !*

sighed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Rotten 1" said Bob Cherry. “Why
couldn’t it rain while I had a game leg®”

The g:mui of juniors stood at a
window in the Rag, looking out into a
weepmg gued. Even Bob was not
tempted out.of doors that afternoon.

A few deys had passed since the
damage to Bob's leg, and now it waa
sufficiently mended for football. So it
really seemed that Fate was rather
malicious m sendin@ a heavy downpour
that half-holiday.

“Blow the weather!™
Wharton.

“Bless it ™ said Nugent.

Caffyn, frowsting in an armchair by
ﬁianced rouvnd at

‘a sneer on his

said Harry

the Famous Five wit
face,

Tha rein made mno differance to
Caffyn, who was not keen on the open
spaces at any time. Rain or sghine, he
would have spent his half-holiday
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** Do you mean to say that if a fellow pulled your nose your game leg would stop you from chasins him ? ** asked 3ammy

Bunter. * Yes,” gtmtmi Boh Cherry.

ir-nwstmg over the fire in :hn Rag,
sm mg clgarettta in Skinner's study
here Prout 1" mm;rk&d
gant as n . portly figure with
umbrella up lﬂ-umed through the rain
in the quad.

'fl,hﬂ ifth Form master disappearcd
||1 Fﬂ.lﬂj" mist towards .the. gate. The
juniors at the window had a glimpse
of his face; and discerned = frown
ﬂmreﬂn before he disappeared. Some-

thing had . affected Prout's temper—
perhaps the weather !

“ Anybody like a walk? asked Bob,
but not very heartily,

“Thanks, no!" said Harry.

“0ld Prout's gone out in it.%

“He's got an appumtment somewhere,
I should think! He can't be trotting
G!I;t ,t;nr pleasure on a putrid day like
this.

“1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
rolled inte the Rag,- blinked round
through his big spectacles, -and joined
the group at the window. .
fat grin on Bunter's podgy countenancs.
“1 say, poor old Coker—— Hae, he, he !”

Thero was a general -brightening of
vi ! he mere mention of Coker
of tha Fifth was enough to make a
fetlow amile.

ok ﬂh! Coker !’ said Eob “What's

studies again

Cok latest? R
f“ a ag.c_zhr;,g been  asking

hear
Wingate for a show in the First
E]m en 1" remarked Wharton.
n.% ha |¥ roared the juniors.

“Lnt's u along and ask him to tell
us mmutha about Soccer!” suggested
Bob. “ It will cheer us vp on & day like
this I*

"H&_,, hﬁ, ha ¥

“1 say, you fellows, poor old Coker's
fearfully dewn in the mouth !” rinned
h'ﬂuh!‘ﬂr " “I heard old Prout slanging
urlu.-.—

“Ha: ho been teaching Prout to
spelll I've heard that he has & lot
of dlS&%ﬁiﬂlﬁlEﬂﬂ with Prout sbout

spelling.

o1 -

Bre WaAsS &-

“‘ Then, here goes ! ** sald Bunter minor, sudden
ob's nose between & fat ﬂngar and thumb. Tweak ! *“Ow !’

“It's his  lines,” grinned Dunter.
“Prout gave him a thousand lines for
ragging in the Remove the other day.

He told
Prout was

Coker hasn't done them!
Prout he hadn't had time!
waxy! Yelled at hum ¥

“ I“athead ™

“Bawled 1” said Bunter impressively.

“Roared, in fact! I heard him! '!fqu
[ullcns knnw I wouldn't listen—
h, my hat!”
”Bnt iue fairl bellowed 1™ said
Bunter. “H'e tuli Coker that if the

lines aren’'s on his table when he comes
back from the vicarage after tea he will
take him to the Head 1”

“Poor old Cojer!” sighed Bob.
“Always asking for it! And slways
etting it! Why basn't he dpne his
ines, the Asa?™

“Well, a thousand lines 1z preity
steep " remarked Wharton. “ His pals
might help him out, I should-thmnk.
Prout wouldn't notica the difference in
the fist. All he wants 15 lines.”

“That's what Coker thinks! chuckled
Bunter. " But Polter and Greene don't
seem to see 18] I heard Potter tell him
that if he wanted fellows to do lines for
him he shouldn't bang fellows' heads.”

“Ha, ha, hat*

“1 say, vou fellows, if you want any-
thing from the tuckshop I'll cut off
through the ramn!” said Bunter. “I'm
not afraid of getting wet.”

The Famous Five chuckled.

“Bure vou'd bring back the tuck?
asked Bob.

*Yes, old chap.”

“ Inside 1"

“Oh, really, Cherry "

o The- insidefulness would be terrifie 1™
chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“1 say, you fellows! I mentioned to
you that I was expecting s postal
order,” said Bunter. * For some reason
or other it hasn’t come! If one of you
fellows like to Iend me the ten bob and
take the postal order when it comes—

ing forward and nipping

gaspe Hu‘h Eha

I say, don’t walk away “ hile a fellow's
talking to you !” roared Bunter.

But the chums of the Remove did
walk away. Bunter's conversation
memed to have palled on them.

“Come up to the Remove!™
Harry, as they left the Rag.
an idea."” -

“ Something to do this beastly after-
noon ™ a.sked Bab,

“That's it.”

" Well,
fathead ¥

“T don't want the Snipe to hear.”

“0h, all right!”

Tha juniors went up to the Remove

On the landing, Wharton came
m aﬂﬁalt, and hizs eomrades waited to
liear what was the ides for occupying
that rainy, dismal atternoon.

“ Pnssage football?" asked Bob.
© “That's against the rules, old bean.”

“Blow the rules!

said
“I've got

why <an't you tell us here,

& ']‘:ﬁ’eil, that's mot it, anyhowl!
okar——"
rag on Coker?” asked Bob.

"‘t"reil I'm always rcady to rag _jolly
old Coker, if it comes to that! Bui—
now he's down on his luck, don't you
think we might give the aillj‘ fathead a
rest 1’

“It's not a rag, ass!"

“What the thump s it, then?”

“You've heard of the Good

Samarifani”® :

Wharton's chums stared at him.
Whatever they had expected him to
mention, it was not that excellent
character of ancignt Eimes.

“Wandering in ﬂ'ﬂur mind, old ﬂh&p‘l’"
asked Johnny

“That's t,ha ldEI-I Wa're going to be
Good Samasritans . for the a.iterum:m iy
said the captein of the Remove. “ Poor
old Coker iz landed with a thousand
lines! He's goink up before the Head
if Prout doesn’t pnd them in his etudy
after tea. Coker a born idiot, but he's

(Continyed: on page 1B.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

not & bad sort in his.own way.  Billions
of times botter than that cousin of his,

pnyhow. - Let's go and help him with
his lines 1" .

“ ¥ oua== FoLl b]inthermg idiot |
gasped Johony Bull, *1s that :.r-;mr idea
of flling

ug;: a Tl-!ﬂ% afterncon—
writing lme& or a Fifth Form man who
naver sees us without kicking up a
ehindy1"

Harry Wharton' nodded.

“That's the ld&n["" he-taid ﬁ[‘l’!’.‘llf

“&ml that's whst wp're mg t::- o
"“Wo're not !’ roared
“We are, 'old chap| Wa shall have
ts*.l- keep it du.ﬂ'. of mursamthat‘ why
k didn’t Wnnt _g‘r; hear. Prout
would bé knew | But he
won't klmw m thu.t. s all right. We can

do the hnaa—lt’n ‘ni mecessary to make
the ‘writing ¥. spiders, and fo

apell like & bml-:w-lrd fag in the Sccond

orm, nhd it will look like a twin to
Lakﬂrn ﬂnhw?rk—"

“ Ha, - hat

“ Look heze, it's. rob 7 grunted Johnny
Bull. “foker’s as likely as not to megt
us with in ‘boot 1f we.gd.to his study.

sh::-uldn'f- wonder [ said Harr:f,

ui But.we'll, ﬂ'u, all the same.
Look here, Coker will mever, get his.
lines done in time, and if ke goes up
ko .the' Head ‘om 8 complaint from hia
Fortn-magter, it may medn a fogging ™

*Berve him right I

H“ Oh rits! Put it tﬂ the mt;e amic
arry. . “Hands u m a
&ker ﬁu';p his

blithering . idiot
sprape |

His- imﬁn Esndt. weﬂf upj_ l?:rlrd ﬂﬁrﬂi
raore followed i en "Johnny Bul
ggunted and ut u a hand also. A

st being se Good Eamaratam
of the Remnva wunt up the Fifth I'orm
passage to Coker’s study.

e T

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Harey . Hisnndﬂrsundmgl
HGHACE COKER dﬂ:vped his pen

" gaid

in the ink, grunted, and almost
groaned.-
Coker was ‘not huppr that
nftamnnn
‘[rouble and perplexity, sat on the
l'!.lf géd-brow of Colker of tha Fifth.

t was not only the lines—though they
ware bad enough! Coker had had a
shot at that overwhelming imposition
gaveral times sinte Prout had handed it
out: So far; he had accumulated =
stock of about- thres hundred lines, out
of & thousand. About seven hundred
..;:eruamed to b written—#omething like

‘tough thsk fo¥ a single afterncon.
Eﬁd 83 it was, however, that was not
B

Trouble seemed to have fallen heavily
on Coker that term. It was true that
Coker wds & hunter ¢f trotible, He
always barged into any that might be
Iving dround 'lodae.

But things wera worse than usual this

term—Loker did not know why, The
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term was hurdljr s couple of weeoks old,
but "a ular mountain ﬂf trnu‘hla
scemed tn%a packed mtn {.
Thera was that apipe, Ca yn, w ho had
mmﬁ to anera school. There was Aunt
Jud v. ngry with him becauss he
loathed {]a yn, snd jolly well wasn't
going to pretend that he d:dn‘H
But apart from Caffynr and Aunt
Judy, other troubles had accrued. ere
was that mistake about Bob Cherry—
which Coker did mot even dream that
he owed to Caffyn, That had led to
traubla with Qu&lch through hlm to
trouble w:th Prout, and to the heavy
pot that hung over Coker like a.
b? k nlnud. Now Prout was wild with
him, and it was clear that he was going
to’ hmra trouble with his beak that term.

Even Potter and Greens, his ‘bosom
pals, were letting him' down. They
made out that it was his fault that they
had had & row —made a fuss nhm:t
having had their heads banged together,
As if that mattered !

Instead of mrmg in and helpin dg lum
with those putrid lines, ss goo !ﬁ
should, they had actually turned their
backs on ‘mm and told him to go and
eat coke! They didn't want to sit in

the study thet afternoon writing lines,

that was the truth of it. .

It was. all the more unforfunate be-
cause Coker had rather counted on help
in getting those lines done. ' It was true
that he was careless mm such matiers,
but he would hardly have left them so
late had he not expected assistance.

Thera was¢-no danger from Prout!
Prout hardly locked at a' fellow's lines.
Fellows often helped one another with
impots, It ‘was considered a pally
thing to do.

But thers was no lg: ‘for Coker this
time! And having f
prospect was black,

Prout had asked for tha lines, He
had been angry. FProut was anm:yﬁd
with Coker inr rai ing among
juniors, annoyed aving rdccived a.
compleint from another beak. Now he
was waxy because the lines weren't
done. Coker had iold him that he

hadn’t been able to.find the time to get

them donec: but that, somehow, had onlv
seemed to make Prout waxier,

It was pretty serious if Coker went
up before the Head. He had endugh
treuble on hand without some mdre
added with his headmaster, Altogether,
it looked like being a rotten tefm.

Coker wrote one line and paused dnd
grunted |

He loathed writin
hundred lines made éﬂ ker groan. And
a thousand! Who ever heard of such
an_impot! OF course, Prout had beeh,
wild when Qualch took Coker te him.
8till, he might have stc-pped ‘short of
a thﬂusand Lines! It was altogether
too thick.’

Coker wrote another line.

Then lie got up to lock &t the wealher,
Rain dashéd * on  the * window-panes.
Prout had gone down to the vicarage—
as likel ns not ha would have twinges
of his old rheumatism when be came i,
and be in 8 worse tem
behoved Coker to get

lines] DLven a

r than ever. It
nsa lines done.

He turned to the table again, with, a-

dismal groan,

Tap! It wa.s 5 knock on the door.

“(Oh, come in!" called out Coker.

He had no hope that it was Potter
and Greeno coming  to Ii&!p They
would not have tapped. But any caller
was welcome to ‘break the dismal mono-
tony. IEven that lackadeisioal &£as
Hilton, or that smoky blighter Price—
any man in the Flfﬂl in act!

The door upée&m snd five cheery
juniors of the ove presented them-
sclves. Coker's e leamed at them.

It was not a Ii th

it so late, fhe’

in out of sympathy. It was r gang of
fags, no doubt coming there for a rag.

% Hallo, halls, halic!” said Baob
Cherry cheeri

Coker was lines from "-hrg:!
Virgil was pmppmﬁ up against his ink-
stand. He reached out, grasped the
volume, and hur!ali it.

Crash | Bump | :

The missile c&.l.:th Bob under the
chin, It sat him down on the floor as
if he had been shot.

“Yoop |” roared Bob.

“Coker 1" gasped Wharton,

“Look out!” yelled Nugent.

Coker, of course, did not know why
the-juniors had come there. He had not
the faintest idea of n Good Samaritan
stunt. He took it for granted that it
was a rag; and Coker was in no paticnt
humour.

Ho followed up Virgil by a charge,
right at the enemy !

¥¥ou cheeky young scoundrels!™

roared Coker, as he charged. *“I'll
teach you to come ragging in my
study 1"
ok out!”
“ Oh erikey I
*Collar him "
“ Oh; m hat ' .
Coker's hefty charge drove tho juniors
ﬂ'lmu h the doorway. « He trampled
nb Cherry as he went, Wild yells
uﬂma from Bob. _
In. doorway. however, the

Removites rallied. They clutched Coker
on all sides and hurled him back into
the atudy.’

Bob was scrambling up.  Coker
stumbled backwards over him, and thoy
rolled over together:

Boeb was guickest on the uptake.
a moment, or a little more,
Coker, punching.

Punch, punchk, punch, punch!

This, of ‘course, was n-ut

umg.ritﬂ.u work! DBut Bob had for-

otten for the moment that he was a
%:umi Bamaritan1 He had had a bang
on the chin. He had bean trodden on.
For ths moment he remembered enl
ona thing—that wanted to pun
{é:?ikier and punch him hérd! And be

i

Punch, punch, punch!

r roared and reved and heavedl
Up hé came to his feet, with Bob eling-
mg to him, etill punching wildly.
Hold on, Bob!” gasped Wha.rtﬂ_h
"iﬂﬂlla.r that idiot ! howled Johnoy
l-l

Thn Co. rushed in. Coker was grasped

In
o WAs On
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again, dragged away from DBob, and
hurled ints a corner,

* Bump him ! yelled Bob.

“Hold on—"

“Bump him, T tell Fnu ! Rag the silly
fathead bald-headed !

Coker staggered up. He glared with
wrath, clenched his hands, and rushed
to the attack again.

“I'll smash woul” he roared.

“ Stand back—"

“Look here—"

“0Oh crumbs [

There was no time to explain. Coker
: waa ﬁharf'mg nnd hittmg out. The

Famous Ifive collared him, wrestled
with him, and hrought him with s
terrific crash to the carpef.

There they sat on him.

“Now listen to me, vou eilly idiot1™
gag Wharton.

“I'll amash you I

“I tell you—" shricked Wharton.

“I'll spiflicate you 1"

"We've como i:ﬂre:—

“I'll pulverise you 1"

“To help you with your linos ¥ vielled
Wharton in Coker's ear.

Coker blinked.

orm man dropping' " Wha-at !’ ke gasped,



“Cot it now, you silly as=?" howled
Johnny Ball. )

“Oh1” gasped Coker.
rag ™

“No, vou asal No, you fathead! No,
you blithering, blethering bander-
snateh | No, you frabjous frump 1™

“Ohl I thought—"

“You thought!” snorted Johuny Bull,
“T'd like to know what vou did it with !
Catech you thinking 1™

Claker was released.
hia feet.

He ored the juniors vailier uncer
tainly. It was not, after all. a rag! He
understood that. Even Coker could
understand a thing that was shouted in
worde of one syllable.

8till, he waa disposed to tell the
juniors that it was like their thundering
cheek to come to a Fifth Form study
i*:-;- haiip a Fifth Foun men with his
Lhes

“Oh 17 he seid.

“Tenn’t it a

He staggered to

oo that's it 1™

EVERY SATURDAY.

“Yes, that's it!1" gasped Wharton.
“If you let a fellow speak, you ass——"

“Don’t be cheeky—>

“You frabjous fathead—"

T said don’t be cheaky I said Coker
darkly. _

“Oh, let's get out I’ growled Jobnoy
Bull. “"We were fools to come herel
For ness’ sake, let's get out !

“You'd better!” grunted Coker.
“Think I want a crew of fags 1n my
study

“My esteemed 1diotio Coker—"

“{h, get out !” said Coker, »
The Famous Five gave Coker » Jook !
Then they turned to the door! ‘The

Good Samaritan stunt had lost s
sttractions—if any | Really, they wero
not frightfully keen on sﬂ.hng in lz:ul-mr a
study, writing Coker's lines for him,
But as they went to the door and
Coker's glance fell on thﬁ_hmﬁuui :_mﬁu::t
aper on his table, still boautifully
lank, his expression changed, ‘“Lhose
lines had to be donel

7
“Hold on!1” said Cokor.
“Rats ! growled Johnny Bnil,
“Hold on, I tell youl Look here,
you kids, I—-I—Fd g‘:ﬂ if you'd
lend me a hand!” said Coker, with a

great effort. * There ¥
Harry Wharten looked at hiig—and
laughed ! 2

l “0Oh, all ight! Hold on, you men—
ot's 1"
And it was sol

 ———

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Chanee for Cafiyn !

SER%'E_.‘UH, sorateh, soratch ) \
ive pens were going strong
in Cloker's study in th:%ilfh.
Sitting reund Coker's table,
the Famous Five of the Remove worked
hard. Each of them took a section of
the lines that Coker had to do.
The work was not easy | They counld
not write the lines as they would have
(Continued on nexi page.) '
L
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“Linesman® s always rea to antwer intricate 3cooer problemts for MAQGHET
nkm-.. :“r you mmr;n u:-:ﬂ uininni writs to “fLingsman,*' g/o Tha MAGMNEY,

The Flettway House, ‘Farringdon Eires

Lontdon, E.C.4, and then watch for his

reply in this paper.

IIAT-TRIEEE I

NE of roy readers wha lives at West

Worthing, and who is kind enou

to say that he has been helped in

his football by the hints he has
read in the MAGKET, is often taken by his
father to watch Portsmouth and Bouth-
ampton play. And I suppose it is natural
that he should be interested in the wonder.
ful r feats this season which are to
the oredit of Edward Drake, the centre-
forward who went from Southampton to
Arsonal

I am afraid it is imposaible for me to
lay my finger on sny one feature of
Drake’s and say that therein lies the
socret of hin success.  Good footballers are
not made with merely one qupﬁgga; they
‘muat have mw:qliy if they play
in the centre.fo ;;omtmm

In my view Drake ia ideally built for the
contre-forward position.

He hax broad shoulders, o sitrong
frame, and can shoot wilh either
foot. Perhaps more hnporiant thon
these things, however, is the fact
that he is =0 guicl off the mork.

This point sbout the p!&i of Drake han
surpriged a lot of people who saw him at
Southampton, where he appeared to be
gomewhat alow when a sprint waa
naceseary. But the player sft himeelf to
cure this weakpess, and 1f he has the good
luck to escape injury he may manage to
beat the record for the number of goals
soored by o firet-class player in one season.

That number was aixty, scored by Dean,

the Everton centre-forward, duning the
1027-28 season. He only just beat the
revious best ureg, and would have

iled to do this it he bad nob managed the
hat-trick in the last match of the seeson.
There were wild scenes of enthusiasm on
the Evertop ground when Dean set up the
new fgures. :
» Talking of hat-tricks, Drake hos still a

long way to go to beat tho season’s record
in thie connection. 3
In replying to another reader I can give
information that in the sesson when
Camsell scored b9 goals—there
were nine games in which he obtained at
least three goals. We have got into the
habit of calling three goals by one player a
hat-trick even t-huu%h there are other
goals intervening. ne of my readers
wanta to know whether this is correot.
There is no official ruii.il}fnnmﬁhnpamt' .
of course. What 1 will say is that if I
managed to get- three goals in a first-class
match I shouldn't care whether people
called it & hat-irick or not. I should
quite happy.

ARTICIPATION ]

NOTHER reader who Lesps goal
A faor his achool team agks me for a

feww hints on the job, and
perhaps others will be Jnterested
if I pasa on some tips in & very brief way.
First and foremost, the go muat
ﬂﬁ- far safety. There ia nobody behind
to remedy his mistalkes, and he must,
therefors, refuse to take uUnneceasary riske.
Under this heading comes the high shote.
It is often safer to tip the ball over the
bar try to catch i, inlly if
opponents are in the vicinity. I remember
an international match at Stamford Bridge
between land and Scotland when the
Seottish go por, catching the ball, waa
bundled over the line before he could get
rid of it. and Scotland lost the match
that goal.

Anticipation iz o0 very neceasary
guolily in a succeasful ffoalkesper.
The best goalkeepers are usuolly
those tolio mnahe the job look casy.
They are able fo do this because,
usfnug their powers of an oM,
they get in the right placc the
shot even before i contes.

Not long age I waa chatting to Harry

Hibbe,_ the falious England goal '
about this ipstion business. He

the art of: tion highly develo
mi% I asked him to what hia attributed it..
Hibba gave me a tip which I pass on gladly
o m gl:ﬁ&ﬁ-l"l F ! -

b ﬂuring mid-week practice,’ he said,
“T don't always play under the bar.:
Sometimea, 1 xo ot the forwands,
and do some shooting in at goal, - F-don't
do this because I have ideas of ing o
goalscorer rather than a goal-stopper, but
all 'the same I think it hn}z;nmy goal-,
keeping. It snables me to & better
opinion of where a player in ion of
the ball ia likely to shoot in ém oiretmn.-
stances.” In any cose, it can't do any

harm for a young goal 10 take » tum
b & i.m

at shooting-in,

SHIR-GUARDS !

HERE i» a reason for mest things in
football, as in other walke of life.

That remark is drawn from me by

a most unvsual qoestion to hand

from & reader st Bwansea. Ha that
he has often noticed that foo BTN,
during a match, have trouble with the shin.:
guards which they put inside their
stockings, because they alip about. Thie
th Hmn:hi':lhy’ih "tmnhd huw

o on't pw i o

on them so that they can be worn cutside

the stockipge.

Hmmuhmw”-.
Gl oS wgoe L] = grumrels
wsed by foolbaliers svere mods e

the rmsnner rmy Loyt
l‘"ﬂﬂ““i Imm o
the owlside of the with
atraps wed buchles. Alns, the

Bo now you know the footballers
wear them inaide the sto
Not long ago I put in my talk a few

words about the size of football pitches.
Evidently thess escapsd the eye of
J. Bryce, of Whetstone, who asks me what
is the recognised gize, His friend suggesta,
115 yards by 80 yards. As s matter of,
fact, this is, roughly, the size of most Hrst-
class pitches, Lut the rules give & lot of;
margin, and there is no stendard aise.
The maximum length of & football pitch is
130 yards and the minimum 100. The
minimum breadth is 5O , and the
moximum 100 yards. moans, in
effact, it would be pomsible—and within
the rules—to play on an absolutely square
pitch, but I have never seen one, have you B

* LINESMAN."
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' written them for Quelch! They had to
write in. a sorswling round-hand, if the
job had to pass muster. They had to
Eut some spo l:nqvmm Virgil that would
‘have made P. Vergiliuse Maro jump,
had he been able to see it! The job
had. to' ba praperly done if it was to
satiafy Prout |

Prout,, it was trug, hardly looked at

a man's lines. That was well known.

If he had the right number, it was all

right for Prout. . : .
till, if he had noticed anything like

s eivilised handwriting, or too much
correct spelling it would -have mado
even Prout.suspicious |

S0 the Good. Samaritans had to. be
carcfwl—or, perhaps it would he mora
accurate, to say, they had to be careless |

Gﬂkﬂrﬂm-!-lﬁﬂ‘i'.. . o J

It was almost his first smile sincae
Caffyn had ¢ome to Greylriars.

oker was feeling bucked. )

He did sgmg lines himself I Not very
many, "heosuse. he lpathed lines, “ahd
with so many helpore it was " neces-
sary for Coker to exert himself.

dtill, * he Toput-"in  sorded
hundrod were already. done—which was
8 start; Coker added
another fifty. -

Witk 'wll necessary care—or oarcless..

ness—~tha juniors on aver 8o much
faster t.ha‘gl Uﬂkﬁrm

The linies grew and: graw, like the litfl4'
peach in the orvhard I
. A thousand lices was a tremendous
impot; but many hands make light
-work! It was.not so tremendouns.dor
halt a dozen fglf:;gm working together.

At this rate the impot would be done
well before tes-time, and Coker dould
walk it off to Prout's study, and lesve it
there for.his
off his worried mind..

Prout's wrath, which had seemed onl
teo certein to fall on (foker's devote
head, would -ba .avertec.. . Whether he
came back in.the rein with, or without,
twinges-of rheumatism, he rould find no
fault with Coker if he found the com-
pleted impot ready for him on his

study table. :
Ecrtiljgl, scratch, scra.ch! went the
busy péns.

It was weary work! Had it been a
fine afterncon 1t is doubtful whether the
kind, good nature of the Removites
would have been equal to the strain,

But the rajn was, ooining down herd |
It dashed on the “window-panes,- it
splashed in the quad, it fodded tho
leafless old irees, The Good Samaritans
of the Lower Fourth were equal to
giving up that wet, dismal afterncon i
B good canse ]

Herateh, Weratch, serateh )

Coker finished fifty lines by the time
the juniors had done a hundred easch.
Then he fook a much-needed - rest.

They glanced at him, perhaps rather
expressively. Coker etrolled round the
study with his hands in his pocketa.

Johnny Bull opened his lips and
clozed them again. -

The chums of the ve had come
thero to - help Coker! They really
hadn't ‘come .there to write his lines
while ha strolled round the study.

t they were near the fOnish now,
and they scratched on.

HBeratch, scratch, scratch |

“Don’t hurry, you kids!” said Coker
kindly. *Lots-of time before tea.!

The junioers: seribbled on in silonce.
Coker made himself comfortable in the
armchatr, occasionally glancing over
thmfr wEril!n Cherrg—

" Look hore, err

':%Ia'll:}, hul];kﬁ halle 1" S g

“You'va s ‘asguabat’ with an
I " paid Coker, _

“That's how WVirgil spells 1t1” said

Tae Macner LisRary.—No. 1,405.
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Bob sarcastically, “ Still, Prout won't

expect you to-spell like Virgill Tl
drop a blot over the E.”
And he did,

Tha lines were finished at last. Coker
looked over them—not very approv:
ingly. 8Still, he was glad. to sec them
done. He realised that, on his own,
he would have got nowhero-through that
iﬁpﬂt_—h}' tea-time. He gatheréd up the

oelg.

“Look here, you kids, this is jolly
decent of you!" said Coker. *“I'm
really obliged 1" :
,Eid]:um -made that statement in Ins
mpst mnﬂemx}djﬂg tone.

. ¥Tho _obligefulness of the esteemed
Gcﬁm?ﬂ is: 8 boonful blessing, to our
ridiculous  gelves!” deeclared Hurree

amsct Ram Bingh solemnly.

:“Ehi -Oh, }rq?,,!” gaid Coker, “I'd
Iiko to ask you fags to tem, after what
you've done, only I sha|ll have some
Fifth Form men here, and I cap’t very
wall have a eréw of scrubby faps about
the study 1*

The Famdis Five gazad at Colker,

2 Go on, Coker 1” gasped Bob, “*It's a
pleasure to listen to you!* .

“The piagsuzi fulness is terrific 1

“But I'll tell you what,” sdid Coker.
“There's a-cake jn.the cupboard, and
you can take it awdy with you and scoff
it among yourselves,”

Herry Wharton looked fixedly at
Coker of the Fifth. Coker, of course,
wad always Coker, and could not be
expected to be anything but Cokerish, go
to speak. Btill, there was & limit

The captain of the Remove stepped to
the cupboard and lifted out the cake
indicated by Cokor. 2

“We can do what we like with this
cake; Coker ¥ he esked, 3

“Certainly 1" said Coker graciously.

“Good! .Collar: him, you nien, and
we'll bung it down the back of his
neck

“ Hear, hear 1™

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“What the thump—— Gone. mad?”
velled Coker, as the juniors grasped
him - and up-onded him on his study
earpet. “Why, I'll smash you! I—I—
I'l— Yaroooch! Keep that cake
away from my neck ! Yurrrrggghhh 1?

Four pairs of hands held Coker on the
carpet, wriggling wildly, while Wharten
jammed the cake, in sections)-down the
back of his neck.

Then the Famous Five left the study.

Coker sat up, gurgling |

Tha juniors wera gone, Coker was
efrofy his neck.
For quite & long timme Coker struggled
with erumbled cake.

He was still fecling very erumby down
the back when hes picked up his lines
to convey them to Prout’s study. Had
he come on the Famous Five again, it
iz probable that gratitude for services
renderad wounld not have restrained
Coker from assault and battery. :

But the Famous Five had gone to tes
with Lord Mauloverer in the Remove,
and were, fortunately, out of Coker's
WAaT. -
" With a frownin brow, Horace
marched down to %[as.terx' Passage,
impot in hand. -

At the corner of that passage =n
Eemove junior was. lounging by a
window, locking out into the rainy
gquad, but keeping one eye on the
passage. '

It was Caffyn. tgr i e x

Coker gave him an inimical glare in
passing, but did not speak to him. He
had no wuse for his cousin. in the.
Bemovye.

As he marched up the pn.aaa%;a Cafiyn's
eyes glinted after hitn. He had noted
the impeot in Coker's hand.

It did not even oceur to Coker that
Caffyn was hanging about there to sco
whether he took in his impot or not.
He did not dream that the Snipe-took
the slightest interest in the maller.

Coker marched on to Prout's study
and laid his completed impot on his
Form-master’s table, where it could not
fail to catch I'rout’s cye when he came
In.

When he left the study Caflyn was
no longer to be seon in the passage.

Coker did not give him -a thought.
Much relieved fo have done with his
Iﬁfth Form

unpot, Coker went up fo the
games study for a ]I)it.tlﬂ company and
conversation till tea-time.

-Caffyn, however, had not gone far.

Aftor Coker was off the scene, the
Snipe of the Remove emerged from a
doorway and stepped along quictly to
Prout's study.

He dodged swiftly into that study.

Coker’s impot lay on the table. It did
not lia there long. In.a few moments

Caffyn had stuffed it out of sight under

his waistcoat.

Hhen ba lelt Prout's study as swiftly
and quietly as he had entored it. Five
meinutes later Caffyn was taking a walk
in the rain—to drop Coker's thousand
lines ihto a rainwater-butt by the gar-
dener's shed.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Catastrophic for Coker !
word [¥ said Mr.

1 PON my
U Prout. ;
Prout had eome in: he had

had his tea with tho other
beaks, and now he was in lhis study—
remembering Coker.

He looked over his table for the lines
that “he' had erdered Coker to leave
there for his inspection,

Mo lines were visible,

Prout ejaculated * Upon my word ™
but he looked as if he was thinkin
something much more expressive ang,
emphatie.

He frowned darkly.

Coker had directly disobeyed hia
commands. Having alrcady had ample
time to write ont that impot, hoavy as
it was, he had been given iill tea-time
thiz afterncon—a last chanco ]

And he had not done it

Prout breathed wrath. Ile was fed-up
with Coker. An incessant trouble in
the Form-room, as chstinate as hoa was
obtuse, Coker was always a worry to
Prout. If to obstinacy and obtuseness
ho was adding direct discbedience to
his Form-master's orders, it was time for
Coker o ba dealt with severoly.

Prout intended to be severe. e falt
it his duty to be sovere. Mo felt wlso
gome rheumatic twinges, due to the rain,
that added a little to his scnse of duty
towards Coker.

He left the study and procecded to
the quarters of the TFilth. He loocked
into the pames study at the end of that
passage, but Coker was not there.
Several Fifth Form men were {hers,
and they had a mispiving that Dront
had dropped in for onme of his Jittls
chats, Prout was & chatty gentleman,
and believed in those frank, hearty talka
between pupi and master

But on this occasion thore waz no
ground for alarimn. Irout had not coine
thero to chat.

“Can you tell me whera Coler is,
Blundell?” he asked. '

“In his study, 1 thinlk, siry” answored
the captain of the Fifth.

“*Thank you, Blundell.”

Prout ro led on up the passage, to
the relief of the men in the gaines study.
He stopped st the door of Coker's

btudy up the passage, where a checry
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g

** Caflyn and that solieitor-johnny are

fed up——"'

buzz of voices told that Iforace was at
home and had company.

FProut knocked at and
opened it, ,

Tea was still going on there. Coker
had, as he had told the jumors, sowme
Fifth Form men fo {ea. Fitzgevald and
Tomlinson and Hilton were there, and
Potter and Greene. The Jatler pair
had made it up with Cokbr—in time for
tca; a little soft sawder would always
bring Coker round.

The whole party jumped up ot the

the door

sight of Prout. The set of his plump
lips, the glint in his oyes, boded
trouble.

* Cloker I" boomed Prout.

“Yes, sic 1"

“Follow me1”

Coker blinked at liim.

“I haven't fuished fea,
nointed out.

Prout breathed hard and deep.

“T have told vou, Coker, to foullow
me 1 he said, *“} shall not ropeat wy
coinmand, Coker ™ -

Prout rolled out.
gtaring. : :

“What on earth’s the mwatter with him
now 77 he. asked, in wonder,

“ After your lines!” suggoested Fitz-

erald.

“I'vea done my lines.”

“Well, you'd better pot after him; he
lobks fearfully shirty !V

Coker snorted.

But even Coker realised that he had
Letter gebt after Prout. Ho left the
study and got after bim, and the tea-
party sat down agein to finish Coker's
good things without Coker’s company.

“Mr. Prout |" exclaimed Coker, a3 he
overtook bis  Formr-master on  the
landing.

“Follow rel” boomed Prouk

*But what, sir—"

[EF]

sir ¥ he

Cloker

£t ool

¥

-

“* You lying rotter I** yelled

o Eﬂﬂugh 12 , . .

Prout rolled on, with Coker~imn lis
wake. He led the way downstairs.
Coker followed on, bewildered. Caftyn,
leaning over the Rewmove banisters,
watched him go. with a sarcastic grin
on his face. DBut Coker did not hecd
Caffyn or even sea him.

He was wondering what was up with
Prout. The old ass might be dissatis-
fied with his lines, but that was no cause
for all his wrath and solempity.

Besides, he was heading for the ITead’s
siudy. Why, Coker could not begin to
Euess,

But it was no use asking Prout. Drout
rolled on, in dignified wrath, and Coker
followed.

Prout knocked at the MHead's study
door.

“Come in!" celled the quict fones of

Dre. Lacke.
_Tha Fifth Form master rolled in, fol-
lowed by Coker. Dr. Locke and My
Quelch wera in tho study, engaged in
conversation—which was suspended as
1'rout came in with Coker. .

““What—" began the Head.

“Dr. Locke *—=Mr. TProut's voice
almost- trembled—"T have brought this
hoy to vou! He is beyond mel 8Sir,
I request you to deal with this boy for
an act of wilful disobedienca 17

“3 shall certainly do so!" said Dr.
Locke. ** But what——'

“Some days o, sir, Coker was
engaged in a foolish prank in 3 Remeova
study, for which 1 gave him a thousand
lines, on Mr. Quelch’s complaint. These
lines he failed to hrin,nfv‘ltn me. ‘This
afternoon, eir, I warned him that, unless
I found tha lines in my study after tes,
I should bring him to you for judginent.
This warning he has treated with
flagrant disrogardl I have brought him
to you, sir|”

“ that

A\

trying to make Aunt Judy fed up with Coker—after her money, Jdun know ! ** sald
Bunter. *‘I heard ’em talking about it. 0ld Sarle said that il Coker kept on geiting into irouble {he
yn, starting to his feet.

dame would gei

Dr. Locke knitted his brows.

"%Z‘:Pkari Have you anything fo
EY [~

Coker looked st him. He looked ab

'rout. Coker felt as if his head was
turning round, he was so bewildered.
- *“Eh! Oh! Yes, sir!” he gasped.
“J=1 don't guite uwnderstand, sir! I
—I suppose Mre. Prout found the lines
i his study.™

“What?" boomed Prout.

“You did not find the lines in vour
stndy, Mr., Prout?” asked the Head.

“No, sir! I did not, sir! That'is
why I have brought this reckless and
di<ehedient boy to you, sic!”

" Coker I

“*Have you looked for them, siv?”
nsked Coker blankly... “If you have,
yon muzt have seen them.”

“ What 1™ )

*1 left them on your table, siy!”
gasped Coker. “T1 put them there
quite plain for you to ses. They'rp
theva ail right, sir”

Prout gazed at Coker. He knew per-
fectly Wwell that there were no lines in
his study. His plump face reddoned
and reddened with warmth. - :

“T trost,” said the Head mildly,
there is no error—no over-
aight in this matter! You are swe,
Afr. Proot—"

“I could hardly overlook such gn
imposition as a thousand lines, eirl
The lines are not in my study.

“They are, sirl” ssid Coker. .

“Boy, do you dare to contradick
me?” roared Prout,

“Well, sir, I'm bound. to, when I
knew I put the lines” there,” said
Coker warmly. “If you haven’t found
them, sir, I ecan’t account for it
They were plain enough for anybody to
sco—right on the table.”

Tee MicNer Lmasey.—Nao. 1,403,
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Prout choked. )

*Dr. Locke! There are no lines on
my tablel There is not w single line
written by Coker in my study! Sir,
this boy i1s adding deliberate falsehood
to deltherata disobediemce!  Bir,
leave the matter in your hands, I will
not bandy words with this boy 1"

Prout rolled out of the atudg pur;i!lc-.
Coker stared after him blan iy. o
1u'a,sdmdaring whether Prout had gone
mad !

“Caker 1 said Dr. Locke, in 8 deep
voice. “As you have dim‘n-e;fed your
Form-master—"

“I haven't, sir 1" gasped Coker. “I
—I can’t understand why Prout—I
mean, Mr.
lines, sir| They're there”

“Do youw .atill assort that you placed
them there, Coker '

The Head could not help being a
littla improssed by Coker’s alinost
frantic earnestness.

“¥es, rather, sir! Of course! A
thousand lines, right in the middle of
his tableg-—" .

“Mr. Quelch, will you have the kind-
ness to step to Mr. Prout's study, and
asmﬂai.n't.ige facts beyond the shadow
of & doubti” .

“{lertainly, sir ! said the Remove-
master, with & very curious glance at
Coker.

He went out, and the Head and
Coker ,waited for him to return. lIle
was dobl many minutes gone.

Mr. Quelch’'s face was very grave
when he re-entered the Head's study.
Coker giving him a bowildcred blink,
read the verdiet in his face.

“Well, sir 1" asked the Head.

“Thers is certainly no i1mposibion
written by Coker in his Form-master's
study, sir 1" said Mr. Queleh.

" Coker——" .

"1 put it there, sir " gasped Coker.

“Hilenco ! How dare you make such
a statement?” rapped the Hoadl
“Coker, unwilling as I am to inflict
mrpuﬂj punishment upon a senior
boy, you have left me mno other
resource. You will be publicly caned
in Hall, aftor prayers to-morrow orn-
ing, Coker.”

But, sir—" howled Coker.

“ Bilence !

“ But—" . _

“Leave my study 1™ said the Ilecad in
B volee of thunder. .

And “the hapless Coker, wondering
whether he was on his head or his
heels, left it.

Ry

THE FOURTEERTH CHAPTER.
The Right Thing !

[ 13 SAY. vou fellows—"
“Prepl® interrupted Ilarcy
Wharton,
“But I say—Coker—"

“0Oh, Coker! What about Coker?”
asked Wharton snd Nugent together;
and Caffyn looked up quickly.

It was prep in the Remowe, and
Wharton, Nugent, and Gﬂl’fi;n had sat
down to it in Study No. 1 when Bunter
looked in. Bunter, of course, ought to
Lhave been in Study No. 7 at prep also;
but other matters seemed to be occupy-
ing the fat mind of the Owl of the

mMove. "

His face was wreathed In grins.

*0ld Coker's going it!" chuckled
Bunter, “He says he won't stend it!
He says Prout’s mad! He, he, he!”

“Won't stand whati” asked Harry. -

“He's up for a Beak’s whopping.”

"“"Poor old Coker!” sighed Nugent
¥He's always up to something, or up

Tog MigNes E1BRiRY.~IVo. 1,405

Prout—hasn't found the.
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for something! Hasz he been telling
Prout what he thinks of him?”

“It's something " about his lines, I
think,” said Bunter. “You fellows
remember what I told yon in the Rag
this afternoon——"

Wharton's face becams grave.

“Coker's lines !” ha ejaculated.

And Hugent became grave also.
The immediate mlipic:i-:m eccurred to
their minds that Prout had detected
sonething fishy about those lines!

If he had found out- that that
impbt was the work of many hands, it
wasa bound to lead to trouble. FProut,
of course, would have taken a view of
the matter guite different from that of
the Good Samamitanz of the Remove.

“He's roaring!” said Bunter im-
pressively. “¥You cen hear him wards
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from the games study. Telling
¥ifth alt about it! Ile, he, he!'

“But what—" L :

“Something about hia lines,” said
Bunter. “1 heard hinm say it was the
lines two or three times over!
wasn't listening, of course—"

“Cut that hit out!”

“0Oh, really, Wharton! But a fellow
couldn’t help hearing—I tell you he's
simply welling 1™  pgrinned Bunter.
“He's up for a Head's whopping in
the morning—caning in Hall before all
the schogl—"

“They never cane the Fifth |7 gasped
Nugont, “My hat! Prout must be
wild, if he’s got the Hesd to cane a
man in hiz Form.” _ _

* Coker says he won't staud 11" said
Bunter. “0Of course, he'll have to stand
it. But ho's such a silly sss! Goodness

knows what ha will do!
the Head! He, ho, hat" :

“Hea should have dence his lines,”
remarked Caffyn. :

“ According to what he was yelling
out in the games study, he did do
them,” said Bunter. “I1  supposo
Frout wasn’t eatisfied with them. Per-
haps he spelled eat with too many
k's! Ile, he, he!™

Wharton and Nugent, of course,
know that the lincs had beon done and
taken to Prout's study. That thoay had
mysteriously disappeared from that
study the juniors not the remotest
idea. They could only conclude that
I"rout had discovered that many hands
had helped—and that that was tho
cause of the troubla.

It was rather dismaying, They had
meaut well, But it looked ms if their
well-meant help had landed Coker in
worse frouble than before.

“Bo he's up for a Mead's licking, is
he?" said Caffyn, with his unpleasant
grin.

“Yes—in Halll” prinned DBuntor.
“All right for you, Caffyn! He, he,
he ! ou can tell that guardian of
vours that Coler's in trouble again.

Might punch

He, he, he! It will interest him,
what 7"

Caffyn gave a violent start.

“What do you 1mean, vou fat
dummy !"* he snarlod.

Bunter winked a fat wink.

“I fancy you know what I mean (™ ho
chuckled. "I Theard that solicitor-
jolinny, Sarle, talking to you the day
you came. He, he, ho!™

Caffyn's face whitened. Wharton
and Nugent looked at him, and looked
at Bunter,

“What on earth de you mean, you
fat ass?" asked Nugent.

“Caffyn knows what I mean!”
grinned Bunter. “They're trying to
make that old sketch, Aunt Judy, fed-
up with Coker—after her moeney, you
know! I heard 'em talking sbout it!
IIe, he, he! Old Barle said that if
Caker kept on gettiug into trouble at
school the old dame would get fed-
np—- n

“¥ou lving rotter! yelled Caffyn,
starting to his feet. * You never heard
anything of the kind!["

b | jnl{lf well did I retorted Bunter.
“And T'd have tipped Coker, toe, onl
the silly idiot whopped me when {
went to his study, thipking I'd come
there for his measly spread—as if I
care for a spread! I say, Caffyn, you
can fell Barle that Coker's in troubln
again, to tell old Judy! He, he, hol

aroooh 1" added Bunter, in 8 roar, as
the cnraged Caffyn hurled & Latin
grammar seross the table, catching him
under his fat chin.

Bump! :

Bunter sat down in the doorwary.

Tliere was a8 step in the passage.
Wingate of the Bixth, who was on duty
m prep that evening, came along,
grasped the fat Owl by the neck, and
jerked him to his feet.

“Ow! Let go, Bolsover, you boast (™
roarcd Bunter. *You rotter—ow! Oh,
is it vou, Wingatc? 1 thought it was
that other beas 3

“Why aren't vou at prep?” demanded
the captain of Greyfriars.

“I—I—1'm just geingl!” gasped
Bunter.

“l'ake that to help you along!™

“ W hoooooop 1" roared Bunter, as ho
took a gentle lick from Wingale's ash-
plant, and he bolted along the Remove
passago and into Study No. 7 like a fat
rahbit into its burrow.

“Wingate!” Harry Wharton stepped
to the door as tho prefect was furning




away. “ITove you heard anyihiing abont
Cakor #

“Coker? Yes! IHe's 1w oa vow wiith
his Forin-mmaster.”

“YWhat ahout ™ asloerd ITarry
anxiously,

Wingate staved at Lim, ITo did not
sre how affloirs in the Fihh Form con-
cerncd the Remove., 1awever, he an-
swered,

“It's something alout some lines T
had to da fov Prour, Irom what I've
hoard. Tt seems he never odid them”

#[—=T—I think the lines weee done,”
snid Harev. It can'i be ihat” ]

“T den’t sec hew vou know anglhing
about it,™ said the Sixth Former. " DBot
if the lines were done, Prout can't have
been satisfied with them, for he inok
(loker to the Head, and the silly ass
up for a whopping from Ilr. Locke
Now got to your prep.’” ]

Wingate put his ashplant wader his
arm and walked away.

Wharton and Negent sat dawn to prep
giain in 8 worried mood.

Caffyn eved them stealthily, Dat they
were not thinking of Calfvn, or of the
miysterious hints Dilly Bunter had given.
They were worried shout Horaee Coker.,

owever, prep had to be done, and
ithey gave it their altenbion. It was
over ob last, and they were able to gt
auk.

They went alonz. at once to Tob
Chorry's study, 'They had to cou~ult
their friends abount ihis  traublesome
matter, and ther did not want to talk
in the presence of Caifyn.

Caffyn kicked the door shut aller
therm, and sat down at the table 1o wiite
o letter., Therc was a sour grin on the
face of the Snipe of the Ramove, Ie
had guite interesting informalion {0
send to Me, Sarle! ] )

Forgetful of Calfyn’s existence, Whar-
ton and Nugent arrived ot Study XNo. 15,
Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh were called ont nin 1he passage,
:mdg then Johnny DBoll  from  Study
o, 14, .

There were long faces in the famons
(o, az Wharton oxplained what had
been heard from Bunter and Wingate,

“ How utterly rotten ! said Baob.

«“Phe rattenfulness iz terrifie ! =and
tha nabob dizmally. *Inctead of help-
ing the esteemed and idiaife Coker, it
is & boot on the other leg.”

“I told wou it was a rollen idea al
the time,” said Johnny DBull.

“"Fathead !" said Harry.

“Well, T did tell yon so—"

“Dry up, ass!” said Doh.

“Well, I dad 1"

“My esteemed Jolinny,” muvmnred
Hurree Singh, “speechiulness is silvery,
but golden silence is the eracked piicher
that goes longest to the well.”

Johnny Bull gruntced.

“Look here,” said Wharlon rather
sharply, “the question is, whal's gomg
to be done?  If's pretly clear that
Trout's spotted that Coker nover did the
lines—at least, not more than about a
quarter of them. T suppose tho old ass
being shirty, looked over them ecarefuily
for once. Well, loock here, Coker never
nzked us to help him—uwe barged in and
offered, and even Prout will understan:d
that poor old Coker counldn't he ex-
::u:m:tla-:fl to refuse such an offer. It may
make it better for Cokor if——"

Cherry sighed, ]
“If we go to Prout and tell him,” he
said.

“Well, ves. Only we won't go to
Prout. Let's go to cur own beak, and
own up fair and square” .

*Quelch will give ua a detention, ot
least, for doing anolhier fellow's lices
for him,” said Jolmny Bull,

“I know that.”
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"You Jike defentionai™
Johnny savcastically.

“Oh, don’t be an ass! We meant to
help Coker, and if wo've landed him
with a Mead’s whopping instead, it's up
in ng to pet him off, if we canl™ ox-
¢laimed the captain of the Remove.
“ Prout can't e keen on hiiving a man
in his Form caned, and if Quelch tells
hirn that bovs in his Form were as much
to blame as Coker, or more—"

“Oh, let’s 1 said Bob. *We've made
g bloorner, and we ecan’t leave Coker
to take sll the gruel! Let’sl It's the
vight thing

Johnny Duoll grunted again, but he
grunted assent.  And the Famous Five
went down together to  their Form-
master's study—not in the happiest of
paewwlz, but prepared to face thor just
share of the musicl

ineguired

———

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Quite a Surprise

EXNRY SAMULL QUELCIH was
H husy correcting a pile of Latm
papers for his Form. ]

Hep suspended that oceupation
as five members of the Form presented
themselves in his study., A severo ex-
wression  immoedistely overspread the
II{r:frnu:n*.'ﬂ master’s countenanee, He did
not know what the five had come to
sav, bub their looks were the looks of
delinguoents.

“Well 77 said Me Queleh, shooting
that monosvliable at the Famous ive
rather like a bullet.

“We—wo've come, sir—" Ffammnrﬂﬂ
Wharton, It was rather difficult o
cxplain. He pansed.

=T am awarc of that, Wharten, as I
eep you standing before me!” said the
Hemove master, o little acidly. * Kindly
explain why you have come here awd
ntereapted me,”

“It's abhount Coker, =ir!”
tnok the plunge. :

Mr. Quelch roized his evelirows,

v (oker of the IMifih Form? T trust,
VWharton, that you have not been con-
cernedd inany further disturbanee with
that troublesome hov ™

Pot—Twmit
fE]

Wharton

“ Oy, no, sir ! 16 i=n'i that, T
—Tmat be's np for a whopping, sic

A what?"” ; :

“1 mean & Head's caning in Hall, sir,
and=—and wo thought we ought to come
and—and own up, sir”

Mr. Quelch gazed at them.

“1 antirely fail to sce how ¥aou are
econcorneddl in the matter. Wharton, or
vaur fricnds,” he said.  *“Fxplain your-
s il
IH‘E\?E helped,  sie!*  stammered
Wharion. *“ We—we—we thought b
would e decent, sir, to help poor old
Cloker, as—as he'd never have got the

. -*j aculated Wharton.
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*Of—of courze, siv. But—>"

“The absurd Coker was terrilically
down on his luck, sir,” said Huorree
Jamset Ram Singh. “The sympathiso
was preposterans” -

“And it wes partly through me, sir,
that Calker got that awful impot,” said
Hol, “Mr. Prout gave it him for rag-
gEIng ir:tm:.r study, sir. You. remember
thp—

“I have no doubl.” snapped My
Queleh, “that you imagine that all
kinds af excuses exist for such conduct.
Mevertheless, such conduct 1s inczeus-
able.”

“Woe—we'ro not exacily exeusing ours
selves, sir,” murmured Wharton, “ Bug
Colker being up for a caning, we—we
thought—that—— He never esked us to
hellp him. Mr. Prout may think he got
fellows to help him write the lines, anc
nover meant to write them hamaelf. But
that's not the case, sir. We went to his
stuidy this afternoon of our own accord
and offered. So we're a5 much to hlama
gz Coker i15.”

"Wa didn't do all the lines, eithe
sie,” ventured Nugent. * Mr. Prout mag
think that Caoker never touched them.
II}IT- 5..:: did at least three hundred mwi
1LY,

'}lf—‘if vou'ill spenk to Mr. Prouky
sir,” went on Wharton, “I—I'm sure
he'il be glad to hear anything in Coker's
fovour—"

Amazemant was growing in the cound
tenance of Henry Samuel Quelch. Hao
looked at the fiva juniors one aftes
another, move and more amazed. Ha
masle Whavton a sign to be silent,

“T pannot understand this,” said Mrd
Queleh, i

“YWall, sir, we knew it was againsy
the rules, of course, but Coker was down
ot his Inek, and—and—and—"

“* Are yon aware, Wharton, why Coker
of the Fifth Form i3 sentenced to &
caning from the headmaster 77

“T—I suppose because Mr. Trout
found onk tIErLt he had had help with his
lines, sir.  Tut if he thinks that Coker
never did any of them, that's guite a
miztake. He did a third of thom, any-
o ———=""

“This 3z extraordinary |” eaid 3Mre
Quelel, ™I coan scarcely believe that yon
hoys have come here to tell an absurd
story to no pl]l‘gt}ﬂ-ﬂ. Is it your belief,
Wharteon, that Coker is to be punished
heeatise his Form-master is dissatisfied
with las Jinesi"

“0Oh!'  Yoa, Tan"t that so?™
“It's about the
lings, sir, we know that for certain; so
we snpposed—-—"

“(Cortainly 1t is about the lines,
Wharlon ; was present when Mr.
Pront  bronght Coker to the Head'a
sludy amnd am guite aware thea

(Comtinued on next pape.)
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circumstances. But Mr. Proul’s com-
plaint was that Coker had not written
the lines at all”

It was the tum of the Famouns Five
to stare amazed. :

A thunderbolt in the study could
hardly have astonished them more than
that statement from Mr, Quelch.

They stood dumbfounded.

“It is elear,” snid Mr, Quelch, **that
there is some extraordinary mistake in
this matier. I understand that Coker of
the TFifth Form was ordered to leave
the lines in his Form-master's study by
tea-time. As Mr. Prout did not- fin
them there he took Coker fo the head-
mhster, when Coker asserted fhat the
lines had, in fact, been placed in Mr.
Prout's study.”

*“3o they had, sir!” gasped Wharton.

* Must-have been ! said Bob blankly.

" Coker's o fool, but he'’s not fool enovgh
to forget to take in the lines after they
were done,™
° “Mr. Prout certdinly found no such
lines in his study,” said the Remove
master. “To make all pure, I lodked in
tha study myself, at Dr. Locke’s re-
uest, and no such lines were there.
‘oker's assertion that he had placed
them there, and that they hLad heen
writlen at all, wae considered a false
statemont.”

“My hat!” gpasped Nugent.

“What you tell me, however, lels in
& new light on the matter,” said Moy,
Quelch. "I will not, for the moment,
refer to_your wrongdoifig, in helping
wnother boy with his lines.  Let me
know exactly how the matter stands. Is
{t- within your knowledge that the lincs
were written, no matter by whem” i

Certaifily, sir!” gesped Wharton in
bewilderment. *“We wera in Coker's
study, and saw him count them and put
4the sheets together.”

“ A thousand lines, sir!” said Johany
h}l]i- “Coker did about three hundred
and fifty and we did the rest. Ile had
about threse hundred done, when we
went in to help.” ]

“Ind you sec Coker take them to his
Ferm-master's study 1"

*“No, sir; we weént to tea 1m fthe
Remove, But he must have taken them
in, They were all written; we know
that. A thouwsand lines—

“Coker iz not, I fear, a verr intelli-
gﬁnt boy,” said Mr. Quelch., “He mnay

ave forgotten to take in the lines. In
that case, they ave still in his study.”™

The juniors locked blank. If was
almost unimaginable that even Coker
had forgotten to take in the lines, once
they were done. And 1t was quite un-
imaginable that, if they were still in his
study, such a stack of lines could have
been overlooked there, by Coker and
Potter and Greene.

Me. Quelch pursed his lips.

“There 15 no doubt, from what wvon
ay. that the lines were actually
written,” he said, "As they were
written, it is scarcely possible to donbt
that Coker did, as he asserted to the
Head, place them on his Form-master's
table, His punishment iz for dis-
sbedience, and for making a false state-
ment to his headmaster. It would
appear that he was not, in fack, guilty
pf dizobedience or of & false statement.”

The Remove master rose to his feet.

“We—wa never even dreamed thot
Afr. Prout hadn’t found the lines, sir,”

said Harry. “Wo couldn’t guesz that,
knowing that they'd been done. I-—1
thought——*"

- ¥I understand! T am glad you have
come here so frankly and told me this,”
gaid Mr. Queleh, “{t is clear that somae
hecident must have happened to Coker's
roposition, in his Form-master’s study,
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and that the wniortunate boy has been
condemned without canse.™
*Mr. Prout will be glad to know, sir!”
“I am sure of it! DIlease follow meo

to_his study !
* The juniors followed their Form-
mastor, feeling déeply thankful that

thoy had come to him. They knew now
that the mattor was much more serions
than they had supposed. It was not for
getting help with his lines, as they had
taken for granted, that Coker was in
trouble.” It was for a supposed defance
of authority, snd-a Elle:}aeﬂ falschood
to his. headmaster ]! They . conld elear
Coker of that, st all evenis!

Mr. Quelch tapped st Pront’s door
and entered, followed by his Rock,

. The Fifth Form master blinked at him
In_surprise, ]

Prout was wot in 8 happy mood.

He was fecling as rigorous as gver
towards Coker. " Buf he was fecling,
also, the indignity of the public caning
of & 'Fifth Form man. He loathed the
1dea of the scene in Hall next morning;
and .the more he loathed it the more
bitter he felt towards the hapless Coker.

“AMr. Queleh!” boomed  Prout,
“"What—"

Coneisely the Remove master ex-
plained.

Prout listened, in gathering astonish-
ment, Having heard what Mre. Quelch
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had to tell ham, he stared at the juniors.
Then he staved round the study.

“Eot the lines ave not here!” he
gasped.

H*That i1s ecertainly true,” said e
Queleh. “ SBome accident——"

“What accidont, sir, can have hap-
pened to lines placed on my table?
‘L'here are many other ﬂapers there, to
witich no aceident has happened.”

“Then the lines must have besn re-
moved " said Mr. Quelch. “Some
utterly foolish and inconsiderate bov
mtzt have removed the lines, after Coler
placed them here, doubtless as an in-
sensate practical joke™

Prout started.

“Burely no boy ecould be so Taolish,
g0 inconsiderate, so coling—" Hoa
broke off. ™ Yet that is what must have
happened, Mr. Quelch. Coker, stupid
a5 he is, has always appeared to me a
truthiul bov, and I was smazed—shocked
—astonnded—when I heard him make,
as I believed, a false statement to Dr.
Locke on the subject.”

Prout passéd a hand ovor his podgy
brow,

“Certainly be should not have allowed
these juniors to help him write the
lines! But that is a very sligh{: fanlt, in
comparison with deflance of his Form-
mastor, and uttering falsehoods! Mr.

—r

Wlhiarton.

Quelch, these boys in your Form have
prevented an act of inadvertent in-
justice, and I—T trust that you will not
deal with them soverely for what they
have confessed to having done.”

Prout rolled out of his chair.

“I must go to the Head,” he said. “1
must see Dr. Locke at once! The
sentence on Coker must be rescinded
without delay.”

I'rout rolled off to see the Head! Mr.
Quelch retorned to his own study, fol-
loved meekly by the five juniors.
They were glad that Coker was got-
fing off ! They were glod that they
had got Lim off I Dut they were & little
worried abont what was going to happen
fo themselves!

Mr. Queltch eyed them long  and
thoughtinlly. Then he said suddenly
nnd rather unexpectedly :

“You may go!"”

~And  the YTamous TFive went—re-
jolcing |
THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Thanks!

i oL :':-:u.:n% asses 17

Y This Herace Coker?

It was the following morn-
_ang in break.

A bright end sunny merning followed
a rainy day; and the Famous Five
walked in the quad in bresk feoling
satisfied with themselves and thin
generally. And when Coker of the
Fifth bore down on them, they greeted
him with polite smiles, supcrusing that
he was coming along to tender grateful
acknowledgments.

Coker, of courze, had not been caned!
The sentence had been rescinded. Theat
awful humiliation the great Ilorace had
escaped ! Prout was almost as pleased
as Coker!

What had becomo of Cokor's lines was
a mystery. But it was established that
they had been written—though by rather
unlawful methods. They had been
placed on Prout’s table, as commanded.
Coaker had not been puilty of dis-
obedience and defiance, e had not
been guilty of telling erammers ! So all
was, in a maenncr of speaking, calm and
bright!

A little  grateful  acknowledgment
from Coker would not have been out
of plage. The Famous Five had saved
Coker, by their confession to Quelch—
snd had rizked a licking or detention.
True, they had escoped; but they had
risked 1it.

But grateful acknowledgment did not
gseem to be in Coker's mind, judging by
hiz styvle of addresa.

“You blithering little idiots!” went
on Coker, while the chums of the
Homove gazed at him blankly., " What
eork of silly little asses do you callyour-
selves 7"

“This,” said Bob Cherrr, “iz Coker's
way of expressing thanks!™

Et;imr snarted.

“1f I
whop vou all round.
vou've done.”

“What we've done!” Fasped Havry

“You hewling fatlicad, we've
got vou off a Head's whopping in Hall,
and we might have got whuppr:d Our-
selves.”

“Oh, don’t be a Foung ass!” grunted
Coker. “The Head would think twice
before he w]mYped a Fifth Form man.
I told the fellows in the games-study
last night that I shouldn’t have stood
it; and I shouldn’t, FProut's admitted
now that I put the lines in his study.”

“Only because we told Quelch !

“1 Jid put them thers, didn't LI

ss.:_]pgtme you meant well,” he said.
idn't think that, I'd jelly well
But look what



The Famous Five jumped at Horace Coker, and belore the Fifth-Former knew what was happening,
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he was down in the

quad, his features reposing in a puddle. ** Gurrrrggh ! *’ gurgled Coker. The Famous Five each delivered a hefty smack

in turn.

enapped Clokep,  “If Prout couldn’t find
them, staring him in the face on s
table, that's Lis look-out, not mine! I
dare say ha laid some books on them,
or sgmething—he's ass cpnongh for that
or enything else! Ie wus bound to find
them sooncy or later ! )

“He never found them!” shricked
Bob Cherry.

“Well, whether he found them or not
he knew 1'd put them there, becausc I
told him so!" snorted Coker. ™ Making
out a fellow to be a lar! Of course, he
couldn’t have kept that up !

“He jolly well Jdig—"

®And if we hadn't ownod np—*

“And pot you off——"

“Don’t jaw at me!” said Ceker. "1
don't like fags jawing at me! Look
what you've done! Prout knows now
that you've helped me with the lines!
You've given the whole thing away 1"

“If we hadn’t, wou'd have got
whopped in Hall this merning 1 yelled
Johnny Bull.

“Don’t shiont ot me!t I don’t like it!
What do you thiok’s happened now?”
demanded Caker wrathfully. “Prout's
had mo wp and jawed me! Ile seems
to think I've been lucky——>"

“8Bo yvou have been, you howling ass,
jolly lucky 1™

“The luckiulness has been ternific [

“And- he's given me the lines to do
again 1" roared Coker.  “ Understand
that, you young idiots! I've got that
thousand lines to do again 1

“Berve you jolly well right!” said
Harry. “¥You sill%' asz, you'd have been
whopped by tho Heoad, und set down as
g liar, if we hadnt—"

“Don't jaw! This is what comes of
letting fogs barge in!” snorted Coker,
“I dare say you mecant well!  Little
idiots ! Weil, now I've got a thouzand
lines on hand again! And next time
Prout will put on hia spres and jolly
well look them over to sce if T did them

Smack, smack, smack, smack

myself. Neo good letiing youn kids do
them for me again !” 1

The Famous Fiva just gasped. They
could see, if Coker could not, that he
had got off remarkably luckily in only
having his imposition to write over
again. ut most azsuredly they were
not thinking of writing it for him.
Coker's methed  of  acknowledging
favours had completely ecuved them of
Good Samaritan proclivities .

“Na good at all 1" went on Coker, in
a deeply aggrieved tone.  “ Now you
L u.-ilm,t. you've done! If only you
hadn’t barged in, it would huve been all
right ! When Prout found the lines,
he——

“ 1o never found them I roared Bob,

“Rot! Fven o blinking old ass hke
T'rout eouldn’t overlook them for over!™
i %m:]ch looked for them, foo——*
“He's another blinking old ass!™

“You shricking fathead!” hooted
Ttob, “The linos weren't in the study !
Some fellow took them away after you'd
put them there.”

“Pon't be a silly ass, young Cherry !
As if any fellow would do anything of
the kind 1

“Na yvonr think they're still there ™
gasped Wharton,

“Th? Of cowrse they are!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Where else could they he, after I put
them there f” snopped Coker.

“They were taken away, of course !”

*(Oh, den't talk rot!”

“Laok heore, vou born idiot ! said
ITarry, “ Bomebody lifted those lines
to land you in a row with Prout! ¥Yon
ought to find out who it was, Can you
remember whether anybody saw  you
taking the lines to Prout's study 77

“Eh? That snipe Caffyn was hang-
ing about Masters’ Studies. I remem-
ber passing him !

“Caffyn” cxclafned all the Co.

together,

, smack !

“¥ez; he was loafing about, as usual,
the frowsting hittlo enipe! What about
it?" grunted Coker.

“Lots, I think ! said ITarry. " Some-
body lifted your lines from Prout's
study, and if Caffyn saw you taking
them there—"

“Oh, don't talk pifille!™ said Coker.
“Prout will find my hines, if he hasn't
found them already, when ho picks up
ihe books, or semething, that he's laid
on them! And l've got a thousand
rnore to do! I'll take iulijr good care
that you don't help me this time !

“You can leave us to tako care of
fhat, Coker ! grinned Nugent.

“The carefulness will be terrific1”

“Uentlemen, chaps, and sportumen,”
sald Bob Cherry, * we've got Coker out
of & fearful serape! We've pot him off
a whopping! He's not satisfied! As
he's not satislied, what about giving him
the whopping 1™

“Good egg 1M

“1lear, hearl” i

As if moved by the same spring, the
IFamous Kive jumped at Horaeo Coker.
Defore Coker kpew what was happen-
ing, he was down in the quad, lis
fertures reposing in a puddle left by the
previous day's rain.

“Ourrrrgh 1" gurpled Coker,

Smack, smack, smack, smack, smack!

With his face in the puddle, Coker
wis nicely placed for smacking. DEach
member of tha Co. delivered a smack—
a hefty smack! The five smocks rang
like [ive pistol-shots,

I'hen they walked off the scene.

Coker sat up, with dirty water run-
ning down his face. He dabbed at
the mud and tho water, scrambled to
hizs fect, glared round for the
juniors. He spotted them in the dis-
iance, and rushed towards them.

A deep voice stopped him.

“ Coker .
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“Oh! Yes, sir!"” pasped Coker. It
was Prout.

“Coker! Are you not ashamed to be
seen in the quadrangle with such a dirty
face?" hoomed Prout. “I repeat, sir,
are vou not ashamed? Go in and wash
yourself at once, Coker !

i I____I__I_H

“Dirty 1" snorted Prout. “ Unclean!
Ec:rfmi wash yourself immediately I
' —f——"

“Go ! thundered Prout. “I rofuss
to allow a boy of .my Forin to be seen
in publie with a dirty face! Gol”

Coker almost staggered dway. Prout
snorted and stalked om. Coker, sent in
to wash his .face, like & naughty little
fag in the Second Form, was red with
fury under the mud. No words could
have oxpressed coOker's feelings as he
washed his faca.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Called to Account!

DGAR CATFFYN looked round,
with & scowl, as Harry Whar-

ton & Co. came into the study
after class that day. .
The Famous Five were looking

BOTIQUS.

Wharton closed the door when they
wara all inside. Caffvyn looked a little
uneasy as he nofed that proceeding.

“I've got something to ask yonu,
Caffyn,” said the captain of the Remove
quietly, ;

“I shan't answer!™

“We shall see about that. Did yon
lift . Coker's . lines from Prout’s study
yesterday afternoon ?"

-C'affvn. started.

“No!" he said, gritting his teeth.

“¥Wa'va got to have this out, and
have it plain!” said Wharton, in the
same quiet tone. “You had to own
up to .that rotten trick with Bob's
hanky, which landed Coker in trouble
m the first place—and it looks to me
as if you've been at the same game
again.”

Caffvn breathed hard.

“If you mean that you're taking any
fotice of that mnonsense Bunter was
talking in the study last night, you're

a fool for your pains” he said.
“Bunter knows nothing about my
affairs,”

“I'm not taking any notice of what
Bunter said, though I can’t help think-
ing' that there meay be something in it,
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from the way yvou've acted since you've
been here,” said Harry.

“Wo bizney of vours that I can sce,™
sneered Caffyn. “ Coker’s no friend of
yours, any more than of mine. You're
always rowing with him.,”

“We can row with a fcllow without
letting a treacherous rotter get away
with ﬁit’l‘.f tricks,” said Wharton. * You
wora in  the &iag‘ vesterday when
Bunter camwo in and told us abouf
Coker and Pront. You knew &l about
it. ¥ou knew that Coker would get
into & fearful row if Prout did not find
the lines in his study when he camoe
m“!l‘

“T never gave it a thought.”

“Gammon !” growled Johnny Bull.

“Did you get on the watch to seo
whether Coker tocok tho lines to Prout’s
gtudy or not?” demanded Wharton.

“No,” snarled Caffyn. “I never
thought anvthing about jt. and never
know anything about it till Bunter came
hera and told us Coker was up for a
caning.”

* What did vou do, then, after we left
you in thae Rag?”

“Stayed there.”

“Not all the afternogn, 1 suppose?”

“Yes, all the afternoon, if you're so
koon toe know what deesn’t econcern
vou ! sneered Caffyn, "It was too wet
to go out. I staved in the Rag till the
tea-bell went, and then went to Hall
to tea. Anything more you'd like to

Lknow "

“You staved inm the Rag till tea-bell
repeated Wharton,  “If you did that,
vou- couldn’t have seen Coker take his
imes to Prout’s study. Ha took them
before the bell went for tea in Hall, a
goad time before™

1ha Famous Five looked fixedly at
Caffyn. They had not forgotten what
Cokér had said.

“Well, what about it? snapped
Caffrn. “Do vou faner F'm interested
in everyvthing that fool Coker does? -1
n]ﬁlwr saw him yesterday afternoon at
a KL

“That sottles it,” said Nugent.

"Crlad ;mu’rn satished,” sncered
Caffyn,. “Like wyour check to cross-
exomine a fellow like this!”

“It settles it that you're lving ! said
Nugent contemptuously, ™ You see, you
worni, wa happen to know for n fact
that vou saw Coker going to Prout's
study.”

Caffyn caught his breath. Falschood
came easily to him; but it was by no
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"“You weren't hanring about Masters'
Passage when Coker went there with
hislimpm?” ashed Whérton coniemptu-
ously.

“Nol!” gaid Caffyn doggedly.

“Loler saw xyou!”

*Ha did not ' panted Caffrn desper-
ately., “If he savs so, it's untrue! Ma
wants to land this on 10e, and pot me
into a row "

“You miserable worm!™ said Harrv.
“Coker doesn't want anything of the
kind, " He doesa’t even believe that
hiz lines were taken from Prout's study
~—he’s idiot enough to Dbelieve that
they're still there, and that Prout has
overlooked them.”

“OL1" gasped Cafign, ,
“It's clear omoungh,” said Johany
Bull. “That crawling worm has set out

to make all the trouble for Coker that
ha can! No bizney of ours, if he
plaved the game. IBut hie's not getting
away with this sort of frickery.”

Caffyn made a jump for the door.

Wharton's grasp on his collay swept
him back, and he was sent stargering
acrdss the studsy.

He stood panting, with clenched
hands, fear and raze mingled in his
face.

“You—youn rotters!™ he panted.
“Are you selting vourselves up to look
after Coker? What does he matter fo
you?! Do von think he's pot sense
cnough to undersiand what you've done
for him alveady ?”

“Nobody cxpects Coker to have any
spnse,” saidl Bob Cherry, with a grin.
“But I fancy any man wounld rather be
a fool like Coker than a rascal like
vou, Caliyn.” .

“The ratherfulness would be terrific !

“All the more beeauwse he's a silly
fool, you won't be allowed to play
sneaking, rotten treacherous tricks like
this,” said Harry Wharton, “You'd
be kicked out of the school if ilie Head
Lkpew, How would you like ihis to be”
put before the Head #”

Caffvn's face beecame guite white.

“You=—vou wouldn't ! he stammerad,

“No,” said the ca{utain of the Re-
move. “We woulduw’t. X jolly well
wishh the Head Lknew the kind of worm
vou are, you'd be turfed out of
Greyiriars; but we ean't tell him. But
g0 long as yow're in the Remove, vou're
ang ta keep from playing divty tricks
ike this. I'ut him across the table !

Eaﬁ;ru anted.

I'll yell for a prefeet! I—J—"

“Do! I'd just as soon that a prefect
cdealt with yvou—rather. 1in fact! Vell
for a profect, if you like! Otherwise,
you'ra cqnﬁ to have six from a3 fives
bat, and jolly hard!"

Caffyvn did not yell for a prefeet. He
did not yell at all, even when he was
Eﬁched ncross the study table, and six

efty swipes were laid on from a fives
bat, in the hand of the captain of the
Hemove. Evidently he did not want a
prefect on the scene,

“ More where that came from. if yon
don't chuck that sort of game, Caffyn,”
said Wharion, as he threw down the
fives bat. “We shall keep an eve on
vou after this, and yon’d bebter mind
yvour step. Let's go out. you men. I
want some freshh air after talking to
that toad.”

And the Famons Five got out, leaving
Caffyn wriggling.,

THE EXD.

{(The mext marn in this magnificent
series 13 entifled : “DOWN OXN HIS
LFUCK " and 's one of Frank
ftichards’® masterpicecs. Avoid disup-
potntment by ordering myour copy in
good time, chumal)



THREE MEN ENTER REWGATE PRISON AND FOUR COME OUT!

SEE BELOW.

CAPTA4IN CRIMSO

By
MORTON PIKE.

WHAT'S CONE BEFORE!

Follmiving the aclivities of Faeise-
officey Don Hichermane amld Caplain
Crimson, a mniystevions Tuglocaynian,
mew's vwvdaefies IViderepfor Hegld Peivos
Chavles Eiivard, the Young Profender,
Frax lancded fis Scotloamd and is saking
foor London. In conseguoerae of Ehis,
Jack Lennavd awd BEly Jepp, Lo
Bojyy viwms, join the Dyarmgooens ox
gentlemen  volunleers. They oroe
trapped by o rebel prels mwwler the
cormnitd of Fovd Teiminghane, bt
snandage o eseape, thaunks fo fhe aid
of Major Duagelale, i iz none offvesr
than Ceplain Crinison, frome wlooes:
the voboel leader Roos fileleed Tris Hille,
Despite some nuagnificvent roalowe, $he
Jacabitex pight o [oxing baltle, in
wehich Captain Crimison suceeeds in
soving Loenard’s wnele, e rcorided
Jacobite, frome (e seaffeld.  TPhen
Caplain Crimnsan and Hhe boygs lurfel o
plof to get Sguire coshcoowd vl of
-Newrute Prison.

{ Now Read (3.}

Out of the Shadow of Death !

ACK LENNARD and Dilly Jepp.
lacking down at the bostle below
them, leaned on the caken rail of
the pallery surrounding the yard

of the Bull and Mouth, the well-known
posting inn at le lower end of Alders.
gata Btroct.

Chaises came and went, elattering in
and out over the noisy cobbles; stape-
wagons with huge canvas tilis and cight
stout horsezs harnessed two and two were
loading and unloading, and overy onn
got under shelter as quickly as they
could, for it was raining heavily.

“Hero ha comes,™ saul Jock in a low
voice, as A hackney carriape rvumbled
into the vard and drew up at the foot
of the steps leading to the gallery.

1t the red-cloaked fignre that alighted
from the vehicle was the man they were
expecting, then their aetion was curions,
for both lads stepped quickly across the
gallery and vanished into the bed-room
immediately behind them, leaving the
door ajar, with semething stealthy in
their manner as they stoed, listening
caﬁeﬂy.

Presently there was the thud of heavy
feet on the wooden stair, and the
cloaked figure pauvzed on the Lhreshold
of the room.

“Place it mnside here,” said the man
to an inn porter who eorvied a large
bundle wrapped in a cloth,

When the man had depozited his
burden tho neweomer handed him a
shilling, and closed the door.

“At last!? said “Captain Crimson,”

cering through the ‘window to assure

imself that the porter had taken him-
sell off. It was not until I had ran-
sacked AMonmouth Street rag fair from
cnd to end that I sccurad everything
needful,.  The chief difficulty waes ta
light upon four c¢loaks of the same
regiment and such that are in it econ-

ditien for us to appear in them in
public; but at last suececded, and
unless wo are unlucky enough 1o

encounter one of Ligonier's Horse on
ithe way all should be well,”

Billy Jepp got busy on the leg-irons while Jack Lennard uniled the folded
manile Irom his own waist [

Ready Bnpers mntied 1lhe boandle, amid
the lads examined the contents with
wild curiosity, knowing fhat four lives
depended upon those disguises!

1 ndecd there were anything of
mirlly in this business we are cngaged
nn, my choice of garb for onr friemd
Dashweod might make you smile,” gaid
the chief conspirator, laving out a suit
of clergyman’s aitire, complete with
hag-wig snd buckled shoes, on the bed.
“At any rate, it should carry him te
Widewater unmolested ; even the gentle-
n:-ﬂln J?i the road respect the cloth as o
rule.

“And vet 'tis not mang
our rector was cascd of fifteen guineas——
in broad daylight, teo!” =zaid Jack
slyly, unable to repress his langhter.

“You young dog! Are my sins
deatined teo follow me thvongh  life,
then ™ exelaimed the ex-highwayman,
vainly trying to keep s straight face,
" Let me teil you, Master Lennard, that
since dire necessity no longer compels
me to tho life of INigh-Tohy my first
case will e to make restitution of those
sunis 1 borrowed m the past, and [
intend to begin with my very pood
fviend the recior. But time flies, so try
on theea garments that mnst pass von
mto Newgate prison within the next
hour.™

“And pass ns ont again, I trost, with
the poor squire in our midst ! said
Billy Jepp, setting a gold-laced hat on
his head which had been pomatuined
anil powdered for the oceasion.

Then over the seaviet-and-yellow of
Cobham’s Dragoons he drew one -of 1l
wegand-hand cloaks that had belonged to
Laigonier's Regiment, arnd made vain
attempts to see hunself in the tiny

months sinea

shaving mirror on the chest of drawers,
“ Stand erect, zirrah, and deport yon:-

sell as though the whole street helongod
1o sou,” sail Major Dugdale, eyemg
Ihlly ertically, with a serious ook on
vis own face. " Rememboer, all the while,
that the gentlemen of the Horse fancy
themselves execedingly, smd you must
enact the part without a Haw., Good!
And you, Jack, have a eare that vour
seabbard  does not  Lft  the  skirt
sulfictent to reveal the facings under-
neath. Exeellent!  Another turn along
fhe room. Bravoe! Doue 1o the life!
And now, which of you will carry the
mantle for Ar. Dashwood ¥

Folded with great core, after saveral
alfempts to make it small encugh, the
vxira cloak was wrapped round Jack's
middle under hiz nwn, and while T3y
fook charge of the spare hat, Major
Pamdale hid their belts in the bod,

“"Tis a week smee I took Lhim the files
and the oil with which to work through
the leg-irons,” said the major n a low
vorers. “1f he has done has part we will
do ours, and it wants exactly twenty
minutes before noon when they change
the tovnkey on the prison gate ! i

Far a moment Captain Crimson, as
theee ladds always called Major Dugdale
belween  wmselves, stood  with s
fingiers on the door-knob, making sura
that mnothing had been  overlooked,
Then he drew o curtain over the
windew, [ollowed Jack and Biliy into
the gallery with its long row of deoors,
lovked  the door bebind  him, and
pocketed the key. i

The first stage of that very «lesperata
atdhventure had been taken, and tlere
was no gomg back now !
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A burly gaoler, whose square jow!
would have been all the better for a
shave, rosa from the stool on which he
sat as s bell jangled above his head,

, with & muttered osth, slid back
the cover of the irom grating in the
d-::::r of Newgate

ra's no peace for a man since
these cursed Scoteh knaves came here 1
he growled. *“I'll be mortal glad when
they've all gone to the gallowal”

Beeing the group of gold-laced hats
without, the gmoler turned an enormous
key in the massive and opened the
irof-bound door grudgingly, although his
manner changed somewhat at sight of a
paper thrust under his nose by the
tal of the party.

On the paper were the following
words :

“This will admit the four under-
mentioned officers of Bir John
Ligonier's Repiment of Horse to mn
interview with Mr. Lancelot Dash-
woodk in _his Majc .y's Prison of
Newgate.”

“{Signed) CHESTERFIELD."

The names of the officers were purely
Botitions, and had been written by
Captain Crimson himself, but the signa-
ture of the Secretary of State was

enuine enough, though how Major
{)ug&n}u had procared- it the -boys never

w. It was sufficient, lﬂj"t‘i’ﬂi, to
satizfy the gasoler, and he opensd the
door. wide.

vack and -Billy stamped boldly in.

“A moment, my good fellow,” said
Captain Crimson coally, pausing with
the heel of his jack-boot on the worn
step and affecting to look along the
street” in search someons. “One of
our party has not -arrived-—you will see
from the order that there should be
four of us—however, if the gentleman
comes in the next fow minptes doubtless
you will let him in to join us?"

3o saying, he placed a guinea in the
man’s ready hand.
“Tis always a pleasurs to obli thﬁ
. 81

qém]_itg, your honour,” he ‘leer
the massive door closed behind them
with a dull bang that found an echo in
the lads’ hearts. “When you return,
sir, there will be another warder
o tho gate, for I go off duty
miv. . th; Et'll.lal*m o' twe w’l;.hahal _fzx-
plaimed. “This papar goes to the.clerks’
‘offico here, where you will recover if
when you wish to leave the prison,” and
he pointed to a room st one side of the
grim stong'passage, Then, beckoning to
a guide, he said: “Jem, conduct these
fam!amen to the cell whora the hatch
or trial to-morrow are confined.”

The corridors along which the guide
led the trio seemed never ending. Jack
lost count of the barred doors that wera
opened to let*them fhrough, and the
whole place reeked with the foul gaol
smell as they penetrated deeper and
deoper into the building from which
light and air, sunshine and hope secmed

to have been purposely excluded.

At last the man stopped before a low
door, and threa enormous bolts creaked
as he drew them back.

“I must lock your honours in,” he
g;nnggd. “Will you be making a long
stay?
. “?Hu; such farewells should be brief,
im_my opnion,” replied Captain
Crtmszon gravely. me for us in ha
an hour, or even lesz, and there will be
& couple of guineas for your pains.”

Major Dugdale had already been in
the prison twice before to coach the
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isoner for the attempt. But i was
e boys' first visit, and they were not
Bra ared for the change in Dashi
wood as the once rollicking Squire

of Widewatsr rose from the stone bench

to %‘Eﬂt them, : Lo
“Egad, Jack, my old friend, this is
indaeg good of you, and you, too,

Billy I he cried, holding out both
hands. The clank of fetters mado the
two chums start to see that the squire
was -wearing leg-irons round the ankles
of hia ridinﬁ boots, which still had the
mud of Culloden upon them, * Chris-
topher Dugdale, I shall never forget all
you are risking for mel™ { And the
guiver in the prisoner’s whisper found
an asnswering tear in Jack Lennard's
aye.

“No time for pretty speeches,
Lancelot,” said Major Dagda.le, with a
elight inclination of his head towards
the other unfortunate rebels who shared
the evilsmolling coll. “ Are these un-
happy gentlemen to be trusted !

“Bo much so, that they have taken And th

turns with the files,” replied Dashwood,
“and it wants but a last wrench to snap
the gyves asunder.” :
“Then to it, Billy I'” said the major.
Billy Jepp, producing the pincers he
had bl'ﬂi].gﬁl‘? in his boot-top, knelt down,
while Jack untied the folded mantle
from his own whaist,
~ The tinkle of iron on the floor shurt}g
aftorwards told that the squire was ri
of his bonds, and ome of hiz fellow-
sufferers’ wormed his way along the
stone bench towards them.

“Put those things behind me,” he
gaid, “and I will take Mr, Dashwood's
place on the seat here; our coals are
of & colour, should the turnkey look
in upon us when you go!*

He smiled, a little wistfully, and Jack
felt a lump rise in his own throat, know-
ing the hideous fate that awaited the
speaker two days hence; for Dugdale
whe had witnessed the execution o
Townley and the officers of the Man-
chester Regiment at
previcus week, had told them of those
disgustieg barbarities which the law
inflicted for high treason.

Tha searlet eloak lined with black
shalloon, with a high collar of the semae
sable hue that has given the regiment
the title of *“The Black Horse ” to our
own day, fell in ample folds ‘almost to.
the squire’s feet, hiding the fact that he
was not jack-booted like the rest.

* 3tamp heavy on your heels, and we
will make noise enocugh for _twent{.”
said Major Dugdele, pulling the collar
well up about his ears. "This thing
must be earried off with a bold front,
of it may fail even yet! Take this key
—it belongs to the third bed-chamber on
the iﬁllery upon your left hand when
vou have mounted the steps, and once
there, lock yourself in, and open to
nobody, Thrust your clothes beneath
the bed, and carry the key away with
you., 1 had another key made this morn-
ing for our own use.”

My good friend,” murmured Lance-
lot Dashwood, “is.there, indeed, any-
thing you have overlooked

“We shall soon know, for here comes
cur gaoler!" said the major, with &
warmng look abt the boys as the door
opened noiselessly and the turnkey
thrust his head inside.

__“Your honour said half an hour, but
if you should be in the mind to stay
lﬂl‘lgﬁr—“ begon the man.

‘No, we are ready,” interrupted the -

major, looniing very large in door-
way. "Ready for the nearest tavern
where & tankard will wash away the foul
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flavour of this place. Paugh! 1 do
not know how you endure it[” and he

ng slipped the promised coins into the

man's hand. :

There wers four half-guineas, one of
which the major let drop on floor,
and as the turnkey stooped to recover
it, the three red cloaks stepped into the
pAsSage.

The man threw a careless glance at
the weoping Bgure on the stone bench,
bent forward with his head in his hands

in tha dim light, and suspesting
nothing, alid the bolts back into their
sockets.

Another stage of that daring busmesa
had been safely passed. But the number
of doors to be locked and wunlogked
seomed fo multiply, and Jack alter-
wards confessed that ho walked as if in
a dreadful nightmare from which he
thought he would never awake.

“Courage, airl” whispered Billy,
seeing the squire falter and sway s
little as they waited at the last gate.
@ man, weak and ill from his
close c¢onfinement without exercise,
pulled bimself up with a grateful nod
at his encourager.

The turpkey, having obligingly pro-
cured my Lord Chesterfield’s order frém
the office—and what an age it was &s
they étood awaiting his return—handed
it to the new warder on the outer door,
who read it slowly over, and eyed them
sauré}'. no doubt wondering how he
could extract a fee for himself, until
the major ssid sharply:

. “How much longer must we stand
here, fellow? Ligonier's Horse are not
used to waiting any man's pleasure.”

Gruﬂgingl;f the heavy portal openad
and closed behind them, and for =
moment nobody spoke as Captain
Crimson gave a warting tug at Lance-
lot Dashwood’s cloak.

“MNo hurry for & few yards (" he whis.
pered. “The rogue i3 watching wus
through the grid. Wait wntil we are
out of sight—such good fortune as this
loes not come fo & man twice in his
lifetime 1™

A few yards eastward of the dread
prison a tap fell on Dugdale’s shoulder,
and he sprang round with sn oath, his
hand on his sword. But it fell sway
again the next moment, and his eyes

sparkled at the sight of Dopald
Murray.
“What 1™ he exclaimed. “You

here ?*

“Yes, I saw you enter, but I was too
late to have a word with you,” said
Jack’s wuncle. “I  have endured
agonies of suspense, I assure you; but
now the squire shall have company on
his journey. What say you, ash-
wood I*

“*1 say thank -Heaven for avery-
thing "' muttered the rescued prisoner,
in & choking voice.

Major Dugdale and the two chums
watched the pair cross the etreet in the
direction of the Bull and Mouth, and
only then did ths anxious :rlm:él lift
from Captain Crimson's brow.

“In less than hali an hour a post-
chaisa will be carrying them on their
way to Hssex, where we shall join them
and pack the rascals off to France,” he
agid. “ Your week’s leave of absenca
from the regiment has begun well, and

know you are both itching for home.
Nevartheless, I still want your help—
this time on my own business, May I
count upon it?"

The eager look in_ the faces of Jack
Lennard and Billy Jepp was sufficient

Answer.
“ After all you have dared and done

Printed In Qresi Britain and published
Toadon, .04, Advertisoment officos
Post, Bubszription rates iﬂiﬂhﬂd an

Batu br the
hqﬁsubrﬁ%m F:rﬂ%

Pngrinmﬂ, The Amalgamated Prese, Lid., Tha Fleetway Houss, Parriopdon Btrest,

on B
#. poF anouni: Sa. 6d.

trest, London, E.0.4. Reglstered for transmission by Canadian Magarine
: for slx months. Hols Agen
& Qotch, Laid,, and for Bogth Africe ; Central Kews Agency, Lid.— Satarday, Jaonuary 1%th, 1

ke for Australis ”ﬁi ﬁlfnw Zonland ; .

3



for our friends, sir,” cried Jack, "we
would go to the other end of the earth
to serve you ™

“ Nay, 'tis but to the other end of the
town !” laughed Captain Crimson.
* And as this hackney-coach will earry
us there, I can tell you all about it on
the way.”

Captain Crimson Comes Into His Own!
THREE wide stonoe steps led up to

the splendid doorway of the
Trimingham town house in St
James's Square, and on the top-
i t one stood Mr. Joshua Smuggins,
thif hall porter, in the Trimingham
Tiygry of Hame-coloured velvet ecovered
h gold loce that was dazzling because

ra was g0 much of it
‘he rain having ceased, and the sun
st out in all his glory, Mr. Bmuggins
had come out in a glory all his own,

EVERY SATURDAY

quite celipsing the drum major of the
Foobt Guerds' detachment that had just
marched by, and he was arching his
silken calves and taking snuff with =
lordly air, when he saw three gentle-
men in scarlet cloaks and black facings
making straight for the mansion.

It being quite beneath the dignity of
Mr. Joshua Bmuggins to turn pale, he
went & kind of pasty colour instead, for
it was no secret in the household that
his master had been caoncerned ip the
late rebellion, though up to the present,
the fact had escaped public notice, and
the rebellion itself was at an end.

2till, thera was something in the brizk
gait of the three cfficers that made him
quiver like a jelly, and the forcmost
had mounted the steps before he could
colleet hiz wits,

“Lord Trimingham is at home, 1 am
informed,” said the speaker.
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“The hearl is hin, sir,” faltered Mr.
Eﬁgggma, “But "8 lordship is still
a f!

“MNo matter.  Tell him his cousin is
here, and will take ne denial.  The
business is immediately urgent!”

During the few minutes~that elapsed
between & footman's départure upstairs
and his speedy return, niy lord’s cousin
loocked about him ' at the wealth dis-
played on every side, with a visible
tightening of his'lips, and especially was
he interested in a huge portrait of
the First Earl of Trimingham on the
staircase wall. - _

Jack and Billy were both struck with
ithe strong likcness between the two,
and Jack was wondering why the faces
were somehow sa familiar.

He was convinced in his own mind

(Continued on next page.)
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veunlers' letiers on oy desk

thisz wccek, so Hhe best thing I

can oo iz fo start answering
thene straight away. The very first
one I picked up comes from an ** old
cleern,"' James W, Allen, of Radfovd,
whoe has been reading the MAGNET
wvegulavly aince 11008, save for fwo
gears during the WWar, This ig 1chat
fre thinfs of the good old paper : ** I
raisc my hot to Frank Richards and
iz clean, healthy stories! Heep the
good _wwork goingl"

That's the kind of letier ¥ Tilke {o
receive, and T can assuwire my old chum
that I will certoinly send om hia
remarks to Fronk Richards. It does
an «Hithor good 1o Ernow that his
work s appreciated, and if ever a
boys' quthor was appreciated, Frank
Rickawds is,

Our famous aullher comes n for

MORE BOUQUETS

from ofher veaders who have weilien
to me this weel. For insiance, ' A
Logal Magnetite,”' of Newcastle-on-
Fyne, thinke he iz the finest anthor
who ever wrole o boy's story. This
veader also tells e that he rweonld lilke
to start o sort of * MAGNET Club ™
wmnrongat his chuone. It is a very
filevesting suggestion, but I am afrald
that neither My, Richarids nor avyself
cowld wunderlake the official posilions
which he would like ws to aceept,
Al our time iz fohen up getling ount
gotr farourvite paper. Bul the idea of
* MAGNET Clubs ” is ceriainly one
that o number of readers conlik run
on their owen, and I ynust thank this
redquder for Rig kind suggestions.

The guestion dealing with photo-
graplyy, which this reuder pshs me, is
snot stated sufficiecntly cleariy. The
resson tehy some object does not
show on the developed filin can be
_ane of many. It iz necessary to send
[l particidars with such queries as
this.

Nﬂrll’ for & fow

RAPID-FIRE
fo voriouws queries which veaders have
sent nee. .

{ Informotion Wanted Reguarding fhe
4 Cnlknown Soldice.”—The idea of

THERH are gquile o number of

REPLIES

COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Always glad to heor from gouw, chiums, so drop me a line o
the jollowing address ;: The Editor, The * Magnet '’ Libhrory,
Phe Amnlgamated Prcess, Lid.. The Flecetway House, Farringdon

A stamped. addressed envelope weill
cRsure a repiy.
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taking an unknown soldier who Rad
dicd on the batlleficld, and interring
iy i Westminster Abbey, 1ous
originally conceivexl in this conntvy.
Erxactly wrho the soldier is, no one
hnows, and in payging homage to hine,
we pap homage to all onr soldiera who

died on the ficld of battie. (MHher
counfries followed owr crample,
tith e rvesulE that Here v an

* nknown Soldiey *' buried in a place
of honour in the eapilal vities of almost
every country which wos represented
in the Great Waor. -

Wihat is Dickens' Rest awl Most
Populur Work: ¥ That depends on
cxacily what lype of story you ke
Every Mohens enthusiast Ias Lils oun

opinion.

Arve Historinl NXovels  Aleaps
Correct 2 No, not aliraygs! Some-
tivnes anthors tulie slight liborties

with history in ovder to mmahe a belter
storyy.

Why iz e Ivish Free Stfate Siill
Coloured Red an Maps of the British
Empive 7 At the tbne of writing the
pogition of the Ivish Free State is thaot
it is still a member of the Hritish
Commonecalth of Nations, awul 2 o
self-governing dominion, according
to the act of 1022,

Are There Diamond Mines i North
Amevica ¥ Manyg single «diamwonda
have been discovered in. Novih
dyeeriea, but there in only one aetfual
wicmond mine. Thia is xitvwaled in

the state of Arhansas, amd wrore than

feny  epnxard dismwonds lave
taken fromm il.

iVhint is a Deecibel 2 A rafio whick
is used for -measwring sownd. I
does not i ilself represcnd a volupe
of sound, but is used for purposes of
COMParisomn. For inslonce, ff gou
double the volume of o loudspealier,
row furn i up three decibels.

Is There an Animal Which Cannot
Swiwr 7 Yes. The plg iz unable to
swini. It slashes its threoat with ils
foreleqgs when it trics to do so.

OIF lef me zee what other
N roaders hacve to aslh. Here ix
the old .

heen

“ T SMOKE OR NOT TO SMOKE "V
question croppitg up again. ** D, §.,"

tcho does not give lris address, asks |

me if smoking ia detrimental to a boy
of thirteen. I should aay i is! If
my. chum takes my adviee, he'll leave
it scverely wlonc. In any cane, it is
definitely against the luw of this
coundry for a oy of that age fo smoke,
or to he supplied 1with cigareties by o
tobacrconist. My chum aodmifs that
he has smoked. 1Well, ke oughi fo
ko for Bimself what effect it has
tiponn  his * wind.'” Den't do i,
oS, until pou are o good déal
older—ithatl is my advice fo you.

HOW OLD IS RICHARD NUGENT 7

ta the guestion which Y Magnetite,'
of St. Heliers, Jersey, asha me.
* Picky ' is tecelve, and & rernarkabiy
cheeky youngstey for his age. I am
afraict thot I can't tell this reader
feow  mwch pocket money. Nugend
minor geis. I should say as nuch as
he can manage. to wangle from hix
parenis—as most youngsicrs of that
age do.

In veply ta thiz rveoder’s second

query ¢ ** IMd . IFingate & Co. go fo
war i INIE-1018," the answer is
“ Na,” The Greyfviors silories of

et perviod still dealt with the chunia?®
adecniures at the good old achool,

I sere ofraid ey spoce 8 vunning
short now, so I will ave to hold over
o nember of other replies to readers’
quevies. I will, howerver, deal wwifh
them at the firat possible moment,
B0 if pour parlicular leiter has nod
been dealt with this weeli, don't be
disuppointed. Whenever gou need an
eapecially quick veply, I will glwways
be pleased to ansiwcer by post if o
stamped, addvessed envelope s
enclosed.

Now let us have a lock of what is
in store for MAGNET readers nexd
teeeh. Juat o start the ball rolling,
Froanl: Richards kicks off rweith :

“ DOWN ON HIS LCCK!"”

one of the finest garns of the chums of
Greyfrinres I have ever rvend, Hul, of
ocogrge, gou knore thol you ean alwags
rely on o Frank Richards' story fo
give you just that proper balance of
fun and drometic siluptions which
malkes for o reul, rating fine school
yarm.

There will be further decelopmenis
in Morion Pikc's ofden-thne adven=,
teere yorn, awmd pleniy of chuckles in-
the * Greyfriors Herald "' supplement.

“ Linesinan "' will supply another
beatch of Y answers {0 reomders'
gueries, swhife I teill do my best fo
squecte syl in aomewhere 1o have
another Hllle chat with you.

YOUR EDITOR,
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that he had meb this mysicvions man
whot they knew as Major Dugdale and
“Captain Crimson ” alike, bt where,
he could not recall. Ard while he was
iill pondering, the Aunkev came back
to conduct them above staws.

AMarmaduke Duogdale.,  whom  the
world had ealled Earl of Triminghim
for the last five wvears, sat up on his
vliow in the enormous four-posted boed,
which was like a voom within a roomn.
with its hangings of fHame-coloured
damask, and a gilt coronet on top of
a1l Thero was a curious mixture of
Lateed, anger, and fear in the blanched
face.

The footman hud announced his lord-
ship's cousin only. and Marmaduke
siarted as the trio cume vound the higlh
seveen in single file.

“Zink me, 1 was not prepaved for 1w
entire  armye!”  he evied  haughtily.
“What does this mwean?”

“That vou and I arve going 1o have
a reckoning at long last, aml ihese
pentlemen ave my  wilnesses,”  said
Dugdale. “To be preeise. both hail
from a little town called Widewater,
Al I see vou remember ! And vou
will liave cause to de so still move Lefore
we park to-day. my deav Marmaduke
Dugdalnl:la 1Y And the speakor langhed
strangely.

i Egﬁﬁdf—if You shall not Ludly me !
I: ii meney you want?”

“I have enough for my prosent needs.
"I'is something more than that ti
heings me here. I have come for the
title of which vou rebbed me by forgery
and frand "

“A foul hie! exclaimed the man on
the bed, “Am 1 not wd father s sen”

“Undoubtedle, And were not your
father and ming Dbrothers who died
oddly enough on the swame dav? Lot
mye make this thing auite clear, when
wou have done biting vour natls™  Awnd
the major leancd against the silken

caverler, his arms folded across his
chesi. “You see, my sweet conzin, our
grandmother, being a Dashwood, of

Widewater, it enteved info myx thick
shull that something might be learned
in that quarter, and the regizter of Si.
Mary™s Clnveh there haz told me maore
than ¥ could have hoped.™

" Well IV

“Yes: "tis mighty well=-for me—for
ihere I fownul the oenfry af my sire's
Laptism, bat it has been tampered with.
Held sidewavs {o the light there s no
doubt that a figure six haz: been de-
liberately altered mto a figuee ecight.
which, you will wnderstand, would
make my [ather two vears yvounger than
vour own—henee vou  mmberited  the
carldom. Do vou follow me, Ubusm
Marmadulee 7™

The face of the man on the bed was
ghastly in its pallor, but the bad mowl
curled into a sneer,

I hear yvou. Counsin Christopher: bt
others may report very differently on
vour wonderful discovery.” he snarled,
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“ Bezsides, the next time vou arve m the
mind to search the vegister, the eofry
itsclf might have dizappearcd alto-
oother,”

“To avoid which, having anticipated
such a possibility, 1 took the precantion
of removing the entive leaf. It 15
my pocket now, wou bungling fooll”
And  his  tormentor Jaughed quite
wervily, * You see, we have beon live
img in dangevous davs of late. Our
cousin, the Sguvire of Dashweod Hall,
conld tell von that!™

Major Dugdale fhrew a stranse mean-
ing into the words.

“Have you zeen Lancelot, then? Dhid
he tell you how he was robbed of the
family jewels by a gallow’s-fruit, who
calls himself Captain Crimson® I have
oficred a reward of five thousand
auaneas for the scoundvel’s captove.”

Arain his visitor laughed alond.

“1 aongd these gentlemon progurcd
Lancelot’s eseape from Newgaie Prison
“You are wondeous liberal wilh my
mrottes, Marmaduke, but "twill be long

cre anvone claims it As for -the
jewels, T deemed the famale had s
Letter  right  than the pretender  for

whom vou intended them, I am your
wvsieriopus Captam Crumson, and  Lhe
Tiimingham heicrlooms are in my safe
Leeeping, ™

Aarmaduke Dugdale sprang fo his
Lnees, steateling out an arm to the
beliosall on the wall,

“Tead, 'tis my  tuien te laugh, I
tlank,”  he  evied. ¥ Bolf-confosend

hghwavman and common fhicf—what
1= therve to stavy me having vou seized
and Lound by my fellows ™

“Oniy thiz!™ Major Duogdale deew
ot a silver-monnied pistol amwd covered
Lint, “One finger on that repe, and
vou die where vou Jig!”

Marmaduke  Dugdale  sank back
mnang the pillows, reading his fate n
those  remotseless OvRE,
“Enough of this!™ Aajor Dogdale’s
vaier rang cold and hard. " Our family
waz ever famed for loyalty to the King
—ogl Dleza him ! You nve the fivst
trayiorons wortn of us all! You have
wallowed too long in the viches of
which vou rvobbed me!  “T'was vour
knavery foreed me to leave the Arvmy,
and made me a play-actor for bread.
If I later turned highwavman, it was
with an object—for to fight you in the
eourls of law meant money., Now with
the ferged vegisier in my possession my
course 15 zimple, and wvours iz run.
LEven then I might have spared vou and
hieen  generous. buak there is anotheoy
rechoning that shall be settled here.™

Major Dugdale gripped his cousin's
zhoulder, and the worm writhed with
i,

You are horting me ! he sguealed.
“1 have a wounded foot.”

“Cel in the rebel vanks at Clulloden,
vou cuir ! Listen! 1 spared vou once—
in a lonely farm near Derby. when

Cobliam’s dragoons would have taken
vou. T would not have men say that 1
came info my own by compassing vour
deathh, on the =caffold. Buot, hold!
Turp your memory back te a hovel on
a blood-drenched moor, where three
men Tished theic hives fo save one
worse wounded than yourself, yet vou,
to preseevoe vour own worthless hide.
stole the horze we had brought for him,
and cscaped in the darkness, leaving
vour Cousin Lancelot to a hideous fale,
for all vou cared!”

“Lancelot I pazped the astonished
coward. “I did net know it !"

“And i vou had, it would have made
no difference 1o a selfish hound !

“Alorev " moaned Marmadulke Dng-
dale. “What do you wish of me?”

“France, and oxile for ever! You
start in half an hour. and I shall accom-
pany vou to Dover. Refuse, and [
hand you ever to jnstice. to be hanged.
drawn, ond ¢uartered on Kennington
Commen! Make veur choice now!”

Marmaduoke Dogdale erawlod out of
bed, sobbing like a4 beaten child.

4 # L] [ ] L]

With trombling knees and swollen
face buricd in o handkerchiel, the
usurper passed dewn that noble staic-
caze for the last time, between the six
pewdered footmen drawn up in a double
T,

“A chaise and foar at once ™ sanl
Christopher, Second Earl of Triming-
ham, in & volee of command, | “In
future I am wmaster here, as you will
learn more fully when 1 return to-
morvrow. In the meantitne, Mr, Duog-
dale will take a glass of sherey with
m2 in thiz room before his journey.”

Jack aind Billy followed the carl inlo
a beantiful chamber overlocking the
stuare.

“Drive 1o the Bull and Moutlh, aml

get rid of the disguizes that have
served us so well,” said the earl in a
low voieo, drawing them aside.  “Iu

three dave we shall meet again at Wide-

water.  For the present, mum’s the
woird, remember!  And hera 15 the
chaise already.”

The door closed with 2 bang, tho

whips eracled. and the group of pald-
Jaced flunkevs witched, spellbound, from
the top step.

“Dazh my wig!” ecxelaimed Me
Joshua Bmuoggins, seratehing it with
uncertain fingers as the two searlet
cloaks fluttered out of sight, Haunting
a5 though the whole square belonged to
them. ' New master or no, that’s wot
I calls & fine figure of & man! 'T’other
one worn't a patch on “tm!"

{Look oul for further exciting gifurn.
figns in next week's chaplers of this
papular slory of adventure in the " good
afd days”™)
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ARE YOU A BIG BREAKFAST
FANT?T

If so0, look into the Third Form Room
with a pail after Tubb & Co. have
finished performing *“Hamlet” next
Monday, and collect up the 100 eggs
and 200 odd tomatoes which enthusi-
astic admirers are taking into the
show with them.

2
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EDITED BY HA'RY WHARTION.

GRATE STUDY-WARMING OFFER !

Fellows plauning study feeds for the
New Term are invited to beok Mr. W. G,
Bunter to do the cocking. The most
ckonomiecal evok in the skool! Give him
cpuff raw grub for a duzzen and Mr.
Bunter guarantecs fo prepare a good
meal for twol—For further partiks.,
write: W. G. BUNTER, ESQ., Study
No. 7—LRemove. :

— No. 120 (New Series). — ——— —l

e e S ————— — — oy e Pl T T i
: . 1 * You-—you——m->" asped | Birchemall. a4 the juniors|eride Dr. Birchemail. ™ Ie- man, “ Peroy'a friends, I
EIE'?:E.EE? Ifhzgt.ﬂ!ﬂﬁ'gﬁa bell,” THE HEAD lN A HURRY l Mr. Litsl-:hall;n. el were sealed v the seloon|leeve me, boys, I zhould never presume ! Huh ! Good-after-

said Frank Fearless, jumping
up from the ammchair in his
“den ' at Fearless Towers.

“1 eggspect someone wants Eﬂk&tfﬂ;ﬁﬂlﬁfTFWﬂm,ﬂtmﬂk
to 1 ter before b orm a4 a v funny.
leavos ek g Nttt Frank Fearlesa nu?a-rked at

for the Cﬂntinun[ii
SBhan't be a jiffy, you chaps t ™
Frank was as good as his
word. In less than a jiffy he
was back in the room again.
For some reason, he was
inning all over his- dile.
“It's not for the
after all,”” he said.
Lickham, wanting the Head.
The fuomiest thing you ever
herd has hsppened, - -:shrii.pa.
It's the firet day of the New
Term—and we've all forgotten
to go back to skool—the Head

ml.;u the room.
* Borry
gir,* he =said,

Dr.

you wo

Bl &a .
studying. Despite

included t ™ that this room is decorated in
“ Ha, ha, ha ! ! yelled Jack on, I am in a brown study.”
Jolly & Co. “ But it's urgent, sir,” eaid

“It'll be a shock for Birche. | Frank Fearless.

mall, and no mistake!"

prinned Frank Fearless. ' He's

m the pater's study at present,

m&dinghi? bloodthirsty book.
&y

Meanw the whole skool|trowsia.pocket !’
is Waiting in the quad—
unable to get in becawse the
Head has the only key ! "
Jack Jolly & Co. farely
phreeked, as they followsd
Fearless along to his paier’s
study. The idea of the skool
waiting in the enow-bound
quad at Bt. Sam’s, while Dr.
Birchemall read a bludthirsty

It

his &

the door and poked his head

to interrupt wyou,
“ but
wanted on the tellyfone.”
Birchemall sigheod
pater, weerily from within the study:
SOk ) RHE?. Fearless, I wish
dn’t bust into my
privacy like thia!' he eggs-
claimed, without looking up
from his bludthirety book.
you gee, I By busy
18

“1It'a Mr.
Lickham, and he says it's the
First Day of Now Term, and
niocbody can getinto the skool,
becawss the key's ip your

Crash ! Bang! Wallop !
was a8 though that
annowncermnent had electrified
the Head ! He herled his book
mnto one corner of the room,
ctacles into awother,
the chair into ancther, and
atood upright, with earspricked
and nostrils distended.

“ By hokey ! He's right! "

By Dicky Nugent
he cried horsely.
Day of Term, and I'd for-
gotten it ! This is disgracein
—I mean disgustinl |

aside 1

you're

fact ond.

e

g

= —

HARRY WHARTON on—

OUR POTTY REPORTER

8. Q. I. Field, our new reporter, seems to be completely
snt.ty: He's certainly bringing in the most incredible news.

our optica over this little lot, for instance 3

Rl Y » LABCELLES, who iz & champion boxer
a8 well a8 8 keen mathematician, recently played the piano

for five hours without atopping.

OLAUDE 'HOSKINS, the musical genius of the Shell, on
being waylaid recently by thpree gigentio footpads, knocked

them all senselesa.

LORD MAULEVERER, on being asked whether he
intended to do much swot this Term, answered:
swotfulness will be terrifie, my ssteemed and reporiful chum | ™

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

M=t

T

'HURREE SINGH distinguished himaelf in
the first lesson of the yesr by answering the
question : * When did 1'|Jr‘1:illi:;i,:1:1 the Conqueror
land in England ? * with a eleepy " Yaas ! "'—
end then falling straight into the arms of
Morpheus !

PETER TODD has made a resolution to
pay back all his old dobte, this year—on
receiving his first postal.order from a litled
relation 1

BILLY BUNTER gets up at six in the
morning to study law, and can go till dinner-

two hundred
and they're

Haead.

that

cheerful,
* The

all
hangiog about in the frozen
quad. A fat lot of good your
sorrow is, sir | "

“ It duzzent cut much ice,
certainly | ¥ acknollidged the
“ But
Lickham—I will join you at
the earliest possibul moment.
In the meantime, I aujjest
you organize games to
keep the boys warm and
Hopseoteh and
ring-o’-roses are eggoellent for
the purpuss, I beleove."

“ The First

Stan

‘And the Head farely leaped
out of Mr. Fearless' study I

* That yvou, Lickham 1 " he
cride, a5 he grabbed the telly-
fone reseever. ** Awlully sorry,
and all that, but I’
pletely forgotten about the
akool re-opening to-day 1™

“ Sorry, indeed |
Mr. Liekham, from the other
" 1'd bave o
sir, that we're all waiting
here to get in.

COTI+

ooted
ou know,

T'm foning

from the tuckshop. There are

hoya outside,
jolly cold,

never foar,

* Anyway, wemustn't stand
here argewing the toss,”’ went
on Dr. Birchemall briskly.
* I'il get going at onee. Hold
the fort tﬁi I arrive | !

And the Head rang off
hurriedly. His skollerly fizz
was quite pail with emotion
when he turned round.

“ This 18 & sad moment in
my life, boys,"” he mermered.
“In the past, I've often for-
gotten to have my hair cut
or to wash my face; but
never have I forgotten to open
the skool on First Day of
Torm ! I mustaway, at once—
if not soomer! Amnd you boys
must come with me | "

* But how are we going T >
asked Frank Fearlesa, ** If we
g?u by car, we'll probably

ish up in & snowdrift—and
the next train duzzent leave for
hours{ "

“Bust me! I hadn'tthought
of that!” eggaclaimed Dr.
Birchemall in dismay.

Then Mr. Fearless, who had
been astanding fifth, stood
fourth.

“ I've got an idea,” he aaid.
“I'm just starting off for a
trip to the Gnntim}n{‘z in mvy

rivit airoplane. Why not
Eat me drop wou all at St.
Sam's by parachute 1"

“You mean we should all
have to jump out of the airo-

ane into the skool 1 " asked

. Birchemall. ** Really, Mr.
Fearleas, I hardly know what
to say. Parachule-jumping is
new to me: I have never
dessended to it before."

Mr. Fearless shrogged.

* If you are in & hurry, my
dear sir——02

Dr. Birchemall made &
jesture of resignation,

“ That remark seltles it 1 7
he cridat.h *1 am it'i':deed Zil“ a
hurry—the gratest hurry 1've
aver been ir.uE ginea I axiridana
tally ran into my tailor, the
other day | Pack your bage,
boys—we go by airl”

Five minnita [aler,

Dz.

cabin of Briearlces’ niro-

plans,
Cidter !

Eang !
Wallop !

Wi_tﬁ & mical roar, the
machine huchd lightly across
the aterting kld. Boon, it
was
through the smom its way to
St. Bam’s.

Half-an-hor later, the ok.
kupants saw Wow them the
spirea and tiyts and chim-
b eys of 5t. 3.'s.

““Well, tht & where you
geh out,'’ esl Mr. Iearless,
* Just open ha door and
jump out, tie count five,
and pull the y-eord. Goed-
bye, all L

“T'll go fia'" sgid Frank
Fearleas.

" No: letol " eggeclaimed
Jack Jolly.

“ Now, b said the
Head. " Iltmo good wyou

Crnah t

rattling and banging’

falling n:ut-.-ﬂ“ti:uu%h vou've
got to jumpet i To setile

tha mafter, I go first my-.iinto the House to begin the

self ] ' o
With that opened the|
door of the mo; closed his|

ayes, and 111.?!.

F'ﬂavur 1 w-his naicheral
had the Heajllt po pervuss
ad he felt ifhe next lew
seconds. Thilat thing that
atruck ‘him 8 atray,
sparrow, oodfie little insi.
dent almost sla him forget
the rip-cord. gt forchuniti
he remermn o time, and
the parachutspened out just |

befora he the level |
of the old el er. From
that hite, hglided down

sanily, and Nad nnfalty in
the Eiﬁpﬂndl front of the

Skool Houss,
Jack Jolly §a. and Frank
Fearlesa follgl woon after,

and within apst time thoy

o the

mads th he ice.
“ Graoog ! Yig i the most
uncomforta to skool

I have ever gperienced ! "

¥ paper-chase of the New Term!

have consented to it, but for
the urgent need for yve-opening
the skool. Which reminds
me—where i cverybody ¥ "

“Why, the skool's open,
alter all'] " eggsclaimed Frank
Fearless. )

A minnit later, Mr. Lick-
ham came running yp, Zrin-
ning cheerfully.

“Tt'e all right., sir,”” he =aid.
'* There was no hurry, if only
I'd knewn it. Fosail, the
porter, had a duplicate key
to the front door all the time ;
s¢ we were able to get mn, you
see, and—wooop ! Yarcooo !
Wharrer you doing of, sir T "

The Head didn't frubble to
%{gﬂ}}iam what he was doing.

e just did it—and before he
knew what was happening,
Me. Lickham found himself

I can't make it out?! It
simply beals me!
have been the
holiday. But it wasn't ! Why
it wasn't has been puzzling
me ever sinee.

As soon as my Uncle Nat
gave e & Detective's Make-
and Disguising Outfit for
Chrialmas, 1 saw the possi-

sitting in the lily-pond in the
space that Dr. Birchemall had
just vakated !

After that, the Head, feel-
ing a little Molly-fied, tramped

Term's werl !

To Our Contributors

We welcome contributions,
and the longer they are the
better. Please send bhook.
length novels, poems, ete,
direct to Greylriars—and mind
they reach vs before the first

“COFFEE AND
CREAM?”

By Dick Penfold

The above wyarn may be
obtained from the author for
4d. & copy (Printed by the
Fish Hektograph Serviee}). Mr.
Penfold asks ue to say some-
thing about it. Unfortunately,
we haven't had time to read
it, but, judging by the title,

bilitiea of a japes on Skinner
and Snoop |
days, I tlurned tho matter
over in my mind, and at last
I decided on my plan of cam-
p&.lgﬂ.

I would first warn Skinner
and Enﬂn[iu who wera stayin
at my pia
and eccentric uncle of mine
was expected on a visib, and
that if he turned up in my
abzence, he would have to ba
ireated with great re
humoured in his litt
liarities. Then I would proceed
io disguise myself, with the
ald of the make-up outfit, as
an ﬂld'tﬁﬂd%&!‘ answering the
description
imaginary wncle.

I couldn’t help
mysslf, when I thought of the

Skinner and Snoop. It would
be & scream to pet themy on

it's & STIRELNG story.

|
1

time on a breakfast of one cup of tea and a
thin alice of toast.

We simply can't belleve all this, We
sholl have fo send for Squiff, end ask
him  whether there {{sn't o mistake
somewhere or other.

FPERHAPS BE HAS GOT THE NAMES
JN THE WRONG PLACES ¥

mg.

day.

Bob Cherry says there is & joy in
bresking the ice io the wash-
basin first thing on & frosty morn-

Bob invariably first

satir—ha pped & piece of ice
in Hun’m‘&m

open mouth the other
Bunter * thawed ** he bad
better get upl

LTI

IEIL [

[, -

thipg to kee

ia to awim a length t
gchool swimming bath Arst thing

every mﬂrnu‘lg &
his own ad
regularity—an

variably socompanies bim !

Harry Wharton says the best

il

7

il

by

: .
P ) ; I'I_I-:'Iil'
When Bunter asked for iocre

Kipps, the conjurer of the

s

entlirely fictional ** Unecle Her- | 4n old gentle-

GREYFRIA

e . -

¥ joining hands forming a

noon | ™

Skinper and Snoop looked
round, and on sceing me,
jumped.

“My nephew about 1™ T
barked, as they stared at me.

Skinner seemed 1o blink,
'u:lajpuza,iﬁ:l_mrt- of way.

“ Your nephew ? I didn’t
know wou had a nephew!™
ha mic;,:

“But how do you know
who ¥ am 1" I snorted. *' Do
you know who I am ¥ Answer
me, boy |

Skinner and Sncop seemed
to exchange glances, and I
thuu\;;htn I saw Bkinner touch
hin forehsad—why, I aull
don't know !

** Yes, we know you, Bolsy,
old chap,” Bkiouer then smd,
ito my utter astonishment.
* Just keep quiet, old bean,
and ;r;}:.}*l] soon be all right
nin
"“ W-w-what made you pus
bn those funny bite gf bair,
and all those streaks of pamnt,
Bolay 1" asked Snoop, who
seened to be a little nervous.
“ I wish you hadn’t done if,
ald chap. It gives you o
peculiar kind of look ™

“Ye goda!ll I cried dis-
custedly.

And that'a about all there
i;t-ﬂtgll Euul The ja hnill
Oppea— + B &n
mlf:ﬂ Em and Encop,
y some strange mesns, b
seen through my disguise ot

cnee |

I can't make 1t outl

Says
Bolsover
Major

bert,” who would have to be
handled carefully and whose
eccentricities would have to
be respected. Then, in the
privacy of my bed-room, I
got ready for the jape.

Following the dwrections on
ihe box with particular care,
I proceeded to disguisa my-
self 43 an old and doddery
man. I stuck on white whie-
kere and beetling eyebrows,
yainted some most realistio
ines on my {ace, and wilh the | 0F
aid of artistic shadow-patches,
made “myself look hollow.
cheaked.

I suppose it's hard for an
smateur to judge his own
efforts at disguising, but I
couldn't help feeling I'd roade
2 success of 1t Im Ny Case.
I{nnrlr:;g what I really looked
like erneath, I wasn't able
to judge how much like an
old and doddery man I
actually looked ; ut I'd
followed out the ditectioms
faithfully enough, so there was
no reason to doubt that I
locked thz&mﬂ- to perfection.

1 eneaked out of ithe house
while Skinner
and Snoop
weren'tlooking,
then returncd

! 1t should
jape of ihe

in it. For somo

ce, that an age

ect and
pecu-

had given of my

chuckling to

I c¢ould have with

WHO WOULDN'T

the jump! I could just|{and marched

im&gi]nﬂ !T?lmir {:r.]mEH whﬁ‘t]l I{ri ht{mhunﬂi the GO BACK ?

starled giving them a taste | sideof the house .

of my gwal ing-cane, ond|to the garden Asks S, Q.- I. Field

makin things unpleaszant | at the baeck. To hear some chaps talk about school,

generally 1 “"Huh!" T yoy'd think it com very unfavourably
Well, I duly warned them |enorted, in the with lLome life. Yet, when you come to

of the imminent arrival of an tones of ghink about it, it's just as good in rnost

cascs, and in some cases a good deal better.
You all know how fed-up you become with
the Christmas-pudding and mince pres and
ieed cakes you get at home. How plessant
it is to get back to the health.giving door-
steps and serape theg serve up for tea in Hall 1
‘on get s nice rising-bell to wake you up
in the morning; such a change from the
dismal silence of the early morning at home 1
As for amusemeont—well, listening to
Lascelles tcaching Bunier maths. 18 a8 good
as any panto you saw this vaol ]
And if you lament Lhe lack of opportunity
for going to the pictures, you can slways
trot down to the footer-fleld and watch

RS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

. N '___ R
Mariorie Hazeldens and the Clift

fit in the winter rations Irom Mr. Qnelch, statiodemove, has lat become human chain, the Famous Five Housa girls have made up & Cokor, can't you! No picture 1 ever saw
or two in the that he was ““ﬁnﬁa :'n! 1o pdaregted in radio. He startled were able to gave the Jile of a raciog *' eight,'” and challenged sompared with Coker playing footer !
shadow, Mr. Quelch fold ki ¥ Wharton & Co. by showing Pege inbabilant, who bad been {he Remove to & race on the In all sorts of waye, and on all sorts of daye,
Wharton fakes acidly that o thing pem » radic cabinet lrom which drawn into a rough sea. Though 8Sark. Harry Wharton and Co. school beats homs-life.

with unlailiog
Bob Cherry in-

was wasting was
and gave him some exira womk
for hizs pains ! A ** toogh died |

in Hpe-

rodunced in rapid snecesaion
paper Hags—and a
ve rabbit |

batterad by the
“Co."” were as right as rainp
aller & *rodb

Waves,

wn |

the bheld their own fnirly easily—
but they were the first to xdmit

ey WHO WOULDN'T GO BACK
that the girls showed Sze form |

(Don’t all shout at .once |—ED.)



