


YOU’RE INVITED TO—

E.C4.

OM 4. Halse, a reader in Easi

London, Cape Prouvince, Soulh

Africa, comes anoiher letler

eongratulating Me. Frank
Richards on his wonderful slovies of
the chums of Greyfriars, and lioo
querics. The second guestion is the
easicr to answer. My chum asks how
fong our popular author has been
wriling these school storics 7 Juxid
have a look at the number of this isgne.
You'll find that it is Neo. 1.,408.
Fifty-teco issues of the MAGNET
are published every year, B0 a very
simple calculation will show you that
Mr. Richawds has been wrifing ouy
principal stories for just over froenty-
sceeh years !

That's g record that will fake some
beating, eh ¥ Hnowing tehat magni-
ficent alorica these are, you'll get some
idea of the trememdous amount of
work wihich Mr. Richards has done.
My Souwth African ochuin's olher
rquestion iz nol 8o easy 1o answwer.
e asks: “How old iz Frank
Richards 7 "

¥ have menfioned before that Ar.
Richiards i8 a most modest maon,
That ix why I have had o vrefuse the
request of many recders wwho have
assked ine fo publish his photograph.
Belng maodest, he does not want his
photograph published, aond, for the
same reason, he wonld pessibly object
to liz age being publicly announced.
As a maiter of fact I don't Ienore il, bud

u can fake ¥ from e, Re ia siill a
comparalively young man.

This yeader also sends me along
some nformation concerwning

THE WORLD'S
MOST MYSTERIOUS ILLUSION.

That is, of course, the Indian rope
frick. Even to-day no ene has setiled
the controversy of whelher fhe irick
has actuclly been dome or mal. Here,
howerver, is an interesting slory which
throws light on a similar Indian
ilhasion ! ”

An Englishman in Ceylon wwas over-
faking o notfive beggar one day when
the latter suddenly yelled outl : ' T'aks
care, sahib, @ snake ! " Gloncing om
the ground, the while man sow what
appeared o be a large snake wriggle
post his feel, and he jumped buck
quickly. The beggar, Rowerer,
faughed, and then picked up the
“ gnahe." It wos an ordinary bamboo
tealking-stick sohich thas beggaoar
subseguently sold fo the #raveller.

By some meons or other, a kind of
hypwnotism, pcrhoaps, the hard-heoded
sohite man had been forced to dmagine
that what he acheally saw was o
anake. TRe mosi Jeasible explanac-
tiom of the Indian rope ilrick iz thal
people wcho claibmn to have seen i have
been similarly deluded.

I am sure some of my older readers
are gelting o Hitle *' fed up "' with tHhe
.l'nd{ﬁan rope frick by wow, so
going fo make a request. No more
Indian rope #rick queries, pleasc!

lome Into Che

Oftice, Boys /

Your Editor is always pleased to bear from
his readers. Whrite to kim 1 Editor of the
“Maguet,” The Amalgamated Pross, Lid,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
A stamped addressed envelope will

ensure a reply.

I'IT tell you why I am making this
regquest. Some fthne agoe, ian an en-
deavotr (o seltle the matter, a journal
controlled by the publishers of the
MAGNET offeredd o lorge price for
wrhat wax claimed to be a photograph
of the trick being performed 4f it was

enuine. As o resull of this if was
?uum:l that the ** rope V' in the pholo-
graph wwas actually o long rod of
bambaoo !

— el il

'HO are

TRHE FINEST STILT
WALKERS IN TRE WORLD ?

Thia iz 1he vathier wnusual guery
wohich J. F. D., of Hexrham, puls up
to me. Undoublediy the peasanis in
the Londes dialrict o) France have a
cleim {o This distinctior. In order fo
keep an eye on their sheep in this flat,
marshy couniry, they walk about on
stilts, wchich also allow them o ecroas
tmarshes which are {mpassable on
foot. They alzo carry a third still,
or gwide pole, with them, which has
a small support at ihe top, on which
they cam sil when they woni o reat,

Shepherds i cerfain poris of
Hungary use stilty swwhich enable them
to gel above the clowds of dust which
their charges vaige in the dry, orvid
countrgside.

HN ASHMORE, of Skirley, near
Birmingham, iz intenasely in-
teresiced in astronomy. He sends
along some tnteresting particelars
CoOncerning

THE FARTHEST PLANET,

swehich I herewith poass on fo you.
Do you know whick known planct is
Jarthest gway from the carth 7 I is
the new planet ' Plute,"” which weas
discovered by pholography, by an
American observalory in 1930. It
takes 248 yeors 1o fravel around the
sun, and is 4,000 miles in dismeler.
But don't strain gour eyes trying to
look for it. I is 3,088 millions of
miles proay—so far awoy, i foct, that
the largeat telescope in the world can
never make it appear o8 o disc.

Phew ! Thal's enough io take any-
body's breath awcay. My reader chum
alse fells me that i iz fifly thnes
fointer than ihe moon, &0 ponu <an
:errl wchat chance gon've gok of spotling
-

'AVE gou ever seen a conal
rumning over o railicay 7 dnd
then o roadway running over
both the roilway and the

canal 7 That is $the vmusual sight you
toill see if you ever pay a visit to Han-
well. One of my readers in thot town
has sent me o photograph of this

I'm | unusual three-1oay erossing.

H )
The railway {8 in a cutting which
passes under the canal. The canal

crogses on on iron bridge, and {m-
mediately abova the canol s the
ordinary road €. JAt this par-
ticular it 13 possible to gece o
g above a train, oul a
‘motor oroaming aobove the bargel

My Hamvcell veader's Tetler reminds
me of other

PECULIAR BRIDGES

cwehich are fo ba found in this country.
Fay instownee, on the Maonchester
Ship Canal there {3 a point where
awother canal croases abore the main
one., Furtheryore, i crosses on a
siring-byvidge, whick can be opened
to permil ships o pass, while the
candl above fa connpletely cut in two
by the opening of the swing bridge.

In Middlesbrough there are tiwo
unuwsuad typen of bridges crogsing the
Teen. The older in g Transporicr
bridge, conzisting of o high straciure,
from which o portien of bridge is
suspended. This porlion smmoves back-
weards and forwwards across the river,
carrying vehicles and passengers
slung from the high bridge above.
The saceond—and lotest bridge—is o
wonderful verlical lifi-bridge. The
bridge is on the road level, bul when
a ship teanis to pass along the river,
the whole bridge rises up Hke a Tifl,
ascending high cnough fto allow the
top of the ship's masis fo pass under.

Here comes o guery from o Canadion
reader wohe wants to know

WHAT DOES MAC MEAN ?

He is valher puzzled lo aceocunt for
the fact thaot Scotlish namea begin
with “* Mac." He gasks me why this
is. The prefix * Mac * in fromt of &
surname is not only Scotfish, but
also Irish and Manz. It is a Gselic
word ond means ‘' a relative or o
son of."" Thus ** Maochtosh ' means
“the son of the chief'' ; * Mac-
(Yowan ' iz “ the son of the swanith *' ;
E‘}Id :‘ Macheth ' means ** the son of
life.’

Surncmes oare courious Things.
Muny of them weve originally be-
stowed aax mnickiomes, ond sSome
of them ore rather amusing. Fawcy,
for instance, being called Peckcheese.
Yet thot iz a propcer surnonie, ol was
undoubtediy first given becanse of ifs
otener’s fonduess for cheese. Here
gre some ecen sirunger Surnaies,
Triantafyllopoules, wwhich means
“ Rose '’ ; Snoolks, which means
“ gepen oaks '’ ; Muchlebone, whose
ancestors must have beem brawomy
fellows ; and Maniword, who evi-
dently liked to talk a lot.

Thesc are all the surnames I have
space for this wweek, as ¥ must tell you
something nbront next wweek’s

PrOGIaTIIIE.

“ FOOL'S LUCK!"™
By Frank Richards,

s the titlc of the long complele parn
of the clhumas of Giregfriars. I con

redict thot 1005 18 golng to be o
gumner wear for theso aplendid
stories. Next wweek's story will give
you an indication of the niany fine
tales whichareto jollow it. Youwon'd
want fo put down the MAUNET until
you have read every line of |,

There will be the wusual shorier
features, oo, mcluding the ecver-
popular ** Greyfriars Herald," and my
little weekly chat with my chums.

Dy the way, Morion Pike's populor
adventure yarn, ' Caplain Crinaon,"”
iz drowing to a closc, and next week
wiill see the final chaplers. Look ouf,
then, for the announcement of another
MAGNET masterpiece.

10OUR EDITOR.



ANOTHER TOP-NOTCH SCHOOL YARN OF HARRY WHARTON & CO., OF GREYFRIARS !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

ATCH Coker I” shouted Bob
Cherry.
“Eh?! Whyi"
“He's got a footer ™
“0Oh1 Ha, ha, ha!”
Harry Wharton & Co. of the Remove
chuckled. 3
Coker of the Fifth Form had come
out of the House with his friends,
Pottor and Greepe, carrying o Soccer
baﬂ undnr&m{gg;n & 3
parently er was going to show
his friends what he 1|::i-|::n1.1lc:'lg do with that
footer.
Hea stopped on the path that ran by
the windowa of Masters’ Studics; there

17

he dropped the ball,
c "Likipghisl” said Coker. “Watchl"
Potter and Greens watched; so did

a crowd of other Greyfriars fellows.
The Famous Five were daap!j: inter-
asted, Dozens of fallows looked round.
It wes morning break, and there wos
s crowd in the guadrangle, and nearly
sll of them gave Coker attention,

The fact was that Coker with a foot-
ball was always interesting. Xorace
Coker was keen on Soccer. It was
rather a drowback that he couldn’t play
it for toffes, Boing vnaware of that
circumstance, however, Coker was not
worried by it

Coker’s opinion was that he was the
finest footballer at Greyfriars, and that
all the rest, in comparison, wers merely
aleo rans., Coker had thai opinion en-
tirely to himself.

On this cold and fresty morning
Colter was looking bucked.

Heo looked so bucked that some fellowa
wondered whether he had, at long last,
succeeded in worrying his Form captain,
Blundell, into giving him a chance in
the Fifth Form team.

But it was not so good—or so bad—
as that.

The Fiith were to play a pick-
game that.afternoon, w Ec.h? wa:I:. ha:fE

g
e

i
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Instead of shaking hands with his cousin, Horace Coker smacked his head !

FRANK RICHARDS

WL EATERER AR DRI TR I R H LN

holiday. Coker was going to play in
the pick-up.

At all events, he was going to barge
about the football Gield, getting in the
other fellows' way and ialling over his
own feet, with a happy belief that he
was plaving Soccer.

Bo Coker was bucled.

Now ho was poing to show Dolter and
Greene sumel,?:ing—and tho rest of
Greyiriars, too, it they cared to waich
him. They did,

Having placed the ball, Coker glanced
round.

He was rather pleased to see =0 many
eyes on him. Coker liked getting the
sgnt.light‘ Ha failed to =eo why most
of the fellows were grinning. Theve
was nothing, so far as Coker knew, to

grin at,

“Go it, Coker!™ sang out Bob Cherry
encouragingly, )

“On thoe ball, Coker!" chirrliped
Franlk Nugent.

“Don’t send it ihraug,l\ FProut's
window ! called out Harry Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

Coker glared.

He was going 1o send that ball along
the path. Prout's study window was
more than a dozen feet away on his left
hend. It was improbable that even

Edgar Caffyn has set ouit to
make all the trouble he can for
Horace Coker, whom he regards
as a rival for rich Aunt Judy’s
money-bags. And In his usual
blundering way, Coker unwit-
tingly gives his cunning cousin
every assigtance !

= oil)
il :-“ -I Il . rl I: :.I ‘i- !

Coker's masterly kick would whiz the
ball in_ench a very unexpected direc-
tion. Wharton's warning evidently was
intended as & jost.

"kSl:lut- up, you cheeky fag 1™ bawled

i1 o

“T1 sav. vou follows!™ Billy Bunter
camie volling np beeathlossly, ™ “I say,
Smithy says there's a joke onl What
18 it

*Coker's ing to kick a footer,”
snswercd Johnny Bull,

“He, he, he1¥ cochinnated Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!" "

“Well, get on with it, old bean,”
said Potter of the Fifth rather restively.

Coker's friends were not enjoying that
"Let's

Invge and appreciative audicnceos,
see that wonderful kick of vours,”

Coker pointed to an old elm about a
dozen yards along the path. Thers waa
n hollow among the leafless boughs
whero the Mond's gardener had lately
cuit awayr somo {lnug wood,

“Bee that " asled Coker. " Well, I'm
landing the ball oxactly in that. That's
what I'm going to show von, See?”

“Not an casy kick, old man,” saicd
Greene,

“1 don't say that vou could do it
Greeney: or Potter, cither. I faney 1
can,” sartd Coker.

“What & fertile fancy !” murmured
Potter.

“Eh? Wlhat did yon sayg ™

“TI said get on with it, old chap,”
sald Poiter blandly. “If Blundell seces
you land that shot he will be jolly glad

o's gob you in the pick-up this
aftornoon.™

“ Well, watch me,” said Coker.

Fifty fcllowa at loast watched, All of
them were prepared to dodge the footer
if it came at them. Where it would go
when Colier kicked it was a problem to
which nobody.know the answer, but it
was a safo bet that it would not land
where Coker intended it to land.

Coker caleulated corcfully and kicked.
He put tho usual strenuous energy into
that kick. It was such a kick as might

Tre Macyer Lisriry,~No. 1,406.
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have carried the ball the length of =

football flald and then scme if it had

::]-:}d!uuha? the ball. Umdortunately; it
idu't

How Coker missed the ball with hia
sm ing foot Cokor did not know, Other

ows knew. It was bocaute Coker waa
a ::Iurnur ass, But this explanation did
not ooour to Coker.

His boot swept by a ball that re-
mained motionless, The Bo fﬂmﬂ
he had put into that kick corried hi
foot on and . For a {raction nE
a aunnnd Coker stood stork-like ou ona
leg, for the sky with the other,
then he n.i

Wiks
Bump
"Hu, lu, ha 1” yelled the Greyfriars
prowd.

They yelled and shrieked.
This was ﬂan mturtmnment

than had ex-
m&kﬁr to pend the hlﬁl to the
nghl or to the left or over his head—
anywhere, in facl, axmft to ;tu dm-tm:»
ticn. . But to mee it
and Eukar uthng gmng t.t. 1t was mi:’l;-
E q:d th qt;;ld of Greyfriars
‘with merriment.
o hHim h&:?; 1! ghouted Bob Cherry,
"Tr:.' n, Coker!" howled Johnny
ﬂhck to it 1”

“Tha stickfulness is the proper caper,
my esteemed Coker!” thl:!lﬂﬂd Hurres
Jamset Rarn Bingh.

ﬂﬂkar nnrnmhlﬂd to his feet.

ﬂ;l;?glt dﬂw& rathor hard,
id 5 n!FEd r-
"“Ha, ha., hat”
F‘;&mng on with the show1” yawned
otter.
“Don’t be a eill 828, Poiter! 1-—1
think T m:mc'l the 'gn
“Hart of scems that you did,” re
marked ﬂraaum “But: whl.t did you m
down for, Coker? Tired?”
“Dnn’t be a ailly idiot, Greene I
Coker- was s 'ﬂmiur. He: ﬁ}rﬂlil&lﬂﬂ
for another shot. He had set
rather. difficult task; but-he was going
to pull 115 off ; hﬂ was  determined on

His tuﬂlmm was incressing. Win
gate of the Bixth cams along with some
m{:-raﬂf that Form. " Two or Form-
masters appeared at their study win-

dows, attracted by the rosrs of langhter
outside, Mr. Quelch, the master *of
the Remove, sppeared at one window;

Prout, master of tha Fifth; at.another;
ﬂﬂ- . master of the Fourith, a

or., Prout frowned. His impres- g
mm:l was that Coker was making & fool
of himself as usunl, Prout did. m:-t lika
sacing & man in his Form meking a fool
of himsalf.

sides. ﬂn‘ﬁr waa pmwdmg: fhw entee-
tasinment in bresk, and aﬁarﬁ v Was
su:mus to sce him et on wit l‘hﬂ good

ﬂﬂkﬁr kicked again.
This time he did not miss the ball.
Batter for Coker if he had. DBut he

didn’t. The ball flew—not in the direc-
tion aimed : footer kicked
by Coker om did ! .

Where it went was, for & moment, ug-
known to Eukan hen a fearful or
of breaki axs and a rodr like that
of a m a!aphmt from Mr.
Prout l.]:}prmud

Wharton's wunmg I:a-:! n:-t after all,
lieen unnecessary. ball had
whizzed at an &nt:relj uncxpected
anglo—as =0 often occurred when it was

prapelled by Coker.

Tz Maigwer Lisrary.—No. 1,406,
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Colter gazed in horror. A whole pane Elrmnar.” - o 4 ntttlillglllzfn!:'pa ﬂ:ﬁ
had been smashed out of Mr. Prout's sends him! Am:'t the tips! I've heard

study window ! Inside the study, Prout
sat down with a bump, smothered by
fragments of falling glasa]

]

THE SECOND CHAFTER.

The Way of the Snipe!

DGAR CAFFYN, the new fellow
in the Ramuﬂ, was standing by
the letter-rack, in break.

‘There was no letter for Cafiyn
that mernm but he etood locking them
aver is eyes Imgare-d on _an
anveiupa addressed in handwriting
that he knew.

The hand was th;t of his aunt, Miss
Judith Coker, the letter was
addressed to ﬁornm Coker, his cousin
in the Fifth Form.,

-Bix or seven other fellows had come
along to look for letters, as was usual
in broak.. Coker of the Fifth had not
thought about it—being too hus:.r demon-
strating his ers sa a goal-getter to
Potter and gmm The letter from
Aunt Judy remained, so far, unclaimed,
And Eﬂker did not yet know that it wae

ther
ﬂ"s;&‘ loafing by the rack, locked
%:u:u in the mgahng. stealthy way
ha hnﬂ The fellow, who had been nick-
named “the Snipe,” had a furtive look
in his eyes. He was keenly interested in
that- letter addressed .to his cousin,
Coker, and he wondered impatiently

whether the other fellows, near st hand,

- would clear off, and give him a chance

of making acquaintance with it.
The Snipe hed sbsplutely no scruples,
But, tuking another fellow's letier, was
& zerious matter, and he dared not risk
bam&spﬂtta& in such an action,
ming out, Cafyn?” Skinner
joined . h:m. with Bnoop. These two
rather shady fellows  were the only
friends Caffyn had made m_hm Form.

They, had many tastes in common,
though it was probable that, if Skinner
had known Caffyn a Yittla better, even

he would have drawn the line at the
Snipo of the Remove
fiyn shook his bead.
“Na; too joll mld ¥ he answered.

“Bit park a quad!” agreed

Skinner. ng ing&md—-nhmh was
not what Caffyn wnntad at.all.

“Oh, don't lat me keep you!" said
ﬂaﬂ’ Unaas

me up to l'.h-& sl:udr said Skinner,
"t!wrea a fire there.” He lowered his
cice. “And & smoke, too: there's
tm'm heforo thm:l_ school.”
Caffyn shook his head agam.
“MNa: vor out off,” he said. _
“What the dickens do you want to
hing about for, Cafiyn 1" ukﬁd Snoap.
“There s no lettera for you.”
}11 did pot answer. Three or four
c-thur ellows, :.iter !uu ing. a;t tha mc‘k,

ked aw inner
mmame& agﬂa.ﬁ frung

yil wmhad hm
at the ::.timr end of the earth. Ekmner
winked at Sncop. He had noticed the
IB“EI addr to Horace J. Coker,

thy glanca at ik,

ud Enﬂ':,{rn'u stealthy .
aour auwnt, Caffyn,” he
t-ﬁma:ke& ].'vkm:nw her fist ! t?nker

ﬁts & lot of letters from that old

"T&I‘l‘lﬁ:ﬂ old damie, what?” grinned
Snoop. " FPve seen hari

Caffyn nodded.

H&d anyone alluded to Miss Judith
Coker as a sketch and a terrific old

that he ats whop tips from old
Judy ! uﬂma Ish she was my
mmt—*thuuk d certainly give her =

hint to0 keep away from riars.

Not the sort of relation s fellow wants
to show off st school.”

He winked at Snoop again. Bkinner
had made friends with Caffyn; but
Bkinner’s idea of friendship did not pre-
vent him mkmﬁ himself as unplestant
im possible, ad not taken Hnnﬂr

to discover that Aunt Judy and he
w-an th formed o of mtﬂntmn
between Cafiyn and Coker—at least, on
'Uaﬂ' 's side. Bo he rubbed it in.

dare say there's a tip in that vory
letter,” he remarked. “A fiver as
lik a3 not, Tmu' sunt doesn’t send

you fivers, ﬂaﬂyn

on’t = there’s a tip!'* he
mnppeti. Upgmguﬂ: isn’t any too
pleased with Coker now. The way he's
treated me eince I've boen here——"
“And you're so ficél” murmured

Skinner.
- *0h, rats! Look here |

fellows are have
the stady Dol i mhost
time to lose. The bell will go soon.”

Skinner did not stir, - He did not sus-
i:act that Caffyn intended to snpex that
stter and read it in private,” to ascer-
tain exactly how matters utmd batweécn
Aunt Judy and the odusin whom' he
ragatdad a8 a rival for tha uld Itd:n
‘money. But he could ses th
for uﬂme r wantad Im:n o Eo.

Thet ‘was am 40 glue the amiable
Skinner to the apok.

“Oh, we'll stick to you, old chap!”
said Bikinper bl

bréathed “Bard,

Cloker was in ﬂm quad, but it was
practically certain that hé wﬁuld glmba
at the rack when he came g
whether tham were lotters f:'rr him,
The Saipe’s chnﬂm would be gone then.

Temp!i: buey, i Fry of t
Fﬂ&ﬂ ﬂmu nlung and %topped at thﬂ
rs

Caffyn gntted his teeth]

It wm too latd nl:lH, even if. Skinner

went. The' three Fourth
f‘htg!mﬂrs ] c!i:ﬂd awi::l the letters, and
n stog ttt:.'i;F a up.

Then Bim came up
with Hoskma of ﬂmt Fm'm And then
Russell and Ogilvy of the Remove
turned up.

Evidently there' was nothing doing!
To take Coker's lattar openly was out of
the question, and to “p ™ it surrep-
titionsly was now impossible.

Caffyn made ? is mind that he
mnght a8 wﬂl ave ti'lat smbke in
Bkinner's stud .&n& e was asbout to
move AWRY W en there eame o sudder
disturbance from the quad.

There was a crash of breaking glass,

If wyou
B amnku n
, ]ri_':u Ye no

followed by 8 roar voices, and &
sound of loud lsughter.

“Good gadl What's that 17
exclaimed Templ the Fourth.
“Home ass wmﬂnwﬂ

He rushed out, with his friends.
Hobson and Hoekins, and

thvy, ru.ahed aftar’ h:m.

Coma * I#  eaxelaimed
Skinner, "St}mel:hmg"n up!" In h:l
curiosity’ to ‘learn what was I:IE
Skinner forgot hid desire to umm 18

friarid Caffyn, and he ran uut
Hmﬂuﬁ‘ with Snoo
yh'a e
Bmhathmgﬂ;i' En.n unusual nature was

the



golng on in the quad; but he did not
care what it was. This was his chance!

He gave one swift, stealthy glance
over his shoulder. Two or thres fallows
weré in sight, running for the door, but
$ey had their backs to Caffyn, -

In & moment be had whipped Coker's
lggter from the rack, and slipped it into
Lis gmckelr.

Then he walked away—forcing him-
self to stroll in & casual manner, though
be wos more inclined to run.

Ho strolled into the Rag.

Nobody was there. Fellows who had
been there had run out at the crash of
glass in the quad.

Caffyn kicked the door shut, crossed
to the fire, and dropped into Bn arm.
chair, Tho letter -was in his hands

EVERY SATURDAY

resence, You may mect me at Colrt-
ficld Station at three o'clock, and please
tell Et:!gif_r that I am coming.

our affcctionate Aunt,
“JuniTE CoEen”™

Caffyn whistled,

To-day was Wednesday. So it was
this afternoon that Aunt Judy was
coming. Hhe was going to reconcile the
two cousing, who barred one another,
and make them friends,

Cafiyn grinned.

Aunt Judy, no doubt, was picturin
quito an affecting scenc, in her kind ol
mind. Bhe was going to reconcilo two
nuu,?ht}'_ boys who had quarrelled !

Of course, she didn't understond the
matter in the verr lIcast.
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doming! Coker was not going to know!
Let her arvive at tho school irritated
becanse Horaco had failed to meet her
at tho station as requested! That would
give an edge to her wrath, when Coker
refused, point-blank, to be reconciled to
the fellow ho loatlied—ns most certainly
Coker would !

The Snipe strolled out of the Rag, with
& satisfied grin on his face. “ Dishing "
a fathead Like Coker was not, after all,
o difficult task! There was absolutely
no cunning in Coker, and Edgar Caffyn
was as cunning as & sackful of monkeys.

It did not even occur to the Snipe that
honesty was the best paliey. ad it
orcurred to him, he would havo shruggod
his narraw showlders ot the idea.

Yet, had he only known it, the task he

by

'q’” 'I:' _,.-'-":.: IT%H
Efl Y

- sr—

#You will be detained this alternoon, Coker,”” said Mr, Prout, “and I forbid you to kiek a fooiball in the quadrangls

spaln.”” «But, si—

“ Another word,

and—--""

# But I’'m bound io say———

Yaroooocooh ! '* roared Coker, as

the polnter ¢came down with a sharp rap on his knuckles.

again, and the envelope open. Ie
tossed the latter into the fire, and un-
iﬂlﬁ_&d the Ileéter. S B T

s e avou at letter. n
Miss Judith Coker’s small, spidery
handwriting, not eassy to read, it ran:

“Desr Horace,—I am shocked and
g]:laﬂad by your letter. You are aware
that it is my desire that you should be
kind and considerate to your Cousin
Edgar, now your schoolfellow at Grey-
friars,

“Your remarks concernipg Mr. Sarle,
my solicitor, arc impertinent. I fear
that yon dislike him simply beeause he
13 Edgar's guardian,

“¥Yon have made mo very angry. Dut
I-am sure, my dear boy, that such was
not your intention. I shall como down
to ge¢ you on Wednesday afternoon, as
1t 18 & half-holiday, I shall insist upon
your making friends with Edgar, in my

Bhe did not know that Horace was a
hot-headed, over-bearing ass, full of im-
portance as o Filth Form a{*nmrhwhu
would not hdve been found dead with a
pal in the lower Forms.

Neither did she understand that Caffyn
was & cunning young rascal, whose chief
object was to stir up trouble between
his rich aunt and her favourite nephew,
with tho assistance of Mr, Sarle.

Very likely she wonld want to make
them shake hands—porhaps before a lot
of fellowsl

Caffvr ehuckled,

He could fancy Ilorace's feelings, if
she did |

A h-g-ll began to ring. Tt was the bell
for th!r:] sehool and was followed by o
pattering of feot, of fellows heading for
the Form-rooms.

Caffyn vose, and tossed Aunt Judy's
letter into the fire.

Coker did not yet know that she was

had set himself, with Mr. S8arle’s assist-
ance, was much more difficult than he
dreamed. The rogue despises the honest
man,bas a fool; yet somehow it is always
the honest man who has possession
what the roguc is s0 anxious to g?rt hold
of | Which might be quite a useful thing
for rogues to reflect upon !

— " —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Vials of Wrath !

R. FPROUT rolled inte the

M Fifth TForm Room, with

Olympian wrath in his portly
conntonanon, i

There was rather a hush in the Fifth,

. Even Blundell, the captain of the

Form, o fellow wham Prout respected

deeply, and eoven dreaded o little, was

Very cireummspect,
Tiue Macxgr Liprary.~No. 1,406
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Potter and Greene
dizsmayed.

They were used to their pal, Color,

‘were  quite

being in trouble. Horace James Coker
was born to trouble, as the sparks fly
upward.

_ But this was reslly the limit; smash-
ing a Form-master's study window with
a Boeeer ball, and scattoring broken
glags all over him. It was tglw limit,
even for Coker, who was capable of
many things,

Al than?ifth knew that a thunder-
storm was coming. The expression on
Prout's f when he had locked out of
that gap in his study window, had been
a plain warning. :

. Unly Coker seemed unaware of mm-
pending catastrophe. He was the calmest
mén in the Form. Only Coker did not
seem to realise how fearfully serious it
was to bung in a beak's window on a
beak’s majestio napper, . :

Accidents will bappen!  The thing
was an acoident! That was how Cpker
looked at jt. ;

Coker, in fact, was more bothered by
the failuyre of his great shot than by its
untoward consequences, +He had in-
tended to show Potter and Greene, and
the world generally, what a terrific shot
he was, when he had his shooting-boots
On.

Zomehow—Coker did not know how—
that footer hadn't sailed away to the
intended mark. It had shot off at an
entirely unlooked-for angle and smashed
Prout's window. Luckily, it had not
smashed Prout! Even Coker would
have realised that that would have beon
serious |

It was irritating, for Coker had been
very keen on pulling off that shot.
Blundell had hesitsted, and made rather
a fuss, even about p’lngin him in a
pick-up fa.me. That shot, if it had come
off, would bave shown Blundel]l what a
goal-getter Coker given a chance.
But it had not come off ! It gave fellows
a chance of making ocut, as they had
made out only oiten, that Coker
pouldn’t kick a jootball for tofice®

Roars of laughter had followed Coker’s
porformance. Ha had brought down the
housa! That was not what Coker had
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intended, at all,” It hed been far from
his intention to give a comic entertain-
ment,  Those checky fogs, Harry
Wharton & Co.,, of the Remove, had
been doubled up with merriment. Coker
made a mental noto to kick them at the
first opportunity. They made out that
ho couwldn't kick a footer! They would
,}{lﬂj‘ well find out that he could kick
a

g5, at any ratel’
Prout, purple, fixed his oves on Coker.
Coker bad never been a credit and a

comfort to his Form-measter, That term,
he had been in hot watcr oftener than
ever. Only a fow days ago, ho had had
a thousand lines to writo—an almost
unheard-of impot. Now he wds at it
&gain, worse than over.

“Coker | said Prout, in a deep, deep
voico.

“¥es, sirl" said Coker respectinlly,
bt cheerfully,

“You have broken my study window.”

“Horry, sir] Quite an accidont.”

“How dare you, Coker, kick a foot-
ball thmuﬂ your Form-master’s study
window 1 boomed Prout,

»

“It wasn't intended to touch your
window sirl”  exclaimed — Coker
patie I:l’g. Ha thopght that even an old

ass, like Prout, might have guessed that,
But he wes willing to explain. “I was
alming at o spot a long way off tho
study windows, sir, but somehow—-""

“¥ou should not have been kicking a
football 1n the quadrangle at all, Coker.”
- " We're allowed to punt a footer about
in break, sir! Even the f #

“¥You are not sllowed to bresk study
windows, ar.”

“T've told you that was an accident,
sir! I u_u}ppma the damage will go n
in my bill I added Coker, just to remind
Prout of that circumstance,

“I_scarcely,” said Prout, breathing
heavily, “know how to deal with you,
Coker! Were you a junior, T should
cane you. I am unwilling to cane a
genlor boy of thia Form !"

Coker simply stared. He wondercd
whethor Prout was going petty. Only
that could account for his even thinking
E‘f ﬁnning a Fifth Form man—especially

oker

“You have lately,” resumed Prout.

An Academy for Crooks !

- The

Every Scturday. At all
Newsagents and Bookstalls

2d.

Dreardene College . . . the most
amazing school you've ever read
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“had a thousand lines to write! I shall
not give you another such impesition,
Coker.”

Coker was glad to hear it! So.were
Potter and tireenal Life had been
hardly worth living, in their study,
while Horaeco -had that whacking impot
hanging over his head,

“1 shall give you,” said Prout, “a
detention!  You will bo detained this
aiternoon, Coker, and 1 shall set you a
task to occupy you till five o'clock. And
1 forbid you—1 torbid you absolutely—
to kick a foothball in tho quadrangle
again.’™ '

“ This aftcrnoon, sir i repeated Coker,

“Yos! MNow you may sit down I

“I'm playing football this afternoon,
sir 1" Coker pomnted out,

Prout glared.

“Coker! What did Fnu say, Coker "

"I'm playmg football this afternoon,
sir] A pick-up game in the Fifth I

Prout went to his desk, whers 'a
pointer lay. Ho picked ﬂﬁl the pointer.

Cokor wondered why, The rest of the
Tifch hardly broathed, Thoy know why.
For once, Prout was going to break the
immemorial  rule, and administer
corporal punishment in a scnior Form-
roon, ;

FPolnter in band, Prout came towsrds
his claas,

" Coker 1* ho said, “I have given you
a detention for this afternoon, You will
como into the Fornt-room at two o’clock,
and you will zemain until five o’clock.
And if you add further impertincnca to
your offences, Coker, I shall beat you.”

tor jumped,

“Bib-bub-beat ma! * he stuttered.

“Precisely | Now sit down, and do net
say anothar word,”

“B‘l..lt, Hir——"

"8Bit downl”

Coker sat down,

" But, sir—" he repeated,

" 3ilence ! boomad Prout,

"B'l.“-, Eh-'""‘—"

Prout, olutched the inter  con-
vulsively. Bome of the Fiith wondercd
whether he was going to burst.' He
In?lﬁﬂ :iikﬁ it. - -ch

‘ Another word, er,” ho gasped.
“ Another syllable—" a

“I'm bound to say-Yaroooocooooh I
roared Coker, as the pointer came down
with a sharp rap on his knuckles;

“MNow silence 1
] “"i‘-;]qrrr]:;rgglltﬂl" guap&dd Eghcr.duucﬁ:
ing his kouckles, an &zin um
Tn%nt?ﬁd Et I:IEWL e

vidently the man was . Ha
fancied he could rap knunmwin the
Fifth, with o pointer, like T'wigg in the
En::xi:;d Form % o, Coke

‘If you speak agsain, r.,” said
Mr. Prout, ﬁf & sulphurous voice, "1
shall order you to stand out bofora the
Form, and bend over that deskt I
shall beat wyou, Coker, if*vou utter
another syllable.™

Coker opened his mouth.

He shut it sgain,

Whether Prout was potty or not, only
too clearly he meant what he said. The
worst of 1t was, that if the old ass per-
sisted, he could get away with it, Coker
rm&hied it.';r_a.dt.

oker did not want six on his ba
with the whole Form staring on. ’;
suppressed his feelings, and sat silent,
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Shindy In the Chapging-Room !
is BAY, you fellows!” yelled Bill
l Bunter, “I say, thﬁjﬂ going 1’:;
in the a:-!muq:nr-rmm "
, ad Whﬂ ]
<O, ‘Goker! Comd inf
» Coker e om m ants |™
roared Bob Cherry, e



“Ha, ha, hat" :
§ The:tn was o ru:h ut'ifljal]hnwn down 1.'rhne

a A 0 changing-roor.
If sg:knrpnf tﬁ Fifth was “gé‘-n-ﬁlg it,"
plenty of fellows were interested to sce
the sight. Coker, it was !fumhnb]e wias
having a row with somebody. er
often had rows with somebody, Indeed,
the fellows in the Upper ool, with
whom Coker had not had rows, could
have been counted on the fingers of
ong hand. And in the Lower School
the number of fellows Coker had rowed
with waa larger still. Coker would have
been surprised if he had been called a
quarrelsome fellow. But, for a fellow
who was not quarrelsome, there was no
doubt that he booked & record number

of rows, :
“Hallp, halls, hallo! Hear himt!"
chuckled Bob, as the Famous Five

arrived ot the doorway.

Coker's bull-voico was heard, loud
and strong.
A good ma fellows were already

gathered round the doorway, looking
on and listening, when Harry Whartou
& Co, got there. Cokor seemed to be
affording almost os much entertainment
1n the ::Eiiﬁmuun as he had furnished in
the morning.

‘fDnmmy%- Ass] Fathead! Chump!
Idiot [™ ‘

Thet string of mames came from
Coker, without a pause. Sccmingly, ho
was expressing lis opimion of some
follow in the changing-room.

Most of the Fifth wero there, getting
ready for the pick-up game. Coker, as
he was under detention that afternoon,
had no business there. But he was
there—very mnch there! Nobody with-
in & hundred yards, who was not deaf,
could have failed to khow that Horace
was there,

“1 say, you fellows,” squeaked Bun.
ter. “He's talking to Blundell 1

“Blondcll " grsped Harry Wharton.
“0Oh, my hat! Is that how Coker talks
to his Form-captaint”. ]

“Idiot | Blockhend! Foozling frump!
Dunderhead I* Coker was going on. He
had not, it seomed, got to the end of the
list yet, ¥

“Heo's giving Blundell that jolly old
recitation!” grinned Herbert Vernon-
Smith. “Stand eloar for him when he
comes out! I fanoy he will come at the
end of a football boot.”

““Hao, ha, ha!" _

. “By gum, he's the man to ask for
it ¥ said Bob Cherry. “But what's the
rowi"”

® Liston I
. “¥ou ass!  Yon fathcad! The fact
is, I beliecve you're not keen on m
wg in the pick-up at all1” roare

» DOETY a indignant.
he juniors stared in. Even Caffyn,
who was nover found near the chang-
ing-room if he could help it, was thers
oubtless drawn hE the news that his
cousin in_the Fifth was kicking up
anothor shindy, Caffyn stared in at

Coker with & grinning face.

There was a erowd of the Fiith thore,
some changing for footer, some already
changed. Co stood facing a little
bunch of tl¥m. with red face and ﬂ;sh-
ing eyes. It was ensy to see—and to
bear—that Coker wos excited.

Georgo Blundell, the stalwart captain
of the Form, was sitting on a locker,
finishing lacing a8 boot. a8 seemed to
be tolernting Coker with remarkable
paticnce. No doubt he was sorry for

r old Hurna% under detention on
the day when, fa long last, he had a

chance to pluq ooter. .
f course, it was like Coker, to get
un _oocasion.

0
himself detained on such
Btill, it was

It was Coker all over!
hard cheesal
#You'ro not keen on it, that's what's
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the matter, Blundell!® roared Coker,
“You're not keen on it at all. It's only
a pick-up pame, but you'd rather play
some dud like Pottor——*

“Thanks ™ said Poitor blandly.

“Or some ass like Grecne——"

“Thanks " grinned Cireene, :

“Or some barging bog-trotter like
Fitzgorald—"*

“Faith, and it's a pleasure to hear
ng: I Cokeri” said Fitzgerald of the
Tiftdy,

“Or bungling fatheads like Dland.
or Tomlinson, or Hilion, or even
Price——" roared Coker. :
“Go ik, Coker "” said Bland, Tomlin-

Hilton, and Priee, with one voico.
“Ha, ha, ha
“When you get a good man,” re-
81 Coker, **vou den't know what to
do with him, I've jawed you over
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Plumstead,

Braintres,

since the first day of term, and all
¥ou'd do for me is to stick me into a
pick-up. And now-—"

“Have a littlo sensze, old man 1™ urged
Blundell. “It's not my fault that
Prout's detained yvouw. I never asked
him to. You did!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You can get me off I hooted Cakeor,
“Go to Prowut and tell him I ean't be
spared from the game."

“1 can’t tell whoppers to that extent.”

“Tell him the truth—that I'ma the
ooly man in the pick-up that knows
anything about Soccer!”

“*Ha, he, ha!” came a shriek from
the erowd at the doorway.

Coker glared round at them for a
moment. But he had po timie to wasto
on feps. It was time, in fact, for Coker
to get into detention. DBut it secmed
that he still hoped to E}w foothall that
aftornoon, in spite of Prout and all his

works.

H0Go to Prout!” ho hooted. *Prout
will listen to you., He won't listen to
me. That's the sort of ass he is. But
he'll listen to you.” Tell him I’'m simpl
indmipenzable in the game, and heo wil]
let me off.”

. charging €0 hard and fast, that

" But you're not!?

IH‘EPWI. TE

H'Eh'aﬂ

“Idiot!™ _ )

Blundell finished lacing his boot, and
rose from the locker. He was begin-
ning to look restive. A fellow could
svmpathise witlh Coker, but there was a
limit to eoven tho wost sympathetio
fellow’s patience,

" Now, look here, Coker,” said the cap-
tain of the Fifth impressively, “I'11 tell
yoir how the matter stands. You're
keen on footer, though you ean’t play
thoe gome for bntterscoteh. You tumn
up nt proctice like a good man, though
you only make a fool of yourself when
you'ra there. I was just an ass to give
you a show in this pick-up. You're no
uge, and yow're no ornament. ¥You'll
simply spoil the thing for every
clze. vouu don't elhove the ball
throvgh your own goal, it will ba a
miracle. If it was anything but a pick-
up game for practice, I wouldn’t have

ou within a hundrod miles of 1t

alf the fellows want to lynch me for
sticking vou in. Ii's & atroke of luck
for everybody that you've got vourself
detained. With you in tho Form-room,
we can play footer. With you on the
field, we conldn't. Now chew on that,
:m;gj shut up [* y b fo
s was o very long speec r
EBlundell. 4 B

It wos rather surprising that Coker
let him get to the end of ik, unins
terrnpted, ;

Coker's red face grew redder ond
vedder as he listoned.
_ He scemed to be gettin
ing-point when (icorgo
cluded,

“Now look-out for the fireworks!”
murmured the Bounder, at the door.

“The fireworks - will probably
torrific1” grintied ITurrce Jamset Ram
Singlge

Coker gasped for breath,

“Now snut up, old mani® added
Blundell., “Don’t say any moro I'?

It

Coker did net say any more.
secmed (to be borne in upon his mind
that it was o time for action, not for
words. -

He jumped nt his Form-captain,

“Look out, Blundell!” yelied a dozen
voices,

Dot Blundell was looking out. Por-
haps he realised that Coker had to
hreu!g: out, or burst. Anyhiow, Le was
ont hiz guard. .

His left arm shot up, sweeping away
the terrific drive that Coker aimed ag
his noso. Fis right met Coker's nose,
as Coker char on,

Blundell did not put any beef into
tho pumnch. But Coker did, for ho was
1 his nose
foirly crashed on Blundeil's ist, fairly
hammering on 1k

All the force, rcally, came from
Coker. But it was o hefty knock.
Claret spurted from Coker's nose. Hea
staggered and sat down.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Greyirinrs
follows,

“He, he, he!” cockled Billy Bunter.

“Ha, he, ba!” shrieked Callyn. “'Try
again, Horace!”

Coker serambled up! e was ready to
try again—and again—nud again,. ond
viet again: for Coker was a sticker ond
feared no foe.

But the Fifth Form men were there
to change for football, not to watch a
serap between Hornee Coker and his
Form captain. Five or six big scniors
jumped at Coker and collaved him.

“Better get out!” spid Tomlinson,

“Travel, old man !* suggested Hilton.

“"Dutside !¥ grinned Price,

“Leggo!” roared Coker. “I'll smash
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the lot of you) Let me get at Blundell!
I'm going to pulverise him! I say—
Whooop P

Coker was whirled to the door. Hefty
and beefy as he was, he was no match
for half & dozen Fifth Form men. They
apun him to the doorway and sent him
whirling through.

“Look out ! yelled Frank Nugent.

“ Give him room [” gasped Wharton.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Cloker came flying out, all arms and
legs. The juniors scattered fast to give
htm space for his flying stunts, ]

Oply two moved too slowly! Billy
Bunter and ar Caffyn.  Coker's
armng, whirling wildly in the air, hooked
round their necks, and thoy wont with
him in his flight.

The three erashed together on the fags
outside.

Bump, huu.}p, Lump !

* Whooop " roa Cokor.

“Qwl ‘%ﬂw I Ow !” shrieked Bunter.

b h!” came in & spluttering
how! from Caffyn.

“Ha, hs, ha]" roarcd all the rest.

Coker scrambled up! He kicked
Punter in one direction and Cafiyn n
iho other. Then he charged back at the
doorway of the changing-room.

Coker could hardly have hoped,
hg thesa methods, to evail on
Hlundell to beg him off from FProut
What he thought he was HF tg:i
m f weas not clear. Probably ho di
iot think at all. Thinking had never
been Coker's long suit. He just charged.

The Fifth packed their gaol, so to
speak, to meset him. aw many
follows collared him Coker never knew.
How many football boots landed on him
was beyond his power of computation.

But one thing was clear; the Fifth
TForm men were fod up with Coker and
his a.!itim They made that clear even
to er.

Five minutes later the Fifth Form men
were walking down to the football

round. They left a dismantled wreck of
%l'nrma Coker sprawling, gasping,
gurgling and guggling on the floor near
tha changing-room . It was past
two o'clock: past the time of Coker's
dotention. But Coker was not thinking

about that. He was only thinking of
trying to get his second wind; and it
was only slowly and painfully that he
got it, giving uttcrance to a series of

horrible gurgles in the process.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Prout Wants Coler !
es, sir 1"

" HARTON "
W
It was Mr. Prout who
barked st him. Eaarlllj;, a
at

Form-master had ne right to bay
fellows who were not in his Form. His
barks, as well as his bites, should have
been reserved for his own boys.

But FProut, evidenily, was cross
Coming on the Famous Five in the
quadnﬁa barked at the captain of the
Remove—just  barked! he juniors
could almost have suwd that it was
Gaosling’s dog that had got loese.

Still, Wharton snswered politely.
Beaks had to be treated with tact, even
when they exceeded tho limis. :

“Do ;?:lmlmnw where Coker ist”

d i

sna
i “lgker!” repoated Harry, to gain

.

They knew where Coker was—what
was. left of him, at all events. They
bad lsst seen Coker, or hiz remains,
sprawling ontside the changing-room.

But thae Famous Five wera not in a
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hurry to give the news, They could see
that Prout wanted to find Coker. But
they doubted whelher Coker wanted to
be found.

“¥Yes, Coker, of m_'; TForm 1™ rngrped
Prout. *I have been looking for him—
everywhere! Ido is late for detention!
Have you scen him

Oh! I=T saw him at—at dinner,
sir !V stammered Harry,

Prout gave him a glare.

“Are vou & fool?” he rapped.

:‘{}h! I—I hope not, sir

‘Do you suppose that I asked you
whether you saw n Loy of my Form at
dinner ¥ boomod Prout. * Do you sup-
poso I am interested to know whether
you gaw a boy of my Form at dinner?”
- Wherton did not supposo so. He was
only trying to gain time. Btill, he could
uot tell Frout that.

Prout, snorting, turnod away.
 Prout’s wrath was boiling, A deten-
tion was really rather a light punishment
for n fellow who had bur a foothall
§]1muEh his Formn-master’s window. And
it looked as if Coker was coolly Lesping
out of detention, by the simple process
aof kecping ont of sight. Wlnch was in-
tensely exnai:cmting to Prout.

Prout rolled off in scarch of Coker.

The Famous Five exchanged smiles,

“The .old scout's waxy!” murmured
Johnny Bull, .

“The waxfulness is egregions and pre-
gl_mtﬁ:ruus 1" agreod Hurree Jamset

ingh. “Tho esteemed old bean is
terrifically infuriated.”

“COoker’s got detention for busting
that window, of course,” said Harry. “I
fancy the srjl_v azs must have forgotten
it; he was so keen on gotting mopped
up by the Fifth! I'll cut off and warn
him if he’s still thero. It will be bettor
for him to turn up of his own accord
without waiting for Prout to roct him
out. Prout doesn’t look as if he'd stand
much more from Coker.”

And with that good-natured intention,
the captain of the Remove cut off to the
House at a rapid run to give Coker the

ti$

rout, apparently expecling to find
Coker in the quad, rolled in search of
him, asking fellows he met if they hed
seen him.

“I heard that be was playing football
this afternoon, siv!™ said Vernon-Smith,
when questioned.  Smithy considered
that it would be rather a jest to send
Prout rolling off to the football ground
for a follow whe wasn't thore!

But Prout only snorted. Coker was
capeble of turning up for football while
he was wnder sentence of detention; but
the other TFifth Form men were not
likely to let him.

* Nonsense !  smorted Prout. e
rolled on. “Hobson, have you seen
Coker?”

“1 saw him with a football this morn-
ing, sir!” answered the Shell fellow
innocently. He was not going to
mention what he had scen since,

Another snort from Prout!

Then he sighted Caffyn of the
Remoye and be ed to him. The Co.,
who were waiting for Wharton to rejoin
them, gava Caffyn expreessive looks as
he went ug to the Fifth Form master.
Ho did not heed them.

“Caffyn,” said, Mr. Prout, “I under-
stand that Coker of my Form is a
relative of yours. Perhaps you know
where he iz pow. Have you seen him
oy A S

as, sir i answe Taffyn. “Bu
I hn.'n'ah.;t saen him since ha was fighting
with Blundell, sir.”

Mr, Prout gave quite s jump.

“ ng with Elmgfll '."I hla. |
PR pon my wo 8 im-
possible to keep that obstrépercus boy

re-

within  the bounds of discipline and
order! Did you actuaily see Uoker fight-
m% with my Head Boy, Cafiyn?”

ob Cherry and Jolinny Bull, Frapk
Nugent and Hurree Singh, looked at
Edgar Caffyn as if they could have
caten him.

Evidently, it was not the Snipe's idea
to pour oil on troubled waters! Pouring
i:n_ﬂ cn flame scemed to be mors in his
ine.

“I think they were having s row
about the football, sir!” said Caffiyn
meekly, heedless of the glares of the Co.
“It was in the changing-room—Coker's
there now, eir, if you want him!"

" Upon my word!” repeated Prout.

Breathing deep wrath, the pﬂﬁ
master of the Fifth rolled off towa
the House. Caffyn winked at space.

The next moment a heavy grasp fell
on his shoulder and he was spun round,
to face Bob Cherry's indignant glare.

“You worm!” roared Baob.

“Anything the matter?” yawned

Gnﬁ'i;n.
“You've been speaking sbout Coler,
you snipe ! hooted Johnny Bull,

Cﬂﬁiﬂ raised his eycbrows.

"I hazd to siswer a Form-master,
hodn't 17 he said. * Prout asked me
where Coker was—"

“You hadn't to tell him about the
silly ass scrapping with Blundell, you
toad ! mnpﬂi Frank Nugent,

“The speakfulness is terrific.”

“Coker shouldn't do thesa things if
e doesn’t want them mentioned.”
drawled Calfyn. “Let go my shoulder,
Cherry!l. If you're looking for a row,
inu can look out for my in Coker.

henrd bim tell Pottar that he's going
to kick you all round for grinning at
him when he smashed Prout’s window.™

“Let him try it on!” growled Johnny
Bull. .

“Tha Lkickfulness will be a Loot on
the other leg!™ grinned the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“Cloker's n born idiot!" eaid Bob
Cherry. *“That's no reason why you
should make matters worse for him with
Prout. The blithering ass has trouble
enough on hand_ without you making it
worse, Bump him "

“Hear, hear "

“Let go!” yelled G&fﬁyn Furinusly,
and he wrenched his shoulder away from
Bob's grasp.

As goh grabbed at him again he
struck out, cat.chmghBﬂb Cherry on the
nose with a set of sharp knuckles

next moment be was seized and
swung- off his feet in four pairs of
hands !

Bump 1

“Yooop 1™

Bump i

“Whooo-hoop I roared Caffyn.

Bump !

Coffyn  rolled over, and yelled
frantically. Bob Cherry winked at his
mquadm. i h her 1" h

“Now all jump on him together 1” he
said. “Min& Fu%t land w:ritr-::!'ugﬂI both feat!
J:me whﬁl}di say t‘hm; 1 E}fntﬁ' tww—-—'Hu'

¥n did not wait for ree,"
bounded up and ran for his life.

“ Hallo, hallo, hello! He's gone [

*“Ha, ha, hal” '

“LCome back, Caffyn!"” roared Bob.
“Wae haven't done with you yet |

Caffyn vanished.

THE SIETH CHAPTER.
The Face at the Window ]

“ RERRRRRGGGGGHH I
U That gurgling sound greeted

Harry Wharton as hae arrived
. rather breathlessly at the
changing-room:
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The Filih Form men spun Coker fo the doorway, and (hen sent him whirllng out of the changing-room. Bllly Bunter and
Edgar Caftyn failed to dodge in time, and Coker’s arms, wlﬂﬂw willlly in the air, hooked round thelr necks, and they weat
with him in his flight. ** Whoop ! ** roared Coker. * ! Wow ! " shrieked Bunter. ** Dooococogh ! ' spluitered Caffyn.
He grinned. Prout’s wrath had any terrovs for Lim. was only a practice gome—soven &
Fwnﬂ oo his feet now. He leaned But whon Wharton was goue, Coker side, picked up from tho Fifth. In a
on the wall, in a very rumpled, dusty, decided to get off to the Form-roon. more important gamno than that Coker
and dichevelldd state. He was sti Io got off ! would nover have been given a chance.
g_-urping wildly. It was obout three minutes later that Still, the Fifth Form men wore glad
From his nose, where it bad jammed Prowt came rolling along to the that he wasn't there ! Practico was nmove

on Blundell’s fist, trickled & stream of

red, unheeded. Coker had more sorious
demages than that to worry about. He
felt rather as if he had béen under a

“1 say, Coker—" i

Coker glared at the captsin of the
Remove. This was one of the f;hequ
young rascals who had howled wit
laughter when he made his shot with
the footer thet morning! Coker had
been going to kick him at sightl
Luckily, Coker was too used up at tho
moment to kick anybody. Ho glared
instead. '

“Prout's after

“Blow Prow. [’

“He'a looking for you in the quad.”™

“Lot him look 1

“Well, I thought I'd give you the
t

“Like your cheek1”

“Yau silly fathead ™ roared Wharton.
“PProut looks as if he's just going to
boil over, and I shouldn't wonder if he
took you to the Head for a whopping.

ou've got the sense of a bunny
rabbit, yeu'll ¢eut off to the Form-room
for your detention.”

“1 don’t want any advice from &
cheeky fag 1" answered Coker.

“ IFathead I

Hnﬁ Wharton loft him with that.
He had warned him, and it was up to
%nknr to take waraing or not, as he
chose.

Luckily, Coker had sense enough to
tako tho warning. He was not going
to admit that he wanted a tip from a
fag—necither was he goiug to admit that

you 1 gasped Wharton,

changing-room, looking for Coker.

Wharton's tip had come in ample
time. DProut glared into the changing-
room, bt ohior was not  theve.
Naoither was ho visihle outside.

*Upon my word ! bhreathed Prout,

A suspicion smote him that Calivn
might have been pulling his leg. e
romembered that he did not like that
junior’s leoks. There was. he thonght,
ﬁumething sly and furtive about Caffyn's
ace,

Anyhow, Coker was not theve. Oneo
more Prout volled off in scarch of the
¢lusive Horace. As he had alveady been
to_tho Formeroom at two o'clock, and
failed to find the detained senior thei,
lie did not think of looking there again.
Bo Coker waited for him in the Fifth
Form Room, while I'vout sought him
olsewhore,

Boing in the Filth Form [Room,
Ilovave Coker, naturally, was not to be
spotted olsowhere ! So I'rout failed to
spot him !

He vrolled into the quad again,
wrathior and wrathier. From a distanco
shouts yeached himm from the football
ficld. L

Prout starcd in that direction.

Ho had snor at Vornon-Smith's
hint thet Horace was playing footer.
Now ko began to wonder whether,
aftor all, it was possible. Coker was
somowhern! He could not have dis-

- golved into thin airl

The FFifth Form master deeided to
ive the footballers a look in. Hoe rolled
5&11‘:: to_the hcld.

Fhe pick-up gaine was going on, [t

-:lli-gi-n-u!t than useful with Coker barging
about.
Mpr. Prout stopped and blinked at the
footballers, There was plenty of mud
about, and he was not sure whother one
of the muddy men was not Coker. lle
called to Blundell. . :

The captain of the Fifth heard him.
but he heedsd not. Ho preferred to
turn a deaf car. It was only a pmk_-u}p.
hut really, ho thought, Prout might
have had taet cnough not to interrupt.
Ilut Prout was not to be denied.

“Blundell " ho hooted. * Blundell !
I called youn, Blundell !

George Blundell breathed hard, and
came over to him.

“Yog, sir?” he gronted.

*Is Coker there " :

*Coker 7 Blundell stared. “No, sivl
Isn't he in detention " ’

“He has not come in for detention,
Blundsll I I thought that perhaps—":

“ He's not here, siv.”

*“Very well, Blundell 1

Mr. Prout rvolled awasy again, atul
Blundell went back to the game, 1o
murmured as le went something that
goumdod remarvkably like “old ass.™

Prout roturned to the %a-d He was
not merely boiling now—he was beiling
over | Color was defying his authority
—na he had done bofore! Lkor was
deliberately keoping ount of sight.
instoad of going into detentiont! Prout
had no doubt of it. )

As he saw Dr. Locke walking in the
g’uadnm la by the Form-room windows,

rout rollad up to him.

Tre Macyer Lisrary.~No. 1,406.
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Tho hecadmaster of Greyfriars was
walking and talking’ with Mr. Quelch,
the Remova master. They were deep in
eonversation on some subjoet of deep
intorest—doubtless one of thoso obseure
passages in Sophoeles or Euripides, in
which they were intently intérested.
Prout ipterrupted them.

Had ho glenced at the window of the
Fifth Form Room, not a dozen feet
away, he would have beheld o rather
sulky, rugged face staring out,

But he did not glance at that window ;
hia eyes were fixed-on the headmasicr.,

“Dr. Locke ! he almost gasped.

The discussion of Sophocles, or Euri-
ides, whichever it was, broke off, Mr.
%M‘-‘Ii}h looked®slightly impatiept, But
the Hesd turncd his attention’ to Mr.
Frout, with his wsuadl urbane courtesy,
“1 am sorry, sir, to trouble you with a
matter pertaining to my Form,”  eaid
My, Prout, breathing hard, “But I
wust report Coker to you, sir—"
“That troubl oy, Mr. Prout!”

301110
said the Head.

“¥Ves, Bir! You will hardly beliave,
pir, that Coker, who was ordered by me
to repair to the Form-room for deten-
tion, 13 deliborately kee iniaut of sight,
and that I have u.liac ing for him
for an hour in vain! Where ho can ba
I have not the faiutest ides, unless, in-
deed, he has had the unexampled
audacity to go out of gates—"

Mr, Quelehi #ftarted.

Pacing up and down the path by the
Form-room windows, in discussion with
the Head, Quolch had becn aware for
fome timo of the face staring from the
window of the Fifth Form Room !

I Frout’s statement, therefore, surprised
rim.

Dr. Locke, who had beon too deep in
Sophocles—or Euripides—to notica the
face at the window, frowned.

THE MAGNET

‘:]Thia is vory serious, Mr. Prout 1” he
said.

“8o sevious, sir, that I can only
vequest you to deal with Coker,” sald
Mr. Prout. * Unwillulf as I am that a
ﬂﬂggi'ﬂ% showld be administered to =
senior boy—a bny of my Form—I can
only request——->" .

“Ar, Prout!” ejaculated Quelch., *“IE
you are looking for Coker——" )

“I ghall logk for him no longer, sir!
I loave the mattor in the hends of Dr.
Locke 1 said Prout.

“But, sir—" almost gasped Mr.
Quelch. “If you directed Uoker to go
to the Form-room——7"

“1 did, sir 1 grunted Prout, not at all
pleased by the Remove master barging
in, and he turned.a plump shoulder on
Queleh. “Dr. Locke, if you will deal
with the boy at calling-over—"

“Cortainly, Me, Prout! I will—"

“But have you loocked for him in your
Form-room, Mr. Prout?” oxeclaimed
Juelch. :

“What—what? Certainly I havel”

“Then it is very odd that you did not
find him there.”

“Y fail to understand you, sir] I fail

to follow your meaning, Mr. Quelch!”
barked Prout. *I did not find the boy
there, sir, because he was not thefe 1

“But be is there !

* Nonsensa [V

“Mr. Prout|” i

“I1 repent, nonscnse !” exclaimed the
goade rout. " 1lhis 13 mero t(riging,

ded “This is trifl

Mr. Quelch, and I repea i

“Look, sir!” snapped the Remove
master. kle tapped Prout’s plump arm
with one bhand, sfid pointed to the Fifth
I'orm window with the other. *“Look ™

Prout looked.

He blinked. ]

He olmost fell down ot the sight of

S tfiis o what

A CROPPER!
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ihe face of ITornca Coker staring at him
from the window of the Fifth' Form
Room,-

“Blesa my soul I ¢jaculated Prout.

“That, I think, iz Coker!” said Mr.
Quelch grimly,

“That — that — that
Coker | stuttered Trout.

“For half an honr at least, sir, Coker
has heon standing at that window,” said
Mr. Queleh. “No doubt he is waiting
or you,in your Fonn-roowm, sir® -

“Blesa my soul (*

Dr. Locke smiled faintly.

“It would appear that Coker is net,
alter all, eluding detenktion,” ho reo-
marked mildly, *“No doubt he was a
little late, aud wyou missed him in the
Form-room, My, Prout. But it would
appear——

Prout, speechless, rolled away. "Thoe
headmaster and the Remove mastor
gazed after him for a mowent, both
smiling. Then they plunged again into
Sophocles or Ewripides, and forgot all
about Prout and Coker.

. Prout rolled into the House and came
mto the Fifth Formm Room. Coker
turned from the window.

“HBo—so—so you are here, Cokeri”
breathed Prout.

“¥Yes, sir. I've been waiting for you,®
snid- Coker.

“You wera not hery at two o'cloek I

“1 didn't notice the time, sir.”

Prout gazed at him. He had been up
and dewn and round about, all over
Groyfriars, for Coker, while Coker was
waiting for him in the Form-room. He
had mzmmd of a dozen fellows, nono of
whom had scen Coker. No wonder they
hadn't, if he had been in tho Form-room
all the time! Only Caffyn—that furtive.
locking now boy in the Rewmove—had
told him that Coler was in the chang
ing-roony, and sent him on a wild-goose
chase | Prout set his lips.

In silenco ha gave Coker his task, and
saw him git down to it. Then ho relled
out of the Fifth Fofin Room, and tock
another little walk round Greyfriacs,
‘T'his timme he was not looking for Coker,
but for Coker's cousinl Ho came on
Caffyn in the quad, with Skinner and
SO0, :

“Caffyn!” said Mr, Prout in a decp
volga, “Caflyn—I think your name is
Cafiyn—Caffyn, no doubt you consider it
amusing-—very amusing—to deceive and
delude a Form-master and waste his
time! No doubt you regard it as a jost,
Caffyn ! I do not regard it =0, however |
I shall box your cars, Coalfyn 1#

Smack |

Prout rolled off, feeling a little com-
forted. Ile left Skioner and Sncop
staring, and Elflfﬂt Caffyn clasping s
burning eav, and yelling.

cortainly is

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Aunt Judy!

i ITTLYE boys!®
l Harry Wharton & Co. did

not look round.

It did not dawn on their
minds that they were being addressed,
The Famous Fiva were going over to
Higheliffie that afterncon to tea with
Courtenay and the Caterpillar, their
old friends whom they had not yet scen
this term. They walked threugh Court-
field, and about half-past threa they
were passing the railway station in the
High 8trcet. Thoy did not observe s
lady in a cloak and an old-fashioned
bonnet who was standing in the station
entrance, watching her surroundings as
if in search of somicbody, with an ex-
pression of growing rritation and

impatience on her face.



But Miss Judith Coker observed them.
She knew them quite well by sight, and
hailed them, ‘quite unaware that Grey-
friars fellows were not boys at all, but
“men,” and, sbove all, not lLittle boys!

Migs Coker had arrived by the three
train, as stated in her letter to Horace,
which had fallen into the hands of the
wrong nephew.

Having bidden Horace meet her at
the statiori, aware that it wae & half-
holiday at Greyfriars, Aunt Judith
naturally expected to find him there.

She did not find him there. Sao-she

waited, thinking that perhaps dear
Horace was o httle late. Boys would
be boys !

. But waiting for half an hour had an
trritating effcet. This was really very
thoughtless and inconsiderate of Horacel

Fully expecting Horace to turn up,
late and breathless, Miss Judith did pot
like to take a taxi to the school .and
leave him to find her gone when he did
arrive at last,

But she was growing very cross.

It was a cold winter's day. The
station was dravghty. Miss Judy's nose
was glowing at the tip. She was making
up her mind at last to wait no longer
for a thoughtless, inconsiderate boy
when she sighted the - chums of the
Eemove passing elong the pavement
and called to them. No doubt they
could tell her where Horace was.

But they passed on, regardless, never
dreaming that théy were the little boys
to whom she called—unaware, in’ fagt,
that they wero littla boys st alll
Really, they woren't little boys, though
they may have seemed 56 in Miss Judy's
elderly ‘eres. !

¥ Little boys ! repéared Miss Coker

sharply.
8till unawars, the Tamous Five
walked on.  Fortunately—or unfortu-

nately, according to the point of view—
Miss Coker had her umbrella with her.
Sha was seldom seen  without her
umbrells, which was as well known at
Greyfriars ss  Aunt  Judy herself.
Indeed, it was related that Coker
would never have passed up into the
Fifth but for Miss Judy's umbrella.
Fellows stated that Miss . Coker had
brandished it over Dr. Locke's head till
he cortsented to give Coker his remove |
Probably the story was exaggerated.

Anyhow, the umbrella came in wscful
now, DMiss Coker was secustomed to
drawing tho attention of porters, eab-
men, and such persons by poking them
with it. Now sho marched after the
Famous Five, and poked.

Harry Wharton happened to be the
nearcst, so ho got the poke.

Ho gave a wild howl

Something—he did not know what for
the moment—jammed into his ribs, and
he folt punctured.

“¥Yeo—hooop 1" howled the startled
captain of the Remove. *“What tho
thump—" -

He spon round.

“Littlo boy ! said Misa Coker.

Wharten blinked st her. He had
clenchod & fst as he spun round, pre-
pared to punch tho silly mes who had
ehewered him in the ribs. He un-
clenched that fst in rather a hurry.

“Oh!” he gasped. "Ahl M-hf:Misa
Cokerl OhI™®

“"The estecmed Mism Coker|” zaid
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

And all the five raised their hats very
politely.

“I called you. but you did not hear
me," said Miss Judith pleasantly., “I
' think I remember that you are Grey-
frinrs boys.”

“Oht Yes, madam 1"

asped
Wharton, with s wriggle, gasne
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Hea was wondering whether a rib was
dislocated. Tt felt like it.

“Your name is Barton, little boy, s
it not 1"

* Wharton, Miss Coker [

. “Oh; yea, yesl I remember! Where
18 Hornce 7 asked Biss Coker.

The Famous Five smiled. What
Mies Coker did not know about schools
?}Edksclmulhnrs would have filled large

oks.

-Bhe saw little, if any, distinction
between senior Forms and  junior
Forms; she fancied that the fellows all
knew one another by their Christian
names; asnd, to her mind, a great and
mighty man like Wingate of tho Sixth
Form was much the same as an inky
fag like Tubb of the Third—they were
all nice little boys at echool |

Many Greyfriars fellows, asked about
Horace, would have been quite at a

I STAND BY FOR THIS WEEK'S
WINNING JOKE|

‘ Passar- hn {venturing remark to

patient fisharman): ‘' How ars
the fish to-day, slr 7 "'

Fisherman: ‘* | oan’t say yet—
I've dropped tham a line, but got
ne anawer ! *

. 5. Jackson, of 7, Albert Street,
Whitworth, Rochdale, who sent in
the above funny-bone tickler,
carries off -one of our

USEFUL POCKET KNIVESI

MORE FUNNY STORIES
WANTED, PLEASE !

loss—unless they had supposed that the
Latin poet of thot name was meant.|

Luckily, thae Famous Five had made
Miss Coker’s acquaintance already, and
knew that her elder nephew was named
Horace.

“Coker * said Bob Cherry. “He's at
the school, ma'am.” '

At the school 1™ repeated Miss Coker
gternly. ,

*He was when we left,” said Nugent.

““Has he not started yet?” exclaimed
Miss Coker.

The chums of the Hemove were unable
to reply te that guestion. They were
not aware that Horace Coker was sup-
posed to have started for anywhere.

“It 13 extraprdinary ! said Miss
Coker. *“Did Horace toll you that he
had my letter this morming 1

It

- "0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob in-
volontarily. *We—we .don't know the
Fifth very much, madam. They—tHey
don't tell us things.” '

“1 cannot 1maginé why Horace has
not come,” said Miss Coker. “But if
you are sute that he is still st the
school, he cannot intend to come.”

“Oh!” Wharton grasped it suddenly.
“Did you cxpect him st the station,
ma'am "

MWhat? Nsturally T did, as I told
him in my letter to meet me here at
three o'clock,” said Miss Coker crossly.
“J am very angry with Horace! Such
thoughtlossness — such  want of con-
sideration——"'

“Not Coker's fault, ma'am!** said
Harry, glad o bo able to put in & word
for Horace. “‘He's got detention.”

“He can’t come out of gates to-day,
ma'sam ¥ said Bob. “Not his fault at
all. Ho would get into a fearful row
if he came out.” '

Miss Coker's face cleared.

“Oh! Then that is the reason!” she
exclaimed, much relieved,  “Dear
Horaca! 1 should have known—I
should certainly have Lkpnown—that he
would not be so neglectful. The poor,
dear hoy !

“I'm sure ha would have come if he
could, ma'am,” eaid Bob. “But a fellow
can’t come out when his Form-master
gives him a detontion.’

“I quite understand,” said Miss
Coker. *“It iz not Horace's fault,
though it is very, very inconsiderate of
his schoolmaster to detain him when I
expected him at the station. But school-
masters are so thoughtless I

The chums of tho Remove smiled as
they wondered what Proot would have
thought of that!

“But why has not Edgar come!”
asked Miss Coker.

“Edgar?"” repeated Wharton blankly.

“I told Horace, in my letter, to tell
Edgar!” said Miss Judith. “Anpd. if
Horaco could not come, surely Edgar
should have done go."

- " 0Dh, Caffyn I'" gaid Harry, rememiber-
ing that ho had heard that Cafiyn wes
named Edgar.

gar 13 not detamed alse

“Ed i detai 1se, 1
EHPQ?EE?H asked Miss Judith.

*No, Caffyn ian't.”

“He should certainly have come in
Horace's place,” said Miss Judith.
** Horace must have told him, as I bade
him to do so. Pgor, dear Horace is nat
to blame, but Edgar is very remiss—
very | Plummy—I think your name is
Plummy, little boy——"

“Cherry, ma'am!” said Bob, with a
red face.

“Dear mo! I thought I remembered
that your namo was Plummy ™ said
Miss Coker. “I LEnew 1t was some kind
of & fruit or & vegetable,”

Bob Cherry breathed hard, quite con-
scious of the suppressed smiles of his
cowrades. :

“But I was going to say, Plummy—
I mean, Goossberry—did you say your
name was Gooseberry——"

“Cherry I hissed Bob. '

“Yos, yes, of course, Chorry!" eanid
Miss Coker. “A very ]::l:-ruthr name,
little boly. and wvery suitahbla indeed to
& little lad with such rosy cheeks."

Bob’s cheeks were very rosy indeed
just then !

“Cherry, you may call a taxi for me,”
said Miss Coker. i

Bob Cherry called a taxi, and was
very glad indeed to sco Misy Coker whiz
away for Greyiriars in it. He had hed
enough of Coker's Aunt Judy.

“Let's get on ' said Harry Wharton,

laughing. “Quite & dear old soul, but
I'm glad she’s Cogker's aunt and not
ge Macwer Lisnary.—No. 1406. .
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mine! I believe she’s fractured one of
m ‘.élhﬂl” - VX
ome o, umyny ' sai nny

Bull, -with a cheery grin.

*Ha, hs, hal”

“You silly assl' roarcd Bob,

“‘8orry, ” said Johony, *“1 mean
Gooseberry—I knew it was a fruit of
soma kind, or a vegctable,'

“Ha, ha, ba!™

Tho next moment Jehpny Bull's head
was in chancery. Three members of.the
Co., -¢hu¢_kl'm% grasped Bob and
dr him . off.

The Famous Five reaumed their way
toc Higheliffa, E&b‘s face more than
ever like a vipe chevryl

Fa—

THE EIGHT_E CHAPTER.
Not Nice for Caflyn !

“ OMING oap to the study?”
C “No I

“What are you bLanging
about for ™

“Nothing.”

Skinner was puzzled. He could not
quite understend Caffyn that afternoon,

Loafing about.the doorway, with hia
hands in his pockets, did not seem to
Skinner an attractive way of spending
& hslf-holiday. y - .

Loafing was rather in Skinner's line,
but he preferred a study to loaf mon a
sharp winter's afternoon. And he had
a supply of smokes in-his study, which
Cafiyvn wags generally keen -enough to
share. Likewise, he 1&:! ATrRDES
Snoop for a pgame of banker,
Caffyn sitting in.

But Caffyn hun
out into tl%e quad, his eves con-

with

lookin hi
tinually on the gates, as if in cxpocta-
tion of seeing somcbody.

. " QGetting a visitor gi*!m afterncon
asked Skinner,

“Oh, no 1" -

“Just interested in the pigeons in the
quad " asked Skinner sarcastically.

“That's it 1" raid Cafyn. “Don't let
me keep you l" :

igner eyed him. He was puzzled.
Thera was rather a change in
appearance. too. (Generally he was
slovénly, careless in his dress, and not
fearfully  clean, 'MNow ho was nowly
swept and garnished, so to speak. His
faco shome. from fevent washing, his
ﬂckat‘ was brushed, his collar spotless,

o looked as if he had taken -particular
cara to make a pocd impression on
somebody—which was odd, if he was
expecting nobody,

yo, of course, was oxpccting his
Aunt Judith. He knew that she. was
coming, though Coker did not.

He would have taken the trouble to
meet her at tho station, but ha pould
not lot it come out that he know she was
coming that afterncon.. Aas Coker had
nover had Aunt Judy's letter,-he had
not, of eourse, told his cousin what wasa
in it, as bidden; and Caffiyn had to
affect ' ignorance, Uertninif_ he would
not have hked anyone to discover how
he had obtained his knowlodge.

- But he hed prepared for the visit.
He was wn.ahaci and ¢lean and neat,
1;::1& different from his ususl looks,
nd he was Emyamﬂ'tn make himsalf
vardtf_ agreeable and attentive te Aunt
Judy, while Coker was kept off thé scene
by his detention in the Form-room.
It was nearly four o’clack, .end he
wonderéd how much longer he had te
wait, The old sketch—
yo thought of his sunt—must have
waited at the station for Horace, ex-
panhpgb to #ce him thera! Caff
charitably hoped that the ‘waiting had
put an edge on her temper
Tie Mioser Lixpiry.—No. 1,406.
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He hoped she would ot learn that
Horaoe had been' detained that after-
nocn. That was an excuse for not
meeting her at the station, which -he
had not, of course, foréscen, when lie
“pinched " the letter,

Still, Coker was ass enough not to
think of mentioning it. Coker was ass
enough for agthin{g!

A taxi turned at the gates, and Caffyn
had. a %impsn of an ancient bonnet
ingide, - He grinmed. :

“Hullo, that’s Coker’s aunt!" said
Skinner, staring. “I saw her hers last
term ! | Your aunt, too, Cafiynl ¥You
silly ass, why didn’t you say you were
cxpecting & wvisitor.”

“I wasn't 1" said Caffyn. " My aunt
nover told me she was coming.”

* You've specially washed your neck,
which liadn't been washed for & we
and waited hero half and hour, without
knowing that tho was coming?™ jeered
Skinner, *TYou can tell that to the
marines,” . 3

“Oh, go and cat coke!™ said Caffyn.

He went down the steps to meet his
aunt as the taxi stopped. Ho was in
tima to open the door for Miss Juditiy
to stop out.

“ Annt &"mé;,' *  exclaimed Cafiyn,
locking 8s ‘delighted as he ocould:
“What a pleasura to ses you here,
aunty | . How well you're looking”

To his surprise Miss Coker gave him
a stern glare.

Caffyn, of- course, had no idea that
tha old lady had met Harry Wharton
& Co. in Courtfield, and had been “put
wise ¥ by them. . Like many cunning
tricksters, he did not realise that the
most cupning trickery is at the mercy
of any and cvery sccident.

“Why_did you not come to the
station, Edg-as-r ?? demended Miss Coker
crossly. '“As Horace was detained by
his sohoolmaster you

} ) should have come
in his place.

ou should not have

_allowed me to wait there as I did.”

Coffyn blinked. How Miss Cokar,
who had just come down by train, knew
that Horaco was detained, was a
mystery to him.

Without waiting for an answer, Miss
ker passed into the House. f}‘nﬂ'}'n
stared  after  her and  scowled,
Apparentty Miss Judith was not
annoyed with Coker, but with him !

She took it for granted that Coker
had told hinf what was in the letter, as
certainly Coker-would have dona had
he had the letter.

Heg ran into the House after his aunt.
Sha was already speaking to Gosling,
tho porter, asking to be shdwn to ﬁ
Btout. She remembered that Coker’a
Form-master was named Stout: Aunt
Judy was a little’ weak on remembers
ing names,

_"Btout, madami™ stammered Cos-
ling. “No sich gentleman ‘ere
madan-—"

“Nonsonse ! said Aunt Judy, " Take
me to Mr. Stout at ence! Or possibly
tho name is Snout! I would not be
certain whether iteis Stout or Snout.
He is my nophew’s schoolmaster.'

“Oh, Mr. Prout!™ gasped Gosling.
“This way, mum "
t}gu showed the visitor to Alr. Prout’s
study.

““Miss Coker, sirt”
announcing the visitar, _
. “What? What?” Prout was corrects
ing a pile of papers for the Fifth, and
was not pleased at the interruption.
“What? Oh! I'ray enter, madam |
Heo heaved his weight out of his chair.

“Mr. 8nout,” ssid Miss Judith, ad-

vancing with her most winning smile,

said QCosling,

m E‘Iam eXCUEe me—*" '

My name, madam, is not Snout,”
said the Fifth Form master atiffly.
“I should have said Stout,’" said Miss

Coker. “L understand that Horace is
dergined this afternoon, My, Stout; but
s 1 have come to the sthool specially to
se0 him F am szupe you will excuse
. 8
“Really, Miss Coker, my namo is nut
S_tpmr—l{" ;
‘Y am sure that dear Horace's fault,
whatever, it was, cannot have been very

serious, Mr. #nout. He iz such a dear,
good boy. Will you tell him at onco
that I am here, Mr. Stout I

Prout breathed havd. He was not
pleased by either Snout or Stout as a
name, and he wondercd whether even.
this extraordinary old female supposcd
that Form-mastera yushed about to tell
detained. boys thet their aunts had
called to sce them,

:R-ea[!y, Miss Cgker | he repeated,

Poor, dear Horace 1"  said  DMiss
Judith, " Was it not a little—just a
little—thoughtless to detain him this
afternoon, Mr. Btopt, when I wos com-
ing ”iﬂﬂmny to sce him? DMen are so
thoughtless."

::] WaS quito unawaro—"

very thoughtless,” =aid Aunt
Judy. *“I do not re:ﬂ[y think that
sohoolmasters should be so thoughtloess,
As an example to the little boys——2

“Gosling I" roared Prout.” “Go at
once to the Fifth F'ormy Room and tell
Coker that he is excused from detention
82 hiz aunt has called, Take Misa Coker
to t%e visitora’ room."

“Yessir! This way, mum."”

::Thank you so much, My, Snout—-"

My name is not 8nout, madom.”

"1 should have said Stout |

“My name is Prout, madam,”

“Dear mal F sam not good at re-
membering names, Mr, Sprout. Dut 1
shall ba very careful to remember that
dear Horace’s master is named E}:u'nuh
Thank you so much, Mr. Sprout [®

Miss Judith followed Gosling, and
Prout’s door closed on her. Prout sank
baok into his chair gasping.

In t}ha passage Caffyn caught at Miss

ker's arm.

“ Aunt Judith——"*

“Go away, Edgar 1

“But, I say, sunty——"

Misa Coker shook off his hand,

Go away ! I'am angry with you.
Edgar! I will see you later—when 1
have seen dear Horace 17

1] Bl:lt,* 1 E-E-F—'—"

“Bo inconsiderale) That very cold
station—ecold and draughty ! Poor, dear

Horace was detained snd could not
come, But you were not detained,
Fdgar; you should have come. I am
‘F-&l’% angry I

£ 11 “t L} ]

“Go away I _

Misa Judith whisked on, leaving

Caffyn gritting his teeth,

s - ==

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Horrld for Horaoe !
iting, Horace "

“ T have been
That was Miss Coker's fist
remark when' Horace arrived
in the visitors’® room. =

Horace Coker's nose—like Marian’s in
the ballad—was red and raw. _

A hefty punch on the nose was bound
to leave traces, Coker's nose to
‘have blossomed mince it had impinged
on Blundell’s fist in the changing-room;
it leaped to the oye, as it were.

Evidently it leaped to Aunt Judy's

eye.
“Eh? Ob, yea!” said Coker. Ha
passad his 1 over his damaged nose.
“1. sorapped with a fellow. I say, T'm
jolly glad to see you, aunty ¥
ias Judith was frowning at Coker's
noss, But her frown melted away.
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* Gosling 1" rearsd Prout.

Coker to the visiters® room."*  ** Thank

Caffyn, with all his cunning, could never
quite make Aunt Judy feel that he was
glsd to see her. But Coker really was

lad. Ho was fond of his Aunt Judy.
?E she was, as sama of the Greyiriars
fellows thought, rather a "sketch,”
Coker did not regard her in that light.
He was ready to punch the head of any
fellow who did.-

Coker had his faulte—indeed, their
name was lagio t insincerity was
not one of them. If he had not liked
Miss Judith, that fact would have been

uite clea painfully olear.

ut he did hke her, and was glad to
s¢a hor, and the huﬁ:,r ring in his voice
did more for him in her favour than
all Caffyn’s cunning was ever likely to
do in his disfavour.

“Come up to the study, old dear,”
went, on Coker. " More cosy than this,
I say, we'll have tea in the study—
what? I've been in detention; that old
pma Prout mads a silly fuss about a
trile. Come up to the study.”

—"Very well, dear Horace. But why
have you fighting again?" asked
Aunt Judy.

“Oh, just a row!"” said Coker care.
leasly. “Fellows do have rows, you
know,"

“But your nose—" ;
“Nothing like Blundall’s noze 13 goin
to be like next time I sea him I'* uig

Coker grimly. *“Trust me for that ™

Miss Judith's frown returned,

“ Horaoe, I fear that you are quarrcl-
some—-—"*

“Me 1" ejsculated Coker in surprise.

“Every time ﬁaur father has shown
mea your repor, Horaoe, it has contained
some ailusion of the kind. ' I have
heard so from your headmaster and
from your Form-master: I have been
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“* Go and tell Coker that he is excused [rom detention, as his auni has called, and take Miss

you so much, Mr. Snout—I mesan Stout ! "’ sald Aunt Judy. * My nams Is Prout,
madam |°* ** Thank you s0 much, Mr. Sprout ! * '

told dgain and again that you are con-
tinuslly engaged in quarrels, Horace."

“Well, I do seom to got mixed up in
rows,” admitted Coker. * But it's never
my fault, aunty, you can taske my word
for that. There nover was & moro
poaceable chap—peaceable and good-
tempered and patient and ail that, A
fellow hds to whop fags sometimes; it
does them good. As for that ass Blundell
of my Forpy——" _

“Is Blundell & very bad boy ¥ asked
Miss Judith, relenting again.

“Eht? No: oue of tho best,"” answered
Coker innocently, “One of the best
ﬁl‘lnps* at Groyfriars. Everybody likes

im.”?

“"Then whe do you quarrel with him
asked Miss Judith, frowning again,

“0Oh, we didn’t exactly quarrel !" said
Coker, *“Just a row. o was rather
cheelky, you know, Tho best fellows
have their faults, I'm jolly well going
to whop lum—"=*

“*¥ou are going to do nothing of the
kind, Fovace.”

e ]3'1 E-‘li
“1 forbid you to be so quarrclsome,
I am shoc and grieved, Your face

i3 in a disgraceful state.”

“(Oh, thate nothing!” said Coker.
“You should hava seen me after my
serap with Tomlinson last torm—->="

" Edfq-r, I am sure, is not continually
guartelling and ﬁgﬁtmg,” said Dliss
Coker paverely. ' ;

“Funky little snipel” said Coker
contemptuously, “Catch him scrapping
with anybody more than half his size I

“"Your hove not mado friends with
Edgar, Horaco?"

“WNo fear! I bar the little beast !

The effect of " Coker's affectionate
greoting had worn off now. Miss Judith

was beginning to look a little liko a
Gorgon.

“Let ws go to your study, Horace,”
she said frigidly. *'I have come to sce
you specially to sco you make friends
with Edgar.”

“Oh, my hat 1"

“I have, of course, no right to give
vou commands,® said Miss Judith, with
a great deal of dignity. *“You have
always been my favourite nephew; but
I am, after all, only your aunt, I% you
do not value my g opinion, or my
nlfe:::,liﬂn, Horace, I have no more to

“But 1 do, old dear,” said Horace—
“lots and lots! Only don't ask me to
be friends with that BniEEr "

“What has Lo done?

“Woll, he's a snipel™ said Horace.
“I don't want to say anything against
tho fellow: but a nastier, mesner, rot-
toner little snipe never—never—nover
sniped t*

“He nlways spoaks kindly of you,
Horace," ) .

“That's only Lia humbug!” said
Coker. “}a loathe: mo more than I do
him L r.i[ inli,'r uErliﬁkn:rw thTL‘;_ -

“LEdgarl” Cafiyn was lurkr 1
open door. “*Edgar! Come W?li me to
Horace's stndy.” .

“%Yes, aunty 1" grinned Cafivn,

Coker breathed hard and deep. For-
tunately, howover, he succeeded in re:
straining his feelings. ;s

Ho marched off with Miss Judith,
Caffyn followingz, hoy arrived in
Coker’s study in the Fifth Form
passage.

Potter and Greeno were thore, They
had come in hungry ofter the football
and were ready for tea,

[Continued on page 16.)
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alwavs been willing to be friends with .
Ifarace. 1'm so sorry that Le doesn't
like me. I should be so glad to be
friends.”

- “"¥ou hear that, Horace? Let me

3
o h-garﬂ f‘::-u say the same ™
- de i

Tontinued from page 13.)

[ o

At the sight of Miss Coker they ex-
changed a dismayed glance, he
warnted tea with Coker, but nol with
Coker’s punt, EE g

Coker gave them an inimical glave.

In that row in the changing-room all
the Fifth Form fcllows ha
in helping Coker out. Potter and
Greene, in . the execitement of the
momoent, had rather forgotten that they
were Coker's pala,

They rather hoped that Colker had not
noticed it, among so many fellows; but
Coker had., Ono of the football boots
that had landed on him was Potlcer's.
Cokep still felt a twinge in the spot.

“You fellows want anvthing herms<
asked Coker coldly. -

“Eh? No; not specially,”. murmured
Fotter.

. "“Yhen porbaps you wouldn't mind
clearing.’” .

“Oh, all right !

Potter and Greens cleared. Coker's
frouning eye followed them out. "Miss
Judith’s eye was on Coker.
© "Are not theso the boys who are your
great friends, and who came to stay
with you in the Christmas holidays,
Horace ¥ ghe asked.

“Oh, yes!" answarad Coleer.

lent a hapd

“"Have you quarrelled with them,
too " askaﬁ Miss Judith grimly.
“Well, not exactly, but—" stam-

mered Coker.

“Is thero anyone in the school with
whom you bave not quarrclled?”
furthoer mq::era& Miss Judith., .

“Well, there's soma fellows I don't
koow at all,” eaid Coker,

Caffyn gave s sniggor.
C::Dﬂn!'fur maks thiat Edm: h

aker, ely pestrain y the presence

“Don't bo eross, Horace,” said Caffyn
meekly.

Coker’s eyes smouldezed.

‘U've told you not to call me Horace,
moro than once, you enipe,” he said.
*If you think you're going to check mo
becausa Aunt Judith’s here—"

“Horace ! It was Aunt Judy who
swke now. “Horace, control your
temper 1

Coker just mana

“Your temper, ace, I8 your . mn-
deiag,” =aid . Miss Judith soverely,
“You are, as Mr. 8prout has said more
than onee, an ungovernsble boy. T am
no longer surprised that you cannot
make friends with gar, sincoe you
quarrel end fight with your own friends.
At this ¥ moment you are disfigured
by a dreadful Bght with anothor bov.”

:E-au—:rm: see—" mumbled Coker,

our :

“0Oh, blow my nose!” said Horace.
“That's all right.”

Lot have tesl” said Coler hastil
’s have teal” gai ker hastily.
“T'll eut down to the tuckshop——" Y

“First,” said Miss Judith' icily, “I

must carry out the intention with which

to do_it.

hare,” said.

s rot ™ satd Coker.

“What!”
“*I—1—I mean—"
. "Idgar! BShake hands with your
8 cousin! Horace, shake hands with your
Cousin Edgar "
Coker crimsoned with discomiort and
ANV AIICE. £
“Fellows don't. shake hands,” he
mumbled.

“Is my wish nothing to you, Ilorace?"

Coker almast choled.

Caffyn held out his hand. Coker
glared at it, ,

Slowly he made an effert to lift his
own hand. He was glad, at least, that
he ‘had turned Potter and Greene out,
and that thero were no eyes on this
seenne, He would much rather have
smacked Caffyn’s head, than shaken
hands with him,
- But under the eve of Miss Judith he
fele that there was noe help for zt.

Slowly, slowly, he made the effort.
Miss Judith’s eyos wera on his face,
grimly., Sho was not observing Caffyn.
Coker was, and he read the mocking
glimmer in the Snipe's eyes, the
malicious sncer on his face, It was too
much for Coker—already at breeking-
oint. His hand came up, and smacked
‘affyn's head.

Smack !

It rang through the study like a
pistol-shot.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Not Quarrelsoms !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
srailed when they came on
Coker of the Fifth in the quad
the following day.
le:gﬁ of fellows, in fact, emiled
whan saw Coker. Though by no
means & humorist, Coker added quite a
lot to the gaiety of existence at Grey-
friars 1n one way or another, _
Btriding in the quad with his hands
driven doep into his ts, and a deap
frown on his ru brow, Coker had
the look of a fellow who had collected
most of the troubles of the troubled
universo.

*“d Coker doesn't look fearfully
bucked tli: aunty’s visit yesterday,” re-
marked Bob Cherry. “Dd the dear old
goul forget to tip him the usual fiver £

“He, he, he!” That cachinnation
come from Billy Bunter. “I say, you
fellows, thera wae a fearful row in
Coker's atudy vesterday! You fellows
misged it going over to Higheliffe. I
£av, the old frump—"*

“"The what?"

“Thoe old frump |" said Bunter cheer-

fully. “The old frump made Cafivn
come_to Coker's study for some reasom,
snd Coker half-killed him! From what
I hear, Cokor sprang st him like &
tiger——"

* Bow-wow !"

“Like a famished tiger!" said Bunter
impressively. “Hu himself at him.
%ﬂmf%gd him right and left. Blacked

th his eyes.’

“FThey E::'ran’t black at prep last
night,” remarked Nugent. :

“Well, seﬂupa not quite blacked
them,” said Bunter. "“But I can tell

vou fellows he slogged him frightfully.

I came to the achool to-day. I must T heard tho blow.™ -
ses you meke frisnds with Edgar. h'«%}hhﬁﬁagﬁﬁtﬂgea Bob. “Slogged
, 1 A sUre, WILLE. ' kfuli j wi
“Eﬂh, ves, sunty [™ said Elgﬂ"}rn. “I've 15?{} i e mo dngma 1 said
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. no; dosens and
Bunter hastily, “If old Judy hada'é

dragged him off, T faney he would have
nearly Bnished ﬂaﬁ:gl;* I believe she
him off by the hoir of his head,

dre Fed

X df n't exactly see it——"
“Mo; I fancy you didn't; exactly.”
“Ha, ha, ha . '

“But I can tell you thers was o fear.
ful row, I was in the Fyassage. I heard
it sll. Some of the Filth came out of
the games study to sece what was Lﬁ
The old sketeh marched right off..
Caflyn took her to the station, I say,
the Bnipe's cut that fathcad Coker right
out withe the old picture. 1 can tell

ou he'll get tho tips now. Coker fol-
owed ‘her ont, and she wouldn™t look at
him, or cven epesk to him. Just
.'inalr::hm’l off with the 8mipe. He, he,
w1 i

The juniors glanced at the rugged,
clouded face of Coker, pacing the path
under the elms. It was clear that there
had been trouble, though cortsinly they
did not believe the thrilling details
supplied by tho Owl of the Retmove.

Harry Wharton frowned a littlo.

“Tirat fellow Caffyn 35 &8 mischiel-
making little beast,” he remarked.
“Fver since he's been hers he'sa been
causing Coker irouble in one way or
another, and the silly ass digs up more
than his share, anyhow.”

“Ile's after the old dame's money,”
{trmm:-:l Bunter, “I can tell you I
ward him #a!km&ﬂ; over with that
solicitor johuny, Sarle, the day Caffiyn
carmea—"

“You hear too much,” remarked Bob
Cherey. “Let's kick Bunter for hear-
mg so much, you men.”

T3 'E

IH
" Beast !’F %Iﬂﬂtﬂd Bunter; and he re-
fired from the spet without waiting to

be kicked.

“Poor old Coker!” sighed Bob.
“Ha's rowed with his pals. I wonder
if there’s 8 man at Greyfriars Le hasn't
rowed with.”

“Not if he's met him,” said Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!* ;

Coker caught that sound of merri-
ment, and glanced round. The Famous
Five became grave napgnin &t once.
Coker made them smilo; they could not
help that. 8till, they coul B¥Io-
pathetic with a fellow down on his luck.
And Coker was down on his luck, it
secmed.

Hornee enme over to them., As he
geldom approached the heroes of the
Remove without hostile intentions, they
were on their guard at once.

But this timo HMorace made no
hostila mavemont. The fact was that
Coker wanfed to speak te somcbody.
Ho was treating Pofter and Greens with
lofty disdain, and s h was barred
by a lofty and disdainful attitude.
Potter and Greene, probably, were not
sorry to havo a rest from Coker's con-
varsation. They had often wished that
there waa less of it. -

“Laok hern, vou kids” said Coker.
“I'm going to ask you something, and
I want you to answer me frenkly,
Don’t be afraid to enswer me plainly,
I shan't get shivty and thrash you.”

The Famous Iive excha s smile.
How many times Coker had started to
“throsh * the horocs of the Remove
they could not remember. Tt was ex-
actly the same number of times, how-
ever,; that he had found it a task beyond
hig_powers. :

Coker beiog down on his luck, the
chums of the Remove did not reply as
they would have done otherwise. They
}cimﬂ‘:.r tempered the wind to the shorn
am X

“Go it, Coker!” murmured Bob.

“Am 1 a quarrclsome fcllowi” de-
manded Coker.

1 Eh :-?'l



“What **
“Oh, my hat!” Y
ally, it was difficult to answer that
question, without cfiending Cokeér.

“Do T quarrel and row, and rag, and
all that?” domanded Coker.

“Um!™

“Is there a better-tempered or more
peacesble chap in all the school tha
ma?” went on Coker. -

“Ohb erikey t*

“1 can’t make it out,” went on the
worried Coker. * Everybody seams to
have an idea that I'm a quarrclsome ass
that can't keep his temper.  Prout's,
oven put it In my term’s report! Fancy
that! FEven the Head's said so!

<hanging-room yesterday, simply
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tnought old Locke would have more
sense, you know. Now my Aunt Judy's
got tha same idea in her head '™

Harty Wharton & Co. could only gaze
at Coker! If ho was unaware of that
little failing of his, they did not want
to point it out to him, Really, they did
not knew what to say.

“Fellows get up rows with me,” went
on Coker. "I don't deny that! Look at
tha way Blondell eut up rusty in the
r because
I pointed out fo him what a fool he
was, "

“Qh ™

“Then old Provt—making a fuss about
& little accident with & Soeccer ball and
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e pane of glass! Tou'd have thought jt

WAE 8 ing seriops, by the: way hi
carried. on in the Fﬂﬁrlg‘am?’? .

“0h ™ i

“Then Win of the Sixth—a che
I really like!" said Coker, .#I happen
to mention that I oouldn’t understind
xhy the fellowa elected such a dud as
captain of the school and he pushed ma
out' of his study! Actuslly pushed meo
out of the room,"

0 ﬂh .

“As for that miril:a Caffyn, who could
be friends with him?" said Coker.
“Perhaps I was hasty in smacking his
head while Aunt Judith was there——2

{Continued on néxt page.}

1

Our fooler export raitlcs off more * Answers to Readers' this week, chuma,

it you've a Soccer problem you want solving, send it along

to * Linesman, !

¢/o The MAGNET, Tho Fleelway MHouse, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4, and
then watch out for his reply in this regular weekly foature.

® THE WILL TO WIN !

HE Cup Competition is beginning

I to sort itself out. Bome teams

bhave failed, while others have got
_ over the first big hurdle. A few
¢lubs in recent years bave beon ** incon-
gigtont " in this matter of passing on to
the later rounds of the competition. One
year they bavo suceseded, the next year
failed,andsoon. But, speaking generally,
it is the same eet of cluba that got through
year after year.

Of course, luck entors into it to & at
oxtent. But I am not one who belisves
that all the luck goes to one or two cluba
and all the ill-luck to others. A team
has o run of bad hick and gets kmown as
an unlucky gpide. Booner or later the
tide is sure to turn.

The great thing for plagers o
remcniber, and this refers o bonys
as tecll as o professional footballers,
2 that when fhe ** cords " are nol
turting well i€ {8 ne use getbing
f‘uwn ih the demps and ccasing lo

M.

I once heard a young captain say after
his =mide had beon beaten in & school
match : “ Oh, we'il never win a matoh ;
we're boo unfunkjr. VWhat's the good of
trying 1" He was quite right. His aide
never would win & match if they con-
tinuved to think and act on those lines.
The thing to do when you seem to strike
en unlucky patch is to roll up your sleeves
snd eay to ves : * We’ll win this
gemo, bad luck or good!™ “It's ten to
onw that you will win a msatch befere very

long. :

’l.gn t back to my original thought--
the Cup. The teams that have failed
can now eottle down to the husinesa of
the League in real earnest. If they are
near the top they can concentrate on
the Championship or promotion. If near
the boitom, they can pay all their atten-
tions to the businces of getting away from
ths danger zone, without having to stop
@ now and again to fight a stern

battls in the Cup Competition.
Bolisve me, it 18 no "fox and the
a8 " gbuff when you read of

2 they are thaokful when their
team * goee ount.” Charlton Athlotio are
8 o0se in int. I am sure Manager
Jimmy Seed meant every word whea he

gaid : " We are nob WOrrving undul}r
about. our defeat at Exoter. Wo can now
turn all cur attentions o promotion.”
And in this respect they hove a pull over
some of their vivals.
SPECIAL TRAINING !
GREAT amount of time in pre-
A paring for Cup-ties is spent in-
what we oall ** special training.”
This always sounds wvery’ in.
triguing to me. A visit to the seaside,
hot baths, walks along~ the front, and
plenty of amusomont in the hotel, There
18 no doubt that the players do enjoy
this to a certain extent.

It is not quite so sasy as reports make
oub ; but, nevertholess, ths footballers
o look forward to its Ho much for that
side of it.

Now I want to dwoll for a moment on
the wisdom of this * special training.”
That may make you wonder a little.
** Are you suggesting that e trip to tho
senside docsn't do the players any good ¢ ™
you will ask, perhaps with & smile. I
sm not saying %l.'lit-ﬂ that, What I am
eaying is ihat am not sure whether
the sudden change of mrruuudjn%f, food,
sleeping accoromodation, and air have an
immediate benclicial effect on the playera,
Haven't you noticed, whoen commensing
your sumnier holidays, that for the fHrst
day or two ggu feel rather sleepy and life-
less, yet when you go to bed you don't

seem able to gob to sleap 7 4 sure

vou have, Btar foothallers are in the
sams boat. The rohably feel just
the same. And if they ouly go to the

seaside a faw dayas before the )mportant
mateh they may not have time to shake
off thizs sleepy effect hofore the great
event arrives,

¥ think a bhetter plan wonld ba to
take the plagers oway for thia
* special fratwing " at leacst ien
Ways before the cvent, and then they
would hove thme fo reap tha full
benefit of the brocing alr.

THE REFEREE WAS RIGHT !

ET e turn now to 80nme queries.

I I bave one from “ A. G.," whose
bome is in Nottiogham, * A, G."

tolla me that in a recent school

raatch he thinks the referce made o mis-
take, and he heas asked my advice e

ho tacklea the master, who was reforesing
about it,

“Our outaide winger,"” he writes,
" received the ball on the touch line and
cut in mwmnfﬂﬂ]' By the time ha
reached the psnalty area he was practic-
ally on the goal-line, but, as thore was
no ;:maTup to accept a pass, he thﬂb '!}E;I!
goal. To eve 'a surprise the
finished in t-:I;l}; ngt-. 311.'?.}| observation;
however, the goalkcepor noticed that
there was a hole in the side of the neb;
and the ball had gone through it and
not betwean tho a at all. fter some
discussion with linesman the referea
wos satisfled that this was en, and he
would not allow the te count. Ine
stead, he gave o kick to tho other
side. I think he should have dropped
the ball where our player kicked"it from,
Which of uas is right ¢

I must say that it s a good thing thab
“A. G." did conanlt me be he spoke to
hias mastor, because there might have been
awkward consequences.

The mmaster who wwas vefcreelng
the mateh was guils vight in awoard-
ing a gool kiek. Tha ball had gone
behind the line, not belfween Hho
goal-posis, so ihere was uothing
else o do.

_As a matter of fact, thero was a sus-
picion of a * through the net ™ incident
i o First Division gome not so long ago.
But na the mferoe didn't seem to think
the ball had broken the net, ho allowed
the goal to stand. Leeds United were
playing Preston North End, and if thab
goal had beon demnied to Leeds, the Noxth
End would bave gained an extra poinf.

It is the Hnesman's job to see that the
net ia in a good cendi before the play
starts. I expeet you have secn these
officials run up to the net and examine
it j[:;at prior to & game. Well, they are
looking to see if there are any holes where
the ball ean go throogh, and so cause
jncidenta tike these desoribed.

1 have another query from a reader
in Bristol who seems to be having some
difficulty with the studs on his boots
during the wet weather. He eays that
for the firet two or thres months of tho
zoagon thia problem gave him no'trouble
at all, but when the muddy grounds
came juat before Christmas—you romems.
ber that amazing day when 19 i::h Wers
scored by the clubs 1 the four gues—
be found that he could not keep ks feeb
at sll. 1o feot, be reporta that on two
occadions, in & ve matches, the
treachorous stata of the d caused
him to slip and put the ball through his
own goal. -

My conchusion, after reading the letter;
ias that the trouble is dus to studs that
are very much worn. On the hard grounds
those were just what my chum noeded;
but on alip aurfoces his studs oughb
to be as long as the rules will allow. Moat
boot shops sall the correot length of stud,

o LIHEEH#H.'T
Tas Maoyer Liarany.~No. 1,406
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“Oh!™ "

“But the. sneer little: heast fairly
made me do Ikl lffitﬂxﬂjﬁ Aunt Judy
think more than” évér that I'th quartel-
some. Me, you Epow " said Coker, more
in_sorrow _thar- m-dnger. “['ve heen
thinking it over | N

The juniors itely refrdihed from
asking Coker what, ha Yiad -been downg
it with! They only wondered!

“Thinking. 1t over,” refumbd Coker,
“And 1 admit that it 266 lnok as if
1 have more pows on hand than other
fellows as & rule”

“Just & few I gaiped Wharton.

“But I cad' & '.--:-}in-:.-naéhly that I've
never been to'blanhd Iin"any of the rows
I'va had |” &si® Coler. “That’s quite
clear to mes”

“Qh 1 £
1::1“ That ?E&:g E'E!i“tﬁ-f Jitafuﬁr on &

1ap, " sal ...t Aunt Judith's gone
off in & feqrf;lz “huff, thi_nﬁng ma &
guarrelsome asd, just because J smacked
Caffyn's head for being cheeky! I sup-
pose a Fifth Form man can smack a
fag's cheeky head! I've whopped you
kids often eficugh—-~"

-F:’Eh?u 3

“But you always deserved it—always
asked for it!” said Coker.. “And I
baven't given you all you deserve, either,
I was going to kick you all reund for
your cheek in sniggering yesterday when
ibet ball went through ut's window.
But I let you off.”

“That was: fearfully kind of you,
Coker." said Bob Cherry solemnly.

g E}m Ringdfulpess was terribic!™
“Well, I'm & kind-hearted chap,” said
Coker, on whom sarcasm, wsa a sheer
waste of breath. “I've never whopped
you except for your own géod, and
when you deserved it. Eam[eﬂ with the
other grubby" little scoundrels.”

The—tho what 1"

“But anawer my question frankly,”
said r. “Am I.a fellow who, in
common fairness; - could be called
quarrelsome, or overbearing; or anything
of that kind ™

Coker looked verér seriously. at the
Famous Five. Evidently' he expected
an answer in the negstive. It seamed
that Coker had been. taking himself to
task ; trying to find out whethér he was,
possibly, in some slight degree to blame
for his m and various rows. It
seemed salso that he hed found his' con-
serence quite clear on that subject!

“Well, you see—" murmured Whar-
ton. He really did not quite kmow how
to put it. He hesitated,

But that was enough for Coker! He
did not allow the captain of the Remove
to finish, He raised » wa hand. -

#1 don't want cheek 1 he said.

Harry Wi:ut-nhmiughad*

“Then I'd better not tell you what I
think,” he remarked.

“F ssid I dido't want any cheek '™
roared Coker. *And if you cheeky little
scoundrels want me to mop up the quad
with jruu,, Jyou won't have to ask me

twice, sde?"-
ibod?”thinl: 4 GﬂBteb! Eth gquarrel.
sorge cha W :
EE;.":? g o bod
B As '
might really hava t:li:a:‘g?immar i
quarrelsom a! chap, judging by’ his next

4 . : ;

e gra at Bob Cherry with one
hand, and’ st Harry Wharton* with the
other, and there was a sounding ¢rack
a3 ho brought their heads together,

Bang | "

;{.t hngs)enp lﬁh& th

5

Coker ha o}’ ﬁ::; what happen

Five ppirs of hands strewed him g the
Tue Mioxsr Lissany.—No. 1,406, '
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quadrangle, rolled him over, bumped
him, rolled himi over agsin, and feft
diin. breathless and gurgling.
he ¥emous Five wﬁ%keﬂ AWAY,
leaving Coker to gm-g'e.
Really, it seefned that & peaceful life
was impossible o & peacéable fellow like
Coker. He seemed to gét into as many
quarrels as a quarrelsome fellow!

A r——

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Looks Blue !

ILLY BUNTER’S eyes gleamed
B throtigh his big spectacles,

Bunter was® lesning on_the

; banisters of $he Remeva-landing,

thinking. Bupnter had feod for thought.

He had, as it happehed, no other food;
so_he had ample food.for thbught,

It was tes-time.: Even when 1t was

-not & meal-time, Bunter's fat. thoughts

generally  turned on meals. At meal-
times, naturslly, he concentrated - om
thet-important subjeet.

Times were hard! A postal order
which Bunter had been 1 expecting
had not arrived. Lord Mauleverer was
tea-ing out; sc thers was nothing in
Mguly's study. The Famous Five were
tea-ing out; so there was nothing in
Studies Nos. 1,13, &r'14. Billy' Bunter’
would not have hesitited to tea out with-
them, asked or "unasked; but for th
fact that thoy were tea-ing with Vernon-
smith in Study- Ne. 4. . And Buyntar
knew what to expect if ha barged into
the DBounder's study! Worst of sll,
Peter Todd aleo was tea-ing out with a
man in the Fourth, so there was nothing
in Bunter's own study, Study MNo. 7.

Having had tea in Hall—to make sure
of one tea, at lesst, in case the worat

‘came to the worst—Bunter was now

adorning the Remove banisters with his
fat person, thinking it over.

That was how he ocame to notice
Caffyn.

And & gleam shot into his little round
cyed behind his big round spectacles as
he noted the Snipe.

Cafiyn was coming up the Remove
staircase, rather quickly: and there weaa
s- certain furtiveness about him ‘that
Bunter observed at once. He had a
small pafcel, which he seemed to be try-
ing to keep out of sight.

He hurried acrozs the landing and
disappeared into Btudy No. 1. A faw
minutes later he came out again and
went downstairs. He came out withont
the parcel.

Bunter's eyes, and spectacles, watched
lbigtn over the banisters. Caffyn vanished

oW,

The Owl of the Remove breathed

quini;;y.

Cafiyn had taken a parcel intd his

study at tea-time. Obviously—to Bunter

~—it contained something for tea
Bunter could quite understand the

seoretive way in which he had taken it

in. Bunter was rather secretive in that

way, when he was in possession of tuck

that he did not want to whack out with

F" L]
Greedy beast I murmared Bunter,
Caffyn, evidently, had something nica
for tea; and he preferred not to let that
ciraumstancs come to the knowledge of

hiz friends, Bkinner & Co. That waa h

the only theory on which BHunter could
account for vo's procesdings; and it
seemed very probabls Caffvn, un-
&nﬁh:tnd , was that :; of fellow.
remained in the study,
vym have considered givg?g
him a friendly call for once. True,
did ‘not like tha Bnipe; but there were
times when grudges should be forgotten;
and tea-time was one of those times.

But Caffyn had not remained in the
study. He had gone downstaira again;
and, so far as Bunter had been able to
follow his movements, he had gone off in
the direction of Masters’ E!-uﬂ

qe, L
ELQ“’""

The parcel was in Study
Wharton and Nugent were not
they were tea-ing with Smjthy, with the
rest of the Co. Nobody was in the
study |

The coast was clear!

Billy Bunter detached himself from
the banisters, rolled up the Remaove
passage, and rolled into Study No. 1,

How long Cafiyn would ba gone he
did not kpow; but a few minutes were
enough for Bunter,

Caffyn was & snipe! He was u rank
outsider! He played rotten tricks on
that ass Coker, who was too big a fool
to keep up hia end against him.' For
these excellent reasons Bunter con-
sidered that it would serve Caffvn-right
te have that parcel of tuck snaffled.

Had not Bunter thought of these
excellent yedsons for snaffiing the tuck,
no doubt he would have thought of somae
others. The Jure of the tuck was irre-
sistible. :

The fat Owl cut across v the study
cupboard, where he naturally expected
to find a parcel of tuck. :
_But the cupbeard, like Mre. Fub.
bard’s, was baral

Bunter blinked into it in  wvain.
Neither hia eyes nor his spectacles
spotted ansthing in the shapse of tuck.

“Oh, the rotter!” breathed Benter.
* Rotten, suspicious beast! Isn't it just
like him 1*

Caffyn had not Jp!m::ed that parecel in
the eupboard. ust as if he fancied
that tueck might not be safa there with
DBunter about! Bunter could hardly
have expressed his scorn for such sus-
piclioustess and distrust!

Still, the parcel was in the study
snmqwhera! unter ded to look
for it. A bulge in the cushion on tho
asrmchair caught his searching cye,

He whipped away the cushion!
There lay the parcel !

Bunter pounced on it

It waa not & large parcel, but it was
rather heavy. It was wrapped in brown

aper, and tied with string, as if Caffyn

brought it in from a shop,

The fat Owl picked it up swifily,
slipped it under a podgy arm, and shot
acroza to the door.

He could not ventyre to remain on the
spot to devour his prey, with the
snger of Caffyn returning any moment.
. As he emerged rather breathlessly
into the Remove pass he blinked
anxiously towards the stairs. To his
ief, Caffiyn was not in sight yet,

He rolled up the passage, _

He did not go mmla_ own study,
No. 7. From old experience Bunter
knew that n fellow who missed tuck was
very likely to lock into the fat Owl's
study to inguire after itl

He tapped at the door of Btudy No. 6
where he could hear the ?ﬂiﬂafﬂ-f fol.
lows &t tea, and rolled hastily into that
study. _

Wibley, Morgan, and Micky Des-
mond all leoked at him expressively, as
ha came in and shut the door after him.
Judging by their looks, they wers not-

itably anxious to see William
George Bunter at tea-time.

“1 say, you fellows—" guosped
Bunter. : .
. “Anybody ask that fst frog heret™

nired Wibley.
Oh, really, Wibley——=

“Travel, yo fat omadhaun™ said
Mioky Desmond, “and take yer features

wid yo. Huore they offond me eyesight I
O, roally, Do e e
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Bunier grabbed hold of Caflyn, and the two struggled together, stumbled, and went over. All the while they
uﬁl:mm paint was rubbed off Bunter, and rabbed moﬁat “ Dra,
* Ha, ha, ko ! ** roared the onlookers,

“Get out, look you! said Morgan.
“Bhut tho giﬂ-ur after you !” :

There was the sound of footsteps in
the passage. Whether they were
Caffyn's footsteps or not, Bunter did not
know. But he waa not likely to take
the risk of getting, out of Study No, &
with Cafiyn’s parcel under his arm.

“1 soy, you fellows, I've got some-
thing here,” said Bunttr, “Don’t you
fellows like cake?™ )

Whether it was a cake or not In the
parcel Bunter did not know. He hoped
that it was. Anyhow, it was tuck |

“You've como here to whack out a
cake'?” asked Wibley, in astonishment.

*Bure and wonders will niver cease !
remarked Micky.

“QOh, really, you fellows! I thought
of you ohaps at once when this ’?m:nul
came from—irom Bunter Court!” said
the fat Owl of the Remove. Ho lsid it
on tho table. “I say, what have you
got for tea? I'll have some of that
toast. And some of those sardines’
You sce, the fellows in my study are
]tﬂa-ing- out, so I've brought the parcel
'tﬂrﬂ'-"

Bunter pulled a chair to the table.
He sat down, Wibley & Co. eyed him,
but they did not say him nay. Tea, as
it happened, was rather thin in Study
No. 6 that afterncon. A fellow with a
parcel of tuck from home was welcome,
g0 far as that went,

“Oh, ell right ! said Wibley.
it ™

Bunter went it. .

As he was going to whack out the
contonts of his parcel of tuck, he was
entitled to a share of what was going,
and hae lost no time in annexing it.

In a very short time the toast and
the sardines wera lost to sight.

Moanwhile, Wibley cut the string of
the parcel.

*Go

me ! ™

ll.!-""l *" J ¢

- I
i

“Feels preity heavy for a coke!” he
reraarked,

“Well, I'm not_eure it's a_cake, as I
haven't. opened it yet,” said Bunter,
with his mouth full of toast and sar-
dines, “ But it's something jolly decen
old chap, anyhow! I alwoys get goo
things from Bunter Court.”

Wibley looked at the parcel and
looked at Bunler. As thers were no
stamps or postmarks on tho parcel,
evidently it had not como by poat. Still,
no fellow in the Remove expected Billy
Bunter to tell the truth! Whether it
came from Bunter Court, or n shop in
Courtlicld, did not matter much, so loog
as 1t containcd something good.

Bunter finiched the eardines, while
Wibley removed the siring, and ub-
rolled the brown wrapping-paper.

The contenis "of the parcel were
revealed.
Wibley pazed ot them.

e gazed and gazad!
“You—you—you—=" stuttared
Wibley, na he gazed st & tin marked

“Blua  Paint." “You—you spoofing
villain 1™
“FEh? What—" _
“Paint!™ velled Micky Desmond.

“Rlie paint!?

“Blue paint 1" howled Morgan.

“Wha-a-at7* gasped DBunter. He
I:}El}mped up in amazement and alarm.

e contents of the parcel wore amaz-
ing! The looks of the three juniots in
Study No. 6 were slarming. “ Did you
g2y pip-pip-pip-paint i”

His eyes almost bulged through his
gpectacles at the sight of the can of
paint,

] I‘Wh{
titlously
Study N
Bunter.

Ile had taken

en carth Caffyn had sprrep-
speaked a can of paint into
0. 1 wias an ulter wmyslery to
that

it for granted

p

off | ** shrieked Caffyn. *‘ He's mthniu;”l

thera was tuck in the paroel. What else
could a fellow have thought?

Who could have guessod that a fellow
would be sneaking a can of paint into
his study—hiding it there, too? Cer-
t&Hﬂ not Bunter ! = 4 g

ip-pip-pip-paint ! aspe unter.
"“Why?_ﬁa?apmpg | Mmtgha mad! I—I
sny, you fellows—"

“Paint I roared Wibley., “The fat
villain’s bagped our toast end e-a.rclmel[i
making out he had a parcel of tuck, an
it's—it'a paint! Pulling cur leg all the
timea [

“TFaith, it'a the limit, even for
Bunter 1" gasped Micky Desmond. " Ye
thafe of the world—"

i o | n.{, you fellows!” gasped
DBunter. “I—F say——" Ho mado a
jump toirards the deor. Wibley & Co.,

at the moment, were more dangercus
than Caffyn |

“Collar him " yelled Morgan.

Bunter was pmmptlf collared.

“1'}l give him paint I bowled Wibley.
" Bagging our tea, and meking out that
it was tuck! Y'll give him paimnt !

Wibley hooked off the lid of the can.
He grabbed DBunter's handkerchief,
twisted it, and dipped it into the blue
paint. :

“I say, you fellows!? yelled Bunter.
*J say—— I never knaw-—1 thought—I
never—J[—Il—yuuuunurrrrggeh I

“Hold him " yelled Wibley, and
Micky and Morgan held Bunter by hia
fat arms, whila Wibley dabbed with a
handkerchief, thick with paint, at a fat
B rrragn 1

" ITTg

“(ive him paint!”

“ Lot him have his paint ™

“Gurrghl I Eu.?', you fellows————
vrrrgzh 1 Eurgl-:-:’l tha hapless Owl

Bunter had believed, without the

shadow of o doubt, that there was fuck
Tone MacNer Lisnany.—No. 1,400,
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in that parcel. But Wibley & Co. did
not give him chedit for that belief. A
fellow knew what was in his own
porcel !

They had mo doubt that the astuto
Owl had pulled their-leg, frel:endm to
be the happy possessor of a pavcel of
tuck, for the purpose of annexing tea in
the study!

So they gave him the paint !

In 8 couple of minutes Bunter's fat
face was blue! Wibley dabbed it over
his nose, his qhaalui’_hiu pndgz chin, and
some went into his . mouth, making
Bunter gurgle horribly.

-““Wurrggh! Leggo!
wurrrggh! I  say—gurrrgggh !

I naver knew—
Oh

crikey ! Yurrrregggh i

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Now you can m.lt,]:" said Wibley. He
sihioved the stic andkerchief down
Bunter's neck. “Roll him out 1"

“Gurrregeh 1V

Bunter rolled out. The grub-raider
of the Remove had often had cause to

vepent his ub-raiding proclivities.
But never had he repented so deeply as
now. Bunter loocked—and felt—blue,
very blue!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Blus for Two!

DGAR CAFFYN stood by the
corner of Masters' Studics at o
- window.
The winter dusk was falling in
the quad, and fellows who were out o
Joors were heading for the House. But
Caffyn did not see i.:}a':lamni

( or the darken-
ing quad. The cornor of his eyo was on

Masters' P though anryone who
had passod and Euppanad to notice him,
would have supposed that he was look-
ing from the window. He was waiting
for Mr. Prout to pass, on his way to tea
i Masters' on-room, ° .

There was an elephantine tread in
the pessage, aod the portly form of
Prout rolled by, Monsieur Charpentier,
the French master, was with him, walk-
ing by his side. Prout was talking, and
'Mossoo had to be content with gestures;
Prout's conversation was always a one-
sided affair.

As he hoard the heavy tread and the

deep, fruity voioe, yn_was careful
to keep his face to tho window, his back
to the passing maeasters. He did not
want Prout to notice him thera,
. But Prout did not even observe that
there was o junior stahding at the win-
dow at all, rolled on with Monsicur
Charpentier, snd disappeared in the
direction of the Comimon-room.

Not till he wes gone did Caffyn turn
from the window. Then he hurried
away to the stairs.

Prout was safe now for half an hour
at loast. . And while ho was busy with
tﬂd Ceffyn was going to be busy in hie
stisdy.

Caffyn had not forgotten the box on
the ear that Prout had given him & fow
days ago. He had a good memory for

- such things. : :
He had allowed a fow days to elapse,
so that suspicion was unlikely to fall
on him when s "“rag® happened in
Prout's study. Suspicion, ﬂu rather
hoped, might fall on Coker, who was in
is Form-master’s b books as usuel
But Cafiyn did not mind much where
1t fell 3o long as it did not fall in his
own directien.
+ The Bnipe souttled up the Remove
etaircase and went into Study No. 1,
where he had left the can of paint,

Ho hed fotched that paint ‘apeciallg
from Friardale after class, and ha

on care that no ono was aware of the
fack. Clortainly it did not cross his mind
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that Bunter, suspecting tuck in the
percel, liad discovered paint to
i3 CO8

Prout, when he ¢ame back to his

gtudy, was going to find wet paint
daubed all over the room—a stote of
affairs that was certein to throw Prout
into & state of fury; and would repay
him, in full, for that box on the ear
that he had given Caffyn and long sinco
forgotton.
ut the best-laid achemes of mice and

men *gang afl agley,” as the poot has
remarked, Cafiyn, lifting the cushion
on the armchair in Study No. 1 to pick
up the parcel he had left out of sight
there, did not pick it up. The parcel
was gone |

The Snipe starcd blankly at the
emgty chair,

Whero was the parcel? :

.He had taken care to put it out of
sight, in case either of his study-mates
or any of their friends happened to lock

in. Yet it was gone!
Caffyn gritted his teeoth.
He hung about a quarter of an

hour to make sure that Prout had left
his study to go to tes with the other
beaks.. Now all was safe to rag Prout!
All was cut and dried—and strangely,
mysteriously, the a&mmel containing the
can of paint bad wvanished from the
room ! ;

“Who the thump——" breathed the
enraged Caffyn, ;

He had walked a mile each way to
the village to get that psint. He had

£ gaid for i1t with his own money—and ho

did not like parting with money, Now
it was gone} Who on earth could have
bagged lis can of psint? What could
anyons have wanted a can of blue paint
for, if it came to that?

e looked round the study. There
was no sign of it ! Whoever had bagged
it Lhad taken it ount of the room.

Had Wharton or Nugent come in and
found it? But neither of them would
have opencd a parcel that did not belong
*o him. It was not that! The occur-
rence was utterly mysterious to the
Snipe.

_ Apd it quite knocked on the head his
intended rap on Prout! That box on
the ear had still to go unavenged |

The revengeful Snipe was feeling
mystified and savogely onraged as he
left the study, at last. Ho was going
to Bkinner's study to smoke cigsrettes
after tea, and the rag on Prout being
xi:;r m:riri;h:nmm'l:,; off, ho headed for Study
i Li 8 x

But he did not reach Studr No. 11,
for as he went up the passage the door
of Btudy No. 6 opened; a weird and
remarkable Bgure rolled, gasping and

spluttering, into the passage.

“Urrrrrggh! Oh! Ow! Beast!
Wurrrrgh 1" spluttered the strange
figure as it rolled, * Wurrrgh ™

Caffyn stared blankly at Billy Bunter,

The ample figure of the Owl of the

move was unmistakable; but nobody
could have recognised his features,
They had dizappeared under thick blue
paint ! .

Paint was daubed on Bunter's face—
paint trickled down his fat chin and
spotted his collar, his tie, and his waist-
coat |

He was of the psint, painty!

“Urrrrgh! Beastl Wuuurrrgh!”
gurgled the hapless Owl of the Romove,

as the door of Study Neo. & slamm
after him. “Oh crikey! Tm stickyl
T'm emelly—urrgh ™

Caffyn fairly gasped. He koew now
what had beccme of his blue paint! It
was plastered all over Bunter! How,
and why, was a mgm? But thers was
nu_dn}:ht that he had found the missing
paint

Hazeldens, looking out of SBtedy

No, 2, gave & jump ef the sight.of
Bunter. He jumped alinost clear of the
floor.

“* What—what—what—"  he
tered. * Is—iz that Bunter™

“Carrrrgh IV

J“Ha, ha, ha 1" yelled Huzel. “ Whero
did E'ruu pick up thet paipty” ]

“ Urrrgh ! gurgled Bunter. “T've got
somo in my mouth—urrggh !

ha, hat" -
if I can sec anvlihung to
cackle at! Look at me!” gaspod
Bunter. “It's that cad Caffyn's fanlt!
Urrtﬁgh! How was s fellow to know
that he had paint in a parcel? What
did he want paint for? I—I thought it

of course—"'

“ Ha, ha, ha 1" shricked Haacl,
“Beast! Look at mel” howled
Bunter. “They made out that I was
pulling their leg, and smothered mo
with paint —urrggh! wasn't — 1T
thml%hb there was tuck in the parccl—
who'd have supposed that that sneaking
Snipa t"m:;l:l have brought in a can of

Pa i te—

“Selve you jolly well right!” ex-
claimed Caffyn. “So it was you!”

Bunter blinked round at hin: through
smudged spectacles. His eyes fairly
glittered through those smudged spuec-
tacles at the sight of Cafiyn.

“¥ou rotter !** roared Bunter. “ What
did you want with a can of paint in the

atut-

- gtudy 7

“%’hut did you want with my
arcel i grinned Caffyn, “ You should
eave other fellows' parcels mlone, you

fat bounder 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!"™ came 2 yell along the
Remove passage. Six or soven follows
wara looking out of tho studies now, and

they seemed to find Bluc Buntor cnter-

taiming.

Billy Bunter breathed fury—and

ammtl| He gave tha Saipe of the

ve the deadliest of deadly glares.

Had Dunter been a fighting man the
Snipa would have becn booked, ot that
moment, for the thrashing of his life
Unfortunately, Bunter wasn't !

But if Bunter could mot whop the
Snipe, ho could, &t least, give him the
bonefit of some of his own paint! And
thet he immediately resolved to do.

Cafiyn was laughing londly. He was
disappeinted with his mtﬂnéed rag au
fhe master who had bozed his cars, but
it was a consolation to find the nuissing
paipt plastered &ll over Billy Dunter.

But he ceased laughing suddenly as
Bunter made & rush at lhm,

_ “Hore, you kecp off!" he yelled,
jumpiog back. “Don’t you touch me!”

But Bunter did not keep off. He was
gnlllgg to touch Caffyn—and rub off as
m of the paint as he could on its
owner { afiyn wanted blue paint,
Caffyn could have blue paint—just as
much &3 Bunter could give him!

He fairly bounced at Caffin and
grnhbad hold of bim. The Snipe hit out

esperately, and Bunter guslirml ae hn
stopped one with his plump chest. But

he hung on to Caffyn.

He olasped him hard, and elaspoed lim
olosa. hey  struggled  together,
stumbled, and went over. Caffvn

strugg!ecf elmost  franticallr. But
Bunter had hold, and be Lkept hold!
And all the while they struggied more
and more paint was rubbed off Dunter
and rubbed on to the Bnipe.

Daors were npmn}g all along the pas-
sage now. Ioars of laughter woke the
echoes of the. Remove guartors.

“DroggimofM’’ shricked Cuffy . “He's
smothering me !

“Ha, ha, ha!"™

“ Beast 1" gasped Bunter. “1Ii%s your
paint, ain’ 17 Well, you can lLave it,
you beast! VYah|”

“Ha, ha, ha!"™



- With a desperate effort Cullyn harled
{1 fat Owl off, and Ieaped away from
him. He was as painty as Bunter by
that time, if not peinticr. Hands amd
face and clothes were daubed and
smothered with blue paint. He lived
end moved and breathed blue paint.
His hair was sticky with paint. Paint
clothed him almost like & garmeoent,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥You look blue, Caffyn!”

“The bluefulness is terrific (™

“Ha, ha, hal®

Buntar sat and spluitored.
rinned, a painty grin, s he spluttered
or breach. Cafiyn had as much as he
ha.d,Ycr mora | i

“You—you—you—" gasped Callyn.
ir I__lr”_______n 3 g P :I.

“It's your own paintl”’
Bunter. *Now you'va got it, you
He, he, ho 1”

“Ha, ha, ha 1*

“You want a wash, Caffyn |” roared

But he

antod
t |

b Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha1?
“1I say, you fellows!®  Dunter

atmgzied up. “I say, don't let him cut
off | It's hiz paint, and I'm going to
giva him some more,”™

“Hold on, Caffyn!” chortled Bob.

But Caffyn dict not hold on. He did
not want any more paint. He bolted,
followed by a roar of laughter. What
Caffyn wanted just then was soap and
steamung hot water—and plenty of both.
Hea vanished.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Asking for More !

b HERRY I rapped Horace
Coker,
" Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said
Bob cheerily.

“Find that snipe, Callyo—"
“Ehl" :
“And give him a message from me,”

growled Coker.

Bob Cherry grinned. Coker, as usual,
spoke as one having authority, sayving
“do this,"” and he doeth it! Coker never
secmed to be able to get it into his head
that he couldn't give orders to Remove
fellows. Still, the Removifes wero
alwayas willing to give him instructions
on that pomnt.

“You can Bnd the little beast, as he's

in your Farm,” said Coler.
asily I agreed Bob.
«Tell Tjm——
“Bay please,” suggested Bob,
“What 1"
“8Boy please pretty!” 1
Coker of the Fifth did not say either

” tpiem& " or ‘'please pretty.” Instead
ot doing either he made a swipe at Bob,
who 'dodged
laughing.
ker was left breathing wrath.

It was a week since Aunt Judy’s visit
to Greyfriars, and now there had been
enother letter from Miss Coker—not
iptercepted this time by Caffvn.

It was rather curt, and showed that
Mies Judith was still displeased wilth her
dear Horace., Nevertheless, there wore
signs of melting in it. Probably Aunt
Judy eould not feel really angry with
her darling Horace for li’m . It was
clear that she had been thinking a good
deal about the matter.

Coker hadn't ]

Coker was sorry that his aunt had
gone off in & huff. He sincercly hoped
that she would get over it. And that
was all,

Football matters filled most of Coker's
thoughts now. Uwing {o tho disastrous
effects of his famous shot at Prout's
windew, he had not been able to show
the fellows what a wonderful footballer
he really was, Had he played in that

. and cut across the quad,
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pick-up, Coker wasz porsunaded that avon
an ass liko Blundu]Fa.ud a dununy like
Wingate would have been convineed thut
ho was the footballer they wanted for
Form and School.

But he hadn't Ip]a:re:d* s0 his wonderful
powers were still a secret, known only
to himself. Most of Coker’s spave tima
now was spent in trying to worry, jaw,
and bully-rag Blundell into giving him
a chance in another game. gﬂ- far, the
captain of the Fifth had proved deaf to
the voice of the charmer.

With important matters litke these on
his powerful mind, Coker really had no
time to bother sbout the vapavies of
Aunt Judy. He did not expect much
sense from women, anyway |

However, here was andther letter from
Miss Coker, in which she bado him tell
Edgar that she was coming on Saturday
afternoon. That she wrote to Coker,
and not to Cafiyn, was & sign that the
offending and obstreperous Horace still
Lield the brst place in her Lkind old heart.
But Coker did not think of that. fle
did not, in fact, think at all. He only
felt irritated at having to speak to the
Snipe, and determined that ho wouldn't !

8o he decided to tell some Remove kid
to tell him. And wrath gathered on his
manly brow as he stood and stared—or,
rather, glared—after the departing form
of Bob m’““ﬁ

He was debating whether to pursue
Bob across the quad and slaughter him,
as he richly deserved, when he sighted
Harry Wharton coming towards the
House. 3o, instead of pursuing Bob, he
called to the captain of the Remove,

“Here, Fnung Wharton 1

" ¥Yes, old Coker!” answered Harry,
coming to a halt,

Horace breathed hard. This, of
course, was cheek |- But he mana to
control his just wrath and speak civilly.
After all, he wanted his message taken
to Caffyu.

“The Snipe's in your study, I think,”
he =aud.

::Y-:'s," assented Harry.

Then you'll be secing him. Will vou
tell him that my Aunt Judith is coming
on_ Haturday afternoon?”

" Right-ho 1"

Having got that matter off his mind,
Coker went away to see Blundell, to
urge his claims on the captain of 1lie
Fifth for the umpteenth time.

Coker's brow was grim.

He was a fellow with a grievance, and
he was feeling sore about it. Last woeek
Blundell had consented to play Lim in
o pick-up, and Coker did not realize that
the captain of the Fifth had given way
mn a week moment of nature. His
view was that Blundell, for once, had

sense enough to see that ha was a
man who ought to be given a show.

That made it all the more exasperat-
ing to be refused another almw.p It
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wanted her to see him at it. And he
determined to put it very ]p!niul;.——wry
plaiuly indeed—to Blundell this time.

He found the captain of the Fifth ot
tea in his study, with Bland and IFite-
gevald. 'They werg talking footbell
when Coker came in. They stopped at
once. They did not want Coker to begin
on that topic.

* IHallo, Coker |
asked Blundell.
man 1"

He was not feavfully keen on having
Coker to ten. Still, he was guite willing
to give him tea, or anything else, oxcept
a place in Fifth Forin football,

ut Coker did not take a pew,

Dropped in to {ea?”
“Take a peow, old

*1 haven't comoe to tes,” hie saidd. =1
just wanted to ask you——-0
Elundell exchanged s glance of sor-

rowliul resignation with his friemds. He
knew what was coming now.

“I1f you've decided about the pick-up
to-tmorrow afternoon——"

“{M:, wves: that's settled.”

“I'mm playing?"

“Uml No.”

Coker kept his temper. It waz not
eary, but he dul. After the fuss Auwm
Judy had inade, making out that he was
quarrelsome, and all that, he did nm
want to pet into another scrap ju-r
before her next vizit. She had sctuslly
snid, in her last letter, that she hoped
that he had not been quarrelling auel
fighting again, and that she hoped sle
would not find hin with hiz face "dis-
figured, as before. Mindful of that,
Coker kept hiz temper.,

“Now, look here, Blundell,” he said,
with rearlly sdmirable calmness, 1 want
n chance to-morrow. My aunt’s coming,

as it hE:pPEﬂE. and I'd like lier {o see
me ‘Elay'mg' football.”
“The ago of miracles is pasl,” re-

marked Fitzgerald gravely,

-Blundell and Bland gave au in-
voluntary chuckle at that remark, and
Coker glared.

“¥ou shut up, Fritz{” he said. “T
haven’t come here to bang your silly
bead among Blundell's teacups—*
, “Faith, and it's lucky for
intirely !I” said Fitz,

“But I'll do it, fast enough, if you
want me to!* roaved Coker.

“Shut up, Fitz, old man I murmured
Blundell.  “Look here, Coker, I'in
sorry, and all that, but—I know youw're .
a trier, old chap, and—and if there was
anything to be dong—but—bit—-"

*1 should have played in the pickup
last week, but for that accident with
Prout’s window and my detention,”
zaid Coker, “and vou could have gat me
off that detention, too, if yuu‘go been
really keen. Give me s to show
rou to-morrow what I can do with a
oothall.”

“Hut you showed me last week,” said
Blundell.

(Continued on next page.)
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“T never played——" snapped Coker. looked much the same as usual, Coker,

*What do you mean "
“I mean- at FProut's
plained Blundell. :
Coker looked at him. The expression
on his face drew a chuckle from ‘Bland
and Fitzgerald. They could not help
it. Really, it was worth o guinca &
box. "
. Coker's eyes were gleaming. He
slenchied his big fista. Feaceable fellow
as he was—far, very far, from quarrel-
some—he was on tha verge of an erup-
tion ! . \
“You—you—you silly, cheeky ass ¥ he
roared. “That's the sort of silly cheek
you wera giving me in the changing-
rogin, when 1'd havo mu-pg:ed up tlya
lace with you if all the Iifth hadn’t
arged in, They ain’t here to protect
you now, George Blundell’
“I've & sork of an ides that I could
protect’ myself, at & pinch,” grinned
lundell, “Don’t play the giddy goat,

window,”™ ex-

Eﬂl{grl qit down and have a cup of
fea.

“ Am I playing to-morrow %

# And ﬁgmg lf:kghu-——“

#1¥os® or *No' ! roared Coker.

”Hﬂ I-H' ] ]

Coker boiled over. It was the limit—
past the himit. If ever a cheeky fellow
deserved to have his nose pulled, Blun-
dell did—in Coker's opinion, at lcast!
Red with wrath, Coker re%c:hm! fCrosa
the table, grabbed Bluadell's nose, and

lled it.
Pu‘”%h{é:'ﬂ 1" he snorted. “That will
show you—~>" ]

Coker got no further. Chairs flew,

the table rooked, and erockery secat-
tered as Blundell leaped to his feet and
lunged at Coker. Coker feared no foe.

a met the captain of the Fifth more
than half-way. - :

For five wild and whirling minntes
they tramped about the study, punching,
as if they mistook one another for
punchballs. Coker put his beef into 1it.
What DBlundell wanted was, Coker

thought, a dsshed good hidi’ng. and
Coker was going to give him one! It
was just er's ill-luck that it did not

work out like that. A dashed
hiding was delivered—but it was
Horace Cpker who was the recipient
thereof.

When Coker found himself srlarn.w]ing
in the passage outside Blundell’s study
he harcfly knew how. he had got there.
But he knew that one of his eyes was
closed, that his nose was streaming red,

and that he felt as if he had been under F

s traction-engine.

Potter and Greene, kindly forgetiul of
disagreements, came along and heiped
him to his own study. They leit a dis-
mantled wrock of Horace Coker in the
armchair there. It was half an hour
before Horace was able to crawl out
of that chair, and look, in the glass, at
the face he hed to show Aunt Judy on
the morrow!

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

One Lovely Black Eye!

T BAY, vou fellows, seen Coker?”
I chirruped Billy Bunter.

“Hsa, ha, ha!”

On Baturday morning every-
body scemed to have seen Coker—and to
bave been exhilarated by the sight.

- Had Coker been as shy ss the modest

violet, ho could: not possibly have

avoided being the cynosure of all eyes.
He struck the most casual eyal -
Thera waes no doubt that o *“dashed

good hiding * was one of those things

which it is more blessed to give than to

receive. Blundell, who had given it,
Tue Magwer Lisnsy.—No. 1,406.

who had received it, looked & horrid
pigture, .

He had done all he could to ¥epair
damages. Potter and Greene had kindly
helped. Mrs. Kebble, thoe House dame,
bad supplied a beefsteak for the
damaged eye. But it booted not, as o
poet would say.

That morning Coker had a black eye
as well as & swollen nose. Blundell was
sorey—really sorry. But, as he said in
the I'ifth, what was a fellow to dol
Coker had not only asked for it, but
insisted on having it.

_ Al that Blundell could do was to
intercede  with Prout, whose wratlh
fairly boiled over at tho sight of
Coker's sg:-ea.l:ing countenance., The
captain of the Fifth handsomely ex-

lained to Frout that there had been a

it of o tussle, in which he was as much
to blame as Coker. Blundell was too

reat a man for Prout to find fault with

im” if he could help it. So Prout did
nothing to Coker—beyond s glare or
two in the Form-room. -

Really, Coker did not need punish-
ment—he hed got encugh |
. Up and down Greyfriars that morn-
::l'.l.gi{ fellows asked one another: " Seen
Coker ¥ And the usual answpr was a
chuckle, a chortle, or a yell of laughter.
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Coker was worth seeing ! ]

At dinner that day every oyve in Hall
turned on Coker, sitting at the Fifth
table, with an eye that was as
as the sce of spades and a noss

or
h1n¥
tha¥ was ruddier than the cherry.
Caffyn, at the Remove table, grinned
rather like a gratified ome a8 ho
looked st him. Cafiyn felt that bis luck
WaE 1,

Avnmt Judy was coming that day!
Atn. Judy was getting more and more
fed-up with Coker's warlike proclivities,
his head-ttong obstreperousness, and his
qxarrelsomeness, Last time he had dis-
played a swollen nose to her inspection.
Now he had a swollen noss and & black
ove to diﬂﬁla]‘: What was Aunt Judy
geing to think of this?

Caflyn's pame at Greyfriavs was o
make all the trouble ho could for the
fellow he regarded as a rival for Aunt
Judith’'s money-baps, and he had suc-
cecded in making a grest deal. But,
really, it seemed hardly necessary for
the Snipe to exert his cunning. Coker
was doing his work for him !

When he had heard from Wharton
that Miss Coker was coming that day,
the Bnipe had turned over in his schemn-
ing mind the possibility of somehow. get-
ting Coker inte o row, all'ready for the
vieit. But Coker had saved him the

schemes. Coker, as i he wanted
oblige him, had played into his hand®

Prout, at the head of the Fifth Iorm
table, glared at Coéker with an angzy
and scorpful eye. Ilo disliked »
member of his Form showing up in
public like that, which was natural
cnough, And be did not believe that
Blundell would bhave given him such
damages if he could have aveided it
He was intenscly angry with Coker,

Coker rubbed alternately his eye and
his nose, He knew that Prout was
waxy, but he did not care. He had

ven up cxpecting any sense from
rout.

Neither was he thinking very much
about Aunt Judy's probable shock when
she saw that eye. The fact was that his
thoughts were still running on football—
8 much movo important matter.

After dinner Coker went to bathe his

eye again. It was rather painful, as
well as far from beautiful. Then he
went out inte the quad fo look for

Blundell. He still hoped to make
Blundell sce sense on tho subject of the
pick-u that afterncon. Hope springs
efernal in the humen breast.

“I say, you fellows, look at Coker's
eye " sguesked Billy Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"
“ And his nose! He, he, he'|*
Coker looked round the quad, Ha

could hardly sec with the eye that had
stopped one of Blundell's punches. But
he had still one eye, like Mars, to
threaten and command. With that eye
he spotted the captain of the Fifth, whe
was walking with Fitzgerald and Hilten
of his Form. He started towards him.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Coker's on the
warpath again I* murmured Bob Cherry.
“Keep your eye on Coker I

“The silly ass!” exclaimed HHarry
Wharton, “Doesn’t even Coker know
when he's had enough 1%

“Does he ever?” grinned Johnn
Bull. “Come cn, and let’s see Blundeill
bung up his other eye |

And the Yamous Five followed Coker,
to watch the entertainment. 8o did
ebout thirty other fellows. Everybody
was interested in Coker.

Blundell looked rather dimmayed as
Horace came striding up. He had
hoped that Coker ha enongh.

“Oh, here you are!™ said Coker. *1I
want to speak to vou, Blundell—about
tho pick-up this aftornoon.”

“Not that again [ implored Blundell.

“xive us a.rest, old man !* murmured
Fitzgerald of the Fifth.

“¥ou shut up, Fitz! Who asked you
to barge in?" sn Coker. ow,
look here, Blundell, I'm keen on play-
ing this afternoon for a lot of reasons.
You're a sportsman, I will say that for
you, and I'm sure you won't be nursing
a grudge because I whopped rFou
yostorday.”

“Eh

“It was a fair serap,” said Coker.
* Nothing to feel ratty about, if you got
a whoppimg {*

Hhm:fell blinked at him.

“Who—who—who got & whopping "
he stuttered.

“Eht* anawered Coker *“You did®

“0Oh erumbs I

“Ha, ha, ha I" came a yell.

Coker, n.ppuruntli. waa under the
impression that he had whopped Blun-
dell in that scrap in the study! Iow
even Coker could have got that impres-
sion was rather a mystery. But there
was no doubt thot Coker’s remarkable
intellect moved in mysterious ways its
wonders to perform,

Blundell grinned. The other follows

trouble of plotting plots and scheming velled. Coker stared round with his
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‘Coker was up again, and springing at Fitzgerald.
h ! The next moment Fitigerald was down. Coker,

into 1%

first, waited for him to get up again !

sound eye, apparently surprised by the
merriment eveked by his remarks.

“Well, ant I pla mﬁ?” he demanded.

“No I gas E?un ell, " You're not
playing, rﬁd man! If we were playing
ingrbles or hop-scotch, I'd stick you m
with pleasurel But football—no!”

Coker koitted his brows.

“You're asking for another thrash-
ing 1” he said derkly. "“It's a bit
sickening to see a fellow beariug &
grudge after getting licked in a fair
light. Wh&u ;ﬂu"m marked me pretty
freely, mn '‘m not grousing. Look
here, Blundoll—" "

“ Excuse me, I'd rather not] You're
not pretty to look at i said Blundell.

And ho walked away with bis friends,
laughing. ‘

Coker barely restrained himself from
following and strewing the gquad with
the captain of the Fifth. He glared
round at o grinning crowd ond stalked
away.

Thera was no football for Coker that
afternoon. But he went down to watch
the pick-op, and make sarcastic com-
ments on what he saw. Aunt Judy had
not asked him to meet her at the station
thiz time, which, considering the aspect
nf Colker's decorated countenance, waos
fortunate. He did not want to take that
striking countenance outside the school
walls. ] ,

He was still deep in footer, and sar-
castioc comments thereon, when Bob
Cherry came trotting up.

Y Uoker 17 called out Bob.

“Daon't bother 1" snapped Coker.

“You're wanted !

“Rot! If it's Prout, ho can wait!
I'm staying to sea the hnish of this
fmﬂmg——tt won't be a few minutes
now! Tell Prout I'm coming.”

“It’s not Prout——""

“Well, shut up " said Coker,

“Veu silly ass 1” roared Bob. “Your
aunt's come, and I've come to tell you,
vou howling fathead! Bhe's waiting at
the House to see you 1”

“{h 1" said Coker. 3

Ho had been so keen on watching the
Fifth-Form “ foozling * with a sardonic
ove that he had actually forgotten Aunt
Judy |

The pick-up was near the finish, but
Coker did not wait for the end now. Hoe
gtalked away to the House.

Miss Judith Coker was standing in
the doorway. Cafiyn wes with her, with
8 ruppressed grin on his face. 3

Ho watched the effect on Misa Judith
a0z Cloker dawned on her. Coker's red,
swollen nose showed to great advantage
in tho clear winter sunlight. His blaek
eye also showed up unconunonly well.

Miss Coker gazed and gazed and
gazed | Several fellows who were stand-
ing about exchanged glances, but with
carcful politeness did not smile. :

Tho amiable smile faded from Aunt
Judith's face. Her features becamo
frigid. [er cyes prew cold and stern.

* Horace 1"

“0Oh, here I am, aunty " saind Horace
chicerfully. *“I was at the footey—— I
say, auything the mwatter "

“"You have been fighting again,
Horace
“Eh! Oh! ¥Yest”

"Your face 18 dizgracelul—aleelutely
disgraceful ! You have a black eye '™

" Well, you seo—="

1 am Fcaiti to sea your Form-master,
Horace !” said Miss Coker coldly. I
will spenk to you after I have seen Mr.
H%pn:mt. Take meo to AMMr. Sprout,

Ldgar

* Odds on Coker !** sald Vernon-Smith.
g o for breath, his second eye as black as his
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‘‘ He's puiting tons of beel

“Thiz way, Aunt Judy 1” said Caffyn.
“But—but [ say—" stammered

Coker. *Hold on o minute] I say—*
But Aunt Judy was gome.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Two Lovely Black Eyes!
H&RR? WHARTON amiled.

He was spoaking to & fellow
in the anging-room  and
standing in the deorway of that

apartment when Coker of the Fifth
catne dreifting along.

The Fifth-Form pick-up was over, and
the senlors were 1 tha room, changing
after the game. There was a buzz of
chiesry voices.

Coker was. drifting sbout—killing
tinie while he waited to sco Aunt Judy.
She was with Prout now, and Coker
could guess the sort of rot that that old
as3 wos talking to herl

It was very irritating and disconcert-
ing. He knew that Prout was fed-up
with him, and even Aunt Judy head
looked rather fed-up at the sight of that
lovely black eyel It loaked as if Mliss
Judith would boe geing off in a huff
again, and Coker was worried,

Harry Wharton's amile was involun-
tary—really, a fellow could bardly help
smitling at the sight of Coker'a eye and
nose I Such an eye and nose might have
made & stone imago smiles,

Eut Coker, ss ho spotted the mmile
with his sound eye, frowned darkly.
1{:&. at least, could see nothing to smile
o i

He made o stride towards the captain
of the Remove. 406
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"Whlﬂ-
inguired. * : i

‘harton immediately ceased to emile.
He was o considersto fellow, and he con-
sidered that Coker had trouble enough
on hand without any more from the
Remove,

“No, thanks, Coker!® he answered,
quite meekly.

“Well, don't
Coker.

There was a burst of laughter from
the changing-room, Cokor turned in
that diFrmtJ{iln. ond Btﬂi',rﬁﬂ into thﬁﬂ&&ar;
way. For the moment he suppose a
it was his black eye that caused the
ountburst. .

But it was not that. The fellows in
tha changing-room were not looking in
lris ﬂti]ractinn. and did not know that he
was there. :

Tt was Fitzgerald of the Fifth who had
i:q.uﬁ&d the i’iﬁarrhn::ut.. Coker stared at
M.

Fitzgerald's woico came through the

laughter.

“The jolly old sketeh is with I'rout
now! I saw her through his window.
Believe meo, some sketch | Mid-Victorian
bonnct, umbrells, and all1l Might have
stepped right out of a nineteenth
ecntury number of Punch ¥

Cloker's face flamed. .

Tho look on his face was so alarming
that Harry Wharton caught him by the
arni.

Coker shook off his hand and strode
into the changing-reom, Fitzgerald, un-
aware for the moment of his approach,
was going on:

“That terrific old frump——'

He Lecame awaro of Coker's presence
before he got further.

Smack !

Fitzperald of the Tilth staggered,
almost on_his beam-enids, as he reccived
that thundering smack on the side of the

head.

- Bmack ! ; .

The  next ‘moment another terrvifie
smack on the other side righted him
again. .

“Phwat the—" gasped Fitzgerald.

Coker glared at hum.

“¥ou cheeky .- rotter i b bawled.
*“That's my aunt you're spesking of, 1s
it? Why, L1l smash youl”

“Hold on, Fritz!” shoyted Blundcil,
n3 Fitzgerald leaped at Coker.

But it was uscless to tell the enraged
Fitz to hold onl His hoad had hecn
smacked—twice ! Certainly he wounld
never bhave dreamed of “puying”
Cokor’s aunt had ho dreamed that
Coker was within hearing. But a
smacked head was a sinscked head 1 It
is said that the man who struck O'Hara
was found afterwards in & state of rags
and bones. And the man who smacked
Fitzgerald was likely to, be found in
the same state.

ara vou grinning ot?” he

“Want a thick eari”

snigger " grunted

T

“Btop them 17

“Drag ‘em upnrt I*

*Great pip ¥’ .

Holding them, stopping them, drag-
ging them apart, was g sheor impos-
sibility., Coker and Fitzgerald were
both going too strong for that.

Hammer-and-tongs they went, tramp-
ing up and down the changing-room.
barging fellows out of the wey, knock-
ing things right and loft, and punch-
ing one another with frantio cnergy.

ho fight in Blundell’'s study was a
meras nothing to this—it was as moon-
light unto sunlight, as water wunto
Wine.

This was somo fight !

The TFifth Form men, half changed
after foothall, looked on in dismay and
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consternation. A erowd pathered at the
doorway.

“Man down!” yelled Tonple of the
Fourth.

Coker crashed, .

Fitzgorald's fist had landed fairly in
hia sound aye. It swept Coker right over.

sprawled, Ho blinked now with

baoth instead of onel Fitz panted.
But he hLad only time to pant oneo
before Coler was up again, and, spring-

ing at him, bammer-and-tongs onece
niora |

“By gum, that's o fight!” said
Ve;'ngn-ﬂmitﬁ. * “0dds on Coker! He's

E;:tting tons of beef into it. He can't
x, but he does some damage when he
does land ono I*

“Lots]” grinned Bob Cherry.

“The lotfulness is tervifie [

Crash | i

Fitegorald was down this time,

ker, gurgling for breath, his second
eye a8 black as his first, waited for him
to get up again.

itz struggloed 13)6 YWhon Coker got
ono home, as the Bounder remarked, it
did & lot of damage. Thers was plenty
of beof behind it.
tha beekbone, struggled up to carvy on,
but he could havdly get on his feet after
that tremendous drive.

And when he on them, Blundell
and Bland rushed on him, and dragged
hiim back. This was thewr first chanee
to mtervene.

“* Htop 1” shouted Blundell,

“Bure he smacked me head ™ gelled

i
“I'll smack it, too, if you don’t shut
upl” roared Blundell, “Keep quiet,

vou mad ass! Push that aszs Coker out,

you men!™

A crowd of Fifth JFoim mmen were
between 1he combatanis now, Neither
of them scemed to think that he had
had enough; but, judging by their
lacks, both of them had, and a little
aver.

Caffyn came down the passage to the

doorway.
o Colcor here®™ he asked.
“Ha, ha' Yos"

“I thought he might be—I heard a
fearful row’ going on,” said Caffyu,
He logked inte the changing-room, and
foirly jumped at the sight of Coker.
“Oh crikey! Oh crumbs! 1 say,
Horace——" .

“Don't Horace me. yon smipe ™
“Aunt Judy's waiting for i'uu! She's

just come ont from Prout! say, sha's
waiting to ses youn——" .
“If you've had enouzrh, Fitz-

gerald—" snorted Coker.

“Ilo's had enough—get out, Coker!”
gasped Blundell.

“Sure I haven't—ho smacked me
hoad-—" howled Fitzgerald.

“Shut ap ™

“Sure he smacked me head—"'

“I’ll ermack it again if you eheek my
agunt " gaid Coker, and he tralmped out
of the echanging-room, leaving Fitz-
gerald wriggling in the grasp of five or
six Fifth Form men,

Cafivn watched him go,

Afiss Judith was waiting for Coker in
tha hall. A3 he came into her viow,
Aunt Judy gave & jump. It was not
merely a start; it was a jump.

She pnzed at Horace, scarcely able
to belicve her eyes.

Sha had had a long tall with Proutk
She had heard from Prout {hat Horaeo
was the mest troublesome, quarrelsome
and ungovernable boy in the school,
She had geem him with ons block eve
already. Now she saw him with two!

Even while she liad been talking to
Prout, Horace had been fighting again
—and now he loomeod up before her,
looking like a havecked prize-lighter.

rinning.

Fitzgerald, game to 50

Tt was too much! It was the limikd
It was the finisht

“Horace! Don'y speak to me—dome
como near me! I nm ashamed of youf
You ghould L nshamed of yourself [™
Aunt Judy almost shricked.

“I—~]—" Coker blinked nt bher
-:.!fiIzml:ir” with two lovely black cyes.

“*Not a word ¥

Before a score of fellows Aunt Judy
tarned hoer back on Ilorace Coker, and
walked out of tho Iouse. Bhe stepped
into the waiting taxi, and shot out of
the gates. She was pgone, and Horace
Coker stared blankly after the vanished
taxi, with two eyes that were both as
black as the ace of spades,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton Takes a Hand !

i U worm!” mullered Harry
Wharton,
Ho spoke 1o Caflvn,

The Snipe of the Remove
was grinning from car to ear. He wos
pleased, so cnovmously bucked by
what had happened that he quite forgot
his uaual cunning, and all that he was
thinking showed in his gleeful, grin.
ning face,

Coker had done it now. And he had
done it himself. No doubt Caffyn,
with the assistonce of Mr. Barle, had
started the ball rolling, as it were. But
Prubab they never could have
"dished ” Horace, without Ilorace’s
own assietance. Eo had givon it in full
MmMeasura, e

Aunt Judy had not merely pone off in o
huff this time. She had gone off decply,
bitterly angry end indignant. Coler's
concuct could only be attributed to an
uwttor  disregavd for her opinions,
thoughts, and feclings—so far as Aunt
Judy could sec. Shocked as sho was by
bis black cye, she had tricd to find
something 1o say in his delence to
Prout, Leaving Prout, sho found
Horace with not one, but two black
oyves, That did it!

Caffyn chuckled aloud.

Coker had gone in to bathe lis face.
It necded it. He waos both puzzled and
dismayed by Aunt Judith’s action, But
he was very far from realising how
serious the result might be for him.
Horace had never given o thought to
Aunt Judy's money, ond he wns not
likely to begin now, with two black eyes
to attend to.

“You worm!” repeated Wharton, his
eyes gleaming at the Snipe, * Coker
may be tho bigpest fool going, but he's
worth a hundred of you, at any rate.”

Caffyn laughed, and went imlo the
House.

Harry Wharton stood with a rather
troubled wrinkle on his brow. After a
minute's thought he started at &8 trot
for the bike-shed.

He knew o little, and suszpocted n
good deal, of Caffyn's scheming apainst
the fathend of the Ififth. Coker had
fairly played into the schemer's hands,
Nothi could have happened better,
from the Bnipe’s point of viow.

But Wharton knew what Miss Judith
certainly did not, why Coker had
Ebitched into Fitz in the changing-room.
Ie wondered whother it would malkeo
any difference if Aunt Judy knew.

Io was going to see, anyhow,

Ha ran his bike out, mounted, and
pedalled away for Courtfield on the
track of Miss Coler's taxi.

Ii he could catch Aunt Judy before
she got to the station, he was going to
explain to her. It mipht do Cokep
some good.

Ie drove at the pedals and the bike

(Continwcd on page 28.)



EXCITING ADVENTURES IN THE “ GOOD OLD DAYS ™ !

WHAT'S CONE BEFORE.

Following the news
that Prince Charles
FEdward, the Young
Pretender, has landed
in Scotland and is mak-
ing for Lowmlon, Jack
Fenmard and Dilly Jepp,
fico boy chums, jein
the Dragoons as gentic-
ren volunicers., They
are trapped by o vebol
pack under the com-
minmnd of Lord Trivming-
fiant, bGut manage fo
escape, thanks to Cap-
falne Crimason, & iys-
ferious  Righroughinan,
from whony the rebel leader
hae flilched his ditle. The
rebels are badiy cut up, amd
arriong the isoners fafcewn
wre the local squire onl Lennard’s
uncle, both of whorn Captain Crinson
gaves from the scapfold. Follawing
this, Captain Crimaon comes intlo lix
oictt as  Cheistopher, Sccond Eoel
of Trimingham.

{Nowe read on.)

The Unclaimed Reward !
THE town constable of Widewater,

who had just posted a printod

notica on tha wall of thoe Black

Boar, stepped back a paco to
examine his bandiwork and read it over
half-aloud.

*£1,000 Reward to any who shall dis-
cover the present whereabouts aof
Lancelot Dashwood, of Dashwood Iiall,
in the County of Essex, lately in arma
against the Crown, who on Monday last
brake gaol from his Majesty’s Prison of
Newgate and is believed to be making
hia way fo the coast. CUed save the
King."

“ Ay, and God save our poor squire,
say I, for a better-hearted, freer-handed
geotleman nover lived I muttered tho
constable, gathering up his  tools.
“ Hang me, if I don’t drink a bottle of
ale to his escape!” 8o saying the good
fellow vanished into the mmn,

Jack Lennard, gay in his ecarlet-and--

vellow regimentals, and enjoying every
moment of his lirst leave, sat at break-
fast with his parents, in the sunuy
morning-room over the way, recounting
the story of Cobham’s brave stand at
Falkirk for the tenth time, when his
father canght sight of the white placard.

“What's that thing Catchpole has been
putting up yonder i he said. "My old
eyes con  only moke out *£1,000
Reward ' from here.  Step over, boy,
and bring us tho news™ :

“1 ¢an read it, father,” smiled the
young dragoon. But hiz face clouded as
he did o, and he drew back from the
window, adding (}ulc}:l;.r: “Thera's our
old enemy Dan Hickerman, the Exeise-
afficer! Unele Donald amd the equire
must be warned at onege, for Hicky's
sura to mako himself busy !®

“*Pis only what I have been expect-
ing,” frowned Dr. Lennard, and Jack’s
mother lifted her mittencd hands.

“Did I not implore your Unelns

Donald and poor AMr. Dathwood {o take

shelter with us 7™ she moaned,  * Dash-
wood IIall is the very first place that
will be scarched 1

“ Do not distress yoursclf, dear,” said
Jack, kissing his mngther tenderly. * L'l
get Billy to saddle a couple of nags and
we'll ba there before anyone else. All
the same, I wish they'd have hidden
here, or mn the Abbey Farm with BMr,
Faleon.”

“Hum! We shall find Mr. Falcon
lxidin%' in his own vaults one of these
davs,” said Dr. Lemmard dryly. *'1
didn’t tell you that he turned out to be
a Jacohita after all, Jack, in spite of the
loyal toasis we drank together.”

“Alr. Faleon a rebel, sir?”

“Yes, He took himself off without
any farewells, a few days before the
Pretender reached Derby, the  old
rascal. But 1 miss our games of chess
for all that. O with youw, Jack, for
there goes Hickerman, townwards, at a
great pace, doubtless to get his fellows
together! The soconer you're at Dash-
wood Hall the better—and a tave
wilderness you'll find it. Tell Uncle Don
and the squire to come here through the
meadows at once. I'll set the door open
in the kitehen gardeon 1

Billy Jepp was reading the notice as
Jack ‘1:|-i1mc$j him, and the two redeonts
alar!ed’ into the stabla yard, from which
they trotted forth in five minutes, taking
the way to Long Lane, where the clms
hiding them, they put their mounts to
a gallap.

73 1Ii¢TE5r']1 be the best part of an hour,”
said Billy, as they pulled up at the gate
where the nettles were nearly man-high.
“ Egad, ill weeds grow nﬁzwu, Jack, but
iliey show which way the H’mr squire
returned to his own housc. We'd better
tie the horses up here”

A forest of white sheeps' parsley and
red  dock  spread  everywhere,  and
through the tangled prowth was a
narrow path whera the fugitives had
forced a passage to the portice of the
MANsion. ,

As Jack dismounted, he pointed to
another, and, & wider, track, ]

“TLaok! A horseman has ridden in
and eout again, and not so long ago,

B

MORTON
PIKE.

cither,” he eried. “Ilave they searched
the place already

The preat door of the mansion waa
unlocked, but though they opened it and
wluzrled, softly at first, there was no
ANSWOT,

I'hen they called their own namces
aloud, and the duoll echoes mocked them.

I don't liko this,” whispered Jack.
*Bomething's happened. Wait heve o
shoanent

He stole neross the silent hall, remem-
Liering & sliding panel in 8 room on
tho right. But before he had taken
three strides he stopped, for the sun
streaming on tho threshold rovealed the
thick corpet of dust without gign or
vestige of a foot-print.

No one had entered that room, nor
had the grest staircase been wused for
months. s T

Turning to the opposite side of the
Iall whera another deor stood wide,
Jack peoped into what had been tho
rquire’s favourite sanctum, a little wain-
scotted chomber, the walls -of which
wore coverad with gun-racks, foxes’
magks, and fishing-rods.

“The mystery deepens,” he said, re-
turning to Billy. *“The gun-room there
is the only room they've used. Tho sofa
and the big srmchair have both been
slept in, There are two candles burnt
down to their sockets, and & broken
tobaoco _pipe on the rug. Whoover i
was that stayed there, they've gone
pow, old man. Where they’ve gone, and
why, I cannot say.”

The twoe chums went slowly back fo
their horscs at the gates very puzzled,
and then followed the track of the um-
known rider through the flowering
grasscs. Tha track brought them out on
tho river bank where it ended among
the lhoof-prints of a bridle-road.

“We've drawn blank, Jack,” said
Billy. “And yonder come Hickerman
and hiz six riiiﬂg-ﬂﬂicera, crossing the
bridee at the lock.
findd us nosing round the hall.
o e donet™

“1lape for the best, and sco what the
docior says,” was Jack's disconsolate
reply.  “Oh, ass that I am—I'vo only
just  remembered that the back of ‘the
wun-room fireplace opens hike a door and
leads inte the underground possage
eonting out at ths woll-head in the park
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over there! That's where they're hiding

all the time !
said Billy.

“Too late now, m;rwni." ;
“Hickerman will haunt the place like a

family ghost when he seces they've been
there, But after dark to-might we'll try
the well-head.”

He led the way to Long Lane while
Hickerman's men were still hidden by
the tall poplars.

“ 8o you did not find them, after all #*
was Dr. Lennard’s greeting, az Jack
walked into his father's tiny surgery,
fecling hoartily eshamed at his own
bungling.

“{nite true, sir, but how do you
Lngw® :

' lecause they are both here—in the
dining-room with ]:-'-nur mother, my boy;
and here they will remain until the first
lugger arrives te-night,” smiled Dr.
Lennard, with a twinkling eye. * It
matters not whether it be old Ben Quy,
or young Roke, or even if if takes my
last. guinea, Jack; [rance is the best
place for Jacobites, and we've had
cnough of them in Widewater to last &
lifetime.”

Jack left the doctor vigorously shaking
the contents of a physic bottle, and the
next winute he was elasping Unecle Don
with one hand, and Bquire Dashwood
with the other.

“Tell me.” he oried, 'who was the
rider whlo warned  you this morning "

“Wiio else, but my remarkeble cousin,
¢ Captain Crimson,’ ] _
who had already exchanged his clerical
garb for a suit of Dr. Lennard’s. “The
cleverest, largost-hearted man in the
kKingdom I ance Dashwood’z voice
shook as ho reealled all he owed to him.
“Kit Dugdale has been everything in
turn—a brilliant soldier, a fine actor, a
horseman for whose equal one might
gcarch Europe in vain, and to crown all
elsn, the rogue, 8 highwayman whose ex-

loits kept Widewsater awake o' nights

or long eoough, as we all know to our

cosk. hen, pext week, he takes his
seat in the House of Peers, England will
have reason to be proud of my Lord
Trimingham! Alas, T shall not be heore
to eee his triumphs, but Heaven help
that scoundre! Marmaduke, should we
ever meet 1o exile !

“And where i8 the earl now?”
questioned Jack eagerly “He told us
we should ses him to-day *

The equire and Uncle Don exchanged
a covert wink, and both laughed.

“YVau will see him all in iuud time,”
said Jack’s uncle “He spoke of some
business he had to settle. I rather fancy
he wants to shake off all the remains of
the old chrysalis before he comes out
as the perfect butterfiy, Jack. And, by
the way, his lordship has taken a room
et the Black Boar.” i

1f, beneath their tone of light-hearted
banter, there was an under note of deep
sadness, it was not to be wondered at;
for both those men in the prime end
vigour of life, had sipked their all on a
bad cause and lost: and every tick of
the tall clock in the corner marked off
another minute nearer to the hour of
departura.

During the sftornoon, when the tide
was making fast, the two dragoons had
gone to the trim cotlage overlooking
the broad river, where Billy’'s prett
sister Nancy, sinee her marviage wit
young Smuggler Boke, lived so happily.

“He'll be at his moorings in day-
light, Nancy, and we can meet him at
the Point,” Jack had said, when they
had taken her into their confidence.

ran alon

* laughed the squire,
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“Will you mind very much if he puta
about after only an hour ashore”

“Tom and [ would do mora than that
for Mr. Dashwood, r gontleman,”
Nancy had said hraTBEﬁO

Wherein she was right; for when the
gaide, with the trim lugger still
under way, Tom Roke declared, with a
round n:ratfl, that :

“He'd land him at the foot of tho
North Pole if only the equire wers in
ilie mind to climb 161"

Zo the moment came at last, and Mrs.
Lennard bore up stoutly.

“Have no fear for mo, dearest of
sisters,” said Uncle Don. *1 am but
rveturning to my old regiment in France.
And a thousand thanks for your kind-
ness to a scapegraco 17

“Heaven bless you, Lennard I said
the equire, wringing the doctor's hand.
“And you, too, madam! There rre
some things one can never forget.”

The squire and Unele on  then
walked very calmly out into the sunset
and through the Black Boar yard.

They might have been two gontlemen
upon their evening stroll; but Lancelot
Dashwood's heart was very full as he
bade farewoll t& the ecenes he had
Eunown all his life, And when old man
Jepp appenred at the side door with a
brimming goblet in each trembling
hand they drank in silence more
eloquent than words,

By the timo they came to the river
bank, where the young dragoons were
waiting, the squire had pulled himsell
to r, and he stepped into the bosat

with a laugh.

“Cheer up, boyal” he whisparad.
“After all, "tis better than Newgate—
thenks to you both, and one you wot
of—eh? And my duty to Dan Hicker-
men when you see him, Jack, Don't
forget that [

Exit Hickerman !

L O vou know, Jack, that fellow
Hickerman has been at Dash-
wood Hall ever sineo this
morning, trying to find the

BUIre’ 8 hiu:]i1I;;;*-f.hln.u:-nl?r ind ha vows

he'll stay there until he does,” said

Billy Jepp. *“I've just seen one of his

men, who says they've knocked the old

lace about to s pretty tune without
giam?arin one of the secret Egasu.gﬂa

50 Ea.r= and he's poing to spend the night

there”

“Oh, iz he?"” said Jack, as a bright
idea struck him. * Wants that thousand
pounds reward, I suppose. What do
vou say, Billy—let's give him the shock
of his life? If ho doesn’'t know the
sliding panels, wo do. I've heard Hicky
vow ﬁmt— only fools believe in ghosts,
and you know the hsll is said to be
haunted. We'vae only got to get in by
tha well-head in the gark with o couple
of dark lanterns and make the ghosts
walk.”

“"Exactly w‘ha,tﬁ
lnughed Billy,
cver groani” ]

The pair exchanged a quick look.

“They shall to-night, old man, Ours
must bo no ordinary common spectres.
We'll raise every hair on Hickerman’s
head, and teach him not to :,:rla:r ducksa
and drakes with other people's property
before we've done with him. ome
along; it'll be pitch-biack in less than
an hour. By tho way, who is that very
superior person  lounging asbout the
]}:Pus‘? as if the Black Boar belonged to

im ¥

“The Earl of Trimingham’s man-

had in my mind 1"
y the woy, do ghosts

servant,” emiled Billy, as he tock down
the lanterns in the harness-room, “Ha
save his lordship will arrive about ten
o' the clock, so we must be back hers
in fime to welcoma our old friend
Captain Crimson 1n_his new guise. If
we don’t eucceed in sending Master
Hickerman packing, I warrant me the
earl will, for Dashwood Hall will belong
to him now the poor squire's gone.”

L) - [ ] d [ |.

Daniel Hickerman, his Majests's
oflicer of Kxciso at Widewater, rubbed
his blue chin angrily and frowned.

Before him were quile a number of
slrange objects not usually to be found
on a gentleman's diming table; for he
had scnt one or other of his men into
the town several times on  various
errands. Hence the bunch of mould
candles there, the heavy mallet and 1ron
crowbar, and the hunk of bread and
cheesa. Choek by jowl with these was
o brace of 'his own pistols, loaded
and cocked, & ipmrder horn, .nd a

uare bottle of intoxicating liguor,
which he drank to soothe his growing

disa{ggnintmeph
“Ods  bodikinal The thing's a
mystery, but solve it I will1” he

rowled, pressing the tobacco down in

iz pipa-bow] with a horny finger. “The
rascal's somewhere under this roof, I
*swear—and I'll have him, if it talcs
me a week |

Hickerman had token up a post from
which he could sce meross the entrance
hall ints the gun-room. As he weitoed
haour after hour the moon rose above
the tree-tops.

Even accustomed as he waa to long,
fruitless vigils on the banks of the tidal
river in his vein attempta to catch.the
beld emugylers red-handed, he began to
feal the strain of that silent watch in
the ancient hall, and his onslaughts on
the square Lottle became more and mors
frequant.

After a while, when he had set =»
lighted caadle behind the door, opened
one of the barred shutters and the case-
ment with it to let in the moonlight, he
placed a padded chair beside the table,
sottled himself in it with & fresh pipe.
and glued his eyes on the cupboard on
the orposite eide of the hall

Threa times he raised the bottle fo
his lips, and by degrees the brass knob
on the eupboard door which shone like
z golden star ns & moonheam played
sbout it hegan to grow indistinet and
blurred; then the man's head nodded
saveral times until the square chin rezted
at last on the broad chest. and at the
end of half an hour Daniel Hickerman
wae sleeping peacefully.

Jome mice, nibbling st the cheese on
tho table, jumped suddenly down. and
scnrried away without any apparent
renson. Then a full-length portrait of
ane of the Dashwood family moved i
its place on the panelling, and Jack
Lennard’s face peeped round the edge of
the frame, where it remained motion-
lesa for a while, locking intently £t the
Excise-oflicer. :

After a long pause & covert grin
spread over the face, and as the openin
grow wider, and the white worste
aiguillette on his right shoulder camo
into view, Jack stepped across the dusty
flaor without meking s sound, and stood
behind the sleeper, whom he ecould have
easily  touched, "had that been his
1mtention. . _

Insteacd, he picked wp the loaded
pistols, one after the othor, opened the
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pans with great caution, blew oui the
powder with which thoy were charged,
and, replacing them on the table, took
up the priming-flask,

Pausing again, Jack bent down,
stretched out & long arm in front of the
sleeper, and deliberately laid a trail of
g:unp-:-wder, beginning at Hickerman's
eet, and stepping backwards until he
had emptied the fiask at the opening in
the quE which clozed behind him again
as he disappeared.

Presently—but this time it was from
the fireplaca in the gun-rogom—two
heads peered across the moonlit hall at
the sleeper, and Jack and Biliy held a
consultation, interrupted by subdued
merriment, which they found very diffi-
cult to repress.

“Give me time to get back, and I'll
start the bhall rolling,” whispered Jack.
“IWe'll soon see whether Hicky believes
i ghosts 1™

“Huppose he doesn’t wake?” breathed
Billv. “How then #*

“We'llk wake bhim vight enough™
chuckled Jack. “1 only wish the poor
squure could have been here to see it!
It'll be something to tell Captain
Crimsan, anyvhow ™ -

The best-hated man in that smuggling
fraternity of Widewater was snormg
now, and a elond drified over the face
of the moon as a hollow groan broke
the silence of the deserted house,

The snores ceased. but Hickerman still
=at lutddled in the chair, his eves open-
-, and his bemused sensez telling him
that there had been a noise somewhere.

Long habit had given Hickerman a
well-trained ear. but the man had
fuddled himeelf with drink, ond noizes
are difficult to locate when one i3 sud-
denly aroused.

For & few seconds he wondered where
Iic was, and why he was there, DBut as
it dawned upon him. he grew wide
awake, and, stealing a hand along the
table-top, grasped one of lhis pistols,
while he listened intently.

Then Billy groaned, and the man's
eves focnsed aeross space to the gun-
roant.

“1a. the cupboard!™ he eried. I
was right ™

Hiz head jerked round, however, as
another groan came out of the darkness
Belvind him.

“Lawks-a-mussy ! There's more than
ona of them ™ he muttered, seccuring the
second pistol. But this time two fearful
thricks roze in Dloodewrdling chorus
from front and rear. and the startled
man sprang to his fect.

“Blood and ‘ounds! What's that?
Who ore yo?" he shouted hoarsely,

The answer wasz a blinding facsh of
light that ran across the floor to end at
the spot where Hickerman stood in a
puff of white smoke aud the pungent
smell of gunpowder,

“Come on, ve dogs!” velled Hicker-
man, now thoroughly alarmed.

He fired at random into the dorkness
that followed the glare.

The flint-locks snapped. but there was
no report, and as DBilly chose that
moment to let loose an appalling howl,
like the wail of & soul in mortal agony,
the terrified man let the pistols fall,
drew tho curved hanger from his belt,
and sprang for the door.

“The place is haunted ! he gasped,
coming to & dead stop and facing the
open window with a wild cory.

A commanding voice had rasped out:

f“5tand ! and the lantern he had set
behind the door shone on the bright
stee]l barrel of a long pistol which sone-
thing instinctively told Daniel Hicker-
man would not miss fire!

The lantern showed him something
else that fairly made his lair stanc
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Jack Lennard ra.id his hat as the boat unta[nlng Uncle Don a

e e S
nd Squire Dashwood

rocked away [rom the landing=stage.

on end, and sent his life blood down
into Itis Loots, for the speaker, who was
on horseback, wore a rod velvet mask !

“2ink me! You are Captain Crim-
son ! he faltered. .

Jack, sharing the man’s astonishment,
thoueh not his terror, listened in great
lmwiﬁ!dﬂrmnnt. from hizs hiding-place.

“I am Captain Crimson, as folk call
me,” said the veolce bencath the mask.
“But do not be tempted on that account
te lift that silver whistle to your lips,
Those six fellows of vours are sleeping
soundly in the stables over there, and
even if they came, it would only be to
find that & dead man had summoned
them! I have something for your ear
alone, ¥ou had best listen to it, Master
Hickerman !

The Excise-officer, unncrved by thoso
recont happenings, let his left hand fall
to hiz side.

“That's better. Fool that you are, I
sec there are limits even to your folly,”
said the highwayman, still keeping his
man covered, “Do you know, Hicker-
man, though they count me no eoward,
vou are & praver man than I?"

“What do you mean?” asked Hicker-
man, after B pausa.

“That this house iz haunted by the
spirits of dead Dashwoods, and T would
not come here after nightfall, even for
& thousand pounds,” said Captain
Crimson, throwing quite an uncanny
ring inte his wonderful veice,

At the same moment, Billy Jepp, who
could not zoe what was going on, sent a
heartrending moan welling up from the
Eun-room. :

“There, did vou hear thai?"” said the
highwayman, *“Spectres and warlocks
hold their wicked revels hore”

Hickerman, a bloodshet eye on the
pistol, licked his dry lips.

“T'll be glad to get out of W, he
mumbled sulkily, “Though,” he added,
rendered a litlle braver by the presence
of another human being, “mayhe "tis all
ﬂﬁn& to scare me by the rebels huding

['!'I'[L”

The other man lavghed behind the
velvet mmask.

“You've wrong, Hickerman—you'ro
always wrong,” he said, with a sneer.
“¥ou came to this place months ago,
full of fire and brimstone, ond what
Iave you done? You were going to lay
Ben Quy and Tom Roke Ly the hegls—
no free trader could live where you
were, Wind, 1dle wind! Not s
smuggler have you caught, although you
had a troop of Dragoons to help you,
and, stap my vitals, you make no beiter
fist ot rebel hunting.

*Listen, for this i3 what I came to
tell  you! Yeur thousand pounds
vanished at sunset to-day, when young
Roke put off again wiﬂtput !:l:.'l.‘:nppiug
his hook, and carried Squire Dashwoo
with him. Neo bleod money for vou,
Danicl  IHickerman, asnd to-morrow
Widewater shall ring with it! I pro-
mis¢ you will be the lavnghingstock of
man, woman, and child !’

Y ¥oonds, siv "™ erted the Exeise-
oflicer, with something like a sob, "Iz
that the truth ye're telling me ?*

“The honest truth, to which will be
added another—that Daniel Hickerman
met Captain Crimson face to face, and
let him escape, though there were not
thres paces between them !?

The report of the pistol, as the high-
wavinan aimed for the lantern, made
the man jump back, and the gallop of
departing hoofs mingled with the shouts
from the startled men in the stablea.

“"Yo sknlking knaves! This comes of
leaving your posts!™ Bellowed Hicker-
man, in his best style, pl:nintinﬁ ta. the
etk on the window-frame he had ju#t
mflicted with his hanger. “An inch
noaver, and I would have elain the
villain '

But that was Dan Hickerman's last
snarl, for Captain Crimson’s wards hod
sunk deep.

When morning came, the blustering
bully deparied with his earthly belong-
ings crammed into a couple of saddle-
lhags, and Widewater saw him no more.

(Dow't miss the concluding ehapters of
thiz grand adeeniure slory n néxt
week's MAGRET.)
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DOWN ON HIS LUCRK!

(Continued from page 24.)

#1irir few. He crowsed the road over
Clourtfeld Commen, as if he were on the
racing irack. )

Iie sighted the taxi, half-way to the
EITR "ﬁ'ith a finnl borst of speed ho
racedd on. passed i, and waved to the
aviver {o &fo),

The taxi halied, and Wharton jampe:d
off hiz Like and ran to the door.

Mizs Judith Coker staved at lin.

Her face was seb and hard, Tt had
lost all itz kindbness. Ewvidently she
was deoply incensed with ler onee-be-
foved Horace. :

“Aiss  Coler!™ gasped  Wharten
Lreathiessly. >

“What 1z it little boy ¥ asked Aunt

Judy.

o f—'.[ eame after von,” panted the
captain of the Remeove. * I—=I wanted
ta tell veu—about Coker——"

Miz Judith Leld up a haml,

“1 wizsh to hear nothing
Horace,” she satd.

“I haven't eome from Coker—1 cama

from

on my own,” oxplained Havex. 1
thonght von ought to know——""

“No  more!  =aid Diss  Coker
saverelv, ' Hovace has chosen fo treat
me with  disregard—with  contempt.
Most insnlting. refuse to lwnr oue
word At

CIE wvon knew why he got inio that
zera " ogasped Iavey,

“ iz quarrelsome temper,” said M-
Judith,  “A bheadstreng, quarrelseme,
averbearing Loy, His leadmaster, hi-
Form-master have saud so. v, Sarle
lias told e zo continually, Edear has=
complained of it. I have refused 10
listen. And now, almost in my very
prespicp-—"

“He pitehed imto o chap—'

Y Eay no more !

¥ Beoausp——"

Y Let my driver procecd. please.”

“Pecause the chap =aid sometling
abour you. Ing am—-—"

* What ™ ;

“He didn't mean anything  rveally,
he's o good fellow, Dut he did sax
somcthing that sounded disrespectful,”
spid Harry., “Coker went for him——"

Misa Judith stared. She blinked.

“What—what do xyon  mean, lithe
boy " sho exclaimed. “'Do you mean
that Hovage—-""

“Yez, malany™ said Harey, glad to
see that ho was getting on. " Coker
weng for the chap beeause he zpoke dis-
rezpectiully of yon, ma'am, 1 heard
hitn—I was there. If any fellow ealled
my aunt n frump, I'd dot him in the
eve fast enough, I can teli you !”

“A—g—a frump!®  gasped  Dliss
Judith, “IHd—did—did you zay fuof-
fuf-frumpt”

0Lk =1 didn't meoan to, bul—well,
raa’am, I—1 thought vou ought {o know
tiuat poor old Coker was only standing

¥
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up for vou, amd he went for o chap be's
really no mateh for, too—" :
Bliss Judith gazed at the eager Junmor
in the doorway of the taxieab. The
cold sternnceass wos gone from her face.
It miclted like snow in the sunshine.
“FPoor, dear Horace! she breathed,
“The good, kind, nobla, brave, clival-
rons boy! I might have known, T

should  have Iknown! Dear, good
Horace ! No wonder all his school-
fetlows are 0 deeply  altached o
him—"

“Oh, vy hat! I—=I  mean=——
oly=—""

“Ihiver! (Go back fo the school at
cnee !

The Courtheld taxi-deiver blinked
youmld.

“Ounick ™ exclaimed AMiss Coker.
“Quek ! o vou hear me, deiver?

Borurn o the school at oncel As Fnat
LE f‘m! can! Deay, deay Horace! That
I =lhiould so have mizjudged him! Little
bov, I thank yen for telling me this—
yvou are a gondl hittle bov—a very, very
goml little oy ! Dviver, be guick!™

“Yes, mom 1"’

Wharton slut ihe door and jumped
away., The taxi torneed, e lm.{.l n last
glimpsze of Aunt Judy, and saw ihab
there were tears 10 her eves.  Then =ho
vanizhed, as the taxi shot away for
Lreviriars again

Wharton grinned, )

e was not. perhaps particularly grab-
ficd Ly being told that he was o very,
very good little bav! Dot he was very
slad that he bad come after Aont Judy
—yvery glad that he had pot in that
word for Coker !

He remounted Itz bike. and rode Lack
1o the seliool at a much more moderate
pace.  Dut the taxi, under the constant
wrgings from within, was going all oni!
Aunt Judy was cagor fo got back to her
dear Horvace, and make it clear to him
how very., vory far she was from bemg
angry with him.

The taxi fairly raced.
the school gates,
Lhefore the House, when Aliss
jumping cut,

Trout mel her as she ran . ot
staved, e had thought, wnd eertainly
haped, that Coker's aunt was dene with,
for that day at leasc!

“Madam ! ejaeulated Prout.

Miss Coker passed him almost hike a
whirlwind, Prout blinked after her. He
was loft Llinking,

Ae. Queleh was coming down tho
stnirs. He had just time to dodge as
Alizz Judith flew up.

“Wadam " gasped
mastor,

Blie was gohe !

On the landing above, she nesvly ran
into Caffyn. Caffyn jumped nearly eleax
of the floor, at the wnexpected sight.

“ Aunt Juditht” squeaked Caffyn.

ile war Jeft squeaking.

Misz Coker knew her way about the

It spun in at
It had hardly stopped
lll.]j-' WS

the  Remove

She few up the Fifth Form
Breathless, she reached the
A voice

House,
passaze.
door of Horace Coker's study,
reached her from within.

“TFaith, and it's sorry I am intirely
Coker, tvrve 1 niver meant——""

Fitzgerald of the Tifth broke off,
Miss Coker flew 1in.

“ Horace!™

Hovace Cokor, red-nosed, black-eyed,
blinked at his aunt! Ile had a basin
of water before him, and a sponge m
his hand. He had been bathing thoso
lovely black eoxes, ]

“Oh, aunty—"" ejaculnted Coker, in
sNTrise.

* Dear Horace ™

*“1 thonght you were gone !

“Il'ar!in% Horaee ™

“What the thum

“A dear kind little bov has: tokl mo
all, doav, dear Horace!” sobbed Auvnt
Judy, I know why you received those
dreadful injuries, in defonce of your
foolish old aunt, who misjudged you.
Forgive me, Hovace," .

Coker blinked, With Lis eyes in their
present state, he could ﬂn];,:; blink,

“Dear, deay Hovace!  Neover, never
will T hear a word agamst yvou again!
Oh, never! Never! Darling Horace 1™

And Miss Judy faivly hugged Horace!
The basin went over with a erash, zpill-
ing the water over Coker's tronsers, The
wek SPONEC Was, inadvertently,
sepieczed into his collar,  Otherwise, all
was calm and bright!

L # - - - L]

LR

ITarry Wharton wheeled in Iz biko
just in time for lock-up. Billy Dunter
mot litm as he came up to the Remove
passuge, _

“T gav, that old sketch has blown in
again " said Buntee. 1 say, she's tea-
ing with Coker in his study—making no
cod of a fuss of him, I hear! She seoms
to like him better with two black eves
than one! He, he, he!”

Iarry Wharton langhed, and went into
Stedy No. 1, where the Co. had tea
ready,  Caffyn was there, with a per-
iHexed and cxasperated expression on
his face, that mate the captain of the
Remove smile as he saw 1k

“Talla, hallo; halla! Wheve did you
shoot off {0?" asked Rob Chorry.
“You're leoking jolly pleased with youe-
self.”

“And fecling the same ¥
langhing.

He sab down to tea; aml over that
cheery meal, told the tale, He l}nl] COmD
in hungry after his rde, and enjoyed Ins
tea=—bnt not =0 mueh as he enjoyed the
cxpression on Calfyn's faee as the Smipoe
of the Remove listened to him.

THE EWI.

(Whaterer you do, clums, don't misw
the next cxeitnig story in fhizs grand
geries,  entitied . “FOOLS LUCK ™
You'll vofe it one of Froirk Hickards
extra-apecials /)

' said Havey,
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KNITTING NEEDLES

Good strong poir wanted at once. Trying
to cat an over-cooked rice-pudding, Wun
Lung broke his chop-sticks |

LET ME CURE YOU OF SMOKING

—

B P xR

VOLUNTEERS WANTED 2,

To )Iwrcpam “acent " for the Removo
paper-chase nexé Wednesday, Don't apply
uniess you're used to doing things i a '

e
e

— *

|| tearing ' hurry )

. ol
i
P T L -l

‘ ﬁNSWER TO INQUIRER If you have acquired the distressing habit
Sox {bu trun that: an v remls of & rotsit of smoking cigarettea, give me a logk in when
fell, Ceoker's brain tfemaporarily stopped you're passing. I have a remedy which has
working ; but there’a no need for anwiaty. il > Dt G, oy, Sivdlive, fo any
NOBODY NOTICED ANY DIFFERENCE. 4 o e NiReptyy Eraol Commoo:
room.
e — _ Na. 121 (New Series). EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON. : |

SECRET of
HAUNTED WINDMILL

By H. VERNON-SMITH

Pon & Co., of Higheliffe, aroe awfully con.
temptuous of superatition. When I suggested
to thom that the old windmill on the other
side of Friardale was haunted, they made the
welkin ring with their derisive laughter |

" Think you’d have the pluck to stay inside
it for half-an-hour in the dark 1™ 1 asked,
casually, when they had finished,

*f Bounils a3 easy az rolling off a log,” Pon
prinmed.  * We'll do it, if Eb’i% give you a kick
—and heaven help tho ghost that comes neat
us, eh, voun men ¥ ¥
And Pon's followors dutifully Dbleated :
““0Oh, rather!*®

“ Right 1 I said. “It's a deal—and just
to lend it n little sporting interest, I'll give
& quid to the Courlficld Cottoge Hoapital if
%-'qail’;stuy—-mnl you ean do the zame if you
MLl

Thus it was arranged, and on tho following
evening Pon & Co. duly turned vp and boldly
marched into the gloomy precinets of the
dereliet mill,

Five minutes later, a serica of welrd, un-
earthly proans arose in the windmill,

Pon & Co. laughed.

o o I¥'8 that ass Smithy,” I heard Pon eay.

Fathead mwust have sneaked into the place
with the idea of giving us a seare, t'a
find him "

Then Gadsky, WMoking out of one of the
windows, saw e sitting on the fence near b
and told the others that it couldn’t be Smithy
after all.

" Must be someone elsa then,” Pon said,

But this time I thought I detected a little
anxiety and uneasiness in hia voice,

Pon & Co. searched the mill from floor
to roof, getting more and more flurried aa they
did go. Not a sign of another human being
could they find—and yet those weird, un-
carthly groans wero gotting louder and louder
all the time and seemed without a doubt to
be ;tuinL:;gt I{mm within the n;‘j!! itaelf 1

B 8y gave it up as hopeless, and
heard '\r‘&vasgulg By 3 P & i :

* Look here, you men, I don't like it. I'm
to quit! *
“Hame here ! " sald Gadsby and Monson
together,
“ Look here,” protested Pon, foebly.

_Then the groans started agsin with renowed
vigour, and a3 Pon’s pals fled, Pon stopped
Ef;t;fﬁ_:?g and joined in the wild retreat

I haven't seen Pon since, but I sco he has
paid the quid over tn the hespital,

Now that that's settled, I don’t mind letting
him into the secret.
. The weird, unearthly ans which =o
mexplicably filled the air of the * haunted **
windimnill were not ceused by ghosts.

They originated in Bunter, our prize
*mnt-nlur,}msl:, whom I had bribed to hide in a
:l:ﬁlr!hy wdge. and throw his voice into the

I hope Pon & Co. will laugh now that the
know. Dut if they won't, ??B will | %

¥ | time, anyway.

SKINNER Tells How He

PUT WHISKERS ON COKER

This is fhe true and
authentio account of those
whiskers of Coker's which
have been eausing such o
commation in  the school
during the last fow days.

Mosat fellows seem to think
that Coker really W
beard and that I helped by
giving him o potont hair-
growing mixture. But this
1n't guite correct.

The stuff that I took along
to Coker's study did nothing
more than make his face burm
and cauze him to do a wild
war-dance round tho Fifth
Games Study for most of the
evening! That was all I
intended it to do, anyway !

It was only alterwards that
1 thought of giving Coker
stma face.fongns in reality,
In the quistude of my study,
I had a eart of fit of remorse.
After all, Coker had como hack
from tho vae with the desire
to cultivato p moustache, and
it seomed a shamo mot to help
him in his hirsute ambitions !

Having had a pood think,
I trotted along to see Wibley.

Somehow, 1 really couldun’t
imagine Coker growing a real
moustache, with or without
my help, for somo considerable
But there was
no reason why he shouldn't
acquire the next best thing—
a false one !

Wib had nothing guitable
tn the moustache line, as it
happened. But he had o

o aet of whiskers which

ad onee adorned the face of

the villain in a Remove

rnslodrame, end 1 took these
inatead,

At about one o’clock in the
morning, I sneaked along to
Cokor's dorm, srmed with
whiskers and gum,

Luck wea with ma. Nobody

~ WOULD YOU BELIEVE

2 . p——

f-

Horace Co has an immovable
convietion fhat he was born to
be in control. When he told his
chume, Potter and Greene, that
he mtﬂhi easily Emwmm];da
o0, ¥ agrat naingly—
that Coker’s placs is undonbtedly
inasoc! A m}ugienl—cunu!u-
HOD

e

in the dorm was awoke, and
Colier was sleeping the sleep
of {he jusk, i{)om which 1t
would have taken more than
the fixing on of & set of
whiskers toe wake him!

In a few seconds the deed
was done, I slipped out of the
dorm—and Coker went on
sleeping, blissfully unaware
that he had suddenly acquired
a magnificent growth of be rd.

They say that Coker's
emotions on  seeing  himself
in the mirror for the first time
on the following morning were
impossible to express in words,
The poor sap immediately

jumped to the eonclusion that
the mixture I had given him
the previous evening hod
done its work only too well |
In a state of mind borderin
ou frenzy Colzer rushed amung
trying to borrow a razor.
Alpsl Nome of his friends
Emsﬂased such an article, and
olker wouldn't have shown
himaelf to a master for worlds |
Eventually, wrapped up to
tho oyes in o w::o]ﬂn my 3

he buzzed down to the vil
on his motor-hike and called
on the village barber.

“For goodness’ salte,” he

begged, almost with tears in his
IT?

eyes, “pet rid of these

thing that'll prevent them
ETOW1 again | "

The barber examined ther3
grinmed, and nodded.

* Yessir, Certainly, =i,
he said. * Sit down,'sir1®

Coker sat down, expecting
the cheery old curl-tnmmer
to aot about the task with a

FAZOT. Leg

Greatly to Coker's surpriss,
however, all that the barber
did was to wash them off with
a sponge and hot water—and
for Hnmeghing that would

revent them growing amoin,
ga aold Coker & tnh!ﬂggﬂf 508D,

During the next week or so
it will probably dawn om
Coker that he has been japed,

Enough to put whiskera on
a man to think about it,
ism't it ?

[l L ¥
IT'S OUR COMPLAINT, T0OO!

The Bchool House cook
eomplaint ia that Ler work is
never done.

Judging by the half-bLaoloed
dinners she gorves up, she's
COITECt,

- & w
IS5 BROWH A TWISTER ?

We never thought so befoww,
but he's just drossed up ass
ghosat, and given us an awidl:
“ turn M |

L] ® ]

STRONG MAN WANTED
I'm booked for a swishing on

Monday, and I feel I need aliuncheons,

waight lifted off my rmicd.
ply

o. 8, Remove,

They’ll ** Calve’ Him]
1 X
p! .:
; ﬂﬂ?r_:ﬂr, who disabled hntih-g
in 8 recent motor-cyels |
ﬂ':%?isiun. says he is gomng “Jﬁ
maintain to the bitter end |
that it was the other fellow’s!
foult. )
We'rs afraid Caker haant l{
leg to etand on!

whiskera and give me some. !- THE MILLION"

B Bam’s,

Low Well, well, there is no need to usa vulgar

DICK RAKE, Study I:m that it almost drowned the noise of

DOLLARSKOLLER
By Dicky Nugent

o .Iu]l;r,” aoid Dr. Birchemall, ithe Head of
one day addressing the kaptin of
the Fourth. " You mite trot down to the
gates and keep your eye out for a new boy 1I"'m
ting.™
Vith gle;:r,urg., gir,’* replicd Jack Jolly
reddily, * What's his name, siri™
“Hyam Knott Pooare,” answered Dr,
Birchemall, with & glornse at the notebook
hw waz holding in his grimy paw. * His
father, Eustace Eame Poare, ia the self-made
ut king of the You Knighted States, and
s boy is being semt to St. Sam’s go that he
will not be in d.-:r.u%;ar from the kiduappers who
infest his native land.”
“My hat, sir1"” eggselaimed Jack Jolly.
“He must be immensely wealthy,”

rages about it,” sald the Head, with a
rown. “ Putting it in moro refined English,
I is trew to say that Hyam Knoit Poare is
gmply rolling in oof 1™

“ ¥Yes, that's what I meant, sir,” said Jack
Jolly, ** We'll look out for him, anyway,
von't we, chapa 1™

“Yes, rather!” grinned DBMerry and
Eright ; and tho tree.o turned their backs
on the Head and their footsteps in the
direction of the skoo! gates.

No sooner had they arrived there, than a
most eggstreordinary procassion came in site.
It konsisted of one hevvily-armered motor-car
and a bodyguard of about ffty motor-cyeles,
driven by erican perlicernen who carried
s tremenjous array of ortomattick pistols and

The din mads by the enginca was ao defien-

Fossil, the porter, who was enoring awany
mide hia Iucil]gel '

Much to Jack Jolly ti' Co.'s Bﬂ!‘lilﬁﬂﬂ,dthﬂ
procession atop at the gates. The door
of the urmmﬁu then opened, and out
sep a yungstor of their own age with o

y-dressed jentleman who was evvidently
ater.

“Egueaa this is the domp, pop ! eride the

nm{?ber. in & shrill najsal voice,
“Year, I guess so, Hyam,” replied his
pater, with the unmistaliable axxent of s

dtizen of the You Knighted States. *IT

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHI

]

guess I'll see the boss of the oulfit and then
skidoo ! "

Ho grasped the yungster by {he hand and
led him through the gateway, end a duzzen
perlicemen followed after, with ortomatticls
ab the reddy!

* Eggscuss me, gir,” said Jack Jolly, as
thoy entered the quad. * The headmaster
told me to look out for a new boy named
Poare. Ia this tho chap, six ? 7

“Year, I'm the guy yvou want, bo!* eaid
yung FPoare, in his shrill naisal voice.

“Thia tray, then, jentlemen!|™ grinped
Jack Jolly ; and he led them throuzh inter.
ested crowds of St. Sam's fellows-and took
them along to the Head's study.

“ Bit down, Mr. Poare,” said Dr. Birchoms.
adl, by way of greeting, * So this ia the yung-
ster ¥

“Year, I guess so,” gald Eustoce Eame
Poare, eyeing Dr. Birchemall rather dew-
biously, as he sat down, ** Now, sir, before
I leave, I want to feel assured that my son
will bo safe at St. Sam's. I want yom to
understand that there’s a pguy in the kid.
napping racket who's nuts on hidnapping m
boy. I want to know before I go aﬁlici
Hocoligan won'’t be allowed to get him,”

Dr. Birchemall smiled.

“My dear sir, I can releeve your feeclin
on that score at once—if not sooner,” he said,
* It 50 happens that we have at 5t. Sam's a
jentleman of infinite resoures and boundleas
curridge, who is going to malke it his partikular
task to sce that no crook, Slick Hooligan or
snyone else, touchea a hair of wyour son’s
head.”

* Now, that'a what I call awell,” said MMr.
Pnﬂr;a,“]mlﬁng very releeved. ** Who i3 this
B

xﬂysalf I " grinned the Head.

Eustace Eame Poare's jaw dropped.

“Um! I guesa that's mighty good of you,
doe,” he said, seratching his nose dewbiously.
* Will you use me for a minnit 1 *

He beckoned to the ohiof of the perlicomen

LE YOU WAIT!

: 5 -‘"1 L

£ _
Tha spectacle ot ﬁiﬂr Buater on
skates provoked hilari

P harton & oo gug

unter ploughed through th

skaters hnmk?l%ihum ﬂ;ﬁt ME
left. Bunter sfisctively ** broke
the ice *—and u&ﬁ to be dragged

-:,_;i }
all T

JI '-'Ihi'i Ji

w

a gﬂuiu machs mask of Eugtrut dearest ia
AD axs's ad for a Be beoome s sochoolmaster, and
out ** Unes * and Enijnn.

Dramstic Soclety performaned

Wibley s

it takez & skillst actor

sncoeasinlly portray s ** gilly ass

on the stage! “Wib" ig &
& liog ** at theatricals |

monateabed it lor s change | Ha has written

L.
S

Billy Bnnter

“’ﬁ inntwhé{h ;1: aots n;
master m’s—an
awards 100,000 ¢ lines ** and 50

foriiogs to long-suffering fags ! elephan

Biata
Buantar

Hkes

elaphant
h,:fu any :
him that the wobbly motion of the
t made him feel sea-sick,
though 1

th__ T ]
G

Hms wh wﬁm ““I!ng’:m
l“l -‘- n (13 b1
homs in ‘Ig*dia, nith:g the Famouns
Pive, be rode on the back or a

vizited bim, be was photographed
with her in the nlj;]ulﬂ El.'.‘i:l.'lm.-:I
who firied to spoil the *fasnap’
by paesing rude comments, found
Coker in a very * snappy * mood
when Annt Judy bhad gone—and
8kinner collected & thick ear for
hiy pains !

Bhanipur.

ol
body to remind

and they wis

e red together for a breef interval.

en, doot!™ eaid Mr. Poare,

ovenchally. *1'll leave it to you—and if
you're as hraiﬂ?r and brave as you say you
are, he'll be in good bends! Good-bys,
Hyam "

“ B0 long, pop | said Hyam Knott Poare
aﬁeﬁkﬁﬂh&tﬂ?y.P $

Two ticks later, hia pater had bidden adoo
to the Head, and both he and his bodyguard
had vannished.

Dr. Birchemall, who, for some reason, waa
now grium'n% lika a Cheshire cat, then sent
Jack Jolly for Mr. Lickham, to interdooeco
the master of the Fourth to his new il.

Mo sooner had Mr, Lickham end Jaclk
arrived at the Head's study than a dramatticlc
nterraption  cecurred,

The door of the study waa thrown
and & marsked ruffian charged in, brandj
an nétmlguttink.

" Btick 'em up, yvou '" hea ted.
“ I guess I've oal Edstﬂ- Iﬁ:ilnyip Hyam ﬁiiﬂ]nutt
Poare, and any guy that triea to stop mo's
gonna get plugged ! Anyone feel likeit 1

Nobody eggspected to hear an affirmative
reply te that question. DBut much to every-
bedy's serprize, it camo—f{rom no other
peraon than Dr, DBirchemall §

“ ¥el, rather!" he cride. * The sameo of
slick Hooligan may bring fear to the harts
of othera, but it dozzent bring fear to my
hart | If you kidnap that lad, it will bo over

dead body 1™

r, Lickham and Jack Jolly farely gasped.
But what happoned soon after made them
gasp still more.

nstead of riddlitg the Head's body with
boolita, the wvisitor suddenly bust into a
harty larf, and, after pockating his ortomat-
tick, toro off his marak, to reveel the grinning
face of "Eustace Eame Poare himeelf!

% Bay, doo, you've got more curridge than
I thought!* éﬁzlnred the American. *“ I did
thiz to prove to my sattisiaction that you're
the right man to leave in charge of yung
Hyam, and 1 guess F've proved it up to the
hilt. I really muat beg your pardon for ever
doubting you.”

* Granted as eoon as ssked, Mr. Peare!™
raid the Head graciously. * Good-bye, my
dear six1"

And Eustace Eame Poare went—thia time
for good 1

“There is only one that puzzles me
about it, sir," Mr. Lickham said reflocktively,
when Jack Jolly and the new boy had gone.
“ How the dickens did a craven ocow liko
vou summon up enufi curridge to defy a
marsked kidna - i

Dr. Birchemall smiled. _

* Without for & moment admitting that I
nm cowherdly, Lickham, I can perhaps throw
o little light on the ¥rﬂrblam by letting you
into o eecret. The faot is, T happoned to
overhear Mr. Poare and the perlicemnan when
they were wis?aﬁng together—and thercby
had the good luek to hear the whole thing
arranged |

*1 alwa

BTy,
ing

did say that it's your ears thot
make you look so much like a donkey, eirl "
grinned~Mr, Lickbam—and with that ho beab
s hurried retreat, leaving the Head to onjoy
on hia lonely own the plezzureable recker-
lootions of hia wiktory the affair of the
Bbillion.Dollar Bkollarl

(Don't miss ** The Ridnapped Shool-
boy ! ** the amasng and omusing sequel
[Eﬂd%j story in next week’s ** Herald ' [



