


DON'T ENOCK |—

EC4,

AVE you ever wondered how it is
that scientista are able to tell
exactly when an earthquake
ocours, evon thoogh it t ba

at the other end of the world ? hat'a
more, 1 before the news comes through,
they are able to tell, within a small radius,
exactly where the earthquake has oecarred,
This has been puzzling one of my Brighton
readers, 80 he asked me how it's done,

Ever heard of a8 BSeismometer? It's

“SPOTTING " EARTHQUAKES,

and there is one at moet of the principal
observatories of the world. Whenever s
tremor of the earth ocours, a small neodlo
sata up a series of vibrations, snd the
strength of ihe wibrations show how far
away the tremors are. An expoert can
tall the approximate direction m which
the tremora have travelled thro the
All that remaina to be done then
is to get into touch with other obearva-
tories, and compare the records. Thus
“ lines of bparing " are obtaived, and the
gpot at which linea crosa on & map
of the world is the scens of the sarthquake.
Beveral earthquakes have happened
in the British Isles, but, luckily they have
been alight ones. In 1805, a shock
was felt in Yorkehire, Derbyshire, Notta,
aod Liocoloshire. In 1806 considerable
damage was done in Bouth Wales by an
vorthquake, and in the same year shocks
were felt in Scotland,

THE WORLD'S BIGGEST
EARTHQUAKE

geourred in the wyear 1755. In Lisben
alone most of the bouses wete rwallowed
up in eight minut¢s, and more than
70,000 people perished. Many other
Port citics suffered, some being
mﬁbﬁ;ﬁmuﬁahﬁd. Spanish towns were
also Jaid in ruins. The same sarthguoake
destroyed half of Fez in Maroeco, and
killed more then 12,000 Arabs, The island
of Madeira was affectod, and also Mitylene,
This terrific carthquake extended for five
thousand milea, and was felt even in
Bootland, Some ecarthquake what?

Feople in Great DBritein don't usually

t seared of esrthquakes nowadsays, but

iz wasn't always the case. Im 17580, for
instance, o maiman predicted that an
earthquake would h?jppun on April 8th,
Ag s resnlt, thousands of la floeked
to Hyde Park, in London, remained
there all night, in carriapgesn and tents.
But nothing heppenad, and- the people
oonoluded that the whole thing was a
hoax.

LEING of hoaxes, have you ever
beard of

THE GREAT BOTTLE HOAZX,

which happened in London in 17497 A
man advertised that he would actually
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Jowmelinto The
Offce, Bogﬁ!

Your Editor is always ploased to boar from
his readers. Write to bim s Editor of the
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Lid.,
Fleotway House, Farringdon Street, Londom,
A stamped addressed envelope will

ensure a reply,

jump into & quart bottle placed on the
ymarket Theatre, FPeople

stage of the
were g0 credulous that thousands stormed
the theatre, while dense crowds, fighting
for admision, bomeged the place. Many

crowd found out that they had been
duped, and, of courss, that no one could
jump ifto a gquart bottle, they had their

TeVenge. smashed av i

they could lay their haug upgf an
almost pulled down the theatve iteelf,
It was a ve hoax—for the

proprietors of the theatre!

it

ROM John Williams, of Portsmouth,
comes this query:

WHO INVENTED BOXING ?

It ia claimed that the Romans mnvented
it, but in those days it waen't the com-
paratively harmless art of eelf-defence
which we know to-day. Roman gladiators
fought with lead weights strapped to
their kouckles, and frequently fought to
& finish—the finish heing the death of

one of the corobatante. Nor were the

hoxern of ancient Rome just ordinary
prize-fightera. One of the most famous
was Commodus Lucius Aeclius Aurelius,
who wes Em of Home from 161 to
192. He fought—and won—mno less than
1,031 battles. He was so proud of his
regord that he commanded the world to
worship him as Hercules. But the fact
that bo was not Hercules was aptly
demonstrated when a wrestler named
Naroiasus strangled him to death !

Umne of the proudest records in boxing
history waa held by the femouws Jim
Corbett, who is gaid to have been the
first gmt- exponent of clever * ring.
cenft.” For cighteen years he faughtnfn

the ing—and vet he never had &
bhn‘ﬁmﬁblmding noge in the whole

of his career |
WONDER how many of my readers
I went to the famous Eil}':g'%u Circus
in London this year? ose who
did may have seen the
GIRAFFE-NECKED WOMEN.
A Hammersmith resder askes me to tell
him more about them, They hail from
Emwﬂmﬁl H:u} known s
ewa . a8 very
broms ri are fastened mgtm their
necks, and more are added as go om,
The eflect of these rings s to stretch the
neck, and when the wearers become women
some of them attain a oveck-length of
fourteen or fiftean inches, The ordi
limit of the number of these neckb
is twenty-one, but some women wear as
many as twoenty-five. The weight of the
brass which they carry = sometimes as
much as seventy pounds.
At the back of their necks, a large,
heavy ring is fixed—so Lthat tho wearors

five

can bs lastoned up should ocecasior
damand |
Have you ever hoard of

TIGER BAY,

and-wondered where it wes 1 ** Megnetite,"
of Worcester, wants me to toll him shout ¥,
E! :Ililri H!{E!”E ] - in
lﬂurﬂiﬂ. e wouldn't have asked this
question. ¥or “ Tiger Bay * is the n&me
which sailors give to the dock district of
Cardiff, in the Bute Street area. I don't

ink theve @ & single deep-water asilor
in the whole of the Beven Beas who hss
ot heard of ** Tiger Bay "—though how
district received such & euricus name
more than I can tell. Perhapa ome of
v Cardiff readers can enlighten me ?

il

ERE are a few more
H SUTRMAMES AND THEIR
MEANINGS,

whieh might interest those of my readers
who bear these names :

Johnson, neturally means “ the son of
John,'" and it iz one of the oldest names,
It comes, originally, from the Hebrew
“ Yehokhanan,' wmeaning ' God s
i Other wvarianta of the sama

Jonkins, Jones, Jennings,
Jomna and hlinkjajgl;r;h o 7

Feskeil meana a er by the fosa-gate.

Mariin comes from the French, and
moans **the stern of Mars.”

finell is an Anglo-Baxon name, and
means soursgeous, as well as swift, Sharp
sndd Emart are also pomplimentary names,
and refleot the charaster of their original
bearam, :

Freak i= ancther name of which to bo
g:::zd. for it is derived from the Anglo-

on meaning valour and manliness.
Frick and Freke are variante of the same
nNAmM,

Kesals comes originally from “le ket,”
meaning ‘' the lﬁﬂ

Prowse is denived from the French
“ prena,’” meaning * valiant,” and other
names from this scurce are Prew, FPrue
and Prow,

Bmith : This not only means that ita
original bearer was some sort of a amith,
but aleo that hoe lived by a emooth fleld,
called a smeeth in the olden days. The
name ** Bmeath,'” therefore, iz obvicusly
derived in the same wav. are
innumerable derivations of the name,
in¢luding Redsmith, Bhoeamith, Shear-
amith, Scaemith (mea Beythesmith),
Brownamith, and Navemith (meaning
Enifeamith}.

As is running short, I muost tell

1 wﬁnt ie in store for vou m mnext
gzturda.y'a Magxer, Fimt of all,

“ THE ECHEMER OF YHE REMOVE | ™
By Fraak Richards,

iz just the right ¢ of school yarmm you
hazrﬁ lemad% Ly from this talentad
suthor. He'll keep yon cheokling wilh
delight—and give you somse too.
To put it hmefly, this yam is one of
Frank Richards® boest—and that is
sufficient to tell you that you won't want
to mass at.

There'll be o “ full-of.chuckies ¥ iague
of the * Greyfriara Herald," as usual,
and then comes the opening of a
grand new yarmn of stiring adventures
on the high seas and under seas, sntitled
“THE 8 BPIDER I Geo. E.
Focheater, who has already written meny
groat ipoen for the Macwer. Of
course, I will be sitting im the office,
woiting to heve & chat with BDFWOr
our queries, and give yon what advice
TR,

_Bo, looking forward to next week, I'll
pipe down now, chums.

L YOUR EDITOR,

i




;T’E HERE, CHUMS—THE BEST SCHOOL STORY OF THE WEEK !

GRAND LONG COMPLETE
SCHOOL STORY of—

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Brilllant of Bunter!
4 PLENDID I* ejaculated Billy

“Fine [" said Bunter.

“ What—"

“1 fanay it will be all right for
Quelch 1"

“What will 7

*Oh, nothing |”

Which was rather mysterious.

. Thera were guite a number of fellows
in Et.udiv No. 7 in the Remove, and thay
were all busy—except Bunter.

A large wastepaper-basket stood on
the study table; it was half-full of torn
fragments of paper, and the supply waas
being added to every moment.

Beside the basket fay two or three
old magazines, some newspapers, and
quite a stack of old Latin exercises and
such thmfs. Busy bands were reducing
them to ra?_r{.wnts, to be drop into
the basket. arry Wharton & Co. were
getting ready for s paper-chase on the
Morrow,

The Famous Five wers all there and
all at work., Peter T and Tom
Dutton were at work. Only Billy
Bunter, reclining in the armchsir in an
attitude of unstudied grace, was ngt at
work,

Bunter did not like work—he never

had {

' Bevoral fellows had suggested that
Bunter should lend s hurﬁi to which
Bunter had replied that ho had lines to
do for Quelch.

Bunter's lines had to be handed in to
Quelch, the master of the Remove, after
tea. It was | after tea row, so it
was quite probable that if the fat Owl
of ove did not go down to
Quelch’s study with his lines Quelch

Y -

| FRANK RICHARDS |

might come up to Bunter's study to
inquire after them:; 1t was probable
that he would bring his cane with him.

In these circumstances, Billy Bunter
had no time to assist in manufacturing
“acent " for s paper-chase,

But, although the lines for Quelch
prevented Bunter from lending & han
i taaarm,g up scent, the lines did not
scem to be getting done, Ever since
tes Bunter had been adorning the arm-
chair with his rson. Mo doubt
he had intended to do those lines, but
laziness supervened,

There was s thoughtful expression on
Billy Bunter’s fat brow as watched
the busy juniors through his big
spectacles,

And there was a twinkle in the little
round eyes behind those big round
spectacles.

Bunter seamed to have been struck
by a happy thought.

“Why shouldn’t it work?” went on
Bunter. *Quelch 1s & rather suspicious

beast! T know that, But I f it
will be all right.” .

Edgar Caflyn, the newcomer to
the Greyfriars Remove, Is as
cunning as they make ‘’em.
His chiel object Is to stir up
trouble between his rieh Aunt
Judith and her favourits nephew
—Horace Coker, of the Fifth,
But Caffyn’s task is mueh more
difficult than It looks, There’s
such a thing as Fool’s Luck !

—HARRY WHARTON & CO.,,
the CHUMS of GREYFRIARS

. “What will be all right, you fat ass "
inquired Harry Wharton. :

*h, nothing 1" :

“Fathead I” remarked Bob Cherry.

; tearing and rending went on.
Billy Bunter, watching, grinned., His
Erin’ grew 0 expansive that it stretched
almost from one fat ear to the other.

_ Clearly great thoughts were working
in Bunter's fat mind, but what they
were was rather o mystery.

What about your lines, fathead?™
asked Peter Todd,

“He, he, he!” was Bunter's unex-

pectad reply. Ho scemod smused by
the guestion,

“You won't hehe-ha if uelch
comes up with a cane!™ said Frank

Nugent,

1 say, vou fellows, leave those news-
papers alone " said Bunter., “Tear up
those old Latin exercises first.”

“ Eh? grunted Johnny Bull. “ Why 1

“Well, Quelch may come in any
minute,” said Bunier.

Johnny Bull stared.

“What difference does that maket™
he demanded.

“Well, ke might look into the waste-
Pk&er—hﬂ-ﬂkﬂt, you nnow,"” sald Bunter.
‘Ho's & downy old bird, and & bit

suspicious.'’

his was so mysterious 'that the
Remove fellows, nus})ending tearing and
rending operations for & moment, stared
blankly at Bunter.

“Wandering in your mind?" asked
Bob.

“Got one to wander asked
Johony,

*What do you mean, you blithering
ass—if you mean anyilhing 7 demanded
Wharton.

“Oh, nothing 1

hich was not only curious, but—as
‘TeE Macxer Lizgary.—No, 1,407,
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Alice remarked in Wonderland—curi-
ouser and curiousar.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh started on
some of the old Latin papers. Billy
Buuter watohed thsy procecding with &
satislaction that was really perplexing.

“Why don’t you get on with your
lines, lazybonesi’” demanded Peter
Todd. “¥You'd better have them started,
et least, if Quelch looks in.”"

“That's all rightl” said Bunter.,
“He, he, be I

“Yoo late |” grinned Bob, as a well-
known step wuh-h in th?nﬂemwa

assage, ' Quelohy's coming
p‘”l'ha tw-?amfui{lw 18 terrifie,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.
“The es and idiotio Bunter will
get six whacks bogfully.”

“You'll ses I” chuckled Bunter.

Thera was & sharp rap at the door of
Study Na. 7.

All the juniors rose raapentfuﬂéy to
their feet as the door opened, and the
angular form and severa face of Mr.
Quelch appearod.

“%unmr l;‘ﬂ

L18 = !.i.:

i “YE have not brought me your
ines,™ -

“J was just going to, sir,” said the
Owl of the Remgve rhearful!jjr, “f just
stayed & minuté or two, #ir, to help
thase felqﬂwu; they’re getting ready for
8 paper-chasa to-morrow, sir.’’

“0h, my hat1” breathed Bob Cherry.

As Bunter had not torn up a sngle
strip of paper for the scent, that reply
to Eia EE::.-m-nmster rather tgok awa
the bresth of the other fellows.® Btill,
nobody ever ex d William George
Bupter to tell the 1ruth, Buch an ex-

ectation would have been doomed to
ﬁimml disappointment.

“0Oh, very well I -aid Mr. ?ualch.

“In that case, I wi'l excuse you for not
having handed in your lines at the time
specified, Bunter You may give

to me now,”

“Yea pir,” said Bunter cheerfully.
thHH hili:}&t{! over tﬂa study table

rou in big spectaclea. s

I:lnsrj Wharton & Co, watched him in
shear wonder.

were wall aware that the fat
Owl bad not written a single line of the
hundred he had to write for Mr. Quelch.

What his present proceedings meant,
therefore, they were quite unsble to
understand. .

Buntor blinked to and fro over the
table as if in the full expectation of
socing lines there. He moved two or
three books and ne‘waf;;fara. - He
blinked and blinked and blinked again.
. Mf, Quelch watoched him with grow-
g 1 patiencs,

‘1 am waiting, Bunter !" he barked.

“0Oh, ves, sir! Borry, sir! I can’t
find them 1" said Bunter. “I say, you
fellows, hiave you seen my linea?™

“Your—your lines?” gasped Harry
Wharton.

“Yes old chap. I say, whera can
they be? Oh. 1—I wonder if they've
gﬂmiﬂd up with thosa papers we've

tearing up 1"

“*Wha-a-at 1" stuttered Bob Cherry.

“That must be it 1" said Bunter.

The juniors gazed at him. They
unde now. That was the brilliant
idea that had been evolved in Bunter's
fat brain |

That was why he whnted fragments
of Latin to be visible among tha other
fragments in the wastepaper-basket |

If his lines had been done and left
on the study table it was guite possible
that ‘they migltét have got mixed with
the piles of papers there and torn
up with the rest madva_rt-antg.-

They kad not been done! But Quelch
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did not koow that. Billy Bunter con-
siderad that it was all safe.

“1 say, you fellows, that'a jelly care-
less, tearing up s fellow’s lines I zaid
Bunter., * You might have been s bit
more careful 17

They gazed at him, dumb.

" Bunter I said Mr: Quelch in a deap
voice.

Bunter blinked at him. )

“T'm &0 eorry, sir!l I=I wish now
I'd brought the linos down before I—I
started tearing up the scent, sir. They
—they’ve got torn up 1™

- W—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not a Suocess |
HAERY WHARTON & Co. etocd

silent. :
They wondered whether the
astute Owl of the Remove
would get away with this brillians
wheeze. :

It was not for them to give him away.
They waited, and said nuﬂ:ma{* ek
Billy Bunter blinked hopefully at his
Form-master,

S0 far aa he could see, it was zafe ae
houses | ; e 3

That little secident to his lines hadn't
happened. - But. it might have hap-
pened! How was Queolch to know
that it hadn't? :

The worst that Quelch could do in
the circumstances was-to tell him to
write the lines over again! But even
that was not likely, if Quelch believed
that he bhad done them. And why
shouldn’t het : .

There was g brief szilence in Study
No. 7. Mr. Quelch’s ayes were fized on
Bunter's fat face. The Remove fellows
bad often compared eleh’s eyes to
gimlets on account of their penetrating
aualities. Never had they secmed so
much like gimlets as now. They almost
bored into Bunter.

“Bunter!” said Mr. Quelch at last.
“You had written your lines—s hundred
lines from Virgil!

“Qh, yes sirl® said Bunter cheer-
fully. It hardly occurred to Bunter's
podgy brain that he was telling un-
truths. Really, ho had no time to think
about that. Getting out of a_ licking
was enough for a fellow to think about.

“You left them on this table?”

“That’s it, sir! I—I wae 0 anxious
to help those fellows get the scent ready
for the paper-chasa to-morrow, that—"

“ And they Have been inadvertently
torn up 1™ said Mr. Quelch.

“Well, I can't find them, sir.”

“If such an accident has heppened,
Bunter, it is very careleas of you, but
I should, in the circumstances, excuse
you, asnd should not direct you to write
the lines over again.”

“Qh, thank you, sirl”

*You need not thank me yet, Bunter,”
gaid the Removo master grimly. “I am
not yet satisfied that such an accident
has happened.”

*The—the lines ain't here, sir!”

Mr. Quelch drew the wastepaper-
basket towards him, and glanced 1into
it. Ameong the many fragments therein,
fragmenta of writing in the Latin
language could easily be discerned.

e juniors watched him bmnthlau]lf
~—Bunter most  breathleasly of all
Surely the sight of bits of Latin in the
heap of “scent ” would be enough for
even such a suepicious beast as Queloh |

No doubt it would have enough,
had the Remove master been dealing
with anyone but’ Bunter. But he kmew
his Bunter |

e p ed to grope.

Fragment after fragment of Latin

weas turned out on the study table. Most
of the paper was torn lmﬁ But here
and there whole words were to be found.
Fragmentary specimens of man

hands turned up, for the papers h

been oollected hﬂ:ﬁ and down the Ramove
from many studies. Every fellow who
had any old papers in. his study had

contributed them to the common stock.

There wera n.mbpleu of Lord
Mpauleverer’s alﬁ-nl and, of ¥ .
Smith's decid writing, of Bob
w& scrawl, of ﬂﬁﬂ'{n’n upidaﬁ ﬁd.;
Bunter’s. Lmﬂ came to li;%t.“m e

That, clearly, was what Mr. Quelchs
was looking for. :

Billy Bunter felt his fat heart sink.
It had been a brilliant idea—quite
brilliant ! Who could have foreseen that
Quelch would carry his* beastly ens.
Piciousness so far as to root through r
Emtapa;;:rvlianiet F‘quk:tdﬂ with] torm

0 arl. mnter

ﬁr. Quelnhplﬁuu& at last,

“ Bunter |

“Oh, yes, sir!” mumbled the hapless

Owl of the Ramove,

“1 find nothing hers written in your
hagd?
ip-pip-pip——m>™2
:F&]:IEEP h they’ the
ip-pip-perhaps eyre at
_bottom aF the basket, sir|? stuttered
Bunter, . :
“Perhaps!” said Mr.- Quelch, with
rowing grimness. “You may look,
e

“1 will wait]”?

*0Oh lor’[” 2

say, Bunter ™
_Hnth‘lrn;nt: mir 1
i such an aocident az you have
described, Bunter, has ocourred,” the
torn-up lines will be in thia baaket,”
said Mr. Queldh. *Find some for me.”

,“1—I hope you can take -my word
BLp——"’

“I am ‘sorry to say that I can do
nothing of th?kind, ter.”

“(Oh dear I”

Bunter began to root through the
soraps. He had one faint hope leit.
Among the torn rpnpam was one bld
excrcise of Bunter's own. True, it had
nothing to do with Virgil. It was an
exercise in the parts of speech. Biill,
a specimen of a fist was a specimen of
» fist! DBunter hoped for the bestl

He rooted and rooted.

A fragmeny was turned out at last,
with a scrawl of Latin in Bunter's own
¥ery hand!

“There, sir!” gasped Bunter.

Mr. Quelch T at it. On the frag-
ment a penmﬁ e words * hie, h‘a‘!
hoo,” Harry Wharton & Co. suppresse

a desire to chuckle. If Bunter hoped
that three demonstrative pronouns,
masculine, feminine, and neuter would
satiafy & suspicious Form-master who
was locking for lines- from Virgd, it
showoed that Bunter had a hopeful
natura, )

*Is that a _;mrtmn of your missing
lines, Bunter?” asked the Remove
master, in & grinding voice.

“T ¥ think so, sir!” gasped Bunter.

“0Ob crumbs!” murm b,

“Vary well,” said Mr. Quelch in the
sama tone of wvoice, which was rather

like the ﬁri.nding of & rusty saw, “ Now
you will kindly point out to me, Bunter,
the verse in the Amneid in which those
three ronouns occur ona  aflet
anothez.”

“Qh lor"*

Billy Bunter was not fearfully well
soquainted with that great work of
Virgil’s,. ~But he knew enough of
P, %argilium Maro to_be hware that no
such verse could possibly have cccurred



in any of the works that the great poot
left behind him to bother echoolboys o
succeeding . generations. 3
- The hapless Owl could only blink at
his Form-master, like a fat. fish out of
water in utter dismay. : )
Mr. Quelch had his cane under his
arm, Now he allowed it to slip down
inte hizs hand.
- “PBunter! You have not written your
lines 17
Ch !ﬂr’ e
“They are doubled, Bunter!”
"Oh crikev ™
L You w_ieif‘bring me two hundied
lines of Virgil after tea to-morrow.”
“Oh crumba [
“And I shall cane you for untruth-
fulness.* -

“Ow 1"

f Bob Cherry.

EVERY SATURDAY
you jolly well right!” said

“ Boast | Ow | Wow[” Bunter
wriggled . and oaned.  *“A Form-
magter ought to take a fellow’'s word!
Wow! Owl! Tt's ungentlemianly  to
fellow’s word! Yow-ow
Quelch’s no gentleman—that's really the
trouble! Yow-ow-ow-wow!”

“Ha, he, hat"

“Oh, =shut wup cockling,” roared
Bunter. “What is thers to cackle at,
I'd like to know! I can’t see anything
to cackle at.”

But it was clear that the other
fellows could, for they persisted in cack-
ling, while Billy Bunter wriggled and

roaned, and wished from the bottom of

is fat hesrt that that brilliant wheeze
had never cccurred to his podgy brain.

“ Qorve

that strenuons Form. And a brisk run
acrosg country in the keen, frosty air
was likely to do Caffyn more good than
aneaking round corners to smoke sur-
rephtmua cigareties,

‘Well, what do vou want?” asked

1 Caffyn.

“We're starting in a quarter of an
hour,” said Harry. “Aren't you join-
inﬁ* in the run i

No,"” snswered Caffyn curtly. :
“ Every other man in the Bemove is.”

“It's mnot compuleory, 1 supposei”
asked Caffyn, with-a sneer.

“Well, no; but it's &. Form run, and
fellows are‘expected. to join up,. Wh
not come alongi” as BITY, gvad'-‘:
humauredly.

Caffyn’s ‘li;‘: curled.

“You don't want me,” he sneered.

Gmplnsﬂahunﬂank,ﬂuﬂ}nmuﬂltﬂuﬁhrﬂh so-ihat it was unsafe to iread upon, Coker's face grew red with
wrath and indignation, and his fists clenched. * The saipe | ** he roated.

Mr. Quelch pointed to the armchair
with his cane. ]

“¥You will bend over that chair,
Bunter [

* Wow I

The ?nl!mnt idea had proved a frost,
after all! In the lowest of spirits, Billy
Bunter bent over the chair.

Mz, lch swished the cane.

Whack, whm:k; whack !

“Yow-ow-ow !’

Whack, whack, whack .

“ ¥ ooh—hooh—hooop 1™

“I trust, Bunter, that that will ba a
lesson to you not to indulge in reckless
prevarication I said Mzr. Quelch.

“Yow!l Owl®

Mr. Quelch tucked the cane under his
arm sgain and left the study. There
was 8 chortle in Biudy No. 7 as the
door closed on him.

“Owl I say, you fellows—wow!”
Bunter. ™1 say, fancy that
nosy old Parker nosing into the waste-
pa;:ehbukatl Wow!
-*Ha, ha, ha!”
“Blessed if I see an thinq to cackle

st! I've had six! Wowl

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Snipe's Little Game !

o AFFYN I |
C Harry Wharton called to
the new boy in the Bemove

after dinner the next day.
Very soon after dinner the-paper-chase
was fo begin, and some of the Remove
follows had already gone in to change
for the run. Edgsr Caffyn, in cost and
hat, was going down to the gates, when
the captain of the Remove spotted him,
and called. )
Cafiyn glenced round in his usual
hali-stealthy, half-sullen way. Wharton
came towsards him, looking ws amicable
as he could.

He did not like Caffyn—{few peosle
at Greyfriars did. Buﬁﬁu Bnipe had
been placed in Btudy No. 1 along with
Ehnrtm and I';Ii'glent, l:lﬁla ‘80 the iifmi'e

FOWD & good to r Ang ittle
as he liked him, thﬁhun wanted him
to join in the pagﬁ-uhmn; It was a
Form run; all tha B wera joini
up, even Billy Bunter and Bkioner an

Bnoop. © Blackers were mot popular in

B F;;T!;’ lot vour care whether I.come or
noe: ;

“Not a frightful lot, perhaps, but
yvou're welcome, anyhow,” said Iﬁnﬂy
" If you crack up before we get through
you can welk home. Lots of fellows
will. Bunier won't do the first half-
mile. You can beat Bunter.,”

. “Well, I'm.not coming.”

“You seem to be going oub for a
walk. Why not change and join in the
run BCross _ﬂ:}untr}r instead 77 .
_ “No business of yours where I go, is
it1” snapped Cafiyn.

“None at all; only I shouldn't like a
Bemove man to be sacked for be
‘caught sneaking in at the back door o
a pub to play billiards,” answered the
captain of the Remove contemptuously,
“But pleass vourself.”

“I'm Bl?':lfifh ta!"” sneered Caffyn.

Threa F: Form men wers coming
along the path to the gates, and they
passed just then. Two of them, Potter
and (ireene, walked on. ~The third,
Horace Coker, stopped, fixing ». scorns
ful glare on drE';rn.
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If tHare was one fellow at Greyiriars
whom Horace ker ufterly and
tharoughly loathed, it waa his_cousin,

ar l:'mim of the Remove. Having,
as he p caught the last words be-
tween the two juniors, Coker of the
Fifth felt called upon to weigh in.

o good talking to that slackin
little snipe, Wharton,” he said. “ You’
never get him to

;iﬂin up in & run, or &
gama of football, or anything else
eoent. He would rather frowst about
and amoke.”

And, having delivered that valuable
opinion, Coker of the Fifth bestowed a
scornful snort on Caffyn, hurried after
Potter and Greens, and went out of
gates with them.

Harry Wharton laughed.

‘Ha did not think much, as s rule,
of the opinion of Coker of the Fiith.
On this ocoeasion, however, he had to
admit that the great Horace wes right.

Caffyn cast & bitter look after his
burly cousin.

“Heallo, halls, hallo!® Bob Cherry
came trotting up with & cheery ruddy
face. “Time to get changed, old chap!
You coming along, Caffym "

MNol" snarled Cafivn.

E;Et would do you good,” suggested

*That needn’t concern you.”

“Well, it does, reslly, you know”
said Bo chaa_rfuhy. “You can’t sup-
i:-om a fellow likes to see a weedy snipe
osfing about with a. pasty complexion.
Ymtt on't faney you're ornamental, do
TE“ TN

Caffyn’s eyes glittered. He would
have given a groat deal to punch Bob's
cheery, ruddy good-humoured face.

"We'r D Iilrﬂﬂ-W'{urmn and I*
went on . "“We'll give you s jolly
good run, Cafiyn. Why not come 7

“ After you with your

Boys’ Friend Library!™
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“Go and eat coke!” =

With that answer Caffyn lounged
away to the gates, and went cut, Whar-
ton and Bob .{!i:garrf went in to change.
and dismissed him from their minda.

But Caffyn did not dizmiss them from
his mind

was, &8 a matter of f think-
ing of them as he loafed down Friardale
Lane with his hands in his pockets, and
a scowl on his face.

Apart from his disinclination to exert
himself, Caffyn had another reason far
not joining in the paper-chase. Heo had
a certain sppointment to keep that
afternoon.

There was a letter in hiz pocket from
his guardian, Mr. BSarle. And Mr.
Barle, for reacons good to himself, pre-
ferred to moet his werd out of gates,
instead of coming to the school.

Buz Caffyn had plenty of time bafore
Lis appointment with Mr. Barle. He
had something else in his mind first,

His" narrow eyes were very watchful
as he went down the lane. Coker and
hig friends were not far ahead of him,
and he did not want to run ioto his
Fifth Form cousin.

Loitering in the lane he saw Horace
Coker's tall head and broad shoulders
disappear in the distance.

He stopped, and glanced up and down
the lane.

C':Iéhamﬂlwn%ﬂ :1&!::‘»i anaﬂ?; sight ;
B ambar L+
tha line, and went sndb Feisrdale

b
‘Pgmd.
to Greyfriara Behool

He had come
only that term; but ho had slready
about, ng

learned this wn§ Threadi
through the leafless treea and frosty
bracken, be headed for the spot where
a plank bridge ecrossed the little stream
that ran through the wood.

and

The Lost Lagoon
by Charles Hamilton

A Stirring Tale of Mystery
in the South Seas !

A lagoon teeming with pearls, but onl
& poot castaway who knows where it ii .

—a murderous  Clinaman uﬁt to

wrest that secret from him—and KING

OF THE ISLANDS butting in to help

the helpless. Here's & yam of
thousand thrills,

- He trod quickly across the
farther side

stopped on tha
wo-’c-gfmd streamn.  There ke glanced

sbout him with furtive, stealthy, watch«
ul eyes. It was a lonely spot, shut in
o oy O

=] ipo grinned sourly,

_He had, of course, heard the disqus-
sion of the tiaper-chaﬁa in the Remgve,
Hg kneow the route that wza to be
followed.

It led down Friardale Lane from the
school gates into the wood, and scross
the plank bridge, and then on round the
old priory. |

That was why Caffyn had walked out
of gates a quarter of en hour before
the run was scheduled to start,

Wharton snd Bob Cherry were the
hares. They were the two fellows whom
tho malicious Snipe disliked most i the
Roemovo—almost sz mueh as he disliked
his burly, brewny cousin in the Fifth,

When they arrived on that spot in
fifteen minuates or so, they were going
to hava a rather unplessant surpriso—:if
the Bnipe could manags it, _ -
. The woodland stream, which ran low
in the summer, was full now from the
winter _f:.ﬂd\; and éail:;tr. m!ni the ““ﬁ'ﬂh
ran qui ep a0 apping at the
thick old plank stretched across.

_That plank, resting on stanes on
either bank, was perfectly solid and
safe—if left alone. It was not Caffyn's
m#&at:_it:nn tuhlal#ﬁ it alﬂnﬁm .

tar a y cautious thy etara
round, the Eﬂfpa bent down to the end

of the plank, mﬁbagntbmwaiﬂ.
He grinned as he dragged at it
He pictured the two juniors with
their bags of scent, running lightly along
that plank, in the happy f that it
;n nfn :I:.Ia :}ﬂdkmhdﬂu ever. A t:ﬁuddan
p of the plank would plunge both of
them up to the armpits gm,y WAtSr,
Which, from the Bnipe's peouliar
Jpﬁinmtnfv » would be rio end of a
Hut the task he had set himsolf was
than he had anticipated. Tha
lank was heavy, and it was
ed in mod. It shiftad,
but only inch inch. And the 8nipe
of the Remove had to shift it & good
many inches to effect his pu
He: breathed hard, pant‘!:ﬁ-,
labourad with the heavy plank, Harry
Wharton & Co, starting from the gates
Greyiriars in & merry crowd, little
dreamed of .the preparations the Bnipe
was making for them.

ank, and
o{ tha

deeply em

as he

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Coker's Catohl
i HIS way!” said Coker.
“Look here——"
“Don’t be an ass, Potter [
2 “But look here—

“Don't be a fathead, Greens

“But I tell gnuh-v-" roared Potter.

“Don’t yell [

Potter and Greone of the Fifth
looked st Horaco Coker as if they
could have eaten him. Thoy knew,
from of old, that it was uselesa to argue
with Coker. Coker was ¢ne of the
fellows who .

When a fellow knew, he had no use
for argument. Argument only ircitated

ar. ;

The three Filth Form men had turncd
from Friardsle Lane into the footpath
mgh_rfrmrdala Wood, mfr.r, A

O, ey _Were going to w &8s Iar
as (Green ’Hadgm. to ses & foothall
match thera. Coker of the Fifth had a
perfect genius for taking wrong turn-
mﬂ and wrong directions; but on »
publis highway, and on a publia foot-
?ﬂiﬁ; even Coker could ba trusted to
o

w his nose.



But -that was nof good encugh for
Coker! Cokor proposed taking a short
cut through the wood. i

Potter and Greens had some expern-
ence of ‘Coker’s short cuts. 8o they
demurred. Whither Coker's short cut
might lead they did not kngw; but it
was fairly certsin that it Sizmld never
lead to s football
match. :

“The worst of you fellows,” said
Coker reprovingly, “is that you will
jawl You will argue! If you talked
sonse it would be different! But do
you .

Look here, Coker—-=" .

n't keep on interrupting me;
Potter, old chap! You never give a
fellow & chance to get in a word edge-
wise! We're taking this short cut,”,
said Coker, *“It will save us half an

hour.”

“And lose ws how much? asked
(Greene.

“Don't be a funny ass, Greeney! I
fancy I know my way about this wood,”
sald Coker. " Follow me! Don’t talkl
Just follow your leader 1™

"But look here——"

g :I said don't tall1” Coker pointed
u L]

And he turned from the footpath and
led the way through trees and bracken.

Pottoer and Greene locked at ome
angther. :

. It wasa quite possible to lose one’s way
in that extensive wood. With a fellow
like Coker for a guide. it was gquite

£&sy.
“Come on!” ocalled back Coker's
voice.
Already brackem and brambles had
swallowed him from sight.
Potter closed one eye at Greene.
“Like the idea: of gﬂttmg-lmt, like
a kEEbH in the Wood, Greeney?’ he
a3

reen H an

L1}
&

“Hard]itr " grinned Greene.
“Let’s keep to the path 1™
“Let'a {*

Anqltha _didkl

While they kept to the path Coker
went deeper and deeper into the wood,
in the happy belief that his friends were
following on behind. :

Two or three times ha called to them,
lest they should miss him, like the
duffers they were! Receiving no
answerto his calls, Coker concluded that
the silly asses were sulking becauso they
had had to give way to a fellow who
knew better than they did.

But after a time it dawned on Coker
that if Pnttt?ir and Greene wa:f ful]]nw-
ing him, &y wera strangely silent
about it. Then it dawned on his power-
E:.Ili! brain that they weren't following at

““The silly, cheeky asses!” breathed
Coker. He shouted :
“Potter I Echo answered “Potter 1
Hea shouted again:
" Greena ™ o answeored “ Greene '
erea was no other answer, and
Coker snorted and gave it up. If they
chose to walk & long way round, instead

of teking short cuts, let 'em, and be
blowed to 'em [ Coker marchad on.
Suddenly he stopped again. He had

emerged on the bank of a little wood-
}:nnd stream, rippling along among the
reea.

Coker stared at that stream.

S0 far as Coker knew, there was only
one stream in Friardale Wood, and that
was on the side nearest to Greyfriars
Behool.

It Iunﬁeiﬁ as if he m&qat %i‘“ ‘h]:,ﬁ:
SOMB 5O a8 wrong direction in-
wood and headed back towards Grey-
friars, i of onward towards Green

s,
to Coker,

This was ve lex:
Coker did nﬁfi‘iﬁ‘f:ln mit, even to
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himself, that he had missed his way.
But it certainly logked as if he had.

He stared at the woodland stream,
breathing hard. Ha was rather glad st
that moment ' that Potter and Greene
had not followed him, after all. This
would have given them a chance for
some of their rotten, carping criticiam |

It was useless to stare at the stresm.

er could not stare it out of exist-
ence! Jt was thers, and that was thatl

Coker turned awsay from .the bank.
As he did so he became aware, for the
first time, that he was not alone in that
lonely 'spot. A sound of gasping and
grunting reached his ears—sounds as of
a fellow exerting himself, and getting
rather winded in PrOGess.

Coker stared round in surprise. He
could sea no ona ! But tho sounds eame
from quite near at hand, a little
farther down the stream,

He remembered the EI&nI-: bridge: it
was close by, though hidden from hia
sight by intervening trees and bushes,
It wae there that the grunting and
gasping was going on,

Greatly surprised, snd curious to
know what was happening there, Coker
pushed through the thickets, and
reached the path that ran from the
plank bridge.

Then he jumped at what he saw, -

figure on the water's edge was
bending " over the ond of the plank,
Coker had only a back view of it, but he
knew Caffyn at once.

It was his cousin in the Remove,

-pnﬁg:z was grasping the heavy plank
with both hends, dragging it, shiftin
it, sliding 1t, gefting it to movae inch
by inch.

Perilpimtinn beaded his brow, and he
gasped and grunted for breath. Thers
was very little beef on the weedy Bnipe.
Loafing and slacking and smoking
cigarettes in corners did not maks a
fellow muscular, But if he was not
sinewy he was obstinate, ‘and he fagged
hard at the task he had set himself,

Coker gazed! He could sep what
yn was doing—shifting the end of
the plank bridge so that it was unsafe

to tread upon. It was exactly one of
the malicions, monkey-like tricks of the
malicious Snipa.

. Coker’s face grew red with wrath and
indignation,

Anybody might have walked over that
plank and taken a tumble into ioy
water after Caffyn had made it unsafe,
Coker himself might have ! He clenched
his big fists,

Caffyn, gasping, panting, grunting,
perspiring, worked on. %:[ﬂ glanced
every now and then across the water, in
the direction from which the hare and
hounds would comse.

They were not in sight yet. But he
did not look behind him—in Coker's
dlrﬂﬂtim{{ Ert:d he f];d not see Eﬂkﬁr
approach; and on the grassy path he
dﬁfﬂﬁt'hﬂﬂr him. b M

He was g%]?riseﬁ of Coker when
Coker got within kicking distance.

Then Horace's heavy foot shot ont.

Thud |

Thera was 8 yelp of surprise and
alsrm from Caffyn as
him E:Endl;f' a was taken utterly
surprise. He sprawled forward over the
plank, and plunged headlong into the
watér,

;I.Trrrrr h t s Hoaied Tade

gasping gurgle foat RCK &S
Caffyn's head and shoulders went  in,
His feet shot into the air. '

“Ha, hn, ha I” roared Coker,

He grabbed at Caffyn's lege, and
dragged. The Snipe, streaming water,
S ol e

izzy, was dragged out an od on
tha Bk i

gum, I'll give you
ing rotten t:icinl

the boot mughht fast
¥y

7

. “Groooogh !” he gasped. “What—s
Qosogh 1 ;
Coker glared down at him.
:-ﬂnu ;nipﬁll:.lf" he ﬁﬂam%
oogh!l ' Urrggh ¥ affyn sat up,
deshed water from his eyes, and blinked
at his Fifth Form cousin. “Urrgh!
You rotber— Qooogh 1”

Ho spluttered for breath.

Coker looked at the plank. It was
already unsafe, though not so unsafe ns
Caffyn had intended to make it. With
8 heave Coker shifted it back into its
original  position, . Ite weight was
nothing to the mighty Horace.

Then he. fixed his eyes on (affyn
again. There was s deadly gleam- in
tham,

o You sneaking worm (¥ he said.
“¥You wanted to make somebody tumbls
into the water, did you? And you'll be
at 1t sgain when my back's turned! By
& lesson about play-
. You won’t want to
f;lajf any more tricks like that when

ve done with you ™ 37

.Caffyn scrambled up. But he hﬁd 0
time to fles. Coker grasped him ﬁis
web collar with his left hand, With his
rjgh['., which seemed to Caffvn rather
like a flail, he smacked.

Smack, smack, smack |

Caffyn's frantic yells awoke the echoes

of Friardale Wood for an immenge

distanice. He velled and howled, and

wriggled ?ﬂnd tﬂmﬂli i .ﬁniie : uka:'-i

WaTrmi wor Ema

smack;g and smacked! K s
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Horace and the Hares !

i ALLO, hallo, hallo!” pasped

~Bob Cherry.
“What the thump——" ex-
] claimed Harry Wharton.

With their bags of "scent™ slung
across their shoulders, the two hares
Wers tmftmioﬂhahrfully through the
wood from the lane, heading for the
Plaml_: bridge over the stream. They
eft a trail of torn papér behind them

B3 they trotted.

‘The hares had ten minutes start; and
they expected to reigh the by
the wood by the time the pack started

from the ool Fatu after them.

A sound of yelling greeted their esrs
as they came through the wood. And
a3 they arrived in sight of the plank
bridge they discerned the cause.

On the other side of the woodland
ﬂ:;;mﬂml' ﬂa%;rn t'nfll the Rhemnva was
struggling franticn in the gr of
Coker of the Fifth, . e

Coker was smiacking, hard and often.
He did pot seem to mind where his
smacks landed, so long as they landed
somewhere on Cefiyn. They rang like
pmtgl];ahutslha
- “Oh, my hat!” gasped Bobh. Coke:
and—" i

“And Caffyn—" ;

“Yow-ow | Yaroooh |” came Caffyn’s
wild yell; *Leggo!'

Smack, smack, smack !

“Come on!” breathéd Whatrton.

The two hares put on speed, running
for the bridge. They bad no time
to waste, with the pack behind already
in motion, but they intended to waste
a minute or two on Coker.

The. feud between the two nephews of
Miss . Judith' Coker was no afair of
theirs. And headstrong ass as Horace
Coker wae, they liked him a great desl
better than the SBnipe. But qur.h Form
men were not allowed to smack Hemove
men, especially in  this bheavy-handed
way. N :

Of the eause of the trouble thev. of
Maoxer Lingany.—No, 1,407,
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course, knew nothing. But it was
Coker's.cheerful way to smack offepding
heads, with or without just cause. Little
as they liked the Snipe, they had no
idea leaving him in Eﬂkar 8 heavy
hands, They ran to the rescu

Wharton reached the plank ﬁrsl: and
shot scrosa it. Cherry was only a
few seconds behind, Naturally, it did
not ooccur to them that they owed it to
Coker that they  got across a
matmd of slipping off a tilting pl&n

lm:n g mtn cold water.
Ehnl;, Coker I”* panted
LE ha cama raciog u

Coker glared roun ‘at him.

“Don’t you barge in, you cheeky
fug I’ ha anappe

J' Emﬁﬂk Im“kl
Wharton, grasping his bag of "ﬂﬂent 4
in hands, swung it round
landed it on tha side of Coler's head.
That stopped even Horace!l
o gave & roar, and staggered side-
ws;rs. and a second orash [rom tho bag
‘s¢ent "’ laid him on his back.
W%lrt-nn grinned breathlessly.
ou’d better out, Caffyn l” he said.

Cafiyn stood breathless and tottering,
dumi and dizzy from that terrific smao
m%o Ha urg ed and gasped for brea.m
ker struggled up.

“I—I—T'll smash you !” he epluttered.
He leaped at Harry Wharton.

Had Coker explained, all would have
been calm and I’:ul.l The chums of
the Remove, i , would have given
him their grateiul thunka. and most
certainly would not have objected to a.njr
amount of smecking applied to

treacharous
dﬁ. not even think of

Hut Gnkar
e::]:- aini &g He had been knocked over!
He hurled himself at the junior who had
]mn%ke:]l& him nver.I" g
" Back up, & arton.
"' What-ho ™ mnaﬁ :Bm
Ho resched &)knr,. as Coker reached
Wharton. His b&i of “scent ¥ clumped
on the back of Coker’s head.
“Yarooh |” roared Horace,
He pitched heavily over Wharton;
hearmg bim to the ground. captain
the Remove struggled under Coker’s
hﬂé?ﬁwmgh*' ling . himssld  togoth
pulling himse ar,
starte oﬁ' at a run through the wood.
The fellows upon whom he had been
playing his treacherous trm]: bhad come
to his rescue, and perhsps, for a
moment, there was a spark of shame in
the HSnipe's breast. t he did not
think lending them a hand in the
tussle with the hefty Horace, He dashed

Wharton,

away, and disappeared through the
trecs. -

But the two jumiors did not need help
from Caffvn. I:-, wielding his bag of

“scent ” with both hands, banged it on
Coker again and again, as if he wers
beating a oarpet. Coker rolled off
Whartnn, whn scrambled to his feet,
“ Come on|* panted Harry.
ra-ra-ra-ral! ceme the sound of a
bugle, echoing through the wood. The
ﬁ:: wore coming and the hares had
n sighted.

Coker, scrambling up again, made a
clutch st t.ham, but too late., They
scudded Enmg him clutching.

had wasted too ' much time

alma v on Coker.

tu bae aau ht. at the var

the run. hay tore off,

fuls of “scent’ as eg went. by the
winding path th h the

Coker panted for breath. lL_‘u.Ej'n had
vanished, but Coker's towering wrath
wa.s nnw Aransferred fo Wharton and

b&g His hat had_fallen off;
ifrab it up, jsmmed it on his
hen and rushed in pursuit.

Wharton, looking back when & %lquter
Ter MAGKET Linrary.~—No, 1

beginning of
ropping hand.

They did not want boots.

THE MAGNET

of & mile had dropped behind, did not
sea the pack. But he saw & Fifth Form
men with a red and wildly excited face.

“0Oh, my hat! He's after ust” ex-
claimed Wkharton.

Bob glanced back.

“Coker! All right—we'll give him a
run! It would take him about ten peara
to catch usl™

They scudded on fast, After them
came Coker, charging, His fixed inten-
tion was to overtake those two cheeky
juniors, smsash them, pulverise them,
and spiflicate them

But Wharton and Bob Cherry ware
two of the best sprinters in the Romove,

they did not think that Coker had
much chance,

Again and again, Coker loast them to
sight. But for the trail of torn Eap
he would have lost them altoget

a few minutes,

But the ;:npar trail kept Coker on the
right track, Looking ﬁam, on
thu tow-path along the Bark,

hted Coker once more.
2 was redder then ever, his face
crimson as a freshly boiled beotroot, per-

tﬁmzu::-:m pouring down it, in spite of

Aunt Judy not to know too much. Mr.
HSarle was & icitor, and accustomed
te being cautious,

And at the school, too, there was
danger of other ears hean . And what
Mr. Sarle had to say to Caffvn could
not be too carefully kept secret.

The shelter on tﬁa beach at Pegg was
a*1 excellent spot for &' sscret appoint-
ment, within easy reach of the school,
and ?uar.a unlikely to be visited by any
Greyfriars fellow, or anyone else, on &
frosty winter's day.

But it was cold, and it was mmfurt—
less, and Edgar was lata! Generall ¥
Caffyn was prompt enough, but this
time he was late, and Mr. Sarle grew
colder and colder, and more sand more
irritated, as he waited for his w

Miss Coker's legal repremntatwa was
accustomed to the warm and stuffy atmo-
sphera of an over-hested office. inter
winds on the Hm—th Elen did not appeal
to him in the ver

As it was & hnlfhul:dgy at the schoo
there was no resson why lci
not Hixh away a3 early as he I ud It
was hardly possible that he had been
carcless enuua‘h Lo gt a ﬂet-anttun when

froaty coldness of the afterncon. He hﬂ kuaw le was waiting for
puffed and blew as he ran. Coker was him ﬂt Y&t he had not come !
not clad for running, in coat and hat Mr. EM‘EI thin lips set hard, and hls
and- boots, and he mnﬁ had no chance, nnrruw eyes glinted. He was keen, m-
But Coker was a stmke:- W:th deadly {I keen, on the scheme for mttmg
determination, he barged anting, uut orace Coker in Aunt Judy's
perspiring, but m:phmb]m '_Fhﬂ two favour, sod ting his ward named

iu.nmn, well ahead, grinned back at him
rom a aafa distanca,
“Think he'll burst?" asked Bob.
“Hs, hs, ha i

They t-rutl;ed l:rﬁ, gum cosler hﬁw.
They crossed th the village
bridge, and tl:ot ﬂnwnr » on the other
side of the river. Lm.-.-km Gnes

more, they had a final glmm of Coker
Eamng un the stone parapet of the
{o gurgling, winded,
or was done for! And the hares,
grinning, trotted om their cheery way,
and saw no more of Coker of ﬂm Fif

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
A Preclons Palr!l

R. SARLE erad out of the

M wooden shelter, on the beach

at Pegg, cnu t the hitter

- wind from orth Hea, and

popped bao ain, ruthar like & tox-

tﬁf}? popping 1ts head back into ita
B

In the surmmer, the beach at Pegp
was crowded, and Grﬂﬁr\am fellows
often came down, as it wma only two or
three miles from ‘the schaol.

But in t]m winter, it was desolate and
golitary. ray 1T ru!!ed in w:l:h a
nmrvmumg on rock end shingle,
A sh a. wind hnwfied round the tower-
n{l 8 ﬂf tha great Bhouldar.

gt & soul was to be seen on the beach.
Here and there, s boat lay above high-
water mark. ¥ar oubk in the bay, =
ketoh loomed against the grey sky, tha
only sign of life.

Mr. Barle had the wooden shelter sll
to himself, on a bitter winter’s after-
noo. He walked to and fro under its
roof, with & zquesk of elastic-gided

His cold, bard, thin face was growing
more and more irritable.

For good reasoms Mr, Sarle did-not
want to see his ward at Gr&sffnura
Bchool. He was very likely, th ﬂ;f&
run into Caffyn’s cousin Coker. ke
did not want Miss Judy Coker to learn
by any chance that he was in frequent
gommunication with her naphew Edgar.

Trua, Edgar's lagal guardian, he
might ba supposed to desire to see his
ward aumct]meu Still, he preferred

heir to the old lady's ample cash. He
had set all his cunning wits to work to
that end. But at the present moment
hg was fealing that, more than an ﬁt’hmg
else, ila would have liked to box Master
Edgar's ears!

ut there was a sound of a footstep on
tha sand at last,

Once more Mr. S8arle put his thin nosa
out inte the wmd an

4 looked, The

nipo was coming,

Cpojru 's face wes dark and sullen as
he tramped into the wooden shelter,

He seemad in no botter temper than his

guardian,

“You are lata, Edgar " rasped Mr.
Barle. "“You are more then hglf-an-
hour lata! I am almest frozen waiting
here for you.”

“Not my fault!” snarled Caffyn. He
flung himself on the be.nﬁh in the shelter,
“That brute Horape—-""

“¥ou have kept me waiting,”

" How could I help it?" gruwie.d the
Snipe. **That brute knocked me imto
tha water, and I had to go back and

L _!geu should bave kept clear of &
quarrel with Horace, when you had to
come here|” snapped Mr. Barle,

“He pitched into me for nothing, on
my way hers."

Mr. Sarls gave a sniff at that, He
had no dm.tt that, on ingquiry, the

“nothing ¥ would have proved to be a
“ something.”
“Well, you are hero now, at all

avents 1" ha grunted, as ho saf 'down on
the bench.

“Yes, I'm heore!™ growled Caffyn,
“And a fat lot of use, 5o far as I can
g, Old Judy was at the school last
week, and 1 thought it was all right—
but that hulking brute is move in her
favour than ever.”

“So I understand, from her conver-
sation since,” aald Mr. Barle. ™It 1s
really oxtraordinary, the good fortune
of that stupid, obtuse, obstreperous boy.
Huw nna-nnu ¢an like him is a mystery

thers is no doubt that your
;um: afa damtad to him."

“0ld cat!" said Caff

“His reports from school ara consis-
tently bad,” went on Mr. Elnrle “ His

arantu. 1 'i:mhava. hm.rn iﬁﬂﬁ “f; of
ﬁ Indeed, I WO
anxious for his futura, Eut or the !:-l:t
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;‘“rh:'l
“hfr

Wharton,

“Iﬂmhl"mm * Yon cheeky fag, I'l—**
that he is Miss Judith's heir, and will master. He doesn’t even smoke!l He's
ha very wealthy some day.'” kicked roe fop smoki

“Not if I can put a spoke in his
whmlt" muttered

“It does nﬂt auam 50 easy to put &
apoke in his wheel, ﬁou AXpress [
said the solicitor is s0 head-
atrong, vmlant and quarrﬂlsuma, that
hahu:baen in d l}g&r of boing sent away
from Greyiriars that very -reason.
Bince you have been st the school, I:m
has been in more trouble than ever——"

Caffyn prinneds

o I’vg had eome chances, and made the
most of them,” he said.

“1 have no doubt of it,. And last
wook I really began to 'heliove that tha

ame was a8 good as won,” said

arle, "Mm l.".-ﬂker was unduuhted!jr
v he would prefer, I think,
tugrgalm?ﬂ thnt the dislike between

ﬂ].ll' fﬂ.ull: and not Hm*nmah Eaut

im quurrelhng with practically
gad* he meatn. what was she to
“ It's fool's

luck 1" said Cafivn
«There's such & thing aa fool’s luck. Fo
e:-t another black eve while she was
ro last week. She turned her back
on him and want, and I thought it mu
the finish. But it came cut that he
the black eye {)utr:hmg into a follow w u
called ber a of course, he
became her du!mg"ﬂﬂrm sgain on the

8
p?ﬁ.r. Barle nodded.

“1 pnderstood somethin ﬂf tha kind
from Miss Judith,” he usa! Certainly
ehe appears to have taken bhim more mt.u
favour than ever. His aggtm:va
guarrelsomeness has now, it appear
become o sort of virtue in her eyes,
it is useless to pl&rln:'muram
string, Edgar I

#1 know that chicken won't ﬁght any
more ¥ gruonted Cafivn. “ But there’s
nothing else for us to work on.. The

to’'s got no vices—nothing a fellow
oould find cut and give away to a

that

Mr, Sarle got his thin lips.
“JTs ho etill out of favour with his

Form-master " he od,

" Yes, rather! Old Prout is fed nup
to the chin with him.”

“Something may be done in that
direction,” sdid Mr., Sarle quietly, “1I
boli leve timt. a term or two ago, f}l‘ﬂ*ﬂﬂ
was in very sericus trouble for uatter-
ing threats against his Form-master. If
ha should carry out such threats, Edgar,
I think Miss Judith's patience mt.h the
young ruffian w be exhau

Caffyn a'ht gg'aﬂ hiz shoulders.

“T'vo that story,”

""Thajr sn:r thet Coker threatened to
punch Prout, and then Prout got an
acoidental knoock on the nose, an
thought it was Coker! But it turmed
i:lut-kull right for him, somehow. Fool's
uc

*It might be managed—" Mr.
Sarle sunk his voice very low.
“Think Horace would take a tip from

me to punch his beak, dunt to nut maelf
E Wl

out of Aunt Judy’ 1" jeered ﬂ \‘_‘E
“Things are not always whnt B;r
seem ' saild Mr. Sarle.

stupid and obtuse & bov as Hnrm&, :t-
:-hnull:l rmt be very difficult to maks it
}:: that eomething has occcurred
ich has not actually oceurred,
Edgar ™
affyn started and caught his breath,

“You— you —mean—" he stam-
mered.

" Reflect upon my words, and no doubt
thair full meaning will Il dawn on your
mind,” said Mr, BSarle coldly. "“A
hundmd th{:-uund pounds is worth =
little trouble, Edgar. It i everr worth
a little risk, thnun I do not recommend
taking risks, You bave to desl with &
fool—and you are anything but s fool,
Edgar! :hnul& not bea a diffioult
matter for you.”

Caffyn aat silent,

he said.

hghhhgnt“mt"lnhuthhtnh,mn:ﬂmunﬂmﬂhnﬁu d It on the side of Coker's head. BIF!
* Yon’d better eut, Caffyn, while yon can [ ** sald Wharton,

Mr. Barle shivered, glanced at his
watch, and shive again.

“1 have my train to catch,” he said.
"1 can delay no [ﬂﬂg‘ﬂl‘, Edgnrl As you
were 20 late—""

“I've told you it wasn't my fault 1™

“ Naver mind that| I must go now!
Think over what I have told you. Keap
your eyea open for chances. Teke no
risks that you can avoid—but remem-
ber that there is a fortune Ak stako,™

Mr. Sarle shook hands with his ward
with & hand that wasz like a cold Gsh
and w away with a squeak of
elastic boots. He walked quickly, to get
warm, and to catch his train at Friar-
dale. Caffyn, when he left the sheltar,
moved away more slowly—thinking . as
he -went, with a wrin in his brow

Guardian and ward wera wall
matohed, so far as unscrupulousness
went. But Mr. Sarle was cautious by
profession—Caffyn by nature. Both of
thom stood to gain muﬁh if Horace
Coker was cut out of Miss Judy's will.
MNeither was disposed to take risks, but
it seemed to both of them that un-
scrupulous cunoing must aural:.r wm in
2 conbtest with reckless, unthin a:ﬁ
obtuseness. What chance hiad a fath
like Coker ngainst either of them?

YVery Httla, it seemed to,Cafiyn, as
he thought the matter over, walking
slong the beach., And somohow, he
had nnl: euccesded in getting the better
of Coker, with all Horace's obtusencss
and his own cunning, Was he going to
succead? Was it, as ha had ssid to
Barle, “fool's luck ™ that stood Coker
in such good stead? Or was there some-
thm%um hnnut and uprightness that

o long run, to defeat
ur.;hunalty n.nd basoness ?

Caffyn decided that it was fool’s luck,
and he thought that it was_time
that that luck failed Coker. It re-
mained to be seen whethbr he was
right.

Tag Maoxer Linmary,~No, 1,407,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Under Prout’s Nose!
M R, PROUT, the master of the

Fifth Form at Greyiriars,
frowned. ]
Prout was taking a walk
abroad that afternoon,
Heo was not in the best of tempers.
He was alone, and Prout did not

wholly like ?iug left to his own com-
a8

any, enjoyable as it doubtlesa was,

i P?-:'-ut il?&& to talk while he walked;
indeed, he was fonder of talking than
of walking, and on a ramble he talked
more than he walked.

Possibly that was the teason why
other masters had had engagements that
afternoon, though it was a half-holiday,
and had been unable to walk with

Prout.
uelch had to zee the Head. Capper
haﬂ papers to correct for the Fourth.

Hacker had something to do for the

Shell. Twigg thought it too cold for a
walk. Wi s thought it too windy.
Monsieur Chsarpentier had—or said he
had—a cold!  Lascelles, the games

master, was with the Bixth st football,
Nobody was available for Prout—and
he took his walk abroad with an
immense amount of unuttered conversa-
tion bottled up in his portly breast.

Having, in the oourse of his pere-
grinations, resched the village bridge
over the Sark, Prout was quite pleased
to see a little, slight man in black
coming from the direction of Pegg.

He inaw Mr. Sarle slightly, having
seen him once or twice, and knowing
that he was Miss Judith Coker's
solicitor.

8¢ Prout halted on the bridge, wait-
ing for Mr. Sarle to arrive. It scomed
that Mr, Sarle was heading for Friar-
dale, doubtless for the railway station.
Prout decided to walk with him there.
Sarle was slone, and would no doubt be
glad of his company; and Prout cer-
tainly would ba glad of Barle's. If they
had no other topie for conversation,
thersa was Coker, of Prout’s Form.
They had talked of Coker before, and
had found themsalves in complete agree-
ment with regard to the great Horace
~both of them regarding him as an

THE MAGNET

egregious and  obstreperous  youth

greatly in néed of instruction. and of

restraint. - :

Prout was prepering sn smicable
emile for Mr. Sarle when he sighted
Coker coming up to the bridge by an-
other path.

That was why Prout frowned.

- He hardly ever saw Coker without
frowning. The fathead of the Fifth
had always been rather a thorn in his
zide, vaua term he had been more
troublesome than ever,

There was a certain rugged honesty
about Coker that disarmed Prout at
times. But generally he found it very
difficult to keep his temper with Coker,

Coker's aspect ss this'moment would
not have pleased any Form-master. Ho
never looked very tidy. Now he loocked
extremely untidy.

His collar was loose and crumpled

and grubby. His hat was dented, His
boots “and coat and irounsers were
muddy.

That was not the state in which a
senior boy of Greyfriars should have
walked in the public view! Bomething
was due to the aschool )

rout did not know that Coker hed
found trouble with paper-chasers that
afternoon.

Coker had found quite a [ot.

Havi ﬁt his second wind, on the
bridge, r had pursued the hares
aFum. though be had seen nothing more
of them.

But though he had seen nothing of
the hares, ha had zeen quite a lot of the
hounds |

The pack came streaming on behind
Coker, and Vernon-Smith, passing him,
had Jn.'ln:rt'u]lr tipped off his hat. Peter

, coming up, had kicked it some

distanoce.

_These were merely the playful .atten-
tions Dult?r of the Fli% m ht I!n:r;
expected from juniors th high epiri
on & frosty afternoon. But Coker, of
course, got exocited. He charged an
barged among the Remove pack, and
they left him for dead when they went
on their way.

That fully accounted for Coker’s un-
tidy etate as he came trnilmgbﬂhmk
towards the bridge, homeward bound.

“ Up, the rebels! Down with the
tyrant1" That's the battle cry
on the St. Jim's front! The New
House juniors are up in arms
sgainst their Housemaster because

he wants to rule them with a red
of iron. But the rebels prove that
they are “ rods in picklé’ Ii:-r their
tyrant master | au simply must
read this great school story entitled :

“ FIGQINS HOLDS THE FORT1!”

which appears in this week’s grand

Tt al

so contains a thrilling

school adventure by famou

number of the GEM.

lete varn of Wild West
s FRANK RICHARDS.
At all
Mﬂ
& Béookstalls

The GEM w.m:_z“-

BHe had lost too miwch time to think
getting sfter Potter and Greéne
ifum, for the football match at Green

Unaware that his Form-master, on
the bridge, was eyeing him with an eye
of strong disfavour ker tramped on;
snd =g ta-e; thaPuiight man in
coming up from Pegg.

Coker g

lared.

He diuﬁkad Mr. Barle intensely. Hae
was aware that Aunt Judy’s solicitor dis-
liked him, and lost no op rtum:j' of
“runpning him down,” as called it
with that relative. Aim, he was Gaﬂ'ﬁs

uardian, and Caffyn was a snipe ! And

ker not only disliked Mr. Barle, but
djstrusted him.

Once upon a time Aunt Judy had
:::ha.ngzd some of her investments, on
Mr. Barle's advice, and incurred a con-

"mderable loss thersby.

Coker, not a suspicious fellow, by any
means, as a rule, had a suspicion that
that loss -had, somehow, gone into
Barle’s pockets. He wa;l in fact, pre-
pared to suspect Mr. Sarle of anything
and everything. : .

He was rether pleased to see ham now.
After his rough luck with the Removites
it would be a rehef to tell Sarle what
he thought of him,

He had told him before, more than
once, and had been *jawed ¥ by Aunt
Judy for doing so. But he was ready
fo tell him again.

Indeed, he regretted deE]E_‘l‘y that Sarle
waa not & :,l'nunger marn. ad he been,
Coker would have liked to punch his
nose.

Quickening his steps, Coker met Mr.
Barle, just befare the latter reached the
bridge. He gave Barle. s grim glare,
and %@.ﬂa gave him e startled blink over
his glasses. With their attention fixed
on one another, neither of thém Aoticed
the portly figure of Prout on the bridge,
staring at both of them. ;

““8o you'ra here sgain, Barle I” jeered

d Coker.

The lawyer came to a halt, breathing
hard through his thin nose. .
E&Ha had Tld? his ap mtmg;:; I‘:f;l;hl

at at 4 lonaly » reg mi
ot At R thloey ont of Coker's
sight. MNow, on his way back to the
etation, he met Coker face to faca! It
really seamed like Fata |

But Sarle was taken aback only for a
Horace,” he said

mﬂmTant Mﬂnmta

vk ster ¢
smoothly, “I Have had some legal busi-
ness to do at Pegg, relsting to the
transfer of some pruputt{;g I'm rather
glad, as it haa given me the opportunity
of seeing you again. [ am glad to ses

that you have recovered.”
o Rimvamd 1" ropeated Coker. “I'm
never ill | What do you mean ¥ Think

Z(I:EH a HFM.‘E ﬁﬂﬂiﬂﬂ little snipe like

T understood that your eyes had been
blacked, in some quarrel, or fight,” ex-
plained Mr. Sarle. “I am ﬁh "

“Oh, you've hesrd of that, have you?
eered Coker. *I've no doubt the 8ripe
ge]ls you everything that happens ™

HT t Hor that vou are now
o el el T &5

“Likely, isn't it?” said Coker. *I
whnpp-adlytha little beast this after-
noon, for playing some his dirty

tricks. It's pretty sickening for him to
h:: sent to mrp school. Aunt Judy would

never have done it if you hadn't pug
ym.'lriﬂnr in. It was your doing, I know
that

“ My dear Horace—" " 3

“Don't *dear Horace” mel T've
kicked youcg ﬂufcgﬂ for calling me
Horace,” snap ker. "I ean’t kick
an old fogey like you, but I'd jolly well
lika to. nk

ut know what I thi
of you. erl':l:ﬂ is & huﬂ;r"%tﬂi



suipe, and you're muthar. Earla. That's
1; g’rﬂu ﬂ{a-n shipd! A shatk

In wan nut: aéle,g?nt nt?ﬂkml-i ntm&: X~
u vas
emgbhatm It. leitgns: dﬂflht as to what
really thought !
faint Hush- c:n:um mt-u Mr. Barle's
alu faca. He took  grip ‘o his walk-
mi—ﬁtwk and his desire to lay it around
was very visible in hia looks.
You impudent young rascall” he
breathed.
His low voive did not reach Mr.

Prout, on the bridge; but Coker’s
atanta:armn roply did.
You 1:1r‘-|1.m\'.!y old rascal 1" retorted
or.

There was & heavy tread down from
the bridge. Prout was weighing in.
*Coker ™ he boomed.

"Eﬂh my hﬂ.té“ B]acuintbnaldnﬁﬂkei s
spun round, starin &
Farm- EEE:EHI’ Mr. Eﬂﬂg g!a&mg at the
re:rfnara master, recognised him, and

"Imwﬂ
Q-D(E.;It-amuﬂn, -Mr.- Prout!” he
lmi in hie squeaky voice.
-afterncon, sir(* siid Prout

lared a.t Coker, purple with wrath.
“Gﬂi hunr-:l your words to this

”T]ua what 1" sneerod ﬂuhar
“How dare {ﬂu Prout.
“g n my word nrl can only

apologise for the :udﬂnﬂﬂ, +the had
manners, of this boy in my Form. You
tay be assured, sir, that he wﬁi
mmmhhd for 1™

“1 thank wyou for mterranm
Prout,” said the solicitor.
roglly Ipptahennm of violence from th.u
obstreperous boy.”

“(Oh, dons talk rot!” snapped Eﬁkﬂr

bhave punched you if
d enough to be my fa
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weren't

“ Hilenos ¥ roared Pront.

"Celm yourself, Horace! said Mr.
Sarle. “Suroly, you will not give way
to your unguvamablﬂ tempet in the
ﬂmanm of your Form-master,”

“Look here—*

" Silence, Coker] Go back to the
school at omeca[® boomed Prout. "o
iato the Form-room and write Virgil p
unti» I return.”

Coker stared at him,

Tlt's & hn!f-hnhdniﬂ

“Do not dare to bandy words with
mmﬂakul ﬂhﬂmthm instant, or I
will report you to Dr. Locke for a
flogging |

Coker breathed hard and decp. But D

even Coker had sense eno not to
o the matter further with Prout.

o turned: and tramped nw::r over the

bridge, and dmppaamd in the direction

of

rnu‘.r' wnt.-:.l:ad him out of si
with & grim frown. Then he turned to
Barle again,

“Mr. Barle, I can only apologise—the
worst boy in my Form—an absolutely

vernable and obstreperous hobble-
de-hoy . sir—"

*] am only too well noquainted with
the boy's character, sir, ms I am his
aunt’s solicitor, and come into frequent
gontast with h:m, said Mr. Barle, "I
fear that he must be a sore trial to yon.”

* Obatreperous, able, = un.
thinki unraﬂwﬂug-.——-*" Prout
ou are going to Friar.

off the list.
dale, Hr Enrlu. was thinking of walk-
m—l—uﬂ"

mﬁﬂ wﬂl ha. s great pleasure, sir ¥ said
Mr Barle politel
» And they ﬂslged to Friardale to-

ther.
ﬂ!‘mut had » listener .at last! . Ha
Hﬁdl And u he talked chiefly about

betre us and intolorabla map-
Gots audl ciatomns o Coker, 6t hia Poors.
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his conversation did not, for once, bore

ks listenor.

They Fartad at Frmrdnlﬂ Station,
with mu 1§em pn 1n fu ree-
m.ant- t:rn jech u Horace Coker!

as he eat in the train
gﬂ:ng crn-wu.:rd was not 'sOrry,
aftar n]L for that unex meating

with Aunt Judy's favoirite pephew.
Frout’'s opinion of Coker was  very
clear, and it made the way easy for
yn, if an opportunity should ocour.
And surely sn opportunity would nok
hﬂ long in coming to so watchful and
& young rascal as the Bnipe of

tha 2mova.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

A Close Finlsh]
E!LY u fellows '
I ¥y Bunter rolled up to the
mchm}l gates. .
A crowd of fellows had

gathered thera
It was near time for the hares to be
getting home, if they bad not
n‘:.uu ht, But théy were not yet in sight.
e run had béen a rather long m
nnﬂ some of the going was hard, an
good many of the pack had taﬂad nE
and cut bome aoross country.
Half the pack, in fact, were pow
gathﬂ:&ﬂ outside the school gates, with
gcarves on, waiting for the
ﬂmah of the run that they had had to
“chuck ** at various poin
‘Buntér” ¢ame rolling up to them,
. puffng and hlowmg

Bunter had given up the race eaﬂjr.
but he had been a long time ge .g
home. Long and frequent reats h
been necassary for the fat Owl of the
Remove. But here he was at last,

. and puffing,'and looking as if he had
dona miles,

miles, and m:Ies. and miles.

"Not in Jat Bunter.

“ Not amware Hazeldene,

“1 hed to ohuck it after six miles™
M@H?nﬁ%h p?

f a, al

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at !’ grunted

T,
Yuu mm after six yards?' asked

&r six !mt?” Inquired Skinner,

"Or six inches™ queried Fisher T
Fish. “I'll say six inches.”

“] mean six miles}" roared Bunter.
“ And I shonldn't have chucked it then,
m:uis I In:at the trail. All you fellows

spem to have nhunhd it 'Bmttx esarly.
uu get tired,

80 tired as :.rnu dtd. you an
npmfer, said 'Peter., "I .remembe r
von aitting on a log & qua
ammm:t.. I never saw you o r

wards. "

“ Boast I'*

Billy Bunter rolled in. I was not yet
toa-time, but Bunter was more than

for tea. That run soross. uumltrr
had made Bunter bungry—whether
was sir miles or yards or feet that he
had coverad. Having chenged. the fat
Owl rniled into the Hemove pm
like a lion seeking whit he mi
davaur.

But the utu&:m wore deserted. Al
the fellows who had dropped out of the

paperchase wero Iman to seo the Gnish
and wera weiting outside the gates for
the hares to blow in~—the gates being

(1] hﬂmﬂ M
Ouly in one study did ‘Bunter find an
focupan was in Btudy Mo, 1,

sprewling in AT and m‘kmg
a cigarette. Ve
was thinking over hus t-t!i with Mpr,
Sarle at Pegg, as he smoked. He gave

‘going b
_wnnt;a company thﬁfﬂﬂt-

' you, ycrum:

red Pater Todd,

i

i Hﬂhhﬂ et askéd -Bunter,
He did nu}ﬁ I‘?il mp& hut he was
prepared to:Be pally, if o' Snipa was
have tea in the study, suod

teaing in Hall ! If you've looked
in hara for a fead, you” can get eut
agsin [¥ ﬁnﬂﬂtﬂd Caiffyn,
unter gave ﬂmdmﬂul snort. 'As
rg was g tau going in the study, he
could afford to be disdainful,

“¥Yah! Think a fellow would tes with
™ he jeared. - “I .cin
tell you raw_the line mmqwhﬁm
Why d :Elnt you join up in the ger-

chasat Too jolly sl what?
done six mi

“Minis five miles and seven fur-
longs?” asked Caffyn.
- “Y¥ah! PFrowsting, sbout smoking in

a study!” said Bunter contamptuously.
“1f it were my utud:_r I"a.'l jolly soon stop

Four smoking,
Caffyn reached ig: s cushion to hurl,

and Banter hasgtily retired from the deor
of No. 1. He rolled oot of

the House again, and down to the gatés,
More fellows had - ared thmgnnw

Mﬂm and mora droppad in aftap
giving up the chase.”

Bupnter blinked up the road the way
the hnm would come, Thore was no

8l
EDI aa:g. g: fﬂllﬁ:& they muut be

crawling,’” he remarked, ™1 say, Taoddy,
dﬂn’t wa:t here any longer. Let's go

to &
"Rnl;a I* answersd Tod
:%E'qm;”mmmg i to tes, Iazel?”
o
Bunter grunted and blinked.up the

road agzin. He waa quite anxious for
the Famous Five to get in
“Hallo, here they mmu!" shouted

Two runninl Ggures ugpanrud on tha
road. Wharton and Bob Cherry were
in sight, streaking for home  They
CAmMe snr&mhlt:&g own & bank into the
road, and headed for the school g&t-aa.

A moment later thtaa puraumg ﬁ%

hurtled down t.'lm enk—Smithy,
wing, and g Bull. Anﬂther
momenk m& Frmk ugent and Hurree
Ju.muut sm Bingh :hnwe-r!ﬂup Mtﬁg
em cn Tom Brewn, an
D?u&m% The rest had tailed
nﬂ:' far hehind.

There was & shout from the crowd at
the gates. as the hares came aprintifg
up the road.

113 Ga- i; IH

::'Fiut t’:nmaalt; Bob wer

ar a
but- they were évidentl hhmlﬂ
the long srun.' Behind tgsm
nﬁna

ﬁ:f*l covering g:ﬂ
wing, was .oply &
mg But t-h;u -:t-her alim ware
"“’E“ “14
he hares. mli du it,” said Haxel.
T:dﬂnlan B;nlthjr 'Ih them ¥ said
K{sﬁ out of the way, Bunter p

Buntar did not heed ﬂta- junotion,
Heo was not fearfully inte in the
clusu boish, He was thinking chiefly of

He stood in the road, at
r.hamnnm through his l:.-ig né»mnfm
Whartcnh was ssen to stumbla over &

stone. He nearly fells but Bob Che
rasped his arm and hooked him on, an
Was running aAgein, .

Hardly » moment or two had been
lost; bu Herbert. Vernonfmith was
mm dn a deer, His

uuh‘h‘uﬁnhtﬂ. mimed Wharton by
oely inches as thu upuin of tha Re-

move shot onward £ % s
. ) Iﬁhﬁﬂd

Bunter an inimioal stare as the fat Owl hﬂﬂhﬁiﬁ

blinkéd in.
o Wam snything 1™ he asked,

The erowd st
It was a i:nu.ttnr of ‘yarde now, and
Tan Macuer. Linpssy,~No, 1,407, -
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only the Bounder had a chance of get-
ti% the hares before they got home.

harton and Bob, side by side,

pounded on. Fast behind them .came
the Bounder, ;Fe:-ing all out.

“ Buek up!

“"Put it on ¥

“He's got ‘em !

“He hasn't!¥

“Thrillin’, ain’t it?" yawned Lord
Mauleverar.

“I say, you fellows——"

" Keep out of the way, Bunter I

*0Oh, really, Tnd%y——“

“8hift, you fat idiot!” roared Peter,
“Can’t you see you're in the way, you
blithering owl? Shift [

Bunter shifted right into the path of

the breathless, panting runners. For o
second it looked like & crash, But Bob
Cherry, with wonderful presence of

mind, gave Bunter his elbow, and the fat
junior, with a gasping squeak, rolled on
the frosty road. )

Then ecame the crash, But it was
Smithy who got it

Whether the Bounder would have
bagged the hares but for Bunter wes a
question much _debated in Remove
sgtndics afterwards. It was certain that
hia clutching hard was only inches off,
when Bunter happened,

But Bunter did happen.

As the fat Owl spun over, Wharton
and Bob Cherry ren clear of him and
bolted into the gatewsy—home, Bub
the fat Owl was sprawling right in front
of the Bounder, who had no timo to
glear him. Smithy stumbled over
Bunter, and came down.

Crash! Bump! _

There was an agonised howl from
Billy Bunter. The Bounder's crash
fAattened him out on the road.

Smithy was up in a second, and leap-
ing on. Onoc of his foet was planted on
Bunter's waistcont az he leaped. A
horrible gurgle came from Bunter.

But it was too late—the hares were
home, and a miss was as good as a
mile. Vernon-8mith leaned on the gate-
post and panted, .

“MNear thing, Smithy, old man!”
grinned Bob breathlessly.
“That fat idiet!

Bounder.

“Urrrggh came from Bunter.
“Wurrggh! I'm smeshed—I'm killed!
Uuurrgh I*

““Ha, ha, ha!” .

Vernon-2mith detached himeelf from
the gate He was spent and breath-
less. ut he had still enough breath
left to kick Bunter. And he didl

“*Yaroosoch!™

Bunter bonnded uap.

“Ow! Whoop! g‘lﬂppit! Yarooop !

“Hﬂ-, h-'-h hﬂ- I

Bunter bounded in at the gate, and
ran for the House, After him went the
Bounder, After both of them went the
rest of the fellows, roaring with
lavghter, Bunter was roaring, too,
though not with laughter. Bmithy got
in three more befora the fat Owl dodged
into the House and escaped.

gasped the

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
More Brilliance From Bunter !

L UNTER |
B “Oh1 Yes, sir1”
“Have you written Four
H:' 0% =l

“Mum-mum-my lines, sir?” stam-
mered Bunter.

He blinked at Mr, Giue’!ch.

" Bunter was not thinking of lines. He
had other matters to think of.

Hares and hounds had gone into the
shanging-room to clean up after a
rather muddy run. Bunter was waiting

Tae MiGNET LIRRARY.—No, 1,407,
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for them impatiently. Bunter was think-
ing of tea, and debating in his fat mind
which study he was going to plant him-
self in for that important function. He
had decided, definitely, not to try the
Bounder’s study. He did pot want to
see Sreithy again, .

Asg for lines, really he bad ne time to
think of such trifies, He had, in fact,
fﬂr%:}tten that his impot had been
doubled owing to the failure of his
brilliant wheeze in Study No. 7 the
previous day.

It wae just like that beast, Quelch, to
remind him, when he had far more im-
portant matters to think of, _

“¥Yes, Bunter, your lines1” said Mr.
Quelch severely. *1 trust, Bunter, that
you have not forgotten ﬂ_}.nt you have
two hundred lines of Virgik to bring to
me after tea.”

“0Oh, no, sir: I—I've been. thinking th

of them all—all tha time, sir,” stam-
mered the Owl of the Remove.

“Are they written yet, Bunter?”

“"No, sir. I—I mean yes, sir!"” stut-
tered the hapless Owl. *I—I mean, that
is.to say, I—I've nearly finished them,
gir, Only—only a few more, sir—""

1 trust that that statement 13 correct,
Bunter. If you de not bring them to
me before six o'clock in my study I shall
cana you.”

“0Ohb lor" 1™

Mr. Quelch rustled away i:'ri;':r‘n'nrn.‘ltl%;l
Billy Bunter blinked after ham throu
his big spectacles dismally ‘and dulai'ul%.

He had not touched the lines yet,
he was going to get them done before
six there was evidently no time for tea,
or even thinking of tea; it meant going
all out.

Which was aimELf awful 1

On the other hand, Bunter did not
want to be caned—very much indeed he
did not want to be caned |

* Beast | grosned Bunter, as soon as
Quelch was out of hearing. :

There was no _help for it. Instead of
rooting up snd down the Remove studies
for the spread he so badly neceded,
Bunter had to repair to his own study
and write lines He waited no longer
for thoss beasts in the changing-room ;
dismally he rolled up the stairs.

A powerful voice reached his ears on
the !gen:m‘m landing. He blinked round
%‘t:fﬂ'];}kar and Potter and Greene of the

1th.

“1 tell you I'm fed-up!” Coker was
sayving in emphatio tones, “Prout told
me to come back to the school—well, I
came back. He told me to into the
Form-room and write Virgil—well, 1
went into the Form-room and wrote
Virgil! I tel! you fellows I've done

hundreds of lines—well, then—"

“But if Prout told you to stay there
£ill he came in—"" murmured Potter.

“He should have come inl” hogted
Coker. **Does he think I'm going to
cut tea and sit in the Form-room, wait-
ing till he chooses to blow in any old
tima "

“May come in any minute,” urged
Greene. “I1'd wait, old chap. Prout is
pretty shirty with you, anyhow.”

“T've waited!” ssid Coker.
waited till past tea-time. I dare say
the old ass i3 winded, and m-ntﬂini
home on his hands and knees! " Am
going to sit in the Form-room till Prout
gets home on his hands and knees 1*’

“He will be waxy if he told you—m"

“Let him !” said Coker determinedly.
“T've had a detention for nothing—
merely for telling thsat enéaking worm
of a Inwyer what I thought of him{
I've written a stack of linea] There
they are on my desk in the Form-room
for Prout to see when he blows inl If
he éxpects me to sit there till he gets
his second wind and orawls Im about

“T've

*

midnight he's fally well mistaken | And
I'm ﬂ]ﬂ“y well ready to tell him so,
tmtﬂ LF ] d

“But—" urged Potter;

“Oh, chuck it!" said Coker. “I'll go
back to the Form-room after tea if you
like, if Prout’s not in by then. But I'm
gi::lti?g to have tea |

= ’ut—-” murmured Greana,

Pve & hamper in the study; it

came to-day from my Aunt Judy, Are
you fellows going to help me unpack

it
Fotter and Greens wers lmking rather
& men-

troubled and doubtful, but at t
tion of the hamper their doubts scemed
to clear aiway., They knew what Aunt
Juji_f.r 8 ham{:rers were like,

After &ll, I dare say Prout's been
delayed getting back,” remarked Potter.

He can’t have mesnt you to stick in
& Form-room till any old time."
"And, after all, if you've done a lot
ﬂlméa.——-" said Greeno,

., - Two or three hundred,” said Coker.

Come on, let's have tea—and bloyw
Prout 1"

The three seniors went up the Fifth
Form passage and disappeared. Billy
Bunter blinked after them sadly.

Had Coker decided to return to the
Fowsm-room and wait for Prout, as he
oortainly ﬁughh to have done, his
hamper would not have been neglected.
Bunter, now that he knew about it,
would have looked after it for him.

But with Coker and Pottor and
Greene in the study, unpacking the
hamper from Aunt Judy, Bunter had
to gnm up that happy thought.

ut anothar thought came inte his
fat mind.

“ Oh orikey 1" breathed Bunter,

He grinned.

Coker, it seemed, had left a stack of
linas on hia desk in the Form-room,
Bunter was badly in want of lines.

He would rather have tackled :the
hamper, but the hamper was out of
reach—and the lines weren't |
. Coker had written some hundreds of
lines from '\T:;gﬁ. Bunter had te show
up two hund lines from Virgil.

Buppose he borrowed Coker's?

The "fist " was different, but not so
trentendously different.  Both Bunter
and Coker wrote & scrawling round
hand that bore only a distant re-
semblance to a civilised handwriting.

A Romove fellow's lines would not
have done, Quelch would have known
the fist. But Quelch couldn’t know any-
thing about Fifth Form men’'s fista; he
had nothing to do with the Fifth,

Billy Buntor’'s eyes gleamed behind
his big spectacles. This was another
brilliant ides—as brilliant as yester-
day's, which had failed so lamentably.
Bunter hoped for betier luck this time.

‘Instead of heading for Study No. T,
Bunter rolled down the stairs again.
Onea that littla affair of the lines was
off his fat mind he would be able to
devate his sttention to the thinga that
really mattered—such as a spread-in a
Remove study.

It was easy enough to get into the
Fifth Form Room unnoticed; nn-bodg'
waes about the Form-reoms on s hali-
holiday. Coker had left the door wide
open when he came oub, after walling
zo long in vain for Prout. )

Billy Bunter rolled in and blinked
round him for Coker's desk.

On that desk lay the lines written by
Horaca,

Bunter pounced on them.

Blinking at them, he could almasf
have taken them for his own handiwork.
Fnke-;’: fiat lri;uka& “k?g t%n.t of a uadrpd-
ess fag in the Becon orm ; 8o di
EuntarFm Coker adorned his sheets
with blots, =mears, smudges; sa
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for calling me names. . I can’t kiek mﬁldmoagey like you, byt I°d jolly well ike to.

" My dear Horace—"" protested
was the
dld Eunter Coker spelled many of
's words in . ‘way that would have

a.£ Virgil jump; sodid Bunter. The
resemblance reslly was striking. Buntar
hoped that it would be good enough for
Quelch,

Buspicious beast that he was, he
conldn’t suspeot that s Fifth Form man
had done Bunter's lines for him, That
was 4 thing unheard of |

If he noticed & difference in the fist,
Bunter would bhave to explain it some-
how. He had an «ndless store of pre-
varication to dtug upon.

Coker had written bhis name and
Form, as usual, on the top sheet. But
Bunter detachad that sheet and threw
it away among the desks. Thers were
still & good two hundred lines left.

On the second shest—now the top—
Bunﬁer fnséribed his own name and
Form with Coker's pen and Coker's ink.

Then he slipped the impot under his
ii‘aﬂkﬁt and streolled out of the Fifth

1EI'-I!-H1 W:fneelug guite bucked no

aw uite bue now,

Be it geid in justice to Bunter “that
ha did not realise in the least that he
was playing a sourvy trick on Coker,
He was so deeply concentrated on that
more important rmm. Bunter of
the Remove, that he really bad no time
to think about Coker of the Fifth,

Only s week before Caffyn bhad
“ pinched ” an impot of Coler’s to get
him inte a row with his Form-mastar,
Harry Wharton & Co. had batted him
for if, and Bunter fully approved. Ha
did not realise that there was a st
resemblance between his own action an
affyn's,
True, Caffyn’s motive had been l:-ld
and malicious, and Bunter only w:nn
fet done with th:a hnl:har uf e-
linea a0 tha
Immm to think ;bnut ['-El a-
ence was that Caffvn was a uml.l,
Bunter a howl sss, That d::Eaunu
certainly was in ter's favour.
Anghow, - Bunt-ar Ead the lines,

-hn had never inten

of a heavy fread as Mr. Prout

Armed with that lm]ilué tha fat Owl
rolled away to Masters’ Studies to pre-
sent himself ' to Mr. Quelch. his
brilliant stunt, even more brilliant than

yosterdey’'s, was going to see him
thrm:ﬂgh At all events, Billy Bunter
hoped that it waal

(LIPS e S Sy

THE TYENTH CHAPTER.
The Missing Impot !

R. PROUT came in tired and a
M little eross.
He had had a lon
Frout bel m\ed 10 fﬂng walks,
But, in point oi fact, Prout had more
weight to carry than could be comiort-
ably earried for great distances.

After uae.mi’ r. Sarlo off at Friar-
dale Station. Prout had decided to walk
a8 far as Green Hedges, and caich the
motor-bug there for Courtfield if he falt
fatigued.

At Gireen Hedges he did feel fatigued.
But he did not cateh the motor-bus,
hecause it was crammed with people
whe had been thore to see a football
match. There was no room for Prout.

fo he walked back to Greviriara,

That was why he was so late and so
tired and so cross. But tired and cross

‘08 he was, Prout remombered Cokeor.

In the full belief that he would be
back in good time for tea, he had
ordered Coker to stay in the Form-reom
till he returned,

Now he was very late for Toa: and
Coker, probably, was getting hungry
by that hma. and must bhave written
countless lines,

8o, tired as he was, Prout, who was
a dunful gentleman, headed direct for
t.h Form me en be came in,
tn release the hapless anar._ Really
Ea-ﬂ Coker's detantion

to last over tea-time.
Btill, he soon found that he need not
bave worried about Caker. When ha

“ Don’t dear Horace me ! ** snapped

13

’_. :%’_

Coker. *‘I've kicked young Caffyn
You're & legal shark. ‘!rahl" There

got m the Fifth Form Room it was
empty |

Prout turned on the light. He did
not, of course, expect to find Coker
thers in the dark. Coker was gone!

Prout, gave s grunt. 8¢ill, he could
ba reasonable. If Coker had remained
in deiention till tea-time, he Had
carried out the spirit of Prout’s order,
if not ita actual letter.

Prout was prepared to be satisfied if
he found that Coker had done the lines.
No actual number of lines had been
specified; Coker had bden bidden re-
mam in the Form-room and write

Bgl] till Prout came jn. Three hun-

lines would satisfy Prout.

Not & single line was to be seen on
Coker’s desk,

Prout breathed hard.

Had that unruly boy gome into deten-
tion st all, as ordered? Had he oven
returned to the school when bidden?
Prout began to doubt it.

Prout resolved that if thiz was more
defiance - and disrespect from Horace
Coker, Horage Coker should fee]l the
full weight of his resentment.

Has was fed up with Coker and his
nntlf.:s He had reached tho Limit of his
atience. A fogging was due—over-
dgifl If éf:ﬂu was one mﬂrt?u nutl&:;;_ﬂc Eﬁ
ANce er was goin 2
But he would ie sure first,
Possibly, barely p-nsalhly, Coker had
done those lines, and Lu.kl;m them sway.
It was not lzke{:,-, but it was possible.
Prout was going tor make assurance
doubly asure; and then—ths thundere

storm |

Ernut left lﬂ:e Fl;?r?-mmh

& went avi own the passage.
The winter dusk was falling; but it was
not yet leck-up. Possibly Coker was
not 1n the House at all—if he bad dis-
obayed his . Form-master's orders!
Prout’s eyes gleamed at that thought.

A number of Remdvé juniors, looking

(Continued. on page 16.)
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very ruddy and fresh, newly swept
and garnished after a healthy run across
country, were goilng to the. staircase.

Prout called to one of them.

“ Wharton {*

Harry Wharton turned round,

“Yes, sirl”

“Do_you know whether Coker of my
Form is in the- Housel”

“Coker, sir! 1 don’t know—we've
only just in from s paper-chase,”
answere BITY.

“We met him in Friardale Wood, sir,
early this afternoon,” said Bob Cherry.
“ Haven't seen him since.”

The last Wharton and Bob bad seen
of Coker that great man had bosn lean-
ing on the parapet of Friardala Bridge
getting his  second wind ! Thay
gathered, from -Prout’s look, thet the
happy Horace had landed into trouble
\!r‘ulthPhlﬁ Fﬂrmvmutj-:rm m_:iqa diihan.

‘Perhaps yon wi mdly go to
Coker's study, Wharton—"

“0Oh, certainly, sir!” said Harry
politely.

“1f Coker iz thers, tell him to come
to my study and bring with him the
lines he has writtem,” said Prout,

“Yery well, siri”

The Remove fellows went up the
stairs, and while the rest of the Co.
went into the Remove quarters, Harry
eut aoross the landing to the Fifth Form
passage.

Coker evidently was -in hiz study,
for Wharton his bull voice befora
he reached the door of that apartment.

“Prime, what? Colker was saying.
“ Like the cold chickens?™

“Topping IV came Potter’s voice.

“Ripping ¥ said- Greene.

Wharton looked in. An open hamper
lay beside the table, partly unpacked.
Coker & Co. had not finished unpacki
it before starting on the good thi it
contained. They were seated round the
table, disposing of cold chickens and
other excellent comestibles.

Coker stared at the captain of the
Remove.

_ “Hallo, have you come for the thrash-
ng owWe Fou, mguu- cheeky young
sweep ™ he inguired.

“Thanks, noi” said Harry, laughing.
“Message from Prout—"

“Oh! Has Prout corte in?" grunted

Coker.
“More tronble!” sighed Potter.
“Oh rot!™ grun Coker. “Even

that old ass wonldn't expect me to stay
in the Form-room msll this time. What
does he want, Wherton 7 -

“You and your lines in his study!™
answerad Harry.

“He must have found my lines in the
Form-room, if he went there!” growl
Coker. “What does the old ass mean
He must have gone to the Form-room
thinking I was atill there! Is he
blind ™

“Well, from what he szid, he hasn't
got your lines,” said Harry.

Snort, from Coker.

%I tell you he must have gone to the
Form-room, as he told me to stay there

Tue Macyer Laprazy.—No, 1,407
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till he came in, and he was ass emough
te think I would! I left linez on
my desk—nearly three b . . Hs
must be as blind as a bat if he's missed
them. Go and tell him so.”

“I don’t thinkl” \

“Look here, cut off, Coker, and fé'"*'f

¥
advised Greene. ‘‘Perhaps he hasn't
looked in the Form-room at all.”

“Well, ho ocught to have!” growled
Coker. He heaved himself up from the
table. “I can tell you men I'm geiting
fod-up with Prout! I shall hit him,
cne of thess daws. I don't wani to—
but I fes|l that he will drive me to 18"

t'l:éc-ker tramped angrily out of the
study.

Harry Wharton followed him as far ag
the stairs with & thoughtful ook on his
face. I1f, as Coker said, Prout had
ordered him to stay in the Form-room
till his return, it was fairly certain that
Prout had gone there, ¥, then, had
he not found Coker's lines on his desk?

Back into Wharton's mind came the
recollection of the trick Caffiyn had

ayed s week or two ago, “pinching ”

oker’s impot. and landing him into a
row with the angry Prout.

Head the Snipe been at his tricks

sgain?
It began to look like it! On the
landing Wharton hesitated—he was
h ti; and wanted to join the spread
in Cherry’a study. - But he felt
that it was up to him .to look into this.
If the treacherous B8Bni End landed
Coker in ancther row, the Snipe had to
be .called to order, and without loss of
fiima. Bo Wharton followed Coker

OWna.

He followed him to the Fifth Form
Reoom. ‘There, Coker turned on tho
light and tramped across to his desk for
the lines.

. He stared blankly when he saw that
no lines were there.

“Gone?" asked Harry quietly from
the  doorway.

Coker stared round at him bewildered.

“Prout must have found them and
taken them sway!” he stuitered.

“"From whst he said, he couldn't
hava!™

“Well, they're not here. Are you
sure he said T was to take the lines io
his study I demanded Coker.

“ Ouite 1*

“Wall, I suppose I'd better go, but I

g oan't take the lines, az he's taken them

already,” said the gerpla:ed Horaca.
“*Jevver hear of such an old ass?”

Ha tramped away. Wharton, setting
his ' lips, cut away for the Remove.
History had repeated itself;
ot, left unguarded, bad been
‘pinched.” Coker did not think of
that—Coker did not think of anything!
But Wharton thought of it, and had no
doubt about it. And Edgar Caffyn, the
Snipa of the Remove, was going to be
called “lf?‘ﬂ promptly to produce those
missing lines or take the consequences!

Coker's im-

THE ELEVERTH CHAPTER.
Getilng By With K!
BILLY BUNTER stocd in his

I Shrovgh Wy bi W“EI o

ro is bi j

It was s Err u.nangub ink

pa hen Bunter s '?;a&‘:;.tth mm&
pera w rri 8

the fat Owl had been told ou mtﬂ
Thet, Bunter

%ualch*s part; though he did not, of

urse, venture to tell Quelch so!

Form-master's study, blinﬁlgg
Quelch had i
wait.
ponsiderad, was chask on
If & beak was too busy to look at a

fellow’s lines, it was up to the beak
?ntt.al! ?&ﬁ to lay ﬂbﬂ"ﬁ %?m the table and
et a fellow go. mlebe{ad
old Gorgon: E_Encj- that a fglliuw liked
atandmilin his study, shifting one
leg to the other, and from the other to
the onaf

If Quelck fancied anvthing of the
sort, he was mistaken ! ﬁunta: did not
like it at all. .

But Quelch seemed guite unconcerned
nbont what Bunter liked or did not
like! And Bunter, ms ha waited, grew
more and more unessy. This departura
from the wusual customn looked ‘as if
Quelch was suspicious sbout those lines,

Bunter wondered if that saffair in
Study No. 7 had made him suspicious.

Quite possibly it had!
But Qualch took up the impot at last,
a.ngrl ded to scam it
i

Billy Bunter ‘fraw more and more dis-
quicted as he did so.

Some beaks did not bother much
about an impot. Prout was well known
hardly to look at one. So was Capper,
the Fourth Form beak, Almost any-
thing would do for either Prout or
Capper. Buf Quelch was always ca
in that matter, aa 1o all mattera.

But he was overdoing the carafulness
now, ‘Bunter thought, was actually
re_ui;_ng the lines, as if bhe liked reading
Viegil I’

The fact was, that Mr. Quelch was

surprised fo see Bunter bring in two
hundred lines so moon after being re-
mindad to do so. He had had a stron

suspicion at the time that Bunter ha
not touched the im Now he walked
in wiﬂiz IE;;:}B? leted ! That 1{“3 enough
to make very partioular,

Now he was pum]od?

He noticed, of course, that the
writing, though an unearthly . scrawl,
was not quite the same soraw! that he
was accustomed to roceive from Bunter.

Had it-borne any resemblance to any
other *“fist” in e Bemove, Quelch
would - have known what to think, He
would have Eunuad at onoe that some
E@her fellow had done Bunter's lines for

im.

But that scrawling, sprawling fist bore
no resemblance whataver to any hand in
the Romove, ex Bunter's. It was

uite like Bunter's, but it was more
lite Bunter’s than any other Remove
man's.

B0 the whole thing was puszling.
Fellows in the same Form sometimes
lent & hand withe lines, on the satrict

t. Fellows in other Forms didn't. - If
r had not lgnt help in the Remove

P

nob

bhe had got help nowhers., Yet Mr.
31:01{:]1 oubted + niuch whether
unter bad written those lines.

He rpoke at last; breaking a eilence
that seemed to the anxicus Owl to have

“Yeas, sir 1" gasped Buntar,

“Did you wﬁb&spt.hml lincs 7%

“1, sir?! Ok, yes, sirl”

"I directed you,” said Mr. Quelch, “to
write two hundrad lines of "Firﬁil i Hern
are two hundred and twenty.

The beast had dctually countad them 1

“Oh* gesped Bunter. *“The—the
fact is, air—"

“What is the fact, Bunter?” asked
Mr. Quelch, his tone implying that he
did npeot ex much: in the way of
facts from that hopeful member of his
Form.

“The—the [act is, sir, I—I got inter-

ested in the—the stuff, and—and just
went on writing 1™
* Bless my soul |” said Mr. Quelch.
Whatever he had he had

not o d thatl o doubt thers
were fellows at Greyfriars to whom the
poetic beauties-of Virgil appealed. Bug



it was certain that Billy Bunter was not
one of them !

As for any fellow getting sa fearfully
intérested in lines that he forgot when
to stop, that wanted some belioving |

Mr. Quelch fixed his eyes on Bunter’s
fat face. They bored into Bunter.
could almost fes! thoso gimlet eyes
penetrafing.,

_ “If your statement is correct, Bunter,
it is very much to your credit!” said
Mr. Quelch, in a deep, rumbling voice.

“¥es, sir ! Thank you, sir! Mza-a-may
I go nowt”

“You may not, Bunter |

“Oh, ler* I

“"You had not, I think, written theszo
lines when I spoke to you lesa than half
an hour ago, Bunter.”

“QOh, wea, girl”

-“When did you write them, Bunter #*
th:Thia a.ftemuﬂni,sir, while I waz at

paper-chase—I—] mean, before I

started on the paper-chase—"

™

He,
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“The handwriting, Bunter, is not like
your usual hand.™
i "I“—I'm 80 glad you've noticed i
sir

“What 1™

“You-—you've told me so often, air,
that I—I ought to t.lg to improve my
bandwriting,” said DBunter hopefully.
“8o—so I have, sir! That—that’s why it
is rather better, sir, and—and dif-
ferent 1*

* But 1t i3 not better, Bunter.”™

SO ,

“If anything, it is rather wores than
usoel [

“Da-o-oh 1

“But it is certainly different,” said
Mr. Quelch.

“T—1 tried to make it different! sir,
as—as you're not satisfied with—with my
usual hand.” :

Mr. Qualch looked at the lines agsin.
Who byt Billy Bunter could have pro-
duced that outrageous scrawl? Nobody
else in the Bemove,
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Had Mr. Quelch been aware that lines
of Coker’s wore missing, he might have
&es&ad. Ho was not acquainted with

ker's wonderful work; still, hs had
heard of hia scholastio powara.

But Mr. Qualch knew nothing of the
latest trouble in Horace Coker's
troybled career. The thm‘fht.'uf Coker
did not come into his mind.

He was utmﬁ‘gly suspicious—but he
wab at a lossl 1[ga.in ha scanned those
mt:awting. sprawling, ill-written, and
ill-spelt- lines. Suddenly he anapped cut
a question—so suddenly that Bunter
jumped :

“For what reason, Bunter, did you
begin ip the middle of a sentenca?”

Eh " gaspeéd the fat Dxﬂ, blinking.

“These lines™ said r. Quelch,

- “begin * atra subegit hiems '—from the .

seventh book of the Bneid. It is surely
very odd, Bunter, to begin in - that
way. Why did you not begin at the

{Continued on néxt page.)
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Don't argus, it's a wasis of time. Lst “ Lineaman't seitla your Sooter problems.

He's & walking
should bes addressed

ergyolopedia whera 1he great winter game's conosrosd.
to #Linesman,' o/o The MAGHEY, The Fleaiway

Al gueripa

130,

Farripgdon Street, London, E.G.3.

THE WEIGET OF THE BALL !

UCH of the footbaell which haa
M besn played in recont weeks
has been on heavy pitches—the
gort more like ' glee ™ than
anything else. That, I progume, is the
reason why I have ueriea in my
- goncerning the weight of the ball
which should be used. One of the®trange
things about thess:football rules is- that
I oan't find anything therein concerning
the weight of the ball, which should be
nsad for the big games. g
There is s regulation concerning the
ninanfihabnﬂ.anditiamawgthnt
for International gamea the ball, ' at the
commencement "—sahall weigh from thir-
toeh to.fifteen ‘ounces. But thet i just
about the only thing which I can find in
the rulea concerning the weight of the ball.
.Perhapas that is just as well, and maybe
the rule-makers were wise in their day
and generation when they decided nab
to lay down, in the rules, hard and fast
tions con the weight of the
to be used. n the ground ie
covered in mud, 8 ball which 12 normal
at the start, quickly picks up the mud,
and becomes ap like a lump of lead that it
becomes very difficult to l, even if
the footballer is very strong in the leg.
Of course, the referee has some authority
over the ball, If it picke up so much of
mud which is Iying about at this period
of the season that it becomes rous
if it 18 headed, then the referee can order
it mdﬁuh . ﬂ;na -::]:It'[_m maﬂarahr
atten the Liverpool v. Middlesbrough
nistch, played s few weeks back, and In
tho course of the gams the referee ordered
the ball {0 be changed. My reader friend
aske if the man with the whistle was
acting in sccord with the rules of the
game in allowing this to be done.

;’h nmng‘wihe affirmative.
-had woliced, so I am informed, that
. players heading the ball which kad

pricked up the mud, tvere sometimes

Now it 1a obvious that if

Elasuan are
knooked out in the of ing the
ball, the pia

y bss becomse dangerous,
and the referee is ructed not to carry
on under such condifions. Hence the
referoe in that ioular agﬂﬂ-l:llﬂ was
justified in calling for a new ball.

CORNER-KICK STUKNT3 !
HAVE often seen boys playing in a
I ‘match on heavy gmunga_when the
ball has become almost imposaible
to kick any distance at all. It has
picked up 8o much mud that it has become
almost like & lump of lead. My own
opinion is that it wouldn't be at all abad
idea, on muddy grounds, for a rule to be
inserted under which the referee could
order a frosh ball say, every quarter of an
hour. A new ball need not necessarily
be uepd, of courso, for the ball which has
boen kicked about in the mud for a spall

woulfl be quite all right if washed.
Just after Christmas we had & case in
the Aston Villa v. Birmingham matoh
in which & young player of Birminghsm,

named Harris, wes stunned as the result
of heading the ball. Ha went on playing,
but at the end of the pame he hadn't the
faintest idea of what il&li happened. It
iz up to the referee in every match to ses
that the npndiﬁnn:' nt-ah am:-ih T Mt'ﬂt‘}
meake it dangerous for the players, and i
the ball gets so heavy that to head it
becomes dangerous for the players, then
he should order a new one to be produced.
In one of my earlier talkse I said some-
thing about cormer-kick stunts, and the
way in which goals might be scored when
the ball comes over from the corner
On these corner-kiok occasions the
are, of course, in favour of the

defence, because the defenders have only.

to get the ball away somehow, whereas

the attackers, to score a goal, have to guide |

the ball between the

Beveral ,of my readera have written to
mé concarning corper-kek stunts, askin
me for hints as to how the proportion o
goals can be i

ineraased.

It ts avery good thing fo send up
the ftallest member of the side, 1o
mallter tehaf his wusuwal position,
into the goal-mouth when o comer-
kick hos been aworded fo the side.

Watching the Arsemal the other day.’
I saw a scheme worked successiully which
might well be copied by other toams.
Centre-forward Draki, of Argenal, is a
very powerfut feHow, and with hia
head. VWhon the Arsenal were tod.
a corper-kick he stood well back, about
twonty yards from goal. As the ball
came oyer from the flag he started his run,
and, jumping up at the right time, maneged
to head a goal.

This is quito & socheme. ¥ i
obvious that the player who is moving
can get up higher to a ball than one who
has to make a atanding jump. BSuch a
scheme, however, can only worked
successfully by & big and strong player
becauss opponents sre in tha way, and
have to be ch out of the paih of
the player who 18 dashing towards the
ball. Newvertheless, I commend this idea

a8 a very good way of ineressing the
number of goals from corner-kicks.

SCORING FROM THE WING!

ALKING about scéring goals, these
are days in which ¥y oppor-
tunitiea cvour for the sutside wing
men who are alive, and who kesp

an eye on the main chance. The rise of
Chelges in the League table has been due,
to a oertain extent at any rate, to the
goal-scoring of their outside-right, SBpence.

In one match he got Jour gools
himself, which {3 no mean feat lo
be put to the credit of an outside
wing rian {8 a Firgt Divislon match.

This player Spenco dashes into the
goal-ares when the ball is on the other
wing, snd” is, consequently, in position
tnmfnmpt- the goual-secring chances which
come his way. .

Bpence is tﬁa sort of player who deserves
to sucoeed in big football. - When he firm
played: for Barnaley, sa an amateur, he
worked in the pit, and being on night duty
had to do his training very early in the
morning—betwesn eight and . twelve
o’olock. After that he got his little bit of

. 0On ths match Eahud.ﬂ-yi he took
his hours of aleep during the m .
after working in the pit all night, a
them turned out to play for hia club in the
afternoon. That's the spirit which makes
footballors. ‘*LINESMAN."

Tae Maguer Lisnany —MNo, 1407,
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inming of & santeuese—for inntylm,
E:E‘Buﬁmt-,’ m!;.r_t.fm hue)n:ie‘:l.ck
He could ha.'ra lm
not want o, cﬂﬂi{.l“ n@! ‘gﬂ
it Bunfter

started in’.the usual "W.I.j"u

had had to ifice Cloker’s first shoeet,
which had Coker’s neme and Form
written on it. And the, first line on the
second sheet mntmund & mutmma frum
the first.

It was quitd a u:mpla ox In‘n;tmn—xi
Bunter could”
courea. he oo

"Wall 7' said Ht

e e
wo like, sirl™ anber. -

“No doubt. ﬁut'-—” :

“The—the f is, I—I upmt B0mMo
ink on the iful:. F‘*'“ —and
chucked it away; sir |

“Oh1” eaid Mr. Que

Bunt:ar hmthad mora fraslyl This

uita an jdepiration. It was true
I;hat %a had “chucked away "™ tho frst

hm‘l

ual-:ih

page of that |m§o!:—-dmu K certainly
not ‘because “he- spilled t'EnI: on it: 1t -

had been chucked

188 . qﬂkﬂr
had

away
spilled hip neme on it!

Mr, Quelch pursed his li ' s
b | lsnntqr I he

am not satisfed,
barked suddenly.
"ﬂIt. gir 1® gaspéd Bunter, ™ -
“Nevertholess,  if you assure me ﬂ':lu-t
you wrote thess -lines, Banter—" -
“Oh, rﬁ sirl I-I hapa _w:u ‘oAb Lnka
wo :

“1 should hardir_ﬂn.m Bunl:ar :E-I' ;

esuld believe that any other Bamove

boy could write guch a thoroughly bad

nnd illegible hand and upail with such
Orass 1 urnnm and carelessneas [¥

"‘D Bunter.
But, m“ﬂ mmumatm—-—— gald.

the Remove master,
sid down the impot. Ha wgs not
uhaﬁﬂi He was deeply suspicious.
But he could not make it out; and if
thera was any doubt, the fat Owl was
entitled to the benelit of it.
Bunter's eyes gleamed behind his
B les! He was pﬁnmg by with it
o could ses that | othing else mat-
terad. All Bunter wanted was to get
safe out of Quoleh's study and get back
:«g the; Remove and a h-::-spﬂa'i:ﬁn study
ere
“In the circumstances——" rei)eatad
Mr. Quelch, slowly and reluctantly.
“Yes, airl you, sirl May I
go now, sir " .
There was & nd's pause, Then the
Ren%gvarmutar gd&d, yi :
O ms o, Bunter
Bunter &gﬂgﬂ ,nmpﬁd I‘-u the study
door. As he there was =
som panting, annni trampling. of
foot mtimut. and the door was hurled
open. It collided with Billy Bunter's
fat Ht:tl& note, and the Owl of the
Remove gave a utarl:lud yell, and sat
down on Mr. Quel carpet with a
bump that slmost ulmuk the study.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
8nafiing the Snipal
DGAR CAFFYN was leaning
baok in the srmchair, in Btudy
No. 1 ir the Remove. *
fender were a dozen cigarette-

ds and a sollecti i burnt: matches.
%“he' Snipe of the Remove was stil
S apened. nd ey Whacion

CRm
Bull, Bob Cherry, and ‘Hurrce Jamsot
Ram Singh. The nabob—the ha:t-u:—-
shut the door.

Caffyn_turned an ovil lmk on- the
amous Five. -

THR Maigrer Linsasy.—No,. L#EL

: ﬂllh

was going to be
av ven: 1t1 But., of .
e .

tor I:mgm wheru

E‘Lp&d Buntar o

In. the -

THE MAGNET

Thej had rmt come in to tﬂa._. he koew

They were temng: up the passage,
b's = uge, gpm-am, ¥
th&;r had oot taa'd Their faces
worg grave and grim.

ora than once Caffyn had I:ean

tostruction on the Hub_]aﬂt of mukmg ﬂ:lﬁ
study as smoky &s & tap-room.

The room was thick with smoke now,
end he immediately suspected that there,
a rag on that subject.

He rosze hastil om -the armchair,
and threw his half-amoked éigarette inio
the fire.

'*Look here——""he began savagel
' “Whure are Coker's linea?” .

Harry. Wharton quietly. .

? yn stared at him bl

hat was-utterly unexpectad.

Ha had. been sitting there, Emﬂkzng,

thinking over hiz talk with Mr. Sarle, .
and .fo mq::g vague plans in his cunning’
mind g discomfiture of -his: cousin-
in the F:fl:h But that was as. far as.
he had gof. Certainly he had not yet.
tnke-n any active meajures,

- “Coker's lines [" hs repoutved.-

“Yes. Wherse ara theyi” .

. "What the thump do you mesnt”
enarled Caffyn. “I never knew the fat- J
hedd had any lines, snd if he has, I

© don't - know anjthmg about them!’

What the dickens are you driving .nt,
I'd like to know 1"
Wharton' compressed his lipa,
e oL PSS,
raiy, EI"I.II: D u
"'fﬁu can't help being a

mmmmm

fool? . T've been in this study ever
gince I came in—smoking, if you want
55 kﬂw:ii hat's put it into my
ou what's put it into my
ﬁd’”"w YWh Wharton . mnﬁm%
ngﬁ a stack of lines on

ﬂ:. hia " Fafm-room im‘“’ "Prout. “P’ruut

raver - found them: but they're” gunu.
He 'won’t believe i:ian “rore ever don
if he doesn't see tlmm Coker's ot h

rng -:-ut: mth hn Iathaa-ded ch Tand
he's wild with lim. Bat old Coker's
not going, to be duhed lika thiz, befause
he’s a eilly fooll. Whera. are those
Hhe:;? hed them .
I never toug them, I
mebudr did t? ah:-ri% Bob..

“Go and find tha.t sumub-udjf then,
%ou rotter, if you'ra so anxigns about
ker! You won’t find him hera!”
“I think we've iuuﬂd him,” said
Harry. “And thera’s no.time to waste,
Coker may get a Eln:-ggmg for thisl”

“8erve him righ
“That's your o mmn—npl:__auru! Wﬂ]
ou hand over the lines you've pinched

“frotd the. Fifth Fdim Heom 1"

+ I haven't—" -
"Wall gnu hami thend over 1™ r&n‘eﬂ

o ulfankl;i wha:l. I huen‘t Eﬂ
thm rieke

"Tha.t means tha.t ha‘u dw:ntrn tham
ame .as he the Iast lot,”
umd snk *Nuge nh ; supposo ho

would. He's not I]kﬂljr to i:-nn,-g«tham to
this study, come to think of it.”

crawlin Wh
arton’s eyes glithered I-‘I- the
gherr m“a"ﬁ;::m :;nﬂse;lﬂu?; th?":};nﬂ wretched Snipe. Last time '
qumkf Prout’s sot-to have them befors rascel had been batted for his trmkﬂry,
ha starts on Coker. What have and warned that an eye would be kept
d ith them §” : on hign. Now the same thing had hnp
F%Hmhmqm‘;l" . : pjanad over again. It was scarcely po
. ®There's no time to waste, Caffyn,” 5ible, in tha t;mmum“:ﬁmthn ﬁu‘h}i
said Frank Nugent. “Coker’s up be- J00 was -é a g o
fore his beak now.” that ﬂthﬂﬂi oker, going up fo

“What do I eare?”
“Little . enough, I eox
Harry. “ But wo oare, it you don't,
Last weok you pinched Coker’s lines,
and landed I:{ilm mtuiu: a r:;lh; We lfnung
ou out, an t the = ass oleare
ore Nﬁu in with a flog-
ging. T told vou we'should keep an eye
on you after that——"
“Like your cheak !™
Cheek or not, you're not goin
Pla]r dirty tricks [ike that at
riars{” said thn {:aptnn of the Re-
move. *“You've taken Coker's lines
tgmn—"'
“1 haven't " yelled Caffyn.
“Do you expect us to belipve t'lmt?"
sna arton contemptuously.’
he believefulness is not terrific, mﬁ
esteomed lying Caffyn,” remur
Hurres Jamset Ram 8ingh,
shake of his dusky head.
There' was grim disbelisf in every

ct,” said

to
re::.r

faca,
Immeadiately after leaving Coker,
Wharton had hurried back to the Re-

mﬁva pnm , and called his frmm!; to
E'Eflp,l:ln:nut it. After what had
before, t'h:ir had no doubta—

gould have no doubts. The Bni

besn at the same trick agnin. It

hap

ey

seemed porfectly clear to the chums of
the Remove, and they were ?ﬂm]g de-
termined that the Empa ahould not get

away with his trickery.
Claffyn glared at them almost mlﬂl;r
Ho realised that somsthing had hap-

ed, and thatha wag Ellﬂl:lﬁﬂ'l-ﬂd of it.
Fe“!'il' tell w nothipg -about
Coler or his Imu i* he said, betwesn
“ his . l:aath I haven't seen tho fool

ainss ha was pitching into me in the
woaod t.hu aftarnoon, when you i‘a]]nm

“ Possibly ; but yau've, hin Li
= fosthirs e foauce e ki g
"What's put it intp your head; . you

with 'a-

Head for s flogging, to gratify the.
malica of this uﬂsm'upulﬂm Foung:
rogue, warmed Wharton's anger to
white heat. He made a stride towards
the Bnipe. 2

“Have you destroyed Coker’s Il:l‘.l.ﬁl as
you did before ! he demanded.

“No {® hizsed Cafiyn, .

“Have you still got them 1

*1 haven't touched them”

Wharton breathed hard. He looked
at his friends, .

“What - lmwug:omsmdn. rnu
: Ji"tha Mkﬁ'ik Are Ee EOing E:
R ovar 1 J:Ei;n? EETTIT“

aver I grun ull.
“The neveriulness is tarnifie 1"

“Wea can't,” esaid Bob, “If Eﬂﬂ'

tiequ:myaﬂ the lines, 2o it secmy be
t to own up
aven't——

"Undamand ma. Caffym "—Wharton
“turned to the E;a you'll pre-
duve those llllﬂﬂ bo taken to Prout!
If you won't, or if you m&. yvou'll be
talken yourself to you want
the matter to go beiore a beak, :ta;rtmr
own choioce, but we can't, and we won't,

ket you away with a dirty trick
;m“iet like Coker! Are you
hnndmg over the lines, or geoing to
Quﬂli.‘-".t [
"% can't !:an:! over what I've not
got
“Then Fﬁu ra ing to Que
“1 won't!” !h 1!.?;
% Quelch myﬂunkuyuu al* *
Prathf ce I e But. yhu‘ﬂr
lafs uanhnu t.'.la‘ a ﬁu can't,
an
nothing, as t:im:] tn do nt h 1
T'nu rasmmlgﬁn Quelch mth 53 oe
'If“mwtﬂll*"
ou
3:11.&]1“ the. cad !” growled - Johany
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Caffyn olung to the study table as he
was mlhred But he was very quickly

P
wIe

nched loose, and tumbled out of tha

#t
PR ud? tha Ramu?a passage he yelled

"Lat I tell you—let go!”

A dman fellawe looked. out of the
etudies. Heedless of them, the Famous
Fiva grasped Caffyn, and propelled him
to. the stairs.

In the midst of the five ho descended
the staircase, pmt% and gupmg for
m the oths e ?rtm'i the

othér, rest o
Co. surrounded hu:u

They reached Masters’ Btudies, and
marched Caffyn slong te Mr. Quelch’s
door. As they reached it, Caffyn made

a frantio effort, He wrenched himself
qum. and strove to run. Five fellows
3umped at him at once, and & strug-

ing mass ui jupiors bumped on the
gnur of the Remove master's study.

It Bew open, with disastrous results
to Billy Bunter's nose. Anl:! as the fat

Owl sat down and yelled wildly the
Famona Fma came panting into the
study, w e desparate Snipe wrig-

gling nn:l wnth.lng in their grasp.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Befora the Beak !
R-hﬁltﬁm jumped up from

ﬂanarulljr Mr Qualc.h’
movemsants were am!re
not ma:ut;u. as became a Jm
mu‘! Form-master.
J.!‘I;E-Hij" nor mqmtm. Eﬂ

ia;'hl * he stuttered—""what ™
He mﬁd and glared at the breathless
mob of juniors that had swarmed into

EVERY SATURDAY

yourselves, boys 1™

“Ow! Wow!” came from Bunter
Elt:tmg on the carpet, Billy Bunter
nursed his little fat nose with both
hund#, and splattered w:th nngtmh

oot Wou ¥ mﬂz&gmg by tho _unwz-:g

boko! Wow!™
from Bunter, his_poss was damaged
Of course, an n’pnmng door could not
bang on & fellow’s nose without damag-
ing it a little, Tt was ﬂﬂﬂ {:-i those
things thnt could not be hel
But Billy Bunter seeme o take it

very much fo heart. Ha numed that
nose, and moaned.
Wow! Ooccogh! Oh!

ﬂ"?ﬁ-—-nw&
w
did not heed Bunter. He

IEMWE Removites, hng like
%.odermk Dhu on the occasion when
dark lightnings flashed from Roderick’s
aye,

“Wharton | Cherry! Caffyn! What "
ho roared.

“Leggo I” howled Caffyn.

“No jolly fear I panted Bob.

Johnny shut the door.

“Will uu ogninin thia, Wharton "
mnm&

ym, zsir 1 gasped Wharton.
*Caffyn's come here to—io— g
“1 I:lﬂant!" panted Caffyn. I
never wanted to come here, s |

been forced—dragged herel It's m:-i-
my fault—"
“Why have you brought this boy te

ij’a?h‘mtnhr tmteu ir,*
; some you, sir,
“I hn‘lfgﬂ' t1” k uwibg ‘
“Releass that boy mnttntlr 1* hooted

Tha Famous Five relensod Caffyn.
Bui ﬂv stood betwéon him and the
¢ was not going to belt.
ﬂlEm panted for breath. He made »
step doorwsrd and tha juniors did mot

stir, but they. looked grim.
usloh’s voics rang sharply:

and writhiog In iheir grasp.
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dly, the Famons Five
I"”'l‘ﬂl‘ﬂ Mr. Queich.

“Caffyn, remain where you are!”

The h:pn stopped.

“Now, Wharton—if you do not in-
stantly ntplum this—this amazing and
outrageous proceeding—"

“Caffyn’s got something to tell you,
sir I* said the captain of the Remove.
* As he wouldn't come of his own accord,

we—we brought him, ::rl

“ What have you to tel g:, Cuffyn 2"
Snipe.

you our!* led

“Nothing, sir |" gasped
“Get it out, ETOW
Johony Bull «It you don't, wa shall

have to, and it comes to the same
thm&
lence, Bull I*

“0Oh! YH sir [*

“Now, Caffyn—

“T'va .unthi to tell you, sir 1
panted “These fools—"

“Whut?”

“Thesa fellows think I've done some-
thing, and I haven™t!”
“You will expllm, Wharton !
“Very well, sir, uu:l Harry Wharton
qmaﬂy g | hnp that Caffyn would
own up; but it's got to come out. We
can't let Coker take s flogging for
nuthéungi Quelch. A
“Coker 1” repeated Mr, Quelc =
Fifth Form bhoy 1"
“He's in & row with his beck, sir,”
stammered Bob,
"HI! what 7" roared Mr. Quelch.
“His Form-master, I mean, sir.”
"H you mean his Form-master;

u should say his Form-master,”
Y-uu aﬁoﬁ& nut use thur& alangy ex-

"ﬂhl H , sir | oir! But---—-*""
“Be !:1;11? Imgh)::i told you
oxplain, Wharton."

“Perhaps you remember, sir, what
happened last week? Coker did some

Tax Macuzr Legany~No. 1,307,
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lines for his boak—I mean his Form-
master—and they were pinched—I—I
mc‘;m tﬁe&r were taken away and lost,
N e e

“I remember perfectly well. But
what—* , q

*Now it's happened again, sir!” said
Harry. “Coker left a stack of lines on
his desk in the Fifth Form Reoom, and
they've vanished. Coker’s up before
Prout about it this very minute ™

“Bless my soul! If that has occurred,
it is a vory scrious matter,” said Mr.
Quelch, "l{ut- it is a matter that con-
cerns the Fifth Form master, Wharton.
It doos nof econcern me, Or 50.'.'5 n my
Form."” T

“JIt does, sir, as we know who did it 1"
gaid Nugent. .

“Oh [’F&n Quelch understood then.
“You suspect that Caffyn has played a
raalicious trick om his cousin in the
Fifth Form "

.u'I hﬂ.‘-'E:It’t"""—"

“Silence, Caffyn! Is  that it
YWharton 1" .
“Yes, gir,” said Harry quietly.

“We've got reason to think so, sir, and
he woun't give up the lines. 1f he did,
we'd have taken them to Prout, and it
WO i

ld be all right for Coker. We
didn't want to bring a master into it—
but wa simply can't let Coker down "

“Caffyn, have %0“ purloined an im-
position from the Fifth Form Room

“No ! howled Caffyn.

“What reason have you to suppose
that Caffyn did so, Wharton "

“He can tell you, sir.”

“Bpeak, Calyn ”

“1 don’t know anything about i£!"
gasped Caffyn.
where near the Fifth Form Room.
never knew Coker had lines. How
should I know whether a Fifth Form
man had lines or not?"

“¥You knew last time!" grunted
Johnny Bull. “You found out then,
and ’fnu found out now.™

“If Cafiyn does not explain, Wharton,
wvou must do so. For what rezson did
fnu suspect that Caffyn had taken the
ings from the Fifth Form Room "

Wharton - breathed hard. The posi-
tion was an unpleasant one. But he
had no choice in the matter, Coker had

te be considered.

“It was Caffyn pinched them last
timo, sir!” he said. * Now it's hap-
pened again, we know it was Caffyn.
Nobody else would do such a dirty
trick 1™

Mr. Quelch was calm again now. But
Bis face was very grim.

“Coker had & narrow shave last time,
'sir ! said Bob Cherry. “But he won't
get off this time, unless the lines turn up,
or Mr. Prout ia told that they were
taken. We can’t see Coker Bogged for
nothing.”

“1 should imagine not [ enapped Mr,
Quelch. *I should expect any honour-
able huiv to state what he knew, rather
than allow an act of injustice to occur.
Iz Coker with hie Form-master now I

Yes, sir; unless Mr, Prout’s taken
kim to the Head already.”

"“Is it certain that thae
written at all "

“Coker said
Wharton,

“Are yvou assured that such is the
fact 1"

“0Oh, yes!” gaid Harry. "Coler’s an
awful ass—I—I mean, he's not got much
sense, but he wouldo's tell a lie to save
his life”

“Caffyn I" barked Mr. Quelch,

“I never touched the lines,
gaspad Cafiyn,

“These boys beliove that you were
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8o, sirl"™ answered

gir I¥

“I haven't been auyi'
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guilty on the previous occasion. If euch
13 the case, suspicion rests upon you very
strongly. It is my duty to inquire——"'

Mr, Quelch broke off.

Billy Bunter had picked himsalf up.
Ho was trying to shove past the group
-:atf iluniura at the door, to get out of the
study.

The turn nffairs were taking was ter-
ribly alarming to Owl of the
Remove. Nothing could have been
more unfortunste from Billy Bunter's
paint of view,

He wanted to get away, and he
wanted to get away quick! He forgot
even the pain in his £zt nose.

*Lemme [paw, you fellows!” he
hrau.ti}e:i. “l say, yvou fellows, lemme
peg. "

Mr. Quelch's eyes gleamed at bim.
Then they fell on the mg:mum lying
on the table before him. He gave gquite
& jump,

‘Bunter !

“0Oh! Yes, sir! You—you eaid I-I
could go, sir |” stuttered Bunter,

¥ Eta{ where you are [V

“1—I'm late for tea, sir—"

“Remain here, Bunter !

“Oh lor"1” o

Mr. Quelch picked up the imposition
from the table, _

“Wharton, are {uu acquainted with
the handwriting of Coker of the Fifth
Form 1"

“Yea, pir ¥

“Ys that Coker's handwriting "

Wharton stared.

“Yes, girl"”

“Then these are the missing lines?”

“1—J—1 suppose so, sir!”

“Well, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.

The discovery of Coker’s missing lines
in Mr. Queloh's study simply dumb-
founded the chums of the Remove.
They stared at them Caffyn, cqually
estonished, stered also.

Billy Bunter groaned. But it was not
the pain in his nose that caused him to
groan, It was the anticipation of a still
more scvere pain elsewhere,

- —————

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Alas for Bunter!
ARRY WHARTON & CO, stood

dumb.
They could only blink at the
serawling,

e aﬁrawling linea in
Quealch’s hand. How that impot, rﬂiasigg
from the Fifth Form Room, had arriv
in their own Form-master’s study, was
an utter mystery fo them.

But it dawned upon them that it could
not be Caffyn's dding. If he had
“pinched ” the lines, as on the former
otcasion, certainly hoe would not hava
taken them te his own Form-master’s
study. That was sbout the last place in
the world to which he would have
dreamed of taking them.

* Caffyn breathed more freely. For
onice he was innocent, though the juniors
had been fully justified w adjudging
him guilty. Quite unexp ly, proof
of his innocence had turned up—in his
Form-msaster’s hand,

“You have no doubt that thess are
Coker's lines, Whartoni"” asked Mr,
Quelch, 7 :

“0Oh, no, sir!” said Harry, at once.
“Wa all know Coker’s fist, sir! Thera
jsn't another like it at Greyiriars,
oxcopt—" he broke off. :

"? cept Bunter's, were you going to
ﬁﬂ-r L 1]

“ Well, Bunter's is a bit like it, sir!"
szid Harry, amiling, * But it's not quite
such an awful scrawl, Those lines are
Coker's."

“ Bunter I

“QOh lor 1"

“You brnutq!it- me thess lines as your

Bunter ["

“0Oh orikey!” ) :

- Dumbfounded again, the Famous Five
stared at Bunter, This was an utterly
unoxpected development.

“Your name is written on the top
sheet, Bunter I*

“Yas, gir!” groaned Bunter.

“ Did you take these lines from the
Fifth Form Room 1"

“Oh lox' "

“As I had slroady observed, Bunter,
the haodwriting is not like your own |
I was compelled to_be satisfied with
your explanation. I should certainly
never have supposed that a senior boy
would write sich a hand. Now,
however—*" . -

“*They—they're my lines, sir {" gasped
Bunter. "1 pever went anywhere near
fhﬁ Fit‘thlpormlﬂuum, EE_ EE;I (h.‘-‘ukar'cli
ost soy lim expect Usliyn bagge
theom, a?%r! %& did ?ut timie, and flw.-;e
fellows batted him for it, sir.”

“These lines, Bunter, were written by
Coker of the Fifth Form!”

“0Oh crumbs 1™ .

“You have had the sudacity, tha
impudence, the unscrupulous rasoality,
to abstract another boy’s lines and
pregsent them to me as your ownl
thundered Quelch. “You have taken
advantage of the fact that » Fifth Form
bﬁ; wrote s disgraceful band, to palm
off his lines as your own work, Bunter.”

“0Oh, no, sicl” the wretohed
OwL “N-nnot at all, sir! I never
knew Coker had done any lines and leit
them on his desk, sir! I never heard
hiﬁ; ssy €0 to Potter and Greene—"

“They weren't jawing on the landing
when I came up, sir, and I never saw
them there, and never heard what they
were saying ! _guanad Bunter, *“ Be-
sides ker kicked me yesterday—"

“Upon my word !”

“(C-a-a-can I go now, sir?"

““Stand where you are, Bunterl
Silence |
“Oh dear "

“ ¥You—you—you utter idiot, Bunter I"
breathed 'E_'Buh Cherry. The Famous
Five understood now. Coker's lines had
not been * pinched ' by the Snips | Th:j
had been “borrowed " by Bunter! A
the fat and fatuous Owl had hahded
them to Quelch as his own! It was
ancther of Bunter’s brilliant wheezes
for getting out of doing his lines |

“0Oh, really, Cherry! If you- silly
asses hadn't come here—" groaned
Bunter.

“SBilence I" roared Mr. Quelch.

And Bunter quaked into dismal
silence,

“1 must see Mr. Prout at once, and
explain the matter to him," said Mr.

Quelch. “"Remain here, nll of you, till
I return." )
Mr. Quelch loft the study, with

Coker's impot in his hand. The juniora
heard him tap at Prout’s door, up the
assage, and enter that apartment.
E‘her stood looking at one another.
“Well, my hat!” said Bob. “What

a !ﬂ'

E‘:,'Z'I'."Im- go-fulness is terrifie!™ mur-
mured Hurree Jameet Ham Bingh.

Caffyn gave them a bitter, evil look.

“Do you think now that I pinched
the lines?" he emarled.

“No,” said Harry quietly, “‘But we
had jolly good reason to think you
had, and you've only yourself to thank.
You pinched them last time, and d
pla dt'hﬁ same rotten trick agein if you
could."'

“And I'm inllﬁ gllﬂ we came here
anvhow,™ said Bob. *“Buoter woul
have got away with it, and that am



Coker would have been In the soup.”
“ Beast | hooted Bunter indignantly.
“'What doses that idiot Coker matter,
I'd like to know? I shall get a licking
for this—" ) ] .

“Good! Berve you jolly well rightl

“Oh, you rotter!” groaned Bunter,
T shall got whopped, and I shall have
the lines to do all the same! Well, look
here; the least you fellows can do is to
do them for me. I shall sxpecl that.

“Kick himi* said Johnny Bull,

; hrI‘:'rlunt»z:nr dodged round Mr. Quelch’s
able.

“ Keep off, you beast! I—I say, you
fﬂllnws,ﬁpd-d-dgﬂynu think Queloh will
ba waxy about—about my meking that
mistake with the linesi’

“ Just n few 1" grinned Bob.

“The fewfulness is terrifie.”

“Jt'sa all your fault!” groaned
Bunter. “What did you want to barge
in for? Quelch was & bit suspicious st
first, but he thought they were my lines
gll right! If you hadn't barged in—"

“Jolly glad wo didl”

“Beast! MNow Quelch will-make out
I haven't done my lines at slll It will
be like him?! A fellow never gets
justice here!” groaned Bunter.

““Ha, ha, hal 4

“Blessad if I can sea M‘.lj’thl.ﬂ,F to
cackle at! I say, yop fellows—

“ Here comes Quelch | :

The Remove master came batk into
his study. Bunter blinked at him in
deep uneasiness. Thers Wwas no en-
couragement to be drawn from Quelch’a
face. Never had it looked so grim.

ropably hia brief interview with
Frout hscf not been agrecable. It was
not pleasant to have to state that &

oy in hia Form had played such s
trick. Injustice had been prevented,
which was satisfactory. But there was
nothing else sstisfactory in the affair
to Mr, Quelch. The look in his gimlet
eyes as he stepped into the study fairly
#nrade Bunter cringe. .

“Wharton I'* said Mr. Quelch quistly.
“Y am very glad you came to me, Your
suspicions of Caffyn aﬁpanr to have been
unfounded, but I think I understand the
reason them, I am glad you came."

Hea Gxed his eyes on the Snipe

“You are exonerated in this case
Caffyn. With regard to what happene
last wook, that matter has been con-
sidered ;:l'naed. apd I shall not rac-?en
it. But I warn you to be careful,
Caffyn. I warn you that you will not
find despicable trickery te your advaa-
tage at Greyfriars.”

*I—1 pever——"

“That will dol You may all gol”
said the Remove master,

The juniors turmed to the door.
Bunter rolled htriedly after them.

“ Bunter | You will not go yet.”

“Oh lox’ I”
Mr. Quelch giﬂkﬂd ufﬂ his cane.
“I think, Bunter, that you do not

fully realise the seriousncsa of what
vou have done. I shall make allow-
ances for your stupidity, Had 1 not
learned the truth in time and taken the
imposition to Mr. Prout, Coker would
have been takem before the Headl I
was only in time—"
“Yes, girl Oh, yes, sirl It was all
s mistake—" |
“Coker would have been fogged,
Bunter—"
“Yes, sir! May I g-g-g-go nowi"
“An act of injustice would have been
committed, Bunter——"
“Oh, yes, sirl -m-Iay
“1t is clear, Bunter, that you do not
realisa that youn have been guilty of a
bad, unserupulous action—~"
tim::
at

[—

“Yea, sir] I meen, no, sirt®

“I shall endeavour to make
realise it, Bunter!. Bend over
'ﬂh‘ir l!'l

Remove landing, and

EVERY SATURDAY

IIDh Inr.l [I‘l
As the Removites went down the pas-
sage they heard a esound of swishing

from the study! The whbactking of
Quelch's cane was sccompamed 11' B
series of terrific yells from William

Georgo Buoter, '
The way of the {transgressor was

hard | .
Quelch was still whacking, and Buater
famous Fiva

was still yelling, when the
want ha& to the Remove passage, to
& very late tea.

It wes some time later that Bunter
crawled up the Remove staircase,
groaning dismally at every step.

But Bunter was not thinking of tea!
Ho had forgotien even tea, after Quelch
dealt so faithfully with him.

He leaned on the banisters on the
1 roaned. Cafiyn

inped at him from Biudy No. 1, but

ter did not heed (Ca Harry
Wharton & Co. were sitting down fo a
spread in Bob Cherry’s study—but
unter did not give a thought to the

spread! He Fmamn& and groaned snd
groaned, as if he would never leave
ETOANINg,.

Bunter had four bundred lines on
hand now, instead of two hundred. But
it was probable that he would find time,
somehow, to write them., He was not
likely to exort his brilliant intellect in
thinking out more dedges for getting
out of those lines! Bunter wuﬁgd Lp
with brilliant wheezes—and their pain-
ful results!

e

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wild Words !

6 HERE'S a limit!" said Horace
Coker.
Harry Wharton & Co.
smiled, snd slackened down to
hear. Quite s number of fellows were
interested in Coker of the Fifth that
dim, misty afterncon. Not that- Coker
minded them hearing. . )
Coker’s bull-voice was audible at quito
a distance from Coker. He did not
care. When Coker was indignant, all
the wide world was welcome to know
all about it.

Ha was indignant now, Tt was Satur-
day afternoon, which was a half-holiday
at Greyfriars. It was not much of a
holiday for Coker, howevar. Ha was
gated! It was not detention and lines,
which waz something to be thankful for,
had Coker felt in a thankful mood,
which he did not in the very lesst.

Gating meant that he was kept within
the precinets of the school. Any other
fallow was free to take walks abroad.
Coker wasn't| And tho reason was ab-
?'I:IIUIEI? frivolous—in Coker’s opinion, at
east.

“Good old Coker!” murmured Bob
Cherry, ss the Famous Five paused to

A

toll Kuu' fellows, Prout's got jolly noar
it! If he drives me to hitting him—"

“ Bhut up, for goodness’ sakel" gasped
Potter, in alarm. " Suppose a beak
should come along and hear you, you
awiul ass.”

“"Don't jaw, Potter,™

Potter and Grecne glanced round
anxiously. It was a thick, misty after-
noon, and thicker and thicker mists
were rolling wp from the sea. It was
yet early, but the old quad at Grey-
friars was very dim. Had a beak been
taking a walk out of the House, he
might have passed guite near the group
without hein_q scen—but he might casily
have heard Coker's powerful voice,

And what Prout would think, sod say,
and do, if he heard a member of his
Form talking about the {lﬁ:ﬁﬂlhﬂlt}' of
“i'h:;;tmg him,” was awiul to contem-
plate.

But Coker went on regardless, Indeed,
telling Coker to shut up was the in-
evitable way of making him go on more
emphntmnll:,r than befare,

“"I'm gated!” hooted Coker., "“And

why 1 Il tell you whyl The other
day I came on that sneaking lawyer,
Sarle, and told him what I thought of
him! Prout ¢came upl! He made out
that was bad-mannered—me, you
know! Just because I was telling a
ﬁne&hmg lawyer the sort of worm he
Was,

“Fancy anybody-thinking Coker bad-

mnxﬂmru , jr:?? mecn IE ﬁiﬂ Bob Cherry,
* Amanng ! gaspe ugent.
“Ha, ha,ghn l%"sp e

“Don’t cackla at me,l you cheeky
fags !” snorted Coker. “I'd :ﬁ?p up the
quad with you, as soon as look at you.”

“About time we got off, Greeney!™
murmured Potter. Potter and Grecne
were going to the pictures at Courtfield
that afternoon. ut for the gating,
Coker would hava gone with them. Now
he couldr’t |

“Gated 1" repeated Coker. “Prout
makes out that I ocan't behave myself
out of gates, so I'm gatedl Me, you
know ! Of course, it's only an excusal
The man’s down on me—that's how it
15! And I jolly well know the reascn,
too! He makee a lot of mistakes 1n
Form, and I spot them! He makes out
that they're my mistakes—but I know
better. He's an ignorant man.”

“h, dear!” murmured (reenc,

“The other day he mearly had me up
befora the Head! And why? Becauseo
my lines had been pinched| That old
haan Quelch came in with them just in
time, and said that Bunter had bagped
themm. Was Prout pleased 1"

Coker paused, but not for & reply.
He paused {o snort, and re-sterted after
the brief interval.

“"No, he waen’t! Hea had to admit
that tfm lines were dome when Queleh
shoved them under his nose. But he

{Continued on nexd page.)

hear., ™ Gﬂinf it
again! Let's listen
to the band.”

And the chuma of
the Remove stopped
to listen to the
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was disagpﬂl'ﬁted? He wanted me
whopped by the Head! He was like—

like a tiger robbed of its prey.” .
“Go 15, Coker[" said Bﬂg Cherry.
“That's ripping! Fancy Prout as a
iddy tiger, you men! You don't mean
Eippppﬂtamus, Coker?™

" Ha, hs, hal" _
“Now I'm gated,”’ said Coker. *Iit
would be like him to give me lines and

detention again! I should refuse! And
I've a jolly good mind not to stay in
gates! It's a half-holiday—"

“It's pretty thick out of gates
Coker,” said Harry Wharton, by Wl?r of
comfort. “ We've just been out to look
at the weather, and it's rotten.”

“The rottenfulness 18 terrifie,
esteemed Coler.” _

Coker did not heed the Removites
Certainly the weather did not tempt
anyone out for a walk or o ramble. But
it was all right for the pictures.

my

“I've a jolly good mind to come,
Prout or l'!m rout ! sported Coker.
“The cheeky old. ass——"

doess’ sake!”
“Shut up, Greene! I'm getting fed
up with Pr;c:-ut—right up to the chin!
All this because I spoke frankly to &
sneaking lawyer, and Prout heard me—
as rotten a sneaking worm, I tell you, as
his ward, young Caffyn—""
“Thanks!™ said Caffvn. i
Horace Coker atar{:ri round, noticing
Caffyn for the first time among his in-
terested audience. o
“0Oh, youw're there, you smipel” he
said. “Keep out of my reach, or I'll
jolly well kick you, same as I would
that sneaking lawyer if he wasn't old
enough be my father! Look here,
Potter, I think I'll come,”
- “Yon can't, old chap!” urged Potter.

“ Prout—="
“Iﬁﬂaw Prout !"! hooted Coker. * I tell

you I'm sick of Prout! He will 'drive
me into knocking him over one of these
daysg—""

“Shut up, Coker!”
Wharton, as a portly

“Quiet, for

gasped Harr
figure .loom

through the mist from the direction of
the House,

“Don't talk to me, you cheeky
fﬂ. F

!Elt’s Prout !

“0Oh 1"

An awful hush fell on the group as
Mr. Prout rolled up. Every eve sought
his face, Every eye read there that he
had heard Coker's wild, and whuimﬁ
words. Owing to the thick mist, he ha
not been seen coming out of the House,
or cven Coker wnulg have been a little
more careful, But the damage was done

now. Prout had heard! i
His plump cheeks were erimson, and
hiz eves glinted from rolls of fat as

fixed them on Coker. .

For a long moment a pin might have
been heard to dropt ;

Prout broke the Colfch”“r silence,

“1 heard you, er! I heard what
you said.”

Coker stood dumb. He had not, of
course, meant what he had said; it was
only * gas,” the outcome of intense in-
dignation. But the consequences of
ntisrin threats against his Form-master
might be overwhelming.

There was another lon
Prout spoke agsin.
r.l:th'.

‘1 ghall take no notice of words over-
heard, that were not intended for my
earst! But I warn you, Coker, to be care-
ful! I warn you to bo very careful.’’

Prout rolled on and disappeared in
the mist. Coker still stood very silent.
Potter and Greenc exchanged a glance
and slipped quietly away. It was high
time for them to get off to Courtfield
if they were going to the pictures. and
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after that incident they were less in-
clined than ever to let Coker take the
risk of disregarding “ gating "* and come
with them, They vanished. .
Coker, staring after Prout, clenche

his hands.

Prout had not punished him for his
wild words, Ha let him off, con-
te:mptuuuaig, treating him, as Coker
looked at it, like some silly little fag
who had been talking out of his hat|

“I've 8 jolly good mind—" breathed
Cokar,

What was in Coker's mind was ve:g
clear in his face. Harry Wharton
Co. moved quickly, to get between him
and the direction Prout had talken. If
the exasperated and anra?ad Horace
was thinking of making a fool of him.
self, and courting irreparsble disaster,
they were the fellows to stop him—even
by the drastic measure of up-ending him
and sitting on him.

But Coker, restraining his feelings,
turned and stalked into the House.
Caffyn, with & strange glint in his eyes,
moved away from the epot, and the
thick mist swallowed him, *

Mr. Sarle had warned
ward to be on the watch for sn oppor-
tumity, And it seemed to the Snipe
that that opportunity had turned up,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Looking After Coker!

1 FDDTBALL’S off 1" grunted Bob
erry.

“Bit too thick!” agreed

Johnny Bull :

“Tha thickiulness is terrific ™ ag.;rﬁed

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. The

esteetned and ludicrous British climate
13 not putting its best foot foremost
to-day,” '
“Rotten out of gates!” romarked
Nugent. “Putrid weather for a hali-
holiday. What are we going to doi”
“1 say, you fellows—"
“0h, roll away, Bunter!”

J uhnﬂ Baull.

Thick mist having descended on Grey-
friars, wrapping the old school as in a
clinging clammy garment, the Famous
Five were rather at a loose end that
half-holiday., But they did not scem to
think that Billy Bunter’s company would

make things an hﬂttﬂ%]}
at about my

*“(Oh, really, Bull!
lines 7' asked Bunter. “I say, you
do for

fellows, I've got four hundred to
uelch now, and to-dmy’s the last day
or handing them in. If you fellows
were -jolly careful te make your fists

grunted

like mine, it might be all right for
Queleh! I'd risk it! I'l do fifty
myself I sdded Bunter, penerously.

“What about itf”
. Bob Cherry took the fat Owl by the
collar, twirled him round, and planted
& fook on the tightest trousers at Grey-
friars ool. = )
Bunter departed—with a yell !
Apparently nobody was going to write
Bunter’s lines, even thou ﬁ he was pre-
pared to risk it with Quelch |
“Penny for ‘em, old bean ™ said Bob

Cherry, glancing at - Harry Wharton d

with a grin.

Bo far, the t.'.agl:;t.nin of the Remove had -

not joined in the discussion which was
taking place in Study No. 1 in the Re-
moy fiyn not being there,
Wharion was looking out of the study
window.
“Prout’s still in the quad,” he re-

marked.

“Prout! Bother Prout! What about
Prout i"~Bob chuckled. “The old bean
is taking ‘his usual trot, mist or no mise,
Not thinking of biffing him in the fog,

but——*

his precious Ny

“No, ass! But I'm afraid Colfer in.”

“Just like Coker if he did!” agreed
Bob., “Ho's that sort of a howling asal
Well, if he asks for it he will get it,
hot '\%’n?l, 5trfn o

“We 00 here,” seid Harr
thoughtfully. “Coker’s a born fool, an
an irritating ass; but a lot of trouble
he's been in lately is due to that cur
Caffyn stirring it up for him. He's fool
enough for anything; and if he played
some mad trick this afternoon he would
be playing right into that sneaking
Bnipe's hands.” .

*No %m-d talking to him,” said Bob.
“Though you bray a fool in & mortar,
yet will not his folly depart from him."”

Harry Wharton laughed.

*There's more than ono way of killing
a cat!” he said. “We can’t bray Coke~
ir a mortar; but we c¢an sit on his
head.”

*Ha, ha, ha I

“Look here,/lot's give the fathead a
look-in,"” said Harry., “His pals have
pone out and left him on his own. If
something 'ha%pene&—-”

“Is the ‘really fool enocugh? asked

nt.
“Well, has he a limit, in that line?"
“Ha, ha! Nol! Let's go and see
what he's up to, anghow.”

“We've got to do something,” agreed
Eﬁ?:; “May as well rag Coker! Come
on!

And the Famous Five left Study
No. 1 and went along to the Fifth Form
]:;Baﬁ&gﬁ. They arrived at Coker's
study.

The door was half-open, and, they
locked in.

Coker of the Fifth was standing at
the window, peering out into the white
clinging mist in the gquadrangle below.

There was a dark and gloomy ex-

pression on his face, and a glint in his

eyes. His hands were clenched.

On the study table astood a rather re-
markable object. It wa: an open tin
can, full nearly to the brim with a
mixtura of ink and sooct.

Both had overflowed on the table,
apparently in the process of stirring.

Ten eyes fixed on that object! Harry
Wharton & Co. exchanged startled looks,

A feilow whd mixed ink snd soot in

a tin can obviously could have only one.

intention. in mind, That mixture was
to be mopped over somebody! Who
that somebody was, the Famous Five

did not need telling.
Evidenﬂ& they Em:! arrived in time
k Black

to save er from himself]
thoughts of vengeance were working in
Coker's excited mind—as black as ink
and soot!|

“He's asked for it!” Coker was mut-
tering sloud. *“Fairly sat up and
begged for it! The old ass is bargin
about in the qﬁad—ha won't go out o
gates in weather like thiai Barging
about the qued! Asking for itd Just
begging for it! It’s his own look ont!
If & man keeps on asking for it——""

Coker turned from the window and
stepped towards the table. As he did
g0, his eyes fall on five faces in the study
DOrway.
He glared at them.
“"Geot out of this, you fage! I've no
time to thrash you now !* growled,

Instead of getting out, the chums of
the Remdve came in. If Coker wasa
thinking of catching his Form-master in

“ Just get out of it, zeet”

the mist and :guppingk that horrible
mixture over him, Coker had to ba
restrained for his own sake. Had ha

been their worst enemy, they would
have stopped him from asking for the
sack 8o cmphatically as that. And
Coker ‘was nobody’s enemy but his ownl
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'*MW;MMHH&?!HIH , the Impudence, the raseality, to absiraet Coker’s lines and present ihem
your 1" gasped the wretehed Owk  ** N-n-nni sir I I never knew Coker had dome
np. o mmmlﬁm and left them on his desk, sir ! ** "%ﬂ?"

"Mmd our own business!™ yap
Coker. * out of this ltudy,rbm%g 1

I take a fivea bat to you."

“It s for Pmuﬂ’"
" "Den't yell, you Jruuhgimﬂmt! Think
I 'rmnt Gl‘ﬂj‘fﬂl‘.‘:ﬂ
Clear- off and mind your uwn
hus;nau, a.nd keep your mouths shut,
BEa
“ Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,* said
‘Buh Cherry. “Tho best thing that can
. tuﬂukermtubakathun;fﬂr
huﬁpmhnnrﬂrm Prnutw be in by
then.® Bob :ﬁtda & s del:t grafz? [
tha can of mixture.

reduced to helplessness, was -
eagled on his back—all ready for his

?amg tilted the can over his’

faca. There was a trickle of mingled
ink and szoot.

It splashed on the erimson, upturned
face of Horace Coker. It stresked and
stripad him, giving him' a strange
resamblance to a robra.

“Keep that can aw . shrieked
Coker. “1'll smash you— ’Eﬁgrmgh 1"
Coker had to open his mouth to roar.
The mixture trickled into it. He shut
it—too late! It was full of mixed m'l:

soob.
“Gurrrrrerrggh
Coker gurgled horribly.

“Better kee dp *_mur mouth shut, old
mani“ advise “I know it's nut

buu;r for at least half an he}ur, if we in your line, am! ‘you’rs not used to
thia over him—-=" —" &
Ha..l'm ha | *“Ha, hs, hg!
“Hear, haar]" "Et:fl see if you can keap it shut,
“Good eg for once. More coming
" Put that m down {” rosred Coker, " Urrrgghl”
“Put that blithering idiot down!® More came! Bob up-ended the can.

said Bob Cherry.
Four fellows rushed at Coker.

1t was nat the can that was put down |
It was the blitkering idiot] Horace
Cloker, grasped by four pairs of bands,
sta

Coker strug fiercely. Alread hu
wn.i angry .n§ exoited. And the
f these fags m interfering with -hm
lnrdl]r will and pleasure gave the finish-
ing touch to his fury. He mu_zgiad
and-heaved, and hit ocut fiercely in all
directions.
for b

But fﬁur fallowes were too m
even the hefty Horace, Each fellow
grasped so arm-or a leg, and Coker,

oome down on his And

There was about s quart of ink, nice
flavoured with scot. It pnumﬂ AD
swamped over Coker's face, He had
been redder than a Red Indianl Now
ho wae biaoker than a black Hottentot.
gtill the mixturs streamed; over
his hair, his ears, his neck.

But he

Coker heaved and rocked! !
was sefeiy held. This was for Coker's
own good! ‘It was not nice—but it was
better for Coker to get the mixture
himself than to hand it out to Proutl
On that point there was no possible,

robable shadow of doubt; no possi

oubt whatever!

Bnt. though it was for Caker’s good,

did not like it] Ha hated it! He
nqmrmad frantically in wild efforta to
dodge it! Doctors, 'it is said, do not

like taking their own medicine!l Cers
tainly Coker didn’sl
"~ But he took it—to the last drop! He
swamped and streamed with it] He
wallowed in it. And when the tin ecan
waa ﬂmgty Bob jammed it on oker's
ht hlﬂ been made for

i‘.um it A him so well. A thump
n:'l:rc:-va it dnwn sond fixed it on.

Thump! Clangl

“Whooop I

T Now,” uid Bob thoughtfully. "X
think we can trust Coker! 1 thml: ke
will be too-busy for some time to bother
about Prout! What do you fellows
think 1"

“Hﬂq ]‘tt, ba §*

The juniors ware lavghing too much

to But they fully sproed, It
i dortaiic that Thker of the Dilth

would be busy for some time—much too

busy to bestow & siogle thought on

Prout |
Uh to thank us, Coker,

“Are yo
for taking almu troublel”-asked Bob.
utch or Esperanto?™

" Gurrrggeh ¥

“Is that

IFTRE

by Parhtpa be'll thu.nk us later,” eaid
Bob. “T hope he won't be ungrateful,
Gwﬁ bj*g. Cok ar!

a

Almost in utanm. ﬂia -:-huma of the
Remova anutt &d‘ out of Coker's study.
Coker struggled up. He gasped
ha gurgled soot—he streamed with !:-uth
He plunged out of the study after the

juniors. They were gone.
“Howly Moses!” yelled Fitzgerald of
tha Wif i staring owpt of his study.

“ Phwat's that m!::ml:f'r Is that Coker!

ible Ha, ha, hal"

Coker gave him an inky, scoty glare
and rushed away DBut he did not rush
in soprch of ﬂm Eﬂmcﬁrlﬁpa. He wanted
vengeanpe, but roalis that he
%l‘n: MaiGHET L:nmr. 0, 1,
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wanted & wash still more! And heo
stamped away to the nearcst bath-room,
leaving Gve or six Fifth Form men
staring after him and howling with
laughter.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
By Whose Hand ?

“ H!" spluttered Mr. Prout.

0 Ho was taken quite by

EUrprise.
~ Twice or thrice, as he
walked in the quad, the Fifth Form
master hod had a vague impression of
some shadowy Lpure hanging sbout in
the mist,

He had given it no heed, however,
and on that sticky afternoon few fellows
were out n the gquad; but any fellow
had o right to be, if he liked.

The mist was growing thicker, and
FProut was thinking of cutting short his
i;lmmena.dﬁ and walking back to the
Touse, when the catastrophe came.

Something, whixzin? through the air,
struck Prout on the back of his portly
neck. It pitched bhim headlong for-
ward, and he spluttered wildly as he
pitched.

Spluttering, he landed on his hands
and knees, and the sack that had been
hurled st him ecurled round his head.
It was a thick, heavy sack, and it had
been bhurled with foree, and had faivly
bowled Prout over.

Dizzy, Prout sprawled on hands and
kuces, as if he wero playing horses'in a
children’s game | ‘he sack, rather
coally and smelly, draped over his head.

And as he sprawled there scmething

descended on his shioulders. It was a
thump |

That thump drove Prout's portly
features inte the damp earth. His
nose hod quite & nasty jar.

Curgling wildly, Prout sprawled.

There was a patter of fleeing font-
gteps, but he did not hear them. He
disentangled his nose from damp earth,
gurgled for breath, and sat up.

The sack dropped from him. He
atared round dizzily into white mist
He could see hardly six feet from him.
Within that radius there was nobody to
be seen. And already the flecing foot-
steps had died away. )

Whoever had knocked him over had
vanished, swallowed by the mist|

Prout sat snd gurgled.

He was rather ghort of wind, at the
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best of times. Now most of what he
bed had been knocked out of him.
" But he struggled to his feet at last.
He gazed at the coally sack lying at
his feet. PBui what bhad knoocked him
over—hurled at his head treacherously
from behind., By whom?
_Prout did not need to ask that ques-
tion, ¢r to have it answered. One name
leeped to hiz mind, and to his lips.
" Coker I
He stood panting for breath, his
muddy face growing redder and redder
with rape. ¢ had been knocked over!
Hardly half an hour sgo he had heard

Coker, of his Form, threatening to
knock hin: over! Now he had been
knocked owver. Purple with fury,

Prout breathed rage and vengeance.
“That—that—that young scoundrel!
He—ho has dared—" rout chaked.
“Upon my word! Flopged-—expellad!
Groooghl Uoker! That rufiianly young
razcal ! That—that—that—Cokor——"
He rubbed mud from hiz face, lLie
dusted coaldust from the back of his
neck. Plenty of both remained, how-
ever, a5 he started towards the House.
And through the daubs of mud on hiz
majestic countenance, his plump cheeks
glowed with wrath.
This was the climax! He had been
atient with that unruly, obstreperous
y—too patient ! ‘This was his reward |
This was the finishl Coker was going
to trouble him no more! Colker waa
going to boe sacked from Greyiriars
before he was half an hour clder.
Beveral fellows were in the doorway,
looking out at the weather, when Prout
t back to the House. The:,r stared at
im, startled by his looks.
“Has anyvthing happened, sir?™” ex-
claimed Wingate of the Bixth,

He supposed that Prout might have
stumbledp over in the mist, and had a
fall

Prout gasped.

“Yes, Wingate. I have heen
attacked I” ]

“ Attacked, sir?" ejaculated the
Greyviriars esptain.

“L have been knocked over !” gazped

Prout. “ Attacked—assaulted—bat-
tered—by & boy of my Form ¥
Thera waa & buzz of startled voices at
once. Fellows came up from all sides,
staring blankly at Prout. ]
“But—but who 1" gasped Wingate.
* Coker—a boy of my Form—CUoker 1”
gasped Prout. “Wingate, ﬁwn me the
sid of your arm to the Head's study.

Are You Reading FRANK RICHARDS’

It's only just started, and
written.

in the grand number of

The
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it's the greatest series of

stories of school adventure in the Wild West ever
Read the all-thnlling complete yarn—
“The Hold-Up At Packsaddle!”—which appears

GEM

Price 24d.

Dr. Locke must know of thiz at once.
I am somewhat overcome—"

“* Certainly, sir!”

Leaning on the arm of the stalwart
Sixth Former, Mr. Prout headed for
Dr. Locke’s study with tottering steps.
icl;h jappﬂd on the door with a shaking

and,

The headmaster of Greyfriars gava a
start as he came In, nn-':i' rose quickl
fo his feet. He hardly nceded to as
if something had hapépen&dl Only too
plainly, something had !

“Mr. Prout!” exclaimed the IHead.
“What—-"

“I have been attacked, sir—knocked
over—hurled headlong to the earth,
sir, I the quadrangle I gabbled Prout.

“1s it possible 7 exclaimed the Head,
greatly shocked.

“It is, sir. It has occurred, sir—and
the culprit is a boy in my Form—a boy
of whose unrtuly conduct I have often
had to complain—-—="

" Coker " exclaimed Dr. Locke,

“Yes, sir | Coker——"

*“You sctually saw Coker—"

“I did not see him, sir; I was
attacked from behind and koocked
spinning, by a sack hurled at me!™

asped Prout. “I was struck on the

ack, sir, as I fell. Look at my face—
it was plunged, sir, in mud 1*

*You arg sura that it was Coker 7

“¥es, sir| Only half an hour ago, sir,
I heard Coker uttering threats to per-
form this very act of violence, sir.
dozen Greyiriars boys, or more, heard
him, also. Attributing his feolish words
to his wsual unthinking folly, sir, I took
no notice of them. DBut now——"

“Be geated, sir]! Pray be seated!
Wingate, will you bring Coker of the
Fiith Form to my study at cnce?™

“ Certainly, sic!”

Prout sank into a chair, gurgling.
Dr. Locke hovered over him, concerned
and sympsthetic. Wingate hurried
away in search of Coker., He ran u
the stairs and hurried into the Fift
Yorm passage.

“Coker here?” he called out. There
wera five or six Fifth Form men in tha

assage, and they werg all laughing,
fingate stared at them. *“This isn't &
laughing maiter, you fellows!™

“Isn't 1t intirely ! chuckled Fitz-

gerald., “Faith, sapd you should have
seen Coker IV

“I'm after him now. The Head wants
hime.” said Wingate. ™ Where is he I

*“You silly, cackling idiots I Coker's
volee snnounced where he was ss he
came down the passage, red and glaw-
ing from steaming hot water and
soap. “You cackling dummies, what
is there to cackle at in a goang of fags
ragging & Fifth Form man in hiz own
study—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Coker, you'rs wanted—" rapped
Wingate.

“Well, I can't come!” snapped
Coker. "I'm going to look for thoso
cheeky fa’ga, and spiflicate them! 1'm

Gl
&% ‘iiha Head wants yvou, fathead 1

“What forf" emaended Coker.
“That old ass, Prout, has been com-
plaining again?” . i

“Didn't you expect him to complain,

_after knocking him over in tha quad ¥

asked Wingate dryly. “Well, he has,
anvhow. me on |*

"Knnd-:in%ohim over in the quad?”
repedted ker. "“Has any
knocked the old ass over in the quad?®

“ YVes, you have |

“1 haven't I roared Coker. “I'd like
to, but 1 haven't. I haven't been out
of tha House, owing to those cheeky
fags——"

(Continued on page 28.)



NOW COMES THE CLIMAX OF THIS EXCITING °*OLD TIME " ADVENTURE STORY.

Young Prelender,
fanded fn Scotlond and
iz making for lLondon.
In consegquence of this,
Jach Lennord ond Billy
Jepp, fwo boy chums,
Join the IDragoons as
g?:gﬂnmi mluﬂtiﬂrs.
T aore irapped by o
rebel pack under the command
of Lord Trimingham, Dbul
manage to escope, thanks to
Major Dugdale, toho in realily
is Coplain Crimson, from whom the
rebel leader hps filehed his $itle, The
Jacobites fight a losing Dbattle, and
among the prisoners token are Squire
Dashwood and Lennard's bolh
of whom are saved from the scaffold
by Capioin Crimson. Meantchile,
Caplain Crimson, having come info
M2 owon as Chrisicpher, Second Earl
of Primingham, tempis jale by moking
known his identily to . Hicherman and
then vanishing into the night.

{ Noto recd on.}

S e e,

The Stirolling Players!

# HAT on earth was the earl
w about, tempting Fate to-
night w all his
troubles are over? mused Jack
Lennard, as he and Billy Jepp made
their way nacross the park, "I tell
you, old chap, he startled me out of
my life when I heard his voice and
saw him at the window!”

“Never mind. We lkmow he's
arrived, and mavybe he'll tell us moxe

about it sail Bilxls, wiping his
eyes. "I could bardly groan for
langhing 1*

“Well, wour last howl was &

triumpk, and Hickerman won't for-
get Dashwood Hall in a burry!
chuckled Jack. *Let’a go to the
Black Boar. Hie lordship is cerfain
to come there, if he's not there
already I”

The two youngz red-coats found
quite a buetle in the inn yard as they
went to the harness-room to return
the lanterns. )

“What's going on?” 1nquired Billy.
“Eﬂmpm? o' play-actors come b
the wagon,” said old Reuben, the he
post-boy. “Ye'd think they were
really big mnoises to hear ‘em talk!
Lot & chattering mag*ﬁim the women-
folk, an’ the men aren't much better!
They've fitted up the big barn there,
and to-morrow they’re giving a per-
formance, Eﬂ[ﬂ.les an’ wagabones, I
call ‘em, without a crown picce
smong the whole tribel”

Bo that as it might, when Jack

!
=
||||||||

and Billy passed through the

kitchen t e >

found the * whole tribe
al supper there, and the atmosphere
charged with the appetising odour
of ham and eggs.

The diners were all too busy to pay
much heed to the young dragoons;
those tired-faced Iladies in their
tawdry finery, and the half-dozen
men of sorts, eating as though their
lives depended on 1t.

In the snug parlour, however, there
was a mpous gentleman holding
forth tu]]}gr. Lennard, who sat in his
usual corner, an smused twinkle in
his kind eyes.

The pompous gentleman wore a
suit of graes-green velvet trimmed
with copper lace, somewhat white atb
the elbows, but his well-darned silk
stockings might have been cleaner.
Hizs mapner was commanding, and
his rich mellow voice boomed with a
curious vibration that now aud again
brought an answering note from the
glasses on the table,

“Ha!” he exclaimed, as the door
opened on the ecarlet-and - yellow
regimentals, *“What have we here?
Gad, a troop cometh! Come in,
gentlemen, come in!* He beckoned
to Jack and Billy to enter as though
the room belon to him, “Fresh
from the fields of congquest and the
paths of glory, without a doubt. I
would pour out a libation of red
Falernian in your honour, brave
boys, but the ]{J‘.L‘EEE‘.Ilt state of my
purse forbids it!”

_He raised his empty goblet to his
lips, not without a furtive glance at
the doetor. .

% the landlord’s permission, the
orator had just pinned a play bill
againgt the wall, and he saw the
surprise that swept over the faces of
the two chuma as they read:

“*The Mystery of the Haunted
Hall,” a drama in three acts, in

which will appear .Mr, Benjamin .

Brazen, formerly of His Majesty's

Theatre, Drury Lane, and his entire

company; to be followed by that

%:refming faroe, *"The Missing
HI +J i

Jack and Billy looked at one
asuother and burst eut laughing.
Then, after & puzzled lift of his
bushy eyebrows, the stranger joined
in with a hearty bellow,

“Ah, my dear lads—laughter and
tears !” he cried, with a magnificent
&mtuqa of his shabby sleeve towards
the bill, “That is the player's life
in & nutshell. It youth, quafiing the
bubbling wine of success without a
care for the morrow; in age, letting
fall the senile tear of failure into
the dregs of his meagre measure of
small beer! I am the Benjamin
Brazen, whose famous name you read
there in large type, among a dozen
othera scercely less famous. We are
playing to-morrow for one night
only, and if you ' gentlemen would
have me reserve yom eeats in the
front row, the price seat is two
shillinga, and I will take it now!”

Jack, still lan hingi at the recollee-
tion of that other *haunted kall,”

thrust s hand into his fob.

:;Wa shall certainly come, air,” he
sald.

An Mr. Brazen's fat fingera clutched
the money, the pair seated themselves
oft the polished settee.

“May I be admitted to share the
joke?” gsaid Dr, Lennard. “What
mad prank have you two boys been
up to?”

* Not now, father,” whispered Jack.
“We shall have another surprise for

ou to-night, we hope, and “twould

best all told together.”

“As you will, my boy,” nodded the
doctor, pointing with his pipe-stem
to the retiring figure of the actor.
*“That men is 8 most amusing study

of how not tq order one’s life. But
ha has promized to give me a game
of chess, which, to say truth, I have

Tee Micwer Lisnany,—No, 1.407.
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not enjoyed since Falcon disappeared
g0 suddenly.” 3

There was a sudden sharp click as
the latch on the outer door moved,
and Billy pressed Jack's arm.

“Is it the earl?” he whispered.

The two chuma looked towards the
end of the settle which hid
entrance from view.

Mr. Brazen wesa sianding in the
kitchen door, the replenished goblet
in his hand, snd he stared at the
newcomer whom he could see from his

zition.

A familisr figure in a plain grey
suif came round the settle-end, limp-
ing slightly on his well-known ebony
walking -staff —an elderly, white-
wigged man, whose 3&&11% featurea
‘beamed with a kindly smile. It was
‘Mr. Faleon.

“Good - evening, he
said. . ;

The three ocenpants of the parlour
were 80 taken aback that for a
moment there was silence.

After an sawkward pouse, the
doctor spoke.

“Good-evening, Falcon!"” he said,

There was no welecome in the dry
words.

The retired East India ‘merchant
stood quite still, his deep-set eyes
turning from one to another, inguir-
ingly, while a faint smile scemed to
-flicker round his mouth.

Before e could speak, however, a
strange thing hnﬂﬂmned. Mr. Brazen,
who had been ring open-mouthed
at the old man, set his pglass down
with an unsteady hand, and senut a
roar of laughter booming through the
TOOM,

"E};Iit my giezard, if it's oot our
old friend Dugdale come to earth
again!” he bellowed. * Oh, you dog!
And looking * Mr. Prosperous * to the
life, too, in the very clothes wyou

gentlemen I

the .
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played. the part s hundred times with
myself as the - alderman, and Mra,
Brazen as his housekeeper'!' Maria—
all of you—lock at this!”

“8ir, you are misied by some
fancied resemblance,” began Mr.
Falcon, drawing himself up.

But the excited actor had -rushed
across the room, and embraced him,
with tears streaming down his cheeks,
as & bunch of female heads appeared
in the doorway. =

“Benjamin, you old rogue,

es lose nothing with the marc
time ! laughed Mr. Falcon, wringing
the other’s hand warmly, ag the
ladies of the mmgany gurrounded him
with shricks of delight and all tried
to kiss him at once, *Mcroy, fair
charmers, you'll set my wig awry;
*tis indeed like old times to be with
you again. And how is business,
Benjamin

“Poor, my boy, poor! We play
here to-morrow, and then wend our
weary way onwards. True talent like
curg is little understood these days.
You were wise to leave us.  But
where have you been hiding yourself
all these years? And why do we find

ol once more,

rosperous?” _ :

“Because, after many days, Ben,
kind fortune has shone on me at laat.
I have been to India, and to many
other places as well.” He looked at
the wondering boys, with & quick
flash beneath his smile. “Of late, I
betook me to soldiering again; in
short, I have El::lyed well nigh as
many parts as id with you. And
now I am going to play chess with
my “friend Dr, nard—at his
house yonder,” ho added, with an
emphasis that was not lést on Jack's
father, who rose stifly, until Jack
pressed his foot under the table,

“] am at your service, Mr. Faleon,”

ANOTHER GREAT

SCOOP FOR

“MAGNET” READERS!

e

Here is a yarn that will set your nerves tingling with excitement,

No finer story of breathless thrills and adventure on thehigh seas and

under seas has been written than “THE SEA SPIDERI!"” Ii's

good, it's great, it's extra-special] Watch out for the opening
chapters of this great masterpiece in—

NEXT SATURDAY’SISSUE OF THE “MAGNET""!

.an‘irﬂ Dr. Lennard, with & |

ut %e
ofy

garbed as Mr, ¥

’ ave bow;
h it one moment I will be
with youm, doctor—I, and the v
He then turned to, the “delig
mummer who was shifting from . ohe
foot to the other like a r on hot
Pl?tglﬁ. much do you hope
‘How much mon u to
ocket if wou sell i{l Jﬁl{rﬂ"untc"-!w
morrow Bight, Ben?" he asked.
“Ten pounds at most. They sgell
b‘u:ﬂ slowly, alack ! answered the play-
Tr. '
~ “Then I will instruct my man-
servant- to bring you ‘a - bundred
gumenu in.the morning for the sake of
ld happy days, if you will do me the
pleasure of accepting them.”
Benjamih Brazen, genuinely moved
by the unexpected windfall, sobbed
tears of gratitude as he seized Mr.
Falcon’s hand.

“No more, Ben, if you think well
of me,” smiled Mr. Falcon, as he dis-
engaged himself- with diffoulty.

HLasten! Do me this favour in return,

letting none kmow of it until I give
you leave.” He whispered some words
in ?Erazen’s ear, “Well, what say
{lu Lt
“What say I to the most generons
Eﬂtrcm, the truest friend of my life,
ut a thousand times yes!” ‘said Ben
Brazen. * 1t shall be as you wish, and
I will eet about it at moment !
A- secret, ay, a secret most profound 1*
“Then, meantime, not & word.”

Mr. Falcon then turned to the inn-

keq;er.

“Jeff,” he eaid, “these ladies and
tlemen will continue the supper I
ve unwittingly interr . Bes

to it they have all the wine they

wish.”

Then, with a parting langh, Mr.
Falcon followed Jack and Billy to the
abled house across the atreet, no

onger leaning on his ebony cane |

E L L L] ]

FORGIVE you for thinking
me a rehel, Dr. Lennard, since
appearances were all against
me,’ amﬁ&d the distinguished gueat,
as he took the hand that pushed the
port across the table, “True, I was
often in the Pretender’s company, but
I was fighting for King George all the
while, as Jack and Billy re cAn
witness. I owe much to yon poor
mummer, Ben Brazen, for he it was
who taught me the art of make-up and
diaguise. But you little know how
often I dreaded lest Billy and Jack
here should detect Mr. Falcon in the
face of Major Dugdale, for I could
not alter my nose, could I?

“No, my lord. Nothing but a

¥

uurgiml' operation would change it,”
said the doctor.

“Perhape & certain family likeness
to my r cousin, Lance wood,

helped me out,” laughed the Earl of
Trimingham. *I played Mr,
Prosperous eo often on the stage that
the benevolent Falcon came like
eecond nature. And as for the major,
it seemsa one had only to hold one's
head high and put on a military bear-
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ing to deceive these remarkably sharp

eyes. But that reminds me,” and his

Ioddehip withdrew a folded copy of

the. * don Gazette” from his
. How doea this read?

“* John Lennard and William Jepp,
gentlemen, at ent serving as
volunteers in the Viscount Cobham's
Dragooms, to be lieutenants in Bir
John Ligonier's Regiment of Horsa." ¥

Jack and Billy j to their feet,
stunned by that joyful news after all
‘the amazing ha ings of the night.
When the funnE their voices, it wae
to falter in chorus:

“My lord, we owe this to you I

“Nay, "twas but a word in Cumber-
land’s ear; the rest was dus ta . your
own good service,” gaid the Earl of
Trimingham. “As for the money
ledged for your commiesions, Capiain
Crimson owes you far more than that,
for without your help on more than
one occasion he might now be
dangling from a pibbet on Windyway
Heath, red velvet mask and all 1™

The earl lit hia pipe at a candle and
watched the blue smoke curling awsy
with wide eyes that seemed to see
other things curling away with it.

"1 leave sermons to parsons,” he
said suddenly. “And, by the way, our
parson here should have his fifteen
guineas and a letter of thanks from
that rascally highwayman by -this
time. But this T tell » boys; ad-
venture is the spice of E?:, which was
why I could not resist a last wild
gallop to-night as Captain Crimson
before I laid aside the role for ever.
Fear God and honour the king, Jack
and Billy both, °‘tis & good motto
which will serve yon well. And now,
doctor, I see the chessmen ready;
what about our game?”

E f K ¥ B

The big red barn in the yard of the
Black Boar was filled as it had never
been filled before.

All Widewater was there to see the
strolling players, for Mr. Brazen had
not forgotten to epread it abroad that
the performance was under the die-
tingnished patronage of the Earl of
Trimingham, and that all the seats
were free!

The only empty seat in the house
was in the centre of the fromt row,
wlhere two scarlet coats made a gay
spot of colour in the glow of the foot-
lights. Everyone was agog to see his
lordekip take possession of the empty
geat, but they were disappointed.

Just before the start, Tom Roke
came in fresh from France, and as he
squeezed into his Ealmu beside prett;
Nancy, his wife, leaned over an
whi ed to Jack:

“Both safe, your uncle and the
squire, and the gquickest run I ever
made. But what's this abont Hicker-
man they tell me?” .

“Gone—lock, stock, and barrel !”
answered Jack excitedly.

“Thank ess that 1
chuckied young smuggler.

for
the

“ Thought the mud emelt sweeter some- Beng

how when I came up-stream "

The wooden p were very hard,
but mo one minded that. Pleasures-
wero few and far between in the good
year 1748. Every had come to
enjoy themselves, and they did, in

EVERY SATURDAY

“EPTH my gizzard,” bellowed Mr. Brazen, “ H li::.i not our old friend Dugdale

come 1o earth again |

spite of the stifling heat, the feeble
lighting of the tallow candles, and
the demse crush.

‘Women screamed and some even
fainted at the terrors of the “ Haunted
Hall,” that grim drama with its three
murders, ite walking ghost, and a
terrific thunderstorm.

From their places, Jack apnd Billy
could see Brazen with a large iron
tray in the wings manufacturing the
thunder, and they grinned at one
asnother as th
more bloodeurdiing their own groans
had been.

“The Missing Earl * made everyone
howl with laughter, and rapturous
applanse was etill filling the bam
when Benjamin Brazen stepped before
the curtain, his fat hand on his over-
flowing heart, to announce the great
surprise of the evening.

“Kind friends and generous
patrons,” he began, the mellow voice
trembling with genuine emotion,
“believe me, words are idle things at
hest, and they fail me mow.” He
swallowed several beads of perspira-
tion that poured down his purple
cheeks. "To prove ourselves not un-
grateful for the mnoble -manper in
which you have rewarded our poor
efforts amuse, with your gracions
permission we are now going to put on
a comedy in one act that does not
figure on the bill you have already
soen. It is called * The Man from
al," and a pentleman, opce an
old and valued member of this com-
pany, will play his original character
of * Mr. Prospercus * for the last time.
Kind friends, we thank you!” :
.Ben Brazen then bowed himeelf out
of sight.

thought how much’

Jack and Billy fairly gasped. But
before either could speak, the curtaine
were drawn aside on & garden scene
with palings and a gate upstage.
Through the gate camec an elderly
figure in a grei;r suit and buckled
shoes, limping slightly on an ebony
walking-ataff |

“Why, "tis Mr. Falcon!” shrilled
Nancy Roke, and a hupdred throats
echoed the cry as the entire audience
recognised the familiar form of the
man - -whom all the children loved, and
whg had a kind word for everyome he
met.

“Mr. Prosperous ” loocked round the
barn with his gentle smile, and went
on with his part amid breathless still-
ness, drawing both tears and mirth
from those who had been his mneigh-
boura so long before the comedy was
ended, and yet barely half a dozen of
them kmowing the secret of it all!

“To-night the English stage has
lost ite brightest ornament!” gurgled
Mr. Brazen, when they carried him
from the supper-table to bed, over-
come from a variety of canses. “Never
did he play * Mr. Prosperous * better I

“All the same,” whisperéd Jack
Lennard to Billgr Jepp, “we shall
always think of him as Captain
Crimson, you and I, for mo one cver
played that part so welll*

THE END.

f{fﬁﬁtf  SEA SPIDEI; " is the title
of t illing story of gripping ad-
venture on tﬁ higri::g tmﬁﬁ% Eﬂdﬂr
seas which is billed to appear in nezt
Saturday’s issueof the Miawgr. Order
your copy early and moke sure of
reading the opening chapters~En.)
Trz MioreT Lisrary.—No, 1,407
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FOOL’S LUCK i

(Lantinued from poge 24.)

“You can tell the Head that. Come
.:Iﬂ !JJ
Coker snorted  angreily. o was

anxious to get after Harry Wharten
& Co. DBut if the Head wanfced him,
he had to go—and he went.

Wingate walked with him to Dr,
Locke's study, Coker tramped into that
apartment, giving the breathless Prout
a surprised stare as he went in. Prout’s
eves glittered at him. i

“You sent for me, sir?” said Coker,
agddressing the Head.

“1 did, Coker,” said Dr. Locke, in a
voice of ice. " You are expelled from
this schoo!, Coker! You will go im-
mediately and pack your bgxl You
will leave Greyfriars in half an hour P

Coker almost fell down. i

He blinked at his headmaster, with
staring eyes, and his mouth wide open
with astonishment, like a fish out of
water. e

“Wha-a-a-nt 17 he stutteved. “ Wh-a-at
did you say, sip?”

“T said that vou are expelled from
Greviriars, Coker, for a violent and

ruffanly awmsault upen your Form-
master—— i
“But—but—but 1 haven', sirl”
gasped 1he bewildered Coker. "I-I

haven't even seen him since he jawed
me in the quad, sir. And a lot of fel-
lows were there, sir, and they'll tell you
1 pever touched him g 1

Mr. Prout rose majestically .to his
feat.

“Do vou dare to deny, Coker, that
after uttering throuts to kneck me, your
Torm-master, over, Yol ll:-'llll'[']E'd ot
those threats, only a few minutes ago,
in fthe quadrangle?™ 2

“Of conrse 1 do!” howled Coker. “I
never did anything of the kind! I
woukdn't, cither! As i I'd hit a man
of your age, sir ! I never even hit that
rotter, Barle, though he asked for 1tl
A fellow might say things in a temper,
gir, but doing them's s different
metter.”

Dr. Locke looked hard at Coker.

“] -presume, Mr. Prout, that there
is no doubt ' he said. * As you did not
actually see Coker commit this assault,
is it possible—" )

“Jt is not possible, siv!” boomed
Prout. “And there 13 no doubt, no
doubt whatever! Coker will not deny
utiering the threat!”

“Munno; but-=but that was only—
—-nnl:-,'—u:ﬁ}' gas, sirl” gasped Coker.
“J1—-I nover really meant—[—I—I
wouldn't i )

Dr. Locke held up his hand.

“Your threat, Coker, has been
followed almost immediately by this
attack on Mr. Prout! No rcasonable
doubt remains, Mr. Prout could not sce
his assatlant, in the mist; a civcam:-
stance from which you no doubt hoped
to draw advantape. But the utterance

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

of such a threat, followed by the action
itzelf, may be taken as proof o

“I should imagine so, sir!” gasped
Mre. Prouat.

“But I never did it!” almost shricked
Coker. “ And I can jolly well prove that
I never did it, tool As it happens, I
can prove that I haven't been out of the
Ilouso for tho last half-hour.”

At that awful moment, Coker of the
IFifthh was glad that thosze checky fags
had rageged him in his study! From
the very bottom of his heart was Coker
glanel !

D, Locke paused.

“If you can produce any such prook,
Coker—-"

Soiff from Proukl

“Lots, sir!” gasped Ucker. “Heaps!
Send for young Wharton, of the Remove
—they ragged me in my study, mopped
ink over me—smothered me! Send for
the Fifth—half of them saw  me,
smothered with ink—and Iaughed fit to
kill themselves, too! Bend for Tomlin-
gon~le was helping me get tho ink off,
in the bath-room! Send for Trottor—
I made him go and get me a chango of
clothes!  Bend for all of them, and
they'll tell you--—-*

Dy, Locke stared hard at the breath-
less Coker !

BMr. I'rout stared hard, also. Ik was
scurcely possible to suppose that Coker
was asking for all these wititeszes to be
sont for, unloss thevy were going to
witness m his favour! Even Mr. Prout
began to wonder whether he had been
a little hasty in jumping to conclusions,
certain as those conelusions had scemed.

“Hond for them, sir!™ gasped Coker
“They'll tell yon—-—=""

“Wingate, kindly bring berc the boys
pomed by Coker™

" Very well, sir.”

A few minutes later, there was quile
a Flﬂrﬂdﬂ in the IHead's study.

ive Hemove fellows, six of the
Fifth, and Trotter, the Housze page,
were gathercd thore. Prout stood
stient, amazed, while the Iicad
questioned them.

Their answers proved az complete an
alibi for Coker, as any accuzed man
could possibly bave desired.

The Famous Five had been ragging
Coker in his studv, long beforn the
attack on Prout. Half a dozen Fifth
Form men had scen him inky and
sooty, after the jupiors had dono with
him, Tomlineon, of the Fifth, had been
helping him clean up, at the very
moment that Prout was knocked over
in the quad. Trotter had brought him
his change of clothes, before Proat
got back to the House. For nearly
half an hour past, Coker, of the Fifth,
had not boen out of anybody’s sight
for a single instant! ¥e had been in-
side tho Mouse all that time! The
evidence was overwhelming and con-
clusive. Whoever had Lnocked Prout
over in the quad, it was not Coker.

Pront was not keen to be convinced.
But he had to be convinced, The

q};m&ti?nin over, Dr. Locke looked at
tha Fifth Form mastey. Prout nodded
slowly.

“But who—"" gasped Prout.

“That muzt be discovered,” said the
Head quietly. “DBugt it is clear that it
was not Coker, of vyour Form, sin
Coker, I trust that this will be a warn-
ing to you'r

“But who—"" gasped Prout.

" But for the fact that thess juniors
were playing a prank in your studsy,
Coker, vou would certainly have heen
condemned on the evidence of your own
foolish and reckless words!” said the
Head sternly. *You would have had
vourself to blame! Let it be a warn-
mg to you to be more careful! You
may gol”

Coker went,

In the passage, he fixed his eyes on
the Fampus Five, Thev regarded him
with smiling faces. 'FThey had saved
Coker from himself that afternoon.
And, all unconsciously, at the same
time, they had saved him from the
shrewdest blow of his scerot enemy.
But they did not expect C'oker to under-

stand—that, or anything clse. They
expected, i1n  fact, exactly what
I::‘:Ppened.

*You cheeky fags,” said Coker,

“inking & mwan in his own study—T'll
jally  well—""

Coker got no further. He was bump-
ing on the pazzage floor hefore he muﬁ:l
say  more.  Ile boumped hard, and
roarcd. And the Famous Five walked
away and left laim roaring.

i # ] . *

Who had knocked Prout over, in
the misty quad, never iranspired.
Whoever he was, he had had ample
time to pet clear, while Prout was
following a false scent—and he hud got
cleard
Harry Wharton & Co. had a sus-
picion. “They gave the Hnipe of the
Remove searching looks when they saw
him sgoin.

But suspicion was not
thers was nothing to be
Snipe was safe!

But ho had failed again! With the

roaf; and
ong, The

fathead of the Fifth playing into his
hands, as if he wanted to help him,
the Snipe had failed. And ha was

beginning to wonder whether it was,
after all, fool’s luck; or whether there
was some sort of inherent weakness in
cunning rascality that fore-doomed it
to failure.
THE E=D.

(Look out for anether exciting yarn
g Harry Wharton 4 Co., the chums of

rewfriars, tn next Saturdey's MaGKED.
It iy entitled: “"THE SCHEMER OF
THE REMOTVE! and it's just the type
of story you will enjoy. See that pou
order your copy in good time!)
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the school flagstaff and yell out

I behind the chapel any evening.

Ambitious lad, desirous of rising to
dizzy heights, wanted to climb up to

warning when the beaks are coming.—
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FREAKISH FOOTBALLER

Seeks place in Mental Home team
or other suitable club. Pitiful at in-
side-right and worse still in any other

position. Good at hopscotch and
marbles. —HORACE COKER, Fifth

) . et

i Harry Wharton.)

Form.

February 2nd, 1935. L.

(Inserted free by the Editor—

el

Spoctator & referees and
who  turned ES four lincamen
ni_lp t;:r watch ' tﬁauﬁﬂrﬁ;.fand
ooter on the play
Lictl Sidolest ON ONE PITCH "%
Wﬂd‘n;}aday ing fact .we
s M Frenzied Footer In Floods s he b
they had the unique experience of watching ) record is, that neither of the two games
two' gpames played simultanecusly on one | turned out to be a complete fiasco. The

pitch !

This weird affair was the outcome of the
torrential rains that fell in the neighbourhood
last Monday snd Tuesday.

The matches arrenged for Little Bide on
the momentous afternoon were two in num-
ber-—Upper Fourth v. 8hell on one pitch, and
Remove v. Dick Trumper's team from Court.
field on the other. Of &}I:Bﬂ two pitches, the one
regerved for the Remove was far and away
the better. The other was completely water-
la%ad. But on the Remove pitch footer of &
kind was, at any rate, just possible.

Dick Trumper was: responsible for the
amazing experiment. When Wingate came
slong and ordered the Fourth and Bhell to
%l‘fﬁ up all idea of playing on their pitch,
Trumper felt sorry for them.

“ Pity they've got to chuck it,"” he asaid.
* The poor beggars look quite down in the
mouth over it."

We d that it was unfortunate for the
Fourth and Bhell ; but what could be done
about it, anyway ?

_dThe-n Trumper came out with his great
ides.

“Why not invite them to share this
pitch with ua ! he asked.

Wo looked at him aa if he had gone off his
rocker ab firef, and a dozen fellows trotted
out the obvious chjections. But Dick Trumper
wasn't pub off.

“I know it sounds greﬁty daft,"” he said.
“ But the pitch is go bad, anyway, that the
game ia bound to be farcical ; so 1t'a not like
making a rag out of & normal game. Anyway,
it will give those fellows a chance to kick a
h‘?li! a.'i*J‘uut—and will probably cause a bit
of fun,

* But what about goal 1 hooted Johnny
Bull, “ Mean to say we'll have two goalies
in each goal 1 ™

“*Why not!" asked Trumper blandly.
* They mey crowd up the goslmouth a trifle ;
but I'l bet they won't make goal-scoring
imposgible | Can't do more than give it o
trial, anyway, can we 1 ¥

Bo the idea was duly put op to the dis-

ﬁpuint-ad foothallera of the Shell and Fourth.

ey looked ]'i:mtt;r blank when they frst
heard 1t ; but, like the rest of us, they guickly
warmed up to the wheeze when they thought
about it. Within & few minutes, forty-four
players wero lining up, with two grinning

Coker clzims that it was his encouraging
shouts that inepired the First Eleven to win
their recent match against Higheliffe.

This justifies Coker's boast, in & recent
lptter, that he is a first-class foot-BAWLER !

~When Bob Che helped Gosling by
ringing the rising-hell the other moming, Gossy
had to admit that Bob did it better than he

did ‘it himself.
We bava always said that Bob was cut out
for the " ring *’

players adapted themselves to the axtra-
ordinary conditions remarkably well, and at
times the standard of play was almdst normal.

Cwing to the crowded state of the field,
there was loss passing then usual—which
circumstance produced a number of brilliant
solo rung. But pometimes, when ¥ was
contred at different ends, quite e usual
game was played and normal footer excitement
engenderad among the lookers-on |

oy . e
LA L g e

oalmouth, when two sides were aitecking

e same citadel at the same time. With
two goalies jumpi:;,_g about together to keep
out two balls, the fun was fast and Turioug—
and the crowning joy ecame when Wharton,
for the Remove, and Heobson, for the Shell,
secored eimultaneously in the same goal.
That masterpiece fairly brought down the
house |

Altogether, we owe IDdick Trumper a vote
of thanks for introducing us to something
guite new in footer.

But we don't think four-team football is
ltkely to becorne really fashionable at (irey-
friara just yet !

SHELLITE'S PROBLEM SOLVED

Hobson asks what the dickens he can do
to keep warm when the water-pipes in the
Shell passage are always cold.

Just think about it, old bean. When the
injustice of it dawns on vou, it will make
yvour blooed boil in no time !

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT ?

WE MUST NOT

BE RUDE |
Says H. Wharton

Wingate has just looked
into the editorial office to
give us a stern warning,

He says we're far too | 8P
free in our comments on t was
Groyfriars seniors, and that | Willion-dollar
this practice must stop,

a've thanked the old
pport and told him- we'll
do our level best to respect
our elders in future. Bo
we must asl onr readers to
forbear with ws if the
strong Putinn in the way
of editorinl comments
wo've been ing up in
the past is turned. into &
weak mixture of milk-and-
water in foture numbers |

Instead ' of - describing
Loder ae a " low, cunning
raacal,” wo ghall have to
content ourselves with the
quite inadequate descrip-
tion—""* low rasecal.”

Ingtead of calling Mr,
Prout a “ blithering, bald-
headed bandersnatch,' it
may be expedient for us
to call him simply a
" hﬂIﬁ. - hﬂﬂ-’d‘ﬂd h&ndﬁl‘-
mateh." -

Whereas, wa've been
used to giving Coker the
title of ' champion idiot,”
the word *idict" alone
will h_m.'ﬂ to suffice.

While to speak of
Hobson &8 a " footling
fromp,” will, of course, be
out of the question !
* Frumpish footler ™ must

“Bay, I
tite of sn

uninvited

safety |

aoon hock

Jack Jolly.

L1 nm‘t
Tubby Barredl
I'l follow you.

Poara 1"
ha |

while we

of the Fouxth

o mon: : %ﬂﬂgﬂﬁ & :ﬁm M?p-e:; uﬁ of the
It's going to be a sirsin |y b0’ gy E;unm pigrond
g?&dg;?r%fiﬁ " “ Howdy, streppe b 'P?}[B out a
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orr: esly employed. Buit
 you'lt i&?ﬂ to grin and
bear it.

That iz, unleaa wa decide
to ignore Wingate’s warn-

“What do

iii Euam im

ing after all,

guony) that
who made that k
treated Jack M?;

Tubby was comse
boy from the Yw
conserned with sudety for Tubby’s

to live, but live i eat.’
have to ebmck it 20w, Tubby, or we'll
all be late for gen.”

maith ¢

'mp“

You've

baols

E

Ty

him & present pum

;ﬁ -gln. :
==

e
%
@

day

THE KIDNAPPED
SKOOLBOY

By Dicky Nugent

: v's got the
virish o
HyumilEngtt Poare,
M’ ﬂf E-t'- E-Eﬂiﬂ.rﬂ-r
He had just
& Co.,, of the
Fourth, to tea bjthe tuck-shop
Tubby Barzell, who had a marvellous
note for a foed, bd furned up as an
. The amount of tuclk
made the new
nighted Btates

" Beleove me, Jd chep, Tubby will
your milions eilly, if you
stand him tea nery 1" larfed
matto 18 ° Eat not

But von'll

oy
oa e¢hape go,

p.IaJ.id for all
that's left om tle tabde, I beleoves,

e Ymrﬁtn (1l paid for—and I
gusss you're weltms to finish it up
h I.Oosey " emiled the
raillion-dallar skedlar. And he strolled
off with Jaek Jually
Tubby with the wmamns of the feast.

By the time 'Tobby
out of the h.mk-ihnp. the
dark and deserted. The
red €0 run,
knew that to be for p 1
earn him » Lickimy fom Mr. 1. Jolliwell

& Co., leaving

at last rolled
uad was

t

“¥es, rather 1" anawered Tubby,
with an inlowizitire look.at the visitor.
wmi him for 1"
o o give
popper.

e
< e

guesa I'd like to

not dishonnest,
Tubby wasn't
ahove helping
himself "to other
fellows' property if he had half a
chance, and this secmed an eggsellent
opportunity of sackwiring something
for nothing !

* Well, you haven't got far to look,
as it happens,” he said. * The fakt
is—ahem |—I'm Hyam Knott Poare
myzelf | .

Thoe misterious visitor started
violently. )

“You're Hyasm Knott Poare 1"

“ That’s my name,” said Tubby
cheerfully. " Now. hand over the
present |

“Why, certainly!” grinned the
vigitor. yer it is, I guesat™
- Te Tubby's serprize and dismay,
the man whipped out a skarf from his
overcoat pocket, and notted it round
Tubby's head, completely covering
his face I

“Come on, you
when he had finnished. _

Several other misterions jentlemen
then ap d, and Tubby falt himseli
lifted up and carried away.

A cupple of minnits. later, lying at
the bottom of & motor-car, Tubby was
being bome off to an unknown des-
tinntion—afd it was borne on him that
he had been kidnapped !

There was a sensation in the Skool
House that evening when it was found
that Tubby was miasinf‘ Jack Jolly
told Burleigh and Burleigh told Mr.
Lickham, and Mr. Lickham told Fossil,
and Fossil told the bell for a inl

1" he crids,

calling-over., But no Tubby Barrell
ap earaed.
ﬁh last, Mr. Lickham went into the

GREY

majestick presence of Dr.
Birchemall, the Head of St.
Sam's, and told him.,

The Head looked awfully
worTtied,

“ Blesa my

€ almed.
tfs%ﬂﬂuy I wanted to vannish |

gole!" he

R GHith His father hasn't paid his
see PIIVILLY skool fees yob, and if Barrell
for a.‘mmmt-"t-ﬂ can't be found wa ~may
hand it over. have difficulty in collecting

Tubby's ar.}t:ﬂ them. The boy must be
leemed in 1:]1'& found at _once. You here,
arkness. Allho Lickham T The boy must be

found, and at wunce | *

“T hers, sir,” mermerad
Mr. Lickham.

“ No atone must be left unturned,”
said the Head. ““Have you furned
over all the stoned yet, Lickham 1 "

“ No, sir, I'in afraid I haven't.”

Then’ go and do so imqiﬁjlataly,”
orderad Tr. Birchemall. “lIn the
meantime, I will conduct a seaxch
myeelf.” .

And while his assistant went out in
the quad to turn over all the stonocs
he could find, Dr. Birchemsll had a
look round the place himself. He
searched with earrickteristip thorough-
ness. Bterting abt the  box-

" Barrell ia the |

“I guess that's it, sir!" cride
Hyam Knott Poare, who was standmng
near. ‘' Coming back to the House
to-nite, I notissed & gﬁamﬁ:crus-'iapkdl_

i noseving aroand, who reminde
E‘luﬁyﬂf Elgl::k Hﬂ'ﬂnligau—tha kidnapper
who'as looking for mel”

The Head'a eyes gleamed.

“ Slick Hooligan ! ™ he ejackulated.
“ You've hit it | 'This is his dasterdly
werk, or I'm a Dutchman ! He muat
have mistaken Barrell for Poare, and
gone off with the wrong man!™ ;

“Shall I tellyfone the perlice I
aaked Mr. Lickham.

Dr. Birchemall ‘larfed skornfully.

“The perlice! What good ara the

rlice in an emergency .like this?
ﬁ'h.at is wanted is & born detecktive,

ssod of infinite
undless ability."

* You are going to send for Herlock
Sholmea * ** venchered Mr. Lickham.
Dr. Birchemall laughed again, )

“ Nog, Lickham. Herlock Sholmes ia
not the only slecth in England. AS
A MATTENK OF FACT, I AM GOING
TO DO THE JOB MYBELF!"”

{(Pon’t miss: * Dr. Birchemall—
Detecktive ! "—the next story in this

"

curridge and

* thrilling ** series. It's a scream !—
Ep.)

rooms, he went through all the
suit-cases and handbags K he
could lay his hands on, and
then worked downwarda to-
wards the bottom of the House.
He locked up chimbleys, under
the stair t, inside duzzens
of desks and drawers, ond even
turned out waate.paper baskets
and dustbins—all to no &vail.
As a laat rezource, he eggsplored
svery corner of the ce

still without finding a trace of
the missing Tubby !

When at last ho came up
from the coal-cellar under the
kitchen, his face waa black.

“There is something éuﬂy
miaterious about this here,” he
told Mr. Licltham, aa they met
again in Hall. * Two and two
make five, Lickham, as you
are aware—and, putting two.
and two together in this case, I
can't avoid the coneloosion that
Barrell has been kidnapped!™
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FRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAITI

: X

I want to make a
Bolgover's Comb-and-Pa
For several terms, you
with mirthful melody. ]
For several terms, your duleet droning and
regular rthythm and honeyed harmony have
cheered us at the closo of our day of foil.
For several terme, you bave filled the Ra

DICK RAKE PLEADS—
DON'T GET OUR

BAND BANNED

plea to the members of
Band.
ve entertained us

music without producing & word o

complaint, other then from Fourth Formers
and others who don't count.

Now, for the first time, this idyllic state of
affairs is in danger. .

Somae of your own supporters are beginning
Lo 1o

{}l:ﬁ I know thet individually you're as
good as ever | Tom Brown onthe
and-paper, ig at the top of his form ; Trevor

1eter dissatiafaction 1
comb-

& mouth-organ is a joy; end Stoit’s

execution with the poker-snd-cosl-scuttle is
better than ever. :
It's not the artiste your public comploin
of—IT"S THE MUSIC! ]
While you stuck to simple melodies liko
“ Did You Ever See a Sorcam Walking T

like

Ay . w ou wero great. <
) E’ 7 But lm“grfha.t you'rs going on to " hot &
= " . musio, your patrons are inning to wonder.
2 & h ‘s School House Blues ¥ made them goggle ;
: = < i  “* Punishment-Room Stomp " made them
- AR : e e Eh put their hnﬁdﬂ ;‘:;l.rar their Eﬂrf-i: u'gl'\:‘-‘ill‘il‘l
g hop Lament " made them ery: "' Eno -
Dick Rake, a keen photographer, Gosling, the school porter, ad- Harold Bkinner's undochied giit Just to show e could ieap MNaspolsom Dupont ia natorally Dapper ia the word which best BOPOP & 3
mads & ‘'movie ” with s Baby mitted gver £0,000 visitors during for t earn El hﬂ! in goal than Tom North, Monsieur © atior’s favourite desoribes Cecil Eeginald Temple ~ Can't you read tho E;ﬁ_]mfﬁmrl Pm?m:m
Cine camera of the BRemove vic- the last deoade. The figures are Inme by and by if he cenld Caker of the Fitth made & mighty |pil1 and ha frequently repairs when he takes his Bonday mom- Gct back to the tune yourts % Friu]::
tory over the Upper Fourth at sgupplied by Mr. Queloh. Gosling member to be kind rather ﬂﬁ ump to save 3 high ahot from { Mogsoo's ' siudy after ing walk. Looking ai the and ruthlessly cut out these mightma
foocter. Removites crowded into hasn't kept count—but he says cru oarioon entithed * My ste—and ¢d his head classes for & chat in their native oiber day, nobody would have creations you're inflicting on us at present !
the ¢ Bag ** to-s¢e the * show » 1t he had had as “ﬁg” Magnificent Wharton * remained on eross-bar. Coker was too tongue. at the hﬁ imagined that the previons alfer Unlesa you do that, and do it soon, I can
soocsaniully Ftﬂa;uhtn: B of as he ought to hm Be'd on the Remows notiss board “iptonned  fo realize tﬁlll.ﬁ l.“ hols, bowever, dll'lmh.!’tﬂﬂﬁl m I E'mn he. lu;lﬂ Mtlhi?:“f}ﬂ 31’1- htﬂ see only one end to it.
the Upper “ﬁ:ﬁ; oped to be & millionsirs | uﬂlhﬁ.wuﬁ hed failed io stop the glean nothing of what was eN TUD . “II Our band will be | i



